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become of your harvest through all Eternity? Hot weather ?
Yes, it was hot; ‘ but Hell will be hotter I Sometimes a rough
sarcasm turns-up : He says to the unbelievers, Ye shall have
the just measure of your deeds at that Great Day. They will

be weighed-out to you: ye shall not have short weight | —
Everywhere he fixes the matter in his eye; he sees it: his

heart, now and then, is as if struck dumb by the greatness of

it. ‘Assuredly,” he says: that word, in the Koran, is written-
down sometimes as a sentence by itself: ¢ Assuredly,’

No Dilettantism in this Mahomet , 1t is a business of Re-
probation and Salvation with him, of Time and Eternity : he
is 1n deadly earnest about it ! Dilettantism, hypothesis, specu-
lation, a kind of amateur-search for Truth, toying and coquet-
ting with Truth : this is the sorest sin. The root of all other
imaginable sins. It consists in the heart and soul of the man
never having been open to Truth :—¢ living in a vain show.
Such a man not only utters and produces falsehoods, but zs
himself a falsehood. The rational moral principle, spark of the
Divinity, is sunk deep in him, in quiet paralysis of life-death.
The very falsehoods of Mahomet are truer than the truths of
such a man, He is the insincere man : smooth-polished, re-
spectable in some times and places; inoffensive, says nothing
harsh to anybody; most c/eanly,—just as carbonic acid is,
which is death and poison.

We will not praise Mahomet's moral precepts as always of
the superfinest sort; yet it can be said that there is always a
tendency to good in them; that they are the true dictates of
a heart aiming towards what is just and true. The sublime
forgiveness of Christianity, turning of the other cheek when
the one has been smitten, is not here: you are to revenge
yourself, but it is to be in measure, not overmuch, or beyond
Justice, On the other hand, Islam, like any great Faith, and
insight into the essence of man, is a perfect equaliser ?f men :
the soul of one believer outweighs all earthly kingships ; all
men, according to Islam too, are equal. Mahomet insists not
On the propriety of giving alms, but on the necessity of it :
he marks-down by law how much you are to give, aI}d it 1s at
your peril if you neglect, The tenth part of a man’s annual
i13“20!1:1(2. whatever that may be, is the frgperty of the poor, of
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those that are afflicted and need help. Qood all'this- + the
natural voice of humanity, of pity and equity dwelling In the

is Wi ks so.
heart of this wild Son of Nature speal ‘ =
Mahomet’s Paradise 1s sensual, his Hell sensual : true:; in

the one and the other there is enough that shocks all spiritual
feeling in us. DBut we are to recollect that the Arabs ?.lready
had it so: that Mahomet, in whatever he changg} of it, soft-
ened and diminished all this. The worst sensualities, too, are
the work of doctors, followers of his, not his w_ork. In the
Koran there is really very little said about the joys of P_ara-
dise ; they are intimated rather than insisted on. Nc.)r‘ 1S it
forgotten that the highest joys even there shal_l be spiritual ;
the pure Presence of the Highest, this shall infinitely transcend
all other joys. He says, ¢ Your salutation shall be, Peace.’
Salam, Have Peace !—the thing that all rational souls long
for, and seek, vainly here below, as the one blessing. *‘Ye
¢ shall sit on seats, facing one another : all grudges shall be
‘ taken away out of your hearts.” All grudges! Ye shall love
one another freely; for each of you, in the eyes of his brothers,
there will be Heaven enough !

In reference to this of the sensual Paradise and Mahomet's
sensuality, the sorest chapter of all for us, there were many
things to be said; which it is not convenient to enter upon here.
Two remarks only I shall make, and therewith leave it to your
c::mdour. The first 1s furnished me by Goethe ; it is a casual
h}nt of .his which seems well worth taking note of. In one of
hiss thneations, in Meister's Travels it is, the hero comes-upon
a _Somety of men with very strange ways, one of which was
this: "Wf{ reqt}lre,” says the Master, ‘“that each of our people
]5113:?.11 restrict himself in one direction,” shall go right against
e vt tes; D ks bt vetf ol AR
TS S e St e
En joying thin ‘s . 1t:alre seems to me a gl:eat justness in t‘hn-s.
the+reducing ng OW ' arle pleasant ; that is not the evil : it is
DA e st witgzlrilﬁra hself to slavery by them that is. Let
he could and would lfz..tk e}:s s, < e e = t h?t
an excellent law ';‘h %4t o sl e
mu: ch in Mahomét’s R?i iheks Ramadl}an for the Moslem,

eligion, much in his own Life, bears in
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that direction; if not by forethought, or clear purpose of moral
improvement on his part, then by a certain healthy manful in.
stinct, which is as good,

But there is another thing to be said about the Mahometan
Heaven and Hell. This namely, that, however gross and ma-

Paradise of his; that horrible flaming Hell; the great enormous
Day of Judgment he perpetually insists on: what is all this
but a rude shadow, in the rude Bedouin imagination, of that
grand spiritual Fact, and Beginning of Facts, which it is ill for
us too if we do not all know and feel : the Infinite Nature of
Duty? That man’s actions here are of infinife moment to
him, and never die or end at all; that man, with his little life,
reaches upwards high as Heaven, downwards low as Hell, and
in his threescore years ot Time holds an Eternity fearfully and
wonderfully hidden : all this had burnt itself, as in flame-cha-
racters, into the wild Arab soul, As in flame and lightning, it
stands written there ; awful, unspeakable, ever present to him.
With bursting earnestness, with a fierce savage sincerity, halt,
articulating, not able to articulate, he strives to speak it, bodies
it forth in that Heaven and that Hell. Bodied forth in what
way you will, it is the first of all truths. It is venerable under
all embodiments. What is the chief end of man here below ?
Mahomet has answered this question, in a way that might put
some of us to shame! He does not, like a Bentham, a Paley,
take Right and Wrong, and calculate the profit and loss, ulti-
mate pleasure of the one and of the other: and summing all
up by addition and subtraction into a net result, ask you,
Whether on the whole the Right does not preponderate con-
siderably ? No ; it is not de#Zer to do the one than the other :
the one is to the other as life is to death,—as Heaven is to
Hell. The one must in nowise be done, the other in nowise
left undone. You shall not measure them; they are incom-
mensurable: the one is death eternal to a man, the other is life
fternal. Benthamee Utility, virtue by Profit and Loss; reducing
this God's-world to a dead brute Steam-engine, the lflﬁl_llte
Celestial Soul of Man to a kind of Hay-balance for weighing

h"Y and thistles on, pleasurcs and pains on i—If you ask me
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which gives, Mahomet or they, the beggarlier and falser view
of Man and his Destinies in this Universe, 1 will answer, It is
ahomet !— —
o g[n the whole, we wa#l repeat that this Religion of Ma.
homet's is a kind of Christianity; has a genuine element of
what is spiritually highest looking through it, not to be hidden
by all its imperfections. The Scandinavian God Wisk, the god
of all rude men,—this has been enlarged into a Heaven by
Mahomet ;: but a Heaven symbolical of sacred Duty, and to be
earned by faith and welldoing, by valiant action, and a divine
patience which is still more valiant. It is Scandinavian Pa-
ganism, and a truly celestial element superadded to that. Call
it not false : look not at the falsehood of it, look at the truth
of it. For these twelve centuries, it has been the religion and
life-guidance of the fifth part of the whole kindred of Mankind.
Above all things, it has been a religion heartily de/ieved. These
Arabs believe their religion, and try to live by it! No Chris-
tians, since the early ages, or only perhaps the English Puritans
in modern times, have ever stood by their Faith as the Moslem
do by theirs,—Dbelieving it wholly, fronting Time with it, and
Etermity with it. This night the watchman on the streets of
Cairo when he cries, “Who goes?” will hear from the passenger,
along with his answer, ¢ There is no God but God.” A/llak
akbar, Islam, sounds through the souls, and whole daily exist-
ence, of these dusky millions. Zealous missionaries preach it
abrolad among Malays, black Papuans, brutal Idolaters :—dis-
placing what is worse, nothing that is better or good. |
To the Arab Nation it was as a birth from darkness into
Eght; Arabia ﬁrsif became alive by means of it. A poor shep-
Of?l;ililse;p;ljar:oim;ing %nnotlced in its deserts since the creation
ero-Prophet was sent down to them with 2
word they could believe : see, the unnoticed be 1d-
notable, the small has grown world-great : withj BT e
afterwards, Arabia is at Grenada on this h , Tk centur):
-—glancing in valiar Sh Ao IS andl at'DEIhl on that ;
: : plendour and the light of genius,
Arabia shines through long ages over '
a great section of the

world. Belief is great, live-givi '
: » Live-giving. The history of a Nation
becomes fruitful, soul-elevating, great, so soon r:s it believes.

These Arabs, the man Mahomet, and that one century,—is it
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not as if a spark had fallen, one spark, on a world of what
seemed black unnoticeable sand ; but lo, the sand proves ex-

plosive powder, blazes heaven-high from Delhi to Grenada ! g
said, the Great Man was always as lightning out of Heaven :
the rest of men waited for him like fuel, and then they too
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LECTURE 111.

THE HERO AS POET, DANTE: SHAKSPEARE.

[Tuesday.. 12th May 1840. |

THE Hero as Divinity, the Hero as Prophet, are productions
of old ages; not to be repeated in the new. T hey presuppose
a certain rudeness of conception, which the progress of mere
scientific knowledge puts an end to. There needs to be, as it
were, a world vacant, or almost vacant of scientific forms, if
men in their loving wonder are to fancy their fellow-man either
a god or one speaking with the voice of a god. Divinity and
Prophet are past. We are now to see our Hero in the less
ambitious, but also less questionable, character of Poet: a cha-
racter which does not pass. The Poet is a heroic figure be-
longing to all ages ; whom all ages possess, when once he is
produced, whom the newest age as the oldest may produce ;—
and will produce, always when Nature pleases. Let Nature
send a Hero-soul ; in no age is it other than possible that he
may be shaped into a Poet.

Hero, Prophet, Poet,—many different names, in different
times and places, do we give to Great Men; according to
varieties we note in them, according to the sphere in which
they have displayed themselves! We might give many more
names, on this same principle. I will remark again, however,
s a fact not unimportant to be understood, that the different
sphere constitutes the grand origin of such distinction ; that
the Hero can be Poet, Prophet, King, Priest or what you will,
according to the kind of world he finds himself born into. 1
confess, I have no notion of a truly great man that could not

be al// sorts of men. The Poet who could merely sit on a chair,
and compose stanzas, would never make a stanza worth much.
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He could not sing the Heroic warrior, unless hq h}mslj}f were
at least a Heroic warrior too. 1 fq.ncy ther.? is In him the
Politician, the Thinker, Legislator, Phlo§opher —I1Nn one or the
other degree, he could have been, he 1s all these. So too I
cannot understand how a Mirabeau, with that great glowing

heart, with the fire that was in it, with the bur:sting tears that
were in it, could not have written verses, tragﬁdles,: poems, and
touched all hearts in that way, had his course of life and edu.
cation led him thitherward. The grand fundamental character
is that of Great Man ; that the man be great. Napoleon has
words in him which are like Austerlitz Battles. Louis Four-
teenth’s Marshals are a kind of poetical men withal ; the things
Turenne says are full of sagacity and geniality, like sayings of
Samuel Johnson. The great heart, the clear deep-seeing eye:
there it lies ; no man whatever, in what province soever, can
prosper at all without these. Petrarch and Boccaccio did diplo-
matic messages, it seems, quite well: one can easily believe it;
they had done tnings a little harder than these ! Burns, a gifted
song-writer, might have made a still better Mirabeau. Shak-
speare,—one knows not what Ze¢ could not have made, in the
supreme degree.

True, there are aptitudes of Nature too. Nature does not
make all great men, more than all other men, in the self-same
mould. Varieties of aptitude doubtless: but infinitely more
of circumstance ; and far oftenest it is the Jatfer only that are
looked to. But it is as with common men in the learning of
trades. You take any man, as yet a vague capability of a man,
wh? could be any kind of craftsman ; and make him into a
smith, a carpenter, a mason : he is then and thenceforth that
and nothing else. And if, as Addison complains, you some-

times see a street-porter staggering under his load on spindle-
shanks, and near at hand a tailor with the frame of a Samson
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there to be read. What the world, on #7s matter, shall per-

mitlznd bid is, as we said, the most important fact about the
world.—

Poet and Prophet differ greatly in our loose modern notions
of them. In some old languages, again, the titles are synony-
mous ; Vales means both Prophet and Poet : and indeed at all
times, Prophet and Poet, well understood, have much kindred
of meaning. Fundamentally indeed they are still the same : in
this most mmportant respect especially, That they have pene-
trated both of them into the sacred mystery of the Universe :
what Goethe calls ‘the open secret.”  Which is the great se-
cret ?” asks one.—‘‘The open secret,”—open to all, seen by
almost none! That divine mystery, which lies everywhere in
all Beings, ‘the Divine Idea of the World, that which lies at
‘the bottom of Appearance,” as Fichte styles it ; of which all
Appearance, from the starry sky to the grass of the field, but
especially the Appearance of Man and his work, is but the
vesture, the embodiment that renders it visible. This divine
mystery zs in all times and in all places; veritably is. In most
times and places it is greatly overlooked ; and the Universe,
definable always in one or the other dialect, as the realised
Thought of God, is considered a trivial, inert, commonplace
matter,—as if, says the Satirist, it were a dead thing, which
some upholsterer had put together! It could do no good, at
present, to speak much about this; but it is a pity for every
one of us if we do not know it, live ever in the knowledge of
it. Really a most mournful pity ;—a failure to live at all, if we
live otherwise !

But now, I say, whoever may forget this divine mystery,
the Vates, whether Prophet or. Poet, has penetrated into it ; 1S
a man sent hither to make it more impressively known to us.
That always is his message ; he is to reveal Fhat to us,—that
sacred mystery which he more than others lives ever present
with. While others forget it, he knows it ;—I might say, he
has been driven to know it ; without consent asked of Z:m, he
finds himself living in it, bound to live in it. Once more, here
is no Hearsay, but a direct Insight and Belief ; this man too
could not help being a sincere man | Whosoever may live in
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press the effect music has on us? A kind of inarticulate un-
fathomable speech, which leads us to the edge of the Infinite,
and lets us for moments gaze into that |

Nay all speech, even the commonest speech, has some.
thing of song in it: not a parish 1n thfz world but has its
parish-accent ;—the rhythm or Zune to Wthh-the people t'here
sing what they have to say! Accent is a kind of chanting ;
all men have accent of their own,—though they only #zoZce that
of others. Observe too how all passionate language does of
itself become musical,—with a finer music than the mere ac-
cent ; the speech of a man even in zealous anger becomes a
chant, a song. All deep things are Song. It seems somehow
the very central essence of us, Song; as if all the rest were
but wrappages and hulls! ‘The primal element of us; of us,
and of all things. The Greeks fabled of Sphere-Harmonies :
it was the feeling they had of the inner structure of Nature;
that the soul of all her voices and utterances was perfect music.
Poetry, therefore, we will call musical Thought. The Poet is
he who #kinks in that manner. At bottom, it turns still on
power of intellect ; it is a man’s sincerity and depth of vision
that makes him a Poet. See deep enough, and you see music-
ally ; the heart of Nature deing everywhere music, if you can
only reach it.

The Vates Poet, with his melodious Apocalypse of Nature,
seems to hold a poor rank among us, in comparison with the
Vate{ Prophet ; his function, and our esteem of him for his
tﬁ;ECUOH, alike slight. The Hero taken as Divinity ; the Hero
doeesnitafmft)rliilllcetajs ti};'e:urnee};iilgl:t e T -

| e of the Great Man, epoch

?fter epoch, were continually diminishing? We take him first
o(;'ri ta E?sdﬁ;:? Ifi)i:-aiﬁoﬁzd-mspireﬁl; and now in the next stage
e | word gains from us only the recog-
nition l:}}at Pe 1s a Poet, beautiful verse-maker, man of genius,
e e e, el
that in man still there is the m: o, perh‘aps g - fory
¢ altogether peculiar admira-

tion for the Heroic Gift. b
; y what name so
at any time was. ; ever called, that there

I should say, if we do not now reckon a Great Man literally
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divine, it 1s t_hat our notions of God, of the supreme unattain-
able Fountain of Splendour, Wisdom and Heroism, are ever
rising higher ; mot altogether that our reverence for these quali-
ties, as manifested in our like, is getting lower. This is worth
taking thought of. Sceptical Dilettantism, the curse of these
ages, a curse which will not last forever, does indeed in this
the highest province of human things, as in all provinces,
make sad work ; and our reverence for great men, all crippled,
blinded, paralytic as it is, comes out in poor plight, hardly
recognisable. Men worship the shows of great men ; the most
disbelieve that there i1s any reality of great men to worship.
The dreariest, fatalest faith ; believing which, one would liter-
ally despair of human things. Nevertheless look, for example,
at Napoleon! A Corsican lieutenant of artillery ; that is the
show of Zim : yet is he not obeyed, worshipped after his sort,
as all the Tiaraed and Diademed of the world put together
could not be? High Duchesses, and ostlers of inns, gather
round the Scottish rustic, Burns ;—a strange feeling dwelling
in each that they never heard a man like this; that, on the
whole, this is the man! In the secret heart of these people
it still dimly reveals itself, though there is no accredited way
of uttering it at present, that this rustic, with his black brows
and flashing sun-eyes, and strange words moving laughter and
tears, is of a dignity far beyond all others, incommensurable
with all others. Do not we feel it so? But now, were Dilet-
tantism, Scepticism, Triviality, and all that sorrowful brood,
cast-out of us,—as, by God's blessing, they shall one day be;
were faith in the shows of things entirely swept-out, replaced
by clear faith in the Zings, so that a man acted on the im-
pulse of that only, and counted the other non-extant; what a
new livelier feeling towards this Burns were it !

Nay here in these ages, such as they are, have we not two
mere Poets, if not deified, yet we may >S4y beatified ? Shak-

speare and Dante are Saints of Poetry ; really, i_f we will think
of it, canonised, so that it is impiety to meddle with them. The

unguided instinct of the world, working across all these per-
verse impediments, has arrived at such result. D_antc a_nd
Shakspeare are a peculiar Two. They dwell apart, In a kind
of royal solitude; nonc equal, none second to them : in the



3o LECTURES ON HEROES.

feeline of the world, a certain transcendentalism, @
gf:r;ré:s of cogipletc perfection, invests these two. Thezlr are
canonised, though no Pope or Carqma1§ took har{d in doing
it! Such, in spite of every perverting influence, in the most
unheroic times, is still our indestructible reverence for heroism,
—We will look a little at these Two, the Poet Dante and the
Poet Shakspeare : what little it is permitted us to say he::e of
the Hero as Poet will most fitly arrange itself in that fashion,

Many volumes have been written by way of commentary
on Dante and his Book; yet, on the whole, with no great
result. His Biography is, as it were, irrecoverably lost for us.
An unimportant, wandering, sorrowstricken man, not much
note was taken of him while he lived ; and the most of that
has vanished, in the long space that now intervenes, It is
five centuries since he ceased writing and living here. After
all commentaries, the Book itself is mainly what we know of
him. The Book ;—and one might add that Portrait commonly
attributed to Giotto, which, looking on it, you cannot help in-
clining to think genuine, whoever did it. To me it is a most
touching face; perhaps of all faces that I know, the most so.
Lonely there, painted as on vacancy, with the simple laurel
wound round it; the deathless sorrow and pain, the known
victory which is also deathless —significant of the whole his-
tory of Dante! I think it is the mournfulest face that ever
was painted from reality ; an altogether tragic, heart-affecting
face. There is in it, as foundation of it, the softness, tender-
ness, gentle affection as of a child : but all this 1s as if con-
gealed into sharp contradiction, into abnegation, isolation, proud
hopeless pain. A soft ethereal soul looking-out so stern, im-
placable, grim-trenchant, as from imprisonment of thick-ribbed
ice ! Withal'it is a silent pain too, a silent scornful one : the
lip is curled in a kind of godlike disdain of the thing that is

—as if it were withal a mean insigmﬁcant

greater than it. The face of one whollv in
long unsurrendering battle, -

converted into indignation :
equable, silent, like that of a

: protest, and life-
against the world. Affection all

an implacable indignation ; slow,
god! The sye too, it looks-out as
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in a kind of W'?}ff-le: a kind of inquiry, Why the world was of
such a sort? This is Dante: so he looks, this *voice of ten
silent cent‘urles,' and sings us *his mystic unfathomable song.’
The little that we know of Dante's Life corresponds well
enough wx}h this Portrait and this Book. He was born at
Florence, In the upper class of society, in the year 1265. His
education was the best then going ; much school-divinity, Aris-
totelean logic, some Latin classics,—no incensiderable insight
into certain provinces of things: and Dante, with his earnest
intelligent nature, we need not doubt, learned better than most
all that was learnable. He has a clear cultivated understand-
ing, and of great subtlety ; this best fruit of education he had
contrived to realise from these scholastics. He knows accu-
rately and well what lies close to him; but, in such a time,
without printed books or free intercourse, he could not know
well what was distant : the small clear light, most luminous
for what is near, breaks itself into singular ckiaroscuro striking
on what is far off. This was Dante's learning from the schools.
In life, he had gone through the usual destinies; been twice
out campaigning as a soldier for the Florentine State, been
on embassy ; had in his thirty-fifth year, by natural gradation
of talent and service, become one of the Chief Magistrates of
Florence. He had met in boyhood a certain Beatrice Por-
tinari, a beautiful little girl of his own age and rank, and grown-
up thenceforth in partial sight of her, in some distant inter-
course with her. All readers know his graceful affecting account
of this : and then of their being parted ; of her being wedded
to another, and of her death soon after. She makes a great
figure in Dante’'s Poem ; seems to have made a great figure
in his life. Of all beings it might seem as if she, held apart
from him, far apart at last in the dim Eternity, were the only
one he had ever with his whole strength of affection loved.
She died : Dante himself was wedded ; but it seems not hap-
pily, far from happily. 1 fancy, the rigorous earnest man,
with his keen excitabilities, was not altogether easy to make
happy. wrgiend®
We will not complain of Dante's mISETIES - had all gone

right with him as he wished it, he might have been Prior,

Podestd, o» whatsoever they call it, of Florence, well zocepted
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among neighbours,—and the world had wanted one of the
most notable words ever spoken or sung. Florence would
have had another prosperous Lord Mayor ; and t'he ten dumb
centuries continued voiceless, and the ten other listening cen-
turies (for there will be ten of them and more) .b.ad no Divina
Commedia to hear | We will complain of nothing. A nobler
destiny was appointed for this Dante : and he, struggling like
2 man led towards death and crucifixion, could not help ful-
filling it. Give Aim the choice of his happiness! He knew
not, more than we do, what was really happy, what was really
miserable.

In Dante's Priorship, the Guelf-Ghibelline, Bianchi-Neri,
or some other confused disturbances rose to such a height,
that Dante, whose party had seemed the stronger, was with
his friends cast unexpectedly forth into banishment ; doomed
thenceforth to a life of woe and wandering. His property was
all confiscated and more ; he had the fiercest feeling that it
was entirely unjust, nefarious in the sight of God and man.
He tried what was in him to get reinstated ; tried even by
warlike surprisal, with arms in his hand : but it would not do;
bad only had become worse. There is a record, I believe,
still extant in the Florence Archives, dooming this Dante,
wheresoever caught, to be burnt alive. Burnt alive ; so it
stands, they say: a very curious civic document. Another
curious document, some considerable number of years later,
is a Letter of Dante’s to the Florentine Magistrates, written
In answer to a milder proposal of theirs, that he should return
on condition of ap_:ologising and paying a fine. He answers,
with fixed stern pride: “If I cannot return without calling my
self guilty, I will never return, nunquam revertar.” ;
dereljioiroD;ntzttrl:gi was now no home in this world. He wan-
his own bittlz:r word.: ‘PI*_’-ItTGHI; fml’f} S o 11‘;
el e ’t « OWf 1:-'slrd 1s the path, Come 2 duro calle.
ished, with his rou?i cheerful company. Dante, poor and ban-
was ;mt a manpto coiagililiestt e S humouys,
that being at Can d Gl - ctrascikmparts ofdd

: 4 an della Scala’s court, and blamed one day for
his gloom and taciturnity, he answered in n s oy
Della Scala stood among hi | 10 courtier-like way.

ng 1S courtiers, with mimes and buf-
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foons (nebulones ac histriones) making him heartily merry ;
when turning to Dante, he said : “ Is it not strange, now, that
thiS. poor fool‘should make himself so entertaining ; while you,
a wise man, 51t”there day after day, and have nothing to amuse
us mth_at all ? ~ Dante answered bitterly : « No, not strange ;
your Highness is to recollect the Proverb, Like to Like;’—
given the amuser, the amusee must also be given! Such a
man, with his proud silent ways, with his sarcasms and sor-
rows, was not made to succeed at court. By degrees, it came
to be evident to him that he had no longer any resting-place,
or hope of benefit, in this earth. The earthly world had cast
him forth, to wander, wander: no living heart to love him
now ; for his sore miseries there was no solace here,

The deeper naturally would the Eternal World impress it-
self on him ; that awful reality over which, after all, this Time-
world, with its Florences and banishments, only flutters as an
unreal shadow. Florence thou shalt never see : but Hell and
Purgatory and Heaven thou shalt surely see! What is Flor-
ence, Can della Scala, and the World and Life altogether ?
ETERNITY : thither, of a truth, not elsewhither, art thou and
all things bound ! The great soul of Dante, homeless on earth,
made its home more and more in that awful other world.
Naturally his thoughts brooded on that, as on the one fact
important for him. Bodied or bodiless, it is the one fact im-
portant for all men :—but to Dante, in that age, it was bodied
In fixed certainty of scientific shape; he no more doubted of
that Malebolge Pool, that it all lay there with its gloomy cir-
cles, with its a/#f guai, and that he himself should see it, than
we doubt that we should see Constantinople if we went thither.
Dante’s heart, long filled with this, brooding over it in _speech-
less thought and awe, bursts forth at length into ‘mystic unfa-
thomable song ;' and this his Divine Comedy, the most remark-
able of all modern Books, is the result.

It must have been a great solacement to Dgnte, and was,
45 we can see, a proud thought for him at times, That he,
here in exile. could do this work; that no Florence, nor no
Man or men, could hinder him from doing it, or even much

"elp him in doing it. He knew too, partly, that it was great ;
the greatest a man could do. *If thou follow thy star, Se #x
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segui tua stella,’ — SO could the Hero, in his forsakenness, in
his extreme need, still say to himself : * Follow thou thy‘star,
thou shalt not fail of a glorious haven I” The labour of writing,
we find, and indeed could know otherwise, was great and pain-
ful for him ; he says, This Book, ‘which has made me lean for
many years.” Ah Yes, it was won, all of it, with pain an_d sore
toil, —not in sport, but in grim earnest. His Book, as indeed
most good Books are, has been written, in many senses, with
his heart’s blood. It is his whole history, this Book. He
died after finishing it ; not yet very old, at the age of fifty-six ;
__broken-hearted rather, as is said. He lies buried in his
death-city Ravenna: Fic claudor Dantes patriis extorris ab
oris. The Florentines begged back his body, in a century
after : the Ravenna people would not give it. *“ Here am I
Dante laid, shut-out from my native shores.”

I said, Dante’s Poem was a Song: it 1s Tieck who calls
it “a mystic unfathomable Song ;' and such 1s literally the cha-
racter of it. Coleridge remarks very pertinently somewhere,
that wherever you find a sentence musically worded, of true
rhythm and melody in the words, there is something deep and
good in the meaning too. For body and soul, word and idea,
go strangely together here as everywhere. Song: we said be-
fore, it was the Heroic of Speech! All o/d Poems, Homer's
and the rest, are authentically Songs. I would say, in strict-
ness, that all right Poems are; that whatsoever is not sung 1s
properly no Poem, but a piece of Prose cramped into jingling
E?:ls{e_r;;:: fgl'\‘i‘at injury of the grammar, to the great grief
et , for most part! What we want to get at is the
thought the man had, if he had any : why should he twist it
into jingle, if he cow/d speak it out plainly? It is only when
the heart of him is rapt into true passion of melody, and the
‘l;fl?s’ictaolnf C'tfl'lhlm. according to Coleridge’s remark, become

e : .
that we c;.’n giveg r;;ni?zhtdff t&yﬁg ;11351; Of. v
hi : _ ing ; that we call
im a Poet, and listen to him as the Heroic of Speakers,—
whose speech 7 . peakers,
: peech zs Song.  Pretenders to this are many ; and to
n earnest reader, I doubt, it is for most part a ver): melan-

choly, not to say an insu !
; pportable business, that of reading
rhyme! Rhyme that had no inward necessity to be rhymed:
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it o_ug!:lt to have told us plainly, without any jingle, what it
was aiming at. I would advise all men who ca speak their

it. Precisely- as we love the true song, and are charmed by it
as by SOfnethlng divine, so shall we hate the false song, and
account it a mere wooden noise, a thing hollow, superfluous,
altogether an insincere and offensive thing,

I give Dar}tei my highest praise when I say of his Divine
Comedy that it is, in all senses, genuinely a Song. In the
very sound of it there is a canto fermo; it proceeds as by a
chant. The language, his simple #7za 7ima, doubtless helped
him in this. One reads along naturally with a sort of Z/¢
But I add, that it could not be otherwise ; for the essence and
material of the work are themselves rhythmic. Its depth, and
rapt passion and sincerity, makes it musical ;—go @eep enough,
there is music everywhere. A true inward symmetry, what
one calls an architectural harmony, reigns in it, proportionates
it all : architectural ; which also partakes of the character of
music. The three kingdoms, Znferno, Purgatorio, Paradiso,
look-out on one another like compartments of a great edifice ;
a great supernatural world-cathedral, piled-up there, stern, so-
lemn, awful; Dante’'s World of Souls! It is, at bottom, the
sincerest of all Poems ; sincerity, here too, we find to be the
measure of worth. It came deep out of the author’s heart of
hearts ; and it goes deep, and through long generations, into
ours, The people of Verona, when they saw him on the streets,
used to say, “ Eccovi I' uom ck’ @ stato alt’ Inferno, See, there
is the man that was in Hell " Ah yes, he had been in Hell;
—in Hell enough, in long severe sorrow and strflggle; as the
like of him is pretty sure to have been. Commedias that come-
out divine are not accomplished otherwise. Thought, true
labour of any kind, highest virtue itself, is it not the daughter
of Pain? Born as out of the black whirlwind ;—true ¢//077, 1n
f&Ct, as of a captive stmggling to free himself: that 1'5 T!’lﬂught.
In all ways we are ‘to become perfect through supering. ——.But,
as I say, no work known to me is soO elaborated as this of
Dante’s. It has all been as if molten, in the hottest furnace
of his soul. It had made him ¢Jean’ for many years. Not
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the general whole only ; every compartmgnt of it 1s ?vork.cd..
out, with intense earnestness, into tmt}l, into dgar visuality,
Each answers to the other ; each fits 1n its place, like a marble
stone accurately hewn and polished. It is the soul of Dante,
and in this the soul of the middle ages, rendered forever

rhythmically visible there. No light task ; a right intense one:

but a task which is done. |
Perhaps one would say, intensily, with the much that de-

pends on it, is the prevailing character of Pan!te’s genius,
Dante does not come before us as a large catholic mind ; rather
as a narrow, and even sectarian mind : it is partly the fruit of
his age and position, but partly too of his own nature. His
greatness has, in all senses, concentered itself into fiery em-
phasis and depth. He is world-great not because he is world-
wide, but because he is world-deep. Through all objects he
pierces as it were down into the heart of Being. I know
nothing so intense as Dante. Consider, for example, to begin
with the outermost development of his intensity, consider how
he paints. He has a great power of vision; seizes the very
type of a thing ; presents that and nothing more. You remem-
ber that first view he gets of the Hall of Dite : 7«4 pinnacle,
redhot cone of iron glowing through the dim immensity of
gloom ;—so vivid, so distinct, visible at once and forever! It
1s as an emblem of the whole genius of Dante. There is a
brevity, an abrupt precision in him: Tacitus is not briefer,
more condensed ; and then in Dante it seems a natural con-
densation, spontaneous to the man. One smiting word ; and
then there is silence, nothing more said. His silence is more
eloquent than words. It is strange with what a sharp decisive
grace he snatches the true likeness of a matter : cuts into the
matter as with a pen of fire. Plutus, the blustering giant,
EZ?I?;J5::dztelfllrggl;zkreb?ke 0, it 1s ‘as the sails sink, t}lﬁ_e m?.st
v as;‘veti"o ‘faen.é ; (;'that poor Brunetto Latini, with
the ‘ fiery snow’ ’th theud et mnraig -t . o ; A
WAL Mo bt vt S AN
Tombs ; Sq:lare sarra el; nevel‘-f{ndlng! : i tl}e shkis -Of e
K iCOP BgNYCaR that silent dim-burning Hall,

n torment ; the lids laid open there; they

are 1o be shut at the Day of Judgment, through Eternity. And
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how Farinata rises ; and how Cavalcante falls—at hearing of
his Son, and the past tense ‘fue’/ The very movements in
Dante have something brief; swift, decisive, almost military.
It is of the inmost essence of his genius this sort of painting,
The ﬁery._ 5w1ft_ Italian nature of the man, so silent, passion-
ate, thp its quick abrupt movements, its silent ¢ pale rages,’
speaks itself in these things.

For though this of painting is one of the outermost de-
velopments of a man, it comes like all else from the essential
faculty of him ; it is physiognomical of the whole man. Find
a man whose words paint you a likeness, you have found a
man worth something ; mark his manner of doing it, as very
characteristic of him. In the first place, he could not have
discerned the object at all, or seen the vital type of it, unless
he had, what we may call, sympathised with it,—had sympathy
in him to bestow on objects. He must have been sincere about
it too; sincere and sympathetic : a man without worth cannot
give you the likeness of any object ; he dwells in vague out-
wardness, fallacy and trivial hearsay, about all objects. And
mdeed may we not say that intellect altogether expresses itself
in this power of discerning what an object is? Whatsoever of
faculty a man's mind may have will come out here. Is it
even of business, a matter to be done? The gifted man 1s he
who sees the essential point, and leaves all the rest aside as
surplusage : it is his faculty too, the man of business'’s faculty,
that he discern the true Zzkeness, not the false superficial one,
of the thing he has got to work in. And how much of »zo-
rality is in the kind of insight we get of anything ; ‘the eye
‘ seeing in all things what it brought with it the faculty ?f see-
‘ing’! To the mean eye all things are trivial, as c§n31My as
to the jaundiced they are yellow. Raphael, the Painters tell
us, is the best of all Portrait-painters withal: No most gifted
eye can exhaust the significance of any object. In tl_le com-
monest human face there lies more than Raphael will take-
away with him, ;

)£)ante's painting is not graphic only, brief, true, and of a
vividness as of fire in dark night ; taken on the wider scale,

it is everyway noble, and the outcome of a great sogl. Fran-
cesca and her Lover, what qualities 1n that! A thing woven
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as out of rainbows, on a ground of etc‘rnal black. A small
Aute-voice of infinite wail speaks there, mto our very heart of
hearts. A touch of womanhood in it too : della éfl{a persona,
che mi fu tolta; and how, even In the Pit of woe, it 1s a solace
that /e will never part from her! Saddest tragedy 1n the.se
alti guai. And the racking winds, in that aer 5'””30: whirl
them away again, to wail forever l—Strange to think : Dante
was the friend of this poor Francesca's father ; Francesca her-
self may have sat upon the Poet's knee, as a bright Innocent
little child. Infinite pity, yet also infinite rigour of law : it is
so Nature is made ; it is so Dante discerned that she was
made. What a paltry notion is that of his Divine Comedy's
being a poor splenetic impotent terrestrial libel ; putting those
into Hell whom he could not be avenged-upon on earth! I
suppose if ever pity, tender as a mother’s, was in the heart of
any man, it was in Dante’s. But a man who does not know
rigour cannot pity either. His very pity will be cowardly,
egoistic,—sentimentality, or little better., I know not in the
world an affection equal to that of Dante. It is a tenderness.
a trembling, longing, pitying love : like the wail of Aolean
harps, soft, soft ; like a child’s young heart ;—anc then that
stern, sore-saddened heart! These longings of his towards his
Beatrice ; their meeting together in the Paradiso; his gazing
in her pure transfigured eyes, her that had been purified by
death so long, separated from him so far :—one likens it to
the song of angels ; it is among the purest utterances of affec
tion, perhaps the very purest, that ever came out of a human
soul.
. For the 7nfense Dante is intense in all things ; he has got
into the_essencc of all. His intellectual insight as painter,
OIl OCcasion too as reasoner, is but the result of all other sorts
of IERAy. Morally great, above all, we must call him ; it
is the beglnn1ng of all. His scorn, his grief are as transcend-
f:;t ;i i‘i fli’f’e 1;—-35 ir:deed,.wha.t are they but the znwverse or
ful to God a:tsd ?: etlilt-: exinfi);z ﬁzécmti ~ -a - B
: _ od ;" lofty scorn, unappeas-
able silent reprobation and aversion : ‘Aoz ragionam di lor,
We will not speak of them, look only and pass.’ Or think of

this; ‘They have not the %oge to die, Nown Aan speransa @&
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morte.” One day, it had risen sternly benign on the scathed
heart of Dante, that he, wretched, never-resting, worn as he

was, would full surely dze; *that Destiny itself could not doom
him not to die.” Such words are in this man. For rigour,
earnestness and depth, he is not to be paralleled in the modern
world ; to seek his parallel we must go into the Hebrew Bible,
and live with the antique Prophets there.

I c.io not agree with much modern criticism, in greatly
preferring the /nferno to the two other parts of the Divine
Commedia. Such preference belongs, I imagine, to our general
Byronism of taste, and is like to be a transient feeling. The
Purgatorio and Paradiso, especially the former, one would
almost say, i1s even more excellent than it. It is a noble thing
that Purgatorio, * Mountain of Purification ;! an emblem of the
noblest conception of that age. If Sin is so fatal, and Hell is
and must be so rigorous, awful, yet in Repentance too is man
purified ; Repentance is the grand Christian act, It is beau-
tiful how Dante works it out. The #remolar dell’ onde, that
‘trembling’ of the ocean-waves, under the first pure gleam of
morning, dawning afar on the wandering Two, is as the type
of an altered mood. Hope has now dawned; never-dying
Hope, if in company still with heavy sorrow. The obscure
sojourn of deemons and reprobate is underfoot ; a soft breath-
ing of penitence mounts higher and higher, to the Throne of
Mercy itself. ¢ Pray for me,” the denizens of that Mount oi
Pain all say to him. ¢ Tell my Giovanna to pray for me,”
my daughter Giovanna; *“I think her mother loves me no
more !" They toil painfully up by that winding steep, ‘bent-
down like corbels of a building,’ some of thcm,-—-crushe.d-
together so ‘for the sin of pride ;' yet nevertheless in years, In
ages and wons, they shall have reached the top, ‘WthI.l is Hea-
ven's gate, and by Mercy shall have been admitted in. The
joy too of all, when one has prevailed; the whole Mountain
shakes with joy, and a psalm of praise rises, when one soul

has perfected repentance and got its sin and misery left be-
hind! I call all this a noble embodiment of a true noble

thought,
But indeed the Three compartments mutually support one

another, are indispensable to one another, The Paradiso, @
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kind of inarticulate music to me, is the redeeming side of the
+ the Jnferno without it were titntrue. All 'thr_ee make.
up the true Unseen World, as figured in the Christianity _of the
Middle Ages; a thing forever memorable, forev?r true in the
essence of it, to all men. It was perhaps delineated in no
human soul with such depth of veracity as in this of Dante’s ;
a man sent to sing it, to keep it long memorable. Very notable
with what brief simplicity he passes out of the every-day reality,
into the Invisible one : and in the second or third stanza, we
find ourselves in the World of Spirits ; and dwell there, as
among things palpable, indubitable! To Dante they were so;
the real world, as it is called, and its facts, was but the thresh-
old to an infinitely higher Fact of a World. At bottom, the
one was as prefernatural as the other., Has not each man a
soul ? He will not only be a spirit, but is one. To the earnest
Dante it is all one visible Fact ; he believes it, sees it ; is the
Poet of it in virtue of that. Sincerity, I say again, is the sav-
Ing merit, now as always.

Dante’s Hell, Purgatory, Paradise, are a symbol withal,
an emblematic representation of his Belief about this Uni-
verse :(—some Critic in a future age, like those Scandinavian
ones the other day, who has ceased altogether to think as
Dante did, may find this too all an ‘Allegory,’ perhaps an idle
Allegory! It is a sublime embodiment, or sublimest, of the
soul of Christianity. It expresses, as in huge worldwide archi-
tectural emblems, how the Christian Dante felt Good and Evil
to be the two polar elements of this Creation, on which it all
turns ; that these two differ not by greferability of one to the
?ther, but by Incompatibility absolute and infinite : that the one
1s excellent and high as light and Heaven, the orthcr hideous,
black' as Gehenna and the Pit of Hell | Everlasting Justice,
yet with Penitence, with everlasting Pity,—all Christianism, as
Bz:lteedand l;lhe Middle Ages had it, is émblemed here. lglm-

 and yet, as I urged th : :
truth of purpose : how ungonscioisog}e;ndaeyx}igllth 'WhTt e}I-;nfle
Purgatory, Paradise : these things wer : e e
Mins e o M oda g e not f?.ShIOIIEd as em-
’ rn European Mind, any thought

at all of their being emblems! W
- ere they not indubitable
awful facts ; the whole heart of man takinér them fm-u plracti-
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cally trl_le, all Nature everywhere confirming them? So is it
always in these things, Men do not believe an Allegory. The
future Critic, whatever his new thought may be, who considers
this of Dante to have been all got-up as an Allegory, will com-
mit one sore mistake l—Paganism we recognised as a vera-
cious expression of the earnest awe-struck feeling of man to-
wards the Universe : veracious, true once, and still not with-
out worth for us. But mark here the difference of Paganism
and Christianism ; one great difference. Paganism emblemed
chiefly the Operations of Nature ; the destinies, efforts, com-
binations, vicissitudes of things and men in this world ; Chris-
tianism emblemed the Law of Human Duty, the Moral Law
of Man. One was for the sensuous nature : a rude helpless
utterance of the firsz Thought of men,—the chief recognised
virtue, Courage, Superiority to Fear. The other was not for
the sensuous nature, but for the moral. What a progress is
here, if in that one respect only !—

And so in this Dante, as we said, had ten silent centuries,
In a very strange way, found a voice. The Divina Commedia
1s of Dante's writing ; yet in truth 77 belongs to ten Christian
centuries, only the finishing of it is Dante’s. So always. The
craftsman there, the smith with that metal of his, with these
tools, with these cunning methods,—how little of all he does
1s properly /Azs work ! All past inventive men work there with
him ;—as indeed with all of us, in all things. Dante is the
spokesman of the Middle Ages; the Thought they lived by
stands here, in everlasting music. These sublime ideas of his,
terrible and beautiful, are the fruit of the Christian Meditation
of all the good men who had gone before him. Precious they ;
but also is not he precious? Much, had not he spoken, would
have been dumb ; not dead, yet living voiceless.

On the whole, is it not an utterance, this mystic So_ng, at
once of one of the greatest human souls, and of the h_lgl}est
thing that Europe had hitherto realised for itself ? Christian-
Ism, as Dante sings it, is another than Paganism in the rpde
Norse mind ; another than ¢ Bastard Christianism’ half-articu-
lately spoken in the Arab Desert seven-hundred years before !—
The noblest sdea made 7eal hitherto among men, is sung, and
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emblemed-forth abidingly, by one of the noblest men. In the
one sense and in the other, are we not right glad to possess it?
As I calculate, it may last yet for long thousands of years. For
the thing that is uttered from the inmost parts of a man’s soul,
differs altogether from what is uttered by the outer part. The
outer is of the day, under the empire of mode; the outer passes
away, in swift endless changes ; the inmost is the same yester-
day, today and forever. True souls, in all generations of the
world, who look on this Dante, will find a brotherhood in him;
the deep sincerity of his thoughts, his woes and hopes, will
speak likewise to their sincerity; they will feel that this Dante
~ too was a brother, Napoleon in Saint-Helena is charmed with
the genial veracity of old Homer. The oldest Hebrew Prophet,
under a vesture the most diverse from ours, does yet, because
he speaks from the heart of man, speak to all men's hearts. It
is the one sole secret of continuing long memorable. Dante,
for depth of sincerity, is like an antique Prophet too; his words,
like theirs, come from his very heart. One need not wonder if
it were predicted that his Poem might be the most enduring
thing our Europe has yet made ; for nothing so endures as a
truly spcken word. All cathedrals, pontificalities, brass and
stone, and outer arrangement never so lasting, are brief in com-
parison to an unfathomable heart-song like this : one feels as
if it m1g13t survive, still of importance to men, when these had
?.11 _5an Into new irrecognisable combinations, and had ceased
individually to be. Europe has made much; great cities, great
empires, encyclopzdias, creeds, bodies of opinion and practice:
but it has made little of the class of Dante's Thought. Homer

vanished ; a bewildered heap of stones and rubbish, the life

aI.{nid eﬁstence of it all gone. Like a dream : like the dust of
e Agamemnon ! Greece was ; Greece, except in the words

The uses of this Dante ? We
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in 2 way that 't_xtih"ties‘ will not succeed well in calculating !
We will not estimate the Sun by the quantity of gas-light it
saves us ; Dante shall be invaluable, or of no value. One re-
mark I may make : the contrast in this respect between the
Hero-Poet and the Hero-Prophet. In a hundred years, Ma-
homet, as we saw, had his Arabians at Grenada and at Delhi;
Dante’s Italians seem to be yet very much where they were.
Shall we say, then, Dante’s effect on the world was small in
comparison? Not so: his arena is far more restricted ; but
also it 1s far nobler, clearer ;—perhaps not less but more im-
portant. Mahomet speaks to great masses of men, in the coarse
dialect adapted to such; a dialect filled with inconsistencies,
crudities, follies : on the great masses alone can he act, and
there with good and with evil strangely blended. Dante speaks
to the noble, the pure and great, in all times and places. Neither
does he grow obsolete, as the other does. Dante burns as a
pure star, fixed there in the firmament, at which the great and
the high of all ages kindle themselves : he is the possession of
all the chosen of the world for uncounted time., Dante, one
calculates, may long survive Mahomet. In this way the balance
may be made straight again.

But, at any rate, it is not by what is called their efiect on
the world by what we can judge of their effect there, that a
man and his work are measured. Effect? Influence? Utility?
Let 2 man 2o his work ; the fruit of it is the care of Another
than he. It will grow its own fruit; and whether embodied
in Caliph Thrones and Arabian Conquests, so that it “fills _all
Morning and Evening Newspapers,’ and all Histories, which
are a kind of distilled Newspapers; or not embodied so at all;
— what matters that? That is not the real fruit of it! The
Arabian Caliph, in so far only as he did something, was som?-
thing. If the great Cause of Man, and Man’s w?rk in God's
Earth, got no furtherance from the Arabian Caliph, then no
matter how many scimetars he drew, how many .gold‘ piasters
pocketed, and what uproar and blaring he made in this world,
—Je was but a loud-sounding inanity and futlllty; at bo-ttom.
he 2was not at all. Let us honour the gf-eat empire Of‘:g‘l"“_‘r
once more ! The boundless treasury which we do nf?t jingle
our pockets, or count up and present before men! It is perhaps,
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of all things, the usefulest for each of us to do, in these loud
times,—— —

As Dante, the Italian man, was se}'lt into ou. world tﬂ: e:m-
body musically the Religion of the Middle Ages, the Religion
of our Modern Europe, its Inner Life; so Shakspeare, we may
say, embodies for us the Outer Life of our Europe as develt)pef:i
then, its chivalries, courtesies, humours, ambitions, what practi-
cal way of thinking, acting, looking at the world, men t!len had,
As in Homer we may still construe Old Greece ; so in Shak-
speare and Dante, after thousands of years, what our modern
Europe was, in Faith and in Practice, will stll{ be legible. Dante
has given us the Faith or soul; Shakspeare, in a not less noble
way, has given us the Practice or body. This latter also we
were to have ; a man was sent for it, the man Shakspeare. Just
when that chivalry way of life had reached its last finish, and
was on the point of breaking down into slow or swift dissolu-
tion, as we now see it everywhere, this other sovereign Poet,
with his seeing eye, with his perennial singing voice, was sent
to take note of it, to give long-enduring record of it. Two fit
men : Dante, deep, fierce as the central fire of the world + Shak-
speare, wide, placid, far-seeing, as the Sun, the upper light of
the world. Italy produced the one world-voice , we English
had the honour of producing the other.

Curious enough how, as it were by mere accident, this man
came to us. I think always, so great, quiet, complete and self-
sufficing is this Shakspeare, had the Warwickshire Squire not
prosecuted him for deer-stealing, we had perhaps never heard
of him as a Poet! The woods and skies, the rustic Life of
Man in Stratford there, had been enough for this man! But
md.eed that strange outbudding of our whole English Existence,
}vhlch we call the Elizabethan Era, did not it too come as of
its own accord? The *Tree Igdrasil’ buds and withers by its
W laws,—too deep for our scanning. Yet it does bud and
wither, and every bough and leaf of it is there, by fixed eternal
laws; not a Sir Thomas Lucy but comes at the hour fit for him.

Curiousil say, an'd not sufficiently considered : how everything
does cooperate with all ; not a leaf rotting on the highway but
1s indissoluble portion of solar and stellar Systems ; no thought.
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word or act of man but has Sprung withal out of all men, and
works sooner or later, recognisably or irrecognisably, on all
men! It .is all a Tree: circulation of sap and inﬂuences,' mutual
communication of every minutest leaf with the lowest talon of

a root, with every other greatest and minutest portion of the
whole. The Tree Igdrasil, that has its roots down in the King-

doms of Hela and Death, and whose boughs overspread the
highest Heaven !—

In.soxzfle sense it may be said that this glorious Elizabethan
Era with its Shakspeare, as the outcome and flowerage of all
which had preceded it, is itself attributable to the Catholicism
of the Middle Ages. The Christian Faith, which was the theme
of Dante’s Song, had produced this Practical Life which Shak-
speare was to sing. For Religion then, as it now and always
is, was the soul of Practice: the primary vital fact in men’s
life. And remark here, as rather curious, that Middle-Age
Catholicism was abolished, so far as Acts of Parliament could
abolish it, before Shakspeare, the noblest product of it, made
his appearance. He did make his appearance nevertheless.
Nature at her own time, with Catholicism or what else might
be necessary, sent him forth ; taking small thought of Acts of
Parliament. King-Henrys, Queen-Elizabeths go their way; and
Nature too goes hers. Acts of Parliament, on the whole, are
small, notwithstanding the noise they make. What Act of Par-
liament, debate at St. Stephen’s, on the hustings or elsewhere,
was 1t that brought this Shakspeare into being? No dining at
Freemasons' Tavern, opening subscription-lists, selling of shares,
and infinite other jangling and true or false endeavouring ! This
Elizabethan Era, and all its nobleness and blessedness, came
without proclamation, preparation of ours. Priceless Shak-
speare was the free gift of Nature ; given altogether silenj:ly;
—received altogether silently, as if it had been a thipg of little
account. And yet, very literally, it is a priceless thing. One
should look at that side of matters too. &

Of this Shakspeare of ours, perhaps the opinion one some-
times hears a little idolatrously expressed is, in fact, the right
one ; I think the best judgment not of this country ‘only, but
of Europe at large, is slowly pointing to the conclusion, That
Shakspeare is the chief of all Poets hitherto ; the greatest in-
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tellect who, in our recorded world, has left record of himself in
the way of Literature. On the whole, 'I know not such a power
of vision, such a faculty of thought, if we take all the cha.raf:-
ters of it, in any other man. Such a_calmness of depth; p!acud
joyous strength ; all things imaged in that great soul of his so
true and clear, as in a tranquil unfathomable sea ! It has be_en
said, that in the constructing of Shakspeare’s Dramas there is,
apart from all other ¢ faculties’ as they are called, an under-
standing manifested, equal to that in Bacon’s Novum Organum.
That is true ; and it is not a truth that strikes every one. It
would become more apparent if we tried, any of us for himself,
how, out of Shakspeare's dramatic materials, we could fashion
such a result ! The built house seems all so fit,—everyway as
it should be, as if it came there by its own law and the nature
of things,—we forget the rude disorderly quarry it was shaped
from. The very perfection of the house, as if Nature herself
had made it, hides the builder's merit. Perfect, more perfect
than any other man, we may call Shakspeare in this: he dis-
cerns, knows as by instinct, what condition he works under,
what his materials are, what his own force and its relation to
them is. It is not a transitory glance of insight that will suffice:
it is deliberate illumination of the whole matter ; it is a calmly
seeang eye; a great intellect, in short. How a man, of some
wide thing that he has witnessed, will construct a narrative,
what kind of picture and delineation he will give of it,—is the
best measure you could get of what intellect is in the man.
Which circumstance is vital and shall stand prominent ; which
unessential, fit to be suppressed ; where is the true beginning,
the true sequence and ending? To find out this, you task the
whole .force of insight that is in the man. He must wnderstand
the thing ; according to the depth of his understanding, will
fh_e ﬁ_tness of }_ns answer be. You will try him so. Does like
join itself to lllse; does the spirit of method stir in that con-
fusion, S0 that its embroilment becomes order ? Can the man
say, £iaf lux, Let there be light; and out of chaos make a
world ? - Precisely as there is ltght in himself, will he accom-
plish this.

Or indee.d WE may say again, it is in what I called Portrait-
painting, delineating of men and things, especially of men, that
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Sha.k?peare s great,' All the greatness of the man comes out
decisively here. It is unexampled, I think, that calm creative
perspicacity of Shakspeare, The thing he looks at reveals not
this or that face of it, but its inmost heart, and generic secret :
it dissolves itself as n light before him, so that he discerns the
Perﬁ.:et structure O'.f it. Creative, we said : poetic creation, what
1S thl'_s too but seetng the thing sufficiently? The 2word that will
describe _the thing, 'follows of itself from such clear intense sight
of the thing. And is not Shakspeare’s morality, his valour. can.
dour, tolerance, truthfulness: his whole victorious strength and
greatness, which can triumph over such obstructions, visible
there too ? Great as the world ! No twisted, poor convex-con-
cave mirror, reflecting all objects with its own convexities and
cws » a perfectly Zewe/ mirror —that is to say withal, if
we will understand it, 2 man justly related to all things and
men, a good man. It is truly a lordly spectacle how this great
soul takes-in all kinds of men and objects, a Falstaff, an Othello,
a Juliet, a Coriolanus; sets them all forth to us in their round
completeness ; loving, just, the equal brother of all. Novum
Organum, and all the intellect you will find in Bacon, is of a
quite secondary order; earthy, material, poor In comparison
with this. Among modern men, one finds, in strictness, almost
nothing of the same rank. Goethe alone, since the days of
Shakspeare, reminds me of it. Of him too you say that he saw
the object; you may say what he himself says of Shakspeare :
‘His characters are like watches with dial-plates of transparent
‘crystal ; they show you the hour like others, and the inward ]
‘mechanism also is all visible.’ '
The seeing eye! It is this that discloses the inner harmony
of things ; what Nature meant, what musical idea Nau}re has
wrapped-up in these often rough embodiments. Somti:thmg‘ she
did mean. To the seeing eye that something were discernible.
Are they base, miserable things? You can laugh over thenz.
you can weep over them ; you can in some way or other geni-
ally relate yourself to them ;—you can, at lowest,'hold your
Peace about them, turn away your own and ther:s face from
them, till the hour come for practically exterminating and' Cxs
tiﬂguishing them ! At bottom, it is the Poet’s first gift, as it is

AUl men's, that he have intellect enough.  He will be a Poet if
34
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If I say, therefore, that Shakspeare is the greatest of In.
tellects, 1 have said all concerning him. But there_ 1S more
in Shakspeare's intellect than we have yet seen. It 1s }vhat |
call an unconscious intellect ; there 1s more virtue in it than
he himself is aware of. Novalis beautifully remarks of him,
that those Dramas of his are Products of Nature too, deep as
Nature herself. I find a great truth in this saying. Shak-
speare's Art 1s not Artifice ; the noblest worth of it i1s not there
by plan or precontrivance. It grows-up from the deeps of
Nature, through this noble sincere soul, who is a voice of Na-
ture. The latest generations of men will find new meanings
in Shalispeare, new elucidations of their own human being ;
« new harmonies with the infinite structure of the Universe ;
« concurrences with later ideas, affinities with the higher powers
¢ and senses of man.! This well deserves meditating. It 1s
Nature's highest reward to a true simple great soul, that he
get thus to be a part of herself. Such a man's works, what-
soever he with utmost conscious exertion and forethought shall
accomplish, grow up withal #zconsciously, from the unknown
deeps in him ;—as the oak-tree grows from the Earth’s bosom,
as the mountains and waters shape themselves ; with a sym-
metry grounded on Nature's own laws, conformable to all
Truth whatsoever. How much in Shakspeare lies hid; his
sorrows, lis silent struggles known to himself ; much that was
not known at all, not speakable at all : like roo#s, like sap and
forces working underground ! Speech is great; but Silence i1s
greater. Y%

Withal the joyful tranquillity of this man is notable. 1
will not blame Dante for his misery : it is as battle without
victory ; but true battle,—the first, indispensable thing. Yet
I call _Shakspeare greater than Dante, in that he fought truly,
and did conquer. Doubt it not, he had his own sorrows:
‘hose Sonnets of his will even testify expressly in what deep
waters he had waded, and swum struggling for his life ;—as
what man like him ever failed to have to do? It seems to me
a heedless notion, our common one, that he sat like a bird on
the bough ; and sang forth, free and offhand, never knowing
the troubles of other men. - Not so; with no man is it so.
How could a2 man travel forward from rustic deer-poaching to
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such t}'agedy-writing. and not fall-in with sorrows by the way?
Or, still better, how could a man delineate a Hamlet. a Corgo-
lanus, a Macheth, so many suffering heroic hearts i;' his own
heroic heart had never suffered ?—And now, in c;ntrast with
all this, observe his mirthfulness, his genuine overflowing love

of laughter !  You would say, in no point does he exaggerate
but only in laughter., F lery objurgations, words that pierce
?,nd burn, are to be found in Shakspeare ; yet he is alwa:ys
in measureé here ; never what Johnson would remark as a
specially ‘good hater.” But his laughter seems to pour from
him in floods ; he heaps all manner of ridiculous nicknames on
the butt he is bantering, tumbles and tosses him in all sorts of
horse-play ; you would say, with his whole heart laughs. And
then, if not always the finest, it is always a genial laughter.
Not at mere weakness, at misery or poverty ; never. No man
who can laugh, what we call laughing, will laugh at these
things. It is some poor character only desizing to laugh, and
have the credit of wit, that does so. Laughter means sym-
pathy ; good laughter is not ‘the crackling of thorns under
the pot.” Even at stupidity and pretension this Shakspeare
does not laugh otherwise than genially, Dogberry and Verges
tickle our very hearts; and we dismiss them covered with ex-
plosions of laughter : but we like the poor fellows only the
better for our laughing ; and hope they will get on well there,
and continue Presidents of the City-watch. Such laughter,

like sunshine on the deep sea, is very beautiful to me.

We have no room to speak of Shakspeare’s individual
works ; though perhaps there is much still waiting to be said
on that head. Had we, for instance, all his plays reviewed
as Hamlet, in Wilhelm Meister, is ! A thing which might, one

day, be done. August Wilhelm Schlegel has a remark on his

Historical Plays, Henry Fifth and the others, which is 1;{01‘1:}1
arl-

remembering. He calls them a kind of Nationfu Epi.c.
borough, you recollect, said, he knew no English History but

what he had learned from Shakspeare. ~There are teally_r. if
we look to it, few as memorable Histories: The great saII:ien;
points are admirably seized ; all rounds itself off, into a Kin

of thythmic coherence ; it is, as Schlegel says, eptc ;—as in-
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deed all delineation by a great thinker will be. There are
right beautiful things in those Pieces, which indeed t_ogether
form one beautiful thing. That battle of Agincourt strikes me
as one of the most perfect things, in its sort, we anywhere have
of Shakspeare’s. The description of the two hosts :.the worn-
out, jaded English; the dread hour, big with destiny, when
the battle shall begin; and then that deathless valour : ¢ Ye
good yeomen, whose limbs were made in England !” There is
2 noble Patriotism in it,—far other than the ‘indifference’ you
sometimes hear ascribed to Shakspeare. A true English heart
breathes, calm and strong, through the whole business ; not
boisterous, protrusive ; all the better for that. There 1s a
sound in it like the ring of steel. This man too had a right
stroke in him, had it come to that !

But I will say, of Shakspeare’s works generally, that we
have no full impress of him there ; even as full as we have of
many men. His works are so many windows, through which
we see a glimpse of the world that was in him. All his works
seem, comparatively speaking, cursory, imperfect, written under
cramping circumstances ; giving only here and there a note of
the full utterance of the man. Passages there are that come
upon you like splendour out of Heaven ; bursts of radiance,
illuminating the very heart of the thing: you say, ‘“That 1s
irue, spoken once and forever ; wheresoever and whensoever
there is an open human soul, that will be recognised as true !”
_Such bursts, however, make us feel that the surrounding matter
1s not radiant; that it is, in part, temporary, conventional.
Alas, Shakspeare had to write for the Globe Playhouse : his
great soul had to crush itself, as it could, into that and no
other mould. It was with him, then, as it is with us all. No
man works save under conditions. The sculptor cannot set
his own fr‘ee_ Thought before us ; but his Thought as he could
transla}e it mto_the stone that was given, with the tools that
were given. Disjecta membra are all that we find of any Poet,

- or of any man,

Whoever looks intelligently at this Shakspeare may re-
cognise that he too was a Prophet, in his way; of an insight

analogous to the Prophetic, though he took it up in another




- 103

R c;f : gThat eawlelnf We are such stuff as
which few read with underst Sc;:'m et
i crstanding, is of the depth of any
seer. u man sang; did not preach, except musically.
We called Dante the melodious Priest of Middle-Age Catholic-
ism. May we not call Shakspeare the still more melodious
Priest of a Zrue Catholicism, the ‘ Universal Church’ of the
F uture and of all times? No narrow superstition, harsh asceti-
cism, 1ntolerance, fanatical fierceness or perversion : a Revela-
tion, so far as it goes, that such a thousandfold hidden beauty
and divineness dwells in all Nature ; which let all men wor-
ship as they can! We may say without offence, that there
rises a kind of universal Psalm out of this Shakspeare too ;
not unfit to make itself heard among the still more sacred
Psalms. Not in disharmony with these, if we understood
them, but in harmony !—1 cannot call this Shakspeare a
‘Sceptic,” as some do ; his indifference to the creeds and theo-
logical quarrels of his time misleading them. No: neither
unpatriotic, though he says little about his Patriotism ; nor
sceptic, though he says little about his Faith. Such *indiffer-
ence’ was the fruit of his greatness withal : his whole heart
was in his own grand sphere of worship (we may call it such);
these other controversies, vitally important to other men, were
not vital to him.
But call it worship, call it what you will, is it not a right
glorious thing, and set of things, this that Shakspeare has

brought us? For myself, I feel that there is a_g_t_ggllzﬁ a kin.d
of sacredness in the fact of such a man being sent into this
Earth, Is he not an eye to us all; a blessed heaven-sent
B\nrﬁer of Light >—And, at bottom, was it not perhaps far
better that this Shakspeare, everyway an unconscious man,
was conscious of no Heavenly message ? He did not feel, like
Mahomet, because he saw into those internal Splendours, that
he specially was the ‘ Prophet of God and was.he not greatel
than Mahomet in that? Greater; and also, if we compute
strictly, as we did in Dante’s case, more sn*:ccessfu_l. It was
intrinsically an error that notion of Mahomet's, of his supreme

Prophethood ; and has come down to us inextricably involved
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in error to this day; dragging along with it such a coil ¢f {ables,
impurities, intolerances, as makes it a questionable step for me
here and now to say, as I have done, that Mahomet was a true
Speaker at all, and not rather an ambitious charlatan, perver-
sity and simulacrum ; no Speaker, but a Babbler ! Exien In
Arabia, as I compute, Mahomet will have exhausted himself
ard become obsolete, while this Shakspeare, this Dante may
still be young ;—while this Shakspeare may still pretend to be
- Priest of Mankind, of Arabia as of other places, for unlimited
periods to come !

Compared with any speaker or singer one knows, even with
Aschylus or Homer, why should he not, for veracity and uni-
versality, last like them ? He is sincere as they ; reaches deep
down like them, to the universal and perennial. But as for Ma-
homet, I think it had been better for him 7o/ to be so conscious!
Alas, poor Mahomet ; all that he was conscious of was a mere
error ; a futility and triviality,—as indeed such ever i1s. The
truly great in him too was the unconscious: that he was a wild
Arab lion of the desert, and did speak-out with that greatthunder-
voice of his, not by words which he Zkoug/t to be great, but by
actions, by feelings, by a history which were great! His Koran
has become a stupid piece of prolix absurdity ; we do not be-
lieve, like him, that God wrote that ! The Great Man here too,
as always, is a Force of Nature : whatsoever is truly great in
him springs-up from the zzarticulate deeps.

Well : this is our poor Warwickshire Peasant, who rose to
be Manager of a Playhouse, so that he could live without begging;
whom the Earl of Southampton cast some kind glances on;
whom Sir Thomas Lucy, many thanks to him, was for sending
to Ehe Treadmill! We did not account him a god, like Odin,
whﬂe' he dwelt with us ;—on which point there were much to
be said. But I will say rather, or repeat : In spite of the sad
state Hero-worship now lies in, consider what this Shakspeare
has ac'tua]ly become among us. Which Englishman we ever
made, m_thls land of ours, which million of Englishmen, would
WE not give-up rather than the Stratford Peasant? There is no
regiment of highest Dignitaries that we would sell him for. He
is the grandest thing we have yet done. For our honour among
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foreign nations, as an ornament to our English Household, what

item 1S there that we would not surrender rather than him ?

Consider now, if they asked us, Will you give-up your Indian

105

in official language ; but we, for our part too, should not we be
forced to answer : Indian Empire, or no Indian Empire ; we
cannot do without Shakspeare ! Indian Empire will go, at any
rate, some day ; but this Shakspeare does not go, he lasts for-
ever with us ; we cannot give-up our Shakspeare !

Nay, apart from spiritualities : and considering him merely
as a recal, marketable, tangibly-useful possession. England, be-
fore long, this Island of ours, will hold but a small fraction of
the English : in America, in New Holland, east and west to the
very Antipodes, there will be a Saxondom covering great spaces
of the Globe. And now, what is it that can keep all these to-
gether into virtually one Nation, so that they do not fall-out
and fight, but live at peace, in brotherlike intercourse, helping
one another? This is justly regarded as the greatest practical
problem, the thing all manner of sovereignties and governments
are here to accomplish : what is it that will accomplish this?
Acts of Parliament, administrative prime-ministers cannot.
America is parted from us, so far as Parliament could part it.
Call it not fantastic, for there is much reality in it: Here, I
say, is an English King, whom no time or chance, Parliament
or combination of Parliaments, can dethrone ! This King Shak-
speare, does not he shine, in crowned sovereig:nty, over us all,
as the noblest, gentlest, yet strongest of l:allylng-.SIgns; znde-
structible ; really more valuable in that point of view than any
other means or appliance whatsoever ? We can fancy him as
radiant aloft over all the Nations of Englishmen, a thousand
years hence. From Paramatta, from New York, ?heresoever,
under what sort of Parish-Constable soever, English men and
women are, they will say to one another : “ Y.'es, this §he}kspeare
is ours ; we produced him, we speak and think by him ; we are
of one blood and kind with him.’ The most common-sense

itici : | ink of that.
oliti , too, if he pleases, may think o | ‘
: Y(zsa.'ntnt.':lj; it 1s :f great thing for a Nation that it get an
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articulate voice : that it produce a man who will speak-forth
melodiously what the heart of it means! Italy, for example,
poor Italy lies dismembered, scattered asunder, not appearing
in any protocol or treaty as a unity at all ; yet the noble Italy
is actually one ; Italy produced its Dante; Italy can speak !
The Czar of all the Russias, he is strong, with so many bayo-
nets, Cossacks and cannons ; and does a great feat in keeping
such a tract of Earth politically together ; but he cannot yet
speak. Something great in him, but it is a dumb greatness.
He has had no voice of genius, to be heard of all men and
times. He must learn to speak. He is a great dumb monster \ v |
hitherto. His cannons and Cossacks will all have rusted into ||
nonentity, while that Dante’s voice is still audible. The Nation
that has a Dante is bound together as no dumb Russia can be,
—We must here end what we had to say of the Hero-Poet,



LECTURE 1V,

THE HERO AS PRIEST, LUTHER ; REFORMATION : KNOX ;
PURITANISM,

[Friday, r5th May 1840.]

OUR present discourse is to be of the Great Man as Priest.
We have repeatedly endeavoured to explain that all sorts of
Heroes are intrinsically of the same material ; that given a
great soul, open to the Divine Significance of Life, then there
1s given a man fit to speak of this, to sing of this, to fight and
work for this, in a great, victorious, enduring manner ; there
1s given a Hero,—the outward shape of whom will depend on
the time and the environment he finds himself in. The Priest
too, as I understand it, is a kind of Prophet ; in him too there
is required to be a light of inspiration, as we must name it.
He presides over the worship of the people; is the Uniter of
them with the Unseen Holy. He is the spiritual Captain of
the people ; as the Prophet is their spiritual King with'many
captains : he guides them heavenward, by wis? ggldance
through this Earth and its work. The ideal of him is, that
he too be what we can call a voice from the unseen Heaven ;
interpreting, even as the Prophet did, and in a more familiar
manner unfolding the same to men. ’_l"he unseen Heaven,—
the * open secret of the Universe,’—which so few have an eye
for! He is the Prophet shorn of his more awful .splendour,
burning with mild equable radiance, as the enlightener ﬁ;
daily life, This, I say, is the ideal of a Priest. So In 011
times ; so in these, and in all times. One la:n-c:,wsf velry we
that, in reducing ideals to practlce,. great la.t.ltude thO er;a.l:l:f
1S needful; Very great, But a Priest who lS. n?t t 31 aacter
who does not any longer aim or try to be this, is a char

—of whom we had rather not speak in this place.
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Luther and Knox were by express vocation Priests, and
did faithfully perform that function in its common sense. Yet
it will suit us better here to consider them chiefly in their his-
torical character, rather as Reformers than Priests. There
have been other Priests perhaps equally notable, in calmer
times, for doing faithfully the office of a Leader of \'Vorship;
bringing down, by faithful heroism in that kind, a hight from
Heaven into the daily life of their people; leading them for-
ward, as under God’s guidance, in the way wherein they were
to go. But when this same way was a rough one, of battle,
confusion and danger, the spiritual Captain, who led through
that, becomes, especially to us who live under the fruit of his
leading, more notable than any other. He is the warfaring
and battling Priest; who led his people, not to quiet faithful
labour as in smooth times, but to faithful valorous conflict, in
times all violent, dismembered : a more perilous service, and
a more memorable one, be it higher or not. These two men
we will account our best Priests, inasmuch as they were our
best Reformers. Nay I may ask, Is not every true Re-
former, by the nature of him, a Priest first of all? He appeals
to Heaven's invisible justice against Earth's visible force :
knows that it, the invisible, is strong and alone strong. He 1s
a believer in the divine truth of things: a seer, seeing through
the shows of things: a worshipper, in one way or the other,
of the divine truth of things ; a Priest, that is. If he be not
first a Priest, he will never be good for much as a Reformer.

Thus then, as we have seen Great Men, in various situa-
tions, building-up Religions, heroic Forms of human Existence
in this world, Theories of Life worthy to be sung by a Dante,
Practices of Life by a Shakspeare,—we are now to see the
TEVErse process ; which also is necessary, which also may be
carried-on in the Heroic manner. Curious how this should
be necessary : yet necessary it is. The mild shining of the

Poet’s light has to give place to the fierce lightning of the Re-
former : unfortunately the Reformer too is a personage that
cannot fail in History! The Poet indeed, with his mildness,
what is he but the product and ultimate adjustment of Reform,
or Prophecy, with its fierceness ? No wild Saint Dominics
and Thebaid Eremites, there had been no melodious Dante ;
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rough Practical {EndeaVOUI‘, Scandinavian and other, from Odin
to Walter Raleigh, from Ulfila to Cranmer, enabled Shak-
speare to speak. N?.y the finished Poet, I remark sometimes,
is a symptom that his epoch itself has reached perfection and
is finished ; that before long there will be a new epoch, new
Reformers needed.
Doubtlc:ss it were finer, could we go along always in the
way of music ; be tamed and taught by our Poets, as the rude
creatures were by their Orpheus of old. Or failing this rhyth-
mic musical way, how good were it could we get so much as
into the eguable way ; 1 mean, if peaceable Priests, reforming
from day to day, would always suffice us! But it is not SO ;
even this latter has not yet been realised. Alas, the battling
Reformer too is, from time to time, a needful and inevitable
phenomenon. Obstructions are never wanting: the very things
that were once indispensable furtherances become obstructions :
and need to be shaken-off, and left behind us,—a business
often of enormous difficulty. It is notable enough, surely,
how a Theorem or spiritual Representation, so we may call it,
which once took-in the whole Universe, and was completely
satisfactory in all parts of it to the highly-discursive acute in-
tellect of Dante, one of the greatest in the world,—had in the
course of another century become dubitable to common intel-
lects ; become deniable ; and is now, to every one of us, flatly
incredible, obsolete as Odin’s Theorem! To Dante, human
Existence, and God’s ways with men, were all well represented
by those Maleboloes, Purgatorios; to Lut}_le_r not well. How
was this? Why could not Dante’s Catholicism continue; br-at
Luther’s Protestantism must needs follow ?  Alas, nothing will
con ,
H'j;”:i?not make much of ¢ Progress of the Species,” as handled
in these times of ours ; nor do I think you \?ould care to hear
much about it. The talk on that subject 1s too often offthe
most extravagant, confused sort. Yet I may say, the:t abft
itself scems certain enough; nay we can trace-out the nevitable
. - f thines. Every man, as I have
necessity of it in the nature 0 g i« A
stated somewhere, is not only a learner bl}tl? Oe-lf.;l; the same
with the mind given him what‘ has been; but o aiainarbio
mind he diccovers farther, he invents and devises
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of his own. Absolutely without originality there 1s no man.
No man whatever believes, or can believe, exactly what h'is
grandfather believed : he enlarges somewhat, by frfesh dis-
covery, his view of the Universe, and consequ§ntly his Theo-
rem of the Universe,—which is an znfinife Universe, and can
never be embraced wholly or finally by any view or Theorem,
in any conceivable enlargement he enlarges somewhat, 1 say;
6nds somewhat that was credible to his grandfather incredible
to him, false to him, inconsistent with some new thing he has
discovered or observed. It is the history of every man ; and
in the history of Mankind we see it summed-up into great his-
torical amounts,—revolutions, new epochs. Dante’s Mountain
of Purgatory does #no¢ stand ‘in the ocean of the other Hem-
isphere,” when Columbus has once sailed thither! Men find
no such thing extant in the other Hemisphere. It i1s not there.
It must cease to be believed to be there. So with all beliefs
whatsoever in this world,—all Systems of Belief, and Systems
of Practice that spring from these.

If we add now the melancholy fact, that when Belief waxes
uncertain, Practice too becomes unsound, and errors, injustices
and miseries everywhere more and more prevail, we shall see
material enough for revolution. At all turns, a man who will
do faithfully, needs to believe firmly. If he have to ask at
every turn the world’s suffrage ; if he cannot dispense with the
world's suffrage, and make his own suffrage serve, he 1s a
poor eye-servant ; the work committed to him will be mzsdone.
Every such man is a daily contributor to the inevitable down-
fall. Whatsoever work he does, dishonestly, with an eye to
the outward look of it, is a new offence, parent of new misery
to somebody or other. Offences accumulate till they become
insupportable ; and are then violently burst through, cleared
off as by explosion. Dante’s sublime Catholicism, incredible
now in theory, and defaced still worse by faithless, doubting

and dishonest practice, has to be torn asunder by a Luther;
Shakspeare’s noble Feudalism, as beautiful as it once looked

and was, has to end in a French Revolution. The accumula-

tion of offences. 1s, as we say, too literally exploded, blasted
asunder volcanically ; and there are long troublous periods
before matters come to a settlement again,
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Surely it were mc:urnful enough to look only at this face of
the matter, and find in all human opinions and arran

ly the fact that th - SEHICRsA
merely at they were uncertain, temporary, subject to
the law Oi: death ! At bottom, it is not so : all death, here too
we ﬁnd,_ s but Q_f the body, not of the essence or soul ; all
destructm_n, by Vlolf!'nt revolution or howsoever it be, is but
new creation on a_v:rlder scale. Odinism was Valour; Chris-
tianism was fumility, a nobler kind of Valour. No thought
that ever dwelt honestly as true in the heart of man but was
an hox:lest mSIgl}t into God’s truth on man’s part, and %as an
essentla_l truth in it which endures through all changes, an
everlasting possession for us all. And, on the other hand,
what a melancholy notion is that, which has to represent all
men, 1n all countries and times except our own, as having
spent their life in blind condemnable error, mere lost Pagans,
Scandinavians, Mahometans, only that we might have the true
ultimate knowledge! All generations of men were lost and
wrong, only that this present little section of a generation
might be saved and right. They all marched forward there,
all generations since the beginning of the world, like the Rus-
sian soldiers into the ditch of Schweidnitz Fort, only to fill-up
the ditch with their dead bodies, that we might march-over
and take the place! It is an incredible hypothesis.

Such incredible hypothesis we have seen maintained with
fierce emphasis; and this or the other poor individual man,
with his sect of individual men, marching as over the dead
bodies of all men, towards sure victory : but when he too,
with his hypothesis and ultimate infallible credo, sank into
the ditch, and became a dead body, what was to be said ?—
Withal, it is an important fact in the nature of man, that
he tends to reckon his own insight as final, and goes upon
it as such. He will always do it, 1 suppose, in one Or t!me
other way ; but it must be in some wider, wiser way than this.
Are not all true men that live, or that ever lived, soldiers of
the same army, enlisted, under Heaven's captaincy, to do battle
against the same enemy, the empire of D arkness and Wrong ?
Why should we misknow one another, fight not against the
enemy but against ourselves, from mere difference of uniform ?

All uniforms shall be good, so they hold in them true valiant
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men. All fashions of arms, the Arab turban and swift scime.
tar, Thor's strong hammer smiting down Foluns, shall be wel-

come. Luther’s battle-voice, Dante’'s march-melody, all genuine
things are with us, not against us. We are all under one Cap-
tain, soldiers of the same host.—Let us now look a little at
this Luther's fighting ; what kind of battle it was, anq ‘how
he comported himself in it. Luther too was of our spiritual
Heroes ; a Prophet to his country and time.

As introductory to the whole, a remark about Idolatry will
perhaps be in place here. One of Mahomet's characteristics,
which indeed belongs to all Prophets, 1s unlimited implacable
zeal against Idolatry. Itisthe grand theme of Prophets: Idola-
try, the worshipping of dead Idols as the Divinity, is a thing
they cannot away-with, but have to denounce continually, and
brand with inexpiable reprobation ; it is the chief of all the sins
they see done under the sun. This is worth noting. We will
not enter here into the theological question about Idolatry. Idol
is Eidolon, a thing seen, a symbol. It is not God, but a Sym-
bol of God ; and perhaps one may question whether any the
most benighted mortal ever took it for more than a Symbol. 1
fancy, he did not think that the poor image his own hands had
made was God ; but that God was emblemed by it, that God
was 1n it some way or other. And now in this sense, one may
ask, Is not all worship whatsoever a worship by Symbols, by
etdola, or things seen? Whether seen, rendered visible as an
image or picture to the bodily eye ; or visible only to the in-
ward eye, to the imagination, to the intellect : this makes a
superficial, but no substantial difference. It is still a Thing
Seen, significant of Godhead; an Idol. The most rigorous
Puritan has his Confession of Faith, and intellectual Represent-
ation of Divine things, and worships thereby ; thereby is wor-
ship first made possible for him. All creeds, liturgies, religious
forms, conceptions that fitly invest religious feelings, are in this
sense ¢zdola, things seen. All worship whatsoever must proceed

b_y Symbols, by Idols:—we may say, all Idolatry is compara-
tive, and the worst Idolatry is only more idolatrous.

] .Where, then, lies the evil of it? Some fatal evil must lie
in 1it, or earnest prophetic men would not on all hands so re




probate it: Why is Idolatry so hateful to Pr

to me as if, in the worship of
thing that had chiefly progokezlh:}l: Ezzrh‘zﬁoiez Sgﬁnbm?’ Se
most soul with indignation and aversionp Wa’s ; .
; _ : not exactly what
suggested itself to his own thought, and came out of him in
wqrds to others, as the thing. The rudest heathen that wor-
shipped Canopus, or the Caabah Black-Stone, he, as we saw
was superior to the horse that worshipped notiliné at all ! Na,’
there was a kin-d of lasting merit in that poor act ot his ; m.a,na.lﬁ:fi
gous to what is .st.ill meritorious in Poets : recognition of a
certain enczlless divine beauty and significance in stars and all
natural objects Wh_atsoever. Why should the Prophet so merci-
less.ly conc_lemn him? The poorest mortal worshipping his
Fetish, while his heart is full of it, may be an object of pity, ot
contempt and avoidance, if you will ; but cannot surely be an
object ?f hatred. Let his heart ée honestly full of it, the whole
space of his dark narrow mind illuminated thereby; in one
word, let him entirely de/zewe in his Fetish,—it will then be, I
should say, if not well with him, yet as well as it can readily
be made to be, and you will leave him alone, unmolested there.
But here enters the fatal circumstance of Idolatry, that, in
the era of the Prophets, no man’s mind 75 any longer honestly
filled with his Idol or Symbol. Before the Prophet can arise
who, seeing through it, knows it to be mere wood, many men
must have begun dimly to doubt that it was little more. Con-
demnable Idolatry is zusincere Idolatry. Doubt has eaten-out
the heart of it : a human soulis seen clinging spasmodically to
an Ark of the Covenant, which it half-feels now to have become
a Phantasm. This is one of the balefulest sights. Souls are
no longer fil/ed with their Fetish; but only pretenc to be filled,
and would fain make themselves feel that they are filled. ““You
do not believe,” said Coleridge ; * you only believe that you be-
lieve.” It is the final scene in all kinds of Worship apd Sy‘{n-
bolism: the sure symptom that death is now nigh. It is equiv-
alent to what we call Formulism, and Worship of Formulas,
in these days of ours. No more immoral act can be dqne by
a human creature : for it is the beginning of all immorality, or
rather it is the impossibility henceforth of any morality whatso-

ever ;: the innermost moral soul is paralysed thereby, cast into
i
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fatal magnetic sleep ! Men are no longer .!'fff(ﬁ'e men. I do
not wonder that the earnest 1ian denounces this, brapds it, pro-
secutes it with inextinguishable aversion. H-e and it, all good
and it, are at death-feud. Blamable ‘Idolatry is Cant, a'nd cven
what one may call Sincere-Cant. §1ncere-Ca:nt : t}'nat 1S \?orth
thinking of !  Every sort of Worship ends with this phasis.

I find Luther to have been a Breaker of Idols, no less than
any other Prophet. The wooden gods of the Koreish, made of
timber and bees-wax, were not more hateful to Mahomet than
Tetzel's Pardons of Sin, made of sheepskin and ink, were to
Luther. Itisthe property of every Hero, in every time, in every
place and situation, that he come back to reality; that he stand
upon things, and not shows of things. According as he loves,
and venerates, articulately or with deep speechless thought, the
awful realities of things, so will the hollow shows of things,
however regular, decorous, accredited by Koreishes or Conclaves,
be intolerable and detestable to him. Protestantism too is the
work of a Prophet : the prophet-work of that sixteenth century.
The first stroke of honest demolition to an ancient thing grown
false and idolatrous ; preparatory afar off to a new thing, which
shall be true, and authentically divine !—

At first view it might seem as if Protestantism were entirely
destructive to this that we call Hero-worship, and represent as
the basis of all possible good, religious or social, for mankind.
One often hears it said that Protestantism introduced a new
era, radically different from any the world had ever seen before:
the era of *private judgment,’ as they call it. By this revolt
against the Pope, every man became his own Pope ; and learnt,
among other things, that he must never trust any Pope, or spi-
ritual Hero-captain, any more! Whereby, is not spiritual union,
all hierarchy and subordination among men, henceforth an im-
possibility ?  So we hear it said.—Now I need not deny that
Protestantism was a revolt against spiritual sovereignties, Popes
and much else. Nay I will grant that English Puritanism, re-
volt against earthly sovereignties, was the second act of it ;
that the enormous French Revolution itself was the third act,

whereby all sovereignties earthly and spiritual were, as might
seem, abolished or made sure of abolition. Protestantism is

the grand root from which our whole subsequent European
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Hlsm}')’ branches out. F or the spiritual will always body itself
fqrtl}. in the temporal history of men : the spiritual is the be-
ginning of the t?mporal. And now, sure enough, the cry is
everywhere for Liberty and Equality, Independence and so forth;
instead of A7xgs, Ballot-boxes and Electoral suffrages: it seems
made out tl:lat any Hero-sovereign, or loyal obedience of men
to a man, In things temporal or things spiritual, has passed
away forev?r from the world. I should despair of the world
altogether,. if s0.  One of my deepest convictions 1s, that it is
not so. Without sovereigns, true sovereigns, temporal and spi-
ritual, I see nothing possible but an anarchy; the hatefulest of
things. But I find Protestantism, whatever anarchic democracy
it have produced, to be the beginning of new genuine sovereignty
and order. Ifinditto be a revolt against fa/se sovereigns ; the
painful but indispensable first preparative for Zrue sovereigns
getting place among us! This is worth explaining a little.
Let us remark, therefore, in the first place, that this of
‘private judgment'’is, at bottom, not a new thing in the world,
but only new at that epoch of the world. There is nothing
generically new or peculiar in the Reformation; it was a return
to Truth and Reality in opposition to Falsehood and Semblance,
as all kinds of Improvement and genuine Teaching are and
have been. Liberty of private judgment, if we will consider i,
must at all times have existed in the world. Dante had not
put-out his eyes, or tied shackles on himself; he was at home
in that Catholicism of his, a free-seeing soul in it,—if many a
poor Hogstraten, Tetzel and Dr. Eck had now become slaves
in it. Liberty of judgmert? No iron chain, or outwarc} force
of any kind, could ever compel the soul of a man to believe or
to disbelieve : it is his own indefeasible light, that judgment of
his ; he will reign, and believe there, by the grace of .God
alone! The sorriest sophistical Bellarmine, preaching _51ght-
less faith and passive obedience, must first, by some kind of

conviction, have abdicated his right to be cr:mvinced. His
‘private judgment’ indicated that, as the advisablest step /e

could take. The right of private judgment will SubS}St: In fuﬂ
fOTCB, wherever true men subsist. A tru'e man éﬁ_fww-f wit

his whole judgment, with all the illumination ax_ld dlscemmixllt
that is in him, and has always so believed. A false man, only
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struggling to ‘believe that he beli_eves.’ "fVill nat_urally manage
it in some other way. Protestantism said to this latter, Woe!
and to the former, Well done ! At bottom, 1t was No new say-
ing ; it was a return to all old sayings that ever had been_ said,
Be genuine, be sincere : that was, onceé MOre, the meaning ?f
it. Mahomet believed with his whole mind ; O::lm with his
whole mind,—he, and all #ue Followers of Odinism. They,
by their private judgment, had ‘judged'—so. :

And now I venture to assert, that the exercise of private
judgment, faithfully gone about, does by no means necessarily
end in selfish independence, isolation ; but rather ends% neces-
sarily in the opposite of that. It is not honest inquiry that
makes anarchy; but it is error, insincerity, half-belief and un-
truth that make it. A man protesting against error i1s on the
way towards uniting himself with all men that believe in truth.
There is no communion possible among men who believe only
in hearsays. The heart of each is lying dead ; has no power
of sympathy even with #kzngs,—or he would believe Zte and
not hearsays. No sympathy even with things ; how much less
with his fellow-men! He cannot unite with men; he 1s an
anarchic man. Only in a world of sincere men is unity pos-
sible ;—and there, in the longrun, it is as good as cerfain.

For observe one thing, a thing too often left out of view,
or rather altogether lost sight of, in this controversy: That it
1s not necessary a man should himself have dZscovered the truth
he is to believe in, and never so sincerely to believe in. A
Great Man, we said, was always sincere, as the first condition
of him. But a man need not be great in order to be sincere ;
that is not the necessity of Nature and all Time, but only of
certain corrupt unfortunate epochs of Time. A man can be-
lieve, and make his own, in the most genuine way, what he
has received from another ;—and with boundless gratitude to
that other! The merit of originality is not novelty; it is sin-
cerity. The believing man is the original man ; whatsoever he
believes, he believes it for himself, not for another. Every son
of Adam can become a sincere man, an original man, in this
sénse ; no mortal is doomed to be an insincere man. Whole
ages, what we call ages of Faith, are original; all men in them,
or the most of men in them, sincere. These are the great and
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fruitful ages: every worker, in all

spheres, is a worker not 0
n
semblance but on substance ; €very work issues in a result -

the general sum of such work js great; for all of it, as genuine,

tends towards one goal : all of it is additive, none of it sub-

e i e ion e Kingshi, ey, ll e an
) poor Earth can produce blessed-
ness for men,

_ Hero-worship? Ah me, that a man be self-subsistent, ori-
ginal, true, or what we call it, is surely the farthest in the
worl:d from indisposing him to reverence and believe other
men's truth! It only disposes, necessitates and invincibly com-
pels him to disbelieve other men’s dead formulas, hearsays and
untruths. A man embraces truth with his eyes open, and be-
cause his eyes are open : does he need to shut them before he
can love his Teacher of truth? He alone can love, with a right
gratitude and genuine loyalty of soul, the Hero-Teacher who
has delivered him out of darkness into light. Is not such a
one a true Hero and Serpent-queller; worthy of all reverence !
The black monster, Falsehood, our one enemy in this world,
lies prostrate by his valour; it was he that conquered the world
for us I-—See, accordingly, was not Luther himself reverenced
as a true Pope, or Spiritual Father, being verily such? Napo-
leon, from amid boundless revolt of Sansculottism, became a
King. Hero-worship never dies, nor can die. Loyalty and So-
vereignty are everlasting in the world :(—and there is this in
them, that they are grounded not on garnitures and semblances,
but on realities and sincerities. Not by shutting your eyes, your
‘ private judgment ;' no, but by opening them,' z_md by havmg
something to see! Luther's message was dept?smon and aboli-
tion to all false Popes and Potentates, but life and strength,

though afar off to new genuine ones.

All this of Liberty and Equality, Electoral suffrages, Inde-
pendence and so forth, we will take, therefore, to be a_tempo-
rary phenomenon, by no means a final one. Though likely to
last a long time, with sad enough embroilments for us all, we
must welcome it, as the penalty of sins that are past, 'the pledge
of inestimable benefits that are coming. In all ways, it behoved
men to quit simulacra and return to fact;'_ cost what 1t mlgl!at,
that did behove to be done. With spurious Popes, and Be-
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lievers having no private judgment.——quaCkS Pretendmg tt_I com-
mand over dupes,—what can you d.o? M:ser?r a_nd mischief
only. You cannot make an association out of Insincereé men ;
you cannot build an edifice except by plummet and lev§l,hat
right-angles to ONC another! In all this wild revolutionary
work, from Protestantism downwards, I see the blessedest re-

sult preparing itself : not abolition of Hero-worship, but rather
what I would call a whole World of Heroes. If Hero mean
sincere man, why may not every onc of us be a Hero? A world
o1l sincere, a believing world : the like has been ; the like will
again be,— cannot help being. That were the right sort of
Worshippers for Heroes @ never could the truly Better be so
reverenced as where all were ‘True and Good |—DBut we must

hasten to Luther and his Life.

Luther's birthplace was Eisleben in Saxony; he came into
the world there on the 10th of November 1483. It was an ac-
cident that gave this honour to Eisleben. His parents, poor
mine-labourers in a village of that region, named Mohra, had
gone to the Eisleben Winter-Fair: in the tumult of this scene
the Frau Luther was taken with travail, found refuge in some
poor house there, and the boy she bore was named MARTIN
LuTHER. Strange enough to reflect upon it. This poor Frau
Luther, she had gone with her husband to make her small mer-
chandisings ; perhaps to sell the lock of yarn she had been
spinning, to buy the small winter-necessaries for her narrow
hut or household ; in the whole world, that day, there was nol
a more entirely unimportant-looking pair of people than this
Miner and his Wife. And yet what were all Emperors, Popes
and Potentates, in comparison? There was born here, once
more, a Mighty Man ; whose light was to flame as the beacon
over long centuries and epochs of the world ; the whole world
and its history was waiting for this man, It is strange, it1s
great. It leads us back to another Birth-hour, in a still meanet
e sy athing, bt e hink oy . shenc o 4

. hink only in silence; for what

words are there! The Age of Miracl 1
Misieles s forover Lok !_g iracles past? The Age ©

I find it altogether suitable to Luther's function in this Earth
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and‘d_oubtless EVISEly ordered to that end by the Providence
presiding over him and us and all things, that he was bor

and brought-up poor, one of the poore;t of men, He Iilzzotr'
beg, as the school-children in those times did sin.ging for a]mz
and bread, from'door to door. Hardship, rigorous Necessity
was the poor boy’s companion; no man nor no thing would put-
on a false face to ﬂattt?r Martin Luther, Among things, not
among the shows of things, had he to grow. A boy of rude
ﬁg'ure, yet with weak health, with his large g'reedy soul, full of
all faculty and se_nsibility, he suffered greatly. But it was his
task to get acquainted with realities, and keep acquainted with
them, at whatever cost: his task was to bring the whole world
back to reality, for it had dwelt too long with semblance! A
youth nursed-up in wintry whirlwinds, in desolate darkness and
difficulty, that he may step-forth at last from his stormy Scan-
dinavia, strong as a true man, as a god ; a Christian Odin,—
a right Thor once more, with his thunder-hammer, to smite
asunder ugly enough Fofuns and Giant-monsters !

Perhaps the turning incident of his life, we may fancy, was
that death of his friend Alexis, by lightning, at the gate of Er-
furt. Luther had struggled-up through boyhood, better and
worse ; displaying, in spite of all hindrances, the largest intel-
lect, eager to learn: his father judging doubtless that he might
promote himself in the world, set him upon the study of Law.
This was the path to rise; Luther, with little will in it either
way, had consented: he was now nincteen years of age. Alexis
and he had been to see the old Luther people at Mansfeldt;
were got back again near Erfurt, when a thunderstorm came
on; the bolt struck Alexis, he fell dead at Luther’s feet. What
is this Life of ours ?—gone in a moment, burnt-up like a scroll,
into the blank Eternity! What are all earthly preferments,
c,hanceuorshipsl KingShiPS? They 116 Shmnk tOg-Ethﬁl'-——-there!
The Earth has opened on them; in a moment they are not,
and Eternity is. Luther, struck to the heart, determined to

devote himself to God and God's service alone. In spite of a.ll
dissuasions from his father and others, he became a Monk in

the Augustine Convent at Erfurt. ol _
Thig:was probably the first light-point in the history of Lu-

ther his purer will now first decisively uttering itself; but, for
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' ' ight-point 1 lement all of
the present, it was still as one light-point in an elel
daerlfness. He says he was a pious monk, zf/z bin ein frommey
Monch geweseny faithfully, painfully struggling to work-out the

truth of this high act of his ; but it was to little purpose. 'His
misery had not lessened; had rather, as it were, increased into

‘nfinitude. The drudgeries he had to do, as povice in his Con
vent, all sorts of slave-work, were not his grievance : the deep
earnest soul of the man had fallen into al! manner 9f black
scruples, dubitations; he believed himself llkeily to die soon,
and far worse than die. One hears with a new interest for poor
Luther that, at this time, he lived 1n terror of the unspeakE}ble
misery; fancied that he was doomed to eternal reprobation.
Was it not the humble sincere nature of the man ? What was
ke, that he should be raised to Heaven! He that had known
only misery, and mean slavery: the news was too blessed to
be credible. It could not become clear to him how, by fasts,
vigils, formalities and mass-work, a man'’s soul could be saved.
He fell into the blackest wretchedness ; had to wander stag-
gering as on the verge of bottomless Despair.

It must have been a most blessed discovery, that of an old
Latin Bible which he found in the Erfurt Library about this
tirae. He had never seen the Book before. It taught him an-
other lesson than that of fasts and vigils. A brother monk too,
of plous experience, was helpful. Luther learned now that a
man was saved not by singing masses, but by the infinite grace
of God: a more credible hypothesis. He gradually got himself
founded, as on the rock. No wonder he should venerate the
Bible, which had brought this blessed help to him. He prized
it as the Word of the Highest must be prized by such a man.
He determined to hold by that ; as through life and to death
he firmly did.

This, then, is his deliverance from darkness, his final tri-
umph over darkness, what we call his conversion : for himself
the most important of all epochs. That he should now grow
daily in peace and clearness ; that, unfolding now the great
?JZ??S“&?S Noones implanted in him, he should rise to import

-onvent, in his country, and be found more and
more useful in all-honest business of life, is a natural result.
Ue aas sent on missions by his Augustine Order, as a man of



Wittenberg ; in both which capacities, as in all duties he did,

this Luther, in the peaceable sphere of common life, was gain-
ing more and more esteem with all good men,

- It was iq his twenty-seventh year that he first saw Rome ;
being sent thither, as I said, on mission from his Convent. Pope

Julius the Second, and what was going-on at Rome, must have
filled the mind of Luther with amazement. He had come as
to the SaCI:ed City, throne of God’s Highpriest on Earth ; and
he found it—what we know ! Many thoughts it must have
given the man ; many which we have no record of, which per-
haps he did not himself know how to utter. This Rome, this
scene of false priests, clothed not in the beauty of holiness, but
in far other vesture, is fa/se: but what is it to Luther ? A mean
man he, how shall he reform a world? That was far from his
thoughts. A humble, solitary man, why should he at all meddle
with the world? It was the task of quite higher men than he.
His business was to guide his own footsteps wisely through the
world. Let him do his own obscure duty in it well ; the rest,
horrible and dismal as it looks, is in God's hand, not in his.
It 1s curious to reflect what might have been the issue, had
Roman Popery happened to pass this Luther by; to go on in
its great wasteful orbit, and not come athwart his little path,
and force him to assault it! Conceivable enough that, in this
case, he might have held his peace about the abuses of Rome;
left Providence, and God on high, to deal with them! A modest
quiet man; not prompt he to attack irreverently persons in
authority, His clear task, as I say, was to do his own duty;
to walk wisely in this world of confused w1clj:edness, a_nd save
his own soul alive. But the Roman Highpriesthood did come
athwart him : afar off at Wittenberg he, Luther, could not get
lived in honesty for it ; he remonstrated, resisted, came to ex-
tremity ; was struck-at, struck again, and so 1t came (0 wager
of battle between them! This is worth attending to in Luther’s
history, Perhaps no man of so humble, peaceable a disposition
- : We cannot but see that
tver filled the world with contention.
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he would have loved privacy, quiet diligence in the shade; that
it was against his will he ever became a notoriety. Notoriety:
what would that do for him 2/ The goal ‘of his march through
this world was the Infinite Heaven; an indubitable goal for
him : in a few years, he should either have attained that, or
lost it forever ! We will say nothing at all, I think, of that
sorrowfulest of theories, of its' being some mean’ shopkeeper
grudge, of the Augustine Monk against the Dominican, that
first kindled the wrath of Luther, and produced the Protestant
Reformation. = We will say to the people who maintain it, if
indeed any such exist now: Get first into the sphere of thought
by which it is so much as possible to judge of Luther, or of
any man like Luther, otherwise than distractedly; we may then
begin arguing with you.

The Monk Tetzel, sent out carelessly in the way of trade,
by Leo Tenth,~—who merely wanted to raise a little nioney, and
for the rest seems to have been a Pagan rather than'a Chris-
tian, so far as he was anything,~—arrived at Wittenberg, and
drove his scandalous trade there. Luther’s flock bought Indul-
gences ; in the confessional of his Church, people pleaded to
him that they had already got their sins pardoned. Luther, if
he would not be found wanting at his own' post, a false slug-
gard and coward atthe very centre of the little space of ground
that was his own and no other man’s, had to'step-forth against
Indulgences, and declare aloud that #zey were a futility and
sorrowful ‘mockery, that no man’s sins could be pardoned by
them. It was the beginning of the whole Reformation. We
know how it went ; forward from this first public challenge of
Tetzel, on the last day of October 1517, through remonstrance
and argument ;—spreading ever wider, rising ever higher; till
it became unquenchable, and enveloped all the world.  Luther’s
heart’s-desire was to have this grief and other griefs amended;
his thought was still far other than that of introducing separa-
tion in the Church, or revolting against the Pope, F'ather of
Christendom.—~The elegant Pagan Pope cared little about this
Monk and his doctrines ; wished, however, to have done with
the noise of him : in a space of some three years, having tried
various softer methods, he thought good to end it by _fire. He
dooms the Monk’s writings to be burnt hy the hangman, and
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his body to be sent bound to Rome,—probably for a similar
purpose. It was the way they had ended with Huss, with Je-
rome, the century before. A short argument, fire. Poor Huss:
he came to that Constance Council, with all imaginable pro-
mises and safe-conducts ; an earnest, not rebellious kind of
man : they laid Iim instantly in a stone dungeon ¢three-feet
wide, six-feet high, seven-feet long ;’ burnt the true voice of
him out of this world ; choked it in smoke and fire. That was
not? well done !

I, for ome, pardon Luther for now altogether revolting
against the Pope.  The elegant Pagan, by this fire-decree of
his, had kindled into noble just wrath the bravest heart then
living in this world. The bravest, if also one of the hum-
blest, peaceablest ; it was now kindled. These words of mine,
words of truth and soberness, aiming faithfully, as human
inability would allow, to promote God’s truth on Earth, and
save men’s souls, you, God’s vicegerent on earth, answer them
by the hangman and fire? You will burn me and them,
for answer to the God’s-message they strove to bring you ?
Yowu are not God’s vicegerent; you are another’s than his, I
think ! I take your Bull, 'as an emparchmented Lie, and burn
2¢, - You will do what you see good next : this is what I do.—
It was on the 1oth of December 1520, three years after the
beginning of the business, that Luther, ¢ with a great concourse
of people,’ took this indignant step of burning the Pope’s fire-
decree ‘at the Elster-Gate of Wittenberg.” Wittenberg looked
on ¢ with shoutings; the whole world was looking on. The
Pope should not have provoked that ¢shout’! It was the shout
of the awakening of nations. The quiet German heart, modest,
patient of much, had at length got more than it could bear.
Formulism, Pagan Popeism, and other Falsehood and corrupt
Semblance had ruled long enough : and here once more was
a man found who durst tell all men that God’s-world stood
not on semblances but on realities ; that Life was a truth, and
not a lie |

At bottom, as was said above, we are to consider Luther
as a Prophet Idol-breaker; a bringer-back of men to reality.
It is the function of great men and teachers. = Mahomet said,
These idols of yours are wood ; you put wax and oil on them,
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the flies stick on them : they are not God, I tell you, they are
black wood! Luther said to the Pope, This thing of yours
that you call a Pardon of Sins, it is a bit of rag-paper with ink.
It zs nothing else; it, and so much like it, is nothing else.
God alone can pardon sins. Popeship, spiritual Fatherhood
of God’s Church, is that a vain semblance, of cloth and parch-
ment? Itis an awful fact. God’s Church is not a semblance,
Heaven and Hell are not semblances. I stand on this, since
you drive me to it. Standing on this, I a poor German Monk
am stronger than you all. I stand solitary, friendless, but on
God’s Truth ; you with your tiaras, triple-hats, with your trea-
suries and armories, thunders spiritual and temporal; stand on
the Devil's Lie, and are »9t so strong !—

The Diet of Worms, Luther’s appearance there on the 1%7th
of April 1521, may be considered as the greatest scene in
Modern European History ; the point, indeed, from which the
whole subsequent history of civilisation takes its rise. After
multiplied negotiations, disputations, it had come to this. The
young Emperor Charles Fifth, with all the Princes of Germany,
Papal nuncios, dignitaries spiritual and temporal, are assem-
bled there : Luther is to appear and answer for himself, whe-
ther he will recant or not. The world’s pomp and power sits
there on this hand: on that, stands-up for God’s Truth, one
man, the poor miner Hans Luther’s Son. Friends had re-
minded him of Huss, advised him not to go; he would not be
advised. A large company of friends rode-out to meet him,
with still more earnest warnings; he answered, ‘“ Were there
as many Devils in Worms as there are roof-tiles, I would on.”
The people, on the morrow, as he went to the Hall of the Diet,
crowded the windows and housetops, some of them calling out
to him, in solemn words, not to recant : ¢ Whosoever denieth
me' before men !” they cried to him,—as in a kind of solemn
petition and adjuration. Was it not in reality our petition too,
the petition of the whole world, lying in dark bondage of soul,
paralysed under a black spectral Nightmare and triple-hatted
Chimera, calling itself Father in God, and what not: “Free
us ; it rests with thee; desert us not!”

Luther did not desert us. His speech, of two hours, dis-
tinguished itself by its respectful, wise and honest tone ; sub-
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missive to whatsoever could lawfully claim submission, not
submissive to any more than that. His writings, he said,
were partly his own, partly derived from the Word of God.
As to what was his own, human infirmity entered into it; un-
guarded anger, blindness, many things doubtless which it were
a blessing for him could he abolish altogether. But as to what
stood on sound truth and the Word of God, he could not re-
cant it.  How could he? ¢ Confute me,” he concluded, ¢ by
proofs of Scripture, or else by plain just arguments : I cannot
recant otherwise. For it is neither safe nor prudent to do
aught against conscience.. Here stand I; I can do no other :
God assist me I”—1It is, as we say, the greatest moment in
the Modern History of Men. English Puritanism, England
and its Parliaments, Americas, and vast work these two cen-
turies ; French Revolution, Europe and its work everywhere
at present : the germ of it all lay there : had Luther in that
moment done other, it had all been otherwise ! The European
World was asking him: Am I to sink ever lower into false-
hood, stagnant putrescence, loathsome accursed death; or,
with whatever paroxysm, to cast the falsehoods out of me, and
be cured and live P—

Great wars, contentions and disunion followed out of this
Reformation ; which last down to our day, and are yet far
irom ended. Greattalk and crimination has been made about
these. They are lamentable, undeniable; but after all,’ what
has Luther or his cause to do with them? It seems strange
reasoning to charge the Reformation with all this, When
Hercales turned the purifying river into King Augeas’s stables,
I 'have no doubt the confusion that resulted was considerable
all around: but I think it was not Hercules’s blame; it was some
other’'s blame! The Reformation might bring what results it
liked when it came, but the Reformation simply could not help
coming. To all Popes and Popes’ advocates, expostulating,
lamenting and accusing, the answer of the world is : Once for
all, your Popehood has become untrue. ' No matter how good
it was, how good you say it is, we cannot believe it ; the light of
our whole mind, given us to walk-by from Heaven above, finds
it henceforth a thing unbelievable, 'We will not believe it, we
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says: Zhere is the black Bottomless of Terror : what Sauerteig
calls the < Hell of the English’ I--But indeed this Hell belongs
naturally to the Gospel of Mammonism, which also has its cor-
responding Heaven. - For there Zs one Reality among so many
Phantasms ; about one thing we are entirely in earnest : The
making of money. Working Mammonism does divide the world
with idle game-preserving Dilettantism :~—thank Heaven that
there is even a Mammonism, ezything we are in earnest about !
Idleness is worst, Idleness alone is without hope : work earn.
estly at anything, you will by degrees learn to work at almost
all things. = There is endless hope in work, were it even work
at making money.

True, it must be owned, we for the present, with our Mam-
mon-Gospel, have come to strange conclusions. We call it a
Society ; and go about professing openly the totalest separa-
tion, isolation. Qur life is not a mutual helpfulness; but rather,
cloaked under due laws-of-war, named ¢fair competition’ and
so forth, it is a mutual hostility. We have profoundly forgot-
ten everywhere that Cask-payment is not the sole relation of
human beings ; we think, nothing doubting, that z¢ absolves
and liquidates all engagements of man. ¢ My starving work-
ers?” answers the rich mill-owner: * Did not I hire them fairly
in the market? Did I not pay them, to the last sixpence, the
sum covenanted for? What have I to do with them more ?”—
Verily Mammon-worship is a melancholy creed. When Cain, for
his own behoof, had killed Abel, and was questioned, ‘“ Where
1s thy brother?” he too made answer, ‘“Am I my brother’s
keeper ?”  Did I not pay my brother %zs wages, the thing he
had merited from me ?

O sumptuous Merchant-Prince, illustrious game-preserving
Duke, is there no way of ° killing’ thy brother but Cain’s rude
way ! ¢A good man by the very look of him, by his very pre-
‘sence with us as a fellow wayfarer in this Life-pilgrimage,
‘ Dromizses so much: woe to him if he forget all such promises,
if he never know that they were given! To a deadened soul,
seared with the brute Idolatry of Sense, to whom going to Hell
Is equivalent to not making money, all ‘promises,” and moral
duties, that cannot be pleaded for in Courts of Requests, ad-
dress themselves in vain. Money he can be ordered to pay,
but nothing more. I have not heard in all Past History, and
¢xpect not to hear in all Future History, of anv Society any-
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where under God's Heaven supporting itself on such Pailo-
sophy. The Universe 1s not made so; it is made otherwise
than so. The man or nation of men that thinks it is made so,
marches forward nothing doubting, step after step; but marches
-—whither we know! In these last two centuries of Atheistic
(Government (near two centuries now, since the blessed restora-
tion of his Sacred Majesty, and Defender of the Faith, Charles
Second), I reckon that we have pretty well exhausted what of
‘firm earth’ there was for us te march on ;—and are now, very
ominously, shuddering, reeling, and let us hope trying to recoil,
on the cliff’s edge !—

For out of this that we call Atheism come so many other
tsms and falsities, each falsity with its misery at its heels —A
SOUL 1s not hike wind (spzrzéus, or breath) contained within a
capsule ; the ALMIGHTY MAKER is not like a Clockmaker that
once, in old immemorial ages, having made his Horologe of a
Universe, sits ever since and sees it go! Not at all. Hence
comes Atheism ; come, as we say, many other zsms; and as
the sum of all, comes Valetism, the 7ewerse of Heroism ; sad
root of all woes whatsoever.  For indeed, as no man ever saw
the above-said wind-element enclosed within its capsule, and
finds it at bottom more deniable than conceivable : so too he
ands, 1n spite of Bridgwater Bequests, your Clockmaker Al-
mighty an entirely questionable affair, a deniable affair ;—and
accordingly denies it, and along with it so much else. Alas, one
knows not what and how much else! For the faith in an In-
visible, Unnameable, Godlike, present everywhere in all that
we see and work and suffer, 1s the essence of all faith whatso-
ever ; and that once denied, or still worse, asserted with lips
only, and out of bound prayerbooks only, what other thing re-
mains believable ? That Cant well-ordered is marketable Cant ;
that Heroism means gas-lighted Histrionism ; that seen with
‘clear eyes’ (as they call Valet-eyes), no man is a Hero, or ever
was a Hero, but all men are Valets and Varlets. The accursed
practical quintessence of all sorts of Unbelief! For if there be
now no Hero, and the Histrio himself begin to be seen into,
what hope is there for the seed of Adam here below? We are
the doomed everlasting prey of the Quack; who, now in this
guise, now in that, is to filch us, to pluck and eat us, by such
modes as are convenient for him. For the modes and guises
[ care little. ‘The Quack once inevitable, let him come swiftly,
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tinue leader of men otherwise. Luther’s clear deep force of
judgment, his force of all sorts, of silence, of tolerance and
moderation, among others, are very notable in these circum-
stances.

Tolerance, I say; a very genuine kind of tolerance: he dis-
tinguishes what is essential, and what is not; the unessential
may go very much as it will. ‘A complaint comes to him that
such and such a Reformed Preacher ¢will not preach without
a cassock.” Well, answers Luther, what harm will a cassock
do the man? ' ¢Let him have a cassock to preach in; let him
have three cassocks if he find benefit in them !’ His conduct
in the matter of Karlstadt’s wild image-breaking ; of the Ana-
baptists; of the Peasants’ War, shows a noble strength, very
different from spasmodic violence. With sure prompt insight
he discriminates what is what : a strong just man, he speaks-
forth what is the wise course, and all men follow him in that.
Luther’s Written Works give similar testimony of him. The
dialect of these speculations is now grown obsolete for us; but
one still reads them with a singular attraction. And indeed the
mere grammatical diction is still legible enough; Luther’s merit
in literary history is of the greatest; his dialect became the lan-
guage of all writing. They are not well written, these Four-
and-twenty Quartos of his; written hastily, with quite other
than literary objects. But in no Books have I found a more
robust, genuine, I will say noble faculty of a man than in these.
A rugged honesty, homeliness, simplicity; a rugged sterling
sense and strength. He flashes-out illumination from him; his
smiting idiomatic phrases seem to cleave into the very secret
of the matter. Good humour too, nay tender affection, noble-
ness, and depth : this man could have been a Poet too! He
had to work an Epic Poem, not write one. I call him a great
Thinker; as indeed his greatness of heart already betokens
that.

Richter says of Luther’s words, ¢his words are half-battles.’
They may be called so. The essential quality of him was, that
he could fight and conquer ; that he was a right piece of hu-
man Valour. No more valiant man, no mortal heart to be
called bdraver, that one has record of, ever lived in that Teu-
tonic Kindred, whose character is valour. His defiance of the
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*Devils’ in Worms was not a mere boast, as the like might be
if 'now spoken. It was a faith of Luther's that there were
Devils, spiritual denizens of the Pit, continually besetting men,.
Many times, in his writings, this turns-up ; and a most small
sneer has been grounded on it by some. In the room of the
Wartburg where he sat translating the Bible, they still show
you a black spot on the wall ; the strange memorial of one of
these conflicts. Luther sat translating one of the Psalms ; he
was worn-down with long labour, with sickness, abstinence from
food : there rose before him some hideous indefinable Image,
which he took for the Evil One, to forbid his work : Luther
started-up, with fiend-defiance; flung his inkstand at the spec-
tre, and it disappeared ! The spot still remains there: a curious
monument of several things. Any apothecary’s apprentice can
now tell us what we are to think of this apparition, in a scien-
tific sense : but the man’s heart that dare rise defiant, face to
face, against Hell itself, can give no higher proof of fearless.
ness. The thing he will quail before exists not on this Earth
or under it.—Fearless enough! ¢The Devil is aware,” writes
he on one occasion, ‘that this does not proceed out of fear in
“me. 1 have seen and defied innumerable Devils. Duke
" George,’ of Leipzig, a great enemy of his, ¢ Duke (zeorge is
“not equal to one Devil,’—far short of a Devil! ¢If I had
' business at Leipzig, I would ride into Leipzig, though it rained
* Duke-Georges for nine days running.” What a reservoir of
Dukes to ride into !—

At the same time, they err greatly whe imagine that this
man’s courage was ferocity, mere coarse disobedient obstinacy
and savagery, as many do. Far from that. There may be an
absence of fear which arises from the absence of thought or
affection, from the presence of hatred and stupid fury. We de
not value the courage of the tiger highly! With Luther it was
far otherwise; no accusation could be more unjust than this of
mere ferocious violence brought against him. A most gentle
heart withal, full of pity and love, as indeed the truly valiant
heart ever is. The tiger before a stromger foe—Alies : the tiger
is not what we call valiant, only fierce and cruel. I know few
things more touching than those soft breathings of affection,

soft as a child’s or a mother’s, in this great wild heart of
2
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Luther. So honest, unadulterated with any cant ; homely, rude
in their utterance; pure as water welling from the rock. What,
in fact, was all that downpressed mood of despair and repro-
bation, which we saw in his youth, but the outcome of pre-
eminent thoughtful gentleness, affections too keen and fine?
It is the course such men as the poor Poet Cowper fall into.
Luther to a slight observer might have seemed a timid, weak
man ; modesty, affectionate shrinking tenderness the chief dis-
tinction of him. It is a noble valour which is roused in a
heart like this, once stirred-up into defiance, all kindled into
a heavenly blaze.

In Luther’'s 7able-Talk, a posthumous Book of anecdotes
and sayings collected by his friends, the most interesting now
of all the Books proceeding from him, we have many beautiful
unconscious displays of the man, and what sort of nature he
had. His behaviour at the deathbed of his little Daughter, so
still, so great and loving, is among the most affecting things.
He is resigned that his little Magdalene should die, yet longs in-
expressibly that she might live ;—follows, in awestruck thought,
the flight of her little soul through those unknown realms. Awe-
struck : most heartfelt, we can see; and sincere,—for after all
dogmatic creeds and articles, he feels what nothing it is that
we know, or can know: His little Magdalene shall be with
God, as God wills ; for Luther too that is all ; Zs/am is all.

Once, he looks-out from his solitary Patmos, the Castle of
Coburg, in the middle of the night: The great vault of Im-
mensity, long flights of clouds sailing through it, — dumb,
gaunt, huge :—who supports all that? ¢ None ever saw the
pillars of it ; yet it is supported.” God supports it. We must
know that God is great, that God is good ; and trust, where
we cannot see.—Returning home from Leipzig once, he is
struck by the beauty of the harvest-fields: How it stands, that
golden yellow corn, on its fair taper stem, its golden head bent,
all rich and waving there,—the meek Earth, at God’s kind
bidding, has produced it once again; the bread of man!—In
the garden at Wittenberg one evening at sunset, a little bird
has perched for the night : That little bird, says Luther, above
it are the stars and deep Heaven of worlds ; yet it has folded
its little wings; gone trustfully to rest there as in its home :
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the Maker of it has given it too a home !— — Neither are
mirthful turns wanting : there is a great free human heart in
this man. The common speech of him has a rugged noble-
ness, idiomatic, expressive, genuine ; gleams here and there
with beautiful poetic tints. One feels him to be a great bro-
ther man, His love of Music, indeed, is not this, as it were,
the summary of all these affections in him? Many a wild un-
utterability he spoke-forth from him in the tones of his flute.
The Devils fled from his flute, he says. Death-defiance on
the one hand, and such love of music on the other; I could
call these the two opposite poles of a great soul; between these
two all great things had room.

Luther’s face is to me expressive of him ; in Kranach’s
best portraits I find the true Luther. A rude plebeian face ;
with its huge crag-like brows and bones, the emblem of rugged
energy ; at first, almost a repulsive face. Yet in the eyes
especially there is a wild silent sorrow ; an unnamable melan-
choly, the element of all gentle and fine affections ; giving to
the rest the true stamp of nobleness. Laughter was in this
Luther, as we said; but tears also were there. Tears also
were appointed him ; tears and hard toil. ‘The basis of his
life was Sadness, Earnestness. In his latter days, after all
triumphs and victories, he expresses himself heartily weary of
living ; he considers that God alone can and will regulate the
course things are taking, and that perhaps the Day of Judg-
ment is not far. As for him, he longs for one thing: that
God would rtelease him from his labour, and let him depart
and be at rest. They understand little of the man who cite
this in dZscredit of him!— I will call this Luther a true Great
Man; great in intellect, in courage, affection and integrity; one
of our most lovable and precious men. Grreat, not as a hewn
obelisk; but as an Alpine mountain,—so simple, honest, spon-
taneous, not setting-up to be great at all : there for quite an-
Jther purpose than being great! Ah yes, unsubduable granite,
piercing far and wide into the Heavens ; yet in the clefts of
it fountains, green beautiful valleys with flowers! A right
Spiritual Hero and Prophet; once more, a true Son of Nature
and Fact, for whom these centuries, and many that are to
come yet, will be thankful to Heaven.
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The most interesting phasis which the Reformation any-
where assumes, especially for us English, is that of Puritanism,
In Luther’s own country Protestantism soon dwindled into a
rather barren affair: not a religion or faith, but rather now a
theological jangling of argument, the proper seat of it not the
heart ; the essence of it sceptical contention: which indeed
has jangled more and more, down to Voltaireism itself, —
through Gustavus-Adolphus contentions onward to French-
Revolution ones! But in our Island there arose a Puritanism,
which even got itself established as a Presbyterianism anc
National Church among the Scotch ; which came forth as a
real business of the heart; and has produced in the world very
notable fruit. In some senses, one may say it is the only
phasis of Protestantism that ever got to the rank of being a
Faith, a true heart-communication with Heaven, and of exhi-
biting itself in History as such. We must spare a few words
for Knox: himself a brave and remarkable man ; but still more
important as Chief Priest and Founder, which one may consi-
der him to be, of the Faith that became Scotland’s, New Eng-
land’s, Oliver Cromwell’'s. History will have something to say
about this, for some time to come!!

We may censure Puritanism as we please; and no one of
us, I suppose, but would find it a very rough defective thing.
But we, and all men, may understand that it was a genuine
thing ; for Nature has adopted it, and it has grown, and grows.
I say sometimes, that all goes by wager-of-battle in this world ;
that strength, well understood, is the measure of all worth.
Give a thing time ; if it can succeed, it is a right thing. Look
now at American Saxondom ; and at that little Fact of the
sailing of the Mayflower, two-hundred years ago, from Delit
Haven in Holland ! Were we of open sense as the Greeks
were, we had found a Poem here ; one of Nature’s own Poems,
such as she writes in broad facts over great continents. For
it was properly the beginning of America : there were strag-
oling settlers in America before, some material as of a body
was there ; but the soul of it was first this. These poor men,
driven-out of their own country, not able well to live in Hol-
land, determine on settling in the New World. Black un-
tamed forests are there, and wild savage creatures: but not so
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cruel as Starchamber hangmen. They thought the Earth
would yield them food, if they tilled honestly; the everlasting
heaven would stretch, there too, overhead ; they should be left
in peace, to prepare for Eternity by living well in this world of
Time ; worshipping in what they thought the true, not the
idolatrous way. They clubbed their small means together ;
hired a ship, the little ship Mayflower, and made ready to set
sail.

In Neal's History of the Puritans! is an account of the
ceremony of their departure: solemnity, we might call it rather,
for it was a veal act of worship. Their minister went down
with them to the beach, and their brethren whom they were to
leave behind; all joined in solemn prayer, That God would
have pity on His poor children, and g¢ with them into that
waste wilderness, for He also had made that, He was there
also as well as here.—Hah ! These men, I think, had a work!
The weak thing, weaker than a child, becomes strong one day,
if it be a true thing. Puritanism was only despicable, laugh-
able then ; but nobody can manage to laugh at it now. Puri-
tanism has got weapons and sinews ; it has fire-arms, war-
navies ; it has cunning in its ten fingers, strength in its right
arm ; 1t can steer ships, fell forests, remove mountains ;—it is
one of the strongest things under this sun at present !

In the history of Scotland, too, I can find properly but one
epoch: we may say, it contains nothing of world-interest at all
but this Reformation by Knox. A poor barren country, full of
continual broils, dissensions, massacrings ; a people in the last
state of rudeness and destitution, little better perhaps than Ire-
land at this day. Hungry fierce barons, not so much as able to
form any arrangement with each other Zow fo divide what they
ficeced from these poor drudges; but obliged, as the Columbian
Republics are at this day, to make of every alteration a revolu-
tion ; no way of changing a ministry but by hanging the old
ministers on gibbets : this is a historical spectacle of no very
singular significance! ¢Bravery’ enough, I doubt not; fierce
fighting in abundance: but not braver or fiercer than that of
their old Scandinavian Sea-king ancestors; w/Zose exploits we
have not found worth dwelling on! It is a country as yet with-

! Neal (London, 1758), i. 4g0.
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out a soul: nothing developed in it but what is rude, external,
semi-animal. And now at the Reformation, the internal life is
kindled, as it were, under the ribs of this outward material
death. A cause, the noblest of causes kindles itself, like a
beacon set on high; high as Heaven, yet attainable from
Earth ;—whereby the meanest man becomes not a Citizen only,
but a Member of Christ’s visible Church ; a veritable Hero, it
he prove a true man !

Well ; this is what I mean by a whole ¢ nation of heroes ;’
a believing nation, There needs not a great soul to make a
hero ; there needs a god-created soul which will be true to its
origin ; that will be a great soul! The like has been seen, we
find. The like will be again seen, under wider forms than the
Presbyterian : there can be no lasting good done till then.—
Impossible! say some. Possible? Has it not been, in this
world, as a practised fact? Did Hero-worship fail in Knox's
case? Or are we made of other clay now? Did the West-
minster Confession of Faith add some new property to the soul
of man? God made the soul of man, He did not doom any
soul of man to live as a Hypothesis and Hearsay, in a world
filled with such, and with the fatal work and fruit of such !'——

But to return : This that Knox did for his Nation, I say,
we may really call a resurrection as from death. It was not
a smooth business ; but it was welcome surely, and cheap at
that price, had it been far rougher. On the whole, cheap at
any price ;—as life is. The people began to Zve » they needed
first of all to do that, at what cost and costs soever. Scotch
Literature and Thought, Scotch Industry ; James Watt, David
Hume, Walter Scott, Robert Burns : I find Knox and the Re-
formation acting in the heart’s core of every one of these per-
sons and phenomena ; I find that without the Reformation
they would not have been. Or what of Scotland? The Puri-
tanism of Scotland became that of England, of New England.
A tumult in the High Church of Edinburgh spread into a
universal battle and struggle over all these realms ;—there
came out, after fifty-years struggling, what we all call the ¢ G/lo-
rzous Revolution,” a Habeas-Corpus Act, Free Parliaments, and
much else —Alas, is it not too true what we said, That many
men in the van do always, like Russian soldiers. march into




