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ther preaching, i8 now in full activity of destruction.—Teufelsdrickh
would yield t° the Inevitable, accounting that the best: Assurance of
s fairer Living Bociety, arising, Pheenix-like, out of the ruins of the
old dead one. Before that Pheenix death-birth is accomplished, long
time, struggle, and suffering must intervene. (p. 160.)

Omar. VI. Old Clothes.

Courtesy due from all men to all men: The Body of Man a Reve
lation in the Flesh. Teufelsdrickh’s respect for Old Clothes, as the
«Ghosts of Life.” Walk in Monmouth Street, and meditations there.
(p. 165.)

Ormar. VII. Organic Filaments.

Destruction and Creation ever proceed together; and organic fila-
ments of the Future are even now spinning. Wonderful connection
of each man with all men; and of each generation with all genera-
tions, before and after: Mankind is One. BSequence and progress of
all human work, whether of creation or destruction, from age to age.—
Titles, hitherto derived from Fighting, must give way to others. Kings
will remain and their title. Political Freedom, not to be attained by
any mechanical contrivance. Hero-worship, perennial amongst men ;
the cornerstone of polities in the Future. Organic filaments of the
New Religion : Newspapers and Literature. Let the faithful soul take

courage! (p. 168.)

Onar. VIII. Natural Supernaturalism.

Deep significance of Miracles. Littleness of human Secience: Di-
fine incomprehensibility of Nature. Cusiom blinds us to the miracul-

ousness of daily-recurring miracles; so do Names. Bpace and Time,
Ppearances only; forms of human Thought: A glimpse of Immor-

mity. How Space hides from us the wondrousness of our commonest
Powers; and Time, the divinely miraculous course of human history.

(v 176.)
Omap. IX. Circumspective.

Bompituhtion Editor congratulates the few British readers who
bave accompanied Teufelsdrockh through all his speculations. The
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of th to exhibit the Wonder of daily lifa
| mxmm t:i'.ngﬂ' and to show that all Forms are but Clothes, and
temporary. Practical inferences enough will follow. (p. 185.)

Sartor Resarius,

Omap. X. The Dandiacal Body.

andiacal Sect a new modification of the

The Dandy defined. The D v modif
primeval superstition Qelf-worship: How to be distingunished. Their

Sacred Books (Fashionable Novels) nnreadable. Dandyism’s Articles
of Faith.—Brotherhood of Poor-Slaves; vowed to perpetual Poverty;

worshippers of Earth; distinguished by peculiar costume and diet.
Pictare of a Poor-Slave Household ; and of & Dandiacal. Teufelsdrockh

tears these two Sects may spread, till they part all England between
them, and then frightfully collide. (p. 188.)

Caar. X1. Tailors.

Injustice done to Tailors, actnal and metaphorienl. Their righte
and great services will one day be duly recognised. (p. 199.)

Omar. X11. Farewel.

Tenfeledrockh’s strange manner of speech, but resolute, trnthful

chmoter His purpose seemingly to proselytise, to unite the wakefo!
earnes;t in these dark times. Letter from Hofrath Henschrecke an-
nonncing that Teufelsdrickh has disappeared from Weissnichiwo.

Editor guesses he will appear again. Friendly Farewell. (p. 203.)
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ON

HEROES, HERO-WORSHIP,

AND

THE HEROIC IN HISTORY.,

LECTURE. I.

THE HERO AS DIVINITY. ODIN., PAGANISM : SCANDINAVZAN
MYTHOLOGY.,

[Tuesday, sth May 1840.]

WE have undertaken to discourse here for a little on Great
- Men, their manner of appearance in our world’s business, how
they have shaped themselves in the world’s history, what ideas
men formed of them, what work they did ;j—on Heroes, namely,
and on their reception and performance ; what I call Hero-wor-
ship and the Heroic in human affairs. Too evidently this is a
large topic ; deserving quite other treatment than we can expect
0 give it at present. A large topic ; indeed, an illimitable one ;
. Wide as Universal History itself. For, as I take it, Universal
 History, the history of what man has accomplished in this
- World, is at bottom the History of the Great Men who have
Worked here. They were the leaders of men, these great ones ;
the modellers, patterns, and in a wide sense creators, of wl:{at-
‘oever the general mass of men contrived to do or to attain;
all things that we see standing accomphsh?d in the w?rld are
Properly the outer material result, the practical realisation and

l'n'ﬂmdiment,, of Thoughts that dwelt in the Great Men sent
R
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. the soul of the whole world's history, it may
. dered, were the history of these. Too clearly it
is a topic we shall do no justice to in this place!
One comfort is, that Great Men, taken up in any way, are
profitable company. We cannot look, however imperfectly,
ithout gaining something by him. He is
she living light-fountain, whi¢h it is good and pleasant to be
vear.  The light which enlightens, which has enlightened the
darkness of the world ; and this not as a kindled lamp only,
but rather as a natural luminary shining by the gift of Heaven;
a flowing light-fountain, as I say, of native original msight, of
manhood and heroic nobleness -—in whose radiance all souls
feel that it is well with them. On any terms whatsoever, you
will not grudge to wander in such neighbourhood for a while.
These Six classes of Heroes, chosen out of widely-distant coun-
tries and epochs, and in mere external figure differing altogether,
ought, if we look faithfully at them, to illustrate several things
for us. Could we see Zhem well, we should get some glimpses
into the very marrow of the world's history. How happy, could
[ but, in any measure, in such times as these, make manifest
to you the meanings of Heroism; the divine relation (for I may
well call it such) which in all times unites a Great Man to
other men; and thus, as it were, not exhaust my subject, but

so much as break ground on it! At all events, I must make
the attempt.

It is well said, in every sense, that a man’s religion is the
chief fa(ft with regard to him. A man's, or a ruuit:flI of men's.
By religion I c_lo not mean here the church-creed which he pro-
fesses, _t.he articles of faith which he will sign and, in words or
MSG, assert; not this wholly, in many cases not this al
ajmo,t :n see men of all kinds of professed creeds attain 1o
I o“hmd&gr‘;;? of worth or worthlessness under each of
lngassertio' - #Rs. 1s not what I call religion, this profession
iy m:; W::Ch 15 often only a profession and assertion
o o him,oi; of the man, from the mere argumentative
doss . even so deep as that.  But the thing a man

practically believe (and this is often enough without 45
serting it even to himself o
imself, much less to others); the thing 2




ligion; or, it may be, his mere scepticism and no-religion : the
manner it is in which he feels himself to be spiritually related
to the Unseen World or No-World ; and I say, if you tell me
what that is, you tell me to a very great extent what the man
is, what the kind of things he will do is. Of a man or of a
pation we inquire, therefore, first of all, What religion they
had? Was it Heathenism,—plurality of gods, mere sensuous
representation of this Mystery of Life, and for chief recognised
element therein Physical Force? Was it Christianism; faith
in an Invisible, not as real only, but as the only reality; Time,
through every meanest moment of it, resting on KEternity;
Pagan empire of Force displaced by a nobler supremacy,
that of Holiness ? 'Was it Scepticism, uncertainty and inquiry
whether there was an Unseen World, any Mystery of Life
except a mad one ;—doubt as to all this, or perhaps unbelief
and flat denial? Answering of this question is giving us the
soul of the history of the man or nation. The thoughts they
had were the parents of the actions they did ; their feelings
were parents of their thoughts: it was the unseen and spiritual
in them that determined the outward and actual ;—their reli-
gion, as | say, was the great fact about them. In these Dis-
courses, limited as we are, it will be good to direct our survey
chiefly to that religious phasis of the matter. That once known
well. all is known. We have chosen as the first Hero in our
series, Odin the central figure of Scandinavian Paganism; an
emblem to us of a most extensive province of things. Let us
look for a little at the Hero as Divinity, the oldest primary

form of Heroism.

almost inconceivable to us in these days. A bewildering, in-
ble jungle of delusions, confusions, falsehoods and absur-

dities, covering the whole field of Life! A thing that fills us
with astonishment, almost, if it were possible, with incredulity,
~for truly it is not easy to understand that sane men could
ever calmly, with their eyes open, believe and live by such 2
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set of doctrines. That men <hould have worshipped their poor

ot him only, but stocks and stones,
ﬁl; :l-ln;?:ni;ao?ao:imaal:: annd inanimate objects; and fashioned
for themselves such a distracted chaos of hallucinations bYd‘ivaY
of Theory of the Universe: all this looks like apd incre ble
fable. Nevertheless it is a clear fact that they did it.  Such
hideous inextricable jungle of misworsiups, {nlsbehefs, men,
made as we are, did actually hold by, _a.nd live at hon}e in.,
This is strange. Yes, we may pause In SOITOW and '51-lem.:e
over the depths of darkness that are I man; if we rejoice in
the heights of purer vision he has attained to. Such things
were and are in man; in all men; in us too. :

Some speculators have a short way of accounting for the
Pagan religion: mere quackery, pries:,tcra.ft. and dupery, say
they; no sane man ever did believe it,—merely contrweq to
persuade other men, not worthy of the name of sane, to believe
it! It will be often our duty to protest against this sort of
hypothesis about men’s d¢oings and history; and I here, on the
very threshold, protest against it in reference to Paganism, and
to all other zsms by which man has ever for a length of time
striven to walk in this world. They have all had a truth in
them, or men would not have taken them up. Quackery and
dupery do abound ; in religions, above all in the more advanced
decaying stages of religions, they have fearfully abounded : but
quackery was never the originating influence in such things; it
was not the health and life of such things, but their disease,
the sure precursor of their being about to die! Let us never
forget this. It seems to me a most mournful hypothesis, that
of quackery giving birth to any faith even in savage men.
Quackery gives birth to nothing; gives death to all things. We
shall not see ix}to the true heart of anything, if we look merely
at the quackeries of it; if we do not reject the quackeries alto-
gether; as mere diseases, corruptions, with which our and all

men's sole duty is to have done with them, to sweep them out
of our thoughts as out of our practice,
born enemy of lies,

kind of truth in it. Read the
sceptical Mr. Turner's 4ccount

and see. They have their bel

candid, clear-sighted, rather
of his EEmbassy to that country,

ief, these poor Thibet peoplé
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that Providence set_lds down always an Incarnation of Himself
mnto every generation. At bottom some belief in a kind of
Pope! At bottom still better, belief that there is a Greatest
Man ; tha-t ke is discoverable: that, once discovered, we ought
to treat him with an obedience which knows no bounds! This
is the truth of Grand Lamaism; the ‘discoverability’ is the
only error here. The Thibet priests have methods of their own
of discovering what Man is Greatest, fit to be supreme over

them. Bad methods: but are they so much worse than our -

methods, — of understanding him to be always the eldest-born

of a certain genealogy? Alas, it is a difficult thing to find good
We shall begin to have a chance of under-

methods for!

standing Paganism, when we first admit that to its followers it
was, at one time, earnestly true. Let us consider it very cer-
tain that men did believe in Paganism: men with open eyes,
sound senses, men made altogether like ourselves: that we,

had we been there, should have believed in it. Ask now,
What Paganism could have been?

Another theory, somewhat more respectable, attributes such
things to Allegory. It was a play of poetic minds, say these
theorists; a shadowing-forth, in allegorical fable, in personifica-
tion and visual form, of what such poetic minds had known
and felt of this Universe. Which agrees, add they, with a
primary law of human nature, still everywhere observably at
work, though in less important things, That what a man feels
intensely, he struggles to speak-out of him, to see represented
before him in visual shape, and as if with a kind of life and
historical reality in it. Now doubtless there is such a law,
and it is one of the deepest in human nature ; neither need we
doubt that it did operate fundamentally in this business, T }Ee
hypothesis which ascribes Paganism wholly or mostly to this
agency, I call a little more respectable; but I cannot yet call
it the true hypothesis. Think, would we believe, and take with
US as our life-guidance, an allegory, a poetic sport? Not sport
but earnest is what we should require. Itis a most earnest
thing to be alive in this world; to die is not sport for a man.
Man'’s life never was a sport to him ; it was a stern reality, al-

ogether a serious matter to be alive !
I find, therefore, that though these Allegory theorists are
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s truth in this matter, they have nc{t reached
ey — n is indeed an Allegory, a Symbol of

it ei agan Religio be
::;::h:e'n fflt and lmef;l about the Universe; and all Religions

are symbols of that, altering always as that alters : but 1t seems
to me a radical perversion, and even inversion, of the business,

forward as the origin and moving cause, jwhen it
::af ur;:;::: the result and termination. To get beautiful alle-
gories, a perfect poetic symbol, was not the want ?f men ; but
to know what they were to believe about j:hls Um\{erse, jwhat
course they were to steer in it ; what, in this mysterious Life of
theirs, they had to hope and to fear, to do and to forl:_)ean
doing, The Pilgrim’'s Progress is an Allegory, and a beautiful,
just and serious one: but consider whether Bunyan's Allegory
could have preceded the Faith it symbolises ! The Faith had
to be already there, standing believed by everybody ;—of which
, the Allegory could #ken become a shadow ; and, with all its
~ . caws seriousness, we may say a sport/ul shadow, a mere play of the
: 4.a'ete Fancy, in comparison with that awful Fact and scientific cer-
t“-i.ml ‘ tainty which it poetically strives to emblem. The Allegory is
P the product of the certainty, not the producer of it; not in
:«;,k« 1w Bunyan's nor in any other case. For Paganism, therefore, we
' have still to inquire, Whence came that scientific certainty, the
parent of such a bewildered heap of allegories, errors and con-
fusions? How was it, what was it ?
| Surel)v it were a foolish attempt to pretend ‘explaining,’ in
tl_ns plac?, or in any place, such a phenomenon as that far-
distant distracted cloudy imbroglio of Paganism,—more like a
f:loudﬁeld than a distant continent of firm land and facts! It
P l?nger a reality, yet it was one. We ought to understand
:1:131 this ieemmg cloudfield was once a reality; that not poetic
ofei%.oryiu :astlof all that dupery and deception was the origin
i BOﬁl’sn'life Szz. :lel.ver c_hd.beheve' 1dle songs, never risk§d
early earnest times haego;ms. men in all times, especially in
St diac , have had an Instinct for detecting quacks,
- g quacks. Let us try if, leaving out both the quack

theory and the allego Isteni

4 _ ry one, and listening with affectionate
attention to that far-off confused rumour of the Pagan ages, W€
tannot ascertain so much as this at leas

. t, That there was a
kind of fact at the heart of them ; that they too were not
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mendacious and distracted, but in their own poor way true
and sane |

You remember that fancy of Plato’s, of a man who had
grown to maturity in some dark distance, and was brought on
a sudden into the upper air to see the sun rise. What would
his wonder be, his rapt astonishment at the sight we daily
witness with indifference! With the free open sense of a child,
yet with the ripe faculty of a man, his whole heart would be
kindled by that sight, he would discern it well to be Godlike,
his soul would fall down in worship before it. Now, just such
a childlike greatness was in the primitive nations. The first
Pagan Thinker among rude men, the first man that Began to
think, was precisely this child-man of Plato’s. Simple, open
as a child, yet with the depth and strength of a man. Nature
had as yet no name to him ; he had not yet united under a
name the infinite variety of sights, sounds, shapes and motions,
which we now coliectively name Universe, Nature, or the like,
—and so with a name dismiss it from us. To the wild deep-
hearted man all was yet new, not veiled under names or

formulas ; it stood naked, flashing-in on him there, beautiful

awful, unspeakable. Nature was to this man, what to the
Thinker and Prophet it forever is, prefernatural.  This green

flowery rock-built earth, the trees, the mountains, rivers, many-
sounding seas ;—that great deep sea of azure that swims
overhead : the winds sweeping through it; the black cloud
fashioning itself together, now pouring out fire, now hail and
rain : what 75 it? Ay, what? At bottom we do not yet know ;
we can never know at all. It is not by our superior insight
that we escape the difficulty ; it is by our superior levity, our
inattention, our want of insight. It is by »o? thinking that we
cease to wonder at it. Hardened round us, encasing wholly
every notion we form, is a wrappage of traditions, hearsays,
mere words. We call that fire of the black thunder-cloud ‘elec-

tricity,” and lecture learnedly about it, and grind tl_le like of 1t |
out of glass and silk: but what is it? What made it? Whence

comes it? Whither goes it? Science has done much for us;
but it is a poor science that would hide from us the great deef
sacred infinitude of Nescience, whither we can never penetrate,
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wims as a mere superficial film.  Thjg

. . s :
on which all science S ' e sy
world, after all our science and sciences, 1S acle :

wonderful, inscrutable, magical and more, to whosoever wi]]
m”'f‘;:tltér eat mystery of TIME, were there no mhﬁ:-;; the il.
limitable, silent, never-resting thing ca'lled Time, r; Ing, m§h-
ing on, swift, silent, like an au-?mbraCIng ocean-tide, on ‘]"PICh
we and all the Universe swim like expalatlons, like apparitions
which are, and then are mot : this is forever very literally a
miracle ; a thing to strike us dumb,—for we have no word.to
speak about it. This Universe, ah me—what could the wild
man know of it ; what can we yet know? That it 1s a Force,
and thousandfold Complexity of Forces; a Force which is »of
we. That is all ; it is not we, it is altogether different from
us. Force, Force, everywhere Force ; we curselves a mysteri-
ous Force in the centre of that, ‘There is not a leaf rotting on
[ the highway but has Force in it : how else could 1t rot 7’ Nay
surely, to the Atheistic Thinker, if such a one were possible, it
must be a miracle too, this huge illimitable whirlwind of Force,
which envelops us here ; never-resting whirlwind, high as Im-
mensity, old as Eternity. What is it? God's creation, the re-
ligious people answer; it is the Almighty God's! Atheistic
science babbles poorly of it, with scientific nomenclatures, ex-
periments and what-not, as if it were a poor dead thing, to be
bottled-up in Leyden jars and sold over counters: but the
natural sense of man, in all times, if he will honestly apply his
sense, proclaims it to be a living thing,—ah, an unspeakable,
godlike thing ; towards which the best attitude for us, after
never so much science, 1s awe, devout prostration and humility
of soul ; worship if not in words, then in silence.

B . . b oo
PINg-off of those poor madeer s o CACH US, namely, the strip:
sl PROL u_ndevout wrappages, nomenclatures and
scientific hearsays,—this, the ancient earnest soul en-

cumbered with these thj . | ul, as yet un
¥ o8 €se things, did for itself. The world. which
now divine only to the gifted, was then divi ahodoeves

would turn his €ye upon it. He stood b e oy ——— -
face. ‘All was Codiikaicr God o are before it ia_ce tff
the giant Jean Pa\ﬂ, Sho S \ Jean Pa.ul still finds 1t s0;
POWEr to escape out of hearsays:

8
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but there theq were no hearsays. Canopus shining-down over
the desert, \‘Vlth its blue diamond brightness (that wild blue
spirit-like brlghtness, far brighter than we ever witness here),
would pierce into the heart of the wild Ishmaelitish man, whom
it was guiding through the solitary waste there. To his wild
heart, with all feelings in it, with no speec/ for any feeling, it
might seem a little eye, that Canopus, glancing-out on him
from the great deep Eternity ; revealing the inner Splendour
to him. Cannot we understand how these men worshipped
Canopus; became what we call Sabeans, worshipping the stars?
Such is to me the secret of all forms of Paganism. Worship is
transcendent wonder ; wonder for which there is now no limit
or measure ; that is worship. To these primeval men, all things
and everything they saw exist beside them were an emblem of
the Godlike, of some God.

And look what perennial fibre of truth was in that. To us
also, through every star, through every blade of grass, is not a
God made visible, if we will open our minds and eyes? We
do not worship in that way now : but is it not reckoned still a
merit, proof of what we call a ‘poetic nature,” that we recog-
nise how every object has a divine beauty in it ; how every
object still verily is ‘a window through which we may look
into Infinitude itself’? He that can discern the loveliness of
things, we call him Poet, Painter, Man of Genius, gifted, lovable.
These poor Sabeans did even what he does,—in their own
fashion. That they did it, in what fashion soever, was a merit:
better than what the entirely stupid man did, what the horse
and camel did,—namely, nothing !

But now if all things whatsoever that we look upon are
emblems to us of the Highest God, I add that more so than
any of them is man such an emblem. You have heard of St.
Chrysostom’s celebrated saying in reference to the Shekinah,
or Ark of Testimony, visible Revelation of God, among the
Hebrews : * The true Shekinah is Man !” Yes, it is even SO :
this is no vain phrase ; it is veritably so. The essence of our
being, the mystery in us that calls itself ** I,"—ah, what words
have we for such things?—is a breath of Heaven; the Highest

Being reveals himself in man. This body, these faculties, this
life of ours, is it not all as a vesture for that Unnamed? ‘There
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the Universe,’ says the devout Novalig

st that daithe:Body iof Manq: Nothing. is holicr'than: that
¢ hich form. Bending before men 15 4 reverence done to this
; RZvelation in the Flesh. We touch Heaven when'we lay our
« hand on a human body !  This sounds much like a mere
flourish of rhetoric ; but it is not so. If well meditated, it will
turn out to be a scientific fact; the expression, in such words
as can be had, of the actual truth of the thing. HWe are the
miracle of miracles, —the great inscrutable mystery of God.
We cannot understand it, we know not how to speak of 1t ; but
we may feel and know, if we like, that it 1s verily so.

Well ;: these truths were once more readily felt than now,
The young generations of the world, who had in them the
freshness of young children, and yet the depth of earnest men,
who did not think that they had finished-off all things in Heaven
and Earth by merely giving them scientific names, but had to
gaze direct at them there, with awe and wonder : they felt better
what of divinity is in man and Nature ;—they, without being
mad, could worskip Nature, and man more than anything else
in Nature. Worship, that is, as I said above, admire without
limit : this, in the full use of their faculties, with all sincerity
of heart, they could do. I consider Hero-worship to be the
grand modifying element in that ancient system of thought.
What I called the perplexed jungle of Paganism sprang, we
may say, out of many roots : every admiration, adoration of a
star or natural object, was a root or fibre of a root : but Hero-
worship is the deepest root of all ; the tap-root, from which in
a great degree all the rest were nourished and grown
: And now if worship even of a star had some méaning in
it, how much more might that of a Hero ! Worship of a Hero
1stra;15icen51ent ?;cllmiration of a Great Man,
are stil admirable; I say there i -
admirable ! N. nobler fe)élingeiial:tljits :i? tatgm" nqthll;g car
higher than himself dwells in the breast of man. It is to this
hour, and at all hours, the vivifyi ast of man, It is to this
Reliok ' ‘f““f)’mg Influence in man’'s life.

cigion 1 find stand upon it; not Pagani
higher and truer religions,—all 11"'f:1i T
: gion hitherto known. Hero-

worship, heartfelt prostrate admirat;
ation, submission, burning,
boundless, for a noblest godlike Form of Man,——is not thft

¢ is but one Temple in

I say great men
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the germ of Christianity itself 7 The greatest of all Heroes is
One—whom we do not name here! Let sacred silence medi-
tate that sacred matter ; you will find it the ultimate perfection
of a principle extant throughout man’s whole history on earth.

Or corning into lower, less unspeakable provinces, is not
all Loyalty akin to religious Faith also? Faith is loyalty to
some inspired Teacher, some spiritual Hero. And what there-
fore is loyalty proper, the life-breath of all society, but an
effluence ui Hero-worship, submissive admiration for the truly
great? Society is founded on Hero-worship. All dignities of
rank, on which human association rests, are what we may call
a Heroarchy (Government of Heroes),—or a Hierarchy, for it
is ‘sacred’ enough withal! The Duke means Duwx, leader;
King is Kon-ning, Kan-ning, Man that £rows or cans. Society
everywhere is some representation, not zzsupportably inac-
curate, of a graduated Worship of Heroes ;—reverence and
obedience done to men really great and wise. Not zzsupport-
ably inaccurate, I say! They are all as bank-notes, these so-
cial dignitaries, all representing gold;—and several of them,
alas, always are forged notes. We can do with some forged
false notes; with a good manwv even; but not with all, or
the most of them forged! No: there have to come revolu-
tions then : cries of Democracy, Liberty and Equality, and 1
know not what :—the notes being all false, and no gold to be
had for #iem, people take to crying in their despair that there
is no gold, that there never was any!—*Gold,’ Hero-worship,
is nevertheless, as it was always and everywhere, and cannot
cease till man himself ceases.

[ am well aware that in these days Hero-worship, the thing
I call Hero-worship, professes to have gone out, and finally
ceased, This, for reasons which it will be worth while some
time to inquire into, is an age that as it were denies the ex-
istence of great men; denies the desirableness of great men.
Show our critics a great man, a Luther for example, they begin
to what they call ‘account’ for him; not 10 worship him, but tgke
the dimensions of him,—ar<l bring him out to be a little kind
of man! He was the ‘creature of the Time,” they say ; the
Time called him forth, the Time did everything, he nothing—
but what we the little critic could have done too! This seems
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melan work. The Time call forth? Alas, we
;;: :c:wn T?mc::lzall loudly enough for their great man,
but not find him when they called! He was not there ; Pro.
vidence had not sent him; the Time, calling its loudest, had
to go down to confusion and wreck because he would not

come when called. : '
For if we will think of it, no Time need have gone to ruin,

could it have found a man great enough, a man wise and good
enough : wisdom to discern truly what the Time wanted, valour
to lead it on the right road thither ; these are the salvation of
any Time. But I liken common languid Times, with their un-
belief, distress, perplexity, with their languid doubting charac.
ters and embarrassed circumstances, impotently crumbling-down
into ever worse distress towards final ruin ;—all this I liken to
dry dead fuel, waiting for the lightning out of Heaven that shall
kindle it. The great man, with his free force direct out of God's
own hand, is the lightning. His word is the wise healing word
which all can believe in. All blazes round him now, when he
has once struck on it, into fire like his own. The dry moulder-
ing sticks are thought to have called him forth. They did
want him greatly; but as to calling him forth—!—Those are
critics of small vision, I think, who cry: * See, is it not the
sticks that made the fire?” No sadder proof can be given by
a man of his own littleness than disbeliefin great men. There
: ::dt::l‘ Wmf;:!ln liogf ;mgl:nmtion than such general blind-

spiri Ing, with faith only i of
barren dead fuel. It is the lags.t consummatio: o? u?:cl?:z 1 In
all epochs of the world's history, we shall find the Great Man
to have been the indispensable saviour of his epoch ;—the
lightning, without which the fuel never would have burnt. The

History of th id alread -
Great Men. . WGﬂd, I said Yy, was the B:ogmphy of

Such small critics do what they can to promote unbelicf

and universal spiritual paralysis : bu :
| : but happil t
s mmy su times it is possible for a

t they and their doctrines
hat I$ notable, in no time

out oi living men’s hearts
reverence for Great Men ; genuine




side exhibit a curious contrast. No people ever were so little
prone to admire at all as those French of Voltaire. Persiffage
was the character of their whole mind ; adoration had nowhere
aplace in it.  Yet see! The old man of Ferney comes up to
Paris; an old, tottering, infirm man of cighty-four years. They
feel that he too is a kind of Hero ; that he has spent his life
in opposing error and injustice, delivering Calases, unmasking
hypocrites in high places ;—in short that 4e too, though in a
strange way, has fought like a valiant man. They.feel withal
that, if persiflage be the great thing, there never was such a
persifienr. He is the realised ideal of every one of them ; the
thing they are all wanting to be; of all Frenchmen the most
French. J/fe is properly their god,—such god as they are fit
for. Accordingly all persons, from the Queen Antoinette to
the Douanier at the Porte St. Denis, do they not worship him?
People of quality disguise themselves as tavern-waiters. The
Maitre de Poste, with a broad oath, orders his Postillion, * Va
bon train; thou art driving M. de Voltaire." At Paris his
carriage is ‘the nucleus of a comet, whose train fills whole
streets,’ The ladies pluck a hair or two from his fur, to keep
it as a sacred relic. There was nothing highest, beautifulest,
noblest in all France, that did not feel this man to be higher.
cautifuler, nobler,

Yes, from Norse Odin to English Samuel Johnson, from
the divine Founder of Christianity to the withered Pontiff of
Elltyl:l.o]:ied.n.lm. in all times and places, the Hero has been
Worshipped, It will ever be so. We all love great men; love,
venerate and bow down submissive before great men: nay can
We honestly bow down to anything else? Ah, does not every




| HEROES.
14 LECTURES ON

true man feel that he is himself made higher by doing rever.
ence to what is really above him? No noblf:r ey Eles§ed
feeling dwells in man’s heart. {ﬁnd to me 1tl 1S Ver}l' cheering
to consider that no sceptical logic, or genera triviality, insin.
cerity and aridity of any Time and_ its mﬂ_ue_nces can des:troy
this noble inborn loyalty and worship that is in man. In tll:nes
of unbelief, which soon have to become times of re\_rqlutlon,
much down-rushing, sorrowful decay and ruin 1Is wsn_ble to
everybody. For myself in these days, I seem to Se€ In this
indestructibility of Hero-worship the everlatstmg adzfnmnt lower
than which the confused wreck of revolutionary things cannot
fall. The confused wreck of things crumbling and even crash-
ing and tumbling all round us in these revolutionary ages, will
get down so far; nofarther. It1is an eternal corner-stone, from
which they can begin to build themselves up again. That man,
in some sense or other, worships Heroes; that we all of us rever-
ence and must ever reverence Great Men : this is, to me, the
living rock amid all rushings-down whatsocver —the one fixed
point in modern revolutionary history, otherwise as if bottom-
less and shoreless.

So much of truth, only under an ancient obsolete vesture,
but the spirit of it still true, do I find in the Paganism of old
nations. Nature is still divine, the revelation of the workings
of God; the Hero is still worshipable: this, under poor cramped
incipient forms, is what all Pagan religions have struggled, as
they could, to set forth. I think Scandinavian Paganism, to us
here, is more interesting than any other, It is, for one thing,
the latest; it continued in these regions of Europe till the
elevenﬂ? century : eight-hundred years ago the Norwegians
were still worshippers of Odin. It is mteresting also as the
crt?ed of our fathers ; the men whose blood still runs in our
'gems. w:hom dqubtless we still resemble in so many ways
Lg:ﬂfi;otll:?lilt?eb::lf;; that, while we believe so differently.
e ety Eoor I\Torse creed, fo_r many reasons.

0 do it; for there is another point

of interest in these Scandinavia :
n _ .
been preserved so well, mythologies : that they have

In that strange island Iceland, —burst-up, the geologists
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say, by fire from the bottom of the sea; a wild land of bar-
renness and lava ; sv{allowed many months of every year in
black tempests, yet with a wild gleaming beauty in summer-
time ; towering up there, stern and grim, in the North Ocean
with its snow jokuls, roaring geysers, sulphur-pools and horrici
vyolcanic chasms, like the waste chaotic battle-field of F rost and
Fire ,—where of all places we least looked for Literature or
written memorials, the record of these things was written down,
On the seaboard of this wild land is a rim of grassy country
where cattle can subsist, and men by means of them and of
what the sea yields; and it seems they were poetic men these,
men who had deep thoughts in them, and uttered musically
their thoughts. Much would be lost, had Iceland not been
burst-up from the sea, not been discovered by the Northmen !
The old Norse Poets were many of them natives of Iceland.
Szemund, one of the early Christian Priests there, who per-
haps had a lingering fondness for Paganism, collected certain
of their old Pagan songs, just about becoming obsolete then,—
Poems or Chants of a mythic, prophetic, mostly all of a religious
character : that is what Norse critics call the Z/der or Poetic
Edda. [tdda, a word of uncertain etymology, is thought to
signify A»ncestress. Snorro Sturleson, an Iceland gentleman,
an extremely notable personage, educated by this Szmund’s
grandson, took in hand next, near a century afterwards, to put
together, among several other books he wrote, a kind of Prose
Synopsis of the whole Mythology; elucidated by new fragments
of traditionary verse. A work constructed really with great in-
genuity, native talent, what one might call unconscious art ;
altogether a perspicuous clear work, pleasant reading still: this
s the Younger or Prose £dda. By these and the numerous
other Sagas, mostly Icelandic, with the commentaries, Ice-
Andic or not, which go on zealously in the North to this day,
it is possible to gain some direct insight even yet ; and see
that old Norse system of Belief, as it were, face to face. Let
us forget that it is erroneous Religion ; let'us 1901“ at it as
old Thought, and try if we cannot sympathise with 1t some-

What,
The primary characteristic of this old Northland Mythology

' find to be Impersonation of the visible workings of Nature.
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the workings of Physical Nature,

: - ~ stupendous and divine. What
as mshing:whaly s theyp:vondered at, and fell down

f as Science, _
‘.we nowé:fc;:;e:s Re].igion. The dal'k hostde Powers of Na.
g ' uns, Giants, huge shaggy

« Yol
figure to themselves as * f * _
:::uel;lgtsh eo);a Jemonic character. Frost, Fire, Sea-tempest; these

are Jotuns. The friendly Powers again, as Summer-heat, the

Sun, are Gods. The empire of thls.Universe.is inided pe-
tween these two; they dwell apart, 1n perennial internecine
feud. The Gods dwell above In Asggrd, the Garden of the
Asen, or Divinities; Jotunheim, a distant dark chaotic land,
is the home of the Jotuns. ' _

Curious all this ; and not idle or inane, if we will look at
the foundation of it! The power of Fire, or Fla{:ze, for in-
stance, which we designate by some trivial chemical name,
thereby hiding from ourselves the essential character of won-
der that dwells in it as in all things, is with these old North-
men, Loke, a most swift subtle Demon, of the brood of the
Jétuns. The savages of the Ladrones Islands too (say some
Spanish voyagers) thought Fire, which they never had seen be-
fore, was a devil or god, that bit you sharply when you touched
it, and that lived upon dry wood. From us too no Chemis-
try, if it had not Stupidity to help it, would hide that Flame
is a wonder. What zs Flame ?— Frosé the old Norse Seer
discerns to be a monstrous hoary Jotun, the Giant ZhArym,
Hrym ; or Rime, the old word now nearly obsolete here, but
still used in Scotland to signify hoar-frost. Rime was not then
as now a dead chemical thing, but a living Jétun or Devil; the
monstrous Jotun Rime drove home his Horses at night, sat
‘ combing their manes,’—which Horses were Hail-Clouds, or
fleet If‘rast— Winds. His Cows—No, not his, but a kinsman's,
the G‘anf Hymir's Cows are Jcebergs : this Hymir *looks at
the rocks’ with his devil-eye, and they split in the glance of it.

Tlimnder was not then mere Electricity, vitreous or resin-
ous ; 1t was the God Donner (Thunder) or Thor,—God also

of benf:ﬁcent Summer-heat. The thunder was his wrath ; the
gathering of the black clouds is the drawing-down of Thor’s

rendi nawa ;:the. fire-bolt bursting out of Heaven is the all-
ing Hammer flung from the hand of Thor : he urges his

16

Earnest simple recognition of
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loud chariot over _the mountain-tops,—that is the peal : y
ful he ‘blowsin his red beard,’——glat 1s the rustlinpg stérn‘:{);tilt
before the thm}der begin. Balder again, the White God, the
be?,ut‘lflll. .thc Just and benignant (whom the early Christian
Missionaries found to resemble Christ), is the Sun,—beauti-
fulest of wsnblt_‘: things ; wondrous too, and divine still, after all
our Astronomies and Almanacs! But perhaps the notablest
god we hear tell-of is one of whom Grimm the German Ety-
mologist finds trace: the God Wiinsch, or Wish., The God
Wish; who could give us all that we wished/ Is not this
the sincerest and yet rudest voice of the spirit of man? The
rudest ideal that man ever formed ; which still shows itself in
the latest forms of our spiritual culture, Higher considerations
have to teach us that the God Wisk is not the true God.

Of the other Gods or Jétuns I will mention only for ety-
mology’'s sake, that Sea-tempest is the Joétun Aegir, a very
dangerous J6tun ;—and now to this day, on our river Trent,
as I learn, the Nottingham bargemen, when the River is in a
certain flooded state (a kind of backwater, or eddying swirl it
has, very dangerous to them), call it £ager,; they cry out,
“Have a care, there is the £ager coming I” Curious; that
word surviving, like the peak of a submerged world! The
oldest Nottingham bargemen had believed in the God Aegir.
Indeed our English blood too in good part is Danish, Norse ;
or rather, at bottom, Danish and Norse and Saxon have no
distinction, except a superficial one,—as of Heathen and Chris-
tian, or the like. But all over our Island we are mingled
largely with Danes proper, — from the incessant invasions
there were : and this, of course, in a greater proportion along
the east coast ; and greatest of all, as I find, in the North
Country. From the Humber upwards, all over Scotland, the
Speech of the common people is still in a singular de_gree
lcelandic : its Germanism has still a peculiar Norse tinge.
They too are *Normans,’ Northmen, —1f that be any great
beauty !

0¥ the chief god, Odin, we shall speak by and' b)r._ Mark
at present so much ; what the essence of Scandinavian and

indeeq of all Paganism is: a recognition of
'ure as godlike, stupendous, personal Agencies,

the forces of Na-

—as Gods and
C
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Demons. Not inconceivable to us. It is the infant Thought
oy - d wonder, on this ever-stu-
of man opening itself, with awe and g
Universe. ‘To me thereis 1 the Norse System some-
p]f‘n i enuine, very great and manlike. A broad sim-
:)lil::li%yviur};tiiity, so, very different from the light gracqfuln?ss
of the' old Greek Paganism, distinguishes this Scandinavian
System. It is Thought ; the genuine Thought of deep, rude,
earnest minds, fairly opened to the things about them ; a fa‘ce.
to-face and heart-to-heart inspection of the things,—the first
characteristic of all good T hought in all times. Not gracef}ll
lightness, half-sport, as in the Greek Paganism; a certan
homely truthfulness and rustic strength, a great rude sincerity,
discloses itself here. It is strange, after our beautiful Apollo
statues and clear smiling mythuses, to come down upon the
Norse Gods ‘brewing ale’ to hold their feast with Aegir, the
Sea-Jotun ; sending out Thor to get the caldron for them 1n
the Jotun country; Thor, after many adventures, clapping the
Pot on his head, like a huge hat, and walking off with it,—
quite lost in it, the ears of the Pot reaching down to his heels!
A kind of vacant hugeness, large awkward gianthood, charac-
terises that Norse System ; enormous force, as yet altogether
untutored, stalking helpless with large uncertain strides. Con-
sider only their primary mythus of the Creation. The Gods,
having got the Giant Ymer slain, a Giant made by ‘warm
wind,’ and much confused work, out of the conflict of Frost
and Fire,—determined on constructing a world with him. His
blood made.the Sea : his flesh was the Land, the Rocks his
b_ones ) ‘Of his eyebrows they formed Asgard their Gods'-dwel-
ling ; his skull was the great blue vault of Immensity, and the
bral‘ns of it became the Clouds. What a Hyper-Brobdignagian
" ‘_’mamef! Thought, great, giantlike, enormous ;—
B o T o s
speares, the Goethes !-—Spi . o, e .Of the Shak-
d ' oethes I—Spiritually as well as bodily these men
are our progenitors,
I like, too, that representation they have of the Tree Ig-

ir:.::i.lt.r Al:' Liff: 15 figured 't?y them as a Tree. Igdrasil, the
ee of Existence, has its roots deep-down in the king

doms of Hela or Death ; its trunk reaches up heaven-high,
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5pread5 its boughs over the whole Universe : it is the Tree of
Existence. At the foot of it, in the Death-kingdom, sit Three
Nornas, Fates,—the Past, Present, Future ; watering its roots
from the Sacred Well. Its ‘boughs,” with their buddings and
disleafings,—events, things suffered, things done, catastrophes
—stretch through all lands and times. Is not every leaf of i;
a biography, every fibre there an act or word? Its boughs
are Histories of Nations. The rustle of it is the noise of
Human Existence, onwards from of old. It grows there, the
breath of Human Passion rustling through it ;—or stormtost,
the stormwind howling through it like the voice of all the gods.
It is Igdrasil, the Tree of Existence. It is the past, the pre-
sent, and the future ; what was done, what is doing, what will
be done ; ‘the infinite conjugation of the verb 7¢ @o.” Con-
sidering how human things circulate, each inextricably in
communion with all,—how the word I speak to you today is
borrowed, not from Ulfila the Mcesogoth only, but from all
men since the first man began to speak,—I find no similitude
so true as this of a Tree. Beautiful ; altogether beautiful and
great. ‘The ¢ Machine of the Universe,'—alas, do but think

of that in contrast !

Well, it is strange enough this old Norse view of Nature ;
different enough from what we believe of Nature. Whence it
specially came, one would not like to be compelled to say very
minutely | One thing we may say: It came from the thoughts
of Norse men :—from the thought, above all, of the /irs# Norse
man who had an original power of thinking. The First Norse
‘man of genius,” as we should call him! Innumerable men
had passed by, across this Universe, with a ‘dumb vague won-
der, such as the very animals may feel; or with a p?.lnful, fruit-
lessly inquiring wonder, such as men only feel ;—till the great
Thinker came, the original man, the Seer; whose s!laped spoken
Thought awakes the slumbering capability of all into Thought.
[t is ever the way with the Thinker, the spiritual Hero. What
he says, all men were not far from saying, were longing to say.
The Thoughts of all start up, as from painful enchanted sleep,

round his Thought ; answering to it, Yes, even so ! : Joyful to
men as the dawning of day from night ;—zs 1t not, indeed, the
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' heinge into being, from death into
ko o hm fom s 10 D, T
<o forth: but to these wild men he was a Vlery fna%liuar;, ,a
worker of miraculous unexpected blessing for them .1 a bro;? 1et,
a God !—Thought once awakened does not again s un; ‘er, 'un-
folds itself into a System of Thought; grows, in man after man,
generation after generation,—till its full stature is reached, a_“d
such System of Thought can grow no farther, but must give

lace to another. ‘
; For the Norse people, the Man now named Odin, and

Chief Norse God, we fancy, was such a man. A Teacher, and
Captain of soul and of body; a Hero, of worth zzzmeasurable ;
admiration for whom, transcending the known bounds, became
adoration. Has he not the power of articulate Thinking ; and
many other powers, as yet miraculous? So, with boundless
gratitude, would the rude Norse heart feel. Has he not solved
for them the sphinx-enigma of this Universe; given assurance
to them of their own destiny there? By him they know now
what they have to do here, what to look for hereafter. Ixist-
ence has become articulate, melodious by him ; he first has
made Life alive!—We may call this Odin, the origin of Norse
Mythology : Odin, or whatever name the First Norse Thinker
bore while he was a man among men. His view of the Universe
once promulgated, a like view starts into being in all minds;
grows, keeps ever growing, while it continues credible there. In
all minds‘it lay written, but invisibly, as in sympathetic ink ; at
his word it starts into visibility in all. Nay, in every epoch of
the world, the great event, parent of all others, is it not the
arrival of a Thinker in the world !'—
T Sol;effsfil:): t:}&ﬁ we must not forget; it will explain, a little,
= . - lfou lf:? f: orse Eddas. They are nol_: one coherent
e s ght; but properly the summation of severz_ll
- ystems. All this of the old Norse Belief which is

flung-out for us, in one level of distance in the Edda, like a

picture pai.ntted Ion the same canvas, does not at all stand so
In the reality, It stands rather at all manner ' an

of and
‘ | distances

. essive generations since the Belief I
All Scandinavian thinkers, si e
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tion anc! addition, it _is the combined work of them all. What
history it had, how it changed from shape to shape, by one
thinker’s contnbution_after another, till it got to the full final
shape we see it under in the £dda, no man will now ever know:
¢ts Councils of Trebisond, Councils of Trent, Athanasiuses,
Dantes, Lzuthers, are sun}c without echo in the dark night |
onlz that it had such a history we can all know. Wheresoever
a thu}ker appeared, there in the thing he thought-of was a con-
tribution, accession, a change or revolution made. Alas, the
grandest ‘revolution’ of all, the one made by the man Odin
himself, is not this too sunk for us like the rest! Of Odin what
history ? Strange rather to reflect that he %ad a history! That
this Odin, in his wild Norse vesture, with his wild beard and
eyes, his rude Norse speech and ways, was a man like us: with
our sorrows, joys, with our limbs, features ;,—1ntrinsically all
one as we : and did such a work! But the work, much of it,
has perished; the worker, all to the name. “Wednesday,” men
will say tomorrow ; Odin’s day! Of Odin there exists no his-
tory ; no document of it ; no guess about it worth repeating.
Snorro indeed, in the quietest manner, almost in a brief
business style, writes down, in his Heimskringla, how Odin was
a heroic Prince, in the Black-Sea region, with Twelve Peers,
and a great people straitened for room. How he led these Asen
(Asiatics) of his out of Asia ; settled them in the North parts
of Europe, by warlike conquest ; invented Letters, Poetry and
50 forth,—and came by and by to be worshipped as Chief God
by these Scandinavians, his Twelve Peers made into Twelve
Sons of his own, Gods like himself: Snorro has no doubt of
this, Saxo Grammaticus, a very curious Northman of that
same century, is still more unhesitating ; scruples not to find
out a historical fact in every individual mythus, and writes it
down as a terrestrial event in Denmark or elsewhere. Torfeus,
learned and cautious, some centuries later, assigns by calcula-
tion a daze for it : Odin, he says, came into Europe about the
Year 70 before Christ. Of all which, as grounded on ICDE e
Certainties, found to be untenable now, I' need say nothing.
Far, very far beyond the Year 70! O_dln s date, adventures,
Whole terrestrial history, figure and environment arc sunk from

us forever into unknown thousands of vears.
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' 3 ' far as to den
Nay Grimm, the erman Antiquary, go€s SO y
that an})'r man Odin ever existed. He proves it by e-rymology_

The word Wuolan, which is the origi.n , ‘
spread, as name of their chief Divinity, over all the Teutonic

here : this word, which connects itself, accord-
+h the Latin vadere, with the English wade

and suchlike,—means primarily Movement, Source of Move-
ment, Power ; and is the 6t name of the highest god, not of
any man. [he word signifies Divinity, he says, among the old
Saxon, German and all Teutonic Nations; the adjectives formed
from it all signify divine, supreme, Ot something pertaining to
the chief god. Like enough! We must bow to Grimm in
matters etymological. Let us consider it fixed that Wuwolan
means Wading, force of Movement. And now still, what hin-
ders it from being the name of a Heroic Man and Mowver, as
well as of a god? As for the adjectives, and words formed
from it,—did not the Spaniards in their universal admiration
for Lope, get into the habit of saying ‘a Lope flower,” ‘a Lope
dama,’ if the flower or woman were of surpassing beauty? Had
this lasted, Lope would have grown, in Spain, to be an adjec-
tive signifying godlike also. Indeed, Adam Smith, in his Zssay
on Language, surmises that all adjectives whatsoever were
formed precisely in that way: some very green thing, chiefly
notable for its greenness, got the appellative name Green, and
then the next thing remarkable for that quality, a tree for in-
stance, was named the green tree,—as we still say ‘the sfeam
coach,’. ‘four-horse coach,’ or the like, All primary adjectives,
according to Smith, were formed in this way; were at first sub-
stantives and things. We cannot annihilate a man for etymo-
logies like that | Surely there was a First Teacl d )C
tain ; surely there must h o il
sense at onye time ; n ; d‘ave. been an Odin, palpable to th
Mlsai T his waice o adjective, but a real Hero of flesh and
Epeaiivith ‘;ﬁ":;f:t C:£:£ limdl'tlion’ history or echcr of history,
us of this. ght will teach one about it, to assure
ogmatisen Y, 188 question which nobody would wish t¢
admiration gf him . 3: e said, his people knew no Zimits to their
» they had as yet no scale to measure ad
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mpiration by. Fancy your own generous heart's-love of some
greatest man expanding till it Zranscended all bounds, till it filled
and OV“ﬂOWf‘d the whole field of your thought! Or what if
this man Odin,—since a great deep soul, with the afflatus and
mysterious tide of vision and impulse rushing on him he knows
not whence, is ever an enigma, a kind of terror and wonder to
himself, —should have felt that perhaps 4¢ was divine ; that
he was some effiuence of the * Wuotan,' « Mowement," Supreme
Power and Divinity, of whom to his rapt vision all Nature was
the awful Flame-image ; that some effluence of Wuotan dwelt
here in hiin ! He was not necessarily false ; he was but mis-
taken, speaking the truest he knew. A great soul, any sincere
soul, knows not what he is,—alternates between the highest
height and the lowest depth ; can, of all things, the least mea-
sure—Himself | What others take him for, and what he guesses
that he may be ; these two items strangely act on one another,
help to determine one another. With all men reverently ad-
miring him ; with his own wild soul full of noble ardours and
affections, of whirlwind chaotic darkness and glorious new light ;
a divine Universe bursting all into godlike beauty round him,
and no man to whom the like ever had befallen, what could
he think himself to be? * Wuotan?” All men answered,
“Wuotan "~

And then consider what mere Time will do in such cases;
how if a man was great while living, he becomes tenfold greater
when dead. What an enormous camera-o0scura magnifier 1s
Tradition ! How a thing grows in the human Memory, in the
human Imagination, when love, worship and all that lies in the
human Heart, is there to encourage it. And in the darkness,
in the entire ignorance; without date or document, no book,
no Arundel-marble ; only here and there some dumb monu-
mental cairn. Why, in thirty or forty years, Werc there no
books, any great man would grow mythic, the contemporares
who had seen him, being once all dead. And in three-hunfix:ed
years, and in three-thousand years— | —To attempt ”’“f’”‘”g
on such matters would profit little: they are matters which re-
fuse to be theoremed and diagramed ; which Logic ought to
know that she cannot speak of. Enough for us to dlscern,_ far
in the uttermost distance, some gleam as of a small real light
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Mhiasis entre of that enormous camera-obscura image ;
::lg:;lcge:: :lﬁztcthe centre of ;1t1 -all was not a madness and no-

; : omething.
thm’%hli)sutliag;:n litlﬁizg ?n the gf eat dark vortex f?f the Norse
mind, dark but living, waiting only for light; this 15 to me the
centre of the whole. How such light will then _shme out, and
with wondrous thousandfold expansion spread itself, in ff)nns
and colours, depends not on 7, so much as on the I_\Iatlon:al
Mind recipient of it. The colours and forms of your hght will
be those of the cut-glass it has to shine throug_h.—-—-Cunous to
think how, for every man, any the truest fact is modelled by
the nature of the man! I said, The earnest man, speaking to
his brother men, must always have stated what seemed to him
a fact, a real Appearance of Nature. But the way in which
such Appearance or fact shaped itself, —what sort of /fac# it
became for him,—was and i1s modified by his own laws of
thinking ; deep, subtle, but universal, ever-operating laws. The
world of Nature, for every man, is the Phantasy of Himself :
this world is the multiplex ‘ Image of his own Dream.” Who
knows to what unnameable subtleties of spiritual law all these
Pagan Fables owe their shape! The number Zwelve, divisi-
blest of all, which could be halved, quartered, parted into three,
into six, the most remarkable number, —this was enough to
determine the Sigzs of the Zodiac, the number of Odin's Soxus,
and innumerable other Twelves. Any vague rumour of number
had a tendency to settle itself into Twelve. So with regard to
every other matter. And quite unconsciously too, — with no
notion of building-up * Allegories’! But the fresh clear glance
of those First Ages would be prompt 1n discerning the secret
relations of things, and wholly open to obey these. Schiller
:iﬁledi::ut;e OCf‘e:ﬁ“B of Venus an everlasting @sthetic truth as to
i €auty ; curious :—but he is careful not to

Insinuate that the old Greek Mvthi :
. . ythists had any notion of lec-
turing about the ¢ Philosophy of Criticism’ 1— —On the whole,

ndless_ regions.  Cannot we conceive
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Od_ln's Runes are a significant feature of him, Runes, and
the mnr?.cles O_f_'maglc' he worked by them, make a great
feature in tradition. Runes are the Scandinavian Alphabet :
suppO'SC’Odln to have been the inventor of Letters, as well as
has ever made, this of marking-down the unseen thought that
is in him by'wrltten characters. It is a kind of second speech,
almost as miraculous as the first. You remember the astonish-
ment and incredulity of Atahualpa the Peruvian King; how he
made the Spanish Soldier who was guarding him scratch Dios
on his thumb-nail, that he might try the next soldier with it, to
ascertain whether such a miracle was possible. If Odin brought
Letters among his people, he might work magic enough !
Writing by Runes has some air of being original among
the Norsemen : not a Pheenician Alphabet, but a native Scan-
dinavian one. Snorro tells us farther that Odin invented
Poetry; the music of human speech, as well as that miraculous
runic marking of it. Transport yourselves into the early child-
hood of nations; the first beautiful morning-light of our Europe,
when all yet lay in fresh young radiance as of a great sunrise,
and our Europe was first beginning to think, to be! Wonder,
hope ; infinite radiance of hope and wonder, as of a young
child's thoughts, in the hearts of these strong men! Strong
sons of Nature; and here was not only a wild Captain and
Fighter ; discerning with his wild flashing eyes what to do,
with his wild lion-heart daring and doing it; but a Poet too,
all that we mean by a Poet, Prophet, great devout Thinker and
Inventor,—as the truly Great Man ever is. A Hero is a Hero
atall points ; in the soul and thought of him first of all. This
Odin, in his rude semi-articulate way, had a word to speak.
A great heart laid open to take in this great Universe, and
man's Life here, and utter a great word about it. A Hero, as
I say, in his own rude manner; a wise, gifted, noble-hearted
man, And now, if we still admire such a man beyond all
others, what must these wild Norse souls, first awakened into
thinking, have made of him! To them, as yet without names
for it, he was noble and noblest; Hero, Prophet, God; Wuotan,
the greatest of all. Thought is Thought, howev_er it speak or
5pell itself. Intrinsically, I conjecture, this Odin must have
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t of stuff as the greatest kind of men, A
wild deep heart of him! The rough words

' e they not the rudimentaliroots of those
Eg?ir:;c:z:i’ wa: still 1)1rse? He worke:d S0, In .that obscure
element. But he was as a light kindled in it; a ‘hght of Intel-
lect, rude Nobleness of heart, the only klr_ld of lights we have
yet ; a Hero, as I say: and he had to shine there, and make

his obscure element a little lighter,—as is still the task of
us all. :

We will fancy him to be the Type Norseman ; the finest
Teuton whom that race had yet produced. The rude Norse
heart burst-up into doxnd/ess admiration round him; into ador-
ation. He is as a root of so many great things; the fruit of
him is found growing, from deep thousands of years, over the
whole field of Teutonic Life. Our own Wednesday, as I said,
is it not still Odin’s Day? Wednesbury, Wansborough, Wan-
stead, Wandsworth : Odin grew into England too, these are
still leaves from that root! He was the Chief God to all the
Teutonic Peoples ; their Pattern Norseman ;—in such way did
they admire their Pattern Norseman ; that was the fortune he
had in the world.

Thus if the man Odin himself have vanished utterly, there
1s this huge Shadow of him which still projects itself over the
whole History of his People. For this Odin once admitted to
be God, we can understand well that the whole Scandinavian
Scheme of Nature, or dim No-scheme, whatever it might be-
fore have been, would now begin to develop itself altogether
d‘ﬂ'?renﬂ)’:_ and grow thenceforth in a new manner. What this
21‘::11;]:11;? ltntq, al?d taught with his runes and his rhymes, the
s it :’l;l onic People laid to heart and carried forward. His

y ought became their way of thought :——such, under

new conditions, is _the history of every great thinker still. In
gigantic confused lineaments, like some enormous camera-ob-

:.i:tliﬁ:: :haqow thrown upwards from the dead deeps of the Past,
navianv?&mi t}le Wl}ale Northern Heaven, is not that Scandi-
Odin? T);:eo?gy S Sort 'the Portraiture of this man
legible there g; gantic mmage of 475 natural face, legible or not
Thought, I + eXpanded and confused in that manner! AD

gat, say, i1s always Thought, No great ian lives in

been of the same SO
great thought in the
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sain. The History of the world is but the Biography of great
men.

To me there is something very touching in this primeval
figure of Heroism ; in such artless, helpless, but hearty entire
reception of a Hero by his fellow-men. Never so helpless in
shape, it 1s the noblest of feelings, and a feeling in same shape
or other perennial as man himself. If I could show in any
measure, what I feel deeply for a long time now, That it is the
vital element of manhood, the soul of man's history here in our
world,—it would be the chief use of this discoursing at pre-
sent. We do not now call our great men Gods, nor admire
without limit ; ah no, wifk limit enough! But if we have
no great men, or do not admire at all,—that were a still worse
case.

This poor Scandinavian Hero-worship, that whole Norse
way of looking at the Universe, and adjusting oneself there,
has an indestructible merit for us. A rude childlike way of re-
cognis:ng the divineness of Nature, the divineness of Man; most
rude, yet heartfelt, robust, giantlike ; betokening what a giant
of a man this child would yet grow to !—It was a truth, and
~isnone, Is it not as the half-dumb stifled voice of the long-
buried generations of our own Fathers, calling out of the depths
of ages to us, in whose veins their blood still runs: ¢ This
then, this is what we made of the world : this is all the image
and notion we could form to ourselves of this great mystery
of a Life and Universe. Despise it not. You are raised high
above it, to large free scope of vision ; but you too are not yet
at the top. No, your notion too, so much enlarged, is but a
partial, imperfect one; that matter is a thing no man will ever,
in time or out of time, comprehend ; after thousands of years
of ever-new expansion, man will find hims?lf but struggling to
comprehend again a part of it : the thing 1s larger Ehan man,
not to be comprehended by him ; an Infinite thing !

The essence of the Scandinavian, as indeed qf _all Pagan
Mﬁhologies, we found to be recognitiox} of the d:v;nqness.of
Nat‘ure; sincere communion of man with the mysterious in-
Visible Powers visibly seen at work in th_e world roun.d h{m.
This, I should say, is more sincerely done in the Scandinavian
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: loey I know. Sincerity ?s the great charac.
::;Isltilél :fni};'M)'St:;eﬁr sincerity (far SUPBFIOI‘) ‘COnSIOle}Sl.uS f(?r
the total want of old Grecian grace. Sincerity, 1t ink, is
better than grace. I feel that these old Northmen were look.
g : and soul: most earnest, honest:
ing into Nature with open eye . e ,
childlike, and yet manlike; witha great- carted SInpliCity ang
depth and freshness, in a true, loving, admiring, unfeam}g way,
A right valiant, true old race of men. Such recognition of
Nature one finds to be the chief element of Paga}nsm } recog-
nition of Man, and his Moral Duty, thougl'_l this too is not
wanting, comes to be the chief elemen_t c-mly'm purer forms of
religion. Here, indeed, is a great distinction gnd epoch in
Human Beliefs; a great landmark in the religious develop-
ment of Mankind. Man first puts himself in relation with
Nature and her Powers, wonders and worships over those; not
till a later epoch does he discern that all Power is Moral, that
the grand point is the distinction for him of Good and Evil, of
Thou shalt and Thou shalt nol.

With regard to all these fabulous delineations in the Zdda,
I will remark, moreover, as indeed was already hinted, that
most probably they must have been of much newer date ; most
probably, even from the first, were comparatively idle for the
old Norsemen, and as it were a kind of Poetic sport. Allegory
and Poetic Delineation, as I said above, cannot be religious
Faith; the Faith itself must first be there, then Allegory enough
Wﬂ.} gather round it, as the fit body round its soul. The Norse
Fa{th:_l can well suppose, like other Faiths, was most active
while it lay mainly in the silent state, and had not yet much
to say about itself, still iess to sing.

Amang tl_lose shadowy Edda matters, amid all that fan-
sstccongeries:of assertions, and traditions, in their musical
Mythologies, the main practical belief a man could have was
Ij;ﬁzably not much more than this: of the Valkyrs and the
neidﬁ‘:{fgfz: in;fla*:alsn?: );lb}g,e Destiny; and that the one thing
of the Slain : a Destin ing m?f;- The- Va{@f” s
S el s en has)::. e?wra& le, which it is useless trying
e o o i T 150 be s i v

orse believer ;—as indeed it is

f
or all earnest men everywhere, for a Mahonet, a Luther, for
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, Napoleon too. It li‘es at the basis this for every such man;
+ is the woof out of which his whole system of thought is woven,

The Valkyrs; and then that these Choosers lead the brave to a
heavenly ch.ll of Odin ; only the base and slavish being thrust
elsewhither, into the realms of Hela the Death-goddess: I take
this to have been the soul of the whole Norse Belief. They
understood 1n their heart that it was indispensable to be brave ;
that Odin would have no favour for them, but despise and
thrust them out, if they were not brave. Consider too whether
there is not something in this! Itis an everlasting duty, valid
in our day as in that, the duty of being brave, Valour is still
value. The first duty for a man is still that of subduing Fear.
We must get rid of Fear; we cannot act at all till then. A
man's acts are slavish, not true but specious; his very thoughts
are false, he thinks too as a slave and coward, till he have got
Fear under his feet. Odin's creed, if we disentangle the real
kernel of it, is true to this hour, A man shall and must be
valiant : he must march forward, and quit himself like a man,
—trusting imperturbably in the appointment and c/koice of the
spper Powers ; and, on the whole, not fear at all. Now and
always, the completeness of his victory over kear will deter-

mine how much of a man he is.
It is doubtless very savage that kind of valour of the old

Northmen. Snorro tells us they thought it a shame and misery
1ot to die in battle : and if natural death seemed to be coming
on, they would cut wounds in their flesh, that Odin might re-
ceive them as warriors slain. Old kings, about to die, had
their body laid into a ship ; the ship sent forth, with sails set
and slow fire burning it ; that, once out at sea, it might blaze-
up in flame, and in such manner bury worthily the old hero,
at once in the sky and In the ocean! Wild bloody valour ;
yet valour of its kind ; better, 1 say, than none. In th_e old
Sea-kings too, what an :ndomitable rugged energy ! Silent,
with closed lips, as I fancy them, unconscious that they were
specially brave ; defying the wild ocean with its monsters, and
all men and things ;—progenitors of our own Blakes and Nel-
sons | No Homer sang these Norse Sea-kings ; but Agamems-
non’s was a small audacity, and of small fruit in the world, to
some of them ;—to Hrolf’s of Normandy, for instance | Hroll,
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or Rollo Duke of Normandy, the wild Sea-king, has a share

in governing England at this hour.
Nor was it altogether nothing, €ven that wild sea-roving

and battling, through so many generations. It needed to be
ascertained which was the strongest kind of men ; who were to
be ruler over whom. Among the Northland Sovereigns, too,
I find some who got the title Wood-cutler; Forest-felling Kings,
Much lies in that. I suppose at bottom many of them were
forest-fellers as well as fighters, though the Skalds talk mainly
of the latter,—misleading certain critics not a little ; for no
nation of men could ever live by fighting alone ; there could
not produce enough come out of that! I suppose the right
gpod ﬁghte_r was oftenest also the right good forest-feller,—the
right good improver, discerner, doer and worker in every kind ;
for true valour, different enough from ferocity, is the basis of
aJL‘ A more legitimate kind of valour that; showing itself
against the untamed Forests and dark brute Powers of Nature
:; ?m;quer I;I:;ure for us. In the same direction have not wé
eir descendants since carried it far? M
Bl oot 4 ay such valour last
hea:.tl:]:,t tl:; man Odin_, speaking with a Hero's voice and
o ::l imapno ::Exsil:?elss out of Heaven, told his People
infini alour, how man thereby b
god ; and that hi ' e ety
» his People, feeling a response to it in their
own hearts, believed this message of his, and thought it :
message out of H ; " o g
th::a-gthis _° eaven, and ?nm a Divinity for telling it
Religi;m ﬁ:f:m:htf’hme the primary seed-grain of the Norse
rigs r hich all manner of mythologies, symbolic
p ces, speculations, allegories, songs and 4
t}J.raIly M G b sta . sagas ?muld na-
Kk e R strangely ! I called it a small
ght shining and sha ‘ -
3 . Ping in the huge vortex of Norse dark-
ess. Yet the darkness itself - o
was the : . was alxve; consider that. It
cager marticulate uninstructed M;

Norse People, longing only e e
Sticalatin & Only to become articulate, to go on
_ & ever farther! The living doctri ' 5

g doctrine grows, grows ;




affinity in some Norse mythuses, of the Creation chlike,
with those of the Hindoos. The Cow Adumbla,a?‘lii::ing the
rime from the rocks,’ has a kind of Hindoo look. A Hindoo
Cow, transported into frosty countries, Probably enough ; in-
deed we may say undoubtedly, these things will have a kin-
dred with the remotest lands, with the earliest times. Thought
does not die, but only is changed. The first man that began
to think In this Planet of ours, he was the beginner of all.,
And then the second man, and the third man j—nay, every
true Thinker to this hour is a kind of Odin, teaches men /s
way of thought, spreads a shadow of his own likeness over
sections of the History of the World.

Of the distinctive poetic character or merit of this Norse
Mythology I have not room to speak ; nor does it concern us
much. Some wild Prophecies we have, as the Voluspa in the
- Elder Edda; of a rapt, earnest, sibylline sort. But they were
comparatively an idle adjunct of the matter, men who as it
were but toyed with the matter, these later Skalds; and it is
theiv songs chiefly that survive. In later centuries, I suppose,
they would go on singing, poetically symbolising, as our mo-
dern Painters paint, when it was no longer from the innermost
heart, or not from the heart at all. This is everywhere to be
well kept in mind.

- Gray's fragment’s of Norse Lore, at any rate, will give one
no notion of it —any more than Pope will of Homer. It is
o square-built gloomy palace of black ashlar marble, shrouded
in awe and horror, as Gray gives it us: no; rough as the
North rocks, as the Iceland deserts, it is; with a heartiness,
homeliness, even a tint of good humour and robust mirth In
the middle of these fearful things. The strong old Norse
heart did not go upon theatrical sublimities; they had not
time to tremble. I like much their robust simplicity ; t.he}r
d*__ldty. directness of conception. Thor *draws down his
brows' in a veritable Norse rage ; ‘grasps his hammer till the

Rles prow white! Beautiful traits of pity too, m‘honest
'« Balder *the white God’ dies ; the beautiful, bﬂl‘m;
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he is the Sungod. They

is dead. Frigga, his mot
him : nine days and niné n

try all Nature for a remedy ; but hg
her, sends Hermoder to seek or see
ights he rides through gloomy deep

; : : t the Bridge with its
alleys, a labyrinth of gloom; arrives at the
;01;);'001- : thg Keeper says, “ Yes, Balder dish pash-hanas i

Dead is down yonder, far towards the
North.” Hermoder rides on; leaps Hell-gate, Hela's gate; does
see Balder, and speak with him: Balder cannot bf’ deh_vered_
Inexorable! Hela will not, for Odin or any God, give }'nm up,
The beautiful and gentle has to remain there. His Wife
had volunteered to go with him, to die with him. They shall
forever remain there. He sends his ring to Odin; Nanna

his wife sends her thzmble to Frigga, as a remembrance—Ah
me !—

For indeed Valour is the fountain of Pity too —0f Truth,
and all that is great and good in man, The robust homely
vigour of the Norse heart attaches one much, in these delinea-
tions. Is it not a trait of right honest strength, says Uhland,
who has written a fine Zssay on Thor, that the old Norse
heart finds its friend in the Thunger-god ? That it is not
frightened away by his thunder; but finds that Summer-heat,
the beautiful noble summer, must and will have thunder withal!
The Norse heart Joves this Thor and his hammer-bolt ; sports
with him. Thor is Summer-heat ; the god of Peaceable Indus-
try as well as Thunder. He is the Peasant’s friend ; his true
henchman and attendant is Thialfi, Manwual Labour. Thor him-
self' engages in all manner of rough manual work, scorns no
business for its plebeianism ; is ever and anon travelling to the
country of the Jotuns, harrying those chaotic Frost-monsters,
§ubdu1ng them, at least straitening and damaging them. There
s a great broad humour in some of these things.

Calc'llx‘-gir’ :';::et;awébz\'e, goes to J6tun-land, to seek Hymir's
Giant el;ters his.e a Dbs IleaY g ot !.he h .
with the ver}: glani Zf h?ar a.l sEibat hoarirast soaplite, pillare
Sttt cliob A Thor, after much rough tumult,
€ rot, claps it on his head : the handles of it reach

down to his heels’ The Norse Skald : '
sport with Thor. This is the H . [—— lo?l'ng
have discovered, are e Wihanitiauibe,£TIG
» are Icebergs. Huge untutored Brobdignag
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genius,—needing only to be tamed-down : into Shakspeares,
Dantes, Goethes | It is all gone now, that old Norse work,—
Thor _the Thunder-god changed into Jack the Giant-killer : but
the m{nd that made it is here yet. How strangely things grow,
and die, and do not die! There are twigs of that great world-
tree of Norse Belief still curiously traceable, This poor Jack
of the Nursery, with his miraculous shoes of swiftness, coat of
darkness, sword of sharpness, he is one. Hynde Etin, and still
more decisively Red Etin of Ireland, in the Scottish Ballads,
these are both derived from Norseland ; £4#n is evidently a
Fotun. Nay, Shakspeare's Hamlet is a twig too of this same
world-tree; there seems no doubt of that. Hamlet, Amleth, I
find, is really a mythic personage; and his Tragedy, of the
poisoned Father, poisoned asleep by drops in his ear, and the
rest, 1s a Norse mythus! Old Saxo, as his wont was, made it
a Danish history ; Shakspeare, out of Saxo, made it what we
see. That 1s a twig of the world-tree that has grown, I think;
—Dby nature or accident that one has grown !

In fact, these old Norse songs have a #wfk in them, an
inward perennial truth and greatness,—as, indeed, all must
have that can very long preserve itself by tradition alone. It
is a greatness not of mere body and gigantic bulk, but a rude
greatness of soul. There is a sublime uncomplaining melan-
choly traceable in these old hearts. A great free glance into
the very deeps of thought. They seem to have seen, these brave
old Northmen, what Meditation has taught all men in all ages,
That this world is after all but a show,—a phenomenon or ap-
pearance, no real thing. All deep souls see into that, —the
Hindoo Mythologist, the German Philosopher, —the Shak-

speare, the earnest Thinker, wherever he may be :

« We are such stuff as Dreams are made of I

One of Thor's expeditions, to Utga.rd. (thc:: Quler Garder},
central seat of Jotun-land), 1s remarkable in this respect. Thi-
alfi was with him, and Loke. After various adventures, the_y
entered upon Giant-land ; wandered over plaix}s, wild unculti-
vated places, among stones and trees. At nightfall they no-
ticed a house ; and as the door, which indeed formed one whole

side of the house, was open, they entered. It was a simple
D
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itati ty. They stayed
+ one large hall, altogethe:}.r emp |
r::rlct:.auo;ud:l)enly in the dead of the night loud noises alarmed

them. Thor grasped his hammer; stood in the door, prepared

tor fight. His companions within ran hither and thither in

: ‘ in that rude hall ; they found
their terror, seeking some outlet 1n t '
2 little closet at last, and took refuge there. Neither had T}}or

any battle : for, lo, in the morning it turned-out that the noise

)

had been only the szoring of a certain enormous bt_lt peaceable
Giant, the Giant Skrymir, who lay peaceably sleeping near by
and this that they took for a house was merely his Gloz.,
thrown aside there; the door was the Glove-wrist ; the little
closet they had fled into was the Thumb! Such a glove ;—]
remark too that it had not fingers as ours have, but only a
thumb, and the rest undivided : a most ancient, rustic glove!
Skrymir now carried their portmanteau all day; Thor,
however, had his own suspicions, did not like the ways of Skry-
mir : determined at night to put an end to him as he slept.
Raising his hammer, he struck down into the Giant's face a
right thunderbolt blow, of force to rend rocks. The Giant
merely awoke ; rubbed his cheek, and said, Did a leaf fall?
Again Thor struck, so scon as Skrymir again slept; a better
blow than before; but the Giant only murmured, Was that a
orain of sand? Thor's third stroke was with both his hands
(the ‘knuckles white’ I suppose), and seemed to dint deep into
Skrymir's visage ; but he merely checked his snore, and re-
marked, There must be sparrows roosting in this tree, I think;
what_ i1s that they have dropt ?—At the gate of Utgard, a place
so high tl}at. you had to ‘strain your neck bending back to see
the top of it,” Skrymir went his ways. Thor and his companions
gir?r ;dmlttedg invited to take share in the games going on.
or, for his part, they handed a Drinking-horn ; it was a
common feat, they told him, to drink this dry at one draught.
Long and fiercely, three times over, Thor drank : but made
hardly any impression. He was a \\;C’lk child 31 ' lid him :
could he lift that Cat he saw there ? S‘malll A ed.
Thor with his whol : as the feat seemed,
; s whole godlike strength could not : he bent-up the
Creature’s back, could not raise its feet off h ! p !
the utmost raise one f. off the ground, could
gard people: th .OOt' Wth you are no man, said the Ut-
pie; there 1s an Old Woman that will wrectle you'




THE HERO AS DIVINITY. 35

Thor, heartily ashamed, seized this haggard Old Woman ; but
could not throw her,

And now, on their quitting Utgard, the chief J6tun, escort
ing them politely a little way, said to Thor : You are beaten
then :—yet be not so much ashamed : there was deception of
appearance in it.  That Horn you tried to drink was the Sea 3
you did make it ebb; but who could drink that, the bottom- .
less! The Cat you would have lifted,—why, that is the A77d-
gard-snake, the Great World-serpent, which, tail in mouth, girds
and keeps-up the whole created world : had you torn that up
the world must have rushed to ruin! As forthe Old Woman,
she was Zime, Old Age, Duration : with her what can wrestle ?
No man nor no god with her; gods or men, she prevails ove:
all!  And then those three strokes you struck,—look at these
eree valleys; your three strokes made these!” Thor looked
at his attendant Jotun : it was Skrymir ;—it was, say Norse
critics, the old chaotic rocky ZarZk in person, and that glove-
house was some Earth-cavern! But Skrymir had vanished ;
Utgard with its skyhigh gates, when Thor grasped his hamme
to smite them, had gone to air; only the Giant’s voice was
heard mocking : * Better come no more to Jotunheim !"—

This is of the allegoric period, as we see, and half play, not
of the prophetic and entirely devout : but as a mythus is there
not real antique Norse gold in it? More true metal, rough
from the Mimer-stithy, than in many a famed Greek Mythus
thaped far better! A great broad Brobdignag grin of true
humour is in this Skrymir; mirth resting on earnestness and
'~ sadness, as the rainbow on black tempest : only a right valiant
heart is capable of that. It is the grim humour of our own Ben
Jonson, rare old Ben : runs in the blood of us, I fancy ; for one
tatches tones of it, under a still other shape, out of the Amern

Can Backwoods. _
That is also a very striking conception that of the Aag:

narék, Consummation, or Zwilight of the Gods‘ It js in the
Viluspa Song ; seemingly a very old, pr0phet}c idea. The Gods
and J&tuns, the divine Powers and the chaotic brute ones, after

long contest and partial victory by the former, meet at last in
. Universal world-embracing wrestle and duel; World-:serl_:)ent‘
‘Zainst Thor, strength against strength; mutually extinctive |
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- 2ioht’ sinking 1 kness, swallows the createq
d ruin, ‘twilight' sinking into dark , SWi '
}ll?niverse. Theg old Universe with 1ts Gods is sunk ; but it is

not final death : there is to be a new Heaven and a new Earth;

a higher supreme God, and Justice to 1:eign AIRODE IRCR, Curi.
ous ¢ this law of mutation, which also is a law writtén In man'’s
S ast thought, had been deciphered by these old eamest
Thinkers in their rude style; and how, though all dies, and
even gods die, yet all death is buta pheenix fire-death, and new-
birth into the Greater and the Better | It is the fundamental
Law of Being for a creature made of Time, living in this Place
of Hope. All earnest men have seen into it; may still see
into it.

And now, connected with this, let us glance at the /ast
mythus of the appearance of Thor : and end there. I fancy it
to be the latest in date of all these fables ; a sorrowing protest
against the advance of Christianity, —set forth reproachfully
by some Conservative Pagan. King Olaf has been harshly
blamed for his over-zeal in introducing Christianity ; surely I
should have blamed him far more for an under-zeal in that!
He paid dear enough for it ; he died by the revolt of his Pagan
people, in battle, in the year 1033, at Stickelstad, near that
Drontheim, where the chief Cathedral of the North has now
stood for many centuries, dedicated gratefully to his memory as
Saint Olaf. The mythus about Thor is to this effect. King
Olaf, the Christian Reform King, is sailing with fit escort along
the sl?ore of Norway, from haven to haven ; dispensing justice,
or doing other royal work : on leaving a certain haven, it 1
found that a stranger, of grave eyes and aspect, red beard, of
it_atdY robust ﬁgu.re, has stept in. The courtiers address him;
hles iin;lershsurpnse b).r their pertinency and depth : at length
1S not lesl;gretn::rli];%lflgg'th pe _?tf&nger's convers_ation o
- h’e s €y sal :'zllong the beautiful sh?fe:
Olaf it is all beauti;'ul o resses ng Qlaf thus : ““ Yes, king

: _ ititul, the sun shining on it there ; green
fruitful, a right fair home for vou - g » B
Thor, many a wild fight wi - and"many a sore day hac

: ght with the rock J6tuns, before he could
m?.ke it s0. And now you seem minded | Thor
Klng Olaf’ have a care !” said iy to put ‘aWay ks
hrows ;—and when Aot = tranger, drawing-down his

gain, he was nowhere to b?
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found.—-This 1s the last appearance of Thor on the stage of
this world !

Do we not see well enough how the Fable might arise,
without unveracity on the part of any one? It is the way most
Gods have come to appear among men : thus, if in Pindar's
time ‘ Neptune was seen once at the Nemean (Games,” what
was this Neptune too but a * stranger of noble grave aspect,’—
fitto be ‘seen’ ! There is something pathetic, tragic for me
in this last voice of Paganism. Thor is vanished, the whole
Norse world has vanished; and will not return ever again. In
like fashion to that pass away the highest things. All things
that have been in this world, all things that are or will be in
it, have to vanish: we have our sad farewell to give them.

That Norse Religion, a rude but earnest, sternly impres-
sive Consecration of Valour (so we may define it), sufficed for
these old valiant Northmen. Consecration of Valour is not a
bad thing! We will take it for good, so far as it goes.
Neither is there no use in Znowing something about this old
Paganism of our Fathers. Unconsciously, and combined with
higher things, it is in »s yet, that old Faith withal! To know
it consciously, brings us into closer and clearer relation with
. the Past,—with our own poussessions in the Past. For the
whole Past, as I keep repeating, is the possession of the Pre-
sent; the Past had always something Z»we, and 1s a precious
possession. In a different time, in a different place, it 1s always
some other side of our common Human Nature that has been
developing itself. The actual True is the swm of all these;
not any one of them by itself constitutes what of Human Nature
is hitherto developed. Better to know them all than mlskpow
them. “To which of these Three Religions do you specially
- adhere?” inquires Meister of his Teacher. ““To all the Three 1"
- answers the other: ‘“To all the Three; for they by their union

- first constitute the True Religion.”
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LECTURE 1L

THE HERO AS PROPHET. MAHOMET : ISLAM.
| Friday, 8th May 1840, |

FrROM the first rude times of Paganism among the Scandina.
vians in the North, we advance to a very different epoch of
religion, among a very different people: Mahometanism among
the Arabs. A great change; what a change and progress 1s
indicated here, in the universal condition and thoughts of
men !

The Hero is not now regarded as a God among his fellow:
men ; but as one God-inspired, as a Prophet. It is the second
phasis of Hero-worship: the first or oldest, we may say, has
passed away without return; in the history of the world there
will not again be any man, never so great, whom his fellow-
men will take for a god. Nay we might rationally ask, Did
any set of human beings ever really think the man they saw
there standing beside them a god, the maker of this world ?
Perhaps not: it was usually some man they remembered, or
had seen. But neither can this any more be. The Great

Man is not recognised henceforth as a god any more.
It was a rude gross error, that of counting the Great Man

agod. Yet let us say that it is at all times difficult to know
what he is, or how to account of him and receive him! The
most significant feature in the history of an epoch is the man-
ner it has of welcoming a Great Man. Ever, to the true in-
stincts of men, there is something godlike in him. Whether
they shall take him to be a god, to be a prophet, or what they

shall take him to be? that 1s ever a grand question ; by their
Way of answering that, we shall see, as through a little window,

into the very heart of these men’s spiritual condition. For &



e 'S ON HEROEDS.
40 LECTURES O

- eat Man, as he comes from the hand of Nature,
Eozt::: t‘ii]: s(;;:e kind of thing: Odin, Lutht‘.li, ]0}:1{1501111, Bl;‘rns ;
[ hope to make it appear that these are al orl}%ma y of one
stuff : that only by the world’s reception of them, and the
shapes they assume, arc they so immeasurably diverse. The
worship of Odin astonishes us,—t0 fall prostrate betjore the
Great Man, into deliquium of love an_d wonder over him, and
feel in their hearts that he was a denizen of the skies, a god!
This was imperfect enough: but to welcome, for example, a
Burns as we did, was that what we can call perfect? The
most precious gift that Heaven can give to the Earth ; a man
of ‘genius’ as we call it ; the Soul of a Man actuall'y sent down
from the skies with a God's-message to us,—this we waste
away as an idle artificial firework, sent to amuse us a little,
and sink it into ashes, wreck and ineffectuality : suck reception
of a Great Man I do not call very perfect either! Looking
into the heart of the thing, one may perhaps call that of Burns
a still uglier phenomenon, betokening still sadder imperfections
in mankind's ways, than the Scandinavian method itself! To
fall into mere unreasoning deliguium of love and admiration,
was not good; but such unreasoning, nay irrational super-
cilious no-love at all is perhaps still worse |—It is a thing for-
ever changing, this of Hero-worship: different in each age,
difficult to do well in any age. Indeed, the heart of the whole
business of the age, one may say, is to do it well.

We have chosen Mahomet not as the most eminent Pro-
phet; but as the one we are freest to speak of, FHe is by no
means the truest of Prophets; but I do esteem him a true one.
Farther, as there is no danger of our becoming. any of us,
Mahomet I e Ry

, ans, 1 mean to say all the good of him I justly can.
2‘; 1;} ;};.itw:)i’t;o tgheet at h1hs1 'secret: let us try to understand what
TR Mo il L ;:t » what the world meant and means

4 more answerable question. Qur cur-

rent hypothesis aboyt Mahomet, that he was a scheming Im-
I;?Stsl'. cli Falsehood ipcarnat?, that his religion is a mere mass
quackery and fatuity, begins really to be now untenable to

:‘I?ii one. The lies, which well-meaning zeal has heaped round
n ulrm:dn’ fa.re disgraceful to ourselves only, When Pococke
q of Grotius, Where the proof was of that story of the
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pigeon, trair_ied to pick peas from Mahomet's ear, and pass for
an angel dictating to him? Grotius answered that there was
no proof ! It is really time to dismiss all that. The word this
man spoke has been the life-guidance now of a hundred-and.
eighty millions of men these twelve-hundred years. These
hundred-and-eighty millions were made by God as well as we.
A greater number of God's creatures believe in Mahomet's
word at this hour than in any other word whatever. Are we
to suppose that it was a miserable piece of spiritual legerde-
main, this which so many creatures of the Almighty have lived
by and died by? I, for my part, cannot form any such sup-
position. I will believe most things sooner than that. One
would be entirely at a loss what to think of this world at all,
if quackery so grew and were sanctioned here.

Alas, such theories are very lamentable. If we would at-
tain to knowledge of anything in God’s true Creation, let us
disbelieve them wholly! They are the product of an Age of
Scepticism ; they indicate the saddest spiritual paralysis, and
mere death-life of the souls of men : more godless theory, 1
think, was never promulgated in this Earth. A false man
found a religion? Why, a false man cannot build a brick
house! If he do not know and follow Z»«/y the properties of
mortar, burnt clay and what else he works in, it is no house
that he makes, but a rubbish-heap. It will not stand for
twelve centuries, to lodge a hundred-and-eighty millions ; it
will fall straightway. A man must conform himself to Nature's
laws, de verily in communion with Nature and the truth of
things, or Nature will answer him, No, not at all! Speciosities
are specious—ah me!—a Cagliostro, many Cagliostros, pro-
minent world-leaders, do prosper by their quackery, for a day.
It is like a forged bank-note ; they get it passed out of Zheir
worthless hands : others, not they, have to smart for it
Nature bursts-up in fire-flames, French Revolutions and such-
like, proclaiming with terrible veracity that forged notes are

forged. |

But of a Great Man especially, of him I will venture to
assert that it is incredible he should have been other than true.
[t seems to me the primary foundation of him, and of all that
can lie in him. this. No Mirabeau, Napoleon, Burns, Crom-
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: anything, but is first of ali in
o man adeguatc tO do |

‘;’dli't ;rnest about it; what 1 call a sincere man. I should say
I;‘icmy a deep, great, genuinc sincerity, 1S the ‘ﬁrst Fhﬁrac-
teristic c;f 2]l men in any way heroic. Not the sincerity that

calls itself sincere ; ah no, that 1s a very poor matter mdeed‘;
. us sincerity ; oftenest self-conceit

hallow braggart consci icer _
m—:nsl The Ggrcat Man's sincerity 1S of the kmc! he cannot
# I suppose, he 1s conscious

speak of, 1s not conscious of : nay,
rather of #zsincerity; for what man can walk accurately by the

law of truth for one day? No, the Great Man does not boast
himself sincere, far from that; perhaps does not ask himself if
he is so: I would say rather, his sincerity does not depend on
himself; he cannot help being sincere! The great Fact of
Existence is great to him. Fly as he will, he cannot get out
of the awful presence of this Reality. His mind 1s so made;
he is great by that, first of all. Fearful and wonderful, real as
Life, real as Death, is this Universe to him. Though all men
should forget its truth, and walk in a vain show, he cannot.
At all moments the Flame-image glares-in upon him; undeni-
able, there, there !—1 wish you to take this as my primary
definition of a Great Man. A little man may have this, it is
competent to all men that God has made : but a Great Man
cannot be without it.

Such a man is what we call an or7ginal/ man ; he comes
to us at first-hand. A messenger he, sent from the Infinite
Unknown with tidings to us. We may call him Poet, Prophet,
God ;—in one way or other, we all feel that the words he utters
are as no otPer man's words. Direct from the Inner Fact of
things ;—he lives, and has to live, in daily communion with that.
Hearsays cannot hide it from him; he is blind, homeless, miser-
z?tl:;aiilzwig tﬁearsays; #¢ glares-in upon him. Really his
i t:or wan:):)fn:(: a klnc; of ‘ revelation ;t—what we must
akabbear bt Tkt me f’t er name-? It is fror.n the heart

: mes ; he is portion of the primal reality
of things. God has made many revelati ' : t00
has not: God made- hi 1ons : but this man 00,

im, the latest and newest of all? The

‘Inspiration of the Alrmi : : Fisim
must listen before all to IEE:LY giveth Aim understanding @ W¢
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This Mahmm?t, then, we will in no wise consider as an In-
anity and Theﬁtljl‘:ﬂity. a poor conscious ambitious schemer ;
we cannot conceive him so. The rude message he delivered
was a real one withal ; an earnest confused voice from the un-
known Deep. The man's words were not false, nor his work-
ngs here below; no Inanity and Simulacrum; a fiery mass of
Life cast-up from the great bosom of Nature herself. To kindle
the world ; the world's Maker had ordered it so. Neither can
the faults, imperfections, insincerities even, of Mahomet, if such
were never so well proved against him, shake this primary fact
about him.,

On the whole, we make too much of faults ; the details of
the business hide the real centre of it. Faults? The greatest
of faults, I should say, i1s to be conscious of none. Readers of
the Bible above all, one would think, might know better. Who
is called there ‘the man according to God’s own heart’? David,
the Hebrew King, had fallen into sins enough; blackest crimes ;
there was no want of sins. And thereupon the unbelievers
sneer and ask, Is this your man according to God’s heart? The
sneer, I must say, seems to me but a shallow one. What are
faults, what are the outward details of a life ; if the inner secret
of it, the remorse, temptations, true, often-baftled, never-ended
struggle of it, be forgotten ? ‘It is not in man that walketh to
direct his steps.’ Of all acts, is not, for a man, repentance the
most divine? The deadliest sin, I say, were that same super-
cilious consciousness of no sin ;—that is death ; the heart so
conscious is divorced from sincerity, humility and fact; 1s dead :
it is ‘pure’ as dead dry sand is pure. David’s life and history,
as written for us in those Psalms of his, I consider to be the
truest emblem ever given of a man's moral progress a_.nd_ war-
are here below. All earnest souls will ever discern n it the
faithful struggle of an earnest human soul towards what is g_ood
and best. Struggle often baffled, sore baffled, down as into
entire wreck ; yet a struggle never ended ; ever, with tears,
repentance, true unconquerable purpose, begun anew. FPoor
human nature! Is not a man’s walking, In truth, alway§ th*}t :
‘a succession of falls'? Man can do no other. In this wild

element of a Life, he has to struggle onwards; now fallen,
deep-abased : and ever, with tears, repentance, with bleeding
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heart. he has to rise again, struggle again still onwards. That

- ' nconquerable one : that is the ques.
his straggle d¢ a fa\;zﬂ;fl:iﬁl put-:llp ith sy S ARt P e

' e. Details by themselves will never teach us
?l:ﬁtoift lits:W efebz;leve we misestimate Mahomet's faults even as
faults : but the secret of him will _never be got by t_iwellmg
there. We will leave all this behind us; and assuring our-
selves that he did mean some true thing, ask candidly what it

was or might be.

These Arabs Mahomet was born among are certainly a
notable people. Their country itself 1s notable ; the fit habi.
tation for such a race. Savage inaccessible rock-mountains,
great grim deserts, alternating with beautiful strips of verdure:
wherever water is, there is greenness, beauty ; odoriferous balm-
shrubs, date-trees, frankincense-trees. Consider that wide waste
horizon of sand, empty, silent, like a sand-sea, dividing habit-
able place from habitable. You are all alone there, left alone
with the Universe ; by day a fierce sun blazing down on it with
intolerable radiance ; by night the great deep Heaven with its
stars. Such a country is fit for a swift-handed, deep-hearted
race of men. There is something most agile, active, and yet
most meditative, enthusiastic in the Arab character. The Per-
sians are called the French of the East : we will call the Arabs
Oriental Italians. A gifted noble people; a people of wild
strong feelings, and of iron restraint over these : the character-
istic of noblemint_:ledness, of genius. The wild Bedouin welcomes
the stranger to his tent, as one having right to all that is there;
were 1t _hls worst enemy, he -Will slay his foal to treat him, will
?aejt:l'e hlm‘mth sacred hospitality for three days, will set him
Ity on his way ;—and then, by another law as sacred, kill him
if he can. In words too, as in actio

cious people, taciturn rather : but eloquent, gifted when they
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the merchandising was done, Poets sang for prizes :(—the wild
people gathered to hear that.

One Jewish qgaﬁty these Arabs manifest ; the outcome of
many or of all high qualities: what we may call religiosity.
F ram'of old they had been zealous worshippers, according to
their light. They worshipped the stars, as Sabeans; worshipped
many natural objects,—recognised them as symbols, immediate
manifestations, of the Maker of Nature. It was wrong; and
yet not wholly wrong. All God's works are still in a sense
sym})ols of God. Do we not, as I urged, still account it a
merit to recognise a certain inexhaustible significance, ¢ poetic
beauty’ as we name it, in all natural objects whatsoever? A
man is a poet, and honoured, for doing that, and speaking or
singing it,—a kind of diluted worship. They had many Pro-
phets, these Arabs ; Teachers each to his tribe, each according
to the light he had. But indeed, have we not from of old the
noblest of proofs, still palpable to every one of us, of what
devoutness and noblemindedness had dwelt in these rustic
thoughtful peoples? Biblical critics seem agreed that our own
Book of Fob was written in that region of the world. I callthat,
apart from all theories about it, one of the grandest things ever
written with pen. One feels, indeed, as if it were not Hebrew ;
such a noble universality, different from noble patriotism or
sectarianism, reigns in it. A noble Book ; all men’s Book ! It
is our first, oldest statement of the never-ending Problem,—
man’'s destiny, and God's ways with him here in this earth.
And all in such free flowing outlines ; grand in its sincerity, in
its simplicity; in its epic melody, and repose of reconcilement.
There is the seeing eye, the mildly understanding heart. 5o
true everyway; true eyesight and vision for all things; material
things no less than spiritual : the Horse,— hast thou clothed
his neck with zhunder #—he ‘laughs at the shaking of the
spear ' Such living likenesses were never since drawn. Sub-
lime sorrow, sublime reconciliation ; oldest choral melody as

of the heart of mankind ;—so soft, and great ; as the summer

midnight, as the world with its seas and stars | There is no-
thing written, I think, in the Bible or out of it, of equal literary

merit;'-—" . ,
To the idolatrous Arabs one of the most ancient universal
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' ) ill kept in the build-
| was that Black Stong, Stl'll _ |
?l?ée‘t::;sllgg T:(:;tl:;i 1t Mecca. Diodorus Siculus mentions this

Caabah in a way not to be nistaken, as the oldest, most hon.

oured temple in his time ; that is, some half-century before our

Era. Silvestre de Sacy says there is some likelihood that the

' lite. In that case, some man might se¢
Black Stone 1s an a€ro s |
.+ fall out of Heaven! It stands now be%ld_e the We zem,
the Caabah is built over both. A .\Vell. is in all places a beau-
tiful affecting object, gushing out like hfe from the_ h.ard earth;
__otill more so in those hot dry countries, “there it 1s the first
condition of being. The Well Zemzem has its name from the
bubbling sound of the waters, gem-zem ; they th_mk it is the
Well which Hagar found with her little Ishmael in the wilder-
ness : the aerolite and it have been sacred now, and had a
Caabah over them, for thousands of years. A curious object,
that Caabah! There it stands at this hour, in the black cloth-
covering the Sultan sends it yearly ; ‘twenty-seven cubits high ;'
with circuit, with double circuit of pillars, with festoon-rows of
lamps and quaint ornaments : the lamps will be lighted again
this night,—to glitter again under the stars. An authentic
fragment of the oldest Past. It is the K¢b/ak of all Moslem :
from Delhi all onwards to Morocco, the eyes of innumerable
praying men are turned towards #Z five times, this day and
all days: one of the notablest centres in the Habitation of
Men.

It had been from the sacredness attached to this Caabah
Stone and Hagar’s Well, from the pilgrimings of all tribes of
Arabs thither, that Mecca took its rise as a Town. A great
town once, though much decayed now. It has no natyral ad-
Eauntage fo;.a. town; stands in a sandy hollow amid bare barren
havse' 2: laae Iii;ance f;om the sea ; its provisions, its very bread,
R e psimmany-plgrimaduedad: lotigings
e s g day St Mk dlast - boeost
also met : wh . € first day pilgrims meet, merchants have

+ where men see themselves assembled for one object.
they find that they can accomplish other obj :
jects which depend

?& (linte]:tinﬁ t_ogether. Me.cca became the Fair of all Arabia.
ereby indeed the chief staple and warehouse of whatever

Com
merce there was hetween the Indian and the Western coun
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tries, Syria, Egypt, even Italy. It had at one time a popula-
tion of 100,000 ; buyers, forwarders of those Eastern and
Western products ; importers for their own behoof of provisions
and corn. The government was a kind of irregular aristocratic
republic, not without a touch of theocracy, Ten Men of a chief
tribe, chosen i1n some rough way, were Governors of Mecca,
and Keepers of the Caabah. The Koreish were the chief tribe
in Mahomet's time; his own family was of that tribe. The
rest of the Nation, fractioned and cut-asunder by deserts, lived
ander similar rude patriarchal governments by one or several :
herdsmen, carriers, traders, generally robbers too; being oftenest
at war one with another, or with all : held together by no open
bond, if it were not this meeting at the Caabah, where all forms
of Arab Idolatry assembled in common adoration ;—held mainly
by the i#ward indissoluble bond of a common blood and lan-
suage. In this way had the Arabs lived for long ages, un-
noticed by the world ; a people of great qualities, unconsciously
waiting for the day when they should become notable to all
the world. Their Idolatries appear to have been in a tottering
state : much was getting into confusion and fermentation among
them. Obscure tidings of the most important Event ever tran-
sacted in this world, the Life and Death of the Divine Man in
Judea, at once the symptom and cause of immeasurable change
to all people in the world. had in the course of centuries reached
into Arabia too: and couird not but, of itself, have produced

fermentation there.

It was among this Arab people, so circumstanced, in the
year 570 of our Era, that the man Mahomet was born. ¥-Ie
was of the family of Hashem, of the Koreish tribe as we said;
though poor, connected with the chief persons of his country.
Almost at his birth he lost his Father ; at the age of six years
his Mother too, a woman noted for her beauty, her worth and
sense : he fell to the charge of his Grandfather, an old man,
a hundred years old. A good old man: Mahomet's Fathe‘r,
Abdallah, had been his youngest favourite son. He saw In
Mahomet, with his old life-worn €ye€s, a century old, the lost
Abdallah come back again, all that was left of Abdallah., He
loved the little orphan Boy greatly ; used to sa2v, They mus!



recious than he. .'
ﬁ ::T:wl; years old, he left him in charge to Abu Thaleb the

eldest of the Uncles, as ‘
By this Uncle, a just and ration

Mahomet was brought-up in the best Arab way

Mahomet, as he grew up, a_ccqmpanicd his Uncle on trad.
ing journeys and suchlike; in his eighteenth year one ‘:;:ds him
a fighter following his Uncle in war, But perhaps the most
significant of all his journeys 1S one W¢ find noted as of some
years’ earlier date : a journey 1o the Fairs of Syria. The young
man here first came in contact with a quite foreign world,—
with one foreign element of endless moment to him: t.he_ Chris.
tian Religion. I know not what to make of that ‘ Sergius, the
Nestorian Monk,” whom Abu Thaleb and he are said to have
lodged with ; or how much any monk could have taught one
still so young. Probably enough it is greatly exaggerated, this
of the Nestorian Monk. Mahomet was only fourteen ; had no
language but his own : much in Syria must have been a strange
unintelligible whirlpool to him. But the eyes of the lad were
open ; glimpses of many things would doubtless be taken-in, and
lie very enigmatic as yet, which were to ripen in a strange way
into views, into beliefs and insights one day. These journeysto
Syria were probably the beginning of much to Mahomet.

One other circumstance we must not forget : that he had
no school-learning ; of the thing we call school-learning none at
all. The art of writing was but just introduced into Arabia ; it
seems to be the true opinion that Mahomet never could write !
Life in the Desert, with its experiences, was all his education.
What of this infinite Universe he, from his dim place, with his
own eyes and thoughts, could take in, so much and no more of
!1:1 W:-:o h';otookskm% Curious, if we will reflect on it, this of hav-
hega.r of by un‘c xcept by what he could see for himself, or
e g couleldmnkn rumour of speech in the obscure Arabian

ow nothing. The wisdom that had been
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deep down in the bosom of the Wilderness;
—alone with Nature and his own Thouzl:is.m RAFR SR

But, from an early age, he had been remarked as a thought-
ful man. His companions named him * 4/ Amin, The Faith-
ful.’ A man of truth and fidelity ; true in what he did, in what
he spake and thought. They noted that /e always meant some-
thing. A man rather taciturn in speech; silent when there
was nothing to be said ; but pertinent, wise, sincere, when he
{id speak ; always throwing light on the matter, This is the
anly sort of speech weorth speaking! Through life we find him
to have been regarded as an altogether solid, brotherly, genuine
man. A seriors, sincere character ; yet amiable, cordial, com-
panionable, jocose even ;—a good laugh in him withal : there
are men whose laugh is as untrue as anything about them ; who
cannot laugh. One hears of Mahomet's beauty : his fine saga-
cious honest face, brown florid complexion, beaming black eyes;
—I somehow like too that vein on the brow, which swelled-up
black when he was in anger: like the ‘ Aorse-shoe vein’ in Scott's
Redgauntlet. 1t was a kind of feature in the Hashem family,
this black swelling vein in the brow; Mahomet had it prominent,
as would appear. A spontaneous, passionate, yet just, true-
meaning man ! Full of wild faculty, fire and light ; of wild
worth, all uncultured ; working out his life-task in the depths
of the Desert there,

How he was placed with Kadijah, a rich Widow, as her
Steward, and travelled in her business, again to the Fairs of
Syria ; how he managed all, as one can well understand, with
fidelity, adroitness ; how her gratitude, her regard for him grew :
the story of their marnage is altogether a graceful intelligible
one, as told us by the Arab authors. He was lwenty:ﬁve; she
forty, though still beautiful. He seems to have lived in a most
affectionate, peaceable, wholesome way with this wedded bene-
factress ;: loving her truly, and her alone. It goes greatly against
the impostor theory, the fact that he lived in this entirely un-
exceptionable, entirely quiet and commonplace way, till the
heat of his years was done. He was forty before he talked of
any mission from Heaven. All his irregularities, real and sup
posed, date from after his fiftieth year, when the good Kadijah

died.  All his ‘ambition,’ seemingly, had been, hitherto, to
k.
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« fame,’ the mere good opinion of neigh.
2d been sufficient hitherto. Not till he
he prurient heat of his life all burnt

out, and peace growing to be the chief thitt:‘g' th{‘s wc:irli (iO}lld
sivé him, di 1 he start on the * career of ambition; anhéd elying
all his past character and existence, set-up as a wretc | emE:ty
charlatan to acquire what he could now no longer enjoy! For
my share, I have no f2ith whatever in that. _ | '
Ah no: this deep-hearted Son of the Wilderness, with his
beaming black eyes and open social deep soul, had other thoughts
in him than ambition. A silent great soul : he was one of those
who cannot &% be in earnest ; whom Nature herself has ap-
pointed to be sincere. While others walk _in formulas and
hearsays, contented enough to dwell there, this man could not
screen himself in formulas ; he was alone with his own soul
and the reality of things. The great Mystery of Existence, as
I said, glared-in upon him, with its terrors, with its splendours;
no hearsays could hide that unspeakable fact, “ Here am 1"
Such sincerity, as we named it, has in very truth something of
divine. The word of such a man 1s a Voice direct from Na.
ture’s own Heart. Men do and must listen to that as to no-
thing else ;—all else is wind in comparison. From of old, a
thousand thoughts, in his pilgrimings and wanderings, had been
in this man : What am I1? What 7s this unfathomable Thing
I live in, which men name Universe? What is Life : what is
D?ath? What am I to believe? What am I to do? The
grim rocks of Mount Hara, of Mount Sinai, the stern sandy
sohtude§ answered not. The great Heaven rolling silent over
head, with its blue-glancing stars, answered not. There was
3:;?;2;; E:; f;a:;ss;wnlsoul' and what of God’s inspiration
) er
0 t{:olsh?:e tz:ng l?hid:l all men have to asl:c themsclvesE which
of infinite as » and answer. This wild man felt it to be
Sdatbld -4 moment ; all other things of no moment whatever i
tmdl;z?;ioz} ;I'hc jargon of argumentative Greek Sects, vaguc
ews, the stupid routine of Arab Idolatry : there
Was no answer in these. A Hero, as ] o
distinction, which indeed w P Bl e gy e
and Omega of his whole Heerm[a)' call first and last, the Alpha
oism, That he looks through the
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live an honest life ;‘ his
bours that knew'th, h
was already getting old, 1
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shows of things into #ings. Use and wont, respectable hear-
5aY) resfpeqable {ormula: all these are good, or are not good.
There i1s something behind and beyond all these, whicgh all
these must correspond with, be the image of, or they are—
Jdolatries; * bits of black wood pretending to be God ;' to the
e§m35t 50‘-_’1 a mockery and abomination. Idolatries never so
gilded, waited on by heads of the Koreish, will do nothing for
this man. ThO}lgh all men walk by them, what good is it ?
The great Reality stands glaring there upon Zzm. He there
has to answer it, or perish miserably. Now, even now, or else
through all Eternity never! Answer it: #ox must find an
answer.—Ambition? What could all Arabia do for this man:
with the crown of Greek Heraclius, of Persian Chesroes, and
all crowns in the Earth;—what could they all do for him? It
was not of the Earth he wanted to hear tell; it was of the
Heaven above and of the Hell beneath. All crowns and sove-
reignties whatsoever, where would Zkey in a few brief years be?
To be Sheik of Mecca or Arabia, and have a bit of gilt wood
put into your hand,—will that be one's salvation ? I decidedly
think, not, We will leave it altogether, this impostor hypo-
thesis, as not credible ; not very tolerable even, worthy chiefly
of dismissal by us,

Mahomet had been wont to retire yearly, during the month
Ramadhan, into solitude and silence ; as indeed was the Arab
custom ; a praiseworthy custom, which such a man, above all,
would find natural and useful. Communing with his own heart,
in the silence of the mountains; himself silent; open to the
‘small still voices @ it was a right natural custom ! Mahomet
was in his fortieth year, when having withdrawn to a cavern
in Mount Hara, near Mecca, during this Ramadhan, to pass
the month in prayer, and meditation on those great questions,
he one day told his wife Kadijah, who with his household was
with him or near him this year, That by the unspeakable special

favour of Heaven he had now found it all out; was in doubt
and darkness no longer, but saw it all. That all these Idols
and Formulas were nothing, miserable bits of wood ; that there
was One God 1n and over a_u; and we must leave all IdO].S,

and look to Him. That God is great; and that there is no-
thing else great! He is the Reality. Wooden Idols are not
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: . _ He made us at first, sustains us yet; we
;,:::11 II.':L].ll-lt‘irlil:r:g:ﬁz:lre but the shadow of Him ; a transitory gar-
ment veiling the Eternal Splendour. ‘Allah aééa{', God is
great ;'—and then also * Zs/am,” That we must submit to G::)d_
That our whole strength lies in resigned submission to Him,
whatsoever He do to us. For this world, and for the other !
The thing He sends to us, were it death and worse than death,
shall be good, shall be best ; we resign ourselves to God.—*If
this be Zslam,’ says Goethe, ‘do we not all live i Zs/am ?
Yes, all of us that have any moral life ; we all live so. It has
ever been held the highest wisdom for a man not merely to
submit to Necessity,—Necessity will make him submit,—but
to know and believe well that the stern thing which Necessity
had ordered was the wisest, the best, the thing wanted there,
To cease his frantic pretension of scanning this great God’s-
World in his small fraction of a brain; to know that it Aad
verily, though deep beyond his soundings, a Just Law, that the
soul of it was Good ;—that his partin it was to conform to the
Law of the Whole, and in devout silence follow that ; not
questioning it, obeying it as unquestionable.

I say, this is yet the only true morality known. A man is
right and invincible, virtuous and on the road towards sure
conquest, precisely while he joins himself to the great deep
Law of the World, in spite of all superficial laws, temporary
appearances, profit-and-loss calculations; he is victorious while
hc; cooperates with that great central Law, not victorious other-
wise :—and surely his first chance of codperating with it, or
getting into the course of it, is to know with his whole soul
that it zs _that it is good, and alone good! This is the soul
of Islam ; it is properly the soul of Christianity ;—for Islam is
definable as a confused form of Christianity ; had Christianity
not been, neither had it been, Christianity also commands us,
b?fore all, to be resigned to God, We are to take no counsel
with ﬂ?Sh"and"bl‘:’Od; give ear to no vain cavils, vain sorrows
and wishes : to know that we know nothing ; that the worst

xd cruelest to our eyes is not what it seems ; that we have
receive whatsoever befalls us as sent from God above, and

say, It is good and wise, God is
: Lid great! “Though He slay
e yet will T trust in Him.” Islam means in its \gvay Denial
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of Self, Annihilation of Self. This is yet the highest Wisdom

that Heaven has revealed to our Earth.

S_uch'hght had come, as it could, to illuminate the darkness
of this wild Arab soul. A confused dazzling splendour as of
life and Heaven, in the great darkness which threatened to be
death : he called it revelation and the angel Gabriel :—who of
us yet can know what to call it? It is the inspiration of the
Almighty tnat giveth us understanding. To Anow ,; to get
into the truth of anything, is ever a mystic act,—of which the
best Logics can but babble on the surface. *Is not Belief the
true god-announcing Miracle ?’ says Novalis.—That Mahomet's
whole soul, set in flame with this grand Truth vouchsafed him,
should feel as if it were important and the only important
thing, was very natural. That Providence had unspeakably
honoured /4im by revealing it, saving him from death and dark-
ness ; that he therefore was bound to make known the same
to all creatures : this is what was meant by * Mahomet is the
Prophet of God ;' this too is not without its true meaning.—

The good Kadijah, we can fancy, listened to him with won-
der, with doubt : at length she answered : Yes, it was #»ue this
that he said. One can fancy too the boundless gratitude of
Mahomet ; and how of all the kindnesses she had done him,
this of believing the earnest struggling word he now spoke was
the greatest, ‘It is certain,” says Novalis, ‘my Conviction
gains infinitely, the moment another soul will believe in it.’
[t is a boundless favour.—He never forgot this good Kadijah.
Long afterwards, Ayesha his young favourite wife, a woman
who indeed distinguished herself among the Moslem, by all
manner of qualities, through her whole long life; this young
brilliant Ayesha was, one day, questioning him: * Now am
not I better than Kadijah? She was a widow ; old, and had
lost her looks : you love me better than you did her ?"—* No,
by Allah!” answered Mahomet : ‘ No, by Allah ! She believed
in me when none else would believe. In the whole world I
had but one friend, and she was that I"—Seid, his Slave, also
believed in him: these with his young Cousin Ali, Abu Thaleb's

son, were his first converts. |
He spoke of his Doctrine to this man and that ; but the

most treated it with ridicule, with indifference ; in three years,



54 [ ECTURES ON HEROES.

: ' hirteen followers. His progress
sy 1Y zzztfragement to go on, was altogether
ement that such a man in such a case meets,
%e:s:;l:iﬁriears of small success, he invited forty of his
chief kindred to an entertainment; and there stood-up and
told them what his pretension was : t‘hat he had this thlng to
promulgate abroad to all men : that it was the h{ghe.st thing,
the one thing : which of them would secox?d him in that?
Amid the doubt and silence of all, young Ali, as yet a lad of
sixteen, impatient of the silence, started-up, and exclaimed in
passionate fierce language, That he would! The assembly,
among whom was Abu Thaleb, Ali's Father, could not be un-
friendly to Mahomet ; yet the sight there, of one unlettered
elderly man, with a lad of sixteen, deciding on such an enter-
prise against all mankind, appeared ridiculous to them ; the
assembly broke-up in laughter. Nevertheless 1t proved not a
laughable thing ; it was a very serious thing! As for this
young Ali, one cannot but like him. A noble-minded creature,
as he shows himself, now and always afterwards ; full of affec-
tion, of fiery daring. Something chivalrous in him ; brave as
a lion ; yet with a grace, a truth and affection worthy of Chris-
tian knighthood. He died by assassination in the Mosque at
Bagdad ; a death occasioned by his own generous fairness,
confidence in the fairness of others: he said, If the wound
Prm:red not unto death, they must pardon the Assassin; but if
it did, then they must slay him straightway, that so they two
In the same hour might appear before God, and see which side
of that quarrel was the just one !

Mahomet natura!ly gave offence to the Koreish, Keepers
of the Caabah, superintendents of the Idols. One or two men

of inﬁuence: had joined him : the thing spread slowly, but it
was spreading. Naturally he gave offence to everybody: Who
s this that pretends to be wiser than we all ; that rebukes us

all, 3.5 mere fools anfi worshippers of wood! Abu Thaleb the
fl?:t _ Ilj)l‘llffle Sp.oke with h_im : Could he not be silent about all
s ;:hiefxeve it all for hlm.self, and not trouble others, anger
Mahomi : men, endanger himself and them all, talking of it?
s o answ;red: If the Sun stood on his right hand and

oon on his left, ordering him to hold hie peace, he could

was slow enough. His €
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ot obey ! No: there was something in this Truth he had got
which was of Nature herself; equal in rank to Sun, or Moon,
or whatsoever thing Nature had made. It would speak itself
there, so long as the Almighty allowed it, in spite of Sun and
Moon, and all Koreish and all men and things. It must do
that, and could do no other. Mahomet answered so; and,
they say, ‘burst into tears.” Burst into tears: he felt that Abu
Thaleb was good to him; that the task he had got was no soit,
but a stern and great one,

He went on speaking to who would listen to him; publish-
ing his Doctrine among the pilgrims as they came to Mecca ;
osaining adherents in this place and that. Continual contradic-
tion, hatred, open or secret danger attended him. His power-
ful relations protected Mahomet himself; but by and by, on
his own advice, all his adherents had to quit Mecca, and seek
refuge in Abyssinia over the sea. The Koreish grew ever
angrier ; laid plots, and swore oaths among them, to put Ma-
homet to death with their own hands. Abu Thaleb was dead,
the good Kadijah was dead. ~Mahomet is not solicitous of
sympathy from us ; but his outlook at this time was one of the
dismalest. He had to hide in caverns, escape in disguise ;
fly hither and thither ; homeless, in continual peril of his life.
More than once it seemed all-over with him ; more than once
it turned on a straw, some rider's horse taking fright or the
like, whether Mahomet and his Doctrine had not ended thers,
and not been heard of at all. But it was not to end so.

In the thirteenth year of his mission, finding his encmies
all banded against him, forty sworn men, ORE out of every
tribe, waiting to take his life, and no continuance possible at
Mecca for him any longer, Mahomet fled to the place then
called Yathreb, where he had gained some adherents ; the place
they now call Medina, or ° Medinat al Nabi, the City of the
Prophet,” from that circumstance. It lay some 200 ml-IES off,
through rocks and deserts : not without great difficulty, 1n such
mood as we may fancy, he escaped thither, and found welcome.
The whole East dates its era from this Flight, Hegira as they
name it : the Year r of this Hegira is 622 of our Era, the

fifty-third of Mahomet's life. He was now bec:m_ning an old
man : his friends sinking round him one by one| his path deso
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d laid to heart, 1 should say a })ettt':_r kind than
e Syrian Sects, with their vain janglings
d Homoousion, the head full of worthless
doige; thesheart-emptyand dead | The truth-of it 38 embedded
in portentous €rror and falsehood; but the truth of it makes it
be believed, not the falsehood : it succeeded by its truth. A
bastard kind of Christianity, but a living kind ; with a heart-
life in it : not dead, chopping barren logic merely ! 01_1t of all
that rubbish of Arab idolatries, argumentative theologies, tra-
ditions, subtleties, rumours and hypotheses of Greeks and Jews,
with their idle wiredrawings, this wild man of the Desert, with
his wild sincere heart, earnest as death and life, with his great
fashing natural eyesight, had seen into the kernel of the mat-
ter. Idolatry is nothing : these Wooden Idols of yours, ‘ye
rub them with oil and wax, and the flies stick on them, —these
are wood, I tell you! They can do nothing for you; they are
an impotent blasphemous pretence; a horror and abomination,
if ye knew them. God alone is; God alone has power; He
made us, He can kill us and keep us alive : ‘ Allak akbar,
God is great,’ Understand that His will is the best for you;
that howsoever scre to flesh-and-blood, you will find it the
wisest, best : you are bound to take it so; in this world and
in the next, you have no other thing that you can do !

And now if the wild idolatrous men did believe this, and
with their fiery hearts lay hold of it to do it, in what form so-
ever it came to them, I say it was well worthy of being believed.
[n one form-or the other, I say it is still the one thing worthy
of bemg beheve_d by all men. Man does hereby become the
high-priest of this Temple of a World. He is in harmony with
the Decrees -?f the Author of this World ; cosperating with them,
not vainly withstanding them : I know, to this day, no better
definition of Duty than that same. All that is sie/Z includes
itselfin this of codperating wi g
itse of cooperating with the real Tendency of the World:
you succeed by this (the World's Tendency will succeed), you

was believed an
that of those miserabl

» vain logical jangle, then or before '
. " ’ or at any time,
may Jangle itself out, and go whither and how it likes :ythis 1S

tI]:’eittﬁTg it all Struggles to mean, if it would mean anything.
not succeed in meaning this, it means nothing. No!
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that Abstractions, logical Propositions, be correctly worded or
incorrectly; but that living concrete Sons of Adam do lay this
to heart: that is the important point. Islam devoured all these
cain jangling Sects; and I think had right to do so. It was
a Reality, direct from the great Heart of Nature once more.
Arab idolatries, Syrian formulas, whatsoever was not equally

real, had to go up in flame,—mere dead Juel, in various senses,
for this which was fire,

It was during these wild warfarings and strugglings, espe-
cially after the Flight to Mecca, that Mahomet dictated at in-
tervals his Sacred Book, which they name Koran, or Reading,
“Thing to be read.” This is the Work he and his disciples
made so much of, asking all the world, Is not that a miracle ?
The Mahometans regard their Koran with a reverence which
few Christians pay even to their Bible. It is admitted every-
where as the standard of all law and all practice; the thing
to be gone-upon in speculation and life : the message sent
direct out of Heaven, which this Earth has to conform to, and
walk by; the thing to be read. Their Judges decide by it;
all Moslem are bound to study it, seek in it for the light of
their life. They have mosques where it is all read daily; thirty
relays of priests take it up in succession, get through the whole
each day. There, for twelve-hundred years, has the voice of
this Book, at all moments, kept sounding through the ears and
the hearts of so many men. We hear of Mahometan Doctors
that had read it seventy-thousand times !

Very curious : if one sought for *discrepancies of national
taste,” here surely were the most eminent instance of that! We
also can read the Koran: our Translation of it, by Sale, 1S
known to be a very fair one. I must say, it is as toilsome
reading as I ever undertook. A wearisome confused jumbie,
crude, incondite : endless iterations, long-windedness, entan-
glement : most crude, incondite ;—insupportable stupidity, in
short! Nothing but a sense of duty could carry any European
through the Koran. We read in it, as we might in the State-
Paper Office, unreadable masses of lumber, that p?rhaps we
may get some glimpses of a remarkablc man. It is true we
hava it under disadvantages : the Arabs see more method in
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it than we. Mahomet's followers found the Koran lying au in
fractions, as it had been written-down at first promulgation ;
much of it, they say, on shoulder-blades of mutton, flung pell-
el into a chest: and they published it, without any discover-
able order as to time or otherwise ;—merely trying, as would
seem, and this not very strictly, to put the !ongest chapters
first. The real beginning of it, in that way, lies almost a_t the
end : for the earliest portions were the shortest. Read in its
historical sequence it perhaps would not be so bad. . Much of
it, too, they say, is rhythmic ; a kind of wild chanting song,
in the original. This may be a great point; much perhaps
has been lost in the Translation here. Yet with every allow-
ance, one feels it difficult to see how any mortal ever could
consider this Koran as a Book written in Heaven, too good
for the Earth ; as a well-written book, or indeed as a dook at
all; and not a bewildered rhapsody; wr»iffen, so far as writing
goes, as badly as almost any book ever was! So much for
national discrepancies, and the standard of taste.

Yet I should say, it was not unintelligible how the Arabs
might so love it. When once you get this confused coil of a
Koran fairly off your hands, and have it behind you at a dist-
ance, the essential type of it begins to disclose itself ; and in
this there is a merit quite other than the literary one, If a
book come from the heart, it will contrive to reach other hearts:
all art and authorcraft are of small amount to that. One would
say the I_Jrimary character of the Koran is this of its genuine-
ness, of its being a bona-fide book. Prideaux, I know, and
others have represented it as a mere bundle of juggleries ;
Chapter' after_ chapter got-up to excuse and varnish the author's
successive  sins, for}vard his ambitions and quackeries: but
reall_y 1t 1s time _to dismiss all that, I do not assert Mahomet's
‘13°ﬂt1n“31 Slncent)_r: who is continually sincere ? But I confess

can make nothing of the critic, in these times, who would

accuse him of deceit prepense ; of conscious deceit generally,
or pex:haps at all ;—still more, of living in a mere element of
conuslfilous deceit, and writing this Koran as a forger and juggler
;c;m l;ave 1?::-me:“l Every ca.ndld. eye, 1 think, will read the

f far otherwise than so. It is the confused ferment of a
great rude human soul ; rude, untutored, that cannot even read .
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but fervent, earnest, struggling vehemently to utter itself in
words. With a kind of breathless intensity he strives to utter
himself ; the thoughts crowd on him pellmell : for very multi-
tude of things to say, he can get nothing said. The meaning
that is in him shapes itself into no form of composition, is
stated in no sequence, method, or coherence ,—they are not
shaped at all, these thoughts of his; flung-out unshaped, as
they struggle and tumble there, in their chaotic inarticulate
state. We said ‘stupid ' yet natural stupidity is by no means
the character of Mahomet's Book ; it is natural uncultivation
rather. 'The man has not studied speaking ; in the haste and
pressure of continual fighting, has not time to mature himself
into fit speech. The panting breathless haste and vehemence
of a man struggling in the thick of battle for life and salvation;
this is the mood he is in! A headlong haste ; for very magni-
tude of meaning, he cannot get himself articulated into words.
The successive utterances of a soul in that mood, coloured by
the various vicissitudes of three-and-twenty years; now well
uttered, now worse : this 1s the Koran.

For we are to consider Mahomet, through these three-and-
twenty years, as the centre of a world wholly in conflict. Battles
with the Kornish and Heathen, quarrels among his own people,
backslidings of his own wild heart ; all this kept him in a per-
petual whirl, his soul knowing rest no more. In wakeful nights,
as one may fancy, the wild soul of the man, tossing amid these
vortices, would hail any light of a decision for them as a veri-
table light from Heaven ; azy making-up of his mind, so blessed,
Indispensable for him there, would seem the inspiration of a
Gabriel. Forger and juggler? No, no! This great fiery heart,
seething, simmering like a great furnace of thoughts, was not
a juggler's. His life was a Fact to him ; this God’s Universe
an awful Fact and Reality. He has faults enough. The man
was an uncultured semi-barbarous Son of Nature, much of the
Bedouin still clinging to him : we must take him for that. But
for a wretched Simulacrum, a hungry Impostor without eyes
or heart, practising for a mess of pottage such blasphemous
swindlery, forgery of celestial documents, continual high-treason

against his Maker and Self, we will not and cannot take him,
Sincerity, in all senses, seems to me the merit of the Koran;
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what had rendered it precious o the wild A_.rab men. It is,
after all, the first and last merit in a book ; gives 1se L0 mernts
of all kin'ds,-—-nay. at bottom, 1t alom:: can give rise to merit g]
any kind. ~ Curiously, through Fhese 1pcoqd1tc masses of traql.
tion, vituperation, complaint, ejaculation in the Koran, a veir
of true direct insight, of what we might alr?wst call poetry, is
found straggling. The body of the Book 1s maqe-up of mere
tradition, and as it were vehement enthusiastic extempore
preaching. He returns forever to the old stories of the Pro.
phets as they went current in the Arab memory : how Prophet
after Prophet, the Prophet Abraham, the Prophet Hud, the
Prophet Moses, Christian and other real and fabulous Pro-
phets, had come to this Tribe and to that, warning men of their
sin; and been received by them even as he Mahomet was,—
which is a great solace to him. These things he repeats ten,
perhaps twenty times ; again and ever again, with wearisome
iteration ; has never done repeating them. A brave Samuel
Johnson, in his forlorn garret, might con-over the Biographies
of Authors in that way ! This 1s the great staple of the Koran,
But curiously, through all this, comes ever and anon some
glance as of the real thinker and seer. He has actually an eye
for the warld, this Mahomet : with a certain directness and
rugged vigour, he brings home still, to our heart, the thing his
own heart has been opened to. I make but little of his praises
of Allah, which many praise ; they are borrowed I Suppose
mainly from the Hebrew, at least they are far surpassed there.
But the eye that flashes direct into the heart of things, and sees
the truth of them ; this is to me a highly interesting object.
Great Na.ture‘s own gift ; which she bestows on all ; but which
only one in the thousand does not cast sorrowfully away : it 1s
what I call sincerity of vision ; the test of a sincere heart.
cml}l:d_ a};t);ztwc:i work no miracles ; he often answers impati:
world, as E— 1s doctrine to all creatures., Yet the
: We can see, had really from of old been all one great
miracle to him.  Look over the world sive b in. i S
i T R ST iy S
: Yy "a sign to you," if your eyes

) made it for you ; ¢appointed
', §0 1o and fro on it.—The clouds
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in the dry country of Arabia, to Mahomet they are very won-
derful : Great clouds, he says, born in the deep bosom of the
Upper Immensity, where do they come from! They hang
there, the great black monsters ; pour-down their rain-deluges
‘to revive a dead earth,’ and grass springs, and *tall leafy palm-
‘trees with their date-clusters hanging round. Is not that a
+sign?’ Your cattle too,—Allah made them : serviceable dumb
creatures ; they change the grass into milk; you have your
clothing from them, very strange creatures ; they come ranking
home at evening-time, ‘and,’ adds he, ‘and are a credit to you !
Ships also,—he talks often about ships : Huge moving moun-
tains, they spread-out their cloth wings, go bounding through
the water there, Heaven's wind driving them ; anon they le
motionless, God has withdrawn the wind, they lie dead, and
cannot stir! Miracles? cries he : What miracle would you
have ? Are not you yourselves there? God made you, ‘shaped
you out of a little clay.” Ye were small once ; a few years ago
ye were not at all. Ye have beauty, strength, thoughts, *ye
have compassion on one another.,’ Old age comes-on you, and
gray hairs ; your strength fades into feebleness ; ye sink down,
and again are not. ‘Ye have compassion on one another:
this struck me much : Allah might have made you having no
compassion on one another,—how had it been then ! This 1s
a great direct thought, a glance at first-hand into the very fact
of things. Rude vestiges of poetic genius, of whatsoever is best
and truest, are visible in this man. A strong untutored intel-
lect ; eyesight, heart : a strong wild man,—might have shaped

himself into Poet, King, Priest, any kind of Hero. |
To his eyes it is forever clear that this world wholly 1s

miraculous. He sees what, as we said once before, all great
thinkers, the rude Scandinavians themselves, in one way Or
other, have contrived to see : That this so solid-looking mate-
rial world is, at bottom, in very deed, Nothing; is a visual and
tactual Manifestation of God's power and presence,—a shadow
hung-out by Him on the bosom of the void Infinite; notl:fmg
more. The mountains, he says, these great rock-mo_untalm‘».
they shall dissipate themselves ¢like clouds; melt into the

Blue as clouds do, and not be! He figures the Lara, in the
Arab fashion. Sale tells us, as an unmense Plain or dat Plate



LECTURES ON HEROES.

are set on that to sfeady it. At the

Last Day they shall disappear ‘like clouds 4 thz Whotlf ]fmg
shall go spinning, whirl itself off into wreck, an hasd ;;5 an
vapour vanish in the Inane. z_kllah withdraws his hand from 1t,
and it ceases to be. The universal empire of Allah, presence
everywhere of an unspeakable Power, a Splendour, anda_. Te.r-
ror not to be named, as the true force, essence s}nd reality, in
all things whatsoever, was continually clear to this man. What
2 modern talks-of by the name, Forces of Nature, Laws of Na-
ture : and does not figure as a divine thing ; not even as one
thing at all, but as a set of things, undivine enough,-—-—sal.eablc,
curious, good for propelling steam-ships ! With our Sciences
and Cyclopadias, we are apt to forget the divineness, in those
laboratories of ours. We ought not to forget it ! That once
well forgotten, I know not what else were worth remembering,
Most sciences, I think, were then a very dead thing ; withered,
contentious, empty ;—a thistle in late autumn. The best science,
without this, is but as the dead #mber; it is not the growing
tree and forest,— which gives ever-new timber, among other
Jhings! Man cannot Anzow either, unless he can worship n
some way. His knowledge is a pedantry, and dead thistle,
otherwise.

Much has been said and written about the sensuality of
Mahomet’s Religion ; more than was just. The indulgences,
criminal to us, which he permitted, were not of his appoint-
nflent‘; he found them practised, unquestioned from immemorial
time in Arabia ; what he did was to curtail them, 1'estrict them,
not on one but on many sides. His Religion is not an easy one:
with rigorous fasts, lavatigns, strict complex formulas, prayers
gvebtlfnes a day, a,nc} _abst'mence: fr:om wine, it did not ¢ succeed
hzldierlxng;‘l:- "i’?ﬁ)’ 1'311810111- As if indeed any religion, (r cause
poe tfs : hllg;c;z, could succeed by thaF ! IF is a caluynny on
of Pleasuazi recn::.n:a e o sovihcelexmalin by ilsayr Mope
M s th’e onm !Pinsf};‘—*sugar-mums of any kind, in t_hls
nobler. The " =it meanest mortal there lies somerhing

. poor swean;g solc}:er, hired to be shot, has his
s erent trom drill- :
shilling a day. It is not to taste sweet ﬁi:'leglll:tmns a.nd‘ g;:
and true things, and vindicate hims olf gs, but to dono
under God's Heavenr a$
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a god-made Man, that the poorest son of Adam dimly longs.
Show him the way of doing that, the dullest daydrudge kindles
into a hero.  They wrong man greatly who say he is to be se-
duced by ease. Difficulty, abnegation, martyrdom, death are
the a//urements that act on the heart of man. Kindle the inner
genial life of him, you have a flame that buens-up all lower con-
siderations. Not happiness, but something higher : one sees
this even in the frivolous classes, with their * point of honour'
and the like. Not by flattering our appetites ; no, by awaken.
ing the Heroic that slumbers in every heart, can any Religion
gain followers,

Mahomet himself, after all that can be said about him, was
not a sensual man. We shall err widely if we consider this man
as a common voluptuary, intent mainly on base enjoyments, —
nay on enjoyments of any kind. His household was of the fru-
galest ; his common diet barley-bread and water - sometimes
for months there was not a fire once lighted on his hearth.
They record with just pride that he would mend his own shoes,
patch his own cloak. A poor, hard-toiling, 1ll-provided man ;
careless of what vulgar men toil for. Not a bad man, I should
say ; something better in him than Awnger of any sort,—or
these wild Arab men, fighting and jostling three-and-twenty
years at his hand, in close contact with him always, would not
have reverenced him so! They were wild men, bursting ever
and anon into quarrel, into all kinds of fierce sincerity ; with-
out right worth and manhood, no man could have commanded
them. They called him Prophet, you say? Why, h= stood
there face to face with them ; bare, not enshrined in any mys-
tery ; visibly clouting his own cloak, cobbling his own shoes ;
fighting, counselling, ordering in the midst of them : they must
have seen what kind of a man he was, let him be called what
you like !  No emperor with his tiaras was obeyed as this man
In a cloak of his own clouting. During three-and-twenty years
of rough actual trial. I find something of a veritable Hero
iecessary for that, of itself. _

His last words are a prayer ; broken ejaculations of a heart
Struggling-up, in trembling hope, towards its Maker. We can-
Dot say that his religion made him worse; it made him better;

§ood, not bad. Generous things are recorded of him : when
P
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is, in his own dia.
; ine he answers 1S, 10 shsd
he lost his Daughter, tlf;::;1 :lh;eg equivalent to that of Christians,

Ee;‘;;eeiia%wgvzﬁcg:i the Lord taketh away ; blessed be the

: . like manner of Seid, his
gz of $he Jos Hedallssljszedtlig ISBCOIld of the believers,
emancipated wel?-belove Cabfic. the first of Mahomet's

; d fallen in the War of Tablic, t SR
Seid had & s, Mahomet said, It was well ; Seid
fightings with e Gr‘ee " id had now gone to his Master:
had done his Master s work, Sfﬁq ,3 6 il B
' 11 well with Seid. Yet Se1ds'd3~ughter QUNG. BHR. WY
e he body:—the old gray-haired man melting in tears!
?%ﬁrégi see'};” caid she.—* You see a friend weeping over
his friend.”—-—He; went out for the last time_i!}to the mosque,
two days before his death; asked, If he had injured any man?
Iet his own back bear the stripes. If he ?wed any man? A
voice answered, * Yes, me three drachms,” bo_rrowed on such
an occasion. Mahomet ordered them to be paid : “ Bettel:'be
in shame now,” said he, ‘than at the Day of ]udgmen}. —
Vou remember Kadijah, and the No, by Allah ! Traits of
that kind show us the genuine man, the brother of us all, brought
visible through twelve centuries,—the veritable Son of our com-
mon Mother.

Withal I like Mahomet for his total freedom from cant.
He is a rough self-helping son of the wilderness; does not pre-
tend to be what he is not. There is no ostentatious pride In
him ; but neither does he go much upon humility : he is there
as he can be, in cloak and shoes of his own clouting ; speaks
plainly to all manner of Persian Kings, Greek Emperors, what
it is they are bound to do; knows well enough, about himself,

the respect due unto thee.,” In a life-and-death war with Be-
douins, cruel things could not fail; but neither are acts of
mercy, of noble natural pity and generosity wanting, Mahomet
makes no apology for the one, no boast of the other. They
were each the free dictate of his heart; each called-for, there
and then. Not a mealy-mouthed man! A candid ferocity, if
the case call for it, is in him; he does not mince matters!
The War of Tabfic is a thing he often speaks of : his men re-

fused, many of them, to march on that occasion . pleaded the
heat of the weather, the harvest, and so forth ; he can never

forget that. Your harvest? It lasts for a day. What will
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