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NOTE

ABOUT a year before his death, Mr. Frederic Harrison
was good enough to write to me giving his consent to
my mauking this selection. I had hoped to show my
gratitude by presenting him with it; but before the
preliminaries for its publication could be settled, his
life came to a close, and I can now only record here
my sense of profound obligation for the kind letters
which he wrote to me and his readiness to give me all
the assistance I needed. I have also received and
gratefully acknowledge valued assistance from my
esteen}ed friend and teacher, Professor S. G. Dunn.

A J.

ALLAHABAD,
October 2, 1924.
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INTRODUCTION
FREDERIC HARRISON

I

FreEperic HARRISON was born in 1831, and died on
January 13, 1923. He was born before the age of
“ lucifer matches, railways, telegraphs, penny post, or
even household suffrage,” and during the ninety-two
years of his life he had seen far-reaching, not to say
revolutionary, changes. Few writers have been more
prolific and more communicative. No false modesty
stood jin the way of his sclf-revelation. In Memories
and Thoughts he gave a full and intimate account of
his career which may with advantage be reproduced
here in a condensed form :

‘“ At the age of nine I went to reside in London, and
for two years was taught in a day school by Joseph
King of Maida Hill, the most admirable schoolmaster
I have ever known. At the age of eleven I went to
King's College School, which I left as second in the
school4n 1849. I was a boy at school when the great
movement of 1848 swept over Europe, shook down so
many thrones, and apened the era of so many wars

of race and of frontier. Cram-full of Livy and Tacitus,
ix
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Thucydides and Xenophon, Corneille and Schiller,

Milton, Byron and Shelley, at the precise age whén
youths debate whether despotisms or republics are to
be preferred, when they write essays on the character
of Julius Caesar or Cromw cll, compose odes tc Liberty-
and Latin verses on Brutus and Tarquin, we were jlist

ready to be impressed with the tumultuous succession
of events which surged across Europe in 1848-49. It
was difficult for a youth entering manhood between
the years 1848 and 1852 not to be an ardent politician.

Gradually I settled into a deep, lasting, and passionate
sympathy with the popular cause everywhere and in
all forms. By the time I was twenty-five, I had seen
most of the principal cities of France, Germany, and
Northern Italy; I had some knowledge of the lan-

guage, circumstances, and recent history of all of these
countries; I was a republican by conviction, had a
deep enthusiasm for the popular cause throughout
Europe, and was inclined to the Socialist solution of
the great class question.

“I went up to Oxford from school in 1849 ; at a
time when the great controversy in theology, which
shook the Church and led to the conversion of Cardinal
Newman, Cardinal Manning, and many others, was
passing into a new phase. Liberalism was in the
ascendant, and the dominant thought presented to me
was Positive rather than Catholic. J. Stuart Mill,
George Grote, Arnold and his historical school, Comte
and his Positive School, were the influences under
which my mind was formed. I spent six years at
Oxford as student, fellow, ana tutor. Whilst at
Oxford, with science and metaphysics I took no seriogs
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pains, though I tried to make out what they came to
in the end. But almost every phase of theology, every
age in history, and every scheme of social and political
philosopty, supplied me with matter for thought, and
in turn commanded my sympathy. As a student at
Coulege, I slowly came to regard the entire scheme of
theology as an open question; and I ultimately left
the University, about the age of twenty-four, without
assured belief in any form of supernatural doctrine.

* For the first thirty years of my life I was essentially
a learner, but only in part a student of books. Never
having been a great reader, and not having acquired
the passion of pure study, I cared mainly for men,
things, places, and people. As a student and then a
barrister of Lincoln’s Inn, I read quite as much history
and philosophy as law; and I tried to correct my
defective training in science by following the lectures
ol Owen, Huxley, Tyndall, Liveing, and others, with
the proper text-books and studies in the museums.
For some years I worked as a teacher in the Working
Men’s College, under F. Denison Maurice, along with
Tom Hughes and his colleagues. For three years 1
served on the Trades Union Commission, and then was
Secretary to the Digest Commission.

“I have always tried to make out political move-
ments by personal intercourse with those who led them.
I went to Italy after the campaign of 1859, at the
crisis of the foundation of the Italian Kingdom, and
had ccaversations with Mazzini, Garibaldi, and many
of the men who governed Italy in 1859 and who made
the northern kingdum. In the same way I followed
up the history of the Third Republic in France and the
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Communal insurrection of 1871. I have had conver-
sations with Gambetta, with his lieutenants, and wi:th
the leaders of many Socialist and republican parties.
No study and no books can supply the place of per-
sonal intercourse with those who know aud thdses
who lead. I am sure whole libraries would not give
me what I have gained in converse with Gambetta,
Mazzini, Renan, Michelet, Louis Blanc, Tourgenieff,
F. Newman, G. H. Lewes, John Bright, J. Stuart Mill,
Carlyle, G. Eliot, Ruskin, Cardinal Manning, Johr
Dillon, John Burns, Spencer, Comte, john Morley,
and Gladstone.

I was nearly thirty before I published anything at
all. My first article happened to be on ‘ Essays and
Reviews.” My profession was the law, the practice
of which I followed for some fifteen years without great
zest and without any ambition. I afterward taught
jurisprudence as professor; and, having inherited*a
modest fortune, which I have had no desire to increase,
I eventually withdrew to my present occupation of
urging on my neighbours opinions which meet, I must
admit, with but moderate acceptance.”

The modest reference above to his Oxford career
does not reveal the fact that he took a first-class degree
in Classics. Of University education he says: *I
have now an experience of over forty years as student,
teacher, and examiner; and it forces on me a pro-
found conviction that our modern education is harden-
ing into a narrow and debasing mill. Education is
over-driven, over-systematised, monotonous, me-
chanical. The round of endless examination~ reduces
education to a professional ‘ cram,” where the repet:-
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tion of given formulas passes for knowledge, and where
the accurate memory of some teacher’s ‘ tips’ takes
the place of thought.” The same criticism has
often been heard since these forcible words were
written.” °

In 1886, Harrison attempted, without success, to get
into Parliament as the representative of the Univer-
sity of London. No onc need regret his failure. In
all probability he would only have added to the long
list of distinguished men of letters who have failed to
gain the attention or acquire the manner of the House
of Commons. But his marvellous energy could not be
satisfied with mere intellectual effort. He longed for a
while for a life of action, and he spent five years on
the London County Council as an Alderman. For
twenty-five years he was chief of the English Posi-
tivists. He lectured to the Inns of Court on Juris-
prudence and International Law. He was, besides,
Rede Lecturer at Cambridge, Washington Lecturer at
Chicago, and Herbert Spencer Lecturer at Oxford, and
becan:e a Fellow of the Royal Society.

II

Frederic Harrison was fortunate in his friendships.
As he has himself said in the passage quoted above,
these friendships were to him a better education than
any books or libraries. It is always interesting to read
what his contemporaries say about a man, and modern
memoirs and biographies are full of references to
Frederic Harrison. DLord Morley in his Recollections
(i. 79) mentions him in the same breath with Arnold,
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Swinburne, Meredith, Pater, and says (Recollections,
i. 63-64) : ** Frederic Harrison, in those days incom-
parable as controversialist, powerful in historical zense
and knowledge, became one of my most intimate and
attached friends for fifty years.’

With George Eliot, too, and George Henry Lewes
he was on terms of intimacy. He met her first on
New Year's Day, 1860, at the house of Dr. and Mrs.
Richard Congreve; twenty-one years later, almost to
a day, he was one of the mourners who followed her
body to the grave in Highgate Cemetery. Of the
society which centred round the magnetic personality
of George Eliot, Lord Morley said (Recollections, 1i.
338): ‘I have never known such high perfection of
social intercourse as the Thursday dinners at the
Priory in days when society let her alone. The guests
were always the same, understood one another, spoke
the same language, Spencer, Browning, Congreve,
Theodore Martin, Harrison; talk of serious things
without solemnity; nobody wanting to shine or to
carry a point or to interject a last word ; all kept in
sympathetic play by Lewes’s sparkling good-humour.”
Harrison was of considerable assistance to George
Eliot in affording her his legal advice; he had
the gift of drawing her out, and she wrote to him
several letters expressing her views on many an im-
portant subject. Thus, on one occasion, he had,
evidently, proposed some theme for her consideration.
“ That,” she replied on 15th August, 1866, ‘‘is a
tremendously difficult problem which you have laid
before me; and I think you see its difficultie., though
they can hardly press on you as they do on me, who
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have gone through again and again the severe effort
of trying to make certain ideas thoroughly incarnate,
as if they had revealed themselves to me just in the
flesh, apna®not in the spirit. I think @sthetic teaching
is the highest of all teaching] because it deals with life
in 1ts highest complexity ; but if it ceases to be purely
@sthetic, if it lapses anywhere from the picture to the
diagram, it becomes the most offensive of all teach-
ing "’ (Leslie Stepher’s George Eliot, 158).

With Leslie Stephen himself, Harrison’s relations
were cordial. Writing in the Cornhill (April, 1904),
Harrison said : ‘It was indeed a liberal education to
a young Alpine climber to spend a few days with
Leslie Stephen and his Oberlanders in the crags and
the snow-fields which he loved, as if they were his
native home—as if they were the Delectable Moun-
tains where the Pilgrim might at last find blessedness
and rest. The Alps were to Stephen the elixir of life,
a revelation, a religion” (Maitland’s Leslie Stephen,
103). That Harrison himself shared this enthusiasm
is abandantly clear from his book on his Alpine
Jubilee.

His energy even in old age was remarkable, and was
the envy and despair of others less fortunately en-
dowed with vitality. On August 2, 1915, Mr. Stopford
Brooke wrote to Harrison: ‘ You are a wonderful
person to be able to walk two hours a day, and to go
through a)l that sadness and pain in France and to
rush alinost through all the other useful work you do
sowell. TwishI cou.ld do one-tenth as much ™ (L. P.
Jacks’ L<fe and Lettess of Stopford Brooke, ii. 680).
There is an earlier tribute to his energy and buoyancy
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of spirits. On the 18th of July, 1896, that stranggly
eccentric, but gifted man, Wilfrid Scawen Blusxt,
recorded : “‘I found Harrison at cricket with his boys,
now grown-up young men, but they came in presently,
and I played a set of lawn-tennis with the philosoph'er,'
and spent a pleasant evening, discussing his creed of
Humanity, and mine of anti-Humanity. ... He has
some right to believe in Humanity, as he has never
had a pain or ache or a sleepless night in his life, and
he is past sixty. Thus in half-serious humour we
passed ‘the evening. There is nobody in the world
less like a philosopher or a religious leader than the
good Harrison ”’ (My Diaries, i. 287).

I

When he first came as an undergraduate to Oxford,
Harrison was a devout Christian, subscribing dutifully
to the creeds, believing in the Bible, and perfectly
devout in practice. When he left the University he
was a free-thinker. He said: ** Yeast [Kingsley],
Maurice, F. Newman’s Theism, Mill, and Mazzinj,
together, made my orthodoxy melt away. The whole
orthodox fabric slowly melted away in me, mainly on
moral grounds, such as F. Newman and F. D. Maurice
used, and from growing disgust with such Catholicism
as that of J. H. Newman and Pusey.” Much later he
wrote: ‘I was quite thirty-five before I full absorbed
the Positive system. Ihad been a systematic student
of it for ten or twelve years before. For my part, the
acceptance of the general principles of Augu.te Comte
has been the result of very long and unremitting stuuy,
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and it proceeded by a series of marked stages. First
1c view of history commanded my assent; then his
scherue nf education; next his social Utopia; then
‘he politicé after thls his geperal view of phllosophy ;
ind finally the religious scheme in its main features.
Even now I am regarded by some Comtists pur sang
1s a profane amateur, a schismatic, and a Gallio. And
while cynics outside accuse me of fanaticism, some of
ry fellow-believers suspect me of heresy.” This not-
withstanding, Harrison became the foremost of Posi-
tivists in England and the President of the English
branch. in his Philosophy of Commonsense, he said
what he thought to be the leading idea of Positivism :
‘ True Religion is the combination of Belief, Worship
and Discipline. Humanity demands from us the best
of our brains, of our hearts, of our conduct.” In George
Washington, etc., he drew a picture of the Positivist
[deal of Republic, an antecedent condition of which,
according to him, is the existence of a living religion
of Humanity. He was to the last a firm adherent of
Comte s creed.

IAY

As a writer of prose, Frederic Harrison is entitled
to high praise. He had not, it is true, the volcanic
intensity of Carlyle, the sweetness of Newman, the
music and rhythm of Ruskin. But he had other gifts
~thich were frequently brought into use—directness,
incisiveness, force, engrgy, a vast store of information,
aptness o! illustration, &nd ever and anon the prophet’s
wiath and anticipation of judgment to come. As a
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controversialist it may be admitted that he was cruel,
he hit hard, he shattered some popular idols. But his
aim throughout was to emphasise the covereign
qualities of reason and commonsense. Some of his
early articles in the Fortnightly Review were no liftle
of a shock te the self-complacency of Victorian
England.

He met with the opposition which is the fate of all
who, in a time of inelastic doctrines and narrow
sympathies, preach the wider verities without refer-
ence to school or sect. His manner was not what is
called winning. It will be noticed that frequently he
loses his balance, enters into too many details, is
attracted more by events and men and concrete in-
stances than by movements and ideas, not infrequently
goes neither very far nor very deep, is content to play
upon the'surface, and contributes little that has abiding
value. At its best, however, his style is noble, manly
and clear. He never forgot, and often repeated to
others, Matthew Arnold’s counsel to him: *‘ Flee
Carlylese as the very devil.”” He succeeded in evolving
a style of his own which achieved vigour and pic-
turesqueness without eccentricity. Its phrases con-
stantly echo or suggest those of the great masters of
all literature of whom he was so ardent and worthy
a disciple.

\Y%

Long after his early companions had gone to their
rest, and after a long and honourable career of public
service, Frederic Harrison passed away and creaied
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a void which it will be difficult to fill. Historian,
biographer, philosopher, politician, critic, scholar,
Alpine clunber, Frederic Harrison resembled in his
encvclopedic range of intesests and learning the
masters of an carlier age. To those who knew him,
the memory of the man will be a rich possession. He
had a face of rare charm. The beard, the eyebrows,
the moustaches were snow-white. There were wrinkles
on the face, but such as could only be due to the
passage of time, not to any cares or crosses. The eyes
looked scraight ahead, undaunted, as though there was
nothing of which he need be ashamed or afraid. The
eyebrows were shaggy; the mouth firm. It was by
no means the face of a recluse. While it unquestion-
ably revealed the scholar, it did not disavow the man
of affairs. Harrison confronted the advancing years
with courage, and they treated him leniently. Far
advanced into his ninety-second year, he wrote in a
firm hand, the letters well-formed, the strokes clear.
The hand is now motionless, and the big, brave heart
is still. In the long and glorious annals of English
letters an honoured place will be assigned to Frederic
Harrison.

AMARANATHA JHA.
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MATTHEW ARNOLD

AS POET AND CRITIC

THE very name of Matthew Arnold calls up to memory
a set of apt phrases and proverbial labels which have
passed into our current literature, and are most
happily redolent of his own peculiar turn of thought.
How could modern criticism be carried on were it
forbidden to speak of culture,’ of ‘urbanity,’ of
¢ Philistinism,’ of ‘ distinction,” of *the note of pro-
vinciality,” of ‘ the great style’? What a convenient
shorthand is it to refer to * Barbarians,’ to ‘ the young
lions of the Press,” to ‘ Arminius,’ to ‘the Zeit-Geist’
—and all the personal and impersonal objects of our
great critic’s genial contempt !

It is true that our young lions (whose feeding-time
appears to be our breakfast-hour) have roared them-
selves almost hoarse over some of these sayings and
nicknames, and even the ‘note of provinciality’ has
become a little provincial. But how many of these
pregnant phrases have been added to the debates of
philosophv and even of religion! ‘The stream of
“endency that makes for righteousness,” ‘sweetness
and light *—not wholly in Swift’s sense, and assuredly
not in Suift's temper-either of spirit or of brain—

‘ ¢ weet reasonableness,’ are more than mere labels or
HS.E. A €
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phrases: they are ideas, gospels—at least, aphorisms.
The judicious reader may recall the rest of these
epigrams for himself, for to set forth any c~pious
catalogue of them would be to indite a somewhat
leonine essay oneself. Lord Beaconsfield, himself “so*
great a master of memorable and prolific phrases, With
admirable insight recognised this rare gift of our
Arminius, and he very justly said that it was a ‘great
thing to do—a great achievement.’

Now this gift of sending forth to ring through »
whole generation a phrase which immediately passes
into a proverb, which stamps a movement or a set of
persons with a distinctive cognomen, or condenses a
mode of judging them into a portable aphorism—this
is a very rare power, and one peculiarly rare amongst
Englishmen. Carlyle had it, Disraeli had it, but how
few others amongst our contemporaries! Arnold’s
current phrases still in circulation are more numerous
than those of Disraeli, and are more simple and apt
than Carlyle’s. These érea wrepoevra fly through the
speech of cultivated men, pass current in the n.arket-
place; they are generative, efficient, and issue into
act. They may be right or wrong, but at any rate
they do their work : they teach, they guide, possibly
may mislead, but they are alive. It was noteworthy,
and most significant, how many of these familiar
phrases of Arnold’s were Greek. He was never tired
of recommending to us the charms of ‘ Hellenism,’ of
evgpuia, of epieikeia, the supremacy of Homer, ‘the
classical spirit” He loved to present himself to us
as evguijs, as emiewrs, as xahoxayabos; he had been
sprinkled with some of the Attic salt of Lucian, he
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was imbued with the classical genius—and never so
much as in his poems.

His poetry had the classical spirit in a very peculiar
and rave 'degree; and we can have little doubt now,
when so much of Arnold’s prose work in criticism has
been accepted as standard opinion, and so much of
his prose work in controversy has lost its interest and
savour, that it is his poetry which will be longest
remembered, and there his finest vein was reached.
It may be said that no poet in the roll of our literature,
unless it be Milton, has been so essentially saturated
to the very bone with the classical genius. And I
say this without forgetting (Enone, or the Ode on a
Grecian Urn, or the Prometheus Unbound, or Atalanta
in Calydon ; for I am thinking of the entire compass
of all the productions of these poets, who are very
often romantic and fantastic. But we can find hardly
a single poem of Arnold’s that is far from the classical
idea.

His poetry, however, is ‘ classical ’ only in a general
sense, not that all of it is imitative of ancient models
or has any affectation of archaism. It is essentially
modern in thought, and has all that fetishistic worship
of natural objects which is the true note of our Words-
worthian school. But Arnold is ‘classical’ in the
serene self-command, the harmony of tone, the
measured fitness, the sweet reasonableness of his verse.
This balance, this lucidity, this Virgilian dignity and
Zrace, may be said to be unfailing. Whatever be its
shortcomings and ifs limitations, Arnold’s poetry
maintains this unerritfg urbanity of form. There is
ne thunder, no rant, no discord, no honey, no intoxica-
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tion of mysticism or crash of battle in him. Our
poet’s eye doth glance from heaven to earth, from
earth to heaven; but it is never caught ‘in o fine
frenzy rolling.’” It is in this sense that Arnold is
classical, that he has, and has uniformly and by
instinct, some touch of that ‘liquid clearness of an
Ionian sky ' which he felt in Homer. Not but what
he is, in thought and by suggestion, one cf the most
truly modern, the most frankly contemporary, of all
our poets.

It is no doubt owing to this constant appeal of his
to modern thought, and in great degree to the best
and most serious modern thought, that Arnold’s poetry
is welcomed by a somewhat special audience. But for
that very reason it is almost certain to gain a wider
audience, and to grow in popularity and influence.
His own prose has perhaps not a little retarded the
acceptance of his verse. The prose is of far greater
bulk than his verse: it deals with many burning ques-
tions, especially those of current politics and theo-
logical controversies ; and it supplies whole menugeries
of young lions with perennial bones of contention and
succulent morsels wherewith to lick their lips. How
could the indolent, or even the industrious reviewer,
tear himself from the delight of sucking in ‘ the three
Lord Shaftesburys’—or it may be from spitting them
forth with indignation—in order to meditate with
Empedocles or Thyrsis in verses which a~e at once
‘ sober, steadfast, and demure’?

The full acceptance of Arnold’s poetry has yet to
come. And in order that it may come in ou. time, we
should be careful not to over-praise him, not to crezit
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him with qualities that he never had. His peculiar
distinction is his unfailing level of thoughtfulness, of
culture, and of balance. Almost alone amongst our
poets since Milton, Arnold is never incoherent, spas-
modic, careless, washy, or vanal. He never flies up
into a region where the sun melts his wings ; he strikes
no discords, and he never tries a mood for which he has
no gift. He has more general insight into the intel-
lectual world of our age, and he sees into it more
deeply and more surely, than any contemporary poet.
He has a trained thirst for nature ; but his worship of
nature n.ver weakens his reverence of man, and his
brooding over man’s destiny. On the other hand, he
has little passion, small measure of dramatic sense, but
a moderate gift of movement or of colour, and—what
is perhaps a more serious want—no sure ear for
melody and music.

As poet, Arnold belongs to an order very rare with
us, in which Greece was singularly rich—the order of
gnomic poets, who condensed in metrical aphorisms
their thoughts on human destiny and the moral
problems of life. The type is found in the extant
fragments of Solon, of Xenophanes, and above all of
Theognis. The famous maxim of Solon—undér dyav
(nothing overdone)—might serve as a maxim for
Arnold. But of all the gnomic poets of Greece, the
one with whom Arnold has most affinity is Theognis.
Let us corapare the one hundred and eight fragments
nf Theognis, as they are paraphrased by J. Hookham
Frere, with the Collected Poems of Arnold, and the
analogy v-ill strike us 4t once : the stoical resolution,
tt e disdain of vulgarity, the aversion from civic brawls,



6 ESSAYS FROM FREDERIC HARRISON

the aloofness from the rudeness of the populace and
the coarseness of ostentatious wealth. The seven-
teenth fragment of Frere might serve as a motto for
Arnold’s poems and for Arnold’s temper—

‘ I walk by rule and measure, and incline
To neither side, but take an even line ;
Fix'd in a single purpose and design.
With learning’s happy gifts to celebrate,
To civilise and dignify the State ;

Not leaguing with the discontented crew,
Nor with the proud and arbitrary few.”

This is the very keynote of so many poems, of
Culture and Anarchy, of ‘ sweetness and light,’ of epiei-
keia ; it is the tone of the euphues, of the rerpaywvos
dvev \royou, of the ‘ wise and good.’

This intensely gnomic, meditative, and ethical vein
in Arnold’s poetry runs through the whole of his
singularly equable work, from the earliest sonnets to
the latest domestic elegies. His Muse, as he sings
himself, is ever

** Radiant, adorn’d outside ; a hidden ground
Of thought and of austerity within.”

This deep undertone of thought and of austerity
gives a uniform and somewhat melancholy colour to
every line of his verse, not despairing, not pessimist,
not querulous, but with a resolute and pensive insight
into the mystery of life and of things, reminding us of
those lovely tombs in the Cerameicus at Atnens, of
Hegeso and the rest, who in immortal calm and grace
stand ever bidding to this fair carth a long <nd sweet
tarewell. Like other gnomic poets, Arnold is ever
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running into the tone of elegy ; and he is quite at his
best in elegy. Throughout the whole series of his
poems it would be difficult to find any, even the shorter
sonnets, which did not turn upon this pensive philo-
sophy of life, unless we hold the few Narrative Poems
to be without it. His mental food, he tells us, was
found in Homer, Sophocles, Epictetus, Marcus Aurelius;
and his graver pieces sound like some echo of the
inperial Meditations, cast into the form of a Sopho-
clean chorus.

Of more than one hundred pieces, short or long, that
Arnold has left, only a few here and there can be
classed as poems of fancy, pure description, or frank
surrender of the spirit to the sense of joy and of beauty.
Whether he is walking in Hyde Park or lounging in
Kensington Gardens, apostrophising a gipsy child,
recalling old times in Rugby Chapel, mourning over a
college friend, or a dead bird, or a pet dog, he always
comes back to the dominant problems of human life.
As he buries poor ‘ Geist,” he speculates on the future
life of man; as he laments ‘ Matthias’ dying in his
cage, he moralises on the limits set to our human
sympathy. With all his intense enjoyment of nature,
and his acute observation of nature, it never ends
there. One great lesson, he says, nature is ever
teaching, it is blown in every wind : the harmony of
labour and of peace—okhne Hast, ohne Rast. Every
natural s'ght and sound has its moral warning; a
‘yellow primrose is not a primrose to him and nothing
more : it reveals the poet of the primrose. The ethical
lesson ot nature, which is the uniform burden of
Arnold’s poetry, has been definitely summed up by
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him in the sonnet to a preacher who talked loosely of
our ‘ harmony with nature '—

* Know, man hath all which nature hath, bt more,

And in that more lie all his hopes of good.”

Not only is Arnold what Aristotle called 46ixdra~os,
a moralist in verse, but his moral philosophy of life
and man is at once large, wise, and deep. He is
abreast of the best modern thought, and he meets the
great problems of destiny, and what is now called the
‘ foundations of belief,’ like a philosopher, and not like
a rhetorician, a sentimentalist, or a theologian. The
essential doctrine of his verse is the spirit of his own
favourite hero, Marcus Aurelius, having (at least in
aspiration if not in performance) the same stoicism,
dignity, patience, and gentleness, and no little of
the same pensive and ineffectual resignation under
insoluble problems. Not to institute any futjle
comparison of genius, it must be conceded that
Arnold in his poetry dwells in a higher philosophic
@ther than any contemporary poet. He has a wider
learning, a cooler brain, and a more masculine logic.
It was not in vain that Arnold was so early inspired
by echoes of Empedocles, to whom his earliest
important poem was devoted, the philosopher-poet
of early Greece, whom the Greeks called Homeric,
and whose ‘ austere harmony’ they valued so well.
Arnold’s sonnet on ‘The Austerity of Poetry,” of
which two lines have been cited above, ¥s, a mere
amplification of this type of poetry as an idealisea
philosophy of nature and of life.

This concentration of poetry on ethics and even
metaphysics involves very serious limitations and much
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loss of charm. The gnomic poets of Greece, though
ofien cited for their maxims, were the least poetic of
the Greek singers, and the least endowed with imagi-
nation. Aristotle calls Empgdocles more ‘ the natural
philosopher than the poet.” Solon indeed, with all
his wisdom, can be as tedious as Wordsworth, and
Theognis is usually prosaic. Arnold is never prosaic,
and almost 1ever tedious; but the didactic poet cannot
pcssibly hold the attention of the groundlings for long.
Ewmpedocles on Etna, published at the age of thirty-one,
still remains his most characteristic piece of any length,
and it is in some ways his high-water mark of achieve-
ment. Ithas various moods, lyrical, didactic, dramatic
—rhyme, blank verse, monologue, and song—it has his
philosophy of life, his passion for nature, his enthusiasm
for the undying memories of Greece. It is his typical
poem ; but the average reader finds its twelve hundred
lines too long, too austere, too indecisive; and the
poet himself withdrew it for years, from a sense of its
monotony of doubt and sadness.

The nigh merit of Arnold’s verse is the uniform level
of fine, if austere thought, embodied in clear, apt,
graceful, measured form. He keeps a firm hand on his
Pegasus, and is always lucid, self-possessed, dignified,
with a voice perfectly attuned to the feeling and
thought within him. He always knew exactly what
he wished to say, and he always said it exactly. He
is thus one >f the most correct, one of the least faulty,
o: all our poets : as Racine was ‘ correct ’ and faultless,
as in the supreme degree was the eternal type of
all that is correct and faultless in form—Sophocles
hiwself.
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As a poet, Arnold was indeed our Maestro senza
errore, but to be faultless is not to be of the highast
rank. And we must confess that in exuberance of
fancy, in imagination, in glow and rush of life, in
tumultuous passion, in dramatic pathos, Arnold cannot
claim any high rank at all. He has given us indeed
but little of the kind, and hardly enough to judge him.
His charming farewell lines to his dead pe*s, the dogs,
the canary, and the cat, are full of tenderness, quaint
playfulness, grace, wit, worthy of Cowper. The Fo.-
saken Merman and Tristram and Iseult have passages
of delightful fancy and of exquisite pathos. If any
one doubt if Arnold had a true imagination, apart from
his gnomic moralities, let him consider the conclusion
of The Church of Brou. The gallant Duke of Savoy,
killed in a boar hunt, is buried by his young widow in
a magnificent tomb in the memorial Church of Brou,
and so soon as the work is completed, the broken-
hearted Duchess dies and is laid beside him underneath
their marble effigies. The poet stands beside the
majestic and lonely monument, and he breaks forth—

“ So sleep, for ever sleep, O marble Pair !
Or, if ye wake, let it be then, when fair
On the carved western front a flood of light
Streams from the setting sun, and colours bright
Prophets, transfigured Saints, and Martyrs brave,
In the vast western window of the nave ;
And on the pavement round the Tomb there glints
A chequer-work of glowing sapphire-tints,
And amethyst, and ruby—then unclose
Your eyelids on the stone where ye repose,
And from your broider’d pillows lift your heads,
And rise upon your cold white marble beds ;
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And, looking down on the warm rosy tints,
Which chequer, at your feet, the illumined flints
Say : What is this ? we are in bliss—forgiven—
Behou.. the pavement of the courts of Heaven !

Or Ict it be on autumn nights, when rain

Doth rustlingly above your heads complain

On the smooth leaden roof, and on the walls
Shedding her pensive light at intervals

The muon through the clere-story window shines,
And the wind rushes through the mountain pines.
Then, gazing up 'mid the dim pillars high,

Tte foliaged marble forest where ye lie,

Hush, ye will say, it s eternity !

This is the glimmering verge of Heaven, and these
The columns of the heavenly palaces !

And, in the sweeping of the wind, your ear

The passage of the Angel’s wings will hear,

And on the lichen-crusted leads above

The rustle of the eternal rain of love.”

I have cited this beautiful passage as a specimen of
Arnold’s poetic gift, apart from his gnomic quality of
lucid tL.ought. It is not his usual vein, but it serves
to test his powers as a mere singer. It has fancy,
imagination, metrical grace, along with some penury
of rhyme, perfection of tone. Has it the magic of the
higher poetry, the ineffable music, the unforgotten
phrase? No one has ever analysed ‘ the liquid diction,’
‘ the fluild movement’ of great poetry so lucidly as
Arnold himself. The fluid movement indeed he shows
nnt seldoin, especially in his blank verse. Sokrab and
Rustum, a fine poem all through, if just a little academic,
has some noble passages,; some quite majestic lines and
Hcemero-eid similes.  But the magic of music, the
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unforgotten phrase, is not there. Arnold, who gave us
in prose so many a memorable phrase, has left us in
poetry hardly any such as fly upon the tongues of men,
unless it be—* The weary Titan, staggering on to her
goal,” or “That sweet city with her dreaming spires.”-
These are fine, but it is not endugh.

Undoubtedly, Arnold from the first continually
broke forth into some really Miltonic lines. Of Nature
he cries out—

* Still do thy sleepless ministers move on,
Their glorious tasks in silence perfecting.”

Or again, he says—

““Whereo’er the chariot wheels of life are roll'd
In cloudy circles to eternity.”

In the Scholar Gipsy, he says—

‘“ Go, shepherd, and untie the wattled cotes !
No longer leave thy wistful flock unfed.”

Arnold has at times the fluid movement, but only at
moments and on occasions, and he has a pure and
highly-trained sense of metrical rhythm. But he has
not yet the finer and rarer sense of melodious music.
We must even say more. He is insensitive to caco-
phonies that would have made Tennyson or Shelley
‘gasp and stare.” No law of Apollo is more sacred
than this : that he shall not attain the topmost crag of
Parnassus who crams his mouth whilst singing with a
handful of gritty consonants.

It is an ungracious task to point to the ugly features
of poems that have unquestion.ably refined modulation
and an exquisite polish. But where nature has with-
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held the ear for music, no labour and no art can supply
the want. And I would ask those who fancy that
moduiatiorn and polish are equivalent to music to
repeat zloud these lines amongst many—

* The sandy spits, the shore-lock’d lakes.”
“ Kept on after the grave, but not begun.”
“ Couldst thou no better keep, O Abbey old !
* The <trange-scrawl’d rocks, the lonely sky.”
* From heaths starr’d with broom,

And high rocks throw mildly

On the blanch’d sands a gloom.”

These last three lines are from the Forsaken Merman,
wherein Arnold perhaps came nearest to the echo of
music and to pure fantasy. In the grand lines to
Shakespeare, he writes—

* Self-school’'d, self-scann’d, self-honour’d, self-secure.”

He-e are seven sibilants, four ‘selfs,’ three ‘ sc,” and
twenty-nine consonants against twelve vowels in one
verse. It was not thus that Shakespeare himself wrote
sonnets, as when he said—

‘“ Full many a glorious morning have I seen
Flatter the mountain-tops with sovereign eye.”

It must be remembered that Arnold wrote but little
verse, and most of it in early life ; that he was not by
profession a poet, that he was a hard-worked inspector
of schools all his days; and that his prose work far
exceeds his verse. This separates him from all his
contemporary rivals, and partly explains his stiffness
in rhyming, his small product, and his lack of melody.
Had he becn able like Wordsworth, Tennyson, Brown-
ing, Swinburne, to regard himself from first to last as
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a poet, to devote his whole life to poetry, to live the
life “ of thought and of austerity within "—which he
craved as poet, but did not achieve as a man—tuen he
might have left us poems more varied, more fanciful,
more musical, more joyous. By temperament and by
training, he, who at birth “ was breathed on by the
rural Pan,” was deprived of that fountain of delight
that is essential to the highest poetry, the dithy-
rambic glow—the avjpiBuov yéxaoua—

‘ The countless dimples of the laughing seas ™ 1

of perennial poetry. This perhaps, more then his want
of passion, of dramatic power, of rapidity of action.
limits the audience of Arnold as a poet. But those
who thirst for the pure Castalian spring, inspired by
sustained and lofty thoughts, who care for that
omovdatorne—that * high seriousness,” of which he
spoke so much as the very essence of the best poetry—
have long known that they find it in Matthew Arnold
more than in any of his even greater contemporaries.
About Matthew Arnold as critic of literature it is
needless to enlarge, for the simple reason that we have
all long ago agreed that he has no superior, indeed no
rival. His judgments on our poets have passed into
current opinion, and have ceased to be discussed or
questioned. It is, perhaps, a grave loss to English
literature that Arnold was not able, or perhaps never
strove, to devote his whole life to the interpretation of
our best poetry and prose, with the same systematic,
laborious,concentrated energy which has placed Sainte

! From an unpublished translation of Prometheus by E. H.
Pember, Q.C.
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Beuve at the head of French critics. With his absorb-
ing professional duties, his far from austere aloofness
from the whirlpool of society, his guerilla warfare with
journalism, Radicals, theologians, and all devotees of
Dagon, it was not fated that Arnold could vie with the
vast learning and Herculean industry of Sainte-Beuve.
Neither as theologian, philosopher, nor publicist was
Arnold at all adequately equipped by genius or by
education for the office of supreme arbiter which he
sc airily, and perhaps so humorously, assumed to fill.
And as poet, it is doubtful whether, with his Aurelian
temperament and treacherous ear, he could ever have
reached a much higher rank. But as critic of literature
his exquisite taste, his serene sense of equity, and that
genial magnanimity which prompted him to give just
value for every redeeming quality of those whom he
loved the least—this made him a consummate critic of
style. Though he has not left us an exhaustive review
of our literature, as Sainte-Beuve has done for France,
he has given us a group of short, lucid, suggestive
canons uf judgment, which serve as landmarks to an
entire generation of critics.

The function of criticism—though not so high and
mighty as Arnold proclaimed it with superb assurance
—is not so futile an art as the sixty-two minor poets
and the eleven thousand minor novelists are now wont
to think it. Arnold committed one of the few
extravagancess of his whole life when he told us that
pcetry was the criticism of life, that the function of
criticism was to see all things as they really are in
themselves~-the very thing Kant told us we could
never do.  On the other hand, too much of what is now
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called criticism is the improvised chatter of a raw lad,
portentously ignorant of the matter in hand. It is
not the ‘ indolent reviewer ’ that we now suffer under;
but the ‘lightning reviewer,’ the young mau ina hurry
with a Kodak, who finally disposes of a new work ‘on
the day of its publication. One of them nai¥ely
complained the other morning of having to cut the
pages, as if we ever suspected that he cut the pages of
more than the preface and table of contents.

Criticism, according to Arnold’s practice, if not
according to his theory, had as its duty to lay down
decisive canons of cultured judgment, to sif: the sound
from the vicious, and to maintain the purity of language
and of style. To do all this in any masterly degree
requires most copious knowledge, an almost encyclo-
padic training in literature, a natural genius for form
and tone, and above all a temper of judicial balance.
Johnson in the eighteenth century, Hallam, and
possibly Southey, in the nineteenth century, had
some such gift ; Macaulay and Carlyle had not, for
they wanted genius for form and judicial balance.
Now Arnold had this gift in supreme degree, in a
degree superior to Johnson or to Hallam. He made
far fewer mistakes than they did. He made very few
mistakes. The touchstone of the great critic is to
make very few mistakes, and never to be carried off
his balance by any pet aversion or pet affection of his
own, not to be biased so much as a heir’'s breadth
by any salient merit or any irritating defect, and alweys
to keep an eye well open to the true proportion of any
single book in the great world of men ar.d of affairs
and in the mighty realm of general literature.
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For this reason we have so very few great critics,
for the combination of vast knowledge, keen taste, and
serene judgment is rare. It is thus so hard for any
young person, for women, to become great in criticism :
the young lack the wider experience ; women lack the
cool judicial temper. It is common enough to find
those who are very sensitive to some rare charm, very
acute to detect a subtle quality, or justly severe on
sone seductive failing. The rare power is to be able
tu apply to a complicated set of qualities the nicely
adjusted compensations, to place a work, an author, in
the right rank, and to do this for all orders of merit,
with a sure, constant, unfailing touch—and without
any real or conspicuous mistake.

This is what Arnold did, at any rate for our later
poetry. He taught us to do it for ourselves, by using
the instruments he brought to bear. He did much to
kill a great deal of flashy writing and much vulgarity
of mind that once had a curious vogue. Iam accused
of being laudator temporis acti, and an American news-
paper was pleased to speak of me as ‘‘ this hopeless old
man " ; but I am never weary of saying, that at no
epoch of our literature has the bulk of minor poetry
been so graceful, so refined, so pure; the English
language in daily use has never been written in so
sound a form by so many writers; and the current
taste in prose and verse has never been so just. And
this is not a little owing to the criticism of Arnold, and
tu the ascendency which his judgment exerted over his
time.

To estiinate that lucidity and magnanimity of

juagment he possessed, we should note how entirely
HS.E, B
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open-minded he was to the defects of those whom
he most loved, and to the merits of those whom he
chiefly condemned. His ideal in poetry is essentially
Wordsworthian, yet how sternly and how honestly he
marks the longueurs of Wordsworth, his flatness, his
mass of inferior work. Arnold’s ideal of poetry was
essentially alien to Byron, whose vulgar, slipshod,
rhetorical manner he detested, whilst he recognised
Byron's Titanic power—*“ our soul had felt him like
the thunder’s roll.”” Arnold saw all the blunders mace
by Dryden, by Johnson, by Macaulay, by Coleridge,
by Carlyle—but how heartily he can seize their real
merits | Though drawn by all his thoughts and tastes
towards such writers as Sénancour, Amiel, Joubert,
Heine, the Guérins, he does not affect to forget the
limitations of their influence and the idiosyncrasy of
their genius. In these days, when we are constantly
assured that the function of criticism is to seize on
some subtle and yet undetected quality that happens
to have charmed you, and to wonder, in Delphic
oracles, if Milton or Shelley ever quite touched that
mystic circle, how refreshing it is to find Arnold
always cool, always judicial—telling us even that
Shakespeare has let drop some random stuff, and
calmly reminding us that he had not “ the sureness of
a perfect style,” as Milton had. Let us take together
Arnold’s summing up of all the qualities of Words-
worth, Byron, Keats, Shelley, and we shill see with
what a just but loving hand he distributes the alterna.e
meed of praise and blame.

Not that Arnold was invariably right, or that all his
judgments are unassailable. His canons were always
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right ; but it is not in mortals to apply them unerringly
to men and to things. He seems somewhat inclined
to undervalue Tennyson, of whom he speaks so little.
He has rot said enough for Shelley, perhaps not enough
for Spenser, nor can we find that he loved with the
true ardour the glorious romances of Walter Scott.
But this is no place, nor can I pretend to be the man,
to criticise our critic. For my own part, I accept his
decisions in the main for all English poetry and on
general questions of style. Accept them, that is, so
far as it is in human nature to accept such high
matters—" errors excepted,’ exceptis excipiendis. The
important point on which his judgment is the most
likely to be doubted or reversed by the supreme court
of the twentieth century, lies in the relative places he
has assigned to Wordsworth and to Shelley. He was
by nature akin to Wordsworth, alien to Shelley; and
the * personal equation’ may have told in this case.
For my own part, I feel grateful to Arnold for asserting
so well the demonic power of Byron, and so justly dis-
tinguisuing the poet in his hour of inspiration from the
peer in his career of affectation and vice. Arnold’s piece
on the ‘ Study of Poetry,” written as an introduction
to the collected English Poets, should be preserved
in our literature as the norma or canon of right opinion
about poetry, as we preserve the standard coins in the
Pyx, or the standard yard-measure in the old Jewel-
house at Westminster.?

1 This does not include mere obiler dicta in his familiar Letters.

A great critic, like the Pope. is infallible only when he is speaking
ex cathedra, 'n matters of faich.



RUSKIN

AS MASTER OF PROSE

THE world has long been of one mind as to the great
charm in the writings of John Ruskin; it f-els his
subtle insight into all forms of beauty; and it has
made familiar truisms of his central lessons in Art.
But it has hardly yet understood that he stands forth
now, alone and inimitable, as a supreme master of our
English tongue ; that as preacher, prophet (nay, some
amongst us do not hesitate to say as saint), he has
done more than as master of Art; that his moral and
social influence on our time, more than his @sthetic
impulse, will be the chief memory for which our
descendants will hold him in honour.

Such genius, such zeal, such self-devotion should
have imposed itself upon the age without a dissentient
voice ; but the reputation of John Ruskin has been
exposed to some singular difficulties. Above all, he
is, to use an Italian phrase, uomo antico: a survival
of a past age: a man of the thirteenth century
pouring out sermons, denunciations, rhapsodies to the
nineteenth century ; and if Saint Bernard himself, in
his garb of frieze and girdle of hemp, were to preach
amongst us in Hyde Park to-day, too many of us

would listen awhile, and then straightway go about
20
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our business with a smile. But John Ruskin is not
sinuply a man of the thirteenth century—he is a poet,
a mystic, a missionary of the thirteenth century—
romantic as was the young Dante in the days of
his love and his chivalrous youth and his Florentine
rapture in all beautiful things, or as was the young
Petrarch in the lifetime of his Laura, or the young
Francis beginning to dream of a regeneration of Chris-
teadom through the teaching of his barefoot Friars.

Now John Ruskin not only is in his soul a thir-
teenth-century poet and mystic, but, being this, he
would literally have the nineteenth century go back
to the thirteenth : he means what he says, he acts
on what he means. And he defies fact, the set of
many ages, the actual generation around him, and still
calls on them, alone and in spite of neglect and rebuffs,
to go back to the Golden Ages of the Past. He would
not reject this description of himself: he would
proudly accept it. But this being so, it is inevitable
that much of his teaching—all the teaching for which
he cares most in his heart—must be in our day the
voice of one preaching in the wilderness.

He claims to be not merely poet of the beautiful,
but missionary of the truth ; not so much judge in Art
as master in Philosophy. And as such he repudiates
modern science, modern machinery, modern politics—
in a sense modern civilisation, as we know it and make
it. Not mrely is it his ideal to get rid of these; but
i.1 his own way he sets himself manfully to extirpate
these things in practice from the visible life of himself
and of those who surround him. Such heroic impos-
sibilities recoil on his own head. The nineteenth
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century has been too strong for him. Iron, steam,
science, democracy have thrust him aside, and have
left him in his old age little but a solitary andl most
pathetic Prophet, such as a John the Baptlst by Man-
tegna, unbending, undismayed, still crying’ out to a
scanty band around him—*“ Repent, for the kingdom
of Heaven is at hand ! "

I am one who believes most devoutly in the need of
repentance, and in the ultimate, if not early, advent of
a kingdom of the Beautiful and the Good. But like
the world around me, I hold by the nineteenth century
and not by the thirteenth; or rather I trust that
some Century to come may find means of reconciling
the ages of Steam and the ages of Faith, of combin-
ing the best of all ages in one. Unluckily, as do other
prophets, as do most mystics, John Ruskin will have
undivided allegiance. With him, it is ever—all or
none. Accept him and his lesson—wholly, absolutely,
without murmur or doubt—or he will have none of
your homage. And the consequence is that his
devotees have been neither many nor impressive. His
genius, as most men admit, will carry him at times
into fabulous extravagances, and his exquisite tender-
ness of soul will ofttimes seem to be but a second
childhood in the eyes of the world. Thus it has come
to pass that the grotesque side of this noble Evangel
of his has been perpetually thrust into the forefront of
the fight ; and those who have professed “o expound
the Gospel of Ruskin have been for the most part such
lads and lasses as the world in its grossness regards
with impatience, and turns from with a smile.

As one of the oldest and most fervent believers in
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his genius and the noble uses to which he has devoted
it,-I long to say a word or two in support of my belief :
not that I have the shadow of a claim to speak as his
disciple,. to defend his utterances, or to represent his
thoughts. In one sense, no doubt, Istand at an oppo-
site pole of ideas, and in literal and direct words, I
could hardly adopt any one of the leading doctrines of
his creed. As to mine, he probably rejects everything
I hold sacred and true with violent indignation and
scorn. Morally, spiritually, as seen through a glass
darkly, I believe that his teachers and my teachers
are essentially one, and may yet be combined in the
greater harmony that is to be. But to all this I should
despair of inducing him to agree, or even to listen
with patience. He regards me, I fear, as an utterly
lost soul, destined to nothing but evil in this world
and the next. And did he not once long ago, in
private communication and in public excommunica-
tion, consign me to outer darkness, and cover with
indignant scorn every man and every thing in which
I have:put my trust?

The world has long been of one mind, I have said,
as to the becauty of Ruskin’s writing ; but I venture to
think that even yet full justice has not been rendered
to his consummate mastery over our English tongue :
that it has not been put high enough, and some of its
unique qualities have not been perceived. Now I
hold that in certain qualities, in given ways, and in
rome rarer passages of his, Ruskin not only surpasses

‘every contemporary writer of prose (which indeed is
obvious c¢nough), but he calls out of our glorious
Eaglish tongue notes more strangely beautiful and
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inspiring than any ever yet issued from that instrument.
No writer of prose before or since has ever rolled forth
such mighty fantasias, or reached such pathetic
melodies in words, or composed long books in one
sustained strain of limpid grace.

It is indeed very far from a perfect style : much'less
is it in any sense a model style, or one to be cultivated,
studied, or followed. If any young aspirant were to
think it could be imitated, better were a millstone hung
round his neck and he were cast into the sea. No man
can bend the bow of Ulysses ; and if he dared to take
down from its long rest the terrible weapos, such an
one might give himself an ugly wound. Ulysses him-
self has shot with it wildly, madly, with preposterous
overflying of the mark, and blind aiming at the wrong
target. Ruskin, be it said in sorrow, has too often
played unseemly pranks on his great instrument: is
too often ‘ in excess,’ as the Ethics put it, indeed he is
usually ‘ in excess ’; he has used his mastery in mere
exultation in his own mastery ; and, as he now knows
himself, he has used it out of wantonness—rarcly, but
very rarely, as in The Seven Lamps, in a spirit of
display, or with reckless defiance of sense, good taste,
reserve of strength—yet never with affectation, never
as a tradesman, as a hack.

We need not enter here on the interminable debate
about what is called ‘ poetic prose,” whether poetic
prose be a legitimate form of expressing ideas. A
good deal of nonsense has been talked about it; and
the whole matter seems too much a dispute about
terms. If prose be ornate with flowers of speech
inappropriate to the idea expressed, or studiou.ly
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affected, or obtrusively luscious—it is bad prose. If
the language be proper to verse but improper to prose
—it is bad prose. If the cadences begin to be obvious,
if they tena to be actually scanned as verses, if the
images are remote, lyrical, piled over one another,
needlessly complicated, if the passage has to be read
twice before we grasp its meaning—then it is bad prose.
On the other hand, all ideas are capable of being
exnressed in prose, as well as in verse. They may be
clrthed with as much grace as is consistent with
precision. If the sense be absolutely clear, the flow
of words perfectly easy, the language in complete
harmony with the thought, then no beauty in the
phraseology can be misplaced—provided that this
beauty be held in reserve, is to be unconsciously felt,
not obviously thrust forward, and is always the beauty
of prose, and not the beauty of verse.

It cannot be denied that Ruskin, especially in his
earlier works, is too often obtrusively luscious, that his
images are often lyrical, set in too profuse and gorgeous
a mosaic. Be it so. But he is always perfectly,
transparently clear, absolutely free from affected
euphuism, never laboriously ‘precious,’ never grotesque,
never eccentric. His besetting sins as a master of
speech may be summed up in his passion for profuse
imagery, and delight in an almost audible melody of
words. But how different is this from the laborious
affectation cf what is justly condemned as the ‘ poetic
prose’ of a writer who tries to be fine, seeking to
perform feats of composition, who flogs himself into a
bastard sot. of poetry, not because he enjoys it, but
to ‘mpose upon an ignorant reader! This Ruskin
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never does. When he bursts the bounds of fine taste,
and pelts us with perfumed flowers till we almost fuint
under their odour and their blaze of colour, it is
because he is himself intoxicated with the joy of his
blossoming thoughts, and would force some of his
divine afflatus into our souls. The priestess of the
Delphic god never spoke without inspiration, and then
did not use the flat speech of daily life. Would that
none ever spoke in books, until they felt the god wcrk-
ing in their heart.

To be just, we should remember that a very large
part of all that Ruskin treats concerns soine scene of
beauty, some work of fine art, some earnest moral
exhortation, some indignant rebuke to meanness—
wherein passionate delight and passionate appeal are
not merely lawful, but are of the essence of the lesson.
Ruskin is almost always in an ecstasy of admiration,
or in a fervour of sympathy, or in a grand burst of
prophetic warning. It is his mission, his nature, his
happiness so to be. And it is inevitable that such
passion and eagerness should be clothed in language
more remote from the language of conversation than is
that of Swift or Hume. The language of the preacher
is not, nor ought it to be, the language of the critic,
the philosopher, the historian. Ruskin is a preacher :
right or wrong he has to deliver his message, whether
men will stay to hear it or not; and we can no more
require him to limit his pace to the plain fort-plodding
of unimpassioned prose than we can ask this of Saint
Bernard or of Bossuet, of Jeremy Taylor or Thomas
Carlyle.

Besides all this, Ruskin has shown that, where the
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business in hand is simple instruction, philosophical
argament, or mechanical exposition, he is master of an
English style of faultless ease, simplicity, and point.
When he wants to describe a plain thing, a particular
instrument for drawing, a habit of Turner's work, the
exact form of a boat, or a tower, or a shell, no one can
surpass him, or equal him, in the clearness and pre-
cision of his words. His little book on the Elements
of Drawing is a masterpiece in lucid explanation
of simple mechanical rules and practices. Preterita,
Fors Clavigera, and the recent notes to reprinted
works, concain easy bits of narration, of banter, of
personal humour, that Swift, Defoe, Goldsmith, and
Lamb might envy. Turn to that much-abused book,
Unto this Last—the central book of his life, as it is the
turning-point of his career—it is almost wholly free
from every fault of excess with which he has been
charged. Men may differ as to the argument. But
no capable critic will doubt that as a type of philo-
sophical discussion, its form is as fine and as pure as
the form of Berkeley or of Hume.

But when, his whole soul aglow with some scene of
beauty, transfigured by a profound moral emotion, he
breaks forth into one of those typical descants of his,
our judgment may still doubt if the colouring be not
over-charged and the composition too crowded for
perfect art, but we are carried away by its beauty, its
rhythm, its rathos. We know that the sentence is too
long, preposterously, impossibly sustained—200 words
and more—250, nay, 28p words without a single pause
—each sentence with 40,° 50, 60 commas, colons, and
sen.i-colons—and yet the whole symphony flows on
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with such just modulation, the images melt so naturally
into each other, the harmony of tone and the easc of
words are so complete, that we hasten through the
passage in a rapture of admiration. Milton often
began, and at times completed, such a resounding
voluntary on his glorious organ. But neither Milton,
nor Browne, nor Jeremy Taylor was quite master of
the mighty instrument. Ruskin, who comes after
two centuries of further and continuous progress in
this art, is master of the subtle instrument of procze.
And though it be true that too often, in wanton
defiance of calm judgment, he will fling tv the winds
his self-control, he has achieved in this rare and
perilous art some amazing triumphs of mastery over
language, such as the whole history of our literature
cannot match.

Lovers of Ruskin (that is, all who read good English
books) can recall, and many of them can repeat,
hundreds of such passages, and they will grumble at
an attempt to select any passage at all. But to make
my meaning clear, I will turn to one or two very
famous bits, not at all asserting that they are the most
truly noble passages that Ruskin ever wrote, but as
specimens of his more lyrical mood. He has himself
spoken with slight of much of his earlier writing—
often perhaps with undeserved humility. He
especially regrets the purpurei panni, as he calls them,
of The Seven Lamps and cognate pieces. I will not
quote any of these purpurei panni, though I think
that as rhetorical prose English literature has nothing
to compare with them. But they are rhetorical, some-
what artificial, manifest displays of eloquence; and
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we shall all agree that eloquent displays of rhetoric
are aot the best specimens of prose composition.

I take first a well-known piece of an early book
(Modern Painters, vol. iv. chap. i., 1856), the old Tower
of Calais Church, a piece which has haunted my
memory for nearly forty years—

“ The large neglect, the noble unsightliness of it;
the record of its years written so visibly, yet without
sigl. of weakness or decay ; its stern wasteness and gloom,
eacen away by the Channel winds, and overgrown with
the bitter sea grasses ; its slates and tiles all shaken and
rent, and yct not falling ; its desert of brickwork full of
bolts, and holes, and ugly fissures, and yet strong, like a
bare brown rock ; its carelessness of what any one thinks
or feels about it, putting forth no claim, having no beauty
nor desirableness, pride, nor grace ; yet neither asking for
pity ; not, as ruins are, useless and piteous, feebly or
fondly garrulous of better days; but useful still, going
through its own daily work,—as some old fisherman,
beaten grey by storm, yet drawing his daily nets; so it
stands, with no complaint about its past youth, in blanched
and meagre massiveness and serviceableness, gathering
human souls together underneath it; the sound of its bells
for prayer still rolling through its rents; and the grey
peak of it seen far across the sea, principal of the three
that rise above the waste of surfy sand and hillocked
shore,—the lighthouse for life, and the belfry for labour,
and this for patience and praise.”

I should lixe to take this passage as a text to point
to a quality of Ruskin’s prose in which, I believe, he
has surpassed all other writers. It is the quality of
musical assonance. There is plenty of alliteration in
Rusxin, as there is in all fine writers ; but the musical
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harmony of sound in Ruskin’s happiest efforts is some-
thing very different from alliteration, and much more
subtle. Coarse, obtrusive, artificial alliteration, i.e. the
recurrence of wordswith the same initial letter, becomes,
when crudely treated or overdone, a gross and irritating
form of affectation. But the prejudice against allitera-
tion may be carried too far. Alliteration is the natural
expression of earnest feeling in every form—it is a
physiological result of passion and impetuosity ; it
becomes a defect when it is repeated too often, or in
an obtrusive way, or when it becomes artificial and
studied. Whilst alliteration is spontaneous, implicit
not explicit, felt not seen, the natural working of a
fine ear, it is not only a legitimate expedient both of
prose and of verse, but is an indispensable accessory
of the higher harmonies, whether of verse or prose.
Ruskin uses alliteration much (it must be admitted,
in profusion), but he relies on a far subtler resource
of harmony—that is assonance, or as I should prefer
to name it, consonance. Ihave never seen this quality
treated at all systematically, but I am convinced that
it is at the basis of all fine cadences both in verse
and in prose. By consonance 1 mean the recurrence of
the same, or of cognate, sounds, not merely in the first
letter of words, but where the stress comes, in any part
of a word, and that in sounds whether vowel or con-
sonant. Grimm’'s law of interchangeable consonants
applies; and all the well-known groupings c f consonants
may be noted. The liquids connote the sweeter, the
gutturals the sterner ideas ; the sibilants connect and
organise the words. Of poets, perhaps Mil.on, Shelley,
and Tennyson make the fullest use of this resource.
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We need not suppose that it is consciously sought,
or i.1 any sense studied, or even observed by the poet.
But consonance, i.e. recurrence of the same or kindred
sounds, is very visible when we look for it in a beautiful
cadence. ‘Take Tennyson's—
* 0ld Yew, which graspest at the stones
That name the under-lying dead,
Thy fibres net the dreamless head,
Thy roots are wrapt about the bones."”

How much does the music, nay the impressiveness,
of this stanza depend on consonance! The great
booming O with which it opens, is repeated in the
last word of the first and also the last line. The
cruel word ‘ graspest '’ is repeated in part in the harsh
word ‘ stones.” Three lines, and six words in all, begin
with the soft ‘th’: ‘mame’ is echoed by °‘mnet,’
‘underlying’ by ‘dreamless’; the ‘r’ of ‘roots’ is
heard again in ‘ wrapt,’ the ‘b’ in * fibres,’ in ‘ about,’
and ‘bones.” These are not all accidental cases of
consonance.

This musical consonance is quite present in fine prose,
although many powerful writers seem to have had but
little ear for its effects. Such men as Swift, Defoe,
Gibbon, Macaulay seldom advance beyond alliteration
in the ordinary sense. But true consonance, or musical
correspondence of note, is very perceptible in the prose
of Milton, of Sir Thomas Browne, of Burke, of Cole-
ridge, of D¢ Quincey. Above all, it is especially
marked in our English Bible, and in the Collects
and grander canticles ~f the Prayer Book; and is
the source of much of their power over us. Of all the
masters of prose literature, John Ruskin has made the
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finest use of this resource, and with the most delicate
and mysterious power. And this is no doubt due to
his mind being saturated from childhnrod with the
harmonies of our English Bible, and to his speaking to
us with religious solemnity and in Biblical tones.

This piece about the tower of Calais Church is full
of this beautiful and subtle form of alliteration or
colliteration: *‘ the large neglect, the noble unsightli-
ness of it "—*‘ the record of its years written so visibly,
yet without sign of weakness or decay "'—*‘ the souad
of its bells for prayer still rolling through it~ rents.”
Here in a single line are three liquid double * 11’ ; there
are six ‘s’ ; there are five ‘r’ in seven words—*‘ sound
rolling through rents *’ is finely expressive of a peal of
bells. And the passage ends with a triple alliteration,
the second of the three being inverted : ‘ bel ’ echoing
to ‘lab'—‘ the lighthouse for life, and the belfry for
labour, and this—for patience and praise.”

Turn to another famous passage (Modern Painters,
vol. iv. chap. xix.), a somewhat over-wrought, possibly
unjust picture, but a wonderful piece of imaginative
description. It is the account of the peasants of the
Valais, in the grand chapter on ‘ Mountain Gloom '—

* They do not understand so much as the name of
beauty, or of knowledge. They understand dimly that
of virtue. Love, patience, hospitality, faith,—these
things they know. To glean their meadows side by side,
so happier ; to bear the burden up the breathlevs mountain
flank, unmurmuringly ; to bid the stranger drink from
their vessel of milk ; to see at tle foot of their low death-
beds a pale figure upon a cross, dying also, patiently ;
in this they are different from the cattle and from the
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stones ; but, in all this unrewarded so far as concerns
the present life. For them, there is neither hope nor
passion of spirit; for them, neither advance nor exultation.
Black breau, rude roof, dark night, laborious day, weary
arm at suncet; and life ebbs away. No books, no thoughts,
no a‘tainments, no rest; except only sometimes a little
sitting in the sun under the church wall, as the bell tolls
thin and far in the mountain air; a pattering of a few
prayers, not understood, by the altar-rails of the dimly
gilded chapel, and so, back to the sombre home, with the
cloud upon them still unbroken—that cloud of rocky
gloom, horn out of the wild torrents and ruinous stones,
and unlightened even in their religion, except by the
vague promise of some better things unknown, mingled
with threatening, and obscured by an unspeakable horror,
—a smoke, as it were, of martyrdom, coiling up with the
incense ; and amidst the images of tortured bodies and
lamenting spirits in hurtling flames, the very cross, for
them, dashed more deeply than for others with gouts of
blood.”

The piece is over-wrought as well as unjust, with
somewhat false emphasis, but how splendid in colour
and majestic in language! ‘‘To bear the burden up
the breathless mountain flank unmurmuringly’’—is fine
in spite of its obvious scansion and its profuse allitera-
tion. ‘At their low death-beds a pale figure upon a
cross, dying also, patiently ’—will not scan, and it is
charged with solemnity by soft ‘1’ ‘d,” and ‘p,’
repeated. How beautifully imitative is the line,** as the
be'l tolls thin and far in the mountain air "—a, €, i, o, u
—with ten monosyllables and one dissyllable! ““The
cross dashed more deeply with giits of blood.” No one

who has ever read that passage can pass along the
H.S.E. c '
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Catholic valleys of the Swiss Alps without having
it in his mind. Overcharged, and somewhat con-
sciously and designedly pictorial, as it is, it is a truly
wonderful example of mastery over language and
sympathetic insight.

We may turn now to a passage or two, in waich
perhaps Ruskin is quite at his best. He has written
few things finer, and indeed more exactly truthful,
than his picture of the Campagna of kome. This
is in the Preface to the second edition of Modern
Painters, 1843—

** Perhaps there is no more impressive scene on earth
than the solitary extent of the Campagna of Rome under
evening light. Let the reader imagine himself for the
moment withdrawn from the sounds and motion of the
living world, and sent forth alone into this wild and
wasted plain. The earth yields and crumbles beneath his
foot, tread he never so lightly, for its substance is waite,
hollow, and carious, like the dusty wreck of the bones
of men. The long knotted grass waves and tosses feebly
in the evening wind, and the shadows of its motipn shake
feverishly along the banks of ruin that lift themselves to
the sunlight. Hillocks of mouldering earth heave around
him, as if the dead beneath were struggling in their sleep.
Scattered blocks of black stone, four-square remnants of
mighty edifices, not one left upon another, lie upon them
to keep them down. A dull purple poisonous haze
stretches level along the desert, veiling its spectral wrecks
of massy ruins, on whose rents the red light rests, like
dying fire on defiled altars; the blue ridge of the Albun
Mount lifts itself against a solemn space of green, clear,
quiet sky. Watch-towers of dark clouds stand steadfastly
along the promontories of the Apennines. From the p'ain
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to the mountains, the shattered aqueducts, pier beyond
pie”, melt into the darkness, like shadowy and countless
troops of funeral mourners, passing from a nation’s grave.”

Here is a piece of pure description without passion
or moralising ; the passage is broken, as we find in all
good modern prose, into sentences of forty or fifty
words. It is absolutely clear, literally true, an imagin-
ative picture of one of the most impressive scenes in
the world. All who know it remember “the white,
hullow, carious earth,” like bone dust, “ the long
knotted grass,” the ‘“banks of ruin’ and “hillocks of
mouldering earth,” the ‘‘dull purple poisonous haze,”
“ the shattered aqueducts,” like shadowy mourners at
a nation’s grave. The whole piece may be set beside
Shelley’s poem from the Euganean Hills, and it
produces a kindred impression. In Ruskin’s prose,
perhaps for the first time in literature, there are met
the eye of the landscape painter and the voice of the
lyric poet—and both are blended in perfection. It
seems to me idle to debate, whether or not it is
legitimate to describe in prose a magnificent scene,
whether it be lawful to set down in prose the ideas
which this scene kindles in an imaginative soul,
whether it be permitted to such an artist to resort to
any resource of grace or power which the English
language can present.

I turn now to a little book of his written in the
middle of Lis life, at the height of his power, just
before he entered on his second career of social philo-
sopher and new evangelist. The Harbours of England
was published more than forty years ago in 1856
(@.at. 37), and it has been happily reprinted in)a
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cheap and smaller form, 1895. It is, I believe, as an
education in art, as true and as masterly as anything
Ruskin ever wrote. But I wish now to treat it only
from the point of view of English literature. And
I make bold to say that no book in our language shows
more varied resources over prose-writing, or an
English more pure, more vigorous, more enchanting.
It contains hardly any of those tirades with which the
preacher loves to drench his hearers—torrents from the
fountains of his ecstasy, or his indignation. The bock
is full of enthusiasm and of poetry; but it also con-
tains a body of critical and expository matter—
simple, lucid, graceful, incisive as anything ever set
down by the hand of John Ruskin, or indeed of any
other master of our English prose.

Every one remembers the striking sentence with
which it opens—a sentence, it may be, exaggerated
in meaning, but how melodious, how impressive—
“Of all things, living or lifeless [note the five 1, the
four i, in the first six words], upon this strange earth,
there is but one which, having reached the mid-term
of appointed human endurance on it, I still regard
with unmitigated amazement.” This object is the
bow of a Boat—"* the blunt head of a common, bluff,
undecked sea-boat lying aside in its furrow of beach
sand. . ..”

‘“ The sum of Navigation is in that. You may magnify
it or decorate it as you will : you will not add to the
wonder of it. Lengthen it into hatchet-like edge of iron,
—strengthen it with complex ‘racery of ribs of oak,—
carve it and gild it till a column of light mdves beneath
it on the sea,—you have made no more of it than it was
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at first. That rude simplicity of bent plank, that [? should
be * which '] can breast its way through the death that is
in the deep sea, has in it the soul of shipping. Beyond
this, we may have more work, more men, more money ;
we cannot have more miracle.””

The whole passage is loaded with imagery, with
fancy, but hardly with conceits; it is wonderfully
ingenious, impressive, suggestive, so that a boat is
never quite the same thing to any one who has read
thLis passage in early life. The ever-changing curves of
the boct recall “the image of a sea-shell.” ‘‘ Every
plank is a Fate, and has men’s lives wreathed in the
knots of it.” This bow of the boat is * the gift of
another world.” Without it, we should be “ chained
to our rocks.” The very nails that fasten the planks
are ‘‘ the rivets of the fellowship of the world.” “ Their
iron does more than draw lightning out of heaven, it
leads love round the earth.” It is possible to call this
fantastic, over-wrought, lyrical: it is not possible to
dispute its beauty, charm, and enthusiasm. It seems
to me to carry imaginative prose exactly to that limit
which to pass would cease to be fitting in prose; to
carry fancy to the very verge of that which, if less
sincere, less true, less pathetic, would justly be
regarded as Euphuistic conceit.

And so this splendid hymn to the sea-boat rolls on
to that piece which I take to be as fine and as true
as anythirg ever said about the sea, even by our sea-
poets, Byron or Shelley—

¢ Then also, it is wonderful on account of the greatness

of the enemy that it does battle with. To lift dead weight ;
to overcome length of languid space; to multiply or
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systematise a given force ; this we may see done by the
bar, or beam, or wheel, without wonder. But to war with
the living fury of waters, to bare its breast, moment after
moment, against the unwearied enmity of ocean,—the
subtle, fitful, implacable smiting of the black waves, pro-
voking each other on, endlessly, all the infinite march of
the Atlantic rolling on behind them to their help, and
still to strike them back into a wreath of smoke and futile
foam, and win its way against them, and kecp its charge
of life from them ;—does any other soulless thing do as
much as this ?"

This noble paragraph has truth, originaiity, music,
majesty, with that imitative power of sound which is
usually thought to be possible only in poetry, and is
very rarely successful even in poetry. Homer has
often caught echoes of the sea in his majestic hexa-
meters; Byron and Shelley occasionally recall it; as
does Tennyson in its milder moods and calm rest.
But I know no other English prose but this which,
literally and nobly describing the look of a wild sea,
suggests in the very rhythm of its cadence, and in the
music of its roar, the tumultuous surging of the surf
—“to war with the living fury of waters "—** the
subtle, fitful, implacable smiting of the black waves
—‘“still to strike them back into a wreath of smoke
and futile foam, and win its way against them.” Here
we seem not only to see before our eyes, but to hear
with our ears, the crash of a stout bou§ plunging
through a choppy sea off our southern coasts.

I would take this paragraphcas the high-water mark
of Ruskin’s prose method. But there are'scores and
hundreds of passages in his books of equal power aund
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pe-fection. This book on The Harbours of England
is 1ull of them. O si sic omnia! Alas! a few pages
further on -=ven of this admirable book, which is so
free from them, comes one of those ungovernable, over-
laden, hypertrophied outbursts of his, which so much
deform his earlier books. It is a splendid piece of
conception : each phrase, each sentence is beautiful ;
the images are appropriate and cognate, they flow
naturally out of each other ; and the whole has a most
harmonious glow. But alas! as English prose, it is
imposs:ble. It has 255 words without a pause, and 26
intermediate signs of punctuation. No human breath
could utter such a sentence: even the eye is be-
wildered ; and, at last, the most docile and attentive
reader sinks back, stunned and puzzled by such a
torrent of phrases and such a wilderness of thoughts.?

He is speaking of the fisher-boat as the most vener-
able kind of ship. He stands musing on the shingle
between the black sides of two stranded fishing-boats.
He watches ‘‘ the clear heavy water-edge of ocean
rising and falling close to their bows.” And then he
turns to the boats.

‘ And the dark flanks of the fishing-boats all aslope
above, in their shining quietness, hot in the morning sun,
rusty and seamed, with square patches of plank nailed
over their rents; just rough enough to let the little flat-
footed fisher-children haul or twist themselves up to the

11In the second volume of Modern Painters, p. 132, may be
foand a mammoth sentence, I suppose the most gigantic sentence
in English prose. It has 619 words without a full stop, and
8o intermedi-te signs of punciuation, together with four clauses

in brackets. It has been reprinted in the revised two-volume
edition of 1883, where it fills four whole pages, i. 347-351.
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gunwales, and drop back again along some stray rope ;
just round enough to remind us, in their broad and gracual
curves, of the sweep of the green surges they know so
well, and of the hours when those old sides of seared
timber, all ashine with the sea, plunge and dip into the
deep green purity of the mounded waves more joyfully
than a deer lies down among the grass of Spring, the soft
white cloud of foam opening momentarily at the bows,
and fading or flying high into the breeze wuere the sea-
gulls toss and shriek,—the joy and beauty of it, all the
while, so mingled with the sense of unfathomable danger,
and the human effort and sorrow going on perpetually
from age to age, wawes rolling for ever, and winds moaning
for ever, and faithful hearts trusting and sickening for
ever, and brave lives dashed away about the rattling
beach like weeds for ever ; and still at the helm of every
lonely boat, through starless night and hopeless dawn,
His hand, who spread the fisher’s net over the dust of
the Sidonian palaces, and gave into the fisher’s hand the
keys of the kingdom of heaven.”

It is a grand passage, ruined, I think, by excess of
eagerness and sympathetic passion. Neither Shelley
nor Keats ever flung his soul more keenly into an
inert object and made it live to us, or rather lived in it,
felt its heart beat in his, and made his own its sorrows,
its battles, its pride. So Tennyson, gazing on the
Yew which covers the loved grave, cries out—

‘I seem to fail from out my blond
And grow incorporate into thee.”

So the poet sees the ship that brings his lost Arthur
home, hears the noise about the keel, and the bell
struck in the night. Thus Ruskin, watching the fisuer-
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man's boat upon the beach, sees in his mind’s eye the
past and the future of the boat, the swell of the green
billows, and *he roar of the ocean, and still at the helm,
unseen but of him, an Almighty Hand guiding it in
life and in death.

Had this noble vision been rchearsed with less
passion, and in sober intervals of breathing, we could
have borne it. The first twelve or fourteen lines,
ending with ‘‘ the deep green purity of the mounded
waves,” form a full picture. But, like a runaway
horse, cur poet plunges on where no human lungs and
no ordinary brain can keep up the giddy pace; and
for seven or eight lines more we are pelted with new
images till we feel like landsmen caught in a sudden
squall. And then how grand are the last ten lines—
“ the human effort and sorrow going on perpetually
from age to age—!" down to that daring antithesis
of the fisherman of Tyre and the fisherman of St.
Peter’s! I cannot call it a conceit; but it would have
been a conceit in the hands of any one less sincere, less
passionate, not so perfectly saturated with Biblical
imagery and language.

I have dwelt upon this passage as a typical example
of Ruskin's magnificent power over the literary instru-
ment, of his intense sympathy, of his vivid imagination,
and alas! also of his ungovernable flux of ideas and
of words. It is by reason of this wilful megalomania
and pletheric habit, that we must hesitate to pro-
nounce him the greatest master of English prose in our
whole literature ; but it«s such mastery over language,
such power to triumph over almost impossible con-
ditions and difficulties, that compel us to regard him
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as one who could have become the noblest master of
prose ever recorded, if he would only have set himsef to
curb his Pegasus from the first, and syst=matically to
think of his reader’s capacity for taking in, as well as
of his own capacity for pouring forth, a torrent of
glowing thoughts.

As a matter of fact, John Ruskin himself undertook
to curb his Pegasus, and, like Turner or Beethoven,
distinctly formed and practised ‘a second manner.’
That second manner coincides with the great change in
his career, when he passed from critic of art to He social
reformer and moral philosopher. The change was of
course not absolute ; but whereas, in the earlier half of
his life, he had been a writer about Beauty and Art,
who wove into his teaching lessons on social, moral,
and religious problems, so he became, in the later
part of his life, a worker about Society and Ethics, who
filled his practical teaching with judgments about the
beautiful in Nature and in Art. That second career
dates from about the year 1860, when he began to
write Unto this Last, which was finally published in
1862.

I myself judge that book to be not only the most
original and creative work of John Ruskin, but the
most original and creative work in pure literature since
Sartor Resartus. But I am now concerning myself
with form ; and, as a matter of form, I would point to
it as a work containing almost all thav ds noble in
Ruskin’s written prose, with hardly any, or very few, of
his excesses and mannerisms. It is true that, p. 147-§,
we have a single sentence of 242 words and 52 inter-
rpediate stops before we come to the pause. But this
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is cccasional ; and the book as a whole is a master-
piece of pure, incisive, imaginative, lucid English.
If one had t» plead the cause of Ruskin before the
Supreme Court in the Republic of Letters, one would
rely on that book as a type of clearness, wit, eloquence,
versatility, passion.

From the publication of Unto this Last, in 1862,
John Ruskin distinctly adopted his later manner.
Two volumes of selections from Ruskin’s works were
puolished in 1893 by George Allen, the compilation of
some aconymous editor. They are of nearly equal
size and of periods of equal length. The first series
consists of extracts between 1843 and 1860 from
Modern Painters, Seven Lamps, Stones of Venice, and
minor lectures, articles and letters anterior to 1860.
The second series, 1860-1888, contains selections from
Unto this Last, Fors, Preaterita, and the lectures and
treatises subsequent to 1860. Now;, it will be seen that
in the second series the style is more measured,
more mature, more practical, more simple. It is
rare to find the purpurei panni which abound in the
first series, or the sentences of 200 words, or the
ostentatious piling up of luscious imagery and tumultu-
ous fugues in oral symphony. The * first state’ of a
plate by Ruskin has far richer effects and more vivid
light and shade than any example of his ‘second
state.’

Alas! the change came too late—too late in his life,
too late in his career. When Unto this Last was
finally published, John Ruskin was forty-three : he had
already written the most elaborate and systematic of
all nis books—those on which his world-wide famre
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still rests. He had long passed il mezz0 del cammi- di
nostra vita—and even the middle of his own long iife ;
his energy, his health, his hopes were not what they
had been in the glorions youth and early manhood:
his mission became consciously to raise men’s moral
standard in life, not to raise their sense of the beautiful
in Art. The old mariner still held us with his glitter-
ing eye, and forced us to listen to his wondrous tale,
but he spoke like a man whose voice shook with the
memory of all that he had seen and known, over
whom the deep waters had passed. I am one of those
who know that John Ruskin has told us in his second
life things more true, and more important even, than
he told us in his first life. But yet I cannot bring
myself to hold that, as magician of words, his later
teaching has the mystery and the glory which hung
round the honeyed lips of the ‘ Oxford graduate.’

If, then, John Ruskin be not in actual achievement
the greatest master who ever wrote in English prose, it
is only because he refused to chasten his passion and
his imagination until the prime of life was past. A
graceful poet and a great moralist said—

‘“ Prune thou thy words ; the thoughts control
That o’er thee swell and throng :—
They will condense within thy soul,
And change to purpose strong.”

This lesson Ruskin never learned until he was growing
grey, and even now he only observes it so-long as the
spirit moves him, or rather does not move him too
keenly. He has rarely suffe.ed his thoughts to con-
dense within his soul. Far from controlling them, he
Fas spurred and lashed them into fury, so that they
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swell and throng over him and his readers, too often
changing into satiety and impotence. Every other
faculty of a great master of speech, except reserve,
husbanding of resources, and patience, he possesses in
measure most abundant—Ilucidity, purity, brilliance,
elasticity, wit, fire, passion, imagination, majesty,
with a mastery over all the melody of cadence that
has no rival in the whole range of English literature.



TENNYSON

(1899)

ONCE only in the history of our literature in verse, and
once in prose, has there been seen a royal su.erainty,
maintained over an entire epoch by a single writer,
to be compared to that by which Alfred Tennyson
has dominated Victorian poetry. The supremacy held
by Alexander Pope over his immediate contem-
poraries and that held by Samuel Johnson over his,
were as great and far more autocratic. But in the
half-century that has passed since Tennyson became
Poet Laureate, his authority over poetic form has been
paramount, as his superiority to all poets of the time
is above question or doubt. His flower, to adopt his
words of proud humility, has truly ‘“worn a crown of
light.” Most writers of verse can raise the flowers now.
They sow it far and wide by every town and tower.
All have the seed from Alfred Tennyson. But the cynic
who should call it a weed would be flayed alive, as
was Marsyas by Apollo. The people, the critics, the
poets with one voice continue to cry, ‘ Splendid is the
flower ! ” And so say we all.

He has never been judged as we judge Byron,
Shelley, Keats, or Wordsworth. Since he won his

iust place as the poet of the Victorian era, he has not
46
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been treated as mere poet, or citizen of the immortal
Republic of Letters. He has been, like ¢ Mr. Pope’
or ‘The Doctor,” invested with a conventional
autocracy, and is spoken of in language of homage,
under pain of some form of [ése-majesté. It is far too
early to anticipate the judgment of our successors on
the place of Tennyson in English poetry. It is not
too early to speak of him with freedom and honest
admiration, disdaining any spurious loyalty and the
whispered humbleness which royal personages expect.
To continue this still would be false homage to our
glorious litcrature and to one of the finest poets who
adorn its roll.

As Homer was for all Greece the poet, so for the
second half of the nineteenth century Tennyson has
been ‘ the Poet '—his devotees spoke of him as ‘the
Bard '—holding a place quite analogous to that of
Hugo in France; for he and Victor both ** darkened
the wreaths of all who claimed to be their peers " in
England as in France. No one denies that in England,
as in France, there were men of genius who have
written admirable verse. All men of sense feel the
original genius of Robert Browning, his unique gift,
his subtle power. All men of taste feel the magic of
Swinburne’s luscious music, his thrill of passion and
scorn. One need not go through the list of the sixty-
two so-called ‘minor poets,”—‘“some are pretty
enough and zome are poor indeed!” Yes! but the
cocl judgment brings us back to this, that though one
or two men in these fifty years past have given us
poems of resplendent genius, and some scores have
written verses of extreme felicity and grace, and many
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hundreds of men and women have composed pieces
‘ pretty enough,’ the prevalent perfume is always that
of the Tennysonian flower ; the lyre, whoever strikes
it, gives forth the Tennysonian love-note of its own
motion, and Alfred Tennyson holds an indisputable
laureate crown as completely as ever did Victor rlugo
in France.

The crown has been won, partly by the fact that
Tennyson embalmed in exquisite verses the current
tastes, creeds, hopes, and sympathies of the larger p~rt
of the reading public in our age, but mainly it was won
by the supreme perfection of his form. In early life
he formed a poetic style of his own, of quite faultless
precision—musical, simple, and lucid. And in sixty
years of poetic fecundity, his style may have gained
in energy, but not in precision. It was never careless,
never uncouth, never (or rarely) obscure. Every line
was polished with the same unerring ear and the same
infallible taste. In some sixty thousand lines it is rare
to find a really false rhyme, a truly bungling verse, a
crude confusion of epithets, or a vile cacophony—
such ragged stuff as Byron flung off on almost every
other page, such redundancies as Shelley or Keats
would pour forth in some hour of delirious rapture,
such rank commonplaces as too often offend us in
Wordsworth, even when he is not droning of malice
prepense. Verses so uniformly harmonious as those
of Tennyson, with their witchery of words, yet so clear,
so pure, so tender, so redolent of what is beautiful in
nature, in man, in woman—all this won over th¢
entire public that cares for poetry, and truly deserved
to win it.
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Even now full justice has hardly been done to
Ter.nyson’s supremacy in form ; or rather, the general
reader, much-as he loves his poems, is not quite aware
of the infallible mastery of language they possess. In
the whole range of English poetry, Milton alone can
be held to show an equal or even greater uniformity
of polish. Perfection and continuity of polish are
certainly not the same thing as the highest poetry, but
they are the note of the consummate artist. English
peetry, for all its splendid achievements, is not
remarknble for uniform perfection of form, as compared
with the best poetry of Greece, of Rome, and of Italy.
Shakespeare himself (or perhaps it is his editors, his
printers, or his pseudonyms), will at times break out
into rant, and he is inordinately prone to indulge in
conceits and quips. Nearly all our poets have their
bad days—become careless, reckless, or prosy; lose
complete self-control ; or commit some error of taste,
be it in haste, in passion, or some morbid condition of
the creative fancy. Gray always writes like the
scholar and critic that he was, and Pope always writes
with the neatness of a French ‘ wit." But neither can
uniformly avoid the commonplace, and thus they
cannot claim the crown of absolute poetic form.
Milton, if we can forgive the prolixity of his old age,
never descends in his eagle’s flight from the lofty
perfection of form. And more than all other poets,
Tennyson, if he never soars to such heights as Milton,
muintains this wonderful equality of measured beat.

- This unfaltering trutb, of form reaches its zenith in

In Memoria'm, which must always remain one of the

triumphs of English poetry. It would be difficult tp
D

H.S.E.
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name any other poem of such length (some three
thousand lines) where the rhythm, phrasing, and
articulation are so entirely faultless, sn exquisitely
clear, melodious, and sure. Subtle arguments of philo-
sophy and problems of faith are treated with a grace
equal to the ease and the lucidity of the expression.
There is not a poor rhyme, not a forced phrase,
not a loose or harsh line in the whole series. The
rhymes, the assonances, the winged epithets are oiten
of astonishing brilliancy, and yet they seem to flow
unbidden from some native well-spring of poetic speech.
Such ease, certainty, and harmony of tone imply con-
summate mastery of the poet’s instrument ; for not a
stanza or a line looks as if it had cost the poet any
labour at all, and yet every stanza and line looks as if no
labour of his could ever make it more perfect. This is
indeed a quality only to be found in our best poems, of
which Milton has given us the immortal type. And
though In Memoriam is far from being such glorious
poetry as Lycidas, it shares with Lycidas itself con-
summate mastery of its own form of poetic language.

One of the main feats of this mastery of form is
the extraordinarily beautiful and appropriate metre in
which this poem is cast. Tennyson must be considered
to have founded the typical metre for this meditative
and elegiac lyric. Even if it had been occasionally
used before in the seventeenth century, Tennyson gave
it the development and perfection it has for us. It
has become the natural mode for this reflective and
mournful poetry ; it is supericr, no doubt, to the metre
of Milton’s Il Penseroso, or that of Marveil’s Thoughts
in a Garden, Byron's Elegy on Thyrza, or Colericge's
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Genevieve. The ease, force, and music of this quatrain
in Tennyson’s hands are wonderful—the ease equalling
the force, the music equalling the ease. As in all
meditative poems on a single theme, we find stanzas
which we could well spare. But the pieces which are
best known and have become household words,
especially the first ten elegies with the famous Intro-
duction, are masterpieces of exquisite versification ;
several of them may stand beside some of the happiest
stanzas in our poetry. I always think of the opening
stanza in No. ii.—
“ Old Yew, which graspest at the stones
That name the under-lying dead,
Thy fibres net the dreamless head ;
Thy roots are wrapt about the bones.””—

as being a miracle of poignant music and simple power.
And what descriptive rhythm there is in the subtle
allitcrations and harmonies of the stanza—
‘‘ But, for the unquiet heart and brain,
A use in measured language lies ;
The sad mechanic exercise,
Like dull narcotics, numbing pain.”
What pathos and reticence in the last lines of No. vi.—

“ To her, perpetual maidenhood,
And unto me, no second friend.”
And the tender address to the ship bearing his friend’s
body home in No. x.
English poetry again has few stanzas which for calm
beauty can compare with—
“'Tis well ; 'tis something ; we may stand
,Where he in English earth is laid,
And from his ashes may be made
The violet of his native land.” (xviii.)
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And the famous stanzas—
‘“ When Lazarus left his charnel-cave.” (20exi.)
‘“ Oh yet we trust that somehow gocd ” (liv.)
and the other stanzas cf this philosophic debate.
Or again the stanzas—
‘I past beside the reverend walls

In which of old I wore the gown.” (Ixxxvii.)
“ You say, but with no touch of scorw.” (xcvi.)
‘ Ring out, wild bells, to the wild sky.” (cvi.)

These are the household words—almost to us to-day
the commonplaces of Tennyson. And the public is so
far right that these, it may be hackneyed, lines are
in grace, simplicity, and music amongst the best
masterpieces of English lyric.

A question still remains. With all the charm and
pathos of these stanzas, with all that unfailing work-
manship surpassed perhaps by Milton alone, does In
Memoriam, even in form, reach the topmost empyrean
of lyric to which one or two of our poets have risen ?
Memory echoes back to our ear a passionate couplet, it
may be, of Shakespeare’s Sonnets, a dazzling gem from
Lycidas, another from Shelley’s Ode to the West Wind,
another from Wordsworth’s Ode on Immortality.

Listen to this—

“Yet in these thoughts myself almost despising
Haply I think on thee—and then my state,
Like to the lark at break of day arisirg
From sullen earth, sings hymns at heaven’s gate.”

Or again, we think of Miltnn’s Nativity—

* The trumpet spake not to the arméd tnrong ;
And kings sat still with awful eye.”
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‘* He must not float upon his watery bier

Unwept, and welter to the parching wind,
Without the meed of some melodious tear.”

Does In Memoriam, with all its * curious felicity ’ of
phrase, its perfect chiselling, its stately music in the
minor key—does it touch the rapture and the magic of
these unforgotten chords of supreme poetry ¢ For my
own part, 1 cannot feel that it does, even in such
exquisite stanzas as those cited above.

I think again of Shelley’s West Wind—

* O thou
Who chariotest to their dark wintry bed
The wingéd seeds, where they lie cold and low,
Each like a corpse within its grave, until
Thine azure sister of the spring shall blow
Her clarion o'er the dreaming earth.”

Here is the Muse of Hellas who inspired the é&wea

wrepoevra of Pindar and of Sappho.
And again I think of Wordsworth’s Ode—

* There was a time when meadow, grove, and stream,
The earth, and every common sight,
To me did seem
Apparelled in celestial light,
The glory and the freshness of a dream.”

and so on down to—

“To me the meanest flower that blows can give
Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears.”

It is true that the stanzas of In Memoriam are more
ingenious, more delicately chiselled, more subtle in art,
than these Wordsworthian truisms; but they do nct
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altogether rouse one with such a ring; they do not
ravish the soul and stamp the memory so deeply ; tuey
are not quite so spontaneous, so unaffect~d, so inimit-
able; and therefore I feel that they fail to mount into
the topmost air of poetic rapture.

But saying this, we do not diminish the laureate’s
crown. In Memoriam must long remain one of our
noblest poems, along with Gray’s Elegy, also a little
academic—a poem, it must be allowed, too long ana in
places rather too obvious, if not trivial. In Memorium
will stand along with Coleridge’s Ode to Love, Keats’
Ode to Autumn, Marvell’'s Odes and Elegies—superior
perhaps to all of these as it is, but still wanting in that
amplest breath of the Delphic God. Indeed, with all
its art, melody, and charm, we see from time to time
in In Memoriam a little too visibly ‘‘ the sad mechanic
exercise,”” which is the inevitable result of too rigid and
prolonged devotion to the uses of * measured language.’
To Chaucer, to Shakespeare, to Spenser—nay, to
Shelley and Burns, to Byron and Keats, poetry never
could be for an hour a mechanic exercise. They all,
like Shelley’s Skylark, would pour their ‘‘full heart
in profuse strains of unpremeditated art.”

So far we have been considering the lyrical form of
In Mewmoriam—a form which, if never quite reaching
in rapture the supreme bursts of lyric, is after Milton’s
the most faultlessly chiselled verse in our language.
We pass to its substance : and we will say at once that
in conception it is not equal to its form. Yet in con-
ception it is a noble poem. The account of its origin
and its long and gradual construction in detached
elegies extending over sixteen years, as explained in
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Hallam Tennyson’s valuable Memoir, fully disposes of
the adverse criticisms that were once passed on the
scheme of the poem. The sudden death of Arthur
Hallam, and his wonderful promise, gifts, influence and
so forth, form the occasion, the overture, the motive of
In Memoriam ; but these things do not at all form
the main substance of the whole. The early death of
Edward King was the occasion of Lycidas; but we do
not hold Milton literally bound to his belief that his
ycang friend had left no peer on earth. Nor do we
take every phrase in Shakespeare’s Sonnets or Byron's
Childe Ha,old as absolute autobiography and not
poetry.

As the poet himsclf tells us, In Memoriam is a
Divina Commedia, a meditative poem, wherein
thoughts on death, man’s destiny, future life, and the
purposes of the Creator, gradually lead up to Faith
in His goodness, and a sober sense of happiness in
Resignation and Love. This makes it a real Divina
Commedia—a bona-fide effort to “ assert eternal
Providence and justify the ways of God to men.”
But then In Mewmoriam is a Divine Comedy or a
Paradise Lost, longo intervallo. Putting aside the fact
that Tennyson is not a Dante or a Milton, and that his
graceful elegies do not pretend to vie with the mighty
imagination of these immortal visions, can it be said
that either the theology or the philosophy of In
Memoriam wre new, original, with an independent
force and depth of thecir own? Surely not. As
che Darwinian and evolutionary theories discussed
are not the original discoveries of the poet in natural
science, so the theological and metaphysical problems
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are not original contributions to theology or philo-
sophy. They are an admirably tuneful versification
of ideas current in the religious and learned world.
Together with In Memoriam—what was indeed the

prelude, almost the first rough sketch of In Memoriam,
equal to it in metrical skill and also in meditative
power—we must take the Two Voices. It might well
be urged that the Two Voices, in the astonishing art
with which its most exacting stanza is managed, in
the mastery in which a subtle argument is embod:ed
in terse poetic form, in its richness of metanhysical
suggestion, forms the greatest triumph of Tennyson’s
profounder poems. Our language has few finer
examples of argumentative verse. But has the
argument the stamp of original genius, of new and
pregnant thought ? Surely not. The ideas are those
which have been worked out in a hundred sermons and
essays by able men who, feeling the force of many
unsolved problems of metaphysics and of science,
still would find @sthetic, moral, and psychological
grounds for *faintly trusting the larger hope.” Nor
can it be denied that throughout this poem, as through-
out In Memoriam—as in all the metaphysical poems—
there runs the undertone of scepticism, of absence at
any rate of entire mental assurance and solid belief, as
distinct from hope—

*“ A hidden hope, the voice replied.”

* To feel, although no tongue can prove.”

‘ Believing, where we cannot prove.”

* We have but faith ; we cannot know.”

* An infant crying in the night,

And with no language but a cry.”
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‘* Behind the veil, behind the veil.”

* There lives more faith in honest doubt,
Believe me, than in half the creeds | ”

No one can deny that all this is exquisitely beautiful ;
that these eternal problems have never been clad in
such inimitable grace. Nor do we doubt that they
embody a train of thought very rife in the cultured
intellect of our time. And Tennyson, in many
thousand lines, has given it a shape supremely typical
of nineteenth-century culture. But he caught up, he
did no* create, the ideas; and his most melodious
transfiguraidon of this half-sceptical piety does not
give him any title as philosophic genius, nor as the
living inspiration on the higher problems of our age.
He gave it a voice, he did not give it a faith.

Hitherto we have considered Tennyson’s religious
and philosophical pieces (especially In Memoriam, the
most perfect of his poems), because his claim to rank
as the supreme poet of the nineteenth century must
rest on this if on anything. That he is the supreme
poet of the Victorian era is too clear for question.
The chief poems after In Memoriam are the Idylls of
the King, occupying more than one-fourth of the
entire collection of Poems ; The Princess, filling about
one-twelfth of the collected Works; and Maud, not
half The Princess in length. The Idylls of the King are
the best known and most read of the larger poems,
and in some points of view are the most important
of all Tennyson’s works, inasmuch as they are far the
iargest, and covered in.execution nearly forty years
of the poet's life. The twelve books, of over 11,000
lines, are in form an epic ; they display nearly all the
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poet’s great qualities in turn, except the didactic and
the purely lyrical. They are a wonderful monumnent
of sustained and chastened fancy, of noble ideals, and
of delicious music.

A volume would not suffice to dilate on all the
beauties of the Idylls, the romantic halo of chivalry,
the glow of colour, the sonorous clang of the battle
scenes, the tender pathos of the love scenes, the
tragedy of the catastrophe, the final threnody, when
““on the mere the wailing died away.” A volume
would not suffice to expatiate on all these graces;
and for every lover of poetry, for every reader of taste,
such a volume, or even such an essay, is wholly
needless.

A far more difficult task is to class these fascinat-
ing poems. To what order of poetry do they belong ;
do they fulfil all their aim; are they an unqualified
success ? Clearly the Idylls do not form a real epic.
There is too much pure fancy, too much sentiment, too
much of the drawing-room and the lecture-hall—in a
word, it is nearer to a modern romance than to an
antique epic. It is poetry, exquisite poetry, but no
more an epic than Shelley’s Revolt of Islam is an epic,
or than his Hellas is a tragedy. The words in which
Shelley describes his purpose in the Revolt of Islam
curiously fit the Idylls of the King. I have sought
to enlist the harmony of metrical language, the
ethereal combinations of the fancy, tiie rapid and
subtle transitions of human passion, all those elements
which essentially compose a poem, in the cause of a
liberal and comprehensive morality.” That is a
perfectly legitimate motive of a poem. And in a
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ceriain degree this is what Tennyson has done in
his Idylls, making his plot infinitely more real, more
intelligible, and more interesting than that of Shelley’s
Islam.

In choosing as his theme a well-known romance,
adapting and developing a very grand old prose-poem,
Tennyson obtained the great advantage of incidents
living, thrilling, and even familiar, and thus avoiding
the cloudy symbolism of Shelley’s scheme, which makes
Isium a closed book to the ordinary public. But then
Tennyson fell on the other horn of the dilemma, which
was the risk of travestying the old romance, so that it
became more or less incongruous, unnatural, and im-
possible. Lovers of exquisite verse and of romantic
chivalry, who know nothing either of historic chivalry
or of the medieval romances, do not feel the incon-
gruity ; and they form the great majority of the
Tennysonian public. We all feel the wonderful skill
with which the local colour is maintained, the glamour
of antique setting, the tone of mingled chivalry and
barbaric rage in the warriors of the Dragon and of
the White Horse. But this very realism of paint-
ing increases the incongruity of the whole. These
Berserker blood-feasts, these eternal jousts and
pageants, these murderous conspiracies and feuds, will
not assimilate with the Grand Monarque courtliness of
King Arthur, the Quixotic heroisms and sublimated
amours of Laacelot, the unearthly passion of the love-
lorn maid of Astolat. If the whole poem were cast
in a purely ideal world, we could accept it as pure
fantasy. But it is not quite an ideal world. Therein
lies the difficulty. The scene, though not of course
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historic, has certain historic suggestions and characters.
It is a world far more real than that of Spenser’s
Faery Queene, or Malory's Morte d’ Arthur, >r Coleridge’s
Christabel. So far as concerns the scene, and the
external surroundings, the costumes and the land-
scapes, we feel these to be a plausible field for a
chivalric romance—full of fancy and of poetry, no
doubt, but still plausible, intelligible, and coherent.
Various episodes, combats, and actions take place
upon this scene, of a kind consistent with it, and
poetically natural to romances of chivalry. Whole
books read almost like incidents we might find in
Joinville or Froissart done into exquisite poetry.

But then, in the midst of so much realism, the
knights from Arthur downwards, talk and act in ways
with which we are familiar in modern ethical and
psychological novels ; but which are as impossible in
real medieval knights as a Bengal tiger or a Polar
bear would be in a drawing-room. The women, from
the Queen to Elaine and Enid, behave, not like dames
and damsels of medizval romance, but with the
spiritual delicacy and all the soul-bewildering casuistry
we study and enjoy in Hypatia, Romola, Middlemarch,
or Helbeck of Bannisdale. The Idylls of the King
are an amalgam of medi®val romance and analytical
novel. Both medi@val romance and analytical novel
may be made full of interest and power. But the
attempt to fuse them into one poem is beyond the art
of any imagination.

A still greater difficulty beset the poet in his
Arthurian epic, in the fact that he does not invent
his plot and his characters as Milton, Spenser, and
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Shelley do in their dream-worlds ; but he has simply
modernised and bowdlerised a noble epic which needs
no decoratiop from us. Malory's Morte d' Arthur is a
grand poem itself ; consistent as a whole, intelligible,
and natural as a medieval romance. Crammed with
wild incident, as is Malory’s epic—with witchcraft,
magic and miracle, blood and battle, lust and rape,
villainy and treason—knights and dames behave
accordingly. They love, fight, slay, rob, joust, and
do deeds of ‘derring-do,” and of true love, legal or
illegal, like hot-blooded men and women in fierce
times, befure an idea had arisen in the world of
“reverencing conscience,’”’ of “leading sweet lives,” of
‘“keeping down the base in man,” ‘“teaching high
thought,” with ‘‘amiable words and courtliness,” and
so forth. Malory’s original Morte d’ Arthur is plausible
as a medi®eval romance, with all its devilry and
angelry, its infinite transformation scenes and super-
naturalisms, its fierce loves and hates, its blood and
crime, and with all its fantastic ideals of ‘ Honour’
and of ‘ Love.” But in Tennyson’s Idylls of the King,
the devils and most of the angels disappear, the
supernaturalism shrinks to a few incidents ; there is a
good deal of fighting, but the knights are almost too
polite to kill each other ; if the ladies do commit faux
pas, their artifices and compunctions are those of the
novel or the stage. And so the whole fierce, lusty epic
gets emasculisted into a moral lesson, as if it were to be
performed in a drawing-room by an academy of young
radies. Mr. Pope tranclated the Iliad into Queen
Anne heroiés, but happily he did not attempt a
paraphrase of it in the manner of the Rape of the Lock.
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The Idylls of the King are a delicious series of poztic
tableaux; and would be pure poetry, if we cuuld
forget the incongruity of making belted knights with
fairy mothers talk modern morality —noble and
musical as the morality is—and if we could forget the
fierce clang of battle, and all the rude and unholy
adventures that Malory rehearsed once for all in his
inimitable mother-tongue.

But when the incongruity of his plan and the
anomalies of his characters are once frankly admitled,
we can all join in acclaiming the splendour of the
execution of Tennyson’s largest poein. Elaine,
Guinevere, and the Passing of Arthur, in particular,
contain poetry as exquisite in picture, in music, in
pathos,as any in our language. Thespeeches of Arthur,
of Lancelot, of Pelleas, and of many more, are truly
noble, eloquent, and epic in themselves, if we forget
for a moment the acts and the other conditions of
these heroes in the rest of the poem. The final part-
ing of Arthur and Guinevere, undoubtedly the most
dramatic and heroic scene Tennyson ever painted,
is a grand conception, if detached from the Round
Table story, and if treated simply as a modern (or
undated) episode between false wife and magnani-
mous husband in his agony of shame, wrath, and
SOrrow.

If the poet had been bidden by some royal task-
master to perform the unnatural task of converting
episodes from the Arthurian cycle into poems fit for
the young person of modern -ulture, it could not have
been accomplished with more consuminate beauty
and faultless delicacy. And in this connection :t is
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significant that the better judgment gives the chief
crown of poetry in the whole collection to the original
Morte d’ Arth:'r, beginning—

‘ So all day long the noise of battle rolled,”
and ending—

‘“ And on the mere the wailing died away.”

These noble lines, the most perfect in form and the
simplest in conception of the Idylls, were written in
ear.y youth, and are an amazing triumph of pre-
cocious art. In them we have an ideal of muystical
kinghood and a world of pure fancy, wonder, and
weird myth, undisturbed by any incongruous tale of
Arthur’s blindness and Guinevere’s falseness. One
used to hear it said at Oxford in the fifties, that if the
Morte &’ Arthur of the early Poems was ever completed,
it would be the grandest epic in our language. Alas!
this was not to be fulfilled. It still remains the only
fragment of real epic in the Idylls; the only frag-
ment, because simple, unalloyed with incongruous
plot, untainted with modern romance, without ethical
or psychological subtleties and graces.

As In Memoriam is certainly the most perfect of
Tennyson's longer poems, and as the Idylls of the King
form the most important part of his work, by the scale,
variety, and elaboration of the whole series, so we must
count The Princess and Maud as his most characteristic
and typical acnievements. The Princess was published
in 1847, when the poet was thirty-eight; Maud in 1855,
when he was forty-six. In The Princess Tennyson
chose a subject in which all his genius found full play,
which was entirely within all his resources. It was far
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lighter in design, much better fitted for his wonde.ful
gifts of sweetness and grace, than the wild legends of
the Arthurian cycle. It was no epic— not even an
‘ epyll,’ or cross, we may say, between the epic and
idyll. It was, as it was entitled, a ‘ Medley.” It was
a fantastic idyllic romance, with a gentle undertone of
moral purpose, not without a great deal of modern
‘ sentiment,” and some graceful and ladvlike banter.
Here was a subject which was curiously in harmony
with the poet’s temperament and exquisite refinemcat,
He was not called upon to build up an epic, or =ven an
episode in an epic—a thing for which he had (possibly
knew that he had) no real mission. But the fantastic
romance, cast in an undefined ideal world, and inter-
fused with an ethical evangel—an idyll of chivalry
told to a bevy of young ladies in a drawing-room, with
an eye to their moral improvement—here was a field
in which Tennyson had no superior or equal. It may
not have been the highest field of a great poet’s
aspiration, but, in its own line, the poem is a bewitching
success. The result is a piece of unbounded popularity,
the charms of which satisfy the most scrupulous
criticism as completely as they enthral the whole
reading public.

Maud is, in some ways, the most original of all
Tennyson’s conceptions. It is the first of those he
chose for reading to his friends. It contains the most
complex and subtle plot of any of the pieces which he
constructed for himself. As an elaborate psycho-
logical analysis, he never praoduced anything on suca
a scale. The method of its composition—from the
catastrophe back to the origin—as it is explained in
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the Memotr, is very singular and characteristic. The
poem certainly contains the poet’s most subtle insight
into the huiaan heart and brain. It contains also
some of his most stirring eloquence, his fiercest passion,
and undoubtedly much of his most entrancing
melodies. The contrast between the dark mysteries
of its opening—* the dreadful hollow,” ‘“dabbled with
blood-red heath,” ‘‘the ghastly pit,”” “the red-ribbed
ledges drip with a silent horror of blood’’—and then
the passing to the ‘ Birds in the high Hall-garden,”
“Go nc*, happy day,” and soon to the miraculous music
of ‘Come into the garden, Maud ’—this contrast is
profoundly impressive.

But with all the originality of Maud as a psycho-
logic study, and all its luscious music, it is not a
complete success. We must agree with Ruskin’s
complaint, amidst all his admiration, that he did not
quite like the ‘“sad story " and the *“ wild kind of versifi-
cation.”” The story is more than sad : it is painful, it
is ghastly, without being quite tragic. It is never
pleasant to hear one recounting the phases of his own
mania. And the wildly Bacchantic prosody of the
strophes, though often beautiful, and always skilfu},
produces the effect of a pot-pourri in a poem of such
length—some 1500 lines. But there is a more serious
criticism to be made. The story is a psychologic
romance, more fit for prose than for verse. In poetry
it is rather tod analytic, complex, and introspective for
entire enjoyment and ready comprehension. And the
romance itself is gruesome and somewhat revolting, as
a basis for sb much fancy and such delicate melodies.

It is slightly incongruous, as if the story of Eugen:
H.S.E. i
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Aram were set to music for the flute. Subtle mysteries
of crime and lunacy are endurable in an analytic novel,
but do not tell well or even intelligibly in culcet lyrics.
Tens of thousands of men and women imagine them-
selves to love Maud as a poem, with very faint
understanding of its mysterious plot and its morbid
psychology.

Tennyson hardly ever wrote without a moral
purpose of some kind. But his attempt to weave ito
a ghastly story of crime, avarice, and insanity a fervid
hymn to the moral value of national War, was, to say
the least, a little irrelevant. It may have been right
to denounce the Manchester school of politicians and to
glorify the Crimean War as an Ethical Crusade in
defence of the ‘ higher life,” but it prevented many
worthy people from doing justice to the beauties of
the poem. They would have thought it poisonous rant
to preach, that the only way to cure the sin and traud
of great cities was to embark in a big war, were it
not that they found this remarkable evangel of the
nineteenth century after Christ put into the mouth
of a somewhat crazy ‘ degenerate,” with memories of a
blurred and bloody past.

It is a far happier task to turn to the more distinctly
lyrical work of Tennyson—that whereon his permanent
fame must abide. From the early Claribel to the final
Crossing the Bar, separated by some sixty years of
production, Tennyson’s pure lyrics stand in the front
rank of English lyrical achievement. It is needless to
dilate on what every one has admired—man, woman,
and child; scholar, simple, critic, or geueral public.
Nor has the praise and delight in this exquisite masic
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been excessive or mistaken. It is a field where the
student of Sappho and Catullus may join hands with
the girl in “he schoolroom in unbounded admiration.
The marvel is that these songs, with their luscious
melody, their Zolic chiselling of phrase, their simple
completeness, were the work of so young a poet, came
forth full-fledged from the egg. That such pieces as
Mariana, Oriana, Fatima, the Merman and Mermaid,
should be thrown off by an unknown youth is amazing.
TLat such a genius for melody should have been
retained to the age of eighty, and produce in old age
songs like The Throstle and Early Spring, is almost
more amazing. The wealth as well as the beauty of
Tennyson’s lyrical productions places him in the
foremost rank of our lyrists—strong as our litera-
ture has been for many centuries in that form of
poetry.

The unanimous voice of the public has been right
in fastening on the best of these lyrics, so that they
have become household words, as familiar as those
of Milton or Burns. The Miller's Daughter, The Lotos
Eaters, Break, break, break, the Dream of Fair Women,
Locksley Hall, The Light Brigade, The Revenge are
equally popular, and in various modes deserve their
immense vogue. Above all others are the songs in
The Brook, in The Princess, and in Maud. Of them
all, no doubt, the songs in The Princess are the most
bewitching : - “ The splendour falls on castle walls "—
“Tears, idle tears "—* O swallow, swallow "—** Now
sleeps the crimson peta! ’—and lastly *“ Come down,
O maid,” with its miraculous couplet, ‘‘ The moan of
doves ""—assuredly the most felicitous bit of imitative
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music in modern poetry, perhaps even in all English
poetry.

Even whilst under the spell of these siren chants, we
must not suffer ourselves to be drawn into any false
raptures. The lyrics, with all their charm, hardly rise
to the Olympian radiance of a lyric by Sappho or
Sophocles. They do not move us like Lycidas or
Shakespeare’s songs; no! nor like such ballads as
the Twa Corbies or the Land o' the Leal, Fohn Anderson,
O Waly Waly, or Fair Helen. They have not that
audible ring that we hear in Shelley’s Skylark, and
several others of Shelley’s best lyrics. No. have they
that inexplicable pathos of Lovelace's Althea, and
some Scottish songs of Burns and Scott. The music
of Tennyson’s loveliest songs is somewhat languorous.
It is— * Music that gentlier on the spirit lies,

Than tir'd eyelids upon tir'd eyes.”
Exquisite, exquisite! but a little cloying—the true
moan of melancholy lotos-eaters! In all these songs
we faint under the dulcet sounds of harp and flute,
but we miss the trumpet and bassoon. We miss the
lilt of Scots Wha Hae, of A man’s a man for a’ that,
the passion of Duncan Gray, the indescribable enthral-
ment of the Ancient Mariner. No one thinks of putting
Tennyson’s place in poetry below that of Burns, Scott,
or Coleridge. But even in his happiest lyrics, there is
some want of the clarion note that they from time to
time could sound.

We do not altogether hear Tennyson shout forth
these verses: we rather see hin piecing them together,
with consummate art, but without that ungovernable
tempest of feeling which marks the highest lyric, so
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that speech seems to fail the poet, and he bursts into
unyestrainable song. Tennyson’s lyrics are all exqui-
sitely melodious and marvellously worked. But the
very melody and the work somewhat lessen our sense
of their spontaneous inspiration. And of all forms of
poetry, lyric most needs the sense of being inspired
song, inevitable outpouring of heart.

The essence of lyric is feeling—passion, the thrill of
joy, anguish, or strife. No one can dispute the feeling
of Tennyson’s lyrics ; but it is usually clothed in such
subtle zraces of fancy, in such artful cadences, in such
enamelled ‘colouring, that it strikes the imagination
more than the heart. We feel this even in such
an exquisite ballad as Edward Gray ; which, with all its
pathos, is somewhat too pretty, too artful, too modern.
The songs are not quite simple, and the expression of
feeling must be simple. Burns’s songs are in verbal
refinement mere peasant’s catches as compared with
Tennyson’s subtle modulations. But they have the
thrill which rings through and through us. We hear
them sung, even as we do in such immortal songs as
‘** Take, Oh! take those lips away,” or ‘ Come away,
come away, Death!” In Moliére’'s Misanthrope,
Alceste justly prefers ** J’aime mieux ma mie, O gai | ”
to the most ingenious sonnet. That is the supreme
charm of Shakespeare’s songs—"* Full fathom five thy
father lies!” * Tell me where is Fancy bred ! "—
a child can {ollow this; might even utter it. No
words could be more natural and easy. And this ring
irom the heart’s chords is in Burns’s songs, from * O,
my Luve is ltke a red, red rose '’ down to the tipsy fun of
*“ Tue Deil cam fiddling through the town.” Scots,
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who is only a very fine poet in a few songs, has this
incommunicable cantabile, which Shelley often, By.on
and Wordsworth and Keats once or twice, have touched.
Tennyson's lyrics, as we all feel, have exquisite music ;
but it is the music of recitation, of memory, of thought,
rather than of song. Theyare too luscious, too brocaded
to be sung. But if they miss this thrill which forces
forth the voice, they gain in poetic colour, in complex
harmony, in translucence. Thousands of lovers of 1&e
Princess linger over the melting cadences of the sor.gs
therein—** Tears, idle tears,” ‘ O swallow, sw~llow,”
“ Now sleeps the crimson petal,” ‘ Come down, O
maid "—without knowing that thesc lovely lines are
composed in heroic blank verse—the same metre as
Paradise Lost and Samson Agonistes.

But if the songs,with all their ‘‘linked sweetness long
drawn out,” with all that ‘“ melting voice through mazes
running,” speak to us with the mind rather than the
voice, Tennyson has appropriated a form of lyric poem
which is peculiarly his own, and in which he is supreme.
This is the real idyll of which (Enone is the type.
The Idylls of the King are not true idylls. Edmund
Lushington wished to call them epylls, or little epics.
They are not epics, because they have not the note of
sustained heroism—what Matthew Arnold called ‘ the
grand manner " ; they have too much of genre, of senti-
ment, of modern colouring and ethical reflection. On
the other hand, they are not idylls, because they have
too much action and pure narration, too much of
romantic drama, and too much allegory and mora:
lesson. But (Enone is a true idyll—not too long, a
single incident of rural simplicity, a beautiful pictuie of
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an ideal world presented in romantic setting. Itis a
ro.nance, based on an Homeric legend, but saturated
with modern ethos. The whole conception is an
Hellenic myth in a setting of modern romance. So
the idylls of Theocritus, of Virgil, of Tasso, of Shake-
speare present to us some tale of antique simplicity
with a colouring entirely that of the poet’s own. Itis
a legitimate and exquisite form of art, like the Greek
goddesses of Botticelli or Raffaelle. And these true
id/lls of Tennyson are delightful specimens of its
resour-es and its beauties.

(Enone was a marvellous production of a youth only
just of age ; and it still remains the most delightful of
them all. Ulysses, but a few years later, had a deeper
and grander strain, if it had fewer fancies and charms.
And Tithonus, begun about the same time as Ulysses,
is hardly inferior in form. It is astonishing that
Tiresias, (Enone's Death, and Demeter, separated from
the early idylls by some fifty years, should retain as
much of the early fire and music; but it must be
confessed that, to say the least, they add nothing to
our enjoyment of these pieces. St. Simeon Stylites,
Lucretius, Columbus, St. Telemachus, belong to a rather
different order of art. They are dramatic and reflec-
tive poems, like Wordsworth's Laodamia or Michael.
Tennyson’s pure idylls, of which (Enone is the gem,
offer every perfection of his art, and are the form of
poetry whicu best suits his genius. If they do not
possess the magical simplicity of Theocritus at his
highest, they have a dignity and thoughtfulness
which place them above such popular and melodious
pieces as those left us by Bion and Moschus.
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The mastery of Tennyson over philosophical argu-
ment and pictorial harmonies, and the force v.ith
which his masterpieces in meditative and in romantic
verses haunt the memory, rather lead us to forget two
other forms of art in which he is no less excellent.
These are, first, the humorous, secondly the tragic.
Few of his pieces are more popular than the Northern
Farmer, and none more entirely deserves its immense
vogue. We must say both forms of the Northern
Farmer, with their insight into the humours of rural
boorishness, middle-class meanness, and their actonish-
ing command of dialect. The poet’s com.mand over
dialect, as shown in Owd Rod, the Spinster's
Sweet- Arts, in the Promise of May, the Northern Cobbler,
and again of the Irish dialect in To-morrow, would
be enough to establish a reputation. For their local
fidelity is as great as their phonetic ingenuity. These
dialect poems, together with the amusing experiments
in classical metres, are decisive evidence of the
extraordinary ease with which Tennyson strikes from
his lyre every note at will. And this command over
every kind of metre was the result, not only of his
natural genius for rhythm, but of close and unceasing
study of prosody, as appears from constant anecdotes
and judgments recorded in the Memoir by his son.

The humour of the Northern Farmer, old and new,
has created a type as familiar, and as likely to be
enduring, as that of Pecksniff or Becky Sharp or Mrs.
Poyser. The Vision of Sin was an early revelation
of this power; and it was shown as a rare but quite
visible thread through the whole of his wo.k, from The
Sleeping Beauty down to The Foresters. Those .who
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heard the poet talk with friends well know the strain
of .obust humour which underlay all his intellect and
his taste. Indeed, a countryman, entering into casual
talk with him during a stroll, or at an inn, might for the
first ten minutes have mistaken the poet for a rather
rough-and-ready humourist. And the Memoir is full
of examples of how hearty a gift of humour.lay beneath
those sombre meditations and subtle modulations
which are the familiar type of Tennyson'’s verse.
Tennyson, it is often said, is not at his best in the
ode. Neither of the odes to the Royal Princesses as
brides has uny particular value beyond an occasional
line or phrase ; the Fubilee Ode is a melancholy failure ;
and the Exhibition Odes are not much of a success.
But it is not fair to judge a poet by poems commanded
of him as laureate on occasions of state. Homer
would have been flat if Priam had commanded an ode
for the wedding of Troilus and Cressida. But there
was one ode in a far nobler strain. The Ode on
the Death of the Duke of Wellington has, to my cars, a
note which Tennyson rarely struck—a Doric note of
heroic mode, with a breadth and masculine ring of the
classical ode of triumph and lament. It is in many
things the least Tennysonian of Tennyson’s poems.
It has his wonderful gift of imitative music, but it
is the music of the funeral march as composed by
Handel or Beethoven. 1 remember the ode being
recited, when one who had been present at the burial
in St. Paul’s, having imperfectly heard the recitation,
thought it was a recita' of the music used at the
funeral. Tht lines, *“ Bury the great Duke "—* Let
the 'long long procession go,” and the whole of ths
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three strophes with which the ode opens, are a
magnificent re-echoing in words of great fuueral

music— )
“And let the mournful martial music blow,

The last great Englishman is low.”

The whole of these five strophes are worthy of the
occasion, and contain lines and couplets which have
passed into current use. But the thought with which
the sixth opens, the abrupt cry of Nelson from his
tomb beneath the dome: ‘ Who is he that cometh
like an honoured guest,” this, I hold, is on¢ of the
grandest conceptions in modern poetry. The sudden-
ness of this burst from the spirit of our greatest
seaman, who had slumbered in peace for half a century,
its directness and its simplicity, reach the highest
note of lyric imagination, and the extreme boldness of
the idea is fully justified by the answer—

‘ Mighty Seaman, this is he,
Was great by land as thou by sea.”

This is true poetry, Pindaric, natural, and thrilling, in
simple words and devoid of any prettiness of imagery
or subtlety of phrase. Tennyson’s Works—nay,
modern poetry—have no nobler inspiration.

However alien to his Muse it may be thought,
Tennyson from time to time would find themes of
passion, horror, and crime, when he matched himself
with Shelley, Byron, and Coleridge in their darkest
hours. These themes were not altogether akin to his
temperament, and at tim:s he wanted sting and
realism for such grim work. But from the first he
lisplayed his power in such a poem as The Sisters.
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Of course, this was the early Sisters—'‘ We were two
dauzhters of one race "—for, oddly enough, in the
collected Works there are two poems of the same title,
and the later Sisters is not a success at all. The
Sisters of the early ballad is a grand and stirring piece,
in imitation, no doubt, of the Twa Corbies or Helen of
Kirkconnell, and would be fit to be placed beside these
wonderful poems, had it been rather simpler, more
reticent, with less of visible artifice. But it is a fine
example of the tragic ballad. Fatima, again, has the
true glow of Eastern passion—
“ QO Love, O fire ! once he drew
With one long kiss my whole soul thro’
My lips, as sunlight drinketh dew.”

Tennyson’s tragic, or rather melodramatic, romances
are not usually so simple, direct, and yet mysterious
as this form of poetry demands, to have unqualified
success, in spite of their beauty of form. The tragic
romance of which the Twa Corbies is a perfect type
must deal with naked terror, devoid of a single orna-
ment. It must state the prime visible facts with
absolute clearness and precision ; it must not fill up
the story, but leave much in mystery and horror.
Tennyson’s essays in this most exacting art are some-
what too elaborate, with too many graces, and too
little left obscure. The story is worked out rather too
much in detail, and yet is not quite clear. One or
other of these defects rather detracts from the value
of such pieces as the Vision of Sin, The Victim, The
Vi'reck, The Flight, To-mcvrow, and Forlorn.

But there 1s one piece, and that a poem of his latest
periud, which is a perfect triumph in the style of grisl



76 ESSAYS FROM FREDERIC HARRISO:

romance. Rizpah has every quality which a poem of
the class demands. The theme is entirely natu.al;
dreadful, and yet historically true—inde>d, the poem
strictly follows recorded facts. These gruesome facts
it narrates with entire plainness, simplicity, and vivid-
ness. The story of the mother’s agony, madness, and
frantic clinging to the bones of her felon son—** the
bones that had sucked her, the bones that had moved
in her side "—is given with wonderful power. Aito-
gether it is as weird and impressive as anything of the
kind in literature. And the passion and delirtum
of the mother’s wail almost reconcile us to the
unfortunate metre with sixteen syllables in each
line.

A wonderful fact in Tennyson’s career as a poet
was the prolonged period of his productive power. It
extended over no less than sixty-seven years (1827-
1894), if we count in the last emendations of the
revised Works, or to sixty-five years, if we limit it
from the earliest to the latest poems. A period so
great is almost without example, for it exceeds that
of Wordsworth and of Victor Hugo. But, as so often
happens with poetic products, the power of the later
does not equal that of the earlier inspiration. If
we divide the period of Tennyson’s poetic activity
into two halves, it is obvious that the first half—say,
from 1830 to 1860—contains his most important and
permanent work. Within this period fall the most
familiar Lyrics, The Princess (1847), In Memoriam
(1850), Ode on the Death of the Duke of Wellington
(1852), Maud (1855), Idylls of the King (first series,
1859). We cannot count the later Idylls, the continu-
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ation poems, and the later Ballads, as having the
power or the vitality of the great typical triumphs
of the poet. - At the publication of the first Idylls of the
Kirg (1859), Tennyson was fifty years old, and he had
reached his zenith.

For this reason it is not necessary to discuss the
Dramas. They were all published at a late period
of life; and their most salient quality is that they
were the work of the poct’s old age. Queen Mary, the
eaiiiest of them, was published in 1875, when the poet
was in his sixty-sixth year ; Becket, the most successful
of them, waus printed (but not published) in 1879 ; and
The Foresters was not produced until 1892, when the
poet was in his eighty-third year. The four English
historical dramas are all finely studied and worked out
with that mastery of poetic form and that dignity of
conception which Tennyson brought to all his work.
They will always have great interest for the students
of English literature, and for the lovers of our laureate’s
art. In an age which had more taste for the higher
drama, and less passion for prurient melodrama, they
might be seen on the stage more often than they are.
Some day it is possible that Becket, as an historical
drama, and The Foresters, as a scenic operetta, may
be adapted by a modern playwright, and heard with
pleasure by a cultivated audience. But the seven
dramas, taken as a whole, add nothing to the enduring
place in our poetic roll which Tennyson will hold ; nor
would it increase the honour we pay to his genius,
were we to discuss the cramas in detail, or insist on
their public performance.
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HIS PLACE IN ENGLISH POETRY (1909).

Ten years have passed since I made bold to claim
for Tennyson a special rank of his own among our
English poets: one without rival during the long
Victorian era, and during the amazing period of his
creative work, which was prolonged for sixty years.
It is twenty years since he published the last of these
fascinating volumes, and we may now judge his place
in the glorious roll of our island singers free from the
glamour of his melody, without favour, partisanship,
or fear of offence.

Again I make bold to insist that Tennyson still
reigns in our hearts as alone the peer of Byron, Shelley,
Keats, and Wordsworth. No others since Words-
worth’s death in 1850, since his long silence for many
previous years, can pretend to stand beside these four
in the first half of the nineteenth century ; and, in the
second half of the century, Tennyson alone is of their
rank. To-day, in this centenary of his birth, I wish
to consider two questions : What is Tennyson's place
in relation to these four earlier poets ? What is his
place in the roll of all our poets since Chaucer ?

Sound judgment insists that poets, like all writers
(except perhaps the moral philosophers), have to be
judged by their successes, not by their failures—by
their splendid triumphs rather than by any calculable
average or sum total of their product. All our poets
(except Milton and Gray) published poetry that we
can well do without, and, with the exception of
Milton, for I will not disown Paradise Regained, they
have all left poems which are sadly inferior to their
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own best. This, alas, is true even of Chaucer and
of Spenser—nay, even of Shakespeare himself ; at least,
of some play. which bear his name. As to Byron,
Shelley, Keats, and Wordsworth (not to speak of
Dryden or of Pope and their schools and imitators ;
to say nothing of Cowper and Crabbe, their imitators
and their schools), they have all left us poems which
have truly irritating defects.

Byron, who, with all his sins, was our greatest
poet.c force since Milton, was the worst offender
against “he form of poetry, with his incurable habit of
breaking ou. into ragged doggerel and conventional
rhetoric. Shelley, again, who is conspicuously free
from these crimes, too often becomes so vague, trans-
cendental, and impalpable that one must be an esoteric
illuminist to absorb the rays from so distant a star.
Matthew Arnold for once quite broke his divining rod
of criticism when he called Shelley an * ineffectual
angel.” But we do feel sometimes that Shelley was a
truant angel who had lost his way, or rather was lost to
human ken in the far-off empyrean. Nor had Shelley,
with all his radiant light, the Titanic fire of Byron.

Poor Keats died prematurely before he had brought
ito full ripeness his matchless gifts, and they still
unearth and reissue stuff of his which were raw
experiments, or which should never meet the public
eyes. Then, dear old Wordsworth, who in his best
hour could wing his way beside Milton himself, would
drone on for days and months together in insufferable
commonplace. Yet, for all their misfires, Byron,
Shelley, Keats, and Wordsworth were glorious poets.
In judging poetry we must not weigh it by the ton as:
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if it were a cartload of bricks; nor must failures be
allowed to detract from successes. We must .ake
account of nothing but the best.

Now, it is the peculiar distinction of Tennvson
that, in spite of his immense product, as great as
that of Byron or of Wordsworth, he is never ragged,
obscure, raw, or tiresome. His consummate taste
and refined ear saved him from ever sinking into
vulgarity, commonplace, or a cloudland of meloatous
words, which were the favourite sins of Byron, of
Wordsworth, of Shelley, and of Keats. .

This is a rare distinction, but its value must not
be overstated. In our estimate of poetry we must
avoid the reckoning-up blunders such as examiners
score with blue pencil and use to subtract marks.
If we did, loose-tongued, hot-headed Byron would
be left at the bottom of the list. We have to take
into account the sum of the truly fine things given us
by the poet, the amount, variety, and range of the
fine things, the permanent harvest of beauty, power,
and insight contained in them, of a kind which is
independent of place, time, or fashion. And in
weighing it in this measure we have to admit that
uniform grace and polish do not constitute in them-
selves a claim to the highest rank of poetry. If so,
Gray would stand next after Milton. In the Day of
Judgment, they tell us, gross offences may be forgiven
for the sake of transcendent merits, which will out-
weigh a long life of decorous virtue such as needs no
expiation. .

For this reason the polished perfection of Tenny-
~on’s vast product could not raise him to a rank above
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that of Byron, Shelley, Keats, and Wordsworth, and
almost to a par with Milton, unless his best work
were greater than their best. In the heyday of his
popularity with @®sthetic graduates of both sexes,
and with the hot zealots of Church and State, this
perfection of polish was thought to raise him to a
trio with Shakespeare and Milton. And he himself,
perhaps, would not have very stoutly resented such
homiage. But the time is past for such ephemeral
advlation. Tennyson will hold rank with the best
poets of the nineteenth century; but he is certainly
not in any .lass above them.

Turn first to Byron. Byron’s best lovers ruefully
admit that he had a tempestuous way of throwing off
his thoughts roughcast—that he always wrote at a
white heat, and too often left his first drafts uncor-
rected ; that he sometimes descended to rant, jingle, and
ribaldry. It is a grievous fault—and grievously has
Byron answered it. His whole immense output was
made not in sixty but in little more than fifteen years.
For four or five years he poured out poems at the
scandalous rate of some hundreds of lines each day.
This is no sort of excuse for a poet’s indifference to
poetic form. And if he had never done justice to his
gifts, it would be decisive against Byron's claim to
be a great poet. But it is not so. He often did do
justice to his genius, in form as well as in thought.
Many parts of Childe Harold, of Don Fuan, of Manfred,
of the lyrics, cven of the early romances, are as full
o: metrical charm as of noble imagination. If we
were to sacrifice two-thirds of his hasty work, we

shouid still have a rich volume of fine poetry.
H.S.E. F
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In his hours of true inspiration Byron proved
himself to be a master of poetic form, in pure lyvics,
in lyrical drama, in romantic, picturesqu:. passionate,
and satiric verse. But his claim to high poetic rank
lies in the imaginative power of the man. Those
who will not admit him to be a poet at all admit
the magnetism of his personal force. He had that
rare creative genius which belongs to those who have
stirred whole ages and diverse races. There 1s a
curious French phrase which hits off this quality:
‘“he had fire in his belly.””  With all his ribaldry and
pose, Byron had flashes of that fire which burned in
King David, in Aschylus, in Dante, and in Milton.
He had the power which created new epochs in
Greece, in Italy, which still, after nearly a hundred
years, continues to resound in France, in Germany,
in Scandinavia, in Russia, and in America. He
literally created Greece as a nation; and he must be
counted as one of the founders of Italian independence.
Manfred has in it a sort of Dantesque vision of Man
and Destiny which lifts it above any similar English
poem of the nineteenth century, and places it beside
Faust, as Goethe so justly and generously felt. Tens
of thousands of cultivated men and women in Europe
and in America delight in Byron, while they never
heard of Keats and never read a line of Wordsworth ;
and some fastidious critics tell us that is because
Byron is ‘obvious.” Byron is obvious in the sense
of not being obscure ; indeed, Horace or Pope is not
more perfectly intelligible ~nd direct. But it is not
poetic mastery to be able to construct enigmas in
srerse ; and it is one of the fads of our time to
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vaunt the industrious interpretation of metrical
cryptograms.

Byron, af.er nearly a hundred years, is known
threughout the civilised world. He is even a national
poet both in Italy and in Greece. He has spoken to
the hearts as well as to the imagination of whole
races : he strikes light and heat out of everything he
touches : he moves the thought and warms the spirit
as only an original genius can. It is affectation to
tell us that the man who does this is not a poet
because he flung off a good deal of scrambling stuff
which he ought to have burnt.

It is an ancient jest that Childe Harold is only
Baedeker in rhyme, and that his Greek lyrics are
artificial heroics. Why, half the sense of mysterious
antiquity and poetic colour which the nineteenth
century felt for Italy—all the passion it felt for the
Alps—was due to Byron, who did for the English
and for Americans what Goethe did for Germans and
Madame de Staél and Rousscau did for the French.
As to love of the sea, no verse has ever done so much
as Byron’s. Greek patriotism is literally the creation
of Byron, for to every Hellene Byron is what Burns
is to every Scot. This power of Byron to fuse
his ideas into whole races places him as the first in
rank, as he is the first in time, of the pocts of the
nineteenth century. In this palpable historic force,
neither Shelley, nor Keats, nor Wordsworth approach
Byron. Their reputation is strictly English : Byron’s
is European. They are .ead only by the cultivated,
Byron by ali. Now, we cannot assign to Tennyson
either the European vogue or the universal popu
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larity which for nearly a hundred years Byron has
possessed.

We must not be misled by Swinburne's spasmodic
reviling of Byron. His mouthing in praise of Marlowe
and in abuse of Byron is a type of that ill-balanced
partisan criticism which does so much harm. Never
trust a poet to judge a poet, nor a painter to judge a
picture. They have loves and hates of their own
manner or pet fancy. Now, Morley’s estimate of
Byron is far more broad and just. Swinburne had
an exquisite sense of melody, albeit of a so.aewhat
languorous and monotonous note. Indedd, he often
indulged in what school boys call ‘ nonsense verses '—
lines which would scan but mean nothing. Our age
is too prone to value the grace and music of mere
words rather than thought, passion, and vision. It is
a sign of a pedant’s affectation to take Swinburne to
be a greater poet than Byron. And for the same
reason we must not allow Tennyson’s exquisite form
to blind us to the mass, the variety, the electric shock
of Byron’s thunder-peal.

When we weigh Byron in this scale—taking account
of his mass, variety, and fire, and, above all his
power over men of different race and language—it
is impossible to place Tennyson above him. Tenny-
son is purely, permanently English—nor do Scotland,
Wales, Ireland, much less the Alps, the Apennines,
Rome, Venice, Athens, the Atlantic, or the Agean,
ever wring from him a cry of love and joy. Can we
suppose that a century hence Englishmen will chant
their Tennyson as Scots chant Burns, or as Italians
und Greeks still worship Byron ? Byron, Shelley, and
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Keats lived in worlds of antique mystery and passion,
of broadly European nature, of the manifold humanity
common to all men of any tongue who care for
imaginative work. Tennyson’s ‘' measured language '
and *‘ sad mechanic exercise,”” however beautiful and
enchanting, belong exclusively to English homes,
rectories, colleges, and cathedral closes—are eminently
local, insular, and academic.

Nor can any true lover of poetry rank Tennyson
above Shelley. For, in the first place, Shelley has a
polish of form at least equal to that of Tennyson, if
we allow for the accidents of Shelley’s text. And the
true lover of poetry finds in Prometheus, in Hellas, in
the West Wind, in the Skylark a melodious thrill such
as not only Tennyson never sounded, but no English
poet save Shakespeare and Milton alone. It is true
that there is a great deal of Shelley which is too subtle
and too ethereal for ‘ the general,” and perhaps will
ever remain the privilege of the cultured few, and for
the most part of English race.

Shelley has no small measure of Byron’s human and
social enthusiasm, of his passion for the splendour and
majesty of Nature, of that trumpet-note of humanity,
of that vision of a regenerate future, which in Byron
redeem his many sins against true taste. If Shelley
did not impose his personality upon his age as did
Byron, he was undoubtedly a far more consummate
master of his poetic instrument. And in this he must
be counted as even superior to Tennyson ; whilst it
would be difficult to produce any important addition
to English poetry in the veteran Victorian poet which
we could not match in the early Georgian poet, cut
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off in his prime. To rank Tennyson above Shelley
would be to rank him also above Byron. And yet,
with all his faultless metrical resources, Te.'nyson wants
the intellectual force of Byron and the intellectual
distinction of Shelley.

The case is different with Keats ; for Keats himself
is only a promise, and his small volume of poems is
itself but a fragment. We must never forget that
what we prize of Keats was written before he was
twenty-four—at an age before Milton had wrilten
Lycidas or Shakespeare had written Venus and .4donis.
As I said once, Keats was ‘“ an unformed; untrained,
neuropathic youth of genius whose whole achievement
came earlier in life than that of almost any other man
recorded in our literature, indeed in any literature.”
It is rather irritating to find some neuropathic critics
of our decadence asserting that Keats’s really magical
gift for poetic form—a gift that reminds us of that of
Sappho or Theocritus—was enough to constitute him
a poet of the first rank. Keats will always be to us a
great ‘ Perhaps '—one who might have been one knows
not what—si gqua fata aspera rumpat. Yet, whatever
the wonderful promise of the hapless youth, neither
his range of vision, nor his force, nor his intellect were
such as to place him in the foremost rank. The large
achievement, the serious thought, and the inexhaust-
ible fancy of Tennyson are of an altogether different
order and appeal to a far maturer mind.

We more easily compare Tennyson with Words-
worth. Both had very lorz life, wholly and solely
devoted to the poetic art ; they were essentially poets
f Nature; both given to meditation, moral and



TENNYSON 87

religious musing rather than to action; both have
exercised a permanent influence over the poetic ideal
of their age Wordsworth carried his love of solitary
musing and of rustic simplicity to a point where they
often degenerated into tiresome reiteration and even
laughable banality ; whilst Tennyson’s unerring taste
kept him free from such vexatious commonplace.
The most ardent Wordsworthians agree to leave out
of account no small part of Wordsworth’s immense
prcduct; whilst no loyal Tennysonian would
imitatc their example. Though Tennyson published
much whica is not equal to his best, he never wearies
us with truly unreadable prosing as does Wordsworth.
Yet Wordsworth’s best is of an order quite as high as
is Tennyson’s best. To say the truth, I turn more
often to the Excursion than to In Memoriam ; and there
are sonnets, odes, and lyrics of Wordsworth which I
would not sacrifice even to save the Idylls, Maud, and
lyrics of Tennyson’s carly and best manner.

Neither Coleridge, nor Scott, nor Burns, nor Camp-
bell, nor Landor bclong to the first rank as poets,
however ardent be our delight in their special triumphs.
The Ancient Mariner, Christabel, and a few lyrics and
hymns are a joy for ever; but the sum of Coleridge’s
muse is neither full enough nor powerful enough to
place him beside Byron, Shelley, or Tennyson. Burns
is so exclusively national, and Scott is so entirely the
romancist, that we do not count either as in the fore-
most roll of English poetry, with all the exquisite
ring of their lovely songs .nd ballads. And Campbell,
Landor, and some others who have left us memorable
things have not given us enough in measure and ia
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power to place them amongst the greatest names of the
nineteenth century.

The twentieth century will adjudge ‘his rank to
Byron, Shelley, Wordsworth, and Keats, and bevond
question Tennyson will be held to be their peer.
Their peer, I say, not their superior; or, if superior
to any one of the four, to Keats, on the ground that
his work is fragmentary and immature. But I cannot
believe that any other poet of the second half of the
century will permanently be placed beside the grzat
men of the first half. Our beloved Robert Browning
belongs in a sense to the first as well as to the second
half of the nineteenth century; and, though he
touches at times on Byron's and on Shelley’s themes,
he must be counted rather of the later Victorian
world. By the ‘later Victorian world ' I mean that
of subtle, psychologic, analytic conception, of elabor-
ately minted phrase, and daring metrical experiments.

Browning had rare genius, a keen and broad view
of life, masculine philosophy, creative power ; and in
these gifts he was more akin to Byron than was
Tennyson. We need not deny the contention
of ardent Browningites that his mental force was
both deeper and more robust than that of Tennyson.
But a poet needs not only mental force but unique
form, melody, grace, the inevitable and unforgettable
word which gives wings to his thought. Browning
has given us now and then a ballad and a lyric of
glorious music, apparently to show us that he could
write musical verse when h¢ deigned to humour us.
But a great poet does not bury profound ideas in
c:yptograms that we have to unravel as if they were
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puzzle-locks, nor does he twist and torture the King’s
English into queer vocables that raise a smile.

We have just lost two men of genius, both of
whom were typical examples of the later Victorian
world—though in quite opposite veins. Meredith
was a brilliant novelist rather than a poet ; and all he
had to say in poetry—and he had the poetic soul
—would have been more truly said in prose. Nature
had denied him an ear for music in verse, to which
he seems insensible, just as Beethoven’s deafness never
permitied him to hear his own magnificent symphonies.
For all its subtlety and originality, Meredith’s verse is
unreadable by reason of its intolerable cacophony.
I doubt if he ever wrote a piece which would have
satisfied Tennyson’s infallible sense of harmonious
rhythm.

Swinburne, on the other hand, with a singular
gift for harmonious rhythm, seemed to regard this
quality as the be-all and end-all of poetry. For my
part, I cannot feel that he ever added much after he
first burst upon the world with the splendid promise
of his Atalanta in 1865, though for more than forty
years he continued to publish poems. His marvellous
metrical agility, the melodious piping in honied words
‘long drawn-out,” the apparently inexhaustible foun-
tain of harmonies at his command, all this for a time
is fascinating. But ere long the flow of mellifluous
epithets and of haunting rhymes begins to pall on us.
The verse lives in a tarantula of alliteration, assonance,
consonance, and artful concatenation of sounds. It
is very beautiful ; but at last it becomes monotonous,
cloying, a mannerism. And what does it all comke



go ESSAYS FROM FREDERIC HARRISON

to in the end ? What is there to think out? What
does it mean? For what is all this passion? And
why do these interminable sonatas ne7er end—or
why, indeed, should they end? Only in the
decadence of a silver age could Swinburne be placed
in a rank with Tennyson.

If neither Browning nor Swinburne will hereafter
take rank with Tennyson, surely no others of his
contemporaries or successors will do so. Let us have
done with cliques, and schools, and fads! For my
part I honour and enjoy them all in turn; but I
will not let my honour or my delight Llind me to
defects in thosc I love; nor will a balanced judgment
suffer me to exalt a favourite for some conspicuous
charm. Shakespeare and Milton stand apart in a
world of their own, without rival or peer—hors
concours—for they are the poets not of English
literature but of all literature. Chaucer and Spenser
are more honoured than read ; the men of the seven-
teenth and eighteenth centuries are more read than
honoured. And we now feel sure that Tennyson will
hold an honoured place with the great names of the
nineteenth century—not above them, hardly below
them, but finally enrolled in their glorious company.



ON THE ATTIC DRAMA

In the Greek world the higher Poetry, in Epic, Hymns,
Lyrics, and Dramas, stood to these peoples as a
religious power. It was the direct outcome of
their religious traditions and was a familiar manifesta-
tion of religion. The great poets were really priests ;
the Epics and Hymns were ritual and services ; the
grander Poems were at once educational Scriptures
and congregational manuals of devotion. This does
not mean, as modern church people may be apt to
suppose, that since Polytheism was a poor, debased,
and unspiritual substitute for religion, they had to fall
back on mere human poetry, and were fain to take
fine poems and beautiful forms of earthly life as being
the nearest symbol of things sacred or supreme that
they could find in their lives.

Not so! Greek poetry, in its highest forms, was
religious in the true sense, as human religion under-
stands the term ; that it is religious for us to-day,
as much as for the Lesbians or Athenians of old;
that Homer has done as much for the true spiritual
progress of mankind as Moses, David, or Isaiah ; that
the Iliad and the Odyssey suould be as much part of our
Bible as the Psalms or the Major and Minor Prophets.
We are altogether on the wrong path so long as we

oI
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fail to sce that poetry must be inspired by religion,
if it claims to be great poetry at all ; and that religion
must be humanly and really poetic, if it is ever again
to be the supreme master and guide of human life.
Pedantry and scepticism combined have placed a gulf
between religion and poetry, by which both have
suffered. Poetry has become too much of a literary
amusement ; and religion has become too much of a
mystical quietism.

This, of course, implies that by religion we mean a
power which is co-extensive with human natare and
can exert its influence over the whole of human life.
Religion must be made real and human through great
poetry. And poetry must be made social and
spiritual through practical religion. No religion can
permanently touch man'’s life unless it speaks through
great human poetry, or if it pretends to vaunt itself
as independent of, and superior to, great human
poetry. No poetry has abiding power or can rise to
the highest level, if it claims to be outside of any
religious sympathy or sanction. No mere literature
can be great poetry, just as no anti-human hypotheses
can be practical religion. Thus, the mission of the
Epics was grander and more truly sacred than that of
the Psalms of Israel, for they sprang out of wider and
more humane sympathies with life as a whole than
Hebrew War Songs and Lamentations.

This is more true of the great dramatists of Athens
than it is of Homer. And we need to dwell on the
spiritual meaning of the -aighest triumphs of that
wonderful art, which has been the standard of the
Jrama to the civilised world for two thousand years.
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Of "all other dramatists Aschylus presents us with
the dbvious type of the religious uses of the drama.
We know fa- more of Aschylus than of Homer, of
the Attic drama than of the early Epic. There tragedy
Had its origin in religion; it was itself a religious
ceremony, and was a function of religion surrounded
with religious symbols and forms. And we know
the soul and nature of Aschylus as well as we know
that of Isaiah or St. Paul, or Dante or Milton. No
great poet has ever more completely revealed himself
to us avra man. No poet has ever more passionately
thrown his own soul into his works. No poet (not
Dante, nor Milton, nor Wordsworth) has manifested
in verse a more profound sense of vital religion.
Aschylus was born at Eleusis near Athens five-
and-thirty years before the great Persian invasion.
His origin and early history are full of significance.
Eleusis was one of the oldest and most famous cities
of Greece, associated for a thousand years down to
Christian ages with the Mysteries which undoubtedly
had a primitive source in the Oriental myths of Nature
Worship. Putting aside the crude Greek derivation of
the name of the city from the ‘ Arrival’ of Demeter,
I always associate the name with the Hebrew town
of Eleph (or the Ox), allotted to Benjamin by Joshua,
and said to denote the pastoral character of the tribe.
Eleusis stands in the rich Thriasian plain, and may
have been a very early settlement of some Pheenician
or Syrian traders, who left their name and the mystic
rites of some Goddess o the abundance of Earth.
It is said that his father, Euphorion, was an official
of tue Mysteries, and thus from childhood he wac
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associated with the most venerable ritual of the
ancient world.

There is a tradition that, as a boy, al*er attending
the representation of the Dionysian festival, the god
appeared to him in a vision and bade him devote
himself to the drama, then only in its rudimentary
stage. At the age of twenty-six he presented his
first tragedy. His first victory was not won till he
was forty-one, about midway between the great battles
of Marathon and of Salamis, in both of which he and
his brothers had a glorious part. As a poet, Aschylus
had a singularly late development. I.one of his
extant dramas were produced until he was forty-seven.
His greatest tragedy, the T7ilogy, the greatest tragedy
in all literature, was not produced till he was sixty-
seven. Like so many other Athenians he was accused
of impiety, and was exiled or withdrew for safety
like Miltiades, Themistocles, Aristeides, Thucydides,
Alcibiades, Socrates, Xenophon, Pheidias, Plato, and
Euripides. The Athenian democracy prosecuted its
greatest soldiers as well as its greatest thinkers, as is
the way of ignorant and jealous mobs.

Aschylus shares with Dante, Cervantes, and
Camoens the character of a poet who had fought
in pitched battles, and I often think Shakespeare must
have served abroad in his youth. But Aschylus is
far the greatest warrior of all, for he took an heroic
part in the two most famous battles of the world.
His poetry breathes throughout the fire of war; and
in his Persians he gives a vivid picture of the greatest
sea-fight in all history. By a fortunate coincidence
.n the great fight off Salamis, on which hung the fate
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of the future civilisation of Europe, there was serving
in the victorious fleet the greatest tragic poet in the
history of tre world; and a few years after it this
poet presented the scene to his triumphant comrades
in a lyric and dramatic pageant which is still the
noblest Hymn to patriotism in the records of man.
There is none more glorious than the speech of the
Herald to the mother of Xerxes as he tells the awful
tale of ruin and defeat.

Taen the trumpet rang out its rousing note along their
ranks aoove the splashing of the waves, the hurtling of
the oars, and the captain’s call of command. And as
their serried ranks dashed on together a great roar rose,
so that we could hear them cry :—

“Sons of the Greeks charge on. Strike for the
freedom of your fatherland. For the freedom of your
children and your wives and the shrines of your fathers’
gods. Fight for the tombs of your forefathers. The
struggle this day is for your all on earth.”

ZAschylus is the poet of valour and patriotism as
he recorded (it is said) on his own tomb—

** Aschylus, son of Euphorion, lies beneath this monu-
ment : he died in fertile Gela [in Sicily, and in exile, away
from his own land]. The weald by Marathon may tell the
tale of his proven valour, and the long-tressed Median, for
he had full knowledge of it.”

Not a worc of poetry !

I hold the loss of the seventy plays of Aschylus,
of which we have no tre~e but titles and fragments,
to be perhaps the most cruel blow that literature has
eve. sustained. Not only was Aschylus the greatest
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tragic poet of the world, but he was the creator of
tragedy as an art—in a way that no other man has cver
created an art. We do not believe tha* the author
of the Iliad created epic; nor did Pheidias create
sculpture. We know that Shakespeare did not create
the Elizabethan drama. Nor did Herodotus, ‘‘ the
father of History,” really create historical record.
Nor did Boccaccio create the novel, nor did Giotto
create modern painting. But Aschylus did create
Tragedy—which before him was a sort of Mummer's
rhapsody at a Sacred Fair. It was Aschylus who
invented dialogue and action by doubling the actors,
and he soon followed Sophocles by accepting a third
actor as well as the Chorus. He limited and arranged
the Chorus, which now became the accompaniment
instead of the protagonist. He invented the use of
majestic scenery as a background, he gave the actors
a noble and imposing costume, and threw over the
whole stage that atmosphere of sublimity and heroic
dignity which breathes in every line he wrote.

This mighty genius conceived in mind and created
in visible form one of the grandest instruments of
human art. He transformed what had been down
to his time a lyric celebration of Bacchic emotion
into an inspiring expression of heroic character and
life. Perhaps it was in this sense that, according to
a plausible tradition, he called his plays ‘‘ morsels
from the rich banquets of Homer.” His extant
dramas deal but slightly with the epic personages
and myths ; and the sayirz may mean only that lLe
substituted great poetic action for the traditional ritual
of sacred revelry.
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He made the theatre a new vehicle for transfiguring
the great lessons of human destiny and moral struggle.
In this way, no doubt, Cicero calls Aschylus a
Pythagorean, as a follower of the most spiritual and
social of philosophic creeds. Afschylus was a stern
and passionate supporter of the old traditions and of
the Homeric conservation of a semi-feudal chieftain-
ship. He was a warm apostle of the pervading
power of religion in the sense of a just Providence, of
the duties of hospitality, of the sanctity of oaths, of
claims »f family, and of the marriage bond. And in
the deeply othical and spiritual sincerity with which
he treated these, he did not scruple to break away
from the formal theologies and obsolete formulas of
past ages—even holding up Zeus to moral indigna-
tion, casting aside the doubtful intervention of divine
oracles. Thus, conservative as he was, Aschylus
offended the ignorant democracy of a jealous people,
and was accused of impiety and want of faith.

Aschylus was thus at once a great reformer in
religion and also a profound conservative in morals.
His conception of virtuous life and of an overruling
Providence was far too spiritual to fall in with the
archaic licence of the Homeric Olympus. And withal
his conception of the primary institutions and duties
of civilised life was abhorrent of the critical and
sceptical logic of the new sophistry. Thus he stood
fast by all that was solid and enduring in the public
and domestic traditions of his forefathers, whilst he
felt that a new humane:and social morality could
not be bound by the popular hymnology about Zeus

and ‘Hera, Aphrodite and Bacchus. In the religious
H.S.E. G
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aspect Zschylus was a Puritan, an Idealist, a Re-
former, a sort of Athenian Latimer, Cromwell, or
Milton.

Primarily, Aschylus is a warrior, a patriot, a man
of honour. His style rings with a clarion call to
arms. His persons breathe the heroic spirit of the
great age. There is in him much of the spirit of the
older Romans, of Coriolanus, Camillus, Fabricius, and
Cato. In his Prometheus, Aschylus ranges almost
with Shelley in a magnificent appeal to the efforts of
Humanity to free itself from antique tyran.y and
superstition. Would that we could have had Aschylus’
play Prometheus Released. The Prometheus as we
have it is one of the most stupendous triumphs of
human imagination—hardly a drama, or, if a drama,
a species of sacred Oratorio ; for it is more a lyric, or
a monologue, than a tragedy, but as a Dithyrambic
Hymn to the power of Will in Man it has hardly its
equal in literature sacred or profane.

For tragedy pure and simple, with all the incidents
of a great drama worked out to a systematic end, the
Trilogy of Oresteia stands in the foremost place. In
mass, in intensity, in accumulated horror, in unity of
idea and of tone, and in statuesque sublimity of execu-
tion, this triple tragedy has never been equalled. We
need not doubt that Lear and Hamlet have a subtle
and profound poetry even higher and wider, or that
Othello and Macbeth have ethical mysteries even
more intricate. But the T7ilogy remains still supreme
in concentrated majesty ar.d power.

I go further, and insist that in the quality of
sublimity no poet has been quite the equal of Aschylus
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—neither Dante nor Shakespeare nor Milton—I
mean in the creative fire of imagination that can bring
to life before the eyes of all mankind, so long as human
language shall remain, beings so imposing, so original,
so superhuman and yet so living; nor has any poet
painted scenes of weird imagery so sublime, so
gorgeous, and withal so eternal in their realism and
truth. Take the scene on Caucasus at the opening
of the Prometheus, the magnificent silence of the
tortured demi-god, the lyrical beauty of the sca-nymphs
who fl- round him in pity, the indomitable defiance
of the catcstrophe, the prophetic constancy of the
Friend of Man in martyrdom amidst the fury of Gods
above and the crash of Nature.

I take again the bursting forth of the Beacon
fire which has been watched and longed for during
ten weary years, the home-coming of the victorious
monarch amid sinister warnings, mysterious chants
of coming doom, the piercing wail of Cassandra, the
intolerable agony of suspense which swells to an op-
pressive omen as the Queen leads her victim within.
Then the silence, the awe, the mystery, the sense of
impending bloodshed broken at last by the shriek of
the prophetess and the groan of the king. And,
whilst all without are torn by anxiety and alarm,
Clytemnestra appears with the bloody axe, avowing
and glorying in her crime, defying all who might
dare to question her right to take vengeance for her
child—standing over the dead like a lioness at bay over
her prey. The whole ra:.2e of the drama contains no
scene so tremendous, so vivid, so rich in mass, pathos,
and intensity of colour.
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It is significant that the men who, to my know-
ledge, have held Aschylus in the highest honoar—
one in the ancient world, one in the moAdern world—
are these two : Aristophanes, who heard the plays on
the stage, and Auguste Comte in a miserable French’
prose translation of the eighteenth century. [ was
looking over Comte’s books in his rooms in Paris with
Pierre Laffitte when I found a dingy I12mo prose
version of Aschylus. ‘“ How could he have such a
book ? ' Tasked. Laffitte replied, *“ Well | he had no
other, he could not read Greek.” And with th’s little
scrap of a translation Comte seized the overpowering
superiority of Afschvlus to all the tragedians—the
profoundly religious bent of his genius, his Homeric
soul, his passionate revolt from the old Theocracy, his
inspiration of the great hour of Greek heroism, the
defence of the new world of freedom and inquiry
against the oriental tyranny of the old Theocracies.

Aschylus was one of the great religious teachers
of the world, to be ranked with Isaiah, Pythagoras,
perhaps with Mahomet and even Dante. Comte saw
what Aristophanes could not see, that Aschylus is the
poetic voice of the one great epoch in Greek history.
Aristophanes in the Frogs gives a wonderful picture of ,
Aschylus’ style. He brings out the heroic temper,
the proud and stately self-will, the fiery imagination,
the avalanche of great thoughts and high ideals, and the
superabundant splendour that he threw into his work.
The chorus begins as the poetic duel between Euripides
and Aschylus opens—with, Sophocles for umpire.

* What torrents of fiercely-battling words shall we now
Fave! They will shine like the glancing of helms ii the
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fight, waving with crested plumes on high! What high-
praucing charges of speech from the mighty master of
mind ! How he will shake his shaggy mane and bristle
his bushy locks, knitting in w