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my chief point of difference 1s with the novel-writer, the
historian, and all those who describe not only nature, and
the human affections, but relatively to the human affec-
tions : therefore I must add :

“And it must be done for the purpose of immediate
pleasure.” In poetry the general good is to be accom-
plished through the pleasure, and if the poet do not do
that, he ceases to be a poet to him to whom he gives it
not. Still, it is not enough, because we may point out
many prose writers to whom the whole of the definition
hitherto furnished would apply. 1 add, therefore, that it
1s not only for the purpose of immediate pleasure, but—

“The work must be so constructed as to produce in
each part that highest quantity of pleasure, or a high
quantity of pleasure.” There metre introduces its claim,
where the feeling calls for it. Our language gives to
expression a certain measure, and will, in a strong state
of passion, admit of scansion from the very mouth. The
very assumption that we are reading the work of a poet
supposes that he i1s in a continuous state of excitement :

and thereby arises a language in prose unnatural, but in
poetry natural.

There 1s one error which ought to be peculiarly guarded
against, which young poets are apt to fall into, and which
old poets commit, from being no poets, but desirous of the
end which true poets seek to attain. No: I revoke the
words ; they are not desirous of that of which their little
minds can have no just conception. They have no desire
of fame—that glorious immortality of true greatness—

“That lives and spreads aloft by those pure eyes,
And perfect witness of all judging Jove ;"

MiLTON’s Lycidas.

but they struggle for reputation, that echo of an echo, in
whose very etymon its signification is contained. Into
this error the author of ** The Botanic Garden ’ has fallen,
through the whole of which work, I will venture to assert,
there are not twenty images described as a man would
describe them I1n a state of excitement. The poem is
written with all the tawdry industry of a milliner anxious
to dress up a doll in silks and satins. Dr. Darwin laboured
to make his style fine and gaudy, by accumulating and
applying all the sonorous and handsome-looking words
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in our language. This is not poetry, and I subjoin to my

definition—

That a true poem must give ““ as much pleasure in each
part as is compatible with the greatest sum of pleasure in
the whole.”” We must not look to parts merely, but to the
whole, and to the effect of that whole. In reading Milton,
for 1mstance, scarcely a line can be pointed out which,
critically examined, could be called in itself good: the
poet would not have attempted to produce merely what
1s 1n general understood by a good line ; he sought to pro-
duce glorious paragraphs and systems of harmony, or, as
he himself expresses it,

“ Many a winding bout
Of linked sweetness long drawn out.”
L’Allegro.

Such, therefore, as I have now defined it, I shall consider
the sense of the word “ Poetry ’’ : pleasurable excitement
1s 1ts origin and object ; pleasure 1s the magic circle out
of which the poet must not dare to tread. Part of my
definition, you will be aware, would apply equally to the
arts of painting and music, as to poetry ; but to the last
are added words and metre, so that my definition is strictly
and logically applicable to poetry, and to poetry only,
which produces delight, the parent of so many virtues.
When I was 1n Italy, a friend of mine, who pursued painting
almost with the enthusiasm of madness, believing it
superior to every other art, heard the definition I have
given, acknowledged its correctness, and admitted the
pre-eminence of poetry.

I never shall forget, when in Rome, the acute sensation
of pain I experienced on beholding the frescoes of Raphael
and Michael Angelo, and on reflecting that they were in-
debted for their preservation solely to the durable material
upon which they were painted. There they are, the per-
manent monuments (permanent as long as walls and
plaster last) of genius and skill, while many others of their
mighty works have become the spoils of insatiate avarice,
or the victims of wanton barbarism. How grateful ought
mankind to be, that so many of the great literary produc-
tions of antiquity have come down to us—that the works
of Homer, Euclhid, and Plato, have been preserved—while
we possess those of Bacon, Newton, Milton, Shakspeare,
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and of so many other living-dead men of our own island.
These, fortunately, may be considered indestructible :
they shall remain to us till the end of time itself—till time,
in the words of a great poet of the age of Shakspeare, has
thrown his last dart at death, and shall himself submit to
the final and inevitable destruction of all created matter.!

A second irruption of the Goths and Vandals could not
now endanger their existence, secured as they are by the
wonders of modern invention, and by the affectionate
admiration of myriads of human beings. It is as nearly
two centuries as possible since Shakspeare ceased to write,
but when shall he cease to be read ? When shall he cease
to give light and delight ? Yet even at this moment he 1s
only receiving the first-fruits of that glory, which must
continue to augment as long as our language 1s spoken.
English has given immortality to him, and he has given
immortality to English. Shakspeare can never die, and
the language in which he wrote must with him live for ever.

Yet, in spite of all this, some prejudices have attached
themselves to the name of our illustrious countryman,
which it will be necessary for me first to endeavour to over-
come. On the continent, we may remark, the works of
Shakspeare are honoured in a double way—Dby the admira-
tion of the Germans, and by the contempt of the French.

Among other points of objection taken by the French,
perhaps, the most noticeable is, that he has not observed
the sacred unities, so hallowed by the practice of their own
extolled tragedians. They hold, of course after Corneille
and Racine, that Sophocles is the most perfect model for
tragedy, and Aristotle its most infallible censor ; and that
as Hamlet, Lear, Macbeth, and other dramas by Shakspeare
are not framed upon that model, and consequently not
subject to the same laws, they maintain (not having im-
partiality enough to question the model, or to deny the
rules of the Stagirite) that Shakspeare was a sort of
irregular genius—that he is now and then tasteful and
touching, but generally incorrect; and, in short, that he

1 Alluding, of course, to Ben Jonson’s epitaph on the Countess of Pembroke :

‘¢ Underneath this sable herse
Lies the subject of all verse,
Sidney’s sister, Pembroke’s mother.
Death ! ere thou hast slain another,
Learn’d, and fair, and good as she,
Time shall throw a dart at thee.”

Ben Jonson's Works; edit. Gifford, viii. 337.—]. P. C.
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was a mere child of nature, who did not know any better
than to write as he has written.

It is an old, and I have hitherto esteemed it a just, Latin
maxim, Oportet discentem credere, edoctum Judicare ; but
modern practice has inverted it, and it ought now rather
to stand, Oportet discentem judicare, edoctum credere. To
remedy this mistake there is but one course. namely the
acquirement of knowledge. I have often run the risk of
applying to the ignorant, who assumed the post and pro-
vince of judges, a ludicrous, but not inapt simile : they
remind me of a congregation of frogs, involved in darkness
in a ditch, who keep an eternal croaking, until a lantern is
brought near the scene of their disputation, when they
Instantly cease their discordant harangues. They may be
more politely resembled to night-flies, which flutter round
the glimmering of a feeble taper, but are overpowered by
the dazzling splendour of noon-day. Nor can it be other-
wise, until the prevalent notion 1s exploded, that know-
ledge is easily taught, and until the conviction is general,
that the hardest thing learned is that people are ignorant.
All are apt enough to discover and expose the ignorance of
their friends, but their blind faith in their own sufficiency
1s something more than marvellous.

Some persons have contended that mathematics ought
to be taught by making the illustrations obvious to the
senses. Nothing can be more absurd or injurious : it ought
to be our never-ceasing effort to make people think, not
feel ; and it is very much owing to this mistake that, to
those who do not think, and have not been made to think,
Shakspeare has been found so difficult of comprehension.
The condition of the stage, and the character of the times
i which our great poet flourished, must first of all be taken
into account, in considering the question as to his judgment.
If 1t were possible to say which of his great powers and
qualifications is more admirable than the rest, it unques-
tionably appears to me that his judgment is the most
wonderful ; and at this conviction I have arrived after a
careful comparison of his productions with those of his best
and greatest contemporaries.

If mdeed “ King Lear” were to be tried by the laws
which Aristotle established, and Sophocles obeyed, it must
be at once admitted to be outrageously irregular ; and
supposing the rules regarding the unities to be founded on
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man and nature, Shakspeare must be condemned for array-
ing his works in charms with which they ought never to
have been decorated. I have no doubt, however, that both
were right in their divergent courses, and that they arrived
at the same conclusion by a different process.

Without entering into matters which must be generally
known to persons of education, respecting the origin of
tragedy and comedy among the Greeks, it may be observed,
that the unities grew mainly out of the size and construc-
tion of the ancient theatres: the plays represented were
made to include within a short space of time events which
it is impossible should have occurred m that short space.
This fact alone establishes, that all dramatic performances
were then looked upon merely as ideal. It is the same
with us : nobody supposes that a tragedian suffers real
pain when he is stabbed or tortured ; or that a comedian is
in fact transported with delight when successful in pre-
tended love.

If we want to witness mere pain, we can visit the
hospitals : if we seek the exhibition of mere pleasure, we
can find it in ball-rooms. It is the representation of 1,
not the reality, that we require, the imitation, and not the
thing itself ; and we pronounce it good or bad m pro-
portion as the representation is an incorrect, or a correct
imitation. The true pleasure we derive from theatrical
. performances arises from the fact that they are unreal and
fictitious. If dying agonies were unfeigned, who, in these
days of civilisation, could derive eratification from behold-
ing them ?

Performances in a large theatre made it necessary that
the human voice should be unnaturally and unmusically
stretched : and hence the introduction of recitative, for
the purpose of rendering pleasantly artificial the distortion
of the face, and straining of the voice, occasioned by the
magnitude of the building. The fact that the ancient
choruses were always on the stage made it impossible
that any change of place should be represented, or even
supposed.

The origin of the English stage 1s less boastful than that
of the Greek stage : like the constitution under which we
live, though more barbarous in its derivation, it gives more
genuine and more diffused liberty, than Athens in the
zenith of her political glory ever possessed. Our earliest
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dramatic performances were religious, founded chiefly
upon Scripture history ; and, although countenanced by
the clergy, they were filled with blasphemies and ribaldry,
such as the most hardened and desperate of the present
day would not dare to utter. In these representations
vice and the principle of evil were personified : and hence
the introduction of fools and clowns in dramas of a more
advanced period.

While Shakspeare accommodated himself to the taste
and spirit of the times in which he lived, his genius and his
judgment taught him to use these characters with terrible
effect, in aggravating the misery and agony of some of his
most distressing scenes. This result is especially obvious
in “ King Lear ”’: the contrast of the Fool wonderfully
heightens the colouring of some of the most painful situa-
tions, where the old monarch in the depth and fury of his
despair, complains to the warring elements of the ingrati-
tude of his daughters.

(1

Spit, fire | spout, rain !

Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughters :

I tax not you, you elements, with unkindness,

I mever gave you kingdom, call’d you children :

You owe me no subscription : then, let fall

Your horrible pleasure ; here I stand, your slave,

A poor, infirm, weak, and despis’d old man.”

Kwng Lear, Act iii., Scene 2.

Just afterwards, the Fool interposes, to heighten and
inflame the passion of the scene.

In other dramas, though perhaps in a less degree, our
great poet has evinced the same skill and felicity of treat-
ment ; and 1n no instance can it be justly alleged of him,
as 1t may be of some of the ablest of his contemporaries,
that he mtroduced his fool, or his clown, merely for the
sake of exciting the laughter of his audiences. Shakspeare
had a loftier and a better purpose, and in this respect
availed himself of resources, which, it would almost seem,
he alone possessed.!

1 T most deeply regret, that I have not recovered any of my notes of the third, fourth,
and fifth Lectures.—]J. P. C.

END OF THE SECOND LECTURE.
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THE SIXTH LECTURE.

TaE recollection of what has been said by some of his
biographers, on the supposed fact that Milton received
corporal punishment at college, induces me to express my
entire dissent from the notion, that flogging or caning has
a tendency to degrade and debase the minds of boys at
school. In my opinion it is an entire mistake ; since this
species of castigation has not only been inflicted time out
of mind, but those who are subjected to 1t are well aware
that the very highest persons in the realm, and those to
whom people are accustomed to look up with most respect
and reverence, such as the judges of the land, have quietly
submitted to it in their pupilage.

I well remember, about twenty years ago, an advertise-
ment from a schoolmaster, in which he assured tender-
hearted and foolish parents, that corporal punishment was
never inflicted, excepting in cases of absolute necessity ;
and that even then the rod was composed of lilies and
roses, the latter, I conclude, stripped of their thorns.
What, let me ask, has been the consequence, in many cases,
of the abolition of flogging in schools ? Reluctance to
remove a pimple has not unfrequently transferred the
disease to the vitals : sparing the rod, for the correction of
minor faults, has ended in the commission of the highest
crimes. A man of great reputation (I should rather say
of great notoriety) sometimes punished the pupils under his
care by suspending them from the ceiling i baskets,
exposed to the derision of their school-fellows ; at other
times he pinned upon the clothes of the offender a number
of last dying speeches and confessions, and employed
another boy to walk before the culprit, making the usual
monotonous lamentation and outcry.

On one occasion this absurd, and really degrading
punishment was inflicted because a boy read with a tone,
although, I may observe in passing, that reading with
intonation is strictly natural, and therefore truly proper,
excepting in the excess.!

1 This was the Lecturer's own mode of reading verse, and even in prose there was
an approach to intonation. I have heard him read Spenser with such an excess (to use
his own word) in this respect, that it almost amounted to a song. In blank verse it was
less, but still apparent. Milton’s ¢ Liberty of unlicensed Printing” was a favourite
piece of rhetorical writing, and portions of it I have heard Coleridge recite, never with-
out a sort of habitual rise and fall of the voice.—]J. P. C.
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Then, as to the character and effect of the punishment
just noticed, what must a parent of well regulated and
instructed mind think of the exhibition of his son in the
manner I have described ? Here, indeed, was debasement
of the worst and lowest kind ; for the feelings of a child
were outraged, and made to associate and connect them-
selves with the sentence on an abandoned and shameless
criminal. Who would not prefer the momentary, but
useful, impression of flogging to this gross attack upon the
moral feelings and self-respect of a boy ? Again, as to the
proper mode of reading : why is a tone in reading to be
visited as a criminal offence, especially when the estimate
of that offence arises out of the ignorance and incom-
petence of the master ? Every man who reads with true
sensibility, especially poetry, must read with a tone, since
it conveys, with additional effect, the harmony and rhythm
of the verse, without in the slightest degree obscuring the
meaning. That is the highest point of excellence in reading
which gives to every thing, whether of thought or language,
Its most just expression. There may be a wrong tone, as
a right, and a wrong tone is of course to be avoided bt
a poet writes in measure, and measure is best made ap-
parent by reading with a tone, which heightens the verse,
and does not in any respect lower the sense. I defy any
man, who has a true relish of the beauty of versification,
to read a canto of “the Fairy Queen,” ora book of
" Paradise Lost,” without some species of intonation.

In various instances we are hardly sensible of its exist-
ence, but 1t does exist, and persons have not scrupled to
say, and I believe it, that the tone of a good reader may be
set to musical notation. If in these, and in other remarks
that fall from me, I appear dogmatical, or dictatorial, it is
to be borne in mind, that every man who takes upon him-
self to lecture, requires that he should be considered by his
hearers capable of teaching something that is valuable, or
of saying something that is worth hearing. In a mixed
audience not a few are desirous of instruction, and some
require 1t ; but placed in my present situation I consider
myself, not as a man who carries moveables into an empty
house, but as a man who entering a generally well furnished
dwelling, exhibits a light which enables the owner to see
what 1s still wanting. I endeavour to introduce the means
of ascertaining what is, and is not, in a man’s own mind.
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Not long since, when I lectured at the Royal Institution,
I had the honour of sitting at the desk so ably occupied by
Sir Humphry Davy, who may be said to have elevated the
art of chemistry to the dignity of a science ; who has dis-
covered that one common law is applicable to the mind
and to the body, and who has enabled us to give a full and
perfect Amen to the great axiom of Lord Bacon, that
knowledge is power. In the delivery of that course 1
carefully prepared my first essay, and received for it a cold
suffrage of approbation: from accidental causes I was
unable to study the exact form and language of my second
lecture, and when it was at an end, I obtained universal
and heart-felt applause. What a lesson was this to me not
to elaborate my materials, nor to consider too nicely the
expressions I should employ, but to trust mainly to the
extemporaneous ebullition of my thoughts. In this con-
viction I have ventured to come before you here ; and may
I add a hope, that what I offer will be received in a similar
spirit ? It is true that my matter may not be so accurately
arranged : it may not dovetail and fit at all times as nicely
as could be wished ; but you shall have my thoughts warm
from my heart, and fresh from my understanding : you
shall have the whole skeleton, although the bones may not
be put together with the utmost anatomical skill.

The immense advantage possessed by men of genius
over men of talents can be illustrated mm no stronger
manner, than by a comparison of the benefits resulting to
mankind from the works of Homer and of Thucydides.
The merits and claims of Thucydides, as a historian, are
at once admitted ; but what care we for the incidents of
the Peloponnesian War ? An individual may be ignorant
of them, as far as regards the particular narrative of
Thucydides ; but woe to that statesman, or, I may say,
woe to that man, who has not availed himself of the wisdom
contained in “ the tale of Troy divine !

Lord Bacon has beautifully expressed this idea, where he
talks of the instability and destruction of the monuments
of the greatest heroes, and compares them with the ever-
lasting writings of Homer, one word of which has never
been lost since the days of Pisistratus. Like a mighty ship,
they have passed over the sea of time, not leaving a mere
ideal track, which soon altogether disappears, but leaving a
train of glory in its wake, present and enduring, daily acting
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upon our minds, and ennobling us by grand thoughts and
images : to this work, perhaps, the bravest of our soldiery
may trace and attribute some of their heroic achievements.
Just as the body is to the immortal mind, so are the actions
of our bodily powers in proportion to those by which,
independent of individual continuity,! we are governed
for ever and ever ; by which we call, not only the narrow
circle of mankind (narrow comparatively) as they now
exist, our brethren, but by which we carry our being into
tuture ages, and call all who shall succeed us our brethren,
until at length we arrive at that exalted state, when we
shall welcome into Heaven thousands and thousands, who
will exclaim—‘‘ To you I owe the first development of my
imagination ; to you I owe the withdrawing of my mind
from the low brutal part of my nature, to the lofty, the
pure, and the perpetual.”

Adverting to the subject more immediately before us,
I may observe that I have looked at the reign of Elizabeth,
Interesting on many accounts, with peculiar pleasure and
satisfaction, because it furnished circumstances so favour-
able to the existence, and to the full development of the
powers of Shakespeare. The Reformation, just completed,
had occasioned unusual activity of mind, a passion, as it
were, for thinking, and for the discovery and use of words
capable of expressing the objects of thought and invention.
It was, consequently, the age of many conceits, and an age
when, for a time, the intellect stood superior to the moral
sense.

1The difference between the state of mind in the reign
of Elizabeth, and in that of Charles I. is astonishing. In
the former period there was an amazing development of
power, but all connected with prudential purposes—an
attempt to reconcile the moral feeling with the full exercise
of the powers of the mind, and the accomplishment of
certain practical ends. Then lived Bacon, Burghley, Sir
Walter Raleigh, Sir Philip Sidney, and a galaxy of great
men, statesmen, lawyers, politicians, philosophers, and
poets ; and it is lamentable that they should have degraded

1 T give this passage exactly as I find it in my notes : but it strikes me that something
explanatory must have been accidentally omitted, and perhaps that the word 1 have
written °‘ continuity ” ought to be comtignity. 1 might have left out the whole from
““Just as the body ” down to “the pure and the perpetual,” but I preferred showing

my own imperfectness to omitting what may be clear to others, though, at this distance

of time, not so evident to me. The general point and bearing of what Coleridge said
will be easily understood.—]J. P, C.
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their mighty powers to such base designs and purposes,
dissolving the rich pearls of their great faculties in a
worthless acid, to be drunken by a harlot. What was
seeking the favour of the Queen, to a man like Bacon, but
the mere courtship ot harlotry ?

Compare this age with that of the republicans: that
indeed was an awful age, as compared with our own.
England may be said to have then overflowed from the
fulness of grand principle—from the greatness which men
felt in themselves, abstracted from the prudence with which
they ought to have considered, whether their principles
were, or were not, adapted to the condition of mankind at
large. Compare the revolution then effected with that of
a day not long past, when the bubbling-up and overflowing
was occasioned by the elevation of the dregs—when there
was a total absence of all principle, when the dregs had
risen from the bottom to the top, and thus converted into
scum, founded a monarchy to be the poisonous bane and
misery of the rest of mankind.

It 1s absolutely necessary to recollect, that the age m
which Shakspeare lived was one of great abilities applied
to individual and prudential purposes, and not an age of
high moral feeling and lofty principle, which gives a man
of genius the power of thinking of all things in reference
to all. If, then, we should find that Shakspeare took
these materials as they were presented to him, and yet to
all effectual purposes produced the same grand result as
others attempted to produce 1n an age so much more
favourable, shall we not feel and acknowledge the purity
and holiness of genius—a light, which, however it might
shine on a dunghill, was as pure as the divine effluence
which created all the beauty of nature ?

One of the consequences of the idea prevalent at the
period when Shakspeare flourished, viz., that persons must
be men of talents in proportion as they were gentlemen,
renders certain characters in his dramas natural with
reference to the date when they were drawn : when we
read them we are aware that they are not of our age, and
in one sense they may be said to be of no age. A friend
of mine well remarked of Spenser, that he 1s out of space :
the reader never knows where he 1s, but still he knows,
from the consciousness within him, that all 1s as natural
and proper, as if the country where the action is laid were



410 The Sixth Lecture

distinctly pointed out, and marked down in a map. Shak-
speare 1s as much out of time, as Spenser is out of space ;
yet we feel conscious, though we never knew that such
characters existed, that they might exist, and are satisfied
with the belief in their existence.

This circumstance enabled Shakspeare to paint truly,
and according to the colouring of nature, a vast number
of personages by the simple force of meditation : he had
only to imitate certain parts of his own character, or to
eXaggerate such as existed in possibility, and they were
at once true to nature, and fragments of the divine mind
that drew them. Men who see the great luminary of our
system through various optical instruments declare that it
seems either square, triangular, or round, when in truth
it is still the sun, unchanged in shape and proportion. So
with the characters of our great poet: some may think
them of one form, and some of another , but they are still
nature, still Shakspeare, and the creatures of his meditation.

When I use the term meditation, I do not mean that
our great dramatist was without observation of external
circumstances : quite the reverse : but mere observation
may be able to produce an accurate copy, and even to
turnish to other men’s minds more than the copyist pro-
tessed ; but what is produced can only consist of parts and
fragments, according to the means and extent of observa-
tion. Meditation looks at every character with Iinterest,
only as 1t contains something generally true, and such as
might be expressed in a philosophical problem.

Shakspeare’s characters may be reduced to a few—-that
1s to say, to a few classes of characters. If you take his
gentlemen, for instance, Biron is seen again in Mercutio, in
Benedick, and in several others. They are men who com-
bine the politeness of the courtier with the faculties of high
intellect—those powers of combination and severance
which only belong to an intellectual mind. The wonder is
how Shakspeare can thus disguise himself, and possess such
miraculous powers of conveying what he means without
betraying the poet, and without even producing the con-
sclousness of him.

In the address of Mercutio regarding Queen Mab, which
is so well known that it is unnecessary to repeat it, is to be
noted all the fancy of the poet ; and the language in which
it is conveyed possesses such facility and felicity, that one
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would almost say that it was impossible for it to be thought,
unless it were thought as naturally, and without effort,
as Mercutio repeats it. This is the great art by which
Shakspeare combines the poet and the gentleman through-
out, borrowing from his most amiable nature that which
alone could combine them, a perfect simplicity of mind, a
delight in all that is excellent for its own sake, without
reference to himself as causing it, and by that which dis-
tinguishes him from all other poets, alluded to by one of
his admirers in a short poem, where he tells us that while
Shakspeare possessed all the powers of a man, and more
than a man, yet he had all the feelings, the sensibility, the
purity, innocence, and delicacy of an affectionate girl of
eighteen.

Before I enter upon the merits of the tragedy of ** Romeo
and Juliet,” it will be necessary for me to say something of
the language of our country. And here 1 beg leave to
observe, that although I have announced these as lectures
upon Milton and Shakspeare, they are in reality, as also
stated in the prospectus, intended to illustrate the prin-
ciples of poetry: therefore, all must not be regarded as
mere digression which does not immediately and ex-
clusively refer to those writers. I have chosen them, in
order to bring under the notice of my hearers great general
truths : in fact, whatever may aid myself, as well as others,
in deciding upon the claims of all writers of all countries.

The language, that is to say the particular tongue, in
which Shakspeare wrote, cannot be left out of considera-
tion. It will not be disputed, that one language may pos-
sess advantages which another does not enjoy; and we
may state with confidence, that English excels all other lan-
guages in the number of its practical words. The French
may bear the palm in the names of trades, and in military
and diplomatic terms. Of the German it may be said,
that, exclusive of many mineralogical words, it is incom-
parable in its metaphysical and psychological force : in
another respect it nearly rivals the Greek,

‘““ The learned Greek, rich in fit epithets,
Blest in the lovely marriage of pure words ;" ?

I mean in its capability of composition—of forming com-

1 From Act I., Scene 1, of ‘“Lingua, or the Combat of the Tongue and the Five
Senses.” This drama is reprinted in Dodsley’s Old Plays, vol. v. (last edition), and
the lines may be found on p. ro7 of that volume.
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pound words. Italian is the sweetest and softest language ;
Spanish the most majestic. All these have their peculiar
faults ; but I never can agree that any language is unfit for
poetry, although different languages, from the condition
and circumstances of the people, may certainly be adapted
to one species of poetry more than to another.

Take the French as an example. It is, perhaps, the most
perspicuous and pointed language in the world, and there-
fore best fitted for conversation, for the expression of light
and airy passion, attaining its object by peculiar and
felicitous turns of phrase, which are evanescent, and, like
the beautifully coloured dust on the wings of a butterfly,
must not be judged by the test of touch. It appears as if
it were all surface and had no substratum, and it constantly
most dangerously tampers with morals, without positively
offending decency. As the language for what is called
modern genteel comedy all others must yield to French.

Italian can only be deemed second to Spanish, and
Spanish to Greek, which contains all the excellences of
all languages. Italian, though sweet and soft, is not
deficient in force and dignity ; and I may appeal to Ariosto,
as a poet who displays to the utmost advantage the use
of his native tongue for all purposes, whether of passion,
sentiment, humour, or description.

But m English I find that which is possessed by no other
modern language, and which, as it were, appropriates it to
the drama. It is a language made out of many, and it has
consequently many words, which originally had the same
meaning ; but in the progress of society those words have
gradually assumed different shades of meaning. Take
any homogeneous language, such as German, and try to
translate into it the following lines :—

" But not to one, in this benighted age,
Is that diviner inspiration given,
That burns in Shakspeare’s or in Milton’s page,
The pomp and prodigality of heaven.”
GRAY’S Stanzas to Bentley.

In German it would be necessary to say “ the pomp
and spendthriftness of heaven,” because the German has
not, as we have, one word with two such distinct meanings,
one expressing the nobler, the other the baser idea of the
same action.

The monosyllabic character of English enables us,
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besides, to express more meaning in a shorter compass than
can be done in any other language. In truth, English
may be called the harvest of the unconscious wisdom of
various nations, and was not the formation of any particu-
lar time, or assemblage of individuals. Hence the number
of its passionate phrases—its metaphorical terms, not
borrowed from poets, but adopted by them. Our com-
monest people, when excited by passion, constantly employ
them : if a mother lose her child she 1s full of the wildest
fancies, and the words she uses assume a tone of dignity ;
for the constant hearing and reading of the Bible and
Liturgy clothes her thoughts not only in the most natural,
but in the most beautiful forms of language.

I have been induced to offer these remarks, 1n order to
obviate an objection often made against Shakspeare on
the ground of the multitude of his conceits. I do not
pretend to justify every conceit, and a vast number have
been most unfairly imputed to him ; for I am satisfied that
many portions of scenes attributed to Shakspeare were
never written by him. I admit, however, that even in
those which bear the strongest characteristics of his mind,
there are some conceits not strictly to be wvindicated.
The notion against which I declare war 1s, that whenever
a conceit 1s met with it is unnatural. People who enter-
tain this opinion forget, that had they lived in the age
of Shakspeare, they would have deemed them natural.
Dryden 1n his translation of Juvenal has used the words
“ Look round the world,” which are a literal version of
the original ; but Dr. Johnson has swelled and expanded
this expression into the following couplet :—

‘“ Let observation, with extensive view,
Survey mankind from China to Peru ;™
Vanity of Human Wishes.

mere bombast and tautology; as much as to say, ‘ Let
observation with extensive observation observe mankind
extensively.”’

Had Dr. Johnson hived in the time of Shakspeare, or
even of Dryden, he would never have been guilty of such
an outrage upon common sense and common language ;
and 1f people would, 1n 1dea, throw themselves back a
couple of centuries, they would find that conceits, and even
puns, were very allowable, because very natural. Puns
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often arise out of a mingled sense of injury, and contempt
of the person inflicting it, and, as it seems to me, it is a
natural way of expressing that mixed feeling. I could
poimnt out puns in Shakspeare, where they appear almost
as 1f the first openings of the mouth of nature—where
nothing else could so properly be said.  This is not peculiar
to puns, but 1s of much wider application : read any part
of the works of our great dramatist, and the conviction
comes upon you irresistibly, not only that what he puts
into the mouths of his personages might have been said,
but that 1t must have been said, because nothing so proper
could have been said.

In a future lecture I will enter somewhat into the history
of conceits, and shew the wise use that has heretofore been
made of them. I will now (and I hope it will be received
with favour) attempt a defence of conceits and puns,
taking my examples mainly from the poet under considera-
tion. 1 admit, of course, that they may be misapplied ;
but throughout life, I may say, I never have discovered
the wrong use of a thing, without having previously dis-
covered the right use of it. To the young I would remark,
that 1t 1s always unwise to judge of anything by its defects :
the first attempt ought to be to discover its excellences.
If a man come Into my company and abuse a book, his
invectives coming down like water from a shower bath, I
never feel obliged to him : he probably tells me no news,
for all works, even the best, have defects, and they are
easily seen ; but if a man show me beauties, I thank him
for his imnformation, because, in my time, I have unfortu-
nately gone through so many volumes that have had little
or nothing to recommend them. Always begin with the
good—a fove principium—and the bad will make itself
evident enough, quite as soon as is desirable.

1 will proceed to speak of Shakspeare’s wit, in connexion
with his much abused puns and conceits; because an
excellent writer, who has done good service to the public
taste by driving out the nonsense of the Italian school, has
expressed his surprise, that all the other excellences of
Shakspeare were, in a greater or less degree, possessed by
his contemporaries : thus, Ben Jonson had one qualifica-
tion, Massinger another, while he declares that Beaumont
and Fletcher had equal knowledge of human nature, with
more varlety. The point in which none of them had
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approached Shakspeare, according to this writer, was his
wit. I own, I was somewhat shocked to see it gravely said
in print, that the quality by which Shakspeare was to be
individualised from all others was, what is ordinarily called,
wit. I had read his plays over and over, and it did not
strike me that wit was his great and characteristic superi-
ority. In reading Voltaire, or (to take a standard and most
witty comedy as an example) in reading ““ The School for
Scandal,” 1 never experienced the same sort of feeling as
in reading Shakspeare.

That Shakspeare has wit is indisputable, but it is not
the same kind of wit as 1n other writers : his wit is blended
with the other qualities of his works, and is, by its nature,
capable of being so blended. It appears in all parts of his
productions, in his tragedies, comedies, and histories : it is
not like the wit of Voltaire, and of many modern writers,
to whom the epithet * witty *’ has been properly applied,
whose wit consists in a mere combination of words ; but
in at least nine times out of ten in Shakspeare, the wit is
produced not by a combination of words, but by a com-
bination of images.

It is not always easy to distinguish between wit and
fancy. When the whole pleasure received i1s derived from
surprise at an unexpected turn of expression, then I call
it wit; but when the pleasure is produced not only by
surprise, but also by an image which remains with us and
gratifies for its own sake, then I call it fancy. I know of
no mode so satisfactory of distinguishing between wit and
fancy. I appeal to the recollection of those who hear me,
whether the greater part of what passes for wit in Shak-
speare, 1S not most exquisite humour, heightened by a
figure, and attributed to a particular character ? Take
the instance of the flea on Bardolph’s nose, which Falstaff
compares to a soul sutfering in purgatory. The images
themselves, In cases like this, afford a great part of the
pleasure.

These remarks are not without importance in forming
a judgment of poets and writers in general : there is a wide
difference between the talent which gives a sort of electric
surprise by a mere turn of phrase, and that higher ability
which produces surprise by a permanent medium, and
always leaves something behind it, which satisfies the
mind as well as tickles the hearing. The first belongs to
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men of cleverness, who, having been long in the world
have observed the turns of phrase which please in company,
and which, passing away the moment, are passed in a
moment, being no longer recollected than the time they
take 1n utterance. We must all have seen and known
such people ; and I remember saying of one of them that
he was like a man who squandered his estate in farthings :
he gave away so many, that he must needs have been
wealthy. This sort of talent by no means constitutes
genius, aithough it has some affinity to it.

The wit of Shakspeare is, as it were, like the flourishing
of a man’s stick, when he is walking, in the full low of
animal spirits : it is a sort of exuberance of hilarity which
disburdens, and it resembles a conductor, to distribute a
portion of our gladness to the surrounding air. While,
however, it disburdens, it leaves behind what is weightiest
and most important, and what most contributes to some
direct aim and purpose.

I will now touch upon a very serious charge against
Shakspeare—that of indecency and immorality. Many
have been those who have endeavoured to exculpate him
by saying, that it was the vice of his age; but he was
too great to require exculpation from the accidents of any
age. These persons have appealed to Beaumont and
Fletcher, to Massinger, and to other less eminent drama-
tists, to prove that what is complained of was common to
them all. Oh! shame and sorrow, if it were so : there is
nothing common to Shakspeare and to other writers of his
day—not even the language they employed.

In order to form a proper judgment upon this point, it
1s necessary to make a distinction between manners and
morals ; and that distinction being once established, and
clearly comprehended, Shakspeare will appear as pure a
writer, 1n reference to all that we ought to be, and to all
that we ought to feel, as he is wonderful in reference to
his intellectual faculties.

By manners I mean what is dependent on the par-
cular customs and fashions of the age. Even in a state
of comparative barbarism as to manners, there may be,
and there 1s, morality. But give me leave to say that
we have seen much worse times than those—times when
the mind was so enervated and degraded, that the most
distant associations, that could possibly connect our ideas
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with the basest feelings, immediately brought forward
those base feelings, without reference to the nobler im-
pulses ; thus destroying the little remnant of humanity,
excluding from the mind what 1s good, and introducing
what is bad to keep the bestial nature company.

On looking through Shakspeare, offences against
decency and manners may certainly be pointed out;
but let us examine history minutely, and we shall find
that this was the ordinary language of the time, and then
let us ask, where 1s the offence ? The offence, so to call
it, was not committed wantonly, and for the sake of
offending, but for the sake of merriment; for what is
most observable in Shakspeare, 1in reference to this topic,
is that what he says is always calculated to raise a gust
of laughter, that would, as it were, blow away all impure
ideas, 1if it did not excite abhorrence of them.

Above all, let us compare him with some modern writers,
the servile imitators of the French, and we shall receive
a most instructive lesson. I may take the liberty of
reading the following note, written by me after witnessing
the performance of a modern play at Malta, about nine
years ago:—"1 went to the theatre, and came away
without waiting for the entertainment. The longer I live,
the more I am impressed with the exceeding immorality
of modern plays: I can scarcely refrain from anger and
laughter at the shamelessness, and the absurdity of the
presumption which presents itself, when I think of their
pretences to superior morality, compared with the plays
of Shakspeare.”

Here let me pause for one moment; for while reading
my note I call to mind a novel, on the sofa or toilet of
nearly every woman of quality, in which the author
gravely warns parents against the indiscreet communica-
tion to their children of the contents of some parts of
the Bible, as calculated to injure their morals. Another
modern author, who has done his utmost to undermine
the innocence of the young of both sexes, has the effrontery
to protest against the exhibition of the bare leg of a
Corinthian female. My note thus pursues the subject :(—

““ In Shakspeare there are a few gross speeches, but it
1s doubtful to me if they would produce any ill effect on
an unsullied mind ; while in some modern plays, as well as
in some modern novels, there is a systematic undermining

O
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of all morality: they are written in the true cant of
humanity, that has no object but to impose: where
virtue is not placed in action, or in the habits that lead to
acuion, but, like the title of a book I have heard of, they
are * a hot huddle of indefinite sensations.” In these the
lowest incitements to piety are obtruded upon us; like
an 1mpudent rascal at a masquerade, who is well known
in spite of his vizor, or known by it, and yet is allowed to
be impudent in virtue of his disguise. In short, I appeal
to the whole of Shakspeare’s writings, whether his gross-
ness 1s not the mere sport of fancy, dissipating low feelings
by exciting the intellect, and only injuring while it offends ?
Modern dramas injure in consequence of not offending.
Shakspeare’s worst passages are grossnesses against the
degradations of our nature: those of our modern plays
are too often delicacies directly in favour of them.”

>uch was my note, made nine years ago, and I have
since seen every reason to adhere firmly to the opinions
1t expresses.

In my next lecture I will proceed to an examination of
" Romeo and Juliet ; ”’ and I take that tragedy, because
n it are to be found all the crude materials of future
excellence. The poet, the great dramatic poet, is through-
out seen, but the various parts of the composition are
not blended with such harmony as in some of his after
writings. I am directed to it, more than all, for this
reason,—because it affords me the best opportunity of
introducing Shakspeare as a delineator of female char-
acter, and of love in all its forms, and with all the emotions
which deserve that sweet and man-elevating name.

It has been remarked, I believe by Dryden, that Shak-
speare wrote for men only, but Beaumont and Fletcher
(or rather “ the gentle Fletcher ”’) for women. I wish to
begin by shewing, not only that this is not true, but that,
of all writers for the stage, he only has drawn the female
character with that mixture of the real and of the ideal
which belongs to it; and that there is no one female
personage 1n the plays of all his contemporaries, of whom
a man, seriously examining his heart and his good sense, -
can say “ Let that woman be my companion through
life : let her be the subject of my suit, and the reward of
my success.”’

END OF THE SIXTH LECTURE.
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THE» SEVENTH L ECTURE.

IN a former lecture 1 endeavoured to point out the union
of the Poet and the Philosopher, or rather the warm embrace
between them, in the  Venus and Adonis”’ and ‘ Lucrece ”’
of Shakspeare. From thence I passed on to ‘ Love’s
Labour’s Lost,”” as the link between his character as a Poet,
and his art as a Dramatist ; and I shewed that, although in
that work the former was still predominant, yet that the
germs of his subsequent dramatic power were easily
discernible.

I will now, as I promised in my last, proceed to “ Romeo
and Juliet,” not because it is the earliest, or among the
earliest of Shakspeare’s works of that kind, but because
in it are to be found specimens, in degree, of all the ex-
cellences which he afterwards displayed in his more
perfect dramas, but differing from them in being less
forcibly evidenced, and less happily combined : all the
parts are more or less present, but they are not united
with the same harmony.

There are, however, in “° Romeo and Juliet”’ passages
where the poet’s whole excellence 1s evinced, so that
nothing superior to them can be met with in the pro-
ductions of his after years. The main distinction between
this play and others is, as I said, that the parts are less
happily combined, or to borrow a phrase from the painter,
the whole work i1s less in keeping. Grand portions are
produced : we have limbs of giant growth; but the
production, as a whole, 1n which each part gives delight
for itself, and the whole, consisting of these delightful
parts, communicates the highest intellectual pleasure and
satisfaction, is the result of the application of judgment
and taste. These are not to be attained but by painful
study, and to the sacrifice of the stronger pleasures derived
from the dazzling light which a man of genius throws over
every circumstance, and where we are chiefly struck
by wvivid and distinct images. Taste 1s an attainment
after a poet has been disciplined by experience, and has
added to genius that talent by which he knows what part
of his genius he can make acceptable, and intelligible to
the portion of mankind for which he writes.

In my mind it would be a hopeless symptom, as regards
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genius, 1f I found a young man with anything like perfect
taste. In the earlier works of Shakspeare we have a pro-
fusion of double epithets, and sometimes even the coarsest
terms are employed, if they convey a more vivid image ;
but by degrees the associations are connected with the
image they are designed to impress, and the poet descends
from the ideal into the real world so far as to conjoin both—
to give a sphere of active operations to the ideal, and to
elevate and refine the real.

In ““ Romeo and Juliet ” the principal characters may
be divided into two classes: in one class passion—the
passion of love—is drawn and drawn truly, as well as
beautitfully ; but the persons are not individualised farther
than as the actor appears on the stage. It is a very just
description and development of love, without giving, if I
may so express myself, the philosophical history of it—
without shewing how the man became acted upon by that
particular passion, but leading it through all the incidents
of the drama, and rendering it predominant.

Tybalt 1s, iIn himself, a commonplace personage. And
here allow me to remark upon a great distinction between
Shakspeare, and all who have written in imitation of him.
I know no character in his plays (unless indeed Pistol be
an exception) which can be called the mere portrait of an
individual : while the reader feels all the satisfaction
arising from individuality, yet that very individual is a
sort of class character, and this circumstance renders
Shakspeare the poet of all ages.

Tybalt 1s a man abandoned to his passions—with all the
pride of family, only because he thought it belonged to
him as a member of that family, and valuing himself
highly, simply because he does not care for death. This
indifterence to death is perhaps more common than any
other feeling: men are apt to flatter themselves extra-
vagantly, merely because they possess a quality which it
1s a disgrace not to have, but which a wise man never puts
forward, but when 1t 1s necessary.

Jeremy Taylor in one part of his voluminous works,
speaking of a great man, says that he was naturally a
coward, as indeed most men are, knowing the value of life,
but the power of his reason enabled him, when required,
to conduct himself with uniform courage and hardihood.
The good bishop, perhaps, had in his mind a story, told by
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one of the ancients, of a Philosopher and a Coxcomb, on
board the same ship during a storm : the Coxcomb reviled
the Philosopher for betraying marks of fear: “ Why are
you so frightened ? I am not afraid of being drowned :
I do not care a farthing for my life.”—‘ You are perfectly
right,” said the Philosopher, ‘ for your life is not worth a
farthing.”

Shakspeare never takes pains to make his characters
win your esteem, but leaves it to the general command of
the passions, and to poetic justice. It is most beautiful
to observe, in ‘“ Romeo and Juliet,” that the characters
principally engaged tn the incidents are preserved innocent
from all that could lower them in our opinion, while the
rest of the personages, deserving little interest in them-
selves, derive it from being instrumental in those situations
in which the more important personages develope their
thoughts and passions.

Look at Capulet—a worthy, noble-minded old man of
high rank, with all the impatience that is likely to accom-
pany it. It is delightful to see all the sensibilities of our
nature so exquisitely called forth ; as if the poet had the
hundred arms of the polypus, and had thrown them out
in all directions to catch the predominant feeling. We may
see in Capulet the manner in which anger seizes hold of
everything that comes in its way, in order to express itself,
as in the lines where he reproves Tybalt for his fierceness of

behaviour, which led him to wish to insult a Montague, and
disturb the merriment.—

“ Go to, go to;
You are a saucy boy. Is’t so, indeed ?

This trick may chance to scath you ;—I know what.
You must contrary me ! marry, ’tis time.—

Well said, my hearts |—You are a princox: go:

Be quiet or—More light, more light | —For shame !
I'll make you quiet.—What! cheerly, my hearts ! ™

| Act 1., Scene 5,
The line

““ This trick may chance to scath you ;—I know what,”

was an allusion to the legacy Tybalt might expect ; and
then, seeing the lights burn dimly, Capulet turns his anger
against the servants. Thus we see that no one passion

is so predominant, but that it includes all the parts ot the
character, and the reader never has a mere abstract of a
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passion, as of wrath or ambition, but the whole man is
presented to him-—the one predominant passion acting, if
I may so say, as the leader of the band to the rest.

It could not be expected that the poet should introduce
such a character as Hamlet into every play; but even
in those personages, which are subordinate to a hero so
eminently philosophical, the passion is at least rendered
mstructive, and induces the reader to look with a keener
eye, and a finer judgment into human nature.

Shakspeare has this advantage over all other dramatists
—that he has availed himself of his psychological genius
to develope all the minutiee of the human heart : shewing
us the thing that, to common observers, he seems solely
intent upon, he makes visible what we should not other-
wise have seen : just as, after looking at distant objects
through a telescope, when we behold them subsequently
with the naked eye, we see them with greater distinctness,
and 1 more detail, than we should otherwise have done.

Mercutio is one of our poet’s truly Shakspearean char-
acters ; for throughout his plays, but especially in those
of the highest order, it is plain that the personages were
drawn rather from meditation than from observation, or
to speak correctly, more from observation, the child of
meditation. It 1s comparatively easy for a man to go
about the world, as if with a pocket-book in his hand,
caretully noting down what he sees and hears : by practice
he acquires considerable facility in representing what he
has observed, himself frequently unconscious of its worth,
or its bearings. This is entirely different from the observa-
tion of a mind, which, having formed a theory and a
system upon 1ts own nature, remarks all things that are
examples of its truth, confirming it in that truth, and,
above all, enabling it to convey the truths of philosophy,
as mere effects derived from, what we may call, the outward
watchings of life.

Hence it 1s that Shakspeare’s favourite characters are
tull of such lively intellect. Mercutio is a man possessing
all the elements of a poet : the whole world was, as it were,
subject to his law of association. Whenever he wishes to
impress anything, all things become his servants for the
purpose : all things tell the same tale, and sound in unison.
This faculty, moreover, is combined with the manners
and feelings of a perfect gentleman, himself utterly un-
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conscious of his powers. By his loss it was contrived that
the whole catastrophe of the tragedy should be brought
about : it endears him to Romeo, and gives to the death of
Mercutio an importance which it could not otherwise have
acquired.

I say this in answer to an observation, I think by Dryden
(to which indeed Dr. Johnson has fully replied), that Shak-
speare having carried the part of Mercutio as far as he
could, till his genius was exhausted, had killed him in the
third Act, to get him out of the way. What shallow
nonsense ! As I have remarked, upon the death of
Mercutio the whole catastrophe depends ; 1t is produced
by it. The scene in which it occurs serves to show how
indifference to any subject but one, and aversion to activity
on the part of Romeo, may be overcome and roused to the
most resolute and determined conduct. Had not Mercutio
been rendered so amiable and so interesting, we could not
have felt so strongly the necessity for Romeo’s interference,
connecting it immediately, and passionately, with the
future fortunes of the lover and his mistress.

But what am I to say of the Nurse ? We have been
told that her character is the mere fruit of observation—
that it is like Swift’s ¢ Polite Conversation,”’ certainly the
most stupendous work of human memory, and of un-
ceasingly active attention to what passes around us, upon
record. The Nurse in “ Romeo and Juliet” has some-
times been compared to a portrait by Gerard Dow, In
which every hair was so exquisitely painted, that it would
bear the test of the microscope. Now, I appeal confidently
to my hearers whether the closest observation of the
manners of one or two old nurses would have enabled
Shakspeare to draw this character of admirable generalisa-
tion ? Surely not. Let any man conjure up in his mind
all the qualities and peculiarities that can possibly belong
to a nurse, and he will find them in Shakspeare’s picture
of the old woman : nothing is omitted. This effect i1s not
produced by mere observation. The great prerogative
of genius (and Shakspeare felt and availed himself of it)
is now to swell itself to the dignity of a god, and new to
subdue and keep dormant some part of that lofty nature,
and to descend even to the lowest character—to become
everything, in fact, but the vicious.

Thus. in the Nurse you have all the garrulity of old-
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age, and all its fondness ; for the affection of old-age is one
of the greatest consolations of humanity. I have often
thought what a melancholy world this would be without
children, and what an inhuman world without the aged.

You have also in the Nurse the arrogance of ignorance,
with the pride of meanness at being connected with a
great family. You have the grossness, too, which that
situation never removes, though it sometimes suspends it ;
and, arising from that grossness, the little low vices
attendant upon 1t, which, indeed, in such minds are
scarcely vices.—Romeo at one time was the most delight-
ful and excellent young man, and the Nurse all willingness
to assist him ; but her disposition soon turns in favour
of Paris, for whom she professes precisely the same admira-
tion. How wonderfully are these low peculiarities con-
trasted with a young and pure mind, educated under
different circumstances !

Another point ought to be mentioned as characteristic
of the ignorance of the Nurse :—it is, that in all her re-
collections, she assists herself by the remembrance of
visual circumstances. The great difference, in this respect.
between the cultivated and the uncultivated mind is
this—that the cultivated mind will be found to recal
the past by certain regular trains of cause and effect :
whereas, with the uncultivated mind, the past is recalled
wholly by coincident images, or facts which happened
at the same time. This position is fully exemplified in
the following passages put into the mouth of the Nurse ;—

““ Even or odd, of all days in the year,
Come Lammas eve at night shall she be fourteen.
Susan and she—God rest all Christian souls |—
Were of an age.—Well, Susan is with God ;
She was too good for me. But, as I said,
On Lammas eve at night shall she be fourteen :
That shall she, marry : I remember it well.
"Tis since the earthquake now eleven years ;
And she was wean’d,—I never shall forget it,—
Of all the days of the year, upon that day ;
For I bad then laid wormwood to my dug,
Sitting in the sun under the dove-house wall :
My lord and you were then at Mantua.—
Nay, I do bear a brain :—but, as I said,
When it did taste the wormwood on the nipple
Of my dug, and felt it bitter, pretty fool,
To see it tetchy, and fall out with the dug !
Shake, quoth the dove-house : ’twas no need, I trow,
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To bid me trudge.
And since that time it is eleven years ;
For then she could stand alone.”’

Act I., Scene 3.

She afterwards goes on with similar visual impressions,
so true to the character.—More is here brought into one
portrait than could have been ascertained by one man’s
mere observation, and without the introduction of a single
Incongruous point.

I honour, I love, the works of Fielding as much, or
perhaps more, than those of any other writer of fiction
~ of that kind : take Fielding in his characters of postillions,
landlords, and landladies, waiters, or indeed, of anybody
who had come before his eye, and nothing can be more
true, more happy, or more humorous ; but in all his chief
personages, Tom Jones for instance, where Fielding was
not directed by observation, where he could not assist
himself by the close copying of what he saw, where it is
necessary that something should take place, some words
be spoken, or some object described, which he could not
have witnessed (his soliloquies for example, or the inter-
view between the hero and Sophia Western before the
reconciliation) and I will venture to say, loving and honour-
ing the man and his productions as I do, that nothing can
be more forced and unnatural : the language is without
vivacity or spirit, the whole matter is incongruous, and
totally destitute of psychological truth.

On the other hand, look at Shakspeare: where can
any character be produced that does not speak the language
of nature ? where does he not put into the mouths
of his dramatis persone, be they high or low, Kings or
Constables, precisely what they must have said ? Where,
from observation, could he learn the language proper
to Sovereigns, Queens, Noblemen or Generals ? yet he
invariably uses it.—Where, from observation, could he
have learned such lines as these, which are put into the
mouth of Othello, when he is talking to Iago of Brabantio ?

““ Let him do his spite :
My services, which I have done the signiory,
>hall out-tongue his complaints. ’Tis yet to know,
Which, when I know that boasting is an honour,
I shall promulgate, I fetch my life and being
From men of royal siege ; and my demerits
May speak, unbonneted, to as proud a fortune



426 The Seventh Lecture

As this that I have reach’d : for know, Iago,
But that I love the gentle Desdemona,
I would not my unhoused free condition
Put into circumscription and confine
For the sea’s worth.”
Act I., Scene 2.

I ask where was Shakspeare to observe such language
as this ? If he did observe it, it was with the inward eye
of meditation upon his own nature: for the time, he
became Othello, and spoke as Othello, in such circum-
stances, must have spoken.

Another remark I may make upon ‘‘ Romeo and Juliet ”
18, that in this tragedy the poet is not, as I have hinted,
entirely blended with the dramatist,—at least, not in the
degree to be afterwards noticed in “ Lear,” ‘‘ Hamlet,”
* Othello,” or * Macbeth.” Capulet and Montague not
untrequently talk a language only belonging to the poet,
and not so characteristic of, and peculiar to, the passions
of persons in the situations in which they are placed—a
mistake, or rather an indistinctness, which many of our
later dramatists have carried through the whole of their
productions. |

When I read the song of Deborah, I never think that
she 1s a poet, although I think the song itself a sublime
poem : 1t 1S as sumple a dithyrambic production as exists
in any language; but it is the proper and characteristic
effusion of a woman highly elevated by triumph, by the
natural hatred of oppressors, and resulting from a bitter
sense of wrong : 1t 1s a song of exultation on deliverance
irom these evils, a deliverance accomplished by herself.
When she exclaims, “ The inhabitants of the villages
ceased, they ceased in Israel, until that I, Deborah, arose,
that I arose a mother in Israel,” it is poetry in the highest
sense : we have no reason, however, to suppose that if she
had not been agitated by passion, and animated by victory,
she would have been able so to express herself : or that
if she had been placed in different circumstances, she
would have used such language of truth and passion. We
are to remember that Shakspeare, not placed under cir-
cumstances of excitement, and only wrought upon by
his own vivid and vigorous imagination, writes a language
that invariably, and intuitively becomes the condition and
position of each character.

On the other hand, there is a language not descriptive
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of passion, nor uttered under the influence of it, which 1s
at the same time poetic, and shows a high and active
fancy, as when Capulet says to Paris,—

‘“ Such comfort as do lusty young men feel,
When well-apparell’d April on the heel
Of limping winter treads, even such delight
Among fresh female buds, shall you this night
Inherit at my house.”

Act 1., Scene 2.

Here the poet may be said to speak, rather than the
dramatist ; and it would be easy to adduce other passages
from this play, where Shakspeare, for a moment forgetting
the character, utters his own words 1n his own person.

In my mind, what have often been censured as Shak-
speare’s conceits are completely justifiable, as belonging
to the state, age, or feeling of the individual. Some-
times, when they cannot be vindicated on these grounds,
they may well be excused by the taste of his own and ot
the preceding age ; as for instance, in Romeo’s speech,

‘“ Here’s much to do with hate, but more with love :—
Why then, O brawling love ! O loving hate !
O anything, of nothing first created !
O heavy lightness ! serious vanity !
Misshapen chaos of well-seeming forms !
Feather of lead, bright smoke, cold fire, sick health !
Still-waking sleep, that is not whatitis!”
Act I., Scene 1.

I dare not pronounce such passages as these to be
absolutely unnatural, not merely because I consider the
author a much better judge than I can be, but because I
can understand and allow for an effort of the mind, when
it would describe what it cannot satisfy itself with the
description of, to reconcile opposites and qualify contra-
dictions, leaving a middle state of mind more strictly
appropriate to the imagination than any other, when it
is."as it were, hovering between images. As soon as it is
fixed on one image, it becomes understanding ; but while
it is unfixed and wavering between them, attaching itself
permanently to none, it is imagination. Such 1s the fine

description of Death in Milton :—

‘“ The other shape,
If shape it might be call’d, that shape had none
Distinguishable in member, joint, or limb,
Or substance might be call’d, that shadow seem’d,
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For each seem’d either : black it stood as night ;
Fierce as ten furies, terrible as hell,
And shook a dreadful dart: what seem’d his head
The likeness of a kingly crown had on.”
Paradise Lost, Book II.

The grandest efforts of poetry are where the imagination
is called forth, not to produce a distinct form, but a strong
working of the mind, still offering what is still repelled,
and again creating what is again rejected ; the result being
what the poet wishes to impress, namely, the substitution
of a sublime feeling of the unimaginable for a mere image.
I have sometimes thought that the passage just read might
be quoted as exhibiting the narrow limit of painting, as
compared with the boundless power of poetry: painting
cannot go beyond a certain point ; poetry rejects all control,
all confinement. Yet we know that sundry painters have
attempted pictures of the meeting between Satan and
Death at the gates of Hell; and how was Death repre-
sented ? Not as Milton has described him, but by the
most defined thing that can be imagined—a skeleton, the
dryest and hardest image that it is possible to discover :
which, instead of keeping the mind in a state of activity,
reduces 1t to the merest passivity,—an image, compared
with which a square, a triangle, or any other mathematical
figure, is a luxuriant fancy.

It is a general but mistaken notion that, because some
forms of writing, and some combinations of thought, are
not usual, they are not natural ; but we are to recollect
that the dramatist represents his characters in every situa-
tion of life and 1n every state of mind, and there is no form
of language that may not be introduced with effect by a
great and judicious poet, and yet be most strictly according
to nature. Take punning, for instance, which may be the
lowest, but at all events 1s the most harmless, kind of wit,
because it never excites envy. A pun may be a necessary
consequence of association : one man, attempting to prove
something that was resisted by another, might, when
agitated by strong feeling, employ a term used by his
adversary with a directly contrary meaning to that for
which that adversary had resorted to it : it might come
into his mind as one way, and sometimes the best, of reply-
ing to that adversary. This form of speech is generally
produced by a mixture of anger and contempt, and punning
1s a natural mode of expressing them.
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It is my intention to pass over none of the important
so-called conceits of Shakspeare, not a few of which are
introduced into his later productions with great propriety
and effect. We are not to forget, that at the time he lived
there was an attempt at, and an affectation of, quaintness
and adornment, which emanated from the Court, and
against which satire was directed by Shakspeare in the
character of Osrick in Hamlet. Among the schoolmen of
that age, and earlier, nothing was more common than the
use of conceits : it began with the revival of letters, and
the bias thus given was very generally felt and acknow-
ledged.

I have in my possession a dictionary of phrases, in which
the epithets applied to love, hate, jealousy, and such
abstract terms, are arranged ; and they consist almost
entirely of words taken from Seneca and his imitators, or
from the schoolmen, showing perpetual antithesis, and
describing the passions by the conjunction and combination
of things absolutely irreconcileable. In treating the matter
thus, I am aware that I am only palliating the practice n
Shakspeare : he ought to have had nothing to do with
merely temporary peculiarities : he wrote not for his own
only, but for all ages, and so far I admit the use of some ot
his conceits to be a defect. They detract sometimes from
his universality as to time, person, and situation.

If we were able to discover, and to point out the peculiar
faults, as well as the peculiar beauties of Shakspeare, it
would materially assist us in deciding what authority ought
to be attached to certain portions of what are generally
called his works. If we met with a play, or certain scenes
of a play, in which we could trace neither his defects nor
his excellences, we should have the strongest reason for
believing that he had had no hand in it. In the case of
scenes so circumstanced we might come to the conclusion
that they were taken from the older plays, which, In some
instances, he reformed or altered, or that they were inserted
afterwards by some under-hand, in order to please the mob.
If a drama by Shakspeare turned out to be too heavy for
popular audiences, the clown might be called in to lighten
the representation; and if it appeared that what was
added was not in Shakspeare’s manner, the conclusion
would be inevitable, that it was not from Shakspeare's

pen.
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It remains for me to speak of the hero and heroine, of
Romeo and Juliet themselves : and I shall do so with un-
affected diffidence, not merely on account of the delicacy,
but of the great importance of the subject. T feel that it
1s impossible to defend Shakspeare from the most cruel of
all charges,—that he is an immoral writer—without enter-
ing fully into his mode of pourtraying female characters,
and of displaying the passion of love. It seems to me, that
he has done both with greater perfection than any other
writer of the known world, perhaps with the single excep-
tion of Milton in his delineation of Eve.

When I have heard it said, or seen it stated, that Shak-
~Speare wrote for man, but the gentle Fletcher for woman,
it has always given me something like acute pain, because
to me it seems to do the greatest injustice to Shakspeare :
when, too, I remember how much character is formed by
what we read, I cannot look upon it as a light question, to
be passed over as a mere amusement, like a game of cards or
chess. I never have been able to tame down my mind to
think poetry a sport, or an occupation for idle hours.

Perhaps there is no more sure criterion of refinement In
moral character, of the purity of intellectual intention,
and of the deep conviction and perfect sense of what our
own nature really is in all its combinations, than the
different definitions different men would give of love. I
L will not detain you by stating the various known defini-
tions, some of which it may be better not to repeat : I will
rather give you one of my own, which, I apprehend, is
equally free from the extravagance of pretended Platonism
(Which, like other things which super-moralise, is sure to
demoralise) and from its grosser opposite.

Considering myself and my fellow-men as a sort of link
between heaven and earth, being composed of body and
soul, with power to reason and to will, and with that
perpetual aspiration which tells us that this is ours for
a while, but it is not ourselves , considering man, I say,
In this two-fold character, yet united in one person, I con-
cerve that there can be no correct definition of love which
does not correspond with our being, and with that sub-
ordination of one part to another which constitutes our
perfection. I would say therefore that—

“Love is a desire of the whole being to be united to
some thing, or some being, felt necessary to its complete-
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ness, by the most perfect means that nature permits,
and reason dictates.”

It is inevitable to every noble mind, whether man or
woman, to feel itself, of itself, imperfect and insufficient,
not as an animal only, but as a moral being. How wonder-
fully, then, has Providence contrived for us, by making
that which is necessary to us a step in our exaltation to
a higher and nobler state! The Creator has ordained
that one should possess qualities which the other has not,
and the union of both is the most complete ideal of human
character. In everything the blending of the similar
with the dissimilar is the secret of all pure delight. Who
shall dare to stand alone, and vaunt himself, in himself,
sufficient ? In poetry it is the blending of passion with
order that constitutes perfection: this 1s stil more
the case in morals, and more than all in the exclusive
attachment of the sexes.

True it is, that the world and its business may be
carried on without marriage; but it is so evident that
Providence intended man (the only animal of all climates,
and whose reason is pre-eminent over instinct) to be the
master of the world, that marriage, or the knitting to-
gether of society by the tenderest, yet firmest ties, seems
ordained to render him capable of maintaining his superi-
ority over the brute creation. Man alone has been privi-
leged to clothe himself, and to do all things so as to make
him, as it were, a secondary creator of himself, and ot
his own happiness or misery : in this, as in all, the image
of the Deity is impressed upon him.

Providence, then, has not left us to prudence only ; for
the power of calculation, which prudence implies, cannot
have existed, but in a state which pre-supposes marriage.
If God has done this, shall we suppose that he has given
us no moral sense, no yearning, which 1s something more
than animal, to secure that, without which man might
form a herd, but could not be a society ? The very idea
seems to breathe absurdity.

From this union arise the paternal, filial, brotherly and
sisterly relations of life ; and every state is but a family
magnified. All the operations of mind, in short, all that
distinguishes us from brutes, originate in the more perfect
state of domestic life.—One infallible criterion in forming
an opinion of a man is the reverence in which he holds



122 The Seventh Lecture

women. Plato has said, that in this way we rise from
sensuality to affection, from affection to love, and from
love to the pure intellectual delight by which we become
worthy to conceive that infinite in ourselves, without
which it is impossible for man to believe in a God. In a
word, the grandest and most delightful of all promises
has been expressed to us by this practical state—our
marriage with the Redeemer of mankind.

I might safely appeal to every man who hears me, who
in youth has been accustomed to abandon himself to his
animal passions, whether when he first really fell in love,
the earliest symptom was not a complete change in his
manners, a contempt and a hatred of himself for having
excused his conduct by asserting, that he acted according
to the dictates of nature, that his vices were the Inevit-
able consequences of youth, and that his passions at that
period of life could not be conquered ? The surest friend
of chastity is love: it leads us, not to sink the mind in
the body, but to draw up the body to the mind—the
immortal part of our nature. See how contrasted in this
respect are some portions of the works of writers, whom I
need not name, with other portions of the same works :
the ebullitions of comic humour have at times, by a
lamentable confusion, been made the means of debasing
our nature, while at other times, even in the same volume,
we are happy to notice the utmost purity, such as the
purity of love, which above all other qualities renders us
most pure and lovely.

Love is not, like hunger, a mere selfish appetite : it is
an associative quality. The hungry savage is nothing but
an animal, thinking only of the satisfaction of his stomach -
what is the first effect of love, but to associate the feeling
with every object in nature ? the trees whisper, the roses
exhale their perfumes, the nightingales sing, nay the very
skies smile in unison with the feeling of true and pure
love. It gives to every object in nature a power of the
heart, without which it would indeed be spiritless.

Shakspeare has described this passion in various states
and stages, beginning, as was most natural with love in
the young. Does he open his play by making Romeo
and Juliet in love at first sight—at the first glimpse, as
any ordinary thinker would do ? Certainly not : he knew
what he was about, and how he was to accomplish what
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he was about : he was to develope the whole passion, and
he commences with the first elements—that sense of
imperfection, that yearning to combine itself with some-
thing lovely. Romeo became enamoured of the idea he
had formed in his own mind, and then, as it were, christened
the first real being of the contrary sex as endowed with
the perfections he desired. He appears to be in love with
Rosaline ; but, in truth, he is 1n love only with his own
idea. He felt that necessity of being beloved which no
noble mind can be without. Then our poet, our poet
who so well knew human nature, introduces Romeo to
Juliet, and makes it not only a violent, but a permanent
love—a point for which Shakspeare has been ridiculed by
the ignorant and unthinking. Romeo is first represented
In a state most susceptible of love, and then, seeing Juliet,
he took and retained the infection.

This brings me to observe upon a characteristic of
Shakspeare, which belongs to a man of profound thought
and high genius. It has been too much the custom,
when anything that happened in his dramas could not
easily be explained by the few words the poet has em-
ployed, to pass it 1dly over, and to say that it i1s beyond
our reach, and beyond the power of philosophy—a sort
of terra incognita for discoverers—a great ocean to be
hereafter explored. Others have treated such passages
as hints and glimpses of something now non-existent,
as the sacred fragments of an ancient and ruined temple,
all the portions of which are beautiful, although their
particular relation to each other is unknown. Shak-
speare knew the human mind, and its most minute and
intimate workings, and he never introduces a word, or a
thought, in vain or out of place : if we do not understand
him, 1t 1s our own fault or the fault of copyists and typo-
graphers ; but study, and the possession of some small
stock of the knowledge by which he worked, will enable
us often to detect and explain his meaning. He never
wrote at random, or hit upon points of character and
conduct by chance; and the smallest fragment of his
mind not unfrequently gives a clue to a most perfect,
regular, and consistent whole.

As I may not have another opportunity, the introduc-
tion of Friar Laurence into this tragedy enables me to
remark upon the different manner in which Shakspeare
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has treated the priestly character, as compared with othe:
writers. In Beaumont and Fletcher priests are repre-
sented as a vulgar mockery; and, as in others of their
dramatic personages, the errors of a few are mistaken
for the demeanour of the many: but in Shakspeare they
always carry with them our love and respect. He made
no injurious abstracts: he took no copies from the worst
parts of our nature; and, like the rest, his characters of
priests are truly drawn from the general body.

It may strike some as singular, that throughout all his
productions he has never introduced the passion of avarice.
Ihe truth 1s, that it belongs only to particular parts of our
nature, and 1s prevalent only in particular states of society ;
hence 1t could not, and cannot, be permanent. The Miser
of Moliere and Plautus is now looked upon as a species of
madman, and avarice as a species of madness. Elwes, of
whom everybody has heard, was an individual influenced
by an insane condition of mind ; but, as a passion, avarice
has disappeared. How admirably, then, did Shakspeare
foresee, that if he drew such a character it could not be
permanent | he drew characters which would always be
natural, and therefore permanent, inasmuch as they were
not dependent upon accidental circumstances.

There 1s not one of the plays of Shakspeare that is built
upon anything but the best and surest foundation ; the
characters must be permanent—permanent while men
continue men,—because they stand upon what is absolutely
necessary to our existence. This cannot be said even of
some of the most famous authors of antiquity. Take the
capital tragedies of Orestes, or of the husband of Jocasta :
great as was the genius of the writers, these dramas have
an obvious fault, and the fault lies at the very root of the
action. In (Edipus a man is represented oppressed by fate
for a crime of which he was not morally guilty ; and while
we read we are obliged to say to ourselves, that in those
days they considered actions without reference to the real
guilt of the persons.

1There 1s no character in Shakspeare in which envy is
pourtrayed, with one solitary exception—Cassius, Iin
** Julius Caesar ”’ ; yet even there the vice is not hateful,
inasmuch as it 1s counterbalanced by a number of excellent
qualities and virtues. The poet leads the reader to suppose
that 1t 1s rather something constitutional, something
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derived from his parents, something that he cannot avoid,
and not something that he has himself acquired; thus
throwing the blame from the will of man to some inevitable
circumstance, and leading us to suppose that it is hardly
to be looked upon as one of those passions that actually
debase the mind.

Whenever love i1s described as of a serious nature, and
much more when it 1s to lead to a tragical result, it depends
upon a law of the mind, which, I believe, I shall hereafter
be able to make intelligible, and which would not only

justify Shakspeare, but show an analogy to all his other
characters.

END OF THE SEVENTH LECTURE.

FTHECEIGHTH LEC TURE!

IT is impossible to pay a higher compliment to poetry,
than to consider the effects it produces in common with
religion, yet distinct (as far as distinction can be, where
there 1s no division) i1n those qualities which religion
exercises and diffuses over all mankind, as far as they are
subject to its influence.

I have often thought that religion (speaking of it only
as 1t accords with poetry, without reference to its more
serious unpressions) 1s the poetry of mankind, both having
tor their objects :(—

I. To generalise our notions; to prevent men from
confining their attention solely, or chiefly, to their own
narrow sphere of action, and to their own individual
circumstances. By placing them in certain awful relations
1t merges the individual man 1n the whole species, and
makes 1t 1impossible for any one man to think of his future
lot, or indeed of his present condition, without at the same
time comprising in his view his fellow-creatures.

2. That both poetry and religion throw the object of
deepest interest to a distance from us, and thereby not
only aid our imagination, but in a most important manner
subserve the interest of our virtues ; for that man is indeed
a slave, who 1s a slave to his own senses, and whose mind
and 1magination cannot carry him beyond the distance
which his hand can touch, or even his eye can reach.
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3. The grandest point of resemblance between them is,
that both have for their object (I hardly know whether
the English language supplies an appropriate word) the
perfecting, and the pointing out to us the indefinite 1m-
provement of our nature, and fixing our attention upon
that. They bid us, while we are sitting in the dark at our
little fire, look at the mountain-tops, struggling with dark-
ness, and announcing that light which shall be common to
all, in which individual interests shall resolve into one
common good, and every man shall find in his fellow man
more than a brother.

Such being the case, we need not wonder that it has
pleased Providence, that the divine truths of religion
should have been revealed to us in the form of poetry ;
and that at all times poets, not the slaves of any particular
sectarian opinions, should have joined to support all those
delicate sentiments of the heart (often when they were
most opposed to the reigning philosophy of the day) which
may be called the feeding streams of religion.

I have heard it said that an undevout astronomer 1s mad.
In the strict sense of the word, every being capable of under-
standing must be mad, who remains, as it were, fixed in
the ground on which he treads—who, gifted with the
divine faculties of indefinite hope and fear, born with them,
yet settles his faith upon that, in which neither hope nor
fear has any proper field for display. Much more truly,
however, might it be said that, an undevout poet i1s mad :
in the strict sense of the word, an undevout poet is an
impossibility. I have heard of verse-makers (poets they
are not, and never can be) who introduced into their works
such questions as these :—Whether the world was made of
atoms P—Whether there is a universe >—Whether there 1s
a governing mind that supports it ? As I have said, verse-
makers are not poets: the poet is one who carries the sim-
plicity of childhood into the powers of manhood; who,
with a soul unsubdued by habit, unshackled by custom,
contemplates all things with the freshness and the wonder
of a child ; and, connecting with it the inquisitive powers
of riper years a.dds as far as he can find knowledge, admira-
tion ; and, where knowledge no longer permits admiration,
gladly sinks back again into the childlike feeling of devout
wonder.

The poet is not only the man made to solve the riddle
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of the universe, but he is also the man who feels where 1t
is not solved. What is old and worn-out, not in itself, but
from the dimness of the intellectual eye, produced by
worldly passions and pursuits, he makes new : he pours
upon it the dew that glistens, and blows round it the breeze
that cooled us in our infancy. I hope, therefore, that if
in this single lecture I make some demand on the attention
of my hearers to a most important subject, upon which
depends all sense of the worthiness or unworthiness of our
nature, I shall obtain their pardon. If I afford them less
amusement, I trust that their own reflections upon a few
thoughts will be found to repay them.

I have been led to these observations by the tragedy
of “ Romeo and Juliet,” and by some, perhaps, indiscreet
expressions, certainly not well chosen, concerning falling
in love at first sight. I have taken one of Shakspeare’s
earliest works, as I consider it, in order to show that he,
of all his contemporaries (Sir Philip Sidney alone excepted),
entertained a just conception of the female character.
Unquestionably, that gentleman of Europe—that all-
accomplished man, and our beloved Shakspeare, were the
only writers of that age, who pitched their i1deas of female
perfection according to the best researches of philosophy :
compared with all who followed them, they stand as mighty
mountains, the islands of a deluge, which has swallowed all
the rest in the flood of oblivion.!

I certainly do not mean, as a general maxim, to justify so
foolish a thing as what goes by the name of love at first
sight ; but, to express myself more accurately, I should
say that there is, and has always existed, a deep emotion
of the mind, which might be called love momentaneous—
not love at first sight, nor known by the subject of i1t to be
or to have been such, but after many years of experience.?

I have to defend the existence of love, as a passion in

1] remember, in conversing on this very point at a subsequent period,—I cannot fix
the date,—Coleridge made a willing exception in favour of Spenser ; but he added that
the notions of the author of the ‘¢ Faery Queen” were often so romantic and heightened
by fancy, that he could not look upon Spenser’s females as creatures of our world ;
whereas the ladies of Shakspeare and Sidney were flesh and blood, with their very
defects and qualifications giving evidence of their humanity : hence the lively interest
taken regarding them.—J. P. C.

2 Coleridge here made a reference to, and cited a passage from, Hooker’s ‘‘Ecclesi-
astical Polity ; ”’ but my note contains only a hint regarding it ; and the probability is,
that I did not insert more of it, because I thought I should be able, at some future
time, to procure the exact words, or a reference to them, from the Lecturer.

Whether I did so or not I cannot remember, but I find no trace of anything of the
kind.—J. P. C.
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itself fit and appropriate to human nature ;—I say fit for
human nature, and not only so, but peculiar to it, unshared
either in degree or kind by any of our fellow creatures : it
is a passion which it is impossible for any creature to feel,
but a being endowed with reason, with the moral sense,
and with the strong yearnings, which, like all other power-
ful effects in nature, prophesy some future effect.

It I were to address myself to the materialist, with
reference to the human kind, and (admitting the three
great laws common to all beings,—1, the law of self-pre-
servation ; 2, that of continuing the race ; and 3, the care
of the offspring till protection is no longer needed),—were
to ask him, whether he thought any motives of prudence or
duty enforced the simple necessity of preserving the race ?
or whether, after a course of serious reflection, he came to
the conclusion, that it would be better to have a posterity,
from a sense of duty impelling us to seek that as our object ?
—1if, I say, I were to ask a materialist, whether such was the
real cause of the preservation of the species, he would laugh
me to scorn; he would say that nature was too wise to
trust any of her great designs to the mere cold calculations
of fallible mortality.

T'hen the question comes to a short crisis :—1Is, or is not,
our moral nature a part of the end of Providence ? or are
we, or are we not, beings meant for society ? Is that
soclety, or is it not, meant to be progressive ? I trust that
none of my auditors would endure the putting of the
question—Whether, independently of the progression of
the race, every individual has it not in his power to be in-
definitely progressive >—for, without marriage, without
exclusive attachment, there could be no human society ;
herds, as I said, there might be, but society there could not
be : there could be none of that delightful intercourse
between father and child ; none of the sacred affections :
none of the charities of humanity ; none of all those many
and complex causes, which have raised us to the state we
have already reached, could possibly have existence. All
these effects are not found among the brutes ; neither are
they found among savages, whom strange accidents have
sunk below the class of human beings, insomuch that a stop
seems actually to have been put to their progressiveness.

We may, therefore, safely conclude that there is placed
within us some element, if I may so say, of our nature—
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something which is as peculiar to our moral nature, as any
other part can be conceived to be, name it what you will,—
name it, I will say for illustration, devotion,—mname it
friendship, or a sense of duty; but something there is,
peculiar to our nature, which answers the moral end ; as
we find everywhere in the ends of the moral world, that
there are proportionate material and bodily means of
accomplishing them.

We are born, and it is our nature and lot to be composed
of body and mind ; but when our heart leaps up on hearing
of the victories of our country, or of the rescue of the
virtuous, but unhappy, from the hands of an oppressor ;
when a parent is transported at the restoration of a beloved
child from deadly sickness ; when the pulse is quickened,
from any of these or other causes, do we therefore say,
because the body interprets the emotions of the mind and
sympathises with them, asserting its claim to participation,
that joy is not mental, or that it is not moral ? Do we
assert, that it was owing merely to fulness of blood that the
heart throbbed, and the pulse played ? Do we not rather
say, that the regent, the mind, being glad, its slave, its
willing slave, the body, responded to it, and obeyed the
impulse ? If we are possessed with a feeling of having
done a wrong, or of having had a wrong done to us, and 1t
excites the blush of shame or the glow of anger, do we pre-
tend to say that, by some accident, the blood suffused itsel
into veins unusually small, and therefore that the guilty
seemed to evince shame, or the injured indignation ? In
these things we scorn such instruction; and shall it be
deemed a sufficient excuse for the materialist to degrade
that passion, on which not only many of our virtues depend,
but upon which the whole frame, the whole structure of
human society rests ? Shall we pardon him this debase-
ment of love, because our body has been united to mind by
Providence, in order, not to reduce the high to the level of
the low, but to elevate the low to the level of the high > We
should be guilty of nothing less than an act of moral
suicide, if we consented to degrade that which on every
account is most noble, by merging it in what is most de-
rogatory : as if an angel were to hold out to us the welcom-
ing hand of brotherhood, and we turned away from it, to
wallow, as it were, with the hog in the mire.

One of the most lofty and intellectual of the poets
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of the time of Shakspeare has described this degradation
most wonderfully, where he speaks of a man, who, having
been converted by the witchery of worldly pleasure and
passion, into a hog, on being restored to his human shape
still preferred his bestial condition —

“ But one, above the rest in special,
That had a hog been late, hight Grill by name,
Repined greatly, and did him miscall,
That from a hoggish form him brought to natural.

“ Said Guyon, See the mind of beastly man |
That hath so soon forgot the excellence
Of his creation, when he life began,
That now he chooseth, with vile difference,
To be a beast and lack intelligence.
To whom the Palmer thus :—The dunghill kind
Delights in filth and foul incontinence :
Let Grill be Grill, and have his hoggish mind :

But let us hence depart, whilst weather serves and wind.”’

Fairy Queen, Book 1., c. 12.

The first feeling that would strike a reflecting mind,
wishing to see mankind not only in an amiable but in a
just light, would be that beautiful feeling in the moral
world, the brotherly and sisterly affections,—the existence
of strong affection greatly modified by the difference of
sex ; made more tender, more graceful, more soothing
and conciliatory by the circumsfance of difference, yet
still remaining perfectly pure, perfectly spiritual. How
glorious, we may say, would be the effect, if the instances
were rare ; but how much more glorious, when they are
S0 frequent as to be only not universal. This species of
affection is the object of religious veneration with all
those who love their fellow men, or who know themselves.

The power of education over the human mind is herein
exemplified, and data for hope are afforded of yet un-
realised excellences, perhaps dormant in our nature.
When we see so divine a moral effect spread through all
classes, what may we not hope of other excellences, of
unknown quality, still to be developed ?

By dividing the sisterly and fraternal atfections from
the conjugal, we have, in truth, two loves, each of them as
strong as any affection can be, or ought to be, consistently
with the performance of our duty, and the love we should
bear to our neighbour. Then, by the former preceding
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the latter, the latter i1s rendered more pure, more even,
and more constant: the wife has already learned the
discipline of pure love in the character of a sister. By
the discipline of private life she has already learned how
to yield, how to influence, how to command. To all
this are to be added the beautiful gradations of attachment
which distinguish human nature ;—from sister to wife,
from wife to child, to uncle, to cousin, to one of our kin,
to one of our blood, to our near neighbour, to our county-
man, and to our countryman.

The bad results of a want of this variety of orders, of
this graceful subordination in the character of attachment,
I have often observed in Italy in particular, as well as in
other countries, where the young are kept secluded, not
only from their neighbours, but from their own families—
all closely imprisoned, until the hour when they are
necessarily let out of their cages, without having had
the opportunity of learning to fly—without experience,
restrained by no kindly feeling, and detesting the control
which so long kept them from enjoying the full hubbub
of licence.

The question is, How have nature and Providence
secured these blessings to us? In this way:—that 1n
general the affections become those which urge us to leave
the paternal nest. We arrive at a definite time of life,
and feel passions that invite us to enter into the world ;
and this new feeling assuredly coalesces with a new object.
Suppose we are under the influence of a vivid feeling that
is new to us: that feeling will more firmly combine with
an external object, which is likewise vivid from novelty,
than with one that is familiar.

To this may be added the aversion, which seems to
have acted very strongly in rude ages, concerning anything
common to us and to the animal creation. That which
is done by beasts man feels a natural repugnance to
imitate. The desire to extend the bond of relationship,
in families which had emigrated from the patriarchal seed,
would likewise have its influence.

All these circumstances would render the marriage of
brother and sister unfrequent, and in simple ages an
ominous feeling to the contrary might easily prevail.
Some tradition might aid the objections to such a union ;
and, for aught we know, some law might be preserved
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in the Temple of Isis, and from thence obtained by the
patriarchs, which would augment the horror attached to
such connexions. This horror once felt, and soon propa-
gated, the present state of feeling on the subject can
easily be explained.

Children begin as early to talk of marriage as of death,
from attending a wedding, or following a funeral : a new
young visitor is introduced into the family, and from
assoclation they soon think of the conjugal bond. If a
boy tell his parent that he wishes to marry his sister, he
1s instantly checked by a stern look, and he is shewn the
impossibility of such a union. The controlling glance of
the parental eye is often more effectual, than any form of
words that could be employed; and in mature years
a mere look often prevails where exhortation would have
failed. As to infants, they are told, without any reason
assigned, that it could not be so: and perhaps the best
security for moral rectitude arises from a supposed
necessity. Ignorant persons recoil from the thought
of doing anything that has not been done, and because
they have always been informed that it must not be
done.

The individual has by this time learned the greatest and
best lesson of the human mind—that in ourselves we are
imperfect ; and another truth, of the next, if not of equal,
Importance—that there exists a possibility of uniting two
beings, each identified in their nature, but distinguished
in their separate qualities, so that each should retain what
distinguishes them, and at the same time each acquire the
qualities of that being which is contradistinguished. This
is perhaps the most beautiful part of our nature : the man
loses not his manly character : he does not become less
brave or less resolved to go through fire and water, if
necessary, for the object of his affections: rather say,
that he becomes far more brave and resolute. He then
feels the beginnings of his moral nature: he then is
sensible of its imperfection, and of its perfectibility. All
the grand and sublime thoughts of an improved state of
being then dawn upon him : he can acquire the patience
of woman, which in him is fortitude: the beauty and
susceptibility of the female character in him becomes a
desire to display all that is noble and dignified. In short,
the only true resemblance to a couple thus united is the




