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ANTIQUFE 1"ASE PAINTING.

A Rehearsal in an Early Greek Theatre,

As the modern drama is a development from the religious mystery plays of the Mildle Ages,
s0 the Greek druma was an outgrowth from the religious excercises of the worship of the god
Dionysos. Both comedy and tragedy were considered of divine origin, and both originated in the
dithyramb of Dionysos- by turns a merry song, celebrating the gif't of the vine and the license of
intoxication, and a funeral chant in memory of the sufferings of the god slain by the Titans, his
descent into the kingdom of Hades and his subsequent return to earth. Previous to the fifth cen-
tury B. C,, the festivals were as simple and uncouth as the ordinary dance on a village green,

The germs of the earlicst dramnatic performance are still to be seen in Greece at the present
day. The stranyer who visits Megara or Rhodes on Easter Tuesday, or on any great religious
festival, will witness in one of those native dances which are still kept up by the peasantry, a sort
of rehearsal of the earliest formn of the chorus and ofichestra.  The musicians torm a centre for
the evolutions of the dancers, and for the ring of spectators who range themselves around or
avail themselves of any coign of vantaye in the neighborhood  The most distingnished personages
may be provided with chairs or seats in the front row of the cirele. In this \r scene we have
all the elements of the artless performances of the sixth century B C.—-we have the circular or-
chestra, the musicians who stood upon the steps of an aitar or thymele, the vhorus who sang and
danced around them, and the onleokers, with the reserved front scats for officials or magistrates,
or persons of distinction. A single actor, or the leader of the chorus, at times mounted the steps
of the altar and filled the pauscs of the dance with his recitation. It will be an obvions conven-
ience for the spectators if this festive rite can be displayed at the foot of some sloping hiliside.

Ju the fifth century these primitive and casua! arrangements are improved. The S:ate now
takes official notice and charge of the performance and the arrangements, The hiilsidle is arti-
ficially prepared by foundations of stone and earth for the reception of wooden seats [or specta-
tors; the circular orchestra below is leveled and made of beaten carth for the steps of the dancers.
The two or three actors stand in front of s wooden buiiding -called scena-—which faces the
spectators on the other side of the orchestra, and makes a tangent to its circumference.

The simple songs of early dayvs have been displaced by the productions of the

:t&, who

yearly took part in a competitive contest to decide whose drama should have the honor of produc-
tion at the great yvearly festival. At first these dramas were restricted o @ presentation of

events in the life of the god Dionysos, and it is the scene of a rehearsai of one of these that
is shown in the plate.

As measured by modern standards, these pertnrm.m\cs were grossly indecent, hat there
is no reason to believe that they represented cither the moral depravity of the people, or the
symbuolical presentation of the esoteric dactrines of the pr mnd. Primitive man, ¢ven when
advanced to the civilization of the Greceks of the sixth century B C., was a matter-of-fact indi-
vidual. He understood very clearly what he wanted for his temporal welfure, which in his case
was fertile fields and fruitful tocks, and in accordance with his pantheistic ideas, which found a
spirit of divinity in everything. a divinity who could make or mar the year's crops, he sought to
placate this power by rites und ceremonies, that to his mind were as much a marter of course
and as essential as ploughing itself.

The carly man was not speculative, and it is doubtful i€ he performed these ceremonies with
anything of the feeling we understand Ly worship, or found in them anything beyvond what he
found in uny act needed to prevare the earth for the coming crop.

Then, tov, as to-day the man in the prinitive state expres his wishes and ideas largely Ly
pantomime, so did the early Greeks. and consequently much that amore sophisticated state of
civilization taboos was considercd prooer and ordina To a certain extent this fecling con-
tinued through the most advanced periods of the Greek civitization, and gave its coloring to jts
literature and art, so much of which is displeasing to the taste of to-dayv, which will not tolerate
much of the matter that marked the halcyon days of the Engilsh drama, in the time of the
Virgin Queen.

The upper picture is from a vase of the form known as Arvhallus, and represents the deity
surrounded by his followers. The vase was exbumed in Athens, and is now in the Berlin
Museum. The lower portion s from a vase in the Muscum at Naples.  In the centre s the actor
who represents the god, and presides over the festival; he lies unon a couch with Ariadne beside
him. The figure on his left holding a mask is the Muse of Tragedy, to whom a sma!l winged
attendunt is presenting a wreath.  Bevond the muse are ITercules and Silenus. On the other
side are an unidentified hero and several actors, In front are the members of the chorus, dressed
as satyvrs. One of them is practising the characteristic dance, under the sapervision of the
chorus-master, who is scated and holds a baton.
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CHARLES READE
(1814-1884)

N THE early fifties, Mrs. Seymour, a popular actress at the
Haymarket Theatre, London, received a call one day from

a stranger, a Mr. Charles Reade.. He was a tall, heavily
built man of attractive manner, and seemed younger than his age,
which was nearly forty. For some years he had been writing plays,
and trying unsuccessfully to get them accepted. He had brought
part of a manuscript drama, which he was anxious to read her. Mrs,
Seymour listened politely, was complimentary, but added, « Why don't
you write a novel ?” This indirect criticism
stung the would-be dramatist, who hurried
away. Good-natured Mrs. Seymour, sorry
to have wounded her visitor, and conclud-
ing that he was pressed by poverty, wrote
him a kindly note inclosing a f£5 note as
a loan. Charles Reade promptly returned
the money, but he welcomed the frank
sympathy. The two became friends; and
his talent thus gained a much-needed prac-
tical stimulus. Up to this time he had been
somewhat of a dilettante,—ardent, ambi-
tious, and energetic, but disseminating his
forces too widely for adequate achievement. CHARLES READE

From his boyhood he had been strongly
attracted toward drama. Its life and action, the visual presentment
of moral problems, suited his taste. Yet all his first plays were re-
fused by the managers. To the end of his life he considered himself
primarily a playwright, in spite of the greater success of his fiction.
Some of his plots took form first as plays, and some first as stories;
but sooner or later most of them found their way to the stage.

Among his early works are many sketches and short stories, writ-
ten for cheap London journals; and it is characteristic of the man
that he did these as well as he could, and signed his own name to
them, although by so doing he led the critics to consider him beneath
their notice.

His first noteworthy original work —he had done some transla-
tion — was the well known and brilliant comedy, ¢Masks and Faces,’

—~—



12104 CHARLES READE

which he wrote in collaboration with Tom Taylor. The effective plot-
development shows dramatic instinct; and the spontaneity and spark-
ling dialogue gave it great vogue. Later, acting upon Mrs. Seymour's
suggestion, he turned it into a novel, ‘Peg Woffington’ (1852). The
next year he published another story, ¢Christie Johnstone,” which
resembles ¢‘Peg Woffington’ in its primarily dramatic arrangement.
In vivid characterization, descriptive charm, and emotional range, the
two are as fine and as distinctive as anything he ever wrote. During
holiday trips in Scotland he had gathered material for ¢Christie
Johnstone’; and he was thoroughly at home in the breezy fishing
hamlet where Joan and Christie, sturdy young fishwives, teach the
blasé young viscount the true values of life. The wit though sharp
is good-natured, and mingled with deeper sentiment. Humor and
pathos, tragedy and comedy, are all blended in the one short tale.
With drawing-room life Reade was not in sympathy; nor does he
describe it successfully. But he excels in the strong presentment of
individuals, and in establishing the harmony between them and their
environment. Rugged Griffith Gaunt is an unpleasant but very real
country gentleman of a past century. Jael Dence in her reserve and
simple strength is the product of her native village.

Charles Reade was born at Ipsdem in 1814, youngest of the eleven
children of John Reade, a good country squire. His father and
mother were busy, healthy people, fond of society, of religious ob-
servances, of regulating village affairs. Among their many interests
their children were decidedly in the way; and although they loved
them heartily, they gladly turned them over to tutors and governesses
as soon as possible. Charles spent much of his childhood in boarding-
school; for years with a merciless Mr. Slater, who flogged his pupils
daily, and whose only idea of teaching was memory-cramming. It
was not until he escaped from this thraldom that Reade began to
show his quickness of mind.

In 1831 he entered Magdalen College on a demyship; and three
years later, when he took his degree, he was appointed to a fellow-
ship, which he held for fifty years, until his death in 1884. In spite
. of this long connection he did not love Oxford. His free-lance spirit
. detested her conventions, and he preferred the freer air of London.
Nor did he love the fellowship which he could not resign. Charles
Reade never experienced acute poverty, yet for years his means
were just meagre enough to make him feel pinched and uncomforta-
ble. His fellowship with its income was necessary to him. So his
lfe was perforce influenced by monasticism; and he showed a deep
personal appreciation of all the commonplace happiness renounced by
the monk Gerard, the epic hero of ‘The Cloister and the Hearth.’
After his graduation he read law; in rather desultory fashion, for his

O R s b M e



12106 CHARLES READE

were read, and are still read, for their lively romantic interest. Never
dully didactic, they fully achieved a forceful presentment of the evil.

The system upon which he worked was laborious. “I propose
never to guess what I can know,” he said; and was an indefatigable
collector of newspaper clippings, institution reports, and the like.
When his statements were questioned, his facts denied, or he was
accused of exaggeration, he would turn triumphantly to his carefully
classified collections, and refute the objection with positive proof.
He knew how to fuse this material into an artistic whole. «“It
would require a chemical analysis to separate the fiction from the
reality,” said Justin McCarthy of Reade’s .novels.

«] studied the great art of fiction closely for fifteen years before
I presumed to write a word of it. I was a ripe critic long before I
became an artist,” wrote Reade. One result of this study was the
determination to seek personal sincerity of expression above every-
thing else. In the effort to see things for himself, not through other
people’s eyes, his unusualness of phrase is sometimes startling. The
effect is often delightfully novel, occasionally harsh and jagged. Yet
there is always a charm in his trenchant wit and uncompromising
frankness. He pictured English life as he saw it, with an intuition of
what was salient in a character, a locality, or a period.

In 1859 Charles Reade published in Once a Week a short serial
called ‘A Good Fight.” While writing it he discovered other possibil-
ities in the plot, and resolved to give it a more comprehensive treat-
ment. But the publishers of the magazine took editorial liberties
with the manuscript, which Reade quickly resented. Therefore he
hurried up the tale to a happy but inartistic conclusion, and soon set
about remodeling it on a different scale, and with the new title, ¢ The
Cloister and the Hearth.?

¢The Cloister and the Hearth’ (1861), Reade’s masterpiece, stands
out clearly differentiated from anything else he did. He put his best
into it, and the maturity of his mind. He was a scholar as well as
man of general reading, and for all his knowledge he found scope in
this great medieeval romance. All the minor characters —as well as
the pathetic figures of Gerard and Margaret, and the gay Burgundian
Denys—are drawn with an artistic insight and power of sympathy
which make the old time live again. With rare synthetic power, his
imagination grasped the social conditions of the fifteenth century, and
recognized what the lives of men and women must have been. His
book is truer than history; for while based on historical records, it
reflects with life and color, not alone outward fact but also the work-
ings of minds and hearts.
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VISCOUNT AND LOWER CLASSES
From ¢Christie Johnstone?

HE air was tepid, pure and sweet as heaven. This bright
afternoon, nature had grudged nothing that could give fresh
life and hope to such dwellers in dust and smoke and vice

as were there, to look awhile on her clean face and drink her
honeyed breath.

This young gentleman was not insensible to the beauty of the
scene. He was a little lazy by nature, and made lazier by the
misfortune of wealth: but he had sensibilities. He was an artist
of great natural talent. Had he only been without a penny, how
he would have handled the brush! And then he was a mighty
sailor. If he had sailed for biscuit a few years, how he would
have handled a ship!

As he was, he had the eye of a hawk for nature’s beauties;
and the sea always came back to him like a friend after an
absence.

This scene, then, curled round his heart a little; and he felt
the good physician was wiser than the tribe that go by that
name, and strive to build health on the sandy foundation of
drugs. '

“Saunders, do you know what Dr. Aberford means by the
lower classes?”

« Perfectly, my lord.”

®Are there any about here?”

*I am sorry to say they are everywhere, my lord.”

“Get me some ” — (cigarette).

Out went Saunders, with his usual graceful empressement, but
an internal shrug of his shoulders.

He was absent an hour and a half; he then returned with a
double expression on his face. Pride at his success in diving to
the very bottom of society, and contempt of what he had fished
up thence.

He approached his lord mysteriously, and said, soffo wvoce but
impressively, “This is low enough, my lord.” Then glided back,
and ushered in, with polite disdain, two lovelier women than he
had ever opened a door to in the whole course of his perfumed
existence.

On their heads they wore caps of Dutch or Flemish origin,
with a broad lace border, stiffened, and arched over the forehead
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about three inches high, leaving the brow and cheeks unincum.
bered.

They had cotton jackets, bright red and vellow. mixed in pat-
terns, confined at the waist by the apron-strings. but bobtailed
below the waist; short woolen petticoats, with broad vertical
stripes, red and white, most vivid in color; white worsted stock-
ings, and neat though high-quartered shoes. Under their jackets
they wore a thick spotted cotton handkerchief, about one inch of
which was visible round the lower part of the throat.

Of their petticoats, the outer one was kilted, or gathered up
towards the front; and the second, of the same color, hung in the
usual way.

Of these young women, one had an olive complexion, with
the red blood mantling under it, and black hair, and glorious
black eyebrows.

The other was fair, with a massive but shapely throat, as
white as milk; glossy brown hair, the loose threads of which
glittered like gold, and a blue eye, which being contrasted with
dark eyebrows and lashes, took the luminous effect peculiar to
that rare beauty.

Their short petticoats revealed a neat ankle, and a leg with a
noble swell; for Nature, when she is in earnest, builds beauty on
the ideas of ancient sculptors and poets, not of modern Poetasters,
who with their air-like sylphs, and their smoke-like verses, ﬁgh;
for want of flesh in woman and want of fact in poetry as paral-
lel beauties.

They are, my lads.— Continuez/!

These women had a grand corporeal trait: they had never
known a corset! so they were straight as javelins; they could
lift their hands above their heads!—actually! Their supple per-
sons moved as nature intended; every gesture was ease, grace,
and freedom.

What with their own radiance, and the snowy cleanliness and
brightness of their costume, they came like meteors into the
apartment.

Lord Ipsden, rising gently from his seat, with the same quiet
politeness with which he would have received two princes of the
blood, said, * How do you do?” and smiled a welcome.

“Fine! hoow's yoursel’ ?” answered the dark lass, whose name
was Jean Carnie, and whose voice was not so sweet as her face.

“What'n lord are ye?” continued she. “Are you a juke?—1I

wad like fine to hae a crack wi’ a juke.”

-~
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Saunders, who knew himself the cause of this question, replied
sotto voce, “ His Lordship is a viscount.”

“I dinna ken't,” was Jean’s remark. “But it has a bonny
soond.”

“What mair would ye hae?” said the fair beauty, whose name
was Christie Johnstone. Then appealing to his Lordship as the
likeliest to know, she added, “ Nobeelity is just a soond itsel’, I'm
tauld.”

The viscount, finding himself expected to say something on
a topic he had not attended much to, answered dryly, “ We must
ask the republicans: they are the people that give their minds to
such subjects.”

“And yon man,” asked Jean Carnie,— “is he a lord too?”

«] am his Lordship’s servant,” replied Saunders gravely, not
without a secret misgiving whether fate had been just.

“Na!” replied she, not to be imposed upon. “Ye are state-
Jlier and prooder than this ane.”

“I will explain,” said his master. “Saunders knows his value:

= servant like Saunders is rarer than an idle viscount.”

“My lord, my lord!” remonstrated Saunders, with a shocked
aand most disclamatory tone. “Rather!” was his inward reflection.

®Jean,” said Christie, “ye hae muckle to laern. Are ye for
Therrin’ the day, Vile Count?”

“No: are you for this sort of thing?”

At this, Saunders, with a world of empressement, offered the
®Tarnie some cake that was on the table.

She took a piece, instantly spat it out into her hand, and with
mmore energy than delicacy flung it into the fire.

“Augh!” cried she, “just a sugar and saut butter thegither:
TW>uy nae mair at yon shoep, Vile Count.”

“Try this, out of Nature's shop,” laughed their entertainer;
==nd he offered them, himself, some peaches and things.

“Hech! a medi-cine!” said Christie.

“Nature, my lad,” said Miss Carnie, making her ivory teeth
XImeet in their first nectarine, “I dinna ken whaur ye stoep, but
3>e beat the other confectioners, that div ye.”

The fair lass, who had watched the viscount all this time as
<demurely as a cat cream, now approached him.

This young woman was the thinker: her voice was also rich,

full, and melodious, and her manner very engaging; it was half
advancing, half retiring, not easy to resist or to describe.



12110 CHARLES READE

“Noo,” said she, with a very slight blush stealing across her
face, “ye maun let me catecheeze ye, wull ye?”

The last two words were said in a way that would have in-
duced a bear to reveal his winter residence.

He smiled assent. Saunders retired to the door, and exclud-
ing every shade of curiosity from his face, took an attitude half
majesty, half obsequiousness.

Christie stood by Lord Ipsden, with one hand on her hip (the
knuckles downwards), but graceful as Antinoiis, and began:—

“Hoo muckle is the Queen greater than y'are?”

His Lordship was obliged to reflect.

“Let me see;—as is the moon to a wax taper, so is her
Majesty the Queen to you and me and the rest.”

“An’ whaur does the juke come in?”

“On this particular occasion, the duke makes one of us, my
pretty maid.”

“I see! Are na ye awfu’ prood o' being a lorrd?”

“What an idea!”

“His Lordship did not go to bed a spinning-jenny, and rise up
a lord, like some of them,” put in Saunders.

“ Saunders,” said the peer doubtfully, “eloquence rather bores
people.”

“Then I mustn’t speak again, my lord,” said Saunders, respect-
fully. ’

“Noo,” said the fair inquisitor, “ye shall tell me how ye came
to be lorrds, your faemily.”

“Saunders!”

“Na! ye mauna flee to Sandy for a thing: ye are no a bairn,
are ye?”

Here was a dilemma: the Saunders prop knocked rudely away,
and obliged to think for ourselves.

But Saunders would come to his distressed master’s assist-
ance. He furtively conveyed to him a plump book,—this was
Saunders’s manual of faith; the author was Mr. Burke—not
Edmund.

Lord Ipsden ran hastily over the page, closed the book, and
said, “ Here is the story:—

“Five hundred years ago—?”

“Listen, Jean,” said Christie: “we’re gaun to get a boeny
story. ‘Five hundre’ years ago,’” added she, with interest and
awe.
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“—was a great battle,” resumed the narrator in cheerful tones,
as one larking with history, “between a King of England and
his rebels. He was in the thick of the fight—?>

“That’s the King, Jean,—he was in the thick o’t.”

“My ancestor killed a fellow who was sneaking behind him;
but the next moment a man-at-arms prepared a thrust at his
Majesty, who had his hands full with three assailants.”

“Eh! that’s no fair,” said Christie, “as sure as deeth.”

“My ancestor dashed forward, and as the King's sword passed
through one of them, he clove another to the waist with a blow.”

“Weel done! weel done!”

Lord Ipsden looked at the speaker: her eyes were glittering
and her cheek flushing.

“Good Heavens!” thought he: “she believes it!” So he be-
gan to take more pains with his legend. .

“But for the spearsman,” continued he, “he had nothing but
his body: he gave it,—it was his duty,—and received the death
leveled at his sovereign.”

“Hech! puir mon.” And the glowing eyes began to glisten.

“The battle flowed another way, and God gave victory to the
right; but the King came back to look for him, for it was no
common service.”

“Deed no!”

Here Lord Ipsden began to turn his eye inwards, and call up
the scene. He lowered his voice.

“They found him lying on his back, looking death in the
face.

“The nobles by the King’s side uncovered as soon as he was
found, for they were brave men too. There was a moment’s
silence: eyes met eyes, and said, This is a stout soldier’s last
battle.

“The King could not bid him live,—”

“Na! lad, King Deeth has ower strong a grrip.”

“But he did what kings can do: he gave him two blows with
his royal sword.”

“Oh, the robber, and him a deeing mon!”

“Two words from his royal mouth, and he and we were
barons of Ipsden and Hawthorn Glen from that day to this.”

“But the puir dying creature?”

“What poor dying creature —?”

“ Your forbear, lad.”

- .
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“I don't know why you call him poor, madam: all the men
of that day are dust; they are the gold dust, who died with
honor.

“He looked round uneasily for his son,— for he had but one,
—and when that son knelt, unwounded, by him, he said, ‘Good
night, Baron Ipsden;’ and so he died, fire in his eye, a smile on
his lip, and honor on his name for ever. I meant to tell you a
lie, and I've told you the truth.”

“Laddie,” said Christie, half admiringly, half reproachfully,
“ye gar the tear come in my een. Hech! look at yon lassie!
how could you think t'eat plums through siccan a boeny story??”

“Hets,” answered Jean, who had in fact cleared the plate,
«] aye listen best when my ain mooth’s stappit.”

“But see now,” pondered Christie: “two words fra a king—
thir titles are just breeth.”

“Of course,” was the answer. €All titles are. What is popu-
larity? Ask Aristides and Lamartine: the breath of a mob,—
smells of its source,—and is gone before the sun can set on it.
Now, the royal breath does smell of the Rose and Crown, and
stays by us from age to age.”

The story had warmed our marble acquaintance. Saunders
opened his eyes, and thought, “We shall wake up the House of
Lords some evening,— we shall.”

His Lordship then added, less warmly, looking at the girls:

“I think I should like to be a fisherman.” So saying, my
lord yawned slightly.

To this aspiration the young fishwives deigned no attention,
doubting perhaps its sincerity; and Christie, with a shade of
severity, inquired of him how he came to be a Vile Count.

“A baron’s no a Vile Count, I'm sure,” said she; “sae tell me
how ye came to be a Vile Count.”

“Ah!” said he, “that is by no means a pretty story, like the
other: you will not like it, I am sure.”

“Ay will I,—ay will I: I'm aye seeking knoewledge.”

“Well, it is soon told. One of us sat twenty years on one
seat, in the same house, so one day he got up a—Viscount.”

“Ower muckle pay for ower little wark.”

“Now don’t say that; I wouldn't do it to be Emperor of
Russia.”

“Aweel, I hae gotten a heap out o’ ye; sae noow I'll gang,
since ye are no for herrin': come away, Jean.”
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At this their host remonstrated, and inquired why bores are
at one’s service night and day, and bright people are always in
a hurry. He was informed in reply, “Labor is the lot o’ man.
Div ye no ken that muckle? And abune a’, o’ women.”

“Why, what can two such pretty creatures have to do, except
to be admired?”

This question coming within the dark beauty’s scope, she
hastened to reply:—

“To sell our herrin’,— we hae three hundre’ left in the creel.”

“What is the price?”

At this question the poetry died out of Christie Johnstone’s
face; she gave her companion a rapid look, indiscernible to male
eye, and answered: —

“Three a penny, sirr: they are no plenty the day,” added she,
in smooth tones that carried conviction.

(Little liar,—they were selling six a penny everywhere.)

® Saunders, buy them all, and be ever so long about it, count
them, or some nonsense.”

“He’s daft! he's daft! Oh, ye ken, Jean, an Ennglishman and
a lorrd,—twa daft things thegither, he couldna’ miss the road.
Coont them, lassie.”

“Come away, Sandy, till I coont them till ye,” said Jean.

Saunders and Jean disappeared.

Business being out of sight, curiosity revived.

“An’ what brings ye here from London, if you please?” re-
commenced the fair inquisitor.

“You have a good countenance; there is something in your
face. I could find it in my heart to tell you, but I should bore
you.”

¢ De’el a fear! Bore me, bore me! whaat's thaat, I wonder?”

“ What is your name, madam? Mine is Ipsden.”

“They ca’ me Christie Johnstone.”

“Well, Christie Johnstone, I am under the doctor’s hands.”

“Puir lad! What's the trouble ?” (solemnly and tenderly).

“Ennui!” (rather piteously). !

“Yawn-we? I never heerd tell o't.” :

“Oh you lucky girl!® burst out he; “but the doctor has unders
taken to cure me: in one thing you could assist me, if I am not
presuming too far on our short acquaintance. I am to relieve
one poor distressed person every day, but I mustn’'t do two: is

not that a bore??
XX1—758
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“Gie’s your hand, gie’s your hand. I'm vexed for ca'ing you
daft. Hech! what a saft hand ye hae. Jean, I'm saying, come
here; feel this.”

Jean, who had run in, took the viscount’s hand from Christie.

“It never wroucht any,” explained Jean.

“And he has boeny hair,” said Christie, just touching his
locks on the other side.

“He's a boeny lad,” said Jean, inspecting him scientifically
and point-blank.

“Ay is he,” said the other. “Aweel, there's Jess Rutherford,
a widdy, wi’ four bairns: ye meicht do waur than ware your sil-
ler on her.”

“ Five pounds to begin?” inquired his Lordship.

“Five pund! Are ye made o’ siller? Ten schell'n!?”

Saunders was rung for, and produced a one-pound note.

“The herrin’ is five and saxpence; it's four and saxpence
I'm awin’ ye,” said the young fishwife, “and Jess will be a glad
woman the neicht.”

The settlement was effected, and away went the two friends,
saying:—

“Good boye, Vile Count.”

Their host fell into thought.

“When have I talked so much?” asked he of himself.

“Dr. Aberford, you are a wonderful man; I like your lower
classes amazingly.”

“Méfiez-vous, Monsieur Ipsden!” should some mentor have
said.

As the devil puts into a beginner’s hands ace, queen, five
trumps, to give him a taste for whist, so these lower classes have
perhaps put forward one of their best cards to lead you into a
false estimate of the strength of their hand.

Instead however of this, who should return to disturb the
equilibrium of truth but this Christina Johnstone. She came
thoughtfully in, and said: —

“I've been taking a thoucht, and this is no what yon gude
physeecian meaned: ye are no to fling your chaerity like a
bane till a doeg; ye'll gang yoursel’ to Jess Rutherford; Flucker
Johnstone, that’s my brother, will convoy ye.”

“But how is your brother to know me?”

“How? Because I'll give him a sair, sair hiding if he lets ye

gang by.”
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She then returned the one-pound note, a fresh settlement was
effected, and she left him.

At the door she said, “And I am muckle obleeged to ye for
your story and your goodness.”

Whilst uttering these words she half kissed her hand to him,
with a lofty and disengaged gesture such as one might expect
from a queen, if queens did not wear stays,—and was gone.

When his Lordship, a few minutes after, sauntered out for a
stroll, the first object he beheld was an exact human square: a
handsome boy, with a body swelled out, apparently to the size
of a man’s, with blue flannel, and blue cloth above it, leaning
against a wall, with his hands in his pockets,—a statuette of
insouctance.

This marine puff-ball was Flucker Johnstone, aged fourteen.

Stain his sister’s face with ‘diluted walnut-juice, as they make
the stage gipsy and red Indian (two animals imagined by actors
to be one), and you have Flucker’s face.

A slight moral distinction remains, not to be so easily got
over. :

She was the best girl in the place, and he a baddish boy.

He was however as sharp in his way as she was intelligent
in hers.

This youthful mariner allowed his Lordship to pass him, and
take twenty steps, but watched him all the time, and compared
him with a description furnished him by his sister.

He then followed, and brought him to, as he called it.

“I daursay it’'s you I'm to convoy to yon auld faggitt!® said
this baddish boy.

On they went, Flucker rolling and pitching and yawing to
keep up with the lordly galley; for a fisherman’s natural waddle
is two miles an hour.

At the very entrance of Newhaven, the new pilot suddenly
sung out, “Starboard!”

Starboard it was: and they ascended a filthy “close” or alley,
they mounted a staircase which was out of doors, and with-
out knocking, Flucker introduced himself into Jess Rutherford’s
house.

“Here a gentleman to speak till ye, wife.” .

The widow was weather-beaten and rough. She sat mending
an old net.
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“The gentleman’s welcome,” said she; but there was no grati-
fication in her tone, and but little surprise.

His Lordship then explained that, understanding there were
worthy people in distress, he was in hopes he might be permit-
ted to assist them; and that she must blame a neighbor of hers
if he had broken in upon her too abruptly with this object. He
then, with a blush, hinted at ten shillings, which he begged she
would consider as merely an installment, until he could learn
the precise nature of her embarrassments, and the best way of
placing means at her disposal.

The widow heard all this with a lack-lustre mind.

For many years her life had been unsuccessful labor; if any-
thing ever had come to her, it had always been a misfortune;
her incidents had been thorns,—her events, daggers.

She could not realize a human angel coming to her relief,
and she did not realize it; and she worked away at her net.

At this Flucker, to whom his Lordship's speech appeared
monstrously weak and pointless, drew nigh, and gave the widow
in her ear his version; namely, his sister’s embellished. It was
briefly this: “That the gentleman was a daft lord from England
who had come with the bank in his breeks, to remove poverty
from Scotland, beginning with her. Sae speak loud aneuch, and
ye'll no want siller,” was his polite corollary.

His Lordship rose, laid a card on a chair, begged her to make
use of him, et cetera; he then, recalling the oracular prescrip-
tion, said, “Do me the favor to apply to me for any little sum
you have a use for, and in return I will beg of you (if it does
not bore you too much) to make me acquainted with any little
troubles you may have encountered in the course of your life.”

His Lordship, receiving no answer, was about to go, after
bowing to her and smiling gracefully upon her.

His hand was on the latch, when Jess Rutherford burst into
a passion of tears. He turned with surprise.

“My troubles, laddie,” cried she, trembling all over. “The
sun wad set, and rise, and set again, ere I could tell ye a’ the
trouble I hae come through.

“Oh! ye needna vex yourself for an auld wife’s tears: tears
are a blessin’, lad, I shall assure ye. Mony's the time I hae
prayed for them, and could na hae them. Sit ye doon! sit ye
doon! T'll no let ye gang fra my door till I hae thankit ye,—

.~ e
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by slipping from the slippery pier, close to his comrades’ hands,
in a dark and gusty night; how her daughter married, and was
well-to-do, and assisted her; how she fell into a rapid decline,
and died, a picture of health to inexperienced eyes. How she,
the mother, saw and knew and watched the treacherous advance
of disease and death; how others said gayly “her daughter was
better,” and she was obliged to say “Yes.” How she had
worked eighteen hours a day at making nets; how when she
let out her nets to the other men at the herring-fishing, they
always cheated her because her man was gone. How she had
many times had to choose between begging her meal and going
to bed without it,—but thank Heaven! she had always chosen
the latter.

She told him of hunger, cold, and anguish. As she spoke
they became real things to him; up to that moment they had
been things in a story-book. And as she spoke she rocked her-
self from side to side.

Indeed, she was a woman “acquainted with grief.” She might
have said, “Here I and sorrow sit! This is my throne; bid kings
come bow to it!?”

Her hearer felt this: and therefore this woman, poor, old,
and ugly, became sacred in his eye; it was with a strange sort
of respect that he tried to console her.

He spoke to her in tones gentle and sweet as the south wind
on a summer evening.

“Madam,” said he, “let me be so happy as to bring you some
comfort. The sorrows of the heart I cannot heal; they are for a
mightier hand: but a part of your distress appears to have been
positive need; that we can at least dispose of, and I entreat you
to believe that from this hour want shall never enter that door
again. Never! upon my honor!”

The Scotch are icebergs with volcanoes underneath; thaw the
Scotch ice, which is very cold, and you shall get to the Scotch
fire, warmer than any sun of Italy or Spain.

His Lordship had risen to go. The old wife had seemed ab-
sorbed in her own grief; she now dried her tears.

“Bide ye, sirr,” said she, “till I thank ye.”

So she began to thank him, rather coldly and stiffly.

“He says ye are a lord,” said she; “I dinna ken, an’ I dinna
care: but ye're a gentleman, I daursay, and a kind heart ye
hae.?
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Then she began to warm.

“And ye’ll never be a grain the poorer for the siller ye hae
gi’en me; for he that giveth to the poor lendeth to the Lord.”

Then she began to glow.

“But it’'s no your siller; dinna think it,—na, lad, na! Oh,
fine! I ken there's mony a supper for the bairns and me in yon
bits metal; but I canna feel your siller as I feel your winsome
smile,—the drop in your young een,—and the sweet words ye
gied me, in the sweet music o' your Soothern tongue, Gude
bless ye!” (Where was her ice by this time?) “Gude bless ye!
and I bless ye!”

And she did bless him; and what a blessing it was!—not a
1elodious generality, like a stage parent'’s, or papa’s in a damsel’s
movel. It was like the son of Barak on Zophim.

She blessed him as one who had the power and the right to
bless or curse.

She stood on the high ground of her low estate and her afflic-
tions, and demanded of their Creator to bless the fellow-creature
that had come to her aid and consolation.

This woman had suffered to the limits of endurance; yester-
«day she had said, “Surely the Almighty doesna se¢ me a' these

yrears!”

So now she blessed him, and her heart’s blood seemed to gush
X mto words.

She blessed him by land and water.

She knew most mortal griefs; for she had felt them.

She warned them away from him one by one.

She knew the joys of life; for she had felt their want.

She summoned them one by one to his side.

“And a fair wind to your ship,” cried she; “an’ the storms
Aaye ten miles to leeward o’ her.”

Many happy days, “an’ weel spent,” she wished him.

“His love should love him dearly, or a better take her place.”

“Health to his side by day; 'sleep to his pillow by night.”

A thousand good wishes came, like a torrent of fire, from her
lips, with a power that eclipsed his dreams of human eloquence;
and then, changing in a moment from the thunder of a Pythoness
to the tender music of some poetess mother, she ended: —

“An’ oh, my boeny, boeny lad, may ye be wi' the rich upon

the airth a’ your days,—AN’ WI' THE PUIR IN THE WARLD TO
COME!”?
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His Lordship’s tongue refused him the thin phrases of society.

“Farewell for the present,” said he, and he went quietly away.

He paced thoughtfully home.

He had drunk a fact with every sentence; and an idea with
every fact.

For the knowledge we have never realized is not knowledge
to us,—only knowledge’s shadow.

IN THE GREEN-ROOM
From ¢Peg Woffington’

« R. CiBBER, what do you understand by an actor? Tell me;
for I am foolish enough to respect your opinion on these
matters!”

“An actor, young lady,” said he gravely, “is an artist who
has gone deep enough in his art to make dunces, critics, and
greenhorns take it for nature; moreover, he really personates,
which your mere man of the stage never does. He has learned
the true art of self-multiplication. He drops Betterton, Booth,
Wilkes, or—a-hem —”

“Cibber,” inserted Sir Charles Pomander. Cibber bowed.

“—in his dressing-room, and comes out young or old, a fop, a
valet, a lover, or a hero, with voice, mien, and every gesture to
match. A grain less than this may be good speaking, fine
preaching, deep grunting, high ranting, eloquent reciting; but
I'll be hanged if it is acting!”

“Then Colley Cibber never acted,” whispered Quin to Mrs.
Clive.

“Then Margaret Woffington is an actress,” said M. W.: “the
fine ladies take my Lady Betty for their sister; in Mrs. Day I
pass for a woman of seventy; and in Sir Harry Wildair I have
been taken for a man. I would have told you that before, but
I didn’t know it was to my credit,” said she slyly, “till Mr. Cib-
ber laid down the law.”

“Proof!” said Cibber.

“A warm letter from one lady, diamond buckles from an-
other, and an offer of her hand and fortune from a third: 7»ien
que cela.”

Mr. Cibber conveyed behind her back a look of absolute in-
credulity; she divined it.
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People whose mind or manners possess any feature, and are
not as devoid of all eccentricity as half-pounds of butter bought
of metropolitan grocers, are recommended not to leave a roomful
of their acquaintances until the last but one. Yes, they should
always be penultimate. Perhaps Mrs. Woffington knew this; but
epilogues are stubborn things, and call-boys undeniable.

“Did you ever hear a woman whistle before?”

“Never; but I saw one sit astride of an ass in Germany!?”

“The saddle was not on her husband, I hope, madam?”

“No, sir: the husband walked by his kinsfolk’s side, and
made the best of a bad bargain, as Peggy’s husband will have
to.”

“Wait till some one ventures on the gay Lothario,—i//i s
triplex; that means he must have triple brass, Kitty.”

“] deny that, sir; since his wife will always have enough for
both.”

“I have not observed the lady’s brass,” said Vane, trembling
with passion; “but I observed her talent, and I noticed that who-
ever attacks her to her face comes badly off.”

“Well said, sir,” answered Quin; “and I wish Kitty here
would tell us why she hates Mrs. Woffington, the best-natured
woman in the theatre?”

“I don’t hate her,— 1 don’t trouble my head about her.”

“Yes, you hate her; for you never miss a cut at her, never!”

“Do you hate a haunch of venison, Quin?” said the lady.

“No! you little unnatural monster,” replied Quin.

“For all that, you never miss a cut at one, so hold your
tongue!”

“Le beau raisonnement!” said Mr. Cibber. ¢James Quin,
don’t interfere with nature’s laws: let our ladies hate one another,
— it eases their minds; try to make them Christians and you will
not convert their tempers, but spoil your own. Peggy there
hates George Anne Bellamy because she has gaudy silk dresses
from Paris, by paying for them as sZe could, if not too stingy.
Kitty here hates Peggy because Rich has breeched her, whereas
Kitty, who now sets up for a prude, wanted to put delicacy off
and small-clothes on in Peg’s stead; that is where the Kate and
Peg shoe pinches,—near the femoral artery, James.

“Shrimps have the souls of shrimps,” resumed this censor cas-
tigatorque minorum. “Listen to me, and learn that really great
actors are great in soul, and do not blubber like a great school-
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girl because Anne Bellamy has two yellow-silk dresses from
Paris, as I saw Woffington blubber in this room, and would not
be comforted; nor fume like Kitty Clive, because Woffington has
a pair of breeches and a little boy’s rapier to go a-playing at
acting with. When I was young, two giantesses fought for em-
pire upon this very stage, where now dwarfs crack and bounce
like parched peas. They played Roxana and Statira in the
¢Rival Queens.” Rival queens of art themselves, they put out all
their strength. In the middle of the last act the town gave
judgment in favor of Statira. What did Roxana? Did she spill
grease on Statira’s robe, as Peg Woffington would ? or stab her,
as I believe Kitty here capable of doing? No! Statira was never
so tenderly killed as that night: she owned this to me. Roxana
bade the theatre farewell that night, and wrote to Statira thus—
I give you word for word: ¢Madam, the best judge we have has
decided in your favor. I shall never play second on a stage
where I have been first so long, but I shall often be a spectator;
and methinks none will appreciate your talent more than I, who
have felt its weight. My wardrobe, one of the best in Europe,
is of no use to me: if you will honor me by selecting a few of
my dresses you will gratify me, and I shall fancy I see myself
upon the stage to greater advantage than before.’”

“And what did Statira answer, sir?” said Mr. Vane eagerly.

“She answered thus: ¢Madam, the town has often been
wrong, and may have been so last night, in supposing that I
vied successfully with your merit; but thus much is certain,—
and here, madam, I am the best judge,—that off the stage you
have just conquered me. I shall wear with pride any dress you
have honored, and shall feel inspired to great exertions by your
presence among our spectators, unless indeed the sense of your
magnanimity and the recollection of your talent should damp me
by the dread of losing any portion of your good opinion.’”

“What a couple of stiff old things!” said Mrs. Clive.

“ Nay, madam, say not so,” cried Vane warmly: “surely this -
was the lofty courtesy of two great minds, not to be overbalanced.
by strife, defeat, or victory.”

“What were their names, sir?” '

® Statira was the great Mrs. Oldfield. Roxana you will seé
here to-night.” '

This caused a sensation.

Colley’s reminiscences were interrupted by loud applause from
the theatre: the present seldom gives the past a long hearing.

—~
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The old war-horse cocked his ears.

“It is Woffington speaking the epilogue,” said Quin.

«Oh! she has got the length of their foot, somehow,” said a
small actress.

“And the breadth of their hands, too,” said Pomander, waking
from a nap.

“It is the depth of their hearts she has sounded,” said Vane.

In those days, if a metaphor started up, the poor thing was
coursed up hill and down dale, and torn limb from jacket; even
in Parliament, a trope was sometimes hunted from one session
into another.

“You were asking me about Mrs. Oldfield, sir,” resumed
Cibber rather peevishly. “I will own to you, I lack words to
convey a just idea of her double and complete supremacy. But
the comedians of this day are weak-strained farceurs compared
with her, and her tragic tone was thunder set to music.

“1 saw a brigadier-general cry like a child at her ‘Indiana.’
I have seen her crying with pain herself at the wing (for she
was always a great sufferer): I have seen her then spring upon
the stage as Lady Townley, and in a moment sorrow brightened
into joy; the air seemed to fill with singing-birds, that chirped
the pleasures of fashion, love, and youth, in notes sparkling like
diamonds, and stars, and prisms. She was above criticism,—out
of its scope, as is the blue sky; men went not to judge her,—
they drank her, and gazed at her, and were warmed at her, and
refreshed by her. The fops were awed into silence; and with
their humbler betters thanked Heaven for her, if they thanked
it for anything.

“In all the crowded theatre, care and pain and poverty were
banished from the memory whilst Oldfield’s face spoke and her
tongue flashed melodies; the lawyer forgot his quillets; the po-
lemic, the mote in his brother’s eye; the old maid, her grudge
against the two sexes; the old man, his gray hairs and his lost
hours. And can it be that all this, which should have been
immortal, is quite, quite lost, is as though it had never been??”
he sighed. “Can it be that its fame is now sustained by me?
.who twang with my poor lute, cracked and old, these feeble
‘praises of a broken lyre—

“(Whose wires were golden, and its heavenly air
More tunable than lark to shepherd’s ear,
When wheat is green, when hawthorn buds appear.’”®
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He paused, and his eye looked back over many years; then
with a very different tone he added:—

“And that Jack Falstaff there must have seen her, now I
think on't.”

“Only once, sir,” said Quin; “and I was but ten years old.”

“He saw her once, and he was ten years old; yet he calls
Woffington a great comedian, and my son The's wife, with her
hatchet face, the greatest tragedian he ever saw! Jemmy, what
an ass you must be!”

« Mrs. Cibber always makes me cry, and t'other always makes
me laugh,” said Quin stoutly: “that's why.”

Ce beau raisonnement met no answer but a look of sovereign
contempt.

A very trifling incident saved the ladies of the British stage
from further criticism. There were two candles in this room,
one on each side; the call-boy had entered, and poking about for
something, knocked down and broke one of these.

“Awkward imp!” cried a velvet page.

“T'll go to the Treasury for another, ma'am,” said the boy
pertly, and vanished with the fractured wax.

I take advantage of the interruption to open Mr. Vane's mind
to the reader. First he had been astonished at the freedom of
sarcasm these people indulged in without quarreling; next at the
non-respect of sex.

®So sex is not recognized in this community,” thought he.
Then the glibness and merit of some of their answers surprised
and amused him. He, like me, had seldom met an imaginative
repartee except in a play or a book. %“Society’s” repartees were
then, as they are now, the good old three in various dresses and
veils: 7u quoque, tu mentiris, vos damnemini; but he was sick
and dispirited on the whole, such very bright illusions had been
dimmed in these few minutes.

She was brilliant: but her manners, if not masculine, were

very daring; and yet when she spoke to him, a stranger, how

sweet and gentle her voice was! Then it was clear nothing but
his ignorance could have placed her at the summit of her art.

Still he clung to his enthusiasm for her. He drew Pomander'-:
aside. “What a simplicity there is in Mrs. Woffington!” said he::
“the rest, male and female, are all so affected; she is so fresh

and natural. They are all hot-house plants; she is a cowslip
with the May dew on it.” '
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“What you take for simplicity is her refined art,” replied Sir
Charles.

“No!” said Vane: “I never saw a more innocent creature!”

Pomander laughed in his face: this laugh disconcerted him
more than words; he spoke no more—he sat pensive, He was
sorry he had come to this place, where everybody knew his
goddess, yet nobody admired, nobody loved, and alas! nobody
respected her.

He was roused from his reverie by a noise; the noise was
caused by Cibber falling on Garrick, whom Pomander had mali-
ciously quoted against all the tragedians of Colley Cibber’s day.

“I tell you,” cried the veteran, “that this Garrick has banished
dignity from the stage, and given us in exchange what you and
he take for fire; but it is smoke and vapor. His manner is
little; like his person, it is all fuss and bustle. This is his idea
of a tragic scene: A little fellow comes bustling in, goes bustling
about, and runs bustling out.” Here Mr. Cibber left the room to
give greater effect to his description, but presently returned in a
mighty pother, saying: “¢‘Give me another horse! Well, where’s
the horse? don't you see I'm waiting for him? Bind up my
wounds! Look sharp now with these wounds. =~ Have mercy,
Heaven! but be quick about it, for the pit can’t wait for Heaven.’
Bustle! bustle! bustle!”

The old dog was so irresistibly funny that the whole com-
pany were obliged to laugh; but in the midst of their merriment
Mrs. Woffington’s voice was heard at the door.

“«This way, madam.”

A clear and somewhat shrill voice replied, “I know the way
better than you, child;” and a stately old lady appeared on the
threshold.

“Bracegirdle,” said Mr. Cibber.

It may well be supposed that every eye was turned on this
new-comer,—that Roxana for whom Mr. Cibber’s story had pre-
pared a peculiar interest. She was dressed in a rich green-
velvet gown with gold fringe. Cibber remembered it: she had
played the ¢Eastern Queen’ in it. Heaven forgive all concerned!
It was fearfully pinched in at the waist and ribs, so as to give
the idea of wood inside, not woman.

Her hair and eyebrows were iron-gray, and she had lost a
front tooth, or she would still have been eminently handsome.
She was tall and straight as a dart, and her noble port betrayed
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none of the weakness of age; only it was to be seen that her
hands were a little weak, and the gold-headed crutch struck the
ground rather sharply, as if it did a little limbs’-duty.

Such was the lady who marched into the middle of the room,
with a “How do, Colley ?” and looking over the company’s heads
as if she did not see them, regarded the four walls with some
" interest. Like a cat, she seemed to think more of places than of
folk. The page obsequiously offered her a chair.

“Not so clean as it used to be,” said Mrs. Bracegirdle.

Unfortunately, in making this remark, the old lady graciously
patted the page’s head for offering her the chair; and this action
gave, with some of the ill-constituted minds that are ever on the
titter, a ridiculous direction to a remark intended, I believe, for
the paint and wainscots, etc.

“Nothing is as it used to be,” remarked Mr. Cibber.

“All the better for everything,” said Mrs. Clive.

“We were laughing at this mighty little David, first actor of
this mighty little age.”

Now if Mr. Cibber thought to find in the new-comer an ally
of the past in its indiscriminate attack upon the present, he was
much mistaken; for the old actress made onslaught on this non-
sense at once.

“Ay, ay,” said she, “and not the first time by many hun-
dreds. ’'Tis a disease you have. Cure yourself, Colley. David
Garrick pleases the public; and in trifles like acting, that take
nobody to heaven, to please all the world is to be great. Some
pretend to higher aims, but none have ’em. You may hide this
from young fools, mayhap, but not from an old 'oman like me.
He! he! he! No, no, no,—not from an old ’'oman like me.”

She then turned round in her chair, and with that sudden,
unaccountable snappishness of tone to which the brisk old are
subject, she snarled: “Gie me a pinch of snuff, some of ye, do.”

Tobacco dust was instantly at her disposal. She took it with
the points of her fingers, delicately, and divested the crime of
half its uncleanness and vulgarity—more an angel couldn't.

“ Monstrous sensible woman, though,” whispered Quin to -
Clive. '

“Hey, sir! what do you say, sir? for I'm a little deaf.” (Not .
very to praise, it seems.) :

“That your judgment, madam, is equal to the reputation of
your talent.” :
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The words were hardly spoken, before the old lady rose
upright as a tower. She then made an oblique preliminary
sweep, and came down with such a curtsy as the young had
never seen.

James Quin, not to disgrace his generation, attempted a cor-
responding bow, for which his figure and apoplectic tendency
rendered him unfit; and whilst he was transacting it, the grace-
ful Cibber stepped gravely up, and looked down and up the
process with his glass, like a naturalist inspecting some strange
capriccio of an orang-outang. The gymnastics of courtesy ended
without back-falls, Cibber lowered his tone: —

“You are right, Bracy,—it is nonsense denying the young
fellow’s talent; but his Othello, now, Bracy! be just—his
Othello!”

“Oh dear! oh dear!” cried she: “I thought it was Desde-
mona’s little black boy come in without the tea-kettle.”

Quin laughed uproariously.

“It made me laugh a deal more than Mr. Quin’s Falstaff. Oh
dear! oh dear!”

“Falstaff, indeed! Snuff!” in the tone of a trumpet.

Quin secretly revoked his good opinion of this woman's sense.

“Madam,” said the page timidly, “if you would but favor us
with a specimen of the old style!”

“Well, child, why not? Only what makes you mumble like
that? But they all do it now, I see. Bless my soul! our words
used to come out like brandy-cherries; but now a sentence is
like raspberry jam, on the stage and off ”

Cibber chuckled.

“And why don’t you men carry yourself like Cibber here ?*

“Don’t press that question,” said Colley dryly.

“A monstrous poor actor, though,” said the merciless old
woman, in a mock aside to the others,— “only twenty shillings a
week for half his life;” and her shoulders went up to her ears
—then she fell into a half-revery. “Yes, we were distinct,”
said she; “but I must own, children, we were slow. Once in
.the midst of a beautiful tirade my lover went to sleep and fell
;against me. A mighty pretty epigram, twenty lines, was writ
,on’t by one of my gallants. Have ye as many of them as we
used ?”

“In that respect,” said the page, “we are not behind our
great-grandmothers.”
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- “I call that pert,” said Mrs. Bracegirdle, with the air of one
drawing scientific distinctions. “Now, is that a boy or a lady
that spoke to me last?”

“By its dress, I should say a boy,” said Cibber, with his glass;
“Dby its assurance, a lady!”

“There’s one clever woman amongst ye: Peg something, plays
Lothario, Lady Betty Modish, and what not.”

“What! admire Woffington ? » screamed Mrs. Clive: “why, she
is the greatest gabbler on the stage.”

“I don’t care,” was the reply: “there’s nature about the jade.
Don’t contradict me,” added she with sudden fury: “a parcel of
children!”

“No, madam,” said Clive humbly. ¢Mr. Cibber, will you try
and prevail on Mrs. Bracegirdle to favor us with a recitation??®

Cibber handed his cane with pomp to a small actor. Brace-
girdle did the same; and striking the attitudes that had passed
for heroic in their day, they declaimed out of the ¢Rival Queens’
two or three tirades, which I graciously spare the reader of this
tale. Their elocution was neat and silvery; but not one bit like
the way people speak in streets, palaces, fields, roads, and rooms.
They had not made the grand discovery, which Mr. A. Wigan on
the stage, and every man of sense off it, has made in our day
and nation: namely, that the stage is a representation not of
stage, but of life; and that an actor ought to speak and act in
imitation of human beings, not of speaking machines that have
run and creaked in a stage. groove, with their eyes shut upon the
world at large, upon nature, upon truth, upon man, upon woman,
and upon child.

“This is slow!” cried Cibber: “let us show these young people
how ladies and gentlemen moved fifty years ago; dansons.”

A fiddler was caught, a beautiful slow minuet played, and a
bit of “solemn dancing” done. Certainly it was not gay, but it
must be owned it was beautiful; it was the dance of kings, the
poetry of the courtly saloon.

The retired actress, however, had friskier notions left in her:
“This is slow!” cried she, and bade the fiddler play ¢ The Wind
that Shakes the Barley,>—an ancient jig tune; this she danced to
in a style that utterly astounded the spectators.

She showed them what fun was: her feet and her stick were
all echoes to the mad strain; out went her heel behind, and re-

turning, drove her four yards forward. She made unaccountable
XX1—759
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slants, and cut them all over in turn if they did not jump for
it. Roars of inextinguishable laughter arose; it would have made
an oyster merry. Suddenly she stopped, and put her hands to
her side, and soon after she gave a vehement cry of pain.

The laughter ceased.

She gave another cry of such agony that they were all round
her in a moment.

“Oh! help me, ladies,” screamed the poor woman, in tones as
feminine as they were heart-rending and piteous. “Oh, my back!
my loins! I suffer, gentlemen,” said the poor thing, faintly

What was to be done? Mr. Vane offered his penknife to cut
her laces.

“You shall cut my head off sooner,” cried she with sudden
energy. Don’t pity me,” said she sadly, “I don’t deserve it;”
then lifting her eyes, she exclaimed with a sad air of self-
reproach, “O vanity! do you never leave a woman?”

“Nay, madam!” whimpered the page, who was a good-hearted
girl: “’twas your great complaisance for us, not vanity. Oh!
oh! oh!” and she began to blubber to make matters better.

“No, my children,” said the old lady, “'twas vanity. I wanted
to show you what an old 'oman could do; and I have humiliated
myself, trying to outshine younger folk. I am justly humiliated,
as you see;” and she began to cry a little.

“This is very painful,” said Cibber.

Mrs. Bracegirdle now raised her eyes (they had set her in a
chair), and looking sweetly, tenderly, and earnestly on her old
companion, she said to him, slowly, gently, but impressively:—

“Colley, at threescore years and ten, this was ill done of us!
You and I are here now—for what? to cheer the young up the
hill we mounted years ago. And, old friend, if we detract from
them we discourage them. A great sin in the old! Every dog
his day. We have had ours.” Here she smiled, then laying her
hand tenderly in the old man’'s, she added with calm solemnity:
“And now we must go quietly towards our rest, and strut and
fret no more the few last minutes of life’s fleeting hour.”

How tame my cacotype of these words compared with what
they were! I am ashamed of them and myself, and the human
craft of writing, which, though commoner far, is so miserably
behind the godlike art of speech: St ipsam audivisses !

These ink scratches, which in the imperfection of language
we have called words till the unthinking actually dream they
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are words, but which are the shadows of the corpses of words,
—these word-shadows then were living powers on her lips, and
subdued, as eloquence always does, every heart within reach of
the imperial tongue.

The young loved her: and the old man, softened and van-
quished, and mindful of his failing life, was silent, and pressed
his handkerchief to his eyes a moment; then he said: —

“No, Bracy —no. Be composed, I pray you. She is right.
Young people, forgive me that I love the dead too well, and
the days when I was what you are now. Drat the woman,” con-
tinued he, half ashamed of his emotion: “she makes us laugh
and makes us cry, just as she used.”

“What does he say, young woman ?” said the old lady dryly,
to Mrs. Clive.

“ He says you make us laugh, and make us cry, madam; and
so you do me, I'm sure.”

“And that’'s Peg Woffington’s notion of an actress! Better
it, Cibber and Bracegirdle, if you can,” said the other, rising up
like lightning.

She then threw Colley Cibber a note, and walked coolly and
rapidly out of the room, without looking once behind her.

The rest stood transfixed, looking at one another and at the
empty chair. Then Cibber opened and read the note aloud. It
was from Mrs. Bracegirdle: “Playing at tric-trac; so can't play
the fool in your green-room to-night. — B.”

On this, a musical ringing laugh was heard from outside the
door, where the pseudo-Bracegirdle was washing the gray from
her hair and the wrinkles from her face,—ah! I wish I could
do it as easily!-—and the little bit of sticking-plaster from her
front tooth.

“ Why, it is the Irish jade!” roared Cibber.

“Divil a less!” rang back a rich brogue; “and it's not the
furst time we put the comether upon ye, England, my jewal!”

One more mutual glance, and then the mortal cleverness of
all this began to dawn on their minds: and they broke forth
into clapping of hands, and gave this accomplished mime three
rounds of applause; Mr. Vane and Sir Charles Pomander leading
with “ Brava, Woffington!”
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EXTRACT FROM A SIXTEENTH-CENTURY LETTER
From ¢(The Cloister and the Hearth?®

[Margaret has received a letter from her young husband, Gerard, who is
traveling afoot to Italy. She reads it to his father and mother, brothers and
sister.]

L1—“ Whisht, wife!”

E “And I did sigh, loud and often. And me sighing so,

one came caroling like a bird adown t'other road. ‘Ay,
chirp and chirp,’> cried I bitterly. ¢Thou hast not lost sweet-
heart and friend, thy father’s hearth, thy mother’s smile, and
every penny in the world.> And at last he did so carol and
carol, I jumped up in ire to get away from his most jarring
mirth. But ere I fled from it, I looked down the path to see
what could make a man so light-hearted in this weary world;
and lo! the songster was a humpbacked cripple, with a bloody
bandage o'er his eye, and both legs gone at the knee.”

“He! he! he! he! he!” went Sybrandt, laughing and cack-
ling.

Margaret’s eyes flashed; she began to fold the letter up.

“Nay, lass,” said Eli, “heed him not! Thou unmannerly cur,
offer't but again and I put thee to the door.”

“Why, what was there to gibe at, Sybrandt?” remonstrated
Catherine more mildly. “Is not our Kate afflicted? and is she
not the most content of us all, and singeth like a merle at times
between her pains? But I am as bad as thou: prithee read on,
lass, and stop our gabble wi' somewhat worth the hearkening.”

“¢Then,” said I, ‘may this thing be?> And I took myself to
task: ‘Gerard, son of Eli, dost thou well to bemoan thy lot,
that hast youth and health; and here comes the wreck of nature
on crutches, praising -God’s goodness with singing like a mavis???

Catherine — “ There you see.”

Eli — “Whisht, dame, whisht!”

“And whenever he saw me, he left caroling and presently
hobbled up and chanted, Charity, for love of Heaven, sweet
master, charity;’> with a whine as piteous as wind at keyhole.
‘Alack, poor soul,” said I, ‘charity is in my heart, but not my
purse; I am poor as thou.” Then he believed me none, and to
melt me undid his sleeve, and showed a sore wound on his arm,
and said he, ‘Poor cripple though I be, I am like to lose this
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eye to boot, look else.” I saw and groaned for him, and to
excuse myself, let him wot how I had been robbed of my last
copper. Thereat he left whining all in a moment, and said in
a big manly voice, ‘Then I'll e'en take a rest. Here, youngster,
pull thou this strap: nay, fear not!’> I pulled, and down came a
stout pair of legs out of his back; and half his hump had melted
away, and the wound in his eye no deeper than the bandage.”

“Oh!” ejaculated Margaret's hearers in a body.

“Whereat, seeing me astounded, he laughed in my face, and
told me I was not worth gulling, and offered me his protection.
¢My face was prophetic,” he said. ¢Of what?’ said I. ¢Marry,’
said he, ‘that its owner will starve in this thievish land.” Travel
teaches e'en the young wisdom. Time was I had turned and fled
this impostor as a pestilence; but now I listened patiently to
pick up crumbs of counsel. And well I did; for nature and his
adventurous life had crammed the poor knave with shrewdness
and knowledge of the homelier sort—a child was I beside him.
When he had turned me inside out, said he, ¢ Didst well to leave
France and make for Germany; but think not of Holland again.
Nay, on to Augsburg and Niirnberg, the Paradise of craftsmen;
thence to Venice, an thou wilt. But thou wilt never bide in Italy
nor any other land, having once tasted the great German cities.
Why, there is but one honest country in Europe, and that is
Germany; and since thou art honest, and since I am a vagabone,
Germany was made for us twain.” I bade him make that good:
how might one country fit true men and knaves! ¢‘Why, thou
novice,”> said he, ‘because in an honest land are fewer knaves
to bite the honest man, and many honest men for the knave
to bite.” ¢I was in luck, being honest, to have fallen in with a
friendly sharp.” ‘Be my pal,” said he: ‘I go to Niirnberg; we
will reach it with full pouches. I'll learn ye the cu/ de bois, and
the cul de jatte, and how to maund, and chaunt, and patter, and
to raise swellings, and paint sores and ulcers on thy body would
take in the divell.’ I told him, shivering, I'd liefer die than
shame myself and my folk so.” )

Eli— “Good lad! good lad!”

“¢Why, what shame was it for such as I to turn beggar?
Beggary was an ancient and most honorable mystery. What did
holy monks, and bishops, and kings, when they would win Heav-
en’s smile ? why, wash the feet of beggars, those favorites of the
saints. The saints were no fools,” he told me. Then he did put
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out his foot. ¢Look at that, that was washed by the greatest
king alive, Louis of France, the last holy Thursday that was.
And the next day, Friday, clapped in the stocks by the warden
of a petty hamlet.’

“So I told him my foot should walk between such high honor
and such low disgrace, on the safe path of honesty, please God.
¢Well then, since I had not spirit to beg, he would indulge
my perversity. I should work under him; he be the head, 1
the fingers.” And with that he set himself up like a judge, on a
heap of dust by the road’s side, and questioned me strictly what
I could do. I began to say I was strong and willing. ¢Bah!’
said he, ¢so is an ox. Say, what canst do that Sir Ox cannot?’
—1I could write; I had won a prize for it. ¢Canst write as fast
as the printers?’> quo’ he, jeering: ‘what else?’—1I could paint.
¢That was better.” I was like to tear my hair to hear him say
so, and me going to Rome to write.—I could twang the psaltery
a bit. ¢That was well. Could I tell stories?’ Ay, by the score.
¢Then,’ said he, ‘I hire you from this moment.” ¢What to do?’
said I. ‘Naught crooked, Sir Candor,’ says he. ‘I will feed thee
all the way and find thee work; and take half thine earnings, no
more.> ‘Agreed,’ said I, and gave my hand on it.

“‘Now, servant,” said he, ‘we will dine. But ye need not
stand behind my chair, for two reasons: first, I ha’ got no chair;
and next, good-fellowship likes me better than state.” And out
of his wallet he brought flesh, fowl, and pastry, a good dozen of
spices lapped in flax-paper, and wine fit for a king. Ne'er
feasted I better than out of this beggar’s wallet, now my master.
When we had well eaten I was for going on. ¢But,” said he,
¢servants should not drive their masters too hard, especially after
feeding, for then the body is for repose and the mind turns to
contemplation;®> and he lay on his back gazing calmly at the
sky, and presently wondered whether there were any beggars up
there. I told him I knew but of one, called Lazarus. ¢Could
he do the cu/ de jatte better than 1?’ said he, and looked quite
jealous like. I told him nay; Lazarus was honest, though a
beggar, and fed daily of the crumbs fal'n from a rich man's
table, and the dogs licked his sores. ¢Servant,” quo’ he, ‘I spy
a foul fault in thee. Thou liest without discretion; now, the
end of lying being to gull, this is no better than fumbling with
the divell’s tail. I pray Heaven thou mayst prove to paint bet-
ter than thou cuttest whids, or I am done out of a dinner. No
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beggar eats crumbs, but only the fat of the land; and dogs lick
not a beggar’s sores, being made with spearwort, or ratsbane, or
biting acids,—from all which dogs, and even pigs, abhor. My
sores are made after my proper receipt; but no dog would lick
e’en them twice. I have made a scurvy bargain: art a cozening
knave, I doubt, as well as a nincompoop.” I deigned no reply
to this bundle of lies, which did accuse heavenly truth of false-
hood for not being in a tale with him.

“He rose and we took the road; and presently we came
to a place where were two little wayside inns, scarce a furlong
apart. ¢Halt,> said my master. ¢Their armories are sore faded —
all the better. Go thou in; shun the master; hoard the wife;
and flatter her inn sky-high, all but the armories, and offer to
color them dirt cheap.” So I went in and told the wife I was a
painter, and would revive her armories cheap; but she sent me
away with a rebuff. I to my master. He groaned. ¢Ye are all
fingers and no tongue,’ said he: ‘I have made a scurvy bargain.
Come and hear me patter and flatter.” Between the two inns
was a high hedge. He goes behind it a minute and comes out
a decent tradesman. We went on to the other inn, and then I
heard him praise it so fulsome as the very wife did blush. ¢But,’
says he, ‘there is one little, little fault: your armories are dull
and faded. Say but the word, and for a silver franc my ap-
prentice here, the cunningest e’er I had, shall make them bright
as ever.” Whilst she hesitated, the rogue told her he had done
it to a little inn hard by, and now the inn’s face was like the
starry firmament. ¢D’ye hear that, my man?’ cries she: ‘The
Three Frogs have been and painted up their armories. Shall
The Four Hedgehogs be outshone by them?’ So I painted, and
my master stood by like a lord, advising me how to do, and wink-
ing to me to heed him none, and I got a silver franc. And he
took me back to The Three Frogs, and on the way put me on a
beard and disguised me, and flattered The Three Frogs, and told
them how he had adorned The Four Hedgehogs, and into the
net jumped the threce poor simple frogs, and I earned another
silver franc. Then we went on and he found his crutches, and
sent me forward, and showed his cicatrices d’emprunt, as he called
them, and all his infirmities, at The Four Hedgehogs, and got
both food and money.

“<Come, share and share,” quoth he: so I gave him one franc.
‘I have made a good bargain,” said he. ‘Art a master limner,
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but takest too much time.” So I let him know that in mat-
ters of honest craft things could not be done quick and well.
¢Then do them quick,” quoth he. And he told me my name
was Bon Bec; and I might call him Cul de Jatte, because that
was his lay at our first meeting. And at the next town my
master Cul de Jatte bought me a psaltery, and sat himself up
again by the roadside in state like him that erst judged Mar-
syas and Apollo, piping for vain glory. So I played a strain.
¢Indifferent well, harmonious Bon Bec,” said he haughtily. ‘Now
tune thy pipes.” So I did sing a sweet strain the good monks
taught me; and singing it reminded poor Bon Bec, Gerard erst,
of his young days and home, and brought the water to my
e'en. But looking up, my master’s visage was as the face of a
little boy whipt soundly, or sipping foulest medicine. ¢Zounds,
stop that belly-ache blether,” quoth he: ‘that will ne'er wile a
stiver out o’ peasants’ purses; ’twill but sour the nurses’ milk,
and gar the kine jump into rivers to be out of earshot on't.
What, false knave, did I buy thee a fine new psaltery to be
minded o’ my latter end withal? Hearken! these be the songs
that glad the heart and fill the minstrel’s purse.” And he sung
so blasphemous a stave, and eke so obscene, as I drew away from
him a space that the lightning might not spoil the new psaltery.
However, none came, being winter; and then I said, ¢ Master, the
Lord is debonair. Held I the thunder, yon ribaldry had been thy
last, thou foul-mouthed wretch.’

“«<Why, Bon Bec, what is to do?’ quoth he. ‘I have made an
ill bargain. O perverse heart, that turneth from doctrine.” So I
bade him keep his breath to cool his broth: ne’er would I shame
my folk with singing ribald songs. . .

“Then I to him, ¢‘Take now thy psaltery, and part we here;
for art a walking prison, a walking hell.” But lo! my master fell
on his knees, and begged me for pity’s sake not to turn him off.
¢What would become of him? He did so love honesty.” ¢Thou
love honesty 2> said I. ‘Ay,” said he: ‘not to enact it; the saints
forbid: but to look on. ’'Tis so fair a thing to look on. Alas,
good Bon Bec,” said he; ‘hadst starved peradventure but for me.
Kick not down thy ladder! Call ye that just? Nay, calm thy
choler! Have pity on me! I must have a pal: and how could I
bear one like myself after one so simple as thou? He might cut
my throat for the money that is hid in my belt. 'Tis not much;
’tis not much. With thee I walk at mine ease; with a sharp I
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dare not go before in a narrow way. Alas! forgive me. Now I
know where in thy bonnet lurks the bee, I will 'ware his sting;
I will but pluck the secular goose.” ‘So be it,> said I. ‘And
example was contagious: he should be a true man by then we
reached Niirnberg. 'Twas a long way to Niirnberg.” Seeing
him so humble, I said, ¢ Well, doff rags, and make thyself decent:
’twill help me forget what thou art.” And he did so; and we sat
down to our nonemete.

® Presently came by a reverend palmer with hat stuck round
with cockle-shells from Holy Land, and great rosary of beads
like eggs of teal, and sandals for shoes. And he leaned aweary
on his long staff, and offered us a shell apiece. My master
would none. But I, to set him a better example, took one, and
for it gave the poor pilgrim two batzen, and had his blessing.
And he was scarce gone when we heard savage cries, and came
a sorry sight,—one leading a wild woman in a chain, all rags,
and howling like a wolf. And when they came nigh us, she fell
to tearing her rags to threads. The man sought an alms of us,
and told us his hard case. 'Twas his wife stark raving mad;
and he could not work in the fields, and leave her in his house
to fire it, nor cure her could he without the saintys help, and
had vowed six pounds of wax to St. Anthony to heal her, and
so was fain beg of charitable folk for the money. And now she
espied us, and flew at me with her long nails, and I was cold
with fear, so devilish showed her face and rolling: eyes and nails
like birdys talons. But he with the chain checked her sudden,
and with his whip did cruelly lash her for it, that I cried, ¢ For-
bear! forbear! She knoweth not what she doth;’ and gave him
a batz.

“And being gone, said I, ‘ Master, of those twain I know not
which is the more pitiable.” And he laughed in my face. ¢Be-
hold thy justice, Bon Bec,” said he. ¢Thou railest on thy poor,
good, within-an-ace-of-honest master, and bestowest alms on a
“vopper.”’> ‘Vopper!’ said I: ¢‘what is a vopper?’ ¢‘Why,
a trull that feigns madness. That was one of us, that sham
maniac, and wow but she did it clumsily. I blushed for her
and thee. Also gavest two batzen for a shell from Holy Land,
that came no farther than Normandy. I have culled them myself
on that coast by scores, and sold them to pilgrims true and
pilgrims false, to gull flats like thee withal.” ¢What!’> said I:
‘that reverend man?’ ‘One of us!’ cried Cul de Jatte; ‘one
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of us! In France we call them ¢Coquillarts,® but here *Cal.
mierers.® Railest on me for selling a false relic now and then
and wastest thy earnings on such as sell naught else. | teli
thee, Bon Bec,” said he, ‘there is not one true relic on earth’s
face. The saints died a thousand years agonme, and their bones
mixed with the dust: but the trade in relics, it is of yesterday;
and there are forty thousand tramps in Europe live by it, sellj
ing relics of forty or fifty bodies: oh, threadbare lie! And of the
true Cross enow to build Cologne Minster. Why then may not
poor Cul de Jatte turn his penny with the crowd ? Art but a3
scurvy tyrannical servant to let thy poor master from his share
of the swag with your whorson pilgrims, palmers, and friars,
black, gray, and crutched; for all these are of our brotherhood
and of our art,—only masters they, and we but Poor appren-
tices, in guild.” For his tongue was an ell and a half.

« (A truce to thy irreverend sophistries,’ said I, ¢and say what
company is this a-coming.” ¢Bohemians,” cried he. ‘Ay, ay.
this shall be the rest of the band.” With that came along so mot:
ley a Crew as never }'/our eyes beheld, dear Margaret, Marched
at their head one with a banner on a steel-pointed lance, and
girded with a greaf: long sword, and in velvet doublet and leath.-
ern jerkin, the which stut.’fs nfe'er saw I wedded afore on mortal
fesh, and a gay feather in his lordly cap, and a couple of dead
fowls at his back,—the which an the spark had come by hon-
estly, I am much mistook. Him followed wives and babes on
two lean horses, whose flanks still rattled like parchment drum
being beaten by kettles and caldrons. Next an armed max;
a-riding of a horse, which drew a cart full of females and child-
ren: and in it, sitting backwards, a lusty, lazy knave, lance in
hand, with his luxurious feet raised on a holy-water pail that
lay along; and therein a cat, new kittened, sat glowing o'er her
brood, and sparks for eyes. And the cart-horse cavalier had on
his shoulders a round bundle; and thereon did perch a cock and
crowed with zeal, poor ruffler, proud of his brave feathers as the
rest,—and haply with more reason, being his own. And on an
ass another wife and new-born child; and one poor quean afoot
scarce dragged herself along, so near her time was she, yet held
two little ones by the hand, and helplessly helped them on the
road. And the little folk were just a farce: some rode sticks
with horses’ heads between their legs, which pranced and cara-
coled, and soon wearied the riders so sore they stood stock-still
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and wept, which cavaliers were presently taken into cart and
cuffed. And one, more grave, lost in a man’s hat and feather,
walked in Egyptian darkness, handed by a girl; another had the
great saucepan on his back, and a tremendous three-footed clay
pot sat on his head and shoulders, swallowing him so as he too
went darkling, led by his sweetheart three foot high. When
they were gone by, and we had both laughed lustily, said I,
¢ Natheless, master, my bowels they yearn for one of that tawdry
band; even for the poor wife so near the down-lying, scarce able
to drag herself, yet still, poor soul, helping the weaker on the
way.””?

Catherine— “Nay, nay, Margaret. Why, wench, pluck up
heart. Certes thou art no Bohemian.”

Kate — “ Nay, mother, 'tis not that, I trow, but her father.
And dear heart, why take notice to put her to the blush?”

Richart — “So 1 say.”

“And he derided me. ¢Why, that is a “biltreger,”’ said he,
‘and you waste your bowels on a pillow,” or so forth. I told
him he lied. ¢Time would show,’ said he: ‘wait till they camp.’
And rising after meat and meditation, and traveling forward,
we found them camped between two great trees on a common
by the wayside; and they had lighted a great fire, and on it was
their caldron; and one of the trees slanting o’er the fire, a kid
hung down by a chain from the tree-fork to the fire, and in
the fork was wedged an urchin turning still the chain to keep
the meat from burning, and a gay spark with a feather in his
cap cut up a sheep; and another had spitted a leg of it on a
wooden stake; and a woman ended chanticleer’s pride with wring-
ing of his neck.

“And under the other tree four rufflers played at cards and
quarreled, and no word sans oath; and of these lewd gamblers
one had cockles in his hat and was my reverend pilgrim. And a
female, young and comely and dressed like a butterfly, sat and
mended a heap of dirty rags. And Cul de Jatte said, ¢‘Yon is
the “vopper”’; and I looked incredulous, and looked again, and it
was so: and at her feet sat he that had so late lashed her—but
I ween he had wist where to strike, or woe betide him; and she
did now oppress him sore, and made him thread her very needle,
the which he did with all humility: so was their comedy turned
seamy side without; and Cul de Jatte told me ’twas still so with
“voppers” and their men in camp: they would don their bravery
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though but for an hour, and with their tinsel, empire; and the
man durst not the least gainsay the ‘vopper,’> or she would turn
him off at these times, as I my master, and take another tyrant
more submissive. And my master chuckled over me.

“ Natheless we soon espied a wife set with her back against
the tree, and her hair down, and her face white; and by her side
a wench held up to her eye a new-born babe, with words of
cheer; and the rough fellow, her husband, did bring her hot
wine in a cup, and bade her take courage. And just o'er the
place she sat, they had pinned from bough to bough of those
neighboring trees two shawls, and blankets two, together, to keep
the drizzle off her. And so had another poor little rogue come
into the world: and by her own particular folk tended gipsywise;
but of the roasters and boilers, and voppers and gamblers, no
more noticed —no, not for a single moment—than sheep which
droppeth her lamb in a field, by travelers upon the way. Then
said I, ‘What of thy foul suspicions, master ? over-knavery blinds
the eye as well as over-simplicity.” And he laughed and said,
¢Triumph, Bon Bec, triumph. The chances were nine in ten
against thee.” Then I did pity her, to be in a crowd at such a
time; but he rebuked me:—¢I should pity rather your queens
and royal duchesses, which by law are condemned to groan in
a crowd of nobles and courtiers, and do writhe with shame as
well as sorrow, being come of decent mothers; whereas these
gipsy women have no more shame under their skins than a
wolf ruth, or a hare valor. And, Bon Bec,” quoth he, ‘I espy in
thee a lamentable fault. Wastest thy bowels. Wilt have none
left for thy poor good master which doeth thy will by night and
day.’

“Then we came forward; and he talked with the men in some
strange Hebrew cant whereof no word knew I; and the poor
knaves bade us welcome and denied us naught. With them, and
all they had, ’twas lightly come and lightly go; and when we left
them my master said to me, ¢This is thy first lesson, but to-night
we shall lie at Hansburg. Come with me to the “rotboss® there,
and I'll show thee all our folk and their lays; and especially the
“lossners,” the “dutzers,” the “schleppers,” the “gickisses,” the
“schwanfelders® (whom in England we call “shivering Jem-
mies”), the “siintvegers,” the “schwiegers,” the “joners,® the
“sessel-degers,” the “gennscherers” (in France “marcandiers® or
“rifodés ”), the “ veranerins,” the “stabulers,” with a few foreigners
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like ourselves, such as “pietres,” “francmitoux,” ¢polissons,”
“malingreux,” “traters,” “rufflers,” “whipjalks,” “dommerars,”
“glymmerars,” “jarkmen,® “patricos,” “ swadders,” “autem morts,”
“walking morts”’— ‘Enow,” cried I, stopping him: ‘art as
gleesome as the Evil One a-counting of his imps. I'll jot down
in my tablet all these caitiffs and their accursed names; for
knowledge is knowledge. But go among them, alive or dead,
that will I not with my good will. Moreover,’ said I, ¢ what need,
since I have a companion in thee who is all the knaves on
earth in one?’ and thought to abash him; but his face shone
with pride, and hand on breast he did bow low to me. ‘If thy
wit be scant, good Bon Bec, thy manners are a charm. I have
made a good bargain.’

“So he to the ‘rotboss’: and I to a decent inn, and sketched
the landlord’s daughter by candlelight, and started at morn batzen
three the richer, but could not find my master; so loitered slowly
on, and presently met him coming west for me, and cursing the
quiens. Why so? Because he could blind the culls but not the
quiens. At last I prevailed on him to leave cursing and canting,
and tell me his adventure.

®Said he, ‘I sat outside the gate of yon monastery, full of
sores, which I showed the passers-by. O Bon Bec, beautifuller
sores you never saw; and it rained coppers in my hat. Pres-
ently the monks came home from some procession, and the con-
vent dogs ran out to meet them, curse the quiens!’ ¢‘What,
did they fall on thee and bite thee, poor soul?’> ¢Worse, worse,
dear Bon Bec. Had they bitten me I had earned silver. But
the great idiots — being, as I think, puppies, or little better —
fell on me where I sat, downed me, and fell a-licking my sores
among them. As thou, false knave, didst swear the whelps in
heaven licked the sores of Lazybones, a beggar of old.” ¢Nay,
nay,’ said I, ‘I said no such thing. But tell me, since they bit
thee not, but sportfully licked thee, what harm?’>— ¢What harm,
noodle? why, the sores came off.”—¢How could that be?>—
‘How could aught else be, and them just fresh put on? Did I
think he was so weak as bite holes in his flesh with ratsbane?
Nay, he was an artist, a painter like his servant; and had put on
sores made of pig’s blood, rye meal, and glue.’—‘So when the
folk saw my sores go on tongues of puppies, they laughed, and
I saw cord or sack before me. So up I jumped, and shouted,
*A miracle! a miracle! The very dogs of this holy convent be
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holy, and have cured me. Good fathers,” cried I, “whose day
is this?” ¢St. Isidore’s,” said one. “St. Isidore!” cried I, in a
sort of rapture. “Why, St. Isidore is my patron saint; so that
accounts.” And the simple folk swallowed my miracle as those
accursed quiens my wounds. But the monks took me inside and
shut the gate, and put their heads together: but I have a quick
ear, and one did say “Caret miraculo monasterium”; which is
Greek patter, I trow—leastways it is no beggar’s cant. Finally
they bade the lay brethren give me a hiding, and take me out
a back way and put me on the road; and threatened me did I
come back to the town to hand me to the magistrate and have
me drowned for a plain impostor. “Profit now by the Church's
grace,” said they, “and mend thy ways.” So forward, Bon Bec,
for my life is not sure nigh hand this town.’

“As we went he worked his shoulders. ‘Wow, but the breth-
ren laid on! And what means yon piece of monk’s cant, I
wonder?’> So I told him the words meant ‘The monastery is in
want of a miracle,” but the application thereof was dark to me.
¢Dark!’ cried he: ‘dark as noon. Why, it means they are going
to work the miracle, my miracle, and gather all the grain I
sowed. Therefore these blows on their benefactor’s shoulders;
therefore is he that wrought their scurvy miracle driven forth
with stripes and threats. Oh, cozening knaves!’ Said I, ¢‘Be-
comes you to complain of guile.” ¢Alas, Bon Bec,” said he, ‘I
but outwit the simple; but these monks would pluck Lucifer of
his wing-feathers.” And went a league bemoaning himself that
he was not convent-bred like his servant,— ‘he would put it to
more profit’; and railing on quiens. ‘And as for those monks,
there was one Above—’ ‘Certes,’> said I, ‘there is one Above:
what then?’> ¢—who will call those shavelings to compt, one
day,” quoth he. ‘And all deceitful men,’> said I.

“At one that afternoon I got armories to paint; so my master
took the yellow jaundice, and went begging through the town,
and with his oily tongue and saffron-water face did fill his hat.
Now in all the towns are certain licensed beggars, and one of
these was an old favorite with the townsfolk; had his station at
St. Martin’s porch, the greatest church: a blind man; they called
him Blind Hans. He saw my master drawing coppers on the
other side the street, and knew him by his tricks for an impostor;
so sent and warned the constables, and I met my master in
the constable’s hands, and going to his trial in the town-hall. I
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followed, and many more; and he was none abashed, neither by
the pomp of justice nor memory of his misdeceds, but demanded
his accuser like a trumpet. And blind Hans’s boy came forward,
but was sifted narrowly by my master, and stammered and
faltered, and owned he had seen nothing, but only carried blind
Hans's tale to the chief constable. ¢This is but hearsay,’ said
my master. ‘Lo ye, now, here standeth Misfortune backbit by
Envy. But stand thou forth, blind Envy, and vent thine own
lie.> And blind Hans behoved to stand forth, sore against his
will. Him did my master so press with questions, and so pinch
and torture, asking him again and again how, being blind, he
could see all that befell, and some that befell not, across a way;
and why, an he could not see, he came there holding up his
perjured hand, and maligning the misfortunate, that at last he
groaned aloud and would utter no word more. And an alder-
man said, ‘In sooth, Hans, ye are to blame; hast cast more dirt
of suspicion on thyself than on him.” But the burgomaster, a
wondrous fat man, and methinks of his fat some had gotten into
his head, checked him, and said: ‘Nay, Hans we know this
many years, and be he blind or not, he hath passed for blind
so long, ’tis all one. Back to thy porch, good Hans, and let the
strange varlet leave the town incontinent on pain of whipping.’

“Then my master winked to me: but there rose a civic offi-
cer in his gown of state and golden chain,—a Dignity with us
lightly prized, and even shunned of some, but in Germany and
France much courted save by condemned malefactors, to wit the
hangman; and says he, ‘An’t please you, first let us see why
he weareth his hair so thick and low.” And his man went and
lifted Cul de Jatte’s hair, and lo the upper gristle of both ears
was gone. ‘How is this, knave?’ quoth the burgomaster. My
master said carelessly, he minded not precisely: his had been a
life of misfortunes and losses. ¢When a poor soul has lost the
use of his legs, noble sirs, these more trivial woes rest lightly in
his memory.” When he found this would not serve his turn, he
named two famous battles, in each of which he had lost half an
ear, a-fighting like a true man against traitors and rebels. But the
hangman showed them the two cuts were made at one time, and
by measurement. ¢’Tis no bungling soldier’'s-work, my masters,’
said he; ‘’tis ourn.” Then the burgomaster gave judgment: ‘The
present charge is not proven against thee; but an thou beest not
guilty now, thou hast been at other times, witness thine ears,
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Wherefore I send thee to prison for one month, and to give a
florin towards the new hall of-the guilds now a-building, and to
be whipt out of the town and pay the hangman’s fee for the
same.” And all the aldermen approved, and my master was haled
to prison with one look of anguish. It did strike my bosom.

«I tried to get speech of him, but the jailer denied me. But
lingering near the jail I heard a whistle, and there was Cul de
Jatte at a narrow window twenty feet from earth. I went under,
and he asked me what made I there? I told him I was loath to
go forward and not bid him farewell. He seemed quite amazed;
but soon his suspicious soul got the better. That was not all
mine errand, I told him—not all: the psaltery. ¢Well, what of
that?> 'Twas not mine, but his: I would pay him the price of
it. ¢Then throw me a rix-dollar,” said he. I counted out my
coins, and they came to a rix-dollar and two batzen. I threw
him up his money in three throws, and when he had got it
all he said, softly, ‘Bon Bec.” ¢Master,” said I. Then the poor
rogue was greatly moved. ‘I thought ye had been mocking
me,” said he: ‘O Bon Bec, Bon Bec, if I had found the world
like thee at starting, I had put my wit to better use, and I had
not lain here.” Then he whimpered out, ‘I gave not quite a rix-
dollar for the jingler,” and threw me back that he had gone to
cheat me of; honest for once, and over late: and so with many
sighs bade me Godspeed.

“Thus did my master, after often baffling men’s justice, fall
by their injustice; for his lost ears proved not his guilt only, but
of that guilt the bitter punishment: so the account was even; yet
they for his chastisement did chastise him. Natheless he was a
parlous rogue. Yet he holp to make a man of me. Thanks to
his good wit, I went forward richer far with my psaltery and
brush than with yon as good as stolen purse; for that must have
run dry in time, like a big trough, but these a little fountain.”
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MONK AND FATHER
From ¢The Cloister and the Hearth’

E STAGGERED to his den. ®“I am safe here,” he groaned:

H “she will never come near me again,—unmanly, ungrateful

wretch that I am.” And he flung his emaciated, frozen

body down on the floor, not without a secret hope that it might
never rise thence alive.

But presently he saw by the hour-glass that it was past mid-
night. On this, he rose slowly and took off his wet things; and
moaning all the time at the pain he had caused her he loved,
put on the old hermit’s cilice of bristles, and over that his breast-
plate. He had never worn either of these before, doubting
himself worthy to don the arms of that tried soldier. But now
he must give himself every aid: the bristles might distract his
earthly remorse by bodily pain, and there might be holy virtue
in the breastplate.

Then he kneeled down and prayed God humbly to release
him that very night from the burden of the flesh. Then he
lighted all his candles, and recited his psalter doggedly: each
word seemed to come like a lump of lead from a leaden heart,
and to fall leaden to the ground; and in this mechanical office
every now and then he moaned with all his soul. In the midst
of which he suddenly observed a little bundle in the corner
he had not seen before in the feebler light, and at one end of it
something like gold spun into silk.

He went to see what it could be; and he had no sooner
viewed it closer, than he threw up his hands with rapture. *It
is a seraph,” he whispered, “a lovely seraph. Heaven hath wit-
nessed my bitter trial, and approves my cruelty; and this flower
of the skies is sent to cheer me, fainting under my burden.”

He fell on his knees, and gazed with ecstasy on its golden
hair, and its tender skin, and cheeks like a peach.

“Let me feast my sad eyes on thee ere thou leavest me for
thine ever-blessed abode, and my cell darkens again at thy part-
ing, as it did at hers.”

With all this, the hermit disturbed the lovely visitor. He
opened wide two eyes, the color of heaven; and seeing a strange
figure kneeling over him, he cried piteously, “Mum-ma! Mum-
ma!” And the tears began to run down his little cheeks.

XX1—760
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Perhaps, after all, Clement, who for more than six months had
not looked on the human face divine, estimated childish beauty
more justly than we can; and in truth, this fair Northern child,
with its long golden hair, was far more angelic than any of our
imagined angels. But now the spell was broken.

Yet not unhappily. Clement. it may be remembered, was
fond of children; and true monastic life fosters this sentiment.
The innocent distress on the cherubic face, the tears that ran so
smoothly from those transparent violets, his eves, and his pretty,
dismal cry for his only friend, his mother, went through the
hermit’s heart. He employed all his gentleness and all his art
to soothe him: and as the little soul was wonderfully intelligent
for his age, presently succeeded so far that he ceased to cry out,
and wonder took the place of fear; while in silence, broken
only in little gulps, he scanned with great tearful eyes this
strange figure that looked so wild but spoke so kindly, and wore
armor, yet did not kill little boys, but coaxed them. Clement
was equally perplexed to know how this little human flower
came to lie sparkling and blooming in his gloomy cave. But he
remembered he had left the door wide open; and he was driven
to conclude that owing to this negligence., some unfortunate
creature of high or low degree had seized this opportunity to get
rid of her child for ever. At this his bowels yvearned so over the
poor deserted cherub, that the tears of pure tenderness stood in
his eyes; and still, beneath the crime of the mother, he saw the
Divine goodness which had so directed her heartlessness as to
comfort his servant’s breaking heart.

“Now bless thee, bless thee, bless thee, sweet innocent, I
would not change thee for e’en a cherub in heaven.”

“At’s pooty,” replied the infant,—ignoring contemptuously,
after the manner of infants, all remarks that did not interest
him.

“What is pretty here, my love. besides thee?”

“QOokum-gars,” said the boy, pointing to the hermit’s breast-
plate.

“Quot liberi, tot sententiuncula!” Hector's child screamed at
his father’s glittering casque and nodding crest: and here was a
medieval babe charmed with a polished cuirass, and his griefs
assuaged.

“There are prettier things here than that,” said Clement;
“there are little birds; lovest thou birds??”
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“Nay. Ay. En um ittle, ery ittle? Not ike torks. Hate
torks; um bigger an baby.”

He then confided, in very broken language, that the storks,
with their great flapping wings, scared him, and were a great
trouble and worry to him, darkening his existence more or less.

“Ay, but my birds are very little, and good, and oh, so
pretty!”

“Den I ikes 'm,” said the child authoritatively. “I ont my
mammy.”

“Alas, sweet dove! I doubt I shall have to fill her place as
best I may. Hast thou no daddy as well as mammy, sweet
one?” .

The next moment the moonlight burst into his cell, and with
it, and in it, and almost as swift as it, Margaret Brandt was
down at his knee with a timorous hand upon his shoulder.

“ Gerard, you do not reject us. You cannot.”

The startled hermit glared from his nurseling to Margaret,
and from her to him, in amazement equaled only by his agita-
tion at her so unexpected return. The child lay asleep on his
left arm, and she was at his right knee; no longer the pale,
scared, panting girl he had overpowered so easily an hour or two
ago, but an imperial beauty, with blushing cheeks and sparkling
eyes, and lips sweetly parted in triumph, and her whole face
radiant with a look he could not quite read, for he had never
yet seen it on her,— maternal pride.

He stared and stared from the child to her, in throbbing
amazement.

“Us?” he gasped at last. And still his wonder-stricken eyes
turned to and fro.

Margaret was surprised in her turn. It was an age of im-
pressions, not facts. “What!” she cried, “doth not a father
know his own child? and a man of God too? Fie, Gerard, to
pretend! nay, thou art too wise, too good, not to have— why, I
watched thee; and e’en now look at you twain! ’Tis thine own
flesh and blood thou holdest to thine heart.”

Clement trembled. “What words are these?” he stammered;
“this angel mine ?”

“Whose else? since he is mine.”

Clement turned on the sleeping child, with a look beyond the
power of the pen to describe, and trembled all over, as his eyes
seemed to absorb the little love.
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Margaret's eyes followed his. “He is not a bit like me,” said
she, proudly; “but oh, at whiles he is thy very image in little;
and see this golden hair. Thine was the very color at his age;
ask mother else. And see this mole on his little finger; now
look at thine own: there! ’'Twas thy mother let me weet thou
wast marked so before him: and O Gerard, 'twas this our child
found thee for me; for by that little mark on thy finger I knew
thee for his father, when I watched above thy window and saw
thee feed the birds:” here she seized the child’s hand and kissed
it eagerly, and got half of it into her mouth, heaven knows how.
“Ah, bless thee! thou didst find thy poor daddy for her, and now
thou hast made us friends again after our little quarrel; the first,
the last. Wast very cruel to me but now, my poor Gerard, and
I forgive thee—for loving of thy child.”
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ERNEST RENAN
. (1823-1892)

BY FERDINAND BRUNETIERE

N THE Preface to his ‘Recollections of Infancy and Youth,’
Ernest Renan himself recalled the legend of that town of

Is, long ago engulfed by the sea in punishment of its
crimes, the sound of whose bells one hears on calm days, rising from
the depths of the abyss, where they continue always to call together
for prayer a people who have not yet finished paying the debt of
their repentance. And he adds: “It often seems to me that I have
at the bottom of my heart a town of Is, that still resounds with bells
continuing to call to sacred rites the faithful who no longer hear.”
This was “the state of his soul” when, nearing the sixties, having
almost completed his life work, he tried to represent himself by this
poetic comparison; where he re-found, mingled with memories of his
devout infancy, all the melancholy that weeps in the heart of the
people and soil of Brittany. But he characterized at the same time,
perhaps without knowing it, the nature of his own talent; and he
gave us the reason of his great reputation as a writer. We also,
during forty years, have heard sounding in his work the far-off bells
of the town of Is; we have heard the thrill of their voice vibrating
even in the unthanked works of the philologue and the exegete:
and he himself, do what he might, has never been able to make
himself wholly unfaithful to his first beginnings. The vase has kept
its perfume, guo recens imbuta semel; and if the originality of Ernest
Renan is anywhere, it is there, in the strange and often displeasing
but sometimes exquisite combination, developing itself in him, of
the sincerest emotionalism with the narrow rationalism of the scholar
and the philologue. The originality of a great writer, in a literature
like the French literature of our time, is always a little composite:
we are Alexandrians; that is not our fault, and we could not be re-
proached with it if we did not abuse it by abandoning ourselves to
the pleasure of dilettanteism. This is a reproach, as will be seen,
that Renan did not always know how to avoid.

He was born in 1823 at Tréguier, in the Department of the Cétes
du Nord, under the shadow of an old cathedral full of mystery and
incense; and he was educated for the priesthood. His family being
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humble, did his mother’s ambition go beyond a vague hope of
some day seeing him the celebrant at the high altar of their native
town? But from the depths of his province, his successes in schol-
arship attracted the attention of the Abbé Dupanloup; the same who
afterwards became the blustering bishop of Orléans, but who was
then only the converter of M. de Talleyrand —Charles Maurice de
Talleyrand-Périgord —and the superior or director of the Little Sem-
inary of St. Nicolas du Chardonnet. The Little Seminary of St. Nico-
las du Chardonnet was a “free institution of secondary instruction,”
where the best families of the Faubourg Saint-Germain sent their
children to be educated. One of these children, afterwards the Duke
de .Noailles,—that Frenchman who since Tocqueville has understood
America best,—kept a most vivid recollection of Renan; and I re-
member to have read some pages that he wrote upon his old school-
fellow,—pages that unfortunately have not seen nor perhaps ever
will see the light.

From St. Nicolas du Chardonnet, where rhetoric completed the
course, Ernest Renan passed to the Seminary of Issy, which stands
somewhat in the relation of a preparatory school to the great semi-
nary of St. Sulpice; and it was there that he began to experience
his first doubts as to the justifiability of the vocation to which until
then he had believed himself called. In his ‘Recollections of Youth,?
which he wrote thirty years later, he undertook to explain the nature
of that crisis; and one would suppose, to hear him speak, that neither
the desire of the world,—that avidity of living which is so character-
istic of the twentieth year,—nor philosophy even, nor the sudden
revelation of science, played the least part in it. It would seem that
his reasons for doubting were purely philological; and that textual
criticism alone swept away the faith of his childhood. We shall
not contradict this. But the publication of his ¢ Correspondence’ has
revealed to us since then another influence that affected the forma-
tion of his character,—the most powerful perhaps of all: it was that
of his sister Henriette. This girl, poor and highly cultivated, who
conducted far from her family, in Poland or Rusgia, the education of
the children of a great lady, was gnawed by resentment; and in her
triple réle of woman, hired teacher, and native of Brittany, suffered
cruelly from being unable to satisfy or even to relieve it by giving
it expression. It was through her brother that she found her oppor-
tunity. As soon as the first doubts began to show themselves in the
seminarist, it was his sister who encouraged them; or rather she
communicated to him her own boldness of spirit: and putting her
savings to the service of her passion, it was she who supplied Ernest
Renan with the means of quitting St. Sulpice, and of resuming thus
the life of a layman. We are able to-day to affirm that Henriette
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lucidity. This is saying too little: for the real truth is that there is
something “Platonic”® in this first manner of Renan, were it only the
art with which he envelops his most abstract ideas in the most
ingenious metaphors, or the most captivating and poetic images.
With him, as with the author of the ¢‘Cratylus’ and the ¢Gorgias,’
comparisons, in spite of the proverb, are often reasons, explanations,
solutions. Equally notable in these first writings is a keen percep-
tion of the analogies between natural history and philology; which
enables him to bind together by insensible transitions, and nuances
contrived with infinite art, that which is most “human?” in us—that is,
language — with that which is most instinctive, which is the imprint
we receive from surrounding nature. There is a good example of
it in the development of the celebrated formula, “The desert is
monotheistic®; and who does not see that on this basis it would
indeed be possible to establish an entire new science, to be called
“the Geography of the Religions”? As to the scientific or technical
value of these same works, it is attested by the fact that in 1856 it
came about that the Academy of Inscriptions elected the young
author to succeed the brilliant historian of the ¢Conquest of England
by the Normans.” He was appointed librarian of the National Library
in the department of manuscripts. The imperial government charged
him with a mission to Phcenicia. But what is more interesting than
all else to affirm here, is that from this time forth he knew what
he wished to do; he approached his whole life work on all sides at
once: and already good judges, like Sainte-Beuve in his ¢New Mon-
days,” or like Edmond Schérer in his ¢Studies of Religious History,’
saw its first lineaments outlined.

The attempt was novel and the undertaking bold. Convinced that
all the great races of men which have appeared in turn or together
upon the world’s stage have left us in the remains of their language,
and still more conclusively in the monuments of their literature, the
surest witnesses to their highest aspirations, it was precisely these
aspirations that Renan proposed to rediscover; and he saw in phi-
lology, to use his own expression, “the science of the productions of
the human soul.® Therefore, just as under the superfluous matter
with which the hand of an ignorant copyist has covered a precious
palimpsest, paleeography endeavors to find again the authentic text of
Virgil or Homer, and as soon as it begins to decipher it, calls to its
aid, to further its efforts to fix it in a way to remain, all the resources
of grammar, criticism, and history,—so Renan, brushing away the
dust with which time has covered, as it were, the archives of human-
ity, proposed to re-establish their true meaning, altered or disfig-
ured by superstition. From all these archives, he chose the religious
archives as the most significant of all, to make them the object of a
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more profound study: the Vedas of the Hindus, the Zend-Avesta
of the Persians, the Pentateuch of the Hebrews, the Koran of the
Arabs; and in truth, since there is no religion which is not at the
same time a system of the world, an expression of the relations that
man believes that he sustains with the nature which surrounds him,
and a solution of the enigma of destiny, what surer means could be
imagined of penetrating more deeply into what is innermost in the
mind of the races? Aryans or Semites, Mussulmans or Buddhists, it
is in the intimate constitution of our race spirit that we find the
first principle, the reason for the forms of our belief, the limits also
of our religions! And believing that he saw at last in this very
formula a way of reconciling the sincerity, the ardor of his idealism
with the complete independence of his thought, Renan proposed to
disengage “religion,” in so far as necessary or innate in humanity,
from the midst of the “religions” which have been until now in
history, at least from his point of view, only its multiple expression,
changeable and superstitious. From Indian Buddhism, from Greek
polytheism, from the monotheism of the Mussulman, and generally
from the particular content of the symbolism, rites, and dogma of all
the religions, when we have eliminated whatever they include that is
%local,” dependent on time or circumstance,—when we have, as it
were, purified them above all of whatever they include that is ethni-
cal,— what remains? This is the thought that, floating about for the
last hundred years, more or less, began a little while ago to condense,
to take shape, to “concrete” itself so to speak, in the Congress of
Religions at Chicago; and whatever may be its future, the propaga-
tion of this thought in the history of the contemporary mind is the
work of Ernest Renan.

Undoubtedly there is no need of showing in how many points it
differs from the thought of Voltaire or of Condorcet; but in how
many points also it approaches their thought! It comes so near it,
that like the philosophy of the eighteenth century itself, it ends in
the constitution of a ®natural religion.” But while the natural reli-
gion of Voltaire is a creation of pure reason, a deduction of good
sense, common-sense, opposed to all things of any depth that the
positive religions teach, decidedly on the contrary it is from the
fundamental history of the positive religions, studied scientifically
and impartially, that the “natural religion” of Renan is derived; and
hence its truths have no value except through their conformity to
whatever is most concrete and most intimate in the world. Or in
still other words, it appears that the same conclusion is reached,
but by different roads,—and that is the important point here,—in
every domain, in science itself, in physics or in psychology. “Discov-
eries ” are nothing,—all lies in the manner in which they are made;

.
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and it is not the verities that enrich the human intellect, but the
“methods® that have led to them. The exclusive employment of the
philological or exegetical method suffices to establish between Vol-
taire’s religion and Renan’s a difference that Renan himself, in his
latter years, by means of an affected impiety, could not wholly suc-
ceed in effacing. In vain did he compare David to Troppmann; and
with less provoking coarseness, but in the same spirit, the prophet
Amos to some living “anarchist.” These pleasantries belied his
good taste; they led some persons to doubt his “sincerity”: but his
“method” was the strongest; and it is this that keeps intact, with
the greatness of his name, whatever is most original and solid in his
work.

Meanwhile the moment of the struggle approached. * When a
man writes upon the rulers of Nineveh or upon the Pharaohs of
Egypt,” said D. F. Strauss, “he can take only an historical interest!
But Christianity is such a living thing, and the problem of its origin
involves such consequences for the most immediate present, that
critics who would bring only a purely historical interest to these
questions are to be pitied for their imbecility.” Ernest Renan was
not, he could not be, of the number of these critics. But above all,
having set forth as he had done the question of the relation between
the “religions” and “religion,” he could not leave Christianity out
of his inquest. One expected him to deal with the question of the
origins of Christianity. He must come to it. None of his works
were of interest except as they led to that. To hesitate or to with-
draw—that would have been to fail not only in courage, but in
intellectual probity. He understood it himself; and in 1863 he pub-
lished his ¢Life of Jesus.” No book, as is well known, has made
more noise, in France, in Europe, in the world; a very different
noise from that raised by Strauss's ‘Life of Jesus,> or all the works
of the School of Tiibingen. No book has stirred up more polemics,
more ardent or more violent. No book has engendered graver
consequences. Whence came that tumult, and what did it mean?
Just here, to understand it perfectly, it is necessary to develop
Renan’s method somewhat; and in order to develop it, join to the
¢Life of Jesus’ the six volumes which followed it, and which are —
¢The Apostles’ (1866), ¢St. Paul’ (1869), ‘Antichrist’ (1873), ¢ The Gos-
pels’ (1877). ¢The Christian Church’ (1879), and ‘Marcus Aurelius’
(1881). :

There is still some uncertainty or embarrassment in the ¢Life
of Jesus’: the embarrassment or constraint of a man who does not
know exactly how far he can push audacity, and who fears pushing
it too far, lest he alienate from himself the very public he would
like to reach. This is why Renan attempts to restore all that he

.



12156 ERNEST RENAN

under the pen of Renan. But he was in error if he meant the plan or
arrangement of his books: it is, on the contrary, fully seen how that
“is done.” Having collected all the texts that taken together consti-
tute the New Testament,—and not neglecting to add to them the
“apocryphal,” —Renan discussed them all as a philologue, accord-
ing to the principles of his exegesis, and dated and classified them
chronologically. He thus obtained a series of documents spread over
a period of about a hundred and fifty or two hundred years, from
Jesus to Marcus Aurelius. He then set himself to determine, accord-
ing to chronological order, what might be called the logical relations
between them; and —to take an example—very much as if, not know-
ing the authentic dates of Pascal’s ‘Thoughts’ or of the ¢Genius of
Christianity,” of Bunyan's ¢Pilgrim’'s Progress’ or of Wesley's ser-
mons, we should nevertheless see without difficulty that these works
could not answer to one and the same moment in the evolution of
Christian thought. But the determination of that moment, in its turn,
is not fixed by itself, nor above all by the sole consideration of that
moment itself. Pascal and Bunyan are men who have lived, like all
men, at a given time in history; who are related to other men by all
their personal traits, who are contemporaries of Louis XIV. or Charles
II., witnesses of the apogee of French greatness or of the corruption
of England under the Stuarts; the latter a bourgeois, the former an
artisan,— whence it follows that we cannot understand themn unless we
begin by replacing them in their miliew. It was this also that Renan
did; and thus the general history of the Roman Empire — which is
found to coincide with the history of the world —enters, so to speak,
into the intervals of these documents, which it binds together, which it
illumines with its light, which it sometimes overflows by the intensity
of its interest. The propagation of the Christian idea becomes the
soul or the active principle,—the principle of the movement of a
history of which its triumph is the limit. The historians of the
Empire had seen only the Empire in the Empire; and the excellent
and learned Lenain de Tillemont would alone furnish a proof of it,
since he wrote on the one hand the ¢History of the Emperors,”> and
on the other the precious quarto of his ¢Ecclesiastical History,’
without ever conceiving the idea of intermingling them, as they were
nevertheless intermingled in reality. Renan did this; and is it neces-
sary to remark how this second application of the method confirmed.
and in the eyes of many of his readers naturally contributed to
aggravate, the first? The miraculous, the Divine element in the
beginnings of Christianity became in some sort attenuated; or to
change the figure, was the more “humanized” the more attentively
the investigator appeared to be following its evolution. It only
remained to dispel a kind of prestige in which all that is ancient
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is enveloped, major ¢ longinquo reverentia; and the very logic of his
method obliged Renan to perform this office.

No means more simple nor more powerful in its simplicity. It is
the theory of existing causes — that theory with which the names of
Lyell and Darwin are associated —transferred from the order of nat-
ural history to that of high erudition. The active causes which with-
out our suspecting it, deform, reform, and transform the physical
universe under our eyes, are the same that formerly produced all
that our fathers interpreted as gigantic and marvelous in the archives
of the past. The drop of water wears away the stone; polyps have
constructed islands — perhaps continents; and accumulated dust has
become Himalayas and Alleghanies. In the same way, at no epoch
in the short history of humanity have other forces been at work than
those that are working still; and the present contains all that is
essential to the explanation of the past. Hence in Renan’s writings,
in his ¢History of the Origins of Christianity,> those perpetual allus-
ions to the present. He is of his time; and he never forgets it
when he speaks of Marcus Aurelius or Nero, because man is always
man, and the obscurity of the past could not be cleared away better
than by the light of the present. Nothing creates itself nor is lost:
he takes literally and in its entirety an axiom that is perhaps true
only of the physical universe; and still it would be necessary to be
very clear on this point, and he applies it rigorously to history. He
goes further: not only does he explain the most considerable revo-
lutions by the action of existing causes, but like Darwin and Lyell],
he insinuates that there are no revolutions, strictly speaking; and for
this reason, if he encounters some unique or extraordinary fact, he
reduces it to a contemporary fact. The preaching of St. Paul on the
Areopagus “must have had no more success than a visionary imbued
with neo-Catholicism would have had, endeavoring in the time of
the Empire to convert to his ideas an academician attached to the
religion of Horace; or than a humanitarian socialist of our own day
would have, were he to hold forth against English prejudices before
the fellows of Oxford or of Cambridge.” These perpetual juxta-
positions, which have pleased certain of Renan’s readers, have irri-
tated many more of them; and their irritation was not unreasonable,
if perhaps nothing has contributed so much as the cleverness, often
deceiving, with which he uses them, to remodel the history of the
origin of Christianity upon the plan of universal history. But what
we cannot make too emphatic is, that they proceed from the very
foundation of his method: this we have just tried to show; and it
could be shown in another way by demonstrating that one has only
to examine these same things somewhat closely, to discover that
there is much in the method not only hazardous, conjectural, and
arbitrary, but also ruinous.
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In truth, for all these comparisons, the propagation of Christianity
in the world remains a unique fact,—a araf Aeyéuevov, according to the
expression that Renan himself liked to employ; and I do not wish
to say “a miracle,” but incontestably an effect that down to the
present time has never been wholly explained by the reasoning of
history. Renan knew it so well that he exhausted himself in subtle
evasions of this conclusion of his own studies. And did he not do
this even in the Preface to his ¢History of the People of Israel,’
in 1887, when he strove to distinguish what he called a “providential
history” from a “miraculous history,” or when to the ¢ Jewish mir-
acle” he opposed the “Greek miracle”? But it is not possible to
escape the consequences of a complete method by such distinctions;
and in fact, without discussing here either the principles of his exe-
gesis, which are not immovable, nor his opinion of the supernatural,
which up to this point recognizes only the authority of physics,
Renan has slipped up in his attempt to bring the history of the
beginnings of Christianity to the level of other histories, and if one
dares speak thus, to “secularize [/aiciser] God himself.” This is why
those who would like to know all that was extraordinary in the
development of Christianity have only to inquire of Renan; for in
truth no one has demonstrated better than he that “the Church is an
edifice drawn from the void, a c¢reation, the work of an all-powerful
hand.” And I know very well he did not mean it thus, when he
protested the purity of his intentions, and when with an irony slightly
tinged with pharisaism, he bore witness to having himself ®estab-
lished for eternity the true God of the universe®! But we do not
always the thing we would do, nor what we think we are doing; and
in reality, by a strange mockery, it happens that the work to which
Renan’s came nearest was the ¢Discourses’> of Bossuet on ¢ Universal
History.?

In the mean time, and while he worked at his ¢Origins of Christ-
ianity,> important changes were brought about in the world, in
France, and in the condition of Ernest Renan himself. A political
revolution had not only reinstated him in that chair of Hebrew at
the College of France, of which he had formerly been dispossessed
for having begun his teaching with a lesson on ¢The Part of the
Semitic People in the History of Civilization”; but it had also made
of him, without any effort of his own to obtain the honor, the the-
oretical or ideal head of what went by the name of anti-clericalism
at that time among us. Immediately after the events of 1871—and
indeed because he had pleaded with eloquence, two or three years
before, the cause of higher instruction—we still insisted upon see-
ing in him the representative of that “high German culture” which
passed at that time for the very mainspring of our misfortunes. It
was naively believed that if France had been conquered by Germany,
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I hold in my hand a precious and curious copy of ¢The Abbess of
Jouarre,” bearing on the cover these few words of Renan: A Mr
B—— en souvenir de notre conversation d'hier” (To M. B—— in
memory of our conversation of yesterday). I had been having a long
talk with him about my intention of speaking of ¢The Abbess of
Jouarre’; and doubtless fearing that I had not unraveled his exact
thought, he had turned down the leaves of the volume, and under-
lined those places in the dialogue by which he desired to be judged.
One of these places is the following: “O God of simple souls, why
have I abandoned thee?” Did the great master of irony mock at me
on that day? Several times since, I have asked myself this question;
and without letting my emour-propre enter otherwise into the matter,
it is indeed what I should have supposed, if afterwards we had not
seen him quit this réle and devote the last years of his life to com-
posing his ¢History of the People of Israel.”> It is well known that
he was not to see its completion; and it was not he who published
the last volume.

The author of ¢The Origins of Christianity’ is easily found there;
and if the genius is not always the same, it is always the same
method: only the structure is somewhat more summary and naked.
The comparisons, the juxtapositions, that we have already noted, are
more numerous here; not so felicitous, more flagrant if I may vent-
ure to say so, sometimes no less cynical, than those of Voltaire in
his pamphlets. In vain is he Renan; it is not with impunity that a
man quits the reading of the gospel to write ¢Caliban? or ¢The
Abbess of Jouarre,” and later returns to the Pentateuch. Then too,
some parts of it are—it must be said frankly —arid, unpleasant,
tedious. The style no longer has the same ease, nor in the ease the
same firmness. It is unequal, negligent, loaded with the terms of
exact scholarship, science, and politics. But in default of a brilliant
book, we still have here the idea of a brilliant book: and I know not
if the history of Israel is explained by the struggle, often secular, of
the Prophets against the Kings, of the religious ideal of the first
against the political ideal of the second; but what cannot be doubted
is, that this same idea throws a bright light on that history, and this
is all that is of interest here. It may be well to add, however, that
in ¢The History of the People of Israel’ as in ¢The History of the
Origins of Christianity,” the execution has finally turned against the
design of the historian; and the continuity of prophetism in Israel
remains a fact none the less inexplicable, and down to the present,
no less inexplicable than even the propagation of Christianity in the
Greeco-Roman world.

It now remains for us to speak of several other works of Renan;
and in particular, of the many articles he wrote for ¢The Literary
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History of France.” The most remarkable of all is his ¢ Discourse on
the State of the Fine Arts in the Fourteenth Century’; where he
dealt with the conditions, the history, and the decline, of Gothic
architecture, with no less ability than precision and brilliancy of
style. No man assimilated with more ease the things that were
most alien to him; and in such a way, as one of our old poets said,
as to “turn them into blood and nourishment.” The analysis that he
gave of the philosophy of Duns Scotus is still a masterpiece of lucid-
ity. The same may be said of his articles on William de Nogaret
and Pierre du Boys,—two of those jurists who have so greatly con-
tributed to the formation of our monarchical unity; on Bertrand de
Got, who was Pope in Avignon under the name of Clement V.; on
Christine de Stommeln. This last article is particularly curious for
the accent of far-away sympathy with which Renan cannot help
speaking of the ecstasies and visions of the beatific one. Without
doubt it is his works of this kind that have defended him against
himself, and kept him from yielding completely to the breath of an
unwholesome popularity. Let us return thanks for this to the ¢Liter-
ary History of France,” and to the Benedictine brothers who began
long ago that monumental series. The diversity of these works also
explains that variety of learning which constitutes one of the charms
of the style of Renan. It is filled with learned allusions, scarcely more
than indicated with a rapid stroke that prolongs the sentence, leaving
the impression that he always said less than he could have said.
Much more than a philosopher or a «thinker,” indeed, Renan was
a writer,—I mean an artist in style; and although he affected to dis-
courage admiration, he lived on it. «The vanity of the man of letters
is not mine,” said he; “and I see clearly that talent is of worth only
because the world is childish.” He deceived himself. Talent is of
worth because it is rare, greatly in demand, but seldom offered; and
because there is a close connection between its rarity and the insuffi-
ciency that language opposes to the exact expression of thought.
Again, he said upon this subject that «if the public had a strong
enough head, he should content himself with the truth.” But what
truth? Of what sort? For example, to how many people is it of any
importance that one Artaxerxes was called “ Long Hand”» because he
was ambidextrous, or because one of his arms was longer than the
other? A ‘Provincial Letter’ of Pascal, a tragedy of Racine, concerns
much more deeply the intelligence of man and the moral progress
of humanity than the discovery of a new planet, than the exact read-
ing of a Pheenician inscription, than the catalogue of the deeds of
Philippe le Bel or Francis I.! Then finally, if humanity is alive to
talent, that is doubtless a trait of our species, a characteristic of our
make-up, which it would be as “childish? to complain of as it would
Xx1—761 .

'\..
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be to regret having only two eyes or no wings whatever. All this
Renan knew. But if he knew it, how and why did he so often say
the contrary? And are we to attribute this to pure affectation on
his part?

No! There is something else there. His great merit as a writer
is to have annexed in some sort, to the domain of general literature,
an entire vast province that before his time was not included in
it. Just as Buffon, and before Buffon, Montesquieu, put into gen-
eral circulation, the latter “universal jurisprudence” and the former
“natural history,” so Renan introduced exegesis and philology. But
he made the mistake of shutting himself up in his domain; referring
everything to it, as it were involuntarily; and of finally reaching a
point where he no longer saw anything save at the angle and from
the point of view of exegesis and philology. “Is he a good philolo-
gian?” is what he would willingly have inquired concerning any
man, in order to regulate his opinion of him; and it may be said
that in all things he thought only of how exegesis could profit by
them. This initial error explains the paradoxes of Renan in style
and art.

From it have resulted other consequences as well; more serious
and more lamentable. Of all the forms indeed that the concupiscence
of the intellect—/ibido sciend:, as it is called in the Church—can
put on, I believe that there is none more presumptuous than philo-
logical pride. Let us recall the measureless vanity of the scholars of
the Renaissance, of a Poggio or of a Philelphus, when philology was
yet taking only its first steps. In like manner, early introduced into
the sanctuary of Oriental studies and into the recesses [les chapelles)
of German exegesis, Renan drank in that sort of pride that the con-
sciousness of knowing rare and singular things inspires. This pride
in turn engendered that confidence in himself, which, beneath an
appearance of dilettanteism, remained to his last day the essential
characteristic of Renan. Yes, those who could take him for a skeptic
have failed to understand him! But on the contrary, he continued
to believe, without ever yielding an iota, that the secret of the uni-
verse was inclosed, as it were, in the recesses of Orientalism; and
the great reproach that the future will make him —that even now is
beginning to be made—is and will be, that he caused the most vital
questions that exist for humanity to depend upon a philological
problem. Would it be possible to conceive of a more audacious dog-
matism; of a stranger confidence in the powers of the human intel-
lect; of a more aristocratic pride ?

For to this too is traceable the great defect in the very style of
Renan, which is an aristocratic style if ever there was one,—I mean
a style that illuminates, that instructs, that pleases, that gives to the
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BROTHER AND SISTER
From ¢(My Sister Henriette.> Copyright 1895, by Roberts Brothers

HE memory of men is but an imperceptible trace of the furrow
which each of us leaves upon the bosom of infinity. And
yet it is no vain thing. The consciousness of humanity is

the highest reflective image that we know of the total conscious-
ness of the universe. The esteem of a single individual is a part
of the absolute Justice. Therefore, although noble lives need no
other memory than that of God, there has in all ages been an
effort to make their image permanent. I should be the more
guilty did I fail to render this duty to my sister Henriette, since
I alone knew the treasures of that elect soul. Her timidity, her
reserve, her fixed opinion that a woman should live in retire-
ment, cast over her rare qualities a veil which very few were
permitted to lift. But those who belonged to the select few to
whom she showed herself as she really was, would blame me if
I did not strive to bring together all which may complete their
memories. .

My sister’s strong liking for domestic life was the result of
an infancy spent in surroundings thus full of poetry and sweet
melancholy. A few old nuns, driven from their convent by the
Revolution and turned schoolmistresses, taught her to read and
to recite the Psalms in Latin. She learned by heart all the
music of the Church; bringing her mind to bear later upon those
antique words, which she compared with French and Italian, she
contrived to pick up a good deal of Latin, although she never
studied it regularly. Her education, nevertheless, would neces-
sarily have remained very incomplete, had it not been for a
happy chance which gave her a teacher superior to any hitherto
possessed by the country. The noble families of Tréguier had
returned from exile completely ruined. A young girl belonging
to one of those families, whose education was acquired in Eng-
land, undertook to give lessons. She was a person distinguished
alike for her taste and her manners: she made a deep impres-
sion upon my sister, and left behind a memory which never died.

The misfortunes by which my sister was early surrounded
increased that tendency to concentration which was inborn with
her. Our paternal grandfather belonged to a sort of clan of
sailors and peasants which peoples the entire province of Goglo.
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He made a small fortune by his boat, and settled at Tréguier.
Our father served in the fleet of the Republic. After the naval
disasters of that time, he commanded ships on his own account,
and was by degrees. drawn into a considerable business. This
was a great mistake. Utterly unskilled in such matters, simple
and incapable of calculation, continually held back by that timid-
ity which makes the sailor a complete child in practical affairs,
he saw the little fortune which he had inherited gradually dis-
appear in an abyss whose depth he could not fathom. The
events of 1815 brought about commercial crises which were fatal
to him. His weak and sentimental nature could not resist these
trials; he gradually lost his interest in life. My sister hour by
hour beheld the ravages which anxiety and misfortune made in
that sweet and gentle soul, lost in an order of occupations for
which it was not fitted. Amid these hard experiences she gained
a precocious maturity. From the age of twelve she was a serious
personage, burdened with cares, overwhelmed with grave thoughts
and sombre forebodings.

On his return from one of his long voyages on our cold, sad
seas, my father had a final gleam of joy: I was born in Febru-
ary 1823. The arrival of this little brother was a great comfort
to my sister. She clung to me with all the strength of a timid,
tender heart, to which love is a necessity. I can still recall the
petty tyrannies which I exercised over her, and against which she
never rebelled. When she came forth bedecked to go to gather-
ings of girls of her age, I hung upon her skirts and implored
her to return; then she would turn back, take off her holiday
dress, and stay with me. One day, in jest, she threatened me
that if I were not good she would die; she even feigned to be
dead, reclining in an arm-chair. The horror which my dear one’s
silent motionlessness caused me is possibly the strongest impression
which I ever received, fate not having permitted me to receive
her last sigh. Beside myself with grief, I rushed at her, and
gave her arm a terrible bite. She uttered a cry which still rings
in my ears. To the reproaches lavished upon me, I made but
one reply: “ Then why did you die? will you die again?”

From this time on, our condition was one of poverty.

My sister was seventeen. Her faith was still strong; and the
thought of embracing a religious life had more than once strongly
occupied her mind. On winter nights she took me to church
under her cloak: it was a great pleasure for me to tramp over
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the snow, thus warmly sheltered from head to foot. If it had
not been for me, she would undoubtedly have adopted a vocation
which, considering her education, her pious tastes, her lack of
fortune, and the customs of the country, seemed to be exactly
suited to her. Her wishes turned especially towards the con-
vent of St. Anne, at Lannion, where the care of sick people was
combined with the education of young girls. Alas! perhaps, had
she followed out this purpose, it would have been better for her
own peace of mind. Yet she was too good a daughter and too
affectionate a sister to prefer her own peace to her duty, even
when religious prejudices in which she still shared upheld her.
Thenceforth she regarded herself as responsible for my future.
On one occasion, I being clumsy and awkward in my movements,
she saw that I was timidly trying to disguise a hole in a worn-
out garment. She wept: the sight of that poor child destined to
suffering, with other instinctive feelings, wrung her heart. She
resolved to accept the struggle of life, and single-handed took up
the task of filling the yawning gulf which our father’s ill fortune
had dug at our feet.

I left St. Sulpice seminary in 1845. Thanks to the liberal
and earnest spirit which ruled over that institution, I had carried
my philologic studies very far; my religious opinions were greatly
shaken thereby. Here again Henriette was my support. She
had outstripped me in this path; her Catholic beliefs had wholly
disappeared: but she had always refrained from exerting any
influence over me upon this subject. When I told her of the
doubts which tormented me, and which made it my duty to
abandon a career for which absolute faith was requisite, she was
enchanted, and offered to smooth the difficult passage. I entered
upon life, scarce twenty-three years of age, old in thought, but
as great a novice, as ignorant of the world, as any one could
possibly be. I knew literally no one; I lacked the most ordi-
nary advantages of a youth of fifteen. I was not even Bachelor
of Arts. It was agreed that I should search the boarding-schools
of Paris for some position which would square me, as the slang
phrase is,—that is, would give me board and lodging without
salary, at the same time leaving me abundant time for independ-
ent study. Twelve hundred francs, which she gave me, enabled
me to wait; and to supplement all the deficiencies which such
a position might entail. Those twelve hundred francs were the
corner-stone of my life. I never exhausted them; but they gave
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at that period, that she did not understand. Upon many points
of modern history, which she had studied at the fountain-head,
she outstripped me. The general purpose of my career, the plan
of unwavering sincerity which I formed, was so thoroughly the
combined product of our two consciences, that had I been tempted
to depart from it, she would have stood beside me, like another
self, to recall me to my duty.

Her share in the direction of my ideas was thus a very large
one. She was a matchless secretary to me; she copied all my
works, and grasped them so fully that I could depend upon her
as upon a living index of my own thought. I am infinitely
indebted to her in the matter of literary style. She read the
proofs of everything I wrote; and her acute criticism, with infinite
keenness, discovered errors which I had not observed. She had
acquired an excellent mode of writing, wholly taken from antique
sources; and so pure, so precise, that I think no one since the
days of Port Royal ever set up an ideal of diction more perfectly
correct. This made her very severe: she accepted very few
modern writers; and when she saw the essays which I wrote
before our reunion, and which I had not been able to send her
in Poland, she was only half satisfied with them. She agreed
with their tendency; and in any event she thought that in this
order of intimate and individual thought, expressed with moder-
ation, every one should give utterance with entire freedom to
that which is in him. But the form struck her as careless and
abrupt; she discovered exaggerated touches, a hard tone, a dis-
respectful way of treating language. She convinced me that one
may say anyvthing and evervthing in the simple, correct style of
good authors: and that new expressions or violent images always
proceed either from improper affectation or from ignorance of
our genuine riches. Hence a great change in my mode of writ-
ing dates from my reunion with her. I acquired the habit of
composing with a view to her remarks, risking many touches
to see what effect they would produce on her, and determined to
sacrifice them if she asked me to do so. This mental process,
when she ceased to live, became to me like the painful feeling of
one who has been amputated. who continually acts with a view
to the lost limb.  She was an organ of my intellectual life. and
a portion of my own being trulv entered the tomb with her.

In all moral matters we had come to see with the same eyes,
and to feel with the same heart. She was so thoroughly familiar
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never made a mock of anybody. Malice was odious to her: she
regarded it as a species of cruelty. I remember that at a pardon
(pilgrimage) in Lower Brittany, to which we went in boats, our
bark was preceded by another containing certain poor ladies,
who, wishing to make themselves beautiful for the festival, had
hit upon pitiful arrangements of their attire, which was in very
bad taste. The people in whose company we were, laughed at
them, and the poor ladies observed this. My sister burst into
tears: it seemed to her barbarous to jest at well-meaning persons
who had for a time forgotten their misfortunes in order to be
cheerful; and who had perhaps submitted to great privations out
of deference to the world. In her eyes, a ridiculous person was
to be pitied; she at once loved him and took his part against
those who scoffed at him.

Hence her aversion to the world, and the poor show which
she made in ordinary conversation,—almost always a tissue of
malice and frivolity. She was prematurely old; and she gen-
erally added still more to her age by her dress and manners.
She was a worshiper of misfortune; she hailed, almost cultivated,
every excuse for tears. Sorrow became to her a familiar and
agreeable feeling. Ordinary people did not in general under-
stand her, and considered her somewhat stiff and embarrassed.
Nothing which was not completely good could please her. Every-
thing about her was true and profound; she could not dishonor
herself. The lower classes, peasants, on the contrary, regarded
her as exquisitely kind; and those who knew how to take her on
the right side soon learned to recognize the depth of her nature
and her real distinction.

She sometimes betrayed delightful feminine touches; she be-
came a young girl again; she clung to life almost with a smile,
and the veil between her and the world seemed to fall. These
fleeting moments of delicious weakness, transient gleams of a
vanished dawn, were full of melancholy sweetness. In this she
was superior to persons who profess, in their gloomy abstrac-
tion, the detachment preached by the mystics. She loved life;
she found a relish in it; she collld smile at an ornament, at a
feminine trifle, as we might smile at a flower. She did not
say to Nature that frenzied “Abrenuntio” [I renounce thee] of
Christian ascetism. Virtue to her was no stern rigor, no studied
effort: it was the natural instinct of a beautiful soul aiming at
goodness by a spontaneous exertion, serving God without fear or
tremor.
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But God does not let his saints see corruption. O heart
wherein perpetually burned so sweet a flame of love,— brain, seat
of such pure thought,— fair eyes, beaming with kindness,—slen-
der delicate hand, which I have so often pressed,— I shudder with
horror when I think that you are naught but dust. But all here
below is but symbol and image. The truly eternal part of each
of us is his relation to the infinite. It is in the recollection of
God that man is immortal. It is there that our Henriette lives,
forever radiant, forever stainless,—lives a thousand times more
truly than when she struggled with her frail organs to create her
spiritual person, and when, cast into the midst of a world incapa-
ble of understanding her, she obstinately sought after perfection.
May her memory remain with us as a precious argument for
those eternal truths which every virtuous life helps to demon-
strate. For myself, I have never doubted the reality of the
moral order; but I now see plainly that the entire logic of the
system of the universe would be overthrown if such lives were
only trickery and delusion.

TO THE PURE SOUL OF MY SISTER HENRIETTE

Who died at Byblos, September 24th, 1861. Dedication to the ¢Life of Jesus.”
Copyright 1895, by Roberts Brothers

rRoM the bosom of God, in which thou reposest, dost thou re-
F call those long days at Ghazir when, alone with thee, I
wrote these pages, inspired by the places we had visited
together? Silent at my side, thou didst read each sheet, and
copy it as soon as written; while the sea, the villages, the
ravines, the mountains, were spread out at our feet. When the
overpowering light had given place to the innumerable host of
stars, thy delicate and subtile questions, thy cautious doubts,
brought me back to the sublime object of our common thoughts.
Thou saidst to me one day that this book would be dear to thee,
because it had been written with thy aid, and because also it was
after thine own heart. If at times thou didst fear for it the
narrow judgment of frivolous men, thou wast ever persuaded
that truly religious souls would in the end take delight in it. In
the midst of these sweet meditations, Death struck us both with
his wing; the sleep of fever overtook us at the same hour: I
awoke alone! Thou sleepest now in the land of Adonis, near
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very hard; just as the staid middle classes of another age ap-
plauded the actor, and yet excluded him from the Church. “Incur
your own damnation, as long as you amuse us,” is often the sen-
timent which lurks beneath the encouragement, often flattering
in appearance, of the public. Success is more often than not
acquired by our defects. When I am very well pleased with
what I have written, I have perhaps nine or ten persons who
approve of what I have said. When I cease to keep a strict
watch upon myself, when my literary conscience hesitates and
my hand shakes, thousands are anxious for me to go on.

But notwithstanding all this, and making due allowance for
venial faults, I may safely claim that I have been modest; and
in this respect, at all events, I have not come short of the St.
Sulpice standard. I am not afflicted with literary vanity. I do
not fall into the error which distinguishes the literary views of
our day. I am well assured that no really great man has ever
imagined himself to be one; and that those who during their
lifetime browse upon their glory while it is green, do not garner
it ripe after their death. I only feigned to set store by literature
for a time to please M. Sainte-Beuve, who had great influence
over me. Since his death, I have ceased to attach any value to
it. I see plainly enough that talent is only prized because people
are so childish. If the public were wise, they would be content
with getting the truth. What they like is in most cases imper-
fections. My adversaries, in order to deny me the possession
of other qualities which interfere with their apologeticum, are so
profuse in their allowance of talent to me that I need not scruple
to accept an encomium which, coming from them, is a criticism.
In any event, I have never sought to gain anything by the
display of this inferior quality, which has been more prejudicial
to me as a savant than it has been useful of itself. I have not
based any calculations upon it. I have never counted upon my
supposed talent for a livelihood, and I have not in any way tried
to turn it to account. The late M. Beulé, who looked upon me -
with a kind of good-natured curiosity mingled with astonishment,
could not understand why I made so little use of it. I have
never been at all a literary man. In the most decisive moments
of my life I had not the least idea that my prose would secure
any success.

I have never done anything to foster my success; which, if I
may be permitted to say so, might have been much greater if I
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not think good enough,—or better still, to take the piece nearest
to one without looking at what is in the dish. Any one who
was to act in this delicate way in the struggle of modern life
would sacrifice himself to no purpose. His delicacy would not
even be noticed. “First come, first served,” is the objectionable
rule of modern egotism. To obey, in a world which has ceased
to have any heed of civility, the excellent rules of the politeness
of other days, would be tantamount to playing the part of a
dupe; and no one would thank you for your pains. When one
feels oneself being pushed by people who want to get in front
of one, the proper thing to do is to draw back with a gesture
tantamount to saying— “Do not let me prevent you passing.”
But it is very certain that any one who adhered to this rule in
an omnibus would be the victim of his own deference; in fact, I
believe that he would be infringing the by-laws. In traveling
by rail, how few people seem to see that in trying to force their
way before others on the platform in order to secure the best
seats, they are guilty of gross discourtesy!

In other words, our democratic machines have no place for
the man of polite manners. I have long since given up taking
the omnibus: the conductor came to look upon me as a passenger
who did not know what he was about. In traveling by rail, I
invariably have the worst seat, unless I happen to get a helping
hand from the station-master. I was fashioned for a society
based upon respect, in which people could be treated, classified,
and placed according to their costume, and in which they would
not have to fight for their own hand. I am only at home at the
Institute or the Colleége de France; and that because our officials
are all well-conducted men and hold us in great respect. The
Eastern habit of always having a cavass to walk in front of one
in the public thoroughfares suited me very well; for modesty is
seasoned by a display of force. It is agreeable to have under
one’s orders a man armed with a kourbash which one does not
allow him to use. I should not at all mind having the power of
life and death without ever exercising it; and I should much like
to own some slaves, in order to be extremely kind to them and
to make them adore me.

My clerical ideas have exercised a still greater influence over
me in all that relates to the rules of morality. I should have
looked upon it as a lack of decorum if I had made any change
in my austere habits upon this score. The world at large, in its
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by a sort of benevolent Providence, been so attenuated and
reduced as to be of very little moment. A certain apparent lack
of frankness in my relations with them is forgiven me by my
friends, who attribute it to my clerical education. I must admit
that in the early part of my life I often told untruths,—not in
my own interest, but out of good-nature and indifference,— upon
the mistaken idea which always induces me to take the view of
the person with whom I may be conversing. My sister depicted
to me in very vivid colors the drawbacks involved in acting like
this; and I have given up doing so. I am not aware of having
told a single untruth since 1851; with the exception, of course,
of the harmless stories and polite fibs which all casuists permit,
as also the literary evasions, which, in the interests of a higher
truth, must be used to make up a well-poised phrase, or to avoid
a still greater misfortune,— that of stabbing an author. Thus for
instance, a poet brings you some verses. You must say that they
are admirable; for if you said less it would be tantamount to
describing them as worthless, and to inflicting a grievous insult
upon a man who intended to show you a polite attention.

My friends may well have found it much more difficult to
forgive me another defect, which consists in being rather slow,
not to show them affection but to render them assistance. One
of the injunctions most impressed upon us at the seminary was
to avoid “special friendships.” Friendships of this kind were
described as being a fraud upon the rest of the community.
This rule has always remained indelibly impressed upon my
mind. I have never given much encouragement to friendship; I
have done little for my friends, and they have done little for me.
One of the ideas which I have so often to cope with is that
friendship, as it is generally understood, is an injustice and a
blunder, which only allows you to distinguish the good quali-
ties of a single person, and blinds you to those of others who
are perhaps more deserving of your sympathy. I fancy to
myself at times, like my ancient masters, that friendship is a
larceny committed at the expense of society at large; and that,
in a more clevated world, friendship would disappear. In some
cases, it has seemed to me that the special attachment which
unites two individuals is a slight upon good-fellowship gener-
ally; and I am always tempted to hold aloof from them as being
warped in their judgment and devoid of impartiality and liberty.
A close association of this kind between two persons must, in
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my view, narrow the mind, detract from anything like breadth
of view, and fetter the independence. Beulé often used to banter
me upon this score. He was somewhat attached to me, and
was anxious to render me a service, though I had not done the
equivalent for him. Upon a certain occasion I voted against him
in favor of some one who had been very ill-natured towards me;
and he said to me afterwards, “ Renan, I shall play some mean
trick upon you: out of impartiality you will vote for me.”

While I have been very fond of my friends, I have done very
little for them. I have bcen as much at the disposal of the
public as of them. This is why I receive so many letters from
unknown and anonymous correspondents; and this is also why I
am such a bad correspondent. It has often happened to me while
writing a letter to break off suddenly, and convert into general
terms the ideas which have occurred to me. The best of my life
has been lived for the public, which has had all I have to give.
There is no surprise in store for it after my death, as I have
kept nothing back for anybody.

Having thus given my preference instinctively to the many
rather than to the few, I have enjoyed the sympathy even of my
adversaries, but I have had few friends. No sooner has there
been any sign of warmth in my feelings, than the St. Sulpice
dictum, “No special friendships,” has acted as a refrigerator, and
stood in the way of any close affinity. My craving to be just
has prevented me from being obliging. I am too much im-
pressed by the idea that in doing one person a service you as a
rule disoblige another person; that to further the chances of one
competitor is very often equivalent to an injury upon another.
Thus the image of the unknown person whom I am about to
injure brings my zeal to a sudden check. I have obliged hardly
any one; I have never learnt how people succeed in obtaining
the management of a tobacco-shop for those in whom they are
interested. This has caused me to be devoid of influence in the
world; but from a literary point of view it has been a good
thing for me. Mérimée would have been a man of the very .
highest mark if he had not had so many friends. But his friends
took complete possession of him. How can a man write private
letters when it is in his power to address himself to all the
world? The person to whom you write reduces your talent; you
are obliged to write down to his level. The public has a broader
intelligence than any one person. There are a great many fools,
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it is true, among the “all”; but the “all” comprises as well the
few thousand clever men and women for whom alone the world
may be said to exist. It is in view of them that one should
write.

THE SHARE OF THE SEMITIC PEOPLE IN THE HISTORY OF
CIVILIZATION

From the Inaugural Address on assuming the Chair of Semitic Languages, in
(Studies of Religious History and Criticism.> Copyright 1864, by F. W.
Christern.

Gentlemen :

aM proud to ascend this chair—the most ancient in the Col-
l lege of France —made illustrious in the sixteenth century

by eminent men, and in our own generation occupied by a
scholar of the merit of M. Quatremeére. In creating the College
of France as an asylum for liberal science, King Francis I. laid
down as the constitutional law of this grand foundation, the
complete independence of criticism; the disinterested search for
truth; impartial discussion, that knows no rules save those of
good taste and sincerity. Precisely this, gentlemen, is the spirit
which I would fain bring to the instruction here. I know the
difficulties that are inseparable from the chair which I have the
honor to occupy. It is the privilege and the peril of Semitic
studies, that thcy touch on the most important problems in the
history of mankind. The free mind knows no limit; but the
human race at large is far from having reached that stage of
serene contemplation in which it has no need of beholding God
in this or that particular order of facts, for the very reason that
it sees him in everything. Liberty, gentlemen, had it been well
understood, would have allowed these opposite claims to exist
side by side. I hope that by your favor, this course will prove
that they can. As I shall bring to my instructions no dogma-
tism; as I shall confine myself always to appeals to your reason,
to the statement of what I think most probable, leaving you full
liberty of judgment, who can complain? Those only who believe
they have a monopoly of the truth; but these must renounce the
claim to be the masters of the world. In our day Galileo would
not go down on his knees to retract what he knew to be the
truth.
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So much granted, if we ask what the Semitic peoples have
contributed to this organic and living whole which is called civ-
ilization, we shall find in the first place that in polity we owe
them nothing at all. Political life is perhaps the most peculiar
and native characteristic of the Indo-European nations. These
nations are the only ones that have known liberty, that have
reconciled the State with the independence of the individual. To
be sure, they are far from having always equally well adjusted
these two opposite necessities. But among them are never found
those great unitary despotisms, crushing all individuality, redu-
cing man to the condition of a kind of abstract nameless func-
tion, as is the case in Egypt, China, and the Mussulman and
Tartar despotisms. Examine successively the small municipal
republics of Greece and of Italy, the Germanic feudalisms, the
grand centralized organizations of which Rome gave the first
model, whose ideal reappeared in the French Revolution,— you
find always a vigorous moral element, a powerful idea of the
public good, sacrifice for a general object. In Sparta individual-
ity was little protected; the petty democracies of Athens and of
Italy in the Middle Ages were almost as ferocious as the most
cruel tyrant; the Roman Empire became (in part, however,
through the influence of the East) an intolerable despotism;
feudalism in Germany resulted in regular brigandage; royalty
in France under Louis XIV. almost reached the excesses of the
dynasties of the Sassanide or the Mongols; the French Revolu-
tion, while establishing with incomparable energy the principle
of unity in the State, often strongly compromised liberty. But
swift reactions have always saved these nations from the conse-
quences of their errors. Not so in the East. The East, espe-
cially the Semitic East, has known no medium between the utter
anarchy of the nomadic Arabs, and bloody unmitigated despot-
ism. The idea of the commonweal, of the public welfare, is
totally wanting among these nations. Liberty, true and entire,—
such liberty as the Anglo-Saxon peoples have realized,—and
grand State organizations such as the Roman Empire and France
have created, were equally unknown to them. The ancient He-
brews, the Arabs, have been or are at times the freest of men;
but on condition of having the next day a chief who cuts off
heads at his own good pleasure. And when this happens, no
one complains of violated right: David seizes the sceptre by
means of an energetic condotti¢rie, which does not hinder his
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being a very religious man, a king after God’s own heart; Solo-
mon ascends the throne and maintains himself there by measures
such as sultans in all ages have used, but this does not prevent
his being called the wisest of kings. When the prophets storm
against royalty, it is not in the name of a political right; it is
in the name of theocracy. Theocracy, anarchy, despotism,—
such, gentlemen, is a summary of the Semitic polity; happily it
is not ours. The political principle drawn from the Holy Script-
ures (very badly drawn, it is true) by Bossuet, is a detestable
principle. In polity, as in poetry, religion, philosophy, the duty
of the Indo-European nations is to seek after nice combinations;
the harmony of opposite things; the complexity so totally un-
known among the Semitic nations, whose organization has always
been of a disheartening and fatal simplicity.

In art and poetry, what do we owe them? In art, nothing.
These tribes have but little of the artist; our art comes entirely
from Greece. In poetry, nevertheless, without being their tribu-
taries, we have with them more than one bond of union. The
Psalms have become in some respects one of our sources of
poetry. Hebrew poetry has taken a place with us beside Greek
poetry, not as having furnished a distinct order of poetry, but as
constituting a poetic ideal,—a sort of Olympus where in conse-
quence of an accepted prestige everything is suffused with a halo
of light. Milton, Lamartine, Lamennais, would not exist, or at
least would not exist as they are, but for the Psalms. Here
again, however, all the shades of expression, all the delicacy, all
the depth is our work. The thing -essentially poetic is the des-
tiny of man: his melancholy moods, his restless search after
causes, his just complaint to heaven. There was no necessity of
going to strangers to learn this. The eternal school here is each
man’s soul.

In science and philosophy we are exclusively Greek. The
investigation of causes, knowledge for knowledge's own sake, is
a thing of which there is no trace previous to Greece,—a thing
that we have learned from her alone. Babylon possessed a
science; but it had not that pre-eminently scientific principle, the
absolute fixedness of natural law. Egypt had some knowledge of
geometry, but it did not originate the ‘Elements’ of Euclid. As
for the old Semitic spirit, it is by its nature anti-philosophic,
anti-scientific. In Job, the investigation of causes is represented
as almost an impiety. In Ecclesiastes, science is declared to be
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a vanity. The author, prematurely surfeited, boasts of having
studied everything under the sun, and of having found nothing
but vanity. Aristotle, who was almost his contemporary, and who
might have said with more reason that he had exhausted the
universe, never speaks of his weariness. The wisdom of the
Semitic nations never got beyond parables and proverbs. We
often hear of Arabian science and philosophy; and it is true that
during one or two centuries in the Middle Ages, the Arabs were
our masters, but only however until the discovery of the Greek
originals. As soon as authentic Greece emerges, this Arabian
science and philosophy —these miserable translations — become
useless; and it is not without reason that all the philologists
of the Renaissance undertake a veritable crusade against them.
Moreover, on close examination, we find that this Arabian science
had nothing of the Arab in it. Its foundation is purely Greek:
among those who originated it, there is not one real Semite; they
were Spaniards and Persians writing in Arabic. The Jews of the
Middle Ages acted also as simple interpreters of philosophy. The
Jewish philosophy of the epoch is unmodified Arabic. One page
of Roger Bacon contains more of the true scientific spirit than
does all that second-hand science, worthy of respect certainly as
a link of tradition, but destitute of all noble originality.

If we examine the question with reference to moral and social
ideas, we shall find that the Semitic ethics are occasionally very
lofty and very pure. The code attributed to Moses contains ele-
vated ideas of right. The prophets are at times very eloquent -
tribunes. The moralists, Jesus son of Sirak, and Hillel, reach a
surprising grandeur. Let us not forget, finally, that the ethics
of the Gospel were first rreached in a Semitic tongue. On
the other hand, the Semitic nature is in general hard, narrow, -
egotistical. This race possesses noble passions, complete self-
devotions, matchless characters. But there is rarely that delicacy
of moral sense which seems to be the especial endowment of the
Germanic and Celtic races. Tender, profound, melancholy senti-
ments, those dreams of the infinite in which all the faculties of
the soul blend, that grand revelation of duty which alone gives a
solid basis to our faith and our hopes,—are the work of our race
and our climate. Here then the task is divided. The moral
education of humanity is not the exciusive merit of any race.
The reason is quite simple: morals are not taught any more
than poetry; fine aphorisms do not make the honest man; each
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one finds goodness in the loftiness of his nature, in the imme-
diate revelation of his heart.

In industrial pursuits, inventions, external civilization, we owe
certainly much to the Semitic peoples. Our race, gentlemen, did
not set out with a taste for comfort and for business. It was a
moral, brave, warlike race, jealous of liberty and honor, loving
nature, capable of sacrifice, preferring many things to life. Trade,
the arts of industry, were practiced for the first time on a grand
scale by the Semitic tribes; or at least by those speaking a
Semitic language,—the Phcenicians. In the Middle Ages, also,
the Arabs and the Jews were our instructors in commercial
affairs. All European luxury, from ancient times till the seven-
teenth century, came from the East. I say luxury, and not art:
the distance from one to the other is infinite. Greece, which
in point of art was immensely superior to the rest of mankind,
was not a country of luxury: there the magnificence of the Great
King's palace was spoken of with disdain; and were it permitted
to us to see the house of Pericles, we should probably find it
hardly habitable. I do not insist on this point, for it would be
necessary to consider whether the Asiatic luxury—that of Bab-
ylon, for instance—is really due to the Semites; I doubt it, for
my part. But one gift they have incontestably made us: a gift
of the highest order, and one which ought to place the Phceni-
cians, in the history of progress, almost by the side of the
Hebrews and the Arabs, their brothers,— writing. You know
that the characters we use at this day are, through a thousand
transformations, those that the Semites used first to express the
sounds of their language. The Greek and Latin alphabets, from
which all our European alphabets are derived, are nothing else

* than the Phcenician alphabet. Phonetics, that bright device for
‘expressing each articulate sound by a sign, and for reducing the

articulate sound to a small number (twenty-two), is a Semitic
invention. But for them, we should perhaps be still dragging
along painfully with hieroglyphics. In one sense we may say
that the Phcenicians, whose whole literature has so unfortunately
disappeared, have thus laid down the essential condition of all
vigorous and precise exercise of thought.

But I am eager, gentlemen, to come to the prime service which
the Semitic race has rendered to the world,—its peculiar work,
its providential mission, if I may so express myself. We owe to
the Semitic race neither political life, art, poetry, philosophy, nor
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science. What then do we owe to them? We owe to them re-
ligion. The whole world—if we except India, China, Japan, and
tribes altogether savage—has adopted the Semitic religions.
The civilized world comprises only Jews, Christians, and Mussul-
mans. The Indo-European race in particular, excepting the Brah-
manic family and the feeble relics of the Parsees, has gone over
completely to the Semitic faiths. What has been the cause of
this strange phenomenon? How happens it that the nations who
hold the supremacy of the world have renounced their own creed
to adopt that of the people they have conquered ?

The primitive worship of the Indo-European race, gentlemen,
was charming and profound, like the imagination of the nations
themselves. It was like an echo of nature, a sort of naturalistic
hymn, in which the idea of one sole cause appears but occasion-
ally and uncertainly. It was a child’s religion, full of artless-
ness and poetry, but destined to crumble at the first demand of
thought. Persia first effected its reform (that which is associated
with the name of Zoroaster) under influences and at an epoch
unknown to us. Greece, in the time of Pisistratus, was already
dissatisfied with her religion, and was turning towards the East.
In the Roman period, the old pagan worship had become utterly
insufficient. It no longer addressed the imagination; it spoke
feebly to the moral sense. The old myths on the forces of nature
bhad become changed into fables; not unfrequently amusing and
ingenious, but destitute of all religious value. It is precisely at
this epoch that the civilized world finds itself face to face with
the Jewish faith. Based upon the clear and simple dogma of
the Divine unity; discarding naturalism and pantheism by the
marvelously terse phrase, “In the beginning, God created the
heaven and the earth”; possessing a law, a book, the depository
of grand moral precepts and of an elevated religious poetry,—
Judaism had an incontestable superiority; and it might have been
foreseen then that some day the world would become Jewish,—.
that is to say, would forsake the old mythology for Monotheism.
An extraordinary movement which took place at this epoch in
the heart of Judaism itself decided the victory. By the side
of its grand and incomparable qualities, Judaism contained the
principle of a narrow formalism, of an exclusive and scornful
fanaticism; this was the Pharisaic spirit which became later
the Talmudic spirit. Had Judaism been merely Phariseeism it
would have had no future. But this race had within itself a
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truly remarkable religious activity. Like all the noble races,
moreover, it combined contrary elements: it knew how to react
on itself, and to develop at need qualities the very opposite of
its defects.

In the midst of the enormous ferment in which the Jewish
nation was plunged under the last Asmoneans, there took place
in Galilee the most wonderful moral event which history has
ever recorded. A matchless man —so grand, that although here
all must be judged from a purely scientific point of view, I
would not gainsay those who, struck with the exceptional char-
acter of his work, call him God —effected a reform in Judaism; a
reform so radical, so thorough, that it was in all respects a com-
plete creation. Having reached a higher religious plane than
ever man reached before, having attained the point of regarding
himself in his relation to God as a son to his father, devoted to
his work with a forgetfulness of all else and a self-renunciation
never so sublimely practiced before, the victim at last of his
idea and deified by death, Jesus founded the eternal religion
of humanity,—the religion of the soul, stripped of everything
sacerdotal, of creed, of external ceremonies, accessible to every
race, superior to all castes, in a word absolute: “ Woman, the
hour cometh when ye shall neither in this mountain, nor yet at
Jerusalem, worship the Father; but when the true worshipers
shall worship him in spirit and in truth.” The vital centre was
established to which humanity must for centuries refer its hopes,
its consolations, its motives for well-doing. The most copious
source of virtue that the sympathetic touch of a sublime con-
science ever caused to well up in the heart of man was opened.
The lofty thought of Jesus, hardly comprehended by his disciples,
suffered many lapses. Christianity, notwithstanding, prevailed
from the very first; and prevailed supremely over other existing
religions. These religions, which pretended to no absolute value,
which had no strong organizations, and which represented no
moral idea, offered but feeble resistance. Some attempts which
were made to reform them in accordance with the new needs of
humanity, and to introduce into them an earnest moral element,
—the effort of Julian, for instance,— failed completely. The Em-
pire, which clearly saw its principle threatened by the birth of a
new power, the Church, resisted at first energetically. It ended
by adopting the faith it had opposed. All the nations that were
under Greek and Latin influence became Christian; the Germanic
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and Slavic peoples came in a little later. Persia and India alone
of the Indo-European race —thanks to their very strong religious
institutions, which are closely allied to their polity —preserved,
though much modified, the ancient worship of their forefathers.
The Brahmanic race, especially, rendered to the world a scien-
tific service of the highest kind, by preserving with a minute and
touching excess of precaution the oldest hymns of their faith, the
Vedas. »

But after this incomparable victory the religious fecundity of
the Semitic race was not exhausted. Christianity, absorbed by
Greek and Latin civilization, had become a Western institution.
The East, its cradle, was precisely the land in which it encoun-
tered the most formidable obstacles. Arabia in particular, in the
seventh century, could not make up its mind to become Christ-
ian. Hesitating between Judaism and Christianity, native super-
stitions and the remembrance of the old patriarchal faith, recoiling
from the mythologic elements which the Indo-European race had
introduced into the heart of Christianity, Arabia wished to return
to the religion of Abraham; she founded Islamism. Islamism, in
its turn, appeared immensely superior amidst the debased reli-
gions of Asia. With one breath it overturned Parsism, which
had been vigorous enough under the Sassanidae to triumph over
Christianity, and reduce it to the condition of an insignificant
sect. India in its turn saw, but without being converted, the
Divine unity proclaimed victoriously in the midst of its obsolete
pantheon. Islamism, in a word, won over to Monotheism almost
all the heathen whom Christianity had not yet converted. It is
finishing its mission in our days by the conquest of Africa, which
is becoming at this time almost wholly Mussulman. With a
few exceptions, of secondary importance, the world has been thus
conquered entire by the monotheistic apostleship of the Semites.

Do we mean to say that the Indo-European nations, in adopt-
ing the Semitic dogma, have completely given up their own
individuality ? No indeed. In adopting the Semitic religion, we
have modified it profoundly. Christianity, as popularly under-
stood, is in reality our work. Primitive Christianity, consisting
essentially of the apocalyptic belief in a Kingdom of God, which
was about to come; Christianity as it existed in the mind of a
St. James, of a Papias,— was very different from our Christian-
ity, incumbered with metaphysics by the Greek Fathers and with
scholasticism by the Middle Ages, and by the progress of modern
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times reduced to a teaching of morality and charity. The victory
of Christianity was secured only when it broke completely its
Jewish shell, when it became again what it had been in the lofty
purpose of its founder,—a creation released from the narrow
trammels of the Semitic mind. This is so true that the Jews
and Mussulmans feel only aversion to this religion, the sister of
their own, but which in the hands of another race has clothed
itself with an exquisite poetry, with a delicious attire of romantic
legends. Refined, sensitive, imaginative souls, such as the author
of the ¢Imitation,” the mystics of the Middle Ages, and the
saints in general, professed a religion which had indeed sprung
from the Semitic genius, but had been transformed from its very
foundation by the genius of modern nations, especially of the
Celts and Germans. That depth of sentimentalism, that species
of religious languor of a Francis d’Assisi, of a Fra Angelico,
"were the precise opposite of the Semitic genius, which is essen-
tially hard and dry.

As regards the future, gentlemen, I see in it more and more
the triumph of the Indo-European genius. Since the sixteenth
century an immense event, until then undecided, has been com-
ing out with striking vigor. It is the definitive victory of
Europe, the accomplishment of this old Semitic proverb: “Let
God increase Japhet, and let him dwell in the tents of Shem,
and let Canaan (Cham?) be his servant.”

Till that time the Semitic spirit had been master on its soil.
The Mussulman East defeated the West; had better arms and
a better political system; sent it riches, knowledge, civilization.
Henceforward the parts are changed. European genius rises
with peerless grandeur; Islamism, on the contrary, is slowly
decomposing,—in our days it is falling with a crash. At the
present time, the essential condition of a diffused civilization is
the destruction of the peculiarly Semitic element, the destruc-
tion of the theocratic power of Islamism; consequently the
destruction of Islamism itself: for Islamism can exist only as an
~ official religion; as soon as it shall be reduced to the state of
a free personal religion, it will perish. Islamism is not merely
a State religion, as Catholicism was in France under Louis XIV.,
as it still is in Spain: it is religion excluding the State; it is
an organization the type of which, in Europe, the Pontifical
States alone exhibited. There is the endless strife; the strife
which will cease only when the last son of Ishmael shall have
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died of misery, or shall have been driven by terror into the
depths of the desert. Islam completely negatives Europe; Islam
is fanaticism, such as Spain under Philip II. and Italy under Pius
V. have scarcely known; Islam is contempt for science, suppres-
sion of civil society; it is the appalling simplicity of the Semitic
spirit cramping the human intellect, closing it against every
delicate thought, every fine feeling, every rational inquiry, to con-
front it with an eternal repetition:— God is God.

The future, gentlemen, belongs then to Europe, and to Europe
alone. Europe will conquer the world; and spread through it her
religion, which is law, liberty, respect for man,—the belief that
there is something Divine in the heart of humanity. In all
departments, progress for the Indo-European people will consist
in departing farther and farther from the Semitic spirit. Our
religion will become less and less Jewish; more and more will it
reject all political organizations as connected with the affairs of
the soul. It will become the religion of the heart, the innermost
poetry of every soul. In ethics we shall cultivate a refinement
unknown to the austere natures of the Old Alliance; we shall
become more and more Christian. In polity we shall reconcile
two things which the Semitic nations have always ignored,—
liberty and a strong State organization. From poetry we shall
demand expression for that instinct of the infinite which is at
once our joy and our torment,—at all events our greatness.
From philosophy, instead of the abdsolute of the scholastics, we
shall demand delicate studies on the general system of the uni-
verse. In everything we shall seek after fine distinctions,—
subtlety instead of dogmatism, the relative in place of the abso-
lute. There is the future, as I anticipate it, if the future is to
belong to progress. Shall we attain a clearer view of the destiny.
of man and his relations with the infinite? Shall we know more
surely the law of the origin of beings, the nature of conscience,
what is life and personality? Without lapsing into credulity, and
still persisting in its path of positive philosophy, will the world
recover its joy, its ardor, its hope, its deeper thoughts? Will
existence become again worth the possessing, and will the man
who believes in duty find in duty his reward? This science to
which we consecrate our life,—will it render back to us what
we sacrifice to it? I know not. But this is certain, that in seek-
ing out truth by scientific methods we shall have done our duty.

If truth be cheerless, we shall at least have the consolation of
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having honestly discovered it: we may say that we deserved to
find it more consoling,—still, we will bear this witness in our
hearts, that we have been thoroughly sincere.

To tell the truth, I cannot dwell on such thoughts. History
demonstrates that there is in human nature a transcendent in-
stinct that urges it towards a nobler aim. The development of
man is inexplicable on the hypothesis that man is only a being
with an already finished destiny, virtue only a refined egotism,
religion but a chimera. Let us work on, then, gentlemen. What-
ever the author of Ecclesiastes may say in a moment of discour-
agement, science is not “the meanest occupation that God has
given to the sons of men.” It is the best. If all be vanity,
he who has consecrated his life to truth will be no more duped
than others. If all the good and true be real,—and we are sure
that they are,—their seeker and lover will have unquestionably
breathed the finest spirit.

We shall not meet again, gentlemen. At my next lecture, I
shall plunge into Hebraic philology, where the greater number of
you will not follow me. But I pray those who are young, and to
whom I may be allowed to offer a word of counsel, to favor me
with their attention. The impulse which is in you, and which
has shown itself more than once during this lecture in a manner
so honorable to me, is praiseworthy in its principle and of good
promise; but do not let it degenerate into frivolous activity.
Direct your attention to solid studies; believe that the liberal
thing par excellence is cultivation of mind, nobleness of heart,
independence of judgment. Prepare for our country generations
ripe for all that makes the glory and the ornament of life. Be-
ware of rash enthusiasms; and remember that liberty is won
only by earnestness, respect for ourselves and others, devotion to
the commonweal, and to the special work that each of us in this
world is called upon to establish or to continue.

~
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THE PERSISTENCE OF THE CELTIC RACE
From ¢La Poésie des Races Celtiques’

F THE excellence of races were to be decided by their purity of
blood and inviolability of character, it inust be confessed that
none would be able to vie with the nobility of the still exist-

ing remnants of the Celtic race. No human family has ever
lived more isolated from the world, and remained more pure from
all foreign mixture. Driven by conquests to half-forgotten islands
and peninsulas, it has raised an insurmountable barrier to all
outside influence: it has depended upon itself for everything, and
has drawn its life from its own sources. Hence this dominant
individuality, this hate of the foreign element, which even to our
day has been the distinguishing trait of the Celtic races. The
civilization of Rome hardly touched them, and left but little mark
upon them. The Germanic invasion drove them back but did
not absorb them. At the present moment they are resisting
another and even more dangerous invasion, that of modern civ-
ilization, so destructive to local distinctions and national types.
Ireland especially (and this may be the secret of her irremedia-
ble weakness) is the only European country where the native
can show the title of his descent, and can point out with certi-
tude, even as far back as the prehistoric shadows, the race from
which he sprang.

It is in this retired life, in this defiance of all outside influ-
ence, that we must seek the explanation of the principal traits of
the Celtic racial character. It has all the faults and all the
qualities of the solitary man: at once proud and timid, strong in
feeling and feeble in action; at home free and open, away from
home awkward and shy. It distrusts the stranger because it sees
in him a being more subtle than itself, seeking to impose on its
simplicity. Indifferent to the admiration of others, it asks only
one thing,—that it be left alone. It is essentially a domestic
race, made for family life and the joys of home.

It is easily seen that natures so strongly concentrated would
not be of a kind to present one of those brilliant developments
that impress the world with the sudden ascendency of a people;
and that is undoubtedly why the Cymric race has always played
a subordinate part. Lacking in the power to reach out, strange
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to all instincts of aggrgssion and conquest, not caring to have its
take the lead in the world outside, it has known only
thought t into the least essential space; and then, driven
how to. T orner, meet its enemies with invincible resistance.
into th.lS lgilicty ha; been merely a wasted devotion. Harg to
Even its d always behind time, it is faithful to its conquerors
conQuexl'; a;latter have ceased being faithful to themselves. It was
when tt ‘:0 surrender its religious independence to Rome, and it
the las me the greatest stronghold of Catholicism; it was the
has -beclgrance to surrender its political independence to the king,
last “: has given the world the last royalists.
a.udTlhus the Celtic race has spent itself resisting the age and
ing desperate causes. It would seem that at no time has
defending ift for political life: the sense of family has stified
it had an};sg; t a larger organization. It would seem also that
all attemp of which it is composed are not in themselves open
the peoples Life is to them a fixed condition which it is not
to progress: of man to change. Gifted with but little initiative
in the power t to look upon themselves as minors under tutelage,
power, to0 aﬁned to believe in fatality and to resign themselvesg
they are mCee it so submissive to God, one would hardly believe
to it. To sbe the daughter of Japhet.
this race to ason of its sadness. Take the songs of its bard
Hence the ;e century: the defeats they bewail are more than
of the six.teen; glorify. Its history is but one long complaint;
the victories t ]:yrs its exile, its flights over the waters. If g
it still remem et awaken into glad life, a tear soon sparkles
times it seems -oit does mot know that strange forgetfulness of
behind it.S Sm‘:f "t s vicissitudes which we call gayety. Its songs
human life an 11 ies: nothing approaches the delightful sadness
of joy en.d in e efo diés‘ one is tempted to call them dews from
of its natlol.lal r?euing o’n the soul drop by drop, sink into it like
heaven, which, athef world. One never feels more completely
memories of af";ts of consciousness,—those poetic memories
the secret delig sations of life meet at once, so vague, so deep,
where atll tlii:gs‘i‘}‘]at were they to last but a moment longer one
so penetra ’

d die thereof, without being able to say whether it were of
would die ,
bitter sorrow or of tenderness.

:nfinite delicacy of sentiment which characterizes the
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’1.‘he in is intimately connected with its necessity of concen
Celtic race

- tures are nearly always those that
. demonstrative na
tration. Un
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feel most intensely; the deeper the sentiment, the less can it ex-
press itself. Hence this charming modesty, this something, as it
were, veiled, serious, exquisite,— equally far from the rhetoric of
sentiment, too familiar in the Latin races, and from the conscious .
naiveté of Germany,— which expresses itself in so admirable a
way in the songs published by M. de la Villemarqué. The ap-
parent reserve of the Celtic peoples, so often taken for coldness,
comes from this timidity of soul which makes them think that a
feeling loses half its worth when it is expressed, and that the
heart must have no audience beside itself.

If it were permissible to give nations a sex as we do indi-
viduals, we should unhesitatingly say that the Celtic race, espe-
cially taken in its Cymric and Breton branches, is an essentially
feminine race. No human family has, I believe, brought so much
mystery into love. No other has had a more delicate conception
of the ideal of woman, and has been more dominated thereby.
It is a sort of intoxication, a madness, a dizziness.” Read the
strange Mabinogion of Pérédur, or its French imitation Parceval
the Gaul: these pages are, so to speak, soft with feminine senti-
ment. Woman appears therein like a sort of vague vision, some-
thing between man and the supernatural world. I know of no
literature which offers anything analogous. Compare Genevra
and Isolde with the Scandinavian furies Gudrun and Krimhilde,
and you will admit that woman, as chivalry has conceived her,—
this ideal of tenderness and beauty set up as the supreme end of
life,—is neither a classic, nor a Christian, nor a Germanic crea-
tion, but truly Celtic. ‘

The power of imagination is almost always in proportion to
the concentration of feeling and to the lack of events in outward
life. The very limitation of the imagination of Greece and Italy
comes from the easy self-expression of the peoples of the South,
with whom the soul, spent upon the outside world, has very little
self-reflection. Compared with classic imagination, Celtic imagina-
tion is really the infinite compared to the finite. In the beautiful
Mabinogion of ‘The Dream’ of Maxen Wledig, the emperor
Maxime sees in his dream a young girl so beautiful that on
awakening he declares that he cannot live without her. For
several years his ambassadors travel through the world to find
her for him. She is finally discovered in Bretagne. This is what
the Celtic race did: it grew tired of taking its dreams for reali-
ties, and running after beautiful visions. The essential element

XX1—763
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of Celtic poetic life is adventure,—that is to say, the pursuit of
the unknown, a never-ending hunt after the always fleeing object
of desire. This is what St. Brandan dreamed on the other side
of the waters; this is what Pérédur sought in his mystic chiv-
alry; this is what the knight Owenn expected of his subterranean
peregrinations. This race wants the infinite; it is thirsting for
it, it seeks it at all hazards, beyond the grave, beyond hell. The
essential fault of the Breton people —the leaning toward drink, a
fault which according to the traditions of the sixteenth century
was the cause of its disasters—comes from this invincible need
of illusion. Do not say that it is an appetite for gross pleasures,
for, aside from this, there never was a people more sober and
free from sensuality; no, the Bretons sought in the hydromel
what Owenn, St. Brandan, and Pérédur, sought in their way,—
the vision of the invisible world. Even to-day, in Ireland,
drunkenness is part of all patronal feasts,—that is to say, of the
feasts which have best preserved their national and popular
character.

Hence this profound sentiment of the future, and the eternal
destiny of its race, which -has always upheld the Cymry, and
makes it appear young still beside its aged conquerors. Hence
this dogma of the resurrection of heroes, which seems to have
been one of those most difficult for Christianity to uproot. Hence
this Celtic belief in the coming of a Messiah (¢messianisme’), this
belief in a future which will restore the Cymry and deliver it
from its oppressors, like the mysterious Leminok which Merlin
has promised them, the Lez-Breiz of the Armoricans, the Arthur
of the Gauls. The hand which raises itself out of the lake when
Arthur’s sword falls in, which seizes it and brandishes it three
times, is the hope of the Celtic races. Little peoples gifted with
 imagination do usually thus take their revenge over those who
.conquer them. Feeling strong within and feeble without, they
protest, they grow inspired: and such a struggle, strengthening
their forces tenfold, makes them capable of miracles. Almost
all great appeals to the supernatural are due to people hoping
against all hope. Who can say what has in our days been fer-
menting in the heart of that most obstinate and most helpless of
nations, Poland? Israel humiliated dreamt of the spiritual con-
quest of the world, and succeeded.

Translated for ¢A Library of the World's Best Literature’ by Olga Flinch.
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FRITZ REUTER
(1810-1874)

DMEFMONG the novelists of the German realistic school, Fritz Reuter
$2,580 .

,ﬁi }\'\a‘ occupies the first place. No one of them has come nearer
2 .2

than he to the heart of life, nor understood with greater

sympathy the lives of the people, in whose apparently monotonous

and commonplace conditions he found endless dramatic possibilities

of humor and pathos. He is the novelist of the proletariat; his works

are steeped in the clear sunshine of the working-day world. With

the romantic moonshine of an artificial nobility he had nothing to do.
His life was favorable for the fostering

of his peculiar genius. He was born on

the 7th of November, 1810, at Stavenhagen

in Mecklenburg-Schwerin: his boyhood was

passed in this sleepy, out-of-the-way Ger-

man town, among such types of people as

he has immortalized in his novels. His

father was burgomaster and sheriff of the

place, and was also a farmer; he purposed

however that his son should study law.

Until his fourteenth year the boy was edu-

cated at home with private tutors; then

he entered the gymnasium at Friedland in

Mecklenburg-Strelitz, and afterwards passed Fritz REUTER

through the higher classes of the gymna-

sium at Parchim. In 1831 he attended lectures on jurisprudence at

the University of Rostock, going the following year to the Univer-

sity of Jena, where he became a member of the Burschenschaft Ger-

mania. The government, alarmed by the revolutionary agitation of

1830, was on the lookout for undue exhibitions of patriotism among

the student body. The riot at Frankfort in 1833 served as a pretext.

for making arrests. Reuter was seized, on no other evidence of guilt

than that of wearing the German colors, was tried and condemned

to death for high treason. This sentence was commuted by King

Frederick William III. to thirty years’ imprisonment. Reuter was

taken from one Prussian fortress to another; in 1838, through the

intervention of the Grand-Duke of Mecklenburg, he was delivered over

to the authorities of his native State. A two-years’ imprisonment in
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the fortress of D6mitz followed. In 1840, Frederick William IV.
having proclaimed an amnesty after his accession, Reuter was set
free. Severe as his experiences had been, they had ripened him and
prepared him for his life’s work, though at that time he was scarcely
aware of his gifts. He went to Heidelberg to resume his legal stud-
ies; but the death of his father compelled his return to Stavenhagen,
where he undertook the charge of the farm. During this period he
gained that practical knowledge of agriculture and of the farmer's
life which he has interwoven in his masterpiece, ‘My Apprenticeship
on the Farm.” In 1850 he was obliged, however, to abandon farming:
removing to Sreptow in Pomerania, he became a private tutor, and
soon afterwards married Luise Kunze, the daughter of a clergyman.
His life at this time was full of drudgery; but he found occasion to
write a number of tales and anecdotes in prose and verse, which were
published in 1853 in a volume with the title ¢Lduschen un Rimels’
(Funny Tales and Nonsense Rhymes). These were written in Platt
Deutsch, the Low German which is so well adapted for the expres-
sion of simple and natural feeling, and for the portrayal of the con-
crete life of the people. Reuter was possessed with the spirit of
homeliness, and he used the hearty dialect with consummate tact to
embody this spirit. The great success of his first book led him to
write and publish another, ¢ Polterabendgedichte’> (Nuptial-Eve Stories).
In 1855 appeared ‘De Reis nah Belligen’ (An Account of a Journey
to Belgium), a humorous poem relating the adventures of a number
of Mecklenburg peasants, who travel to Belgium for the sake of learn-
ing the secrets of an advanced civilization.

In 1856 Reuter removed to Neubrandenburg, devoting himself en-
tirely to literary work. In 1858 he published ¢‘Kein Hiisung,” a poem
of village life; in 1859 ‘Hanne Niite un de Liidde Pudel,” considered
his masterpiece in verse; and in 1861 ¢Schurr-Murr,” a collection of
tales. Soon afterwards he began the publication of ¢Olle Kamellen,?
literally ¢Old Camomile-Flowers,” meaning “old tales, old recollec-
tions,” —a series which was to include his best work. The first,
¢Zwei Lustige Geschichte’ (Two Pleasant Stories), included ¢ Wo aus
ik tau 'ne Fru kamm,” a little skit of how he wooed his wife; and
¢Ut de Franzosentid’ (In the Year '13), a novel of the time of the
uprising of the German people against Napoleon. The scenes are
laid in Stavenhagen, Reuter’s native town; and its characters are
drawn from real life. This work has had enormous popularity in
Europe and America. No. 2 of the series, ‘Ut Mine Festungstid’
(My Imprisonment), was founded on Reuter’'s own experience as a
prisoner. Nos. 3, 4, and 5 were embodied in ¢Ut Mine Stromtid®
(My Apprenticeship on the Farm); No. 6, the last of the series,
was entitled ¢Dérchlduchting.?
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Of these novels the greatest is ‘Ut Mine Stromtid.” On it is based
Reuter’s claim of being the most eminent realist of his country.
Nothing could be more true to life than this straightforward story of
Mecklenburg farmers, of their quiet simple lives, relieved by homely
fun and homely pathos. The light of Reuter’s genius does not serve
as a halo to idealize lowly existence, after the manner of sentimental-
ists: like penetrative daylight it reveals the little details which make
up the picture. He is masterful in his drawing of character. His
men and women are persons whom the reader knows, and loves or
hates: so abundant is their life, so impressive their personality. The
good-hearted comical bailiff Brisig; the twins Mina and Lina; Parson
Behrens and his bustling, loving little wife; the stripling Fred Trid-
delfitz; the rascal Pomuchelskopp,—are from the world Reuter knew
best. He paints the sunshine and shadow of their lives with unri-
valed delicacy of touch. The humor of Triddelfitz’'s love-making, the
pathos of the old pastor’s death in his quiet home, are consummate
in truthfulness. The strong humanity of the novel places it in the
first rank.

After a journey to the East, Reuter published ¢Die Montechi und
Capuleti in Konstantinopel’; but the book shows plainly that the
author was out of his element.

He died in 1874.., In 1875 appeared his ¢Nachgelassene Schriften?
(Posthumous Works) in two volumes, supplementing the edition of his
writings in thirteen volumes which had been published between 1863
and 1868.

THE OLD PARSON'S DEATH
From My Apprenticeship on the Farm?

VERY house in the parish had its share of happiness, each
E of them after its kind; but one house formed an exception
to this rule, although it used to have its full share. In
winter round the fireside, and in summer under the great lime-
tree, or in the arbor in the garden, there always used to be a
calm peaceful happiness, in which the child Louisa, as she played
about the old house and grounds, and little Mrs. Behrens, who
ruled all things duster in hand, had had part; and also the good
old clergyman, who had now done with all earthly things for-
ever. Peace had taken leave of the house, and had gone forth
calmly to the place from whence she came; and during that
time of illness, care and sorrow had taken up their abode there,
deepening with the growing weakness of the good old man. He



12198 FRITZ REUTER

did not lie long in bed, and had no particular illness; so that
Dr. Strump of Rahnstiddt could not find amongst all the three
thousand seven hundred and seventy-seven diseases of which he
knew, one that suited the present case. Peace seemed to have
laid her hand on the old man’s head in blessing, and to have
said to him: “I am going to leave thee, but only for a short
time. I shall afterwards return to thy Regina. Thou needst
me no more, because thou hast had me in thy heart during all
the long years thou hast fought the good fight of faith. Now
sleep softly: thou must needs be tired.”

And he was tired,— very tired. His wife had laid him on the
sofa under the pictures, that he might look out at the window as
much as he liked; Louisa had covered him comfortably with rugs
and shawls: and then they had both left the room softly, that he
might rest undisturbed. Out of doors the first flakes of snow
were falling slowly, slowly, from the sky; it was as quiet and still
outside as within his heart: and he felt as if the blessing of
Christ were resting upon him. No one saw it, but his Regina
was the first to find it out.— He rose, and pushing the large
arm-chair up to the cupboard, opened the door, and sitting down,
began to examine the treasures that he had kept as relics of the
past. Some of them had belonged to his father, and some to his
mother: they were all reminiscences of what he had loved.

This cupboard was the place where he had stowed away
whatever reminded him of all the chief events of his life; and
they had become relics, the sight of which did him good when
he was down-hecarted. They were not preserved in crystal vessels
or in embroidered cases, but were simply placed on the shelf,
and kept there to be looked at whenever he wanted to see them.
When he felt low and sad, it did him good to take out these
relics and to live over again in thought the happy days of which
they reminded him; and he never closed the cupboard door
without gaining strength and courage, or without thanking God
silently for his many blessings. There lay the Bible his father
had given him when he was a boy; the beautiful glass vase his
old college friend had sent him; the pocket-book his Regina
had worked for him during their engagement; the shell which
a sailor had sent him in token of his gratitude for having been
shown the way to become a better man; the pieces of paper on
which Louisa, Mina, and Lina had written their Christmas and
New-Year’s Day messages of affection,—as also some of their
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earlier bits of handiwork; the withered myrtle wreath his wife
had worn on her wedding day; the large pictorial Bible with the
silver clasps, that Hawermann had given him on his seventieth
birthday, and the silver-mounted meerschaum that Bridsig had
given him on the same occasion; and down below on the lowest
shelf were three pairs of shoes,—the shoes that Louisa, Regina,
and he had worn when they first entered the parsonage.

Old shoes are not beautiful in themselves, but the memories
attached to these made them beautiful in his eyes; so he took
them out of the cupboard, and laid them down by his side, and
then, placing his first Bible on his knee, he opened it at our
Lord’s Sermon on the Mount, and began to read. No one saw
him, but that was not necessary; and his Regina knew when it
was all over. He grew very tired; and resting his head in the
corner of the great chair, fell asleep like a little child.

And so they found him when they came back. Mrs. Behrens
seated herself on the arm of his chair, clasped him in her arms,
closed his eyes, and then, resting her head against his, wept
silently. Louisa knelt at his feet, and laying her folded hands
on his knee, looked with tearful eyes at the two quiet faces that
were so dear to her. Then Mrs. Behrens rose, and folding down
the leaf of the Bible, drew it softly out of her husband’'s hand;
and Louisa also rose, and threw her arms round her foster-
mother’s neck. They both wept long and passionately; till at
last, when it was growing dusk, Mrs. Behrens replaced the shoes
in the cupboard, saying as she did so, “I bless the day when we
came to this house together;” and while laying Louisa’s little
shoes beside them, she added, “And I bless the day when the
child came to us.”

She then closed the cupboard door.

The good old clergyman was buried three days later in the
piece of ground he had long ago sought out for his last resting-
‘"place; and any one standing by the grave which was lighted by
the earliest rays of the morning sun, might easily see into the
parlor in the parsonage-house.

The people who had been at the funeral were all gone home,
and Hawermann had also been obliged to go; but Uncle Brisig,
who had spent the day at the parsonage, helping his friends in’
every possible way, had announced his intention of remaining
for the night. Seeing the two women standing arm-in-arm at
the window, buried in sad thought, he slipped quietly up-stairs to
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his bedroom, and going to the window looked sorrowfully down
into the church-yard, where the newly made grave showed dis-
tinctly against the white snow surrounding it. He thought of
the good man who lay there, and who had so often helped him
with kindness and advice; and he swore to himself that he would
be a faithful friend to Mrs. Behrens. Down-stairs the two sad-
hearted women were gazing at the same grave, and silently
vowing to show each other all the love and tenderness that he
who was gone from them had been wont to bestow. Little Mrs.
Behrens thanked God and her husband for the comforter she had
in her adopted daughter, whom she held in her arms, and whose
smooth hair she stroked as she kissed her lovingly. Louisa
prayed that God would bless the lessons she had learned from
her foster-father, and would give her strength to be a good and
faithful daughter to the kind woman who had been as a mother
to her. New-made graves may be likened to flower-beds in
which the gardener puts his rarest and most beautiful plants; but
alas, ill weeds sometimes take root there also.

THE MILLER AND THE JUSTICE

From ¢In the Year '13?

was baptized, and had godfathers— four of them; and if my
godfathers were still alive, and walked through the streets
with me, people would stop and say, “Look, what fine fel-
lows! You won’t see many such.” They were indeed godfathers!
And one of them was a head taller than the others, and tow-

- ered above them as Saul did above his brethren. This was old
'~ Amtshauptmann Weber. He used to wear a well-brushed blue

coat, yellowish trousers, and well-blacked boots; and his face was
so marked by the small-pox that it looked as if the Devil had
been threshing his peas on it, or as if he had sat down upon
his face on a cane-bottomed chair. On his broad forehead there
stood written, “Not the fear of Man, but the fear of God.” And
he was the right man in the right place.

Apout eleven o’clock in the morning he might be seen sitting
in an arm-chair in the middle of the room, whilst his wife fast-
ened a napkin under his chin, put the powder on his hair, tied
it behind, and twisted it into a neat pigtail.
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When the old gentleman walked up and down under the shade
of the chestnut-trees at noon, his little rogue of a pigtail wagged
merrily, and nodded over the collar of his blue coat, as if it
wanted to say to any one who would listen: “Yes; look, old fel-
low! What do you think of me? I am only the tip of his hair;
and if I wag so comically out here, you may fancy how merry
it must be inside his head.”

When I took him a message from my father, and managed to
give it straight off, he would pat me on the head, and then say:
“Now, away with you, boy. Off like a shot! When you pull
the trigger, the gun mustn't hang fire, but must go off like a
flash of lightning. Run to Ma'm’selle Westphalen, and ask her
for an apple.”

To my father he would say: “Well, friend, what do yox
think ? Are you not glad that you have a son? Boys are much
better than girls: girls are always fretting and crying. Thank
God, I have a boy too,—my Joe. What say you, eh?”

My father told my mother. “Do you know,” said he, “what
the old Amtshauptmann says? boys are better than girls.”
Now, I was in the room at the time, and overheard this; and
of course I said to myself: “My godfather is always right: boys
are better than girls, and every one should have his deserts.”
So I took the large piece of plum-cake for myself, and gave my
sister the small one, and thought not a little of myself, for I
knew now that I was the larger half of the apple. But this was
not to last: the tables were to be turned.

One day—it was at the time when the rascally French had
just come back from Russia, and everything was in commotion —
some one knocked at the Herr Amtshauptmann’s door. “Come
in,” cried the old gentleman; and in came old Miller Voss of
Gielow, ducking his head nearly down to the ground by way of
a bow.

“Good afternoon, Herr Amtshauptmann,” said he.

“Good morning, miller.”

Now, though the one said “good afternoon,” and the other
said “good morning,” each was right from his own point of
view: for the miller got up at four o’clock in the morning, and
with him it was afternoon; while with the Amtshauptmann it
was still early in the morning, as he did not rise until eleven.

“What is it, miller?”

“Herr Amtshauptmann, I've come to you about a weighty
matter. I’ll tell you what it is: I want to be made a bankrupt.”
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“What, miller!” :

“I want to be made a bankrupt, Herr Amtshauptmann.”

“Hm-—hm,” muttered the Amtshauptmann, “that’s an ugly
business.” And he paced up and down the room scratching his
head. “ How long have you been at the bailiwick of Stemhagen ??

“Three-and-thirty years, come midsummer.”

“Hm —hm,” again muttered the Amtshauptmann: “and how
old are you, miller?”

“Come peas-harvest five-and-sixty, or maybe six-and-sixty: for
as to our old Pastor Hammerschmidt, he wasn’t much given to
writing, and didn’t trouble his head about parish registers; and
the Frau Pastor, who made the entries,—i’ faith she had a deal
to do besides,—only attended to them every three years, so that
there might be enough to make it worth while, and then some
fine afternoon she would go through the village and write down
the children’s ages—but more according to height and size than
to what they really were; and my mother always said she had
cut a year from me because I was small and weakly. But less
than five-and-sixty I'm not. I am sure of that.”

During this speech the Amtshauptmann had kept walking
up and down the room, listening with only one ear; he now
stood 'still before the miller, looked straight into his eyes, and
said sharply, “Then, Miller Voss, you're much too old for any-
thing of the kind.”

“How so, Herr?” exclaimed the poor miller, quite cast down.

“Bankruptcy is a hard matter: at your age you could not
carry it through.”

“Do you think so, Herr?”

“Yes, I do. We are both too old for it. We must leave such
things to younger people. What do you think folks would say if
I were to get myself declared bankrupt? Why, they would say,
of course, the old Amtshauptmann up at the Schloss had gone
quite mad! And,” added he, laying his hand gently on the
miller's shoulder, “they would be right, Miller Voss. What say
you, eh?”

The miller looked down at the toes of his boots, and scratched
his head: “It’s true, Herr.”

“Tell me,” said the old gentleman, patting him kindly on
the shoulder, “where does the shoe pinch? What is troubling
you?”

“Troubling, say you! Herr Amtshauptmann,” shouted the
miller, clapping his hand to the side of his head as if a wasp
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had stung him, “troubling! torturing, you mean. Torturing!
That Jew! that cursed Jew! and then the lawsuit, Herr Amts-
hauptmann, the cursed lawsuit!”

“Look you, miller, that’'s another of your follies,—entangling
yourself at your age in a lawsuit.”

“True enough, Herr: but when I began it I was in my
prime, and thought to be able to fight it out; now I see clear
enough that your lawsuit has a longer breath than an honest
miller.”

“But I think it is coming to an end now.”

“Yes, Herr Amtshauptmann, and then I shall be hard up; for
my affairs are in a bad way. The lawyers have muddled them;
and as for my uncle, old Joe Voss,—why, his son, who will soon
get possession of all, is a downright vagabond, and they say he’s
sworn a great oath to oust me from the Borcherts Inn at Mal-
chin. But I have the right on my side, Herr Amtshauptmann,
and how I got into this lawsuit I don't know to this day; for
old Frau Borcherts while she was still alive—she was the aunt
of my mother’s sister's daughter—and Joe Voss—he was my
cousin —?

“I know the story,” interrupted the Amtshauptmann; “and if
you would follow my advice you would make it up.”

“But I can’t, Herr: for Joe Voss's rascally son wouldn’t be
satisfied with less than half the money; and if I pay that I shall
be a beggar. No, Herr Amtshauptmann, it may go as it will; but
one thing I'm resolved on: I won’t give in though I go to prison
for it. Is a ruffian like that, who struts about with his father’s
money in his pocket, spending it right and left, and who doesn’t
know what it is to have to keep up a house in these hard times,
—and who's never had his cattle carried off by those cursed
French, nor his horses stolen out of the stable, nor his house
plundered,—is such a rascal as that to get the better of me?
By your leave, Herr, I could kick the fellow.”

“« Miller Voss, gently, Miller Voss,” said the old gentleman:
“the lawsuit will come to an end some time or other. It is going
on.”

“Going, Herr Amtshauptmann? It’s flying, as the Devil said
when he tied the Bible to his whip and swung it around his
head.”

“True, true, Miller Voss; but at present you're not much
pressed.”
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“Pressed? Why, I'm fixed in a vise—in a vise—and say!
That Jew, Herr Amtshauptmann, that thrice-cursed Jew!?”

“What Jew is it?” asked the Herr Amtshauptmann; and the
miller twirls his hat between his finger and thumb, looks cau-
tiously round to see that no one is listening, draws closer to the
old gentleman, and laying a finger on his lips, whispers, “Itzig,
Herr Amtshauptmann.”

“Whew!” said the old Herr. “How came you to be mixed
up with that fellow ?”

“Herr Amtshauptmann, how came the ass to have long ears?
Some go to gather wild strawberries, and get stung by nettles.
The sexton of Gigelow thought his wheelbarrow was full of holy
angels, and when he had got to the top of the mountain, and
expected to see them fly up to heaven, the Devil’s grandmother
was sitting in the wheelbarrow, and she grinned at him and said,
¢Neighbor, we shall meet again!’ In my troubles, when the
enemy had taken everything I had, I borrowed two hundred
thalers from him; and for the last two years I have been obliged
to renew the bill from term to term, and the debt has crept up
to five hundred thalers, and the day after to-morrow I shall be
forced to pay it.”

“But, miller, did you sign?”

“Yes, Herr Amtshauptmann.”

“Then you must pay. What's written is written.”

“But, Herr Amtshauptmann, I thought—”

“It can’t be helped, miller. What's written is written.”

“But the Jew —?”

“Miller, what's written is written.”

“Then, Herr Amtshauptmann, what shall I do?”

The old gentleman began again to walk backwards and for-
“wards in the room, tapping his forehead. At last he stopped,
‘looked earnestly in the miller’s face, and said, —“Miller, young
people get out of such difficulties better than old ones: send me
one of your boys.”

The old miller looked once more at the toes of his boots, and
then turning his face away, said in a tone which went straight to
the old Amtshauptmann’s heart, “Sir, whom shall I send? My
Joe was ground to death in the mill; and Karl was carried off
to Russia by the French last year, and he’s not come back.”

“Miller,” replied the old Amtshauptmann, patting him on the
back, “have you then no children at all?”
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“] have,” said he, wiping a tear from his eye, “a little girl
left.”

“Well, miller, I am not particularly fond of girls myself: they
are always fretting and crying.”

“That’s true, sir: they are always fretting and crying.”

“And they can be of no use in a matter like this, miller.”

“But what will happen to me then?”

“The Jew will put in an execution, and will take away every-
thing.”

“Well, Herr Amtshauptmann, the French have done that
twice already, so the Jew may as well try it now. At any rate
he will leave the millstone behind; and you think I'm too old to
be made bankrupt?” '

“Yes, miller, I fear so.”

“Well then, good day, Herr Amtshauptmann;” and so saying
he went away.
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JAMES FORD RHODES
(1848-)

HE historical work of James Ford Rhodes proves, what is
oftentimes denied, that it is possible to record fully a con-
® temporaneous period, with impartiality and with due regard
to perspective. In his ‘History of the United States from the Com-
promise of 1850’ he has not only done this: he has treated one of
the most intricate periods in the history of this country, or of any
country, with a degree of insight into its complex forces not always
attained by historians of remoter events, from which the mists of
partisanship have faded. The treatment of
the Civil War, and of the causes which led
to it, requires delicate but firm handling.
It demands of the historian not alone pen-
etrative scholarship: for its satisfactory ac-
complishment, he must be inspired with
that spirit of Americanism which is in no
sense local or partisan. Mr. Rhodes has
performed his difficult task well, because he
is constantly guided by a luminous patriot-
ism. His historical acumen is synonymous

with the American temper.
His early training fostered those quali-
James Forp RHODEsS ties by which he was developed into an
American historian. He was born in Cleve-
land, Ohio, on May 1st, 1848, of parents who had come from New
England. His father, who was engaged in the coal and iron business,
was a man of strong character and of decided opinions, a Democrat,
and a kinsman of Stephen A. Douglas, whose printed speeches in
the Congressional Globe were read eagerly by James Ford Rhodes,
then a boy of ten. It was his good fortune to be constantly under
the guidance of those whose interest in public affairs was deep and
vital. When the Civil War broke out, his teacher in the Cleveland
High School accustomed the scholars to read aloud in turn every
morning the political news of the day, explaining to them that they
were living in times fraught with history. In 1865, Mr. Rhodes,
who had already shown his preference for history and literature over
the classics and mathematics, entered as a special student in the
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University of the City of New York. There he devoted himself to
historical work under Professor Benjamin N. Martin, and to science
under John W. Draper. Under Professor Martin, his enthusiasm for
history was further awakened. His text-books became guide-books;
especially Buckle’s great ¢ History of Civilization,” which first inspired
him with the ambition to become himself a historian. The following
year he entered a university in Chicago, where he studied metaphys-
ics and rhetoric, and read largely in the works of Sir William Ham-
ilton, Mill, McCosh, and Herbert Spencer.

In 1867 he went to Paris, with a mind keenly alert, through train-
ing and influence, to political situations and conditions. The spectacle
of the Second Empire reinforced his democracy, and deepened his love
of civil liberty. His studies of the conditions then existing in France
led to his becoming the Paris correspondent of the Chicago Times.
About this time it became evident to him that he was expected to
engage in his father’s business, so he put aside for the time his
dream of a literary career; but before returning to the United States
he attended lectures at the Collége de France, going afterwards to
Berlin to study iron metallurgy under Dr. Wedding; he further pre-
pared himself for his new interests by making a tour of the iron and
steel works of Western Germany, and of South Wales, England, and
Scotland. In 1868 he entered into business life. In the following
year he was obliged to travel extensively through the South: he was
thus brought in contact with the fermenting forces of a region strug-
gling out of one stage of its existence into another. His desire to
write history was re-awakened, and he now ordered his life to that
end; accumulating a large historical library, and laboring to render
himself financially independent, that he might have time and oppor-
tunity in the future for the labors of scholarship. After fifteen years
of successful business enterprise, he entered upon his life’s work at
the end of the year 188s.

In 1893 the first two volumes of his great work were issued, and
in 1895 the third appeared. It is not yet completed. The period
which it covers extends from the Compromise of 1850 to the election
of President Cleveland. The first volume deals primarily with slav-
ery,—its history, its nature, and its effects upon the political and
social development of the United States; there having been, as Mr.
Rhodes states, “no other than a single cause for secession and the
war that ensued,—slavery.” The question of State Rights entered
into it only incidentally, and if slavery had not existed, could never
have precipitated the war; since the unification of the United States
was being constantly effected by the forces of growth. Steam and
electricity, immigration, intermarriage, and the multiplying business
interests, were constantly obliterating sectional differences, and mold-
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ing the many into the one by a slow, silent, but organic process.
Over the institution of slavery, however, the forces of civilization and
progress had no power. They could not make organic use of it,
because it was a moral evil, and as a moral evil was directly in the
path of honorable national advancement.

Mr. Rhodes’s discussion of this subject is in the spirit of the
patriot rather than of the Northerner; at the same time, it is imper-
sonal. He is in the sweep of the historical movement, but no preju-
dice nor blindness disturbs the even course of his record. His book
in a sense has written itself, after the manner of history.

His scholarship is singularly conscientious and painstaking. He
has consulted a vast number of sources, giving special attention to
the utterances of the press; thus recognizing the truth that news-
papers, being obliged to say what the public wishes them to say, are
as fair indices as may be found of the popular temper. He has veri-
fied his statements step by step, with a diligence worthy of Teutonic
scholarship; yet his work is in the best sense popular. It is clear,
straightforward, and inspiriting. The quality of inspiration is most
clearly manifest in his portraits of such men as Daniel Webster and
Henry Clay. His sympathies in every case are not partisan but
human. His history, while of great value to his own generation, will
fulfill perhaps its greatest mission in revealing to later generations
the living spirit of a time farther and farther removed from their
comprehension and their sympathy.

DANIEL WEBSTER
From ¢(History of the United States.> Copyright 1892, by James Ford Rhodes

wo of the great senatorial triumvirate had spoken; the Senate
T and the country had yet to hear the greatest of them all
Daniel Webster spoke on the compromise resolutions the 4th

of March. In the course of this work, whenever possible, his
precise words have been used, in narration and illustration; for
in intellectual endowment Webster surpassed all of our public
men. No one understood the fundamental principles of our polity
better; no one approached his wonderful power of expression. It
secmed that the language of the constitutional lawyer who laid
down principles of law- that the profound legal mind of Marshall
fixed in an immutable judicial decision, and who at the same
time could make clear abstruse points and carry conviction to the
understanding of men who were untrained in logic or in law,
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was best fitted to guide us through the maze of constitutional
interpretation in which our history abounds. Indeed, the politi-
cal history of the country for twenty-seven years preceding 1850
might be written as well and fully from the speeches, State
papers, and letters of Webster, as the story of the latter days of
the Roman republic from the like material of Cicero which has
come down to us.

As an orator, Webster has been compared in simplicity to
Demosthenes and in profundity to Burke. This is the highest
praise. The wonderful effect of his oratory is strikingly told by
George Ticknor, who, fresh from a long intercourse with the
most distinguished men in England and on the Continent, went
to hear Webster deliver his Plymouth oration. Ticknor writes:
“I was never so excited by public speaking before in my life.
Three or four times I thought my temples would burst with the
gush of blood;”» and though from his youth an intimate friend of
Webster’s, he was so impressed that “when I came out I was
almost afraid to come near him. It seemed to me as if he was
like the mount that might not be touched, and that burned with
fire.® Thomas Marshall, of Kentucky, heard the reply to Hayne;
and when Webster came to the peroration he “listened as to
one inspired, and finally thought he could see a halo around the
orator’'s head like what one sees in the old pictures of saints and
martyrs.”

The diction of Webster was formed by a grateful study of
Shakespeare and Milton: through his communion with these
masters, his whole soul was thoroughly attuned to the highest
thinking and purest harmonies of our literature. He is one of
the few orators whose speeches are read as literature. He was
our greatest lawyer, yet in a bad cause he was not a good
advocate, for he had not the flexibility of mind which made the
worse appear the better reason; but in cases apparently hopeless,
with the right on his side, he won imposing triumphs. He was
our greatest Secretary of State. He had, said Sumner, “by the
successful and masterly negotiation of the treaty of Washington,”
earned the title of “Defender of Peace.”

The Graces presided at his birth. His growth developed the
strong physical constitution with which nature had endowed him,
equally with a massive brain. His was a sound mind in a sound
body. His physical structure was magnificent, his face hand-

some; he had the front of Jove himself. ®“He is,” said Carlyle,
XX1—764
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“a magnificent specimen. . . . As a logic-fencer, or parlia-
mentary Hercules, one would incline to back him at first sight
against all the extant world.” “Webster,” said Henry Hallam,
“approaches as nearly to the beau ideal of a Republican Senator
as any man that I have ever seen in the course of my life.”
Josiah Quincy speaks of him as a “figure cast in heroic mold,
and which represented the ideal of American manhood.” He
was well described by the bard he loved so well: “How noble
in reason! how infinite in faculties! in form and moving, how
express and admirable! in action how like an angel! in appre-
hension how like a god!” On the basis of this extraordinary
natural ability was built the superstructure of a systematic
education. His devoted father mortgaged the New Hampshire
farm to send him to college, and three years of laborious study
of law followed the regular course at Dartmouth. Years after-
wards he repaid his Alma Mater for her gifts when he pleaded,
and not in vain, for her chartered rights in invincible logic before
the most solemn tribunal of the country. Inteliectually, Webster
was a man of slow growth. The zenith of his power was not
reached until he made the celebrated reply to Hayne, and he
was then forty-eight years old.

In union with this grand intellect were social qualities of a
high order. His manners were charming, his nature was gen-
ial, and he had a quick sense of seemly humor. Carlyle speaks
of him as “a dignified, perfectly bred man.” Harriet Martineau
says “he would illuminate an evening by telling stories, cracking
jokes, or smoothly discoursing to the perfect felicity of the logi-
cal part of one’s constitution.” Ticknor, who was so impressed
with the majestic delivery of the orator, speaks of his being
“as gay and playful as a kitten.” The social intercourse between
Webster and Lord Ashburton, while they were at work on the
Washington treaty, is one of those international amenities that
grace the history of diplomacy. This treaty, by which we gained
substantial advantages and England made honorable concessions,
was not negotiated through stately protocols, but was concluded
through a friendly correspondence, and during the interchange of
refined social civilities. During this transaction, Ashburton was
impressed with “the upright and honorable character” of Web-
ster. As late as 1845, there might be seen engravings which were
an indication of the popular notion that honesty was his cardinal
virtue.
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He bhad strong domestic feelings. He honored his father,
loved his brother, and was devoted to his wife and children; his
affection for his many friends was pure and disinterested. He
had during his life a large share of domestic affliction; and his
deep and sincere grief shows that he had a large heart as well
as a great head. He had a constant belief in revealed as well as
natural religion.

His healthy disposition was displayed even in his recreations.
He was a true disciple of Izaak Walton, and he also delighted in
the chase. Few men have loved nature more. Those grand peri-
ods that will never cease to delight lovers of oratory were many
of them conned at his Marshfield retreat, where he worshiped
the sea and did reverence to the rising sun. After a winter of
severe work in his declining years, he gets to Marshfield in May,
and writes: “I grow strong every hour. The giants grew strong
again by touching the earth: the same effect is produced on me
by touching the salt sea shore ”

The distinctive virtue of Webster was his patriotism. He
loved his country as few men have loved it; he had a profound
reverence for the Constitution and its makers. He spoke truly
when he said, “I am an American, and I know no locality but
America; that is my country;” and he was deeply in earnest
when he gave utterance to the sentiment, “I was bred, indeed I
might almost say I was born, in admiration of our political insti-
tutions.” Webster's great work was to inspire the country with a
strong and enduring national feeling; and he impressed upon the
people everywhere, except in the cotton States, a sacred love for
the Union. How well his life work was done, was seen less than
nine years after he died, in the zealous appeal to arms for the
defense of the nation. In the sleepless nights before his death,
no sight was so welcome to his eyes as the lantern he saw through
the windows, placed at the mast-head of the little shallop, in
order that he might discern, fluttering at the mast, the national
flag, the emblem of that Union to which he had consecrated the
best thoughts and purest efforts of his life.

During the last twenty years of his career, Webster had a
great desire to be President. Three times he was exceedingly
anxious for the Whig nomination, and thought his chances were
good for getting it; but the nomination even never came to
him. Indeed, he always overrated the probabilities of his success.
He was of that class of stdtesmen who were stronger before the
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country than before the political convention. Had he ever been
named as his party's choice, he would unquestionably have been
a strong candidate; but he never had the knack of arousing the
enthusiasm of the party, which Clay possessed in so eminent
degree. Nor did his frequent action independent of political
considerations commend him to the men who shaped the action
of the party convention. George Ticknor said in 1831, Webster
“belongs to no party; but he has uniformly contended for the
great and essential principles of our government on all occas-
ions:” and this was to a large extent true of him during his
whole life. His tendency to break away from party trammels
was shown more than once during his long career. In 1833,
as we have seen, he supported with enthusiasm the Democratic
President, and would not assent to the compromise devised by
the leader of his party. But the crowning act of independence
was when he remained in the cabinet of President Tyler, when
all his colleagues resigned. The motive for this action was the
desire to complete the negotiation of the Ashburton treaty; for
Webster felt that he of all men was best fitted for that work,
and his heart was earnestly enlisted in the effort to remove the
difficulties in the way of a peaceful settlement, and to avert
a war between England and the United States. His course,
although eminently patriotic, was certain to interfere with his
political advancement. For he resisted the imperious dictation
of Clay, he breasted the popular clamor of his party, and he
pursued his own ideas of right despite the fact that he had to
encounter the tyranny of public opinion which De Tocqueville
has so well described.

The French, who make excuses for men of genius, as the
Athenians were wont to do, have a proverb, “It belongs to great
men to have great defects.” Webster exemplified this maxim.
He was fond of wine and brandy, and at times drank deep; he
was not scrupulous in observing the seventh commandment.
Though born and reared in poverty, he had little idea of the
value of money and of the sacredness of money obligations. He
had no conception of the duty of living within his means, and
he was habitually careless in regard to the payment of his debts.
His friends more than once discharged his obligations; besides
such assistance, he accepted from them at other times presents
of money, but he would have rejected their bounty with scorn
had there gone with it an expectation of influencing his public
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action. This failing was the cause of serious charges being pre-
ferred against him. He was accused of being in the pay of the
United States Bank, but this was not true; and he was charged
with a corrupt misuse of the secret-service fund while Secretary
of State under Tyler, but from this accusation he was fully and
fairly exonerated.

Considering that it was only by strenuous effort that the son
of the New Hampshire farmer obtained the highest rank in
political and social life, it is hard to believe that he was consti-
tutionally indolent, as one of his biographers states. When sixty-
seven years old, it was his practice to study from five to eleven
in the morning; he was in the Supreme Court from eleven to
three, and the rest of the day in the Senate until ten in the
evening. When he had the time to devote himself to his legal
practice, his professional income was large.

Such, in the main, if Daniel Webster had died on the morn-
ing of the seventh of March, 1850, would have been the estimate
of his character that would have come down to this generation.
But his speech in the Senate on that day placed a wide gulf
between him and most of the men who were best fitted to trans-
mit his name to posterity. Partisan malignity has magnified his
vices, depreciated his virtues, and distorted his motives.

WEBSTER'S DEATH
From ¢History of the United States.” Copyright 1892, by James Ford Rhodes

HE election of 1852 gave the death-blow to the Whig party:
T it never entered another Presidential contest. Webster, as
well as Clay, died before his party received this crushing
defeat, which indeed he had. predicted. His physical frame worn
out, he went, early in September, home to Marshfield to die.
The story of his last days, as told in loving detail by his friend
and biographer, is of intense interest to the hero-worshiper; and
has likewise pointed the moral of many a Christian sermon. The
conversations of great minds that, unimpaired, deliver themselves
at the approach of death to introspection, are, like the most
famous of all, the discourse of Socrates in the ¢Phaedo,”> a boon
to human-kind. The mind of Webster was perfectly clear; and
when all earthly striving was over, his true nature shone out
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in the expression of thoughts that filled his soul. Speaking of
the love of nature growing stronger with time, he said: *The
man who has not abandoned himself to sensuality feels, as years
advance and old age comes on, a greater love of Mother Earth,
a greater willingness and even desire to return to her bosom,
and mingle with this universal frame of things from which he
sprang.” Two weeks before he died, he wrote that he wished
inscribed on his monument: “Philosophical argument, especially
that drawn from the vastness of the universe in comparison with
the apparent insignificance of this globe, has sometimes shaken
my reason for the faith that is within me; but my heart has as-
sured and reassured me that the Gospel of Jesus Christ must be
a Divine reality.” The day before his death, he said with perfect
calmness to his physician, “ Doctor, you have carried me through
the night, I think you will get me through to-day; I shall die
to-night.” The doctor honestly replied, “You are right, sir.”

His family, friends, and servants having assembled in his
room, he spoke to them ®“in a strong, full voice, and with his
usual modulation and emphasis: ‘No man who is not a brute
can say that he is not afraid of death. No man can come back
from zkat bourn; no man can comprehend the will or works of
God. That there is a God, all must acknowledge. I see him in
all these wondrous works, himself how wondrous!’?”

Eloquent in life, Webster was sublime in death. He took
leave of his household one by one, addressing to each fitting
words of consolation. He wanted to know the gradual steps
towards dissolution; and calmly discussed them with his physi-
cian. At one time, awaking from a partial stupor which pre-
ceded death, he heard repeated the words of the psalm which has
smoothed the death pillow of many a Christian: “Yea, though I
walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no
evil, for thou art with me; thy rod and thy staff, they comfort
me.” The dying statesman exclaimed, “Yes, ‘thy rod —thy staff,’
—but the fact, the fact I want;” . . . for he was not certain
whether the words that had been repeated to him were intended
as an intimation that he was already in the dark valley. Wak-
ing up again past midnight, and conscious that he was living,
he uttered the well-known words, “I still live.” Later he said
something about poetry, and his son repeated one of the verses
of Gray's ‘Elegy.” He heard it, and smiled. In the early morn-
ing Webster’s soul went out with the tide.
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It was a beautiful Sunday morning of an Indian Summer’s day
when the sad tidings reached Boston, which came home to nearly
all of her citizens as a personal sorrow. In all the cities of the
land, mourning emblems were displayed and minute-guns were
fired. New York City and Washington grieved for him as for a
friend. During the week there were the usual manifestations of
mourning by the government at Washington; the various depart-
ments were closed, and the public buildings were draped with
emblems of woe. Festal scenes and celebrations were postponed;
and on the day of his funeral, business was suspended in nearly
all the cities during the hours when he was borne to his last
resting-place. “From east to west,” said Edward Everett, “and
from north to south, a voice of lamentation has already gone
forth, such as has not echoed through the land since the death of
him who was first in war, first in peace, and first in the hearts
of his countrymen.”

By Webster's own request, he had a modest country funeral.
The services were conducted in his Marshfield home. The coffin
was borne to the tomb by six of the neighboring farmers; and
the multitude followed slowly and reverently. To the Marshfield
farmers and Green Harbor fishermen, Webster was a companion
and a friend; by them he was mourned sincerely as one of their
own fellowship. It could not be said of him that a prophet is
not without honor save in his own country. One man in a plain
and rustic garb paid the most eloquent of all tributes to the
mighty dead: “Daniel Webster, the world without you will seem
lonesome.” A Massachusetts orator of our day has truly said:
“Massachusetts smote and broke the heart of Webster, her idol,
and then broke her own above his grave.”

IMPROVEMENT IN AMERICAN HEALTH

From ¢History of the United States.” Copyright 1895, by James Ford
Rhodes

NGLISH travelers, with hardly an exception, were struck with
E the lack of health of Americans. “An Englishman,” wrote
Lyell, “is usually recognized at once in a party by a more
robust look, and greater clearness and ruddiness of complexion.”
He also noted “a careworn expression in the countenances of the
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New-Englanders.” Harriet Martineau said we were distinguished
for “spare forms and pallid complexions”; and that “the feeling
of vigorous health” was almost unknown. Thackeray wrote from
New York, “ Most of the ladies are as lean as greyhounds.® Our
shortcomings in this respect were fully appreciated by ourselves.
The Atlantic Monthly pointed out that in the appearance of
health and in bodily vigor we compared very unfavorably with
English men and women. George William Curtis spoke of the
typical American as “sharp-faced, thought-furrowed, hard-handed,”
with “anxious eye and sallow complexion, nervous motion, and
concentrated expression”; and he averred that we were “lantern-
jawed, lean, sickly, and serious of aspect.” Emerson mentioned
“that depression of spirits, that furrow of care, said to mark
every American brow”; and on another occasion he referred to
“the invalid habits of this country”; when in England in 1847
he wrote home: “When I see my muscular neighbors day by
day, I say, Had I been born in England, with but one chip of
English oak in my willowy constitution!” The Atlantic Monthly
declared that, “in truth, we are a nation of health-hunters,
betraying the want by the search.” It was admitted that the
young men were coming up badly. Holmes wrote: “I am sat-
isfied that such a set of black-coated, stiff-jointed, soft-muscled,
paste-complexioned youth as we can boast in our Atlantic cities
never before sprang from loins of Anglo-Saxon lineage.” In
the “Easy Chair” Curtis observed, “In the proportion that
the physique of Young America diminishes, its clothes enlarge.®
The students in the colleges were no better than the young
men of the cities. The women sadly lacked physical tone. Dr.
Holmes spoke of the “American female constitution, which col-
lapses just in the middle third of life; and comes out vulcanized
india-rubber if it happen to live through the period when health
and strength are most wanted.”

Curiously enough, we advertised our ailments. The hearty
English salutation of “good-morning” had given way to an
inquiry about one’s health, which, instead of being conventional,
like that of the French and Germans, was a question requiring
an answer about one’s physical feelings and condition. Pleas of
ill-health in the national Senate and the House of Representatives
were not infrequent.

Our physical degeneracy was attributed to the climate. Yet it
is difficult to reconcile this opinion with the enthusiasm of many
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European travelers over certain aspects of nature in America.
The bright sunshine, the blue sky, the golden, Oriental sunsets,
the exhilarating air, were an astonishment and delight. “The
climate of the Union,” wrote De Tocqueville, “is upon the whole
preferable to that of Europe.” We have now come to recognize
the fact that a climate to be salubrious need not be moist; that
between the dryness of Colorado and the humidity of England,
there may be a mean—such as is found in the larger part of
the Northern States—better adapted to health than either; and
that the greater amount of sunshine compensates for the wider
variations in temperature.

But without begging the question of American ill-health by
ascribing it to climate, it may unquestionably be found to be due
to bad diet, bad cooking, fast eating, and insufficient exercise in
the open air. The appetizing forms in which the genius of New
England cookery displayed itself, provoked an inordinate con-
sumption of sweets, hot breads, and cakes. With what surprise
does this generation read that our greatest philosopher always ate
pie for breakfast! The use of the frying-pan in the West and
the South pointed well the quaint remark that “God sends meat,
and the Devil sends cooks.” Men ate too much animal food, and
especially too much pork. The cooking and the service at hotels
and other public places made dinner “the seed-time of dyspep-
sia.® A fashionable tendency prevailing in the cities to live in
hotels and large boarding-houses, promoted unwholesome liv-
ing. The use of wine at table was rare, the drinking of drams
before dinner habitual. Tobacco was used to excess, and chewing
was as common as smoking.

Boys at schools’ and colleges, young men who were clerks and
salesmen in the cities, and the sons of rich parents, alike formed
these bad habits. Neither men nor women took exercise in the
open air. No one walked when he could ride. The trotting-
buggy took the place of the horse’s back. The Americans were
gregarious, and loved town life, having no taste for healthful
country recreations. Their idea of the country was the veranda
of a large caravansary at Saratoga or Newport. Athletics were
almost unknown. “There is no lack,” said Edward Everett in
1856, “of a few tasteless and soulless dissipations which are
called amusements; but noble athletic sports, manly outdoor ex-
ercises, which strengthen the mind by strengthening the body,
and bring man into a generous and exhijlarating communion
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with nature, are too little cultivated in town or country.” “We
have a few good boatmen,” wrote Holmes in 1858; “no good
horsemen that I hear of; —I cannot speak for cricketing, but as
for any great athletic feat performed by a gentleman in these
latitudes, society would drop a man who should run round the
Common in five minutes.” Athletics were not a prominent feat-
ure even of college life.

The improvement in these respects since the decade of 1850-
6o is marked: and despite the large element of truth in the pre-
cise observations of Emerson, Everett, Holmes, and Curtis, they
do not embrace with scientific breadth the whole subject, for the
experience of our Civil War gave little indication of physical
degeneracy in the Northern people; signs of improvement were
already manifest before this period closed. The gospel of physi-
cal culture had been preached with effect, and “muscular Christ-
ianity » was set up as an ideal worth striving to realize. “Health
is the condition of wisdom,” declared Emerson in 1858; and not
long after, the world of fashion, discarding the Parisian model of
life and beginning the imitation of the English, shortened the
city season, acquired a love for the country, for outdoor exer-
cise, and athletic sports. But the French cuisine, almost the
sole outward trace left of the period of French domination, was
a potent and enduring influence. Any one who considers the
difference between the cooking and the service of a dinner at a
hotel or restaurant before the War and now, will appreciate what
a practical apostle of health and decent living has been Delmon-
ico, who deserves canonization in the American calendar. With
better digestion and more robust bodies, the use of stimulants
has decreased. While wine at table is more common, tippling
at bars has come to be frowned upon; lager beer and native
wines have to a considerable extent taken the place of spirituous
liquors; hard drinkers are less numerous, total abstainers are
probably on the increase, and tobacco-chewing is dying out. The
duration of life is now at least as long in America as it is in
Europe.

During the last forty years the American physique has un-
questionably improved. A philosopher now, contrasting English-
men and ourselves, would not make the comparison to our so
great disadvantage as did Emerson from his observations in 1848,
when he wrote: “ The English, at the present day, have great
vigor of body and endurance. Other countrymen look slight and
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undersized beside them, and invalids. They are bigger men than
the Americans. I suppose a hundred English, taken at random
out of the street, would weigh a fourth more than so many
Americans. Yet I am told the skeleton is not larger.” “I used
to think myself,” said Edward Atkinson, “only an average man
in size, height, and weight at home; but when I made my first
visit to England (in 1877), I was rather surprised to find myself
a tall and large man by comparison with those whom I passed
in the streets.” The American schoolboy and college student
are to-day equal in physical development to the English youth.
This is due in some degree to the growth of athletics. But a
superiority in physique of American to English students was
observed as early as 1877.

AMERICAN MANNERS IN 1850

From (History of the United States.” Copyright 1895, by James Ford Rhodes

HEN we come to consider society in the narrower sense
given to the word, we find we must study it as something
distinct from the great throbbing life of the American

people of 1850-60. New York, whose “ Upper Ten Thousand ®
have been described by N. P. Willis and Charles Astor Bristed,
furnishes the example. Bristed introduces us into what is a
curious world, when we reflect that he writes of the United
States of 1850-52. While his sketches show a touch of caricature,
they represent well enough the life of a fashionable set of New
York City. We see men working hard to get money for their
personal enjoyment; idlers who have come into a fortune; pretty
and stylish girls; women who preside gracefully at table and
converse with wit and intelligence. Bristed takes us among men
whose sole aim in life seemed to be to make a lucky hit in
stock speculation; to compound a sherry cobbler; to be apt in
bar-room repartee; to drink the best brands of claret and cham-
pagne, and to expatiate on them in a knowing manner; to drive
a fast horse; to dance well, and to dress in the latest fashion.
We assist at a wedding “above Bleecker Street”; we are taken
to a country-house, and see a family dinner served at four o’clock,
where, although the only guest is a gentleman just from England,
and the viands are not remarkable, “ champagne decanted and
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iced to the freezing-point” followed Manzanilla sherry, and “a
prime bottle of Latour and a swelling slender-necked decanter
of the old Vanderlyn Madeira” succeeded the champagne. Bris-
ted describes the fashionable life at “Oldport Springs,” a dis-
guise for Saratoga. He speaks of a huge caravansary, a profuse
American breakfast, a promenade on the wide porticos, cigars
and ten-pins, the bar-room and billiards, lounging and gossip, a
bad dinner at three which the ladies dressed for, a drive after
dinner, dancing until two in the morning for men and women,
and gambling the rest of the night for the men.

The Upper Ten Thousand of 1850-60 lend themselves to
delineation somewhat better than the same class of our own
time. Those who did not go to Europe passed the summer at
Saratoga, Newport, or Sharon; and their watering-place life was
open to the public gaze. N. P. Willis’s chapter on ‘Manners at
Watering-Places> would read oddly enough if set forth by a
similar adviser of the fashionable world of our time. People of
reserve, who wished for no other than their city acquaintances,
were termed “absolute exclusives,” and counseled to have a sum-
mer resort of their own; for the very purpose of most, in going
to Saratoga and Newport in the gay season, was to make new
acquaintances. Yet care should be taken to avoid too great pro-
miscuity in social intercourse. While young men who happened
to be strangers to the reigning set could of course become ac-
quainted with some of the “dandies® during “a game at billiards
or a chance fraternization over juleps in the bar-room,” those
whose pleasure was not found in games or in drink might find
it difficult to get properly introduced; and young ladies who
were strangers would encounter the same obstacle. Therefore, in
order that desirable acquaintances might be easily made, Willis,
an authority whom society held in respect, proposed that a
“committee of introduction” should be named by the landlord of
each large hotel. These should act under a “code of etiquette,”
which Willis proceeded to outline. Such action, he declared,
would delightfully harmonize and enliven our summer resorts.
It is hardly probable that the plan proposed by the literary
social leader of the day was systematically adopted. There was
little need of it, for entrance into watering-place society was not
difficult. Respectability and fairly good manners were of course
requisite; but these being presupposed, the important qualifica-
tion was wealth. “Wealth,” wrote George William Curtis, ¢ will
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socially befriend a man at Newport or Saratoga better than at
any similar spot in the world.” Yet all was not garish. At
Newport, the votary of fashion could not be insensible to nature’s
charm. At Saratoga, “youth, health, and beauty” reigned; “we
discriminate,” the Lotus-Eater said, “the Arctic and Antarctic
Bostonians, fair, still, and stately, with a vein of scorn in their
Saratoga enjoyment; and the languid, cordial, and careless South-
erners, far from precise in dress or style, but balmy in man-
ner as a bland Southern morning. We mark the crisp courtesy
of the New-Yorker, elegant in dress, exclusive in association, a
pallid ghost of Paris.” After the sectional excitement of 1850,
however, fewer Southerners came North. The repeal of the slave
sojournment laws of Pennsylvania and New York made the
bringing of their slaves with them as body-servants inconvenient.
The excitement about the Fugitive Slave Act, and the passage
of the Personal Liberty Laws, involved the risk of losing their
negroes; and after the most powerful Northern party made, in
1856, a political shibboleth of the declaration that slavery was
a relic of barbarism, it was still more disagreeable for South-
ern gentlemen accompanied by their servants to travel at the
North.

Newport, the leading watering-place in the country, was, in
the opinion of Curtis, the vantage-ground to study the fashionable
world. There he found wealth the touchstone; but he saw money
spent without taste and in vulgar display. We Americans, he
declared, had the money-getting, but not the “money-spending
genius.” If high society was “but the genial intercourse of the
highest intelligences with which we converse —the festival of Wit
and Beauty and Wisdom” —he saw none at Newport. “Fine
society,” he moralizes, “is a fruit that ripens slowly. We Ameri-
cans fancy we can buy it.” The peripatetic observer was glad to
get to Nahant. There he wrote: “You find no village, no dust,
no commotion. You encounter no crowds of carriages or of curi-
ous and gossiping people. No fast men in velvet coats are trot-
ting fast horses;” and in the evenings “there are no balls, no
hops, no concerts, no congregating under any pretense in hotel
parlors.” But by the early part of the decade of 1850-60 the
life in Newport had begun to change. Originally a Southern
resort, New-Yorkers commenced to divide their favors between it
and Saratoga. Cottages became the fashion. The hotel season
declined.
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The fashionable people of New York generally went to
Europe. When De Tocqueville wrote his last volume on Amer-
ica, the rich American in Europe was characteristic; and between
1850 and 1860 crowds went over the sea for the summer. To
writers of books and writers for the magazines, there seemed
in the high American society much that was meretricious, and
certainly no real enjoyment. The “uncommon splendatiousness”
annoyed Thackeray. That Mammon had become the national
saint, and that as a consequence, dullness and gloom -charac-
terized the elegant people, was undeniable. This led a witty
Frenchman to record that “the most cheerful place he could find
in one of the metropolitan cities was the public cemetery.” One
of our stanch admirers found our society “sometimes fatiguing?®;
and another, who went frequently to dinner parties in New York,
thought they were very stupid. Men talked of trade, and women
talked about dress, each other, and their troubles with servants.
Yet the people Lady Wortley met on the streets in New York
reminded her of Paris. The Americans were said to resemble
the French more than the English. The ladies in New York,
Thackeray wrote, “dress prodigiously fine,—taking for their
models the French actresses, I think, of the Boulevard theatres.”
He thought Boston, New York, and Philadelphia “not so civil-
ized as our London, but more so than Manchester and Liver-
pool.”

Bristed noted that only makeshift liveries could be seen in
the American metropolis. When liveries were first introduced,
there was a great outcry against them, which resulted in their
being adopted in a half-way manner. “They were hooted out
of 'Boston.” None but the greatest dandies at Saratoga put their
coachmen in uniform. In March 1853, however, the New York
Herald complained of the “alarming spread of flunkeyism,” as
evidenced from the rich people setting up liveries for their
coachmen and their footmen. The dress of gentlemen in the
decade we are studying would in these days appear peculiar;
that of the ladies, grotesque. In Washington, where society
rctained the tone imparted to it by President Madison and his
wife, Senators went to the Senate and Representatives to the
House, as late as 1853, dressed as if they were going to a party.

A reference to some of the topics on which Willis discourses
will afford us a glimpse of the life of the people to whom he
addressed himself. He complains of the “want of married belles
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in American society,” and decries the public opinion that obliges
a woman to give up “all active participation in society after the
birth of her first child.” He devotes a chapter to the considera-
tion of the question, “Should married ladies go into society with
their daughters?” In dilating upon ‘The Usages of Society,” he
asks, “Ought young girls to be left by mothers to themselves?
Should those who have incomes of $5,000 vie with those who
have $25,000? In a business country, should socialities com-
mence near midnight and end near morning? Should very
young children be dressed as expensively as their mothers?”

To the Upper Ten Thousand of to-day—or if high society
has increased proportionately to the growth of population, it must
be more nearly the upper thirty thousand —the highest social
class of 1850—60 would seem crude and garish. Extraordinary
has been the development of taste, the growth of refinement, the
improvement in manners since that time. When we take a
broader view, and consider the whole Northern people, limiting
our inquiry to men and women of American birth, we see simi-
lar betterment in their personal bearing. Thé testimony of for-
eign travelers regarding American manners differs; but whether
we rely on the favorable, the unfavorable, or the impartial opin-
ions, we arrive alike at the conclusion that there has been a
gain. Omitting a comparison regarding certain personal habits
and uncouth behavior, that disgusted many Europeans and made
the burden of much comment, we see in one particular an
improvement, denoting a rising out of provincialism. “For fifty
years,” wrote De Tocqueville, “it has been impressed upon the
inhabitants of the United States that they form the only reli-
gious, enlightened, and free people. They see that with them,
up to the present, democratic institutions prosper, while meeting
with failure in the rest of the world: they have then an immense
opinion of themselves, and they are not far from believing that
they form a species apart from the human race.” Ampere notes
of Americans their “perpetual glorification” of their country;
and he cannot keep from thinking that it is a mortification for
them “not to be able to pretend that an American discovered
America.” But when we come to our own time, Bryce observes
that one finds nowadays from European travelers the “general
admission that the Americans are as pleasant to one another and
to strangers, as are the French or the Germans or the English.
The least agreeable feature to the visitors of former years, an
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incessant vaunting of their own country and disparagement of
others, has disappeared; and. the tinge of self-assertion which
the sense of equality used to give is now but faintly noticeable.”

With improvement in this respect, there is no longer evident,
as formerly, such extreme sensitiveness to the opinions of Euro-
peans, and especially of the English. Harriet Martineau thought
that the veneration in New England for Old England was greater
“than any one people ought to feel for any other.” It is unde-
niable that, mingled with the unrestrained curiosity with which
the American people ran headlong after the Prince of Wales on
the occasion of his visit to the United States in 1860, there was
a genuine enthusiasm and a kindly feeling for the country and
the sovereign that he represented.

With all our improvement, have we grown more interesting?
De Tocqueville was just when he wrote: “In the long run, how-
ever, the view of that society, so agitated, appears monotonous;
and after having contemplated for a while this ever-changing
picture, the spectator becomes weary.” Somewhere about 1870,
Lowell asked: “Did it never occur to you that somehow we are
not interesting except as a phenomenon ?”

The people of the decade we are studying did not lack for
public amusements. In music, the era began with Jenny Lind
and ended with Adelina Patti. The impression made by the
Swedish Nightingale still remains fresh. On her arrival at New
York she was received like a queen. Triumphal arches of flow-
ers and evergreens were erected on the pier, where an enthusias-
tic crowd greeted her. The flag of Norway and Sweden floated
over her hotel. Barnum, her manager, kept up the interest in
the songstress by all sorts of clever advertising until the day of
the sale of the tickets for the first concert, when fabulous prices
were paid for seats. She sang at Castle Garden; and the
accounts of the pressing crowd that gathered outside on the
occasion of her first appearance, call to mind a national party
convention rather than a host assembled to do homage to the
greatest interpreter of the art of song. Her singing of operatic
selections struck lovers of music with amazement and delight;
but when she burst forth in one of her national airs, the great
audience was thrilled, and their hearts vibrated with emotions
that took them for the moment away from earth.
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SAMUEL RICHARDSON
(1689-1761)

T IS a remarkable fact that the writer who may fairly be
called the father of the modern analytic novel of society,
wrote his first and most famous book with a utilitarian

object in view, with no thought of making a novel,—and moreover,
was over fifty years of age when this story of ‘Pamela’ was penned.
By producing this piece of fiction, Richardson founded a school, and
gave a new impulse and direction to modern fiction.

Samuel Richardson was born in a Derbyshire village in 1689, and
got his only education at the local school. His father was a joiner.
When seventeen he was apprenticed to a
London printer, serving his seven years
faithfully. This employment was followed
by six years more of hard work as journey-
man. In 1719 he set up a Fleet Street
printing-office of his own, and wrote pref-
aces and dedications to the works of oth-
ers. It was in this way that ¢Pamela’ had
its origin; for Richardson in 1739 composed
a series of ‘Familiar Letters,” to help those
too illiterate to write for themselves,—a
sort of Servant-Girl’'s Guide,—and the novel
was a result.

Richardson was always a diligent worker, = SAMUEL RICHARDSON
a man of thrift and character, whose rise in .
his profession was well earned. He widened the circle of his friends,
and married the daughter of his former employer. He extended his
business connections by printing the Daily Journal, the Daily Gazet-
teer, and the Briton. His friendship with the Duke of Wharton
was influential in his advancement. In 1754 he was appointed to the
important post of Master of the Stationers’ Company. During his last
years he was an invalid, and passed much of his time at his country-
seat, reading from his own work to a circle of female admirers. Few
men have received more adulation of this sort than Richardson; and
while he had his share of amiable vanity, it is to his credit that he
remained in character unsophisticated, kind, and generous. He died
in his home July 4th, 1761.

XX1—765
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As a boy at school Richardson amused his schoolmates by making
up extemporaneous romances; and when but thirteen years old, such
was his talent as a letter-writer that the village girls employed him
to write their love epistles. This is described amusingly in his
autobiography.

«As a bashful and not forward boy, I was an early favorite with all the
young women of taste and reading in the neighborhood. Half a dozen of
them, when met to work with their needles, used when they got a book they
liked, and thought I should, to borrow me to read to them; their mothers
sometimes with them: and both mothers and daughters used to be pleased
with the observations they put me upon making. 1 was not more than
thirteen when three of these young women, having a high opinion of my taci-
turnity, revealed to me their love secrets, in order to induce me to give them
copies to write after or correct, for answers to their lovers' letters; nor did
any of them ever know that I was the secretary of the others. I have been
directed to chide, and even repulse, when an offense was either taken or
given, at the very time that the heart of the chider or repulser was open
before me, overflowing with esteem and affection, and the fair repulser, dread-
ing to be taken at her word, directing #zAss word or fkaf expression to be
softened or changed. One, highly gratified with her lover's fervor and vows
of everlasting love, has said when I have asked her direction: ¢I cannot
tell you what to write, but>—her heart on her lips— ¢you cannot write too
kindly.> All her fear was only lest she should incur slight for her kindness.»

Excellent training this, it will be seen, for the future novelist and
portrayer of the soul feminine. ¢Pamela,” which appeared in 1742,
can be recognized as the child of this youthful employ, and similar
experiences in maturity. It narrates the trials of a serving-maid of
that name, whose virtue is assailed by the son of the lady who em-
ploys her. Through a long series of temptations and efforts, includ-
ing an abduction, she refuses to yield; until finally, finding he can
get her in no other way, the quasi-hero condescends to marry her,
and is naively lauded by Richardson for the act. The novel’s sub-
title, ¢Virtue Rewarded,” expresses the author's feeling. Pamela's
hard-headed, practical valuation of her character as a purchasable
commodity, as well as the elegant rascality of the lover, give the
present-day reader a keen sense of the comparatively low state of
social morals in eighteenth-century England. But the story is full
of human interest; and one follows the long-suffering, and be it con-
fessed, long-winded Pamela, with genuine sympathy.

Having depicted the servant-girl type in his first story, Richardson
essayed in his second — ¢Clarissa, or the History of a Young Lady,’
which appeared half a dozen years later, in 1748 —to draw with equal
accuracy the young woman of gentility, also in sore straits through
the love-passion. Clarissa is seduced and ruined by Lovelace —who
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has given his name to the genus fine-gentleman profligate. Here
again, with certain allowances for the change in times and customs,
Richardson has succeeded in making a powerful tale, though a very
slow-moving one to the modern taste. The lachrymose dénouement
is an eighteenth-century prototype of a whole train of latter-day fic-
tion after it became fashionable to end a novel ill. In his final story,
¢The History of Sir Charles Grandison’ (1753), he turns from painting
heroines in order to limn a hero, with whom he most egregiously
fails. Sir Charles is an impossible prig and pattern-plate; the reader
cannot accept him as true, nor stomach him as in any wise admi-
rable. Surrounded by an adoring bevy of women, he struts about
like a turkey-cock, and is twice as ridiculous. In George Meredith’s
¢The Egoist.” Willoughby is Grandison, with the significant difference
that the later story-teller consciously satirizes the character, while
Richardson takes him in full seriousness. Of these three main works,
then, two are masterpieces when viewed in relation to their time
and the prior poor estate of English fiction. The third is a compara-
tive failure. All of them, it should be understood, are cast in the
epistolary form. Novels in the shape of letters have bred fast since,
and the device is now pretty well outworn; but in the middle of the
last century this way of telling a story had the charm of novelty.
It is a method lending itself well to Richardson’s leisurely, at times
tedious, gait.

Richardson’s popularity with the fair sex was immense after the
appearance of his novels; nor was this confined to one class. That
brilliant worldling, Lady Mary Wortley Montagu, testifies that the
chambermaids of all nations wept over Pamela; while ladies of
quality knelt sobbing at Richardson’s feet, begging him to spare
Clarissa. The situation is not without humor for us to-day; and
indeed the modern reader can afford to smile at the mawkish senti-
mentality and utilitarian morals of a book like ¢Pamela.” But the
story is epoch-making in English fiction. It does a new thing. A
girl of the lower class is painted at full length, as if she were worth
attention — painted sympathetically; and in this and the subsequent
stories the interest is made to depend upon the development of
character, rather than upon objective incident as in the case of De
Foe’s ‘Robinson Crusoe,” which came some twenty years earlier. In
this Richardson struck the modern note, and started the analytic
tendency, which has unceasingly dominated.the modern novel since
his day. Hence Richardson’s important place in the evolution of
fiction of our speech.

Again, it was in the spirit of parody and satire that Fielding,
his greater fellow novelist, began his career by writing ¢Joseph An-
drews’; so that Richardson, in a sense, may be regarded as inspiring
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the author of ¢Tom Jones.> The former's influence was felt largely
in foreign fiction, particularly in that of Germany and France.
Richardson’s ¢Life and Correspondence,” with a Memoir by Mrs. Bar-
bauld, appeared in 1804.

PAMELA IMMURED BY HER LOVER

From ¢Pamela’
THURSDAY.

HIS completes a terrible week since my setting out, as I hoped
T to see you, my dear father and mother.

My impatience was great to walk in the garden, to see
if anything had offered answerable to my hopes; but this wicked
Mrs. Jewkes would not let me go without her, and said she
was not at leisure. We had a great many words about it: I told
her it was very hard I could not be trusted to walk by myself
in the garden for a little air, but must be dogged and watched
worse than a thief.

“I remember,” said she, “your asking Mr. Williams if there
were any gentry in the neighborhood. This make me suspect
you want to go away to them, to tell your dismal story, as you
call it.”

“Why,” said I, “are you afraid I should confederate with
them to commit a robbery upon my master??”

“Maybe I am,” said she; “for to rob him of yourself would
be the worst that could happen to him, in his opinion.”

“And pray,” said I, walking on, “how came I to be his prop-
erty ? what right has he to me, but such as a thief may plead to
stolen goods?”

“Why, was ever the like heard!” says she. “This is down-
right rebellion, I protest! Well, well, lambkin” (which the fool-
ish woman often calls me), “if I was in his place, he should not
have his property in you so long questionable.”

“Why, what would you do,” said I, “if you were he?”

“Not stand shill-I shall-I, as he does, but put you and him-
self both out of pain.”

“Why, Jezebel,” said I (I could not help it), “would you ruin
me by force ?”

Upon this she gave me a deadly slap upon the shoulder.
“Take that,” said she: “whom do you call Jezebel?”
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I was so surprised (for you never beat me, my dear father and
mother, in your lives), that I was like one thunder-struck, and
looked round as if I wanted somebody to help me; but alas, I
had nobody! and said, rubbing my shoulder, “Is this also in
your instructions? Alas for me! am I to be beaten too?” And
so I fell a-crying, and threw myself upon the grass-walk we were
upon.

Said she in a great pet, “I won't be called such names,
I'll assure you. Marry come up! I see you have a spirit: you
must and shall be kept under. I'll manage such little provoking
things as you, I warrant ye! Come, come: we'll go indoors, and
I'll lock you up; you shall have no shoes, nor anything else, if
this be the case.”

I did not know what to do. This was a cruel thing to me: I
blamed myself for my free speech; for now I had given her some
pretense for severity, and had by my pertness ruined the only
project I had left.

The gardener saw the scene: but she called to him, “Well,
Jacob, what do you stare at? Pray mind what you are upon.”
And away he walked to another quarter, out of sight.

“Well,” thought I, “I must put on the dissembler a little, I
see.”

She took my hand roughly. “Come, get up,” said she, “and
come in a' doors. I'll Jezebel you, I will!”

“Why, dear Mrs. Jewkes—” said I.

“None of your dears and your coaxing,” said she: “why not
Jezebel again?”

She was in a passion, I saw; and I was out of my wits. I
have often heard women blamed for their tongues. I wished
mine had been shorter.

“But I can’t go in,” said I; “indeed I can’t.”

“Why,” said she, “can’t you? I'll warrant I can take such a
thin body as you under my arm, and carry you in, if you won't
walk. You don't know my strength.”

“Yes, but I do,” said I, “too well; and will you not use me
worse when I come in?” So I arose; and she muttered to herself
all the way,—she to be a Jezebel with me, that had used me so
well, and such like.

When I came near the house, I said, sitting down upon a
bench, “Well, I will not go in until you say you forgive me,
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Mrs. Jewkes. If you will forgive me calling you that name, I
will forgive your beating me.”

She sat down by me, and seemed in a great pucker, and said,
“Well, come, I will forgive you this time;” and so kissed me as
a mark of reconciliation.

“But pray,” said I, “tell me where I am to walk or go, and
give me what liberty you can; and when I know the most you
can favor me with, you shall see I will be as content as I can,
and not ask you for more.”

“Aye,” said she, “this is something like: I wish I could give
you all the liberty you desire; for you must think it no pleasure
to me to tie you to my petticoat, as it were, and not let you
stir without me. But people that will do their duties must have
some trouble; and what I do is to serve as good a master as
lives.”

“Yes,” said I, “to every one but me.”

“He loves you too well, to be sure,” said she; “that’s the
reason! so you ought to bear it. Come,” said she, “don’t let
the servant see you have been crying, nor tell her any tales;
for you won’t tell them fairly, I'm sure. I'll send her to
you, and you shall take another walk in the garden, if you will:
maybe it will get you a stomach for your dinner; for you don't
eat enough to keep life and soul together. You are a beauty to
the bone, or you could not look so well as you do, with so
little stomach, so little rest, and so much pining and whining
for nothing at all.”

“Well,” thought I, “say what thou wilt, so I can be rid of
thy bad tongue and company; and I hope to find some opportu-
nity now to come at my sunflower.” But I walked the other way
to take that in my return, to avoid suspicion.

I forced my discourse to the maid, but it was all upon gen-
eral things; for I found she is asked after everything I say or do.

When I came near the place, as I had been devising, I said,
“Pray step to the gardener, and ask him to gather a salad for
me to dinner.”

She called out, “Jacob!”

Said I, “He can’t hear you so far off: and pray tell him I
should like a cucumber too, if he has one.”

When she had stepped about a bowshot from me, I popt
down, and whipt my fingers under the upper tile; and pulled out
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a letter without direction, and thrust it into my bosom, trem-
bling for joy. She was with me before I could secure it; and I
was in such a taking that I feared I should discover myself.

“You seem frightened, madam,” said she.

“Why,” said I, with a lucky thought, (alas! your poor daugh-
ter will make an intriguer by-and-by; but I hope an innocent
one!) “I stooped to smell at the sunflower, and a great nasty
worm ran into the ground, that startled me; for I can’t abide
worms.”

Said she, “ Sunflowers don’t smell.”

“So I find,” I replied. And then we walked in.

Mrs. Jewkes said, “ Well, you have made haste now. You
shall go another time.”

I went to my closet, locked myself in, and opening my letter,
found in it these words:—

I am infinitely concerned in your distress. I most heartily wish it
may be in my power to serve and save so much innocence, beauty,
and merit. My whole dependence is upon Mr. B.,, and I have a near
view of being provided for by his favor to me. But yet I would
‘'sooner forfeit all my hopes in him (trusting to God for the rest) than
not assist you, if possible. I never looked upon Mr. B. in the light
he now appears in. I am entirely of opinion you should, if possible,
get out of his hands, and especially as you are in very bad ones in
Mrs. Jewkes's.

We have here the widow Lady Jones; mistress of a good fortune,
and a woman of virtue, I believe. We have also Sir Simon Darn-
ford, and his lady, who is a good woman; and they have two daugh-
ters, virtuous young ladies. All the rest are but middling people,
and traders, at best. I will try, if you please, either Lady Jones or
Lady Darnford, if they’ll permit you to take refuge with them. I see
no probability of keeping myself concealed in this matter, but will,
as I said, risk all things to serve you; for never saw I sweetness and
innocence like yours: your hard case has attached me entirely to
you; for I well know, as you so happily express, if I can serve you
in this case, I shall thereby perform all the acts of religion in one.

As to Lady Davers, I will convey a letter, if you please; but it
must not be from our post-house, I give you caution: for the man
owes all his bread to Mr. B., and his place too; and I believe, from
something that dropped from him over a can of ale, has his instruc-
tions. You don’t know how you are surrounded: all which confirms
me in your opinion that no honor is meant you, let what will be
professed; and I am glad you want no caution on that head.
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Give me leave to say, that I had heard much in your praise, but
I think greatly short of what you deserve, both as to person and
mind: my eyes convince me of the one, your letter of the other.
For fear of losing the present lucky opportunity, I am longer than
otherwise I should be. But I will not enlarge any further than to
assure you that I am, to the best of my power, your faithful friend

and servant,
ARTHUR WILLIAMS.

I will come once every morning, and once every evening, after
school-time, to look for your letters. I'll come in, and return with-
out going into the house if I see the coast clear; otherwise, to avoid
suspicion, I'll come in.

I instantly, in answer to this pleasing letter, wrote as fol-
lows: —

Reverend Sir:

Oh, how suited to your function and your character is your kind
letter! God bless you for it! I now think I am beginning to be
happy. I should be very sorry to have you suffer on my account;
but I hope it will be made up to you a hundredfold by that God
whom you so faithfully serve.

Any way you think best I shall be pleased with; for I know not
the persons, nor in what manner to apply to them.

I should think, sir, if either of these ladies would give me leave,
I might get out by favor of your key. As it is impossible, watched
as I am, to know when it can be, suppose, sir, you could get one
made by it, and put it the next opportunity under the sunflower.
If, sir, I had this key, I could, if these ladies would not shelter me,
run away anywhere: and if I was once out of the house, they could
have no pretense to force me in again; for I have done no harm,
and hope to make my story good to any impassionate body: by this
way you need not be known. Torture should not wring it from me,
I assure you. ’

I inclose you a letter of a deceitful wretch (for I can intrust you
with anything), poor John Arnold. Perhaps by his means something
may be discovered; for he seems willing to atone for his treach-
erv to me by the intimation of future services. I leave the hint to
you to improve upon. I am, Reverend Sir, your forever obliged and
faithful servant.

I hope, sir, by your favor, I could send a little packet now and
then to my poor father and mother. I have about five or six guin-
eas: shall I put half in your hands, to defray the charge of a man
and horse, or any other incidents?
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I am just come off from a walk in the garden, and have
deposited my letter: we took a turn in the garden to angle, as
Mrs. Jewkes had promised me. She baited the hook, I held it,
and soon hooked a lovely carp.

“I'll try my fortune,” said she, and took the rod.

“Do,” answered I; “and I will plant life, if I can, while you
are destroying it. I have some horse-beans, and will go and
stick them in one of the borders, to see how long they will be
coming up; and I will call them my garden.”

So you see, dear father and mother, that this furnishes me
with a good excuse to look after my garden another time; and
if the mold should look a little fresh, it won't be so much sus-
pected: she mistrusted nothing of this; and I went and stuck
in here and there my beans, for about the length of six yards,
on each side of the sunflower, and easily deposited my letter.
And not a little proud am I of this. Sure something will do at
last.

FRIDAY, SATURDAY.

I HAVE just now told of a trick of mine; now I'll tell you a
trick of this wicked woman’s.

She came up to me and said, “I have a bill I cannot change
till to-morrow, and a tradesman wants his money sadly; I don't
love to turn poor tradesmen away without their money: have
you any about you?”

“I have a little,” replied I: “how much will do?”

“Oh,” said she, “I want eight pounds.”

“Alack!” said I, “I have only between five and six.”

“Lend me that,” said she, “till to-morrow.”

I did so, and she went down-stairs; and when she came up,
she laughed and said, “Well, I have paid the tradesman.”

“I hope,” said I, “you’ll give it me to-morrow.”

At this she laughing said, “ To tell the truth, lambkin, I didn't
want it. I only feared your making bad use of it: and now I
can trust Nan with you a little oftener, especially as I have got
the key of your portmanteau; so that you can neither corrupt
her with money nor fine things.” ‘

And now I have not five shillings left to support me, if I
can get away. The more I think of this, the more I regret it,
and blame myself.
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This night the postman brought a letter for Mrs. Jewkes, .in
which one was inclosed for me; she brought it up to me, and
said, “Well, my good master don't forget us: he has sent you a
letter; and see what he writes to me.”

So she read that he hoped her fair charge was well, happy,
and contented. “Aye, to be sure,” said I, “I can’t but choose!”
That he did not doubt her care and kindness to me; that I was
dear to him, and she could not use me too well; and the like.
“There’s a master,” said she: “sure you will love and pray for
him!”

I desired her to read the rest. “No,” said she, “but I won’t.”
“Then,” said I, “are there any orders for taking my shoes away,
and for beating me?” “No,” said she, “nor about Jezebel nei-
ther.” “Well,” returned I, “I cry truce; for I have no mind to
be beat again.” “I thought,” said she, “we had forgiven one
another.”

My letter is as follows:—

My dear Pamela :

I begin to repent already that I have bound myself, by prom-
ise, not to see you till you give me leave; for I think the time very
tedious. Can you place so much confidence in me as to invite me
down? Assure yourself that your generosity shall not be thrown
away upon me. I would press this, as I am uneasy for your uneasi-
ness; for Mrs. Jewkes acquaints me that you take your restraint very
heavily, and neither eat, drink, nor rest well. I have too great an
interest in your health, not to wish to shorten the time of this trial;
which will be the consequence of my coming down to you. John too
has intimated to me your concern, with a grief that hardly gave him
leave for utterance,—a grief that a little alarmed my tenderness for
you. I will only say one thing: that if you will give me leave to
attend you at the hall (consider who it is that requests this from you
as a favor), I solemnly declare that you shall have cause to be pleased
with this obliging mark of your confidence and consideration for
me. If I find Mrs. Jewkes has not behaved to you with the respect
due to one I so tenderly love, I will put it entirely in your power to
discharge her the house, if you think proper; and Mrs. Jervis, or
who else you please, shall attend you in her place. This I say on a
hint John gave me, as if you resented something from that quarter.
Dearest Pamela, answer favorably this earnest request of one that can-
not live without you, and on whose honor to you, you may absolutely
depend; and so much the more, as you place a confidence in it. I
am, and assuredly ever will be, your faithful and affectionate, etc.
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You will be glad, I know, to hear that your father and mother
are well, and easy upon your last letter. That gave me a pleasure
I am resolved you shall not repent. Mrs. Jewkes will convey to me
your answer.

I but slightly read this letter for the present, to give way to
one I had hopes of finding by this time from Mr. Williams, I
took an evening turn, as I called it, in Mrs. Jewkes’'s company;
and walking by the place, I said, “Do you think, Mrs. Jewkes,
any of my beans can have struck since yesterday?”

She laughed and said, “You are a poor gardener, but I love
to see you divert yourself.” She passing on, I found my good
friend had provided for me; and slipping it in my bosom (for
her back was towards me) — “Here,” said I (having a bean in
my hand), “is one of them; but it has not stirred.” “No, to be
sure,” said she; and then turned upon me a most wicked jest,
unbecoming the mouth of a woman, about planting, etc. When
I came in I went to my closet, and read as follows:—

I am sorry to inform you that I have had a repulse from Lady
Jones. She is concerned at your case, she says, but don’t like to
make herself enemies.

I applied to Lady Darnford, and told, in the most pathetic manner,
your sad story, and showed her your more pathetic letter. I found
her well disposed: but she would advise with Sir Simon, who is
not a man of an extraordinary character for virtue; for he said to
his lady in my presence, “« Why, what is all this, my dear, but that
our neighbor has a mind to his mother’s waiting-maid! And if he
takes care she wants for nothing, I don't see any great injury will
be done to her. He hurts no family by this.” (So, my dear father
and mother, it seems poor people’s honesty is to go for nothing.)
“And I think, Mr. Williams, you of all men should not engage in
this affair, against your friend and patron.”

I have hinted your case to Mr. Peters, the minister of this parish;
but I am concerned to say that he imputed selfish views to me, as if
1 would make an interest in your affections by my zeal.

1 represented the different circumstances of your affair: that other
women lived evilly by their own consent; but to serve you was to
save an innocence that had but few examples. I then showed him
your letter.

He said it was prettily written; he was sorry for you; and that
your good intentions ought to be encouraged. «“But what,” said he,
“would you have me do, Mr. Williams?”»
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“Why, suppose, sir,” said I, “you give her shelter in your house
with your spouse and niece, till she can get to her friends?”

“What, and embroil myself with a man of Mr. B.’s power and
fortune? No! not I, I assure you.”

I am greatly concerned for you, I assure you; but am not dis-
couraged by this ill success, let what will come of it, if I can serve
you.

I don’t hear as yet that Mr. B. is coming. I am glad of your hint
as to that unhappy fellow John Arnold. Something perhaps will
strike out from that, which may be useful. As to your packets,
if you seal them up and lay them in the usual place, if you find it
not suspected, I will watch an opportunity to convey them; but if
they are large, you had best be very cautious. This evil woman, I
find, mistrusts me.

I have just heard that the gentleman is dying, whose living Mr.
B. has promised me. I have almost a scruple to take it, as I am
acting so contrary to his desire; but I hope he’ll one day thank me
for it.

I believe when we hear he is coming, it will be best to make use
of the key, which I shall soon procure you: I can borrow a horse for
you, to wait within half a mile of the back door, over the pasture,
and will contrive by myself, or somebody, to have you conducted
some miles distant, to one of the villages thereabouts; so don’t be
discomforted, I beseech you.

1 am, Mrs. Pamela, your faithful friend, etc.

I made a thousand sad reflections upon the former part of this
honest gentleman’s kind letter; and but for the hopes he gave
me at last, should have given up my case as quite desperate. I
then wrote to thank him most gratefully for his kind endeavors;
and that I would wait the happy event I might hope for from
his kind assistance in the key and the horse.

I had no time to take a copy of this letter, I was so watched.
But when I had it in my bosom I was easy. And so I went to
seck out Mrs. Jewkes, and told her I would hear her advice upon
the letter I had received from my master; which point of confi-
dence in her pleased her not a little.

“Aye,” said she, “now this is something like; and we’ll take
a turn in the garden, or where you please.” I pretended it was
indiffcrent to me; and so we walked into the garden.

I began to talk to her of the letter, but was far from acquaint-
ing her with all the contents; only that he wanted my consent
to come down, and hoped that she used me kindly, and the like.
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And I said, “Now, Mrs. Jewkes, let me have your advice as to
this.”

“Why then,” said she, “I will give it you freely: e'en send
for him to come down. It will highly oblige him, and I dare-
say you will fare the better for it.”

“Well,” said I, “I will write him a letter, because he expects
an answer, or maybe he will make a pretense to come down.
How can it go?” ¢“I'll take care of that,” said she: “it is in my
instructions.” “Aye,” thought I, “so I doubt, by the hint Mr.
Williams gave me about the post-house.”

I wrote to my master as follows: —

Honored Sir:

When I consider how easily you might have made me happy,
since all I desire is to be permitted to go to my poor father and
mother; when I reflect upon your former proposal to me in relation
to a certain person, not one word of which is now mentioned; and
upon my being in that strange manner run away with, and still
kept here a miserable prisoner, do you think, sir (pardon your poor
servant’s freedom: my fears make me bold),—do you think, I say,
that your general assurances of honor to me can have the effect
they ought to have? O good sir! I too much apprehend that your
notions of honor and mine are very different from one another; I
have no other hope but in your continual absence. If you have any
proposals to make me that are consistent with your honorable profes-
sions, in my humble sense of the word, a few lines will communicate
them to me, and I will return such an answer as befits me.

Whatever rashness you may impute to me, I cannot help it; but I
wish I may not be forced upon any that otherwise would not enter
my thoughts. Forgive, sir, my plainness; I should be loth to behave
to my master unbecomingly: but I must say, sir, my innocence is so
dear to me that all other considerations must be dispensed with. If
you mean honorably, why should you not let me know it plainly?
Why, sir, I humbly ask, why all this if you mean honorably? It is
not for me to expostulate too freely with you, sir, so greatly my
superior. Pardon me, I hope you will; but as.to seeing you, I cannot
bear the dreadful apprehension. Whatever you have to propose to
me, whatever you intend, let my assent be that of a free person, and
not of a sordid slave, who is to be threatened and frightened into a
compliance with measures which your conduct seems to imply. My
restraint is hard upon me; I am very uneasy under it. Shorten it,
I beseech you, or— But I will dare to say no more than that I am
your greatly oppressed, unhappy servant.
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After I had taken a copy of this, I folded it up: and Mrs.
Jewkes coming just as I had done, sat down by me; and said,
when she saw me directing it, “I wish you would tell me if you
have taken my advice, and consented to my master’s coming
down.”

“If it will oblige you,” said I, “I will read it to you.”

“That’s good,” said she; “then I'll love you dearly.”

Said I, “Then you must not offer to alter one word.”

“I won’t,” replied she.

So I read it to her. She praised me much for my wording
of it; but said she thought I pushed the matter very close, and
it would better bear talking than writing about. She wanted an
explanation or two about a certain person; but I said she must
take it as she heard it.

“Well, well,” said she, “I make no doubt you understand one
another, and will do so more and more.”

I sealed up the letter, and she undertook to convey it.

MISS BYRON'S RESCUE FROM ABDUCTION, BY SIR CHARLES
GRANDISON

RELATED IN A LETTER FROM Miss BYRON To HER FRIEND Miss SELBY

From ¢Sir Charles Grandison?

s THE chariot drove by houses, I cried out for help. But
A under pretense of preventing my taking cold, Sir Hargrave
tied a handkerchief over my face, head, and mouth, having
first muffled me up in the cloak; and with his right arm thrown
round me, kept me fast on the seat: and except that now and
then my struggling head gave me a little opening, I was blinded.
On the road, just after I had screamed, and made another
effort to get my hands free, I heard voices; and immediately the
chariot stopped. Then how my heart was filled with hope! But
alas! it was momentary. I heard one of his men say, “The
best of husbands, I assure you, sir; and she is the worst of
wives.” I screamed again. “Aye, scream and be d—d! Poor
gentleman, I pity him with all my heart.” And immediately the
coachman drove on again. The vile wretch laughed.
I was ready to faint several times. I begged for air; and
when we were in an open road, and I suppose there was nobody
in sight he vouchsafed to pull down the blinding handkerchief,
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but kept it over my mouth; so that, except now and then that I
struggled it aside with my head (and my neck is very stiff with
my efforts to free my face), I could only make a murmuring
kind of noise. The curtain of the fore-glass was pulled down,
and generally the canvas on both sides drawn up. But I was
sure to be made acquainted when we came near houses, by his
care again to blind and stifle me up. A little before we were
met by my deliverer, I had, by getting one hand free, unmuffled
myself so far as to see (as I had guessed once or twice before
by the stone pavements) that we were going through a town:
and then I again vehemently screamed; but he had the cruelty
to thrust a handkerchief into my mouth, so that I was almost
strangled, and my mouth was hurt, and is still sore.

At one place the chariot drove out of the road, over rough
ways and little hillocks, as I thought, by its rocking; and then,
it stopping, he let go my hands and endeavored to soothe me.
He begged I would be pacified; and offered, if I would for-
bear crying out for help, to leave my eyes unmuffled all the rest
of the way. But I would not, I told him, give such a sanction
to his barbarous violence. On the chariot’s stopping, one of his
men came up, and put a handkerchief into his master’s hands,
in which were some cakes and sweetmeats, and gave him also
a bottle of sack, with a glass. Sir Hargrave was very urgent
with me to take some of the sweetmeats and to drink a glass of
the wine; but I had neither stomach nor will to touch either.
He eat himself very cordially. God forgive me! I wished in
my heart there were pins &nd needles in every bit he put into
his mouth. He drank two glasses of the wine. Again he urged
me. I said I hoped I had eat and drank my last.

I saw that I was upon a large, wild, heath-like place, between
two roads, as it seemed. I asked nothing about my journey’s
end. All I had to hope for as to an escape (though then I began
to despair of it) was upon the road, or in some town. My jour-
ney's end, I knew, must be the beginning of new trials; for I
was resolved to suffer death rather than to marry him.

The chariot had not many minutes got into the great road
again, over the like rough and sometimes plashy ground, when
it stopped on a dispute between the coachman and the coachman
of another chariot-and-six, as it proved. Sir Hargrave looked
out of his chariot to see the occasion of this stop; and -then I
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found means to disengage one hand. I heard a gentleman'’s
voice directing his own coachman to give way. I then pushed
up the handkerchief with my disengaged hand from my mouth,
and pulled it down from over my eyes, and cried out for help—
“Help, for God's sake!”

A man’s voice (it was my deliverer's, as it happily proved) bid
Sir Hargrave’s coachman proceed at his peril. Sir Hargrave, with
terrible oaths and curses, ordered him to proceed, and to drive
through all opposition. ‘

The gentleman called Sir Hargrave by his name, and charged
him with being upon a bad design. The vile wretch said he had
only secured a runaway wife, eloped to, and intending to elope
from, a masquerade, to her adulterer: [horrid!] He put aside
the cloak, and appealed to my dress. The gentleman would not
be satisfied with Sir Hargrave's story. He would speak to e,
and asked me, with an air that promised deliverance, if I were
Sir Hargrave's wife?

“No, no, no, no!” I could only say.

For my own part, I could have no scruple, distressed as I
was, and made desperate, to throw myself into the protection,
and even into the arms, of my deliverer, though a very fine
young gentleman. But you may better conceive than I can
express the terror I was in when Sir Hargrave drew his sword
and pushed at the gentleman, with such words as denoted (for I
could not look that way) he had done him mischief. But when I
found my oppressor pulled out of the chariot by the brave, the
gallant man (which was done with such force as made the chariot
rock), and my protector safe, I was as near fainting with joy as
before I had been with terror. I had shaken off the cloak, and
untied the handkerchief. He carried me in his arms (I could
not walk) to his own chariot. I heard Sir Hargrave curse, swear,
and threaten. I was glad, however, he was not dead.

“Mind him not, madam-—fear him not!” said Sir Charles
Grandison. [You know his noble name, my Lucy.] “Coachman,
drive not over your master: take care of your master!” or
some such words he said, as he lifted me into his own chariot.
He just surveyed, as it were, the spot, and bid a servant let Sir
Hargrave know who he was; and then came back to me. He
ordered his coachman to drive back to Colnebrook. In accents
of kindness he told me that he had there at present the most
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virtuous and prudent of sisters, to whose care he would commit
me, and then proceed on his journey to town.

How irresistibly welcome to me was his supporting arm,
thrown round me, as we few back, compared to that of the vile
Sir Hargrave! Mr. Reeves has given you an account from the
angelic sister. O my Lucy, they are a pair of angels! I have
written a long, long letter, or rather five letters in one, of my
distresses, of my deliverance; and when my heart is stronger I
will say more of the persons, as well as minds, of this excellent
brother and sister. . :

Just now I have received a congratulatory packet of letters.

And so you expect the particular character and description of
the persons of this more than amiable brother and sister? Need
you to have told me that you do? And could you think that
after having wasted so many quires of paper in giving you the
characters of people, many of whom deserved not to be drawn
out from the common crowd of mortals, I would forbear to give
you those of persons who adorn the age in which they live, and
even human nature?

You don’t question, you say, if I begin in their praises, but
my gratitude will make me write in a swbdlime style; and are
ready, you promise me, to take, with allowance, all the fine
things from me which Mr. Reeves has already taught you to
expect.

Which shall I begin with? You will have a sharp lookout
upon me, you say. Ah, my Lucy! I know what you mean. And
so, if I begin with the character of the brother, then you will
join with my uncle, shake your head, and cry, “Ah, my Har-
riet!” If I begin with the sister, will you not say that I save
my choicest subject for the last? How difficult is it to avoid
censure, when there is a resolution taken to be censorious!

Miss Grandison — Yes, my volant, my self-conducted quill,
begin with the sister, say my Lucy what she pleases: —

Miss Grandison is about twenty-four; of a fine stature. She
has dignity in her aspect, and a very penetrating black eye, with
which she does what she pleases. Her hair is black, very fine,
and naturally curls. She is not fair; but her complexion is deli-
cate and clear, and promises a long duration to her loveliness.
Her features are generally regular; her nose is a little aquiline;
but that is so far from being a blemish, that it gives a kind of

majesty to her other features. Her teeth are white and even,
XX1—766
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her mouth is perfectly lovely, and a modest archness appears in
her smiles that makes one both love and fear her, when she
begins to speak. She is finely shaped; and in her air and whole
appearance, perfectly genteel.

She has charming spirits. I daresay she sings well, from the
airs she now and then warbles in the gayety of her heart. She is
very polite; yet has a vein of raillery, that were she 7oz polite,
would give one too much apprehension for one’s ease: but I am
sure she is frank, easy, and good-humored. She says she has but
lately taken a very great liking to reading.' She pretends that
she was too volatile, too gay, too airy, to be confined to sedentary
amusements. Her father, however, according to the genteelest
and most laudable modern education for women, had given her
a master who taught her history and geography, in both which
she acknowledges she made some progress. In music she owns
she has skill: but I am told by her maid, who attended me by
her young lady’s direction, and who delights to praise her mis-
tress, that she reads and speaks French and Italian; that she
writes finely; and is greatly admired for her wit, prudence, and
obligingness. “ Nobody,” said Jenny (who is a sensible young
woman, a clergyman’s daughter, well educated, and very obliging),
“can stand against her good-natured raillery.” Her brother, she
says, is not spared; but he takes delight in her vivacity, and gives
way to it, when it is easy to see that he could take her down if
he pleased. “And then,” added this good young woman, “she is
an excellent manager in a family, finely as she is educated. She
knows everything, and how to direct what should be done, from
the private family dinner to a sumptuous entertainment; and
every day inspects, and approves or alters, the bill of fare.” By
the way, my Lucy, she is an early riser—do you mind that?—
and so can do everything with ease, pleasure, and without hurry
and confusion; for all her servants are early risers of course.

Yet this fine lady loves to go to the public places; and often
goes, and makes a brilliant figure there. She has time for them,
and earns her pleasures by her early rising. Miss Grandison,
Jenny tells me, has two humble servants: [I wonder she has not
two-and-twenty!] one is Sir Walter Watkins, a man of a large
estate in Somersetshire; the other is Lord G., son of the Earl
of G.: but neither of them highly approved by her; yet, Jenny
says, they are both of them handsome men, and admired by the
ladies. This makes me afraid that they are modern men, and
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pay their court by the exterior appearance, rather than by inte-
rior worth. Who, my Lucy, that has heard what my late grand-
father has said, and my grandmamma still says, of the men in
their youthful days, will not say that we have our lots cast in
an age of petit maitres and insignificants? Such an amiable
woman is Miss Charlotte Grandison.— May I be found, on further
acquaintance, but half as lovely in her eyes as she is in mine!

But now for her brother — my deliverer!

Sir Charles Grandison, in his person, is really a very fine
man. He is tall, rather slender than full; his face, in shape, is a
fine oval; he seems to have florid health—health confirmed by
exercise. His complexion seems to have been naturally too fine
for a man: but as if he were above being regardful of it, his
face is overspread with a manly sunniness [I want a word], that
shows he has been in warmer climates than England; and so it
seems he has, since the tour of Europe has not contented him.
He has visited some parts of Asia, and even of Africa, Egypt
particularly.

I wonder what business a maz has for such fine teeth and for
so fine a mouth as Sir Charles Grandison might boast of, were
he vain.

In his aspect there is something great and noble, that shows
him to be of rank. Were kings to be chosen for beauty and
majesty of person, Sir Charles Grandison would have few com-
petitors. His eye —indeed, my Lucy, his eye shows, if possible,
more of sparkling intelligence than that of his sister.

Now pray be quiet, my dear Uncle Selby! What is beauty
in a man to me? You all know that I never thought beauty a
qualification in a man. And yet, this grandeur in his person and
air is accompanied with so much ease and freedom of manners,
as engages one’s love with one's reverence. His good breeding
renders him very accessible. In a word, he has such an easy
yet manly politeness, as well in his dress as in his address, that
were he no! a fine figure of a man, but were even plain and
hard-featured, he would be thought very agreeable.

Sir Charles Grandison, my dear, has traveled, we may say, to
some purpose. Well might his sister tell Mr. Reeves that when-
ever he married he would break half a score hearts.

The good sense of this real fine gentleman is nct, as I can
find, rusted over by sourness, by moroseness: he is above quarrel-
ing with the world for trifles; but he is still more above making
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such compliances with it as would impeach either his honor or
conscience. Once Miss Grandison, speaking of her brother, said:
“My brother is valued by those who know him best, not so
much for being a handsome man, not so much for his birth and
fortune, nor for this or that single worthiness, as for being, in
the great and yet comprehensive sense of the word, a good man.”
And at another time she said that he lived to himself, and to
his own heart; and though he had the happiness to please every-
body, yet he made the judgment or approbation of the world,
matter but of second consideration. “In a word,” added she,
“Sir Charles Grandison, my érotker® (and when she looks proud,
it is when she says my brother), “is not to be misled either by
false glory or false shame, which he calls the great snares of
virtue.”
" But let me tell you, my dear, that Sir Charles does not /Jook
to be so great a self-denier as his sister seems to think him
when she says he lives to himself, and to his own heart, rather
than to the opinion of the world. He dresses to the fashion;
rather richly, ’tis true, than gaudily, but still richly: so that he
gives his fine person its full consideration. He has a great deal
of vivacity in his whole aspect, as well as in his eye. Mrs.
Jenny says that he is a great admirer of handsome women. His
equipage is perfectly in taste, though not so much to the glare
of taste, as if he aimed either to inspire or show emulation. He
seldom travels without a set, and suitable attendants; and (what
I think seems a little to savor of singularity) his horses are not
docked; their tails are only tied up when they are on the road.
This I took notice of when we came to town. But if he be of
opinion that the tails of these noble animals are not only a nat-
ural ornament, but are of real use to defend them from the vex-
atious insects that in summer are so apt to annoy them (as Jenny
just now told me was thought to be his reason for not depriving
his cattle of a defense which nature gave them), how far from
a dispraise is this humane consideration! And how, in the more
minute as well as (we may suppose) in the greater instances, does
he deserve the character of the man of mercy, who will be mer-
ciful to his beast!

Do you wonder, Lucy, that I cannot hold up my head, when
I recollect the figure I must make in that odious masquerade
habit, hanging by my clasping arms about the neck of such a
gentleman? Can I be more effectually humbled than by such a
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recollection? Surely, surely, I have /%ad my punishment for my
compliances with this foolish world. '

But now, I think, something offers of blame in the character
of this almost faultless man, as his sister and her Jenny repre-
sent him to be. I cannot think, from a hint given by Miss
Grandison, that he is quite so frank and so unreserved as his
sister is. “As for my brother,” said she, “he winds one about
and about, yet seems not to have more -curiosity than one
would wish him to have. Led on by his smiling benignity, and
fond of his attention to my prattle, I have caught myself in the
midst of a tale of which I intended not to tell him one syllable.
¢O Sir Charles! where am I got?’> have I said, and suddenly
stopped.— ‘Proceed, my Charlotte! No reserves to your nearest
friend.> Yet he has /4ss; and I have winded and winded about
him, as he has done about me, but all to no purpose.”

Now this reserve to such a sister, and in points that she
thinks it imports her to know, is what I do not like in Sir
Charles.

His sister, who cannot think he has one fault, excuses him,
and says that her brother has no other view in drawing her on
to reveal her own heart but the better to know how to serve
and oblige her. But then, might not the same thing be said in
behalf of the curiosity of so generous a sister?

Sir Charles has seen more of the world, it may be said, than
his sister has: he has traveled. But is not human nature the
same in every country, allowing for only different customs? Do
not love, hatred, anger, malice,—a// the passions in short, good
or bad,—show themselves by like effects in the faces, hearts,
and actions of the people of every country? And let men make
ever such strong pretensions to knowledge from their far-fetched
and dear-bought experience, cannot a penetrating spirit learn as
much from the passion of a Sir Hargrave Pollexfen in England,
as it could from a man of the same or the like ill qualities in
Spain, in France, or in Italy?

If T am allowed to be so happy as to cultivate this desir-
able acquaintance, then will I closely watch every step of this
excellent man, in hope, however, to find him as perfect as report
declares him, that I may fearlessly make him my theme, as I
shall delight to make his sister my example. And if I were to
find any considerable faults in him, never fear, my dear, but my
gratitude will enlarge my charity in his favor. But I shall, at
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the same time, arm my heart with those remembered failings,
lest my gratitude should endanger it, and make me a hopeless
fool.

I have not said one half of what I intended to say of this
extraordinary man. But having imagined, from the equal love I
have to his admirable sister, that I had found something to blame
him for, my impartiality has carried me out of my path; and
I know not how to recover it, without going a great way back.
Let, thercfore, what I have further to say mingle in with my
future narratives, as new occasions call it forth. But yet I will
not suffer any other subject to interfere with that which fills my
heart with the praises, the due praises, of this worthy brother and
sister, to which I intended to consecrate this rambling and very
imperfect letter; and which here I will conclude, with assurances
of duty, love, and gratitude, where so much is due from your

HARRIET ByRON.
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JEAN PAUL RICHTER

(1763-1825)
BY E. P. EVANS

lif .‘iﬁ EAN PauL FRIEDRICH RICHTER was born as the “twin brother
of spring,” on March 21st, 1763, at Wunsiedel, a little town
of the Fichtelgebirge in the principality of Bayreuth, where
his father was assistant schoolmaster and organist. His mother,
Sophie Rosina, was the daughter of a clothier, Johann Paul Kuhn,
who plied his trade in Hof, an important manufacturing centre situ-
ated on a spur of the above-mentioned pine-clad range of mountains.
On the next day after his birth the child was baptized. He had
for his sponsors the maternal grandfather aforenamed, and a book-
binder, Johann Friedrich Thieme; the infant was therefore burdened
at the font with a compound of both their names,—the first of
which he translated some years later into French, out of admiration
for Jean Jacques Rousseau.

When the babe was scarcely five months old, he was taken to the
death-bed of his grandfather Johann Richter, rector or head master of
the school at Neustadt on the Kulm, in the Upper Palatinate. The
dying man, like Jacob of old, laid his hand on the child and blessed
him. The event left a strong impression, not so much in the actual
occurrence as in the repeated relation of it by his father in after
years. “Pious grandfather,” exclaims Jean Paul in his autobiography,
“often have I thought of thy hand, blessing as it grew cold, when
fate led me out of dark hours into brighter; and I can already hold
fast to the belief in thy blessing in this world, penetrated, ruled, and
animated as it is by miracles and spirits.”

In the second year of his age his father became pastor of the_
church in Joditz, a village not far from Hof, and situated in a charm-
ing region on the Saale; where the boy passed his earliest and most
impressionable years in idyllic surroundings, and cultivated that in-
nate delicacy of feeling for the beauties of nature which finds such
warm and wonderfully original expression in the writings of the
man. Unfortunately his entire education at this period was con-
ducted at home by his father in a desultory and very disadvantageous
way, with no inkling of the pedagogical method which Pestalozzi was
just then putting into practice with the charity-children of Ziirich.
The good pastor pursued the old preceptorial system of mechanically
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memorizing Biblical texts and catechistical doctrines, alternating with
long lists of Latin words and grammatical rules, without any expla-
nation,—a form of instruction called “learning by heart,” but con-'
tributing little or nothing to the development of either heart or head.
History, natural science, geography, arithmetic, astronomy, and even
a branch of knowledge so elementary and useful as orthography,
were utterly neglected; music too, in which the father was quite
accomplished, and for which the son showed decided taste and tal-
ent, found no place in this pietistic and pedantic programme. Oases
in the pedagogical desert were occasional opportunities of reading
by stealth in his father’s library; and the eagerness with which he
devoured the dry theological tomes— whose contents, as he con-
fesses, were wholly unintelligible to him—is pathetic proof of his
inborn and insatiable love of letters. It was only after his father
was promoted to the more important pastorate of Schwarzenbach
in 1776, that the youngster of thirteen was sent to school; where
he received systematic instruction from the kind-hearted and clear-
headed Rector Werner, and above all, had access to books that were
books,— poems, romances, and other products of polite literature,
historical works, philosophical treatises, and a casual volume of con-
troversial divinity, which seems to have attracted him in proportion
as it “leaned to the heterodox side.” Three years later he was
sent to the gymnasium at Hof, and in 1781 matriculated as a student
of theology in the University of Leipsic.

Meanwhile the death of his father on April 15th, 1779, had not
only cut off all financial supplies from home, but also reduced the
family to extreme poverty, and caused the widowed mother to look
to him as her only strength and stay. Ofttimes he was on the verge
of starvation, without either money or credit for a loaf of bread, a
bowl of milk, or new soles to his boots; but he struggled on manfully
and cheerfully and overcame all adversities. Hardships arising from
this~ source could not depress a man who was convinced that as a
rule, “ wealth weighs heavier than poverty on talent.” The choice
of theology as a profession —which may have been determined by
family influences, but certainly accorded with his deeply religious
nature — grew somewhat distasteful to him even during his prepara-
tory course of study at Hof, and was wholly abandoned soon after he
entered the University, where, as he states, the academical atmo-
sphere was impregnated with religious skepticism, and “most of the
professors and nearly all the students had a leaning to heterodoxy.”
Thus he wrote in one of his letters to Pastor Vogel:—

«I am no longer a theologian, and do not pursue any science ex
professo: indeed, none of them have any attraction for me except so
far as they bear upon my literary work; even philosophy is now
indifferent to me, since I doubt everything.”
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The literary work here referred to was the series of satirical
sketches entitled ¢Gronlindische Processe’ (Greenland Lawsuits),
published in two parts in 1783-4. It is a rather unripe production;
somewhat in the manner of Hippel's ¢ Lebensldufe,” but with a deli-
cate vein of sentiment and genuine humor in it reminding the reader
occasionally of Sterne. Unhappily his exuberant fancy runs riot: the
quaintest conceits are clothed in forced and far-fetched similitudes,
often inextricably mixed; one metaphor gives birth to a dozen; and
the whole living mass, composed of parts without organic connection,
holds together like a mother-opossum and her young by intertwist-
ing their tails. Nevertheless it was a remarkable performance for a
youth of nineteen; rich in promise, and full of deep meanings half
hidden from the hasty reader under a grotesque style.

Of a like character, though rather more mature and therefore less
extravagant, are ‘Auswahl aus des Teufels Papieren’ (Selection from
the Devil's Papers: 1788), and ¢Biographische Belustigungen unter
der Gehirnschale einer Riesin’ (Biographical Diversions under the
Brain-pan of a Giantess: 1796). But these works did not suit the
public taste, and brought neither fame nor pecuniary returns to the
author; who in 1784 was obliged to flee from Leipsic, as Lessing had
done thirty-six years before, in order to avoid the debtor’s prison.
It may be proper to add that in both cases the creditors, thus con-
strained to possess their souls with patience, received their own
with usury in due time. Meanwhile Jean Paul earned his daily food
as private tutor; but although devoting himself conscientiously and
lovingly to the training of his pupils, gave his best energies to the
more congenial task of “bringing up his own children,” —namely,
to the writing of books. The first of this literary progeny that
excited favorable attention, and was thought to do credit to him,
was ‘Die Unsichtbare Loge’ (The Invisible Lodge), which appeared
in two volumes in 1793, and bore the secondary title of ¢ Muminies.®
From a purely artistic point of view this novel, in which the influ-
ence of Rousseau is clearly perceptible, is a failure. Jean Paul him-
self speaks of it as “a born ruin,” —a quite characteristic example
of mixed metaphor (for ruins, unlike poets, are not born, but made),
though sufficiently expressive of the fact that the work not only
remained unfinished, but was positively unfinishable. The course of
the narration is constantly obstructed, diverted, and covered up by
the masses of miscellaneous matter which are dumped into it, and
borne along by the current until they take shape as a luxuriant and
labyrinthian delta of reflections on all sorts of topics, in which the
stream is at last wholly lost to view. If in its structure it is a chaos
“without form,” it is in its substance by no means “void.” It is
also important as a turning-point in the career of the author, who
was not only warmly praised by the critics, but received a still more
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welcome recognition from the publisher in the form of a hundred
ducats.

It was doubtless due in a great measure to this encouragement,
that a more cheerful and less sardonic tone prevails in his next
novel, ‘Hesperus’ (1794), as well as in most of his subsequent writ-
ings: ‘Leben des Quintus Fixlein’> (Life of Quintus Fixlein: 1796);
¢Blumen-, Frucht-, und Dornenstiicke; oder, Ehestand, Tod, und Hoch-
zeit des Armenadvocaten Siebenkids’ (Flower, Fruit, and Thorn Pieces;
or, Wedded Life, Death, and Nuptials of the Poor Man’'s Advocate
Siebenkis: 1796-7); ‘Das Kampaner Thal; oder, Uber die Unsterblich-
keit der Seele’ (The Campan Valley; or, On the Immortality of the
Soul: 1797); ¢Titan’ (1800-3); ¢Flegeljahre’> (Wild Oats: 1804-5); ¢Dr.
Katzenbergers Badereise’ (Dr. Katzenberger’s Journey to the Bath:
1809); ‘Der Feldpredigers Schmelzles Reise nach Fliz’> (Chaplain
Schmelzle’s Journey to Fldz: 18o9); ¢Leben Fibels’> (Life of Fibel:
1812); and ¢‘Der Komet; oder, Nikolaus Marggraf’> (The Comet; or,
Nicholas Marggraf: 1820-2). To these titles, which comprise his prin-
cipal works, may be added ¢Die Vorschule der Aesthetik’ (Introduc-
tion to Zsthetics: 1804); ‘Levana; oder, Erziehungslehre’ (Levana;
or, Theory of Education: 1807); and ¢Selina; oder, Uber die Unster-
blichkeit’> (Selina; or, On the Immortality of the Soul). The last-
mentioned discourse on his favorite theme was left unfinished at the
time of his death on November 14th, 1825, and borne on his bier to
the grave, but was not published till two years later.

To complete the account of Richter’s outer life, it may be added
that after the death in 1797 of his mother, whose last years were
cheered and made comfortable by his literary success, he lived for a
time in Leipsic and Weimar, and then went to Berlin, where in 1801
he found a highly cultivated and thoroughly congenial wife in Caro-
line Mayer, the daughter of a Prussian privy-councilor. In 1804 he
settled permanently in Bayreuth; and four years later the Archbishop
and Prince Primate von Dalberg granted him a pension of one thou-
sand florins, which after the dissolution of the Confederation of the
Rhine in 1813 continued to be paid by the King of Bavaria. Titu-
lar honors were also bestowed upon him: he was made Legations-
rath (Councilor of Legation) by the Duke of Saxe-Hildburghausen;
in 1817 he received the honorary degree of Doctor of Philosophy
from the University of Heidelberg; and was chosen a member of the
Bavarian Academy of Sciences in 1820.

Richter’s best and most brilliant works of fiction are ¢Hespe-
rus,> ¢Titan,> ¢‘Quintus Fixlein,” ¢Flegeljahre,” and ¢Siebenkis.” He
himself seems to have thought most highly of ¢Flegeljahre’; but
the critical reader of to-day will probably give the preference to
¢Fixlein’> and ¢Siebenkds.” The permanent value of these products
of the imagination, as well as of his so-called scientific writings,—
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¢Introduction to ZEsthetics,” ‘Levana,” and ¢Selina,”>—lies less in
their symmetry and unity as artistic creations (in which respects
they are woefully deficient) than in the wealth of isolated thoughts,
aphoristic utterances, and original conceits which they contain. Even
in Germany the dust on the sixty-five volumes of his ¢Complete
Works,? issued shortly after his death, is nowadays seldom disturbed.
It is only in anthologies that he is read or can be really enjoyed
by the present generation. Even his humor, which is his one precious
quality, is apt to cloy through excess of sensibility running over into
sentimentality. It is also difficult to find a passage of considerable
length in which his metaphors do not halt, and to use his own com-
parison, go limping along like an actor with a buskin on one foot
and a sock on the other. The meaning, too, is apt to be obscured
by unintelligibie allusions; a peculiarity due in part to his lifelong
habit of keeping a commonplace-book, which gradually grew into
numerous volumes, and was filled with notes and excerpts, curious
facts and fancies, serving as material for illustration, and suggesting
tropes overstrained and incomprehensible to the general reader without
a special commentary. Indeed, as early as 1808, the Hamburg pub-
licist Carl William Reinhold deemed it necessary to prepare a dic-
tionary explaining Richter’s strange modes of speech, and rendering
the more difficult passages into plain German for the benefit of his
own countrymen and contemporaries. In this respect he is the very
antithesis of Lessing, whose thoughts are simply and strongly ex-
pressed, and need no exegetical apparatus to make them understood.

But with all these defects as an artist, Richter was an original
thinker, a keen but kind-hearted humorist, a genuine poet, and a
noble man. Of the German romanticists he was unquestionably the
healthiest; or rather the least “tainted in his wits.” However much
he may love to peer into graves and charnels, and to weep over the
wrongs and miseries of human life, his melancholy is “a most
humorous sadness”; the wormwood and the gall of cynicism are not
the ingredients of his satire, and in his bosom there beats a stout,
warm, cheerful heart, with no drop of misanthropic bitterness in it.
He studied men and nature through a microscopic lens, and thus
discovered a world of wonders where the common eye saw nothing.
Owing to the circumstances of his youth, the sphere of his observa-
tion of social phenomena was limited, but his vision exceedingly sharp
within this narrow range. His one point of firm footing on the
earth was his genuine sympathy with the joys and sorrows of the
common people, the sufferings and sacrifices of the poor; and here-

in lay his strength.
5 . .7’. Mﬂ
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EXTRA LEAF ON CONSOLATION

From ¢Flower, Fruit, and Thorn Pieces’

TIME will come — that is, must come — when we shall be com-
manded by morality not only to cease tormenting others,
but also ourselves. A time must come when man, even on

earth, shall wipe away most of his tears, were it only from pride.

Nature indeed draws tears out of the eyes, and sighs out of
the breast, so quickly that the wise man can never wholly lay
aside the garb of mourning from his body; but let his soul wear
none. For as it is ever a merit to bear a small suffering
with cheerfulness, so must the calm and patient endurance of the
worst be a merit, and will only differ in being a greater one;
as the same reason which is valid for the forgiveness of small
injuries is equally valid for the forgiveness of the greatest.

The first thing that we have to contend against and despise,
in sorrow as in anger, is its poisonous, enervating sweetness,
which we are so loath to exchange for the labor of consoling
ourselves, and to drive away by the effort of reason.

We must not exact of philosophy, that with one stroke of the
pen it shall reverse the transformation of Rubens, who with one
stroke of his brush changed a laughing child into a weeping one.
It is enough if it change the full mourning of the soul into half-
mourning; it is enough if I can say to myself,—1I will be con-
tent to endure the sorrow that philosophy has left me: without
it, it would be greater, and the gnat’s bite would be a wasp's
sting.

Even physical pain shoots its sparks upon us out of the elec-
trical condenser of the imagination. We could endure the most
acute pangs calmly, if they only lasted the sixtieth part of a
second; but in fact we never have to endure an hour of pain,
but only a succession of the sixtieth parts of a second, the sixty
beams of which are collected into the burning focus of a second,
and directed upon our nerves by the imagination alone. The
most painful part of our bodily pain is that which is bodiless or
immaterial,—namely, our impatience, and the delusion that it will
last forever.

There is many a loss over which we all know for certain that
we shall no longer grieve in twenty —ten —two years. Why do
we not say to ourselves,—I will at once then, to-day, throw
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away an opinion which I shall abandon in twenty years? Why
should I be able to abandon errors of twenty years’ standing,.and
not of twenty hours?

When I awake from a dream which has painted an Otaheite
for me on the dark ground of the night, and find the flowery
land melted away, I scarcely sigh, thinking to myself, “It was
only a dream.” Why is it that if I had really possessed this
island while awake, and it had been swallowed up by an earth-
quake,—why is it that I do not then exclaim, “The island was
only a dream”? Wherefore am I more inconsolable at the loss
of a longer dream than at the loss of a shorter,—for that is
the difference; and why does man find a great loss less prob-
able, and less a matter of necessity when it occurs, than a small
one?

The reason is, that every sentiment and every emotion is
mad, and exacts and builds its own world. A man can vex him-
self that it is already, or only, twelve o’clock. What folly! The
mood not only exacts its own world, its own individual conscious-
ness, but its own time. I beg every one to let his passions, for
once, speak out plainly within himself, and to probe and question
them to the bottom, as to what they really desire. He will be
terror-struck at the enormity of these hitherto only half-muttered
wishes. Anger wishes that all mankind had only one neck; love,
that it had only one heart; grief, two tear-glands; pride, two bent

knees.
Translation by Edward Henry Noel.

THE NEW-YEAR’S NIGHT OF A MISERABLE MAN

N THE lone stillness of the New-Year’s night
l An old man at his window stood, and turned
His dim eyes to the firmament, where, bright
And pure, a million rolling planets burned,—
And then down on the earth all cold and white,
And felt that moment that of all who mourned
And groaned upon its bosom, none there were
With his deep wretchedness and great despair.

For near him lay his grave,—hidden from view
Not by the flowers of youth, but by the snows

Of age alone. In torturing thought he flew
Over the past, and on his memory rose



12254

JEAN PAUL RICHTER

That picture of his life which conscience drew,
With all its fruits,— diseases, sins, and woes;

A ruined frame, a blighted soul, dark years

Of agony, remorse, and withering fears.

Like spectres now his bright youth-days came back,
And that cross-road of life where, when a boy,
His father placed him first: its right-hand track
Leads to a land of glory, peace, and joy,
Its left to wildernesses waste and black,
Where snakes and plagues and poison-winds destroy.
Which had he trod? Alas! the serpents hung
Coiled round his heart, their venom on his tongue.

Sunk in unutterable grief, he cried,
“Restore my youth to me! O God, restore
My morn of life! O father! be my guide,
And let me, let me choose my path once more!”
But on the wide waste air his ravings died
Away, and all was silent as before.
His youth had glided by, fleet as the wave;
His father came not,—he was in his grave.

Strange lights flashed flickering by: a star was falling;
Down to the miry marsh he saw it rush—

“Like me!” he thought, and oh! that thought was galling,
And hot and heart-wrung tears began to gush.

Sleep-walkers crossed his eyes in shapes appalling;
Gaunt windmills lifted up their arms to crush;

And skeleton monsters rose up from the dim

Pits of the charnel-house, and glared on him!

Amid these overboiling bursts of feeling,
Rich music, heralding the young year's birth,
Rolled from a distant steeple, like the pealing
Of some celestial organ o’er the earth:
Milder emotions over him came stealing;
He felt the soul’s unpurchasable worth.
“Return!” again he cried, imploringly;
“O my lost youth! return, return to me!”

And youth returned, and age withdrew its terrors;

Still was he young,—for he had dreamed the whole:
But faithful is the image conscience mirrors

When whirlwind passions darken not the soul.
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Alas! too real were his sins and errors;

Too truly had he made the earth his goal;
He wept, and thanked his God that with the will,
He had the power, to choose the right path still.

Here, youthful reader, ponder! and if thou,

Like him, art reeling over the abyss,
And shakest off sin’s iron bondage now,

This ghastly dream may prove thy guide to bliss;
But should age once be written on thy brow,

Its wrinkles will not be a dream, like this.
Mayest vainly pour thy tears above the urn
Of thy departed youth,—it never will return!

Tranglation of James Clarence Mangan.

FROM ¢FIRST FLOWER PIECE’

NCE on a summer evening I was lying in the sunshine on a
mountain, and fell asleep. Then I dreamed that I awoke
in a church-yard. The down-rolling wheels of the steeple-

clock, which was striking eleven, had awakened me. I looked for
the sun in the empty night-heaven, for I thought an eclipse was
veiling it with the moon. All the graves were open, and the
iron doors of the charnel-house were moved to and fro by invis-
ible hands. Shadows which no one cast, flitted on the walls;
and other shadows walked erect in the thin air. In the open
coffins none were sleeping now but children. In the sky hung in
large folds merely a gray sultry mist, which a giant shadow like
a net was drawing down nearer, tighter, and hotter. Above me
I heard the distant fall of avalanches; under me the first step of
an illimitable earthquake. The church wavered up and down
with two unceasing discords, which contended with each other
and vainly endeavored to mingle in unison. At times a gray
gleam skipped up along its windows, and under the gleam the
lead and iron ran down molten. The net of the mist and the
reeling earth thrust me into that fearful temple, at the door of
which, in two poisonous thickets, two glittering basilisks were
brooding. I passed through unknown shadows, on whom ancient
centuries were impressed. All the shadows were standing round
the empty altar; and in all of them the breast, instead of the
heart, quivered and beat. One dead man only, who had just
been buried in the church, still lay on his pillow without a



12256 JEAN PAUL RICHTER

quivering breast, and on his smiling countenance stood a happy
dream. But as a living one ente<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>