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3! PREFATORY ROTE

and therefore the thoughts or ideas which the
phrases conveyed, and with which for the moment
he was concerned. But in order to gather the
mind of Mr. Arnold on the whole of any subject,
literary, political, or religious, if is often necessary
to read more than onme paper, because in each
paper he frequently deals with ome aspect of a
subject only, which requires, for sound and com-
plete judgment, to be supplemented or completed
by another. It is especially necessary to bear
this in mind in reading what has become his
last utterance on Shelley. In Shelley’s case
~ he is known to have intended to write some-
thing more; not, indeed, to alter or to qualify
what he said, but to say something else which
he thought also true, and which needed saying.
This is not the place to attempt a character of
Mr. Arnold, even as a critic or an essayist A
preface would expand into a volume if it attempted
to indicate even the materials for thought on such
subjects, handled by Mr. Arnold, as Poetry, Gray,
Keats, Shelley, Byron, Wordsworth (to name no
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others), which are the subjects of some of the
Essays here collected. This is the last volume he
ever put together, and it contains some of his
ripest, best, most interesting writing.

Perhaps it is well to add that these few words
are contributed at the request of others Jnane
munus indeed, but all that a friend can do!
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.
- THE STUDY OF POETRY?

('sz fotare of poetry is_immence, becanse ir
poetry, where it is worthy of its high destinjes,
03T Tece, 23 time goes on, will fied an ever surer
2nd rurer stay, " There is not & creed which is not -
roaken, pot an zccredited dogma which is not -
shown to be questionable, not a received tradition
whick does not threaten to dissolve. Our religion
ko3 materialised itself 1 the fact, in the supposed
faet; it hes attached its emotion to the fact, 2nd
now the fact is failing it. Buﬁcr poetry the idea
is everything ; the rest i3 a world of illusion, of
divine fllosion.  Poetry attaches its emotion to

" ) Poliuted in 1830 2s the Genel lntrodueton to The
Zeglub Porty, edited by, T. H. Ward.
5 B
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the idea ; the idea s the fact.. The strongest part
of our religion to-day is its unconscious poetry.’
Let me be permitted to quote these words of
my own, as uttering the thought which should, in
my opinion, go with us and govern us in all our
study of poetry. Ir the present work it is the
course of one great contributory stream to the
world-river of poetry that we are invited to follow.
We are here invited to trace the stream of English
poetry. But whether we set ourselves, as here, to
follow only one of the several streams that make
the mighty river of poetry, or whether we seek to
know them all, our governing thought should be
the same. We should conceive of poetry worthily,
and more highly than it has been the custom to
conceive of it. 'We should conceive of it as cap-
able of higher uses, and called to higher destinies,
than those which in general men have assigned
to it hitherto, (More and more mankind will dis-
cover that we have to turn to poetry to interpret
life for us, to console us, to sustain us) ‘Without

poetry, our science will appear incomplete ; and
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most of what now passes with us for religion and
philosophy will be replaced by poetry. Science,
T say, will appear incomplete without it (I;or,
finely and truly does Wordsworth call poetry “the
impassioned expression which i3 in the counte-
nance of all seience’; and what is & countenance
without its expression? Again, Wordsworth
finely and truly calls poetry ‘the breath and finer
gﬁrj} of all knowledge J: our religion, parading
evidences guch as those on which the popular
mind relies now; our philosophy, pluming itself
on its reasonings about causation and finite and
infinite befng; what are they but the shadows
and dreams and false shows of knowledge #** The
day will come when we shall wonder at ourselves
for having trusted to them, for having taken them
seriously ; and the more we perceive their hollos-
nesy, the more we shall prize “ the breath and finer
#pirit of knowledge® offered to us by postry.

{ But if we conceive thus bighly of the destinies
of poetry, we muast also set our standard for poetry
bigh, since poetry, to be capable of fulfilli~~ ~--*



3 YESSAYSTIN CRITICISM: 3
hig «destinies; must 'be poetry ofa high order-of
exvellence” We ‘muit: accustom {durselves {o'a
high sbandzzrd andto!a-strict judgment.- Sainte-
Beive relates that Napoléom-onevday said, when
gomteboedy “ was spoken “of 1in his presence as'ia
charlatan : ‘Charlatan fas much as you' please;
but whereis there nof -chariatenism t’—*Yes,’
answers Sainte-Beuve, “in ‘politics, :in the art: of
governing mankind, that is.perhaps true. - But-in
the order 6f thought, in art, the ‘glory, the eternal
lonouy' is ‘that charlatanism: shall: find no en-
trance ;- herein - les - the ‘inviolableness of . that
noble -portion of man’s being’ 4 It.is admirably
said, and let us hold fast to it. In poetry, which
is thought and art in one, it is the glovy, the
eternal honour, that charlatanism: shall find no
entrance’; that this noble sphere be'kept inviolate

and inviol‘a.ble.} Charlatanism is for confusing or

obliterating i the - distinctions between excellent

and " inferior, ‘sounnd 'aud’ tngound or only Lalf-
sound; triievand wntrue or only half-true, It is

charlatanism, cbnscibus orunconseious; whendves
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we confuse or obliterate ‘these.~ And inpoétry,
more than auywhere else, it is unperthissible to
confuse or obliterate them. For'in poetry the
distinction between “excellent aund fnfenor; sound
and unsound or only hall.sound, true and untroe
or only halfstrite, is-of paramount importance. It
is of paramount importance because of the high
destinies of poctry, i]n poetry, as"a eriticismyof
life nnder the conditions fixed for-such a eriticism
by the laws of poetic truth and ‘poetic beauty, the
si;i;it of our race will find, we have said, as time
goea oz and oy other helps. fail, its consolation
and nay) But the consolation and stay will be of
power in propurtion to the power of the criticiem
of life. {And the criticism of life will be of power
in proportion as the poetry conveymgtis excellent }
rather than inferior, eound rather than wunsgound
or half-sound, true mather tham untrue or half-true.
{The Vest poetry is what we want Jfthe best
poetry will be:found to have a power of ft@u_‘ig_,
sustaining, and. delighting us, as nothing Széﬁfi‘f‘)_;
A glearer, deepor. semse of the bestin poktry; und
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of the strength and joy to be drawn from it, is the
most precious benefit which we can gather from a
poetical collection such as the present. And yet
in the very nature and conduct of such a collection
there is inevitably something which tends to
obscure in us the consciousness of what our benefit
should be, and to distract us from the pursuit of it.
We should therefore steadily set it before our minds
at the outset, and should compel ourselves to revert
constantly to the thought of it as we proceed. )
Yes ;i constantly in reading poetry, a sense for
the best, the really excellent, and of the strength
and joy to be drawn from it, should be present in
our minds and should govern our estimate of what
we read.){But this real estimate, the only true
one, is liable to be superseded, if we are not watch-
ful, by two other kinds of estimate, the historic
estimate and the personal estimate, both of which
are fallacious.) A poet or & poem may count to us
historically, they may count to us on gronnds per-
sonal to ourselves, and they may count to ue
really.. They may count to us historically, The
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course of development of a nation's langnage,
thought, and poetry, is profoundly interesting;
and by regarding a poet’s work as a stage in this
course of development we may easily bring our-
selves to make it of more importance as poatry

than in itself it really is, we mav come to use a

langruage of guite exagmerated praise in eriticising
it; in short, to over-rate it. So arises in our
poetic judgments the fallacy caused by the esti-
mate which we may call historic. Then, again, a
poet or & poem may count to us on grounds per-
sonzl to ourselves. Qur personal affinities, likings,
and cf bave great power to sway onr
estimate of this or that poet’s work, and to make
us attach more importance to 1t as poetry than in
itself it really because to us jt is, or has

been, of high importance. Here also we over-rate

the object of our interest, and apply to it a
language of praise which is quite exaggerated.
And thus we get the source of a second fallacy in
our poetic judgments—the fallacy caused by an
estimate which we may call personal



8 TISAYE 1N CRITICISM ¢ Y

_«Both fallacies. are; natural.,; Jtiis evident how
naturally, dlie study ‘of. the: history; and, deyelop--
ment of a-poetry may:inclipe.a manito.papse;over
reputations and works, once ; copspicnous but now.
obscurg,-and. to quarrel awith a carelesy,public,. for 1
skipping, in.obedience to mere traditiop \and-habit,
from. one famous. name- or.work : in, its national
poetry.to another; ignorantof whatsit ;jmisses,jand
of the teason for keeping whatiit keeps, and of the
whole procesy of growth in its poetry... ’,lf_l;g;FrgncK
have become diligent students of; their 1w -early
poetiyji which!ithey . long - neglected;the; study
makes many of them. dissatisfied,iwiththeir so-
called classical poetry,-the court-tragedy,.of,;the
seventeenth. -century, & poetry.which Pellisson
long . ago reproached with. its want of.the ‘true
poctic: stamp, with it polifesse-stérile & itampante,
butiwhich 'nevertheless has reigned. in Frpnce .ag
absolutely ‘as ifi it had been the, perfection of
clossioll: poetry indeed: 7 The dissntisfaction,, is
natwrallryet s lively and accomplished, critie, M.
Charles d'Hdéticault, the editor of: Glélhent;e]‘;{m'ot\
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goes too far.when he saya that ¢ the tloud of; glory,
playing round a classic iz a mist as dangerous to
the'future of a literature as it is:intolerable,for,
the purposes of history.’ 1t hinders,’ he goes on,
‘it hinders us from sdeing more than ona single
point, the culminating and exceptional point; the
summary, fictitious and arbitrary, of a thought and
of a work, It substitutes a halo for a physiog-
nomy, it puts a .statue where there was onge
a aman, and Juding from us ali trace .of the
1abour, the attempts, the weaknesses, the faslures,
1t claims not study but venerstion; it does not
ghow us how the thing 15 done, 1t ymoposes upon
usamodel Above all, for the historian this crea-
tion of classic personages iy inadmissible; for it
withdraws the poet from his time, from his proper
life, it breaks historical relationships, it blinds
criticism by conventional sdmiration, and renders
the investigation of litcrary origins unscceptable,
It-gives us a humsn personage no longer, but.a
God seated immavable amidst His perfect. work,
like ‘Jupiter on Olympus; #nd hardly will 1t be
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goes too far swhen he says that ! the.cloud of, glory;
playing round # classic is a mist as dangerous to
the! future of a literature a9 it fu.intolerable for
the purposes of history.” “It hinders,’ he goes on,
‘it hinders us'irom sceing moré than ona single
point, the culminating and exceptional point; the
summary, fictitious and arbitrary, of a thought and
of a work, It substitutes a balo for a physiog-
nomy, it puts a -statue where there was once
a [man, snd biding from we all trace of the
Inbour, the attempts, the weaknesses, the failures,
it claims not study but veneration; it does not
show us how the thing 13 done, 1t imposes upon
us 2 model. Above all, for the historian this crea-
tion of classic personages iy inadmissible; for it
withdraws the poet from his time, from his proper
life, it breaks historical relstionships, it blicds
criticism by convéntional edmration, and renders
the .investigation of literary origins unacceptabls.
1t gives us & human personage no longer, but.a
God seated immavable amidst: His perfect, work,
like Jupiter on Olymwpus;.end hardly will it be
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possible for the young student, to whom such
work is exhibited at such a distance from him, to
believe that it did not issue ready made from tha‘t
divine head’

All this is brilliantly and tellingly said, but we -
must plead for a distinction. ‘Everything depends
on the reality of a poet’s classic character. If he
is a dubious classic, let us sift him ; if he is a
falge classic, let us explode him. But if heis a
real classie, if his work belongs to the class of the
very best (for this is the true and right meaning of
the word classic, classical), then the great thing for
us is to feel and enjoy his work as deeply as ever
we can,.and to appreciate the wide difference be-
tween it and all work which has not the same
high character. This is what is salutary, this is
what is formative ; this is the great benefit to be
got from the study of poetry. Everything which
interferes with it, which hinders it, is injurious,
True, we must read our classic with open eyes, and
not with eyes blinded with superstition ; we must

perceive when his work comes short, when it
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drops out of the class of the very best, and we
must rate it, in such cases, at its proper value.
?But the use of this negative criticism i¢ not in
itself, it is emtirely in its enabling us to have a
clearer sense and s deeper enjoyment of what is
truly excelfent. To trace the Jabour, the attempts,
the weaknesses, the failures of a geouine classic,
to acquaint oneself with his time and his life and
his historical relationships, is mere literary dilet-
tantism unless it has that clear sense and deeper
enjoyment for its end. It may be said that the
more we koow about a classic the better we ghall
enjoy him ; and, 1f we lived as long as Methuselsh
and had all of us heads of perfect clearness and
wills of perfect steadfastness, this might be trne
in fact as it is plausible in theory. But the case
here ia much the same 29 the case with the Greek
" and Latin studies of our schoolboys. The elaborate
philological groundwork which we requmre them
to lay is in theory an admirable preparation for
sppreciating the Greek and Latin authors worthily,
The more thoroughly we lay the groundwork, the
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better wo: shall be rablé, it :miay b 6aid,: to enjoy
the' authors:.- True; if- time were not so short, and
schoolboys’ wits not so goon:tired and their powes
of attention exhausted ; only,as it-is, the eldborate
philological preparation.goes on; but- the- authors
arerlittle known and less. enjoyed..So with the
investigator of ‘historic..origins’ in poectry.. He
ought to enjoy the:trueclassic all thehetter for
his investigations ; he often-is distrocted- froin the
enjoyment of the best, and with the less good-he
overbusies himself, and :is prone to over-rate it:in
proportion to the trouble ‘which it has cdst him, -

- The idea of tracing historic ofigins.and: his-
torical Telationships cannot "be absént - fromiia
compilation like the present. And naturally ‘the
poets to he. exhibited in it will be assigned to
thosé : persons. for exhibition who'are known to
prize them highly, rather than to those who have
na Epecial inclination towards them. Morcovis
the very oceupation. with an. author, and the busi-
ness of exhibiting him, disposes us to affirm »and

amplify “his~importance. In.the present:work
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therefore, we are sure of frequent.temptation o
edopt the historic estimate, or the personal .esti-
mate, and to forget the real estimote; - which
latter, nevertheless, we must employ-if we are to
make poetry yield s its full Lenefit. (So highis
that benel,the beneft of clsrly filing andf 1k
deeply enjoying the really excellent, the truly “
claasic i poetsy, that we do well, I say, to set it
firedly before our minds a3 our object in studying
poets ;d?_oe;tr;, and to make the desire of a‘t.-‘
taining it the one prnciple to which, as the
Tmitation says, whatever we may read or come to
W. Cum multa legerss ¢t cog-
noverss, ad unum semper oporiet redire principizm.®
The historic estimate 18 likely in especial to
affect our judgment and our language ‘when we
n;é dealing with ancient poets; _the_personal
estimate when we are dealing. with poeta eur con-
t;mporaries,_or at any rate modern. The exag-
gerations due to the historic estimate are pot in
themselves, perhaps, of very much gravity, Thexr
réport Thardly enterauthe general ear; probably
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they do not always impose even om the literary
men who adopt them. But they lead to a dan-
gerous abuse of language. So we hear Cmdmon,
amongst our own poets, compared to Milton. I
have already noticed the enthusiasm of one accom-
plished French critic for ‘ historic origins’ An-
other eminent French eritic, M. Vitet, comments
upon that famous document of the early poetry
of his natioﬁ, the Chanson de Roland. It is indeed
ah most interesting document. The joculator or
jonglewr Taillefer, who was with William the Cop-
gueror's army ab Hastings, marched before the
Norman troops, so said the tradition, singing ‘of
Charlemagne and of Roland and of Oliver, and of
the vassals who died at Roncevaux’; and it is
suggested that in the Chanson de Roland by one
Turoldus or Théroulde, a poem preserved in a
manuscript of the twelfth century in the Bodleian
Library at Oxford, we have certainly the matter,
perhaps even some of the words, of the chant
which Taillefer sang. The poem has vigour and

{reshness; it is not without pathos. But M.
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Vitet is not gatisfied with seeing in it s document
of some poetic value, and of very high historic
and linguistic value; be sees in it 3 grand apd
beantifal work, a monument of epic genius. In its
general desizn be finds the graudiose conception,
in its details he finds the constant union of sim-
plicity with greatness, which are the marks, he
truly says, of the genuine epic, and distinguish
it from the grificial epic of literary ages. Oge
thinks of Homer ; this is the sort of praise which
is given to Homer, and justly given. Higher
praise there cannot well be, and it 1s the prass
due to epic postry of the highest order only, and
to no other. Let us try, then, the Chanson de
Roland 2t its best. Roland, mortally wounded,
lays himself down under a piune-tree, with his face
tarned towards Spain and the enemy—

* De plusurs choses & remembrer Ii prist,
De tantes teres cume It bers cunqust,
Do dulce France, des bures de sun lign,
Do Carlermagne sun seignor ka I'nurnst.’?

* “Then began be to call mazy t2ox 00 remembrazos—all
the lands which his valonr esvgzered, azd pleasant Frazes

.
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Thatvis! prifitives worlg) T rbpbatAvith an ride-
niable poetic quality of its own. It deserves'such
praife, and -such : praise s sufficient*for#it.\ But
niow turn to Homerie #0777 . o TouT Hian
Qs paror wobs § $87 varéyer diaioos afa

& AakeSaipov ol GiXy &v warpldi. yalyd i
We are here in’ 'andﬁhér &()r‘fci‘,ﬂ'gﬁbtﬁér ordér lof
poetry altogether; here is Tiglitly aué‘éué']'i' supreme
praise as that which M. Vitet gives to the G’/umson
de Roland. If ouf words are to have any ‘ean-
ing; if our Judnments are to Have a.ny sohdlty, we
taust 06t heap thait supreme pralse upon poetry

of ‘an ordet 1mmeasurab1y inferior:

Indeed (there can be no ‘more us‘éfﬁi'héﬁ) for

discovering what poetry belongs to the élﬁégi@f

the truly excellent, and’ can thétéfore do us most
good, than to have always in one’s mind fines and

and thu men of his lineage, and Charlemagne his liege lord whe
nourished him.’ —Chanson de Roland, iii. 939-942,
1 So said she; ; they lonrv gines in Earths soft arms wera
reposing,
There, in their own dear land, theu- fatherland, Laco
NI dmmon. et

1

. fliad, iii. 243, 244 (translated by Dy, ,‘Huwtr*y)
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expressions of the great masters, and to apply
them as a touchstone to other poetry. Of course -
_;_rg are not to require this other poetry to resemble
them ; it may be very dissimilar. Bat if we have
n'ny tact we shall find them, when we have lodg;d
tgem well in our minds, ea infallible wuch;;ne
for detecting the presence or absence of I;igb
i»;etic quality, and also the degree of this qua.lity,)‘,
in all other poetry which we may place beside
them, Short paseages, even single lines, will
serve our turn quite sufficiently, Take the two
lines which I bave just quoted from Homer, the
poet’s comment on Helen's mention of ker brothers,
—or take his

A Lahd, 18 0¢0T Biper TOAFT Grawrs

Bryed s Lpeis & daviv dyfpo o' dbavire re

3 tva Svorrifvours e’ dvipdar Erye xrov

. the address of Zeus to the horses of Peleus,—or

take finally hia

1 % Ab, uskappy pair, why gave we You to King Peleus, to
 mortal | bat ye are without old age, and 1mmortal  Wast
that with men borz 1o miswry Yo might have sorrow 1'—JTiad,
v §43-445.

e
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and take, as well, Hemlet's dywg request to
Horatio—

*If thou didst ever hold me in thy heart,
Absont thee from felicity awhile,
And in this harsh world draw thy breath in pain
To tell my story . . .
Take of Milton that Miltonic passage—

*Darken'd eo, yet shone
Above them all tho archangel ; but his face
Decp scars of thunder had intrench'd, and care
8at on his faded check . .

add two such lines ga—

* And courage never to submit or yield
And what is elss not to be overcome . . .’

and finish with the exquuite close to the loss of
Proserpine, the loss

‘. .. which cost Ceres all that pan
To seek her through the world.”

Tbese few Lnes, if we have tact and can use them,
are enough even of themselves to keep clear and
sound our judgments about poetry, to save us from
fallacious estimates of 1t, to conduct us to a real
estimate,
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The specimens 1 have quoted differ widely
from one another, but they have in common this:
the possession of the very highest poetical quality,
If we are thoroughly penetrated by their power,
we shall find that we have acquired a sense en-
abling us, whatever poetry may be laid before us,
to feel the degree in which a high poetical quality
is present or wanting there.’ Crities give them-
selves great labour to draw out what in the ab-
stract constitutes the characters of a high quality
of poetry. It is much better simply to have
recourse to concrete examples ;—to take specimens
of poetry of the high, the very highest quality,
and to say: The characters of a high quality of
poetry are what is expressed there. They are far
better recognised by being felt in the verse of the
master, than by being perused in the prose of the
eritic. Nevertiheless if we are urgently pressed to
give some critical account of them, we may safely,
perbaps, venture on laying down, not indeed how
and why the characters arise, but where and in

what they arise, They are in the matter and sub-
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stance of the poetry, and they are in its manner
and style. Both of these, the substance and
matter on the one band, the style and manner on
the other, have a mark, an accent, of high beanty,
worth, and power. DRut if we are asked to define
this mark and accent in the abstract, our answer
must be : No, for we ehoald thereby bte darken-
ing the question, not clearing it. The mark and
accent are as given by the substance and matter
of that poetry, by the style and manner of that
poetry, and of all other poetry which is akin to it
in quality.

((Only one thing we may add as to the substance
and_matter of poetry, guiding ourselves by Ans-
totle’s profound observation that the superiority
of poetry over lustory consists 1n its possessing a

H bigher truth and @ higher senousmess (gehooo-

ddrepov xal amovdaiirepoy). {(Let us 2dd, there-
fore, to what we have said, this: that the substance
and matter of the best poetry acquire their special

1

from p ing, in an emi degree,
truth and eeriousness)\ We may add yet further,
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what is in itself evident, (thab,to ithe style and
manner of the best poetry their gpecial character,

their accent, is given by their diction, and, even

‘yet more, by their movement.ji And though we

distinguish between the two characters, the two
accents, of superiority, yet they; are nevertheless
vitally connected one with the other. The superior
character of truth and seriousness, in the matter
and substance of the best postry, is inseparable
from the superiority of diction and movement
marking its style and manner. The two superi-
orities are closely related, and are in steadfast
proportion one to the other. - So far as };igh I')o‘;tic
truth and seriousness are w‘.vanting to a poet’s
matter and substance, so far also, we may be sure,
will a high poetic stamp of diction and movement
be wanting to his style and manner. !In propor-
tion as this high stamp of diction and movement,
again, is absent from a poet’s style and manner,
we shall find, also, that high poetic truth and

seriouspess are absent from his substance and
matter,,



' THE STUDY OF FOETRY 28

So stated, these are but dry generalities; their
whole force lies in their application, And I could
wish every student of poetry to make the epplica-
tion of them for himself, Made by himself, the
application would impress itsclf upon his mind far
more deeply than made by me. Neither will my
limits allow me to make any full application of
the generalities above propounded; but in the
hope of bringing out, at any rate, some signifi-
cance in them, and of establishing an important
principle more firmly by their means, I will, 1o
the space which remams to me, follow rapidly
from the commencement the course of our English
poetry with them in my view.

Once more I return to the early poetry of
France, with which our own poetry, 1 1ts origins,
is indissolubly connected. In the twelfth and
thirteenth centurtes, that seed-tzme of all modern
language and literature, the poetry of France had
a clear predominance in Europe. Of the two
divisiens of that poetry, its productions jin the
langus d'cit and its productions in the langue do,
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the pdetry of the langue doc, of southern France,
of the troubadours, is of importance because of its
effect on Ttalian literature ;—the first literature of
modern Europe to strike the true and grand note,
and to bring forth, as in Dante and Petrarch it
brought forth, classics. But the predominance of
French poetry in Europe, during the twelfth and
thirteenth centuries, is due to its poetry of the
langue d'oil, the poetry of northern France and of
the tongue which is now the French language.
In the twelfth century the bloom of this Tomance-
poetry was earlier and stronger in England, at the
court of our Anglo-Norman kings, th-an in France
itself. But it was a bloom of French poetry; and
as our native poefry formed itself, it formed itself
‘out of this. The romance-poems which took pos-
session of the heart and imagination of Europe in
the twelfth and thirteenth centuries are French ;
‘they are, as Southey justly says, ‘the pride of
French literature, nor have we anything which
can be placed in competition with them.” Themes

were supplied from all quarters; but the romance-
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setting which was common to them all, and which
goined the ear of Europe, was French. This con-
stituted for the French poetry, literature, and lan-
guage, at the Leight of the Middle Age, an un-
challenged predominance. The Italian Brunetto
Latini, the master of Dante, wrote his Zreasure in
French because, he says, ‘1a parleure en est plus
ddlitable et plus commune A toutes gens.' In the
wame century, the thirteenth, the French romance-
writer, Christian of Troyes, formulates the claims,
in chivalry and letters, of France, his native
country, as follows —
*Or vous ert par ce ltvro apris,
Que Gresse ot de chevalerie
Le premier los et de clergie;
Puis vint chevalerie A Rome,
Et do Ia clergio Ja sowe,
Qui oro est en France venue.
Diex doiust, qu'ele 1 eoit retenue,
Et que Ii lus Ii abelisse
Tant que de France n'isse
L'onor qui &% est arestéo *
‘Now by this book yon will learn that first
Greece had the renown for chivalry and letters;
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the pdetry of the langue d'oc, of southern France,
of the troubadours, is of importance because of its
effect on Ttalian literature ;—the first literature of
modern Europe to strike the true and grand note,
and to bring forth, as in Dante and Petrarch it
brought forth, classics. But the predominance of
French poetry in Europe, during the twelfth and
thirteenth centuries, is due to its poetry of the
langue d'oil, the poetry of northern France and of
the tongue which is now the French language.
In the twelfth century the bloom of this romance-
poetry was earlier and stronger in England, at the
court of our Anglo-Norman kings, than in France
itself. But it was a bloom of French poetry; and
as our native poefiry formed itself, it formed itself
‘out of this. The romance-poems which took pos-
session of the heart and imagination of Europe in
the twelfth and thirteenth centuries are French ;
‘they are, as Southey justly says, ‘the pride of
French literature, nor have we anything which
can be placed in competition with them.” Themes

were supplied from all quarters; but the romance-
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setting which was common to them all, and which
gained the ear of Furope, was French. This cou-
stituted for the French poetry, literature, and lan-
guage, st the height of the Middle Age, an un-
challenged predominance. The Italian Brunetto
TLatini, the master of Dante, wrote his Treasure in
" Frepch because, he says, ‘la parleure en est plus
délitable et plus commune 4 toutes gens.” Iu the
same century, the thirteenth, the French romance-
writer, Christian of Troyes, formulates the claims,
in chivairy and letters, of France, his native
cotntry, a8 follows :—
*Or vous ert par ce livre apris,
Que Gresse ot de chevalerie
Te premuer los et de clergie;
Puis viat chevalerie 2 Rome,
Et de 1a clergie Ia some,
Qui ore est en France venue.
Diex doinst qu'ele 1 soit retenue,
Et gue li ks 1i abelissa
Tant que do France n'isse
L'onor qui 8% est arestde 1’
‘Now by this book you will learn that firet
Greece had the renown for chivalry and letters,
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then chivalry and the primacy in letters passed
to Rome, and now it is come to France, God
grant it may be kept there; and that the place
may please i so well, that the honour which has
come to make stay in France may never depart
thence !’

Yet it is now all gone, this French romance-’
poetry, of which the weight of subsrt,ance and the
power of style are not unfairly represented by
this extract from Christian of Troyes. Only by
means of the historic estimate can we persuade
ourselves now to think that any of it is of poetical
importance.

But in the fourteenth century there comes an
Englishman nourished on this poetry, taught his
trade by this poetry, getting words, rthyme, metre
from this poetry ; for even of that stanza which
the Italians used, and which Chaucer derived
immediately from the Italiang, the basis and sué-_
gestion was probably given in France. Chaucer
(I have already named him) fascinated his con-
temporaries, but so too did Christian of iTro\)—'es
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end Wolfram of Eschenbach. Chaucer’s power
of fascination, however, is enduring; his poetical
importance does not need the assistance of the
historic estumate; it is real. He 12 a genuine
source of joy and strength, which is flowing still
for us and will flow always,) He will be read, as
time goes on, far more generally than he is read
now. ¥lislanguage is a cause of difficulty for va;
but so also, and I think in quite as great a degree,
is the language of Burns. In Chaucer's case, as
in that of Bumns, it is a difficulty o be unhesitat-
ingly accepted and overcome.

If we ask ourselves wherein consists the im-
mense superionty of Chaucer'’s poetry over the
romance-poetry—why it is that in passing {rom
this to Chaucer we suddenly feel ourselves to be
in another world, we shall fied that Ius supenority
iisgnth in the substance of s poetry and in the
styla of Lis poetry. His superionty n substance
is given by kis large, free, sunple, elear yet kandly
view of human life,~—so nalike the tatal want, in

the poets, of all intelligent d of
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it. Chaucer has not their helplessness; he has
ga'med the power to survey the world from a
central, a truly human point of view. We have
only to call to mind the Prologue to The Canier-
bury Tales. The right comment upon it is Dry-
den’s: ‘It is sufficient to say, according to the
proverb, that here is God’s plenty’ And again:

:" He is a perpetual fountain of good sense) It is

by a large, free, sound representation of things, that

poetry, this high criticism of life, has truth of sub-

stance; and Chaucer’s poetry has truth of substance.
Of bhis style and manner, if we think first of

the romance-poetry and then of: Chaucers divine
liquidness of diction, his divine ﬁm(ht.y of move-
ment, it is difficult to speak tempemtely.; They
are irresistible, and justify all the rapture with
which his successors speak of his ‘ gold dew-drops
of speech. Johnson misses the point .entirely
when he finds fault with Dryden for ascribing to
Chaucer the first refinement of our numbers, and
says that Gower also can show smooth nmumbers

and easy rhymes, The refinement of our numbers
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means eomething far more than this, A nation
may have vemifiers with smooth numbers and
easy thymes, and yet may have no real poetry at
all.  Chaucer js the father of our splendid English
poetry ; he is our *well of English undefiled,
because by the lovely charm of his diction, the
lovely charm of his movement, he makes an
epoch and founds a tradition. In Spenser, Shake-
speare, Alilton, Keats, we can follow the tradi-
tion of the liquid diction, the fluid movement, of
Chancer , at one time it 18 his liquid diction of
which in these poets we feel the virtue, and at
another time 1t is his fluid movement. And the
virtuo is irresistible

Bounded as 18 my space, I must yet find room
for an example of Chaucers virtue, as I have
given examples to show the virtue of the great
classics. T feel disposed to say that a single line
i8 enough to show the charm of Chaucer's verse;
that merely one Line like this—

0 martyr souded? 1n virginitee t’

1 The French soudé, soldered, fixad fast.



30 ESSAYS IX CRITICISM b ¢

has a virtue of manner and movement such as we
shall not find in all the verse of romance-poetry ;
—but this is saying nothing. The virtue is such
as we shall not find, perhaps, in all Englich
poetry, outside the poets whom I have named as
the special inhentors of Chaucer’s tradition. A
gingle line, however, is too liftle if we heve not the
strain of Chaucer’s verse well in our memory; let us
'take a stanza. It is from The Prioress's Talc, the
story of the Christian child murdered in a Jewry—

* My throte is cut unto my nekke-bone
Saidé this child, and as by way of kinde
I should have deyd, ves, longé time agone;
But Jesu Christ, as ye in bookés finde,
Will that his glory last and be in minde,
And for the worship of his mother dere
Yet may I sing 0 4ima loud and clere.’ & /7

e

v

Wordsworth has modernised this Tale, and to feel
how delicate and evanescent is the charm of verse,
we have only to read Wordsworth's first three
lines of this stanza after Chauncer's—

“ My throat is cut unto the bone, I trow,
Said this young child, and by the law of Kingd
I should have died, yea, many hours ago.’
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The _charm js departed. It is often eaid that the
power of liquidness and fluidity in Chaucer's verse
was dependent upon a free, a licentions dealing
with language, such 23 is pow impossible; upon
a liberty, such 23 Burns too enjoyed, of making
words like meck, bird, into a dissyllable by edding
to them, and words like cause, rhyme, into a dis-
syliable by sounding the ¢ mute. It is true that
Chaucer’s fluidity is conjorned with this liberty,
and is sdmirably served by it ; but we ought not
to say that it was dependent upon it It was de-
pendent upon Ins talent. Other poets with a like
liberty do not attain to the flmdity of Chaucer;
Burns hunself does nat attamn to it.  Poets, again,
who have a talent skin to Chancer's, such as
Shakespeare or Keats, have known how to attain
to his fluidity without the like liberty.

And yet Chancer 13 not one of the great classics.
His poetry transcends and effaces, easily and with-
ont effort, 2l! the romauce - poetry of Catholic
Christendom ; it trenscends and effaces all the

. English poetry porary with it, it ¢ d
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_ and effaces all the English poetry subsequent to it
down t;the age of Elizabeth. Of such avail is
poetic truth of substance, in its natural and neces-
sary union with poetic truth of style. And yet, T
sy, Chaucer is not one of the great classics. He
has not their accent. What is wanting to him is
suggested by the mere mention of the name of the
first great elagsic of Christendom, the immortal
poet who died eighty years before Chaucer,—
Dante. The accent of such verse as
‘In Ia sua volontade & nostra pace , . .

is altogether beyond Chaucer’s reach; we praise
him, but we feel that this accent is out of the
question for him. It may be said that it was
necessarily out of the reach of any poet in the
England of that stage of growth. Possibly ; but
we are to adopt a real, not a historic, estimate
of poctry. However we may account for its
absence, something is wanting, then, to the poetry
of Chaucer, which poetry must have before it can
be placed in the glorious class of the best., And
there is no doubt what that something is. It is
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the grrovdatérns,ithe high and excellent seriou:

ness, which Aristotle assigns as one of the grand
\;';rtucs of poetry.) f\The substance of Chaucer's
poetry, his view of things and his criticism of life,
has largeness, freedom, shrewdness, benignity; but

it Lins not this high seriousness.) (Homer’s cnticism

of life has it, Dante’s has it, Shakespeare”

1t 19 this chiefly which gives to our spints what
they can rest upon; and with.the increasing.de
mands of our modern agzes upon poetry, thus virtue
of giving us what we can rest upon wll be more
and maore highly esteemed. A voice from the
slums of Pans, fifty or sixty years after Chaucer,
the voice of poor Vallon out of his life of not and
crime, has at its happy moments (as, for instance,
in the last stanza of La Belle Heaulmidre') more

1 The name Heaulmire 13 521l to be denved from s head
dress (helm) worn 23 a mark by courtesans,  In Villon's ballad,
 poor old creatare of this class laments her days of Foutb and
beauty. Tle laat stanza of the ballad runy thus—

1 Atnet lo bon temps regretons
Entre nous, pauvres vieilles sottes,
Assises bas, & croppetons,

Tout en upg tas comme pelottes *
A petit fea do chenevottes
Toat allamées, tost extainctea.

D
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of this important poetic virtue of seriousness than
all the productions of Chaucer. But its apparition
in Villon, and in men like Villon, is fitful; the
greatness of the great poets, the power of their
criticism of life, is that their virtue is sustained.
To our praise, therefore, of Chaueer as a poet
there must be this limitation ; he lacks the high
seriousness of the great classics, and therewith an
important part of their virtue. Still, the main
fact for us to bear in mind about Chaucer is his
sterling value according to that real estimate which
we firmly adopt for all poets.  He has poetic truth
of substance, though he has not high poetic
seriousness, and corresponding to his truth of
substance he has an exquisite virtue of style and
manner. With him is born our real poetry. ;

For my present purpose I need not dwell on

Et jadis fusmes =i mignottest
Ainsi en prend & maintz et maintes.

¢Thus amongst ourslves we regret the good time, poor sillp
old things, low-seated on our heels, allin a heap Yike s0 many
bails; by 2 littls fire of hemp-stalks, soon lighted, soon spent.
And once we were such daslings! So fares it with many ang
wany & one.’
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our Elizabethan poetry, or on the continuation
and close of this poetry in Milton. We all of us
profess to be agreed in the estimate of this poetry;
we sll of us recognise it as great poelry, our
greatest, and Shakespeare and Milton as our
poetical classics. The real estimate, here, has
universal currency. With the next age of our
poetry divergency and diffienlty begin. An historic
estimate of that poetry has established itsell; and
the question is, whether 1t will be found to coincide
with the real estimate,

(Tbe sge of Dryden, together with our whole
eighteenth: centwsy which followed it, sincerely
believed itself to have produced poetical classicy
of its own, and even to have made advance, in
poetry, beyond all it predecessors. Dryden re-
gards as not seriously disputable the opinion *that
the sweetness of English verse was never under-
stood or practised by our fathers’ Cowley could
sce nothing at all in Chaucer's poetry. Dryden
beartily admired it, and, as we have seen, praised
its matter admirably ; but of its exquisite manne-
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and movement all he can find to say is that ‘there
is the made sweetness of a Scotch tune in it, which
is natural and pleasing, though not perfect’ Addi-
son, wishing to praise Chaucer’s numbers, compares
them with Dryden’s own. And all through the
eighteenth century, and down even into our own
times, the stereotyped phrase of approba’oibn for
good verse found in our early poeiry has been,
that it even approached the verse of Dryden,
Addison, Pope, and Johnson.

-Are Dryden and Pope poetical classies? Is
the historic estimate, which represents them as
such, and which has been so long established that
it cannot easily give way, the real estimate?’
Wordsworth and Coleridge, as is well known,.
denied it; but the authority of Wordsworth and
Coleridge does not weigh much with the young
generation, and there are many signs to show that
the eighteenth century and its judgments are
coming into favour again. Are the favourite poets
of the eighteenth century classics ?

It is impossible within my present limits to
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discuss the question folly. And what man of
Jetters would not shrink from seeming to dispase
dictatorially of the claims of two men who are, 8t
any rate, such masters in letters as Dryden and
Pope ; two men of such admirable talent, both of
them, and one of them, Dryden, a man, on all
sides, of such enmergetic and genial power? And
yet, if we are to gain the full benefit from poetry,
we must have the real estimate of it. I cast
ubo;t for some mode of arriving, in the present
case, at such an estumate without offence. And
perhaps the best way is to begn, a8 1t is easy to
begin, with cordial praise.

(When we find Chapman, the Elizabethan_trans-
lstor of Homer, expressing himself in his_preface
thus: *Though truth in her very nakedness sits
in 80 'fieep & pit, that from Gades to Aurora and

Ganges fow eyes can sound her, T hope yet those

fow here will 5o discover and confirm that, the fl:‘(

date being out of her darkness in tlis morning of '

i
our poet, he shall now gird his temples with the ',
stn/—wo pronounce that such a prose is intolers - J ’
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able. When we find Milton writing : ‘And long
it was mot after, when I was confirmed in t‘ms
opinion, that he, who would not be frustrate of

.‘his hops to write well hereafter in laudable thingg,
ought himself to be a true poem,'—we pronounce
that such a prose has its own grandeur, but that
it is obsolete and inconvenient. But when we
find Dryden telling us: <What Virgil wrote in
the vigour of his age, in plenty and at ease, I have
undertaken to translate in my declining years;
struggling with wants, oppressed with sickmess,
curbed in my genius, lable to be misconstrued in
all T write,'—then we exclaim that here at last we
have the true English prose, a prose such as we
would all gladly use if we only knew how. Yet
Dryden was Milton’s contemporary.,

But after the Restoration the time had come
when our nation felt the imperious need of a fit
prose. 8o, too, the time had likewise come when
our nation felt the imperious need of freeing it‘;self
from the absorbing preoccupation which religion

in the Puritan age had exercised. It was im-
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sble, When we find Milton writing: *And long
it was not after, when I was confirmed in this

opinion, that he, who would not be frustrate of
”his hope to write well hereafter in laudable things,
ought himself to be a true poem,’——we pronounce
that such a prose has its own grandeur, but that
it is obsolete and inconvenient. But when we
find Dryden telling us: “What Virgil wrote in
the vigour of his age, in plenty and at ease, I have
andertaken to translate in my declining years;
sbruggling with wants, oppressed with sickness,
curbed in my genius, liable to be misconstrued in
all I write,—then we exclaim that here at last we
have the true Ynglish prose, a prose such as we
would all gladly use if we only knew how. Yet
Dryden was Milton’s contemporary.,

But after the Restoration the ‘o’ime had come
when our nation felt the imperious need of a fit
prose.  So, too, the time had likewise come when
our nation felt the imperious need of freeing itsélf
from the absorbing preoccupation which religion

in the Puritan age had exercised. It was im-
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qualities involves some. repression and silencing
of poeti'y.

We are to regard Dryden as the puissant and
glc;rious founder, Pope as the splendid high priest,
of our age of prose and reason, of our excellent
and indispensable eighteenth century. For the
purposes of their mission and destiny their poetry,
like their prose, is admirable. Do you ask me
whether Dryden’s verse, take it almost where yon
will, is not good ?

* A milk-white Hind, immortal and unchanged,
Fed on the lawns and in the forest ranged.’

I answer: Admirable for the purposes of the
inaugurator of an age of prose and reason. Do
you ask me whether Pope's verse, take it almost
where you will, is not good ?

*To Hounslow Heath I point, and Banstead Down ;
Thenco comes your mutton, and these chicks my own.’

Tanswer: Admirable for the purposes of the high
priest of an age of prose and reason. But do you

ask me whether such verse proceeds from men
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classics of our poefry, they are classies of our
prose. - :
Gray is our poetical classic of that literature
and age; the position of Gray is singular, and
demands a word of notice here. He has not the
volume or the power of poets who, coming in
times more favourable, have attained to an inde-
pendent criticism of Yife. But he lived with the
great poets, he lived, above all, with the Greeks
through perpetually studying and enjoying them ;
and he caught their poetic point of view for
regarding life, caught their poetic manner. The
point of view and the manuer are not self-sprung
in him, he caugbt them of others; and he had
not the free and abundant use of them. But
whereas Addison and Pope never had the use of
them, Gray bad the use of them at times. He
is the scantiest and frailest of classies in our
poetry, but he is a classic,

And now, after Gray, we are met, as we draw
towards the end of the eighteenth century, we are

met by the great name of Burns. We enter now
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on times where the personal estimate of poets
beging to be rife, and where the real estimate of
them is not reached without difficully. But in
spite of the disturbing pressares of personal par-
tiality, of national partiality, let us try to reach
a real esimate of the poetry of Burns.
By his English poetry Burns in general belongs

w the eighteenth century, and Las Lttle 1mport
ance for us,

¢*Mark ruffian Violence, distain'd with erimen,

Rousing elate in theee degenerate times ;

View ansusprcting Innocence 3 prey,

Asx gadeful Fraod pomnts ot the erring way 5

While mbtle Liugation’s phast tongue

The Ife-blood eqnal eacks of Right and Wrong 1"
Evidently this is not the real Burns, or lus pame
and fame would have diappearsd long age.  Nor
is Clarinda'a love-pomt, Sylvander, the real Burns
either. Bat be tells vs bameslf ' These English
songy ghavel me o decth  Tlase £ob the eom-
mand of the lapguage that I kave of ray nalive
toozue In fact, I think that ry .dezs are mon
barren in Enplish than n Sostch I bave bom
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at Duncan Gray to dress it in English, but all I
can do is desperately stupid’ We English turn
naturally, in Burps, to the poems in our own
langnage, because we can read them easily ; but
in those poems we have not the real Burns.

The real Burns is of course in his Scotch poems.
Let us boldly say that of much of this poetry,
8 poetry dealing perpetually with Scotch drink,
Scotch religion, and Scotch manners, & Scotch-
man's estimate is apt to be personal. A Scotch-
man is used to this world of Scotch drink, Scotch
religion, and Scotch manners ; he has a tenderness
forit; he meets its poet half way. In this tender
mood he reads pieces like the Holy Fair or
Halloween.  But this world of Scoteh drink, Scoteh
religion, and Scotch manners is against a poet,
not for him, when it is not a partial counfryman
who reads him ; for in itself it is not a beautiful
world, and no one can deny that it is of advantage
to & poet to deal with a beautiful world, Bumss
world of Scotch drink, Scotch religion, and Scoteh

manners, i5 often a harsh, a sordid, a repulsive
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world: even the world of his Cotter's Saturday
Night is not s beautiful world. No doubt a poet’s
eriticiem of life may have such truth end power
that it triumphs over its world and delights us.
Burns may triumph over his world, often he does
triumph over his world, but let us observe how
and where, Burns is the first case we have had
where the bias of the personal estimate tends to
mislead ; let us look at him closely, he can bear it
Many of his edmivers will tell us that we have
Burns, convivial, genuine, delightful, here—

Lecze me on dnink! 1t gies us mair
‘Than either school or college ,
It kindles wit, it wankens [ur,
Tt pongs e fou o' knowledge,
Bs 't whisky gill or penny wheep
Or ony stronger potion,
1t never fails, on drinking deep,
To kittle up our notion
By right or day”’

There i3 a great deal of that sortof thing 10 Burns,
azd it iy unsatisfactory, not because 1t is bacchan-
slian poetry, but because it has not that accent
of sincerity which bacchanalian poetry, to do it
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justice, very often has. There is something in it
of bravado, something which makes us feel that
we have not the man speaking to us with his real
voice ; something, therefore, poetically uunsound.
With still more confidence will his admirers
tell us that we have the genuine Burns, the great
poet, when his strain asserts the independence,
equality, dignity, of men, as in the famous song
For &' that and & that—
* A prince can malk’ a belted knight,
A marquis, duke, and a’ that ;
But an honest man’s aboon his might,
Guid faith he mauna fa’ that !
For a’ that, and a’ that,
Their dignities, and 2’ that,
The pith o’ sense, and pride o’ worth,
Are higher rank than a' that.’
Here they find his grand, genuine touches; and
still more, when this puissant genins, who so often
set morality ab defiance, falls moralising—
*The sacred lowe o’ weel-placed love
Luxuriantly indulge it ;
But never tempt th' illicit rove,
Tho’ naething should divulge it.
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I waire e gmiztizee o SR €20
Tee bare? € commiismn,
Bote! B harlee &
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Or in & higker strain—
ko made the kears, tis He aloze
Decidedly can try us;
He knows each ckord, its varions tone;
Each spring, its various bias.
Then at the balance let’s be mute,
We never can adjust it,
What’s dons we partly may compute,
But know not what's resisted.”
Or in a better stran yet, & stramn, his admirers
will say, unsurpassable—
*To rake & happy fire-side clime
To weans and wife,
That's the true pathos and sublime
Of human life,'
There is criticism of life for you, the admirers of
Bums will eay to us; there is the application
of ideas to Lfe} There is, undoubtedly, The
doctrize of the last-quoted lines comncides almost
exactly with what was the aim and end, ZXenophon
tells us, of all the teaching of Socrates. And the
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application is a powerful one ; made by a man of
vigorous understanding, and {need I say%) = master
of language.
! :But for supreme poetical success more is re-
‘quired than the powerful application of ideas to
life; it must be an application under the condi-
tions fixed by the laws of poetic truth and poetic
'} beaunty. " Those laws fix as an essential condition,
in the poet’s treatment of such matters as are here
in question, high seriousness ;-—\:t_.he high serious-
ness which comes from absolute sincérit-};. - The
accent of high seriousmess, born of absolute

sincerity, is what gives to such verse as
*In Ia sua volontade & nostra pace . . ’

to such eriticism of life as Dante’s, its power, Is
this accent felt in the passages which I have been
quoting from Burns? Surely not; surely, if our
sense is quick, we must perceive that we have not
in those passages a voice from the very inmost
soul of the genuine Burns ; ke is not speaking to

us from these depths, he is more or lesg preaching,



1 THE STUDY OF POETRY L

And the compensation for admiring such passages
less, from missing the perfect poetic accent in
them, will be that we shall admire more the
poetry where that eccent is found.

No;(Bums. like Chaucer, comes short of the
hig}; scrionsness of the great classics, and the
vémx; of matter and manner which goes with that
high seriousness is wanting to his work.) At
moments he touches it in a profound and passion-
/“_tf melancholy, as in those four immortal lines
taken by Byron as & motto for The Bride of
Abydos, but which have in them & depth of poetic
quality such as resides in no verse of Byron’s
own—

¢ Had we never loved sae kindly,
Had we never loved sae blindly,

Never met, or never parted,
‘We had ne'er been broken-hearted.

Buat a whole poem of that quality Bumns cannot
make; the rest, in the Farewell to Nancy, 1s verbi-
ape,

(We arrive best at the real estimate of Burns, T
B
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think, by conceiving his work as having truth of
matter and truth of manner, but not the accent
or the poet{c virtue of the highest masters, His
genuine criticism of life, when the sheer poet in
him speaks, is ironic‘é it is not—
*Thou APower Supreme, whose mighty scheme
These woes of mine fulfil,

Here firm I rest, they must be best
Because they are Thy will I’

It is far rather: Whistle owre the ‘l.’d'i;e":'o'; ! Yet
we may say of him as of Chaucer, that of life and
the world, as they come before him, his view is
large, free, shrewd, benigxiant,———tmly poetic, there-
fore ; and his manner of rendering what he sees is
to match. Bub we must note, at the same time,
his great difference from Chaucer. The freedom
of Chaucer is heightened, in Burns, by a fiery,
reckless energy; the benignity of Chaucer deepens,
in Burns, into an overwhelming sense of the pathos
of things ;—of the pathos of human nature, the
pathos, also, of non-human nature. Instead of

the fluidity of Chaucer's manner, the manner of
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the mouse whose home he had ruined, in things
like Duncan Gray, Tam Glen, Thistle and Il
come to éou my Lad, Auld Lang Syne (this list
might be made much longer),—here we have the
genuine Burns, of whom the real estimate must be
high indeed. Not'a classic, nor with the excellent
oovdatorys of the great classics, nor with a verse
rising to a criticism of life and & virtue like theirs;
but a poet with thorough trath of substance and
an answering truth of style, giving us a poetry
sound to the core. We all of us have a leaning
towards the pathetic, and may be inclined perhaps
to prize Burns most for his touches of piercing,
sometimes almost intolerable, pathos; for verse
like—

*We twa hae paidl't i the burn
From mornin’ sun till dine;
But seas between us braid hae roar'd
Sin auld lang syne . . .

where he is a5 lovely as he is sound. But perhaps
it is by the perfection of soundness of his Iighter
and archer masterpieces that he is poetically most
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wholesome for vs, For the votary misled by a
personal estimate of Shelley, 2s 80 many of us
have been, are, and will be,—of that beautiful
epirit building his many-coloured haze of words
and images

*Tinacled dim in the intense inane’—

no contact can be wholesomer than the contact
with Burns at his archest and sonndest. Side by
side with the
*On the brink of the night and the marning
My coursers are wont to respire,

Bat the Earth has just whispered a warning
That their flight must be swifter than fire .

of Prometheus Unbound, how salutary, how very
ealutary, to place this from Tam Glen—
My minnie does constantly deave me
And bids me beware o’ young men;

They flatter, she says, to deceive me;
But wha ean think sae o’ Tam Glen V'

Dut we enter on burning ground as we approach
the poetry of times 80 near to us—poetry like that
of Byron, Shelley, and Wordsworth—of which the
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estimates are so often not only personal, bub per-
gonal with passion. For my purpose, it is enough
to have taken the single case of Burns, the first
poet we come to of whose work the estimate
formed is evidently apt to be persomal, and to
have suggested how we may procéed, using the
poetry of the great classics as a sort of touchstone,
to correct this estimate, as we had previously
corrected by the same means the historic estimate
where we mét with it. A collection like the
present, with its succession of celebrated names
and celebrated poems, offers a good opportunity
to us for resolutely endeavouring to make our
estimates of poetry real. I have sought to point
out 8 method which will help us in making them
80, and to exhibit it in use so far as to put anf
one who likes in & way of applying it for himself.

At any rate the end to which the method and
the estimate are designed to lead, and from leading
to which, if they do lead to it, they get their whole
value,—the benefit of being able cleatly to feel
and deeply to enjoy the best, the truly classie, in









£ ¥ILTON 113

United States still more. There the Anglo-Saxon
race is already most numerous, there it increases
fastest ; there material interests are most abeorb-
inz and pursced with most energy; there the ideal,
the saving ideal, of & high and rare excellence,
teems perhaps to suffer most danger of being ob-
scured end lost. WWhatever one may think of the
general danger to the world from the Anglo-Saxon
contagion, it appears to me difficult to deny that
the growing greatness ard inflnence of the United
States does bring with it some danger to the ideal
of 2 high and rare excellence.  The arerags man
is too much a religion there; his performance is un-
duly magnified, his skortcomings are not duly seen
and admitted. A lady in the State of Obio gent
to me only the other day a volume on American
authors ; the praise given throughout was of such
high pitch that in thanking her I could not forbear
saying that for only one or two of the authors
named was sach 2 strain of praise admiszible, and
that we Iost ell real standard of excellence by
praising so uniformly end immoderstely. She
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answered me with charming good temper, that very
likely I was quite right, but it was pleasant to her
to think that excellence was common and abun-
dant. But excellence is not common and abun-
dant ; on the contrary, as the Greek poet long ago
said, excellence dwells among rocks hardly access-
ible, and o man must almost wear his heart onf
before he can reach her, Whoever talks of é:f;-
cellence es common and abundant, is on the way
1 lose all right standard of excellence. And
when the right standard of excellence is lost, it is
not likely that much which is excellent will i)e
produced. -

To habituate ourselves, therefore, to approve, as
the Bible says, things that are really excellent, iz
of the highest importance. And some apprehen-
sion may justly be caused by e tendency in Ameri-
cans to take, or, at any rate, attempt to take, pro-
fess to take, the average man and bis performances
too seriously, to over-rate and over-praise what, is

not really superior,

But we have met here to-day to witness the un-
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veiling of a gift in Milton’s honour, and a gift
bestowed by an American, Mr. Childs of Phila-
delphin ; whose cordial hospitality so many Eng-
lishmen, 1 myself among the number, have experi-
enced in America. It was only last antumn that
Stratford-upon-Avon celebrated the reception of
e gift from the same genercus donor in konour of
Shakespeare. Shakespeare and Milton—he who
wishes to keep hiy standard of excellence high,
cannot choose two better objects of regard and
honour. And it 13 an American who has chosen
them, and whose beantiful gift in honour of one of
them, Milton, with Mr. Whittier's simple and true
lines inscnibed upon it, is unveiled to-day. Per-
haps this mft in honour of Milton, of which I
“~ am asked to speak, is, even more than the gift in
!honour of Shakespeare, one to suggest edifying
f reflections to us.
Like Ar, Whittier, I treat the gift of Mr. Childa
23 a gift in honour of Milton, although the
window given is in memory of his second wife,

Catherine Woodcock, the ‘late espoused saint”’ of
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the famous sonnet, who died in child-bed at the
end of the first year of her marrisge with Milton,
and who lies buried here with her infant. Milton
is buried in Cripplegate, but he lived for a good
while in this parish of St. Margaret’s, Westminster,
and here he composed part of Paradise Lost, and
the whole of Paradise Regained and Samson Ago-
nistes. 'When death deprived him of the Catherine
whom the new window commemorates, Milton
had still some eighteen years to live, and Crom-
well, bis ¢ chief of men,’ was yet ruling England.
But the Restoration, with its ¢ Sons of Belial,’ was
not far off; and in the meantime Milton’s heavy
affliction had laid fast hold upon him, his eyesight
had failed totally, he was blind. In what re-
mained to him of life he had the consolation of
producing the Paradise Lost and the Samson
Agonistes, and such a consolation we may indeed
. count as no slight one. But the daily life of hap-
piness in common things and in domestic affec-
.tions—a life of which, to Milton as to Dante, too

small a share was given—he seems to have known
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he is unique amongst us. No one else in Eng-
lish literature and art possesses the like dis-
tinction.

Thomson, Cowper, Wordsworth, all .of them
good poets who have studied Milton, followed
Milton, adopted his form, fail in their diction and
rhythm if we try them by that high standard of
excellence maintained by Milton constantly. From
style really high and pure Milton never departs ;
their departures from it are frequent.

Shakespeare is divinely strong, rich,and attract-
ive. But sureness of perfect style Shakespears
himself does not possess. I haveheard a politician
express wonder at the treasures of political wisdom
in a certain celebrated scene of Treilus and Cres-
stda ; for my part I am at least equally moved to
wonder at the fantastic and false diction in which
Shakespeare has in that scene clothed them. Mil-
ton, from one end of Paradise Lost to the other, 18 in
his diction and rhythm constantly a great artist in
the great style. Whatever may be said as to the

subject of his poem, as to the conditions under
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and rare excellence of the great style. We may,
feel the> effect without being able to give ourselves
clear account of its cause, but the thing is so.
‘Now, no race needs the influences mentioned, the
iinﬂuences of refining and elevation, more than
,lours ; and in poetry and art our grand source for
lthem is Milon.
To what does he owe this supreme distinction ?
To npature first and foremost, to that bent of
nature for inequality which to the worshippers of
the average man is so unaccepté.ble; to a gift, a
divine favour. ‘The older one grows,’ says Goethe,
‘ the more one prizes natural gifts, because by no
possibility can they be procured and stuck on.’
Nature formed Milton to be a great poet. But
what other poet has shown so sincere a sense of
the grandeur of his vocation, and a moral effort go
constant and sublime to make and keep himself
worthy of it? The Milton of religious and political
" controversy, and perhaps of domestic life also, is
‘not seldom disfigured by want of amenity, by
acerbity. The Milton of poetry, on the other
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and Rome no translation can adequately re-
produce. Prose cannot have the power of verse ;
verse-transiation may give whatever of charm is
in the soul and talent of the tramslator himself,
but never the specific charm of the verse and poet
tronslated. In our race are thousands of readers,
presently there will be millions, who know not a
word of Greek and Latin, and will never learn
those languages. 1If this host of readers are ever
to gain any sense of the power and charm of the
great poets of antiquity, their way to gain it is not
through translations of the ancients, but through
the original poetry of Milton, who has the like
power and charm, because he has the like great
style.

Through Milton they may gain i, for, in con-
clusion, Milton is English; this master in the
great style of the ancients is English, Virgil,
whom Milton loved and honoured, has ot the end
of the Zneid a noble passage, where Juno,
seeing the defeat of Turnus and the Italians

imminent, the vietory of the Trojan invaders
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eetired, eotreats Jupiter that Ttaly may neverthe-
lesy survive and be lerself still, may retain her
own 1aind, manners, and language, and not edopt

those of the conqueror.
5t Latium, sint Albani per secula reges!

Jupiter grants the prayer, he promises perpetuity
and the future to Italy~—Italy reinforced by what-
ever virtue the Trojain race has, but Italy, not
Troy, This w2 may take a3 a zort of panable
saiting ourcelves  All the Anglo-Saxon contagion,
all the flood of Anglo-Sagon commonness, beats
vainly against tho great siyle but cannot shake it,
and kas to gecept 18 tnumph, But it triumphs
in Milton, in one of our pwn mmee, tongue, fajth,
and momls,  Milton bas made the great style
ro lorger an exotic bers; he has made it an
inmate mmongst ns, a Jeaven, and & power
Nevertheleas be, and bis hearers on both rides

of the Atlantic, are English, and will remain
Englihi—

‘Bermonem Ausonii patriom moresque tene
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The English race overspreads the world, and at
the same time the ideal of an excellence the most
high and the most rare abides a possession with it

for evern
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Javzs Brows, Master of Pembroke Hall at
Cambridge, Gray’s friend and exccutor, in a letter
written a forthight after Gray's death to another
of his friends, Dr. Wharton of Old Park, Durkam,
has the following passage .—

*Lverything is now dark and melancholy in
Mz Gray’s room, not a trace of him remains
there; it looks as if it had been for some time
uninhabited, and the room bespoke for another
inhabitant. Thoe thoughts I have of him will
last, and will be useful to me the few years I can
expect to live  He never spoke out, but I
believe from some httle expressions I now re-

b Prefixed to the Selaction from Gray iz Ward's Engluk
Poetz, vol. bv. 1830

-
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member to have dropped from him, that for some
time past he thought himself nearer his end than
those about him apprebended.’

. He never spoke out. In these four words is
contained the whole history of Gray, both as a
man and as & poet. | The words fell naturally,and
as it were by chance, from their writer’s pen ; but
let us dwell upon them, and press into their
meaning, for in following it we shall come to
understand Gray. .

He was in his fifty-fifth year when he died,
and he lived in ease and leisure, yet'a few pages
hold all his poetry ; ke never spoke out in poetry.”
Still, the reputation which he has achieved by his
few pages is extremely high. True, Johnson
speaks of him with coldness and disparagement.
Gray disliked Johnson, and refused to make his
acquaintance; one might fancy that Johnson
wrote with some irritation from this cause. But
Johnson was not by nature fitted to do justice
to Gray and to his poetry; this by itself is a
sufficient explanation of the deficiencies of hig
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criticlsm of Gray, We may add a further ex-
planation of then which is supplied by Mr. Cole’s
papers  *When Johnson was publishing his Life
of Gray,' says Mr. Cole, *T gave him several anee-
dotes, dut ke tas very anxious as soon as possible to
get 1o the end of his labours’ Jobnson was not
naturally in sympathy with Gray, whose life he
bad to write, snd when he wrote it he was in a
hurry besides. He did Gray injustice, but even
Johnson's authonty fmled to make injustice, in
this case, prevall, Lord Macaulay calls the Life
of Gray the worst of Johnson's Lives, and 1t had

found mauy censurers before Macaulay  Gray's

poetical rep grew and fl hed 1n spite
olit, (Thc poct Mason, hus first biographer, 1n His
epitaph equalled him with Pindar.  Bntain has
known, says Mason.

*. . . o Homers fire m Milton's strains,
A Pindar's raptare in the iyre of Gray’ !

The immense vogue of Pope and of his style of
versification had at first prevented the {rank ve
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ception of Gray by the readers of poetry. {"ﬂl‘he.
Elegy pleased; it could not but please: but
Gray’s poetry, on the whole, astonished his con-
temporaries at first more than it pleased them; it
was so unfamiliar, so unlike the sort of poetry in
vogue.' It made its way, however, after his death,
with the public as well as with the few; and
Gray’s second biographer,!Mitford, remarks that
‘the works which were either neglected or
ridiculed by their contemporaries have now raised
Gray and Collins to the rank of our two greatest
lyric poets.’; Their reputation was established, at
any rate, and stood extremely high, even if they
were not popularly read. Johnson's disparage-
ment of Gray was called ‘petulant,’ and severely
blamed. Beattie, at the end of the eighteenth
century, writing to Sir William Forbes, says: < Of
all the English poets of this age Mr. Gray is most
admired, and T think with justice’ :Cowper
writes: ‘I have been reading Gray’s works, and
think him the only poet since Shakespeare en-
titled to the character of sublime, - Perhaps you
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will remember that I ouse kad 2 diferent opinio:
of bim I was prefudiced” (Adam Szmith sars
*Gray joims to the smblimity of Mien fh

eleance azd harmony of Pope; azd rotkingis

g

"

wazting to render bim, perkaps, the fret poet iz
the English lamowace, bat to Eave written a little
mere); And, to come tearer to our own times,
{Sir James Mackintosh speaks of Gray thas: *Of
all English posts ke wus the most fnisted artict
He attaived the highest degree of splendoar of
which postical style seemed to b2 capadle”

Ta a poet of such magnitode, kow shall we
explain his scautiness of produetzon? Shall we
explain it by saying that to make of Gray a poet
of this magnitade is abserd ; that his genine 22d
resources were sxmall, and that ks production,
therefore, was small also, but thas the popzlanty
of a single piece, the Zlery,—a popalan'y dee iz
grest mewstre to the subject—crezted far Gray
& reputation to which he ha2s really ro nshrt
He hirmself was rot deceived by the faveur shown
&t:‘:g Elegy. *Gray told me with & good deal of
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acrimony, writes Dr. Gregory, * that ‘the Elegy
owed its popularity entirely to the subject,}gpd
that the public would have received it as well if
it had been written in prose’ This is too much
to say; the Elegy is a beautiful poem, and in
admiring it the public showed a true feeling for
poetry. But it is true that the Elegy owed
much of its success to its subject, and that it has
received a too unmeasured and unbounded praise.

Gray himself, however, maintained that the
Elegy was not his best work in poetry, and he was
right. High as is the praise due to the FElegy, it
is yet true that in other productions of Gray he
exhibits poetical qualities even higher than those
exhibited in the Zlegy. He deserves, therefore,
his extremely high reputation as a poet, although
his critics apd the public may not always have
praised him with perfect judgment. We are
brought back, then, to the question : How, in &
poet 8o really considerable, are we to explain his
scantiness of production ?

Scanty Gray's production, indeed, is ; so scanty
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that to supplement our knowledge of it_by.a
knowledge of the man is in this case of peculiar
interest and service. Gray's letters and the
records of him by his friends have happily made
it possible for us thus to know him, and to ap-
preciate bis high qualities of mind and soul.
Let us see these in the man first, and then observe
how they appear in his poetry; and why they
cannot enter into it more freely snd inspire it
with more strength, render it more abundant.

We will begin with us acquitements,  *Mr.
Gray was,' writes his friend Temple, * perhaps the
most learned mwan in Europe. He knew every
branch of history both natural and civil; had
read all the original lustorians of England, France,
and Italy ; and was a great antiquerian. Crit-
" cism, metaphysics, morals, politics, made a prin-
apal part of his study. Voyages and travels of
all gorts were his favourite amusements; and he
bad a fine taste in painting, prints, architecture,
aod gardening’ The notes in s interleaved
copy of Linneus remained to show the extent and
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accuracy of his knowledge in the natural sciences,
particularly in botany, zoology, and entomology.
Entomologists testified that his account of English
insects was more perfect than any that had then
appeared. His notes and papers, of which some
have been published, others remain still in manu-
seript, give evidence, besides, of his knowledge of
literature ancient and modern, geography and
topography, painting, architecture and antiquities,
and of his curious researches in heraldry. He
was an excellent musician, Sir James Mackin-
tosh reminds us, moreover, that to all the other
accomplishments and merits of Gray we are to
add this: ‘ That'he was the first discoverer of the
beauties of nature in Englond, and has marked
out the course of every picturesque journey that
can be made in it

Acquirements take all their value and char-
acter from the power of the individual storing
them. Let us take, from amongst Gray’s observa-
a dnns on what he read, enough to show us his

-

- “ve criticisms on three very different
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accuracy of his knowledge in the natural sciences,
particularly in botany, zoology, and entomology.
Entomologists testified that his account of English
insects was more perfect than any that had then
pppeared. His notes and papers, of which some
have been published, others remain still in manu-
seript, give evidence, besides, of his knowledge of
literature ancient and modern, geography and
topography, painting, architecture and antiguities,
and of his curious researches in heraldry. He
was an excellent musician, Sir James Mackin-
tosh reminds us, moreover, that to all the other
accomplishments and merits of Gray we are: to
add this : “ That he was the first discoverer of the
beauties of nature in England, and has marked
out the course of every picturesque journey that
can be made in it

Acquirements take all their value and char-
acter from the power of the individual storing
them. Let us take, from amongst Gray’s observa-
tions on what he read, enough to show us his

power. Here are criticisms on three very different
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gional opinion of things, as he dircctly contradicts
“in one place what he has advaoced in anotlier ; for
example, in the Panathenaic and the De Pace, on the
naval power of Athens; the latter of the two ie
undoubtedly his own undisgnized sentiment.’

After hearing Gray on Isocrates and Aristotle,

let us hear him on Froissart :—

‘1 rejoice you have met with Froizsart, he is the
Herodotus of a harbarous age; had he but had the
luck of writing in as good a Ianguage, he might have
been immortal. His locomotive disposition (for
then there was no other way of learning things), his
simple curosity, his religious credulity, were much
like those of the old Grecian. When you have fanf
chevauché as to get to the end of him, there is .
Monstrelet waits to take you up, and will set you
down at Philip de Commines; but previous to all
these, you should have read Villehardouin and
Joinville)

Those judgments, with their true and clear
ring, evince the high quality of Gray’s mind, his
power to command and use his learning. But
Gray was a poet; let us hear him on a poet, on
Shakespeare. "We must place ourselves in the

full midst of the eighteenth century and of its
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eriticism ; Gray’s friend, West, had praised Racina
for using in lus dramas ‘the language of the
times and that of the purest sort’; and he had
added . ‘I will not decride what style is fit for our
English stage, but I should mther choose one that
bordered upon Cato, than wupon Shakespeare”’
Gray replies :—

*As to matter of style, I have this to say: The
laoguage of the age is never the language of poetry ;
except among the Freoch, whose verse, whero the
thought does not support it, differs in nothing from
prosa.  Our poetry, on the contrary, has a langunge
peculiar to itself, to which almost every ons that
bas wmitten has added something. In truth, Shake-
speace’s language 1s one of ks principal beautiess
end he kas no less advantage over your Addisone
ad Rowes in this, than in those other great
excellences you maention. Every word in bim iz 3
pitwre.  Pray put me the following lives into the
Yae of our modern dramatics—

““Bat 1, that am not shaped for sportive tricks,
Ner made to court an amorous Jookinzglaes ™

rogmel
sdwiss follows] To e they appar patrazess

;20 if choy be the exse, our lasgmagz B Y
pmenead
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1t is impossible for a poet to lay down the
mleNs. of his own art with more insight, soundness,
and certainty. Yet at that moment in England
thére was perhaps not one otber man, besides
Gray, capable of writing the passage just quoted.

Gray's quality of mind, them, we see; his
quality of soul will no less bear inspection. His
reserve, his delicacy, his distaste for many of the
persons and things surrounding him in the Cam-
bridge of that day,—*this silly, dirty place, a8 he
calls it,—have produced an impression of Gray as
being a man falsely fastidious, finical, effeminate.
But we have already had that grave testimony to
him from the Master of Pembroke Hall: ¢ The
thoughts I have of him will last, and will be
useful to me the few years I can expect to live.
And here is another to the same effect from
younger man, from Gray’s friend Nicholls :—

‘You know," he writes to his mother, from abroad,
when he heard of Gray's death, ‘that I considered
Mr. Gray as a second parent, that I thought only of
him, built all oy happiness on him, talked of him
for ever, wished him with me whenever I partook of
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any pleavarn, xnd Sew to him for refugs whenever
1 felt any nneasinese  To whom now shall T talk
of all I have secn Lrret  Who will teach me to
tend, 0 ok, ta fel! 1 gprotest to you, that
whatever 1 did or thought bad a refercnco to him.
It T met with any chegning, I comforted myself that
1 had a treasure at home; o all the world bad
despured and bated me, § should base thought myself
perdectly recompenssd in bis fnendship  There
‘reriny only one Josy mwore, i § Jors you, § am left
:alone in tho world At gresent I leel that I bave
Soat half of roysnif’

»

Teatimonies such as these kre not called forth
by o fastidious effermmate weaklbng; they are
not called forth, even, by mere guahiies of mind,
they amd called forth by qualiies of soul.  And of
Gray’s fngh qualities of ronl, of Ins crovéasorys,
bis excellent serionsness, we may gather abundant
proof frum his letters.  Wntung to Mason who
1ad just Jost hus father, he says —

*1 bLave eeen the scene you describe, and know
bon dreadful 213 § Lnow ton I am the better for
it.  We are all adle and thoughtless things, and
have no sense, no mee 10 the world any longer than
that vt smpreszion lasta, tho deeper it 1 engraved

the better’
a
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And again, on a like occasion to another
friend :—

*He who best knows our nature (for he made us
what we are) by such afflictions recalls us from our
wandering thonghts and idle merriment, from the
insolence of youth and prosperity, to serious reflec-
tion, to our duty, and to himself; nor nced we
hasten to got rid of these impressions. Time (by
appointment of the same Power) will cure the smart
and in some hearts soon blot out all the traces of
sorrow ; but such as preserve them longest (for it
is partly left in our own power) do perhaps best
acquiesce in the will of the chastiser.’

And once more to Mason, in the very hour
of his wife's death; Gray was not sure whether

or not his letter would reach Mason before the

end :—

‘If the worst be not yet past, you will neglect
and pardon me; but if the last struggle be over, if
the poor object of your long anxieties be no longer
sensible to your kindness or to her own suﬁ‘crin‘—gs,
allow me, at least an idea (for what could I do, were
I present, more than this?) to sit by you in silence
and pity from my heart not her, who is at rest, but
you, who lose her. May he, who made us, the

Master of our pleasures and of our paing, support
you! Adiew’

-
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PR
Seriousness, character, s the of

things with him ; where this was lacking he was
slways revere, whatever might be offered to him
1 its stead, Voltaire'e Litersry gening charmed
tim, but the faults of Voltare's nature he felt so
strongly that when his young fnend Nicholls was
going pbroad in 1771, just before Gray's death, he
aid to him: ‘1 have one thing to beg of you
whith you mmst not refuse” Nicholls answered :
“You know you have only to commard ; what is
it Do not go to sce Voltwre, smd Gray , and
then edded: ‘o one koows the mischie{ that
man will do*  Nicholls promised comphance with
Gray's injunction; *But what,' he asked, * could &
visit from me mgmify t Every tribute to such
s man vigifies; Gray answeredl  He admired
Dryden, admired him, even, too mx;ch ;7 had too
noch felt bis ioflaence asa poet.  Tetold Beattie
*that i thers wes wny excellence 1 Ins own
nambers he bad leamned ot wholly from that greas
poet'y aad writng to Beathio afterwards ha
vecurs 40 Dryden, whem Beattie, he thought, di
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not honour enough as a poet : * Remember Dryden,’
he writes, ‘and be blind to all bis faults’ Yes,
his faults as a poet; but on the man Dryden,
ﬁeverbheless, his sentence is stern. Speaking of
the Poet-Laureateship, ‘Dryden, he writes to
Mason, ‘was as disgraceful to the office from his
character, as the poorest scribbler could have been
from his verses. Even where erying blemishes
were absent, the want of weight and depth of
character in a man deprived him, in Gray’s judg-
ment; of serious significance. He says of Hume:
*Is not that naivetd and good-humour, which his
admirers celebrate in him, owing to this, that he
has continued all his days an infant, but one that
has unhappily been taught to read and write 7’
And with all this strenuous serious'ness, a pathe-
tic sentiment, and an element, likewise, of sportive
and charming humour, At Keswick, by the lake-
side on an autumn evening, be has the accent of

the Réveries, or of Obermann, or Wordsworth i

4 “In tho ov ening walked down alone to the lake by
t.he side of Crow Park after sunset and s the
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solemn colouring of light draw on, the last gleam of
sunshine fading away on the hill-tops, the deep serens
of the waters, and the long shadows of the mountaina
thrown acrogs them, till they nearly touched the
hithermost shore. At distance heard the murmur
of many waterfalls, not audible in the daytime
Wished for the Moon, but she was dark £ mez and
nlent, M an her vocand inferfunar care”

Of his humour acd sportiveness his delightful
letters are full ; his humonf appesrs in his poetry
too, 2nd is by no means to be passed over there.
Horace Walpole said that ‘Gray never wrots
anything easily but things of humour; bumonr
was his natural and original turn.’

{ Enowledge, penetration, sericusness, sentiment,
humoar, Gray had them all ; he had the equipment
and endowment for the office of poet. ] But very
eoon in lus life appear traces of something ob-
dtructing, something dissbling; of spirits failing,
and health not sonnd ; and the evil increases wath
years. He writes to West in 1737 =—

*Low spirits ara my true and faithful companions ;

they get up with me, go to bed with me, make
journeys and returns as Ido; nay, and pay visite

k3
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and will even affect to be jocose and force s feeble
laugh with me; but most commonly we &it alone
together, and are the prettiest insipid company in the
world

The tone is playful, Gray was not yet twenty-

S e

one, °Mine, he tells West four or five years later,
‘mine, you are to know, is a white Melancholy, or
rather Leucocholy, for the most part; which, though
it geldom laughs oréflances, nor ever amounts to
what one calls joy or pleasure, yet is 2 good easy

sort of a state’ But, he adds in this same
letter ;—

¢ “But there is another sort, black indeed, which I
have now and then felt, that has something in it like
. Tertullian's rule of faith, Credo quia impossibile est;
for it believes, nay, is sure of everything that is un-
+likely, so it be but frightful ; and on the other hand
excludes and shuts its eyes to the most possible hopes,
‘and everything that is pleasurable ; from this the

*Lord deliver us! for pone but he and sunshiny
zweather can do it

Six or sevem years pass, and we find him
writing to Wharton from Cambridge thus :—

- “The spirit of laziness (the spirit of this place)
‘begins to possess even me, that have so long declaimed
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ennuyé to the last degree, yet do nothing, Indeed I
bave one excuse; my health (which you have so
kindly inquired after) is not extraordinary. It is no
great malady, but several little ones, that seem brevw-
ing no good to me’

From thence to the end his languor and de-
pression, though still often relieved by occupation
and travel, keep fatally gaining on him. At last
the depression became constant, became mecheni-
cal. *Travel T must,’ he writes to Dr. Wharton,
‘or cease to exist. Till this year I hardly knew
~what mechanical low spirits were; but now I even
. tremble at an east wind.'. Tswo months afterwards
he died.

What wonder, that with this troublous cloud,
throughout the whole term of his manhood brood-
ing over him and weighing him down, Gray, finely
endowed though he was, richly stored with know-
ledge though he was, yet produced so little, found
no full and sufficient utterance, ‘never’ as the
Master of Pembroke Hall said, ‘spoke out! He
knew well enough, himself, how it was with him.

My wverve is at best, you know’ (he writes to .
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afterwards Bonstetten published his reminiscences .
of Gray. ‘I used to tell Gray, he says, < about my
life and my native country, but Ais life was a sealed
book to me ; he never would talk of himself, never
would allow me to speak to him of his poetry. If
1 quoted lines’of his to him, he kept silence like
an obstinate child. I said to him sometimes:
“Will you have the goodness to give me an
answer?” But not a word issued from his lips’
He never spoke ouf. Bonstetten thinks that Gray’s
life was poisoned by an unsatisfied sensibility, was
withered by his having never loved ; by his days

being passed in the dismal cloisters of Cawmbridge,

in the company of a set of monastic book-worms,
‘whose existence no honest woman ever came to
cheer.” Sainte-Beuve, who was much attracted
snd interested by Gray, doubts whether Bon-
stetten’s explanation of him is admissible; the
secret of Gray’s melancholy he finds rather in the
sterility of his poetic talent, ‘so distinguished, so
rare, but so stinted’; in the poet’s despair at his
own unproductiveness.
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But to explain Gray, we must do more thxn
allege his sterility, as we must look further than
10 his reclusion at Cambridge. What caused his
sterility? Was i his ill-health, his hereditary
gout? Certainly we will pay ell vespect to the
powers of hereditary gout for afflicting us poor
mortals. But Goethe, after pomnting out that
Schiller, who was so productive, was ‘almost con-
stantly ill,’ sdds the true remark that it is ineredible
bow much the spirit can do, in these cases, to
Ak_‘ge; up the body. Pope's ammation and activity
through all the course of what he pathetically
calls ‘that long disease, my hfe, is an example
presenting itself signally, in Gray's own country
and time, to confirm what Goethe here says.
What gave the power to Gray's reclusion and
ill-bealth to induce us sterility 7

The reason, the indubitable rezson as T cannot
but think it, T have slready gven elsewhere,
Gray, a born poet, fell upon an age of prose. He

fell npon an age whose task was such ag to_call
forth in

general men's powers of understanding, _
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wit and cleverness, rather than their deepest
powers of mind and soul. As regards literary
production, the task of the eighteenth century i
England was not the poetic interpretation of the
world, its task was to create a plain, clear, straight-
forward, efficient prose. Poetry obeyed the bent
of mind requisite for the due fulfilment of this
task of the century. It was intellectual, srgu-
mentative, ingenious; not seeing things in their
truth and beauty, not interpretative. Gray, with
the qualities of mind and soul of a genuine poet,
was isolated in his century. Maintaining and
fortifying them by lofty studies, he yet could not
fully educe and enjoy them ; the want of a genial
atmosphere, the failure of sympathy in his con-
temporaries, were too great. Born in the same
year with Milton, Gray would have been another
man ; born in the same year with Burns, he would
bave been another man. A man born in 1608
could profit by the larger and more poetic scope
of the English spirit in the Elizabethan age; a
man born in 1759 could profit by thet European
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renewing of men's minds of which the great his-
torical musnifestation is the French Revolution.
Gray's alert and brilliant young friend, Bonstetten,
who would ¢xplun the void in the life of Gray by
his baving never loved, Bonstetten himself loved,
matried, and had children.  Tet at the age of fifty
he was bidding fair to grow old, dismal and torpid
like the rest of us, when be waa roused and made
young again for some thirty years, says M. Sainte-
Deuve, by the events of 1789. If Gmay, like
Durns, had been just tlurty years old when the
Freoch Revoletion broke out, he would have
shown, probably, productiveness and animation i
plenty. Coming when he did, and endowed as he
was, he was a man bomn out of date, a man whose
full spintua) flowering was impossible.  The same
thing is to be said of hus great contemporary,
Dutler, the author of the Analeyy. In the sphere
of rehgion, which touches that of poetry, Butler
was impelled by the endowment of Ins nature to
atrive for & profound end edeq ption of
relizious things, which was nut pursued by his
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wit and cleverness, rather than their deepest
powers of mind and soul As regards literary
production, the task of the eighteenth century in
England was not the poetic interpretation of the
world, its task was to create a plain, clear, straight-
forward, efficient prose. Poetry obeyed the bent
of mind requisite for the due fulfilment of this
taék of the century. Tt was infellectual, argu-
mentative, ingenious; not seeing things in their
truth and beauty, not interpretative. Gray, with
the qualities of mind and soul of a genuine poet,
was isolated in his cemtury. Maintaining and
fortifying them by lofty studies, he yet could not
fully educe and enjoy them ; the want of a genial
atmosphere, the failure of sympathy in his con-
temporaries, were too great. Born in the same
year with Milton, Gray would have been another
man ; born in the same year with Burns, he would
have been another man, A man born in 1608
could profit by the larger and more poetic scops
of the English spirit in the Elizabethan age; a
man born in 1759 could profit by that European
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tencewing of men's minds of which the great his-
torical wanifestation is the French Revolution
Gray’s alert and brilliant young fricnd, Bonstetten,
who would cxplain the void in the life of Gray by
his baving never loved, Bonstetten himself loved,
married, and bad children.  Yet at the age of &ty
he was bidding fair to grow old, dismal and torpid
like the rest of us, when he was roused and made
youug again for some thirty years, says AL Sante-
Beuve, by the events of 1783. If Gray, hke
Burns, bad been just tlarty years old when the
French Revolation broke out, he would have
shown, probably, productiveness and ammation 1m
plenty. Coming when he did, and endowed 8s he
was, he was 8 man born out of date, a man whose
full spintual flowering was impossible.  The samo
thing is to be said of hi great contemporary,
Butler, the suthor of the Analegy. I the sphere
of religion, which touches that of poetry, Butler
was impelled by the endowment of his nature to
strive for & profound and adequate conception of

religious things, which was not puramed by his
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contemporaries, and which at that time, and in
that atmosphere of mind, was not fully attainable
Hence, in Butler too, a dissatisfaction, & weariness,
a8 in Gray; ‘great labour and weariness, great
disappoinfment, pain and even vexation of mind.
A sort of spiritual east wind was at that time
blowing; neither Butler nor Gray could flower.

They never spoke out.
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nuities, p ifications, of the movement and die-
tion of Dryden sud Pope, Gray caught something
caught toomuch. We have Little of Gray's poetry,
and that little is not free from the faults of his
age. Therefore 1t was important to go for aid, as
we did, to Gray’s life and letters, to sce his mind
and soul there, and to corroborate from thenee that
high estimate of his quality which his poetry in.
deed calls forth, but does not establish so amply
and irresistibly as one could desire.

For o just critiesm it does, however, clearly
establish jt.  The difference between genuine
poetry and the poetry of Dryden, Pope, and all
their school, is briefly this: thewr poetry is con.
ceived and composed in their wits, genmne poetry
is conceived and composed 1n the soul. The differ-
enco between the two kinds of poetry is immense,
They differ profoundly in their modes of language,
they differ profoundly in their modes of evolution,
The poctic language of our eighteenth eentary in
general is the language of men composing without
their eye on the olfect, ns Wordsworth excellently
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said of Dryden; language merely recalling the
objec%;,- a8 t':he common language of prose does, and
then dressing it out with a cerfain smartness snd
brilliancy for the fancy and understanding, This
is called ‘splendid dietion” The evolution of the
poetry of our eighteenth century is likewise in-
tellectual ; it proceeds by ratiocination, antithesis,
ingenious turns and conceits. This poetry is often
eloquent, and always, in the hands of such masters
as Dryden and Pope, clever ; but it does not take
us much below the surface of things, it does not
give us the emotion of seeing things in their ¢ruth
and beauty. The language of genuine poetry, on
the other hand, is the language of one composing
with his eye on the object; its evolution is
that of a thing which has been plunged in the
poet’s soul until it comes {orth natumujr and
necessarily.  This sort of evolution is infinitely
simpler than the other, and infinitely more satis-
{ying; the same thing is true of the genuine pc;etio
language likewise. But they are both of them also

infinitely harder of attainment; they come only from
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those who, as Emerson zays, ‘live from & grest
depth of being
Goldamith dispareged Gray who had praised h\s
Trareller, and indeed in the poem on the Allianes
of Edueatwn and Gorernnient had given him hints
which he used forit.  In retaliation let us take
from Goldzmith himeel & epecimen of the poetic
fanguage of the eighteenth century,

“No cheerful murmurs fluctuate in the gale '~

there is exactly the poetic diction of our prate
sentury ! thetorical, ornate,—and, poetically, quite
false.  Tlace bessde it » line of genuine posetry,
such as the

“In eradio of the ruds, imperions surgs”

of Shakespeare ; and all ita falseness instantly be-
comes apparent.

Dryden's poemn on the death of Mrs. Killigrew
is, says Johnson, *undoubledly the noblest ode
that our lsnguaze ever has produced’ In this
vigorous performance Dryden has to say, what s

interesting enough, that not only in poetry dud
‘ u



8 ESSAYS IN CRITICISM m

Mrs. Killigrew excel, but she excelled in painting
also. And thus he says it—

+To the next realm she stretch'd her sway,
For Painture near adjoining lay—
A plenteous province and alluring prey.
A Chamber of Dependencies was framed
{As conquerors will never want pretence
When arm’d, to justify the offence),
And the whole fief, in right of Poetry, she claim’d.’

The intellectuel, ingenious, superficial evolution of
poetry of this school could not be better illustrated.
Place beside it Pindar’s
aloy da'dm)w‘;s
otk Eyers’ ovr’ Aluxidy mapd ITylef,
ofre wap drriflép KdSue . . .

* A secure time fell to the lot neither of Peleus the
son of Hacus, nor of the godlike Cadmus; howbeit
these are said to have had, of all mortals, the
supreme of happiness, who heard the golden-snooded
:Muses sing,—on the mountain the one heard them,
the other in seven-gated Thebes.’

There is the evolution of genuine poetry, and such
. poetry kills Dryden’s the moment it is put near it.
(g}ray’s production was scanty, and scanty, os

we have seen, it could not but be.) Even what he'
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produced iy not ahways pure in diction, true_in
e;x;i;xﬁon. Still, with whatever drawbacks, he is
alone, or almost aluna {for Collins has somethung of
the like menit) in his age.  Gray said himself that
“the style he alted ot was cxtreme conciseness of
and musical’

expre yet pure, 7

Compared, not with the work of the great masters
aof the golden ages of poctry, but with the poctry
of his own contemporanes in general, Gray's may
bo said to have reached, in style, the excellence at
which he simed ; while the evolution also of such
8 pieco ng s Progress of Poesy must be accounted
not fesa nobile and sound than sts style
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JOHN KEATS:

PoErRy, according to Milton’s famous saying,
should be ‘simple, sensuous, impassioned.’ No
one can question the eminency, in Keats's poetry,
of the quality of sensuousness. Keats as a poet is
abundantly and enchantingly sensuous; the ques-
tion with some people will be, whether he is any-
thing else. Many things may be brought forward
which seem to show him as under the fascination
and sole dominion of sense, and desiring nothing
better. There is the exclamation in one of his
letters : ¢O for a life of sensations rather than of
thoughts!" There is the thesis, in another, * that
with a great Poet the sense of Beauty overcomes

1 Prefixed to the Belection from Keats in Ward’s English
Poets, vol. iv. 1880.



14 JORN KPATS L4

every other consideration, or rather obliterates all
consideration.’ There is Haydons story of him,
how * he once covered his tongue and throat a9 far
as he could reach with Cayenne pepper, in order

to appreciate the delici Jdness of claret in
sll its plorg—his own expression’ Onpe is pot
monch surprised when Maydon farther tells us, of
the hero of such a story, that once for six weeks
together he was bardly ever sober. ‘He had no
decivion of character, Haydon adds, ‘no object
upon which to direct his great powers,'

Character and eelf-control, the rirtus eerusque
labor 80 necessary for every kind of greatness, and
for the great attist, too, mdispensable, appear to
be wanting, certainly, to this Keats of Haydon's
portraiture.  They are wanting also to the Keata
of the Letters to Fanny Drawne, These letters
ixmku as unpleasing an umpression as Haydon'a
snecdotes.  The editor of Haydon’s journals could
not well omit what Haydon said of his friend, but
for the publieation of the Lettersto Fanny Dravne
T can sce no good reason whatever, Thewr pabdi-
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cation appears to me, I confess, inexcusable; they
ought never to have been published. But pub-
lished they are, and we have to take notice of
them., Letters written when Keats was near his
end, under the throttling and unmanning grasp of
mortal disease, we will not judge. But hereisa
letter written some months before he was taken
ill, It is printed just as Keats wrote it.

*You have absorb’d me. I have a sensation at
the present moment as though I was dissolving—I
should be exquisitely miserable without the hope of
goon seeing you. I should be afraid to separate
myself far from you. My sweet Fanny, will your
heart never change? My love, willit? I have no
limit now to my love. . . . Your note came in just
here. 1 cannot be happier away from you. 'Tis
richer than an Argesy of Pearles. Do not threat
me seven in jest. I have been astonished that Men
could die Martyrs for religion—I have shuddered
at it. I shudder no more—I could be martyred for
my Religion—Love is my religion—I could die for
that. I could die for you ~ My Creed is Love
and you are its only tenet. Vou have ravished me
away by a Power I cannot resist; and yet I could
resist till I saw you; and even since I have seen you
I have endeavoured often “to reason against the
reasons of my Love” 1 can do that no more—the
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. pain would be too great. My love i seifish. 1
eannot hreathe without you.'
A man who wntes love-letters in this strain s
probably predestined, one may observe, to mis.

fortune in his love-affairs, but that is nothing

The complete enervation of the writer is the real -

point for remark. We have the tone, or rather
the entiro want of tone, the abandonment of all
reticence snd all dignity, of the merely sensuous
mwan, of the man who ‘is passion’s slave” Nay,
we have them in such wise that one is tempted
to spenk even as Blackizood o the Quarterly were
in the old days wont to speak ; one 13 terapted to
suy that Keats's love-letter iy the love.Jetter of a
surgeon’s apprentice. It has in its relaxed self-
abandonment something underbred and 1gnoble, as
of s youth ill brought up, without the traimmng
which teaches ns that we must put some con-
traint upon our feclings and upon the expression
of them. Itis tho zort of love-letter of a surgeon‘s
apprentice which one might Lear read out in a

breach of promise case, or in the Divorce Court
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cation appears to me, I confess, inexcusable; they
ought never to' have been published. But pub-
Yished they are, and we have to take notice of
them. Letters written when Keats was near his
end, under the throttling and unmanning grasp of
mortal disease, we will not judge. But hereisa
letter written some months before he was taken
ill. It is printed just as Keats wrote it.

*You have absorb’d me. I have a sensation at
the present moment as though I was dissolving—1I
ghould be exquisitely miserable without the hope of
soon seeing you. I should be afraid to separate
myself far from you. My sweet Fanny, will your
heart never change? My love, will it? I have no
limit now to my love. . . . Your note came in just
here. I cennot be happier away from you. 'Tis
richer than an Avrgosy of Pearles. Do not threat
me even in jest. I have been astonished that Men
could die Martyrs for religion—I have shuddered
at it. 1 shudder no more—1I could be martyred for
my Religion—Love is my religion—I could die for
that. I could die for youu My Creed is Love
and you are its only tenet. You have ravished me
away by & Power I cannot resist; and yet I could
resist till I saw you; and even since I have seen you
1 have endeavoured often “to reason against the
reasons of my Love” T can do that no more—the
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pain would be too great My love is selfish. 1
eannot breathe without you'

A man who writes love-letters in this strain is
pm‘i—)::bl—y }rcdétined, one may observe, to_mis-
f;nune in his love-affairs; but that is nothing.
The complete enervation of the writer is the real |
point for remark. We have the tome, or rather
the entire want of tone, the abandonment of all
reticence and all dignity, of the merely sensuous
man, of the man who *is passion’s slave’! Nay,
we have thern in such wise that one is tempted
to epeak even as Blackicood or the Quarterly wers
in the old days wont to speak ; one is tempted to
auy that Keats's love-letter is the love-letter of &
eurgeon’s apprentice. It has in it relaxed self-

hand, dorl,

something d and ignoble, as
of & youth ill brought up, without the training
which teaches us that we must put gome con-
straint upon our feelings and upon the expression
of them. Tt is the zort of love-letter of a surgeon’s
spprentice which one might hear read out 1 a

breach of promise case, or in the Divorce Court
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The sensuons man speaks jn it, and the sensuous -
man of a badly bred and badly trained sort. That
many who are themselves also badly bred and
badly trained should enjoy it, and should even
think it a beautiful and characteristic production
of him whom they call their ‘lovely and beloved
Keats’ does not make it better. These are the
admirers whose pawing and fondness does not
good but harm to the fame of Keats; who con-
centrate attention upon what in him is least
wholesome and most questionable ; who worship
him, and would have the world worship him toeo,
as the poet of

* Light feet, dark violet eyes, and parted hah:,
Soft dimpled hands, white neck, and ¢creamy breast.

This sensuous strain Keats had, and & man of his
poetic powers could not, whatever his strain, but
show his talent in it. But he has something more,
aud something better. We who believe Keats to
have been by his promise, at any rate, if not fully

by his performance, one of the very greatest of
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English poets, and who believe alao that a merely
sensuons man cannmot either by promise or by
p;n:formance be a very great poet, because poetry
interprets life, and so large and noble a part of lifs
is outside of such a man's ken~we cannot but
look for signs in hum of something more than
sensnousness, for signs of character and virtae.
And indeed the elements of high character Keata,
undoubtedly has, and the effort to develop them;
the effort is frustrated and cut short by misfor-
tune, and disease, and time, but for the due
understanding of Keats's worth the recognition
of this effort, and of the elements on which it
+ worked, is necessary.

Yord Houghton, who praises very diserimn-
atingly the poetry of Keats, has on his character
also & remark full of discrimination, He says
*The faults of Keats’s disposition were precisely
¢the contrary of those atiributed to bim by common
opinion And he gives a letter written after tha
(death of Keats by his brother George, in wh
the writer, speaking of the fantastic Joknny Ke
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invented for common opinion by Lord Byron and
by the reviewers, declares indignantly : * John was
the very soul of manliness and courage, and as
much like the Holy Ghost as Johnny Keats” It
is important to note this testimony, and to look
well for whatever illustrates and confirms it,
Great weight is laid by Lord Houghton on
such a direct profession of faith as the following:
“ That sort of probity and disinterestedness,” Keats
writes to his brothers, ‘ which such men as Bailey
possess, does hold and grasp the tip-top of any
spiritual honours that can be paid to anything in
this world” TLord Houghton says that ‘never
have words more effectively expressed the con-
viction of the superiority of virtue above beauty
than those” But merely to make a profession of
faith of the kind here made by Keats is not diffi-
cult; what we should rather look for is some
evidence of the instinct for character, for virtue,
phssing into the man's life, passing into his work.
Signs of virtue, in the true and large sense of

the word, the instinet for virtue passing into the
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life of Keats and strengthening it, X find in the
@i& wisdom and temper of what he says
to his friend Bailey on the ovcasion of a guarrel
l:e;.ween Reynolds and Haydon :—

*Things have happened lately of great perplexity;
you must have heard of them; Reynolds and Hay-
don retorting and recrimimating, and parting for
ever. The same thing has happened between Hay-
don and Hunt. It is unfortunate ; men should bear
with each other; there lives not the man who may
not be cut up, aye, lashed to pieces, on his weakest
side. The best of men have but a portion of good
in them. . . . The sure way, Baey, is first to know
& man's faults, and then be passive. 1If, after that,
be insensibly draws you towards him, then you bave
10 power to break the link.  Before 1 felt interested
in either Reynolds or Haydon, I was well read in
their faults, yet, knowing them, I have been cement-
ing gradually with both. I have an affection for
them both, for reasons almost opposits ; and to both
must I of necessity cling, supported always by the
hope that when a little time, a few years, shall have
tried me more fully 1n their esteem, I may be sbls to
bring them together’

Butler hag well said that ‘endeavouring to
enforee upon our own minds o practical sense of
virtue, or to beget in others that practical sense of
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it which a man really has himself, is a virtuous
act! And suchan ‘endeavouring’is that of Keats
in those words written to Bailey. It -is more
than mere words ; so justly thought and so dis-
creetly urged as it is, it rises to the height of a
virtuous act. It is proof of character. -
The same thing may be said of some words
written to his friend Charles Brown, whose kind-
ness, willingly exerted whenever Keats chose to
avail himself of it, seemed to free him from any
pressing necessity of earning his own living,
Keats felt that he must not allow this state of
things to continue. He determined to set him-
self to ‘fag on as others do’ at periodical literature,
rather than to endanger his independence and his

self-respect ; and he writes to Brown :—

‘Thad got into a habit of mind of looking towards
you as a help in all difficulties. This very habit
would be the parent of idleness and difficulties. You'
will see it is a duty I owe to myself to break the
neck of it. I do nothing for my subsistence—make
no exertion. At the end of another year you shall
spplaud me, not for verses, but for conduct.’
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He had not, alas, another year of health before
him when he announced that wholesome resolve;
it then wanted but six months of the day of his
fatal attack. But in the brief time allowed to
him he did what he conld to keep his word.

What character, again, what strength and clear-
ness of judgment, in his criticism of his own pro-
ductions, of the public, and of “the literary circles !
His words after the severe reviews of Endymion
have often been quoted ; they cannot be guoted
100 often :—

*Praise or blame has but 2 momentary eflect on
the man whose love of beauty in the abstract makes
him a severs critic on his own works. My own
ctiticismn has given me pain withont comparison be-
yond what Blackwood or the Quarterly could possibly
inflict ; and also, when I feel T am right, no external
praise can give me such a glow as my own sohtary
reperception and ratification of what is fine. J. S, is
perfectly right in regard to the *slipshod Endymion ®
That it is &0 is no fault of mine. No! thongh it
may sound a little paradoxical, it is as good as I had
power to make it by mysell.’

é.t_:d apain, as if he bad foreseen certain of hix
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_admirers gushing over him, and was resolved to

disengrge his responsibility :—

+7 bhave done nothing, except for the amusement
of a few people who refine upon their feelings till
anything in the un-understandable way will go down
,with them. T have no cause to complain, because I
am certain anything really fine will in these days
be felt. I have no doubt that if 1 had written Othello
I should have been cheered. I shall go on with
patience.

Young poets almost inevitably over-rate what
they call ‘the might of poesy,’ and its power over
the world which now is. XKeats is not a dupe on’
this matter any more than he is a dupe about the
merit of his own performances :—

‘T have no trust whatever in poetrr. I dont
wonder at it ; the marvel is to me how people read
so much of it.’

His attitude towards the public is that of a
strong man, not of & weakling avid of praise, and
made to ‘be snufi’d out by an article’ . —

‘1 shall ever consider the public as debtors 1o

me for verses, not myself to them for admiration,
which I can do withont.’
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And again, in 2 passage where one may per-
haps find fault with the capital letters, but surely
with nothing else :—

“I have not the slightest feel of humility towards
the public or to anything in existence but the Eternal
Being, the Principle of Beauty, and the Memory of
great Men. . I would be subdued before my
friends, and thank them for subduing me; but armong
multitudes of men I have no feel of stooping ; I hate
the idea of humility to them. I never wrote one
single line of poetry with the least shadow of thought
about their opinion. Forgive me for vexing yon, but
it eases me to tell you- I could not live without the
love of my friends; I would jump down Etna for
any great public good—but I hate 2 mawkish popn-
lLarity, I canpot be subdued before them. My glory
would be to daunt and dazzle the thousand jabberers
about pictures and books’

Against these artistic and literary *jabberers,
amongst whom Byron fancied Keats, probably, to
be always living, fattening them and flattered by
them, he has yet another outburst :—

*Just s0 much as I am humbled by the genins

above my grasp, am I exalted and look with kate and
contempt npon the literary world  Who could wizh
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to bs smong the commonplace crowd of ke Iirde

famous, who are esch individually lost in a tbrong
made up cf themselves ¥’

And he loves Fanny Brawne the mors, he teils
her, because he believes that she bas liked him for
his own sake and for nothing else. ‘I have met
with women who I really think would like wo be
married to & Poem and to be given away by &
Novel?

There iz 2 tone of too much bitterness and
defiance in all this a tone which he with grest
propriety subdued and corrected when he wrotwe
hisbesntifal preface to Endymion. But the thing
t0 be seized is, that Keats had fint and iron in
him, that he had chsracter; tha® he was 23 his
brother George says, ‘as much like the Holy Ghost
as Joknny Keafs' —as that imagined sensnous
weakling, the delight of the lterarv circles of
Hampsiead.

It is a pity that Byron, who so misconceived
Keats, should never have kmown how shrew

Keats, on the other hand, hed characterizced Fim

n.s

i
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23 a fine thing' in the sphere of ‘the worldly
theatricol, and pantomimical! But indeed nothing
is more remarkable in Keats than his clear-
sightedness, his lucidity; and lueidity is in itself
okin to character and to high and severe work.
In spite, therefore, of his overpowering feeling for
beauty, in spite of bis sensuousness, in spite of his
facihity, in spite of his gift of expression, Keats
could say resolutely i—

T know nothing, I have read nothing; and I mean
to follow Solomon’s directions: “Get learning, get
understanding”  There 1s but one way for me  The
road lies through application, study, and thought T
will pursue it.’

And of Miton, instead of resting in Milton's
incomparable phrases, Keats could say, although
indeed all the while ‘looking upon fine phrases,
as he himself tells us, ‘like a lover’—

“Milton had eu exquisite passion for what is pro-
perly, in the sente of ease and pleasure, poetrcal
Inrury, and with that, 1t appears to me, he would
fain have been content, if he could, so doing, pre-
serve his self-respect aud feeling of duty performed ;

but there was working in hum, as it were, that same
1
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sort of thing which operates in the great world to the
ond of a propheoy’s being accomplished.  Therofore
he dovoted himsclf rather to the ardours thau the
ploasures of song, solacing himself at intervals with
cups of old wine.!

In his own poetry, too, Keats felt that place
must be found for ‘the ardours rather than the
pleasures of song,’ although he was aware that he
was not yet ripe for it—

‘But my flag is not unfurl’d
On tho Admirl-staff;, and to philosophise
I dare not yot.’

Even in his pursuit of ‘the plensures of song,
however, there is that stamp of high work which
is akin to character, which is characler passing
into intellectual production. ¢ The best sort of
pocfry—that,” he truly says, <is all T care for, all X
live for.! It is curious to observe how this severe
addiction of his to the best sort of poetry aflects’
him with a certain coldness, as if the addiction had
been to mathematics, towards those prime objects
of a sensuous and passionate poet's regard, love
aud women. He speaks of ‘the opinion I have’

formed of the gencrality of women, who appear to
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me as children to whom I would rather give a
sugar-plum than my time! e confesses ‘a ten-
dency to class women in my books with roses and

sweetmeats—they never gee themselves dominant’;

and he can understand how the unpopnlarity of
tus poems may be in part due to ‘the offence
which tbe ladies’ not unnaturally ®take at um'
from this cause. Even to Fanny Brawne he can
write ‘a flint-worded letter, when his “mind is
heaped to the full’ with poetry :—

1 know the generality of women wonld hate me
for this; that I should have so unsoftened, so hard &
mind ss to forget them ; forget the brightest realstses
for the dull imaginations of my own bramn . . My .
heart seems now made of iron—I could not write &
proper answer 10 an 1nvitation to Idaba’

The truth is that ‘¢he yearning passion for the
B_gautiful,‘ which was with Keats, as he himself
truly eays, the master-passion, is pot a passion of
tl;;e;suous or gentimental man, is not 4 passion
of the sensuous or sentimental pm9 It 13 an -
tellectual and spiritual p:\ssion.) 1t is “connected
and made one;’ as Keats declares that in his case
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it was, ‘ with the ambition of the intellect.” It ip,
as he again says, ‘the mighty abstract idea of
Beauty in all things” And in his last deys Keats
wrote: * I{ I should die, T have left no immortel
work behind me—nothing to make my friends
proud of my inemory; but I have loved the prin-
ciple of beauty in all things, and if T had had time
I would have made myself remembered. f{e has
made himself remembered, and remembered as no
merely sensuous poet could be ; and he has done
it by having “loved the principle of beauty in all
things.’

For to see things in their beauty is to see
things in their truth, and Keats knew it. < What
the Imagination seizes as Beauty must be Truth,’
he says in prose; and in immortal verse he has

said the same thing—

.+ *Beauty is truth, truth beauty,—that is all
Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know.’

No, it is not oll; but it is true, deeply true, and
we have deep need to know it And with beauty
goes not only truth, joy goes with her also; and
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this too Keats saw and said, as in the famous first
line of his Endymion it stands written—

* A thing of beauty 13 3 joy for ever.’

It 13 no small thing to have so loved the
principle of beauty as to perceive the necessary
relation of beauty with truth, and of both with
joy. Keats wes a great spirit, and counts for far
more than many even of his admirers suppose,
becanse this just and high perception made itself
clear to him., Therefore a dignity and a glory
shed gleams over his life, and happiness, too, was
not & stranger tat. ¢ Nothing startles me beyond

the moment,” he says, *the getting sun will always
[

1
!

set me to rights, or if a sparrow come before my
window I take part in its existence and pick about
the gravel’ But he had terrible bafilers,—con.
suming disease and early death. I thiok, be
wntes to Reynolds, ‘if T bad a free and healthy
and lasting organisation of heart, aad lungs as
strong es 2n oX's, £0 a3 to be able to bear unhart
the shack of thought and sensation with-
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out weariness, I could pass my life very nearly
alone, though it should last eighty years. But
I feel my body too weak to support me to the .
height; I am obliged continually to check myself,
and be nothing’ He had agrinst him even more
thau this; he had against him the blind power
which we call Fortune. ‘O that something for-
tupate,’ he cries in the closing months of his life,
*had ever happened to me or my brothers {—then
T might hope,—but despair is forced upon me as
a habit! So baffled and so sorely tried, — while
laden, ot the same time, with & mighty formative
thought requiring health, and many days, and
favouring circumstances, for its adequate mani-
festation, — what wonder if the achievement of
Keats be partiel and incomplete ?

Nevertheless, let and hindered as he was, and
with & short term and imperfect experience,—
‘young, as he says of himself, ‘and writing at
random, straining after particles of light in the
midst of a great darkness, without knowing the

bearing of any one assertion, of any one opinion,'
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~npotwithstanding all this, by vittuo of his fecling
for beauty snd of his perception of the vital con.
nection of beauty with truth, Keats accomplished
60 much in poetry, that in one of the two great s
modes by which poetry interprets, in the faculty
_of naturalistic interpretation, in what we call
natural magic, he ranks with Shakespeare. *The
tongme of Kean,’ he says in an admirable eriticiam
of that great actor and of his enchanting elocution,
‘the topgue of Kean must seom to have robbed
the Hybla bees and left them honeyless. There in
en indeseribable gusto in hs voice j—in Kuwhard
*Be stirring with the lark to-morrow, gentle Nor-
folk!" comes from him as through the morning
atmosphere towards which he yearns! This magic,
this *indescribable gusto in the voice,' Keats him-
wlf, too, exhibits in his poetic expression. No
ome else in English poetry,(save Shakespeare, has
in expresnion quite the fascinating felicity of Keats, 7
his perfection of lovelin%&) 71 think’ he gaid
humbly, ‘T shall be smong the English poets after
oy death’ He is; he is with Shakespsare.
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out weariness, I could pass my life very nearly
alone, though it should last eighty years. But
I feel my body too weak to support me to the
height; I om obliged continually to check myself,
and be nothing’ He bed against him even more
than this; he had against him the blind power
which we call Fortuge. ‘O that something for-
tunate, he cries in the closing months of his life,
*had ever happened to me or my brothers!—then
1 might hope,—but despair is forced upon me as
a habit! So baffled and so sorely tried, — while
1aden, ot the same time, with a mighty formative
thought requiring health, and many days, and
favouring circumstences, for its adequate mani-
festation, — what wonder if the achievement of
Keats be partial and incomplete ?

Nevertheless, let and hindered as he was, and
with e short term and imperfect experience,—
‘young,’ as he says of himself, ‘and writing at
random, straining after particles of light in the
midst of & great darkness, without knowing the

bearing of sny one assertion, of any one opinion,

»
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—notwithstanding all this, by virtue of his feeling
for beauty and of his perception of the vital con-
nection of beanty with troth, }Z_ea_t_sva_qggglpﬁshed
80 much 1 poetry, that in one of the two great
modes by which poetry interprets, in the facully
_of paturalistic interpretation, i what we call
natural magic, he ranks with Shakespeare, *The
tongue of Xean,' ke says in an admirable criticism
of that great actor and of his enchanting elocution,
*the tongue of Kean must seem to have robbed
the Hybla bees and left them boneyless, There is
an indescribable gusto in his voice ;—in Richard
“Be stirring with the latk to-morrow, gentle Nor-
folk1” comes from him s throngh the mormning
stmosphere towards which he yearns! This magic,
this *indescribable gusto in the voice,’ Keats hum-
welf, too, exhibits in his poetic expression. No
one else in English poetry,(save Shakespeare, has
in expression quite the fascinating felicity of Keats,
his perfection of loveﬁness) ‘T tlunk,' he said
burmbly, *1 shall be among the English poets after
my death’ Hp is; be s with Shakespeare,
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out weariness, I could pass my life very nearly
alone, though it should last eighty years. But
I feel my body too weak to support me to the
height; T am obliged continually to check myself,
and be nothing” He had against him even more
thau this; he had against him the blind power
which we call Fortune. ‘O that something for-
tunate,’ he cries in the closing months of his life,
‘bad ever happened to me or my brothers —then
I might hope,—but despair is forced upon me as
a habit! So baffled and so sorely tried, — while
laden, at the same time, with a mighty formative
thought requiring health, and many days, and
favouring circumstances, for its adequate mani-
festation, — what wonder if the achievement of
Keats be partial and incomplete ?

Nevertheless, let and hindered as he was, and

with & short term and imperfect experience,—
‘young,' as he says of himself, ‘and writing at
rendom, straining after particles of light in the
midst of a great darkness, withont knowing the

bearing of any one assertion, of any one opinion,
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for beauty and of his perception of the vital con-
nection of beauty with trath, Keats accomplished
20 wuch 1w poetry, that in one of the two great
modes by which peetry interprets, in the faculty
of naturalistie interpretation, in what we call
uatural wagic, he ranks with Shekespeare, The
tongue of Kean,' he gays in an admirable criticism
of that great actor and of his enchanting elocntion,
‘the tongue of Kean must seem to have robbed
the Hybla bees and left them honeyless. 'Fhere is
an indescribable gusto in his voice ;—in Bikard
“Be stirring with the lark to-morrow, gentle Nor-
folkk1” comes from mm es through the morning
atraospbere towards which be yearna'  This magie,
this *mdescribable gusto in the voice,” Keats him-
wlf, too, exhibits in his poetic expression, Ko
ome else in English poetry,{zave Sbakespeare, ha
in expression quite the fascinating felicity of Keats
Yis perfection of Iovehnw!) I thnk) he sai
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For the second great half of poetic interpreta-
tion, for that faculty of moral interpretation which
is in Shakespeare, and is informed by him with
‘the same power of beauty as his naturalistic in-
‘terpretation, Keats was not ripe. For the archi-
i tectonica of poetry, the faculty which presides at
;:the evolution of works like the Agamemnon or-
Lear, he was not ripes His PEndymion, as he
himself well saw, is 2 failure, and his Hyperion,
fine things as it contains, is not a success. But
in shorter things, where the matured power of
moral interpretation, and the high architectonics
which go with complete poetic development, are
not required, he is perfect. The poems which
follow prove it,—prove it far better by themselves
than anything which can be said about them will
prove it. Therefore I have chiefly spoken here of
the man, and of the elements in him which explain
the production of such work. Shakespearian work
it is; not imitative, indeed, of Shakespeare, but
Shakespearian, because its expression has that
rounded perfection and felicity of loveliness of
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which Shakespeare is the great master. To_show.
such work is to praise it. Let us now end by
delighting ourselves with a fragment of it, too
broken to find 2 place among the pieces which
follow, but far too beautiful to be lost. It is a
fragment of an ode for May-day ©O might I he
cries to May, O might I
‘. .. thy emiles
Seck as they once were sought, in Grecian {sles,
By bards who died content on pleasant sward,
Leaving great verse unto a little clant
0, give me their old vigour, and unheard
Save of the quiet primroee, and the span
Of heaven, and few years,
Ronnded by thee, my song should die away,
Content as theirs,
Rich in the sumple worship of a day1”
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Rich in the simple worship of a day1"
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I reMEMBER hearing Lord Macaulay say, after
Wordsworth’s death, when subscriptions were
being collected to found a memorial of him, that
ten years earlier more money could have ‘been
raised in Cambridge alone, to do honour to Words-
worth, than was now raised all through the
country, Lord Macaulay had, as we know, his
own heightened and telling way of putting things,
and we must always make allowance for it.._ But
probably it is true that (Wordsworth has never,
either before or since, been so accepted and
popular, so established in possession of the minds
of all who profess to care for poetry, as he was

1 The preface to The Porms of Wordsiorth, chosap ard °
sdited by Matthew Arnold, 1879.
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had great action, and where Wordsworth's poetry,
therefore, fourished especially. But even amongst
the general public its sale grew lerge, the emi-
nence of its suthor was widely recogmised, and
Rydal Mount became an object of pilgrimege. 1
remember Wordsworth relating how one of the
pilgrims, a clergyman, asked him if he hzd ever
written anything besides the Guide to the Lakes.
Yes, he answered modestly, be had written verses
Xot every pilgrim was a reader, but the vogue
was established, end the stream of pilgrims came.

Mr. Tennyson's decisive appearance dates from
1842. One cannot say that he effaced Wordsworth
as Scott and Byron had effaced him. The postry of
Wordsworth had been so long before the public, the
suffrage of good judges was se steady and o strong
in its favour, that'by 1842 the verdict of posterity,
one may almost say, had been already proncunced,
end Wordsworth’s English fame was secure., But
the vozue, the ear and applause of the g*aat body
of poetry-readers, never quite thoroughly perheps

bis, he graduslly lost more and more, and Afr
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Tennyson gained them, (1!1‘3?2“3'”" drew to
biwself, and away from Wordsworth, the poetry-
r_c—;l'ii;]g public, and the new generations. Even in
1850, when Wordsworth died, this diminution of
popularity was visible, and occasioned the remark
of Lord Macaulag)which I quoted at starting.

The duminution has continued, The influence
of Coleridge has waned, and Wordsworth's poetry
can no longer draw succour from this ally, The
poetry bas not, however, wanted eulogists; and it
may be said to have brought its eulogists luck, for
almost every one who has prased Wordsworth'a
poetry has praised it well.  Bot the public has re-
mained cold, or, at Ieast, undetermined. Even
the abundance of Mr. Palgrave's fine and glal-
fully chosen specunens of Wordsworth, in the
Golden Treasury, surprised wany resders, and
gaveoffence to not a few. To tenth-rate enties
24 compilers, for whom sny violent shoeck to
the pablic taste would be o temerity not to be
visked, i is sbil quite permissible to spegk of

Wordsworth’s poetry, not only with ignorance, but
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with impertinencé. On the Continent he is
almost unknown.

I cannot think, then, that Wordsworth has, up
to this time, at all obtained his deserts. *Glory,’
gaid M. Renan the other day, ‘glory after all is
the thing which has the best chance of not being
altogether vanity! Wordsworth was a homely
man, and himself would certainly never have
thought of talking of glory as that which, after all,
has the best chance of not being altogether vanity.
Yet we may well allow that few things are less
vain than real glory. Let us conceive of the whole
group of civilised nations as being, for intellectual
and spiritual purposes, one great confederation,
bound to a joint action and working towards a
common result ; a confederation whose members
have a due knowledge both of the past, out of
which they all proceed, and of one another. This
was the ideal of Goethe, and it is an ideal which
will impose itself upon the thoughts of our modern
societies more and more. Then to be recognised

by the verdict of such a confederation as a master,
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or even os a serlously and eminently worthy work.
man, in one’s own line of intellectnal or spiritnal
activity, is indeed glory; a glory which it would
be difficnlt to rate too highly. For what could be
more beneficent, more salutary? The world is
forwarded by having its attention fived on the
best things; and here i3 a tribunal, free from all
suspicion of national and provincisl partiakty,
putting & stamp on the best things, and recom-
mending them for general honour and acceptance,
A nation, again, is forthered by recogmtion of its
real gifts and successes; it 1s encouraged to develop
them forther. And hers 15 an boness verdict, tell-
ing us which of our supposed successes are really,
in the judgment of the great fmpartial world, and
not in our own private judgment only, successes,
and which are not.

It is 8o eagy to feel pride and satisfaction in
one’s own things, so hard to make sure that one 13
right in feeling it! We have a great empire.
Bat s0 had Nebuchadnezzar. We extol the ‘un-
tivalled happiness’ of our national civibisation
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Bus then comes a candid {riend, and remarks that

our upper class is materialised, our middle class

valgarised, and our lower class brutalised. We are

proud of om"painﬁ'mg, our music. Butwe find thet

in the judgment of other people our painting is

questionable, and our music non-existent. We are

proud of our men of science. And here it turns

out that the world is with us; we find that in the

judgment of other people, too, Newton among the

dead, and Mr. Darwin among the living, hold as

high a place as they hold in our national opinion.

/ Finally, we are proud of our poets and poetry.

% KNow poetry is nothing less than the most perfect
speech of man, that in which he comes nearest

to being able to utter the truth} It 33 no small

E thing, therefore, to succeed eminently in poetry,
‘And so much is required for duly estimating suc-
cess hiere, that about poetry it is perhaps hardest

to awrive 2t a sure geperal verdict, and fakes

longest.] Meanwhile, our own conviction of the

superiority of our nstional poets is not decisive, is

almost certain to be mingled, as we see consfantly
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in Fnglish ealozy of Shakespeare, with much of
provincia) infatnation. And we know what was
the opinion current amongst our neighbowrs the
French~-people of taste, aculeness, and guick
literary tact—not a hundred years ago, zbotut cur
great poets, The old Biographie Unirerselle notices
the pretension of the English to 2 plage for their
poets amang the chief poets of the world, 2nd says
that this is a pretension which to no one but an
Englishman czn ever seem admissible. Anrd the
scornfal, disparaging things said by foreigners
about Shakespeare and Milton, end about our
national over-estimate of them, have been often
quoted, and will be in every one’s remembrance.
A great change has taken place, and Shake-
speare is now generally recognised, even in France,
as ove of the greatest of poets. Yes, some anti-
Gallican cynic will say, the French rank hun with
Corneille and with Vietor Hugo: But let me
have the pleasure of quoting a tentence about
Shakespeare, which I met with by eccident ot

Yoamery arve 11 tha orrrernndant o Prameh rowot s
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which not a dozen English people, I suppose, look
at. The writer is praising Shakespeare’s prose.
With Shakespeare, he says, ¢ prose comes in when-
ever the subject, being more familiar, is unsuited
to the majestic English iambic’ And he goes
on: *‘Shakespeare is the king of poetic rhythm
and style, as well as the king of the realm of
thought ; along with his dazzling prose, Shake-
speare has succeeded in giving us the most varied,
the most harmonious verse which has ever sounded
upon the human ear since the verse of the Greeks.
M. Henry Cochin, the writer of this sentence,
deserves our gratitude for it ; it would not be easy
to praise Shakeépeare, in a single sentence, more
justly. And when a foreigner and a Frenchman
writes thus of Shakespeare, and when Goethe says
of Milton, in whom there was so much to repel
Goethe rather than to attract him, that ‘ nothing
has been ever done so entirely in the sense of the
Greeks as Samson Agonistes” and that * Milton is
in very truth a poet whom we must treat with all

reverence, then we understand what constitutes
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a Furopean recognition of poets and poetry as
coptradistingnished from a merely national recog-
nition, and that in favour both of Milton and of
Shakespéate the judgment of the high court of
appeal has fusally gone.

; 1 come back to M. Renon's praiss of glory,
from which 1 started. Yes, Teal glory is a most
serious thing, plory authenticsted by the Amphic-
tyonic Court of final sppen), definitive glory.
And even for poets and poetry, long and difficult
as may be the process of arriving at the mght
award, the right award comes at last, the definitive
glory rests where 1t ig deserved. Every establish-
ment of such a real glory is good and wholesome
for mankind ot large, good and wholesoms for the
nation which produced the poet crowned with it.
To the poet hmself it can seldom do harm; for
he, poor man, 13 in hus grave, probably, long before
Lis glory crowns him,

Wordsworth has been in his grave for some
thirty years, and certainly his lovers and admirers
cannot flatter themselves that this great and
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steady light of glory as yet shines over him. He
is pot fully recognised at home ; he is not recog-
nised at all abroad. Yet T firmly believe that(bhe
'poetical performance of Wordsworth is, after that
of Shakespeare and Milton, of which all the world
‘.now recognises the worth, un-doubtedly the most
considerable in our language from the Elizabethan
age to the present time.} Chaucer is anterior;
and on other grounds, too, he cannot well ba
brought into the comparison. {But taking the roll
of our chief poetical names, besides Shakespeare
and Milton, from the age of Elizabeth downwards,
and going through it,—Spenser, Dryden, Pope,
Gray, Goldsmith, Cowper, Burns, Coleridge, Scott,
.Campbell, Moore, Byron, Shelley, Keats (I men-
é‘tion those only who are dead),—I think it certain
ithat Wordsworth’s name deserves to stand, and
zvnll finally stand, above them all.) Several of the
poets named have gifts and excellences which
Wordsworth has not.  But taking the performance
of each as a whole, I say that{\Wordsworth- seems
to me to have left a body of poetical work superior
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in power, in intetest, in the qualities which give
ex;:iuring freshness, to that which any one of the
others has Teft.} .

But this is not enough to say, 1 think it cer-
tain, farther, that if we take the chief poetical
names of the Continent since the death of Malidre,
and, itti Goethe, the int
names with that of Wordsworth, the resnlt is the
same, Let us take Klopstock, Lessing, Schiller,
Uhland, Ruckert, and Heine for Germany; Fili-
cais, Alfieri, Manzoms, and Leopardi for Italy;
Racine, Boilesu, Voltaire, André Chenier, Bér-
anger, Lamartine, Musset, M. Vietor Hugo (he
has been so long celebrated that although he stilt
lives I may be permitted to name him) for France.

Several of these, agnin, have evidently gifts and
excellences to which Wordsworth can make no
pretension. {But in real poetical achievement it
seems to me indubitable that to Wordsworth, hera
again, belongs the palm. It geems to me that
{F¥ordsworth bas left behind him s body of pacti-
cal work which wears, and will wear, better on
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the whole than the performance of any one of
these personages, so far more brilliant and cele-
brated, most of them, than the homely poet of
" Rydal. Wordsworth’s performance in poetry is
“on the whole, in power, in interest, in the qualities
which give enduring freshness, superior to theirs.
This is a high clain to make for Wordsworth.

i But if it is a just claim, if Wordsworth’s place
among the poets who have appeared in the last
two or three centuries is after Shakespeare, Molitre,
Milton, Goethe, indeed, but before all the rest,
then in time Wordsworth will have his due. We
ghall recognise him in his place, as we recognise
Shakespeare and Milton; and not only we our-
selves shall recognise him, but he will be recog-
nised by Europe also. Meanwhile, those who
.recognise him already may do well, perhaps, to
‘ask themselves whether there are not in the case
of Wordsworth certain special obstacles which
hinder or delay his due recognition by others, and
“swhether these' obstacles are not in some measure

removahle.
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(:l'hc Ezeursion and the Bulu&e, his poems of
greatest bulk, are by no means Wordsworth's best
y work, Tis best work is in his shorter pieces, and
many indeed are there of these which are of first-
rate excellence. DBut in his seven volumes the
pieces of high merit are mingled with a mass of
pieces very inferior to them; so inferfor to them
that it seems wonderful how the same poet should
bave produced both. § Shakespeare frequently bes
lines and passages in a strain quite false, and
which are entirely unworthy of him. DBut onme
ean imagine his smiling if one could meet him in
the Elysian Fields and tell ham so; smiling and
replying that he knew it perfeotly well himself,
and what did it matter? Buf.(thh Wordsworth |
the case is different. (Work a.ltorvether inferior,
work quite uninspired, flat and dull, is produced
by him with evident unconsciousness of its
defects, and he presents it to us with the same
faith and seriousness ay his best work] Now a
drama or an epic fill the mind, and one does not
look beyond them; but{in a collection of short
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pieces the impression made by one piece requires
to be continued and sustsined by the piece follow-
ing. In reading Wordsworth the impression made
by one of his fine pieces is too often dulled and
spoiled by a very inferior piece coming after it}

Wordsworth composed verses during a space of
some sixty years; snd it is no exaggeration to
say that within one single decade of those years,
between 1798 and 1808, almost all his really first-
rate work was produced. . \A mass of inferior work
remaing, work dome before and after this golden
prime, imbedding the first-rate work and clogging
it, obstructing our approach to it, chilling, not
unfrequently, the high-wrought mood with which
we leave it. To be recognised far and wide ss
a great poet, to be possible and receivable as s
classic, Wordsworth needs to be relieved of a great

deal of the poetical baggage which now encumbers

D2TD

him.} To administer this relief is indispensable,
unless he is to continue to be a poet for the fow

only,—a poet valued {ar below his real worth by
the world.
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There is snother thing. \Wordsworth classified
his poems'not ding to any 1 ived

plan of arrangement, but, according to a scheme of
mental physiology. He has poems of the fancy,
poems of the imagination, poems of sentiment and
refiection, and 8o on.  His categories are jogenions
bt far-fetched, and the result of his employment
of them is unsatisfactory.) Poems are separated
one from another which possess a kinship of
subject or of treatment far more vital and deep
thau the supposed anmity of mental onigin, which
was Wordsworth’s reason for joming them with
others. P

The tact of the Greeks in matters of .this kin;i
way infallible.  We may rely upon it that we

-

shall not improve upon the classifieation adopted
by the Greeks for kinds of poetry; that their
categories of epic, dramatic, lyric, and so forth,
have @ natural propriety, and should be adhered
to. It may sometimes seem doubtful to which of
two categories a poem belongs; whether this or
that poem ia to be called, for instance, narrative
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pieces the impression made by one piece requires
to be continued and sustained by the piece follow- -
ing. Inreading Wordsworth the impression made
by one of his fine pieces is too often dulled and
gpoiled by a very inferior piece coming after it.)
Wordsworth composed verses during a space of
gome sixty years; and it is no exaggeration to
say that/within one single decade of those years,
between 1798 and 1808, almost all his really first-
rate work was produced.: fLA mass of inferior work
temains, work done befc;re and after this golden
prime, imbedding the first-rate work and clogging
it, obstructing our approach to it, chilling, not
unfrequently, the high-wrought mood with which
we leave it. To be recognised far and wide as
a great poet, to be possible and receivable as a
classic, Wordsworth needs to be relieved of a great
deal of the poetical baggage which now encumbers
him.} To administer this relief is indispensable,
unless he is to continue to be a poet for the few

only,—a poet valued far below his real worth by
the world
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There is another thing. (Wordsworth classified

his Inot ding to any ly ived

v 1

plan of arrangement, but’\according to a scheme of
mental physiology, He has poems of the fancy,

poems of the imagination, poems of t and

&

reflection, and so on.  His categories are ingenious
but, far-fewhed._and the result of his employment
of them is uusatisfactory.) Poems are separated
one from another which possess a Linship of
subject or of treatment far more vital and deep
than the supposed unity of mental origin, which
was Wonrdsworth's reason for joining them with
others, Anqremum mnlin e
The tact of the Greeks in matters of this kind
was infallible. 'We may rely upon it that we
thall not improve upon the classification adepted
by the Greeks for kinds of poetry; that thewr
categories of epic, dramatic, lyric, and so forth,
have a natural propriety, and should be adhered
to. It may sometimes seem doubtful to which of
two categories & poem belongs ; whether this or
that poem is to be called, for instance, narrative
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or lyric, lyric or elegisc. But there is to be found
in every good poem & strain, a predominant note,
which determines the poem as belonging to one of
these kinds rather than the other; and here is
the best proof of the value of the classification,
and of the advantage of adhering to it. -{Words-
worth’s poems will never produce their due effect
until they are freed from their present artificial
arrangement, and grouped more naturally.}
Disengaged from the quantity of 'mfer{or work
which now obscures them, the best poems of
Wordsworth, I hear many people say, would
indeed stand out in great beauty, but they would
prove to be very few in number, scarcely more
than half a dozen. I maintain, on the other hand,
that what strikes me with admiration, what estab-
lishes in my opinion Wordsworth’s superiority,
1s the great and ample body of powerful work
which remains to him, even after all his inferior
work hes been cleared away. He gives us so
much to rest upon, so much which comr-nun-i'c;té

his spirit and engages ours !}
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This is of vety great importance. If it were n
comparison of single pieces, or of three or four
pleces, by each poet, I do not say that Words.
worth would stand decisively above Gray, or
Burns, or Coleridge, or Keats, or Manzoni, or
Heine. (It is in his ampler body of powerful
work that I ind his superiority. His good work
itzell, bis work which couunts, is not all of it, of
course, of equal vnln&) Some kinds of poctry are
in themsclves lower kinda than others. The
balled kind is & lower kind; the didactic kind,
still more, is a lower kund. Poetry of this latter
sart counts, taq, i by its biographical
interest partly, not by its poetical interest pure

ond eimple; but then this can only be when the
poet producing it has the power and importance
of Wordsworth, a power and importonce which he
sastredly did not establish by such didactic poetry
slone. Altogether, it is, T say, by the great body
of powerful and significant work which remsins to
him,after every reduction and deduction has been
made, thet Wordsworth's superiority is proved.
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’;To exhibit this body of Wordsworth's best
work, to clear away obstructions from around it,
and to let it speak for itself, is what every lover
of Wordsworth should desire.} Until thiz hes
been done, Wordsworth, whom we, to whom he
is dear, all of us kmow and feel to be so great a
poet, has not bad o fair chance before the world.
(\When once it has been done, he will make his
way best, not by our advocacy of him, but by his
own worth and power. We may safely leave him
to make his way thus, we who beliave that a
superior worth and power in poetry finds in man-
kind a sense responsive to it and disposed at last
to recognise it, Vet at the outset, before he hag
been duly known and recognised, (we mey do
‘Wordsworth a service, perbaps, by indicating in
,what his superior power and worth will be found
"bo consisb,t’;and in what it will net.

! (Long ngo, in speaking of Homer, I said that
, ;fﬂ;e noble and profound application of ideas to life
.g‘is the most essential part of poetic greatness, I

said that a great poet receives his distinetive



b4 WORDSWORTH (]

character of superiosity from his spplication, under
the conditions immutably fixed by the laws of
poetic beauty and poetic truth, from his apphica-
tion, I eay, to his subject, whataver it way be, of
the ideas

*On man, op nature, and on human life,

which he has acquired for himself The line
quoted {s Wordsworth's own; and his superionty
stises from his powerful use, in his best pieces,
fis powerful application to his snbject, of ideas
“un man, on nature, and e humn Life! )

{ Voltaure, with bis signal acuteness, most truly
remarked that ‘no nation has treated i postry
moral ideas with more energy and depth thag the
English pation.”  And he sdds: *There, it zeems
ito me, is the great went of the English poets’
i Voltatre does pot mean, by 'treating 1 poctry
 momal idess; the componag moral and didactic
fpoemn-.—-—tbu briogs us but 2 very bitde way in
|poetry. He means just the same thong a8 way
{ weant when I spoke above ‘of the poble and pro-
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found application of ideas to life’; and he meane
the application of these ideas under the conditions
fixed for us by the laws of poetic beauby and
poetic tmth. If it is said that to call these ideas
moral ideas is to introduce 2 strong and injurious
limitation, I answer that it is to do nothing of the
kind, because moral ideas are really so main a
part of human life.(ﬁl'}fhe question, fow to lize, i3
itself a moral idea; and it is the question which
most interests every man, and with which, i
gome way or other, he is perpetually occupied.
A large sense iz of course to be given to the
term moral, Whatever bears upon the question,
‘how to live,’ comes under it.

¢ Nor love thy life, nor hate; but, what thou liv'st,

Live well ; how long or short, permit to heaven.’
In those fine lines Milton utters, as every one at
once perceives, a moral idea. Yes, but so too,
when Keats consoles the forward-bending lover
on the Grecian Urn, the lover arrested and pre-
sented in immortal relief by the sculptor's hand
before he can kiss, with the line,
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¢For ever wilt thou love, and she be fair'—

be uttera & moral idea. When Shakespeare says
that
*We are such stufl

As dreams are made of, and our littls life
Is rounded with a sleep,’

he utters o moral idea,

Voltairo was right in thinking that the energetic
and profound treatwent of moral ideas, in this
large sense, is what distinguishes the English
poetry. 1o sineerely meant praise, not dispraise
or hint of limitation; and they err who suppose
that poetic limitation i3 a necessary consequence
of the fact, the fact being granted as Valtmre
states it. (If what distinguishes the greatest poets
is their powerlul and profound apphication of 1dess
to life, which surely no good critic will deny, then
to prefix to the term idess here the term mera
makes hardly any difference, becanse human Lfe
fiself is in 50 prepondernting a degree moral

Ty is important, therefore, to hold fast to this:
!h;n(poetry is at bottom a cniticism of life; thas
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the greatness of 3 poet lies in his powerful and
beauhful :I;l‘)‘h;atlon of ideas to life,—to the ques-
tmn How to live. 4 Morals are often treated in a
parrow and false fashion; they are bound up with
systems of thought and belief which have had
their day ; they are fallen into the hands of pedants
and professional dealers; they grow tiresome to
some of us. We find attraction, at times, even in
a poetry of revolt against them; in a poetry which
might take for its motto Omar Kheyam's words:
‘Let us make up in the tavern for the time which
we have wasted in the mosque! Or we find
attractions in a poetry indifferent to them; in a
poetry where the contents may be what they will,
but where the form is studied and exquisite. (" We
delude ourselves in either case; and the best cure
for our delusion is to let our minds rest upon that
gréaﬁ and inexhaustible word life, until we learn
i to enter into its meaning. A poetry of regt;.lt
. against moral ideas is & poetry of revolt against
life ; a poetry of indifference towards moral ideas
‘isa poetry of indifference towards life. .
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fominn bea-

Epictetos had o bappy figure for things like
the play of the senses, or literary form and finish,
or argumentative iugenuity, in companson with
‘the best and master thing' for us, as be called
it, the concern, how to live. Some people were
afraid of them, be eaid, or they disliked and
undervalued them. Such people were wrong; they
were unthankfol or cowardly. DBut the things
might also be over-prized, and treated as final
when they are not. They bear to life the relation
which inns bear to home. ‘ As if a man, yourney-
ing home, and finding & mce inn on the road, sud
liking it, were to stay for ever at the 1n! Man,
thou hast forgotten thine object; thy journey was
not o this, but through this, “But this mn is
teking" And how many other inms, too, are
taking, and how many fields and meadows! but
83 places of passage merely  You have an object,
which is this; to get home, to do your Quty to your
farily, friends, and fellow-countrymen, to attain
inward freedom, serenity, happmess, contentment.
Style takes your fancy, srgning takes your fancy,

1



146 ESSAYS IN ORITIOISM ¥

and you forget your home and want to make your
abode with them and to stay with them, on the plea
that they are taking. Who denies that they are
taking? but as places of passage, as inns. And
when I say this, you suppose me to be attacking
the care for style, the care for argument. I am
not ; 1 attack the resting in them, the not looking
to the end which is beyond them’

Now, when we come across a poet like Théo-
phile Gautier, we have a poet who has taken up -
his abode at an inn, and never got farther. There
may be inducements to this or that one-of us, at this
or that moment, to find delight in him, to cleave to
him ; but after all, we do not change the truth
about him,—we only stay ourselves in his inn
along with him. And when we come across s

poet like Wordsworth, who sings

,' OF truth, of grandeur, beauty, love and hope.
And melancholy fear subdued by faith,
. Of blesced consolations in distress,
; Of moral strength and intellectual power,
L0t joy in widest commonalty spread ’~—

then we have a poetv intent on ‘the best and
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master thing' and who prosecutes his journmey
home. We say, for brevity’s sake, that he deals
with life, because he deals with that in which life
really consists, This is what Voltaire means to
praise in the English poets,—this dealing with
what is really life. But always it ia the mark of
the greatest poets that they deal with it; end to
say that the English poets aro remarkable for
dealing with it, is only enother way of saying,
what is true, that in poetry the English genius
has especially shown its power

Wordsworth deals with it, and his greatness
lies in his dealing with it so powerfully. I have
named a number of celebrated poets above ell of
whom he, in my opinion, deserves to be placed.
He 1s to be placed above poets Itke Voltaire, Dry-
den, Pope, Lessing, Schiller, because these famons
personsges, with a thousand gifts end ments,
never, or scarcely ever, attain the distinctive ac-
cent and utterance of the high and genutne poets—

* Quique pui vates et Pheebo digna locuty,”

atall Bums, Keats, Heine, not to speak of
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others in our list, have this accent;—who can

doubt it? And at the same time they have trea.

gures of humour, felicity, passion, for which in

¢ ‘Wordsworth we shall look in vain, Where, then,

is Wordsworth's superiority ? It is here; he deals
with more of life than they do; he deals with life,
a8 a whole, more powerfully.

No Wordsworthian will doubt this. Nay, the
fervent Wordsworthian will add, as Mr. Leslie
Stephen does, that Wordsworth’s poetry is precious
because his philosophy is sound ; that his “ethical
system is as distinctive and capable of exposition
as Bishop Butler's’; that his poetry is informed
by ideas which ‘ fall spontaneously into a scientific
system of thought’ But we must be on our
guard against the Wordsworthians, if we want to
secure for Wordsworth his due rank as a poet. A
The Wordsworthians are apt to praise him for the
wrong things, and to lay far too much stress upon
what they call his philosophy. His poetry is the
reality, his philosophy,—so far, at least, as it may

put on the form and habit of ‘a scientific system
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of thought, and the more that it puts them on,
~is the illusion. Perhaps we shall one day
learn to make this proposition general, snd to
say: Poetry is the reality, philosophy the illusion.
But in Wordsworth's case, at any rate, we can-
not do him justice until we dismiss his formal
philosophy.

The Zrcursion abounds with philosophy, and
therefore the Ereursion is to the TWordsworthian
what it never can be to the disinterested Jover of
poetry,—a satisfactory work. ¢ Duty exsts,’ says
Wordaworth, in the Ezcursion ; and then he pro-
ceeds thus—

*, . . Immutably sorvive,
For our support, the measurea and the forms,
Which an abstract Intelligence supplies,
‘Whase kingdom 18, where time and space are not.'

And the Wordsworthian 13 delighbted, and thinks
that here is » sweet union of philosophy and
poetry, But the disintereated lover of poetry will
feel that the lines carry us really not a step farther
than the proposition which they would mterpret:
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that they are a tissue of elevated but abstract ver- -
biage, alien to the very nature of poetry.

Or let us come direct to the centre of Words-
worth’s philosophy, as ‘an ethical system, as dis
tinctive and capable of systematical exposition as
Bishop Butler'’s'—

‘. .. One adequate support
For the calamities of mortal life
Exists, one only ;—an assured belief
That the procession of our fate, howe'er
Sad or disturbed, is ordered by a Being
Of infinite benevolence and power ;
Whose everlasting purposes embrace
All accidents, converting them to good.’

That is doctrine such as we hear in church too,
religious and philosophic doctrine; and the at-
tached Wordsworthian loves passages of such .
doctrine, and brings them forward in proof of his
poet’s excellence, But however true the doctrine
may be, it has, as here presented, none of the
characters of poctic truth, the kind of truth which
we require from a poet, and in which Wordsworth

is really sfrong,
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soremote ; but from all that we can really investi-
gate, T should say that they were no very great
things.’

Finally, the ‘scientific system of thought’ in
Wordsworth gives us at last such pdetry as this,
which the devout Wordsworthian accepts—

¢ QO for the coming of that glorious time

When, prizing knowledge as her noblest wealth

And best protection, this Tmperial Realm,

While she exacts allegiance, shall admit

An obligation, on her part, to fcach

Them who are born to serve her and obey ;

Binding herself by statute to secure,

For all the children whom her soil maintains,

The rudiments of letters, and inform

The mind with moral and religious truth.'
Wordsworth calls Voltaire dull, and surely the
production of these un-Voltairian lines must have
been imposed on him as a judgment! One can
hear them being quoted at a Social Science Con-
gress ; one can call up the whole scene. A great
room in one of our dismeal provincial towns'; dusty
air and jaded afternoon daylight; benches full of

men with bald heads and women in spectacles;
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an orator lifting up his face from a manuseript
written within and without to declaim these lines
of Wordsworth; and in the soul of any poor
child of nature who may have wandered in

W

thither, an u sense of 1 tion, and

wourning, and woe '

* But turn we,” a3 Wordsworth says, © from these
bold, basd men,’ the haunters of Social Science
Congresses,  And let us be on our guard, too,
against the exhibitors and extollers of a * sciennific
system of thought’ in Wordsworth's poetry. The
poctry will never be scen aright while they thus
exhibit it. The cause of its greatness is simple,
and may be told quite simply. Wordsworth's
poetry 18 great becauss of the extraordinary peswer
with which Wordsworth feels the joy offered to
us in uature, the joy offered to us in the simple
primary affections and duties; and because of the
extraordinary power with which, in case after case,
he shows us this joy, and renders it so as to make
us ghare it.

The souree of joy from which he thus draws 1
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;the truest and most unfailing source of joy ac-
cessible to man, It is also accessible universally,
Wordsworth brings us word, therefore, according
to his own strong and characteristic line, he brings

us word

¢ Of joy in widest commonalty spread.’

Here is an immense advantage for & poet. Words-
worth tells of what all seek, and tells of it at itg
truest and best source, and yet a source where all
may go and draw for it.

Nevertheless, we are not to suppose that every-
thing is precious which Wordsworth, stending
even at this perennial and beautiful source, may
give us. Wordsworthians are apt to talk as if it
must be. They will speak with the same reve;-
ence of 7%e Satlor’'s AMother, for example, as of
Lucy Gray. They do their master harm by such
lack of discrimination. Zuey Gray is a beautiful
success; The Sailor's Mother is a failure. To give
aright what he wishes to give, to interpret and

render successfully, is not always within Words-
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When he seeks to have » style he falls into pon-
der051ty and pomposity. In the Excursion we
have his style, as an srtistic product of his awn
creation; and slthough Jeffrey completely failed
to recognise Wordsworth’s real greatness, he was
yet not wrong in saying of the Excursion, as a work
of poetic style: ‘This will never do.' And yet
magical as is that power, which Wordsworth has
not, of assured and possessed poetic style, he has
something which is an equivalent for it.

Every one who has any sense for these things
feels the subtle turn, the heightening, which is

" given to a poet’s verse by his genius for style.

We can feel it in the
* After life’s fitfal fever, he sleeps well '—
of Shalkespeare ; in the

‘. . . though fall'n on evil days,
On evil days though fall'n, and evil tongues’—

“of Milton. It is the incomparable charm of

Milton's power of poetic style which gives such
worth to Paradiss Regained, and makes a great
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1 poera of & work in which Milton's imagination does
‘not goar high, Wordsworth has in constant pos-
' session, and at command, no style of this kind ; but
‘ he had too poetic a nature, and had read the great
poets too well, not to catch, as I have slready re-
marked, somethingof it occasionally, We find 1t not
onlyin his Miltonic lines; wefind it in sucha phrase
as this, where the manner is his own, not Milton's—

'. . . the fierce confederate storm
Of sorrow barricadoed evermore
Within the walls of cities ;'

although even here, perhaps, the power of style
which is undeniable, is more properly that of elo-
quent prose than the subtle heightening and
change wronght by genuine poetic style. It is style,
again, and the elevation given by style, which
chiefly makes the effectiveness of Zaodameia, Still
the right sort of verse to choose from Wordsworth,
if we are to seize his trne and most characteristic
form of expression, is a line like this from Michad—
*And pever lifted up a single stone’ o

There is nothing subtle in it, no heighteuny, oo
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I!‘study of poetic style, strictly so called, at all ; yet
{3t is expression of the highest and most truly ex-
sLiprex*ssive kind.

‘Wordsworth owed much to Burns, and a style
of perfect plainness, relying for effect solely on
the weight and force of that which with entire
fidelity it utters, Burns could show him.

*The poor inhabitaunt below
Was quick to leamn and wise to know,
Aund keenly felt the friendly glow
And softer flame
But thoughtless follies laid him low
And stain’d his name.’
Every one will be conscious of a likeness here to
Wordsworth ; and if Wordsworth did great things
with this nobly plain manner, we must remember,
what indeed he himself would always have been
forward to acknowledge, that Burns used it before
him.
. ( Still Wordsworth's use of it has something"
unique and unmatchable. Nature herself seems,
I say, to take the pen out of his hand, and. to

write for him with her own bare, sheer, penetrat-
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ing power. This arises from twa causea; from
the profound sincereness with which Wondaworth

feels his subject, and also from the profoundly

" sincere and natural charcter of his subject itsolf.

He can and will treat such a subject with nothing
but the most plain, first-hand, almost austers
naturaloess. His expression may often bo called
bald, as, for instance, m the poem of Lesolutivn
and Independence; but it 13 bald na the bara
mountain tops are bald, with a baldness which 1
full of grandeur. )

Wherever we meet with the successful balunce,
in Wordsworth, of profound truth of subject with
profound truth of execution, he is unique,  Iis
best poems are those which most perfectly exhibis
this balance. I have a warm.nadmiration for
Laodamein and for the great Ode, bt if 1 s to
tell the very truth, 1 find Laodamesa not wholly
fres from eomnething arificial, and the great Ode
not whally feer from eomething dolamavery, If
§ had o plek out g of & kind ot perfectly

to giaw Werdswortl's unique power, 1 should
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‘rather chouse poems such as Michael, The Foun-
tain, The Highland Reaper. And ‘i)oems with the
' peculiar and unigue be:iuty which distinguishes
,{these, Wordsworth produced in considerable num-
‘ber ; besides very many other poems of which the
‘iworth, although not so rare s the worth of these,
. '§is still exceedingly high.

" On the whole, then, as I said at the beginniﬁg,
not only is Wordsworth eminent by reason of the
goodness of his best work, but he is eminent also
*" by reason of the great body of good work which
he hag left to us. With the ancients I will not
compare him, In many respects the ancients are
far above us, and yet there is something that we
demand which they can never give. Ieaving the
ancients, let us, come to the poets and poetry
of Christendom. Dante, Shakespeare, Molidre, :
Milton, Goethe, are altogether larger and more”
splendid luminaries in the poetical heaven than
Wordsworth. But I know not where else, among
the moderns, we are to find his superiors.

To disengage the poems which show his power,
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and to present them to the English-speaking public
and to the world, is the object of this volume. I
by no means say that it contains all which in
Wordsworth's poems is interesting. Except in the

case of Margare!, a story composed sep 1y from
the rest of the Ereursion, and which belongs to a
different part of England, I have not ventured on
detaching portions of poems, or on giving any piece
otherwise than as Wordsworth himself gave it
But under the conditions imposed by this reserve,
the voliime contains, I think, everything, or nearly
everything, which may best serve him with the
majority of lovers of poetry, nothing which may
disserve him.

I have spoken lightly of Wordsworthians ; and
if we are to get Wordsworth recognised by the
public and by the world, we must recommend
him not in the spirit of a clique, but in the spint
of disinterested lovers of poetry. Bat I am a2
Wordsworthian mysell I can read with pleasure
and edification Pefer Pell, and the whole sertes of

Eeclesiastical Sonnets, and the address to Mr. Wil-
Ive
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rather chouse poems such as Afickael, The Foun
tain, The Highland Reaper. And poems with the
peculiar and unique beauty which distinguishes
these, Wordsworth produced in considerable num-
ber ; besides very many other poems of which the
. worth, although not so rare es the worth of these,
is still exceedingly high.

" On the whole, then, 2s I said at the beginning,
not only is Wordsworth eminent by reason of the
gooduess of his best work, but he is eminent also
by reason of the great body of good work which
he has left to us, With the ancients I will not
compare him. In many respects the ancients are
far above us, and yet there is something that we
demand which they can never give. Leaving the
ancients, let us, come to the poets and poetry
of Christendom. Dante, Shakespeare, Molidre, ::"""
Milton, Goethe, are altogether larger and more"“'"
splendid luminaries in the poetical heaven than
Wordsworth. But I know not where else, among
the moderns, we are to find his superiors.

To disengage the poems which show his power,



T WORDSWORTH i

and to pregent them to the English-speaking public
and ta the world, is the object of this volume. I
by no meaus say that it containg all which in
Waordaworth's poems is interesting  Except in the
case of Margarel, o story composed separately from
the rest of the Erzcursion, and which belongs to a
different part of England, I have not ventured on
detachung portions of poems, or on giving any piece
otherwise than ss Wordsworth himself gave it
But uader the conditions imposed by this reserve,
the volime contains, I think, everything, or nearly
everything, which may best serve him with the
majotity of lovers of poetry, nothing which may
disserve him.

T have spoken lightly of Wordsworthians, and
if we are to get Wordsworth recognised by the
public and by the warld, we must recommend
him not in the spinit of a chque, but in the spirit
of disinterested lovers of poetry. But I am a
Wordsworthian mysell. I can read with pleasure
and edification Peter Dell, and the whole series of

Eeelesiastical Sonnets, and the address to Mz, Wil.
3
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kinson’s spade, and even the Thanksgiving Ode ;—
everything of Wordsworth, I think, except Vaud-
racour and Julta, It is not for nothing that one
has been brought up in the veneration of a man so
truly worthy of homage; that one has seen him
and heard bim, lived in bis neighbourhood, and
been familiar with his country. No Words-
worthian has a tenderer affection for this pure and
sage master than I, or is less really offended by
his defects, DBut Wordsworth is something more
than the pure and sage master of a small band of
devoted followers, and we ought not to rest satis-
fied until he is seen to be what he is. He is one
of the very chief glories of English Poetry ; and by
nothing is England so glorious as byher poetry, Let
us lay aside every weight which hinders our getting
him recognised as this, and let our one study be to
bring to pass, as widely as possible and as truly as
possible, his own word concerning his poems:
i‘ They will co-operate with the benign tendencies in
;humannature and society,and will, in theirdegree, be

‘efficacious inmaking men wiser, better, and happier.
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contain them, and the remaining poetry is of a
quality much inferior. Scott never, I think, rises
as a poet to the level of Byron and Wordswarth at
all, On the other hand, he never falls below his
own usual level very far; and by a volume of
gelections from him, therefore, his effectiveness is
not increased. As to Shelley there will be more
question; and indeed Mr. Stopford Brooke, whose.
accomplishments, eloquence, and love of poetry

we must all recognise and admire, has actually

g{ven us Shelley in such a volume. But for my

own part I cannot think that Shelley’s poetry,

except by snatches and fragments, has the value

of the good work of Wordsworth and Byron ; or

that it i possible for even Mr. Stopford Brooke to

make up a volume of selections from him which,

for real substance, power, and worth, can at all

teke rank with a like volume from Byron or

Wordsworth,

Shelley knew quite well the difference between
the achievement of such a poet as Byron and his

own. He praises Byron too unreservedly, but he
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sincerely felt, and be was right in feeling, that
Byron was a greater poetical power than himself
As a man, Skelley is at a pumber of points im-
measurably Byron's superior; he is & beautiful
and enchanting spirit, whose vision, when we call
it up, has far more loveliness, more charm for our
soul, than the vision of Byron. But all the per-
sonal charm of Shelley cannot hinder as from n:t
last discovering in his poetry the incurable want,
in general, of a sound subject-matter, and the in-
curable fanlt, in consequence, of nnsubstantiality.
Those who extol him as the poet of clouds, the
poet of sunsets, are only saying that he did not, in
fact, lay hold upon the poet’s right subject-matter;
and in honest truth, with all his charm of soul and
#pirit, end with all bis gift of musical diction and
movement, he never, or hardly ever, did  Except,

23 T have gaid, for a few short things and single
stanzas, his original poetry is less satisfactory than
bis translations, for in thess the subject-matter
was found for him. Nay, I doubt whether his
delightfal Fasays and Letters, which deserve to be
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contain them, and the remaining poetry is of a
quality much inferior. Scott never, I think, rises
a8 a poet to the level of Byron and Wordsworth at
all.  On the other hand, he never falls below his
own usual level very far; and by a volume of .
gelections from him, therefore, his effectiveness is
not increased, As to Shelley there will be more
question; and indeed Mr. Stopford Brooke, whose
accomplishments, eloquence, and love of poetry
we must all recognise and admire, has actually
g{ven us Shelley in such a volume. But for my
own part I cannot think that Shelley’s poetry,
except by snatches and fragments, has the value
of the good work of Wordsworth and Byron ; or
that it is possible for even Mr. Stopford Brooke to
make up a volume of selections from him which,
for real substance, power, and worth, can at all
take rank with a like volume from Byron or
Wordsworth,

Shelley knew quite well the difference between
the achievement of such a poet as Byron and his

own. He praises Byron too unreservedly, but he
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sincerely felt, and he was right in feeling, that
Byron was a greater poetical power than himself.
As »_man, Shelley is at a_number of points im. _
measurably Byron's superior; he is a »b»eva.u'.if\x]
nnazex;cha.uting apirit, whose ;l:sio;:rv:hen we call
it up, has far more loveliness, more charm for our
soul, than the vision of Byron. But all the per-
sonal charm of Shelley cannot hinder us from at
last discovering in his poetry the incurable want,
in é;&gel:a_l, of a sound subject-matter, and the in-
;um}!}e_fault, in consequence, of nusubstantiality.
Those who extol him as the poet of clouds, the
poct of sunsets, are only saying that he did not, in
fact, lay hold upon the poet’s right subject-matter;
and in honest truth, with all his charm of sonl and
spirit, and with all his gift of musical diction and
movement, he never, or hardly ever, did.  Tixcept,
as T have said, for a few short things and single
stanzas, his original poetry is less satisfactory than
his trauslations, for in these the subject-matter
wes found for Mim. Nay, I doubt whether hus
delightful Essays and Letters, which deserve to ba
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far more read than they are now, will not resist
the wear and tear of time better, and finally coma
to stand higher, than his poetry.

There remain to be considered Byron and
Wordsworth, That Wordsworth affords "good
material for a volume of selections, and that he
gains by having his poetry thus presented, is an
old belief of mine which led me lately to make up
a volume of poems chosen out of Wordsworth, and
to bring it before the public. By its kind recep-
tion of the volume, the public seems to show itself
g'partaker in my belief. Now Byron also sup-
plies plenty of material for a like volume, and he
too gains, I think, by being so presented. Mr.
Swinburne urges, indeed, that ‘Byron, who rarely
wrote anything either worthless or faultless, can-
only be judged or appreciated in the mass; the
greatest of his works was his whole work ta.ken
together” It is quite true that Byron rarely wrote .
anything either worthless or fanltless ; it.is quite
true also that in the appreciation of Byron's

power a sense of the amount and variety of his
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ﬂ)ﬂ:. defective though much of his work is, enters
justly into our estimate, But although there may
be little in Byron's poetry which can be pronounced
"’eicher worthless or fanltless, there are portions of
it which are far higher in worth and far more fres
ifrom fault than others. And although, sgain, the
:nbundanee sud variety of his production is un-
doubtedly & proof of his power, yet I guestion
whether by reading everything which he gives us
we are 86 likely to acquire sn admiring sense even
of his variety and sbundance, ss by reading what
he gives ug ot his happier moments, Varied and
abundant he amply proves himself even by this
taken slome. Receive him absolutely without
omission or cowpression, follow his whola out-
pouring stanza by stanza and lie by lne from the
very commencement to the very end, and he s
capable of being tiresome.

Byron has told us himself that the Gizour ‘i3
but & string of passages” He has made full con-
fession of his own negligence, *No one,’ says he,

“bas done more through negligence to corrupt the
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language” This accusation brought by himself
;éainst his poems is not just; bubt when he goes
on to say of them, that ‘their faults, whatever
they may be, are those of negligence and not of
labour, he says what is perfectly true. ‘Zara,
he declares, * I wrote while undressing after coming
home from balls and masquerades, in the‘ year of
revelry, 1814, Th:a Bride was written in four, the
Corsair in ten days’ He calls this ‘a humﬂiating
confession, as it proves my own want of judgment
in publishing, and the public’s in reading, things
which cannot have stamina for permanence.
Again he does his poems injustice ; the producer
of such poems could not but publish them, the
public could not but read them. Nor could Byron
have produced his work in any other fashion; his
poetic work could not have first grown and matured
in his own mind, and then come forth as an
organic whole; Byron had not enough of the artist
in him for this, nor enough of self-command. He
wrote, as he truly tells us, to relieve himself, and

he went on writing because he found the relief



n BYROR 169

_become indispensable. But it was inevitable that
works so produced should be, in general, ‘a string
of passages, poured out, as he describes them,
with rapidity and excitement, and with new
passages constantly suggesting themselves, apd
added while his work was going through the presa
It i3 evident that we have here neither deliberate
scientific construction, por yet the instinctive
artistic creation of poetic wholes; and that o™

-take passages from work produced as Byron's was

]is a very different thing from taking passages out

,“a[ the &dipus or the Temepest, aud deprives the

Ipoetry far less of its advantage.

Nay, it gives advantage to the poetry, instead
of depriving it of any. Byron, I said, has not g
lgreat artist’s profound and patient skill in com-
gbining an action or in developing a character,—a

}ﬂkill which we must watch and follow if we are to

o justice toit. But ke has a wonderful power

f vividly conceiving a single incident, s sinple

-pituation ; of throwing himself upon it, grasping it
if it wers real and he saw and felt i

and of
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making us see and feel it too. The GHaocur is, 83
he truly called it, ‘a string of passages, not a
work moving by & deep internal law of develop-
ment to a necessary end; and our total impres-
gion from it cannot but receive from this, its in-
herent defect, a certain dimness and indistinctness
But the incidents of the journey and death of
Hassan, in that poem, are conceived and presented
with a vividness not to be surpassed; and our
impression from them is correspondingly clear
snd powerful. In Zara, again, there iz mno
adequate development either of the character
of the chief personsge or of the action of
the poem ; our tofal impression from the work is
a confused one, Yet such an incident as the dis-
posal of the slain Ezzelin's body passes before our
eyes as if we actually saw it. And in the same
way as these bursts of incident, bursts of zenti-
ment also, living and vigorous, often occur in_the
midst of poems which must be admitted to be but
weakly-conceived and loosely-combined wholea

Byron cannot but be a gainer by having attention
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concentrated upon what s vivid, powerful, offective
in his work, and withdrawn from what in not ro,
Byron, I say, cannot but lo a gainor Ly this,
just as Wordsworth is a gniner by n Jike proceeil.
ing  Iestecn Wordaworth's poetry so hipghly, and
the world, in my opinion, kas dons ¢ auch scant
justice, that I could not rest satisfied until I hiad
fulfilled, on Wordsworth's behalf, a long cherinlind
desire ;—had disengaged, to the best of mny powrr,
Lis good work from the inferior work juined with
it, and had placed before the publie the body of
his good work by itsell To the portry of Byron
the warld has ardently paid homage; full justics
frem his contemporaries, perhaps even more than
justics, his torrent of poctry recrdved,  His poctry
wes edmired, 2dored, ‘with all ite fmperfortions
o3 it be2d—in epite of negligence, in epitn of

diffzsgrens, in spite of pepraitions, in git of wlas
ever it it purenaed  Flit racie i 0001 grest
azd teilims. Nerembelo dbe Lovr of irrelntlie
TigTe bz pamed evay for ki, even Lo Dyres

£ emlf oot t2 pasa gy Tha fssr S22 orve
el 4
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for him, as it comes for all poets, when he must
take his real and permanent place, no longer
depending upon the vogue of his own day and upon
the enthusiasm of his contemporaries. Whatever
iwe may think of him, we shall not be subjugated
by him as they were; for, as he cannot be for us
what he was for them, we cannot admire him 8o
hotly and indiscriminately as they. His faults of
negligence, of diffuseness, of repetition, his faults
of whatever kind, we shall abundantly feel and
unsparingly criticise ; the mere interval of time
between us and him makes disillusion of this
kind inevitable. But how then will Byron stand.
if we relieve him too, so far as we can, of the en-
cumbrance of his inferior and weakest work, and
if we bring before us his best and strongest work in
one body together? That is the question which I,
who can even remember the latter years of Byron’s
vogue, and have myself felt the expiring wave
of that mighty influence, but who certainly also
regard him, and have long regarded him, without

illusion, cannot but ask myself, cannot but seek to
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answer, The present volume is an sttempt to
provide adequate data for answering it.

Byron has bcen‘ovebpmiaed, nodoubt, *Byron
is one of our French superstitions’ says M.
FEdmond Scherer ; but where has Byron not been
a superstition 7 He pays now the penalty of this
exaggerated worship, *Alone among the English
poets his contemporaries, Byron, said ML Taine,
‘attant & la cime,~gets to the top of the poetic
mountain’ But the idol that M. Taine had thus
adored M. Scherer is almost for buming ‘In
Byron, he declares, ‘there is a remarkable 1n-
ability ever to lift himself into the region of real
poetic art,~—art impersonal and disinterested,—at
all. (He( has fecundity, eloguence, wit, but even
these qualities themsclves are confined within
somewhat parrow limits. He has treated hardly
any subject but one.—himself ; now the man, in
Dyrop, is of a nature even less sincere than the
poet. { This beautiful and blighted being is 8t
bottom & coxcomb. He posed all his life long’

Qur poct could not well meet with more severo
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and unsympathetic criticism. However, the praise
often given to Byron has been 50 exaggerated as ta
provoke, perhaps, a reaction in which he is unduly
disparaged. *As various in composition as Shake-
speare himself, Lord Byron has embraced,’ says
Sir Walter Scott, ‘every topic of human life, and
sounded every string on the divine harp, from its
slightest to its most powerful and heart-astounding
tones, It is not surprising that some one with a
cool head should retaliate, on such provocation as
this, by saying: ‘He has freated hardly any sub-
ject but one, himself” “In the very grand and tre-
mendous drama of Catn,’ says Scott, ‘ Lord Byron
has certainly matched Milton on his own ground.’
And Tord Byron has done all this, Scott adds.
‘while managing his pen with the careless and
negligent ease of 2 man of quality. Alas, ‘man-
aging his pen with the careless and negligent ease
of & man of quality,” Byron wrote in his Cafn—

‘Souls that dare look the Omnipotent tyra.ut in
His everlasting face, and tell him that
His evil is not good ;’
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or he wrote—

¢ .. And fhou would'st go on aspiring
To the great double Myateries! the tiwo Prinsples?’!

Ope has only to repeat to oneself a line from
Paradise Lost in order to feel the difference.
+  Sainte-Beuve, speaking of that exquisite master

jof language, the Italian poet Leopardi, remarks
}how often we gee the alliance, singular though it
émay at frst sight nppear, of the poetical genius
;with the genius for scholarship and philology.
Dante and Milton are instances which will occur
ito every one’s mind, / Byron is so neghgentin his
'poctrcal style, he is often, to say the trnth, so
;lovenly, slipshod, and infelicitous, he is so little
bannted by the true artist's fine passon for the
correct use and consummats management of swords,
that he may be deseribed as having for this artistic
gift the insensibility of the barbarian ,~which 13
perbaps only another and a less fiattering way of
Baying, with Scott, that he  manages his pen with

3 The stalics ars in the ongrosl
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the careless and negligent ease of a man of quality.
Just of & plece with the rhythm of

‘Dare you await the event of a few minutes
Deliberation '’

or of
¢+ All shall be void—
Destray'd I

is the diction of

¢ Which now is painful to these eyes,
Which have not seen the sun to rise;’

or of
*, ., there let him lay V'

or of the famous passage beginning
*He who hath bent him o’er the dead ;’

with those frailing relatives, that crying gramma-
tical solecism, that inextricable anacolouthon!
To class the work of the author of such thinge

"with the work of the authors of such verse as

‘In the dark backward dnd abysm of time '—

or a8

* Presenting Thebes, or Pelops' line,
Or the tale of Troy divine ’—



v BYRON 177
is ridiculous, Shakespeare and Milton, with their
secret of consummate felicity in diction and
movement, sre of apother and an altogether
Yigher order from Byron, nay, for that matrer,
from Wordsworth also; from the author of such
yerse 03
*Sol hath dropt into his barbour ‘——
or (if Mr. Ruskin pleases) as
*Parching stunmer kath no warrant'—
ag from the author of
¢ Al ghall be void—
Destroy'd '
With a poetical gift and a poetical performance of
the very highest order, the slovenliness and tune-
lessness of much of Byron's production, the

pomp and pond of much of
Word: b's are patihl Tet uvs admit
this to the full

Moreover, while we are hearkening to M.
Scherer, and going along with him in Iy fault-
finding, let us admit, too, that the man in Byron



178 ¢ ESSAYS IN ORITICISM V1

is in many respects as unsatisfactory as the poet.
And, putting aside all direct moral eriticism of
him, — with which we need not concern our-
selves here,—we shall find that he is unsatisfactory
{ in the same way. Some of Byron's most crying
faults as a man,-—hisﬂ;rﬁlgarity, his affectation,—
' are really alin to the faults of commonness, of
want of art, in his workmanship as a poet, The
ideal nature for the poet and artist is that of the
finely touched and finely gifted man, the edguijs of
-the Greeks ; now, Byron's nature was in sub-
stance not that of the eddwis ab all, but rather,
88 I have said, of the barbarian. The want of
fine perception which made it liossible for him to
formulate either the comparison between himself
and Rousseau, or his reason for getting Lord Dela-
warr excused from a ‘licking’ at Harrow, is
exactly what made possible for him also his
terrible dealings in, An ye wool ; I have redde thee ;
Sundurn me; Oons, and % 4s cxeellent well, Tt ia
exectly, again, what made possible for him his

precious dictum that Pope is a Greek temple, and



24 BYLON 78

a string of other criticisms of the like force; it
is exactly, in fine, what deteriorated the quality
of his poctie prodaction, If we think of a good
represeptative of that finely touched and exqui-
sitely gifted nature which is the ideal nature for
the poet and artist,—if we think of Raphael, for
instance, who truly is edgwis just as Byron is
not,~—we shall bring into clearer light the connec-
tion in Byron between the faults of the man and
the faults of the poet. With Raphael’s character
Byron's sins of vulgarity and false criticism
wonld have been impossible, just as with Raphael's
art Byron's sins of common and bad workman-
ship,

Yes, all this is true, but it is not the whole
truth about Byron nevertheless; very far from 1t.
The severe criticism of M. Scherer by no meana
gives us the whole truth about Byronm, and we
have not yet gob it in what has been edded to that

iticism here, The negative part of the true
criticism of him we perhaps have; the pogitive

part, by far the more important, we have not.
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Byron’s admirers appeal eagerly to foreign testi-
monies in his favour. Some of these testimonies
do not much move me; but one testimony there
is among them which will always carry, with me
at any rate, very great weight,—the testimony of
Goethe. Goethe's sayings about Byron were
uttered, it must however be remembered, at the
height of Byron’s vogue, when that puissant and
splendid personality was exercising its full power
of attraction, In Goethe’'s own household there
was an atmosphere of glowing Byron-worship;
bis daughter-in-Jaw was a passionate admirer of
Byron, nay, she enjoyed and prized his poetry, as
did Tieck and so many others in Germany at that
time, much above the poetry of Goethe himself,
Instead of being irritated and rendered jealous by
this, a nature like Goethe's was inevitably led by
it to heighten, not lower, the note of his praise,
The Time-Spirit, or Zeit-Geis!, he would himself
have said, was working just then for Byron, This
working of the Zeit-Geist in his favour was an

advantage added to Byron's other advantages, an
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sdvantage of which he had a right to get the
benefit. This is what Goethe would have thou;;m
and said to himself; and so be would bave been
led even to heighten somewhat his estimate of
Byron, and to accentnate the emphasis of praise
Goethe speaking of Byron at that moment was not
and could mot be quite the same cool critic as
Gocthe speaking of Dante, or Molidre, or Milton,
This, T say, we ought to rememher in reading
Goethe's judgments on Byron and his poetry.
Still, if we are careful to bear this in mind, and if
we quote Goethe's praise correctly,~which is not
slways done by those who in this country guote
it—~—and if we add to it that great and due quali-
fication added to it by Goethe himself,—which so
far as T have seen has never yet been done by hia
guoters 1n this country st all—then we shall have
a judgment on Byron, which comes, T think, very
pear to the truth, and which may well command
our adherence.

In his judicious and interesting Life of Byron,
Professor Nichol quotes Goethe es saymg thst
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Byron ‘is undoubtedly to be regarded as the
greatest genius of our century” What Goethe did
really say was ‘the greatest talent;] mnot the
gr;atest genius The difference is important, be-
cause, while talent gives the notion of power in a
man's performance, genius gives rather the notion
of felicity and perfection in it; and this divine
gift of consummate felicity by no means, as we
have seen, belongs to Byron and to his poefry.
Goethe said that Byron ‘must unquestionably be
regarded as the greatest talent of the century.)?
i He said of him moreover : ‘The English may think
‘of Byron what they please, but it is certain that
they can point to mo poet who is hig like,. Heis
different from all the rest, and in the main
greater! Here, again, Professor Nichol trans-
lates: ‘They ecan show no (living) poet who is
to be compared to him;'-—inserting the word
living, T suppose, to prevent its being thought
that Goethe would have ranked Byron, as a poet,

! *Der ohne Frage als des grissts Talent des Jahrhunderss
anzsehen ist
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sbove Shakespears and Milton, Bab Goethe did!
not use, or, I think, mean to imply, any limitation|
such as is added by Professor Nichol. Goethe said’
sirply, and he meant to say, ‘mo poct’ Only
the words whick follow® ought not, I think, to
be rendered, ‘who i3 to be compared to him,
that is to say, *who w his equal as a poet’ They
menn rather, * who may properly be compared with
him,’ * who is kit paralled And when Goethe said
that Byron was ‘in the main greater’ than all
the rest of the English poets, he was not sa
much thinking of the strict ok, as poetry, of
Byron's production; he was thmking of that
wonderfol persopality of Byron which so enters
inm bis poetry, and which Goethe called a
personality such, for its eminence, as has never
been yet, and such sa is not likely to come agoin®
i He was thinking of that *daring, dash, and gran-
@}lagity," of Byton, which sre indeed 80 splendid ;

 *Der thm 1u vergleichen ware.”

? *Ryron's Kubabeif, Keekheit ond Grandiositat, st dse

nlcht siles bildend t—Alles Grosse bildet, sobald wir es gewaby
wenden ©
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and which were, so Goethe maintained, of a
character to do good, because ‘everything great
is formative’ and what is thus formative does
us good.

The faults which went with this greatness, and
which impaired Byron's poetical work, Goethe saw
very well, He saw the constant state of warfare
and combat, the ‘negative and polemical working,’
which makes Byron's poetry a poetry in which we
can go little find rest; he saw the Hang zum Un-
begrenzten, the straining after the unlimited, which
made it impossible for Byron to prociuce poetic
wholes such as the Tempest or Lear; he saw the
zu viel Impirie, the promiscuous adoption of all
the matter offered to the poet by life, just asit wag
offered, without thought or patience for the mys-
terious transmutation to be operated on this matter
by poetic form. But in a sentence which I can-
not, as I say, remember to have yet seen quoted in
any English eriticism of Byron, Goethe lays his
finger on the pau_sﬁé of all these defects in Byron,

and on his real source of weakness both as 2 man



A BYEOX 185
and as & post. ‘The momeut he reflects, he is
s child,” says Goethe ;}~*so2ald er reflectirt ist er
ein Kod! N

Kow if we take the two parts of Goethe's
criticism of Byron, the favourable and the un.
favourable, and put them together, we shall have,
I think, the truth.  On the one band, a eplendid
and putesant personality—a personality ‘in emi.
nence such a3 has never been yet, and is not likely
to come again’; of which the like, therefore, is
{ ot to be found among the poets of our nation, by
{which Byron ‘is different from all the rest, and
in the main grester’ Byron 1s, moreover, ‘the
greatest talent of our century)’ On the other
band, this splendid personality and anmatched
talent, this unique Byron, ‘is quite too much in
the dark about himself;’ nay, ‘the moment he
begins to refiect, be is a cbild’ There we have, I
think, Byron complete; and in estimating hin
spd ranking him we bave to strike & balance
between the gnin which accrues to his poetry, os

t #Gar 1u ducke] tber mch mlbet *
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compared with the productions of other poets,
*from his superfority, and the loss which accrues to
‘it from his defects. |

A balance of this kind has to be struck in the
case of all poets except the few supreme masters
in whom & profound criticism of life exhibits itself
in indissoluble connection with the laws of ‘poetic
truth and beauty. I have seen it said that I
allege poetry to have for its characteristic this:
that it is a criticism of life; and that I make it
to be thereby distinguished from prose, which is
something else. So far from if, that when I first
used this expression, a criticism of life, now many
years ago, it was to literature in genmeral that I
applied it, and not to poetry in especial. ‘The
end and aim of all literature,” I said, ¢is, if one
;considers it attentively, nothing but that: @ crifi-
retsm of life! And so it surely is; the main end
‘and aim of all our utterance, whether in prose or
in verse, is surely a criticism of life. We are not
brought much on our way, I admit, towards an

adequate definition of poetry as distinguished from
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prose by that truth ; still a truth it is, aud poetry
Lmn never prosper if it is forgotten. In poetry,
however, the criticism of life bas to be made con-
formably ta the laws of poetic truth and poetic
beauty, Trath and seriousness of eubstance and
matter, felicity and perfection of diction and man-
per, a5 these are exhibited in the best poets, are
what constitute a eriticism of life madein con-
formity with the laws of poetic trath and poetic
beauty; and it is by knowing and feeling the
work of those pocts, that we learn to recoguise
the fulf) and falflment of such come
ditions.

The moment, however, that we leave the emall
band of the very best poets, the true classics, and
deal with poets of the next rank, we shall find that
perfect truth and seriousness of matter, in close
alliance with perfect truth and felicity of manper,
is the rule no longer. We have now to take what

Ewe can get, to forego something here, to admat
compensation for it there; to strike a balance, and

i ta gea how our poets stand in respect to one another
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i when that balance has been struck. Let us ob-
éserve how this is so.

We will take three poets, among the most con-
worth. Giacomo Leopardi was ten years younger -
than Byron, and he died thirteen years after him;
both of them, therefore, died young—Byron at the
age of thirty-six, Leopardi at the age of thirty-nine.
Both of them were of noble birth, both of them
suffered from physical defect, both of them were
in revolt against the established facts and beliefs
of their age ; buf here the likeness between them
ends. The stricken poet of Recanati had no
count;ry,‘for an Italy in his da& d1d not exi;st;he ‘
had no audience, no celebrity.” The volume of his
poems, published in the very year of Byron’s
death, hardly sold, I suppose, its tens, while the
volumes of Byron's poefiry were selling their tens
of thousands. And yet Leopardi has the very
qualities which we have found wanting to Byron; -
he has the sense for form and style, the passion

for just expression, the sure and firm touch of the



L4 BYRON 185

true ortist,  Nay, more, be has & grave folness of
knowledge, an insight into the real bearings of the
questions which as 8 sceptical poet he raises, a
power of seizing the real point, & lncidity, with
swhich the author of Cain has nothing to compare.
I can hardly fmagine Teapardi reading the
‘.. . And thou would'at go on aspiring

To tho great double Mysteries! the fwo Principless*
or following Byron 1n his theological controversy
with Dr. Kennedy, withont having his features
‘overspread by 8 calm and fine smile, and remark.
,ing of his brilliant conterporary, aa Goethe did,
|that *the moment he begins to reflect, he is a
!child.' But indeed whoever wishes to feel the full
‘superiority of Leopardi over Byron in philosophic
‘thought, and in the expression of i, bas only W
iread one paragraph of one poers, the paregraph of
{La Gunestra, beginnipg

‘Bovents in gqueste pisgge,
and ending

*Non 30 se il riso o Ia pietd prevals.”
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fixed upon the essenza {nsanabile, upon the acerbo,
indegno mistero delle cose, 1% is in the power with
which Wordsworth feels the resources of joy
offered to us in nature, offered to us in the prim-
ary human affections and duties, and in the power
with which, in his moments of inspiration, he
renders this joy, and makes us, too, feel it; a force
greater than himsell sceming to lift him and to
prampt his tongue, so that he speaks in s style
far abave any style of which ke has the constant
command, and with & truth far beyond any philo-
sophic truth of which he has the conscious and
nssnred possession.  Neither Leopardi nor Words-
worth are of the same order with the great poete

who made such verse as
Thyrdw yip Moipas Supby Oicav dvfipdrows
or as

“In 1a sua volontade ¢ nostra paco ;

or 88
... Men must endure
Their going hence, aven as thewr comung hither;
Tapeness is all”



192 ESSAYS IN CRITICISM v1

But as compared with Leopardi, Wordsworth,
though at many points less lucid, though far less
a master of style, far less of an artist, gains so
much by his criticism of life being, in certain
matters of profound impdrbénce,. healthful and
trut;,, whereas Leopardi’s pessimism is not, that the
value of Wordsworth’s poetry, on the whole, stands
higher for us than that of Leopardi’s, as it stands
higher for us, I think, than that of any modern
poetry except Goethe's,

Byron's poetic value is also greater, on the
whole, than Leopardi's; and his superiority turns
in the same way upon the surpassing worth of '
something which he had and was, after all dedue-
tion has been made for his shortcomings, We
talk of Byron’s personality, ‘a personality in emi-
nence such as has never been yet, and is not
likely to come again;’ and we say that by this
 personality Byron is ¢ different from all the rest of
! English poets, and in the main greater’ But can
we not be a little more circumstantial, and name

that in which the wonderful power of this person-
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ality consisted? We can; with the instinct of 2
poet M. Swinbutne has seized upon it and named
it for ns.  The power of Byron's personglity lies

% ahall A,

in ‘the splendid and imp
which covers all his offences and outweighs all his
defucts: the exeellence of nncersty and strength)

Byron found our nation, after its long and vie. ..
torious struggle with revolutionary France, fixed
in & gystem of established facts and dominant
ideas which revolted him. The mental bondage
of the most powerful part of our nation, of its
strong middle-class, to & narvow aud false gystem
of this kind, is what wo call Bntish Philistinism.
That bondage is unbroken to this hour, but in
Byron's time it wag even far more deep aod dark
than it is now. Byron was an aristocrat, and it is
not difficult for an aristocrat to look an the prejn-
diees and habits of the Dritish Phibstine with
scepticiom and disdam.  Plenty of yousg men of
his own class Byron met st Almack's or at Lady
Jersey's, who regarded the established facts and

reiyning beliefs of the England of that day with a2
o
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little reverence as he did. But these men, dis-
believers in British Philistinism in private, entered
English, public life, the most conventional in the
world, and at once they saluted with respect the
habits and ideas of British Philistinism as if they
were & part of the order of creation, and as if in
public no sane man would think of warring against
them. With Byron it was different. What he
called the cant of the great middle part of the
English nation, what we call its Philistinism, re-
volted him; but the cant of his own class, defer-
ring to this Philistinism and profiting by it, while
they disbelieved in it, revolted him even more,
‘Come what may, are his own words, ‘I will
never flatter the million’s canting in any shape.
His class in general, on the other hand, shrugged
their shoulders at this cant, laughed at it, pandered
to it, and ruled by it. “\;I‘he falsebood, cynicism,
insolence, misgovernment, oppression, with thei;.
consequent unfailing crop of human misery, which
were produced by this state of things, roused
Byron to irreconcilable revolt and battle, They
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made him indignant, they infuristed him; they
v;cm 50 strong, so defiant, so maleficent,~angd yet
be felt that they were doomed. < You Bave seen
every trampler down {n turm, he comfonts himeell
with saying, ' from Buonaparte to the simplest in-
dividuals’ The old order, 23 after 1815 3¢ stood
wictarions, with its ignorance and misery Lelow,
its cant, solfishiness, and oynicism above, was at
home and abrond equally hateful to by, ¢ ¥ have
simplified my politics; be writes{*into sn witer
detestation of all existing governments”  And
again: *Give me a republie.  The king-times are
fast finishing 5 there will be blood shed hke water
and tears like mist, but the peoples will conquer '
in the end, ' I shall not live to seo it, but I fore-
rep it)

Byron himsclf pave the preference, he telis us,
to politicians and doers, far above wrnters and
mngers.  Bat the politics of his ewn day and of
his own class,~even of the Liberals of his own
cinss,—were ympossible for him,  Nature bad not

formed bim for a Liberal peer, proper to move the
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Address in the House of Lords, to pay compliments
to the energy and self-reliance of British middle-
class Liberalism, and to adapt his politics to suit
it, Unfitted for such politics, he threw himself
upon poetry as his organ ; and in poebry his topics
were not Queen Mab, and the Witch of Atlas, and
the Sensitive Plant—they were the upholders of
the old order, George the Third and Lord Castle-
reagh and the Duke of Wellinglon and Southey,
snd they were the canters and tramplers of the
great world, and they were his enemies and him-
self.

Such was Byron's personality, by which ‘he is
" different from all the rest of English poets, and in
the main greater” But he posed all his life, says
M. Scherer. Let us distinguish. There is the
Byron who posed, there is the Byron with his
aﬁ"ectatxons and sﬂlmess the Byron whose weak-‘
ness Lady Blessington, with o woman’s acuteness,
so admirably seized : ¢ Iilsbgreat @9_1‘991 is flippancy
and 8 total want of self-possession’ But when

this theatrical and ersily criticised personage be-
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ook himself to poctry, and when he had fairly
jwnmcd to his work, then he hecame another
‘mnn; then the theatrical personage passed away;
then o higher power took possession of him and
filled him; then at last came forth into light that
true_snd puissant personslity, with its direet "
strokes, its ever-welling force, ita satire, its energy,
ar;d ita agony. This is the rea) Byron; whoever
'vas at the theatrical preludings docs not know
Him, And this real Byron may well be superior
to the stncken Leopardi, he may well be decinred
“different from all the rest of English poets, and
in the main greater,’ in so far es it i3 trae of him,
a3 AL Tamo well says, that ‘all other souls, ’
comparison with his, seem inert’, in so far as it
i3 troeof him that with superb, exhaustless encrgy,
he maintained, a3 Professor Nichol well says, * the
struggle that keeps alive, if it doca not save, the
soul ’ in 8o far, finally, as he deserves (and he
does deserve) the noble praise of him which 1 have
already quoted from Mr Swinburne; the praise
for ‘the splendid and impenshable excellence
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which covers all his offences and outweighs 2ll his
defects : tize ca:ccllcnce of sincerity y wnd st'rcngth ’
True, as & man, Byron could not manace him-
gelf, could not guide his ways aright, but was all
astray True, he bas no light, cannot lead us
from the past to the fut;ure, ‘the moment he
reflects, he is a child’ The way out of the false
state of things which enraged him he did not see, '
—the glow and laborious way upward; he had
not the patience, knowledge self-discipline, virtue,
reqmslte for seeing it., True, also, as a poet, be
has no fine and exach sense for woﬁ and structure
and rhythm; he has not the artist’s nature and
gifts. Yet a personality of Byron’s force counts
for so much in life, and @ rhetorician of Byron's
force counts for so much in literature! But it
would be most unjust to label Byron, as M.
Scherer is disposed to label him, as a rhetorician
only. Along with his astounding power and
passion he had a strong and deep sense for what is
beautiful in nature, and for what is beautiful in

human action and suffering. When he warms to
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which covers all his offences and outweighs all his
defects : thc exccllcncc of sincerily and strcngtk’
True, as & man, Byron could not manage him-
gelf, could not guide his ways aright, but was all
aﬁ_r_aj. True, he has no light, canmot lead us
f'rom the past to the future; ‘the moment ‘he
reflects, he is a child’ The way out of the false
state of things which enraged him he did not see,
—the slow and laborious way uwpward; he had
not the patience, knowledge, self-discipline, virtue,
requisite for seeing if. Tme, also as a poet, he
has po fine and exact sensé for Word and structure
and rhythm; he has not the artist’s nature and
gifts. Vet a personality of Byron’s force counts
for so much in life, and a rhetorician of Byron's
force counts for so much in literature! But it
would be most unjust to label Byron, as M.
Scherer is disposed to label him, as a rhetorician
only. Along with his astounding power and
passion he had a strong and deep sense for what is
beautiful in nature, and for what is beautiful in

human action and suffering. When he warms to
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letting.; hiwm, at his best and greatest, speak for
himself. Surely the critic who does most for
his author is the eritic who gains readers for
his author himself, not for any Incubrations on
his author; —-gains more readers for him, and
enables those readers to read him with more
admiration.

And in spite of his prodigious vogue, Byron
has never yet, perhaps, had the serious admira.
tion which be deserves.  Society read him and
talked ahout him, as it reads and talks about
Endymwn to-day. and with the same sort of
result. It looked in Byron’s glass as it looks in
Lord Beaconsfield's, and sees, or fancies that jt
sees, 118 own face there; and then it goes its way,
and straightway forgets what manner of man 1t
saw. Even of his passionate admirers, how many
vever pot beyond the theatrical Byron, from whom
they canght the fashion of deranging their hair, or
of knotting their neck-handkerchief, or of lesving
theit shir~collar unbuttoned, how few profoundly
felt hia vital influence, the influence of his splen.
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such verse as

*He heard it, but he heeded not; his eyes
Were with his heart, and that was far away.’

Of verse of this high quality, Byron has much;
of verse of a quality lower than this, of a quality
tather thetorical than truly poetic, yet still of
extraordinary power and merit, he has still more.
To separate, from the mass of poetry which Byron
poured forth, all this higher portiom, so superior
to the mass, and still so considerable in quantity,
and to present it in one body by itself, is to doa
service, I believe, to Byron’s reputation, and to
the poetic glory of our country.

Such a service I have in the present volume
attempted to perform. To Byron, after all the
tributes which have been paid to him, here is yet

one tribute more——
‘ Among thy mightier offerings here are mine !’

uot & tribute of boundless homage certainly, but
sincere; a tribute which consists not in covering

the poet with eloquent eulogy of our own, but in
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]etﬁnﬁ him, at his best and greatest, speak for
himself. Surely the critic who does most for
his author is the critic who gains readers for
his anthor himself, not for any lucnbrations on
his author ;— gains more readers for him, and
enables those readers to read him with more
admiration.

And in spite of his prodigious vogue, Byron
has never yet, perhaps, had the serious admira-
tion which he deserves Society read him and
talked about him, as it reads and talks about
Endymion to-day, and with the same sort of
result. It looked in Byron's glass as it looks in
Lord Beaconsfield’s, and sees, or fancies that it
sces, its own face there ; and then it goes its way,
and straightway forgets what manner of man it
saw. Even of his passionate admirers, how many
never got beyond the theatrical Byron, from whom
they caught the fashion of deranging their hau, or
of knotting their neck-handkerchief, or of leaving
their shirt-collar unt d; how few profound]

Y
felt his vital influence, the influence of his splen-
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did and imperishable excellence of sincerify and
strength ! i
His own eristocratic class, whose cynical make-
* pelicve drove him to fury; the great middle-class,
on whose impregnable Philistinism he shattered
- himself to pieces,—how little have either of these
felt Byron's vital influence! As the inevitable
break-up of the old order comes, as the English
middle-class slowly awakens from its intellectual
sleep of two centuries, as our actual present world,
to which this sleep has condemned us, shows itsel
more clearly,—our world of an aristocracy materi-
alised and null, a middle-class purblind and
hideous, o lower class crude and brutal,—swe shall
turn our eyes again, and to more purpose, upon-
this passionate and dauntless soldier of a forlorn
hope, who, ignorant of the future and unconsoled
by its promises, nevertheless waged against the
iconservation of the old impossible world so fiery
‘battle ; waged it till he fell,—waged it with such
;splendid and imperishable excellence of sincerity

:and strength.
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Wordsworth's value is of another kind. Words.

| worth has an insight into permavent sources of
joy and consolation for mankind which Byron
l/;zs‘not; his poetry gives us more which we may
rest upon than Byron's,~—more which we can
rest upon now, and which men may rest npon
always, 1 Place Wordsworth’s poetry, therefore,
above Byron's on the whole, alt,h()\;gh in some
{)v;ix.gt; be was greatly Byrons inferior, and al-
ﬁl;fl\;g‘h Byrow’s poetry will always, probably, find
more readers than Wordsworth's, and will give
p}easure more easily.  But these two, Wordsworth
and Byron, stand, it seems to me, first and pre-

in actoal perf , 8 glorious pair,
among the FEoghsh poets of this centory. Keats
Tiad probably, indeed, 8 more consnmmate poetic
gift than either of them; but he died having pro-
duced too little and being as yet too 1nmatare to
rival them. I for my part can never even think
of equalling with them any other of their contem-
poraries j—either Coleridge, poet and phulosopher
wrecked in a mist of opiwm; or Shelley, beantiful
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and ineffectual angel, beating in the void bis
luminous wings in vain.© Wordsworth and Byron
stand out by themselves. When the year 1900 is
turned, and our nation comes fo recount her poetic
glories in the century which has then just ended,
the first names with her will be these.



o
SHELLEY!

Nowapays all things appear in print sooner or
later; but I have heard from a lady whe knew
Mrs. Shelley a story of her whick, so far as I
know, has not sppeated tn print hitherto. AMrs.
Shelloy was choosing & school for her son, and
asked the advice of this lady, who gave for advice
~t0 use her own words to me—‘Just the sort of
banahity, you know, one does come out with: Oh,
gend him somewhere where they will teach him to
think for himself!' I bave bad far too long a
training o8 & school inspector to presume to call
an uttersuce of this kind a danality ; however, it
13 pot on this advice that I now wish to lay stress,

3 Publuhed in The Nineteenth Contury, Junvary 1883
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and ineffectual angel, beating in the void his
luminous wings in vain. " Wordsworth and Byron
stand out by themselves. When the year 1900 is
turned, and our nation comes to recount her poetic
glories in the century which has then just ended,
the first names with her will be thege.
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Kowapays all things appear in print sconer or
later; but I have hesrd from a lady who knew
Mrs. Shelley & story of her which, so far as I
know, has not sppeared in print hitherto, Mrs.
Shelley was choosing = school for her son, and
esked the advice of this iady, who gave for advice
~10 use her own words to me—* Just the satt of
banality, you koow, one does come out with: Qh,
sepd bim somewhere where they will tesck him to
think for bimselft” I bave had far too long a
training o8 & school inspector to presume to call
en utterance of this kind & banahty; however, it
is not on this advice that I now wish to lay stress,

2 Poblished fn The Nuneteeath Century, January 1883,
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" but upon Mrs. Shelley’s reply to it. Mrs. Shelley
answered : ‘Teach him to think for himself? Oh,
my God, teach him rather to think like other
:people e
To the lips of many and many a reader of Pro-
fessor Dowden’s volumes a cry of this sort will
surely rise, called forth by Shelley’s life as there
delineated. I have read those volumes with the
deepest interest, but I regret their publication, and
am surprised, I confess, that Shelley’s family
should have desired or assisted it. For my own
part, at any rate, I would gladly have been left
with the impression, the ineffaceable impression,
made upon me by Mrs. Shelley’s first edition of
her husband's collected poems. Medwin and
Hogg and Trelawny had done little to change the
impression made by those four delightful volumes
of the original edition of 1839, The text of the
poems has in some places been mended since; but
Shelley is not a classie, whose various readings are
to be noted with earnest attention. The charm of

the poems flowed in upon us from that edition



m SNELLEY 207

and the charm of the character.  3rs. Shelley had
done her work admirably; her introductions te
the poems of each year, with Shelley's prefaces
and passages from his letters, supplied the very
picture of Shelley to be desired. Somewhat
idealised by tender regret and exalted memory
Mrs. Shelley’s representation no doubt was. But
without sharing her conviction that Shelley’s char-
acter, impartially judged, “ would stand in fairer
and brighter light than that of any contemporary,’
we learned from her to know ;,he soul of affection,
of “gentle and cordal goodness, of eagerness and
ardour for human happiness, which was in this
rare spirit—so mere a monster unto many. Mrs
Shelley said in her general preface to her hus-
band’s poems : *1 abstain from any remark on the
occurrences of ki private life, except inasmuch as
the passions which they engendered inspired his
poetry; this is not the time to relate the truth! [

for my part could wish, T repeat, that that time
had never come,
But come it hias. and Professor Dowden has given
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us the Life of Percy Bysshe Shelleyin two very thick
volumes, If the work was to be done, Professor
Dowden has indeed done it thoroughly. One or
two things in his biography of Shelley I conld wish
different, even waiving the question whether it was
desirable to relate in full the occurzences of Shel-
ley’s private life. Professor Dowden holds a brief
for Shelley ; he pleads for Shelley as an advocate
pleads for his client, and this strain of pleading,
united with an attitude of adoration which in AMrs,
Shelley had its charm, but which Professor Dow-
den was not bound to adopt from her, is unservice-
able to Shelley, nay, injurious to him, beeause it
inevitably begets, in many readers of the story
which Professor Dowden has to tell, impatience
and revolt. Further, let me remark that the
biography before us is of prodigions length,
although its hero died before he was thirty years
old, and that it might bave been considerably
shortened if it had been more plainly and simply
written. I see that one of Professor Dowden’s

critics, while praising his style for ‘a certain poetic
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quality of fervour and picturesqueness; laments
that in eome import'xnh passages Professor Dow-
den ‘fritters away great opportunities for sustained
and impassioned narrative’ I am inclined much
rather to lament that Professor Dowden has not
steadily kept his poetic quality of fervour and
picturesqueness xore nnder control,  Js_it that
the Home Rulers have so loaded the language that
even an Irishman who is not one of ther catehes
something of their full habit of style? No, it is
rather, T believe, that Professor Dowden, of poetic
nature himself, and dealing with a poetic nature
like Shelley, is 8o steeped 1n gentiment by s
subject that in almost every page of the biography
the gentiment rups over. A curious note of his
atyle, suffused with eentiment, is that it scems
incapable of using the common word child. A
great raany births are mentioned in the biography,
but always it is & poetic babe that is born, not
a prosuic ehild,  And so, apain, André Chénier
is not gmillotined, but ' too foully done to death’
Again, Shelley after his runaway marrdage with
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Harriet Westbrook was in Edinburgh without
money and full of anxieties for the future, and
complained of his hard lot in being unable to get
away, in being ¢ chained to the filth and commerce
of Edinburgh,’ Natural enough; but why should
Professor Dowden improve the occasion as follows?
*The most romantic of northern cities could lay no
spell upon his spirif. His eye was not fascinated
by the presences of mountains and the sea, by the
fantastic outlines of aérial piles seen amid the
wreathing smoke of Auld Reekie, by the gloom of
the Canongate illuminated with shafts of sunlight
streaming from its interesting wynds and alleys;
nor was his imagination kindled by storied house
or palace, and the voices of old, forgotten, far-off
things, which haunt their walls’ If Professor Dow-
den, writing a book in prose, could have brought
himself to eschew poetic excursions of this kindand
to tell his story in a plain way, lovers of simplicity
of whom there are some still left in the world, would
have been gratified, and at the same time his book
. would have been the shorter by scores of pages.
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These reserves being made, I bave little except
“praise for the manner in which Professor Dowden
has performed his task; whether it was a task
which ought to be performed at all, probably did
not lie with him to decide. His ample materials
are used with order and judgment; the history of
Shelley’s bfe develops itself clearly before our
eyes; the documents of importance for it are
given with sufficient fulness, nothing essential
ecems to have been kept back, although T would
gladly, T confess, have secen more of Miss Clawr.
mont's jonrnal, whatever arrangement she may in
her later hfe have chosen to exercise upon it.
in general all documents are so fairly and fully
cited, that Professor Dowden’s pleadings for
Shelley, though they may rometimes indispose
and irritate the reader, produce no obscuring of
the truth; the documents manifest it of them-
selves.  Last but not least of Professor Dowden's
merits, he has provided his book with an excellent
index.

Undoubtedly this biography, with its full
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account of the occurrences of Shelley’s private
life, compels one to review one's former impres-’
sion of him. Undoubtedly the brilliant and
attaching rebel who in thinking for himself had
of old our sympathy so passionately with him,
when we come to read his full biography makes
us often and often inclined to cry out: ‘My God!
he had far better have thought like other people.
There is a passage in Hogg's capitally written and
most interesting account of Shelley which I wrote
~down when I first read it and have borne in mind
ever since; 80 beautifully it seemed to render the
true Shelley. Hogg has been speaking of the in-
tellectual expression of Shelley’s features, and he
goes on: ‘Nor was the moral expression less
beautiful than the intellectual; for there was a
softness, a delicacy, a gentleness, and especially
(though this will surprise many) that air of pro-
found religious veneration that characterises the
best works and chiefly the frescoes (and into these
they infused their whole souls) of the great masters

of Florence and of Rome’ What we have of



it SHELLEY 213

Shelley w poetry and prose suited with this
charming picture of him; Mra Shelley’s acconnt
suited with 1t; # was a possession which one
would gladly bave kept wmmpaired. It stii
sulnists, I must now add; it subsists even after
ons has read the present biography ; it subsists,
but 20 es by fire. It eubaists with many a scar
and stain; never again will it bave the samse
purcness and beauty which it had formerly. ¥
regret this, as I have said, and I confess I do not
see what has been gained.  Qur ideal Shelley was
the true Shelley after all; what has been gamed
by making us av moments doubt 167 What las
been gnined by forcng upon us much in bLim
which 18 nidiculous and odious, by compelling 2ny
fair mind, if it is to retun with a pood conscience
its ideal Shelley, to do that wiach I propose to do
now? I propose to mark firmly what is ridiculous
and odious in the Shelley brought to our know.
fedge by the new materials, and thea to show that
our former bLeautiful and Jovable Shelley neverthe.

leas survIVes,
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Almos'st everybody knows the main outline of
the events of Shelley’s hfe It will be necessary
for me, however, up to the date of his .second
marriage, to go through them here. Percy Bysshe
Shelley was born at Field Place, near Horsham, in
Sussex, on the 4th of August 1792. He was of
an old family of country gentlemen, and the heir
to a baronetcy. He had one brother and five
gisters, but the brother so much younger than
himself as to be no companion for him in his boy-
hood at home, and after he was separated from
home and England he never saw him. Shelley
was brought up at Field Place with his sisters.
At ten years old he was sent to a private school at
Isleworth, where he read Mrs, Radeliffe’s romances
" and was fascinated by a popular scientific lecturer,
After two years of private school he went in 1804
to Eton. Here he took no part in cricket or foot-
_ ball, refused to fag, was known as ‘mad Shelley’
and much tormented; when tormented beyond
endurance he could be dangerous. Certainly he
was not happy et Eton; but he had friends, he
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boated, be rambled about the country, His school
Jessons were easy to hirs, and his reading extended
far beyond them; ho read books on chemistry, he
read Pliny's Natural History, Godwin's Polttical
Justice, Lucreting, Frankhin, Condorcet. It is zaid
he sras called * atbeist Shelley’ at Eton, but this is
Dot 30 well established s his having been called
‘mad Shelley” He was full, at any rute, of new
and revolutionary ideass, and he declared at a
later time that he was twice expelled from the
school but recalled through the interference of his
{ather.

In the sprng of 1810 Shelley, now 1 his
eighteenth year, entered Universny College, Ox-
ford, 23 an exhibitioner. He had already written
novels and poems; a poem on the WWandering
Jew, in seven or eight cantos, he <ent to Campbell,
and was told by Compbell that there were but two
good lines in it He bad sohicited the correspond-
ence of Mrs, Hemans, then Felicia Browne and
wnmarried,, he bed fallen in love with a charming
eousin, Harnet Grove. In the sutumn of 1810 be
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found a publisher for his verse; he also found &
friend in a very clever and free-ininded commoner
of his college, Thomas Jefferson Hogg, who has
admirably described the Shelley of those Oxford
days, with his chemistry, his eccentric habits, his
charm of look and character, his conversation, his
shrill discordant voice. Shelley read incessantiy.
Hume’s Essays produced a powerful impression on
him; his free speculation led him to what his
father, and worse still his cousin Harriet, thought
“detestable principles’; his cousin and his family
became estranged from him., He, on his part,
became more and more incensed against the
‘bigotry’ and ‘intolerance’ which produced subh
estrangement. ‘ Here I swear, and as I break my
oaths, may Infinity, Eternity, blast me—here I
swear that never will 1 forgive intolerance’ At
the beginning of 1811 he prepared and published
what he called a ‘leaflet for letters’ having for its
title The Necessity of Atheism. He sent copies to
all the bishops, to the Vice-Chancellor of Oxford,
and to the heads of houses. On Lady Day he was
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summoned before tho nuthorities of lis Collepe,
refused ta answer the question whether he had
wnitten The Necessity of Atherom, told the Maater
and Fellows that ‘ their proceedings would becomn
a court of inquisitors but not free men in a freo
country,’ end was expelled for contumacy, Jlogg
wrote a letter of remonstrance to the nuthorities,
was 1n s turn summoned befors them nnd ques-
tioned as to his share 1n the *leaflet, and, refusing
to answer, he also was expelled,

Shelley settled with Togy in lodgings in Lon-
don.  His futher, excusably mdignant, was not a
w13» man and managed hyson . Ios plan of
recommending Shelley to read Paley's Natural
Theoloyy, end of reading s with him himerlf, makey
az smile,  Shelley, who about this time wrote of
fus younger sister, then at school st Clapham,
¢ There are sotne hopes of this dear Jittle gas), als
would be a divine bitle seon of snfdelity of |
eould grt hold of Les! wax not o bave been enred
by Paley's Natural Theology edrmnyrtrred thprach

3r Tizmothy Sielley,  Bot vy the middle of May
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Shelley’s father had agreed to allow him two
hundred pounds a year. Meanwhile in visiting his
sisters 2t their school in Clapham, Shelley made
the acquaintance of a schoolfellow of theirs, Harriet
Westbrook.  She was a beautiful and lively girl,
with a father who had kept a tavern in Mount
Street, but had now retired from business, and one
sister much older than herself, who encouraged in
every possible way the acquaintance of her sister
of sixteen with the heir to a baronetcy and a great
estate. Soon Shelley heard that Harriet met with
cold looks at her school for associating with an
atheist; his generosity and his ready indignation
against ‘intolerance’ were roused. In the summer
Harriet wrote to him that she was persecuted not
at school only but at home also, that she was lonely
and miserable, and would gladly put an end to her
life, Shelley went to see her; she ‘owned her love
for him, and he engaged himself to her. He told
his cousin Charles Grove that his happiness had
been blighted when the other Harriet, Charles’s
sister, cast him off ; that now the only thing worth
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liviog for was selfsacrifice. Harriet's persecutony
became yet more troublesome, and Shelley, at the
end of Angust, went off withber to Fdinburgh and
they were marmed  The entry in the register is
ths —~

¢ August 28, 1811.—Percy Bymbe Shelley, farmer,
Sareex, and Miss Harriet Westbrook, St Andrew

Church Parish, daughter of Mr. John Westdrook,
London

After five weeks ip Edinburgh the young farmer
and his wife came southwards and took lodgings st
York, under the shadow of what Shelley calls
that ‘gmgantic pule of superstition,’ the Minster.
Bat his friend Hogg was 1o & lawyer's offica n York,
end Togg's society made the Minster endarable
Me, Timothy Shelley’s happiness 1 his son was
paturally not increased by the runnwx;y marnage ,
he stopped }is allowance, and Shelley determned
to visit ‘this thoughtless man, as he calls his
parent, and to “try the force of trath’ upon him.
Nothing could be effected: Shelley’s mother, too,
was now agumnst him. He returned to York ta
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find that in his absence his friend Hogg had been
making love to Harriet, who had indignantly re-
pulsed him. Shelley was shocked, but after a
*terrible day’ of explanation from Hogg, he ‘ fully,
freely pardoned him,’ promised to retain him still
as “his friend, his bosom friend,” and ‘hoped soon to
convince him how lovely virtue was! But for the
present it seemed better to separate.  In Novem-
ber he and Harriet, with her sister Eliza, took a
cottage at Keswick. Shelley was now in great
straits for money; the great Sussex neighbour of .
the Shelley’s, the Duke of Norfoll, interposed in
his favour, and his father and grandfather seem to
have offered him at this time an income of £2000
a year, if he would consent to entail the family
estate.  Shelley indignantly refused to ‘ forswear
hig principles, by accepting ‘a proposal go in-
sultingly hateful! But in December his father
agreed, though with an ill grace, to grant him
his allowance of £200 a year again, and Mr,
Westhrook promised to allow a like sum to his

daughter. So after four months of marriage the
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Shelleys began 1812 with an income of £40a
a year.

Early in February they left Keswick and pro-
cceded to Dablin, where Shelley, who had prepared
an address to the Catholics, meant to ¢ devote him-
self towards forwarding the great ends of virtue
and happincss in Ireland’ Before leaving Kes-
wick he wrote to William Godwin, “the regulator
snd former of his mind, making profession of his
mental obligations to him, of his respect ang
venerstion, and soliciting Godwins friendship.
A correspandence followed ; Godwin pronounced
his young disciple’s plans for ‘disseminating the
doctrines of philanthropy and freedom* in Ireland
to be unwise; Shelley bowed to his mentor’s
decision and gave up his Insh campagn, quitting
Dublin on the 4th of April 1812. T and
Harriet wandered first to Nant-Gwillt in South
Wales, near the upper Wye, and from thence after
» month or two to Lynmouth in North Dev
where he busied himself with his poem of Qu
Mab, and with sending to sea baxes and butt
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' find that in his absence his friend Hogg had been
making love to Harriet, who had indignantly re-
pulsed him. Shelley was shocked, but after a
“terrible day’ of explanation from Hogg, he ¢ fully,
freely pardoned him,” promised to retain him still
as ‘his friend, his bosom friend,” and ‘hoped soon to
convince him how lovely virtue was’ But for the
present it seemed better to separate. In Novem-
ber he and Harriet, with her sister Eliza, took a
cottage at Keswick. Shelley was now in great
straits for money; the great Sussex neighbour of '
the Shelley’s, the Duke of Norfolk, interposed in
his favour, and his father and grandfather seem to
have offered him at this time an income of £2000
a year, if he would consent to entail the family
estate. Shelley indignantly refused to *forswear
his principles, by accepting ‘a proposal so in-
sultingly hateful.” But in December his father
agreed, though with an ill grace, to grant him
his allowance of £200 a year again, and Mr.
Westbrook promised to allow a like sum to his

daughter. So after four months of marriage the
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containing & Declaration of Rights by him, in the
hope that the winds and waves might carry his
doctrines where they would do good. But his
Trish servant, bearing the prophetic name of Healy,
posted the Declaration on the walls of Barnstaple
and was taken up ; Shelley found himself watched
and no longer able to enjoy Lynmouth' in peace.
He moved in September 1812 to Tremadoc, in
North Wales, where he threw himself ardently
into an enterprise for recovering a great stretch of
drowned land from the sea. Buf at the beginning
of October he and Harriet visited London, and
Shelley grasped Godwin by the hand at last, At
once an intimacy arose, but the future Mary
Shelley — Godwin’s daughter by his first wife,
Mary Wollstonecraft—was absent on a visit in
Scotland when the Shelleys arrived in London.
They became acquainted, however, with the second
Mrs. Godwin, on whom we have Charles Lamb’s
friendly comment: ‘ A very disgusting woman, and
wears green spectacles!’ with the amiable Fanny,
Mary Wollstonecraft's danghter by Imlay, before
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Mrs, Boinville and her married daughter, whom
Shelley found to be fascinating women, with a
culture which to his wife was altogether wanting,
Cornelia Turner, Mrs. Boinville'’s daughter, was
melancholy, required consolation, and found i,
Hogg tells us, in Petrarch’s poetry; ‘Bysshe
entered at once fully into her views and caught
the soft infection, breathing the tenderest and
sweetest melancholy as every true poet ought.’
Peacock, a man of keen and cultivated mind,
joined the circle at Bracknell. He and Harriet.
not yet eighteen, used sometimes to laugh at the
gushing sentiment and enthusiasm of the Brack-
nell circle; Harriet had also given offence to
Shelley by getting e wet-nurse for her child; in
Professor Dowden’s words, ‘ the beauty of Harriet’s
motherly relation to her babe was marred in
Shelley’s eyes by the introduction into his home
of a hireling nurse to whom was delegated the
mother's tenderest office’ But in September
Shelley wrote a sonnet to his child which expresses

his deep love for the mother also, to whom in
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March 1814 ke was rercarried in Londox, lest the
Scotch marrizge should prove to kave been in any
point wregular, Harriet's sister Eliza, however,
whom Shelley had at first treated with excessive
deference, had now become hateful to him. And
in the very month of the London marnage we find
him writing to Hogg that he 1s staying with the
Bowvilles, baving ‘escaped, in the society of all
that philosophy and friendship combine, from the
dismaying solitede of myself’ Cornelia Turner,
e adds, whom he once thought cold and reserved

‘is the reverse of this, as she is the reverse of
everything bad; she inherits all the divinity of
ber mother, Then comes a stanza, beginning

* Thy dewy looks sink in my breast,
Thy gentle words stir poison there®

It has no meaning, he says; it is only wntten
in thought. ‘It is evident from this pathetic
letter, gays Professor Dowden, ‘that Shelley’s
happiness in his home had been fatally stricken’

This is a curious way of putting the matter. To
Q
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me what is evident is rather that Shelley had, to
use Professor Dowden's words again—for in these
things of high sentiment I gladly let him speak for
me—-‘a too vivid sense that here (in the society
of the Boinville family) were peace and joy and
gentleness and love” Inr April come some more
verses to the Boinvilles, which contain the first good
stanza that Shelley wrote. In May comes a poem
to Harriet, of which Professor Dowden’s prose
analysis is as poetic as the poem itself. ‘If she
bas something to endure (from the Boinville attach-
ment), it is not much, and all her hushand’s
weal hangs upon her loving endurance, for see how
pale and wildered anguish has made him!! Harriet,
unconvinced, seems to have gone off to Bath in
resentment, from whence, however, she kept up
a constant correspondence with Shelley, who was
now of age, and busy in London raising money on
post-obit bonds for his own wants and thase of the
friend and former of his mind, Godwin,

And now, indeed, it was to become true that if

from the inflammable Shelley’s devotion to the
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Boinville family poor Harriet had had ‘something
to endure, yet this was ‘ not much’ compared with
what was to follow, At Godwin's house Shelley
met Mary Wollstonecraft Godwin, his future wife,
then in her scventeenth year, She was a gifted
person, but, as Professor Dowden says, she ‘had
breathed during her entire life an atmosphere of
free thought’ On the 8th of June Hogg called at
Godwin's with Shelley ; Godwin was out, but ‘a
door was partially and softly opened, a thrilling
voice called “ Shelley1” o thrilling voice answered
“Maryt”* Shelley’s summoner was ‘s very young
female, fair and fair-haired, pale indeed, and with
8 piereing look, wearing a frock of tartan.’ Already
they were ‘Shelley’ and *Mary’ to one another;
*before the close of June they knew and felt,” eays
Professor Dowden, ‘ that each was to the other 1n-
expressibly dear’ The churchyard of St. Pancras
wkere her mother was buned, became ‘a place
zo® doubly eacred to Mary, since on one eventful
day Bysshe here poured forth his griefs, Ius hopes,

bis love, and she, in sign of everlasting union,
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*between bis old feelings tosards IMarriet, and his
new passion for Mary, showed in his looks, in his
geatures, in Ins speech, the state of a mind = suffer-
ing, like a little kingdom, the pature of an in-
suwrrection,”'  Godwin grew uneasy zbout his
daughter, and after a serious talk with her, wrote
to Shelley. Under such circamstances, Professor
Dowden tells us, “to youth, swift and decisive
measures scem the best” In the early momng of
the 28th of July 1814 Mary Godwin stepped
across her father’s threshold into the summer air,’
¢ho and Shelley went off together in a post-chaise
to Dover, and from thenee crossed to the Con-
tinent.

On the 14th of August the fugitives were at
Troyes on their way to Switzerland.  From Troyes
Shelley addressed a letter to Hamet, of which the
best description I can give is that it iy precisely
tha Jetter which s man 1 the writer's ciucum.
stances should not have wrtten,

My pEarest Harrier (he beginsi~I wnite to
voa from this detestable town; I writs to show that
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I do not forget you; I write to urge you to come to
Switzerland, where you will at last find one firm and
constant friend to whom your interests will be always
dear—by whom your feelings will never wilfully be
injured. From none can you expect this but me—
all else are either unfeeling or selfish, or have be-
loved friends of their own.’

Then follows a description of his journey with
Mary from Paris, ‘through o fertile country,
neither interesting from the character of its in-
habitants nor the beauty of the scenery, with a
mule to carry our baggage, as Mary, who has not
been sufficiently well to walk, fears the fatigue of
walking” Like St. Paul fo Timothy, he ends
with commissions

‘I wish you to bring with you the two deods
which Tahourdin has to prepare for you, as also a
copy of the settlement. Do not part with any of
your money, But what shall be dons about the
books! You can consult on the spot. With love
to my sweet little Ianthe, ever most affectionately
yours, S.

‘I write in grent haste ; we depart directly.’

Professor Dowden's flow of sentiment is hers

so agitating, that I relieve myself by resorting to
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a drier world.  Certainly my comment on this
letter shall not be his, that it *assures Harriet
that her interests were still dear to Shelley, though
now their Lives had moved apart” But neither
will T call the letter an odious letter, a hideous
letter. I prefer to call it, applying an untranslat.
able French word, a &fe letter. And it is fe
from what is the signal, the disastrous want and
weakness of Shelley, with all his fine intellectual
gifts—s utter deficiency m humour.

Harnet did not accept Shelley's invitation to
join him and Mary in Switzetland  AMoney dif-
ficulties drove the travellers back to England in
September  Godwin would not see Shelley, but he
eorely needed, continually demanded and eagerly
accepted, pecuniary help from his erning ‘ spintual
zon' Between Godwin's wauts and his own, Shel-
ley was hard pressed  He got from Harret, who
still bLelieved that he would retum to her, twenty
pounds which remained in her hande  In Novem-
ber she was confined , a son and heir was born to
Shelley. He went tosce Harriet, but ‘the intcrvic;
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left husbard and wife each embittered against the
other’ Friends wers severe; ‘ when Mrs. Boinville
wrote, her letter seemed cold and even sarcastic,
savs Professor Dowden. * Solitude, he continues,
¢ rassed by debts and duns, with 3ary’s com-
panionship, the society of a few friends, and the
delights of study and authorship, would have made
zhese winter months to Shelley months of unusual
bappiness and calm’ But, alas! creditors were
pestering, and even Harriet gave trouble. In
Jamnary 1815 Mary hed fo write in her jourmal
this entry: ¢ Harriet sends her creditors here; nasty
woman. Now we must change our lodgings’

One day about this time Shelley asked Pea-
cock, ‘Do you think Wordsworih could have
written such poetry if he ever had dealings with
money-lenders 7" Not only had Shelley dealings .

with money-lenders, he now hed dealings +with

.
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ut stll he continued to read largely.
In January 1815 his grandfather, Sir Bysche
Shelley, died. Shelley went down into Sussex;

tis father would not suffer him to enter the hounse.
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but he sat outside the door and read Comus, while
the reading of hLis grandfather's will went on in-
ride. In February was born Marys firt child, a
gitl, who lived but o few days. AR the spring
Shelley was i1l and harassed, but by June &t was
settled that he should have an allowance {rom his
father of £1000 & year, and that his debta (includ-
ing £1200 promized by him to Godwin) should be
priid.  He on his part paid Harnet's debts and
allowed her £200 a year. In August he took a
house on the borders of Windsor Yark, and made
a boating excursion up the Thames as far as Lech-
lade, an excursion which produced his first entire
poem of value, the beantiful Stanzas vn Lechlade
Churchyard. They were followed, later in the
sutumn, by 4lastor.  Menceforth, from this wintet
of 1815 until he was drowned between Leghorn and
Spezzia in July 1822, Shelley’s literary history 18
sufliciently given in the delightful tntrodactions
prefized by Mrs, Shelley to the poems of each year.
Much of the history of his life is there qiven also;
but with some of those ‘octurrences of his private
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life’ on which Mis. Shelley forbore to touch, and
swhich are now made kmown to us in Professor
Dowden's book, we have still to deal.

Mary’s first son, William, was born in January
1816, and in February we find Sheélley declaring
himself ‘strongly urged, by the perpetual experi-
ence of neglect or enmity from almost every one
but those who are supported by my resources, to
desert my native country, hiding myself and Mary
from the contempt which we 5o unjustly endure.
Early in May he left England with Mary and
Miss Clairmont ; they met Lord Byron at Geneva
and passed the summer by the Lake of Geneva
in his company. Miss Clairmont had already in -
London, without the knowledge of the Shelleys,
made Byron's acquaintance and become his mis-
tress. Shelley determined, in the course of the
summer, to go back to England, and, after all, ‘to
make that most excellent of nations my perpetual
resting-place” In September he and his ladies
returned ; Miss Clairmont was then expecting her

confinement, Of her being Byron's mistress the
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Shelleys were now awaxe ; but ‘the mornl Indig.
vation,’ says Professor Dowden, * which Byron's
act might justly arouse, seems to have been felt by
neither Shelley not Mary? It Byron and Clairs
Clairmont, a3 she was now called, loved and were
happy, all was well

Tha eldest daughter of the Godwin houschold,
the amiable Fanny, was unhappy at home and in
deep dojection of spirits. Godwin was, 63 ususl,
in ternble straits for money. The Shelleys and
Mies Clairmont settled themsclves at Bath ; early
in October Fanny Godwmn passed through Bath
without their knowing it, travelled on to Swanses,
took n bedroom st the botel there, sand was found
in the morning dead, with & bottle of laudanum on
the table beside her and these words in her hand-
writing :—

*1 have long determined that the best thing I

conld do was to put an end to the existence of a
being whose birth was unfortunate,! and whose life

1 8bs was Mary Wollstonteralt's natural  dsughier by
Imhy.
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has only heon a sories of pain to those porsons who
have hurt their health in endeavouring to promoto
her welfare,  Perbaps to hear of my death will give
you pain, hut you will soon have the blessing of
forgotting that such n croature over existed as . . ./
There is no signature.

A sterner tragedy followed. On the 9th of
Novomber 1816 Harriet Shelley left the house in
Brompton where she was then living, and did not
retarn.  On the 10th of December her body was
found in the Serpentine; she had drowned herself,
In one respect Professor Dowden resembles Pro-
vidence : his ways are inscrutable, THis comment
on Harriet's death is: ‘There is no doubt she
wandered from the ways of wupright living) But,
he adds: ‘That no act of Shelley's, during the
two years which immediately preceded her death,
tended to cause the rash act which brought her
life to its close, scems certain’ Shelley had been
living with Mary all the time; only that!

On the 30th of Decomber 1816 Mary Godwin
and Shelley were married. T shall pursue ‘the

occurrences of Shelley's private life’ no further
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For the five years and a half which remain, Pro-,
fessor Dowden's book adds to our knowledge of
Shelley’s life much that is interesting; but what
was chiefly important we knew already. The
new and grave matter which we did not know, or
knew in the vaguest way only, but which Shelley’s
family and Professor Dowden have now thought
it well to give ua in full, ends with Shelley's
second marriage.

I regret, I say once more, that it has been
given. It isa sore trial for our love of Shelley.
What a set! what a world! is the exclamation
that breaks from us ns we come to an end of this
history of ‘the occurrences of Shelley's private
life? T used the French word &te for a letter of
Shelley’s ; for the world in which we find him I
can only use another French word, sale  Godwm's
house of sordid horror, and Godwin preaching and
bolding the hat, and the green-epectacled Mrs
Godwin, and Hogg the faithful fnend, and Hunt
the Horace of this precions world, and, to go up
higher, Sir Timothy Shelley, a great country gentle-
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_ man, fecling himself safe while ‘the exalted mind
of the Duke of Norfolk [the drinking Duke] pro-
tects me with the world, and Lord Byron with his
deep grain of coarseness and commonness,. his
affectation, his brutel selfishness — what a set!
The history carries us to Oxford, and I think of
the clerical and respectable Oxford of those old
times, the Oxford of Copleston and the Kebles
and Hawkins, and a hundred more, with the relief
Keble declares himself to experience from Izaak
‘Walton,

*When, wearied with the tale thy times disclose,
The eye first finds thee out in thy secure repose.’

I am not only thinking of morals and the house of
Godwin, I am thinking also of tone, hearing,
dignity. 1 appeal to Cardinal Newman, if per-
« chance he does me the honour to read these words,
is it possible to imagine Copleston or Hawkins
declaring himself safe ‘while the exalted mind

of the Duke of Norfolk protects me with the
vorld ' 1
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Thornton Hunt, not well disposed to Harriet,
Hogg, Peacock, Trelawny, Hookham, end a mem-
ber of Godwin’s own family, are all clear in their
evidence that up to her parting from Shelley
Harriet was perfectly innocent. But that precious
witness, Godwin, wrote in 1817 that ‘she had
proved berself unfaithful to her husband before
their separation. . . . Peace be to her shade!’
Why, Godwin was the father of Harriet's suc-
cessor. But Mary believed the same thing. She
was Harriet's successor. But Shelley believed it
too. He had it from Godwin. But he was con--
vinced of it earlier. The evidence for this is,
that, in writing to Southey in 1820, Shelley
declares that ‘the single passage of a life, other-
wise not only spotless but spent in an impassioned
pursuit of virtue, which looks like a blot,’ bears
that appearance ‘merely because I regulated my
domestic arrangements without deferring to the
notions of the vulgar, although I might have done
5o quite as conveniently bad I descended to their

base thoughts.” From this Professor Dowden con-
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cludes that Shelley believed ho could have got a
divorce from Harriet had he so wished. The
conclusion is mot clear. But even were the
evidence perfectly elear that Shelley believed
Harrict unfaithful when he parted from her, we
ghould have to take into account Mrs, Shelley’s
most true sentence in her introduction to Alastor:
*In_all Shelley did, he, at the time_of doing it,
believed himself justified to his own conscience.’
Shelley’s asserting a thing vehemently does not
prove more than that he chose to believe it and
did believe it. His extreme and violent changes
of opinion about people show this sufliciently.
Eliza Westbrook is at one time ‘a diamond not
s0 Jarge’ s her sister Harriet but *more highly
polished *; and then: I certainly hate her with
all my heart and soul. I sometimes feel faint
with the fatigue of checking the overflowings of
my unbounded abhorrence for this imiserable
wretch’  The antipathy, Hogg tells us, was as
unreasonable es the former excess of deference,

To his friend Miss Hitchener ke says. ‘Never
®
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shall that intercourse cease, which has been the
day-dawn of my existence, the sun which has
shed warmth on the cold drear length of the
anticipated prospect of Life’ A little later, and
she has become ‘the Brown Demon, & woman of
desperate views and dreadful passions, but of cool
and undeviating revenge.’ Even Professor Dow-
den admits that this is absurd; that the real Miss
Hitchener was not seen by Shelley, either when
he adored or when he detested.

Shelley’s power of persuading himself was equal
to any occasion ; but would not his conscientious-
ness and high feeling have prevented his exerting
this power at poor Harriet's expense ? To abandon
her as he did, must he not have known her
to be false? Professor Dowden insists always
on Shelley’s ‘conscientiousness” Shelley himself
speaks of his ‘impassioned pursuit of virtue.’
Ieigh Hunt compared his life to that of ‘Plato
himself, or, still more, a Pythagorean,’ and added
that he ‘never met a being who came nearer,

perhaps so near, to the height of humanity, te
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beinz an ‘angel of charity, In tmany vespects
Shelley really bled both & Pythag and
an angel of charity, Te loved high thoughts, he
cared nothing for sumptuous lodging, fare, and

raiment, he was poigpantly afflicted at the sight
of misery, he would have given away his last
farthing, wonld have suffered in his own person,
to relieve it.  But in one important poiut be was
like neither a Pythagorean nor en angel. ke was
extremely inflammable.  Professor Dowden Jeaves
no doubt on the matter.  After reaimg his bodk,
one feels sickened for ever of the subject of
irreqular relations; God fortid that I should
go 1nta the seandals sbout Shelley's « Neapohitan
charge, about Shelley and Eumba Viviant, about
Shelley and Mizs Claarmont, and the rest of it!
T will say only that 1t is visible enough that when
the passion of love was aroused in Shelley (and 2t
wa3 aroused easily) one could not be sure of him,
his friends counld not trust him. We have seen
him with the Boinville family, With Emilia

Viviani be is the eame,  If e iv left much alane
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with Miss Clairmont, he evidently makes Mary
uneasy ; nay, he makes Professor Dowden himself
uneasy. And I conclude that an entirely humen
inflammability, joined to an inbuman wani of
humour ang a superhuman power of self-deception,
are the causes which chiefly explain Shelley’s
abandonment of Harriet in the first place, and
then his behaviour to her and his defence of him-
gelf afterwards.

His misconduct to Harriet, his want of humour,
his self-deception, are fully brought before us for
the first time by Professor Dowden’s book, Good
morals and good criticism alike forbid that when
all this is laid bare to us we should deny, or hide,
or extenuate it. Nevertheless I go back after all
to what I said at the beginning; still our ideal
Shelley, the angelic Shelley, subsists. Unhappily
the data for this Shelley we had and knew long
ago, while the data for the unattractive Shelley are
fresh ; and what is fresh is likely to fix our atten-
tion more than what is familiar. But Professor

Dowden’s volumes, which give so much, which give
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gentleman, entirely without arroga’nce or aggres-
sive eéotism,' completely devoid of the proverbial
and ferocious vanity of authors and poets, always
disposed to make little of his own work and to
prefer that of others, of rcverent enthusiasm for
the great and wise, of high and tender seriousness,
of heroic generosity, and of a delicacy in rendering
services which was equal to his generosity—the
Shelley who was all this is the Shelley with
whom I wish to end. He may talk nonsense
about tyrants and priests, but what a high and
noble ring in such a sentence as the-following,
written by & young man who is refusing £2000
& year rather than consent to entail 2 great
property !

‘That I should entail £120,000 of command over
labour, of power to remit this, to employ it for bene-
volent purposes, on one whom I know not—whe
might, instead of being the benefactor of mankind,
be its bane, or use this for the worst purposes, which
the real delegates of my chance-given property
might convert into a most useful instrument of

benevolence! Nol this you will not suspect me
of.’
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And again —

“I desire money becanse I think I know the uss
of it. It commands labour, it gives leisure; and to
give leisure to those who will employ it in the for-
warding of trath is the noblest present an individual
can make to the whole”

If there i3 extravugance here, it is extravagance
of & beautiful and rare sort, like Shelley’s “ under-
band ways® also, which differed singularly, the
cynic Hogg tells us, from the underhand ways of
}other people; “ the latter were concealed becanse
‘they were mean, selfish, sordid ; Shelley’s secrets,
‘on the contrary (kindnesses done by stealth), were
hidden through modesty, delicacy, generosity, re-
lﬁmemeut of soul!

His forhearance to Godwin, to Godwin lectur-
ing and renouncing him and at the same time
holding out, 23 I have aid, his hat to lum for
alms, is wonderfol, but the dignity with which
he at last, in a letter perfect for propriety of tone,
reads a lesson to his ignoble father-in-law, is in
the best poesible style —
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gentleman, entirely without a,rmga:ncq or agpres-
éi;re '(ﬁagotism,f completely devoid of the proverbial
arix(i fer(;cious vanity of authors and poets, always
disposed to make little of his own work and to
prefer that of others, of reverent enthusiasm for
the great and wise, of high and tender seriousness,
of heroic generosity, and of a delicacy in rendering
services which was equal to his generosity-—the
Shelley who was all this is the Shelley with
whom I wish to end. He may talk nonsense
about tyrants and priests, but what a high and
noble ring in such a sentence as the- following,
written by a young man who is refusing £2000
& year rather than consent to entail o great
property !

*That I should entail £120,000 of command over
labour, of power to remit this, to employ it for bene-
volent purposes, on one whom I know not—who
might, instead of being the benefactor of mankind,
be its bane, or use this for the worst purposes, which
the real delegates of my chance-given property
might convert into a most useful instrument of

benevolencel No! this you will not suspect ma
of?
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And again :—

*T desire money because I think I know the use
of it. It commands labour, it gives leisure; and to
give leisure to thoss who will employ it in the for-
warding of truth is the noblest present sn individual
can make to the whole.!

If there is extravagance here, it is extravagance
of a beautiful and rare sort, like Shelley’s ¢ under-
hand ways® also, which differed singularly, the
cynic Hogg tells us, from the underhand ways of
tother people ; “the latter were concealed because
ld:ey were mean, selfish, sordid ; Shelley’s secrets,
on the contrary (kindnesses done by stealth), were
hidden through modesty, delicacy, generosity, re-
finement of soul’

His forbearance to Godwin, to Godwin lectur-
ing and renouncing him and at the same time
holding out, as I have said, his hat to hum for
alms, is wonderful; but the digmty with which
he at last, in a Jetter perfect for propriety of tone,
reads a Jesson to his ignoble father-in-law, is in
the best possible style —
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“Perhaps it is well that you should be informed
that I consider your last letter to be written in a
style of haughtiness and encroachment which neither
awes nor imposes on me; but I have no desire to
transgress the limits which you place to our inter-
course, nor in any future instance will I make any
remarks but such as arise from the strict question in
discussion.’

And again :—

¢My astonishment, and, I will confess, when 1
have been treated with most harshuess and cruelty
by you, my indignation, has been extreme, that,
knowing as you do my nabure, any considerations
should have prevailed on you to have been thus harsh
and cruel. I lamented also over my ruined hopes of
all that your genius once taught me to expect from
your virtue, when I found that for yourself, your
family, and your creditors, you would submit to that
communication with me which you once rejected and
abhorred, and which no pity for my poverty or suffer-
ings, sssumed willingly for you, conld avail to ex-
tort.

Moreover, though Shelley bas no humour, he
can show as quick and sharp a tact as the most
practised man of the world. He has been with
Byron and the Countess Guiceioli, and he writes
of the latter i
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* La Guiccioli is a very pretty, sentimental, inno.
cent Italian, who has sacrificed an immense future for
the eake of Lord Byron, and who, if I know acy-
thing of my friend, of her, and of human nature, will
bereafter have plenty of opportunity to repent her
rashness”

Tact also, and something better than tact, he
thows in lus dealings, in order to befriend Leigh
Hunt, with Lord Byron. He writes to Hunt :—

*Particular circumstances, or rather, I should eay,
particulat dispositions in Lord Byron's character,
render the close and exclusive mtimacy with him, in
which I find myself, 1atolerable to me; thus much,
my best friend, I will confess and confide to you
No feelings of my own shall injura or interfere with
what is now nearest to them—your interest ; and I
will take care to preserve the little influence I may
have over this Proteus, in whom such strange ex-
tremes are reconciled, until we meet.’

And so we have come back again, at last, to
our original Shelley—to the Shelley of the lovely
and well-known picture, to the Shelley with
*flushed, feminine, artless face, the Shelley * blush-
ing like a girl! of Trelawny. Professor Dowdes
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gives us some further attempts st portraiture.
One by a Miss Rose, of Shelley at Marlow -

*He was the most interesting figure I ever saw ;
his eyes like a deer’s, bright but rather wild ; his
white throst unfettered; his slender but to me al-
most faultless shape; his brown long coat with curl-
ing lambs’ wool collar and cuffe—in fact, his whole
sppearance—ate as fresh in my recollection as an
occurrence of yesterday.'

Feminine enthusiasm masy be deemed suspi-
cious, but a Captain Kennedy must surely be able
to keep hishead. Captain Kennedy was quartered
at Horsham in 1813, and saw Shelley when he
was on 8 stolen visit, in his father's sbsence, at
Field Place +—

‘He received me with frankness and kindliness,
as i be had known me from childhood, and at once
won my heart. I fancy I see him now as he sate by
the window, and hear his voice, the tones of which
impressed me with his sincerity and simplicity. His
resemblance to his sister Elizabeth was as striking
8s if they had been twins, His eyes were most ex-
pressive ; his complexion beautifully fair, his features
exquisitely fine; his hair was dark, and no peculiar
attention to its arrangement was manifest. In per
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son be was elender and gentlemanlike, bus inclined
to stoop ; his puit was decidedly not military. The
geoeral appearancy indicated great delicacy of consti-
tution. Qne would at once pronounce of him that
be was different from other men There was an
earnestuess in his manner aad such perfect gentleness
of breeding and freedom from everything artificial
as charmed every ome. I neter met a man who #a
immediately won upon me”

Mrs. Gisbornes gon, who knew Shelley well at
Teghorn, declared Captain Eennedy’s description
of kim to be *the best and most truthful T have
ever seen.

To all this we have to add the charm of the
man's writings—of Shelley’s poctry, It i3 kis
poetry, above everything else, wluck for many
people establishes that he is an sngel Of his
poetry I bave not epace now to speak.  Dut let
no one sappose that & want of humour and a self.
delusmn such as Shelley’s have go effect upon n
rm:ms poetry. The man Shelley, in very truth, "
nos entirely sang, and Sbelley’s poetry is not e.
tircly eane either. The Shelley of actual Bife = <
vision of beauty and radiance, wndeed, but av
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:nothing, effecting nothing. And in poetry, ue
less than in life, he is ‘a beautiful and inefectual
~angel, beating in the void his luminous .wings in

k]

. vain,
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COUNT LEO TOLSTOI?

Ix reviewing at the time of its frst publieation,
thirty years ago, Flaubert’s remarkable novel of
Madame Borary, Sainte-Beuve observed that in
Flaubert we come to another manner, another kind
of inspiration, from those which had prevailed
hitherfo; we find ourselves dealing, he said, with
a men of a new and different generation from
novelists Yike George Sand.  The ideal bas ceased,
the lyric vein is dried up; the new men are
cured of lyricism and the jideal; ‘a severe and
pitiless trath has made its entry, s the last word
of experience, even into art itself’ The ckar
ecters of the new literature of fietion ave ‘sxnence,

1 Prhluted in tbe Portaigilly Berteec, Dore=ter 1807
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a spirit of observation, maturity, force, a touch of
hardness. L'idéal a cessé, le lyrique a tars.

The spirit of observation and the touch of hard-
ness (let us retain these mild and inoffensive
terms) have since been carried in the French novel
very far. So far have they been carried, indeed,
that in spite of the advantage which the French
language, familiar to the cultivated classes every-
where, confers.- on the French novel, this novel
has lost much of its attraction for those classes;
it no longer commands their attention as it did
formerly. The famous English novelists have
passed away, and have left no successors of like
fome. It isnot the English novel, therefore, whichw
" bas inherited the vogue lost by the French novel
It is the novel of a country new to literature, or
at any rate unregarded, till lately, by the general
public of readers: it is the novel of Russia. The
Russian novel has now the vogue, and deserves to
bave it. If fresh literary productions maintain
this vogue and enhance it, we shall all be learning

Ruasian,
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Tie Slav ratore, o7 st any Tote the Resdn
peture, the Ruszian batore as it shows jtself in
{t» Possian novels, seems marked by an extreme
fausitivenass, & consclonsness most quick and
g=at2 Yot for what the man's self is experiencing,
end 2lso for what others in contact with him are
+hinking aad feeling. { In a nation full of life, but
goung, and nmewly in contact with an old and
powerful civilisation, this sensitiveness and self-
consciousness are prompt to appear. In the
Amencans, a3 well as in the Russians, we see
them agtive in & high degree, They are somewhat
sgitating and disquieting agents to their possessor,
but they have, sf they get fair play, great powers
for evoking and enriching a litersture,  But the ’
Amerleans, 83 we know, are apt to set them at
rest in the manmer of my fnend Colonel Higgn-
son of Boston, *As T take 1t, Nature said, yome
years since: “Thus far the English 13 my best
race; bub we bave bad Englshmen enough; we
need something with & Lttle more broyancy than

the Englishman; let us lighten the stractare, even
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at som.e peril in the process. Put in one drop
more of nervous fluid, and make the American.”
" With that drop, 2 new range of promise opened on
the human race, and a lighter, finer, more highly
organised type of mankind was born’ People
who by this sort of thing give rest to their sensi-
tive and busy self-consciousness may very well, per-
haps, be on their way to great material prosperity,
to great political power; but they are scarcely on
the right way to a great literature, a serious art. ‘
The Russian does not assuage his sensitiveness

in this fagshion. The Russian man of letters does
not make Nature say: ‘The Russian is my best

' He finds relief to his sensitiveness in

race.
‘ letting his perceptions have perfectly free play,
and in recording their reports with perfect fidelity.
{ ’, The sincereness with which the reports are given
has even something childlike and touching, In'
the novel of which I am going to speak there is not
& line, not a trait, brought in for the glorification
of Russia, or to feed vanity ; things and charazters

go as nature takes them, and the author is absorbed
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in seeing how nature takes them and in relating it.
But we have here a condition of things which is
Lighly favourable to the production of good litera-
ture, of good art. We have great sensitiveness,
snbtlety, n_m; .ﬁnes\se, addressing thevmselves with
nnd i ." ity to the re-
pmsem.anon of human life. “The Russian novelist

Tial, 1

cuhm

is thus master of a spell to which the secrets of
human nature—both what is external and what
is internal, gesture and manper no less than
thought and feeling—willingly make themselves
known. The crown of literature 1s poetry, and
the Russians have not yet had o great poet. But
in that form of imaginative literature which in
our day is the most popular and the most possible,
the Russians at the present moment scem to me
to hold, ns Mr. Gladstone would zay, the field
They have great novelists, and of one of their
great novelists I wish now to speak.

Count Leo Tolstoi is about sixty years old, and
tells us that be shall wnte novels no more. He

is now oceupied with religion and with the Chns-
[
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tian life. His writings concerning these great
matters are not allowed, I believe, to obtain pub-
lication in Russia, but instalments of them in
French and English reach us from time to time.
I find them very interesting, but I find his novel
of Anna Karénine more interesting still. I be-
lieve that many readers prefer to dnna Karénine
Count Tolstol’s other great novel, Za Guerre ef la
Paiz. But in the novel one prefers, I think, to
have the novelist dealing with the life which he
knows from having lived it, rather than with the
life which he knows from books or hearsay. If
one has to choose a representative work of Thack-
eray, it is Vanity Fair which one would take
rather than The Virginians. In like manmer I
take Anna Karénine as the novel best represent-
ing Count Tolstol. T use the French translation ;
in general, as I long ago said, work of this kind is
better done in France than in England, and Anna
Karénine is perhaps also a novel which goes better
into French than into English, just as Frederika
Bremer's Home goes into English better than intoe
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French. After I have done with Anna Xarénine
I must say something of Count Tolstoi's religious
writings. Of these too I use the French trans-
lation, so far as it 1s available, The English trans-
lation, however, which came into my hands late,
seems to be in general clear and good. Let me
say 1n passing that it has neither the same arrange-
ment, nor the same titles, nor altogether the same
_ contents, with the French translation.

There are many characters in Anna Karénine—
too many if we look in 1t for a work of art in
which the action shall be vigorously one, and to
that one action everything shall converge. There
are even two main actions extending throughout
the book, and we keep passing from one of them
t0 the other —from the affairs of Anna and
Wronsky to the affawrs of Kitty and Levine
People appear in connection with these two main
actions whose appearance and proceedings do not
in the least contribute to develop them; mnci-
dents are multiplied which we expect are to lead
to something important, but which do not. What,
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for instance, does the episode of Xitty’s friend
Warinka and Levine's brother Serge Ivanitch,
their inclination for one another and its failure to
come to anything, contribute to the development
of either the character or the fortunes of Kitbty
and Levine? What does the incident of Levine’s
long delay in getting to church to be married, a
delay which as we read of it seems to have signi-
ficance, really import? It turns out to import
absolutely nothing, and to be introduced solely to
give the author the pleasure of telling us that
all Levine's shirts had been packed up.

But the truth is we are not to take dnna
Karénine as a work of aﬁ;; we are to take it as
a piece of life, A piece of life it is. The author
has not invented and combined it, he has seen it ;
it has all happened before his inward eye, and it
was in this wise that it happened. Levine's shirts
were packed up, and he was late for his wedding
in consequence; Warinka and Serge Ivanitch met
at Tevine's country-house and went out walking

together ; Serge was very near proposing, but did
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not. The author saw it all happening so—saw it,
and therefore relates it ; and what his novel in
this way loses int art it gaing in reality.

For this is the result which, by his extra.
ordirary fineness of perception, and by his sincere
fidelity to it, the author achieves ; he works in us
agense of the absolute reality of h{s ;e;rsonges
and their doings. Anna'a shoulders, and masses
of hair, and half-shut eyes; Alexis Karénine’s up-
drawn eyebrows, and tired smile, and cracking
finger-joints; Stiva's eyes suffused with facile
moisture—these are as real to us as any of those
outward peculianties which in our own circle of
acquaintance we are noticing daily, while the
inner man of our own circle of acquaintance,
happily or unhappily, lies a great deal less clearly
revealed to us than that of Count Tolstoi’s crea-
tions

I must speak of only a few of these creations,
the chief personages and no more. The book
opens with ‘Stiva, end who that has once made
Stiva's acquaintance will ever forget lim? We
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are living, in Count Tolstoi’s novel, among the
great people of Moscow and St. Petersburg, the
nobles and the high functionaries, the governing
class of Russia. Stépane Arcadiévitch—*Stiva’
—is Prince Oblonsky, and descended from Rurik,
although to think of him as anything except
‘Stiva’ is difficult. His air souriant, his good
looks, his satisfaction; his ‘ray,’ which made the
Tartar waiter at the club joyful in contemplating
it; his pleasure in oysters and champagne, his
pleasure in making people happy aud in render-
ing services; his need of money, his attachment to
the French governess, his distress at his wife's
distress, his affection for her and the children;
his emotion and suffused eyes, while he quite dis-
misses the care of providing funds for household
expenses and education ; and the French attach-
ment, contritely given up to-day only to be suc-
ceeded by some other attachment to-morrow—no
never, certainly, shall we come to forget Stiva.
Anna, the hercine, is Stiva’s sister. His wife

Dolly (these English diminutives are common
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among Count Tolstoi's ladies) is daughter of
the Prince and Princess Cherbatzky, grandees
who show us Ressian high Dfe by its most respect-
able eide, the Prince, in particular, is excellent
—simple, sensible, nght-feeling; a man of dignity
and honour. His daughters, Dolly and Kutty,
are charming. Dolly, Stiva's wife, is sorely tried
by her husbarnd, foll of znxieties for the chil-
dren, with no money to spend on them or herself,
poorly dressed, worn and aged before her time.
She has moments of despairing doubt whether the
gay people may not be after all in the right,
whether virtue end principle answer; whether
happiness does not dwell with adventuresses and
profligates, brilhant and perfectly dressed ndven-
turesses and profligates, in a land flowing with
roubles and champagne. But in a quarter of an
hour she comes right aga.}n and is herself-—a natare
straight, honest, faithful, loving, sound to the core,
such she is and such she remains; she can be
no other. Her sister Kitty is at bottom of the
eame temper, but she has her experience to get,
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_while Dolly, when the book begins, has already
acquired hers. Kitty is adored by Levine, in
whom we are told that many traits are to be found
of the character and history of Count Tolstoi him-
gelf. Ievine belongs to the world of great people
by his birth and property, but he is not at all a
man of the world. He has been a reader and
thinker, he has a conscience, he has public spirit
and would ameliorate the condition of the people, he
lives on his estate in the country, and occupies him-
self zealously with local business, schools, and agri-
culture, But he is shy, apt to suspect and to take
offence, somewhat impracticable, out of his element
in the gay world of Moscow. XKitty likes him,
but her fancy has been taken by a brilliant guards-
man, Count Wronsky, who has paid her attentions,
Wronsky is described to us by Stiva; he is ‘one of
the finest specimens of the jounesse dorée of St.
Petersburg ; immensely vich, handsome, aide-de-
camp to the emperor, great interest at his back,
and a good fellow notwithstanding ; more than a

good fellow, intelligent besides and well read—a



it COURT LEQ TOLSTOU 265

man who has o splendid career before him.', Let
us complete the picture by adding that Ti'zonsky
i3 & powerful man, over thirty, bald at the top of
his head, with irreproachable manners, cocl and
calm, but a little haughty. A hero, one murmurs
to oneself, too much of the Guy Livingstone type,
thongh without the bravado and exaggeration.
And such is, justly enocugh pethaps, the first im.
p an impression which conti all through

the first volume; but Wronsky, as we shall see,

impraves towards the end.

Kitty discourages Levine, who retires in misery
and confusion. But Wronsky is aftracted by
Anna Karéuine, and ceases his attentions to Kitty.
The impression made on her heart by Wronsky
was not deep ; but she 13 so keenly mortified with
herself, s0 ashamed, and so upset, that she falls
ill, and is gent with ber family to winter abroad,
There she regains health and mental composure,
and discovers at the same time that her liking
for Tevine was deeper than she kmew, that 1t
was & genuine feeling, a strong and lasting one,
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On her return they meet, their hearts come to-
gether, ;:hey are married ; and in spite of Levine’s
waywardness, irritabiliéy, and unsettlement of
mind, of which I shall have more to say presently,
they are profoundly happy. Well, and who could
help being happy with Kitty ? So I find myself
adding impatiently. Count Tolstoi’s heroines-are
really so living and charming that ope takes them,
fiction though they are, too seriously.

But the interest of the book centres in Anna
Karénine, She is Stiva's sister, married to a high
official at St Petersburg, Alexis Karénine. She
has been married to him nine years, and has one
child, a boy named Serge. The marriage had not
brought happiness to her, she bad found in it no
satisfaction to her heart and soul, she had a sense
of want and isolation ; but she is devoted to her
boy, occupied, calm. The charm of her personality
is felt even before she appears, from the moment
when we hear of her being sent for as the good

_angel to reconcile Dolly with Stiva. Then she
arrives at the Moscow station from St Peters-
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burg, and we see the gray eyes with their long eye-
laches, the graceful carriage, the gentle and caress-
ing smile on the fresh lips, the vivacity restrained
but waiting to break through, the fulness of life,
the zoftness and strength joined, tke karmony, the
bloom, the charm. She goes to Dolly, and achieves,
with infinite tact and tenderness, the task of re-
conciliation. At a ball a few days later, we add
1o our first impression of Anra's beauty, dark hair,
a quantity of little curls over her temples and at
the back of her neck, sculptural shoulders, firm
throat,and beautiful arms. She1sin a plamn dress
of black velvet with a pearl necklace, a bunch of
forget-me-nota 1n the front of her dress, anotherin
her hair, This is Anna Karénine.

She had travelled from St Petersburg with
Wronsky’s mother; bad seen him at the Moscow
station, where he came to meet his mother, had
been struck with his looks and rmanper, ard
touched by his bebaviour in an accident which
happened while they were in the station to a poor
workman crushed by a train. At the ball she
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meets him again ; she is fascinated by him and he
by her. She had been told of Kitty’s fancy, and
had gone to the ball meaning to help Kitty ; but
-Kitty is forgotten, or at any rate neglected ; the
spell which draws Wronsky and Anna is irresist-
ible, Xitty finds herself opposite to them in a
quadrille together :—

*She seemed to remark in Anna the symptoms
of an over-excitement which she herself knew from
experience——that of success. Anmna appeared to her
as if intoxicated with it. Kitty knew to what te
attribute that brilliant and animated look, that
bappy and triumphant smile, those half-parted lips,
those movements full of grace and harmony.’

Anna returns to St. Petersburg, and Wronsky
returns there at the same time; they meet on the
journey, they keep meeting in society, and Anna
beging to find her husband, who before had not
been sympathetic, intolerable. Alexis Karénine
is much older than herself, a bureaucrat, a formalist,
2 poor creature; he has conscience, there is a root of
goodness in him, but on the surface and until deeply

stirred he is tiresome, pedantic, vain, exasperating.
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The change in Anna is not in the slightest degres
comprehended by him ; Le sees nothing which an
intelligent man might in such a case sec, and
does nothing which an inteligent man would
do. Anna abandons herself to her passion for
‘Wronsky.

I remember M. Nisard saying to me many
years ago at the ¥cols Normale in Paris, that he
respected the English because they are wne nation
qui say s¢ géner—people who can put constraint
on themselves and go through what is disagree-
sble. Perhaps in the Slav nature this valuable
faculty is somewhat wanting, a very strong
impulse i3 too much regarded as irresistible, too
little as what can be reswsted and ought to be
resisted, however difficult and disagreeable the
resistance may be. In our high society with its
pleasure and dissipation, laxer notions may to
some extent prevail ; but in general an English
mind will be startled by Anna’s suifering herself
to be so overwhelmed and irretrievably carried

sway by her passion, by her almost at once regard-
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ing it, apparently, as something which it was hope-
less to fight against. " And thisT say irrespectively
of the worth of her lover. Wronsky’s gifts and
graces hardly qualify him, one might think, o be
the object of so instantaneous and mighty a passion
on the part of a woman like Anna. DBut that is
not the question, Let us allow that these passions
are incalculable ; let us allow that one of the male
sex scarcely does justice, perhaps, to the powerful
and handsome guardsman and his attractions.
But if Wronsky had been even such a lover as
Alcibiades or the Master of Ravenswood, still that
Anna, being what she is and her circumstances
being what they are, should show not a hope,
hardly a thought, of conquering her passion, of
escaping from its fatal power, is to our notions
strange and a little bewildering.

1 state the objection; let me add that it is the
triumph of Anna’s charm that it remains paramount
for us nevertheless ; that throughout her ecourse,
with its failures, errors, and miseries, still the im-

pression of her large, fresh. rich, generous, delight-
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ful nature, never leaves us—keeps our sympatby,
keeps even, I had almost said, our respect.

To return to the story, Soon enough poor
Anna begins to experience the truth of what the
Wise Man told us long ago, that ‘the way of
transgressors is hard” Her agitation at  steeple-
chase where Wronsky is in danger atiracts her
husband’s notice and provokes his remonstrance,
He is bitter and P Ina p

of passion Anna declares to him that she is hiy

wife no longer; that she loves Wronsky, belongs
to Wronsky. Hard at first, formal, cruel, thinking
only of himself, Karénine, who, as I have said, has
& conscience, is touched by grace at the moment
when Anna's troubles reach their height. He
returns to her to find her with a child just born
to her and Wronsky, the lover in the house and
Anna apparently dying. Karénine bas words of
kindness and forgiveness only. The noble and
victorious effort transfigures him, and all that her
husband gains in the eyes of Anna, her lover
Wronsky loses. Wronsky comes to Anna’s bed
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side, and standing there by Karénine, buries his
face in his hands, Anna says to him, in the

hurried voice of fever :—

t«Uncover your face; look at that man; he is
a gaint. Yes, uncover your face; uncover it,” she
repeated with an angry air.  “Alexis, uncover hie
face ; I want to ses him.”

¢Alexis took the hands of Wronsky and un-
covered his face, disfigured by suffering and humilia-
tion.

¢% Give him your hand; pardon him.”

*Alexis stretched out his hand without even
seeking to restrain his tears.

““Thank God, thank God!" she said; “all
is ready mow. How ugly those flowers are,” she
went on, pointing to the wall-paper; “they are not
a bit like violetz My God, my God! when will all
this end? Give me morphine, doctor—I want mor
phine. Oh, my God, my God "’

She seems dying, and Wronsky rushes out and
shoots himself. And so,in 2 common novel, the
story would end Anna would die, Wronsky
would commit suicide, Karénine wounld survive,
in possession of our admiration and sympathy.

But the story does not always end so in life:
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neither does it end go in Count Tolstol’s novel
Anna recovers from ber fever, Wronsky from his
wound. Anna's passion for Wronsky reawakens,
her estrangement from Karénine retarna  Nor
does Karénine remain at the height at which in
the forgiveness scene we saw him, He is formal,
pedantie, irritating. Alas! even if ke were not
all these, perhaps even his pince-nez, and his rising
eyebrows, and his cracking finger-joints, would
have been provocation enough. Anna and Wron-
sky depart together. They stay for a time in
Italy, then return to Russia. But her position is

false, her disquietud and happ is

impossible for her. She takes opium every night,
only to find that ‘rot poppy nor mandragora shall
ever medicine her to that sweet sleep which she
owed yesterday, Jealousy and irritability grow
upon her; she tortures Wronsky, she tortures
berself Under these trials Wronsky, it must be
said, comes out well, and rises in our esteem
His love for Anna endures, he behaves, as our
Enghsh phrase ig, ‘like & gentleman’, his patience

-
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is in general exemplary. But then Anna, let us
remember, is to the last, through all the fret and
misery, still Anna; always with something which
charms ; nay, with something, even, something in
her nature, which consoles and does good. Her
life, however, was becoming impossible under its
existing conditions. A trifling misunderstanding
brought the inevitable end. After a quarrel with
Annz, Wronsky had gome one morning into the
country to see his mother; Anna summons him
by telegraph to return at once, and receives an
answer from him that he cannot return before ten
at night. She follows bim to his mother'’s place
in the country, and at the station hears what leads
her to believe that he is not coming back. Mad-
dened with jealousy and misery, she descends the
platform and throws herself under the wheels of
a goods train passing through the station. It is
over—the graceful head is untouched, but all the

rest is a crushed, formless heap. Poor Anna!

‘We have been in a world which misconducts
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itself nearly as much as the world of a French
novel all palpitating with ‘modernity.’ But there
are two things in which the Russian novel—~Count
Tolstoi’s novel at any rate—is very advantageously
distioguaished from the type of novel now so much
in request in France. In the first place, there is
00 fine sentiment, at once tiresome and false. We
are not told to believe, for example, that Anna
is wonderfully exalted and ennobled by her passion
for Wronsky. The English reader is thus saved
from many a groan of impatience. The other
thing is yet more importent. Qur Russian novelist
deals sbundantly with criminal passion and with
sdultery, but he does not seem to feel himself
owing eny service to the goddess Lubricity, or
bound to put 1n touches at this goddess's dictation,
Much in dnna Karénine is painful, much is un.
pleasant, but nothing is of & nature to trouble the
senses, or to please those who wish their senses
troubled. This teint is wholly absent. In the
French novels where it is so sbundantly present
its baneful effects do not end with itself Bums
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long sgo remarked with deep truth that it pefrifies -
feeling.  Let us tevert for a moment to the power-
ful novel of which I spoke at the outset, Madame
Bovary. Undonbtedly the taint in question is
present in Madame Bovary, althongh to n much
less degree than in more recent Fremch movels,
which will be in every one’s mind. But Jfadame
Bovary, with this taint, is a work of p.ﬁc‘:‘{}?ed
Jfeeling; over it hangs an atmosphere of bitterness,

irony, impotence; not a personage in the book to

rejoice or console us; the springs of freshress and

feeling are not there to create such personages,

Emma Bovary follows a course in some respects

like that of Anna, but where, in Emma Bovary.

is Anna’s charm? The treasures of compassion,

tenderness, insight, which alone, amid such guilt

and misery, can enable charm to subsist and to

emerge, are wanting to Flaubert. He is cruel,

with the cruelty of petrified feeling, to his poor

heroine; he pursues her without pity or pause, as

with malignity; he is harder upon her himself than

any reader even, I think, will be inclined te be.
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But where the springs of feeling have carried
Count Talstoi, since he created Anna ten or twelve
years ago, we have now to see.

e must return to Constantine Dmitrich
Levine. Levine, as I have already said, thinks,
Between the ege of twenty and that of thirty-five
he had lost, he tells us, the Christian belief 1n
which he had been brought up, a loss of which
examples nowadays abound certainly everywhere,
but which in Russia, as in Frence, is emong all
young men of the upper and cultivated classes
more & matter of course, perhaps, more umversal,
more avowed, than it 18 with us. Xewvine had
adopted the scientific potions current all round
him ; talked of cells, organisms, the indestructi-
bility of matter, the conservation of force, and was
of opinton, with his comrades of the university,
that religion no longer existed But ho was of
a gerious nature, and the question what his life
meant, whence jt came, whither it tended, pre-
tented themselves to him in moments of crisis

and affliction with irresistible importunity, and
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getting no answer, haunted him, tortured him,
made him think of suicide.

Two things, meanwhile, he noticed. One was,
that he and his university friends had been mis-
taken in supposing that Christian belief no longer
existed ; they had lost it, but they were not all
the world. Levine observed that the persons to
whom he was most attached, his own wife Kitty
amongst the number, retained it and drew comfort
from it; that the women generally, and almost
the whole of the Russian common people, retained
it and drew comfort from it. The other was, that
his scientific friends, though not troubled like him-
self by questionings about the meaning of human
life, were untroubled by such guestionings, not
because they had got an answer to them, but
because, entertaining themselves intellectually
with the consideration of the cell theory, and
evolution, and the indestructibility of matter,
and the comservation of force, and the like,
they were satisfied with this entertainment, and

did not perplex themselves with investigat-
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ing the meanmg and object of their own life
at all.

But Levine noticed further {hat he himself did
not actually proceed to commit suieide: on the
contrary, he lived on his lands as his father had
done before him, busied himself with all the duties
of his station, married Kitty, was delighted when
a son was born to him. Nevertheless he was
indubitably not happy at bottom, restless and dis-
quieted, his disquietude sometimes amounting to
agony.

Now on one of his bad days he was in the field
with his peasants, and one of them happened to
say to him, in answer to & question from Levine
why one farmer should in a certain case act more
humanely than another: ‘Men are not all alike;
one man lives for lus belly, like Mitiovuck, another
for his soul, for Gag, ke old Plato’—*What do
you call; cried Levine, ‘living for his soul, for
God1" The peasant answered : *It's quite simple
—living by the rule of God, of the truth. All

1 A common pame smong Ruasian pessants.
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men are nob the same, that's certain. You your-
gelf, for instance, Constantine Dmitrich, you
wouldnt do wrong by a poor man’ Ievine
gave no answer, but turned away with the phrase,
living by the rule of God, of the truth, sounding in
his ears,

Then he reflected that he had been born of
parents professing this rule, as their parents again
hdd professed it before them ; that he had sucked
it in with his mother's milk ; that some sense of
it, some strength and nourishment from it, had
been ever with him although he knew it mot;
that if he had tried to do the duties of his station
it was by help of the secret support ministered by
this rule; that if in his moments of despairing
restlessness and agony, when he was driven to
think of suicide, he had yet not committed suicide,
it was because this rule had gilently enabled him
to do his duty in some degree, and had given
him some hold upen life and happiness in con-
sequence, )

The words came to him as a clue of which he
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could never again lose sight, and which with fall
conscionsness and strenuous endeavour he must
henceforth follow. He sees his nephews and
pieces throwing their milk at one another and
scolded by Dolly for 1t. He says to himself that
these children are wasting their subsistence be-
cause they have not to earn it for themselves and
do not know its value, and he exclaims inwardly :
‘1, a Christian, brought up in the faith, my life
filled with the benefits of Christiamty, living
on these benefits without being conscious of it, I,
like these children, I have been trying to destroy
what makes and bulds up my life’ But now
the " feeling hes been borme in upon him, clear
and precious, that what he has to do 13 to e
good ; he has ‘cried to Hym' What will come
of it?

I hall probably contmue to get out of temper
with my coachman, to go into useless arguments, to
air my ideas unseasonmably, I shall always frel a
barrier between the sanctuary of my soul and tha

soul of other people, even that of my wife, I shall
always be holding her responsible for my annoyances
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and feeling sorry for it directly afrerwarde I shall
continue w0 pray without being sble to explain fo
mrself why I pray; but my inner Bfs has won its
Yiberiy ; it will no longer be at tha mercy of events,
snd evers minute of my existence will have s
meaning sure and profound which it will bs in my
power to impress on every single one of my actions,
that of feing gosd.

With these words the novel of Anna Tardaing
ends. But in Levine's religious expariences Count
Tolstol was relsting his own, 2nd the hissery iz

=2
continued in three autobiegraphical works trans
lated from him, which have within the Ilast two
or three years been published in Paris: XMa Con-
Jession, Ma Relizion, and Que Fairr. Our suthor
apnonaces further, ‘two grest works,' on which he
has spent six yesrs: one a criticism of dogmatic
theology, the other 2 new tramsiation of the four
Gospels, with a concordance of his own armnging.
The resnlis which he claims to have established in
these two works, are, however, indicated sufi-
clently in the three published volumes which I

have nsmed above,
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These gutobiozraphical volames show the same
extraordivary penetration, the exme perfect sin-
cerity, which are exhibited in the author’s novel
As antoblozraphy they are of profound interest,
and they are full, moreover, of acute and frujtful
remarks. I have spoken of the advantages which
the Russian gening possesses for imaginative litera-
ture. Perhaps for Biblical exegesis, for the criticism
of religion and its documents, the advantage lies
more with the older nations of the West. They
will have more of the experience, width of know-
ledge, patience, sobriety, requisite for these studies;
they may probably be less impulsive, less heady.

Count Tolstoi regards the change accomplished
in himself during the last half-dozen years, he
regards his recent studies and the 1deas which he
has acquired through them, as epoch-making in
his Life and of capital importance —

*Five years ago faith came to me; 1 believed
in the doctrine of Jesus, and all my hfe ruddenly
thanged I ceated to desire that which previonsly

1 desired, and, on the other band, 1 took to desirmng
what I°kad never deswred before That which



284 ESSAYS IN ORITIOISM . s

formerly used to appear good in my eyes appeared
evil, that which used to appear evil appeared good.

The novel of 4Anna Karénine belongs to that
past which Count Tolstoi has left behind him;
his new studies and the works founded on them
are what is important; light and salvati'on are
there. Yet I will venture to express my doubt
whether these works contain, as their confribution
to the cause of religion and to the establishment of
the true mind and message of Jesus, much that
had not already been given or indicated by Count
Tolstoi in relating, in dnna Karénine, Levine’s
mentel history. Points raised in that history are
developed and enforced ; there is an abundant and
admirable exhibition of knowledge of human
nature, penetrating insight, fearless sincerity, wit,
sarcasm, eloquence, style. And we have too the
direct autobiography of a man not only interesting
to us from his soul and talent, but highly interest-
ing also from his nationality, position, and course
of proceeding. But fo light and salvation in the
Christian religion we are not, I think, “bronght
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very mnch nearer than in Levine's history. I
ought to add that what was already present in that
bistory seems to me of high importance and valne.
Let ue see what it amounts to.

1 must be general and Y must be brief; neither
my limits nor my purpose permit the introduction
of what s abstract, But in Count Tolstoi's reli-
gious philosophy there is very httle which is
abstract, arid. The idea of life is his master idea
in studying end establishing religion. He speaks
impatiently of St. Taul as a source, in common
with the Fathers and the Reformers, of that eccle-
siastical theology which misses the essentia} and
fails to present Christ’s Gospel aright.  Yet Paul's
*law of the spirit of life in Christ Jesus freeing me
from the law of sin and death’ is the pith and
ground of all Count Tolstoi’s theology. Moral life
is the gifv of God, is God, and this true Ife, this
unfon with God to which we aspire, we yeach
throngh Jesus. We reach it throngh union with
Jesus and by edopting hus fe This doctrine is
proved true for us by the life 1n God, to be acquired
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through Jesus, being what our natare feels after
and moves to, by the warning of misery if we are
severad from it, the sancijon of happiness if we
find it. Of the access for us, at any rate, to tue
spirit of life, us who are born in Christendom, are
in touch, conscious or unconscions, with Chris-
tianity, this is the trne sccount. Questions over
which the churches spend so much labonr and
time-—questions about the Trinily, sbout the
godhead of Christ, abous the procession of the
Holy Ghost, are not vital; what is vital is the
doctrine of access to the spirit of life through
Jesus.

Sound and saving doctrine, in my opinion, this
is. It may be gathered in a great degree from
what Count Tolstoi had already given us in the
novel of dnna Karénine. But of course it is
greatly developed in the special works which have
followed. Many of these developments are, I
will repeat, of striking force, interest, and value.
In dnna Karénine we had been told of the scep-

Heism of the upper and educated classes in Russia
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But what reality is added by such sn anecdote as
the following from Ma Confession . —

1 remember that when I was about eleven years
old wé bad a visit one Sunday from a boy, finee
dead, who announced tomy brother and me, as great
news, a discovery just madeat his public achool Thix
Aiscovery was to the effect that God bad no existence,
and that everything which we were tanght aboat Bim
was pure invention.”

Count Tolstoi touched, in Anna Karénine, on
the failore of science to tell 2 man what his life
means. Many s sharp stroke does he add in his

1atter writings .—

‘Development 18 gowg on, and there are laws
which guideit.  You yourself are s part of the whole
Having come to understand the whole so far as is
posjble, and having comprehended the law of de-

f, you will prehend alo your place in
that whole, you will understand yourself.

“In spite of all the shame the confession costs me,
there was a time, 1 declare, when 1 tried to lovk as
if T was satisfied with thus eort of thmng {”

Bat the men of science may take comfort from
bearing that Count Tolstol treats the men of letters
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no better than them, although he is a man of letters
_bimself :—

*The judgment which my literary companions
passed on life was to the effect that life in general
is in o state of progress, and that in this develop-
ment we, the men of letters, take the principal part.
The vocation of us artists and poets is to instruct the
world; and to prevent my coming out with the
natural question, ¥ What am I, and what am I to
teach ?” it was explained to me that it was useless to
know that, and that the. artist and the poet taught
without perceiving how. I passed for a superb artist,
a great poet, and consequently it was but natural
I should appropriate this theory. I, the artist, the
poet—1I wrote, I taught, without myself knowing
what. I was paid for what Idid. Thad everything:
splendid fare and lodging, women, society; I had
la gloire. Counsequently, what 1 taught was very
good. This faith in the importance of poetry and of
the development of life was a religion, and I was
one of its priests—a very agreeabls and advantageous
office.

‘And 1 lived ever so long in this belief, never
doubting but that it was truel’

The adepts of this literary and scientific religion
are not numerous, to be sure, in comparison with

the mass of the people, and the mass of the people,
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own life, the life of ‘the world,” seems the only lifo
worth naming, are all the while miserable ! Our

author found it so in his own experience :—

‘In my lifo, an excoptionally happy one from a
worldly point of view, I can number such n quantity
of sufferings ondured for the sake of *the world,"
that they would be onough to furnish & martyr for
Jesus, All the most painful passages in my life,
beginning with tho orgies and duels of my studont
days, the wara I have been in, the illnesses, and the
abnormal and wnbenrable conditions in which T am
living now—all this is but one martyrdom endured
in the name of tho doctrine of tho world,  Yes, and 1
sposk of my own life, excoptionally happy from the
world's point of view,

‘Leb any sincoro man pass his life in review, and
he will perceive that nover, not once, has he suffored
through practising the doctrine of Jesus; the chiof
part of the miseries of his lifo havo proceeded sololy
from his following, contrary to his inclination, tho
spell of the doctrino of tho world.’

On the other hand, the simple, the multitudes

outside of this spoll, are comparatively con-
tented :—

‘In opposition to what I saw in our circle, where
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life without faith is possible, and where I doubt
whether one in a thousand would confess himself a
believer, I conceive that among the people (in Russia)
there iz not one sceptic to many thonsands of
believers. Just contrary to what I saw in our circle,
where life passes in idleness, amusements, and dis-
content with life, I saw that of these men of the
people the whole Itfe was passed in severe labour,
and yet they were contented with life. Instead of
complaining like the persons in our world of the
hardship of thewr lot, these poor people received
sickness and disappointments without any revolt,
without opposition, but with a firm and tranquil
confidence that 80 it was to be, that 1t could not be
otherwise, and that it was 2ll nght.’ *

All this is but development, sometimes rather .
surprising, but always powerful and interesting, of
what we have already had in the pages of Anna
Karénine, And like Levine in that novel, Connt
Tolstol was driven by his inward struggle and
misery very near to suicide. YWhat is new in the
recent books is the solution and cure announced.
Levine had accepted a provisional solution of the
difficulties oppressing him; he had lived nght on,

80 to speak, obeying his conscience, but not asking
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how far all his actions hung together and were
consistent :—

‘He advanced money to a peasant to get him out
of the clutches of a money-lender, but did not give
up the arrears due to himself; he punished thefts

of wood strictly, but would have scrupled to im-
pound a peasant’s cattle trespassing on his fields;
he did not pay the wages of a labourer whose
father's death caused him to leave work in the
middle of harvest, but he pensioned and maintained
his old servants; he let his peasants wait while he
went to give his wife a kiss after he came home, but

would not have made them wait while he went to
visit his bees.’

~ Count Tolstoi has since advanced to a far more

definite and stringent rule of life—the positive
doctrine, he thinks, of Jesus. It is the determina-
tion and promulgation of this rule which is the
‘novelty in our author’s recent works, He ex-
tracts this essential doctrine, or rule of Jesus,
from the Sermon on the Mount, and presents it
in a body of commandments—Christ’s command-
ments ; the pith, he says, of the New Testa.me'nt,
a8 the Decalogue is the pith of the Old. These
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sll-important commandments of Christ are ' com-
mandments of peace,’ and five in number. The
first commandment is: ‘Live in peace with all
men; treat no one 88 contemptible and beneath
you. Not only allow yourself no anger, but do
not rest until you bave dissipated even unreason-
able anger in others against yourself’ The second
is: *No libertinage and no divorce; let every
man have one wife and every woman one hus-
band’ The third: * Never on any pretext take an
oath of service of any kind; all such oaths are
imposed for a bad purpose’ The fourth: ‘ Never
employ force against the evil-doer; bear whatever
wrong is done to you without opposing the wrong-
doer or seeking to have him punished.’ The fifth

and last: ‘R all distinction of nationality ;

do not admit that men of another nation may
ever be trcated by you as espemies; love zall
men slike as alike near to you; do good to sll
alike”

If these five commandments were generally
observed, says Count Tolstoi, all men would becoms
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brothers. Certainly the actual society in which
we live would be changed and dissolved. Armies
and wars would be renounced; courts of justice,
police, property, would be renounced also. ~And
whatever tht; rest of us may do, Count Tolstoi at
least will do his duty and follow Christ's com-
mandments sincerely. He has given up rank
office, and property, and earns his bread by the
labour of his own hands. ‘I believe in Christ’s
commandments,’ he says, ‘and this faith changes
my whole former estimate of what is good and

great, bad and low, in human life! At present—

‘Everything which T nsed to think bad and low—
the rusticity of the peasant, the plainness of lodging,
food, clothing, manners—all this has become good
and great in my eyes. At present I can no longer
contribute to anything which raises me oxternally
above others, which separates me from them, I
cannot, as formerly, recognise either in my own
case or in that of others any title, rank, or quality
beyond the title and quality of man. I cannot seck
fome and praise; I cannot seek a culture which
separates me from men. I cannot refrain from
seeking in my whole existence—in my lodging, my
food, my clothing, and my ways of going on with
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people—whatever, far from eeparating me from the
mass of mankind, draws me nearer to them”

Whatever else we have or have not in Count
Tolstoi, we have at least a preat soul and a great
writer. In his Biblical exegesis, in the criticism
by which he extracts and constructs his Five
Commandments of Christ which are to be the rule
of our lives, I find much which is questionable
alopg with much which is ingenjous and powerful.
But I have neither space, nor, indeed, inclination,
to criticise his exegesis here. The right moment,
besides, for criticising this will come when the
*two great works, which are in preparation, shall
have appeared.

For the present I limit myself to a single
criticism only—a general one. Christianity can-
not be packed into any set of commandments.
As T have somewhere or other said, * Chnstianity
is a source; no one supply of water and refresh.
ment that comes from 1t can be called the som
of Christianity. It is a mistake, and may lead to
wmuch error, to exhibit any geries of maxims, even
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those of the Sermon on the Mount, as the ultimate
.sum and formule into which Christianity may be
run up/ .

And t;h'e reason mainly lies in the character of
the Founder of Christianity and in the nature of
his utterances, Not less important than the teach-
ings given by Jesus is the {emper of their giver,
his temper of sweetness and reasonableness, of
epiethein, Goethe calls him a Schwdrmer, a
fanatic ; he may much more rightly be called an
opportunist. But he is an opportunist of an
opposite kind from those who in politics, that
‘wild and dreamlike trade’ of insincerity, give
themselves this name. They push or slacken,
press their points hard or let them be, as may
best suit the interests of thejr self-aggrandisement
and of their party, Jesus has in view simply
*the rule of God, of the truth! But this is served
by waiting as well as by basting forward, and
sometimes served better.

Count Tolstoi sees rightly that whatever the
propertied and satisfied classes may think, the
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world, ever since Jesus Christ came, is judped;
‘a mew earth’ i3 in prospect, It was ever in
prospect with Jesus, and should be ever in pros-
pect with his followers. And the ideal in
prospect has to be realised. ‘I ye know these
things, happy are ye if ye do them' But they
sre to be done through a great and widespread
and long-continued change, and-a change of the
inner man to begin with. The most important
and fruitful ntterances of Jesus, therefore, are not
things which can be drawn up as & table of stif
and stark external commands, but the things
which have most soul in them ; because these can
best sink down into our soul, work there, set up
an influence, form habits of conduct, and prepare
the future, The Beatitudes are on this account
more helpful than the utterances from which
Connt Tolstoi builds up his Five Commandments.
The very secret of Jesus, ‘ He that loveth his Lfe
shall loge it, be that will lose hus Iife shall save 1t
does not give us a command to be taken and

followed in the letter, but an idea to work o
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our mind and soul, and of inexhaustible value
there,

Jesus paid tribute to the government and dined
with the publicans, although neither the empirs
of Rome nor the bigh finance of Judea were com- '
patible with bis ideal and with the ‘new earth’
which that ideal must in éhe end create. Perhaps
Levine’s provisional solution, in a society like
ours, wag nearer to ‘ the rule of God, of the truth,
than the more trenchant solution which Count
Tolstol has adopted for himself since. Tt seems
calculated to be of more use. I do not know how
it is in Russia, but in an English village the
determination of ‘our circle’ to earn their bread
by the work of their hands would produce only
dismay, not fraternal joy, amongst that ‘ majority’
who are so earning it already. ‘There are plenty
of us to compete as things stand,’ the gardeners,
carpenters, and smiths wounld say; ‘pray stick
to your articles, your poetry, and nonsense; in
manual labour you will interfere with us, and be

taking the bread out of our mouths.’
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So 1 arrive at the conclusion that Count Tolstol
has perbaps not done well in sbandoning the work
of the poet and artist, and that he might with
advantage return to it But whatever be may do
in the future, the work which he has already done,
ond his work in religion as well as his work in
imaginative literatare, i3 more than sufficient to
signalise him as one of the most marking, interest-
ing, and sympotby-inspiring men of our time—
an honour, T must add, to Russiz, although he
forbids s to heed natinality,



IX

AMIEL?

IT is somewhat late to speak of Amiel, but I wes
late in reading him. Goethe says that in seasons
of cholera one should read no books but such as
are tonic, and certainly in the seasom of old age
this precaution is as salutary as in seasons of
cholera. From what T heard I could clearly make
out that Amiel’s Journal was not a tonic book:
the extracts from it which here and there I fell in
with did not much please me; and for a good while
I left the book unread.

But what AL Edmond Scherer writes I do not
easily resist reading, and T found that M. Scherer
had prefixed to Amiel's Journal a long and im-

3 Published in Macmillan's Magnsine, September 1887,
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portant introduction, This I read; and was not
less charmed by the mitis sapientia, the under-
standing, kindness and tenderness, with which the
character of Amiel himself, whom AL Scherer had
known in youth, was handled, than interested by
the cnticism on the Journal, Then I read Mrs.
Humphry Ward's interesting notice, and then—
for all biography is sttractive, and of Amiel's life
and circumstances I had by this time become
desirous of knowing more—the Ftude Biogra-
phique of Mademoiselle Berthe Vadier.

Of Amiel's cultivation, refinement, and high
feeling, of his smgular graces of spirit and
character, there could be no doubt. But the
specimens of his work given by his critics left me
hesitating. A poetess herself, Mademoiselle Berthe
Vadier i much occupied with Amiel's poetry, and
quotes it abundantly, Even Victor Hugo’s poetry
leaves me cold, I am o unbappy as not to be
able to admire Olympw; what am I to say, then,
to Amiel’s
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¢ Journée
Numinée,
Riant soleil d’avril,
En quel songe
Se plonge
Mon coeur, et que veutdl’?

But M. Scherer and other critics, who do not re-
quire us to admire Amiel’s poetry, maintain that
in his Journal he has left ¢a book which will not
die, & book describing a malady of which ‘the
secret is sublime and the expression wonderful ’;
a marvel of ¢ speculative intuition, a ¢ psychological
experience of the utmost value” M. Scherer and
Mrs. Humphry Ward give Amiel's Journal very
decidedly the preference over the letters of an old
friend of mine, Obermann. The quotations made
from Amiel’s Journal by his critics failed, I say,
to enable me quite to understand this high praise.
But I remember the time when a new publication
by George Sand or by Sainte-Beuve was an event
bringing to mea shock of pleasure, and a French
book capable of renewing that sensation is seldom

produced now. If Amiel's Journal was of the
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from Many thousand pages of a private journal,

years, from 1848 to 1881, which he left behind
bim ab his death. This Journal explains his

Journal Intime, extending OVeT more than thirty

sterility and displays ip explaining it, say his
critics, sueh ginceritys ith such gifts of expression
and eloquence of profound analysis and speculative
intuition, 88 to make it most surely < one of those
pooks which will not die-

The sincerity is unquestionable. As to the
gifts of eloquence and expression, _Wl—xat are we 0
gay ? M. Scherer speaks of an ‘ever D&V elo-
quence’ pouring steelf in the pages of the J ournal :
M. Paul Bourgets of * marvellous pages + where the
feeling for nature finds 8% expression worthy of
Shelley ©OF Wordsworth : Mus. Humphry Ward,
of ¢magic of style, of «glow and splendou® of ex-
pression,’ of the ¢ poeb and artist’ who fascinates uS
in Amiel's prose-. 1 cannot quite agree Ober
mann has heen memioned: it seems o me tha
we have only 1o place & passage from Sénancol

peside & passage from Amiel, to perceive il
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difference between a feeling for nature which gives
mngic to style and one which does not. Here and
throughout Tem to nse a9 far as possible Mrs.
Humphry Ward's translation, at once spirited and
faithful, of Amiel's Journal, T will take o passage
where Amiel has evidently some reminiscence of
Sénancour (whose work he knew well), is inspired
by Sénancour—a passage which has been extolled
by M. Paul Bourget :—

*Bhall T ever enjoy again those marvellous reveries
of past days,—as, for 1nstance, once, when I was still
quite & youth in the early dawn eitting smongst the
uins of the castlo of Faucigny, another time in the
mountatns above Lancy, under the mid-day sun, lying
under a tree and visited by three butterflies, and
again anotber mght on the sandy shore of the North
Sea, stretched full length upon the beach, my eyes
wandering over the Midky Way? Will they ever re-
turn to me, those grandiose, immortal, cosmogome
dreams 1n which one seems to carry the world in one's
breast, to touch the stars, to possess the infimtel
Divine moments, hours of ecstasy, when thought thes
from world to world, penetrates the gre enigma,
breathes with a respiration large, tranquil, and pro-
found like that of the ocean, and hovers serene and
boundless like the blue heaven! Viuts from the

x



And now for Obermenn's turp, Obermant by

the Lake of Bienne

My path lay beside the green waters of the Thiele.
Feeling inclined 10 muge, and gpding the night s0

out of d00Ts: 1 took the road tO Saint Blaise.
descended & gteep DAk and got upon the shore of
the lake whero its Tipple came up and oxpired. The
air was calm ; every one was ab rests 1 remained there
for hours. Towards morning the moon shed over the
earth and waters the ineffable melancholy of her last
gleams. Nature seems unspeakab\y grand, when
p\unged in a long reverie, onoe hears the rippling ©
the waters upon & golitary gtrand, in the calm of a nigh
still enkindled and Juminous with the setting 000N

¢ Sensibility beyond utterance,, charm and torme
of our vain years ; ¢ast consciousness of a natu
gverywhere greater than we 2T¢ and everywhere i
penet.rable; all-embracing passion, ripened wisdc
delicious se\i—abandonmenb——-everytbing that a MmO
heart cal contain of Jife-weariness and yearning
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it all, I experienced it all, in this memorable night.
1 have made a grave atep towards the age of decline,
I have swallowed up ten yearsof lifaat once. Happy
the simple, whose heart is alwaya young!”’

No translation can render adequately the ca-
dence of diction, the *dying fall’ of reveries like
those of Sénancour or Rousscan. But even in a
translation we mnst surcly perceive that the magic
of atyle is with Sénancour’s fecling for nature, not
Amiel's; and in the original this is far more mani.
feat still,

Magic of style is creative: its possessor himself
creates, and he inspires and enables his reader in
some sort to create after him, And creation gives
the sense of hife and joy; hence 1ts extrsordinary
value. DBut eloguence may exwst withont magte of
style, and this eloquence, accompanying thoughts
of rare worth and depth, may heighten their effect
greatly.  And M. Scherer says that Amiel's specu-
lative philosophy is ‘on a far other scalo of vast-
ness ' than Sénancour’s, and therefore he gives the
preference to the eloquence of Amiel, which clothes
and conveys this vaster philosophy. Amiel was
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no doubt greatly Sénancour's superior in culture
and instruction generally ; in philosophical read-
ing and what i3 called philosophical thought he
was immensely his superior. My sense for philo-
sophy, I know, is as far from satisfying Mr.
Frederic Harrison as my sense for Hugo's poetry
is from satisfying Mr. Swinburne. But I am too
old to change and too hardened to hide what I
think; and when I am presented with philosophical
speculations and fold that they are on a high
scale of vastness, I persist in looking closely at
them and in honestly asking myself what I find to
be their positive value. And we get from Amiel’s
powers of ‘ speculative intuition’ things like this—

‘Created spirits in the accomplishment of their
destinies tend, so to speak, to form constellations and
milky ways within the empyrean of the divinity ;
in becoming gods, they surrcund the throns of the
sovereign with a sparkling court.

Or this—

‘Is not mind the universal virtuality, the universe
latent? 1If so, its zero would be the germ of the in-

finite, which i3 expressed mathematically by the
double zero (00),
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Or, to let our philosopher dovelop himself nt mora
length, let us take this retum to the zero, which
Mrs. Humplry Ward prefers here fo render by

nothingness:—

This psychological reinvolution Is an anticipation
of death, it representa the lifa boyond the grave, the
return to Scheol, tho soul fading into the world of
ghosts or descending into the region of Die Mutler;
it implies the simplification of the individual who,
allowing all the accid of lity to
exists henceforward only in thu invisible mw, lho
state of point, of potentiality, of pregnant nothingness,
Is not this the true definition of mind 1 is not mind,
dissociated from space and time, just this?t Its
dovelopment, past or future, is contained in it just na
a curve is contained in ita elgebraical formula,  This
nothing is anall.  This puncfum without dimenxions
is a punclum saliens.’

French critics throw up their hands in diemay nt
theviolencewhichthe Germanised Amiel, propound-
ing his speculative philosaphy, often docs to the
French language. My objection is rather that anch
speculative philosophy, as that of which [ have been
quoting specimens has no value, is perfectly futile,
And Amiel's Journal contains far too much of 1t.
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What is futile we may throw aside; but when
Amiel tells us of his ‘protean nature essentially
metamorphosable, polarisable, and virtual, when
be tells us of his longing for ‘ totality,” we must
listen, ‘although these phrases may in France, as
M. Paul Bourget says, ‘raise a shudder in a
humanist trained on Livy and Pascal” But these
phrases stood for ideas which did practically rule,
in 2 great degree, Amiel’s life, which he often de-
velops not only with great subtlety, but also with
force, clearness, and eloquence, making it hoth
easy and interesting to us to follow him. . But still,
when we have the ideas present before us, T shall
ask, what is their value, what does Amiel obtain
in them for the service of either himself or other
people ?

Let us take first what, adopting his own phrase,
we may call’his ‘bedazzlement with the infinite,’
his thirst for ‘totality! Ommis determinatio est
negatio. Amiel has the gift and the bent for
making his soul ‘the capacity for all form, not a
soul but fhe soul’ He finds it easier and more
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natural * to be man than a man Xis permanent
instinet is to be * a subtle and fugitive spirit which
no base com absorb or fix entirely It costs him
an effort to affirm bis own personslity : ‘the in-
finite draws me to it, the Henons of Plotinus in-
toxicates me liks a philtre”

It intexicates him unti} the thought of absorp-
tion and extinction, the Nirvdna of Buddhism, be
comes his thought of refuge :—

'Tho individua} life is & nothing ignorant of itself,
and a3 goon a3 this nothing knows itself, individual
life is abolished 1n principle. For assoon as the iliu-
sion vanishes, Nothingness resumes 1a eternal sway,
the suffering of life is over, crror bas dizappeared,
time and form have for this enfranchised individuality
ceaved to be; the coloured air-bubble has burstin
the infimte space, and the misery of thought has sunk
to rest inthe changeless repose of all-embracing
Notbing’

With this bedazement with thetnfimte and
this drift towards Buddhisia comes the impatienca
with all production, with even paetry and arnt
themselves, because of their necesxary limits and

imperfection :—
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* Composition demands a concentration, decision,
and pliancy which I no longer possess. I cannot fuse
together materials and ideas. If we are to give
anything a form e must, =0 to speak, be the tyrants
of it We must treat our subject brutally and not
be always trembling lest wwe should be doing it a
wrong. We must be able to transmute and absorb
it into our own substance. This sort of confident
effrontery is beyond me ; my whole nature tends fo
that impersonality which respects and subordinates
itzelf to the object; it is love of truth which holds
me back from concluding and deciding.’

The desire for the all, the impatience with what
is partial and limited, the fascination of the in-
finite, are the topics of page after page in the
Journal. 1t is a prosaic mind which has never
been in contact with ideas of this sort, never felt
theircharm. They lend themselves well to poetry.
but what are we to say of their value as ideas to
be lived with, dilated on, made the governing
* ideas of life? Except for use in passing, and with
the power to dismiss them again, they are un-
profitable. Shelley’s

* Life like a dome of many-coloured glass
Stains the white radiance of eternity
Until death tramples it to fragments’
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Las value 23 a splendid image nobly introduced in
a beautiful and impassioned poem. But Amiel's
*coloured air-bubble,’ 29 2 positive piece of * gpecu-
Iative ntuition,’ has no valoe whatever. Nay, the
thoughts which have positive truth and value, the
thoughts to be lived with and dwelt upon, the
thoughts which are a real acquisition for our
minds, are precisely thoughts whick counteract
the ‘vague aspiration and indeterminate desire’
possessing Amiel and filling his Journal: they
are thoughts insisting on the need of limit, the
feasibility of performance. Goethe says edmir-
ably—

* Wer grosses will muss aich zusammenraffen:

In der Beschrankung zeigt sich erst der Meister,”
*He who will do great things must pull himself
together : it is in worlang within Limits that the
master comes out” Buffon says not less admir-
ably—

*Tout sujet est un, et quelquo vaste qu'l soit, il
peut étre renfermé dans un seul dscours’

Every subject is one, and however vast 1t may be
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is capable of being contained in a single discourse.’
The ideas to live with, the ideas of sterling value to
us, are, I repeat, ideas of this kind : ideas staunchly
counteracting and reducing the power of the in-
finite and indeterminate, not paralysing us with it.

And indeed we have not to go beyond Amiel
himself for proof of this. Amiel was paralysed by
living in these ideas of  vague aspiration and in-
determinate desire,’ of ‘ confounding his personal
life in the general life,; by feeding on these ideas,
treating them as august and precious, and filling
hundreds of pages of Journal with them. He was
paralysed by it, he became impotent and miser-
able. And he knew it, and tells us of it himself
with & power of analysis and with a sad elo-
quence which to me are much more interesting
and valuable than his philosophy of Maia and the
Great Wheel. ‘By your natural tendency,’ he
says to himself, ‘ you arrive at disgust with life,
despair, pessimism.’ And again: ‘Melancholy
outlook on all sides. Disgust with myself! And

again : ‘I cannot deceive myself as to the fate in
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atore for me : increasing isolation, inward disap-

b during regrets, s melancholy neither

to be consoled nor confessed, a mournful old age,
s slow egony, & death in the desert.’ Andall this
misery by his own fault, his own wistakes, ‘To
live is to conguer incessantly; one must have
the courage to be happy. I turn in a wcions
circle ; 1 have never had clear sight of miy true
voeation.'

1 cannot, therefore, fall 1n with that particular
line of admiration which enties, praising Auwniels
Journsl, have commonty followed 1 caunot jon
in celebrating his prodigies of speculative win
tion, tho glow snd splendour of lus beatific 1o

of absolute knowledge, the mariellous p.z
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But the Journal reveals a side in Awmiel which
his eritics, so far as I have seen, have hardly
noticed, a side of real power, originality, and value.
He says himself that he never had clear sight of his
true vocation: well, his true vocation, it seems to me,
was that of a literary critic. Here heis admirable
M. Scherer was & true friend when he offered to
introduce him to an editor, and suggested an article
on Uhland. There is hardly a literary criticism
in these two volumes which is not masterly, angd
which does not make one desire more of the same
kind. And not Amiel’s lterary criticism only,
but his criticism of society, politics, national char-
acter, religion, is in general well informed, just,
and penetrating in an eminent degree. Any one
single page of this criticism is worth, in my
opinion, a hundred of Amiel’s pages about the In-
finite Illusion and the Great Wheel. Tt is to this
side in Amiel that I desire now to draw attention.
I would have abstained from writing about him if
I had only to disparage and to find fault, only to
say that be had been overpraised, and that his
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dealings with Maia seemed to me profitable neither
for himself nor for others.

Let me first take Amiel as a critic of literature,
and of the literature which he naturally knew
best, French literature. Hear him as critic on
that best of critics, Sainte-Beuve, of whose death
(1869) he hod just heard :—

The fact is, Sainte-Beuve leaves a greater void
behind him than either Béranger or Lamartine ; their
greatness was already distant, historical ; he was still
helping us to think. The true cntic supplies all the
world with a basis, He represents the public judg-
ment, that is to sy, the public reason, the touchstone,
tho gcales, the crucible, which tests the value of each
man snd the merit of each work. Infallibality of
judgment is perbaps rarer than anything else, 8o fine
a balance of qualities does it demand—qualities both
natural and acquired, qualities of both mind and
heart, What years of labour, what study and com-
parison, are needed to bring the critical judgment to
maturity | Like Plato’s sage, it is only at fifty thay
the eritic is risen to the true height of hus hterary
priesthood, or, to put it less pompously, of s social
function. Not till then has he compassed all modeg
of being, and made every shade of appreciation hig
own,  And Sante-Beuve jouned to this infintely re.
fined calture a prodigions memory and an meredible
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multitude of facts and anecdotes stored up for the
gervice of his thought.’ ?

The criticism is so sound, so admirably put,
and so charming, that one wishes Sainte-Beuve
could have read it himself, ‘

Try Amiel next on the touchstone afforded
by that ‘half genius, half charlatan, Victor
ﬁugo — '

*I have heen again looking through Vietor Hugo’s
Paris (1867). For ten years event after event
has given the lie to the prophet, but the confidence
of the prophet in his own imaginings is not therefors
a whit diminished. Humility and common sense are
only fit for Lilliputians. Vietor Hugo superbly
ignores everything which he has not foreseen. He
does not kmow that pride limits the mind, and that
a limitless pride is a littleness of soul. If he could
but learn to rank himself with other men and France
with other nations, he would see things more truly,
and would not fall into his insane exaggerations, his
extravagant oracles. But proportion and justness
his chords will never know. He is vowed to the
Titanic; his gold is always mixed with lead, his
insight with childishness, his reason with madness.
He cannot be simple ; like the blaze of a house on
fire, his light is blinding. In short, he astonishes
but provokes, he stirs but amnoys. His note is
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always half or two-thinls falee, and that fs why he
perpetuslly makes us focl uncomfortable, The preat
poet in him cannot get clear of the eharlatan. A
few pricks of Voltaire’s trony wonld have made the
inflation of this genius collapso, and rendered him
stronger by rendering him sanor. It iy a public mis
fortuno that the most powerful poet of France slionld
not have better understood his réle, and that, unlike
the Hebrew prophets who chastiesd becauss they
loved, he flatters his fellow-citizena from aystorn and
from pride France ia the world, Paris is Franco,
Hugo is Paris. Bow down and worship, yo nations !*

Finally, we will hear Amiel on n consummnte
and supreme French classic, as perfect as IHugo in
flawed, La Fontaine :—

“Went throngh my La Fontaino yesterday, nnel
remarked his omiszions. . . Ho has not an echa of
chivalry hannting him.  Hiv French history datem
from Lowms XIV. His geography extends in reihity
but s few square miles, and reachos nethvr the
Rhine nor the Lotre, neither the mountains nor the
tea.  He never invents hi subjects, Lut indolently
takes them ready-made from els-wherr. But wth
all this, whkat an adorable writer, what a prunter,
what 2n obeerver, what & master of ths enmie anrl
the matirieal, what a tefler of & rtury ! [ a1 neaver
tired of ki, though I know Lalf hus fables by heart
In the matter of vorabulary, turma of expresxion,
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tones, idioms, his language is perhaps the richest of
the great period, for it combines skilfully the archaic
with the classical, the Gaulish element with what is
French., Varioty, finesse, sly fun, sensibility, rapidity,
conciseness, suavity, grace, gaiety-~when necessary
nobleness, serionsness, grandeur—you find everything
in our fabulist And the happy epithets, and the
telling proverbs, and the sketches dashed off, and
the unexpected audacities, and the point driven well
home! One cannot say what he has not, so many
diverse aptitudes he has,

‘Compare his Poodeutler and Death with Boileaw’s,
and you can measure the prodigious difference
between the artist and the critic who wanted to
teach him better. La Fontaine brings visibly before
you the poor peasant under the monarchy, Boileau
but, exhibits o dradge sweating under his load. The
first is a historic witness, the second a school-versifier,
La Fontaine enables you to recomstruct the whole
society of his nge; the pleasant old soul from Cham-
pagne, with his animals, turns out to be the one and
only Bomer of France, )

‘His weak side is his epicureanism, with its tinge
of grossness. This, no doubt, was what made La-
martine dislike bim. The religious string is wanting
to his lyre, he has nothing which shows him to have
known either Christianity or the high tragedies of
the soul. Kind Nature is his goddess, Horace his
prophet, and Montaigne his gospel. In other words,
his horizon is that of the Renascence. This islet
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of paganism in the midst of a Catholic society is
vory curious ; the paganism is perfectly simple and
frank.

These are but notes, jottings in his Journal,
and Amiel passed from them to broodings over the
infinite, and personality, and totality. Probably
the literary criticism which he did so well, and for
which be shows a true vocation, gave him never-
theless but little pleasure because he did it thus
fragmentarily and by fits and starts. To do it
thoroughly, to make his fragments into wholes, to
fit them for coming before the public, composition
with its toils and limits was necessary, Toils and
limits composition indeed has; yet all composi-

tion is a kind of creation, creation gives, as I have

already said, pl end, when ful and
sustained, more than pleasure, joy. Amiel, had
he tried the experiment with lterary criticism,
where lay his true vocation, would bave found it
s0.  Sainte-Beuve, whom he so much admires,
would have been the most miserable of men if

bis production bad been but s volume or two of
A 4
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middling poems and a journal, But Sainte-
Beuve's motto, as Amiel himself notices, was that
of the Emperor Severus: ZLaboremus. ‘Work,
Sainte-Beuve confesses to a friend, ‘is my sore
burden, but it is also my great resource. I eat my
heart out when I am not up to the neck in work;
there you have the secret of the life I lead) If
M. Scherer's introduction to the Revue Ger-
manigue could but bhave been used, if Amiel
could but have written the article on Uhland, and
followed it up by plenty of articles more !

I have quoted largely from Amiel's literary
criticism, because this side of him has, so far as
I have observed, received so little attention, and
yet deserves attention so eminently. But his more
general criticism, too, shows, as I have said, the
same high qualities as his criticism of authors and
books. I must quote one or two of his aphorisms:
Lesprit sert bien & tout, mats ne suffit & vien: < Wits
are of use for everything, sufficient for nothing.’
Une société it de sa foi et sc développe par la science ;

‘A nociety lives on its faith and develops itself by
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scicnce’  L'ftae tiddral est irrealisable avec um
religion antilbérale, ef presque irréalisable avee Fab-
sence de religlon: ‘Liberal communities are im-
possilile with an snti-liberal religion, and almost
impossible with the absence of religion’ But
epigrammntic sentences of this sort are perhaps
not so very difficult to produce, in French at any
rate. Let us take Amicl when he has room and
verge enough to show what he can really say
“which is important about saciety, religion, national
life and character, We have seen what an influ-
ence his years passed in Germany had upon hitn:
we have acen how severely be judges Victor
Hugo's faults : the faults of the French nation at
Inrge he judges with » like severity, Dut what
a fine and just perception does the following
passage show of the deficiencies of Germany, the
advantage which the western pations have in
their more finished civilisation .—
It iy in the novel that the merage vulgurity of

German eociety, and ity mferiority to the srictics of
Franco and England are most clearly visible The
N



824 ESSAYS IN CRITICISM X

notion of a thing's jarring on fhe faste is wanting to
German wsthetics. Their elegance knows nothing of
grace ; they have no sense of the enormous distance
between distinction (gentlemanly, ladylike) and their
stiff Vornehmlichkeit. ‘Their imagination lacks style,
training, education, and knowledge of the world; it
is stamped with an ill-bred air even in its Sunday
clothes. The race is practical and intelligent, but
common and ill-mannered. Ease, amiability, mauners,
wit, animation, dignity, charm, are qualities which
belong to others.

“Will that inner freedom of soul, that profound
harmony of all the faculties, which I have sos
often observed among the best Germans, ever come
to the surface? Will the conquerors of to-day
ever civilise their forms of life? It is by their future
novels that we shall be able to judge. As soon as
the German novel can give us quite good society
the Germans will he in the raw stage no longer.’

And this pupil of Berlin, this devourer of
German books, this victim, say the French crities,
to the contagion of German style, after three .
hours, one day, of a Geschichie der Bsthetik in
Deutschland, breaks out z— ‘

‘Learning and even thought are not everything.

A little esprit, point, vivacity, imagination, grace,
would do no harm. Do these pedantic books leave
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asingla image or sentence, a single striking or new
fact, in the memory when one fays them ddown
No, nothing but fatigus and confusion.  Oh, for
clearness, terseness, brevityt Diderot, Voltaire, or
even Galiani! A ehort article by Sainte- Beuve,
Scherer, ftenan, Victor Cherbubiog, gives one more
pleasure, and makes one ponder and refieet more,
than a thousaud of these German pages crammed
to the margin and showing the work itself rather
than its result.  The (iermans heap the faggots for
the pile, the French bring the Bro.  Spare me your
lucubrations, give me facta or idess  Keep your
vats, your must, your dregy, to yourselves, I want
wine fully made, wine which will sparkle in the glass,
sud kundle my spirita nstead of oppressing them.!

Amel may have been led away deteriora sequiz
be may have Germmanised until he has become
capable of the verb dépersonnaliser and the noun
réumplication ; but after all, his heart i3 1n the
right place - vide! melwra probalque e rennins
2t bottom the man who said: Le fivre serait mon
ambition., Ho adds, to be suare, that it would be
son ambition, *1f ambition were pot vamty, and
vanity of vanities”

Yet ting disenchanted brooder, ‘full of
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quil disgust at the futility of our ambitions, ~(:he
void of our existence, bedazzled with the infinite,
can observe the world and society with consum-
mate keenness and shrewdness, and at the same
time with a delicacy which to the man of the
world is in general wanting. Is it possible to
analyse le grand monde, high society, as the Old
World knows it and America knows it not, more

acutely than Amiel does in what follows %

“In society people are expected to behave as it
they lived on ambrosia and concerned themselves
with no interests but such as are noble. Care, need,
passion, do not exist. All realism is suppressed as
brutal. In a word, what is called le grand monde
gives itself for the moment the flattering illusion that
it is moving in an ethereal atmosphere and breathing
the air of the gods. For this reason all vehemence,
any cry of nature, all real suffering, all heedless
familiarity, any genuine sign of passion, are startling
and distasteful in this delicate milien, and at once
destroy the collective work, the cloud-palace, the im.
posing architectural creation raised by common con-
sent. It is like the shrill cock-crow which breaks the
spell of all enchantments, and puts the fairies to flight.
These select gatherings produce without intending it
& sort of concert for ¢ye and ear, an improvised work
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of art By theinstinetive collaboration of everybody
concerned, wit and tasto hold festival, and the associa
tions of reality ave exchanged for the nssociations of
imagination  So understood, society is a form of
poetry ; the cultivated classes deliberately recompose
the idyll of the past, and the buried world of Astrma.
Paradox or not, I believe that these fugitive attempts
to reconstruct a dream, whme only cnd is beauty,

fused remi of an age of gold
ha\mtm" the human heart; ov rather, aspirations
Lowards 3 harmony of things which every-day reslity
denies to us, and of which art alone gives us a
glimpsa.”

1 romember reading m an American newspaper
n solemn letter by an excellent republican, asking
what were s shopmin's or a Jabourer's feelings
when be walked through Eaton or Chatsworth,
Amiel will tell him  they are ‘ reminiscences of an
age of gold haunting the human heart, aspirations
towards & harmony of tlunygs which every-day reality
denics to us' I appeal to my fnend the auther
of Triumphant Demore ~alf, to say whether
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quil disgust at the futility of our ambitions, the
void of our existence, bedazzled with the infinite,
can observe the world and society with consum-
mate keenness and shrewdness, and at the samse
time with a delicacy which to the man of the
world is in general wanting. Is it possible to
analyse le grand monde, high society, as the Old
World knows it and America knows it not, more

acutely than Amiel does in what follows ?—

“In society people are expected to behave as if
they lived on ambrosia and concerned themselves
with no interests but such as are noble. Care, need,
passion, do not exist. All realism is suppressed as
brutal. In a word, what is called le grand monde
gives itself for the moment the flattering illusion that
it is moving in an ethereal atmosphere and breathing
the air of the gods, For this reason all vehemence,
any cry of nature, all real suffering, all heedless
familiarity, any genuine sign of passion, are startling
and distasteful in this delicate milizu, and at once
destroy the collective work, the cloud-palace, the im-
posing architectural creation raised by common con-
sent. It is like the shrill cock-crow which breaks the
spell of all enchantments, and puts the fairies to flight,
These select gatherings produce without intendine it
& sort of concert for eye and eax, an improvised wcork
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of art. By the instinctive collaboration of everybody
concerned, wit and taste hold festival, and the associa-
tions of reality are exchanged for the associations of
imagination  So understood, society is a form of
poetry ; the cultivated classes deliberately recompose
the 1dyll of the past, and the buried world of Astrea,
Paradox or not, I believe that these fugitive attempts
to reconstruct a dream whose only end is beanty,

fused of an age of gold
hnuntm" the human heart; or rather, aspirations
towards a harmony of things which every-day reality
denies to us, and of which art alone mves us a
ghmpse.”

1 remember reading 10 an American newspaper
a solemn letter by an excellent republican, asking
what were a shopman's or a labourer's feelings
when he walked through Eaton or Chatsworth.
Amiel will tell him  they are * remniscences of an
age of gold haunting the human heart, aspirations
towards a harmony of things which every-day reality
denies to us’ I appeal to my friend the author
of Triumphant Democracy humself, to say whether
these are to be had 1n walking through Pittsburg.

Indeed it 13 by contrast with Amerwcan life
that Nirtdna appears to Amiel so desirable.—
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‘For the Americans, life means devouring, in
cessant activity. They must win gold, predomi-
nance, power ; they must crush rivals, subdue nature,
They have their beart set on the mcans, and never
for an instant think of the ‘end. They confound
being with individual being, and the expansion of
self with happiness. This means that they do not
live by the soul, that they ignore the immutable and
eternal, bustle at the circumference of their existence
because they cannot penetrate to its centre. They
are restless, eager, positive, becanse they are super-
ficial. To what end all this stir, noise, greed, strugglot
It is all & mere being stunned and deafoued |’

Space is failing me, but I must yet find room
for a less indirect criticisin of democracy than the

foregoing rewarks on American life

¢ Buch function fo the most worthy: this maxim is
the professed rule of all constitutions, and serves to
test them, Democracy is not forbidden to apply it ;
but Democracy rarely does apply it, because she holds,
for cxample, that the most worthy man is the man
who pleases her, whereas he who pleases her ia not
always the most worthy ; and because she supposes
that reason guides the masses, whereas in reality they
are most commonly led by passion.  And in the end
every fulschood has to be expiated, for truth always
takes its revenge.’
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What publicists and politicians have to learn
is, that ‘the ultimate ground uwpon which every
avilisation rests is the average morality of the
masses and a sufficient amount of practical
righteousness’ But where does duty find its
inspiration and sanctions? In religion. And
what does Amiel think of the traditional religion
of Christendom, the Christianity of the Churches?
He tells us repeatedly, but 2 month or two before
bis death, with death i full view, he tells us
with pecnliar impressiveness :—

“The whole Semitic dramaturgy has como to seem
to me a work of the imagination. Tho apostolic
documents have changed in value and meaning to my
eyes. The distinction between belief and truth has
grown clearerand clearer tome, Religious psychology
has become a simple phenomenon, and bas lost ity
Bxed and absolute valae  The apologetics of Paseal,
Leibitz, Secrétan, appear to me no woro convineing
than those of the Middle Age, for they assume that
which 15 in question—a revealed doctrine, a definite
and unchangeable Christianity.”

Is it possible, he asks, to receive at this day the
common doetrine of a Divine Providence direct
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ing all the eircumstances of our life, and conse-
quently inflicting upon us our miseries as means
of education?

' Is this heroic faith compatible with our actual
knowledge of the laws of nature? Hardly. But
what this faith makes objective we may take sub-
jectively. The moral being may moralise his suffer-
ing -in turning the natural fact to account for the
education of his inner man. What he cannot change
he callz the will of God, and to will what God wills
brings him peace.’

But can a religion, Amiel asks again, with-
out miracles, without wunverifiable mystery, be
efficacious, have influence with the many? And
again he answers :—

‘Pious fiction is still fiction. Truth has superior
rights. The world must adapt itself to truth, not
truth to the world. Copernicus upset the astronomy
of the Middle Age; so much the worse for the
astronomy. The Everlasting Gospel is revolutionis-
ing the Churches ; what does it matter$’

This is water to our mill, as the Germans say,
indeed. But 1 have come even thus late in the
day to speak of Amiel, not because I found him

supplying water for any particular mill, either
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mine or any other, but becanse it seemed to me
that by o whole important side he was eminently
worth Jmowing, and that to this side of him the
public, here n Engiand at any rate, had not
had its attention sufficiently drawn. If in the
seventeen thousand pages of the Journal there
are many -pages still unpublished in which
Amiel exercises his true vocation of eritic, of
literary critic more especially, let his friends give
them to us, let M. Scherer introduce them to us,
let Mrs. Humphry Ward translate them for us,
But sat patric Priamoque datum  Maa has had
her full share of space already : I will not ask for
a word more about the infinite illusion, or the
double zero, or the Great Wheel

TUE END

Pristed &y R &R Crarx, Lisiren, Ldiburgh.



