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LECTURE I. THE HERO AS DIVINITY. ODIN.
PAGANISM: SCANDINAVIAN MYTHOLOGY.

[May 5, 1840.]

We have undertaken to discourse here for a littl&eat Men, their manner of
appearance in our world's business, how they haaeesl themselves in the world's
history, what ideas men formed of them, what wbiytdid,—on Heroes, namely, and
on their reception and performance; what | callddorship and the Heroic in human
affairs. Too evidently this is a large topic; deseg quite other treatment than we can
expect to give it at present. A large topic; indesdillimitable one; wide as Universal
History itself. For, as | take it, Universal Hisgothe history of what man has
accomplished in this world, is at bottom the Higtof the Great Men who have worked
here. They were the leaders of men, these great treemodellers, patterns, and in a
wide sense creators, of whatsoever the general ofi@ssn contrived to do or to attain;
all things that we see standing accomplished imitwidd are properly the outer material
result, the practical realization and embodimehT,fmughts that dwelt in the Great Men
sent into the world: the soul of the whole worki'story, it may justly be considered,
were the history of these. Too clearly it is a tope shall do no justice to in this place!

One comfort is, that Great Men, taken up in any,veag profitable company. We cannot
look, however imperfectly, upon a great man, withgaining something by him. He is

the living light-fountain, which it is good and pleant to be near. The light which
enlightens, which has enlightened the darknesseoivbrld; and this not as a kindled
lamp only, but rather as a natural luminary shirbgghe gift of Heaven; a flowing light-
fountain, as | say, of native original insight,,odnhood and heroic nobleness;—in whose
radiance all souls feel that it is well with the@n any terms whatsoever, you will not
grudge to wander in such neighborhood for a whilese Six classes of Heroes, chosen
out of widely distant countries and epochs, ancha@ne external figure differing

altogether, ought, if we look faithfully at thero,itlustrate several things for us. Could

we see them well, we should get some glimpsediwery marrow of the world's
history. How happy, could I but, in any measuresuch times as these, make manifest to
you the meanings of Heroism; the divine relatiar (fmay well call it such) which in all
times unites a Great Man to other men; and thui vesre, not exhaust my subject, but
so much as break ground on it! At all events, | nmigke the attempt.

It is well said, in every sense, that a man's iahgs the chief fact with regard to him. A
man's, or a nation of men's. By religion | do naam here the church-creed which he
professes, the articles of faith which he will sggmd, in words or otherwise, assert; not
this wholly, in many cases not this at all. We s@mn of all kinds of professed creeds
attain to almost all degrees of worth or worthlessnunder each or any of them. This is
not what | call religion, this profession and aiser, which is often only a profession and
assertion from the outworks of the man, from theens@gumentative region of him, if
even so deep as that. But the thing a man doesgalcbelieve (and this is often
enoughwithoutasserting it even to himself, much less to othéng) thing a man does



practically lay to heart, and know for certain, ceming his vital relations to this
mysterious Universe, and his duty and destiny thbe is in all cases the primary thing
for him, and creatively determines all the restaflis hisreligion; or, it may be, his mere
scepticism ando-religiont the manner it is in which he feels himself tospéitually
related to the Unseen World or No-World; and | sayou tell me what that is, you tell
me to a very great extent what the man is, whakitie of things he will do is. Of a man
or of a nation we inquire, therefore, first of &\fhat religion they had? Was it
Heathenism,—plurality of gods, mere sensuous reptason of this Mystery of Life,

and for chief recognized element therein Physicat&? Was it Christianism; faith in an
Invisible, not as real only, but as the only realitime, through every meanest moment
of it, resting on Eternity; Pagan empire of Forespthced by a nobler supremacy, that of
Holiness? Was it Scepticism, uncertainty and inquinether there was an Unseen
World, any Mystery of Life except a mad one;—doasto all this, or perhaps unbelief
and flat denial? Answering of this question is giyus the soul of the history of the man
or nation. The thoughts they had were the pardritsecactions they did; their feelings
were parents of their thoughts: it was the unseensairitual in them that determined the
outward and actual,—their religion, as | say, wesdreat fact about them. In these
Discourses, limited as we are, it will be good it@ct our survey chiefly to that religious
phasis of the matter. That once known well, allnewn. We have chosen as the first
Hero in our series Odin the central figure of Seaadan Paganism; an emblem to us of
a most extensive province of things. Let us loakafdittle at the Hero as Divinity, the
oldest primary form of Heroism.

Surely it seems a very strange-looking thing tlagdhism; almost inconceivable to us in
these days. A bewildering, inextricable jungle efusions, confusions, falsehoods, and
absurdities, covering the whole field of Life! Ainlg that fills us with astonishment,
almost, if it were possible, with incredulity,—ftuly it is not easy to understand that
sane men could ever calmly, with their eyes opehewe and live by such a set of
doctrines. That men should have worshipped their fellow-man as a God, and not him
only, but stocks and stones, and all manner of ar@rand inanimate objects; and
fashioned for themselves such a distracted chabalhkitinations by way of Theory of

the Universe: all this looks like an incredible laldNevertheless it is a clear fact that they
did it. Such hideous inextricable jungle of miswops, misbeliefs, men, made as we are,
did actually hold by, and live at home in. Thisisange. Yes, we may pause in sorrow
and silence over the depths of darkness that areaim if we rejoice in the heights of
purer vision he has attained to. Such things wedease in man; in all men; in us too.

Some speculators have a short way of accountinthéoPagan religion: mere quackery,
priestcraft, and dupery, say they; no sane mandiddrelieve it,—merely contrived to
persuade other men, not worthy of the name of garieelieve it! It will be often our

duty to protest against this sort of hypothesisualbeen's doings and history; and | here,
on the very threshold, protest against it in rafeesto Paganism, and to all otiensby
which man has ever for a length of time strivew#dk in this world. They have all had a
truth in them, or men would not have taken themQupackery and dupery do abound; in
religions, above all in the more advanced decagtages of religions, they have fearfully
abounded: but quackery was never the originatifigence in such things; it was not the



health and life of such things, but their disedise sure precursor of their being about to
die! Let us never forget this. It seems to me atmmasurnful hypothesis, that of quackery
giving birth to any faith even in savage men. Qeaglgives birth to nothing; gives death
to all things. We shall not see into the true heagnything, if we look merely at the
guackeries of it; if we do not reject the quackea#dogether; as mere diseases,
corruptions, with which our and all men's sole dst{o have done with them, to sweep
them out of our thoughts as out of our practicenMeaerywhere is the born enemy of
lies. | find Grand Lamaism itself to have a kindiith in it. Read the candid, clear-
sighted, rather sceptical Mr. Turnekscount of his Embassg that country, and see.
They have their belief, these poor Thibet peoplat Providence sends down always an
Incarnation of Himself into every generation. Attoon some belief in a kind of Pope! At
bottom still better, belief that there issaieatestMan; thatheis discoverable; that, once
discovered, we ought to treat him with an obediemigieh knows no bounds! This is the
truth of Grand Lamaism; the "discoverability” ietbnly error here. The Thibet priests
have methods of their own of discovering what Mareatest, fit to be supreme over
them. Bad methods: but are they so much worsedhamethods,—of understanding
him to be always the eldest-born of a certain glegga Alas, it is a difficult thing to find
good methods for'—We shall begin to have a chafcemderstanding Paganism, when
we first admit that to its followers it was, at div@e, earnestly true. Let us consider it
very certain that men did believe in Paganism; mith open eyes, sound senses, men
made altogether like ourselves; that we, had we beere, should have believed in it.
Ask now, What Paganism could have been?

Another theory, somewhat more respectable, ategsitich things to Allegory. It was a
play of poetic minds, say these theorists; a shadpferth, in allegorical fable, in
personification and visual form, of what such poetinds had known and felt of this
Universe. Which agrees, add they, with a primawy ¢ human nature, still everywhere
observably at work, though in less important thjiigsat what a man feels intensely, he
struggles to speak out of him, to see represergédhim in visual shape, and as if with
a kind of life and historical reality in it. Now dbtless there is such a law, and it is one of
the deepest in human nature; neither need we doabit did operate fundamentally in
this business. The hypothesis which ascribes Paganholly or mostly to this agency, |
call a little more respectable; but | cannot yetitghe true hypothesis. Think, woulde
believe, and take with us as our life-guidancealéegory, a poetic sport? Not sport but
earnest is what we should require. It is a mostesdrthing to be alive in this world; to
die is not sport for a man. Man's life never wapart to him; it was a stern reality,
altogether a serious matter to be alive!

| find, therefore, that though these Allegory thetsrare on the way towards truth in this
matter, they have not reached it either. PagargiRalis indeed an Allegory, a Symbol of
what men felt and knew about the Universe; an&aligions are symbols of that,

altering always as that alters: but it seems t@madical perversion, and even inversion,
of the business, to put that forward as the orggid moving cause, when it was rather the
result and termination. To get beautiful alleggreeperfect poetic symbol, was not the
want of men; but to know what they were to beliateut this Universe, what course
they were to steer in it; what, in this mysteridife of theirs, they had to hope and to



fear, to do and to forbear doing. TRagrim's Progresds an Allegory, and a beautiful,
just and serious one: but consider whether Bunysiégory could haverecededhe

Faith it symbolizes! The Faith had to be alreadyéhstanding believed by everybody;—
of which the Allegory couldhenbecome a shadow; and, with all its seriousnessnase
say asportfulshadow, a mere play of the Fancy, in comparisah thiat awful Fact and
scientific certainty which it poetically strives éonblem. The Allegory is the product of
the certainty, not the producer of it; not in Bunganor in any other case. For Paganism,
therefore, we have still to inquire, Whence canat Heientific certainty, the parent of
such a bewildered heap of allegories, errors anfusmns? How was it, what was it?

Surely it were a foolish attempt to pretend "expilag," in this place, or in any place,
such a phenomenon as that far-distant distractediglimbroglio of Paganism,—more
like a cloud-field than a distant continent of fitamd and facts! It is no longer a reality,
yet it was one. We ought to understand that thesngeg cloud-field was once a reality;
that not poetic allegory, least of all that dupangl deception was the origin of it. Men, |
say, never did believe idle songs, never riskett #oell's life on allegories: men in all
times, especially in early earnest times, havedmathstinct for detecting quacks, for
detesting quacks. Let us try if, leaving out bdid tjuack theory and the allegory one,
and listening with affectionate attention to theat6ff confused rumor of the Pagan ages,
we cannot ascertain so much as this at least,tfibeg was a kind of fact at the heart of
them; that they too were not mendacious and distlabut in their own poor way true
and sane!

You remember that fancy of Plato's, of a man whbdrawn to maturity in some dark
distance, and was brought on a sudden into ther @ipe see the sun rise. What would
his wonder be, his rapt astonishment at the sightlafly witness with indifference! With
the free open sense of a child, yet with the rgmilty of a man, his whole heart would
be kindled by that sight, he would discern it welbe Godlike, his soul would fall down
in worship before it. Now, just such a childlikeegtness was in the primitive nations.
The first Pagan Thinker among rude men, the firgh that began to think, was precisely
this child-man of Plato's. Simple, open as a clyiéd,with the depth and strength of a
man. Nature had as yet no name to him; he hadetatnited under a name the infinite
variety of sights, sounds, shapes and motions,hwi&now collectively name Universe,
Nature, or the like,—and so with a name dismig®in us. To the wild deep-hearted
man all was yet new, not veiled under names or @itas) it stood naked, flashing in on
him there, beautiful, awful, unspeakable. Naturs weethis man, what to the Thinker and
Prophet it forever is, preternatural. This greemnvBry rock-built earth, the trees, the
mountains, rivers, many-sounding seas;—that gregp dea of azure that swims
overhead; the winds sweeping through it; the btdold fashioning itself together, now
pouring out fire, now hail and rain; whatit? Ay, what? At bottom we do not yet know;
we can never know at all. It is not by our supemsight that we escape the difficulty; it
is by our superior levity, our inattention, omantof insight. It is bynot thinking that we
cease to wonder at it. Hardened round us, encagiodly every notion we form, is a
wrappage of traditions, hearsays, meords We call that fire of the black thunder-cloud
"electricity," and lecture learnedly about it, agréhd the like of it out of glass and silk:
butwhatis it? What made it? Whence comes it? Whither gg@eScience has done much



for us; but it is a poor science that would hidevrus the great deep sacred infinitude of
Nescience, whither we can never penetrate, on wdligdtience swims as a mere
superficial film. This world, after all our scienae@d sciences, is still a miracle;
wonderful, inscrutablanagicaland more, to whosoever wiliink of it.

That great mystery of TIME, were there no otheg; ithmitable, silent, never-resting
thing called Time, rolling, rushing on, swift, sike like an all-embracing ocean-tide, on
which we and all the Universe swim like exhalatiditee apparitions which are, and then
arenot this is forever very literally a miracle; a thitgstrike us dumb,—for we have no
word to speak about it. This Universe, ah me—wbatdathe wild man know of it; what
can we yet know? That it is a Force, and thousalfdti@omplexity of Forces; a Force
which isnotwe. That is all; it is not we, it is altogetheffdrent from us. Force, Force,
everywhere Force; we ourselves a mysterious Faortigei centre of that. "There is not a
leaf rotting on the highway but has Force in itvh@se could it rot?" Nay surely, to the
Atheistic Thinker, if such a one were possiblentist be a miracle too, this huge
illimitable whirlwind of Force, which envelops ugefe; never-resting whirlwind, high as
Immensity, old as Eternity. What is it? God's Ci@atthe religious people answer; it is
the Almighty God's! Atheistic science babbles pgafiit, with scientific nomenclatures,
experiments and what not, as if it were a poor deem, to be bottled up in Leyden jars
and sold over counters: but the natural sense af maall times, if he will honestly apply
his sense, proclaims it to be a living thing,—ahpaspeakable, godlike thing; towards
which the best attitude for us, after never so nagénce, is awe, devout prostration and
humility of soul; worship if not in words, then gilence.

But now | remark farther: What in such a time assaurequires a Prophet or Poet to
teach us, namely, the stripping-off of those pamtevout wrappages, nomenclatures and
scientific hearsays,—this, the ancient earnest, ssuyet unencumbered with these
things, did for itself. The world, which is now de only to the gifted, was then divine
to whosoever would turn his eye upon it. He stoaktbefore it face to face. "All was
Godlike or God:"—Jean Paul still finds it so; tharg Jean Paul, who has power to
escape out of hearsays: but there then were nsdysarCanopus shining down over the
desert, with its blue diamond brightness (that wilge spirit-like brightness, far brighter
than we ever witness here), would pierce into #ertof the wild Ishmaelitish man,
whom it was guiding through the solitary waste ¢hdro his wild heart, with all feelings
in it, with nospeecHor any feeling, it might seem a little eye, tkenopus, glancing out
on him from the great deep Eternity; revealingititeer Splendor to him. Cannot we
understand how these mewrshippedCanopus; became what we call Sabeans,
worshipping the stars? Such is to me the secrafl &6drms of Paganism. Worship is
transcendent wonder; wonder for which there is novimit or measure; that is worship.
To these primeval men, all things and everythireythaw exist beside them were an
emblem of the Godlike, of some God.

And look what perennial fibre of truth was in that us also, through every star, through
every blade of grass, is not a God made visiblMgifwvill open our minds and eyes? We
do not worship in that way now: but is it not renkd still a merit, proof of what we call
a "poetic nature," that we recognize how every diijas a divine beauty in it; how every



object still verily is "a window through which weawnlook into Infinitude itself"? He

that can discern the loveliness of things, we luafi Poet! Painter, Man of Genius, gifted,
lovable. These poor Sabeans did even what he daeshel own fashion. That they did
it, in what fashion soever, was a merit: bettentivhat the entirely stupid man did, what
the horse and camel did,—namely, nothing!

But now if all things whatsoever that we look ugye emblems to us of the Highest
God, | add that more so than any of them is mah ancemblem. You have heard of St.
Chrysostom's celebrated saying in reference t&hwekinah, or Ark of Testimony,

visible Revelation of God, among the Hebrews: "Trne Shekinah is Man!" Yes, it is
even so: this is no vain phrase; it is veritablyBoe essence of our being, the mystery in
us that calls itself "I,"—ah, what words have we $ach things?—is a breath of Heaven;
the Highest Being reveals himself in man. This hdldgse faculties, this life of ours, is it
not all as a vesture for that Unnamed? "There i®ha Temple in the Universe," says
the devout Novalis, "and that is the Body of MaotiNng is holier shall that high form.
Bending before men is a reverence done to this IR&éwe in the Flesh. We touch Heaven
when we lay our hand on a human body!" This soundeh like a mere flourish of
rhetoric; but it is not so. If well meditated, itliturn out to be a scientific fact; the
expression, in such words as can be had, of thralacuth of the thing. We are the
miracle of miracles,—the great inscrutable mystd@r¢éod. We cannot understand it, we
know not how to speak of it; but we may feel andwnif we like, that it is verily so.

Well; these truths were once more readily felt thaw. The young generations of the
world, who had in them the freshness of young ceiigdand yet the depth of earnest
men, who did not think that they had finished dftlings in Heaven and Earth by
merely giving them scientific names, but had toegdizect at them there, with awe and
wonder: they felt better what of divinity is in mand Nature; they, without being mad,
couldworshipNature, and man more than anything else in NaWship, that is, as |
said above, admire without limit: this, in the fule of their faculties, with all sincerity
of heart, they could do. | consider Hero-worshifpéothe grand modifying element in
that ancient system of thought. What | called tbgpfexed jungle of Paganism sprang,
we may say, out of many roots: every admiratioyation of a star or natural object,
was a root or fibre of a root; but Hero-worshiphie deepest root of all; the tap-root,
from which in a great degree all the rest were isbed and grown.

And now if worship even of a star had some meaming how much more might that of
a Hero! Worship of a Hero is transcendent adminatiba Great Man. | say great men are
still admirable; | say there is, at bottom, nothelge admirable! No nobler feeling than
this of admiration for one higher than himself dizéh the breast of man. It is to this
hour, and at all hours, the vivifying influencenran's life. Religion | find stand upon it;
not Paganism only, but far higher and truer rehgie—all religion hitherto known. Hero-
worship, heartfelt prostrate admiration, submissbrning, boundless, for a noblest
godlike Form of Man,—is not that the germ of Chaisity itself? The greatest of all
Heroes is One—whom we do not name here! Let salence meditate that sacred
matter; you will find it the ultimate perfection afprinciple extant throughout man's
whole history on earth.



Or coming into lower, less unspeakable provincespt all Loyalty akin to religious
Faith also? Faith is loyalty to some inspired Teachome spiritual Hero. And what
therefore is loyalty proper, the life-breath of sdiciety, but an effluence of Hero-
worship, submissive admiration for the truly gre&titiety is founded on Hero-worship.
All dignities of rank, on which human associati@sts, are what we may call a
Heroarchy (Government of Heroes),—or a Hierarchy, fas I'sacred” enough withal!
The Duke meanBux, Leader; King iKon-ning Kan-ning Man thatknowsor cans
Society everywhere is some representation, noppsuably inaccurate, of a graduated
Worship of Heroes—reverence and obedience donestoreally great and wise. Not
insupportably inaccurate, | say! They are all askbaotes, these social dignitaries, all
representing gold;—and several of them, alas, aveagforgednotes. We can do with
some forged false notes; with a good many evennbuvith all, or the most of them
forged! No: there have to come revolutions therescof Democracy, Liberty and
Equality, and | know not what:—the notes beingake, and no gold to be had tbem
people take to crying in their despair that therea gold, that there never was any!
"Gold," Hero-worshipjs nevertheless, as it was always and everywheregamubt
cease till man himself ceases.

| am well aware that in these days Hero-worshig,thing | call Hero-worship, professes
to have gone out, and finally ceased. This, fosoea which it will be worth while some
time to inquire into, is an age that as it wereieethe existence of great men; denies the
desirableness of great men. Show our critics a gnea, a Luther for example, they
begin to what they call "account” for him; not tonship him, but take the dimensions of
him,—and bring him out to be a little kind of mdté was the "creature of the Time,"
they say; the Time called him forth, the Time diémything, he nothing—but what we
the little critic could have done too! This seemsrte but melancholy work. The Time
call forth? Alas, we have known Timeall loudly enough for their great man; but not
find him when they called! He was not there; Previce had not sent him; the Time,
calling its loudest, had to go down to confusion and wieetause he would not come
when called.

For if we will think of it, no Time need have goteeruin, could it havéounda man great
enough, a man wise and good enough: wisdom tordisady what the Time wanted,
valor to lead it on the right road thither; these the salvation of any Time. But | liken
common languid Times, with their unbelief, distrgssrplexity, with their languid
doubting characters and embarrassed circumstangastently crumbling down into
ever worse distress towards final ruin;—all thigén to dry dead fuel, waiting for the
lightning out of Heaven that shall kindle it. Theegt man, with his free force direct out
of God's own hand, is the lightning. His word is thise healing word which all can
believe in. All blazes round him now, when he haseostruck on it, into fire like his
own. The dry mouldering sticks are thought to heaiéed him forth. They did want him
greatly; but as to calling him forth—! Those ar#ics of small vision, | think, who cry:
"See, is it not the sticks that made the fire?"dddder proof can be given by a man of his
own littleness than disbelief in great men. Therea sadder symptom of a generation
than such general blindness to the spiritual ligigwith faith only in the heap of barren
dead fuel. It is the last consummation of unbelrefll epochs of the world's history, we



shall find the Great Man to have been the indisplelessavior of his epoch;—the
lightning, without which the fuel never would hawernt. The History of the World, |
said already, was the Biography of Great Men.

Such small critics do what they can to promote lisband universal spiritual paralysis:
but happily they cannot always completely succéedll times it is possible for a man to
arise great enough to feel that they and theirra®g are chimeras and cobwebs. And
what is notable, in no time whatever can they ehtieradicate out of living men's hearts
a certain altogether peculiar reverence for GreanMienuine admiration, loyalty,
adoration, however dim and perverted it may beokesrship endures forever while
man endures. Boswell venerates his Johnson, niglgtéven in the Eighteenth century.
The unbelieving French believe in their Voltairagdaurst out round him into very
curious Hero-worship, in that last act of his laen they "stifle him under roses." It has
always seemed to me extremely curious this of Meltd ruly, if Christianity be the
highest instance of Hero-worship, then we may hiace in Voltaireism one of the
lowest! He whose life was that of a kind of Antiigty does again on this side exhibit a
curious contrast. No people ever were so littleprtm admire at all as those French of
Voltaire. Persiflagewas the character of their whole mind; adoratiad howhere a place
in it. Yet see! The old man of Ferney comes upang? an old, tottering, infirm man of
eighty-four years. They feel that he too is a kifidHero; that he has spent his life in
opposing error and injustice, delivering Calasesnasking hypocrites in high places;,—
in short thahetoo, though in a strange way, has fought likeleaaman. They feel
withal that, ifpersiflagebe the great thing, there never was supbraifleur He is the
realized ideal of every one of them; the thing they all wanting to be; of all Frenchmen
the most French. He is properly their god,—such gothey are fit for. Accordingly all
persons, from the Queen Antoinette to the Douatiéne Porte St. Denis, do they not
worship him? People of quality disguise themsehgtavern-waiters. The Maitre de
Poste, with a broad oath, orders his Postilid@® bon train thou art driving M. de
Voltaire." At Paris his carriage is "the nucleusaocfomet, whose train fills whole streets.
The ladies pluck a hair or two from his fur, to gaeas a sacred relic. There was nothing
highest, beautifulest, noblest in all France, thdtnot feel this man to be higher,
beautifuler, nobler.

Yes, from Norse Odin to English Samuel Johnsomftioe divine Founder of
Christianity to the withered Pontiff of Encyclopsdh, in all times and places, the Hero
has been worshipped. It will ever be so. We alelgveat men; love, venerate and bow
down submissive before great men: nay can we higriesiy down to anything else? Ah,
does not every true man feel that he is himselfarragher by doing reverence to what is
really above him? No nobler or more blessed fealinglls in man's heart. And to me it
is very cheering to consider that no scepticaldpgr general triviality, insincerity and
aridity of any Time and its influences can destitig noble inborn loyalty and worship
that is in man. In times of unbelief, which soowé& become times of revolution, much
down-rushing, sorrowful decay and ruin is visildeeverybody. For myself in these days,
| seem to see in this indestructibility of Hero-afoip the everlasting adamant lower than
which the confused wreck of revolutionary thingameat fall. The confused wreck of
things crumbling and even crashing and tumblingalhd us in these revolutionary



ages, will get down so fanpo farther. It is an eternal corner-stone, from whioéy can
begin to build themselves up again. That man, messense or other, worships Heroes;
that we all of us reverence and must ever rever&meat Men: this is, to me, the living
rock amid all rushings-down whatsoever;—the onedipoint in modern revolutionary
history, otherwise as if bottomless and shoreless.

So much of truth, only under an ancient obsoletwre, but the spirit of it still true, do |
find in the Paganism of old nations. Nature id diitine, the revelation of the workings
of God; the Hero is still worshipable: this, ungeor cramped incipient forms, is what
all Pagan religions have struggled, as they cdaldet forth. | think Scandinavian
Paganism, to us here, is more interesting tharo#rey. It is, for one thing, the latest; it
continued in these regions of Europe till the etglicentury: eight hundred years ago the
Norwegians were still worshippers of Odin. It isaresting also as the creed of our
fathers; the men whose blood still runs in our ggiwhom doubtless we still resemble in
so many ways. Strange: they did believe that, wiideoelieve so differently. Let us look
a little at this poor Norse creed, for many reasds have tolerable means to do it; for
there is another point of interest in these Scawdam mythologies: that they have been
preserved so well.

In that strange island Iceland,—burst up, the ggete say, by fire from the bottom of
the sea; a wild land of barrenness and lava; swallonany months of every year in
black tempests, yet with a wild gleaming beautgummertime; towering up there, stern
and grim, in the North Ocean with its snow jokutsgring geysers, sulphur-pools and
horrid volcanic chasms, like the waste chaoticlédield of Frost and Fire;,—where of
all places we least looked for Literature or wntteemorials, the record of these things
was written down. On the seabord of this wild l&d rim of grassy country, where
cattle can subsist, and men by means of them anthatfthe sea yields; and it seems
they were poetic men these, men who had deep tkt®ugthem, and uttered musically
their thoughts. Much would be lost, had Icelandbexn burst up from the sea, not been
discovered by the Northmen! The old Norse Poetewany of them natives of Iceland.

Saemund, one of the early Christian Priests tlvene, perhaps had a lingering fondness
for Paganism, collected certain of their old Pagamgs, just about becoming obsolete
then,—Poems or Chants of a mythic, prophetic, p@stlof a religious character: that is
what Norse critics call thElder or PoeticEdda Edda a word of uncertain etymology, is
thought to signifyAncestressSnorro Sturleson, an Iceland gentleman, an exdyem
notable personage, educated by this Saemund'ssgraniok in hand next, near a
century afterwards, to put together, among sewehar books he wrote, a kind of Prose
Synopsis of the whole Mythology; elucidated by rfemgments of traditionary verse. A
work constructed really with great ingenuity, nattalent, what one might call
unconscious art; altogether a perspicuous cleak vpbeasant reading still: this is the
Youngeror ProseEdda By these and the numerous otBagas mostly Icelandic, with
the commentaries, Icelandic or not, which go odazesdy in the North to this day, it is
possible to gain some direct insight even yet; saalthat old Norse system of Belief, as
it were, face to face. Let us forget that it ioerous Religion; let us look at it as old
Thought, and try if we cannot sympathize with insavhat.



The primary characteristic of this old Northland tiiglogy | find to be Impersonation of
the visible workings of Nature. Earnest simple gggtion of the workings of Physical
Nature, as a thing wholly miraculous, stupendoukdivine. What we now lecture of as
Science, they wondered at, and fell down in awergefas Religion The dark hostile
Powers of Nature they figure to themselvesJaduns" Giants, huge shaggy beings of a
demonic character. Frost, Fire, Sea-tempest; tesdotuns. The friendly Powers again,
as Summer-heat, the Sun, are Gods. The empirésdftiiverse is divided between these
two; they dwell apart, in perennial internecinedelihe Gods dwell above in Asgard, the
Garden of the Asen, or Divinities; Jotunheim, das dark chaotic land, is the home of
the Jotuns.

Curious all this; and not idle or inane, if we wadbk at the foundation of it! The power
of Fire, or Flame for instance, which we designate by some trief@mical name,
thereby hiding from ourselves the essential charaaftwonder that dwells in it as in all
things, is with these old Northmen, Loke, a mosftssubtle Demon of the brood of the
Jotuns. The savages of the Ladrones Islands tgs(ae Spanish voyagers) thought
Fire, which they never had seen before, was a degbd, that bit you sharply when you
touched it, and that lived upon dry wood. Fromagsro Chemistry, if it had not
Stupidity to help it, would hide that Flame is andler. Whais Flame?—Frost the old
Norse Seer discerns to be a monstrous hoary JbeigGiantThrym Hrym; or Rime the
old word now nearly obsolete here, but still use&cotland to signify hoar-frodRime
was not then as now a dead chemical thing, bwirggliJotun or Devil; the monstrous
JotunRimedrove home his Horses at night, sat "combing tim@ines,"—which Horses
wereHail-Clouds or fleetFrost-Winds His Cows—No, not his, but a kinsman's, the
Giant Hymir's Cows arkeebergs this Hymir "looks at the rocks” with his devil-eyand
theysplit in the glance of it.

Thunder was not then mere Electricity, vitreousesinous; it was the God Donner
(Thunder) or Thor,—God also of beneficent Summexth€he thunder was his wrath:
the gathering of the black clouds is the drawingdof Thor's angry brows; the fire-bolt
bursting out of Heaven is the all-rending Hammend from the hand of Thor: he urges
his loud chariot over the mountain-tops,—that & pleal; wrathful he "blows in his red
beard,"—that is the rustling storm-blast beforetthender begins. Balder again, the
White God, the beautiful, the just and benignartidm the early Christian Missionaries
found to resemble Christ), is the Sun, beautifulbéwisible things; wondrous too, and
divine still, after all our Astronomies and Almasa8ut perhaps the notablest god we
hear tell of is one of whom Grimm the German Etyogat finds trace: the God/unsch
or Wish. The Godish who could give us all that weished Is not this the sincerest
and yet rudest voice of the spirit of man? Tixgestideal that man ever formed; which
still shows itself in the latest forms of our spigl culture. Higher considerations have to
teach us that the Gdllishis not the true God.

Of the other Gods or Jotuns | will mention only &ymology's sake, that Sea-tempest is
the JotunAegir, a very dangerous Jotun;—and now to this day,usnieer Trent, as |
learn, the Nottingham bargemen, when the River & c¢ertain flooded state (a kind of
backwater, or eddying swirl it has, very dangenaughem), call it Eager; they cry out,



"Have a care, there is tliagercoming!" Curious; that word surviving, like thegbeof a
submerged world! TheldestNottingham bargemen had believed in the God Aegir.
Indeed our English blood too in good part is Danisbrse; or rather, at bottom, Danish
and Norse and Saxon have no distinction, excepparfcial one,—as of Heathen and
Christian, or the like. But all over our Island @& mingled largely with Danes
proper,—from the incessant invasions there weré:this, of course, in a greater
proportion along the east coast; and greatest,adsl find, in the North Country. From
the Humber upwards, all over Scotland, the Speétteccommon people is still in a
singular degree Icelandic; its Germanism hasakéculiar Norse tinge. They too are
"Normans," Northmen,—if that be any great beauty—!

Of the chief god, Odin, we shall speak by and bgrivat present so much; what the
essence of Scandinavian and indeed of all Pagasismrecognition of the forces of
Nature as godlike, stupendous, personal Agencies Geals and Demons. Not
inconceivable to us. It is the infant Thought ofmzgening itself, with awe and wonder,
on this ever-stupendous Universe. To me theretisarNorse system something very
genuine, very great and manlike. A broad simpljaitssticity, so very different from the
light gracefulness of the old Greek Paganism,mistishes this Scandinavian System. It
is Thought; the genuine Thought of deep, rude,esarminds, fairly opened to the things
about them; a face-to-face and heart-to-heart oigpeof the things,—the first
characteristic of all good Thought in all times.tigoaceful lightness, half-sport, as in the
Greek Paganism; a certain homely truthfulness asticrstrength, a great rude sincerity,
discloses itself here. It is strange, after oumutiéd Apollo statues and clear smiling
mythuses, to come down upon the Norse Gods "brealgigto hold their feast with
Aegir, the Sea-Jotun; sending out Thor to get #idron for them in the Jotun country;
Thor, after many adventures, clapping the Pot erhbad, like a huge hat, and walking
off with it,—quite lost in it, the ears of the P&taching down to his heels! A kind of
vacant hugeness, large awkward gianthood, charzetghat Norse system; enormous
force, as yet altogether untutored, stalking hekpleith large uncertain strides. Consider
only their primary mythus of the Creation. The Gdusving got the Giant Ymer slain, a
Giant made by "warm wind," and much confused wotk,of the conflict of Frost and
Fire,—determined on constructing a world with hiiis blood made the Sea; his flesh
was the Land, the Rocks his bones; of his eyebtbessformed Asgard their Gods'-
dwelling; his skull was the great blue vault of I@msity, and the brains of it became the
Clouds. What a Hyper-Brobdignagian business! Unthifeought, great, giantlike,
enormous;—to be tamed in due time into the comgeeatness, not giantlike, but
godlike and stronger than gianthood, of the Shakgse the Goethes!—Spiritually as
well as bodily these men are our progenitors.

| like, too, that representation they have of tiee igdrasil. All Life is figured by them as
a Tree. Igdrasil, the Ash-tree of Existence, haisdbts deep down in the kingdoms of
Hela or Death; its trunk reaches up heaven-higeasfs its boughs over the whole
Universe: it is the Tree of Existence. At the fobtt, in the Death-kingdom, sit Three
Nornas Fates,—the Past, Present, Future; wateringats foom the Sacred Well. Its
"boughs," with their buddings and disleafings?—esgthings suffered, things done,
catastrophes,—stretch through all lands and titsesot every leaf of it a biography,



every fibre there an act or word? Its boughs astdfies of Nations. The rustle of it is
the noise of Human Existence, onwards from of blgrows there, the breath of Human
Passion rustling through it;,—or storm tost, therstevind howling through it like the
voice of all the gods. It is Igdrasil, the Treekofistence. It is the past, the present, and
the future; what was done, what is doing, what balldone; "the infinite conjugation of
the verbTo da" Considering how human things circulate, eacktimeably in

communion with all,—how the word | speak to youday is borrowed, not from Ulfila
the Moesogoth only, but from all men since thet finein began to speak,—I find no
similitude so true as this of a Tree. Beautifulpgéther beautiful and great. The
"Machineof the Universe,"—alas, do but think of that imtrast!

Well, it is strange enough this old Norse view @fti¥e; different enough from what we
believe of Nature. Whence it specially came, oneld/oot like to be compelled to say
very minutely! One thing we may say: It came frdra thoughts of Norse men;—from
the thought, above all, of tHiest Norse man who had an original power of thinkinge T
First Norse "man of genius," as we should call hinmumerable men had passed by,
across this Universe, with a dumb vague wondeh ssahe very animals may feel; or
with a painful, fruitlessly inquiring wonder, suels men only feel;—till the great Thinker
came, theriginal man, the Seer; whose shaped spoken Thought aweakekimbering
capability of all into Thought. It is ever the wath the Thinker, the spiritual Hero.
What he says, all men were not far from sayingewenging to say. The Thoughts of all
start up, as from painful enchanted sleep, rouad’ hbught; answering to it, Yes, even
so! Joyful to men as the dawning of day from nighg it not, indeed, the awakening for
them from no-being into being, from death into?if@&e still honor such a man; call him
Poet, Genius, and so forth: but to these wild mewas a very magician, a worker of
miraculous unexpected blessing for them; a Proph@&ipd!'—Thought once awakened
does not again slumber; unfolds itself into a Systé Thought; grows, in man after man,
generation after generation,—till its full statuiseeached, ansuchSystem of Thought
can grow no farther; but must give place to another

For the Norse people, the Man now named Odin, dnefGlorse God, we fancy, was
such a man. A Teacher, and Captain of soul an@dy;a Hero, of worth immeasurable;
admiration for whom, transcending the known boubhgsame adoration. Has he not the
power of articulate Thinking; and many other poweassyet miraculous? So, with
boundless gratitude, would the rude Norse healt s he not solved for them the
sphinx-enigma of this Universe; given assurand@em of their own destiny there? By
him they know now what they have to do here, whabok for hereafter. Existence has
become articulate, melodious by him; he first haslenLife alivel—We may call this
Odin, the origin of Norse Mythology: Odin, or whe¢e name the First Norse Thinker
bore while he was a man among men. His view oflhigerse once promulgated, a like
view starts into being in all minds; grows, keepsregrowing, while it continues credible
there. In all minds it lay written, but invisiblgs in sympathetic ink; at his word it starts
into visibility in all. Nay, in every epoch of thveorld, the great event, parent of all others,
is it not the arrival of a Thinker in the world—!



One other thing we must not forget; it will explaanlittle, the confusion of these Norse
Eddas. They are not one coherent System of Thobghproperly thessummatiorof
several successive systems. All this of the oldsRd@elief which is flung out for us, in
one level of distance in the Edda, like a pictua@fied on the same canvas, does not at
all stand so in the reality. It stands rather btra@nner of distances and depths, of
successive generations since the Belief first begliiScandinavian thinkers, since the
first of them, contributed to that Scandinaviant&gsof Thought; in ever-new
elaboration and addition, it is the combined workhem all. What history it had, how it
changed from shape to shape, by one thinker'sibatitm after another, till it got to the
full final shape we see it under in the Edda, nom mvdl now ever knowits Councils of
Trebizond, Councils of Trent, Athanasiuses, Darltathers, are sunk without echo in
the dark night! Only that it had such a historyca® all know. Wheresover a thinker
appeared, there in the thing he thought of was&ibaoition, accession, a change or
revolution made. Alas, the grandest "revolutionalhf the one made by the man Odin
himself, is not this too sunk for us like the rég3f!Odin what history? Strange rather to
reflect that hénada history! That this Odin, in his wild Norse vestuwith his wild
beard and eyes, his rude Norse speech and ways, mas like us; with our sorrows,
joys, with our limbs, features;—intrinsically alhe as we: and did such a work! But the
work, much of it, has perished; the worker, altite name. Wednesday men will say
to-morrow; Odin's day! Of Odin there exists no tigt no document of it; no guess
about it worth repeating.

Snorro indeed, in the quietest manner, almostined business style, writes down, in his
Heimskringla how Odin was a heroic Prince, in the Black-Segore with Twelve

Peers, and a great people straitened for room. loled thes@sen(Asiatics) of his out
of Asia; settled them in the North parts of Eurdpewarlike conquest; invented Letters,
Poetry and so forth,—and came by and by to be vgwsk as Chief God by these
Scandinavians, his Twelve Peers made into Twelves 8bhis own, Gods like himself:
Snorro has no doubt of this. Saxo Grammaticusyaagious Northman of that same
century, is still more unhesitating; scruples mofihnd out a historical fact in every
individual mythus, and writes it down as a terries&vent in Denmark or elsewhere.
Torfaeus, learned and cautious, some centuries &gsigns by calculationdatefor it:
QOdin, he says, came into Europe about the Yeae#dd Christ. Of all which, as
grounded on mere uncertainties, found to be untermradw, | need say nothing. Far, very
far beyond the Year 70! Odin's date, adventures|evterrestrial history, figure and
environment are sunk from us forever into unknoleusands of years.

Nay Grimm, the German Antiquary, goes so far atetoy that any man Odin ever
existed. He proves it by etymology. The wakdiotan which is the original form of
Odin, a word spread, as name of their chief Divinityeioall the Teutonic Nations
everywhere; this word, which connects itself, adengy to Grimm, with the Latinadere
with the Englishvadeand such like,—means primarily Movement, Sourcklofement,
Power; and is the fit name of the highest god,afieiny man. The word signifies
Divinity, he says, among the old Saxon, Germanah@eutonic Nations; the adjectives
formed from it all signify divine, supreme, or sammeg pertaining to the chief god. Like
enough! We must bow to Grimm in matters etymoldgicat us consider it fixed that



WuotanmeansNading force ofMovementAnd now still, what hinders it from being the
name of a Heroic Man aridover, as well as of a god? As for the adjectives, aois
formed from it,—did not the Spaniards in their wersal admiration for Lope, get into the
habit of saying "a Lope flower," "a Logtam3g" if the flower or woman were of
surpassing beauty? Had this lastealyewould have grown, in Spain, to be an adjective
signifying godlikealso. Indeed, Adam Smith, in his Essay on Langusigenises that all
adjectives whatsoever were formed precisely inwaat: some very green thing, chiefly
notable for its greenness, got the appellative n@neen and then the next thing
remarkable for that quality, a tree for instancaswamed thgreentree,—as we still say
"the steamcoach,"” "four-horse coach," or the like. All pringaadjectives, according to
Smith, were formed in this way; were at first salpgives and things. We cannot
annihilate a man for etymologies like that! Surilgre was a First Teacher and Captain;
surely there must have been an Odin, palpablestseéhse at one time; no adjective, but a
real Hero of flesh and blood! The voice of all itamh, history or echo of history, agrees
with all that thought will teach one about it, t&sare us of this.

How the man Odin came to be considerepbd the chief god?—that surely is a question
which nobody would wish to dogmatize upon. | haziel shis people knew riamits to

their admiration of him; they had as yet no scaleneasure admiration by. Fancy your
own generous heart's-love of some greatest mamdipatill it transcendedhll bounds,

till it filled and overflowed the whole field of yo thought! Or what if this man Odin,—
since a great deep soul, with the afflatus and enigsts tide of vision and impulse
rushing on him he knows not whence, is ever anmeajg kind of terror and wonder to
himself,—should have felt that perhapswas divine; thahewas some effluence of the
"Wuotan," 'Movemerit Supreme Power and Divinity, of whom to his rejsion all

Nature was the awful Flame-image; that some eftteeaf Wuotan dwelt here in him! He
was not necessarily false; he was but mistakerakspg the truest he knew. A great soul,
any sincere soul, knows not what he is,—alternlag¢dween the highest height and the
lowest depth; can, of all things, the least meastiienself! What others take him for,
and what he guesses that he may be; these two steamgiely act on one another, help to
determine one another. With all men reverently ahgihim; with his own wild soul full
of noble ardors and affections, of whirlwind chaatarkness and glorious new light; a
divine Universe bursting all into godlike beautyina him, and no man to whom the like
ever had befallen, what could he think himselfé@ BWuotan?" All men answered,
"Wuotan!"—

And then consider what mere Time will do in suckesa how if a man was great while
living, he becomes tenfold greater when dead. V@hanormousamera-obscura
magnifier is Tradition! How a thing grows in therhan Memory, in the human
Imagination, when love, worship and all that liegshe human Heart, is there to
encourage it. And in the darkness, in the entin@ignce; without date or document, no
book, no Arundel-marble; only here and there soommalWmonumental cairn. Why, in
thirty or forty years, were there no books, anyaggraan would growmythig the
contemporaries who had seen him, being once all. dgad in three hundred years, and
in three thousand years—! To attertipgorizingon such matters would profit little: they
are matters which refuse to theeoremedand diagramed; which Logic ought to know that



shecannotspeak of. Enough for us to discern, far in theratbst distance, some gleam
as of a small real light shining in the centrehattenormous camera-obscure image; to
discern that the centre of it all was not a madaesknothing, but a sanity and
something.

This light, kindled in the great dark vortex of tNerse Mind, dark but living, waiting
only for light; this is to me the centre of the idhdHow such light will then shine out,
and with wondrous thousand-fold expansion spresadfjtin forms and colors, depends
not onit, so much as on the National Mind recipient oT lie colors and forms of your
light will be those of theut-glassit has to shine through.—Curious to think how, for
every man, any the truest fact is modelled by tiene of the man! | said, The earnest
man, speaking to his brother men, must always btated what seemed to hinfiaat, a
real Appearance of Nature. But the way in whichhsfippearance or fact shaped
itself,—what sort ofactit became for him,—was and is modified by his dewms of
thinking; deep, subtle, but universal, ever-opamtaws. The world of Nature, for every
man, is the Fantasy of Himself. This world is theltiplex "Image of his own Dream."
Who knows to what unnamable subtleties of spiritaal all these Pagan Fables owe
their shape! The number Twelve, divisiblest of aiiich could be halved, quartered,
parted into three, into six, the most remarkablelper,—this was enough to determine
the Signs of the Zodiatche number of Odin'Sons and innumerable other Twelves. Any
vague rumor of number had a tendency to settlt itde Twelve. So with regard to
every other matter. And quite unconsciously too,thwio notion of building up
"Allegories "! But the fresh clear glance of thdsest Ages would be prompt in
discerning the secret relations of things, and Whapen to obey these. Schiller finds in
the Cestus of Venuan everlasting aesthetic truth as to the natuedl &eauty;
curious:—but he is careful not to insinuate thatdhd Greek Mythists had any notion of
lecturing about the "Philosophy of Criticism"l—QOmetwhole, we must leave those
boundless regions. Cannot we conceive that Odinawaslity? Error indeed, error
enough: but sheer falsehood, idle fables, allegéwyethought,—we will not believe that
our Fathers believed in these.

Odin'sRunesare a significant feature of him. Runes, and tivactes of "magic" he
worked by them, make a great feature in traditRumes are the Scandinavian Alphabet;
suppose Odin to have been the inventor of Letéersyell as "magic," among that
people! It is the greatest invention man has ewvatghthis of marking down the unseen
thought that is in him by written characters. laikind of second speech, almost as
miraculous as the first. You remember the astongsttrand incredulity of Atahualpa the
Peruvian King; how he made the Spanish Soldier wa® guarding him scratddios on

his thumb-nail, that he might try the next soldigth it, to ascertain whether such a
miracle was possible. If Odin brought Letters ambisgpeople, he might work magic
enough!

Writing by Runes has some air of being original agnthe Norsemen: not a Phoenician
Alphabet, but a native Scandinavian one. Snorts tel farther that Odin invented
Poetry; the music of human speech, as well aswiraculous runic marking of it.
Transport yourselves into the early childhood dfares; the first beautiful morning-light



of our Europe, when all yet lay in fresh young eaxtie as of a great sunrise, and our
Europe was first beginning to think, to be! Wondwepe; infinite radiance of hope and
wonder, as of a young child's thoughts, in the iseafrthese strong men! Strong sons of
Nature; and here was not only a wild Captain amght€rr; discerning with his wild
flashing eyes what to do, with his wild lion-hedaring and doing it; but a Poet too, all
that we mean by a Poet, Prophet, great devout €hiaukd Inventor,—as the truly Great
Man ever is. A Hero is a Hero at all points; in soell and thought of him first of all.
This Odin, in his rude semi-articulate way, hadaadwo speak. A great heart laid open
to take in this great Universe, and man's Life hanel utter a great word about it. A
Hero, as | say, in his own rude manner; a wis¢éedjfnoble-hearted man. And now, if
we still admire such a man beyond all others, wiast these wild Norse souls, first
awakened into thinking, have made of him! To thamyet without names for it, he was
noble and noblest; Hero, Prophet, G@djotan the greatest of all. Thought is Thought,
however it speak or spell itself. Intrinsicallycdnjecture, this Odin must have been of
the same sort of stuff as the greatest kind of rAggreat thought in the wild deep heart
of him! The rough words he articulated, are thetythe rudimental roots of those English
words we still use? He worked so, in that obsclement. But he was adight kindled

in it; a light of Intellect, rude Nobleness of higdine only kind of lights we have yet; a
Hero, as | say: and he had to shine there, and malkabscure element a little lighter,—
as is still the task of us all.

We will fancy him to be the Type Norseman; the $in€euton whom that race had yet
produced. The rude Norse heart burst up lmtondlessaadmiration round him; into
adoration. He is as a root of so many great thitigsfruit of him is found growing from
deep thousands of years, over the whole field otdréc Life. Our own Wednesday, as |
said, is it not still Odin's Day? Wednesbury, Wamslbigh, Wanstead, Wandsworth:
Odin grew into England too, these are still ledves that root! He was the Chief God to
all the Teutonic Peoples; their Pattern Norseman;sdch way didheyadmire their
Pattern Norseman; that was the fortune he hadeinvtirld.

Thus if the man Odin himself have vanished uttéHgye is this huge Shadow of him
which still projects itself over the whole Histaoy his People. For this Odin once
admitted to be God, we can understand well thatth@e Scandinavian Scheme of
Nature, or dim No-scheme, whatever it might befuaee been, would now begin to
develop itself altogether differently, and growribeforth in a new manner. What this
Odin saw into, and taught with his runes and hysmés, the whole Teutonic People laid
to heart and carried forward. His way of thoughtdmee their way of thought:—such,
under new conditions, is the history of every gthatker still. In gigantic confused
lineaments, like some enormous camera-obscure shidmown upwards from the dead
deeps of the Past, and covering the whole NortHeaven, is not that Scandinavian
Mythology in some sort the Portraiture of this n@aiin? The gigantic image bis
natural face, legible or not legible there, expahaded confused in that manner! Ah,
Thought, | say, is always Thought. No great maediin vain. The History of the world
is but the Biography of great men.



To me there is something very touching in this jesnad figure of Heroism; in such
artless, helpless, but hearty entire receptiontéé by his fellow-men. Never so
helpless in shape, it is the noblest of feelings, @feeling in some shape or other
perennial as man himself. If | could show in anyasee, what | feel deeply for a long
time now, That it is the vital element of manhothek soul of man's history here in our
world,—it would be the chief use of this discoursat present. We do not now call our
great men Gods, nor admisgthoutlimit; ah no,with limit enough! But if we have no
great men, or do not admire at all, —that werelbvgtirse case.

This poor Scandinavian Hero-worship, that wholedgoway of looking at the Universe,
and adjusting oneself there, has an indestruatilget for us. A rude childlike way of
recognizing the divineness of Nature, the divinere@dMan; most rude, yet heartfelt,
robust, giantlike; betokening what a giant of a rttas child would yet grow to!—It was
a truth, and is none. Is it not as the half-duniftegtvoice of the long-buried generations
of our own Fathers, calling out of the depths adsatp us, in whose veins their blood still
runs: "This then, this is what we made of the wattis is all the image and notion we
could form to ourselves of this great mystery afife and Universe. Despise it not. You
are raised high above it, to large free scopesbmi but you too are not yet at the top.
No, your notion too, so much enlarged, is but dgarmperfect one; that matter is a
thing no man will ever, in time or out of time, cprehend; after thousands of years of
ever-new expansion, man will find himself but sgligg to comprehend again a part of
it: the thing is larger shall man, not to be conmgreded by him; an Infinite thing!"

The essence of the Scandinavian, as indeed oégdrPMythologies, we found to be
recognition of the divineness of Nature; sincenmgwnion of man with the mysterious
invisible Powers visibly seen at work in the wortdind him. This, | should say, is more
sincerely done in the Scandinavian than in any Mgty | know. Sincerity is the great
characteristic of it. Superior sincerity (far superconsoles us for the total want of old
Grecian grace. Sincerity, | think, is better thaaog. | feel that these old Northmen wore
looking into Nature with open eye and soul: moshest, honest; childlike, and yet
manlike; with a great-hearted simplicity and degtial freshness, in a true, loving,
admiring, unfearing way. A right valiant, true aolste of men. Such recognition of
Nature one finds to be the chief element of Paganiscognition of Man, and his Moral
Duty, though this too is not wanting, comes toliee¢hief element only in purer forms of
religion. Here, indeed, is a great distinction apdch in Human Beliefs; a great
landmark in the religious development of MankindarMirst puts himself in relation

with Nature and her Powers, wonders and worships those; not till a later epoch does
he discern that all Power is Moral, that the grpapht is the distinction for him of Good
and Evil, ofThou shaliandThou shalt nat

With regard to all these fabulous delineationshmBdda | will remark, moreover, as
indeed was already hinted, that most probably thegt have been of much newer date;
most probably, even from the first, were compasgdyivdle for the old Norsemen, and as
it were a kind of Poetic sport. Allegory and Po@&@=lineation, as | said above, cannot be
religious Faith; the Faith itself must first be thethen Allegory enough will gather round
it, as the fit body round its soul. The Norse Fdittan well suppose, like other Faiths,



was most active while it lay mainly in the siletdte, and had not yet much to say about
itself, still less to sing.

Among those shadowlgddamatters, amid all that fantastic congeries of idisses, and
traditions, in their musical Mythologies, the mairactical belief a man could have was
probably not much more than this: of ¥Malkyrsand theHall of Odin of an inflexible
Destiny and that the one thing needful for a man wease brave TheValkyrsare
Choosers of the Slain: a Destiny inexorable, wihtich useless trying to bend or soften,
has appointed who is to be slain; this was a fureaah point for the Norse believer,—as
indeed it is for all earnest men everywhere, fbtadnomet, a Luther, for a Napoleon too.
It lies at the basis this for every such man; thess woof out of which his whole system of
thought is woven. Th®alkyrs and then that thesghooserdead the brave to a heavenly
Hall of Odin only the base and slavish being thrust elsewhith® the realms of Hela
the Death-goddess: | take this to have been theo$dlie whole Norse Belief. They
understood in their heart that it was indispensablge brave; that Odin would have no
favor for them, but despise and thrust them ouhef/ were not brave. Consider too
whether there is not something in this! It is aeréasting duty, valid in our day as in that,
the duty of being bravé&/alor is still value The first duty for a man is still that of
subduingFear. We must get rid of Fear; we cannot act at dlthin. A man's acts are
slavish, not true but specious; his very thoughtSfase, he thinks too as a slave and
coward, till he have got Fear under his feet. Gdinéed, if we disentangle the real kernel
of it, is true to this hour. A man shall and mustJaliant; he must march forward, and
quit himself like a man,—trusting imperturbablytire appointment anchoiceof the
upper Powers; and, on the whole, not fear at @lvldnd always, the completeness of his
victory over Fear will determine how much of a nianis.

It is doubtless very savage that kind of valorha bld Northmen. Snorro tells us they
thought it a shame and misery not to die in batthel if natural death seemed to be
coming on, they would cut wounds in their fleskgtt®din might receive them as
warriors slain. Old kings, about to die, had thmdy laid into a ship; the ship sent forth,
with sails set and slow fire burning it; that, oroeé at sea, it might blaze up in flame, and
in such manner bury worthily the old hero, at oimcthe sky and in the ocean! Wild
bloody valor; yet valor of its kind; better, | sdlgan none. In the old Sea-kings too, what
an indomitable rugged energy! Silent, with clogsed,las | fancy them, unconscious that
they were specially brave; defying the wild oceatihws monsters, and all men and
things;—progenitors of our own Blakes and Nelsdws!Homer sang these Norse Sea-
kings; but Agamemnon's was a small audacity, arsirl fruit in the world, to some of
them;—to Hrolf's of Normandy, for instance! Hrati, Rollo Duke of Normandy, the

wild Sea-king, has a share in governing Englarttiiathour.

Nor was it altogether nothing, even that wild seairg and battling, through so many
generations. It needed to be ascertained whicltheagtrongeskind of men; who were
to be ruler over whom. Among the Northland Soversjdoo, | find some who got the
title Wood-cuttey Forest-felling Kings. Much lies in that. | supeaat bottom many of
them were forest-fellers as well as fighters, thotlge Skalds talk mainly of the latter,—
misleading certain critics not a little; for no et of men could ever live by fighting



alone; there could not produce enough come outatf t suppose the right good fighter
was oftenest also the right good forest-feller,—ight good improver, discerner, doer
and worker in every kind; for true valor, differariough from ferocity, is the basis of
all. A more legitimate kind of valor that; showiitgelf against the untamed Forests and
dark brute Powers of Nature, to conquer Naturei$oin the same direction have not we
their descendants since carried it far? May sudbr Vast forever with us!

That the man Odin, speaking with a Hero's voicelaatt, as with an impressiveness out
of Heaven, told his People the infinite important&/alor, how man thereby became a
god; and that his People, feeling a responseindliiteir own hearts, believed this
message of his, and thought it a message out ofddeand him a Divinity for telling it
them: this seems to me the primary seed-graineoNirse Religion, from which all
manner of mythologies, symbolic practices, spetnat allegories, songs and sagas
would naturally grow. Grow,—how strangely! | callec small light shining and
shaping in the huge vortex of Norse darkness. ieetarkness itself wadive; consider
that. It was the eager inarticulate uninstructeddvbf the whole Norse People, longing
only to become articulate, to go on articulatingrefarther! The living doctrine grows,
grows;—like a Banyan-tree; the firsteds the essential thing: any branch strikes itself
down into the earth, becomes a new root; and sendtess complexity, we have a whole
wood, a whole jungle, one seed the parent of.iVdds not the whole Norse Religion,
accordingly, in some sense, what we called "theéreaas shadow of this man's
likeness"? Critics trace some affinity in some Nonsythuses, of the Creation and such
like, with those of the Hindoos. The Cow Adumblig;King the rime from the rocks,"
has a kind of Hindoo look. A Hindoo Cow, transpdrieto frosty countries. Probably
enough; indeed we may say undoubtedly, these thwigsave a kindred with the
remotest lands, with the earliest times. Thougleisdwot die, but only is changed. The
first man that began to think in this Planet ofsyure was the beginner of all. And then
the second man, and the third man;—nay, everyTthirgker to this hour is a kind of
Odin, teaches mems way of thought, spreads a shadow of his own likerever

sections of the History of the World.

Of the distinctive poetic character or merit osthorse Mythology | have not room to
speak; nor does it concern us much. Some wild R@ph we have, as tMoluspain the
Elder Edda of a rapt, earnest, sibylline sort. But they wesenparatively an idle adjunct
of the matter, men who as it were but toyed withrthatter, these later Skalds; and it is
their songs chiefly that survive. In later centuriesyppose, they would go on singing,
poetically symbolizing, as our modern Painters pauten it was no longer from the
innermost heart, or not from the heart at all. Tsisverywhere to be well kept in mind.

Gray's fragments of Norse Lore, at any rate, wilegone no notion of it;—any more
than Pope will of Homer. It is no square-built gioppalace of black ashlar marble,
shrouded in awe and horror, as Gray gives it ustough as the North rocks, as the
Iceland deserts, it is; with a heartiness, homsneven a tint of good humor and robust
mirth in the middle of these fearful things. Theosty old Norse heart did not go upon
theatrical sublimities; they had not time to treebllike much their robust simplicity;
their veracity, directness of conception. Thor tasalown his brows" in a veritable



Norse rage; "grasps his hammer till #Kmeickles grow whité Beautiful traits of pity too,
an honest pity. Balder "the white God" dies; thauigul, benignant; he is the Sungod.
They try all Nature for a remedy; but he is deatgda, his mother, sends Hermoder to
seek or see him: nine days and nine nights he timteagh gloomy deep valleys, a
labyrinth of gloom; arrives at the Bridge with geld roof: the Keeper says, "Yes, Balder
did pass here; but the Kingdom of the Dead is dgander, far towards the North."
Hermoder rides on; leaps Hell-gate, Hela's gatesdee Balder, and speak with him:
Balder cannot be delivered. Inexorable! Hela wilt,rfor Odin or any God, give him up.
The beautiful and gentle has to remain there. Hie Wad volunteered to go with him, to
die with him. They shall forever remain there. lads his ring to Odin; Nanna his wife
sends hethimbleto Frigga, as a remembrance.—Ah me—!

For indeed Valor is the fountain of Pity too;—ofulli, and all that is great and good in
man. The robust homely vigor of the Norse heascats one much, in these
delineations. Is it not a trait of right honesesiyth, says Uhland, who has written a fine
Essayon Thor, that the old Norse heart finds its frieméhe Thunder-god? That it is not
frightened away by his thunder; but finds that Sterdmeat, the beautiful noble summer,
must and will have thunder withal! The Norse héaresthis Thor and his hammer-bolt;
sports with him. Thor is Summer-heat: the god aid@able Industry as well as Thunder.
He is the Peasant's friend; his true henchman @exdant is ThialfiManual Labor

Thor himself engages in all manner of rough mamaak, scorns no business for its
plebeianism; is ever and anon travelling to thentiguof the Jotuns, harrying those
chaotic Frost-monsters, subduing them, at leaaitesting and damaging them. There is a
great broad humor in some of these things.

Thor, as we saw above, goes to Jotun-land, toldgekr's Caldron, that the Gods may
brew beer. Hymir the huge Giant enters, his graydall full of hoar-frost; splits pillars
with the very glance of his eye; Thor, after muehgh tumult, snatches the Pot, claps it
on his head; the "handles of it reach down to bed$h" The Norse Skald has a kind of
loving sport with Thor. This is the Hymir whose ttatthe critics have discovered, are
Icebergs. Huge untutored Brobdignag genius,—neealihgto be tamed down; into
Shakspeares, Dantes, Goethes! It is all gone @awptd Norse work,—Thor the
Thunder-god changed into Jack the Giant-killer:thetmind that made it is here yet.
How strangely things grow, and die, and do not d@legre are twigs of that great world-
tree of Norse Belief still curiously traceable. Fipoor Jack of the Nursery, with his
miraculous shoes of swiftness, coat of darknessyéwaf sharpness, he is otynde

Etin, and still more decisivelRed Etin of Irelandin the Scottish Ballads, these are both
derived from Norselandtin is evidently alotun Nay, Shakspeareamletis a twig too
of this same world-tree; there seems no doubtaif thamlet Amlethl find, is really a
mythic personage; and his Tragedy, of the poisétather, poisoned asleep by drops in
his ear, and the rest, is a Norse mythus! Old Saxjs wont was, made it a Danish
history; Shakspeare, out of Saxo, made it whateee Ehat is a twig of the world-tree
that haggrown | think;—by nature or accident that one has grown

In fact, these old Norse songs hauweugh in them, an inward perennial truth and
greatness,—as, indeed, all must have that canleegypreserve itself by tradition alone.



It is a greatness not of mere body and gigantik,bdault a rude greatness of soul. There is
a sublime uncomplaining melancholy traceable is¢h&ld hearts. A great free glance
into the very deeps of thought. They seem to haea,shese brave old Northmen, what
Meditation has taught all men in all ages, That thorld is after all but a show,—a
phenomenon or appearance, no real thing. All dea[s see into that,—the Hindoo
Mythologist, the German Philosopher,—the Shakspéhesearnest Thinker, wherever
he may be:

"We are such stuff as Dreans are made of!"

One of Thor's expeditions, to Utgard (Dater Garden, central seat of Jotun-land), is
remarkable in this respect. Thialfi was with himgd_oke. After various adventures,

they entered upon Giant-land; wandered over plaifid,uncultivated places, among
stones and trees. At nightfall they noticed a hpasd as the door, which indeed formed
one whole side of the house, was open, they entiéneds a simple habitation; one large
hall, altogether empty. They stayed there. Suddentiye dead of the night loud noises
alarmed them. Thor grasped his hammer; stood idabe, prepared for fight. His
companions within ran hither and thither in thenror, seeking some outlet in that rude
hall; they found a little closet at last, and taekuge there. Neither had Thor any battle:
for, lo, in the morning it turned out that the relsad been only thenoringof a certain
enormous but peaceable Giant, the Giant Skrymig lai peaceably sleeping near by;
and this that they took for a house was merelyGhwe thrown aside there; the door was
the Glove-wrist; the little closet they had fledanwvas the Thumb! Such a glove;—I
remark too that it had not fingers as ours havephly a thumb, and the rest undivided: a
most ancient, rustic glove!

Skrymir now carried their portmanteau all day; T,Hwwever, had his own suspicions,
did not like the ways of Skrymir; determined athti¢p put an end to him as he slept.
Raising his hammer, he struck down into the Gidate a right thunder-bolt blow, of
force to rend rocks. The Giant merely awoke; rubisccheek, and said, Did a leaf fall?
Again Thor struck, so soon as Skrymir again sleftetter blow than before; but the
Giant only murmured, Was that a grain of sand? '$hbird stroke was with both his
hands (the "knuckles white" | suppose), and seemédt deep into Skrymir's visage;
but he merely checked his snore, and remarked gTrhest be sparrows roosting in this
tree, | think; what is that they have dropt?—At gfate of Utgard, a place so high that
you had to "strain your neck bending back to seddp of it,” Skrymir went his ways.
Thor and his companions were admitted; invitecal@tshare in the games going on. To
Thor, for his part, they handed a Drinking-hornyés a common feat, they told him, to
drink this dry at one draught. Long and fiercelyge times over, Thor drank; but made
hardly any impression. He was a weak child, théy ibom: could he lift that Cat he saw
there? Small as the feat seemed, Thor with hisevpotllike strength could not; he bent
up the creature's back, could not raise its fefehefground, could at the utmost raise one
foot. Why, you are no man, said the Utgard pedplere is an Old Woman that will
wrestle you! Thor, heartily ashamed, seized thggghad Old Woman; but could not
throw her.



And now, on their quitting Utgard, the chief Jotescorting them politely a little way,
said to Thor: "You are beaten then:—yet be not schhrashamed; there was deception of
appearance in it. That Horn you tried to drink wesSea you did make it ebb; but who
could drink that, the bottomless! The Cat you wduwdae lifted,—why, that is the
Midgard-snakethe Great World-serpent, which, tail in mouthdgiand keeps up the
whole created world; had you torn that up, the dionust have rushed to ruin! As for the
Old Woman, she wabimeg Old Age, Duration: with her what can wrestle? iNan nor

no god with her; gods or men, she prevails ovérfalt then those three strokes you
struck,—look at thesthree valleysyour three strokes made these!" Thor looked st hi
attendant Jotun: it was Skrymir,—it was, say Nanstcs, the old chaotic rockigarth in
person, and that gloyssusewas some Earth-cavern! But Skrymir had vanishedatdi
with its sky-high gates, when Thor grasped his hamim smite them, had gone to air;
only the Giant's voice was heard mocking: "Bettane no more to Jotunheim!"—

This is of the allegoric period, as we see, anfilaly, not of the prophetic and entirely
devout: but as a mythus is there not real antiqoes&lgold in it? More true metal, rough
from the Mimer-stithy, than in many a famed GreeltiMisshapedar better! A great
broad Brobdignag grin of true humor is in this Skiy mirth resting on earnestness and
sadness, as the rainbow on black tempest: onbhavaliant heart is capable of that. It is
the grim humor of our own Ben Jonson, rare old Bens in the blood of us, | fancy; for
one catches tones of it, under a still other shapeof the American Backwoods.

That is also a very striking conception that of Regnarok Consummation, ofwilight

of the Godsilt is in theVoluspaSong; seemingly a very old, prophetic idea. ThesGo
and Jotuns, the divine Powers and the chaotic longe, after long contest and partial
victory by the former, meet at last in universalldeembracing wrestle and duel; World-
serpent against Thor, strength against strengthyaiiy extinctive; and ruin, "twilight”
sinking into darkness, swallows the created Unweféie old Universe with its Gods is
sunk; but it is not final death: there is to beeavrHeaven and a new Earth; a higher
supreme God, and Justice to reign among men. Garbig law of mutation, which also
is a law written in man's inmost thought, had béeciphered by these old earnest
Thinkers in their rude style; and how, though adisgland even gods die, yet all death is
but a phoenix fire-death, and new-birth into the&er and the Better! It is the
fundamental Law of Being for a creature made of&itiving in this Place of Hope. All
earnest men have seen into it; may still see tnto |

And now, connected with this, let us glance atlélsémythus of the appearance of Thor;
and end there. | fancy it to be the latest in d&i@l these fables; a sorrowing protest
against the advance of Christianity,—set forth e@phfully by some Conservative
Pagan. King Olaf has been harshly blamed for hés-@eal in introducing Christianity;
surely | should have blamed him far more for anaurmkal in that! He paid dear enough
for it; he died by the revolt of his Pagan peopidyattle, in the year 1033, at Stickelstad,
near that Drontheim, where the chief CathedrahefNorth has now stood for many
centuries, dedicated gratefully to his memorpastOlaf. The mythus about Thor is to
this effect. King Olaf, the Christian Reform King,sailing with fit escort along the shore
of Norway, from haven to haven; dispensing justazejoing other royal work: on



leaving a certain haven, it is found that a strangiegrave eyes and aspect, red beard, of
stately robust figure, has stept in. The courtetdress him; his answers surprise by their
pertinency and depth: at length he is brought éokimg. The stranger's conversation
here is not less remarkable, as they sail alonp¢laatiful shore; but after some time, he
addresses King Olaf thus: "Yes, King Olaf, it iskadautiful, with the sun shining on it
there; green, fruitful, a right fair home for yand many a sore day had Thor, many a
wild fight with the rock Jotuns, before he couldk®aat so. And now you seem minded to
put away Thor. King Olaf, have a care!" said thharsger, drawing down his brows;—and
when they looked again, he was nowhere to be feuilitlis is the last appearance of
Thor on the stage of this world!

Do we not see well enough how the Fable might aws&out unveracity on the part of
any one? It is the way most Gods have come to agmeang men: thus, if in Pindar's
time "Neptune was seen once at the Nemean Gambat'was this Neptune too but a
"stranger of noble grave aspect,"—fit to be "sedii¢ére is something pathetic, tragic for
me in this last voice of Paganism. Thor is vanislieel whole Norse world has vanished;
and will not return ever again. In like fashiorthat, pass away the highest things. All
things that have been in this world, all things @@ or will be in it, have to vanish: we
have our sad farewell to give them.

That Norse Religion, a rude but earnest, sternfyr@ssiveConsecration of Valofso we
may define it), sufficed for these old valiant Norten. Consecration of Valor is not a
bad thing! We will take it for good, so far as des. Neither is there no usekimowing
something about this old Paganism of our Fathemsobsciously, and combined with
higher things, it is in us yet, that old Faith vathTo know it consciously, brings us into
closer and clearer relation with the Past,—with@un possessions in the Past. For the
whole Past, as | keep repeating, is the posseesitie Present; the Past had always
somethingrue, and is a precious possession. In a different,tima different place, it is
always some otheaide of our common Human Nature that has been devaidfself.
The actual True is the sum of all these; not arg/@frthem by itself constitutes what of
Human Nature is hitherto developed. Better to ktimewm all than misknow them. "To
which of these Three Religions do you speciallyeadR" inquires Meister of his
Teacher. "To all the Three!" answers the other: 8ifohe Three; for they by their union
first constitute the True Religion."

LECTURE Il. THE HERO AS PROPHET.
MAHOMET: ISLAM.

[May 8, 1840.]



From the first rude times of Paganism among the@oavians in the North, we advance
to a very different epoch of religion, among a veifferent people: Mahometanism
among the Arabs. A great change; what a chang@m@apless is indicated here, in the
universal condition and thoughts of men!

The Hero is not now regarded as a God among hafielen; but as one God-inspired,
as a Prophet. It is the second phasis of Hero-war#te first or oldest, we may say, has
passed away without return; in the history of tteeld/there will not again be any man,
never so great, whom his fellowmen will take fayaa. Nay we might rationally ask, Did
any set of human beings ever really think the nhays$awthere standing beside them a
god, the maker of this world? Perhaps not: it waslly some man they remembered, or
hadseen. But neither can this any more be. The Gfeaatis not recognized henceforth
as a god any more.

It was a rude gross error, that of counting theaGkan a god. Yet let us say that it is at
all times difficult to knowwhathe is, or how to account of him and receive himéT
most significant feature in the history of an epacthe manner it has of welcoming a
Great Man. Ever, to the true instincts of men,ahersomething godlike in him. Whether
they shall take him to be a god, to be a prophretjhat they shall take him to be? that is
ever a grand question; by their way of answerirag, tive shall see, as through a little
window, into the very heart of these men's spitiaeadition. For at bottom the Great
Man, as he comes from the hand of Nature, is ésesame kind of thing: Odin, Luther,
Johnson, Burns; | hope to make it appear that thesall originally of one stuff; that
only by the world's reception of them, and the glsapey assume, are they so
immeasurably diverse. The worship of Odin astordsisee—to fall prostrate before the
Great Man, intaleliquiumof love and wonder over him, and feel in theirrtethat he
was a denizen of the skies, a god! This was impeeieough: but to welcome, for
example, a Burns as we did, was that what we dapedect? The most precious gift
that Heaven can give to the Earth; a man of "gérassve call it; the Soul of a Man
actually sent down from the skies with a God's-ragsego us,—this we waste away as an
idle artificial firework, sent to amuse us a liftend sink it into ashes, wreck and
ineffectuality:suchreception of a Great Man | do not call very petrfather! Looking

into the heart of the thing, one may perhaps ball f Burns a still uglier phenomenon,
betokening still sadder imperfections in mankinasy/s, than the Scandinavian method
itself! To fall into mere unreasonirdgliquiumof love and admiration, was not good; but
such unreasoning, nay irrational supercilious nelat all is perhaps still worse!—It is a
thing forever changing, this of Hero-worship: difat in each age, difficult to do well in
any age. Indeed, the heart of the whole businetis®adge, one may say, is to do it well.

We have chosen Mahomet not as the most eminenh@t,dput as the one we are freest
to speak of. He is by no means the truest of Pitgpbat | do esteem him a true one.
Farther, as there is no danger of our becomingpéng, Mahometans, | mean to say all
the good of him [ justly can. It is the way to gehis secret: let us try to understand what
he meant with the world; what the world meant and msea&ith him, will then be a more
answerable question. Our current hypothesis abaltavhet, that he was a scheming
Impostor, a Falsehood incarnate, that his religgaa mere mass of quackery and fatuity,



begins really to be now untenable to any one. s Which well-meaning zeal has
heaped round this man, are disgraceful to ours@bls When Pococke inquired of
Grotius, Where the proof was of that story of tigeepn, trained to pick peas from
Mahomet's ear, and pass for an angel dictatingm@ Isrotius answered that there was
no proof! It is really time to dismiss all that. & word this man spoke has been the life-
guidance now of a hundred and eighty millions ohrtleese twelve hundred years. These
hundred and eighty millions were made by God a$ agelve. A greater number of God's
creatures believe in Mahomet's word at this hdwmtin any other word whatever. Are
we to suppose that it was a miserable piece otspilegerdemain, this which so many
creatures of the Almighty have lived by and die@ hyfor my part, cannot form any such
supposition. | will believe most things sooner thiaat. One would be entirely at a loss
what to think of this world at all, if quackery goew and were sanctioned here.

Alas, such theories are very lamentable. If we waitain to knowledge of anything in
God's true Creation, let us disbelieve them whallyéy are the product of an Age of
Scepticism: they indicate the saddest spirituahlyars, and mere death-life of the souls
of men: more godless theory, | think, was nevenpuigated in this Earth. A false man
found a religion? Why, a false man cannot buildiekbthouse! If he do not know and
follow truly the properties of mortar, burnt clagcawhat else be works in, it is no house
that he makes, but a rubbish-heap. It will not dtam twelve centuries, to lodge a
hundred and eighty millions; it will fall straighty. A man must conform himself to
Nature's lawsbe verily in communion with Nature and the truth bings, or Nature will
answer him, No, not at all' Speciosities are spezteah me!l—a Cagliostro, many
Cagliostros, prominent world-leaders, do prospethieyr quackery, for a day. It is like a
forged bank-note; they get it passed ouheir worthless hands: others, not they, have to
smart for it. Nature bursts up in fire-flames, FeiRevolutions and such like,
proclaiming with terrible veracity that forged nstare forged.

But of a Great Man especially, of him | will ven¢éuio assert that it is incredible he
should have been other than true. It seems to enprtmary foundation of him, and of all
that can lie in him, this. No Mirabeau, Napoleonyis, Cromwell, no man adequate to
do anything, but is first of all in right earnesioait it; what | call a sincere man. | should
saysincerity, a deep, great, genuine sincerity, is the firstrabteristic of all men in any
way heroic. Not the sincerity that calls itself@ne; ah no, that is a very poor matter
indeed;—a shallow braggart conscious sincerityerast self-conceit mainly. The Great
Man's sincerity is of the kind he cannot speaksofot conscious of: nay, | suppose, he is
conscious rather of insincerity; for what man caalknaccurately by the law of truth for
one day? No, the Great Man does not boast himseki®, far from that; perhaps does
not ask himself if he is so: | would say rathes, $incerity does not depend on himself;
he cannot help being sincere! The great Fact tEmce is great to him. Fly as he will,
he cannot get out of the awful presence of thidigealis mind is so made; he is great
by that, first of all. Fearful and wonderful, ree Life, real as Death, is this Universe to
him. Though all men should forget its truth, andikwa a vain show, he cannot. At all
moments the Flame-image glares in upon him; untéxitghere, there!—I wish you to
take this as my primary definition of a Great MArittle man may have this, it is
competent to all men that God has made: but a Gteatcannot be without it.



Such a man is what we call ariginal man; he comes to us at first-hand. A messenger
he, sent from the Infinite Unknown with tidingsus. We may call him Poet, Prophet,
God;—in one way or other, we all feel that the vgohe utters are as no other man's
words. Direct from the Inner Fact of things;—heeBy and has to live, in daily
communion with that. Hearsays cannot hide it fram;He is blind, homeless, miserable,
following hearsaysit glares in upon him. Really his utterances, arg tiag a kind of
"revelation;"—what we must call such for want ofreoother name? It is from the heart
of the world that he comes; he is portion of thengt reality of things. God has made
many revelations: but this man too, has not Godentaiah, the latest and newest of all?
The "inspiration of the Almighty giveth him undeastling:" we must listen before all to
him.

This Mahomet, then, we will in no wise consideaadnanity and Theatricality, a poor
conscious ambitious schemer; we cannot conceiveshinthe rude message he delivered
was a real one withal; an earnest confused voara the unknown Deep. The man's
words were not false, nor his workings here belowv|nanity and Simulacrum; a fiery
mass of Life cast up from the great bosom of Naterself. Tdkindlethe world; the
world's Maker had ordered it so. Neither can thit$aimperfections, insincerities even,
of Mahomet, if such were never so well proved asfaimm, shake this primary fact about
him.

On the whole, we make too much of faults; the detHithe business hide the real centre
of it. Faults? The greatest of faults, | should, $&yo be conscious of none. Readers of
the Bible above all, one would think, might knowttbe Who is called there "the man
according to God's own heart"? David, the Hebremgkhad fallen into sins enough;
blackest crimes; there was no want of sins. Ancetly@on the unbelievers sneer and ask,
Is this your man according to God's heart? Thershesust say, seems to me but a
shallow one. What are faults, what are the outvdetdils of a life; if the inner secret of

it, the remorse, temptations, true, often-baffleelyer-ended struggle of it, be forgotten?
"It is not in man that walketh to direct his sté@3f all acts, is not, for a mangpentance
the most divine? The deadliest sin, | say, wereghme supercilious consciousness of no
sin;—that is death; the heart so conscious is deaifrom sincerity, humility and fact; is
dead: it is "pure” as dead dry sand is pure. Dswii@ and history, as written for us in
those Psalms of his, | consider to be the truesiemever given of a man's moral
progress and warfare here below. All earnest ssillever discern in it the faithful
struggle of an earnest human soul towards whaiasl @nd best. Struggle often baffled,
sore baffled, down as into entire wreck; yet aggte never ended; ever, with tears,
repentance, true unconquerable purpose, begun &wawhuman nature! Is not a man's
walking, in truth, always that: "a succession dsf& Man can do no other. In this wild
element of a Life, he has to struggle onwards; fallen, deep-abased; and ever, with
tears, repentance, with bleeding heart, he hasdapain, struggle again still onwards.
That his strugglée a faithful unconquerable one: that is the questiogquestions. We

will put up with many sad details, if the soul bivere true. Details by themselves will
never teach us what it is. | believe we misestildadomet's faults even as faults: but
the secret of him will never be got by dwellingriheWNe will leave all this behind us;



and assuring ourselves that he did mean somehing taisk candidly what it was or
might be.

These Arabs Mahomet was born among are certainbtable people. Their country
itself is notable; the fit habitation for such @@aSavage inaccessible rock-mountains,
great grim deserts, alternating with beautifulpstrof verdure: wherever water is, there is
greenness, beauty; odoriferous balm-shrubs, deg¢s;tfrankincense-trees. Consider that
wide waste horizon of sand, empty, silent, likaadssea, dividing habitable place from
habitable. You are all alone there, left alone i@ Universe; by day a fierce sun
blazing down on it with intolerable radiance; bgimi the great deep Heaven with its
stars. Such a country is fit for a swift-handedemé@earted race of men. There is
something most agile, active, and yet most meddagnthusiastic in the Arab character.
The Persians are called the French of the Eastyiliveall the Arabs Oriental Italians. A
gifted noble people; a people of wild strong fegéinand of iron restraint over these: the
characteristic of noble-mindedness, of genius. Witet Bedouin welcomes the stranger
to his tent, as one having right to all that ig¢hevere it his worst enemy, he will slay his
foal to treat him, will serve him with sacred hdapty for three days, will set him fairly
on his way;—and then, by another law as sacrelhikil if he can. In words too as in
action. They are not a loquacious people, tacitatimer; but eloquent, gifted when they
do speak. An earnest, truthful kind of men. They; as we know, of Jewish kindred: but
with that deadly terrible earnestness of the Jéeg seem to combine something
graceful, brilliant, which is not Jewish. They H&tbetic contests" among them before
the time of Mahomet. Sale says, at Ocadh, in thétSaf Arabia, there were yearly fairs,
and there, when the merchandising was done, Paegsfer prizes:—the wild people
gathered to hear that.

One Jewish quality these Arabs manifest; the ouecohmany or of all high qualities:
what we may call religiosity. From of old they haelen zealous worshippers, according
to their light. They worshipped the stars, as Sabeaorshipped many natural objects,—
recognized them as symbols, immediate manifesttmithe Maker of Nature. It was
wrong; and yet not wholly wrong. All God's work®astill in a sense symbols of God.
Do we not, as | urged, still account it a meritéoognize a certain inexhaustible
significance, "poetic beauty" as we name it, imaliural objects whatsoever? A man is a
poet, and honored, for doing that, and speakirginging it,—a kind of diluted worship.
They had many Prophets, these Arabs; Teachersgeadhtribe, each according to the
light he had. But indeed, have we not from of die hoblest of proofs, still palpable to
every one of us, of what devoutness and noble-ndimeies had dwelt in these rustic
thoughtful peoples? Biblical critics seem agreeat thur ownBook of Jobwas written in
that region of the world. | call that, apart froththeories about it, one of the grandest
things ever written with pen. One feels, indeedf @svere not Hebrew; such a noble
universality, different from noble patriotism orcggrianism, reigns in it. A noble Book;
all men's Book! It is our first, oldest statemehtle never-ending Problem,—man's
destiny, and God's ways with him here in this eagktid all in such free flowing outlines;
grand in its sincerity, in its simplicity; in it melody, and repose of reconcilement.
There is the seeing eye, the mildly understandeayth Sarue every way; true eyesight
and vision for all things; material things no Iéisan spiritual: the Horse,—"hast thou



clothed his neck witthundef"—he 'laughsat the shaking of the spear!" Such living
likenesses were never since drawn. Sublime somsollime reconciliation; oldest choral
melody as of the heart of mankind;—so soft, anédg@s the summer midnight, as the
world with its seas and stars! There is nothingtemi, | think, in the Bible or out of it, of
equal literary merit.—

To the idolatrous Arabs one of the most ancientensial objects of worship was that
Black Stone, still kept in the building called Cahbat Mecca. Diodorus Siculus
mentions this Caabah in a way not to be mistaketheoldest, most honored temple in
his time; that is, some half-century before our. Bifvestre de Sacy says there is some
likelihood that the Black Stone is an aerolitetHat case, some man miggdeit fall out

of Heaven! It stands now beside the Well ZemzemQhabah is built over both. A Well
is in all places a beautiful affecting object, gaghout like life from the hard earth;—still
more so in those hot dry countries, where it isfits¢ condition of being. The Well
Zemzem has its name from the bubbling sound ohtiters zem-zemthey think it is the
Well which Hagar found with her little Ishmael imetwilderness: the aerolite and it have
been sacred now, and had a Caabah over thempiasahds of years. A curious object,
that Caabah! There it stands at this hour, in taelkcloth-covering the Sultan sends it
yearly; "twenty-seven cubits high;" with circuitjtvdouble circuit of pillars, with
festoon-rows of lamps and quaint ornaments: the$awill be lighted agaithis night,—

to glitter again under the stars. An authenticritagt of the oldest Past. It is tHeblah

of all Moslem: from Delhi all onwards to Moroccheteyes of innumerable praying men
are turned towards it, five times, this day anddalfs: one of the notablest centres in the
Habitation of Men.

It had been from the sacredness attached to tlibaPaStone and Hagar's Well, from the
pilgrimings of all tribes of Arabs thither, that Fl&a took its rise as a Town. A great town
once, though much decayed now. It has no natuxarddge for a town; stands in a
sandy hollow amid bare barren hills, at a distefnoe the sea; its provisions, its very
bread, have to be imported. But so many pilgrimexled lodgings: and then all places of
pilgrimage do, from the first, become places ofiéralhe first day pilgrims meet,
merchants have also met: where men see themsalsesibled for one object, they find
that they can accomplish other objects which demencheeting together. Mecca became
the Fair of all Arabia. And thereby indeed the €ktaple and warehouse of whatever
Commerce there was between the Indian and the Ydestantries, Syria, Egypt, even
Italy. It had at one time a population of 100,000yers, forwarders of those Eastern and
Western products; importers for their own behogbmivisions and corn. The
government was a kind of irregular aristocraticutde, not without a touch of

theocracy. Ten Men of a chief tribe, chosen in soough way, were Governors of
Mecca, and Keepers of the Caabah. The Koreish therehief tribe in Mahomet's time;
his own family was of that tribe. The rest of thatidn, fractioned and cut asunder by
deserts, lived under similar rude patriarchal gowegnts by one or several: herdsmen,
carriers, traders, generally robbers too; beingrast at war one with another, or with all:
held together by no open bond, if it were not thessting at the Caabah, where all forms
of Arab Idolatry assembled in common adoration;—ehehinly by thanward

indissoluble bond of a common blood and languagéhis way had the Arabs lived for



long ages, unnoticed by the world; a people oftgyealities, unconsciously waiting for
the day when they should become notable to almbréd. Their Idolatries appear to have
been in a tottering state; much was getting intdesion and fermentation among them.
Obscure tidings of the most important Event evamgacted in this world, the Life and
Death of the Divine Man in Judea, at once the spmpnd cause of immeasurable
change to all people in the world, had in the cewfscenturies reached into Arabia too;
and could not but, of itself, have produced ferragan there.

It was among this Arab people, so circumstancetharyear 570 of our Era, that the man
Mahomet was born. He was of the family of Hasheinth® Koreish tribe as we said;
though poor, connected with the chief persons ®tbuntry. Almost at his birth he lost
his Father; at the age of six years his Mother @aompman noted for her beauty, her
worth and sense: he fell to the charge of his Gethdr, an old man, a hundred years
old. A good old man: Mahomet's Father, Abdallald been his youngest favorite son.
He saw in Mahomet, with his old life-worn eyes emtury old, the lost Abdallah come
back again, all that was left of Abdallah. He lovkd little orphan Boy greatly; used to
say, They must take care of that beautiful litteeyBnothing in their kindred was more
precious than he. At his death, while the boy wilsosit two years old, he left him in
charge to Abu Thaleb the eldest of the Unclespdsm that now was head of the house.
By this Uncle, a just and rational man as everglhiatokens, Mahomet was brought up
in the best Arab way.

Mahomet, as he grew up, accompanied his Uncleaalinty journeys and such like; in his
eighteenth year one finds him a fighter following bncle in war. But perhaps the most
significant of all his journeys is one we find ndbtes of some years' earlier date: a
journey to the Fairs of Syria. The young man hest €ame in contact with a quite
foreign world,—with one foreign element of endlessment to him: the Christian
Religion. | know not what to make of that "Sergitige Nestorian Monk," whom Abu
Thaleb and he are said to have lodged with; or mmeh any monk could have taught
one still so young. Probably enough it is greadlgggerated, this of the Nestorian Monk.
Mahomet was only fourteen; had no language bubWwis much in Syria must have been
a strange unintelligible whirlpool to him. But thges of the lad were open; glimpses of
many things would doubtless be taken in, and lrg eaigmatic as yet, which were to
ripen in a strange way into views, into beliefs amgghts one day. These journeys to
Syria were probably the beginning of much to Mahbme

One other circumstance we must not forget: thatdteno school-learning; of the thing
we call school-learning none at all. The art oftiwwg was but just introduced into Arabia;
it seems to be the true opinion that Mahomet newald write! Life in the Desert, with

its experiences, was all his education. What & itifinite Universe he, from his dim
place, with his own eyes and thoughts, could takeo much and no more of it was he to
know. Curious, if we will reflect on it, this of lieng no books. Except by what he could
see for himself, or hear of by uncertain rumorpdexch in the obscure Arabian Desert, he
could know nothing. The wisdom that had been béfareor at a distance from him in

the world, was in a manner as good as not therkifior Of the great brother souls,
flame-beacons through so many lands and timesnpaawectly communicates with this



great soul. He is alone there, deep down in therhas the Wilderness; has to grow up
so,—alone with Nature and his own Thoughts.

But, from an early age, he had been remarked lasughtful man. His companions
named him Al Amin The Faithful." A man of truth and fidelity; true what he did, in
what he spake and thought. They noted lieatlways meant something. A man rather
taciturn in speech; silent when there was nothiniget said; but pertinent, wise, sincere,
when he did speak; always throwing light on theteraf his is the only sort of speech
worth speaking! Through life we find him to have beegargled as an altogether solid,
brotherly, genuine man. A serious, sincere charagét amiable, cordial,
companionable, jocose even;—a good laugh in hirhakithere are men whose laugh is
as untrue as anything about them; who cannot laDghk.hears of Mahomet's beauty: his
fine sagacious honest face, brown florid compleximeaming black eyes;—I somehow
like too that vein on the brow, which swelled upd when he was in anger: like the
"horseshoevein” in Scott'Redgauntletlt was a kind of feature in the Hashem family,
this black swelling vein in the brow; Mahomet hagrominent, as would appear. A
spontaneous, passionate, yet just, true-meanind) udirof wild faculty, fire and light;

of wild worth, all uncultured; working out his IHesk in the depths of the Desert there.

How he was placed with Kadijah, a rich Widow, as $&ward, and travelled in her
business, again to the Fairs of Syria; how he meshad, as one can well understand,
with fidelity, adroitness; how her gratitude, hegard for him grew: the story of their
marriage is altogether a graceful intelligible oag told us by the Arab authors. He was
twenty-five; she forty, though still beautiful. Heems to have lived in a most
affectionate, peaceable, wholesome way with thidded benefactress; loving her truly,
and her alone. It goes greatly against the impdkgwory, the fact that he lived in this
entirely unexceptionable, entirely quiet and compiace way, till the heat of his years
was done. He was forty before he talked of anyiomsgEom Heaven. All his
irregularities, real and supposed, date from difififtieth year, when the good Kadijah
died. All his "ambition," seemingly, had been, leitto, to live an honest life; his "fame,"
the mere good opinion of neighbors that knew hiadl been sufficient hitherto. Not till
he was already getting old, the prurient heat sflife all burnt out, angeacegrowing to
be the chief thing this world could give him, did tart on the "career of ambition;" and,
belying all his past character and existence, getsua wretched empty charlatan to
acquire what he could now no longer enjoy! For mgre, | have no faith whatever in
that.

Ah no: this deep-hearted Son of the Wildernesd) wig beaming black eyes and open
social deep soul, had other thoughts in him thabitaon. A silent great soul; he was one
of those who canndiut be in earnest; whom Nature herself has appoiotée sincere.
While others walk in formulas and hearsays, coetttenough to dwell there, this man
could not screen himself in formulas; he was aliik his own soul and the reality of
things. The great Mystery of Existence, as | sgliared in upon him, with its terrors,
with its splendors; no hearsays could hide thapeakable fact, "Here am I!" Such
sincerity, as we named it, has in very truth something whei The word of such a man
is a Voice direct from Nature's own Heart. Men dd aust listen to that as to nothing



else;—all else is wind in comparison. From of @dhousand thoughts, in his
pilgrimings and wanderings, had been in this mahatam 1? Whaits this unfathomable
Thing I live in, which men name Universe? What il what is Death? What am | to
believe? What am | to do? The grim rocks of Mouata{ of Mount Sinai, the stern
sandy solitudes answered not. The great Heavangdalilent overhead, with its blue-
glancing stars, answered not. There was no an3lerman's own soul, and what of
God's inspiration dwelt there, had to answer!

It is the thing which all men have to ask themsglwehich we too have to ask, and
answer. This wild man felt it to be offinite moment; all other things of no moment
whatever in comparison. The jargon of argumentaBueek Sects, vague traditions of
Jews, the stupid routine of Arab Idolatry: thereswia answer in these. A Hero, as |
repeat, has this first distinction, which indeedmay call first and last, the Alpha and
Omega of his whole Heroism, That he looks throughshows of things intihings Use
and wont, respectable hearsay, respectable forraliiese are good, or are not good.
There is something behind and beyond all these;twéili these must correspond with, be
the image of, or they areldolatries "bits of black wood pretending to be God;" to the
earnest soul a mockery and abomination. Idolaté®r so gilded, waited on by heads
of the Koreish, will do nothing for this man. Thdugll men walk by them, what good is
it? The great Reality stands glaring there upiom He there has to answer it, or perish
miserably. Now, even now, or else through all Etgmever! Answer itthoumust find
an answer.—Ambition? What could all Arabia do fostman; with the crown of Greek
Heraclius, of Persian Chosroes, and all crownkénBarth;—what could they all do for
him? It was not of the Earth he wanted to hear itelVas of the Heaven above and of the
Hell beneath. All crowns and sovereignties whatsoewhere wouldheyin a few brief
years be? To be Sheik of Mecca or Arabia, and havieof gilt wood put into your
hand,—uwill that be one's salvation? | decidedInkhinot. We will leave it altogether,
this impostor hypothesis, as not credible; not telgrable even, worthy chiefly of
dismissal by us.

Mahomet had been wont to retire yearly, duringmtomth Ramadhan, into solitude and
silence; as indeed was the Arab custom; a praistbwoustom, which such a man, above
all, would find natural and useful. Communing whils own heart, in the silence of the
mountains; himself silent; open to the "small stdices:" it was a right natural custom!
Mahomet was in his fortieth year, when having wittvegh to a cavern in Mount Hara,
near Mecca, during this Ramadhan, to pass the mompitayer, and meditation on those
great questions, he one day told his wife Kadiyap with his household was with him
or near him this year, That by the unspeakableiap@wor of Heaven he had now found
it all out; was in doubt and darkness no longet,daw it all. That all these Idols and
Formulas were nothing, miserable bits of wood; thate was One God in and over all;
and we must leave all Idols, and look to Him. TGad is great; and that there is nothing
else great! He is the Reality. Wooden Idols arerealk, He is real. He made us at first,
sustains us yet; we and all things are but thesliad Him; a transitory garment veiling
the Eternal SplendorAllah akbar God is great;"—and then alsislam™ That we must
submit to God. That our whole strength lies ingasd submission to Him, whatsoever
He do to us. For this world, and for the other! Thieg He sends to us, were it death and



worse than death, shall be good, shall be bestegign ourselves to God.—"If this be
Islam" says Goethe, "do we not all livelslam?" Yes, all of us that have any moral life;
we all live so. It has ever been held the highaestieam for a man not merely to submit to
Necessity,—Necessity will make him submit,—but tmw and believe well that the
stern thing which Necessity had ordered was thestjshe best, the thing wanted there.
To cease his frantic pretension of scanning theaig&od's-World in his small fraction of
a brain; to know that tadverily, though deep beyond his soundings, a Jast, that the
soul of it was Good;—that his part in it was to fmym to the Law of the Whole, and in
devout silence follow that; not questioning it, giog it as unquestionable.

| say, this is yet the only true morality knownn#an is right and invincible, virtuous and
on the road towards sure conquest, precisely wigilpins himself to the great deep Law
of the World, in spite of all superficial laws, tporary appearances, profit-and-loss
calculations; he is victorious while he co-operatéh that great central Law, not
victorious otherwise:—and surely his first chan€eaoperating with it, or getting into
the course of it, is to know with his whole souttlt is; that it is good, and alone good!
This is the soul of Islam; it is properly the sob@iiChristianity;—for Islam is definable as
a confused form of Christianity; had Christianityt veen, neither had it been.
Christianity also commands us, before all, to Iségreed to God. We are to take no
counsel with flesh and blood; give ear to no vanwils, vain sorrows and wishes: to
know that we know nothing; that the worst and aaeto our eyes is not what it seems;
that we have to receive whatsoever befalls usrasfisen God above, and say, It is good
and wise, God is great! "Though He slay me, yet Milust in Him." Islam means in its
way Denial of Self, Annihilation of Self. This i®fthe highest Wisdom that Heaven has
revealed to our Earth.

Such light had come, as it could, to illuminate diaekness of this wild Arab soul. A
confused dazzling splendor as of life and Heavethe great darkness which threatened
to be death: he called it revelation and the aGgddriel;—who of us yet can know what
to call it? It is the "inspiration of the Almightyhat giveth us understanding. Kioow to
get into the truth of anything, is ever a mystit-aef which the best Logics can but
babble on the surface. "Is not Belief the true gadouncing Miracle?" says Novalis.—
That Mahomet's whole soul, set in flame with thiargl Truth vouchsafed him, should
feel as if it were important and the only import#rng, was very natural. That
Providence had unspeakably honored him by revedlisgving him from death and
darkness; that he therefore was bound to make kriogveaame to all creatures: this is
what was meant by "Mahomet is the Prophet of Gtitils'too is not without its true
meaning.—

The good Kadijah, we can fancy, listened to himthwwbonder, with doubt: at length she
answered: Yes, it was true this that he said. @nef@ancy too the boundless gratitude of
Mahomet; and how of all the kindnesses she had bngthis of believing the earnest
struggling word he now spoke was the greatesis ‘#ertain,” says Novalis, "my
Conviction gains infinitely, the moment another Iseil believe in it." It is a boundless
favor.—He never forgot this good Kadijah. Long aftards, Ayesha his young favorite
wife, a woman who indeed distinguished herself agritve Moslem, by all manner of



qualities, through her whole long life; this youmgiliant Ayesha was, one day,
guestioning him: "Now am not | better than Kadij&t® was a widow; old, and had lost
her looks: you love me better than you did her?"-e;"bly Allah!" answered Mahomet:
"No, by Allah! She believed in me when none elseiddelieve. In the whole world |
had but one friend, and she was that!"—Seid, has&lalso believed in him; these with
his young Cousin Ali, Abu Thaleb's son, were histfconverts.

He spoke of his Doctrine to this man and that;tbetmost treated it with ridicule, with
indifference; in three years, | think, he had gdibet thirteen followers. His progress
was slow enough. His encouragement to go on, wagedher the usual encouragement
that such a man in such a case meets. After sae ylears of small success, he invited
forty of his chief kindred to an entertainment; dhdre stood up and told them what his
pretension was: that he had this thing to promelghtroad to all men; that it was the
highest thing, the one thing: which of them wowda@nd him in that? Amid the doubt
and silence of all, young Ali, as yet a lad of sedt, impatient of the silence, started up,
and exclaimed in passionate fierce language, Téatduld! The assembly, among whom
was Abu Thaleb, Ali's Father, could not be unfrigrtd Mahomet; yet the sight there, of
one unlettered elderly man, with a lad of sixtedagiding on such an enterprise against
all mankind, appeared ridiculous to them; the asdgiroke up in laughter.
Nevertheless it proved not a laughable thing; i wavery serious thing! As for this
young Ali, one cannot but like him. A noble-minde@ature, as he shows himself, now
and always afterwards; full of affection, of fiasgring. Something chivalrous in him;
brave as a lion; yet with a grace, a truth andcéifie worthy of Christian knighthood. He
died by assassination in the Mosque at Bagdadath d@ecasioned by his own generous
fairness, confidence in the fairness of otherssdid, If the wound proved not unto death,
they must pardon the Assassin; but if it did, tthey must slay him straightway, that so
they two in the same hour might appear before @ond,see which side of that quarrel
was the just one!

Mahomet naturally gave offence to the Koreish, Keepf the Caabah, superintendents
of the Idols. One or two men of influence had jadimeém: the thing spread slowly, but it
was spreading. Naturally he gave offence to evatyb@/ho is this that pretends to be
wiser than we all; that rebukes us all, as merésfand worshippers of wood! Abu
Thaleb the good Uncle spoke with him: Could hebeosilent about all that; believe it all
for himself, and not trouble others, anger the famien, endanger himself and them all,
talking of it? Mahomet answered: If the Sun stoach@ right hand and the Moon on his
left, ordering him to hold his peace, he couldolmy! No: there was something in this
Truth he had got which was of Nature herself; equahnk to Sun, or Moon, or
whatsoever thing Nature had made. It would spesstfithere, so long as the Almighty
allowed it, in spite of Sun and Moon, and all Ksreand all men and things. It must do
that, and could do no other. Mahomet answeredrsh);they say, "burst into tears." Burst
into tears: he felt that Abu Thaleb was good to;limat the task he had got was no soft,
but a stern and great one.

He went on speaking to who would listen to him;l@iting his Doctrine among the
pilgrims as they came to Mecca; gaining adherentkis place and that. Continual



contradiction, hatred, open or secret danger atgéhadm. His powerful relations
protected Mahomet himself; but by and by, on hisi@agvice, all his adherents had to
quit Mecca, and seek refuge in Abyssinia over e $he Koreish grew ever angrier;
laid plots, and swore oaths among them, to put Magdido death with their own hands.
Abu Thaleb was dead, the good Kadijah was deadoahis not solicitous of

sympathy from us; but his outlook at this time was of the dismalest. He had to hide in
caverns, escape in disguise; fly hither and thjthemeless, in continual peril of his life.
More than once it seemed all over with him; moantbnce it turned on a straw, some
rider's horse taking fright or the like, whetheridanet and his Doctrine had not ended
there, and not been heard of at all. But it wasoeind so.

In the thirteenth year of his mission, finding Bisemies all banded against him, forty
sworn men, one out of every tribe, waiting to takelife, and no continuance possible at
Mecca for him any longer, Mahomet fled to the plten called Yathreb, where he had
gained some adherents; the place they now callMdedr 'Medinat al Nabj the City of
the Prophet,” from that circumstance. It lay some lhundred miles off, through rocks
and deserts; not without great difficulty, in sunbod as we may fancy, he escaped
thither, and found welcome. The whole East datesré from this Flightyegiraas they
name it: the Year 1 of this Hegira is 622 of oua Ehe fifty-third of Mahomet's life. He
was now becoming an old man; his friends sinkinghtbhim one by one; his path
desolate, encompassed with danger: unless he fiodIdope in his own heart, the
outward face of things was but hopeless for hirs #o with all men in the like case.
Hitherto Mahomet had professed to publish his Ratlidpy the way of preaching and
persuasion alone. But now, driven foully out of hédive country, since unjust men had
not only given no ear to his earnest Heaven's-ngesshe deep cry of his heart, but
would not even let him live if he kept speaking-the wild Son of the Desert resolved to
defend himself, like a man and Arab. If the Koreigh have it so, they shall have it.
Tidings, felt to be of infinite moment to them aatlmen, they would not listen to these;
would trample them down by sheer violence, stedlranrder: well, let steel try it then!
Ten years more this Mahomet had; all of fightinda#athless impetuous toil and
struggle; with what result we know.

Much has been said of Mahomet's propagating higjieelby the sword. It is no doubt
far nobler what we have to boast of the Christiahd#®on, that it propagated itself
peaceably in the way of preaching and convictioet Withal, if we take this for an
argument of the truth or falsehood of a religidrere is a radical mistake in it. The sword
indeed: but where will you get your sword! Everyw@pinion, at its starting, is precisely
in aminority of oneln one man's head alone, there it dwells asGm¢ man alone of the
whole world believes it; there is one man agaiishan. Thathetake a sword, and try to
propagate with that, will do little for him. You mstfirst get your sword! On the whole, a
thing will propagate itself as it can. We do noidfj of the Christian Religion either, that
it always disdained the sword, when once it hadoget Charlemagne's conversion of the
Saxons was not by preaching. | care little aboaitstiiord: | will allow a thing to struggle
for itself in this world, with any sword or tongoe implement it has, or can lay hold of.
We will let it preach, and pamphleteer, and figimd to the uttermost bestir itself, and
do, beak and claws, whatsoever is in it; very sliae it will, in the long-run, conquer



nothing which does not deserve to be conqueredt Wietter than itself, it cannot put
away, but only what is worse. In this great DuedtiNe herself is umpire, and can do no
wrong: the thing which is deepest-rooted in Natwieat we caltruest that thing and not
the other will be found growing at last.

Here however, in reference to much that there Mahomet and his success, we are to
remember what an umpire Nature is; what a greatoessposure of depth and tolerance
there is in her. You take wheat to cast into thetEabosom; your wheat may be mixed
with chaff, chopped straw, barn-sweepings, dustadindiaginable rubbish; no matter:
you cast it into the kind just Earth; she grows\leat,—the whole rubbish she silently
absorbs, shroudsin, says nothing of the rubbish. The yellow whearowing there; the
good Earth is silent about all the rest,—has dyentned all the rest to some benefit too,
and makes no complaint about it! So everywhereatuh! She is true and not a lie; and
yet so great, and just, and motherly in her tr8tie requires of a thing only thabig
genuine of heart; she will protect it if so; wilbt) if not so. There is a soul of truth in all
the things she ever gave harbor to. Alas, is risttkie history of all highest Truth that
comes or ever came into the world? Toelyof them all is imperfection, an element of
light in darkness: to us they have to come emboitiedere Logic, in some merely
scientificTheorem of the Universe; whidannotbe complete; which cannot but be
found, one day, incomplete, erroneous, and sordiedegsappear. The body of all Truth
dies; and yet in all, | say, there is a soul whmelrer dies; which in new and ever-nobler
embodiment lives immortal as man himself! It is ¢y with Nature. The genuine
essence of Truth never dies. That it be genuinejae from the great Deep of Nature,
there is the point at Nature's judgment-seat. Wigatall pure or impure, is not with her
the final question. Not how much chaff is in yout wvhether you have any wheat. Pure?
| might say to many a man: Yes, you are pure; paigh; but you are chaff,—insincere
hypothesis, hearsay, formality; you never wereontact with the great heart of the
Universe at all; you are properly neither pure ingoure; youare nothing, Nature has no
business with you.

Mahomet's Creed we called a kind of Christianityd aeally, if we look at the wild rapt
earnestness with which it was believed and laitetart, | should say a better kind than
that of those miserable Syrian Sects, with theim yanglings abouHomoiousiorand
Homoousionthe head full of worthless noise, the heart enapiy dead! The truth of it is
embedded in portentous error and falsehood; butditie of it makes it be believed, not
the falsehood: it succeeded by its truth. A baskard of Christianity, but a living kind;
with a heart-life in it; not dead, chopping bartegic merely! Out of all that rubbish of
Arab idolatries, argumentative theologies, tradisiosubtleties, rumors and hypotheses of
Greeks and Jews, with their idle wire-drawingss tlild man of the Desert, with his wild
sincere heart, earnest as death and life, witlyreiat flashing natural eyesight, had seen
into the kernel of the matter. Idolatry is nothitigese Wooden Idols of yours, "ye rub
them with oil and wax, and the flies stick on thémthese are wood, | tell you! They
can do nothing for you; they are an impotent blaspbus presence; a horror and
abomination, if ye knew them. God alone is; Godhalbas power; He made us, He can
kill us and keep us aliveAllah akbar God is great.” Understand that His will is thestbe



for you; that howsoever sore to flesh and blood, wdl find it the wisest, best: you are
bound to take it so; in this world and in the nexiil have no other thing that you can do!

And now if the wild idolatrous men did believe thasd with their fiery hearts lay hold
of it to do it, in what form soever it came to themsay it was well worthy of being
believed. In one form or the other, | say it idl $ie one thing worthy of being believed
by all men. Man does hereby become the high-pofkettis Temple of a World. He is in
harmony with the Decrees of the Author of this Vllpdooperating with them, not vainly
withstanding them: | know, to this day, no bettefigition of Duty than that same. All
that isright includes itself in this of co-operating with theal Tendency of the World:
you succeed by this (the World's Tendency will gech), you are good, and in the right
course thergdomoiousionHomoousionvain logical jangle, then or before or at any
time, may jangle itself out, and go whither and holikes: this is thehing it all

struggles to mean, if it would mean anything. dia not succeed in meaning this, it
means nothing. Not that Abstractions, logical Psifpans, be correctly worded or
incorrectly; but that living concrete Sons of Addmlay this to heart: that is the
important point. Islam devoured all these vain JarpSects; and | think had right to do
so. It was a Reality, direct from the great He&tlature once more. Arab idolatries,
Syrian formulas, whatsoever was not equally read, to go up in flame,—mere dead
fuel, in various senses, for this which wase.

It was during these wild warfarings and strugglirgspecially after the Flight to Mecca,
that Mahomet dictated at intervals his Sacred Badkch they nam&oran, or Reading
"Thing to be read.” This is the Work he and hisigiles made so much of, asking all the
world, Is not that a miracle? The Mahometans regfaed Koran with a reverence which
few Christians pay even to their Bible. It is adedtevery where as the standard of all
law and all practice; the thing to be gone uposgaculation and life; the message sent
direct out of Heaven, which this Earth has to camfto, and walk by; the thing to be
read. Their Judges decide by it; all Moslem arenldaio study it, seek in it for the light of
their life. They have mosques where it is all rdady; thirty relays of priests take it up
in succession, get through the whole each day.€T lier twelve hundred years, has the
voice of this Book, at all moments, kept soundimgptigh the ears and the hearts of so
many men. We hear of Mahometan Doctors that hatlitegventy thousand times!

Very curious: if one sought for "discrepancies afional taste,” here surely were the
most eminent instance of that! We also can readtran; our Translation of it, by Sale,
is known to be a very fair one. | must say, itdda@lsome reading as | ever undertook. A
wearisome confused jumble, crude, incondite; esdtesations, long-windedness,
entanglement; most crude, incondite;—insupportahlpidity, in short! Nothing but a
sense of duty could carry any European througtikthran. We read in it, as we might in
the State-Paper Office, unreadable masses of lyritagmperhaps we may get some
glimpses of a remarkable man. It is true we havader disadvantages: the Arabs see
more method in it than we. Mahomet's followers ftime Koran lying all in fractions, as
it had been written down at first promulgation; mwf it, they say, on shoulder-blades
of mutton, flung pell-mell into a chest: and theaybpshed it, without any discoverable
order as to time or otherwise;,—merely trying, asildcseem, and this not very strictly,



to put the longest chapters first. The real begigmif it, in that way, lies almost at the
end: for the earliest portions were the shortesaidRn its historical sequence it perhaps
would not be so bad. Much of it, too, they sayhighmic; a kind of wild chanting song,
in the original. This may be a great point; muchpes has been lost in the Translation
here. Yet with every allowance, one feels it difftdo see how any mortal ever could
consider this Koran as a Book written in Heaven,good for the Earth; as a well-written
book, or indeed aslaookat all; and not a bewildered rhapsodyitten, so far as writing
goes, as badly as almost any book ever was! So fouctational discrepancies, and the
standard of taste.

Yet | should say, it was not unintelligible how theabs might so love it. When once you
get this confused coil of a Koran fairly off youarids, and have it behind you at a
distance, the essential type of it begins to dgeltself; and in this there is a merit quite
other than the literary one. If a book come from lieart, it will contrive to reach other
hearts; all art and author-craft are of small antdoithat. One would say the primary
character of the Koran is this of genuinenesof its being @ona-fidebook. Prideaux, |
know, and others have represented it as a merdédahpliggleries; chapter after chapter
got up to excuse and varnish the author's suceessig, forward his ambitions and
guackeries: but really it is time to dismiss alitth do not assert Mahomet's continual
sincerity: who is continually sincere? But | cordfésan make nothing of the critic, in
these times, who would accuse him of depepensgof conscious deceit generally, or
perhaps at all;—still more, of living in a mereralent of conscious deceit, and writing
this Koran as a forger and juggler would have déhedry candid eye, | think, will read
the Koran far otherwise than so. It is the confuseohent of a great rude human soul,
rude, untutored, that cannot even read; but fenearhest, struggling vehemently to utter
itself in words. With a kind of breathless integdie strives to utter himself; the thoughts
crowd on him pell-mell: for very multitude of thiago say, he can get nothing said. The
meaning that is in him shapes itself into no fofnc@mposition, is stated in no sequence,
method, or coherence;—they are sbapedat all, these thoughts of his; flung out
unshaped, as they struggle and tumble there, indhaotic inarticulate state. We said
"stupid:" yet natural stupidity is by no means th@racter of Mahomet's Book; it is
natural uncultivation rather. The man has not sidipeaking; in the haste and pressure
of continual fighting, has not time to mature hithg&o fit speech. The panting
breathless haste and vehemence of a man strugglihg thick of battle for life and
salvation; this is the mood he is in! A headlongtbafor very magnitude of meaning, he
cannot get himself articulated into words. The sgso/e utterances of a soul in that
mood, colored by the various vicissitudes of theed-twenty years; now well uttered,
now worse: this is the Koran.

For we are to consider Mahomet, through these t@ingletwenty years, as the centre of a
world wholly in conflict. Battles with the Koreisind Heathen, quarrels among his own
people, backslidings of his own wild heart; alstkept him in a perpetual whirl, his soul
knowing rest no more. In wakeful nights, as one fiagagy, the wild soul of the man,
tossing amid these vortices, would hail any ligh& @ecision for them as a veritable light
from Heavenany making-up of his mind, so blessed, indispensaiidiim there, would
seem the inspiration of a Gabriel. Forger and jedggNo, no! This great fiery heart,



seething, simmering like a great furnace of thosighves not a juggler's. His Life was a
Fact to him; this God's Universe an awful Fact Redlity. He has faults enough. The
man was an uncultured semi-barbarous Son of Natwreh of the Bedouin still clinging
to him: we must take him for that. But for a wregdrSimulacrum, a hungry Impostor
without eyes or heart, practicing for a mess ofgo® such blasphemous swindlery,
forgery of celestial documents, continual high-saagainst his Maker and Self, we will
not and cannot take him.

Sincerity, in all senses, seems to me the methe@Koran; what had rendered it precious
to the wild Arab men. It is, after all, the firgtiglast merit in a book; gives rise to merits
of all kinds,—nay, at bottom, it alone can giveerte merit of any kind. Curiously,
through these incondite masses of tradition, vitagi@n, complaint, ejaculation in the
Koran, a vein of true direct insight, of what weglmi almost call poetry, is found
straggling. The body of the Book is made up of nteadition, and as it were vehement
enthusiastic extempore preaching. He returns foreevéhe old stories of the Prophets as
they went current in the Arab memory: how Propliietrd&@rophet, the Prophet Abraham,
the Prophet Hud, the Prophet Moses, Christian #mel oeal and fabulous Prophets, had
come to this Tribe and to that, warning men ofrtkei; and been received by them even
as he Mahomet was,—which is a great solace to Timase things he repeats ten, perhaps
twenty times; again and ever again, with wearisderation; has never done repeating
them. A brave Samuel Johnson, in his forlorn gamaght con over the Biographies of
Authors in that way! This is the great staple & Koran. But curiously, through all this,
comes ever and anon some glance as of the rekéthand seer. He has actually an eye
for the world, this Mahomet: with a certain diree$s and rugged vigor, he brings home
still, to our heart, the thing his own heart hasrbepened to. | make but little of his
praises of Allah, which many praise; they are bead | suppose mainly from the
Hebrew, at least they are far surpassed therethBugye that flashes direct into the heart
of things, andseeghe truth of them; this is to me a highly intenegtobject. Great
Nature's own gift; which she bestows on all; butoktonly one in the thousand does not
cast sorrowfully away: it is what | call sinceriay vision; the test of a sincere heart.

Mahomet can work no miracles; he often answers ii@pidy: | can work no miracles. 1?
"l am a Public Preacher;" appointed to preachdbisrine to all creatures. Yet the world,
as we can see, had really from of old been allgyreat miracle to him. Look over the
world, says he; is it not wonderful, the work otakl; wholly "a sign to you," if your eyes
were open! This Earth, God made it for you; "appedrpaths in it;" you can live in it, go
to and fro on it.—The clouds in the dry countryAsfibia, to Mahomet they are very
wonderful: Great clouds, he says, born in the deeom of the Upper Immensity, where
do they come from! They hang there, the great bhacksters; pour down their rain-
deluges "to revive a dead earth," and grass spramngs"tall leafy palm-trees with their
date-clusters hanging round. Is not that a sigriirtattle too,—Allah made them;
serviceable dumb creatures; they change the grassilk; you have your clothing from
them, very strange creatures; they come rankingehamevening-time, "and," adds he,
"and are a credit to you!" Ships also,—he talkemtibout ships: Huge moving
mountains, they spread out their cloth wings, ganaling through the water there,
Heaven's wind driving them; anon they lie motiosléSod has withdrawn the wind, they



lie dead, and cannot stir! Miracles? cries he: Whiaécle would you have? Are not you
yourselves there? God made you, "shaped you autittle clay.” Ye were small once; a
few years ago ye were not at all. Ye have beatrigngth, thoughts, "ye have
compassion on one another.” Old age comes on yolgray hairs; your strength fades
into feebleness; ye sink down, and again are rva.Have compassion on one another:"
this struck me much: Allah might have made you h@vio compassion on one
another,—how had it been then! This is a greattiteought, a glance at first-hand into
the very fact of things. Rude vestiges of poeticige, of whatsoever is best and truest,
are visible in this man. A strong untutored intejeeyesight, heart: a strong wild man,—
might have shaped himself into Poet, King, Priasy, kind of Hero.

To his eyes it is forever clear that this world W& miraculous. He sees what, as we
said once before, all great thinkers, the rude &icanians themselves, in one way or
other, have contrived to see: That this so solakilog material world is, at bottom, in
very deed, Nothing; is a visual and factual Mard#&en of God's power and presence,—
a shadow hung out by Him on the bosom of the wafichite; nothing more. The
mountains, he says, these great rock-mountaing stied| dissipate themselves "like
clouds;" melt into the Blue as clouds do, and redtHte figures the Earth, in the Arab
fashion, Sale tells us, as an immense Plain oPtite of ground, the mountains are set
on that tosteadyit. At the Last Day they shall disappear "likewdis;" the whole Earth
shall go spinning, whirl itself off into wreck, ad dust and vapor vanish in the Inane.
Allah withdraws his hand from it, and it cease®¢o The universal empire of Allah,
presence everywhere of an unspeakable Power, adgpjeand a Terror not to be named,
as the true force, essence and reality, in algghimhatsoever, was continually clear to
this man. What a modern talks of by the name, FRoof@&ature, Laws of Nature; and
does not figure as a divine thing; not even astbimg at all, but as a set of things,
undivine enough,—salable, curious, good for prapglsteamships! With our Sciences
and Cyclopaedias, we are apt to forgetdivenenessin those laboratories of ours. We
ought not to forget it! That once well forgotterkriow not what else were worth
remembering. Most sciences, | think were then & derd thing; withered, contentious,
empty;—a thistle in late autumn. The best scienttout this, is but as the detithber,

it is not the growing tree and forest,—which gies®r-new timber, among other things!
Man cannoknoweither, unless he cavorshipin some way. His knowledge is a
pedantry, and dead thistle, otherwise.

Much has been said and written about the senswdlMahomet's Religion; more than
was just. The indulgences, criminal to us, whictpbemitted, were not of his
appointment; he found them practiced, unquestidroad immemorial time in Arabia;
what he did was to curtail them, restrict them, ambne but on many sides. His Religion
is not an easy one: with rigorous fasts, lavatistrizt complex formulas, prayers five
times a day, and abstinence from wine, it did sotteed by being an easy religion." As
if indeed any religion, or cause holding of religi@ould succeed by that! It is a calumny
on men to say that they are roused to heroic abyorase, hope of pleasure,
recompense,—sugar-plums of any kind, in this worlthe next! In the meanest mortal
there lies something nobler. The poor swearingispltired to be shot, has his "honor of
a soldier," different from drill-regulations ancetBhilling a day. It is not to taste sweet



things, but to do noble and true things, and viagidhimself under God's Heaven as a
god-made Man, that the poorest son of Adam dinthig$o Show him the way of doing
that, the dullest day-drudge kindles into a heteeyfwrong man greatly who say he is to
be seduced by ease. Difficulty, abnegation, maadiyrddeath are thalurementshat act
on the heart of man. Kindle the inner genial lifdhn, you have a flame that burns up
all lower considerations. Not happiness, but somgthigher: one sees this even in the
frivolous classes, with their "point of honor" atie like. Not by flattering our appetites;
no, by awakening the Heroic that slumbers in ebegrt, can any Religion gain
followers.

Mahomet himself, after all that can be said abamt, vas not a sensual man. We shall
err widely if we consider this man as a common ptlary, intent mainly on base
enjoyments,—nay on enjoyments of any kind. His lebofd was of the frugalest; his
common diet barley-bread and water: sometimes foths there was not a fire once
lighted on his hearth. They record with just pridat he would mend his own shoes,
patch his own cloak. A poor, hard-toiling, ill-prided man; careless of what vulgar men
toil for. Not a bad man, | should say; somethingdyan him tharhungerof any sort,—

or these wild Arab men, fighting and jostling thua®d-twenty years at his hand, in close
contact with him always, would not have reverena@ad so! They were wild men,
bursting ever and anon into quarrel, into all kinfifierce sincerity; without right worth
and manhood, no man could have commanded them.cHfllegd him Prophet, you say?
Why, he stood there face to face with them; baseenshrined in any mystery; visibly
clouting his own cloak, cobbling his own shoeshfigg, counselling, ordering in the
midst of them: they must have seen what kind oba hewas let him becalled what

you like! No emperor with his tiaras was obeyedhés man in a cloak of his own
clouting. During three-and-twenty years of rougtuattrial. | find something of a
veritable Hero necessary for that, of itself.

His last words are a prayer; broken ejaculatiors loart struggling up, in trembling
hope, towards its Maker. We cannot say that higiogl made hinworse it made him
better; good, not bad. Generous things are recartleoin: when he lost his Daughter,
the thing he answers is, in his own dialect, eweay sincere, and yet equivalent to that
of Christians, "The Lord giveth, and the Lord tdkatvay; blessed be the name of the
Lord." He answered in like manner of Seid, his etifzated well-beloved Slave, the
second of the believers. Seid had fallen in the @¥f8rabuc, the first of Mahomet's
fightings with the Greeks. Mahomet said, It waslw®&éid had done his Master's work,
Seid had now gone to his Master: it was all wethv@eid. Yet Seid's daughter found him
weeping over the body;—the old gray-haired manimgin tears! "What do | see?" said
she.—"You see a friend weeping over his friend."—v#mt out for the last time into the
mosque, two days before his death; asked, If herakd any man? Let his own back
bear the stripes. If he owed any man? A voice areWyéYes, me three drachms,”
borrowed on such an occasion. Mahomet ordered tbdra paid: "Better be in shame
now," said he, "than at the Day of Judgment."—Yemember Kadijah, and the "No, by
Allah!" Traits of that kind show us the genuine m#re brother of us all, brought visible
through twelve centuries,—the veritable Son of @mmon Mother.



Withal I like Mahomet for his total freedom fromntaHe is a rough self-helping son of
the wilderness; does not pretend to be what hetislimere is no ostentatious pride in
him; but neither does he go much upon humilityidiere as he can be, in cloak and
shoes of his own clouting; speaks plainly to alhmer of Persian Kings, Greek
Emperors, what it is they are bound to do; knowl @eough, about himself, "the
respect due unto thee." In a life-and-death waln Bedouins, cruel things could not fail;
but neither are acts of mercy, of noble natural and generosity wanting. Mahomet
makes no apology for the one, no boast of the offtexy were each the free dictate of
his heart; each called for, there and then. Noealyamouthed man! A candid ferocity, if
the case call for it, is in him; he does not mineaters! The War of Tabuc is a thing he
often speaks of: his men refused, many of themrmaach on that occasion; pleaded the
heat of the weather, the harvest, and so fortltahenever forget that. Your harvest? It
lasts for a day. What will become of your harvésbtgh all Eternity? Hot weather? Yes,
it was hot; "but Hell will be hotter!" Sometimes@ugh sarcasm turns up: He says to the
unbelievers, Ye shall have the just measure of geeds at that Great Day. They will be
weighed out to you; ye shall not have short weigHiverywhere he fixes the matter in
his eye; heseest: his heart, now and then, is as if struck durglihe greatness of it.
"Assuredly,” he says: that word, in the Koran, rét@n down sometimes as a sentence
by itself: "Assuredly."

No Dilettantismin this Mahomet; it is a business of Reprobatiod alvation with him,

of Time and Eternity: he is in deadly earnest al@ilettantism, hypothesis,
speculation, a kind of amateur-search for Truthini and coquetting with Truth: this is
the sorest sin. The root of all other imaginabies sit consists in the heart and soul of the
man never having beapento Truth;—"living in a vain show." Such a man ooly

utters and produces falsehoods, but is himselfsatiaod. The rational moral principle,
spark of the Divinity, is sunk deep in him, in quparalysis of life-death. The very
falsehoods of Mahomet are truer than the trutrgioh a man. He is the insincere man:
smooth-polished, respectable in some times an@glacoffensive, says nothing harsh to
anybody; mostleanly—just as carbonic acid is, which is death andguais

We will not praise Mahomet's moral precepts as ydwd the superfinest sort; yet it can
be said that there is always a tendency to godideim; that they are the true dictates of a
heart aiming towards what is just and true. Thdiswgforgiveness of Christianity,
turning of the other cheek when the one has bedtesimis not here: yoare to revenge
yourself, but it is to be in measure, not overmwrjeyond justice. On the other hand,
Islam, like any great Faith, and insight into tssence of man, is a perfect equalizer of
men: the soul of one believer outweighs all earkigships; all men, according to Islam
too, are equal. Mahomet insists not on the propoégiving alms, but on the necessity
of it: he marks down by law how much you are tcegiand it is at your peril if you
neglect. The tenth part of a man's annual inconh@tever that may be, is theopertyof
the poor, of those that are afflicted and need.l@&nd all this: the natural voice of
humanity, of pity and equity dwelling in the heaftthis wild Son of Nature speaks.

Mahomet's Paradise is sensual, his Hell sensual; iim the one and the other there is
enough that shocks all spiritual feeling in us. &etare to recollect that the Arabs



already had it so; that Mahomet, in whatever hagkd of it, softened and diminished
all this. The worst sensualities, too, are the wadrloctors, followers of his, not his
work. In the Koran there is really very little salout the joys of Paradise; they are
intimated rather than insisted on. Nor is it fotgatthat the highest joys even there shall
be spiritual; the pure Presence of the Highest,ghall infinitely transcend all other joys.
He says, "Your salutation shall be, Pea&alam Have Peace!—the thing that all
rational souls long for, and seek, vainly here Welas the one blessing. "Ye shall sit on
seats, facing one another: all grudges shall bentakvay out of your hearts." All
grudges! Ye shall love one another freely; for eaichou, in the eyes of his brothers,
there will be Heaven enough!

In reference to this of the sensual Paradise artibMet's sensuality, the sorest chapter
of all for us, there were many things to be saidiclv it is not convenient to enter upon
here. Two remarks only | shall make, and thereVa#tve it to your candor. The first is
furnished me by Goethe; it is a casual hint ofwinsch seems well worth taking note of.
In one of his Delineations, iMeister's Traveldt is, the hero comes upon a Society of
men with very strange ways, one of which was thiée require," says the Master, "that
each of our people shall restrict himself in omedtion,” shall go right against his desire
in one matter, anthakehimself do the thing he does not wish, "shouldaew him the
greater latitude on all other sides." There seenmsd a great justness in this. Enjoying
things which are pleasant; that is not the evik the reducing of our moral self to
slavery by them that is. Let a man assert withatl kfe is king over his habitudes; that he
could and would shake them off, on cause showas:ishan excellent law. The Month
Ramadhan for the Moslem, much in Mahomet's Religionch in his own Life, bears in
that direction; if not by forethought, or clear pase of moral improvement on his part,
then by a certain healthy manful instinct, whiclassgood.

But there is another thing to be said about thedviatan Heaven and Hell. This namely,
that, however gross and material they may be, éineyan emblem of an everlasting truth,
not always so well remembered elsewhere. That gessual Paradise of his; that
horrible flaming Hell; the great enormous Day ofigoment he perpetually insists on:
what is all this but a rude shadow, in the rudedsd imagination, of that grand spiritual
Fact, and Beginning of Facts, which it is ill fa& too if we do not all know and feel: the
Infinite Nature of Duty? That man's actions her @finfinite moment to him, and never
die or end at all; that man, with his little lil@aches upwards high as Heaven,
downwards low as Hell, and in his threescore ye&fisme holds an Eternity fearfully
and wonderfully hidden: all this had burnt itsel$, in flame-characters, into the wild
Arab soul. As in flame and lightning, it standstiem there; awful, unspeakable, ever
present to him. With bursting earnestness, witler@é savage sincerity, half-articulating,
not able to articulate, he strives to speak itié®d forth in that Heaven and that Hell.
Bodied forth in what way you will, it is the firsf all truths. It is venerable under all
embodiments. What is the chief end of man herewselahomet has answered this
guestion, in a way that might put some of us torseHe does not, like a Bentham, a
Paley, take Right and Wrong, and calculate theitpmafl loss, ultimate pleasure of the
one and of the other; and summing all up by addiéind subtraction into a net result, ask
you, Whether on the whole the Right does not prdpmate considerably? No; it is not



betterto do the one than the other; the one is to theras life is to death,—as Heaven
is to Hell. The one must in nowise be done, theroih nowise left undone. You shall not
measure them; they are incommensurable: the alesith eternal to a man, the other is
life eternal. Benthamee Ultility, virtue by ProfitéLoss; reducing this God's-world to a
dead brute Steam-engine, the infinite celestial 8bian to a kind of Hay-balance for
weighing hay and thistles on, pleasures and pains-ti you ask me which gives,
Mahomet or they, the beggarlier and falser viewlah and his Destinies in this
Universe, | will answer, it is not Mahomet—!

On the whole, we will repeat that this ReligionMéhomet's is a kind of Christianity; has
a genuine element of what is spiritually higheskiag through it, not to be hidden by all
its imperfections. The Scandinavian Giikh the god of all rude men,—this has been
enlarged into a Heaven by Mahomet; but a Heaverbsiioal of sacred Duty, and to be
earned by faith and well-doing, by valiant actiand a divine patience which is still
more valiant. It is Scandinavian Paganism, andlg trelestial element superadded to
that. Call it not false; look not at the falsehadt, look at the truth of it. For these
twelve centuries, it has been the religion anddiieance of the fifth part of the whole
kindred of Mankind. Above all things, it has beerekgion heartilybelieved These
Arabs believe their religion, and try to live byMo Christians, since the early ages, or
only perhaps the English Puritans in modern tirhase ever stood by their Faith as the
Moslem do by theirs,—believing it wholly, frontifigme with it, and Eternity with it.
This night the watchman on the streets of Caironte cries, "Who goes?" will hear
from the passenger, along with his answer, "Trer®iGod but God Allah akbar,

Islam sounds through the souls, and whole daily extsteof these dusky millions.
Zealous missionaries preach it abroad among Mabdgsk Papuans, brutal Idolaters;—
displacing what is worse, nothing that is bettegaod.

To the Arab Nation it was as a birth from darknes$s light; Arabia first became alive
by means of it. A poor shepherd people, roamingtioed in its deserts since the
creation of the world: a Hero-Prophet was sent dmwihem with a word they could
believe: see, the unnoticed becomes world-notéibesmall has grown world-great;
within one century afterwards, Arabia is at Grenaddhis hand, at Delhi on that;,—
glancing in valor and splendor and the light ofigenArabia shines through long ages
over a great section of the world. Belief is gréég;giving. The history of a Nation
becomes fruitful, soul-elevating, great, so sooit bslieves. These Arabs, the man
Mahomet, and that one century,—is it not as ifarksmad fallen, one spark, on a world
of what seemed black unnoticeable sand; but losainel proves explosive powder,
blazes heaven-high from Delhi to Grenada! | sdud,Great Man was always as lightning
out of Heaven; the rest of men waited for him likel, and then they too would flame.



LECTURE Ill. THE HERO AS POET. DANTE:
SHAKSPEARE.

[May 12, 1840.]

The Hero as Divinity, the Hero as Prophet, are petidns of old ages; not to be repeated
in the new. They presuppose a certain rudenessnaeption, which the progress of mere
scientific knowledge puts an end to. There need®ia@s it were, a world vacant, or
almost vacant of scientific forms, if men in thieiving wonder are to fancy their fellow-
man either a god or one speaking with the voice @bd. Divinity and Prophet are past.
We are now to see our Hero in the less ambitioutsalso less questionable, character of
Poet; a character which does not pass. The Padtasoic figure belonging to all ages;
whom all ages possess, when once he is producexin wie newest age as the oldest
may produce;—and will produce, always when Natleages. Let Nature send a Hero-
soul; in no age is it other than possible that lag bve shaped into a Poet.

Hero, Prophet, Poet,—many different names, in giffetimes, and places, do we give to
Great Men; according to varieties we note in thaacording to the sphere in which they
have displayed themselves! We might give many marees, on this same principle. |
will remark again, however, as a fact not unimpatrta be understood, that the different
sphereconstitutes the grand origin of such distinctithrat the Hero can be Poet, Prophet,
King, Priest or what you will, according to the &iof world he finds himself born into. |
confess, | have no notion of a truly great man tloatld not baall sorts of men. The Poet
who could merely sit on a chair, and compose stanzauld never make a stanza worth
much. He could not sing the Heroic warrior, unlesimself were at least a Heroic
warrior too. | fancy there is in him the Politiciahe Thinker, Legislator, Philosopher;—
in one or the other degree, he could have beeis, dkthese. So too | cannot understand
how a Mirabeau, with that great glowing heart, vifig fire that was in it, with the
bursting tears that were in it, could not have tentverses, tragedies, poems, and touched
all hearts in that way, had his course of life addcation led him thitherward. The grand
fundamental character is that of Great Man; thattlan be great. Napoleon has words in
him which are like Austerlitz Battles. Louis Fowetgh's Marshals are a kind of poetical
men withal; the things Turenne says are full ofesaty and geniality, like sayings of
Samuel Johnson. The great heart, the clear deapgseye: there it lies; no man
whatever, in what province soever, can prospell atithout these. Petrarch and
Boccaccio did diplomatic messages, it seems, geete one can easily believe it; they
had done things a little harder than these! Buargifted song-writer, might have made a
still better Mirabeau. Shakspeare,—one knows nat¥wacould not have made, in the
supreme degree.

True, there are aptitudes of Nature too. Natures cha¢ make all great men, more than all
other men, in the self-same mould. Varieties oitage doubtless; but infinitely more of
circumstance; and far oftenest it is thger only that are looked to. But it is as with
common men in the learning of trades. You takeraay, as yet a vague capability of a
man, who could be any kind of craftsman; and makeihto a smith, a carpenter, a



mason: he is then and thenceforth that and notdsey And if, as Addison complains,
you sometimes see a street-porter, staggering Umslérad on spindle-shanks, and near
at hand a tailor with the frame of a Samson hagdlitit of cloth and small Whitechapel
needle,—it cannot be considered that aptitude ¢fifdaalone has been consulted here
either'—The Great Man also, to what shall he benblcapprentice? Given your Hero, is
he to become Conqueror, King, Philosopher, Poas?aih inexplicably complex
controversial-calculation between the world and!hita will read the world and its laws;
the world with its laws will be there to be readh&Ythe world, oithis matter, shall
permit and bid is, as we said, the most importact &bout the world.—

Poet and Prophet differ greatly in our loose modhartions of them. In some old
languages, again, the titles are synonymvasesmeans both Prophet and Poet: and
indeed at all times, Prophet and Poet, well undedsthave much kindred of meaning.
Fundamentally indeed they are still the same; imriost important respect especially,
That they have penetrated both of them into theegamystery of the Universe; what
Goethe calls "the open secret.” "Which is the gseatet?" asks one.—"Tlopen
secret,"—open to all, seen by almost none! Thahdimystery, which lies everywhere

in all Beings, "the Divine Idea of the World, thahich lies at the bottom of
Appearance,” as Fichte styles it; of which all Apnce, from the starry sky to the grass
of the field, but especially the Appearance of Mad his work, is but theesture the
embodiment that renders it visible. This divine teygis in all times and in all places;
veritably is. In most times and places it is grneatlerlooked; and the Universe, definable
always in one or the other dialect, as the real#@ought of God, is considered a trivial,
inert, commonplace matter,—as if, says the Satitistere a dead thing, which some
upholsterer had put together! It could do no g@agyresent, tepeakmuch about this;

but it is a pity for every one of us if we do nato it, live ever in the knowledge of it.
Really a most mournful pity;—a failure to live dk, & we live otherwise!

But now, | say, whoever may forget this divine neygt theVates whether Prophet or
Poet, has penetrated into it; is a man sent hitherake it more impressively known to
us. That always is his message; he is to reveatdhss,—that sacred mystery which he
more than others lives ever present with. Whiletorget it, he knows it;,—I might
say, he has been driven to know it; without conssked of him, he finds himself living
in it, bound to live in it. Once more, here is nedisay, but a direct Insight and Belief;
this man too could not help being a sincere manb¥dbver may live in the shows of
things, it is for him a necessity of nature to limehe very fact of things. A man once
more, in earnest with the Universe, though all ithweere but toying with it. He is a
Vates first of all, in virtue of being sincere. So fAoet and Prophet, participators in the
"open secret," are one.

With respect to their distinction again: TWatesProphet, we might say, has seized that
sacred mystery rather on the moral side, as Goddai, Duty and Prohibition; the
VatesPoet on what the Germans call the aesthetic agBgautiful, and the like. The
one we may call a revealer of what we are to d@pther of what we are to love. But
indeed these two provinces run into one anothercannot be disjoined. The Prophet
too has his eye on what we are to love: how ela# BB know what it is we are to do?



The highest Voice ever heard on this earth saidakitConsider the lilies of the field,;
they toil not, neither do they spin: yet Solomoralhhis glory was not arrayed like one
of these." A glance, that, into the deepest dedpealuty. "The lilies of the field,"—
dressed finer than earthly princes, springing @pethin the humble furrow-field; a
beautifuleyelooking out on you, from the great inner Sea oaAl8g!' How could the rude
Earth make these, if her Essence, rugged as ske #al is, were not inwardly Beauty?
In this point of view, too, a saying of Goethe'sieih has staggered several, may have
meaning: "The Beautiful," he intimates, "is highiesn the Good; the Beautiful includes
in it the Good." Therue Beautiful; which however, | have said somewhed#férs from
thefalseas Heaven does from Vauxhall!" So much for thémison and identity of Poet
and Prophet.—

In ancient and also in modern periods we find aRegts who are accounted perfect;
whom it were a kind of treason to find fault witfhis is noteworthy; this is right: yet in
strictness it is only an illusion. At bottom, clgaenough, there is no perfect Poet! A vein
of Poetry exists in the hearts of all men; no neamade altogether of Poetry. We are all
poets when weeada poem well. The "imagination that shudders atibk of Dante," is
not that the same faculty, weaker in degree, agd3aown? No one but Shakspeare can
embody, out o6axo Grammaticyshe story oHamletas Shakspeare did: but every one
models some kind of story out of it; every one ethés it better or worse. We need not
spend time in defining. Where there is no spediiiference, as between round and
square, all definition must be more or less arlytrA man that hasomuch more of the
poetic element developed in him as to have becastieaable, will be called Poet by his
neighbors. World-Poets too, those whom we arek® far perfect Poets, are settled by
critics in the same way. One who risegar above the general level of Poets will, to
such and such critics, seem a Universal Poet; asitiet to do. And yet it is, and must
be, an arbitrary distinction. All Poets, all meayh some touches of the Universal; no
man is wholly made of that. Most Poets are veryndoogotten: but not the noblest
Shakspeare or Homer of them can be rememidereder—a day comes when he too is
not!

Nevertheless, you will say, there must be a diffeeebetween true Poetry and true
Speech not poetical: what is the difference? Onghint many things have been written,
especially by late German Critics, some of whiahraot very intelligible at first. They
say, for example, that the Poet hasrdimitude in him; communicates ddnendlichkeit

a certain character of "infinitude," to whatsoekierdelineates. This, though not very
precise, yet on so vague a matter is worth remendpaf well meditated, some meaning
will gradually be found in it. For my own part,ihfl considerable meaning in the old
vulgar distinction of Poetry beingetrical having music in it, being a Song. Truly, if
pressed to give a definition, one might say this@m as anything else: If your
delineation be authenticaliyusical musical not in word only, but in heart and
substance, in all the thoughts and utterances iof ihe whole conception of it, then it
will be poetical; if not, not.—Musical: how mucles in that! Amusicalthought is one
spoken by a mind that has penetrated into the ihhezst of the thing; detected the
inmost mystery of it, namely threelodythat lies hidden in it; the inward harmony of
coherence which is its soul, whereby it exists, laasi a right to be, here in this world. All



inmost things, we may say, are melodious; naturgligr themselves in Song. The
meaning of Song goes deep. Who is there thatgicdbwords, can express the effect
music has on us? A kind of inarticulate unfathoreageech, which leads us to the edge
of the Infinite, and lets us for moments gaze thiat!

Nay all speech, even the commonest speech, hagrgngief song in it: not a parish in
the world but has its parish-accent,—the rhythrntuoeto which the people thesing
what they have to say! Accent is a kind of chantadlgmen have accent of their own,—
though they onlyoticethat of others. Observe too how all passionatguage does of
itself become musical,—with a finer music than there accent; the speech of a man
even in zealous anger becomes a chant, a sonde@fl things are Song. It seems
somehow the very central essence of us, Song;adighie rest were but wrappages and
hulls! The primal element of us; of us, and ofthlhgs. The Greeks fabled of Sphere-
Harmonies: it was the feeling they had of the irsteucture of Nature; that the soul of all
her voices and utterances was perfect music. Rdbasefore, we will calinusical
Thought The Poet is he whihinksin that manner. At bottom, it turns still on povedr
intellect; it is a man's sincerity and depth ofaisthat makes him a Poet. See deep
enough, and you see musically; the heart of Ndianegeverywhere music, if you can
only reach it.

TheVatesPoet, with his melodious Apocalypse of Naturepse® hold a poor rank
among us, in comparison with thatesProphet; his function, and our esteem of him for
his function, alike slight. The Hero taken as Diwinthe Hero taken as Prophet; then
next the Hero taken only as Poet: does it not kK our estimate of the Great Man,
epoch after epoch, were continually diminishing? take him first for a god, then for
one god-inspired; and now in the next stage dfist/most miraculous word gains from us
only the recognition that he is a Poet, beautiarse-maker, man of genius, or such
like!—It looks so; but | persuade myself that insically it is not so. If we consider well,
it will perhaps appear that in man still therehesamealtogether peculiar admiration for
the Heroic Gift, by what name soever called, that¢ at any time was.

| should say, if we do not now reckon a Great Meerdlly divine, it is that our notions

of God, of the supreme unattainable Fountain oéisgdr, Wisdom and Heroism, are
ever risinghigher, not altogether that our reverence for these tjeglias manifested in
our like, is getting lower. This is worth takingotight of. Sceptical Dilettantism, the
curse of these ages, a curse which will not lagiver, does indeed in this the highest
province of human things, as in all provinces, msé&e work; and our reverence for great
men, all crippled, blinded, paralytic as it is, asyout in poor plight, hardly recognizable.
Men worship the shows of great men; the most disbelthat there is any reality of great
men to worship. The dreariest, fatalest faith;defig which, one would literally despair
of human things. Nevertheless look, for exampl@&atoleon! A Corsican lieutenant of
artillery; that is the show dfim: yet is he not obeyed, worshipped after his ssr&ll the
Tiaraed and Diademed of the world put togetheraookt be? High Duchesses, and
ostlers of inns, gather round the Scottish rugtens;—a strange feeling dwelling in
each that they never heard a man like this; thathe whole, this is the man! In the
secret heart of these people it still dimly reveisislf, though there is no accredited way



of uttering it at present, that this rustic, wiils hlack brows and flashing sun-eyes, and
strange words moving laughter and tears, is ofaityi far beyond all others,
incommensurable with all others. Do not we fesbi® But now, were Dilettantism,
Scepticism, Triviality, and all that sorrowful brbocast out of us,—as, by God's
blessing, they shall one day be; were faith insti@ws of things entirely swept out,
replaced by clear faith in thkings so that a man acted on the impulse of that @mg,
counted the other non-extant; what a new livekelihg towards this Burns were it!

Nay here in these ages, such as they are, havetvw&mmere Poets, if not deified, yet
we may say beatified? Shakspeare and Dante arts ®&iRoetry; really, if we will think
of it, canonizedso that it is impiety to meddle with them. Theguided instinct of the
world, working across all these perverse impedis\ems arrived at such result. Dante
and Shakspeare are a peculiar Two. They dwell apaatkind of royal solitude; none
eqgual, none second to them: in the general feelinge world, a certain
transcendentalism, a glory as of complete perfactiovests these two. Thaye
canonized, though no Pope or Cardinals took hamiiimg it! Such, in spite of every
perverting influence, in the most unheroic timssstill our indestructible reverence for
heroism.—We will look a little at these Two, thedP®ante and the Poet Shakspeare:
what little it is permitted us to say here of therblas Poet will most fitly arrange itself in
that fashion.

Many volumes have been written by way of commentar{pante and his Book; yet, on
the whole, with no great result. His Biographyas,it were, irrecoverably lost for us. An
unimportant, wandering, sorrow-stricken man, notmnote was taken of him while he
lived; and the most of that has vanished, in ting Ispace that now intervenes. It is five
centuries since he ceased writing and living hafeer all commentaries, the Book itself
is mainly what we know of him. The Book;—and oneayhtiadd that Portrait commonly
attributed to Giotto, which, looking on it, you eaot help inclining to think genuine,
whoever did it. To me it is a most touching facerh@aps of all faces that | know, the
most so. Lonely there, painted as on vacancy, theghsimple laurel wound round it; the
deathless sorrow and pain, the known victory winscilso deathless;—significant of the
whole history of Dante! | think it is the mournfstface that ever was painted from
reality; an altogether tragic, heart-affecting fatkere is in it, as foundation of it, the
softness, tenderness, gentle affection as of d;dbiit all this is as if congealed into sharp
contradiction, into abnegation, isolation, proughéless pain. A soft ethereal soul
looking out so stern, implacable, grim-trenchastfram imprisonment of thick-ribbed
ice! Withal it is a silent pain too, a silent sciuone: the lip is curled in a kind of
godlike disdain of the thing that is eating out inemrt,—as if it were withal a mean
insignificant thing, as if he whom it had powertdoture and strangle were greater than it.
The face of one wholly in protest, and lifelong wumendering battle, against the world.
Affection all converted into indignation: an impédade indignation; slow, equable, silent,
like that of a god! The eye too, it looks out agikind ofsurprise a kind of inquiry,

Why the world was of such a sort? This is Dantehestooks, this "voice of ten silent
centuries," and sings us "his mystic unfathomabies'



The little that we know of Dante's Life correspomgsl enough with this Portrait and
this Book. He was born at Florence, in the uppassbf society, in the year 1265. His
education was the best then going; much schoohitlyyiAristotelean logic, some Latin
classics,—no inconsiderable insight into certamvprces of things: and Dante, with his
earnest intelligent nature, we need not doubtnkabetter than most all that was
learnable. He has a clear cultivated understandingj,of great subtlety; this best fruit of
education he had contrived to realize from thebelsstics. He knows accurately and
well what lies close to him; but, in such a timéhwut printed books or free intercourse,
he could not know well what was distant: the srolaar light, most luminous for what is
near, breaks itself into singulahiaroscurostriking on what is far off. This was Dante's
learning from the schools. In life, he had gonetigh the usual destinies; been twice out
campaigning as a soldier for the Florentine Staden on embassy; had in his thirty-fifth
year, by natural gradation of talent and serviegoime one of the Chief Magistrates of
Florence. He had met in boyhood a certain BeaRm#inari, a beautiful little girl of his
own age and rank, and grown up thenceforth ingastght of her, in some distant
intercourse with her. All readers know his gracefiié¢cting account of this; and then of
their being parted; of her being wedded to anothed, of her death soon after. She
makes a great figure in Dante's Poem; seems torhade a great figure in his life. Of all
beings it might seem as if she, held apart from, fi@mapart at last in the dim Eternity,
were the only one he had ever with his whole stiengaffection loved. She died: Dante
himself was wedded; but it seems not happily, famf happily. | fancy, the rigorous
earnest man, with his keen excitabilities, wasatioigether easy to make happy.

We will not complain of Dante's miseries: had ahg right with him as he wished it, he
might have been Prior, Podesta, or whatsoeverdhky, of Florence, well accepted
among neighbors,—and the world had wanted oneeofrthst notable words ever spoken
or sung. Florence would have had another prosparagsMayor; and the ten dumb
centuries continued voiceless, and the ten otktaming centuries (for there will be ten
of them and more) had maivina Commedido hear! We will complain of nothing. A
nobler destiny was appointed for this Dante; andstraggling like a man led towards
death and crucifixion, could not help fulfilling iBive him the choice of his happiness!
He knew not, more than we do, what was really hapfmat was really miserable.

In Dante's Priorship, the Guelf-Ghibelline, Biantteri, or some other confused
disturbances rose to such a height, that Dantes&vparty had seemed the stronger, was
with his friends cast unexpectedly forth into banent; doomed thenceforth to a life of
woe and wandering. His property was all confiscaitiedl more; he had the fiercest
feeling that it was entirely unjust, nefarious e sight of God and man. He tried what
was in him to get reinstated; tried even by warkkeprisal, with arms in his hand: but it
would not do; bad only had become worse. Theraésard, | believe, still extant in the
Florence Archives, dooming this Dante, wheresoesaght, to be burnt alive. Burnt
alive; so it stands, they say: a very curious acdlocument. Another curious document,
some considerable number of years later, is aflLettbante's to the Florentine
Magistrates, written in answer to a milder propasgaheirs, that he should return on
condition of apologizing and paying a fine. He aassywith fixed stern pride: "If |
cannot return without calling myself guilty, | willever returnnunquam revertat



For Dante there was now no home in this world. ld@dered from patron to patron,

from place to place; proving, in his own bitter wsy "How hard is the patikome e duro
calle." The wretched are not cheerful company. Danter pad banished, with his proud
earnest nature, with his moody humors, was notmtmaonciliate men. Petrarch reports
of him that being at Can della Scala's court, dachbd one day for his gloom and
taciturnity, he answered in no courtier-like wagll2a Scala stood among his courtiers,
with mimes and buffoongi€bulones ac histriongsaking him heartily merry; when
turning to Dante, he said: "Is it not strange, ntwat this poor fool should make himself
SO entertaining; while you, a wise man, sit theag dfter day, and have nothing to amuse
us with at all?" Dante answered bitterly: "No, strange; your Highness is to recollect
the Proverblike to Like"—given the amuser, the amusee must also be givect a

man, with his proud silent ways, with his sarcasmg sorrows, was not made to succeed
at court. By degrees, it came to be evident tothib he had no longer any resting-place,
or hope of benefit, in this earth. The earthly wdrad cast him forth, to wander, wander;
no living heart to love him now; for his sore missrthere was no solace here.

The deeper naturally would the Eternal World impréself on him; that awful reality
over which, after all, this Time-world, with itsdfences and banishments, only flutters
as an unreal shadow. Florence thou shalt nevebséétell and Purgatory and Heaven
thou shalt surely see! What is Florence, Can &thaa, and the World and Life
altogether? ETERNITY: thither, of a truth, not elédther, art thou and all things bound!
The great soul of Dante, homeless on earth, mad®ihe more and more in that awful
other world. Naturally his thoughts brooded on tlagton the one fact important for him.
Bodied or bodiless, it is the one fact importamtdth men:—but to Dante, in that age, it
was bodied in fixed certainty of scientific shape;no more doubted of thistalebolge
Pool, that it all lay there with its gloomy circlesith itsalti guai, and that he himself
should see it, than we doubt that we should seat@otinople if we went thither. Dante's
heart, long filled with this, brooding over it ipeechless thought and awe, bursts forth at
length into "mystic unfathomable song;" and thishivine Comedythe most

remarkable of all modern Books, is the result.

It must have been a great solacement to Danteywasdas we can see, a proud thought
for him at times, That he, here in exile, couldthis work; that no Florence, nor no man
or men, could hinder him from doing it, or even imilp him in doing it. He knew too,
partly, that it was great; the greatest a man cdald'If thou follow thy starSe tu segui
tua stellg"—so could the Hero, in his forsakenness, in Risegne need, still say to
himself: "Follow thou thy star, thou shalt not fafla glorious haven!" The labor of
writing, we find, and indeed could know otherwig@as great and painful for him; he
says, This Book, "which has made me lean for maays/" Ah yes, it was won, all of it,
with pain and sore toil,—not in sport, but in grgarnest. His Book, as indeed most good
Books are, has been written, in many senses, wsthdart's blood. It is his whole
history, this Book. He died after finishing it; nget very old, at the age of fifty-six;—
broken-hearted rather, as is said. He lies buridds death-city Ravennétic claudor
Dantes patriis extorris ab orisThe Florentines begged back his body, in a cgrétfier;
the Ravenna people would not give it. "Here amnt@daid, shut out from my native
shores."



| said, Dante's Poem was a Song: it is Tieck wiie @¢d'a mystic unfathomable Song;"
and such is literally the character of it. Coleedgmarks very pertinently somewhere,
that wherever you find a sentence musically wordéttue rhythm and melody in the
words, there is something deep and good in the mgano. For body and soul, word
and idea, go strangely together here as everywBerey: we said before, it was the
Heroic of Speech! Albld Poems, Homer's and the rest, are authenticallgsSanvould
say, in strictness, that all right Poems are; Wiadtsoever is naungis properly no
Poem, but a piece of Prose cramped into jinglingdj—to the great injury of the
grammar, to the great grief of the reader, for npast! What we wants to get at is the
thoughtthe man had, if he had any: why should he twisttd jingle, if hecould speak it
out plainly? It is only when the heart of him iptranto true passion of melody, and the
very tones of him, according to Coleridge's rembdgome musical by the greatness,
depth and music of his thoughts, that we can gireright to rhyme and sing; that we
call him a Poet, and listen to him as the HeroiSpéakers,—whose speech is Song.
Pretenders to this are many; and to an earnestrdatbubt, it is for most part a very
melancholy, not to say an insupportable businéss df reading rhyme! Rhyme that had
no inward necessity to be rhymed;—it ought to hale us plainly, without any jingle,
what it was aiming at. | would advise all men wdam speak their thought, not to sing it;
to understand that, in a serious time, among senwen, there is no vocation in them for
singing it. Precisely as we love the true song, amdcharmed by it as by something
divine, so shall we hate the false song, and adabarmere wooden noise, a thing
hollow, superfluous, altogether an insincere aridnsive thing.

| give Dante my highest praise when | say ofiine Comedyhat it is, in all senses,
genuinely a Song. In the very sound of it ther@adanto fermoit proceeds as by a chant.
The language, his simpterza rimg doubtless helped him in this. One reads along
naturally with a sort ofilt. But | add, that it could not be otherwise; foe #ssence and
material of the work are themselves rhythmic. &ptti, and rapt passion and sincerity,
makes it musical;,—gdeepenough, there is music everywhere. A true inwgrdrsetry,
what one calls an architectural harmony, reigns roportionates it all: architectural;
which also partakes of the character of music. thhee kingdomsinferno, Purgatorio,
Paradisq look out on one another like compartments ofeagedifice; a great
supernatural world-cathedral, piled up there, steotemn, awful; Dante's World of
Souls! It is, at bottom, theinceresf all Poems; sincerity, here too, we find to be t
measure of worth. It came deep out of the autlhest of hearts; and it goes deep, and
through long generations, into ours. The peopMebna, when they saw him on the
streets, used to sayE¢€covi I' uom ch' e stato all' Infern&ee, there is the man that was
in Hell!" Ah yes, he had been in Hell,—in Hell ergy in long severe sorrow and
struggle; as the like of him is pretty sure to haeen. Commedias that come divine
are not accomplished otherwise. Thought, true labany kind, highest virtue itself, is it
not the daughter of Pain? Born as out of the backlwind;—true effort, in fact, as of a
captive struggling to free himself: that is Thougdhtall ways we are "to become perfect
throughsuffering"—But, as | say, no work known to me is so elaborateithiasof
Dante's. It has all been as if molten, in the Isbtiernace of his soul. It had made him
"lean” for many years. Not the general whole oelery compartment of it is worked
out, with intense earnestness, into truth, intarcieésuality. Each answers to the other;



each fits in its place, like a marble stone ac@&lydtewn and polished. It is the soul of
Dante, and in this the soul of the middle agesjeesd forever rhythmically visible there.
No light task; a right intense one: but a task Wwhgdone

Perhaps one would saptensity with the much that depends on it, is the prengili
character of Dante's genius. Dante does not cofoeebes as a large catholic mind;
rather as a narrow, and even sectarian mindpingy the fruit of his age and position,
but partly too of his own nature. His greatness haall senses, concentred itself into
fiery emphasis and depth. He is world-great notbse he is worldwide, but because he
is world-deep. Through all objects he pierces ageie down into the heart of Being. |
know nothing so intense as Dante. Consider, fomge, to begin with the outermost
development of his intensity, consider how he gaiHe has a great power of vision;
seizes the very type of a thing; presents thatatking more. You remember that first
view he gets of the Hall of Diteed pinnacle, red-hot cone of iron glowing through the
dim immensity of gloom;—so vivid, so distinct, \n& at once and forever! It is as an
emblem of the whole genius of Dante. There is &ityean abrupt precision in him:
Tacitus is not briefer, more condensed; and thdDainte it seems a natural condensation,
spontaneous to the man. One smiting word; andttiexe is silence, nothing more said.
His silence is more eloquent than words. It isrgjeawith what a sharp decisive grace he
snatches the true likeness of a matter: cuts h@ontatter as with a pen of fire. Plutus, the
blustering giant, collapses at Virgil's rebukasitas the sails sink, the mast being
suddenly broken." Or that poor Brunetto Latini,iwthecotto aspettp"facebaked"
parched brown and lean; and the "fiery snow" thHs$ fon them there, a "fiery snow
without wind," slow, deliberate, never-ending! @etlids of those Tombs; square
sarcophaguses, in that silent dim-burning Hallheaith its Soul in torment; the lids laid
open there; they are to be shut at the Day of Jedgrthrough Eternity. And how
Farinata rises; and how Cavalcante falls—at hearfrigs Son, and the past tengee"

The very movements in Dante have something bnwff,sdecisive, almost military. It is
of the inmost essence of his genius this sort oftpa. The fiery, swift Italian nature of
the man, so silent, passionate, with its quick pbnuovements, its silent "pale rages,"
speaks itself in these things.

For though this of painting is one of the outernmaestelopments of a man, it comes like
all else from the essential faculty of him; it isysiognomical of the whole man. Find a
man whose words paint you a likeness, you haved@uman worth something; mark his
manner of doing it, as very characteristic of himthe first place, he could not have
discerned the object at all, or seen the vital e unless he had, what we may call,
sympathizedvith it,—had sympathy in him to bestow on objet¢ts. must have been
sincereabout it too; sincere and sympathetic: a man withorth cannot give you the
likeness of any object; he dwells in vague outwassnfallacy and trivial hearsay, about
all objects. And indeed may we not say that inttlidtogether expresses itself in this
power of discerning what an object is? WhatsoeVéiaulty a man's mind may have

will come out here. Is it even of business, a madttde done? The gifted man is he who
seeghe essential point, and leaves all the rest amsdmirplusage: it is his faculty too, the
man of business's faculty, that he discern thelikeaessnot the false superficial one, of
the thing he has got to work in. And how muchvadrality is in the kind of insight we get



of anything; "the eye seeing in all things whdiribught with it the faculty of seeing"! To
the mean eye all things are trivial, as certaislyathe jaundiced they are yellow.
Raphael, the Painters tell us, is the best of@lirRit-painters withal. No most gifted eye
can exhaust the significance of any object. Inciimonest human face there lies more
than Raphael will take away with him.

Dante's painting is not graphic only, brief, traad of a vividness as of fire in dark night;
taken on the wider scale, it is every way noble, #dae outcome of a great soul.
Francesca and her Lover, what qualities in thatiAg woven as out of rainbows, on a
ground of eternal black. A small flute-voice ofimfe wail speaks there, into our very
heart of hearts. A touch of womanhood in it tdetla bella persona, che mi fu tojtand
how, even in the Pit of woe, it is a solace tihatwill never part from her! Saddest
tragedy in thesalti guai. And the racking winds, in thaer brung whirl them away
again, to wail forever!l—Strange to think: Dante e friend of this poor Francesca's
father; Francesca herself may have sat upon thiskoee, as a bright innocent little
child. Infinite pity, yet also infinite rigor of & it is so Nature is made; it is so Dante
discerned that she was made. What a paltry nagidimat of hiDivine Comedy'deing a
poor splenetic impotent terrestrial libel; puttiigse into Hell whom he could not be
avenged upon on earth! | suppose if ever pity,d¢ead a mother's, was in the heart of
any man, it was in Dante's. But a man who doe&m@iv rigor cannot pity either. His
very pity will be cowardly, egoistic,—sentimentglior little better. | know not in the
world an affection equal to that of Dante. It ieaderness, a trembling, longing, pitying
love: like the wail of AEolian harps, soft, sofike a child's young heart;—and then that
stern, sore-saddened heart! These longings obwiartls his Beatrice; their meeting
together in théaradisq his gazing in her pure transfigured eyes, herhibd been
purified by death so long, separated from him se-fane likens it to the song of angels;
it is among the purest utterances of affectionh@es the very purest, that ever came out
of a human soul.

For theintenseDante is intense in all things; he has got intogksence of all. His
intellectual insight as painter, on occasion tooeasoner, is but the result of all other
sorts of intensity. Morally great, above all, weshaoall him; it is the beginning of all.
His scorn, his grief are as transcendent as hisdeas indeed, what are they but the
inverseor converseof his love? A Dio spiacenti ed a' nemici siHateful to God and to
the enemies of God:" lofty scorn, unappeasablatsibprobation and aversior§i6n
ragionam di lot We will not speak ofhem look only and pass.” Or think of this; "They
have not théopeto die,Non han speranza di morteéOne day, it had risen sternly
benign on the scathed heart of Dante, that hecheet never-resting, worn as he was,
would full surelydie; "that Destiny itself could not doom him not tediSuch words are
in this man. For rigor, earnestness and depths hetito be paralleled in the modern
world; to seek his parallel we must go into the té@bBible, and live with the antique
Prophets there.

| do not agree with much modern criticism, in ghgateferring thenfernoto the two
other parts of the Divin€ommediaSuch preference belongs, | imagine, to our génera
Byronism of taste, and is like to be a transiestifgy. ThePurgatorioandParadisq



especially the former, one would almost say, imewere excellent than it. It is a noble
thing thatPurgatorio, "Mountain of Purification;" an emblem of the nebt conception

of that age. If sin is so fatal, and Hell is andsiroe so rigorous, awful, yet in Repentance
too is man purified; Repentance is the grand Ghansct. It is beautiful how Dante

works it out. Thdaremolar dell' ondethat "trembling" of the ocean-waves, under tih&t fi
pure gleam of morning, dawning afar on the wandgfiwo, is as the type of an altered
mood. Hope has now dawned; never-dying Hope, cbimpany still with heavy sorrow.
The obscure sojourn of demons and reprobate isriowdea soft breathing of penitence
mounts higher and higher, to the Throne of Mersglit "Pray for me," the denizens of
that Mount of Pain all say to him. "Tell my Giovanto pray for me," my daughter
Giovanna; "l think her mother loves me no more!'eyhoil painfully up by that winding
steep, "bent down like corbels of a building," scohéhem,—crushed together so "for

the sin of pride;" yet nevertheless in years, iesagnd aeons, they shall have reached the
top, which is heaven's gate, and by Mercy shalel@en admitted in. The joy too of all,
when one has prevailed; the whole Mountain shaktsjoy, and a psalm of praise rises,
when one soul has perfected repentance and gahigsd misery left behind! | call all

this a noble embodiment of a true noble thought.

But indeed the Three compartments mutually supmogtanother, are indispensable to
one another. ThRaradisq a kind of inarticulate music to me, is the redegnside of
thelnferng thelnfernowithout it were untrue. All three make up the ttieseen World,
as figured in the Christianity of the Middle Agesthing forever memorable, forever true
in the essence of it, to all men. It was perhapiseated in no human soul with such
depth of veracity as in this of Dante's; a nsantto sing it, to keep it long memorable.
Very notable with what brief simplicity he passes of the every-day reality, into the
Invisible one; and in the second or third stanzafiwd ourselves in the World of Spirits;
and dwell there, as among things palpable, indblgta o Dante theyereso; the real
world, as it is called, and its facts, was butttireshold to an infinitely higher Fact of a
World. At bottom, the one was pseternaturalas the other. Has not each man a soul?
He will not only be a spirit, but is one. To therezst Dante it is all one visible Fact; he
believes it, sees it; is the Poet of it in virtdelat. Sincerity, | say again, is the saving
merit, now as always.

Dante's Hell, Purgatory, Paradise, are a symbdialian emblematic representation of
his Belief about this Universe:—some Ciritic in &ule age, like those Scandinavian ones
the other day, who has ceased altogether to thrikaate did, may find this too all an
"Allegory," perhaps an idle Allegory! It is a sufle embodiment, or sublimest, of the
soul of Christianity. It expresses, as in huge drvlde architectural emblems, how the
Christian Dante felt Good and Evil to be the twéap@lements of this Creation, on
which it all turns; that these two differ not byeferability of one to the other, but by
incompatibility absolute and infinite; that the aseexcellent and high as light and
Heaven, the other hideous, black as Gehenna ariittbéHell! Everlasting Justice, yet
with Penitence, with everlasting Pity,—all Chrisiiem, as Dante and the Middle Ages
had it, is emblemed here. Emblemed: and yet, agdduthe other day, with what entire
truth of purpose; how unconscious of any emblemiigjl, Purgatory, Paradise: these
things were not fashioned as emblems; was thewyriModern European Mind, any



thought at all of their being emblems! Were theyindubitable awful facts; the whole
heart of man taking them for practically true,Mdlture everywhere confirming them? So
is it always in these things. Men do not believeAllagory. The future Critic, whatever
his new thought may be, who considers this of Démteave been all got up as an
Allegory, will commit one sore mistake!—Paganism nigeognized as a veracious
expression of the earnest awe-struck feeling of taasards the Universe; veracious, true
once, and still not without worth for us. But mawdre the difference of Paganism and
Christianism; one great difference. Paganism emétkahiefly the Operations of Nature;
the destinies, efforts, combinations, vicissitudethings and men in this world;
Christianism emblemed the Law of Human Duty, thedllhaw of Man. One was for

the sensuous nature: a rude helpless utteranbe @f$t Thought of men,—the chief
recognized virtue, Courage, Superiority to Feae dther was not for the sensuous
nature, but for the moral. What a progress is hénethat one respect only—!

And so in this Dante, as we said, had ten silentweees, in a very strange way, found a
voice. TheDivina Commedias of Dante's writing; yet in truth it belongsten Christian
centuries, only the finishing of it is Dante's. &ways. The craftsman there, the smith
with that metal of his, with these tools, with tesinning methods,—how little of all he
does is properihis work! All past inventive men work there with himas-indeed with
all of us, in all things. Dante is the spokesmathefMiddle Ages; the Thought they
lived by stands here, in everlasting music. Thesdiree ideas of his, terrible and
beautiful, are the fruit of the Christian Meditatiof all the good men who had gone
before him. Precious they; but also is not he pes? Much, had not he spoken, would
have been dumb; not dead, yet living voiceless.

On the whole, is it not an utterance, this mysbag at once of one of the greatest
human souls, and of the highest thing that Eur@ukHhitherto realized for itself?
Christianism, as Dante sings it, is another thagaRizm in the rude Norse mind; another
than "Bastard Christianism" half-articulately spoke the Arab Desert, seven hundred
years before!—The noblegtea madereal hitherto among men, is sung, and emblemed
forth abidingly, by one of the noblest men. In tme sense and in the other, are we not
right glad to possess it? As | calculate, it may lget for long thousands of years. For the
thing that is uttered from the inmost parts of antmaoul, differs altogether from what is
uttered by the outer part. The outer is of the dager the empire of mode; the outer
passes away, in swift endless changes; the inmdséisame yesterday, to-day and
forever. True souls, in all generations of the @Wpwho look on this Dante, will find a
brotherhood in him; the deep sincerity of his thasghis woes and hopes, will speak
likewise to their sincerity; they will feel thatithDante too was a brother. Napoleon in
Saint Helena is charmed with the genial veracitgldfHomer. The oldest Hebrew
Prophet, under a vesture the most diverse from does yet, because he speaks from the
heart of man, speak to all men's hearts. It iotieesole secret of continuing long
memorable. Dante, for depth of sincerity, is likeamtique Prophet too; his words, like
theirs, come from his very heart. One need not woifdt were predicted that his Poem
might be the most enduring thing our Europe hasngete; for nothing so endures as a
truly spoken word. All cathedrals, pontificalitidwass and stone, and outer arrangement
never so lasting, are brief in comparison to amtinfimable heart-song like this: one



feels as if it might survive, still of importanag men, when these had all sunk into new
irrecognizable combinations, and had ceased indalig to be. Europe has made much;
great cities, great empires, encyclopaedias, créedies of opinion and practice: but it
has made little of the class of Dante's ThoughtEloyetis veritably present face to face
with every open soul of us; and Greece, wheit?iPesolate for thousands of years;
away, vanished; a bewildered heap of stones arugiubthe life and existence of it all
gone. Like a dream; like the dust of King Agamenir®@reece was; Greece, except in
thewordsit spoke, is not.

The uses of this Dante? We will not say much ab@ituses.” A human soul who has
once got into that primal element®bng and sung forth fitly somewhat therefrom, has
worked in thedepthsof our existence; feeding through long times tfesrbots of all
excellent human things whatsoever,—in a way thalities" will not succeed well in
calculating! We will not estimate the Sun by theqiity of gaslight it saves us; Dante
shall be invaluable, or of no value. One remarkalymake: the contrast in this respect
between the Hero-Poet and the Hero-Prophet. Imdried years, Mahomet, as we saw,
had his Arabians at Grenada and at Delhi; Dartians seem to be yet very much
where they were. Shall we say, then, Dante's effie¢che world was small in
comparison? Not so: his arena is far more resttjdiat also it is far nobler, clearer,—
perhaps not less but more important. Mahomet spealpeat masses of men, in the
coarse dialect adapted to such; a dialect filletth wiconsistencies, crudities, follies: on
the great masses alone can he act, and there @athand with evil strangely blended.
Dante speaks to the noble, the pure and greall,timas and places. Neither does he
grow obsolete, as the other does. Dante burngasesstar, fixed there in the firmament,
at which the great and the high of all ages kinlémselves: he is the possession of all
the chosen of the world for uncounted time. Daotes, calculates, may long survive
Mahomet. In this way the balance may be made siraigain.

But, at any rate, it is not by what is called tteffiect on the world, by whate can judge
of their effect there, that a man and his workrasasured. Effect? Influence? Utility?
Let a mardo his work; the fruit of it is the care of Anothéran he. It will grow its own
fruit; and whether embodied in Caliph Thrones amdbdan Conquests, so that it "fills all
Morning and Evening Newspapers," and all Histongsich are a kind of distilled
Newspapers; or not embodied so at all,—what matiet® That is not the real fruit of it!
The Arabian Caliph, in so far only as he did sonmgthwas something. If the great
Cause of Man, and Man's work in God's Earth, gduntherance from the Arabian
Caliph, then no matter how many scimetars he dnew, many gold piasters pocketed,
and what uproar and blaring he made in this worligwas but a loud-sounding inanity
and futility; at bottom, hevasnot at all. Let us honor the great empir&Sdénce once
more! The boundless treasury which we do not jimgleur pockets, or count up and
present before men! It is perhaps, of all things, usefulest for each of us to do, in these
loud times.—

As Dante, the Italian man, was sent into our wtsldmbody musically the Religion of
the Middle Ages, the Religion of our Modern Europe Inner Life; so Shakspeare, we
may say, embodies for us the Outer Life of our [Baras developed then, its chivalries,



courtesies, humors, ambitions, what practical wiahioking, acting, looking at the
world, men then had. As in Homer we may still camstOld Greece; so in Shakspeare
and Dante, after thousands of years, what our madgerope was, in Faith and in
Practice, will still be legible. Dante has giventhis Faith or soul; Shakspeare, in a not
less noble way, has given us the Practice or bblig. latter also we were to have; a man
was sent for it, the man Shakspeare. Just wherthihalry way of life had reached its
last finish, and was on the point of breaking domto slow or swift dissolution, as we
now see it everywhere, this other sovereign Poih, lnis seeing eye, with his perennial
singing voice, was sent to take note of it, to dorgg-enduring record of it. Two fit men:
Dante, deep, fierce as the central fire of the dyd8hakspeare, wide, placid, far-seeing,
as the Sun, the upper light of the world. Italycroced the one world-voice; we English
had the honor of producing the other.

Curious enough how, as it were by mere acciderstntlan came to us. | think always, so
great, quiet, complete and self-sufficing is thimkspeare, had the Warwickshire Squire
not prosecuted him for deer-stealing, we had perin@per heard of him as a Poet! The
woods and skies, the rustic Life of Man in Stratdfthiere, had been enough for this man!
But indeed that strange outbudding of our wholeli8hd=xistence, which we call the
Elizabethan Era, did not it too come as of its @aeoord? The "Tree Igdrasil" buds and
withers by its own laws,—too deep for our scanniiet it does bud and wither, and
every bough and leaf of it is there, by fixed etéétaws; not a Sir Thomas Lucy but
comes at the hour fit for him. Curious, | say, aod sufficiently considered: how
everything does co-operate with all; not a leaimgton the highway but is indissoluble
portion of solar and stellar systems; no thouglatdior act of man but has sprung withal
out of all men, and works sooner or later, recogliz or irrecognizable, on all men! It is
all a Tree: circulation of sap and influences, mutommunication of every minutest
leaf with the lowest talon of a root, with everjet greatest and minutest portion of the
whole. The Tree Igdrasil, that has its roots dowthe Kingdoms of Hela and Death, and
whose boughs overspread the highest Heaven—!

In some sense it may be said that this gloriousaBithan Era with its Shakspeare, as the
outcome and flowerage of all which had preceded itself attributable to the
Catholicism of the Middle Ages. The Christian Faitthich was the theme of Dante's
Song, had produced this Practical Life which Sheksp was to sing. For Religion then,
as it now and always is, was the soul of Practlee primary vital fact in men's life. And
remark here, as rather curious, that Middle-AgehGlatism was abolished, so far as Acts
of Parliament could abolish it, before Shakspete noblest product of it, made his
appearance. He did make his appearance neverthdbgsse at her own time, with
Catholicism or what else might be necessary, semfdrth; taking small thought of Acts
of Parliament. King Henrys, Queen Elizabeths gar thay; and Nature too goes hers.
Acts of Parliament, on the whole, are small, ndtatidnding the noise they make. What
Act of Parliament, debate at St. Stephen's, omtiséings or elsewhere, was it that
brought this Shakspeare into being? No dining eefrason’'s Tavern, opening
subscription-lists, selling of shares, and infirataer jangling and true or false
endeavoring! This Elizabethan Era, and all its anbks and blessedness, came without
proclamation, preparation of ours. Priceless Shedspwas the free gift of Nature; given



altogether silently;—received altogether silendly,if it had been a thing of little account.
And yet, very literally, it is a priceless thingn®should look at that side of matters too.

Of this Shakspeare of ours, perhaps the opiniorsoneetimes hears a little idolatrously
expressed is, in fact, the right one; | think tlestjudgment not of this country only, but
of Europe at large, is slowly pointing to the carstbn, that Shakspeare is the chief of all
Poets hitherto; the greatest intellect who, inreagorded world, has left record of himself
in the way of Literature. On the whole, | know soth a power of vision, such a faculty
of thought, if we take all the characters of itamy other man. Such a calmness of depth;
placid joyous strength; all things imaged in thagag soul of his so true and clear, as in a
tranquil unfathomable sea! It has been said, th#te constructing of Shakspeare's
Dramas there is, apart from all other "faculties'ttzey are called, an understanding
manifested, equal to that in BacoNgvum OrganunThat is true; and it is not a truth

that strikes every one. It would become more appafeve tried, any of us for himself,
how, out of Shakspeare's dramatic matenaésgould fashion such a result! The built
house seems all so fit,—every way as it shouldbdf, it came there by its own law and
the nature of things,—we forget the rude disordgugrry it was shaped from. The very
perfection of the house, as if Nature herself hadent, hides the builder's merit. Perfect,
more perfect than any other man, we may call Sreslegpin this: he discerns, knows as
by instinct, what condition he works under, what imaterials are, what his own force
and its relation to them is. It is not a transitgtgnce of insight that will suffice; it is
deliberate illumination of the whole matter; itacalmlyseeingeye; a great intellect, in
short. How a man, of some wide thing that he hasessed, will construct a narrative,
what kind of picture and delineation he will giveitp—is the best measure you could get
of what intellect is in the man. Which circumstaigeital and shall stand prominent;
which unessential, fit to be suppressed; whereadruebeginning the true sequence and
ending? To find out this, you task the whole foo€énsight that is in the man. He must
understandhe thing; according to the depth of his undeditagy will the fitness of his
answer be. You will try him so. Does like join ifs® like; does the spirit of method stir
in that confusion, so that its embroilment becooreler? Can the man sdyjiat lux, Let
there be light; and out of chaos make a world?iBegcas there is light in himself, will

he accomplish this.

Or indeed we may say again, it is in what | caRedtrait-painting, delineating of men
and things, especially of men, that Shakspeareest gAll the greatness of the man
comes out decisively here. It is unexampled, Ikhthat calm creative perspicacity of
Shakspeare. The thing he looks at reveals nobtttisat face of it, but its inmost heart,
and generic secret: it dissolves itself as in liggfiore him, so that he discerns the perfect
structure of it. Creative, we said: poetic creatiwhat is this too buteeingthe thing
sufficiently? Theword that will describe the thing, follows of itselbfn such clear
intense sight of the thing. And is not Shakspeanesality, his valor, candor, tolerance,
truthfulness; his whole victorious strength andagmess, which can triumph over such
obstructions, visible there too? Great as the wdtlmtwisted poor convex-concave
mirror, reflecting all objects with its own convégs and concavities; a perfectével
mirror,—that is to say withal, if we will understaiit, a man justly related to all things
and men, a good man. It is truly a lordly spectade this great soul takes in all kinds of



men and objects, a Falstaff, an Othello, a Jui€priolanus; sets them all forth to us in
their round completeness; loving, just, the equather of all.Novum Organurmand all

the intellect you will find in Bacon, is of a quisecondary order; earthy, material, poor in
comparison with this. Among modern men, one fimastrictness, almost nothing of the
same rank. Goethe alone, since the days of Shakspeminds me of it. Of him too you
say that hesawthe object; you may say what he himself says @kSpeare: "His
characters are like watches with dial-plates afgparent crystal; they show you the hour
like others, and the inward mechanism also isiaibie."

The seeing eye! It is this that discloses the itm@@mony of things; what Nature meant,
what musical idea Nature has wrapped up in thase obugh embodiments. Something
she did mean. To the seeing eye that something digrernible. Are they base,
miserable things? You can laugh over them, yoweazep over them; you can in some
way or other genially relate yourself to them;—aun, at lowest, hold your peace about
them, turn away your own and others' face from thi@hthe hour come for practically
exterminating and extinguishing them! At bottomisithe Poet's first gift, as it is all
men's, that he have intellect enough. He will Iioat if he have: a Poet in word; or
failing that, perhaps still better, a Poet in &¢hether he write at all; and if so, whether
in prose or in verse, will depend on accidents: whaws on what extremely trivial
accidents,—perhaps on his having had a singinganast his being taught to sing in his
boyhood! But the faculty which enables him to disce inner heart of things, and the
harmony that dwells there (for whatsoever existsdnharmony in the heart of it, or it
would not hold together and exist), is not the ltesiuhabits or accidents, but the gift of
Nature herself; the primary outfit for a Heroic Mianwhat sort soever. To the Poet, as to
every other, we say first of albee If you cannot do that, it is of no use to keenging
rhymes together, jingling sensibilities againstheather, anchameyourself a Poet; there
is no hope for you. If you can, there is, in pros@erse, in action or speculation, all
manner of hope. The crabbed old Schoolmaster wsaski when they brought him a
new pupil, "But are ye sure helst a dunc@" Why, really one might ask the same thing,
in regard to every man proposed for whatsoevertiomcand consider it as the one
inquiry needful: Are ye sure he's not a dunce? &lIeerin this world, no other entirely
fatal person.

For, in fact, | say the degree of vision that d&/@ll a man is a correct measure of the
man. If called to define Shakspeare's faculty ousth say superiority of Intellect, and
think I had included all under that. What indeee faculties? We talk of faculties as if
they were distinct, things separable; as if a mahihtellect, imagination, fancy, &c., as
he has hands, feet and arms. That is a capital dinen again, we hear of a man's
“intellectual nature,” and of his "moral natures"itthese again were divisible, and
existed apart. Necessities of language do perhassiibe such forms of utterance; we
must speak, | am aware, in that way, if we arg&ak at all. But words ought not to
harden into things for us. It seems to me, ourepgmsion of this matter is, for most part,
radically falsified thereby. We ought to know withand to keep forever in mind, that
these divisions are at bottom mamesthat man's spiritual nature, the vital Force whic
dwells in him, is essentially one and indivisibtlgat what we call imagination, fancy,
understanding, and so forth, are but differentriggof the same Power of Insight, all



indissolubly connected with each other, physiograthy related; that if we knew one of
them, we might know all of them. Morality itselfhat we call the moral quality of a
man, what is this but anotheideof the one vital Force whereby he is and workd? Al
that a man does is physiognomical of him. You n&g/lsow a man would fight, by the
way in which he sings; his courage, or want of aget is visible in the word he utters, in
the opinion he has formed, no less than in th&ksthe strikes. He isne and preaches
the same Self abroad in all these ways.

Without hands a man might have feet, and coulbiveailk: but, consider it,—without
morality, intellect were impossible for him; a tbaghly immoralmancould not know
anything at all' To know a thing, what we can éabwing, a man must firsbve the

thing, sympathize with it: that is, rtuouslyrelated to it. If he have not the justice to
put down his own selfishness at every turn, theageito stand by the dangerous-true at
every turn, how shall he know? His virtues, alttedm, will lie recorded in his
knowledge. Nature, with her truth, remains to thd,lo the selfish and the
pusillanimous forever a sealed book: what suchkcanv of Nature is mean, superficial,
small; for the uses of the day merely.—But doestnetvery Fox know something of
Nature? Exactly so: it knows where the geese lodige'human Reynard, very frequent
everywhere in the world, what more does he knowttugtand the like of this? Nay, it
should be considered too, that if the Fox had re#r&ain vulpinemorality, he could not
even know where the geese were, or get at the lgédsespent his time in splenetic
atrabiliar reflections on his own misery, his ilage by Nature, Fortune and other Foxes,
and so forth; and had not courage, promptitudestimadity, and other suitable vulpine
gifts and graces, he would catch no geese. We magfdhe Fox too, that his morality
and insight are of the same dimensions; differac¢$ of the same internal unity of
vulpine lifel—These things are worth stating; foetcontrary of them acts with manifold
very baleful perversion, in this time: what limitats, modifications they require, your
own candor will supply.

If | say, therefore, that Shakspeare is the greafdstellects, | have said all concerning
him. But there is more in Shakspeare's intellemh tive have yet seen. It is what | call an
unconscious intellect; there is more virtue irhdn he himself is aware of. Novalis
beautifully remarks of him, that those Dramas afdnie Products of Nature too, deep as
Nature herself. | find a great truth in this sayiBfakspeare's Art is not Artifice; the
noblest worth of it is not there by plan or precvaince. It grows up from the deeps of
Nature, through this noble sincere soul, who igiaerof Nature. The latest generations
of men will find new meanings in Shakspeare, nawidations of their own human
being; "new harmonies with the infinite structufdgle Universe; concurrences with later
ideas, affinities with the higher powers and semdesan.” This well deserves
meditating. It is Nature's highest reward to a simple great soul, that he get thus to be
a part of herselfSuch a man's works, whatsoever he with utmosta@ons exertion and
forethought shall accomplish, grow up withal uneossly, from the unknown deeps in
him;—as the oak-tree grows from the Earth's bosssthe mountains and waters shape
themselves; with a symmetry grounded on Naturets laws, conformable to all Truth
whatsoever. How much in Shakspeare lies hid; hioas, his silent struggles known to



himself; much that was not known at all, not spéékat all: likeroots, like sap and
forces working underground! Speech is great; bignge is greater.

Withal the joyful tranquillity of this man is nothb | will not blame Dante for his misery:
it is as battle without victory; but true battle hetfirst, indispensable thing. Yet | call
Shakspeare greater than Dante, in that he fougllgt ind did conquer. Doubt it not, he
had his own sorrows: thoS®mnnetof his will even testify expressly in what deepteva
he had waded, and swum struggling for his life;~what man like him ever failed to
have to do? It seems to me a heedless notioncommon one, that he sat like a bird on
the bough; and sang forth, free and off-hand, nkrewing the troubles of other men.
Not so; with no man is it so. How could a man tideevard from rustic deer-poaching
to such tragedy-writing, and not fall in with sor® by the way? Or, still better, how
could a man delineate a Hamlet, a Coriolanus, aoethc so many suffering heroic
hearts, if his own heroic heart had never sufferedfid now, in contrast with all this,
observe his mirthfulness, his genuine overflowiongl of laughter! You would say, in no
point does hexaggeratdout only in laughter. Fiery objurgations, wordattpierce and
burn, are to be found in Shakspeare; yet he isy@wameasure here; never what
Johnson would remark as a specially "good hateart"his laughter seems to pour from
him in floods; he heaps all manner of ridiculouskniames on the butt he is bantering,
tumbles and tosses him in all sorts of horse-play; would say, with his whole heart
laughs. And then, if not always the finest, ithways a genial laughter. Not at mere
weakness, at misery or poverty; never. No man gdrdaugh, what we call laughing,
will laugh at these things. It is some poor chaaohlydesiringto laugh, and have the
credit of wit, that does so. Laughter means sympabod laughter is not "the crackling
of thorns under the pot." Even at stupidity andgmsion this Shakspeare does not laugh
otherwise than genially. Dogberry and Verges tickle very hearts; and we dismiss
them covered with explosions of laughter: but we tihe poor fellows only the better for
our laughing; and hope they will get on well thexed continue Presidents of the City-
watch. Such laughter, like sunshine on the deepiseary beautiful to me.

We have no room to speak of Shakspeare's individagts; though perhaps there is
much still waiting to be said on that head. Had foejnstance, all his plays reviewed as
Hamlet in Wilhelm Meisteris! A thing which might, one day, be done. Augisthelm
Schlegel has a remark on his Historical Pl&leary Fifthand the others, which is worth
remembering. He calls them a kind of National EMarlborough, you recollect, said, he
knew no English History but what he had learnedthf®@hakspeare. There are really, if
we look to it, few as memorable Histories. The geadient points are admirably seized;
all rounds itself off, into a kind of rhythmic catemce; it is, as Schlegel says, epic;(—as
indeed all delineation by a great thinker will B&ere are right beautiful things in those
Pieces, which indeed together form one beautifabthThat battle of Agincourt strikes
me as one of the most perfect things, in its saetanywhere have of Shakspeare's. The
description of the two hosts: the worn-out, jadedlih; the dread hour, big with
destiny, when the battle shall begin; and thendleathless valor: "Ye good yeomen,
whose limbs were made in England!" There is a nBlalgiotism in it,—far other than the
"indifference" you sometimes hear ascribed to Spedme. A true English heart breathes,
calm and strong, through the whole business; nistdrous, protrusive; all the better for



that. There is a sound in it like the ring of st@é&lis man too had a right stroke in him,
had it come to that!

But | will say, of Shakspeare's works generallgttive have no full impress of him
there; even as full as we have of many men. Hiksvare so many windows, through
which we see a glimpse of the world that was in.hthhis works seem, comparatively
speaking, cursory, imperfect, written under crargmimcumstances; giving only here and
there a note of the full utterance of the man. &g&ss there are that come upon you like
splendor out of Heaven; bursts of radiance, illuatiig the very heart of the thing: you
say, "That igrue, spoken once and forever; wheresoever and wheesti®re is an
open human soul, that will be recognized as tr&eih bursts, however, make us feel
that the surrounding matter is not radiant; thé,itn part, temporary, conventional.
Alas, Shakspeare had to write for the Globe Plagbphis great soul had to crush itself,
as it could, into that and no other mould. It waghwim, then, as it is with us all. No
man works save under conditions. The sculptor casetahis own free Thought before
us; but his Thought as he could translate it iheogstone that was given, with the tools
that were givenDisjecta membrare all that we find of any Poet, or of any man.

Whoever looks intelligently at this Shakspeare meypgnize that he too wasaophet

in his way; of an insight analogous to the Proghétiough he took it up in another
strain. Nature seemed to this man also divine; esmlsgble, deep as Tophet, high as
Heaven; "We are such stuff as Dreams are madé b#t scroll in Westminster Abbey,
which few read with understanding, is of the degftny seer. But the man sang; did not
preach, except musically. We called Dante the meledPriest of Middle-Age
Catholicism. May we not call Shakspeare the stdrenmelodious Priest ofteue
Catholicism, the "Universal Church" of the Futurelaf all times? No narrow
superstition, harsh asceticism, intolerance, fanhfierceness or perversion: a
Revelation, so far as it goes, that such a thousaldchidden beauty and divineness
dwells in all Nature; which let all men worshiptagy can! We may say without offence,
that there rises a kind of universal Psalm ouhf $hakspeare too; not unfit to make
itself heard among the still more sacred Psalmsimdisharmony with these, if we
understood them, but in harmony!—I cannot call 8imkspeare a "Sceptic,” as some
do; his indifference to the creeds and theologicalrrels of his time misleading them.
No: neither unpatriotic, though he says little aldois Patriotism; nor sceptic, though he
says little about his Faith. Such "indifference"sviae fruit of his greatness withal: his
whole heart was in his own grand sphere of wor§higmay call it such); these other
controversies, vitally important to other men, weeg vital to him.

But call it worship, call it what you will, is itat a right glorious thing, and set of things,
this that Shakspeare has brought us? For mydek] that there is actually a kind of
sacredness in the fact of such a man being senthig Earth. Is he not an eye to us all; a
blessed heaven-sent Bringer of Light?—And, at lmottevas it not perhaps far better that
this Shakspeare, every way an unconscious mancevesiouof no Heavenly message?
He did not feel, like Mahomet, because he sawtimbse internal Splendors, that he
specially was the "Prophet of God:" and was hegneater than Mahomet in that?
Greater; and also, if we compute strictly, as wkidiDante's case, more successful. It



was intrinsically an error that notion of Mahomet'this supreme Prophethood; and has
come down to us inextricably involved in error bhistday; dragging along with it such a
coil of fables, impurities, intolerances, as maikesquestionable step for me here and
now to say, as | have done, that Mahomet was &Spaeaker at all, and not rather an
ambitious charlatan, perversity and simulacrumSpeaker, but a Babbler! Even in
Arabia, as | compute, Mahomet will have exhausietsklf and become obsolete, while
this Shakspeare, this Dante may still be young;—enthis Shakspeare may still pretend
to be a Priest of Mankind, of Arabia as of othexcgls, for unlimited periods to come!

Compared with any speaker or singer one knows, enttnAeschylus or Homer, why
should he not, for veracity and universality, ldst them? He isincereas they; reaches
deep down like them, to the universal and perenBial as for Mahomet, | think it had
been better for himotto be so conscious! Alas, poor Mahomet; all tleatvas
consciousof was a mere error; a futility and triviality,—amleed such ever is. The truly
great in him too was the unconscious: that he waidaArab lion of the desert, and did
speak out with that great thunder-voice of his,motvords which héhoughtto be great,
but by actions, by feelings, by a history whiglregreat! His Koran has become a stupid
piece of prolix absurdity; we do not believe, liken, that God wrote that! The Great
Man here too, as always, is a Force of Nature. ¥deater is truly great in him springs up
from theinarticulate deeps.

Well: this is our poor Warwickshire Peasant, wheerto be Manager of a Playhouse, so
that he could live without begging; whom the EdrBouthampton cast some kind
glances on; whom Sir Thomas Lucy, many thanksng ias for sending to the
Treadmill! We did not account him a god, like Odwhile he dwelt with us;—on which
point there were much to be said. But | will sathea, or repeat: In spite of the sad state
Hero-worship now lies in, consider what this Shaksp has actually become among us.
Which Englishman we ever made, in this land of pwgch million of Englishmen,
would we not give up rather than the Stratford Bet&sThere is no regiment of highest
Dignitaries that we would sell him for. He is theagdest thing we have yet done. For our
honor among foreign nations, as an ornament t&aglish Household, what item is
there that we would not surrender rather than f@Qofsider now, if they asked us, Will
you give up your Indian Empire or your Shakspewoe, English; never have had any
Indian Empire, or never have had any ShakspearallyRewere a grave question.
Official persons would answer doubtless in offidaiguage; but we, for our part too,
should not we be forced to answer: Indian Empireyamindian Empire; we cannot do
without Shakspeare! Indian Empire will go, at aater some day; but this Shakspeare
does not go, he lasts forever with us; we canna gp our Shakspeare!

Nay, apart from spiritualities; and considering himarely as a real, marketable, tangibly
useful possession. England, before long, this déstrours, will hold but a small fraction
of the English: in America, in New Holland, eastiarest to the very Antipodes, there
will be a Saxondom covering great spaces of thd&lénd now, what is it that can keep
all these together into virtually one Nation, sattthey do not fall out and fight, but live
at peace, in brotherlike intercourse, helping ama&tzer? This is justly regarded as the
greatest practical problem, the thing all mannesayereignties and governments are



here to accomplish: what is it that will accomplibis? Acts of Parliament,
administrative prime-ministers cannot. Americaasted from us, so far as Parliament
could part it. Call it not fantastic, for therenmuch reality in it: Here, | say, is an English
King, whom no time or chance, Parliament or comiiamaof Parliaments, can dethrone!
This King Shakspeare, does not he shine, in crowsogdreignty, over us all, as the
noblest, gentlest, yet strongest of rallying-signdestructible; really more valuable in
that point of view than any other means or appkanbatsoever? We can fancy him as
radiant aloft over all the Nations of Englishmerhausand years hence. From Paramatta,
from New York, wheresoever, under what sort of $tafConstable soever, English men
and women are, they will say to one another: "Yleis,Shakspeare is ours; we produced
him, we speak and think by him; we are of one blaod kind with him." The most
common-sense politician, too, if he pleases, maktof that.

Yes, truly, it is a great thing for a Nation thiafjet an articulate voice; that it produce a
man who will speak forth melodiously what the hexdiit means! Italy, for example,

poor Italy lies dismembered, scattered asunderappearing in any protocol or treaty as
a unity at all; yet the noble Italy is actuatige Italy produced its Dante; Italy can speak!
The Czar of all the Russias, he is strong with sayrbayonets, Cossacks and cannons;
and does a great feat in keeping such a tract rh fpalitically together; but he cannot
yet speak. Something great in him, but it is a dgm@atness. He has had no voice of
genius, to be heard of all men and times. He naashlto speak. He is a great dumb
monster hitherto. His cannons and Cossacks wilialke rusted into nonentity, while that
Dante's voice is still audible. The Nation that hd3ante is bound together as no dumb
Russia can be.—We must here end what we had tofshgHero-Poet

LECTURE IV. THE HERO AS PRIEST. LUTHER,;
REFORMATION: KNOX; PURITANISM.

[May 15, 1840.]

Our present discourse is to be of the Great Mdri@st. We have repeatedly endeavored
to explain that all sorts of Heroes are intrindicaf the same material; that given a great
soul, open to the Divine Significance of Life, thibere is given a man fit to speak of

this, to sing of this, to fight and work for thig,a great, victorious, enduring manner;
there is given a Hero,—the outward shape of wholhdepend on the time and the
environment he finds himself in. The Priest tool asderstand it, is a kind of Prophet; in
him too there is required to be a light of inspoat as we must name it. He presides over
the worship of the people; is the Uniter of thenthvihe Unseen Holy. He is the spiritual
Captain of the people; as the Prophet is theiitaplrKing with many captains: he guides
them heavenward, by wise guidance through thishkzartl its work. The ideal of him is,
that he too be what we can call a voice from the&een Heaven; interpreting, even as the



Prophet did, and in a more familiar manner unfajdime same to men. The unseen
Heaven,—the "open secret of the Universe,"—whicfegohave an eye for! He is the
Prophet shorn of his more awful splendor; burninitnwwild equable radiance, as the
enlightener of daily life. This, | say, is the ileda Priest. So in old times; so in these,
and in all times. One knows very well that, in reithg ideals to practice, great latitude of
tolerance is needful; very great. But a Priest vghaot this at all, who does not any
longer aim or try to be this, is a character—of whwae had rather not speak in this
place.

Luther and Knox were by express vocation Priestd,dad faithfully perform that

function in its common sense. Yet it will suit ustter here to consider them chiefly in
their historical character, rather as Reformera fPaests. There have been other Priests
perhaps equally notable, in calmer times, for ddaitpfully the office of a Leader of
Worship; bringing down, by faithful heroism in thHand, a light from Heaven into the
daily life of their people; leading them forward, @nder God's guidance, in the way
wherein they were to go. But when this sam@g was a rough one, of battle, confusion
and danger, the spiritual Captain, who led throthgl, becomes, especially to us who
live under the fruit of his leading, more notalilart any other. He is the warfaring and
battling Priest; who led his people, not to quattful labor as in smooth times, but to
faithful valorous conflict, in times all violentjsinembered: a more perilous service, and
a more memorable one, be it higher or not. Thesenten we will account our best
Priests, inasmuch as they were our best ReforNerss! may ask, Is not every true
Reformer, by the nature of himPaiestfirst of all? He appeals to Heaven's invisible
justice against Earth's visible force; knows thathie invisible, is strong and alone
strong. He is a believer in the divine truth ohtys; aseer seeing through the shows of
things; a worshipper, in one way or the otherhefdivine truth of things; a Priest, that
is. If he be not first a Priest, he will never lmod for much as a Reformer.

Thus then, as we have seen Great Men, in varitwatisins, building up Religions,
heroic Forms of human Existence in this world, Te=oof Life worthy to be sung by a
Dante, Practices of Life by a Shakspeare,—we anetasee the reverse process; which
also is necessary, which also may be carried dmeitderoic manner. Curious how this
should be necessary: yet necessary it is. Theshildng of the Poet's light has to give
place to the fierce lightning of the Reformer: utdioately the Reformer too is a
personage that cannot fail in History! The Poetgett] with his mildness, what is he but
the product and ultimate adjustment of Reform, mpRecy, with its fierceness? No wild
Saint Dominics and Thebaid Eremites, there had beanelodious Dante; rough
Practical Endeavor, Scandinavian and other, fronm @dWalter Raleigh, from Ulfila to
Cranmer, enabled Shakspeare to speak. Nay thadohiBoet, | remark sometimes, is a
symptom that his epoch itself has reached perfeetial is finished; that before long
there will be a new epoch, new Reformers needed.

Doubtless it were finer, could we go along alwaythie way oimusig be tamed and
taught by our Poets, as the rude creatures wetleelryOrpheus of old. Or failing this
rhythmicmusicalway, how good were it could we get so much astile@quableway; |
mean, ifpeaceabld’riests, reforming from day to day, would alwayfise us! But it is



not so; even this latter has not yet been reali&tas, the battling Reformer too is, from
time to time, a needful and inevitable phenomestructions are never wanting: the
very things that were once indispensable furthexafecome obstructions; and need to
be shaken off, and left behind us,—a business aftemormous difficulty. It is notable
enough, surely, how a Theorem or spiritual Reprasiem, so we may call it, which once
took in the whole Universe, and was completelyséatiory in all parts of it to the highly
discursive acute intellect of Dante, one of theatgst in the world,—had in the course of
another century become dubitable to common intisljdeecome deniable; and is now, to
every one of us, flatly incredible, obsolete asrGdirheorem! To Dante, human
Existence, and God's ways with men, were all vgltesented by thodéalebolges
Purgatorios to Luther not well. How was this? Why could nadride's Catholicism
continue; but Luther's Protestantism must needevi@l Alas, nothing wilcontinue

| do not make much of "Progress of the Speciestiaaslled in these times of ours; nor
do I think you would care to hear much about ite Talk on that subject is too often of
the most extravagant, confused sort. Yet | may theyfact itself seems certain enough;
nay we can trace out the inevitable necessityioftihe nature of things. Every man, as |
have stated somewhere, is not only a learner doea he learns with the mind given

him what has been; but with the same mind he dexsofarther, he invents and devises
somewhat of his own. Absolutely without originaltbiere is no man. No man whatever
believes, or can believe, exactly what his grardfabelieved: he enlarges somewhat, by
fresh discovery, his view of the Universe, and eguently his Theorem of the
Universe,—which is amfinite Universe, and can never be embraced wholly otlyirey
any view or Theorem, in any conceivable enlargentemenlarges somewhat, | say;

finds somewhat that was credible to his grandfathaedible to him, false to him,
inconsistent with some new thing he has discoveraabserved. It is the history of every
man; and in the history of Mankind we see it summgedhto great historical amounts,—
revolutions, new epochs. Dante's Mountain of Pargadoesnot stand "in the ocean of
the other Hemisphere," when Columbus has oncedsthither! Men find no such thing
extant in the other Hemisphere. It is not thereadst cease to be believed to be there. So
with all beliefs whatsoever in this world,—all Sgsts of Belief, and Systems of Practice
that spring from these.

If we add now the melancholy fact, that when Beleifkes uncertain, Practice too
becomes unsound, and errors, injustices and nssevierywhere more and more prevail,
we shall see material enough for revolution. Ataths, a man who willlo faithfully,
needs to believe firmly. If he have to ask at exarp the world's suffrage; if he cannot
dispense with the world's suffrage, and make his swifrage serve, he is a poor eye-
servant; the work committed to him will b@sdone. Every such man is a daily
contributor to the inevitable downfall. Whatsoewark he does, dishonestly, with an eye
to the outward look of it, is a new offence, pareihnbhew misery to somebody or other.
Offences accumulate till they become insupportadoie are then violently burst through,
cleared off as by explosion. Dante's sublime Catlsoh, incredible now in theory, and
defaced still worse by faithless, doubting and dirs#st practice, has to be torn asunder
by a Luther, Shakspeare's noble Feudalism, asihéad it once looked and was, has to
end in a French Revolution. The accumulation oérées is, as we say, too literally



exploded blasted asunder volcanically; and there are tomgplous periods, before
matters come to a settlement again.

Surely it were mournful enough to look only at tfase of the matter, and find in all
human opinions and arrangements merely the fatthibg were uncertain, temporary,
subject to the law of death! At bottom, it is not all death, here too we find, is but of
the body, not of the essence or soul; all destvacty violent revolution or howsoever it
be, is but new creation on a wider scale. OdinismaWalor; Christianism wasiumility,

a nobler kind of Valor. No thought that ever dwednhestly as true in the heart of man but
wasan honest insight into God's truth on man's perthasan essential truth in it which
endures through all changes, an everlasting passe®s us all. And, on the other hand,
what a melancholy notion is that, which has toespnt all men, in all countries and
times except our own, as having spent their lifblind condemnable error, mere lost
Pagans, Scandinavians, Mahometans, only that wiet maye the true ultimate
knowledge! All generations of men were lost andmwg,conly that this present little
section of a generation might be saved and righeyTall marched forward there, all
generations since the beginning of the world, tik& Russian soldiers into the ditch of
Schweidnitz Fort, only to fill up the ditch withehl dead bodies, that we might march
over and take the place! It is an incredible hypsit.

Such incredible hypothesis we have seen maintaiitbdfiierce emphasis; and this or the
other poor individual man, with his sect of indivad men, marching as over the dead
bodies of all men, towards sure victory but whendwe with his hypothesis and ultimate
infallible credo, sank into the ditch, and becantead body, what was to be said?—
Withal, it is an important fact in the nature ofrm#hat he tends to reckon his own insight
as final, and goes upon it as such. He will alwdy4#, | suppose, in one or the other
way; but it must be in some wider, wiser way thais.tAre not all true men that live, or
that ever lived, soldiers of the same army, erdisteider Heaven's captaincy, to do battle
against the same enemy, the empire of Darknessvaadg? Why should we misknow
one another, fight not against the enemy but againselves, from mere difference of
uniform? All uniforms shall be good, so they hatdhem true valiant men. All fashions
of arms, the Arab turban and swift scimetar, Theireng hammer smiting dowlotuns
shall be welcome. Luther's battle-voice, Dante'scimanelody, all genuine things are
with us, not against us. We are all under one Qapgaldiers of the same host.—Let us
now look a little at this Luther's fighting; whakl of battle it was, and how he
comported himself in it. Luther too was of our #pal Heroes; a Prophet to his country
and time.

As introductory to the whole, a remark about Idglatill perhaps be in place here. One
of Mahomet's characteristics, which indeed beldogdl Prophets, is unlimited
implacable zeal against Idolatry. It is the grameiie of Prophets: Idolatry, the
worshipping of dead Idols as the Divinity, is antipthey cannot away with, but have to
denounce continually, and brand with inexpiableabption; it is the chief of all the sins
they see done under the sun. This is worth notWewill not enter here into the
theological question about Idolatry. IdolgEglolon, a thing seen, a symbol. It is not God,
but a Symbol of God; and perhaps one may questi@iher any the most benighted



mortal ever took it for more than a Symbol. | fanleg did not think that the poor image
his own hands had madeasGod; but that God was emblemed by it, that Godiwats
some way or other. And now in this sense, one rsyla not all worship whatsoever a
worship by Symbols, bgidola or things seen? Whethegen rendered visible as an
image or picture to the bodily eye; or visible otdythe inward eye, to the imagination,
to the intellect: this makes a superficial, butsabstantial difference. It is still a Thing
Seen, significant of Godhead; an Idol. The mosirogs Puritan has his Confession of
Faith, and intellectual Representation of Divineds, and worships thereby; thereby is
worship first made possible for him. All creedsjigies, religious forms, conceptions
that fitly invest religious feelings, are in thisnseeidola things seen. All worship
whatsoever must proceed by Symbols, by Idols:—we sag, all Idolatry is
comparative, and the worst Idolatry is ontpreidolatrous.

Where, then, lies the evil of it? Some fatal evilshlie in it, or earnest prophetic men
would not on all hands so reprobate it. Why is &tigl so hateful to Prophets? It seems to
me as if, in the worship of those poor wooden syisilibe thing that had chiefly
provoked the Prophet, and filled his inmost sodhvwndignation and aversion, was not
exactly what suggested itself to his own thoughtl @me out of him in words to others,
as the thing. The rudest heathen that worshipp@oiies, or the Caabah Black-Stone,
he, as we saw, was superior to the horse that vpmesth nothing at all! Nay there was a
kind of lasting merit in that poor act of his; amgbus to what is still meritorious in Poets:
recognition of a certain endledsine beauty and significance in stars and all natural
objects whatsoever. Why should the Prophet so teesty condemn him? The poorest
mortal worshipping his Fetish, while his heartu#l 6f it, may be an object of pity, of
contempt and avoidance, if you will; but cannotedyibe an object of hatred. Let his
heartbe honestly full of it, the whole space of his dadenow mind illuminated thereby;

in one word, let him entireligelievein his Fetish,—it will then be, | should say, dtn

well with him, yet as well as it can readily be radd be, and you will leave him alone,
unmolested there.

But here enters the fatal circumstance of Idolatrgt, in the era of the Prophets, no
man's minds any longer honestly filled with his Idol or Symb@8lefore the Prophet can
arise who, seeing through it, knows it to be mesedy many men must have begun
dimly to doubt that it was little more. Condemnalalelatry isinsincereldolatry. Doubt
has eaten out the heart of it: a human soul is sig®ging spasmodically to an Ark of the
Covenant, which it half feels now to have beconhantasm. This is one of the
balefulest sights. Souls are no longer filled vitair Fetish; but only pretend to be filled,
and would fain make themselves feel that theyiddeslf "You do not believe," said
Coleridge; "you only believe that you believe.islthe final scene in all kinds of
Worship and Symbolism; the sure symptom that disatlow nigh. It is equivalent to
what we call Formulism, and Worship of Formulasthese days of ours. No more
immoral act can be done by a human creature; fertlite beginning of all immorality, or
rather it is the impossibility henceforth of anymality whatsoever: the innermost moral
soul is paralyzed thereby, cast into fatal magrsdgep! Men are no longemceremen. |
do not wonder that the earnest man denouncesthisds it, prosecutes it with
inextinguishable aversion. He and it, all good @ndre at death-feud. Blamable Idolatry



is Cant, and even what one may call Sincere-Cant. SinCarg: that is worth thinking
of! Every sort of Worship ends with this phasis.

| find Luther to have been a Breaker of Idols, @sslthan any other Prophet. The wooden
gods of the Koreish, made of timber and bees-waxewot more hateful to Mahomet
than Tetzel's Pardons of Sin, made of sheepskinrdnavere to Luther. It is the property
of every Hero, in every time, in every place antdagion, that he come back to reality;
that he stand upon things, and not shows of thikgsording as he loves, and venerates,
articulately or with deep speechless thought, tkilerealities of things, so will the
hollow shows of things, however regular, decoraasredited by Koreishes or
Conclaves, be intolerable and detestable to higteBrantism, too, is the work of a
Prophet: the prophet-work of that sixteenth centiihe first stroke of honest demolition
to an ancient thing grown false and idolatrousppratory afar off to a new thing, which
shall be true, and authentically divine!

At first view it might seem as if Protestantism wentirely destructive to this that we
call Hero-worship, and represent as the basisl gioglsible good, religious or social, for
mankind. One often hears it said that Protestantisraduced a new era, radically
different from any the world had ever seen befthre:era of "private judgment,” as they
call it. By this revolt against the Pope, every rbagame his own Pope; and learnt,
among other things, that he must never trust amg Par spiritual Hero-captain, any
more! Whereby, is not spiritual union, all hieray@nd subordination among men,
henceforth an impossibility? So we hear it said.~wNmeed not deny that Protestantism
was a revolt against spiritual sovereignties, P@mesmuch else. Nay | will grant that
English Puritanism, revolt against earthly sovanges, was the second act of it; that the
enormous French Revolution itself was the third abiereby all sovereignties earthly
and spiritual were, as might seem, abolished orensaide of abolition. Protestantism is
the grand root from which our whole subsequent geao History branches out. For the
spiritual will always body itself forth in the terogal history of men; the spiritual is the
beginning of the temporal. And now, sure enougé cty is everywhere for Liberty and
Equality, Independence and so forth; insteallinfjs, Ballot-boxes and Electoral
suffrages: it seems made out that any Hero-sovgreigoyal obedience of men to a
man, in things temporal or things spiritual, hasseal away forever from the world. |
should despair of the world altogether, if so. ©heny deepest convictions is, that it is
not so. Without sovereigns, true sovereigns, teadpord spiritual, | see nothing possible
but an anarchy; the hatefulest of things. But dl fRrotestantism, whatever anarchic
democracy it have produced, to be the beginningeaf genuine sovereignty and order. |
find it to be a revolt again§ilsesovereigns; the painful but indispensable first
preparative fotrue sovereigns getting place among us! This is woxfiianing a little.

Let us remark, therefore, in the first place, thé of "private judgment” is, at bottom,
not a new thing in the world, but only new at tapbch of the world. There is nothing
generically new or peculiar in the Reformationyés a return to Truth and Reality in
opposition to Falsehood and Semblance, as all lohttaprovement and genuine

Teaching are and have been. Liberty of private nuelgf, if we will consider it, must at
all times have existed in the world. Dante hadpuitout his eyes, or tied shackles on



himself; he was at home in that Catholicism of hifiee-seeing soul in it,—if many a
poor Hogstraten, Tetzel, and Dr. Eck had now becslanes in it. Liberty of judgment?
No iron chain, or outward force of any kind, coeler compel the soul of a man to
believe or to disbelieve: it is his own indefeasilght, that judgment of his; he will
reign, and believe there, by the grace of God &ldhe sorriest sophistical Bellarmine,
preaching sightless faith and passive obediencst finst, by some kind atonviction
have abdicated his right to be convinced. His 'ggevjudgment” indicated that, as the
advisablest stebe could take. The right of private judgment will sigd, in full force,
wherever true men subsist. A true nielieveswith his whole judgment, with all the
illumination and discernment that is in him, and béways so believed. A false man,
only struggling to "believe that he believes,” wiiturally manage it in some other way.
Protestantism said to this latter, Woe! and toftilmer, Well done! At bottom, it was no
new saying; it was a return to all old sayings #hatr had been said. Be genuine, be
sincere: that was, once more, the meaning of ihdvizet believed with his whole mind;
Odin with his whole mind,—he, and &tle Followers of Odinism. They, by their private
judgment, had "judged "se.

And now | venture to assert, that the exerciseriofpe judgment, faithfully gone about,
does by no means necessarily end in selfish indkgpere, isolation; but rather ends
necessarily in the opposite of that. It is not lstriequiry that makes anarchy; but it is
error, insincerity, half-belief and untruth thatkedt. A man protesting against error is
on the way towards uniting himself with all menttbalieve in truth. There is no
communion possible among men who believe only arsegys. The heart of each is lying
dead; has no power of sympathy even whihgs—or he would believéhemand not
hearsays. No sympathy even with things; how mus$ \gth his fellow-men! He cannot
unite with men; he is an anarchic man. Only in aldvof sincere men is unity
possible;—and there, in the long-run, it is as gascertain

For observe one thing, a thing too often left dutiew, or rather altogether lost sight of
in this controversy: That it is not necessary a staould himself havdiscoveredhe

truth he is to believe in, and neversncerelyto believe in. A Great Man, we said, was
always sincere, as the first condition of him. Buhan need not be great in order to be
sincere; that is not the necessity of Nature ahdliade, but only of certain corrupt
unfortunate epochs of Time. A man can believe,raale his own, in the most genuine
way, what he has received from another;—and witmbltess gratitude to that other! The
merit of originality is not novelty; it is sincerity. The believing mathe original man;
whatsoever he believes, he believes it for himself for another. Every son of Adam
can become a sincere man, an original man, irsémnse; no mortal is doomed to be an
insincere man. Whole ages, what we call ages ¢l Faie original; all men in them, or
the most of men in them, sincere. These are tha gred fruitful ages: every worker, in
all spheres, is a worker not on semblance but batance; every work issues in a result:
the general sum of such work is great; for alltods genuine, tends towards one goal; all
of it is additive none of it subtractive. There is true union, tkirggship, loyalty, all true
and blessed things, so far as the poor Earth cadupe blessedness for men.



Hero-worship? Ah me, that a man be self-subsisteiginal, true, or what we call it, is
surely the farthest in the world from indisposingio reverence and believe other men's
truth! It only disposes, necessitates and invirycdadmpels him to disbelieve other men's
dead formulas, hearsays and untruths. A man endbtadé with his eyes open, and
because his eyes are open: does he need to shubé#tiere he can love his Teacher of
truth? He alone can love, with a right gratitudd genuine loyalty of soul, the Hero-
Teacher who has delivered him out of darknesslighd. Is not such a one a true Hero
and Serpent-queller; worthy of all reverence! Tteek monster, Falsehood, our one
enemy in this world, lies prostrate by his valomvas he that conquered the world for
us!—See, accordingly, was not Luther himself reneeel as a true Pope, or Spiritual
Father beingverily such? Napoleon, from amid boundless regbBansculottism,
became a King. Hero-worship never dies, nor canldigalty and Sovereignty are
everlasting in the world:—and there is this in théinat they are grounded not on
garnitures and semblances, but on realities ammésires. Not by shutting your eyes,
your "private judgment;” no, but by opening themd &y having something to see!
Luther's message was deposition and abolitionl falak Popes and Potentates, but life
and strength, though afar off, to new genuine ones.

All this of Liberty and Equality, Electoral suffrag, Independence and so forth, we will
take, therefore, to be a temporary phenomenonpbyeans a final one. Though likely to
last a long time, with sad enough embroilmentauall, we must welcome it, as the
penalty of sins that are past, the pledge of inesdtie benefits that are coming. In all
ways, it behooved men to quit simulacra and retoifact; cost what it might, that did
behoove to be done. With spurious Popes, and BgBewvaving no private judgment,—
guacks pretending to command over dupes,—what carg? Misery and mischief
only. You cannot make an association out of ingimoeen; you cannot build an edifice
except by plummet and level,—at right-angles to amether! In all this wild
revolutionary work, from Protestantism downwardse¢ the blessedest result preparing
itself: not abolition of Hero-worship, but rathehat | would call a whole World of
Heroes. If Hero measincere manwhy may not every one of us be a Hero? A world al
sincere, a believing world: the like has been;litkeewill again be,—cannot help being.
That were the right sort of Worshippers for Heraeszer could the truly Better be so
reverenced as where all were True and Good!—Buthwst hasten to Luther and his
Life.

Luther's birthplace was Eisleben in Saxony; he cateethe world there on the 10th of
November, 1483. It was an accident that gave thi®hto Eisleben. His parents, poor
mine-laborers in a village of that region, namedhkéo had gone to the Eisleben Winter-
Fair: in the tumult of this scene the Frau Luthasvaken with travail, found refuge in
some poor house there, and the boy she bore wasdnsi®ARTIN LUTHER. Strange
enough to reflect upon it. This poor Frau Luthée Bad gone with her husband to make
her small merchandisings; perhaps to sell the tdgkarn she had been spinning, to buy
the small winter-necessaries for her narrow hdtausehold; in the whole world, that
day, there was not a more entirely unimportantdioglpair of people than this Miner and
his Wife. And yet what were all Emperors, Popes Ratkntates, in comparison? There
was born here, once more, a Mighty Man; whose hgid to flame as the beacon over



long centuries and epochs of the world; the whadedvand its history was waiting for
this man. It is strange, it is great. It leads askoto another Birth-hour, in a still meaner
environment, Eighteen Hundred years ago,—of whichfit that wesaynothing, that

we think only in silence; for what words are thefée Age of Miracles past? The Age of
Miracles is forever here—!

| find it altogether suitable to Luther's functiomthis Earth, and doubtless wisely ordered
to that end by the Providence presiding over hich@nand all things, that he was born
poor, and brought up poor, one of the poorest aof.rike had to beg, as the school-
children in those times did; singing for alms amedal, from door to door. Hardship,
rigorous Necessity was the poor boy's companionman nor no thing would put on a
false face to flatter Martin Luther. Among thingst among the shows of things, had he
to grow. A boy of rude figure, yet with weak healihith his large greedy soul, full of all
faculty and sensibility, he suffered greatly. Buwas his task to get acquainted with
realities and keep acquainted with them, at whatever bostask was to bring the
whole world back to reality, for it had dwelt taanlg with semblance! A youth nursed up
in wintry whirlwinds, in desolate darkness andidiifty, that he may step forth at last
from his stormy Scandinavia, strong as a true raam god: a Christian Odin,—a right
Thor once more, with his thunder-hammer, to snstender ugly enougbotunsand
Giant-monsters!

Perhaps the turning incident of his life, we maycfg was that death of his friend Alexis,
by lightning, at the gate of Erfurt. Luther hadugigled up through boyhood, better and
worse; displaying, in spite of all hindrances, ldrgest intellect, eager to learn: his father
judging doubtless that he might promote himsetheworld, set him upon the study of
Law. This was the path to rise; Luther, with litildl in it either way, had consented: he
was now nineteen years of age. Alexis and he had tzesee the old Luther people at
Mansfeldt; were got back again near Erfurt, whénuader-storm came on; the bolt
struck Alexis, he fell dead at Luther's feet. Wisahis Life of ours?—gone in a moment,
burnt up like a scroll, into the blank Eternity! \&trare all earthly preferments,
Chancellorships, Kingships? They lie shrunk togetkibere! The Earth has opened on
them; in a moment they are not, and Eternity igher struck to the heart, determined to
devote himself to God and God's service alonepitie ®f all dissuasions from his father
and others, he became a Monk in the Augustine GurateErfurt.

This was probably the first light-point in the loist of Luther, his purer will now first
decisively uttering itself; but, for the presemtyvas still as one light-point in an element
all of darkness. He says he was a pious mhkhin ein frommer Monch gewesen
faithfully, painfully struggling to work out theuth of this high act of his; but it was to
little purpose. His misery had not lessened; h#teraas it were, increased into
infinitude. The drudgeries he had to do, as nowidas Convent, all sorts of slave-work,
were not his grievance: the deep earnest soukoftéin had fallen into all manner of
black scruples, dubitations; he believed himsk#li to die soon, and far worse than die.
One hears with a new interest for poor Luther thathis time, he lived in terror of the
unspeakable misery; fancied that he was doometétoad reprobation. Was it not the
humble sincere nature of the man? What was hehthahould be raised to Heaven! He



that had known only misery, and mean slavery: theswas too blessed to be credible.
It could not become clear to him how, by fastsjlgjdgormalities and mass-work, a man's
soul could be saved. He fell into the blackest @lretiness; had to wander staggering as
on the verge of bottomless Despair.

It must have been a most blessed discovery, thar ofd Latin Bible which he found in
the Erfurt Library about this time. He had nevesrséhe Book before. It taught him
another lesson than that of fasts and vigils. AHBomonk too, of pious experience, was
helpful. Luther learned now that a man was savedynginging masses, but by the
infinite grace of God: a more credible hypothebis.gradually got himself founded, as
on the rock. No wonder he should venerate the Buahech had brought this blessed help
to him. He prized it as the Word of the Highest traesprized by such a man. He
determined to hold by that; as through life andeath he firmly did.

This, then, is his deliverance from darkness, in@l triumph over darkness, what we call
his conversion; for himself the most important bbiepochs. That he should now grow
daily in peace and clearness; that, unfolding rfeevgreat talents and virtues implanted
in him, he should rise to importance in his Conyenhis country, and be found more
and more useful in all honest business of lifey matural result. He was sent on missions
by his Augustine Order, as a man of talent andifidgt to do their business well: the
Elector of Saxony, Friedrich, named the Wise, bytwise and just prince, had cast his
eye on him as a valuable person; made him Profas$us new University of

Wittenberg, Preacher too at Wittenberg; in bothoktdapacities, as in all duties he did,
this Luther, in the peaceable sphere of commonvites gaining more and more esteem
with all good men.

It was in his twenty-seventh year that he first $&ame; being sent thither, as | said, on
mission from his Convent. Pope Julius the Second véhat was going on at Rome, must
have filled the mind of Luther with amazement. el ltome as to the Sacred City,
throne of God's High-priest on Earth; and he foitredvhat we know! Many thoughts it
must have given the man; many which we have nadexzip which perhaps he did not
himself know how to utter. This Rome, this scenéatde priests, clothed not in the
beauty of holiness, but in far other vesturdalse but what is it to Luther? A mean man
he, how shall he reform a world? That was far flaethoughts. A humble, solitary man,
why should he at all meddle with the world? It vitae task of quite higher men than he.
His business was to guide his own footsteps widelyugh the world. Let him do his
own obscure duty in it well; the rest, horrible afismal as it looks, is in God's hand, not
in his.

It is curious to reflect what might have been #sue, had Roman Popery happened to
pass this Luther by; to go on in its great wastefbit, and not come athwart his little
path, and force him to assault it! Conceivable ghathat, in this case, he might have
held his peace about the abuses of Rome; left @saee, and God on high, to deal with
them! A modest quiet man; not prompt he to attacverently persons in authority. His
clear task, as | say, was to do his own duty; tikweasely in this world of confused
wickedness, and save his own soul alive. But the&woHigh-priesthood did come



athwart him: afar off at Wittenberg he, Luther, lcbnot get lived in honesty for it; he
remonstrated, resisted, came to extremity; wasls@t) struck again, and so it came to
wager of battle between them! This is worth attegdo in Luther's history. Perhaps no
man of so humble, peaceable a disposition evedfithe world with contention. We
cannot but see that he would have loved privacigtaliligence in the shade; that it was
against his will he ever became a notoriety. Netgriwhat would that do for him? The
goal of his march through this world was the IrtBriHeaven; an indubitable goal for
him: in a few years, he should either have attathat or lost it forever! We will say
nothing at all, | think, of that sorrowfulest ofebries, of its being some mean shopkeeper
grudge, of the Augustine Monk against the Dominjc¢hat first kindled the wrath of
Luther, and produced the Protestant Reformationwillesay to the people who
maintain it, if indeed any such exist now: Gettfirgo the sphere of thought by which it
is so much as possible to judge of Luther, or ofrman like Luther, otherwise than
distractedly; we may then begin arguing with you.

The Monk Tetzel, sent out carelessly in the wayrade, by Leo Tenth,—who merely
wanted to raise a little money, and for the restrseto have been a Pagan rather than a
Christian, so far as he was anything,—arrived atéiberg, and drove his scandalous
trade there. Luther's flock bought Indulgencegshanconfessional of his Church, people
pleaded to him that they had already got their parsloned. Luther, if he would not be
found wanting at his own post, a false sluggard@widard at the very centre of the little
space of ground that was his own and no other maaksto step forth against
Indulgences, and declare aloud ttietywere a futility and sorrowful mockery, that no
man's sins could be pardonedtbgm It was the beginning of the whole Reformation.
We know how it went; forward from this first publiballenge of Tetzel, on the last day
of October, 1517, through remonstrance and argumemreading ever wider, rising
ever higher; till it became unquenchable, and epe all the world. Luther's heart's
desire was to have this grief and other griefs atadnhis thought was still far other than
that of introducing separation in the Church, aoieng against the Pope, Father of
Christendom.—The elegant Pagan Pope cared litdatahis Monk and his doctrines;
wished, however, to have done with the noise of. lmina space of some three years,
having tried various softer methods, he thoughtdgocend it byfire. He dooms the
Monk's writings to be burnt by the hangman, anddoidy to be sent bound to Rome,—
probably for a similar purpose. It was the way thag ended with Huss, with Jerome,
the century before. A short argument, fire. Poos$ilne came to that Constance Council,
with all imaginable promises and safe-conductsamest, not rebellious kind of man:
they laid him instantly in a stone dungeon "threet fwide, six feet high, seven feet
long;" burntthe true voice of him out of this world; chokednitsmoke and fire. That was
notwell done!

I, for one, pardon Luther for now altogether revmjtagainst the Pope. The elegant
Pagan, by this fire-decree of his, had kindled mtble just wrath the bravest heart then
living in this world. The bravest, if also one bkthumblest, peaceablest; it was now
kindled. These words of mine, words of truth anbesoess, aiming faithfully, as human
inability would allow, to promote God's truth onrbg and save men's souls, you, God's
vicegerent on earth, answer them by the hangmarfira?dY ou will burn me and them,



for answer to the God's-message they strove t@ lyon? You are not God's vicegerent;
you are another's than his, | think! | take youtlBas an emparchmented Lie, and burn
it. Youwill do what you see good next: this is what I-ddt was on the 10th of
December, 1520, three years after the beginnirtigeobusiness, that Luther, "with a
great concourse of people,” took this indignanp steburning the Pope's fire-decree "at
the Elster-Gate of Wittenberg." Wittenberg looked"with shoutings;" the whole world
was looking on. The Pope should not have provokat"shout"! It was the shout of the
awakening of nations. The quiet German heart, mogatient of much, had at length got
more than it could bear. Formulism, Pagan Popeasi,other Falsehood and corrupt
Semblance had ruled long enough: and here oncewas@ man found who durst tell
all men that God's-world stood not on semblancé®buealities; that Life was a truth,
and not a lie!

At bottom, as was said above, we are to consid#érdrias a Prophet Idol-breaker; a
bringer-back of men to reality. It is the functiohgreat men and teachers. Mahomet
said, These idols of yours are wood; you put wak@hon them, the flies stick on them:
they are not God, | tell you, they are black wobdther said to the Pope, This thing of
yours that you call a Pardon of Sins, it is a bitag-paper with ink. It is nothing else; it,
and so much like it, is nothing else. God alonemaon sins. Popeship, spiritual
Fatherhood of God's Church, is that a vain semllaofccloth and parchment? It is an
awful fact. God's Church is not a semblance, HeavehHell are not semblances. | stand
on this, since you drive me to it. Standing on,thas poor German Monk am stronger
than you all. | stand solitary, friendless, but@od's Truth; you with your tiaras, triple-
hats, with your treasuries and armories, thundargwsal and temporal, stand on the
Devil's Lie, and are not so strong—!

The Diet of Worms, Luther's appearance there oritle of April, 1521, may be
considered as the greatest scene in Modern Eurdiistory; the point, indeed, from
which the whole subsequent history of civilizattakes its rise. After multiplied
negotiations, disputations, it had come to thise ybung Emperor Charles Fifth, with all
the Princes of Germany, Papal nuncios, dignitapastual and temporal, are assembled
there: Luther is to appear and answer for himséigther he will recant or not. The
world's pomp and power sits there on this handhah stands up for God's Truth, one
man, the poor miner Hans Luther's Son. Friends@ahded him of Huss, advised him
not to go; he would not be advised. A large compairfyiends rode out to meet him,
with still more earnest warnings; he answered, '8\teere as many Devils in Worms as
there are roof-tiles, | would on.”" The people, ba morrow, as he went to the Hall of the
Diet, crowded the windows and house-tops, sombeashtcalling out to him, in solemn
words, not to recant: "Whosoever denieth me beafoga!" they cried to him,—as in a
kind of solemn petition and adjuration. Was it moteality our petition too, the petition
of the whole world, lying in dark bondage of squdyalyzed under a black spectral
Nightmare and triple-hatted Chimera, calling it$&dther in God, and what not: "Free us;
it rests with thee; desert us not!"

Luther did not desert us. His speech, of two hadigginguished itself by its respectful,
wise and honest tone; submissive to whatsoeveddawffully claim submission, not



submissive to any more than that. His writingssaiel, were partly his own, partly
derived from the Word of God. As to what was hisyptwuman infirmity entered into it;
unguarded anger, blindness, many things doubtlagshwit were a blessing for him
could he abolish altogether. But as to what staodaund truth and the Word of God, he
could not recant it. How could he? "Confute me,'tbacluded, "by proofs of Scripture,
or else by plain just arguments: | cannot recametise. For it is neither safe nor
prudent to do aught against conscience. Here $tdmmén do no other: God assist
me!"—It is, as we say, the greatest moment in tloelén History of Men. English
Puritanism, England and its Parliaments, Ameriaad, vast work these two centuries;
French Revolution, Europe and its work everywhemgesent: the germ of it all lay
there: had Luther in that moment done other, itdhdeen otherwise! The European
World was asking him: Am | to sink ever lower iritdsehood, stagnant putrescence,
loathsome accursed death; or, with whatever pamxis cast the falsehoods out of me,
and be cured and live?—

Great wars, contentions and disunion followed duhis Reformation; which last down
to our day, and are yet far from ended. Greatdatk crimination has been made about
these. They are lamentable, undeniable; but aftexlaat has Luther or his cause to do
with them? It seems strange reasoning to chargBRefi@mation with all this. When
Hercules turned the purifying river into King Aug&astables, | have no doubt the
confusion that resulted was considerable all arobatl think it was not Hercules's
blame; it was some other's blame! The Reformatightbring what results it liked
when it came, but the Reformation simply could Im&lp coming. To all Popes and
Popes' advocates, expostulating, lamenting andsaaguhe answer of the world is:
Once for all, your Popehood has become untrue. Atemhow good it was, how good
you say it is, we cannot believe it; the light of evhole mind, given us to walk by from
Heaven above, finds it henceforth a thing unbeléaVe will not believe it, we will

not try to believe it,—we dare not! The thinguistrue we were traitors against the Giver
of all Truth, if we durst pretend to think it trudway with it; let whatsoever likes come
in the place of it: witht we can have no farther trade!—Luther and his Btategism is

not responsible for wars; the false Simulacra thiated him to protest, they are
responsible. Luther did what every man that Godrhade has not only the right, but lies
under the sacred duty, to do: answered a Falselhbed it questioned him, Dost thou
believe me?—No!—At what cost soever, without cougif costs, this thing behooved
to be done. Union, organization spiritual and maltea far nobler than any Popedom or
Feudalism in their truest days, | never doubtpising for the world; sure to come. But
on Fact alone, not on Semblance and Simulacrurhitwi¢ able either to come, or to
stand when come. With union grounded on falsehand,ordering us to speak and act
lies, we will not have anything to do. Peace? Atddrlethargy is peaceable, the noisome
grave is peaceable. We hope for a living peaceamsad one!

And yet, in prizing justly the indispensable blegs of the New, let us not be unjust to
the Old. The Old was true, if it no longer is. laride's days it needed no sophistry, self-
blinding or other dishonesty, to get itself reckobniie. It was good then; nay there is in
the soul of it a deathless good. The cry of "Nod?gpis foolish enough in these days.
The speculation that Popery is on the increasddibginew chapels and so forth, may



pass for one of the idlest ever started. Very asi®o count up a few Popish chapels,
listen to a few Protestant logic-choppings,—to mdah-droning drowsy inanity that

still calls itself Protestant, and say: See, Ptatgsm isdead Popeism is more alive than
it, will be alive after it—Drowsy inanities, notfaw, that call themselves Protestant are
dead; buProtestantisnhas not died yet, that | hear of! Protestanti$iwgi will look, has
in these days produced its Goethe, its Napoleorm@e Literature and the French
Revolution; rather considerable signs of life! Naypottom, what else is alivmit
Protestantism? The life of most else that one meetgalvanic one merely,—not a
pleasant, not a lasting sort of life!

Popery can build new chapels; welcome to do sall tengths. Popery cannot come
back, any more than Paganism camkichalso still lingers in some countries. But,
indeed, it is with these things, as with the eblmhthe sea: you look at the waves
oscillating hither, thither on the beach; fomutesyou cannot tell how it is going; look in
half an hour where it is,—look in half a centuryex@ your Popehood is! Alas, would
there were no greater danger to our Europe thapdbeold Pope's revival! Thor may as
soon try to revive.—And withal this oscillation hasneaning. The poor old Popehood
will not die away entirely, as Thor has done, fom time yet; nor ought it. We may say,
the Old never dies till this happen, Till all theus of good that was in it have got itself
transfused into the practical New. While a goodkvemains capable of being done by
the Romish form; or, what is inclusive of all, wdha pioudife remains capable of being
led by it, just so long, if we consider, will thos the other human soul adopt it, go about
as a living witness of it. So long it will obtrudself on the eye of us who reject it, till we
in our practice too have appropriated whatsoevéruti was in it. Then, but also not till
then, it will have no charm more for any man. #tahere for a purpose. Let it last as
long as it can.—

Of Luther I will add now, in reference to all thesars and bloodshed, the noticeable fact
that none of them began so long as he continuedliihe controversy did not get to
fighting so long as he was there. To me it is pafdiis greatness in all senses, this fact.
How seldom do we find a man that has stirred upeseast commotion, who does not
himself perish, swept away in it! Such is the usumlrse of revolutionists. Luther
continued, in a good degree, sovereign of thistgeta@evolution; all Protestants, of what
rank or function soever, looking much to him foidance: and he held it peaceable,
continued firm at the centre of it. A man to dasthiust have a kingly faculty: he must
have the gift to discern at all turns where the tneart of the matter lies, and to plant
himself courageously on that, as a strong true itiaat other true men may rally round
him there. He will not continue leader of men othise. Luther's clear deep force of
judgment, his force of all sorts, silence of tolerance and moderation, among others, are
very notable in these circumstances.

Tolerance, | say; a very genuine kind of toleramgedistinguishes what is essential, and
what is not; the unessential may go very much adlitA complaint comes to him that
such and such a Reformed Preacher "will not preatttout a cassock.” Well, answers
Luther, what harm will a cassock do the man? "liet have a cassock to preach in; let
him have three cassocks if he find benefit in tHefis conduct in the matter of



Karlstadt's wild image-breaking; of the Anabaptiststhe Peasants' War, shows a noble
strength, very different from spasmodic violencetiVgure prompt insight he
discriminates what is what: a strong just man,geaks forth what is the wise course,
and all men follow him in that. Luther's Written Vke give similar testimony of him.
The dialect of these speculations is now grown lgdsdor us; but one still reads them
with a singular attraction. And indeed the merengraatical diction is still legible
enough; Luther's merit in literary history is oétgreatest: his dialect became the
language of all writing. They are not well writtehese Four-and-twenty Quartos of his;
written hastily, with quite other than literary ebjs. But in no Books have | found a
more robust, genuine, | will say noble faculty ahan than in these. A rugged honesty,
homeliness, simplicity; a rugged sterling sensestrehgth. He dashes out illumination
from him; his smiting idiomatic phrases seem t@eeinto the very secret of the matter.
Good humor too, nay tender affection, noblenessdapth: this man could have been a
Poet too! He had taork an Epic Poem, not write one. | call him a greankér; as
indeed his greatness of heart already betokens that

Richter says of Luther's words, "His words are-halftles.” They may be called so. The
essential quality of him was, that he could fightl @onquer; that he was a right piece of
human Valor. No more valiant man, no mortal heati¢ callecbraver, that one has
record of, ever lived in that Teutonic Kindred, wkaharacter is valor. His defiance of
the "Devils" in Worms was not a mere boast, adikeemight be if now spoken. It was a
faith of Luther's that there were Devils, spiritdanizens of the Pit, continually besetting
men. Many times, in his writings, this turns upgdanmost small sneer has been
grounded on it by some. In the room of the Wartbmngre he sat translating the Bible,
they still show you a black spot on the wall; tharsge memorial of one of these
conflicts. Luther sat translating one of the Psalneswas worn down with long labor,
with sickness, abstinence from food: there roseredfim some hideous indefinable
Image, which he took for the Evil One, to forbid work: Luther started up, with fiend-
defiance; flung his inkstand at the spectre, anliséppeared! The spot still remains
there; a curious monument of several things. Arotlagcary's apprentice can now tell us
what we are to think of this apparition, in a sti@nsense: but the man's heart that dare
rise defiant, face to face, against Hell itselfy give no higher proof of fearlessness. The
thing he will quail before exists not on this Eapthunder it.—Fearless enough! "The
Devil is aware," writes he on one occasion, "th& tloes not proceed out of fear in me. |
have seen and defied innumerable Devils. Duke &gbog Leipzig, a great enemy of
his, "Duke George is not equal to one Devil,"—flaor of a Devil! "If | had business at
Leipzig, | would ride into Leipzig, though it raidéuke Georges for nine days running."
What a reservoir of Dukes to ride into—!

At the same time, they err greatly who imagine thet man's courage was ferocity, mere
coarse disobedient obstinacy and savagery, as dariyar from that. There may be an
absence of fear which arises from the absenceoofytht or affection, from the presence
of hatred and stupid fury. We do not value the agarof the tiger highly! With Luther it
was far otherwise; no accusation could be moresatiilan this of mere ferocious
violence brought against him. A most gentle heattal, full of pity and love, as indeed
the truly valiant heart ever is. The tiger befotrangerfoe—flies: the tiger is not what



we call valiant, only fierce and cruel. | know féfwngs more touching than those soft
breathings of affection, soft as a child's or ahegs, in this great wild heart of Luther.
So honest, unadulterated with any cant; homely radheir utterance; pure as water
welling from the rock. What, in fact, was all tltdwn-pressed mood of despair and
reprobation, which we saw in his youth, but thecoate of pre-eminent thoughtful
gentleness, affections too keen and fine? It icthese such men as the poor Poet
Cowper fall into. Luther to a slight observer migjatve seemed a timid, weak man;
modesty, affectionate shrinking tenderness thef diséinction of him. It is a noble valor
which is roused in a heart like this, once stimpdnto defiance, all kindled into a
heavenly blaze.

In Luther'sTable-Talk a posthumous Book of anecdotes and sayings tedldxy his
friends, the most interesting now of all the Bopksceeding from him, we have many
beautiful unconscious displays of the man, and wbgtof nature he had. His behavior
at the death-bed of his little Daughter, so sitl,great and loving, is among the most
affecting things. He is resigned that his little ddalene should die, yet longs
inexpressibly that she might live;—follows, in aseuck thought, the flight of her little
soul through those unknown realms. Awe-struck; rhestrtfelt, we can see; and
sincere,—for after all dogmatic creeds and artjdhesfeels what nothing it is that we
know, or can know: His little Magdalene shall bennGod, as God wills; for Luther too
that is all;lslamis all.

Once, he looks out from his solitary Patmos, thstl€af Coburg, in the middle of the
night: The great vault of Immensity, long flightsabouds sailing through it,—dumb,
gaunt, huge:—who supports all that? "None evertbavpillars of it; yet it is supported.”
God supports it. We must know that God is greatt @od is good; and trust, where we
cannot see.—Returning home from Leipzig once, Istrick by the beauty of the
harvest-fields: How it stands, that golden yellawrg on its fair taper stem, its golden
head bent, all rich and waving there,—the meekiEattGod's kind bidding, has
produced it once again; the bread of man!—In thdeaat Wittenberg one evening at
sunset, a little bird has perched for the nightatThtle bird, says Luther, above it are the
stars and deep Heaven of worlds; yet it has foitdelittle wings; gone trustfully to rest
there as in its home: the Maker of it has givendta home!—Neither are mirthful turns
wanting: there is a great free human heart inrttas. The common speech of him has a
rugged nobleness, idiomatic, expressive, genuieangs here and there with beautiful
poetic tints. One feels him to be a great brothannidis love of Music, indeed, is not
this, as it were, the summary of all these affextim him? Many a wild unutterability he
spoke forth from him in the tones of his flute. Thevils fled from his flute, he says.
Death-defiance on the one hand, and such love sicnaun the other; I could call these
the two opposite poles of a great soul; betweesettwo all great things had room.

Luther's face is to me expressive of him; in Krarsbest portraits | find the true Luther.
A rude plebeian face; with its huge crag-like bramsl bones, the emblem of rugged
energy; at first, almost a repulsive face. Yetia ¢yes especially there is a wild silent
sorrow; an unnamable melancholy, the element gjaitle and fine affections; giving to
the rest the true stamp of nobleness. Laughteinss Luther, as we said; but tears



also were there. Tears also were appointed hing tead hard toil. The basis of his life
was Sadness, Earnestness. In his latter daysadifteumphs and victories, he expresses
himself heartily weary of living; he considers ti@dd alone can and will regulate the
course things are taking, and that perhaps thedbaydgment is not far. As for him, he
longs for one thing: that God would release hinmfias labor, and let him depart and be
at rest. They understand little of the man who tite in discredit of him!—I will call

this Luther a true Great Man,; great in intellestcourage, affection and integrity; one of
our most lovable and precious men. Great, notresnan obelisk; but as an Alpine
mountain,—so simple, honest, spontaneous, nohgaip to be great at all; there for
quite another purpose than being great! Ah yegjhohsable granite, piercing far and
wide into the Heavens; yet in the clefts of it feains, green beautiful valleys with
flowers! A right Spiritual Hero and Prophet; oncenms, a true Son of Nature and Fact,
for whom these centuries, and many that are to g@newill be thankful to Heaven.

The most interesting phasis which the Reformatimywdere assumes, especially for us
English, is that of Puritanism. In Luther's own oty Protestantism soon dwindled into
a rather barren affair: not a religion or faithf bather now a theological jangling of
argument, the proper seat of it not the heartpisence of it sceptical contention: which
indeed has jangled more and more, down to Volwmatself,—through Gustavus-
Adolphus contentions onwards to French-Revolutioasb But in our Island there arose a
Puritanism, which even got itself established Bsesbyterianism and National Church
among the Scotch; which came forth as a real bssiakthe heart; and has produced in
the world very notable fruit. In some senses, oag gay it is the only phasis of
Protestantism that ever got to the rank of beifgith, a true heart-communication with
Heaven, and of exhibiting itself in History as sudéfe must spare a few words for Knox;
himself a brave and remarkable man; but still mongortant as Chief Priest and
Founder, which one may consider him to be, of thighRhat became Scotland's, New
England's, Oliver Cromwell's. History will have sething to say about this, for some
time to come!

We may censure Puritanism as we please; and nofars | suppose, but would find it a
very rough defective thing. But we, and all menymaderstand that it was a genuine
thing; for Nature has adopted it, and it has groand grows. | say sometimes, that all
goes by wager-of-battle in this world; tistitength well understood, is the measure of all
worth. Give a thing time; if it can succeed, ifisight thing. Look now at American
Saxondom; and at that little Fact of the sailingh&f Mayflower, two hundred years ago,
from Delft Haven in Holland! Were we of open seasdhe Greeks were, we had found a
Poem here; one of Nature's own Poems, such asrgks i broad facts over great
continents. For it was properly the beginning ofé&ioa: there were straggling settlers in
America before, some material as of a body wasethmert the soul of it was first this.
These poor men, driven out of their own countryt, atde well to live in Holland,
determine on settling in the New World. Black unéahfiorests are there, and wild savage
creatures; but not so cruel as Star-chamber hanghiery thought the Earth would yield
them food, if they tilled honestly; the everlastimgaven would stretch, there too,
overhead; they should be left in peace, to prefmrEternity by living well in this world

of Time; worshipping in what they thought the troet the idolatrous way. They clubbed



their small means together; hired a ship, theelgtliip Mayflower, and made ready to set
sail.

In Neal'sHistory of the PuritangNeal (London, 1755), i. 490] is an account of the
ceremony of their departure: solemnity, we mighiticaather, for it was a real act of
worship. Their minister went down with them to tieach, and their brethren whom they
were to leave behind; all joined in solemn prayédrat God would have pity on His poor
children, and go with them into that waste wildesydor He also had made that, He was
there also as well as here.—Hah! These men, | tihia#t a work! The weak thing,
weaker than a child, becomes strong one dayb# & true thing. Puritanism was only
despicable, laughable then; but nobody can mamealgeigh at it now. Puritanism has got
weapons and sinews; it has firearms, war-navidgstcunning in its ten fingers, strength
in its right arm; it can steer ships, fell foresEnove mountains;—it is one of the
strongest things under this sun at present!

In the history of Scotland, too, | can find progesut one epoch: we may say, it contains
nothing of world-interest at all but this Refornmatiby Knox. A poor barren country, full
of continual broils, dissensions, massacrings;apleein the last state of rudeness and
destitution; little better perhaps than Irelandh#& day. Hungry fierce barons, not so
much as able to form any arrangement with eaclr ditwe to dividewhat they fleeced
from these poor drudges; but obliged, as the ColamBepublics are at this day, to
make of every alteration a revolution; no way céreging a ministry but by hanging the
old ministers on gibbets: this is a historical gpele of no very singular significance!
"Bravery" enough, | doubt not; fierce fighting ihimmdance: but not braver or fiercer than
that of their old Scandinavian Sea-king ancestelgseexploits we have not found
worth dwelling on! It is a country as yet withousaul: nothing developed in it but what
is rude, external, semi-animal. And now at the Re#iion, the internal life is kindled, as
it were, under the ribs of this outward materiaithe A cause, the noblest of causes
kindles itself, like a beacon set on high; higiHasaven, yet attainable from Earth;—
whereby the meanest man becomes not a Citizen louiyas Member of Christ's visible
Church; a veritable Hero, if he prove a true man!

Well; this is what | mean by a whole "nation of &es;" abelievingnation. There needs
not a great soul to make a hero; there needs @mgaded soul which will be true to its
origin; that will be a great soul! The like has beseen, we find. The like will be again
seen, under wider forms than the Presbyterianetb@n be no lasting good done till
then.—Impossible! say some. Possible? Has ibeet) in this world, as a practiced fact?
Did Hero-worship fail in Knox's case? Or are we matlother clay now? Did the
Westminster Confession of Faith add some new ptppethe soul of man? God made
the soul of man. He did not doom any soul of malivnas a Hypothesis and Hearsay, in
a world filled with such, and with the fatal workdafruit of such—!

But to return: This that Knox did for his Nationsdy, we may really call a resurrection
as from death. It was not a smooth business; budstwelcome surely, and cheap at that
price, had it been far rougher. On the whole, ctaamy price!—as life is. The people
began tdive: they needed first of all to do that, at what s costs soever. Scotch



Literature and Thought, Scotch Industry; James Vstvid Hume, Walter Scott, Robert
Burns: | find Knox and the Reformation acting i teart's core of every one of these
persons and phenomena; | find that without the Redtion they would not have been.
Or what of Scotland? The Puritanism of Scotlandabexthat of England, of New
England. A tumult in the High Church of Edinburgiread into a universal battle and
struggle over all these realms;—there came oy &fty years' struggling, what we all
call the 'Glorious Revolution" aHabeas Corpu#\ct, Free Parliaments, and much else!—
Alas, is it not too true what we said, That manynrethe van do always, like Russian
soldiers, march into the ditch of Schweidnitz, &fidt up with their dead bodies, that the
rear may pass over them dry-shod, and gain therRdfiow many earnest rugged
Cromwells, Knoxes, poor Peasant Covenanters, wrgshattling for very life, in rough
miry places, have to struggle, and suffer, and gm#atly censuredyemiredq—before a
beautiful Revolution of Eighty-eight can step otleem in official pumps and silk-
stockings, with universal three-times-three!

It seems to me hard measure that this Scottish ntamafter three hundred years, should
have to plead like a culprit before the world; imsrcally for having been, in such way as
it was then possible to be, the bravest of all Sooen! Had he been a poor Half-and-
half, he could have crouched into the corner, $k@nany others; Scotland had not been
delivered; and Knox had been without blame. Haésdne Scotchman to whom, of all
others, his country and the world owe a debt. Hetbalead that Scotland would forgive
him for having been worth to it any million "unblafrie” Scotchmen that need no
forgiveness! He bared his breast to the battle;tbadw in French galleys, wander
forlorn in exile, in clouds and storms; was cendushot at through his windows; had a
right sore fighting life: if this world were hisgde of recompense, he had made but a bad
venture of it. | cannot apologize for Knox. To hitis very indifferent, these two

hundred and fifty years or more, what men say of. lBut we, having got above all those
details of his battle, and living now in clearnessthe fruits of his victory, we, for our
own sake, ought to look through the rumors androeetsies enveloping the man, into
the man himself.

For one thing, | will remark that this post of Pinep to his Nation was not of his seeking;
Knox had lived forty years quietly obscure, befoeebecame conspicuous. He was the
son of poor parents; had got a college educatiecpine a Priest; adopted the
Reformation, and seemed well content to guide Wis steps by the light of it, nowise
unduly intruding it on others. He had lived as Tutogentlemen's families; preaching
when any body of persons wished to hear his dactresolute he to walk by the truth,
and speak the truth when called to do it; not aimisstof more; not fancying himself
capable of more. In this entirely obscure way he feached the age of forty; was with
the small body of Reformers who were standing sie@d. Andrew's Castle,—when one
day in their chapel, the Preacher after finishirsgexhortation to these fighters in the
forlorn hope, said suddenly, That there ought tother speakers, that all men who had a
priest's heart and gift in them ought now to speakhich gifts and heart one of their
own number, John Knox the name of him, had: Haddi@ said the Preacher, appealing
to all the audience: what thenhs duty? The people answered affirmatively; it was a
criminal forsaking of his post, if such a man hfld word that was in him silent. Poor



Knox was obliged to stand up; he attempted to rdpycould say no word;—burst into a
flood of tears, and ran out. It is worth remembgriat scene. He was in grievous
trouble for some days. He felt what a small faculs his for this great work. He felt
what a baptism he was called to be baptized withal'burst into tears."

Our primary characteristic of a Hero, that he mcere, applies emphatically to Knox. It
is not denied anywhere that this, whatever mightibether qualities or faults, is among
the truest of men. With a singular instinct he dialthe truth and fact; the truth alone is
there for him, the rest a mere shadow and deceptiaentity. However feeble, forlorn
the reality may seem, on that and that ardg he take his stand. In the Galleys of the
River Loire, whither Knox and the others, afteriti@@astle of St. Andrew's was taken,
had been sent as Galley-slaves,—some officer esfpione day, presented them an
Image of the Virgin Mother, requiring that theyetblasphemous heretics, should do it
reverence. Mother? Mother of God? said Knox, winenttirn came to him: This is no
Mother of God: this isd pented bredd—a piece of wood, | tell you, with paint on it!
She is fitter for swimming, | think, than for beimgrshipped, added Knox; and flung the
thing into the river. It was not very cheap jestihgre: but come of it what might, this
thing to Knox was and must continue nothing othantthe real truth; it waspented
bredd worship it he would not.

He told his fellow-prisoners, in this darkest tinepe of courage; the Cause they had
was the true one, and must and would prosper; bwdemvorld could not put it down.
Reality is of God's making; it is alone strong. Hmanypented breddspretending to be
real, are fitter to swim than to be worshipped!—sIKnox cannot live but by fact: he
clings to reality as the shipwrecked sailor todht. He is an instance to us how a man,
by sincerity itself, becomes heroic: it is the gtaift he has. We find in Knox a good
honest intellectual talent, no transcendent onenareow, inconsiderable man, as
compared with Luther: but in heartfelt instincta@herence to truth, sincerity, as we
say, he has no superior; nay, one might ask, Whalde has? The heart of him is of the
true Prophet cast. "He lies there," said the BaMarton at his grave, "who never feared
the face of man." He resembles, more than anyeofrtbderns, an Old-Hebrew Prophet.
The same inflexibility, intolerance, rigid narrowelking adherence to God's truth, stern
rebuke in the name of God to all that forsake trathOld-Hebrew Prophet in the guise
of an Edinburgh Minister of the Sixteenth CentMye are to take him for that; not
require him to be other.

Knox's conduct to Queen Mary, the harsh visits $eduo make in her own palace, to
reprove her there, have been much commented upech.@uelty, such coarseness fills
us with indignation. On reading the actual naret¥ the business, what Knox said, and
what Knox meant, | must say one's tragic feelingiber disappointed. They are not so
coarse, these speeches; they seem to me abonéasfihe circumstances would permit!
Knox was not there to do the courtier; he camermtteer errand. Whoever, reading
these colloquies of his with the Queen, thinks thiyvulgar insolences of a plebeian
priest to a delicate high lady, mistakes the purand essence of them altogether. It was
unfortunately not possible to be polite with thee®un of Scotland, unless one proved
untrue to the Nation and Cause of Scotland. A mlao eird not wish to see the land of



his birth made a hunting-field for intriguing ambiis Guises, and the Cause of God
trampled underfoot of Falsehoods, Formulas andthal's Cause, had no method of
making himself agreeable! "Better that women wespil Morton, "than that bearded
men be forced to weep." Knox was the constitutiapgdosition-party in Scotland: the
Nobles of the country, called by their stationake that post, were not found in it; Knox
had to go, or no one. The hapless Queen;—but itheste hapless Country, ghewere
made happy! Mary herself was not without sharpeessigh, among her other qualities:
"Who are you," said she once, "that presume toddhe nobles and sovereign of this
realm?"—"Madam, a subject born within the sameswared he. Reasonably answered!
If the "subject” have truth to speak, it is not thabject's" footing that will fail him
here.—

We blame Knox for his intolerance. Well, surelisigood that each of us be as tolerant
as possible. Yet, at bottom, after all the talké¢he and has been about it, what is
tolerance? Tolerance has to tolerate the uneskemitto see well what that is.
Tolerance has to be noble, measured, just in risweath, when it can tolerate no longer.
But, on the whole, we are not altogether herelerate! We are here to resist, to control
and vanquish withal. We do not "tolerate" Falselspddhieveries, Iniquities, when they
fasten on us; we say to them, Thou art false, #rooot tolerable! We are here to
extinguish Falsehoods, and put an end to thengrreswvise way! | will not quarrel so
much with the way; the doing of the thing is oueajrconcern. In this sense Knox was,
full surely, intolerant.

A man sent to row in French Galleys, and such hieteaching the Truth in his own
land, cannot always be in the mildest humor! | ashprepared to say that Knox had a
soft temper; nor do | know that he had what we aalill temper. An ill nature he
decidedly had not. Kind honest affections dwelih@ much-enduring, hard-worn, ever-
battling man. That heouldrebuke Queens, and had such weight among thosd pro
turbulent Nobles, proud enough whatever else thengwand could maintain to the end a
kind of virtual Presidency and Sovereignty in thédd realm, he who was only "a subject
born within the same:" this of itself will prove ts that he was found, close at hand, to
be no mean acrid man; but at heart a healthfungirsagacious man. Such alone can
bear rule in that kind. They blame him for pullidgwn cathedrals, and so forth, as if he
were a seditious rioting demagogue: precisely ¢vense is seen to be the fact, in regard
to cathedrals and the rest of it, if we examinebKwanted no pulling down of stone
edifices; he wanted leprosy and darkness to bevihout of the lives of men. Tumult
was not his element; it was the tragic featureisfife that he was forced to dwell so
much in that. Every such man is the born enemyisbider; hates to be in it: but what
then? Smooth Falsehood is not Order; it is the géisem-total of Disorder. Order is
Truth,—each thing standing on the basis that belongs @rder and Falsehood cannot
subsist together.

Withal, unexpectedly enough, this Knox has a véidrollery in him; which | like much,
in combination with his other qualities. He hasueteye for the ridiculous. HRistory,
with its rough earnestness, is curiously enlivewét this. When the two Prelates,
entering Glasgow Cathedral, quarrel about precexjenarch rapidly up, take to hustling



one another, twitching one another's rochets, arabaflourishing their crosiers like
guarter-staves, it is a great sight for him eveayMNot mockery, scorn, bitterness alone;
though there is enough of that too. But a trueinigyvilluminating laugh mounts up over
the earnest visage; not a loud laugh; you would adgugh in theyesmost of all. An
honest-hearted, brotherly man; brother to the Hagbther also to the low; sincere in his
sympathy with both. He had his pipe of Bourdeauw tee find, in that old Edinburgh
house of his; a cheery social man, with facesltwad him! They go far wrong who

think this Knox was a gloomy, spasmodic, shriekengatic. Not at all: he is one of the
solidest of men. Practical, cautious-hopeful, pdtia most shrewd, observing, quietly
discerning man. In fact, he has very much the tfpgharacter we assign to the Scotch at
present: a certain sardonic taciturnity is in hingjght enough; and a stouter heart than
he himself knows of. He has the power of holdirgygeace over many things which do
not vitally concern him,—"They? what are they?" Bw thing which does vitally
concern him, that thing he will speak of; and itmae the whole world shall be made to
hear: all the more emphatic for his long silence.

This Prophet of the Scotch is to me no hateful madé had a sore fight of an existence;
wrestling with Popes and Principalities; in defeaintention, life-long struggle; rowing
as a galley-slave, wandering as an exile. A sgig:fbut he won it. "Have you hope?"
they asked him in his last moment, when he coultbnger speak. He lifted his finger,
"pointed upwards with his finger," and so died. Hoto him! His works have not died.
The letter of his work dies, as of all men's; lng $pirit of it never.

One word more as to the letter of Knox's work. Th&rgivable offence in him is, that
he wished to set up Priests over the head of Kimgsther words, he strove to make the
Government of Scotland&heocracy This indeed is properly the sum of his offentls,
essential sin; for which what pardon can therelbs?most true, he did, at bottom,
consciously or unconsciously, mean a Theocracgaernment of God. He did mean
that Kings and Prime Ministers, and all manneraspns, in public or private,
diplomatizing or whatever else they might be dostgyuld walk according to the Gospel
of Christ, and understand that this was their Lewpreme over all laws. He hoped once
to see such a thing realized; and the Petifitry, Kingdom comeno longer an empty
word. He was sore grieved when he saw greedy woBdtons clutch hold of the
Church's property; when he expostulated that it maasecular property, that it was
spiritual property, and should be turnedrtge churchly uses, education, schools,
worship;—and the Regent Murray had to answer, wishrug of the shoulders, "It is a
devout imagination!" This was Knox's scheme of rigihd truth; this he zealously
endeavored after, to realize it. If we think hikesme of truth was too narrow, was not
true, we may rejoice that he could not realizénit it remained after two centuries of
effort, unrealizable, and is a "devout imaginatistill. But how shall we blamleim for
struggling to realize it? Theocracy, GovernmenGofl, is precisely the thing to be
struggled for! All Prophets, zealous Priests, hexd for that purpose. Hildebrand wished
a Theocracy; Cromwell wished it, fought for it; Mahet attained it. Nay, is it not what
all zealous men, whether called Priests, Propbetshatsoever else called, do
essentially wish, and must wish? That right anthtrar God's Law, reign supreme
among men, this is the Heavenly Ideal (well nanmeldnox's time, and namable in all



times, a revealed "Will of God") towards which fReformer will insist that all be more
and more approximated. All true Reformers, asd,saie by the nature of them Priests,
and strive for a Theocracy.

How far such Ideals can ever be introduced inteti@ and at what point our
impatience with their non-introduction ought to lmegs always a question. | think we
may say safely, Let them introduce themselvesraasféhey can contrive to do it! If they
are the true faith of men, all men ought to be nwrkess impatient always where they
are not found introduced. There will never be wagtRegent Murrays enough to shrug
their shoulders, and say, "A devout imagination'® Will praise the Hero-priest rather,
who does what is in him to bring them in; and wears in toil, calumny, contradiction,
a noble life, to make a God's Kingdom of this Eafthe Earth will not become too
godlike!

LECTURE V. THE HERO AS MAN OF LETTERS.
JOHNSON, ROUSSEAU, BURNS.

[May 19, 1840.]

Hero-Gods, Prophets, Poets, Priests are forms wfiste that belong to the old ages,
make their appearance in the remotest times; séthem have ceased to be possible
long since, and cannot any more show themselvidgsworld. The Hero aklan of
Letters again, of which class we are to speak to-dagitegyether a product of these new
ages; and so long as the wondrous awafing, or of Ready-writing which we call
Printing, subsists, he may be expected to continue, asfahe main forms of Heroism
for all future ages. He is, in various respectgery singular phenomenon.

He is new, | say; he has hardly lasted above aicemt the world yet. Never, till about a
hundred years ago, was there seen any figure oéat Soul living apart in that
anomalous manner; endeavoring to speak forth gration that was in him by Printed
Books, and find place and subsistence by what tiréedwvould please to give him for
doing that. Much had been sold and bought, anddeftake its own bargain in the
market-place; but the inspired wisdom of a HeraalS$iever till then, in that naked
manner. He, with his copy-rights and copy-wrongsiis squalid garret, in his rusty coat;
ruling (for this is what he does), from his graafter death, whole nations and
generations who would, or would not, give him bredule living,—is a rather curious
spectacle! Few shapes of Heroism can be more uoege

Alas, the Hero from of old has had to cramp himsegt strange shapes: the world knows
not well at any time what to do with him, so foreig his aspect in the world! It seemed
absurd to us, that men, in their rude admiratiboud take some wise great Odin for a



god, and worship him as such; some wise great Mahéon one god-inspired, and
religiously follow his Law for twelve centuries: bilnat a wise great Johnson, a Burns, a
Rousseau, should be taken for some idle nondesexfaint in the world to amuse
idleness, and have a few coins and applauses thmowrthat he might live therebthis
perhaps, as before hinted, will one day seemlabslurder phasis of things!'—
Meanwhile, since it is the spiritual always thatedmines the material, this same Man-
of-Letters Hero must be regarded as our most ilmpbrhodern person. He, such as he
may be, is the soul of all. What he teaches, thelewvorld will do and make. The
world's manner of dealing with him is the most digant feature of the world's general
position. Looking well at his life, we may get agte, as deep as is readily possible for
us, into the life of those singular centuries whieve produced him, in which we
ourselves live and work.

There are genuine Men of Letters, and not genais@) every kind there is a genuine
and a spurious. lerobe taken to mean genuine, then | say the Heroaasd¥lLetters

will be found discharging a function for us whichaver honorable, ever the highest; and
was once well known to be the highest. He is uttgforth, in such way as he has, the
inspired soul of him; all that a man, in any casa do. | saynspired for what we call
"originality,” "sincerity," "genius," the heroic qlity we have no good name for, signifies
that. The Hero is he who lives in the inward splodrinings, in the True, Divine and
Eternal, which exists always, unseen to most, utidemTemporary, Trivial: his being is

in that; he declares that abroad, by act or spaséhmay be in declaring himself abroad.
His life, as we said before, is a piece of the kasting heart of Nature herself: all men's
life is,—but the weak many know not the fact, anel antrue to it, in most times; the
strong few are strong, heroic, perennial, becausaninot be hidden from them. The Man
of Letters, like every Hero, is there to proclahmstin such sort as he can. Intrinsically it
is the same function which the old generations mhanman Prophet, Priest, Divinity for
doing; which all manner of Heroes, by speech oadty are sent into the world to do.

Fichte the German Philosopher delivered, some fggtys ago at Erlangen, a highly
remarkable Course of Lectures on this subjedeber das Wesen des Gelehrt®m the
Nature of the Literary Man." Fichte, in conformityth the Transcendental Philosophy,
of which he was a distinguished teacher, declarsts That all things which we see or
work with in this Earth, especially we ourselves afl persons, are as a kind of vesture
or sensuous Appearance: that under all theredget)e essence of them, what he calls
the "Divine Idea of the World;" this is the Realwich "lies at the bottom of all
Appearance.” To the mass of men no such Divine igleacognizable in the world; they
live merely, says Fichte, among the superficiaitigracticalities and shows of the world,
not dreaming that there is anything divine undenthBut the Man of Letters is sent
hither specially that he may discern for himsetil amake manifest to us, this same
Divine Idea: in every new generation it will marsfétself in a new dialect; and he is
there for the purpose of doing that. Such is Fishibraseology; with which we need not
quarrel. It is his way of naming what | here, bg@twords, am striving imperfectly to
name; what there is at present no name for: Thpaaksble Divine Significance, full of
splendor, of wonder and terror, that lies in themp@f every man, of every thing,—the
Presence of the God who made every man and thingoMet taught this in his dialect;



Odin in his: it is the thing which all thinking h#s, in one dialect or another, are here to
teach.

Fichte calls the Man of Letters, therefore, a Patpbr as he prefers to phrase it, a Priest,
continually unfolding the Godlike to men: Men ofttegs are a perpetual Priesthood,
from age to age, teaching all men that a God ligpséisent in their life, that all
"Appearance,” whatsoever we see in the world, isaba vesture for the "Divine Idea of
the World," for "that which lies at the bottom oppearance." In the true Literary Man
there is thus ever, acknowledged or not by thedyarisacredness: he is the light of the
world; the world's Priest;,—quiding it, like a sagrillar of Fire, in its dark pilgrimage
through the waste of Time. Fichte discriminateshwharp zeal theue Literary Man,
what we here call theero as Man of Letters, from multitudes of false unih@ro
Whoever lives not wholly in this Divine Idea, ovilg partially in it, struggles not, as for
the one good, to live wholly in it,—he is, let hlive where else he like, in what pomps
and prosperities he like, no Literary Man; he #&ssFichte, a "BungleGtumper’ Or at
best, if he belong to the prosaic provinces, he beag "Hodman;" Fichte even calls him
elsewhere a "Nonentity," and has in short no méchim, no wish thahe should
continue happy among us! This is Fichte's notiothefMan of Letters. It means, in its
own form, precisely what we here mean.

In this point of view, | consider that, for thetiésindred years, by far the notablest of all
Literary Men is Fichte's countryman, Goethe. Td than too, in a strange way, there
was given what we may call a life in the Divineads the World; vision of the inward
divine mystery: and strangely, out of his Bookg, World rises imaged once more as
godlike, the workmanship and temple of a God. liluated all, not in fierce impure fire-
splendor as of Mahomet, but in mild celestial radeg—really a Prophecy in these most
unprophetic times; to my mind, by far the greatdsiugh one of the quietest, among all
the great things that have come to pass in themcknsen specimen of the Hero as
Literary Man would be this Goethe. And it were ayveleasant plan for me here to
discourse of his heroism: for | consider him tcalteue Hero; heroic in what he said and
did, and perhaps still more in what he did notaag did not do; to me a noble spectacle:
a great heroic ancient man, speaking and keepieigcs! as an ancient Hero, in the guise
of a most modern, high-bred, high-cultivated Mar.efters! We have had no such
spectacle; no man capable of affording such, feddkt hundred and fifty years.

But at present, such is the general state of kriiyd@bout Goethe, it were worse than
useless to attempt speaking of him in this casealSps | might, Goethe, to the great
majority of you, would remain problematic, vague;impression but a false one could
be realized. Him we must leave to future timesndoh, Burns, Rousseau, three great
figures from a prior time, from a far inferior satf circumstances, will suit us better
here. Three men of the Eighteenth Century; theitiond of their life far more resemble
what those of ours still are in England, than whaethe's in Germany were. Alas, these
men did not conquer like him; they fought bravelyd fell. They were not heroic
bringers of the light, but heroic seekers of iteyhived under galling conditions;
struggling as under mountains of impediment, andccoot unfold themselves into
clearness, or victorious interpretation of thatvibe Idea." It is rather thEombsof three



Literary Heroes that | have to show you. Theretheemonumental heaps, under which
three spiritual giants lie buried. Very mournfulitialso great and full of interest for us.
We will linger by them for a while.

Complaint is often made, in these times, of whataléthe disorganized condition of
society: how ill many forces of society fulfil tmevork; how many powerful are seen
working in a wasteful, chaotic, altogether unarethgianner. It is too just a complaint,
as we all know. But perhaps if we look at this abRs and the Writers of Books, we
shall find here, as it were, the summary of aleottisorganizations;—a sort béart,

from which, and to which all other confusion ciratds in the world! Considering what
Book writers do in the world, and what the worlcedavith Book writers, | should say, It
is the most anomalous thing the world at presesttdidhow.—We should get into a sea
far beyond sounding, did we attempt to give accoditiis: but we must glance at it for
the sake of our subject. The worst element inifeeof these three Literary Heroes was,
that they found their business and position suchams. On the beaten road there is
tolerable travelling; but it is sore work, and mdrawve to perish, fashioning a path
through the impassable!

Our pious Fathers, feeling well what importanceitathe speaking of man to men,
founded churches, made endowments, regulationsywliere in the civilized world

there is a Pulpit, environed with all manner of gbex dignified appurtenances and
furtherances, that therefrom a man with the torgag, to best advantage, address his
fellow-men. They felt that this was the most impattthing; that without this there was
no good thing. It is a right pious work, that oéitfs; beautiful to behold! But now with
the art of Writing, with the art of Printing, a éabtthange has come over that business.
The Writer of a Book, is not he a Preacher prearhit to this parish or that, on this day
or that, but to all men in all times and placesfefut is of the last importance thia¢ do
his work right, whoever do it wrong;—that thgereport not falsely, for then all the other
members are astray! Well; how he may do his woltetiver he do it right or wrong, or
do it at all, is a point which no man in the wohlas taken the pains to think of. To a
certain shopkeeper, trying to get some money f®bboks, if lucky, he is of some
importance; to no other man of any. Whence he carhgher he is bound, by what ways
he arrived, by what he might be furthered on hisrse, no one asks. He is an accident in
society. He wanders like a wild Ishmaelite, in ald@f which he is as the spiritual light,
either the guidance or the misguidance!

Certainly the Art of Writing is the most miraculookall things man has devised. Odin's
Runeswere the first form of the work of a He®pokswritten words, are still miraculous
Runesthe latest form! In Books lies tls®ul of the whole Past Time; the articulate
audible voice of the Past, when the body and nateubstance of it has altogether
vanished like a dream. Mighty fleets and armiesh&a and arsenals, vast cities, high-
domed, many-engined,—they are precious, greatwhat do they become?
Agamemnon, the many Agamemnons, Pericleses, amdareece; all is gone now to
some ruined fragments, dumb mournful wrecks andisltobut the Books of Greece!
There Greece, to every thinker, still very liteydiVes: can be called up again into life.
No magicRuneis stranger than a Book. All that Mankind has ddheught, gained or



been: it is lying as in magic preservation in thggs of Books. They are the chosen
possession of men.

Do not Books still accomplisimiracles asRuneswere fabled to do? They persuade men.
Not the wretchedest circulating-library novel, whioolish girls thumb and con in

remote villages, but will help to regulate the attoractical weddings and households of
those foolish girls. So "Celia" felt, so "Cliffor@icted: the foolish Theorem of Life,
stamped into those young brains, comes out asdaRu@ctice one day. Consider whether
anyRunein the wildest imagination of Mythologist ever didch wonders as, on the
actual firm Earth, some Books have done! What [&tiliPaul's Cathedral? Look at the
heart of the matter, it was that divine Hebrew BQOithe word partly of the man

Moses, an outlaw tending his Midianitish herdsfinousand years ago, in the
wildernesses of Sinai! It is the strangest of thjnget nothing is truer. With the art of
Writing, of which Printing is a simple, an inevitatand comparatively insignificant
corollary, the true reign of miracles for mankirahumenced. It related, with a wondrous
new contiguity and perpetual closeness, the PaksDastant with the Present in time and
place; all times and all places with this our attdere and Now. All things were altered
for men; all modes of important work of men: teachipreaching, governing, and all
else.

To look at Teaching, for instance. Universities amotable, respectable product of the
modern ages. Their existence too is modified, éovitry basis of it, by the existence of
Books. Universities arose while there were yet nol& procurable; while a man, for a
single Book, had to give an estate of land. Tmathose circumstances, when a man had
some knowledge to communicate, he should do itdtlgeging the learners round him,
face to face, was a necessity for him. If you wdrniteknow what Abelard knew, you
must go and listen to Abelard. Thousands, as manlyidy thousand, went to hear
Abelard and that metaphysical theology of his. Aod for any other teacher who had
also something of his own to teach, there was at g@nvenience opened: so many
thousands eager to learn were already assemblel@yaf all places the best place for
him was that. For any third teacher it was bettidr and grew ever the better, the more
teachers there came. It only needed now that thg #iok notice of this new
phenomenon; combined or agglomerated the varidusoés into one school; gave it
edifices, privileges, encouragements, and namédiitersitas or School of all Sciences:
the University of Paris, in its essential charagtaras there. The model of all subsequent
Universities; which down even to these days, fercginturies now, have gone on to
found themselves. Such, | conceive, was the oogldniversities.

It is clear, however, that with this simple circuarece, facility of getting Books, the
whole conditions of the business from top to botteene changed. Once invent Printing,
you metamorphosed all Universities, or superseldecht The Teacher needed not now to
gather men personally round him, that he mggdakio them what he knew: printitin a
Book, and all learners far and wide, for a triftad it each at his own fireside, much
more effectually to learn it'—Doubtless there i peculiar virtue in Speech; even
writers of Books may still, in some circumstandey] it convenient to speak also,—
witness our present meeting here! There is, onddxgay, and must ever remain while



man has a tongue, a distinct province for Speeetetisaas for Writing and Printing. In
regard to all things this must remain; to Univeesitamong others. But the limits of the
two have nowhere yet been pointed out, ascertamedh less put in practice: the
University which would completely take in that greaw fact, of the existence of Printed
Books, and stand on a clear footing for the Ningte€entury as the Paris one did for
the Thirteenth, has not yet come into existenceelthink of it, all that a University, or
final highest School can do for us, is still butatthe first School began doing,—teach
us toread We learn taead in various languages, in various sciences; we ltee
alphabet and letters of all manner of Books. Batlace where we are to get knowledge,
even theoretic knowledge, is the Books themselke&pends on what we read, after all
manner of Professors have done their best forhus tilie University of these days is a
Collection of Books.

But to the Church itself, as | hinted already,slthanged, in its preaching, in its
working, by the introduction of Books. The Churshthe working recognized Union of
our Priests or Prophets, of those who by wise iegajuide the souls of men. While
there was no Writing, even while there was no Basiing, or Printing, the preaching of
the voice was the natural sole method of perforninngy But now with Books!—He that
can write a true Book, to persuade England, idwadhe Bishop and Archbishop, the
Primate of England and of All England? | many agtisay, the writers of Newspapers,
Pamphlets, Poems, Books, thesethe real working effective Church of a modern
country. Nay not only our preaching, but even oarship, is not it too accomplished by
means of Printed Books? The noble sentiment whigifted soul has clothed for us in
melodious words, which brings melody into our hgastis not this essentially, if we will
understand it, of the nature of worship? Therenaaay, in all countries, who, in this
confused time, have no other method of worshipwHe, in any way, shows us better
than we knew before that a lily of the fields isbgful, does he not show it us as an
effluence of the Fountain of all Beauty; as tfaadwriting made visible there, of the
great Maker of the Universe? He has sung for uslenna sing with him, a little verse of
a sacred Psalm. Essentially so. How much more leesivigs, who says, or in any way
brings home to our heart the noble doings, feelidgangs and endurances of a brother
man! He has verily touched our hearts as with @ ¢éwalfrom the altar Perhaps there is
no worship more authentic.

Literature, so far as it is Literature, is an "aggpse of Nature," a revealing of the "open
secret." It may well enough be named, in Fichtigle sa "continuous revelation" of the
Godlike in the Terrestrial and Common. The Godtikes ever, in very truth, endure
there; is brought out, now in this dialect, novthat, with various degrees of clearness:
all true gifted Singers and Speakers are, consgiausinconsciously, doing so. The dark
stormful indignation of a Byron, so wayward andvyeese, may have touches of it; nay
the withered mockery of a French sceptic,—his mockéthe False, a love and worship
of the True. How much more the sphere-harmony$ifiakspeare, of a Goethe; the
cathedral music of a Milton! They are something those humble genuine lark-notes of
a Burns,—skylark, starting from the humble furrdar, overhead into the blue depths,
and singing to us so genuinely there! For all sunging is of the nature of worship; as
indeed all truavorkingmay be said to be,—whereof swsthgingis but the record, and



fit melodious representation, to us. Fragmentsralah"Church Liturgy" and "Body of
Homilies," strangely disguised from the common eye,to be found weltering in that
huge froth-ocean of Printed Speech we looselylatdtature! Books are our Church too.

Or turning now to the Government of men. Witenagemold Parliament, was a great
thing. The affairs of the nation were there delived and decided; what we wereltoas

a nation. But does not, though the name Parliasmdndists, the parliamentary debate go
on now, everywhere and at all times, in a far nca@prehensive wayut of Parliament
altogether? Burke said there were Three EstatBailiament; but, in the Reporters'
Gallery yonder, there satFurth Estatemore important far than they all. It is not a
figure of speech, or a witty saying; it is a litefi@ct,—very momentous to us in these
times. Literature is our Parliament too. Printingpich comes necessarily out of Writing,
| say often, is equivalent to Democracy: inventtiilg, Democracy is inevitable. Writing
brings Printing; brings universal everyday extengg@rinting, as we see at present.
Whoever can speak, speaking now to the whole natiecomes a power, a branch of
government, with inalienable weight in law-makingall acts of authority. It matters not
what rank he has, what revenues or garnituregetiigsite thing is, that he have a tongue
which others will listen to; this and nothing maseequisite. The nation is governed by
all that has tongue in the nation: Democracy isaity there Add only, that whatsoever
power exists will have itself, by and by, organizedrking secretly under bandages,
obscurations, obstructions, it will never restitijet to work free, unencumbered, visible
to all. Democracy virtually extant will insist oetoming palpably extant.—

On all sides, are we not driven to the concluskat,tof the things which man can do or
make here below, by far the most momentous, woanblanid worthy are the things we
call Books! Those poor bits of rag-paper with bladk on them;—from the Daily
Newspaper to the sacred Hebrew BOOK, what havernbegone, what are they not
doing!'—For indeed, whatever be the outward forrthefthing (bits of paper, as we say,
and black ink), is it not verily, at bottom, theyhest act of man's faculty that produces a
Book? It is thelThoughtof man; the true thaumaturgic virtue; by which marks all
things whatsoever. All that he does, and bringsaiss, is the vesture of a Thought. This
London City, with all its houses, palaces, steamiess, cathedrals, and huge
immeasurable traffic and tumult, what is it butteotight, but millions of Thoughts made
into One;—a huge immeasurable Spirit of a THOUGEpodied in brick, in iron,
smoke, dust, Palaces, Parliaments, Hackney Coa€ht®rine Docks, and the rest of it!
Not a brick was made but some man hathtok of the making of that brick.—The thing
we called "bits of paper with traces of black inis, thepurestembodiment a Thought of
man can have. No wonder it is, in all ways, thévast and noblest.

All this, of the importance and supreme importaotcthe Man of Letters in modern
Society, and how the Press is to such a degreesagieg the Pulpit, the Senate, the
Senatus Academicasd much else, has been admitted for a good wamie recognized
often enough, in late times, with a sort of sentitaktriumph and wonderment. It seems
to me, the Sentimental by and by will have to glace to the Practical. If Men of
Lettersare so incalculably influential, actually performingch work for us from age to
age, and even from day to day, then | think we o@nclude that Men of Letters will not



always wander like unrecognized unregulated Ishitesehmong us! Whatsoever thing,
as | said above, has virtual unnoticed power vafitoff its wrappages, bandages, and
step forth one day with palpably articulated, uready visible power. That one man
wear the clothes, and take the wages, of a funettuoh is done by quite another: there
can be no profit in this; this is not right, itisong. And yet, alas, th@akingof it
right,—what a business, for long times to comeleS2mough, this that we call
Organization of the Literary Guild is still a gremdy off, encumbered with all manner of
complexities. If you asked me what were the besside organization for the Men of
Letters in modern society; the arrangement of grdhce and regulation, grounded the
most accurately on the actual facts of their posiand of the world's position,—I should
beg to say that the problem far exceeded my faclilty not one man's faculty; it is that
of many successive men turned earnestly uponat viil bring out even an approximate
solution. What the best arrangement were, none ebuld say. But if you ask, Which is
the worst? | answer: This which we now have, thad should sit umpire in it; this is
the worst. To the best, or any good one, thereti@yong way.

One remark | must not omit, That royal or parliataey grants of money are by no
means the chief thing wanted! To give our Men atérs stipends, endowments and all
furtherance of cash, will do little towards the imess. On the whole, one is weary of
hearing about the omnipotence of money. | will sgther that, for a genuine man, it is no
evil to be poor; that there ought to be LiteraryrMmor,—to show whether they are
genuine or not! Mendicant Orders, bodies of good n@omed to beg, were instituted in
the Christian Church; a most natural and even sacgslevelopment of the spirit of
Christianity. It was itself founded on Poverty, $arrow, Contradiction, Crucifixion,
every species of worldly Distress and Degradatida.may say, that he who has not
known those things, and learned from them the [@$sdessons they have to teach, has
missed a good opportunity of schooling. To beg, gmtdarefoot, in coarse woollen cloak
with a rope round your loins, and be despisedldhalworld, was no beautiful
business;—nor an honorable one in any eye, tilhtitdeness of those who did so had
made it honored of some!

Begging is not in our course at the present tinue fdr the rest of it, who will say that a
Johnson is not perhaps the better for being pdaasteedful for him, at all rates, to
know that outward profit, that success of any kswlot the goal he has to aim at. Pride,
vanity, ill-conditioned egoism of all sorts, areetirin his heart, as in every heart; need,
above all, to be cast out of his heart,—to be, witfatever pangs, torn out of it, cast forth
from it, as a thing worthless. Byron, born rich arable, made out even less than Burns,
poor and plebeian. Who knows but, in that samet'{bessible organization" as yet far
off, Poverty may still enter as an important elet@éiWhat if our Men of Letters, men
setting up to be Spiritual Heroes, were shi#n as they now are, a kind of "involuntary
monastic order;" bound still to this same ugly Rowe-till they had tried what was in it
too, till they had learned to make it too do foerii Money, in truth, can do much, but it
cannot do all. We must know the province of it, andfine it there; and even spurn it
back, when it wishes to get farther.



Besides, were the money-furtherances, the propsosdgor them, the fit assigner of
them, all settled,—how is the Burns to be recoghibat merits these? He must pass
through the ordeal, and prove himsélhis ordeal; this wild welter of a chaos which is
called Literary Life: this too is a kind of ordedlhere is clear truth in the idea that a
struggle from the lower classes of society, towdingsupper regions and rewards of
society, must ever continue. Strong men are barettwho ought to stand elsewhere
than there. The manifold, inextricably complex,uamsal struggle of these constitutes,
and must constitute, what is called the progresooiety. For Men of Letters, as for all
other sorts of men. How to regulate that strugdle€re is the whole question. To leave it
as it is, at the mercy of blind Chance; a whirtlstracted atoms, one cancelling the
other; one of the thousand arriving saved, ninedhechand ninety-nine lost by the way;
your royal Johnson languishing inactive in garretdiarnessed to the yoke of Printer
Cave; your Burns dying broken-hearted as a Gayger; Rousseau driven into mad
exasperation, kindling French Revolutions by hisagaxes: this, as we said, is clearly
enough thevorstregulation. Thdest alas, is far from us!

And yet there can be no doubt but it is coming;aemting on us, as yet hidden in the
bosom of centuries: this is a prophecy one can Fsk so soon as men get to discern the
importance of a thing, they do infallibly set abauatanging it, facilitating, forwarding it;
and rest not till, in some approximate degree, theye accomplished that. | say, of all
Priesthoods, Aristocracies, Governing Classesestgmt extant in the world, there is no
class comparable for importance to that Priestladdde Writers of Books. This is a fact
which he who runs may read,—and draw inferences.ffhiterature will take care of
itself," answered Mr. Pitt, when applied to for sohelp for Burns. "Yes," adds Mr.
Southey, "it will take care of itselgnd of you topif you do not look to it!"

The result to individual Men of Letters is not th@mentous one; they are but
individuals, an infinitesimal fraction of the grdaidy; they can struggle on, and live or
else die, as they have been wont. But it deeplg@ms the whole society, whether it will
set itslight on high places, to walk thereby; or trample itemfthot, and scatter it in all
ways of wild waste (not without conflagration),leeretofore! Light is the one thing
wanted for the world. Put wisdom in the head ofwloeld, the world will fight its battle
victoriously, and be the best world man can makiecilled this anomaly of a disorganic
Literary Class the heart of all other anomaliegrate product and parent; some good
arrangement for that would be as thenctum saliensf a new vitality and just
arrangement for all. Already, in some European ts) in France, in Prussia, one
traces some beginnings of an arrangement for tieedry Class; indicating the gradual
possibility of such. | believe that it is possibileat it will have to be possible.

By far the most interesting fact | hear about tien€se is one on which we cannot arrive
at clearness, but which excites endless curiosiy én the dim state: this namely, that
they do attempt to make their Men of Letters tia&wvernors! It would be rash to say,
one understood how this was done, or with whatekegf success it was done. All such
things must be very unsuccessful; yet a small degfsuccess is precious; the very
attempt how precious! There does seem to be, all Ghina, a more or less active search
everywhere to discover the men of talent that gnpvin the young generation. Schools



there are for every one: a foolish sort of trainiyet still a sort. The youths who
distinguish themselves in the lower school are rieeh into favorable stations in the
higher, that they may still more distinguish thelmsg,—forward and forward: it appears
to be out of these that the Official Persons, aetpient Governors, are taken. These are
they whom theyry first, whether they can govern or not. And sumgith the best hope:
for they are the men that have already shown etellTry them: they have not governed
or administered as yet; perhaps they cannot; lewétis no doubt thelyavesome
Understanding,—without which no man can! Neithddiglerstanding tool, as we are
too apt to figure; "it is &dandwhich can handle any tool." Try these men: theyddrall
others the best worth trying.—Surely there is ndkof government, constitution,
revolution, social apparatus or arrangement, tkabiv of in this world, so promising to
one's scientific curiosity as this. The man oflietd at the top of affairs: this is the aim
of all constitutions and revolutions, if they haagy aim. For the man of true intellect, as
| assert and believe always, is the noble-heartaa withal, the true, just, humane and
valiant man. Get him for governor, all is got; flmlget him, though you had
Constitutions plentiful as blackberries, and aiBarént in every village, there is nothing
yet got—!

These things look strange, truly; and are not siscive commonly speculate upon. But
we are fallen into strange times; these things nedjuire to be speculated upon; to be
rendered practicable, to be in some way put intm@cThese, and many others. On all
hands of us, there is the announcement, audiblegénadhat the old Empire of Routine
has ended; that to say a thing has long been, lisasmn for its continuing to be. The
things which have been are fallen into decay, allerf into incompetence; large masses
of mankind, in every society of our Europe, ardormer capable of living at all by the
things which have been. When millions of men catonger by their utmost exertion
gain food for themselves, and "the third man fantyksix weeks each year is short of
third-rate potatoes,” the things which have beestrdacidedly prepare to alter
themselves!—I will now quit this of the organizatiof Men of Letters.

Alas, the evil that pressed heaviest on those anyeeroes of ours was not the want of
organization for Men of Letters, but a far deepag;out of which, indeed, this and so
many other evils for the Literary Man, and forrakn, had, as from their fountain, taken
rise. That our Hero as Man of Letters had to trawigiout highway, companionless,
through an inorganic chaos,—and to leave his oferalnd faculty lying there, as a
partial contribution towardgushingsome highway through it: this, had not his faculty
itself been so perverted and paralyzed, he mighg pat up with, might have considered
to be but the common lot of Heroes. His fatal mjiseas thespiritual paralysis so we
may name it, of the Age in which his life lay; whby his life too, do what he might, was
half paralyzed! The Eighteenth waSeepticalCentury; in which little word there is a
whole Pandora's Box of miseries. Scepticism meahgtellectual Doubt alone, but
moral Doubt; all sorts of infidelity, insinceritgpiritual paralysis. Perhaps, in few
centuries that one could specify since the worlgbllbe was a life of Heroism more
difficult for a man. That was not an age of Faitlar-age of Heroes! The very possibility
of Heroism had been, as it were, formally abnegatede minds of all. Heroism was
gone forever; Triviality, Formulism and Commonplacere come forever. The "age of



miracles" had been, or perhaps had not been; luststnot any longer. An effete world;
wherein Wonder, Greatness, Godhood could not nogllgwin one word, a godless
world!

How mean, dwarfish are their ways of thinking, hrsttime,—compared not with the
Christian Shakspeares and Miltons, but with theRadan Skalds, with any species of
believing men! The living TREE Igdrasil, with thestodious prophetic waving of its
world-wide boughs, deep-rooted as Hela, has di¢éhtmthe clanking of a World-
MACHINE. "Tree" and "Machine:" contrast these tvinings. I, for my share, declare the
world to be no machine! | say that it doest go by wheel-and-pinion "motives"” self-
interests, checks, balances; that there is songetarrother in it than the clank of
spinning-jennies, and parliamentary majorities;,amdthe whole, that it is not a machine
at alll—The old Norse Heathen had a truer motioGoé's-world than these poor
Machine-Sceptics: the old Heathen Norse veemeeremen. But for these poor Sceptics
there was no sincerity, no truth. Half-truth andisay was called truth. Truth, for most
men, meant plausibility; to be measured by the remobvotes you could get. They had
lost any notion that sincerity was possible, owbft sincerity was. How many
Plausibilities asking, with unaffected surprise amel air of offended virtue, What! am
not | sincere? Spiritual Paralysis, | say, notHafgbut a Mechanical life, was the
characteristic of that century. For the common nuatess happily he stodmklowhis
century and belonged to another prior one, it wgsoissible to be a Believer, a Hero; he
lay buried, unconscious, under these baleful imib@s. To the strongest man, only with
infinite struggle and confusion was it possibleviark himself half loose; and lead as it
were, in an enchanted, most tragical way, a spirdeath-in-life, and be a Half-Hero!

Scepticism is the name we give to all this; asctiief symptom, as the chief origin of all
this. Concerning which so much were to be saididiild take many Discourses, not a
small fraction of one Discourse, to state what feeés about that Eighteenth Century and
its ways. As indeed this, and the like of this, ethwe now call Scepticism, is precisely
the black malady and life-foe, against which adid@ng and discoursing since man's life
began has directed itself: the battle of BeliefiagfaUnbelief is the never-ending battle!
Neither is it in the way of crimination that one wid wish to speak. Scepticism, for that
century, we must consider as the decay of old waelieving, the preparation afar off
for new better and wider ways,—an inevitable thge will not blame men for it; we

will lament their hard fate. We will understandttidastruction of oldormsis not
destruction of everlastingubstanceghat Scepticism, as sorrowful and hateful as &ee s
it, is not an end but a beginning.

The other day speaking, without prior purpose e, of Bentham's theory of man and
man's life, | chanced to call it a more beggarlg ¢man Mahomet's. | am bound to say,
now when it is once uttered, that such is my dediteeopinion. Not that one would mean
offence against the man Jeremy Bentham, or thosergdpect and believe him.
Bentham himself, and even the creed of Benthanmsée me comparatively worthy of
praise. It is a determinabzingwhat all the world, in a cowardly half-and-half mmer,

was tending to be. Let us have the crisis; we ditder have death or the cure. | call this
gross, steam-engine Ultilitarianism an approach tdsvaew Faith. It was a laying-down



of cant; a saying to oneself: "Well then, this wiad a dead iron machine, the god of it
Gravitation and selfish Hunger; let us see what;tigcking and balancing, and good
adjustment of tooth and pinion, can be made oB8hthamism has something complete,
manful, in such fearless committal of itself to whdinds true; you may call it Heroic,
though a Heroism with itsyesput out! It is the culminating point, and fearless
ultimatum, of what lay in the half-and-half stgpervading man's whole existence in that
Eighteenth Century. It seems to me, all denieGa@ihood, and all lip-believers of it, are
bound to be Benthamites, if they have courage anésty. Benthamism is ayeless
Heroism: the Human Species, like a hapless blirgldson grinding in the Philistine
Mill, clasps convulsively the pillars of its Milhrings huge ruin down, but ultimately
deliverance withal. Of Bentham | meant to say naorha

But this | do say, and would wish all men to knavd day to heart, that he who discerns
nothing but Mechanism in the Universe has in thaléat way missed the secret of the
Universe altogether. That all Godhood should vanighof men's conception of this
Universe seems to me precisely the most brutat,eriowill not disparage Heathenism
by calling it a Heathen error,—that men could fiadb. It is not true; it is false at the very
heart of it. A man who thinks so will thinkrongabout all things in the world; this
original sin will vitiate all other conclusions kean form. One might call it the most
lamentable of Delusions,—not forgetting Witchciggelf! Witchcraft worshipped at
least a living Devil; but this worships a dead ievil; no God, not even a Devil!
Whatsoever is noble, divine, inspired, drops them@lt of life. There remains
everywhere in life a despicabtaput-mortuumthe mechanical hull, all soul fled out of
it. How can a man act heroically? The "Doctrinévidtives” will teach him that it is,
under more or less disguise, nothing but a wretétnesl of Pleasure, fear of Pain; that
Hunger, of applause, of cash, of whatsoever vigtuahy be, is the ultimate fact of
man's life. Atheism, in brief;—which does indeeiglitfully punish itself. The man, |
say, is become spiritually a paralytic man; thidlg@ Universe a dead mechanical
steam-engine, all working by motives, checks, ba@anand | know not what; wherein,
as in the detestable belly of some Phalaris'-Biutli® own contriving, he the poor
Phalaris sits miserably dying!

Belief | define to be the healthy act of a man'adnit is a mysterious indescribable
process, that of getting to believe;,—indescribaageall vital acts are. We have our mind
given us, not that it may cavil and argue, but thatay see into something, give us clear
belief and understanding about something, wheremane then to proceed to act. Doubt,
truly, is not itself a crime. Certainly we do nash out, clutch up the first thing we find,
and straightway believe that! All manner of doubtjuiry, [Gr.] skepsisas it is named,
about all manner of objects, dwells in every reabtgmind. It is the mystic working of
the mind, on the object it gettingto know and believe. Belief comes out of all this,
above ground, like the tree from its hiddents. But now if, even on common things, we
require that a man keep his dousitent and not babble of them till they in some
measure become affirmations or denials; how muctenmoregard to the highest things,
impossible to speak of in words at all! That a rparade his doubt, and get to imagine
that debating and logic (which means at best dréymhanner ofelling us your thought,
your belief or disbelief, about a thing) is theutmph and true work of what intellect he



has: alas, this is as if you shoagerturnthe tree, and instead of green boughs, leaves
and fruits, show us ugly taloned roots turned up the air,—and no growth, only death
and misery going on!

For the Scepticism, as | said, is not intellectudy; it is moral also; a chronic atrophy
and disease of the whole soul. A man lives by belgesomething; not by debating and
arguing about many things. A sad case for him wdiethat he can manage to believe is
something he can button in his pocket, and withartbe other organ eat and digest!
Lower than that he will not get. We call those aigeshich he gets so low the
mournfulest, sickest and meanest of all ages. Tdrédis heart is palsied, sick: how can
any limb of it be whole? Genuine Acting ceasedlidepartments of the world's work;
dexterous Similitude of Acting begins. The worlddages are pocketed, the world's work
is not done. Heroes have gone out; Quacks have sorAecordingly, what Century,
since the end of the Roman world, which also wisa of scepticism, simulacra and
universal decadence, so abounds with Quacks agigjiasteenth? Consider them, with
their tumid sentimental vaporing about virtue, bertence,—the wretched Quack-
squadron, Cagliostro at the head of them! Few mene writhout quackery; they had got
to consider it a necessary ingredient and amalgarmifth. Chatham, our brave Chatham
himself, comes down to the House, all wrapt andibged; he "has crawled out in great
bodily suffering,” and so on;fergets says Walpole, that he is acting the sick marhén
fire of debate, snatches his arm from the sling, @atorically swings and brandishes it!
Chatham himself lives the strangest mimetic lit@df-hero, half-quack, all along. For
indeed the world is full of dupes; and you havegam theworld's suffrage! How the
duties of the world will be done in that case, wipa&ntities of error, which means
failure, which means sorrow and misery, to sometandany, will gradually accumulate
in all provinces of the world's business, we neetdcompute.

It seems to me, you lay your finger here on thetheahe world's maladies, when you
call it a Sceptical World. An insincere world; adiess untruth of a world! It is out of
this, as | consider, that the whole tribe of sopedtilences, French Revolutions,
Chartisms, and what not, have derived their beinbe#chief necessity to be. This must
alter. Till this alter, nothing can beneficiallyed. My one hope of the world, my
inexpugnable consolation in looking at the miseokthe world, is that this is altering.
Here and there one does now find a man who knoswsf ald, that this world is a Truth,
and no Plausibility and Falsity; that he himseldlise, not dead or paralytic; and that the
world is alive, instinct with Godhood, beautifuldhawful, even as in the beginning of
days! One man once knowing this, many men, all marst by and by come to know it.
It lies there clear, for whosoever will take gyectacle®ff his eyes and honestly look, to
know! For such a man the Unbelieving Century, wighunblessed Products, is already
past; a new century is already come. The old usbte®roducts and Performances, as
solid as they look, are Phantasms, preparing slygedranish. To this and the other
noisy, very great-looking Simulacrum with the whulerld huzzaing at its heels, he can
say, composedly stepping aside: Thou artineg thou art not extant, only semblant; go
thy way!'—Yes, hollow Formulism, gross Benthamismd ather unheroic atheistic
Insincerity is visibly and even rapidly decliningn unbelieving Eighteenth Century is
but an exception,—such as now and then occurephasy that the world will once



more becomsincere a believing world; withmanyHeroes in it, a heroic world! It will
then be a victorious world; never till then.

Or indeed what of the world and its victories? Meeak too much about the world. Each
one of us here, let the world go how it will, argl\bctorious or not victorious, has he not
a Life of his own to lead? One Life; a little gleaihTime between two Eternities; no
second chance to us forevermore! It were well fotaulive not as fools and simulacra,
but as wise and realities. The world's being saviddhot save us; nor the world's being
lost destroy us. We should look to ourselves: tiegreat merit here in the "duty of
staying at home"! And, on the whole, to say trlitever heard of "world's" being
"saved" in any other way. That mania of saving d®ik itself a piece of the Eighteenth
Century with its windy sentimentalism. Let us naitdw it too far. For the saving of the
world | will trust confidently to the Maker of the worldnd look a little to my own
saving, which I am more competent tol—In brief, floe world's sake, and for our own,
we will rejoice greatly that Scepticism, InsincgriMechanical Atheism, with all their
poison-dews, are going, and as good as gone.—

Now it was under such conditions, in those timedadfnson, that our Men of Letters had
to live. Times in which there was properly no trutHife. Old truths had fallen nigh
dumb; the new lay yet hidden, not trying to sp&diat Man's Life here below was a
Sincerity and Fact, and would forever continue sachnew intimation, in that dusk of
the world, had yet dawned. No intimation; not eaey French Revolution,—which we
define to be a Truth once more, though a Truth cideell-fire! How different was the
Luther's pilgrimage, with its assured goal, frora lohnson's, girt with mere traditions,
suppositions, grown now incredible, unintelligibMahomet's Formulas were of "wood
waxed and oiled," and could be burnt out of oneg:ywoor Johnson's were far more
difficult to burn.—The strong man will ever findork, which means difficulty, pain, to
the full measure of his strength. But to make out#ory, in those circumstances of our
poor Hero as Man of Letters, was perhaps morecdiffthan in any. Not obstruction,
disorganization, Bookseller Osborne and Fourpermatipénny a day; not this alone; but
the light of his own soul was taken from him. Nodanark on the Earth; and, alas, what
is that to having no loadstar in the Heaven! Wednest wonder that none of those Three
men rose to victory. That they fought truly is thighest praise. With a mournful
sympathy we will contemplate, if not three livingtorious Heroes, as | said, the Tombs
of three fallen Heroes! They fell for us too; makim way for us. There are the mountains
which they hurled abroad in their confused Warhef Giants; under which, their strength
and life spent, they now lie buried.

| have already written of these three Literary Hsraexpressly or incidentally; what |
suppose is known to most of you; what need nopb&en or written a second time.

They concern us here as the singi#erphetsof that singular age; for such they virtually
were; and the aspect they and their world exhilmitler this point of view, might lead us
into reflections enough! | call them, all three,f@@me Men more or less; faithfully, for
most part unconsciously, struggling to be genuamel, plant themselves on the
everlasting truth of things. This to a degree #mainently distinguishes them from the
poor artificial mass of their contemporaries; aedders them worthy to be considered as



Speakers, in some measure, of the everlasting aatRrophets in that age of theirs. By
Nature herself a noble necessity was laid on tleebetso. They were men of such
magnitude that they could not live on unrealitiesleuds, froth and all inanity gave way
under them: there was no footing for them but om ®arth; no rest or regular motion for
them, if they got not footing there. To a certaxteat, they were Sons of Nature once
more in an age of Artifice; once more, Original Men

As for Johnson, | have always considered him tdoleature, one of our great English
souls. A strong and noble man; so much left undgea in him to the last: in a kindlier
element what might he not have been,—Poet, Pgesgéreign Ruler! On the whole, a
man must not complain of his "element," of his &ithor the like; it is thriftless work
doing so. His time is bad: well then, he is therenke it better'—Johnson's youth was
poor, isolated, hopeless, very miserable. Indeabhas not seem possible that, in any the
favorablest outward circumstances, Johnson's difgdchave been other than a painful
one. The world might have had more of profitabterk out of him, or less; but hisffort
against the world's work could never have beegtd bne. Nature, in return for his
nobleness, had said to him, Live in an elemenisd#ased sorrow. Nay, perhaps the
sorrow and the nobleness were intimately and evegparably connected with each
other. At all events, poor Johnson had to go agwtwith continual hypochondria,
physical and spiritual pain. Like a Hercules witle burning Nessus'-shirt on him, which
shoots in on him dull incurable misery: the Nesstgt not to be stript off, which is his
own natural skin! In this mannée had to live. Figure him there, with his scrofulous
diseases, with his great greedy heart, and unspkagiaaos of thoughts; stalking
mournful as a stranger in this Earth; eagerly demguvhat spiritual thing he could come
at: school-languages and other merely grammatiai| & there were nothing better!
The largest soul that was in all England; and miowi made for it of "fourpence-
halfpenny a day." Yet a giant invincible soul; aetman's. One remembers always that
story of the shoes at Oxford: the rough, seamyea@vboned College Servitor stalking
about, in winter-season, with his shoes worn ooty the charitable Gentleman
Commoner secretly places a new pair at his doat tla@ rawboned Servitor, lifting
them, looking at them near, with his dim eyes, withat thoughts,—pitches them out of
window! Wet feet, mud, frost, hunger or what youlwaut not beggary: we cannot stand
beggary! Rude stubborn self-help here; a whole dvofisqualor, rudeness, confused
misery and want, yet of nobleness and manfulnetfsalvilt is a type of the man's life,
this pitching away of the shoes. An original manpta second-hand, borrowing or
begging man. Let us stand on our own basis, ataey On such shoes as we ourselves
can get. On frost and mud, if you will, but hongsth that;—on the reality and substance
which Nature givesis not on the semblance, on the thing she has gimether than
us—!

And yet with all this rugged pride of manhood aet-kelp, was there ever soul more
tenderly affectionate, loyally submissive to whasweally higher than he? Great souls
are always loyally submissive, reverent to whatvier them; only small mean souls are
otherwise. | could not find a better proof of whatid the other day, That the sincere
man was by nature the obedient man; that onlyWhoad of Heroes was there loyal
Obedience to the Heroic. The essencermjinality is not that it benew Johnson



believed altogether in the old; he found the olthmms credible for him, fit for him; and
in a right heroic manner lived under them. He il werth study in regard to that. For
we are to say that Johnson was far other than @ man of words and formulas; he was
a man of truths and facts. He stood by the old @dasy the happier was it for him that he
could so stand: but in all formulas thetcould stand by, there needed to be a most
genuine substance. Very curious how, in that pa@pePage, so barren, artificial, thick-
quilted with Pedantries, Hearsays, the great Hattti® Universe glared in, forever
wonderful, indubitable, unspeakable, divine-inféro@on this man too! How he
harmonized his Formulas with it, how he manageallatnder such circumstances: that is
a thing worth seeing. A thing "to be looked at wigrerence, with pity, with awe."” That
Church of St. Clement Danes, where Johnsorvatitshippedn the era of Voltaire, is to
me a venerable place.

It was in virtue of hisincerity, of his speaking still in some sort from the hedifNature,
though in the current artificial dialect, that Jebn was a Prophet. Are not all dialects
"artificial"? Artificial things are not all false;+ay every true Product of Nature will
infallibly shapeitself; we may say all artificial things are, hetstarting of thentrue.
What we call "Formulas™ are not in their origin b#tey are indispensably good.
Formula ismethod habitude; found wherever man is found. Formudahion themselves
as Paths do, as beaten Highways, leading towarée saared or high object, whither
many men are bent. Consider it. One man, full afrtielt earnest impulse, finds out a
way of doing somewhat,—were it of uttering his soutverence for the Highest, were it
but of fitly saluting his fellow-man. An inventoras needed to do thatpaet he has
articulated the dim-struggling thought that dwelhis own and many hearts. This is his
way of doing that; these are his footsteps, thenpégg of a "Path.” And now see: the
second men travels naturally in the footsteps sfdriegoer, it is theasiesimethod. In
the footsteps of his foregoer; yet with improvensemtith changes where such seem
good; at all events with enlargements, the Pathwideningitself as more travel it,—till
at last there is a broad Highway whereon the whaldd may travel and drive. While
there remains a City or Shrine, or any Realityrigedto, at the farther end, the Highway
shall be right welcome! When the City is gone, wk fersake the Highway. In this
manner all Institutions, Practices, Regulated Thimghe world have come into
existence, and gone out of existence. Formulasegin by beindull of substance; you
may call them thekin, the articulation into shape, into limbs and skiha substance that
is already thereheyhad not been there otherwise. Idols, as we sedha@t idolatrous

till they become doubtful, empty for the worshigpdreart. Much as we talk against
Formulas, | hope no one of us is ignorant withahef high significance dfue

Formulas; that they were, and will ever be, thespensablest furniture of our habitation
in this world.—

Mark, too, how little Johnson boasts of his "siityer He has no suspicion of his being
particularly sincere,—of his being particularly #myg! A hard-struggling, weary-
hearted man, or "scholar" as he calls himselfpgyiard to get some honest livelihood in
the world, not to starve, but to live—without stegl A noble unconsciousness is in him.
He does not "engravEruth on his watch-seal;" no, but he stands by trutbakp by it,
works and lives by it. Thus it ever is. Think obitice more. The man whom Nature has



appointed to do great things is, first of all, fisired with that openness to Nature which
renders him incapable of beingsincere! To his large, open, deep-feeling heartiiéais

a Fact: all hearsay is hearsay; the unspeakabé¢ngi®s of this Mystery of Life, let him
acknowledge it or not, nay even though he seerarggef it or deny it, is ever present to
him,—fearful and wonderful, on this hand and on tkhig.has a basis of sincerity;
unrecognized, because never questioned or capbtpestion. Mirabeau, Mahomet,
Cromwell, Napoleon: all the Great Men | ever heafrtiave this as the primary material
of them. Innumerable commonplace men are debainegalking everywhere their
commonplace doctrines, which they have learneagig) by rote, at second-hand: to
that kind of man all this is still nothing. He mingtve truth; truth whiche feels to be

true. How shall he stand otherwise? His whole satLll moments, in all ways, tells him
that there is no standing. He is under the nobtessty of being true. Johnson's way of
thinking about this world is not mine, any morertihahomet's was: but | recognize the
everlasting element dfeart-sincerityin both; and see with pleasure how neither of them
remains ineffectual. Neither of them iscmff sown; in both of them is something which
the seedfield wilgrow.

Johnson was a Prophet to his people; preached pe@oshem,—as all like him always
do. The highest Gospel he preached we may desasibekind of Moral Prudence: "in a
world where much is to be done, and little is tdkhewn," see how you wililoit! A

thing well worth preaching. "A world where muchtasbe done, and little is to be
known:" do not sink yourselves in boundless botesrlabysses of Doubt, of wretched
god-forgetting Unbelief,—you were miserable theoywprless, mad: how could yalo

or work at all? Such Gospel Johnson preached amgghta—coupled, theoretically and
practically, with this other great Gospel, "Cleauy mind of Cant!" Have no trade with
Cant: stand on the cold mud in the frosty weatbet Jet it be in your owmeal torn
shoes: "that will be better for you," as Mahomefssa call this, | call these two things
joined togethera great Gospel, the greatest perhaps that wasopmat that time.

Johnson's Writings, which once had such currendycatebrity, are now as it were
disowned by the young generation. It is not wondedohnson's opinions are fast
becoming obsolete: but his style of thinking andivahg, we may hope, will never
become obsolete. | find in Johnson's Books thespudablest traces of a great intellect
and great heart;,—ever welcome, under what obstm@nd perversions soever. They
aresincerewords, those of his; he means things by them. Adkous buckram style,—
the best he could get to then; a measured grandifasg, stepping or rather stalking
along in a very solemn way, grown obsolete now;ettmes a tumigizeof phraseology
not in proportion to the contents of it: all thiswwill put up with. For the phraseology,
tumid or not, has alwaysomething within itSo many beautiful styles and books, with
nothingin them;—a man is a malefactor to the world whdesgrsuchTheyare the
avoidable kind!'—Had Johnson left nothing but Bistionary, one might have traced
there a great intellect, a genuine man. Lookingstalearness of definition, its general
solidity, honesty, insight and successful methbhay be called the best of all
Dictionaries. There is in it a kind of architectunableness; it stands there like a great
solid square-built edifice, finished, symmetricatlymplete: you judge that a true Builder
did it.



One word, in spite of our haste, must be grantqubto Bozzy. He passes for a mean,
inflated, gluttonous creature; and was so in mamgss. Yet the fact of his reverence for
Johnson will ever remain noteworthy. The foolisihn@ated Scotch Laird, the most
conceited man of his time, approaching in such stueck attitude the great dusty
irascible Pedagogue in his mean garret thereaitgenuine reverence for Excellence; a
worshipfor Heroes, at a time when neither Heroes nor lpr&ere surmised to exist.
Heroes, it would seem, exist always, and a cewairship of them! We will also take the
liberty to deny altogether that of the witty Fren@m, that no man is a Hero to his valet-
de-chambre. Or if so, it is not the Hero's blama,the Valet's: that his soul, namely, is a
meanvaletsoul! He expects his Hero to advance in royalestagppings, with measured
step, trains borne behind him, trumpets soundifigrediim. It should stand rather, No
man can be &rand-Monarqueo his valet-de-chambre. Strip your Louis Quatathis
king-gear, and thers left nothing but a poor forked radish with a héatastically
carved;—admirable to no valet. The Valet does mowka Hero when he sees him! Alas,
no: it requires a kind dflero to do that;—and one of the world's wantsthis as in other
senses, is for most part want of such.

On the whole, shall we not say, that Boswell's adtion was well bestowed; that he
could have found no soul in all England so worthpending down before? Shall we not
say, of this great mournful Johnson too, that hdeglihis difficult confused existence
wisely; led itwell, like a right valiant man? That waste chaos ofhuship by trade; that
waste chaos of Scepticism in religion and politindife-theory and life-practice; in his
poverty, in his dust and dimness, with the sickybadd the rusty coat: he made it do for
him, like a brave man. Not wholly without a loadstathe Eternal; he had still a
loadstar, as the brave all need to have: with yesset on that, he would change his
course for nothing in these confused vortices efithver sea of Time. "To the Spirit of
Lies, bearing death and hunger, he would in nosiske his flag." Brave old Samuel:
ultimus Romanoruim

Of Rousseau and his Heroism | cannot say so muels Hot what | call a strong man. A
morbid, excitable, spasmodic man; at best, inteaseer than strong. He had not "the
talent of Silence," an invaluable talent; which fEwenchmen, or indeed men of any sort
in these times, excel in! The suffering man ouglally "to consume his own smoke;"
there is no good in emittingmoketill you have made it intéire,—which, in the
metaphorical sense too, all smoke is capable afrbew! Rousseau has not depth or
width, not calm force for difficulty; the first chacteristic of true greatness. A
fundamental mistake to call vehemence and rigstitgngth! A man is not strong who
takes convulsion-fits; though six men cannot haotd then. He that can walk under the
heaviest weight without staggering, he is the ginoran. We need forever, especially in
these loud-shrieking days, to remind ourselveat. tA man who canndiold his peace
till the time come for speaking and acting, is ight man.

Poor Rousseau's face is to me expressive of hihgiAbut narrow contracted intensity
in it: bony brows; deep, strait-set eyes, in witlodre is something bewildered-
looking,—bewildered, peering with lynx-eagernesgage full of misery, even ignoble
misery, and also of the antagonism against thatesimng mean, plebeian there,



redeemed only bintensity the face of what is called a Fanatic,—a sadlytracted

Hero! We name him here because, with all his drakdaand they are many, he has the
first and chief characteristic of a Hero: he isrtiBain earnestIn earnest, if ever man
was; as none of these French Philosophers were.ddaywould say, of an earnestness
too great for his otherwise sensitive, rather feetfature; and which indeed in the end
drove him into the strangest incoherences, almelgiations. There had come, at last, to
be a kind of madness in him: his Idgassessetim like demons; hurried him so about,
drove him over steep places—!

The fault and misery of Rousseau was what we enaitye by a single woré&goism
which is indeed the source and summary of all $aaftd miseries whatsoever. He had
not perfected himself into victory over mere Desaenean Hunger, in many sorts, was
still the motive principle of him. | am afraid heawa very vain man; hungry for the
praises of men. You remember Genlis's experienbénof She took Jean Jacques to the
Theatre; he bargaining for a strict incognito,—'\Weuld not be seen there for the
world!" The curtain did happen nevertheless to ftzava aside: the Pit recognized Jean
Jacques, but took no great notice of him! He exga@she bitterest indignation; gloomed
all evening, spake no other than surly words. Tiie@ountess remained entirely
convinced that his anger was not at being seeratinidt being applauded when seen.
How the whole nature of the man is poisoned; ngtlbut suspicion, self-isolation, fierce
moody ways! He could not live with anybody. A mdrsome rank from the country,
who visited him often, and used to sit with himpeessing all reverence and affection for
him, comes one day; finds Jean Jacques full o$dlieest unintelligible humor.
"Monsieur," said Jean Jacques, with flaming eyeksnéw why you come here. You
come to see what a poor life I lead; how littlenisny poor pot that is boiling there. Well,
look into the pot! There is half a pound of meate @arrot and three onions; that is all:
go and tell the whole world that, if you like, Maasr!"—A man of this sort was far
gone. The whole world got itself supplied with athetes, for light laughter, for a certain
theatrical interest, from these perversions andartians of poor Jean Jacques. Alas, to
him they were not laughing or theatrical; too teahim! The contortions of a dying
gladiator: the crowded amphitheatre looks on wittegainment; but the gladiator is in
agonies and dying.

And yet this Rousseau, as we say, with his pas&ampeals to Mothers, with his
contrat-socia) with his celebrations of Nature, even of savafgeih Nature, did once
more touch upon Reality, struggle towards Realitgs doing the function of a Prophet
to his Time. As he could, and as the Time couldu&jely through all that defacement,
degradation and almost madness, there is in theshheart of poor Rousseau a spark of
real heavenly fire. Once more, out of the elemémhat withered mocking Philosophism,
Scepticism and Persiflage, there has arisen imthis the ineradicable feeling and
knowledge that this Life of ours is true: not a @a@sm, Theorem, or Persiflage, but a
Fact, an awful Reality. Nature had made that reémeldo him; had ordered him to speak
it out. He got it spoken out; if not well and clgathen ill and dimly,—as clearly as he
could. Nay what are all errors and perversitiekisf even those stealings of ribbons,
aimless confused miseries and vagabondisms, if Miéterpret them kindly, but the
blinkard dazzlement and staggerings to and froroha sent on an errand he is too weak



for, by a path he cannot yet find? Men are ledtbgnge ways. One should have
tolerance for a man, hope of him; leave him toygywhat he will do. While life lasts,
hope lasts for every man.

Of Rousseau's literary talents, greatly celebratdidamong his countrymen, | do not say
much. His Books, like himself, are what | call ualiey; not the good sort of Books.
There is a sensuality in Rousseau. Combined with au intellectual gift as his, it makes
pictures of a certain gorgeous attractivenessthmyt are not genuinely poetical. Not
white sunlight: somethingperatic a kind of rose-pink, artificial bedizenment.dt i
frequent, or rather it is universal, among the Ehesince his time. Madame de Stael has
something of it; St. Pierre; and down onwards oghesent astonishing convulsionary
"Literature of Desperation," it is everywhere abanid That sameose-pinkis not the

right hue. Look at a Shakspeare, at a Goethe, &vaWalter Scott! He who has once
seen into this, has seen the difference of the fam the Sham-True, and will
discriminate them ever afterwards.

We had to observe in Johnson how much good a Praptaer all disadvantages and
disorganizations, can accomplish for the worldRbusseau we are called to look rather
at the fearful amount of evil which, under suchodignization, may accompany the
good. Historically it is a most pregnant spectattiat of Rousseau. Banished into Paris
garrets, in the gloomy company of his own Thougimts Necessities there; driven from
post to pillar; fretted, exasperated till the hedrim went mad, he had grown to feel
deeply that the world was not his friend nor thelde law. It was expedient, if any way
possible, that such a man shootit have been set in flat hostility with the world. He
could be cooped into garrets, laughed at as a mdeiaito starve like a wild beast in his
cage;—but he could not be hindered from settingmbed on fire. The French
Revolution found its Evangelist in Rousseau. Hisisdelirious speculations on the
miseries of civilized life, the preferability ofélsavage to the civilized, and such like,
helped well to produce a whole delirium in Franeegyally. True, you may well ask,
What could the world, the governors of the world vdth such a man? Difficult to say
what the governors of the world could do with hidhat he could do with them is
unhappily clear enough,guillotine a great many of them! Enough now of Rousseau.

It was a curious phenomenon, in the withered, uebielg second-hand Eighteenth
Century, that of a Hero starting up, among thdicidl pasteboard figures and
productions, in the guise of a Robert Burns. Liketie well in the rocky desert places,—
like a sudden splendor of Heaven in the artifisfalxhall! People knew not what to
make of it. They took it for a piece of the Vauxtak-work; alas, itet itself be so

taken, though struggling half-blindly, as in bittess of death, against that! Perhaps no
man had such a false reception from his fellow-n@mce more a very wasteful life-
drama was enacted under the sun.

The tragedy of Burns's life is known to all of y&urely we may say, if discrepancy
between place held and place merited constituteepgeness of lot for a man, no lot
could be more perverse then Burns's. Among thasensiehand acting-figuresjimesfor
most part, of the Eighteenth Century, once moreat @riginal Man; one of those men



who reach down to the perennial Deeps, who takleatt the Heroic among men: and
he was born in a poor Ayrshire hut. The largest eball the British lands came among
us in the shape of a hard-handed Scottish Peasant.

His Father, a poor toiling man, tried various tlsindid not succeed in any; was involved
in continual difficulties. The Steward, Factor e Scotch call him, used to send letters
and threatenings, Burns says, "which threw usédl tears.” The brave, hard-toiling,
hard-suffering Father, his brave heroine of a wafgg those children, of whom Robert
was one! In this Earth, so wide otherwise, no ghdétirthem The letters "threw us all
into tears:" figure it. The brave Father, | sayas;—asilentHero and Poet; without
whom the son had never been a speaking one! Bi8astsolmaster came afterwards to
London, learnt what good society was; but decl#rasin no meeting of men did he ever
enjoy better discourse than at the hearth of taagsant. And his poor "seven acres of
nursery-ground,”"—not that, nor the miserable patictiay-farm, nor anything he tried to
get a living by, would prosper with him; he hadoaesunequal battle all his days. But he
stood to it valiantly; a wise, faithful, unconquiel@man;—swallowing down how many
sore sufferings daily into silence; fighting like anseen Hero,—nobody publishing
newspaper paragraphs about his nobleness; votegpbf plate to him! However, he
was not lost; nothing is lost. Robert is theredh&come of him,—and indeed of many
generations of such as him.

This Burns appeared under every disadvantage: toootasd, poor, born only to hard
manual toil; and writing, when it came to thatainustic special dialect, known only to a
small province of the country he lived in. Had hetten, even what he did write, in the
general language of England, | doubt not he hahdir become universally recognized
as being, or capable to be, one of our greatest &t he should have tempted so many
to penetrate through the rough husk of that diadétis, is proof that there lay something
far from common within it. He has gained a cert&oognition, and is continuing to do
so over all quarters of our wide Saxon world: weesser a Saxon dialect is spoken, it
begins to be understood, by personal inspectidghigfand the other, that one of the most
considerable Saxon men of the Eighteenth CentusyamaAyrshire Peasant named
Robert Burns. Yes, | will say, here too was a pieicihe right Saxon stuff: strong as the
Harz-rock, rooted in the depths of the world;—roglt with wells of living softness in

it! A wild impetuous whirlwind of passion and fatpklumbered quiet there; such
heavenlymelodydwelling in the heart of it. A noble rough genuiess; homely, rustic,
honest; true simplicity of strength; with its ligimg-fire, with its soft dewy pity;—like

the old Norse Thor, the Peasant-god!

Burns's Brother Gilbert, a man of much sense armthywbas told me that Robert, in his
young days, in spite of their hardship, was usuaiéygayest of speech; a fellow of
infinite frolic, laughter, sense and heart; fargganter to hear there, stript cutting peats in
the bog, or such like, than he ever afterwards kiniev | can well believe it. This basis

of mirth ("fond gaillard" as old Marquis Mirabeau calls it), a primal etrhof sunshine
and joyfulness, coupled with his other deep andesdrqualities, is one of the most
attractive characteristics of Burns. A large fuidHope dwells in him; spite of his

tragical history, he is not a mourning man. He sisdiis sorrows gallantly aside; bounds



forth victorious over them. It is as the lion shaki'dew-drops from his mane;" as the
swift-bounding horse, thdughsat the shaking of the spear.—But indeed, Hopethlir
of the sort like Burns's, are they not the outcqmogperly of warm generous affection,—
such as is the beginning of all to every man?

You would think it strange if | called Burns the st@ifted British soul we had in all that
century of his: and yet | believe the day is comwigen there will be little danger in
saying so. His writings, all that tikd under such obstructions, are only a poor fragment
of him. Professor Stewart remarked very justly, iwhdeed is true of all Poets good for
much, that his poetry was not any particular faglut the general result of a naturally
vigorous original mind expressing itself in thatywBurns's gifts, expressed in
conversation, are the theme of all that ever hband All kinds of gifts: from the
gracefulest utterances of courtesy, to the higlresof passionate speech; loud floods of
mirth, soft wailings of affection, laconic emphasikear piercing insight; all was in him.
Witty duchesses celebrate him as a man whose spleelcthem off their feet.” This is
beautiful: but still more beautiful that which Mrockhart has recorded, which | have
more than once alluded to, How the waiters anctisstt inns would get out of bed, and
come crowding to hear this man speak! Waiters atiers.—they too were men, and
here was a man! | have heard much about his spbatbne of the best things | ever
heard of it was, last year, from a venerable gemdlelong familiar with him. That it was
speech distinguished by alwdyaving something in.itHe spoke rather little than
much," this old man told me; "sat rather silenthase early days, as in the company of
persons above him; and always when he did spewafsito throw new light on the
matter." | know not why any one should ever spaakmvise!—But if we look at his
general force of soul, his healthgbustnes®very way, the rugged downrightness,
penetration, generous valor and manfulness thairwlaisn,—where shall we readily find
a better-gifted man?

Among the great men of the Eighteenth Centurynietames feel as if Burns might be
found to resemble Mirabeau more than any othery Tiféer widely in vesture; yet look
at them intrinsically. There is the same burly khn@cked strength of body as of soul;,—
built, in both cases, on what the old Marquis cafisnd gaillard By nature, by course of
breeding, indeed by nation, Mirabeau has much robbduster; a noisy, forward,
unresting man. But the characteristic of Mirabeswis veracity and sense, power of true
insight, superiority of vision. The thing that he saysvi@th remembering. It is a flash of
insight into some object or other: so do both thesa speak. The same raging passions;
capable too in both of manifesting themselves agdghderest noble affections. Wit; wild
laughter, energy, directness, sincerity: these websth. The types of the two men are
not dissimilar. Burns too could have governed, titban National Assemblies;
politicized, as few could. Alas, the courage whietd to exhibit itself in capture of
smuggling schooners in the Solway Frith; in keeg@ihgnceover so much, where no
good speech, but only inarticulate rage was passibis might have bellowed forth
Ushers de Breze and the like; and made itself leigdball men, in managing of
kingdoms, in ruling of great ever-memorable epo&hsg!they said to him reprovingly,

his Official Superiors said, and wrote: "You aremork, not think." Of youthinking-
faculty, the greatest in this land, we have no need; yetcagauge beer there; for that



only are you wanted. Very notable;—and worth menmtig, though we know what is to
be said and answered! As if Thought, Power of Timigkwere not, at all times, in all
places and situations of the world, precisely theg that was wanted. The fatal man, is
he not always the unthinking man, the man who catimiok andsee but only grope, and
hallucinate, andnissee the nature of the thing he works with? He raesst, mitakesit

as we say; takes it for one thing, ans @nother thing,—and leaves him standing like a
Futility there! He is the fatal man; unutterablyalla put in the high places of men.—
"Why complain of this?" say some: "Strength is nrmfully denied its arena; that was
true from of old." Doubtless; and the worse for éineng answer [IComplainingprofits
little; stating of the truth may profit. That a e, with its French Revolution just
breaking out, finds no need of a Burns except &rging beer,—is a thing |, for one,
cannotrejoice at—!

Once more we have to say here, that the chieftyualBurns is thesincerityof him. So

in his Poetry, so in his Life. The song he singsasof fantasticalities; it is of a thing felt,
really there; the prime merit of this, as of alhim, and of his Life generally, is truth.
The Life of Burns is what we may call a great tcagjncerity. A sort of savage
sincerity,—not cruel, far from that; but wild, wiksg naked with the truth of things. In
that sense, there is something of the savage gredt men.

Hero-worship,—Odin, Burns? Well; these Men of Lettewo were not without a kind of
Hero-worship: but what a strange condition has gioainto now! The waiters and ostlers
of Scotch inns, prying about the door, eager tottany word that fell from Burns, were
doing unconscious reverence to the Heroic. Johhadrhis Boswell for worshipper.
Rousseau had worshippers enough; princes callifgnonn his mean garret; the great,
the beautiful doing reverence to the poor moone&traan. For himself a most
portentous contradiction; the two ends of histifé to be brought into harmony. He sits
at the tables of grandees; and has to copy mushigawn living. He cannot even get
his music copied: "By dint of dining out,” says Hesun the risk of dying by starvation at
home." For his worshippers too a most questiontiintg! If doing Hero-worship well or
badly be the test of vital well-being or ill-beit@a generation, can we say thtiase
generations are very first-rate?—And yet our hekdén of Letters do teach, govern, are
kings, priests, or what you like to call them; ingically there is no preventing it by any
means whatever. The world has to obey him who tharld sees in the world. The world
can alter the manner of that; can either have lli@ssed continuous summer sunshine, or
as unblessed black thunder and tornado,—with uksipéadifference of profit for the
world! The manner of it is very alterable; the reatind fact of it is not alterable by any
power under the sky. Light; or, failing that, ligitig: the world can take its choice. Not
whether we call an Odin god, prophet, priest, oatwte call him; but whether we
believe the word he tells us: there it all liest lfe a true word, we shall have to believe
it; believing it, we shall have to do it. Wha@meor welcome we give him or it, is a point
that concerns ourselves mainiy.the new Truth, new deeper revealing of the Saxfret
this Universe, is verily of the nature of a messigm on high; and must and will have
itself obeyed.—



My last remark is on that notablest phasis of Barhstory,—his visit to Edinburgh.
Often it seems to me as if his demeanor there therdighest proof he gave of what a
fund of worth and genuine manhood was in him. Iftiak of it, few heavier burdens
could be laid on the strength of a man. So sudalénpmmonLionism which ruins
innumerable men, was as nothing to this. It if &lpoleon had been made a King of,
not gradually, but at once from the Atrtillery Lieaancy in the Regiment La Fere. Burns,
still only in his twenty-seventh year, is no longsen a ploughman; he is flying to the
West Indies to escape disgrace and a jail. Thistimloa is a ruined peasant, his wages
seven pounds a year, and these gone from himmmexth he is in the blaze of rank and
beauty, handing down jewelled Duchesses to dirthergcynosure of all eyes! Adversity
is sometimes hard upon a man; but for one man \@ahastand prosperity, there are a
hundred that will stand adversity. | admire muah way in which Burns met all this.
Perhaps no man one could point out, was ever sbysoied, and so little forgot himself.
Tranquil, unastonished; not abashed, not inflatedther awkwardness nor affectation:
he feels thahethere is the man Robert Burns; that the "rankiisthe guinea-stamp;"
that the celebrity is but the candle-light, whicil @how whatman, not in the least make
him a better or other man! Alas, it may readilylass he look to it, make himveorse
man; a wretched inflated wind-bag,—inflated till inerst and become deadlion; for
whom, as some one has said, "there is no resumectithe body;" worse than a living
dog!'—Burns is admirable here.

And yet, alas, as | have observed elsewhere, thesehunters were the ruin and death
of Burns. It was they that rendered it impossiblehim to live! They gathered round him
in his Farm; hindered his industry; no place wasa® enough from them. He could not
get his Lionism forgotten, honestly as he was disgdo do so. He falls into discontents,
into miseries, faults; the world getting ever mdesolate for him; health, character,
peace of mind, all gone;—solitary enough now. tragjical to think of! These men came
but toseehim; it was out of no sympathy with him, nor ndred to him. They came to
get a little amusement; they got their amusementg-the Hero's life went for it!

Richter says, in the Island of Sumatra there imd &f "Light-chafers," large Fire-flies,
which people stick upon spits, and illuminate treys/with at night. Persons of condition
can thus travel with a pleasant radiance, whick thech admire. Great honor to the
Fire-flies! But—!

LECTURE VI. THE HERO AS KING. CROMWELL,
NAPOLEON: MODERN REVOLUTIONISM.

[May 22, 1840.]



We come now to the last form of Heroism; that whaghcall Kingship. The Commander
over Men; he to whose will our wills are to be suhoated, and loyally surrender
themselves, and find their welfare in doing so, layeckoned the most important of
Great Men. He is practically the summary for uslbthe various figures of Heroism;
Priest, Teacher, whatsoever of earthly or of gmtitignity we can fancy to reside in a
man, embodies itself here,dommandver us, to furnish us with constant practical
teaching, to tell us for the day and hour what veetado. He is calledRex Regulator,

Roi: our own name is still better; Kingonning which mean€an-ning, Able-man.

Numerous considerations, pointing towards deepstgueable, and indeed unfathomable
regions, present themselves here: on the most ichwie must resolutely for the present
forbear to speak at all. As Burke said that pertiapdrial by Jurywas the soul of
Government, and that all legislation, administratiparliamentary debating, and the rest
of it, went on, in "order to bring twelve impartia@en into a jury-box;"—so, by much
stronger reason, may | say here, that the findfngpor Ablemanand getting him

invested with thesymbols of abilitywith dignity, worship Wworth-ship), royalty,

kinghood, or whatever we call it, so thetmay actually have room to guide according to
his faculty of doing it,—is the business, well baccomplished, of all social procedure
whatsoever in this world! Hustings-speeches, Radigtary motions, Reform Bills,
French Revolutions, all mean at heart this; or et#ing. Find in any country the Ablest
Man that exists there; raibém to the supreme place, and loyally reverence hou: y
have a perfect government for that country; nodbddbx, parliamentary eloquence,
voting, constitution-building, or other machinerpatsoever can improve it a whit. It is
in the perfect state; an ideal country. The AbManh; he means also the truest-hearted,
justest, the Noblest Man: what tedls us to danust be precisely the wisest, fittest, that
we could anywhere or anyhow learn;—the thing whiiehill in all ways behoove US,
with right loyal thankfulness and nothing doubtit@do! Ourdoingand life were then,

so far as government could regulate it, well reguaathat were the ideal of constitutions.

Alas, we know very well that Ideals can never bmpletely embodied in practice. Ideals
must ever lie a very great way off; and we willhighankfully content ourselves with
any not intolerable approximation thereto! Let namas Schiller says, too querulously
"measure by a scale of perfection the meagre ptadfueality” in this poor world of
ours. We will esteem him no wise man; we will estdem a sickly, discontented,
foolish man. And yet, on the other hand, it is mawebe forgotten that Ideals do exist;
that if they be not approximated to at all, the ighoatter goes to wreck! Infallibly. No
bricklayer builds a walperfectlyperpendicular, mathematically this is not possiale
certain degree of perpendicularity suffices hing &m, like a good bricklayer, who must
have done with his job, leaves it so. And yet ish&ytoo muchfrom the perpendicular;
above all, if he throw plummet and level quite avirayn him, and pile brick on brick
heedless, just as it comes to hand—! Such bricklaykink, is in a bad way. He has
forgotten himself: but the Law of Gravitation doest forget to act on him; he and his
wall rush down into confused welter of ruin—!

This is the history of all rebellions, French Rexans, social explosions in ancient or
modern times. You have put the tdoable Man at the head of affairs! The too ignoble,



unvaliant, fatuous man. You have forgotten thatehg any rule, or natural necessity
whatever, of putting the Able Man there. Brick mliston brick as it may and can.
Unable Simulacrum of Abilityguack in a word, must adjust himself with quack, in all
manner of administration of human things;—whichaadangly lie unadministered,
fermenting into unmeasured masses of failure, dijgnt misery: in the outward, and in
the inward or spiritual, miserable millions stretalt the hand for their due supply, and it
is not there. The "law of gravitation" acts; Natsdaws do none of them forget to act.
The miserable millions burst forth into Sanscuguitj or some other sort of madness:
bricks and bricklayer lie as a fatal chaos—!

Much sorry stuff, written some hundred years agmore, about the "Divine right of
Kings," moulders unread now in the Public Libraméshis country. Far be it from us to
disturb the calm process by which it is disappephiarmlessly from the earth, in those
repositories! At the same time, not to let the imseerubbish go without leaving us, as it
ought, some soul of it behind—I will say that ildnean something; something true,
which it is important for us and all men to keeprimd. To assert that in whatever man
you chose to lay hold of (by this or the other pdduclutching at him); and claps a round
piece of metal on the head of, and called King,—rdlstraightway came to reside a
divine virtue, so thahe became a kind of god, and a Divinity inspired huth faculty

and right to rule over you to all lengths: this,—atlsan we do with this but leave it to rot
silently in the Public Libraries? But | will say tlal, and that is what these Divine-right
men meant, That in Kings, and in all human Authesitand relations that men god-
created can form among each other, there is veitingr a Divine Right or else a
Diabolic Wrong; one or the other of these two! Fas false altogether, what the last
Sceptical Century taught us, that this world isea-engine. There is a God in this
world; and a God's-sanction, or else the violatbsuch, does look out from all ruling
and obedience, from all moral acts of men. Ther®iact more moral between men than
that of rule and obedience. Woe to him that clastmsdience when it is not due; woe to
him that refuses it when it is! God's law is inttHasay, however the Parchment-laws
may run: there is a Divine Right or else a Diab®Wioong at the heart of every claim that
one man makes upon another.

It can do none of us harm to reflect on this: irttaé relations of life it will concern us; in
Loyalty and Royalty, the highest of these. | estéleenmodern error, That all goes by
self-interest and the checking and balancing ofédyeknaveries, and that in short, there
is nothing divine whatever in the association ohneestill more despicable error, natural
as it is to an unbelieving century, than that tdiaine right" in peoplecalled Kings. |

say, Find me the truéonning King, or Able-man, and heasa divine right over me.
That we knew in some tolerable measure how toHing and that all men were ready to
acknowledge his divine right when found: this ie@sely the healing which a sick world
is everywhere, in these ages, seeking after! TheeKing, as guide of the practical, has
ever something of the Pontiff in him,—guide of 8geritual, from which all practice has
its rise. This too is a true saying, That Kiag is head of th€hurch—But we will leave
the Polemic stuff of a dead century to lie quieitsrbookshelves.



Certainly it is a fearful business, that of havyayr Ableman teseek and not knowing in
what manner to proceed about it! That is the weiddd predicament in these times of
ours. They are times of revolution, and have loagrb The bricklayer with his bricks, no
longer heedful of plummet or the law of gravitatiblave toppled, tumbled, and it all
welters as we see! But the beginning of it wasthetFrench Revolution; that is rather
theend we can hope. It were truer to say, bleginningwas three centuries farther back:
in the Reformation of Luther. That the thing whathil called itself Christian Church had
become a Falsehood, and brazenly went about pietetadpardon men's sins for
metallic coined money, and to do much else whicthéeverlasting truth of Nature it did
not now do: here lay the vital malady. The inward lgenrong, all outward went ever
more and more wrong. Belief died away; all was DpDliisbelief. The builder castway
his plummet; said to himself, "What is gravitatidBrck lies on brick there!" Alas, does
it not still sound strange to many of us, the d@gsethat theres a God's-truth in the
business of god-created men; that all is not a &ingtimace, an "expediency,”
diplomacy, one knows not what—!

From that first necessary assertion of Luther'gu,Yself-styled?apa you are no Father
in God at all; you are—a Chimera, whom | know naivtto name in polite language!"—
from that onwards to the shout which rose round ilamesmoulins in the Palais-Royal,
"Aux armek’ when the people had burst up agamsimanner of Chimeras,—I find a
natural historical sequence. That shout too, gifful, half-infernal, was a great matter.
Once more the voice of awakened nations;—startimusedly, as out of nightmare, as
out of death-sleep, into some dim feeling that Wis real; that God's-world was not an
expediency and diplomacy! Infernal,—yes, since tiweyld not have it otherwise.
Infernal, since not celestial or terrestrial! Hollwess, insincerithasto cease; sincerity
of some sort has to begin. Cost what it may, regjrierror, horrors of French
Revolution or what else, we have to return to trttbre is a Truth, as | said: a Truth clad
in hell-fire, since they would not but have it so—!

A common theory among considerable parties of metnigland and elsewhere used to
be, that the French Nation had, in those dayg,vasre gonenad that the French
Revolution was a general act of insanity, a tempocanversion of France and large
sections of the world into a kind of Bedlam. TheeRvhad risen and raged; but was a
madness and nonentity,—gone now happily into tgereof Dreams and the
Picturesque!—To such comfortable philosophers Ttree Days of July, 1830, must
have been a surprising phenomenon. Here is thelrigation risen again, in musketry
and death-struggle, out shooting and being shahatke that same mad French
Revolution good! The sons and grandsons of those in&ould seem, persist in the
enterprise: they do not disown it; they will havenade good; will have themselves shot,
if it be not made good. To philosophers who hadengaltheir life-system, on that
"madness" quietus, no phenomenon could be moreiggr Poor Niebuhr, they say, the
Prussian Professor and Historian, fell broken-leekirt consequence; sickened, if we can
believe it, and died of the Three Days! It was Bunet a very heroic death;—little better
than Racine's, dying because Louis Fourteenth tbeternly on him once. The world

had stood some considerable shocks, in its timghitiave been expected to survive the
Three Days too, and be found turning on its axisradven them! The Three Days told all



mortals that the old French Revolution, mad asigimlook, was not a transitory
ebullition of Bedlam, but a genuine product of thexrth where we all live; that it was
verily a Fact, and that the world in general woadddwell everywhere to regard it as such.

Truly, without the French Revolution, one would kabw what to make of an age like
this at all. We will hail the French Revolution, slipwrecked mariners might the
sternest rock, in a world otherwise all of basetessand waves. A true Apocalypse,
though a terrible one, to this false withered eiaf time; testifying once more that
Nature ispretematural; if not divine, then diabolic; that Semldans not Reality; that it
has to become Reality, or the world will take fireder it,—burnt into what it is, namely
Nothing! Plausibility has ended; empty Routine Baded; much has ended. This, as with
a Trump of Doom, has been proclaimed to all memyTdre the wisest who will learn it
soonest. Long confused generations before it badeapeace impossible till it be! The
earnest man, surrounded, as ever, with a worldaarisistencies, can await patiently,
patiently strive to ddnis work, in the midst of that. Sentence of Death iigten down in
Heaven against all that; sentence of Death is moelgimed on the Earth against it: this
he with his eyes may see. And surely, | should sagsidering the other side of the
matter, what enormous difficulties lie there, amavifast, fearfully fast, in all countries,
the inexorable demand for solution of them is presen,—he may easily find other
work to do than laboring in the Sansculottic praerat this time of day!

To me, in these circumstances, that of "Hero-w@'shecomes a fact inexpressibly
precious; the most solacing fact one sees in thiédvab present. There is an everlasting
hope in it for the management of the world. Hadralllitions, arrangements, creeds,
societies that men ever instituted, sunk away,whisld remain. The certainty of Heroes
being sent us; our faculty, our necessity, to rewee Heroes when sent: it shines like a
polestar through smoke-clouds, dust-clouds, anchafiner of down-rushing and
conflagration.

Hero-worship would have sounded very strange tedhwaorkers and fighters in the
French Revolution. Not reverence for Great Men;arot hope or belief, or even wish,
that Great Men could again appear in the worldluNgtturned into a "Machine,"” was as
if effete now; could not any longer produce Gream—I can tell her, she may give up
the trade altogether, then; we cannot do withogaGMen!—But neither have | any
guarrel with that of "Liberty and Equality;" withe faith that, wise great men being
impossible, a level immensity of foolish small meould suffice. It was a natural faith
then and there. "Liberty and Equality; no Authorigeded any longer. Hero-worship,
reverence fosuchAuthorities, has proved false, is itself a falsgdfitono more of it! We
have had sucforgeries we will now trust nothing. So many base plateshe@assing in
the market, the belief has now become common ingoid any longer exists,—and
even that we can do very well without gold!" | fittds, among other things, in that
universal cry of Liberty and Equality; and find/gry natural, as matters then stood.

And yet surely it is but theansitionfrom false to true. Considered as the whole trith,
is false altogether,—the product of entire sceptiiadness, as yet onktrugglingto
see. Hero-worship exists forever, and everywheseLayalty alone; it extends from



divine adoration down to the lowest practical regiof life. "Bending before men," if it
is not to be a mere empty grimace, better dispewsdhan practiced, is Hero-
worship,—a recognition that there does dwell irt ffrasence of our brother something
divine; that every created man, as Novalis said, 1®velation in the Flesh."” They were
Poets too, that devised all those graceful cowseshich make life noble! Courtesy is
not a falsehood or grimace; it need not be sucll lLoyalty, religious Worship itself, are
still possible; nay still inevitable.

May we not say, moreover, while so many of our l¢eoes have worked rather as
revolutionary men, that nevertheless every Great,Maery genuine man, is by the
nature of him a son of Order, not of Disorder3 laitragical position for a true man to
work in revolutions. He seems an anarchist; andedd painful element of anarchy does
encumber him at every step,—him to whose whole apatchy is hostile, hateful. His
mission is Order; every man's is. He is here toenakat was disorderly, chaotic, into a
thing ruled, regular. He is the missionary of Ordemot all work of man in this world a
making of Orde? The carpenter finds rough trees; shapes therstraams them into
square fitness, into purpose and use. We are alldremies of Disorder: it is tragical for
us all to be concerned in image-breaking and dowhng; for the Great Manmorea

man than we, it is doubly tragical.

Thus too all human things, maddest French Sansism®, do and must work towards
Order. | say, there is notaanin them, raging in the thickest of the madnessjsu
impelled withal, at all moments, towards Order. tAsy life means that; Disorder is
dissolution, death. No chaos but it seekgiatreto revolve round. While man is man,
some Cromwell or Napoleon is the necessary finfsh $ansculottism.—Curious: in
those days when Hero-worship was the most incredibhg to every one, how it does
come out nevertheless, and assert itself pragtjdalla way which all have to credit.
Divine right, take it on the great scale, is found to meameimightwithal! While old

false Formulas are getting trampled everywheredetgruction, new genuine Substances
unexpectedly unfold themselves indestructible elvetlious ages, when Kingship itself
seems dead and abolished, Cromwell, Napoleon stépdgain as Kings. The history of
these men is what we have now to look at, as atiplaasis of Heroism. The old ages are
brought back to us; the manner in which Kings weesle, and Kingship itself first took
rise, is again exhibited in the history of theseoTw

We have had many civil wars in England; wars of Red White Roses, wars of Simon
de Montfort; wars enough, which are not very mernl@aBut that war of the Puritans
has a significance which belongs to no one of thers. Trusting to your candor, which
will suggest on the other side what | have not raorsay, | will call it a section once
more of that great universal war which alone makethe true History of the World,—
the war of Belief against Unbelief! The strugglenoén intent on the real essence of
things, against men intent on the semblances anasfof things. The Puritans, to many,
seem mere savage Iconoclasts, fierce destroyérsrofs; but it were more just to call
them haters afintrue Forms. | hope we know how to respect Laud andmg as well

as them. Poor Laud seems to me to have been wdak-atarred, not dishonest an
unfortunate Pedant rather than anything worse!'Blisams" and superstitions, at which



they laugh so, have an affectionate, lovable kihcharacter. He is like a College-Tutor,
whose whole world is forms, College-rules; whosgamis that these are the life and
safety of the world. He is placed suddenly, withtthnalterable luckless notion of his, at
the head not of a College but of a Nation, to ratguthe most complex deep-reaching
interests of men. He thinks they ought to go bydldedecent regulations; nay that their
salvation will lie in extending and improving the&gke a weak man, he drives with
spasmodic vehemence towards his purpose; cramekita it, heeding no voice of
prudence, no cry of pity: He will have his Collegaes obeyed by his Collegians; that
first; and till that, nothing. He is an ill-starr€&dant, as | said. He would have it the
world was a College of that kind, and the world wasthat. Alas, was not his doom
stern enough? Whatever wrongs he did, were theglhfsightfully avenged on him?

It is meritorious to insist on forms; Religion aall else naturally clothes itself in forms.
Everywhere théormedworld is the only habitable one. The naked forshess of
Puritanism is not the thing | praise in the Pustahis the thing | pity,—praising only the
spirit which had rendered that inevitable! All stdrxes clothe themselves in forms: but
there are suitable true forms, and then there @rei@ unsuitable. As the briefest
definition, one might say, Forms whignow round a substance, if we rightly understand
that, will correspond to the real nature and purpbit, will be true, good; forms which
are consciouslput round a substance, bad. | invite you to reflectos It distinguishes
true from false in Ceremonial Form, earnest solg&yrfrom empty pageant, in all human
things.

There must be a veracity, a natural spontaneitgrims. In the commonest meeting of
men, a person making, what we call, "set speeciengt he an offence? In the mere
drawing-room, whatsoever courtesies you see taibeges, prompted by no
spontaneous reality within, are a thing you wislkyébaway from. But suppose now it
were some matter of vital concernment, some trantk@ matter (as Divine Worship is),
about which your whole soul, struck dumb with sess of feeling, knew not how to
formitself into utterance at all, and preferred forsslsilence to any utterance there
possible,—what should we say of a man coming fothvt@represent or utter it for you in
the way of upholsterer-mummery? Such a man,—letdepart swiftly, if he love
himself! You have lost your only son; are muteyskrdown, without even tears: an
importunate man importunately offers to celebratadfal Games for him in the manner
of the Greeks! Such mummery is not only not to teepted,—it is hateful, unendurable.
It is what the old Prophets called "Idolatry," woigping of hollowshows what all
earnest men do and will reject. We can partly ustded what those poor Puritans meant.
Laud dedicating that St. Catherine Creed's Chuncthe manner we have it described,;
with his multiplied ceremonial bowings, gesticubais, exclamations: surely it is rather
the rigorous formal Pedant, intent on his "Collegies," than the earnest Prophet intent
on the essence of the matter!

Puritanism founduchforms insupportable; trampled on such forms;—wesha excuse
it for saying, No form at all rather than suchstbod preaching in its bare pulpit, with
nothing but the Bible in its hand. Nay, a man phéag from his earnesoulinto the
earnessoulsof men: is not this virtually the essence of diu@:hes whatsoever? The



nakedest, savagest reality, | say, is preferab&myosemblance, however dignified.
Besides, it will clothe itself witllluesemblance by and by, if it be real. No fear of;tha
actually no fear at all. Given the livimgan there will be founalothesfor him; he will

find himself clothes. But the suit-of-clothes predang thatt is both clothes and man—!
We cannot "fight the French" by three hundred thodsred uniforms; there must bmen

in the inside of them! Semblance, | assert, mustadly not divorce itself from Reality. If
Semblance do,—why then there must be men founelb® against Semblance, for it has
become a lie! These two Antagonisms at war herthearcase of Laud and the Puritans,
are as old nearly as the world. They went to fidrattle over England in that age; and
fought out their confused controversy to a certamgth, with many results for all of us.

In the age which directly followed that of the Ramnis, their cause or themselves were
little likely to have justice done them. Charlex&asd and his Rochesters were not the
kind of men you would set to judge what the wonttm@aning of such men might have
been. That there could be any faith or truth inlifleeof a man, was what these poor
Rochesters, and the age they ushered in, had feng&uritanism was hung on
gibbets,—like the bones of the leading Puritarsswibrk nevertheless went on
accomplishing itself. All true work of a man, hattig author of it on what gibbet you
like, must and will accomplish itself. We have ¢labeas-Corpusour free
Representation of the People; acknowledgment, asde world, that all men are, or
else must, shall, and will become, what we frakt men;—men with their life grounded
on reality and justice, not on tradition, which lesome unjust and a chimera! This in
part, and much besides this, was the work of thédms.

And indeed, as these things became gradually nsinifee character of the Puritans
began to clear itself. Their memories were, onerahother, takedownfrom the gibbet;
nay a certain portion of them are now, in thesesdayg good as canonized. Eliot,
Hampden, Pym, nay Ludlow, Hutchinson, Vane himsel, admitted to be a kind of
Heroes; political Conscript Fathers, to whom insnwall degree we owe what makes us a
free England: it would not be safe for anybody ¢ésignate these men as wicked now.
Few Puritans of note but find their apologists saimere, and have a certain reverence
paid them by earnest men. One Puritan, | think,amibst he alone, our poor Cromwell,
seems to hang yet on the gibbet, and find no hegajogist anywhere. Him neither saint
nor sinner will acquit of great wickedness. A mémloility, infinite talent, courage, and
so forth: but he betrayed the Cause. Selfish aomitlishonesty, duplicity; a fierce,
coarse, hypocritical'artuffe turning all that noble Struggle for constitutibhéerty into

a sorry farce played for his own benefit: this araise is the character they give of
Cromwell. And then there come contrasts with Wagloin and others; above all, with
these noble Pyms and Hampdens, whose noble wastoleefor himself, and ruined into
a futility and deformity.

This view of Cromwell seems to me the not unnatpratluct of a century like the

Eighteenth. As we said of the Valet, so of the 8ceple does not know a Hero when he
sees him! The Valet expected purple mantles, gdpses, bodyguards and flourishes of
trumpets: the Sceptic of the Eighteenth centurkddor regulated respectable Formulas,
"Principles,” or what else he may call them; aestyfl speech and conduct which has got



to seem "respectable," which can plead for itsed handsome articulate manner, and
gain the suffrages of an enlightened sceptical témfth century! It is, at bottom, the
same thing that both the Valet and he expect: éheitgires of somacknowledged
royalty, whichthenthey will acknowledge! The King coming to themtire rugged
unformulistic state shall be no King.

For my own share, far be it from me to say or inate a word of disparagement against
such characters as Hampden, Elliot, Pym; whomiébelto have been right worthy and
useful men. | have read diligently what books aadutnents about them | could come
at;,—with the honestest wish to admire, to love adship them like Heroes; but | am
sorry to say, if the real truth must be told, witry indifferent success! At bottom, |
found that it would not do. They are very noble nteese; step along in their stately
way, with their measured euphemisms, philosoplpi@diamentary eloquences, Ship-
moneysMonarchies of Mana most constitutional, unblamable, dignified &letnen. But
the heart remains cold before them; the fancy admueavors to get up some worship of
them. What man's heart does, in reality, breakfmtio any fire of brotherly love for
these men? They are become dreadfully dull men!leaks down often enough in the
constitutional eloquence of the admirable Pym, Wwith"seventhly and lastly.” You find
that it may be the admirablest thing in the wobldt that it is heavy,—heavy as lead,
barren as brick-clay; that, in a word, for you thex little or nothing now surviving there!
One leaves all these Nobilities standing in theahes of honor: the rugged outcast
Cromwell, he is the man of them all in whom on# 8tids human stuff. The great
savageBaresark he could write no euphemistidonarchy of Mandid not speak, did not
work with glib regularity; had no straight storyttl for himself anywhere. But he stood
bare, not cased in euphemistic coat-of-mail; heged like a giant, face to face, heart to
heart, with the naked truth of things! That, ati#lyis the sort of man for one. | plead
guilty to valuing such a man beyond all other softsien. Smooth-shaven
Respectabilities not a few one finds, that aregoatd for much. Small thanks to a man
for keeping his hands clean, who would not touehwirk but with gloves on!

Neither, on the whole, does this constitutionagitahce of the Eighteenth century for the
other happier Puritans seem to be a very greaem&ne might say, it is but a piece of
Formulism and Scepticism, like the rest. Theyusll It was a sorrowful thing to consider
that the foundation of our English Liberties shobnéle been laid by "Superstition."
These Puritans came forward with Calvinistic indoéglCreeds, Anti-Laudisms,
Westminster Confessions; demanding, chiefly oftafif they should have liberty to
worshipin their own way. Liberty téax themselves: that was the thing they should have
demanded! It was Superstition, Fanaticism, disduhagnorance of Constitutional
Philosophy to insist on the other thing!—Libertytéx oneself? Not to pay out money
from your pocket except on reason shown? No centdiynk, but a rather barren one
would have fixed on that as the first right of mashould say, on the contrary, A just
man will generally have better cause thaoneyin what shape soever, before deciding to
revolt against his Government. Ours is a most gedworld; in which a good man will
be thankful to see any kind of Government mainitsiglf in a not insupportable manner:
and here in England, to this hour, if he is notlye® pay a great many taxes which he
can see very small reason in, it will not go walhaim, | think! He must try some other



climate than this. Tax-gatherer? Money? He will: sdake my money, since yaan,

and it is so desirable to you; take it,—and takergelf away with it; and leave me alone
to my work here. | am still here; can still worltteat all the money you have taken from
me!" But if they come to him, and say, "Acknowledgekie; pretend to say you are
worshipping God, when you are not doing it: beliee¢ the thing that you find true, but
the thing that I find, or pretend to find true!" Mal answer: "No; by God's help, no!
You may take my purse; but | cannot have my moedl & nihilated. The purse is any
Highwayman's who might meet me with a loaded pistot the Self is mine and God my
Maker's; it is not yours; and | will resist youttee death, and revolt against you, and, on
the whole, front all manner of extremities, accigs® and confusions, in defence of
that!"—

Really, it seems to me the one reason which cadgltify revolting, this of the Puritans. It
has been the soul of all just revolts among men.Hlmgeralone produced even the
French Revolution; no, but the feeling of the insopable all-pervadingalsehood

which had now embodied itself in Hunger, in uniamaterial Scarcity and Nonentity,
and thereby becomedisputablyfalse in the eyes of all! We will leave the Eigrtéh
century with its "liberty to tax itself." We willagt astonish ourselves that the meaning of
such men as the Puritans remained dim to it. Towienbelieve in no reality at all, how
shall areal human soul, the intensest of all realities, ageite the Voice of this world's
Maker still speaking to us,—be intelligible? Whiatannot reduce into constitutional
doctrines relative to "taxing," or other the liketarial interest, gross, palpable to the
sense, such a century will needs reject as an dmosgheap of rubbish. Hampdens,
Pyms and Ship-money will be the theme of much dtutginal eloquence, striving to be
fervid,—which will glitter, if not as fire does, &m as ice does: and the irreducible
Cromwell will remain a chaotic mass of "madneskypgocrisy,” and much else.

From of old, | will confess, this theory of CromWelfalsity has been incredible to me.
Nay | cannot believe the like, of any Great Man teliar. Multitudes of Great Men

figure in History as false selfish men; but if wélwonsider it, they are butguresfor

us, unintelligible shadows; we do not see into tleEsnmen that could have existed at all.
A superficial unbelieving generation only, with ege but for the surfaces and
semblances of things, could form such notions @aBMen. Can a great soul be possible
without aconsciencen it, the essence of akkal souls, great or small?—No, we cannot
figure Cromwell as a Falsity and Fatuity; the longstudy him and his career, | believe
this the less. Why should we? There is no evidende Is it not strange that, after all the
mountains of calumny this man has been subjeetfter, being represented as the very
prince of liars, who never, or hardly ever, spaket, but always some cunning
counterfeit of truth, there should not yet haverbeee falsehood brought clearly home to
him? A prince of liars, and no lie spoken by hinotne that | could yet get sight of. It

is like Pococke asking Grotius, Where is ypuwof of Mahomet's Pigeon? No proofl—
Let us leave all these calumnious chimeras, asetaisnought to be left. They are not
portraits of the man; they are distracted phantasirhem, the joint product of hatred and
darkness.



Looking at the man's life with our own eyes, itresgo me, a very different hypothesis
suggests itself. What little we know of his earldascure years, distorted as it has come
down to us, does it not all betoken an earnestcaéinate, sincere kind of man? His
nervous melancholic temperament indicates ratiseriausnestoo deep for him. Of
those stories of "Spectres;" of the white Spectreroad daylight, predicting that he
should be King of England, we are not bound todvelimuch;—probably no more than
of the other black Spectre, or Devil in personwteom the Officesawhim sell himself
before Worcester Fight! But the mournful, oversewsj hypochondriac humor of Oliver,
in his young years, is otherwise indisputably knoiwme Huntingdon Physician told Sir
Philip Warwick himself, He had often been sentdbmidnight; Mr. Cromwell was full

of hypochondria, thought himself near dying, andd'fancies about the Town-cross."
These things are significant. Such an excitabl@-deeling nature, in that rugged
stubborn strength of his, is not the symptom daddhbod; it is the symptom and promise
of quite other than falsehood!

The young Oliver is sent to study Law; falls, os&d to have fallen, for a little period,
into some of the dissipations of youth; but if speedily repents, abandons all this: not
much above twenty, he is married, settled as ageilher grave and quiet man. "He pays
back what money he had won at gambling,” saysttirg;s—he does not think any gain

of that kind could be reallis. It is very interesting, very natural, this "consien," as

they well name it; this awakening of a great trael $rom the worldly slough, to see into
the awfultruth of things;—to see that Time and its shows alle@stn Eternity, and this
poor Earth of ours was the threshold either of ldeaw of Hell! Oliver's life at St. Ives
and Ely, as a sober industrious Farmer, is it togather as that of a true and devout
man? He has renounced the world and its witg/prizes are not the thing that can enrich
him. He tills the earth; he reads his Bible; daibsembles his servants round him to
worship God. He comforts persecuted ministerspmsl fof preachers; nay can himself
preach,—exhorts his neighbors to be wise, to redbertime. In all this what

"hypocrisy,” "ambition,” "cant," or other falsityihe man's hopes, | do believe, were
fixed on the other Higher World; his aim to get Whlther, by walking well through his
humble course ithis world. He courts no notice: what could notice h#wogor him?

"Ever in his great Taskmaster's eye."

It is striking, too, how he comes out once into lpubiew; he, since no other is willing to
come: in resistance to a public grievance. | maathat matter of the Bedford Fens. No
one else will go to law with Authority; therefore lvill. That matter once settled, he
returns back into obscurity, to his Bible and Hisugh. "Gain influence"? His influence
is the most legitimate; derived from personal krengle of him, as a just, religious,
reasonable and determined man. In this way hei\ed ill past forty; old age is now in
view of him, and the earnest portal of Death aretitity; it was at this point that he
suddenly became "ambitious"! | do not interpretPaliamentary mission in that way!

His successes in Parliament, his successes ththagiar, are honest successes of a
brave man; who has more resolution in the heanirof more light in the head of him
than other men. His prayers to God; his spokenkthémthe God of Victory, who had
preserved him safe, and carried him forward satfmough the furious clash of a world



all set in conflict, through desperate-looking dopenents at Dunbar; through the death-
hail of so many battles; mercy after mercy; to'tr®wning mercy" of Worcester Fight:
all this is good and genuine for a deep-heartedifiatic Cromwell. Only to vain
unbelieving Cavaliers, worshipping not God but tloevn "love-locks," frivolities and
formalities, living quite apart from contemplatioosGod, livingwithoutGod in the

world, need it seem hypocritical.

Nor will his participation in the King's death irive him in condemnation with us. It is a
stern business killing of a King! But if you once tp war with him, it lieghere this and
all else lies there. Once at war, you have madesmwaigbattle with him: it is he to die, or
else you. Reconciliation is problematic; may besgas, or, far more likely, is
impossible. It is now pretty generally admittedtttiee Parliament, having vanquished
Charles First, had no way of making any tenablareyement with him. The large
Presbyterian party, apprehensive now of the Indeépais, were most anxious to do so;
anxious indeed as for their own existence; bubutl@d not be. The unhappy Charles, in
those final Hampton-Court negotiations, shows hlfresea man fatally incapable of
being dealt with. A man who, once for all, could and would notinderstand—whose
thought did not in any measure represent to hinrgéhkfact of the matter; nay worse,
whoseword did not at all represent his thought. We may &&yaf him without cruelty,
with deep pity rather: but it is true and undergalblorsaken there of all but thameof
Kingship, he still, finding himself treated with toeard respect as a King, fancied that he
might play off party against party, and smuggle $ethinto his old power by deceiving
both. Alas, they botldiscoveredhat he was deceiving them. A man whosed will not
inform you at all what he means or will do, is aanan you can bargain with. You must
get out of that man's way, or put him out of yoursé Presbyterians, in their despair,
were still for believing Charles, though found &glsnbelievable again and again. Not so
Cromwell: "For all our fighting,” says he, "we dcehave a little bit of paper?” No—!

In fact, everywhere we have to note the decisieetgraleyeof this man; how he drives
towards the practical and practicable; has a genuasight into whats fact. Such an
intellect, | maintain, does not belong to a falssnmthe false man sees false shows,
plausibilities, expediences: the true man is ne¢detiscern even practical truth.
Cromwell's advice about the Parliament's Army,\eirithe contest, How they were to
dismiss their city-tapsters, flimsy riotous persansd choose substantial yeomen, whose
heart was in the work, to be soldiers for thens thiadvice by a man wisaw Fact
answers, if you see into Fact! Cromwaelliensideswere the embodiment of this insight
of his; men fearing God; and without any other f&& more conclusively genuine set of
fighters ever trod the soil of England, or of anlyes land.

Neither will we blame greatly that word of Cromvielio them; which was so blamed: "If
the King should meet me in battle, | would kill tkeng.” Why not? These words were
spoken to men who stood as before a Higher thagifihey had set more than their
own lives on the cast. The Parliament may caihigfficial language, a fightingfér the
King;" but we, for our share, cannot understand. tha us it is no dilettante work, no
sleek officiality; it is sheer rough death and estn They have brought it to the calling-
forth of War; horrid internecine fight, man grapgiwith man in fire-eyed rage,—the



infernal element in man called forth, to try it by thBib that therefore; since that is the
thing to be done.—The successes of Cromwell seeneta very natural thing! Since he
was not shot in battle, they were an inevitablaghirhat such a man, with the eye to see,
with the heart to dare, should advance, from pogbist, from victory to victory, till the
Huntingdon Farmer became, by whatever name youtroajhhim, the acknowledged
Strongest Man in England, virtually the King of Baryd, requires no magic to explain
it—!

Truly it is a sad thing for a people, as for a marfall into Scepticism, into dilettantism,
insincerity; not to know Sincerity when they sed-br this world, and for all worlds,
what curse is so fatal? The heart lying dead, yleecannot see. What intellect remains is
merely thevulpineintellect. That a tru&ing be sent them is of small use; they do not
know him when sent. They say scornfully, Is thisiy&ing? The Hero wastes his heroic
faculty in bootless contradiction from the unwortpd can accomplish little. For
himself he does accomplish a heroic life, whichigch, which is all; but for the world
he accomplishes comparatively nothing. The wilderGihcerity, direct from Nature, is
not glib in answering from the witness-box: in yaunall-debtpie-powdercourt, he is
scouted as a counterfeit. The vulpine intellectédis” him. For being a man worth any
thousand men, the response your Knox, your Cromyetd, is an argument for two
centuries whether he was a man at all. God's gtegifé to this Earth is sneeringly flung
away. The miraculous talisman is a paltry plateid,aoot fit to pass in the shops as a
common guinea.

Lamentable this! | say, this must be remedied.thi be remedied in some measure,
there is nothing remedied. "Detect quacks"? Yedatdileaven's sake; but know withal
the men that are to be trusted! Till we know thdtat is all our knowledge; how shall we
even so much as "detect"? For the vulpine sharpmdsgsh considers itself to be
knowledge, and "detects" in that fashion, is fastaken. Dupes indeed are many: but, of
all dupes there is none so fatally situated as he who linesdue terror of being duped.
The world does exist; the world has truth in itjtawould not exist! First recognize what
is true, we shalthendiscern what is false; and properly never tilithe

"Know the men that are to be trusted:" alas, thiget, in these days, very far from us.
The sincere alone can recognize sincerity. Not @ ldaly is needed, but a world fit for
him; a world not oValets—the Hero comes almost in vain to it otherwisekyieis far
from us: but it must come; thank God, it is visilblyming. Till it do come, what have
we? Ballot-boxes, suffrages, French Revolutions:wsdfare as Valets, and do not know
the Hero when we see him, what good are all thasa&oic Cromwell comes; and for a
hundred and fifty years he cannot have a vote tniemNhy, the insincere, unbelieving
world is thenatural propertyof the Quack, and of the Father of quacks andlaraes!
Misery, confusion, unveracity are alone possibkreéhBy ballot-boxes we alter the
figure of our Quack; but the substance of him contintiee. Valet-Worldhasto be
governed by the Sham-Hero, by the King metggssedn King-gear. It is his; he is its!
In brief, one of two things: We shall either leéorknow a Hero, a true Governor and
Captain, somewhat better, when we see him; orgelsmn to be forever governed by the



Unheroic,(—had we ballot-boxes clattering at evérget-corner, there were no remedy
in these.

Poor Cromwell,—great Cromwell! The inarticulate ptnet; Prophet who could not
speak Rude, confused, struggling to utter himself, Witk savage depth, with his wild
sincerity; and he looked so strange, among theaatdguphemisms, dainty little
Falklands, didactic Chillingworths, diplomatic Gtadons! Consider him. An outer hull
of chaotic confusion, visions of the Devil, nervalisams, almost semi-madness; and yet
such a clear determinate man's-energy workingarh#éart of that. A kind of chaotic
man. The ray as of pure starlight and fire, workimguch an element of boundless
hypochondria, unformed black of darkness! And yghal this hypochondria, what was
it but the very greatness of the man? The depthemderness of his wild affections: the
guantity ofsympathyhe had with things,—the quantity of insight he Wbyet get into

the heart of things, the mastery he would yet get things: this was his hypochondria.
The man's misery, as man's misery always does, o&hs greatness. Samuel Johnson
too is that kind of man. Sorrow-stricken, half-dasted; the wide element of mournful
blackenveloping him,—wide as the world. It is the cleéea of a prophetic man; a man
with his whole souseeing and struggling to see.

On this ground, too, | explain to myself Cromweléputed confusion of speech. To
himself the internal meaning was sun-clear; butntla¢erial with which he was to clothe
it in utterance was not there. He Haed silent; a great unnamed sea of Thought round
him all his days; and in his way of life little t&b attempinamingor uttering that. With
his sharp power of vision, resolute power of actiaoubt not he could have learned to
write Books withal, and speak fluently enough;—Iektthrder things than writing of
Books. This kind of man is precisely he who iddit doing manfully all things you will
set him on doing. Intellect is not speaking anddizing; it is seeing and ascertaining.
Virtue, Virtues, manhooderchood, is not fair-spoken immaculate regularitys ifirst

of all, what the Germans well nameTiygend(Taugenddow-ing or Doughtiness),
Courage and the Faculty do. This basis of the matter Cromwell had in him.

One understands moreover how, though he couldpsatksin Parliament, he might
preach rhapsodic preaching; above all, how he mightreatgn extempore prayer.
These are the free outpouring utterances of whattlse heart: method is not required in
them; warmth, depth, sincerity are all that is reeph Cromwell's habit of prayer is a
notable feature of him. All his great enterprisesavcommenced with prayer. In dark
inextricable-looking difficulties, his Officers arite used to assemble, and pray
alternately, for hours, for days, till some defniesolution rose among them, some "door
of hope," as they would name it, disclosed itgedinsider that. In tears, in fervent
prayers, and cries to the great God, to have pitthem, to make His light shine before
them. They, armed Soldiers of Christ, as theythaginselves to be; a little band of
Christian Brothers, who had drawn the sword agairgeat black devouring world not
Christian, but Mammonish, Devilish,—they cried todan their straits, in their extreme
need, not to forsake the Cause that was His. g Wwhich now rose upon them,—how
could a human soul, by any means at all, get blgtet? \Was not the purpose so formed
like to be precisely the best, wisest, the onestéoiowed without hesitation any more?



To them it was as the shining of Heaven's own Sjadem the waste-howling darkness;
the Pillar of Fire by night, that was to guide themtheir desolate perilous wakasit
not such? Can a man's soul, to this hour, get ga&lly any other method than
intrinsically by that same,—devout prostrationtud earnest struggling soul before the
Highest, the Giver of all Light; be suphayera spoken, articulate, or be it a voiceless,
inarticulate one? There is no other method. "Hyisgt? One begins to be weary of all
that. They who call it so, have no right to speaksach matters. They never formed a
purpose, what one can call a purpose. They wenitddaancing expediencies,
plausibilities; gathering votes, advices; they mevere alone with th&uth of a thing at
all.—Cromwell's prayers were likely to be "eloquém@ind much more than that. His was
the heart of a man whmould pray.

But indeed his actual Speeches, | apprehend, vegneearly so ineloquent, incondite, as
they look. We find he was, what all speakers aiepan impressive speaker, even in
Parliament; one who, from the first, had weighttiWhat rude passionate voice of his,
he was always understoodrteeansomething, and men wished to know what. He
disregarded eloquence, nay despised and dislikedake always without premeditation
of the words he was to use. The Reporters, tohase days seem to have been
singularly candid; and to have given the Printecpely what they found on their own
note-paper. And withal, what a strange proof &f €romwell's being the premeditative
ever-calculating hypocrite, acting a play before world, That to the last he took no
more charge of his Speeches! How came he not dy $iis words a little, before flinging
them out to the public? If the words were true vgpttiey could be left to shift for
themselves.

But with regard to Cromwell's "lying," we will malane remark. This, | suppose, or
something like this, to have been the nature dlitparties found themselves deceived
in him; each party understood him to be meativig heard him even say so, and behold
he turns out to have been meaningt He was, cry they, the chief of liars. But now,
intrinsically, is not all this the inevitable forta, not of a false man in such times, but
simply of a superior man? Such a man must hetteencesn him. If he walk wearing
his heart upon his sleeve for daws to peck agolisiey will not extend far! There is no
use for any man's taking up his abode in a housedglass. A man always is to be
himself the judge how much of his mind he will shmaother men; even to those he
would have work along with him. There are impentin@quiries made: your rule is, to
leave the inquirer uninformed on that matter; fatpu can help it, misinformed, but
precisely as dark as he was! This, could one bititfht phrase of response, is what the
wise and faithful man would aim to answer in sudase.

Cromwell, no doubt of it, spoke often in the dialeEsmall subaltern parties; uttered to
them apart of his mind. Each little party thought him all ag/n. Hence their rage, one
and all, to find him not of their party, but of los/n party. Was it his blame? At all
seasons of his history he must have felt, amonliy paople, how, if he explained to them
the deeper insight he had, they must either hawddgred aghast at it, or believing it,
their own little compact hypothesis must have gahelly to wreck. They could not

have worked in his province any more; nay perhbpg tould not now have worked in



their own province. It is the inevitable positiohaogreat man among small men. Small
men, most active, useful, are to be seen everywhdrese whole activity depends on
some conviction which to you is palpably a limitwue; imperfect, what we call amror.
But would it be a kindness always, is it a dutyaje or often, to disturb them in that?
Many a man, doing loud work in the world, standsy@m some thin traditionality,
conventionality; to him indubitable, to you incrbli: break that beneath him, he sinks to
endless depths! "I might have my hand full of tyigaid Fontenelle, "and open only my
little finger."

And if this be the fact even in matters of doctyinew much more in all departments of
practice! He that cannot withkéep his mind to himsetannot practice any considerable
thing whatever. And we call it "dissimulation,” #tlis? What would you think of calling
the general of an army a dissembler because haotliell every corporal and private
soldier, who pleased to put the question, whathHosghts were about everything?—
Cromwell, | should rather say, managed all thia manner we must admire for its
perfection. An endless vortex of such questiontcwyporals” rolled confusedly round
him through his whole course; whom he did answienust have been as a great true-
seeing man that he managed this too. Not one prasehood, as | said; not one! Of
what man that ever wound himself through such batahings will you say so much?—

But in fact there are two errors, widely prevalevitjch pervert to the very basis our
judgments formed about such men as Cromwell; atbh@irt "ambition," "falsity," and
such like. The first is what | might call substitg thegoal of their career for the course
and starting-point of it. The vulgar Historian o€aomwell fancies that he had
determined on being Protector of England, at time tivhen he was ploughing the marsh
lands of Cambridgeshire. His career lay all mapméda program of the whole drama;
which he then step by step dramatically unfoldeith @il manner of cunning, deceptive
dramaturgy, as he went on,—the hollow, scheming] [Gpokrites or Play-actor, that he
was! This is a radical perversion; all but univérmsauch cases. And think for an instant
how different the fact is! How much does one ofaresee of his own life? Short way
ahead of us it is all dim; an unwound skein of gmbtes, of apprehensions,
attemptabilities, vague-looming hopes. This Cronhwwatinot his life lying all in that
fashion of Program, which he needed then, with indéithomable cunning of his, only to
enact dramatically, scene after scene! Not so. §édtso; but to him it was in no
measure so. What absurdities would fall away afnigedves, were this one undeniable
fact kept honestly in view by History! Historianglieed will tell you that they do keep it
in view;—Dbut look whether such is practically ttzet! VVulgar History, as in this
Cromwell's case, omits it altogether; even the kiests of History only remember it now
and then. To remember it duly with rigorous peiifectas in the fact stood requires
indeed a rare faculty; rare, nay impossible. A \@gakspeare for faculty; or more than
Shakspeare; who couethacta brother man's biography, see with the brother'sreyes

at all points of his course what thiniggsaw; in shortknowhis course and him, as few
"Historians" are like to do. Half or more of alktlhick-plied perversions which distort
our image of Cromwell, will disappear, if we horlgsto much as try to represent them
S0; in sequence, as thexere not in the lump, as they are thrown down befae u



But a second error, which | think the generalityncoit, refers to this same "ambition”
itself. We exaggerate the ambition of Great Menmistake what the nature of it is.
Great Men are not ambitious in that sense; hesieall poor man that is ambitious so.
Examine the man who lives in misery because he doeshine above other men; who
goes about producing himself, pruriently anxiouswhhis gifts and claims; struggling to
force everybody, as it were begging everybody fod'€ sake, to acknowledge him a
great man, and set him over the heads of men! &eckature is among the wretchedest
sights seen under this sungfeatman? A poor morbid prurient empty man; fitter tioe
ward of a hospital, than for a throne among melvise you to keep out of his way. He
cannot walk on quiet paths; unless you will lookiat, wonder at him, write paragraphs
about him, he cannot live. It is teenptines®f the man, not his greatness. Because there
is nothing in himself, he hungers and thirsts ffwat would find something in him. In

good truth, | believe no great man, not so muca genuine man who had health and real
substance in him of whatever magnitude, was evehnarmented in this way.

Your Cromwell, what good could it do him to be "ieed" by noisy crowds of people?
God his Maker already noticed him. He, Cromwellswaéready there; no notice would
makehim other than he already was. Till his hair was grgnay; and Life from the
down-hill slope was all seen to be limited, notnité but finite, and all a measurable
matterhowit went,—he had been content to plough the groand,read his Bible. He in
his old days could not support it any longer, withselling himself to Falsehood, that he
might ride in gilt carriages to Whitehall, and hakerks with bundles of papers haunting
him, "Decide this, decide that,” which in utmostrea of heart no man can perfectly
decide! What could gilt carriages do for this m&n@m of old, was there not in his life a
weight of meaning, a terror and a splendor as @vide itself? His existence there as
man set him beyond the need of gilding. Death, theig and Eternity: these already lay
as the background of whatsoever he thought orAdidhis life lay begirt as in a sea of
nameless Thoughts, which no speech of a mortaticmarne. God's Word, as the Puritan
prophets of that time had read it: this was graad, all else was little to him. To call such
a man "ambitious," to figure him as the prurienhgvbag described above, seems to me
the poorest solecism. Such a man will say: "Keey gilt carriages and huzzaing mobs,
keep your red-tape clerks, your influentialitiesuy important businesses. Leave me
alone, leave me alone; therda® much of lifen me already!" Old Samuel Johnson, the
greatest soul in England in his day, was not amsti "Corsica Boswell" flaunted at
public shows with printed ribbons round his hat; #he great old Samuel stayed at home.
The world-wide soul wrapt up in its thoughts, i sorrows;—what could paradings, and
ribbons in the hat, do for it?

Ah yes, | will say again: The gresitentmen! Looking round on the noisy inanity of the
world, words with little meaning, actions with létworth, one loves to reflect on the
great Empire oEilence The noble silent men, scattered here and thaod, i@ his
department; silently thinking, silently working; wim no Morning Newspaper makes
mention of! They are the salt of the Earth. A coytthat has none or few of these is in a
bad way. Like a forest which had rmaots which had all turned into leaves and
boughs;—which must soon wither and be no foreste Wéo us if we had nothing but
what we carshow or speak. Silence, the great Empire of Silenghdr than the stars;



deeper than the Kingdoms of Death! It alone istyhelse is small.—I hope we
English will long maintain ougrand talent pour le silencé.et others that cannot do
without standing on barrel-heads, to spout, anseaa of all the market-place, cultivate
speech exclusively,—become a most green foresbuittoots! Solomon says, There is a
time to speak; but also a time to keep silencesddie great silent Samuel, not urged to
writing, as old Samuel Johnson says he wasydnyt of moneyand nothing other, one
might ask, "Why do not you too get up and speasnuigate your system, found your
sect?" "Truly," he will answer, "I amontinentof my thought hitherto; happily | have yet
had the ability to keep it in me, no compulsiost enough to speak it. My 'system’ is
not for promulgation first of all; it is for sergmmyself to live by. That is the great
purpose of it to me. And then the 'honor'? Alas,yebut as Cato said of the statue: So
many statues in that Forum of yours, may it nobéger if they ask, Where is Cato's
statue?"—

But now, by way of counterpoise to this of Silene¢ me say that there are two kinds of
ambition; one wholly blamable, the other laudalrd mevitable. Nature has provided
that the great silent Samuel shall not be silemi@aag. The selfish wish to shine over
others, let it be accounted altogether poor aneémaide. "Seekest thou great things, seek
them not:" this is most true. And yet, | say, thisran irrepressible tendency in every
man to develop himself according to the magnitutielvNature has made him of; to
speak out, to act out, what nature has laid in Ainis is proper, fit, inevitable; nay it is a
duty, and even the summary of duties for a man.méaning of life here on earth might
be defined as consisting in this: To unfold yself to work what thing you have the
faculty for. It is a necessity for the human beithg;, first law of our existence. Coleridge
beautifully remarks that the infant learnssfmeakby this necessity it feels.—We will say
therefore: To decide about ambition, whether iad or not, you have two things to take
into view. Not the coveting of the place alone, thd fitness of the man for the place
withal: that is the question. Perhaps the placemsperhaps he had a natural right, and
even obligation, to seek the place! Mirabeau's iorbto be Prime Minister, how shall
we blame it, if he were "the only man in France twld have done any good there"?
Hopefuler perhaps had he not so cle&lyhow much good he could do! But a poor
Necker, who could do no good, and had even fettitbaould do none, yet sitting
broken-hearted because they had flung him outhanslas now quit of it, well might
Gibbon mourn over him.—Nature, | say, has providegply that the silent great man
shall strive to speak withaipo amply, rather!

Fancy, for example, you had revealed to the br&d/&amuel Johnson, in his shrouded-
up existence, that it was possible for him to dogdess divine work for his country and
the whole world. That the perfect Heavenly Law nhigh made Law on this Earth; that
the prayer he prayed daily, "Thy kingdom come," aakength to be fulfilled! If you had
convinced his judgment of this; that it was possiplracticable; that he the mournful
silent Samuel was called to take a part in it! Vdoubt the whole soul of the man have
flamed up into a divine clearness, into noble attee and determination to act; casting
all sorrows and misgivings under his feet, counaigffliction and contradiction
small,—the whole dark element of his existenceibtamto articulate radiance of light
and lightning? It were a true ambition this! Anéhthnow how it actually was with



Cromwell. From of old, the sufferings of God's Ctturtrue zealous Preachers of the
truth flung into dungeons, whips, set on pilloriggir ears crops off, God's Gospel-cause
trodden under foot of the unworthy: all this haith laeavy on his soul. Long years he had
looked upon it, in silence, in prayer; seeing noedy on Earth; trusting well that a
remedy in Heaven's goodness would come,—that seolrge was false, unjust, and
could not last forever. And now behold the dawit;cdfter twelve years silent waiting,

all England stirs itself; there is to be once maiRarliament, the Right will get a voice

for itself: inexpressible well-grounded hope haseagain into the Earth. Was not such
a Parliament worth being a member of? CromwelMidewn his ploughs, and hastened
thither.

He spoke there,—rugged bursts of earnestnesssaif-aeen truth, where we get a
glimpse of them. He worked there; he fought anovstrlike a strong true giant of a man,
through cannon-tumult and all else,—on and onth#l Causé¢riumphed its once so
formidable enemies all swept from before it, aneldlawn of hope had become clear light
of victory and certainty. Thdte stood there as the strongest soul of England, the
undisputed Hero of all England,—what of this? lsvgssible that the Law of Christ's
Gospel could now establish itself in the world! ThHeeocracy which John Knox in his
pulpit might dream of as a "devout imaginationjstpractical man, experienced in the
whole chaos of most rough practice, dared to censid capable of beingalized Those
that were highest in Christ's Church, the devowestst men, were to rule the land: in
some considerable degree, it might be so and seusd. Was it ndtue, God's truth?
And if true, was it not then the very thing to do? The strehgeactical intellect in
England dared to answer, Yes! This | call a nohle purpose; is it not, in its own

dialect, the noblest that could enter into the hegBtatesman or man? For a Knox to
take it up was something; but for a Cromwell, with great sound sense and experience
of what our worldvas—History, | think, shows it only this once in sualdegree. |
account it the culminating point of Protestantish®& most heroic phasis that "Faith in the
Bible" was appointed to exhibit here below. Faricyhat it were made manifest to one of
us, how we could make the Right supremely vict@iouer Wrong, and all that we had
longed and prayed for, as the highest good to BExdghad all lands, an attainable fact!

Well, I must say, theulpineintellect, with its knowingness, its alertness argertness

in "detecting hypocrites," seems to me a rathalydmusiness. We have had but one such
Statesman in England; one man, that | can get sigltho ever had in the heart of him
any such purpose at all. One man, in the couréftedn hundred years; and this was his
welcome. He had adherents by the hundred or th@pgonents by the million. Had
England rallied all round him,—why, then, Englantjnt have been €hristianland!

As it is, vulpine knowingness sits yet at its hassl problem, "Given a world of Knaves,
to educe an Honesty from their united action;"—lamnbrous a problem, you may see
in Chancery Law-Courts, and some other places'atikngth, by Heaven's just anger,
but also by Heaven's great grace, the matter bégisimgnate; and this problem is
becoming to all men palpablyhopeless one.—

But with regard to Cromwell and his purposes: Huargl a multitude following him,
come upon me here with an admission that Cromweetisincere at first; a sincere



"Fanatic" at first, but gradually became a "Hypte&rias things opened round him. This
of the Fanatic-Hypocrite is Hume's theory of ittemsively applied since,—to Mahomet
and many others. Think of it seriously, you witidi something in it; not much, not all,
very far from all. Sincere hero hearts do not sithis miserable manner. The Sun flings
forth impurities, gets balefully incrusted with $gobut it does not quench itself, and
become no Sun at all, but a mass of Darkness!l beiiture to say that such never befell
a great deep Cromwell; I think, never. Nature's drmmhearted Son; Antaeus-like, his
strength is got byouching the Earthhis Mother; lift him up from the Earth, lift himnp

into Hypocrisy, Inanity, his strength is gone. Wil not assert that Cromwell was an
immaculate man; that he fell into no faults, nanasrities among the rest. He was no
dilettante professor of "perfections,” "immaculatenducts." He was a rugged Orson,
rending his rough way through actual twerk,—doubtlessvith many &fall therein.
Insincerities, faults, very many faults daily ar@uHy: it was too well known to him;
known to God and him! The Sun was dimmed many e;tlat the Sun had not himself
grown a Dimness. Cromwell's last words, as he laiimg for death, are those of a
Christian heroic man. Broken prayers to God, thawduld judge him and this Cause,
He since man could not, in justice yet in pity. Yla@e most touching words. He breathed
out his wild great soul, its toils and sins all edadhow, into the presence of his Maker, in
this manner.

I, for one, will not call the man a Hypocrite! Hygrte, mummer, the life of him a mere
theatricality; empty barren quack, hungry for thewts of mobs? The man had made
obscurity do very well for him till his head wasagr and now h&vas there as he stood
recognized unblamed, the virtual King of Englandn@ot a man do without King's
Coaches and Cloaks? Is it such a blessednessecaclals forever pestering you with
bundles of papers in red tape? A simple Dioclgbigiers planting of cabbages; a George
Washington, no very immeasurable man, does the@ke would say, it is what any
genuine man could do; and would do. The instantdatwork were out in the matter of
Kingship,—away with it!

Let us remark, meanwhile, how indispensable eveeye/bKing is, in all movements of
men. It is strikingly shown, in this very War, whzcomes of men when they cannot
find a Chief Man, and their enemies can. The Schi@tion was all but unanimous in
Puritanism; zealous and of one mind about it, dkig1English end of the Island was
always far from being the case. But there was eatgCromwell among them; poor
tremulous, hesitating, diplomatic Argyles and slik&: none of them had a heart true
enough for the truth, or durst commit himself te truth. They had no leader; and the
scattered Cavalier party in that country had onentvbse, the noblest of all the
Cavaliers; an accomplished, gallant-hearted, spleman; what one may call the Hero-
Cavalier. Well, look at it; on the one hand sulgesithout a King; on the other a King
without subjects! The subjects without King canndthing; the subjectless King can do
something. This Montrose, with a handful of IrighHhghland savages, few of them so
much as guns in their hands, dashes at the dRiledan armies like a wild whirlwind;
sweeps them, time after time, some five times dvem the field before him. He was at
one period, for a short while, master of all SaudlaOne man; but he was a man; a
million zealous men, but without the one; they agahim were powerless! Perhaps of



all the persons in that Puritan struggle, front fieslast, the single indispensable one was
verily Cromwell. To see and dare, and decide; ta Bged pillar in the welter of
uncertainty;—a King among them, whether they caliied so or not.

Precisely here, however, lies the rub for Cromwi$. other proceedings have all found
advocates, and stand generally justified; butdigmissal of the Rump Parliament and
assumption of the Protectorship, is what no onepeadon him. He had fairly grown to
be King in England; Chief Man of the victorious fyan England: but it seems he could
not do without the King's Cloak, and sold himselperdition in order to get it. Let us see
a little how this was.

England, Scotland, Ireland, all lying now subdugtha feet of the Puritan Parliament,
the practical question arose, What was to be datteit® How will you govern these
Nations, which Providence in a wondrous way hasmivp to your disposal? Clearly
those hundred surviving members of the Long Padiaimwho sit there as supreme
authority, cannot continue forever to sit. Wistio be done?—It was a question which
theoretical constitution-builders may find easytswer; but to Cromwell, looking there
into the real practical facts of it, there couldrimme more complicated. He asked of the
Parliament, What it was they would decide uporwals for the Parliament to say. Yet
the Soldiers too, however contrary to Formula, twey had purchased this victory with
their blood, it seemed to them that they also gshbalve something to say in it! We will
not "for all our fighting have nothing but a litieece of paper.” We understand that the
Law of God's Gospel, to which He through us hagmithe victory, shall establish itself,
or try to establish itself, in this land!

For three years, Cromwell says, this question leshIsounded in the ears of the
Parliament. They could make no answer; nothingdllt talk. Perhaps it lies in the
nature of parliamentary bodies; perhaps no Parim@uld in such case make any
answer but even that of talk, talk! Neverthelegsghestion must and shall be answered.
You sixty men there, becoming fast odious, evempidable, to the whole nation, whom
the nation already calls Rump Parliament, you canootinue to sit there: who or what
then is to follow? "Free Parliament,” right of Biea, Constitutional Formulas of one
sort or the other,—the thing is a hungry Fact cgwn us, which we must answer or be
devoured by it! And who are you that prate of Caingonal Formulas, rights of
Parliament? You have had to kill your King, to m&k@éle's Purges, to expel and banish
by the law of the stronger whosoever would noyatr Cause prosper: there are but fifty
or threescore of you left there, debating in thaeses. Tell us what we shall do; not in the
way of Formula, but of practicable Fact!

How they did finally answer, remains obscure tg thay. The diligent Godwin himself
admits that he cannot make it out. The likeliesthat this poor Parliament still would
not, and indeed could not dissolve and dispersa;vthen it came to the point of actually
dispersing, they again, for the tenth or twenttette, adjourned it,—and Cromwell's
patience failed him. But we will take the favorailbypothesis ever started for the
Parliament; the favorablest, though | believe tas$ the true one, but too favorable.



According to this version: At the uttermost crisidien Cromwell and his Officers were
met on the one hand, and the fifty or sixty Rumpners on the other, it was suddenly
told Cromwell that the Rump in its despaiasanswering in a very singular way; that in
their splenetic envious despair, to keep out theyAat least, these men were hurrying
through the House a kind of Reform Bill,—Parliamenbe chosen by the whole of
England; equable electoral division into distriéteg suffrage, and the rest of it! A very
guestionable, or indeed fdreman unquestionable thing. Reform Bill, free sufraxj
Englishmen? Why, the Royalists themselves, silemuégeed but not exterminated,
perhapoutnumberus; the great numerical majority of England wasagt indifferent to
our Cause, merely looked at it and submitted tib iis.in weight and force, not by
counting of heads, that we are the majority! And/nath your Formulas and Reform
Bills, the whole matter, sorely won by our sworsisall again launch itself to sea;
become a mere hope, and likelihosdhalleven as a likelihood? And it is not a
likelihood; it is a certainty, which we have woly, 8od's strength and our own right
hands, and do now holkere Cromwell walked down to these refractory Members;
interrupted them in that rapid speed of their Ref&ill,—ordered them to begone, and
talk there no more.—Can we not forgive him? Camaeunderstand him? John Milton,
who looked on it all near at hand, could applaud.fihe Reality had swept the
Formulas away before it. | fancy, most men who weasdities in England might see into
the necessity of that.

The strong daring man, therefore, has set all nraminfeormulas and logical
superficialities against him; has dared appedah¢ogenuine Fact of this England,
Whether it will support him or not? It is curiousgee how he struggles to govern in
some constitutional way; find some Parliament fopsut him; but cannot. His first
Parliament, the one they call Barebones's Parligngrso to speak, @onvocation of the
Notables From all quarters of England the leading Ministand chief Puritan Officials
nominate the men most distinguished by religiopsitation, influence and attachment to
the true Cause: these are assembled to shapeptaut. & hey sanctioned what was past;
shaped as they could what was to come. They werafsdly calledBarebones's
Parliament the man's name, it seems, wasBatebonesbut Barbone,—a good enough
man. Nor was it a jest, their work; it was a m@siaus reality,—a trial on the part of
these Puritan Notables how far the Law of Christiddbecome the Law of this England.
There were men of sense among them, men of sontigygueaen of deep piety | suppose
the most of them were. They failed, it seems, anidodown, endeavoring to reform the
Court of Chancery! They dissolved themselves, esmpetent; delivered up their power
again into the hands of the Lord General Cromwelfo with it what he liked and could.

Whatwill he do with it? The Lord General Cromwell, "Commanah-chief of all the
Forces raised and to be raised;" he hereby seesjrat this unexampled juncture, as it
were the one available Authority left in Englandthing between England and utter
Anarchy but him alone. Such is the undeniable Bahts position and England's, there
and then. What will he do with it? After deliberti he decides that he watceptit;

will formally, with public solemnity, say and vovwefore God and men, "Yes, the Fact is
so, and | will do the best | can with it!" Protexdbip, Instrument of Government,—these
are the external forms of the thing; worked out sadctioned as they could in the



circumstances be, by the Judges, by the leadingi@fpeople, "Council of Officers and
Persons of interest in the Nation:" and as forthinay itself, undeniably enough, at the
pass matters had now come to, theasno alternative but Anarchy or that. Puritan
England might accept it or not; but Puritan Englaras, in real truth, saved from suicide
thereby!—I believe the Puritan People did, in aarticulate, grumbling, yet on the whole
grateful and real way, accept this anomalous a€lliekr's; at least, he and they together
made it good, and always better to the last. Btitéir Parliamentargrticulate way,

they had their difficulties, and never knew fullyat to say to it—!

Oliver's second Parliament, properly fiist regular Parliament, chosen by the rule laid
down in the Instrument of Government, did assendld, worked;—but got, before long,
into bottomless questions as to the Protectmtd, as to "usurpation,” and so forth; and
had at the earliest legal day to be dismissed. Gelhs concluding Speech to these men
is a remarkable one. So likewise to his third Rarknt, in similar rebuke for their
pedantries and obstinacies. Most rude, chaotithafle Speeches are; but most earnest-
looking. You would say, it was a sincere helplessmimmot used tepeakthe great
inorganic thought of him, but to act it rather! Alplessness of utterance, in such bursting
fulness of meaning. He talks much about "birthBmvidence:" All these changes, so
many victories and events, were not forethougmd,teeatrical contrivances of men, of
meor of men; it is blind blasphemers that will pstsn calling them so! He insists with a
heavy sulphurous wrathful emphasis on this. As ak might. As if a Cromwell in that
dark huge game he had been playing, the world whiotbwn into chaos round him, had
foreseent all, and played it all off like a precontrivgdippet-show by wood and wire!
These things were foreseen by no man, he saysanacould tell what a day would bring
forth: they were "births of Providence," God's #ngyuided us on, and we came at last to
clear height of victory, God's Cause triumpharthiese Nations; and you as a Parliament
could assemble together, and say in what manndrisitould beorganized reduced into
rational feasibility among the affairs of men. Y\ware to help with your wise counsel in
doing that. "You have had such an opportunity aPamdiament in England ever had."
Christ's Law, the Right and True, was to be in somasure made the Law of this land.
In place of that, you have got into your idle pedas, constitutionalities, bottomless
cavillings and questionings about written lawsrfor coming here;—and would send the
whole matter into Chaos again, because | have narie parchment, but only God's
voice from the battle-whirlwind, for being Presid@mong you! That opportunity is

gone; and we know not when it will return. You hdaa&l your constitutional Logic; and
Mammon's Law, not Christ's Law, rules yet in tlasd. "God be judge between you and
me!" These are his final words to them: Take youryanstitution-formulas in your

hand; and | my informal struggles, purposes, riealiand acts; and "God be judge
between you and me!"—

We said above what shapeless, involved chaotigshtime printed Speeches of Cromwell
are.Wilfully ambiguous, unintelligible, say the most: a hygecshrouding himself in
confused Jesuitic jargon! To me they do not seenmwil say rather, they afforded the
first glimpses | could ever get into the realitytlois Cromwell, nay into the possibility of
him. Try to believe that he means something, selasghgly what that may be: you will
find a realspeecHying imprisoned in these broken rude tortuousnatices; a meaning in



the great heart of this inarticulate man! You wibk; thc first time, begin to see that he
was a man; not an enigmatic chimera, unintelligiblgou, incredible to you. The
Histories and Biographies written of this Cromwaeltjtten in shallow sceptical
generations that could not know or conceive ofegpdeelieving man, are far more
obscurethan Cromwell's Speeches. You look through the oo the infinite vague of
Black and the Inane. "Heats and jealousies,” sayd Clarendon himself: "heats and
jealousies,"” mere crabbed whims, theories and lvetécthese induced slow sober quiet
Englishmen to lay down their ploughs and work; #pdnto red fury of confused war
against the best-conditioned of Kingsy if you can find that true. Scepticism writing
about Belief may have great gifts; but it is reailiya viresthere. It is Blindness laying
down the Laws of Optics.—

Cromwell's third Parliament split on the same raskis second. Ever the constitutional
Formula: How came you there? Show us some Notachpgent! Blind pedants:—
"Why, surely the same power which makes you a &adnt, that, and something more,
made me a Protector!" If my Protectorship is naghiwhat in the name of wonder is your
Parliamenteership, a reflex and creation of that?—

Parliaments having failed, there remained nothingtee way of Despotism. Military
Dictators, each with his district, tmercethe Royalist and other gainsayers, to govern
them, if not by act of Parliament, then by the sivétormula shalhot carry it, while the
Reality is here! | will go on, protecting oppress&testants abroad, appointing just
judges, wise managers, at home, cherishing trugpé&aosinisters; doing the best | can to
make England a Christian England, greater tharRolahe, the Queen of Protestant
Christianity; 1, since you will not help me; | whilGod leaves me lifel—Why did he not
give it up; retire into obscurity again, since theav would not acknowledge him? cry
several. That is where they mistake. For him tineae no giving of it up! Prime ministers
have governed countries, Pitt, Pombal, Choisewl;thair word was a law while it held:
but this Prime Minister was one thaduld not get resigned.et him once resign, Charles
Stuart and the Cavaliers waited to kill him; td kile Causendhim. Once embarked,
there is no retreat, no return. This Prime Ministauldretire no-whither except into his
tomb.

One is sorry for Cromwell in his old days. His cdaipt is incessant of the heavy burden
Providence has laid on him. Heavy; which he muat ki death. Old Colonel
Hutchinson, as his wife relates it, Hutchinson,didbattle-mate, coming to see him on
some indispensable business, much against hisv@itomwell "follows him to the

door," in a most fraternal, domestic, conciliatetyle; begs that he would be reconciled
to him, his old brother in arms; says how muclrigwes him to be misunderstood,
deserted by true fellow-soldiers, dear to him froihold: the rigorous Hutchinson, cased
in his Republican formula, sullenly goes his way.r€he man's head now white; his
strong arm growing weary with its long work! | tkialways too of his poor Mother, now
very old, living in that Palace of his; a right beawoman; as indeed they lived all an
honest God-fearing Household there: if she heatibago off, she thought it was her son
killed. He had to come to her at least once a theag,she might see with her own eyes
that he was yet living. The poor old Motherl—Whatltthis man gained; what had he



gained? He had a life of sore strife and toil, i®last day. Fame, ambition, place in
History? His dead body was hung in chains, hiscpla History,"—place in History
forsooth!—has been a place of ignominy, accusabtatkness and disgrace; and here,
this day, who knows if it is not rash in me to Imeaamg the first that ever ventured to
pronounce him not a knave and liar, but a genuihehest man! Peace to him. Did he
not, in spite of all, accomplish much for v&2walk smoothly over his great rough
heroic life; step over his body sunk in the ditcbre. We need napurnit, as we step on
it—Let the Hero rest. It was not tnen'sjudgment that he appealed; nor have men
judged him very well.

Precisely a century and a year after this of Puista had got itself hushed up into decent
composure, and its results made smooth, in 1688 throke out a far deeper explosion,
much more difficult to hush up, known to all mostahnd like to be long known, by the
name of French Revolution. It is properly the thardd final act of Protestantism; the
explosive confused return of mankind to Reality &adt, now that they were perishing
of Semblance and Sham. We call our English Pustarihe second act: "Well then, the
Bible is true; let us go by the Bible!" "In Churtisaid Luther; "In Church and State,"
said Cromwell, "let us go by what actuaillyGod's Truth.”" Men have to return to reality;
they cannot live on semblance. The French Revalubothird act, we may well call the
final one; for lower than that sava§ansculottisnmen cannot go. They stand there on
the nakedest haggard Fact, undeniable in all ssaswhcircumstances; and may and
must begin again confidently to build up from thEte French explosion, like the
English one, got its King,—who had no Notary parenitrto show for himself. We have
still to glance for a moment at Napoleon, our secmodern King.

Napoleon does by no means seem to me so great asy@mmwell. His enormous
victories which reached over all Europe, while Cvegtt abode mainly in our little
England, are but as the higtilts on which the man is seen standing; the statutieeof
man is not altered thereby. | find in him no sgaicerityas in Cromwell; only a far
inferior sort. No silent walking, through long yeawith the Awful Unnamable of this
Universe; "walking with God," as he called it; aiaith and strength in that alornatent
thought and valor, content to lie latent, then batg as in blaze of Heaven's lightning!
Napoleon lived in an age when God was no longeewsd; the meaning of all Silence,
Latency, was thought to be Nonentity: he had tarbegt out of the Puritan Bible, but
out of poor ScepticdEncyclopediesThis was the length the man carried it. Meritosio

to get so far. His compact, prompt, every way aléite character is in itself perhaps
small, compared with our great chaotic inarticulatemwell's. Instead of "dumb Prophet
struggling to speak," we have a portentous mixtdithe Quack withal! Hume's notion of
the Fanatic-Hypocrite, with such truth as it hasl, apply much better to Napoleon than
it did to Cromwell, to Mahomet or the like,—whergleed taken strictly it has hardly any
truth at all. An element of blamable ambition shatsslf, from the first, in this man; gets
the victory over him at last, and involves him dmglwork in ruin.

"False as a bulletin" became a proverb in Naposetome. He makes what excuse he
could for it: that it was necessary to misleadghemy, to keep up his own men's
courage, and so forth. On the whole, there arexaoses. A man in no case has liberty to



tell lies. It had been, in the long-rusetterfor Napoleon too if he had not told any. In
fact, if a man have any purpose reaching beyontidie and day, meant to be found
extantnextday, what good can it ever be to promulgate [Es2 lies are found out;
ruinous penalty is exacted for them. No man willeae the liar next time even when he
speaks truth, when it is of the last importance ligabe believed. The old cry of wolfl—
A Lie is no-thing; you cannot of nothing make somieg; you makenothingat last, and
lose your labor into the bargain.

Yet Napoleorhad a sincerity: we are to distinguish between whauiserficial and what
is fundamental in insincerity. Across these outanoeuverings and quackeries of his,
which were many and most blamable, let us discatfmaivhat the man had a certain
instinctive ineradicable feeling for reality; andl ¢hase himself upon fact, so long as he
had any basis. He has an instinct of Nature b#tsar his culture was. Hgavans
Bourrienne tells us, in that voyage to Egypt weate evening busily occupied arguing
that there could be no God. They had proved ifhéar satisfaction, by all manner of
logic. Napoleon looking up into the stars, answé&rgry ingenious, Messieurs: bwho
madeall that?" The Atheistic logic runs off from hinké water; the great Fact stares him
in the face: "Who made all that?" So too in Practlee, as every man that can be great,
or have victory in this world, sees, through aliagrgylements, the practical heart of the
matter; drives straight towards that. When the atevof his Tuileries Palace was
exhibiting the new upholstery, with praises, anthdestration how glorious it was, and
how cheap withal, Napoleon, making little answekeal for a pair of scissors, clips one
of the gold tassels from a window-curtain, puhihis pocket, and walked on. Some days
afterwards, he produced it at the right momenth#ohorror of his upholstery
functionary; it was not gold but tinsel! In St. ldah, it is notable how he still, to his last
days, insists on the practical, the real. "Why tatki complain; above all, why quarrel
with one another? There is nesultin it; it comes to nothing that one cda Say

nothing, if one can do nothing!" He speaks oftentadis poor discontented followers;
he is like a piece of silent strength in the midafi¢heir morbid querulousness there.

And accordingly was there not what we can cddlith in him, genuine so far as it went?
That this new enormous Democracy asserting it®# in the French Revolution is an
unsuppressible Fact, which the whole world, wishalld forces and institutions, cannot
put down; this was a true insight of his, and tbakconscience and enthusiasm along
with it,—afaith. And did he not interpret the dim purport of iti?e'La carriere ouverte
aux talens The implements to him who can handle them:" &latsially is the truth, and
even the whole truth; it includes whatever the EneRevolution or any Revolution,
could mean. Napoleon, in his first period, wasua tDemocrat. And yet by the nature of
him, fostered too by his military trade, he kneattbemocracy, if it were a true thing at
all, could not be an anarchy: the man had a hedreth for anarchy. On that Twentieth of
June (1792), Bourrienne and he sat in a coffeedyassthe mob rolled by: Napoleon
expresses the deepest contempt for persons inrdayttinat they do not restrain this
rabble. On the Tenth of August he wonders why tieer® man to command these poor
Swiss; they would conquer if there were. Such th fia Democracy, yet hatred of
anarchy, it is that carries Napoleon through aldreat work. Through his brilliant
Italian Campaigns, onwards to the Peace of Leotra®would say, his inspiration is:



"Triumph to the French Revolution; assertion afghinst these Austrian Simulacra that
pretend to call it a Simulacrum!" Withal, howevie, feels, and has a right to feel, how
necessary a strong Authority is; how the Revolutiannot prosper or last without such.
To bridle in that great devouring, self-devouringtch Revolution; teameit, so that its
intrinsic purpose can be made good, that it mapimeorganic and be able to live
among other organisms af@medthings, not as a wasting destruction alone: igmest
still what he partly aimed at, as the true purpdtis life; nay what he actually managed
to do? Through Wagrams, Austerlitzes; triumph afiemph,—he triumphed so far.
There was an eye to see in this man, a soul toatatelo. He rose naturally to be the
King. All men saw that hevassuch. The common soldiers used to say on the march
"These babblind\vocats up at Paris; all talk and no work! What wondewits all
wrong? We shall have to go and put Betit Caporalthere!" They went, and put him
there; they and France at large. Chief-consulgbapperorship, victory over Europe;—
till the poor Lieutenant ofa Fere not unnaturally, might seem to himself the greaté
all men that had been in the world for some ages.

But at this point, | think, the fatal charlatan+akent got the upper hand. He apostatized
from his old faith in Facts, took to believing ier8blances; strove to connect himself
with Austrian Dynasties, Popedoms, with the oldddreudalities which he once saw
clearly to be false;—considered tlitwould found "his Dynasty" and so forth; that the
enormous French Revolution meant only that! The mas "given up to strong delusion,
that he should believe a lie;" a fearful but mastghing. He did not know true from
false now when he looked at them,—the fearfulestijtg a man pays for yielding to
untruth of heartSelfand false ambition had now become his god: salépion once
yielded to,all other deceptions follow naturally more and moréadi\a paltry patchwork
of theatrical paper-mantles, tinsel and mummerg, th& man wrapt his own great
reality in, thinking to make it more real thereliyis hollow Pope's-Concordat
pretending to be a re-establishment of Catholiciethpy himself to be the method of
extirpating it, Ta vaccine de la religiori his ceremonial Coronations, consecrations by
the old Italian Chimera in Notre-Dame,—"wantingmag to complete the pomp of it,"
as Augereau said, "nothing but the half-millioma#n who had died to put an end to all
that"! Cromwell's Inauguration was by the Sword &ildle; what we must call a
genuinelytrue one. Sword and Bible were borne before him, wittemy chimera: were
not these theeal emblems of Puritanism; its true decoration andyma? It had used
them both in a very real manner, and pretendethtaldy them now! But this poor
Napoleon mistook: he believed too much in Ehgability of men; saw no fact deeper in
man than Hunger and this! He was mistaken. Likeaa that should build upon cloud;
his house and he fall down in confused wreck, amhd out of the world.

Alas, in all of us this charlatan-element existg] mightbe developed, were the
temptation strong enough. "Lead us not into tenotdit But it is fatal, | say, that ibe
developed. The thing into which it enters as a capie ingredient is doomed to be
altogether transitory; and, however huge it nwk, is in itself small. Napoleon's
working, accordingly, what was it with all the neig made? A flash as of gunpowder
wide-spread; a blazing-up as of dry heath. Foram the whole Universe seems wrapt in



smoke and flame; but only for an hour. It goes th&:Universe with its old mountains
and streams, its stars above and kind soil benisaghill there.

The Duke of Weimar told his friends always, To beaurage; this Napoleonism was
unjust a falsehood, and could not last. It is true doetrThe heavier this Napoleon
trampled on the world, holding it tyrannously dovime fiercer would the world's recoill
against him be, one day. Injustice pays itself virnihtful compound-interest. | am not
sure but he had better have lost his best parkitiégy, or had his best regiment
drowned in the sea, than shot that poor German &slek, Palm! It was a palpable
tyrannous murderous injustice, which no man, let paint an inch thick, could make out
to be other. It burnt deep into the hearts of niteamd the like of it; suppressed fire
flashed in the eyes of men, as they thought ofwaiing their day! Which dagame
Germany rose round him.—What Napolebd will in the long-run amount to what he
did justly; what Nature with her laws will sanctiofo what of reality was in him; to that
and nothing more. The rest was all smoke and whatearriere ouverte aux talenthat
great true Message, which has yet to articulatef@fitlitself everywhere, he left in a
most inarticulate state. He was a greladuchea rude-draught never completed; as
indeed what great man is other? Leftan rude a state, alas!

His notions of the world, as he expresses thenetaest. Helena, are almost tragical to
consider. He seems to feel the most unaffectedisarfhat it has all gone so; that he is
flung out on the rock here, and the World is stilving on its axis. France is great, and
all-great: and at bottom, he is France. Englarelfjtee says, is by Nature only an
appendage of France; "another Isle of Oleron ta¢ed So it was biNature by
Napoleon-Nature; and yet look how in fact—HERE AMHE cannot understand it:
inconceivable that the reality has not corresporiddds program of it; that France was
not all-great, that he was not France. "Stronggety” that he should believe the thing
to be whichis not! The compact, clear-seeing, decisive Italiature of him, strong,
genuine, which he once had, has enveloped itsaffdssolved itself, in a turbid
atmosphere of French fanfaronade. The world waslispbsed to be trodden down
underfoot; to be bound into masses, and built tegetashe liked, for a pedestal to
France and him: the world had quite other purpasegew! Napoleon's astonishment is
extreme. But alas, what help now? He had gonenthgtof his; and Nature also had gone
her way. Having once parted with Reality, he turalilelpless in Vacuity; no rescue for
him. He had to sink there, mournfully as man seldidy and break his great heart, and
die,—this poor Napoleon: a great implement too swasted, till it was useless: our last
Great Man!

Our last, in a double sense. For here finally tivéisie roamings of ours through so many
times and places, in search and study of Heroegpdaerminate. | am sorry for it: there
was pleasure for me in this business, if also npah. It is a great subject, and a most
grave and wide one, this which, not to be too gawaut it, | have nameddero-worship

It enters deeply, as I think, into the secret ohikiad's ways and vitalest interests in this
world, and is well worth explaining at present. l\six months, instead of six days, we
might have done better. | promised to break graumd; | know not whether | have even
managed to do that. | have had to tear it up imdldest manner in order to get into it at



all. Often enough, with these abrupt utterancesithrout isolated, unexplained, has your
tolerance been put to the trial. Tolerance, patandor, all-hoping favor and kindness,
which | will not speak of at present. The accont@ and distinguished, the beautiful,
the wise, something of what is best in Englandgehastened patiently to my rude words.
With many feelings, | heartily thank you all; arelysGood be with you all!



