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condition of the people. ‘ Misery,” he says, “ becomes as
prosaic and familiar to me as my own hearth, but nevertheless
I do not let go my idea, and will wrestle with the unknown
Angel, even should I balt upon my thigh. No man knows
what I do, and with how many foes I fight, to bring forth
a little.”

Among his undertakings may be noted an organisation of
Firemen, then greatly wanted. Fires were not only numerous,
but were rendered terrible by the want of any systematic
service to subdue them. Goethe, who in Frankfurt had
rushed into the bewildered crowd, and astonished spectators
by his rapid peremptory disposition of their efforts into a
system—who 1n Apolda and Ettersburg lent aid and command,
till his eyebrows were singed and his feet were burned—
naturally took it much to heart that no regular service was
supplied ; and he persuaded the duke to institute one.

On this (his thirtieth) birthday the duke, recognising his
official services, raised him to the place of Gekermrath. It
is strange and dreamlike,” writes the IFrankfurt burgher in his
new-made honour, ‘““that I in my thirtieth year enter the
highest place which a German citizen can reach. On ne va
jamais plus loin que quand on ne sait ou lon va, said a great
climber of this world.” If he thought it strange, Weimar
thought 1t scandalous. *‘‘The hatred of people here,” writes
Wieland, ‘“against our Goethe, who has done no one any
harm, has grown to such a pitch since he has been made
Geheimrath, that it borders on fury.” But the duke, if he
heard these howls, paid no attention to them. He was more
than ever with his friend. They started on the 12th of
September on a little journey into Switzerland, in the strictest
incognito, and with the lightest of travelling trunks. They
touched at Frankfurt, and stayed in the old house in the
Lirschgraben, where Rath Goethe had the pride of receiving
not only his son as Geheimrath, but the prince, his friend and
master. Goethe’s mother was, as may be imagined, in high
spirits—motherly pride and housewifely pride being equally
stimulated by the presence of such guests.

From Frankfurt they went to Strasburg. There the recol-
lection of Frederika irresistibly drew him to Sesenheim. In
his letter to the Frau von Stein he says: “ On the 25th I rode
towards Sesenheim, and there found the family as I had left it
eight years ago. I was welcomed in the most friendly manner.
T'he second daughter loved me in those days better than I
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deserved, and more than others to whom I have given so much
passion and faith, I was forced to leave her at a moment
when 1t nearly cost her her life; she passed lightly over that
episode to tell me what traces still remained of the old illness,
and behaved with such exquisite delicacy and generosity from
the moment that I stood before her unexpected on the thres-
hold, that I felt quite relieved. I must do her the justice to
say that she made not the shghtest attempt to rekindle in my
bosom the cinders of love. She led me into the arbour, and
there we sat down. It was a lovely moonlight, and 1 inquired
after every one and everything. Neighbours had spoken of
me not a week ago. I found old songs which I had com-
posed, and a carriage I bad painted. We recalled many a
pastime of those happy days, and I found myself as vividly
conscious of all, as if I had been away only six months. The
old people were frank and hearty, and thought me looking
younger. I stayed the night there, and departed at dawn,
leaving behind me friendly faces; so that I can now think
once more of this corner of the world with comfort, and know
that they are at peace with me.”

There 1s something very touching in this interview, and in
his narrative of it, forwarded to the woman he 7o loves, and
who does not repay him with a love like that which he believes
he has inspired in Frederika. He finds this charming girl
still unmarried, and probably is not a little flattered at the
thought that she still cherishes his image to the exclusion of
every other. She tells him of Lenz having fallen in love with
her, and is silent respecting her own share in that little episode :
a silence which all can understand and few will judge harshly :
the more so as her feelings towards Lenz were at that time
doubtless far from tender. Besides, apart from the romance
of meeting with an old lover, there was the pride and charm
of thinking what a world-renowned name her lover had
achieved. It was no slight thing even to have been jilted
by such a man; and she must have felt that he had not
behaved to her otherwise than was to have been expected
under the circumstances.

On the 26th Goethe rejoined his party, and “in the after-
noon 1 called on Lili, and found the lovely Grasaffen! with
a baby of seven weeks old, her mother standing by. There
also 1 was received with admiration and pleasure. I made

1 Grasapfen, 1.e. ** green monkey," is Frankfurt slang for ** buddi S
and alludes to the old days when he knew Lili, " o T,
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many inquiries, and to my great delight found the good creature
happily married. Her husband, from what I could learn,
seems a worthy, sensible fellow, rich, well placed 1n the world ;
in short, she has everything she needs. He was absent. I
stayed dinner. After dinner went with the duke to see the
cathedral, and in the evening saw Paesiello’s beautiful opera
L Infante di Zamora. Supped with Lili, and went away 1n
the moonlight. The sweet emotions which accompanied me
I cannot describe.”

We may read in these two descriptions the difference of the
two women, and the difference of his feeling for them. From
Strasburg he went to Emmendingen, and there visited his
sister’s grave. Accompanied by such thoughts as these three
visits must have called up, he entered Switzerland. His Brzefe
aus der Schweitz, mainly composed from the letters to the
Frau von Stein, will inform the curious reader of the effect
these scenes produced on him; we cannot pause here in the
narrative to quote from them. Enough if we mention that in
Zurich he spent happy hours with Lavater, in communication
of ideas and feelings ; and that on his way home he composed
the little opera of Jery wund Bditely, full of Swiss inspiration.
In Stuttgart the duke took it into his head to visit the court,
and as no presentable costume was ready, tailors had to be
set in activity to furnish the tourists with the necessary clothes.
They assisted at the New Year festivities of the Military
Academy, and here for the first time Schiller, then twenty
years of age, with Z7%e Robbers in his head, saw the author of
Gotz and Werther.

It 1s probable that among all the figures thronging in the
hall and galleries on that imposing occasion, none excited in
the young ambitious student so thrilling an effect as that of
the great poet, then in all the splendour of manhood, 1n all
the lustre of an immense renown. Why has no artist chosen
this for an historical picture? The pale, sickly young Schiller,
in the stiff military costume of that day, with pigtail and papil-
lotes, with a sword by his side, and a three-cornered hat under
his arm, stepping forward to kiss the coat of his sovereign
duke, in grateful acknowledgment of the three prizes awarded
to him for Medicine, Surgery, and Clinical science ; conscious
that Goethe was looking on, and could know nothing of the
genius which had gained, indeed, trivial medical prizes, but
had failed to gain a prize for German composition. This pale
youth and this splendid man were in a few years to become
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noble rivals, and immortal friends; to strive with generous
emulation, and the most genuine delight 1n each other’s
prowess ; presenting such an exemplar of literary friendship
as the world has seldom seen. At this moment, although
Schiller’s eyes were intensely curious about Goethe, he was
to the older poet nothing beyond a rather promising medical
student.

Karl August on their return to Frankfurt again took up his
abode in the Goethe family, paying liberal attention to Frau
Aja’s good old Rhine wine, and privately sending her a sum
of money to compensate for the unusual expenses of his visit.
By the 13th January he was in Weimar once more, having
spent nearly nine thousand dollars on the journey, including
purchases of works of art.

Both were considerably altered to their advantage. In his
Diary Goethe writes: “I feel daily that I gain more and more
the confidence of people; and God grant that I may deserve
it, not in the easy way, but in the way I wish. What I endure
from myself and others no one sees. The best is the deep
stillness in which I live zis-a@-vis to the world, and thus win
what fire and sword cannot rob me of.” He was crystallising
slowly ; slowly gaining the complete command over himself.
T will be lord over myself. No one who cannot master him-
self is worthy to rule, and only he caz rule.” But with such a
temperament this mastery was not easy ; wine and women's
tears, he felt, were among his weaknesses :

Ich konnte viel glicklicher seyn,
Gab’'s nur keinen Weln
Und keine Weiberthranen.

He could not entirely free himself from either. He was a
Rhinelander, accustomed from boyhood. upwards to the
stimulus of wine; he was a poet, never free from the fas-
cinations of woman. But just as he was never known
to lose his head with wine, so also did he never lose
himself entirely to a woman: the stimulus never grew into
itoxication.

One sees that his passion for the Frau von Stein continues ;
but it is cooling. It was necessary for him to love some one,
but he was loving here in vain, and he begins to settle into
a calmer affection. He 1s also at this time thrown more and
more with Corona Schroter; and his participation in the
private theatricals is not only an agreeable relaxation from
the heavy pressure of official duties, but 1s giving him matenals

E
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for Wilhebn Meister, now in progress. ‘ Theatricals,” he
says, “remain among the few things in which I still have the
pleasure of a child and an artist.” Herder, who had hitherto
held somewhat aloof, now draws closer and closer to him,
probably on account of the change which 1s coming over
his way of life. And this intimacy with Herder awakens in
him the desire to see Lessing; the projected journey to
Wolfenhiittel is arrested, however, by the sad news which
now arrives that the great gladiator is at peace: Lessing
1s dead.

Not without significance is the fact that, coincident with
this change in Goethe’s life, comes the passionate study of
science, a study often before taken up in desultory impatience,
but now commencing with that seriousness which 1s to pro-
ject it as an active tendency through the remainder of his life.
In an unpublished “ Essay on Granite,” written about this
period, he says: ‘“No one acquainted with the charm which
the secrets of Nature have for man, will wonder that I have
quitted the circle of observations in which I have hitherto been
confined, and have thrown myself with passionate delight into
this new circle. I stand in no fear of the reproach that it
must be a spirit of contradiction which has drawn me from
the contemplation and portraiture of the human heart to that
of Nature. For it will be allowed that all things are intimately
connected, and that the mmquiring mind 1s unwilling to be
excluded from anything attainable. And I who have known
and suffered from the perpetual agitation of feelings and
opinions 1n myself and in others, delight in the sublime
repose which 1s produced by contact with the great and
eloquent silence of Nature.” He was trying to find a secure
basis for his aims; 1t was natural he should seek a secure
basis for his mind ; and with such a mind that basis could
only be found in the study of Nature. Ifitis true, as men of
science sometimes declare with a sneer, that Goethe was a
poet in science (which does not in the least disprove the fact
that he was great in science, and made great discoveries), it
1s equally true that he was a scientific poet. In a future
chapter we shall have to consider what his position in science
truly 1s ; for the present we merely indicate the course of his
studies. Buffon’s wonderful book, ZLes Epogues de la Nature
— rendered antiquated now by the progress of geology, but
still attractive in its style and noble thoughts—produced a
profound impression on him. In Buffon, as in Spinoza, and
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later on, in Geoffroy St. Hilaire, he found a mode of looking
at Nature which thoroughly coincided with his own, gathering
many details into a poetic synthesis. Saussure, whom he had
seen at Geneva, led him to study mineralogy; and as his
official duties gave him many occasions to mingle with the
miners, this study acquired a practical interest, which soon
grew into a passion—much to the disgust of Herder, who,
with the impatience of one who thought books the chief
objects of interest, was constantly mocking him for bothering
himself about stones and cabbages.” To these studies must
be added anatomy, and in particular osteology, which 1n early
years had also attracted him, when he attained knowledge
enough to draw the heads of animals for Lavater's £/ysiog-
nomy. He now goes to Jena to study under Loder, professor
of anatomy.! For these studies his talent, or want of talent,
as a draughtsman, had further to be cultivated. To improve
himself he lectures to the young men every week on the
skeleton. And thus, amid serious duties and many distrac-
tions in the shape of court festivities, balls, masquerades, and
theatricals, he found time for the prosecution of many and
various studies. He was like Napoleon, a giant-worker, and
never so happy as when at work.

Tasso was conceived, and commenced (in prose) at this time,
and Wilhelm Meister grew under his hands, besides smaller
works. But nothing was published. He lived for himself,
and the small circle of friends. The public was never thought
of. Indeed the public was then jubilant at beerhouses, and
scandalised in salons, at the appearance of Z%e Robbers ; and
a certain Kiittner, in publishing his Characlers of German
Poets and Prose Writers (1781) could complacently declare
that the shouts of praise which intoxicated admirers had once
raised for Goethe were now no longer heard. Meanwhile
Fomont was in progress, and assuming a far different tone
from that in which 1t was originated. '

It is unnecessary to follow closely all the details, which
letters abundantly furnish, of his life at this period. ‘I'hey
will not help us to a nearer understanding of the man, and
they would occupy much space. What we observe in them
all is, a slow advance to a more serious and decisive plan of
existence. On the 27th of May his father dies. On the 1st
of June he comes to live in the town of Weimar, as more

1 Comp. Brief. swischen Karl August und Goethe, 1. 25, 26,
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consonant with his position and avocations. The Duchess
Amalia has promised to give him a part of the necessary
furniture. He quits his Garfenfaus with regret, but makes
it still his retreat for happy hours. Shortly afterwards the
Duchess Amalia demonstrates to him at great length the
necessity of his being ennobled; the duke, according to
Diintzer, not having dared to break the subject to him. In
fact, since he had been for six years at court without a patent
of nobility, he may perhaps have felt the ‘necessity” as
soméewhat insulting. Nevertheless, I cannot but think that
the Frankfurt citizen soon became reconciled to the von before
his name ; the more so as he was never remarkable for a
contempt of worldly rank. Immediately afterwards the Presi-
dent of the Kammer, von Kalb, was suddenly dismissed from
his post, and Goethe was the substitute, at first merely occupy-
ina the post ad interim ; but not relinquishing his place 1n the
Privy Council.

More important to us is the relation in which he stands to
Karl August, and the Frau von Stein. Whoever reads with
proper attention the letters published in the Stein correspond-
ence will become aware of a notable change in their relation
about this time (1781-2). The tone, which had grown
calmer, now rises again into passionate fervour, and every
note reveals the happy lover. From the absence of her letters,
and other evidence, it is impossible to assign the cause of
this change with any certainty. It may have been that
Corona Schroter made her jealous. It may have been that
she feared to lose him. One is inchned to suspect her of
some questionable motive, because it 1s clear that her conduct
to him was not straightforward in the beginning, and, as we
shall see, became ungenerous towards the close. Whatever
the motive, the fact is indubitable. In his letters may be
plainly seen the extraordinary fascination she exercised over
him, the deep and constant devotion he gave her, the thorough
identification of her with all his thoughts and aims. A sen-
tence or two must suffice here. “O thou best beloved! I
have had all my life an ideal wish of how I would be loved,
and have sought in vain its realisation in vanishing dreams ;
and now, when the world daily becomes clearer to me, I find
this realisation in thee, and in a way which can never be lost.”
Again. “ Dearest, what do I not owe thee! If thou didst
not also love me so entirely, if thou only hadst me as a friend
among others, I should still be bound to dedicate my whole
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existence to thee. For could I ever have renounced my €rrors
without thy aid? When could I have looked so clearly at the
world, and found myself so happy in it, before this time when
I have nothing more to seek in it?” And this: *“As a sweet
melody raises us to heaven, so is to me thy being and thy
love. 1 move among friends and acquaintances everywhere
as if seeking thee; I find thee not, and return into my
solitude.”

While he was thus happy, thus settling down into clearness,
the young duke, not yet having worked through the turbulence
of youth, was often in discord with him. In the published
correspondence may be read confirmation of what I have else-
where learned, namely, that although during their first years of
intimacy the poet stood on no etiquette in private with his
sovereign, and although to the last Karl August continued the
brotherly #40x, and the most affectionate familiarity of address,
yet Goethe soon began to perceive that another tone was called
for on his part. His letters become singularly formal as he
grows older ; at times almost unpleasantly so. The duke writes
to him as to a friend, and he replies as to a sovereign.

Not that his affection diminished; but as he grew more
serious, he grew more attentive to decorum. For the duchess
he seems to have had a tender admiration, something of which
may be read in Zasso. Her noble, dignified, though some-
what inexpressive nature, the greatness of her heart, and
delicacy of her mind, would all the more have touched him,
because he knew and could sympathise with what was not
perfectly happy in her life. He was often the pamned witness
of little domestic disagreements, and had to remonstrate with
the duke on his occasional roughness.

From the letters to the Frau von Stein we gather that
Goethe was gradually becoming impatient with Karl August,
whose excellent qualities he cherishes while deploring his
extravagances. ‘ Enthusiastic as he 1s for what 1s good and
right, he has, notwithstanding, less pleasure in it than in what
is improper ; it 1s wonderful how reasonable he can be, what
insight he has, how much he knows; and yet when he sets
about anything good, he must needs begin with something
foolish. Unhappily, one sees 1t lies deep 1n his nature, and
that the frog is made for the water even when he has lived
some time on land.” In the following we see that the * servile
courtier ” not only remonstrates with the duke, but refuses to
accompany him on his journey, having on a previous journey

K
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been irritated by his manners. ‘“ Here 1s an epistle. If you
think right, send 1t to the duke, speak to him and do not
spare him. I only want quiet for myself, and for him to know
with whom he has to do. Yow can tell him also that I have
declared to you I will never travel with him again. Do this In
your own prudent gentle way.” Accordingly he lets the duke go
away alone: but they seem to have come to some understand-
ing subsequently, and the threat was not fulfilled. Two
months after, this sentence informs us of the reconciliation :
‘“1 have had a long and serious conversation with the duke.
In this world, my best one, the dramatic writer has a rich
harvest; and the wise say, Judge no man until you have stood
in his place.” Later on we find him complaining of the duke
going wrong in his endeavours to do right. “ God knows if
he will ever learn that fireworks at midday produce no effect.
I don’t Iike always playing the pedagogue and bugbear, and
from the others he asks no advice, nor does he ever tell them
of his plans.” Here 1s another glimpse : “ The duchess is as
amiable as possible, the duke i1s a good creature, and one
could heartily love him 1if he did not trouble the intercourse of
life by his manners, and did not make his friends indifferent as to
what befalls him by his breakneck recklessness. It isa curious
feeling, that of daily contemplating the possibility of our
nearest friends breaking their necks, arms, or legs, and yet
have grown quite callous to the idea!” Again: “The duke
goes to Dresden. He has begged me to go with him, or at
least to follow him, but I shall stay here. . . . The prepara-
tions for the Dresden journey are quite against my taste. 'L'he
duke arranges them in his way, zZe. not always the best, and
disgusts one after the other. I am quite calm, for it is not
alterable, and I only rejoice that there is no kingdom for
which such cards could be played often.”

These are little discordant tones which must have arisen as
Goethe grew more serious. The real regard he had for the
duke 1s not injured by these occasional outbreaks. “The
duke,” he writes, ““is guilty of many follies which I willingly
forgive, remembering my own.” He knows that he can at any
moment put his horses to the carriage and drive away from
Weimar, and this consciousness of freedom makes him con-
tented ; although he now makes up his mind that he is
destined by nature to be an author and nothing else. ¢I
have a purer delight than ever, when I have written some-
thing which well expresses what I meant . . .” “I am truly
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born to be a private man, and do not understand how fate
has contrived to throw me into a ministry and into a princely
family.” As he grows clearer on the true mission of his life,
he also grows happier. One can imagine the strange feelings
with which he would now take up Werther, and for the first
time since ten years read this product of his youth. He made
some alterations in it, especially in the relation of Albert to
Lotte ; and introduced the episode of the peasant who com-
mits suicide from jealousy. Schéll, in his notes to the Stecn
Correspondence,! has called attention to a point worthy of
notice, viz., that Herder, who helped Goethe 1n the revision
of this work, had pointed out to him the very same fault 1n its
composition which Napoleon two-and-twenty years later laid
his finger on ; the fault, namely, of making Werther’s suicide
partly the consequence of frustrated ambition and partly of
unrequited love—a fault which, in spite of Herder and
Napoleon, in spite also of Goethe’s acquiescence, 1 venture to
think no fault at all, as will be seen when the interview with
Napoleon is narrated.

CHAPTER 'IV
PREPARATIONS FOR ITALY

WitH the year 1783 we see him more and more seriously
occupied. He has ceased to be “the Grand Master of all
the Apes,” and is deep in old books and archives. The birth of
a crown prince came to fill Weimar with joy, and give the
duke a sudden seriousness. The baptism, which took place
on the sth of February, was a great event in Weimar. Herder
preached “like a God,” said Wieland, whose cantata was sung
on the occasion. Processions by torchlight, festivities of all
- kinds, poems from every poet, except Goethe, testified the
people’s joy. There is something very generous in this
silence. It could not be attributed to want of affection. But
he who had been ever ready with ballet, opera, or poem, to
honour the birthday of the two duchesses, must have felt that
now, when all the other Weimar writers were pouring in their
offerings, he ought not to throw the weight of his position

1 Vol. iil. p. 268.
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the scale against them. Had his poem been the worst of the
offerings, it would have been prized the highest because it
was his.

T'he duke, proud in his paternity, writes to Merck: ¢ You
have reason to rejoice with me ; for if there be any good dis-
positions in me they have hitherto wanted a fixed point, but
now there 1s a firm hook upon which I can hang my pictures.
With the help of Goethe and good luck I will so paint that if
possible the next generation shall say, he too was a painter!”
And from this time forward there seems to have been a
decisive change in him; though he does complain of the
“ taciturnity of his Herr Kammerprisident” (Goethe), who is
only to be drawn out by the present of an engraving. In truth
this Kammerprasident is very much oppressed with work, and
lives 1n great seclusion, happy in love, active in study. The
official duties which formerly he undertook so gaily, are
obviously becoming burdens to him, the more so now his
mission rises into greater distinctness. ‘The old desire for
Italy begins to torment him. *‘The happiest thing is, that I
can now say 1 am on the right path, and from this time
forward nothing will be lost.”

In his poem Z/menau, written in this year, Goethe vividly
depicts the character of the duke, and the certainty of his
metamorphosis. Having seen how he speaks of the duke in
his letters to the Irau von Stein, it will gratify the reader
to observe that these criticisms were no ¢ behind the back ”
carpings, but were explicitly expressed even in poetry. “The
poem of Ilmenau,” Goethe said to Eckermann, ““ contains in
the form of an episode an epoch which in 1783 when I wrote
it, had happened some years before ; so that I could describe
myself historically and hold a conversation with myself of
tormer years. There occurs in it a night scene after one of
the breakneck chases in the mountain. We had built our-
selves at the foot of a rock some little huts, and covered them
with fir branches, that we might pass the night on dry ground.
Before the huts we burned several fires and cooked our game,

Knebel, whose pipe was never cold, sat next to the fire, and

enlivened the company with his jokes, while the wine passed
freely. Seckendorf had stretched himself against a tree, and
was humming all sorts of poetics. On one side lay the duke
in deep slumber. I myself sat before him in the glimmering
light of the coals, absorbed in various grave thoughts, suffering
for the mischief which my writings had produced.” The sketch
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of the duke is somewhat thus to be translated : “ Who can tell
the caterpillar creeping on the branch, of what its future food
will be? Who can help the grub upon the earth to burst its
shell? The time comes when it presses out and hurres
winged into the bosom of the rose. ‘lhus will the years bring
him also the right direction of his strength. As yet, beside the
deep desire for the True, he has a passion for Error. Temerity
! lures him too far, no rock is too steep, no path too narrow,
' peril lies at his side threatening. Then the wild unruly 1m-
pulse hurries him to and fro, and from restless activity, he
restlessly tries repose. Gloomily wild in happy days, free
without being happy, he sleeps, fatigued in body and soul,
upon a rocky couch.”

While we are at Ilmenau let us not forget the exquisite little
poems written there this September, with a pencil, on the wall
of that hut on the Gickelhahn, which is still shown to
V1SItors :

Ueber allen Gipfein

Ist Ruh,

In allen Wipfeln

Spiirest du

Kaum einen Hauch ;

Die Vogelein schweigen in Walde ;
Warte nur, balde

Ruhest du auch.

L M

He had many unpleasant hours as Controller of the Finances,
striving in vain to make the duke keep within a prescribed
definite sum for expenses; a thing always found next to
impossible with princes (not often possible with private men),
and by no means accordant with our duke’s temperament.
““ Goethe contrives to make the most sensible representations,”
| Wieland writes to Merck, ““ and is indeed Zkonnéte fhomme a la
i cour ; but suffers terribly in body and soul from the burdens
which for our good he has taken on himself. It sometimes
pains me to the heart to see how good a face he puts on while
sorrow like an inward worm 1s silently gnawing him. He
; takes care of his health as well as he can, and indeed he has
: need of it.” Reports of this seem to have reached the ear of

his mother, and thus he endeavours to reassure her: ‘* You
\ have never known me strong in stomach and head ; and that
one must be serious with serious matters 1s in the nature
of things, especially when one is thoughtful and desires the
good and true. . . . I am, after my manner, tolerably well, am
able to do all my work, to enjoy the intercourse of good
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friends, and still find time enough for all my favourite pursuits.
I could not wish myself in a better place, now that I know
the world and know how it looks behind the mountains. And
you, on your side, content yourself with my existence, and
should I quit the world before you, I have not lived to your
shame ; I leave behind me a good name and good friends,
and thus you will have the consolation of knowing that I an
not entirely dead. Meanwhile live in peace ; fate may yet give
us a pleasant old age, which we will also live through grate-
fully.”

It 1s impossible not to read, beneath these assurances, a tone
of sadness such as corresponds with Wieland’s intimation.
Indeed, the duke, anxious about his health, had urged him in
the September of this year to make a little journey in the
Harz. He went, accompanied by Fritz von Stein, the eldest
son of his beloved, a boy of ten years of age, whom he loved
and treated as a son. ‘ Infinite was the love and care he
showed me,” said Stein, when recording those happy days.
He had him for months living under the same roof, taught
him, played with him, formed him. His instinctive delight in
children was sharpened by his love for this child’s mother.
A pretty episode in the many-coloured Weimar life, is this,
of the care-worn minister and occupied student snatching
some of the joys of paternity from circumstances which had
denied him wife and children.

The Harz journey restored his health and spirits : especially
agreeable to him was his intercourse with Sommering, the
great anatomist, and other men of science. He returned to
Weimar to continue Wilhelm Meister, which was now 1n its
fourth book ; to continue his official duties ; to see more and
more of Herder, then writing his /deen ; and to sun himself in
the smiles of his beloved.

The year 1784 begins with an alteration in the theatrical
world. The Amateur Theatre, which has hitherto given them
so much occupation and delight, 1s now closed. A regular
troupe 1s engaged. For the birthday of the duchess, Goethe
prepares the Flanet Dance, a masked procession ; and pre-
pares an oration for the reopening of the Ilmenau mines,
which must greatly have pleased him as the beginning of the
fulfilment of an old wish. From his first arrival he had oc-
cupied himself with these mines, and the possibility of their
being once more set working. After many difficulties, on the
24th of February this wish was realised. It is related of him,

—
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that on the occasion of this opening speech, made in presence
of all the influential persons of the environs, he appeared to
have well in his head all that he had written, for he spoke
with remarkable fluency. All at once the thread was lost ;
he seemed to have forgotten what he had to say. i 1y L
says the narrator, “ would have thrown any one€ else 1nto great
embarrassment ; but it was not so with him. On the contrary,
he looked for at least ten minutes steadily and quietly round
the circle of his numerous audience; they were so impressed
by his personal appearance, that during the very long and
almost ridiculous pause every one remained perfectly quiet.
At last he appeared to have again become master of his
subject ; he went on with his speech, and without hesitation
continued it to the end as serenely as if nothing had hap-
pened.”

His osteological studies brought him this year the discovery
of an intermaxillary bone in man, as well as 1n animals.! In a
future chapter? this discovery will be placed in its historical
and anatomical light ; what we have at present to do with 1t,
is to recognise its biographical significance. Until this dis-
covery was made, the position of man had always been
separated from that of even the highest animals, by the fact
(assumed) that he had 7o intermaxillary bone. Goethe, who
everywhere sought unity in Nature, believed that such a
difference did not exist ; his researches proved him to be night.
Herder was at that time engaged in proving that no structural
difference could be found between men and animals ; and
Goethe, in sending Knebel his discovery, says that 1t will
support this view. ** Indeed, man is most intimately allied to
animals. The co-ordination of the Whole makes every crea-
ture to be that which it is, and man is as much man through
the form of his upper jaw, as through the form and nature ot
the last joint of his little toe. And thus s every creature but
a note of the great harmony, which must be studied in the
Whole, or else it is nothing but a dead letter. From this
point of view I have written the little essay, and thatis properiy

speaking the interest which lies hidden i 1t.”

1 He thus announces it to Herder, March 27, 1784: ‘‘ I hasten to tell you of
the fortune that has befallen me. 1 have found neither gold nor silver, but
that which gives me inexpressible joy, the os intermaxillare Man! I com-
pared the skulls of men and beasts, In company with Loder, came on the
trace of it, and see there it is | "'—Awus Herder s Nachlass, 1. 75.

2 See further on the chapter on Zhe Poet as a Man of Science.



206  Life and 'Works ‘of ‘Goethe

The discovery is significant therefore as an indication of his
tendency to regard Nature 1n her unity. It was the prelude
to his discoveries of the metamorphosis of plants, and of the
verteoral theory of the skull: all three resting on the same
mode of conceiving Nature. His botanical studies received
fresh 1mpulse at this period. Linnaeus was a constant com-
panion on his journeys, and we see him with eagerness availing
himself of all that the observations and collections of botanists
could offer him 1n aid of his own. “ My geological specula-
tions,” he writes to the Frau von Stein, ‘“make progress. 1
see much more than the others who accompany me, because
I have discovered certain fundamental laws of formation,
which I keep secret, and can from them better observe and
judge the phenomena before me . .. .” “Every one ex-
claims about my solitude, which i1s a riddle, because no one
knows with what glorious unseen beings I hold communion.”
It 1s interesting to observe his delight at seeing a zebra—
which was a novelty in Germany—and his inexhaustible
pleasure in the elephant’s skull, which he has procured for
study. Men confined to their libraries, whose thoughts
scarcely venture beyond the circle of literature, have spoken
with sarcasm, and with pity, of this waste of time. But—
dead bones for dead bones—there is as much poetry in the
study of an elephant’s skull, as in the study of those skeletons
of the past—history and classics. All depends upon the mind
of the student; to one man a few old bones will awaken
thoughts of the great organic processes of nature, thoughts
as far-reaching and sublime as those which the fragments of
the past awaken in the historical mind. Impressed with this
conviction, the great Bossuet left the brilliant court of Louis
XIV. to shut himself up in the anatomical theatre of Duverney,
that he might master the secrets of organisation before writing
his treatise De la Connaissance de Dien.' But there are minds,
and these form the majority, to whom dry bones are dry
bones, and nothing more. ‘ How legible the book of Nature
becomes to me,” Goethe writes, “I cannot express to thee;
my long lessons in spelling have helped me, and now my
quiet joy 1s inexpressible. Much as I find that is new, I find
nothing unexpected ; everything fits in, because I have no
system, and desire nothing but the pure truth.” To help him

1 This work contains a little treatise on anatomy, which testifies the patience
of the theologian’s study.,
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in his spelling he begins algebra ; but the nature of his mind
was too unmathematical for him to pursue that study long.

Science and love were the two pillars of his existence 1n
these days. ““I feel that thou art always with me,” he writes ;
““ thy presence never leaves me. In thee I have a standard
of all women, yea of all men; in thy love I have a standard of
fate. Not that it darkens the world to me, on the contrary,
it makes the world clear; 1 see plainly how men are, think,
wish, strive after, and enjoy; and I give every one his due,
and rejoice silently in the thought that I possess so inde-
structible a treasure.”

The duke increased his salary by zoo thalers, and this,
with the 1800 thalers received from the paternal property,
made his income now 3200 thalers. He had need of money,
both for his purposes and his numerous charities. We have
seen, in the case of Kraft, how large was his generosity ; and
in one of his letters to his beloved, he exclaims, *“ God grant
that I may daily become more economical, that I may be able
to do more for others.” The reader knows this is not a mere
phrase thrown 1n the air. All his letters speak of the suffering
he endured from the sight of so much want in the people.
“The world 1s narrow,” he writes, “and not every spot of
earth bears every tree ; mankind suffers, and one is askhamed to
see oneself so favoured above so many thousands. We hear
constantly how poor the land 1s, and daily becomes poorer;
but we partly think this is not true, and partly hurry it away
from our minds when once we see the truth with open eyes,
see the irremediableness, and see how matters are always
bungled and botched!” That he did his utmost to ameliorate
the condition of the people in general, and to ameliorate
particular sorrows as far as lay in his power, is strikingly
evident 1n the concurrent testimony of all who knew any-
thing of his doings. If he did not write dithyrambs of
Freedom, and was not profoundly enthusiastic for Father-
land, let us attribute it to any cause but want of heart.

The stillness and earnestness of his life seem to have
somewhat toned down the society of Weimar. He went very
rarely to court; and he not being there to animate it with his
inventions, the Duchess Amalia complained that they were all
asleep ; the duke also found society insipid: “the men have
lived through their youth, and the women mostly married.”
The duke altered with the rest. The influence of his dear
friend was daily turning him into more resolute paths: it had

K 2
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oven led him to the study of science, as we learn from his
letters.  And Herder, also, now occupied with his great work,
shared these ideas, and enriched himself with Goethe’s friend-
ship. Jacobi came to Weimar, and saw his old friend again,
quitting him with real sorrow. He was occupied at this time
with the dispute about Lessing’s Spinozism, and tried to bring
Goethe into it, who very characteristically told him, * Before
I write a syllable pera 7a Puoika, 1 must first have clearly
settled my ¢pvoica.” All controversy was repugnant to Goethe’s
nature : he said, “If Raphael were to paint it, and Shakspeare
dramatise it, I could scarcely find any pleasure in 1t.” Jacobi
certainly was not the writer to conquer such repugnance.
Goethe objected to his tone almost as much as to his opinions.
« When self-esteem expresses itself in contempt of another, be
he the meanest, it must be repellant. A flippant, frivolous
man may ridicule others, may controvert them, scorn them ;
but he who has any respect for himself seems to have re-
nounced the right of thinking meanly of others. And what
are we all that we can dare to raise ourselves to any height?”
He looks upon Jacobi’s metaphysical Z¢ as a compensation
for all the goods the gods have given him. * House, riches,
children, sister and friends, and a long &c., &c., &c. On
the other hand, God has punished you with metaphysics like
a thorn in your flesh; me he has blessed with science, that
I may be happy in the contemplation of his works.” How
characteristic is this: “When you say we can only believe in
God (p. 1o1), I answer that I lay great stress on seetng (schauen),
and when Spinoza, speaking of scentia infuitiva, says: Hoc
cognoscendi genus procedit ab adequata idea essentie formalis
quorundam Dei attributorum ad adequalam cognitionem essentice
rerum, these few words give me courage to dedicate my whole
life to the observation of things which I can reach, and of
whose essentice formalis 1 can hope to form an adequate 1dea,
without in the least troubling myself how far I can go.” He
was at variance, and justly, with those who called Spinoza an
atheist. He called him the most theistical of theists, and the
most Christian of Christians—7Aeissimum et christianissimuim.
While feeling the separation of opinion between himself
and Jacobi, he still felt the sympathy of old friendship. It
was otherwise with Lavater. Their intimacy had been great ;
no amount of difference had overshadowed it, until the priestly
element of Lavater, formerly in abeyance, grew into offensive
prominence. He clouded his intellect with superstitions, and
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aspired to be a prophet. He had believed 1n Cagliostro and
his miracles, exclaiming, “ Who would be so great as he, had
he but a true sense of the Evangelists?” He called upon
that mystifier, in Strasburg, but was at once sent about his
business.  When a great man,” writes Goethe of Lavater, in
1782, “has a dark corner in him, it is terribly dark.” And the
dark corner in Lavater begins to make him uneasy. “1 see
the highest power of reason united 1n Lavater with the most
odious superstition, and that by a knot of the finest and most
inextricable kind.” To the same effect he says in one of the

Xenlen—

Wie verfahrt die Natur um Hohes und Niedres im Menschen
71 verbinden ? sie stellt Eitelkeit zwischen hinein.

It was a perception of what he thought the hypocritical nature
of Lavater which thoroughly disgusted him, and put an end to
their friendship; mere difference of opinion never separated
him from a friend.

His scientific studies became enlarged by the addition of
a microscope, with which he followed the investigations of
Gleichen, and gained some insight into the marvels of the
world of Infusoria. His drawings of the animalcules seen by
him were sent to the Frau von Stein; and to Jacobi he wrote :
“ Botany and the microscope are now the chief enemies I
have to contend against. But I live in perfect solitude apart
from all the world, as dumb as a fish.” Amid these multi-
form studies,—mineralogy, osteology, botany, and constant
“dipping” into Spinoza, his poetic studies might seem to
have fallen into the background, did we not know that Wz/kelm
Meister has reached the fifth book, the opera of Sckerz, List,
und Rache is written, the great religious-scientific poem ZDie
Geheimnisse is planned, Elpenor has two acts completed, and
many of the minor poems are written. Among these poems,
be it noted, are the two songs in Wilhelm Meister, ** Kennst
du das Land” and “ Nur wer die Sehnsucht kennt,” which
speak feelingly of his longing for Italy. The preparations for
that journey are made in silence. He is studying Itahan, and
undertakes the revision of his works for a new edition, in
which Wieland and Herder are to help him.

Seeing him thus happy in love, in friendship, in work, with
young Fritz living with him, to give him, as 1t were, a home,
and every year bringing fresh clearness in his purposes, one
may be tempted to ask what was the strong impulse which
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could make him break away from such a circle, and send him
lonely over the Alps? Nothing but the impulse of genius.
Italy had been the dream of his youth. It was the land
where self-culture was to gain rich material and firm basis.
That he was born to be a Poet, he now deliberately ac-
knowledged ; and nothing but solitude in the Land of Song
seemed wanting to him. Thither he yearned to go; thither
he would go.

He accompanied the duke, Herder, and the Frau von Stein
to Carlsbad in July 1786, taking with him the works to be
revised for Goschen’s new edition. The very sight of these
works must have strengthened his resolution. And when
Herder and the Frau von Stein returned to Weimar, leaving
him alone with the duke, the final preparations were made.
He had studiously concealed this project from every one except
the duke, whose permission was necessary ; but even from him
the project was partially concealed. * Forgive me,” he wrote
to the duke, ‘“if at parting I spoke vaguely about my journey
and its duration. I do not yet know myself what 1s to become
of me. You are happy in a chosen path. Your affairs are in
good order, and you will excuse me if I now look after my
own ; nay, you have often urged me to do so. I am at this
moment certainly able to be spared ; things are so arranged as
to go on smoothly in my absence. In this state of things all I
ask is an indefinite furlough.” He says that he feels 1t necessary
for his intellectual health that he should “lose himself in a
world where he is unknown;” and begs that no one may be
informed of his intended absence. ‘God bless you, 1s my
hearty wish, and keep me your affection. Believe me that if 1
desire to make my existence more complete, it 1s that I may
enjoy it better with you and yours.”

This was on the 2nd September 1786. On the third he
quitted Carlsbad incognito. His next letter to the duke
begins thus: “One more friendly word out of the distance,
without date or place. Soon will I open my mouth and say
how 1 get on. How it will rejoice me once more to see your
handwriting.” And 1t ends thus: “ Of course you let people
believe that you know where I am.” In the next letter he
says, “ 1 must still keep the secret of my whereabouts a little
longer.”
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CHAPTER V

ITALY

Tur long yearning of his life was at last fulfilled : he was in
Italy. Alone, and shrouded by an assumed name from all the
interruptions with which the curiosity of admirers would have
perplexed the author of Wertier, but which never troubled the
supposed merchant Herr Moller, he passed amid orange trees
and vineyards, cities, statues, pictures and buildings, feeling
himself ¢ at home in the wide world, no longer an exile.” The
passionate yearnings of Mignon had grown with his growth
and strengthened with his strength, through the early assocla-
tions of childhood, and all the ambitions of manhood, till at
last they made him sick at heart. For some time previous to
his journey he had been unable to look at engravings of
Italian scenery, unable even to open a Latin book, because of
the overpowering suggestions of the language ; so that Herder
could say of him that the only Latin author ever seen in his
hand was Spinoza. The feeling grew and grew, a mental
home-sickness which nothing but Italian skies could cure.’
We have only to read Mignon’s song, “ Kennst du das Land,”
which was written before this journey, to perceive how trance-
like were his conceptions of Italy, and how restless was his
desire to journey there.

And now this deep unrest was stilled. Italian voices were
loud around him, Italian skies were above him, Italian Art
was before him. He felt this journey was a new birth. His
whole being was filled with warmth and light. Life stretched
itself before him calm, radiant, and strong. He saw the
greatness of his aims, and felt within him powers adequate to
those aims.

He has written an account of his journey ; but although no
man could have produced a greater work, had he deliberately
set himself to do so, and although some passages of this work
are among the most delightful of the many pages written about
Italy, yet the Jtalidnische Reise is, on the whole, a very disap-
pointing book. Nor could it well have been otherwise, under
the circumstances. It was not written soon after his return,
when all was fresh in his memory, and when his style had still
its warmth and vigour ; but in the decline of his great powers,
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he collected the hasty letters sent from Italy to the Irau von
Stein, Herder, and others, and from them he extracted such
passages as seemed suitable, weaving them together with no
great care, or enthusiasm. Had he simply printed the letters
themselves, they would doubtless have given us a far more
vivid and interesting picture ; in the actual form of the work
we are wearied by various trifles and incidents of the day
circumstantially narrated, which in letters would not 1m-
properly find a place, but which here want the pleasant, care-
less, chatty form given by correspondence. The ZJZalidnische
Reise wants the charm of a collection of letters, and the solid
excellence of a deliberate work. It is mainly interesting as
indicating the effect of Italy on his mind ; an effect apparently
too deep for utterance. He was too completely possessed Dby
the new life which streamed through him, to bestow much time
in analysing and recording his impressions.

Curious it is to notice his open-eyed interest n all the
geological and meteorological phenomena which present them-
selves ; an interest which has excited the sneers of some who
think a poet has nothing better to do than to rhapsodise.
They tolerate his enthusiasm for Palladio, because architecture
is one of the Arts; and forgive the enthusiasm which seized
him in Vicenza, and made him study Palladio’s works as 1if he
were about to train himself for an architect; but they are
distressed to find him in Padua, once more occupied with
““ cabbages,” and tormented with the vague conception of a
Typical Plant, which will not leave him. Let me confess,
however, that some cause for disappointment exists. ‘lhe
poet’s yearning is fulfilled; and yet how little literary en-
thusiasm escapes him! Italy is the land of History, Literature,
Painting, and Music ; its highways are sacred with associations
of the Past; its byways are centres of biographic and artistic
interest. Yet Goethe, in raptures with the climate, and the
beauties of Nature, is almost silent about Literature, has no
sense of Music, and no feeling for History. He passes through
Verona without a thought of Romeo and Juliet; through
Ferrara without a word of Ariosto, and scarcely a word of
Tasso. In this land of the Past, it is the Present only which
allures him. He turns aside in disgust from the pictures of
crucifixions, martyrdoms, emaciated monks, and all the hos-
pital pathos which makes galleries hideous ; only in Raphael’s
healthier beauty, and more human conceptions, can he take
delight. He has no historic sense enabling him to qualify his
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hatred of superstition by recognition of the painful religious
struggles which, in their evolutions, assumed these super-
stitious forms. He considers the pictures as things of the
present, and because their motives are hideous he is disgusted ;
but a man of more historic feeling would, while marking his
dislike of such conceptions, have known how to place them in
their serial position in the historic development of mankind.

It is not for Literature, it is not for History, it 1s not for
poetical enthusiasm, we must open the J/lalidnische Reise.
There is no eloquence in the book; no, not even when, at
Venice, he first stands in presence of the sea. Think of the
feelings which the first sight of the sea must call up n the
mind of a poet, and then marvel at his reserve. But if the
Jtalidnische Reise does not flash out in eloquence, it 1s every-
where warm with the intense happiness of the writer. In
Venice, for example, his enjoyment seems to have been great,
as every hour the place ceased to be a zame and became a
picture. The canals, lagoons, narrow streets, splendid archi-
tecture, and animated crowds, were inexhaustible delights.
From Venice he passed rapidly through Ferrara, Bologna,
Florence, Arezzo, Perugia, Foligno, and Spoleto, reaching
Rome on the 28th October.

In Rome, where he stayed four months, enjoyment and
education went hand in hand. ‘¢ All the dreams of my youth
I now see living before me. Everywhere I go I find an old
familiar face; everything is just what I thought it, and yet
everything is new. It is the same with ideas. 1 have gained
no new idea, but the old ones have become so definite, living,
and connected one with another, that they may pass as new.”
The riches of Rome are at first bewildering ; a long residence
is necessary for each object to make its due 1mpression.
Goethe lived there among some German artists: Angelica
Kaufmann, for whom he had great regard, Tischbein, Moritz,
and others. They respected his incognito as well as they
could, although the fact of his being in Rome could not
long be entirely concealed. He gained, however, the main
object of his incognito, and avoided being lionised. He had
not come to Italy to have his vanity tickled by the approbation
of society ; he came for self-culture, and resolutely pursued his
purpose.

Living amid such glories of the past, treading each day the
ground of the Kternal City, every breath from the Seven Hills
must have carried to him some thought of history. * Even
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Roman antiquities,” he writes, ‘ begin to interest me. History,
inscriptions, coins, which hitherto I never cared to hear about,
now press upon me. Here one reads history in quite another
spirit than elsewhere; not only Roman history, but world
history.” Yet I do not find that he read much history, even
here. Art was enough to occupy him; and for Painting he
had a passion which renders his want of talent still more
noticeable. He visited churches and galleries with steady
earnestness ; studied Winckelmann, and discussed critical
points with the German artists. Unhappily he also wasted
precious time in fruitless efforts to attain facility in drawing.
These occupations, however, did not prevent his completing
the versification of /pkicenia, which he read to the German
circle, but found only Angelica who appreciated it ; the others
having expected something genzalisck, something in the style
of Gotz with the Iron Hand. Nor was he much more fortunate
with the Weimar circle, who, as we have already seen, pre-
ferred the prose version.

Art thus with many-sided influence allures him, but does
not completely fill up his many-sided activity. Philosophic
speculations give new and wondrous meanings to Nature ;
and the ever-pressing desire to discover the secret of vege-
table forms sends him meditative through the gardens about
Rome. He feels he 1s on the track of a law which, if dis-
covered, will reduce to unity the manifold variety of forms.
Men who have never felt the passion of discovery may rail at
him for thus, in Rome, forgetting, among plants, the quarrels
of the Senate and the eloquence of Cicero; but all who have
been haunted by a great 1dea will sympathise with him, and
understand how insignificant 1s the existence of a thousand
Ciceros in comparison with a law of Nature.

Among the few acquaintances he made, let us note that of
Monti the poet, at the performance of whose tragedy, A#isto-
demo, he assisted. Through this acquaintance he was re-
luctantly induced to allow himself to be enrolled a member
of the Arcadia,! under the title of Megalio, ‘‘ per causa della
grandezza, or rather grandiosita delle mie opere, as they
express 1t.”

And what said Weimar to this prolonged absence of its
poet? Instead of rejoicing in his intense enjoyment, instead
of sympathising with his aims, Weimar grumbled and gossiped,

1 This is erroneously placed by him during his second residence in Rome.
His letter to Fritz von Stein, however, gives the true date.
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and was loud in disapprobation of his neglect of duties at
home, while wandering among ruins and statues. Schiller,
who had meanwhile come to Weimar, sends to Korner the
echo of these grumblings: “Poor Weimar! Goethe’s return
is uncertain, and many here look upon his eternal separation
from all business as decided. While he is painting in Italy,
the Vogts and Schmidts must work for him lke beasts of
burden. He spends in Italy for doing nothing a salary of
1800 dollars, and they, for half that sum, must do double
work.” One reads such sentences from a Schiller with pain;
and there are several other passages in the correspondence
which betray a jealousy of his great rival, explicable, perhaps,
by the uneasy, unhappy condition in which he then struggled,
but which gives his admirers pain. This jealousy we shall
hereafter see openly and even fiercely avowed.

While Weimar grumbled, Weimar’s duke in truer sympathy
wrote affectionately to him, releasing him from all official
duties, and extending the leave of absence as long as 1t
might be desired. Without Goethe, Weimar must indeed
have been quite another place to Karl August; but no
selfishness made him desire to shorten his friend’s stay in
Italy. Accordingly, on the 22nd of February, Goethe quitted
Rome for Naples, where he spent five weeks of hearty enjoy-
ment. Throwing aside his incognito, he mixed freely with
society, and still more freely with the people, whose happy
careless far mniente delighted him. He there made the
acquaintance of Sir William Hamilton, and saw the lovely
Lady Hamilton, the syren whose beauty led the noble Nelson
astray. Goethe was captivated by her grace, as she moved
through the mazes of the shawl dance she made famous. He
was also captivated in quite another manner by the writings of
Vico, which had been introduced to him by his acquaintance
Filangierie, who spoke of the great thinker with southern
enthusiasm.

“If in Rome one must sf«dy,” he writes, ‘‘here in Naples
one can only Ziwe.” And he lived a manifold life: on the
seashore, among the fishermen, among the people, among the
nobles, under Vesuvius, on the moonlit waters, on the cause-
way of Pompeii, in Pausilippo,—everywhere drinking in fresh
delight, everywhere feeding his fancy and experience with
new pictures. Thrice did he ascend Vesuvius; and as we
shall see him during the campaign in France pursuing his
scientific observations undisturbed by the cannon, so here
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also we observe him deterred by no perils from making the
most of his opportunity. Nor is this the only noticeable
trait. Vesuvius could make him forget in curiosity his
personal safety, but it did not excite one sentence of poetry.
His description 1s as quiet as if Vesuvius were Hampstead
Heath.

The enthusiasm breaks out, however, here and there. At
Pestum he was in raptures with the glorious antique temples,
the remains of which still speak so eloquently of what Grecian
art must have been.

Pompe1, Herculaneum, and Capua interested him less than
might have been anticipated. ‘‘The book of Nature,” he
says, ‘“1s after all the only one which has in every page
important meanings.” It was a book which fastened him
as fairy tales fasten children.

‘“ Here about the beach he wandered, nourishing a youth sublime
With the fairy tales of Science and the long result of Time."

Wandering thus lonely, his thoughts hurried by the music of
the waves, the long-baffling, long-soliciting mystery of vege-
table forms grew into clearness before him, and the typical
plant was no more a vanishing conception, but a principle
clearly grasped. |

On the 2nd of April he reached Palermo. He stayed a
fortnight among 1its orange trees and oleanders, given up to
the exquisite sensations which, lotus-like, lulled him into
forgetfulness of everything, save the present. Homer here
first became a living poet to him. He bought a copy of the
(dyssey, read 1t with unutterable delight, and translated as he
went, for the benefit of his friend Kniep. Inspii:d by it, he
sketched the plan of Nawsikaa, a drama in which the Odyssey
was to be concentrated. Like so many other plans, this was
never completed. The garden of Alcinous had to yield to
the Metamorphoses of Plants, which tyrannously usurped his
thoughts.

Palermo was the native city of Count Cagliostro, the
audacious adventurer who, three years before, had made so
conspicuous a figure in the affair of the Diamond Necklace.
Goethe’s curiosity to see the parents of this reprobate, led him
to visit them, under the guise of an Englishman bringing them
news of their son. He has narrated the adventure at some
length ; but as nothing of biographical interest lies therein, I
pass on with this brief indication, adding that his sympathy,
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always active, was excited in favour of the poor people, and he
twice sent them pecuniary assistance, confessing the deceit he
had practised.

He returned to Naples on the 14th of May, not without.a
narrow escape from shipwreck. He had taken with bim the
two first acts of Zuasso (then in prose), to remodel them in
verse. He found on reading them over, that they were soft
and vague 1n expression, but otherwise needing no materal
alteration. After a fortnight at Naples, he once more arnved
in Rome. This was on the 6th of June 1787, and he remained
till the 22nd of April 1788 : ten months of labour, which only
an activity so unusual as his own could have made so fruitful.
Much of his time was wasted in the dabbling of an amateur,
striving to make himself what Nature had refused to make
him. Yet 1t is perhaps perilous to say that with such a mind
any effort was fruitless. If he did not become a painter by
his studies, the studies were doubtless useful to him in other
ways. Art and antiquities he studied in company with artistic
friends. Rome 1s itself an education; and he was eager to
learn. Practice of the art sharpened his perceptions. He
learned perspective, drew from the model, was passionate in
endeavours to succeed with landscape, and even began to
model a little in clay. Angelica Kaufmann told him, that in
Art he saw better than any one else; and the others believed
perhaps that with study he would be able to do more than see.
But all his study and all his practice were vain; he never
attained even the excellence of an amateur. To think of a
Goethe thus obstinately cultivating a branch of art for which
he had no talent, makes us look with kinder appreciation on
the spectacle, so frequently presented, of really able men
obstinately devoting themselves to produce poetry which no
cultivated mind can read; men whose culture and insight
are 1nsufficient to make them perceive in themselves the
difference between aspiration and inspiration.

If some time was wasted upon efforts to become a painter,
the rest was well employed. Not to mention his scientific
investigations, there was abundance of work executed.
Logmont was rewritten. The rough draft of the two first
acts had been written at Frankfurt, in the year 1775; and a
rough cast of the whole was made at Weimar, in 1782. He
now took 1t up again, because the outbreak of troubles in the
Netherlands once more brought the patriots into collision
with the House of Orange. The task of rewriting was
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laborious, but very agreeable, and he looked with pride on
the completed drama, hoping it would gratify his friends.
These hopes were somewhat dashed by Herder, who—never
much given to praise—would not accept Cldrchen, a character
which the poet thought, and truly thought, he had felicitously
drawn. Besides Zgmont, he prepared for the new edition of
his works, new versions of Claudine wvon Villa Bella and
LErwin und Elmire, two comic operas. Some scenes of faust
were written ; also these poems: Amor als Landschaftsmaler ;
Amor als Gast; Kiinstler's FErdenwallen; and Kiinstler's
Apotheose. He thus completed the last four volumes of his
collected works which Goschen had undertaken to publish,
and which we have seen him take to Carlsbad and to Italy, as
his literary task.

The effect of his residence 1n Italy, especially in Rome, was
manifold and deep. Foreign travel, even to unintelligent,
uninquiring minds, 1s always of great influence, not merely
by the presentation of new objects, but also, and mainly, by
the withdrawal of the mind from all the intricate connections
of habit and famibarity which mask the real relations of life.
This withdrawal 1s important, because it gives a new standing-
point from which we can judge ourselves and others, and it
shows how much that we have been wont to regard as essential
1s, 1in reality, little more than routine. Goethe certainly ac-
quired clearer views with respect to himself and his career:
severed from all those links of habit and routine which had
bound him in Weimar, he learned in Italy to take another
and a wider survey of his position. He returned home, to
all appearance, a changed man. The crystallising process
which commenced in Weimar was completed in Rome. As
a decisive example, we note that he there finally relinquishes
his attempt to become a painter. He feels that he is born
only for poetry, and during the next ten years resolves to
devote himself to literature.

One result of his study of art was to reconcile his theories
and his tendencies. We have noted on several occasions the
objective tendency of his mind, and we now find him recog-
nising that tendency as dominant in ancient art. ‘‘Let me,”
he writes to Herder, ‘“express my meaning in a few words.
The ancients represented existences, we usually represent the
effect; they portrayed the terrible, we terribly; they the
agreeable, we agreeably, and so forth. Hence our exaggera-
tion, mannerism, false graces, and all excesses. For when we
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strive after effect, we never think we can be effective enough.”
This admirable sentence is as inaccurate in an historical, as it
is accurate in an aesthetical sense ; unless by the ancients we
understand only Homer and some pieces of sculpture. As a
criticism of Afschylus, Euripides, Pindar, Theocritus, Horace,
Ovid, or Catullus, it is quite wide of the truth ; indeed, it 1s
merely the traditional fiction current about ancient art, which
vanishes on a steady gaze ; but inaccurate though it be, it serves
to illustrate Goethe’s theories. If he found #zaf in Italy, it
was because that best assimilated with his own tendencies,
which were eminently concrete. * People talk of the study
of the ancients,” he says somewhere, “but what does it mean,
except that we should look at the real world, and strive to
express it, for that is what they did.” And to Eckermann he
said: ““All eras in a state of decline are subjective ; on the
other hand, all progressive eras have an objective tendency.
Our present time is retrograde, for it i1s subjective.” Here in
Rome he listens to his critical friends with a quiet smile,
‘““when in metaphysical discussions they held me not com-
petent. I, being an artist, regard this as of little moment.
Indeed, I prefer that the principle from which and through
which I work should be hidden from me.” How few Germans
could say this; how few could say with him, *“ Zch /Aabe nie
iiber das Denken gedacht; 1 have never thought about
Thought.”

Leaving all such generalities, and descending once more to
biographic detail, we meet Goethe again in the toils of an
unhappy passion. How he left the Frau von Stein we have
seen. Her image accompanied him everywhere. To her he
wrote constantly. But he has before confessed that he loved
her less when absent from her, and the length of his absence
now seems to have cooled his ardour. He had been a twelve-
month away from her, when the charms of a young Milanese,
with whom he was thrown together in Castel Gandolfo, made
him forget the coldness, almost approaching rudeness, with
which hitherto he had guarded himself from female fascina-
tion. With the rashness of a boy he falls in love, and then
learns that his mistress 1s already betrothed. 1 am unable to
tell this story with any distinctness, for he was nearly eighty
years old when he wrote the pretty but vague account of it in
the Jtalianische Reise, and there are no other sources come to
hand. IEnough that he loved, learned she was betrothed, and
withdrew from her society to live down his grief. During her
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illness, which followed upon an unexplained quarrel with her
betrothed, he was silently assiduous in attentions ; but although
they met after her recovery, and she was then free, I do not
find him taking any steps towards replacing the husband she had
lost. As may be supposed, the tone of his letters to the Frau
von Stein became visibly altered : they became less confidential
and communicative ; a change which did not escape her.

With Herder his correspondence continues affectionate.
Pleasant 1t 1s to see the enthusiasm with which he receives
Herder’s /deen, and reads it in Rome with the warmest admira-
tion ; so different from the way in which Herder receives what
ke sends from Rome!!

On the 22nd April 1788, he turned homewards, quitting
Rome with unspeakable regret, yet feeling himself equipped
anew for the struggle of ife. “ The chief objects of my jour-
ney,” he writes to the duke, “ were these: to free myself
from the physical and moral uneasiness which rendered me
almost useless, and to still the feverish thirst I felt for true
art. The first of these 1s tolerably, the second quite achieved.”
Taking Zasso with him to finish on his journey, he returned
through Florence, Milan, Chiavenna, Lake Constance, Stutt-
gart, and Nirnberg, reaching Weimar on the 18th June, at
ten o’clock in the evening.l

CHAPTER Vi
EGMONT AND TASSO

THERE are men whose conduct we cannot approve, but whom
we love more than many whose conduct is thoroughly admir-
able. When severe censors point out the sins of our favourites,
reason may acquiesce, but the heart rebels. We make no
protest, but in secret we keep our love unshaken. It is with

' It will be seen from this route that he never was in Genoa ; consequently
the passage in Schiller’s correspondence with Korner (vol. iv. p. 59), wherein
a certain (. i1s mentioned as having an unhappy attachment to an artist’s
model, cannot allude to Goethe. Indeed the context, and Korner's reply,
would make this plain to any critical sagacity ; but many writers on Gcethe
are so ready to collect scandals without scrutiny, that this warning 1is not
superfluous. Vehse, for instance, in his work on the court of Weimar, has
not the slightest misgiving about the G. meaning Goethe : it never cccurs to
bim to inquire whether Goethe ever was in Genoa, or whether the dates of
these letters do not point unmistakably in another direction.
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poems as with men. The greatest favourites are not the least
amenable to criticism ; the favourites with Criticism are not
the darlings of the public. In saying this we do not stultify
Criticism, any more than Morality is stultified in our love of
agreeable rebels. In both cases admitted faults are cast Iinto
the background by some energetic excellence.

Egmont is such a work. It is far, very far, from a
masterpiece, but it is an universal favourite. As a tragedy,
criticism makes sad work with it; but when all is said, the
reader thinks of Egmont and Clirchen, and flings criticisms to
the dogs. These are the figures which remain 1n the memory:
bright, genial, glorious creations, comparable to any to be
found in the long galleries of Art.

As a Drama—i.e. a work constructed with a view to repre-
sentation—it wants the two fundamental requisites, viz. 2
collision of elemental passions, from whence the tragic interest
should spring; and the construction of its materials mnto the
dramatic form. The first fault lies in the conception; the
second in the execution  The one is the error of the dramatic
poet ; the other of the dramatist. Had Shakspeare treated this
subject, he would have thrown a life and character into the
mobs, and a passionate movement into the great scenes, which
would have made the whole live before our eyes. But I do not
think he would have surpassed Egmont and Clarchen.

The slow languid movement of this piece, which makes the
representation somewhat tedious, does not lie mn the length of
the speeches and scenes, so much as in the undramatic con-
struction. Julian Schmidt has actually remarked : “ A dramatic
intention hovered before him, but he executed it in a lyrical
musical style. Thus in the interview between Egmont and
Orange, the two declaim against each other, instead of work-
ing on each other” It is in certain passages dramatic, but
the whole is undramatic. It approximates to the novel in
dialogue.

Schiller, in his celebrated review of this work, praises the
art with which the local colouring of History is preserved ; but
most people would willingly exchange this historical colouring
for some touches of dramatic movement. The merit, such as
it is, belongs to erudition, not to poetry ; for the local colour
is not, as in Gd?z, and in Scott’s romances, vivid enough to
place the epoch before our eyes. Schiller, on the other hand,
objects to the departure from history, in making Egmont
unmarried, and to the departure from heroic dignity in making
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him in love. Goethe of course knew that Egmont had a wife
and several children. He rejected such historical details ; and
although I am disposed to agree with Schiller, that by the

ldnge he deprived himself of some powerful dramatic situa-
tions, I still think he did right in making the change.

In the first place it has given us the exquisite character
of Cldrchen, the gem of the piece. In the next place it 1s
dubious whether he would have treated the powerful situations
with the adequate dramatic intensity. He knew and con-
fessed that his genius was not tragic. “I was not born for a
tragic poet,” he wrote to Zelter; K my nature 1s too conciliat-
ing ; hence no really traglc situation interests me, for it is in
its essence irreconcilable.”

The character of Egmont is that of a healthy, noble, heroic
man ; and it 1s his humanity which the poet wishes to place
before us. We are made spectators of a happy nature, not of
great actions ; the hero, for he i1s one, presents himself to us in
his calm strength, perfect faculties, joyous, healthy freedom
of spirit, loving generous disposition ; not in the hours of
strenuous conflict, not in the spasms of his strength, not in the
altitude of momentary exultation, but in the quiet strength of
permanent power. This presentation of the character robs
the story of its dramatic collision. The tendency of Goethe’s
mind, which made him look upon men rather as a Naturalist
than as a Dramatist, led him to prefer delineating a character,
to delineating a passion ; and his biographical tendency made
him delineate Egmont as more like what Wolfgang Goethe
would have been under the same circumstances. This same
tendency to draw from his own experience. also led him to
create Clarchen. Rosenkranz, indced, seeking to show the
profound historical conception of this work, says, that the love
tor Clarchen was necessary ‘‘as an indication of Egmont’s
sympathy with the people ” ; but the reas>n seems to me to
have been less critical, and more biographical.

It 1s a sombre and a tragic episode in history which is treated
in this piece. The revolution of the Netherlands was one
imperiously commanded by the times ; 1t was the revolt of
citizens against exasperating oppressmn of conscience against
religious tyranny; of the nation against a forcigner. The
DuLe of Alva, who thought it better the Emperor should lose
the Netherlands than rule over a nation of heretics, but who
was by no means willing that the Netherlands should be lost,
came to replace the Duchess of Parma in the regency ; came
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to suppress with the sword and scaffold the rebellion of the
heretics. The strong contrast of Spaniard and Hollander, of
Catholic and Protestant, of despotism and liberty which this
subject furnished, are all 7ndicated by Goethe ; but he has not
used them as powerful dramatic elements. The characters
talk, talk well, talk lengthily ; they do not act. Inthe course of
their conversations we are made ‘aware of the state of things;
we do not dramatically assist at them.

Lgmont opens with a scene between soldiers and citizens,
shooting at a mark. A long conversation lets us into the
secret of the unquiet state of the country, and the various
opinions afloat. Compare it with analogous scenes in Shak-
speare, and the difference between dramatic and non-dramatic
treatment will be manifest. Here the men are puppets; we
see the author’s imfention in all they say; in Shakspeare the
men betray themselves, each with some peculiar trick of char-
acter.

I'he next scene 1s still more feeble. The Duchess of Parma
and Machiavell1 are in conversation. She asks his counsel ;
he advises tolerance, which she feels to be impossible: except
in the casual indication of two characters, the whole of this
scene 15 unnecessary : and indeed Schiller, in his adaptation
of this play to the stage, lopped away the character of the
Duchess altogether, as an excrescence.

The free, careless, unsuspicious nature of Egmont is well
contrasted with that of the suspicious Orange ; his character is
painted by numerous vivid touches, and we are in one scene
made aware of the danger he 1s in. But the scene ends as it
began, 1n talk. The next scene introduces Clarchen and her
unhappy lover Brackenburg. Very pretty is this conception
of his patient love, and her compassion for the love she
cannot share :

Mother. Do you send him away so soon?

Clarchen. 1 long to know what is going on ; and besides—
do not be angry with me, mother—his presence pains me. 1
never know how I ought to behave towards him. I have
done him a wrong, and it goes to my very heart to see how
deeply he feels it.  Well—it can’t be helped now.

Mether. He 1s such a true-hearted fellow !

Clarchen. 1 cannot help it, I must treat him kindly. Offen
without a thought I return the gentle, loving pressure of his
~hand. I reproach myself that I am deceiving him, that I am
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nourishing a vain hope in his heart. I am in a sad plight.
God knows I do not willingly deceive him. 7 do not wish fun
to hope, yet I cannot let him despair/

Is not that taken from the life, and is it not exquisitely touched ?

Clirchen. 1 loved him once, and in my soul I love him
still. I could have married him; yet 1 believe 1 never was
really and passionately in love with him.

Mother. You would have been happy with him.

Clirchen. 1 should have been provided for, and led a quiet
life.

Motker. And it has all been trifled away by your folly.

Clirchen. 1 am in a strange position. When I think how it
has come about, I know it indeed, and yet I know it not.
But I have only to look on Egmont, and all becomes clear o me ;
yes, then even stranger things would seem quite natural. Oh,
what 2 man he is! The provinces worship him. And in his
arms am I not the happiest being alive ?

Mother. And the future?

Clarchen. 1 ask but this—does he love me? ZDoes he love
me—as if there could be a doubt!

There are reminiscences of Frederika in this simple, loving
Cliarchen, and in the picture of her devotion to the man so
much above her. This scene, however, though very charming,
1s completely without onward movement. It 1s talk, not
action ; and the return of Brackenburg at the close, with his
despairing monologue, is not sufficient for the termination of
an act.

In act second we see the citizens again ; they are becoming
more unruly as events advance. Vanzen comes to stir their
rebellious feelings ; a quarrel ensues, which 1s quieted by the
appearance of Egmont, who, on hearing their complaints,
advises them to be prudent. ‘ Do what you can to keep the
peace ; you stand in bad repute already. Provoke not the
king still further. The power 1s 1n his hands. An honest
citizen who maintains himself industriously has everywhere as
much freedom as he needs.” He quits them, promising to do
his utmost for them, advising them to stand against the new
doctrines, and not to attempt to secure privileges by sedition.
The people’s hero is no demagogue. He opposes the turbul-
ence of the mob, as he opposes the tyranny of the crown. In
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the next scene we have him with his secretary; and here are
further manifested the kindness and the zznsowciance of his
nature. ‘It is my good fortune that I am joyous, live fast,
and take everything easily. 1 would not barter 1t for a tomb-
like security. My blood rebels against this Spanish mode of
life, nor are my actions to be regulated by the cautious mea-
sures of the court. Do I live only to think of hfe? Shall
I forego the enjoyment of the present moment that 1 may
secure the next, which, when it arrives, must be consumed in
idle fears and anxieties?” This 1s not the language of a
politician, but of a happy man. ¢‘Take life too seriously, and
what 1s it worth? If the morning wake us to no new joys, if
the evening bring us not the hope of new pleasures, 1s it worth
while to dress and undress? Does the sun shine on me
to-day that I may reflect on yesterday? ‘That I may en-
deavour to foresee and to control what can neither be foreseen
nor controlled—the destiny of to-morrow?” The present is
enough for him. ‘“The sunsteeds of 1Time, as if goaded by
invisible spirits, bear onward the light car of Destiny. Nothing
remains for us but, with calm self-possession, firmly to grasp
the reins, and guide the car now right, now left, here from the
precipice, there from the rock. Who knows Whither he is
hasting ? Who reflects from Whence he came ?”

Very poetic, and tragic too, is this contrast of character
with circumstance. We know the peril which threatens him.
We feel that this serenity 1s in itself the certain cause of his
destruction ; and it affects us like the joyousness of Romeo,
who, the moment before he hears the terrible news of Juliet’s
death, feels *“ his bosom’s lord sit lightly on its throne.” In
the scene which follows between Egmont and Orange, there is
a fine argumentative exposition of their separate views of the
state of affairs; Orange warns him to fly while there is yet
safety ; but he sees that flight will hasten civil war, and he
remains.

Act the third once more brings the Duchess and Machiavelli
before us, and once more they talk about the troubles of the
time. The scene changes to Clirchen’s house, and we are
spectators of that exquisite interview which Scott has borrowed
in Kenilworth, where Leicester appears to Amy Robsart in all
his princely splendour. Beautiful as this scene is, it is not
enough to constitute one act of a drama, especially the #kird
act; tfor nothing 1s done 1in it, nothing is indicated even in the
development of the story which had not been indicated before ;
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the action stands still that we may see childish delight,
womanly love, and manly tenderness.

The poetic reader, captivated by this scene, will be impatient
at the criticism which espies a fault in 1t, and will declare such
a picture infinitely superior to any dramatic effect. * What
pedantry,” he will exclaim, “to talk of technical demands in
presence of a scene like this!” and with a lofty wave of the
hand dismiss the critic into contempt. Nevertheless, the
critic is forced by his office to consider what are the technical
demands. If the poet has attempted a drama, he must be
tried by dramatic standards. However much we may delight
in the picture Goethe has presented in this third act, we
cannot but feel that Shakspeare, while giving the picture,
would have made it subservient to the progress and develop-
ment of the piece; for Shakspeare was not only a poet, he
was also a dramatic poet.

Act the fourth again shows us citizens talking about the
times, which grew more and more ominous. In the next
scene Alva, the terrible Alva, appears, having laid all his plans.
Orange has fled, but Egmont comes. A long discussion, very
argumentative but utterly undramatic, between Alva and
Egmont, is concluded by the arrest of the latter.

Act the fifth shows us Clarchen in the streets trying to
rouse Brackenburg and the citizens to revolt and to the
rescue of Egmont. There 1s great animation 1n this scene,
wherein love raises the simple girl into the heroine. The
citizens are alarmed, and dread to hear Egmont named :

Cldrchen. Stay! stay! Shrink not away at the sound of
his name, to meet whom ye were wont to press forward so
joyously! When rumour announced his approach, when the
cry arose, ‘‘Egmont comes! he comes from Ghent!” then
happy were they who dwelt in the streets through which he
was to pass. And when the neighing of his steed was heard,
did not every one throw aside his work, while a ray of hope
and joy, like a sunbeam from his countenance, stole over the
toil-worn faces which peered from every window. Then as ye
stood in doorways ye would lift up your children and pointing
to him exclaim, *‘ See! that is Egmont! he who towers above
the rest! ’Tis from him ye must look for better times than
those your poor fathers have known!”

Cldrchen, unable to rouse the citizens, i1s led home by Bracken-
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burg. The scene changes to Egmont’s prison, where he soli-
loquises on his fate; the scene again changes, and shows us
Clarchen waiting with sickly impatience for Brackenburg to
come and bring her the news. He comes; tells her ligmont
is to die; she takes poison, and Brackenburg, in desparir,
resolves also to die. The final scene 1s very weak and very
long. Egmont bhas an interview with Alva’s son, whom he
tries to persuade into aiding him to escape ; failing in this, he
goes to sleep on a couch, and Clirchen appears in a vision as
the figure of Liberty. She extends to him a laurel crown.
He wakes—to find the prison filled with soldiers who lead him
to execution.

There are great inequalities in this work, and some dis-
parities of style. It was written at three different periods of
his life; and although, when once completed, a work may
benefit by careful revision extending over many years, it will
inevitably suffer from fragmentary composition; the delay
which favours revision, is fatal to composition. A work of
Art should be completed before the paint has had time to dry ;
otherwise the changes brought by time in the development of
the artist’s mind will make themselves felt in the heterogeneous
structure of the work. Zgmont was conceived in the period
when Goethe was under the influence of Shakspeare ; it was
mainly executed in the period when he had taken a classical
direction. It wants the stormy life of Gd7z, and the calm
beauty of Zphigenia. Schiller thought the close was too much
in the opera style; and Gervinus thinks that preoccupation
with the opera, which Goethe at this period was led into by
his friendly efforts to assist Kayser, has given the whole work
an operatic turn. I confess I do not detect this; but I see a
decided deficiency in dramatic construction, which 1s also to
be seen in all his later works; and that he really did not know
what the-drama properly required, to 4¢ a drama as well as
a poem, we shall see clearly illustrated 1n a future chapter.
Nevertheless, I end as I began with saying that find what
fault you will with Zgwmont, 1t still remains one of those general
favourites against which criticism 1s powerless.

Still less satisfactory from the dramatic point of view 1s
Zasso; of which we may say what Johnson says of Cemus,
““ it 1s a series of faultless lines, but no drama.” Indeed, for
the full enjoyment of this exquisite poem, it 1s necessary that
the reader should approach it as he approaches Comus, or
Manfred, or Philip von Artevelde, with no expectations of
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finding in it the qualities of QOtkello, or Wallenstein. 1t has a
charm which few can resist; but it wants all the requisites of
stage representation. There is scarcely any action ; and what
little there is only serves as a vehicle of struggle which goes on
in Tasso’s mind, instead of the struggle and collision of two
minds. Even the dramatic elements of love and madness, are
not dramatically treated. We feel their presence in Tasso’s
mind ; we never see their flaming energy fusing the hetero-
geneous materials of circumstance into fiery unity; we are
thus spectators of a disease, not of an acted story. Hence the
beauty of this work lies in its poetry, and cannot be reproduced

In a translation. i

The moment chosen by Goethe is when Tasso, having just
completed his Jerusalem Deltvered, gives unmistakable signs
of the unhappy passion and unhappy malady which have
made his biography one of the saddest in the sad list of
“mighty poets in their misery dead.” German critics have
afirmed that the piece is saturated with historical facts and
local colour. But it is clear that great liberties have been
taken both with history and local colour. Indeed, there was
too obvious a superficial resemblance between the position of
Tasso at the court of Ferrara and Goethe at the court of
Weimar not to make these liberties necessary. Had Goethe
painted the actual relation between Tasso and Alphonso, the
public might have read between the lines reflections on Karl
August. Moreover, it 1s difficult to deny the truth of Madame
de Stael’s remark, that ¢ les couleurs du Midi ne sont pas assez
prononcées.” The tone of the work 1s German throughout,
and would considerably have surprised an Itallan of the court
of Ferrara.

Zasso was finally completed shortly after the rupture with
the Frau von Stein, presently to be related.; but I have
noticed it here, as the most convenient place. It 1s in truth
to be regarded as one of the products of his early Weimar
years, having been merely versified in Italy, and after his
return home.

T L N R N
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CHAPTER*V I

RETURN HOME

GOETHE came back from Italy greatly enriched, but by no
means satisfied. The very wealth he had accumulated em-
barrassed him, by the new problems it presented, and the new
horizons it revealed :

‘““ For all experience is an arch wherethrough

Gleams that untravelled world, whose margin fades
For ever and for ever as we move. "

He had in Rome become aware that a whole hfe of study
would scarcely suffice to still the craving hunger for know-
ledge ; and he left Italy with deep regret. The return home
was thus, in itself, a grief; the arrival was still more painful.
Every one will understand this, who has lived for many
months away from the circle of old habits and old acquaint-
ances, feeling in the new world a larger existence more
consonant with his nature and his aims ; and has then returned
once more to the old circle, to find 1t unchanged,—pursuing
its old paths, moved by the old impulses, guided by the old
lights,—so that he feels himself a s/zanger. 10 return to a
great capital, after such an absence, 1s to feel 1ll at ease ; but
to return from Italy to Weimar! It we, on entering London,
after a residence abroad, find the same interests occupying our
friends which occupied them when we left, the same family
gossip, the same books talked about, the same placards loud
upon the walls of the unchanging streets, the world seeming to
have stood still while we have lived through so much: what
must Goethe have felt coming from Italy, with his soul filled
with new experience and new 1deas, on observing the quiet
unchanged Weimar? No one seemed to understand him ; no
one sympathised in his enthusiasm, or in his regrets. - They
found him changed. He found them moving in the same
dull round, like blind horses 1n a mull.

First, let us note that he came back resolved to dedicate his
life to Art and Science, and no more to waste efforts in the
laborious duties of office. From Rome he had thus wrtten
to Karl August: “ How grateful am I to you for having given
me this priceless leisure. My mind having from youth up-
wards had this bent, I should never have been at ease until I
had reached this end. My relation to affairs sprang out of my
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personal relation to you; Nnow let a new relation, after so
many years, spring from the former. [ can truly say, that in
the solitude of these eighteen months I have found my own
self again. But as what? As an Artist! What else I may
be, you will be able to judge and use. You have shown
throughout your life that princely knowledge of what men are,
and what they are useful for ; and this knowledge has gone on
increasing, as your letters clearly prove to me : to that know-
ledge 1 gladly submit myself. Ask my aid in that Symphony
which you mean to play, and 1 will at all times gladly and
honestly give you my advice. Let me fulfil the whole measure
of my existence at your side, then will my powers, like a new-
opened and purified spring, easily be directed hither and
thither. Already I see what this journey bas done for me,
how it has clarified and brightened my existence. As you
have hitherto borne with me, so care for me in future; you do
me more good than I can do myself, more than I can claim.
I have seen a large and beautiful bit of the world, and the
result is, that I wish only to live with you and ‘yours.: ‘7¥Yes,
I shall become more to you than I have been before, if you let
me do what I only can do, and leave the rest to others. Your
sentiments for me, as expressed in your letters, are so beautiful,
<0 honourable to me, that they make me blush,—that I can
only say: Lord, here am I, do with thy servant as seemeth
good unto thee.”

The wise duke answered this appeal nobly. He released
his friend from the Presidency of the Chamber, and from the
direction of the War Department, but kept a distinct place for
him in the Council, ¢ whenever his other affairs allowed him
¢ attend.” The poet remained the adviser of his prince, but
was relieved from the more onerous duties of office. The
direction of the Mines, and of all Scientific and Artistic In-
stitutions, he retained ; among them that of the Theatre.

It was generally found that he had grown colder in his
manners since his Italian journey. Indeed, the process of
crystallisation had rapidly advanced ; and beyond this effect
of development, which would have taken place had he never
left Weimar, there was the further addition of his feeling
himself at a different standing-point from those around him.
The less they understood him, the more he drew within
himself. Those who understood him, Moritz, Meyer, the
duke, and Herder, found no cause of complant. |

During the first few weeks he was of course constantly
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at court. Thus the Hof-Courier Luck tells us that the day
after his arrival he dined at court. This was the 1gth June.
Again on the 2oth, 22nd, 25th, 27th, 28th, 29th, 3oth. In
July, on the 1st, 2nd, 4th, sth, 6th, 7th, 8th, r1th, 12th, 14th,
15th, 16th, 17th, 18th, 19th, 20th, and 21st, and so on almost
uninterruptedly till September. His official release made the
bond of friendship stronger. Besides, every one was naturally
anxious to hear about his travels, and he was delighted to talk
of them.

But 1f Weimmar complained of the change, to which it soon
grew accustomed, there was one who had deeper cause of
complaint, and whose nature was not strong enough to bear
it—the Frau von Stein. Absence had cooled the ardour of
his passion. In Rome, to the negative influence of absence,
was added the positive influence of a new love. He had
returned to Weimar, still grateful to her for the happiness she
had given him,. still feeling for her the affection which no
conduct of hers could destroy, and which warmed his heart
towards her to the last; but he returned also with little of
the passion she had for ten years inspired; he returned with
a full conviction that he had outlived it. Nor did her presence
serve to rekindle the smouldering embers. Charlotte von Stein
was now five-and-forty. It is easy to imagine how much he
must have been struck with the change in her. Had he never
left her side, this change would have approached with gradual
steps, stealthily escaping observation; but the many months’
absence removed a veil from his eyes. She was five-and-forty
to bim, as to others. In this perilous position she adopted
the very worst course. She found him changed, and told him
SO, In a way which made him feel more sharply the change
in her. She thought him cold, and her resource was—re-
proaches. The resource was more feminine than felicitous.
Instead of sympathising with him in his sorrow at leaving
Italy, she felt the regret as an offence: and perhaps 1t was ;
but a truer, nobler nature would surely have known how to
merge 1ts own pain in sympathy with the pain of one beloved.
He regretted Italy ; she was not a compensation to him ;. she
saw this, and her self-love suffered. The coquette who had
so long held him captive, now saw the captive freed from her
chains. It was a trying moment. But even in the worst
aspect of the position, there was that which a worthy nature
would have regarded as no small consolation: she might
still be his dearest friend ; and the friendship of such a man

L
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was worth more than the love of another. But this was not
to be.

Before the final rupture, he went with her to Rudolstadt,
and there for the first time spoke with Schiller, who thus
writes to Korner, r2th September, 1788 : *“ At last 1 can tell
you about Goethe, and satisfy your curiosity. ‘The first sight
of him was by no means what I had been led to expect. He
is of middle stature, holds himself stiffly and walks stiffly ; his
countenance is not open, but his eye very full of expression,
lively, and one hangs with delight on his glances. With much
seriousness his mien has nevertheless much goodness and
benevolence. He is brown complexioned, and seemed to me
older in appearance than his years. His voice 1s very agree-
able, his narrations are flowing, animated, and full of spirit;
one listens with pleasure ; and when he 1s in good humour, as
was the case this time, he talks willingly and with great interest.
We soon made acquaintance, and without the slightest eftort ;
the circle, indeed, was too large, and every one too jealous of
him, for me to speak much with him alone, or on any but
general topics. . . . On the whole, I must say that my great
idea of him is not lessened by this personal acquaintance ; but
I doubt whether we shall ever become intimate. Much that
to me is now of great interest, he has already lived through ;
he is, less in years than in experience and self-culture, so far
beyond me that we can never meet on the way ; and his whole
being is originally different from mine, his world 1s not my
world, our conceptions are radically different. Time waill
show.” |

Could he have looked into Goethe’s soul he would have seen
there was a wider gulf between them than he imagined. In
scarcely any other instance was so great a friendship ever
formed between men who at first seemed more opposed
to each other. At this moment Goethe was peculiarly ill-
disposed towards any friendship with Schiller, for he saw in
him the powerful writer who had corrupted and misled the
nation. He has told us how pained he was on his return
from Italy to find Germany jubilant over Heinse’s Ardinghello,
and Schiller’s Robbers, and Fiesco. He had pushed far from
him, and for ever, the whole Sturm und Drang creed ; he had
outgrown that tendency, and learned to hate his own works
which sprang from it; in Italy he had taken a new direction,
hoping to make the nation follow him in this higher region,
as it had followed him before. But while he advanced, the
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nation stood still ; he “passed it like a ship at sea.” Instead
of following him, the public followed his most extravagant
imitators. He hoped to enchant men with the calm ideal
beauty of an Zpiigenia, and the sunny heroism of an Zgmont ;
and found every one enraptured with Ardinghello and Karl
Moor. His publisher had to complain that the new edition
of his works, on which so much time and pamms had been
bestowed, went off very slowly, while the highly-spiced works
of his rivals were bought by thousands.

Schiiler macht sich der Schwirmer genug, und rithret die Menge
Wenn der verniinftige Mann einzelne Liebende zahlt,
Wunderthitige Bilder sind meist nur schlechte Gemilde,

Werke des Geists und der Kunst sind fiir den Pébel nicht da,?

In this frame of mind it is natural that he should keep aloof
from Schiller, and withstand the various efforts made to bring
about an intimacy. “To be much with Goethe,” Schiller
writes in the February following, “would make me unhappy ;
with his nearest friends he has no moments of overflowing-
ness : I believe, indeed, he is an egoist, in an unusual degree.
He has the talent of conquering men, and of binding them by
small as well as great attentions : but he always knows how to
hold himself free. He makes his existence benevolently felt,
but only like a god, without giving himself : this seems to me
a consequent and well-planned conduct, which is caleulated to
ensure the highest enjoyment of self-loye. . . . Thereby is he
hateful to me, although I love his genius from my heart, and
think greatly of him. . . . It is quite a peculiar mixture of
love and hatred he has awakened in me, a feeling akin to
that which Brutus and Cassius must have bad for Casar. I
could kill his spirit, and then love him again from my heart.”
These sentences read very strangely now we know how
Schiller came to love and reverence the man whom he here so
protoundly misunderstands, and whom he judges thus from
the surface. But they are Interesting sentences in many re-
Spects ; in none more so than in showing that if he, on nearer
acquaintance, came to love the noble nature of his great rival,
it is a proof that he had seen how superficial had been his first
judgment. Let the reader who has been led to think harshly
of Goethe, from one cause or another, take this into considera-

1 Dreamers make scholars enough, they flatter the weakness of thousands,
While the intelligent man counts his cisciples by tens,

Poor indeed are the pictures famous for miracle-working :
Art in its loftiest forms ne’er can be prized by the mob.
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tion, and ask himself whether he too, on better knowledge,
might not alter his opinion.

« With Goethe,” so runs another letter, * I will not compare
myself, when he puts forth his whole strength. He has far
more genius than I have, and greater wealth of knowledge, a
more accurate sensuous perception (eine sichere Sinnlichkeit),
and to all these he adds an artistic taste, cultivated and
sharpened by knowledge of all works of Art.” But with this
acknowledgment of superiority there was coupled an unpleasant
feeling of envy at Goethe’s happier lot, a feeling which his own
unhappy position renders very explicable. “I will let you see
into my heart,” he writes to Korner. * Once Jor all, this man,
this Goethe, stands in my way, and recalls to me so often that
fate has dealt hardly with me. How lightly 1s /Azs genius borne
by his fate ; and how must / even to this moment struggle !”

Fate had indeed treated them very differently. Through-
out Schiller’s correspondence we are pained by the sight of
sordid cares, and anxious struggles for existence. He 1s 1n
bad health, in difficult circumstances. We see him forced to
make literature a trade; and it is a bad one. We see him
anxious to do hack-work, and translations, for a few dollars,
quite cheered by the prospect of getting such work ; nay, glad
to farm it out to other writers, who will do 1t for less than he
receives. We see him animated with high aspirations, and
depressed by cares. He too 1s struggling through the rebel-
lious epoch of youth, but has not yet attained the clearness of
manhood ; and no external aids come to help him through the
struggle. Goethe, on the contrary, never knew such cares. .
All his life he had been shielded from the depressing influence
of poverty ; and now he has leisure, affluence, renown, social
position—little from w:t4out to make him unhappy. When
Schiller therefore thought of all this, he must have felt that
fate had been a niggard stepmother to him, as she had been a

Ilavish mother to his rival.

Yet Goethe had his sorrows, too, though not of the same

' kind. He bore within him the flame of genius, a flame which

consumes while 1t _irradiates. His struggles were with him-
self, and not with circumstances. - He felt himself a stranger

- in the land. Few understood his language ; none understoo
. his aims. He withdrew 1nto himself. -

There is one point which must be noticed in this position
of the two poets, namely, that however great Schiller may be
now esteemed, and was esteemed by Goethe after awhile, he
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was not at this moment regarded with anything beyond the
feeling usually felt for a rising young author. His early works
had indeed a wide popularity; but so had the works of
Klinger, Maler Miiller, Lenz, Kotzebue, atnd others, who
never conquered the great critics; and Schiller was so un-
recognised at this time that, on coming to Weimar, he com-
plains, with surprise as much as with offended self-love, that
Herder seemed to know nothing of him beyond his name,
not having apparently read one of his works. And Goethe,
in the official paper which he drew up recommending Schiller
to the Jena professorship, speaks of him as “a Herr Friedrich
Schiller, author of an historical work on the Netherlands.”
So that not only was Schiller’s tendency antipathetic to ali
Goethe then prized, he was not even in that position which
commands the respect of antagonists ; and Goethe considered
Art too profoundly important in the development of mankind,
for differences of tendency to be overlooked as unimportant.

CHAPTER VIII
CHRISTIANE VULPIUS

ONE day early in July, 1788, Goethe, walking in the much-
loved park, was accosted by a fresh, young, bright-looking girl,
who, with many reverences, handed him a petition. He looked
into the bright eyes of the petitioner, and then, in a con-
ciliated mood, looked at the petition, which entreated the
great poet to exert his influence to procure a post for a young
author, then living at Jena by the translation of French and
Italian stories. This young author was Vulpius, whose Rinaldo
Leinaldini has doubtless made some of my readers shudder
In their youth. His robber romances were at one time very
popular ; but his name is now only rescued from oblivion,
because he was the brother of that Christiane who handed the
petition to Goethe, and who thus took the first step on the
path which led to their marriage. Christiane is on many
accounts an interesting figure to those who are interested in the
biography of Goethe; and the love she excited, no less than
the devotedness with which for eight-and-twenty years she served
him, deserve a more tender memory than has befallen her.
Her father was one of those wretched beings whose drunken-
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ness slowly but surely brings a whole family to want. He
would sometimes sell the coat off his back for drink. When
his children grew up, they contrived to get away from him,
and to support themselves : the son by literature, the daughters
by making artificial flowers,! woollen work, &c. It is usually
caid that Christiane was utterly uneducated, and the epigram-
matic pen glibly records that * Goethe married his servant.”
She never was his servant. Nor was she uneducated. Her
social position indeed was very humble, as the foregoing indi-
cations suggest: but that she was not uneducated is plainly
seen in the facts, of which there can be no doubt, namely,
that for her were written the Roman ZElegies, and the Meta-
morphoses of Plants ; and that in her company Goethe pursued
his optical and botanical researches. How much she under-
stood of these researches we cannot know: but it is certain
that, unless she had shown a hively comprehension, he would
never have persisted in talking of them to her. Their time, he
says, was not spent only in caresses, but also in rational talk :

Wird dech nicht immer gokiisst, es wird verniinftig gesprochen.

This is decisive. Throughout his varied correspondence we
always see him presenting different subjects to different minds,
treating of topics in which his correspondents are interested,
not dragging forward topics which merely interest /m ; and
among the wide range of subjects he had mastered, there were
many upon which he might have conversed with Christiane, in
preference to science, had she shown any want of comprehen-
sion of scientific phenomena. There is one of the Z/egies, the
eighth, which in six lines gives us a distinct 1dea of the sort
of cleverness and the sort of beauty which she possessed ; a
cleverness not of the kind recognised by schoolmasters, be-
cause it does not display itself in aptitude for book-learning ;
a beauty not of the kind recognised by conventional taste,
because it wants the conventional regularity of feature.

Wenn du mir sagst, du habest als Kind, Geliebte, den Menschzn
Nicht gefallen, und dich habe die Mutter verschmiht,

Bis cdlu grosser geworden und still dich entwickelt ; ich glaub’ es:
Gernz denk’ ich mir dich als ein besonderes Kind.

Fehlet Bildung und Farbe, doch auch der Bliithe des Weinstccks,
Wenn die Beere, gereift, Menschen und Gotter entziickt.? -

Surely the poet’s word is to be taken in such a case?

1 This detail will give the reader a clue to the poem Der newe Pausias. ,
2 “ When you tell me, dearest, that as a child you were not admired, and
even your mother scommed you, till'you grew up and silently developed your-
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While, however, rectifying a general error, let me not fall
into the opposite extreme. Christiane had her charm ; but
she was not a highly gifted woman. She was not a Frau von
Stein, capable of being the companion and the sharer of his
highest aspirations. - Quick motherwit, a lively spirit, a loving
heart, and great aptitude for domestic duties, she undoubtedly
possessed ; she was gay, enjoying, fond of p_leasure even to
excess, and—as may be read in the poems which she 1nspired
—was less the mistress of his Mind than of his Affections.
Her golden-brown locks, laughing eyes, ruddy cheeks, kiss-
provoking lips, small and gracefully rounded figure, gave her
““the appearance of a young Dionysos.” ! Her nazveté, gaiety
and enjoying temperament, completely fascinated Goethe, who
recognised in her one of those free, healthy specimens of
Nature which education had not distorted with artifice. She
was like a child of the sensuous Italy he had just quitted with
so much regret; and there are few poems i1n any language
which approach the passionate gratitude of those in which he
recalls the happiness she gave him.

Why did he not marry her at once? Hisdread of marriage
has already been shown; and to this abstract dread there
must be added the great disparity of station : a disparity so
great that not only did it make the Zaison scandalous, it made
Christiane herself reject the offer of marriage. Stahr reports
that persons now living have heard her declare that it was her
own fault her marriage was so long delayed ; and certain it is
that when—Christmas 1789 —she bore him a child (August
von Goethe, to whom the Duke stood godfather), he took her
with her mother and sister to live in his house, and always
regarded the connection as a marriage. But however he may
‘have regarded it, Public Opinion has not forgiven this defiance
of social laws. The world blamed him loudly; even his ad-
mirers cannot think of the connection without pain. ¢ The
Nation,” says Schiifer, “has never forgiven its greatest poet
for this rupture with Law and Custom ; nothing has stood so
much in the way of a right appreciation of his moral character,
nothing has created more false judgments on the tendency of
his writings than his half-marriage.”

But let us be just. While no one can refrain from deploring

self ; I can quite believe it. I can readily imagine you as a peculiar child.

If the blossoms of the vine are wanting in colour and form, the grapes once
ripe are the delight of gods and men."

! So says Madame Schopenhauer, nof a prejudiced witness.
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that Goethe, so eminently needing a pure domestic life,
should not have found a wife whom he could avow, one who
would in all senses have been a wife to him, the mistress of
his house, the companion of his life ; on the other hand, no
one who knows the whole circumstances can refrain from con-
fessing that there was also a bright side to this dark episode.
Having indicated the dark side, and especially its social effect,
we have to consider what happiness it brought him at a time
when he was most lonely, most unhappy. It gave him the
joys of paternity, for which his heart yearned. It gave him a
faithful and devoted affection. It gave him one to look after
his domestic existence, and it gave him a peace in that exist-
ence which hitherto he had sought in vain.

i
!

Oftmals hab’ ich geirrt, und habe mich wieder gefunden,

Aber gliicklicher nie ; nun ist diess Madchen mein Gliick !

Ist auch dieses ein Irrthum, so schont mich, ihr kliigeren Gotter,
Und benehmt mir ithn erst driiben am kalten Gestad.1

There i1s a letter still extant (unpublished) written ten years
after their first acquaintance, in which, like a passionate lover,
he regrets not having taken something of hers on his journey
—even her slipper—that he might feel less lonely ! To have
excited such love, Christiane must have been a very different
woman from that which 1t is the fashion in Germany to describe
her as being. In conclusion, let it be added that his Mother
not only expressed herself perfectly satisfied with his choice,
received Christiane as a daughter, and wrote affectionately
to her, but refused to listen to the officlous meddlers who
tried to convince her of the scandal which the connection
occasioned.

I'he Roman IElegies are doubly interesting : first, as expres-
sions of his feelings; secondly, as perhaps the most perfect
poems of the kind in all literature. In them we see how the
journey to Italy had saturated his mind with the spirit of
ancient Art. Yet while reproducing the past with matchless
felicity, he 1s, at the same time, thoroughly or7077a/. Nowhere
in Greek or Roman literature do I remember this union of

1 Often have I erred, and always found the path again, but never found
myself happier : now mn this maiden lies my happiness ! If this, too, is an
error, O spare me the knowledge, ye gods, and let me only discover it beyond
the grave."

My accomplished German translator here adds some passages from
Goethe's correspondence with Herder, which indicate the fervour of the
passion Christiane excited and sustained.
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great thoughts, giving grandeur to the verse, with individual
~ passion, giving 1t intensity. They are not simply elegies—
out-pourings of individual feelings—they are Koman clegies,
and mirror a world. In modern poems all classical recollec-
tions and allusions are for the most part frigid and laboured,
springing from study; not the spontaneous forms of poetic
expression.  In these Koman Elegies the classic world lives
again ; indeed at times one can almost say he is more antique
than the ancients.! The thirteenth elegy, Amor der Schalk,
for example, 1s 1n Anacreon’s manner, but far above anything
we have of Anacreon. Antique also is the direct unmisgiving
sensuousness of the poet, and his unperplexed earnestness of
passion, an earnestness which does not absorb the other
activities of his nature, but allies itself with them. Thus
in the fifth elegy there is a picture of the most vivid sen-
suousness, aiding, not thwarting, the poetical activity. What
a poem, what a world of emotion and thought these lines

suggest :

Ueberfillt sie der Schlaf, lieg’ ich und denke mir viel.

Oftmals hab’ ich auch schon in ihren Armen gedichtet,

Und des Hexameters Mass leise mit fingernder Hand

Ibr auf dem Riicken gezihlt. Sie athmet in lieblichem Schlummer,

Und es durchgliihet ihr Hauch mir bis ins Tiefste die Brust.

This picture of the poet murmuring verses while his beloved
sleeps softly by his side; warmed by her breath, yet with
fingering hand marking the rhythm of verse; is typical of the
whole story of Goethe’s love. Passion fed, it never stifled the
flame of his genius. He enjoyed; but in the brief pauses of
enjoyment the presence of high aims was felt.

The blending of individual passion with classic forms,
making the past live again in the feeling of the present, may be
llustrated by the following example :

Lass dich, Geliebte, nicht reun, dass du mir so schnell dich ergeben !
Glaub’ es, ich denke nicht frech, denke nicht niedrig von dir.
Vielfach wirken die Pfeile des Amor einige ritzen

Und vom schleichenden Gift kranket auf Jahre das Herz.

Aber michtig befiedert, mit frisch geschliffener schiirfe,

Dringen die andern ins Mark, ziinden behende das Blut,

In der heroischen Zeit, da Gitler und Gottinnen liebten

Loigte Begierde dem Blick, folgte Genuss der Begier,

Glaubst du, es habe sich lange die Gottin der Liebe besonnen,

Als in Iddischen Hain einst ihr Anchises gefiel ?

1 Schlegel happily says of them:_ '‘ they enrich Roman poetry with German

poems.” Charakteristiken und Kritiken, ii. p. 19q.

N
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Hitte Luna gesdumt, den schonen Schlifer su Rissen,
O, so hdtt' ihn geschwind, neidend, Aurora geweckt,!

Many of the finest passages are as antique in their directness
of expression as in other qualities. He said justly to Ecker-
mann, that Metre 1s a peculiar veil which clothes the nakedness
of expression, and makes that admissible which in prose would
be offensive, and which even in another lighter kind of Metre
would be offensive. In the Don Juan stanza he says the
material of the Roman FElegies would be indelicate. On the
question how far a poet is justified in disregarding the con-
ventional proprieties of his age in the portrayal of feeling, let
Schiller be heard: ‘““The laws of propriety are foreign to
innocent nature ; only the experience of corruption has given
origin to them. But as soon as that corruption has taken
place, and natural innocence has vanished from manners, the
laws of propriety are sacred, and moral feeling will not offend
them. They have the same validity in an artificial world as
the laws of nature have in a world of innocence. But the very
thing which constitutes the poet, is that he banishes from him-
selt everything which reminds him of an artificial world, that
he may restore nature in her primitive simplicity. And if he
has done this, he 1s thereby absolved from all laws by which a
perverted heart seeks security against itself. He is pure, he is
Innocent, and whatever is permitted to innocent nature is per-
mitted also to him. If thou who readest and hearest him art
no longer innocent, and if thou canst not even momentarily
become so by his purifying presence, it is thy misfortune and
not his; thou forsakest him, he did not sing for thee.”

Had Goethe written nothing but the Roman ZElegies, he
would hold a first place among German poets. These elegies
are, moreover, scarcely less interesting in their biographical

' In Mr. Theodore Martin's volume of privately printed poems and trans-
lations, the passage in the text is thus rendered :—

Blush not, my love, at the thought, thou yieldest so soon to my passion,
Trust me, I think it no shame—think it no vileness in thee !

Shafts from the quiver of Amor have manifold consequence. Some scratch,
And the heart sickens for years with the insidious bane :

Others drawn home to the head, full plumed, and cruelly pointed,

Pierce to the marrow, and straight kindle the blood into flame.

In the hercical age, when goddess and god were the lovers,

Scarce did they look but they long'd, longing they rush'd to enjoy.
Think’st thou Love's goddess hung back, when ceep in the forest of Ida
She, with a thrill of delight, first her Anchises beheld ? '
Coyly had Luna delayed to fondle the beautiful sleeper,

Soon had Aurora in spite waken'd the boy from his dream.
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significance. They speak plainly of the effect of Italy upon
bis mind. They speak eloquently of his love for Chrlst_lane.
T'here are other tributes to her charms, and to the happiness
she gave him ; but were there no other tribqtes, these 1:'t.*'-:.:ould
suffice to show the injustice of the opinion which the malicious
tongues of Weimar have thrown into currency respecting her ;
opinions, indeed, which received some countenance from her
subsequent life, when she had lost youth and beauty, and when
the faults of her nature had acquired painful prominence. It
1s Goethe’s misfortune with posterity that he is mostly present
to our minds as the calm old man, seldom as the glorious
youth. The majority of busts, portraits, and biographic details,
are of the late period of his career. In like manner, it is the
misfortune of his wife that testimonies about her come mostly
from those who only saw her when the grace and charm of
youth had given place to a coarse and corpulent age. But the
biographer’s task is to ascertain by diligent inquiry what is the
truth at the various epochs of a carcer, not limiting himself
to one epoch; and as I have taken great pains to represent
the young Goethe, so also have I tried to rescue the young
Christiane from the falsifications of gossip, and the misrepre-
sentations derived from judging her youth by her old age.

It has already been intimated that Weimar was loud in dis-
approbation of this new haison ; although it had uttered no
word against the liaison with the Frau von Stein.  The great
offence seems to have been his choosing one beneath him in
rank. A chorus of indignation rose. It produced the final
rupture between him and the Frau von Stein. Here is a letter
wherein he answers her reproaches: “If-you could but listen
to me, I would gladly tell you, that although your reproaches
pain me at the moment, they leave no trace of anger in my
heart against you. Moreover, I can set them right. If you
have much to bear from me, it is but just that I should also
bear with you. It is much better that we should come to a
friendly understanding, than strive constantly to come to un-
animity, and when that striving fails, Scparate again. It is
impossible to clear myself with you, because, on every reckon-
ing, I must remain your debtor. But if we consider how much
we have all to bear from each other, we shall still, dearest,

forgive one another. Farewell, and love—me. On the first

Opportunity you shall hear more about the pretty secrets.”
. The pretty secrets here alluded to are probably about Chris.
tiane. The letter produced a reply, which called from him the
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following : “ Thanks for thy letter, although it has troubled me
in more ways than one. I delayed answering it, because 1t 1s
difficult in such cases to be sincere, and not give pain. . . .
What I left behind in Italy I will not now repeat; you have
already repulsed my confidence on that subject in a manner
sufficiently unfriendly. When I first returned, you were, un-
happily, in a peculiar mood, and I honestly confess the way in
which you received me was excessively painful. I saw Herder
and the duchess depart for Italy ; they urgently offered me a
place in their carriage, but I stayed behind for the sake of that
friend for whom 1 had returned; and this, too, was at a
moment when I was incessantly and sarcastically told that I
might as well have remained in Italy,—that I had no sympathy,
and so on. And all this before there was a hint of the laison
which now seems to offend you so much. And what is this
liaison? Who 1s beggared by it? Who makes any claims on
the feelings I give the poor creature? Who, on the hours 1
pass 1n her society ? Ask Iritz, ask the Herders, ask any one
who knows me intimately, whether I am less sympathetic, less
active, or less friendly than before ? Whether I do not rather
now, for the first time, rightly belong to them and to society ?
And 1t must be by a miracle indeed if 1 should have forgotten
the best, the deepest relation of all, that, namely, to thee.
How vividly I have felt my disposition to be the same, when-
ever 1t has happened that we have talked on some interesting
subject! But I freely confess that the manner in which you
have treated me hitherto i1s not to be endured. When I was
inclined to talk, you shut my lips; when I was communicative
about Italy, you complained of my indifference ; when I was
active for my friends, you reproached me with coldness and
neglect of you. You criticised every look, blamed every move-
ment, and constantly made me feel ill at ease. How then can
openness and confidence continue, while you repulse me with
predetermined 1ll humour? I would add more, did I not fear
that 1n your present mood it might irritate you more than it
would tend to reconcile us. Unhappily you have long despised
my advice with reference to coffee, and have adopted a regimen
eminently injurious to your health. As if it were not already
difficult enough to conquer certain moral impressions, you
strengthen your hypochondria by physical aids, the evil influence
of which you have long acknowledged, and out of love to me
had for some time relinquished, to the obvious improvement
of your health. May the present journey do you good! I

T ey Sy =S ——

e TS R TS, T e S e ———r

B . e e -



Christiane Vulpius 333

do not quite relinquish the hope that you will again learn to
know me. Farewell. Fritzis happy, and visits me constantly.”

Over this letter she wrote O/// It was a terrible letter to
receive, and she doubtless was indignant at what she con-
ceived to be its injustice. She had been ‘ misunderstood.”
People always are misunderstood in such cases. They are
blameless, but their conduct is misrepresented. They are
conscious of having felt precisely the reverse of what is
attributed to them; and they wonder that they are not
known better.

Shifting our position, and reading the letter less from the
Frau von Stein’s point of view, than from the point of view
of bystanders, we read in it the amplest justification of the
writer. - We see how intensely unamiable must have been
her manner of receiving him. Her subsequent conduct but
too well confirms this impression. She showed herself worse
than unamiable. The final passage of the letter alluding to
her hypochondria being aggravated by coffee and bad diet,
reads like an impertinence ; but those who know how serious
he was In his objections to the use of coffee, and how clearly
he perceived the influence of physical well-being on moral
health, will not be surprised at it. At any rate, whatever
accents of harshness may be heard in this letter, there is no
mistaking the pain in it; and a week after, he writes the
following :

““It is not easy for me to write a letter with more pain than
the one I last wrote to thee, which was probably as unpleasant
for thee to read as for me to write. Meanwhile at least the
lips have been opened, and I hope that never may we hence-
forth keep them closed against each other. I have had no
greater happiness than my confidence in thee, which formerly
was unlimited, and since I have been unable to use it, I have
become another man, and must in future still more become
so. I do not complain of my present condition, I have
managed to make myself at home in it, and hope to keep so,
although the climate once more affects me, and will sooner
or later make me unfit for much that is good. But when I
thmk_of _the damp summer and severe winter, and of the
combination of outward circumstances which makes existence
nere difficult, I know not which way to turn.! I say this as
much in relation to #4ee as to myself, and assure thee that it

1 This is a paraphrastic abbreviation of the passage, which if given as i
1S ) as
the original would need long collateral cxplanat?ons. : . %
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pains me infinitely to give thee pain under such circumstances.
I will say nothing in my own excuse. But I would beg thee
to help me so that the relation which thou objectest to may
not become still more objectionable, but remain as 1t 1s.

Give me once more thy confidence; see the case from a.

natural point of view, let me speak to thee quietly and reason-
ably about it, and I dare to hope that everything between us
will once more be pure and friendly. Thou hast seen my
mother and made her happy; let my return make me happy
also.”

He offered friendship in vain; he had wounded the self-

love of a vain woman ; there is a relentless venom in ignoble
minds, when the self-love is wounded, which poisons friendship
and destroys all gratitude. It was not enough for the Frau von
Stein that he bad loved her so many years with a rare devotion ;
it was not enough that he had been more to her child than its
own father was; it was not enough that now the inevitable
change had come, he still felt tenderness and affection for
her, grateful for what she Zad been to him ; the one fact, that
he had ceased to love her, expunged the whole past. A
nature with any nobleness never forgets that once it loved,
and once was happy in that love ; the generous heart is grateful
in its memories. The heart of the Frau von Stein had no
memory but for its wounds. She spoke with petty malice of
the “low person” who had usurped her place; rejected
Goethe’s friendship ; affected to pity him; and circulated
gossip about his beloved. They were forced to meet; but
they met no longer as before. To the last he thought and
spoke of her tenderly; and I know on unexceptionable
authority that when there was anything appetising brought
to table, which he thought would please her, he often said,
““Send some of this to the Frau von Stein.” '

There 1s a letter of hers extant which shows what was the
state of her feelings after a lapse of twelve years. It may find
a place here as a conclusive document with which to wind up
the strange episode of their history. It is addressed to her

son. lhree passages are italicised by way of emphasis, to
call attention to the spirit animating the writer.

“WEIMAR, /am;m 127/, 1801.
“I did not know that our former friend Goethe, was still so
dear to me, that a severe illness, from which he has been
suffering for nine days, would so deeply affect me. It is a
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convulsive cough accompanied with erysipelas; he can lie in
no bed, and is obliged always to be kept in a standing posture,
otherwise he would be choked. His neck, as well as his face,
s swollen and full of internal blisters, his left eye stands out
like a great nut, and discharges blood and matter; he is often
delirious, inflammation of the brain was feared, so he was
bled, and had mustard foot-baths, which made his feet swell,
and seemed to do him some good; but last night the con-
vulsive cough returned, I fear from his having been shaved
yesterday ; my letter will tell you either of his being better or
of his death—1I shall not send it before. The Schillers and I
have already shed many tears over him in the last few days ;
I deeply regret now that w/hen ke wished to visit me on New
Year's Day, I, alas! because I lay i/l with headache, excused
myself, and now I shall perhaps never see him again.

“142k. - Goethe is better, but the twenty-first day must be
got over ; between this and then something else might happen
to him, because the inflammation has injured something in his
head and his diaphragm. Yesterday he ate with great appetite
some soup which I had sent him ; his eye, too, is better, but
he 1s very melancholy, and they say he wept for three hours :
especially he weeps when he sees August, who has in the
meantime taken refuge with me: I am sorry for the poor boy,
he was dreadfully distressed, but he is already accustomed to
drink away his troubles; he lately in a ¢ velonging to his
mother's class, drank seventeen glasses of champagne, and I
had the greatest difficulty in keeping him from wine when he
was with me. -

“1524. Goethe sent to me to-day, thanked me for my
sympathy, and hoped he should soon be better ; the doctors
consider him out of danger, but his recovery will take a long
time yet.”

Who could believe that this was written by one passionately
loved for ten years, and written of one who was thought to be

dying? Even here her hatred to Christiane cannof restrain
itself.
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CHAPTER IX

THE POET AS A MAN OF SCIENCE

To the immense variety of his studies in Art and Science must
now be added a fragmentary acquaintance with the philosophy
of Kant. He had neither the patience nor the delight in
metaphysical abstractions requisite to enable him to master
the Critique of Pure Reason; but he read here and there 1n
it, as he read in Spinoza ; and was especially interested 1n the
esthetical portions of the K7»itik der Urtheilskraft. 'This was
a means of bringing him nearer to Schiller, who still felt the
difference between them to be profound; as we see in what
he wrote to Korner: ‘“ His philosophy draws too much of its
material from the world of the senses, where I only draw from
the soul. His mode of presentation is altogether too sensuous
for me. But his spirit works and seeks in every direction,
striving to create a whole, and that makes him in my eyes a
great man.” |

Remarkable indeed is the variety of his strivings. After
completing Zasso, we find him writing on the Roman Carnival,
and on Imitation of Nature, and studying with strange ardour
the mysteries of botany and optics. In poetry it is only
necessary to name the XKoman Llegres, to show what pro-
ductivity 1n that direction he was capable of ; although, in
truth, his poetical activity was then in subordination to his
activity in science. He was, socially, in an unpleasant con-
dition ; and, as he subsequently confessed, would never have
been able to hold out, had it not been for his studies in Art
and Nature. In all times these were his refuge and con-
solation.

On Art, the world listened to him attentively. On Science,
the world would not listen ; but turned away in silence, some-
times 1n derision. In both he was only an amateur. He had
no executive ability in Painting or Sculpture to give autho-
rity to his opinions, yet his word was listened to with respect,
often with enthusiasm.! But while artists and the public ad-
mitted that a man of genius might speak with some authority,

1 RAUCH, the sculptor, told me that among the influences of his life, he
reckons the enthusiasm which Goethe’s remarks on Art excited in him, Many
others would doubtless say the same,
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although an amateur, men of science were not willing that
a man of genius should speak on 7ZZes» topics, until he had
passed College Examinations and received his diploma. The
verlest blockhead who had received a diploma, considered
himself entitled to sneer at the poet who ‘dabbled in com-
parative anatomy.” Nevertheless that poet made discoveries
and enunciated laws, the importance of which the professional
sneerer could not even appreciate, so far did they transcend
his knowledge.

Professional men have a right to be suspicious of the
amateur, for they know how arduous a training is required
by Science. But while it 1s just that they should be suspicious,
it 1s absurd for them to shut their eyes. When the amateur
brings forward crudities, which he announces to be discoveries,
their scorn may be legitimate enough ; but when he happens
to bring forward a discovery, and they treat it as crudity, their
scorn becomes self-stultification.  If their professional training
gives them superiority, that superiority should give them
greater readiness of apprehension. The truth is, however,
that ordinary professional training gives them nothing of the
sort. The mass of men, simply because they are a mass of
men, receive with difficulty every new idea, unless it lies in
the track of their own knowledge ; and this opposition, which
every new idea must vanquish, becomes tenfold greater when
the 1dea 1s promulgated from a source not in itself authori-
tative.

But whence comes this authority? From the respect paid
to genius and labour. The man of genius who is known to
have devoted much time to the consideration of any subject
1s justly supposed to be more competent to speak on that
subject than one who has paid little attention to it. No
amount of genius, no amount of study, can secure a man
from his native fallibility ; but, after adequate study, there is
a presumption in his favour; and it is this presumption which
constitutes authority. In the case of a poet who claims to
be heard on a question of science, we naturally assume that
he pas not given the requisite labour; and on such topics
genius without labour carries no authority. But if his re-
searches show that the labour /Zas been given, we must then
Cease to regard him as a poet, and admit him to the citizen-
ship of science. No one disputes the immense glory of a
Haller, or a Redi, on the ground of their being poets. They
were poets and scientific workers; and so was Goethe. This
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would perhaps have been more readily acknowledged if he
had walked in the well-beaten tracks of scientific thought;
but he opened new tracks, and those who might, perhaps,
have accepted him as a colleague, were called upon to accept
him as a guide. Human nature could not stand this. The
presumption against a poet was added to the presumption
against novelty ; singly each of these would have been an
obstacle to a ready acceptance ; united they were msuperable.

When Goethe wrote his excellent little treatise on the
Metamorphoses of Plants,® he had to contend against the
twofold obstacle of resistance to novelty, and his own reputa-
tion. Had an obscure professor published this work, its
novelty would have sufficed to render 1t unacceptable ; but
the obscurest name in Germany would have had a prestige
greater than the name of the great poet. All novelty 1s prima
facie suspicious ; none but the young welcome it; for is not
every new discovery a kind of slur on the sagacity of those
who overlooked 1t? And can novelty in science, promulgated
by a poet, be worth the trouble of refutation? The pro-
fessional authorities decided that it could not.. The publisher
of Goethe’s works, having consulted a botanist, declined to
undertake the printing of the Metamorploses of Planis. The
work was only printed at last because an enterprising book-
seller hoped thereby to gain the publication of the other works.
When it appeared, the public saw in it a pretty piece of fancy,
nothing more. Botanists shrugged their shoulders, and re-
gretted the author had not reserved his imagination for his
poems. No one believed in the theory, not even his attached
friends. He had to wait many years before seeing it generally
accepted, and it was then only accepted because great botanists
had made it acceptable. A considerable authority on this
matter has told us how long the theory was neglected, and
how ‘““depuis dix ans (written in 1838) il n’a peut-étre pas été
publié un seul livre d’organographie, ou de botanique descrip-
tive, qui ne porte l'empreinte des idées de cet écrivain
llustre.” # It was the fact of the theory being announced by
the author of Werther which mainly retarded its acceptance ;
but the fact also that the theory was leagues in advance of the
state of science in that day, must not be overlooked. For it
is curious that the leading idea had been briefly yet explicitly

1 He has also a poem on this subject, but it is scarcely more pbetical.'
2 AUGUSTE ST. HILAIRE : Comptes Rendus des Séances de I Acad. vii, 437.
See also his work Morphologie Vigétale, vol. i, p, 15,




