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AUTHOR’S PREFACE

I HAD intended to undertake a further examination
of the literary production of the ninetgenth century,
both with the object of making clear cdrtain con-
clusions implied but not explained by the writers
who had supported them, and also of confuting
certain prejudices still current, as well as of suggesting
certain new views. But my main object has always
been the consideration of the poetry, which is what
should properly be the task of literary ctiticism and
history, although a good many wrtiters who pretend
to be professional critics are too apt to forget this
fact.

Other studies have, however, stood, and still
stand, in the way of this, rendering it impossible for
me to bring to an end what I had begun; so I am
now gathering together the notes which I had pub-
lished here and there upon some of the poets and
men of letters of the nineteenth century, without,
however, abandoning the hope of some day com-
pleting and continuing them, in such a way as to
furnish a fairly adequate picture of the poetry of that
period. Needless to say that the choice of authors
discussed in the present volume has been determined
solely by the fact that I chanced to re-read them in
that order. It will likewise be unnecessary to remark
that my notes have no pretension to being substituted
for the many wvaluable studies already in existence
upon the authors in question, but would rather
serve as a link in further development, while offering
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vi Preface

here and there some corrections whete such are
needful. They also do not pretend to exhaust all
the subjects discussed, but only to solve certain
problems, to fix definitely the true meaning of certain
doubtful points, and to suggest a line for the direction
of other studies. Such is, indeed, the character of
every truly scientific treatise, and this should be clearly
understood and practised in literary criticism, which
should become truly scientific, abandoning certain
habits of individual caprice, of artistic caprice and of
false brilliance which it still retains.

To me it matters not at all if those who do not
understand me declare that, instead of providing a
criticism of poetry, I am providing a criticism of
criticism, since those who do understand are well
aware that criticism of poetty cannot fail to form
one whole with the criticism of the criticism of

oetry.
poctty B. C.

NarLes,
March, 1922.



INTRODUCTION

Turs translation, which in Italian bears the title
of Poetry and Non-Poetry, is, so far as I know, the
first attempt to regard European literature of the
nineteenth century as a whole, to blend its various
qualities, whether expressed technically in vetse or
prose, as the result of the one eternal beauty-making
gift of “expression.” For Croce resolutely refuses
to accept any technical distinction between verse
and prose, but only between what is not poetry,
namely, the practical or logical—and the result of
the poetic gift. Where the latter is wanting, one or
both of the others is present.

Most people have heard of Croce now and many
have read parts of his numerous writings, either in
the originals or in the translations. This volume,
which consists rather of notes made in the course
of reading than elaborate studies, such as the Ariosto-
Shakespeare and the Dante, cannot fail to stimulate
many readers, for none of the brief Essays contained
in it is without reference to the powerful main
currents of Croce’s thought, as contained in the four
volumes of the Philosophy of the Spirit, all of them
now translated. New light is flashed upon several
writers, such as Stendhal, Maupassant and Georges
Sand, whose real literary personalities had refused to
teveal themselves to previous criticism, inducing
wrong views as to their respective places in the
hierarchy. The Essay on Walter Scott is likely to
attract attention, for the whole problem of literary
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viii « Imtroduction

style is contained in it. ‘The wizard of the north may
prove to have qualities of resistance superior to those
of some of our contemporaries and like a star he
may return again. If, as I believe, the present volume
excite as much interest as the .Ariosto-Shakespeare
volume, it will probably give birth to several mono-
graphs, seeing that besides voluminous ctiticism in
the Press, a whole volume was recently published
attacking Croce’s view of Shakespeare’s poetry and
even falling foul of the translator for heading a phrase
of the introduction with the words : Ewiva I'Italia !
The numerous errors contained in the volume in
question have been refuted already in the Critica,
and as regards the phrase Ewviva /Ifalia, I am sure that
no one will object if the writer begin every sentence
of his next work on Croce with Rule Britannia!

DouGLAs AINSLIE

Tue AtrENZUM, PaLL MaLL: 1924.
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EUROPEAN LITERATURE IN
THE NINETEENTH CENTURY

I

ALFIERI

THE beginning of modern Italian literature has
sometimes been found in Parini; but Parini is mentally
and spiritually a2 man of the eighteenth century, of
the rationalistic reformist period. His art is likewise
of the eighteenth century, so didactic and ironical in
its major intonations, so erotic and so gallant in the
lighter vein. The true beginning is to be found in
Victor Alfieri (if attention be paid to the movement
of ideas and the quality of sentiments). Alfieri touches
chords which will vibrate far into the nineteenth
century, from Foscolo and Leopardi to Carducci. I
feel constrained to look upon this poet as closely
related to the contemporary writers of the Stwrm und
Drang in Germany, who, like him, drew their inspira-
tion from the pages of Plutarch, and were deeply
sensible of Rousseau’s influence, which was also the
case with Alfieri. Like the Stirmer und Drénger,
Alfieri is a great individualist; his love of liberty and
frantic hatred of tyrants are also a form of his indi-
vidualism, which is so indefinite in its political
tendency, owing to his equally resolute abhorrence

of kings and republican patricians (the  obscene
B



2. European Literature in the Nincteenth Century

artificial liberty of Venice” and the “sixty idiot
wigs ” of Geneva). He sees no other state of being
in his own life, nor any other ideal in his art, than
that of “ the free man,” able to move about, to talk,
to act, to realize his own thought and his own voca-
tion, neither oppressed and suffocated by any external
force, nor opposed or hindered by any obstacle. His
passions are extremely violent, like those of the othet
conscious or unconscious followers of Rousseau, on
their way to attack moral Bastilles. He loves soli-
tude, as though to give these passions some repose,
abandoning himself with pleasure to melancholy, and
to the charm of such natural beauties as mountains,
waters, and the shores of the sea. Cold intellectualism
and its representative, Voltaire, displease him, and he
cannot bear the “ pleasant style,” that light and facile
prose of the * enlightenment,” so well adapted for
purposes of vulgarization, but for that very reason
seeming to him to be a prostitution of ““ our virile
art.” And if he is not altogether Shakespearean,
like his German affinities, if he soon abandoned the
reading of that poet, which he had begun, that is not
because Shakespeare fails to please him, but because
he pleases him too much. ‘ The more that author
went to my head,” he writes, ¢ the more I made up
my mind to avoid him,” the reason being that he
does not wish to run the risk of imitating him and
wants to remain spontaneously Shakespearean. There
is even to be found in Alfieri an occasional thought
abeut Catholicism, although he was not a Catholic,
which anticipates Chateaubriand (no one has ever
been able to make out whether the latter were or
were not really a Catholic). I allude to that singular
sonnet which begins, “Lofty, devout, ingenious
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mysticism, Pleasant to the view, suave to the ear,
Ours is the harmonious worship of celestial hymns
Amiable in its seriousness,” and further on occurs
the versg: ‘“Rome alone understands fully all the
sectets of man.”

Alfieri should therefore, in my opinion, be looked
upon as a proto-romantic. This does not exactly
mean that he was a2 romantic, as it has become the
fashion to call him, thereby confusing two very
distinct spiritual periods. Traits essential to romanti-
cism were wanting in him, such as religious self-
searchings as to the end and value of life, an intetrest
in history, and enjoyment of the particular and
realistic aspects of things. Even his autobiography
runs on lines similar to Rousseau’s Confessions, in
its strong, passionate element and lack of historical
sense, both in respect of his own time as of his life
itself. He was conscious of this limitation and of his
incapacity to depict what he called “ our poor sad
nature,” social and individual pathology. I wrote
poems and prose in vatious styles, I do not say that
I was gifted, but I was certainly courageous; History
I never wrote.” The epic, orations, tragedy, philo-
sophy in the form of moral and political reflections,
that was his field : “ All alike divine arts, in which
the portrait of man as he might be raises in an
instant to heaven both him who writes and him who
reads.”

Such is about the place occupied by Alfieri in modern
mental and moral history. But in order to under-
stand and to judge his art, to succeed in the study
of his zsthetic development, which is also a historical
study, we must have cleatly in mind the conformation
of his soul. For Alfieri, before being a poet or while
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he was a poet, was a man of such ardent passions
(“ fury * is the commonest word in his writings) as
to plunge straight into action, guided thereto by an
inflexible firmness of intention. Certainly this action
did not realize itself elsewhere than on paper and in
words, but action it certainly was, if oratory is essen-
tially action. Craving for liberty and abhorrence of
tyranny had caused a fearful phantom to arise in his
imagination, in the shape of the Tyrant, who is by
no means a poetical fancy, but a kind of passionate
incubus, a sort of condensation of blackest human
iniquity, which assumes the form of a definite indi-
vidual, one does not know why, unless it were owing
to the invincible power of attraction and agglomera-
tion. Are his tyrants guilty? One would not dare
to say so, or at any rate they are not more guilty
than anyone who is unfortunate enough to be infected
with hydrophobia or with tetanus. “Ah! maybe
ye speak truth!” exclaims the tyrant Timophanes,
addressing his allies and friends, who are trying to
recall him to a sense of his duties as a citizen,—
“but no words, however strong, can any longer
turn me from my purpose. I cannot become a
good citizen again. One unchangeable mode of
life alone must be mine: I must reign. Brother,
I told you this before: you can only correct me
with the sword: any other means are vain.”
Another of Alfieri’s tyrants, Poliphontes, in the
Merope,—he too is neither son, husband, nor
father, but “altogether a tyrant,” and lives for
“nothing but the joy of ruling,”—sighs at the
end of the first act, oppressed with the weight of
his own ineluctable wickedness: ‘ Oh, what an
undertaking it is, to maintain thee, O throne!”
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Alfieri constructed his tragedy in the form we have
it, without confidants, without episodes, without love
scenes, a skeleton, as precise and as rapid of move-
ment as a machine, cutting his way in his well-known
style. He does this that he may have the pleasure
of massacring the said Tyrant with an iron mace,
for the latter has rendered himself if possible yet
more odious in the poet’s eyes, because Alfieri has
represented him to himself in such a way as to be
quite incomprehensible. Alfieri’s style has also in it
something of the fixed idea, of the plan to be carried
out at all costs, of inveterate obstinacy. He could
not bear, as we have seen, the pleasant lightness of
the prose style of the enlightenment, and the other
popular style of the period in Italy was equally detest-
able in his eyes—I refer to the sing-song manner of
Metastasio, which was not confined to Italy. For
this reason his style and his dramatic writing are the
reverse of the metastasian melodrama (as I believe
Madame de Staél and William Schlegel were the
first to remark); and the songs and airs by which
his personages make their presence known come
hissing through their teeth in harsh, broken sounds.
And when his wrath happens to become sarcasm
and mockery, as in the satires and in the Misogallo,
the frown of tragedy becomes comic, but yet still
remains a frown; hence his coining of grotesque
words and expressions concocted in some odd
manner, or strange diminutives, and verses as hard
as the iron verses of the tragedies.

This, however," does not amount to saying that
Alfieri failed to construct his tragedies with vigour
and knowledge; but what he constructs is not poetry
in itself, but rather passionate oratory. His grandiose
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exhortations and invectives, such as that of Virginius
in Virginia, will be remembered :

“ O gregge infame di malnati schiavi;
tanto il terror pud in voi? Ponore, i figli,
tutto obbliate per amor di vita ?—
Odo, ben odo un mormorar sommesso ;
ma niun si muove. Oh doppiamente vili !
Sorte pari alla mia, deh ! toccar possa
a ognun di voi; peggior, se v’ha : spogliati
d’aver, d’onor, di liberta, di figli,
di spose, d’armi, e d’intelletto, torvi
possa il tiranno un di fra strazio lungo
la non ben vostra orrida vita infame,
ch’or voi serbate a cosi infame costo. . . .’}

Here the oratory is highly charged with feeling, yet
the personage in question is not poetic. Two of his
tragedies are petfect, in the opinion of all the most
esteemed critics : these are Bratus I and Bratus II.
They are two sound instruments of steel, well tem-
pered and burnished, two of such shining execu-
tioner’s swords as one sees in museums. But poetry
is not a steel instrument. The endless, wearisome
disputes of the critics on the method followed by
Alfieri in his tragedies and as to whether it were
suited or not suited to its purpose, its differences
from Greek or English and its likeness to French
methods, are fallacious and superfluous. The defect,
as always in such cases, does not inhere in the
technique of the tragedy or in any other like

1 « O infamous flock of ill-born slaves: can terror work so much
in you? Honour, sons, and all else forgotten for love of life ?—Yea,
I hear, clearly I hear that murmur of submissive obedience to my
commands, yet none moves to obey. Oh! doubly vile! Would that
such fate as is mine might one day befall every one of you; and a
worser yet, if might be : stripped of your possessions, of honour, of
liberty, of sons, of wives, of arms, of intellect, may the tyrant one day
after long slaughter take from ye your infamous, ignoble lives, which
now ye preserve at so infamous a cost.”
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imaginary element, but in the poetical substance of
the work.

And that is the “ practical” Alfieri, the Alfieri
who supplied amateuts of liberty with words and just
the right intonation, towards the end of the eighteenth
century. Alas!| those were the same Italian Jacobins,
friends, followers, and imitators of the French, upon
whom he aftetwatrds bestowed such a copious dose of
virulent contempt. His tragedies, however, were for
a short time, during the ephemeral Republic of 1799,
really represented on the public stage and the Timoleon
was produced at Naples as “ a spectacle of Republican
virtue.” The truly Italian patriots of later times
needed other words with a different accent, or were
not satisfied with Alfieri’s alone; Pellico and Niccolini
were equal to this task, although they were poets of
second-rate order, just as Alfieri in his oratory was a
second-rate poet. Those, however, who say that
Alfieri is henceforth dead as a poet, have their eyes
fixed upon what in him is non-poetry, and his poetry
escapes them. Neither are we speaking here of the
usual “lovers of kinds,” who judge poetry as an
aspect of “ the theatre,” or of “ the national theatre ”
or of “Italian tragedy,” for they too allow the poetry
to escape them.

Among other things, that happens to the poetry
of Alfieri which he would never have believed
possible, but which seems altogether natural to me,
when I take into consideration his temperament, as
I have described it, and the spiritual movement of
the period to which he belonged, and which belonged
to him: he ends by admiring and sympathizing
with his tyrants, who remained incomprehensible to
him when blinded with hatred, but now become
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comprehensible both to him and to ourselves, when
observed in the light of this new sympathy, He is
not only astonished at and admirative of such wide-
minded tyrants as Casar, whom yet he strikes down
inexorably with the axe; but of the most malicious,
the most atrocious, the blackest of all. Lotenzo dei
Medici is speaking, and a conspirator among the Pazzi
cannot escape from being impressed, murmuring in
his emotion :

“ D’alti sensi & costui, non degno quasi
d’esser tiranno.  Ei regners, se ai nostri
colpi non cade : ei regnera, . . .”1

(This is like an anticipation or an echo of the line
which concludes the sonnet on the death of
Frederick II of Prussia: “ But perhaps he was
worthy of not being born a king.”) Eteocles has
Prometheutic or Capaneian capacity :

“ Un re, dal trono
cader non debbe, che col trono istesso ;
sotto Palte rovine, ivi sol, trova
morte onorata ed onorata tomba.” 2

And while this terrible fratricide is in the throes
of death, supported by his mother, he asks of her
anxiously, ““ Tell me: do I die a king?” Philip is so
full of his sovereign majesty that he does not feel the
goad of such mean, small human passions as love
and jealousy, and throws in the face of the spouse

1 «This man has lofty senses; he is not made of tyrants’ stuff.
He will reign, if he does mnot fall before our blows; he will
reign.”

2 « A king should not fall from the throne, but with that throne
itself; only beneath such high-piled ruin, there alone, does he find
an honoured death and an honoured tomb.”
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who has betrayed him and whom he has punished
with severity and contempt the following :

“ Mai non mi calse
del tuo amor ; ma albergare in te si immenso
dovea il tremor del signor tuo, che tolto
d’ogni altro amor ti fosse anco il pensiero,” 1

And is not Alfieri’s Saul also a tyrant, a king?
He has made him most sublime and venerable in the
delirium of his deluded greatness. I remarked above
that this proceeding was perfectly natural, for a poet
who belonged to the Stwrm und Drang could not fail
to instal the personage of the Uebermensch at the
summit of his soul. Both the notion and term
descriptive of the Uebermensch appeared at this time.
Alfieri’s dominating tyrants must have seemed super-
men to him and have attracted him as such far
more than his honest advocates of liberty, who
are all of them rather doctrinaire and generally

mediocre.
The superman does not only assert himself in the

immoderate dream of domination, but also in the
uprush of untameable and conflicting passions, in the
struggle between the great and the small, the lofty
and the base, between intransigent duty and envelop-
ing cupidity. Alfieti was always sensible of this
internal struggle, this tragedy, in which strength is
sometimes conqueted by weakness or cowardice.
When he discovered his wounds, he described him-
self as “ now Achilles, now Thersites,” and he also
discovered in himself, whenever it was a question of

1 « ] was never jealous of thy love ; but so immense should have been
thine awe of thy lord that it should have removed from thee even
the thought of any other love.”
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“lofty senses,” “the dwarf beside the giant.” In
addition to his marvellous Se#/ (“ my favourite per-
sonage,” he writes in his Autobiography,  because
thete is something of everything in him, of absolutely
everything ), his greatest tragedies seem to me to
be the Agamemnon and, even greater, the Orestes,
which continues it. The Sau/ is a tragedy of old
age, of suspicion, of jealousy, and of the greatness
which underlies the feeling of the mysterious and
divine. It is also the most complex work of Alfieri,
and I do not dwell upon it, because it shines in the
memory of all. Let us in the Agamemnon and the
Orestes pass over their evident defects, which are
inherent in his style, such as the intellectual reflection
which often precedes the artistic vision and confers
upon it something of the analytic and calculated.
This defect is apparent in the celebrated scene, where
Agisthus insinuates to Clytemnestra the thought of
slaying the husband. But what a living, palpitating,
sorrowful thing is this Clytemnestra, slave to her
terrible love! She cannot be better portrayed than
in the words of Electra, who condemns but pities
her, trying to arouse pity on her behalf in the breast
of the avenging brother, who sees only the fact that
she has slain his father and espoused her lover :

“Ah! tu non sai qual vita ella pur tragge !
Fuor che d’Atride i figli, ognun pietade
ne avria. . . . L’avremmo anche pur troppo noi.—
Di terror piena e di sospetto sempre ;
a vil tenuta dal suo Egisto istesso ;
d’Egisto amante, ancor che iniquo il sappia ;
pentita, eppur di rinnovare di fallo
capace forse, ove la indegna fiamma,
di cui si adira ed arrossisce, il voglia :
or madre, or moglie ; e non mai moglie o madre :
aspri rimorsi a mille a mille il core
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squarcianle il di ; notturne orride larve

tolgonle i sonni.—Ecco qual vive. . . .”1
And when Orestes, who has presented himself before
her disguised and exclaims astonished at seeing her
lament at the false announcement of his death: “ Did
you then still love him much ? * returning in her turn
from her fit of grief, replies in gentle sorrow: “O
youth, hadst not thou a mother?” And Electra,
the pious and austere, who watches with vigilant eye
the coutse of the criminal passion towards the infernal
abyss into which it will fall, how she bursts forth
when at last she assists at the outbreak of the hostility
which has long been hatching between the two
accomplices :

“ Oh nuova gioia ! oh sola gioia, ond’io
il cor beassi, or ben due lustri! Entrambi
vi veggio all’ira ed ai rimorsi in preda.
Di sanguinoso amore alfin pur odo,
quali esser denno, le dolcezze ; alfine
ogni prestigio & tolto; appien I'un Paltro
conosce omai. Possa lo sprezzo trarvi
all’odio ; e Podio a nuovo sangue. . . .72

She who hopes without hope for the redemption
of the disgraced mother, represents thus the waiting

1 «Ah! you know not what a life she lived! All but the sons of
Atreus would have pity on her. We have indeed too much of it
ourselves, She was always full of terror and suspicion and thought
ill of by her own Agisthus, by her lover Egisthus, although she knew
him to be wicked ; she has repented her deed, yet were she perhaps
capable of renewing it, if the unworthy love which angers and shames
her were again to will it: now mother, now wife, yet never mother
or wife : bitter remorse with its thousand fangs rends her heart by day,
while at night terrible phantoms deprive her of sleep—thus she lives.”

2 “Oh! joy renewed! Oh only joy, in which my heart rejoiced
ten good years ago! I see both of you prey to anger and remorse.
At last I hear what must be the result of blood-stained love; at
last are all barriers broken down; they hardly know one another

now. May mutual contempt lead to hate and hate to new spilling
of blood.”
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upon the future, upon a future of justice, a future of
purity :

“ Involontario ¢ un moto in me, qualora
straniero approda a questi liti, il core
sentirmi incerto in fra timore e brama

agitato ondeggiare. . . .1

Agisthus has certainly in him something of Iago,
and is also a less satanically supetb force than he, but
in contradistinction from Iago, he feels himself to be
the depository of a tradition, the executor of a decree
of fate. “I knew thee,” he says to Orestes, whom
he saw first in disguise and finally revealed in his own

petson :
¢ Jo te conobbi
al desir che d’ucciderti sentia ! ” 2

And Agamemnon had had the same feeling towards
Agisthus :
11 crederesti, Elettra? al sol suo aspetto

un non so qual terrore in me sentiva,
non mai sentito pria. . . .’ 3

Alfieri is poetically successful in his rendering of
these presentiments, this hatred, realized without
words in a gesture, a look, an intonation of the
voice, reflected in the environment. Agamemnon
returning triumphant and full of tenderness for the
family from which he had been separated for so
many years, and whose presence he had always felt
“amid the blood, the glory and the death,” becomes

1 « There is in me an involuntary emotion, whenever a stranger
approaches these shores, I feel my heart agitated in uncertainty
between fear and desire. . . .”

2 «] knew thee by the desire I felt to slay thee!”

3 « Wilt thou believe it, Elektra? The mere sight of him aroused
in me an extraordinary emotion, which I had not felt ever before.”
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aware that something has changed profoundly in his

house :

“ Son io tra’ miei tornato? ovver mi aggiro
fra novelli nemici? Elettra, ah togli
d’orrido dubbio il padre. Entro mia reggia
nuova accoglienza io trovo : alla consorte
quasi stranier son fatto; eppur tornata,
parmi, or essere appieno in sé potrebbe.
Ogni suo detto, ogni suo sguardo, ogni atto
scolpito porta e il diffidare e Parte. . . 1

I have given but a slight specimen of the many
beauties to be found in these two tragedies and I
must not dwell upon those others that are scattered
elsewhere, as in the Mirra, which is also too analytical
and calculated, but in which the figure of the pro-
tagonist, seized hold of guiltless by a guilty love,
against which she struggles, is conqueted and dies,
is surrounded with a halo of pity and of reverence
of a poor gentle creature, an unfortunate little maiden,
touched by the wing of death. The moment in which
Mirra allows herself to caress the flattering hope,
that by marrying Pereus and fleeing the scene of her
folly she will be able to flee from herself and create
for herself a new soul, is like a ray of sunlight, shin-
ing for an instant on the surface of the dark tragedy.
As we read, we also follow her dream with throbbing
hearts, and try with her to give reality to her
illusion :

“ 8i, dolce sposo, ch’io gia tal ti appello ;
se cosa 1o mai ferventemente al mondo

1 <« Am I returned and among my own family? Or am I straying
among new enemies? Ah, Elektra, relieve thy father from miserable
doubt. I find a new kind of greeting in my palace: I am almost
become a stranger to my consort; yet it seems to me that she might
by now have become as she used to be. She speaks, looks, acts as
though she were a statue carving her own being; she is distrustful
now and full of art.”
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bramai, di partir teco al nuovo sole

tutta ardo, e il voglio. Il ritrovarmi io tosto
sola con te; non pid vedermi intorno
nullo dei tanti oggetti a lungo stati
testimon del mio pianto e cagion forse ;

il solcar nuovi mari, e a nuovi regni

irne approdando ; aura novella e pura
respirare, e tuttor trovarmi al fianco

pien di gioia e d’amore un tanto sposo ;
tutto, in breve, son certa, appien mi debbe
quella di pria tornare. Allor sarotti

meno increscevol, spero. Aver t’¢ d’'uopo
pietade intanto alcuna del mio stato;

ma non fia lunga; accértati. Il mio duolo,
se tu non mai me ’n parli, in breve svelto
fia da radice. Deh ! non la paterna
lasciata reggia, e non gli orbati e mesti
miei genitor; né cosa, in somma, alcuna
delle gii mie, tu mai, né rimembrarmi

déi, né pur mai nomarmela. Fia questo
rimedio, il sol, che asciughera per sempre
il mio finor perenne orribil pianto.” ¢

Eternal lines are to be found also in the weakest of
the tragedies, such as the words of Ottavia, who
returns to the palace of Nero and says to Seneca :

“ Nel rientrare in queste
soglie, ho deposto ogni pensier di vita.

1 «“Yea, sweet husband of mine, for so I call thee already ; if ever
I earnestly longed for aught in the world, I burn with longing now to
depart with thee towards the rising of a new day. I long to find
myself again alone with thee; not to see around me any more any of
the many things which so long have witnessed and perhaps been the
cause of my lamentations. I long to furrow new seas, to disembark
in new kingdoms, to breathe a pure fresh air, and immediately to
find such a husband as thee at my side full of joy and of love; in
one word, I am sure that all will be restored to me as it was before
my misfortune. Yet must thou have some pity for me, reduced to
such a state; but be sure, O my love, that I shall not be long in
recovering my happiness. My sorrow will speedily be torn up at
the roots, so be thou speakest never of it to me. Ah! remember
never to speak of my father’s palace deserted, nor of my unhappy
childless parents, nor in a word of anything that once was mine.
That is the only remedy for my terrible grief, which has persisted
through the years.”
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Non ch’io morir non tema ; in me tal forza
donde trarrei? La morte, ¢ vero, io temo :
eppur la bramo ; e sospiroso il guardo

a te, maestro del morire, io volgo.” !

There is a whole tragedy in these few lines. But
one should read the tragedies of Alfieri as one reads
lyrics, that is to say, poetry, setting aside all pre-
conceptions and preoccupations with dramatic or
theatrical writing. Yet it is wonderful how well
the better of them still hold their own on the
stage, when actors can be found capable of intet-
preting them, a condition which they share with the
plays of Shakespeare and Sophocles; and one should
also read Alfieri’s occasional verse, which I see with
pleasure is coming again into some favour. His
vigorous sonneteering gives expression to love, to
hate, to the tedium of life, to the meditative scrutative
return upon oneself, to the expectation of death, the
sigh for fame. I shall mention the following sonnets
among many : “ Alone with my sad thoughts upon
the shore . . .””; “ There where silent, solitary, severe
. .75 ““Sweetest melancholy, which ever . . .”
“ At all hours, no, but at many in the day . . .
“ Now late I suffer when I know the longing . . .
“‘Things seen and seen again to satiety . . .
“Behold there rises from my tenth lustre. . . .
And T shall record the prophetic sonnets of the
Misogallo, and also certain touches which give the
spirit of the French Revolution, such as the scene of
Marie Antoinette’s execution, in which judges, jailers,
executioners, are all alike aware of the crime they

1 « Crossing this threshold, I have laid down all thought of life.
Not that I do not fear death; for where should I find strength to do

that in myself? Yea, truly I do fear death: yet I long for it; and
I turn my gaze on thee, thou master of dying, with a sigh.”

-
-

3
~

»

w we Wwe we we

-



16 European Literature in the Nineteenth Century

are committing and tremble as they act (“I beheld
there the pallid jailers tremble, tremble the headsmen,
who are awaiting the sign from the trembling
Herods ”’).—He began his lyrical writing with descrip-
tive passionate sonnets, which belonged to the old
Marini-Arcadia tradition, relinquishing this to place
himself under the guidance of ““ the profound master
of gentle love,” Petrarch. But taking his lyrical and
dramatic work as a whole, it is Alfieri himself that
we find in it, o, if you like, he may be described as
Dantean, but he is not Dantean in the sense of being
a merely external and decorative imitator, like Monti;
Alfieri is Dantean, because his genius and his nature
are so constructed.

We observe this in the Satires, which are also
Dantean, although anthologists and essayists are
accustomed to connect and compate them with the
other so-called satites to be found in Italian literature,
but the latter are cither something totally different,
or they are nothing at all. The Satres contain his
views upon politics, manners, morals, religion, the
social classes of his time, expressed in an epigram-
matic form, and let us call this his “sociology.”
They ate certainly prosaic in essence, but their prose
is strong and original, with an outlet here and there
upon true poetry, especially in the Journeys, so full of
traits which are sometimes austere, like this memory
of Sweden :

% Svezia ferrigna ed animosa e parca,

coi monti e selve e laghi mi diletta;
gente, men ch’altra, di catene carca;” 1

1 « Sweden, so hardy, so courageous, so parsimonious, you delight
me with your mountains, woods, and lanes, and your folk too are less
charged with claims than those of other lands.”
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sometimes contemptuously kind as in the general
impression upon him of the Germans :
“ Pit m’attalentan quelle oneste zucche. . . .1

Of, again, they tremble with sarcasm and weariness
of self, as in that fergina upon Naples, and upon the
company he expected to meet with there, the aristo-
cratic society of the time, devoted to horses, play,
theatre and ballet girls :

¢ Ignoranti miei pari assai pitt d’uno
la neghittosa Napoli me ’n presta,
con cui I’ozio mio stupido accomuno.” %

It is strange that at one time Italian critics with
romantic tendencies, accustomed to exalt foreign
above national literature, used to set up Schiller, as
more modern, more liberal and spontaneous, than
Alfieri, whom they regarded as abstract, antiquated,
and tyrannized over by pedantic rules. Schiller,
however, is nothing but an Alfieri grown cold,
composed, temperate, cultured, and reflective, in his
admired dramas such as Wallenstein, Maria Stuart,
William Tell; he is no longer a poet. He is also
closely related to the poetic Alfieri in his juvenile
drama, such as the Robbers, Love and Stratagem, and
Fiesco.  Uncouth, obscure, incorrect and often puerile,
they were despised by the severe Italian, and some
of them belonged to that middle-class tragedy which
Alfieri described as ““ the frog’s epic ”; but the same
blood circulates in them as in Alfieri’s tragedies and
lyrics, the tumultuous blood of those who at the end
of the eighteenth centuty felt what was called in
Germany the Sturm und Drang.

1« Their honest noddles please me more.”

3 «Idle Naples which knows nothing of men such as I really am,
yet lends me other assaciates, mingling with whose stupid sloth I too
become commonplace.”

C



II
MONTI

WHEN recording the history of Italian poetry at
the beginning of the nineteenth century, it is difficult
to resist the temptation of opposing Vincenzo Monti
to Foscolo, Leopardi, and Manzoni, desctibing his
poetry as old and on the decline, theirs as the dawn.
One cannot, in truth, write a general history of a
literature without having recourse to such expedients
of passages from one group of poetic works to
another : they are links, sometimes with a foundation
in fact, sometimes merely verbal. That described
above is not one of the worst, and merits some
indulgence. But it does not, on the other hand,
obviate the reflection: but why do you call it old-
fashioned poetry? Old Italian poetry might also,
let us say, be described as that half sensuous, half
clever writing peculiar to Marino and to his followers ;
or as that which followed it of Metastasio and his
imitators, which is half sentimental, half intellectualistic.
But Monti has very little in common with any of
them., If we examine the emotional content of his
wotrk, we find there the influences of Ossian and of
Goethe’s Werther, which were paramount at the
beginning of the romantic period. If we turn to its
political content, we shall find there all the ideals
that rose, fell and rose again during his long life;

the imprecations of Catholic monarchy hurled against
18
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revolutionary France, Jacobin enthusiasm, Napoleonic
exaltation, greetings to the Restoration, all of them
new things at the time, and indeed excessive in numbet.
If, again, we turn to the literary forms, we find the
cult for Dante returned, blank verse and pre-romantic
polymetric, imperial neo-classicism, and so forth.
No, it will not do: Monti can certainly provide a
contrast with Foscolo and Leopardi and Manzoni,
but on other grounds than these of the historical
distinction between old and new poetry.

The youthful Leopardi gave us the true explanation
of this when he remarked in his note-book (II, 131-2) :
“ Monti is really a poet whose appeal is to the ear
and to the imagination, by no means to the heart ”;
for what in him is of the highest value and may be
called original are the ease, the harmony, the softness,
the yieldingness, the elegance, the graceful dignity
and the dignified grace of his verse. All of these
qualities are equally to be found in his images, to
which may be added happy choice, applicability,
clarity of outline, etc. On the other hand, he lacks
altogether “ everything of soul quality, fire, emotion,
truly deep and profound inspiration, both of the
sublime and chiefly tender sorts.” Further on he
remarks mote crudely (II, 155): that “he is not a
poet but an exquisite translator, when he is plundering
Latins and Greeks, and when it is Italians such as
Dante, he appears as a most alert and dexterous
modernizer of the old style and of the old language.”

The same thing is to be read or rather extracted
from the summing-up with which Zumbini concludes
his studies of Monti’s poetry: ... an exquisite
art in all his work, and in all its particulars, indeed
in every word, every accent of his. No thought or



20 Kuropean Literature in the Nineteenth Century

image ever entered his imagination but it came out
a butterfly with golden shining wings. Even in the
greatest poets is to be found here and there a passage
in which the art languishes and the material remains
colourless, and this is especially due to the use of
scientific thought or of scientific proofs, which they
have sometimes believed will better assist them in
obtaining the end in view. But with Monti the
image is at least never wanting, even where a personal
original idea is to seek. Everything is verdant and
scented in his fields; and when we travetse them
from end to end, we never find ourselves even in an
unpleasing, much less in a deserted spot. Vaster
horizons there are than Monti’s, but in his heavens
is never a cloud; there is not a scrap of his sky which
does not shine and smile upon us.” From this we
gather that Zumbini intended to suggest first the
same conclusion as Leopardi, namely, that an intellect
of this sort is not genuinely poetic, and that the very
absence in him of the sense of labour, of obscutities
and of harshnesses, so common in true poets, is
evidence to that effect.

This conclusion is, on the conttary, quite clearly
drawn by Steiner in his recent and very well-balanced
study of Monti, which contains the following passage
(we see that Monti’s imagination is contagious to such
an extent as to infect even Zumbini, who generally
expresses himself drily): “We stand before his
magnificent literary poetry as before a great stage
scene, all arches and columns with a suite of superb
loggias opening upon gardens adorned with statues
and fountains amid the verdure, upon which the eye
wanders certainly with pleasure, yet without being by
any means deceived by the artful arrangement. The
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reader becomes aware on reading Monti’s poetty of
the simple play of imagination, and objects to allowing
himself to be dominated by it. While he admires
the artist, he does not admire the man, for he feels
that he is really different from what is presented, and
remains rather uncertain than conquered when brought
face to face with all the prodigies which a petfect
technique displays to his imagination and with the
waves of harmony which are ringing in his ears. He
is, in fact, rather desirous of allowing himself to be
carried away than carried away in reality, because he
feels the artifice that underlies that art and his heart
rebels, for the poet has never been able once to make
it burn or to make it really drunken with poetry.”

Monti, then, was a poet of the ear and of the
imagination in respect of the poets with whom he is
usually contrasted; he is not at all the representative
of one period opposed to another: the difference is
mental, not historical.

And so little does he end an epoch or belong to
a closed epoch, that we find him, on the contrary,
forming a school. This school certainly has little or
no value, but that is only because all poetical schools
have little or no value. In extent and diffusion,
Monti’s school was not inferior, indeed it was, if
anything, superior, to the schools of Foscolo and of
Leopardi, and perhaps it is not altogether extinguished
in our own times, for in the death of Rapisardi we
have seen the disappearance of one of its most valiant
champions. The poetical type, of which Monti was
the splendid representative, is to be found at all
times : in the early Renaissance, for instance, among
the many humanistic poets; in the sixteenth century
among some of the elegant followers of Petrarch, and
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in his own centuty in certain parts of the works of
Prati, Carducci, Pascoli and D’Annunzio. If, in these
matters, flying quotations and rapid mention did not
run the risk of conveying little conviction or per-
spicuity to the readet, the same mental outlook might
be found in writets who differ from Monti—who
rarely or never has realistic curiosity and is altogether
literary—in being free from literary images and very
rich in realistic images and in those of direct observa-
tion, and nevertheless work with the fancy and not
with that imagination which derives from feeling.

If we re-read the Promethens, we shall be astonished
to find the use to which Monti turns that antique
mythological figure, which Goethe had lately fashioned
anew and bestowed upon it that sublime pride of the
man who knows that he has made himself, with his
own labour and anguish, with tears and blood, and
feels that he has the right of not reverencing Jove,
who idles yonder in the sky. Read Basvilliana again,
and think of the iambics of André Chénier, or, indeed,
of the prose of Edmund Burke. Read the Feroniade
again and listen with astonishment to Monti’s poem,
which is altogether indifferent to such profound con-
siderations as these, satisfied with something altogether
different, although Foscolo in Italy itself, Goethe,
Holdetlin and others in Germany had shown how the
antique images can be transformed into modern words
and symbols :

“ Ma di Giove non seppe un’amordsa
frode fuggir. La vide; e da’ begli occhi
trafitto, il nume la sembianza assunse
d’un imberbe fanciullo, e si deluse
’incauta ninfa e la si strinse al seno
con divino imeneo. ‘L’ombra d’un elce
del Dio protesse il dolce furto; e lieta
sotto i lor fianchi germoglid la terra



Monti 23

la violetta, il croco ed il giacinto,

ed abbondanti tenerelle erbette

che il talamo forniro; e le segrete

opre d’amore una profonda e sacra
caligine coprio ; ma di baleni

arse il ciel consapevole, ed i lunghi

ululati iterir su la suprema

vetta del monte le presaghe ninfe. . . 1

It is not surprising that Monti was deeply grieved
at the ban against the mythology which the romantics
attempted to establish, nor less so that he lamented
the ancient fables in a way so different from con-
temporary poets or those who succeeded him. They
lamented the loss of a treasure-house of feeling,
Monti the menaced disappearance of a treasure-house
of literary forms. The inclination to blame him
vanishes when we see him passing from one political
party to another, while always carefully preserving
his decorous literary style, because it is clear that,
for him, this was the serious matter, not the political
party, which represented at most a certain amount
of worry and trouble in life, of which it was necessary
somehow to get the better, and after all, in politics,
compromise is the best solution. A man who can
write, as Monti did, the well-known letter to Salfi,
in which he excuses himself for having indited in
the Basvilliana, not only an invective against the

1 « But she was not able to escape an amorous subterfuge of Jove.
He saw her and transfixed with a beauteous look, the god assumed the
appearance of a beardless youth, deluded the uncautious nymph,
and clasped her to his bosom in divine nuptials, The shadow of an
oak tree protected the sweet theft of the god, and the earth gladly
saw blossoming in her sides the violet, the crocus, and the hyacinth,
and the abundant tender grasses which provided the couch; a pro-
found and sacred darkness covered the secret works of love; but
the sky was aware of it and burned with lightning flashes, and the
nymphs who read the future uttered again and again their long-
drawn cries upon the very summit of the mountain. . . .”
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French Revolution, but an * extremely eloquent”
invective, and who goes on to say that being ““ obliged
to sacrifice his personal opinion, he had decided to
preserve at any rate his literary fame as a writer of
good Italian,” and that “ the love of poetical glory
had got the better in him of the blushes of bad reason-
ing,” is surely a child. Monti was, as it were, con-
founded at the consequences and inferences which
were drawn by others from that which is merely an
accident and a pretext in his poetical work, and in
his confusion he excuses himself by accusing himself
of talking and acting against his conscience, adding
as a plea in his own favour the duty of preserving,
in any case, the honour of good literature! I do
not think that he did act or speak against his con-
science, but believe that the various events and
conflicting doctrines of his time kindled each in turn
the fire of his imagination, and that he remained always
faithful to the same party, namely, that of fine
literature.

Notwithstanding this, how can one fail to take
pleasure in his verse ? Personally, I find pleasure in
all of it, including even the extract quoted above,
which .is described by Leopardi as a “ centone ”; and
when memory brings to my lips the fergine of the
Bellexza dell’ wniverso, with the apostrophe to God :

“ Di tante faci alla silente e bruna
notte trapunse la tua mano il lembo,
e un don le festi della bianca luna;
e di rose all’Aurora empiesti il grembo,
che poi sovra i sopiti egri mortali
piovon di perle rugiadose un nembo. .

1 «“Thy hand stitched the skirt of dark and silent night with so
many torches, and thou gavest to it as a gift the white moon; and
thou filledst the bosom of dawn with roses, so that a cloud of dewy
pearls fell upon drowsy ailing mortals. . . .”

91
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I am quite well aware that here we have neither
religious emotion nor a clear impression of nature,
but that “ stitched skirt > of night, and that “ gift ”
of the “ white moon,” and those “ roses” thrown
into the bosom of Aurora procure for me a particular
kind of pleasure. The same thing happens when
Monti describes in the Prosopopea di Pericle the active
fervour of Hellenic art at the nod of that master of

the arts :

¢ Per me nitenti ¢ morbidi

sotto la man de’ fabri

volto e vigor prendevano

1 massi informi e scabri :
ubbidiente e docile

il bronzo ricevea

i capei crespi e tremoli

di qualche ninfa o dea. . . .1

I am perfectly well aware that this prosopopceia is
a scholarly exercise, yet I enjoy every syllable, and
become fascinated as I contemplate those “ curled
and waving locks ” that blossom in the bronze.
Exquisitely delightful to me is also that vision of
distant stars which reveal their countenances to the
telescope, in the praise of astronomic science which
occurs in the Ode a/ Montgolfier :
« Svelaro il volto incognito
le pii remote stelle,

cd appressar le timide
lor vergini fiammelle, . . .’ 2

although I speedily become aware that there is nothing
behind all this and that it is merely a question of a

1 ¢ For me shapeless rough metallic masses assumed form and vigour,
becoming exquisite and brilliant beneath the hand of the artificers;
docile and obedient the bronze took the shape of the curled and
waving locks that adorned the head of nymph or goddess. . . .”

2 «The remotest of the stars revealed their unknown faces, and
their timid virginal flamelets drew near. . . .”
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graceful diversion, Certainly the Muses who surround
the dead Mascheroni, weeping and lamenting as they
kiss his hand, lack the ingenuousness of the Franciscan
monks, who in like manner surround the body of
Saint Francis in Giotto’s pictute, weeping, gesticu-
lating and kissing the body; tesembling rather an
academic group of allegorical marble figures. But
this group is wonderfully done in its own way :

¢ Ecco il cor,—dicea una,—in che si santo

si fervido giusto arse il desiro :—

e la man pose al core, e ruppe in pianto.
—Ecco la dotta fronte onde s’apriro

si profondi pensieri,—un’altra disse :

e la fronte toccd con un sospiro.
—Ecco la destra, ohimé !, che 1i descrisse,—

venia sclamando un’altra : e baci ardenti

su la man fredda singhiozzando affisse.”

To desctibe Monti as a non-poet, as a lettered
rhetorician, endowed with fancy, but lacking feeling
and imagination, does not seem to be adequate, in
view of these impressions, which every reader of
Monti shares with me. Simple litcrature, simple
eloquence, and technique are odious or tiresome, and
in any case incapable of inspiring pleasure, or that
kind of pleasure afforded by the verse of Monti.
For this reason, the characterization given above
should be regarded as negative and provisional,
stating rather what Monti is not than what he is.
Was he really altogether without feeling ot imagina-

1 <« Here is the heart—said one of them—the heart in which love
of justice burned with so holy and fervent a fire :—She placed a hand
upon the heart, and broke into lamentations.—Here is the learned
forehead, whence came thoughts so profound, said another. She
touched his forehead with a sigh.—Here is the hand, alas! that wrote

them down, exclaimed another, as she covered the cold hand with
ardent kisses.”
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tion? Was he entirely a non-poet? We are awate
of uncertainty as to this point, even in Leopardi,
for whom Monti is sometimes “a poet of the eatr
and the fancy,” sometimes a “ non-poet.”

We must consequently add to our statement by
way of elucidation that Monti lacked that kind of
“ feeling,” which is generally understood as feeling
for real things, moral, political or religious, etc.;
he was not a poet as a poet is understood in ordinary
language, one whose imagination consumes in its
flame and idealizes the passions of the real world.
But there is a cotner of the world, which is called
“literature ” and has a reality of its own, inspiring
emotions which also have their reality and which for
that reason is capable of giving rise to a particular
kind of ideation, a particular kind of imagination and
poetry, the poetry of the literary man. In this sphere
Monti was sincere and really moved, and hence comes
the attraction which nevertheless cannot be denied to
his verse. But we must also hasten to note that this
sort of feeling, which is propetly literary and artistic
feeling, is among the most modest and the poorest,
because it is limited to love of external forms, images,
movements, cadences, vocables, and tunes of phrase,
void of the life which they once synthesized and
contained, like jars and phials which have held per-
fumes and still retain something of their odorous
traces. A feeling for literature easily becomes grad-
ually more and more attached to the external and
particular in themselves, and is thus turned into
pedantry; indeed, there is always a touch of the
pedantic in lovers of literary forms, as there is some-
thing of the lover in the pedant. This confers upon
them sometimes a sympathetic aspect, an aspect of
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saintly simplicity, of saintly stupidity and pious devo-
tion, as Bruno would have said. When a compatison
is set up between this poot, thin emotion and the
poetry it inspires and the far richer ethical, religious,
political, and such-like emotions and their lofty
poetty, the inclination is to describe the pure man of
letters and his work as “ non-poetry,” as did Leopardi
in the case of Monti. But this view is excessive,
unless it be taken as merely relative to those other
poetical works. A more equitable formula would
seem to be, that Monti was a “ poet of the ear and
the imagination,” because this formula asserts that
he was nevertheless “a poet,” and determines his
characteristics, which it places among those of ““ fancy
and “ ear,” which is precisely the circle where literary
forms take refuge and persist, when they have been
separated from their emotional context.

Summing up, what is agreeable in the verses of
Monti is the light breath of poetry which inspires
and moves within them, though it be literary poetry,
poetry upon poetry. And our love for him is in
direct relation and proportion with the Jove which
burned in his breast; it is directed towards the things
which he really loved, and not towards those which
he pretended to have, or made himself believe that
he had at heart, those outlines, attitudes, gestutes,
looks, smiles, motions, which had already been felt
by Homer, Virgil, and Dante; it is not directed to
political thoughts and works, which had been those
of popes, tribunes, kings, and emperors. In his last
days, on one occasion, and pethaps the only one,
when he contemplated his own self and not another
person, he only evinced affection and pride in the
fair literary form which he had once bestowed upon
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the sergine of the Basvilliana and the blank verse of
the I/iad. 1 refer to that poem of 1826 dedicated to
his wife, in which, anticipating his own eatly end and
surprising the confirmation of this in the silent and
preoccupied looks and the furtive tears of the woman
he loved, he uttered the following words of consola-
tion, little elegant, indeed, in comparison with those
which he was formetly wont to employ in former
days, but sincere :

“. . . datti pace, el core

ad un pensier solleva

di me pit degno e della forte insieme
anima tua. La stella

dell viver mio s’appressa

al suo tramonto ; ma sperar ti giovi
che tutto io non morrd : pensa che un nome
non oscuro ti lascio, e tal che un giorno
fra le italiche donne

ti fia bel vanto il dire :—Io fui Pamore
del cantor di Bassville,

del cantor che di care itale note
vesti Iira d’Achille. . . .1

Those * dear Italian notes” had been his true

ideal, the cult to which he had devoted his whole
life.

1 ¢, . . be tranquil, and raise thy heart to a thought more worthy
of me and also of thy strong soul. The star of my life draws near its
setting, but may it comfort thee to hope that not all of me will die
and think that it is no obscure name that I am leaving to thee, a name
which one day you may be proud to utter among Italian women,
saying : I was the beloved of the singer of Bassville, who clothed the
wrath of Achilles in dear Italian notes.”



III
SCHILLER

FREDERICK SCHILLER is a great name, which has
filled a great place and will continue to fill a great
place in the history of poetry. Yet how does he
come by that name and that position unless it be due
entirely to the hybrid method usual in the writing of
poetical history ? Indeed, his case can be quoted as
a clear instance of the errors in perspective due to
such hybrid treatment. For it is only owing to the
confusion of history of poetry with that of culture
that it has been possible to create the couple Goethe-
Schiller, par nobile fratrum, lucida sidera of poetry in
general and of German poetry in particular. ‘This
equivalence or juxtaposition is due to motives teally
external to art, and to some extent dissimilar from
those which led to the coupling of Dante and Petrarch,
Ariosto and Tasso, Corneille and Racine. It was
suggested and imposed, from the fact that the two
men had ‘been friends and collaborators for some
years, that both had received the applause and the
confidence of their compatriots at the moment of
their first appearance in the literary world, from their
common lot of being selected as standard bearers in
Germanic literary and political conflicts. And, on
the other hand, it is only owing to the confusion of
the history of poetry with that of literary classes and
institutions that we hear Schiller exalted as the poet

3o
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who “ created the German national theatre,” the poet
whose plays (as a recent historian of literature has
declared), “ whatever may be their deficiencies, and
were they even greater than they ate, belong always
to the classical drama of Germany.”

If we regard the matter, on the other hand, from
the exclusive standpoint of poetry, and if we argue
with the simplicity of heart which is not unsuitable
to that form of history, we should come to the
natural conclusion that Schiller belongs to it only as
a poet of the second rank. In saying this, we go
against the opinion of Horace, for whom poetry of
the second rank is unacceptable to gods, men, and
booksellers. From our point of view, poets of the
second rank would be those ingenious and expert
men of letters who avail themselves of artistic forms
already discovered, employ them with judgment, and
entich them with psychological, social, and natural
observations, in order to compose instructive, elevat-
ing or agreeable works. Such men are sensible and
decorous writers, yet they are not poets: a fact
which does not imply that their works are not some-
times most acceptable, and in their way more * use-
ful,” than those of the true poets. That Schiller was
a poet of this secondary sort is a conviction which
has now penetrated, although not always very clearly
stated as having done so, not only the consciousness
of other peoples, but also of the Germans themselves.
The former, for a brief period, read, translated, and
imitated Schiller, looking upon him as a sort of
modernized Shakespeate, but now he is neglected,
and with the change of political conditions, the
recutrence of the first centenary since his death was
celebrated in a very different fashion from that of
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the famous centenary of his birth, in 1859. German
artists and critics, on being asked for their opinions,
have confirmed the fall of the poetical reputation
of Schiller, though expressing themselves in pious
euphemisms. A certain British writer, too, who
must be set down as a crank, on being also invited
to express a judgment on the matter, candidly confessed
that he had never read a line of Schillet, but declared,
at the same time, that since he had been endowed
with the gift of deducing from the sound of an authot’s
name the quality and value of his work, this gift
enabled him to infer that “ Schiller” was one of
those authors highly recommended in schools, who
extract vast yawns from the breast. The gentleman
in question was not altogether wrong in his theory
of the sound of the name, because the name of a
celebrated man becomes impregnated with all the
impressions aroused by his work, with the judgments
of admiration or of disapproval which it has received,
and with the greater or lesser degree of warmth of
the said judgments. For this reason, it is very often
possible that one who knows nothing but the sound
of a name may yet be able to gather from that, whether
itbea question of a great, a little or a mediocte writer,
of a gemus or a pedant, of an author mysterious and
profound in thought and feeling, or easy and accessible
to the delight of everyone. It is true that, in reducing
the glory of Schiller to modest dimensions, an attempt
has also been made to change the value of its various
components and by belittling the merit of his mature
plays, those which used to be considered petfect,
to extol that of his early plays, which are imperfect
and chaotic. But I have strong reasons for suspecting
that this inversion of values has been brought about
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by a criterion active in Germany (and also outside
Getmany propetly so-called). This criterion came
into fashion with the gtreat value attached to the
echtdentsch, the ar-Germanisch, wheteby a realism ovet-
excited and convulsed has been taken as the mark of
genuine, sublime poetry. This realism, save for its
crudity, seems to me to be quite other than purely
and primitively Germanic, derived from the forest of
Arminius; indeed it is nothing but an indigestion
of Shakespeare, blended with the generous vint-
age of Rousseau, which first appeared in Germany
at the end of the eighteenth century and several
times trenewed itself, with other vinous admixtures,
among which must not be forgotten powerful but
petfidious draughts drawn from the Catholic—
sacrilegious—incestuous cantines of the Vicomte de
Chateaubriand.

Shakespeare is a moment of the spirit’s history,
and he cannot be repeated at pleasure; so that when
we see his Lears, his Edmunds, his Cordelias in the
costumes of the old Moor, or of Franz Moor, or of
Amalia in the Raiiber, we seem to be passing from
myth and fable to a brutal realism, which violates
the lofty and delicate creations of great poetry.
Giannettino Dotia too, in the Fiesco, is an evil-minded,
tyrannous bully compared with Richard III, and the
Mootish assassin of the same play, instead of attending
to his ignoble business, engages in fool’s talk like
certain of the Elizabethan clowns, theteby trans-
porting something foreign into the society where it is
introduced. The imitation is strident. I am quite
well aware of the effect that must have been pro-
duced in those days by the furious tirades of Charles

Moor against social laws and tyrannies :
D
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“No, I cannot think of it.—I am to constrict my
body in stays and let my will be snated by the laws.
The law has reduced what should have been the
flight of an eagle to the crawling of a snail. The
law has never yet formed a great man, but liberty
breeds Colossi and extraordinary beings. . . .”

And the frantic resolution which follows :

“Behold, it falls like a cataract from my eyes:
how mad was I to wish to return to the cage —My
spirit thitsts for action, my every breath is liberty’s.—
Assassins | Robbers ! —With these words was law
rolled beneath my feet. Men have concealed humanity
from me, when I appealed to humanity. Away from
me, sympathy and pity! . . .”

But this Moor, who selects the trade of brigand,
yet is seized with indignation when the brigands
proceed to act according to the logic of their trade,
is a brigand who looks round him and wishes to
retain the sympathy of the pit :

“Shame! Slaughter of children! Slaying of
women ! Slaying of sick people! How this deed
overcomes me! It has poisoned my most beautiful
works |

The structure of the play shows itself to be
intellectualistic and calculated in the midst of all this
din and violent action: nothing ever happens un-
expectedly. Charles Moor’s relinquishment of society
and his repugnance for the deeds of the brigands,
his sadness and return to the paternal abode that he
may salute it and again depart, the death of Amalia—
all this has been calculated. The composition of
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Kabale und Liebe is also intellectualistic, and this play
is for the rest a literaty reminiscence of middle-class
French and English drama and fiction and of Lessing’s
dramatic work. There is little to admite in it, save
here and there a trait in the personage of the old
musician Miillet.

Schiller was a moralist and a polemist in these
dramas of which he had borrowed the literary forms,
and for this reason I am unable to join recent ctitics
in regretting his abandonment of his early style and in
noting the decadence of the later work, beginning with
Don Carlos, that is to say, Don Carlos in vetse, which
alone survives. To me it seems to be altogether
natural and most praiseworthy that with the refine-
ment of his taste and the heightening of his concep-
tion of art, he should have separated himself from
his juvenile manner, which although quite suitable
to a medical student, was no longer in place with the
refined and thoughtful man of letters he had become.
Nor do I discern any loss of his natural gifts in the
course of this transition. He did not lose the gift of
imaginative spontaneity, which he had never possessed,
nor the moral enthusiasm and the polemical energy,
which he had possessed and retained, adding to it a
better knowledge of history, of philosophy and of
art itself. 'These gifts of an apostle of morality and
of a sententious psychological playwright were what
acquired for him the favour of democracies, both in
his own country and elsewhere, in our Italy, for
instance, where Mazzini, among others, admired and
preferred him to Goethe and also to Shakespeare.
The reason for this is to be found in the fact that
it is proper to democracies to prefer declining values
in art to genuine values, which are aristocratic and
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anti-utilitarian. The Marquis of Posa has been
defined as a “ personified categoric imperative ’; but
such a personage as he was already present in the
juvenile plays, as the old Republican conspirator who
slays his friend Fiesco because he suspects him of
ambitious plans for the domination of others, and
the change is only in the wider ideal citcle in which
moves that champion of religious tolerance and of
the freedom of peoples, and in the greater experience
acquired by the artist. Nor has the possibly changed
political attitude of Schiller, inclining him rather
towards interior freedom than towards politics, as a
possible result of the revolutionary events in France,
any importance as regards his poetry. It may be
true and it may be false that he changed his point of
view, but poetry might equally well appear in either
or neither of these cases.

What becomes clear, on the contrary, in the period
of Schiller’s maturity after the Don Carlos is that,
when the effervescence of youth, which he himself
and others mistook for poetical genius and inspiration,
had calmed down, Schiller entered into that spiritual
condition which is almost equally as painful for him
who suffers from it as for him who contemplates the
suffering. He was not carried away or guided by an
interior necessity to solve a problem, developing
within him as though it were an objective process,
with its necessaty stages and a natural passage from
one to another of these, shaping itself in a natural
way or determining with ever increasing accuracy its
own form, but, on the contrary, he remained puzzled,
uncertain which way to go, and began to argue and
distinguish minutely what themes he should treat
and what forms were to be considered the best
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adapted and the most beautiful. This is a condition
(we must speak the unkind word) of impotence
which is frequently to be observed. No remedy can
be applied, for it is possible to cottect a force which
has strayed from its correct line owing to accidental
circumstances, but not to inspire force when it is
absent, Then the artist becomes clever and begins to
conceive thoughts which seem to him and to others
to be astonishingly poetical, but which have precisely
the defect of being thoughts very like those deduced
by critics from works already composed. These
thoughts, due to an intellect seeking a possible expres-
sion in art, will never have vigour enough to generate
it. Hence the lamentation, so apt to fall from the
lips, when contemplating the splendour of such
thoughts : “ What a pity | ”—just as though they
wete residues and remainders of magnificent works
lost or destroyed. To mention one of them, let us
take Mary Stewart, the beautiful yet sinful lady, who,
although rendered austere by misfortune, yet arouses
frantic desires and disseminates death. Or again,
that Jungfrau von Orleans, Joan, who, no sooner does
she brandish the spear and is seized with a feeling
of human affection, than she is abandoned by the
prodigious strength which God had conferred upon
her for an ideal Cause, supetior to any individual
affection or inclination. Or take the sketch of that
unfinished play Die Maltheser, where a group of
Cavaliers, who should defend to the last a certain posi-
tion, yet are not equal to the task, although renowned
for their prowess and heroism, owing to these being
of a mundane nature mingled with other motives,
such as love, riches, ambition, national pride, and
thetefore no longer that pure ecclesiastical heroism,
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such as is required for the carrying out of the enter-
prise : they have become void “ of the pure spirit of
the Order.” In such conceptions as these, the artist
feels that, like Peter Schlemihl, he has lost his shadow,
his natural form, and goes looking about him in search
of an artificial one or one that he can appropriate.
Thus he plans to combine Greek tragedy with Shake-
spearean drama, or to introduce the chorus of the
ancients, or to revive the idea of fate, or to employ an
altogether objective style, in which the true inclina-
tions of the author shall be altogether impossible to
divine events and personages moving of themselves;
and so on. In all these attempts, Schiller traversed
a field identical with the fruitless efforts of the most
modern literature; he was even a precursor of that
ideal, which is the most characteristic sign of artistic
impotence for everyone who understands the question
—the ideal, that is to say, of drama as * pure con-
densed poetry,” free from all traces of imitation of
nature, obtaining light and air by means of the intro-
duction of ““ symbolical concepts taking the place of
the object in all respects where such object does not
form part of the true artistic environment of poets
and cannot be represented, but must be merely men-
tioned,” - thus approaching the nature of music and
opera.l

The plays of Schillet’s maturity, constructed on such
models as these, ate, Aalt und gemacht, cold and artificial,
as his ballads seemed to Schopenhauer. The unex-
pected is even more to seek in them than in the early
plays; everything is exactly as was to be expected,
because everything answers to a conception, which
becomes immediately known to us the moment it is

1 See the letter to Goethe of the 29th December, 1797.
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uttered, with its facile inferences. In true poetry, on
the other hand, there is discovery, penetration by the
imagination of a wotld previously unknown; here
the simplest expressions fill us with surprise and with
joy, because they reveal to us ourselves. But the
schematic William Tell of Schiller would not be
Tell if he did not save the fugitive about to perish
in the waters of the tempestuous lake, and if he
did not reject with disdain the parricide John, who
knocks at his door certain of finding a warm greeting
from a colleague in political assassination. The
knightly Max Piccolomini must hurl himself upon the
foreign tegiment which comes to the assistance of
Wallenstein, and allow himself to be slain, between
his love for Wallenstein’s daughter and his loyalty to
the Emperor. The sense of manufacture is present
too in the mastetly picture of Wallenstein’s camp;
and the Switzerland of William Tell, with its moun-
tains and lakes, its shepherds and its fishermen, its
flocks and their bells, has the appearance of a créche.
Instead of the poetically unexpected, we find sickly
romanticism and melodrama in those plays. We read
such scenes as the reconciliation of the Duke of
Burgundy with King Charles T in the Jungfrin von
Orleans with a feeling of nausea, when, for instance,
the Duke says carelessly, referring to Agnes Sorel :
“ Why did you not send her to me? I would not have
resisted her tears,” or, even worse, when the King
proceeds to make fatherly suggestions of mattimony
to the Maid : “ Now the voice of the Spirit speaks in
thee, and love is silent in thy breast filled with God.
But, believe me, it will not always be silent. Arms
will be still, victory will bring peace. . . .”

These frequent sweetenings, whether they occur in
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the action or in the dialogue, and the allocutions,
and they are to be found even in the melodramatic
passing from recitative to the thymed and vocal
portions, are tinsel, cinquant, substituted for the gold
of poetry.

It demands some effort, but the effort is due, to
prevent the lack of sympathy aroused by this quality
of art from leaving that sphere of art and attaching
itself to the person of Schiller, who was a man of noble
and gentle character, both as thinker and author,
imbued with that austere moral feeling, that sittliche
Ernst, which his compatriots praise in him. He was
not merely the poet to please the fancy of young
ladies and cause old maids to shed tears, but the
educator of several generations of Germans, both in
the family and in the school. And if his work must
be excluded almost altogether from the histoty of
poetry, propetly so-called, I believe that a more
important place should be granted to him in the
history of philosophy than is usually done, even if this
resolve itself into receiving there those souls who
were moved to make their contribution by genuine
impulse, and to restore to the history of academies
and universities the greater part of those arid and
tiresome makers of systems and followers of schools,
who continue to encumber it to-day. What hap-
pened to Schiller was that on having recourse to
philosophy, in order to strengthen the fibre of his
talent as a poet instead of employing it capriciously
and turning it to his own uses, as a poet of vigorous
temperament would have done, he considered it
attentively and became to such an extent its devotee
that he was obliged to confess to its having rather
injured than aided his artistic end, as a distraction
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leading him off the right road by splitting up his
spiritual strength and depriving him of the ingenuous-
ness required. He turned his mind chiefly to the con-
sideration of two problems, to that of the nature of
art, being dissatisfied with Kant’s definitions, which
seemed to him both vague and negative, and to the
ethical problem of the conciliation of freedom of the
will and necessity. He was dissatisfied here with
the rigid abstractness of the Kantian imperative of
duty, and, indeed, attempted to solve both problems
by blending them together. His Lesters on sthetic
Education contain this attempt, but the two problems
were essentially different, and his theory of art as
mediating between the scientific world and that of
moral freedom, between nature and spitit, tuns the
risk of presenting art as an exercise or a2 game. Not-
withstanding this, Schiller elaborated a theory of art
in the course of his studies far more lively and homo-
geneous than that of Kant, which contained dualism
and mechanism in its union and co-operation of
intellect and imagination. As regards the ethical
problem mentioned above, he did well in noting the
asceticism and lack of humanity contained in Kant’s
morality, which always faces natural inclinations with
arms in its hands. One would be disposed to say
in the light of it that the loftiest moral being was one
who, constantly goaded by his naturally evil tendencies,
yet drives them from him and makes them his slaves,
thus achieving his duty with soul robust. Such a
person as this inspires a sort of dread: it would be
dlsagreeable to have such a being about one in real
life, since one would be apt to wonder what would
happen if the moral brake wete not to act for a
moment? Schiller set in relief the opposite personage
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of the man who is naturally good, the elect of soul,
the “ beautiful soul” (schine Seele), who acts nobly
and worthily, realizing himself in joy, as one who is
thus satisfying the desire of his heart. Spontaneous
moral tendencies are certainly nature, in the language of
Kant, but a nature which has been created by the
spirit in the course of its history, which the will tends
to preserve and increase, and duty is certainly a moment,
but is not the whole of the dialectic of morality. In
addition to the merit of having discussed these
problems, to Schiller belongs also that of being
among those who tried to throw a bridge across
between nature and spirit and to realize the Kantian
critique of the teleological judgment in a philosophy
of nature, and to have tried to treat the history of
literature in a philosophical manner, organizing it
as the two recurrent moments of ingenuous and senti-
mental poetry (classical and romantic) and their sub-
forms. He cannot, however, be praised for having
brought to a successful end these problems, but it
was necessary to deal with them on the way to a
cotrect solution, and he was followed on the same path
by philosophers called Schelling and Hegel. Schiller
gathered some fruits of truth on this voyage ina wrong
direction. I am unable to understand how recent
critics arrive at the decision to deprive Schiller of these
philosophical merits, alleging that he was limited to
the pre-Kantian philosophical positions of Shaftes-
bury and Leibnitz, because, so far as I know, to
make use of old philosophical motives for develop-
ing and enriching new philosophy is precisely the
path followed by Schiller and leads to an advance
in science. Schelling also makes use of the philo-
sophy of Spinoza, Hegel of those of Spinoza, Bruno,
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Aristotle, and Heraclitus, directing them against the
positions of Kant, and no one will accuse these philo-
sophers of being reactionaty and retrogade.

Schiller the philosopher liked to render his thoughts
in verse, whether in the plays (the chorus of the Brast
von Messina on war and peace: Schin ist der Friede, etc.,
will be recalled), or in the lyrical poems, of which the
best ate the philosophical, because the absent poetical
vein is there compensated by the importance of the
thoughts expounded, and the lack of the personal
note in their form by their clarity of design and limpid
eloquence. This didactic poetry is, of coutse, not
really poetty, but no one would wish that it had never
existed, for it has rendered and will render services
in its own way and within its limitations. His
epigrams have been even more useful and continue
to be so, for they come to the tip of the tongue with
apt conciseness in wsthetic, ethical and metaphysical
discussions. For example, we still quote Schiller
when we wish to make clear the contradiction and
unity of the two ethics, that of spontaneity and that
of effort : “ If you cannot feel beantifully, you can still
will rationally, and do as spirit what you have not the
strength to do as man.” And we gladly repeat the
following lines, when we wish to criticize those who
believe that the classifications of physics and of the
natural sciences are the reality of nature :—

“ Since you read in her what you have yourself
written there, since you atrange her manifestations in
groups to meet the eye, and stretch your little cords
in her infinite field, you illude yourself with the
belief that your spirit grasps and understands Nature
in her vastness.”

And in order to signify what the philosophy of
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natute proposes to carry out, we are ready to avail
ourselves of his distinction between the “ three ages
of nature ” :—

“Fable gave it life; school has deprived it of
soul; reason restores to it creative life.”

Such verses as these are for modern philosophers
like the texts of Port Royal; but they have the
advantage over those of being more than little
grammatical rules and of being expressed in noble
artistic form.



v
WERNER

THE plays of Werner, together with those of
Schiller’s youth, find an ever-increasing number of
admirers among those who collect with ardour
proofs of the realism and marked sensationalism
which, in their belief, are proper to pure Getmanic
drama; but here too may be noted the vanity of
applying to works of art considerations and deductions
other than asthetic.

Zacharias Werner, the man, is well known from
his blography, and very easy to understand. He was
vicious and dissolute, rolling himself furiously in
the mud, like Ciacco, but at the same time exercised
with anxiety for religious salvation. When he went
to Rome for the latter purpose, he used to pass the
morning on his knees in the churches, and the even-
ing in altogether different localities. This trait repre-
sents him accurately. Parallélement, something of the
same kind is to be found in the case of the French
poet Vetlaine, save that one of the two parallels, the
religious, was in the French poet fictitious, the result
of careful search for literary blague and réclame, not
uncommon in France, whereas in Wernet’s case both
parallels were equally solid. For many years he
wavered and vibrated from one to the other, until
finally he broke through the parallelism and gave
himself over entirely to the Church, becoming a

penitent, a preacher of penitence, and a priest. What
45
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was always lacking in him was the feeling for human
nobility, fineness, internal delicacy; and hete we do
not refer to his ethical knowledge and sense of moral
distinctions, of which he possessed a good supply,
both as a German and as living at a period of great
ethical and philosophical culture and also as a Catholic
and a priest. He was eventually able to discover
clearly the error into which he had fallen in attempting
to place the ideal of salvation in Love—he had first
sought salvation in a sect of reformed Freemasonty,
then in Love, finally and resolutely in the Catholic
Church. He proceeded to criticize the mistake he
had made in confounding sensual love with caritas,
to which it is diametrically opposed. He suggested
bestowing the name Liebe upon Caritas, and upon
sensual love the old German word Mimne. But all
this belonged to his intellectual side and did not suffice
to change the real rhythm of his spirit. He was
certainly destined to end in ecclesiastical Catholicism,
for it had been given to him there to confess his sins,
to express his contrition, to mortify and abase him-
self, and thus to obtain or to believe he had obtained
absolution and salvation; but there it was not indis-
pensable to become noble in spirit, which for him
would probably have been an impossibility. His
Weihe der Unkraft, written in 1814, after his definitive
conversion, and in the midst of the Germanic patriotic
movement, is a work of a very singular kind—a
rough popular song, alternately violent and sarcastic
in tone, or humble, confidential, and meek ;—but
confirming by its content that Werner was quite
capable of rolling himself in the dust before people’s
eyes and of cartying out the most humiliating acts of
penitence, but not of accomplishing in himself the
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truly human redemption which gathers itself together
in silence and feels the dignity of its new condition,
where a watchful moral being has appeared in place
of a blind sinner. One feels embatrassed in listening
to his words, as though before a person whom one
does not wish to blame, because he already blames
himself sufficiently, yet whom there is no way of
regarding with sympathy. Werner, dancing like a
bear, tells the German people that he had once fought
and driven the stranger away from the soil of the
Fathetland :

“I well know that I am not worthy of showing
myself to the people in your shining dance, as a bold
standard-bearer; but however I may have erred and
however much evil I may have done, my song has
never done an'injury to the honour of Germany.”

One thinks on teading this that a person who feels
unworthy of the nation to which he belongs does
not possess the right of addressing it, and that the
excuse of not having said anything against the
Fatherland is of no avail when social behaviour has
shown the individual in question to be unworthy.

“But away with these trifles, be they mine or
others’; away with impotent feeling, now is the time
to go ditect to the point. The best sort of repentance
is doing better; we prated as boys, but only if we
live it in fact can the way of liberty be restored
to us.”

Certainly the best repentance is to “ do better ”’;
but in order to do better one must * feel better,”
that is, the delicate moral consciousness must have been
aroused in us, and Werner rapidly passed over this,
prefetring to direct his exhortation and recommenda-
tion of humility to men who had not the same reasons
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as he for limiting themselves to this attitude of
resignation.

The artist, too, has evident characteristics and
qualities in Werner : the quality of realistic representa-
tion, of vivacious dialogue, of a vivid style, which we
admire in his plays, especially those preceding his con-
version, and eminently so in the historical didactic
play upon Luther, Die Weike der Kraft. But the
interior is feeble in the midst of so much dazzle, for
where, indeed, could he ever have obtained strength ? '
Certainly not in his fragile and insecure intellectual
reflections upon reformed Freemasonty or in his
erotic idealism. Nor could he obtain it in his sensual
enjoyments, which, although numerous, were of a
base and trivial sort, and were also limited and chilled
by his utopian humanitarianism. Thus he was not
even able fully to portray the troubled joys of spiritual
sensuality, which sometimes rises to the level of
poetty or opens a way for poetry, owing to the
anguish which it bears within itself. In this respect,
his life is like his art. Monks and mystics arise from
sensual men, but only a comedian of the pulpit could
come out of the sensuality of a Wernet, striving to
obliterate in himself sinful acts, themselves almost
animal and external, with internal acts of devotion.

The only feeling that dominated in Werner and was
capable of animating his dramatic talent was fear of
the obscute vengeance suspended above the head
of the sinner himself. He was haunted with dread of
the punishment which would, in his belief, infallibly
follow upon his sin as the work of a mysterious powet,
God or something else, and by the impossibility of
avoiding expiation. Here, too, his life meets and
unites with the logic of his art: his conversion atose
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from terror, from the desire to expiate in order to
escape certain and yet more severe punishment. It
was upon this, the real foundation of his soul, that
was built the famous one act tragedy : Der vierund-
wangigste Februar (24th February).

We shall not enter into disquisitions concerning
so-called ““ dramas of destiny > in discussing this work,
which is regarded as the most conspicuous example
of the sort, because what is here important is not at
all the idea of destiny but the form which the idea
assumes with different authors, thus causing the
differences in their poetry. There is really nothing
that makes either useful or possible an @sthetic com-
parison between the feeling which animates Schillet’s
Braut von Messina and that of Werner’s tragedy and
those of Miillnet’s, Houwald’s and others’ dramas.
In Schiller, the idea of destiny serves the attempt to
renovate Greek tragedy; in Miillner and Houwald,
it is employed to interest and move the pit, in con-
formity with the tendency which manifested itself in
French popular drama at the beginning of the nine-
teenth century, and also in the numerous novels of
Radcliffe, and is brought about in our day by means of
new methods, such as the representations of the
Grand Guignol and the cinemas. But in Werner,
the crime is committed on the 24th of February and
drags in its train at long intervals other crimes always
occurring on the same day. A final crime, on a 24th
of February, destroys the race of the ctiminals. This
is the imaginative form taken by Werner’s guilty
apprehensions as a sinner, impotent to free himself
from his wickedness, but always awaiting, always
dreading, in the near or distant future, a blow from

some unknown quarter, an event which shall hurl him
E
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to the ground. As he himself says, in the prologue
which he added to the tragedy after his conversion,
he had sung that song of tetrifying poetty (Schreck-
gedicht), ““ when a tempest cloud confounded the sad
feelings, the inebriated spirit; and as I sang, it whirred
like the wings of an owl.” Such solicitude as this,
the outcome of a troubled soul, gathered around it
Wetnet’s best literary qualities, as we have described
them. They enabled him to paint a bitter and darkly
realistic picture. The sure science of the psychologist
is evident in the characters of this work, and their
language is highly charged with passionate feeling.
We see vividly before us the isolated hut in the moun-
tain gorge, the old couple stricken with adversity, and
suffering from cold and hunger, ruin impending,
and a black record in the past. The third personage
appears late in the evening, and the crime is planned
at the prompting of desperate misety and condoned
with intetnal sophistry. Then comes the catastrophe :
he who had been cursed by his father slays from
motives of robbery, and without knowing him, the
son whom he had in his turn cutsed and who had
returned to his parents bearing with him peace and
salvation.

This tragedy remains, nevertheless, an imaginative
combination of hotrors, capable of making spectatots
and readers shuddet, but it will never produce emotion
putely poetic, because the feeling of guilt is only
poetical when it has been clarified by the light of con-
science, which is the true subject of the poem. Here,
on the contrary, the guilt is so little guilt that thete is
never any motal basis to reveal it, and the criminal
act thus fails to be distinguished from the merely
accidental. Werner was, indeed, incapable of giving
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what he did not in any way possess. The last words
of the drama are there to prove the obscurity of the
author’s mind and the emptiness of the work itself.
The father speaks as follows, when he is about to
hand himself over to the judge and executioner
as an assassin :—

“ Courage | in the name of God—I shall pay for
my crime what I well deserve to pay ! Iam going to
the court to confess the murder !—When the heads-
man’s axe has done with me, God will judge—He
sees all I—It was a twenty-fourth of February ! That
is a day! God’s grace is eternal | Amen!”

Here the only proposition that contains a meaning
and rings true is that God alone can judge, God alone
can unravel this tangled skein, because all is clear to
Him, whereas in the mind of the author all remains
confused.



\V4
KLEIST

THERE is some artistic relationship between Werner
and Henry of Kleist, who was also a blind soul,
although the quality of his blindness was somewhat
different from that of the author of the Twenty-fourth
of February. In practical life, having sought and failed
to find his proper path, this blindness ended by slaying
him.

What should we call the blindness of a poet? The
incapacity of seeing particular passions in the light of
human passion, aspirations in the fundamental and
total aspiration, partial and discordant ideals in the
ideal which shall compose them in harmony: what
at one time was called incapacity of < idealizing.”
For poetic idealization is not a frivolous embellish-
ment, but a profound penetration, in virtue of which
we pass from troublous emotion to the serenity of
contemplation. He who fails to accomplish this
passage, but remains immersed in passionate agitation,
never succeeds in bestowing pure poetic joy either
upon others or upon himself, whatever may be his
efforts.

It is an annoying and repugnant habit of German
critics to go morselling out literary works and attach-
ing these motsels to the biographies of authors with
the assertion that they have been suggested by this or
that real sentiment experienced as the result of not less
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real plans and intentions. Goethe has been an illustri-
ous victim of this sort of criticism, living and dead,
and protested against it. When the same method was
introduced into Italy and applied in particular to
Leopardi, it seemed sometimes an unworthy profana-
tion, sometimes ridiculous obtuseness, for people were
sensible of the absurd inappropriateness which lay
in comparing this or that girl of Recanati with the
ideal figures of Silvia and of Nerina. Yet this habit
finds some sort of justification in the crudely realistic
character of a great part of German literature, and
since it is an anti-azsthetic method, suits the interpre-
tation of what has little a@sthetic quality. Thus,
although even for Kleist the commentators often
make foolish statements—as, for instance, when they
note, in relation to the Schroffenstein Family, that if the
two families inhabit opposite sides of the lake, it is
because the poet dwelt for some time upon a small
island in a Swiss lake, whence but two houses, on
opposite shores of the lake, were discernible |—it is
not altogether without importance to know his
Penthesilea was due to a violent fit of rage at his own
vain flights in the sky of art; that Kézhchen von Heilbronn
understood how to oppose an ideal of feminine devo-
tion to certain deceptions which the author had
experienced at the hands of some Julia or Juliet, and
that the Cunegonde of the same play was the result
of dislike for some other lady, and that the Hermann-
schlacht was due to Kleist’s patriotic revulsion against
the French occupation of Prussia. The critic can
easily reduce these wotks of art to the level of docu-
ments, for they are intrinsically documents rather than
works of genius.

Completely dominated by the emotions of the
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moment, Kleist was led to express them sensually in
his writing, because an emotion, however noble may
have been its origin and tendency (and Kleist certainly
had noble ardours and impulses), if it be regarded
only on its external side, if it be not entirely dominated
and its place assigned on the vast background of
reality, appears as nothing but an instinctive move-
ment, animal or mechanical, and with the one-sided
revelation of its sensible aspects alone, these aspects
are exaggerated and deformed. Hence the horror
which his Penthesilea has always aroused. Full to
ovetflowing with the one longing to conquer and bind
to herself Achilles whom she loves, seeing that she
fails to conquer him, she slays him in a delirium of
fury, inflicting blows and bites upon the cotpse of
the hated loved one. 'This was not due to any pleasure
taken by Kleist in the libidinous, sanguinary, and
horrible, as might have been the case with other
writers; on the contrary, the original motive lies in
the vain longing after a most lofty ideal and in despair
at having failed to attain it. But the motive remains
symbolical and almost allegorical, beyond the repre-
sentation which clothes it with a garment of gross
sensuality, taking the form of hysterical fury. This
becomes yet more evident where the motive appears
as essentially ethical, as in the Hermannschlacht are love
of country and aversion to the conquering stranger.
Yet Kleist has only been able to create a treacherous,
cruel, and almost criminal Arminius, whose affection
for his own people is what Kant would have described
as pathological. We find this again in Kéthchen von
Heilbronn, a sort of Griselda, where the argument is
the irresistible attraction felt by a simple girl for a
great noble, whom she follows, fascinated, like slave,
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deaf to paternal appeals, patient of rebuffs, of abuse,
and of the blows bestowed upon her by her idol.
This argument especially asks the airy lightness of
treatment due to a legend, but in the heavy hands of
Kleist it becomes contaminated with superstition,
hysterics, and somnambulism. Finally, the prevailing
tone of the vigorous fragment Robert Guiscard is terror
of the plague raging in the Norman camp before the
walls of Constantinople, and the painful effort of the
hero, who, himself attacked by the disease, rises from
his couch to address the people and lead them to
believe him scathless, strong, and ready to carry on
the war. In like manner, Kleist’s stories, so swift,
precise, and compact in detail, appear to sink and
be drowned in the course of the narrative, giving an
impression of the strange, the curious, or the terrifying,
but not of the moving or tragical. ‘This can be seen
in such tales as The Earthquake in Chile and the Betrothal
in San Domingo ot in the Marchioness O . In the first
of these, a young girl is on her way to the scaffold for
a crime of passion, when an earthquake lays the city
in ruins; she finds herself free and in the company of
her youthful lover. They enter a church together,
but are recognized by the supplicants, pointed at
with the finger as the cause of the divine wrath which
has fallen upon the city, and put to death by the
crowd.

This is a well-told anecdote, but is not a page of
poetry : the idea of poetry is lacking. A white man,
during the revolt of the negroes at San Domingo, stays
a night in a house where those belonging to his side
are put to death after having been induced to enter.
The gitl who is the instrument of these assassinations
falls in love with him and saves him by pretending
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to bind and hold him captive. But when his rescuers
appear, he believes himself to have been betrayed by
the girl and fires at her. “ Ah! you should not have
mistrusted me ! ” cries the poor thing, dying. These
are the only words which indicate the line that the
story should have followed, but does not follow,
because, like the others, it remains merely a picturesque
anecdote.

When Kleist sets to work translating and adapting
that light and graceful play of Moliére, Amphitryon,
upon what aspect of the story does he dwell? Upon
the irremediably shocked modesty and the desolate
and invincible sadness of Alcmena, when she learns
that she has been possessed by another than her
husband, although that other is neither more nor less
than Jove and from their union is to spring a divine
son. Critics may, if they like, boast of the  origin-
ality ” of such an idea and of the “altogether German ”
figure of the new Alcmena. But this idea is in bad
taste, and the figure of Alcmena thus renewed by
means of the unconsolable sadness that envelops it
is foolish and out of place in this smiling fable. It is
also i impure, owing to the anguish experienced at the
loss of purity, wheteas it would have been pure in
art if it had remained in the sphere of jest. They
boast of Kleist’s being able to endow or re-endow the
fable with a mystic value, by‘treating it as a sort of
“ Annunciation of the Virgin.” But tehglous imagina-
tion beats its wings without soiling them in the mud
of erotic psychopathology, as may be obsetved in
primitive representations of the Vitgin Mother or of
Judith.

Kleist, since he remained permanently materialistic,
was induced, in order to confer life upon his work,
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intentionally to exaggerate it, either in the sphere of
motality or of politics. Hence the intellectualistic
element of which we are sensible in his plays that often
closely resemble an opus oratorium, attaining sometimes
to the level of the edifying tale, such as the Pring von
Homburg, where material details are met with less often,
but are not, on the other hand, altogether absent—
the dozing and waking of the prince, his wandering
while the orders for the battle are being given, his
physical terror at the idea of death. Here Kleist is
mote successful in suggesting a sort of calm, the result
rather of a moral than of an artistic conception. So
intellectualistic is Kleist’s method that he is often
unable to avoid banality, supetficiality and puerility
of treatment. 'The Pring von Hombnrg, for instance,
inclines to melodrama, with its scenes and dialogue,
suitable to a play of the “ happy ending > sort. Here
the Grand Elector, rigid custodian of the laws, who
condemns the prince to death, does not seem to be
setious in doing so, and seems to seek by means of
his actions to represent a moral apology.

In the Penthesilea, the amorous Achilles, who deludes
Penthesilea into believing that she and not he is
victorious, and when the deception has been revealed,
challenges Penthesilea, in order to satisfy her, decided
to let himself be conquered by her and made prisoner,
is an Achilles fit for operetta and below the level
even of Metastasio . Certain remarks occurring in the
dialogue—as when Achilles is unable to conceal his
sad astonishment that Penthesilea the amazon should
have mutilated her left breast, one of the * seats of
amiable youthful feelings,” and when she reassutes
him that he will find them all transferred to the
right breast—are involuntarily facetious. Kleist is
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intellectualistic also in the comic, because, although T4e
Broken Pitcher is celebrated as a most delightful comedy,
type of the much-desired light comedy lacking to
Getrmany, it is, as a matter of fact, nothing but a farce
pedantically drawn out to an incredible length.

The truth is, that Kleist shows himself to possess
little poetic talent, notwithstanding, and indeed just
because, he is endowed with limitless ambition towards
the great and important in art. 'This ambition, this
search, is proper to those who are naturally feeble in
gifts, without that pure impulse which achieves what is
great without proposing it as an object, without
knowing that it does so, as a simple expansion and
manifestation of itself. His gifts were secondary,
gifts proper to the orator, such as clarity in dramatic
exposition, lively description, energy of tone. There
is, perhaps, not a single truly poetical passage in all
his work. We can see how high he was capable of
rising in the words with which Penthesilea, with-
drawing into herself, slays herself by means of her
own intense suffering, as though with a dagger :

“Now I descend into myself as into a mine, and
extract a feeling of destruction, cold as metal, for my-
self. I purify this metal in the ardour of sorrow, until
it becomes hard as steel; then I imbue it with the coz-
rosive poison of repentance; I bear it to the eternal
anvil of hope, shatpen and refine it into the shape of a
dagger, and to this dagger I now present my breast;
thus! thus! thus! and again !|—Now all is well.”
His reputation grew at the time that verism and
naturalism were esteemed in art, because he seemed to
be the founder or among the founders of the * psycho-
logical drama.” This word designates the exact
opposite of art, namely, observation and arrangement
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in sections of life, removed from the influence of the
creative imagination. It assumed other forms at a
later date, when people started hunting for crude
Germanic drama, and Kleist, Werner, and Hebbel
seemed to be the Shakespeares of a new age, ranked
with Ibsen, a different and far more lofty artistic spirit.
Kleist still pleases many, because many delight (and
in Germany more than elsewhere) in the colossal, the
noisy, the roll of the drum, the sound of the trumpet,
that hubbub in which pure poetry is suffocated like
Cordelia, whose voice was low and whose words were
few. But Goethe (whom Kleist designed to combatand
surpass), writing to him about the Penthesilea, remarked
that “ it was of so marvellous a race and moved in so
remote a region  that he had to make efforts to under-
stand it. He condemned altogether the final act of
the Amphitryon as dirty (k/atrig) and held Kleist to
be “a Northern hypochondriac,” who for that reason
selected themes that a fine mind would have rejected,
and was destined for ruin both as man and poet. He
compared to their detriment Kleist’s tales with the
serene tales of Italy, which were nevertheless composed
in time of pestilence. Hegel, too, who was a very
fine judge of art, opposed the powerful and logically
constructed Shakespeatean characters to those of
Kleist, in whom magnetism and somnambulism were
dominant motives.! 1 seem to have read in some
biogtaphy of Kleist that at one time he intended to
challenge Goethe to fight a duel, owing to the severe
criticism of his work and the prophecy above-men-
tioned. Kleist was certainly without any other more
effective means of stilling the voice of simple truth,
which his own death by suicide tragically confirmed.
1 See Vorlesungen iiber Aesthetik, 11, 182, 198,



VI
CHAMISSO

Peter Schlemihl!

AmoNG the spurious forms of fable is that in
which the narrative is conducted in such a way as to
suggest a definite moral, prudential, or other thought.
It may be that, if the thought appears clearly, this
method produces an effect of grace and elegance;
but this would be a case of successful fable, not of
poetry, because the thought and the narrative will
always remain two separate things, the second acting
as a didactic expedient for communicating and fixing
the former in the mind.

Fable employed to illustrate a biography or a bio-
graphical episode is a variant of this form, because
here, too, persist the dualism of form and content,
of literal and hidden meaning, and the fable becomes
classed as belonging to “ narratives with a key,” and
as in the previous instance, may be clever, opportune,
necessary, but not intrinsically poetical.

A third spurious form oscillates between the fable
ot key narrative, on the one hand, and the work of
free imagination, on the other, being an alternation or
mingling of these different attitudes. The celebrated
romances of Holderlin and of Novalis are a case in
point. They are again greatly in vogue, but as a
matter of fact they never attain to poetic maturity ot
artistic perfection, owing to that opaque, disconnected,
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abstract, arbitraty element of which we are aware,
although they also contain fragments of delicate
and vigorous poetry. The singular attraction which
they exercise upon the present writer and others
resembles the attractiveness of an illness, an aristo-
cratic illness, which sets in evidence traits of beauty
by means of suffering and languor.

But the true fable-poem is that which contains the
whole of its meaning in itself, like any romance, stoty,
play, or lyrical poem, because the fabulous ot pto-
digious elements, from which it is woven or which
are interlinked within it, make no difference whatever
in respect to att.

For this reason, Pefer Schlemibl is a little master-
piece, and since it is a mastetpiece, should be read
according to its own unique meaning, its literal mean-
ing, with a mind cleared of all the innumerable
hermeneutic researches as to the real nature of the
shadow, of the seven-leagued boots, and of Peter
Schlemihl, and as to what can possibly be the real
signification of this slice of his life which he is intro-
duced for the purpose of natrating. The shadow is
nothing but the shadow, a patt or a virtue of the
person himself, which seems to be of no account and
such that it can be dispensed with, yet it cannot be
dispensed with, because he who has deprived himself
of it is at once regarded with just suspicion and is
banned by society as a man with a secret taint. And
Schlemihl has, in effect, this taint, because he has not
lost his shadow owing to a misfortune, but has sold
it owing to greed for money to a mysterious personage
who has given no good or valid reason for his desire
to purchase it, and Schlemihl has asked for none,
although his character had been evidently insidious,
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maleficient, and wicked. But Schlemihl, if he has
made a false step at the promptings of poverty, is, all
the same, an honest, pute-souled man. He is quick to
realise his fault and to expetrience shame and remorse
for it, eager to redeem it at the cost of any sacrifice.
His shadow, which he used to regard as insignificant,
becomes the dearest thing that can be lost, a loss
lamented and a former possession eagerly desired.
The day comes when he again meets the mysterious
man, who takes from his pocket Schlemihl’s shadow
and stretches it out in the sun, ““in such a way ” (he
says)  that he is followed by two shadows as he walks,
mine and his own, prompt to obey his commands,
for mine too had to obey him, displaying and adapting
itself according to his movements.” Then a desperate
struggle takes place in Schlemihl’s breast. * When
I again saw my poor shadow after so long an absence,
and found it reduced to such abject servitude, at the
moment when I was the prey of such incredible anguish
on its behalf, I felt my heart break and broke out into
the bitterest lamentations.” But he resists the new
temptation, how gtreat soever his desire, however
urgent his need to reacquire his own shadow; and
if he has given away his shadow on account of the
fatal putse, he does not yield his soul up for the
shadow. He goes even further, and although he
knows he cannot obtain the shadow, throws the
accursed purse into the abyss. I stood there without
purse and without shadow; but my breast had been
relieved of a great oppression, and that rendered me
serene. If I had not also lost my self-esteem, ot if,
though losing it, I had felt free from blame, I think
that I might have been happy. . . .”” And now fortune
comes to his assistance, not to give him back what
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he had irremediably lost (who can ever annul a mistake
once made P—what has been done remains perpetually
a patt of ourselves), but to allow him to find the
marvellous seven-leagued boots, with which the man
who has been banned by society, excluded from the
joys of love, of the family, of friendship, for he has
been obliged to renounce all these good things, can
yet find an employment, propose an object to himself,
enjoy carrying it out. What is there of allegorical or
hidden in all this conctete, vivid and limpid narrative?
Certainly, the shadow is not only the physical shadow,
but yet it is not a thought. So true is this that it is
not definable as a thought, for Chamisso himself was
not able to define it, and even if he had been able to
state his real intentions, the intentions would have
been intentions and the fact fact, that is to say, the
work of art which all are able to understand and to
enjoy in its literal, or rather, in its only sense. 'The
shadow is not only the physical shadow, because no
personage, no action, no event, is in poetry simply
that personage, action, or event in its external matetial-
ity, but they are all the ideal forces of the human
spirit, which have become poetical motives and
plastic forms. And the motive of motives in Peter
Schlemihl and his matvellous story is the eternal
drama, the eternal combat between dream and reality,
purity and impurity, impulse and duty, pleasure and
dignity. Whoever seek anything else in it, wishing
to determine and reduce that poetical motive to a
moral motive, either loses himself in subtleties
artistically non-existent, or finds himself in possession
of some most general generalization, applicable to any
form of att.

The critics have tortured the story of Peter Schlemihl
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not only in order to reduce it to the rank of false
poetry, according to the first type described, which is
the fable, but also, and above all, in order to reduce
it to a key-story, and have seen the author’s life there
transfigured beneath the veil of the prodigious.
Chamisso, as is well known, was a French emigrant
become German and Germanized so completely as to
be the author of Lieder and romances, taking an interest
later in life in botany, and making several journeys for
scientific purposes. We have no wish to contend that
there may be some autobiographical references in Peter
Schlemihl; but since German critics, as remarked
above, strangely abuse the right of poetical-biograph-
ical researches, with no other result than to diminish
poetry whete poetry exists, it is worth while to repeat
once mote the only doctrine which avails upon this
subject, because it is the only truc doctrine. The work
of art, then, like the work of thought, certainly receives
its impulse from biographical incidents, but is as
impossible to measure by comparison with them as
is the law of the pendulum with the famous lamp of
Pisa Cathedral, or the law of universal attraction with
the apple that fell upon Newton’s head, when he was
lying under the fine apple-tree. The critics who
stress so heavily those incidents, which have been
converted into poetical vibrations, reconvert the
poetical vibration into practical fact, and then proceed
to erect it into the generative poetical motive. The
results of this upon taste and judgment can easily be
conceived. They become the more pernicious the
more beautiful, objective, and classical are the works
upon which is effected this labour of extraction and
abstraction; the less petnicious the mote ugly and
material are the works in question, because, in this
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second case, they are wont to contain more aggregated
elements which have not been fused, reproduced but
not idealized, and to extract and abstract these merely

makes evident the analysis which already exists in the
work itself.



VII
WALTER SCOTT

ANy writer belonging to the first half of the past
century and treating of the then recent literary history
of Europe, would not have hesitated to place Walter
Scott among the stars of the first magnitude in the
firmament of poetry and art, Walter Scott the gteat
Scottish poet and novelist. The admiration which
he received was nowhere contested; his work spread
itself triumphantly through all countries, and every-
where aroused imitators; rarely has a writer had so
many or so eminent pupils. This praise and enthusiasm
did not proceed from middle-class readers alone, from
the great public : suffice it to recall Goethe, who held
Scott to be “a great mind unequalled anywhere, who
naturally produces the most extraordinary effects upon
the whole world of readers.” The comparison of
Scott with Shakespeare, with whom alone it seemed
possible to compare him for “ fertility of invention, for
the infinite variety of his original characters, historical
scenes, situations, and adventures, for his universal
human sympathy and moral purity,” was common,
especially in his own country.

Then all this glory faded. Here in Italy only a few
stray volumes were reprinted in the second half of the
century as forming part of the library of agreeable
literature, in place of the numerous translations and

complete editions of his tales and of some of his
66
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poems which had filled the first half of the century.
Forgetfulness and estrangement took the place of
frequent mention of his characters and their actions in
speech and writing. The criticism of the critics
showed itself hard, ferocious, and contemptuous,
especially after Taine’s well-known attack. A similar
tone has recently been observable in Cecchi’s book
entitled History of English Literature. It is, indeed,
difficult to refrain from impatience in speaking of
those tales, after having read them. There are too
many of them, and the effort entailed upon the reader
of to-day, who is at once sensible of the monotony of
Scott’s art and of his mechanical method, finds vent
in the angry tone with which he proceeds to discuss
them. Were there but two or three tales, how much
easier would it be to remain calm and indulgent!
How eagerly would one seek their positive qualities,
carefully noting the minute flashes of art which here
and there illuminate them !

Yet we must retain our calm, if we wish to apply
to Scott’s work also the laws of historical style.
Imposing, therefore, upon ourselves the requisite
serenity of tone, we observe that in speaking of Scott
we must in the first place have an eye to the official
function which he petformed, namely, that of an
industrial producer, intent upon supplying the market
with objects for which the demand was as keen as
the want was legitimate. Are there or are there not
wants of the imagination, which ask to be entertained
or diverted? And is not that a healthy form of such
wants which demand images of virtue, of prowess, of
generous feelings, and wishing also to avoid wasting
its time in this imaginative gratification, seeks also to
avail itself of the opportunity in order to obtain
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instruction as to historical customs and events? Scott
had the genius to carry out the commercial enterprise
which supplied this want. He began by composing
poems, which were a first step towards its satisfaction.
But after some years of this practice, he realized that
this kind of merchandise was beginning to pall, that
the vein he had exploited was exhausted, especially
since the appearance of Byron, who was a dangerous
competitor for popular esteem. He thereupon turned
from verse to prose, surrounded his name with
mystery as “the Author of the Waverley .Novels,”
and obtained a most brilliant success, which lasted
throughout his career. The impression left upon
reading Scott’s biography is that of having before one
the life of a hero of industry. His biographers illus-
trate and admire his sagacity of invention, his diligence,
which enabled him to write two or three stories every
yeat, the castle which he was able to build, to decorate
and to throw open to princely hospitality as the result
of his large earnings. Nothing is said as to his inner
life, his loves, his religion, his ideas ; less than nothing
as to his spiritual struggles and devclopment. The
dramatic moment of his biography is that of his
publisher-partner’s failure, whereby Scott found him-
self ruined and several millions of lire in debt. He rises
high above this moment of adversity, does not lose
courage, again takes pen in hand and promises to pay
all his creditors by this means, exhausts himself in
maintaining his promise, and when he is at length
crushed by the weight of this immense labour, the
greater part of his debt is paid and the remainder dis-
charged after his death by a grateful posterity. This
national movement may have been in commemoration
of the great writer or of the great man of business—
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one remains doubtful which of the two it was that
English commercial honesty proposed to honout.
The biogtraphy is not a literary biography at all, but
to be ranked with Smiles’s Se/f-Help or some such
similar production.

The second point to notice in regard to Scott is
also outside the sphete of att and belongs to the
patticular way in which the demand of the English
public and the European public in general expressed
itself and the goods with which Scott satisfied it.
They consisted of the new historico-ethical-political
sentiment which had arisen as the result of the
reaction, first against eighteenth-century rationalism,
and secondly against the Jacobinism of the French
Revolution. Other eclements in this new attitude
of mind were consciousness and respect for history,
value attributed to traditional customs, awaking of
nationality in the place of a superficial and one-
sided cosmopolitanism. Scott was certainly not the
author of all this. The authors were innumerable,
many of them born prior to himself, in Germany,
France, Great Britain, and also in Italy. He it was,
however, who divulged and successfully exploited
the movement from the commertcial point of view.

Nor should the importance and spiritual repercus-
sion of this work be denied. Scott’s facile fiction
found its way into minds out of reach of philosophical
or historiographical thought, out of reach of poetry.
Scotland generated many other Scotlands, that is to
say, many other evocations of the past and representa-
tions of popular customs in every part of Europe, and
Scott’s manner of desctribing and narrating exercised
its influence also upon professional historians. This
influence was beneficial to the extent that it led them
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to abandon the coloutless and uniform method of
illuministic and humanistic historiography; but, on
the other hand, it provided a bias towards conceiving
history as historical romance, as a glittering picture
of little significance. Such exaggeration was after-
wards eliminated while the good effects were retained,
and no one can henceforth write the history of historical
studies in the nineteenth century without taking Scott
into consideration.

The third point also is alien to art, because it belongs
to the ability which Scott displayed in the construction
of his romances. ‘This ability must not be gauged by
later or contemporary standards. Judged by them
it would perhaps seem poor and inexpert, and in fact
lacking ability, precisely because it is now out of
fashion. So true is this that we should not tolerate
anyone now resuming Scott’s beginnings and modes
of developing his stories—we should certainly make
them a butt for ridicule. The comparison should,
on the contrary, be made with fiction prior to Scott
and with the disposition of the public of that period,
in order to form an equitable judgment. Goethe
had really but little talent for composing stories, as
may be seen from the halting and naive methods
which he employed in those masterpieces of poetry,
the Meister and the Wablverwandtschaften. He admired
above all in Scott his ability as a teller of historical
tales, and “ the altogether new art obeying its own
laws > which he discovered there set him * thinking
furiously.”

Scott started well equipped in antiquarian and
touriste lore; he described scenery, illustrated manners
and customs by the doings of his characters, held the
interest of his teaders in suspense by means of
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mysterious personages possessed of extraordinary
qualities ; he gave the illusion of beholding the history
of the Normans, the Saxons, the Puritans, and the
Jacobites, just as it had actually taken place in word
and deed. He varied epic with comedy, portraying
with a benevolent smile personages possessed of a
single idea or of a single desire. But the noble and
the brave always occupied the first places and won the
hearts of his readers.

In the fourth and last place comes the considera-
tion of art or poetry, which cannot be the principal
critetion applied to the work of Scott after what has
been said, precisely because it was not a principal
thing in him. If it be assumed as the principal
ctiterion, then there is nothing for it but to “slate
the wotk, which, however useful a method of dealing
with contemporaries, it is very unpleasing to have to
employ in relation to writers of the past. Such a
person as Gosse, of course, who declares that the
defects of Scott are not even to be referred to and
asserts that ““ England may challenge the literatures of
the wortld to produce a purer talent, or a writer who has
with a more brilliant and sustained vivacity combined
the novel with the romance, the tale of manners with the
tale of wonder,” we feel disposed to contradict flatly.
But is the gravity of the historian worth losing on
account of this? Is it not clear from this exces-
sive emphasis of his statement that Gosse himself
feels anything but confident of its truth? This is
proved by what follows, to the effe