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Po wafting the harvests of Lombardy to | the year he is almost wholl unemployad,
the granaries of Venice, and carrying | and can, without injury to imself, afford
back the silks of Bengal and the furs of | the time necessary for a short expedition.
Siberia to the palaces of Milan. With | Thus the legions of Rome were supplied
peculiar pleasure, every cultivated mind | during its earlier wars. The season
must repose on the fair, the happy, the | during which the fields did not uire
glorious Florence, on the halls which | the presence of the cultivators su ced
rang with the mirth of Pulci, the cell | for a short inroad and a battle. These
where twinkled the midnight lamp of | operations, too frequently interrupted to
Politian, the statues on which the young | produce decisive results, yet served to
eye of Michael Angelo glared with the €ep up among the people a degree of
mma kindred inspiration, the gardens | discipline and courage which rendered
in which Lorenzo meditated some spark- { them, not only secure, but formidable.
ling song for the May-day dance of the [ The archers and billmen of the Middle

lan virgins. Alas, for the beautiful Ages, who, with provisions for forty days
city | Alas, for the wit and the learning, | at their backs, left the fields for the camp,

the genius and the love! | were troops of the same description,
“Le donne, e i cavalier, gli affanni, e gli agi But when commerce and manufactures
Che ne ’nvogliava amore e cortesia begin to flourish a great change takes

La dove i cuor son fatti si malvagi, " » place. The sedentary habits of the desk

o and the loon render the
.'-A' hmm a% hand, when 311;2 . seveg exertions and hardships of Changes made
mhm T - R W 6 2reC | war insupportable, The DY commerce
. Shaem out over those p ey occupations of traders and %04 mAnRGee-
countries, a tlmeﬂaoi alal:ightex:, famine, artisans require their con- tory.
e Itahya'n Bti?;a, e:gpa 111-:1 many stant presence and attention. In such a

natural bodies, untimely decrepitude was | COMMmunity there is little superfluous

B arianal itv. | fime ; but there is generally much super-
A @is penalty oThepir aiizl o;feafﬁzg,rﬁ& fluous money. Some members of the

Early great- : : society are, therefore, hired to relieve
ness and their early decline, are the rest from a task,inconaistent with

decline. Eﬂrmmpally 0. Do stér- their habits and engagements.

to th : - . :
the pre_pondemcete?vhich ti:a Ei::u:;’ The history of Greece is, in this, as in

nired in the political many other respects, the best commentary
q]'n a mnmty :ga bl;;mn"tera or of | o0 the history of Italy, Five hundred

every man il ~ | years before the Christian era, the citizens
23’ becomes a aoldi:f ﬁ_and pe ol the republics round the jL:Ege:z‘m::n, Sea

: - formed perhaps the finest militia that
avocations

m{,} mﬁ?&yﬂ&lﬁ:ﬁ%?le}l?& ever existed. As wealth and refinement
ever remote may be the expedition on advanced, the system underwent a gradual
which he is bound, he finds it easy to alter?,tmn._ The Ionian States were the
transport with him the stock from which | 875t in which commerce and the arts were
he derives his subsistence. The whole | CUltivated, and the first in which the
people is an army; the whole year a ancient discipline decayed. Within eighty
march. Such was the state of society | Years after the battle of Plateea, mer-

which facilitated the gigantic conquests | c-UATY 1roops were everywhere plying ,

of Attila and Timour. | for battles and sieges, In the time of

But a people which subsists by the Demosthenes, it was scarcely possible to
cultivation of the earth is in a very | P€rsuade or compel the Athenians to
different situation. The husbandman jg | €0list for foreign service, The laws of
s en Dound tothe soil on which Lycurgus prohibited trade and manu-

he labours. A lone cam. | factures, The Spartans, therefore, con-
S S, paign would be milﬁ}usr’?g | tinued to form a national foree lnng’ after

bim. Btill his pursuits are such as give | their neighbours had begun to hire

to his frame both the active and the | °0Mdiers. But their military spirit de-

f(u.iw strength necessary to a soldier, | €1i0ed with their singular institutions, In
or

¢

do they, at least in the infancy of the second century, Greece contained only
i science, demand his uninter. | °0€ Dation of warriors, the savage high.
rupted attention. At particular times of | 1anders of Atolia, who were at least ten

e generations behind their countrymen in
* Dante Purpatorio xiv. civilization and intelligence,

T -



Machiavella.

All the causes which produced these
effects among the Greeks acted still more
strongly on the modern Italians, Instead
of a power like Sparta, in its nature war-
like, they had among them an ecclesias-
‘tical state, in its nature pacific. Where
there are numerous slaves, every freeman
is induced by the strongest mofives to
familiarize himself with the use of arms.
The commonwealths of Italy did not, like
those of Greece, swarm with thousands
of these househol‘ilenemies. Lastly, the

mode in which military
Iﬁmv&d;y operations wereconducted
" during the prosperous
times of Italy was peculiarly unfavour-
able to the formation of an efficient
militia. Men covered with iron from
head to foot, armed with ponderous
lances, and mounted on horses of the
largest breed, were considered as com-
posing the strength of an army. The
infantry was regarded as comparatively
worthless, and was neglected till it be-
came really so. These tactics maintained
their ground for centuries in most parts
of Europe. That foot soldiers could with-
stand the charge of heavy cavalry was
thought utterly impossible, till, towards
the close of the fifteenth eentury, the rude
‘mountaineers of Switzerland dissolved
the spell, and astounded the most inex-
rienced generals by receiving the
ed shock on an impenetrable forest

of pikes.

e use of the Grecian spear, the
Roman sword, or the modern bayonet,
might be acquired with comparative ease.
But nothing short of the daily exercise
of years could train the man-at-arms to
sapport his ponderous panoply, and
ma]_!‘ge his unwieldy weapon. Through-
out Europe this most important branch
of war became a separate profession. Be-
yond the Alps,indeed, though a ]irefession,
it was not generally a trade. It was the
duty and the amusement of a large class
of country gentlemen. It was the service

which they held their lands, and the
version by which, in the absence of
mental resources, they beguiled their
leisure, But in the Northern States of
Italy, as we have already remarked, the
Fow{ng power of the cities, where it had
not exterminated this order of men, had
completely changed their habits. Here,

therefore, the practice of
.m; employing  mercenaries
" became universal at a time
when it was almost unknown in other

Countries,
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When war becomes the trade of a
separate class, the least dangerous course
left to a government is to form that class
into a standing army. It is scareely
possible, that men can pass their lives in
the service of one state, without feeling
some interest in its greatness. Its vie-
tories are their victories. Its defeats are
their defeats. The contract loses some-
thing of fitshmer{:;ntile character. The
services of the soldier are
considered as the effects 42 W
of patriotic zeal, his pay -
as the tribute of national gratitude. To
betray the power which employs him, to
be even remiss in its service, are in his
eyes the most atrocious and degra.ding of
crimes.

When the princes and commonwealths
of Italy began to use hired troops, their

| wisest course would have been to form

establishments. Un-
happily this was not done. The mer-
cenary warriors of the Peninsula, instead
of being attached to the service of diffe-
rent powers, were regarded as the common
property of all. The connection between
the state and its defenders was reduced
to the most simple and naked traffic. The
adventurer brought his horse, his weapons,
his strength, and his experience, into the
market. Whether the King of Naples
or the Duke of Milan, the Pope or the
Signory of Florence, struck the bargain,
was to him a matter of perfect indiffe-
rence. He was for the highest wages and

separate military

| the longest term. When the campaign

for which he had contracted was finished,
there was neither law nor punctilio to
prevent him from instantly turning his
arms against his late masters. The soldier
was altogether disjoined from the citizen
and from the subject.

The natural consequences followed.
Left to the conduct of men who neither
loved those whom they defended, mor
hated those whom they opposed, who
were often bound by stronger ties to the
army against which they fought than to
the state which they served, who lost by
the termination of the conflict, and gained
by its prolongation, war completely
changed its character. Every man came
into the field of battle impressed with the
knowledge that, in a few days, he might
be taking the pay of the power against
which he was then employed, and fighting
by the side of his enemies against his
associates. The strongest interests and
the strongest feelings concurred to mii-
gate the hostility of those who had lately
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been brethren in arms, and who might
soon be brethren in arms once more.
Their common profession was a bond of
union not to be forgotten even when they
were engaged in the service of contending
ies. Hence it was that operations,
w and indecisive beyond any re-
emw in history, marches, and caunte:;l-
marches, pillagi expeditions an
blockades, ei capitulations and
' bloodless eombaths,m make ;Jli t;llle
mili Istory o y
m=7 Ris- dm'inhgr{hemnme of nearly
Y o By two centuries. Mighty
armies fight from sunrise to sunset. A
| victory is won. Thousands of
are taken ; and hardly a life is
A pitched battle seems to have
less dangerous than an ordi-
tumalt.
was now no longer necessary
the military character. Men
old in camps, and acquired the
renown by their warlike achieve-
ments, without being once uired to
face serious danger. The political con-
| 3 are too well known. The
st and most enlightened part of the
world was left undefended to the assaults
of ﬁ:y barbarous invader, to the brutal-

:

oF

Switzerland, the insolence of
and the fierce rapacity of Arra-

moral effects which followed
state of things were still more

- Among the rude nations which lay be-

yond the Alps, valour was

w Ihaolntely Edispensable.
°  Without it none could be
eminent ; few could be secure. Cowardice
therefore, naturally considered as
mm Among the polished
Italians, enriched by commerce, governed
' law, and passionately attached to
everything was done by supe-

. mority of intelligence. Their Very wars,
i than the peace of their
» Tequired rather civil than
qualifications. Hence, while

courage was the point of honour in other
countries, ingenuity became the point of
honour in Italy, . p
From these princirlu were deduced,
by processes strictly analogous, two
opposite systems of fashionable morality,
Through the greater part
of Europe, the vices which
eculiarly belong to timid

;

b

systems of
morality,

y | tion unusual with

Machiavells.

reputable. On the other hand, the excesses
of haughty and daring spirits have been
treated with indulgence, and even with re-
spect, The Italians regarded with corre-
sponding lenity thosecrimes which require
self-command, and address, quick obser-
vation, fertile invention, and profound
knowledge of human nature.

Such a prince as our Henry the Fifth
would have been the idol of the North.
The follies of his youth, the selfish
ambition of his manhood, the Lollards
roasted at slow fires, the prisoners
massacred on the field of battle, the
expiring lease of priesteraft renewed for
another century, the dreadful legacy of a
causeless and hopeless war bequeathed to
a people who had no interest in its event,
everything is forgotten but the victory
of Agincourt. Francis Sforza, on the
other hand, was the model
of the Italian hero. He gm;mﬂi
made his employers and
his rivals alike his tools, He first over-
powered his open enemies by the help of
faithless allies ; he then armed himself
against his allies with the spoils taken
from his enemies. By his incomparable
dexterity, he raised himself from the
precarious and dependent situation of a
military adventurer to the first throne of
Italy. To such a man much was for-
given, hollow friendship, ungenerous
enmity, violated faith. Such are the
opposite errors which men commit, when
their morality is not a science but a taste,
when the; abandon eternal principles for
accidental associations,

We have illustrated our meaning b
an instance taken from history, We wi
select another from fiction. Othello
murders his wife; he gives orders for
the murder of his lientenant ; he ends
by murdering himself, Yet he never
loses the esteem and affection of a
Northern reader, his intrepid and ardent
spirit redeeming everything. The unsus-
pecting confidence with which he listens
to his adviser, the agony with which he
shrinks from the thought of shame, the
tempest of passion with which he commits
his crimes, and the haunghty fearlessness
with which he avows them, give an ex-
traordinary interest to his character,
lago, on the contrary, is the object of uni-

versal loathing. an

are inclined to suspecyt Coh&raetmot
that Shakspeare has been Ottfllo and
seduced into an exaggera-

him, and has drawn a

monster who has no archetype in humag

)
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nature. Now we suspect that an Italian
audience in the fifteenth century would
have felt very differently. Othello
would have inspired nothing but detesta-
tion and contempt. The folly with which
he trusts the friendly professions of a
man whose promotion he had obstructed,
the credulity with which he takes un-
supported assertions, and trivial circum-
stances, for unanswerable proofs, the
violence with which he silences the
exculpation till the exculpation can only
aggravate his misery, would have excited
the abhorrence and disgust of the specta-
tors. The conduct of lago they would
assuredly have condemned; but they
would have condemned it as we condemn
that of his victim. Something of interest
and respect would have mingled with
their disapprobation. The readiness of
the traitor’s wit, the clearness of his
judgment, the skill with which he
penetrates the dispositions of others and
conceals his own, would have insured to
him a certain portion of their esteem.

So wide was the difference between the
Italians and their neighbours, A similar
difference existed between the Greeks of
the second century before Christ, and
their masters the Romans. The con-
querors, brave and resolute, faithful to
their engagements,and strongly influenced
by religious feelings, were, at the same
time, ignorant, arbitrary,and cruel. With
the vanquished people were deposited all

the art, the science, and the literature of |

the “"eatern world. hIn poetry, 1n
philosophy, in painting, in

Gﬁ?;:n?d architecture, in sculpture,
" they had norivals. Their
manners were polished, their perceptions
acute, their invention ready ; they were
tolerant, affable, humane ; but of courage
and sincerity they were almost utterly
destitute. e rude warriors who had
subdued them, consoled themselves for
their intellectual inferiority, by remark-
ing that knowledge and taste seemed
only to make men atheists, cowards, and
slaves. The distinction long continued
to be strongly marked, and furnished
an admirable subject for the fierce
sarcasms of Juvenal.

The citizen of an Italian commonwealth
was the Greek of the time of Juvenal
and the Greck of the time of Pericles,

ed in one, Like the former, he was
and pliable, artful and mean. DBut,

like the latter, he had a country. Its
independence and prosperity were dear
to him, If his character were degraded

) ‘
k.
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by some base crimes, it was, on the
other hand, ennobled by public spirit
and by an honourable ambition.,

A vice sanctioned by the general opinion
18 merely a vice. The evil terminates in
itself. A vice condemned

by the general opinion pro- tgca SR~
duces a pernicious effect W;&tﬁ:&
on the whole character.,

The former is a local malady, the latter a
constitutional taint., When the reputa-
tion of the offender is lost, he too often
flings the remains of his virtue after it in
despair. The Highland gentleman who,
a century ago, lived by taking black
mail from his neighbours, committed the
same crime for which Wild was accom-
panied to Tyburn by the huzzas of two
hundred thousand people. Bat there can
be no doubt that he was a much less
depraved man than Wild, The deed for
which Mrs. Brownrigg was hanged sinks
into nothing, when compared with the
conduct of the Roman who treated the
public to a hundred pair of gladiators.
Yet we should greatly wrong such a
Roman if we supposed that his dis-
position was as cruel as that of Mrs.
Brownrigg. In our own country, a
woman forfeits her place in society by
what, in a man, is too commonly con-
sidered as an honourable distinction, and,
at worst, as a venial error. The conse-
quence is notorious. The moral principle
of a woman is frequently more impaired
by a single lapse from virtne than that
of a man by twenty years of intrigues.
(lassical antiquity would furnish us with
instances stronger, if possible, than
those to which we have referred.

We must apply this principle to the
case before us, abits of dissimulation
and falsehood, no doubt, mark a man of
our age and country as utterly worthless
and abandoned. ut it by no means
follows that a similar judgment would
be just in the case of an Italian of the
Middle Ages. On the contrary, we fre-
quently find those faults which we are
accustomed to consider as certain indica-
tions of a mind altogether depraved, in
company with great and good qualities,
with generosity, with benevolence, with
disinterestedness. From such a state of
society, Palamedes, in the admirable
dialogue of Hume, might have drawn
illustrations of his theoz; as striking as
any of those with which Fourli furnished
him. These are not, we well know, the
lessons which historians are generally
most careful to teach, or readers moss
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willin learn. But they are not there- | shameful. To do an injury openly is, in
fore gaetfm HOE Philiy disposed his | his estimation, as wicked as to do‘ it
troops at Charonea, where Hannibal | secretly, and far less profitable. With
crossed the Alps, whether Mary blew up | him the most honourable means are those
Darnley, or Ei:uier shot Charles the | which are the surest, the speediest, and
and ten thousand other questions | the darkest. He cannot comprehend how
of the same description, are in themselves | a man should scruple to deceive him whom

unimportant. The inquiry | he does not scruple to destro . Hewould
The way to may paomuse us, butq thJ; | think it madneag) todeclare ogen hostilities
U Matony. decision leaves us no wiser. against rivals whom he might stab in a
He alone reads history aright who, ob- friendly embrace, or poison in a con-
serving how powerf:{l circumstances | secrated wafer, _ _
influence the feelings and opinions of men, | Yet this man, black with the vices
how oftem vices pass into virtues and | which we consider as most loathsome,
paradoxes into axioms, learns to distin- | traitor, hypoecrite, coward, assassin, was
guish what is accidental and transitory | by no means destitute even of those
In human nature from what is essential | virtues which we generally consider as
and immutable, | indicating superior elevation of character,
In this respect no history suggests more | In civil courage, in perseverance, in pre-
important reflections than that of the | sence of mind, those barbarous WAarriors,
Tuscan and Lombard commonwealths. | who were foremost in the battle or the
The character of the Italian statesman breach, were far his inferiors. Even the
seems, at first sight, a collection of con- dangers which he avoided with a caution
icti a phantom as monstrous as | almost pusillanimous never confused his
the of Eall in Milton, half divinity, perceptions, never paralyzed his inventive
m majestic and beautiful above, | faculties, never wran %out one secret from
grovelling and poisonous below. We see | his ready tongue, and his inscrutable brow.
a man whose thoughts and words have no | Though a dangerous éenemy, and a still
connection with each other, who never | more dangerous accomplice, he could be
hesitates at an oath when he wishes to)a just and beneficent ruler. With 80
who never wants a pretext when much unfairness in his o %
be is inclined to betray. His cruelties policy, there was an extra- aha.rﬁ“t Ialful:"
spring, not from the heat of blood, or the ordinary degree of fairness
insanity of uncontrolled power, but from | in his intellect. Indifferent to truth in
deep and cool meditation. His passions, | the transactions of life, he was honestly
ell-trained troops, are impetuous | devoted to truth in the researches of

like
Eyrnl;, and in their most headstrong fury | speculation. Wanton cruelty was not in
hav

ve

Well=
€r forget the discipline to which they | his nature. On the contrar where no
his dis-

been accustomed. His whole soul | political object was at staﬁe,
1 ter of 18 OCcupied with vast and position was soft and humane. The sus-
Machiaveni. ¢omplicated schemes of ceptibility of his nerves and the activity
ambition : yet his aspect | of his Imagination inclined him to 8ym-
and language exhibit nothing but philoso- | pathize with the feelings of others, and
phical moderation. Hatred and revenge | to delight in the charities and courtesies

€at into his heart: yet every look is a | of social life, Perpetually descending to
cordial smile, every gesture a familiar | actions which might seem to mark a mind
caress. He never excites the suspicion of | diseased through all its facalties, he had
%iss adversaries by petty provocations, nevertheless an exquisite sensibility, both

>0se 18 disclosed only when it is | for the natural and the moral sublime,
accomplished. His face is unruffied, his | for every graceful and every lofty con-
speech is courteous, till vigilance is laid ception. Habits of petty intrigue and
aaleep,_hll_a vital point is €xposed, till a | dissimulation might have rendered him
suré alm 18 taken; and then he strikes incapable of great general views, but that

for the first and last time.  Military | the éxpanding effect of his philosophical
courage, the boast of the sottish German, | studies counteracted the narrow tenci)ency.
of the frivolous and prating Frenchman, | He had the keenest enjoyment of wit,
of the romantic and arrogant Spaniard, eloguence, and poetry., The fine arts
he neither possesses nor values. He shuns | profited alike by the severity of his jude-
danger, not because he is insensible to | ment, and by the liberality h

shame, but because, in the soclety in | patronage,

, \use, The portraits of some of the
which he lives, timidity has ceased to be remarkable Italians of those times are
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perfectly in harmony with this descrip-
tion. Ample and majestic foreheads,
brows strong and dark, but not frowning,
eyes of whic the calm full gaze, while 1t |

regses nothing, seems to discern every-
thing, cheeks pale with thought and
sedentary habits, lips formed with
feminine delicacy, but compressed with |
more than masculine decision, mark out
men at once enterprising and apprehen-
give, men e?ually gkilled in detecting the
purposes O others, and in concealing
their own, men who must have been for-
midable enemies and unsafe allies, but
men, at the same time, whose tempers
were mild and equable, and who pos-
sessed an amplitude and snbtlety of
intellect which would have rendered them
eminent either in active or in contempla- |

tive life, and fitted them either to govern |

works. As a poet, he is not entitled
to a high place. The comedies deserve
attention.

The Decennali are merely abstracts of
the history of his own times in rhyme,
The style and versification are sednlously
modelled on those of Dante. But the
manner of Dante, like that of every other
great original poet, was suited only to his
own genius and to his own subject. The
distorted and rugged diction which gives
to his unearthly imagery a yet more
unearthly character, and seems to proceed
from a man labouring to express that
which is inexpressible, is
at once mean and extrava- m
gant when it is employed :
by an imitator. The moral poems are in
every point superior. That on Fortune
in particular, and that on Opportunity,

or to instruct mankind,

Every age and every nation has certain
characteristic vices, which prevail almost
universally, which scarcely any person
scruples to avow, and which even rigid
moralists but faintly censure. Succeed-
ing generations change the fashion of
their morals, with their hats and their
coaches : take some other kind of wicked-
ness under their patronage, and wonder
at the depravity of their ancestors. Nor
is this all. Posterity, that high court of
appeal which is never tired of eulogizing
ite own justice and discernment, acts on
such occasions like a Roman dictator
after a general mutiny. Finding the
delinquents too numerous to be all
punished, it ae}}lects some of ;:lhemh at

azard, to bear the whole

Smgon, penal:;i;' of an offence 1n
which they are not more deeply impli-
cated than those who escape. Whether

exhibit more justness of thought and
fertility of fancy. The Golden Ass has
nothing but the name in common with the
Romance of Apuleins—a book which, in
spite of its original plan and its detestable
style, is among the most fascinating in the
Latin lan e, and in which the merits
of Le Sage and Radcliffe, Bunyan and
Crébillon, are singularly united. The
poem of Machiavelli, which is evidently
unfinished, is carefully copied from the
earlier cantos of the Inferno., The writer
loses himself in a wood. He is terrified
by monsters and relieved by a beautifal
damsel. His protectress conducts him to
a large menagerie of emblematical

whose peculiarities are described at

This man, as well as the of the
Divine Comedy, is ca y imitated,
whole lines are transferred from it. But
they no longer produce their wonted
effect. Virgﬁ advises the husbandman,

decimation be a convenient mode of
military execution, we know not ; but we
sol y protest against the introduction
of such a principle into the philosophy
of history.

In the present instance, the lot has
fallen on Machiavelli, a man whose public
conduct was upright and honourable,
whose views of morality, where they
differed from those of the persons around
him, seemed to have differed for the
better, and whose only fault was, that,
baving adopted some of the maxims
then generally received, he arranged them
more luminously, and expressed them
more forcibly, than any other writer.
Having now, we hope, in some degree
cleared the personal character of Machia-

velli, wp come to the copsideration of his

who removes a plant from one spot to
another, to mark its bearings on the cork
and to place it in the same position with
regard to the different points of the
heaven in which it formerly stood. A
similar care is necessary in poetical trans-
plantation. Where it is neglected, we
perpetually see the flowers of language
which have bloomed on one soil wither
on another., Yet the Golden Ass is not
altogether destitute of merit. There 13
considerable ingenuity in the allegory, and
some vivid colouring in the descriptions.
The Mandragola, in particular, 1s supe-
rior to the best of Goldonl, . o aeon.
and inferior only to the “g.o001a,
best of Moliére. It is the ‘
work of a man who, if he had devoted him-

self to the drama, would probably have
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attained the highest eminence, and pro- | fading into each other: the whole is
duced a permanent and salutary effect on lighted up with an universal glare, Out-
the national taste, This we infer, not so | lines and tints are fprgot_ten in the com-
much from the degree, as from the kind | mon blaze which illuminates all. The
of its excellence. There are composi- | flowers and fruits of the intel]ept abound ;
tions which indicate still greater talent, | but it is the abundance of a jungle, not
and which are perused with still greater | of a garden, unwholesome, bewildering,
delight, from which we shonld have | unprofitable from jts very plenty, rank
drawn different conclusions, Books from its very fragrance, Every fop,
are quite harmless, The every boer, every valet, is a man of wit.
sure sign of the general decline of an art | The very butts and dupes, Tattle, Wit-
uent occurrence, not of de- would, Puff, Acres, outshine the whole
but of misplaced beauty, In|Hoétel de Rambouillet. To prove the
Tragedy is corrupted by elo- | whole system of this school absurd, it ig
medy by wit, only necessary to apply the test which
The real object of the drama is the | dissolved the enchanted Florimel, to
exhibition of human character. This, we | place the true by the false Thalia, to
conceive, is noarbitrary canon, originating | contrast the most celebrated characters
in local and tempo associations, like | which have been drawn bﬁ' the writers of
those which regulate the number of acts | whom we Speak with the Bastard in King
in a play, or of syllables in a line, It is | John, or the Nurse in The G P
the very essence of a Species of composi- | Romeo and J uliet. It was ;:I oﬂma elf‘l’ 9
tion in which every idea is coloured | not surely from want of 2
by passing through the medium of an wit that Shakspeare adopted so different
imaginative mind. To this fundamental | a manner. Benedict and Beatrice throw
law every other re tion is subordinate, Mirabel and Millamant into the shade,
The situations which most signally de- | All the good sayings of the facetious
form the best plot. The | houses of Absolute and Surface might
tongue of the passion is the best | have been clipped from the single

‘%& | racter of Falstaff without being missed,
inci rightly understood, does | It would have been easy for that fertile

not the poet from an grace of | mind to have given Bardolph and Shal-
iti ngre 18 no style in which | low as much wit as Prince Hal, and to

SOme man may not, under some circum. have made Dogberry and Verges retort
stances, express himself. There isg on each other in sparkling epigrama,
therefore no style which the drama | But he knew, to use his own admirable
] none which it does not occasion. language, that such indiscriminate prodi-
muim. It is in the discernment of gality was, “from the purpose of play-

Place, of time, and of person, that the | ing, ‘whose end, both at the first and
artists fail. The brilliant rhodo. now, was, and is, to hold, as it were, the
montade of Mercutio, the elaborate | mirror up to Nature.”

declamation of Antony, are, where This digression will énable our readers

Bhlkwhu laced them natural and | to understand what we mean when we
Pleasing, But Bryden would have made | say that in the Mandragola, Machiavellj

Mercutio challenge Tybalt | has proved that he completely under-
M&m in hyperboles as fanciful | stood the nature of the dramatije art, and
ellle. s those in which he de. possessed talents which wounld have en-

scribes the chariot of Mab. | abled him toexcel in it. By the correct
« Corneille would have represented Antonﬁ and ‘ ' jon’x

as scolding and coaxing Cleopatra wit
all the measureq rhetoric of a funeral | terest without a pleasing Merits of the

: s or skilful plot, and laugh- Mandragola.

No writers have Injured the Comedy of | ter without the least ambition of wit,
Englfand 80 deeply as Congreve and The lover, not a very delicate or generous
Sheridan, Both were men of Splendid | lover, and his adviser the parasite, are
wit ansupehahed taste, Un!:appily, they | drawn with spirit.  The hypoeritical
made theu'. characters in thelr OWn | confessor is an admirable portrait, He
likeness, Their works bear the Bame | is, if we mistake not, the origi of

Father Dominie, the best comie aracter
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anything that resembles him. The follies
which Moliére ridicules are those of affec-
tation, not those of fatuity. Coxcombs
and pedants, not simpletons, are his
game, Shakspeare has indeed a vast
assortment of fools ; but the precise
species of which we speak is not, if we
remember right, to be found there,
Shallow is a fool. But his animal spirits
supply, to a certain degree, the place of
cleverness. His talk is to that of Sir
John what soda-water 18 to champagne,
It has the effervescence though not the
body or the flavour. Slender and Sir
Andrew Aguecheek are fools, troubled
with an uneasy consciousness of their
folly, which, in the latter, produces a
most edifying meekness and docility, and
in the former, awkwardness, obstinacy,
and confusion., Cloten is an arrogant
fool, Osric a foppish fool, Ajax a savage
fool ; but Nicias is, as Thersites says of
Patroclus, a fool positive. His mind is
occupied by no strong feeling ; it takes
every character, and retains none ; its
aspect is diversified, not by passions,
but by faint and transitory semblances of
sion, a mock joy, a mock fear, a mock
ove, a mock pride, which chase each
other like shadows over its surface, and
vanish as soon as they appear. He is
just idiot enough to be an object, not of
pity or horror, but of ridicule. He bears
some resemblance to poor Calandrino,
whose mishaps, as recounted by Boccac-
cio, have made all Europe merry for
more than four centuries. He perhaps
resembles still more closely Simon da
Villa, to whom Bruno and Buffalmacco
romised the love of the Countess Civil-
1L.* Nicias is, like Simon, of a learned
rofession ; and the dignity with which
wears the doctoral fur, renders his
absurdities infinitely more grotesque.
The old Tuscan is the very language for
such a being. Its peculiar simplicity
gives even to the most forcible reasoning
and the most brilliant wit an infantine
air, generally delightful, but to a foreign
reader sometimes a little ludicrous, He-
roes and statesmen seem to lisp when
they use it. It becomes Nicias incoms
gral_aly and renders all his silliness
ﬁnltafy more silly.

We may add, that the verses with
which the Mandragola is interspersed,
appear to us to be the most spirited and
correct of all that Machiavelli has written
in metre. He seems to have entertained

| languor of Terence.
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some of them in other places. The con-
temporaries of the author were not blind
to kthe merits of this Coviia b
striking piece. It was o
acted at Florence with dn:e];le:;ae-
the greatest success. Leo '
the Tenth was among its admirers, and
by his order it was represented at
Rome.t

The Clizia is an imitation of the Casina
of Plauntus, which is itself an imitation
of the lost kAnpovpévor Of Diphilus. Plau-
tus was, unquestionably, one of the best
Latin writers. His works are copies;
but they have in an extraordinary degree
the air of originals. We infinitely prefer
the slovenly exuberance of his fancy and
the clumsy vigour of his diction to the
artfully-disguised poverty and elegant
But the Casini is
by no means one of his best plays; nor
18 it one which offers great facilities to
an imitator. The story 1s as alien from
modern habits of life, as the manner in
which it is developed from the modern
fashion of composition.
The lover remains in the 53:: m
country and the heroine
in her chamber during the whole action,
leaving their fate to be decided by a
foolish father, a cunning mother, and two
knavish servants. Machiavelli has exe-

| cuted his task with judgment and taste.

!

He has accommodated the plot to a
different state of society, and has very
dexterously connected it with the history
of his own times. The relation of the
trick put on the doting old lover is ex-
quisitely humorous. It is far superior
to the corresponding passage in the Latin
comedy, and scarcely yields to the ac-
count which Falstaff gives of his duck-
ing.

%‘wo other comedies without titles, the
one in prose, the other in verse, appear
among the works of Machiavelli. The
former is very short, lively enough, but of
no great value. The latter we can scarcely
believe to be genuine. Neither its merits
nor its defects remind us of the reputed
author. It was first printed in 1796, from
a manuscript discovered in the celebrated
library of the Strozzi. Its genuineness,

|if we have been rightly informed, is

+ Nothing can be more evident than that

Paulus Jovins designates the Mandragola

under the name of the Nicias. We should not
have noticed what is so perfectly obvious, were
it not that this natural and palpable misnomer

the same opinion ; for he has introduced | 45 Jed the sagacious and industrious Bayle

* Decameron Giorn VIII., Nov. 0.

into & gross error,
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established solely by the comparison of
hands. Our suspicions are strengthened
by the circumstance that the same manu-
script contained a description of the
plague of 1527, which has also, in conse-
quence, been added to the works of
Machiavelli. Of this last compomt:oni

the strongest externa

Egg’:r:‘:ito evidence would scarcely

P induce us to believe him
gn.i.lty. Nothing was ever written more
etestable in matter and manner. The
narrations, the reflections, the jokes, the
lamentations, are all the very worst of
their respective kinds at once trite and
affected, threadbare tinsel frem the Rag
Fairs and Monmouth Streets of literature.
A foolish schoolboy might perhaps write
such a piece, and, after he had written it,
think it much finer than the Incompar-
able introduction of the Decameron. But
that a shrewd statesman, whose earliest
works are characterized i)y manliness of
thought and language, should, at near
gixty years of age, descend to such pueri-
lity, is utterly inconceivable.
e little novel of Belphegor is plea-
santly ﬁonoeiveﬁl, a.nttli pleasantly told,
ut the extravagance of

Selphegor. the satire in some measure
injures its effect. Machiavelli was un-
happily married ; and his wish to aven ge
his own cause and that of his brethren in
misfortune, carried him beyond even the
licence of fiction. Jonson seems to have
combined some hints taken from this tale,
with others from Boccaccio, in the plot of
The Devil is an Ass, a play which, though
not the most highly finished of his com-
positions, is perhaps that which exhibits
the stmnfat proofs of genius,

The political correspondence of Mac-
hiavelli, first published in 1767, is un-
questionably genuine, and highly valu-
able. The unhappy circumstances in
which his country was placed during the

greater part of his public life gave extra-
0 éncouragement to diplomatic
talents. From the moment that Charles

the Eighth descended from the

Alps, the
whole character

of Italian politics was
changed. The governments of the Pen-
insula ceased to form an independent
Egatem. Drawn from their old orbit b

the attraction of the larger bodies whicﬁ
now approached them, they became mere
satellites of France and Spain, All their
disputes, internal and external, were
decided by foreign influence. The con-
tests of opposite gctiom were carried on,
not as formerly, in the senate-house or in

Machravells.

the market-place, but in the antechambers
of Louis and Ferdinand. Under these
circumstances, the prosperity of the
Italian States depended far more on the
ability of their foreign agents, than on
the conduct of those who were entrusted
with the domestic administration. The
ambassador had to discharge functions
far more delicate than transmitting
orders of knighthood, introducing tourists,
or presenting his brethren with the
homage of his high consideration. He
was an advocate to whose management
the dearest interests of his clients were
entrusted, a spy clothed with an inviolable
character, Instead of consulting the
dignity of those whom he represented, by
a reserved manner and ambiguous style
he was to plunge lilntﬁ a% the intrigues of
the court at whic e

resided, to discover and Court intrigue.

flatter every weakness of the prince who

' governed his employers, of the favourite

who governed the prince, and of the
lacquey who governed the favourite. He
was to compliment the mistress and bribe
the confessor, to panegyrize or aupgil:te
to laugh or weep, to accommodate himself
to every caprice, to lull every suspicion,
to treasure every hint, to be everything,
to observe everything, to endure every-
thing. High as the art of political
intrigue had been carried in Italy, these
were times which required it all.

On these arduous errands Machiavelli
was frequently employed. He was sent
to treat w%h the Ki%g of the Romans and
with the Duke of Valen-
tinois. He was twice am- A“ﬁ‘;“m"i ab
bassador at the Court of ﬁ::
Rome, and thrice at that '
of France. In these missions, and in
several othersof inferior importance heac-
quitted himself with great dexterity. His
despatches form one of the most amusing
and instructive collections extant,. We
meet withnone of the mysterious jargon so
common in modern state papers, the flash
language of political robbers and sharpers.
The narratives are clear and agreeably
written ; the remarks on men and things
clever and judicious. The conversations
are reported in a spirited and character-
istic manner., We find ourselves intro-
duced into the presence of the men who,
during twenty eventful Eears, swayed the
destinies of Europe. Their wit and their
folly, their fretfulness and their merri-
ment, are exposed to us., We are ad-
mitted to overhear their chat, and to
watch their familiar gestures, It is
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interesting and curious to recognize, in
circumstances which elude the notice of
historians, the feeble violence and shallow
cunning of Lounis the Twelfth; the
bustling insignificance of Maximilian,
cursed with an impotent pruriency for
renown, rash yet timid, obstinate yet
fickle, always in a hurry, yet always too

late ; the fierce and haughty energy

which gave dignity to the eccentricities
of Julius ; the soft and graceful manners
which masked the insatiable ambition

and the implacable hatred of Bor%ia.
| t is im-

We have mentioned Borgia.
ible not to pause for a moment on
name of a man in whom the political
morality of Italy was so strongly personi-
fied, partially blended with the sterner
lineaments of the Spanish character. On
two important occasions Machiavelli was
admitted to his society ; once, at the
moment when hissplendid villany achieved
its most signal trinmph, when he caught in
one snare and crushed at one blow all his
most formidable rivals; and again when
exhansted by disease and overwhelmed
by misfortunes, which no husman prudence
could have averted, he was the prisoner
of the deadliest enemy of his house,
These interviews between the greatest
speculative and the greatest practical
statesman of the age are fully described
in the Correspondence, and form perhaps
the most interesting part of it. From
gsome passages in The Prince, and
haps also from some indistinct tra-
itions, several writers have supposed a
connection between those remarkable
men much closer than ever existed. The
Envoy has even been accused of prompt-
ing the crimes of the artful and merciless
tyrant. But from the official documents
it is clear that their intercourse, though
ostensibly amicable, was in reality
hostile. It cannot behdoubted, however%
that the imagination o
m:;la]: Machiavelli was strongly
. impressed, and his specu-
lations on government coloured, by the
observations which he made on the

rdngular character and equally singular

es of a man who under such disad-
vantages had achieved such exploits;
who, when sensuality, varied through

erable forms, could no longer
ulate his sated mind, found a more
E"ﬂful and durable excitement in the

tense thirst of empire and revenge ;
emerged from the sloth and luxury
of the Roman purple the first prince and
general of the age; who, trained in an

unwarlike profession, formed a gallant
army out of the dregs of an unwarlike
people ; who, after acquiring sovereignty
by destroying his enemies, acquired
Ezpularity by destroying his tools ; who

d begun to employ for the most
salutary ends the power which he had
attained by the most atrocious means ;
who tolerated within the sphere of his
iron despotism no plunderer or oppressor
but himself ; and who fell at last amidst
the mingled curses and regrets of a
people of whom his genius had been the
wonder, and might have been the salva-
tion. Some of those crimes of Borgia
which to us appear the most odious
would not, from caunses which we have
already considered, have struck an
Italian of the fifteenth century with
equal horror. Patriotic feeling also
might induce Machiavelli to look with
some indulgence and regret on the
memory of the only leader who could
have defended the independence of Italy
igainst the confederate spoilers of Cam-

ray.

05:1 this subject Machiavelli felt most
strongly. Indeed the expulsion of the
foreign tyrants, and the restoration of
that golden age which had preceded the
irruption of Charles the Eighth, were
projects WhiChé mil t&at
time, fascinated a e 2
master-spirits of Italy. :ﬁoaw

The magnificent vision
great but ill-regulated

delichted the
mind of Julius. It divided with manu-
scripts and sauces, painters and falcons,
the attention of the frivolous Leo. Is
prompted the generous treason of Morone.
It imparted a transient emergy to the
feeble mind and body of the . ast Sforza.
It excited for one moment an honest
ambition in the false heart of Pescara.
Ferocity and insolence were not among
the vices of the natiosal character. To
the discriminating cruellies of politicians,
committed for great ends on select
victims, the moral code of the Ifalians
was too indulgent. But thcugh they
might have recourse to barbarity as an
expedient, they did not require it as a
stimulant. They turned with loathing
from the atrocity of the strangers who
seemed to love blood for its own sake,
who, not content with subjugating, were
impatient to destroy, who found a fiendish
pleasure in razing magnificent cities,
cutting the throats of enemies who
cried %or quarter, or suffocating an un-
armed population by thousands Bm the




42

caverns to which it had fled for safety.
Such were the scenes which dail
the terror and di

had to fear in a pitched battle was the
loss of his horse and the expense of his
ransom. The swinish intemperance of
Switzerland, the wolfish avarice of Spain,
the licentiousness of the French,
mduig'ed in violation of hospitality, of
decency, of love itself, the wanton in-
humanity which was common to all
the invaders, had made them objects of

deadly hatred to the inhabitants of the |

Peninsula.* The wealth which had been
accumulated during centuries of
perity and repose was rapidly melting
away. The intellectual superiority of
the oppressed people only rendered them
lw?zoqnly sensible of their political
ion. Literature and taste,
| still disguised with a flush of
hectic loveliness and brilliancy the rava ges
of an incurable decay.
yet entered into the soul. The time was
not yet come when elogquence was to be

| and reason to be hoodwinked,
when the harp of the poet was to be
hung on the willows of Arno, and the
right hand of the painter to forget its

have seen that genius and

ing would not long survive the
things from which they had

at men whose talents
ve lustre to that melancholy period
been formed under the influence of
bappier days, and would leave no suc-
cessors behind them. The times which
shine with the greatest splendour in
literary history are not always those to
which the human mind is most indebted.
Of this we may be convinced, by com-
paring the generation which follows them
with that which had preceded them.
The first fruits which are reaped uuder a

bad system often spring from seed sown

state
sprung, that the

ros- |

The iron had not |

|
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which had extinguished their value and
excited | discipline, and rendered their wealth an

sgust of a people among | easy prey toevery foreign
whom, till lately, the worst that a soldier | plunderer.

Scheme for a
national
militia.

The Secretary
rojected a scheme alike
gomur&ble to his heart

and to his intellect, for abolishing the
use of mercenary troops, and for organ-

izing a national militia.

The exertions which he made to effect
this great object ought alone to rescue
his name from obloquy. Thouch his

situation and his habits were pacific, he
studied with intense assiduity the the
of war. He made himself master of a

its details. The Florentine government

A council of war
was appointed. Levies were decreed.

entered into his views.

The indefatigable minister flew from
place to place in order to superintend
the execution of his design.
were, 1n some respects, favourable to the
experiment. The system of military

tactics bad undergone a great revolution,
The cavalry was no longer considered as ®

forming the strength of an army, The
hours which a citizen could spare from
his ordinary employments, though by no
means sufficient to familiarize him with
the exercise of a man-at-arms, might
render him a useful foot-soldier, he
dread of a foreign yoke, of plunder,
massacre, and conflagration, might have
conquered the repugnance to military
pursuits which both the industry and
the idleness of great towns commonly
generate. For a time the scheme pro-
mised well. The new troops acquitted
themselves respectably in the field,
Machiavelli looked with parental rapture
on the success of his plan, and began to
hope that the arms of Ital might once
more be formidable to the garbarians of
the Tagus and the Rhine. But the tide
of misfortune came on before the barriers
which should bave withstood it were
prepared. For a time, indeed, Florence
might be considered as culiarly for-
tunate. Famine and sword and pestilence
bad devastated the fertile plains and
stately cities of the Po. All the curses

denounced of old against Tyre seemed to
have fallen on Venice. er merchants

already stood afar off, lamenting for their
great city. The time seemed near when
the sea-weed should overgrow her silent
Rialto, and the fisherman wash his nets
10 the deserted arsenal. Naples had been
four times conquered and reconquered

tyrants eqna:li indifferent to its w&
fare, and equally greedy for its spoila,

he times
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Florence, as yet, had only to endure de-
gradation and extortion, to submit to the
mandates of foreign powers, to buy over
and over again, at an enormous price,
what was already justly her own, to

1. requited return thanks for being

wronged, and to ask
gRangiss. pardon for being in the
right. She was at length deprived of

the blessings even of this infamous and
gervile repose. Her military and political
institutions were swept away together.
The Medici returned, in the train of
foreign invaders, from their long exile.
The policy of Machiavelli was abandoned ;
and his public services were requited
with poverty, imprisonment, and torture,
The fallen statesman still clune to his
project with unabated ardour. With the
view of vindicating it from some popular
objections, and of refuting some pre-
valling errors on the subject ofhmilitary
science, he wrote his seven
mg%?g_ books on the Art of War.
This excellent work is in
the form of a dialogue. The opinions
of the writer are put into the mouth of
Fabrizio Colonna, a powerful nobleman
of the Ecclesiastical State, and an officer
of distinguished merit in the service of
the King of Spain. He visits Florence
on his way from Lombardy to his own
domains, He is invited to meet some
friends at the house of Cosimo Rucellai,
an amiable and accomplished young man,
whose early death Machiavelli feelingly
deplores. After partaking of an elegant
eatertainment, they retire from the heat
into the most shady recesses of the
garden, Fabrizio is struck by the sight
of some uncommon plants. His host
informs him, that, though rare in modern
days, they are frequently mentioned b
the classical authors, and that his grand-
father, like many other Italians, amused
himself with practising the ancient
methods of gardening. Fabrizio ex-
ﬂmaea his regret that those who, in
ter times, affected the manners of the
old Romans should select for imitation
the most trifling pursuits. This leads to
a conversation on the decline of military
discipline and on the best means of re-
storing it. The institution of the Floren-
tine militia is ably defended ; and several
mﬂO?emanta are suggested in the details.
e Swiss and the Spaniards were, at
that time, regarded as the best soldiers
in Earope. The Swiss battalion con-
of pikemen, and bore a close

rpemblance to the Greek phalanx, The | lician Government

| operations of his countrymen,

| to fortified towns.
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Spaniards, like the soldiers of Rome,
were armed with the sword and the
shield. The victories of Flamininus and
Aimilius over the Macedonian kings
seem to prove the superiority of the
weapong used by the legions, The same
experiment had been recently tried with
the same result at the battle of Ravenna,
one of those tremendous days into which
buman folly and wickedness compress
the whole devastation of a famine or a
plague, In that memorable conflict, the
infantry of Arragon, the old companions
of Gonsalvo, deserted by all their allies,
hewed a passage through the thickest of
the imperial pikes, and effected an un-
broken retreat, in the face of the gendar-
merie of De Foix, and the renowned
artillery ﬁf Este. Fabrizio, or rather
Machiavelli, proposes to
combine the two systems, cﬂgfm
to arm the foremost lines
with the pike for the purpose of repulsing
calvary, and those in the rear with the
sword, as being a weapon better adapted
for every other purpose. Throughout
the work the author expresses the highest
admiration of the military science of the
ancient Romans, and the greatest con-
tempt for the maxims which had been in
vogue amongst the Italian commanders
of the preceding generation. He prefers
infantry to cavalry, and fortified camps
He is inclined to
substitute rapid movements and decisive
engagements for the languid and dilatory
He at-
taches very little importance to the
invention of gunpowder. Indeed he
seems to think that it ought scarcely to
produce any change in the mode of
arming or of disposing troops. The
general testimony of historians, it must
be allowed, seems to prove that the
ill-constructed and ill-served artillery of
those times, though useful in a siege,
was of little value on the field of battle.

Of the tactics of Machiavelli we will
not venture to give an opinion ; but we
are certain that his book is most able and
interesting. As a commentary on the
history of his times, it is invaluable,
The ingenuity, the grace,
and theg pers pﬁ:uity of the Pl cEwee
style, and the eloquence and animation of
particmlar passages, must give pleasure
even to readers who take no interest in
the subject.

‘The Prince and the Discourses on Livy

were written after the fall of the Repub-
The former was
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dedicated to the Young Lorenzo de’

Medici. This circumstance seems to

have disgusted the contemporaries of the |

writer far more than the doctrines which
bave rendered the name of the work
odious in later times, It was considered
as an indication of political apostasy.
The fact, however, seems to have been
that Machiavelli, despairing of the liberty
of Florence, was inclined to support any
government which might preserve her
independence. The interval which sepa-
ra a democracy and a despotism,
Soderini and Lorenzo, seemed to vanish
when compared with the difference be-
tween the former and the present state
of Italy, between the security, the
opulence, and the repose which it had
enjoyed under her native rulers, and the
misery in which it had been plunged
since the fatal year in which the first
foreign tyrant had descended from the
The Prince, APS- The noble and
pathetic exhortation with
which The Prince concludes showsbhow
strongly the writer felt upon this subject.
The i‘n.nce traces the progress of an
ambitious man, the Discourses the pro-
gress of an ambitious people. The same
princi on which, in the former work,
the tion of an individual is ex-
' are applied in the latter, to the
md;imtion and more complex interest
of a society. To a modern statesman the
form of the Discourses may appear to be
puerile. In truth Li;y is not aﬁ hisi:prian
on whom much reliance
m”;im can be placed, even in
o SOVF. cases where he m1;st have
possessed considerable means of infor-
mation. And his first Decade, to which
Machiavelli has confined himself, is
scarcely entitled to more credit than our
Chronicle of British Kings who reigned
befere the Roman invasion. But his
commentator is indebted to him for little
more than a few texts which he might
as easily bave extracted from the Vul-
gate or Decameron. The whole train of
t 18 origi
% Wnliar immorality which has
rendered e Prince unpopular, and
which is almest equally discernible in
the Discourses, we have already given
our opinion at length. We have at-
tempted to show th;: it belonged rather
to the age than to the
'ﬂ.m.:i" man, that it was a partial
nltaint, and bywno means
implied eral depravity, We cannot
huwcvure;:ny thatl}it is I great blemish:

| and that it considerably diminishes the

pleasure which, in other respects, those
works must afford to every intelligent
mind.

It is, indeed, impossible to conceive a
more healthful and vigorous constitution
of the understanding than that which
these works indicate, The qualities of
the active and the contemplative states-
man appear to have been blended in the
mind of the writer into a rare and
exquisite harmony. His sgkill in the
details of business had not been acquired
at the expense of his general powers,
It had not rendered his mind less com-
prehensive ; but it had served to correct
his speculations, and to impart to them
that vivid and practical character which
so widely distinguishes them from the
vague theories of most political philo-
sophers,

Every man who has seen the world
knows that nothing is so useless as a
general maxim, If it be

very moral and very true, USelessness of

it may serve for a copy ge:;ﬁﬁ_

to a charity-boy. If, like

those of Rochefoucault, it be sparkling
and whimsical, it may make an excellent
motto for an essay. But few indeed of
the many wise apophthegms which have
been uttered, from the time of the Seven
Sages of Greece to that of Poor Richard,
have prevented a single foolish action
We give the highest and the most pecu-
liar praise to the precepts of Machiavell;
when we say that they may frequently
be of real use in regulating conduct, not
80 much because they are more just or
more profound than those which might
be culled from other authors, as because
they can be more readily applied to the
problems of real life,

There are errors in these works, But
they are errors which a writer sitnated
like Machiavelli conld scarcely avoid, -
They arise, for the most part, from a
single defect, which appears to us to per-
vac?e his whole system. In his political
scheme, the means had been more deeply
'f:ronsidered than t.l:lle ends. M i

he great princi that
sociegea and lafme’ exist {hm;nmam
only for the purpose of in-
creasing thesum of private happiness,isnot
recognized with sufficient clearness. The
good of the body, distinct from the good
of the members, and sometimes hardly
compatible with the good of the members,
seems to be the object which he proposes

to himself. Of all political fallacies, this
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has perhaps had the widest and the most
mischievous operation. The state of
society in the little commonwealths of
Greece, the close connection and mutunal
dependence of the citizens, and the
geverity of the laws of war, tended to
encourage an opinion which, under such
circumstances, could hardly be called
erroneous, The interests of every in-
dividual were inseparably bound up with
those of the state. An invasion destroyed
his cornfields and vineyards, drove him
from his home, and compelled him to
encounter all the hardships of a military
life. Peace restored him to security and
comfort. A victory doubled the number
of his slaves. A defeat perhaps made
him a slave himself. When Pericles, in
the Peloponnesian war, told the Athe-
nians, that, if their country triumphed,
their private losses would speedily be
repaired, but that, if their arms failed of
saccess, every individual amongst them
would probably be ruined, he spoke no
more than the truth. He spoke to men
whom the tribute of vanquished cities
supplied with food and clothing, with
the luxury of the bath and the amuse-
ments of the theatre, on whom the
greatness of their country conferred
rank, and before whom the members of
less prosperous communities trembled ;
and to men who, in case of a change in
the public fortunes, would, at least, be
deprived of every comfort and every dis-
tinction which they enjoyed. To be
butchered on the smoking ruins of their
City, to be dragged in chains to a slave-
market, to see one child torn from them
to dig in the quarries of BSicily, and
another to guard the harems of Persepolis,
these were the frequent and probable con-
sequences of national calamities. Hence,
among the Greeks, patriot-

f:it;;ou:ﬁ’; ism became a governing
Greske .~ principle, or rather an

ungovernable passion.
Both their legislators and their philo-
sophers took it for granted that, in
providing for the strength and greatness
of the state, they sufficiently provided
for the happiness of the people. The
writers of the Roman empire lived under
ts, into whose dominion a hundred
hations were melted down, and whose
gardens would have covered the little
commonwealths of Phlius and Platea,
Yet they continued to employ the same
uage, and to cant about the duty of
sacrificing everything to a country
which they owed nothing,

to | shallow, studious of effect,
| truth, eager to build a system, but careless

Causes similar to those which had in-
fluenced the diau]josition of the Greeks
operated powerfully on the less vigorous
and daring character of the Italians,
They, 100, were members of small com-
munities. Every man was deeply in-
terested in the welfare of the society to
which he belonged, a partaker in its
wealth and its poverty, in its glory and
1ts shame. In the age of Machiavelli
this was peculiarly the case. Public
events had produced an immense sum of
misery to private citizens,

The Northern invaders had £ublio events
brought want to their mn?til;?::.“
boards, infamy to their

beds, fire to their roofs, and the knife to
their throats. It was natural that a
man who lived in times like these should
overrate the importance of those mea-
sures by which a nation is rendered for-
midable toits neighbours, and undervalue
thoai? which make it prosperous within
1tself, :

Nothing is more remarkable in the
political treatises of Machiavelli than the
fairness of mind which they indicate, It
appears where the author i3 in the
wrong, almost as strongly as where he
is in the right, He never
advances a false opinion l'a.g?ns;? of
because it is new or splen-
did, because he can clothe it in a happy
phrase, or defend it by an ingenious
gsophism,. His errors are at once explained
by a reference to the circumstances in
which he was placed. They evidently
were not sought out ; they lay in his way,
and could scarcely be avoided. Such
mistakes must necessarily be committed
by early speculators in every science.

In this respect it is amusing to compare
The Prince and the Discourses with the
Spirit of Laws. Montesquien enjoys,
p»::*1*}:1:;11.1:'51llr a wider cglebrity than any
political writer of modern
Europe. Something he D o
doubtless owes to his merit, but much
more to his fortune. He had the good
luck of a Valentine. He caught the eya
of the French nation, at the moment when
it was waking from the long sleep of
political and religious bigotry; and, in
consequence, he became a favourite. The
English, at that time, considered a Frenche
man who talked about constitutional
checks and fundamental laws as a prodigy
not less astonishing than the learned

g
or the musical infant. Specious E’at
indifferent to
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of

collecting those materials out of which

alone a sound and durable system can |

be built, the lively President constructed
theories as rapidly and as slightly as
card-houses, no soomer projected than
completed, no sooner completed than
blown away

no sooner blown away than

forgotten. Machiavelli errs only because
his experience, acquired in a very pecu-
liar state of umq:qet y could not always
enable him to calculate the effect of in-
stitutions differing from those of which
he had observed the operation. Montes-
quieu errs, because he has a fine thing to
say, and is resolved to say it. If the|
ena which lie before him will not |

suit his purpose, all history must be ran-
sacked. If nothing established by authen-
tic mm*’rm be racked or chipped
to suit his Procrustean hypothesis, he
up with some monstrous fable about
m or Bantam, or Japan, told by |
writers compared with whom Lucian and
Gulliver were veracious, liars by a double

ight, as travellers and as Jesuits.

ngmwicty of thought, and propriety of
diction, are commonly found together.
Obscurity and affectation are the two
greatest faults f:ll style. Obscurity of
ex " enerally springs from con-
Mﬂm:fn igem; and fhe ﬂma wish to
dazzle at any cost which produces affecta-
tion in the manner of a writer, is likely
to produce sophistry in his reasonings.
The judicious and candid mind of Machia-
velli shows itself in his

Machiavelli luminous, manly, and
“Montesquicu. Polished langnage. The

style of Moutesquien, on
indicates in every page a
and ingenious, but an unsound
Every trick of expression, from
lous conciseness of an oracle to
pe of a Pariaiafn coxcomb, is
employed to disguise the fallacy of some

positions, and the tri 2
Absurdities are brightened into epigrams
: ened into enigmas,
S g e i
with w some 8
are illuminated, or penetrate the w
coucealed

the other hand,

liv
mod
the flippancy

Machiavelli.

of an exhausted country, to tend it dur-
ing the alternate fits of stupefaction and
raving which precede its dissolution, and
to see the symptoms of vitality disappear
one by one, till nothing is left but cold-
ness, darkness, and corruption. To this
Joyless and thankless duty was Machia-
velli called. In the energetic language
of the prophet, he was “mad for the
sight of his eyes which he saw,” disunion
in the council, effeminacy in the camp,
liberty extinguished, commerce deca ying,
national honour auflit:d, an enlightened
and flourishing people given over to the
ferocity of ignorant savages. Though
bis opinions had not escaped the contagion
of that political immorality which was
common among his countrymen, his
natural disposition seems to have been

| rather stern and impctuous than pliant

and artful. When the misery and de-
gradation of Florence and the foul out-
rage which he had himself sustained
recur to his mind, the smooth craft of
his profession and his nation is exchanged
for the honest bitterness of scorn and
anger. He speaks like one sick of the
calamitous times and abject people
among whom his lot is cast. He pines
for the strength and glory of ancient
Rome, for the fasces of Brutus and the
sword of Scipio, the gravity of the curule
chair, and the blocdy pomp of the
triumphal sacrifice, e seems to be
transported back to the days when eight
hundred thousand Italian warriors sprung
to arms at the rumour of a Gallic inva-
sion. He breathes all the spirit of those
intrepid and haughty patricians who
forgot the dearest ties of nature in the
claims of public duty, who looked with
disdain on the elephants and on the gold
of Pyrrhus, and listened with unaltered
composure to '
Canne. Like an ancient temple deformed
by the barbarous architecture of a later
age, his character acquires an interest
from the very circumstances which debase

it. The original proportions are ren-
dered more striking

incongruous additions.

The influence of the sentiments which
we have described was not apparent in
his writings alone. His enthusi
barred from the career which it w
have selected for itself, seems to have
found a vent in desperate levity,
enjoyed a vindictive pleasure L
raging




Machiavella. 47

decencies which were expected from a

man so highly distinguished in the literary
and political world, The

Lavitysaﬁd sarcastic bitterness of his
b:?treﬁ:neaa. conversation disgusted

those who were more in-
clined to accused his licentiousness than
their own degeneracy, and who were
anable to conceive the strength of those
emotions which were concealed by the
jests of the wretched, and by the follies
of the wise.

The historical works of Machiavelli
still remain to be considered. The life
of Castruccio Castracani will occupy us
for a very short time, and would scarcely

Histerical have demanded our notice,

ke had it not attracted a
much greater share of pub-
lic attention than it deserves. Few books,
indeed, could be more interesting than a
mduj and judicious account, from such a
pen, of the illustrious Prince of Lucca,
the most eminent of those Italian chiefs,
who, like Pisistratus and Gelon, acquired
a power felt rather than seen, and resting,
not on law or on prescription, but on the
public favour and on their great personal
qualities. Such a work would exhibit to
us the real nature of that species of sove-
reignty, so singular and so often misunder-
stood, which the Greeks denominated
tyranny, and which, modified in some
degree by the feudal system, reappeared
in the common-wealths of Lombardy and
Tuscany. But this little composition of
Machiavelli is in no sense a history. It
has no pretensions to fidelity. It is a
trifle, and not a very successful trifle,
It is scarcely more authentic than the
novel of Belphegor, and is very much
duller.

The last great work of this illustrious
man was the history of his native city.
It was written by the command of the
Pope, who, as chief of the house of
Medici, was atFi‘.hat timaT ;ov'ereign of

orence. e characters

m of Cosmo, of Piero, and
of Lorenzo, are, however,
treated with a freedom and impartiality
equally honourable to the writer and to
the patron. The miseries and humilia-
tions of dependence, the bread which is
more bitter than every other food, the
stairs which are more painful than every
other ascent, had not broken the spirit
of Machiavelli. The most cormptﬁr;g

in a corrupting profession

not raved the erous heart of
Chomety e

|in the Italian language.

| furnished by

| by the writer.

The History does not appear to be the
fruit oftpmclgl industry or research. Itis
unquestiona inaccu-
rate. But it JEB elegant, mmf"
lively, and picturesque, be;i?nd any other

: he reader, we
believe, carries away from it a more vivid
and a more faithful impression of the
national character and manners than from
more correct accounts. The truth is, that
the book belongs rather to ancient than
to modern literature, It is in the style.
not of Davila and Clarendon, but of
Herodotus and Tacitus, and the classical
histories may almost be called romances
founded in fact. The relation 1s, no
doubt, in all its principal points, strictly
true. But the numerous little incidents
which heighten the interest, the words,
the gestures, the looks, are evidently
the imagination of the
author. The fashion of later times 1is
different. A more exact narrativeis given
It may be doubted
whether more exact notions are conveyed
to the reader. The best portraits are
perhaps those in which there is a slight

‘mixture of caricature ; and we are not

certain that the best histories are not
those in which a little of the exaggera-
tion of fictitious narrative is judiciously
employed. Something is lost in accuracy;
but much is gained in effect. The fainter
lines are neglected ; but the great cha-
racteristic features are imprinted on the
mind for ever.

The History terminates with the death
of Lorenzo de’ Medici. Machiavelli had,
it seems, intended to continue his narra-
tive to a later period. But his death
prevented the execution of his design ;
and the melancholy task of recording the
desolation and shame of Italy devolved
on Guicciardinl

Machiavelli lived long enough to see
the commencement of the laat atmgﬂ:
for Florentine liberty. Soon after hi

death monarchy was
finally established, not Emgmt

such a monarchy as that

of which Cosmo had laid the foundations
deep in the institutions and feelings of
his countrymen, and which Lorenzo had
embellished with the trophies of every
science and every art; but a loathsome
tyranny, proud and mean, cruel and
feeble, bigoted and lascivious.
racter of Machiavelli was hateful to the
new masters of Italy ; and those parts of
his theory which were in strict accord-
ance with their own daily practice afforded



48

a pretext for blackening his memory.
His works were misrepresented by the
learned, misconstrued by the ignorant,
censured by the Church, abused with all
the rancour of simulated virtue by the
minions of a base despotism, and the
priests of a baser superstition. The
name of the man whose genius had
illuminated all the dark places of policy,
and to whose patriotic wisdom an op-
pressed people had owed their last chance
of emancipation and revenge, passed into
8 proverb of infamy. For more than two
hundred years his bones Ia undistin-
guished. At length an English nobleman
paid the last honours to the greatest
statesman of Florence., In the Church

Machiavells.

of Santa Croce a monument was erected
to his memory, which is contemplated
with reverence by all who can distinguish
the virtues of a great mind through the
corruptions of a degenerate age, and
which will be approached with still
deeper homage when the object to which
his public life was devoted shall be
attalned, when the foreign yoke shall
be broken, when a gecond Proccita
(Procida) shall avenge the wrongs of
Naples, when a happier Rienzi shall
restore the good estate of Rome, when
the streets of Florence and Bologna shall
again resound with their ancient war-cry,
Popolo ; popolo; muoiano s tiranni |/




Photo by] [Walker & Boutall
JOHN DRYDEN.

From the painting by Sik G, KNELLER, in the National Portr it Gallery.)
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Tue public voice has assign
the first place in the second rank of our
poets,—no mean station in a table of

DRYDEN.

(EpINBURGH REVIEW, JAN., 1828))

The Poetical Works of Joun DrYDEN. In 2 volumes. University

Edition.
ed to Dryden
intellectual precedency so

W‘ rich in illustrious names.
It is allowed that, even of

the few who were his superiors in genius,
none has exercised a more extensive or

ﬁmment influence on the mnational
abits of thought and expression. His

life was commensurate with the period

during which a great revolution in the
public taste was effected; and in that

revolution he played the part of Crom-
well. By unscrupulously taking ‘the lead
in its wildest excesses, he obtained the
absolute guidance of it. By trampling
on laws, he acquired the authority of a
legislator, By signalizing himself as the
most daring and irreverent of rebels, he
raised himself to the dignity of a recog-
nized prince., He commenced his career
by the most frantic outrages. He ter-
minated it in the repose of established
sovereignty,—~the author of a new code,
the root of a new dynasty.

Of Dryden, however, as of almost every
man who has been distinguished either
in the literary or in the political world,
it may be said that the course which he

and the effect which he produced,

ded less on his personal qualities

than on the circumstances in which he
was placed. Thm:h who have read hiztory
with discrimination, know

Plsertmination ¢he fallacy of those pane-
gyrics and invectives,

which represent individnals as effecting
great moral and intellectual rerolu‘tiiona,
subverting established systems, and im-
a new character on their age,

ce between one man and
another is by no means so great as the

superstitious crowd supposcs, Bul the

London, 1826.

same feelings which, in ancient Rome,
produced the apotheosis of a popular
emperor, and, in modern Rome, the
canonization of a devote prelate, men
to cherish an illusion which furnishes
them with something to adore. By a
law of association, from the operation of
which even minds the most strictly regu-
lated by reason are not wholly exempt,
misery disposes us to hatred, and happi-
ness to love, although there may be no
Eersun to whom our misery or our
appiness can be ascribed. The peevish
ness of an invalid vents itself even on
those who alleviate his pain. The good-
humour of a man elated by success often
displays itself towards enemies. In the
same manner, the feelings of pleasure and
admiration, to which the contemplation
of great events gives birth, make an
object where they do not find it. Thas,
nations descend to the absurdities of
Egyptian idolatry, and worship stocks
and reptiles—Sacheverells and Wilkeses,
They even fall prostrate before a deity
to which they have themselves given the
form which commands their veneration,
and which, unless fashioned by them,
would have remained a shapeless block.
They persuade themselves that they are
the creatures of what they have
selves creat.eg:.l For, in f:.ct, it is the age
that forms the man, no
the man that forms the Th:h‘mmgm
age. Great minds do in- \
deed react on the society which has
made them what they are; but they
only pay with interest what they have
received. We extol Bacon, and sneer at
Aquinas, But if their situations had
been changed, Bacon might have been

the Angelical Doctor, the most subtle
r eli of the schools ; the Domini-
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from their house of bondage., If Luther ‘
had been born in the tenth century, he
would have effected no reformation, If |
he had never been born at all, it is|

that without Locke we should have pos-
sessed a just theory of the origin of
human ideas. Society indeed has its
great men and its little men, as the earth

evident that the sixteenth cent
not have ela '
in the church. Voltaire, in the days of
Louis the Fourteenth, would probably
have been, like most of the literary men
of that time, a zealous J ansenist, eminent
among the defenders of efficacions grace,
a bitter assailant of the lax morality of
the Jesuits, and the unreasonable decisions
of the Sorbonne. If Pascal had entered
on his literary career, when intelligence
was more general, and abuses at the
same time more flagrant, when the church
was polluted by the Iscariot Dubois,
the court disgraced by the orders of
Canillac, and the nation sacrificed to the
Juggles of Law ; if he had lived to see
a dynasty of harlots, an empty treasury
and a crowded harem, an army formidable
only to those whom it should have pro-
tected, a priesthood just religious enough
to be intolerant, he might possibly, like
every man of genius in France, have
imbged extravagant prejudices against
monarchy and Christianity. The wit
which blasted the sophisms ‘of Escobar—
the impassioned eloquence which defended
the sisters of Port Royal—the intellectnal
hardihood which was not beaten down
even bﬁl Papal authority, might have
raised him to the Patriarchate of the
Philosophical Church. It was long dis-
puted whesher the honour of inventing
the method of Fluxions belonged to
Newton or to Leibnitz. It is now gene-
rally allowed that these great men made
the same discovery at the same time,
Mathematical science, indeed, had thep
reached such a point, that if neither of
them had ever existed, the principle must
inevitably have occurred to some person
within a few years. 80in ourown time the
doctrine of rent, now universally received

political economists, was pPropounded,

Preceding

blundering round about it ; and it could

not possibly have been missed much
longer by the most heedless inquirer,

that, with
has

We are inclined to think

respect to every great addition
been made

ury could \ has its mountains and its valle 8.
psed without a great schism {

' glmi

Buat

the inequalities of intellect, like the

- inequalities of the surface of our globe,

bear go small a proportion to
that, in calculating its great revolutions,
they may safely be neglected. The sun ;‘
illuminates the hills, while it is still|
below the horizon:; and truth 18 dis-
covered by the highest minds a little
before it becomes manifest to the multi. }
tude. This is the extent of theijr superi- |
ority. They are the first to catch and |
reflect a light, which, without their
assistance, must, in a short time, be
visible to those who lie far beneath them.

The same remark will apply equally to
The laws on which de-
pend the progress and decline of poetry,
painting, and sculpture, operate with
little less certainty than those which
regulate the periodical returns of heat
and cold, of fertilitw and barrenness,
Those who seem to lead 1
the public taste are, in s:m of ta:t&e-
general, merely outrun- 3
ning it in the direction which it is
spontaneously pursuing. Without a just
apprehension of the laws to which we
have alluded, the merits and defects of a
Dryden can be but imperfectly under-
stood. We will, therefore, state what we
conceive them to be,

The ages in which the masterpieces of
imagination have been produced, have by
00 means been those in which taste hag
correct. It seems that the
creative faculty, and the eritical faculty,
cannot exist together in their highest
perfection. The causes of this pheno-
menon, it is not difficult to assign,

It is true, that the man who is best
able to take a machine to pieces, and who
most clearly comprehends the manner in
which all its wheels and springs conduce
to its general effect, will be the man most
competent to form another machine of
r power. In all the branches of
physical and moral science which admit
of perfect analysis, he who can resolve
will be able to combine. But the analysis
which criticism can effect of poetry is
necessarily imperfect, One element must
for ever eﬂlde its researches ; and that is
the very element by which poetry is poetry,
the description of nature, for examp
a judicious reader will easily detect an
ineongruous image, But he will find it

the mass,




!
4

Dryden. 51

impossible to explain in what consists
the art of a writer who, in a few words,
prings some spot before him so vividly
that he shall know it as if he had lived
there from childhood ; while another,
employing the same materials, the same
verdure, the same water, and the same
flowers, committing no 1inaccuracy, in-
troducing nothing which can be positively
pronounced superfluous, omitting nothing
which can be positively pronounced
pecessary, shall produce no more effect

than an advertisement of a capital

residence and a desirable pleasure-ground. |

To take another example, the great
features of the character of Hotspur are
s & obvious to the most super-

CLETRC eu,i'- O ficial reader. We at once

"  perceive that his courage
is splendid, his thirst of glory intense, his
animal spirits high, his temper careless,
arbitrary, and petulant ; that he indulges
his own humour without caring whose
feelings he may wound, or whose enmity
he may provoke, by his levity. Thus far
criticism will go. But something is still
wanting. A man might have all those
nalities, and every other quality which
the most minute examiner can introduce
into his catalogue of the virtues and
faults of Hotspur, and yet he would not
be Hotspur. Almost everything that we
have said of him applies equally to
Falconbridge. Yet, in the mout of

Falconbridge, most of his speeches would |

seem out of place. In real life this per-
petually occurs. We are sensible of wide
differences between men whom, if we
were required to describe them, we should
describe in almost the same terms. If we
were attempting to draw elaborate
characters of them, we should scarcely be
able to point out any strong distinction ;
yet we approach them with feelings al-
together dissimilar. We cannot conceive
of them as using the expressions oOr
the gestures of each other. Let us suppose
that a zoologist should attempt to glive
an account of some animal—a porcupine,
for instance—to people who had never
gseen it. The porcupine, he might say, 18
of the genus mammalia, and the order
glires. There are whiskers on its face;
it is two feet long; it has four toes
before, five behind, two foreteeth, and

Cr eight grinders. Its body
tive and isgcovered with hair and

oritical faculty. & ;1js, And when all this

had been said, would any one of the
auditors have formed a just idea of a
porcupine? Would any two of them have

p

formed the same idea ? There might exist
innumerable races of animals, possessing
all the characteristics which have been
mentioned, yet altogether unlike to each
other. What the description of our
naturalist is to a real porcupine, the
remarks of criticism are to the images of
poetry., What it so imperfectly decom-
poses, it cannot perfectly re-construct.
It is evidently as impossible to produce
an Othello or a Macbeth by reversing an
analytical process so defective, as if
would be for an anatomist to form a
living man out of the fragments of his
dissecting-room. In both cases, the vital
principle eludes the finest instruments,
and vanishes in the very instant in which
its seat is touched. Hence those who,
trusting to their critical skill, attempt to
write poems, gives us, not images of
things, but catalogues of qualities. Their
characters are allegories ; not good men
and bad men, but cardinal virtues and
deadly sins. We seem to have fallen
among the acquaintances of our old friend
Christian : sometimes we meet Mistrust
and Timorous ; sometimes Mr. Hate-good
and Mr. Love-lust; and then again
Prudence, Piety, and Charity.

That critical discernment is not snfficient
to make men poets, is generally allowed.
Why it should keep them from becoming
oets, is not perhaps equally evident.
But the fact is, that poetry requires not an
examining, but a believing frame of mind.
Those feel it most, and write it best, who
forget that it is a work of art; to whom
its imitations, like the realities from
which they are taken, are subjects not
for connoisseurship, but
for tears and laughter,
resentment and affection,
who are too much under the influence of
the illusion to admire the genius which
has produced it; who are too much
frichtened for Ulysses in the cave of
Polyphemus, to care whether the pun
about Outis be good or bad ; who forget
that such a person as Shakspeare ever
existed, while they weep and curse with
Lear. It is by giving faith to the crea-
tions of the imagination that a man
becomes a poet. 1t is by treating those
creations as deceptions, and by resolving
them, as nea.rli as possible, into their
elements, that he becomes a critic.
the moment in which the skill of the
artist is perceived, the spell of the art 1s
broken.

These considerations account for the
absurdities into which the greatest



52

writers have fallen, when they have
attempted to give general rules for com-
position, or to pronounce judgment on
the wm"kl of others. They are unac-
customed to analyse what they feel ; they,
therefore, perpetually refer their emotions
to causes which have not in the slightest
d tended to produce them. ‘They
feel pleasure in reading a book. They
never consider that this pleasure ma bg
| the effect of ideas, whic
Bffect of Ideas. some unmeaning expres-
sion, striking on the first link of a chain
of associations, may have called up in
their own minds—that they have them-
selves furnished to the author the beauties
which they admire,
Cervantes is the delight of all classes
of readers. Every schoolboy thumbs to
1 the most wretched translations of
mmanm, and knows the lantern jaws
of the Knight Errant, and the broad
cheeks of the Squire, as well as the faces
of his own playfellows. The most ex-
perienced and fastidious jud ges are
amazed at the perfection of that art
which extracts inextinguishable langhter
from the greatest of ﬁuman calamities,
without once violating the reverence due
to it; at that discriminating delicacy of
touch, which makes a character exqui-
sitely ridiculons, without lmpairing its
woﬂi, its grace, or its dignity. In Don
Ixote are several dis-
Den Quizcte. sertations on the prin-
ciples of poeticjand dramatic writin g. No
passages in the whole work exhibit
stronger marks of labour and attention -
and no passages in any work with which
We are acquainted, are more worthless
and puerile. In our time they would
scarcely obtain admittance into the
Morning Post.

Dryden.

ages he re as oracles of the highest
authority, and of the most recondite
meaning. He describes his conductor as
the sea of all wisdom—the sun which
heals every disordered sight.
Judged of Virgil, the Italians of the
fourteenth century judged of him ; they
were proud of him; they praised him ;
they struck medals bearing his head ;
they quarrelled for the honour of possess-
ing his remains; they maintained pro-
fessors to expound his writings, ut
what they admired was not that mighty
imagination which called a new world
into existence, and made all its sights
and sounds familiar to the eve and ear
of the mind. They said little of those
awful and lovely creations on which later
critics delight to dwell—Farinata lifting
his haughty and tranquil brow from his
couch of everlasting fire—the lion-like
repose of Sordello—or the licht which
shone from the celestial smile o Beatrice,
They extolled their great poet for his

smattering of ancient literature and
history ; for his logic and his divinity ;

for his absurd physics, and his more
absurd metaphysics ; for eve thing but
that in which he pre-eminen y excelled.
Like the fool in the story, who ruined his
dwelling by digging for gold, which, as
he had dreamed, was concealed under its
foundations, they laid waste one of the
noblest works of human genius, by seek-
ing in it for buried treasures of wisdom,
which existed in their own wild reveries
passages were little
till they had been debased into some
monstrous allegory. Louder applause
was given to the lecture on fate ans free-
will, or to the ridiculous astronomical
theories, than to those tremendous lines
which disclose the secrets of the tower

Every reader of the Divine | of hunger ; or to that half-told tale of
th‘ Comedy must be struck guilty love, so passionate and so full of
by the veneration which | tears
I!nnte cXpresses for writers far inferior to| We do not mean to say, that the con-
bimself, € will not lift up his eyes from | tem oraries of Dante read with less emo-
the ground in the presence of runetto, | tion than their descendants of Ugolino
08e works are not worth the worst groping among the wasted co of his
red cantos. He does not | children, or of Francesca, starting at the
thoﬂl_amt line wtlth thg m,imulonst' and dropping the fatal
is ation of | volume, Far from it. e believe that
absolute idoht:r If indeed it '
excited by the 3-“:, gplendid,
tion the Roman | W
poet, it would not have been altogether
unreasonable ;ﬂllmt it is ?ther as an
authority on ’)oinh of philosophy,
than as a work imagination, that hi
values the Aneid, The most trivial pass- gress of an individual from
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mature age. What man does not remem-
ber with regret the first time that he read
Robinson Crusoe? Then,

B.fr‘ﬂ?::n indeed, he was unable to

: appreciate the powers of

the writer; or rather, he neither knew nor
cared whether the book had a writer at all.
He probably thought it not half so fine as
some rant of Macpherson about dark-
hrowed Foldath,and white-bosomed Strina-
dona. He now values Fingal and Temora
only as showing with how little evidence
a story may be believed, and with how
little merit a book may be popular. Of
the romance of Defoe he entertains the
highest opinion. He perceives the hand
of a master in ten thousand touches,
which formerly he passed by without
notice. But though he understands the
merits of the narrative better than
formerly, he is far less interested by it.
Xury, and Friday, and pretty Poll, the
boat with the shoulder-of-mutton sail,
and the canoe which could not be brought
down to the water edge, the tent with its
edge and ladders, the preserve of kids,
and the den where the old goat died, can
never again be to him the realities which
they were. The days when his favourite

volume set him upon making wheel- |

barrows and chairs, npon digging caves |
, and fencing huts in the garden, can never |

/ return. Such is the law of our nature.
. Our judgment ripens, our imagination

)

decays. We cannot at once enjoy the

' flowers of the spring of life, and the

fruits of its antumn, the pleasures of
close investigation, and those of agree-
able error. We cannot sit at once in the
front of the stage and behind the scenes.

- We cannot be under the illusion of the
- spectacle, while we are watching
- movements of the ropes and pullies which

the

it.

| ;iﬁe chapter in which Fielding de-

scribes the behaviour of Partridge at the
theatre, affords so complete an illustra-
tion of our proposition, that we cannot
refrain from quoting some parts of it.

* Partridge gave that credit to Mr. Garrick

which be had denied to Jones, and fell into so
bling that his knees knocked
against each other. Jomes asked him what
the matter, and whether he was afraid of
warrior upon the ?’'—"* 0, la, sir,” said
*1 perceive now it is what you told me.
I am not afraid of anything, for I know it is
mlphy; and if it was really a ghost, it
Do harm at such a distance and in

% much com . and yet, if I was frightened,
J—‘ Why, who,’ ories

i
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besides thyself ?"—* Nay, you may call me a
coward if you will; but if that little man
there upon the stage is not frightened, I never
saw apy man frightened in my life.” . . .
He sat with his eyes fixed partly on the ghost
and partly on Hamlet, and with his mouth
open ; the same passions which succeeded each
other in Hamlet, succeeding likewise in him.

‘Little more worth remembering occurred
during the play, at the end of which Jones
asked him which of the players he liked best.
To this he answered, with some appearance of
indignation at the question, ‘ The King without
doubt.,’—‘Indeed, Mr. Partridge,” says Mrs,
Miller, * you are not of the same opinion with
the town ; for they are all agreed that Hamlet is
acted by the best player who was ever on the
stage.’—* He the best player |’ cries Partridge,
with a contemptuous sneer; ‘ why, I could act
as well as he myself, I am sure, if I had seen
a ghost, I should have looked in the very same
manner, and done just as he did. And then,
to be sure, in that scene, as you called it,
between him and his mother, where you told
me he acted so fine, why, any man, that is,
any good man, that had such a mother, would
have done exactly the same. I know you are
only joking with me; but indeed, madam,
though I never was at a play in London, yet I
have seen acting before in the country, the
King for my money ; he speaks all his words
distinctly, and half as loud again as the other.
Anybody may see he is an actor.’

In this excellent passage Partridge is
represented as a very bad theatrical crific.
But none of those who langh at him
possess the tithe of his sensibility to
theatrical excellence. He admires in the *
wrong place; but he trembles in the
right place. It is indeed because he is 50
much excited by the acting of Garrick, ~
that he ranks him below the strufting,
mouthing performer, who personates the
King. So, we have heard it said, that in
some parts of Spain and Portugal, an
actor who should represent a depraved
character finely, instead of calling down
the applause of the audience, is hissed
and pelted without mercy. It would be
the same in England, if we, for one
moment, thought that Shylocit or Iago
was standing before us. While the

| dramatic art was in its infancy at Athens,

it produced similar effects on the ardent
and imaginative spectators. It is said
that they blamed ABschylus for frighten-
ing them into fits with his Furies. Hero-
dotus tells us, that when Phrynichus

roduced his tragedy on the fall of

iletus, they fined him in a penalty of
a thousand drachmas, for torturing their
feelings by so pathetic an exhibition.
They did not regard him as a great artist,
but merely as a man who had given them
pain, When they woke from the dia-
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tressing illusion, they treated the author
of it as they would have treated a
messenger who should have brought them
fatal and alarming tidings which turned
out to be false. fn the same manner, a
child screams with terror at the sight of

of a snuff-shop would deserve admira-
tion. If an uninitiated Raphael were to
attempt a painting, it would be a mere
daub ; indeed, the connoisseurs say, that
the early works of Raphael are little
better. Yet, who can attribute this to
want of imagination? Who can doubt

a person in an ugly mask.
;‘-fm'“ . nmnn He has perhaps seen the

mask put on. But his
imagination is too strong for his reason,
and be entreats that it may be taken
off.

We should act in the same manner if
the grief and horror produced in us by
works of the imagination amounted to
real torture. But in us these emotions
are comparatively languid. They rarely
effect our appetite or our sleep. They
leave us sufficiently at ease to trace them
to their camses, and to estimate the
powers which produce them. Our at-
tention is s ily diverted from the
images which call forth our tears to the
art by which those images have been
telected and combined. We appland the
genius of the writer. We applaud our
own sagacity and senpsibility, and we are
comforted.

Yet, though we think that in the
progress of nations towards refinement,
the reasoning powers are improved at the

se of the imagination, we ac-
knowledge, that to this rule there are
Inany apparent exceptions, We are not,
however, quite satisfied that they are
more than apparent Men reasoned
better, for example, in the time of
Elizabeth than in the time of Egbert ;
and they also wrote better poctry. But
we must distinguish between poetry as a
mental act, and poetry as a species of
composition. If we take it in the latter
sense, its excellence depends, not solely
on the vigour of the imagination, but
partly also on the instruments which
the imagination employs. Within certain
limits, therefore, poet may be improv-
Poetry and the 8, while the poetical
' 7. vividness of

presented to the reader, is not necessarily

not for the

exercises a despotic
the perception of what is

the mind, and all the sens:-

faculty is decaying. The |

that the youth of that great artist was
passed amidst an ideal world of beautiful
and majestic forms? Or, who will
attribute the difference which appears
between his first rude essays, and his
magnificent Transfiguration, to a change
in the constitution of his mind ? %n
poetry, as in painting and scalpture, it is
necessary that the imitator should be
well acquainted with that which he
undertakes to imitate, and expert in the
mechanical part of his art. Genius will
not furnish him with a vocabulary : it
will not teach him what word “most
exactly corresponds to his idea, and will
most fully convey it to others: it will
not make him a great descriptive poet,
till be has looked with attention on the
face of nature; or a great dramatist, till
he has felt and witnessed much of the

| influence of the passions. Information

and experience are, therefore, nﬁcesam;i;
pnrpose of strengthening the

imagination, which is never so strong as

In people incapable of reasonin g—savages,
children, madmen, and dreamers ; but for
the purpose of enabling the artist to
communicate his conceptions to others,

In a barbarous age the imagination
power. So strong is

unreal, that it often over- Iiaf%ﬁiﬁn
powers all the passions of barous age.

tions of the body. At first, indeed, the
phantasm remains undivulged, a hidden
treasure, a wordless poetry, an invisible
painting, a silent music, a dream of which

| the painsand pleasures existto the dreamer

alone, a bitterness which the heart ouly
knoweth, a joy with which a stranger
intermeddleth not. The machinery, by
which ideas are to be conveyed from one
person to another, is as yet rude and
defective., Between mind and mind there
18 a great The imitative arts do
not exist, or are in their lowest state.
But the actions of men amply prove,
that the faculty which gives birth to
those arts is morbidly active. It is not
get the inspiration of poets and sculptors;

at it is the amusement of the day, the
terror of the night, the fertile source of
wild superstitions. It turns the clouds
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into gigantic shapes, and the winds into
doleful voices. The belief which springs
from it is more absolute and undoubting
than any which can be derived from evi-
dence. It resembles the faith which we re-
poseinour ownsensations. Thus,the Arab,
when covered with wounds, saw nothing
but the dark eyes and the green kerchief
of a beckoning Houri. The Northern
warrior langhed in the pangs of death
when he thought of the mead of Valhalla.

The first works of the imagination are,
as we have said, poor and rude, not from

the want of genius, but

T;at;wurks of from the want of mate-

e1maginad- 1ials. Phidias could have

' done nothing with an

old tree and a fish-bone, or Homer with
the language of New Holland.

Yet the effect of these early perform-
ances, imperfect as they must necessarily
be, is immense. All deficiencies are
supplied by the susceptibility of those to
whom they are addressed. We all know
what pleasure a wooden doll, which may
be bought for sixpence, will afford to a
little girl. She will require no other
company. She will nurse it, dress 1it,
and talk to it all day. No grown-up
man takes half so much delight in one
of the incomparable babies of Chantrey.
In the same manner, savages are more
affected by the rude compositions of
their bards than nations more advanced
in civilization by the greatest master-
pieces of poetry.

In process of time, the instruments by
which the imagination works are brought
to perfection. Men have not more imagi-
nation than their rude ancestors. We
strongly suspect that they have much
less, Byut they produce better works of
imagination. hus, up to a certain
period, the diminution of the poetical
powers is far more than compensated by
the improvement of all the appliances
and means of which those powers stand
in need. Then comes the short period
of splendid and consummate excellence.
And then, from causes against which it 18
vain to struggle, poetry begins to decline,
The progress of language,
which was at first favour-
able, becomes fatal to 1t,
and, instead of compensating for the
decay of the imagination, accelerates that
decay, and renders it more obvious.

the adventurer in the Arabian tale
anointed one of his eyes with the con-
tents of the magical box, all the riches of
the carth, however widely dispersed,

39

however sacredly concealed, became
vigible to him. But when he tried the
experiment on both eyes, he was struck
with blindness. What the enchanted
elixir was to the sight of the body,
language is to the sight of the imagina-
tion. At first it calls up a world of
glorious illusions ; but when it becomes
too copious, it altogether destroys the
visual power.

As the development of the mind pro-
ceeds, symbols, instead of being employed
to convey images, are substituted for
them. Civilized men think, as they
trade, not in kind, but by means of a
circulating medium, In these circunm-
stances, the sciences improve rapidly,
and criticism among the rest; but poetry,
in the highest sense of the word, dis-
appears, Then comes the dotage of the
fine arts, a second childhood, as feeble as
the former, and far more hopeless. Thig
is the age of critical poetry, of poetry by
courtesy, of poetry to which the memory,
the judgment, and the wit, contribute far
more than the imagination. We readily
allow, that many works of this description
are excellent: we will not contend with
those who think them more valuable than
the great poems of an earlier period.
We only maintain that they belong to a
different species of composition, and are
produced by a different faculty.

It is some consolzitionf to reflect, that
this critical school o
poetry improves as the Boéz:;g.&yof
science of criticism im- g
proves ; and, that the science of criticism,
like every other science, is constantly
tending towards perfection. As experi-
ments are multiplied, principles are better
understood.

In some countries, in our own, for
example, there has been an interval
between the downfall of the creative
school and the rise of the critical, a
period during which imagination has been
in its decrepitude, and taste in its infancy.
Such a revolutionary interregnum as this
will be deformed by every species of
extravagance.

The first victory of good taste is over
the bombast and conceits which deform
such times as these. But criticism is
still in a very imperfect state. What 13
accidentl is for a long time confounded
with waat is essential. General theories
are drawn from detached facts. How
many hours the action of a play may be
allowed to occupy,—how many similes

| an Epic Poet may introduce into his
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first book,—~whether a piece which is
acknowledged to have a beginning and
an end, may not be without a middle,
and other questions as puerile as these,
formerly occupied the attention of men
of letters in France, and even in this
country. Poets, in such circumstances
as these, exhibit all the narrowness and

R feebleness of the criticism

Sater by which their manner
- has been fashioned. From

meous absurdity they are preserved
) by their timidity.

borrow another illustration from Queen
Scheherezade, we would compare the
writers of this school to the jewellers
who were employed to complete the un-
finished window of the palace of Aladdin.
Whatever skill or cost could do was done.
Palace and bazaar were ransacked for
precious stones. Yet the artists, with all -
their dexterity, with all their assiduity,
and with all their vast means, were
unable to produce anything comparable @
to the wonders which a spirit of a
higher order had wrought in a single

Fetu_ ally sacrifice nature and reason
0 arbitrary canons of taste. In their
eagerness to avoid the mala prohibita of
a foolish code they are perpetunally
rushing on the mala in se. eir great
predecessors, it is true, were as bad critics
as ves, or perhaps worse: but
those predecessors, as we have attempted
to show, were inspired by a faculty

ent of criticism ; and, therefore,
wrote well while they judged 1ll.

In time men begin to take more
rational and comprehensive views of
literature. The analysis of poetry, which,
a8 we bave remarked, must at best be
imperfect, approaches nearer and nearer
to exactness, The merits of the wonder-
ful models of former times are justly
appreciated. The frigid productions of a
later age rated at no more than their
proper value. Pleasing and ingenious

ions of the manner of the great
masters appear. Poetry
has a partial revival, a
Saint Martin’s Summer,
which, after a period of dreariness and
decay, agreeably reminds us of the splen-
dour of its .I;:ne.hA second harvest is
gathered in, though, growing on a spent
soil, it has not the heart ofgthe former,
Thus, in the present age, Monti has suc-
cessfully imitated the style of Dante ;
and something of the Elizabethian inspi-
ration has been caught by several eminent

countrymen of our own. But never will
roduce another Inferno, or Eng-

Italy p
l:? another Hamlet. We look on the
beauties of the Modern imitations with
feelings similar to those with which we
see flowers disposed in vases, to ornament
the drawing-rooms of a capital,. We
doubtless regard them with pleasure,

with greater pleasure, perhaps, because,

Il LAlLL

in the midst of a place ungenial to them, |

they remind us of the distant spots on
which they flourish in spontaneous exu-
berance, But we miss the 8ap, the fresh-

ness, and the bloom, Or, if We may

ut they i

| from the expressions of th

|

night.

The history of every literature with
which we are acquainted confirms, we
think, the %rinciples which we have laid
down. In Greece we see
the imaginative school of Ecﬁ%ﬂ; o
poetry gradually fading :
into the critical. Aschylus and Pindar
were succeeded by Sophocles, Sophocles
by Euripides, Euripides by the Alexan-
drian versifiers. Of these last, Theocritus
alone has left compositions which deserve
to be read. The splendid and grotesque
fairyland of the Old Comedy, rich with
such gorgeous hues, peopled with such
fantastic shapes, and vocal alternately
with the sweetest peals of music and
the loundest burst of elvish laughter,
disappeared for ever. The masterpieces
of the New Comedy are known to us
by Latin translations of extraordinary
merit. From these translations, and
e ancient
critics, it is clear that the original com-
positions were distinguished by grace
and sweetness, that they sparkled with
wit, and abounded with pleasing senti-
ment ; but that the creative power was
gone, Julius Caesar called Terence a half
Menander,—a sure proof that Menander
was not a quarter Aristophanes,

Theliterature of the Romans was
a continuation ngf the
literature of the Greeks,
The pupils started from G-ree:lii:era-
the point at which their .
masters had, in the course of many
rations,arrived. The
missed the period of original invention.
The only Latin poets whose writings
exhibit much vigour of imagination are
Lucretins and Catullus. The Augustan
age produced nothing equal to their finer
passages,

In France, that licensed jester, whose
jingling cap and motley coat concealed
more genius than ever mustered in the
saloon of Ninon or of Madame Geoffrin,

merely
Roman and

ene-
thus almost wholly
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was succeeded by writers as decorous
and as tiresome as gentlemen-ushers.
The poetry of Italy and of Spain has
undergone the same change. But no-
where has the revolution
been more complete and
violent than in England.
The same person who, when a boy, had
clapped his thrilling hands at the first
representation of the Tempest, might,
without attaining to a marvellous long-
evity, have lived to read the earlier works
of Prior and Addison, The change, we
believe, must, sooner or later, have taken
place. But its progress was accelerated,
and its character modified, by the politi-
cal occurrences of the times, and particu-
larly by two events, the closing of the
theatres under the commonwealth, and
the restoration of the House of Stewart.
We have said that the critical and
oetical faculties are not only distinct,
ut almost incompatible. The state of
our literature during the reigns of Eliza-
beth and James the First is a strong con-
firmation of this remark. The greatest

- works of imagination that the world has

ever secn were produced at that period.
The national taste, in the

Nﬁ:ﬂgﬁﬁﬁl&ﬁa meantime, was to the last
century. degreedetestable. Allite-
rations, puns, antitheti-

cal forms of expression lavishly employed
where no corresponding opposition ex-
isted between the thoughts expressed,
strained allegories, pedantic allusions,
everything, in short, quaint and affected,
in matter and manner, made up what was
then considered as fine writing, The
eloquence of the bar, the pulpit, and the
council-board, was deformed by conceits
which would have disgraced the rhyming
shepherds of an Italian academy. The
King quibbled on the throne. We might,
indeed, console ourselves by reflecting
that his Majesty was a fool. But the
Chancellor quibbled in concert from the
wool-sack ; and the Chancellor was
Francis Bacon, It is needless to mention
Sidoey and the whole tribe of Euphuists.
For Shakspeare himself, the greatest poet
that ever lived, falls into the same fault
whenever he means to be particularly
fine. While he abandons himself to the
impulse of his imagination, his composi-
tions are not only the sweetest and the
most sublime, but also the most faultless
that the world has ever seen. But as
800n as his critical powers come into play,

8inks to the level of Cowley; or rather
he does ill, what Cowley di!

| Honourables and singu
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| that is bad in his works is bad elaborately,
and of malice aforethought. The only

| thing wanting to make them perfect was,

that he should never have troubled him-
self with thinking whether they were
good or not. Like the angels in Milton,
he sinks ‘ with compulsion and laborious
flight.,” His natural tendency is upwards,
That he mﬂ' soar, it 13 only necessa

that he should not struggle to fall, He

| resembles an American Cacique, who,

possessing in unmeasured abundance the
metals which in polished societies are
esteemed the most precious, was utterly

| unconscious of their value, and gave up

treasures more valuable than the im-
perial crowns of other countries, to
secure some gaudy and far-fetched, but
worthless bauble, a plated button, or a
necklace of coloured glass.

We have attempted to show that, as
knowledge is extended and as the reason
develops itself, the imitative arts decay.
We should, therefore, expect that the
corruption of poetry would commence in
the educated classes of society. And
this, in fact, is almost constantly the
case. The few great works of imagina-
tion which appear in a critical age, are,
almost without exception, the works of
uneducated men. Thus,
at a time when persons
of quality translated
French romances, and when the Univer-
sities celebrated royal deaths in verses
about Tritons and Fauns, a preaching
tinker produced the Pilgrim's Progress.
And thus a ploughman startled a genera-
tion which had thought Hayley and
Beattie great poets, with the adventures
of Tam O’Shanter, Even in the latter
part of the reign of Elizabeth the fashion-
able poetry had degenerated. It re-
tained few vestiges of the imagination
of earlier times. 1t had not yet been
subjected to the rules of good taste.
A ffection had completely tainted madri-
gals and sonnets. The grotesque con-
ceits, and the tuneless numbers of Donne,
were, in the time of James, the favourite
models of composition at Whitehall and
at the Temple. But though the literature
of the Court was in its decay, the litera-
ture of the people was in its perfection.
The Muses had taken sanctuary in the
theatres, the haunts of a class whose taste
was not better than that of the Right
lar Lords

who admired metaphysical love-verse
but whose imagination retained all its

Works of un-
educated men.

well, All | freshness and vigour; whose censure and

O
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approbation might be erroneounsly be-
ntpowed, but whose tears and laughter
were never in the wrong. The infection
which had tainted lyric and didactic
poetry had but slightly and partially
touched the drama. hile the noble and
the learned were comparing eyes to
burning-glasses, and tears to terrestrial

bes, coyness to an enthymeme, absence
goa pair of compasses, and an unreqnited
passion to the fortieth remainderman in an
entail, Juliet leaning from the balcony,
and Miranda smiling over the chess-board,
gent home many spectators, as kind and
gsimple-hearted as the master and mistress
of Fletcher’s Ralpho, to cry themselves to
slee

o species of fiction isil 80 dﬁliig]i:tfull_t?
us as the 0 ngiish

Oldl English 4,.ma. Even its inferior
productions possess a

charm not to be found in any other kind
of poetry. It is the most lucid mirror
. that ever was held up to nature. The
~ creations of the greatdramatists of Athens
- produce the effect of magnificent sculp-
tures, conceived by a mighty imagina-
tion, polished with the utmost delicacy,
. embodying ideas of ineffable majesty and
~ beauty, but cold, pale, and rigid, with no
bloom on the cheek, and no speculation
. in the eye. In all the draperies, the
figures, and the faces, in the lovers and
the tryanta, the Bacchanals and the
ies, there is the same marble chillness

and deadness. Most of the characters of
the French stage resemble the waxen
gentlemen and ladies in the window of a
mer, rouged, curled, and bedizened,

ut fixed in such stiff attitudes, and star-
ing with eyes expressive of such utter
unmeaninguness, they cannot produce an
, illesion for a single moment. In the
~ English plays alone is to be found the
warmth, the mellowness, and the reality

of painting. We know the minds of the
men and women, as we know the faces of
the men and women of Vandyke.

The excellence of these works is in a

great measure the result
mn “‘H of two peculiarities, which
- the critics of the French

' school consider the defects,—from the
. mixture of tragedy and comedy, and
. from the length and extent of the action.
The former is necessary to render the

drama ngt representation of a world,
in which the lan

_ r8 and the weepers are
perpetually j each other,—in which
every event has its serious and its ludi-

crous side. The latter enables us to form

Dryden.

an intimate acquaintance with characters
with which we could not possibly become
familiar during the few hours to which
the unities restrict the poet. In this
respect, the works of Shakespeare, in
particular, are miracles of art. In a piece,
which may be read aloud in three hours
we see a character gradually unfold all
its recesses to us, We see it change with
the change of -circumstances. The
petulant youth rises into the politic and
warlike sovereign. The profuse and
courteous philanthropist sours into a
hater and scorner of his kind. The tryant
18 altered, by the chastening of affliction,
into a pensive moralist. The veteran
general, distingnished by coolness, saga-
city, and self-command, sinks under a
conflict between love, strong as death,
and jealousy, cruel as the grave. The
brave and loyal subject passes, step by
step, to the extremities of human depra-
vity., We trace his progress from the
first dawnings of unlawful ambition, to
the cynical melancholy of his impenitent
remorse. Yet, in these pieces; there are
no unnatural transitions. N’ﬂthiug is
omitted : nothing is crowded. Great as
are the changes, narrow as is the com-
pass within which they are exhibited,
they shock us as little as the gradual
alterations of those familiar faces which
we see every evening and every morning.
The magical skill of the poet resembles
that of the Dervise in the Spectator, who
condensed all the events of seven years
into the single moment during which the

| king held his head under the water.

It 13 deserving of remark, that at the
time of which we speak, the plays even
of men not eminfently distinguished by
genius,—such, for ex-
ample, as Jonson, were tr;laéyt;&:u‘ggrﬂﬂ
far superior to the best
works of imagination in other depart-
ments. Therefore, though we conceive
that, from causes which we have already
investigated, our poetry must necessarily
have declined, we think that, unless its
fate had been accelerated by external
attacks, it might have enjoyed an
euthanasia, that genius might have been
kept alive by the drama, till its place
could, in some degree, be supplied by
taste,—that there would have been
scarcely any interval between the age of
sublime invention, and that of a ble

imitation. The works of speare,
which were not appreciated with any
d.e?ee of justice before the middle of the

eighteenth century, might then have been
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the recogmized standards of excellence
during the latter part of the seventeenth ;
and the great Elizabethan writers might
have been almost immediatel aucceeged
by a generation of poets similar to those
who adorn our own times.

But the Puritans drove imagination
from its last asylum., They prohibited
theatrical representations, and stigmatized
the whole race of dramatists as enemies
of morality and religion. lMuch that is ob-

jectionable may be found
pmgﬁgtt?:na in the writers whom they
" reprobated; but whether
they took the best measures for stopping
the evil, appears to us very doubtful, and
must. we think, have appeared doubtful
to themselves, when, after the lapse of a
few years, they saw the unclean spirit
whom they had cast out return to his old
haunts, with seven others fouler than
himself,
By the extinction of the drama, the
fashionable
r:i‘iﬁ‘?h poetry,—a school without
poetry. truth of sentiment or har-
mony of versification,—
without the powers of an earlier, or the
correctness of a latter age,—was left to
enjoy undisputed ascendency. A vicious
ingenuity, a morbid quickness to per-
celve resemblances and analogies between
things apparently heterogeneous, consti-
tuted almost its only claim to admiration.
Suckling was dead. Milton was absorbed
in political and theological controversy.
If Waller differed from the Cowleian
sect of writers, he differed for the worse.
He had as little poetry as they, and
much less wit; nor is the languor of
his verses less offensive than the rugged-
ness of theirs, In Denham alone the
faint dawn of a better manner was dis-
cernible,

But, low as was the state of our poetry
during the civil war and the Protectorate,
a still deeper fall was at hand. Hitherto
our literature had been idiomatic. In
mind as in situnation, we had been
islanders. The revolutions in our taste,

e the revolutions in our Government,
been settled without the interference
Had this state of things
the same just principles of
reasoning, which, about this time, were
applied with unprecedented success to
every part of philosophy, would soon
have conducted our ancestors to a sounder

of criticism, There were already
g signs of improvement. Our prose
bad at length worked itself clear from

school of]

|

those quaint conceits which still deformed
almost every metrical composition. The
parliamentary debates, and the diplomatic
correspondence of that eventful period,
had contributed much to this reform. In
such bustling times, it was absolutely
necessary to speak and write to the
urpose. The absurdities of Puritanism
ad, perhaps, done more. At the time
when that odious style, which deforms
the writings of Hall and Lord Bacon, was
almost universal, had appeared that stu-
genﬁoui ; \hvol:fk, the hEnglish Bible,—a
00K which, if everythin
else in ourlan guageghonlg ‘I.'heB_Bﬁuguuh
perish, would alone suffice —
to show the whole extent of its beauty
and power. The respect which the
translators felt for the original, prevented
them from adding any of the hideous
decorations then in fashion. The ground-
work of the version, indeed, was of an
earlier age. The familiarity with which
the Puritans, on almost every ocecasion,
used the Scriptural phrases, was no doubt
very ridiculous; but it produced good
effects. It was a cant; but it drove out
a cant far more offensive,

The highest kind of poetry is, in a
great measure, independent of those
circumstances which regulate the style
of composition in prose. But with that
inferior species of poetry which succeeds
to it, the case i1s widely different. In a
few years, the good sense and good taste
which had weeded out affectation from
moral and political treatises, would, in
the natural course of things, have effected
a slmilar reform in the sonnet and the
ode. The rigour of the victorious
sectaries had relaxed. A dominant re-
ligion is never ascetic. The government
connived at theatrical representations.
The influence of Shakspeare was once
more felt, But darker days were ap-
proaching. A foreign yoke was to be
imposed on our literature. Charles, sur-
rounded by the companions of his long
exile, returned to govern Charles II.

a nation which ought

| never to have cast him out, or never to

have received him back Every year
which he had passed among strangers,
had rendered him moxe unfit to rule his
countrymen. In France he had seen the
refractory magistracy humbled, and royal

prerogative, though exercised by a foreign
priest in the name of a child, victorious

over all opposition. This spectacle
naturally gratified a }ereg to whose
family :ie opposition of Parliaments had
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been so fatal, Politeness was his solitary
good quality. The insults which he had
suffered in Scotland, had tanght him to

rize it. The effeminacy and apathy of

i1s disposition fitted him to excel in it.
The elegance and vivacity of the French
manners fascinated him, With the poli-
tical maxims, and the social habits of his
favourite people, he adopted their taste
in composition ; and, when seated on
the throne, soon rendered it fashionable,
Euﬂy by direct patronage, but still more

y that contemptible policy which, for a
time, made England the last of the
nations, and raised Louis the Fourteenth
to a _height of power and fame, such as
no French sovereign had ever before
attained.

It was to please Charles that rhyme
was first introduced into our plays.
Thus, a rising blow, which would at an

Bt time have been mortal,
o :hg:n was dealt to the English
Drama, then just recover-
ing from its languishing condition. Two
detestable manners, the indigenous and
the imported, were now in a state of
alternate conflict and amalgamation.
The bombastic meanness of the new style
was blended with the ingenious absurdity
of the old; and the mixture produced
something which the world had never
before seen, and which, we hope, it will
never see again,—something, by the side
of which the worst nonsense of all other
aﬁs appears to advantage,—something,
which those who have attempted to
caricature it, have, against their wi
been forced to flatter,—of which the
tragedy of Bayes is a very favourable
specimen. What Lord Dorset observed
to Edward Howard, might have been
addressed to almost all his contem-
poraries :—

** As skilful divers to the bottom fall
Swifter than those who cannot swim at all ;
Bo, in this way of writing without thinking,
Thou hast a strange alacrity in sinking.”’
From this reproach some clever men
of the world must be excepted, and
among them Dorset himself, Though by
0O means great poets, or even good
versifiers, they always wrote witk mean-
ing, and sometimes with wit, Nothing
eed more strongly shows to what a
miserable state literature had fallen, than
the immense superiority which the oc-
mongl rhymg;. ﬁ@@j thrown on
paper by men class, possess over
the elaborate productions of alm
the professed authors,

| the earlier years of Charles

0st all | became conspicuons, No man
The reigning|so much influence on the age.

taste was so bad, that the success of a
writer was in inverse proportion to his
labour, and to his desire of excellence.

An exception must be made for Butler,
who had as much wit and learning as
Cowley, and who knew, what Cowley
never knew, how to use them. A great

command of good homely English dis-
tinguishes him still more from the other
writers of the time. As for Gondibert,

those may criticise it who can read it.
Imagination was extinct.
Taste was depraved.

Poetry, driven from palaces, colleges,

and theatres, had found an asylum in the
obscure dwelling, where a Great Man,
born out of due season, in disgrace,

penury, pain, and blindness, still kept

uncontaminated a character and a genius
worthy of a better age. ,

Everything about Milton is wonderful ;
but nothing is so wonderful as that, in an
age so unfavourable to poetry, he should
have produced the greatest of modern
epic poems. We are not sure that this is
not in some degree to be attributed to
his want of sight. The imagination is
notoriously most active when the external
world is shut out. In sleep its illusions
are perfect. They produce all the effect
of realities, In darkness its visions
are always more distinct than in the
light, Every person who amuses himself
with what is called building castles in
the air, must have experienced this. We
know artists, who, before they attempt
to draw a face from memory, close their

1, | eyes, that they may recall a more perfect

image of the features and the expression.
We are therefore inclined to believe, that
the genius of Milton may

have been preserved from Gﬁﬁtuoﬂnm
the influence of times so g
unfavourable to it, by his infirmity. Be
this as it may, his works at first enjoyed
a very small share of popularity.

studied or admired, till writers far inferior
to him had, by obsequiously cringing to
the public taste, acquired sufficient favour
to reform it.

Of these, Dryden was the most eminent,
Amidst the crowd of anthors who during

the Second, courted no- Dryden’s

ol influence,
spect
The

toriety by every species
absurdity and ageegltation. he

Tastedepraved.,

o be "
neglected by his contemporaries was the |
penalty which he paid for surpassing
them. His great poem was not generally

1
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reason ig obvious. On no man did the
age exercise so much influence. He was

rhaps the greatest of those whom we
Eve designated as the critical poets;
and his literary career exhibited, on a
reduced scale, the whole history of the
school to which he belonged,—the rude-
ness and extravagance of its infancy,—
the propriety,—the grace,—the dignified

ood sense,—the temperate splendour of
its maturity., His imagination was tor-
id, till it was awakened by his judgment,

e began with quaint parallels and
empty mouthing. He gradually acquired
the energy of the satirist, the gravity of
the moralist, the rapture of the lyric

The revolution through which |

oet.

English literature has been passing, from
the time of Cowley to that of Scott, may
be seen in miniature within the compass
of his volumes.

His life divides itself in two parts.
There is some debatable ground on the
common frontier ; but th}g line may be

drawn with tolerable ac-
m&?‘;&;ﬁ_m curacy. The year 1678 is
that on which we should

be inclined to fix as the date of a great
change in his manner. During the pre-
ceding period appeared some of his
courtly panegyrics—his Annus Mirabilis,
and most of his plays; indeed, all his
rhyming tragedies. To the subsequent
eriod belong his best dramas,—All for
ve, The Spanish Friar, and Sebastian,
—his satires, his translations, his didactic
poems, his fables, and his odes.

Of the small pieces which were pre-
sented to chancellors and princes, it
would scarcely be fair to speak. The
greatest advantage which the Fine Arts
derive from the extension of knowledge
18, that the patronage of individuals be-

comes unnecessary. Some
The age of writers still affect to

B — regret the age of patron-

age. None but bad writers have reason
to regret it. It is always an age of
general ignorance, Where ten thousand
readers are eager for the appearance of
a book, a small contribution from each
makes np a splendid remuneration for
the anthor., Where literature is a luxury,
confined to few, each of them must pay
high. If the Empress Catherine, for
éxample, wanted an epic poem, she must
thg wholly supported the poet ;—just

In a remote country village, a man
Who wants a mutton chop is sometimes
forced to take the whole sheep ;—a thmg

never happens where the deman

is large, But men who pay largely for
the gratification of their tal.)atg, wiﬁeel{pect
to have it united with some gratification
to their vanity. Flattery is carried to a
shameless extent ; and the habit of flattery
almost inevitably introduces a false taste
into composition. Its language is made
up of hyperbolical commonplaces,—
offensive from their triteness,—still more
offensive from their extravagance. In
no school is the trick of overstepping the
modesty of nature so speedily acquired.
The writer, accnstomed to find exaggera-
tion acceptable and necessary on one
subject, uses it on all. It is not strange,
therefore, that theearly panegzyrical verses
of Dryden should be made up of meanness
and bombast. They abound with the
conceits which his immediate predecessors
had brought into fashion. Buat his
language and his versification were
already far superior to theirs,

The Annus Mirabilis shows great com-
mand of expression, and a fine ear for
heroic rhyme. Here its
merits end. Not only has W
it no claim to be called |
poetry ; but it seems to be the work of
a man who could never, by any possi-
bility, write poetry. Its affected similes
are the best part of it. Gaudy weeds
present a more encouraging spectacle
than utter barrenness. There is scarcely
a single stanza in this long work to

| which the imagination seems to have

contributed anything. It is produced,
not by creation, but by construction. It
is made up, not of pictures, but of in-
ferences, We will give a single instance,
and certainly a favourable instance,—a
quatrain which Johnson has praised.

Dryden is describing the sea-fight with

the Dutch :—

“ Amidst whole heaps of spices lights a ball ;
And now their odours armed against them fly.
Some preciously by shattered porcelain fall,
And some by aromatic splinters die.”

The poet should place his readers, ad

nearly as possible in the situation of the

sufferers or the spectators. His narration
ought to produce feelings similar to those
which would be excited by the event

itself. Is this the case here? Who, In a

sea-fight, ever thought of the price of the

china which beats out the brains of a

sailor ; or of the odour of the splinter

which shatters his leg? It is not by an
act of the imagination, at once calling up
the sceme before the interior eye, but by
painful meditation,—by turning the sub-
ject round and round,—by tracing out
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facts into remote consequences, that these
incongruous topics are introduced into
the description. Homer, it is true, per-
petually uses epithets which are not
peculiarly appropriate. Achilles is the
swift-footed, when he 18 sitting still
Ulysses is the much-enduring, when he
bas nothing to endure. Every spear
casts a long shadow; every ox has
crooked horns ; and every woman a high
bosom, though these particulars may be
quite beside the purpose. In our old
ballads a similar practice prevails. The
gold is always red, and the ladies always
y, though nothing whatever may
Eaepend on the hue of the gold, or the
temper of the ladies. But these adjectives
are mere customary additions. They
merge in the substantives to which they
are attached. If they at all colour the
idea, it is with a tinge so slight as in no
respect to alter the general effect. In the
age which we have quoted from
mdan the case is very different.
Preciously and aromatic divert our whole
attention to themselves, and dissolve the
image of the battle in a moment, The
whole reminds us of Lucan, and of
the worst parts of Lucan,—the sea-fight
in the Bay of Marseilles, for example.
The deseription of the two fleets during |
the night is perhaps the only passage |
which ougll;t to be exempted from this
censure, it was from the Annus Mira-
bilis that Milton formed bhi9 opinon, when
he pronounced Dryden a good rhymer,
but no poet, he certainly judged correctly.
But Dryden was, as we have said, one of
those writers, in whom the period of
imagination does not precede, but follow,
the Hperiod of observation and reflection.
18 plays, his rhyming plays in
particular, are admirable subjects for
those who wish to study the morbid
anatomy of the drama. He was utterly
destitute of the power of exhibiting real
buman beings. Even in the far inferior
talent of composing characters out of
. th-se elements into which
m' ann , the imperfect process of
our reason can resolve
them, he was very deficient. His men are
not even good personifications : they are
not well-assorted assemblages of qmﬁtiea.
Now and then, indeed, he seizes a very
coarse and marked distinction ; and gives
us, not a likeness, but a strong caricature,
in which a single peculiarity is protruded,
and everything else neglected ; like the
Marquis of Granby at an inn-door, whom
we know by nothing but his baldness :

or Wilkes, who is Wilkes only in his
squint. These are the best specimens of
his skill. For most of his pictures seem,
like Turkey carpets, to have been ex-
pressly designed not to resemble any-
thing in the hcavens above, in the earth
beneath, or in the waters under the earth,

The latter manner he practises most
frequently in his tragedies, the former
in his comedies. The comic characters
are without mixture, loathsome and des-
icablee. The men of Etherege and
%anbrugh are bad enough. Those of
Smollett are perhaps worse. But theydo
not approach to the Celadons, the Wild-
bloods, the Woodalls, and the Rhodophils
of Dryden. The vices of these last are
set off by a certain fierce hard impudence,

to which we know nothing comparable,
Their love is the appetite of beasts ; their
friendship the confederacy of knaves.

The ladies seem to have been expressl
created to form helpmeets for su
gentlemen. In deceiving and insulting
their old fathers, they do not perhaps
exceed the license which, by immemorial
rescription, has been allowed to heroines.
ut they also cheat at cards, rob stong
boxes, put up their favours to auction,
betray their friends, abuse their rivals in
the style of Billingsgate, and invite their
lovers in the language of the Piazza,.
These, it must be remembered, are not
the valets and waiting-women, the
Mascarilles and Nerines, but the recog-
nized heroes and heroines, who appear as
the representatives of good society, and
who, at the end of the fifth act, marry and
live very happily ever after. The sensu-
ality, baseness ,and malice of their natures
is unredeemed by any quality of a differ-
ent description,—by any touch of kind-
ness,—or even by any honest burst of
hearty hatred and revenge. We are in a
world where there is no humanity, no
veracity, no sense of shame,—a world
for which any good-natured man would
ladly take 1n exchange the society of
iiton’s devils, But as soon as we enter
the regions of Tragedy, we find a great

change. There is no lack
of fine sentiment there. Tragedies.
Metastasio is s in his own de-

partment. Scudery is out-scuderied. We
are introduced to people whose proceed-
| ings we can trace to no motive,—of

whose feelings we can form no more idea
than of a sixth sense. We have left a
race of creatures, whose love is as delicate
and affectionate as the ion which an
alderman feelas for a tm e find oure

2 v i
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selves among beings, whose love is a
purely disinterested emotion,—a loyalty
extending to passive obedience,—a reli-
gion, like that of the Quietists, unsup-
yorted by any sanction of hope or fear.
Ve see nothing but despotism without
power, and sacrifices without compensa-
tion.

We will give a few instances :—In
Aurengzebe, Arimant, governor of Agra,
falls in love with his prisoner Indamora.
She rejects his suit with scorn; but
assures him that she shall make great use
of her power over him, He threatens to
be angry. She answers, very coolly :—

“ Do not : your anger, like your love, is vain :
Whene'er I please, you must be pleased again.
Knowing what power I have your will to bend,
I’ll use it; for I need just such a friend.”™

This is no idle menace. She soon brings
a letter addressed to his rival,—orders
him to read it,—asks him .whether he
thinks it sufficiently tender, and finally
commands him to carry it himself. Such
tyranny as this, it may be thought,
would justify resistance. Arimant does
indeed venture to remonstrate :—

“ This fatal paper rather let me tear,
Than, like Bellerophon, my sentence bear.”

The answer of the lady is Incompar-
able —

“You may; but’twill not be your best advice ;
"T'will only give me pair of writing twice,
You know you must obey me, soon or late,
Wh}{f should yoa vainly struggle with your

aﬁ ? y

Poor Arimant seems to be of the same
opinion, He mutters something about
fate and free-will, and walks off with the
billet-doux.

In the Indian Emperor, Montezuma
presents Almeria with a garland as a
token of his love, and offers to make her
his queen. She replies :—

“1 take this garland, not as given by you ;

But as my merit’s and my beauty’s due.

As for the crown, which you, my slave, poasess,

To share it with you would but make me less.”

In return for such proofs of tenderness
as these, her admirer consents to murder
his two sons, and a benefactor, to whom
he feels the warmest gratitude. Lynda-
raxa,in the Conquest of Granada, assumes
the same lofty tone with Abdelmelech.
He complains that she smiles upon his
rival,

“ Lynd. And when did I my power so far resign,
That J_on'ahnnld regulate each look of
mine
dbdel. Then, when you gave your love, you
gave that power,
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Lynd. 'Tm;: during pleasure—’tis revoked this
our,

Abdel. I'll hate you, and this visit is my last.
Lynd. Do, }f you can: youn know I hold yon
m'll

That these passages violate all histori-
eal propriety; that sentiments, to which
nothing similar was ever even affected
except by the cavaliers of Europe, are
transferred to Mexico and Agra, is a i.ight-
accusation. We have no objection to a
conventional world, an Illyrian puritan,
or a Bohemian sea-port. While the faces
are good, we care little about the back-
ground. Bir Joshua Reynolds says, that
the curtains and hangings in a historical
painting ought to be, not velvet or cotton,
but merely drapery. The same principle
should be applied to poetry

and romance. The truth Frinciples in
of character is the first &%E:éymd

object ; the truth of place
and time is to be considered only in the
second place. Puff himself could tell the
actor to turn out his toes, and remind
him that Keeper Hatton was a great
dancer. We wish that, in our own time,
a writer of a very different order from
Puff had not too often forgotten human
nature in the niceties of upholstery,
millinery, and cookery. :
We blame Dryden, not because the
persons of his dramas are not Moors or
Americans, but because they are not men
and women ;—not because love, such as
he represents it, could not exist in a
harem or in a wigwam, but because it
could not exist anywhere. As is the love
of his heroes, &uCh are all their other
emotions. All their quali-
ties, their courage, their B’:ﬂ:ﬁ?:ﬂff
generosity, their pride
are on the same co ossal scale., Justice
and prudence are virtues which can exist
only in a moderate degree, and which
change their nature and their name if
pushed to excess, Of justice and pru-
dence, therefore, Dryden leaves his
favourites destitute. He did not care to
give them what he could not give with-

out measure. The tyrants and ruffians
are merely the heroes altered by a few
touches, similar to those which trans-

formed the honest face of Sir Roger de
Coverleyinto the Saracea’s head. Through
the grin and frown the original features

are still perceptible. _
It is in the tragi-comedies that these

absurdities strike us most, The two
races of men, or rather the angels and
the baboons, are there presented to us
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together. We meet in one scene with

nothing but gross, selfish, unblushing,i

lying libertines of both
sexes, who, as a punish-

Tragl-
comedi

depravity, are condemued to talk nothing

ment, we suppose, for their | the thought.

but prose. But as soon as we meet with

written, or any audicnce have tolecrated,
rants in which the raving violence of the
manner forms a strange contrast with

the abject tameness of .
The author. ™ o and

t.
laid the whole fault on the S
audience, and declared, that when he

people who speak in verse, we know | wrote them, he considered them bad

that we are in society

lon of Moliére, in society

Oroondates would have too little of

the lover, and Clelia too much of the
uette,

Dryden was unable to render his
plays interesting by means of that which
18 the peculiar and appropriate excellence
of the drama, it was necessary that he
sbould find some substitute for it. In
his comedies he supplied its place, some-
times by wit, but more frequently by
intrigue, by disguises, mistakes of per-

dialogues at cross purposes, hair-
breadth escapes, perplexing concealments
and surprising disclosures, He tl.us
succeeded at least in making these pieces
very amusing,

In his tragedies he trusted, and not
altogether without reason, to his diction |
Dioti a and his versification. It |
‘,m";ﬂ‘:n was on this account, in all
" probability, that he so

eagerly adopted, and so reluctantly aban- i
doned, the practice of rhyming in his
plays. What is unnatural appears less
unnatural in that species of verse, than
in lines which approach more nearly to |
common conversation ; and in the man-
agement of thé heroic couplet, Dryden
has never been equalled. It is unneces-
u:{lto urge any arguments against a
fashion now universally condemned.
But it is worthy of observation, that
though Dryden was deficient in that
talent which blank verse exhibits to the
greatest advantage, and was certainly
the best writer of heroic rhyme in our

langunage, yet the plays which bave, from
the time of their first appearance, been

congidered as his best, are in blank
verse. No experiment can be more

It must be allowed, that the worst even
of the rhyming tragedies, contains good

description and magnificent rhetoric. But, | liv

even when we forget that they are plays,
and, passing by their dramatic impro-
prieties, consider them with reference to

| speare from the occasional

the langnage, we are pe tually dis-
E:lted passages which?: is difficult

ve how any author wuldhanl

which would | enough to please., This defence is un-
have enraptured the Cathos and Made- | worthy of a man of genius

and, after
for which | all, is no defence. Otway Bieased with-
out rant; and so might Dryden have

done, if he had possessed the powers of
Otway. The fact is, that he had a
tendency to bombast, which, though
subsequently corrected by time and
thought, was never wholly removed, and
which showed itself in performances not
designed to please the rude mob of the
theatre,

Some indulgent critics have represented
this failing as an indication of genius, as
the profusion of unlimited wealth, the
wantonness of exuberant vigour. To us
it seems to bear a nearer affinity to the
tawdriness of poverty, or the spasms and
convulsions of weakness. Dryden surely
had not more imagination than Homer,
Dante, or Milton, who never fall into
this vice. The swelling diction of
Aischylus and Isaiah resembles that of
Almanzor and Maximin no more than
the tumidity of a muscle resembles the
tumidity of a boil. The former is symp-
tomatic of health and strength, the
latter of debility and disease. If ever
Shakspeare rants, it is not when his
imagination is hurrying him along, but
when he is hurrying his imagination
along,~when his mind is for a moment
jaded,—when, as was said of Euripides,
he resembles a lion, who excites his own
fury ‘t:)ivl lashing himself with his tail.
What happened to Shak- Pl

suspension of his powers, i

happened to Dryden from constant impo-
tence. He, like his confederate Lee, had
Judgment enough to appreciate the great.
poets of the preceding age, but not judg-
ment enough to shun competition with
them. He felt and admired their wild
and daring sublimity., That it belonged
to another age than that in which he
, and required other talents than
those which he possessed ; that, in aspir-
ing to emulate it, he was wasting, in a
hopeless attempt, powers which might
render him pre-eminent in a different
Career, was a lesson which he did not
learn till late As those knavish enthup-
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giasts, the French prophets, courted in- |

spiration, by mimicking the writhings,
gwoonings, and gaspings, which they
considered as its symptoms, he attempted,
by affected fits of poetical fury, to bring
on a real paroxysm ; and, like them, he
got nothing but his distortions for his
pains.

Horace very happily compares those
who, in his ttiml:?, imitated Pindar,

o the youth who attempt-
Gomﬂp‘::::? T ed to fly to heaven Ifm
waxen wings, and who ex-
rienced so fatal and ignominous a fall.
Ea own admirable good sense preserved
him from this error, and taught him to
cultivate a style in which excellence was
within his reach, Dryden had not the
gsame self-knowledge. He saw that the
greatest poets were never so successful as
when they rushed beyond the ordinary
bounds, and that some inexplicable good
fortune preserved them from ¢tripping
even when they staggered on the brink
of nonsense. He did not perceive that
they -were guided and sustained by a
wer denied to himself. They wrote
rom the dictation of the imagination,
and they found a response in the imagina-
tions of others. He, on the contrary, sat
down to work himself, by reflection and
argument, into a deliberate wildness, a
rational frenzy.

In looking over the admirable designs
which accompany the Faust, we have
always been much struck by one which
represents the wizard and the tempter
ridinz at full speed. The demon sits on
his furious horse as heedlessly as if he
were reposing on a chair. That he should
keep his saddle in such a posture, would
seem impossible to any who did not know
that he was secure in the privileges of
a superhuman nature. The attitude of

Faunst, on the contrary, is the perfection |

of horsemanship. Poets

Faust and ‘
of the first order might
l;?aﬂﬁo' safely write as desperately

as Mephistopheles rode.
But Dryden, though admitted to com-
munion with higher spirits, though armed
with a portion of their power, and en-
trusted with some of their secrets, was of
another race. What they might securely
venture to do, it was madness in him to
attempt. It was necessary that taste
and critical science should supply his
deficiencies. :

We will give a few examples. Nothing
can pe finer than the description of
Hector at the Grecian wall :—
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~What daring expressions! Yet how
significant | How picturesque! Hector

seems Eo ri?le fup in his R

strength an The

gloom of nighl;ryin i

frown,—the fire burning in his eyes,—the
Javeling and the blazing armour,—the
mighty rush through the gates and down
the battlements,—the trampling and the
infinite roar of the multitude ;—every-
thing is with us, everything is real.
Dryden has described a very similar
event in Maximin; and has done his
best to be sublime, as follows :—
““There with a forest of their darts he strove,
And stood like Capaneuns defying Jove ;
Wit,};.:l his broad sword the boldest beating
own,

Till tf:ata grew pale, lest he should win the
wn,

And turn’'d the iron leaves of its dark book

To make new dooms, or mend what it mis-
took.”

How exquisite is the imagery of the
fairy-songs in the Tempest and the
Midsummer Night’s Dream ; Ariel riding
through the twilight on the bat, or

| sucking in the bells of flowers with the

bee ; orthe little bower-women of Titania,
driving the spiders from the couch of
the Queen ! Dryden truly said, that

‘“ Shakspeare’s magic could not copied be ;

Within that circle none durst walk but he.”

It would have been well if he had not
himself dared to step within the enchanted
line, and drawn on himself a fate similar
to that which, according to the old
superstition, punished such presumptuous
interference. 'The following lines are
parts of the song of his fairies :—

¢ Merry, merry, merry, we sail from the East,
Half-tippled at a rainbow feast.
In the bright moonshine, while winds whistle

loud,

Tivy, tivy, tivy, we mount and we fly,
Alfymkm’g al?ng in a downy white cloud ;
And lest our leap from the sky prove too far,
We slide on the back of a new falling star,
And drop from above
In a jelly of love.”

These are very favourable instances
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Those who wish for a bad one may read
the dying speeches of Maximin, and may

compare them with the last scenes of
Othello and Lear.

If Dryden had died before the expira-
tion of the first of the periods into which
we have divided his literary life, he
would have left a reputation, at best,
little higher than that of Lee or Davenant.
He would have been known only to men
of letters; and by them he would have
been mentioned as a writer who threw
away, on subjects which he was incom-
petent to treat, powers which, judiciously
employed, might have raised him to
eminence, whose diction and whose
numbers had sometimes very high merit,
but all whose works were blemished by
a false taste, and by errors of gross
negligence. A few of his prologues 2nd
epilogues might perhaps still have been
remembered and quoted. In these little
pieces, he early showed all the powers

which afterwardsrendered

Harly power i the greatest of modern
e satirists. But during the
latter part of his life he gradually

abandoned the drama. His plays ap-
peared at longer intervals. He renounced
rhyme in tragedy. His language became
less turgid—his characters less ex-
aggerated. He did not indeed produce
correct representations of human nature ;
but he ceased to daub such monstrous
chimeras as those which abound in his
earlier pieces. Here and there passages
occur worthy of the best ages of the
British stage. The style which the
drama requires, changes with every
change of character and situation. He
who can vary his manner to suit the
variation is the great dramatist ; but he
who excels in one manner only will,
when that manner happens to be appro-
priate, appear to be a great dramatist;
as the hands of a watch, which does not
g0, point right once in the twelve hours.
Sometimes there is a scene of solemn
debate. This a mere rhetorician may
write as well as the greatest tragedian
that ever lived. We confess that to us
the speech of Sempronius in Cato seems
very nearly as good as Shakspeare counld
have e if. But when the Senate
breaks up, and we find that the lovers
and their mstruﬁ:he hero, the villain,
and the deputy-villain, all continue to
harangue in the same style, we perceive
the difference between a man who can
write a play and a man who can write a
speech. In the same manner, wit a

| comparable

Dryden.

talent for description, or a talent for

| narration, may, for a time, pass for

dramatic genius. Dryden was an in-

reasoner in

verse. He was conscious AR incompar-
: able reasoner,

of his power; he was

proud of it; and the authors of the
Rehearsal justly charged him with
abusing it. His warriors and princesses
are fond of discussing points of amorons
casuistry, such as would have delighted a
Parliament of Love. They frequently go
still deeper, and speculate on philosophical
necessity and the origin of evil.

There were, however, some occasions
which absolutely required this peculiar
talent. Then Dryden was indeed at
home. All hisbest scenes AP
are of this description. na::ln:abe“
They are all between :
men ; for the heroes of Dryden, like
many other gentlemen, can never talk
sense when ladies are in company. They
are all intended to exhibit the empire of
reason over violent passion. We have
two 1nterlocutors, the one eager and
impassioned, the other high, cool, and
judicions. The composed and rational
character gradually acquires the ascen-
dency. His fierce companion is first
inflamed to rage by his reproaches, then
overawed by his equanimity, convinced
by his arguments, and soothed by his
persuasions. This is the case in the
scene between Hector and Troilus, in
that between Antony and Ventidius, and
in that between Sebastian and Dorax,
Nothing of the same kind in Shakspeare
1s equal to them, except the quarrel
between Brutus and Cassius, which is
worth them all three,

Some years before his death, Dryden
altogether ceased to write for the stage.
He had turned his powers in a new
direction, with success the most splendid
and decisive. His taste had gradually
awakened his creative faculties. The
first rank in poetry was beyond his reach,
but he challenged and secured the most

honourable place in the second. His
imagination resembled the |
wings of an ostrich, It Bi® imagina-

enabled him to run, though o,

not to soar, When he attempted the
highest flights, he became ridiculous ;
but while he remained in a lower region,
he outstripped all competitors.

All his natural, and all his acquired
powers, fitted him to found a good critical
school of poetry. Indeed he carried his
reforms too far for his age. After his
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death, our literature retrograded; and a
century was necessary to bring it back
to the point at which he left it. The
general soundness and healthfulness of
his mental constitution, his information
of vast superficies, though of small
volume, his wit scarcely inferior to that
of the most distinguished followers of

Donne, his eloquence,
gﬁiﬁﬂ:ﬂ; grave, deliberate, and
commanding, could not

gave him from disgraceful failure as a
rival of Shakspeare, but raised him far
above the level of Boileaun. His command
of langnage was immense. With him
died the secret of the old poetical diction
of England,—the art of producing rich
effects by familiar words. In the follow-
ing century, it was as completely lost as
the Gothic method of painting glass, and
was but poorly supplied by the laborious
and tesselated imitations of Mason and
Gray. On the other hand, he was the
first writer under whose skilful manage-
ment the scientific vocabulary fell into
natural and pleasing verse. In this
department, he succeeded as completely
as his contemporary Gibbons succeeded
in the similar enterprize of carving the
most delicate flowers from heart of oak.
The toughest and most knotty parts of
language became ductile at his touch.
His versification in the same manner,
while it gave the first model of that neat-
ness and precision which the following
generation esteemed so highly, exhibited,
at the same time, the last examples of
nobleness, freedom, variety of pause and
cadence. His tragedies in rhyme, how-
ever worthless in themselves, had at
least served the purpose of nonsense-
verses: they had taught him all the arts
of melody which fie heroic couplet
admits. For bombast, his prevailing
vice, his new subjects gave little oppor-
tunity ; his better taste gradually dis-
carded it.

He possessed, as we have said, in a
pre-eminent degree, the power of reason-
ing in verse; and this

Power of .
ning, POWer was now peculiarly
e “ useful to him. His logic
I8 by no means uniformly sound. On

points of criticism, he always reasons
ingeniously ; and, when he is disposed to
be honest, correctly. But the theological
and political questions which he under-
took to treat in verse were precisely
those which he understood least. His
arguments, therefore, are often worthless.
But the manper in which they are stated

is beyond all praise., The style is trans-
parent. The topics follow each other in
the happiest order. The objections are
drawn up in such a manner, that the
whole fire of the reply may be brought
to bear on them. The circumlocutions
which are substituted for technical
phrases, are clear, neat, and exact. The
illustrations at once adorn and elucidate
the reasoning. The sparkling epigrams
of Cowley, and the simple garrulity of
the burlesqne poets of ltaly, are alter-
nately employed, in the happiest manner,
to give effect to what is obvious, or clear-
ness to what is obscure.

His literary creed was catholic, even
to latitudinarianism ; not from any want
of acuteness, but from a disposition to
be easily satisfied. He was quick to
discern the smallest glimpse of merit ;
he was indulcent even to gross im-
proprieties, when accompanied by any
redeeming talent. When he said a
severe thing, it was to serve a temporary
purpose,—to support an argument, or to
tease a rival. Never was so able a
critic so free from fastidiousness. He
loved the old poets, especially Shak-
speare. He admired the ingenuity which
Donne and Cowley had so wildly abused.
He did justice, amidst the general silence,
to the memory of Milton. He praised to
the skies the schoolboy lines of Addison.
Always looking on the fair side of every
object, he admired extravagance, on ac-
' count of the invention which he supposed
it to indicate; he excused affectation in
favour of wit ; he tolerated even tameness,
for the sake of the correctness which was
its concomitant.

It was probably to this turn of mind,
rather than to the more disgraceful causes
which Johnson has assigned, that we are
to attribute the exaggeration which dis-
figures the panegyrics of Dryden. No
| writer, it must be owned, has carried the

flattery of dedication to a
 greater length. But this gﬁiﬁoﬁf

' was not, we suspect, merely
 interested servility : it was the overflow-
[ ing of a mind singularly disposed to
' admiration,—of a mind which diminished
' vices, and magnified virtues and obliga-
'tions. The most adulatory of his addresses
is that in which he dedicates the State of
Innocence to Mary of Modena. Johnson
thinks it strange that any man should use
such language, without self-detestation.
But he has not remarked, that to the

very same work is prefixed an euloﬁm
| onrgmton, which certainly could not have




been acceptable at the court of Charles
the Second. Many years later, when
Whig principles were in a great measure
triumphant, Spratt refused to admit a
momument of John Philips into West-
minster Abbey—because, in the Epitaph,
the name of L{ilt.on incidentally occurred.
The walls of his church, he declared,
should not be polluted by the name of a
republican ! Dryden was attached, both
by principle and interest, to the Court.
But nothing could deaden his sensibility
to excellence. We are unwilling to
accuse him severely, because the same
disposition, which prompted him to pay

S0 generous a tribute to the memory of a |

poet whom his patrons detested, harried
him into extravagance when he described
a princess, distinguished by the splen-
dour of her beauty, and the graciousness
of her manners,

This is an amiable temper; but it is
not the temper of great men. Where
there is elevation of character, there will
be fastidiousness. It is only in novels
and on tombstones that we meet with
people who are indulgent to the faults of |
others, and unmerciful to their own ; and ]
Dryden, at all events, was not one of
these paragons. His charity was ex-
tended most liberally to others, but it
certainly began at home. In taste he
was by no means deficient. His critical
works are, beyond al] comparison, superior

to any which had, till

Nl works. then,appeared in England,
They were generally intended as apologies
for his own poems, rather than as €Xposi-
tions of general principles ; he, therefore,
often attempts to deceive the reader by
sophistry, which could scarcely have
deceived himself. His dicta are the dicta
not of a judge, but of an advocate ;—often
of an advocate in an unsound cause. Yet,
in the very act of misrepresenting the
laws of composition, he shows how well
he understands them. But he was per-
tually acting against his better know-
edge. His sins were sins against light.
He trusted that what was bad would be

wa for the sake of what was good.,
t was good, he took no pains to make
better. He was not, like most persons
who rise to eminence, dissatisfied even
with his best productions, He had set up
uo unattainable standard of perfection,
the contemplation of which might at once
improve and mortify him. His path was
not attended by an unapproachab mirage
of excellence, for ever receding, and for
ever pursued. He was not disgusted by

Dryden.

the negligence of others, and he extended
the same toleration to himself. His mind
character,—fond of
splendour, but indifferent to neatness.
Hence most of his writings exhibit the
| sluttish magnificence of a

was of a slovenly

ussian nobl
all vermin and diamonds, dirty linen an
inestimable sables,

in a
poems.

life he less frequently
negligence, it was only

easy to go right,

third line appears to be a mere intruder,
and, while
nothing to the meaning,—gigantic Alex-
andrines of fourteen and sixteen syllables,
and truncated verses for which he never
troubled himself to find a termination or

a partner,

Such are the beauties and the faults
which may be found in profusion through-
out the later works of Dryden. A more
just and complete estimate of his natural
and acquired powers,—of the merits of
his style and of its blemishes, may be
formed from the Hind and Panther, than
from any of his other writings. As a
didactic poem, it is far superior to the
Religio Laici. The satirical parts, par-
ticularly the character of Burnet, are
scarcely inferior to the best passages in
Absalom and Achitophel. There are,
moreover, occasional touches of a tender-
ness which affects us more, because it is
decent, rational, and manly, and reminds
us of the best scenes in his tragedies.
His versification sinks and swells in happ
unison with the subject ; and his wealtg
of language seems to be unlimited, Yet,
the carelessness with which he has con-
structed %113 plot, and the
innumerable inconsisten-
cies into which he is every m‘:;g:;ﬁﬁ"
moment falling, detract
much from the pleasure which such vari-
ous excellence affords,

In Absalom and Achitophel he hit upon
a new and rich vein, which he worked
with signal success. The ancient satirists
were the subjects of a despotic govern-
ment. They were compelled to abstain
from political topies, and to confine their
attention to the frailties of private life,
They might, indeed, sometimes venture
to take liberties with public men,

“ Quorum Flaminia tegitur cinis atque Latina.*’

Carelessness

Those faults which
spring from affectation, time and thought
' great measure removed from his
But his carelessness he retained
to the last. If towards the close of his
went wrong from
because long
habits of composition rendered it more
In his best pieces, we
find false rhymes,—triplets, in which the

it breaks the music, adds

i
i
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Thus Juvenal immortalized the obsequious
gsepators who met to decide the fate of
the memorable turbot. His fourth satire
frequently reminds us of the great poli-
tical poem of Dryden; but it was not
Amatans written till Domitian had
oy fallen, and it wants some-
satirists. il -
thing of the peculiar
flavour, which belongs to contemporary
invective alone, His anger has stood so
long, that, though the body is not im-
paired, the effervescence, the first cream
13 gone. DBoileau lay under similar re-

straints ; and if he had been free from all |

restraint, would have been no match for
our countryman,

The advantages which Dryden derived
from the nature of his subject he improved
to the very utmost. His manner is
almost perfect. The style of Horace and
Boileau is fit only forlight subjects. The
Frenchman did indeed attempt to turn
the theological reasonings of the Pro-
vincial Letters into verse, but with very
indifferent success. The glitter of Pope
is cold. The ardour of Persius is with-
out brilliancy. Magnificent versification
and ingenious combinations rarely har-
monize with the expression of deep feel-

ing, In Juvenal and

Juggifl "&fn q Dryden alone we have the

Dryden. sparkle and the heat to-
gether. Those great satir-
ists succeeded in communicating the
fervour of their feelings to materials the
most incombustible, and kindled the
whole mass into a blaze, at once dazzling
and destructive. We cannot indeed,
think, without regret, of the part which
so eminent a writer as Dryden took in
the disputes of that period. There was,
no doubt, madnesss and wickedness on
both sides. But there was liberty on the
one, and despotism on the other. On
this point, however, we will rot dwell
At Talavera the English and French
troops for a moment suspended their con-
flict, to drink of a stream which flowed
between them. The shells were passed
across from enemy to enemy without
apprehension or molestation. We, in the
same manner, would rather assist our
political adversaries to drink with us of
that fountain of intellectual pleasure,
which should be the common refreshment
of both parties, than disturb and pollute
it with the havoc of unseasonable hos-
tilities,

Macflecnoe is inferior to Absalom and
Achitophel only in the subject. In the
execution it is even superior, But the

greatest work of Dryden was the last,
the Ode on Baint Cecilia’s Day, It is
the masterpiece of the second class of
poetry, and ranks but just below the
great models of the first. It reminds us
of the Pedasus of Achilles—

05, kai Ovnros éwv émeld’ immows abavdroios.,
By comparing it with the impotent
ravings of he heroic tragedies, we
may measure the progress
which the mind oprrgld.en oOda on Bt.
had made. He had learned ©°cilia’s Day.
to avoid a too andacious competition with
higher natures, to keep at a distance from
the verge of bombast or non to
venture on no expression which did not
convey a distinct idea to his own mind.
There is none of that “darkness visible”
of style which he had formerly affected,
and in which the greatest poets only can
succeed. Everything is definite, signifi-
cant, and picturesque. His early writ-
ings resembled the gigantic works of
those Chinese gardeners who attempt to
rival nature herself, to form cataracts of
terrific height and sound, to raise pre-
cipitous ridges of mountains, and to
imitate in artificial plantations the vast-
ness and the gloom of some primeval
forest. This manner he abandoned ; nor
did he ever adopt the Dutch taste which
Pope affected, the trim parterres, and the
rectangular walks. He rather resembled
our Kents and Browns, who, imitating
the great features of landscape without
emulating them, consulting the genius of
the place, assisting nature and carefully
disguising their art, produced, not a
Chamouni or a Niagara, but a Stowe, or
a Hagley. _

We are, on the whole, inclined to regret
that Dryden did not accomplish his
purpose of writing an epic poem. Ii
certainly would not have been a work of
the highest rank. It would not have
rivalled the Iliad, the Od{ssey. or the
Paradise Lost; but it would have been
superior to the productions of Apollonius
Lucan, or Statius, and not inferior to the
Jerusalem Delivered. It would probably
have been a vigorous narrative, animated
with something of the spirit of the old
romances, enriched with much s endid
description, and interspersed Wit fine

declamations and disquisitions. The
danger of Dryden would have been from

aiming too high ; from dwelling too much,
for example, on his angels of kingdoms,
with that

and attempting a competition

great writer, who iu his own time had
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succeeded in repre-
e iights l;g.d ,Fotﬂl(‘lla of
another wor o Milton,
%ﬂ;nd and to Milton alone, be-
longed the secrets of the

great deep, the beach of sulphur, the
ocean of fire, the palaces of the fallen
dominations, glimmering through the
everlasting shade, the silent wilderness
of verdure and fragance where armed
angels kept watch over the sleep of the
first lovers, the portico of diamond, the
gea of jasper, the sapphire pavement em-
purpled with celestial roses, and the
infinite ranks of the Cherubim, blazing
with adamant and gold. The council, the
tournament, the procession; the crowded
cathedral, the camp, the guardroom, the
chase, were the proper scenes for Dryden. |

80 incomparabl
senting to us

Dryden.

But we have not space to pass in
review all the works which Dryden
wrote. We, therefore, will not speculate
longer on those which he might possibly
have written. He may, on the whole, be
pronounced to have been a man possessed
of splendid talents, which
he often abused, and of a 'J;:ld?;:;::d
sound judgment, the
admonitions of which he often neglected ;
a man who succeeded only in an inferior
department of his art, but who, in that
department, succeeded pre-eminently :
and who, with a more independent spirit,
a more anxious desire of excellence, and
more respect for himself, would, in his
own walk, bhave attained to absolute
perfection.
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HISTORY.

(EpiNBURGH REVIEW, May, 1828.)

The Romance of History. England. By HENRY NEELE.
London, 1828.

To write History respectably—that is, |
to abbreviate dispatches, and make ex-
tracts from speeches, fo intersperse in.
 due proportion epithets of praise and
. abhorrence, to draw up antithetical

vividness, A perfect historian m7ust

possess an imagination sufficiently power-
t . -

ful to make his narrative A Sliduslaii

affecting and picturesque. . 1ia
Yet he must control it —r—

characters of great men, setting forth
how many contradictory virtues and
vices they united, and abounding in
withs and withouts; all this is very easy.
But to be a really great historian is
perhaps the rarest of intellectual distinc-
tions. Many scientific works are, In
their kind, absolutely perfect. There
are poems which we should be inclined
to designate as faultless, or as disfigured
only by blemishes which pass unnoticed
in the general blaze of excellence. There
are speeches, some speeches of Demos-
thenes particularly, in which it would
be impossible to alter a word without
altering it for the worse. DBut we are
acquainted with no History which
approaches to our notion of what a h%latory
ought to be—with no
wﬁ?ﬁ’ history which does not
* widely depart, either on
the right hand or on the left, from the
exact line.

The cause may easily be assigned.
This province of {iterature is a debatable
land. It lies on the confines of &two
distinct territories. It is under the
ﬁrisdiction of two hostile powers ; and,
ike other districts similarly situated, it
is ill-defined, ill-cultivated, and ill-regu-
lated. Instead of being equally shared
between its two rulers, the Reason and
the Imagination, it falls alternately under
the sole-and absolute dominion of each.,
{t is sometimes fiction. It is sometimes

History, it has been said, is philosophy
teaching by examples. Unhappily what
the philosophy gains in soundness and
de the examples generally lose in

so absolutely as to content himself
with the materials which he finds, and to
refrain from supvolying deficiencies by
additions of his own. He must be a
profound and ingenious reasoner. Yet
he must possess sufficient self-command
to abstain from casting his facts in the
mould of his hypothesis. Those who
can justly estimate these almost in-
superable difficulties will not think it
strange that every writer should have
failed, either in the narrative or in the
speculative department of history.

It may be laid down as a general rule,
though subject to considerable qualifica-
tions and exceptions, that history begins
in Novel and endaHin Essay. Of the
romantic historians Hero-
dotus is the earliest and S
the best. His animation, his simple-
hearted tenderness, his wonderful talent
for description and dialogue, and the pure
sweet flow of his langunage, place him at
the head of the narrators. He reminds
us of a delightful child. There is a grace
beyond the reach of affectation in his
awkwardness, a malice in his innocence,
an intelligence in his nonsense, an
insinunating eloquence in his lisp. We
know of no writer who makes such
interest for himself and his book in the
heart of the reader. At the distance of
three-and-twenty centuries, we feel for
him the same sort of pitying fondness
which Fontaine and Gay are said to have
inspired in society. He has writen an
incomparable book. He has written
something better perhaps than the best

history ; but he has not written a good
history ; he is, from the first to the last
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chapter, an inventor, We do not here
refer merely to those gross fictions with
which he ias been reproached by the
critics of later times. We speak of that
colouring which is equally diffused over
his whole narrative, and which per-
petually leaves the most sagacious reader
iIn doubt what to reject and what to
receive. The most authentic parts of his
work bear the same relation to his
wildest legends, which Henry the Fifth
bears to the Tempest. There was an
expedition undertaken by Xerxes against
Greece ; and there was an invasion of
France., There was a battle at Platea ;
and there was a battle at Agincourt.
Cambridge and Exeter, the Constable and

the Dauphin, were persons as real as

Demaratus and Pansanias. The harangue |

of the Archbishop on the Salic Law and
the Book of Numbers differs much less
from the orations which have in all ages
proceeded from the Right Reverend bench,
than the speeches of Mardonius and
Artabanus from those which were de-
livered at the Council-board of Susa.
Shakspeare gives us enumerations of
armies, and returns of killed and wounded,

which are not, we suspect, much less

Hustory.

so much like the fictions, that, with
respect to many most interesting parti-
culars, our belief is neither given nor
withheld, but remains in an uneasy and
interminable state of abeyance. We
know that there is truth, but we cannot
exactly decide where it lies.

The faults of Herodotus are the faults
of a simple and imaginative mind. Chil-

dren and servants are remarkably Hero-

dotean in their style of narration. They
tell everything dramati- D "
cally, Their says hes and nar;?t?on?

says shes are proverbial,
Every person who has had to settle their
disputes knows that, even when the

have no intention to deceive, their
reports of conversation always require to
be carefully sifted. If an educated man
were giving an account of the late change
of administration, he would say—* Lord
Goderich resigned; and the King, in
consequence, sent for the Duke of
Wellington.” A porter tells the story as
if he had been hid behind the curtains of
the royal bed at Windsor: “So Lord
Goderich says, ‘I cannot manage this
business; I must go out,’ So the King
says,—says he, ‘ Well, then, I must send

accurate than tf:nose of Herodotus., There

are passages in Herodotus nearly as long
as acts of Shakspeare, in which every-
thing is told dramatically, and in which
the narrative serves only the purpose of
stage-directions. It is possible, no doubt,
that the substance of some real con-
versations may have been reported to the |
historian. But events which, if they
ever happened, happened in ages and
nations so remote that the particulars |
could never have been known to him, are
related with the greatest minuteness of
detail. We have all that Candaules said
to Gyges, and all that passed between
Astyages and Harpagus. We are, there- |
fore, unable to judge whether, in the
account which he gives of transactions
respecting which he might possibly have |
been well informed, we can trust to
anything beyond the naked outline ;
whether, for example, the answer of
Gelon to the ambassadors of the Grecian
coufederacy, or the expressions which
passed between Aristides and Themis-
tocles at their famous interview, has been
correctly transmitted to us. The great
events are, no doubt, faithfully related.
So, probably, are many of the slighter
Circumstances ; but which of them it
i8 impossible to ascertain. The fictions
are 80 much like the facts, and the facts

for the Duke of Wellington—that’s all.””
This is in the very manner of the father
of history.

Herodotus wrote as it was natural that
he should write. He wrote for a nation
susceptible, curious, lively, insatiably
desirous of novelty and excitement ; for
a nation in which the fine arts haa
attained their highest excellence, but in
which philosophy was still in its infancy.
His countrymen had but recently begun
to caltivate prose composition. Public
transactions had generally been recorded
in verse. The first historians might,
therefore, indulge without fear of censure,
in the licence allowed to their prede-
cessors the bards. Books were few. The
events of former times were learned from
tradition and from popular
| ballads ; the mannel;s of %ﬂa

foreign countries from the
reports of travellers, It is well known
that the mystery which overhangs what
is distant, either in space or time, fre-
quently prevents us from censuring as
unpatural what we perceive to be ime
possible. We stare ata dragoon, who has
killed three French cuirassiers, as a
prodigy ; yet we read, without the least
diaguat, how Godfrey slew his thousands,
and Rinaldo his ten thousands, Withio
the last hundred years, storica about

S .r..,....,...:-f
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China and Bantam, which ovght not to
have imposed on an old nurse, were
gravely laid down as foundations of
political theories by eminent philosophers.
What the time of the Crusades is to us,
the generation of Creesus and Solon was
to the Greeks of the time of Herodotus.
Babylon was to them what Pekin was to
the French Academicians of the last
century.

For such a people was the book of
Herodotus composed ; and, if we may
trust to a report, not sanctioned indeed
by writers of high authority, but in itself
not improbable, it was composed not to
be read, but to be heard. It was not to
the slow circulation of a few copies,
which the rich only could possess, that
the aspiring author looked for his reward.
The great Olympian festival,—the solem-
nity which collected multitudes, proud
of the Grecian name, from the wildest
mountains of Doris, and the remotest
colonies of Italy and Libya,—was to wit-
ness his triumph. The interest of the
narrative, and the beauty of i:lhe style,

were aided by the impos-
rfgfztﬁ:i ing effect of recitation,

spectacle,—by the powerful influence of
sympathy. A critic, who could have
asked for authorities in the midst of such
a scene, must have been of a cold and
sceptical nature ; and few such critics
were there. As was the historian, such
were the auditors,—inquisitive, credulous,
easily moved by religious awe or patriotic
enthusiasm. They were the very men
to hear with delight of strange beasts,
and birds, and trees,—of dwarfs, and
giants, and cannibals—of gods, whose
very names it was impiety to utter,—of
ancient dynasties, which had left behind
them monuments surpassing all the works
of later times,—of towns like provinces,
—of rivers like seas,—of stupendous
walls, and temples, and pyramids,—of
the rites which the Magi performed at
day-break on the tops of the mountains,
—of the secrets inscribed on the eternal
obelisks of Memphis. With equal delight
they would have listened to the graceful
romances of their own country. They
now heard of the exact accomplishment
of obscure predictions, of the punish-
ment of erimes over which the justice of
heaven had seemed to slumber,—of

omens, warnings from the dead,
—of princesses, for whom noble suitors
contended in every generous exercise of
strength and skill,—of infants, strangely

—by the splendour of the |
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preserved from the dagger of
to fulfil high destinies,

As the narrative approached their
own times, the interest
became still more absorb- 12terest in the
ing. The chronicler had
now to tell the story of that great con-
flict, from which Europe dates its intel-
lectual and political supremacy,—a story
which, even at this distance of time, is
the most marvellous and the most touch-
ing in the annals of the human race,—a
story abounding with all that is wild and
wonderful, with all that is pathetic and
animating ; with the gigantic caprices of
infinite wealth and despotic power,—with
the mighter miracles of wisdom, of
virtue, and of courage. He told them of
rivers dried up in a day,—of provinces
famished for a meal,—of a passage for
ships hewn through the mountains,—of
a road for armies spread upon the waves,
—o0f monarchies and commonwealths
swept away,—of anxiety, of terror, of
confusion, of despair |—and then of proud
and stubborn hearts tried in that extre-
mity of evil, and not found wanting,—
of resistance long maintained against
desperate odds,—of lives dearly sold,
when resistance could be maintained no
more,—of signal deliverance, and of un-
sparing revenge. Whatever gave a
stronger air of reality to a narrative so
well calculated to inflame the passions,
and to flatter national pride, was certain
to be favourably received.

Between the time at which Herodotus
is said to bave composed his history, and
the close of the Peloponnesian war, about
forty years elapsed,—forty years, crowded
with great military and political events.
The circumstances of that period pro-
duced a great effect on the Grecian
character ; and nowhere was this effect
so remarkable as in the illustrious
democracy of Athens, An Athenian, in-
deed, even in the time of Herodotus,
would scarcely have written a book so
romantic and garrulous as that of Hero-
dotus. As civilization
advanced, the citizens of édﬂmnuan:
that famous republic be-
came still less visionary, and still less
simple-hearted. They aspired to know,
where there ancestors had been content
to doubt; they began to doubt, where
their ancestors had thought it their duty
to believe, Aristnphanes 18 fond of
alluding to this change in the temper of
his countrymen. The father and son, in

the Clouds, are evidently mpre?enhtivel

the assassin,
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of the generations to which they respect-
ively belonged. Nothing more clearly
illustrates the nature of this moral revolu-
tion than the change which passed upon
tragedy. The wild sublimity of Alschylus
became the scoff of every young Phidip-
pides. Lectures on abstruse points of
philosophy, the fine distinctions of casu-

History.

be more admirable than the skill which
Socrates displays in the conversation
which Plato has reported or invented,
his victories, for the most part, seem to
us unprofitable. A trophy is set up;
but no new province is added to the
dominions of the human mind.

Still, where thousands of keen and ready

,and the dazzling fence of rhetoric,
were substituted for poetry. The lan-
guage lost something of that infantine
aweetness which had characterized it. It

intellects were constantly employed in
speculating on the qualities of actions, and
on the principles of government, it was

should retain its 1

became less like the ancient Tuscan, and
more like modern French.

The fashionable logic of the Greeks
was, indeed, far from strict. Logic never
can be strict where books are scarce, and
where information is conveyed orally.
We are allaware how frequently fallacies,
which, when set down on paper, are at
once detected, pass for unanswerable

ents when dexterously and volubly

ur in Parliament, at the bar, or In
private conversation. The reason 1s
evident. We cannotinspect them closely
enough to perceive their Inaccuracy.
We cannot readily compare them with
each other. We lose sight of one part of
the subjest before another, which ought
to be received in connection with it, comes
before us ; and as there is no immutable
record of what has been admitted, and of
what bhas been denied, direct contradic-
tions pass muster with little difficulty.
S s o Almost all the education
a Greek. ©Of @ Greek consisted in
talking and listening. His

opinions on government were picked up
in the debates of the assembly. If he
wished to study metaphysics, instead of
ghutting himself up with a book, he

~ walked down to the market-place to

look for a sophist. So completely were
men formed to these habits, that even
writing acquired a conversational air.
The philosophers adopted the form of
dialogue, as the most patural mode of
communicating knowledge. Their reason-

ings have the merits and the defects

impossible that history
old character,
and less picturesque; but much more
accurate, and somewhat more scientific.

The history of Thucydides differs from
that of Herodotus as a portrait differs from
the representation of an imaginary scene ;
as the Burke or Fox of Reynolds differs
from his Ugolino or his Beaufort. In the
former case, the archetype is given : in
the latter, it is created. The faculties
which are required for the latter purpose
are of a higher and rarer order than ll".i’mﬁe
which suffice for the former, and indeed
ne;:essarily comhpri?ile them. He who is
able to paint what he sees
with the eye of the mind, Pm and
will surely be able to paint g
what he sees with the eye of the body.
He who can invent a story, and tell it
well, will also be able to tell, in an inter-
esting manner, a story which he has not
invented. If,in practice, some of the best
writers of fiction have been among the
worst writers of history, it has been be-
cause one of their talents had merged in
another so completely, that it could not
be severed ; because, having long been
habituated to invent and narrate at the
same time, they found it impossible to
narrate without inventing.

Some capricious and discontented artists
have affected to consider portrait-painting
as unworthy of a man of genius. Some
critics have spoken in the same contemp-
tuous manner of history.
Johnson puts the case
thus : The historian tells

Johnson on
historians.

which belong to that species of com- | either what is false or what is trne. In

position ; and are characterized rather b
quickness and subtilty, than by dept
and precision, Truth is exhibited in

parts, and by glimpses. Innumerable
clever hints are g%ven ; but no sound and

durable :3atem is erected. The argu-
mentum hominem, a kind of argument
most efficacions in debate, but utterly
useless for the investigation of general
principles, is among their favourite
resources. Hence, thoungh nothing can

| the former case he is no historian.

In the
latter, he has no opportunity for display-
ing his abilities. For truth is one ; and
all who tell the truth must tell it alike.
It is not difficult to elude both the horns
of tlhia dilemm?. We will recur to the
analogous art of portrait-
painting. Any man with :m
eyes and hands may be
taught to take a likeness. The _

up toa certain point, is merely mechanical. £

b

It became less gossiping

|
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[f this were all, a man of talents might
justly despise the occupation. But we
conld mention portraits which are resem-
blances,—but not mere resemblances ;
faithful,—but much more than faithful ;
portraits which condense into one point
of time, and exhibit, at a single glance,
the whole history of turbid and eventful
lives—in which the eye seems to scrutinize
us, and the mouth to command us—in
which the brow menaces, and the lip
almost quivers with scorn—in which every
wrinkle is a comment on some important
transaction. The account which Thucy-
dides has given of the retreat from Syra-
cuse, is,among narratives, what Vandyke’s
Lord Strafford is among paintings,
Diversity, it is said, implies error : truth
is one, and admits of no degrees. We
answer, that this principle holds good
only in abstract reasonings. When we
talk of the truth of imitation in the fine
arts, we mean an imperfect and a gradu-
ated truth. No picture is exactly like the
original ; nor is a picture good in propor-
Blotur a tion as it 18 like the ori-
griggﬂ? ginal. When Sir Thomas
" Lawrence paints a hande
some peeress he does not contemplate her
through a powerful microscope, and trans-
fer to the canvas the pores of the skin,
the blood-vessels of the eye, and all the
other beauties which Gulliver discovered
in the Brobdingnagian maids of honour,
If he were to do this, the effect would not
merely be unpleasant, but unless the scale
of the picture were proportionably en-
larged, would be absolutely false. And,
after all, a microscope of greater power
than that which he had employed, would
convict him of innumerable omissions.
The same may be said of history. Per-
fectly and absolutely true it cannot be:
for to be perfectly and absolutely true, it
ought to record all the slightest particu-
lars of the slightest transactions—all the
things done, and all the words uttered,
during the time of which it treats. The
omission of any circumstance, however
msignificant, would be a defect. If his-
tory were written thus, the Bodleian
library would not contain the occurrences
of a week. What is told in the fullest
and most accurate annals bears an infi-
nitely small proportion to what is sup-
pressed. The difference between the
copious work of Clarendon, and the ac-
count of the civil wars in the abridgment
of Goldsmith,
With the immense mass of facts, respect-
ing which both are equally silent,

vanishes, when compared |
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No picture, then, and no history, can
present us with the whole truth: but
those are the best pictures and the best
histories which exhibit such parts of the
truth as most nearly produce the effect
of the whole. He who is deficient in the
art of selection may, by showing nothing
but the truth, produce all the effect of
the grossest falsehood. It perpetuall
happens that one writer tells less trut
than anoﬁher,l merely because he tells
more truths. In the imita-
tive arts we constantly see itaiine i
this. There are lines in the human face,
and objects in landscape, which stand in
such relations to each other, that they
ought either to be all introduced into a
painting together, or all omitted together,
A sketch into which none of them enters
may be excellent ; bat if some are given
and others left out, though there are more
| points of likeness, there is less likeness.
| An outline scrawled with a pen, which
seizes the marked features of a counten-
ance, will give a much strouger idea of it
| than a bad painting in oils. Yet the
worst painting in oils that ever hung at
Somerset House resembles the original ia
many more particulars. A bust of white
| marble may give an excellent idea of a

blooming face. Colourthe lips and cheeks
of the bust, leaving the hair and eyes un-
altered, and the similarity, instead of
being more striking, will be less so.

History has its foreground and its back-
ground : and it is principally in the
managzement of its perspective that one
artist differs from another. Some events
must be represented on a large scal:
others diminished ; the great majority
will be lost in the dimness of the horizon ;
and a general idea of their joint effect
will be given by a few slight touches.

In this respect, no writer has ever
equalled Thucydides. He was a perfect
master of the art of gradual diminution.
His history 1s sometimes Thucydides.
a3 concise as a chrono-
logical chart ; yet it is always per-
spicuous. It is sometimes as minute as
one of Lovelace’s letters; yet it i3 never
prolix. He never fails to contract and to
expand it in the right place.

Thucydides borrowed from Herodotus
the practice of putting speeches of his
own into the mouths of his characters.
In Herodotus this usage is scarcely cen-
surable, It is of a piece with his whole
manner. But it is altogether incon-
gruous in the work of his successor, and

| violates, not only the accuracy of history,
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but the decencies of fiction. When once | offensive when introduced into novels .
we enter into the spirit of Herodotus, we ' that what is called the romantic part of
find no inconsistency. The conventional | history, is in fact the least romantic,
bability of his drama 1s preserved It is delightful as history, because it
fp;:m the beginning to the end. The ' contradicts our previous notions of human
deliberate orations, and the familiar 'nature, and of the connection of causes
dialogues, are in strict keeping with each  and effects. It is, on that very account,
other. m131:11*1; the speeches of Thucy-  shocking and iuconFruous in fiction, In
dides are neither preceded nor followed by | fiction, the principles are given to find
anything with which they harmonize. the facts: in history, the facts are given
They give to the whole book something to find the principles; and the writer
of the grotesque character of those who does not explain the phenomena as
Chinese pleasure-grounds, in which per- | well as state them, performs only one
pendicular rocks of granite start up in half of his office. Facts are the mere
the midst of a soft green plain. Inven- dross of history. It is from the abstract
tion is shocking, where truth is in such truth which interpenetrates them, and
close juxtaposition with it. ' lies latent among them, like gold in the
Thucydides honestly tells us that some | cre, that the mass derives its whole
of these discourses are purely fictitious. | value : and the precious particles are
He may have reported the substance generally combined with the baser in
of others correctly. But it is clear from such a manner that the separation is a
the internal evidence that he has pre- | task of the utmost difficulty.
gerved no more than the substance. His| Here Thucydides is deficient: the
own peculiar habits of thought and deficiency, indeed, is not discreditable to
expression are everywhere discernible. him. It was the inevitable effect of
Individual and national pecnliarities are ' circumstances. It was in the nature of
scldom to be traced in the sentiments, | things necessary that, in some part of its
and never in the diction. The oratory of  progress throuch political science, the
the Corinthians and Thebans is not less human mind should reach that point
Attic, either in matter or in manner, than  which it attained in his time, Knowledge
that of the Athenians. The style of | advances by steps, and Ad "
Cleon is as pure, as austere, as terse, and  not by leaps. The axioms kn::?aogs:
as significant, as that of Pericles. 'of an English debating ;

In spite of this great fault, it must be | club would have been startling and
allowed that Thucydides has surpassed mysterious paradoxes to the most en-
all his rivals in the art of historical lichtened statesman of Athens. But it

narration, in the art of wounld be as absurd to speak contemptu-
Mm"fﬂ Immmg?“ producing an effect on the | ously of the Athenian on this accounz as
imagination, by skilful | to ridicule Strabo for not having given us
selection and disposition, without indulg- an account of Chili, or to talk of Ptolem
ing in the license of invention. But as we talk of Sir Richard Phillips. 8ti
narration, though an important part when we wish for solid geographical in-
of the business of a historian, is not the | formation, we must prefer the solemn
whole. To append a moral to a work | coxcombry of Pinkerton to the noble
of fiction, is either useless or superfluouns. | work of Strabo. If we wanted instruc-
A fiction may give a more impressive | tion respecting the solar system, we
effect to what is already known, but | should comsult the silliest girl from a
1t can teach nothing new. If it presents | boardin g-school, rather than %tolemy.
to us characters and trains of events to . Thucydides was undoubtedly a saga-
which our experience furnishes us with | cious and reflecting man. This clearly
nothing similar, instead of deriving in- | appears from the ability with which he
struction from it, we pronounce it un- | discusses practical questions. But the
natural. We do not form our opinions | talent of deciding on the circumstances
from it : but we try It by our precon- | of a particular case, i8 often possessed in
ceived opinions. Fiction, therefgre, is highest perfection by persons destitute
essentially imitative. 1ts merit consists | of the power of generalization, Men
1n its resemblance to a model with which | skilled in the military tactics of civilized
we are already familiar, or to which at nations, have been amazed at the far-
least we can instantly refer. Hence it is sightedness and penetration which a
that the aneodotes, which interest us most | Mohawk displays in concerting his
strongly in authentic narrative, are ! stratagems, or iu discerning those of his
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enemies, In England no class possesses
so much of that pecplgzr ability which is
required for constructin
ogu&uoﬂng ingenions schemes ang
genious f g 3a b

schemes. or obviating remote diffi-
culties, as the thieves and
the thief-takers. Women have more of
this dexterity than men. Lawyers have
more of it than statesmen : gtatesmen
have more of it than philosophers. Monk
had more of it than Harrington and all
his club. Walpole had more of it than
Adam Smith or Beccaria., Indeed, the
species of discipline by which this dex-
t.eritgr 18 acquired, tends to contract the
mind, and to render it incapable of
abstract reasoning.

The Grecian statesmen of the age of
Thucydides were distinguished by their
practical sagacity, their insight into
motives, their skill in devising means for
the attainment of their ends. A state
of society in which the rich were con-
stantly planning the oppression of the

poor, and the poor the spoliation of the
rich, in which the ties of paity had

superseded those of country, in which
revolutions and counter-revolutions were
events of daily occurrence, was naturally
prolific in desperate and crafty political
adventurers. This was the very school
in which men were likely to acquire the
dissimulation of Mazarin, the judicious
temerity of Richelieu, the penetration,
the exquisite tact, the almost instinctive
presentiment of approaching events which
ve so much authority to the counsel of
haftesbury, that “it was as if a man had
inquired of the ora:ile of God.” In this
gchool Thucydides studied ;
&gﬂ:iui?ol‘ and his wisdom is that
which such a school would
naturally afford, He judges better of
circumstances than of principles. The
more a question is narrowed, the better
he reasons upon it. His work suggests
many most important considerations
respecting the first principles of govern-
ment and morals, the growth of factions,
the organization of armies, and the mutual
relations of communities. Yet all his
general observations on these subjects
are very superficial. His most judicious
remarks differ from the remarks of a
really philosophical historian, as a sum
correctly cast up by a book-keeper, from
a general expression discovered by an
algebraist, z"ZI.E!'n*-y former is useful only in
a single transaction : the latter may be
lw to an infinite number of cases.
opinion will, we fear, be considered

as heterodox, For, not to speak of the
illusion which the sight of a Greek type,
or the sound of a Greek diphthong, often
produces, there are some peculiarities in
the manner of Thucydides, which in no
s{nall degree have tended to secure to
Elmk t:,he :Eput:la.tion of Erofundity. His
00k 18 evidently the boo

of a man and a E{atesman . Reputation for
andin this respect presents DR
a remarkable contrast to the delightful
childishness of Herodotns. Throughout
it there is an air of matured power, of
grave and melancholy reflection, of im-
partiality and habitual self-command.
His feelings are rarely indulged, and
speedily repressed. Vulgar prejudices of
every kind, and particularly valgar super-
stitions, he treats with a cold and sober
disdain peculiar to himself. His style is
weighty, condensed, antithetical, and not
unfrequently obscure. But when we look
at his political philosophy, without regard
to these circumstances, we find him to
have been, what indeed it would have
been a miracle if he had not been, simply
an Athenian of the fifth century before
Christ.

Xenophon is commonly placed, but
we think without much
reason, in the same rank Zenaoghen.
with Herodotus and Thuocydides. Ha
resembles them, indeed, in the purity
and sweetness of his style ; but in spirit,
he rather resembles that later school of
historians, whose works seem to be fables,
composed for a moral, and who, in their
eagerness to give us warnings and example,
forget to give us men and women. e
Life of Cyrus, whether we look upon it
as a history or a romance, seems to us a
very wretched performance. The Ex-
pedition of the Ten Thousand, and the
History of Grecian Affairs, are certainly
pleasant reading; but they indicate no
great power of mind. Intranth, Xenophon,
though his taste was elegant, his disposi-
tion amiable, and his intercourse with the
world extensive, had, we suspect, rather a
weak head. Such was evidently the
opinion of that extraordinary man to
whom he early attached himself, and for
whose memory he entertained an idola-
trous veneration. He came in only for
the milk with which Socrates nourished
his babes in philesophy. A few saws of
morality, and a few of the simplest
doctrines of natural religion, were enough
for the good young man. The stron

meat, the bold speculations on ph
and =Iltnwtau.;:-h ical science. were reserved




78 Has

tory.

for aunditors of a different description. | rians of this class we must confess that we
Even the lawless habits of a captain of | entertain a peculiar aversion, They seem
mercenary troops could not change the | to have been pedants, who, Petaliling cos
tendency which thecharacter of Xenophon | though destitute of those * 94

carly acquired. Tothe last he seems to | valuable qualities which

Arxrrian.

have retained a sort of heathen Puritan- [ are frequently found in conjunction

ism. The sentiments of piety and virtue
which abound in his works are those
of a well-meaning man, somewhat timid
and narrow-minded, devout from constitu-
tion rather than from rational conviction.
He was as superstitious as Herodotus,
but in a way far more offensive. The

very peculiarities which charm us in

with pedantry, thought themselves great
philosophers and great politicians. They

| not only mislead their readers in every

|

page, as to particular facts, but they
appear to have altogether misconceived
the whole character of the times of whieh
they write. They were inhabitants of an
empire bounded by the Atlantic Ocean

an infant—the toothless mumbling, the | and the Euphrates, by the ice of Seythia

stammering, the tottering, the helpless-
vess, the causeless tears and laughter—
are disgusting in old age. In the same
wanner, the absurdity which precedes
a period of general intelligence is often
pleasing ; that which follows it is con-
temptible. The nonsense of Herodotus
I8 t of a baby. The nonsense of
Xenophon is that of a dotard. His stories
about dreams, omens, and prophecies, pre-
sent a strange contrast to the passages in
which the shrewd and incredulous Thucy-
dides mentions the popular superstitions.
It is not quite cf:;r that Xenophon
was honest in his credulity ; his fanatic-
Ism was in sume degree politic. He
would have made an excellent member of
the Apostolic Camarilla. An Alarmist
by nature, an Aristocrat by party, he
carried to an unreasonable excess his
hﬂrmrofo?o ular turbulence. The quiet
atrocity é)parta did not shock him in
the same manner; for he hated tumult
more than crimes. He was desirous to
find restraints which wight curb the
passions of the multitude; and he ab-
surdly fancied that he had found them
in a religion without evidenccs or sanc-
tion, precepts or example, in a frigid
system of Theophilanthrophy, supported
by nursery tales.

Polybius and Arrian have given us
authentic accounts of facts, and here
their merit ends. They were not men of
comprebensive minds ; they had not the
art of telling a story in an interesting
manner. They havein consequence been

thrown into shade by writers, who, | balan

though less studious of truth than them-
selves, understood far better the art of

producing effect, by Livy and Quintus
Curtiua,

Yet Polybius and Arrian deserve high | have considered this.

praise, when compared with the writers of

that school of which Plutarch may be | it existed amongst the
considered as the head. For the histo- nothing essentially and

and the sands of Mauritania ; composed
of nations whose manners, whose lan-
guages, whose religion, whose conntenance
and complexions, were widely different,
governed by one mighty despotism,
which had risen on the ruins of a
thousand commonwealths and kingdoms.
Of liberty, such as it is in small demo-
cracies ; of patriotism, such as it is in
small independent communities of any
kind, they had, and they could have, no
experimental knowledge. But they had
read of men who exerted themselves in
the cause of their country, with an energy
unknown in latter times, who had
violated the dearest of domestic charities,
or voluntarily devoted themselves to
death for the public good; and they
wondered at the degeneracy of their con-
temporaries. It never occurred to them
that the feelings which they so greatly
admired sprung from local and occasional
causes ; that they will always grow up

| spontaneously in small societies; and

|

that, in large empires, though they may
be forced into existence for a short time
by peculiar circumstan they cannot
be general or permanent. It is impossible
that any man should feel for a fortress
on a remote frontier, as he feels for his
own house ; that he should grieve for a
defeat in which ten thousand
whom he never saw have fallen, as
grieves for a defeat which has half un-
pled the street in which he lives: that
e should leave his home for a military
ezfedition, in order to preserve
ce of power, as ch y
would leave it to repel invaders
begun to burn all the cornfields
neighbourhood.

e writers of whom we

considered that in




O i S < '

Hastory. 79

that an ex_clusive attachment to a par-
ticular society, though a natural, and,
under certain restrictions,

E:BELO: fﬁ a most useful sentiment,
Graeka' lmPIIEE no extraﬂrdiﬂﬂry

attainments in wisdom or
virtue; that where it has existed in an |
intense degree, it has turned states into
gangs of robbers, whom their mutual
fidelity has rendered more dangerous, has
given a character of peculiar atrocity to
war, and has generated that worst of all
political evils, the tyranny of nations
over nations.
Enthusiastically attached to the name
of liberty, these hiatorians troubled them-
selves little about its defi-
De%%lm of pition. The Spartans,
tormented by ten thou-
sand absurd restraints, unable to please
themselves in the choice of their wives,
their suppers, or their company, compelled
to assume a peculiar manner, and to talk

in a peculiar style, gloried in their liberty. |

The aristocracy of Rome repecatedly made
liberty a plea for cutting off the favour-
ites of the people. In almost all the little
commonwealths of antiquity, liberty was

used as a pretext for measures directed | that even where it may

against everything which makes liberty

valuable, for measures which stifled dis-
cussion, corrupted the administration of
justice, and discouraged the accumulation
of property. The writers, whose works
we are considering, confounded the sound

with the substance, and the means with

heart, advances to the ground-lights, and
mouths a moral sentenco for the edifica-
tion of the gods.

~ These writers, men who knew not what
It was to have a country, men who have
never enjoyed political rights, brought
into fashion an offensive

cant about patriotism and ©3nt about
zeal for freedom, What patriotism.

the English Puritans did for the language
of Christianity, what Scudery did for
the language of love, they did for the
language of public epirit. By habitual
exaggeration they made it mean. By
monotonous emphasis they made it feeble.
They abused it till it me scarcely
possible to use it with effect,

Their ordinary rules of morality are

| deduced from extreme cases. The com-

mon regimen which they prescribe for
society, i3 made !l:lp of those desperate
remedies which only its most desperate
distempers require. They look with
peculiar complacency on actions, which
even those who approve them consider
as exceptions to laws of almost universal
application—which bear so close an
affinity to the most atrocions crimes,
be unjust to
censure them, it is unsafe to praise them.
It is not strange, therefore, that some
flagitious instances of perfidy and cruelty
should have been passed unchallenged in
such company, that grave moralists, with
no personal interest at stake, should have
extolled, in the highest terms, deeds of

the end. Their imaginations were in-| which the atrocity appalled even the

flamed by mystery. They conceived of
liberty as monks conceive of love, as
Cockneys conceive of the happiness and
innocence of rural life, as novel-reading
sempstresses conceive of Almack’s and
Grosvenor Square, accomplished Mar-

uesses and handsome Colonels of the

uards. In the relation of events, and
the delineation of characters, they have
paid little attention to facts, to the
costume of the times of which they
pretend to treat, or to the general prin-
ciples of human nature. They have been
faithful only to their own puerile and
extravagant doctrines. Generals and
statesmen are metamorphosed into mag-
nanimous coxcombs, from whose fulsome
virtues we turn away with disgust. The
fine sayings and exploits of their heroes,
remind us of the insufferable perfections
of Bir Charles Grandison, and affect us
with a nausea, similar to that which we
fecl when an actor, in one of Morton’s
or Kotzebue's plays, lays his hand on his

infuriated factio::ls inT:hnnB cause they
were perpetrated. e

part which Timoleon took Timaleon.
in the assassination of his brother, shocked
many of his own partisans, The recol-
lection of it preyed long on his own
mind. But it was reserved for historians
who lived some centuries later to discover
that his conduct was a glorious display
of virtue, and to lament that, from the
frailty of human nature, a man who
could perform so great an exploit could
repent of it.

e writings of these men, and of
their modern imitators, have produced
effects which deserve some notice, The
English have been so lnng accustomed to
political speculation, and have enjoyed
so large a measure of practical liba:tJ,
that such works have prodaced little
effect on their minds. @ have classical
associations and great names of our own,

which we can confidently oppose to the
most splendid of ancient times. Senate
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has not to our ears a sound so venerable | tented themselves with improving on the
as Parliament. We respect the Great |original plan. They found models at

Charter more than the laws of Solon.
The Capitol and the Forum impress us
with less awe than our own Westminster
Hall and Westminster Abbey, the place
where the great men of twenty genera-
tions bhave contended, the place where
theysleep together! The list of warriors
and statesmen by whom our constitution
was founded or preserved, from De
Monfort down to Fox, may well stand a
comparison with the Fasti of Rome, The
dying thanksgiving of Sydney is as noble
as the libation which Thrasea poured to
Liberating Jove. And we think with far
less pleasure of Cato tearing out his
entrails, than of Russel saying, as he
turned away from his wife, that the
bitterness of death was past. Even those
parts of our history, over which, on some
accounts, we would gladly throw a veil,
may be proudly opposed to those on
which the moralists of antiquity loved
most to dwethThe enemy of English
iberty was not murdered
m by men whom he had par-
" doned and loaded with
benefits, He was not stabbed in the back
by those who smiled and cringed before
his face. He was vanquished on fields
of stricken battle; he was arraigned,
sentenced, and executed in the face of
heaven and earth. Our liberty is neither
Greek nor Roman ; but essentially Eng-
lish. It has a character of its own,—a
character which has taken a tinge from
the sentiments of the chivalrous ages,
and which accords with the peculiarities
of our manners and of our insular situa-
tion. It has a language, too, of its own
and a language Bingulariy idiomatic, full
of meaning to ourselves, scarcely intel-
ligible to strangers.

Here, therefore, the effect of books such
as those which we have been considerin
has been harmless. They have, indeed,
given currency to many very erroneous
opinions with respect to ancient history.

ey bhave heated the imaginations of
boys. They have misled the judgment,
and corrupted the taste, of some men of
letters, such as Akenside and Sir William
Jones. But on persons engaged in public
affairs thez have had very little influence,
The foundationg of our constitution were
laid by men who knew nothing of the
Greeks, but that they denied the orthodox
procession, and cheated the Crusaders;
and nothing of Rome, but that the Pope
Jived there, Those who followed con-

home ; and therefore they did not look
for them abroad. But when enlightened
men on the Continent began to think
about political reformation, having no
patterns before their eyes in their domestic
history, they naturally had recourse to
those remains of antiquity, the study of
which is considered throughout Europe
as an important part of education. The
historians of whom we have been speak-
ing had been members of large communi-
ties, and subjects of absolute sovereigns.
Hence it is, as we have already said, that
they commit such gross errors in speaking
of the little republics of antiquity., Their
works were now read in the spirit in
which thTey had bg;g i
written. They were r p

by men placed in circum- whiﬁtomad
stances closely resembling .
their own, unacquainted with the real
nature of liberty, but incliuad to believe
everything good which could be told re-
specting it. How powerfully these books
impressed these speculative reformers, is
well known to all who have paid any atten-
tion to the French literature of the last
century. But, perhaps, the writer on
whom they produced the greatest effect,
was Vittoria Alfieri. Insome of his plays,
particularly in Virginia, Timoleon, and
DBrutus the Younger, he has even carica-
tured the extravagance of his masters,

It was not strange that the blind, thus
led by the blind, should stumble. The
transactions of thekFrench Revolution, in
some measure, took their
character from these works, %h: o{‘r;nnh
Without the assistance of T
these works, indeed, a revolution would
have taken place,—a revolution pro-

ductive of much good and much evil,
tremendous, but shortlived evil, dearly

g | purchased, but durable, good, But it

would not have been exactly such a
revolution. The style, the accessories,
would have been in many respects
different. There would have been less of

bombast in language, less of affectation
in manner, less of solemn trifling and
ostentatious simplicity. The acts of
legislative assemblies, and the corres-
pondence of diplomatists, would not have
been disgraced by rants worthy only of a
college declamation. The government of
a great and polished nation would not
have rendered itself ridi by at-
tempting to revive the nsages of a world

which had long passed away, or rather of
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a world which had never existed except
in the description of a fantastic school of
writers., These second-hand imitations
resembled the originals about as much as
the classical feast with which the Doctor
in Peregrine Pickle turned the stomachs
of all his guests, resembled one of the
suppers of Lucullus in the Hall of
Apollo.

These were mere follies. But the spirit
excited by these writers produced more
serious effects. The greater part of the
crimes which disgraced the revolution,
gprung indeed from the relaxation of law,
from popular ignorance, from the remem-
brance of past oppression, from the fear
of foreign conquest, from rapacity, from
ambition, from party-spirit. But many
atrocious proceedings must, doubtless, be
ascribed to heated imagination, to per-
verted principle, to a distaste for what
was vulgar in morals, and a passion for
what was startling and dubious. Mr.
Burke has touched on this subject with
great felicity of expression: “The gra-
Sk o iha dation of their republic,”

republic. 5378 he, “is laid in moral
" paradoxes. All those in-

stances to be found in history, whether |

real or fabulous, of a doubtful public
gpirit, at which morality is perplexed,
reason is staggered, and from which
affrichted nature recoils, are their chosen
and almost sole examples, for the in-
struction of their youth.” This evil, we
believe, is to be directly ascribed to the
influence of the historians whom we have
mentioned, and their modern imitators.
Livy had some faults in common with
these writers. But on the whole he must
be considered as forming a class by him-
self. No historian with whom we are
Li acquainted has shown so
L complete an indifference

to truth. He seems to have cared only

about the picturesque effect of his book, |
and the honour of his country. On the |

otber hand, we do not know, in the whole
range of literature, an instance of a bad
thing so well done. The painting of the

narrative is beyond description vivid and |

graceful. The abundance of interesting
sentiments and splendid imagery in the
gepeeches is almost miraculous. is mind
is a soil which is never overteemed, a
fountain which never seems to trickle. It
pours forth profusely ; yet 1t gives 1O
sign of exhaustion. It was probably to
this exuberance of thought and language
always fresh, always sweet, always pure,

no sooner yielded than repaired, that the
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critics applied that expression which has
been 80 much discussed, lactea ubertas.
All the merits and all the defects of
Livy take a colouring from the character
of his nation, He was a writer peculiarly
Roman ; the proud citizen of a common-
wealth which had indeed lost the reality
of liberty, but which still sacredly pre-
served its forms—in fact, the subject of an
arbitrary prince, but in his own estima-
tion one of the masters of the world, with
a hundred kings below him, and only the
gods above him. He, therefore, looked
back on former times with feelings far
different from those which were naturally
entertained by his Greek contemporarie
and which at a later period became genera
among men of letters throughout the
Roman Empire. He contemplated the
past with interest and delight, not because
it furnished a contrast to the present,
but because it had led to the present.
He recurred to it, not to lose in pround
recollections the semse of national de-

| gradation, but to trace the progress of

national glory. Itis true that his venera-
tion for antiquity produced on him some
of the effects which it produced on those
who arrived at it by a very different
road. He has something of their ex-
aggeration, something of their cant,
something of their fondness for anomalies
and lusus nature in morality. Yet even
here we perceive adifference. They talk
rapturously of patriotism and liberty in
theabstract. He does not seem to think

any country but Rome
deserving of love : nor is Zeal for Rome.

it for liberty as liberty, but for liberty as
a part of the Roman 1nstitutions, that he
is zealous.

Of the concise and elezant accounts of
the campaigns of Casar little can be said.
They are incomparable models for military
dispatches. But histories they are not,
and do not pretend to be.

The ancient critics placed Sallust in the
came rank with Livy; and uonquestion-
ably the small portion of his works which
has come down to us is calculated to give
a high opinion of his talents. But his
style is not very pleasant : and his most
powerful worck, 311& ac;:aunt of the Con-
spiracy of Catiline,
rztherythe air of a clever Ballm

arty pamphlet than that of a history.
fb abounds with strange inconsistencies,
they are, neces-

hich lained as
i B to the fairness of

sarily excite doubts as

the narrative. It is true, that many
circumstances now forgotten may have
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been familiar to his contemporaries, and | men from conflagration and

may have rendered passages clear to them
which to us appear dubious and
plexing. But a
remember that he writes for distant genera-
tions, for men who will preserve the
apparent contradictions, and will possess
no means of reconciling them. We can
only vindicate the fidelity of Sallust at

the expense of his skill. But in fact all
the information which we have from con-
temporaries respecting this famous plot
18 liable to the same objection, and is
read by discerning men with the same
incredulity. It is all on one side. No |
answer has reached our times. Yet, on
the showing of the accusers, the accused
seem entitled to acquittal,
Cuglzﬂiri:t;y - Catiline, we are told, in-
~  trigned with a Vestal
virgin, and murdered his own son. His
house was a den of gramblers and de- |
bauchees. No young man could cross his
threshold without danger to his fortune
and reputation. Yet thisis the man with
whom Cicero was willing to coalesce in
a contest for the first magistracy of the
republic; and whom he described, long
after the fatal termination of the con-
spiracy, as an accomplished hypocrite, by
whom he had himself been deceived, and
who bhad acted with consummate skill the
character of a good citizen and a goadi
friend. We are told that the plot was the
most wicked and desperate ever known,
and almost in the same breath, that the _
great body of the people, and many of
the nobles favoured it; that the richest
citizens of Rome were eager for the spolia-
tion of all property, and its highest
functionaries for the destruction of all
order ; that Crassus, Csesar, the Prator
Lentulus, one of the consuls of the year,
one of the consuls elect, were proved or
suspected to be engaged in a scheme for
subverting institutions to which they
owed the highest honours, and introducin
universal anarchy, We are told, that a
government which knew all this suffered
the conspirator, whose rank, talents, and
courage, rendered him most dan gerous, to
quit Rome without molestation, We are
told, that bondmen and gladiators were to
be armed against the citizens. Yet we
find that Catiline rejected the slaves who
crowded to enlist in his army, lest, as
Sallust himself expresses it, “he should
scem to identify their cause with that of
inally, we are told that the
maﬂtnte, who was universally allowed
to Lave saved all classes of his country-

| the ordinary practice of

History.

massacre,
rendered himself so unpopular by his

per- | conduct, that a marked insult was offered
great historian should | to him at the expiration of his office, and

a severe punishment inflicted on him
shortly after.

Sallust tells us what, indeed, the letters
and speeches of Cicero sufficient] prove,
that some persons considered the s ocking
and atrocious parts of the plot as mere
inventions of the government, designed
to excuse its unconstitutional measures,
We must confess ourselves to be of that
opinion. There was undoubtedly a strong
party desirous to change the admini-
stration. While Pompey held the com-
mand of an army, they could not effect
their purpose without preparing means
for repelling force, if necessary, by force,
In all this there is nothing different from
: oman factions,
The other chargesbrought '
against the conspirators In:;:ra;:t:nt
are so Iinconsistent and 3
improbable, that we give no credit what-
ever to them. If our readers think this
scepticism unreasonable, let them turn to
the contemporary accounts of the Popish

lot. Let them look over the votes of
E’arliament, and the speeches of the
King ; the charges of Scroggs, and the
harangues of the managers employed
against Strafford. A person who should
form his judgment from these pieces alone,
would believe that London was set on
fire by the Papists, and that Sir Edmond-
bury Godfrey was murdered for his
religion. Yet these stories are now alto-
gether exploded. They have been aban-
doned by statesmen to aldermen, by
aldermen to clergymen, by clergymen to

old women, and by old women to Sir
Harcourt Lees.

Of the Latin historianaz Tacitus was

certainly the greatest. His style indeed
1s not only faulty in itsclf, but is, in

g | some respects, peculiarly unfit for his-

torical composition. He carries his love
of effect far beyond the limits of modera-
tion. He tells a fine story finely: but
he cannot tell a plain story plainly. He
stimulates till stimulants lose their power,
Thucydides, as we have already observed,
rclates ordinary transactions with the
unpretending clearness and succinctness
of a gazette. His great powers of paint-
illl ghhe I‘EBEWEEE for events, of which the
slightest details are inte-

resting, The simplicit Tacitus.

of the setting gives additional lustre to
the brilliants, There are passages in
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the narrative of Tacitus superior to the | ragin

best which can be quoted from Thucy-
dides. But they are not enchased and
relieved with the same gkill. They are
far more striking when extracted from
the body of the work to which they
belong, than when they occur in their
place, and are read in connection with
what precedes and follows,

In the delineation of character, Tacitus
is unrivalled among historians, and has
very few superiors among dramatists and

i deadies novelists. By the delinea-

g tion of character, we do

not mean the practice of

drawing up epigrammatic catalogues of
good and bad qualities, and appending
them to the names of eminent men. No
writer, indeed, has done this more skil-
fully than Tacitus : but this is not his
peculiar glory. All the persons who
occupy a large space in his works have
an individuality of character which seem
to pervade all their words and actions.
We know them as if we had lived with
them. Claundius, Nero, Otho, both the
Agrippinas, are masterpieces. DBut
Tiberius is a still higher miracle of art.

The historian undertook to make wus|p

intimately acquainted with a man sin-
gularly dark and inscrutable,—with a
man whose real disposition long remained
swathed up in intricate folds of factitious
virtues ; and over whose actions the
hypocrisy of his youth, and the seclusion
of his old age, threw a singular mystery.
He was to exhibit the specious qualities
of the tyrant in a light which might
render them transparent, and enable us
at once to perceive the covering and the
vices which it concealed. He was to
trace the gradations by which the first
magistrate of a republic,a senator mingl-
ing freely in debate, a noble associating
with his brother nobles, was transformed
into an Asiatic sultan ; he was to exhibit
a character distinguished by courage,
self-command, and profound policy, yet
defiled by all

‘“ th’ extravagancy,
And crazy ribaldry of fancy.”

He was to mark the gradual effect of
advancing age and approaching death on
this strange compound of strength and
weakness; to exhibit the old sovereign
of the world sinking into a dotage which,
though it rendered his appetites eccentric
and his temper savage, Dever impaired

the powers of his stern and penetrating
nscions of failing strength,

g with capricious sensuality, yet
the last the keemest of oburve’r{, t.:
most artful of dissemblers, and the most
terrible of masters, The task was one of
extreme difficulty. The execution is
almost perfect.

‘The talent which is required to write
history thus, bears a considerable affinity
to the talent of a great dramatist. There
18 one ob;io; distinction. The dramatist
creates, the historian onl
disposes. The diﬁerencﬁ H’lstorla.namr i - lmd
18 not in the mode of exe-
cution, but in the mode of conception.
Shakspeare is guided by a model which
exists in his imagination ; Tacitus, by a
model furnished from without. Hamlet
is to Tiberius what the Laocoon is to the
Newton of Roubiiliac.

In this part of his art Tacitus certainly
had neither equal nor second among the
incient historiang. Herodotus, though

e wrote in a dramatic
form, had little of drama- th:t
tic genius. The frequent
dialogues which he introduces give vivac-
ity and movement to the narrative ; but
are not strikingly characteristic. Xeno-
hon is fond of telling his readers, at
considerable length, what he thought of
the persons whose adventures he relates.
But he does not show them the men,
and enable them to judge for themselves.
The herocs of Livy are the most insipid
of all beings, real or imaginary, the
heroes of Plutarch always excepted. In-
deed, the manner of Plutarch in this
respect reminds us of the cookery of those
continental inns, the horror of English
travellers, in which a certain nondescript
broth is kept constantly beiling,and copi-
ously poured, without distinction, over
every dish as it comes up to table. Thucy-
dides, though at a wide interval, comes
next to Tacitus. His Pericles, his Nicias,
his Cleon, his Brasidas, are happily dis-
criminated. The lines are few, the colour-
ing faint ; but the general air and expres-

| sion is caught,

We begin, like the priest in Don
Quixote’s %ibrary, to be tired with taking
down books one after another for sepa-
rate judgment, and feel inclined to
sentence on them in masses. We
therefore, instead of pointing out the
defects and merits of the .. ..
different modern histor- pistorians,
ians, state generally In

what particulars they have surpassed
their predecessors, and in what we con-

ceive them to have failed,



84 Hastory.

They have certainly been, in one sense,
far more strict in their adherent;e ﬁo
truth than most of the
Etrloteé :ﬂ“&"’ Greek and Roman writers.
o They do not think them-
selves entitled to render their narrative
interesting by introducing descriptions,
conversations, and harangues, which have
no existence but in their own imagina-
tion. This improvement was gradually
introduced. History commenced among
the modern nations of Europe, as it had
commenced among the Greeks, in
»omance. Froissart was our Herodotus.
Italy was to Europe what Athens was to
Greece. In Italy, therefore, a more
accurate and manly mode of narration
was early introduced. Machiavelli and
Guicciardini, in imitation of Livy and
Thucydides, composed speeches for their
historical personages. But as the classical
enthusiasm which distinguished the age
of Lorenzo and Leo gradually subsided,
this absurd practice was abandoned. In
France, we fear, it still, in some degree,
keeps its ground. In our own country, a
writer who should venture on it wounld
be langhed to scorn. Whether the histor-
ians of the last two centuries tell more
irath than those of antiquity may per-
baps be doubted. But it is quite cer-
tain that they tell fewer falsehoods.

In the philosophy of history, the
moderns have very far surpassed the
ancients. It is not, indeed, strange that
the Greeks and Romans should not have
carried the science of government, or any
other experimental science, so far as it
has been carried in our time:; for the
experimental sciences are generally in a

State of  Srateof progression. They
progression. Yere better understood in

_ the seventeenth century
than in the sixteenth, and in the eigh-

teenth century than in the seventeenth.
But this constant improvement, this

natural growth of knowledge, will not |

altogether account for the immense su peri-
ority of the modern writers. The differ-
ence is a difference not in degree but of
kind. It is not merely that new prin-
ciples have been discovered, but that new
faculties seem to be exerted. It is not
that at one time the human intellect
should have made but small progress,
and at another time have advanced far ;
but that at one time it should have been
stationary, and at another time constantly
proceeding. In taste and imagination,
in. the graces of style, in the arts of
persuasion, in the magnificence of public

works, theancients were at ourleast equals,
They reasoned as justly as ourselves on
subjects which requir ure demonstra-
tion. But in the moral sciences they
made scarcely any advance. During the
long period which elapsed between the
fifth century before the Christian era, and
the fifth century after it, little percep-
tible progress was made. All the meta-
physical discoveries of all the philoso-
| phers, from the time of Socrates to the
northern invasion, are not to be compared
in importance with those which have
been made in England every fifty years
since the time of Elizabeth. There is not
| the least reason to believe that the
principles of government, legislation, and
political economy, were better understood
in the time of Augustus Ceasar, than in
the time of Pericles. Inour own country,
the sound doctrines of trade and juris-
prudence have been, within the lifetime
of a single generation, dimly hinted,
boldly propounded, defended, systema-
tized, adopted by all reflecting men of all
parties, quoted in legislative assemblies,
incorporated into laws and treaties.

To what is this change to be attributed ?
Partly, no doubt, to the discovery of
prilnmgg& a ddiicove{y which has not
only diffused knowledge
widely, but, as we have <Trinting.
already observed, has also introduced into
reasoning a precision unknown in those
ancient communities, in which informa-
tion was for the most part conveyed
| orally. There was, we suspect, another
cause, less obvious, but still more power-
ful.

The spirit of the two most famous
nations of antiquity was remarkably
exclusivﬁ. In the time of Homer, the
Greeks had not begun to
consider themselveguas a &:ﬂ’;ﬂﬁf&
distinet race. They still 3
| looked with something of childish wonder
and awe on the riches and wisdom of
Sidon and Egypt. From what causes,
| and by what gradations, their feelings
underwent a change, it is not easy to
determine, Their history, from the
Trojan to the Persian war, is covered
with an obscurity broken only by dim
and scattered gleams of truth. But it is
certain that a great alteration took place.
They regarded themselves as a
people,
rites, and common principles of public
law, in which foreigners had no part,
In all their political systems, mon-
archical, aristocratic: vy

arate
They had common r giﬁm)




