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INTRODUCTION
HOW TO READ WITH PROFIT: JOHN RUSKIN

EN you come to a good book, you must ask yourself, *“ Am I
inclined to work as a miner would ? Are my pickaxes and shovel
in good order, and am I in good trim myself, my sleeves well up
to the elbow, and my breath good, and my temper ? ’ And, keeping the
figure a little longer, even at cost of tiresomeness, for it is a thoroughly
useful one, the metal you are in search of being the author’s mind or
meaning, his words are as the rock which you have to crush and smelt
in order to get at it. And your pickaxes are your own care, wit, and
learning ; your smelting furnace is your own thoughtful soul. Do
not hope to get at any good author’s meaning without those tools and
that fire ; often you wgll need sharpest, finest chiselling, and patientest
fusing, before you can gather one grain of the metal.
And, therefore, first of all, I tell you, earnestly and authoritatively
(I know I am right in this), you must get into the habit of looking intensely
at words, and assuring yourself of their meaning, syllable by syllable—
nay, letter by letter. For though it is only by reason of the opposition
of letters in the function of signs, to sounds in function of signs, that
the study of books is called ‘‘ literature,” and that a man versed in it
is called, by the consent of nations, a man of letters instead of a man
of books, or of words, you may yet connect with that accidental nomen-
clature this real principle :—that you might read all the books in the
British Museum (if you could live long enough), and remain an utterly
‘“ illiterate,”” uneducated person ; but that if you read ten pages of a good
book, letter by letter,—that is to say, with real accuracy,—you are for
everinore in some measure an educated person. The entire difference
between education and non-education (as regards the merely intellectual
part of it) consists in this accuracy. A well-educated gentleman may not
know many languages,—may not be able to speak any but his own,—
may have read very few books. But whatever language he knows,
he knows precisely ; whatever word he pronounces he pronounces rightly ;
above all, he is learned in the peerage of words ; knows the words of true
descent and ancient blood at a glance, from words of modern canaille ;
rememibers all their ancestry—their inter-marriages, distantest relation-
ships, and.the extent to which they were admitted, and offices they held,

41



2 ' . INTRODUCTION

among the national noblesse of words at any time, and in any country.

But an uneducated person may know by memory any number of languages
and talk them all, and yet truly know not a word of any,—not a word
even of his own. An ordinarily clever and sensible seaman will be able
to make his way ashore at most ports ; yet he has only to speak a sentence
of any language to be known for an illiterate person : so also the accent,
or turn of expression of a single sentence will at once mark a scholar.
And this is so strongly felt, so conclusively admitted, by educated persons,
that a false accent or a mistaken syllable is enough, in the parliament
of any civilized nation, to assign to a man a certain degree of inferior
standing for ever. And this is right ; but it is a pity that the accuracy
insisted on is not greater, and required to a serious purpose. It is right
that a false Latin quantity should excite a smile in the House of Commons ;
but it is wrong that a false English meaning should not excite a frown
there. Let the accent of words be watched, by all means, but let their
meaning be watched more closely still, and fewer will do the work. A
few words well chosen and well distinguished, will do work that a thousand
cannot, when everyone is acting, equivocally, in the function of another.
Yes ; and words, if they are not watched, will do deadly work sometimes.
There are masked words droning and skulking about us in Europe
just now,—(there never were so many, owing to the spread of a shallow,
blotching, blundering, infectious ‘‘ information,” or rather deformation,
everywhere, and to the teaching of catechisms and phrases at schools
instead of human meanings)—there are masked words abroad, I say,
which nobody understands, but which everybody uses, and most people
will also fight for, live for, or even die for, fancying they mean this, or
that, or the other, of things dear to them : for such words wear chameleon
cloaks—‘ groundlion " cloaks, of the colour of the ground of any man'’s
fancy : on that ground they lie in wait, and rend him with a spring from it.
There were never creatures of prey so mischievous, never diplomatists
so cunning, never poisoners so deadly, as these masked words; they
are the unjust stewards of all men’s ideas : whatever fancy or favourite
instinct a man most cherishes, he gives to his favourite masked word
to take care of for him ; the word at last comes to have an infinite power
over him,—you cannot get at him but by its ministry. And in languages
so mongrel in breed as the English, there is a fatal power of equivocation
put into men’s hands, almost whether they will or not, in being able to
use Greek or Latin forms for a word when they want it to be respectable,
and Saxon or otherwise common forms when they want to discredit it.

What a singular and salutary effect, for instance, would be produced
on the minds of people who are in the habit of taking the Form of the
wards they live by, for the Power of which those words tell them, if we
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always either retained, or refused, the Greek form ** biblos,” or ‘‘ biblion,”
'as the right expresswn for ‘‘ book “—instead of employing it only
in the one instance in which we wish to give dignity to the idea, and
translating it everywhere else. How wholesome it would be for the many
simple persons who worship the Letter of God’s Word instead of its

pmt (just as other idolaters worship His picture instead of His presence,)
if, in such places (for instance) as Acts xix. 19 we retained the Greek
expression, instead of translating it, and they had to read—*‘ Many of
them also which used curious arts, brought their Bibles together, and
burnt them before all men ; and they counted the price of them, and
found it fifty thousand pieces of silver!” Or if, on the other hand,
we translated instead of retaining it, and always spoke of ‘‘ the Holy
Book,” instead of ‘‘ Holy Bible,” it might come into more heads than it
does at present that the Word of God, by which the heavens were ot
old, and by which they are now kept in store, cannot be made a present
of to anybody in morocco binding ; nor sown on any wayside by help
either of steam plough or steam press ; but is nevertheless being offered
to us daily, and by us with contumely refused ; and sown in us daily,
and by us as instantly as may be, choked.

So, again, consider what effect has been produced on the English
vulgar mind by the use of the sonorous Latin form ‘‘ damno,” in trans-
lating the Greek word, when people charitably wish to make it forcible ;
and the substitution of the temperate ‘‘ condemn ” for it, when they
choose to keep it gentle. And what notable sermons have been preached
by illiterate clergymen on—*‘ He that believeth not shall be damned ; ”
though they would shrink with horror from translating, Heb. xi. 7,
‘‘ The saving of his house, by which he damned the world,” or John viii. 12,
‘“Woman, hath no man damned thee? She saith, No man, Lord,
Jesus answered her, Neither do I damn thee; go and sin no more.”
And divisions in the mind of Europe, which have, cost seas of blood,
and in the defence of which the noblest souls of men have been cast
away in frantic desolation, countless as forest-leaves—though, in the
heart of them, founded on deeper causes—have nevertheless been rendered
practically possible, namely, by the European adoption of the Greek
word for a public meeting, to give peculiar respectability to such meetings,
when held for religious purposes; and other collateral equivocations,
such as the vulgar English one of using the word ‘‘ priest *’ as a contraction
for pr&sbyter "

Now, in order to deal with words rightly, this is the habit you must
form. Nearly every word in your language has been first a word of some
other language—of ‘Saxon, German, French, Latin, or Greek ; (not to
speak of eastern and primitive dialects). And many words have been
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all these ;—that is to say, have been Greek first, Latin next, French
or German next, and English last : undergoing a certain change of sense
and usk on the lips of each nation ; but retaining a deep vital meaning
which all good scholars feel in employing them, even at this day. If
you do not know the Greek alphabet, learn it; young or old—girl or
boy—whoever you may be, if you think of reading seriously (which,
. of course, implies that you have some leisure at command), learn your
Greek alphabet ; then get good dictionaries of all these languages, and
whenever you are in doubt about a word, hunt it down patiently. Read
Max Muller’s lectures thoroughly, to begin with ; and, after that, never
let a word escape you that looks suspicious. It is severe work ; but
you will find it, even at first, interesting, and at last, endlessly amusing.
And the general gain to your character, in power and precision, will be
quite incalculable.

Mind, this does not imply knowing, or trying to know, Greek, or
Latin, or French. It takes a whole life to learn any language perfectly.
But you can easily ascertain the meanings through which the English
word has passed ; and those which in a good writer’s work it must still
bear.

And now, merely for example’s sake, I will, with your permission,
read a few lines of a true book with you carefully and see what will
come out of them. I will take a book perfectly known to you all ; no
English words are more familiar to us, yet nothing perhaps has been
less read with sincerity. I will take these few following lines of Lycidas.

‘“ Last came, and last did go,
The pilot of the Galilean lake ;
Two massy keys he bore of metals twain,
(The golden opes, the iron shuts amain),
He shook his mitred locks, and stern bespake,
How well could I have spar’d for thee, young swain,
Enow of such as for their bellies’ sake
Creep, and intrude, and climb into the fold !
Of other care they little reckoning make,
Than how to scramble at the shearers’ feast,
And shove away the worthy bidden guest ;
Blind mouths ! that scarce themselves know how to hold
A sheep-hook, or have learn’d aught else, the least
That to the faithful herdman’s art belongs !
What recks it them ? What need they ? They are sped ;
And when they list, their lean and flashy songs
Grate on their scrannel pipes of wretched straw ;
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The hungry sheep look up, and are not fed,

But swoln with wind, and the rank mist they draw,
Rot inwardly, and foul contagion spread ;

Besides what the grim wolf with privy paw

Daily devours apace, and nothing said.”

Let us think over this passage, and examine its words.

First, is it not singular to find Milton assigning to St. Peter, not only
his full episcopal function, but the very types of it which Protestants
usually refuse most passionately ? His ‘‘ mitred " locks! Milton was
no Bishop-lover ; how comes St. Peter to be ‘‘ mitred ? ” ‘* Two massy
keys he bore.” Is this, then, the power of the keys claimed by the
Bishops of Rome, and is it acknowledged here by Milton only in a poetical
licence, for the sake of its picturesqueness, that he may get the gleam
of the golden keys to help his effect ? Do not think it. Great men do
not play stage tricks with the doctrines of life and death: only little
men do that. Milton means what he says ; and means it with his might
too—is going to put the whole strength of his spirit presently into the
saying of it. For though not a lover of false bishops, he was a lover
of true ones ; and the L#ke-pilot is here, in his thoughts, the type and
head of true episcopal power. For Milton reads that text, *‘ I will give
unto your the keys of the kingdom of Heaven ”’ quite honestly. Puritan
though he be, he would not blot it out of the book because there have
been bad bishops ; nay, in order to understand him, we must understand
that verse first ; it will not do to eye it askance, or whisper it under our
breath, as if it were a weapon of an adverse sect. It is a solemn,
universal assertion, deeply to be kept in mind by all sects. But
perhaps we shall be better able to reason on it if we go on a little
farther, and come back to it. For clearly, this marked insistence on
the power of the true episcopate is to make us feel more weightily
what is to be charged against the false claimants of episcopate; or.
generally, against false claimants of power and rank in the body of the
clergy ; they who, ‘‘for their bellies’ sake, creep, and intrude, and
climb into the fold.”

Do not think Milton uses those three words to fill up his verse,

,as a loose writer would. He needs all the three ; specially those three,
and no more than those—‘‘ creep,” and ‘‘ intrude,” and ‘‘ climb ; ” no
other words would or could serve the turn, and no more could be added.
For they exhaustively comprehend the three classes, correspondent to
the three characters, of men who dishonestly seek ecclesiastical power.
First, those who ‘‘ creep ” into the fold ; who do not care for office, nor
name, but for secret influence, and do all things occultly and cunningly,
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consenting to any servility of office or conduct, so only that they may
intimately discern, and unawares direct, the minds of men. Then those
who ““ intrude ” (thrust, that is) themselves into the fold, who by natural
msolence of heart, and stout eloquence of tongue, and fearlessly perse-
verant self-assertion, obtain hearing and authority with the common
crowd. Lastly, those who *‘ climb,” who by labour and learning, both
stout and sound, but selfishly exerted in the cause of their own ambition,
gain high dignities and authorities, and become ‘* lords over the heritage,”
though not *‘ ensamples to the flock.”
Now go on :—

** Of other care they little reckoning make,
‘Than how to scramble at the shearers’ feast.
Blind mouths—"'

I pause again, for this is a strange expression ; a broken metaphor,
one might think, careléss and unscholarly.

Not so : its very audacity and pithiness are intended to make us look
close at the phrase and remember it. Those two monosyllables express
the precisely accurate contraries of right character, in the two great
offices of the Church—those of bishop and pastor.

A Bishop means a person who sees.

A Pastor means one who feeds.

The most unbishoply character a man can have is therefore to be
Blind.

The most unpastoral is, instead of feeding, to want to be fed,—to
be a Mouth.

Take the two reverses together, and you have ‘‘blind mouths.”
We may advisably follow out this idea a little. Nearly all the evils
in the Church have arisen from bishops, desiring power more than light.
They want authority, not outlook. Whereas their real office is not
to rule ; though it may be vigorously to exhort and rebuke ; it is the
king’s office to rule ; the bishops’ office is to oversee the flock ; to number
it, sheep by sheep ; to be ready always to give full account of it. Now
it is clear he cannot give account of the souls, if he has not so much
as numbered the bodies of his flock. The first thing, therefore, that a
bishop has to do is at least to put himself in a position in which, at
any moment, he can obtain the history from childhood of every living
soul in his diocese, and of its present state. Down in that back street,
Bill, and Nancy, knocking each other’s teeth out |—Does the bishop
know all about it ? Has he his eye upon them? Has he A4d his eye
upon them ? Can he circumstantially explain to us how Bill got into
the habit of beating Nancy about the head ? If he cannot, he is no bishop,
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though he had a mitre as high as Salisbury steeple ; he is no bishop,—
he has sought to be at the helm instead of the masthead ; he has no sight
of things. ‘‘Nay,” you say, “it is not his duty to look after Bill in the
back street.”” What! the fat sheep that have full fleeces—you think
it is only those he should look after, while (go back to your Milton)
* the hungry sheep look up, and are not fed, besides what the grim wolf
with privy paw ” (bishops knowing nothing about it) ‘‘ daily devours
apace, and nothing said ? '

‘ But that’s not our idea of a bishop.” Perhaps not ; but it was St.
Paul’s ; and it was Milton’s. They may be right, or we may be ; but
we must not think we are reading either one or the other by putting
our meaning into their words.

I goon.

‘“ But swoln with wind, and the rank mist they draw.”

This is to meet the vulgar answer that ‘‘ if the poor are not looked
after in their bodies, they are in their souls ; they have spiritual food.”

And Milton says, ‘‘ They have no such thing as spiritual food ; they
are only swollen with wind.” At first you may think that it is a coarse
type, and an obscure ong. But again, it is a quite literally accurate one.
Take up your Latin and Greek dictionaries, and find out the meaning
of ‘‘ Spirit.”” It is only a contraction of the Latin word ‘‘ breath,”
and an indistinct translation of the Greek word for ‘* wind.”” The same
word is used in writing, ‘‘ The wind bloweth where it listeth ;” and in
writing, ‘* So is everyone that is born of the Spirit ; ’ born of the breath,
that is ; for it means the breath of God, in soul and body. We have
the true sense of it in our words ‘‘ inspiration ” and ‘‘ expire.” Now,
there are two kinds of breath with which the flock may be filled ; God’s
breath, and man’s. The breath of God is health, and life, and peace
to them, as the air of heaven is to the flocks on the hills ; but man’s
breath—the word which ke calls spiritual,—is disease and contagion
to them, as the fog of the fen. They rot inwardly with it ; they are puffed
up by it, as a dead body by the vapours of its own decomposition. This
is literally true of all false religious teaching; the first, and last, and
fatalest sign of it is that ‘‘ puffing up.” Your converted children, who
‘teach their parents ; your converted convicts, who teach honest men ; your
converted dunces, who, having lived in cretinous stupefaction half their
lives, suddenly awaking to the fact of there being a God, fancy themselves
therefore His peculiar people and messengers ; your sectarians of every
species, small and great, Catholic or Protestant, of high church or low,
in so far as they think themselves exclusively in the right and others
wrong ; and pre-eminently, in every sect, those who hold that men car
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be saved by thinking rightly instead of doing rightly, by word
instead of act, and wish instead of work :—these are the true
fog chilqren—clouds, these, without water ; bodies, these, of putrescent
vapour and skin, without blood or flesh : blown bag-pipes for the fiends
to pipe with—corrupt, and corrupting,—*‘ Swollen with wind, and the
rank mist they draw.”



ELRED
(1109-1166).

AINT ZELRED, or ETHELRED, was abbot of the Cistercian
S monastery at Rievaulx, Yorkshire, in the twelfth century.
Thirty-two of his sermons, collected and published by Richard
Gibbon, remain as examples of the pulpit eloquence of his age ; but not
very much is remembered of ZElred himself €xcept that he was virtuous
enough to be canonized, and was held in high estimation as a preacher
during the Middle Ages. He died in 1166.
His command of language is extraordinary, and he is remarkable
for the cumulative power with which he adds clause to clause and sentence
to sentence, in working towards a climax.

A FAREWELL

T is time that I should begin the journey to which the law of our order
compels me, desire incites me, and affection calls me. But how, even for
so short a time, can I be separated from my beloved ones ? Separated,

I say, in body, and not in spirit ; and I know that in affection and spirit
I shall be so much the more present by how much in body I am the more
absent. I speak after the manner of men because of the infirmity of
my flesh ; my wish is, that I may lay down among you the tabernacle
of my flesh, that I may breathe forth my spirit in your hands, that ye
may close the eyes of your father, and that all my bones should be buried
in your sight ! Pray, therefore, O my beloved ones, that the Lord may
grant me the desire of my soul. Call to mind, dearest brethren, that
it is written of the Lord Jesus, when he was about to remove his presence
from his Disciples, that he, being assembled together with them, com-
manded them that they should not depart from Jerusalem. Following,
therefore, his example, since, after our sweet banquet, we have now
risen from the table, I, who in a little while am about to go away, command
you, beseech you, warn you, not to depart from Jerusalem. For Jeru-
salem signifies peace. Therefore, we commend peace to you, we enjoin
peace to you. Now, Christ himself, our Peace, who hath united us,
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keep you in the unity of the spirit and in the bond of peace ; to whose
protection and consolation I commend you under the wings of the Holy
Ghost ; that lie may return you to me, and me to you in peace and with
safety. Approach now, dearest sons, and in sign of the peace and love
which I have commended to you, kiss your father ; and let us all pray
together that the Lord may make our way prosperous, and grant us when
we return to find you in the same peace, who liveth and relgneth one
God, through all ages of ages. Amen.

THE SERMON AFTER ABSENCE

EHOLD, I have returned, my beloved sons, my joy and my crown
in the Lord ! Behold ! I have returned after many labours, after a
dangerous journey ; I am returned to you, I am returned to your love.
This day is the day of exultation and joy, which, when I was in a foreign
land, when I was struggling with the winds and with the sea, I so long
desired to behold ; and the Lord hath heard the desire of the poor. O
love, how sweetly thou inflamest those that are absent ! How deliciously
thou feedest those that are present ; and yet does not satisfy the hungry
till thou makest Jerusalem to have peace and fillest it with the flour
of wheat! This is the peace which, as you remember, I commended
to you when the law of our order compelled me for a time to be separated
from you ; the peace which, now I have returned, I find (Thanks be to
God |) among you ; the peace of Christ, which, with a certain foretaste
of love, feeds you in the way that shall satisfy you with the plentitude
of the same love in your country. Well, beloved brethren, all that I
am, all that I have, all that I know, I offer to your profit, I devote to your
advantage. Use me as you will ; spare not my labour if it can in any
way serve to your benefit. Let us return, therefore, if you please, or
rather because you please, to the work which we have intermitted ;
and let us examine, the Holy Ghost enduing us with the light of truth,
the heavenly treasures which holy Isaiah has laid up under the guise
of parables, when he writes that parable which the people, freed from his
tyranny, shall take up against the king of Babylon. *‘‘ And it shall come
to pass in the day that the Lord shall give thee rest from thy sorrow,
and from thy fear, and from the hard bondage wherein thou wast made
to serve, that thou shalt take up this parable against the king of Babylon ”
Let us, therefore, understand the parable as a parable Not imagining
that it was spoken against Nebuchadnézzar; the prince of that earthly
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Babylon, but rather against him who is from the North, the prince
of confusion. . . . If any one of us, then, who was once set in the
confusion of vices, and oppressed by the yoke of iniquity, now rejoices
that he rests from his labours and is without confusion for that which is
past, and has cast off the yoke of that worst of slaveries, let him take up
this parable against the king of Babylon. There is labour in vice, there
is rest in virtue ; there is confusion in lust, there is security in chastity ;
there is servitude in covetousness, there is liberty in charity. Now,
there is a labour in vice, and labour for vice, and labour against vice. A
labour in vice when, for the sake of fulfilling our evil desires, the ancient
enemy inflicts hard labour upon us. There is a labour for vice, when any-
one is either afflicted against his will, for the evil which he has done, or if
his will is troubled by the labour of penance. There is a labour against
vice, when he that is converted to God is troubled with divers temptations.
There is also a confusion in vice, when a man, distracted by most evil
passions, is not ruled by reason, but hurried along confusedly by the
tumult of vices; a confusion for vice, when a man is found out and
convicted of any crime, and is therefore confounded, or when a man
repenting and confessing what he has done is purified by healthful confu-
sion and confession ; andpthere is a confusion against vice, when a man,
converted to God, resists the temptation from which he suffers, -by
the recollection of former confusion.

Wonder not if I have kept you longer to-day than my wont is,
because desirous of you, after so long a hunger, I could not be easily
satiated with your presence. Think not, indeed, that even now I am
satiated ; I leave off speaking because I am weary, not because I am
satisfied. But I shall be satisfied when the glory of Christ shall appear,
in whom I now embrace you with delight, you, with whom I hope that
I shall be happily found in him, to whom is honour and glory to ages
of ages. Amen.

ON MANLINESS

RTITUDE comes next, which is necessary in temptation, since
‘perfection of sanctity cannot be so uninterruptedly maintained

- in this life that its serenity will be disturbed by no temptations. But

as our Lord God seems to us, in times when everything appears peaceful
and tranquil, to be merciful and loving and the giver of joy, thus when
he exposes'us either to the temptations of the flesh, or to the suggestions
of demons, or when he afflicts us with the troubles, or wears us out with*
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the persecutions of this world, he seems, as it were, a hard and angry
master. And happy is he who becomes valiant in this his anger, now
resisting, now fighting, now flying, so as to be found neither infirm through
consentmg, nor weak through despairing. Therefore, brethren, who-
ever is not found valiant in his anger cannot exult in his glory. If we
have passed through fire and water, so that neither did the fire consume
us, nor the water drown us, whose is the glory ? Is it ours, so that
we should exult in it as if it belonged to us? God forbid! How many
exult, brethren, when they are praised by men, taking the glory of the
gifts of God as if it were their own and not exulting in the honour
of Christ, who, while they seek that which is their own and not the things
of Jesus Christ, both lose that which is their own and do not gain that
which is Christ’s! He then exults in Christ’s glory, who seeks not his
glory but Christ’s, and he understands that, in ourselves, there is nothing
of which we can boast, since we have nothing that is our own. And this
is the way in which, individual men, the City of Confusion is overthrown,
when chastity expels luxury, fortitude overthrows temptations, humility
excludes vanity. Furthermore, we have sanctification from the faith
and sacraments of Christ, fortitude from the love of Christ, exultation
in the hope of the promises of Christ. Let us each do what we can,
that faith may sanctify us, love strengthen us, and hope make us joyful
in Christ Jesus our Lord, to whom be honour and glory forever and
forever. Amen.
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ARTHUR JAMES BALFOUR

(For Biographical Note see Section ii.).
EDUCATION CONTINUED THROUGH LIFE

(Speech as Chancellor of the University of Edinburgh, before the Federal Conference
on Education, May 3oth, 1507).

BELIEVE that it is largely due, not to the maleficent influence of
any Government department or any municipality, but to the
inherent ignorance of public opinion, that we have got to over-

rate, in the preposterous manner in which we do overrate, the value
and importance of competition, of examinations, in our universities.
I think the President of King’s College made a brief reference to that
evil—and I am quite syre it is an evil which cannot be overrated. I
do not mean to say that you can dispense with examinations. I venture
on no such dogmatic utterance ; but I do think it of importance that we
should have present to our minds the inevitable evils which examinations
carry in their train, or the system of competitive examinations as it has
been developed of recent years in our great universities. The truth
is that a book which is read for examination purposes is a book which
has been read wrongly. Every student ought to read a book, not to
answer the questions of somebody else, but to answer his own questions.
The modern plan, under which it would almost seem as if the highest
work of our universities consisted in a perennial contest between the
examiner on the one side and the coach on the other, over the passive
body of the examinee, is really a dereliction and a falling away from
all that is highest in the idea of study and investigation. I do not know
how far these evils can be eliminated from our system so far as the pre-
graduate course is concerned. I have to leave the solution of that
problem to those who are directly responsible for the government of our
universities.

. But, at all events, let us rejoice in common that there is one branch
of university work, of growing interest and importance, daily receiving
more recognition from all that is best in the intellectual life of the country
—1I mean the post-graduate course. There the slavery of examinations
is a thing of the past, the intellectual servitude in which the pupil has
hitherto been is a thing he may put on one side ; and he is in the happy
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position of being able to interrogate nature and to study history with the
view of carrying out his own line of investigation and research, instead
of being in a perpetual subservience to the idea whether such and such
a subject is worth getting up for examination purposes, whether he may
not have omitted to read with sufficient attention something which to
him is perfectly useless, perfectly barren, perfectly uninteresting, but on
which some question may be asked by a too curious examiner. He is
in the position of having his teacher as his fellow-worker, of having a
man at whose feet he has come to sit. Professor Rutherford has been
mentioned. We could mention cases like that of Professor Rutherford,
to whose aid and assistance students come from all parts of the world
at once as pupils and as fellow-workers. That is the proper position
from which the most advantage can be extracted from the concentration
of intellectual life at one of our great universities, and it is the post-
graduate course which I hope to see rapidly and effectively developed
in all the universities of this country and of the Colonies. And let me
observe that it is in connection with the post-graduate course that there
can be a kind of co-operation between us and the more distant parts
of the Empire, which is impossible with regard to the earlier and lower
stages of university culture. In the primary and secondary schools
of a country evidently only the children or young men of the district
within reach can attend; and no co-operation with other countries
or with the Colonies is possible except after mutual consultation, after
consideration of the problems common to education in all parts of the
world, after exchange of information which I hope will be one of the
outcomes of this Conference. But when you leave the lower stages
of education, and when you come to the post-graduate course, you get
an intercommunication between different parts of the Empire which is
closer and which may be more fruitful ; for it is not merely the communi-
cation of ideas, it is not merely a central bureau of information, invaluable
as I believe such a bureau would be, it is the actual interchange of students.
If we so can arrange the post-graduate course of our universities that it
will be thought a normal and natural thing for any man who has the talent
and the time to devote his life to investigation, first, to get his education
at one of the universities of his own country, and then to go and conclude
that education in a post-graduate course in one of our Colonies, how
great will be the advantage, not merely to the student, but to the com-
‘munities which will be brought together by a tie which may unite us all
in a common interest in these higher subjects. I therefore think that,
though at first sight the subject of examinations and the allied subject of
university training free from examinations may seem somewhat alien to the
topic of a closer communication between Great Britain and other parts
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of the Empire in the matter of education, they are, in fact, closely allied—
they are topics which naturally lead one into the other. And I earnestly
hope that one of the outcomes of this Conference, and certainly the out-
come in which I take the greatest interest, will be such a development
in the post-graduate system, and such a mutual arrangement between
the universities in all parts of the Empire, as shall not only stimulate
post-graduate research, but shall enable and encourage that research
being carried on in different parts of the Empire by members travelling
from one part of the Empire to the other, and thus bringing home to us,
even more than it is brought home already, the close community of
‘interest, not only in things material, but in things of the highest
intellect and research, which should bind together the citizens of a
common Empire.
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shown in the Brochure on Ancient History, articles in the Encyclopadia
Britannica, etc.

SOCIAL IDEAS AND EDUCATION

NY educational system corresponds to a set of ideas, consciously
or unconsciously entertained, about the order of society and the
arrangement of men within that order. Where there is a set of

ideas based on' the assumption of different social strata, one rising above
another, in the manner of a pyramid—with the members born in each
stratum tending to follow their fathers, by a kind of hereditary
succession, in the same or a similar calling—you will have an educational
system in which there are different and stratified types of schools, each
preparing its pupils for the different stations in life to which they are
destined by birth. Where, on the other hand, there is a set of ideas
based on the assumption of a homogeneous society—in which talents
indeed may differ, because natural endowment differs, but all alike are
to have their chance of development—you will have an educational
system in which there may still be different types of schools, but those
different types will not be stratified to suit social position and the
accident of birth, but varied to suit various talents and the varieties of
natural endowment. Strata, and hereditary status within the different
strata—that is the one set of ideas: diversities of gifts, and diversities
of ministrations according to gifts, but one and the self-same Spirit,
dividing to every man severally as He will—that is the other set of ideas.
Different schools for different classes form the educational system which
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corresponds to the former ; different schools for different aptitudes, in
whatever classes they are found, constitute the educational system which
corresponds to the latter.

The whole matter, as Mr. A. E. Dobbs, in a work on ‘‘ Education
and Social Movements,”” has noticed, was present to men’s minds as long
ago as 1541. There was a question, in thdt year, of the function of
Canterbury Grammar School. Some argued that it was meant for the
gentry, and that the working classes had no need of education other
than what they got by way of apprenticeship and the practice of their
calling. It was meet, they said, ‘‘ for the ploughman’s son to go to the
plough, and the artificer’s son to apply the trade of his parent’s
vocation ; and the gentlemen’s children are meet to have the knowledge
of government and rule in the commonwealth. For we have as much
need of ploughmen as any other State; and all sorts of men may not
go to school.” Archbishop Cranmer, on the other side, though he was,
as he said, ‘‘ willing to grant much of their meaning herein as needful
in a commonwealth,” yet argued that ‘‘ utterly to exclude the plough-
man'’s son, and the poor man’s son, from the benefits of learning . . . .
is as much to say, as that God Almighty should not be at liberty to
bestow His great gifts offigrace upon any person . . . . Who giveth His
gifts, both of learning and other perfections in all sciences, unto all kinds
and statés of people indifferently.” Here is a clear division of opinion
between two different sets of social ideas. On the whole, the opinion
in favour of strata and status triumphed. Its triumph is expressed in
the Statute of Artificers of 1563, which may almost be said to consolidate
the traditional rules of caste. It is true that the free grammar schools
continued to make some provision for the able poor, side by side with
the children of parents of means. But the prevalent philosophy was
rather expressed in the charity schools which arose after 1688—schools
intended for the labouring poor, and designed to spread some culture
and some knowledge of the elements of Christianity among a class
which, left in total ignorance, might split the nation dangerously into
‘“ the two nations " of the rich and cultured on the one hand, and the
poor and uncivilised on the other. The same philosophy coloured the
beginnings, and a good deal of the course, of the movement for

‘elementary education during the nineteenth century. Elementary
education was for ‘‘ the children of the poor.”” Members of a stratum,
to which they had succeeded by status, they were to be educated in a
manner appropriate to their station, on the principle that a little
knowledge was less dangerous than a total absence of knowledge. We
have now in many ways outgrown the ideas which once underlay our
educational policy ; and the expression of them, in this year 1925, may

42
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seem an archaism or even an inaccuracy. But if our set of social ideas
has changed,. we have still an educational system based, in some
measure, on the outgrown ideas of a vanished past. There is to-day a
certain want of correspondence between the direction of our social ideas
and our social practice, and the educational system (or should I rather
say the educational chaos?) in which we find ourselves. On the one
hand we entertain the idea of a homogeneous society : we believe in
the teaching of St. Paul, ‘‘ diversities of gifts, but the same Spirit " ;
we subscribe to the argument of Cranmer, that God giveth His gifts
indifferently unto all kinds and states of people, and that the talents
He gives should not be buried. On the other hand we have a congeries
of schools, partly based on differences of class and partly based on
differences of aptitudes; partly belonging to the past and partly
belonging to the present; but unco-ordinated and unenlightened by
any definite conception of the end they have, or should have, in view.

If we review the nature of the provision which we make for
education, by which I mean, for the purpose of this inquiry, the education
of the young, we shall notice some three or four different instances or
grades. We may think at first that these grades are determined by
age, and that we have to deal with an elementary grade, intended for
children under fourteen; a secondary grade, intended for boys and
girls transferred to it at the age of 11 or 12 and remaining in it until
16 or 18 ; and a university grade for young men and women from the
age of 18 or 19 upwards. A little consideration will disabuse us of our
first thoughts, and show us that the matter is by no means so simple.
There is a grading on the basis of age ; but it is crossed and twisted by
a grading on the basis of class, not to speak of another grading on the
basis of aptitude which is beginning to make itself more and more felt.
As a result of this crossing and twisting we find on the one hand,
schools of the secondary grade giving instruction of the elementary
type in their junior forms and preparatory departments, and, on the
other hand, schools of the elementary grade giving instruction of the
secondary type in what are called central departments. This means
that grading onthe basis of age has been crossed by grading on the basis
of class, with the result that the school of the secondary grade gives
elementary as well as secondary instruction to the class of children
which it handles, taking them in the first stage as well as the later;
and the school of the elementary grade, if it gets the chance, gives

* secondary as well as elementary instruction to the class of children which
it handles, taking them in the later as well as the earlier stages. At the
same time, side by side with grading by age and grading by class, there
is a further grading by aptitude and eventual vocation, which gives us
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technical schools, intended to prepare boys and girls for industry and
commerce, by the side of secondary schools which seem intended to
prepare them for the professions and the universities; and these
technical schools, like secondary schools, are pushing back the age at
which they take their pupils to what we should naturally call the
elementary period. There is accordingly an educational criss-cross,
created by the interplay and interweaving of considerations of age,
class, and aptitude. A pragmatic division of our congeries of schools
might give us the following types. In the first place, there are the public
schools, managed by private voluntary associations, and mostly based
on a system of residence. They are privately managed, and they are
boarding schools ; these are their two essential attributes. They are
fed by preparatory schools, which are generally managed by a private
individual and are generally residential. The two together provide an
education of a very fine order for the children of the richer and the
professional classes ; and the system of open scholarships at the public
schools enables the children of poorer members of the latter class to gain
‘a place and to take their stand with the rest. In the next place there
are the grammar schools and high schools, privately managed by boards
of governors or voluntary?associations ; and the county and municipal
secondary schools (which, have arisen in this century), publicly
managed by local education authorities. Though they may differ in
their management, the grammar school, the high school, and the
secondary school (in the narrow and technical sense of that word), are
closely akin, and they are drawing still closer together as the grammar
schools and high schools come more and more to depend upon grants
of public money. They are all day schools, and not boarding schools ;
and they all admit a proportion of pupils holding scholarships and free
. places, who are drawn from elementary schools. They charge fees,
but the fees are not high ; and the class which they serve is the middle
class, particularly, perhaps, the lower middle class and, to some extent,
the working class. In the third place, though not as yet in any large
numbers or on any very precise system, there are the technical and
trade schools maintained by local education authorities, schools based
on aptitude and eventual vocation, which take children, as a rule, about
the age of 13 (though the headmasters would be glad to take them
eatlier), and give them a preparation for commerce and industry. The
class' on which they draw tends to be the same as that on which the
secondary school also draws. In the fourth place, there are the
elementary schools, which provide an education, to the age of 14, for
the rest of the population. Their development is the chief educational
problem of our time. They are called elementary, but they are well’
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aware that their mission is something more than the provision of
instruction jn the rudiments or elements of reading, writing, and
ciphering. They have pushed forward into new territory, during past
years, by way of higher grade schools ; they are still pushing forward
to-day, by way of central departments or schools. It is true they also
send picked boys and girls to the secondary schools; but they know
that this is not enough. No type of education should lead to a dead
end. The elementary type, for a very large number of boys and girls,
and in default of an adequate system of central departments or schools,
leads nowhere else. It leaves a mass of baulked ability. We have to
find lines for its movement forward. We must abandon any idea of a
scheme of education for the children of the people which stops at a
terminus. We must swing it over to new rails, and send it forward on
a further journey.

We have now seen the four types of schools which hold the field
at the present time; and we must turn to discuss the remodelling of
these types which will bring them into correspondence and conformity
with the social ideals and the social practice of our generation. Those
ideals and that practice are tending towards the conception of a
homogeneous society, not set in strata made hard and inveterate by
hereditary status; but diversified none the less by gifts or aptitudes
which need a free channel for their development. Some may feel that
this position of affairs requires a general management of all education
by the State, as the organ and agent of a homogeneous society, and that
it demands a system of free secondary education for all, in a uniform
system of secondary schools, into which all children are carried forward
to discover and develop their aptitudes. I cannot subscribe to either
proposition. I do not believe in a general management of all education
by the State, because the minds of men are various, and the methods
of educating their minds are also various, and variety of educational
methods can only thrive if there is a large area of voluntary management
naturally leading to experimentation along different lines. I believe
that the function of the State in education (as in other spheres, but
even more than in other spheres) is to undertake work which would
not be done at all if it were not undertaken by the State, but never to
_take over work which is already being undertaken, unless that work is
being done badly, and fails to reach the minimum standard of efficiency
which the State is entitled, and indeed bound, to prescribe. That is a
simple formula ; and in the strength of it, holding as I do that there
is a good deal of educational work undertaken by agencies other than
the State which is being well done, I would leave it as far as possible
untouched. We may have something of a chaos in education; but I
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would not reduce chaos into order at the cost of eliminating that
voluntary enterprise and initiative which is nowhere more needed than
in education. Nor, again, do I believe in free secondary education for
all, if that means a uniform type of continued education for all. I do
believe in free education for all to the age of 15—I would even go so
far as to say, to the age of 16—provided that there are different and
alternative forms, suited to differences of aptitude, which that education
may take. But I am a little more than afraid that the swing of the
pendulum may carry us into an extreme. In reaction against a system
of variety too much based on differences of social class, we may rush
into a system of uniformity too little regardless of differences of natural
aptitude. What we really want is a new system of variety, based on
differences of aptitude, wherever they may be found. It is the simple
outline of such a system which I desire to sketch.

Before I do so I wish to say a word with regard to the public schools
and the preparatory schools by which they are fed. They present a
very difficult problem, about which it is not easy to have clear or fixed
ideas. On the principle that any work of education which is being well
done by voluntary agencies should be left unhampered, there is little
that one could say in dfiticism of public schools. They are doing
admirable work. Not onfy do they train and shape character (their
old and acRnowledged merit), and that on lines of less uniformity and with
less tendency to the production of mere type than their critics sometimes
imagine ; they also give an intellectual training (in the sciences as well
as in language and literature ; in modern as well as in ancient languages ;
in music and art as well as in Latin and mathematics), which is probably
at least as good as that given in the best schools of France and Germany,
and certainly, in my experience, better and more advanced than that
given in any of the schools of any other English-speaking country. And
yet, with all their excellence, and perhaps just because of their excel-
lence, which is necessarily costly, they only serve a limited class. Even
their scholarships can only be awarded within a narrow range. The
standard of examination for these scholarships, and particularly, perhaps,
the knowledge of languages required from candidates, is such that only
those who have been specially prepared, and generally only those who
have been trained in preparatory schools, can ever compete with any
hope of success. There is thus a certain social differentiation implicit
in the nature of the public school ; there is a certain social segregation,
which keeps the boys of such schools away from the general life of their
kind ; and this may well seem contrary to the general principle of social
homogeneity on which our educational system must increasingly come
to be based. On the other hand (for considerations here are very "
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balanced) it would be a grave pity to make any change that would
derogate from the high standard of one of the finest things we have in
our English system of education. I have heard discussed a policy,
which I should like to see attempted, of awarding a certain number of
scholarships in public schools on a simpler examination to boys drawn
from elementary schools. There are difficulties in such a policy, human
difficulties of fitting boys drawn from different homes into the life of a
residential public school, which it would be idle to blink. Many of us,
I remember, found it comparatively easy to go from elementary schools
to a day school, such as the Manchester Grammar School. It would be
less easy to go from a working man’s home to Rugby (though perhaps
less difficult there than it would be at many other schools); to live
there as a full member of the school during the term ; and to return
home as a full and ungrudging and loyal member of the family during
the vacation. But there is an old Greek proverb, ‘‘ Fine things are
difficult ”; and their fineness should only nerve us to face their
difficulty.

On the whole I cannot but feel an admiration for public schools,
even as they stand. They are by no means secluded or exclusive centres.
There is a liberal spirit abroad in many of them, and not least on social
questions—a spirit of inquiry, which can welcome, for example, the
presence of a trade union speaker at a debate. And we have to recognise
that inherited talent, and congenial environment of books and talk in
the home, may produce race-horses, who deserve every chance of
running at their best speed. I would not contend that all the boys in
public schools are race-horses in the fields of the mind, and I would
admit that they may indulge too much in a passion for running in the
fields of the body ; but it is only fair to say that the standard required
for entrance is tolerably high, and that those who wish to enter at all
must pass an entrance examination. It is about preparatory schools
that I feel much more dubious—the residential preparatory schools,
which take boys at the age of eight and keep them till the age of 13 or
14. It is a curious English habit, on which foreign observers were
already commenting in the sixteenth century, to divorce boys of tender
years from the life of home ; and whatever may be said of it on grounds
of health, I cannot believe that it i§ socially sound. One social ideal
(to me, indeed, the supreme social ideal), to which education has to be
adjusted, is the integrity of the life of the family. I sometimes fear
that the zeal of education makes many teachers oblivious, or at any rate
too little regardful, of the deepest foundation of our social life. Half
unconsciously, they make the school an alternative instead of a com-
plement to the home; and preparatory schoolmasters, who number
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many noble personalities in their ranks, are perhaps especially prone
to this way of thought, because the youth they handle is tender and
plastic. But my concern is less with this side of the matter than with
another. The  preparatory schools which dot our southern counties
seem to me the centres of social segregation, to a greater extent than the
public schools, and at a more crucial age. I would have boys mix with
their fellows as far as possible; and I do not .see that there is much
possibility of the mixture of different types in the residential preparatory
school. This is a point upon which I feel acutely ; and perhaps I had
better say no more. I see no harm in day preparatory schools, with a
certain admixture of boarders to meet the case of those boys who cannot
get an adequate preliminary training near their homes. But I hope
that parents will come more and more to realise that it is a sacred
obligation of family life that they should make the home the place of
young children, at any rate till the age of 14 ; and I hope that public
schools will so adjust their conditions of entry as to make the special
training of the preparatory schools less necessary.

And now, leaving public schools and preparatory schools aside,
what are we to say of our general national system ? The lesson which
I have learned from my friends and colleagues, and which I wish to
teach in my turn, is simple. Adopting the principle of age, and assuming
that a natural break is to be found in the education of a child about the
age of 11 or 12, I would have a system of primary schools (I should use
that word *‘ primary ”’ rather than ‘‘ elementary ") to which children
would go up to that age, and a system of secondary schools to which
they would be transferred after that age ; and I 'would call by the generic
name of ‘‘ secondary " all schools, of whatever kind, which were designed
and intended to provide an education for children over the age of 12.
After that, adopting the principle of aptitude, and assuming that some
children are more apt and anxious for practical and applied study, and
others rnore apt and anxious for the pursuit of pure knowledge in letters
or science, I would have two corresponding types of secondary schools,
which should follow the same lines of general education for the first two
years of any child’s course, and should then diverge and specialise.
One of these types, for want of a better name, I would call the Modern
School, though it would be no less acceptable to me under another name ;
and the other, because it would always handle the teaching of languages
and their grammar (though it would never forget the teaching of pure
science), I would call the Grammar School. The one would prepare
children, by a four years’ course lasting from the age of 11 or 12 to that
of 15 or 16, along lines which would naturally lead towards the world
of industry and commerce ; the other would prepare them, by a four,or
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five years’ course, followed, whenever possible, by a further advanced
course of two years, along lines which would as naturally lead towards
the professions and the universities. Neither would inevitably pre-
destine its pupils to the career to which it most naturally led; and
either would permit a ready transference, from itself to the other type
of school, for all boys and girls who during their course showed signs
of a different bent. The one would include and correlate existing schools
such as central schools, junior technical schools, and trade schools ; and
it might in the future, as it developed, branch out in varieties—schools
with a bias towards industry, schools with a bias towards commerce,
schools with a bias towards agriculture. The other, the Grammar
School, would equally include and correlate existing schools, such as
the present grammar schools, the high schools, and the county and
municipal secondary schools; and while I do not anticipate that it
would tend to produce so many varieties as the Modern School, I should
be prepared to see one type of grammar school directing itself more to
the side of the arts and another more to the side of pure science. I desire
to set no limits to development and experimentation. I only desire to
provide the outline of a scheme within which they will naturally rise
and thrive.

I think that it was while I was in Canada, last summer, visiting on
the one hand the high schools and the collegiate schools, which correspond
to what I have called the Grammar School, and on the other the technical
and commercial schools, which correspond to what I have called the
Modern School, that I first became clear about the direction which I
wished to see taken in our own educational policy. ‘' Secondary
education for all,” I said, ‘‘ free secondary education for all, provided
that there are different alternatives for different aptitudes, and provided
also that the two alternatives are regarded as equal and are equal.”
These two provisoes demand some explanation and comment. I make
the proviso of different alternatives for a very simple reason. We are
a great manufacturing and commercial country. We cannot carry the
population we have in England and Wales (649 persons to the square
mile, the densest there is in Europe) unless we can manufacture and
market, to the very best of our ability, the products with which we can
buy the food for this population. We cannot have the best ability in
manufacture and commerce unless there is proper training. The proper
training for manufacture. and commerce must have regard to their needs,
and be concerned with the practical application of knowledge to their

‘satisfaction. If we turned all our children to a secondary education

based on letters and pure science, a secondary education of one uniform
type, we should be forgetting that it takes all sorts to make a world, and
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that our English world, in particular, needs a high degree of technical
training, as well as of literary and scientific education, if it is to face
successfully the grave problem of its destiny. One hears occasional
talk of ‘‘ the shadow of the black coat.” I remember once writing
myself that it would be a curious world in which men went every morning
to a business which did not exist by a train which there was nobody to
drive. But there is another consideration which weighs more with me.
The great argument for differentiation of schools is not so much the
needs of the country, as the needs of the children themselves. We
must meet and feed those needs. Now I believe that there are thousands
and thousands of children whose minds first kindle and burn for knowledge
when they see its practical application. They think as it were with their
hands ; they long to create and make ; they want to touch and handle
practical things. Our English genius is towards action and practice
rather than speculation and knowledge. We should stultify our genius,
and we might stultify our children, if we failed to recognise this practical
bias. I am not ashamed to say that I believe in practical or, if you like,
vocational education. I should not be an Englishman, and I should not
be practical, if I said anything else. It is, to my thinking, a high-brow
attitude to decry considerations of use and vocation in talking of
education. There must always be some (would that there were many
more) who hunger and thirst for pure knowledge without thought or
regard for its use. If it were not for them, science would never advance.
The advancement of knowledge comes from those who ask questions,
and seek to get answers in a simple divine spirit of curiosity—that
spirit which makes philosophy and science, and is the glory of man.
But there are diversities of gifts; and it is the gift of very many to
hunger and thirst for the application of knowledge to practical uses.
The mind grows when there is passion, and when it is allowed to grow
along the lines of its passion. You will defeat passion, and the growth
of mind, if you force children to learn against their natural grain. And
it is a mirage and a delusion to think that you may not have a liberal
education in practical things. A liberal education is one that makes
the mind of a man free. There are thousands who only attain freedom,
and the free discourse and running of their minds, in a practical way.
And yet, on the other hand, there are some things to be said, and I shall
say them before I end, about leisure, and the secret life, and the training
of men to enjoy that leisure, and that secret life, which lie outside the
spaces of their work. I would find room in any system of education,
however practical it were in its main bias, for such training. If you
can do this, if you can give a practical training to those who hunger
and thirst for practice, and at the same time imbue and tincture their-
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minds with some taste for the great eternal truths and beauties on which
* they can feed in their hearts by faith with thanksgiving, in secret and in
leisure, you will not have gone very far wrong.
I turn to the second proviso I made, the proviso of equality between
~ the two alternative ways of secondary education. Unless they are equal,
nothing is gained, and much will be lost. If the practical way is regarded
as a second-best, for inferior boys and girls, it had better never be
trodden at all. I do not believe that it need so be regarded, or that it
ought so to be regarded. Differences of aptitude and faculty are not
differences of ability. I can write a better letter, or a better lecture,
than a fitter or a moulder ; but it does not follow that I am an abler
man. I want you to think with me in terms not of differences of degree
in ability, but in terms of differences of direction in faculty. ‘‘ There
are diversities of gifts, but the same Spirit.” Do not let us talk
quantitatively, in terms of higher and lower, more and less, and grade
one another arithmetically. Let us say, ‘‘ God has made some of us
_on this wise, to do this, and others on that wise, to do that ; and we will
act accordingly.” If we say that, and believe it, we shall not pick for
‘the Modern School, on a basis of arithmetical marks, boys who are not
good enough for the Grammar School. We shall simply seek different
gifts, and encourage each to multiply his gifts in the soil in which they
will grow best. From that point of view there will be need of very care-
ful inquiry, not merely by ordinary examination, but by personal
- observation and every manner of useful test (I do not exclude, for
example, ‘‘ intelligence tests ”’), into the bent and direction of boys at
the age of 11 or 12. And since bent and direction will not always be
obvious at the age of 12, there must be facility for transference between
one type of school and another, so that a boy who at the age of 14 finds
one type of school uncongenial may readily find a home in the ‘other.
Such transference will be all the easier if, as I hope, the two first years
in either type of school are fairly similar, and if the differentiation
between the two types only becomes pronounced as children near the .
age of 13 or 14.

Just as I assume equality between the boys entering the one type
of school and those entering the other, so I assume equality between the
two types of school in building, in equipment, in salaries of staff, in
holidays, and in all other respects. The Modern School I envisage is
a secondary school, and it will enjoy the status and the treatment of a
secondary school in all respects. It is not a second-best, for inferior
children, or children of a lower social class, built or equipped or staffed
or treated as a second-best. It is an equal for children of the same
ability and the same class as those who go to the Grammar School ; and
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it simply differs because aptitudes differ, and differences of aptitude
require differences of treatment. It would be part of this equality that
the Modern School, like the Grammar School, should not be a dead end,
but that, as the Grammar School leads forward to the University for
those who have aptitude and capacity for its work, so the Modern School
should lead forward to the technical college or the technological and
commercial faculties of the University for those who have similar
aptitudes and capacity. It would also be part of this equality that the
one type of school should not be divided from the other by a difference
in the amount of fees, or the charging of fees in the one and freedom
from fees in the other. If one school were fee-paying and one were not,
the former would gain and the latter would lose prestige (human nature
being what it is), and inequality would ensue. As I do not desire
inequality, I am accordingly bound to record my opinion that both types
must go the same road in this matter ; and I see no other road that is
possible than that of freedom from fees, alike in the Modern Schools
and the Grammar Schools, wherever they are managed or aided by
public authorities, for all pupils up to the age of 15 or 16.

I have been speaking of English society, and of English education
in relation to English sakiety. I have assumed a homogeneous society,
in which there are none'the less different functions and aptitudes ; and
I have ttied to think of the system of education which corresponded to
such a society. So far I have spoken in terms of work, and about
education as a preparation for work. But that is not all, or perhaps
even the greater half of the matter. Man is a spirit ; shall we not add,
speaking by faith, an immortal spirit? He was not made for work
alone, but for the growth of the spirit. The spirit grows not only in
work, but also, and even more, in leisure, in the hours of the secret life,
which are the growing time of the spirit. I sometimes think that our
modern world is couching its social philosophy too much in terms of
work. As if work were all and everything, we ask ourselves, ‘‘ How
shall a man find congenial work ? How shall the boy find proper train-
ing for the work which will be congenial to him as a man? How shall
we so reorganise society, by some scheme for giving each man a share
in the control of his work (on the lines of state socialism, or guild
socialism, or otherwise), that he will find his work more and more
congenial, and more and more a full and absorbing occupation of the
creative instinct he desires to express? ” But I do not think that
salvation lies that way. No man can live by work alone, however
admirably it be organised, or however great his control of his work and
his chance of expressing himself in what he does. Work must necessarily
fall into routine ; and routine is not life or growth. Work must bring
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its rubs and disappointments ; and to the soul which is not fortified by
a refuge that lies beyond work they may be grievous. Remembering
these things, I should like to cherish the ideal of a society in which there
is indeed training for work through a system of diversified education,
and in which work is made as interesting and as vital as possible by a
system of organisation which elicits and enlists the freely given service
and the full play of the creative instinct of each member, but in which
there is also a deep regard for leisure and a preparation of the young for
its proper enjoyment and use. My ideal would be one of a society in
which work was done with a swing and got away quickly, and leisure
was made more and more abundant, and men knew more and more the
ways of its enjoyment, which, properly understood, is the same thing
that mystics have called the enjoyment of God, the enjoyment of God
through contemplation of His truth and His beauty. And therefore a
system of education, to correspond to this social ideal, must be a training
not only for work, but also in appreciation of poetry and music and
literature and art, the things which belong to leisure and the secret life
which is the true life of every man that cometh into the world. And so
in every school, whether it be Modern School or Grammar School, or
whatever it be, I should desire to see these things set in the foreground,
and laid in the foundations, and digged into the soil, and made substantial
and essential ingredients of every soul. And for this reason I would
also include adult education in any dream and in any scheme of the
training of the nation, believing that the spirit, at all stages, must be
kept alive, and fed with the pure nutriment which belongs to its nature,
and led day by day to enjoy more and more the things which belong
to its peace. But I have said enough ; and here I must make an end.
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WILLIAM CULLEN BRYANT
(1794-1878).

HE poet Bryant was the favourite after-dinner speaker of New
York City for years, not merely because of his reputation as
a poet, but because of his genuine eloquence and the importance
of the position in politics given him by the editorship of the New York
Evening Post. He was at his best when speaking on such topics as
the poetry of Burns or the influence of the Press, but he spoke with
equal facility on the political issues of the day, and his collected orations
make a volume of more literary merit than can be found in most volumes
of speeches. He was born in Massachusetts in 1794. Showing extra-
ordinary precocity in writing verse, as he did in developing a love for
politics, he was encouraged by his parents, who allowed the publication
of one of his metrical productions against the Embargo, written when
he was thirteen years old. He had begun writing verse at ten, and his
finest poem, ‘‘ Thanatopsis,” was produced while he was still in his
minority. He became editor of the New York Evening Post in 1827,
after a year’s work as editorial assistant. This connection was continued
during the rest of his life. He gave the paper strong Democratic tenden-
cies, but used it in 1856 in helping to organize the Republican party
whose policies during the war it supported. He was a strong advocate
of free trade, and made a number of speeches in favour of it. He died
in 1878. His address on Burns was delivered at the Burns banquet
in New York in 1859, and the text here given is from a contemporaneous
report preserved by Mr. Enos Clark.

THE GREATNESS OF BURNS
(Delivered at the Burns Centennial Banquet, New York, 1859).

N rising to begin the announcement of the regular toasts for this
evening, my first duty is to thank my excellent friends of the.

Burns Club, with whom I do not now meet for the first time, and

whose annual festivities are among the pleasantest I ever attended, for the

honour they have done me in calling me to the chair I occupy,—an honour
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the more to be prized on account of the rare occasions on which it is
bestowed. An honour which can be conferred but once in a century is
an honour indeed. This evening the memory of Burns will be cele-
brated as it never was before. His fame, from the time when he first
appeared before the world as a poet, has been growing and brightening
as the morning brightens into the perfect day. There never was a
time when his merits were so freely acknowledged as now ; when the
common consent of the literary world placed him so high, or spoke his
praises with so little intermixture of disparagement ; when the anni-
versary of his birth could have awakened so general and fervent an
enthusiasm. If we could imagine a human being endowed with the
power of making himself, through the medium of his senses, a witness of
whatever is passing on the face of the globe, what a series of festivities,
what successive manifestations of the love and admiration which all
who speak our language bear to the great Scottish poet, would present
themselves to his observation, accompanying the shadow of this night
in its circuit round the earth! Some twelve hours before this time he
would have heard the praises of Burns recited and the songs of Burns
sung on the banks of the Ganges, the music flowing out at the open
windows on the soft evening air of that region, and mingling with the
murmurs of the sacred river. A little later, he might have heard the
same sounds from the mouth of the Euphrates ; later still, from the
southern extremity of Africa, under constellations strange to our eyes,—
the stars of the Southern Hemisphere,—and almost at the same moment
from the rocky shores of the Ionian Isles. Next they would have been
heard from the orange groves of Malta, and from the winter colony of
English and Americans on the banks of the Tiber. Then, in its turn,
the Seine takes up the strain ; and what a chorus rises from the British
Isles—from every ocean, mart, and river, and mountain side, with a
distant response from the rock of Gibraltar! Last, in the Old World,
on the westernmost verge, the observer whom I have imagined would
have heard the voice of song and of gladness from the coasts of Liberia
and Sierra Leone, among a race constitutionally and passionately fond
of music, and to which we have given our language and literature. In
the New World, frozen Newfoundland has already led in the festival
of this night ; and next, those who dwell where the St. Lawrence holds
an icy mirror to the stars ; thence it has passed to the hills and valleys
of New England ; and it is now our turn, on the lordly Hudson. The
+Schuylkill will follow, the Potomac, the rivers of the Carolinas. The
majestic St. John’s, drawing his dark, deep waters from the Everglades ;
the borders of our mighty lakes ; the beautiful Ohio ; the great Mississippi,
with its fountains gushing under fields of snow, and its mouth among
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flowers that fear not the frost. Then will our festival, in its westward
course, cross the Rocky Mountains, gather in joyous assemblies those
who pasture their herds on the Columbia and those who dig for gold on
the Sacramento. By a still longer interval it will pass to Australia,
lying in her distant solitude of waters, and now glowing with the heats
of midsummer, where I fear the zealous countrymen of Burns will find
the short night of the season too short for their festivities. And thus
will this commemoration pursue the sunset round the globe, and follow
the journey of the evening star till that gentle planet shines on the waters
of China. Well has our great poet deserved this universal commemoration
——for who has written like him ? What poem descriptive of rural manners
and virtues, rural life in its simplicity and dignity,—yet without a single
false outline or touch of false colouring,—clings to our memories and
lives in our bosoms like his * Cotter’s Saturday Night ”’ ? What humorous
narrative in verse can be compared with his ‘* Tam O’Shanter ” ? From
the fall of Adam to his time, I believe, there was nothing written in the
vein of his ‘* Mountain Daisy " ; others have caught his spirit from that
poem, but who among them all has excelled him ? Of all the convivial
songs I have ever seen in any language, there is none so overflowing
with the spirit of convivillity, so joyous, so contagious, as his song of
‘“ Willie Brewed a Peck o’ Maut.” What love songs are sweeter and
tenderer than those of Burns ? What song addresses itself so movingly
to our love of old friends and our pleasant recollection of old days as
his ‘“ Auld Lang Syne,” or to the domestic affections so powerfully as
his ‘“ John Anderson”? You heard yesterday, my friends, and will
hear again to-day, better things said of the genius of Burns than I can say.
That will be your gain and mine. But there is one observation which,
if I have not already tried your patience too far, I would ask your leave
to make. If Burns was thus great among poets, it was not because
he stood higher than they by any pre-eminence of a creative and fertile
imagination. Original, affluent, and active his imagination certainly
was, and it was always kept under the guidance of a masculine and
vigorous understanding ; but it is the feeling which lives in his poems
that gives them their supreme mastery over the minds of men. Burns
was thus great, because, whatever may have been the errors of his after
life, when he came from the hand that formed him,—1I say it with the
profoundest reverence,—God breathed into him, in larger measure than
into other men, the spirit of that love which constitutes his own essence,
and made him more than other men—a living soul. Burns was great
by the greatness of his sympathies,—sympathies acute and delicate,
yet large, comprehensive, boundless. They were warmest and strongest
toward those of his own kin, yet they overflowed upon all sentient beings;
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upon the apimal in his stall ; upon the * wee, sleekit, cowerin’, tim’rouis
beastie ’ dislodged from her autumnal covert ; upon the hare wounded
by the sportsman ; upon the very field flower, overturned by his share
and crushed among the stubble. And in all this we feel that there is
nothing strained or exaggerated, nothing affected or put on, nothing
childish or silly, but that all is true, genuine, manly, noble; we
honour, we venerate the poet while we read ; we take the expression
of these sympathies to our hearts, and fold it in our memory forever.
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JOHN CAIRD
(1820-1898).

OHN CAIRD’S ‘‘ University Addresses "’ represent the best thought
J of one of the strongest and clearest minds of the nineteenth
century. In lucidity and directness, and often in beauty of
diction, they are models of their class. Though probably carefully
prepared before their delivery, they often show the freedom and force
of the extemporaneous speech. The address on the ‘‘ Art of Public
Speaking *’ has compressed into it more thought than often goes to make
an entire volume and it has many periods of striking eloquence.

Caird was born at Greenock, Scotland, in 1820. Educated for the
pulpit, he became Professor of Divinity at Glasgow University in 1862,
and it was there that he delivered the addresses by which he is likely
to be longest remembereq. He is celebrated as the author of numerous
works on philosophy, metaphysics, and theology. He became Principal
of the University in 1873, and is generally spoken of as Principal Caird.
For some years before his death, July 3oth, 1898, he was one of Her
Majesty’s chaplains for Scotland.

THE ART OF ELOQUENCE

(Address on the ‘* Art of Public Speaking,” delivered at the University of Glasgow,
November gth, 1889).

OF all intellectual agencies, the faculty of public speaking is that
which, in proportion to its practical influence and importance, has
received the least attention in our educational system. Of course,

seeing that the first condition of good speaking is that the speaker should
have something to say, indirectly all education is an education of the
orator. External gifts of voice and manner, apart from more solid
acquirements, may deceive and dazzle the unwary and make a slender
stock of ideas go a long way with an uneducated or half-educated’ audltory
But such superficial qualities in the long run lose their effect, even on
uncritical ears, and to the better instructed may even become offensive
as a kind of tacit insult to their judgment. Knowledge and a disciplined

-
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intelligence therefore constitute the first condition of effective speaking.
But if it he true, as we must all admit, that the possession of knowledge
does not imply the power of imparting it, that profound thinkers and ripe
scholars may be poor and ineffective speakers ; if experience proves that
men who are strong in the study may be weak on the platform or in the
pulpit, and that even men whose books evince a masterly grasp of their
subject may be distanced as teachers or preachers or public speakers by
persons of greatly inferior gifts and attainments—then it is obvious that
something more than the possession of ideas goes to the making of the
orator, and that that system of education is incomplete which confines
itself to the acquirement of knowledge and neglects the art of oral
expression. '

Every one knows of the immense pains that were bestowed on the
cultivation of this art in ancient times. ‘‘ Ancient oratory,” writes
Professor Jebb, * is a fine art, an art regarded by its cultivators as analo-
gous to sculpture, to poetry, to music.” /Already before the art of rhetoric
had become an elaborate system, the orators were accustomed to prepare
themselves for their task, first in compjosition, then in delivery. ‘ Great
is the labour of oratory,” says Cicero, ‘‘ as is its field, its dignity, its
reward.” And though it may be true that in this as in other arts, nature
and original aptitude count for much, and the highest eminence is attain-
able by few, yet moderate success is not beyond the reach of average
ability industriously and carefully cultivated. How then shall we
explain the comparative neglect into which, in our modern educational
system, this art has fallen ; how shall we account for the fact that whilst
every other art has its principles and methods, its long and laborious
discipline, its assiduous study of the best models, the acquisition of this
art is for the most part left to chance or to such proficiency as can be
gained in course of time and at the expense of long-suffering audiences ?
How is it that in our schools and colleges everything is done for the
attainment of knowledge, and nothing at all for the capacity of com-
municating it ?

At first sight we might suppose that this neglect is to be ascribed

 to the diffusion of literature and the growing influence of the press:
Oral teaching, we might naturally suppose, would count for more in times
when there was almost no other access to the popular mind, and, with
the spread of education and the multiplication of books, would gradually
be superseded by instruction conveyed in a literary form, That the
gift of eloquence should be rated high, and should be sedulously cultivated
in an age before books existed in printed form, or when books were
few and costly and readers a very limited class, and when for the great
mass of men the preacher or public speaker was in himself all that books,
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newspapers, magazines, pamphlets, popular manuals, organs of political
parties and religious sects, the vast and varied mass of publications that
are constantly pouring forth from the press, are for us in the present
day—that at such a period the faculty of oral address should be supremely
important is only what we might expect. But as education advances,
and ideas in the more exact and permanent form of printed matter,
suited to every variety of taste and intelligence, become almost univer-
sally accessible, we might also expect that the speaker’s function, if it
did not become extinct, would fall into the background ; and also that,
in so far as it survived, the improved taste of society would tend at
once to diminish the quantity and to raise the quality of public speaking.

How groundless such expectations would prove you need not be
told. The vocation of the speaker has not only lost nothing, but has
enormously gained in public consequence with the gradual diffusion of
knowledge in printed form, There never was a time; in modern history
at least, when it constituted so potent a factor in the national life as in
our own day. There never was a time when the gift of oratory or the
talent for debate brought so much influence—social, political, ecclesias-
tical, or when he who was endowed with it found the power and
ready utterance so much4h demand. In this country, at least, the man
who can speak is under a perpetual pressure to exercise his gift. Lecture
platforms, public meetings, associations for all sorts of objects,
festivals, banquets, ceremonials, conferences, anniversaries, meetings
to offer testimonials to retiring, or to organize memorials to de-
parted, officials and celebrities, great and small—public occasions
of all sorts, in short, create a perpetual call on his power of utterance.
Nor is the demand confined to public occasions. The rage for oratory
pursues him in his hours of relaxation and into the retreats of social and
private life. In the pauses of a railway journey admiring auditors
insist on a modicum of their favourite stimulant. At a private dinner
or garden party, the reporter, note-book in hand, is either openly or
furtively introduced ; and, sometimes, it must be confessed, not without
his own connivance, opportunity is afforded to the oratorical celebrity
to give the world another taste of his quality.

. Moreover, it is to be observed that, contrary to the natural antici-
pation I have just suggested, the public taste for public qualification
does not become more fastidious with the progress of education, Public
speaking, with rare exceptions, does not in our day improve in quality.
The palmy ddys of oratory, when it was regarded as an art on a level\

with painting, and -sculpture, and poetry, when the severest canons
of criticism were applied to it, when the great speaker cultivated his

3

-gift by laborious and varied discipline, speaking seldom, and only on
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occasions worthy of his powers, and grudging no pains to meet the claims
of an exacting but appreciative audience—these days are long passed
away. How could it be otherwise ? An epicure could not expect a chef
in the culinary art to send up, day after day, at a moment’s notice, a
perpetual series of recherché viands ; and from even men of the highest
abilities it would be too much to ask for the production of off-hand
extempore, oratorical feasts. Hence we need not wonder if, when we
examine the speeches of even the most renowned purveyors of modern
oratory, political and other, we should find that, in the best qualities
of eloquence, in clearness of thought, precision of aim, consecution of
argument, force, aptitude, and elegance of expression, they fall miserably
short of the best types of ancient oratory; and that loose, slipshod,
and ambiguous phraseology, involved and interminable sentences,
sounding but empty declamation, perplexed and inconclusive argument,
and the cheap impressiveness of appeals to vulgar prejudice and passion,
should be their too common characteristics.

There are, however, some considerations which may serve to abate
the severity of the censure we pass on these and other defects of modern
oratory. Much, of course, depends on our canons of criticism. We
must consider how far the blemishes on which we animadvert arise,
not from the incapacity or carelessness of the artist, but from the neces-
sary limits and conditions of his art. It is obvious, for one thing, that we
cannot apply the same standard, either as to matter or form, to written
and spoken prose composition. It is even possible that the speaker who
should aim at literary excellence would be going on a false quest, and that
the qualities which made his work good as literature would mar or vitiate
it as oratory. A reported speech, indeed, becomes literature, but it is
not to be judged of as such, but as a composition primarily addressed
to the ear, and producing its effect, whether instruction or persuasion,
whether intelligent conviction or emotion and action, under the condition
of being rapidly spoken and rapidly apprehended. And this condition
obviously implies that many qualities which are meritorious in a book
or treatise—profundity or subtlety of thought, closeness and conse-
cution of argument, elaborate refinement and beauty of style, expression
nicely adapted to the most delicate shades of thought—would not only
involve a waste of labour in a spoken address, but might mar or frustrate
its effectiveness. A realistic painter who bestows infinite pains in copying
the form and colour of every pebble on the bank of brook or stream, and
every reticulation of each leaf on the spray that overhangs it, not only

. squanders effort in achieving microscopic accuracy, but distracts by
irrelevant detail the eye of the observer, and destroys the general idea
or impression of the landscape. And a like result may attend elaboration
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of thought and fastidious nicety of form in a spoken composition. Such
minute finish is either lost or unappreciated by the auditor, or, while
he pauses to admire it, his attention is d1verted and he loses the thread
of the discourse or argument.

Moreover, in studying a written composition, a reader has no right
to complain of compression or conciseness or, on the other hand, of the
space occupied in the development of the thought. If the sense be not

'immediately obvious, or if he fails to catch it on a first reading, he can
pause on a phrase or sentence ; he can go back on a paragraph ; if the
matter sets his own mind aworking in a different track, he can
suspend his reading to follow out the suggested train of thought,
and then come back to take up the interrupted sequence of
the author’s argument; or again, if the strain on his attention
or intelligence becomes too great, he can stop and resume his reading
at will.

But oral address admits of no such delays and interruptions. The
meaning must be understood at a first hearing or not at all, the discourse
must be so framed that the mind of the hearer can move on at least;
as fast as that of the speaker ; and seeing you cannot, on many occasionsii
at any rate, shut upa spe@cer as you can a book, there are limits of length
to which every public address must conform. Obviously, therefore,!
oral composition not only admits, but requires, certain characteristics
which would not be only illegitimate, but positive blemishes in matter
intended to be read. Hearers, of course, vary in quickness of appre-
hension, and no speaker is bound to be plain to auditors whose intelligence
must be supplemented by a surgical operation. But though it is true
that greater condensation is possible in addressing a select audience
an average audience cannot be fed with intellectual pemmican. To
present the same thought in varied language or in diversified aspects,
to make use of pictorial forms and abundant and familiar illustrations ;
to go at a slow pace in argument ; to avoid rapid transitions and elliptical
reasoning ; to arrest wavering attention at the cost even of irrelevancy
and digression ; to be not over-scrupulous as to grammatical and dialectic
proprieties or a telling roughness that jars on a fastidious ear ; to make
sure not merely that the ideas are there, but that they are so presented
as to interest, strike, sustain the attention, and tell on the heart and soul
of the hearers—these and such as these must be aims present to the mind
of the public speaker and controlling the form and substance of his
talk. But all this implies that a certain latitude must be conceded
to oral, which is denied to written, composition, and that the very
effectiveness and success of a speech may be due to its offences agamst
the strict canons of literary criticism.
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It is on this principle that we explain the fact that good speakers
are often bad writers, good writers bad speakers, and that the instances
are rare in which men attain to great and equal excellence as authors
and as orators.

Following out a little further this comparison of speaking and
writing, or of oral and written prose composition, there is another
characteristic by reason of which, at first sight at least, we must ascribe
an inferior value to the former ; viz., its evanescence. Written or printed
matter has the advantage not only of greater precision but of greater
permanence. A great book is a treasure for all time. The
thinker passes away, but the thoughts that are enshrined in the
literature of the past live on for the instruction and delight of
succeeding generations. It is of the very essence of oratory, on the
other hand, to be ephemeral. Its most brilliant effects, like the finest
aspects of nature, vanish in the very moment of observation. They can
no more be arrested than the light of morning on the mountain summit,
or the flashing radiance on the river’s rippling waves, ‘‘ a moment here,
then gone forever.” The words that touch us by their pathos, or rouse
us by their lofty eloquence, pass away like the successive notes of a song
in the very act of falling on the enraptured ear.

It may even be said that the best and noblest effects of oratory
are more evanescent than those of music. The song may be sung, the
great composer’s work that delights us at a first hearing may be repeated
with equal or higher artistic skill. But often the power of spoken words

"depends on a combination of circumstances that can never be reproduced.
The speech of a great statesman in debate—say on some critical emergency
when the vote is about to be taken that is to decide the fate of a ministry,
or the passing of a measure of reform or of domestic or foreign policy
on which the interests of millions are staked ; or again, the speech spoken
by an illustrious pleader in a great State trial, and before an audience
composed of all the elements, social and intellectual, that stimulate
to their very highest an orator’s powers ; or, to name no other instance,
the words in which no one knows how to sympathize with and touch
the hidden springs of human emotion, give expression to the sorrow
of a community for departed greatness, or the proud reaction with which
it rises to face some national calamity or peril—in these and in many
similar instances the conditions of a great speech, and therefore the speech
itself, can never recur. A song may be sung again by the same or other
voice, but the speech can never be spoken even by the voice that uttered
it ; and that not merely because, under the inspiration of a great occasion,
it may have reached the climax of its powers, but because the moving
panorama of history never repeats itself, never revives again the circum-
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stances that gave it its power to affect us. And when the eloquent voice
has itself been silent, unlike the song, no other voice can reproduce its
music. On the lips of AEschines it may seem still instinct with power,
but all his art cannot make us feel as we should have done, had we
heard Demosthenes.

But if we reflect for a moment on this distinction between oral
and written composition, may not the very fact of the evanescence
of the former suggest to us that there is in good oratory an element
of power which written or printed matter does not and cannot possess ?
Society will never, by reason of advancing culture and the diffusion
of literature, outgrow the relish and demand for good speaking, for this, if
for no other reason, that, besides outward circumstances and
accessories, there is something in what we call eloquent speech which by
no effort or artifice can be produced in literary form. . . . . There
is a universal language which, long ere we have mastered the meaning
of articulate words, carries with it for each and all of us its own
interpretation, and with the potent aid of which the most consummate
linguist can never dispense. Betwixt parent and child in all lands
and climes, the light in the eye, the smile on the cheek, the tones of the
voice, the thousand mov@nents, touches, caresses of the enfolding arms,
constitute a medium of communication intuitively understood, which
not art but nature has taught. And this, too, is a language which
we never outgrow, and which, in the hands of one who knows how to use
it, reinforces and in some measure transcends the capacities of oral address.
The artifices of the printer, the notation of the musician, can no doubt
do much to reduce this language of nature to formal expression. But
even musical notation, though much more complete than any that could
be adopted to speaking, leaves—as any one knows who has ever listened
to a great artist and compared his singing or playing with that of an
inferior and common-place performer—an almost boundless latitude of
expression to individual taste and feeling.

And even more remarkable is this untaught and unteachable power
in the case of the speaker. What ingenuity could invent a written
or printed notation that would represent the infinite, nicely-discriminated
subtle shades of tone and accent which a great speaker instinctively
employs, and which the ear and soul of a sympathetic auditory instinc-
tively interpret. Even in deliberate speech, in exposition, narrative,
calm and unimpassioned argument, there are innumerable subtle changes
by which cortesponding variations of thought are indicated. And when
he rises to the region of emotion, has not nature wedded its own symbols
to the whole gamut of feeling,—entreaty, passion, pathos, tenderness,
grief subdued. or unrepressed, remonstrance, anger, scorn, sarcasm,
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reverence, awe, aspiration, homage, the agony of the penitent, the hope
and trust of the believer, the mystical rapture of the saint,—has not each
of these and a thousand other varieties of feeling its own appropriate
form of expression so that, through the whole continuity of speech
or sermon, a speaker can suffuse articulate language with this deeper,
subtler, underlying and all-potent language of nature? Lacking this
organ of spiritual power a discourse may have every intellectual excellence,
but it will fall short of the highest effect. For often

‘“ Words are weak and far to seek
When wanted fifty-fold,
And so if silence do not speak,
And trembling lip and tearful cheek,
There’s nothing told.”

In one word, the ultimate reason for the greater effectiveness of
spoken than of written matter is simply this, that the latter is dead
and silent, 'the former quick with the glow and vitality of intelligence
and emotion. In certain scientific observations you must eliminate
what is called the personal equation ; but in good speaking, the personality
of the speaker, instead of needing to be discounted, is that which lends
its special value to the result. What reaches the auditor is not thought
frozen into abstract form, but thought welling warm and fluent from a
living source. In reading a book or report the whole burden of the process
is thrown upon the téader. Tn listening t6 a spoken address more than
half of the burden is borne by the speaker ; or rather, activity and recep-
tivity become almost indistinguishable. Charged alike with the electric
force of sympathy, the minds of speaker and hearer meet and mingle
in a2 common medium of intelligence and emotion.
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THOMAS CARLYLE
(1795-1881).

N his election as rector of Edinburgh University, in 1866, Thomas
Carlyle delivered, without notes or apparent preparation,
an address on The Choice of Books. It had no more to do

with the subject than, in his characteristic way, he thought necessary,
but it gathered force in its progress until its closing passages became
worthy of his great intellect. He was perhaps the most eloquent English-t
man of the second half of the nineteenth century. His addresses
on Heroes were delivered as lectures, but they are really orations in the
same sense in which the garefully prepared speeches of Cicero and Demos-
thenes were orations. Many of his most admired essays, though never
delivered from a platform, are really oratorical in form and spirit, and it
is not unjust nor discreditable to his ‘ History of the French Revolution ’
to call it a series of orations, which come nearer complying with the
classical requirements of oratorical composition than almost any English
oration which has been prepared for actual delivery.

That in his Edinburgh address, Carlyle, the greatest and most
incessant talker of his day, should eulogize silence as better than eloquence,
and put the silent Phocion above Demosthenes, is eminently illustrative
of his love of self-contradictory paradox. The address is illustrative
of his mind in a much more important respect, for it is phosphorescent
with ideas. They do not flash out of obscurity and increase the dark-
ness after them, as it sometimes happens with his ideas. They grow
steadily more luminous until the close. There Carlyle is at his simplest
and best.

He was born at Ecclefechan, Dumfriesshire, December 4th, 1795.
After receiving a thoroughly Scottish education, consummated by his
graduation at Edinburgh University, he began his-after education with
the study of German literature, which gave his mind its final bent. His
style was probably influenced most largely by that of Richter, though
fioethe undoubtedly influenced his thought more deeply than he was
influenced by any other single writer. He died at Chelsea, February
4th, 1881, after a life of almost unparalleled intellectual activity.
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THE EDINBURGH ADDRESS
(Delivered to the Students of the University of Eciinburgh, April 2nd, 1866).

HAVE accepted the office you have elected me to, and have now the
duty to return thanks for the great honour done me. Your enthusi-
asm towards me, I admit, is very beautiful in itself, however

undesirable it may be in regard to the object of it. It is a feeling honour-
able to all men, and one well known to myself when I was in a position
analogous to your own. I can only hope that it may endure to the
end, that noble desire to honour those whom you think worthy of honour,
and come to be more and more select and discriminate in the choice
of the object of it ; for I can well understand that you will modify your
opinions of me and many things else as you go on. There are now
fifty-six years gone last November since I first entered your city, a boy
of not quite fourteen,—fifty-six years ago,—to attend classes here and
gain knowledge of all kinds, I know not what, with feelings of wonder
and awe-struck expectation ; and now, after a long, long course, this is
what we have come to. There is something touching and tragic, and
yet at the same time beautiful, to see the third generation, as it were,
of my dear old native land, rising up and saying, ‘* Well, you are not
altogether an unworthy labourer in the vineyard : you have toiled through
a great variety of fortunes, and have had many judges.” As the old
proverb says, ‘‘ He that builds by the wayside has many masters.” We
must expect a variety of judges ; but the voice of young Scotland, through
you, is really of some value to me, and I return you many thanks for it,
though I cannot describe my emotions to you, and perhaps they will
be much more conceivable if expressed in silence.

When this office was proposed to me, some of you know that I was
not very ambitious to accept it, at first. I was taught to believe that there
were more or less certain important duties which would lie in my power.
This, I confess, was my chief motive in going into it,—at least, in recon-
ciling the objections felt to such things ; for if I can do anything to honour
you and my dear old Aima Mater, why should I not do so? Well, but
on practically looking into the matter when the office actually came
into my hands, I find it grows more and more uncertain and abstruse
to me whether there is much real duty that I can do at all. I live four
hundred miles away from you, in an entirely different state of things ;
and my weak health—now for many vears accumulating upon me—and
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a total unacquaintance with such subjects as concern your affairs here,—
all this fills me with apprehension that there is nothing worth the least
consideration that I can do on that score. You may, however, depend
upon it that if any such duty does arise in any form, I will use my
most faithful endeavour to do whatever is right and proper, according
to the best of my judgment.

In the meanwhile, the duty I have at present—which might be very
pleasant, but which is quite the reverse, as you may fancy—is to address
some words to you on subjects more or less cognate to the pursuits
you are engaged in. In fact, I had meant to throw out some loose
observations,—loose in point of order. I mean—in such a way as
they may occur to me—the truths I have in me about the business
you are engaged in, the race you have started on, what kind of race it
is you young gentlemen have begun, and what sort of arena you are
likely to find in this world. I ought, I believe, according to custom,
to have written all that down on paper, and had read it out. That
would have been much handier for me at the present momerit, but when
I attempted to write, I found that I was not accustomed to writing
speeches, and that I dig not get on very well. So I flung that away,
and resolved to trust ta the inspiration of the moment,—just to what
came uppermost. You will therefore have to accept what is readiest,
what comes direct from the heart, and you must just take that in compen~
sation for any good order of arrangement there might have been in it.

I will endeavour to say nothing that is not true, as far as I can
manage, and that is pretty much all that I.can engage for.

When the seven free Arts on which the old universities were based
came to be modified a little, in order to be convenient for, or to promote
the wants of, modern society,—though, perhaps, some of them are
obsolete enough even yet for some of us—there is a feeling that mere
vocality, mere culture of speech, if that is what comes out of a man, though
he may be a great speaker, an eloquent orator, yet there is no real
substance there,—if that is what was required and aimed at by the man
himself and by the community that set him upon becoming a learned
man. Maidservants, I hear people complaining, are getting instructed
in the ‘‘ ologies” and so on, and are apparently totally ignorant of
brewing, boiling, and baking above all things, not taught what is necessary
to be known, from the highest to the lowest,—strict obedience, humility,
and correct moral conduct. O, it is a dismal chapter, all that, if one
went into it |

What has been done by rushing after a fine speech ? I have written
down some very fierce things about that, perhaps considerably more '
emphatic than I would wish them to be now ; but they are deeply my-
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conviction. There is very great necessity, indeed, of getting a little
more silent. than we are. It seems to me the finest nations of the world
—the English and the American—are going all away into wind
and tongue. But it will appear sufficiently tragical by and by, long
after I am away out of it. Silence is the eternal duty of a man. He won'’t
get to any real understanding of what is complex, and, what is more
than any other, pertinent to his interests, without maintaining silence.
‘“ Watch the tongue ” is a very old precept and a most true one. I do
not want to discourage any of you from your Demosthenes and your
studies of the niceties of language, and all that. Believe me, I value
that as much as any of you. I consider it a very graceful thing, and
a proper thing, for every human creature to know what the implement
which he uses in communicating his thoughts is, and how to
make the very utmost of it. I want you to study Demosthenes,
and know all his excellencies. At the same time, I must say that
speech does not seem to me, on the whole, to have turned to any good
account,

Why tell me that a man is a fine speaker if it is not the truth that
he is speaking ? Phocion, who did not speak at all, was a great deal
nearer hitting the mark than Demosthenes. He used to tell the
Athenians—*‘ You can’t fight Philip. You have not the slightest chance
with him. He is a man who holds his tongue ; he has great disciplined
armies ; he can brag anybody you like in your cities here ; and he is going
on steadily with an unvarying aim towards his object ; and he will in-
fallibly beat any kind of men such as you, going on ragging from shore
to shore with all that rampant nonsense.” Demosthenes said to him
one day,—‘‘ The Athenians will get mad some day and kill you.” *‘‘ Yes,”
Phocion says, ‘“ When they are mad ; and you as soon as they get sane
again.”

It is also told about him going to Messina on some deputation that
the Athenians wanted on some kind of matter of an intricate and conten-
tious nature, that Phocion went with some story in his mouth to speak
‘about.” He was a man of few words,—no unveracity ; and after he had
gone on telling the story a certain time there was one burst of interruption.
One man interrupted with something he tried to answer, and then another,
and, finally, the people began bragging and bawling and no end of debate,
till it ended in the want of power in the people to say any more. Phocion
drew back altogether, struck dumb, and would not speak another word
to any man ; and he left it to them to decide in any way they liked.

It appears to me there is a kind of eloquence in that which i is equal
to anything Demosthenes ever said,—‘‘ Take your own way, and leave

‘me out altogether.”
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All these considerations, and manifold more connected with them,
innumerable considerations, resulting from observation of the world
at this moment,—have led many people to doubt of the salutary effect
of vocal education altogether. I do not mean to say it should be entirely
excluded ; but I look to something that will take hold of the matter
much more closely, and not allow it to slip out of our fingers and remain
worse than it was. For if a good speaker—an eloquent speaker—is
not speaking the truth, is there a more horrid kind of object in creation ?
Of such speech I hear all manner and kind of people say it is excellent ;
but I care very little about how he said it, provided I understand it,
and it be true. Excellent speaker | but what if he is telling me things
that are untrue, that are not the facts about it—if he has formed a wrong
judgment about it—if he has no judgment in his mind to form a right
conclusion in regard to the matter? An excellent speaker of that
kind is, as it were, saying—‘‘ Ho, everyone that wants to be persuaded
of the thing that is not true, come hither.” I would recommend you to
be very chary of that kind of excellent speech.

Well, all that being the too well-known product of our method
of vocal education,—thegmouth merely operating on the tongue of the
pupil, and teaching him te wag it in a particular way, it had made a great
many thjnking men entertain a very great distrust of this not very
salutary way of procedure, and they have longed for some kind of prac-.
tical way of working out the business. There would be room for a great
deal of description about it if I went into it ; but I must content myself
with saying that the most remarkable piece of reading that you
may be recommended to take and try if you can study is a book by
Goethe,—one of his last books, which he wrote when he was an old man,
about seventy years of age,—I think one of the most beautiful he ever
wrote, full of mild wisdom, and which is found to be very touching by
those who have eyes to discern and hearts to feel it. It is one of the pieces
in ** Wilhelm Meister’s Travels.” I read it through many years ago ;
of course, I had to read into it very hard when I was translating it, and it
has always dwelt in my mind as about the most remarkable bit of writing
that I have known to be executed in these last centuries. I have often
said there are ten pages of that which, if ambition had been my only rule,
I would rather have written than have written all the books that have
appeared since I came into the world. Deep, deep is the meaning of what
is said there. They turn on the Christian religion and the religious
phenomena of Christian life,—altogether sketched out in the most airy,
graceful, delicately-wise kind of way, so as to keep himself out of the
common controversies of the street and of the forum, yet to indicate
what was the result of things he had been long meditating upon. Among
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others, he introduces, in an aérial, flighty kind of way, here and there
a touch whith grows into a beautiful picture,—a scheme of entirely mute
education, at least with no more speech than is absolutely necessary for
what they have to do.

Three of the wisest men that can be got are met to consider what
is the function which transcends all others in importance to build up the
young generation, which shall be free from all that perilous stuff that has
been weighing us down and clogging every step, and which is the only
thing we can hope to go on with if we would leave the world a little better,
and not the worse, for our having been in it for those who are to follow.
The man who is the eldest of the three says to Goethe, ‘“ You give by
nature to the well-formed children you bring into the world a great many
precious gifts, and very frequently these are best of all developed by
nature herself, with a very slight assistance, where assistance is seen
to be wise and profitable, and forbearance very often on the part of the
overlooker of the process of education ; but there is one thing that no
child brings into the world with it, and without which all other things
areof nouse.” Wilhelm, who is there beside him, says, ‘“ What is that ? "’
‘“ All who enter the world want it,” says the eldest; ‘‘ perhaps you
yourself.” Wilhelm says, ‘‘ Well, tell me what it is.” ‘It is,” says
the eldest, ‘‘ reverence,—Ehrfurchi—Reverence! Honour done to
those who are grander and better than you, without fear ; distinct from
fear.” Ehrfurcht—** the soul of all religion that ever has been among
men, or ever will be.” And he goes into practicality. He practically
distinguishes the kinds of religion that are in the world, and he makes
out three reverences. The boys are all trained to go through certain
gesticulations, to lay their hands on their breasts and look up to heaven,
and they give their three reverences. The first and simplest is that of
reverence for what is above us.

It is the soul of all the pagan religions ; there is nothing better in
man than that. Then there is reverence for what is around us or about
us, reverence for our equals, and to which he attributes an immense
power in the culture of man. The third is reverence for what is beneath
us,—to learn to recognize in pain, sorrow, and contradiction, even in
those things, odious as they are to flesh and blood,—to learn that there
lies in these a priceless blessing. And he defines that as being the soul of
the Christian religion,—the highest of all religions ; a height, as Goethe
says,—and that is very true, even to the letter, as I consider,—a
height to which the human species was fated and enabled to attain,
and from which, having once attained it, it can never retro-
grade. It cannot descend down below that permanently, Goethe's
idea is.
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Often one thinks it was good to have a faith of that kind—that
always, even in the most degraded, sunken, and unbelieving times
he calculates there will be found some few souls who will recognize what
that meant ; and that the world, having once received it, there is no fear
of its retrograding. He goes on then to tell us the way in which they
seek to teach boys, in the sciences particularly, whatever the boy is fit
for. Wilhelm left his own boy there, expecting they would make him
a Master of Arts, or something of that kind ; and when he came back
for him he saw a thundering cloud of dust coming over the plain, of which
he could make nothing. It turned out to be a tempest of wild horses,
managed by young lads who had a turn for hunting with their grooms.
His own son was among them, and he found that the breaking of colts
was the thing he was most suited for. This is what Goethe calls art,
which I should not make clear to you by any definition unless it is
clear already. I would not attempt to define it as music, painting,
and poetry, and so on; it is in quite a higher sense than the common
one, and in which, I am afraid, most of our painters, poets, and music
men would not pass muster. He considers that the highest pitch to which
human culture can go he watches with great industry how it is to
be brought about with men who have a turn for it.

Very wise and beautiful it is. It gives one an idea that something
greatly better is possible for man in the world. I confess it seems
to me it is a shadow of what will come, unless the world is to come to a
conclusion that is perfectly frightful ; some kind of scheme of education
like that, presided over by the wisest and most sacred men that can
be got in the world, and watching from a distance,—a training in prac-
ticality at every turn ; no speech in it except that speech that is to be
followed by action, for that ought to be the rule as nearly as possible
among them. For rarely should men speak at all, unless it is to say
that thing that is to be done ; and let him go and do his part in it, and say
no more about it. I should say there is nothing in the world you can
conceive so difficult, prima facie, as that of getting a set of men gathered
together—rough, rude, and ignorant people—gather them together,
promise them a shilling a day, rank them up, give them very severe and
sharp drill, and, by bullying and drill,—for the word *‘ drill” seems
as if it meant the treatment that would force them to learn,—
they learn what it is necessary to learn; and there is the man,
a piece of an animated machine, a wonder of wonders to look at. He
will go and obey one man, and walk into the cannon’s mouth for him,
and do anything whatever that is commanded of him by his general
officer. And I believe all manner of things in this way could be done -
if there were anything like the same attention bestowed. Very many
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things could be regimented and organized into the mute system of edu-
cation that Goethe evidently adumbrates there. But I believe, when
people look into it, it will be found that they will not be very long in
trying to make some efforts in that direction ; for the saving of human
labour and the avoidance of human misery would be unaccountable if it
were set about and begun even in part.

Alas ! it is painful to think how very far away it is,—any fulfilment
of such things ; for I need not hide from you, young gentlemen,—and
that is one of the last things I am going to tell you,—that you have got
into a very troublous epoch of the world; and I don’t think you will
find it improve the footing you have, though you have many advantages
which we had not. You have careers open to you, by public examina-
tions and so on, which is a thing much to be approved and which we hope
to see perfected more and more. All that was entirely unknown in my
time, and you have many things to recognize as advantages. But you
will find the ways of the world more anarchical than ever, I think. As far
as I have noticed, revolution has come upon us. We have got into the
age of revolutions. All kinds of things are coming to be subjected
to fire, as it were ; hotter and hotter the wind rises around everything.

Curious to say, now in Oxford and other places that used to seem
to lie at anchor in the stream of time, regardless of all changes, they are
getting into the highest humour of mutation, and all sorts of new ideas
are getting afloat. It is evident that whatever is not made of asbestos
will have to be burnt in this world. It will not stand the heat it is getting
exposed to. And in saying that, it is but saying in other words that we
are in an epoch of anarchy,—anarchy plus the constable. There is no-
body that picks one’s pockets without some policeman being ready
to take him up. But in every other thing he is the son, not of Kosmos,
but of Chaos. He is a disobedient, and reckless, and altogether a waste
kind of object,—a commonplace man in these epochs; and the wiser
kind of man—the select of whom I hope you will be part—has more
and more a set time to it to look forward, and will require to move with
double wisdom ; and will find, in short, that the crooked things that
he has to pull straight in his own life, or round about, wherever he may
be, are manifold, and will tax all his strength wherever he may go.

But why should I complain of that either ?—for that is a thing
a man is born to in all epochs. He is born to expend every particle
of strength that God Almighty has given him, in doing the work he finds
he is fit for,—to stand it out to the last breath of life, and do his best.
We are called upon to do that ; and the reward we all get—which we are
perfectly sure of if we-have merited it—is that we have got the work
done, or, at least, that we have tried to do the work ; for that is a greal
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blessing in itself ; and I should say there is not very much more reward
than that going in this world. If the man gets meat and clothes, what
matters it whether he have £10,000, or £10,000,000, or £70 a year. He can
get meat and clothes for that; and he will find very little difference
intrinsically, if he is a wise man.

I warmly second the advice of the wisest of men,—‘‘ Don’t be
ambitious ; don’t be at all too desirous of success ; be loyal and modest.”
Cut down the proud towering thoughts that you get into you, or see
they be pure as well as high. There is a nobler ambition than the gaining
of all California would be, or the getting of all the suffrages that are on
the planet just now.

Finally, gentlemen, I have one advice to give you, which is prac-
tically of very great importance, though a very humble one.

I have no doubt you will have among you people ardently bent
to consider life cheap, for the purpose of getting forward in what they
are aiming at of high ; and you are to consider throughout, much more
than is done at present, that health is a thing to be attended to con-
tinually,—that you are to regard that as the very highest of all temporal
things for you. There is o kind of achievement you could make in the
world that is equal to perfect health. What are nuggets and millions ?
The French financier said, ‘* Alas ! why is there no sleep to be sold ? **
Sleep was not in the market at any quotation.

It is a curious thing that I remarked long ago, and have often
turned in my head, that the old word for ‘“holy” in the German
language—helig—also means ‘‘healthy.” And so Helibronn means
““ holy-well,”” or ‘‘ healthy-well.” We have in the Scotch ‘‘hale”;
and I suppose our English word ‘‘ whole "—with a ‘‘ w”—all of one
piece, without any hole in it—is the same word. I find that you could
not get better definition of what ‘“ holy ”’ really is than ‘‘ healthy—com-
pletely healthy.” Mens sana in corpore sano.

A man with his intellect a clear, plain, geometric mirror, brilliantly
sensitive of all objects and impressions around it, and imagining all things
in their correct proportions,—not twisted up into convex or concave,
and distorting everything, so that he cannot see the truth of the matter
without endless groping and manipulation,—healthy, clear and free,
and all round about him. We never can attain that at all. In fact,
the operations we have got into are destructive of it. You cannot,
if you are going to do any decisive intellectual operation—if you are going -
to write a book—at least, I never could—without getting decidedly made
ill by it, and really you must if it is your business—and you must follow
out what you are at—and it sometimes is at the expense of health. Only
remember at all times to get back as fast as possible out of it into health,
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and regard the real equilibrium as the centre of things. You should
always logk at the helig, which means holy, and holy means healthy.

Well, that old etymology,—what a lesson it is against certain gloomy,
austere, ascetic people, that have gone about as if this world were all
a dismal prison house! It has, indeed, got all the ugly things in it
that I have been alluding to ; but there is an eternal sky over it, and the
blessed sunshine, verdure of spring, and rich autumn, and all that in it,
too. Piety does not mean that a man should make a sour face about
things, and refuse to enjoy in moderation what his Maker has given.
Neither do you find it to have been so with old Knox. If you look
into him you will find a beautiful Scotch humour in him, as well as the
grimmest and sternest truth when necessary, and a great deal of laughter.
We find really some of the sunniest glimpses of things come out of Knox
that I have seen in any man ; for instance, in his ‘ History of the Refor-
mation,”’which is a book I hope everyone of you will read,—a glorious book.

On the whole, I would bid you stand up to your work, whatever
it may be, and not be afraid of it,—not in sorrows or contradiction to
yield, but pushing on towards the goal. And don’t suppose that
people are hostile to you in the world. You will rarely find anybody
designedly doing you ill. You may feel often as if the whole world is
obstructing you, more or less ; but you will find that to be because the
world is travelling in a different way from you, and rushing on in its own
path. Each man has only an extremely good-will to himself—which he
has a right to have—and is moving on towards his object. Keep out of
literature as a general rule, I should say also. If you find many people who
are hard and indifferent to you in a world that you consider to be inhos-
pitable and cruel,—as often, indeed, happens to a tender-hearted, stirring
young creature,—you will also find there are noble hearts who will
look kindly on you, and their help will be precious to you beyond price.
You will get good and evil as you go on, and have the success that has
been appointed to you.

I will wind up with a small bit of verse that is from Goethe also,
and has often gone through my mind. To me it has the tone of a modern
psalm in it in some measure. It is sweet and clear. The clearest of
sceptical men had not anything like so clear a mind as that man had,—
freer from cant and misdirected notions of any kind than any man in these
ages has been. This is what the poet says :(—

The future hides in it
Gladness and sorrow :
We press still through ;
Nought that abides-in it
Daunting us,—Onward’
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And solemn before us,
Veiled, the dark Portal,
Goal of all mortal.

Stars silent rest o’er us,—
Graves under us, silent.

While earnest thou gazest
Comes boding of terror,
Come phantasm and error
Perplexes the bravest
With doubt and misgiving.

But heard are the voices,
Heard are the sages,

The Worlds and the Ages:

‘“ Choose well : your choice is
Brief, and yet endless.”

Here eyes do regard you
In f.ternity’s stillness ;
Hege is all fullness,

Ye brave, to reward you.
Work, and despair not.

One last word. Wir heissen euch hoffen,—we bid you be of hope.
Adieu for this time.



52

SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE
(1772-1834).

HE main ‘‘ objective ” facts relating to the life of S. T. Coleridge
are few ; like those of most men of letters his adventures were
almost solely ideal. We note that he was born at Ottery St.

Mary, in Devon (where his father was the vicar-schoolmaster), and
that he was entered at Christ’s Hospital—the Bluecoat School—at the
age of nine. Here he remained for eight years learning to read Greek
and Latin fluently, and devouring whole libraries.

He went to Cambridge in 1791, where he read deeply in many old
folios, and, less innocent amusement, got deeply into debt. His money
difficulties combined with a love affair, caused his flight to London,
where he enlisted in the Dragoons under the name of Silas Comburbache.
Probably the British Army had never before received such a queer
recruit. It was found an impossibility to teach him to ride, and when
a few Latin words chalked on a stable door served to discover his real
identity, no difficulty was found in his being ‘ bought out ’ of the army.

In 1795, Coleridge married and settled in Somerset, where he met
Wordsworth. This famous friendship led to the Lyrical Ballads—to
which Coleridge contributed ‘ The Ancient Mariner '—the beginning of
a new era in English poetry.

Coleridge became addicted to the opium habit, and this hampered
his intellect and destroyed his will. Yet he contrived to do a large
amount of writing and lecturing, and his Shakespearian Addresses,
given in London, are recognised as classics because of their pith and
power.

THE CHARACTERISTICS OF SHAKESPEARE’'S DRAMAS

N lectures, of which amusement forms a large part of the object, there
are some peculiar difficulties. The architect places his foundation
out of sight, and the musician tunes his instrument before he

makes his appearance; but the lecturer has to try his chords in
the presence of the assembly; an operation not likely, indeed, to
produce much pleasure, but yet indispensably necessary to a right under-
standing of the subject to be developed.
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Poetry in essence is as familiar to barbarous as to civilized nations.
The Laplander and the savage Indian are cheered by it as well as the
inhabitants of London and Paris ;—its spirit takes up and incorporates
surrounding materials, as a plant clothes itself with soil and climate,
whilst it exhibits the working of a vital principle within independent
of all accidental circumstances. And to judge with fairness of an author’s
works, we ought to distinguish what is inward and essential from what
is outward and circumstantial. It is essential to poetry that it be simple,
and appeal to the elements and primary laws of our nature ; that it be
sensuous, and by its imagery elicit truth at a flash ; that it be impassioned,
and be able to move our feelings and awaken our affections. In com-
paring different poets with each other, we should inquire which have
brought into the fullest play our imagination and our reason, or have
created the greatest excitement and produced the completest harmony.
If we consider great exquisiteness of language and sweetness of metre
alone, it is impossible to deny to Pope the character of a delightful writer ;
but whether he be a poet, must depend upon our definition of the word ;
and, doubtless, if everything that pleases be poetry, Pope’s satires and
epistles must be poetry. gThis I must say, that poetry, as distinguished
from other modes of composition, does not rest in metre, and that it is
not poetry, if it make no appeal to our passions or our imagination. One
character belongs to all true poets, that they write from a principle
within, not originating in any thing without ; and that the true poet’s
work in its form, its shapings, and its modifications, is distinguished
from all other words that assume to belong to the class of poetry, as a
natural from an artificial flower, or as the mimic garden of a child from
an enamelled meadow. In the former the flowers are broken from their
stems and stuck into the ground ; they are beautiful to the eye and frag-
rant to the sense, but their colours soon fade, and their odour is transient
as the smile of the planter ;—while the meadow may be visited again
and again with renewed delight ; its beauty is innate in the soil, and its
bloom is of the freshness of nature.

The next ground of critical judgment, and point of comparison,
will be as to how far a given poet has been influenced by accidental
circumstances. As a living poet must surely write, not for the ages past,
but for that in which he lives, and those which are to follow, it is, on
the one hand, natural that he should not violate, and on the other,
necessary that he should not depend on, the mere manners and
modes of his day. See how little does Shakespeare leave us to
regret that he was born in his particular age! The great era in
modern times was what is called the Restoration of Letters ;—the ages’
preceding it are called the dark ages ; but it would be more wise, perhaps,
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to call them the ages in which we were in the dark. It is usually over-
looked that the supposed dark period was not universal, but partial
and successive, or alternate ; that the dark age of England was not the
dark age of Italy, but that one country was in its light and vigour, whilst
another was in its gloom and bondage. But no sooner had the Reform-
ation sounded through Europe like the blast of an archangel’s trumpet,
than from king to peasant there arose an enthusiasm for knowledge ;
the discovery of a manuscript became the subject of an embassy ; Erasmus
read by moonlight, because he could not afford a torch, and begged a
penny, not for the love of charity, but for the love of learning. The three
great points of attention were religion, morals, and taste ; men of genius
as well as men of learning, who in this age need to be so widely distin-
guished, then alike became copyists of the ancients; and this, indeed,
was the only way by which the taste of mankind could be improved,
or their understandings informed. Whilst Dante imagined himself a
humble follower of Virgil, and Ariosto of Homer, they were both un-
conscious of that greater power working within them, which in many
points carried them beyond their supposed originals. All great dis-
coveries bear the stamp of the age in which they are made ;—hence we
perceive the effects of the purer religion of the moderns, visible for the
most part in their lives ; and in reading their works we should not content
ourselves with the mere narratives of events long since passed, but
should learn to apply their maxims and conduct to ourselves.

Having intimated that times and manners lend their form and
pressure to genius, let me once more draw a slight parallel between the
ancient and modern stage, the stages of Greece and of England. The Greeks
were polytheists ; their religion was local ; almost the only object of all
their knowledge, art and taste, was their gods ; and, accordingly, their
productions were, if the expression may be allowed, statuesque, whilst
those of the moderns are picturesque. The Greeks reared a structure,
which in its parts, and as a whole filled the mind with the calm and elevated
impression of perfect beauty, and symmetrical proportion. The moderns
also produced a whole, a more striking whole ; but it was by blending
materials and fusing the parts together. And as the Pantheon is to York
Minster or Westminster Abbey, so is Sophocles compared with Shake-
speare ; in the one a completeness, a satisfaction, an excellence, on which
the mind rests with complacency ; in the other a multitude of interlaced
materials, great and little, magnificent and mean, accompanied, indeed,
with the sense of a falling short of perfection, and yet, at the same time,
so promising of our social and individual progression that we would not,
if we could, exchange it for that repose of the mind which dwells on the
forms of symmetry in the acquiescent admiration or grace, This general
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characteristic of the ancient and modern drama might be illustrated
by a parallel of the ancient and modern music ;—the one consisting
of melody arising from a succession only of pleasing sounds,—the modern
embracing harmony also, the result of combination and the effect of a
whole.

I have said, and I say it again, that great as was the genius of Shake-
speare, his judgment was at least equal to it. Of this anyone will be
convinced, who attentively considers those points in which the dramas
of Greece and England differ, from the dissimilitude of circumstances
by which each was modified and influenced. The Greek stage had its
origin in the ceremonies of a sacrifice, such as of the goat to Bacchus,
whom we most erroneously regard as merely the jolly god of wine ;—
for among the ancients he was venerable, as the symbol of that power
which acts without our consciousness in the vital energies of nature,—
the vinum mundi,—as Apollo was that of the conscious agency of our
intellectual being. The heroes of old under the influences of this Bacchic
enthusiasm performed more than human actions ;—hence tales of the
favourite champions soon passed into dialogue. On the Greek stage the
chorus was always before the audience ; the curtain was never dropped,
as we should say; andschange of place being therefore, in general,
impossible, the absurd notion of condemning it merely as improbable in
itself was never entertained by any one. If we can believe ourselves
at Thebes in one act, we may believe ourselves at Athens in the next.
If a story lasts twenty-four hours or twenty-four years, it is equally
improbable. There seems to be no just boundary but what the feelings
prescribe. But on the Greek stage where the same persons were per-
petually before the audience, great judgment was necessary in venturing
on any such change. The poets never, therefore, attempted to impose
on the senses by bringing places to men, but they did bring men to places,
as in the well known instance in the Eumenides, where during an evident
retirement of the chorus from the orchestra, the scene is changed to
Athens, and Orestes is first introduced in the temple of Minerva, and the
chorus of Furies come in afterwards in pursuit of him.

In the Greek drama there were no formal divisions into scenes and
acts ; there were no means, therefore, of allowing for the necessary lapse
of time between one part of the dialogue and another, and unity of time
in a strict sense was, of course, impossible. To overcome that difficulty
of accounting for time, which is effected on the modern stage by dropping
a curtain, the judgment and great genius of the ancients supplied music
and measured motion, and with the lyric ode filled up the vacuity. In
the story of the Agamemnon of Zschylus, the capture of Troy is supposed.
to be announced by a fire lighted on the Asiatic shore, and the trans-
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mission of the signal by successive beacons to Mycenz. The signal
is first seen at the 21st line, and the herald from Troy itself enters at the
486th, and Agamemnon himself at the 783rd line. But the practical
absurdity of this was not felt by the audience who, in imagination
stretched minutes into hours, while they listened to the lofty narrative
odes of the chorus which almost entirely filled up the interspace.
Another fact deserves attention here, namely, that regularly on the
Greek stage a drama, or acted story, consisted in reality of three dramas,
called together a trilogy, and performed consecutively in the course of
one day. Now you may conceive a tragedy of Shakespeare's as a trilogy
connected in one single representation. Divide Lear into three parts,
and each would be a play with the ancients ; or take the three Aschylean
dramas of Agamemnon, and divide them into, or call them, as many
acts, and they together would be one play. The first act would comprise
the usurpation of Agisthus, and the murder of Agamemnon ; the second,
the revenge of Orestes, and the murder of his mother ; and the third, the
penance and absolution of Orestes ;—occupying a period of twenty-two
years.

The stage in Shakespeare’s time was a naked room with a blanket
for a curtain ; but he made it a field for monarchs. That law of unity,
which has its foundations, not in the factitious necessity of custom,
but in nature itself, the unity of feeling, is everywhere and at all times
observed by Shakespeare in his plays. Read Romeo and Juliet ;—all
is youth and spring ;—youth with its follies, its virtues, its precipi-
tancies ;—spring with its odours, its flowers, and its change; it
is one and the same feeling that commences, goes through, and ends the
play. The old men, the Capulets and the Montagues, are not common
old men ; they have an eagerness, a heartiness, a vehemence, the effect
of spring; with Romeo, his change of passion, his sudden marriage,
and his rash death, are all the effects of youth ;—whilst in Juliet love
has all that is tender and melancholy in the nightingale, all that is
voluptuous in the rose, with whatever is sweet in the freshness of spring ;
but it ends with a long deep sigh like the last breeze of the Italian evening.
This unity of feeling and character pervades every drama of
Shakespeare.

It seems to me that his plays are distinguished from those of all
other dramatic poets by the following characteristics :

1. Expectation in preference to surprise. It is like the true reading
of the passage :—‘ God said, Let there be light, and there was light ,;’
—not there was light. As the feeling with which we startle at a shooting
star compared with that of watching the sunrise at the pre-established
moment, such and so low is surprise compared with expectation.
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2. Signal adherence to the great law of nature, that all opposites
tend to attract and temper each other. Passion in Shakespeare generally
displays libertinism, but involves morality ; and if there are exceptions
to this, they are, independently of their intrinsic value, all of them
indicative of individual character, and, like the farewell admonitions
of a parent, have an end beyond the parental relation. Thus the Countess’s
beautiful precepts to Bertram, by elevating her character, raise that
of Helena her favourite, and soften down the point in her which Shake-
speare does not mean us not to see, but to see and to forgive, and at
length to justify. And so it is in Polonius, who is the personified
memory of wisdom no longer actually possessed. This admirable charac-
ter is always misrepresented on the stage. Shakespeare never intended
to exhibit him as a buffoon ; for although it was natural that Hamlet,—
a young man of fire and genius, detesting formality, and disliking Polonius
on political grounds, as imagining that he had assisted his uncle in his
usurpation,—should express himself satirically,—yet this must not be
taken as exactly the poet’s conception of him. In Polonius a certain
induration of character had arisen from long habits of business; but
take his advice to Lael;es, and Ophelia’s reverence for his memory,
and we shall see that hq¢ was meant to be represented as a statesman
somewhat past his faculties,—his recollections of life all full of wisdom,
and showing a knowledge of human nature, whilst what immediately

“takes place before him, and escapes from him, is indicative of weakness.

But as in Homer all the deities are in armour, even Venus; so in
Shakespeare all the characters are strong. Hence real folly and dullness
are made by him the vehicles of wisdom. There is no difficulty for one
being a fool to imitate a fool ; but to be, remain, and speak like a wise
man and a great wit, and yet so as to give a vivid representation of a
veritable fool,—hic labor, hoc opus est. A drunken constable is not un-
common, nor hard to draw ; but see and examine what goes to make
up a Dogberry.

3. Keeping at all times in the high road of life. Shakespeare has
no innocent adulteries, no interesting incests, no virtuous vice ;—he
never renders that amiable which religion and reason alike teach us to
detest, or clothes impurity in the garb of virtue, like Beaumont and
Fletcher, the Kotzebues of the day. Shakespeare’s fathers are roused by
ingratitude, his husbands stung by unfaithfulness ; in him, in short, the
affections are wounded in those points in which all may, nay, must, feel.
Let the morality of Shakespeare be contrasted with that of the writers
of his own, or the succeeding, age, or of those of the present day, who boast
their superiority in this respect. No one can dispute that the result
of such a comparison is altogether in favour of Shakespeare ;—even the
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letters of women of high rank in his age were often coarser than his
writings. , If he occasionally disgusts a keen sense of delicacy, he never
injures the mind ; he neither excites, nor flatters, passion, in order to
degrade the subject of it ; he does not use the faulty thing for a faulty
purpose, nor carry on warfare against virtue, by causing wickedness
to appear as no wickedness, through the medium of a morbid sympathy
with the unfortunate. In Shakespeare vice never walks as in twilight ;
nothing is purposely out of its place ;—he inverts not the order of nature
and propriety,—does not make every magistrate a drunkard or glutton,
nor every poor man meek, humane, and temperate ; he has no benevo-
lent butchers, nor any sentimental rat-catchers.

4. Independence of the dramatic interest on the plot. The interest
in the plot is always in fact on account of the characters, not vice versa,
as in almost all other writers ; the plot is a mere canvas and no more.
Hence arises the true justification of the same stratagem being used
in regard to Benedick and Beatrice,—the vanity in each being alike.
Take away from the Much Ado About Nothing all that which is not
indispensable to the plot, either as having little to do with it, or, at best,
like Dogberry and his comrades, forced into the service, when any other
less ingeniously absurd watchman and night-constables would have
answered the mere necessities of the action ;—take away Benedick,
Beatrice, Dogberry, and the reaction of the former on the character
of Hero,—and what will remain ? In other writers the main agent
of the plot is always the prominent character ; in Shakespeare it is so,
or is not so, as the character is in itself calculated, or not calculated, to
form the plot. Don John is the main-spring of the plot of this play;
but he is merely shown and then withdrawn.

5. Independence of the interest on the story as the ground-work
of the plot. Hence Shakespeare never took the trouble of inventing
stories. It was enough for him to select from those that had been already
invented or recorded such as had one or other, or both, of two recommen-
dations, namely, suitableness to his particular purpose, and their being
parts of popular tradition,—names of which we had often heard, and
of their fortunes, and as to which all we wanted was, to see the man him- .
self. So it is just the man himself, the Lear, the Shylock, the Richard,
that Shakespeare makes us for the first time acquainted with. Omit
the first scene in Lear, and yet everything will remain ; so the first
and second scenes in the Merchant of Venice. Indeed it is universally
true, :

6. Interfusion of the lyrical—that which in its very essence is poetical
‘—not only with the dramatic, as in the-plays of Metastasio, where at
the end of the scene comes the aria as the exit speech of the character,—
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but also in and through the dramatic. Songs in Shakespeare are intro-
duced as songs only, just as songs are in real life, beautifully as some
of them are charaeteristic of the person who has sung or called for them,
as Desdemona’s ‘ Willow,” and Ophelia’s wild snatches, and the sweet
carollings in As You Like It. But the whole of the Midsummer Night’s
Dream is one continued specimen of the dramatized lyrical. And observe
how exquisitely the dramatic of Hotspur :—

Marry, and I'm glad on’t with all my heart ;
I'd rather be a kitten and cry—mew, &c.

melts away into the lyric of Mortimer ;}—

I understand thy looks : that pretty Welsh
Which thou pourest down from these swelling heavens,
I am too perfect in, &c.
Henry IV. part i. act iii. sc. i.

7. The characters o; the dramatis persone, like those in real life,
are to be inferred by thesreader ;—they are not told to him. And it is
well worth remarking that Shakespeare’s characters, like those in real
life, are very commonly misunderstood, and almost always understood
by different persons in different ways. The causes are the same in either
case. If you take only what the friends of the character say, you may
be deceived, and still more so if that which his enemies say ; nay, even
the character himself sees himself through the medium of his character,
and not exactly as he is. Take all together, not omitting a shrewd hint
from the clown or the fool, and perhaps your impression will be right ;
and you may know whether you have in fact discovered the pogt’s own
idea, by all the speeches receiving light from it, and attesting its reality
by reflecting it.

Lastly, in Shakespeare the heterogeneous is united, as it is in nature.
You must not suppose a pressure or passion always acting on or in the
character |—passion in Shakespeare is that by which the individual
is distinguished from others, not that which makes a different kind
of him. Shakespeare followed the main march of the human affections.
He entered into no analysis of the passions or faiths of men, but assured
himself that such and such passions and faiths were grounded in our
common nature, and not in the mere accidents of ignorance or disease.
This is an important consideration, and constitutes our Shakespeare
the morning star, the guide and the pioneer, of true philosophy. '



SIR SIMON D’EWES
(1602-1650).

IR SIMON D’EWES, the celebrated antiquary, was a Member
of the Long Parliament and helped by his eloquence to make
it celebrated among the deliberative bodies of the world. Of

the three of his speeches of 1640 which are preserved in verbatim reports,
that on the * Antiquity of Cambridge ’ is the most characteristic of the man
and of the learning of the educated classes of a time when education,
devoting itself to what Raleigh called *‘ tickle points of niceness,” was
rendering its possessors foreign to the great body of the English people.
On the eve of one of the greatest revolutions in history, D’Ewes took
advantage of the fact that the name of Cambridge appeared above that
of Oxford in a document under consideration by the House to make
a learned and interesting speech—at which, under the circumstances,
posterity cannot fail to wonder.

He was born at Coxden, in Dorsetshire, December 18th, 1602, and
died April 8th, 1650. He collected the journals of the Parliaments
held during the reign of Elizabeth, and his manuscripts sold after his
death to Sir Robert Harley are now among the treasures of the British
Museum.

THE ANTIQUITY OF CAMBRIDGE
(Delivered in Parliament, January 21st, 1640).

STAND up to persuade, if it may be, the declining of the present
question and the further dispute of this business. Yesterday we
had long debate about the putting out of a word, and now we are fallen

upon the dispute of putting one word before another. I account no
honour to Cambridge that it got the precedency by voices at the former
committee, nor will it be any glory to Oxford to gain it by voices here,
where we all know the multitudes of borough towns of the western
parts of England do send so many worthy Members hither, that if we
measure things by number, and not by weight, Cambridge is sure to lose
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it. I would therefore propound a more noble way and means for the
decision of the present controversy than by question, in which, if the
University of Oxford (which for my own part I do highly respect and
honour) shall obtain the prize, it will be far more glory to it than to carry
it by multitude of voices, which, indeed, can be none at all. Let us there-
fore dispute it by reason, and not make an idol of either place, and if I
shall be so convinced I shall readily change my vote, wishing we may
find the same ingenuity in the Oxford men.

There are two principal respects, besides others, in which these
famous universities may claim precedency each of the other.

Firstly, in respect of their being, as they were places of note in the
elder ages.

Secondly, as they were ancient nurseries and seed plots of learning.
If I do not, therefore, prove that Cambridge was a renowned city at least
three hundred years before there was a house of Oxford standing, and
whilst brute beasts fed, or corn was planted on that place, where the same
city is now seated, and that Cambridge was a nursery of learning before
Oxford was known to have a Grammar School in it I will yield up the
bucklers. If I should losegime to reckon up the vain allegations produced
for the antiquity of Oxford by Twyne, and of Cambridge by Caius, I should
but repeat deliria senum, for 1 account the most of that they have pub-
lished in print to be no better. But I find my authority without exception,
that in the ancient catalogue of cities of Britain, Cambridge is the ninth
in number, where London itself is but the eleventh, and who would have
thought that ever Oxford should have contended for precedency with
Cambridge, which London gave it above twelve hundred years. This
I find in ‘ Gildas Albanius,’ his British story, who died about the year
520, being the ancientest domestic monument we have (page 60) ; and in
a Saxon anonymous story in Latin, touching the Britons and Saxons
(page 39), who saith of himself that he lived in the days of Penda, King
of the Mercians, in the tenth year of his reign, and that he knew him well,
which falls out to be near the year 620. And lastly, I find the catalogue
of the said British cities, with some little variation, to be set down in
‘ Nennius,” his Latin story of Britain (page 38), and he wrote the same,
as he says of himself, in the year 880. They all call it ‘‘ Cair-grant,”
—the word ‘‘ Cair ” in the old Celtic tongue signifying city.

-These three stories are exotic, and rare monuments, remaining
yet only in ancient manuscripts amongst us not known to many ; but
the authority of them is irrefragable and without exception. The best
and most ancient copies that I have seen of ‘ Gildas Albanius’ and
‘ Nennius ’ remain in the University library of Cambridge, being those
I have vouched, and the ‘ Saxon Anonymous’ in a library we have near
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us. This Cairgrant is not only expounded by Alfred of Beverley to
signify Cambridge, but also by William de Ramsey, Abbot of Croyland,
in his manuscript story of the life of ‘ Guthlacas,” ignorantly in those
elder days reputed a Saint, the said William goes further, and says it
was so called @ grania flumine. This place remained still a city of fame
and repute a long time under the reign of the English Saxons, and is
called in divers of the old manuscript Saxon annals ‘‘ Grantecearten.”
And not withstanding the great devastations it suffered with other
places, by reason of the Danish incursions, yet in the first tome or volume
of the book of * Domes Dei’ (for now I come to cite records) it appears
to have been a place of considerable moment, having in it decem cus-
todias and a castle of great strength and extent, and so I have done with
Cambridge as a renowned place.

And now I come to speak to it, as it hath been a nursery of learning,
nor will I begin higher with it than the time of the learned Saxon monarch
King Alfred, because I suppose no man will question or gainsay but that
there are sufficient testimonies of certain persons that did together in Cam-
bridge study the arts and sciences much about that time. And it grew to
be a place so famous for learning about the time of William I., the Norman,
that he sent his younger son Henry thither to be there instructed, who
himself being afterwards King of England, by the name of Henry I.,
was also surnamed Beauclerk, in respect of his great knowledge. If
I should undertake to allege and vouch the records and other monuments
of good authority, which assert and prove the increase and flourishing
estate of this University in the succeeding ages, I should spend more time
than our great and weighty occasions at this present will permit ; it shall
therefore suffice to have added, that the most ancient and first endowed
college of England was Valence College in Cambridge, which after the
foundation thereof, as appears by one of our Parliament Rolls remaining
upon record in the Tower of London, received the new name or appellation
of Pembroke Hall ; it is in Rota. Parliam. de Anno 38 H. 6 num. 3I.
It appearing therefore so evidently by all that I have said, that Cambridge
is in all respects the elder sister (which I speak not to derogate from
Oxford), my humble advice is, that we lay aside the present question,
as well to avoid division amongst ourselves as to intomb all further
emulation between the two sisters, and that we suffer the present bill to
pass as it is now penned ; and the rather, because I think Oxford had the
precedence in the last bill of this nature that passed this House.
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HERBERT ALBERT LAURENS FISHER

(For Biographical Note see Section i.).
ART IN PUBLIC LIFE

(Delivered in Sheffield, 1922).

HE schools of art in this country exist, we may suppose, for some
purpose. What is that purpose ? It is, I think, two-fold : first
to equip with the needful measure of accomplishment the teachers

who give art instruction in our schools, and secondly, to train men and
women to earn their livelihood in one of the artistic professions, either
as painters, sculptors, or architects, or as printers or book-binders, or as
designers in gold and silver, wood and glass, bronze and iron, porcelain
or textiles. Of the first of these important functions I will only now say
that in my opinion its ef?ctive discharge must greatly depend upon the
extent to which the other subject is simultaneously kept in view. A
school of, art, frequented only by intended art teachers and instructed
only by those who have nothing else to do will have to struggle hard
to escape petrifaction ; but if, in addition to the students who are
designed for the teaching profession, there are others who have
sufficient confidence in themselves and in their art to take their
talents into the open market and to confront the April weather of
an artistic life—if, that is to say, in addition to the students who
propose for themselves the modest and limited aim of teaching in
schools, there are those who draw no such boundary round their
ambitions—then there is a seed of life and buoyancy in the school
which should preserve it against the dangers of dullness and decay.

There is, of course, nothing new or peculiar to art schools in this

contention. We think it desirable that those who intend to teach the
law should receive their education side by side with those who intend to
practise it. And one of the main arguments for the development of train
ing departments at our universities is that it throws the prospective
teacher into the whirlpool of academic life and enables him to mix freely
with contemporaries who are preparing themselves for other callings.
But for the art teacher this opportunity of intercourse with art workers
of every description is of incomparable value, for without it he might lose
sight of the fact that he, too, within the measure of his faculties, should
consider himself to be artist as well as teacher, and realize that he will
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gain in power and impressiveness as a teacher in proportion as he perfects
himself in his art.

And now I come to your second and more important function,
the training of the creative artist. And here again I can only speak on
the most general lines. The state of the arts and crafts in every country
is conditioned by, as it conditions, the public taste. You, who control
our schools of art, give directions and receive directions ; you influence
taste and taste influences you. The artist who designs for a commercial
firm must supply a pattern which the firm can sell, and the extent to which
a firm can educate its customers in the principles of high art may be less
ample than we desire.

There will be no dissent from the proposition that the education of
our public bodies is still far from complete. Here, then, is a new task
for the art schools. The municipal councillor is not, in my experience,
impervious to humanizing influences. Like every other mortal he will
yield to seductions, wisely and temperately applied. But nobody
capitulates to seductions unless regular siege is laid to the heart. And so,
when I pass a hideous public building, I feel that the art lovers of this coun-
try should bestir themselves and make their influence felt in the proper
quarter, which is not in the circles of the Royal Academy, but in the homes
of those plain, honest and laborious citizens who direct the expenditure
of our public money. I am not arguing for a greater outlay of money.
There is no reason to suppose that beauty is more costly than ugliness.
Rather it is ostentation in scale and ornament which is expensive. The
unobtrusive perfections of line and symmetry can often be purchased for
a song.

Since all artists must obtain a living, great is the power of industry
and commerce over the development of our arts and crafts. A genius like
William Morris, artist, craftsman, poet, man of business, creates a re-
volution in natural taste and sets an imprint on every branch of decor-
ative art. Yet in spite of the impulse that has been given by Morris
and his school Great Britain fails to hold her own against France in the
sphere of industrial design. For some reason or other we seem to lag
behind, save always in the lugubrious department of sepulchral monu~
ments. On the Continent the business man is more ready to make an
ally of the artist than is the case in England. If we paid more attention
to beauty of design, we might conquer some markets which are now closed
to us.

I do not, however, wish to exaggerate. In the last 50 years we have
made great progress in the minor arts and crafts. Some of our printing
is beautiful ; so too are the best samples of modern English bookbinding.
In the illustration of books again there has been great progress. And



HERBERT A. L. FISHER 65

though the French preceded us in this happy departure by at least fifteen
years, we are now putting some first-rate artistic work into the adver-
tisements upon our hoardings. What, however, of the textile trade,
which is one of our greatest industries ? I greatly question—and here I
am supported by the Board of Trade Committee on the position of the
Textile Trades after the War—whether it is extracting all the assistance
which it deserves from the great reserves of artistic talent in the country.
The same observation applies to those whose business it is to sell
ornamental work in metal, china or glass.

We have no excuse for being contented with any standard lower
than the highest. It is a great mistake to paint the Englishman as a
natural and ineradicable Philistine, concerned only with his meals and
his bank-balances, and his athletic sports. Nobody was ever less like an
Englishman than the absurd figure of John Bull, which has been taken
as emblematic of the characteristics of our race. There has, on the con-
trary, never been an age in which our country has not given abundant
proof of a high and distinguished power in one or other of the arts. In
lyric poetry we are confessedly, next to the ancient Greeks, supreme.
In the Middle Ages, ourgarchitecture, ecclesiastical and domestic, our
wood-carving, our St. Adbans School of Illumination, our needlework,
were, each in its own line, equal in quality to anything produced in Europe.
Of our medieval paintings, only a few faint fragments remain, but enough
to show that painting was not an art imported into England with the
coming of Holbein from Germany. I need not elaborate a theme, which
the treasures contained in the Victoria and Albert Museum would abun-
dantly verify. I will only add an illustration. We do not specially pride
ourselves upon our tapestries and textile designs. Tapestry is not,
like landscape painting, one of the famous English arts. Yet at the
recent Franco-British Exhibition of Textile Art in South Kensington, we
had no reason to be ashamed of our native Mortlake School even though
its products had to suffer comparison with the masterpieces of the Gobelin
factory and the still more exquisite fabrics of the Rheims Cathedral which
through the munificence of the French government we were permitted
temporarily to enjoy. Let us then start with the assumption that we
are not a nation of Philistines, but on the contrary, a people rich in every
kind and description of artistic impulse and skill, but, owing to imperfect
organization and contrivance, wasting much of this treasure in our
careless English way, and contenting ourselves with a great deal of un-
necessary ugliness, out of sheer laziness and conservatism. For that I be-
lieve to be the true state of affairs. There is plenty of music in our people,
but very little musical education. There is plenty of art in our people,
but as yet a wholly imperfect use of our artistic resources in industry.

3
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What, then, is the remedy ? Let our art schools be few and strong
rather than many and weak. Let them influence the public bodies and
the industries in their respective areas. Let some, at least, of those who
teach in them be employed half time, and otherwise engaged as creative
artists, in their respective departments, as designers of fabrics, as
workers in glass or metal, as portrait painters or engravers, so that a
close touch may be kept with the needs of industry, and a quickening
impulse from the outside world may be communicated to work in the
school. Conversely, let the city in which such a school is placed, and the
conductors of industry in the city and its neighbourhood, realise that the
school of art is not an idle luxury, but a tool fashioned for their own use
and profit. And if the school does not yield them all the results which
they desire, let them ask themselves whether they are giving it all the sup-
port which it deserves—and when I speak of support I am not alluding to
funds, but to advice and counsel and to those opportunities of usefulness
which it is always in the power of the wise and intelligent patron to
extend to a client.

If in these observations I have mainly dwelt upon the school of art
as an influence operating through direct production to raise the level of
taste in the community and have only glanced for a moment at the
direct influence which it exercises through the training of teachers, it is
not that I am disposed to under-value the importance of an artistic
element in the general education of the ordinary citizen. Every writer
who has made a serious contribution to pedagogical literature recognises
that Art must have a place in a well-balanced scheme of education.
We cannot, indeed, determine in advance what form of artistic discipline,
whether drawing or music or handicraft, or the imitation of literary
models in prose and verse, will make the most powerful appeal, for each
form of art enlists its own disciples. But this we can say, that a school
which does not endeavour to convey the idea of beauty, in some parts, at
least, of its teaching, even if it be only in the comparatively humble but
most important sphere of handwriting, is failing in at least one-third
of its mission.

What, however, is beauty ? I cannot tell you. My last attempt to
frame a philosophy of the beautiful was shattered some years ago in
Sheffield at the bottom of the thoroughfare which descends the steep
declivity of Brocco Bank. It was there that my eminent and ever-to-be-
lamented friend the Belgian poet Verhaeren paused to admire the archi-
tectural splendours of the Ecclesall road. It was a clear autumn evening.
-The drab and woeful scene owed nothing to the familiar and often ex-
quisite clarity of Sheffield smoke. The little row of stark, squalid com-
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monplace suburban dwellings offered themselves without veil or apology
to the eye of the poet, and he stood in raptures. I dare not challenge,
though I cannot adopt, the eulogium of my sensitive friend ; but this
moral at least may be drawn from the incident, that it is well to be modest
in asthetic disparagement, seeing that the discovery of beauty is one of
the secrets of genius.
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JOHN FISHER
(459(?)-1535).

ISHER’S ‘Sermons on the Psalms’ are admirable examples of
F Saxon-English. In eloquence they will not suffer by comparison
with the best examples of other pulpit orators in his day or
in the Shakespearean agé. He was born at Beverley in Yorkshire about
1459. Graduating at Cambridge in 1487, he was made Vice-Chancellor
of the University in 1501, and professor of divinity two years later.
In 1504, he became Chancellor of the University, a position to which
he was repeatedly re-elected. In the same year he was made Bishop
of Rochester, and both as an educator and an ecclesiastic he seems
to have used his influence in the interest of liberalism and the advance-
ment of learning. He was the friend of Erasmus, and the promoter
of the classical scholarship from which at the first revival of ancient
learning so much was expected. As he would not lend his countenance
to the divorce of Catherine of Aragon and the policies of Henry VIII.,
he fell into great disfavour at court, and on his refusal to comply with
the act of Succession and the act of Supremacy, the King had him
beheaded on Tower Hill, June 22nd, 1535.

THE JEOPARDY OF DAILY LIFE
(From his ‘ Sermons on the Psalms ’).

HAT man were put in great peril and jeopardy that should hang over

a very deep pit holden up by a weak and slender cord or line, in

whose bottom should be most wood and cruel beasts of every

kind, abiding with great desire his falling down, for that intent when
he shall fall down anon to devour him, which line or cord that he hangeth
by should be holden up and stayed only by the hands of that man, to
whom by his manifold ungentleness he hath ordered and made himself
as a very enemy. Likewise, dear friends, consider in yourselves. If
now under me were such a very deep pit, wherein might be lions, tigers,
and bears gaping with open mouth to destroy and devour me at my
falling down, and that there be nothing whereby I might be holden
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up and succoured, but a broken bucket or pail which should hang
by a small cord, stayed and holden up only by the hands of him to
whom I have behaved myself as an enemy and adversary, by great and
grievous injuries and wrongs done unto him, would ye not think me in
perilous conditions ? Yes, without fail! Truly all we be in like manner.
For under us is the horrible and fearful pit of hell, where the black devils
in the likeness of ramping and cruel beasts do abide desirously our
falling down to them. The lion, the tiger, the bear, or any other wild
beast, never layeth so busily await for his prey, when he is hungry, as
do these great and horrible hell hounds, the devils, for us. Of whom
may be heard the saying of Moses: Dentes bestiarum smmitiam in eos
cum furore trahemtium atque serpemtium. 1 shall send down among
them wild beasts to gnaw their flesh, and with the woodness of cruel
birds and serpents drawing and tearing their bones. There is none
of us living but that is holden up from falling down to hell in as feeble
and frail vessel, hanging by a weak line as may be. I beseech you
what vessel may be more bruckle and frail than is our body that daily
needeth reparation. And if thou refresh it not, anon it perisheth and
cometh to naught.

An house made of day, if it be not oft renewed and repaired with
putting to of new clay, shall at the last fall down. And much more
this house made of flesh, this house of our soul, this vessel wherein our
soul is holden up and borne about, but if it be not refreshed by oft feeding
and putting to of meat and drink, within the space of three days it shall
waste and slip away. We be daily taught by experience how feeble
and frail man’s body is. Also, beholding daily the goodly and strong
bodies of young people, how soon they die by a short sickness. And,
therefore, Solomon, in the book called Ecclesiastes, compareth the body
of man to a pot that is bruckle, saying; Memento creatoris tus in
diebus juventutis tuce, antequam conteratuy hydria super fontem.
Have mind on thy Creator and Maker in the time of thy young age,
or ever the pot be broken upon the fountain, that is to say, thy body,
and thou, peradventure, fall into the well, that is to say, into the deepness
of hell. This pot, man’s body, hangeth by a very weak cord which
the said Solomon in the same place calleth a cord or line made of silver.
Et antequam yumpatur fumiculus argenteus. Take heed, he saith,
or ever the silver cord be broken. Truly this silver cord whereby our
soul hangeth and is holden up in this pot, in this frail vessel our body,
is the life of man. For as a little cord or line is made or woven of a few
threads, so is the life of man knit together by four humours, that as
long as they be knit together in a right order, so long is man’s life whole
and sound. This cord also hangeth by the hand and power of God.
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For as Job saith: Quontam sn tllius manu est anima (sd est vila)
ommis viventis. In this hand and power is the life of every living creature.
And we by our unkindness done against his goodness have so greatly
provoked him to wrath that it is a marvel this line should be so long
holden up by his power and majesty ; and if it be broken, this pot, our
body, is broken, and the soul slippeth down into the pit of hell, there
to be torn and all to rent of those most cruel hell hounds. Oh! good
Lord, how fearful condition stand we in if we remember these jeopardies
and perils ; and if we do not remember them, we may say Oh, marvellous
blindness, ye are madness, never enough to be wailed at, cried out upon.
Heaven is above us, wherein Almighty God is resident and abiding,
which giveth himself to us as our Father, if we obey and do according
unto his holy commandments. The deepness of hell is under us, greatly
to be abhorred, full of devils. Our sins and wickedness be afore us.
Behind us be the times and spaces that were offered to do satisfaction
and penance, which we have negligently lost. On our right hand be all
the benefits of our most good and meek Lord, Almighty God, given unto
us. And on our left hand be innumerable misfortunes that might
have happened if that Almighty God had not defended us by his goodness
and meekness. Within us is the most stinking abomination of our
sin, whereby the image of Almighty God in us is very foul deformed,
and by that we be made unto him very enemies. By all these things
before rehearsed, we have provoked the dreadful majesty of him unto so
great wrath that we must needs fear lest he let fall this line, our life,
from his hands, and the pot, our body, be broken, and we then fall down
into the deep dungeon of hell. Therefore, what shall we wretched
sinners do, of whom may help and succour be had and obtained for us ?
By what manner of sacrifice may the wrath and ire of so great a majesty
be pacified and made easy ? Truly the best remedy is to be swift in
doing penance for our sins. He only may help them that be penitent.
By that only sacrifice his ire is mitigated and suaged chiefly. Our most
gracious Lord Almighty God is merciful to them that be penitent. There-
fore, let us ask now his mercy with the penitent prophet David. Let us
call and cry before the throne of his grace, saying : Miserere mei deus.
God have mercy on me !
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SIR ARCHIBALD GEIKIE
(1835-1924).

E famous Scottish geologist was born in Edinburgh, December,

1835. He was educated at the High School and University of

his native town ; showing an early bent towards geology he was
appointed in 1855 on the Geological Survey. He evinced great skill as
a field geologist and worked with his chief, Sir Roderick Murchiston, in
producing the geological map of Scotland (1862). In 1865 appeared
his ‘* Scenery of Scotland,” which showed how the scenery of a country-
side came to be. This is a favourite topic of Geikie’s, who gave a
Romanes Lecture in 1898 on ‘‘ Types of Scenery.”

In 1881 he became head of the great Geological Survey, a post
held for ten years. I{e travelled and observed extensively through
Europe and America, and published many volumes embodying his
researches in geology. He was knighted in 1gor, became President
of the Royal Society in 1908, and in 1914 received the Order of Merit.

THE VALUE OF ORGANISED KNOWLEDGE
(Address to University Students).

MONG the mental habits which your education in science has helped
to foster, there are a few which I would specially commend to your
attention as worthy of your most sedulous care all through life.

In the first place I would place Accuracy. You have learnt in the
laboratory how absolutely essential this condition is for scientific investi-
gation. We are all supposed to make the ascertainment of the truth
our chief aim, but we do not all take the same trouble to attain it.
Accuracy involves labour, and every man is not gifted with an infinite
capacity for taking pains. Inexactness of observation is sure, sooner
or later, to be detected, and to be visited on the head of the man who
commits it. If his observations are incorrect, the conclusions he has
drawn from them may be vitiated. Thus all the toil he has endured
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in a research may be rendered of no avail, and the reputation he might
have gained is not only lost but replaced by discredit. It is quite true
that absolute accuracy is often unattainable ; you can only approach it.

But the greater the exertion you make to reach it, the greater will
be the success of your investigations. The effort after accuracy will be
transferred from your scientific work to your every-day life and becomes
a habit of mind, advantageous both to yourselves and to society at large.

In the next place I would set Thoroughness, which is closely akin
to accuracy. Your training here has shown you how needful it is in
scientific research to adopt thorough and exhaustive methods of pro-
cedure. The conditions to be taken into account are so numerous and
complex, the possible combinations so manifold, before a satisfactory
conclusion can be reached. A laborious collection of facts must be
made. Each supposed fact must be sifted out and weighed. The
evidence must be gone over again and yet again, each link in its chain
being scrupulously tested. The deduction to which the evidence may
seem to point must be closely and impartially scrutinised, every other
conceivable explanation of the facts being frankly and fully considered.
Obviously the man whose education has inured him to the cultivation
of a mental habit of the kind is admirably equipped for success in any
walk of life which he may be called upon to enter. The accuracy and
thoroughness which you have learnt to appreciate and practise at College
must never be dropped in later years. Carry them with you as watch-
words, and make them characteristic of all your undertaking.

In the third place we may take Breadth. At the outset of your
scientific education you were doubtless profoundly impressed by the
multiplicity of detail which met your eye in every department of natural
knowledge. When you entered upon the study of one of these departments
you felt, perhaps almost overpowered and bewildered by the vast mass
of facts with which you had to make acquaintance. And yet as your
training advanced, you gradually came to see that the infinite variety of
phenomena could all be marshalled, according to definite laws, into
groups and series. You were led to look beyond the details to the
great principles that underlie them and bind them into a harmonious
and organic whole. With the help of a guiding system of classification,
you were able to see the connection between the separate facts, to arrange
them according to their mutual relations, and thus to ascend to the
great general laws under which the material world has been constructed.
With all attainable thoroughness in the mastery of detail, you have been
taught to combine a breadth of treatment which enables you to find and
keep a leading clue even through the midst of what might seem a tangled
web of confusion. There are some men who cannot see the wood for
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trees, and who consequently can never attain great success in scientific
investigation. Let it be your aim to master fully the details of the tree,
and yet to maintain such a breadth of vision as will enable you to embrace
the whole forest within your ken. I need not enlarge on the practical
value of this mental habit in every-day life, nor point out the excellent
manner in which a scientific education tends to develop it.

In the fourth place, I would inculcate the habit of wide reading
in scientific literature. Although the progress of science is now too
rapid for any man to keep pace with the advance in all its departments,
you should try to hold yourselves in touch with at least the main results
arrived at in other branches than your own ; while, in that branch itself,
it should be your constant aim to watch every onward step that is taken
by others, and do not fall behind the van. This task you will find to be
no light one. Even if it were confined to a survey of the march of science
in your own country, it would be arduous enough to engage much of
your time. But science belongs to no country, and it continues its
onward advance all over the globe. If you would keep yourselves
informed regarding this progress in other countries, as you are bound
to do if you would not willingly be left behind, you will need to follow
the scientific literature ®f those countries. You must be able to read
at least French and Gefman. You will find in these languages a vast
amount “of scientific work relating to your own department and to this
accumulated pile of published material the journals of every month
continue to add. In many ways it is a misfortune that the literature
of Science increases so fast ; but we must take the evil with the good.
Practice will eventually enable you to form a shrewd judgment as to
which authors or papers you may skip without serious danger of losing
any valuable fact or useful suggestion.

In the fifth place, let me plead for the virtue of Patience. In a
scientific career we encounter two dangers for the avoidance of which
patience is our best support and guide. When life is young and enthusiasm
is boundless ; when from the details which we may have laboriously
gathered together we seem to catch sight of some new fact or principle,
some addition of more or less importance to the sum of human knowledge,
there may come upon us the eager desire to make our discovery known.
We may long to be allowed to add our own little store to the growing
temple of science. We may think of the pride with which we should
see our names enrolled among those of the illustrious builders by whom
this temple has been slowly reared since the infancy of mankind. So
we commit our observations to writing and send them to publication.
Eventually we obtain the deep gratification of appearing in print among
well-known authors in science. Far be it from me to condemn this
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natural desire for publicity. But, as your experience grows, you will
probably come to agree with me that if the desire were more frequently
and energetically curbed scientific literature would gain much thereby.
There is amongst us far too much hurry in publication. We are so afraid
lest our observations should be forestalled—so anxious not to lose our
claim to priority, that we rush before the world often with a half finished
performance which must be corrected, supplemented or cancelled by
some later communication. It is this feverish haste which is largely
answerable for the mass of jejune, ill-digested and erroneous matter that
cumbers the pages of modern scientific journals. Here it is that you
specially need patience. Before you venture to publish anything, take
the utmost pains to satisfy yourself that it is true, that it is new, and that
it is worth putting into print. And be assured that this reticence, while
it is a kindness to the literature of science, will most certainly bring
with it its own reward to yourselves. It will increase your confidence,
and make your ultimate contributions more exact in their facts as well
as more accurate and convincing in their argument.

The other danger to which I referred as demanding patience is of
an opposite kind. As we advance in our career, and the facts of our
investigations accumulate around us, there will come times of depression
when we seem lost in a labyrinth of detail out of which no path appears
to be discoverable. We have, perhaps, groped our way through this
maze, following now one clue, now another, that seemed to promise some
outlet to the light. But the darkness has only closed around us the deeper,
and we feel inclined to abandon the research as one in which success is,
for us at least, unattainable, When this blankness of despair shall come
upon you, take courage under it, by remembering that a patient study
of any department of nature is never labour thrown away. Every
accurate observation you have made, every new fact you have established,
is a gain to science. You may not for a time see the meaning of these
observations, nor the connection of these facts. But their meaning and
connection are sure in the end to be made out. You have gone through
the labour necessary for the ascertainment of truth, and if you patiently
and watchfully bide your time, the discovery of the truth itself may
reward your endurance and your toil.

It is by failures as well as by successes that the true ideal of the man
of science is reached. The task allotted to him in life is one of the noblest
that can be undertaken. It is his to penetrate into the secrets of nature,
to push back the circumference of darkness that surrounds us. To
disclose ever more and more of the limitless beauty, harmonious order,
and imperious laws that extend throughout the universe. And while
he thus enlarges our knowledge, he shows us'also how nature may be made
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to minister in an ever augmenting multiplicity of ways to the service of
humanity. It is to him and his conquests that the material progress
of our race is mainly due. If he were content merely to look back over
the realms which he has subdued, he might well indulge in jubilant
feelings, for his peaceful victories have done more for the enlightenment
and progress of mankind than were ever achieved by the triumphs of
war. But his eye is turned rather to the future than to the past. In
front of him rises the wall of darkness that shrouds from him the still
unknown. What he has painfully accomplished seems to him but little
in comparison with the infinite possibilities that lie beyond. And so
he presses onward, not self-satisfied and exultant, but rather humbled
and reverential, yet full of hope and courage for the work of further
conquest that lies before him.
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JULIUS CHARLES HARE
(1795-1855).

ULIUS CHARLES HARE, Archdeacon of Lewes, born September
J 13th, 1795, was one of the most eloquent English divines of
the first half of the nineteenth century. To read half a dozen
of his sentences is to see that he has the gift of setting his thought to
music and that all his prose lacks of being poetry is a more exact metre
than he chose to give it. Aside from its intense and delicate melody,
—approaching that of Schubert among composers,—his prose has
beauty and strength, due to the rapid succession of its monosyllables.
His sermon, ‘ The Children of Light,’ is one of the best examples of
English pulpit oratory. He died January 23rd, 1855, leaving numerous
memorials of his active career in the shape of sermons, treatises and
essays, among them the ‘ Guesses at Truth,” of which, with A. W. Hare
he was joint author.

THE CHILDREN OF LIGHT
(Delivered before the University of Cambridge).

ALK as children of light. Thisis the simple and beautiful substance
W of your Christian duty. This is your bright privilege, which if
you use it according to the grace whereby you have received it,

will be a prelude and foretaste of the bliss and glory of heaven. It is to light
that all nations and languages have had recourse, whenever they wanted
a symbol for anything excellent in glory ; and if we were to search through
the whole of inanimate nature for an emblem of pure unadulterated happi-
ness, where could we find such an emblem except in light ?—traversing
the illimitable regions of space with a speed surpassing that of thought,
incapable of injury or stain, and, whithersoever it goes, showering beauty
and gladness. In order, however, that we may in due time inherit
the whole fullness of this radiant beatitude, we must begin by training
and fitting ourselves for it. Nothing good bursts forth all at once. The
lightning may dart out of a black cloud ; but the day sends his bright
heralds before him, to prepare the world for his coming. So should
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we endeavour to render our lives here on earth as it were the dawn of
heaven’s eternal day ; we should endeavour to walk as children of light.
Our thoughts and feelings should all be akin to light and have some-
thing of the nature of light in them ; and our actions should be like the
action of light itself, and like the action of all those powers and of those
beings which pertain to light, and be said to form the family of light ;
while we should carefully abstain and shrink from all such works as
pertain to darkness, and are wrought by those who may be called the
brood of darkness.

Thus the children of light will walk as having the light of knowledge,
steadfastly, firmly, right onward to the end that is set before them.
When men are walking in the dark, through an unknown and roadless
country, they walk insecurely, doubtingly, timidly. For they cannot
see where they are treading ; they are fearful of stumbling against a stone
or falling into a pit ; they cannot even keep on for many steps certain of the
course they are taking. But by day we perceive what is under us and -
about us, we have the end of our journey, or at least the quarter where
it lies, full in view, and we are able to make for it by the safest and
speediest way. The very same advantage have those who are light
in the Lord, the childr@ of spiritual light, over the children of spiritual
darkness. They know whither they are going ; to heaven. They know
how they are to get there ; by Him who has declared Himself to be the
Way ; by keeping His word, by walking in His paths, by trusting in His
atonement. If you, then, are children of light, if you know all this,
walk according to your knowledge, without stumbling or slipping, without
swerving or straying, without loitering or dallying by the way, onward
ever onward beneath the light of the Sun of Righteousness, on the road
which leads to heaven.

In the next place, the children of light are upright and honest and
straightforward and open and frank in all their dealings. There is nothing
like dissimulation, nothing like fraud or deceit. These are the ministers
and the spawn of darkness. It is the darkness that hides its face, lest
any should be appalled by so dismal a sight ; light is the revealer and
manifester of all things. It lifts up its brow on high, that all may behold
it ; for it is conscious that it has nothing to dread, that the breath of
shame cannot soil it. Whereas, the wicked lie in wait, and roam through
the dark, and screen themselves therein from the sight of the sun, as
though the sun were the only eye wherewith God can behold their doings.
It is under the cover of night that the reveller commits his foulest acts
of intemperance and debauchery. It is under the cover of night that the
thief and murderer prowls about to bereave his brother of his substance
or of his life. These children of darkness seek the shades of darkness
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to hide themselves thereby from the eyes of their fellow-creatures, from
the eyes of heaven, nay, even from their own eyes, from the eye of
conscience, which, at such a season, they find easier to hoodwink
and blind. They, on the other hand, who walk abroad and ply their
tasks during the day, and those by whose labour their brethren are
benefited and supported ; those who make the earth yield her increase
or who convert her produce into food and clothing, or who minister to
such wants as spring up in countless varieties beneath the march of civi-
lized society. Nor is this confined to men ; the brute animals seem to
be under a similar instinct. The beasts of prey lie in their lair during
the daytime and wait for sunset ere they sally out on their destructive
wanderings ; while the beneficent, household animals, those which are the
most useful and friendly to man, are like him in a certain sense children
of light, and come forth and go to rest with the sun. They who are con-
scious of no evil wish or purpose do not shun or shrink from the eyes
of others ; though never forward in courting notice, they bid it welcome
when it chooses to visit them. Our Saviour Himself tells us that the
condemnation of the world lies in this, that although light is come into
the world, yet men love darkness rather than the light, because their
deeds are evil. Nothing but their having utterly depraved their nature
could seduce them into loving what is so contrary and repugnant to it.
For every one that doeth evil hateth the light, nor cometh to the light,
lest his deeds should be reproved. But he that doeth truth cometh
to light, that his deeds may be made manifest, that they are wrought
in God. To the same effect, He commands His disciples to let their light
so shine before men that they may see their good works, not, however,
for any vain, ostentatious, selfish purpose,—this would have been directly
against the whole spirit of His teaching,—but in order that men may be
moved thereby to glorify God.

For the children of light are also meek and lowly. Even the sun,
although he stand up on high, and drives his chariot across the heavens,
rather averts observation from himself than attracts it. His joy is to
glorify his Maker, to display the beauty, and magnificence, and harmony,
and order, of all the works of God. So far, however, as it is possible
for him, he withdraws himself from the eyes of mankind ; not indeed
in darkness, wherein the wicked hide their shame, but in excess of light
wherein God Himself veils His glory. And if we look at the other children
of light, that host of white-robed pilgrims that travel across the vault
of the nightly sky, the imagination is unable to conceive anything quieter
and calmer, and more unassuming. They are the exquisite and perfect
emblems of meek loveliness and humility in high station. It is only
the spurious lights of the fires whereby the earth would mimic the light
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of heaven, that glare and flare and challenge attention for themselves ;
while, instead of illuminating the darkness beyond their immediate
neighbourhood, they merely make it thicker and more palpable ; as these
lights alone vomit smoke, as these alone ravage and consume.

Again the children of light are diligent, and orderly, and unwearied
in the fulfilment of their duties. Here, also, they take a lesson from the
sun, who pursues the path that God lias marked out for him, and pours
daylight on whatever is beneath him from his everlasting, inexhaustible
fountains, and causes the wheel of the seasons to turn round, and
summer and winter to perform their annual revolutions, and has never
been behindhand in his task, and never slackens, nor faints, nor pauses,
nor ever will pause, until the same hand which launched him on his way
shall again stretch itself forth to arrest his course. All the children of
light are careful to follow their Master’s example, and to work His works
while it is day ; for they know that the night of the grave cometh, when
no man can work, and that, unless they are working the works of light,
when that night overtakes them, darkness must be their portion for ever.

The children of light are likewise pure. For the light is not only
the purest of all sensuqus things, so pure that nothing can defile it,
but whatever else is defiled is brought to the light, and the light purifies
it. And the children of light know that, although, whatever darkness
cover them will be no darkness to God, it may and will be darkness to
themselves. They know that, although no impurity in which they can
bury their souls will be able to hide them from the sight of God, yet it will
utterly hide God from their sight. They know that it is only by striving
to purify their own hearts, even as God is pure, that they can at all fit
themselves for the beatific vision which Christ has promised to the pure
in heart.

Cheerfulness, too, is a never failing characteristic of those who are
truly children of light. For is not light at once the most joyous of all
things, and the enlivener and gladdener of all nature, animate and inani-
mate, the dispeller of sickly cares, the calmer of restless disquietudes ?
Is it not as a bridegroom that the sun comes forth from his chamber ?
And does he not rejoice as a giant to run his course ?, Does not all
nature grow bright the moment he looks upon her, and welcome him with
smiles? Do not all the birds greet him with their merriest notes ?
Do not even the tearful clouds deck themselves out in the glowing hues
of the rainbow when he vouchsafes to shine upon them? And shall
not man smile with rapture beneath the light of the Sun of Righteousness ?
Shall he not hail His rising with hymns of praise and psalms of thanks-
giving ? Shall he not be cheered amid his deepest affliction, when the
rays of that sun fall upon him, and paint the arch of promise on his soul ?
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It cannot be otherwise. Only while we are hemmed in with darkness
are we harassed by terrors and misgiving. When we see clearly on every
side, we feel bold and assured ; nothing can then daunt, nothing can dis-
may us. Even that sorrow which of all others is the most utterly without
hope, the sorrow for sin, is to the children of light the pledge of their
future bliss. For with them it is the sorrow which worketh repentance
unto salvation ; and having the Son of God for their Saviour, what can
they fear ? Or, rather, when they know and feel in their hearts that God
has given His only-begotten Son to suffer death for their sakes, how shall
they not trust that He who has given them His Son, will also give them
whatsoever is for their real, everlasting good ?

Finally the children of light will also be children of love. Indeed,
it is only another name for the same thing. For light is the most immedi-
ate outward agent and minister of God’s love, the most powerful and
rapid diffuser of His blessings through the whole universe of His creation.
It blesses the earth and makes her bring forth herbs and plants.
It blesses the herbs and plants, and makes them bring forth their grain
and their fruit. It blesses every living creature, and enables all to sup-
port and enjoy their existence. Above all, it blesses man in his goings
out and comings in, in his body and in his soul, in his senses and in his
imagination, and in his affections ; in his social intercourse with his brother
and in his solitary communion with his Maker. Merely blot out light
from the earth, and joy will pass away from it ; and health will pass away
from it ; and life will pass away from it ; and it will sink back into a con-
fused turmoiling chaos. In no way can the children of light so well prove
that this is, indeed, their parentage, as by becoming the instruments of
God in shedding His blessings around them. Light illumines everything,
the lowly valley as well as the lofty mountain ; it fructifies everything,
the humblest herb as well as the lordliest tree ; and there is nothing hid
from its heat. Nor does Christ the Original, of whom light is the image,
make any distinction between the high and the low, between the humble
and the lordly. He comes to all, unless they drive Him from their doors.
He calls to all, unless they obstinately close their ears against Him.
He blesses all, unless they cast away His blessing. Nay, although they
cast it away, He still perseveres in blessing them, even unto seven times,
even unto seventy times seven. Ye, then, who desire to be children of
light, ye, who would gladly enjoy the full glory and blessedness of that
heavenly name, take heed to yourselves, that ye walk as children of light
in this respect more especially. No part of your duty is easier ; you may
find daily and hourly opportunity of practising it. No part of your duty
is more delightful ; the joy you kindle in the heart of another cannot
fail of shedding back its brightness on your own. No part of your duty
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is more Godlike. They who attempted to become like God in knowledge
fell in the Garden of Eden. They who strove to become like God in power
were confounded on the plain of Shinar. They who endeavour to become
like God in love, who feel His approving smile and His helping arm, every
effort they make will bring them nearer to His presence, and they will
find His renewed image grow more and more vivid within them, until
the time comes when they, too, shall shine forth as the sun in the kingdom
of their Father.
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WILLIAM HAZLITT
(1778-1830).

AZLITT’S lectures on English literature and other literary topics
H were among the earliest of those platform addresses by critics,
scholars, scientists, and philosophers, for which the nineteenth
century has been distinguished above all others in history. Hazlitt
has been frequently attacked as a critic by other critics, who accuse him
of ‘‘ cramming for each occasion.” If that habit be more criminal than
the habit much more general among critics of disregarding the facts
they have not time or inclination to ‘‘ cram,” the unquestionable and
striking eloquence of Hazlitt’s lectures has nevertheless immortalized
them. The friend of Leigh Hunt, of Godwin, of Coleridge, and of Charles
Lamb, he represents the intellectual tradition of a period in English
literature which in many respects strikingly approximates to the ‘‘ Golden
Age ” of Elizabeth. Hazlitt was born April 10th, 1748, at Maidstone.
His father was a Presbyterian clergyman, who sent him to the Unitarian
College at Hackney to complete his education. It is said he received
there the bent towards metaphysics which is so frequently apparent
in his writings. In 1802 he determined to be a painter, and did finally
open a studio in London, where he made a complete failure as an artist,
and was accordingly forced into the field for which he was eminently
fitted—that of a lecturer and essayist on literature. His private life
was irregular and unhappy. The nervous temperament which gave
him the susceptibility necessary for the expression of his genius subjected
him to constant depression as the price of his effectiveness, and he died,
prematurely, September 18th, 1830, attended to the last by his friend
Charles Lamb, who so strikingly resembled him in temperament.

WIT AND HUMOUR
(Lectures on the English Humorists).

AN is the only animal that laughs and weeps, for he is the only
animal that is struck with the difference between what things are
and what they ought to be. We weep at what thwarts or exceeds

our desires in serious matters : we laugh at what only disappoints our
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expectations in trifles. We shed tears from sympathy with real and
necessary distress; as we burst into laughter from want of sympathy
with that which is unreasonable and unnecessary, the absurdity of which
provokes our spleen or mirth, rather than any serious reflections on it.
To explain the nature of laughter and tears is to account for the
condition of human life, for it is in a manner compounded of these two.
It is a tragedy or a comedy—sad or merry, as it happens. The crimes
and misfortunes that are inseparable from it shock and wound the mind
when they once seize upon it, and, when the pressure can no longer be
borne, seek relief in tears ; the follies and absurdities that men commit,
or the odd accidents that befall them, afford us amusement from the very
rejection of these false claims upon our sympathy, and end in laughter.
If everything that went wrong, if every vanity or weakness in another
gave us a sensible pang, it would be hard indeed ; but as long as the
disagreeableness of the consequences of a sudden disaster is kept out
of sight by the immediate oddity of the circumstances, and the absurdity
or unaccountableness of a foolish action is the most striking thing in it,
the ludicrous prevails over the pathetic, and we receive pleasure instead
of pain from the farce oflife which is played before us, and which discom-
poses our gravity as often as it fails to move our anger or our pity.
Mere wit, as opposed to reason or argument, consists in striking
out some casual and partial coincidence which has nothing to do or, at
least, implies no necessary connection with the nature of the things, which
are forced into a seeming analogy by a play upon words, or some irrelevant
conceit, as in puns, riddles, alliteration, etc. The jest, in all such cases,
lies in the sort of mock identity, or nominal resemblance, established
by the intervention of the same words expressing different ideas, and
countenancing, as it were, by a fatality of language, the mischievous
insinuation which the person who has the wit to take advantage of it
wishes to convey. So when the disaffected French wits applied to the
new order of the Flewr du lys the double entendre of Compagnons
@’ Ulysses, or companions of Ulysses, meaning the animal into which the
fellow-travellers of the hero of the ‘‘ Odyssey ’ were transformed, this
was a shrewd and biting intimation of a galling truth (if truth it were)
by a fortuitous concourse of letters of the alphabet, jumping in *‘ a fore-
gone conclusion,” but there was no proof of the thing, unless it was self-
evident. And, indeed, this may be considered as the best defence of the
contested maxim, that ridicule is the test of truth, namely, that it does
not contain or attempt a formal proof of it but owes its power of con-
viction to the bare suggestion of it, so that if the thing when once hinted
is not clear in itself, the satire fails of its effect and falls to the ground.
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The sarcasm here glanced at the character of the new or old French
noblesse may not be well founded ; but it is so like truth, and ‘‘ comes
in such a questionable shape,” backed with the appearance of an
identical proposition, that it would require a long train of facts and
laboured arguments to do away the impression, even if we were sure
of the honesty and wisdom of the person who undertook to refute it.
A flippant jest is as good a test of truth as a solid bribe; and there
are serious sophistries,

‘ Soul-killing lies, and truths that work small good,”

as well as idle pleasantries. Of this we may be sure, that ridicule fastens
on the vulnerable points of a cause, and finds out the weak sides of an
argument ; if those who resort to it sometimes rely too much on its
success, those who are chiefly annoyed by it almost always are so with
reason, and cannot be too much on their guard against deserving it.
Before we can laugh at a thing, its absurdity must at least be open and
palpable to common apprehension. Ridicule is necessarily built on
certain supposed facts, whether true or false, and on their inconsistency
with certain acknowledged maxims, whether right or wrong. It is,
therefore, a fair test, if not a philosophical or abstract truth, at least
of what is truth according to public opinion and common sense ; for it
can only expose to instantaneous contempt that which is condemned
by public opinion, and is hostile to the common sense of mankind. Or,
to put it differently, it is the test of the quantity of truth, that there
is in our favourite prejudices. To show how nearly allied wit is thought
to be to truth, it is not unusual to say of any person: ‘‘ Such a one is a
man of sense; for though he said nothing, he laughed in the right
place.” Alliteration comes in here under the head of a certain sort of
verbal wit ; or, by pointing the expression, sometimes points the sense.
Mr. Grattan’s wit or eloquence (I don’t know by what name to call it)
would be nothing without this accompaniment. Speaking of some
ministers whom he did not like he said : ** Their only means of government
are the guinea and the gallows.” There can scarcely, it must be confessed,
be a more effectual mode of political conversion than one of these applied
to a man’s friends and the other to himself. The fine sarcasm of Junius
on the effect of the supposed ingratitude of the Duke of Grafton at
court,—‘‘ The instance might be painful but the principle would please,”—
notwithstanding the profound insight into human nature it implies,
would hardly pass for wit without the alliteration, as some poetry would
hardly be acknowledged as such without the rhyme to clench it. A
quotation or a hackneyed phrase, dexterously turned or wrested to another
purpose, has often the effect of the liveliest wit. An idle fellow who had
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only fourpence left in the world, which had been put by to pay for the
baking some meat for his dinner, went and laid it out to buy a new string
for a guitar. An old acquaintance, on hearing this story, repeated
those lines out of the ‘‘ Allegro "’ :—

‘“ And ever against eating cares
Lap me in soft Lydian airs.”

The reply of the author of the periodical paper called the World to a
lady at church, who seeing him look thoughtful, asked what he was
thinking of—‘‘The next World "—is a perversion of an established
formula of language, something of the same kind. Rhymes are sometimes
a species of wit, where there is an alternate combination and resolution
or decomposition of the elements of sound, contrary to our usual division
and classification of them in ordinary speech, not unlike the sudden
separation and reunion of the component parts of the machinery in a
pantomime. The author who excels infinitely the most in this way is
the writer of ‘ Hudibras.” He also excels in the invention of single
words and names, which have the effect of wit by sounding big, and
meaning nothing—** f@l of sound and fury, signifying nothing.” But
of the artifices of this author’s burlesque style I shall have occasion
to speak hereafter. It is not always easy to distinguish between the
wit of words and that of things ‘‘ for thin partitions do their bounds
divide.” Some of the late Mr. Curran’s bon mots, or jeux d’esprit, might
be said to owe their birth to this sort of equivocal generation ; or were a
happy mixture of verbal wit and a lively and picturesque fancy, of legal
acuteness in detecting the variable applications of words, and of a mind
apt at perceiving the ludicrous in external objects. ‘‘ Do you see any-
thing ridiculous in this wig?”’ said one of his brother judges to him.
‘“ Nothing but the head,” was the answer. Now here instantaneous
advantage was taken of the slight technical ambiguity in the construction
of language, and the matter-of-fact is flung into the scale as a thumping
makeweight. After all, verbal and accidental strokes of wit, though
the most surprising and laughable, are not the best and most lasting.
That wit is the most refined and effectual which is founded on the
detection of unexpected likeness or distinction in things, rather
than in words. It is more severe and galling, that is, it is more
unpardonable though less surprising, in proportion as the thought
suggested is more complete and satisfactory, from its being inherent
in the nature of the things themselves. Truth makes the greatest
libel, and it is that which barbs the darts of wit. The Duke of
Buckingham’s saying, ‘‘ Laws are not, like women, the worse for being
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old,” is an instance of a harmless truism and the utmost malice of wit
united. This is, perhaps, what has been meant by the distinction
between true and false wit. Addison, indeed, goes so far as to make
it the exclusive test of true wit that it will bear translation into another
language, that is to say, that it does not depend at all on the form of
expression. But this is by no means the case. Swift would hardly
have allowed of such a strait-laced theory, to make havoc with his
darling conundrums ; though there is no one whose serious wit is more
that of things, as opposed to a mere play either of words or fancy. I
ought, I believe, to have noticed before, in speaking of the difference
between wit and humour, that wit is often pretended absurdity, where
the person overacts or exaggerates a certain part with a conscious design
to expose it as if it were another person, as when Mandrake in the ** Twin
Rivals ” says: ‘‘ This glass is too big, carry it away ; I'll drink out of
the bottle.” On the contrary, when Sir Hugh Evans says very innocently
““’0d’s plessed will, I will not be absent at the grace,” though there is
here a great deal of humour, there is no wit. This kind of wit of the
humorist, where the person makes a butt of himself, and exhibits
his own absurdities or foibles purposely in the most pointed and glaring
lights, runs through the whole of the character of Falstaff, and is, in truth,
the principle on which it is founded. It is an irony directed against
oneself. Wit is, in fact, a voluntary act of the mind, or exercise of the
invention, showing the absurd and ludicrous consciously, whether in
ourselves or another. Cross-readings, where the blunders are designed,
are wit ; but if any one were to light upon them through ignorance or
accident, they would be merely ludicrous.

It might be made an argument of the intrinsic superiority of poetry
or imagination to wit, that the former does not admit of mere verbal
combinations. Whenever they do occur, they are uniformly blemishes.
It requires something more solid and substantial to raise admiration
or passion. The general forms and aggregate masses of our ideas must
be brought more into play, to give weight and magnitude. Imagination
may be said to be the finding out something similar in things generally
alike, or with like feelings attached to them, while wit principally aims
at finding out something that seems the same, or amounts to a momentary
deception where you least expected it, namely, in things totally opposite.
The reason why more slight and partial, or merely accidental and nominal,
resemblances serve the purposes of wit, and indeed characterise its
essence as a distinct operation and faculty of the mind, is, that the
object of ludicrous poetry is naturally to let down and lessen ; and it is
easier to let down than to raise up; to weaken than to strengthen ; to
disconnect our sympathy from passion and power than to attach and
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rivet it to any object of grandeur or interest ; to startle and shock our
preconceptions, by incongruous and equivocal combinations, than
to confirm, enforce, and expand them by powerful and lasting associations
of ideas, or striking and true analogies. A slight cause is sufficient
to produce a slight effect. To be indifferent or sceptical requires no
effort ; to be enthusiastic and in earnest requires a strong impulse and
collective power. Wit and humour (comparatively speaking, or taking
the extremes to judge of the gradations by) appeal to our indolence, our
vanity, our weakness, and insensibility ; serious and impassioned poetry
appeals to our strength, our magnanimity, our virtue, and humanity.
Anything is sufficient to heap contempt upon an object; even the
bare suggestion of a mischievous allusion to what is improper dissolves
the whole charm and puts an end to our admiration of the sublime or
beautiful. Reading the finest passage in Milton’s ‘‘ Paradise Lost ”
in a false tone will make it seem insipid and absurd. The cavilling at,
or invidiously pointing out, a few slips of the pen will embitter the pleasure
or alter our opinion of a whole work, and make us throw it down in disgust.
The critics are aware of this vice and infirmity in our nature, and play
upon it with periodical success. The meanest weapons are strong
enough for this kind offwarfare, and the meanest hands can wield them.
Spleen can subsist on 3ny kind of food. The shadow of a doubt, the
hint of an inconsistency, a word, a look, a syllable, will destroy our
best-formed convictions. What puts this argument in as striking a
point of view as anything is the nature of parody or burlesque, the
secret of which lies merely in transposing or applying at a venture to
anything, or to the lowest objects, that which is applicable only to
certain given things, or to the highest matters. ‘‘ From the sublime
to the ridiculous, there is but one step.” The slightest want of unity
of impression destroys the sublime; the detection of the smallest
incongruity is an infallible ground to rest the ludicrous upon.

ON SHAKSPEARE AND BEN JONSON
(Lectures on the Dramatists).

R. JOHNSON thought Shakspeare’s comedies better than his tragedies
and gives as a reason, that he was more at home in the one than in
the other. That comedies should be written in a more easy and care-

less vein than tragedies, is but natural. That is only saying that a comedy
is not so serious a thing as a tragedy. But that he showed a greater
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mastery in the one than the other, I cannot allow, nor is it generally
felt. The labour which the Doctor thought it cost Shakspea:e to write
his tra.gedles, only showed the labour which it cost the critic in reading
them, that is, his general indisposition to sympathise heartily and spon-
taneously with works of high-wrought passion or imagination. There
is not in any part of this author’s writings the slightest trace of his having
ever been ‘smit with the love of sacred song,’ except some passages
in Pope. His habitually morbid temperament and saturnine turn of
thought required that the string should rather be relaxed than tightened,
that the weight upon the mind should rather be taken off than have
anything added to it. There was a sluggish moroseness about his moral
constitution that refused to be roused to any keen agony of thought, and
that was not very safely to be trified with in lighter matters, though this
last was allowed to pass off as the most pardonable offence against the
gravity of his pretensions. It is in fact the established rules at present, in
these cases, to speak highly of the doctor’s authority, and to dissent from
almost every one of his critical decisions. For my own part, I so far
consider this preference given to the comic genius of the poet as erro-
neous and unfounded, that I should say that he is the only tragic poet
in the world in the highest sense, as being on a:par with, and the same
as Nature, in her greatest heights and depths of action and suffering.
There is but one who durst walk within that mighty circle, treading
the utmost bound of nature and passion, showing us the dread abyss of
woe in all its ghastly shapes and colours, and laying open all the faculties
of the human soul to act, to think, and suffer, in direst extremities; whereas
I think, on the other hand, that in comedy, though his talents there, too,
were as wonderful as they were delightful, yet that there were some
before him, others on a level with him, and many close behind him.
I cannot help thinking, for instance, that Moliére was as great, or a
greater comic genius than Shakspeare, though assuredly I do not think
that Racine was as great, or a greater tragic genius. I think that both
Rabelais and Cervantes, the one in the power of ludicrous description,
the other in the invention and perfect keeping of comic character, excelled
Shakspeare ; that is, they would have been greater men, if they had had
equal power with him over the stronger passions. For my own reading,
I like Vanbrugh’s City Wives’ Confederacy as well, or (‘not to speak
it profanely ’) better than the Merry Wives of Windsor, and Congreve's
Way of the World as well as the Comedy of Errors or Love’s Labour
Lost. But I cannot say that I know of any tragedies in the world that
make even a tolerable approach to Hamlet, or Lear, or Othello, or some
others, either in the sum total of their effect, or in their complete distinct-
ness from everything else, by which they take not only unquestioned,
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but undivided possession of the mind, and form a class, a world by
themselves, mingling with all our thoughts like a second being. Other
tragedies tell for more or less, are good, bad, or indifferent, as they have
more or less excellence of a kind common to them with others : but these
stand alone by themselves ; they have nothing common-place in them,
they are a new power in the imagination, they tell for their whole amount,
they measure from the ground. There is not only nothing so good (in
my judgment) as Hamlet, or Lear, or Othello, or Macbeth, but there is
nothing like Hamlet, or Lear, or Othello, or Macbeth. There is nothing,
I believe, in the majestic Corneille, equal to the stern pride of Coriolanus,
or which gives such an idea of the crumbling in pieces of the Roman
grandeur, ‘‘ like an unsubstantial pageant faded,” as the Antony and
Cleopatra. But to match the best serious comedies, such as Moliére’s
Misanthrope and his Tartuffe, we must go to Shakspeare’s tragic
characters, the Timon of Athens or honest Iago, when we shall more than
succeed. He put his strength into his tragedies, and played with comedy.
He was greatest in what was greatest ; and his forfe was not trifling,
according to the opinion here combated, even though he might do that
as well as anybody else, unless he could do it better than anybody else,
—1I would not be unde&tood to say that there are not scenes or whole
characters in Shakspea.re equal in wit and drollery to anything upon
record. * Falstaff alone is an instance which, if I would, I could not get
over. ‘He is the leviathan of all the creatures of the author’s comic
genius, and tumbles about his unwieldy bulk in an ocean of wit and
humour.” But in general it will be found (if I am not mistaken) that even
in the very best of these, the spirit of humanity and the fancy of the poet
greatly prevail over the mere wit and satire, and that we sympathise
with his characters oftener than we laugh at them. His ridicule wants
the sting of ill nature. He had hardly such a thing as spleen in his com-
position. Falstaff himself is so great a joke, rather from his being so
huge a mass of enjoyment than of absurdity. His re-appearance in the
Merry Wives of Windsor is not ‘ a consummation devoutly to be wished,’
for we do not take pleasure in the repeated triumphs over him. Mer-
cutio’s quips and banter upon his friends show amazing gaiety, frankness,
and volubility of tongue, but we think no more of them when the poet
takes the words out of his mouth, and gives the description of Queen
Mab. Touchstone, again, is a shrewd biting fellow, a lively mischievous
wag ; but still what are his gibing sentences and chopped logic to the fine
moralising vein of the fantastical Jacques, stretched beneath ‘ the shade
of melancholy boughs ? ° Nothing. That is, Shakspeare was a greater
poet than wit; his imagination was the leading and master-quality
of his mind, which was always ready to soar into its native element :
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the ludicrous was only secondary and subordinate. In the comedies
of gallantry and intrigue, with what freshness and delight we come
to the serions and romantic parts! What a relief they are to the mind,
after those of mere ribaldry or mirth! Those in Twelfth Night, for
instance, and Much Ado about Nothing, where Olivia and Hero are con-
cerned, throw even Malvolio and Sir Toby, and Benedick and Beatrice,
into the shade. They ‘ give a very echo to the seat where love is throned.’
What he has said of music might be said of his own poetry—

‘ Oh ! it came o’er the ear like the sweet south
Breathing upon a bank of violets,
Stealing and giving odour.’

How poor, in general, what a falling-off, these parts seem in mere comic
authors ; how ashamed we are of them ; and how fast we hurry the blank
verse over, that we may get upon safe ground again, and recover our
good opinion of the author! A striking and lamentable instance of this
may be found (by anyone who chooses) in the high-flown speeches in
Sir Richard Steele’s Conscious Lovers.—As good an example as any of
this informing and redeeming power in our author’s genius might be taken
from the comic scenes in both parts of Henry IV. Nothing can go much
lower in intellect or morals than many of the characters. Here are knaves
and fools in abundance, of the meanest order, and stripped stark-naked.
But genius, like charity, ‘ covers a multitude of sins ; * we pity as much
as we despise them ; in spite of our disgust we like them, because they
like themselves, and because we are made to sympathise with them ;
and the ligament, fine as it is, which links them to humanity, is never
broken. Who would quarrel with Wart or Feeble, or Mouldy or Bull-
calf, or even with Pistol, Nym, or Bardolph? None but a hypocrite.
The severe censurers of the morals of imaginary characters can generally
find a hole for their own vices to creep out at ; and yet do not perceive
how it is that the imperfect and even deformed characters in Shakspeare’s
plays, as done to the life, by forming a part of our personal consciousness
claim our personal forgiveness, and suspend or evade our moral judgment,
by bribing our self-love to side with them. Not to do so, is not morality,
but affectation, stupidity, or ill-nature. I have more sympathy with
one of Shakspeare’s pick-purses Gadshill or Peto, than I can possibly have
.with any member of the Society for the Suppression of Vice, and would by
no means assist to deliver the one into the hands of the other. Those
who cannot be persuaded to draw a veil over the foibles of ideal characters,
may be suspected of wearing a mask over their own ! Again, in point of
understanding and attainments, Shallow sinks low enough ; and yet his
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cousin Silence is a foil to him ; he is the shadow of a shade, glimmers
on the very verge of downright imbecility, and totters on the brink
of nothing. ‘ He has been merry twice or once ere now,’ and is hardly
persuaded to break his silence in a song. Shallow, has ‘heard the
chimes at midnight,’ and roared out glees and catches at taverns
and inns of court, when he was young. So, at least, he tells his
cousin Silence, and Falstaff encourages the loftiness of his pretensions.
Shallow would be thought a great man among his dependents and
followers. Silence is nobody—not even in his own opinion ; yet he sits
in the orchard, and eats his caraways and pippins among the rest.
Shakspeare takes up the meanest subjects with the same tenderness that
we do an insect’s wing, and would not kill a fly. To give a more
particular instance of what I mean, I will take the inimitable and
effecting, though most absurd and ludicrous dialogue, between Shallow
and Silence, on the death of old Double.

‘ Shailow. Come on, come on, come on ; give me your hand, Sir ;
give me your hand, Sir; an early stirrer, by the road. And how doth
my good cousin Silence ?

Stlence. Good morrﬁw, good cousin Shallow.

Shallow. And how doth my cousin, your bedfellow ? and your fairest
daughter, and mine, my god-daughter Ellen ?

Stlence. Alas, a black ouzel, cousin Shallow.

Shallow. By yea and nay, Sir; I dare say, my cousin William is
become a good scholar : he is at Oxford still, is he not ?

Silence. Indeed, Sir, to my cost.

Shallow. He must then to the Inns of Court shortly. I was once
of Clement’s-Inn ; where, I think, they will talk of mad Shallow yet.

Silence. You were called lusty Shallow then, cousin.

Shallow. 1 was called anything, and I would have done anything
indeed, and roundly too. There was I, and little John Doit of Stafford-
shire, and black George Beare, and Francis Pickbone, and Will Squele a
Cotswold man, you had not four such swinge-bucklers in all the Inns of
Court again; and I may say to you, we knew where the bona-robas
were, and had the best of them all at commandment. Then was Jack
Falstaff (now Sir John), a boy and page to Thomas Mowbray, Duke
of Norfolk.

Silence. This Sir John, cousin, that comes hither anon about
soldiers ?

Shallow. The same Sir John, the very same: I saw him break
Schoggan’s head at the court-gate, when he was a crack, not thus high ;
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and the very same day did I fight with one Sampson Stockfish, a fruiterer,
behind Gray’s-Inn. O, the mad days that I have spent | and to see how
many of mine old acquaintances are dead.

Stlence. We shall all follow, cousin.

Shallow. Certain, ’tis certain, very sure, very sure : death (as the
Psalmist saith) is certain to all, all shall die—How a good yoke of
bullocks at Stamford fair ?

Silence. Truly, cousin, I was not there.

Shallow. Death is certain. Is old Double of your town living
yet ?

Silence. Dead, Sir.

Shallow. Dead ! see, see | he drew a good bow : and dead ? he shot
a fine shoot. John of Gaunt loved him well, and betted much money
on his head. Dead ! he would have clapped i'th’ clout at twelve score ;
and carried you a forehand shaft a fourteen and fourteen and a half,
that it would have done a man’s heart good to see. How a score of ewes
now ?

Silence. Thereafter as they be : a score of good ewes may be worth
ten pounds.

Shallow. And is old Double dead ?’

There is not anything more characteristic than this in all Shakspeare.
A finer sermon on mortality was never preached. We see the frail con-
dition of human life, and the weakness of the human understanding
in Shallow’s reflections on it ; who, while the past is sliding from beneath
his feet, still clings to the present. The meanest circumstances are shown
through an atmosphere of abstraction that dignifies them : their very
insignificance makes them more effecting, for they instantly put a check
on our aspiring thoughts, and remind us that, seen through that dim
perspective, the difference between the great and little, the wise and
foolish, is not much. ‘ One touch of nature makes the whole world kin : ’
and old Double, though his exploits had been greater, could but have
had his day. There is a pathetic naiveté mixed up with Shallow’s common-
place reflections and impertinent digressions. The reader laughs (as
well he may) in reading the passage, but he lays down the book to think.
The wit, however diverting, is social and humane. But this is not the
distinguishing characteristic of wit which is generally provoked by
folly, and spends its venom upon vice.

The fault, then, of Shakspeare’s comic Muse is, in my opinion,
that it is too good-natured and magnanimous. It mounts above its
quarry. It is ‘apprehensive, quick, forgetive, full of nimble, fiery,
and delectable shapes:’ but it does not take the highest pleasure in
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making human nature look as mean, as ridiculous, and contemptible as
possible. It is in this respect, chiefly, that it differs from the comedy of a
later, and (what is called) a more refined period. Genteel comedy is the
comedy of fashionable life, and of artificial character and manners. The
most pungent ridicule is that which is directed to mortify vanity, and
to expose affectation ; but vanity and affectation, in their most exorbi-
tant and studied excesses are the ruling principles of society, only in
a highly advanced state of civilization and manners. Man can hardly
be said to be a truly contemptible animal, till, from the facilities of general
intercourse, and the progress of example and opinion, he becomes
the ape of the extravagances of other men. The keenest edge of satire
is required to distinguish between the true and false pretensions to taste
and elegance ; its lash is laid on with the utmost severity, to drive before
it the common herd of knaves and fools, not to lacerate and terrify
the single stragglers. In a word it is when folly is epidemic, and vice
worn as a mark of distinction, that all the malice of wit and humour is
called out and justified to detect the imposture and prevent the contagion
from spreading. The fools in Wycherley and Congreve are of their own,
or one another’s making, and deserve to be well scourged into common
sense and decency : the fools in Shakspeare are of his own or nature’s
making ; and it would be unfair to probe to the quick, or hold up to
unqualified derision, the faults which are involuntary and incorrigible,
of those which you yourself encourage and exaggerate, from the pleasure
you take in witnessing them. Our later comic writers represent a state
of manners, in which to be a man of wit and pleasure about town has
_become the fashion, and in which the swarms of egregious pretenders
in both kinds openly kept one another in countenance, and were become
a public nuisance. Shakspeare, living in a state of greater rudeness
and simplicity, chiefly gave certain characters which were a kind of
grotesques, or solitary excrescences growing up out of their native soil
without affectation, and which he undertook kindly to pamper for the
public entertainment. For instance, Sir Andrew Aguecheek is evidently
a creature of the poet’s own fancy. The author lends occasion to his
absurdity to show itself as much as he pleases, devises antics for him
which would never enter into his own head, makes him  go to church
in a galliard, and return home in a coranto;’ adds fuel to his folly, or
throws cold water on his courage ; makes his puny extravagances venture
out or slink into corners without asking his leave ; encourages them into
indiscreet luxuriance, or checks them in the bud, just as it suits him for
the jest’s sake. The gratification of the fancy, ‘ and furnishing matter
for innocent mirth,” are, therefore, the chief object of this and other
characters like it, rather than reforming the moral sense, or indulging
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our personal spleen. But Tattle and Sparkish, who are fops cast not
in the moyld of fancy, but of fashion, who have a tribe of forerunners
and followers, who catch certain diseases of the mind on purpose to com-
municate the infection, and are screened in their preposterous eccentricities
by their own conceit and by the world’s opinion, are entitled to no quarter,
and receive none. They think themselves objects of envy and admiration,
and on that account are doubly objects of our contempt and ridicule.
We find that the scenes of Shakspeare’s comedies are mostly laid in the
country, or are transferable there at pleasure. The genteel comedy
exists only in towns, and crowds of borrowed characters, who copy
others as the satirist copies them, and who are only seen to be despised.
‘ All, beyond Hyde Park is a desert to it ;* while there the pastoral and
poetic comedy begins to vegetate and flourish, unpruned, idle, and fan-
tastic. Itishard to ‘lay waste a country gentleman’ in a state of nature,
whose humours may have run a little wild or to seed, or to lay violent
hands on a young booby ’squire, whose absurdities have not yet arrived
at years of discretion ; but my Lord Foppington, who is ‘‘ the prince
of coxcombs,” and ‘‘ proud of being at the head of so prevailing a party,”
deserves his fate. I am not for going so far as to pronounce Shakspeare’s
‘ manners damnable, because he had not seen the court ;’ but I think
that comedy does not find its richest harvest till individual infirmities
have passed into general manners, and it is the example of courts, chiefly,
that stamps folly with credit and currency, or glosses over vice with
meretricious lustre. I conceive, therefore, that the golden period of our
comedy was just after the age of Charles II., when the town first became
tainted with the affectation of the manners and conversation of
fashionable life, and before the distinction between rusticity and elegance,
art and nature, was lost, as it afterwards was in a general diffusion of
knowledge, and the reciprocal advantages of civil intercourse. It isto be
remarked, that the union of the three gradations of artificial elegance
and courtly accomplishments in one class, of the affectation of them in
another, and of absolute rusticity in a third, forms the highest point
of perfection of the comedies of this period, as we may see in Vanbrugh’s
Lord Foppington, Sir Tunbelly Clumsy, and Miss Hoyden ; Lady Townly,
Count Bassett, and John Moody ; in Congreve’s Millamant, Lady Wishfort
Witwoud, Sir Wilful Witwoud, and the rest.

In another point of view, or with respect to that part of comedy
which relates to gallantry and intrigue, the difference between Shak-
speare’s comic heroines and those of a later period may be referred to the
same distinction between natural and artificial life, between the world of
fancy and the world of fashion. The refinements of romantic passion arise

out of the imagination brooding over *airy nothing,’ or over a favourite
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object, where ‘ love’s golden shaft hath killed the flock of all affections
else : * whereas the refinements of this passion in genteel comedy, or in
everyday life, may be said to arise out of repeated observation and
experience diverting and frittering away the first impressions of things
by a multiplicity of objects, and producing not enthusiasm but
fastidiousness or giddy dissipation. For the one a comparatively rude
age and strong feelings are best fitted; for ‘ there the mind must minister
to itself : * to the other the progress of society and the knowledge of
the world are essential ; for here the effect does not depend on leaving
the mind concentred in itself, but on the wear and tear of the heart,
amidst the complex and rapid movements of the artificial machinery
of society, and on the arbitrary subjection of the natural course of the
affections to even the slightest fluctuation of fashion, caprice, or opinion.
Thus Olivia, in Twelfth Night, has but one admirer of equal rank with
herself, and but one love, to whom she innocently plights her hand and
heart; or if she had a thousand lovers, she would be the sole
object of their adoration and burning vows, without a rival. The
heroine of romance and poetry sits secluded in the bowers of fancy
sole queen and arbitress of all hearts and as the character is one of
imagination, ‘of solitude and melancholy musing born,” so it may be
best drawn from the imagination. Millamant, in the Way of the World,
on the contrary, who is the fine lady or heroine of comedy, has so many
lovers, that she surfeits on admiration, till it becomes indifferent to her;
so many rivals, that she is forced to put on a thousand airs of languid
affectation to mortify and vex them more ; so many offers, that she at
last gives her hand to the man of her heart, rather to escape the perse-
cution of their addresses, and out of levity and disdain, than from any
serious choice of her own. This is a comic character ; its essence consists
in making light of things from familiarity and use, and as it is formed
by habit and outward circumstances, so it requires actual observation,
and an acquaintance with the modes of artificial life, to describe it with
the utinost possible grace and precision. Congreve, who had every other
opportunity, was but a young man when he wrote this character ; and
that makes the miracle the greater.

I do not, in short, consider comedy as exactly an affair of the heart
or the imagination ; and it is for this reason only that I think Shakspeare’s
comedies deficient. I do not, however, wish to give a preference to any
comedies over his ; but I do perceive a difference between his comedies
and some others that are, notwithstanding, excellent in their way, and I
have endeavoured to point out in what this difference consists, as well
as I could. Finally, I will not say that he had not as great a natural
genius for comedy as anyone ; but I may venture to say, that he had not
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the same artificial models and regulated mass of fashionable absurdity
or elegance to work upon.

The superiority of Shakspeare’s natural genius for comedy cannot
be better shown than by a comparison between his comic characters
and those of Ben Jonson. The matter is the same : but how different
is the manner! The one gives fair-play to nature and his own genius,
while the other trusts almost entirely to imitation and custom. Shak-
speare takes his groundwork in individual character and the manners
of his age, and raises from them a fantastical and delightful superstructure
of his own: the other takes the same groundwork in matter-of-fact,
but hardly ever rises above it ; and the more he strives, is but the more
enveloped ‘in the crust of formality ’ and the crude circumstantials of
his subjects. His genius (not to profane an old and still venerable
name, but merely to make myself understood) resembles the grub more
than the butterfly, plods and grovels on, wants wings to wanton in the
idle summer’s air, and catch the golden light of poetry. Ben Jonson
is a great borrower from the works of others, and a plagiarist even from
nature ; so little freedom is there in his imitations of her, and he appears
to receive her bounty like an alms. His works read like translations,
from a certain cramped manner, and want of adaptation. Shakspeare,
even when he takes whole passages from books, does it with a spirit,
felicity, and mastery over his object, that instantly makes them his
own ; and shows more independence of mind and original thinking in what
he plunders without scruple, than Ben Jonson often did in his most
studied passages, forced from the sweat and labour of his brain. His
style is as dry as literal, and meagre, as Shakspeare’s is exuberant,
liberal, and unrestrained. The one labours hard, lashes himself up,
and produces little pleasures with all his fidelity and tenaciousness of
purpose : the other, without putting himself to any trouble, or thinking
about his success, performs wonders,—

‘ Does mad and fantastic execution,
Engaging and redeeming of himself,
With such a careless force and forceless care,
As if that luck, in very spite of cunning,
Bade him win all.’

There are people who cannot taste olives—and I cannot much relish
Ben Jonson, though I have taken some pains to do it, and went to
the task with every sort of good will. I do not deny his power or his
merit ; far from it : but it is to me of a repulsive and unamiable kind.
He was a great man in himself, but one cannot readily sympathise with
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him. His works, as the characteristic productions of an individual
mind, or as records of the manners of a particular age, cannot be valued
too highly ; but they have little charm for the mere general reader.
Schlegel observes, that whereas Shakspeare gives the springs of human
nature, which are always the same, or sufficiently so to be interesting
and intelligible, Jonson chiefly gives the humours of men, as connected
with certain arbitrary or conventional modes of dress, action, and
expression, which are intelligible only while they last, and not very
interesting at any time. Shakspeare’s characters are men ; Ben Jonson’s
are more like machines, governed by mere routine, or by the convenience of
the poet, whose property they are. In reading the one, we are let into the
minds of his characters, we see the play of their thoughts, how their
humours flow and work : the author takes a range over nature, and has
an eye to every object or occasion that presents itself to set off and
heighten the ludicrous character he is describing. His humour (so to speak)
bubbles, sparkles, and finds its way in all directions, like a natural spring,
In Ben Jonson it is, as it were, confined in a leaden cistern, where it stag-
nates and corrupts; or directed only through certain artificial pipes
and conduits, to answep a given purpose. The comedy of this author
is far from being ‘ lively, audible, and full of vent:’ it is for the most
part obtuse, obscure, forced, and tedious. He wears out a jest to the
last shred and coarsest grain. His imagination fastens instinctively
on some one mark or sign by which he designates the individual, and
never lets it go, for fear of not meeting with any other means to express
himself by. A cant phrase, an odd gesture, an old-fashioned regimental
uniform, a wooden leg, a tobacco-box, or a hacked sword, are the standing
topics by which he embodies his characters to the imagination. They
are cut and dried comedy, the letter, not the spirit of wit and humour.
Each of his characters has a particular cue, a professional badge which
he wears and is known by, and by nothing else. Thus there is no end
of Captain Otter, his Bull, his Bear, and his Horse, which are no joke
. at first and do not become so by being repeated twenty times. Itisa
mere matter of fact, that some landlord of his acquaintance called his
drinking cups by these ridiculous names.; but why need we be told so more
than once, or indeed at all? There is almost a total want of variety,
fancy, relief, and of those delightful transitions which abound, for instance,
in Shakspeare’s tragi-comedy. In Ben Jonson, we find ourselves generally
in Jow company, and we see no hope of getting out of it. He is like a
person who fastens upon a disagreeable subject, and cannot be persuaded
to leave it. His comedy, in a word, has not what Shakspeare somewhere
calls ‘bless'd conditions.’ It is cross-grained, mean, and mechanical.
It is handicraft wit. Squalid poverty, sheer ignorance, bare-faced

-7
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impudenge, or idiot imbecility, are his dramatic common-places—things
that provoke pity or disgust, instead of laughter. His portraits are
caricatures by dint of their very likeness, being extravagant tautologies
of themselves ; as his plots are improbable by an excess of consistency
for he goes through stitch with whatever he takes in hand, makes one
contrivance answer all purposes, and every obstacle give way to a prede-
termined theory. For instance, nothing can be more incredible than the
mercenary conduct of Corvino, in delivering up his wife to the palsied
embraces of Volpone ; and yet the poet does not seem in the least to
boggle at the incongruity of it : but the more it is in keeping with the
absurdity of the rest of the fable, and the more it advances to an
incredible catastrophe, the more he seems to dwell upon it with compla-
cency, and a sort of wilful exaggeration as if it were a logical discovery
or corollary from well-known premises. He would no more be baffied
in the working out of a plot, than some people will be baffled in an argu-
ment. ‘ If to be wise were to be obstinate,” our author might have laid
signal claim to this title. Old Ben was of a scholastic turn, and had dealt
a little in the occult sciences and controversial divinity. He was a man of
strong crabbed sense, retentive memory, acute observation, great fidelity
of description and keeping in character, a power of working out an idea
so as to make it painfully true and oppressive, and with great honesty
and manliness of feeling as well as directness of understanding: but
with all this, he wanted, to my thinking, that genial spirit of enjoy-
ment and finer fancy, which constitute the essence of poetry and of wit.
The sense of reality exercised a despotic sway over his mind, and equally
weighed down and clogged his perception of the beautiful or the ridiculous.
He had a keen sense of what was true and false, but not of the difference
between the agreeable and disagreeable; or if he had, it was by his
understanding rather than his imagination, by rule and method, not by
sympathy or intuitive perception of °the gayest, happiest attitude
of things.” There was nothing spontaneous, no impulse or ease above
his genius : it was all forced, up-hill work, making a toil of pleasure. And
hence his overweening admiration of his own works, from the effort
they had cost him, and the apprehension that they were not propor-
tionably admired by others, who knew nothing of the pangs and throes
of his Muse in child-bearing. In his satirical descriptions he seldom
stops short of the lowest and most offensive point of meanness ; and in
his serious poetry he seems to repose with complacency only on the
pedantic and far-fetched, the witima Thule of his knowledge. He has a
conscience of letting nothing escape the reader that he knows. He is
doggedly bent upon fatiguing you with a favourite idea; whereas,
Shakspeare overpowers and distracts attention by the throng and
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indiscriminate variety of his. His Sad Shepherd is a beautiful fragment.
It was a favourite with the late Horne Tooke : indeed, it is no wonder,
for there was a sort of sympathy between the two men. Ben was
like the modern wit and philosopher, a grammarian and a hard-headed
thinker.—There is an amusing account of Ben Jonson’s private manners
in Howel's Letters, which is not generally known, and which I shall
here extract.

* From James Howel, Esq. to Sir Thomas Hawk, Ki.
Westminster, sth April, 1636.

* Sir,

‘ I was invited yesternight to a solemn supper by B. J. where you were
deeply remembered ; there was good company, excellent cheer, choice
wines, and jovial welcome : one thing intervened, which almost spoiled
the relish of the rest, that B. began to engross all the discourse, to vapour
extremely of himself, and, by vilifying others, to magnify his own Muse.
T. Ca. (Tom Carew) buzzed me in the ear, that though Ben had barrelled
up a great deal of knowledge, yet it seems he had not read the ethics,
which, among other precepts of morality, forbid self-commendation,
declaring it to be an ill¥avoured solecism in good manners. It made me
think upon the lady (not very young) who having a good while given her
guests neat entertainment, a capon being brought upon the table, instead
of a spoon, she took a mouthful of claret, and spouted into the hollow bird :
such an accident happened in this entertainment : you know— Propria
laus sordet in ore: be a man’s breath ever so sweet, yet it makes one’s
praise stink, if he makes his own mouth the conduit-pipe of it.’

The concurring testimony of all his contemporaries agrees with his own
candid avowal, as to Ben Jonson’s personal character. He begins,
for instance, an epistle to Drayton in these words—

‘ Michael, by some ’tis doubted if I be
A friend at all ; or if a friend, to thee.’

Of Shakspeare’s comedies I have already given a detailed account,
which is before the public, and which I shall not repeat of course : but
I shall give a cursory sketch of the principal of Ben Jonson’s.—The
Silent Woman is built upon the supposition of an old citizen disliking
noise, who takes to wife Epicene (a supposed young lady) for the repu-
tation of her silence, and with a view to disinherit his nephew, who has
laughed at his infirmity ; when the ceremony is no sooner over than the
bride turns out a very shrew, his house becomes a very Babel of noises, and
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he offers hxs nephew his own terms to unloose the matrimonial knot,
which is ‘done by proving that Epicene is no woman. There is some
humour in the leading character, but too much is made out of it, not in
the way of Moliére’s exaggerations, which, though extravagant, are
fantastical and ludicrous, but of serious, plodding, minute prolixity.
The first meeting between Morose and Epicene is well managed, and does
not ‘ o’erstep the modesty of nature,” from the very restraint imposed
by the situation of the parties—by the affected taciturnity of the one,
and the other’s singular dislike of noise. The whole story, from the
beginning to the end, is a gratuitous assumption, and the height of improb-
ability. The author, in sustaining the weight of his plot, seems like
a balance-master who supports a number of people, piled one upon
another, on his hands, his knees, his shoulders, but with a great effort
on his own part, and with a painful effect to the beholders. The scene
between Sir Amorous La Foole and Sir John Daw, in which they, frightened
by a feigned report of each other’s courage into a submission to all sorts
of indignities, which they construe into flattering civilities, is the same
device as that in Twelfth Night between Sir Andrew Aguecheek and
Viola, carried to a paradoxical and revolting excess. Ben Jonson had
no idea of decorum in his dramatic fictions, which Milton says is the
principal thing, but went on caricaturing himself and others till he could
go no farther in extravagance, and sink no lower in meanness. The
titles of his dramatis persone, such as Sir Amorous La Foole, Truewit,
Sir John Daw, Sir Politic Would-be, &c., &c., which are significant and
knowing, show his determination to overdo everything by thus letting
you into their characters beforehand, and afterwards proving their pre-
tensions by their names. Thus Peregrine, in Volpone, says ‘ Your name,
Sir? Politick. My name is Politick Would-be.” To which Peregrine
geplies, ‘ Oh, that speaks him.” How it should, if it was his real name,
and not a nick-name given him on purpose by the author, is hard to
conceive. This play was Dryden’s favourite. It is indeed full of sharp,
biting sentences against the women, of which he was fond. The following
may serve as a specimen. Truewit says, ‘ Did I not tell thee, Dauphine,
why all their actions are governed by crude opinion without reason
orcause? They know not why they do anything ; but, as they are informed,
believe, judge, praise, condemn, love, hate, and in emulation one of
another, do all these things alike. Only they have a natural inclina-
tion sways 'em generally to the worse, when they are left to themselves.’
This is a cynical sentence ; and we may say of the rest of his opinions,
that ‘even though we should hold them to be true, yet it is slander
to have them so set down.’ The women in this play indeed justify
the author’s severity ; they are altogether abominable. They have an
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utter want of principle and decency, and are equally without a sense
of pleasure, taste, or elegance. Madame Haughty, Madame Centaur,
and Madame Mavis, form the College, as it is here pedantically called.
They are a sort of candidates for being upon the town, but cannot find
seducers, and a sort of blue-stockings, before the invention of letters.
Mistress Epicene, the silent gentlewoman, turns out not to be a woman
at all ; which is not a very pleasant dénouement of the plot, and is itself
an incident apparently taken from the blundering blindman’s-buff
conclusion of the Merry Wives of Windsor. What Shakspeare might
introduce by an accident, and as a mere passing jest, Ben Jonson would
set about building a whole play upon. The directions for making love
given by Truewit, the author’s favourite, discover great knowledge and
shrewdness of observation, mixed with the acuteness of malice, and
approach to the best style of comic dialogue. But I must refer to the
play itself for them.

The Fox, or Volpone, is his best play. It is prolix and improbable,
but intense and powerful. It is written con amore. It is made up
of cheats and dupes, and the author is at home among them. He shows
his hatred of the one and contempt for the other, and makes them set
one another off to great advantage. There are several striking dramatic
contrasts in his play, where the Fox lies perdue to watch his prey, where
Mosca is the dextrous go-between, outwitting his gulls, his employer,
and himself, and where each of the gaping legacy-hunters, the lawyer,
the merchant, and the miser, eagerly occupied with the ridiculousness
of the other’s pretensions, is blind only to the absurdity of his own:
but the whole is worked up too mechanically, and our credulity over-
stretched at last revolts into scepticism, and our attention overtasked
flags into drowsiness. This play seems formed on the model of Plautus,
in unity of plot and interest, and old Ben in emulating his classic model
appears to have done his best. There is the same caustic unsparing
severity in it as in his other works. His patience is tried to the utmost.
His words drop gall.

‘ Hood an ass with reverend purple, ‘
So you can hide his too ambitious ears,
And he shall pass for a cathedral doctor.’

" ‘The scene between Volpone, Mosca, Voltore, Corvino, and Corbaccio,
at the outset, will show the dramatic power in the conduct of this
play, and will be my justification in what I have said of the literal tena-
ciousness (to a degree that is repulsive) of the author’s imaginary
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Every Man in his Humour is a play well-known to the public.
This playsacts better than it reads. The pathos in the principal character
Kitely is ‘as dry as the remainder biscuit after a voyage.” There is,
however, a certain good sense, discrimination, or logic of passion in the
part which affords excellent hints for an able actor, and which, if
properly pointed, gives it a considerable force on the stage. Bobadil is the
only actually striking character in the play, and the real hero of the piece.
His well-known proposal for the pacification of Europe, by killing some
twenty of them, each his man a day, is as good as any other that has been
suggested up to the present moment. His extravagant affectation,
his blustering and cowardice, are an entertaining medley ; and his final
defeat and exposure, though exceedingly humorous, are the most
affecting part of the story. Brain-worm is a particul'arly dry and
abstruse character. We neither know his business nor his motives :
his plots are as intricate as they are useless, and as the ignorance of those
he imposes upon is wonderful. This is the impression in reading it.
Yet from the bustle and activity of this character on the stage, the changes
of dress, the variety of affected tones and gipsy jargon, and the limping
affected gestures, it is a very amusing theatrical exhibition. The rest,
Master Matthew, Master Stephen, Cob and Cob’s wife, were living in the
sixteenth century. That is all we know of them. But from the very
oddity of their appearance and behaviour, they have a very droll and
even picturesque effect when acted. It seems a revival of the dead.
We believe in their existence when we see them. As an example of the
power of the stage in giving reality and interest to what otherwise
would be without it, I might mention the scene in which Brain-worm
praises Master Stephen’s leg. The folly here is insipid from its being
seemingly carried to an excess, till we see it ; and then we laugh the more
at it, the more incredible we thought it before.

Bartholomew Fair is chiefly remarkable for the exhibition of odd
humours and tumbler’s tricks, and is on that account amusing to read
once.—The Alchymist is the most famous of this author’s comedies,
though I think it does not deserve its reputation. It contains all that
is quaint, dreary, obsolete, and hopeless in this once-famed art, but not
the golden dreams and splendid disappointments. We have the mere
circumstantials of the sublime science, pots and kettles, aprons and
bellows, crucibles and diagrams, all the refuse and rubbish, not the
essence, the true elixir vite. There is, however, one glorious scene between
Surly and Sir Epicure Mammon, which is the finest example I know of
dramatic sophistry, or of an attempt to prove the existence of a thing by
an imposing description of its effects ; but compared with this, the rest of
the play is a caput moriuum. The scene I allude to is the following :
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‘ Mammon. Come on, Sir. Now, you set your foot on shore,
In Novo Orbe, here’s the rich Peru:
And there within, Sir, are the golden mines,
Great Solomon’s Ophir ! He was sailing to 't
Three years, but we have reached it in ten months.
This is the day wherein, to all my friends,
I will pronounce the happy word, BE RicH ;
This day you shall be Spectatissimi.
You shall no more deal with the hollow dye,
Or the frail card. e e e e e
You shall start up young viceroys,
And have your punks and punketees, my Surly,
And unto thee, I speak it first, BE RicH.
Where is my Subtle, there ? Within, ho !
Face. (within) Sir, he’ll come to you, by and by.
Mam. That is his Firedrake,
His lungs, his Zephyrus, he that puffs his coals,
Till he firk nature up in her own centre.
You are not faithful, Sir. This night I'll change
All that is metal it my house to gold :
And early in the morning, will I send
T4 all the plumbers and the pewterers
And buy their tin and lead up ; and to Lothbury,
For all the copper.
Surly. What, and turn that too ?
Mam. Yes, and I'll purchase Devonshire and Cornwall,
And make them perfect Indies! You admire now ?
Surly. No, faith.
Mam. But when you see th’ effects of the great medicine,
Of which one part projected on a hundred
Of Mercury, or Venus, or the Moon,
Shall turn it to as many of the Sun ;
Nay, to a thousand, so ad infinstum ;
You will believe me.
Surly. Yes, when I see’t, I will—
Mam. Hal why?
Do you think I fable with you? I assure you,
He that has once the flower of the Sun, -
The perfect ruby, which we call Elixir,
Not only can do that, but, by its virtue,
Can confer honour, love, respect, long life ;
Give safety, valour, yea, and victory,
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To whom he will. In eight and twenty days
I’ll ryake an old man of fourscore, a child.
Surly. No doubt ; he’s that already.
Mam. Nay, I mean,
Restore his years, renew him, like an eagle,
To the fifth age ; make him get sons and daughters,
Young giants ; as our philosophers have done,
The ancient patriarchs, afore the flood,
But taking, once a week, on a knife’s point,
The quantity of a grain of mustard of it,
Become stout Marses, and beget young Cupids.
You are incredulous.
Swurly. Faith, I have a humour,
I would not willingly be gull’d. Your stone
Cannot transmute me.
Mam. Pertinax Surly.
Will you believe antiquity ? records ?
I'll shew you a book where Moses and his sister,
And Solomon have written of the art ;
Ay, and a treatise penn’d by Adam—
Surly. How!
Mam. Of the philosopher’s stone, and in High Dutch.
Swurly. Did Adam write, Sir, in High Dutch ?
Mam. He did;
Which proves it was the primitive tongue.
(Enter Face, as a servant.)
How now !
Do we succeed ? Is our day come, and holds it ?
Face. The evening will set red upon you, Sir :
You have colour for it, crimson ; the red ferment
Has done his office ; three hours hence prepare you
To see projection.
Mam. Pertinax, my Surly,
Again I say to thee, aloud, Be rich.
This day thou shalt have ingots ; and to-morrow
Give lords the affront. . . . . Where’s thy master?
Face. At his prayers, Sir, he ; «
Good man, he’s doing his devotions
For the success.
Mam. Lungs, I will set a penod
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To all thy labours ; thou shalt be the master
Of my seraglio
For I do mean
To have a list of wives and concubines
Equal with Solomon :
I will have all my beds blown up, not stuft
Down is too hard ; and then, mine oval room
Fill’d with such pictures as Tiberius took
From Elephantis, and dull Aretine
But coldly imitated. Then, my glasses
Cut in more subtle angles, to disperse
And multiply the figures, as I walk. . . . My mists
I'll have of perfume, vapoured about the room
To lose ourselves in ; and my baths, like pits,
To fall into : from whence we will come forth,
And roll us dry in gossamer and roses.
Is it arriv’d at ruby ?  Where I spy
A wealthy citizen, or a rich lawyer,
Have a sublimed pure wife, unto that fellow
I'll send a thousafld pound to be my cuckold.
Face. And I shall carry it ?

“Mam. No. I'll have no bawds.
But fathers and mothers. They will do it best,
Best of all others. And my flatterers
Shall be the pure and gravest of divines
That I can get for money.
We will be brave, Puffe, now we have the medicine.’

PRIOR, SWIFT AND GAY

SHALL in the present Lecture go back to the age of Queen Anne,
and endeavour to give a cursory account of the most eminent of
our poets, of whom I have not already spoken, from that period to

the present.

" The three principal poets among the wits of Queen Anne’s reign,
next to Pope, were Prior, Swift, and Gay. Parnell, though a good-
natured, easy man, and a friend to poets and the Muses, was himself
little more than an occasional versifier ; and Arbuthnot, who had as
much wit as the best of them, chose to show it in prose, and not in verse.
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He had a very notable share in the immortal ‘‘ History of John Bull ”
and the inimitable and praiseworthy ‘* Memoirs of Martinus Scriblerus.”
There ha$ been a great deal said and written about the plagiarisms of
Sterne ; but the only real plagiarism he has been guilty of (if such theft
were a crime) is in taking Tristram Shandy’s father from Martin’s, the
elder Scriblerus. The original idea of the character, that is, of the
opinionated, captious old gentleman, who is pedantic, not from pro-
fession, but choice, belongs to Arbuthnot. Arbuthnot’s style is
distinguished from that of his contemporaries, even by a greater degree
of terseness and conciseness. He leaves out every superfluous word ;
is sparing of connecting particles and introductory phrases ; uses always
the simplest forms of construction ; and is more a master of the idiomatic
peculiarities and internal resources of the language than almost any
‘other writer. There is a research in the choice of a plain, as well as of
an ornamented or learned style ; and, in fact, a great deal more. Among
common English words, there may be ten expressing the same thing
with different degrees of force and propriety, and only one of them the
very word we want, because it is the only one that answers exactly with
the idea we have in our minds. Each word in familiar use has a different
set of associations and shades of meaning attached to it, and distinguished
from each other by inveterate custom ; and it is in having the whole of
these at our command, and in knowing which to choose, as they are
called for by the occasion, that the perfection of a pure conversational
prose style consists. But in writing a florid and artificial style, neither
the same range of invention, nor the same quick sense of propriety—
nothing but learning is required. If you know the words, and their
general meaning, it is sufficient : it is impossible you should know the
nicer inflections of signification, depending on an endless variety of
application, in expressions borrowed from a foreign or dead language.
They all impose upon the ear alike, because they are not familiar to it ;
the only distinction left is between the pompous and the plain; the
sesquipedalia verba have this advantage, that they are all of one length ;
and any words are equally fit for a learned style, so that we have never
heard them before. Themistocles thought that the same sounding
epithets could not suit all subjects, as the same dress does not fit all
persons. The style of our modern prose writers is very fine in itself ;
but it wants variety of inflection and adaptation ; it hinders us from
seeing the differences of the things it undertakes to describe. '

What I have here insisted on will be found to be the leading dis-
tinction between the style of Swift, Arbuthnot, Steele, and the other
writers of the age of Queen Anne, and the style of Dr. Johnson, which
succeeded to it. The one is English, and the other is not. The writers



WILLIAM HAZLITT 107

first mentioned, in order to express their thoughts, looked about them
for the properest word to convey any idea, that the language which
they spoke, and which their countrymen understood, afforded: Dr.
Johnson takes the first English word that offers, and by translating it
at a venture into the first Greek or Latin word he can think of, only
retaining the English termination, produces an extraordinary effect
upon the reader, by much the same sort of mechanical process that Trim
converted the old jack-boots into a pair of new mortars.

Dr. Johnson was a lazy learned man, who liked to think and talk
better than to read or write ; who, however, wrote much and well, but
too often by rote. His long compound Latin phrases required less
thought, and took up more room than others. What shows the
facilities afforded by this style of imposing generalization, is that it
was instantly adopted with success by all those who were writers by
profession, or who were not; and that at present we cannot see a
lottery puff or a quack advertisement pasted against a wall, that is not
perfectly Johnsonian in style. Formerly, the learned had the privilege
of translating their notions into Latin ; and a great privilege it was, as
it confined the reputation and emoluments of learning to themselves.
Dr. Johnson may be €gid to have naturalized this privilege by inventing
a sort of jargon translated half-way out of one language into the other,
which raised the Doctor’s reputation and confounded all ranks in
literature.

In the short period above alluded to, authors professed to write
as other men spoke ; everybody now affects to speak as authors write ;
and any one who retains the use of his mother tongue, either in writing
or conversation, is looked upon as a very illiterate character.

Prior and Gay belong, in the characteristic excellences of their
style, to the same class of writers with Suckling, Rochester, and Sedley :
the former imbibed most of the licentious levity of the age of Charles II.
and carried it on beyond the Revolution under King William. Prior
has left no single work equal to Gay’s Fables, or the Beggar’s Opera.
But in his lyrical and fugitive pieces he has shown even more genius,
more playfulness, more mischievous gaiety. No one has exceeded him
in the laughing grace with which he glances at a subject that will not
bear examining, with which he gently hints at what cannot be directly
insisted on, with which he half conceals, and half draws aside the veil
from some of the Muses’ nicest mysteries. His Muse is, in fact, a giddy
wanton flirt, who spends her time in playing at snapdragon and blind-
man’s-buff, who tells what she should not, and knows more than she tells.
She laughs at the tricks she shows us, and blushes, or would be thoaght
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to do so, at what she keeps concealed. Prior has translated several of
Fontaine’s Tales from the French; and they have lost nothing in
the translation, either of their wit or malice. I need not name them:
but the one I like the most is that of Cupid in search of Venus’ doves.
No one could insinuate a knavish plot, a tender point, a loose moral,
with such unconscious archness, and careless raillery, as if he gained
new self-possession and adroitness from the perplexity and confusion
into which he throws scrupulous imaginations, and knew how to seize
on all the ticklish parts of his subject from their involuntarily shrinking
under his grasp. Some of his imitations of Boileau’s servile addresses
to Louis XIV. which he has applied with a happy mixture of wit and
patriotic enthusiasm to King William, or, as he familiarly calls him,

Little Will, the scourge of France,
No Godhead, but the first of men,

are excellent, and show the same talent for double-entendre and the same
gallantry of spirit, whether in the softer lyric, or the more lively heroic.
Some of Prior’s bons mots are the best that are recorded. His serious
poetry, as his Solomon, is as heavy as his familiar style was light and
agreeable. His moral Muse is a Magdalen, and should not have obtruded
herself on public view. ‘' Henry and Emma " is a paraphrase of the
old ballad of the Nut-brown Maid, and not so good as the original. In
short, as we often see in other cases where men thwart their own genius,
Prior’s sentimental and romantic productions are mere affectation, the
result not of powerful impulse or real feeling, but of a consciousness of
his deficiencies and a wish to supply their place by labour and art.
Gay was sometimes grosser than Prior, not systematically but inad-
vertently—from not being so well aware of what he was about ; nor
was there the same necessity for caution, for his grossness is by no means
so seductive or inviting.

Gay'’s Fables are certainly a work of great merit, both as to the quan-
tity of invention implied and as to the elegance and facility of the
execution. They are, however, spun out too long ; the descriptions and
narrative are too diffuse and desultory ; and the moral is sometimes with-
out point. They are more like Tales than Fables. The best are, perhaps,
the Hare with Many Friends, the Monkeys, and the Fox at the Point
of Death. His pastorals are pleasing and poetical. But his capital
work is his Beggar’s Opera. It is indeed a masterpiece of wit and genius,
not to say of morality. In composing it, he chose a very unpromising

" ground to work upon, and he has prided himself in adorning it with all
the graces, the precision, and brilliancy of style. It is a vulgar error
to call this a vulgar play.” So far from it I do not scruple to say that
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it appears to me one of the most refined productions in the language.
The elegance of the composition is in exact proportion to the coarseness
of the materials: by °‘‘happy alchemy of mind " the author has
extracted an essence of refinement from the dregs of human life, and turns
_its very dross into gold. The scenes, characters, and incidents are, in
themselves, of the lowest and most disgusting kind : but, by the senti-
ments and reflections which are put into the mouths of highwaymen,
turnkeys, their mistresses, wives, or daughters, he has converted this
motley group into a set of fine gentlemen and ladies, satirists and
philosophers. He has also effected this transformation without once
violating probability or ‘‘ o’erstepping the modesty of nature.” In
fact, Gay has turned the tables on the critics ; and by the assumed
licence of the mock-heroic style has enabled himself to do justice to
nature, that is, to give all the force, truth, and locality of real feeling to
the thoughts and expressions, without being called to the bar of false
taste and affected delicacy. The extreme beauty and feeling of the song,
‘“ Woman is like the fair flower in its lustre,” are only equalled by its
characteristic propriety and naiveté. Polly describes her lover going
to the gallows, with ghe same touching simplicity, and with all the
natural fondness of awoung girl in her circumstances, who sees in his
approaching catastrophe nothing but the misfortune and the personal
accomplishments of the object of her affections. ‘I see him sweeter
than the nosegay in his hand; the admiring crowd lament that so
lovely a youth should come to an untimely end :—even butchers weep,
and Jack Ketch refuses his fee rather than consent to tie the fatal knot.”
The preservation of the character and costume is complete. It has been
said by a great authority—*‘ There is some soul of goodness in things
evil ” :—and the Beggar’s Opera is a good-natured but instructive
comment on this text. The poet has thrown all the gaiety and sunshine
of the imagination, all the intoxication of pleasure, and the vanity of
despair, round the short-lived existence of his heroes; while Peachum
and Lockit are seen in the background, parcelling out their months and
weeks between them. The general view exhibited of human life is of
the most subtle and abstracted kind. The author has, with great.
felicity, brought out the good qualities and interesting emotions almost
inseparable from the lowest conditions ; and with the same penetrating
glance, has detected the disguises which rank and circumstances lend
to exalted vice. Every line in this sterling comedy sparkles with wit
and is fraught with the keenest sarcasm. The very wit, however, takes
off from the offensiveness of the satire ; and I have seen great statesmen,
very great statesmen, heartily enjoying the joke, laughing most
immoderately at the compliments paid to them as not much worse than
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pickpockets and cut-throats in a different line of life, and pleased, as it
were, to gee themselves humanized by some sort of fellowship with their
kind. Indeed, it may be said that the moral of the piece is to show the
vulgarity of vice ; or that the same violations of integrity and decorum,
the same habitual sophistry in palliating their want of principle, are
common to the great and powerful, with the meanest and most con-
temptible of the species. What can be more convincing than the
arguments used by these would-be politicians, to show that in hypocrisy,
selfishness, and treachery, they do not come up to many of their betters ?
The exclamation of Mrs. Peachum, when her daughter marries Macheath,
“ Hussy, hussy, you will be as ill used, and as much neglected, as if you
had married a lord,” is worth all Miss Hannah Moore's laboured
invectives on the laxity of the manners of high life !
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THOMAS HUGHES
(1823-1896).

S the author of ‘ Tom Brown’s School Days,” the most thoroughly
genuine boy’s book since ‘ Robinson Crusoe,” Thomas Hughes
is known and loved wherever the English language is spoken.

In such addresses as that delivered at Clifton College in 1879, he showed
the same mental and moral traits which have made him so popular
as an author. He was candid in thought, earnestly desirous of helping
others rather than of exploiting himself, and both in his ideas and his
eloquent expression of them, full of the grace of beneficent activity
of intellect. He was® born near Newbury, in Berkshire, October
23rd, 1823. Educated"in many ways and at many places, he received
his intellectual bent at Rugby from Doctor Arnold. He has honoured
his master, not only in ‘ Tom Brown’s School Days ’ but in his colony at
Rugby, Tennessee, and in his work done in association with Canon
Kingsley to uplift the English masses. He died March 22nd, 1896.

As a public speaker, he represents the best tradition of the English
platform. He is strong, terse, and full of the force of his own belief
in the power of goodness and of truth. Every word he says means

something.

THB HIGHEST MANHOOD
(Delivered at Clifton College, October, 1879).

HAT is it in such societies as yours that gives them so strong a hold

on, so unique an attraction for, those who have been for years en-

: gaged in the rough work of life? That the fact is so I think no
one will deny, explain it how they will. I, at least, cannot remember to
have met with any man who will not own that a visit to one of our great
schools moves and touches him on a side of his nature which, for the
most part, lies quiet, almost dormant, but which he feels it is good for him
should be stirred. He may go back to his work without an effort to
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explam to himself why these unwonted sensations have visited him,
but not' without a consciousness that he has had a change of air which
has done him good—that he has been in a bracing atmosphere, like that
at the top of some high mountain pass, where the morning sun strikes
earlier and more brightly than in the valleys where his daily task must
be done.

To him who cares to pursue the inquiry, I think the conviction
will come that to a stranger there is something at once ins<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>