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PREFACE

It may be thought that the publication of these
volumes is superfluous after the two works Awld Lang
Syne and the Awtobiography, written by Max Miiller
himself. But it seemed that something more was
wanted to show the innermost character of the real
man; for Awld Lang Syme gave recollections of his
friends only, ‘a small portion of the panorama of life
that passed before' his eyes; and the Awlodiography is
but a fragment, bringing us little beyond the threshold
of his career. The plan pursued throughout these
volumes has been to let Max Miiller's letters and the
testimony of friends to his mind and character speak
for themselves, whilst the whole is connected by a
slight thread of necessary narrative. The selection
from the letters has been made with a view to bring
the man rather than the scholar before the world. His
innumerable works, covering a period of nearly sixty
years, have made known the scholar; the object of this
book is to show ‘the elevation of soul and enlarpement
of mental outlook which was revealed more and more
as his life's work opened up before him'!'— that work
which he carried on to within ten days of his death,

It is a matter of regret that much valuable corre-
spondence has been destroyed. In America no letters

1 Funeral Sermon — Rev, H. J. Bidder,
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have been preserved to Emerson or Oliver Wendell
Holmes, and only one to Lowell. In England the
letters to Carlyle, Sellar, Froude, Sir A. Grant, and
other intimate friends have been burnt In Germany
all to Humboldt are gone, and all except a few trifling
notes to the brothers Curtius, to Carritre, Mommsen,
and others. In France none have been found to Stan-
islas Julien, to Regnier, or Barthélemy St Hilaire.
From Italy too no letters have been recovered. The
corresponding  letters from these distinguished men
show how much of deep interest to the public has been
lost.

I here desire to express my grateful thanks to many
friends and relatives who have helped me in my task,
especially to Mrs. Rowland Corbet and Miss Mabel
Peach, who have translated and copied innumerable
letters for me; to the many known and unknown in all
quarters of the globe who responded to my petition for
letters; and I am also greatly indebted to Messrs. Hills
and Saunders for the use of the photographs which
illustrate the work.

If at times I have found the labour almost beyond my
powers, it has been a labour of love, bringing strength
and solace to many lonely hours. As Mr. Mozoomdar
writes to me, * The most heavenly relation here is the
relation between the living and the dear dead. We
cannot draw them down to us, but they continually
draw us to them.'

GEORGINA MAX MULLER.

IGHTHAM MoTE,
Sepember, 1goz,
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CHAFTER 1
18231841

Parentage. Father's death. Dessan, Musical trafning, School.  Poeti-
cal tendencien.  Nicolni School, Leiprg, Dr, Carus.  Music, Letters
to Mother. Ezamination at Zechst,

Frnricn Max MULLeEr was born at Dessau, the capital of
the Duchy of Anhalt Dessau, on December 6, 1823. His father
wis the popular lyric poet, Wilhelm Miller, Librarian to the
Duke of Dessan, and master at the Gymnasium (chief school)
in that place ; a man of great cultivation, of most genial dis-
position, a general favourite, keenly alive to the cnjoyments of
life, in every way of noble and forcible character.

Max Miuller's mother was Adelheid, elder danghter of Presi-
dent von Basedow, Prime Minister of the Duchy of Dessan.
She was very small, but very beautiful, clever and lively, and
had a fine contralto voice; and it was from her that Max
Miiller inherited his intense love of music. Frau Hofrithin
Miiller was a highly cultivated woman, understanding English,
French, and Italian perfectly. She was a woman of an eager,
even passionate temperament, and her children evidently suffered
early from this, as Wilhelm Miiller's letters are full of warnings to
her not to punish too severely, and not to expect too much from
her children (babies of four and five when their father died).
Her father, President von Basedow, was himself the son of a
man famous in Germany in his day, the pedagogue Basedow,
the forerunner of Pestalozzi and Frabel,

Friedrich Max was named after his mother's elder brother,

1 B
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who later on succeeded his own father as President of the
Duchy, and after Max in the Freischiiss, an opera which had
then just appeared ; Carl Maria von Weber being an intimate
friend of his parents and Max's godfather. Soon after he finally
settled in England he used Max as part of his surname, Miller
alone, as he always said, being as distinctive a name as Smith
without any prefix in England. His only sister was nearly two
years older than himself, and he never had any brother. Max
Miller had but a vague memory of his first home, the Libra-
rian’s house in Dessau, with its pretty garden—a memory
founded more on visits to the honse in subsequent years than
on any clear remembrance of his life there. His recollections
of his father, too, were very dim, as he was not yet four at the
time of his death. Such as they were they are recorded in the
Autobiography.

*Wilhelm Miiller's life in Dessan was a very happy one,’
wrote his friend the poet, Gustay Schwab ; *he was valued by
his Duke and Duchess . . . devotedly loved by his pupils, and
a favourite with all who had once recognized his character and
nature ; he had a clever, attractive wile, and healthy, handsome
children, to whom he was a2 most devoted father, and with
whom he would play for hours like a merry child himself.'
Though only thirty-three when he died, he had achieved a con-
siderable amount of work, and evidently possessed the power
of working rapidly, a power inherited by his son. The end to
this happy life came with frightful suddenness. Wilhelm
Miiller had been to Oranienbaum, a park near Dessau, to see
the Duke, and returned late, in high spirits. In the night his
young wife woke to find him dead by her side! The awful
shock is supposed to have bhrought on the deafness from which
she soon began to suffer, and which became total many years
before her death. Adelheid Miller, who had only a small pen-
sion as the widow of a civil servant, went for a time with her
two children to live in her father's house, the house she had
left but a few years before as a brilliant, happy bride.

But Wilhelm Miller’s widow had not been forgotten by his
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friend and patron, and shortly after his death she received the
following letter from the Duke of Dessau.

Translation.

“ Whilst I wish again to express my sincere sympathy in the great
loss you have sustained, | am anxious in some degree to lessen the
cares which the education of your children must bring, and I there-
fore grant you, as long as you remain a widow, the yearly sum of
160 thalers,! tll your son has completed his twenty-first year, and
then, for your life the sum of fifty thalers, to begin from the first of
this month. I beg to assure you of the continuance of my true

esteem.

'Now, 30, 1827, Leororn.’

Max Miiller tells us in his Awfodiography of the gloom cast
over his whole childhood by his father's death. Happily he
had inherited much of that father's joyous temperament, so that
the almost daily visits to the grave ‘where the young mother
stood and sobbed and eried® whilst her two children looked
on, had less effect on him than might be expected; and the
constant intercourse with various friends and relations brightened
what would otherwise have been a time of dark memory for his
whole life. The few left who remember those early days
agree in describing Max Miiller as brimful of fun and mischief,
and his mother’s old servant Hanna, who lived to a great age
and was never tired of asking for news of her former torment,
used in those early days to call him Dieser énfame Junge, ' this
terrible boy.’

After some years, Hofrdthin Miiller left her father's home
and settled herself and her two children on the ground floor of
a very small house. This house, though altered and improved,
is still standing, a type of the ald style of Dessau houses, con-
sisting of a ground floor and one story above, with a loft under
the high-pitched brown roof. The house looks into the church-
yard of the Johannis Kirche, the church mentioned in Dewsrche
Liebe, where the effect of the Easter hymn on the musical child
is =0 vividly described.

1415
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Translation.

¢On this Easter Day . . . theold church, with its grey shate roof,
and the high windows, and the tower with the golden cross, shone
with marvellous brightness. Suddenly the light which streamed
through the high windows began to wave and seem alive. But it
was far too bright to look at; and as | shut my eyes, the light still
came into my soul, and everything seemed to shine and be fragrant,
and to sing and sound. [ felt as if a new life began in me, as if 1
had become another being — and when 1 asked my mother what it

was, she said it was an Easter hymn, which they were singing in the
Church. T have never been able to discover what was the pure holy
song which then sank into my soul. . .. [ have never heard it
again. But now when I hear an adagio of Beethoven, or a pealm
of Marcello, or a chorus of Hindel . . . 1 feel as if the lofty church
windows were agaln sparkling, as if the organ notes rang through
my soul and a new world opened to me.'

It is needless to repeat all that Max Miiller has told us in
Auld Lang Syne and the Autobiography of the life at Dessau,
and the appearance of the little Resiidens-Stadt (capital) at that
time, still walled in, and with gates shut every night, its night
watchman, and the oil lamps swinging across the streets. The
night watchman and the oil lamps existed till late in the cen-
tury. And yet with these primitive arrangements and simple
life the little town was a centre of intellectual interest and cul-
tivation. Music, such as one hears now only in a great capital ;
a first rate theatre, as far as the acting and opera were con-
cerned ; real, intellectual society, which hardly exists in our
hurried modern life—were all to be found at Dessan, and
enjoyed at so modest a cost that they were within reach of all.

Those who remember Max Maller's pianoforte playing when
he first came to England will not be surprised to hear that his
musical training began very early, and before he went to any
school. A young musician who lived next door taught him to
play, as a surprise to his mother. They had made friends over
the hedge that divided their gardens, and after the musician
had discovered the little fellow’s genuine love of music he lifted
him daily over the hedge, and gave him his lesson. For months
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the child kept the secret, till at last one day he sat down before
several friends and played his first piece. There are easy
sonatas of Beethoven with his name on them and the date,
showing that he was only six years old when he learnt them.
At fourteen he played brilliantly, and took part in concerts at
Diessatt and Leipzig, and when at home for the holidays was
often sent for by the Duchess of Dessan, who was hersell a fine
musician, to play duets with her on the piano. Whilst still
quite a child he was invited to any good music that was given
in Dessan. One note written by a Dr. Otta, about the year
1831, Tuns thus:—

Transilation,

In the hopes of giving you pleasure, I take the liberty of inviting
you to hear the quintette to be played to-night at my house. [ trust
your mother will kindly give you permission.”

The note is addressed to—

The distinguished Musician
Master Max Miiller.

When Max was only six years old Mendelssohn visited Des-
sau, and taking the child into the large church set him on his
lap at the organ and made him play the keys, whilst he himself
managed the pedals, which the little boy conld not reach,

Many of Wilhelm Miiller's old friends tock an interest in his
lively attractive boy.

There is a charming letter dated Saturday, July 31, 1830,
from M. Gathy, to whose friendship Max Moller owed a good
deal in later years in Paris,

Translation.

iAs I could not, my good Max, have you, as 1 wished, last Sun-
day for a long visit, I keep you to your promise and Invite you and
your dear little sister to have breakfast with me to-morrow at half-
past eight, hoping that you will both receive permission to do so.
If you paid me a visit in Hamburg, 1 could show you many beautiful
things. Toys of every sort, and particularly the most beautiful
coloured tinisoldiers, which would delight you. But I have left
them all at home, and the hobby horse and dolls and toys I have
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here would not amuse you. ‘Toys are delightful, are they not Max,
when one receives them from one's loved parents? but other things,
that one must be busy with, for other reasons, when one is older,
are not nearly so pretty, or so nice to play with. Besides my brave
tin soldiers, 1 had three beantiful collections of pictures, and flowers
and butterflies. But one cannot always keep, my good Max, what
one has, and alas every thing does not last as one would wish.
Every thing is perishable, every thing changes, and that is a great
pity. Now, I still have all the pictures. [ carry them about with
me, yet 1 cannot show them to you, but the flowers are all withered,
and mostly turned to dust, and my lovely coloured butterdlies turn at
list into crickets,! which do not look so pretty or so pleasant. So
it s with my toys, my good Max, but it does not matter, 1 will be
like my little soldiers, which were always my greatest delight, they
stood up firmly, without knowing why, and let themselves be seized
anil pushed about on every side, and fought bravely and never com-
plained. And when evening came they were gathered together and
placed quictly in the dark cupboard, and there was peace. But
don't be frightened, Max, come here and bring your fine sword with
you, we will play and talk with each other, and from the window,
nod to your dear mother, as 1 always like to do, as she goes by to
church, to pray the good God that you may always be a courteous,
kind, good boy, and learn diligently and thrive to your own good,
and her pleasure. Adieu, dear Max, you are expected then by your

friend Gathy."

It is doubtful whether, inborn poet as he was, Max Mdller
could at six and a half have understood the beauty and pathos
of this letter from the little deformed Jew.

Max entered the Gymnasium or High School at Dessau at
six years old, and remained there till he was past twelve. His
school reports were not remarkable, and certainly at that time
he gave little evidence of the power that was in him. *Writ-
ing bad*' was the almost invariable report, and in later years
he often lamented the small pains taken by the writing master
to improve it. An old schoolfellow, still living at Dessau,
writes that all the other boys considered him a clever boy.
+ He was full of life and much loved by all his schoolfellows.’

1A play en the word Grillen, which means crickets, and worries,
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To our ideas the life led by the little Max was one of con-
siderable hardship. Thinly clad and peorly fed, not from want
of care and love, but from sheer poverty, his breath in winter
frozen into a sheet of ice on his bed from the absence of fire,
suffering from constant headaches, which may have originated
from want of full nourishment such as a growing child needs,
and yet nothing seems to have clouded his naturally sunny,
joyous temperament. He tells us: “As a little boy when I
could not have the same toys which other boys possessed I
could fully enjoy what they enjoyed, as if they had been my
own. It was not the result of teaching, still less of reasoning —
it was a sentiment given me, and which certainly did not leave
me till much later in life.'

He rememlered how constantly he was enjoined to take
care of his elothes and make them last : and when he and his
sister returned from school the boots that cost so much were
put away and replaced by shoes made for them by the careful
mother. It was this frugal training, this life of constant self-
denial and careful thought for every trifle, that gave Max
Milller in after life the feeling of thankfulness, and the power
of rejoicing in every little luxury and pleasure which he could
afford himself To the very last “the child's pure delight in
little things ' gave a constant zest to his life, and made it easy
for others to give him pleasure. Through his whale life he
took every good thing, every honour that he received, as a gift
he had not deserved. Some of his critics, who never knew him
personally, speak of his vanity, because he dwelt with pleasure
and gratitude on the honours and successes that came to him
in later lifc. Any really vain man would have shrunk from
showing his enjoyment of the good things that fell to him, for
fear of being thought vain. One who kuew him well mentions
his entire freedom from vanity as a prominent point in his
character. ‘There is a mock humility more akin to vanity than
the grateful rejoicing in all blessings (his own talents included)
which was a characteristic of Max Miiller's whole life. It is
true that he greatly valued and even desired the love and
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approbation so largely accorded him, but this arose from his
loving nature, which craved for sympathy, and not from vanity.

One more glimpse is given us of the early life in a letter from
his von Basedow grandmother. His mother had gone in the
early summer of 1835 with some friends to Heligoland ; and
she took her daughter with her, leaving Max at his grandfather's
to go to his school. The Fran President writes to her absent

danghter.

Translation,

‘6 a.m. My pEAR ApELHEMD, — The father is out fiding, Max is
having his music lesson, Julie is still asleep, and I am sitting in the
garden, in the summer-house, where we breakfast every morning.
1 think that I cannot employ my time hetter than in writing to you,
to give you an aceount of us all, for Max now belongs to us. We
are all, down to the youngest, quite well, thank God. Max is very
good and diligent, and has given no occasion for punishment. He
bathes regularly, either with Fritz, or our servant, but never alone.
1 am much too nervous to allow that.  Just now he goes with Julie,
who bathes every other day in the Mulde. We shall miss him very
much when he leaves us, he has become quite one of us. You
would be amused if you saw him smoking a pipe with his grand-
father. He ean also take a pinch of snuff, and he does not refuse
a taste of liguenr. The father has a very quiet horse on which he
can ride alone, so you will find him quite & grown up man in all the
finer arts. His trousers indeed have a very variegated appearance
from cherries, hilberries, and ink, but a young man does not think

much of that.’

We have spoken of Max Miller as an inborn poet, and in
later life he told a friend he had all his life tried not to be a
poet. From the early age of nine he began to write verses,
all of which were carefully kept by his devoted mother. They
are verses written for Christmas, or family birthdays, but one
on the beautiful God's Acre at Dessau attempts a higher
flight.

‘It is a beantiful and restful place,’ he saysin the Adwfedi
ography,  covered with old acacia trees” It was probably this
association that gave Max Miiller a peculiar love for acacia
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trees, and it was a real griefl to him when one that stood in the
Parks close to his house in Norham Gardens withered and
died. He tells us that the inscription over the gateway of this
lovely spot, was a puzzle to his young mind. *Death is not
death, 'tis but the ennobling of man's nature.’ It may have
been the echo of these words in his mind that made him in
1884, in writing to one of his Buddhist pupils, speak of * loink-
ing forward to a better life—I mean a life in which e shall
be better,’ When at school at Leipzig he constantly wrote
poems in the letters he sent his mother, and there were three
oceasions at his school at Leipzig where he had to recite pub-
licly verses of his own writing. There is a whole book full of
mannscript sonnets and poems written during his university
career, some of which were published at the time in journals
and papers, and brought in a little money, most acceptable to
the poor student. During the hard battle with life in Paris and
London, the muse seems to have been silent. A few benitifiil
sonnets exist, written later under the pressure of great sorrow,
but his life was too full of other work to which he was pledged
to devote his time, for him to indulge in poetry, and except
two sonnets to the Emperor Frederick (1871 and 1838), and
an ode on the death of the Duke of Albany, nothing exists
written in later years but a few birthday couplets. Max Miller
never published any of his poems, except in his university days,

After his grandfather's death Max was sent, at Easter, 1836,
to the famous Nicolai School at Leipzig. He lived in the house
of Dr, Caris, an old family friend, whose only son, Victor, was
of the same age. ‘Max was taken asa friend,’ writes Profes-
sor Victor Carus, ‘and was treated entirely as a son of the
family. Aunt Miller, as his mother was called by all of us,
never paid anything, as my parents were intimate friends of
hers. We went together to the Nicolai School, we slept in the
same room, worked together, and had, in fact, everything in
common.! Max was placed in Quarta, which answers to Re-
move at Eton. The education was almost entirely classical,
and before he left the school, five years later, he could speak
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Latin with perfect ease. He was able to hear a great deal of
good music at Leipzig, Frau Carus hersell being very musical,
with a fine voice, and she and Dr. Carus delighted in collect-
ing the best musicians at their house. Victor Carus was a good
violinist, and when the two young friends, Victor and Max,
were about fifteen years old, they astonished Dr. Carus on his
hirthday by playing the whole Kreutzer Sonata by heart,

There had long been an intimate friendship between the

Mendelssohns and Max Miller's parents, therefore he naturally
gaw much of Felix Mendelssohn, who was conductor of the
Gewandhaus Concerts at Leipzig from 1835 to 1843. He
thus describes his first musical evening to his mother: —

Translative.

‘1 went on Friday to Mendelssohn's, and already on the staircase
heard the lovely music. [ went in bravely,! and was received in the
mast friendly manner. 1 found Felix, David, Drelschock, and Men-
delsschn’s sister Fanny, Hensel was very kind, so was she; both
spoke of you, and Hensel of my father too, whom he admired im-
mensely. Mendelssohn stood close to the piano, and [ st where [
could watch Dreischock with great comfort. He is still the first of
pianists, and quite a young man. He played here last winter and
was taken for Thalberg. He played really marvellously, so that
Mendelssohn wondered at his skill, though be (Felix) immediately
afterwards played an imitation of his composition. I must say, 1
much prefer Mendelssohn, even if the other has mare skill, particu-
larly in octave playing, in which be is decidedly the first of artisis.
Then Hensel told me a delightfl story. They had already last
Wednesday sent here for me, but Sophie did not understand the
maid, and sent her to Dr. Miller, who lives behind this in the Gar-
den house.  And so he went in the evening, heautifully got up, and
nobody koew him, or what to say to him. That was funny.’

Later, he writes thus of Thalberg : —

Translation.

‘Now I have seen and heard Thalberg. It was yesterday even-
ing. It is indescribable. I am still perfectly enchanted by it; there
can be nothing else like it. He is guite young, handsome, and very
distinguished looking, beautiful hands and such skill, execution, and

power.
1 He was little over thirteen,
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From the time he went to Leipzig, Max Miller began the
correspondence with his passionately loved mother, which con-
tinued till the year of her death, 1883. Almost every letter
has been kept, and the whole forms a complete journal of his
doings when not with her. With his ardent affection for her,
he felt the separation keenly, and writes on the first birthday
on which he was not with her, as follows : —

Translation. Ocf. 1o, 1836,

« My peARr Goon Morner, — To-day, for the first time, [ have to
be far away from you on your birthday, and you can fancy how sorry
lam. I think it grieves you too, little Mother, for 1 know your love
faor me. Oh! how I long to be with you, only for a moment, only
to press you in my arms, only to tell you how I love you: but it
can't be.  Your birthday is always doubly dear to me, first because
it is your birthday, and then because it was the first day that you
roused yourself again from your sorrow,' to which just in these
weeks of the year you gave way more than usually.  You were right
to grieve, and it would not have been proper to try to console and
amuse you. You must have sorrowed this year more than usual, as

the birthday of our good grandfather was this week. But 1 will not
write more about this; it will but renew your sorrow. [ will only
say that God has replaced something of what you have lost, in giv-
ing you two beings who love you as no others do.  You best know
whom I mean. — Your Max.

These early letters to his mother show a maturity of thought
and earnestness of purpose that are very unusual in so young
a boy; and as life went on the relations of mother and son
seem changed, and it is the son who takes the gmiding and pro-
tecting tone towards the mother.

In March, 1839, Dr. Carus lost his wife, who had watched
over Max with the same motherly care she gave to her own
boy. His grief at the time, and his later letters, prove how
sorely he missed her. In one letter he gives his mother an
account of his day, which would probably have been laid out
more wisely had the kind Tante (aunt) been still there to
watch over him.

1AW, Milller died Oct, 1; her birthday was Oct, 12
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Translation.

* You will be surprised to hear that I have armanged everything for
certain fixed hours, but [ am very glad to have settled it so that T am
not interrupted. 1 get up at five, or even earlier, and work till seven,
go to schoal, play the violoncello at eleven, the piano at twelve, then
dinner, then school again, then coffee and gymnastic exercises, then
work again till | can get fresh air in the garden, which is impossible
in this heat, during the day. | seem quite changed to myself, and
you know that such punctual arrangements were not atall in my line.
I eat only a roll from five in the morning till one o'clock, and drink
no coffee early, and I often feel ruther faint.  Then for the last week
I have had constant headaches, but I am getting quite accustomed to
themy and T lead a very happy life.’

In the last years of his school life he seems to have read a

good deal for himself, and discusses the books he reads with
his mother.

Tranalation.

¢ had already said to myself that you would not be pleased that
1 had read Wilhelm Meister, and in some respects you are quite
right; not that it can exactly hurt me, but that it might occupy my
thoughts too much. On the evil influence of reading or other temp-
tations, | could not point out any better passage than the Latin
verse in Faust which Mephistopheles repeats to the student, that
God is holy and good just because He knows what evil fs. This
is very true if only further explained, 7. because He knows evil,
but never commits it If we could imagine that God did not know
what sin and temptation are, we could not call him God, for we
should have an imperfect God. . . . The more dangerous things 1
read, the stronger I become, if | am not mistaken, to wage war with
them. And yet again what you say is true, for how folhardy it
would be to throw oneself into temptations without thoroughly
knowing onesclf, and how far one could stand firm. S0 a desdee for

dangerous reading is in itself a crime.”
And again o

Translation.

¢I have had a great deal of pleasure from Bettina von Amnim's
Ietters and diary. It is full of beautiful fecling and well expressed,
though towards the end it is weaker, for there it becomes laboured ;
at first it just bubbles up of its own accord.'
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Though Max Miiller tells us he had little chance of travelling
during his school days, there is a journal of three days spent at
Diresden, and in a walking tour through Saxon Switzerland at
Whitsuntide, 1839, when he was fifieen and a half years old.
This visit gave him his first sight of really great works of art,
far though there are some choice pieces of sculpture and a few
good pictures at Dessau, the little capital naturally possesses
nothing quite of the first rank. *It was perfect enchantment,’
he says, ‘to step into the Raphael room, where the great M-
donna standing on the globe shines down upon us, a picture
that far exceeds all one’s imagination, and stands there, the
crown of all pictures.’ The same feeling animated him in 1857
when he wrote in Deutsche Liehe :—* To stand before the Ma-
donna di San Sisto in Dresden, and to allow all the thoughts to
wake in us, which year after year the unfathomable look of the
child has created in ns.'

From reasons of economy he was not always able to spend
his holidays at Dessan with his mother and sister, as we see
from the following little note dated Sylvester Evening, that is

December 31, probably 1839.

Transiation.

‘How often T wish that T were so far advanced that I could myself
earn something to make your life easier—you who deprive yourself
of everything and spare everything to make us happy. But [ will try
tn be more and more diligent, and better, that, as far as 1 can, | may
give you pleasure, which is the only possible return for all your love

and care.’

Max Miiller had to pass his abiturienten examination in the
early spring of 1841 at Zerbst, in order to gain a Dessau schol-
arship for the University. This examination was more scientific
than classical, but he passed easily, taking a first class, and
gained his scholarship such as it was— £6 —a mere trific to
English ideas, but an important help to him. Before the exami-
nation, Dr. Nobbe, the head master of the Nicolai School,
wrote thus of him to his mother : —
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Transiation.
¢I rejoice that I can see him leave this school with testimonials of

moral excellence not often found in one of his years, possessed of
knowledge first rate in more than one subject, and with intellectual
cipacities excellent throughout. May this young mind develop
more and more, and may the fruits of his labours be hereafter a com-
fort to his mother for the sorrows and cares of the past.

For months before leaving school, though only seventeen,
the thonght of the future weighed heavily on him, and he
seems, almost to the time of entering the University, to have
felt uncertain as to the special line of life he should adopt.
Poor and without influence, it was necessary that he should be
in a position to keep himself as soon as he left the University.
The following letter shows how carefully he weighed and con-
sidered the question: —

Translation.

+ I recognized blindly that a free, unfettered life is the best, but did
not reflect sufficiently on the results that might arise- . . ..

i1t would be indeed delightful, and my greatest wish, to be en-
gaged actively as a philologist, and make a cireer at the University.
Hut who can be certain that I shall distinguish myself? and where
there is only mediocrity, this life as a philologist is miserable. Many
struggle on their whole lives here as Tutors (privat-docent) and
never arrive at being full Professors. Such a life costs a great deal,
and how miserable [ should feel, for there is something so uncertain
in it, and one's success depends on how one pleases others by one's
writings and lectures, and a risk of this kind in my circumstances
seems foo great. It is quite certain that I must have an assured sup-
port. On the grounds of prudence 1 consider philology alene as too
uncertain a foundation, but that T wish to work in philology and
philosophy is true. Remember the many works on these subjects
by theologians and doctors. Think of distinguished philologists
who have studied law. This influences me to look round for a cer-
tain position, that I may not attempt to erect an airy building, on a
yet more airy foundation. Medicine is disagreeable to me; 1 am
physically unfit for it. 1 like theology, but it is too unsettled and
occupies too much time. There remains the law, which is certainly
very dry and pedantic; but it may lead to more lively studies, and
it also leaves time for other intellectual employments. One must
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begin everywhere in a small way. If other subjects of culture are
added to the knowledge of law, that helps not a little —so one can
lay the foundations of a satisfying life, for on good fortune or rather
on God's will most things depend.  If we do not forsake Him, He
guides us at last to where we should be, however we may choose
paths where we should like to walk. [ have so far settled to choose
my way, but if another road must be followed, 1 shall not make my-
self unhappy. So do not be anxious about this."

At Easter, 1841, Dr. Nobbe, in his farewell address to the
boys who were leaving the Nicolai School, thus parted with
Max Miiller: —

Transiation.
+| must also mention F, Max Miller from Dessan, 2 highly talented

youth, who has just passed the final examination in his own Duchy,
and who, with far from common endowments, joins the University,
where he will study philology.’

On November 26, 1goo, at the gathering always held in
memory of the old members of the Nicolai School who have
passed away in the year, the Director thus ended his mention
of Max Miiller, ‘he was without any doubt, next to Leibniz,

one of the greatest of our pupils.’
Before leaving the house of Dr. Carus, Max writes to his

mother : —

Translation.

“When [ remember the time that 1 first sent you my birthday greet-
ings from Leipzig and now see that this period of life is nearly over,
I must gratefully acknowledge how good God has been to us in wari-
ous ways, and has given us many compensations. But ahove all,
how grateful we should be that God has preserved you our dear
mother to us, to sweeten for us all that is bitter, to reward all effort.
How 1 rejoice over next year, in which a new existence opens for me,
a higher aim in life floats before me, and I shall have you hoth * with
me. | cannot tell you how I rejoice at the thought of this time,
when | must take another step forwards, and shall again, at all events
for a time, be with my own people.’ ;

Max Miiller’s old friend, Victor Carus, thus sums up his recol-

lections of these schooldays : —
1 His mother and sister,
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#Our chief recreations were pretty regular walks on Sundays during
the summer, and skating in winter, There was no fencing during
ourschool life; it was not allowed. It began at the University; if 1
remember, Max went to the * Fechtboden,” the offical fendng-les-
sons of the University. On the whole there was not much free time
left tous, and we were happy when my parents had some music in the
evening, or when we might amuse ourselves with my fither's pension-
aries. Max was a handsome boy, but not so strikingly so as in later
years. He was rather thin, and gave the impression of a delicate
boy, but he was strong, and not once serjously L'
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University life st Leiprig. Studies. Sanskeit. Friends. University life
at Berlin. Friends. Lectures, Hagedorn, Huamboldt, Hunsen.

Max Minies joined the University of Leipzig in the summer
term, 1841 ; his mother and sister left Dessau and moved to
Leipzig to make a home for him and lessen expenses. They
oceupied an apartment on the third floor of a houvse in Reichels
Garden, then on the very outskirts of the town, now entirely suar-
rounded with houses. The arrangement was a very happy one,
his clever, agreeable mother and pretty sister made his home
bright and pleasant to his many student friends, whilst the
mother wisely did not attempt to interfere with his perfect lib-
erty. Of his studies and the immense variety of lectures he
attended during his first term, Max Miller has given a full
account in the Awiediography. He attended twelve separate
courses of lectures, of which the subjects, except Greek and
Latin, were totally new to him, yet he really worked hard at all
these various subjects, took copious notes, some of which still
exist, and read the books the Professors advised. He had no
one to direct his studies, no father or older friend on whose
advice he could rely. Later on, when he was elected to Her-
mann's Seminary and Haupt's Latin Society, these Professors
gave him valuable help and guidance in his classical studies,
and he did some work for them, It was probably the keen
personal interest taken in him by Brockhaus, that led him
eventually to turn his attention exclusively to Sanskrit. He
entered the University as a philologist, and in the winter term
of 1841—42 he began to study Sanskrit under the then newly
appointed Professor, partly compelled, he says, by the charm

1 C
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of studying something which his friends and fellow-students did
not know. It was only in his last term at Leipzig that he first
approached the subject he was to make so peculiarly his own,
the hymns of the Rir-eeda,

During his time at the University, Max saw but little of his
ald friend Victor Carus. Dr. Carus had married again, and his
house was in a distant part of Leipzig from that where Max
Miiller lived, and as the friends were studying totally different
subjects they never met in the lecture rooms. Professor Carus
writes: * I cannot tell you anything of Max's life as a student ;
the difference of our studies led us to different occupations,
friendships, and ways.! Max Mdller's chief friends were Theo-
dore Fontane, so well known later as a novel writer, and Prowe,
afterwards a master at the chief school at Thorn, with whom
he formed an intimate friendship. Fontane gives an interesting
account of a Literary Society which they frequented ; it was a
society of Leipzig poets, and to it belonged among others Fon-
tane himself, Prowe, Wolfssohn, and Max Miller.

Translation.

¢ All made themselves a name in the small or great world. Inthe
really great world, indeed, only one, the last named. Wolfssohn on
certain points gave the tone to our society. We others were all
young people of average attainments; Wolfssohn, on the contrary,
was a refined man of the world.  But the great feature of our club, of
course from what he became afterwards, was Max Miller. He could
have rvalled Wallssohn on his own gropnd, that of social distinction,
perhaps even beaten him, had he not been too young, only seventeen
years of age. Feeling this, he kept himself in the background, and
confined himself chiefly to following with the shrewd bright face of
asquirrel our rodomontades on freedom, relative to our plans © pour
calbuter toute I'Enrope.” Only now and then he himsell shot off a
small arrow. When the Journal for the Elegant World, which we
always called for short “ The Elegant,” changed its editor, and ap-
pointed Heinrich Laube in the place of Gustav Kithne, Muller said,
good-humouredly,

Was sich Kiihne nicht erkithnt,
Wird sich Laube nicht erlanben.?
1 Impossible to translate, from the play an the names,
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¢ On the whole he went his own waty, both in small and great matters.
He was very much loved and respected in our drcle, and that not
only beciuse, as we all knew, he had been a pattern scholar at schoal,
but above all as the son of his distinguished father. That he would
in the eyes of the world far surpass his father, we naturally never
dreamt in those days.’

Fontane seems to have left Leipzig for Dresden in 1842, and
a few of Max Miiller's letters to him are still extant,

Transiation.

‘As dumb as a fish dear Fontane. To what purpose does the Leip-
zig milway go daily when you won't even take the trouble to send
me a few lines, especially as Lately you have had so moch that you
might have imparted to me. For some time it has not been wise to
mention your name to me, and yet there was so much in my heart
that | wanted to say to you, 1 hope you have not been idle, but will
soon give us something good and new., How would it be if we wrote
a novel together? There are many such. The other partner must
alter nothing, and it is of the utmost importance to carry on the mu-
tual thoughis adroitly. 1 have written a great deal lately, but only
prose. My new pame is Max Dessaver, under which name you will
find several things in the Planet, ie. several very poor things, for 1
must not give much of my time to them."

Max Miiller speaks here of *writing a great deal.’ Various
small papers of the day published in Leipzig, The Comet, The
Hlanet, The Sheoling Star, &c., contain small tales by Max Des-
sauer, decidedly sentimental, and giving little promise of his
future power of description and clearness of expression. There
is, however, one set of papers written in 1843, Camera Obseura
from Beriin, which are far in advance of the tales, and are full
of clever, sarcastic remarks on Berlin ways and manners, and
the frivolous fife of the Berlin people of that time, always amus-
ing themselves and always full of chatter and gossip.

In the Awiodiography Max Miiller tells us of three duels he
fought during his three years at the University of Leipzig, and
justifies these affairs as the only means of keeping the rougher
elements found in every German University in order. He was
greatly surprised in after ycars when he fist visited Oxford to
hear that duels were as unknown there as they were unnecessary.

Ca
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On September 1, 1843, Max Miiller passed his examination
for the degree of Phil. Doc. He did not tell his mother that
he meant to offer himself for examination so soon, for fear of dis-
appointing her by failure. Too poor to buy the necessary dress
coat for the pccasion, he borrowed one.  He passed with ease,
and his mother must have felt rewarded for all her efforts and
cares, when her son, still three months under twenty, laid his
card, Dr. Max Miiller,in her lap. Among her papers after her
death the following was found copied from some English book :
‘The tie of mother and son, of widowed mother and only son,
the tie unlike all others in the world, not only in its hlessedness,
but in its divine compensation.' It would seem from the fol-
lowing letters written just afterwards that he had been far from

well all the summer, probably overworked.

Transiation. September, 1843,

s Dizar FONTANE, — 1 can well imagine that you have often cursed
me not a little as T gave no sign of life for such a lang time; but
Moardus excuset Roweinens and 1 will add, Nisf fioweo excusal seorfie!
I hope you have carried on your Latin studies so far as to compre-
hend the deep meaning of these words; and if a lLiuman beare still
heats in your breast, you must pity me, poor wretch, for having spent
neardy the whole vacation in a nervous fever, sp that 1 must stay
almost the whole of next Term here in Leipzig. 1t is ill-luck, you
will agree. Well, one could almost despair, but where's the good
of it? 1 have quietly unpacked my books and things fgain, and sit
in Reichel's Garilen, up three flights, up which I have to climb with
many gasps. 1 am in Leipaig fmcopndis, for 1 had already paid my
farewell visits everywhere, and altogether feel no inclination for
society.’

To THE SAME.
January 4 1844

¢ Just lately 1 have heen busy with a new edition of the Griechen-
Lieder,) and 1 wrote a preface to it, as [ have incloded the hitherto
unpublished poems and the hymn to Raphael Ridgo. 1 was very
much annoyed that the preface could not be printed, as what |
thought of most in the new edition was to excite a feeling of con-
tempt for those who by their policy of friendship brovght the strug-

1 The first edition of his father's poems In which lie wns personally conearned.
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gles of a whole people for liberty to an end: or at least to invite
sympathy for a betrayed country, But if the reader welcomes the
poems, as belonging to the past, no reference to the present would
find favour in his eyes, and [ must satisfy myself with giving a sim-
ple literary notice.  You see there is nothing left but to avoid all liv-
ing subjective topics, and take refuge in the objective past. So I have
picked out a work from hoary antiquity and my first Ogws will soon
appear, a German translation of the oldest Indian collection of
fables. You will find many acquaintances of childhood’s days, from
Gellert, La Fontaine, &c., and the interesting thing is that one can
follow the wanderings of these fables, through twenty different lan-
guages from the oldest to the most recent times, a work which [ am
reserving for another time. Wolfssohn has quite disappeared, and
of Schavenburg I know little except that he is closely watched in

Berlin.'

The Fransfation of the Hitdpadésa was brought out in
March, 1844 ; the book is dedicated to Brockhaus. Townrds
the end of his University career at Leipzig, Prince Wilhelm of
Dessau, who had in 1840 married Emilie his mother's cousin,
expressed a wish to adopt Max Miiller, and put him into the
Austrian Diplomatic Service. 1 at once said no,' he tells us
in the Awfebiography, ‘it seemed to interfere with my freedom,
with my studies, with my ideal of a career in life.’

Max had long felt an ardent wish to go for a year to Berlin
to study Sanskrit under Bopp, but more especially Philosophy
under Schelling. He wanted also to examine the collection of
Sanskrit MSS. which the king of Prussia had just bought in
England from the excentors of Robert Chambers. His sister
had been married in February of this year to a young physician,
Dr. Krug, and had removed to Chemnitz ; and it was settled
that the mother shoold live there with the young couple, rather
than with her son at Berlin, Max Miller had his scholarship
for one year more, but it was only forty thalers (£6), and in
this year (December, 1844) he would come of age, and the
pension of a hundred thalers (£ 15), granted to his mother at
the time of his father's death, would be reduced to hall. How
Max Miller, when away from his mother, was able to live, is
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certainly a puzzle, but life then in Giermany was extraordinarily
cheap ; during a hard winter the firing for the family cost about
twopence a day, and everything else was in proportion. So in
March, 1844, the little home in Reichel's Garden was broken
up, and the mother started for Chemnitz. On his last evening
at Leipzig, which had been his home, more or less, since 1836,
Max Miiller writes to his mother : —

Translation. Lerrzic, March, 1844

My pEAR LITTLE MoTier,—I had meant to write to you first
from Berlin, when [ had settled myself there, but 1 know you will be
glad to get a letter from me sooner. How often we two (M. M. and
Prowe) thought of and pitied you! [ am sure it wasan uncomfort=
ahle journey. We were very tired, but yet went late to bed. From
the Post-house we went to Reichel’s Garden. We went up into the
old rooms, where we had passed many happy hours all together. 1t
looked very desolate, and we went home where we had tea, and were
much better for it, and talked till past eleven. I was glad when 1
woke early to think of you three happy and comfortable together in
Chemnitz. 1 am full of delight at the thought of Perlin, and there
1 shall find a letter from my dear mother. Take good care of your-
self, and do not do too much. Prowe sends many affectionate mes-
sages. Write soon to— Your Max.?

The following letter was written soon after he arrived in
Berlin: —

To His MoTHER.

Translation. Berrs, April 15, 1844,

¢ You have no doubt been expecting a letter from me sooner, and
will have thought I was long ago settled in Berlin. But you know
haw it is in Dessau, how one is kept day after day, and so I only got
here a few days ago, and have as yet done nothing but hunt for lodg-
ings. Every thing was very pleasant at Dessau, but it took some
time before 1 found the various people at home. I went first to the
Chamberlain, from whom 1 hoped to hear something definite as to
the Leopold Stipendium.? Unfortunately he gave me no hope, nor
did Bernhorst or Morgenstern. They were all very kind, and ac-
cepted the Hitdpadésa. Bernhorst had told the Duke 1 was in

1 A stipendium founded by the Dake for poor scholars, and which Max Miil-
ler hopedl he might have when his scholarship ceased.
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Dessau, and came himself to tell me the Duke would see me. So on
Wednesday early 1 went to the Pater Patriae, who talked to me a
long time, but of the stipendium or of other arrangements not a syl-
lable. Then I went to Friulein Rath, who told me I was to see the
Duchess the next day.  She too was most gracioons and kind, asked
me why 1 did not go to England, and 1 told her every thing most
openly, but it produced no resuft.  When I went to Advocate Rich-
ter, I could not but tell him my position, after the next, that is the last,
payment of my scholarship.  You see, dear mother, I have spared no
pains, [ must sce now how | can help myself. [ drew fifty thalers
from my savings bank. T left Dessau at two o'clock, and arrived in
Berlin about seven. Uncle and aunt Hake said at once | was to stay
with them as long as I liked, whilst 1 looked for a really nice room.
I have done that most consclentionsly, for to-day and yesterday [ have
seen at least forty. [ am very tired with all this running abouat, and
long for a quiet settled life. 1 shall not pay any visits till 1 am settled,
but when will that be?'
April 17,

] have found a room, a few yards from Unter den Linden. The
house s clean and light, and | like my room very much. 1 give for
it and service and cleaning boots, six thalers (18r.) a month. Itis
nicely furnished, and the people of the house are clean and respect-
ahle. —Your Max.®

It is evident from his letters to his mother and his diary that
the early part of his time at Berlin was most agreeable, He
went into society more than he had done at Leipzig, and was
fortunate in having the emérée of several very pleasant houses,
chief among which was the house of Hensel the artist, married
to Mendelssohn's favourite sister Fanny. The Krilgers, con-
nexions of his own (he was also an artist), were very kind to
the young student, and he dined there every Sunday, unless he
had any other invitation. His aunt, Julie Hake, also had him
to dinner every week. At Berlin, Max Miiller began keeping a
journal, and continued it fairly regularly till August. He seems
to have dined, when not asked out, at a restaurant, where he
paid sixpence for his dinner, which he reports as good. He
matriculated as a theologian | Soon after, he writes: * Worked
early, but could not concentrate myself’; and adds the same
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evening, * Dreaming, and a little poetry, and a very little work.
1 must work more in future.’ A few days later he paid his first visit
to the Library in search of Sanskrit MSS. which he seems to have
been unable to see owing to the absence of the Head Librarian.

Towards the end of April he met Fontane as an Imperial
Grenadier at Kosch's where he dined. ‘He came to me at
five and we talked of many things, and finally of the Divine and
Human. He is a fine fellow, and has to submit to a good deal.’

Fontane writes of these times : —

‘1 had a strong affection for Miiller from the first at Leiprig, but
we becme really intimate only three years later, when we were both
for & time in Berlin, he at his Sanskrit stodies, T as & Kalser Franz
Grenadier. He lived then on the third floor of a corner house, close
to the Werder'sche Church, where he, greatly to his own satisfaction,
lodged with a shoemaker. If only the workshop had not been next
his ropm! The beating of leather went on the whole day long, and
Miiller would have lost all patience, but for the wonderful view. The
whole town lay like a panorama before him, especially the royal pal-
ace with its beautiful pardens. To look at this was a real solace, and
he held out against the nolse.  He already gave promise of becoming
some ane, and rejoiced in being in especial favour with Friedrich
Riickert, who in these years, yielding to the King's wish, gave lectires
at the University, Max Miiller was then translating among other
works, Kalidisa's Clowd Mersenger, 10 1 owe all T know of Russian
Literature to Wolssahn, 1 owe to Miller what little T learnt abont
Sanskrit poetry.  He still showed the same, not ironical, but kindly,
mischievous, temperament which he already possessed in Leipzig.’

Max Miller had expected great things from Schelling, and
in a letter to his mother thus describes his first visit to the

great philosopher : —

Transiation.

¢ | went to announce myself. He receives people at foor o'clock.
I had not expected much, for T had heard how he had dismissed
Jellinick, but | was more fortunate. I asked him if he would con-
tinue to lecture next Term on the Philosophy of Revelation. He
said he could not decide yet; therefore probably only a private lec-
ture again, Then I spoke to him of my time in Leipzig, of Weiss
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and Brockhaos, and then we came round to Indian Philosophy. Here
he allowed me to tell him a good deal. 1 especially dwelt on the
likeness between Sankhya and his own system, and remarked how
an inclination to the Vedinta showed itself. He asked what we
must understand by Vedinta, how the existence of God was proved,
how God created the world, whether it bad reality. He has been
much occupied with Colebrooke’s Essays, and he seemed to wish to
learn more, a8 he asked me if I could explain a text. Then he
asked where 1 was living, knew my father as Greek poet, and a
worker on Homer, and at last dismissed me with “Come again
soon,” offering to do anything he could for me.

The following letters give his mother a pleasant account of
his life ; —
Translation May, 1844.

¢ Hensel's house i a delightful resort to me, and she is especially
friendly. [ go there oftener than [ can really spare the time; they
are always sending me invitations. [ was there last Saturday, and
they asked me to dinner the next day. [ went at twelve, for a large
miusical matinde ; they sang the choruses of the Awfigone. Then I
stayed in the garden with the tutor, and we played with Hensel a
sort of ninepins; then came dinner, and they asked me to refurn in
the evening, as Oehlenschliger, the German poet, was coming to
them, so | spent nearly the whole day there. I have not played there
yet, a5 she has not asked me to do so, but when 1 told her 1 wanted
io hire a piano, cheap but not bad, she offered to lend me an Eng-
lich one, on which she used to play. He too is most friendly, and
has given himself a great deal of trouble to get leave from the Min-
ister for me to have the MSS. to use in my own room, which 1 hope
will soon be granted. The Hakes too are very kind, and 1 cn
always dine there, Mondays and Thursdays. 1 have called besides
on Bopp — Professor Hifer, who will review my Hitfpadésa : Dr.
Kuhn, another Sanskritist, to whom Brockhaus recommended me ;
Professor Petermann, whose lectures on the history of Oriental Lit-
erature I attend ; Professor Schott, with whom 1 Jearn Persian; anil
1 think everything will go well. 1 am also going to Schelling, from
which my purse suffers. 1 have not had time to call again on * Bet-
tina." As friends I have Vogel and Fontane, whom 1 seldom see
except at dinner. At home I only have bread and butter. I drink
coffie without milk or sngar, 1 have just received ten coples of the
Griechenlicder ; they are very well printed. So you see Ido very
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well here, and nothing Is wanting but my dear little mother. Now
write soon, but don’t say again you do not like Chemnitz; a con-
tented spirt is bappy anywhere. In the Hitdpadisa il says, * To
the man who has leather shoes on, the whole world is covered with

leather." '
Franslatios. May 22.
Four days in the weck I have lectures at eight; the woman
cleans my room, then 1 stay at home till 1.30, and then dine close
here. Then some days [ have a lecture at four o'clock, and I am
very glad to be living so close to the University, and shall be more
so when the real Berlin heat begins.’

Translation. May 28.

41 have just come from Hensel's. As you see, [ am a preity con-
stant guest. They are really so good to me, and it is the only house
where 1 feel “you would fike to go there,” penerally one feels = you
suest go there.” You say, you are glad that I don't work so hard ;
I can't quite understand that, for I often don’t know what 1 should
begin first, when I think of the future and on 0 much which I still
have to do, before I can take any rest. . . . 1 do not often see any
papers, as the public reading-rooms are so dear; in this respect you
are better off in Chemnite.

Max Miiller seems soon to have found out the expense of
the life at Berlin, and the old doubts whether he could afford

the life of a scholar revived, On June 26 he writes to his
mother : —

Transfation.

4] must make the most of my time in Berlin, as I cannot stay here
more than a year, unless I can find some chance of lessening my
expenses, Where | am to go next Easter is not at all certain, [ hesi-
tate between Paris, Vienna, and Bonn.. 1 am attracted to Vienna
by the thought of studying Persian and Turkish, for which there are
better means than in Paris, and they are certainly necessary should
I ever have the chance of employment in the East. You can fancy
that these plans often disturb me, as for the nearest future I have no
certain prospect; and the University course is so expensive and
wearisome, that 1 cannot reckon on it, as generally for the first three
years, that is six years after leaving school, one is not admitted to
anything. Well, one must console oneself with the lilies of the
field 1
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Two days later he writes in his Diary: ‘I cannof give up
Sanskrit though it holds out no prospect for me.' Over and
over again come the entries in his Diary: ‘All day at home,'
‘no dinner,’ * dinner of stirred eggs’ (which he prepared him-
gelf) — *work till 3 A’

At this time he began Bengali, * which may perhaps be useful
to me later, and is now for comparison with the low Indian dia-
lects. 1 attend Schelling's course more diligently and with great
interest ; his philosophy has something Oriental about it. lam
translating the Kesidéa [panivhad for him with great diligence.'

The term at Berlin which had begun so cheerily was now
drawing to an end. Max Miiller had not found pupils or suffi-
cient employment in copying Sanskrit MSS. to cke out his
small stipend, and just before returning to Chemnits he wrote
almost despairingly to his mother,

Translation, Aug. 19.

¢] am longing to be away from Berlin, to get a thorough change
of thought, as I really think I had every chance here of becoming a
confirmed hypochondriac. This is no mere transitory feeling, but
it is founded on my circumstances, which have cost me many sad
thoughts latterly, [ acknowledge that the plan of life I had formed
is not to be realized; that it is difficult for me to part with all these
favourite ideas you can well imagine. And yet I see that it would
be folly in my circumstances to attempt a University career. You
tell me that 1 still have 8oo Thaler? (£120), but this would only
just last till 1 had settled where to live, and that [ should then have
the prospect of living for five years as a Privatdocent (tutor) with-
out any stipend from Government. 1 should therefore in this way
study on to starve, just in order not to give up an iden, which 1 had
taken up for my own pleasure, and to which I had sacrificed much
money and time, Had 1 more courmge or only anywhere a firm
point to cling to, I could perhaps still try my chance, but as it is,
nothing remains for me but to become a sensible schoolmaster,
which at all events gives one bread and butter.  You will feel that a
certain amount of resignation is needed for such a decizion, and
therefore 1 rejoice all the more at the thought of the next few weeks
which will repay me for many sad hours.'

1 Some money left by 'W. Miiller, and religiously guarded by his mother to
siart him in Hfe.
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He spent the vacation at Chemnitz, where the society of his
mother and sister cheered and encouraged him. It is not clear
how he found funds to finish his counrse at Berlin, but he prob-
ably used part of the small patrimony already alluded to.

He returned to Berlin early in October, and soon after his
return received the pleasant news that in answer to an appeal
from his mother for a prolongation of the full pension for a
time, the Duke had granted it for another five years. The
Diuke's letter was an encouragement to the young scholar to
persevere in his chosen path.

Transiation.

¢ According to your petition of the twenty-eighth of last month 1
have ordered that the pension granted you of & hundred thaler shall
be continued in full for the next five years, till 1849 inclusive. 1
hope that your promising son may continue to give you as much
cause for joy as hitherto, and [ gladly take this opportunity to assure
you of my special good wishes.

¢ Dessau, Qef. 10, 1844. Leororn.’
He writes to his mother again on October 24 1 —
Translafion. BERLIN.

T hope you make yourself as happy in the backstream of life
a5 I do. As 1 sit here in my garret and for days together see
no one [ know, | fancy mysel{ as a bird alons in its nest on a tall
tree, and Leipzig, Chemnite, and Dessau appear perfect Eldorados.
But | am quite happy and amuse myself, by myself, as far as possi-
ble. But I must tell you how I kept your birthday, I thought the
Hakes would have invited me that we might drink your health
together; but as they did not, I invited Fontane for the evening,
who brought a friend, and we brewed punch, set your picture on
the table, and drank your health right joyously. 1 have heard from
Dessau that I cannot have the Scholarship for a seventh term.
Well, I have enough for the present, and 1 think of the hirds in the
sky; they have no fire yet they don't freeze, but I do freeze.’

This term Max Miiller does not seem to have attended many
lectures, but worked in his room on Pili and Hindustani and
on translations from the Sanskrit. He finished his translation
of the Meghadita, and submitted it both to Rickert and
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Brockhavs, His MS, with Riickert's notes in pencil, still
exists ; and Brockhaus wrote to him as follows: —

Translation.
+ 4] have read your translation with the greatest delight. You have
conquered a great difficuity, and reproduced this peculiar artificial
poetry in intelligible, and at the same time, poetic langoage. You
have wisely omitted many isolated lraits in order to preserve the
principal picture, and to give the reader not accustomed to such pie-
tures & clear idea of the whole. Your idea appears to me almaost
everywhere the right one. In a few places, I should take a different
view, but you have been able to use explanatory materials with which
I am not acquainted, and which, no doubt, justify you in many

points.’

"Towards the end of November the old family friend Baron
Hagedorn suddenly appeared in Berlin, and invited Max
Miiller to stay with him in Paris, to carry on his Sanskrit work.
Baron Hagedorn was born near Dessau in the hotise of a
forester, where his mother left him and never returned. It was
evident that his parents were wealthy, as a large sum was yearly
paid by a banker in Frankfort for his maintenance. As a
schoolboy he had been boarded with Frau Klausnitzer, the
mother of the Cousin Emilie so often mentioned in Max
Miillers letters, and thus became the intimate friend of the

family.
Max writes on his twenty-first birthday to tell his mother of

his unexpected happiness : —

Transiation. e 6.

¢My DearLY Loven Moruer, — As I am sitting here quite alone
on my birthday (the twenty-first) T miist give myself at least the
delight of writing to these who love me so, and whom I dearly love.
And first of all comes my darling little mother. My best thanks for
your love and goodness, which in many things is far too great. |
have written to Frau Rath to ask for a letter of introduction from the
Duchess 1o Alexander von Humboldt. Very soon after, Frau Rath
wrote in the most friendly way, sending me the Duchess's letter. 1
left this with my gard for Humboldt. The other day I passed balf
an hour with him, and a few days later came a letter from him saying
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1 should have the Sanskrit MSS. at home, which ever since Easter
I had begged for in vain from the Minister. As to my Meghadifa,
it has been a long time with Professor Brockhaus in Leipzig, who
has at last returned it. [ then gave it to Riickert, with whom 1 am
Irarning Persian, and who remembers my father with great affection.
He has given me many valuable hints with regard to versification,
and even improved several of the verses himself. [ shall send it in
a few days to Mayer Wigand, as [ should like to see it printed
before [ leave for Paris, 1 wish I could see you, darling mother, and
talk aver all the unexpected and undeserved kindness that has heen
shown me. 1 went Thursday early to Hagedorn, and we talked over
everything ; and the result is he has asked me to go to Paris with
him, to live with him there and work. o in about four weeks from
to-day | shall be in Paris. Hagedorn will tell you all this himself
more fully. The only thing to settle is, shall I come for a few dayvs
to Chemnitz before 1 start. As you can fancy, I should ke to do
so very much, only 1 am afraid it would give us more pain than

pleasure.’

During the short time Max Miiller still passed in Berlin after
receiving the letter of introduction from the Duchess of Dessan,
he must have seen Humboldt often enough to impress the great
man most favourably : for on November 27, 1844, Chevalier
Bunsen, then Prussian Minister in London, wrote to his friend

Archdeacon Hare : —

i] have received from a highly respected quarter ! a very strong
recommendation of a young man of twenty-two (o) years of age,
much thought of by Schelling. He has made himself known by a
new edition of the Hitdpadésa from the Sanskrit, and Is a general
scholar altogether distinguished. He desires to live some years in
England. He is the son of the celebrated poet and philaloger
Wilhelm Miiller (author of the Grischen-Licder and Rimische Rite-

relfen), of high moral character, and as far as 1 know of serious
convictions.”

In quoting this letter in the Life of her distinguished hus-
band, Baroness Bunsen adds:—

1 i.r, Humbaldt, and also Baroness Stolzenberg, who herself wrote 0 Bunsen
aboul her young cousin, ;

']
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+This is the first indication of an important event in the life of
Dunsen, the acquintance which at once became warm friendship
with Dr. Max Miiller, now Professor at Oxford ; and his approach
is hailed as the rising of a beneficent luminary on the horizan. The
kindred mind, their sympathy of heart, the unity in highest aspira-
tions, a congeniality in principle, a fellowship in the pursuit of
favoarite objects which attracted and bound Bunsen to his young
friend, rendered this connexion one of the happiest of his life."

But nearly two years were to pass before Max Miller met
this friend, patron, and benefactor; whose kindly influence
was to alter the course of his whale life.



CHAPTER III
18451846

Paris. Lonely, struppling life. Gathy, Burnoof, Ripvesls. Rachel,
Dvarkanath Tagore, Boehtlingk,

ArcunEacoy Hagre lost no time in responding to the letter
of November 27 from Chevalier Bunsen, for we find a note
from Max Miiller to the Chevalier dated  Chemnitz, January 1,
1845, which implies that one, if not more letters had already
passed between them as to a tutorship in an English family,
suggested by the archdeacon. But we will leave Max to tell
his own further story in his Diary.

Tranalation. Boxw, March 6, 1845.

*Once more a new change In my life, and once more an attempt
at something definite. My stay in Berlin is over; I have made
many and influential friends there— Schelling, Riickert, Humbaldt,
Bopp, Jacobi, Mendelssohn, My views of life become clearer and
more sensible, my inner life more active and more independent of
outward circumstances. There was not much to be gained in
knowledge in Berlin; the learned men are too learned, too reserved,
and do not attempt to gain any influence ; and even the treasures
of the Library were long closed to me, till a word from Humboldt
put an end to the constant refusals of the librarian Pertz and the
Minister. In December Hagedorn came to Berlin and asked me to
stay with him in Paris, and just then I received an offer to go as a
tutor to London. Great indecision. At length decided on Paris
and its pleasant independence, though at the same time I did not
refuse all other possible offers. 1 had a longing for Paris, and 1
goon went to Chemmnitz. saw Hagedorn in Dessau, where he was
dawdling. [ was some time in Chemnite and had a good deal of
society, balls, sledge-parties, &c., but not a word from Hagedom.
So 1 started at last for Dessau, not fecling much confidence in Hage-
dorn.  When we met we got on very well and settled everything.

3%
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On February 26 | started for Pars, In Chthen the train was
stopped by the snow, and we returned by extra post to Dessau.
Here Hagedomn found business letters which kept him. At last,
March 3, | started alone for Hanover. The 4th to Elberfeld; at
night by post to Deutz, arriving early in Cologne ; railway to Bonn
Table d'hote in Hotel de Tréves; two English families, whom 1
could not understand ; very cross.  Afternoon to Lassen, not very
interesting talk; five o'clock, lecture by Dahlmann on Publicity,
Coming of Age, Jury, &c.; very remarkable, quiet, no gesticulations,
{rrefutable, convincing, a skilful man. In Bonn the old topies still
going on — Cathalicism, the Holy Coat, and Protestantism.’
Parms, March 15.

My journey is happily over. [ left Bonn on the 6th for Cologne,
and started on the 8th for Brussels ; here | found myself already in
the midst of French, which I found very troublesome. 1 stayed the
night. On the gth I started at three o'clock with the train.  On the
way difficulties with the Douane and my passport; the 1oth at three
o'clock I arrived in Paris.

Max Muller has himself given us an amusing account of
his difficulties on his arrival in Paris, owing to Hagedorn hav-
ing failed either to write or appear ; and though he stayed in
Paris till June, 1846, as Hagedorn never came he lived at his
own expense in Hagedorn's rooms, instead of being his friend’s
guest as was at first arranged.  If he found economy necessary
in Berlin, it was far more so in Paris, where soon after his
arrival he says, I am spending a lot of money ;' though in
his carefully kept accounts there are very few entries but for
dinner — for which, unless he went “ hors la barriere,’ he had
to pay two francs — and copying paper, the amount of which
shows how hard he was working.  His life was very lonely ; he
at first knew hardly any one but some of the employés at the
Library, and he says, March 17, “I feel very lonely and for-
saken, and of Pars I see nothing; ' and again, * Great inertia
and fatigue, and ont of spirits, no inclination for work;' and
vet he writes cheerily to his mother not to distress her: —

Trawslation, Panis, Aprid 10, 1845,

4 OFf gourse T have heard nothing from Hagedorn, and therefore do

not expect to see him very soon, But it i well 1 did not further
L D



34 HARD WORK IN PARIS [ch. m
postpone my journey, for Humboldt being here has been of the

atest use to me, and he poes away now very soon. He is
Kindness itself, and is even thonght more of in Paris than in Berlin,
It is very difficult to get leave here to take out MSS. to work at at
home, and the Prussian Minister, under whose protection | am here
— far in Paris no one has heard of such a land as Anhalt Dessan —
is 5o stupid that he has never given his guarantee for such a purpose,
whilst all other ambassadors, even the Turkish, are constantly doing
g0, Humboldt knew this, but told me he thought I should find his
own guaraniee considered quite satisfactory ; and it is quite troe. 1
soon had the MSS. in my hands, and was treated in so friendly a
way by all the employés, that | was quite astonished, till at last 1
was told, # Vous Etes si vivement recommandé par M. Humboldt, il
o'y a pas une meilleure recommendation.”  As 1o the printed books
I have not yet got the permit, but hope soon to do so, though this is
maore difficult; leave is seldom given, and all Paris, learned and not
learned, sit in the reading room, packed like herrings, and read there.
I have been now for some time in full swing of work, and only wish
there were more strength in the machine, for there is endless work
to be done here.  You will wish for a description of my life; that is
soon given. I getup early, have breakfast, f.r. bread and butter, no
coffee. I stay at home and work till seven, go out and have dinner,
come back in an hour and stay at home and work till 1 go to bed.
So you see 1 know nothing of Paris but from my appetite, which has
got over fts first astonishment at the excellence of everything, and
now rather wonders that the Paris restaurants are so renowned. But
one thing I have seen, that is, that everything in Paris is terribly
expensive.  With 12,000 franes & year one could live here nicely;
I am afraid I shall hardly work my income up to that. Iam on the
whaole well, though | must five most economically and avoid every
expense not actually necessary. The free lodging is an immense
help, for unless one lives in a perfect hole, one must pay 50 or 60
francs a month and 1o francs for service, 6o francs dinner, jo francs
breakfast ; this makes 160 francs a month without light and fire, or
washing and clothes; nearly 2,000 francs a year. Theatres, cafés, &c.,
are very dear, particularly for foreigners, who don't know how to
manage; so | have not been to any theatre, except one evening,
when 1 had to pay 2 francs for a cup of chocolate 1 thought “Never
again,” But don't think I have nothing to amuse me. 1 can only
say one walk on the Boulevards is far better than two evenings at
the Chemnitz theatre. [t is a strange feeling to be so entirely strange
among the thousands of faces that pass by one, and for interesting
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observation there Is no place like this. How often I say to myself,
#(Qh, if mother were only here.” Yesterday and to-day are called in
the serjous world Holy Thursday and Good Friday ; here they are
called Longchamps, and all Paris is driving out through the Champs
Elysées in their finest clothes, but looking miserable in this cold.
The hero of the day is General Tom Thumb; the Rue Richelien is
blocked the days he receives ; the aristocracy vie with each other in
running after him, and of course Louis Philippe at their head. I have
seen both heroes withoot paying — Tom Thumbin his carriage, which
is about as big as a child's go-cart, and the king to-day for the first
time when 1 erossed the Place du Carrousel just as they were on
parade, and the old king was riding round bare-headed with all his
suite. 1 was only twenty paces from him; he has a very character-
istic face, full, with thick grey curly hair, but in spite of his dignity
something cunning and crafty in his eyes. I see his likeness buot
too often, that is whenever | have to pay away a fivefranc piece,
which, alas! happens frequently. By-the-by 1 have just paid go
francs for books, what do you say to that? Gathy! sent me one
day a ticket for a concert, where 1 saw the Aeax monde of Paris; he
is most friendly to me. Twice a week I go to lectures at the Collige
de France. It is some way off ; but they are very good, and 1 pay
nothing and 1 hear French spoken, for wnich otherwise I have
hardly any opportunity. But enough of my life here, which, if on
the whole very simple, keeps me in good spirits as you see, and at
all events does not as yet interfere with my work. But you can
fancy that in this utterly strange land I sometimes feel lonely and
forsaken, and would gladly find myself for a few hours in Chemnits
with you all. But the best cure for such thoughts is continuous
work, and that [ have. And then when 1 think of you all 1 feel I
am not so far from you; I know all you would say to me if I were
sitting with you; and that you are often in your thoughts saying to
me.  Separation loses its bitterness when we have faith in each
other and in God.  Faith in each other keeps us close together in
lifie, and faith in God keeps us together in eternity. But I see 1 am
talking Sanskrit philosophy instead of simply telling you not to be
unbappy, not to make yourself and others uneasy, but try to enjoy
life in this lovely spring weather, whether in Chemnite or Diresden.
How gladly I would have put something in the letter for Auguste's
birthday from the Paris shops, for the sight of the spleadid and
tastefully arranged windows is most tempting. But, alas ! my purse

1 His childhood™s friend.  See 5.
Da
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suffers from chronic consumption ; you know this family complaint,
which has followed me to Paris.’

Max Miller's first visit to Burnoufl was paid on March 20,
and was the beginning of a friendship to which he looked
back with affectionate gratitude to the last year of his life.

JoURNAL.

Transiation.

‘Went to Burnouf, spiritual, amiable, thoroughly Freach. He
received me in the most friendly way, talked a great deal, and all he
said valuable, not on ordinary topics but on special. I managed
hetter in French than I expected. “1 am a Erahman, 2 Buddhist,
a Zoroastrian: I hate the Jesuits * —that is the sort of man. lam
looking forward to his lectures.'

Max Miiller describes his teacher as

s Small, his face decidedly German, only lighted up with a constant
sparkle which is distinctively French. 1 must have seemed very
stupid to him when I tried to explain what | really wanted to do in
Paris. He told me afierwards that he could not make me out at
first. His lectures were on the Adgweda, and opened a new world
to me. He explained to us his own researches, he showed us new
MSS. which he had received from India, in fact he did all he could

to make us fellow-workers.

In Bumoufs select class Max Miller met men who, many
of them, remained his firm friends through life, as Barthélemy-
St. Hilaire, the Abbé Bardelli, Thomas Goldstiicker, and a few
others. Max Miller survived them all. When he was in Paris
for the Centenary of the Institute in 1895 he paid a long visit
to Barthélemy-St. Hilaire, finding him, as had been his custom
for years, sitting by lamplight and daylight carefully excluded.
The old man, then ninety years of age, died soon after, and his
friend wrote an eloquent and appreciative account of his life
and work in the Fimer of November 29, 18g5.

Max Miiller recalls also a visit to Humboldt, whom he found
at the Collége de France : * His friendliness and true kindness
make me feel quite shy ; I hardly know what to say. *“If you
were only a little more practical in your views," he said, which
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startled me. He then wrote a long letter to Reinaud and gave
me his Cosmor to read, and left me with reiterated assurances
of his wish to help me.’

Max seems to have gone through a good deal of dmdgery
in mastering French, and often took refuge with Gathy, *to
make up by talking German the tortures I suffer in talking
French,! Another day he says, 1 did hardly anything but
study this abominable language, how much time 1 have wasted
on itl yet it is necessary that I should get some fluency in
expressing myself.' Gathy occasionally gave him a concert
ticket, and he speaks of amusing himself by making walks of
discovery about Paris: “and people look at me, and I know no
one ; it seems as if 1 hardly belong to the genus of anfmaux
sociables.!

He appears to have found it difficult at first to decide on the
distinctive work he should take up ; ‘the same life which has
almost become unbearable; I long for work to occupy my
mind.! He read a good deal of French. Balzac: *all his
works that I koow treat of the analysis, the anatomy of love,
before and after marriage ; he knows married life and dissects
it with artistic skill.' Paul de Kock : * colourless babyish read-
ing, often droll, some characters well conceived.! It was the
influence of Burnouf that decided him to take up the hymns
of the Rig-oeda, with the great native commentary of Siyand,
as his distinctive work. ¢ Either study Indian philosophy or
study Indian religion and copy the Hymns and Siyawnd,’ said
Burnouf. To the youth of only twenty-one, knowing hardly
half a dozen people, living alone up five flights of stairs, often
not speaking to a soul for twenty-four hours round, life may well
have seemed dreary ; and yet he never for one moment really
regretted the choice he had made, and his old master, Professar
Brockhaus, gave him constant encouragement. Brockhaus
writes from Leipzig: —

Transiation, Sune 4, 1845,
i You have delighted me very much by the few lines you have sent
me from Paris, from which I see with what active interest you pursue
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your study of Sanskrit. It is very natural that you should turn to the
Vedas with decided preference ; one becomes more and more attached
io these old monuments the more one studies them, and when once
one can survey them as a whole, they make a much more powerful
impression than one would expect from isolated fragments.’

He never allowed his letters to his mother to show the fierce
struggle it was to live.

To His MoTHER.

Transiafion. PaRIs, May 5.

One’s money runs away here, one does not know how, and though
of course it costs one more in the beginning, the daily wants do not
lessen. That I am as saving as possible you may be sure, for it is
my greatest wish to stay here as long as possible, where | have found
so much necessary to my studies. On amusements | have really
spent nothing, and have not yet been to Versailles, or other places
round, though 1 am often tempted when I see the great placards on
the walls; but that is easily set aside if 1 can attain my other object.
I shall not order any summer things, for I need not make myself
smart, that is one advantage of being unknown.'

) TO THE SAME

Transkation. Pants, fuwe 11, 1845.

¢ Have I already told you that 1 am collecting here the materials
for an edition of the oldest Peds, and gather together everything I
can find. This is the oldest and most important book in India, per-
haps the cldest book that exists. The commentary written in San-
skrit fills four falios, each of a thousand pages, which must all be
copied out and compared with other MSS., and this is the most im-
portant and necessary work. Now | must see what I can do—only
health and money, that is the question. I have Jately met a
Sanskrit scholar here who has been three years in Paris, and has
just come back from Landon,  'We have worked a great deal together,
and I have for same weeks been with him day and night, which my
portier takes very ill, and I certainly could not make him understand
that I had been doing nothing but work ; altogether there are odd
rumours about Mansieur Max, as [ am called, who drinks no coffes
early, eats till evening only two dry rolls (the butter is knodked off),
and writes Hedrew the whole day.’

When copying MSS. for others his plan was to work the whole
night through, and the second night only sleep two hours on
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his bed without undressing, the third night to go to bed and
then begin again. He had told his mother nothing of what he
calls in his Diary an abominable time from April 26 to May 4,
when he suffered frightfully and without intermission from tooth-
ache. *I could do nothing, neither write, nor eat, nor go out,
I felt abandoned by every one, no one to pity me or take care
of me.! At length he crawled to Gathy, who sent him to a
dentist. ‘I went home quite exhausted ; the portier and his
danghter took endless care of me when they saw how weak and
suffering I was, and brought me broth and chocolate. It was
a black week." _

All this time no news came from his uncertain friend Hage-
dorn, and his want of money soon began to cause him great
anxiety. ‘It was indeed a hard struggle, far harder than those
who have known me in later life would believe. It was a hard
fight, and cannot have been very good for me physically, but
I do not regret it now ; often did I go without my dinner, being
quite satisfied with boiled eggs, and bread and butter.” He
had chesen his own line, and instead of settling down in Ger-
many as a teacher in some school with a fixed salary, as most
of his friends wished, or going as tutor to England, he had taken
the tiny patrimony still left him after the expenses of the Uni-
versity, and had determined to carry on his beloved Sanskrit
studies. ‘It was in my own hands whether I'should sink or
swim." There is & passage in an American novel, The fncreas-
ing Purpose, by J. A. Allen, which exactly applies to Max Mil
ler's struggles in Paris and London, and the effect on his whole
character for life. One could almost fancy Mr. Allen had known
him. Speaking of a man choosing his work in life, Allen says : —

‘Yet happy ye, whether the waiting be for short time or long time,
if only it bring on meanwhile the struggle. One sure reward you
have then, though there may be none other, just the struggle, and
the marshalling 1o the front of rghtful forces, with effort, endurance,
devotion, the putting resolutely back of forces wrongful, the harden-
ing of all that is soft within, the softening of all that is hard; until
out of the hardening and the softening result the betier tempering
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of the soul's metal, and higher development of those two qualities
which are best in man, and best in his ideal of his Malker, strength
and kindness, power and mercy. Real struggling is itself real living,
and no eanobling thing of this earth is ever to be had by man on
any other terms; . . . a divine end is to be reached, through divine
means, a great work requires a great prepamtion.’

The four years Max Mller spent after leaving his mother at
Leipzig were this time of preparation, by means of a great
struggle, for the brilliant success of his after life.

It is pleasant to read of a little variety in a life of such in-
cessant work, when in October, 1845, a friend took him one
night to the Théitre Francais, where he saw Rachel in Phédre.

Transiativn.

¢ She is a wonderful actress in her own style, but the part of Phidre
is s0 horrible that though one must admire the perfection of repre-
sentation, one has no real enjoyment from it. Then from the begin-
ning to the end Rachel was nothing but a pale shadow whose only
life is passion and despair, but passion which fails in all tragic effect
because it has no influence on one’s own feelings. 1t is a crude and
painful passion with which she is possessed, and in which there is
nothing to awake our sympathy. It is a tragedy which, on the
Greek stage only, could represent men in their struggle with fate,
with blind unalterable fate, which avenges the sin of the father in
the sex of Phidre: if this onc moral motive is wanting, as on the
French stage, the whole loses its deep meaning, and nothing remains
but the sensual longing, which is neither great nor elevating. Then
Rachel stood alone; the other actors were but foils to her.  After
that, so characteristic of the French who like to see everything with-
out feeling anything, came a comedy of Molitre, Le Mfdecin malerd
fuf, which was very well played.’

One maost interesting acquaintance Max Miiller made in
Paris, Dvarkanath Tagore, a rich Hindoo, who, though no
student of ancient Sanskrit himself, took a lively interest in the
young scholar presented to him by Burnouf at the Institut de
France. He invited Max Miller to his house, and they spent
many an hour together talking or enjoying music, for the
Hindoo was a good musician, had a fine voice, and had been
fairly well taught. He liked Max Miiller to accompany him
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when singing either Ttalian or French music. Aftera time he
was persuaded to sing Persian and real Indian music, and when
his hearer confessed that he saw no beauty in it, neither
melody, rhythm, or harmony, his Indian friend lectured him
on the prejudices of western nations, who turn away from all
that is strange and unpleasing to them. Max pacified him by
assuring him that he knew that India possessed a remarkable
seience of music founded on mathematics: He was present at
the great party given by Dvarkanath Tagore 1o Lounis Philippe,
when the room was hung with Indian shawls, afterwards dis-
tributed among the most distinguished guests. It wasat this
time also that Max Miiller saw a good deal of Baron d'Eck-
stein, who employed him frequently in copying MSS, for him.

ATl thiz while Max Mauller was working hard in preparing a
correct text of the Hymns of the Rip-neda, together with a
perfect text of Siyand’s Commentary, and the work was so far
advanced that the question of a publisher had to be considered.
It required a large capital to print and publish a work of six
thousand pages quarto, and at the same time pay the editor
enough to live on. The idea of publication by a publisher at
Kinigsberg, with the help of subscriptions, which is mentioned
in the letters to his mother, and for which a prospectus was
actually printed and circulated from London, was abandoned,
when in the spring of 1847 the East India Company undertook
the tnsk. ‘The following letter to his mother gives an account
of his plans and prospects to the close of 1845.

To H15 MOTHER.
Transfation. Panis, Dee. 23, 1845.

+Vou know on the whole a great deal about my work, but less on
the plans that depend on it. As the printing of the Feds could not
be undertaken by any publisher on account of the cost and length
of the work, I was obliged, though there is no chance of printing for
the next two or three years, to apply to several governments and
academies, to find out how such a work could best be carried out.
I therefore made inquiries through friends in London and 5St. Peters-
burg, and received tolerably reassuring answers from both places.
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In London, Wilson, the father of Sanskrit literature, declared him-
self ready to get the work undertaken by the Unjversity of Oxford ;
but only on condition that he should publish the text of the fis-veds,
and [, in conjunction with other young Sanskrit students, the text of
the Commentary, which is really the most important work, and fills
about eight thousand pages. This, as far as it went, was very well
and a great honour; but as the two other students were léaving Lon-
don, one for Petersburg, the other for Tlblngen, it was necessary [
should settle in London, and for that I have no money. At the same
time Herr Boehtlingk wrote from Petersburg that he could persuade
the Academy to print the work, but with a condition that I worked with
him, and gave up the publication of the text to him. As the publica-
tion of the text is, as [ sald, of little sclentific importance, anly for
the credit of being the first to publish the full text of the Feda, 1
wrote that [ was ready to accept the offer if a sum of money were
promised me, to recoup me for the expense of copying this enarmoos
Commentary, and other books necessary for reference; or that a place
should be found for me in Petersburg, where I should have to live,
which would enable me in a few years to put by enough to repay
myself. To this I have had no answer. At the same time I thought
of Berlin, and wrote to Humbaldt and Bopp, and sent them a detailed
prospectus of my work, and asked if any of the rich funds there could
be applied to printing the Commentary. Humboldt soon sent me a
very kind letter, in which Indeed he gave no definite results, but sajd
he thought it was impossilile in Prussia, and urged me emphatically
to accept the invitation from London, or from Petershurg.  This was
the state of things, when within the last few days [ received from
Hase, one of the sub-librarians of the Bibliothéque Royale, a sugges-
tion to go as tutor with the Bavaran Minister, Baron von Cetto, to
London. Unexpected as the thought was, | at once resolved to do
everything I could to obtain the post, and for the last few days have
been in communication with the Baron, who is in Parls. Everything
seemed arranged when this morning, at the last visit, I discovered
that the post was impossible for me, as he required me to promise, in
writing, that | would never be away from the children for an hour,
never go anywhere without them ; in fact I should have led a monas-
tic life. Strongly as I felt it was my duty to do all that was in my
power to secure a post In which I could gain my own living, and
deeply as the feeling has weighed on me, more especially of Iate, of
being a burden to others, and well as I knew that to many of my rela-
tions such a post would appear most advantageous, such regulations
seemed to me so degrading and foolish that [ told his Excellency so,
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and took my leave. T was guite ready, though 1 dislike teaching, to
take the post. [t was a good one, all expenses paid and 3,000 franes;
and then being in London, which however necessary for my work
seemed unattainable in any other way, and before everything else a
certain substantial position, which would free me from many disa-
greeables, and in which, instead of taking money from you, my dear-
est mother; 1 could have given youo some little pleasure,  But it was
impaossible, unless | sacrificed my whole future, and wasted the little
I have already done ; and I hope that as 1 feel T have little to reproach
myself with, I shall not be blamed by others. 1 shall work on till [
hear samething definite from London or Petersburg ; if neither nego-
tation leads to definite results, | must return next spring to Germany,
and settle down in Berlin, or more probably in Kénigsberg. That 1
have not thought much of myself in all this you will see, as I was
ready to go into exile for four or five years, without any chance of
secing you, my dearest mother, ar seeing or speaking to any creature
belonging to me. They have been trying days through which I have
Intely lived, and trying nights too, in which 1 struggled to sub-
duoe my heart and intellect, with all my inclinations and ambitions,
that I might do what really seemed my duty ; and even now, when I
can breathe freely, T fecl the pressure, for 1 have learnt that life is
difficult, and why? because of that cursed money, which so many
throw away, which makes thousands miserable, and very few happy ;
yes, there must be a curse on money that is not won by honest toil.
But enough of these lamentations which are of no use, least of all in
Paris. Melancholy and frivolity are the two scales in which men
here go up and down; happy he who sits in the middle quiet and
observant as an Indian Muni. Now for Paris.  In the first place, 1
have moved now and lost my beautiful view and look into the Cour.
The rooms are good, fifth floor; changing was very tiresome, and
very dear, and [ have had many difficulties, caused by Hagedorn's
silence, and had to arrange about his furniture and everything. As
he never writes, | have again had to get 200 francs from Lederhose,
and with the money you have just sent shall manage till January or
February. [ have sent away my piano, for It cost too much. I can
well fincy that you think life here very expensive. [ have been told
it is dearer in Berlfin, but in Berlin one can manage economies better
than here, it is the actual necessaries of life that cost so much in Pars.
My birthday went by very quietly. Gathy came early to see me, and
[ fetched some cakes and a bottle of wine, which was in Hagedomn's
cellar, which, daw gré, mal gré, he had to contribute as a birthday
present, and we drank my health. My Christmas will be very quict
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and lonely, for it is not a_feste here. 1 think I shall go to bed at six
o'clock and dream. This old vear has gone fister than any before,
and | was really amazed when 1 said to mysell, 1 am twenty-iwo
years old. My wish for the New Year is a speedy joyful meeting.'

The letter from Humboldt mentioned above runs thus : —

Translation. BerLN, Decewder 8, 1845.

¢I hasten, though only In a few lines, for 1 am hasissed by many
duties —to thank you, dear doctor, for your kind kecpsake!—1
seriously advise you to accept the offer made to you from England
or Russin. After all my inquiries, and knowing what 1 do about
the amount of contribution which may be expected from the govern-
ment here, it does not seem to me in the least likely that even
Bopp and Lassen, Professors of different Universities and personally
devoted to this special work, could send you means to print a thou-
sand pages of the Peals.  Lifc here is so much more prosaic, and it
is inadvisable to rpise misgivings or qualms . . . and your well-
considered and well-written prospectus contains hints of spoliation.
Here one is 50 cosmopolitan that one does not care sedere the Peda
may appear, whether in Germany, Oxford, Pards, or St. Petersburg,
1 know many of your promising writings, and as [ am proud of pos-
sessing warm German national feelings, 1 am sorry that | cannot
send you a more satisfactory answer to yoor request. — With kind
regards, Yoors . . . A. v. HomsoLnT.!

Just after the last letter to his mother, Max Miller was taken
ill with influenza and rheumatism, and for a whole month was
unable to work or do anything. He explains his further plans
to his mother in the following letter : —

To uis MOTHER.

Transiation. February 17, 1846.

¢1 have been quite ill. T got a bad chill early in January (chiefly
by being up in the cold nights hunting fleas), and the whole month
had so much rheumatism in my head and back that I had at last to
go to bed, and there for several days I was very feverish. The
worst is that [ have lost a whale month's work, for I got so weak 1
could not hold & pen. And imagine all that time, the swarms of
fieas which would have driven a strong man almest mad.  As soon

1ML M.'s tmanslation of the AiidseaBeg,
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as | was a little better, T sent for the landlord, and told him T would
give up the rooms at once, if the whole were not properly eleaned
out. This has been done, the wooden panels taken down and the
walls behind washed with aqua fortis, every room fresh papered and
varnished ; the worst was [ had to go to an hotel for the smell was
sostrong. [t is still like autumn here; no snow, no frost, but sitting still
at work 1 use a good deal of wood. 1 have put up a stove, for the open
fire is only for ornament. ‘The season is nearly atan end, I have
been out a good deal, as [ have made many acquaintances; one goes
at nine and is home by eleven, unless there is dancing, when one is
home at one o'clock. It is pot very amusing, and there is nothing
to eat, only tea and cake and a little coloured water, and it does not
pay for one's gloves. [ did not have a doctor when I was i, or any
servant, though many days [ was almost starved, for if 1 wanted
anything T had to go out and fetch it myself. 1 have lately made
friends with an Indian here, with whom 1 practice talking English
and Bengali. 1 had already studied the latter, and have prepared a
Bengali Grammar in French, but as yet | have not found a publisher.
As to my plans they are pretty nearly settled. For London and
Berlin I have not money enough, and 1 had a most friendly letter
from Bopp, in which he openly said that all he might be able 1o do
for me in Berlin, was to find money enough to publish extracts from
the great Commentary. Then eame a letter from Boehtlingk from
Petersburg, requiring a definite answer to lay before the Academy.
I should find there the means to print with Boehtlingk the text and
Commentary. He writes that if I first took a post as private tulor,
which he had found a good plan, some place under Government
might be found for me. The Academy had sent for MSS. from
India for the work, in fact everything with one or two exceptions
seems so promising that I have decided to go there. [ shall find
glx Sanskritists in Petersburg of whom 1 know two, who write to me
that they lead a very pleasant and busy life there. 1 have asked
(fior Russians are not to be trusted) for a written transcript of the
decree of the Academy, and shall not start until I have received it.
I don't know how much longer 1 shall be in Paris. But 1 muost
know how my money matters stand, 1 don’t know how much money
I have left. If the Petershurg plan succeeds 1 need trouble no one,
bt if T return to Berlin, which Bopp advised, I must barrow some
money and start as a Privatdocent. | cannot say how 1 long to go
ta London, but 1 cannot manage it.  'When the Petersburg plan is
settled 1 will write to the Duchess! for introductions, for they are
1 Of Anhals-Dessan,
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of great use in Russia. [ went to the Theatre the other night and
saw an Operetta, the Domine Noir, then on Emilie’s recommenda-
tion [ went to the Masked Ball at the Opera House ; it was odious,
vulgar people, wretched dresses, nolse, tumult, and horrible atmo-
sphere, and at the end every one was drunk. 1 shall never go again.
The music was excellent. I am busy learning Italian with my
Italian Sanskritist, an Abbé, who is longing to convert me. Burnouf
1 see often, and he is very good to me. 1 wonder where [ shall pitch

my tent.”
To THE SAME.

Transiafion. Fans, Easter, 1846.

‘Now [ must tell you about Petersburg. 1 received another letter
(they each cost five francs), to say that the cost of printing was pro-
vided for, and inclosing a copy of the grocis-verfud of the Meeting
of the Academy. [t ran thus; “ Monsleur Boehtlingk, Member of
the Academy, will publish cesfodntly with Monsieur Miiller of Parls
the Feda,” &c. At the same time [ was asked if [ would take a place
in the Museum of the Academy, rooms and firing, and 1,200 francs
a year pay ; of cotirse 1 had to decide at once, and had many points
to consider. First, 1 did not approve of cesgisintly, and T was afraid
from what I was told of 5t. Petersburg, that if 1 was once there con-
Jovwdly would turn out to be something very different. Boehtlingk
has again guarrelled with Bopp, and does not seem dependable, so
that Burnouf and all other Sankritists advised me to give ftup. As
to the place at the Museum, Boehtlingk had already written to me
that [ could not live on the pay, and must give private lessons, so
that a great deal of time must be sacrificed to earning my bread.
And after all one goes to Russia if one swst, but then one must sell
oneselfl as dear as possible, and I could see that a long stay there
would in itself cut me off from a return to Germany. If one has the
good Juck to be born in Germany, or any other civilized country,
one ought not Hghtly to throw away this blessing, and the satisfying
quiet life of a German Professor outweighs with me a Russian Privy
Councillorship, with all its orders and fitles. So I wrote [ could not
take such a post, and that as far as printing the Pedr was concerned,
I kept to my earlier written conditions, the acceptance of which the
Academy must send direct to me in writing, nsing my own words.
I am pretty certain this will not be done, but that is no matter, for
I have suef had a letter from a bookseller, Samter in Kanigsberg,
who has set up a Sanskrit printing office, and who will print my
whaole work, and if possible pny me something for it. This must
depend upon subscriptions, which he would open, so that I should
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gain my point in Germany. And now 1 will honestly confess I long
for quiet and for home ; and a life in Russia, so forsaken of God and

man, would be a terrible sacrifice on my part, which one must be
ready to make for science and personal usefulness, but which one

need not exactly seek out”

It was necessary to give these letters fw exfense, as in 1891
Boehtlingk attacked Max Miiller and accused him of having
behaved at this time discourteously towards (@"averir drusgué)
the Academy of St. Petersburg. From the first, Bunouf and
Gaoldstiicker warned Max Miller against accepting any offer
from Boehtlingk, but, despairing of other means of getting the
Feda printed, he was ready to close with the offer on condition
that some provision was secured for him whilst he was working
with Boehtlingk. The latter seems to have proposed to the
Academy, first that they should buy the MSS. and materials
which Max Maller had collected for his Vedic work, afitr they
had been sent to St. Petersburg forinspection, and that the post
of Assistant Keeper of the 5t Petersburg Museum should be
given him; but Boehtlingk says his colleagues demurred, and
kindly adds the reason, * because so young and unknown a per-
son could not be safely trusted with the custody of the treas-
ures of the Museum.! One cannot but wonder with what sort
of men they had lived ! All the correspondence carried on was
with Boehtlingk, not with the Academy, which mever made Max
Miiller a definite offer. How then could he have been dis-
courteous to the Academy? The conditions he made were
that the Academy should give him in writing an undertaking
to complete the work of bringing out the Rip-veda. No doubt
this condition was suggested by the distrust which Bumouf and
others felt about the whole matter. The Academy would not
accept this condition, and there the matter broke off. One
fails to see why Boehtlingk was so.angry with Max Maller for
not telling him he had received an offer from a German book-
seller to publish the Rip-veda by subscription, affer he had
stated to the Academy the conditions on which he could join
Boehtlingk, and which the Academy rejected.  As in his sub-
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sequent attack (Max Miller als Mythen Dichter), Boehtlingk
is most anxious to prove that ‘under the Petersburg Academy
ondy the representative of Sanskrit in the Academy could be
meant’; one counld understand his feeling personally disap-
pointed, but one fails again to see any insult to the Academy
in proposing the conditions named above, Is it not rather the
other way? The Academy, according to Boehtlingk, refused
to place in the Museum a man trusted and admired by Hum-
balde, Bopp, Brockhaus, and Burnouf. If the Academy meant
only the representative of Sanskrit in that body, Max Miiller,
after this curious refusal, was right to follow the advice of Bur-
nouf and Goldstiicker, and have nothing more to do with him.
* Burnoof repeatedly warned me against Boehtlingk, and prom-
ised if I would only stay in Paris to give me his support with
Guizot,' says the Awdodiopraphy. Boehtlingk boasts in his
attack on Max Miller that he had prevented his ever being
made a correspondent of the Academy of St. Petersburg, and
it has the distinction of being the only Society of real note
throughout Europe where his name does not appear. When
Boehtlingk's attack came out in 1851 Max Miiller wrote to the
Secretary of the Academy giving an explanation. The Secretary
wrote the following answer : —

N'ayant pu porter & la connaissanee de la Conférence de 'Aca-
défmie que lors de la réouverture de ses séances votre honorde letire
et votre mémorndum, qui me sont parvenus en étd, je suis chargd
par la Conférence de vous informer, Monsicur, que la brochure de
Mr. Bothlingk a été publide personnellement par lui sans le con-
cours de "Académie en quoi que cela soit, et I'autenr n'a méme it
aucune communication & I"Académie par mppart & cette publication,
ni avant, ni apris son impression, de sorte que I'Académie ne se
trouve en rien solidaire avec les opinions émises par Mr. Bothlinglk.
DVautre part, MAcadémie, n'ayant & son grand regret jamais eu
Toccasion d'entrer en relations directes avec vous, honoré Monsieur,
il ne peut méme pas étre question de mésentendu entre la Confié-
rence de 'Académie et lillustre sanscritologue, que notre Académie

apprécie A sa juste valeur.

# Veuiller agréder, honoré Monsieur, I'nissurance de mes sentiments
les plus distinguds. — Le Secrétaire perpétuel.’
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The whole of this affair is well summed up by an English-
man, a good German scholar, who has carefully examined all
Boehtlingk's letters, It is clear that Max Miller had come to
no agreement with Boehtlingk. The risks incurred by a young
schalar going to St Petersburg without some assured means of
livelihood were obviously considerable, and Max Milller evi-
dently regarded these as a last resource, After the warnings
he had received, he was certainly not to be blamed for asking
Hoehtlingk, before he agreed to go, for a guarantee that the
edition should be completed. This quite reasonable request
was refused, and the project consequently came to an end.
During the negotiations Max Miller was perfectly justified in
continuing to look out for a publisher in Germany, or England,
who would offer him more advantageous conditions. Boeht-
lingk's assumption that his own plan would be carried out was
premature, and he had begun collating MSS. of the text of the
Rirveda before any bargain had been concluded with Max
Miiller. Boehtlingk had not originally meant to edit the &4
pedla, but after he had taken the matter in hand, he was
evidently annoyed at having gone so far himself when the
negotintions came to an end, representing the request for a
guarantee of completion as a slight to the Academy. It was
only natural that Max Miiller should have wished to publish
the whole work himself if he could obtain the means of doing
so. He entertained the idea of collaboration only because
compelled to do so by circomstances.  Dr. Boehtlingk made
his attack in 18g1 when he was in friendly correspondence
with Professor Max Miiller and did not even send him a copy
of his pamphlet. He had destroyed all Max Miller's letters in
1868, his own letters exist, and by no means bear out Boeht-
lingk's version of the whole affair, which was drawn from an
unsound and somewhat tainted memory,

A month later than the last letter to his mother, Max
Miller found that he had saved enough money for a short
visit to England, and the next letter speaks of his happy .

Prospects.
i E
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To ns MOTHER.

Translation. Parts, May 24-

‘My prospects in London are good, and everything well arranged.
I cannot state when [ go, as | expect a letter from Hagedorn about
his rooms, which should arrive on the 7th. Then I go stmight to
London. Baron Cetto has written to me three times from there with
new proposals. Perhaps 1 shall give private lessons, but am sure
to make a litthe money by Sanskrit commissions. The Prospectos
for my work will be published in London in five languages, German,
English, French, Beagali, and Sanskrit. It will be printed in Kiinigs-
berg. A few days ago [ received offers of support from the German
Oriental Society, of which I am a member, as wellas from the Socidé
Asiatique in Paris. They offered money towards printing, and as
this is no longer needed, 1 hope to have something for myself. 1
have written to Humboldt. Burnoul has done so too, and Dr,
Gaoldstiicker hopes to see him about it in Berlin. 1 am rejoiced at
going to London, and shall stay as long as 1 can.  But whateyer
happens 1 will not stay away another whole year without once seeing
you, were it but for an hour. In all that I think and do, I remember
you always, my dear mother, and it is my greatest joy to be any pleas-
ure to you. I need only patience and courage! One must bend or
bireak, and perhaps we shall find a pleasanter corner than St. Peters-
burg in which to spend the next twenty-five years. — Your Max.’

He went for three weeks, and lived in England above fifty-

four years.
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Londom. W. H. Russéll. Bunsen. Visit to Germany. Fast India
Company and the £g-veds.  British Association,

Transiation. 46 EsSEX STREET, STRAND, LONDON.
Sune 13, 1846,

My pEar MoTHER,—Here | am really in London; bot |
hardly know how to write, my heart is so full of all I have heard and
seen.  So 1 will only say, I arrived safe without being swallowed up
by the world-encompassing ocean. I left Paris on the gth,at § v,
by diligence. 1 had met with such kindness on all sides, and had
s0 many invitations, that it was difficult to get away. My neighbours
at table gave me a dinner, so did the Marrins, Burnouf, Countess
Berthiser, whom I do not think 1 have mentioned to you. She Is a
young and very agreeable woman, whose husband was killed eight
months ago in Algiers. She was for some time in India, and is very
musical, and we have played and smoked a great deal together.
Many friends came with me to the Post House, and 1 drove away
with rather a heavy heart. 1 had many expenses those last days,
and 1 am all the more grateful for the thirty thalers you put up with
the shirts; the orange sugar was confiscated on the frontier — which
will make you very angry, as it made me. So I left Paris, travelled
the whole night, and arrived at 11 Am. in Boulogne. At last from
far off | saw the dancing, widespread sea, and [ had hardly patience
to get down at the Hotel, but set off at once for a walk along the
shore.  Few know that no words can describe its wondrous beauty.
I wandered about for five hours, till I was forced to return o the
hatel from sheer hunger. At ten at night 1 went on board a ship,
bound direct for London. It was almost full moon, and the sea
was smooth and beautiful, and except for a short time of misery
I really enjoyed it. We got into the Thames early in the morning ;
and you can have no idea of the life and traffic. ‘The river was

Ez X
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alive with ships, among them huge three-masted vessels. Thus we
reached the Custom House, where all my books and papers were
tarned out. 1 took a eab, and looked for lodgings, which T soon
found in a pleasant, respectable street. 1 have a room on the first
floor, looking on the street, for which 1 pay 1ar. aweek. The house
belongs to a tailor, and as yel 1 am fairly comfortable. ln the
morning 1 make my tes, and dine at four or five o'dock for ts 6
I have been running about paying visits, but found hardly any one at
home. To-martow | shall call at Bunsen’s and on Baron von Cetto.
To-day 1 went to the East India House, where Wilson was very kind,
and invited me to dinner. 1 have been to the British Museum, and
made some pleasant acquaintances. Now I have my M55, at homey
and am happily settled in quiet to work. 1 shall da all 1 can to give
private lessans, for German money does not go fir here. 1 always
hope for the best, and 1 shall manage. Only think that T am in
London, that [ have seen Hyde Park, St. James's Palace, St. Paul's,
Westminster, and the Tower [ 1t seems to me impossible, and 1 am
most fortumate; how well all goes with me, how far beyond all 1
deserve.  Write to me soon; that is the one thing left to wish fiar.
Life here is very wonderful, and so djfferent from Paris. [ find the
language very difficult, but 1 shall soon manage it. Yesterday even-
ing 1 spent with an Englishman, a reporter for the Fimes, whose
acquaintance | have made, and who has already been most helpful
and kind to me. [ am so tired with running about that I am nearly

asleep, and don't know whether you can read my scrawl,
“Your M.

It will be seen by the above letter that Max Miller did not
enter into all details in writing to his mother. The life was so
different to anything to which she was acenstomed, and required
so much explanation, that we often find him passing over things
well known to his friends on the spot. He does not recount
above his first meeting with his kind friend and benefactor, the
famous Times correspondent, Sir William Russell, whose own

pen shall describe the event.
202 CrOMWELL Roan, 5. W.,
Octoder B, 1901,
‘DEeaR Mnrs. Max MijLier,— My daughter is writing for me 1
have to use her pen, conscious that T have too long delayed fulfilling
the promise [ made to recall the incidents connected with my first
acquaintance with my ever dear friend, your husband.
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‘ Early in June, 1846, I was in France, and was summoned hack to
take charge of the Parliamentary Committees on Railway Bills, [
took my passage on board a steamer which went direct from Boulogne
to London, landing passengers at the Custom House above Black-
wall. I distinctly remember the interest [ took in a young man, a
little younger than myself, who was very anxious to ascertain the
names of the places on the river, which the steamer passed an her
way from the Downs up to the docks. He was evidently a forelgner,
and had some difficulty in making himself understood by the mate,
who appeared to have him in charge. 1 had observed him during
a rather rough passage seated on the deck and holding on by ooe of
the stays, evidently engaged in a contest with the advanced posts
of wel de mer, but he resisted stoutly, and by the time we entered
smooth water he was conqueror.  He was neatly and carefully dressed
in a suit which showed his erect, slight, but well-built figure to ad-
vantage ; the expression of his face was most engaging, regular fea-
tures, fine intellizent eyves, no trace of whiskers, heard, or moustache,
but thick dark hair under his felt hat; an alert air and penetrating
loaks. Some casual question which he addressed to one of the pas.
sengers produced a very misleading answer, and 1 ventured to give
the true explanation of the vessels which were moored in the Downs,
waiting for favourable wind or tide. The melanchaly look which
had attracted my attention when we were in mid-channel as he sat
holding on to a rope had vanished ; there was something to Jook at
and to inguire about.  Soon we became on good terms, and he told
me that he was going to England to porsve his labours in Oriental
literature ; whilst I informed him that I was a law student residing in
the Middle Temple. At the Costom House there was, 1 remember,
some trauble about passports, and my companion produced a paper
in which his name was set forth as Max Miiller —an official docy-
ment which satisfied the authorities. But he was soon in much dis-
tress; his portmanteau could not be found ; be told me it contained
all his worldly goods, with his letters and papers, and that it would
be ruin to him if it were not forthcoming. Al the passengers’ lug-
gage was overhauled, and still not a trace of the missing tomk. My
newly made friend was in serious anxiety, and I felt for him deeply.
What could he do? an utter stranger with very little money about
him, almost all he possessed being in the unfortunate box that eould
not be found. The Custom House people having cleared all the
baggage, were anxious to clear us out; so [ told my young fricnd
that I had chambers where I would be most happy to give him a
shake-down for the night, and on the following day he could go back



54 THE TEMPLE [cm. v
to the Custom House and see if the missing box had been landed.
He was very much moved, and accepted my proposal with a charm-
ing cordiality. We drove together to the Temple, and despite his
anxiety the strange new sights filled him with the greatest interest.
We dined at Anderton's in Flect Street, and when we got back to
the Temple we found that the laundress had arranged a comfortable
couch for him, and had laid out a sleeping-suit for the stranger.
Next day we made a journey to the Custom House, and to his jnex-
pressible joy Max Miiller was shown his treasured portmanteau,
which he opened for examination, and then saw passed, with the
traditional chalk-mark on it, to the cab and earried to my rooms.
1 think it was that day that 1 went out with him, at his request, and
found a decent bedroom in Essex Street, close by, of which he be-
came the tenant, and where he had his breakfast every morning.
Max Miiller had letters for profess3rs at King's College, the Prussian
Embassy, &¢., and he was soon in commumnication with some of them ;
But 1 saw him every day [ should think for two or three months, and
every hour 1 did so increased my regard for him —so simple, so
straight, and so learned ; kindly and grave, but with a keen sense
of humour, and a most bright and joyous disposition. In those days

tlemen of the press were more in favour with the dramatic world
than they are at present. 1 could always obtain free admissions to
concerts and theatres, and so we went together night after night
to Drury Lane, Her Majesty's, the Haymarket, Adelphi, and so
forth ; and Max's enjoyment of the opera was intense and delightful.
It was the custom at that time for students after dining in hall (at
the Temple) to go off to their rooms witha friend or two, and others
dropped in. Max Miiller was always the most welcome guest at
mine, and he provided strange and wonderfil entertainment for the
company. For the first time the Temple was enlivened by the
strains of “ Edite, bibite, conviviales,” #Crambambuoli,”” and other
Studenten-Lieder. One seorcean of surpassing excellence, as we all
thought, we always encored, and Max smilingly complied.! It was
an imitation of a whole orchestra— trumpets, drums, bassoons, and
goodness knows what hesides! — delivered with the greatest preci-
sion. Those of the company who had rooms in the Temple were
gager o secure a special right for this diversion. There are, as far
as 1 know, none of these now alive. At last Max went away, but
whether back to Germany or to Oxford I cannot remember. In the
winter I was dispatched on a special commission in relation to the

1+ () Tannentaum ! o Tannenbaum |
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famine in Ireland, and whilst there 1 received a Jetter from Max,
written in a hand | could not read then, but which 1 made out later,
in which he told me of his projects; but 1 did not see him again
till T visited Oxford in 1848. He had established himself at Oxford,
and had already gained the position there due to his character and
acquirements. Then came the revolutions in Europe, ample employ-
ment for me in all quarters, so that for a good many years there
could be but very short and accidental snatches of intercourse be-
tween usi but I heard of his rising fame with great satisfaction.
After the Crimean War [ delivered a serfes of lectures at various
towns in England, and a visit to Oxford enabled me to renew an
acquintance always delightful and deir to me; and after I returned
from India in 1859 we met several times, and engaged in cormespond-
ence concerning my experience of a country in which he was deeply
interested.  And now [ think [ may make a jump to 1870 and the
war with France, when as soon as | came home we had frequent
meetings ; and the only cloud that ever obscured the warmth and
brightness of our intercourse arose from a discossion caused by an
intemperate objection I made to the opinions he expressed about the
great Bismarck, then the god of the people who worshipped success
all over the world.  You know what happiness it was to me to make
a descent upon Oxford, and spend a few days under your roof at
%, Norham Gardens, and how my wife entered fully into the great
repose and comfort we enjoved there. [ shall say no more, except
that I reckon your hushand’s friendship one of my greatest treasures,
and that 1 shall lament his loss as long as [ live.

*I am sorry to send you such a bald account, but my memory of
late has melted —it is without form and void.

“Yours very truly and with great regard,
‘W. H. RusseLr.

Max Miiller had been in correspondence whilst in Paris with
Professor Wilson the Librarian of the East India House, so
there was no difficulty about borrowing MSS. and beginning
work at once. The following letter to his mother mentions
the momentous visit to Bunsen which determined the whole
course of his life.

Transiation. 3 Waronose PrLAcCE, Doctonrs CoMMmoxs,

Suly 13, 1846,

1 have only time to tell you that all goes well with me here, that

Bunsen has received me in the most friendly way as the son of his
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friend, and has promised me his fatherly support in every way pos-
sible. 1 have therefore explained my exact position to him, that my
work, which interests him very much, makes a long stay in London
absolutely necessary, and he assures me I have found a friend in
him, who will care for me as a father for his son. I stayed two days
in the country with him. His family are very pleasant and culti-
vated. One evening I went to a party where were the Archbishop
of Canterbury, Bishop of Jerusalem and others af the Aewfe wolie.
He is himself a very clever man, and a great favourite here, and
perhaps he may find something for me. 1 do my best too with Wil-
son, but I can't do much for 1 must first master the language. |
have already changed my room because it was not clean, and o hot.
I am not satisfied here, and must pay 1or. weekly, 1 have signed
the contract with my publisher; the prospectus will be out Novem-
ber 1, and then also the Mephadita, and 1 hope at Easter a thick

volume of Sanskrit.
OF Max Miiller's first visit to the Prussian Legation Mme.,
Ermest de Bunsen writes: —

i T remember the Professor on the morning of his arrival when he
joined the family party at No. 4, Carlton Terrace. The Legation
was then in full swing, and Baron Bunsen and the Professor were
absorbed in one another independently of our home party. 1 value
my vivid remembrance of his first appearance, for we were aston-
ished at his youth and cheerfulness, and immediately he gained a

place amongst us.'

Max Miller had not been long in London before he wrote
to acquaint his friend and teacher Burnouf with his prospects.
After thanking him for his friendly counsel and encouragement,
and the loan of his valuable MSS, which had helped him to
continue his work when he was almost in despair, a work which
he now hoped to be able to carry through and make of use to
science, he adds : —

Translation,

+1 never can forget all I owe to you.  As to my stay In London, |
am on the whale thoroughly satisfied with ft.  The MSS. are splen-
did, but in such masses that to copy all that concerns the Feda and
my work would take at least two or three years of merely mechanical
labour. So I must stay in England, and with the MSS. at hand
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bring out the Feda and its commentary. 1 shall do this if [ can
possibily, by private lessons and copying MS55., moke encugh to face
the great expense of life here. 1 hope that in this way it will be pos-
sible for me to carry out the work In a shorter time than T at first
expected, 1 do not deny that it is perhaps foolish to make such a
sacrifice, and lead this anxious life for another five years without
doing anything that can secure a settled post; but as I have once
begun the work it must be finished, and 1 see no other way of doing
it. Professor Wilson is most friendly, and 1 meet him constantly
either at his own house or in the library of the East India House.'

Rurnouf replied that he thought his plans excellent, and that
those who understood the grandeur of the task Max Miiller
had undertaken and the wealth of materials for it in London,
would consider that he must work very fast, if he only stayed
four years. ‘Mr. Wilson will indirectly render a great service
to Indian letters, if, with the benevolent liberality with which
he meets all those who ask his support, he makes it possible
for you to stay in London as long as the task of publishing your
Rig-veda with its commentaries and indispensable indices may
require.”

To his mother he writes: —

Translation. Loxnon, Augutt 3, 1846,

<1 had meant to write sconer but T have been so busy, 1 am be-
tween two fires, or rather Ministers, for the Bavarian Minister,
Haron von Cetto, has made fresh offers to me which are tolerably
arlvantageons — 1000 thalers a year and free board: so that | eould

have put by fioo thalers, and later he would recommend me for some
place in Bavaria. On the other hand Hunsen advizsed me strongly
to decline this offer, taking on himself all the responsibility, and
tld me to trust myself absolutely to him. He is really marvellously
kind to me, and | am constantly in his house, early, late, and to
dinner. | have not quite decided, and want to postpone a decision.
Hunsen is so much interested in the publication of the Feda, which
falls in with his own studies, and he urges me first to print some of
it. I shall do g0 as soon as | can, but have still 2 great deal to do
to it. Wilson too is very helpful, and promises to do all he can to
get me some place in England, which is the height of my ambition ;
but that may take years, and meantime how shall 1 eat and drink #
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Bunsen sent me an article from the Awgvburger Zeitung with the
heading “ Max Miiller™; if you have not seen it, get it, and I think
even you will be satisfied! OF London I can tell you little, except
that last Saturday [ saw its full splendour. A friend took meto the
Italian opera, which I had not yet seen either here or in Paris. It
was wonderful. A larger house than [ have ever seen, and every
one in full dress. The boxes filled with the nobility, and | saw
Queen Victoria and Prince Albert, the Duke of Cambridge, &c.
The music absalutely perfect ; Awwa Holena, sung by Grisi, Mario,
and Lablache; all the highest artistic perfection.  And then a ballet
to which there can be nothing equal, the fugement de Paris with
Taglioni, Grahn, and Cerito as the three goddesses. The decora-
tions were beautiful. The stalls cost 75. 6. The same friend
asked me to go with him to Scotland as his guest, but | cannot,
gladly as I would do so. So you see your son is still afloat, and

everywhere friendly hands are strétched out to help him on his way.
“¥Your MAX."

Augnat 28,

{DearEsT MoTHER, — I have been able to arrange that your let-
ters! may come by messenger. They leave Berlin every Tuesday,
and you must send them to the Ministry of Foreign Affairs under
Bunsen's address.  The letters leave here to-day and reach Berlin

in five days, and Chemnitz therefore in six.’

To THE SAME,

Translation. August 25, 1846,

§All goes tolerably well with me. My work gets on, Bunsen is
wonderfully good to me. 1 dine there once or twice every week, and
he always gives me fresh courage and hope,  When my first yolume
is out he hopes to get a salary for me from the Prussian Government.
I must stay in England till the whole work is finished, and that will
be five years. 1 1 should then return to Germany is the question,
for I am so delighted with this country, I could willingly live here
always, if only a place could be found for me. But those are future
plans which do not trouble me much now ; at all events | feel nearer
my haven here, if only my pilot holds out! To-morrow I am again
invited to Bunsen's for his birthday. Professor Lepsius from Berlin
is now staying at Bunsen's with his young wile; he owes everything
to Bunsen. He got him a Stipendiim to study, then to go to Ttaly,

1 He had to pay 1. 6 in England for letters on which his mother had
already paid sometiing.
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France,and England, and at last to Egypt; and now he is Professor
at Berlin, with 1500 thalers a year. 1 have become acquainted with
Archdeacon Hare, and dined with him. He is a very kind old man,
and I am on most happy terms with him. ©am still in Wandrobe
Place, and more comfortable, as [ can dine in the bouse with one of
the other lodgers ; very good, and only 15, He is a young German
hookseller, marred to an Englishwoman, with whom 1 can talk
English, which is already much easier to me. [ have not seen much
more of London ; the city is less interesting than the people and the
life. Iam well and don't feel anything of the spleen to which I am
naturally inclined. 1 read the Fimes every day with great interest,
while T drink my tea and smoke a pipe, and then to work. The otie
thing 1 long for is quiet and a certainty, and a pleasant home life
with my dear mother. But as often as [ think it is near at hand
it goes again, and who knows when [ may at last gain jt. My work
is full of interest, and keeps me straight; but sometimes one longs
for more in life than this everlasting struggle. Now only quiet and
content !’

In September Max Miiller issued a prospectus of the Rig-
veda to be published, as has been seen, by subscription by
Samter of Komigsherg. This plan was given up, when the
Fast India Company undertook the publication of the g~
s, The prospectis contains a proposal for a German trans-
lation, and sets forth clearly the importance of the Rig-reda for
the history of human thought. Soon after, he heard of the
very alarming illness of his mother, and his ever faithful friend
Bunsen sent him with dispatches to Berlin, to enable him to
see her. Such was his anxiety to reach his mother, that he
insisted on crossing though it was a frightful storm and he was
the only passenger. It took nearly six hours to get to Calais !
He was able to spend several weeks with her, and returned by

Berlin.
To mis MOTHER.
Translation. Bervin, Ocfober 27.

Your letter which 1 got yesterday was a great pleasure, though
it made me sad, when I saw how my leaving you had excited and
weakened you. Now 1 hope, if you really love me, you will think of
your health, and spare yourself as much as possible. Remember the
distance s not 5o very great, and that we can reach each other now
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50 easily ; think too that it is of great importance and use to me, and
that in after years we shall find a rich reward for it. There is not
much tc tell you of my journey . . . [ arrived early in Leipzig: and
went straight to Victor Carus. 1 went also to Brocklaus, with whom
I had much to talk over, and then on to Dessau. Here they were all
very well, and glad to get a better account of you. That evening I
had to go with them to the theatre, and there the Duchess saw me,
and the next morning commanded me to the Schloss. She was
exceedingly friendly, and kept me nearly an hour . . . She then
ave me a letter of introduction to Prince Waldemar in Berlin. I
have been to Bopp and Lepsius, and have still to call on Humbaldt,
Schelling, &c. . . . There was a large party here last night . . .
where | met many interesting people. 1 shall be glad when 1 am
quietly back in London. — Your Max.'

To THE SAME.

Translation. Bertm, Neveseder 11.
You will be surprised at getting another letter from Berlin, when
1 hoped to be already in London. But there was so much to do of
real importance concerning my work and prospects that 1 was
obliged to put off my journey, and cannot even now fix the day.
The worst is 1 have had no rest the whole time always running
about, paying visits to Geheimrithe and Ministers. Humboldt has
again been most good to me, and done all he could to support the
publication of the Fads, in such a way that 1 shonild gain something
Prospectus to the king, who had it read out to

by it. He gave my
him: and spoke most graciously about it, and sent me word through

Humboldt T should write him a letier, reganding the religious impor-
tance of the Fede. 1 had to do this at once, and you know how
miuch care and time such a thing takes. The king is unfortunately
not in Derlin, but has received my letter, and already promised a
considerabls sum towards the undertaking. Then there was much
to arrange about the Sanskrit types, which belong to the Academy,
but 1 am in great hopes that my plans will be successful, and that
I can return ko London in good spirits. . . . 1 dined with Prince
Waldemar who is a remarkably charming and cultivated man. After
dinner we had coffee in an Indian tent, with fine carpets and tiger
skins, everything Indian, even to the long pipes and tobacco.”

Soon after his return to London the negotiations with the
East Indin Company for printing and publishing the &r-peda
began. The success of his plan of publishing the Feda in
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Kinigsberg depended on the support of the East India Com-
pany — who were asked to subscribe for 100 copies, the King
of Prussia and the French Government having already promised
to take a large number. But when, as advised by Bunsen and
Wilson, Max Miiller called on the various Directors on the
subject, they declared themselves averse to supporting a work
carried out by a foreign country. Bunsen was ready to seize
the opportunity, for he saw at once that the East India Com-
pany was the proper body to undertake the whole work.

1Tt was not an easy task to persuade the Board of Directors, all
strictly practical men, to authorize so considerable an expenditure,
merely to edit and print an old book that nane of them zould under-
stand, and many of them had never even heard of,  Bunsen pointed
out what a disgrace it would be if some other country than England
published this edition of the Sacred Books of the Brahmans.'

Professor Wilson, the Librarian of the India House, who had
long been preparing a translation of the Rip-veds and often
found himself hampered from want of a perfectly correct text,
added his powerful advocacy, and though months of uncer-
tainty were yet to try the young scholar, everything was finally

arranged by April, 1847,

To #is MoTHER.
Translation. Loxnox, Decentber 235,

¢] put off writing for I hoped to give you news of employment,
about which I have been busy ever since the end of November, and
in constant hopes of a favourable decision, but 1 am still without any
definite information. 1 can hardly tell you how uncomfortable such
a position is, such uncertainty makes me unfit for anything. I can
truly say | have lost the whole of December, as | could do nothing
hut write official letters to the Honourahle Court of Directors of the
East India Company, and pay official visits, &c. But if it succeeds,
I shall have £150 a year, and nothing to do but bring out a San-
skrit work for the Company, You can imagine how delightful such
a position would be, and can picture to yourself my intense anxiety
as to yes or no!  Bunsen and Wilson have done all in their power,
and Bunsen especially has taken the liveliest interest in the whole
affair, but such arrangements cannot be made in a hurry, and so 1
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must be patient. My birthday passed by quietly, with no one who
knew it. 1 dined at Bunsen's. The whole month has gone in
hopes, expectations, disappointments, and rejoicings, and thoagh it
is possible 1 might hear to-day that all is settied, it may dawdle on
into next year, and even fail entirely. So do not talk about it, and
do not paint my future to yourself in rosy colours, for it may first be
very grey! 1 feel sure I can depend on Bunsen under all circum-
stances. How I have deserved his kindness, 1 know not, for he has
done me so many kindnesses, not only where his position made it
easy for him, but even when it was disagreeable to him, and re-
quired great self-restraint. [ was there for Christmas Eve. The
whole family were together, children, and children’s children —in
all thirty people, and then all the servants. A huoge Christmas tree,
and two large rooms lighted up and decorated, and presents for
every one. [ had a beautiful writing portfolin fitted up with every-
thing ; | was as happy as ane can be when obliged to be away from
home. We have been waiting five days for the courier, who comes
by Hamburg, and is probably frozen in ! From January 1, a letter
to Germany will only cost one shilling. To-day I dine with Wilson
—alarge party. The English keep Christmas by eating enormously,
but one needs an English appetite for it! . . . I have forgotten lo
send my New Year's wishes — you know how [ wish you all with all
my heart a very happy year—and no year will be happier for me
than the one when I find myself able, if only in the smallest degree,

to add to your comfort ! — Max.’

His life all these months had been one of very hard work,
and constant sell-denial, and but for Bunsen's substantial help
he could not have lived on in England. He tells us how he
walked to and from the India House every day, his arms full
of books and papers. One day he left his spectacles, which he
had broken, to be mended at a shop in the Strand, and on call-
ing to fetch them, he laid down a sovereign to pay for them.
The shopman returned him change for half a sovereign, and
persisted that Max Miller had only given him ten shillings. It
was in vain to remonstrate, the man only became abusive to the
unmistakable foreigner in a well-worn coat, and Max left the
shop, sadly aware that the missing ten shillings represented
several dinners, which he must give up. Some days passed,
dinnerless, when one evening the man rushed out of the same
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shop as Max was passing it, with ten shillings in his hand, which
he held out to him—*Oh, Sir,’ he said, ‘1 have watched for
you several days, you were right, I found 1 had ten shillings too
much when 1 counted up my money that evening, and I have
longed to get it back to you,' adding “ for you look as if you
wanted it.'

Meantime he was making friends in England, he had stayed
more than once in the country at Totteridge with Bunsen, and
with him had visited Archdeacon Hare, Mr. Vaux of the Brit-
ish Museum had become a fast friend, an intimacy which lasted
till Mr. Vaux's death. Max Miiller constantly attended the
suppers given by his friend where the invitation cards were
adorned with pictures of Nineveh bulls and hawk-headed
deities, and where clouds of not over-good tobacco filled the
air. *Billy Russell' as we know constantly sent him tickets for
concerts and theatres, so that, notwithstanding his hard work,
and the uncertainty about the Feda, his early London life was
far more enjoyable than the first year of his stay in Paris.
There were several young German Sanskritists at work in Eng-
land, and with these and the colony of German merchants, liv-
ing chiefly at Denmark Hill, and the members of the German
Consulate, he was in constant intércourse.

Early in 1847 he went for a short time to Oxford to copy
Sanskrit MSS., his first sight of his future home. About the
same time he made acquaintance by letter with Benfey, the
great Sanskrit scholar at Gottingen, an acquaintance that soon
ripened into a true friendship. Benfey was then engaged on
his edition of the Sema Veda, and many letters passed between
the friends on points of Vedic grammar.

To nis MOTHER.
Translation. Loxnox, February 12, 1847.
¢Sl in great uncertainty. [ have only just returned to London,
for | have been staying at Oxford, working in the Library there, and
have thus seen the maost interesting and beautiful city in Eorope.
The whole town is of the Middle Ages, and consists almost entirely
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of churches, monasteries (now colleges), castles, and towers, all in
old English or Gothic, and the whole life is of the Middle Ages.
All students in black and white gowns and black caps, and so are
the professars, &c. And then the wealth and easy life in the Uni-
versities (sic) which are more High Schools than Universities.'

Not long after Max Miiller’s return from Oxford he was able
to write to his mother —

Translation. 5 Newsman's Row, LivcoLy's Iny FieLps,

Apral 15, 1847,

¢ At last the long conflict is decided, and I have carried off, so to
speak, the prize! I can yet hardly believe that I have at last got
what | have struggled for so long, entire independence, and 1 am
filled with the thought of how much more I have gained than I
deserve. . . . I am to hand over to the Company, ready for press,
fifiy sheets each year; the same I had promised to Samter in Ger-
many, for this 1 have asked fzco a year, £4 a sheet. They have
been considering the matter since December, and It was only yester-
day that it was officially settled. 1 hiave to read the corrections, and
shall have plenty of time left to devote to my studies. . . . As the
wark will be above 4oo sheets, 1 have a certain position for the next
eight years, and the work is really so light I could take another post
with it. This in fact has been already offersd me, 7o a place as
Libyrarian at the British Museum, with £150a vear. But on Bunsen’s
advice 1 have refused this, as 1 would mther be free the first years to
study, till something more suitabile presents itself, of which there is
little doult in tme. And now what do you say, dearest mather.
Is it not more than I could have ever expected ! And have 1 not
been right throughout to hold out to the very last, and devote all
my time and strength and money to one alm, and pursue that to the
last gasp? But only think that I had not a penny left, and that in
spite of every effort to make a little money, 1 should have had to re-
turn to Germany had not Bunsen stood by me and helped me by
word and deed. It has been a bad time, and now that it Is over, 1
may sayso. | saw that the tarning-point of my life had come, and that
after all the uncertainty I was only a few steps from the goal, and
yet 1 was not in a position to wait longer, but should be forced ta
return to Germany, to give up my favourite studies, if not entirely,
yet mostly, in order to gain a scanty living at a school or by private
lessons. 1 knew that none of my relations and friends agreed with
me; on the contrary, that they all thooght my plans foolish and ex-
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aggerated, and [ had no one from whom I could expect support, 1
mean, who would have lent me a small sum for a few years. In
fact, all my time, money, and work, indeed my whole life perhaps,
would have been sacrificed and lost, had not Bunsen, who had once
been in the same position, without my saying anything to him, stood
by me, and in this way made it possible for me to struggle on with
joylul confidence and firm faith towards the goal T had set before
me, 1 do not know whether 1 shonld thank God more that I have
at last atlained my long desired and long sought object, or that I
have gnined the frendship of so noble and distingnished a man as
Bunsen. It is in these last weeks that | have learned to know and
value him 5o thoroughly:  Archdeacon Hare invited Bunzen and me
to spend Easter with him in the country, and so I spent the whole
time in constant intercourse and conversation with these two men
and Sir John Herschel, the famous astronomer, who was there on
a visit, and thos 1 forgot all my troubles.  In fact, 1 spent a delight-
ful time, and when | reached London yesterday I found all settled,
and | could say and fecl, Thank God! Now I must at once send my
thanks, and set to work to earn the first £100.  Till then Bunsen will
lend me some money, which will not be necessary later on, as one
can live here comfortably on £150, and at first my expenses will be
small. We will not make any plans yet for the future. When my
work is once arranged [ can easily spend a month or two each year
in Germany, and when I have put by a little yon might try if you
could live comfortably in England. But at first, patience ! My
rooms here are small, but very nice — sitting and bedroom —with a
beantiful view over an old park and Gothic buildings. 1 pay, how-
ever, nearly £43, and that is cheap, As soon as [ have eaned a
litte money, my first purchase will be a piano — hiring is almost as
deir as buying a second-hand one, which is always easy to find.
What did you think of my Meptadita? | am well and happy.’

This summer Max mentions hearing Mendelssohn several
times, both in public and at Bunsen's. Tt was his last inter-
course with the friend of his childhood, boyhood, and youth ;
for at the close of the year he writes : —

To uis MoTHER.

Franslatfion. 1 GARDEN PLACE, December 11.

¢ The death of Mendelssohn was a great shock to me, and yet is
not his lot to be envied? and if to live is to work, has he not lived

1 F
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than many? What comes from God is right and good. How
beautifully Jean Paul speaks of comfort, but how much more beauti-
ful and elevating is another book, which unhappily through man's
unreason and man's wisdom is so spoilt for us from childhood, that
we can only slowly and by degrees read and live into it again.
Here the general sympathy has been expressed in so many different
ways. Elijah was twice performed, all in mourning, no applause,
and at the beginning the Dead March in Saul. I could not go, it
wis too much for me. 1 could not at first touch the piano. Now
there iz a collection for a monument, probably in Westminster,

where you know Handel is buried.!

To return to his daily life, now given up to the preparation
of the text and Commentary of the Rig-veda. The MS. of the
first yolume was rapidly approaching completion. ‘I get up
at five every moming,' he says,  for I have a great deal to'do,
and the evenings are generally wasted in society. Summer
(May 10) is beginning, and there is more green cach morning
on the great trees before my window.’

For nearly four years Max Miiller had been copying and
collating the MSS. of the Rig-veda in order to publish a correct
text, but this was by no means the most difficult part of his
task, though it is the part that has been best understood and ap-
preciated by the public. Real Sanskrit scholars know that his
knowledge of Sanskrit was tested and shown in the eritical
edition of Siyamd's Commentary. This wotk involved enor-
mous labour, and he was often urged to work faster and less
critically, but he kept to his first resolution, to publish the
whale text of the Commentary, making it as perfect as possible.
At the time he began his edition, many of the Sanskrit works
quoted by Siyawi were still unedited, whilst the references were
brief, presupposing an intimate acquaintance with the works
quoted. Max Miiller had to trace these references, to copy
the MSS. where they occur, and make full and careful indices.
This he did, though often delayed by some obscure reference
to Pinini's grammar or Yaska's glossary. All these references
had to be found, and their meaning ascertained, before any
printing could be begun. They are now given in his edition of
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the Feda, He tells us he was often driven to despair by some
obscare reference which neither Burmouf nor Wilson, the
greatest Sanskrit scholars of the day, could help him to dis-
cover. ‘It ofien took me whole days—mnay, weeks — before
I saw light. In the purely mechanical part other scholars
could, and did, help me; but whenever any real difficulty arose,
I had to face it by myself, though after a time I gladly ac-
knowledge that here too their advice was often valuable to me,'

Bunsen was determined, as his young friend would live in
England, at all events for several years to come, that he
should make the acquaintance of influential and distinguished
people, not only in London society, but in scientific and liter-
ary circles, and therefore insisted on his attending, under his
guidance, the meeting of the British Association, which in 1847
was held at Oxford. He not only attended, but prepared and
read a paper in English on the relation of Bengali to the Aryan
and aboriginal languages of India. He had been but a year in
England, and though he had completely mastered English, and
wrote and expressed himself correctly and forcibly, his pronun-
ciation was still very foreign, and it was with no little trepida-
tion that he stood up for the first time before a large and
critical English audience. His subject was one entirely new
to mast of his hearers, but it excited great interest, and gave
rise to a keen discussion, in which the young scholar was ably
and chivalrously defended by Dr. Prichard, President of the
Section, against the attacks and objections of certain members
who thought that no good thing could come out of Germany.
Though Max Miiller never reprinted this paper separately, and
considered it as the crude production of a very young man
{he was not twenty-four), he received, as late as 1892, a letter
from a gentleman engaged in like studies with this allusion to
his early essay : ‘It seems to me that you have stated far more
clearly than T have seen elsewhere the main facts of Bengali
agglutination, and it is astonishing to me how wonderfully you
have grasped them without visiting Bengnl.!

It was on this cccasion that Max Muller first came into per-

Fa
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sonal contact with Prince Albert, for whom he ever afterwards
felt the strongest admiration and sympathy. They met from
time to time at public dinners, or whenever the Prince Consort
visited Oxford, but both were aware that, strongly as they felt
drawn to each other by common interests and national sympa-
thies, more constant intercourse would not be wise for either
of them, both being, in their different spheres of work, jealously
watched as foreigners by suspicious John Bull.

After Max Miller's return to London he tells his mother
that he was * feeling mentally and physically exhausted, as the
various discussions in English tried him rather. Still, he
speaks of this meeting as a delightful time, and he felt sure it
would be of use to him.

To n1s MOTHER.

Translation.

& The suggestion came, of course, again from Bunsen, who is de-
termined to push me in the world. He continues just the same (o
me, and his friendship and affection make my life very happy here.
Yesterday there was a great Egyvptian dinner at Bunsen’s, 1 was
there; for after long indecision, I too have joined the hieroglyphists.
The printing goes on very slowly as new letters have to be made,
and it will be a whole year before the first volume is ready: but
when everything is in order; I shall make £3 or £4a week, As yel
Bunsen is still my banker, but my credit stands high with him!
The death of Fanny Hensel has grieved me very much. [ have not
heard Jenny Lind yet, it is too expensive.  How gladly would 1
have a quiet fortnight with you; one gels no rest here.

To THE SAME.

Transiztion. Loxnos, fuly 13-

s London is really unbearable from heat and dust, and I am long-
ing so for the country that I shall try and find a little room, if pos-
sible, at the seaside, which I know will do me good. [1f enly England
were not so very dear, especially when one wants to amuse oneself.
Prince Waldimar is here, and 1 have seen him several times and had
several good dinners with him. I enclose the menu of the largest
dinner, given by the Directors of the East India Company. Each
cover cost £5. It is impossible 1o describe it, and [ assure you I
had rather eat potatoes in Chemnitz! Lord John Russell was there,
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and the #ite of society: Buonsen again did little else hot fntro-
duce me to people who would be useful to me. But running about
in society, eating, drinking, and talking, tires one out, and 1 shall
get away as soon as [ can,’

The printing of the Feds had now begun in real earnest,
and on July 13, 1847, he was able to send to Burnouf in
Faris the first two sheets of Volume I ¢ How willingly,” he
says, *would I have visited Paris this summer to seck advice
and information on many points from you, but T am chained
here.  When my first volume is ready 1 shall take a haoliday,
that I may present it to you in person. I rejoice in the pros-
pect, for 1 cannot repeat often enough that 1 owe it to your
advice and friendly sympathy alone that I am now realizing
the plans I formed in my youth.'

In August he writes to his mother from 1, Garden Place,
Lincoln's Inn : —

Transiation,

fAs you see 1 have changed my rooms once more, as there was
a bad smell in the other house in this heat, and I thought it was not
healthy. 1am quite away from the street, and live as in a garden,
I have in fact two houses, for all day long I am in the India House,
where I have my own room, all surrounded by books and MSS.
I have a long way to walk there and back every day, which is VEry
good for me. My printing goes on well, so that I am quite happy
and satisfied. I had to give up my stay in the country, or at the sea-
side, as I had neither money nor time for it.  Instead, T have hired
a piano, which is a great delight. How often 1 have thought of you
lately, and your pleasant life at Dresden. Yes, however good the
life here is for the brain and soul, one's heart often longs for some-
thing else, and if 1 had not Bunsen and his family, life here would
often be very sad to me.  But 1 will not complain, I am determined
to be as happy as I can be, for how much brighter has my whole life
turned out, than [ ventured to expect or hope. My life in London
now is so quiet and uniform that [ have nothing to tell you. The
Bunsens are going into the country, where he will rest after the long
season.  He does a great deal of literary work, and 1 read or hear it
all, and we often have sharp discussions, s you may imagine, as I
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cannot help speaking out plainly, and he also wields a sharp sword.
But he is delightful, and we always remain good friends.'

To THE SAME.
Translation. Sefilember 1.
€My rooms in London are delightful, and my piano a real joy- In
the same house lives Dr, Trithen, an orientalist, whom 1 knew in

in St. Petersburg. Then there are a great many other orentalists in
London, who are mostly living near me, and we form an oriental col-
ony from all parts of the world. Dr. Bergstedt, a Swede; Kaollgren,
a Finn: Abbé Bardelli, an Ialian; Dr. Dillmann from Suabia; Dr.
Spiegel from Bavaria; Dr. Weber from Berlin, When we are-all
together, it sounds like a perfect Babel, and we have a good deal of
fiun at our cosmopolitan tea-evenings.'

Ey the middle of October, Max Miiller was able to send the
first sheet of Siydwa's Commentary to M. Burmouf. He says
in a letter dated 1 Garden Place, Oct. 18:— i

Transiafion.

¢ This first sheet has cost me much time and trouble, as they had
not sufficient types at Oxford, which cansed endless delay. Now that
they have founded the accented letters, I hope to get on faster, but I
cend this first sheet because if you have any seripus objections to the
general plan I have adopted, conformably with my position here in
London, I could still make necessary alterations. I often feel that
the Rir-veda and Commentary ought to have fallen into worthier
hands, but 1 will doall that I possibly can. 1 count on your indul-
gence, but shall, at the same time, be most grateful if you will point
out any mistakes.'

To this Burnouf replied : —

Translation, Nopember g.

My pEAR Friesp. —1 thank you for having sent me the shests
of your grand edition of the Rig-veda. 1 use the word grand, not to
avoid saying excellent, because I consider it both grand and excellent,
but because 1 must express my admiration of Professor Wilson's fine
and vigorous Devanfgari type. I have examined your sheets, and 1
must own that I am astonished that in soshorta time, you have been
ahle to master the mass of materials at hand. One has a right to
demand of an editor a correct list, a suitable division of the words, an
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indication of the Hindu divisions according to the two systems, the
text so far separated from the Commentary that they can never be
mistaken the one for the other, a reproduction of the Pada MS. and
position of the accents according to the copies of the Rishis.  You
have given all this with exemplary care and completeness.  But you
have given us much more, and here | cannot praise you too highly.
You indicate the quotations, and trace them not only to works that
are accessibile, but to many that are still entirely unedited. 1 con-
gratulate you with all my heart on your @i, and 1 venture to say on
Your success, for your success is secured.  You know me well enough,
1 hope, to feel the sincerity of my congratulations, Wealder men, whe
came too early to embark on the great enterprises which younger men
can undertake, we have only the duty of clapping our hands to show
the public what they ought to honour and esteem. Believe me, [ shall
not fail in doing this; and itis a great delight to do it for 2 man whose
knowledge | admire and whose character I love. And [ think I may
be allowed to reflect with pleasure on any effort | may have made to
encournge you to march on in entire independence, avoiding all col-
laborations. This is the ealy thing on which | can pride myself,
and it again is entirely to your honour, becanse it only proves that
I recogmized all that science might expect from you. Believe me
that | am more than ever filled with this sentiment, and continee to
reckon me among those who follow your success with the great-

est delight. — E. BurNour.'
To #is MoTHER.

Franslation. November g,

My time is entirely occupled with the Feds . . . but my work is de-
lightful, and I feel sure that in six or seven years it will bring in plenty,
and I am quite independent and that is worth more than anything
else. But the idea of marrying Is absurd, and happily as yet love has
left me tolerably alone, for | have other things to fill my head and heart.
1 have just had an offer to go to Benares, and print the Feda there,
which I have refused. I correspond with the Brahmans there, and
the Indian papers often mention Dr. M. M., but that Is of no help.”

To Burnouf he writes : —

Franslation. t GARDEN PLACE, December 5, 1847,

“Your last letter gave me the greatest pleasure, and [ thank you
warmly. 1 know well that you are full of indulgence and kindoess,
such as T must not expect from the severe critics of Russia and Ger-
many, but I own that your favourable ppinion, and that of Wilson,
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Lassen, and Bopp are the most delightful reward, and the only one
1 wish for, and that it gives me new courage to persevere ina task
that would otherwise often seem dry and distasteful. The news that
1 have received through M. d'Eckstein that you have successfully de-
ciphered the Nineveh inscriptions would have astonished me, had
one not been accustomed to such happy surprises from the succes-
sor of Champollion. I consider this discovery the grandest and
most important of the century, it must throw light on many funda-
mental questions of ancient ethnography. Up to nosw, I have not
found any thing really solid and satisfactory in all the conjectures
on the so-called Indian, Babylonian, and Assyrian inscriptions. 1
hear that Dr. Hincks sent yesterday to the Asiatic Society a com-
plete translation of the inscriptions of Van, made by means of an
Indo-germanic language. But I must examioe it myself. Rawlin-
son has at Jast managed to copy a part of the third inscription at
Behistun, and he writes that he now for the first time touches solid
ground. Incredulous as 1 have been about all these promises and
experiments, 1 am now convinged that under your guidance a new
region will be opened to seience, and [ await the signal impatiently.

This important year of Max’s life was drawing to a close.

His success had justificd his perseverance in a career which
had at one time seemed utterly hopeless; and he was rewarded
at last for the long struggle, for the bitter self-denials of his early
years.
For the first time we find a mention in his Christmas letter
of a gift of money to the mother to whose unceasing care and
seli-forgetfulness he owed everything. This he never forgot to
the last hour of her life, and it was his constant delight from
this time onwards to add to her comforts and pleasures.

Transfaticon. I GanneN Prace, Lmoonx's IxN,
December 11, 1847,
i, . . I must now give you some commissions. Take the enclosed
£ note and change it at a banker's, and with half of it buy some-
thing very nice for Fran Hofrithin Miiller ; with the other half some-

thing pretty for Frau Dr. Krug, and some toys for the two little Krugs.
“Your MAx.




CHAFPTER V
1848

Visit to Paris. Revolution. Settles at Osfonl. Friends there, Letters
to Burnowl snd Bunsen,

TrE year 1848 began gaily for the young stranger. He had
moved to King Willinm Street, Strand, to be a little nearer to
the Prussisn Legation, though he already began to recognize
the disadvantage of being so far from his printers, now that the
first volume of the Kipr-veds was passing through the press,
No London firm could have undertaken the work, from want
of the proper types, whilst the Oxford University Press, with
the help of Professor Wilson, had secured the finest Devanigari
types then known. Of his gaieties he writes to his mother: —

Translafion. 5 K WinLiam STrREET, STRAND,
Sannary 27, 1848.

¢ Last week [ went to two balls in English families to whom I have
been introduced. It was a beautiful sight, and the balls lasted till
four. 1 have not treated myself to a new evening coat — my old one
does fairly well —and 1 danced away in it. The young girls in
England are very beantifol and very pleasant; one hardly sees a
single ugly face in a ball-room —which one cannot say in either
France or Germany —and &0 one spends a very pleasant evening.
The Bunsens do not give balls, but most agreeable parties with good
music. Hut my chief employment is my work at the East India
House, and [ hope this year to finish the first volume of about 6oo

Papes:

In February he found it necessary to visit Paris, to look at
some MSS. in the Royal Library, and was still there when the
Revolution broke out. In the Awfodiograghy he has described

73
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his difficulty in getting back to England, but says little of what
he actually saw in Paris, and the letter he wrote to his mother
immediately after his escape, for it was really that, is full of

- interesting details.
Translation. Loxpon, Moxnay, March 1, 1848,

1 went for a fortnight to Paris, partly to see Hagedorn, partly to
finish some work at the Bibliothtque Royale. You will have seen
from the papers what a fearful time I bad there, and | thanked God
when [ stood safe again on English ground. 1 am still so excited
that 1 can hardly describe all I have seen and done.  Since Tuesday
last, 1 have had sleepless nights from fighting, the roar of cannon,
burning of houses, fall of buildings, &c., men murdered by hundreds
or simply shot down in the streets. No one's life was safe, for there
was neither government, police, nor soldiers.  The man in the blouse
was lord of all, and blood ran in the streets, which were filled with
barricades. Women on horseback, ruffians on the finest officer's
chargers paraded the streets, carrying Louis Philippe's throne in
triumph. The only brave soldiers were the Municipal Guards, and
I saw them cut down and hacked in pleces by the mob. One could
see all that went on from Hagedorn's windows ; the bullets whistled
on every side, and yet ladies went ot on foot fowr voir s Aéveln-
tiom. We did the same, and were more than once pursued by the
cavalry, [ saw barricades, built up of omnibuses, tibles, and planos,
attacked and taken, and again built up, till at last the soldiers frater-
nized with the people, gave up their weapons, and finally withdrew.
There was pothing grand In it, The French journals have no
authority, for they are written by and for the victors, who proclaimed
liberty of the press, but against whom the press dare not assert its
liberty. ltmight have been worse, that is the only thing one can
say for the mob. The Garde Nationale were cowards, never appeared
at all the first day, from fear of the Minister. The second day every-
thing seemed over and quiet, and one rejoiced that without any loss
of life a blinded ministry had fallen, and the people had carried their
point in a constitutional way. But those who had made the demon-
stration the first two days were not yet satisfied, the republicans and
communists tried to profit by the public excitement to stir the people
up again. On the other side the friends of Thiers intrigued, espe-
cially Bugeaud, who was commandant of Paris, and who on the even-
ing of the second day could still have re-established order, had he
not connived with his troops to place the ministry in Thiers™ hands
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by letting the revolution bave its own way a little.  But when this
was effected, it was too late; the people and the troops fraternized
and streamed together to the Tuileries: the people armed, but not
the military. Louis Philippe, the king of the barricades, fled from
the barricades, and from the people who trusted their rights to him,
and whose interests he had sacrificed in his selfish plana for his own
dynasty. No resistance was then possible; the republicans bad po
opposition to fear; the Duchess of Orleans with her sons was in-
sulted, and the Republic proclaimed. The railways were already
broken up, only the one to Havre had been forgotten, so over the
barricades, and with shots on all sides, I got to the station at ten at
night on Thursday. Next morning I reached Havre, and by six on
Saturday evening, after a very bad passage, arrived in London. 1
am glad to have seen what I did, but seeing it was terrible. 1 was
at one time guite close to the mob, and escaped by some side steps
from the Boulevard des Capucins, where Guizot's house stands, into
the Rue Basse des Remparts. In one instant came a shot, then a
fusillade, and from that moment the fighting and fiying never ceased,
till Louis Philippe was gone and the Republic proclaimed. 1 could
do little work, and am thankful to be back and in safety with my
Feda. 1n spite of all this turmoil 1 am muoch better, and so my

work will get on faster.”

It was Max Miiller who bronght Lord Palmerston the first
certain news of Louis Philippe's fight.

To his friend Pauli, the Anglo-Saxon scholar, whom he had
first met in Paris, at this time settled in England, he wrote : “It

was terrible, but one learns history by it.'
On March 23 he writes again to his mother: —

Translation,

# You must not trouhle yourself too much with these bad times, and
their reforms and revolutions. They are developments which are
unavoidable in history, and such crises are necessary to get rid of all
the poison that has long been collecting in society. One must not
imagine that a few men, who are at the head of affairs mate these
revolutions. Such events are not wude ; they Aappen, through a
higher will; though the tools employed do not always seem the mest
worthy. When one sees the beginning of a revolution, with all its
details and apparent accidents, as [ saw it in Paris;, one quickly per-
ceives, that it is in no one's power to reckon on these movements,
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where often one look, one resolution, one cry, determines the fate of
hundreds and thousands. In such moments a man feels his true
weakness, he reallzes what he is ; during the quiet course of a peace-
ful life a man becomes so self-confident and so certain of his own
wisdom, that such shocks are necessary to bring him again to him-
self. These lessons are specially good for the wise diplomatists who
imagine they can direct mankind according to their own prudent and
selfsecking calculations, and for the sovercigns who imagine man-
kind is only made for them. Now is the time for all to learn that
nothing lasts or gives us power but what is right, and the consdous-
ness of having desired the welfare of others and not of our own selves,
I hoped this movement would pass pver more quietly in Germany
than elsewhere. I trusted our kings as having a more upright judge-
ment, and higher desires, more love for their people, and & more self
sacrificing spirit. Instead of this, everywhere, either cowardice, or
miserable blindness and seli~confidence. The punishment for this
will not be wanting, and it is sad that bad teeth can only be extracted
with loss of blood and much suffering of the whole body. If all
those gentlemen could be sent to England to the Universities, they
might learn what are the conditions which alone make a king possible
in these days. Would to God they might learn the lesson. The
longer they hesitate, the greater will be the demands, the mare terrilile
the conflict. The German people are good-tempered, but can be
roused by deceit, distrust, and selfishness. Here in England all is
quiet, and the means exist here for making revolutions in a peaceful,
lawful and constitutional way. 1| am only afraid they may summon
Bunsen to Berlin. He might do much good there, but it would bea
terribile loss to me, and | hardly think I could endure life here with-
out him. He is the sort of diplomatist they all should be, a troe
man, simple and good, desiring and striving for what is right, and
leaving the rest to providence. For this the wise Metternich pro-
nounces him to be no diplomatist.  We shall see who stands firmest.
In spite of the preat excitement in which one lives, [ can eollect my-
self enough to work hard — and that quiets one. 1 am much better
since | was in Paris, and have got rid of my cough. 1 really feel
quite well, 30 there is no cavse for you to be anxious, Your last
letter arrived some time after I had sent mine off, for the post every-
where is most irregular now. If the weather is fine, I may spend
part of the summer in Oxford to be nearer my printers. The gov-
ernors of the East India House wish to see somethine for their
money— but I have only two arms — not a thowsand like Vishow.!
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During his whole life in England, Max Miller found the
variable climate, and especially the damp winters, a great
trial to his strength, and in his two first winters passed in
London he was so constantly laid up with severe colds and
headaches, and unable to do his work, that his mother was
seriously anxions about him. He always maintained that the
severe cold of a German winter was less trying to the constitu-
tion than the fogs, and damp, and bitter east winds of England.
Early in May he went for change to Oxford, intending only to
stay through the bright summer months in a place which, from
his first visit in June, 1847, cast the glamour of its beauty over
him, and which was to be his home for above fifty-two years.
He settled himself in two small rooms in Walton Place, as
being near the Press, and soon after his arrival he writes to his
valued patron and friend, the first of many letters.

17 Warron PLACE, OXFORD.
May 18, 1848,

«Your ExcELLENCY: — Beaotiful and pleasant as Oxford is at
this season; and happy and contented as I feel in this safer Musa-
rumt, it is difficult, at least on a day like this, the opening day of the
Reichstag in Frankfort, to subdue the longing for one's German
home; and so | hope you will allow me, at all events for a short
time, to feel as if 1 were in my native surroundings, by writing to
you. The delightful hours which you allowed me to spend with you
in London are indeed the only thing that 1 miss here in Oxford, and
that make me long sometimes to be back in old London. 1 there-
fore hope vou will allow me from time to time to recall in writing
those happy hours, and if my letters arrive like inopportune visitors

*in the midst of dispatches and diplomatic notes, please lay them
aside, just as you so often used to say in your friendly way, “ Now,
make haste and go.” It Is delightful that you have chosen Schles-
wig, and Schleswig has chosen you. It is indeed no usual object of
ambition to sit on the same bench with master butchers and cobblers,
but it is & sacrifice which In these days the true Aryan is willing to
make for the Fatherland, when he has the right and oppertunity to
do so. In this indistinguishable chaos the necessary thing is to find
men who can form a party, and attract a majority to them.  In Ger-
mans, however, personal opinion and conviction are so supreme and

Tranglation.
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unruly, that we need men who will seize the German John Bull, not,
as is usual, by the horns, but in a frieadly way, by his soft and weak
points. No doubt there will be many good men of the State there,
but few good statesmen. Everything in Frankfort will depend on
how the first majority is formed, but 1 don't believe that any party
in Germany, be it what it may, would have any prospect of influence,
if, when finding itself in a minority, it resorts to violence. Modern
histary accustoms itself to loock on majorities which have arisen
naturally in the same way as the old world must have originally
looked upon their % Judgement of God,” but with this diference, that
for the Christian world the Godlike has assumed the form of humanity
and freedom, by the side of that of nature and necessity, Life here
in Oxford is remarkably pleasant ; the place is so beautiful, and every-
body so Fiendly and good, many peaple very superior and interest-
ing. I have not seen much of Stanley as he is very much occupied ;
but I know many of the Fellows who pursue the same objects, and
with even more wadersfanding and determination. From mzny
different sides one hears of a wish for reforms in the life of the
University, but they are afraid of the Government ; and that if they
once give it the oppartunity it will interfere far more than they desire.
They particularly dread the tendencies of the Cheap Government,
which might involve them in Cheap Education, and therefore they
would rather remaln quiet and keep their own. I have given your
pamphlet on Schleswig to Stanley, Dr. Jacobson, Dr. Plumptre, and
Dr. Acland, and I hear that Dr. Twiss means to write an ANSWer
the same man who wrote on the Oregon question. One hopes it
may come it faciuwe like King Oscar's troops, though 1 must own
that it would be wonderful if they could persuade the Holger Danske

to listen to reason and act accordingly.’

To his mother he describes his new life thus : —
Transfation. 17 WaALTON PrACE, My 21. ;

‘Here [ am at last settled in Oxford. 1 have already told you
how beautiful it is, and now in spring it is perfect ; the finest gardens
I have ever seen, the old trees and the green velvety turf such as one
only sees in England. [ am enjoying the spring here as [ have not
enjoyed it for years, and feel better than I ever felt in hot, dirty,
noisy Londan. 1 like the people bere very much, and my work gets
on much faster, which will delight you. Forty large sheets already
printed, and £160 already spent | But I can live more cheaply here,
and save a little, which as yet I have not been able to do. 1 have
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not had a piano for a long time; now I have hired one for 30r. a
month. | find my music very useful in society, for they like to hear
it, though few people play. Of course | miss Bunsen very much,
but who can say how long he will stay in London # and in these
busy times I have seen but little of him. My speech at Oxford is
published under the title,  Three Linguistic Dissertations read at
the Meeting of the British Association in Oxford, by Chevalier
Bansen, Dr, Meyer, and Dr. Max Miiller,” 1 find it a good visiting
card here. It is difficult to say when my first volume will be ready,
as the printing is sometimes easy and sometimes very difficult; but
be sure | work as hard as [ can, for it is most important for me to
get the first part published.'

To THE SAME.
Transiation. OxrornD, fume 28,

41 live here so quietly that | often wish I bad you all here, safe
out of the trouble and turmoil in Germany. [t is the greatest delight
to walk in these gardens, where the old gables and towers peep
through the green trees on all sides, 1 am asked to dinner nearly
every day —thisis at five o'clock in one of the old colleges. After
dinner we have coffee and tea in the gardens on the grass, and smoke
our cigars. We have a great deal of music, and I get on very well
with all these reverend sirs.

Peaceful as his life in Oxford was, Max Miller was too
patriotic not to be deeply occupied with the events in his
native country, and he writes to Dr. Pauli: —

Translation. June 27, 1848,

“One needs earnest and difficult work to keep one quiet. 1 sup-
pose in time one will get accustomed to this new world, but up to
now I have not had courage or power even to talk about it: in time
the sea-sickness will leave one, and then one can watch the storm
carefully and wonder at it.  ¥ou ought to come to Oxford; it is the
maost beautiful city [ have ever seen, and one must have seen it to
know England. Life is tolerably cheap, and the libraries rich in
manuscript treasures, [ shall stay here till October, then publish a

volume anid go to Germany.'
Max Miiller became almost immediately on intimate terms

with & number of undergraduates, as well as many younger
dons, whilst several of the heads of houses and professors
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showed great kindness to the man whom they remembered ns
reading a paper but the year before at the British Association,
on a subject quite unknown to most of them, but which had
provoked interesting and important discussions.  Dr. Gaisford
was particularly condescending to the young scholar, who often
mentioned with pleasure the real courtesy of the Dean, as being
the only head of a house who thought it necessary to call before
sending him an invitation to dinner,

He has given an amosing account of that visit, and the
attack made on the Dean by his Scotch terrier, Belle. To the
few who still remember those days the name of Belle will
recall many a happy hour. She was a small terrier, by no
means 4 great beauty, and had belonged to Robert Morier,
who willingly passed her on to his friend, to avoid the trouble
of looking after her. She lived toa great age, and gave her
hew master a good deal of occupation in taking care of her
and her innumerable puppies. Her devotion made her very
jealons, and when some years after a beautiful Skye puppy
was given him by a much-loved friend, Belle ill-treated it 50,
that he had to part with it to save its life. Max Muller was
always devoted to dogs, and his friends will recollect his great
deerhound Oscar, Musk, a Skye terrier, and in later years
his well-known dachshunds, Waldmann and Minnerl, and at
the very last, Longbow and Big Ben.

Among Max’s intimate friends at this time were Morier,
afterwards Sir Robert Morier, who died Ambassador at St
Petersburg ; William Sellar, later on Professor of Latin at
Edinburgh ; Palgrave, to whose advice he owed a great deal
when he first began to write English books ; William Spottis-
woode ; Alexander Grant, who, after many years in India, be-
came Principal of the University of Edinburgh ; Theodore
Walrond, afterwards his brother-in-law, and whom for many
years he used to call his English conscience ; Earle, later Pro-
fessor of Anglo-Saxon ; Church, afterwards Dean of St. Paul’s ;
George Butler ; Fiolliott, who in the last letter he wrote to Max
Miiller says, ‘ Your friendship has been one of the happiest
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elements of my life ;" Thomson, of Queen's, who became Arch-
bishop of York ; Story-Maskelyne, later Professor of Mineral-
ogy ; Clough, the poet; Dr. Stanley, then Tutor of University ;
Dr. Acland; Manuel Johnson, the Observer; Professor Don-
kin, drawn to him by their common love of music; * Bodley’
Coxe; Jowett, then the popular young Tutor of Balliol; and
J. A. Froude, of Exeter. To the two last Max Miiller was a
staunch friend, standing by them when their opinions exposed
them to a good deal of obloquy and closed many doors against
them. Most of these men remained Max Miller's devoted
and intimate friends through life; from others, from cireom-
stances of residence and occopation, he was more or less sep-
arated, though when they met there was always a hearty
recollection of the ‘ merry days when they were young,' and
enjoyed many a joke and many a discussion in their various
rooms, whether in college or in lodgings. The very few left
who remember quite the early years when Max Miller first
seitled in Oxford, recall his great powers of attraction, his
lively conversation, even though in still rather quaint English,
his fun, his power of repartee, above all his kindly lovable
nature, to which a singularly beautiful countenance bore wit-
ness, his brilliant pianoforte-playing, and behind all this a
seriousness of purpose, a loftiness of aim, with an amount of
general culture seldom met with in a man of little more than
twenty-four ; whilst the almost entire ignorance of the great
subject to which he was devoting his life only added to their
wonder and interest.

Mr. Tuckwell in his delightful reminiscences says: 1 recall
the black-haired, slight young foreigner in 1846 or there-
abouts, known first as a pianist in Oxford drawing-rooms, whose
inmates ceased their chatter at his brilliant touch.”

To CHEVALIER BUNSEN.
Fransiation. 17 WALTON PLACE, fune 13, 1848.
“*Tis hard to carry a full cup even. Oxford is most beautiful, but
one longs for German professors, for Greek societies and seminars!
1 3B43 It should be,

1 G
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My Feda gets on ; forty-five sheets are printed. I have good news
from India. The Pandits, to whom 1 sent proof-sheets, are delighted
with the plan and the way it is being carried out. As it does not
seem likely that the Prussian Government will at this moment grant
any money for MSS. from India, T shall apply to the East India
Company. The expense is very small, r,co0 lines of thirty-two
syllables for eight shillings. 1 think of staying here till my first
volume is ready, which it cannot be before the end of the year, and
then [ shall go to Germany. But [ must find some further occupa-
tion here, for Sanskrit alone does ot yield enough to live on, It is
delightful to reconstruct a chapter in the historical consciousness of
mankind, especially one that is so ancient and so important for the
inteflectual migrations of the Aryans as is the Vedic epoch. Bat
when mankind is at work it requires people who can wield the hammer
in arder to forge a new link in the chain of humanity. Only [ don’t
know with what hammer [ should try to work, but it seems to me
pretty certain that for the next thirty years the Feda and such liter-
ary ruins will find few friends and explorers. For what we now see
is but the prelude to wake and shake the mind, to bring it into the
necessary condition, #corruptos hominum mores bellis emendare
atgue conterene™"

In the following letter to his mother he describes his first
Commemoration, little imagining how many more he was to
see, till his own children were enjoying them from thirty to

forty years later: —

Transliation. Suly ar,

“ There were great festivities for the end of Term. Guirot was
here, two sons of Metternich, Baron von Hilgel, and many of the
best English families, and a crowd of such beautiful women as [
have never before seen,  The festivities lnsted from early dawn till
night ; the gardens lighted up, with music and singing, were enchant-
ing. There were good concerts, the Mesriad, the Creatton, in which
Birch, Tadolinde, and Lablache sang; in fact it was magnificent, and
champagne and hock flowed in streams. Now every place is empty.
I' have the beautiful gardens to myself, and that is delightful, where
I take a walk of an evening and smoke my cigar ; but it would be yet
better on the Terrace at Dresden ! * However "— as the English
say, and I do my best to acquire an Englishman's patience and
indifference.’
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The summer was spent quietly in Oxford, working at the
Feda and the long Introduction, or Prolegomena, of which we
hear more in the following year.

To s MOTHER.
Transigtion, Oxrorp, August 8.
*The times are not suited for guiet enjoyment, and who knows
when this struggle of the discontented masses will cease 7 Byt when
ane remembiers all the suffering and sorrow, the thousands who are
perishing from war, disease, and famine, one ought to be contented
aneself, and thank God if we escape with a few inconveniences. [t
sometimes seems to me wrong to be sitting and working here so
peacefully in Oxford, whilst so many in Germany are torn away from
their scientific employments and must share all the dingers of war.
One is not better than all those who die by thousands in batile or of
cholera, or wha see all their prospects for life ruined in a mament,
And yet, surely, afl this want and calamity must do some good, by
teaching men that they are placed on the earth not for enjoyment
but for a struggle and trial : in quieter times one forgets too easily
the real earnest task of life, and the true man in us perishes. Now
every one must stand fast and be ready for anything. 11 we do our
duty and have a good conscience and trust in God, this little world
cannot do us much harm. I lead a most pleasant life here in Ox-
ford. Many of my friends come to see me, and live in the same
howse — Dir, Kellgren from Helsingfors, Dr. Pauli from Berlin. Then
of course I do not get through so much work — we take long wallks,
bathe, &c.; but when they are gone [ shall be ahle to work hard again
till the first volume is ready. That will not be tll Easter,as the first
valume will have 1,000 pages, and only 500 are now printed. Every-
thing seems to have quicted down in Dessau they had not a large
aristocracy to put down ! | should like to see for myself how things
are, for here one can form but little fdea about it.’

The next letter tells of the spread of the revolutionary spirit
to Chemnitz, where his mother still lived, though no longer in
her daughter's house,

Translation, OxrorD, Octoder 3.

£ You can imagine my anxiety about you when 1 read in the papers
of the insurrection of the workpeople in Chemnitz, of barricades, and

fighting in the streets ; and remembered how far from strong Auguste
Ga
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is. From day to day I lnoked for a letter, and at last heard from you
that you had escaped all danger. We must not complain of small
deprivations, but thank God, who has watched over us hitherto with
fatherly care. If I know that you are well in Chemnite, and have
always a sure refuge with Krug, and if you know that I am happy and
well in Oxford, even if we do not see each other often, we can think
of each other with perfect satisfaction ; and how few can say that in
these times. Ume cannot expect things to settle down in Germany
for many years. [ cannot wish to be back in Germany, however
much I lang for German life, for one would oaly be drawn into all
these party conflicts, without power to effect any good. T often think
it might be well to settle down entirely in England. 1 think one
might be quite at home and happy here. If 1 go to Germany next
year, I must look about and see what can be done there, and if any
prospects apen for me; if not, 1 must look out for some career that
later on would settle me here. 1 like Oxford so much better than
London, that I shall remain here.  Life is cheaper here, and 1 had
already saved £20, but have speat it on M55, from India, which [
need for my work. Dr. Pauli is still living here, which is very
pleasant, and gives me some one to talk to. Dessau seems to set
an example to the world with its liberal institutions. What does
Stockmarr say to itall 7! Uncle Frite, doubtless, is much amused.
I should like to see it with my own eyes ; it sounds a little fabulows 1

Max Miiller seems to have been so much absorbed in the
Feda as to leta long time pass without any communication with
his revered master, Burnouf, who sent him the following gen-
tle reminder, which shows how even the life of a quiet student
was upset by the political disorders of the times.

Translafion. Parts, Ocfoder 7, 1848.

My nEAR FriExn, — It §s a long time since | heard anything of
you, and enough has happened here to make me forget any one fo
whom [ was less attached than [ am to you. But I have heard of
you indirectly. 1 received a few days ago a sign of your remembrance
of me, which touched me much; and I have read your mlmoire with
delight, and have learnt from it many curious fcts of the way in

1 An old and very conservative General, marded to the sister of Max Milller's
aunt, Fran Prasident von Bisedow, The old man lived to keep his Iron Wed-
ding {sixty-five years) and died a few davs alter, as did his wife, and they were

baried the same day.
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which Bengali has used for its own analytic purposes concrete words
borrowed from Sanskrit. The work is well done, and 1 have oli-
served with great satisfaction among other things a virtuous attack
on the modernizers of Brihmanism in the interests of Buddhism,
which has nothing to gain by outraging history and good sense. 1
venture to assert that notwithstanding their pretensions, the dilet-
tmnte authors of these heteroclitic hypotheses understand neither
Bribmanism nor Buddhism. Iam now working at the second vol-
ume of my Introduction to Buddhism, having been obliged 1o set
aside the work 1 had begun on the Nineveh inscriptions, These
researches cantot be carrfed on usefully in a time of political dis-
turbance, such as the present; the tempest in the streets distracts
the mind. . . . Under these circumstances, I am devoting myself
to Buddhism, to occupy my mind;: it is the only one of my labours
for which I do not need State aid. — Yours heartily, E. Burxous.!

To this Max Miller replied : —

5 PARE PrLACE, Novewmber 1, 1848,

*My Hoxounen Master axp FRIExn.—. . . I was YEry sorry
to learn that the politieal agitation in France has disturbed your
literary work. Every one felt that the only hope of a successful and
scientific decyphering of the Nineveh inseriptions lay with you, for
you stand alone in such work. Yet the second volume of Buddhism
will Le a weleome gifi to many, to some perhaps not weleome, as it
will destroy their last heteroelite hypotheses. Unfartunately things
logk very black for literature in Germany too, and I am glad that I
can give my time here in England quietly to the Fede. The first
Ashtaka with a long introduction will appear at Easter. T am now
writing the latter, and I often wish I could go to yoir for advice, for
here in England there is really no one who takes much interest in
real Indian antiquity. Wilson has finished his History of Britick
Sl which is very much liked, and is at work now on a lexicon of
modern Indian words for measures, weights, and other words in
daily use between Indians and Englishmen. Besides that he is pre-
paring a catalogue of the MSS, of the East Indin House, as well as
a translation of the Aderede. It is wonderful how busy he is,
though one often wishes he would devote his valuable time and
powers: more exclosively to Indian antiquity. . . . 1 have heard
nothing of Baron d'Eckstein since the Revolution, and would gladly
hear how he s, . . . My time is 5o taken up with printing the
Retgveala, which has reached page 608, that 1 have no time for any
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other work; for this 1 am very sorry, for the Commentary is ter-
ribly wearisome, and yet full of small difficulties, for which 1 often
miss the help of M55, from other parts of India. 1 have therefore
ardered for myself a copy from Poonah, where your own valuable
M5, was copied, and must await its arrival before 1 begin the second
Ashitaka, as | have no collation of your MS. for that, and the MSS.
here of the second Ashtaka are very imperfect. The East India
Company has declared ftself ready to buy Vedic M3S. if they can
get them, so | hope for much new help from India.’

The following letter to Bunsen is the only allusion to a
scheme which Max Miiller can hardly have contemplated seri-
ously, though & Pass Degree would have been child's play to
him, and no doubt a life in college such as that led by many
of his fricnds must have appeared more attractive than his soli-

tary lodgings : —
Transiation. 17 WarTon PrAce, Ocfelier B, 1848,

¢] think of going to London for a few days early next week to do
some work at the East India House. It would be a great delight to
me if | could see you for a few minutes; to ask your advice in a mat-
ter which occupies me a good deal. The revolutions in Germany
have laid such hold en all the circumstances of life, and have so
unidermined the foondations of society that one loses all courage
to build one's future on such a soil. Unless one feels the strength
and power to take an active part in initiating and seitling matters,
but wishes to find one's ideal of life in the narrow quiet circle of
science, one has the right | think to seek shelter there, where science,
if not patronized and aided, is at least tolerated and let alone. With
all my fove of the past, and with a full belief in the future of Ger-
many, I feel more drawn at present to English than to German soil,
My work will keep me in England for the next few years; and as
Oxford s a very pleasant place of residence, I have an idea of enter-
ing one of the colleges as an undergraduate, keeping my twelve
terms, and then taking my degree. I should hope to defray the
expense by my own work, and the competition in the oriental mar-
ket is so small, that my prospects later on would probably not be
bad. It is, of course, difficult to resolve to take such a backward
step, and begin again from the beginning, when my friends and con-
temporaries have already found their spheres of activity as teachers
and professors. My own studies would meet with many interrup-
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tions, but when one sees that the path one has hewn for oneself does
not lead to the goal, it is better to turn round than to pursue the
wrong road till no return is possible. My work goes on merrily,
seventy-two sheets are printed, and I am writing the Preface, which
often overwhelms me; but T have time till Easter, when the two
first volumes and the Preface will appear. Dr. Pauli is still living
with me, but he has a good chance of being appointed to the Ad-
vocale's Library in Edinburgh. In the hope of soon having the
happiness of secing you, I am with my whole heart.— Yours
obediently.’

We hear no more of the undergraduate scheme, and on his
return from London he moved to pleasanter lodgings, No. 9
Park Place, now 18 Banbury Road, where he remained till
January, 1856. Here he occupied the front floor, and some

other German generally lodged in the same house.

To His MoTHER.
Transiafion. 9 PARK PLACE, Nevemder 5.

I have been staying with Bunsen in London and the country for
aweek. 1 wasin his house, and we had Jong talks together, and [
came back to my work with fresh courage. Heisa delightful, excel-
lent man, so that it is a real refreshment to see him,  He is 50 uiet,
so contented, and so confident, although living in the very midst of
all the troubles ; he trusts mainly to Frankfort. and his whole soul is
with Germany. When [ retirned to Oxford | changed my lodgings.
If T could afford it I should take riding lessons. Every morning
crowds of students pass by in their red coats and jockey caps going
out hunting; but that is very dear, 0 1 never think of it, but wark
on quietly at the FMede, and when Volume [ is finished, 1 shall pack
up and be off; 620 pages are finished. It has been a hard piece of
wark. 1 bave no desire to join the Dessan militia. T would rather
become a naturalized Englishman. The news from Vienna is terri-
ble, ¢ine can hardly believe it, and in Berlin it is fermenting and
seething as if for something of the same sort.’

On his birthday he writes to her again : —
TFranslation. Oxvorn, December 6, 1848,

‘Twenty-five years, an age that might make one sad, but we are
all well and happy ; though my life in a foreign country often seems
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too long, and I should like to get away; but it can't be helped, one
must work to live, and work where one finds work, 1 am quite con-
tent with mine. OF course, if one could find work in Germany
instead of here, and live at one of the Universities on the Rhine, at
Bonn or at Heidelberg, one might enjoy life more,  That will come
some day, and then we can live happily together and drink a good
glass of Rhine wine. Hurrahl If only the Feda were not so long,
The old Indians 3000 years ago might have wrillen less; 1,000
quarto pages. But work agrees with me, and I take long walks, and
the life iz, on the whole, very pleasant, and yet one feels as if one
hardly belonged to it; people are too polite for one to feel quite at
one's ease. Do you know | would willingly take the post of Libra-
rian at Dessan if it were free? 1 could carry on my work there, and
in these troublous times, the more retired one's life, the safer and
happier for one. But those are only plans, and one must be satisfied
to be independent and able to earn one’s daily bread ; and it is better
in these days to be a bachelor, in spite of all the good advice you
give me from time to time — rich heiresses are not so plentiful, even
in England. Last week Jenny Lind sang here in a concert. [ had
never heard her, and paid my ten shillings, which | do not regret.
She sings wonderfully, has a full, strong, rich voice, but there was a
want of softness, She sang Italinn songs, and Weber's Lnd ob oie
Holke, which she sang most beautifully, and showed a real love of
herart. Her Swedish songs are lovely, so original. 1 longed to hear
her sing some of Mendelssolin's songs — but she had to think of her
public; and the John Bulls have little knowledge of mosic.  She said
afterwards to a {riend of mine, that she considered Mendelssohn's
Suleiba the most beautiful song she knew, and she loved to sing it
The people here were wild about her, perfectly enchanted ; but when
Beethoven's Sepdeffe was played as a finale, they mostly went away ;
perfect barbarians! And yet they are good honest people, with
whom it is easy to live when one understands them. [ get on very
well with John Bull, and he does not mind when 1 sometimes take
him by the horns and shake him.’

To Bunsen he writes the same day : —

Translation. Decenther 6, 1848,

“You will have perhaps already seen In the paper the delightful
news of Trithen's appointment as Professor here. | am as pleased

as if 1 had got it myself, for it was perhaps the only way of making
a good useful man of him, after all the disappointments which of




-

1848] TRITHEN MADE PROFESSOR 8g

late weighed more and more on him. Though I had myself thought
of this place, and had perhaps better chances than Trithen, I fiel
I have acted rightly, perhaps caleulated rightly; for had Trithen
divided votes with me, most probalily a third candidate would have
appeared, whereas now Trithen was almost unanimously elected. 1
hope something of the same sort may be found for Pauli, for | have
begged Trithen to do all he can to get the Secretaryship of the
Gieographical Society for him, which Trithen must give up. So one
helps another, and If one only desires what is right, one feels happy
and at home in that united and ever mysterious concatenation of
results and circumstances which constitute human life. Twenty-five
years of this life lie behind me to-day, and one feels invaluntarily in
a more earnest and solemn frame of mind at such a moment. 1 look
back with gratitude on the first half of my life, which, notwithstand-
ing many sad moments, leaves me with the memory of a happy youth,
and which at the same time, after many struggles, has glven me a
firm faith in a divine providence, trust in mankind and peace in my-
sclf, and cheerful courage to begin the second half of my Hfe. [If it
is hard to give up all the plans and hopes which might have been
realized in better times, still life is worth living, be it but a life of
duty. God will help me further. Only continue your sympathy and
kindness to me. It will be my endeavour to show myself worthy of

them.

To this Bunsen sent the following beautiful answer, which
is the first of the letters printed by permission of Baroness
Bunsen in Chigs, Vaolume IIT, First edition. Being out of print
it is given here: —

Translation., LoxnoN, Deceniber 7, 1848,

My pEAR M.—1I have this moment received your affectionate
note of yesterday, and feel as if I must respond to it directly, as one
would respond 1o a friend's shake of the hand. . . . And now, my
very dear M., I congratulate you on the courageous frame of mind
which this event ciuses you to evince.! It is exactly that which, as
a friend, I wish for you for the whole of life, and which I perceived
and loved In you from the very first moment. It delights me espe-
cially at this time, when yowr contemporaries are even more dark
and confused than meme are sluggish and old-fashioned. The reality
of life, as we enter the period of full manhood, destroys the first

1 Trithen’s election to Taylorian Professorship,
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dream of youth; but with moral earnestness, and gennine faith in
eternal providence, and in the sacredness of human destiny in that
government of the world which exists for all human souls that hon-
estly seek after good — with these feclings the dream of youth fs
more than realized — you have undertaken a great work, and have
been rescued from the whirlpool and landed on this peaceful island
that you might carry it on undisturbed, which you could not have
done in the ftherland. This is the first consideration, but not less
highly do 1 rate the circumstances which have kept you here, and
have given you an opportunity of seeing English life in its real
strength, with the consistency and stability, and with all the energy
and simplicity that are its distinguishing features. I have known what
it is to receive this complement of German life in the years of my
training and apprenticeship, When rightly estimated this knowledge
and love of the English element only strengthens the love of the
German fatherland, the home of genius and poetry. T will only add
that I am longing to see you amongst us; you must come to us be-
fore long. Meanwhile think of me with as much affection as I shall
always think of you.'

Max Miiller spent Christmas with his kind friends at Totter-
idge, but the large and merry family party did not quite make
up for the distance from his own relations, and when sending
his mother a little money, which he exhorts her to spend and
not hoard up, he adds, * The day will come that we shall again
be all together —only patience — in time all will come right.’
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Dieath of sister's children, Froude. Visit to Lakes  Prix Volney, Pub-
lication of first volume of Afrcveds. Carus. Visit to Germiny,

Max Miitcer returned from his Christmas at Totteridge
and three days alone in London with Bunsen with renewed
health and courage for his work, resolved that, whatever effort
it cost him, this year should see the publication of the first
volume of the Rf-weds. Not only the East India Company,
but Sanskrit scholars abroad were getting impatient for a first
instalment of his great work ; all but Burnouf forgetting the
labour and time involved in contending single-handed with
such a task., His old master, Brockhaus, wrote to him from
Leipzig, urging him to publish some part at once : * You must
have printed a good deal ; why leave us so long in suspense ?
Pending your edition, all Vedic studies remain vagone and
unsettled.’ But unmoved by such compliints Max Miiller
pursued his own course, determined that his work should not
be injured by hurry or carelessness. He tells his mother that
he hardly gives himself the time to write her his usual monthly
letter, *I do pothing but work at the Fedl.!

On his return Max found his old Paris friend, Dr. Pauli, who
later on became Bunsen's private secretary, settled in Oxford,
in the same house in which he himself lodged ; so that although
it was vacation, and Oxford was nearly empty, he had pleasant
companionship. A very intimate friendship sprung up between
the two, and their letters show on what easy terms they were
with each other ; and though their different lines of study drew
them apart, they had the deepest affection for each ather to the

last. Dr. Pauli died in 1882,
o1
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At this time, Max Miiller made an attempt to take up his
Diary again, in which he had written nothing for four years,
This attempt lasted about a week, and the habit was never
resumed, except for a short time in 1857.

) Joummar, 184g.

Translation. Jannary 6.

“What a pause! By mere chance [ found this book to-day, and
as | read it can hardly believe | wrote it! Four years are gone, per-
haps the most important of my life; well I remember them, though
I have not written them down. But such short notices are interest-
ing in later vears, and so I will begin again. 1 conquered Hagedorn,
have learnt of Goldstifcker and Trithen, and stand well with Bun-
sen; 688 pages of the Fede are printed, and my way tolerably clear.
To-day I received the news of G Hermann's death.  Letronne, too,
died lately ; where are their successors 1 would gladly have seen
ald Hermann again ; he was so brave, and noble, and free —a real
Greek, and yet a German —with his small bright eves, He has not
lived in vain! Now for politics, but where to begin? In Germany
all is tottering, and only kept up by lkvonets. The king is fright-
ened at the Imperial Crown. If Bunsen only stays quietly in Eng-
land! He is to-day with the queen ; one hopes it is not to take leave.
Stockmar, too, i3 there; [ have seen his picture, quiet and clever;
he influences Bunsen, who, however, makes use of him. Now
vacation in Oxford. 1 worked bravely since I spent Christmas with
Bunsen. This evening at a horrilile party with in—— Callege.
Ugly men and women, bad music; escaped with Pauli and Seflar,
and smoked cgars in Balliol with Weatherly.!

January 7.

*A real English Sunday, which produces a certain dulness even
in one's work. Read proofsheets, and studied Lepsins's ( Egyptian)
Chronolagy without much effect.  There are no clear resulis there as
yet, though many cever hypotheses and difficulties. There is so
little in Egypt to warm one! Whalked with Sellar, dined with
Weatherly, who had an evening party; on the whole pleasant; hut
not remarkable, so that men took to horse-play; that seldom hap-
pens in Germany. Bunsen has gone to Herlin, ostensibly to be
instructed on the German question, but one hopes that his letters,
which he Jet me read In Totteridge, have had an effect, and his pres-
ence may do more —unfortunately only for the moment —in the
highest circles: may he come back safely!  Pity that he is a diplo-
mutist, or that the world wants such clever men.’
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To Bunsen he writes on January 24 : —

Translation.

{If you are really going to exchange beautiful Totterdge for the
dusty Wilhelmstrasse, | am sure England will soon become strange
to me. You may laugh, but pray believe that the thought of you s =0
closely united with my whole thoughts and wishes, however seldom
I venture to intrude upon you, that | cannot accustom myself to the

idea of living so entirely separated from you.!

On January 29 we find Max Miiller writing to Burnouf to
inquire about the Prix Volney, a prize founded by Volney for
the best work on language, written in any language during the
year, and sent in for competition. He asks if his paper, read
before the British Association on the relation of Bengali to the
other Indian languages, was of sufficient importance to have
any chance of winning the prize. Bumouf had woticed the
little article very favourably in the Jowrnal Asiatigwe. Max
Miiller ends his letter thus: —

*The printing of the Rfpteda goes on vory slowly, and yet 1 give
up nearly all the day to it, and often the night also.  Ninety sheets
are printed, up to half of the sixth Adhyiya, but I have undertaken
a little too much, and I find I have not much time to study for my-
self, and arrange in some sort the results of my researches. [ shall
have to be content with presenting only the materdals to the learned
world, and all 1 wish is that they may find the text of my edition
correct according ta the MSS., and that others who are more worthy
and more skilful than I am for discoveries in the highest philology,
miy draw the inferences. Tn any case the mines of the Rirveds
are not the mines of California; the grains of gold are not to be
found 50 near the surface that the pipilakis? can find them without
any effort. It is for me to act as miner and for others to sift the
ore; for it is given to few persons to do both, as you have done for
the Zend-Avesta.’

But occupied as he was with his work; his longing for home
and German life is constantly shown in his letters to his
mother ; and in one of them, in utter weariness of spirit, he
writes of Oxford as ‘ the most tedious place in the whole of

! Gold-finding ants in the Afebddbdrosa.
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tedious England.' One pleasant prospect he had this sum-
nier; he had found occupation for his old friend Victor Carus
as assistant to Dr. Acland, and the letters to his mother are full
of happy anticipations of his arrival.

On February 9 Burnouf answered Max Miller's inquiries
about the Volney Prize. On consideration his honoured mas-
ter evidently thought the treatise too short for the Volney com-
petition, and that being printed with Bunsen's and Meyer's
much longer papers might also be a disadvantage. *Men are
so made,” says Burnouf, “that size and bulk impose even on
the most enlightened people. You have plenty of time to
decide, and 1 hope you are convinced that if ¥ou compete
your work will find a zealous advocate in me. I am so occu-
pied with all the troubles in which we live, that I have become
sadly and uselessly idle, and my health suffers. I owe the
Revolution a disease of the heart. Receive the assurance of
my lasting friendship.’

This year began Max Miller's great intimacy with Joilhe
Froude, which continued till the death of the latter in the
autumn of 1894. On the publication of the Nemesis of Faith
early in this year, and the consequent loss of his fellowship,
Max Miiller was one of the few people in Oxford who stood by
Mr. Fronde and took a deep and active interest in his future
plans of life. A remarkable letter from Bunsen on the suliject
will be found in the third volume of Chips (1st edition). The
following letter is in response to this : —

Translation. 9 Park PrLack, #ay o, 1849

* Froude has asked me to tell you that he will be in London in the
cotirse of a few days, and that his great wish is to see and talk with
you. It would be very sad if talents such as Froode's fell into the
hands of English Radicals, Chartists, and Unitarians, who are already
opening their arms for him. Yoo will see that Froude, on the con-
trary, has all the best elements of the High Church party in him, that
the unity of the Christian Church is his ideal, for which he would sac-
rifice as much as a German for the unity of Germany. I am quite
convinced that the regeneration of the English Church can anly come
from the High Church party. It alone has influence, and the respect
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of the English people, and possesses the best intellectual power.
Newmanism Is now taking a direction of which formerly one had no
jdea, and which with all its bad motives must produce, sadens sofens,
the finest effect.  In order to prove the necessity of belief in author-
ity, men forget, to a certain degree, the danger of the use of the sacred
writings, their contradictions and difficulties with regard to chronology,
astronomy, and geology,  “Give me the Bible," said Socinius, “and
1 will prove all my heresies.” Ewald's name is constantly mentioned
here; he has proved as a grammarian that the five books of Moses
were not written by Moses, thus destroying the theory of inspimtion,
and faith demands new puarantees. This the old fathers foresaw,
and therefore kept the Bible from the people. . . . Whence then
come all the difficult passages in the Bible? Because with vour idiotic
theological grammarians, you cannot enter into the language of the
Bible. Where is there anything in the Bilile of your inspimtion & fa
Howdin FY It is not the language, but the spirit of the Bible which
has become strange to us. . . . Newmanism was originally natural
and honest in the English Church. The soil and air spoils it and
inclines it to Romanism, bat even this spoiling must work for good,
and bring the English Church into a state of fermentation out of
which she will come purified and reformed. Mere transference and
translating of German works would never have any influence in Eng-
land, but if men like Froude, who know the English nation, could
show the practical results of German investigations and give them to
the people not as a foreign, but as a native product, it might be pos-
sible for England to complete its reformation. There are people who
believe as little in English mental power as in German marine power,
but I have seen so many excellent gunboats launched here, and think
that one might risk an Eckenfirde.? Froude is already more of a
little steamship, that need not fear the salt water, but he wants more
ballast, and that he must fetch from Germany, or he will suffer ship-
wreck.  Fisd his passport for & German port, where, spite of all
storms, there is less danger than on the Dead Sea.’

Whilst working hard and almost entirely absorbed in the
Veda, his thoughts were unexpectedly tumed into another
channel by the almost sudden death of two of his sister's
children within three weeks of each other. The devoted
young mother never really recovered from this sorrow.

I A great conjurer.
2 An engagement in the Danksh-Prussian War, 1849
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To His MoTHER.

Translation. OxFoRD, April 4. 1840.

‘The news of the death of my little godson was wholly nnex-
pected, and filled me with sorrow, especially for poor Auguste, wha,
doubtless, feels this first loss deeply ; but if the poor little fellow was
so weikly, it is a blessing that God called him back so quickly to
Himself. Iknow that it is useless to look for comfort in such thoughis,
or that they lessen the grief and pain., Nor should they, fur sorrow
is necessary and good for men; one learns to understand that ench
joy must be indemnified by suffering, that each new tie which knits
our heirts to this life must be loosed again, and the tighter and the
closer it was knit, the keener the pain of loosening it. Should we
then attach our hearts to nothing, and pass quietly and unsympa-
thetically through this world, as if we had nothing to do with it? We
neither could nor ought to act so. Nature itself knits the first tie
between parents and children, and new ties: through our whole life,
We are not here for reward, for the enjoyment of undisturbed peace,
or from mere accident, but for trial, for improvement, perhaps for
punishment ; for the only union which can ensure the happiness of
mén, the union between our self and God's self, is broken, or at least
abscured, by our birth, and the highest object of our life is to find this
bond again, to remain ever conscious of it, and hold fast to it i life
and in death. This rediscovery of the eternal union between God
and man constitutes true religion among all people: religion means
binding tagether again, The impression made on me by the look of
a child who is not yet conscious of himself and of the world round
him, Is that of still undisturbed godliness. Only when self-conscious-
ness wakes little by little, through pleasure or pain, when the spirit
accustoms itself to its bodily covering, when man begins to say
and the world to call things Ais, then the full separation of the human
self from the Divine begins, and it is only afier long struggles that
the light of frwe self-consciousness sooner or fater breaks through
the clouds of earthly semblances, and makes us again like the little
children * of whom is the kingdom of heaven.” In God we live and
move and have our being— that is the sum of all human wisdom,
and he who does not find it here will find it in another life. All else
that we learn an earth, be it the history of nature or of mankind, is
for this end alone, to show us everywhere the presence of a Divine
providence agd to lead us through the knowledge of the history of
the human spirit to the knowledge of ourselves, and through the




1849] MODERN STATESMAN'S CRAFT a7

knowledge of the laws of nature to the understanding of that human
nature to which we are subjected in life, The death of a child is as
if the flash of the Divine eve had turned quickly away from the mirror
of this world, before the human consciousness woke up and thought
it recognized itself in the mirror, often only to perceive for a moment,
just as it closes its eyes for the last time, that that which it took for
itself was the shadow or reflection of its eternal self.  All this is not
written in the Bible, but enough to guide the thoughtful Christian.
It cannot be given to men, but each must find it for himself, and
many paths lead to the same goal. 1If you think differently, there is
no harm, for the difference lies only in the form, in names and words ;
on the whole we agree, and if a difference of life and occupation, if
especially the powerful impressions of the moment bring greater”joy
or greater sorrow, and often lead to excitement, to doubts, one recovers
aneselfand finds that the doubts and difficulties lie where we ourselves
have made and seek them! Each one must help himself, for it is
difficult to discuss such things! A good conscience is better than all
knowledge ; that alone gives the peace we so sorely need. [tis not
enotgh to believe and pray, we must work and try to make ourselves
useful.  With a firm, upright will one cn conguer everything. A
good sallor is as self-possessed in a storm as in fine weather, for he
knows no wave can rise higher than God wills, Those are the best
statesmen in the present erisis who do their duty according to their
consclence, unheeding party strife and noise. There is no rule of
statesman’s craft like “ Do right and fear no one.” Instead of this
the wise diplomatists believe that they can do better with their tricks
and stratagems, on which they place more reliance than on the eternal
law of universal history, that what is good bears good, what is evil,
evil fruit. And what applies to statesmen applies to every individual,
and this everlasting vacillation and hesitation in Germany and else-
where are more the resylt of infidelity, selfishness, and vanity than
of anything else, and must naturally meet with their reward. 1 con-
sider myself most fortunate in not being drawn into this whirlpool,
and as Bittle as [ should hide my convictions, if so circumstanced
that they might produce some good, so litthe would T exchange my
study for a club (political) and my Feda for newspaper-writing, from
ambition, passion, or sloth, These are the three powerful levers of
our modern statecraft. Buy something for me for Auguste’s birth-
day and give me credit till 1 come, which will be some time yet.
But 1 won't grumble ; | know this first volume of the Feda is of the
greatest importance for me, and that [ must do everything in my
power to make it as good and perfect as possible. 1 will not tell
I H
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you how much T long for home, but 1 should not enjoy it, if I had
neglected anything in my work, for when 1 come [ mean to enjoy
myself; but spring, summer, and autumn may pass first, though I
work as hard as I can without hurting my health. Bunsen has
invited me several times to stay with them, but gladly as 1 would do
80, [ have always refused, so as not to waste time. 1 expect Victor
Carus in August, so that | can myself introduce and settle him here.
I shall be glad to have him, and he seems very much pleased with
the post, though he only gets 100 a year.'

The following letter is interesting, as containing a mention
of Tennyson, whose poems Max had learnt to admire from

Palgrave, who gave him the earlier volumes ;: —

9 PARK PLACE, April 27.

My DEAR PALGRAVE, —When | went to London a fortnight ago,
I haped to see you there, but all my plans were upset, and insteacd
of stiying in town three diys (this was all the furlough 1 could get
from myself), I was there only for about six hours, and spent the rest
of my time near London. London is certainly not the place to see
one’s friends, but Oxford s, and | hope you will keep your promise
as soon as your duties as Ministre de I'Instruction Publique will
allow you. Although I can offer you no lotus, you will find a good
weed, which, you may tell Tennyson, does just as well. 1 can quite
imagine how you must rejoice in his acquaintance, and I am afraid
you will soon look down from the poetical height of the Tenny-
sonian Olympus pitying that unhappy set of mortals who through
their philosophical spectacles see only forms and shadows, while you,
a poet amongst poets, enjoy life and lght. However, you read old
Gocthe — he Is more than a poet, and more than a philosopher, he
is a full man, a whole humanity in himself. I wish I could read him
with you for my own sake, not for yours, for you are not the man to
misunderstand him. Did it not strike you in Froude's Newesss how
the death of the child is a beautiful echo from the FFakberaand-
sohaffen F Oxford is flourishing again, Stanley, Jowett, &c., are up.
Old Froude, however, has left a blank, and if you saw how they have
pulled down your house, and how the fireplace where we smoked so
many a jolly cigar is exposed to the eves of the swdper Frafiusm,
you would find it & subject not unworthy an elegy. Plans for the
summer | have made none, but think that my work will keep me till
September. Then I shall go to pay homage to the German Em-
peror, or to the President of the German Repablic, an alternative
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which will be decided in a very few days. Bye, bye, old fellow.
Don’t forget Oxford and the old set, who send you their love.’

To Dr. Pauli, who had settled in London, he writes : —

Translation, OxFoRD, May 14.

*My printer rides me nearly to death. 1 must soon tnseat the
fellow and go to grass. You woald do better if, instead of working
till you are weary and worn, you were to come here to us, where you

would amuse yourself thoroughly.

After all the sorrow that his sister had passed through, her
mother had taken her for a few days' change to Dresden.
They had hardly arrived before the Revolution of 1849 broke
out. Max Miiller saw in the papers the serious aspect of af-
fairs, and for days had no letter from his mother., He writes

to her: —

Lranslation, 9 PARK PLACE, May 22.

‘I can hardly tell you the anxiety with which 1 awaited your last
letter. I never had a line for more than a month, and was afraid
that you were ill from all the sorrow; and then came the terrible
days in Dresden, and I read each day in the papers of the fighting
and destruction spreading more and more towards the part of the
town where I knew you were. Thank God that you escaped! but
when you write that eannon-balls flew right over you, you cannot
wonder that I am terrified. If this goes on in Germany | cannot
leave you there without protection, and I am really thinking of glv-
ing up my work here, and going to you. In times like this all other
considerations must give way, and many plans be given up. Why
should one live on here in peace and quiet whilst others have to
make such sacrifices? If 1 could only have you here with me! I
have been thinking it over day and night, not the cost only, but if
you could bear it here, so entirely alone, I all day at the Library or
busy at hame, and you with no one you could understand. 1 do not
urge you to come, 1 only suggest it, and if you come 1 will gladly
give up my plans for travelling when Vol [ is out. Your account
of little Agnes' death! was heartrending. | cannot tell you how
hard it is to hear all this from far away, and then not to have a
moment's rest from the incessant pressure of work and care and sor-
row. Wherever one looks all is black and hopeless: [ am so out

1 She died three weeks after her baby brother, aged four years,
Ha
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of spirits that for weeks | have been nowhere, and find no peace
unless I forget myself in work. [If [ could do anything to give vou
a pleasure, that is the only happiness [ wish for.!

Some time before this he had written to Dr. Panli : —
Parx Prace, 1849,

My nEAR Pavrr, — I expect everyday to receive marching orders,
or else be denounced as a deserter and unworthy son of my Dessad
Fatherland | The young Dessauers have marched; the old Des-
saiiers, such as the old Fritzes, are, alas, no longer to be found in
our days, It seems hardly possible to avoid a civil war; folly has
grown to madness, and one shodders in thinking of the conse-
quences. ' Well, for the present, [ shall stay quict with my Fedlr, not-
withstanding all Dessan prime ministers.  One lives from day to
day, till the real marching order comes. If you see the minister
Pulski, tell him that in the old Tory University of Oxford, at the
last debate at the Union, a vote of sympathy with Hungary was car-
rhed by a large majority."

To H1s MOTHER.

Travslafion. OXPORDy fume 15.

‘As 1 opened your Iast letter the little Jock of Agness hair fill
out; dear little child, how much yoo have lost in her, especially as
she seemed so devoted to you, and was already so useful to yvou, 1
own that my hopes for a speedy solution of the difficulties in Ger-
many disappear more and more, and though I still trust my later
life will be spent there, | shall now begin to lock about for 2 settled
position in England. 1 am convinced that after a time it would not
be difficalt to find a settled and remunerative occupation, where [
could give you a pleasanter life than in this student’s housckecping,
The great advantage of my present post is, that for the next six or
eight years, | can live decently and am not forced to accept the first
appointment that turns up, God will help further, and, notwith-
standing the loneliness and the strange climate in which I have
now lived so long, 1 recognize with deep thankfulness how much
better I am off than many of my friends, though 1 have not deserved
it. 1 Iately received such a kind invitation from Bunsen for a party,
that I went to London, and stayed with him two days. He lives in
another house, a very fine one, one of the best in London. They
had asked 750 people — the whole corgfis diffomentigue, and the e
of English society. The whole house was like a garden, the balcon-
ies covered with awnings from which one had a splendid view over
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London, the garden of the house flluminated, beautiful music, Ger-
man songs with a full chorus, from the German Opera now in Lon-
don. I cannot describe the diamonds and the dresses, but | have
never seen such a crowd of beautiful women and girls together.
Guizot was there and Palmerston, in fact, all the lions and Honesses
of the season.  The next evening | was invited to Lord Ellesmere's,
one of the rchest men here, whose collection of pictures is famous.
Only think of looking round in the middle of & conversation and
seeing on all sides Raphaels, Titians, Murillos, Carls Dolees — all
originals, This sort of thing only exists in England. Bunsen is
unchanged in his affection; in spite of all he has to do. 1 always
get a few lines from him as soon as anything of interest happens,
He always hopes for the best, though prepared for the worst.!

After telling his mother she is wrong in entirely shutting her-
self up, he ends with these words : —

* Every one carries a grave of lost hope in his soul, but he covers
it aver with cold marble, or with green boughs. On sad days one
likes to go alone to this God's acre of the soul, and weep there, but
only in order to return full of comfort and hope to these who are left

to us.'

Enowing the general ignorance in England at that time as
to the value and meaning of the Ajrveda, Max Miller had
been busy in writing a full and explanatory preface to the first
volume. This, when finished, he gave to Wilson, who corrected
and praised it, and had nothing to object to, but when Max
Miiller on June 1 showed him a letter he had written on the
subject to the directors, he suddenly turned round and seemed
détermined it should not be printed, and also told Max that
he, Wilson, would never hear of his returning to live in Ger-
many till the whole of the ®j-vede was finished. Though
Max Miller had kept to his bargain and prepared his fifty
sheets a year, Wilson, whose translation depended on his edi-
tion, scolded him like a schoolbay, telling him he might do more
if he chose. The next day Wilson seemed to repent of his ill
humour, and said he would like to see the Preface printed as
a separate work, not with the Fede, Max Miller concludes
his account of the whole scene with these words, *1 cannot
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make that old man out. He is honest and straightforward, of
great power and energy, but nothing to grease the wheels.'!

In his letter to the Court of Directors Max Miiller mentions
that in this Introduction, which consisted of 300 pages quarto,
he had given for the first time an account of the Vedic litera-
ture and its three distinguishable periods, and had explained
the relation of the Vedic to the rest of Sanskrit literature. He
had evidently discussed the matter with Bunsen, for in a letter
written about the middle of June he says, * I have at once copied
again the letter which you were so good as to correct, and for
which you have personally secured a good reception, and en-
close it, begging you, if all is right, to post it,' and in September
he writes to Bunsen : —

Translation. Park PLACE, 1849.

“The news of the suceess of my petition was a complete surprise
— therefore all the more joyful, and all the more so that 1 again owe
the success to your friendly services. Your proposal, which the
Directors accept, gives me far more than [ asked. Of course I
shall print and publish &t in England, but first I shall o to
Germany, and spend the winter there. Are three months of holi-
day really too much afier three years' work and absence from home #*

After the pleasant visit to Bunsen in June, he writes to him :

Translation.

‘1 have returned safely to my Isola Bella, as though after a fairy
voyage. The awnking after such a beautiful dream is not always
pleasant, and so 1 will employ the first moments of my solitude here,
whilst my Sanskrit does not yet attract me, in thanking you for the
refreshing hours, which your kind invitation secured me. . . . #Nil
desperandum Teucro duce et auspice, Teocro I™  But what would
have become of me had not such a Teweer taken me up 7 Now 1 do
not despair of finding a new Salamis, wherever it may be ! If the
wind improves, then up with the sail ; if it is against one, then * pull
away,” and perhaps at last one will reach a safer and German part.
Oxford Is so beantiful just now, I wish I could show it to you. . . !

It was not long before his unremitting work began to tell on
him, He saysin a letter at this time, * I am writing all day,’
and worse almost than this was the constant worry of trying to
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hurry on the printers. At length he acknowledges that ' the
English will not be driven, one must take them as they are.’
His headaches became almost incessant, and his doctor at Jast
insisted on his taking some rest, so Morier carried him off to
the Lakes to join a reading party under Jowett, Froude being
also in the neighbourhood. He writes from there to Burnouf: —

Suly 26, 1849

#The reason [ have left your last friendly letter so long unanswered
is that I wished to send you an Essay for the Prix Volney. 1 have
followed your kind advice, and instead of sending in the printed Essay,
Ihave put together a special one for this purpese from my Collectaneum.
It treats of the history of the civilization of the Aryan nations before
the fifteenth century B.c., as far as one catl construct it from the re-
searches of comparative philology. I was very much grieved to hear
that your health has suffered of late, and that your work has been
therefore interrupted. 1 hope you are now feeling better, and are
able to carry on your important investigations with renewed vigour.
I have been ill again and had to leave Oxford to recruit here at the
Westmoreland Lakes. 1 hope soon to be so far better as to be able
to finish the first Ashtaka. Rawlinson will soon come to England,
and has promised the explanation of the Babylonian Inscriptions.
Wilson is busy with an English translation of the #frvedis ; he does
not consider the translation of Langiois literal enough. 1 hope soon
to go to Germany, as I cannot stand the climate of England, inces-
sant headaches make any fatiguing work impossible.’

Two days later he writes to his mother : —

Translation. GRANGE, DERWENTWATER, fuly 28,

1 have been for a fortnight in this beautiful country, with two
great friends, who were going to spend their holidays here, and asked
me to go with them. We take long walks every day on the moun-
tains, or row on the lakes, or ride, which we enjoy very much. I
was knocked up with incessant work, but 1 feel perfectly well since I
came here, and hope soon to be able to return to Oxford. The
beauty of England is so great that one cannot understand why the
English always go to the continent in search of beautiful scenery.
There is nothing so beautiful as being alone with nature: one sees
how God's will is fulfilled in each bod and leaf that blooms and
withers, and one learns to recognize how deeply rooted in one is this
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thirst for nature. In living with men, one is only too casily torn
from this real home; then one’s own plans and wishes and hopes
and fears spring up ; then we fancy we can perfect something for
ourselves alone, and think that everything must serve for our ends
and enjoyments, until the influence of nature in life or the hand of
God arouses us, and warns os that we lve and flourish, not for enjoy-
ment, nor for undisturbed quiet, but to bear fruit in another life.
When one stands amid the grandeur of nature, with one's own little
murmurs and sufferings, and looks deep into this dumb soul, much
becomes clear to one, and one is astounded at the false ideas one has
formed of this life. It is but a short journey, and on a journey one
can do without many things which generally seem necessary to us.
Yes, one can do without even what s dearest to our hearts, in this
world, il we know that after the journey which we have to endure we
shall find again those who have arrived at the goal quicker and more
easily than we have done. Now if life were looked upon as a jour-
ney for refreshment or amusement, which it ought not to be, we might
feel sad, if we have to make our way alone ; but il we treat it as a seri-
ous business-journey, then we know we have hard and unpleasant work
before us, and enjoy all the more the beaotiful resting-places which
God's love has provided for each of us in life, We have all of us, in
these last vears, had such a long rest, and enjoyed life so quietly, that
now, when we have to fight on again, we have quite forgotten that
our power for fighting was meant for something more than parades
and reviews. Look how the true soldier rejoices when a real battle
is at hand, and so the true man should rejoice, when God calls him
to an earnest fife struggle ; and when the last friends fall rght and
left, one goes into the conflict with yet more determined courage to
gain that object which is set before each of us. You may think this
too serious a view of life : T assure you it is this view of life which has
given me my cheerful spirit, and helps to keep it up, and which makes
it possible for me with firm faith to contemplate fearlessly the strug-
gles of life that are still before me. The one thing T desire and hope
is that God will give me strength to maintain my independence by
unremitled work, so that I may always pursue that way in life, which
according to my convictions appears the right one. If God gives
me mare, and it Is granted me to lead a quiet and happy life with you,
it is more than | deserve. But courage— nothing cax happen to us
in life, but what is really the best for us. And now for my plans.
I have about 1oo pages more to print, which may be ready in six
weeks, Then [ shall go to Germany and spend the winter with you,
wherever you like. 1 shall look about in Germany, to see if [ cn
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find a place in-any university, prefemmbly at Bonn, and see if it would
be possible to prepare my MS. in Germany, and to come over every
year for a short time to England for the prioting. That would be
delightful — but I won't build any castles in the air, as there is much
to consider.  If this does not answer | would return to England, and
you could come and visit me. Then | should alter my plans and
build my hopes on England and on finding a post here, where you
could be guite comfortable, and live with me and keep house. The
longer one lives in England, the more one longs to be back in Ger-
many., A stormy is better than a dead sea! The English grow
mare like the Chinese with each year —and nature herself has built
a Chinese wall round their lovely country.  But if one makes oneself
into a Chinaman, one gets on well with them.'

He writes to Dr. Pauli from Borrowdale : —

Translation.

“The neighbonrhood here is glorious, and we are just in from a
walk with old Morter, We can jump out of our windows into the
water, we fish for trout, and smoke a weed, Then there are hoats,
ponies, carts, and no living soul except dogs and sheep, and an old
farmer's family with a lingo which is difficult to understand. | shall
stay some time, and wish you could come here, for it is really unique,
and whilst [ write | hear the sound of waterfalls on all sides, for they
are swollen by late mins. Froude lves close by, and | am going
to stay with him. Mary Barton, Miss Martineaw, and other literary
swells live about here—and the Feda may see how it can do with-

out me.'

Whilst at the Lakes Max Miller copied out his treatise on
the * Results of the Investigations of Langunge as to Ancient
Histary,' forming part of the Prolegomena to the Feda, which
he sent to M. Burnouf for the competition for the Friz Volney.
In writing to acknowledge the safe arrival of the MS,, Burnouf
BayE i —

Translation.

“We shall need all the forces at our disposal, for the number of
competitors is large, and from what 1 hear powerful, and many of
these will be supported by very active friends. 1 have been entrusted
with the first examination of your essay, and shall receive it to-day.
But if we must fight, we will fight — you know we French do not fear
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blows, we like them, alas, only too much. Good-bye, my dear friend.
Take care of your health. 1am very sorry to hear that it has suf-
fered from overwork. But to work, one must live.

To Dr. Pauli he writes after leaving the Lakes; —

Augnst 24, 1849,

‘I have at last finished my holidays, and yet, long as it was, did
not get to Scotland. But we amused ourselves to the last day. 1
was a fortnight with Froude, boating, and fishing, and whatever

other amusements theére are, wherehy we grow older but not wiser.
Morier and Jowett are gone to the Isle of Man, but my old love, the

Fede, drew me back to Oxford.!

On returning to Oxford he found his friend Dr. Acland con-
tending almost single-handed with a serious outbreak of cholera,
It was the depth of Long Vacation, the members of the Univer-
sity were away, and most of the medical men taking their sum-
mer holiday., Max Miller put himself at his friend’s disposal,
and worked with him in tracing out cases, attending 1o the sick
and giving relief, till he himself nearly succumbed to a sharp
attack, and Dr. Acland would not allow him to do any more
visiting. On recovering he writes to Bunsen : —

Translation.

‘1 enclose a letter from M. Reinaud for you to read. I think I can
now feel pretty confident of receiving the prize. I am delighted at
the result, and feel how much more good comes to me than [ have
ever deserved.  But I will now begin agiin to work in all earnest,
if God gives me health, which has again in these last weeks lost me
much time, and German air will, I hope, prove better medicine than
all 1 have been swallowing here.”

In September his old friend Victor Carus arrived, and settled
in the same house with Max Miller. They breakfasted to-
gether, and then separated for their work, Carus working at
Christ Church, and they dined together, when not asked to
dine out. Carus finally left Oxford at Easter, 1851, but he had
been absent for many months of the time, working in the Scilly
Isles, and the last few months of his stay in Oxford he lived in
Dr. Acland’s house, so that the friends were really less together

than they had expected,
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Early in October came the welcome news that he had grined
the Prix Volney. Burnouf writes : —

Translation. Pants, October 5, 1849.

‘My pearn Frient,—1 hasten to announce to you, that on my
report, the Commission of the [nstitute, who have to adjudge the
annual prize founded by M. de Volney, has accorded you the first
prize of 1200 francs. A second prize of 1,000 francs has been
awarded to another work, curious in fact, but not sufficiently serious
in form. T held that the first prize must be adjodged you, as much
for the merit of your work, as for the dignity of those great studies,
of which, in a very short time, you will be one of the chief ornaments.
No one can feel greater pleasure than | do, in announcing your suc-
cess to you.  Everybody entertained the kindest feelings towards you.
Remember, you are not to mention your success before the 25th, as
it is not till that day that the prizes are announced at the public

séance. Your devoted friend, E. B

And now, after four years of labour in collecting the materials,
the first volume of the Hymns of the Rig-veda, with Siyani's
Commentary, was printed and nearly ready for publication.
The text had been prepared from MSS. in the Royal Library of
Paris, the East India House, and the Bodleian Library, for in
the whole of Germany no MS5. were to be found, except some
very old and imperfect copies of the text and a few worm-eaten
fragments of Siyasd at Berlin, The MSS. in France and Eng-
land had been collated and copied by Max Miller's own hand,
entirely without help. The MSS. of Siyani were most imperfect,
made by copyists who did not understand their subject, and
were therefore full of mistakes, which had all to be rectified to
produce a correct text. It abounds moreover in obscure quo-
tations, and many of the works quoted had not been edited at
this time, and yet every quotation had to be verified and ex-
plained. It was a gigantic undertaking for so young a scholar,
and in his Preface he gratefully acknowledges the constant en-
couragement he had received from men like Burnouf and
Wilson, and the readiness with which the librarians of the public
libraries in Paris, London, and Oxford spread their treasures
Lefore him, whilst Burnoul and Dr. Mill generously placed
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their private collection of MSS. at his service, and Dr. Rien,
Sub-Librarian of the British Museum, aided in the correction
ol the proof-sheets of this volume,

So after three years of absence he was able to huorry off to
his own family, with the restful feeling that he had well eamed
his longed-for holiday. He thus takes leave of Bunsen:—

Transfation, Loxnox, Octeber 20, 1845,

“In the hurry of my journey it is not passilile to answer your kind
letter, which is very precious to me. Your confidence in me gives
me fresh courage, and an earnest resolution to work on bravely ; but
do not expect too much fom me, that I may not &I too far shaort
of your expectations. The love of science. and desire of distinction,
are often too weak to overcome the o dverdia, and the longing for
rest and retirement, especially in these days of barbarism, of mental
poverty and godlessness, where one finds no hearing for research, let
alone the hope of starting anything vseful. 1 owe you much, very
much, were it only that the thought of you keeps alive in me the
love of duty, and the desire to win the approbation of good men.!

Immediately on his arrival in Berlin. Max Miller sought out
his friend and patron, Alexander von Humbaoldt, who continued
to the end to take a deep interest in the scholar whom he
remembered from his Berlin student days. Unfortunately all
the letters from Max Miller to Humbaldt have disappeared,
but permission has been given to use ane or two of Humboldt's
notes to Max, though there is nothing of special interest in
them, as showing his friendly feelings towards the young San-
skritist.

Lranslation. Potspam, November 2, 1849,

“It is with the greatest joy that 1 greet again on German soil so
talented and industrious a scholar as Dr. Max Miiller, An unfore-
seen absence from home robbed me the other day of the joy of your
visit. I expect you, therefore, the day after to-morrow, Friday, be-
tween 1 and 2 o'clock, if that suits you. The Prolegomena to the
Feda will be of the greatest interest to me, and 1 shall hand it to
the public with pleasure, if you wish me to do so. With kindest

.

Yours
% :’. ¥. HumpoLpy.'
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From Berlin Max Miiller writes to his friend and master

Burnouf; —
g ScHADOW STRASSE, BERLIN, Neweweder 8.
‘Dear S, — My best thanks for your kind letter. You can
imagine how happy 1 am, after having received from the French
Academy this unexpected distinetion, but what gives to this distine-
tion its highest value is that this honour has been bestowed on my
Memoir on your recommendation. 1 knew very well your kind
intentions towards me, and was persuaded that 1 should find in you a
kind judge. Hut I was also too well acquainted with your character,
to expect that your kindness for me could exerclse any influence on
those principles on which you act. Having recelved therefore this
prize through you, [ think I have solid reason to feel happy about it
and to consider it as a good omen for my future studies,  The first
volume of the Afg-veds has at Iast appeared. [ left it finished before
1 went to Germany, and though I am afaid there will be some delay
by the bookbinder, bookseller, &c., [ hope you will soon recelve a
copy of it at Paris, [ have not yet given up my plan of coming to
Paris; before T return to England.  There are many things connected
with the Fedie, which I have treated in my Profegomena fo the Veda,
on which I should like very much to hear your opinion before it is
printed. 1 hope no other Revolution will come between it, as the
lvst time when 1 came to Paris, for I see also here at Berlin that
Revolutions leave the minds of men not in a favourable disposition
for discossing questions connected with the history of bygone
nations. 1 hope your health will soon be entirely restored, and 1
shall find you again at your morning-upanishads, animated by the
same lively interest, and with the same warmth of discussion and
conversation, as three or four years ago.  Believe me, dear Sir,
“Yours very gratefully and fithfully,
M. MifLLER.

From Berlin he writes again to Bunsen : —
Translation. Bervrs, Vvember 12, 1849.

s After spending a short time in Dresden and Leipzig, 1 have come
to Berlin, and my mother with me, and shall stay here till Christmns.
I have found many of my old friends here, and satiated with politics
the interest in scientific pursuits seems to be slowly reviving. The
fecling of dejection in Prussia and Germany is great, and the good
see with dismay that the pendulum of the State machinery, which in
March was swung too far to the left, now, with the same want of
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caution, is swung too far to the right. That from that point there
will again be a reaction every one seems to forget. They fancy they
can hold the pendulum fast to the right, forgetting that either the
clockwork must break, or the weight must &l back with the same
force.  Yesterday, | received a letter from Oxford, in which they tell
me that my Oxford friends are taking pains to secure me a place in
the British Museam, and have wrilten to you about it. It is the place
of Keeper of the Oriental MSS., with £450 income. [ shall not stand
for the place : the tastes of the late Hlrarian led him to collect a wealth
of Arabic, Syriac, and Persian M5S., but Indian and Old Persian were
totally neglected. 1 should not suit the place, but might not Rieu
getit ! His knowledge exactly fits him for it, and this appointment
would assure his whole future and be a great advantage to science.
Lepsius is very well, and is just golng to bring out another volume,
chiefly drawings. Lepsia too, and Lepsinneula are well  Bopp is just
the same, unchanged ; but one cannot expect anything more from him
for Sanskrit. It is to be hoped that Weber by his work will socon
gain a professorship, not only in his own interest, but also for the
sake of his work. [ have not yet seen Humboldt; he is in Potsdam,
and I will wait till 1 have received the copies of the Rig-Feade, [am
going to-day to the Chamber for the first time. The seats in the
Chamber are already getting empty, and ennui will do more service
than a state of siege. To see men like Dahlmann (. 1560) taking
a part in these transactions is really sad. He is too good an historian
to be a politician. I occupy myself here with the revision of my

Lrolggomena 3 1 cannot alter it much more,
“Yours in true devetion.”

L g = Naa—



CHAPTER VII
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Dinner at Polsdam, Moricr's illncss, Return to Oxford.  Rauch,
Waagen. Appointed to lectere at Oxford. Letters from Pro-
fessors Cowell and Story Muskelyne, Visit to Froude, Article in
Ldindurgh Keview, Made Deputy Professor and Honorary M.A.

ArrEr a pleasant Christmas at Chemnitz with his mother
and sister, where also his friend Morier joined him, Max
Miuller, with Maorier, returned to Berlin, where the latter
meant to spend some months studying German. Max writes
to his mother from Berlin: —

Translation, BeRLIN, fan. j0.

1 am very comfortable with Goldstiicker, but T am tired of being
idle, and am longing to be back in Oxford, now 1 am no longer with
you. Ihave been visiting old friends, Bettina von Arnimand Warn-
hagen; they have both become red republicans.’

He had met Humboldt, who told him that the king had ex-
pressed a wish to see him before he returned to England, and
soon after brought him a command to dine at Potsdam. He
sends his mother a lively account of the dinner.

Translation, BERLIN, Feb. 2, 1850.

‘DeanesT MoTHER,—1 must tell you all about my visit to the
King. Early Friday came a messenger from the palace lo invite me
to dinner at Charlottenburg, and at 2.30 came Humbaldt in his
carriage to take me there. He told me it would be quite a small
party, but when we arrived we found about thirty people already
assembled, and we all waited for the King. Humboldt introduced
me 1o various people, and the ladies and gentlemen of the Court were
evidently much surprised at my presence, as I was the only man with-
out epaulets and about ten orders. At last came the King and Queen.

111
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I was again the only person who had not yet been presented. So [
wiis taken through all the ladies and gentlemen and presented to His
Majesty. * Brahma is great, but fear not!™ 1 thought, as I looked
at the King, only separated from me by his mountainous essdonposad,
He asked me where [ was born, and told me that in the Dessau library
hie had seen the poet Miiller. Then he talked of the Duchess, and at
last asked how I liked England, and then ¥ Wiinsche Thnen guten
Appetit™ (I wish you a good appetite), bowed and dismissed. Then
the Queen cime up to me, and was asking me about the Duchess,
when the King hurried up to her, gave her his arm, saying as Herlin
wit, “Muaonsicur, 5'il vous plalt, dinner is served.” Then we went
into the next room. 1 sat between two officers, and enjoyed my
dinner, which was a very good one. [ took the liberty of letting my
knife and fork go with each course, till I remarked that the servants
looked askance, and then I saw to my great surprise that the ladies
and gentlemen round me eat everything with the same knife and
fork! What to do? to imitate them? No, 1 went quietly on to the
last dish, and let the footmen and my neighbours and sée-d-1d think
of me what they pleased ; but I was amused. After dinner we had
coffee in quite a small room. The King came up to me again, and
asked if | knew English, and other kindly questions, and then joined
the Queen. [ had some talk with some of the gentlemen in waiting,
Count Piickler, &c.; then their Majesties went away, and | drove
home with Humboldt. He was very sorry that the party had been
s0 large, but said the King was so much oceupled it was difficult to
see him alone. [t amosed me very much to have this peep into the
royal circle, and it may be useful to me later on. Humbaldt was de-
lightful. 1 have been busy for him on the names of the Dogstar in
Sanskrit, which he will mention in Cosswor. That is better than
dining with the King, but | knew you would want me to describe
it all, but you must not repeat it to everybody. 1 am often afraid on
this account of telling you everything when [ write. There was no
talk of an Order, which would do me more harm than good.’

Max Miller had armnged to leave Berlin directly after the
dinner at Potsdam, but his friend Morier was taken suddenly
ill with quinsy, and he was obliged to stay on and nurse him
through a most alarming attack, and it was not till guite the
end of February that he was able to start for Paris, where he
received his 1,200 frs. for the Priz Voloey and saw Burnouf and
many of his old French friends.
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Meantime Prof. Wilson—always a cold, hard man, unable
to enter readily into the difficulties and engagements of other
people where they were contrary to his own views — became
very impatient for his return, and wrote to him as follows: —

OxFoRD, Feb, 26, 1850.

My pEar Mifuier, —1 had hoped to have seen you fn Oxford
on the occasion of my visit there, but it is now drawing to a close,
and | pnderstand there is no prospect of your early arrival. 1 regret
this much, as unless we can proceed a little quicker than we have
done with the printing of the Ademeda, 1 fear T shall scarcely live to
see it finished, in time at least to finish the transtation ; unless [ do
as Langlais has done, and go to work upon the MSS. only. In that
case | should have to walk off with all the India House copies, and
leave you to the Bodleian alone, The anly other expedient | can
think of is to summon some other Vaidik — Roth, for instance — to
your help ¢ but seriously 1 wish you would soon resume your labours.
It is high time to put a stop to all the wild fancies that a partial
knowledge of the light, and a reliance upon such equivocal guides as
the Brihmaras and Sitras seem likely to engender. I want you
also to help in the distribution of the copies. [ have the Court’s
ganiction to the presentation of above 1oo copies to different public
bodies and eminent individuals both here and abroad. [T 1 cannot
expect your assistance in carrying this sanction into effect, I must do
as well as I can without it, but it is a task that will give me some
trouble. T have finished the transfation, and printed about half of it
It will be completed, I hope, in about six weeks. Trithen and your
other Oxford friends are all well, and will be glad to see you again

amongst them. Yours sincerely, H. H. WiLsox.!
Max Miiller had written from Paris to his mother ; —
March 8.

“It was an unfortunate thing being kept in Berlin, but I have the
happy feeling that I was doing what was right, and so I must be
satisfied.'

He was scarcely settled in Oxford before he writes to

Bunsen ; —

Translation.
‘My best thanks for your friendly welcome to England. I hope
your health has not suffered from the various efforts and excitements
1
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of your journey to Germany. 1 have seen with great interest in the
publication of the Prussian Circular Note the realization of the ideas
to which you gave expression before the end of last year. And so,
suddenly, the Gordian knot of the Austrian diplomatic tow-rope is
cut to peces, and Prussia at last appears as priwmer dnfer pares.
That the idea of an Emperor is put down as a possible impossibility
is sad, but as it had become a subject of scandal it was better to give
it up. Should the thunder-clouds of civil war really burst over Ger-
many, the German Emperor would come, not from Schmerling or
Gagern, but by the grace of God,  How much [ wish to see you, how
many questions 1 would gladly have answered! But your Invitation
now in the midst of all your business is too much for me to accept,
though 1 cannot be certnin that a strong influence may not drive me
to London for a few hours. | am expecting alot of MSS. from India,
which I have bought for myself, as 1 did not think that the Berlin
Library would receive permission for such things at this moment.
I am in direct correspondence with the Asiatic Society in Calcutta.
My old Pedir is a real comfort to me, despite all the wearisomeness
of the difficult and yet mechanical work of revision, but it will
require much time and labour before the end is possible.  Mr. Lang-
lois, Professor of Rhetorie, has made the task much easier to himself.
Without commentary, and, as he proudly says, without philological
eonsiderations, he has transhited the Fedla straight away very cava-
ligrement : the two first books have just appeared at Didot's. One
cannot enter into discussion with a man of this sort, and yet it is
provoking, for the book is easy to read, and from the first page will
give ideas of the Feds which will afterwards cost much trouble to
remove, just as people now use and quote the translation of the
Fzayr-veda by Voltaire, An approximate translation of the Feda
can be made, and 1 believe that even Wilson's English translation
will only be approximate. And yet if 1 had to wait ten years, I would
not translate a single line till the whole Vedic antiquity with its
wealth of thought lay clearly before me,  If you take a hymn from
the last book of the Af=oeds interesting for social considerations and
moral ideas, as a whole it is clear, but the sequence of ideas is very
difficult. Forgive this long serawl.  ¥You need not read it all, and to-
marrow is Ash Wednesday, when all diplomatists must do special
penance for last year. The poor Pope must cover his head with
ashes, and the new Roman Commonwealth will be a common misery.
Giobert] seems to have had his day of Damascus, and wishes to make
himself an Italian Gagern. The worst are always the best when
once the scales fall from their eyes. They won't believe this in Ber-
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lim, but Messrs. Brandenburg, &c., are really foe good for these bad
times."

Max Miller devoted nearly all the year after his return from

Germany to the Fedle, and only gave himself a few &nys' rest
from time to time, as he continued to find the Oxford climate
very trying. He writes to his mother : —

Translation, Oxrorn, April 26, 1850,

‘One thing is necessary above all things in order to live peaceably
with people, that is in Latin Swsmanites, German Menschlichieit, 1t
is difficult to describe, but it is to claim as little as poasible from
others, neither an obliging temper nor gratitude, and yet to do all
one can to please others, yet without expecting them always to find
iftout. As men are made up of contradictions, they are the more
grateful and friendly the less they see that we expect pratitude and
fricndliness. Even the least cultivated people have their good points,
and it is not only far better, but far mare interesting if one takes
trouble to find out the best side and motives of people, rather than
the worst and most selfish, I write to vou what I have often said to
myselfl when I was brought in contact with strangers, and because |
find that on the whole I get on well with them. This THAY appeEar
very artificial, but life is an art, and more difficult than Sanskrit ar
anything else. A kindly nature cin win us by taking pains, but an
unkind nature fails, notwithstanding all art and cunning. I am so
busy that one day goes after another. | hardly see any one; then I
have caught cold, and have constant toothache and headache, But
one must fasre fowne mine & mawvais jere, and if we have no one to
pour aut our ills to, we must get on as well as we can. 1 meant to
write sooner, but I have been out of sarts the whole time."

To Bunsen, who had begged him to go “with bag and bag-
gage to g Carlton Terrace, to one who longs to see’ him, he

Writes : —
Franslation. Oxrorn, Mfay 17, 1850.

‘How gladly would 1 aceept your kind invitation ; the bours [ am
allawed to spend with you are not only the happiest, but the most
Instructive and most remunerative; but [ have sold my freedom and
made myself a day labourer, so at all events [ must not leave the cart
sticking fast as long as it is in human power to move it. I have
a section of MS. ready, which I can print with a good conscience.

Iz
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What will happen later I don't yet know myself, but hope for an
fnterim fit aliguid. 1 hope, however, to make myself free for a
couple of days as soon as 1 can— that is, a5 soon as Wilson leaves ;
he comes pext week to Oxford for his lectures. I have heard nothing
of Froude for a long time, except that he is very happily married.
I don't believe he is the author of any * red and mw " articles, and
as far as I can discover he has only written ene literary article for the
Leader, but | cannot answer for this, as I don't know the paper. I
gannot get Rawlinson's treatise. His brother says he told him
that you are the only person in London with whom he can talk
about Habylon.

A little later we find Max Miller paying a visit to Morier's
father and mother at Bath. He was delighted with the place,
and still more with the affection shown by the old people to
one to whose devoted nursing their only son owed his life—a
debt of gratitude never forgotten by any member of the family,
who all remained his faithful friends till called away before him

one after another.

To F. Palgrave, Esq., Vice-Principal of Kneller Hall: —

g Park Prace, Oxronn, fiwe 18, t8z0.

My DEAR PaLcrAVE, —] hope I shall be able to get away from
Oxford about the end of this week, so if you ean give me a bed 1
should Tike to comie to Koeller Hall on Friday or Saturday. 1 am
thoroughly tired of Oxford, and hope I shall feel jollier again when
we sit together on your tower and smoke a weed ; but no fu Mo~
riwm, mather something about airy, fairy Lilians and other sweet
creatures without a soul. However; 1 do not mean to say that
Tennyson's last poems are not very beautiful, yet 1 do not like
those open graves of sorrow and despair, and wish our poets would
imitate the good Christian fashion of covering them with flowers, or
a stone with a short inscription on it.!

From Kneller Hall Max Miiller went for a week to Bunsen,
from whom he always gathered fresh courage for his hard work
and more or less lonely life, Of this visit Max Miiller tells his

mother : —
Transialion. OxrornD, fuly 22, 1850,
I met Rauch the sculptor in London, who was staying at Bun-
sen's: a really delightful old man, who lives only for the beautiful,
and has no eyes for anything else. He came to Oxford with me,
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and was quite enchanted with it, and 1 enjoyed it more than ever
with him.  He was quite 0l with the wealth of the buildings, mon-
uments, churches, halls and pictures, and the beauty of the scenery,
andl really when seeing the most striking things he seemed hardiy
able to control himself, One day | went with him to Blenbeim , . .
Later on 1 had a visit from Professor Waagen, the director of the
Berlin Museum, and one of the best German connoisseurs of art ;
I had to show bhim about. Then came Professor Ennemoser from
Munich, and lastly George Bunsen, who only left me yesterday. He
sings beautifully, and we had a great deal of music.’

From the following letter it is evident that his Vedic studies
were beginning to attract general attention, and that an article
on the subject was desired for one of the great Quarterly
Reviews: —

To CHEVALIER BUNSEN.

Translation. g PARK Prace, Oxrorn, Sunday, fwly, 18507

‘Your ExceLLescy, — I feel much refreshed spiritually by hav-
ing been in your presence, which always acts like fresh spring rain
on dusty fields; physically T feel better, though I cannot say well
yet, and though the body ought to be subject to the spirit, still the
spirit has only too often to follow the lead of the body.

“With regard to Empson's and Dr. Wilson's letters, it is difficult
to advise. 1 have no doubt whatever, that something can be written
about the Fedz which would reach even the dullest ears. Whether
Dir. Wilson can undertake that task is another question. You know
the dry hard shell in which the Feda is presented to us, and which
seems still harder and more wooden in the English translation.
Nevertheless 7 of course shall be glad if the Rig-peda is dealt with in
the Kdiwburygh Revicw, and If Wilson would write from thestandpoint
of a missionary, and would show how the knowledge and bringing
into light of the Pede would upset the whole existing system of
Indian theology, it might become of real interest.”

Only a few days after writing the above, Max Miller heard
from Bunsen that Eastwick, the translator of Bopp's Comparna-
five Grammar, wished for a review of it in the Quarserfy, and
urged him to undertake it. This is the first mention of the
article which appeared ultimately in the Edindurph Retdew in
October, 1851, and which was the first of several articles writ-
ten by Max Miiller for that periodical,
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To CHEVALIER BUNSEN,

Translation. Oxrorn, fuly 14, 1850

+] accept with pleasure the proposal with regand to an article on
Bopp's Cosiparative Gramamar, translated by Eastwick, and thank
you for it. [ must ask you to be good enough 1o assure Mr. Lock-
hart of my readiness. 1 do not think that a short Review will cost
much time and labour, and if you will allow me, next week when 1
shall be in London for a few days | will call and get some directions
and hints from you. God help Schleswig-Holstein, and not punish
Prussia in His wrath. 1f the Schleswig-Holsteiners are conquered
and annihilated, they have fought for their rights and have fallen
gloriously on the field of honour, after the will of history. Butif a
power, to which all Europe has offered the leading position, allows
itself to be intimidated by the threats of the Danes and Russians,
and withdraws a given promise, that is worse than a retreat before

a hattle)

Two days later he writes to Palgrave : —
g Pank PLACE, OxFORD, fuly 16, 1850,

My nEAR PALGRAVE.—If you have ever amused yourself in
spending a whole long vacation in Oxford — of which I do not think
you have ever been guilty —you would know that it is more like
purgatory than anything else. Yet here | am, and | cannot get away
on account of one miserable MS. which I must go and look at every
day while 1 am carrying my Kig-veds through the Press. 1 should
have liked very much to spend a few weeks with you and Froude,
and 1 have tried everything to accomplish my plan, but it was im-
possible without stopping my work altogether, which for many rea-
sons I could not do, [ shall be tied to Oxford for a month or two
longer —a pleasant prospect, as then the fine season will be over,
and no chance left for refreshing one's soul except in the cold
weather. However, it is no use writing epistolae ex Ponto! 1 am
glhad to hear that Froude gets on so well, and that his choice has been
such a happy one. Johnson is back, and looks very joyful, as well
as his bride. Professor Waagen [s staying with him. and 1 am sure
you would enjoy their conversation. 1 can only admire their skill in
admiring the most ugly, stiff and out of joint pictures : however, such
is art.!

From the very moment that his own position became toler-
ably settled by the patronage bestowed on his Rig-veda Ly the
Fast India Company, Max Miller was always trying to help
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others in some respects less fortunate than himself. A long
correspondence exists as to the place of German teacher at
Rughby, which he wied in 1849 to secure for Dr. Pauli, Soon
after the latter became private secretary to Bunsen, Max heard
of a place vacant at the University of Berlin, and writes to
Pauli : —

“If Bunsen is interested about it, he should not forget Weber. He
is older than . and has done more, and then has a wife and child.
Please do not forget to mention this.

And in the following letter, whilst presenting his father's
poems to Bunsen, he tries to do another friend a good turn ; —
Trandation. Oxronrn, Ocleber g, 1850,

‘1 am sending the new edition of my father's poems which |
brought out during my German * Winter-journey.” There are many
new things in it, and [ trust the work will help to keep alive the
memory of the poet who died so early ! You have spoken of him to
me 5o often, and in a manner so grateful to my feelings, that itisa
great pleasure to be allowed to send you this new edition. Then |
wish to ask your advice. I visited Froude this week to make the
acquaintance of his wife and desgiter. He s thinking of an article
on German poetry since Goethe. He has collected some good
material, especially very successful translations from Uhland, Heing,
and a few poems of my father’s. Do you think that the Quarferly
would open its columns to an article on Uhland, Miller, Heine,
Lenau, &c., and is it too much to ask you to persuade Lockhart to
take such an article 7 It is quite understood that the subject would
be treated purely from the historical and aesthetic point of view.

Towards the end of this year, after an almost continuons
summer of labour at the Fedls, Max Miiller was seized with 2
sudden feeling of utter weariness of England and his life here,
and writes to Bunsen : —

Transletion, Oxronn, Mevember, 1850,

‘As soon as | received your letter 1 wrote to Froude. [ do not
think that he can write as comprehensive an article as you describe.
What he could best write would be a small gewre picture of German
lyric poetry since Goethe, the time when the old man tripped over
the roots of the trees he had himself planted: an estimate of the
(compared with Goethe) poetas mediocres to whom with Herace one
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willingly denfes all right to existence, because they have never, like

Homer, Dante, Goethe, and Byron, visited the devil in hell. 1If
Froude once left this sphere to sketch a picture of the mental and
religious struggles of the Fatherland since Goethe, he would from
want of accurate knowledge fall into extremes; and the Edimburgh,
which is not far behind the Quarierfy in anti-German feeling, would
be closed against him. The prospects for Germans in England get
steadily worse: happy he who can live in his own land. Things
look very grey. The conferences in Bregenz and Warsaw have made
a new revolution a duty for every German, and those who are by
nature inclined o a dewdeversement amodird Tub their hands.  Buta
stormy sea also is splendid, and shows who are true men. Wi must
expect that some of our stately steersmen will be seasick, but there
are men who fear neither wind nor weather, and wha do not think
that Germany's peace is too dear to buy at any price. 1am thinking
of writing to Lassen to ask him whether he can emplay me in Bonmn.
I am heartily tired of England, and if there is nothing in Germany 1
will try India. My work is entirely at a standstill, my MS5. from
India lost for the secomd fime by the shipwreek of the Manchester.
1 must therefore come to a decision. The problem of the Egyptian
language occupies me very much, but it is difficult to find guiding
principles when the comparison depends on the mere mass, not on
the organiztion of the language. Benfey's researches prove the
Semitic character of the Egyptian grammar heyond all doubt, and
much will become simpler and clearcr by the old Egyptian grammar,
But in the comparison of words with the Indo-European, we expose
ourselves to many dangers, especially as long as a sufficient number
of Indo-European, or rather cowtmean tonts in Semitic also, are not
anthenticated. To-morrow Wilson comes to Oxford, with whom 1
have a good deal to discuss, then a decision must be made as 1o
beginning a new life.’

Bunsen's answer came by return of post. ‘Your letter has
frightened me by what you tell me of your strong impulse to
go to Bonn or Benares. This is the very worst moment for
Bonn. . . . The crisis in our country disturbs everything,'
and ends by urging him to go up to London at once and stay
at the Legation. To this Max replied : —

Transhatton, Oxronrn, Meember 5, 1850,

+ How willingly would | have accepted your invitation to London,
were 1 not kept by two lectures which take up my whole time, one
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on astronomy by Professor Donkin, and another by Wilson to learn
Hindustink.  An interroption would throw me out too much, espe-
cially In the astronomy, which I can only follow by the closest atten-
tion. I have spoken to Wilson ; he advises me to stay in England,
or to go to India, but 1 do not think he would make difficulties if 1
had a definite purpose in Germany, that is if [ could tell him that 1
really expected a position in a university. Therefore I think it is best
first o hear Lassen's views, to know whether he would recommend
the faculty in Bonn to give me an appointment, or whether he would
rather keep Sanskrit to himself. Iam quite ready to stay another
year here, to print my Introduction, but I should like to have a cer-
tain prospect and not live on at aadom. My early Oxford friends,
with wham 1 felt at home, leave this one after another, and it is not
warth while to make new acguaintances. And then in spite of all
disorders and crises | am drwn back townrds Germany, or if I most
live ina foreign country, 1 would rather go to the Antipodes than live
insuspense in England.  That I am oot in my right place here, 1
know and feel more each day.  So away, and the sooner the better,
and God will help me further.

¥ Wilson recelved 2 letter from Benares the other day. which says
that the learned Brahmans there shook their heads mightily at first,
bist now after having received and read 4 specimen of 200 pages, they
are highly pleased with the edition of the Feda. They have settled
among themselves, and it is common talk in Benares, that a colony
of Germans will come and settle there, and turn Brahmans.  So if

all m fail, 1 may perhaps find a refuge there.!
¥ ae

1t was in the very midst of all this uncertainty that he was
asked by the Curators of the Taylor Institution to undertake
two courses of lectures as deputy for his friend Trithen, who
had suddenly fallen into a state of melancholia, quite incapaci-
tating him from work. He tells his mother, on December 14 :—

Tranclation.

iT received for my birthday a quite unexpected present, a letter
from the University asking me to lecture in the plice of Trithen, wha
is very ill. He lectures on modern literature and languages. 1 can-
not say 1 care very much for it, as it must break into my other
work, but as my Oxford friends and also Bunsen were very anxious |
sliould undertake it, [ wrote to accept.  The first course will be on
the history and origin of modern languages, and the second on the
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already promised Victor Carus that they should spend it to-
gether ; and he tells his mother they had a tree, and gave each
other many presents, and with Belle's assistance passed as happy
an evening as they could with their thoughts far away in their
German homes,

The year 1851 was the determining point of Max Miller’s
firture life. Forced to continue his stay at Oxford, to print the
Rig-veda, he found it necessary to have some other means of
support than the Feda alone, in order to live the mther expen-
sive life of a young man in Oxford society. This was found for
him in the invitation to lecture in his friend Trithen's place.
At first he was only asked to give two courses of lectures, but
they were so well attended and made such an impression, that
he was invited to continue his task, and was appointed Deputy
Professor as soon as it became apparent that Trithen was hope-
lessly ill, and on his death was elected to sueceed him in  the
Taylorian Professorship. The close of this year too saw his first
connexion with the Edindurgh Review, and from this time on
he added to his income by constant contributions to various
periodicals in England and Germany, and some years later in
America also.

About his article for the Edindarph he writes to Bunsen : —

Translation. Oxrorn, fanwary 27, 1851,

¢I have been waiting for Stanley's return, to talk to him about the
article for the Edinburgh. He tells me he can write neither a head
nor a tail to it: he thinks it wants no head, though a tail might per-
haps be useful. Jowett and Morier have promised me to provide the
perhaps needed additions; I think Stanley is too busy and has no
time for it. If you agree to this, and will show me the friendly ser-
vice of sending my MS. to Empson with a few words, the thing can
perhaps be carried through, and I believe it will be of great use to
me here in Oxford. My lectures are written, and your kindly advice
as far as possible followed. Jowett is now Select Preacher, and
preached an excellent sermon last Sunday. 1 hope he will pubilish
it with the others, Ewven the heathen acknowledge it was beautiful
language. Sir R. Inglis was present, but seemed little edified.’

To his mother he wrote the same day :*—

R e e
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Translation. Oxronn, famwary 27, 1851,

T went to London lately to a party at Bunsen's, most interesting,
where I met Macaulay, the historian and former minister, Lord Ma-
hon, Radowite, and many other celebrities. Old Bunsen is always
cheerful, and studies Egyptian and Chinese to drive politics out of
his head. In a fortnight my lectures begin. [ have only undertaken
them for six months, but Bunsen persundes me strongly to remain,
and 1 am thinking it over carefully. If 1 undertake it entirely 1
should have £4o0 a year for giving twenty-four lectures, and more
than half the year vacation. I could go on with the Fedit, and should
have an income of about £foa, with which cne can live well in Ox-
ford, and then vou could come and pay me a visit for as long as you
liked. But do not talk about it—it is all still uncertain, and [ have
nat myself determined to take it, but would far rather be a professor
in Germany, if 1 could only at the same time carry on printing the
Feda, for that is still my chief business, At all events, my prospects
are not bad, and God will help me further. 1 have hired a piana
again, though I have not much time for music, but my Oxford friends
expect it, for they all like to listen, though few of them play.’

Of these early days and first lectures, Professor Cowell (now
Professor of Sanskrit at Cambridge) writes December a4,
1600 ;i —

iMy DEAR Mrs. Max Mincer,— It has occurred to me that 1
could not better illustrate Max Miiller's influence on his contempa-
raries than by briefly describing his influence on my own career.

1 went up to Oxford &s a martied ondergraduate in January, 1857.
1 had previously studied the classical Sanskrit poetry by myself, and
I eagerly embraced the opportunity of reading with the Boden Fro-
fessor. [ used to go to his lodgings at the end of the High Street.
It was on one of these afternoans that the Professar suddenly stopped
our reading and said, “ Dr. Max Miiller is going to deliver his first
lecture on Comparative Philology at two o'cock to-day; let us walk
up to the Taylor Buildings and hear it." The lecture was a written
one, and was delivered to a large and attentive audience, and to most
of those present, as well as myself, it was an introduction to the new
world of Comparative Philology, It was the first of 2 series of such
lectures, all of which I curefully attended. After the lecture, Pro-
fessor Wilson introduced me to the lecturer, who kindly Invited me
to take tea with him that evening. We soon became fast friends,
and 1 found in him the very guide and counsellor that | needed.
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He was especially suited to inspire a younger student with enthu-
giasm. He soon discovered that [ was fairly acquainted with the
classical Sanskrit and its literature, but knew nothing of the gram-
marians, the commentators, or the Kip-reda; and he read with me
some of the first volume, then just published, of his great edition of
the Alir-reda.

¢ During the six years of my life at Oxford, Max Milller was my
constant guide in my Sanskrit studies; he tanght me to read
Siyand’s commentary and some of the philosophical works, but,
above all, he imbued me with his own enthusiasm for Indian litera-
ture and his deep sympathy with the Hindo mind. When [ went
out to Caleutts in 1856 | tried to carry out many of his suggestions,
and devoted my spare time to further studies on the lines which he
had first pointed out to me; and my Brahman pandits only carried
on the work which he had commenced for me in Oxford.!

Mr. Tockwell may again be quoted ; —* I remember that
Sir Thomas (then Mr.) Acland and [ went together to MMax
Miiller's opening lecture.  Acland was disturbed, fdgeted, bit
his nails—* It frightens one,” he said. . . . Tattended Miiller's
stimulating philological lectures, learning from his lips the novel
doctrine of the Aryan migrations, and the rationale of Greek
myths ; the charm of his delivery heightened by a few German-
isms of pronunciation and terminology,”  Mr. Story Maskelyne

writes of these early Oxford days: —

Basser Dowxn House, Swispoy, Odfeber 13, 1901,

iDear Mrs. Max MUcier, —In reply to your letter, I regret to
tell you that I cannot put my hand on letters from Max. My acquaint-
ance with him began almost immediately after my being called to
Oxford to take the duties of one of the chairs held by Dr. Buckland,
at the time when his genial and energetic nature was clouded by
mental failure. Max was summoned — I think in the same term as
myself, in 1851 —to fulfil the duties of the chair of another Professor
under a similar eclipse. My impression is that 1 first made his
acguaintance at the house of Donkin, the Professor of Astronomy,
a fine mathematician and scholar as well as musician ; one, indecd,
like Henry Smith, of those men of refined and beautiful nature that
one meets only occasionally in the world, and who leave it too soon.
There Max was at home. In that congenial atmosphere there also
moved Carus, a physiologist and friend of Max. Often would he,
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a master of the violin, accompany Max, under whose hands the
piano became a poem in music. [ am no musician, but even to-day
1 can remember with enjoyment the dual music that Max and Carus
wsed 1o produce ; cccasionally, too, in my own queer little rooms
under the Ashmolean, where I retained o plano that would suggest
this nse of it

s You know that Max and I were nearly of the same age, and [ am
now seventy-gight, with a memary, alas! no longer quick and vivid.
The figure of Max is, however, never dimmed in my vision. Though
near my age, [ never looked on him as less than ten years older than
myself, in wisdom, tact, experience af life, and knowledge of men.
“ Klug " was the term Bunsen applied to him, and though he seems
from the beginning to have lived with the Olympians whether intel-
lectual or social, it was they who sought him rather, I think, than he
who climbed into their company.

s He lived in those days in a little lodging in a terrace in the Banbury
Road, with 2 little companion, Belle his dog. Many and many were
the walks — Quemicé, constitutionals — which we three had together
in those years, 1851-7, and many of the interests of my later life had
their germs planted then.

¢ Johnson, the Radeliffe Observer, was one of his Oxford friends,
Frank Palgrave, Froude (of course), Morier were among the con-
temporaries outside of Oxford whom one met with him.

¢Well do I remember his lectures. | think his first course ! was on
the Midelumgen-Lief, They were given in the Taylor Building, and
were remarkable fn various ways. It was a new star in the Oxford
firmament. Probably not half a dozen of his andience knew any-
thing of the old epic or its history. Before the best of the men from
the Common Rooms — a considerable gathering —stood the young
German Professor, and the weird old tale, or redaction of old tales,
he itluminated with side-lights from sagas and myths gathered from
the folk-lore of Iecland and of Gamle Norge; and through the whole
ran the sad refrain so often recurring in the rugged music of the
poem. But for pure, terse English, and luminous exposition 1 da
not think any Oxford man—unless it was Church of Oriel (after-
wards Dean of St. Paul's) —could have given such a course of lec-
tures. It was n new light, a new idea of literature and lecture, that
Max imported into the grey old walls of beautiful Oxford. Mr.
Philip Pusey rode over all the way from his place near Faringdon
with his boy-son to hear each lecture, an early homage to the rising
fame of the redactor of the Kfroede. 1 had to sit at the back of the

1 Tt was his sccond course,
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audience, and to offer faithful criticism on idiomatic expression and
on pronunciation. 1 had little to offer, though of course now and
then Max's fine English touched an inexact note, more particularly
in the latter difficulty. He recelved such eriticisms with great kind-
ness.  But, in truth, the lectures were too interesting to allow of one’s
thinking of such very slight and by no means unpicturesque foils to
them. Natural Science was not in high vogue then at Oxford, buot
the leaves in the trees were beginning to stir, so that when Max pro-
claimed his thesis that Compamtive Philology and the historical
development of language should rank with the Natural Sciences,
there was a little rustle of scepticism, though in fct he was antici-
pating the assertion of evolution being the key to natural science.

#1 should be tiring you — perbaps 1 may say any one duf you—
were I to continue reeling off these phonographs of a somewhat
clouded memory. But these shadows of the past, as they seem to
grow into images and visions, call for my pen to record them as they
flit across my memory. Yours very truly,

iN. Story MaskeLyse'

Max Miller's first course was on the *History of Modemn
Langunges,’ in the Lent Term of 1851; his second on the
¢Home of the Nibelungen'; and the third, in the Autumn
Term, on the ‘Origin of the Romance Languages.' The
Science of Comparative Philology was then little known in
England, and these lectures of the young foreigner strick
a new, almost strange note, amid the classical studies of the
old University, opening out a dim vista of life far older than
the times of the Greeks and Romans, and of a language more
perfect than Hebrew, and with which, as the elder sister of
the Teutonic tongues, Englishmen ought to become better
acquainted.
To us MOTHER.

Transiafion. Oxrorn, Marck 13, 1851,

§ My lectures are nearly at an end, and did very well. 1 had an
audience of from fifty to seventy peaple, mostly professors and totors,
and a number of ladies, [ must prepare my course for next Term,
and I get no rest and the Feda gets on very slowly, and so my
finances suffer. | have not yet decided whether 1 shall stay here.
My friends persuade me to do 5o, but it has its difficulties and dis-
agreeahles, as no foreigner can have the position an Englishman
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would have. I shall quietly wait what comes —and if they make
me a good offer take it; at all events, for the near future.’

The next day Max Maller writes to Bunsen : —

Translolion. Marck 14, 1851,

¢ For some days 1 have been intending to write to you, to thank
you warmly for your friendly recommendation of my Article to
Empson. [ should like, as there is so much time, that Empson
should return me the MS. to look through again, before it is printed.
During my lectures some jukes have occurred to me, which appear
to amuse John Bull, and which 1 should like to add. The lectures
arc nearly over, to-day is the last but one. They went off better
than I expected. Many people took real interest in them.

The same day Bunsen writes ;: —

Translation. Loxnox.
¢1t is such a delight to be able at last to write to you, to tell you

that few events this year have glven me such great pleasure as your
noble success in Oxford.  The English have shown how gladly they
will listen to something good and new, if any one will lay it hefore
them in their own halls. Morder has faithfully reported everything,
and my whole family sympathize in your triumph, as if it concerned
ourselves.”

Through this Vacation, Max Miiller stayed quietly in
Oxford to prepare his next lectures, and seems to have been
fiar from well, suffering, as usual, from the Oxford climate,

He writes to Dr. Pauli: —

Transiafion.

¢1 have long wanted to write to you, but 1 have been so unwell the
whole time, that 1 could not manage it. Cald, cough, headache, and
toothache are a quartett that makes one quite miserable, now 1 only
have the solo of toothache, but that is enough to spoil life.  1would
willingly have gone to London, but I cannot now. 1 have lectures
to write, &c. Have you got any treatise on the Nibedungen you can
lend mer*

To CHEVALIER BUNSEN.

¢ After the end of pext Term 1 hope to go to London, and there
are many things that I wish to tell you, and consult about with you.

i1 shall lecture this Term on the Nibefungen, chiefly with reference
to the Homeric question. For the relation of the poetical order to

i K
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the legendary material 1 take Firdusd; for the fact of preservation
in the memary, the Madabkdrata ; for the loss and historizing of the
legend, Nighuhr's Rome ; for the changing and misunderstanding of
epic songs, the Mibelungen compared with the Ede.  The whole is
to be a continuation of comparative philology, brought about by
the transition into the Epos, in its three grades of legends of Gods,
Heroes, and Men.”

Yet, notwithstanding his hard work, Max Miiller could write

to Dr. Paunli: —
May g.

iIn spite of wind and weather we are very jolly, and play Beetho-
ven trios, duets and solos every evening, and two little singing birds
from London have settled here, and so we Mendelisokn a good deal.’

To uis MOTHER.

Translation. Sune 1.

‘T am glad my lectures will soon be over, and that I shall then
return to my regular work. 1 have again had a good andience, and
people have shown great interest. How it will be later I do not
know, and trouble myself but litthe about it. If the professorship
were definitely offered me, I would take it for five years. It isa
pleasant position, and independent, and affairs in Germany are such,
that I don't desire any Government appointment. But I shall not
carry on the lectures provisionally, as they hinder me so much from
my other work, and 1 can earn much more money by the Fede.
1f I could only send you something from time to time that you might
male your life a more comfortable one, but 1 have myself to be so
very cireful to manage to live here in Oxford that I don’t think | can
take a journey in the Vacation. 1 shall go to London when Term
is over, as Bunsen has invited me to his house, but 1 shall probably
stay with Morier, where one feels freer. | have been up for the day
to see the Exhibition, but it is quite impossible to give you the least
idea of the impression this house of plass makes on one. 1 had
Iately a visit from the young Prince of Prussia,! who came to Oxford,
and I had to take him about the whole day. He seems to me very
clever, very natursl, has the greatest admimtion for England, and is
evidently in good hands. 1 donot envy him his future ; he will have
a difficult life, however happy and free from care it may now appear
as he looks on. In the evening we dined together, and 1 accom-
panied him to the railway where he took leave of me in the most

hearty manner.”
1 The Emperor Frederick,
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In July, Max Miller went to London to Morier and tells his
mother that he has been asked to continue his lectures with a
higher salary as Deputy Professor, and that he has accepted.
His health at this time was better, and his headaches less fre-
quent, owing to a plan of treatment his doctor had adopted, so
that he could work on with less interruptions. * How much
time would have been saved had I known of this medicine
sooner.' He tried to persuade his mother to visit England this
year to see the Exhibition, and assures her, if she will do so, he
will be able in a year's time to repay her her expenses, though
just at the moment he had no spare money.

From London Max Miiller returned to Oxford, and then
went to Wales to the Froudes, and from there writes to his
mother ;: —

Translation. PLAs GWyNANT, Augwst 21.

‘I am staying with a friend whom I knew earlier in Oxford, Mr.
Froude, a very gified writer. He has written some novels which
have made a great sensation in England. He has been married
nearly two years; his wife is very highly educated and agreeable,
and here they live among the mountains, and he enjoys the dolce far
wignte, fishing, shooting, riding, and writing, The situation of the
house is petfect. . . . I shall stay here a fortnight. The only thing
I miss Is my beautiful plano, which I bought in London. Itisa
grand square by Collard, and by Neukomm's help, who isa great
musician, I got it for £50. 1t is in splendid tone, but is so0 large it
could nat be got up the staircase, but with great dificulty was hoisted
through the window. You may now address me as Professor if you
like, but not Professor and Doctor together.!

He says later: *The time in Wales was delightful, and I was
idle, which set me up.'
To Dr, PAuLL

Translation. OxroRD, Seplember, 1851,
“A few days ago I found at the Bodleian the copy of Alfred? you
sent there for me. My best thanks for it. 1 have only read a little
of it, which interested me very much, especially the critique on
1 Life g,f;!ﬁ-m". FLET
2
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of years ago, Without that he would hardly have given his consent!
Happy old England! . . . I can hardly help laughing when the black
gown flaps about my legs. But one gets accustomed to everything,
and with each year one is older and more middle-aged — that is sad
— but one cannot escape it here in Oxford,’

Of Max Muller's associates in Christ Church Common Room
in the early fifties very few are left. Mr. Prout recalls Max's
freshness and originality, which made him a very popular mem-
ber of Common Room, and the genuine regret of the other
members when the time came for him to leave, on his election
as a fellow of All Souls. And Dean Kitchin remembers how
much he enlivened the party, and how he was ‘ always brimming
over with good things.' The Dean had, however, known him
earlier in his career in Oxford, and says:  Max Miiller left on
me an enduring picture of himself — the young eager student,
with his handsome face and sympathetic manner, and bright
expressive eyes, He was then seeing his Fedz through the
Press — I remember how 1 with my German sympathies was
attracted by his clever pianoforte playing — the Sanskrit I took
for granted.'




CHAPTER VIII
1832-1853

Member of Bavarian Academy. Summer in Germany. The Butiers,
Arrival and baptism of Dr. Aafrecht. Essay on Turanian Languages
for Bunsen.  Visit to Scotland.  First meeting with future wife. Mis-

sionary Alphabet.

O February 2, 1852, Max Miiller writes to his mother that
he has just had the most agreeable surprise, having been
elected a member of the Royal Bavarian Academy at the same
time as Bunsen and Macaulay. Max had only just completed
his twenty-eighth year, and to be elected with two such canfrires,
men whose names had been before the world when he was a
mere student, was no slight compliment, He writes to Dr.

Pauli : —
OxroRD, 1852,
‘Dear PAvLL — The Diploma from Munich has arrived safely;

as I knew nothing about it, 1 was very much surprised. It must
have been Bunsen's recommendation : 1 should like to know this that
I may thank him. The news of Eliot Warburton's death tonched me

deeply, as we had scen him so lately, and well and happy.!

His lectures the first two Terms of the year were on the
* History of German Literature in the Seventeenth Century,’
and were well attended. These early lectures and his influence
over his audience were described many years later by one of

his hearers,

‘There has seldom been any one less like the typical German
workman than Professor Max Miiller. He is a marvellous exumple
of how a foreigner may use the English tongue with more fleency and
elegance than even the ordinary cultivated native; and how & man
trained in other than English conditions may be all the better aquali-
fied to stimulate and instruct the English mind when he speaks its

135
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own familiar language. It is now more than half a century since he
began to act as a fertilizing agency in what was then the rather arid
ficld of English scholarship. His quick and sensitive intellect, so
easily touched, so rapidly assimilative, had been moved on the philo-
logical side by men like Burnouf, on the philosophical by Schelling,
and on the religious by Bunsen. And this combination of masters
saved him from falling into the detached specialism which has been
the note of so many German workmen, and supplied the sort of co-
ordinating idealism which has been the mark of all his work. He
had thus the instincts and training of the scholar, and also, in a rarer
degree, the genius of the popular expositor. The quick and sensi-
tive and assimilative qualities of his mind made him, especially in
the earlier part of his career, all the more stimulative a teacher. He
was a kind of prophet of the dawn, while as yet it was dark —ze. he
interpreted to the slow-paced English mind things especially touching
language and religion which had never entered into its heart to con-
ceive, but which had been exercising the higher scholarship and the
newer philosophy of both Germany and France.'

One of the great pleasures of this year was the return of his
old friend Mr. George Butler with his brilliant young wife to live
in Oxford. Mrs, Butler was a very good musician, and the pos-
sessor of a fine grand pianoforte, and for the next five years, till
the Butlers left Oxford, Max Miller was on the most intimate
terms with them. Mrs. Butler recalls his gaiety, his readiness
of repartee, his brilliant powers of conversation, his fresh, almost
boyish enjoyment of everything: whilst the commaon bond of
music drew them much together. Numerous were the excur-
sions and picnics in which Max Maller took part with his iriends,
whose house was constantly full of young guests, sisters or other
relatives of the Butlers. With the exception of Professor Don-
kin's family, and the Observer Manuel Johnson, there was no
house in those days where Max felt so completely at home, or
was 50 welcomed and liked by all the inmates.

Some years later Mrs. Méricofite, Mrs. Butler's sister, wrote : —

¢] recall one afternoon a few days before the old Duke of Welling-
ton's funeral, when we hunted Max Miiller out of his Sanskrit den,
and made him take a long walk with us. He hought some fresh
eggs at a farm-house, and put them in the tail pockets of his coat.
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On returning we climbed some fences, and we sat upon some stiles,
and on reaching home Miller found an extensive omelet in his
pocket.’

But agreeable and bright as his life was at this time, which
he fully recognized, the old longing for Germany constantly
breaks out. ‘I long so often to be back in Germany,' he
writes, ‘that if any sort of favourable prospect offered, I
would willingly exchange my pleasant life in Oxford for a
simple German ménage.

To F. PALGRAVE, Esq.
g Panx PLace, March 21, 1852,

¢1 wasat your gate on Saturday afternoon as I had written to you
the day before. 1 was very sorry ta have missed you, and still more
when 1 heard the sad reason! which kept you at home. [t is the
hardest trinl which we have to go through I think — at least there is
nothing which | dread so much. 1 feel for you and with you more
than | can say; however, nothing strengthens our hope of meeting
agnin as much as the loss of those we love, Oxford has been very
quiet, and | have been hard at work on the Pedle, as my lectures did
not give me much trouble. The English book has been stopped,
but it will be finished before the Long.  In summer 1 hope to go o
Germany, but 1 have a good deal to do before I go. . . . Jowelt is
hard at work, and has finished the Romans. Stanley lives with Con-
nington, and writes reports in the Tower at University. Whenever
you are back at Kneller Hall, | hope to pay you a visit, unless you
prefer to come to Oxford.’

Max allowed himself only a day or two of holiday in the
Easter Vacation. ‘I feel that every day I waste now, I lose
a day of my summer holiday,’ and as his headaches were less
frequent and also less severe when he did have them, he could
work on vigorously. He tells his mother that he means to
be thoroughly idle in Germany and amuose himself, He will
not visit either Leipzig or Berdin, He writes: —

Translation. April 18, 1852,

‘1 am nowhere so happy as in Dessan. You will laugh at this,
but had you been living for six or seven years among strangers you

1 His mother's dangerous illness.
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would understand how delightful it is to see well-known faces and
well-known streets and houses round. one. If 1 had independent
means, 1 would live in Dessau, and by cholce in my grandiather's

house with the garden, where I know every tree. I we stay some
time there in the Vacation, | had rather not stay the whole time with
my uncle. Perhaps we could take some rooms, or live in the hotel 7

In June he writes like a schoolboy expecting his holidays ;
“the joy of meeting makes up for the long separation, and as
ald Goethe says, it is not necessary to be always together to
remnin united.! He had to take his part in the Grand Com-
memoration of that year, and a few pages of Feda to finish, and
then he was free. On June 14 he writes to his mother : —

Transiation,

+ You will have heard the sad news of Burnoufs death. In him
I have lost a good friend, and the loss to literature is irreparable.
Many of his books remain unfinished, and as there is no good San-
skrit scholar in Paris, [ have half promised his friends to go there to
advise with them sbout his library and MS55. It may be this will
only be later, when the Will is known. He leaves a widow and four
daughters. But I should only have to spend a day or two there,and
should be glad if it could be on my retarn journey.'

Early in July, Max Miller left England, joined his mother
at Dresden, where his friend Palgrave met him for a time, but
was summoned back to England by his mother’s increased ill-
ness, and after a visit to his sister at Chemnitz took his mother
to Carlsbad, and from there he made an excursion to Munich
and the beautiful scenery of the Salzkammergut. From Munich,
after many hours in the Pinakothek, he writes to his mother : —

Translation.

] am more than ever convinced that the Italian, Spanish, and
French schools together are not so fine, and true, and strengthening,
as the old German and Dutch schools. J. van Eyck, Hans Hemling,
Rembrandt, Diirer, even Holbein and Cranach, were very fine. The
Raphacls, Andreadel Sarto, Palma Vecchio, Perugino, - . . Leonardo,
&e., are also wonderful, but they make so much parade of their art,
and they are more bent on showing how beautifully they can paint,
whilst the Germans just paint away because their heart is in it
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He had plenty of time to visit all the beauties of Munich, as
he was detained there several days through some difficulty about
his passport for Austria, as he intended to visit the Tyrol. It
must have been during this visit to the Tyrol that he found him-
self in great danger. After a long lonely day on foot he arrived
late at a most forbidding-looking little Inn — but it was too late
to go further, The people of the Inn were mude and evil-look-
ing, and he was thankful to be able to barricade his door with
a heavy piece of furniture. The door was twice attempted in
the night. In the morning he found that the only guide to be
had over a lonely road was a surly-looking man, but he made
the guide keep in front of him the whole way, and was himself
armed with a strong walking-stick. He always said that had he
ghown the least fear the man would have attacked him. It
must be remembered that in 1852 the Tyrol was less explored
and known than it is now.

On rejoining his mother they spent some happy weeks
together, and Max returned to Oxford by Leipzig and Berlin,
visiting many old friends. He tells his mother on his arrival
in Oxford : —

Translation.

i One cannot always have such a happy time as [ spent this summer.
I cannot tell you how comfortable I was this time at home, but
1 will not complain, but only hope that it will be so again another time,
if God wills. We owe to Him all the good that befalls us, and what
He orders Is best. Take care of yourself, and don’t be unhappy, all
goes with us so much better than we deserve, and than with many
others. The recollection of all the happiness is a comfort too, and
never has the recollection of our time together been so bright and
undisturbed as this time. You were 2o good to me, my dear mother.
I would willingly live in Dresden, but as that cannot be, you must
come to Oxford when the weather is fine.’

To F. PALGRAVE, EsqQ.
g Park Prace, October 32, 1852,

] need not tell you how I felt your loss. I should like to shake
your hand —but these losses must be borme in silence. Do come
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to Oxford i you can, and let us tilk about oor Fttle expedition to
Dresden. 1 had such a pleasant journey afterwards to Carlsbad, the
Tyrol, Salzburg, Munich — how I wished you had been with me. As
to art, Munich beats everything, and the people are so much nicer,
much more genial than at Berlin.  Their beer is excellent; and it
makes them good-natured.  And such plctures, particularly from the
German school . . . you must go there next year, [ am sure you will
be delighted. That old king was after all a great genius, whatever
Lola may say of him, and however bad his poems and his prose may
be. Walrond is going away ; Conybeare going to be married ; Morier
going to Australia: so one begins to feel alone, and that is bad, and
the only thing to be done is to work, Please remember me kindly

to Temple.

His lectures this Term were on the * Classification of Lan-
giages,’ but he had hardly begun them before he was again
laid up from Oxford fogs and damp,

November, 1852,

iDear Mers. BoTeer,— It is very kind of you to cheer me up
from time to time, with kind inguiries, good admonitions, dear mes-
sages, and other how-do-you-do varieties. I wish I could refurn
thanks myself, but in this weather the doctor tells me I must not go
out for 2 week. I am quite resigned to my fate, and begin to under-
stand what it means that you are nowhere freer than in prison. 1
read and write, and get a good deal of work done, which has been
weighing heavily on my conscience for some time. 1 need not go
out and eat many dinners, or make many calls. [ can smoke with-
out fear of detection. | get my friends one by one to see me, and
talk to me, which is so much better than if you have them all at once.
I need not deliver lectures, altogether 1 am as happy as mortal man
can be with November fogs and earthquakes all around him, not to
mention gout, theumatism, sore throats, and divers kinds of diseases
to plague him. . . . Thomson asks me to write him an Article on
Indian Logic for the third edition of his Lawr of Dhowglt, which 1
am doing just now, and here I was interrupted by Miss Grey's visit,
and eould not even go downstairs to speak to her, for I am so
thoroughly Germanized in appearance that | must not show myself
to any lady, and here a visit, so 1 must give it up for to-day, and
remain — Yours truly, M. M.’

This attack of illness determined him to follow the advice
Bunsen had long given him, and take an assistant for the more
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mechanical part of his Vedic work. Bunsen seems to have
mentioned Dr. Aufrecht from Berlin to him. Max Miller
entered into negotiations with Dr. Aufrecht, who arrived in
Oxford in December. FEarly in that month Max writes to

Bunsen : —

¢, . . I expect Aufrecht daily. You have always advised me to
seck help, and I could no longer get through my work alone, with the
many interruptions caused by my health. Aufrecht is a very con-
scientious scholar, and as far as the rest goes that will all be right.'

Max Miiller writes to his mother telling her of the new
arrangement ;: —

Translation. December 19.

¢ Dr. Aufrecht is a very clever man, a Sanskritist, &c. We work
together, and he helps me at my Pedla, for which 1 pay him enough
to live here. We shall try the plan at first for six months, and 1
hope it will all go well. [t is very pleasant for me to have some one
with whom 1 can talk about literary things, and my time is so filled
up that Iam very glad to have some one to whom I can leave part of
my work: but | must wait awhile to see how it works, and whether it
brings me in as much as it costs. I must spend Christmas in Oxford,
as 1 cannot well leave him alone. The weather is dreadful, and I
have constant headaches, mostly from severe colds. Otherwise I
have got quite accustomed again to the English way of living, and
if I would often rather find myself in Germany, you know it is not
my way to grumble. We must take life as God sends it, and it
would be ungrateful did 1 not acknowledge the many comforts 1 have
here, and only dwelt on what 1 miss.’

Aufrecht Tived in the same house with his employer.
The following letter alludes to the book known as Church's
Essays and Reviews, a title that had mnot then become

notorions ; —
g Park Prace, December 22, 1852,

tMy niar PALGrave,— [ thought you would be sure to come
to Oxford for the Exeter College election, else I should have written
to you before this, and asked whether you would put your name to a
testimonial which we intend to present to Church. You know he
is going to leave Oxford, and take a small living to marry. Some
of his friends are going to ask him to allow them to print a selection
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of his Articles — not theological —and to make him a present of the
whole edition. We have already a large subscription, about forty
names. The subscription will be £3. Please tell me whether you
wish your name to be added. Acland, Donkin, Butler, Marriott, &c.
take great interest in the matter, but until the whole expense is
secured by subscription, it must not be talked about. If you can get
some of your friends to join, please write to them. Grant and Sellar
have been written to, and have sent their subscription. You know
probably that Sewell is going to leave Oxford. Why do you never
write ? Have you heard from Froude, be Is staying at his father’s,

and very happy '

The early part of this Christmas Vacation was spent by Max
Miiller in Oxford, in order to initiate his secretary Aufrecht in
the work he had to do. The great floods of 1852 had lefi the
place in a very unhealthy state, and before his lectures began
again his friends the George Butlers, who were spending the
Vacation with their father Dean Butler at Dover, asked him to

pay them a visit there. On his return he writes : —

To Mrs. BUTLER.

g Parg PLACE, famuwary, 1853,

“1 have not had a quiet minute since I came back; there wasa
friend from Germany waiting to be lionized all over Oxford: then
all sorts of people who came to vote, and at the same time to walk
and talk: then Aufrecht with lots of questions: then dinner partics
again: and letters to answer, and proofs to correct. [ really wish
I could sport my oak like an undergraduate, and have done with the
world altogether, at least for an hour or two, that I might be able to
tell you how much I enjoyed my trip to Dover, and how happy 1 felt
among people who seemed all to be so very happy themselves. Please
to translate into as good English as possible my best thanks to the
Dean and Mrs. Butler. 1 am glad to hear that you have had a few
fine days ; the weather Is getting better at Oxford also. As to the
floods, they will not be gone before March, but the late storms have
made the atmosphere quite healthy again. I do not know anything
about the election ; in fact, I have not seen a paper since | came hack.
Belle is in the most flourishing condition, so Oxford cannot be such

an unhealthy place after all.'
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o To His MOTHER.

Translation. OxvFoRD, Jasuary 30, 1853.

{ My lectures begin next week, and give me a good deal of work ;
and then I was away for a week at Dover. Dover was beautiful,
especially In the storms. The waves almost beat on my windows.
From the Jand a stormy sea looks grand. 1 would willingly have
stayed on, but T could not leave my house companion longer alone.
He is a capable man, but a little difficult to get on with. At present
he takes up a good deal of my time, as T must tell and explain every-
thing to him; but I think later he will be an advantage. 1 must give
more Hme to my lectures, for England expects every man to do his
duty. [ do not worry about money, and would rather live more
econgmically than let my work suffer. . . . T ofien feel now how
much time I lost from my work during my long holiday last year—
that must not happen again, life is not long enough for such panses
—and yet when 1 am with you I always think © vou can make up the
time afterwards in your work ; enjoy the time together as long os
you can.™ . . . We have had a great business here with the parlia-
mentary election. Gladstone, who was elecled, and is now Chan-
cellor of the Exchequer, was here on a visit a few days ago. 1 have
seen andd talked with him several times; he is an interesting man,

and a very good speaker.’
To CHEVALIER BUNSEN.

Translation. ) g Parg PLACE, February 2, 1853

] get on better with Auofrecht, but not so very well yet. He
decidedly desires to be baptized, but he does not feel inclined to talk
to others on this point or anything connected with it

‘11 is possible that when he has once taken this step he may get to
fee]l more inner satisfaction and confidence in friends, which is pre-
vented now by morbid impressions and imaginations. 1 am con-
vineed he is a true and honest soul, but he is unsympathetic.  His
knowledge Is thoroughly sound and comprehensive. He works
well, and he seems to like his position, as he desires to stay in
England. But there can be no question about working fagetker, for
as so0n a5 one presses him a little hard he draws his head into his
shell like a tortoise, and one must then leave him alone.  Buot 1 still
hope that in time things will take a better shape, as they are already
far better than they were at first.’
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The Deputy Professor was to lecture this Term on Declen-
sion, and so popular were his lectures, that he had a large
proportion of ladies among his andience, a greater proportion
than was convenient in a small lecture-room, and on being
asked by a rather pompous Don what the title of his lectures
meant exactly, he was ungallant enough to reply, ‘I wish it
might mean that I decline ladies!” This must have got
abroad, to judge from the next letter to Bunsen.

Transiation. 9 PARE PLACE, February 19, 18537

% .~ Tam very well now and very happy. Anfrecht begins to
Sthaw.” My time is almost entirely taken up with my lectures,
which for the first time give me great pleasure. 1 have fifty hearers,
all undergraduates, and many of them capable and industrious men.
I write nothing, but speak extempore to them, and I feel that I can
be really useful to them. My former hearers were mostly curious
and suspicious dons, and T got tired of writing rhetorical essays to
be read to them. Now everything gets into much better shape, and
I only hope that next Term | may receive my definite appointment,
I have now got to the old Latin inscriptions, Coluwna Rostrata,
&c., and it is incredible how little one can rely upon coples; in
almost every edition you find inaccuracies and varations. If only
somebody would at last give exact facsimiles.’

A day or two later he writes again to Bunsen, in answer
to a letter advising him to give a course of lectures on Greek

Literature.

Translafron.

*1 shall have finished my lectures in about a fortnight. The holi-
days will only last three weeks, then lectures begin again. [ dare
hardly venture to undertake a course on Greek literature, for my
subject must always be more or less in connexion with modern
languages. This is possible with titles like “ declension,” “ conju-
gation,” &c., including a few words about modern formations; and
then concentrating on Greek, Latin, and Sanskrit. But “ history of
Greek literature ™ would hardly fit into anything. [ shall hope to
contine next Term my lectures on declension, and to prepare lec-
tures on Italian Ethnology. One has to read up what is fit for the
examination ; and the population of Ialy according 1o Livy and
Niebuhr belongs to the standing questions. I am getting on better
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and better with Aufrecht, and I hope in time we shall get on
capitally.”
To u1s MoTHER.

Translation, Oxrorp, Marck g, 1853,

*The uncertain weather we are having in Oxford is very unhealthy,
And yet | feel better than I have felt for a long time, and my work
gets on well. T do not know what the papers have been saying
again about me. My position has not as yet changed in the least,
but I hope to get my full salary in October. The uncertainty is un-
pleasant, but 1 shall not starve, and everything else can be borne!
My assistant costs a good deal, but that will in time he repaid, and
his company, at least for literary discussion, is very useful.  Of course
there are many difficulties, but in time they will be set right. [ corre-
spond pretty regularly with Bunsen ; he writes one book after another,
but writes ton much and too quickly. The events in Milan are
terrible.  But how can the Austians imagine that England will
interfere? That England will never give up a political refuges is
well understood. England has always been a refuge for dethroned
kings and popular leaders, and the English would rather go to war
than give up their right.’

In accordance with Dr, Aufrecht’s own wishes abont his
baptism, Bunsen suggested that his eldest son, Mr. Henry
Bunsen, Rector of Lilleshall, should receive him, and perform
the ceremony in his own parish church. This scheme was
carried out.  On his return Max Miiller writes : —

Franslation. 9 PARK PLACE, April 3. 1853,

‘Your EXCELLENCY, — We have passed the Easter holidays most
agreeably at Lilleshall, and I as well as Aufrecht, are most grateful
to you for the great help you have given us in this somewhat diffi-
cult matter. Nowhere could the act have been performed so simply,
80 solemnly, and so undisturbedly as by your son at Lilleshall. The
friendly welcome we received has not missed its impression upon
Aufrecht, and 1 hope that in future matters will improve with him
more and more . . '

To his mother he writes ; —

Tranilation. April,

‘1 waould gldly go with yon to Karlshad, but after careful con-

sideration, [ see that it is impossible for me to leave my work this
1 L iy
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year for the whole summer. Ihave begun several things which have
been on my consclence for several years, and [ owe it to myself to
finish them ; and this I can only do here in England, and in the
Long Vacation. And now 1 am busy with my lectures, and the
decision as to my full salary occupies my time too. [ have indeed a
fair prospect that there will be no opposition; but of course there is
a prejudice against a foreigner, and I must do my best to keep all
straight." .

On May 1z Bunsen wrote to urge Max Miller to join him at
St. Leonards, but the Taylorian Professorship was vacant, and

it was necessary to be on the spot.

To CHEVALIER BUNSEN.

Translation. g Parg Prace, May 15, 1853,

¢ The business is more complicated than I expected, and the steer-
ing more difficult the nearer one approaches the harbour. [am
prepared for disappointment, but do not give up hope. The new
difficulties arise from the fact that the Curators are intending to rise
the salary considerably : this would be delightful, if [ already had the
appointment, but now it brings other interests into play, and entices
others to stand as candidates, But still my prospects are good, and
my opponents have but one card to play, that they are Englishmen,
I not. In Oxford the tables won't dance. | have wasted some hours
in trying my hand at it— but the whole thing seems perfectly use-
less, especially as it is purely mechanical.

+ Aufrecht is going on all right —he does not wish to return to
Germany.'

Bunsen wrote cheerily in reply, and says he had written to
his ¢ brotherly friend Pusey' (the Squire) to help in the can-
vass. ‘I know few men so able to give good advice ; besides,
he is very much attached to you.'

To CHEVALIER BUNSEN.

Translation. g Park Prace, May 28, 1853.

‘ Contrary to my expectations, my affairs get more hopeless and
involved. The Curators have at last had a meeting, and settled to
postpone the election till after the Long Vacation. It is a hard trial
of one's patience, especially as it is still uncertain whether my elec-
tion may not after all be opposed, and 1 should then have lost four
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years' time and work. For three years | have Laid all aside, and
given my whole time to this office. 1 felt Spuriam nartus ex, hane
exarad, and if 1 had thus provided for my material wants for the rest
of my life, | could well he satisfied, and should have had time and
Ieisure to make up what I had lost. Now I really don't know what
to do, and whether it is not best to return to Germany and finish up
and publish what | have already done on the Feda, My friends
advise me to stay on here, and they assure me Convocation would
veto the election of any one else, if the Curators altempted it. For
myself, I am almost indiferent, 1 shall probably have another year
of this uncertainty, of which | have had enough in the past three
years. However, such is the world, says John Bull, and tries 1o
consale himself. 1 am doing my best to follow his good advice.'

To this Bunsen replied ;: —

FLranslation.

it is a preat trial of patience, but & patient, that is wire. One
must never allow the toilsome labour of years of quiet reflection and
of utmost exertion for the attainment of one’s aim to be destroved
by an unpropitious event. It Is most probable, and also the best for
you, that the affair should not now be hurried through. Your daims
are stronger every quarter, and will certainly become more so in the
eyes of the English.through good temper and patience ander trying
circumstances. | don't for 2 moment doubt that you will be elected.
Germany would suit you now, as little as it would suit me, and we
both should not suit Germany. So patience, my dear friend, and

with a good will,?

Early in May, Bunsen had written to Max Miiller asking
his help in the work then occupying all his leisure time and
thoughts, “The Philosophy of Universal History applied to
Language and Religion,’ Leing Volumes 11T and IV of Chris-
fianity and Mankind  Bunsen says : —

‘In warking over the historical part 1 put aside a Chapter: % The
Primitive Languages in India,” but find out, just as I intended to
nuike you the derios epowymms, that you only dealt in your lecture
(before the British Association) with Bengali. ., . . Could you not
write a little article on this for my book? The original language [n
India must have been Turanian, not Semitic; but we are bound in
hanour to prove it

May 30.

Lz
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This invitation led to the pamphlet On the Turanian Lan-
gwages, which is now out of print as a separate publication, but
it forms, under the title, * Last Results of the Turanian Re-
searches, the second half of the third volume of Bunsen's
Christianity anid Mankind, and though not published till 1854,
owing to incessant delays in printing, was almost entirely writ-
ten in 1853, and involved a constant correspondence with Bun-
sen through the rest of this year. It is many years since Max
Miiller gave up most of the views enunciated in his essay on
the Turanian languages of India, views which were disproved as
these langnages were more fully known and studied. The con-
cluding paragraph is perhaps worth quoting as applicable to all
linguistic studies : —

+ And now, if we gaze from our native shores over that vast ocean
of human speech, with its waves rolling on from continent to con-
tinent, rising under the fresh breezes of the morning of history, and
slowly heaving in our own more sultry atmosphere, with sails glid-
ing over its surface, and many an oar ploughing through its surf, and
the flags of all nations waving joyously together, with its rocks and
wrecks, its storms and battles, yet reflecting serencly all that is be-
neath and above and around Jt; if we gaze and hearken to the
strange sounds rushing past our irs in unhroken strains, it scems
no longer a wild tumult, but we feel as if placed within some ancient
cathedral, listening to a chorus of innumerable voices ; and the maore
intensely we listen, the more all discords melt away into higher har-
monies, till at last we hear but one majestic trichord, or a mighty
unison, as at the end of a sacred symphony.

s Such visions will float through the study of the grammarian, and
in the midst of toilsome researches his heart will suddenly beat, as
he feels the conviction growing upon him, that men are brethren in
the simplest sense of the word — the children of the same father —
whatever their country, their colour, their language, and their faith.

This was the year of Lord Derby's installation as Chancellor
of the University, and Max Miiller resolved to take refuge
from all the gaieties with Bunsen, who had long been pressing
him to come to Carlton Terrace.

Besides the treatise on the Turanian or nomadic languages
of India, Bunsen asked his help in tracing the relationship of
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the Vedic language with Zend, urging him to gather the results
of his investigations into a separate chapter.

To CaevaLier Buwses.

Translation. 9 PARK Prace, /wly 3. 1853.

“When you spoke to me in London, about printing your wark on
Egypt, you told me that you expected my contribution in Sep-
tember. I therefore began at once to arrange and carry out the part
with regard to the comparison of Egyptian and Aryan roots. The
work requires great care, and if the Essay is to be printed just as 1
write it, and under my responsibility, 1 cannot really promise its com-
pletion defore September. The relation between Egyptian and Aryan
is much like that which would exist between Sanskrit and French,
did we not possess the connecting links. Afdre, Pire, fréve, and
e wet against weddor, pdtar, Bhrdtar, and scaitar show a sysle-
matic parallelism, and a common origin. But if one had to compsire
Sanskrit airw with Jeraee, how could one prove their identity with-
out the connecting links ?  Well, [ will try, but it s quite Impossi-
ble for me to solve the problem so quickly. Also in the matter of
the relation of the Zend and Vedic peoples 1 will gladly formulate
and prove the conclusions at which | have arrived, but 1 am a slow
coach, and fear accidents in an express trajn, | hope, especially if
there is no war, that you may have so many diplomatic ocoupations,
that I may be ready before £m94¢ comes to be printed. [ work every
day at the Bodlefan from nine tll four, at the ctalogue of the San-
skrit MSS.; then I am printing the Preface to the second volume of
the Fede, which is ready: then I am writing a treatise on the burn-
ing of bodies in the Veds— which is nearly ready (widows were not
burt). Then comes the Essay for Lepsius on the Indian alpha-
bet. Then the first volume of the Profegrmwens must be printed
before the end of the Vacation; and lastly comes a course of Jec-
tures for next Term. Where am 1 to find time without robbery ?
Professor Stenzler, of Breslau, is now here, a very capable man of
the last generation, but who advances with modern progress, and
has taken refuge from Alexander's fwdia, in Vedic antiguity. He
is Weber's teacher.”

To CHEVALIER BUNSEX,

Translation, Paxk Prace, fuly 7, 1853.

‘I am sorry that I must again trouble you for an explanation as
to the extent, as well as the sort of Essay, on the original inhabitants
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of India, and the Zend emigrants. Yoo write that it is for your
philasophical work. Is that “ The Prophets™ which 1 saw when I
was in London, or is it an addition to the philosophical Aphorisms
of Hippolytus? If it is for the Aphatisms, it ought to fill a couple
of pages at most— Lut if it is for the great work on the “ History of
the Warld,” it must be much more diffuse. Or is it another book
at which you are working?'

It is not surprising that Max Miiller was puzzled by the
multiplicity of Bunsen’s works, for nearly all of which he
asked for help from his young friend. At this time he was
expecting immediately three separate papers from Max Méller
—on the Zend Avesta, the Rig-veds, and the Tumanian lan-
guages of India, and later in the year Bunsen hoped for a lin-
guistic Chapter for his work on Egypt.

On July rr Max Miiller sent Bunsen the Chapter on Persian
Researches which will be found on p. 110 of Volume I1I, Chris-
Hanity and Mankind, and which was reprinted in the original
edition of Chips, Volume I, but was omitted in the last edition
as ‘not up to date.’ On July 13 Bunsen writes: —

ca What one desired in youth one obtains in old age.” 1 felt this
as I read your Chapter yesterday. It is exactly what I first wished
to know myself in order to tell it to my readers. You have done it
after my own heart —only a little too brefly, for a concluding sen-
tence on the connexion of the language of the Achaemenian [nscrip-
tions with Zend is wanting.’

On July 3o he writes to his mother: —

Translation.

¢ Sunday is my best day for letter writing. During the week work
goes on fram early till late, and my head is so full of Sanskrit 1 feel
quite stupefied. I am very glad | stayed here this summer. T had
80 many books to read and work through, for which I have no time
in my lectures, and yet one must keep up with literature, ar one would
have to sing, like the Austrian militiamen, “ Immer lingsam vormn.”
That it was hard to give up my plans for travelling, you can believe —
but ene must remember the duties as well as the enjoyments of life,
and so we will look forward to next year, when, please God, we shall
be together. 1am very well, and the harder [ work the better 1 feel.”
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At this time, when his ald friend Carus was about to he
married, he writes to his mother, who was always exhorting
him to follow so good an example, I have not yet any plans
of the sort. I think one has trouble enough in making one's
own way through the world. If such a thing presents itself—
well—but I have no wish to take much trouble in looking

about.'
Max Miiller writes to Bunsen for his birthday : —

Translation. 9 PARR PLACE, August 24,

‘First of all 1 wish you joy of this day with all my heart, May
this day often return to you in the midst of all your dear ones, and
in the full tide of all your work and labour. If to Erow a year older
means to have completed a new work, we ean stand the growing
older very well — it is not then a growing older— but it is growing,
working, and getting young again, and our strength grows with every
year that has been made use of, and with every work that has been
completed. A fresh and powerful Senatus is after all the real strength
of a country, the real support of the res pabfics in politics as well as
in spirit. The Juventus is too much occupied with itself, and youth
is often more hindering than useful when it comes to losing sight of
oneselfl as much as possible.  Allow me to continue to find courage
and counsel with your, and have patience with a passenger who would
like best to sit still in the carriage corner, and though not asleep
would fain close his eyes tll he has arrived at the last station.’

The sad tone of the last sentence is fully accounted for in
the next letter to Bunsen, written the end of Angust,

Translation. Augnest 28,

‘1 feel what the English call knocked up, and T must get some fresh
air before I can get to work again. You shall receive an Essavon
Vedic Antiquity from Wales, where I go to-morrow. [t is possible
that there may be amuong the Persians, people or even races, whose
forefathers were Turanian or Semitic, but they acquired Persian just
as the Normans ncquired Saxon, and the Persian Linguage has always
remained the same.  If it comes to classification of languages, it does
not depend on who speakr the languages, just as little as a botanist
troubles himself to know whether a patato has grown in Europe or
America. 1 always use the term Aryvan instead of Indo-European,
Iranian only for Persian and Median. Both together | take as the
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South-Aryan branch, in contrast to all the rest of the Aryans who

turned to the north-west, The collection of hymns of the Ri-veda

was completed towards 1000 s.c.  That cannot of course be proved
Tike 2 + 2=4, but it is as sure as all our knowledge of these times can

be. 1 enclose a sample-translation which is to find a place in the
Ped Article : do you know of a poet who could Miltonize it a little
more ?  He must add nothing however, for so far the translation is

literal, as far as this is possible with the old thoughts.'

Max Miiller went to the Frondes in Wales, but his enjoy-
ment of this visit was spoilt by the weather. He tells his
mather it rained day and night, and the mountains were too
wet for any expeditions, On his return to Oxford he writes to
Bunsen : — R

Translation. Oxronn, Sepfesmder 21, 1853,

¢] returned yesterday. My holiday was longer than I expected,
and | hasten to send you the introduction to the Aryan chapter. 1
went first to Wales to Froode, who is very well, and hard at work.
He has just published an article on John Knox in the Wesminster.
In the next number there will be an article on Job, and in the Edlin-
burgh one on Spinosa.  From Wales | went to Glasgow, where 1
stayed near the city with my friend Walrond in Calder Park, With
him I made excursions to Oban and Ardtornish, then to Inverary,
Loch Lomond, the Trossachs, and back to Glasgow, then to Edin-
burgh. The scenery was beautiful, and fhe fine air very enjoyable,
and | hope my work will go on all the better for jt.'

The expedition to Ardtornish, to stay with the parents of
their old friend W. Sellar, nearly provecd fatal to Max Miiller
and Theodore Walrond, They crossed from Oban, and a sud-
den storm coming up, the row-boat in which they were was in
great danger. The crew, who only spoke Gaelic, to quiet
their fears, imbibed so much whisky that they scemed inca-
pable of managing the boat, and both Max and his friend had
to lend a hand at the oars.  But they were well repaid on their
arrival by the beauty of the scenery round Ardtornish, and the
next morning, the sea being calm, Max Miiller, who was all his
life a good swimmer, ran down to the beach for a dip. Putting
his things, as he thought, in safety under some stones, he en-
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joyed his bath to the full. But he had not calculated on the
force of the wind, and on emerging from the waves he found
his clothes scattered far and wide, and some gone for ever
The stony beach was covered with a sort of prickly growth,
probably a sea-holly, and the search was long and painful, and
resulted in the recovery of only a few necessary garments. In
this guise he had to make his way back to the house, the hall of
which was used for breakfast, and where the family were already
assembling, He used to say, in recounting the story, that the
horror of the moment always came back upon him in full force.
On September 24 Bunsen writes : —

¢ You have sent me the most beantiful thing you have yet written.
I read your Fofe essay yesterday first to myself and then to my
family circle, including Lady Raffles your great friend fw peffo, and
we were all enchanted with both matter and form.’

The article of which Bunsen speaks will be found on p. 128
of Volume IIL Chrisfianity and Mankind, and was republished
in Chips, Volume L original edition, and like the Persian chap-
ter was omitted in the last edition. In diction it well deserves
the praise bestowed on it by Bunsen.

We constantly at this time, in his letters to Bunsen, find
Max Miiller complaining of the dilatoriness and carelessness
of even the best London printers, as compared with the Uni-
versity Press at Oxford. In the latter years of his life he would
consent to print nowhere else.

The lectures this term were on * The Origin of the Romance
Languages,' and he tells Bunsen his ‘audience is larger than
ever. How he managed to get through all his work is a mar-
vel, for besides his Jectures, his Vedic work, the Turanian arti-
cle for Bunsen, and a new work forced on him by his indefati-
gable friend, of which we shall hear presently, he was collecting
testimonials for the Curators of the Taylor Institution, who had
definitely fixed the election to the professorship for the begin-
ning of the January Term. Meantime they had been so satis-
fied with the result of the lectures, that, as he tells his mother,
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he is already receiving this quarter the full salary, The testi-
monials, the originals of which must ever be a precious treas-
ure for his children, are from Humbeldt, Bunsen, Bopp, Lep-
sius, Canon Jacobson (later Bishop of Chester), W. Thomson
(later Archbishop of York), Mr. Jowett, Professors Wilson and
Donkin. Mr. Jowett says of him, * There are few persons in
whom so much judgement is combined with so much imagina-
tion. It would be unnecessary to add, except to those who do
not know him, that, during his stay at Oxford, he has been uni-
versally beloved and respected.’ Mr. Donkin says, * He can be
elementary without heing (in the bad sense) popular, and sci-
entific without ceasing to be intelligible and interesting to be-
ginners.'

And now we come to an event that was to alter and influence
the whole remainder of Max Miller's life, though for several
years to come the outer tenour of it may have seemed un-
changed, and only one or two intimate friends knew the infiu-
ence at work within him. On November 26 Max and his future
wife met for the first time at her father's house. Mr. Froude,
her uncle by marriage, had olten spoken of his clever young
German friend, and his brother-in-law asked him to bring Max
Milller for a Saturday to Monday visit. Years after, he told
her that as soon as he saw her, he felt, * That is my fate." The
party assembled at Ray Lodge was a pleasant one, and he at
once fascinated all present by his brilliant, lively conversation
and exquisite music, He was very dark, with regular features,
fine bright eyes, and a beautiful countenance full of animation,
and it was difficult to reconcile his youthful appearance with
his already great reputation. Two days later they met again,
this time at Oxford, where the family from Ray Lodge went for
a mecting of the leading Church® choirs of the Diocese. Max
Miiller was their constant guide, and Magdalen, Merton, Christ
Church, the Bodleian, &c., were visited in his company. He
was asked to spend Christmas at Ray Lodge, but fealty to
Bunsen and the work he was engaged in for him kept him at

Oxford.
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To CHEVALIER Busses.
Translation. Oxronn, December g, 1353,
41 gladly aceept your invitation for next Tuesday (to meet Kings-
. ley), and [ hope by then the first half of my Essay will be printed.
Aufrecht is very busy. A week ago he left this house and has taken
a lodging for himself. He feels more independent, and 1 too feel
more free. 1 wish one could find a secure place for him. He has
been a year here, and | have never seen a man so totally changed,
and certainly only for the better.’

It was almost at the close of the year that Bunsen asked
Max Miiller to help him in a scheme which was occupying his
own mind a good deal, i.z. a Uniform Alphabet to be used by
missionaries in reducing languages to writing for the first time.
Lepsins had been occupied with this problem for some time,
but his alphabet seemed too complicated for cheap printing.
Max Miiller at once took up the subject, and so hard did he
work that his pamphlet, Propesals for a Unjform Missionary
Alphades, was ready to lay before the first conference held on
the sobject at Bunsen's house early in January, 1854. Max
Miiller's alphabet was very simple, employing italics for the
modifications of the usual alphabet, whereas Lepsius's plans
represented these modifications by signs, in some cases as
many as three, over each letter. In one letter to Bunsen, Max
Miuller says, *If we come to a common understanding with
regard to the thirty-five definable consonants, and the twelve to
fourteen vowels, let us thank God.' And again, ‘If confer-
ences are first to be held, I think it would be best I should not
appear, but ask you to play the part of pleader. I have spoilt
so many things through undue eagerness, that I prefer manag-
ing everything by writing. But I await your orders. If my
proposals are not likely to be accepted, it is not worth the
trouble of printing. If it is accepted, I am ready to publish
them in golden letters on parchment | 1 promise Lepsius that
if his alphabet is accepted, 1 will not print a word bat in that,
even if each letter has three accents.! So carefully and thor-
oughly did Max Miiller go into the whole question, that he
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spent several days dissecting throats with Dr. Acland. ‘1
could give the whole alphabet anatomically drawn," he says.

In the Life of Baron Bunien we find some extracts from the
diary of one of his danghters: —

+ To breakfust came Sir C. Trevelyan, Sir J. Herschell, Mr. Arthur,
Professar Owen, afterwards Mr, Venn and several missionaries and
men of learning, to take part in the long-planned conference on the
com v merits of two systems of transcription for all alphabets,
According to that of Max Miiller, falics would take the place of all
accents, lines, dots, used by Lepsius. The conference kasted unin-
terruptedly till hall-past one o'clock.

i Bishop Thirlwall dined with us, and the conversation was ani-
mated between him and Lepsius (who arrived on the 27th) and Max
Miiller and my father. The alphabetical conferences take place

every day.

‘Lepsius has returned to Berlin. The last conference to-day
leaves the matter undecided.”

And so it remained, after all the labour and time Bunsen and

Max Miller had expended. The English missionary societies
now mostly follow a system used by the Bible Society, but there

is not entire unanimity.,
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1854-1855

Professor of Modern Languages. Second volume of Ripveds. Death of
Burnoaf, Crimean War,  Zampuages of the Senf of War. Bunsen’s
resignation. Neheminh Goreh. Visit to Germany, Froude, Kings-
ley. Macaulay, Visit to Malvern. Indian Civil Service Examinations,

FParis, Dresden. M.A. by decree.  Renam

TuE year opened darkly with rumours of war. Writing to
Bunsen for the New Year, Max Milller says: —

Translation. g Pank Prace, Sawwary 1.

s Abiove all, my best congratulations for the New Year: may it be
a cilm and blessed one for you and yours; and may it above all
things teach the Russians and the Russophiles, that Europe will not
be Cossacked nor Kossuthed, and that she would prefer to see the
Crescent at Petersburg to the Russian Cross at Constantinople.

My best thanks for your kind testimonial, which arrived just at
the right time ; 1 hope it will have had its good effect in about a fort-
night or three weeks' time; If not, [ am just as ready to go to India

as Bitticher is.’
To s MOTHER.

Translation. OxrForn, fanuary 26, 1854,

i Since Christmas T have not had a quiet moment, though it is our
vacation, . . . | have had to go constantly to London to talk to
missionaries and others. The alphabet is now printed, and yester-
day we had a general conference at Bunsen's, where all missionary
societies were represented. There are many difficulties, and 1 am
tired of the whole thing, for it takes up so much of my time, and it
i= difficalt to fit all missionaries with the same cap! [ was quite
alone here in Oxford at Christmas, to write my treatise on the alpha-
bet, which had to be printed before the New Year. Since then |
have been living between Oxford and London, and have thus met
many interesting people, which is always a good thing. Bunsen
now begins to believe in war, but always says, if the Russians can

157
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find a back door, they will yield. But England begins to feel it has
had enough, and when they once begin war here, diplomacy can da
nothing ; for it is the people that make war here, not the sovereign
and ministers. It was very cold early in January and 1 had some
skating. How curious that You should just have been at Jessnitz
when the old grandmother died! One need not lament her death,
for her soul must have longed to be free from its old body. No
doubt the soul must find it difficult in childhood to accustom itself

to the human body, and it takes many years before it Is quite at
home. Then for & time all goes well, and the soul hardly knows it
is hidden in a strange garment, till the body begins to be weakly,
and can no longer do all the soul wishes, and presses it everywhere,
so that the soul appears to lose all outward freedom and movement.
Then one can well understand that we long to be gone, and death is
a true deliverance. God always knows best, when the right time
comes. [ have just been reading Riickert's poems; they are very
beautiful in spite of a certain Weakness, and his latest home poems
are full of natural feeling.’

Though much time and thought had been given to the mis-
sionary alphabet, Max Miller's real interest was with the sec-
and volume of the Ri-vedr, which was published early in this
year. The preface is dated Christmas, 1853, and the printing
had been finished by that date, but there was always some de-
lay about the hinding and publishing, which were not in Max
Mitller's hands. With the text of the hymns in this volume
there had not been much difficulty, but the MSS. of Siyard's
Commentary were most defective. Max Miiller, before finish-
ing the first volume, had written to India to obtain, at his own
expense, new MSS. for the second.  After long delay he heard
that the MSS. which Dr. Roer had secured for him in Calcutta
had been lost by shipwreck. Fortunately, Professor Wilson
received just at this time a complete copy of the Commentary
from Benares, the most ancient copy of Siyari that had then
come to Europe. This he generously gave to his young friend.
It contained many emendations and corrections, which greatly
simplified the editor's labour. The task had been further
lightened by the work of other Vedic scholars, who, since Max
Miiller had begun his edition, had published many of the works
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alluded to by Siyasd, which, for his first volume, Max had had
to copy and collate for himself, before he could verify the
innumerable quotations. The Sama-vedis had been pablished
by Benfey, and the Fajur-peda by Weber, whilst Stenzler, Roth,
and Whitney had all been active in this field of Sanskrit litera-
ture. To all these writers Max Miller acknowledges his in-
debtedness, and also gratefully mentions the assistance and
active co-operation of his secretary, Dr. Aufrecht, in the latter
part of vol. ii —*my learned friend,’ as he calls him, and adds,
*The benefit of his services cannot be too highly valued.” The
preface ends with an eloquent tribute to his master and friend,
Eugéne Burnouf, whose death in 1852 had been an almost
irreparable personal loss to Max Miiller, as well as to all

Sanskrit students.

“In losing Burnouf we have lost, not only an indefatigahle fellow
labourer, not only a disinterested teacher, but a most respected judge ;
in his approval valoed by all, in his censure feared, in his verdict
distinguished unfailingly by faimess and by truth. ., . . When 1
heard of his death I feft— and I belfeve that many engaged in simi-
lar studies shared the feeling — as if our work had lost much of its
charm and its purpose. % What will Burnouf say? " was my earliest
thought on completing the first volume of the Afrvede.  And now
as I finish the second, in its turn submitted to the judgment of so
many scholars whose friendship I value, and whose learning [ admire,
my thoughts turn again to him who is no longer among us, and I
“think, not without sadness, of what his judgment would have been.'

Early in February the long uncertainty about the Taylorian
Professorship was bronght to a close by Max Miller's nomi-
nation by the Curators, confirmed by Convocation on February
zit. The Vice-Chancellor, Dr. Cotton, in writing to announce
the unznimous election by the Curators, adds, ‘I feel great
satisfaction in the consideration that so eminent and talented a
professor has been elected.) He hastens to announce his

SUCCEss § —
To F. PaLGrave, Esg.
February 8, 1854.
# The Professorship has been settled at last, and 1 got it. 1 cannot
tell you how happy I feel, after the long suspense, to have at last
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a woi ari for the rest of this life, and to be able to look on quietly
till the moving panorama comes to an end. I feel now more than
ever that it is owing to the kindness of those who first received me at
Oxford that | owe my further success and my present position —ce
n'est que le premier pas qui coute, and after | was once in the right
boat, | was sure to get into harbour sooner or Iater. [ shall write to
old Joe. I wish we could all meet again and have a jolly party, as we
used to have five or six years ago, when 1 little thought of what was
looming in the future. [ hope we shall manage a little gathering
after Froude is able to come. He has taken a cottage at Babbicombe
for the next year. [ was in London for a week, kept from day to
day by alphabetic conferences, to which I had to act as secretary and
to write generally till 3 o'dlock in the morning. [ had not an hour
to mysclf, and after it was over [ had to go to Oxford in order to see
that all was going right about the ship. Now it is launched, and

I hope to have a pleasant cruise in it.
¢ Ever yours, M. M."

Bunsen wrote at once to congratulate : —

Transiation, February 8.

. . . Your position in life now rests on a firm foundation, . . .
and that in this heaven-blest, secure, free island, and at a moment
when it is hard to say whether the thrones of princes or the free-
dom of nations Is in greatest danger. With true affection, yours.

To uis MoTHER.
Translation. Oxronrn, March 10,

“l am living in such a turmaoil that I can settle to nothing, and
have hardly time to write a letter. [ have been made full professor
this term, and so there have been endless invitations and parties of all
gorts. | am rather tired of it all, and wish 1 lived some miles out of
Oxford, so as to have my time to myself.  You can imagine [ was not
a little pleased when everything was definitely settled, but when one
waits so long for a thing it does not give one the same pleasure as
when it comes unexpectedly. But 1 heartily thank God that my
future is now entirely secored, as far as food and raiment are con-
cerned! At present | shall stay where [ am, and [ shall be very sorry
to leave, but | know | must take a larger house in tme. [ shall stay
here till the summer vacation, and then when I come back I will
furnish a small house, in which you can perhaps help me. Or
perhaps you will pay me a visit in the vacation here, instead of my
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going to Dresden. T have still a good deal of correspondence with
missionaries, who are not always easy to deal with, Aufrecht Is still
wnrkiug for mae, but he lives in another house for himself, and gives
private lessons. He is happy here, and very useful to me, but it is
rather expensive. [ shall not want for money, when I think with how
little 1 managed once. | enclose a little proof of my professorship;
you will know what use to make of it. If you want to buy a boak,
I would recommend Tauler’s Serswops ;- they are very beauntiful, but
you must get an edition in modernized German.  We already begin
to feel the war. Everything is dearer, and the taxes will be doubled.
It can’t be helped, and there is no doubt as to the result.’

On March 21, three days before war was declared agninst
Russia, Max Miiller received a letter from Sir Charles Trevel-
yan, then Assistant-Secretary to the Treasury, begging officially
for his help in directing the officers proceeding to the East how
to study the languages of the northern division of the Turkish
Empire and the adjoining provinces of Russia. Some private
letters had already passed between Sir Charles and the Pro-
fessor of Modern Enropean Languages, and Max Miiller had
written : —

“That corner of Europe between the North of Italy and Turkey
and along the Danube is a real linguistic rookery. All the lost
daughters of the European fumilies of languages have taken refuge
there ; and they exhibit, each, the lowest degradation and corrup-
tion of grammar that can be imagined. In the Albanian we recog-
nize the noble features of Greek ; in Wallachian, those of Latin; in
Bulgarian, those of the Old Slavonic language ; but all sadly dis-
torted and disfigured.  Very little has been done toward a literary
culture of these dinlects, and even grammars are scarce; there are
certainly none in English, as far as I am aware.

He had prepared a list of elementary grammars and a few
simple instructions, which Sir Charles had imparted to all the
commissariat officers. But the leiter, dated March zo, states
that something more than this should be attempted, and adds,
*I[ you agree with me in this, you will at once feel that there
is a call upon you to help in this good work ' ; and Sir Charles
entreats Max Milller to prepare at once a treatise, showing

1 M
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what languages are spoken in that part of the world, their gen-
eral structure, and the alphabets used, and what would be the
most useful books on the respective languages. Sir Charles
conclodes thus: “1 have only two further suggestions to make.
(1) That whatever you do should be done quickly. Every
part of this great effort is under war pressure. (2) That you
should tell us af omce what yon know mes, leaving the rest to
be perfected hereafter.’ So heartily did Max Miiller respond
to the call, that by May 16 he was able to send Sir Charles
his Suggestions for the Assistance of Officers in learning the
Languages of the Seat of War in the Easf, A second edition
was required within a year.

In his introductory letter to Sir Charles he first called atten-
tion to a subject that continued to occupy his thoughts almost
to the end of his life. He writes: —

It is undoubtedly high time that something should be done to
encourage the study of Oriental languages in England, At the very
outset of this war, it has been felt how much this branch of studies
— in emergencies like the present so requisite — has been neglected
in the system of our education. In all other countries which have
any political, commercial, or religious connections with the East,
provision lias been made by Government, or otherwize, to encourage
young men to devote themselves to this branch of studies. Russia
has always been a most liberal patron of Oriental philology. In
the Academy of $t. Petersburg there is a Chair for every branch of
Oriental literature. The French Government has founded a school,
# L'¥cole pour les langues orlentales vivantes." At Vienna there is
an Oriental seminary. Prussia finds it expedient to give encourage-
ment to young Oriental scholars, employed afterwards with advan-
toge as consuls and [ntm'prcurrs In England alone, where the most
vital interests are involved in a free intercourse with the East, han‘lfjr

anything is done to foster Oriental studies.’
Just before the publication of his book, Max writes to
Bunsen : —
Trawslation. Park Prace, 1854.
‘] am busy with my lectures, and am printing my book on the

Languages of the Seat of War, 100 pages, with a very fine map by
Petermann, 5o that T never get to bed before 2 A.m."
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To his mother he writes ; —

Transiation. Parg Prace, Apridf 11,

‘lam so engrossed with work, that I have hardly a free minute,
and that will go on till vacation, I cannot feel certain about my
plans for travelling. [ must spend part of the vacation in Paris,
as I must work at a MS. in the library there. The only thing that
draws me to Germany is Auguste, who cannot well Jeave Chemmnitz,
otherwise life in Dresden or Dessan is not very attractive, and we
might all meet nicely in Parls, if Emilie would come there, Time
becomes more precious every year, and a quarter of a year Is now as
important to one as a year was formerly. This shows one is no
longer young. One becomes economical with coe’s time, and life
i3 s0 serious just now, one has no right to think of pleasure, when
50 many men are suffering. And yet it s a war that could not be
avoided. The Russian lust of conquest and the whole influence of
Russia in Europe, especially in Giermany, must be thrown back on
its own borders, or we should have to fight the battles which are now
being fought on the Danube, on the Elbe or Rhine. It will be a
terrible war, bt one cannot doubt the issue, for England, when war
once begins, puts forth her whale strength, and the feeling that
you are fighting for a just cause keeps vp the courage even in
disaster.’

But whilst realizing the necessity of the war, Max Miiller
wis to be indirectly one of the many sufferers from it. His
friend and patron, Bunsen, could not approve the attitude of
Prussia, and it was widely known that his recall from England
was imminent. George Bunsen, Max Muller's most intimate
friend of all Bunsen's sons, writes to him : —

CARLTON TERRACE, Afrif 14.

fDeAREST FRIEND, —So it is. My father has not up to this
moment received a recall.  On the other hand, we expect lo-morrow
the reply to an answer sent by my father to a renewed and very
impetuous offer of leave of absence.  In this answer my father made
his accepting leave of absence dependent on eertain canditions
guaranteeing his political honoor,  If the reply to-morrow does not
contain those conditions, nothing remains but for my father to send
in his resignation.'
Mz
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To F. Partcrave, Esq.
g Pang Prace, A 18, 1854

¢, .. Ishould like to have seen you when you heard of Scott's
appointment.  1am afraid you did not use quite parliamentary lap-
guage on the occasion—I neither, particularly as, up to the last,
Joweit's chances seemed as clear and certain as could be, with-
oot downright bargaining. I am sorry to see that Jowett feels it
very much, and I think just now some testimonial from his friends,
like the one you contemplated some time ago, would be very appor-
tune. Could you persmade Richmond to do his portrait? T think it
might be done forabout £100,and 1am sure we could get as much from
his friends. What do you say? Vacation is nearly over, and I have
not yet been away, though I intended 1o go to the seaside and get
fresh air. But I have to do some work for the Government, and have
been at it day and night, working against time. 1 hope we shall
hear something from the Black Sea soon. The slowness of these
people is intolerable ; they are always a day too late. I congratulate
Bunsen on having got out of the claws of the Black Eagle. [ dare say
he will get the next vacant seat on the Episcopal bench in England!

* Ever yours, M. M.'

Besides the work for the Government, Max Mller was busy
in printing his Essay on the Turanian Languages for Bunsen's
book, which had grown under his hands, and had had to be put
aside whilst the missionary alphabet was printing, The dilatori-
ness of the printers, in London, caused him and Bunsen much
trouble, as the work had to be finished before Bunsen left Eng-
land, and though Max Miiller worked through hall the night
whenever a proof-sheet appeared, his letters are full of despair.
Bunsen writes on May 10, ‘The work presses,” but did not
seem to realize that the delay was not with Max nor in Oxford.
In the same letter the minister, writing for the last time from
Carlton Terrace, says, *The house is deserted, but the heart
rejoices, and the soul already spreads its wings.'

To His MoTHER.
Translation, OxpoRD, May 12.
¢ Hupsen's resignation is a real loss to me. 1 saw him in London
— the house is now empty. Yet one can only congratulate him on

dliE S
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having sived his good name, at the dght moment. His leaving gave
me 4 great deal of work and disturbance. He is just bringing out
a new book in seven volumes. | had varions things to write for him,
and s it had to be ready by the twentieth, [ never got to bed before
two. Now I have undertaken a work for Government, which is
just printed. Then came the lectures, and the Fede above all, so
that I really have not a moment to think of or do anything else, and

can say nothing about my plans for summer.!

To CHEVALIER Bussew.
Translafin, Oxrorn, May 22.
‘I cannot believe that you think of leaving England. Surely the
Prussian crisis cannot last much longer, and when it is over, you will
Liave to return to Carlton Terrace. Whilst writing the word Seliere,
I think of a question I meant to ask. 7o Aeliere, as far as 1 know,
means “ to be " — feben ; Lat. Sbere and Judere.

To THE SaME,
Translation, OxrForD, Suwe 8,

“Are you really leaving as soon as Acland tells me? If this ks 80,
1 must go to London on Saturday or Sunday, the only days I can
get away, as | am giving my lectures. [ still wait, and still hope, a
new Prussia will arise, which cannot do without you here in England.
England begins to feel like a strange land to me, when I think that
you are really going. Will you not wait tll Aigpedins is out ?
The printer does not scem in any hurry.'

On June 12 Bunsen, writing to his wife, who had gone to
Heidelberg to settle his future home, mentions that he * had
had a delightful day with Max Muller. Five days later, this
faithful friend left England, and Max felt as if stranded in a
foreign land. Too much occupied at this time with his work
to write more than very short letters to his mother, in all of
them he expresses his sense of loss. Bunsen’s house in London
had been a second home to him, where he was always sure of a
welcome, always sure of encouragement and sympathy, of intel-
lectual intercourse, and of that intelligent interest in his work
and the far-reaching problems which it unfolded, which he
missed so sorely in his daily life in Oxford, where hardly any
one understood the work on which he was engaged, or took a
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real interest in it, or was capable of discussing it with him
scientifically.
“In all my researches,’ he writes in the Awladdgraphy, ‘no one

took a livelier interest or encouraged me more than Bunsen. When
some of my translations of the Vedic hymns seemed fairly satisfactory,
I used to take them to him, and he was always delighted at seeing a
little more of that ancient Aryan torso, though . . . he was more
especially interested in Egyptian chronology and archaeology, Often
when 1 was alone with him, we discussed the chronological and
psychological dates of Egyptian and Aryan antiquity.'

The last left of the danghters of that large and happy family
writes : —
To Mns, Max MULLER.
CARLSRUNE, flecemder 13, 1001,

My memary now anly recalls fedrersions of your dear huslsind.
The charm of his whole being, his beautiful, almost Greek profile,
his wonderful playing, specially of Mendelssohn and Chopin, and
delightful power of interesting and fascinating one by his conversa-
tion, all that is still very clear and warm in my recollection ; and we
girls all fully understood my father's admiration, and fatherly love,
and interest in him. . . . He did not live in Carlton Terrace with
us, only came in and out, and of course was chiefly closeted with my
father in his library below; and we only saw him at meals, or when
he had time to look us up in the drawing-rooms, and there, T well
remember, we tried as soon as possible to get him to sit at the plano-
forte and play to us, Very truly yours,

‘EmiLia von Bunsew

It was soon after the parting with his friend and patron that
Max Miiller heard from Sir Charles Trevelyan that he was
thoroughly satisfied with his treatise : *I cannot bestow higher
praise upon it than by saying that it appears to me completely
to answer the important object for which it was written.! Dun-
sen, too, wrote: ‘I read your book . . . with real delight and
sincere admiration.’

The following letter from Dr. John Muir, the editor of
Original Sansbrit Texts, or the Orjpin and History of the
Brople of India, and later the munificent founder of the San-
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skrit Professorship in Edinburgh, then just returned from twenty-
five years' service in India, contains the first mention of 2 man
of whom Max Miller always spoke with reverential affection: —

33 SusseX GARDENS, fiwe 20, 1854.

‘ My pEAR Sm, —It may interest you to know that there is at
present in London a Pundit from Benares, though he has become a
Christian. He has come to England with the Maharaja Duleep
Singh, as a sort of tutor or comgpanion to His Highness. His name
is Nehemiah Nilkanth, the former appellative having been adopted
by him according to his own wish on the occasion of his hapl:{am.
He was not a professed Pundit in the sense of being a teacher of
Sanskrit Grammar, or of any of the Six Darsanas or any other
branch, but he is a Sanskrit scholar, being able to write the language
accurately and fluently, and having a general knowledge of the philo-
sophical schools. At the commencement of his inguiries into Chris-
tianity, he wrote an answer to one of my tracts (a former edition of
the Mataparitshd), composed in Sanskrit verse. After long and
painful inquiries and struggles, he became convineed of the truth of
Christianity, which he accordingly embraced. He has latterly heen
employed as a catechist; and when Dr. Login (who has charge of
the Maharaja) was leaving India, he brought Nilkanth along with
him.
*If, therefore, you are curious to see a specimen of a Pundit without
going beyond London, your wish can be gratified, and if you desire
it, I shall be glad to go with you to Dr. Login's at Mivart’s in Brook
Street, if you are likely to be soon in London. Nilkanth, since his
conversion, has written a tract in Hindoo against the Feddafa, which
is interesting as an exposition of what he considers the doctrine of
that school. He knew some English when [ last saw him, and is
probably improved in his knowledge of it now.

‘ Believe me, yours very faithfully,
"JU‘H.N Mm L

Nehemiah Goreh came to Oxford to see Max Miller, and
they became, after a short time, very intimate, Nehemiah
had suffered cruelly for his change of religion, and on his return
to India his mind seems to have lost its balance, and after some
years of asceticism and complete renunciation of the world, he

joined the branch of the Cowley Fathers established in India.
Up to that time, he had written to and heard from Max Miiller
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from time to time. When he revisited England and Oxford
many years later, he was so completely under the discipline of
the Brotherhood, that it was only the very day that he left
Oxford, where he had spent many weeks, that he was allowed
to visit his old friend for a few moments, and the visit gave little
pleasure to either. * He was steeped in the Christianity of the
Church,” which Max always distinguished from * the Christianity

of Christ.'
In July Max Milller went to Germany, and with his mother

revisited his sister and many other relations,

To CHEvALIER BUNSEN.

Translation. CHEMNITE, Sundy 30, 1854.

11 received your last friendly letter from Heidelberg, just as I had
struck my tent in Oxford, and was on my way to Germany., Since
then | have been always on the move from place to place, and never
had any rest or 2 moment for writing.  Now [ have finished my visits,
and am going on a few longer expeditions, and your kind invitation
draws me westward to Heidelberg, and thence I hope to go to Swit-
zerland, North Italy, Venice, and Vienna. My plan is to start in a
few days with my mother, to pay a few visite on the way, to see
Riickert and reach Heldelberg about the middle of August. T hope
to stay there with my mother for a fortnight, and as it is not so far
from Heidelberg ta your house, as from the City to the West End,
I hope to renew the happy hours which, only a short time ago, 1
could spend with you in Carlton Termace. 1 do not know Heidel-
berg, and your account has made me long to see the Academia
Nicorina. Then I hope we shall be reconciled about Aryansor
Iranians, about which I do not care to speak from Chemnitz, as no
philological wind blows here.  The middle of August | expect some
friends in Heidelberg, perhaps Jowett, and we may go on together
to Italy and Vienna. Unfortunately I must be back by October 1,
as the Election takes place then. I have not yet heard whether the
Bill has been sent back to the Commons, and what changes have been
made in it, but I fear I must be at my post by the beginning of term.
The parties are nearly equal, and each vote tells. Dissenters are
admitted, but Gladstone has done much harm, and the Commission-
ers are very much restricted In carrying out the needed reforms, at
least in what concerns the colleges. The advance of public opinion
in Oxford is remarkable, when one thinks how quickly it has come.’
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After a pleasant time in Heidelberg, where he was able to
introduce to his friends his dearly loved mother, of whom Bun-
sen writes later as * your remarkable mother,’ Max Miiller joined
his old friend Baron Hagedorn, and with him visited Worms,
Speyer, Baden-Baden, and the Black Forest, and went on alone
to spend a week ot Vienna with his friend Robert Morier, then
secretary at the English Embassy. Italy had to be given up on
account of cholera, From Vienna he went again for a time to
his mother in Dresden, and finally returned to Oxford early in
October, where he tells his mother he had a rapturous welcome
from his litile dog Befle. He writes on his return that he is
feeling so very well that he has no qualms of conscience over
his three months’ idleness, and adds, *If we can be together
three months in the year, free from all cares, we can bear the
other nine months, and if the parting is always very painful, it
is made up for by the joy of meeting.’

During the summer, Max Miiller received from time to time,
through Sir Charles Trevelyan, letters from officers, consuls,
and others on his Languager of the Seat of War, many of them
containing valuable corrections which he embodied in the sec-
ond edition. The consul at Mitylene wrote, ‘1 have received
Miiller's admirable memoir, and muost thank him for the pleas-
ure and instruction it has afforded me. It is like letting in
broad daylight on a subject which had been hitherto explored

by a farthing rushlight.’

To ms MoTHER.

Trausifafion. Noevember 11, 1854,

1 tried on your birthday to play a little, but I have no time now
for such things. | have a great deal of work in prospect, and however
great the delight | feel in music and art, my work comes before
everything else. My free time [ must give to walking, which is most
necessary ; and to get stronger exercise 1 play racquets, which make
one perspire even more than camomile tea. When one is nearly
thirty-one, one mist be economical of one’s time, and give up many
things that are a pleasure, but for which one’s time is too precious.
How many things I would like to read, but there is no time, and
I must be content. One's delight in music always lasts, and 1 owe
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the old instrument so moch — not only the enjoyment one has had,
and the use my music has been as an introduction in a foreign place,
but also the happy frame of mind which music unconsciously produces
in one, and smooths many little roughnesses which one often sees in
those who have no taste for music. People who cannol sing are
almost as badly off as people who cannot cry, but one does pot
always want to cry, nor always to sing ; if we know that we can, it is
enaugh.’

In this same letter he mentions that the cholera had been
so bad in Oxford —worse than anywhere else in England —
that the lectures had, many of them, been postponed.

To mis MoTHER.
Translation. OxrorD, Lecember 10,
*1 must thank vou forall your love, which is the best of birthday
gifts. As1tookup vour birthday letter, 1 wondered where the smell
of violets came from, and when I opened it and found them, the scent
was as fresh as if they were just picked ; and even now, as your letter
lies on my table, they have not lost it.  Your letter too is full of love
and goodness, which remains ever fresh.  But [ must tell you [ was
not in Oxford on my birthday, but in Bideford. 1 was first with
Froude, who lives at Torguay, and then I went with him to Bideford
to stay with Kingsley. He is a well-known writer, and his last novel
Hypaiie has made a great sensation.  He Is married to a sister of
Froude's wife, and they are both charming. 1 played to them on my
hirthday, and thought of you. . . . [ shall probably be quietly in
Oxford at Christmas, unless | go to George Bunsen's wedding; he is
engaged to an English lady. . . . Herc one hears of nothing but the
war . . . thelosses are very great.  Taxes are very high, six per cent.
now, and we are to be prepared for ten per cent.’

TO THE SAME.

Translation. OxPoRD, Lecember 28,

1 spent Christmas quietly here, for 1 had wasted so much time that
it was high time to begin my work again. On Monday, as [ was
drinking my coffee, came your letter, and soon after | received your
picture, which [ like very much. . . . 1 made acquaintance this time
in London with Macaulay, and bad a long conversation with him on
the teaching necessary for tHe young men who are sent put to India.
He is very clear headed, and extraordinarily eloguent.”
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This must be the interview so humorously deseribed in Audd

Lang Syne, where the young professor, primed with every
possible argument in favoor of oriental studies, had to sit
silent for an hour whilst the historian poured forth his dia-
metrically opposite views, and then dismissed his visitor, who
had tred in vain to utter a single word. ‘I went back to
Oxford,' says Max Miller, “a sadder, and, I hope, a wiser
man.'
The New Year found Max Miller quietly at work in Oxford.
He had been to London, intending to accompany his friend
George Bunsen to Norfolk for his wedding, but serious illness
in the bride’s family prevented any but the nearest relatives
from being present. Max's mother had been urging him to
follow his friend’s example —a favourite theme with her — and
she amused herself from time to time in recommending him
a wife.

To uis MOTHER.

Fransiation. OxrFoRD, fansary.

*That you are so anxious to find me a wife is very good of you!
But | am afraid there are difficulties, and in such things we must take
life as God sends it. A happy marriage must be a great blessing,
but how few marriages are happy. 1 have no opportunity of really
knowing and observing young girls, as one can if one lives at home,
and where families know each other, and live much together, 1should
not fall in love with a merely pretty face, and for a mariage de con-
wemance there is plenty of time. Elise, who delighted you so much
in Karlsbad, seemed to me pleasant enough; but, as I had no op-
portunity of knowing her better, I have never thought more about
her, If you are writing, greet her kindly, but don't make any pro-
posals for her hand! Perhaps if Krug sends you this year to Karlshad,
you can tell me if she is the sort of daughter-in-law you would like.
Sunday is my best day for writing letters, as | get up early, and go
at eight o’clock to our chapel, and have the whale day then to myself.
Getting up 50 early at this time of the year is not pleasant; but the
chapels here in the colleges are so beautiful, so warm, and so well
armanged that one is far more comfortable in them than in our lurge
cold churches.®

Bunsen had written to him earlier in the month to express
his pleasure that Max Miller ‘would undertake to bring the
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last sevenfold child of my English love' (Cheistianity and
Mankind, in seven volumes) ‘into public notice.  You know
better than any one what is the unity of the seven volumes, and
what is the aim and result. Your own is certainly an important
and independent part of it. But you have, with old affection,
worked and thooght yourself into the whole, even when the
particulars were of less interest to you.' To this the following
answer was sent : —

Transiafion. g PARK PLACE, OXFORD, fanwary 14, 1853,

¢ Philip Pusey seems quite unexpectedly better,  Acland had very
little hope, but thinks it quite possible now that his life will be spared.
He is living still with his brother in Oxford, and as I have had litile
intereourse with the latter, | cannot call there to enguire. His
brother has engaged a tutor for Sidney, who now reads with him,
bt his chicf studies are Pusey's folios, the Patres and the Haeretics.
Oxford is in a sad condition ; the reform has done nothing, and we
are worse off than before, Balliol has declared that dissenters will
not be admitted ; but the minority has appealed to the Bishop of
Lincoln, who has cancelled the resolution. Gladstone's Bill has in-
troduced a complicated and impractical system, which suffocates all
proposals for the better. There Is only one chance of salvation far
Oucford — fellowships open to all and no cercal restrictions. I this
were done we should have a very different Oxford in about twenty
years. At present lay-fellows are only admitted as fellows for a cer-
tain period — if they are admitted to an open fellowship at all. What
remains therefore is nothing but the coffee-grounds which nobody
desires to have — clergymen without a parish and scholars without
scholarships ! T often long to get away. Icannot, especially as a
German, take part in these things; my old friends leave, and [ have
no wish to make new ones, and so the MSS, of the Feda are my one
consolation.

*1 have written a review on the philological part of your work'; I
told Dasent! about it a fortnight ago, but I have had no answer
so far.

* Aufrecht has at last made up his mind to go to London. T have
written to Dr. Jelf, who may probably secure for him the Sanskrit
Professorship at King's College. I shall look out for somebody
later on, who will do the mechanical work of copying and compil-

1 Editor of the T¥mes.
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ing, so that I shall only have the constructing of the text to do.
Aanfrecht was too good for this mechanical work. 1 do hope he will
succeed better in London than here. . . . I think of going to Paris
in the summer, to study there, and to get acquainted with the people,
if only there were no Exhibition. And what about the war? —1
hope there will be no peace till Sebastopol has fallen."

- . - - - -

Continumntion on Mowday.
1 received your letter this morning, which made me reflect, Alea
gactg exf, but where and how ? The old Prussia is lost, and a new
one can only rise from a Protestant, constitutional Germany. The
hour for that must soon be at hand, for I do not believe in the peace
negotiations.  If once the struggle becomes widespread, it will be
the voice of the people that will secure the welfare of the fatherland.

In war and in peace, in death and in life, the people must have a
voice, and it could never wait for the word of command to emanate

from one family. Peace now would be a great disaster,

“| wish the notice of your book had fallen Into better hands,
Dasent told me that the second part of his review of the first edition
had not passed the censor,! and so had never been printed.  After
hearing this, | did what I eould, fe | explained the connection of
the whole— but it is for the Frwer, and the times are bad |*

It will be ohserved that in the beginning of this letter Max
Milller speaks of having had little intercourse with Dr. Pusey,
When he was made an M.A. of Chrst Church, he attended
Chapel regularly, and Dr. Pusey at once announced that he
would never administer the Holy Communion to him, as he
had only been confirmed in the Lutheran Church—not by a
bishop! The Dean, Dr. Gaisford, at once said that he had no
scruples of the sort.  This, of course, made a feeling of estrange-
ment for some years between Dr. Pusey and the young Pro-
fessor ; but it passed away gradually, and in 1860, at the time of
the election to the Sanskrit Professorship, it is well known that
Max Milller had no warmer supporter or more energetic can-
vasser than Dr, Pusey, who sat up many nights writing Jetters in
his favour. Max always remembered and alluded to this with

1 Mr. Walter, proprictor of the Frwres, saw almost all articles that
touched on religious subjects.
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gratitude, His feelings about Pusey form some of the most in-
teresting passages in the Awiobiography. Their religious views
were far asunder Max Miiller, who, as he tells us, had learnt
his practical religion from his mother, which remained unshaken
amidst all storms, could not sympathize with the utter terror
with which Dr. Pusey looked bhack on his own religious diffi-
culties, as if they were in themselves a erime. Max always
felt that * religion, in order to be rea/ religion, a man's own re-
ligion, must be searched for, must be discovered, must be con-
quered. If it is simply inherited, or accepted as a matter of
course, it often happens that in later years it falls away, and has
either to be reconquered, or to be replaced by another religion.’

How completely all distrust of Max Muller had passed from
Dr. Pusey’s mind, is shown by the following extract from a
letter from his daughter, Mrs. Drine: —

*. + .1 remember well the happy walks my father and I nied to
have through the Parks up to your house, when he wanted to con-
sult Professor Max Miiller on some abstruse questions. You know
the very high esteem in which my father held the Professor.’

In February Bunsen writes to Max Miiller : —

Translation.

1 am delighted to hear that your Feda gets on. If you would
only not allow yourself to be frightened from the attempt to let
others work for you in mere dandicraff. You have now fixed your
impress on the work, and any one with the weil, and with the neces-
sary knowledge of the tools, could not go far wrong under your eye.
I should so like to see you free for other work. Only do not leave
Oxford,  You would not like Germany, and Germany could offer
you no sphere of activity that could be compared ever so distantly with
your present position.  So do not be low spirited, my dear M., or
impatient. It is not s0 much the fault of England, a5 of yourself,
that you do not feel settled and at home. You have now as good a
position as a young man of intellect, and with a futare before him,
could possibly have anywhere, either in England or Germany.
Make a home for yourself. Since I saw your remarkable mother, |
have been convinced, that unlike many mothers, she would not stand
in the way of your domestic happiness, even were it contrary to her
own views.'
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To ns MoTHER.

Translation. February 25, 1855.

“There has not heen such a winter in England for twenty years
—¢ven the Thames is frozen over, and here in Oxford the cold was
unhearahble, for the open fires are not as warm as a Gernun stove
The one pleasure is the skating, which one generally gets for a
couple of days only — this frost has lasted for weeks., Yoo must
have felt the cold, if you have carred out your stove-economies, and
used a lamp instead of fire. [ am very busy with my Lectures, and
am prioting a second cdition of my Lawgmeager of the Seat of War,
and there are many other things which 61l up my time. The war
becomes more complicated, bot we must hope that they will not
make peace hurriedly, so that the victims will have fallen in vain.
Here people are very much excited, chiefly from the constant change
of ministers and the incapacity of the highest officials. It is a real
revolution, only such crises pass over quietly here, but the effect is
the same. The arstocmtic party must yield before it comes to
street fighting. | have made no plans for the summer. 1 must stay
here during Vacation, unless 1 go to Parls for work. If you have
really meanwhile found a wife for me, that may make a difference,
but [ am not at all inclined for one 1*

In March, Max Miiller tells his mother of a visit to London,
where he had made acquaintance with Lord Ashburton, ‘one
of the richest peers in England, and a patron of literature.’
He stayed with his friend George Bunsen, and laments that his
pleasant, amiahble, and rich wife has no sister to take the place
of Elise of Carlshad, who was going to be married, much to
his mother's disappointment! True to his determination to
spare his mother all anxiety, he never betrayed what his real

feelings were.
To CHEVALIER BUNSEN.

Translation. 9 Pani Prace, Oxvorn, Aped 15, 1855,

¢, « « 1 chiefly work at the Pede now, and have just sent an
essay on Vedic burals to the Germuan Oriental Jowrnal, 1t is
always the same story with Aufrecht, and alas, no position seems to
turn up for him. Jowett has been in London for the whole term ;
his Comravenfary is printed and is to appear soon. [ expect few
facts, but free and open treatment of the matter. Tischendorf ap-



176 KOSHOS OF LANGUAGE [cn. x

peared here in Oxford with all his varions orders and M55, | hope
to get the latter accepted by the Bodleian. Are they really worth
ALfoo after having been collated and edited #7

On April 17, Bunsen wrote to thank Max Miiller for an
article on his Qudfines : —

Translalion,

* You have so thoroughly adapted the English disguise that it will
not be easy for any one to suspect you of having written this  curions
article.” It especially delights me to see how ingenlously you con-
trive to say what you announce you do not wish to discuss, r.e. the
purport of the theology. In short, we arc all of opinion that your
cousin was rtight when she said of you in Paris to Neukomm, that
¥ou aught to be in the diplomatic service!!

The letter goes on to sketch out a new work in which Bun-
sen was anxious for Max Miller's co-operation, Zhe Kosmos aof
Lawngwage, in four volumes — the second and fourth volumes to
be entirely the work of Max Miller, and half of volume thres
—and Bunsen asks his friend to Heidelberg, or to Nice in the
winter, to discuss the whole scheme.

Translation, 9 PARK PLACE, Oxronn, Agril 26, 1855,

*Alas, 1 cannot send any definite answer to your kind proposals.
My news from home are bad. My mother has been very ill and her
recovery is very slow. She s ordered to go to Karlsbad in the
summer, and wishes me to go with her, and this seems almost im-
passible. Last year already I meant to go to Paris to study there,
and to occupy myself with the collation and copying various M55,
I have been hindered for several years in concluding and finishing
various works of mine by not knowing these said MS5. My plan
therefore is to spend the summer in Paris, and to give some years
entirely to the dose study of the Fed, and therefore meanwhile to let
the Sedeace of Langreage alone. The second part of the Review in the
Jimes has after all appeared amidst cries and wailing. Nobody seems
to know in the least who is the writer of the article, and 1 have already
assisted in various Common rooms to abuse it, without betraying
myself by the movement of a muscle. The gloom here is widespread.
As it wns said of France in 1847, “La France s'ennuie.” 50 it may
be said here now, John Bull is sulky.  He has still thought it possible
that men like Aberdeen, Clarendon, Palmerston, &c., could at least
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have brought Austria round. But as he sees that even that could
not be managed, he twms disagreeable.  Pardiament will have to be
dissolved, and a numerons national party will choose statesmen ke
Layard, Lowe, Bright, Cobden, &c. Whigs and Tories are done
ﬁ.}rv‘

It was in this spring that Max Miiller joined in a delightful
geological excursion to Malvern, which he often mentioned
later with unfeigned delight. The following account is from one

of the party, Canon Farrar,

‘Tt was in 1853 that 1 had the opportunity of knowing Max Miiller
mare closely, and seeing his mind employed on a new suobject,
CGealogy, in an interesting excursion to the Malvern Hills under the
guidance of Professor Phillips, who wisely proposed to utilize the three
days® vacation which at that time separated the two summer terms
at Whitsuntide, by taking a party to visit the igneous formations of
the Malvern Hills. Theparty was of Graduates, except one gentleman
commoner. The only survivor besides myself is the Rev. H. F. Tozer.
We hirgd a country hotel at Malvern Wells, and thence made
excitrsions under the Professor’s guidance. Milller was one of the
party. He had only lately taken up the subject of Geology: the -
practical application of it in field wark was new ta him, and therefore
he afforded unintentionally to us the means of watching the workings
of his mind, both in observation and reflection, [ recall at the interval
of forty-six years his Iooks of surprise and of intelligent delight. He
Wwas amazed by the mineralogical transformations, but what struck him
most was the odd fragments which were indications of obliterated
rock furmations.  He was fascinated by the inferences which Phillips
drew. I cannot but suspect that there was in his mind the perception
of the dose analogy offered by his own favourite study of the history
of language, These fragments of early strata were parallel to the
presence of roots or old forms of words embedded in later linguistic
strati. The second day of our stay was Sunday : most of the party
gave themselves a holiday, and did not go to church. But Phillips
and Miller accompanied me and some others to the Abbey Church of
Great Malvern. 1 hope that T am not lifting indelicately the wveil
from sacred acts, if I say that it being Whitsunday, and there being
Communion, to my surprise both Miller and Phillips stopped 1o
partake of the Communion. I name this, for the reason that I suppose
that in Oxford it would have been thought that the two men just
named were, though Christiins in life, most indefinite in their religious

1 N
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views, and probably suspected of excessive broadness.  The sight of
these two laymen, whose stay at the Eucharist most of course have
been prompted solely by sincere religious principle, impressed me
much; it was a rebuke to many of us clergymen, and led me to a
lifelong conviction that a depth of Christian purpose without formal
profession exists in.amany a heart, undiscovered by man, and [ often
thought of this occurrence when Miiller, at the time of his rejection
for the Sanskrit chair, was unfairly charged with the irrelevant question
of Rationalism. After the service, our small party mounted to the
top of the hills and listened to Phillips pointing out not only the
physical and topographical geogmphy of the vast panorama, but
explaining the reasons by which he reproduced the probable con-
figuration of the country, of land and sea, at the distunt period of
the elevation of the hills. This again seemed to impress Miiller
deeply. While he revelled in the beauty of the scene, he had never
before heard physical geography in a large landscape connected with
geology, with the extingt flora and fauna made to live agin in
Phillips' description. Our next day, Monday, was spent in a fatigu-
ing walk along the sguthern half of the hills. Here Miiller had for

the first time the opportunity of seeing two British camps; one of
them, the Hercfordshire beacon, of gigantic size and remarkable
construction, to which ancient German camps offer hardly any
parallel.  Miiller showed an equal interest in archmological as in
geological history.”

For the May Term of this year Max Miiller announced
for the first time a course of reading and working lectures,
‘sing ulla solonnitate,’ and from this time on gave one such
course each year. This first class was for reading extracts
from German classics to illustrate the history of German
literature. His lectures continued to be well attended ; there
are above seventy names of undergraduates in one term for cer-
tificates of atténdance, and the more private classes were also
very popular, The wide range of investigation which Max Miiller
contrived to bring within the scope of modern langnages and
literature and the vivacity and picturesqueness with which every
subject was treated were totally unlike the usual professorial lec-
ture, and he continued to attract large andiences till tutorial teach-
ing gradually destroyed the attendance at professors’ lectures.

Early in June, Max Milller was placed on the commission for
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the examination of the candidates for the Civil Service of India,
and appointed examiner in Sanskrit. The preliminary meetings
he found very interesting, and the constant visits to London gave
him opportunities of seeing many old friends. He was busy
with the examination in July, and was ther asked to under-
take the German and French examinations for commissions in
the Engineers and Artillery, which included the history and
literature as well as the grammar of both languages.

The middle of August Max Miiller settled himself in Paris,
glad to have the change from England and all the work he
had been doing. He found Grathy and other old friends there,
and began to work at collating and copying the MSS, he had
specially come to see. His mother, however, when she knew
that the sea no longer separated them, became impatient to
see him, and the end of the month he started for Dresden,
where he stayed a fortnight, .

On his return from Dresden he found Paris so full for the
Exhibition that it was with difficulty he secured a room for him-
self, and an apartment for his cousin Emilie and her husband
Prince Wilhelm. Princess Friedrich of Anhalt-Dessan and her
two daughters were also in Paris, and, as Max Miiller soon found,
he was expected (o act as cicerone to the whole party; so he
gave up all idea of work, and spent the short time that remained
before his return to England in a round of amusements. He
tells his mother he was never quiet from morning till night, and
that he had explored Paris again from end to end. There were
delightfusl excursions to Fontainebleau and Versailles, constant
visits to the Exhibition, whilst almost every evening was spent
at the theatre. The princesses, accustomed to a stiff little
German court, were delighted with the freedom of the life,
the dinners at the cafés, and gaiety of the city, and were VEry
pleasant and amused at everything. Max Miiller, however,
was not sorry when the arrival of the old family friend, Baron
Hagedorn, set him free to return to his busy, yet quiet, life in
England.

To his mother he says before leaving Paris : —
Na
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Transiation.

iIt is tiresome though that my plans for work were all upset, but
it can't be helped ; one must take life as it comes, and do one’s duty
by others, when it is necessary. The summer has been a bappy one,
and I am quite satisfied. % had a happy time together in Dresden
— happier than I had dared to hope for.’

On his return home, Max Miller found himzelf involved in
a controversy on the examinations for the Indian Civil Service.
He entirely agreed that the first examination should be a test
of that liberal education which can be obtained at our schools
and universities, and that a small number of marks should then
be given for Arabic or Sanskrit. But in the second examina-
tion he was anxious that high marks should be given for San-
skrit as the origin of nearly all the spoken languages of India,
and that the vernaculars should be studied in India, when a
man knew in which presidency his life would be passed, and
which vernaculars he would really require, In Mr. Lowe's re-
construction of Macaulay's scheme, Sanskrit had been set aside
in favour of vernaculars. Mnx Milller wished to see 1,000
marks for Oriental languages divided into Soo for Sanskrit and
zo0 for one vernacular,

The lectures this Term were on the *History of the Lan-
guages of Europe,’ with again a good attendance. Great part
of the term was spent in looking for a house, as the lodgings
where he had lived since the antumn of 1848 were now too
small for his rapidly growing library, though it had not yet
attained the dimensions of later years, some 13,000 volumes.
The choice of houses was very limited in those days: none of
those to the north of St. Giles' Church then existed, except
some half-dozen in Park Town, which was considered an impos-
sible distance from Oxford for a Professor |

To His MoTHER.
Translation. Oxrorn, NMevewber g.

¢ Everything goes on again as usual. Lectures, work, parties, and
one day follows another without anything special to mark it. But
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4 holiday does one good, and one's work goes on all the better after
a time of thorough idleness. Only think, my poor Belle has been
very ill ever since I came home, and cannot die; she is a perfect
skeleton. The people say I ought to give her poison, but I can’t do
it, though she is hopelessly ifl. . . . 1 have long had fires, and the
weather is cold and disagreeable, just like England, and then every
night 1 must make myself wretched with a heavy English dinner,
whilst in Paris one never felt one had eaten anything. Yet Emilie
will tell you we did not live sa badly there!’

The end of November his faithful little companion for seven
years, little Belle the terrier, so well known to his old friends,
died. Max tells his mother that it had made him very
unhappy, and he missed the little creature terribly.

Max Miiller, who had been made an honorary M.A., as we
have seen, in December, 1851, was made M.A. by Decree of
Convocation on December 13 of this year.

To #is MoTHER.
Translation. 9 PARE PLACE, December 28.

f There is little to tell you about my Christmas. Oxford is nearly
empty in the Vacation, so one does not see much festivity. But the
week before Christmas I enjoyed mysell very much. I went to a
friend (Augustus Vansittart) in Cambridge which I had not yet seen,
and most beautiful it is, in some points more beautiful than Oxford,
which is saying a great deal. Everybody was very hospitable, and
for a whole week I had to eat four dinners daily, for breakfast, lunch-
ean, dinner and supper were all like a gala dinner in Germany, Four
times a day roast pheasant, and never in bed before 2 o'clock. It
was real feasting, and 1 am only surprised that 1 could eat my way
through without headaches. | came back through London, and
dined with one of the Ministers, where I met . . . Sir Colin Camp-
bell, the English general from the Crimea: and then | went to the
Latin Play by the scholars of Westminster School. So you see
one can amuse onesclf here, if not af Christmas, but befarehand.?

Towards the close of this year Renan wrote a sharp attack
on Max Muller's Turanian article in Bunsen's CArisifanity and
Mankind. The attack appeared in Renan's Histoire générale
ies langues Sémitigues. Max Muller complained bitterly of the
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passage in a letter to Stanislas Julien, which he, with childlike
innocence, showed to Renan, who wrote a long explanatory
letter to Max Miller, in which he repeated the very point that
was really the cause of offence, r.e. that in that essay Max had
been under the influence of Bunsen, and had written it more to
command than from conviction. Owing to the indiscretion of
Stanislas Julien, the quarrel threatened to become serious, as
Max Miller could not but feel that his honour as a writer had
been called in question. He wrote a review of Renan's (Gram-
maire Sémitigue which. amounted to a fierce attack upon the
book. Bunsen wrote to Max Miller : —
December 2, 1855,

I send you these lines . . . to stop if possible your wrath against
Renan. He confesses in his Jetter “ Ma plume m'a trahi’; he has
partly said what he thinks, and partly said what he does not
think. . . . But his note is not that of an enemy. You must deal
gently with him.  You will do it, will you not, for my sake?

Renan, too, wrote ‘ Pardonnez-mol.  Je n'ai pas compris ce
que vous vouliez dire.' On this Max Miller soppressed the
pamphlet, though already printed, and they gradually became
great friends,

To Cuevarier Bussew.

Translation. Decemmber 15, 1855,

*+ -« Your next work : “God-Consciousness " will be a joy to
read, for the beginning of the God-Consdousness in the Feds has
much occupied me of late, and has made me enter into depths of
human consciousness hitherto unknown to me. The Peda alone of
all works | know treats of a genesis of God-Consclousness, compared
to which the Theogony of Hesiod is like a wornout creature. We
see it grow slowly and gradually with all its contradictions, its sodden
terrors, its amazements and its triumphs,  As God reveals His Being
in natare, in her order, her wisdom, her indestructibility, in the
elernal victory of light over darkness, of spring over winter, in the
eternally returning course of the sun and the stars, so man has gradu-
ally spelt out of nature the Being of God, and after trying a thousand
names for God in vain, we find him in the Feds already saying:
They call Him Indra, Mitm, Varues, then they call Him the
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Heavenly, the bird with beautiful wings ; — that which is One, they
call in various ways, they call it Agnl, Sama, Mitarisvan., The
belief in Immortality is only the other side as it were of the God-
Consciousness, and both are originally natural to the Aryan race.
% As the sun sets, yet never dies, but returns,™ says the old Aryan,
“neither shall I go into non-existence, but 1 shall live with the sun."
The non-existence he denfes as often as he can, and in the Feda
the a sat is the night of nature, which is nothing, though it frightens
man and torments him, but just on account of that very thing makes
him most sensitive to belief in and to hope of the ever-returning
light, The Feda Is inexhaustible, and the, more [ long to get to a
close, the more | feel how much there remains still to be done. and
yet I feel it a great blessing that such work has been given to me to
do as the daily oceupation of my life — and then everything seems to
become indifferent, even if Monsieur Renan reviles me |

¢ In Oxford everything proceeds slowly but well.  Liddell has heen
made Dean ; he has a dificult position, but he s surely planted, and
nobody will succeed in moving him away again, It is said that the
Frince of Wales will be with him, but that may only be a report.
Secondly, Jowett is established, and Pusey gets angry about him, and
is sure to accuse him of heresy, and so secure him much greater
influence. Pusey is very dangerous, and his influence is again on
the increase. He seems to have designs on me, and T am on my
guard, Then there is Thomson, Provost of Queen's, honest and
friendly. Vaughan is also to come to Oxford. Brodie has been
made Professor without signing the articles, my own case preceding
his, but he had a stronger case, being an Englishman. Everything
was tried aguinst him, even secret surprises at the voting, after mak-
ing it known that no contest would take place. Everybody was
afrald of a sudden attack at nightfall, the guards were called out, and
the ambuscade found itself confronted by a picket which towered
above them. Everything cannot go exactly as we wish, but the
avalanche rolls in the right direction.

‘ What a beautiful speech Prince Albert made in Birmingham ; he
aught not to show his cards too readily, he has to play the Brutus
with the English, or else he will be treated as was Aristides. Excuse
this long letter, but it is so rarely that one can speak to anybody
about one's thoughts and feelings, that when I write to you my pen
runs away with me.

Bunsen later thanked Max Miiller for his just, but sharply

expressed and mobly suppressed, essay against Renan.
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Comparative Mythology. Commemoration. His mother in England.
Volume II1 of Fedfs. Cuoreator of Bodleian, Christmas at Glasgow.,
Adesetrche Liebe, Buddhist Pilgrims. Esaminations st Exeter, Visitto
Froude. Germany. Manchester Exhiliftion,

In the last days of the old year, Max Miller had found a
house, 55 St. John's Street, and so hard did he work that he
was settled before Term began, as the notice of his lectures is
dated from his new house. His course was on the * History of
the German Language, and its relation to Greek and Latin.'
He writes to tell his mother how comfortably he is settled,
and how much he hopes she will visit him in the summer, to
see his home and life in England, though at the same time he
cautions her not to expect much amusement, as he is far too
busy to travel about with her, or give up much time to her, as
he has daily work at the Bodleian, besides all his work at home.
To Bunsen he writes : —

Transiation. §5 ST. Jonux's STREET, Warch 14.

f Everything progresses well in Oxford ; it seems to me there is no
other country in the world so pliable as England. At the right time
we shall get everything in Oxford that we wished for, and the whele
academical phrascology changes visibly. Of course Jowett is
preached agninst every Sunday; it does mot hurt him in the least,
however, and he is occupied with a second edition.! The essay in
the Quarterly is by Conybeare; 1 have not read it, for that sort of
thing does not matter. When we grow older here in England we
leave the talking and writing to others, and we occupy ourselves

1 Commentary on the Thessalomian, fo.
184
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with the “doing™; and as I am now a member of Convocation
and Congregation the committee-work and report-writing begins to
occupy all my time. So I retire as much as possible and rejoice
when something is really accomplished. It looks disgraceful in
Prussia; the whole morality begins to be banlkrupt.

“Iam so glad to know that your great work! is to be concluded
before the great war breaks out. [ should have liked to send you
my little contribution about the Fedls, but Easter approaches, and
till then I am actually glued to my table day after day, as I have
promised Brockhaus, by contract, to hand over to him the MS. at
the end of March. Iam sending him a Vedic grammar as introduc-
tion to the first volume of the German edition of the Ri=peds.
The text was printed some time ago, and therefore he presses me to
send him the preface. So you see it #s absolutely impossible to
answer your questions now.

‘The Flood-legend does not ocour in the Hymns of the Feda, but
in the Brihmanas. Burnoufl considers it borrowed, and he may be
right, as it only occurs in a modern Brihmana. The Fall is hinted
at, not morally but only metaphysically. . . . The keynote which
runs through the whole always is: We do not know ; who Jooked on
when God made the world? To whom did he mention it? T mean
to stay here for the summer, and expect my mother to pay me a
visit."

To nis MoTHER.
Trarnslation. Oxrorn, March 23.

“You must lead a very quiet life, and not anger and excite your-
self. The things that annoy us in life are after all very trifling
things, if we always bear in mind for what purpese we are here.
And even in the heavier trials, one knows, or one should know, that
all is sent by a higher power, and in the end must be for our best
interests. It is true we cannot understand it, but we can understand
that God rules in the world in the smallest and in the lirgest events,
and he who keeps that ever in mind has the peace of God, and
enjoys his life as long as it lasts. [ am sure that a quiet contented
mind is better than all medicine and Carlsbad. [ dare say a change
of air will be good for you, and life in England is very healthy, if
you will live quietly. We cannot travel about much, for it is too
expensive and requires younger legs, but Oxford itsell is sure to
please you, and you will see what my life here is."

L g,
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This spring Max Miller's article on Comparative Mythology
appeared in the Ox/ord Escays. It has been reprinted in both
editions of the Chgps. A contemporary writer speaks of the
f great impression made by Max Miiller's essay on Comparative
Mythology, published in the Oxford Essays, in which he applied
the rules of comparative philology to the elucidation of. Aryan
myths, in a manner at once scientific and popular.' * Max
Miiller,' says Professor Macdonell in his obituary notice in
the Jfournal of the Royal Asiafic Society, *was

‘A pioneer in this country of the Science of Comparative Mytho-
logy, founded by Adalbert Kuhn. . . . Beginning with his Essay on
Comparative Mythology, which appeared in 1856, he wrote a number
of papers on mythological subjects. . , . His mythological method,
based on linguistic equations, has but few adherents in the present
day, for most of his identifications . . . have been rejected owing to
the more stringent application of phonetic laws which now prevails
in Comparative Philology. . . . Nevertheless, his writings have
proved valuable in this field also by stimulating mythological inves-
tigations even beyond the range of Aryan-speaking nations."

Of this Eszay a friend wrote many years later to Max Miller; —

“When | was young I remember you were my ideal hero—the
magician who admitted me into a gorgeous fairyland. [ can re-
member as if it were yesterday, in the early sixties, how I read ¢4
Oxford Essay in the British Museum, and walked home to Clapham
westward ficing a glorious sunset, hardly conscious that [ was a
creature of this planet! And later on a new book of yours was an

event in my life!"

Bunsen was busying himself at this time with questions of
Indian chronology, in which Max Miiller conld not sympathize,
feeling the ground too insecure for any real historical treatment.

In one letter he says: —

Trantlation.

*I only recognize one chronology for India, the four literary periods
of the Feda, which bring us to at least 1500 B.c., and even at that
time show us a formulated system of divinities and even priestemit.
Before this time the schism of Brahmans and Zoroastrians had taken
place. And long before this, even, the schism between the Aryans
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tracking north-eastward and those tracking southwards took place ;
and before the nomadic Greeks separated from the nomadie Indians,
centuries must bave passed. There seems no doubt that the South
Aryans (later on divided into Indians and Zoroastrians) had settled
together in Bactria. . . . The alpdaiet on the Arvan coins in the
porth of India is no doubt Semitic. The Sanskrit alphabet has its
origin from elsewhere, and I believe | shall be able to trace it to the
Himyaritic, FFen it reached Indiais the great question, and that [
am unable to answer. “Ophir"” proves how old the commerce be-
tween India and Phoenicia must have been; for % Ophir™ is Abhtva
onthelndus. 5o you see the aldfes date of the name Ophir occurring
in the Bible is the dafes? time in which the Aryans were already
settled by the sea, and at the time of the #eds they had not yet
settled there. Could it be proved that Solomon koew the name
Ophir, it would of course be a ferminus a guo. His Hon-throne
made of ivory réminds one of the Sanskrit lion-seat, e throne.
Lassen has established the Sanskrit etymology of the products of
Ophir. 1 am now printing my old Vedic grmmmar — just think that
4oo B.C. each syllable of the Afr-veda had been counted, each length-
ened syllable had been carefully marked, and each metrical inaceuracy
had been carefully registered. But it is an awful work, and [ long
to return to my mythology.'

This letter crossed one from Bunsen, in which he tells Max
Miiller, “ It would be a great pleasure to you, my dear friend, if
you could see the enthusiasm of my reawakened love for India,
which possessed me in 18rr-14, and which now daily over-
powers me.' The letter ends, ‘ Send me a letter, only without
Your Excellency. I beg you will always write to me as friend

to friend."
To this friendly invitation Max Miiller replies : —

55 57. Jonw STREET, OXFORD,
April 25, 1856,

“Your Excerrexcy,— Allow me to continue to call you so — it
is an old habit, and reminds me of the time when first | entered your
study to have my passport to Germany viséed, in a despairing mood
as [ was then, without an aim, without means to carry out the one
scheme which 1 had clearly planned for mysell ! How much has hap-
pened since then! Oh, when 1 think how [ have to thank you, your
encourigement, your sympathy for the whole turn of my fate, if 1

Translation.
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three years of total silence and separation that they had to go
through before their marriage was allowed. In the first days
of July Max's mother arrived, accompanied by Emilie von
Stobzenberg, and the faithful family friend Baron Hagedom,
They spent two or three weeks in London, seeing all the sights,
going to the Opera, dining at Richmond. The mother, cousin,
and Hagedorn went from London to the Tsle of Wight without
Max, who went to Oxford. After the visit to the [sle of Wight,
Hagedomn returned to Germany, the mother and cousin going
to Oxford. From there the Baroness visited Scotland, and the
whole party then returned to London, and devoted themselves
to sight-seeing, till Emilie left for Germany towards the end of
August, leaving the mother to enjoy her son to herself for two
months longer.

On July 17 Bunsen writes to congratulate Max Miller on the
visit of his mother and cousin ; —

Franslation.,

* You know it was a letter of the Jatter which first told me of yom,
and made me wish to see you, And then you came yowrrelf, and all
that 1 prophesied of you after the first conversation in London, and
youf first visit to us in the country, has been richly fulfilled — yes,
beyond my boldest hopes.  You have won an hongurable position in
the first English University, not only for yourself, but for the Father-
land, and you have richly returned the Iove which T felt for you from
the first moment, and have faithfully reciprocated a friendship which
constitutes an essential portion of my happiness.'

On August 25 Max Miller sent his usual birthday congratu-
lations to Bunsen, It must be remembered that birthdays are
much more observed in Germany than in England, hence the
constant references in Max Miller's letters to his own birthday
or those of his mother and sister. In after-years the birthdays
in his own home circle were specially marked and joyful days.

To Cuevariern Buxsew,

Translation. 55 ST. JouN STREET, OXFORD, Angust 25, 1856,
‘1 have thought of you with much feeling to-day, and send forth
my hearty congratulations, as 1 think of the beantiful old age, vigor-
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ous in mind and body, with which heaven has blest you. May this
day return many a time, and find you surrounded by all dear to you;
and may your life, perfect as it bas been, be a pattern and comfort
to the world at large. I am looking forward to the concluding part
of Egypt, especially to the mythological part of it. I can well imag-
ine that you have found a more comprehensive form of mythological
consciousness. | had only just knocked at the door with my essay.
1 intended to prove that the mythical form was unavoidable. In the
great regions of God-consciousness we ourselves still think and feel
mythically, that is, language runs away with our thoughts. My essay
has ealled forth some opposition, which makes me glad ; for I thought
the matter so evident, that nothing further could be said about it;
instead of which | perceive that not only has a hole to be made
through the wall, but that the whale wall has to be pulled down and
each barricade to be got rid of. Whether J shall be able to do this
i doubtful, for with all my love for antiquity and the past, my dreams
for the future return again and again, and 1 feel somewhat drawn to
India —a desire difficult to resist in the end. Only 1 do not know
Aew to get there; but my life here seems so aimless and unfruitful
that I shall not be able to bear it for very much longer. 1 thought
the other day whether 1 could not manage to go to India with the
Maharajah Dhalip Singh. He is very well spoken of, and he re-
turns next year after having learnt in England what good things he
may do some day for his fatherland in India. It seems to me it
would form the natural nucleus of a small Indo-Christian colony,
and it is only necessary to create such a centre in order to exercise
ane's power of attraction on all sides.  After the last annexation the
territorial conquest of India ceases — what follows next is the strug-
gle in the realm of religion and of spirlt, in which, of course, centre
the interests of the nations. India is much riper for Christianity
than Rome or Greece were at the time of St. Paul.  The rotten tree
has for some time had artificial supports, because its fall would have
been Inconvenient for the government. But if the Englishman
comes 1o sec that the tree st fall, sooner or later, then the thing
is done, and be will mind no sacrifice either of blood or of land.
For the good of this struggle I should like to lay down my life, or
at least to lend my hand to bring about this struggle.  Dhulip Singh
is much at Court, and is evidently destined to play a political part in
India. I wish 1 could get in touch with him in some quite natural
way. Could it be managed with the help of Prince Albert, or would
you help me to it? 1 do not at all like to go to India as a mission-
ary, that makes one dependent on the parsons; nor do I care to go
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as a Civil Servant, as that would make me dependent on the gov-
emment. [ should like to live for ten years quite quietly and learn
the language, try o make friends, and then see whether I was fit to
take part in a work, by means of which the old mischief of Indian
priesteraft conld be overthrown and the way opened for the entrance
of simple Christian teaching, that entrance which this teaching finds
into every buman heart, which is freed from the ensnaring powers
of priests and from the obscuring influence of philosophers. What-
ever finds root in Indin soon overshadows the whole of Asia, and
nowhere could the vital power of Christianity more gloriously realize
itself than if the world saw it spring up there for a second time, in a
very different form from that in the West, but still essentially the
same.

* Much more could be said about this; a wide world opens before
ane, for which it is well worth while to give one's life. And what is
to be done here? here in England? here in Oxford? — nothing but
to help polish op a few ornaments on a cathedral which is rotten at
the base. But enough for to-day! My mother and my cousin have
been with me for about eight weeks, and some other friends. With
the exception of my mother, who is going to stay on with me, they
left a few days ago, and [ have set to work again; my work was in-
terrupted for so long. 1 long for Germany; and how [ should like
to come to you to Heidelberg, but that is impossible this vear, and
next year 1 hope to see you in England. In faithful friendship,

Yours.!

The poor mother who in her Diary speaks of the quiet
time in Oxford alone with her son as ‘unclonded happiness,'
had little idea of all these thoughts poured out to his fatherly
friend |

Meantime the third volume of the Rir-sesdz had been
published, the last volume that was brought out under the
auspices of the old East India Company, and dedicated to
them. There had been in the previous year some doubt
whether it would be possible to finish this great work, The first
calculation of the extent of the work, and therefore of its
cost, had been based on defective MSS., consequently when
the third volume was ready for printing, it was found that
this only completed half of the work, whilst exhavusting a great
deal more than half of the money voted for the whole, and



1856] VALUE OF THE RIG-VEDA 193

it was with some difficulty and after many anxious months
that, owing to the influence which Professor Wilson possessed
over the Board of Directors, the additional funds were voted.
The Preface to this volume therefore ends with an expression
of the Editor's gratitude to the Directors * for having sanctioned
the continuation of the work and granted funds necessary for
its completion ; an act of enlightened liberality which will be
applauded by all persons interested in the history of India,
and in the history of mankind, and by which one of the most
important monuments of antiquity will be rescued from oblivion
and restored in its integrity,’ Max Miiller was able in his
Preface to speak of the growing interest the work was excit-

ing, among scholars, as being —

“found to shed the most unexpected light on the darkest periods in the
histary of the mast prominent nations of antiquity. Thus, though not
yet known in its completeness, the Meafe has assumed an importance
which no ather literary production of India eould ever have claimed ;
and we may rest convinced that as long as a man cherishes the records
of his family, in the widest sense of the word, these simple songs will
maintain their place among the most natural annals of ancient history.
One class of readers may have been disappointed (in the Feadla) : men
whi study ancient literature less on account of its historical than fts
practical value. But the true historian values facts ancient and gen-
uine, and a corroded copper As of the Roman Republic is of greater
value to him than an imperial gold medal of the most exquisite work-
manship. . . . T must confess that I coald have wished that the ancient
poets of the Feda and their Indian commentators had been less diffise ;
for though I believe that no edition of any author in Sanskrit, or any
other language, for which MS5. had first to be copied, others to be
collated, Innumerable references to be verified, and an index to be
made of every word, has ever been brought out so mpidly as this
edition of the Rirzeds ; yet [ feel that ten years of my life are gone,
and I know not whether I shall have sufficient time left to finish
a work which I once undertook perhaps with too much confidence,
Yet even if I should not see the completion of this work, I should not
be sarry for the time | have spent on it; and nothing will ever induce
me to change the principles which | have hitherto followed, and to
give a hasty copy of a MS5. instead of a critical edition of the text and
commentary of the Aj=pada.’
1
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Max Miiller again acknowledges the valmable assistince
of his leaned friend Dr. Aufrecht, and his sincere regret
that he should no longer enjoy this advantage' ‘as much
of the correctness and accuracy of the last volumes was due
to his conscientions co-operation.’

The lectures this Term were on *The History of German
Civilization and Literature, from the earliest times to the
reign of Charlemagne.’

On October 30 Max parted with his mother, who left under
care of a friend, going by boat from London to Antwerp, and so
to Chemnitz to her danghter.

That afternoon Max writes to his mother ; —

Translation,

*0ur happy time Is over, and the winter will not bring me much
pleasure. But [ beg you to enjoy your time in Chemnita, . . . and you
must tell them how happy we have been here together. | cannot
thank God encagh for the happiness that 1 had in your visit, even if
I did not talk much about it. You know that one feels most when

one says least.’

In several of his letters to Bunsen, Max Miiller refers to
Mr. Jowett, whose orthodoxy was at this time suspected by
many of the leading people in Oxford, and his intimacy with
whom brought Max himself into ill odour with several of
- his more parrow-minded friends. He received early in the
antumn & letter from a friend whose good opinion and affec-
tion he highly valued —a letter questioning the orthodoxy of
his religious views, He answered it thus: —

To —.
§5 ST. JouN STREET, Ocfoder 4, 1856,
 Your letter has been in my hands for some time, and I have
thought about it many times, and [ have tried to make it clear to

mysell why you should have written that letter — but at last 1 felt
convinced that, though voo must have known that it would give me
much pain, you wrote it from the kindest motives, and with that

L Sce p. 173,
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anxiety which we feel for a friend only. 1 see clearly that in your
own heart you do not believe the charge which somebody unknown
to me has brought against me. For if you did, you would not have
written to me, you would not have asked me. - For how can | defend
myself against such a charge, except by telling vou it is not true; and
if you believe in me, do not believe it.  If I have said or written any-
thing that has given offence to your friend, let me know it, and [ shall
then be able to defend myself.  But if some one, without giving any
proof, without giving even his name, tells you that 1 am an unbeligver,
thit I do not believe in the Bible, that I do not believe in Christ our
Lord and Saviour, 1 need not fear him. I know that there are nota
few who treat our faith as such a light matter that they think nothing
of charging a man with infidelity, though they would shrink from
charging him with dishonesty.  And some of them are honourable
men, who act from pure and high motives, and whose only fault is
too much confidence in themselves and too little confidence in others.
But, 1 say again, I need not fear them. 1 have many friends who
know me, and know my religious convictions ; and thoogh 1 have
always avolded theological controversy, [ have never avoided eXpress-
Ing my faith in the doctrines of Christianity, when I felt called upan
to do s0. I am not 4 theologian, and though 1 have been occupied
for many years with the study of the anclent forms of religion, and
though [ have followed with a deep interest the history of our own
Church from the earliest times, | do not feel competent to lay down
the law, or even to express an opinion on all points, where even the
best and wisest have stumbled, because they endeavoured to fathom
with their human reason the depths of a divine mystéry. 1f vou read
the history of the Church, you will find that this has been the source
of all heresy, and that all divisions and persecutions in the Church
have arisen from the attempts of theologians to substitute their own
thoughts and their own expressions for the simple language in which
Cliristianity has been revealed to us in the Bible. And i we know
the dangers of religious controversy, if we see how it is opposed to
the very spirit of Christianity, how it appeals to the worst passions
and destroys every feeling of charity, we ought to pity the priest ar
theologian wha, like a physician, must enter into this pest hoose ;
but surely we have a right to refuse to follow him, and to be dagged
into it against our will. And if he tells us that we are ourselves
infected with heresy, it is a serious charge indeed, but we may appeal
to our friends and to a higher tribunal, and we may at least remind our
accuser of one of the last commandments, nay, we may tell him that
at a time when Christianity was a crime, Roman Emperors who had
Oa
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no scruple in making martyrs of all who professed the name of Christ,
thought it fair to pass a law by which informers who could not sub-
stantiate their charge of Christiznity against a Roman citizen were
liable to a severe, even capital, punishment. | must say no more, for
1 do not wish to offend you by saying anything harsh against one who
is your friend, and who may have been induced by a feeling of kind-
ness towards you to disregard a duty which, as Christians, we owe
to all men, even to a mere stranger, . . . Whatever our hearts may
feel, and whatever our fleeting passions may say against it, there is
no true, no lasting love, unless it has its source and life in God., . . .
Through my whole life I have learnt this one lesson, that nothing
can happen to us unless it be the will of God, and this | believe now
more than ever. My life has been a happy one, and seeing that all
1 wanted, and much more, was given me, I began to think that there
cauld be no disappointment in life. 1 have learnt better, and yet |
feel again that there can be no disappointment in life, if we but learn
to submit our will to the will of God. . . . We ought to remember
also that our faith is not our faith, but that, like everything else, it is
given us. Therefore we should not glory in our faith, or look down
upon others whom we think poor in faith, or who may seem to differ
from us. Let us wait for a little while—and to those whose eyes
are turned to God and etermity the longest life iz but a little while —
let us wait then in faith, hope, and charity ; these three abide, but the
greatest of these is charity.’

Soon after his mother had left him, Max Miller was cheered
by a visit from his old friend Fontane, who had been wander-
ing about England, collecting materials for two works which he
afterwards published under the titles, England, Studies in Eng-
fich Ard, &, and Beyond the Tweed. Fontane writes of this
visit : —

Translation.

“In the autumn of 1856 1 paid a visit to Miiller. 1 wanted to see
the “heart of England,” the midland counties, . . . and Oxford was
to be my first halting place. 1 was with him for two days, and count
these days among the pleasantest in my memory, for the sake of
Miiller and the place itself. 1 have seen a large number of the cties
of western Ecrope, but none have made so powerful, so enchanting
an impression on me. It is difficult to say in what the superiority
of Oxford consists. [t is not merely its architecture, . . . Hutina
peculiar mingling . . . of beautiful architecture, beautiful landscape,
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and rich historical recollections it stands alone,  Since the day I left
Oxford 1 have not seen Miiller again in England.’
To His MOTHER.

Translation, Loxpox, December 6,

‘1 cannot write much to-day as I am not quietly at home, but am
staying with Walrood, and | have hut a minate to tell you that [
have entered my new year well, and of good courage. God has
helped me hitherto and will surely further help me, and all of us, and
whatever happens to us is always the best for us, even if we do not
at once understand and perceive it.

Max Muller was appointed a Curator of the Bodleian in this
year, and always took great interest in the Curators' meetings.
He was a keen advocate for more liberal armangements in lend-
ing out MSS. under proper precautions, a privilege accorded
by so many of the leading foreign libraries,

Christmas was spent at Calder Park, near Glasgow, with the
parents of his friend Walrond. Max Miller writes from there
to thank his mother for her heautiful Christmas gift, the fine
bust of Goethe, which his friends will remember always stood
on the top of the bookcase opposite the writing-table at which
he spent so many hours of his life, and he would often look up
at it as if to imbibe fresh courage for his work from the strong
and noble features of the mighty master.

The year 1857 was devoted by Max Miiller to the Rig-veda,
and to the preparation of his German classics. He was far
from well the whole year, and out of spirits, and though
forced to enter into society by his many kind friends, it is evi-
dent from his Diary, resumed this year, that it was mere weari-
ness to him, and he buried himself as much as possible in his
work. The correspondence with Bunsen was mot very con-
stant, and his general correspondence not as voluminous as
usual throughout this year.

To CHEVALIER Bunsey.

Translation. 55 ST. Jous STREET, fasmary 24, 1857

“1 have through this week been in such constant intercourse with
you, have heard and learnt so much from you, and have so often
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thought of the happy time when your real presence made a home for
me in a strange land, that although | have nothing to tell you, or to
complain of, I must at lezst thank you for the mental enjoyment your
book o iw History has brought me. Your book is a fact, and as
such must produce an effect, if there is any life left in mankind, if
the retrospective look does not blind the spirit, and the eves of the
present generation are not obstinately closed to all glimpses into the
future. Yoo have said afresh what is old, unveiled what is hidden,
and made dead things live. You have placed the Bible within the
focus of history, so that men can perceive its real greatness, whilst 1o
most people this book stands so close they cannot see It or so far
they cannot reach it. 1 can form no judgement on many single
paints, and 1 am glad of this for the present, as the whole has there-
fore a greater effect on me.  But if I find that my strength lasts out,
I too must enter on this study, when my other work is finished,
which 1 have undertaken, and must carry out. But in that too lies
many a problem, which must be solved, and [ cannot reconcile it to
myself, to draw the limits of God-inspired mankind so narrowly as
you do in many passages in your last work. The menin India were
not forsaken by God, and if we cannot join in their prayers, the fult
is ours. The heart is too narrow, the spirit too prond. [ do not
yet despair of discovering the chord by which the dissopance of the
Veda and Zendavesta and the Chinese A¥agr will be brought into
unison with the key-note of the Bible. There can be nothing acci-
dental, nothing inharmonious on earth and in history; the onre-
salved discords in the East must find their solution, and we dare not
leave off till we have discovered the why and the wherefore. You
will come to treat of this in your second velume, where the Greek
dissonance resolves itself in the Apostle of the Gentiles, and it Is a
pity your completed work has not appeared at once. This must at
all events be the case in England. [ had already read the book
before I received the copy you have yourself sent me, and for which
I send my warmest thanks. Of my useless life here [ have nothing
to tell you. [ am weary and worn out, perhaps things may yet go
better. 1 remain, in true affection and gratitude, Yours ever, M. M,'

To this his fatherly friend replied : —
Transiation. Jaswary 29,
*I am not at all easy at what you tell me about yoursell and your

feelings. But why are you unhappy? You have gained for yourself
a delightful position in life. You are getting on with your gigantic

ARl e
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work. You (like me) have won a fatherland in England without
losing your German home: the ever excellent. You have a beauti-
ful future before you.  You can at any moment give yourself a com-
fortable and soul-satisfying family circle. If many around you are
philistines, you know that already; still they are worth something
in fheir own line,  Only step boldly forward into life.!

Max Miller seems to have given more time again to music
this year, and he tells his mother early in February * The two
Miss Jelfs are here, and we have had a great deal of music,
and have studied and sung Mendelssohn's forty-second Psalm
with chorts. It went very well, but [ had a good deal to
do in practising the choir. We were sixteen voices.! Mis.
Thomson ' writes of these parties: —

‘Your husband kindly conducted my concerts in the Hall at
Queen’s, where we got up the Lobgesang and the forty-second Psalm
by Mendelssohn, sung by amateurs. Thanks to his kindness, they
were a very great success, and sounded so well in the Hall, which
was furnished as a drawing-room, with palms and sofas and rugs.

He seemed much pleased with the result)’

There is a photograph taken by Professor Maskelyne and
Dr. Thomson of Max Miiller and several members of his
choir; all gone now, except Mrs. Thomson and one other
friend. Max Miller tells us in the Autobiography that
Mendelssohn's music was still despised by some of the old
school, and that one evening Dr. Elwes, the old organist of
New College, who had been listening to the Hymn of Praise,
fwalked up to me—to thank me, as 1 thought — but no, he
burst out into a torrent of real and somewhat coarse abuse of
me for venturing to introduce such flimsy music into Oxford.’

It was in the February of this year that Dewtiche Liche
wits published by Brockhaus in Leipzig. It had been written
in the autumn, whilst Max Miller's mother was still with
him. So much has been written and said about this prose
idyll, so many people have declared it to be autobiographical,
that it is perhaps well once for all to say that it is pure fiction

1 Her husband was then Provost of Queen's,
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as far as the characters and circomstances are concerned. It
was written as a relief to his own feelings, and Max Miller
thought by making an invalid princess the object of those
feelings no one wounld easily gness the author, or the reason
why it was written. That the Schloss and scenery described
resemble Dlessan was but natural, seeing how little else Max
had seen in his own country. The book came out anony-
mously, and for two or three editions the secret was well kept.
Only to Bunsen did Max Miiller acknowledge himself as
author, Of his English friends, Froude alone from the first
guessed the authorship, and in a review of the book in the
Saturday Review says: —

{One of our first impulses on seeing the general character of this
work was to turn to the “ Bekenotnisse einer schiinen Seele™ in
Wilhelm Meister, and to refresh our recollection of that remarkalile
production. It was not without feelings of satisfaction that we lnid
down the volume of the great master and took up the one before
us, reflecting how much half a century had done to elevate and
purify the tone of society. . . . It is due to the author to say that
it is truly gratifying to find, in a book which touches at so many
points on the domain of religion, not one expression which can
offend, in the slightest degree, any reasonable and right-minded
person.”

The book is now in its twelfth edition in Germany, where
alter forty-five years it still commands a steady sale, whilst
an unauthorized translation in America, under the title of
Memories, has had an enormous circulition, and continues
to be a general favourite there. Miss Winckworth published
a translation in English as soon as the book appeared, by
leave of the publisher, and twenty years later Max Miiller
brought out a translation by his wife, made many years
previously, which has been through several editions. One
review spoke of Dewfiche Liede as a book "l of tender
grace, touching sympathy, noble compassion, impressing
love. With a delicate hand the author places before us the
deeper depths of a true soul. It is a humanizing, refining,
chastening volume, and is worthy of the widest cireulation.'

i
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Another paper says: ‘These recollections touch with much
delicacy of feeling upon some of the most sacred emotions and
hopes. Whoever the original author or authors may be, the
papers reveal a very deep and sympathetic insight into man’s na-
ture ; and many notable things are said of happiness, love, loss,
gain, and suffering, as they constantly affect and impinge upon
the human soul.” [t was pronounced by Bunsen to be one of the
most perfect specimens of German writing he had ever read.

To mis MOTHER.

Translation. February 14, 1857.

*T wanted a short time ago to send you a book, written by a very
intimate friend of mine, and published by Brockhaus. It is called
Deuische Licde. The author does not wish his name to be known.
If you have any spare money, buy a copy, and tell me how you like
it, but do not tefl any one that 1 know the author. I was very sorry to
hear of Krilger's® death, though 1 never really saw muoch of him. He
lived in quite another world, and his art did not appeal much to me.
But he had won a good position by his work alone, and that was
greatly to his credit. and one always rejoices when merit like his s
recognized by a man's contemporaries. [ wish 1 had a picture of
you by him. Find out how much a good oil picture costs in Dres-
den, but it must be good, by Hubner or some other good artist.’

Max Miller's course of lectures this term was on Epic

Poetry,
To wis MOTHER.

Transiation. Loxpon, March 26.

‘1 was not at all well: had colds and toothache had made me
guite ill, and I needed a change and amusement. T am staying with
Walrond, you know where that is, and I visit old friends. 1 hoped
to find Morier, but he has not yet arrived, though he has left Vienna.
I mmst tell you, and Emilie also, that T am quite innocent as to
Lentecke Livde. 1 know the author, but have promised not to men-
tion his name, as he makes a point of it. He only published the book
becanse he thought that here and there it might do some good, and
might cure young people of the epidemic of so-called unfortunate
love. The book contains the antidote to Ferther’s Lefden, and in
so far is interesting; but it ought to have been more fully worked
out to have much influence. I entirely agree with the spirit of the

1 The artist,
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book, and am glad you like it. 1 do not care much for the plan of
the story; it Is too sketchy, and is wanting in repose and unity.’

It was in the F¥mes of April 17 and 20 of this year that a
review appeared by Max Muller of Stanislas Julien's Fapages
des Poleriny Bowddhistes, It was afterwards published as a
pamphlet, together with a letter on Nirvina called forth by
n protest printed in the Fimer of April 24, against Max Miil-
ler's view of Nirvina as witer annihifation, whereas the writer
of the protest maintained that Nirvina meant sndion and com-
munion torth Geod.  Max Miller's opponent appealed to the
works of Mander and Crenzer, who were neither of them Ori-
ental scholars, and who wrote before the canonical books of
the Buddhists had been brought to Europe. In his answer
Max explains the etymology of the word, which means &lming
ont. ' The human soul, when it arrives at its perfection, is blown
out, like a lamp, as the Buddhists say, not absorbed, as the Brah-
mans say, like a drop in the ocean.’ He shows also * that Nir-
vinn, as taught in the metaphysics of Kdsyapa, a friend and
pupil of Buddha himself, is annihilation, and there is no earlier
document from which we can form an opinion as to Buddha's
original teaching.' ¢ Buddhism, therefore, if tested by its own
canonical books, cannot be freed from the charge of Nihilism,
whatever may have been its character in the mind of its founder,
and whatever changes it may have undergone in later times, and
among races less inured to metaphysical discussions than the
Hindus.' *Boddha himself, however, though perhaps not a
Nihilist, was certainly an Atheist. He does not deny distinctly
either the existence of gods, or that of God ; but he ignores the
former, and is ignorant of the latter. Therefore if Nirvina in
his mind was not yet complete annihilation, still less could it
have been absorption into a Divine Essence.' In 1869 Max
Miiller gave an address at Kiel on Buddhist Nihilism, before
the Association of German Philologists, in which these words
occur : *No person who reads with attention the metaphysical
speculations on the Nirvina contained in the Buddhist Canon,
can arrive at any other conviction than that expressed by Bur-

o b Wi i o



1857] BUDOMISMH 203

nouf, f.e. that Nirviina, the highest aim, the semmume Sonwm of
Buddhism, is the absolute nothing." Those among Max Mill-
ler's friends who know his own strong convictions as to the
immortality of the soul, may perhaps feel surprised at the in-
creasing interest he took in Buddhism as years went on. For
at Kiel he declared, * Buddhist Nihilism has always been much
more incomprehensible than Atheism, A kind of religion is
still conceivable, when there is something firm somewhere,
when o something eternal and self-dependent is recognized, if
not witient and abere man, at least within him. Dot if, as
Buddhism teaches, the soul after having passed through all the
phases of existence, all the worlds of the gods and the higher
spirits, attaing finally Nirvina as its highest alm and last re-
ward, fe. becomes quite extinct, then religion s not any more
what it ought to be —a bridge from the finite to the infinite,
but a trap-bridge hurling man into the ahyss, at the very mo-
ment when he thought he had arrived at the stronghold of the
Eternal." But even from his address at Kiel, it may be gathered
that by that time Max Miller had convineed himself that the
third part of the Buddhist Canon, in which alone the doctrine
of Nirvina in its crude form is to be found, was not * pro-
nounced by Buddha,' and that passages are to be found in the
first and second parts of the Canon which contradict this crude
Nihilism. Max Miiller asks pertinently, * Where Buddha speaks
of Nirvina as the highest happiness, can he mean annihilation?*
It was when preparing a translation of the Diammapada in
1870, afterwards revised and puoblished as Volume X of the
Sacred Books of the East, that the extreme moral beauty of
Buddha's teaching powerfully attracted Max Miiller's sympathy
for Buddhism, and this was further increased when two years
later he came in contact with living Buddhists, his pupils
Bunyiu Nanjio and Kenfiu Kasawara, and still later Professor
Takakusu, and saw the purity of their character, their troe and
gentle dispositions, and entire devotion to duty, The article
on Stanislas Julien’s book was almost Max Maller's first intro-
duoction to Buddhism. Pili he had studied at Berlin,
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After several months of silence Max Miller writes again to
his old friend Chevalier Bunsen : —

Transiation. 55 5T. JouN STREET; May 1.

{One may fight against physical illness, though it is difficult with
persistent colds, which attack the head to-day, the teeth to-morrow,
to keep up one’s good natured warmth and communicativeness ; but
if the cold once takes possession of the mind and the spirits, it is
really the best thing to shut oneself up for a time. 1 have felt like
this this winter. I felt I was not myself, and 1 did not wish to be a
burden to others with my worries and blue devils. You will laugh
at me and scold me, for no one has any sympathy with mental illness
till it takes the worst form.  But I can assure you that 1 have suffered
a great deal, and am still suffering in spite of the approach of spring.
1 cannot sympathize with the fancy of most people always to appear
happy. But when [ feel miserable, T will at all events not be a burden
to others, and so 1 shut myself up, and write no letters.  So forgive
my long silence, and have patience with me, who have so much that
1 must bear patiently. I received the three volumes of Epydf but
recently, and | cannot find that you wrote to me that you wished for
any supplement or remarks for your English edition. 1 have read
your work here and there, and have followed with great delight your
Herculean labours in the Augean stable of Indian history. But as
my present work lies in quite a different direction, 1 have postponed
the careful reading of your book to Long Vacation, and hope then to
be able to say something more definite about it. [t will interest you
to find in the journal of the Chinese traveller Hiooen-thsang, there-
fore in the seventh century A.n., guotations in several places from
native Indian historical works, of which we till now knew nothing,
and whose existence even in the seventh century appeared to me till
now very problematical. The work Is full of interest, and [ have
written a long review on itin the Frmer of April 17 and 20, [ have
also given there the translation of a Vedic hymn, which would interest
you. I have had to give up and waste my time lately on German
literature. The University mised my salary, and I felt T most work
for it, and so | am printing a chronologically arranged Reading Book,
extracted from Wackernagel, &c. It is a sad waste of my time, for
I could do better and more important worlk, but [ cannot help my-
self. . . . I consider Roth’s conception of Yama as entirely mis-
taken. Yama is the setting, dying sun, thus the Beyond, the eternal
life, or personified. the Lord of those who are gone, of the kingdom
of death. What we call death was to the Hindus always a passage;
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later they called it a setting free, a word that suits us better than
death. . . . You are really unjust to Froude. Even if his idea of
Henry VI1II is mistaken, his picture of English life is not affected hy
that.  There are chapters in his work that are really masterly — the
Irish rebellion, the Charterhouze Monks ; and le has described the
secret workings of the Reformation among the common people with
genuine feeling and sympathy. Froude’s idea of Henry VIII seems
to me too problematical. But at all evenls Henry was one of the
mast popular of kings, and has his admirers not only in Froude hut
in his people, and in such historians as Sharon Turner, and such
philosophers as Carlyle. 1 have a great affection for Froude, for 1
know him with all his faults, and know that he prays and works.
Kingsley is a more brilliant nature, but his relation to Froude has
never been that of a teacher; on the contriry, that of an admirer.
Le roman we vauf pas Phistoire.  How people came to look on the
Suturday as Kingsley's and my organ [ cannot imagine. 1 met the
editar once in London, and have sent him a few articles.  The paper
is politically in the hands of decayed Peclites; in fiteradure it is
independent and active. | remember one gross attack on yoo in
the political part of the paper, but I should have felt it unworthy of
your name to take any notice of such an attack, Waoe to the man
who has no enemies in England — you will never want for them, but
they help far more than they hurt. 1 have to fight my way bravely,
and here in Oxford the battle never ceases. 1 sit on the same board
with Pusey, and know the man. He will soon attack me, but T am
armed. Stanley is now coming to Oxford. Liddell is better, and
comes back next month from Madeira. Jowett is indefatigable, and
they have not conquered him. He is printing his second edition.?
Vauoghan is married, and comes very seldam to Oxford.  Pattison is
a8 reserved as ever, and trusts no one. It is a deep secret that he
writes the article in the Westsrinster.? 1 live chiefly alone, and see
to one but Jowett. My mother left me in October. She was not
strong enough to stand an English November; but | hope to have
her here again this summer. And now 1 have written really too
much, and must again beg you to have paticnce with a poor mel-
ancholy invalid. Begging vou to remember me most heartily to
all your party,—1 remain as ever, Yours in true reverence and

devotion.’
With this letter Max Miiller sent his pamphlet on Buddhist
Pilgrims to Bunsen.
V Commentary on Thessalonions, 2 On Bunsen's God dx &irfory.
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On May 8, Bunsen writes ; —

Translation. i

‘I must thank yow, and express my delight at your letter and
article. The Jetter confirms my fears in the highest degree, namely
that yeu are aof wedl, not to say that you begin to be a hypochon-
driacal old bachelor. But that is such a natural consequence of your
retired sulky Don's life, and of your spleen, that I cin only wonder
how you fight so bravely against it. . . . You will soon see how
nearly we agree together, although | cannot say so much of the
humanizing influence of Buddhism. . . . You have represented
the whole as with a magic wand. We really adiffed ourselves yes-
terday evening with it. Francis read aloud and we Hstened.'

This Term Max Miller read the Nifelungen with his class,

To His MoTHER.

Translation. OxFoRD, May 24.

‘How beautiful it must be in Karlsbad . . . how gladly would 1
find myzelf there for a couple of weeks! But I am up to my ears in
work, and then just now I hive so many interruptions — parties,
picnics, business in London, examinations, &c. We have just begun
our musical practisings again. The Jelfs are here, and other ladies
who sing very well, and this time we are studying Mendelssohn's
Lobgerang.  There are difficulties, and it is not casy to keep twenty
voices together and conduct them. And T must not swear like
cld Schneider! [ have so much to do I shall probably take no holi-
day. Ii1do get to Germany [ must go to Leipzig, where | have to
print 2 book. But it must first be written. . . . The gardens are
s0 lovely here now —even my little garden looks nice, and your ivy
begins to grow. The heat is beginning, and what that is in these
small rooms you know. In about three weeks | am going to Froude
to the seaside, and to another friend who lives neur Exeter, a brother
of Dr. Acland.’

To CHEVALIER BuNsEN.
Tiransiatipn. 55 ST. Joux STREET, May 24.

1t really does one good to be thoroughly scolded and abused,
Here no one takes the trouble to do it, and [ have done it myself
so long without any result that [ give the Oxford Don his own way,
till at last of his own accord he becomes German again. Buot 1
cannot tell you how much one has to bear in this promised land,



1857] LOCAL EXAMINATIONS 207

Here in Oxford everlasting quarrels and squabbles, and lies and
slander, and nowhere courage and faith, and no one can speak the
truth, and any one who tries to do it brings a perfect hornet's nest
about his ears. Can you believe that they have refused an excellent
Orientalist, Dr. W. Wright, for the place of Under Librarian at the
Bodlefan, because he has dared to affirm that the language of the
Phoenician inscriptions is Semitic and not Hamitic, because he
doubts that Ham was the father of the Cansanites and denies that
Meoses wrote the account of his own death. The man is a thorough
Christian, is ready to sign the articles; but it is no good —away
with him, And no one moves a finger.  Peace at any price ! is the
watchword. 1 carried my skin to market, but have been thoroughly
beaten, and my friends bégan to be very much alarmed about me.
And then thesé affairs waste one's time, and destroy all wish for
work, so at last I shut myself in, and for weeks saw no one, and
heard no one. Happlly the Long Vacation will soon begin; if it
only lasted the whole year, Oxford would be a real paradise. 1 have
tried my best with the two hymns,! but they are very difficult to
translate, as our words mean so much which was not yet in the old
words. The first hymn contains many Manichean thoughts, as, the
ray of light which falls from the realm of light into the realm of
darkness, and gives the first impetus to creation. And vet | cannot
consider the hymn as modern, It belonged to the collection long
before the Brihmanas were written, and at the time of Pinini its
syllables were already counted in the sum total of the syllables of
the Ajmwede. I muost stay this summer in England. 1 must finish
some work to satisfy my conscience. If I can get it done early, I
may cross the water in September. With hearty thanks for your
friendly and unfriendly words, | remain as ever, Your truly devoted.’

In June, Max Miiller took part as representing Oxford in the
examination armanged at Exeter by the late Sir Thomas, then
Mr. Acland, for middle class and commercial schools, which
was the first practical example of the system of Local Examina-
tions since developed and earried out by our Universities, It
was the first public speech in any language Max Miller ever
made, His first public speech in German was made eight years
later at a Philological Conference at Kiel.

1 From the Afpveda, of which a prose tmnslation had been made in Ger-
many for Bunsen,



208 GERMAN CLASSICS [cH. x

From Exeter he went to Bideford to the Froudes to get a
little rest in fine air before hurrying to London for the annual
Indian Civil Service Examination. After finishing up some
necessary work in Oxford he started in Avgust for Germany,
his mother joining him at Leipzig, where he spent some weeks,
seeing his reading-book (German Classics) through the press.
From there he wrote to his friend Kingsley, who was uncle to
his foture wife : —

To Rev. C. KINGSLEY,
Ler21G, Awgust 10, 1857,

‘My pear KinesLey,—How I long to be with you at Eversley,
but my work here will keep me longer than | expected, though | have
little to say in reply to your letter —nothing in fact but # you are
quite right." Yet I must write to you to tell you that your elear and
decisive words have brought me more comfort than pain; they have
driven away a swarm of vain hopes and plans, and the sooner thess
are scattered the better 1 can wait and work; and sooner or later all
this waiting and working will come to an end, for this life cannot
last for ever, and it will last no longer than we can bear it. I have
no right to complain. T have all | wanted — more than | ever hoped
for, more than I ever deserved. A disappointment in Jove is hard
to bear because it destroys our fith in ocorselves and in evirything
else ; a disappointment in mariage may be a life-long trial, but it
need not destroy our faith in our own nature, in the truth of others,
or in the wisdom of God. Life may grow more strange and awfuol
every day, but the more strange and awful it grows; the maore it
reveals to us its truest meaning and reality, and the deepest depth
of its divinity. *And God saw everything that He had made, and
behold it was very good.” And so far, I believe, we both agree,
and if there are a few words in your letter where we differ, it is betier
to leave them alone till we smoke our next pipe at Eversley. What
you say about my going back to Germany is imaginary. It is as
unlikely that I should go to Germany as that you should £o to India.
But if your duty should ever call you to India, would vou like to find
yourself fettered by a promise which no man has any right to make?
—for His ways are not our ways. All [ can say is that after an
absence of ten years during the most critical time of life, everything
is against my ever returning or setiling in Germany. I am not
wanted there; other people have taken the places | might have had.
You will not easily get rid of me, unless you give me notice to quit.
Auf Wiedersehn!®

y
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To ProFessor Max MiLLer.

Translaiion, PoTspaM, Awugnst 28,

‘1 am much touched, my honoured clever friend, by your amiable
desire to see my hoary head once more. My physical powers have
been steadily declining for the last nine months, but nat my powers
of work, nor the mental interest which 1 take in your creative far-
reaching thoughts. [ shall stay at home on Tuesday from eleven to
two, and gladly expect you. With true friendship, Your Vecchio
della Montagna, A. vox Humsoror.'

Frosm CrREvALIER BUNsEN.

Translation. CHARLOTTENBURG, Aupest 28,

'S0 there he remains in the centre of Germany a whole month,
and lets one hear and see nothing of him. Your last Jetter was a
great delight to me. The snail had there crept out of his shell and
spoke to me as the friend ; but now your Excellency appears again,
g0 the snail has drawn in his head again. Now, my dear friend, you
ought to be thanked for the friendly thought of paying me a visit and
writing to me. . . . That the Oxford Don should ask if I can * aford
him a few hours ™ shows again the English leaven. . . . What have
we not to talk over 2 The hours belong to the Don's gown, for vou
know very well that we could in a few hours only figure to ourseives
wnhas we have to discuss by turns.  So come as soon as you can, and
stay at least a week here.  You will find my house, to be sure, rather
lonely. . . . We two old people are here, however, and full of life.
- - - 1 must tell you with what deep sympathy and melancholy pleas-
ure your touching idyll has filled me.  You will easily believe that
after the first five minutes | saw you vividly behind the mask. I
thank you swery much for having ordered it to be sent to me. 1 am
very glad that you have written it, for 1 would far rather see you
mixing in the life of the present and future, with your innate fresh-

ness and energy.’

To this Max Miiller replied : —

Translation.

‘I was glad to hear that you liked Dewtsche Lieke. The story
iself is only a frame.  What | wished to make clear to myself and
others was, why with the inbom love to our fellow creatures, we
could show that love to so very few of them only; why love had

1 P



210 VISIT TO HEMELBERG. WEMMAR  [oH. X

o be confined almost entirely to the members of our family, to our
parents, our wife, our children, and why any attempt to go bLeyand
generally ended in sarrow. It Is so, and we know not why, except
again to show us that this life was not meant to be perfect, but only
to give us by its very imperfections a faith in and a longing for
a better life.

Early in September Max Miiller went to Heidelberg, and
the following letter to his mother from Bunsen's tells her
of his after proceedings. The visit to Weimar was to
attend the inanguration of the great Goethe-Schiller Monument

there.

Translaiion. HEMELRERG, Sedfember g.

¢ Hlow much one can get through in a week, and how fast life runs
on fram one thing to another, A week agn I was still with you, and
bere | am in Heidelberg, and ready to rush off to England, and
meantime 1 have seen lots of people, and had a good deal of
enjoyment. | suppose you are now in Dresden, where you found
so much to do, that you are getting over our parting, about which
you again made yourself so miserable. If you only knew how you
pain me by such excessive grief, you would try and bear more quietly
what cannot be helped. Our being so long together this year was
quite an unexpected treat, and we ought to thank God that we had
such enjoyment. Think how few, even of those who live in Germany,
can see each other so often and for so long a time as we do, and
then do not spoil the joy of meeting by brooding over the parting.
Weimar was more than I expected, and through Brockhaos | made
acquaintance with many interesting people — Auverbach, Gersticker,
Rietschl, Devrient, Andersen and many others, and we met and
talked together every night till one or two o'clock. 1 had no head-
aches, and all went well. The Statues were very fine, and Weimar
itself most interesting. 1 could not pay visits, for theatres, parties,
and drives took up the whale day. We saw everything, and very
well too. Brockhaus and his pleasant wife stayed till Monday. The
Wartburg festival was beautiful and the weather was fine, The
representations in the theatre were splendid. 1 found many old
University friends, and it will always be a pleasant memory. Monday
1 went to Frankfort, and came on here Tuesday. 1 arrived after tea,
and Bunsen had just received an afectionate letter from the King,
asking him to go to Berfin and stay with him at the Palace. So
I really only saw him yesterday, and to-day he started. T stay till
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to-morrow, and then go direct to Oxford, for 1 am longing for my
work and quict.  Dr. Meyer is here and Dr, Hernays, so | stayed
another day, and have seen Heldelberg again, where we once spent
such a happy time together. 1 am very tired, such incessant excite-
ment is too much. 1 could not hold out much longer.

To THE SAME.
Transiation. Oxvorn, Octfoder 7.

¢ Oxford does not feel like home this time, and even my work will
not pleise me. S out of sheer ennui | went last week to Manchester
with Thomson to the Exhibition. There was not a bed to be had
in any hotel, and so there was nothing for it but to go on to
Liverpool and sleep there, and come back next morning early 1o
Manchester.  Sir Charles Napier was in the same hotel. The
Exhibition was magnificent, but much too much to see in so short
atime, Wewere there from Wednesday to Saturday, and were dead
beat when we left.  So that pleasure was got through! “To-mormow
I am going to the country for a few days (to Kingsley's}, but taks
my work with me. I hope to get some riding, which always agrees
with me. What you write about Bunsen's Gaf? fn der (eschichie
delights me.

* Don't trouble yourself about facob. He had not a very successful
life, and we learn from it that we must pot measure God's wisdom
in the ruling of human life according to our ideas. Then the
idea of a “people of God" is purely Jewish. There is only one
peaple of God, that is all mankind, Jews as well as heathen. . . . To-day
is a day of prayer for India: there is hardly a family that has ot
friends and relations among the victims, and the feeling throughout
England Is very great.!

Max Miller undertook two courses of lectures this Term,
continuing those on the Nidelvngen, and beginning a course on
German literature,

To Proresson BErxavs,

Transiation. §5 S5T. Joun STREET, Ocfoder 26.

‘1 suppose you are back at Breslau, and at your work again in
the treadmill. It is the same with me in Oxford, and 1 think with
regret of the beautiful summer days that are no more. 1 feel like
Castor and Pollux in one, half day and half night, and 1 shudder at

Pa
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the thought of the winter In England, and begin already to hope
again for the summer in Germany.

“1 revel in Meldon's Mfyedalary, it has helped me to sce so many
things more clearly now, especially about the Zeus Monotheism,
which nobody has ever yet treated so simply. And what are you
doing? 1 have not yet received your Aristotelicum. Keep your
heart warm!

‘I had finished the above when your kind lines reached me. |
see now your heart is quite the same. Yes, if I could have you here |
The fresh air would do you much good! In Germany I am use-
less, here to be sure, too—but the air here Is freer and purer. |
have not heard from Bunsen, 1 believe in no improvement from
above, it must come from below | The Prince of Prussia (who is
Regent) will soon make everything so tedious that people will go
to sleep. | have neither heard nor seen anything of Pattison, and
therefore know nothing of Scaliger and his regeneration. Farewell,
rejoice in life and in human beings, who are far better than we
think — they are only ashamed of their good souls.”

Early in November Max Miller tells his mother he has
bought a horse, and rides almost every day.  His little * Folly *
soon became great friends with its master, and was happily for
him a quiet creature, for unless with friends Max Miiller was
apt to sink into a brown study when riding, and many were
the humorous stories he told against himself, and the falls and
escapes he had. He parted with his little friend when he

married.
To mis MoTHER.

Translation. Lrecember 6, 1857,

* Thirty-four years old. My birthdays here are always quiet and
lonely, and when one is as old as | am, one passes willingly over the
new step towards the grave without marking it. T often can hardly
believe that I am already so old, and you are quite right when you
say that I must no longer think of marrying. Well, many have
passed throagh life like me, and if one loses a great deal of happiness
by it, | am satisfied with what God has given me. 1 often long for
a larger sphere of usefulness, and my wish to go to India has revived
strongly of late. It is quite possible the East India Company may
be done away with, and that Government will undertake to rule the
country. Whether my Feda will be ruined by this I don't know,
but I would willingly exchange this work for a few years, for a sclen-
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tific mission to India. But these are only ideas and we will await
quietly what God sends. My little horse “Folly ™ is a constant
pleasure, but it costs a good deal, and like every one else I expect to
be bankrupt! 1 shall stay here for Christmas, though I have many
invitations. But | cannot spare the time; if | dawdle away the sum-
mer, 1 must spend the winter in working hard.

To THE SAME.
Translation. OxrForD, December 31.

*¥ou need not begin to frighten yourself about India. If I were
to find a chance of visiting it, you would be as pleased as me. It fs
not out of the world, still less beyond God's hand, It would be of
the grealest use and interest to me. But you see how difficult it is
to discuss any plans with you; you make life so difficult for vourself
and for others by such incessant fears, and it is so much easier only
to find out and dwell on the good and bright side of things. [ have
had a very bad cold for above a week and am heartily tired of it.
My Christmas will be very quiet and lonely whilst you are all eating
your Stolle! joyfully. The children no doubt are rejoicing not a
little at the prospect of Christmas. 1 wish one could look forward
with delight, as one once did. Now one is only glad when some-
thing has passed by and is done with. The book Brockhans is
bringing out for me is finished at last, the extracts from Cierman
authors, from the fifth century to Goethe, with translations of the
old German things and notes; but it will not be published till
Enster. Then you shall have a copy and read Ulfilas and the
Minnesinger. It was a hard bit of work, and I am glad 1o have
done with it. Now I am busy on a book on Zndian Religion, and the
Feda too is getting on.'

To A Friexn.
55 ST. Joun STrEET, Chrinfmas Eve, 1857.

* As one is getting old and looks forward with fear rather than with
hope to what is still in store for us, one learns to appreciate more and
more the never failing pleasure of recalling all the bright and happy
days that are gone. Gone they are, but they are not lost, Ever
present to our calling and recalling, they assume at Jast a vividness
such as they hardly had when present, and when we poor souls were
trembling for every day and hour and minute that was going and
ever going and would not, snd could net, abide.’

L Christmas cake,



CHAPTER XI
1858-1859

Letters of Philindus, Canterbury. German Classics,  Fellow of All Souls.

Jenny Lind, Birmingham Festival. Correspondent of French In-
stitute. Death of Manuel Johnson. Anclent Sanskrit Litersture.

Marriage. Germany, Life at Oxford, Mother's illness. Corres
spondent of Turin Academy.

In the late autumn of 1857, when England was under the
influence of the horrors of the Indian Mutiny, a series of papers
appeared in the F¥mer signed Indophilus and Philindos. It
was soon known that they were by Sir Charles Trevelyan and
Max Miiller respectively. Sir Charles traced the Mutiny solely
to the issue of the famous greased cartridges. The first letter
by Philindus was entitled * The neglect of the study of Indian
Languages considered as a cause of the Imdian Mutiny. It
points out that ignorance of the langunges prevented any real
intercourse with the natives, and created a feeling of estrange-
ment, mistrust, and contempt on both sides, and mentions that
in the Examinations for the Indian Civil Service as many marks
could be gained for Italian as for Sanskrit or Arabic. In his
second letter Indophilus confirmed all that Philindus had said,
and he advocated the establishment of an institution in London
for the teaching of Oriental languages, In his reply Philinduos
repeated what he had already said on this subject in 1854, and
anticipated the speech made thirty-two years later in the pre-
sence of the Prince of Wales, the present king. More letters
followed from both Indophilus and Philindus, from Mr. Monier
Williams and Professor Syed Abdoolah.

These letters were collected and published together as x small
pamphlet, and diligently circulated ; but, as is well known, no

. a4
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arrangements were made by Government to assist their candi-
dates for the Civil Service of India in acquiring the varioos
subjects for examination ; and when the East India Company
ceased to exist their college at Haileybury, where so many
eminent Indian civil servants had been educated, came to an
end also, and it was left to the private unaided efforts of the
English Universities to provide the special teaching required.

The Lectures announced by the Professor for this Term were
on the * Principles of Comparative Philology,’ and he was also
reading * Faust ' with a class.

During January Max Milller paid a visit of some days to his
friend Dr, Stanley, then Canon of Canterbury, where he met
Whewell, Sir John Herschell, and others. He tells his mother,
fwe were in all a party of twelve, women as well as men, guests
of a young, unmarried man.’ He adids that he had seen noth-
ing of the wedding of the Princess Royal, and had always hoped
it might bring Bunsen over, but he did not come, Max adds: —

*He has been made Baron without his knowledge or will, and the
Prussian nobility may be proud that Bunsen has done them the
honour of taking such a title! . . . Things still look bad in India;
and in France they begin to laugh at England —it is only to bring
down the Funds, that Morny may do a little business. But it is
splendid when one sees how a small eountry like England can earry
on war with India and China, and guarrel with America, Russia, and
France, and yet is always cheerful and never loses her head.'

Truly Max Miller loved his adopted country, though he
could see her faults as well as her virtues. He had been nat-

uralized in October, 1855,
Bunsen writes in February : —

Translation.,

‘1 have read your brilliant article on Welcker in the Safwrday
Revicw with great delight.  In fact everything would give me andis-
turbed pleasure did I not see (even without your telling me, which
however you have done, as a sacred duty between friends) that you
are not happy in yourself. OF awe thing | am convinced, you would
be just as little so, ezew fesr, in Germany, and least of all among the
sons of the Brahmans, If you continue to live as you do now, you
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wotld everywhere miss England — perhaps also Oxford, if you went
to London. . . . Unfortunately I have neither read Indophilus, nor
Philindus; please tell me the numbers of the Zimes. . . . Tam
curfous about your % German Reading Book.™ I maintain one thing
— you are not happy, and that comes from your bachelor life.!

To A FriExn.
§5 ST. JoHN STREET, Fefraary 14.

“I hear you want some translations of the Greek Classics.  Oh!
that [ could read some of them with vou. They ought not to be read
as if they were very wise and learned and unintelligible books, but
as if they were written by a man whom we know and fike. Those
ancients were exactly like our modern poets and philosophers. In
their time they were read and criticized by men and women not a
whit wiser than we are. It is mere pedantry if, instead of reading and
enjoying their writings, we sit down to interpret them, and to look
grave and wise over thelr volumes. If Plato and Arstotle came to
stay at our house, most of our young ladies, to say nothing of how
shocked they would be by their manners, would converse with them
a5 they do with Maurice, or Kingsley. They would tell them where
they could not quite agree with the views of those wise philosophers,
they would think now and then that they talked nonsense, and might
speak more like other gentlemen, and they would thank them for
anything really good and sensible they had to say. The real charm
of the Classics is the simplicity with which they say things which in
our modern writers would be commonplace.  They had nobody to
imitate; nor had they to avoid saying what others had said before.
There is no effort, nothing far fetched in their prose and poetry.
And then they did not write merely because they wished to publish
abook. They generally wrote because they felt they had samething
really important to say, They wrote with their whole heart and soul,
and if we read them carefully we sometimes imagine they knew that
they woald be read for thousands of years, and that they wrote for
mankind rather than for the drawing-rooms of Athens.

*Youwere rightabout my article on Welcker in the Sasurdiay Revdes,
I had Jately written a good deal for that Journal, and had Just told
the editor that for the present I could write no more, because |
wanted to finlsh some other work. Now that 1 find you read the
paper, | shall write again, and I daresay you will find me out, although
my horrid German handwriting is changed into decent English
print. There was a short time ago an article on German Mystics,
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I sometimes thought of you whilst T was writing it. 1 have not yet
given up my intention of going to India, I might have had an ap-
pointment last year, but I found that my mother, though she wrote
she would not dissuade me from going, was so much grieved at the
thought of never seeing me again, that 1 felt [ ought not to go as
long as she lives. 1 do not know whether it was right, and yet 1
cannot bring myself to believe it was wrong.’

To Mns. KINGSLEY.
§5 5T. Joux STREET, February 28, 1858.

“I received your kind message and I must thank you for it myself,
and tell you that I have been longing to spend a few warm and
bright days at Eversley. But the spring will not come, and I am
busy and have 1o lecture, and to write, and cannot get away. As
soan as the sun comes back, and as soon as | hear from you or Mr.
Kingsley that 1 may come, I shall be delighted. I want to lay ina
new stock of happiness, though what [ carried away from you last
Christmas is by no means exhausted.

“1 had a letter from Bunsen— he tells me he is pouring out his
heart about Hypatia in a preface. Does Mr. Kingsley know of it?
Please to tell him also, that my little horse is the most delightful
creature, and guite a pet among the Dons and Donnas of Oxford.”

His mother writes early in March that she had been to a
ball, to which Max Miller replies ;: —

Translation.

f There is nothing of that sort for me. Giving lectures and correct-
ing proof-sheets, those are my amusements late and early. Then it
is s0 cold one is quite shrivelled wp, and one cannot ride in such
weather, and the horse eats his head off and has nothing to do!
Froude has been staying with me. 1 have already told you my
salary is rmised to f300; I hoped it would be f6oo, and that is
cheap for all the work!’ )

To A FriEND.

55 S7. Joux StrEET, Marck 7, 1858,

‘Your letter written with the accompaniment of Heethoven's
Seprette was all nwsic to me. What is time and space, and earth
and life, and all that people call stern reality?  While 1 was reading
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your letter I was sitting in a qulet corner of your room— watching
the dark cedar tree that stretches out its broad branches to bless
you and your house, and I listened to every note, and I thought of
the happy days when I drank in the same strange melodies as a child,
six years old, and my mother told me it was so beautiful, and | be-
lieved it because she told me so, and have believed it ever since.
And why? Who can tell us the meaning of those sounds? and
whence do they come, and whither do they go? I once asked my
old music-master who had taught him music, and he told me that he
haid a master, and then I went on asking who had taught his master,
and he did not understand what [ meant, and I remember how his
eyes grew bright when I told him, with all the authority of a child,
that I was certain that God must have been our first music-master,
And now I am thinking what he wrote in my album when I leit him
in 1836—1 was then sent to school at Leipzig. 1 shall try to
translate it for you. *Music, echo of a distant, harmonious world
—sign of the angel within us; when the word js speechless, and
the eye, and the tear, and when our silent hearts lie lonely behind
the bars of our breast, it is thon, Musie, through whom they call to
each other and mingle their distant sighs.” He was a good old man,
I hardly know whether he could have written those lines himself,
and, as I am writing them down, I think he must have taken them
from Jean Paul; but he must have been a true musician whoever
wrote them. Poetry is like poverty—the true poet and the truly
poor are ashamed to show what they suffer, and what they are long-
ing for. It is not so with music, and you sometimes find men,
who would be ashamed to indulge in any poetical sentiment, plung-
ing with their whole soul into the Unknown, the [nfinite, the Beauti-
ful, and the Divine, when it appeals to their hardened hearts with
the sounds of music. There is a blessing for every one, and even
the cold man of the world has somewhere or other his happy valley
and his quiet cottage, where he sees his old friends, his old thoughts,
his old feelings, which, if they meet him in the dmwing-room, he
dismisses with a haughty sneer, as if he had never known them,
Excuse my wandering. 1 must say like you—there is the music,
it is all that Seprerte of Beethoven, which they are playing in the
other room.’

The following letter was sent to Max Muller about this time,
from a man who had been long in India, confirming the views
advocated by Philindus.
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*There seems to be a greater stir than ever in India about educa-
tion for the natives, and yet in this country young men who obitain
direct commissions in the Company’s service are not even obliged to
have the slightest knowledge of any vernacular before starting. To
such an extent is this carried, that | understand from variotis pupils
who were educated here, that a candidate taking vp Hindustani is
looked upon as rather a fool for his pains. 1 was extremely glad 1o
see from certain letters in the Fiwes that the attention of the future
rulers will be directed to this point. The two schemes ought un-
doubtedly to proceed hand in hand. The poor native eught not to
be expected to make every effort to acquire a knowledge of English,
without there being also a corresponding effort made by his rulers

to acquire the native language.

To t1s MoTHER.

Franslation. Oxrorn, Apsi 5.

fTo-day is Easter Monday, but the Hare has laid no egg for me,
as he used to do in the grandfather's garden.  Instead of that, I have
sat the whole day at work, except that this afternoon [ had a visit from
Sir Charles Trevelyan, and also saw Lord Macaulay, whose sister
Trevelyan married. The Jelfs are here . . . and I dine there on
Tuesday, and we shall have some music, A little boy was born at
the Thomsons' a few days ago, and one is soon expected at the
Kingsleys', or I should have spent Easter there, I have heen several
times in London for a couple of days. | had to examine. One
evening [ heard a fine concert in the new St. James's Hall. [ have
such a bad cold that every limb aches, and yet [ have to sit and
slave from morning till evening. T have had a great deal of writing
about an Oriental Institute in London, to be founded by Govern-
ment, and then came a change of Ministry, so now we must wait
for a new Ministry. My little horse is my best friend. T must spend
the summer in my fornace of a room. | am printing an English book
on the Feda, and that must be finished off, if I am not first finished
Joff myself, as you very truly remark.’

During this year Max Miiller became more and more intimate
with Dr. Thomson, Provost of Queen’s, whose house was always
a pleasant change for him from the loneliness and hard work

of his own bachelor mémage. Mrs. Thomson writes :

‘T know the Archbishop was more devoted to Mr. Max Miller
than to any of his Oxford friends, and they met almost daily before
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his marriage. He retained the same warm affection for Mr. Max
Miiller to the end of his life, and did so enjoy having him at Bishop-

thorpe. The Archbishop sympathized in all the difficulties about his
marriage, which were confided to him, as Mr. Max Miiller had helped

him in all the difficulties of his own marriage a few years before.’

At Easter Max Miiller's German Classics was published,
and was welcomed in Germany as warmly as in England.
The Fimes reviewed it later in the year most favourably,

#Unlike all other books of extracts we know, it is compiled with
a view of systematiring its contents, The extracts are not thrown
together at the capriclous suggestion of personal taste, but the
Professor has chosen only characteristic specimens, and has so ar-
manged them n their relative sequence that they suggest, as it were,
a history of the literature of his country.  His brief preface shows the
scope of his design, and brief as it is, is the best History of German
Literature, in its relation of sockil changes, with which we are
acquainted. . . . We can accept this as an English classbook,
peculiardy adapted for our own special purposes.

On May g, Max writes to his mother that he cannot ask
her to visit him this year, he is so overwhelmed with work,
both in Oxford and elsewhere, that she would have to be much
alone. Probably the whole summer must be spent at work, but
if he can find time for a week or two in Germany, he comforts
her with the assurance that he will go to her, The same letter
mentions the death of his old friend Gathy. *I felt it very
much. . . . I had so often seen him of late years; he was a
thoroughly brave and honest man. The old friends are gather-
ing on the other side, and he must be happier there than here.!

A very few days after writing the above Max Milller was asked
whether he would accept a fellowship at All Souls if it were
offered to him. It was the very thing needed at that time to
make his life happier and less lonely; the offer was entirely
unexpected, and was accepted with great thankfulness, He
often mentioned in later years that, as he entered the College
after his election, he said to himself, * My home for the rest
of my life. 1 shall not leave this till I am carried out.'
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LETTER FROM SiR RopnerT HERBERT.
March 3, 1902,

“To Mns. Max MilcLer, — Mr, Robarts has told me that you
would like to hear from me anything I ean tell you about the
circumstances connected with your husband's election to a fellowship
at All Souls. The story is a véry simple one.  The person to whom
credit is principally due for a step unprecedented at that tme—the
election of a foreign gentleman to an Oxford fellowship — was the late
Henry Coxe, the Librarian of the Bodleian. He and his wife were
intimate friends aof my Emily and myself, and | osed often to pass
A quiet evening with them in Beaumont Street, and meet there
Max Miiller, for whom Mr. Coxe from the first entertained a warm
friendship, I thos became aware that while the status and home
afforded by a College fellowship would be an advantage and con-
venience to your husband, he would, on his part, contribute much
honour and pleasure to the College that might secure him as a fellow,
and | cordially joined with Mr. Coxe in pressing upon the Fellows of
All Souls the advisability of electing him under the special power
of doing so conferred by the new statutes. Max Miiller eoald not
have failed to find in Oxford a great oumber of warm friends and
admirers, but in the earlier days of his residence there, it must have
been a comfort to him to have a Aesse in the College which was so
proud of him.— Yours very sincerely, RoperT G. M. HERBERT.'

Max Miiller's large sitting-room on the ground floor next the
Library, in the corner of the great Quad, commanded a beauti-
ful view of the spire of St. Mary's and the dome of the Rad-
cliffe Library, a view that was a constant delight to him, and
was always pointed out to his visitors with loving appreciation.

To Dr. AcLANnD.
S1. Joux STREET, May 26, 1858,

iMy pEAR Acranp,— I never thought that anything would hap-
pen to me again on which I should be congratulated, but 1 certainly
do appreciate the very kind feeling which prompted the Fellows of
All Souls to elect me, and in a dark night even the smallest light is
welcome. 1 am looking forward with great pleasure to living in
College, but at present there is no set of rooms where | could put up
all my books, &c. 1 am confident 1 shall feel quite at home at All
Souls for the rest of my life. Wherever our Father leads us, there is

pur fitherland.'
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To s MOTHER.

Translation. ALL Sours COLLEGE, fuwe 7, 1858,

¢ You will wonder when you see my new address.  The bells have
been rung again for me in Oxford, for 1 have, quite unexpectedly,
received a fellowship in All Souls College. [ have very nice rooms,
but I only begin really moving to-morrow, and therefore write to-day,
as | shall at first have no time for letters. 1 had no idea of it, and
the thing has excited great surprise. A fortnight ago [ was asked if
I should have any objection, if I were elected, and the next day I was
clected. Why they elected me I have no idea; it is a great distine-
tion. What [ like best is being free from the trouble of housekeep-
ing. My house will be let; my furniture | bring to my rooms here.
The rooms are larger, three of them. Dot now [ can’t marry, or re-
ceive you as a guest. The Jelfs are here, and are very sorry that T
have joined the Monks. Nearly all gur fellows belong to the best
families in Enghl:u;l., several are members of Parliament, some in the
Ministry. So youn see monkhood is bearahle, and T need not have a
tonsure! The lectures are nearly over, and In a fortnight I think of

going to the seaside.’

From THE DEAN oF Rirox.

‘My DEAR MRrs. Max MoLLER, — You ask me to tell you some
of my recollections of your husband in the early days before you
were married. [ fear they are scanty; but it is pleasant, as he found
it, to make an excursion into Adwld Lang Syne.

‘When I went up to Balliol in 1850, he had just hegun to give
lectures on what was then a new subject, Comparmtive Philology. 1
think he had been so immersed in the Rir-peals during the two pre-
vious years, that his powers as a lecturer had hardly been tested ;
but his delight in his subject, his clearness of exposition, and his
excellent English, not the worse for the alight foreign accent which
he always retained, carried vs all away. And the ease with which he
traced the startling changes of words, such as that which derived the
French word méme from semel ipsizsimus, mme like a series of dis-
solving views. Al such things have become commaon property long
ago, chiefly owing to his very readable books on the science of
language and kindred subjects.

‘1 met him only occasionally during my undergraduate course.
Eight years make a great difference at that time of life. But while
I was a curate at Claydon I had the happiness to come across his
memprable © Essay on Comparative Mythology.” It was the best
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counteraction that could be to the narrowness which sometimes
besets an earnest pastorate, and carried one into regions before
undreamed of both of history and of thought. 1 was then a fellow
of All Souls, and I went back there in 1857 to read under Stanley,
who had just become Professor of Ecclesiastical History. It was
then that the happy thought occurred to some of our fellows, first, 1
think, to my old friend Robert Herbert, to invite Max Miller to
become a fellow of the College. This was done under the new
Ordinance of the Commissioners for giving effect to the Oxford
Reform Act of 1854, which allowed us to elect a professor, a man of
literary distinction, to an % Exceptional Fellowship,” one which
bound him neither to residence, nor to celibacy. He was elected in
the beginning of 1858; and, though I was at that time appointed to
a College living sixteen miles from Oxford, I saw him every time I
drove into the city. [ femember especially one such time in the
summer of 1858, which (all my parishioners being in the harvest
field) I spent in my College rooms, having arranged to meet one of
our fellows, Godfrey Lushington, to read German together. We
were puzzling over some difficult expressions in Lessing's great
& Eszay on the Education of Mankind,” when Max came to our res-
cue. and devoted a large part of two days to our benefit. It was
delightful to see his enthusiasm in drawing out the thoughts of one
of the greatest of his countrymen, and one hardly realized — he was
so simple and genial — that one was being taoght by one of the
leading philologists in Europe.

#The Ordinance under which we elected him demanded, though
in language not perfectly clear, that we should choose our fellows
according to their merits as shown by the examination; but the old
custom still remained of choosing them as one would the members of
a social club, and | was one of three who had appealed to the Visitor
against this practice. The dispute lasted some five or six years, and
1 am afraid maost have given Max some days of discomfort, though his
lot was otherwise enviable. He tried to mediate, and asked, but in
vain, that the examiners should report a small list of fit candidates
between whom the choice should be made. The decision was
eventually given according to our contention: but Max, though
mainly on our side, had, I think, what is called a “ sneaking kindness ™
for the old system — had he not been elected by the College as it
wias P —and maintained that those who, as the Satsrday Revtew said,
were chosen for “what are vaguely called social considerations,™
formed a pleasing variety in the monotony of Oxford residents.
But though be used to complain that he sometimes suffered from



224 CARTOON OF THE CCARITA® [ch. x1
being identified with us, who were spoken of as the Sepoys in allusion
to the Indian Mutiny of 18578, | am sure he never had an enemy in
the College. He was always genial, and had nothing of the mere
Don in him. On occasions such as the annual Gavdy on All Souls’
Day, he would become the German student again, and join with the
somewhat tumultvous merriment of the younger fellows, and he
induced to sing “ Gaudiamus igitur.” If ever there was a cloud upon
his brow, it was from a cause unknown to us, and was happily
dissipated by the event so full of blessing to you and to him in the
following year, 1859, It has always been a dark spot of disappoint-
ment to me in the retrospect, that 1 was prevented by a sharp touch
of fever from being present at your wedding.

“Of all that came after that event no one can speak so well as
yourself,. But I do not like to close this letter without a word
expressive of the value that [ entertained for his friendship and for his
teaching. I never knew him other than a kind and generons friend,
and a delightful companion. He would frankly give one of his best

‘an any subject, grave or gay. 1 remember, when he brought home

from Italy the cartoon of the Cirdtd, that he asked me to look at it in
his Library, and to say whose work 1 thought it to be; and when
I said that, though I was not much of a judge, I should have assigned
it to Andrea del Sarto, he showed as much pleasure as if it had been
the testimony of a connolsseur. But | think that his mind turned
more and mare to the problems of religion ; and it is my belief that
his researches and his teaching have done as much as those of any
man of his generation to enlarge the horizon of men’s views, and to
win for Christian faith a truer and a wider basis,
¢ Believe me, yours sincerely and affectionately,
‘W. H. FREMANTLE.'

To s MoTHER.

Translation. ALl Sours CoLLEGE, Sfwly 11.

fWhen I was in London I made the acquaintance of Jenny Lind.
She has a very nice house near Richmeond. 1 called on her twice,
and heard the Swedish singers at her house. But she will not sing
herself any more, and that is a great mistake. I went too to a great
gathering at Harrow ; Lord Palmerston was there, and Lord Stratford
de Redcliffe, and all the Aeaw monde of London, and when my name
was mentioned there were great cheers. Then 1 went to a great
whitebait dinner at Greenwich, but all this was very tiring. [ went
o0 to a concert at the Crystal Palace, 2,500 people in the chorus
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and orchestra, and yet it was not powerful cnough, unless one was
quite near.'

In July Bunsen writes to congratulate,

Transiation. CHARLOTTENBERG, fuly 31,

* Nothing could be more agreealile and suitable ; it is personally and
nationally an honour, and a unique acknowledgement. 1 can only
add the wish that vou may enjoy the dignity itself as short a time
as possible, and take leave as soon as possible of the Fellow-celibates
of All Souls. Your career in England wants nothing but this
crowning point. How prosperous and full of results has it been!
Without ceasing to be a German you have appropriated all that s
excellent and superior in English life, and of that there s s0 much,

and it will last for life,”

For several years Max Miller had been a regular contributor
to the Sadvrday Revdenr, and the titles of his articles show the
variety of questions that interested him: — The Transactions
of the Philological Society, Dialects of Algeria, Chinese
Buddhist Pilgrims, Hindustani Literature and the King of
Oude, The Origin of Goethe's Fawsé, Renan's Essays on the
History of Religion, The English Alphabet applied to the
Languages of India, German Mystics, Anglo-Indian Phraseo-
logy, and Latham's Celtic Philology, were among the topics
treated by his facile pen. He looked on these writings as
a recreation, as a change from Indian Civil Service and Mili-
tary examinations, from lectures, and from collating and editing
the Kig-veds. He had already in 1857 begun to put together
the materials for his sty of Ancient Sanskrit Literature,
which required considernble research in works which at that
time only existed in manuscript.  The Hodleian meetings also
made constint demands on his time. No wonder that he com-
plains so often of being worn and weary, and longing for rest.

To His MoTHER.
Transiation. ALL SouLs, Awugust 6.
‘I returned vesterday from London, where I had to examine for
a whole week from ten till six. My head at Jast began to buzz, and
Lam glad that it is over and my holidays at last begin. The summer
Q

I
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here is delicions and my monk’s life very pleasant, The front view
from my windows is beautiful, and | have the whole College to myself,
ten servants, &c.; who can want more 2 [ invite my friends to
dinner, and nothing is wanting but that you couold visit me in my
new home, and it is sad that that canoot be, 1 can only invite ladies
for great festivitles. Did 1 tell you that | was paying Jenny Lind a
wisit lately and she sang to me nearly the whole of the Sobifne
Miillersm, and so perfectly ¥ She loves the poems, and she said to
me, %1 fedt I wvsesit sing them to you.™  She sang them with so much
expression that it was like a real opera; | hardly recognized the
songs. Then she sang Schumann and Mendelssohn. [t went on
from four in the afternoon till one in the night, and then she sent us
in her carriage back to London — Benedict, Joachim, and Piatti.
Joachim played very well, and Piattis cello was splendid. In fact
it was perfection, and she is a most interesting woman, and when
ghe likes very agreeable. I heard lately from Bunsen . . . he in-
vited me to Heidelberg for his birthday, August 26, but I had to
write that | could not come, and I must tell yon now, I muost stay
this summer in England. T have had too many interruptions in my
work, and must use the holidays to make the time good., You know
how gladly 1 would go to you, but I should not feel it right, for I am
quite well, and do not want rest. 1 have been rding a great deal,

which is always good for me.'
To a friend to whom he had sent a little novel, very popular
just then, A Lot Love, he writes ;—
ALL SouLs, Sepfember 10.

éIs there such a thing as a Lost Love ? 1 do not believe it
Nothing that is true and great is ever lost on earth, thoough its fulfil-
ment may be deferred beyond this short life. Marriage is meant for
this life only, but love is eternal, and all the more so, if it does not
meet with its fulfilment on earth. If once we know that our lives
are in the hands of God, and that nothing can happen to us without
His will, we are thankful for the trials which He sends us. Is there
any one who loves us more than God 7 any one who knows better
what is for our real good than God ?  This little artificial and com-
plicated society of ours may sometimes seem to be ootside His con-
trol, but if we think so, it is our own fault, and we have to suffer for
it. We blame our friends, we mistrust ourselves, and all this because
our wild hearts will not be quiet in that marrow cage in which they
must be kept to prevent mischief.

ey
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To His MoTner,

Translation. Seftember 15,

“1 have just lately had a good deal of enjoyment from the Bir-
mingham Festival, where [ went to hear the £djah and Messiak, &c.
It was splendid. 1 was on a visit to the Minister of Education near
Birmingham, and we drove in each day. English country life is so
pleasant; nowhere else Is there anything like it. Then | spent a
eouple of days at Rughy with the head master. 'Will you send me
the book of Weber's songs with “ Meln Schatz ist auf der Wan-
derschaft? ™ 1 have played it to a very dear friend of mine, and she
wishes o have it.  She is the daughter of Lord Denbigh, where I

often go to stay ; she sings well, and you would like her.’

Max Mller had carried through his resolution of spending
the chief part of Long Vacation in College. He often said
later he was looked at with very dubious eyes by the College
servants, who were in general completely their own masters
in ‘the Long,’ but were obliged to stay in College if a Fellow
was in residence,

It is evident from the following letter that the feeling of
soreness between Max Miller and M. Renan had quite passed
away. The article translated by M. Renan was the one which
originally appeared in the first number of Oxford Lssays, and
was afterwards reprinted in all the editions of Chégs.

To M. RENAN.
ALL Sours, Ocfober 27.

‘1 have looked over the translation of my Comparative Mythaology
and [ think it is excellent. I am extremely obliged to you, and still
more to Madame Renan, for the trouble you have taken in making
my English language and my German thought palatable to the French
public. The corrections 1 have made bear chiefly on Sanskrit words.
-« « Ina few passages which 1 have marked, the chain of the argu-
ment seems to me somewhat broken by omitting some of my illustra-
tions. But | leave this entirely to your judgement, as you know how
far one may try the patience of the French public.

‘1 should be glad to have your name on the title-page, as intro-
ducing my Essay —as you have so kindly done— in the Revwe Ger-
manigue. . [t might perhaps be as well to add to my name, “ Professeur

Q2



z28 JENNY LIND AT ALL SOULS [cH. X1

A I'Universitd d'Oxford " or Fellow of All Souls College at Oxford,
only I do not know how the latter can be rendered in French. . . .

1 have received the second edition of your Grammeaire Conifarée,
and 1 have to thank you for it in more than one sense. Nodoubt we
shall always differ on some points in the early history of language,
and I shall have to oppose some of your views with all my power.
But I feel confident that no difference of opinion with regard to
scientific questions, will ever lead again to any personal misunder-
standing between you and me, and [ beg to assure you of my sincere
respect and gratitude.’

The lectures this Term were on the Parts of Speech. In
the summer Term, Max Milller had given a course on the
Origin and Formation of the French Language, continuing

also his class for reading Fowsd.

To His MOTHER.
Translation. Oxronrn, Newesmber 11.

¢ 1 had a large dinner of 14 and an evening party the other day.
Jenny Lind was here, and would sing nowhere bat at my party. It
was wonderfully beautiful, You can imagine that people were very
anxious for invitations and it all went very well.  She came first In
the morning to practise a little, then in the evening she sang Mozart's
4 Battl, hatti,” Mendelssohn's “ Auf Fligel des Gesanges,” Swedish
songs, Schumann, and Weber's 4 Mein Schatz ist auf der Wander-
schaft.” She came again the next day and sang Schumann and

Schubert : it was a great treat, but really almost exhausting.’

To THE SAME.
Translation. BrExnEIM PALACE, December 6.

“You would be surprised to see me sitting here on my birthday,
not at All Souls, but on a visit to the Duke of Marlborough, Last
week 1 spent a few days in the country in the house of Lord Love-
lace, who married Byron's danghter. It is now inhabited by one of
the Judges, the same who managed the divorce of Lord and Lady
Byron, a most interesting old man. Yes, yoo are right when you
say | cannot be grateful enough to God for all the goodness He has
shown me, my whole life long. My present position is really, of its
kind, quite perfect—and if 1 only keep well, I am thoroughly satis-
fied. Here | was called away to dinner, which was splendid — we
dined in the Rubens room —and opposite me hung Rubens and his
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wife, Andromeda, and Philip of Spain, We were twenty-four at
dinner.  After dinner we wandered about the rooms. There was a

splendid Erard in one room, and we had some music; the next day
I saw the pictures in the private rooms, which one cannnt sce other-
wise, the gems, the sketches, then more music. The Duchess is
musical and very friiendly, They asked me to stay another day, but
I could not. Two days later T had a party from Blenheim to luncheon.
Lord Denbigh's family, &c. It went off very well.  The Jelfs are here,
and we have a great deal of music.’

To M. RExax.
ALL SouvLs, December 15,

‘1 have just read your severe remarks on “ Orlental Studies in
England,” in one of the recent numbers of the Df8afs. Yoo are
partly right, and I was delighted to see how well you perccived the
real and true value of the discovery of the Fedes for the reconstruc-
tion of the annals of the human mind, and the right appreciation of
the eardiest efforts of man in his search for his true home in God.
But how few perceive this importance of ancient Sanskrit literature
even now. How few of our best Sunskrit scholars are aware that
the stones which they bring to light are the relics of a real temple,
and the object of philology is not only to cut stones and collect rub-
bish, bt to find the foundations and ground-plan of that Jost Sanc-
tuary. We are all progressing, and the importance of our studies
dawns upon us by degrees. To the early Greek refugees, the Greek
which they taught in Italy was not the key to a lost civilization, not
the lever, as it turned out to be, that was to lift the dead weight of
the Middle Ages; it was simply an accomplishment, the mark of a
cultivated mind, and curiosity. Surely there was something grand
in the enthusiasm of the faith with which men like Sir W, Jones and
Colebrooke pierced into the jungle of Sanskrit, and where should we
be if Wilson had not opened to us many a smooth road into that
enchanted farest. However, I know what you mean, only the
absence of a bold eritical spirit is not to be ascribed to the English
nation as a whole, it is the languid temper of the present genemtion.
Hut then there was a time when England had giants in thought, and
Davids in holdness and faith. It will come again, and even now
what you take for indolence and cowardice is more truly a feeling of
awe at the greatness of the questions which now occupy the best
minds in France, in Germany, and in England. You and your
friends in Paris do much service by recognizing and patronizing
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what is good and genuine in the literary life of Germany. You
might do the same for England, and thus raise your Remwe Ger-
manigue to 3 Revwe Tewtowiyue, Including Scandinavia, England,
and America. | also read another article of yours, or rather an
extract from your forthcoming translation of the book of Job, with
great interest.  Might | ask you whether anything has been done to
carry your reprint of your translation of my “ Essay on Mythology ™
through the Press. I sent you the proofl sheets some time ago, but
have not heard of it singe. I have been very busy, as | am printing
a book on the Vedic Age, I hoped it would have been oot before
now, but [ have so many things to read as | am going on with my
work, that it will hardly be published before Easter. 1n the summer
the fourth volume of the Fede will be finished, if my health allows
me to work hard. As soon as | have brought out my book, 1 have
promised to write several reviews, among the rest one on your Origine
ade fa fangae, but at present [ have not a single moment to spare for
anything but the Feda.'

Christmas was passed by Max Miiller in All Souls — the only
Christmas he was destined to pass inside the College walls—
and the wish expressed in the following letter was to be fulfilled
in a way he little imagined as he wrote it; —

To Miss GRENFELL.
ALL SouLs, December 30,

1 cannot let this old year pass away without once more writing to
you. . It'seems such a long time since I heard from you. If I had
followed my inclination you would have received many a letter from
me. . « - I felt convineed that even without hearng from you, [
might always trust in the continuance of that friendship which has
been to me a rich source of blessing for many years. 1 hear ahout
you now and then from our common friend Mr. Walrond, and it is
always a pleasure to listen to the cheerful account he gives of you,
and all your party. 1am glad you appreciate him, and the longer
you Enow him the more you will find how well he deserves your con-
fidence and esteem. This has been a very important year to me,
and | know not whether 1 should be more thankful for the trials I
have had to go through, or for the blessings which God has show-
ered opon me.  Much more has been given me than T ever asked for,
and I feel as if [ had no mare to wish for in this life. 1 have found

1The sunt who had educated his future wifis,
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a home, and a very pleasant home, as you will see when you come to
Oxford. 1 have no cares, and if my health continues there is plenty
of work for me to do. It is not such a life as 1 thought mine would
be; you know what 1 have lost. 1 wish you all a very happy New
Year, and | hope that this coming year may sometimes lead us
together I

The early days of the year bronght Max Miiller a great dis-
tinction ; he was made a Corresponding Member of the French
Institute, the youngest man ever elected to this honour.

To w1z MoOTHER.

Traaeslalion. ALL SovLs, famwary 23, 1850.

#Your wishes for the New Year have brought me a good begin-
ning. . . . This is really the only distinction that I have always wished
for, and I have been not a little pleased at it. It is better than Orders,
and I don't think that Tischendorf with all his hangings has been
chosen a Corresponding Member of the French Institute. Here in
Oxford and London it has been much talked about. It is so peaceful
here in the holidays that I cannot make up my mind to go away,
though I have a number of invitations, often from people I hardly
know. But [ prefer sitting quietly at my work, which is getting on.
George Bunsen has been with me, and told me many things. Let us
hope there will be no rising in Berlin. Then your papers would go
down again, but never mind, my Sanskrit papers never go down !
My life here is really perfect of its kind, and 1 say always, things go

too well with me.’
To M. RENAN.
ALL SoULS, fawwary 3.

“Though. I cannot say with Goethe I believe that I am of the
religion of Job, yet I thank you most heartily for your Livre de fob.
Your introduction is excellent, but now and then one feels like a cat
stroked the wrong way. [ shall hardly be able to resist the tempta-
tion of saying something about it in the Safwrday Keovew, though |
have made a vow not to write any reviews till I have finished m¥ own
book. T like very much that little hint you give about Aurora, and
your reasons why Hebrew remains so barren in Myths. Is it not
owing also to the strongly marked radical features of every Semitic
word, every one telling its own tale by its three letters, and retaining
its appellative power against all equivocation? How can you have
pantomimes if every person as soon as he comes on the stage tells
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you that ke is not the Lion, but Smuog the Joiner? But the Aryan
nations have had their revenge. When language had played all her
tricks on them, they let her go, and made themselves a new language,
and called it Philosophy, and that language the Semites have never
learnt. 1 was delighted, as | need not tell you, at my election at the
# Institut,” and 1 thank you for your kind and active support. 1 wish
I could do it in person, but till July | must slave at Oxford."

The lectures announced for this Term were on the Principles
of Etymology, with a catechetical class on German Classics,
Max Miller's own work being used as the text-book.

Early in March, Max experienced a great sorrow in the
sudden death of Mr. Manuel Johnson, the Radcliffe Observer,
one of his earliest friends in Oxford, at whose house when he
first arrived in 1848 he met many of the leaders of the High
Church party, men of true piety, and many of them really
learned, and yet, to the great surprise of the young scholar,
almost entirely interested in purely ecclesiastical questions —
thevalidity of Anglican orders, whether gowns or surplices should
be worn in the pulpit, whether the candles on the altar should
be lighted or not—all trifles that made Max Miiller ask Manuel
Johnson, *What has all this to do with true refigion?’ Dut
though Johnson told Max Miller he ¢ did not understand,’ he
remained his faithful friend to the last. Max dined almost
every Sunday at the Observatory, and when his mother stayed
with him she met with much kindness from Manuel Johnson
and his wife. He married late in life, and in his bachelor days
the large garden at the Observatory was the constant resort of
men like Church, Mozley, Palgrave, Pollen, Burgon, &c. His
collection of artistic treasures was a never-failing source of de-
light, and Max Miiller tells us he * learned much from his Italian
engravings and Dutch etchings, which he delighted in showing.’

To Dr. PAULL
Franslation. ALL SouLs, March 13
“The sudden death of Johnson has been a great shock. For many
years | have not lost any more intimate friend, and one often forgets
where one really lives, and what a little step it is which divides us
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from those who have gone before us. The death of our friends is
an earnest warning, and as such, in spite of the sorrow, is rich in
blessing. You must have experienced this in the fearful trial God
laid on you. [ need not say that [ shared your sorrow, but [ would
not intrude on your grief, and did not write, though 1 knew you were
in London. 1 know from experience that one would mther get through
the hard struggles of life in silence and alone, and when one has done
s0, One can turn again slowly towards life, and to one’s frienids round
one, without having to talk over what is past. Work is a great help
and comfort, and | rejoice that you have taken up your great work
again. Johnson often spoke of you to me, and especially lately. He
would so gladly have seen you here as Professor of Anglo-Saxon.
For an Englishman he was wonderfully liberal, and 1 owe my posi-
tion in Oxford chiefly to his influence. 1 shall long miss him. He
was always the same, open, hearty and joyous. Well, the sorrows of
life, like all other things, pass away, and the larger the number wha
await us beyond, the easier the parting from those we leave behind.
I wish you would come to Oxford . . . but write beforehand, as [ am
feeling =0 shaken, I may go to the seaside for change?

This spring his sister was again in great anxiety about one
of her children, and Max Miller always felt his distance from
all his own people keenly when they were in sorrow. He

writes : —
To His MOTHER.

Translation. ALL SouLs, March 26,

¢] often wish [ could help in bearing some of your anxieties, for
1 have little here to make me anxious ; however, you would say litile
pleasure either. But | am satisfied as it is, and thankful for the peace
in which my life passes. You have little idea how comfortable the
life in College is, and how one lives all day only for oneself and one's
work, without being distorbed by anything. [ am printing my book
on Ancient Sanskest Literatwre, and hope it will be ready by Whit-
suntide. A French translation of myarticle on “ Comparative Mytho-
logy ™ is just out, by Renan. 1 suppose 1 shall have to go to Paris
to thank them for my clection. 1 was elected with Lepsius, and am
the youngest member.’

He finishes the letter in London, where he was examining.
‘1 am staying with Walrond, who is still unmarried ; so you see
there are other people who are as sensible as T am.'
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All through this spring Max Miller worked hard at his
Ancient Sanskrit Liferature, in which he had embodied the
Prolegomena to the £fg-veals, written ten years before, which
had at the time called forth Professor Wilson's wrath. Though,
through Bunsen's influence, the East India Company gave it
their patronage, and promised the money for its publication,
it never was published. The reason for this is explained in the
Preface to this new work. Ten sheets had been printed, when
Max Miiller's election to the Professorship of Modern European
Languages, and the three courses of lectures each year which
this election involved, obliged him to lay aside his general San-
skrit studies, and confine the time not needed by the duties of
his Professorship, exclusively to the editing of the text and Com-
mentary of the Afr-veda. But though ten years had elapsed
since the Prolegomena had been written, Max Miller found
that his original views had not been proved erroneous, either by
his own later researches, or by the works of other Vedic scholars,
and that the greater part of the original manuscript could have
been printed as it was. In these ten years many new and young
Vedic scholars had arisen, and their works were carefully ex-
amined and frequent reference is made to them throughout the
book. It is in his Preface to this work that Max Miller first
mentions & young scholar, Dr. Biihler, then copying and collat-
ing Vedic M3S. in London and Oxford. They soon became
fast friends, and it was Max Miiller who obtained for Dr. Bihler
the appointment in India which he filled with such distinction
for nearly twenty years. During all that time the friends cor-
responded on literary questions, and though they often differed,
their friendship was close and unbroken, After Dr. Bihler's
return from India they met from time to time, and always with
a feeling of warm attachment. Max Milller after Dr. Bithler's
untimely death in 1898, which affected him deeply, wrote:
‘We always exchanged our books and our views on every
subject that occupied our interest in Sanskrit scholarship, and
thongh we sometimes differed, we always kept in touch, We
agreed thoroughly on one point— that it did not matter sdhe
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was right, but only rehas was right.'  Aweient Sanshrit Litera-
fure was carcfully reviewed by the venerable scholar Barthélemy-
St. Hilaire, in five articles in the Jowrnal des Savanss, that
famous periodical now nearly 250 years old, the contributors
to which must all be members of the Institute of France,
‘This new work of M. Max Miller,’ says the reviewer, * shows
considerable progress in Vedic studies ; it answers and explains
a number of interesting and doubtful questions, and it traces for
Vedic literature a limit which according to our view is definite.
It has brought order and light into the huge and confused
treasure-house of the primitive monuments of the Brahmanic
religion, and this systematic armngement rests on & basis which
appears well founded.’

“The Hidory of Ancient Sanskrit Literature will add greatly to
the distinction with which the name of M. Max Miiller is already
s0 justly marked, The book of which 1 am writing is of so high
an order that ane may well doult whether anyone for a long time to
come will surpass, or even equal it.!

Professor H. H. Wilson also wrote an elaborate review of
the work, which appeared in the Edindurgh Review, October,
1860, being the last thing Professor Wilson ever wrote ; in fact
the ink of the last words was scarcely dry before the fine old
scholar passed away. ‘It is not possible,’ he says, ¢in a brief
survey like the present, to render justice to a work every page
of which teems with information that no other scholar ever has,
or conld have, placed before the public.’

A second edition was called for within a year, but so rapid
was the progress of Vedic studies at that time, that Max
Miller, though often urged to do so, would not publish a
third edition, being compelled, after his rejection for the Chair
of Sanskrit, to turn his attention mainly to other studies,

To His MOTHER.
Translation. ALL SouULs, Euasfer Sumday, 1859,
‘T am overwhelmed with work, but I have found time to read that
book of Schleiermacher of which you wrote to me, and I read it with
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great interest. It is an important book, more important than his
writings. Whather the publication was right it is difficult to say.
It is like & pos! meordems. Many would shrink from it, and yet one
learns much from it and it may be of use. Men are so made that they
seem ashamed of what is best In themselves, and then it is well to
have such books to show us that men are all much better than they
seem o be. 1 am now reading Perdder’ Life, which holds much that
is important, but without the poetry of Schlefermacher’s surroundings.
I can well understand that after reading these books you long for
some of the Greek Classics, but it is difficult to enter into the old
simple life and thoughts; and to enjoy the beautiful and true as they
were then felt and thought of, requires longer and more gradual
study. You know Schlgiermacher's Plafa, but it Is not easy to enjoy ;
Fhasdrus is understandable, also the Syiwposiom and Phaedon, and
these are enough to give you an idea of Plato as a man. [ can settle
nothing about my summer plans.  To begin with, war is sure to break
out in ltaly, and it may be that powder and shot will be seen on the

Rhine

It was about this period that the natives of India began to
speak of Max Miiller as * Moksha Milara,’ which was thus ex-
plained by one of their Pundits: * He who by publishing the
Feda for the first time in a printed form gave (ra) the root,
(miifa) the foundation, the knowledge of final beatitude
(maksha), he is called Moksha Milara.’ At the present day
this Indianized form of his name i in common use among
those who know his works.

To ms MoTHER.

Translation. ALL Sours, May 29.

‘1 am very tired, and yet I have still s0 much to do before [ can
get away. Now there are the lectures,and I am printing and writing
away at my book. Then I have four examinations before me, and
then, please God, 1 shall start. Here in England things are qulet,
but they begin to form volunteer corps.  The undergraduates drill
and shoot, and we are making ready for whatever comes. My horse
costs a lot of money, but not so much as a wife. | have been again
in London to hear Jenny Lind and Joachim — beautiful. 1 sat by
the Archbishop of Canterbury. Then | bad Deichmann the vinlinist
here and a party, to which Mrs. Gaskell (Mary Barton) came. And
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so one fights one's way through life, and receives many a black eye |
I am very sorry not to have seen old Huomboldt again, and indeed
for him it was time to rest — he has done his day's work.

And now, after three years of silence and separation, borne
submissively as the will of God, bright prospects suddenly
opened, and within a fortnight of the last letter to his mother,
Max Miiller was asked to Ray Lodge as the future husband of

her he had loved for nearly six years. His friend Walrond
was engaged to her younger sister, and life appeared one
dream of happiness to the two sisters. The day after his
arrival at Ray Lodge, Max Miller wrote to her uncle, his
friend Charles Kingsley : —

Eay LonGe, Wikt Sumday, 1859,

‘Can you believe it ? [ cannot. I knew not that the world con-
tained such happiness. You know what we have suffered, and now
think of us, and pray for us to God, that He may help and teach us
how to bear such joyand blessing, The past was so dark and awful,
and the world now is so happy and bright. We shall meet on
Tuesday. I long to see my new dear aunt, my old dear friend
Mrs. Kingsley. Oh this world of God is full of wonders, but the

greatest of all wonders is love.

Baron Bunsen wrote on July 23: —

Translation,

s My sons knew too well what delight they would give me by their
communication, which has already given us all a foretaste of the
delight of your visit with your bride, and meanwhile has brought me
your affectionate letter. I have felt all these years what was the
matter with you, and I sympathize with your happiness as though
it concerned one of my own children. [ therefore now, my loved
friend, wish you all the more happiness and blessing in the acquisition
of the highest of life's prizes, because your love has already shown
the right effect and strength, in that you have acquired courage for
finishing af £4ds present time your difficult and great work on the Feda.
The work will also give you further refreshment for the future, whilst
the editing of the Feda still hangs on your hands. Therefore let us
all wish you joy most heartily (my wife has received the joyful news
in Wildbad), and accept our united thanks beforehand for your kind
intention of visiting us shortly with your young wife. By that time
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we shall all be united here. Beg your bride beforehand to feel
friendly towards me and towards us all. You know how highly I
esteem her two aunts, though without personal acquaintance with
them, and how dear to me is the cultivated, noble, Christian cirgle
In which the whole fimily moves."

His devoted mother wrote, on receiving the news of his
engagement from her son ; —
Translation. CARLSRAD, fune 16, 1850,

‘MY DEAR, MY HAPPY Max, —T write to vou a few lines in the
greatest excitement of body and mind, so that my most ardent wiches
and blessings may reach you even before I seem to be able to take in
all the happiness. Yes, I thank God with all my heart for my son,
who is the pride and happiness and blessing of mylife ! T thank God
with all my heart formy son to whom He has given his heart's desire,
and I ask God that it may be for His children’s hlessing !

*A being whom yow have chosen and whom you have known and
loved for such a long time, must be worthy of yoo, and I will love
her with you, as long as 1 live. My dear, dear Max, if [ could but
throw my arms round you and press you to my heart! Here I am
all alone, 8o far from you, and 1 have nobody near who could calm
and understand my over-full heart,

‘ Think what all those who love you so will say to it! And soon
you will have a wife, and the happy time of your engagement will be
very short, and [ am to see you in your great happiness with your
wife!

‘1 cannot write any more, my dear, good Max, the excitement has
been too much for me; and vou know all 1 should like to say to youo,
you know Aew 1 love you! And for this my love's sake, your wife
will love me a little! God's richest blessings be on you both! 1
press you to my full heart in decpest love, and I thank God with
you.
£If you can, write to me soon again. You can imagine how much
I should like to know everything. Farewell, my dear, good Max,

and bring your G. to see me as soon as possible.  With truest love.
. Your faithful Mother.!

Extracts from letters written during June and July : —

‘A soul to which I cling with my soul. What is it? What is that
soul? Who made it? Who sent it here? Who led it on by slow
degrees till it should meet that other soul which belonged to it from
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the very heginning, and longed for it as for its better Self # These
are awfol mysteries, we cannot look into them without feeling giddy
and appalled, and yet we ought to know of them, and then we can
throw ourselves into the arms of God like children, utterly helpless
and destitute, and yet full of fith in His love and wisdom. &Dies
Leben ist doch schin, o Kinigin."*

“Think of us two In old Oxford again, and now it will be our
home, here we shall live together under God's blessing for many
years, here we shall grow old together, and from here we shall pass
one day into a new and better life, There will be sorrows too wait-
ing for you when you come here, sorrows such as no life is free from.
And we shall bear them together, and remember that the same
Father who now sends us so much joy, sends us grief also, and all
for our real good, though we do not always see ity and though we
cannot venture to fathom His wisdom in guiding our steps throogh
this life. If we trust in Him, our life will not have been in vain,
and In spite of suffering we shall be more happy than many whose

outward life seems so easy and bright.’

- To ms MOTHER.

Translation. ALL Souvrs, Awpust 2.

“This is the last letter I shall write to-night, and it is for you, to
thank you for all your love and goodness, and to say that my love
for you cannot be lessened or disturbed by any other love: that you
know, and I need not say it. And when you see my wife, you will
feel how she has given me a new life, and has only increased and
raised my love to you and all who are so good to me. | know how
you will love her, and I look forward to our life all together with joyous
hope, Mo discord must disturh our happiness, no littlenesses dim our
great joy. I will write again from Heidelberg as soon as [ can fix
the day we shall meet. To-morrow early 1 start: our wedding is at
i1.30. Morier is here; he came all the way from Naples. 1 call that
friendship.’

On August 3, Max Miller was married at Bray Church to
Georgina, elder daughter of Riversdale Grenfell and Charlotte
Elliot, his wife.

A week was spent at Eversley Rectory, lent by the Kings-
leys, a spot that was very dear to both of them. On the Sun-
day, Charles Kingsley came over for his services, and administered
the Communion to the newly-married pair, being their guest
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afterwards at luncheon in his own dining-room. The week was
spent in wandering about the lovely moors or beautiful Bramshill,
when they were not occupied with the papers of the examinations
on which Max Miller had been busy almost up to his wedding-
day. Then two or three days were given to Heidelberg, to the
fatherly friend whose affection for her husband made a deep
impression on the young wife, From there they went on to
Diresden, where the meeting with the mother took place, and
the three went together to Chemnitz to the sister, and then to
Dessau. Later on, Max Miiller and his wife secured a fort-
night alone in Pragne and Saxon Switzerland, where they had
what was a most dangerous experience. They had climbed
the Papststein, opposite Schandan, one sultry evening, and
whilst at the top, a bare rock without any shelter, an appalling
thunderstorm suddenly burst over and all round them. The
play of the lightning was terrific, and the crash of the thunder
such that they could not hear each other speak, and they felt
that any moment might be their last. They hurried down, but
it was some time before they were off the bare rocks, and then
only to find themselves in a thick wood, which was no safe
refuge, and thankful they were when the torrents of rain showed
that the danger was passing away.

On the return journey to England, Leipzig, Halle, Brussels,
and Ghent were visited. At Leipzig, Max Miller and his friend,
Victor Carus, met and played together, piano and violin, as in
days gone by ; and at Halle he had the interest of a long visit
to Professor Pott, the eminent philologist. Oxford was reached
on October 24, and Max Miller and his wife settled themselves
in a small furnished house in New College Lane for a few months,
till they could find something more suitable.

Pending a better house, Max had to keep his books and do
his work at All Souls.

To mis MorTien.
Translation. GuENT, Ocfober 20,

‘ We hoth long for a little quiet, and [ for my work. I have had
nothing but pleasure and enjoyment these last months, and T am
longing for my usual occupations.  The time we spent with you wis
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delightful ; how few enjoy such happiness as we had together ! Take
care of your health, that you may not make us anxious this winter.'

Early in November Max Miller's mother was suddenly taken
dangerously ill, and his anxiety was very great. It was happily
relieved before November 17, on which day his old friend Theo-
dore Walrond was married at Bray Church to his wife's younger
gister. Max Miiller and his wife were present, and stayed on
a few days. *They would like to keep us here altogether,' he
writes to his mother, ‘ but that cannot be during the lectures,
and I am so happy in my own home.'

The committee of the Athenaeum Club had this year offered
to elect Max Miller without a ballot, but he was just going to
be married, and felt he could not afford it at that time. He
never joined any London club, as he was not constantly in
London, and used to say 10 a year was too much to pay for

a bisenit, or even a glass of wine !
This year being the centenary of Schiller's birth, Max Miiller

gave a public lecture on Schiller, which was very well attended,
¢ All Oxford went to hear him," wrote a friend. This lecture
was published as an article on Schiller in The T¥mes, and afer-
wards expanded into a longer paper, published in Chigs.

Christmas was spent at Ray Lodge with a large family party
—Walronds, Froudes, and others ; and on December jo Max
Miiller tells his mother he had that morning received a diploma
from Turin, as Corresponding Member of the Royal Sardinian
Academy ; and the same day there was a very flattering review
in The Times of his Ancient Sanskrit Literature, of which the
first edition was already sold out.

It was during this winter that our King was resident in Oxford,
as a Gentleman Commoner of Christ Church—Max Milller was
often invited to dine at Frewin Hall, the Prince’s residence, and
the foundation was then laid of that kindly feeling which the
Prince ever after evinced for Max Miller, and to which he
dllnded in such gracious terms in his speech at the opening of
the School of Oriental Studies in 1890, speaking of Max Miller
‘as one whom ever since my undergraduate days at the Univer-
sity I have had the advantage and privilege of knowing.'

R



CHAFTER XII
18601861

Mother's iliness. Death of Wilson, Move to High Street. Sanskeit
clection. Birth of first ehild, Wife's fllnpss, Spring at Ray Lodge.
Lectures on Science of Language. Visit from his mother. Dieath
of Prince Consort.

Tux early days of this year found Max Miller again in deep
anxiety about his mother, who had gone to her daughter at
Chemnitz for Christmas, where she was taken suddenly and
alarmingly ill, and for a day or two there seemed but small
hope that her life would be spared. Her son's anxiety was
piteous, so far away from her, and unable to do anything for
her, or go to her for fear of exciting her. On February 12 he
writes o her; —

Transiation.

*1t was a serious warning, and the years God has added to your
life should be all the more valuable and blest. How we suffered with
you [ meed not say. The loss of our parents is the heaviest sormow
we have to bear in life, and nothing can ever blot it out. The sepa-
ration must come sooner ar later, but when it comes something breaks
in the heart which can never be the same again.’

To Brvan Honosow, Esg. (formerly Resident in Nepal).

New CoLrece Laxe, OxrorD.
Febrwary 6, 1860,
'My pEak S, —1I have to thank you for your valuahle
en the Vayu and Kiranti languages. They arrived here during my
absence. [ was obliged to stay away from Oxford as my wife was
very unwell, and 1 am only just beginning to resume my wark.
When I shall be able to go through the results of your immense
labours 1 cannot tell at present. My time is so much taken up
243
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with necessary work that | cannot allow myself much lefsure for my
favourite studies. [ have to print text and commentary of the Ag~
weida, and a second edition of my Hivtory of Anedent Sansdrit
Literatwre. Then 1 have to prepare lectures on the Literature of
Modern Europe for my chair here, not to mention a Sanskrit
Grammar, which [ promised to finish before the summer. Add o
all this the dutles of a newly married man, and you will believe me
if 1 tell you that I have but few moments left for following up my
researches into the history of the numberless Turanian languages,
I am very glad, however, to know that your important labours, though
interrupted, were not Jeft incomplete, and I trust you will find
leisure in England for writing a réswmé of all your discoveries in
the Himalayan Babel. A linguistic map of that country would be
very useful, and no one could do this as well as you. Some day or
other I hope to return to those steep Tegions of philology, and
nothing could be a better guide than a physical and ethnological

map drawn by you.

The lectures for this Term were called * Principles of Ety-
mology," but were really on the English Langnage traced back
through Anglo-Saxon to Gothic. They were a very popular
course, and though attendance at Professors' lectures was no
longer compulsory, Max Miiller had a large audience. He had
talked over these lectures with his wife, and explained them to
her, as they walked together in the beautiful Taplow Woods in
the clear winter weather, and on their return to Oxford he
dictated the whole course to her. It was like the unfolding of
a new world, ever reaching back and back, till lost in the hoary
distance, where the forefathers of the European mations still
dwelt together with the forefathers of the Persians and Hindus,
before the great dispersion west and south.

To ProFessor Berxays,

Translation, New CoLLEGE LANE.
Fetruary 6, 1860,
‘Oh yes,a sign of life is always good, and so [ thank you, my best
friend, for your Chdled af Care.  But 1 should like to know still more
how you are, body and soul, and I should also fike to know what you
think of me and of my happiness. Our missing each other at
Ra
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Heidelberg was a fatality, for 1 so wished to show you my wife.
I really am as happy as a “Child of Care™ can be and may be; [
often fear the envious Nemesis. What is beautiful is that | have to
labour for my bread again, and that also succeeds fairly. 1 am just
printing the second edition of my Histary af Awcieni Sanskrit Lit-
erafwre. Have you received it # 1 sent two copies 1o Bunsen, one
of them was meant for you. The Feda procesds slowly, and other
things ripen. Tell me what you are doing and planning. [ have
not hesrd from Bunsen for a very long time. George is in London,
and | hope to meet him there the day after to-morrow. Nothing
new happens here. As a married man I can but tell yoo one thing,
stop being a “single™ and become a “double™ (Eiwsedler and
Zreirfedfery. You can find in all women what is worthy of love,
and the gne who finds it in youo is sure to be waorthy of your love.

‘1 am reading Phaedrus with my wife, and we often think of you

in our readings.’
To THE SAME.

Transiation. New CoLLEGE Lase, March 29.

*As far sis T can see, we have no MS. of the Aisteria Ssera of
Sulpicius Severus; something by him about Saint Martin, but nath-
ing else. I | knew that you would come over here, if such a MS.
existed, I should write to Simonides,® but | am afraid nothing will
induce you to come over again. It is tiresome that you have not
received my Hixtory of Sansbeit Literature, the more so as it is my
fault. Now the edition is out of print and | am printing a second
ane. My enemies praise the book. and go so far as to say, that it
did mat come up to thelr expectations ; what ideas people must have
of me! Well, something better is sure to come, when | have come
out somewhat from my present bliss. In summer [ hope to go to
my new house, where [ shall arrange my library, and then I hope for
a calm sea (Meeresstille).

1 hope to send you something about Monotheism soon ; I do not
think youn will like it, and therefore perhaps it will bring me a letter.
What about your appointment? When you have received that, your
double state { Zmedmredeluny) must certainly assume another shape.

‘And what do you think of Humboldt's Correspondence ! No
poetry, but much truth. The old gentleman has sat for his biog-
raphy to Varnhagen, and has shown himself as Varnhagen could

understand him. Unfortunately Varnhagen dies scon after, and the
1The famous forger of MSS.
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whole matter comes undigested befare the public. 1am glad to see
that Humboldt ew Aés part has justified Bunsen, though he has not
put a stop to Varnhagen's chattering.  But what do the court ladies
sy 2 Will there be more of this sort 2 [ have no time far writing ;
but it will be better when [ am in my own house and get all things
into order. — In faithful friendship, Yours, M.

To M. RENAN.
New CoLvecE Laxe, March a7,

*If you think the chapter an the Introduction of Writing likely to
interest the karger public, 1 shall be very happy to see it in the Rerwe
Germanigne.  Bochilingk has sent me an article of his in answer to
my arguments. It does not contain anything to make me change
my opinion, or rather to remove the difficulties which T fuel myself
on the subject. If my article is to be printed in the Keowe German-
sgwe, it might be civil to mention Bs objections. Iam printing a
second edition of my History of Sawsbri Literature, and find that
all my time is taken up, as I have been appointed Examiner In
Indian History and Geography, and the Sanskrit language for the
Civil Service of India. | have, however, made time to review your
Histoire des Lawgues Sémitigues, or rather one chapter of it, on
Semitic Monotheism. There were two long articles in print which
were to appear in Zie Times at Christmas, but political subjects left
no space, and so they had to be postponed tll Easter.! We both
agree and differ, as you will see, and 1 feel quite relieved after having
expressed what [ long wished to say on the subject. [ am delighted
to hear that you are so hard at work, your second volume progress-
Ing, and your Etwde rur le Cantigue des Cantigreey finished. [ have
promised to write a review of Barthélemy St, Hilaire's researches on
Buddhism, for the Edinburgh Review, but it will not be out before
the autumn, as all the numbers till then are filled up. — With sin-

cere regand.”

Max writes to his mother in April that he has at last found a
house, in High Street, near Magralen, and that he will move in
in July. In all his letters he exhorts her to lead a quiet, comfort-
able life, and tells her that he always has enough and to spare
for her, and that at her age she ought to give hersell mare
comforts. But it was difficult to induce her to do 50, after the

! Reprinted in Ciips, Vol. T, first edition.
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long years of frugal living, and to the end she saved more of
the money her son sent her than she spent.

Translalion.

{Do not be always thinking how you can spare a few shillings, but
enjoy the precious years God has added to your life, with constant
gratitude, with quiet and purity of soul, looking more to the heavenly
than to the earthly; that gives true joyfulness of soul, if we soery
moment recollect what is eternal, and never quite lose ourselves in
the small or even the large cares of life. My love to Auguste and
Krug who mursed you so carefully, whilst I could do nothing to help.
May God send His warm sunshine on you, and make your lives as
happy as He has made mine, so far beyond all 1 deserve.!

To M. RENAN.
6 New CoLLEGE Lane, May 6.

T have been expecting to hear from you for some time, and 1 am
almost afraid from your silence that you did not quite approve of my
Review of your work which I sent you at the time of its appeirance in
The Times. The articles have certainly attained their object in Eng-
land, as I have heard from many quarters. They have drawn generl
attention to your work, and they have inspired others with the same
feelings of respect and admiration for your labours which 1 sincerely
entertain myself. Your works stand too high to be made the object
of a merely laudatory review, and | believe that where 1 have ven-
tured to express a difference of opinion I have done so, not only with
that respect which is due to you from everybody, but with the
warmest acknowledgement of the value of your researches, even
where they did not seem to me completely to confirm the results
which you derive from them. [ still hope 1 may be mistaken in my
misgivings, but if there should be any expression which could have
given you offence, 1 trust you will tell me openly, and believe hefore-
hand that it was used unintentionally. I am anxfous to hear what
you think on the main point on which we differ, though in form
rather than in substance, and I look forward to your second volume
for the full discussion of this question. My hopes of spending part
of the summer at Paris have vanished again; my wife is not well,
and we shall have to stay quietly at Oxford. Have you seen a volume
called Ersays and Reviews # It would interest you and somewhat
surprise you, if you consider that all the writers are cdergymen of the
Church of England.’
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Two days after this letter was written, Professor H. H.
Wilson, Boden Professor of Sanskrit at Oxford, died almost
suddenly after an operation. His last piece of work,
completed but a few hours before the operation, was the
review of Max Miller's Aucient Sanshrit Literature, which
was published in the October number of the Edinburgh, and
was, as the editor says in a note, ‘a posthumous testimonial
by the first Sanskrit scholar of the age to the erndition and
worth of the most eminent of his followers.' When the funeral
was over, Max Miiller announced himself as a candidate for
the vacant chair, and soon issued his testimonials, which
included the names of nearly every Oriental scholar of real
eminence in the world. Though the election was not to be
before December, the canvass, which was begun at once, occn-
pied nearly the whole year. On May 19 Mr. W. §. W. Vaux,
of the British Museum, wrote to Max Miiller : —

“On many occasions, and especially the last time (about two
months since, in the East India House) when I had the pleasure of
seeing him (Professor Wilson), he stated that in his judgement you
were the first Sanskrit scholar in Europe. 1 remarked that [ was
glad to hear him give so decided an opinion, as | and several others
naturally were anxious that his successor at Oxford should be the
fittest man we could procore.  To this he sad, “ You will be quite
right if your choice should fall on Max Miiller.”"

The two following letters, from the Bishop of Calcutta and
Dr. Pusey, are of interest as showing the good they expected
from Max Miiller's election to the cause of Christian missions,
though Mr. Jowett wrote much about the same time that he
could not make up his mind whether Max Maller or his oppo-
nent would do most for missions.

Ravexswobn, Stura, fuly 13, 1860,

‘My nEAR Sm,— When I heard of the great loss which Sanskrit
literature had sustained by the death of Professor Wilson, my thoughts
naturally turned to you as his obvious successor, and ft will Eive me
greal pleasure to hear that the University make an election which is
certainly expected and will be approved by every one to whom 1 have
spoken on the subject in this country.
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‘[ feel considerable interest in the matter, becanse [ am sure that
it is of the greatest importance for our missionaries to understand
Sanskrit, to study the philosophy and sacred books of the Hindus,
and to be able to meet the Pundits on their own ground,

* Among the means to this great end, none can be mare important
than your edition and Professor Wilson's translation of the &evede.
It would be most fitting in my opinfon for a great Christian Univer-
sity to place in its Sanskrit chair the scholar who has made the
Sanskrit scriptures accessible to the Christian missionary.

“I am glad to have this opportunity of thanking you for the clear
and satisfactory letter which you wrate to mé a year ago, when 1 con-
sulted you on a theological difficulty which had arisen between two
missionaries, as to the translation of some expressions in our Articles
into Bengall, Such questions are likely to multiply, and it will be
a great point to have the Sanskrit professorship occupied by one wha
takes an interest in them, and from thoroughly understanding the
Hindu theological terms, is able to give advice on the subject, so
that it may express our meaning in a manner which will be at once
accurate and will avoid the pantheistic notions which abound in
Hindu philosophy, and might by an ignorant translator be trans-
ferred to Christian teaching,

* You are at liberty to make any use that you please of this letter.

“With every wish for your success,
‘1 remain, my dear Sir,
“Yours very sincerely,

i Professor Max Miiller. ‘G E. L. CALCUTTA.'

From Dun. Pusey.

Curist CHURCH, fune 2, 1860,
‘My pEAR PROPESSOR, — On the first election to the Sanskrit
chair, you will have heard that we were divided befora two great
names, Professor Wilson, whose firsirate Sanskrit knowledge was in
the mouth of every one, and Dr. Mill, who, many of us thought,
might fulfil the object of the founder better by giving to the Profes-
sorship a direct missionary turn.  The same thought would naturally
recur to us now, and | have kept mysell in suspense, since our sudden
loss of Professor Wilson, My first impression, however, is my ahid-
ing conviction, that we should be best promoting the intentions of
the founder, by electing vourself, who have already done so much
to make us fully acquainted with the religious systems of those whom
we wish to win to the Gospel. It Is obvious that without this know-

TY =y
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ledge & missionary must be continually at fault, ignorant alike of the
points of contact of which, after the manner of 5¢t. Paul, he may avail
himself, or of those which present the chief obstacles to the reception
of the Gospel in the minds of those whom he would win. I cannot
but think then that your labours on the Fadas — while they attest
your wonderful power in mastering this ancient Sanskrit (and of
course of the more modern Sanskrit, through which you had access
to the older), and while they evince, as I understand, great philo-
logical talent, beyond the knowledge of Sanskrit itself — are the
greatest gifis which have been bestowed on those who would win to
Christianity, the subtle and thoughtful minds of the cultivated In-
dians. ‘We owe you very much for the past, and we shall ourselves
gain greatly by placing you in a position, In which you can give your
undivided attention to those labours by which we have already so
much profited. You know that 1 have felt it my duty to confine
mysell to a different class of languages, those which bear directly
upan Hebrew. I have written, therefore, on that, upon which I am
alone competent to write — oot your great knowledge of Sanskrit, of
which we have such eminent testimony, but of the great value of that
special ling of study to which you have devoted yourself, Yoor work
will form a new era in the efforts for the conversion of India, and
Oxford will have reason to be thankful that, by giving you a home,
it will have facilitated a work of such primary and lasting importance
for the conversion of India, and which, by enabling us to compare
that early false religion with the true, illostrates the more than
Blessedness of what we enfoy. — Yours very fithfully, E. B, Pusey.'

The middle of June Max writes to his mother : —

My time is quite taken up with the election business, and [ some-
times wish 1 had not thought of it. 1t will absorb my time till
December, and if I don’t win, 1 shall be very cross! Ounly think of
4,000 electors, scattered all over England, and each must be written
to! Inaweek the British Association meets here, as in 1847, the

first time | made an address in English.

His old friend Carus came over for the meeting, and stayed
with Dr. Acland. Max Maller was far too much occupied to
take any part in the discussions, even in opposing the fierce
attack of Mr. Crawfurd (the famous Objector-General) on the
doctrine of the Aryan race, and the connexion between Hindus

and the nations of Europe.
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Early in July Max was busy in London examining the
candidates for the Indian Civil Service in Sanskrit, Imdian
History and Geography. On his return to Oxford, the move
to the new house, 64 High Street, took place, but his wife was
so unwell that he sent her away to her father's, undertaking all

the trouble himself,
To wis WiFe.

¢ Surely everything iz ordered, and ordered for our true interests.
It would be fearful to think that anything, however small in appear-
ance, could happen to us without the will of God. If you admit the
idea of chance or unmeaning events anywhere, the whole organiza-
tion of our life in God is broken to pieces.” We are, we don't know
where, unless we rest in God, and give Him praise for all things.
We must trust in Him, whether He sends us joy or sorrow. If He
sends us joy, let us be careful. Happiness is ofien sent to try us,
and is by no means a proof of our having deserved it.  Nor is sorrow
always a sign of God's displeasure, but frequently, nay always, of His
love and compassion. We must each interpret our life as best we
can, but we must be sure that its deepest purpose is to bring us back
to God through Christ.  Death is a condition of our life on earth, it
brings the creature back to its Creator. The creature groans at the
sight of death, but God will not forsake us at the last, He who has
never forsaken us from the first breath of our life on earth. I it be
His will, we may live to serve Him here on earth for many happy years
to come. If He takes either of us away, His name be praised. We
live in the shadow of death, but that shadow should not darken the
brightness of our life. It is the shadow of the hand of our God and
Father, and the earnest of a higher brighter life hereafier. Our
Father in heaven loves us more than any husband can love his wifi,
or any mother her child, His hand can never hurt us, so let us hope

and trust always.*

On his wife's return they settled down to their quiet busy
life, feeling for the first time really at home, in their own
house, with his books and all their wedding gifts round them.
His joyous, happy temperament, and thankfilness for every
trifle, made life very bright, notwithstanding the anxiety and
hard work connected with the coming election, His little
garden was a constant pleasure to Max Miller, and he often

e
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worked init. A flight of steps led to it from his study window,
so that he could step out at any moment when tired with
work, and enjoy his roses, of which, next to violets and lilies
of the valley, he was passionately fond.

It was about this time that Max Miuller received an invita-
tion to deliver a course of lectures the following spring, at the
Royal Inmstitution, on Comparative Philology. He at once
accepted the invitation, and continued to lecture at the Inst-
tution from time to time for above thirty years, his last course
there being delivered in March, 18g4, on the Vedinta Philoso-
phy. Beyond bringing out the second edition of Aweiens
Sanskrit Literature, writing a very few articles for The Sadur-
dliy Revieww, and preparing his lectures, Max Miller got through
but little literary work this year. The sunshine within the
house was a delightful contrast to the weather without, for it
had been a summer of almost ceaseless rain, and at the usnal
time of hay-harvest, the hay-fields round Oxford were all
flooded.

Max Miiller had been kept in constant anxiety about his
mother's health all through the spring and early summer, and
at the.end of August wrote and offered to pay her a short visit,
but she felt hardly well enough for the excitement.

To s MOTHER.

Transiation. September 7.

1 think you are right in being quiet and alone. To sce you
again, and then to have to leave after a week, would be almost too
much for me, how much more for you. Qur lives are in the hands
of a Father, who knows what is best for all of us. Death is painful
to the creature, but in God there is no death, no dying; dying be-
longs to life, and is only a passage to a more perfect world into
which we all go when God calls us. When one’s happiness is as
perfect as mine is, then the thought of death often frightens one, but
even then that is conquered by the feeling and the faith that all is
best as it is, and that God loves us more than even a father and
mather can love us. It Is a beautiful world in which we live; but it
is only beautiful, and only really our home, when we feel the neir-
ness of God at each moment, and lean on Him and trust in His
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love. And so I trust God will spare you to us, as long as it is good
for us; and when the hour of parting comes, we know that love
never dies, and that God who bound us so closely together in this
life will bring us together where there is no maore parting. . . . 1
wish you could see us here: our home is charming, and when [
remember how I arrived here with one “box," my heart runs over
when I see how God has blest me.’

In September Max Miller and his wife went to Brighton,
where he enjoyed the sea-bathing, and renewed his old love
of swimming. There were several swimming competitions
during their stay, and he always joined the competitors, and
was glad to find that he kept up his former power of rapid and

strong swimming,
To ProFEssoR BERNAYS.

Tramsiation. 6y HiH STrREET, Ocleber 21.

‘1 found your letter on my return, and 1 write at once to thank
you for the beautiful and fattering proof of your friendship. All
that comes from you I read with true joy, a5 far as T can understand
it, and I look forward heartily to the fresh feast.  Till the middle of
December I shall have no leisure. December 7 15 the election:
whether I am to succeed is doubtful, but 1 hope I shall, especlally as
I have lost six months with canvassing. We are all well here; my
wife is in good health, our house is all in order, nothing is wanting
any mare, and | thank God if all remains as it s now. Itls true,
happiness drives nails into our soul, but all is for the hest,

*1 hear nathing but sad things about Bunsen, | should grieve to

lose that man.

“When will you come to England again? In faithful friendship.’

In the last days of November he heard of the death of his
friend and benefactor, Baron Bunsen, who passed away at Bonn,
after many months of suffering, so that at first the thonght that
he was at rest overpowered the sense of loss. But the feeling
of loss grew ever stronger as time went on, and a year later Max
Miiller wrote to M. Renan: ‘I miss Bunsen more every day.
I feel as if T had lost a limb, and I can hardly believe some-
times that one is never to see him again here below.’
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On December 7 the election to the Sanskrit Professorship
took place, and Max Miller was rejected. A few days before
the election an unknown friend wrote to one of the papers
summing up the difference between the candidates, as * the
differcnce between respectable and honourable proficiency,
and the complete and masterful knowledge of the subject pos-
sessed by a rare genins and profound scholar, from whose
authority on the subjects of Indian philology and philosophy
there is no appeal in Eorope,’ and then, adverting to the
objection to Max Miller as not being an Englishman, the
same supporter adds: —

“Mr. Max Miller's English is perfect.  Many who have not heard
the wonderful force and clearness of his public lectures must have
read, without knowing it, some of his many contributions to periodi-
eal literature.  Nothing that 1 know of— of thought or expression
— exists to differentiate Max Miiller from the highest type of refined

and educated Englishmen.

“But the implied charge of un-English religion, and even of frre-
ligian, is at once the most serious, the most gratuitons, and the most
eruel.  If the country elergy have been persmaded, as has been
wittily said, to smell rationalism in the dots over the i in Mr. Miiller's
name, I cannot hope to dissipate the detested odour. 1 can only
submit that there is not the slightest particle of ground for the sus-
picion, not the faintest show for the pretext that Mother Church is
in danger. Surely the support and deferential testimonials of the
men of highest chamacter and well-known religious opinions in the
University should suffice to dispose of such a vague and ungenerous
insinuation. A man's personal character must stand very high, and
his theological opinjons can afford but little ground for animadver-
sion on cither hand, when he unites as his unhesitating supporters

Dr. Pusey and Dr. Machride.!

Dr. Pusey had worked day and night for Max Maller, and
when helping to send out the final notices of the election,
wrote in his own hand above those he sent: ¢ Max Miiller has
already done more for the Gospel in India than any other
Sanskrit scholar, by opening to our missionaries their sacred
books. His election would enable him to devote himsell to
that work. He is the first Sanskrit scholar living.'
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It was observed by an elector that could the votes have been
taken by meghs, there was no doubt how the matter would
have ended. There can be no doubt that it was a keen disap-
pointment to Max Miiller, but he lived long enough to trace
his almost unique position later in the world of letters, and the
influence he was able to exert on religious thought in England,
to this very disappointment. Had he been successful, he must
have devoted his great powers almost exclusively to Sanskrit,
and by doing so would no doubt have remained to the last
what Wilson pronounced him to be at the time of his {Wilson's)
death, * The first Sanskrit scholar in Europe.’ It was the Chair
of Philology, founded some six years later specially for him, his
name being mentioned in the statute of foundation, that led
him on from the Science of Langnage to the Sciences of Thought
and Religion. *Nothing,' says Professor Macdonell, in his
admirable obituary notice in the Seurnal of the Roval Anatic
Soctety—

* Nothing was known about Comparative Philology when Max
Miiller came to this country. He introduced and poptilarized the
new sclence, and soon came to be reganded as its chief exponent.
He was, moreover, the first to inaugurate the study of Comparative
Mythology in this country. Lastly, it was not till the latter half of
the century that the necessary conditions were at hand for founding
a sclence of religion. Max Muller was there to apply the needful
stimulus . . . and to collect the requisite materials in his Sacred
Books of the East. Thus there was a great opening in these highly
{mportant branches of learning, but no one man eould have taken
advantage of them all, had he not been one of the most talented and
versatile scholars of the nineteenth century,’

The following letters were received soon after the election,
and were kept together and always treasured by Max Miiller : —

Frosm His FATHER-IN-LAW.

*1 know not when [ have felt more deeply for the trials of others
or had more reason to admire patience and resignation to God's will
than in the spirit you have shown, in what I know to be a maost
severe trial, and bitter disappointment. But now that all js Over,
and I have time to think, I am inclined to belieyve that with such
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unscrupulous opponents we could not have won, They had every
element of success on their side, but one, and that they disavowed
as affecting the claims of the eandicates, namely the vast inferiority
of one to the other. It must be a bitter disippointment to feel that
the path of usefulness you had praposed to follow has been cut from
under your feet, . . . but it is God's Will, and the time may come
when you will see His wisdom in disappointing your hopes and wishes.!

Frosm DEax (THEN CaNox) STANLEY.
CHRIST CHURCH, December 8.

“You must allow me to write a few words to express what | can-
not say. 1 have never expericnced the peculiar trial under which
you are suffering, bot 1 believe, from my own bitter disappoint-
ment on your behalf, I can feel what it is for you. You will have
many consolations. I need not dwell upon them. Dut yox most
alsg grive wr the best consalation that we can have, and that is the
assurance that we have not been mistaken in the high expectations
we had formed of you. You have it still in your power, thank God,
to turn your energies from this wretched turmoil to the pursuits
which have made your name what it is, You can still show that,
although not Boden Professor, you are and will remain the oracle of
all who wish to know the secrets of Indian literature and religion.
You can still by your writings show what the Christian religion may
be to India and the world, as you could not do before, lest you
should be suspected of unworthy motives. You can still show us
how the Christian scholar and philosopher can put to silence by
Christian magnanimity « the ignorance of foolish men.” [Can one
not hear the beloved little Dean's inimitable chuckle as he penned
these words?] You can in this erisis of your lifie rise to the great-
ness of the occasion, and make your friends more proud of you, than
if they had Brought you in to the Professorship by a majority of
hundreds. “ Leave off wrath and let go displeasure; fret not thy-
self, else shalt thou be moved to do evil™ With bitter regrets at
not having exerted myself more, with the truest sympathy for you
and yours. Ever your sincere friend,

‘A, P. STaniey.”

It was not easy to carry out his friend’s advice, for not con-
tent with the signal victory they had gained, his opponents
brought various utterly unfounded accusations against Max
Miiller, as that he had inspired an article in his favour which
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had appeared in Zhe Zimes, and other equally vexing and
untrue allegations, which, though triumphantly disproved by
men like Dr. Pusey, the Provost of Queen's, Dr. Jacobson,
Professor Montague Bernard, and Mr. Dasent, the editor of
Zhe Times, were at the time distressing as tokens of personal
animosity and malice. To a man of so loving and truthful
a character, these attacks were peculiarly painful. His friend
Regnier expressed the unanimous feeling of continental scholars
in a letter in which he says, *T kept on declaring, in spite of
what any one could say, that your defeat was impossibie.'
To his mother he wrote, December 16 : —

*The last days have been full of disturbance. You will have seen
by the papers that [ did not get the Sanskrit Professorship.  The
opposite party made it a political and religious question, and notliing
could be done against them. All the best people voted for me, the
Professors almost unanimously, but the vwlgns profanam made the
majority. Iwas sarry, for | would gladly have deveted all my time
to Sanskrit, and the income was higher, but we shall manage.’

Of this election Mr. Tuckwell writes : —

‘I remember the contest for the Sanskrit Professorship, wherein
I voted and, as far as I could, worked for him (Max Miiller) = an in-
ferior candidate being preferred before him, first because Max was a
German and therefore a % Germaniser ¥ ; secondly, becanse a friend
of Bunsen must of necessity be heretical ; thirdly, because it was un-
patriotic to confer an English Chair on any but an Englishman."

Canon Farrar thus describes this event : —

* Miller himself was made to feel the prejudice in Oxford against
any navelty in 1860, when he was passed over for election to the
Sanskrit Professorship. It is fair indeed to allow that it was not
strictly political or religions opposition that was made to him: bt
the Englishman’s dislike to an adopted son, and the feeling that it
was not necessary to go afield to choose the absolutely best man, pro-
vided the candidate was respectable. I was of course on Miillers
committee ; but [ soon found that there was no solid ground for
hoping for his success ; and hardly expected that he would poll so
many votes as he did. Dut in truth Miiller's claims were fncom-
parable, as having really performed for early Sanskeit literature that
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which the Alexandrian scholars of the second century 8.c. had per-
formed for Homer, editing the text and reconstructing the antique
grammar.  Miiller himself (this shows his goodness of heart) could
not imagine why any other motive could outbalance the sole question
as to who was the best candidate.  He did not realize the stubbom
fixedness of English and Oxford preference for an old Oxford man.
Miiller felt his disappointment. He was especially grieved with
some of his opponent’s committee; for he was & man of spirit and
sensibility. He could feel the virtue of resentment, but was too noble

to display the vice of revenge.

But all other feelings were swallowed up by the terrible
anxiety that fell upon Max Miiller very soon after the election.
On December zo his first child, a girl, was bom, and for two
days his wife lay between life and death, and the doctors gave
up all hope of saving her. The horror of that time he never
forgot, and six months afterwards, writing to his friend Pal-
grave, who had lost his father, speaks thus of his experience : —

OxrorD, fuly 8, 1861,

My pEar oLD ParGrave,—I should have tried to see you
again to-day, but I know from experience that in the presence of
great grief [ have nothing to say, and for a loss like yours there is
no comfort till we can say by ourselves, & Thy will be done.” 1
remember but one time in my whole life when T could not say that,
and my trials have been hard at times, harder than 1 thought T could
have borne. But when my wife, whom I had Joved for six years
without the faintest hope of ever calling her my wife, when she,
after one year of a blessed life, was for two days given up as hopeless
by the doctors, then I broke down, and 1 could not say, “ Thy will
be done.™  And yet what is the tenure of all our happiness 7 Are
we not altogether at the mercy of God ? Would it not be fearful
to live for one day unless we knew, and saw, and felt His presence
and wisdom and love encompassing us on all sides ? I we once feel
that, then even death, even the death of those we Jove best and wha
love us best, loses much of its terror: it is part and parcel of one
great system of which we see but a small portion here, and which
without death, without that bridge of which we see here but the first
arch, would seem to me a mere mockery. That is why I said to you
it is well that human art cannot prolong our life for ever, and in that
sentiment | should think we both agree. [ have felt much for you,

1 5
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more than I cared to say. We are trained differently, but we anc

all trained for some good purpose, . .  and the suffering which you
have undergone is to me, like deep ploughing, the promise of a rich

harvest.

As soon as his wife was safficiently recovered, Max Miller
took her and his child to Ray Lodge, where they remained
until June, he going once a week to Oxford for his lectures
there. He joined the Maidenhead Company of the Berkshire
Volunteers, to which his father- and brothers-in-law already
belanged, drilled and marched out regularly, and was soon an
excellent marksman ; though his drill-sergeant used to complain
of his drill, and declare over and over again that * those gentle-
men, who think, were a difficulty,’ as they did not readily
become the mere machines which even now is still considered
the perfection of a private soldier. Later in the summer, and
in subsequent years, he camped out with his company. This
he particularly enjoyed, and often in after years laughed over
their experiences on the Downs and elsewhere with his kind
friend Lord Wantage, who was Colonel of the Berkshire
Volunteers.

The agitation about Essays and Reviews, which had been
going on ever since the publication of the book, reached its
high-water mark in this spring, when Canon (afterwards Dean)
Stanley’s famous article on that work appeared in the April
number of The Edinburgh Review. Max Miller, knowing
many of the contributors to Essays and Reviews, had taken a
keen interest in the whole affair, and discussed it in many a
walk with Canon Stanley ; but the following is the only letter
found on the subject: —

To CANON STANLEY.

Ray LopnGe, April 17.
‘I have not divulged the authorship, but I have just finished the
article, and there is but ame man in England that would have written
it. 1 think that, next to Garfbaldi, vou are the bravest man in Europe,
and the liberty you are fighting for is worth more than the freedom
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of ltaly. Iam proud to be mentioned by you in your article and in
your preface. As to myself I tryall 1 can to forget December 7,
and I begin to feel that [ shall do maore, a8 1 am now, than it I were
in the easy-chair of Sanskrit. But I am afraid [ shall never feel at
home in Oxford again, though it was the place I loved most in all
the world, 1 feel very nervous ahout my lectures in London; I am
afraid they won't be interesting to many people. T shall publish
them as soon as they are delivered.’

In April began the lectures at the Royal Institution. There
are doubtless some still who remember the enthusiastic inter-
est they excited, the lecture-room being more and more
crowded as the course went on, whilst Albemarle Street was
filled with the carringes of those who attended them. Max
Miiller was very nervous beforehand, but by the end of his
first lecture he felt that he carried his anilience with him, and
the interested faces of Bishop Thirlwall, the late Duke of
Argyll, Dean (then Canon) Stanley, F. D. Maurice, Dean
Milman, Faraday, and John Stuart Mill, not to mention many
others, were an incentive to him to give of his very best.

An intimate friend who was present at the lectures reported
* Max Miiller was quite self-possessed, his wife proudly humble,
A lady who attended these lectures thus recorded her recollec-
tions years afterwards: ‘I remember him then as a slight,
intellectual, and interesting-looking young marn, with a very
clear enunciation, and a perfect command of language, and it
was amusing to meet him again a fow years ago as a square-
shouldered, elderly grandfather,'

* These lectures,’ says Professor Macdonell in Man, February,
¥gor, ‘afterwards published in an extended form, passed through a
large number of editions, and soon raised their author to the rank
of the standard amthiority on philology in the estimation of the Eng-
lish public. Though much of what is contained in these lectures is
now out of date, there can be no doubt that they not only for the
first time aroused general interest in the subject of comparative phil-
ology in England, but in their day also exercised a valuahle stimulat-
ing influence on the work of scholars in the sixtles and seventies.

Here Max Miiller first displayed that power of lucid popular exposi-
tion, and of investing a dry subject with abundant interest, which has
G2
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more than anything else contributed to make his name at least as
famous as that of any other scholar of the past century.'

In a most interesting lecture given on December 2, tgoo,
before the University of Allahabad, by Pundit Satish Chandm
Banerjee, these lectures are thus described : —

¢ Nearly four decades have now rolled away since Max Miiller
delivered at the Royal Institution in London his “ Lectures on the
Science of Language,” and so much has been done since, and mainly
by the learned lecturer himself, to educate the popular consclousness,
that it is difficult for us to realize to-day the value and importance
of these lectures.  As [ turn over the pages of these volumes, | come
across much that [ feel disposed to characterize as the A. B. C. of
the science, much that seems scarcely to require the abundance of
explanation and illustration with which Max Miiller has thought fit
to enforce and support it.  Bot we have to remember that when
these lectures were first delivered, moch of this was new, novel and
startling ; it was in fact a new light which was breaking forth upon
the dark and then uninviting fields of Comparative Grammar and

Philology.’

“It is," said a contemporary review, ‘a fact of no ordinary
significance that, in the height of the London season, an en-
thusiastic audience of both sexes crowded the benches and
endured the heat of a popular lecture-room, not to witness the
brilliant experiments, or be fascinated by the revelations of a
Faraday or an Owen, but to listen to a philosophical exposition
of the inner mysteries of language.’

Max Miller has told in Auld Lang Syne of several amusing
incidents connected with the delivery of his lectures, particu-
larly of the slight estimation in which he was held by Anderson,
Faraday's demonstrator, who was so well known to frequenters
of the Royal Institution forty years ago, who could not under-
stand a man wanting no gas or experiments, not even a black-
board at first. As soon as the lectures were over, the Max
Miillers returned to Oxford. The printing of the lectures
began at once, and the book was out by July 9. It passed
through fourteen editions, and was rapidly translated into

RS o e e .
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French, German, Italian, Russian, Swedish, and Dutch, and
became a most popular book in America. It was chosen by
Cardinal Newman as a favourite prize-book for boys.

On July 1 Max Miller had the delight of welcoming his

mother to his home, and showing her his child, She remained
until the middle of October, thoroughly enjoying her son's
pretty house, and going with her children to stay at Ray
Lodge, and Rugly, where one of the masters, Mr. Charles
Arnold, with his German wife, were old friends of hers from
1856,
The summer passed quietly and happily away, Max Muller
preparing the second edition of his Lectures on Language, and
working at the fourth volume of the Afg-peds, which had been
delayed for a time — first, by the change of power from the
East India Company to the Crown, and the doubt whether Her
Majesty's Government would continue the publication of the
work, and secondly, by the loss of so many months in 1860
through the Sanskrit election.

The following letter is given as among the first of the long
correspondence with Messrs. Longman, Max Miller's valued
publishers, the last letter of which, in his own handwriting, is
dated August 25, 1901 —

To WiLLiaM Lovcuas, Esg.

Oxrorn, Ocfader 21, 1861,

1 am much pleased to hear of the very mpid sale of my Lectures.
I hardly expected a second edition, certainly not so soon. Some of
the best reviews 1 believe are still to come, in Fike Times, Fraser,
Edimbrerph Review, fournal der Savants, &c.  You must know best
whether it is prudent to make as large an edition as the first, . . .
I fully appreciate the advantage of publishing my books with a firm
such as yours, and I ascribe not a little of the success of my Lectures
a8 compared with the success of my earlier publications, to the popu-
larity of your House, and your experience and judicious arrange-
ment.  So [ hope we shall have no difficulty in coming to an equitable
arrangement with regand to this, or any other books which 1 still have

in peifa, and hope to finish if all goes well.
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To Proressor BERNAYS.
Transkation. 6g Hicn STREET, Nevember 1.

*Some time ago I sent you a sign of life, .. my Lectures, and [
should much like to hear by letter how you are and what are your
plans for your life. 1am well, and T should much wish for you the
same sunshine which Heaven has bestowed upon me, though a few
dark clouds and storms belong to it also.

* How delightful if we could have you here! Germany is beautiful,
but England is free, and I know how peculiarly such an atmosphers
would agree with you. 1 have had lately a visit from George Hunsen
— a brave fellow — hut his father 1 miss more and more, and [ am
sure you do too. 1 have only just read the Essay on Bunsen by
Abeken, but something much more complete is to be desired. 1 have
just begun to print a second edition of my Lecures on the Science of
Zanguage, and a very large one indeed. Can you send me, when
you have read it, some corrections and additions ?  Bat it would
have to be by return of post, as [ have begun the printing already.
I should like to talk to you about some paints in it, but letter-paper
is not sufficient for spiritual intercourse.

« Nothing new from here. Jowett has not been burnt, and the
spark has not caught fire yet. But when it begins to burn, it will
burn thoroughly. Pattison has married a young wife, and is now
Rector of Lincoln College. Is there anything new to read in Ger-
many? 1 have anly just read Strauss's rach von futfen with great
interest.'

To M. RENAK.
Oxrorn, Nevember 17,

4] heard the other day of your return from the East, and should
have written to you at once to congratukite you and your friends an
your safe arrival, if M. Durand, who mentioned your being at Paris,
had not told me at the same time that you were in deep affliction,!
and, as far as | could understand him, suffering also yourselfl from
illness., Those aflictions are too sacred to allow any one to intrude
on the sufferer, with the expression of even the most sincere sym-
pathy. They bring us face to face with our Father in Heaven, and
when we speak and struggle with Him we want to be alone, quite
alone. [ speak from what I felt myself about a year ago, when my
wife was given up by all physicians, and at last restored to me miracu-
lously, I mean through the mercy of God. 1have gone through much

1 The sister who had brought Renan up, died at Beyrout of fever,
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trouble since 1 last wrote to you, but yet | feel more like myself again,
and begin to see that all was as it ought to be.  We both lost a true
friend in Bunsen. . . . I had another severe trial in failing to obtain
the Chair of Sanskrit at Oxford: calumnioos falsehood and vulgar
electioneering tactics caused the result, and deprived me of the one
sphere where [ might have worked with all my heart and soul. How-
ever, | have got over that; 1 dare say it would have made my life too
perfect, and disappointments are good discipline. Lastly, [ want to
send you a book, my Lectures an the Scicnce of Lawgwage: 1 gave
them in London, and they were well attended. 1 have now printed
them, and am preparing a second and very large edition. I need not
say | am anxious to have your opinion more than that of any one else.
Whether for good or evil, the book has struck root in England, and
there is to be a German translation in a very short time. I believe it
containg some things that are new, some that are troe, and some that
will have to be given up as we advance towards the truer knowledge

of the mysteries of human speech.’
Kind permission has been given to insert this letter : —

From DEAN LIDDELL.

Curist CHyURCH, OXFORD,
November 16, 1861.

‘MY DEAR MULLER, —Few things, of late, have given me so
much satisfaction as reading your Lectures, though perhaps 1 should
have had yet more satisfaction if the book had been addressed to
readers and not hearers. Will you bear with me if I jot down one
of two points which 1 think require more precision or fullness of
statement, in a new edition, which I hope will be (as I am sure it
ought to be) wanted soon. It is humiliating to hear that these
Lectures have been delivered to the heedless ears of Oxford hearers.

“{1) In the last chapter, you use “as an illustration only, not as
an explanation,” the fact that metals, &c ring a sound, each with
its proper sound,

‘ How far do you mean the analogy with human speech to go?
Do you mean that each attribute denoted by a Root — as ma, ku,
dc. —is expressed by that Root a5 gecudiarly and properdy, as gold
ot silver by their respective ring ? or do you mean, geperally, that
man as naturally expresses each general idea by sewe sound, as gold
is hetrayed by its pecnliar ring, &c.? Has each general idea rts orem
sound, or only @ sound # 1 am unable to collect from your state-



a4 FARNHAGEN [cH. xn

ments which you intend. For, while your argument seems to imply
that each idea has its own proper sound, | cinnot but doubt that
you really mean to carry the analogy so far. If you do, I think a
good deal mare is required to prove the statement. I you do not,
a few words are needed to guard against such a conclusion.

“(2) Is not the term * Theoretical Stare " of sclence somewhat in-
accurate? Theoretical gwestions arise in the infancy of all sclences,
and doubtless they cannot be answered till the process of classifics-
tion is far advanced or even completed.  If this is what you mean,
I think your general and absolute statements respecting the three
stages require modification. [ am aware that (p. 20) you admit
that “there have been instances™ In which theoretical questions
have arisen even in the first stage. [ have my doobts whether this
Is not the rule, mther than the exception. Look for instance at the
anclent Physics. Lok at Smith's and Stewart's Theorfes of Lan-
guage, &c.

* (3) 1 note a few special points that have caught my eye— (p. 21) ;
“1 expect we shall have to do something else.” This; 1 think, is
hardly a elassical use of the term “ expect.” It would be fmpertinent
in me to express admiration of the almost uniform precision of your
English. . . . (Various other small corrections follow. )

 Yours very truly, Hexny G. Liopery)

Max Maller's mother left him when the antumn weather set

in, and he writes to her: —

Translation. 64 Higa STREET, Mevember 20,

*1 have not been well enough to write much lately, but have read
a good deal, among other books Varnhagen's new work. It is
wonderfully interesting, and shows signs of a very noble nature,
though weak and cross-grained. He misunderstands many people,
and therefore dislikes them —as specially Bunsen. His expressions
with regard to him are really infamous, but I don’t care for that:
words do not make truth, and what he says Is oot true.  One must
not mind such false judgement of really nobile impulses. As a pic-
ture of political and mental efforts, of the stupidity, even madness,
of the Government, the book is invaluable. How furious the people
in Berlin will be; that the publication has been allowed at all shows
the advance made since (848,

Early in December, Max Miller received a letter from a
gentleman in California, who had read his Lectures, urging him
to study “the philological connexion of the Indian languages
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of Mexico and the Alta California, and thus possibly find a key
to trace its ante-Columbian history.! Thoogh Max always felt
a keen interest in the North-American Indian languages, and
when the Mohawk under-graduvate Oronhyatakhs was in Ox-
ford, prepared a skeleton Mohawk grammar from what he
learnt from him, the subject was too remote from his own
special line of study, and required far too much time for him
to take it up, though he was constantly urging the duty of doing
50 on American students, and was always very much interested
in the publications of the Smithsonian Institute of Washington,

To s WiFe.
Oxrorn, November, 1861,

‘Itis so difficult not to grow very fond of this life and all its
happiness, but the more we love it the more we suffer, for we know
we must lose it, and it must all pass away. Does love pass away
too? [ cannot believe it God made us as we are, many, instead
of ane ; Christ died for all of us individually, and such as we are —
beings incomplete in themselves, and perfect only through love to
Guod on one side, and through love to man on the other. We want
both kinds of love for our very existence, and therefore in a higher
and better existence too the love of kindred souls may well exist
together with our love of God. We need not love those we love
most on earth less in heaven, though we may love all better than
we do on earth. After all, love seems only the taking away those
unatural barrders which divide us from our fellow creatures — it is
only the restoration of that union which binds us altogether in God,
and which has been broken on earth we know not how. In Christ
alone that union was preserved, for He loved us aff with a love
warmer than the love of a husband for his wife, or a mother for her
child. He gave His life for us, and if we ask ourselves there is
bardly a husband or a mother who would really suffer death for his
wife or herchild. Thus we see that even what seems to us the most
perfect love is very far as yet from the perfection of love which
drives out the whole self and all that is selfish, and we must try to
love more, not to love less, and trust that what is imperfect here
is not meant to be destroyed, but to be made perfect hiereafter. With
God nothing is imperfect ; without Him everything is imperfect. We
mrust live and love in God, and then we need not fear: though our
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life seem chequered and fieeting, we know that there is a home for
us in God, and rest for all our troubles in Christ.!

To M. RENAN.
Oxrorn, Nevember 30, 1861,

‘I was touched when 1 saw to-day in the fowrmal des Didats your
thoughtful and sorrowful lines on the death of our old friend Eckstein.
I'had long been without news from him, and now that he is gone
I regret and | reproach myself for not having written to him more
frequently. His death reminds me of the happy time in 1846 when
1 was at Paris attending Burnouf's lectures, and when Eckstein lielped
me and encouraged me, and when 1 was fighting my way through
difficulties which now would seem to me almost insurmountable.
And yet I was never so happy as in those days, when sometimes
I had to go without a dinner because | could not pay for it, and
when 1 used to copy for Eckstein, who paid me for my work in his
own generous way.  Yes, we have lost many men whom we can
hardly afford to spare; we still suffer from Burnouf's death, we shall
long miss the presence of our friend Bunsen, but when I think of
what we have lost I feel it all the more a duty to live, to work in
their spirit, and thus to keep alive, #s it were, some small portion of
their spirit. I am sure you will feel the same, for you have a
work before you; you are wanted and you will not fail. T should like
to hear from you that you are well, in body and mind, and that
you do nat lose your faith in the work which you have begun, dnd in
the work which is still before vou. The revival of learning in the
ffteenth century was the dawn of Reformation, and I believe a similar
era {s approaching to fulfil what the Reformers intended. but which
was frustrated by political events.  You bave an element in Franes
which, if properly advised and directed, might become a most powerful
engine for good, as it may be, if lefi in bad hands, for evil. Germany
musst follow the example of Italy, and mist look not only for politi-
cal union, but for religious union on high and neutral ground. In
England too there is a yeatning after real Christianity, though the
struggle will be a hard one. It is a time worth living for, and 1 feel
convinced that you will be wanted even for a greater work than that
of finishing your Histoire des Lungues Sémiitigues.

Max Miller and his wife were at Brighton at the time of
the Prince Consort's death. Thongh he had seen but little of
the Prince, Max had the truest admiration for his character,
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and seems to have felt strongly how much the country which
misunderstood and misrepresented the noble Prince to the
last, really owed him. He had sent his Lectures to the Prince
as soon as pablished, and they had been most kindly acknow-
ledged. They were by the bedside of the Prince at the
beginning of his illness, as if lately read. Gracious permission
has been given to insert the following letter, written nearly
twenty years later, when the Queen sent Max Miiller the last
volume of the Primce Consors's Life. The five volumes, each
with Max Miiller's name written and signed inside by the
gracious Sovereign, whose subject he was proud to be, will
remain a precious heirloom to his children and children's

children,
OxroRrn, den 13" Mad 1880,

‘Evrer MAJesTAT lege ich meinen tiefgefihlten Dank unter-
thiinigst zu Fiissen fiir den letzten Band des Life of the Prince
Corsort von Sir Th. Martin.

Deer Verfasser hat von neuem seine sichere Kunst, sefnen richtigen
Takt, sein tiefes Verstindniss und seine ehrfurchisvolle Auffassung
der ihm gewordenen Aufiabe herrlich bewihrt, und das Geschick,
mit dem er die thm anvertruten * goldenen Fiiden ™ in sein eigenes
Gewebe hineingewebt, so dass Jeder, der Augen hat, sie sicht und
fiihlt, und sie doch nie die Harmonie des Ganzen stiiren, beweist die
gelibte Hand des wahren Meisters.

* Mit ernsten Geflihlen schliesst man das Buch und trennt sich von
ihm wie man sich schweren Herzens von einem lichen Grabe trennt,
Wieanders hiitie die Welt sein kisnnen, wie viel Gutes wiire miiglich,
wie manches Unrecht unmisglich, wenn awei Augen sich nicht so frifh
geschlossen ! Auf das Warum, das immer und immer wicderkehrt,
kann die menschliche Vernunft keine Antwort geben. Nur ein fester
Gilaube an eine Weisheit unde eine Liebe, die Alles iibersteigt, was wir
Weisheit und Licbe nennen, bringt, wenn auch nicht Trost, doch
Ruhe und Frieden aufden cinsamen Lebensweg.  Was wirklich unser
war, das kann keine Macht uns rauben, und nichts auf Erden bléibt
uns so sicher als der Besitz vergangenen Glilcks.

* Mit wahrer Verehrung habe ich die Ehre 21 verbleiben.

* Eurer Majestiit dankbarer und unterthinigster Diener,
‘F. Max MiLLER."

Frawsiation. *Oxvown, May 13, 1880, Youm Majusry,—1 begr

most humbly to offes the expression of my deeply-felt gratitude for the
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lnst volume of the Life of the Prince Comsort, by Sir Theodore Martin,
The editor has again nobly proved his sure skill, his true tact, his deep
sagncity, and his respectfol comprehension of the task committed to him,
The dexterity with which, withouat disturbing the harmony of the whole,
he has span the * golden thread ™ entrusted to him into his own material,
so that every one who has eyes sees and feels it, shows the practised
hand of the troe master. One closes the hook with solemn feelings, and
leaves it with a heavy heart 8% one leaves a loved grave., How different
the world might have been, how much good had been possible, if two
eves had not been closed too soon! Human reason can give no answer
to the mberefore that returns over and over again.  Only firm fith ina
wisdom and a love that is far above all we call wisdom and love, brings
— if not comfort — yet rest and peace on the lonely path of lifs, What
was really ours, no power can take from os, and nothing on earth remains
so0 surely ours as the possession of hygone happiness. — With deep respect,
1 have the honour to be your Majesty's grateful and most obedient
servant, F. Max Mirrew'

To uis MOTHER.
Translation. LDhecember 15.
*What will you say to the death of Prince Albert. He died last
night at eleven of gastric fever. This will involve great changes,
The Queen can hardly bear the whole burden alone, so there may be
a Regency, probably with the Prince of Wales, at first for three
months only. It is a fearful loss for the Queen, who has no one who
can so help her: and the whole country will long feel his loss. So
everything teaches us that our home is not here, but beyond, and that
here there is no lasting happiness. How many have gone before us
these last years! Would that we were convinced that we must soon
follow, and that everything here §s but a preparation for what is
better!?
To M. RExax.
BriGuTON, Decermber 16,

My pEAR FRIEND, —1 have read your letter with deep interest
and sympathy. Such trials as you have had to pass through are not
sent without a purpose, and if you say that they have changed your
views of life, such a change in a character like yours can only be
a change in advance, a firmer faith in those truths which have been
revealed to the dim sight of human nature, a stronger will to resist
all falsehood and tampering with the truth, and a deeper conviction
that we owe our life to Him who has given it, and that we must fight
His battle when He calls us to do it. [ am not afraid that you could
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ever desert the post which you have so nobly occupied, and though
I am rejoiced to hear that a sphere of hanourable activity will be open
to you as a successor of Quatremire, 1 cannot believe that Science
alone will ever fill the whole of your heart. 1 cannot help belicving
that we are on the eve of great religious and philosophic struggles.
There is a longing after true and primitive Christianity in the best
spirits of England, France, and Germany, and there is a gencral
desire after an outward union and communion, which is possible only
on the basis of that faith which was in Christ as the son of God, and
which is the lifespring of all religion, however different the wordings
of formulas and sects. With the restitution of the Papacy to its true
function, a great step will have been made.  Germany at the time of
the Reformation abjected to an Italian Pope much mare than to the
head of a Church. So did England, so to a great extent did France.
As soon as the Pope has ceased to be Prince of Rome, a movement
will begin in which the true purposes of the reformers will be realized
and throogh which negative Catholiciam, as you call it, will become
positive Catholicity. In that movement much will turn on France,
and on your emperor, and that is why I wish to see at his side
honest, wise, and learned men. [ am staying at Brighton with my wile,
who has been very ll butis now much beétter. 1 have just finished my
second edition of my Lectures on the Science of Lamymage. 1 should
like to know what you think of them. I know we differ, and in my
second volume 1 shall have to fight with you, but I hope and trust that
our literary differences will only draw us more closely together. There
is that charm about your views and opinions, that they are carved out
of marbleand not out of plaster. They stand out clearly and firmly
and one may grapple with them, but when I read a work of Stein-
thal's, and even many parts of Humbaldt, I feel as if walking through
shifting clouds. It may be my fault, there may be much depth of
wisdom inall that darkness and vagueness, but | cannot help thinking
that there is nothing that cannot be made clear, and biright, and
simple, and that obscurity arises in all cases from slovenly thinking
and lazy writing. Adieu. Yours with sincere regard.’
To ProFessor BENFEV.
Translation. Oxrorn, December 17.

“Though I have put my Oxford address at the head of this letter,
Lam sitting in reality in Brighton, and from my window I look upon
the sea about twenty steps from here.  Both of us, I as well as my
wife, needed sea-air, and so we hope to enjoy this refreshing atmo-
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sphere here till Christmas. Many thanks for your letter. I havealso
made use of Strabo’s remarks about the population of the Caucasus,
In a few days a second edition of my Lectiorer ow Langmage will be
reacly. My chief aim has been reached, the book has been read and
has excited great interest in the science of language. It is my con-
viction that we know nothing really which we cannot teach (1 think
Aristotle was of the same opinion), and that nothing exists which
cannot be clearly and intelligibly expressed. It requires time and
trouble indeed, but it is effective, and that is the greatest reward of

all work and study.
‘ The death of Prince Albert is an Incalculable loss. It is only

now people seem to realize that something good can come even from
Germany.

Christmas was spent at Ray Lodge, quietly, as it was
throughout England. The thought of their widowed Queen,
and the sad Christmas at Osborne, weighed on all hears,
and the universal mourning, not only in the upper classes, but
among servants, tradespeople, and even the poor, showed how
the nation was sorrowing with their loved Sovereign.

N 1

pr—



CHAFTER XIII
1862-1863

Birth of second child, Eshibition, Stay in London. Ewald, Ranke,
Fourth volume of Kig-rede. Sccond series of lectures on Science
of Language, Parls Germany. North Italy. Lectures at Edin-
burgh. Visit to Windsor,

O their return from Ray Lodge to Oxford, Max Miller
settled down to work at the Fig-veda, determined that the
fourth volume should appear this year, In fact, the whole
year was one of strenuons work, for a second edition of his
Lectures on Language came out before the end of January,
and a third in May, before the book had been out eleven
months, each edition being of 1,250 copies.

Towards the end of January he went to Lord Ashburton's for
a couple of days, and from there he writes to his wife : —

TRE GRANGE, ALRESFORD, Janwary 24, 1862,

‘1 had a miserable day for travelling, pouring all the time. How-
ever, I found all my trains quite rght, and arrived at Winchester about
ofie. There | went to Mr. Moberly, one of the masters, and had
luncheon. They have a baby five days older than ours, but she
cannot un yet. Then we went to Dr. Moberly's, and with him all
over the school and cathedral. He explained it all most excellently,
but we must go there together. The cathedral is magnificent, but
when 1 have you with me, and sunshine, it will be much more mag-
nificent. . . . At hali-past three I started for a nine miles’ drive, and
arrived here in time for tea. Lady Ashburton seems very pleasant,
and he is a perfect English nobleman — 1 mean what he ought to be.
1 got your letter this morning, and I hope you got mine. Yes, we are
very happy, and [ feel as if this life could give us no greater happiness
than has been ours these two bright years, and that if we are called

271
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away sooner or later we ought to part cheerfully, knowing that this
earth could give no more than has been ours, and looking forward 1o
our new home as (o a more perfect state, where all that was good and
true and unselfish in us will live and expand, and all that was bad and
mean will be purified and cast off.  So Jet us work here as long as it
is day, but without fearing the night that will lead us to & new and
brighter dawn of life. 1 wish you had been here with me, for it is
a delightful place, and very pleasant people. Mrs. Sartoris is ke
Mrs. 5. Adelaide Kemble, and she still sings most beantifully, The
Bishop of London, too, appeared at dinner, and i5 staying here.
To-night | hear the Bishop of Winchester Is expected.  The house is
full of the most exguisite treasures of art, such pictures! Van Dycks,
Titians;, Velasquez, Andrea del Sarto, &c. This morning it was
bright, and we had a long ride; we started with about twelve horses,
and soch beauties they all were, and even your old husband had a
splendid gallop, but came home quite drenched with rain.  We were
caught by a pouring shower, and when | came home | had no second
coat, and had to appear at luncheon in my Volunteer cape — a splendid
figure. Then I found 1 had not got my grey trousers, but had taken
an old pair. However, I contrived to hide them in my cape, and
looked a regular night watchman, In the afternoon I sat in my room
and read, and now I am looking forward to to-morrow, when 1 shall
have you and the little one again. They have a little one here,
eighteen months old, a very nice girl, but no boy coming —and that
must be a disappointment with such a place o leave. We have had
a very pleasant time, and if they ask us both [ shall be very glad to

come again,"

On February 21 his second child, another little girl, was
born, and he writes to give his mother the good news, adding,
A little boy would have been nicer, but [ am quite as pleased
with a little davghter, and girls give less trouble and anxiety
than boys.'

To Proressor BERNAYS.

Tramsiation. 64 HicH STrEET, Febraary 23.

{ Sooner than I expected I have received from my publisher the
prospect of a third edition, and 1 write therefore to remind you of
your kind promise to send me some “ corrections and additions ; 7 it
wtiled be the more welcome, as a translation into German by Professor
C. Battger in Dessau is to appear at the same time, and the German
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reviewers have sharper eyes than the English ones. Last week 1 lived
In great disquietude, and the day before yesterday I became father for
the second time. Thank God, all passed over happily, but the anxiety
and trouble is so great, I feal quite exhansted and ill, and the doctor

sent me to bed, but I did not stay there long,
1 had a visit to-day from a Mohawk Indian ; he has learnt Latin

and Greek, he has come to Oxford to study here, but fancy ! he has
brought his feather garb with him, but according to the statutes of the
University, 1 am afraid he may not wear it. [ found the man Very
intelligent, and the savages more tolerant than many a civilized

man.
* Aufrecht has got the Professorship of Sanskrit in Edinburgh. 1t

wits affered to me (£500), but 1 could not make up my mind to leave
Oxford, and I am so glad to know that Aufrecht is now so well
provided for. T do not know whether you have ever met him. He
s just thinking of publishing a new edition of his &mdrian and Oscan

fuseriptions,
* Have you read the hyper-sceptic and somewhat arrogant book of

Sir Cornewall Lewis, Hirforical Survey of Ancient Astronomy !
Lepsius and Mommsen ought to answer him."

Oronhyatakha, the Mohawk mentioned above, was a most
interesting man. Dr. Acland had met him when he was in
Canada with the Prince of Wales, and said something which
the Indian interpreted as an invitation to Oxford, At all
events, early in 1862 he appeared, having been helped in his
passage-money by friends. With a wild man's feelings about
hospitality, he expected Dr. Acland to receive him in his
house, and provide for him. He had been well taught in
Canada at a missionary school, and funds were soon collected
to enable him to study at Oxford. He used to come regularly
to Max Miiller, who by dint of much questioning extracted
a skeleton grammar of the Mohawk tangue from him. Not
that he knew what grammar meant, but by getting him to
translate the English equivalents, a student could arrange the
grammatical framework. One day, when writing down some
declension or conjugation, Max Miller suddenly saw an
irregularity, and stopping him, said, ‘Why do you say that?
It ought to be so and so.' The Mohawk looked puzzled at

1 T
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first, and said, * What you say is the way my old grandmother
talked, but we now say as I have told you,' thus showing
the rapidity with which an unwritten language may change.
Oronhyatakha went on very well in Oxford, but some un-
favourable accounts were received of him from some of the
missionaries to the Red Indians, and it was thought best
to send him back to Canada. He was very unhappy, and
the day he came to say good-bye to Max Miller he looked
very fierce, and said, ‘1 buried my tomuhawk, but 1 know where
to find it He quieted down, however, on arriving in Canada,
where he trained as a medical man, and as such has done good
work among the settled portion of his own people.

The following letter was written by Max Miller to his old
friend Baroness Bunsen, on hearing of the death of her daughter,
Baroness Ungern-Sternberg : it shows that in the midst of his
own happiness he did not forget to “ weep with those that weep.'

6y Him STrEET, Afril 2.

oI saw in the papers the sad news of the loss you have suffered,
and though I fear almost to intrude on your gricf, which 1s sacred
ground, yet T cannot but send you a few words of sympathy to tell
you how deeply | share in your afliction. Vour husband’s death 1
feel to-day as keenly as when 1 first heard of it. I feel it as an afflic-
tion that has fallen, not on you only, but on all of us; the world is
changed since he has left it.  Life has lost something of its brightness
since those bright eyes and that bright sound of his voice closed.
Some part of ourselves is dead in his death. [ did not write to you
then, becanse words are such poor things, but I have mourned for
him: I always shall, not enly as for a friend, but as for a man such
a& [ shall mever see again. When 1 saw the loss of your young,
blooming daughter, all the happy days of Carlton Terrace came back
like a dream. How perfectly happy your life was then; it was hap-
piness even to watch it. And yet God knows that we want rain and
storm as much as sunshine, and He sends us both as seems best to
His love and wisdom. When all breaks down, He lifts us up. I
have myself suffered deep grief — for three days my wife's life was
despaired of. Tut when we feel quite crushed and forsaken and
alone, we then feel the real presence of our truest Friend, who, whether
by joys or sorrows, is always calling us to Him, and leading us to that
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true Home where we shall find Him, and in Him all we loved, with
Him all we believed, and through Him all we hoped for and aspired
to on earth. Our broken hearts are the tricst earnest of everlasting
life, May He who alone can send comfort help you to bear the
afffiction which He has sent. My wife begs me to add the expres-

sion of her deep sympathy, and I remain, with sincere regard,
“Yours very truly, M. M.

To wis MoTHER,

Translation. Oxronp, Aprd 6.

*1am hard at work, and am printing my Fedr and a thicd edition
of my Lecturss.  Our garden is very gay, full of tulips and hyacinths,
and isa great amusement to us. 1 get but little time for reading.
I read the Mendelssohn Jetters with great delight. They are fn-
teresting to those who knew the man, and show his great amiability,
but the right pith is wanting sometimes. They have been trans-
lated Into English. [ have not yet seen Varnhagen's new volume.
The weather here is very bad, and Oxford is surrounded with water.'

To ms Wire.
April 19, OXFORD,

It is so difficult not to lead a selfish life, placed as we are, with all
our duties at home and with hardly any duties to fulfil which are
really painful, 1 feel I cught to work, and do nothing but work, but
then [ like my work, and though 1 believe in the end it will answer
some good and important purpose, yet whatever 1 do redounds to
my own benefit too. . . . I sametimes think [ ought to give more
time to you and to society, but 1 have a feeling that time is so pre-
civas, and I havea good work before me, and I should like, with God's
assistance, to finish it. It will scrve to show the glory of God in the
government of the world from the beginning ; it will show that there
was no portion of mankind ever forsaken by our common Father;
and though His ways with the various races of men are wonderful,
and at first very perplexing, we must learn from God and not attempt
to prescribe to Him how He might better have brought about His
mysterious purposes with the sons of men.  Well, 1 feel | ought not
to forsake that work; small as it may seem, it will be an important
element hereafter for a true appreciation of the history of the world
~— that great drama in which nothing is without a purpose and a
meaning, from the beginning to the end. Much of my work at
present is only clearing away rubbish, and woold not interest you,
but there is a temple underneath. as will appear by-and-hy.!

Tz
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M. Stanislas Julien had persuaded him to send in his Lecfures
on Lamguage in competition for the Prix Volney. On July 29
he received the following letter from M. Flourens, the head of
the Commission, announcing his success : —

InsTrTeT DE FrANCE, fuly 28.
¢ MoxsIEUR, — Permetter-mol de vous annoncer que la Commis-
sion du Prir Folwey a décerné, tout d'une voix, le prix & votre bel

OUVIAEE.
* Le plus ignorant de vos juges, et le plus heureux de votre succis,
¢ FLOURENS."

Translation, *Sir,— Allow me to announce to you that the Commission
of the Prix Volney have unanimously adjudged the prize to your beautiful
work, The most ignomnt of your judges and the most happy at your sue-

cess, — FLOURENS

It will be remembered this was the second time the prize
had been awarded to Max Miiller, as author of the best work
on language, written in any language during the year,

To HiS MoTHER.

Translation. Oxrorn, May 29.
¢1 am very well, though 1 have so much work. I do not know
often how 1 shall get through it all. 1 have so many examinations —
six to get through in the next two months. It is tedious work, bot
brings in money. How I wish you could see our garden. The
roses and pinks are coming out, and all looks o fresh, and s a great
delight to us. The middle of June we think of going to London for

a fortnight to see the Exhibition,’

The Kingsleys came to stay with the Max Millers this year
for Commemoration, bringing their eldest daughter. Jenny
Lind, who came for one of the concerts, dined one evening to
meet them, and as many people were asked to meet her as the
rooms would hold. Deichmann, the violinist, was of the party,
and there was also some good amateur singing, but the host
and hostess could not ask their distinguished guest to sing.
At last, she herself walked to the piano, and sang, accompanied
by her husband, five songs by Schumann, one after another.
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It was very hot weather, and the windows were all open, and
High Street filled rapidly at the first sound of the great singer’s
voice, which rang out into the night, and was heard for a con-
siderable distance. Mr. Tuckwell recalls the scene in his
reminiscences : —

*I was his guest sometimes in his pretty house opposite the Mag-
dalen elms, where played Deichmann —

Whose bowing seemed made

For a hand with a jewel —
where Jenny Lind warbled, and Charles Kingsley stammered in im-
passioned fife a tde)

Another reminiscence of Mr. Tuckwell’s belongs to this year.
Max Miiller * consulted me about two matters in which, strange
to say, I was better informed than he —the art of budding
roses, and the conduct of marine aguaria. He watched me
one day in our garden putting in some buds, and tried his
hand, but gave it up presently, saying, “ While you are bud-
ding a dozen standards, I can earn £5 by writing an article'*’

Duting this year more than one letter passed between Max
Miller and his old friend Dr. Patteson, the Missionary Rishop
of Melanesia, who had found the Zectures on Zanguage a great
help to him in studying the many dialects of his scattered
diocese,

The Rev. R. H. Codrington writes: —

To Mgs. Max MOLLER,

57. RicHARD'S WALK, CHICHESTER,
March 6, 1901,

+ *One thing I very well remember, and that was the bishop's
personal affection for your husband. 1 don't see that Miss Yonge
has mentioned in her Life of the bishop that they met at Dresden
when both were young men. The bishop certainly cherished the
memaory of those times, and when he talked, as he often used, of the
great work of the Professor at Oxford, he used always to speak as
a warm friend, not as fellow worker in languages or a learner. He
always gave a copy of the Lectures o the Science af Language (when
be could get one) to men who joined the misslon, and he advised us
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to start with as moeh knowledge of that book as we could get. For
my own part, | am sure that | never should have made any progress
in the study of Melanesian languages but for the help and encourage-
ment that 1 got in that way, and afterwards when on my return for
a time to England 1 was wishing to write something. My own grati-

tude will never fail. . . . Yours very sincerely,
‘R, H. CoprpieToxs.

Frosm Bisuor PATTESON.
Avckraxn, N.Z., May 3o, 1862,

iMy DEAR MiiLLer,—1 am very glad to have your book, and
more glad still to have a copy of it from you. Edwin Palmer sent
me a copy two or three months ago. I have not read it yet, reserv-
ing itas a treat for my sea life, which begins again now in about
ten days. 1 wish I could write to you fully about these Melanesian
languages. [ don’t know enough of them to write briefly, and I don’t
want to take up your time. Gabelentz has sent me his Grammar.
I am in communication with him. He is on the right track, and
has done a great deal with exceedingly scanty materials.

“ The division usually made between Polynesian and Melanesian
dialects is an arbitrary one. It is true that east of the Fiji group the
Palynesian language is met with in a much purer form than in the
West Pacific, but Fiji is more than hall Polynesian; its structure
almost wholly so; and the Polynesian element is carried, to my cer-
tain knowledge, through all the Banks Islands and all the New
Hebrides, and it comes out very clearly in several of the Solomon

p; and 1 found it well developed the other day when I first
landed at Ysabel, and found that 1 could talk somewhat to the peo-

ple after a short time.
¢] believe I might say almost as much of the Santa Cruz Archi-
pelago, but I don’t know as much. The Loyalty Islands contain
but few affinities with the Polynesian, 1 don’t mean (o say that
these dialects cannot be classified by one who knows a little of
philalogy ; 1 could prove it to you, if you were here, in five minutes,
I am sure; and [ am satisfied that if a man had the ability and
knowledge of all the dialects, he could reconstruct the original lan-
or something very near it, just as one puts togethera child’s
puzzle. Practically, till one knows a good many of them, they of
course appear to be, and have to be learnt, as separate unconnected
languages ; the difference aof dialect being often very wide.
£ What an indication of the jealousy and suspicion of their lives the
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extraordinary multiplicity of these languages affords. In each gen-
eration, for aught I know, they diverge more and more ; provincial-
Isms and local words, &c., perpetually introduce new causes of
perplexity,

* Well, enough of this; and indeed I have no time to study these
languages scientifically, so how cn I write about them ? 1 need
not tell jou that I heartily regret the blunder about the Sanskrit
Professorship. From Sir Wm, Martin I have heard something of
you; he met you, you may remember, at Oxford.. If you can find
time to send me a line, | shall be very glad; but T know you are
much occupied.

‘1 am, my dear Miller, very sincerely yours,
‘], C. PATTESON, Missionary Bishop.'

When the Commemoration was over, the Max Millers spent
a fortnight in London, to see the Exhibition, They dined out
constantly with their many friends. At a dinner at Mr. William
Longman’s, a Frenchman who was of the party, and was partic-
ularly anxious to make Max Miiller's acquaintance, was over-
heard in the course of the evening to say, ‘I did not know a
manmlmmedshaﬂbesavezyyoung!'

To M. Wimrtasn Loncaas.
OxFoRDy Sy 27.

1 knew that you will be glad to hear that my Lecturer have just
been awarded the Prix Volney by the French Academy. The prize
is given for the hest work on Comparative Philology, and it is open
to all countries. The prize is only 1,200 francs, but it is very pleas-
ant to have got it, and I hope it will help to sell the third edition,’

To ms Wire.
Loxnox, fuly 7.
‘All T can say is that 1 have heard and read the worst that can be
said against our religion—1 mean the true original teaching of
Christ; and I feel that I am ready in mind, if not in body, to lay
down my life for the truth of His teaching, All our difficulties arise
from the dactrines of men, not from His doctrine. There is no out-
ward evidence of the truth of His doctrine, but the Spirit of God
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that is within s, He testifieth to its truth. If it does nat, we are
not yet disciples of Christ, but we may be hereafter. But more of
that later. Be certain of this, that to repress a doubt is to repress
the spirit of truth; a doubt well spoken out is generally a doubt
solved. Only all this requires great seriousness of mind — it must
assume an importance greater than anything else in life, and then we
can fight our way through it. God is with us in our struggles.’

To Rev. CHARLES KINGSLEY.
Augrast.

‘Ranke (T%he Foper, &c.) is staying here for a week, and very
anxious to make your acquaintance.  Could you come here for a day
to see him ? . He dines with us next Saturday, but any other day
will do. Next Monday Ewald will be here; he has been here for a
fortnight, but comes back all the way from Penrith to see Stanley.
If our spare room is occupied (we expect the Walronds), we can
always get you a bed close by. I think you would like Ewald —
maore even than Ranke.'

Ewald's visit has been fully described in the Auwdobiopraphy,
and the way he was cross-examined by some of the younger
M.A.s. He was a most loveable old man in privite intercourse,
though a fiery opponent of anything like political tyranny.
His power of work was almost phenomenal : he would spend
the whole day at the Bodleian, moving across to the Camera
when the great library closed, sometimes returning there again
after a late dinner. Capon Farrar records an incident of this

visit of Ewald to Oxford : —

¢ Ranke and Ewald were both in Oxford in the middle of the Long
Vacation. I determined to ask them to dinner together, though 1
dreaded a little friction between them, of Gittingen persws Berlin,
and of Theology versws Modern History, [ asked Canon Stanley
and Miiller to meet them. It was due to Miller’s extreme tact that
conversation was kept up and yet friction avoided. Ranke, oddly
encugh, had his head full of the probable danger to be apprehended
in reference to European politics from Servia and Bulgaria (which
afterwards proved true), and we could not get him to talk with
interest on anything else.  Miiller showed his cleverness and shrewd
common sense by imparting a vein of humour to the conversation,
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which prevented a painful outburst of disagreement ; for Miiller had
a vein of true humour, It was not sallies of wit, abrupt outbursts of
the comic, but a playful fun which fowed like a purling brook, inter-
twining itsell with conversation, and which put crooked spirits in

harmony.
‘I have already implied that Miiller had remarkable powers of con-

versation : he was always lively and always instructive.  His mastery
of English, both in voice and pronunciation, and of purity of style in
writing, was a marvel. To this ought to be added a pellucid clear-
ness of exposition and description, even in most ahstract subjects,
which is seen to some extent in his German tracts as well as more
conspicuously in his English writings. His syntax was so free from
entanglement, and his language so forceful and expressive, that no
reader had to halt to ask himself the meaning of what he read.’

It was in the course of the summer that Max Miiller received
an interesting account from Dr, Martin Hang, director of San-
skrit studies at the College of Poona, of a great assembly of
Brahmin Pundits held outside the town, in order to correct
their MSS, of the £fg-veds by the three first published volumes
of his great edition. The Pundits would not touch the books
themselves, as the printing made them impure, an idea having
got abroad that cows’ blood was used in mixing the ink em-
ployed. But they sat in solemn conclave for some days, and
Max Miiller's carefully prepared text was read aloud, and the
MSS. corrected by it. *Their judgement,’ says Dr. Haug, “is to
this effect. This edition must be written by a great Pundit
versed in the Fedas and Sdstras (veda-sdstra sampanum), the
highest title of honour of a learned man in India' Dr. Haug
then speaks of the difficulty of getting trustworthy copies of
ancient Sanskrit MSS. ‘Not that there are no good MSS.
existing, but they are to be found generally in the possession
of rich superstitious Brahmans, who do not admit Europeans to
their libraries, and when copies are made for Sahibs, they are
made intentionally bad and incomplete. One of my Brahman
friends told me this the other day.'

The following letter is the first of a correspondence which
was carried on till within a few months of Mr. Gladstone's
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death. An ardent Liberal from his University days, Max
Mitller was a great admirer of Mr. Gladstone, and a member
of his Oxford committees till his rejection by the University in
1865. But Max Muller could not follow Mr. Gladstone’s Home
Rule policy, and was a determined Unionist, a Liberal Unionist,
and in the contests in the borough of Oxford voted * blue’ for
the Inst ten years of his life, though his deep respect for Mr.
Gladstone’s intellectoal gifts, and the spell cast by his person-
ality, remained in full force to the last,

To THE Rigar Hox. W. E. GLADSTONE.
64 Hicu STREET, Sepdember 3, 1862,

fMy Dear Sm,— [ beg to thank you for your kind letter. [t was
a true gratification to me to hear that my Lectures have attracted
your attention, and that on the whole you approved of them. [ am
fully and painfully aware of the many and doubtful points in them,
but 1 am quite satisfied if 1 have only succeeded in engaging the
interest of a few thoughtful scholars in favour of a science which 1
feel convinced has still to teach us many important lessons, The
sooner my book is superseded by a better one the better. [ hope
next spring to give a new series of Lectures on the same subject, and
intend then to enter more fully into the relation between Language
and Thought, particularly in ancient times. One of the most import-
ant fields where the influence of language on thought —the Tartar's
bow, as Bacon calls it— has been at work, is Ancient Mythology, but
at the same time nothing is so beset with difficulties as the scientific
analysis of mythological names. They belong to a very primitive
stratum of language, and are full of anomalies; yet even these anom-
alies point to laws which determine their formation. Uil these laws
are discovered, until we can aceaunt for every Jetter, whether radical
or formative, in the names of the Aran gods, all guesses at their
original conception must be checked. [t is almost a truism, but
nevertheless a very impaortant truth in the Science of Language, that
the first meaning of every word is its etymological meaning. That
meaning may grow and change, it may shift to the opposite pole of
the compass; vet, if we want to know the first impulse which led 1o
the farmation of certain names and notions — of wema or wamEra
—the only answer, if any, must be given by etymology. Now as to
the names of Ares to which you refer in your letter, I confess that |
know nothing at all satisfactory as to its ctymology. 1 cannot find
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out (1) whether "Agps shows any signs of an initial Digamma, viz.
whether the root from which it is derived, began with a semi-vowel
or with a vowel; (2) | am puzzled by the accent of "Apys, for in
adjectives in ys the aceent is generally on the last; (3) I am per
plexed by the declension where, as far as [ know. no crasis ever takes
place in the Gen. eos, & Till these difficulties are removed, it is
impossible to fix on any ctymology, or rather [ should say, no ety-
mology can be satisfactory which does nat account for all these
anomalies. T think it was in your book on Homer that | read the
last account of Ares; (I have not got it by me to-day), but [ have
no doubt that you are right in representing Ares as a Thracian god.
The coincidence between Aria as the name of Thrace and Ares is
therefore curious. But how are the two words to be reconciled ?  If
Ares shows traces of an initial Digamma it could not come from the
root from which we have Aria; nor could Ares he an adjective or
other derivative of Aria, 1 know of no god mamed originally from a
country, rather are the names of countries derived from the names
of gods. But again in this cise "Apys would never lead to "Apea, it
would be"Apns.  These are nothing but doubts and misgivings, and
I have nothing else to say on the subject, but as to dppy its ety-
mology is clear. It has the initial Digamma and iz identical with
the Sanskrit vevshan. "Avyp again is, 1 believe, the Sanskrit nara
or nré, man. In Greek words there is frequently a vowel prefixed 1o
an initial N, D, L, Bh; for instance:—

Sk. nAman, name, dropa.
Sk. nakha, nail, diné.
Sk. bhrd, brow, depis.
Sk. navan, nine, divén
Sk. rudhira, red, fpufinds,
Sk. laghu, light, Iayvs.

*1 confess I know of no instance where in Greek an & is prefixed
to an initial y; it is always € or o, but we find a before g, in

Sk. star, Engl. star, dorjp (stella=sterula).

Whatever therefore may be the etymology of Ares, dppygr and demp
point to two distinct roots, and neither of these would yield a satis-
Bclory explanation of Ares. I should have answered your note
before, but T had promised to send the MS. of the fourth volume of
my edition of the Fadiz to the Press by Satarday night, and I had to
work from morning till evening to keep my promise. 1 hope you
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will excuse the delay of my answer, and I only regret that it is so
little satisfactory. Believe me to be, my dear sir, Your obedient
servant and sincere admirer.!

The fourth volume of the Rir-pedis was now finished. The
preface had required long and careful work, as Max Miiller
had to answer various criticisms on his Awcient Sanskeit
Literature, and the dates he had there assigned to the hymns
of the Rip-veda; Wilson and Whitney agreeing in considering
these limits as too narrow, whilst other critics considered them
too wide. In his preface therefore Max Miiller felt it necessary
to enter fully into the question as to whether the age of the
Vedic hymns could be fixed by astronomical evidence — and
this led to the further question whether the Indian Nakshatras
or divisions of the heavens into twenty-seven equal parts were
of Indian origin, or derived from a foreign country ; a contro-
versy which had been carried on with some acrimony, Biot the
great astronomer claiming to have proved the Chinese origin
of the Nakshatras, in which he was supported by Lassen.

The theory which now counts the greatest number of sup-
porters attributes to the Nakshatras a Babylonian origin, whence
they spread eastward to both Hindus and Chinese. Max Miller
in his prefice tried to establish the Indian origin of the Nak-
shatras, and adds some valuable notes from Professor Donkin
and Mr. Main the Radcliffie Observer, giving the positions of
the moon and planets 1424 mc:  All this was reprinted asa
separate pamphlet under the title of Anclent Hindu Astronemy
and Chronology. He further defends himself against various
critics who complained that he ‘did not enter into all the eon-
troverted points, the theories, guesses, doubts, assertions, and
counter-assertions of various scholars,” and assures them that he
did not shrink from the trouble of examining them, but that he
believed it *to be our duty to learn to distinguish between what
is important and what is not. We only retard the discovery of
truth by entering into every bypath on the right and on the left.
The straight line is always the best, the simplest machinery the
most perfect.  If we can prove our point without a great appa-
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ratus of so-called learning, it is our duty to do so. He sweeps
cleanest that makes the least dost.'

Max Miiller apologizes for the delay in bringing out this
volume in these words 1 —

‘For a time it was doubtful whether the funds necessary for the
completion of the Avg-seda would be provided. This cansed uncer-
tainty and delay. When 1 resumed my work, my time was no
longer my own, and there were more urgent occupations which left
me but scant leisure for the prosecution of my Sanskrit stodies.
Had I been allowed to devote, | do not say the whole, but at Jeast
one-half of my time to the study of Sanskrit and the carrying on
ol my edition of the Kirpede, the present volume would have been
poblished long ago. The M55, of the Commentary of Siyard are
very infedor for these later portions, the number of passages hope-
lessly corruptand imperfect is constantly increasing,  There Is many
a short line in these notes which represents the results of hours, nay

of days and weeks of hard work.”

Max Miiller again acknowledges the help given him by Dr.
Aufrecht, who though he had long ceased to be his secretary,
had been living on in Oxford. The preface contains a warm
tribute to the memory of Professor Wilson : * Wilson had lived
through almost the whole history of Sanskrit scholarship, and
had taken part in nearly every important work that marked
an epoch in the study of Indian literature, history, and
religifn. Every one of his own works represents a new con-
quest. He never followed, he was always first.” Finally, in
dwelling on the translation of the Rip-vedls, begun by Wilson,
to be carried on by Ballantyne, Max Miiller points out the
great difficulty of making a thoroughly clear translation of the
whaole : —

‘Some portions, 1 confess, 1 consider as hopeless, as likely to
resist all attempts at interpretation, but there is no reason to dleapair.
The Rig-veda is the most ancient book of the Aryan world. Every
hymn, every verse, every word that can be deciphered in it is a gain.
These hymns represent the lowest stratum in the growth of the
human mind that can be reached anywhere by means of contempo-
rancous literature,”
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Max Miller was so thoroughly exhausted by the summer's
work, that he found it necessary to get a change before Term.
He and his wife went for a fortnight to Tenby, which he thor-
oughly enjoyed, visiting Manorbier, Carew, Pembroke, and
other ruins with keen interest, and searching for sea beasts for
his aquarium in Oxford with the zest of a boy. On their way
back a visit was paid to a relative near Swansea, where the
large copper-works of his wife's family were inspected with
great interest, Max Miiller particularly enjoying the part-sing-
ing of the men employed at the works, during their dinner
hour. He had not heard Welsh singing and voices before,
and was much struck with the natural and national tum for
music, as a strong contrast to the absence of it in the English

labourer and artisan.

To PrOFESS0R BERNAYS.
Translaiion. December 14.

i1 will not let the old year slip past without once more shaking
hands with you —as well as it is possible from this great distance.
It is 5o lobg since I heard from you, or from any of my German
friends. I am afraid it may be my fault. | wanied to finish the
fourth volume of my Feda, and o 1 could not find time for anything
else, nor did I think of anything else. But now 1 have finished and
I feel like a snake that has just cast her skin, and is now going forth
for further prey. In the new Germany 1 see no sign of life, and 1
doubt whether we shall live to see what our fithers hoped #, real-
ized. Uhland, one of the last noble, faithful, patriotic men, had
been hoping for so long — but he too has been_called away without
having lived to see the morning dawn. When I think of Bunsen
in 1848, and of his sure, prophetic hopes! and he too is gone
and owls =it in the eagle’s nest, which he had built up here in Lon-
don. Here in England we possess personal and political freedom,
and that is such a blessing —it is like the fresh sea-air, but it is
habeas corgier, not kabeas animum. The spiritual struggle proceeds
slowly, and the dogged resistance is great, and the passion of perse-
cution would do honour to the sixteenth century. Bishop Colenso
appeals to the English mercantile understandings ; it makes more

impression than all that tastes of mind.
‘ The book will amuse you. Jowett has somewhat retired, and is
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at work at his edition of Plato's Refadlic. Stanley fights very
bravely; he has just published lectures on the femink Chuwreh, first
Serles, which produce an effect in England, but will hardly be ap-
preclated in Germany,

‘ Pattison sits still, says little, but thinks so much. His young
wife Is a little too young for him, | am afmid, but he is well and of
good cheer. To-morrow night there will be some acting a1 his house
in the College! How is your work getting on? and what are your
p\Iaﬂs for the future? Shall we meet anywhere next year? 1 hope
to go. o Germany next summer, but before that I have to give a
course of lectures in London, about the material and spiritual ele-

ment in Language. My old lectures are appearing now in a
German tranzlation, also ltalian and French translations are to
appear, and [ am reproduced in America, | hope the next volume
will be an improvement, but whether people will like it, is another

question.
“How I wish you could see my home here in Oxford —1 wish

indeed for no better. I have altogether given up having any wishes
atall,and [ enjoy the most beautiful happiness which life has to offer
—a good wife and two healthy children,

¢ Aufrecht is Professor in Edinburgh, happily married to a pretty
cultured wife with independent means ; he writes most happily, and
the sunshine has driven away the old clouds of envy and suspicion.
In ald friendship.

The Christmas was spent at Ray Lodge, but very quietly,
for the awful distress in Lancashire, owing to the ‘cotton
famine' caused by the American war, weighed on all hearts
and all purses. Superfluous luxuries were cut off in almost
every honsehold, and except a tiny Christmas tree for the
children, there were no presents, all money that could be
spared going weekly to the fund for the thousands starving
in the North—from no fault of their own.

By the middle of January Max Miller was quictly settled
again in Oxford, and busy with the preparation of the second
course of lectures on the Science of Language for the Royal
Institution. His course of lectures this Term in Oxford were
on Bopp's Cemparative Grammar, Towards the close of the
month he heard that the fourth volume of the Rig-veda, the
first dedicated to the Queen, had been received at Osborne,
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and that ¢ Her Majesty appreciated the learning and erudition
that must have been employed in its production, and that it
and the three first volumes sent at the same time (beautifully
bound in morocco and gold) would form a valuable addition
to the Royal Library.' Socon after he heard from his old
friend and teacher Professor Brockhaus in Leipzig: *Your
lectures on the Science of Language have, as you know, found
many admirers here, and every one is looking forward to
your new volume.'

The London lectures were even more crowded than the
first course. Max Miller found them more fatiguing, for the
course was longer, and he went up and down from Oxford,
only sleeping in London if engaged to dine out. Towards the
close of the course he delivered a Friday evening lecture on
* The Vedas,! to an enormous audience, people sitting on every
step of the staircases, and standing in the gangways. This
lecture was repeated in substance two years later at Leeds,
and will be found in the first edition of Chigs, Volume L

To ProrFesson DERNAYVE.
Transiation. Oxrorn, March 3, 1863.

$What you say about the German translation is just what 1 feel,
I have not wished for a translation but cannot prevent it being done,
and therefore have to leave the rest to the judgement of the pub-
lisher. In no case should I undertuke to write differently for Ger-
many than for England. My manner of writing may look learned
or unlearned, that is the same to me. 1 know it costs more labour to
think out a subject so that it can be clearly stated, than to bring it
to light half digested and with all its threads entangled. 1 work for
no class in particular, nor for a definite purpose, and 1 recognize
only one duty, which renders our wark responsille, £ the promot=
ing of truth ; and nothing is true which is not perfectly clear. There
are some hard nuts hidden in my lectures, the cracking of which has
tried the teeth of some obscure scholars; but the honest ones among
them will confess this, and will gratefully accept the cleanly peeled
kernel. 1 could have made an immense noise, had 1 cracked all my
bard nuts before the public, and many empty ones might have been
mixed up with them without the readers noticing it. But that sort
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of thing I consider wrong, and I shall never be Infected by the
aristocratic arrogance of scholars. 1 can well believe, that if 1 had
written five unreadahble volumes instead of one small volume, the sale
in Germany would have been more rapid.

“What 1 have worked out may be good or bad, but each cultivated
man, be he an Englishman or a Kaffir, knows what I am driving at
and how matters stand. That was not always the case with Bunsen.
With all respect for his knowledge, his proofs were not always
absolutely convincing, firm or healthy. But I am quite prepared to
see my translation abused in Germany; never mind. faflure with an
honest conscience is better than success with a sacrifice of what one
really thinks. [If you want to read obscure books about language,
read Humbeldt, or should you wish to read obscure, siperficial
books, read Steinthal, &c., &c. How such things can be endured in
Germany, | do not understand, and I expect no political or religions
freedom till the literary cobwebs are swept away. Now, you will
say, “ Lion, you have roared effectively!™  [Liwe. guf gebriilie 1], but
I think we understand each other in spite of all. 1 have not yet
seen Bunsen's letters, but I will try to get them. 1 sit here toiling
away at the Feda, and feel heartily tired of the whole business. —

In faithful love.’

To H1s WIFE,
Oxrorn, March 14.

1 shall live this week like a hermit and try to get on with my
lectures. You see, | must work hard, for that is what we are all
meant to do, and though it may seem to deprive us of some of the
enjoyment of life, it really increases real happiness, it makes one fecl
that one does not live for nothing, and one enjoys one’s holidays
with a much stouter heart. 1 hope our summer will be a very happy
one; but till then there is still a good deal of work to be gone through.

To ms MoTHER.
Franslation. Oxronrn, March, 1863

*1 live in ane perpetoal trot, and shall be glad when my lectures
in London are over. In the summer [ will amuse mysell. 1f I can
Eet away early in June 1 think of going with G. to Pars; the
middle of July 1 must return for the examination of the Indian
civilians, which lasts a fortnight. When that is over we shall go to
Germany. But I must have good air, so 1 think we will meet you in
Dresden, and all go together to the Lake of Geneva, for 1 feel in

1 I
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myself that I want bracing, and Dresden does not do for that. 1
only grieve that we shall thus see so little of Augusta and Krug.
Our great difficulty is about the children. The little one certainly
must not go, the doctor forbids it, so the question is about Ada.
I don't think I could bear to be so long without her, nor G. either,
and yet the long journey is not good at her age. We discuss it
every day, and can come to no decision. 1 can make no fixed plan

t, I am so overpowered with work; but I hope all will be as we
wish, and that we may enjoy the summer happily together.’

To ProFEssoR TVYNDALL.
Oxrorb, March 14.

¢ Accept my best thanks for your kind help in providing me with
a most excellent Siren for my lecture yesterday. My andience
seemed delighted with it, though 1 am sorry to say it teok up more
of my time than | had to spare. 1 shall have to finish my lecture
next Saturday, but I shall not trouble you either for the Siren or for
any other experiment, as 1 must get on with my subject, and cannot
afford any more amusements, 1 am much pleased with Helmholt's
book, and should give a great deal to be able to hear yvour lectures
on Sound, and to see some of the experiments which, though so well
described by Helmholtz, are yel Imperfect and unsatisfactory on
paper.

{ Do you mot think that if our scales were properly constructed, all
harmonies would be necessarily harmoniouws, and oot inharmonious,

as they are now after the yth?’

Easter was spent at Ray Lodge, with many old friends
staying in the house, who all *enjoyed Miller's music,’ says
a contemporary diary.

To uis WirFe.
April 7.

‘When I ordered your fly, | found Mrs, —— in great distress :
her baby had died on Sunday quite suddenly. I went to see the
little child, and it looked so calm, and peaceful, and yet that poor
mother woulid have given her very life to have had that Iittle soul
back. It was heartrending to see her, and I could give her but little
comfort, but it was a solemn sight. What a small line it is that
separates us and all that we love here from that life which waits for
us, and why should we be so unwilling to go home, for here our home
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is not, and the great wrench must come, and happy are those who
have passed through it.  Yet when [ looked on that fittle child that
had been playing about but a few days ago, and then thought of
our little darlings, I felt it must be fearful to part with them, if one
did not feel that a happier life is in store for thém than what they
would have found here.  And with all this misery going on every-
where, one lives on and laughs and takes it all as 2 matter of cotirse,
whereas if one looks into life as it is, one wonders how one can ever
forget it again, and ever care again for the littlenesses of which pur
pleasures and our pride consist here. Ernsf isf dies Leben, 5o says
the German proverh, and very true it is.’

It was at this time that Max Miller first met with Sir
George Cox's admirable books on mythology.  Sir George
seems to have sent him Zhe Zules of Thebes and Aryor,
and the following letter is the beginning of a correspondence
on Comparative Mythology, spread over many years. The
Editor owes these letters to Sir George Cox to the kindness
of the Rev. R. W, Rees of Manchester, into whose hands they
had passed,

To Rev. G. Cox.
Rav LonGe, Aprif 16, 1863,

‘DEaR Sm, —. . . T was delighted when reading your Zieles,! and
I frel convinced that in the form in which you have given them these
myths are nearer to what they originally were than in any of the
works of the Mythographer, whether ancient or modern, | never felt
5o strongly that on the whole the principles of Comparative Mytho-
logy are right than when | saw them applied as you have applied
them. [ do not despair that we shall discoverand disentangle many
maore of the complicated myths of the Aryan nations, though [ know
but too well that the ground is treacherous and requires great
caution. Yours with sincere regard, Max MULLER."

The end of April Max Maller went to London as one of the
deputation from the University of Oxford, to present the address
of cangratulation to the Prince of Wales on his marriage. The
Prince of Wales graciously promised to honour his 4/ma Mater
with his presence at Commemoration, accompanied by the Prin-

1 OF Thebes and Argos,
Ua
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cess. As is the custom on such occasions, His Royal Highness
sent in the names of those whom he desired should receive the
honarary degree of D.C.L- Among these appeared the name
of Charles Kingsley, one of the Prince’s chaplains. At once Dr.
Pusey opposed the degree in Council, on the ground that Ay-
patia, Mr. Kingsley's finest work, was fmmoral, Charles Kings-
Jey's friends, among whom may be mentioned Dr, Stanley, Dr.
Raolleston, and Max Miiller, were very indignant, and the day
that the name was finally to be voted on in Council, Dr. Stan-
ley appeared armed with a copy of Hypatia borrowed from Max
Milller, which still has all the passages marked in it, used by Dr.
Stanley in opposing the Professor of Hebrew. But though the
name might have been carried in Council, a vote of nen placel
was threatened in the Theatre, in the very presence of the
Prince, and to avoid so scandalous a scene, Charles Kingsley's
friends withdrew his name. A few days later Max Miller had
a letter from Mrs. Kingsley which is given here by permission.
In sending it on to his wife, who was away from home, Max
says: ‘I enclose an excellent letter from Mrs. Kingsley, for
which she deserves more than a D.C.L. degree. I am curious
to know how the Prince will take it, and I am only afraid that
he will never know how badly people behaved.’

From Mps, KiNGSLEY.
Everstey RecTory, Wednesday.

i My DEAR MAX, — Charles is away at Whitchurch fishing, so he
will not receive your meast kind letter till to-morrow. I have wrilten
by this post to the Rollestons that they may fill up their rooms, merely
saying that unavoidable circumstances will keepus at home on Juoe 15,
and I do hope they will not think us ungrateful and changeable. 1
have no doubt there is some wise reason for this great disappointment,
and perhaps the great honor under all circumstances which we should
have felt it to be, would have been very bad for us. It is so difficult
to be perfectly single-minded, even in a little parsonage, that perhaps
it is  great blessing to be eaved the Theatre of Oxford, which may
not be the best soil for the growth of such a virtue ; and I am sure |
longed too vehemently for the sight of my dear hushand in a scarlet
gown for it to have done me any good. Depend upon us both for not
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mentioning the subject. Tt will always be associated with the pleasant
and grateful remembrance of powr kindness, dear Max, and Dr.
Stanley's—and I shall try hard to let it abliterate Dr. Pusey and his
Christian hatred. Oh ! it is a great mercy to live in a parsonage re-
mote from couris and courtlers, and even doctors of divinity. Best

love to dearest G. and delicious Ada.
“Yours ever affectionately, F. E. KinGsLEy.!

Early in June the Max Miillers went to Paris, leaving their
children at Ray Lodge. Here they passed a delightful month
in constant intercourse with many of the most distinguished
members of the literary world of Paris, a world that all along
kept entirely aloof from the brilliant but evil Court of Louis
Napoleon. One evening was spent with the Mohls, Madame
Mohl still keeping up on a smaller scale the safon of the earlier
part of the century. On this occasion Madame Mohl, who was
about to start for her annual visit to London, amused her guests
by parading all the bonnets she had provided for her expedition,
and trying them on, one after another. Ounly those who re-
member Madame Mohl's quaint, almost bizarre, appearance can
imagine the droll effect as one by one the smart Parisian bon-
nets were essayed, and the verdict of her guests, male and
female, eagerly expected. Renan's house too was often visited,
with its rooms hung with some of the best portraits by Ary
Scheffer, Madame Renan being his niece, daughter of Henr
Scheffer, whose fine portrait occupied a conspicuous place. Max
Miiller attended the meetings at the Institute as a correspond-
ing member, and he and his wife were both present the day that
M. Mignet pronounced the éfoge on Lord Macaulay, It wasa
fine scene; the hall surmounted by its great dome was well
filled by the members of the Institute, all wearing the beantiful
habit brodé chosen by Richelien, and ladies in the gayest of
summer dresses. Mignet's melodious voice sounded clearly
throngh the vast assemblage, and his words were so distinctly
pronounced, they were like words cut out of marble, whilst it
was a pleasure to watch each movement of his singularly beau-
tiful mouth, The oration itself was magnificent.
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The following letter must be about this date :—

To Rev. F. (now Dear) FARRAR.

“My DEAR Sir,— I am so sorry that we can never meet in peace
and exchange views: letters and books are cumbersome ways af
mutual explanation, and 1 do not know how it is that I can mever
bring myself to believe that people hold different views on matters
accessible to seientific treatment, unless for some reason ar other they
wish to do so. When I read your books I can fully enter into all you
mean, and yet 1 do not feel the least disturbed in my own views.
Our real differences refer to ficts, and these fortunately are amenable
to scientific tests. In my lectures, as you say quite rightly, [ have not
sid half of what 1 meant to say, perhaps what 1 ought to have said.
It did not seem to me the place for it.  But I mean to give another
lecture specially on the Antiquity of Language, and then you, or at
all events your friends, will be surprised to see how little we differ,
although we seem to be diametrically opposed. | could have ex-
plained this to you in half an hour of conversation, but T cannot do
it by letter, and I shudder at controversy, and have had that homor

all my life.'

After three weeks in England for examination work, Max
Miiller and his wife started for Germany, leaving both of their
children behind. They stopped at Bonn to see Baroness Bun-
sen and Professor Bernays, but Max Miiller was again disap-
pointed in making his intimate friend acquainted with his wife,
as it was the time of the Black Fast, the fall of Jernsalem ; and
Bernays could not go anywhere, and only saw Max Miiller for
about an hour. After joining his mother at Chemnitz, and tak-
ing her and his sister with them to Leipzig and Dessan, the Max
Miillers went on to Berlin to see Max's friend Morier, and
whilst there were commanded to Potsdam to dine with the
Crown Prince and Princess of Prussia. Nothing could exceed
the kindness with which they were received, though the wvisit
was shorter than had been intended by the royal hosts, as the
Crown Prince had been suddenly summoned to Gastein, where
the King and Bismarck were taking the waters. On arriving the
guests were driven about the park till the two o'clock dinner,
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It was intensely hot weather, and the dinner was in the open air.
Afterwards the royal children were brought in by their English
nurses: Princess Charlotte of Saxe-Meiningen, the present
Emperor, and Prince Henry, hardly a year old, to play round
the table, and talk to the English guests, The sight of this
happy family life made a deep impression on the visitors. A few
days later the Crown Princess wrote, through Countess Briihl,
to say what pleasure it had been to receive the Max Miillers in
her own home. Things at that time were at an unhappy pass in
Prussia. Old Professor Bopp mentioned to Max Miller, as a
mere en &if, something about the Court which had appeared as
a fact two months before in the English T¥mes, adding, ‘It is
impossible here to find out the.truth'; and in one of the con-
fidential talks that Max had with his Paris friend Vion Schloezer
when they were alone, for in public it was not safe to talk of
politics, Von Schloezer said, ‘1 would give anything to be Eng-
lish for a day, to know what political freedom means.

From Berlin, Max Miiller and his wife went by Nuremberg
and Munich to Leoni on the Starnberger See, taking his mother
and his eldest nicce with them. Here a delightfully quiet
month was passed in a comfortable pension close to the lovely
lake, where they bathed and rowed constantly, taking long walks
in the beautiful country round. From the higher ground be-
hind the house they could see the snow-covered mountains to
the south of the lake. One scene deserves to be recalled. The
Vocal Club (Singer- Ferein) from Munich came out for the day,
anid gave an open-air concert on the summit of a hill crowned
with pine woods that rose over the lake. It was a picturesque
sight, the gay banners, the club members in their many-coloured
scarves, and the groups of peasants in their national costumes,
the men in high hats, and their coats covered with large silver
buttons ; the women with their bright petticoats, and black
bodices with gold or silver embroidery, with chains and earrings
of gold or silver, and small black caps with embroidery to
match. The part-singing was beautiful, the voices rich and
melodions in themselves, and the expression and Light and
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shade carefully observed. Of course there was plenty of eat-
ing and dnnking, and at last daneing, and though all seemed
very free and casy, there was no rudeness, nothing objectionalile
in the gathering.

From Leoni the mother and nicce returned to Chemnitz,
the Max Miillers going across the Brenner o Italy. It was
their first taste of Italy, after which Max had, he tefls us,
hankered all his life. Venice especially was like a dream
realized, though the sight of the Austrian soldiers everywhere
roused his indignation. It was found on visiting the Doge's
Palace that many of the best pictures were being cleaned.
One that he particularly desired to see— Venesia trivnfante,
by Paul Veronese — was not to be scen, and he was lamenting
it one day to the old Italian librarian, a true patriot, who, when
he found a kindred soul in Max Miiller, not only in books but
in politics, had many a talk with him on the state of Venice.
At his last visit Max Miller said he looked forward to coming
again to Italy, adding significantly, ' And then 1 hope to see
Venesia trionfante ' At their next visit it was so, but the old
Jibrarian had passed away, though he lived long enotgh to see
his beloved city free from the hated foreigner. The travellers
returned by Turin and the Italian Lakes, the St. Gothard,
where the first snows had fallen, and which they crossed on
foot, and rapidly through Switzerland to England.

Max Miller's lectures began as soon as he returned to Ox-
ford, and he was as usual averwhelmed with letters on all
subjects.

To Rev. G. Cox.
Oxrorn, Nevember 4.

i1 was not at Oxford when Dr. Pusey preached bis last sermon.
I have not read it, nor have I heard any remarks about it. Hut 1
can quite understand the impression which it made on you.

+There are not a few points on which Dr. Pusey's ideas have
become perfectly hardened: one cannot reason with him about
them. nor is he able himself to handle them. They have become
fixed ideas — they do not bend, but threaten to crack.

¢ With all that, [ have a strong personal regard for Dr. Pusey. He
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is 2 man of great learning, and a vast experience of life, in fact, one
of the two or three interesting men at Oxford.  Hesides that, he has
always shown me great kindness, though he knows my opinions,
and though in University matters we have had fierce fights together.
In spite of that, and though we were hardly on speaking terms at the
time of the election for the Sanskrit Professorship, he offered me his
help unasked, he sat up day and night (in the literal meaning of the
words) writing letters to his friends — whereas my liberal friends,
fosr whom I Lad worked hard on several oceasions, did hardly any-
thing for me, and some of them, on whom I thought I had claims,
failed me altogether. Stanley and Pusey were my chief supporters,
and the only men who, 1 believe, felt for me when 1 fafled to obitain
that position in which 1 might have been really useful, and might
have been able to finish the work of my life. However, I am not
blind to the dangerous conserquences of Pusey's teaching. 1 con-
sider his alliance with the Low Church as a most fatal mistake. But
I look at all these things very much a exfra — I keep entirely aloof
of University politics, and | look more and more to Germany as my
real home and the centre which attracts my interests, 1 shall stay
in England to finish the work which brought me here, but 1 look
forward to spending the last years of my life among my ald friends
in Germany.'

Max Miiller had been invited in the spring to deliver two

lectures at Edinburgh on Language. He accepted the invita-
tion to lecture, but begged that the lectures might be on the
Origin of Mythology. On November ¢ he went to Edinburgh
to deliver these two lectures at the Philosophical Institution.

To u1s WIFE.
Evmpurrc, Nevembir 10.

¢ One lecture safely over. 1 had an immense audience ; the place
was as full as it could hold. Whether people were pleased or not
I don't know: they applauded and all that, but I think I aimed a
little too high. There were all the Professors and learned men how-
ever, and they seemed pleased; also Dr. John Brown, a charming

min, of whom [ shall see more.’
November 11.

¢ How thankful we ought to be every minute of our existence to
Him who gives us all this richly to enjoy! How little one has
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deserved this happy life, much less than many poor sufferers to
whom life is a burden and a hard and bitter trial. But then, how
much greater the claims on us; how much more sacred the duty
never to trifle, never to waste time and power, never to compromise,
but to live in all things, small and great, to the praise and glory of
God, to have God always present with us, and to be ready to follow
His vaice, and His voice only. Has our prosperity tanght us to meet
adversity when it comes? 1 often tremble, but then I commit all to
God, and [ say, % Have mercy upon me, miserble sinner!”

+Let us keep up our constant fight against all that is small, and
common, and selfish —let us never lose our faith in the ideal life, in
what we ought to be, and in what, with constant prayer to God, we
shall be.

My work here will soon be over. We had a pleasant dinner to-
night at Mr. Muir's. [ had a drive in the afternoon with Dr. John
Hrown, a most charming, excellent man, with whom you would have
been delighted. He is a good friend of Lady A. Bruce and of Stan-
ley, and he thinks they are worthy of each other. | shall be glad
when my lecture to-morrow is over. People are very civil and kind
here. Prince Alfred sent me a message to say how sorry he was he
could not come to my lectures, but that cvery one of his evenings
bad been engaged this week.’

The following description was sent at the time to a con-
nexion of Max Miller's wife in London: —

1 went on Friday night to hear Max Miiller on the Origin of
Mythology. It was maif interesting. 1 never liked a lecture more.
It required close attention, yet was quite clear and Intelligible. He
seemed 1o open new worlds — dim, half-revealed, mysterious, and
this dimness gave a fascnation— wide stretches of thought and con-
jecture retreating into darkness yet to be explored, when the Pede,
wgtill with seven seals upon it," shall be adequately translated.

« His inquiry into the origin of the name of the Supreme Being—
alike In Sanskrit, Greek, Latin, and Teutonic, was intensely interest-
ing, and his manner was so reverential on these subjects,

¢ He looks quite young, and his manner and vaice were most pleas-
ant. The hall was crowded.’

To Rev. G. Cox.
EmxnureH, NMeember 10.
¢Mythology no doubt springs from scattered tales, and to single
tales it should be reduced before we attempt to explain it. This is
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what T thought so particularly happy in your books, that you should
have told the tales singly, as they might have been told by any grand-
mother in any small village of Greece, long before the encyclopedic
treatment of Greek fables began. 1 have been trying my hand at
something of the same kind in German, on the pattern of Grimm's
Mirchen, but | have failed. The story of Oedipus has just been
dissected by M. Michel Bréal very cleverly, though I doubt whether
people will be convinced by it.

+4 Always the Sun, and always the Sun,” people exclaim, and yet it
is not our fault if the Sun has inspired so many legends and received
so many names. And what else do you expect at the bottom of
Mythalogy if not the reflection of heaven and earth in the mind and
language of man ?°

To THE SAME.
Oxrorn, November 29.

. . . I cannot bring myself to enter into or to adopt Kuhn's
theory of clouds and thunderstorms being at the bottom of all Aryan
Mythology, a view which I see has just been strongly advocated by
Mr. Kelle in his fwde-Enropean Tradittens, He gives a most incom-
plete representation of Kuhn's labours. 1 should have thought that
Grote had entirely dispelled the belief that there was any historical
substratum in the legends of Troy — or at least any more than in the
legends of Charlemagne taking Jerusalem, &c.’

To ms MOTHER.

Translation. OxrForn, Nevember 28.

41 must just tell you we are very well, though we get no rest.
Last week a visit from Princess Helena and Princess Louise; to
whom [ had to show everything; last Wednesday a ball at the Duke
of Marlborough's, where . and I danced in the beautiful library ;
and to-day a visit from the Crown Prince and Princess of Prussia.
They were with Dr. Stanley, and we went there for luncheon, and
have been walking about with them till now. To-night a dinner,
where we are to meet the Duc d’Aumale and Lord Lawrence, the
Viceroy of India. Then next week [ am ordered to Windsor to the
Queen, then my lectures here —in fact my head is in a whirl, and 1
am longing for rest. 1 am happiest when quiet with my children,
who are darlings and thrive so well.'

Just before this letter to his mother, Max Miiller was graciously
commanded to Windsor for the first time. A day was named
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for him to go to luncheon : *The Queen is anxions to s¢e him,’'
and it was considerately added, *if the day mentioned is not
convenient to him another can be named.’

To His MoOTHER.

Translation. OxrForD, Decewder 11.

T was with the Queen for three-quarters of an hour, guite olone.
Her Majesty received me in Prince Albert’s room, and said she had
long wished to sce me, and hoped it would not be the last time,
and then she talked in the most brilliant and interesting way, and
spoke German better than [ do. The Cueen asked me to tell her
ahout my work, spoke a good deal about Bunsen, about Prince Albert,
ahout Schleswig-Holstein, and I could often hardly believe it was the
Queen of England talking tome ! The Crown Princess was not at
Windsor, but sent for me on Tuesday, and we talked foran hour and
ahalf. She too was most charming. The Princess soon returns o
Berlin, which cannot be a pleasant place to her at present. She is
a very remarkable woman, very liberal, and full of enthusiasm for
Germany.'

To Rev. G. Cox
OxrForD, December 10

 The Basque is a most interesting language to study as the type
of an agglutinative form of speech, but though it agrees in form most
strikingly with the Turanian language, the Finnic more particularly,
no one has yet discovered any similarity between the natural ele-
ments of the Basque and any other language. How far the Basque
was spoken in former days has been shown by Humbaldt in his Essay
on the original inhabitants of Spain, before him by Hernas. Michel's
derivations of Basque words are copled from earlier writers, mostly
theologians, who, in a language such as the Basque, easily found all
that they looked for. ‘They are worth nothing. IF year wis called
inundation. this is no more than if we call year, either spring, or
autumn, or winter. But the Basque is a language which, in the
hands of an unscrupulous philologist, will be made to sy anything.'

On December 21 Max Miller writes to his mother: ‘I am
very much excited, for I have been commanded to Osborne to
give some lectures before the Queen and the princesses. The

days are not fixed, but probably early in January.'
Christmas was spent at Ray Lodge, and then Max Miiller

went hack alone to Oxford to prepare the royal lectures.
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To mis Wire.
Oxronrn, Décember 28.

¢ Here [ am at work, and getting on very well, [ hape. [ dine with
Stanley to-night, to hear from him and Lady Augusta what to observe

and what to avoid at Oshorne. | am sorry to be away from you, but
1 feel 1 ought ta do my very best, and I can write better when 1 am

here alone and have all my books.!

To his mother he writes, December 3o: ‘I go to Osbome on
the third and stay till the sixth, so you can think of me.!



CHAFTER XIV
1864~-1865

Lectores at Oshorne,  Schleswig-Holstein war.  Birth of thind chilil,
Member of Royal Irish Academy. Weymounth, Visit of his mother,
Lecture at Leeds, Member of Turin Academy. Last Visit to Hay
Lodge. Sub-librarianship of Bodleian,

¢ ProFessor Max Miftter had the honour of delivering two
lectures last week at Osborne before Her Majesty and the
Royal Family, on the Science of Language.' Suoch was the
announcement in the Cowrd Circwdar, and the following letters
give the details of this interesting visit : —
OspORNE, fanuary 5.
¢Tarrived here all safe. I met the Queen’s messenger at Soath-
ampton, and we went to Osborne in the Zifw, which had brought
Prince Alfred over. The crossing took more than an hour, but 1 did
not feel uncomfortable. 1 sat in the cabin with Prince Leiningen,
who commands the vessel, and we had a pleasant chat together in
German. [ was very tired when I arrived here, and full of cold and
headache, so 1 laid down in my own room, which was warm and
cosy; and slept till dinner-time. [ dined with the houschold at eight.
I sat between Lady Churchill and Mrs. Ponsonby. All was very
t. Sir James Clarke was there, Mr. Ponsonby, Sir Thomas
Biddulph, and some more ladies. After dinner we went to the ladies'
drawing-room, where a message arrived from the Queen who wished
to see me.  So I was conducted into the royal portion of the palace,
and in a small boudoir there were the Queen, Princess Hohenlohe,
and Princess Helena: afterward Mrs. Bruce came in. | did my best
to talk sense, but oh! my poor head. The Queen was very kind,
and thanked me for coming, and said she was looking forwand very
much to my lectures. The conversation was in German, and you
cannot imagine the dignity and gracionsness of the Queen when she
spoke with great composure of Prince Albert ; and the reports spread
joz

TR
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abroad about her state of health are absolutely absurd.  After abont
twenty minates the Queen bowed, and 1 went stmight to bed. 1 feel
much better to-day, and hope to get through my lecture without dis-
grace. [ received a message that Princess Helena wished to walk
with me in the afternoon. Then at six there is to be the lecture,
diagrams and all. Prince Arthur will be there; he was kept a day
longer on purpose. The palace is full of beautiful works of art, bat
1 have hardly had time to look at them yet.'
January 6.

¢ My first Jecture is over, and from all I can hear it has not been a
failure. Yesterday in the afternoon I had a very pleasant walk with
Princess Helena and Mrs. Bruce. Princess Helena showed me their
private museum, whicl they keep In a Swiss cottage, full of curious
things which have been given them, or which the princes have col-
lected in their foreign travels. There were the Queen's former play-
things, and a kitchen where the princesses cook and bake, and
kitchen gardens, one for each of them, and the Princess Royal every
year gets her green peas from her own plot sent to Berlin, and enjoys
them greatly. Everything is full of recollections of the Prince, and
they all talk about him as if he were still among them. This is
thoroughly German, and it always struck me in England how care-
fully all conversation on those who have gone before us is avoided,
and how much of comfort and good influence derived from the mem-
ory of those we loved is therchy lost. Afier we came home from
our walk, I had just time to prepare for my lecture, and to get my
diagrams mounted. At six all the people assembled in the Council
Chamber, and after a time came the Queen and the princesses. The
Cueen had not attended a lecture for more than ten years, and every-
body was surprised at her appearing. She lstened very attentively,
and did not knit at all, though her work was brought. After the
lecture the Queen canversed with me for a long time, asking many
shrewd questions, as did her sister, Princess Hohenlohe. It was
then time to dress for dinner, and then to bed, This morning I had
an interview with Princess Beatrice, who however was a little shy at
first, but became after a time very amusing. She talks English,
French, and German."

Sanmary 6, 11 o,

* Jnst to finish the account of my visit here, I must tell you that
after I had sent my letter to you to-day, the Queen sent for me again
to her drawing-room, and brought Princess Beatrice with her to
make her read to me in German, English and French., She did it
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remarkably well, and the Queen talked to me a good deal about
education, and how she tanght her children. Afterwards Princess
Helena showed me all the family pictures by Winterhalter, and the
splendid statues. The Princess, when you know her, reminds you
smtich of the Princess Royal. We walked about for a long time dis-
cussing all sorts of things. 1 had then to prepare for my lecture, to
which the Queen came again, but without any work at all. In the
evening Lord Granville arrived, and the Queen was very busy. She
sent me word she hoped to see me, but afterwards sent to say it was
getting too late, and that she was sorry she could not have seen me,
and thanked me again. In the evening I had a long talk with Lord
Granville, and to-morrow morning I hope to start at g.30 with Prince
Arthur and Sir James Clarke.'

These are the concluding words of the last lecture : —

‘When the two last volumes of the Veda are published we shall
have saved from destruction a work, older than the /¥ad, older than
any other literary document of that noble race of mankind to which
the greatest nations in the world's history have belonged —a race
which after receiving from a Semitic race, from the Jews, its best
treasure, its religion, the religion of the Old and New Testaments, is
now with the English in the van, carrying on slowly but irresistibly
the conguest of the world by means of commerce, colonization, edu-

cation, and conversion.’

On Max Muller’s return, he heard from Sir Charles Phipps
how pleased the Queen had been with the lectures, “of that
you must be fully aware,’ and Sir Charles added how much
he had himself valued the information and instruction com-
municated, whilst three days later Lady Augusta Stanley
forwarded the following extract from a letter from Princess
Helena, now Princess Christian of Schleswig-Holstein. Gra-
cious permission has been given to insert it.

“We have had two most interesting and charming lectures from
Professor Max Miiller. 1 cannot tell you how much | enjoyed them,
and value them. Do tell him so when you see him again, and how
much I regret not being able to hear any more. I wish there was a
possihility of my hearing mare at some future time, 1 hope so — and
Mama has not said No! You cannot think how pleasant it was for
me to be able to talk to a clever man like Professor M. and one
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who does not inspire me with fear, as some very learned people do.
The subject he treats is one which always interested me Jo muck. —
Ever with much love, Your affectionate friend, HELENA.'

To Rev. G. Cox.
Oxrorn, fannary 22.

€, .. When the Rishis first perceived the necessity of one Superior
Power, is dificult to say. It breaks throogh here and there, but
their religion does not become monotheistic, for this involves the
denial of polytheism. It always remains henotheistic, if one may
cotn such a word. I mean the one single god addressed at the time
shares in all the qualities of a supreme being, but soon after another
god is addressed equally supreme, and their logic does not in the least
revolt at this. The Etruscan names of Greek deities have about the
same value as the English names of the Indian deities. T mean they
are mere cormuptions, partly owing to ignormnce, partly to the imper-
fections of the Etruscan alphabet, which possessed no media, and
despised vowels almost as much as the Semitic languages.’

To THE SAME.
January 26.

¢, . . Much as T admire M. Bréal's Essay on Cacus, 1 do not the
least feel convinced by his explanation of the dualism between Ormuzd
and Ahriman, nor by his theory of Persian influences to be discovered
in the early portions of the Bible. 1am as far from prejudices on this
point as M. Bréal, who is a Jew, and who, like most educated Jews,
looks upon the books of the Old Testament as much more than
inspired — taking inspired in the modern sense of that word — namely,
as real, old, historical documents. 1 should value any such traces of
influences received from neighbouring nations by the writers of the
Old Testament most highly; but such is the importance from an
historical point of view that 1 shall not feel inclined to build any con-
clusions on such vague evidence as that brought together by M. Bréal.
.« - Any such word as Asdossodeus, if it could be discovered in the
early books, would be invaluable, but though [ do not give up all
hope of such discoveries hereafier, | am bound to say that as yet
I cannot see them.'

To THE SAME.
Febryary 16.

¢ T am afraid T have hardly done justice to your book in my review.
The fact is, | was overwhelmed with work, and, after a short Intro-
duction, 1 put in a portion of my lectures which 1 am preparing for

1 X
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the press. However, [ find that my article has at least startled several
people who have a tender feeling for Helen and Troy, and I hope
they will take to your book and try to get some more information.

1 may be wrong in my explanation of the relation between Helen and
Paris, Sarami and Pani, but 1 cannot help thinking that Helena and

Sarami are the same word.'

The following letter refers first to Mr. Gifford Palgrave,
the Arabian traveller, who had just returned from his daring
expedition, and then to the Schleswig-Holstein question, which
occupied so much of Max Miller's attention during the early
part of this year.

To His WiFE.
February 17.

¢ After luncheon T went to see the Jesuit, and had a very interest-
ing talk with him about a thousand subjects. 1 found him clever,
well-informed, and devoted to his work ; quite unanglicized, how-
ever, in all his views, and strangely torn away from all the fibres of
his native soil. It is a pleasant contrast to the self-seeking, money-
making, place-hunting tendencies, to se¢ a man without any ambition
as far as this life is concerned, but evidently full of ambition for
another fife. I enclose a letter from Delane ; so you see [ am in for
it. I am all in large print, to offer a larger target to the arrows of
the enemy.'

Max Miifler both in letters to the Fimer and to friends in
England and abroad upheld the independence of the Duchies,
“They are sovereign and independent states, and are indis-
solubly united.’ He advocated the claims of the house of
Augustenburg, and reprobated the high-handed policy of Bis-
marck, as much as the pretensions of Denmark. In later years
he saw that Bismarck's policy with regard to the Duchies was
the first link in the chain that led to the umity of Germany.
The feeling in England was very strong. Denmark was weak,
Prussia and Austria strong. Therefore Denmark must be up-
held — people forgetting that the Duchies, whose rights were
at stake, were still weaker. Max Miiller was openly attacked
in the papers, and received anonymous letters from Danes in
England that were too vile to show to any one; in some his
life even was threatened. One old friend assumed in the



1864] SCHLESW/IG-HOLSTEIN 307

Atheneum that he was the author of a pamphlet *The Dano-
German Conflict and Lord Russell's Proposals of Mediation,'
calling it * an ingenious mystification, the author of which wishes
to be supposed to be an Englishman' The author was an
Englishman connected with the Government, and therefore
could not give his name. Max Miiller always signed his letters,
and never masked as an Englishman,

To 115 MoTHER.

Translation. March 4.

* You will have gathered from the papers that T am quite well. 1
had lately to tell the English something of the truth, and though
they don't like to hear it, yet they have taken it well. The common
papers abuse me, but they are of little weight, and the leading ones
behave civilly, though they answer with the most absurd nonsense.
All this takes up my time, that is the worst, and disturbs my wark ;
bitt one must do one's duty, and now that I am known in England,
it fell to my Iot to take up the cudgels for the truth on the German
side. The affair is still very complicated, Russia, Austria, and
Prussia hang together, but with bad intentions. Everything now
depends an France, and the Emperor will sell himself to the highest
bidder — either to England or Russia, England has plunged deeply,
and will hardly come out with a whole skin. Palmerston would like
war, but the people, at least in manufacturing towns and the north,
are against it.  The king of the Belgians arrived to-day.’

Ta THE SamE.

Contemparary Leffer, March 4.

*M. has talked of writing to you for some days, az he was afraid
you would share the fears of the German papers, which seem to
think he must be in prison, or very near it, for his letters to the
Times. Happily, here, any one may speak out his mind freely with-
out fear of any bad consequences.  Such certainly is not the case in
Berlin now, as we hear from Morier that Herr von Schliitze has
been sent off to Rome for having expressed his feclings against
Bismarck too freely. The newspapers are all very angry with M.,
which proves that they feel the truth of what he says; but every
newspaper almost is ultra Danish, except the local papers of Liver-
pool and Manchester, and other great places of trade, where the
merchants are German in feeling, and entirely opposed to any idea

Xz
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of war. ‘The Queen’s life is no easy one at present. Her own feel-
ings entirely German, and her ministers and people as entirely Dan-
ish. She must be happy just now at having old King Leopold with
her, as she leans so much on him."

Max Miuller's lectures this Term were on the *Origin of

Fables,’ and were largely attended.

To uits WIFE.
Oxronn, March 30.

¢] had a visit to-day from the Schleswig-Holstein architect —a
very nice fellow. He came 1o England on business: is building a
grand mansion somewhere near York. He told me many things
about the war, &c. He is a man of forty-five, with wife and chil-
dren, in very gooil business. He has enrolled himself to fight as
coon as the Prussians and Austrians are gone. All his friends, he
says, have done the same, and are ready to die rather than submit
to the Danes again. [ had a visit from — who broughit me all sorts
of messages from Princess Hobenlohe. However, | told him nothing
could be done at present. [ also received an address and vote of

thanks from Bremen, largely signed.”

Early in April Max Mifler heard of the death of his
mother's old aunt, Frau Klausnitzer, mother of Emilie, Baroness
Stolzenberg. He writes: —

To uis MOTHER.

Translation. April 5.

¢ The news of the death of the dear old aunt? has affected me very
much. She had indeed enjoyed the full measure of human life, and
in her old age had a lurge measure of happiness ; but when the moment
of parting comes — come as it may — it comes always too soon. |
have only had the printed notice, and know nothing of how it was.
In your last letter you said she was so well and bright, and then I
always thought, well, whilst the old aunt s so well and strong my
mother has a good spell of life still before her. One only fancies the
generations must follow each other, till the turn comes for ourselves.
Well, for those who have had such a happy old age, and remained
strong in mind and body to the last, those who are left can only thank
God, and pray for a like end for themselves and forall they love. We

1 Frau Klausnitzer,

[
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accustom ourselves so easily to life as a second nature, and in spite of
the graves around us, death remains something unnatural, hard and
terrifying. That should not be. An early death is terrifying, but as
we grow older our thoughts should accustom themselves to passing
away at the end of a long life's journey. All is so beautiful, so good,
so wisely ordered, that even death can be nothing hard, nothing dis-
turbing; it all belongs to a great plan, which we do not understand,
but of which we know that it is wiser than all wisdom, better than all
good, that it cannot be otherwise, cannot be better.  In faith we can
live, and we can dit —can even see those go before us, who came
befare us, and whom we must follow. All is not according to our
will, to our wisdom, but according to a heavenly Will, and those who
have once found each other through God's hand will, clinging to His
hand, find each other again. Let me spon hear how you are, and
submit to God's will quietly and with resignation.'

All these early months Max Miiller was preparing his second
volume on Lectwres on Language for the press, which had
been delayed by his visit to Germany the previous year. Be-
fore, however, they were ready, a fourth edition of the first
volume came out, of 1,250 copies like the others. He also
wrote a much admired article on the ‘ Langoage and Poetry
of Schleswig-Holstein,' with some good translations of Klaus
Groth’s * Platt-Deutsch Poems." 'This was reprinted in Chigr,
first edition, Volume IT1.

To Rev, G. Cox.
OxrorD, Agril 11,

“If the old generation is uncritically sceptical, the young generation
is uncritically credulous.  Now the young generation, the rising
scholars, to a man, swear in Comparative Philology and Mythology,
and the future [s theirs. 1 am afraid as we get older we shall be
equally unwilling to change our views and examine our evidence, |
hope in that case wemay abstain and stand by in silence; but though
I hope it, T am oot quite certain on that point. Surcly, Comparative
Mythology is not self-evident ; if it were, where would be the pleasure
of having dug up some of these old bones 7 People who make new
discaveries ought not to be angry with the world for not accepting
thematonce | Tome, [ confess, though it may sound very conceited,
there is a pleasure in living ina small university. 1 am old enough to
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remember theincredulons wagging of heads when Bopp declared that
the infinitive was the dative or some other case of an ahstract noun :
there is hardly 2 grammar now where you do not find this. Even
now if you tell people that two only of the ten numerals in Greek and
Sanskrit are oxytone, and that this is not by accident, they think you
are talking nonsense.  Fifty years hence a boy will be plucked who
does not know it.  Now vou know T am myself a great unbeliever in
many mythological parallelisms, and [ am quite prepared to admit
that many of my own comparisons will be knocked over. It Is sad
that it should be so, but so it is! even old Bopp's Comparative
Grammar is by this time riddled with shot and crumbling down, but
something better has been put in its place. But that the principles
1 have laid down for the study of Comparative Mythology are sound

I am prepared to prove against the world.!

To His WIPE
OxrFoRD, fune 17.

s Qur garden looks =0 well, and [ jump out of window and look at
my roses, and then go back to my work. There is to me a beauty
and mystery and sanctity about flowers, and when I see them come
and go, no one knows whence and whither, I ask what more miracles
do we want — what better, more beautiful, more orderly world could
we wish to belong to than that by which we are surrounded and
supported on all sides 2 Where is there a flaw ora fault ? then why
should we fear unless the flaws are within us, and we will not see the
blessing and the rest which we might enjoy if we only trusted to the
Author of all that beauty, order, and wisdom about us. Itisa perfect
sin not to be happyin this world, and how much of the misery which
there is, is the work of men, or could be removed by men, if they
would but work together foreach other’s good. 1t seems so hopeless
to do any good an so small a scale as ours must necessarily be; yet
I do not think we da enough, not in proportion to what is given us
without any desert.’

Max Miller had very strong feelings about the duty of
almsgiving, and considered a tenth of all he had the last
that should be given away annually. In most years he far
exceeded this sum —and even his wife never knew the con-
stant help he gave to poor young students and literary men,
both German and English. To his mother and sister he was
most generous. He had been a great smoker before his mar-
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riage, and indulged in the best cigars, but he gave up smoking
enfirely when he had the expenses of a household to provide
for, that his charity purse, as he called it, might not suffer;
and it was only in the last twenty years of his life that he
took to smoking again, and then only cigarettes — and very
few of them each day.

As soon as his book was printed, Max Miller joined his
wife and children at Ray Lodge, and on June 2z he writes
to his mother that he was cxpecting the publication of his
second volume of Leciures, and did not trouble himself as to
its reception. ‘One does one's best, and one says what one
feels is right, and the rest one lets alone. 1 am not at all
sorry that 1 have spoken out to the English, and if they
abuse me, it shows they are ashamed.' And his wife wrote
also — ¢ Max is enjoying his holiday here, for the lectures being
off his hands he is giving himself perfect rest and doing
nothing but lie in the hayfields, or the garden, enjoying
the flowers.’

On August 1 Max Miller's third child, a third daughter, was
bomn. In writing to ask his valued friend Dean Stanley tp be

godfather, he says: —

To DEAN STANLEY,
Aurust 2.

1 always hoped to have you as godfather to my first son, if there
should be ane.  As it seems, however, that there is to be no little
Max, I shall wait no longer. 1 have no doubt that your family of
godchildren is a very large one, but as | think you may trust . and
myself that we shall try to bring up our children in the real faith and
true discipline of Christ, | hope you will be able to accede to our
request, and add this one to many other proofs of real fmendship,
which you have given to both of us, Have you seen Bunsen's Lefen
Jesw ! 1 read it, and wrote to Madame Bunsen asking her to have it
published, and translated into English, passibly into French also.
I Tike it, and I think just now it will do good. It contains the soul,
which is wanting in Renan's ghost, or rather in his corpse, of Christ.
It gives all that is essential in the outward life of Christ, and then
throws the burden of believing or disbelieving the divinity of Christ
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on every one of us,as it was thrown on those who witnessed his
veal life, who had to break with a religion dear and sacred to them-
selves, and whose senses and reason must have had to pass through
2 much more severe struggle than we have to pass through, be-
fore they yielded to the voice within, that Christ was the Son of
God. I do not know whether you would consider it wise to have
your name in any way connected with a translation of Bunsen's
work, but 1 hope it will not be brought out with any appearance af
coming from a hostile camp. It should come as a message of peace
— a8 a minimom, a very small minimum, if you like—Dbut with a
Iarge margin on every side, which need not remain a blank.’

In writing to tell his mother of the birth of her new grand-
child, Max mentions at the end of this letter that 1,000 copies
of his Lectures had been sold the first day.

To Rev. G. Cox.
OxrorD, August 5, 1864.

My DEAR ST, —. . . As to annihilation, all I mean is that it
is a word without any conceivable meaning, and that it might do
some people good to see this clearly. We are—that is enough.
What we are does not depend on us; what we shall be, neither.
We may conceive the idea of change in form, but not of cessation
or destruction of substance. No doubt people mean frequently
by annibilation the loss of conscious personality, as distinct from
material annihilation. On that point 1 said nothing, because it
would have led me toa far out of my own sphere. However, what 1
feel about it is shortly this. If there is anything real and substantial
in our conscious personality, then whatever there is real and substan-
tial in it cannot cease to exist. 1f on the contrary we mean by
conscious personality something that is the result of accidental cir-
cumstances, then, no doubt, we must face the idea of such a person-
ality ceasing to be what it now is, | believe, however, that the true
source and essence of our personality lies in what is the most real
of all real things, and in 5o far as it is true, it cannot be destroyed.
There is a distinction between conscious personality and personal
consciousness. A child has personal consciousness; a man who is
this or that, a Napoleon or a Talleyrand, has conscious personality.
Much of that conscious personality is merely temporary and passes
away; but the personal consciousness remains. 1 do not think that
Schlelermacher could have said that the last enemy that would be
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destroyed in us is the idea of our immortality. What he may have
said is, owr idea of immortality. 1 should like to see this subject
fully and freely discussed. It is no doubt the old controversy be-
tween Nominalism and Realism under a new form. We know what
stuff words are made of, and it strikes me that those who know the
antecedents of words are spared many troubles and difficulties in

religious and philosophical struggles.'

The middle of September the whole family party went for
change to Weymouth, where they were joined by Max Miller's
mother, who returned with them to Oxford and stayed on with

them the whole winter.

Politics crop up again towards the close of the year, as the
following letter to Morier, Secretary of Legation at Berlin,
shows. Morier shared all Max Miiller's feelings as to the
Duchies: —
OxrForn, NMevemider 10

iMy pEAR Morier, — For the sake of decency, if not from a
feeling of personal friendship, I trust the Duchies will soon be
handed over to Duke Frederick. If Prussia attempts to swallow the
small morsel by itself it will stick in her throat. Hereafter it will
go down together with others at one good gulp. 1 was so sorry not
to see you again before you returned to Berling we went to.Wey-
mouth during September and October; my mother came to me
there, and is now staying with us. We are all well, thank God, and
if it were nat for the dinner parties this guiet life would be very
pleasant. But I am afraid the dinner parties will drive me sooner
or later away from this country to the less hospitable shores of the
Spree or Danube. Jowett’s salary has again been defeated, this
time in council ; it shows how low human nature can sink. [tis
perfectly disgusting, and [ feel ashamed to accept any salary from
siich a body of men. The matter, however, is not to rest, and a
new motion has at once been made. Is there not some great mis-
chief brewing in all these meetings of crowned heads and ministers?
And are you quite certain that there is no mischiel hatching as
against Englind  Though John Bull does make a fool of himself
now and then, the warld would soon go to wrack and ruin without
him- Crowned brains are just now very active, and I am sure they
all consider England a bull in a china shop. There are certain
fellows now very cock-a-hoop, and capable of anything in the way
of spite and mischief. — Yours ever affectionately.’
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Christmas was spent in Oxford for the first time since 1860,
and was a regular German Christmas, with a tree for the chil-
dren, and German S#ife (cake) and German dishes. Max
Miller, who had not spent Christmas with his mother since
1840, was as happy, and entered into everything with the same
zest as one of his own children. It was never difficult to give
him pleasure, for the hard early training made of every little
trifle a source of enjoyment and a cause of thankfulness to the
Giver of all Good. -

Early in 1865 the Max Millers received the sad news that
the family home at Ray Lodge was to be given up and the
party there dispersed. The long lease had nearly run out, and
the owner would only sell, not let again. Max Mller's father-
in-law resolved to settle in London near his younger daughter,
and the sister who had lived with him over forty years, bring-
ing up his children, preferred the country, as did Max Miiller's
brother-in-law, who had hitherto, with his wife and child, lived
at Ray Lodge. To the Max Miillers and Walronds it was a
great loss; living as they did in a town, the country life was
a boon to their children, and only a large country house had
room for them all to meet together. It was at once resolved
to spend as long a time as possible during the summer in the

old home.
To Lapy AUGUSTA STANLEY.

64 Hige STREET, OXFoRD, February 7, 1865.

¢ DEAR LADY AuGUSTA, — Many thanks for the Theology of the
Nineteenih Century —and, 1 hope, of many more centuries to come
— which 1 believe I owe to your kindness. 1 read it with intense
pleasure; it was almost like having a talk with the Dean, or listen-
ing to one of his sermons. 1 do not know the exact date of the
Book of Daniel, and this, I am afraid, would be considered heresy
by many of the presidents and princes; but of this 1 am certain,
that in any century, even in our own, the lons cannot hurt a
man, who, like Danlel, is a servant of the living God. 1 hope you
and the Dean are quite well. We have been living our quiet and
happy life at Oxford. My mother has been with us the whole win-
ter, and the children are well. With Aersliche Griisse to the Dean.
— Yours sincerely, Max MifLLER.'

!
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The following letter touches on the curious legend of the
Barnacle Goose, fully detailed in the second volome of Max
Miiller's Lectures on Language, which had excited a good deal
of attention not only in England, but on the Continent : —

To Proressor BENFEY, oF GOTTINGEN.

Franslatios. 64 HiGcH STREET, Febdruary 26.

iDear CoLLEAGUE. —. . . 1 have read the little notice on fishes
and birds in Oecidenst wnd Orient.  As it is a Iater addition, it would
be most remarkable if the fable had redfly got into the Eastern fables
from the West of Europe. The occurrence of the same legend in
different places allows of various explanations, but especially through
the passage in Genesis i. 20, to which the priests have often referred,
in order to prove that all fowl are of common origin with fishes, and
therefore may be eaten on fast-days.

« These commoner legends do not therefore belong to the “ Myth ™
treated by me, which does not refer to birds in general, but only to
the goose which goes by the special name of Barnacle Goose.  This
name can be explained, and can be connected with the name

barnacleshell.'

Farly in March Max Miller went to Leeds to deliver a
lecture on the *Fedas, or the Ancient Sacred Books of the
Brahmans.'

To nis WIFE.

Leens, March 6.
¢S you see | found my way after all. It was a wretched day till
we got beyond Rugby, and then the sun came out, and the country
looked warm and bright, It is quite spring here, and 1 hope the
change will do me good. I found Mr. Hincks waiting for me; he
is & clergyman, though 1 do not know of what denomination yet.
He has a nice house, and a wife and two daughters, We had a quiet
dinner, and in the evening the intellect of Leeds will assemble here.’

March 7.

¢ We had a very pleasant party last night, chiefly clergy and medi-
cal men. The Vicar of Leeds, Dr. Otley, came, though my host is
the Unitarian minister of Leeds. [ was a little tired, having to talk
a great deal. 'We had a sumptuous supper, and then to bed. This
morning we started after breakfast to see the town. Very fine
Town-hall, with a statue of the Queen by Nohle. Then we explored
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a wool manufactory, with some beantiful machinery, seeing the whole
process from the sheep to the shawls, Then the poor parts of the
town, and the working men’s club — all very curious, and the weather
fine. We dined at three, and in the evening the lecture is to come
off. Well, I must do my best. The people are all very civil, but 1
shall be glad when it is over. Love to mother, and give her this

wool, which 1 saw made.'

The Philosophical Hall at Leeds was packed with a most
attentive audience which included many clergy of the Church
of England, and ministers of all the leading non-conformist
bodies, for the friendly relations between the Church and
Dissent at Leeds, so marked in the days of Dean Hook, still
continued in full force. The lecturer concluded by deducing
three lessons to be learned from the careful study of the Fedis
and other Sacred Books of the East.  Firstly, that * most reli-
gions were in their most ancient form, or in the minds of their
authors free from many of the blemishes that attach to them in
later times. Secondly, that there was hardly any religion which
did not contain some truth, sofficient to enable those who
sought the Lord to find Him in their hour of need. Thirdly,
that we learnt to appreciate better than ever what we really
bave in our own religion. No one who had not examined
patiently and honestly the other religions of the world, could
know what Christianity really was, or could join with such truth
and sincerity in the words of St. Paul, ‘I am not ashamed of
the Gospel of Christ’ The concluding words were guoted
thirty-five years later in the sermon presched in Max Miuller's
parish church the Sunday after his death.

Soon after his return from Leeds, Max Miller's mother, who
had been with him since September, returned to Germany
With all her devotion to her son, the quiet, regular life in his
house soon wearied her, accustomed as she had been from her
earliest days to be actively busy in household affairs; and her
deafness prevented her from sharing in the pleasures of society,
especially in a foreign country. In summer, when she could be
more in the open air and enjoy the beautiful College Gardens,
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she was happier, but the long winter visits were never a success.
To her son, the mere feeling that his mother was under his
roof was happiness, but she required more variety and amuse-
ment than a scholar's house could give her, and it was impossi-
ble not to see that she longed for her German home, though she
suffered severely when the moment of parting came.

The following letter shows that Max Miller was still occupied
with the Schleswig-Holstein question. Mr. Gladstone was at this

time Chancellor of the Exchequer i —

To tHE Rigur Hon. W, E. GLADSTONE.
Hicin STrEET, Aped 2.

¢ Drar Sti,— I hope to be in London the whole of next week, and
should like very much to see you. You will easily guess the subject
on which I should wish to speak to you. I have felt throughout that
i there is a statesman in England who will form his opinion on the
Schleswig-Holstein question, not according to what seems expedient,
but according to what is just and right, it is you. There may be
reasons however why you might decline to speak to me on that
question, but even in that case [ hope you will pardon my request.”

This spring Max Miiller, who had been elected a correspon-
dent of the Turin Academy in 1859, was chosen as one of the
six foreign members of that distinguished society, his colleagues
being Cousin, Thiers, Bockh, Mommsen, and Grote.

Before leaving home for the summer, Max Miiller found time
to write to his old friend Bishop Patteson, in answer to his letter
of the year before : —

64 Hicu STREET, OxroRD, Afrd 16, 1865

My DEAR Bissor,— 1 am so thoroughly ashamed of myself that
I was afraid 1 should never have courage enough to write to you. It
has been a weight on my conscience for years, and | doubt whether
1 shall be able to give youany intelligible reason why 1 put off writing
to you from month to month, and from year to year, till atlast I gave
it up for very shame. However, the simple trith is this. 1 have been
very busy, and 1 always hoped 1 should find time sooner ar later to
devote special attention to the Melanesian languages. 1 wished to
do so first, and before 1 troubled you with any inquiries; and then,
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whenever | began to get ready for the work, T felt that 1 had other
work to do, more necessary, and which my friends expected me to
do, and that I must not attempt any new subject before having
finished what 1 had in hand. This is the only intelligible account
I can give you of my protracted silence, and now that [ have done
s, I can only ask that you will forgive me, though | can hardly for-
pive myself. My thoughts, 1 can truly tell you, have often been with
you and your work. Many times [ have envied you your choice of
a life’s work about which, if once chosen, there can be no doubt
that it is right, useful, and pleasing in the sight of God and of men.
When 1 first heard af your departure, I confess [ was surprised. | be-
lieve | had seen you last at Dresden, revelling in ancient Italian art,
and stodying Hebrew or Aralic. I thought of you, as I thought of
Thomson, as a future bishop in the midst of the refined society of
London, and when | received your first letter, dated somewhere lati-
tude and longitude, | felt for a moment that you had made a mistake,
and that the Church at home could ill afford to send men of your
stamp as missionaries to mere savages. [ do not think so now, and
if | compare your lot with that of Thomson, now Archbishop of York,
1 feel that yours is the higher, and the happier of the two.'

Oxrorn, May 14.

‘1 had the pleasure of seeing Mr. Codrington, who tald me many
things about you and your work, full of interest. How different life
must seem (o you from what it is to us.  Everything so clear hefore
you, nothing to cause you any misgivings, work to be done which
must be done, a great work without any of the littlenesses which hang
about our life in English society. 1 cannot bring myself to take much
interest in all the controversies that are going on in the Church of
England, and which to a great extent centre in Oxford. No doubt
the points at issue are great, and appeal to our hearts and minds, but
the spirit in which they are treated seems to me so very small.  How
few men on either side give you the impression that they write face to
face with God, and not face to face with men and the small powers
that be. Surely this was not 50 in the early centuries, nor again at
the time of the Reformation. 1 have great regand for Stanley, because
I know him personally, and know him to be strictly honest to himself,
and capable of sacrificing many things he holds most dear, for the
sake of truth, He takes a warm interest in your work too. | suppose
you received some years ago two contributions, one from Stanley, the
other from Thomson (Archbishop), which they gave me to forwarnd
to you. Stanley was most anxious to send more, but knowing how
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he spends his money, 1 would not take more than 1o, T still have
great faith in the Archbishop of York. Unfortunately his elevation
has been very sudden, and there are many who envy him and watch
him: that makes him timid, and he hardly dares to be himself. But
I feel certain he is averse to persecution, and ready to make every
possible allowance for diffierence of opinion among those who seck
honestly for what is trie and right. 1T 1 may judge as a mere spec-
tator, the danger of the Church lies at present in narrow-minded
clamour and partizanship, Newspapers, religious or otherwise, ap-
pealing to the masses on points which men of education and special
knowledge only can understand, do more harm than any political
demagogues. | wish I could send you about twenty persons, bath
lay and clergy, to work for ten years as missionaries with you, and I
feel certain that after the removal of the leaders, the Church would
have peace again.  But enough of this, for 1 want to have some space
for linguistics. The skeleton grammars you sent me are very valy-
able, and it is most desirable that all you can write down should be
printed. Of course, if the grammatical forms could be more systema-
tized it would be better, but at the same time there is danger in sys-
tematizing ; and | consider that the most important point which, in
the study of languages, can be settled by such languages as yours,
and by such only, is the original want of system, the influence of the
individial, the family, and the class, in the formation and tradition
of speech. The natuml state of language is unbounded dialectic
variety, but of course in all literary languages that phase is lost to
us beyond the hope of recovery. Your own missionary work, the
repeating of certain prayers, &c. will artificially arrest the dialectic
variety of the native language. [ suppase few of your Melanesian
friends recollect more than thefr grandfathers, and therefore it is not
likely they should be consclous of changes in their language. But
the great variety of Jocal dialects are the best witnesses as o the
changeableness of language. and though it wonld hardly be worth
your while to note such things, small peculiarities in the speech of
certain families or settlements might throw much light oo the pro-
cess, the most mysterious process, how language changes. This is
the great problem on which, in the end, will depend the decision in
favour of one or many beginnings of human speech. Literary lan-
guages do entirely mislead us, and have misled nearly all scholars
on that point. Savage languages alone can show how far languages
can change. It would be very important, too, to make ohservations
as to the number of words sufficient for answering all the purpases
of a low civilization. How many words does a Melanesian know or
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ase? How many of them convey to him an etymological meaning,
£e. are intelligible to him in their mdical intention? Does he use
different names for the same thing, or does he call two things by the
game name? A language of 1,000 words is more easily changed than
a langnage of 10,000, Out of two synonymes, one is sure to be lost
in time, whereas the inconvenience arising from two things being
called by the same mame is sure to lead to an independent coining
of new words. [ send you, through Mr. Codrington, a book by Mr.
Tylor On Awcient Cooilization, with a review of mine. It will show
you how valuable accurate and trustworthy obse rvations of the habits
of savages are for many important inquiries, and it may perhaps induce
you to put down in writing the results of your own observations among
the ancient strata of mankind cropping out in yourislands. 1 wish I
had more time for that kind of work, but [ must for the next three or
four years give all my time to the finishing of my edition of the A
pedlir, the work which originally brought me to England, and which,

when finished, will sct me free.
“We are hard at work canvassing for Gladstone. 1 believe he will

be returned, and 1 helieve his place wounld never be contested, if it
were oot for twenty or thirty idle agitators.

Farly in June the whole family moved to Ray Lodge for their
Iast visit, and stayed there nearly three months, during which
time there was a constant succession of family visitors, all wish-
ing to see the last of the house that had been made so pleasant
to all members of the karge circle of relations. The Walronds
were also there with their four children, and the summer months
flew by all too fast to the two young wives in the home of their
happy childhood and youth. The river was a constant pleasure,
Max Milller becoming an expert oarsman, and many were the
hours he spent with his wife on the river, under the shadow of
the Taplow and Cliveden woods. One long delightful day was
spent in a picnic at Medenham Abbey, with the choir from Bray
Church, in which his father-in-law, who had himsell a very fine
voice, had always taken a keen interest, and the old ruins echoed
to many a beauntiful glee and chorus. The loved Vicar of Bray
drave over with his wife and daughters in the afternoon, in time
to come down the river on the barge that held the large party,
and, among other singers, Max Miller was persuaded to sing
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0 Tannenbaum,’ the song that nearly twenty years earlier had
amused his friends in ¢ Billy Russell's' rooms in the Temple,
with its imitation of various musical instruments, and which, if
report speaks true, was a delight to the * Monks of All Souls” at
their Gandys for many years. Drives, too, were taken through
Hedsor, Dropmore, the Burnham Beeches, and Windsor Park,
and all the other favourite haunts of bygone years. But a sense
of regret underlay everything, and Max Mller in his letters of
that summer to his mother constantly laments the loss to his
children of the grandfather's house and gardens.

Throughout this year there was a frequent exchange of letters
with Messrs. Longmans, Max Miiller arranging for his friend,
Professor Benfey, the publication in England of his Samrérit
Crammar, as one of the series of handbooks for Sanskrit which
Max Miiller was intending to publish. With the thoroughnéss
that he ecarried into all his work, he made himself master
of the details of printing, binding, and publishing, the cost of
ink and paper, the proper charges for corrections and adver-
tisements, and he used langhingly to say that the highest com-
pliment he ever received was what Mr. William Longman, half
in admiration and half-provoked, said of him to Mr. Froude,
¢ As to your friend Max Miller, he can skin the flints in Pater-
noster Row | A second edition of Volume 1T of the Zectures
came out this year, and the fifth edition of Volume L

From Proressor HOXLEY.
MuseuM oF GEOLOGY, JERMYN STREET,
Sune 15, 1863,

‘My pear Sin,—I beg your acceptance of the numbers of the
Fortnightly Revie containing my article on Ethnology, which ae-
companies this note,

¢1 lost no time on Monday in referring to Christiandty and Man-
Eined, and the perusal of your chapter on # Ethnology @ Phonology "
leads me profoundly to regret that I had not been able to avail myself
of the ald of so powerful an ally.

¢ But if you will continue to pull one way, and T the ather, 1 have
hopes we shall be able to get Ethnology and Phonology apart in
time. — Ever my dear Sir, Very faithfully yours, T. HuxiLey.

1 Y
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To ProrFeEssor HUXLEY.
Civin Service Comaission, Sfese 16, 1865,

My DEAR Sin,— Accept my best thanks for your article on
Ethnology in the Fordughtly Repew. 1 shall read it carefully next
week, when this examination for the Indian Civil Service is over.
I have 130 candidates to examine in Sanskrit ; and six hours of viva
voce a day acts like an extinguisher on my reasoning faculties.
hope, however, 1 shall soon recover, and shall truly rejoice if, after
your powerful pleading. Sir Creswell Creswell will grant a divorce
to Ethnology and Phonology, two parties that ought never to have
been joined together, and whose union has certainly been the cause
of a sucoession of scientific mishaps. — Believe me, Yours very truly,
Max MilLiEr.

To EpwarD TyLOR, EsQ.
Ray LonGe, fuse 23.

‘lam glad to hear you are going to write an article on Wilhelm
von Humboldt. Steinthal bas made Humboldt far more unintelligible
than he is. Humboldt is much more of a poet or seer than an exact
philosopher. To attempt to make him what he is not, as Steinthal
has done, destroys what he really is. But I confess, to give a faith-
ful, clear, and consistent account of Humbaldts various and some-
times diverging views of language is by no means an easy task, and
I am glad you have undertaken it. 1 was very sorry to have missed
you when you were at Oxford. I am still deep in examination papers
for the Indian Civil Service. — Yours very truly.'

To uE MOTHER.

Translation. Rav Lopge, fuly 16.

1 was lately invited to a luncheon In London to which the Queen
of Holland had asked various people she wished to know. Professor
Owen, Tennyson, Grote the historian, Lord Houghton, formerly
Monckion Milnes, and also a poet, the Editor of the Tiser, and my
unworthy sell. The Queen is very friendly, and very highly edu-
cated. She is a danghter of the old King of Wurtemburg and we
talked German together, though she speaks English and French
fluently. My second volume of Lectwrer goes off very well, 2,200
copies sold in one year. It is stereotyped in America, and translated
into French and Italian. Battiger gets on slowly (with the German
translation) and is not a good translator — but that can't be helped
now,"
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It was in this summer that Mr. Gladstone stood for the last
time for election as a University burgess, and was rejected.
The Max Miillers were staying at Claydon House, and from
there Max came in to Oxford to record his vate. On his
return that evening he brought word of the mishap to the
statue of King James over the gateway into the Schools' quad.
Originally the statue had held a sceptre in the right hand, and
a hible in the left. The tradition in Oxford had always been
that the sceptre fell out of James's hand, and was smashed on
the pavement, on the day that William III landed at Torbay.
Certain it is that, as the voters poured out of the Theatre, the
bible was lying in pieces on the pavement, and was seen by all
voters who crossed the Schools' quad, coming out of the Theatre.
Max Miiller was of this number, on his way to his house in High
Street. Of course it was considered of great significance by
Mr. Gladstone's supporters. Lord Hooghton was one of the
party at Claydon, and read aloud of an evening Swinbume's
Abalanta in Calydon, which had not long appeared.

To e DEAN OF WESTMINSTER.
Ray Lobnae, fuly 1g.

¢ My pEAR STANLEY, — [ was in town yesterday and called at the
Deanery. Buot as | was told you had a bad headache, I did not like
to send up my card. When | returned in the evening | found your
letter. I shall go to Oxford to-day and be at the station at 3.53%.
It will be a real pleasure to show Oxford to the Queen of Holland.
I liked wery much what I saw of her at your house. The only people
waorth knowing in the world are those who instead of being Deans
or Bishops, or Archbishops, &c., are themselves, or try to be, and
are proud to be themselves. She hides her crown most gracefully
—and crowns, I suppose, are more difficult to hide than mitres,
coronets, &c.

i Gladstone is rejected by Oxford, and T grieve to see meanness,
parrowness, intolerance, and conceft triumphant once more. | sup-
pose it is right to subscribe to the Bishop of Natal's Fund, I promised
to do so, though 1 cannot subscribe much. I do not think that he
understands the language of ancient history — it is a language full of
Irregularities, and to try to eliminate them all is like eliminating the

Ya
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irregular verbs in Greek. But though [ differ from him and his school,
1 cannot bear to see honest inguiry squashed by the clamour of
Demetrius and his craftsmen, and the attempt to starve a man into
silence or submission is a discovery which will be a disgrace to the
nineteenth century, — Ever yours, Max MUrLen.’

To E. FREEMAN, EsQ.
Rav LopGe, Arwgust 12,
fMy pEAR FrEEMAN, — Could you find time to send me one line
if you know any book in English on the English Tell saga. 1 have
the Swiss books, but | want to know the history of the English
tale of Adam Bell, Clym of the Clough, and William of Cloudesley.

I think with you that the myth of Tell or Agamemnon makes the
existence of a real Agamemnon probable, but what can the historian

do with such probable herges 27

Max Miiller was singularly serupulous as to inflicting inquiries
on his friends, as he suffered himself from letters from all parts
of the world, on every imaginable subject. He was most care-
fiil to answer all genuine inquiries, but when asked by one lady
if football was played in England before the emigration of the
Britons (whatever that meant), and by another where to get
her horoscope cast, by one gentleman how to find the arigin of
his name Jones, by another why in learning German he might
not say aer but das Plend, and by an hotel-keeper how to pro-
nounce the word *scheduole,” and whether the term revoke or
renége should be used at cards, as two gentlemen had laid heavy
wagers on these points, he did not feel called on to waste his
time in answers. He had a book in which these and other
equally foolish letters were pasted, and in which he kept the
most amusing of the envelopes addressed to him in every im-
aginable style.

Among the best of these envelopes are : —

To the most celebrated and honoured Max Miiller.'

¢ M. le Directeur, Université des Langues, Angleterre,” came

straight to him.
¢ Professor Max Miiller, Editor of the Works of the East

Indies, General Post Office, London.’
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*Max Miller, Ancient Professor of University, England.'
"Mr. Rev. Max Miiller.'

*Master Max Miller.'

*To yery honourable Knight Max Miller.!

£ 5° Magnificenz Mr. Max Miller, Rector of the University.’
“The Venerable Professor Max Miller.!

* Pundit Max Miiller.!

* Mr. Max, Oxford."

“To the great Linguist Max Miller."

“To Father Max Mailer.
“The most noblest of the noble, Great Oriental Savant, F.

Max Miller.'
“Ta the Head authority on Language, Oxford.’
But there was one letter which he was fond of showing,

though he never knew who were the writers: —

To ProrFessor Max MiLLEr.
March 10.

‘S, — We are a couple of rather wild English girls, who have
been trying all our lives to learn something and have not yet suc-
ceeded. We have become somewhat dissatisfied lately with our
failures, and bave made up our minds to master some wonderful lan-
guage that few girls (or even men) would know. We intended to
Wenin™ for Arabic, but every one says that we should never get
over even the alphabet. To take only one or two you mention in
your lectures, Persian and Sanskrit are as difficult as Arabie. Zend
no one has ever heard of  FPrakrit we cannot get the necessary
materials for. What are we to do ? Every one seems to think we
are too fastidious, but all we want is to get hold of an vnusual lan-
guage that is not quite beyond our capabilities. We have at length
made up our mind to try and get out of our difficulties by applying
to head-quarters, and trouble you with our inguiries. We enclose a
directed envelope in order to take up as little of your valuable ime
as possibile, — We are, yours respectfully, MAREL AND ELLEN.

The address given was Holly, Post Office, Kiln Green,
Twyford.

Tao this the following answer was sent : —

‘DEaR Miss ManeL Axp Miss ELves, — It is by no means easy
to reply to your inquiry. To take up any work in good earnest is a
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most excellent thing, and I should be the last person to find fault
with anybody for fixing on learning a language, even for the mere
siake of learning something. Yet it is right that our work shoold
have some useful object beyond the mere pleasure of working. Thus
in selecting a language we might look at three ulterior objects—
literature, travel, or science of languape. Now, as 1 have no reason
to suppose that you want to learn a language that might be useful to
you in travelling, or that might furnish promising material for scien-
tific analysis, | will take it for granted that literature would form an
pbject of interest to you in the choice of a language. As it is to he
a language which few people in England are likely to know, | should
say take Portuguese, if you like Romance, or take Swedish, if yon
like Teutonic languages. The books for learning these langunges
are easily procured, and there is a literature both in Swedish and
very little known in this country, and well deserving the
interest of two young ladies. But I am afraid you will consider both
Portugnese and Swedish as far too commonplace. Well, in that
case, take Siamese. You will have some difficulty in getting gram-
mars and dictionaries, yet, if you are in earnest and apply to Messrs.
Willlams and Norgate, 14 Henrietta Street, Covent Garden, you will
with some little trouble and expense get what you want. There is
not a single man in Europe, I believe, who knows Siamese. The
French, however, are opening the country, and some of their agents
and missionaries have begun to study the language. The alphabet
is troublesome, the grammar itself seems easy. There is a vast
literature, as yet almost unknown. The King of Siam is a man of
literary tastes, a man who reads and writes English, and who would
no doubt be delighted to receive, say two or three years hence — for
it will take at least that time —a letter written in his own language
by two English ladies. With this little glimpse of romance looming
in the distance 1 must close my letter, and beg to remain, with best
wishes for perseverance and success, — Yours fithfully, M. M.
Mabel and Ellen were the daughters of the well-known
writer, Mortimer Collins, but they did not learn Swedish, Por-
tuguese, or Siamese |
After another month at Ray Lodge the Max Miillers returned
to Oxford, and the Walronds to London, and the ald house
knew them no more. The weather in September of this year
was unusually hot, and evening after evening was spent on the
river, not only on the lower river, but the Cherwell, then hardly
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known even to boating men, was constantly explored nearly to
Islip, *We carried the boat from one river to the other,’ says
a letter, It was a happy six weeks before Term began, and
Max Miiller, who was working at his Feda, without any pressure
of other work, greatly enjoyed the quiet—as he tells his
mother — alone with his wife and children, and a few intimate
friends who were in Oxford.

He gave two public lectures in the October Term on Join-
ville's Saint Lowis, which were much appreciated, and formed
the nucleus of the article on Joinville in Chigr, Volume 11L

It was in October that Max Miiller, finding that his friend
the Bodleian Librarian, * Bodley Coxe,’ could not secure the
services of any orientalist for the place of oriental sub-librarian
at the Bodleian, offered himsell for the post. As soon as the
Vice-Chancellor announced the day on which the * nomination
of Mr. Max Miiller to the office of sub-librarian, which nomina-
tion has reccived the sanction of the Curators, will be submitted
to the House,' disagreeable letters and protests began to appear,
One man signing as *a Member of Convocation,” made out that
Max Miiller had an income of at least 1,100 a year from
public funds (it was really £ 700, inclading his ill-paid work on
the Fedie), This was answered by the Bodleian Librarian, and
by a Member of Convocation, in the following letters : —

November 4.

‘ Members of Convocation are respectfully informed that the neces-
sities of the Bodleian Library require at this time an Under-Lilirarian
specially conversant with Oriental Literature. Failing in his en-
deavour to secure the services of another distinguished Orientalist,
the Librarian has been allowed {(with the unanimous consent of the
Curators) to submit the name of Professor Max Miiller to the
approval of the House, as one who, together with his Oriental learn-
ing, combines a large acquaintance with Modern European Litera-
ture, a department of scarcely less importance to the interests of the

Library.

“It may be as well to correct three mis-statements which appear
in the first of the letters now in circulation : —

‘1. Professor Miiller's salary as Taylorian Professor is £500, not,

“ maore than £6oo,™
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:3, He has resigned the Examinership for the Indian Civil Service,
¢3. His labours in editing the Fadas, so far from being “well
paid,” entail on him a considerable pecuniary sacrifice. — H. O. Coxz,
Bodley's Librarian.'
November 6, 1865.

¢ The letter of a Member of Convocation contained in the Staadard
of October 30, furnishes us with the keynote to the threatened oppo-
sition to Professor Max Miller's appointment as Sub-Librarian to the
Bodleian Library.

¢ As this # distinguished scholar " has been always too much cccu-
pied in the duties connected with his Professorship to mix himself
up in theological or in political controversies, it is difficult to under-
stand on what grounds he can have rendered himself obnoxious in
either of these capacities, except to those who regard every German
as a Rationalist, and every member of Gladstone’s Commitiee as a
Radical.

¢It is to be hoped that Convocation, dismissing all such irrelevant
considerations, will leave it, as on former occasions, to the Head
Librarian, who has never been suspected of an undue bias towards
w Liberalism in politics, or Rationalism in religion,” to determine,
with the sanction of the Curators, what is most needed with reference
to the exigencies of an Establishment for the efficiency of which he
is mainly responsible. —MeMBER OF COXVOUATION.'

Max Miller was elected, and enjoyed the work very much ;
but the strain of double work was too much, his health broke
down under it, and he had to resign the libraranship after
about a year and a half. He of course ceased to be a Curator
of the Bodleian (he had been elected in 1856) when he accepted
the post of Sub-Librarian.

To #is MOTHER.

Translation. November 1.

¢ Here people talk of nothing but Palmerston's death. 1 have never
admired the man moch. 1 was introduced to him a couple of years
ago, he looked like a dandy, but spoke in a very friendly way. He
allowed himself to be more ruled by England than he ruled her.
That has its good side, especially here where public opinion is well
regulated, but he was entirely wanting in independence and all higher
itdeas of life.  Stanley buried him in Westminster Abbey. [ did not

go up for it
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To DEAN STANLEY.
6y Hicn STREET, November 23,

iMy DEAR STANLEY,— Many thanks for the second series of
your Lectures just received.! 1 shall read them as soon as [ find a
few quiet days, and they will recall the pleasant time when you were
settled here.  If you cannot have the man, the next best thing is to
have his book, yet it is but a poor substimte. Why did you not put
on your title page, *Corresponding Member of the Institute of
France®? They are rather particular about that in Paris.

# The Convocation for confirming my re-election ® is fixed for Fri-
day, December 1, at two. Whether there s to bea sulphurons erup-
tion I do not know yet, but I should not be surprised. However,
you must not think of coming up. If it is to be, I have no doubt
it is meant for good. | have done nothing In the matter, and my
rule in life has always been not to struggle against storms that are
gathering overhead, but to wait, hoping they may pass, but quite
prepared for the drenching if it comes.

+1 think I have been treated without that fairness and considera-
tion which, as a rule, are generally shown by Englishmen to English-
men; but though | may have made a mistake in setiling in England,
and spending here the best years of my life, I shall always be thank-
ful for having paSsed through this school of life. There are many
things 1 owe to my stay in England and to my English friends, per-
haps the most precious things in a man's life —things that cannot
be taken away—and that | shall value all the more, if the evening
of my life is to be spent in my own country.'— Ever yours, Max
MiLLER.

To tue Rigur Hon. W. E. GLADSTONE.
HigH STREET, Nevember 12, 1865,

] cannot allow another week to pass without thanking you for
your essay on the Providential Position of Greece. [ have read
it with deep interest, and there are many things which 1 should like
to say about it.  But 1 live just now in the midst of a storm which
will very likely drive me away from England,*and I cannot for the
moment concentrate my thoughts on any other subject. | am so
glad that you have said many of the things which you have said in

1 Om the Jewish Chuarch. 2 To his Professorship.
#The opposition threatened 1o his clection as Sub-Libiarian on account of

his unorthodoxy.
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your valedictory address. Thoogh no human mind ean ever hope
to discover or o understand the vestiges of the Creator and Ruler
of mankind in the broken strata of history, vet the very search for
them comforts and elevates the mind of man, and the sense of our
own impotence and Ignorance widens and deepens our faith in the
Highest Wisdom and Power.

With many thanks for the honour you have done me in sending
me your essay.'

To mis WirFe.
Oxronrn, Nedewder 28.

i May God watch over us, and may we never forget how much

happiness He has showered upon us. There is something very awful

in this life, and it is not right to try to forget it. It is well to be
reminded by the trials of others of what may befall us, and what

is kept from us only by the love of our Father in heaven, not by any
merit of our own.'

Christmas was spent in London at the grandfather's house,
but, to the sorrow of the two eldest children, who recollected
the regular German Christmas of the year before with their
grandmaother, there was no Christmas tree, the house being too
small to give up a room to it
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Easter in Paris. Sowmsérit Grammar, *My Hrother War between
Prussia and Awstrin, Cornwall, Gold medal feom Dulee of Anhalt,
lllncss, Boumemouth. Letter on Brahmo Somdj. Death of niece,
Parks End bought. Cure at Ems.  Cigr 1 and I1

By January = the Max Millers settled quietly again in Ox-
ford, he remaining hard at work till Easter, when the ten days
vacation from the Bodleian was spent in a visit to Paris. The
weather was too cold for expeditions, but many pleasant hours
were spent with congenial friends — Mohls, Regniers, B. St.-
Hilaire, Stanislas Julien, Michel Bréal, and others. To Max
Miiller this intercourse and exchange of ideas with friends occu-
pied in work like his own was the greatest refreshment. It was
such intercourse he sorely missed in Oxford ; where the men
who could at all enter into his pursuits were younger than him-
self, and more lLike pupils, whilst his older friends, with whom
his Oxford career had begun, had almost all moved on to other
spheres of work.

To s MOTHER.
Translation, OxrorD, Aprid 16.

“Our time in Parls was very amusing. The only sad thing was
the recollection of so many friends whom one knew there, and who
are gone. 1 often thought of Emilie, and of Gathy. and Hagedorn,
and of my life in Paris in 1846. That is long ago, and yet 1 enjoy
life as much as [ did then, and think the grey hairs are only an out-
ward appearance! . . . I do not believe in War, have never believed
in it, but T am curious to see how long men of honour and reason-
able men in Germany will submit to such a scandalous government |
Now [ am busy again with my work, and shall not get away till

33t
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August. 1 have been made an Academician of Turin. There are
only seven, and after Thiers and Cousin comes my unworthy self.’

To E. B. TvLor, Esq.
Oxronn, April 16.

{0n my return from Paris 1 found a copy of the (warferdy, and in
it your excellent article on the Science of Language. 1 feel not only
personally very much obliged to you, but I believe you have rendered
a real service to our common studies by exciting the interest and
allaying the fears of that large and important class of Englishmen
who are, more or less, led by the Qwarderfy Revieme. A violent
anslanght from that quarter, which was by no means unlikely, might
have done serious mischief, and 1 therefore tender you my thanks
both for what you have done, and what you have been the means of
preventing.  What you say about Prepositions is troe. ] believe,
however, that those which are not predicative like frans will turn out
to be pre-nominal, local adverhs pointing to hereand there. (Jwd vvra
werra.  You have managed the Interjectionalists very well. Never
did | make a greater mistake than in taking an illustration of the
Bow-wow theory from Wedgewood's dictionary, which happened to
be on my table, instead of quoting the same view from a hundred
other books ! You have put the case very clearly, and I hope no
more paper will be wasted on this woprofitable discussion. You
attribute too much importance to my phonetic types or typical
sounds ; they were left as a mere frame, to be filled in by-and-by."

To THE SAME.
Oxrorn, Al 19.

iMany thanks for your article in the Fordwiphtly Reviaw. 1 like it
very much and agree with every word of it ; only that [ shall have to
write a much more determined defence of the Pooh-pooh and Bow-
wow theory than you have done, but of course only after defining the
true meaning of these theories. [ cannot get over chagrin. | do
not think it can be merely leather, least of all Eastern leather; but
I confess | cannot get at the history of the word. 1 believe that the
Chagreen leather is of Eastern origin, but ehagrin as substantive and
adjective, chagrivenr and chagriner — 1 confess that staggers me-
The question is who first used the metaphor, if that is the origin of
the word.'

Rumours of war between Austria and Prussia were now
rife, and Max Miiller wrote to warn his mother not to depend

on seeing him and his in Germany in the summer.
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To His MOTHER.

Translation. May =27.

iWe can make no plans for the summer whilst there are these
rumours of war. Till now I firmly believed in peace, but now I am
afraitl the summer will not go by without something happening,
1 cannot take any interest in these matters, unless it comes to a real
popular war. Till now the people have not wished for war, but
only the ministers and the soldiers; and they may eat the broth they
have cooked. But how any people can submit to such a way of
governing, I cannot comprehend, and am thaokful T am not there.
I have at last finished my Senskrdid Grastwar. It came out last

week, and it has taken a great lond off my conscience.’

In 1864 Max Miiller had arranged with Messrs. Longmans
to publish a series of handbooks for the study of Sanskrit.
In his preface to the first of the series, the first book of the
Hitipadésa, he explains that these handbooks were intended
for two classes of readers: first, far those candidates for the
Indian Civil Service, who desired not only to acquit them-
selves well in the examination, but to lay a good foundation
for the subsequent study of the spoken vermaculars; and
secondly, for a steadily increasing number of scholars who
wished to gain an elementary but accurate knowledge of
Sanskrit as a key to the study of Comparative Philalogy.
For both these classes the existing works were too diffuse,
and only adapted to those who wished to make Sanskrit their
lifelong study. Max Miiller's handbooks included the first,
second, third, and fourth books of the Midpaddsa, Benley’s
Sanskrit Dictionary, and a Sauskrit Grammar for beginners
by Max Miller. The text of the first book of the Hitfpadésa
was prepared by Dr. Kielhorn, one of the many German San-
skrit scholars for whom Max Miiller was instrumental in getting
appointments in India.

The Librarian of the India Ofice, in writing to thank him
for the Hitdpaddsa, says, * It is very obliging of you, in the inter-
est of beginners, to prepare hooks of this description ; that
they are very much needed is undeniable —at last it is feasible
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for a student of ordinary ability to commence the stody of

Sanskrit without a teacher.’

Max Miller's ‘sensible and well-constructed book ' was
praised in several reviews, whilst his friend Professor Cowell
had from the first welcomed the series as an immense help to
the smdent. With such helps as these Sanskrit should be as
easily acquired as any other language. The projected series
will be invaluable.’

To His MOTHER.
OxrorD, Jume 17.

I hope that you are safe fn Chemnitz, for Dresden is not the
place for you. 1 see that the Prussians have marched into Saxony,
and they are very likely to encounter the Austrians in the neigh-
bourhood of Dresden. At Chemnite, at all events, you are not in the
immediale scene of the fighting — you have advice and help from
the Krugs. Now that war has really begun things will not quiet
down agiin so very quickly; but in the way war is now conducted,
those who live at the very theatre of war will be far less disturbed
than in former times. Sooner or later a war between Austria and
Prussia was unavoidable, and if it is bot decisive, it will lead to what
all true Germans have desired for years, a united Germany. Prussia
and Austria are merely names, and stand for no more than Anhalt
and Reuss. The great thing is that the dualism of Prussia and
Austria should be ended. Who conquers, or is conquered, is of little
consequence, Germany remains Germany, and cannot be governed
even by a Roman Catholic Emperor, otherwise than she allows her-
self to be governed. If Prussia wins, she must cease to be Prussia,
Austria the same. So wait quietly, no excitement, no partisanship.
Bismarck, either with or without his own consent, may become the
greatest benefactor of Germany. It is sad that your Austrian papers
have fallen again ! but don't make yourself miserable about it
How many people are in the same, or even worse, plight.  Whatever
you want, | can always give. You need have no scruples about ity
for if 1 don’t give it to you, | give it to others; and I have for years
given away to others far more than I give you. What Aows in so
richly on me does not belong to me, and I ought to give away a
great deal more than [ do. So, as I say, don't vex yourself about
money. Stay on quietly for the present with the Krugs, We can
make no summer plans yet. France or Switzerland are the only
places where it would be gquiet. . . . Do not make the times worse
than they are by over-anxiety.'
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Tt was in this year that Max Miller made the acquaintance
of Mr, John Bellows; the head of the great printing works at
Bristol. At first the acquaintance was only by letter; but on
meeting they were both much attracted to each other, and
a true friendship sprang up which continued to the last, though,
being very busy men, they did not meet as often as both de-
sired. In sending his friend's letters to Mms. Max Miiller,

Mr. Bellows says : —

Tt was in 1866 that T put before Professor Max Miiller a plan 1
had for printing a skeleton dictionary in which travellers and mis-
sionaries might record the vocbulary of any particular language, or
dialect, they wished to study. He entered heartily into it, and com-
piled for it a key alphabet for the various sounds that would have to
be noted. It so happened that a Scottish firm just then offered me
a quantity of paper they had made for Confederate hank notes
during the American War, but which they had failed to run through
the blockade at Charleston. As this was very strong and thin, 1
used it for the Outline Dictionary. It answered well, I believe, as
the edition all sold. It was really Professor Max Miller's worl,

however.
The following letters show how minutely Professor Max

Miller entered into the scheme:—

To Mr. Joux BELLOWS.
64 HicH STREET, fwwe 20.

4] cannot think of anything better than the inverted a to represent
the 4; we must not have accented letters, otherwise no doubt the
Swedish 4 would be preferable. [ do not see quite clearly the prin-
ciple you follow in giving the various meanings of certain words.
The book is meant for Englishmen who must be supposed to know
the shades of meaning of each word ; besides there is no reason o
give them all.  Would it not be best to give various meanings only
when there is a clearly defined difference, as in Account, 1 narrative,
2 bill, 3 esteem. But why give “ coming to the throne " under Ac-
cession? If the missionary wants to express that meaning he would
put it under Accession, and if he wants to express “an accession to his
income ™ he would place it there likewise, making a note for his own
information. Why put casual, and by injury, under Accidental?
Does accidental ever mean by injury, except indirectly?’
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To THE SAME.
OxrFonn, fune 27,

“There is very little to alter. I shouold put #, bought, all, as a
familiar English sound, before the & of Viter. Also 1 should put
# as optional with fi ; in fact I should not have admitted f at all if I
had not been told that this type is generally to be found in ordinary
founts. You know best whether that is so; if noty, [ should leave it
out, and give # only. I think a little more care should be taken
with the Dictionary."

To THE SAME.
Suly 18,

1 received your envelopes and the electro-typed specimens, and
am much obliged to you for them. As to your Dictionary, I am
afraid there is something wrong in getting the words ready for press.
Why should you not take any ordinary Dictionary, and just under-
line in red the words which you want. I have been collating
your proof-sheets with Blackley and Friedlinder's Practical Gerntas
LDictinary, just published by Longmans, and 1 really think it would
take less time to underline that, than to collate the proof-sheets, to
say nothing of the trouble of making the corrections in the compo-
sition. I always think that what is worth doing is worth doing well,
and | feel sure that with a little more trouble at first, much trouble
afterwards may be avoided.'

Since Max Miiller's last letter to his mother great events had
taken place in Germany. The rapid advance of the Prussians
had been crowned by the great battle of Kiniggritz. Austria
had given up Venice to France, and the ‘seven days war,’ is
it was called in England, seemed over, The excitement and
interest in England were very great.

To p1s MOTHER.

Translation. Oxrorn, fuly 8.

*All good Germans have long desired what is now happening.
The methods employed might have been better, here and there, but
Frussia staked her existence to make Germany united and strong,
and though | thoroughly doubt whether the motives were through-
out honest and pure, yet | rejoice over the results, Prussia will
have a yet harder war to wage, for war with France can hardly be
avoided. But in spite of all that, Germany will at last take her
right place in Europe, and that she never could have done with the

i — - [ -
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# Bundestag " and thirty princes. Austria will always remain a great
power in the East, but in the Protestant North an independent
power must be created, be it called Prussia or Germany. [ often
long now to be back in Germany, though 1 coald be of no use as a
soldier. Whrite to me very often, | am so busy [ cannot always write
to you, but you have plenty of time, and all you write interesis me.
Also letters may get lost now, so the more you write the better.
Why do not you and Emilie come to England for six or eight weeks?
I do not believe that we shall have peace very soon, should it come
we might still go to Germany in August and September. Do not
worry too much. There is always war, and always will be, like
thunder after grest heat. T am very sorry for Emilie at Dessau, in
the midst of Prussians with her strong Austrian feelings. Where is
Adolf, and what has become of Fritz Stockmarr? '}

The following letter refers to a communication from Max
Miiller’s old schoolfellow, Karl Elze, of Dessan, a well-known
Shakespearian scholar, later on Professor of English Literature
at Halle. He wrote to tell his friend that a literary society in
Dessau, which for some years had been giving public lectures,
had resolved to apply the money so made to the founding of a
Wilhelm Miiller Prize, to be given each year in the three high-
est classes of the Dessan Gymnasium (public school) on Wil-
helm Miiller's birthday.

To s MOTHER.

Translation. OxrorD, fuly 16.

] write whenever [ have something to write abouot, and from the
enclosed letter from Elee you will see that we are not quite forgotten
in Dessaun. I wrote at once to Elre a deawfifully wrilfen letter, to
tell him how pleased I was. 1 at once promised him 1oo thalers,
and hope later on to give more, so that perhaps in time it may form
a Wilhelm Miller Scholarship. 5o you see there is a bit of good
news, One hopes now the war will soon be over, well, the quicker
the better. The losses are terrible, but so it has always been, and
in no century has Germany been so long at peace as in this. You
can well imagine [ am no admirer of Bismarck, but | am convineed
his policy is the only one to make Germany strong and respected by
other nations. What would have become of Germany il France
had attacked Hanover or Saxony, or Hesse, and the jealousy be-

1 Soldier cousing of Max Mller's,

t &
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tween Prussia and Austria had made all joint action impossible ?
With Italy united, with the colossus of Russia and the great mass of
France, it was pecessary North Germany should be united.  Austria
was opposed to this union and must therefore suffer, but in spite of
all defeats she will always be a great power in the East, and, if she
concentrates hersell by giving up Italy and Germany, will, one hopes,
be strong encugh, in spite of Russia, to annex Turkey, and drive the
Turks back to Asia. Those are my hopes, but who knows what may
come ? 1 expected that Prossia would meet with some great defeat,
and that may still happen, and would do Prussia good, as thereby
she would become more thoroughly German ; but these things are
not in our hands, and all happens as is for the best. So do not let
the grey hairs appear ! much worse things have happened in the
world than the overthrow of a dynasty. On the whole the world is
a very small grain of sand, Europe a small quarter of the world, and
Austria a very small part of Europe, and the man one calls from
habit emperor is but a man, not so much better than the thousands
who have fallen in Bohemia. ] wish [ knew how to send you some
money —the letters seem to go safely enough. Stay quietly in
Chemnitz. It is possible the Prussians may have to retreat, and
then Diresden might have to suffer, whilst Chemnitz is off the track,
Wish Krug joy for his twenty-five years doctorate — [ shall soon
attain a fike honour, and yet | cannot feel myself at all old!®

To E. B. TyvrLonr, EsgQ.

Suly 6.
¢ Two things have escaped me which perhaps you will help me to
catch. [ made a note of o passage where the name Hear, for the
constellation, occurred among a race that could Aot be suspected of
Aryan influences. But | lost my reference.  Secondly, [ saw a paper
by Mr. Edkins on the relation between Chinese, Mongolian, and
Tibetan, either in the Ethnological or Anthropological Society ; but

this too | cannot find again. The finder shall be duly rewarded.'

As the time for his holiday drew near, Max Miiller felt more
and more unwilling to risk taking his wife and children to Ger-
many in the unsettled state of things; and he was conscious,
without any vanity, that he could not travel about entirely un-
known, or say what he liked unheeded, He did not wish to be
obliged to express any real opinion publicly for either Prussia
or Austria, and it seemed wisest to keep out of Germany till

|
|
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things were more settled. Even in his own family party spirit
ran very high. His Dessan relatives were all for Prussia, and
Max Miller's own feelings were on that side, whereas his cousin
Emilie, and, influenced by her, his mother, were violently
Aunstrian.
To urs Mornes.

Translation, OxFoRD, Augwst 5.

“That nothing has come of our plans is very sad, 1 had gone on
hoping we might get to Riigen, but the state of things is too uncer-
tain for travelling, especially with children. It looks more peaceful
at this moment, but I do not quite trust it, it is always possible that
Anstria may venture on another battle.  Also the new organization in
the north, and the Parlinment in Frankfort, are sure to cause local
disturbances, and as one can do nothing to help, it is better to stay
away, and hope for happiertimes. . . . One cannot alter matters, and
when you think that Babylon and Nink‘.fl.‘h.. and Athens and Rome,
have passed away in the course of time, you cannot wonder so much
at the Hapsburg catasirophe. Such things happen now and again,
and the world goes on afterwards as before [

Sir Benjamin Brodie and his family, and Professor Bat Price
with his, had gone to St. Ives in Cornwall for the summer, and
persuaded the Max Miillers to follow their example. The one
difficulty was a house ; the few suited to visitors were all taken.
At last Lady Brodie found what was really a fisherman's cottage
close down to the beach, small and simple, but exquisitely clean,
and this was promptly secured, Life at St. [ves was amusingly
primitive ; the butcher came once a wesk from Penzance, but
every house had its own poultry yard to supply deficiencies.
Vegetables and froit were even more difficult to procure : there
was one haker in St. Ives. The town faces north; the part
where the visitors lived thirty-six vears ago was out of the town
proper, which was built on & broad spit of land surrounded,
except to the south, by the sea, The town was entirely inhab-
ited by the fishermen, and was almost unapproachable from the
smell of stale fish. Behind the cottage which the Max Millers
occupied the land rose to the granite moors, from the top of
which there was a wonderful view, south to Penzance and the

L2
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Mount's Bay, and back north to the Bay of St Ives and the
coast towards Perranzabuloe. The smelling town was often
braved, for beyond it the spit of land ended in an open meadow,
from which one could see on calm days the long swell of the
green waters of the Atlantic rolling in with irresistible force, or
on stormy days the foaming waves as they dashed and thun-
dered against the cliffs ; whilst the sunsets, as seen from this
point, were a constant delight. Bathing was carried on from
the beach in front of the Max Millers' cottage, * Primrose Villa *;
the boulders of rock fallen from the cliffs serving as dressing-
rooms. At that time of year the moors were one blaze of pur-
ple heather and golden gorse —in striking contrast to the grey
limestone headlands of the sea-coast. So brilliant was the col-
ouring that, on the first walk to the moors, the eldest child of
five and a half years, who inherited all her father's passion for
flowers, gave a cry of mpture as she saw the long stretch of
heather and gorse, ¢ Oh, Daddy, whose garden is this?' Max
Miiller was delighted with the country, examining the cromlechs
and other Celtic remains with keen intercst. But his letters

shall speak for themselves,
To Mnr. BELLOWS.

S, Ives, Sefdewrber.

¢] have not been able to see much of Cornwall yet, owing to varions
reasons: my own health, my wife's health, and the weather. How-
ever, we are both well again; and in spite of the weather we have
spent three days at the Lizard. Gew Graze, Pigeon Hugo, K ynance,
and the coast as far as Cadgewith are full of interest.  As soon as the
weather settles a little, we mean to go to the Land'’s End. 1f possible,
we shall do Carnbrea, when I hope to see your friend Mr. Mitchell,
though 1 am afraid we are not up to descending into the mine. What
you say about the accent in Cornish is very true. 1 did not know
about the German miners, and | wonder whether one could find an
historical account of them anywhere. The legends and stories of
Cornwall are purely German — very little of Cornish left there. The
names of places deserve a careful study. Mere etymology will not do
it; you want first of all to ascertain their primitive form. As to
“ Carack luzen kuz,"? please remember that [ am not a Cornish scholar.

I An old name for St, Michael's Mount.
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1 consider your argument against the modern form of &ws, instead of
the Cornish ewsd, Welsh Coedd, s quite true.  So far [ go with you, and
this seems to me to dispose of the meaning, commonly given to
“Carack luz en kuz " (the hoar rock in the wood). What it really
meant, I cannot tell, I do not see that you prove the meaning of Aay
for the word £ds, or of Aofy for fds, unless you have some further
evidence.  Mere possibilities will not help much. Nor do I see that
you prove that the Wowsf was a burial place, If you can establish the
meaning of &y for Fdsz it will be very important, but even to have
shown that it could not have meant wood, is quite sufficient to guard
against the extraordinary conclusions founded on that name, One
more guestion, What is the earliest date for the name “ Carack luz en
kuz," or of the pilchard song in which it occurs?*

To THE SAME.
ST. IvEs, Seffembsr 13.

“The weather is sadly against us here, We saw the Land's End,
anid walked along the coast to the Logan, with a fearful sea rolling at
our side. It was magnificent. We went down Botallock mine, which
to my mind Is as grand as anything I recollect. We have only one
more week here. [ wish 1 could stay here longer, it is a delightful
neighbourhood and full of interest.  Now and then one feels very near
the old world, How careless people are about Celtic antiguities ;
while they send men-of-war to fetch home the lions and bulls of
Nineveh, farmers are allowed to pull down cromlechs and caves, and
uge the stones for pig-styes.’

To THE SAME,
S1. Ives, Sepfember 18.

£ The fates have been sadly against me during my stay in Cornwall.
First | was lajd up with eold, &c., and afierwards the weather has been
so uncertain that I have anly just been able to see what was absolutely
necessary. However, in spite of all, I am so delighted with Cornwall,
that I am sure to come again, and if 1 could, I should gladly give up
Oxford and settle here, in a cottage by the sea-shore, and finish my
edition and translation of the Veda, which I am afraid [ shall never be
able to finish at Oxford. The air here is so invigorating and life so
easy, naturl, and uninterrupted by society, that one feels up to any
amount of work. [ tremble when 1 think of the hurry and fiurry of
Oxford, and the distraction and lassitude which it entails, . . . The
growth of the modern name and legend of Marazion s very curious,
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. « . 1 wish somebody would take up the history of Cornish names of
places. There are so many names of fields, and lanes, and stones, to
say nothing of houses and villages, which would yield an ample harvest,
+ « » I should like to know the meaning of Perran, and St. Perran, and
his various aliases. Can it mean “miner™ or “smeller™? He seems
a saint of Cornish growth, and I expect a saint who never had flesh or
bone, as little as his companion, St. Chywiddan, ¢.e. White house, or
Smelting house. Do you happen to know anything about their mean-
ing and origin, beyond what is found in Hunt's Corwich Taler P!

So delighted was Max Miuller with all he saw and heard
in Cornwall, for he was never tired of the tales of Cornish
saints, giants, and fairies that he learnt from various Cornish
people with whom he came in contact, that he began almost
as soon as he returned to Oxford to write the paper on
‘Cornish Antiquities,’ which was published the following year
in the Quarferdy. Another on the question, ‘Were there
Jews in Cornwall?' also appeared in a periodical of the next
year, and provoked long discussions ; whilst a third paper on
*The Insulation of 5t. Michael’s Mount’ was read before the
Ashmolean Society in Oxford in the autumn of 1867. All
three papers were republished in the two first editions of
Chips.

To Mgr. Joux BELLOWS.
September 29.

‘. .. I send you what I have written down about St. Michael's
Mount. 1 wonder whether you will be able to read it, and I want
much to know what you think about it before | send it to be printed.
I have taken possession of some remarks of yours, to which, how-
ever, [ would gladly attach your name If you will let me do so, . . «
1 am in no hwry about printing it.  Tam pining after St. Ives, and
Cornish rocks, and fresh sea breezes.

Just after his return to Oxford, Max Miiller received intelli-
gence that an impostor, calling himself his brother, was going
about in London getting money from those whom he could
take in. ‘The story was always the same : he had been robbed
on his way over from Germany, and had not enough to pay his
ticket to Oxford. As the man or men continued the same
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fraud for several years, Max Miller at length put a notice in
the Fimer, mentioning that he had never had a brother. This
stopped the impostor in London after a time, but a few years
later the same trick was tried in one of the Australian Colonies,
and Max received letters from several people who had been
duped by him, The imposture continued on and off for quite
five years, and there is still a large packet of letters from his
victims marked in Max Miller's hand, My Brother.

To H1s MOTHER.
Translation. Octader 7.
{The Professors in Berlin are wretchedly paid, and whenever 1
hear of affairs there, [ feel [ should never be able to fit in there, 1
am not rich here, but independent. [ think [ should long ago have
been in prison had I stayed in Germany: here in England | can do
what I will. People abuse me, but they cannot bite, and evervbody

barks at his own door.”

To ProrFesson LEPsIvs.

Franrlation. Oxronrn, Ocfoder 14.

#. « - The things that happen in Prossia — or, shall [ say, Ger-
many, aocupy one's head and one's heart.  What would Bunsen have
thought of it all? Many a thing has happened differently to what
we should have wished, but that it has happened, and that it has ad-
vanced go far, and will advance still more and more, makes it well
warth while to have lived to see it come to pass,  There will have to
be further struggles, but a glorious beginning has been made!?

It was in this autumn that Max Miiller received a fine gold
medal from his old Duke, Leopold of Dessan, who, knowing
that Orders are not worn in England, except at Court, had this
medal struck expressly for the student whose career he had
watched with interest from his earlicst childhood. On the
obverse of the medal is the head of the Duke, who was a very
handsome man, and on the reverse, within a broad wreath of
oak and laurel leaves, the inscription : —

‘ Fiir Verdienst um Kunst und Wissenschaft dem Professor

Dr. Max Miiller, 1866."
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(“To Professor Dr. Max Miller, 1866, for services to Art and
Science.”) It was the first recognition he received, except from
learned societies, and was greatly prized, and always kept on his
table,

To Mr. Joux BELLOWS
Oxronn, NMevember 8.

i1t is very kind of you to lend me your Cornish Dictionary, I shall
take great care of it, and return it as soon as | get my own copy. It
seems a very useful book, and carefully put together, only the San-
skrit comparisons are horrible. 1 wish Mr. Williams would publish
his Celtic Grammar, but confing himself to Celtic. 1 guessed the
riddle of the Nine Maidens as soon as I began to read your letter.
1 saw the stones, and I wish 1 had koown about the missing stone,
and where (o find it As to the legend, it would grow up naturally
enongh. If you once have the nine maidens and turned into stones,
the dancing on a Sunday, &c., will come by itself. 1 think 1 conld
match that easily by German legends.  You see that even the two
pipers were soon added by popular fancy. I wish I could find out
whether | am right in supposing that the two pipers, and the two
stones that flank the Men-an-tal, point to the equinoctial points, and
served to fix the great annual festivals.  There are certainly tombs
an St. Michael's Mount, and I read an ancient charter which allows
people to be buried on the mainkand, but still requires the does to be
paid to the Priory. I feel sure an attempt should be made to declare
all real antiquities in Cornwall and elsewhere, national property, 1
have collected a few cases of vandalism,  If you meet with any in
your readings, please let me know.'

To THE SAME.
OxrorD, Nevewber 14.

“ You have traced the extracts from the Sikh M55, beautifully, and
before T say more about it, let me ask you where you get that beauti-
ful tracing paper, and how much it is per quire. Well, there is very
little known abeut the Sikh language. We possess several MSS. of
their sacred book, the Granth, and of some minor works, all treating
of the Sikh religion. The language s the Penjabi as spoken about
1500 A.D., a corruption of Sanskrit, like Hindi and the rest. The
alphabet, too, is Devanigari, only curiously misapplied. By means
of Sanskrit on the one side, and Hindi on the other, one could make
out passages here and there, but that was a slow process. 5o I wrote
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through a friend of mine to some of the Sikh priests at Umritsir,
asking them to write out a Sanskrit translativn of some portions of
their sacred code. They sent me instead a Hindi and Penjabi
translation, and by means of it, and with the help of some friends
who are good Hindi scholars, [ made out some interesting passages.
I have now written again for a literal Sanskrit translation, and when
I get it, I hope to publish a few specimens of the sacred writings of
the Sikhs. Ewvery book that has formed the foundation of a large
religions movement ought to be accessible to schalars and theolo-
gians. It has taken me twenty years now to bring out the first edition
of the sacred book of the Bralimans, the Veda; so I am afraid life is
too short to embark on a second undertaking of the same kind — the
one representing the oldest, the other the most modern phase of
religious thought in India— the one 1,500 before, the other 1,500
after, our e, I should be very glad some day to see Sir Thomas
Phillips's collection ; I know it is wonderfully rich. 1 wish some
collector, like him, would rescue what there is still to be rescued of
the ancient Hiteratire of India. Manuscripts i Indin, being made of
vegetable paper, do not last much longer than 4oo years. It was
the duty of every rajah to keep a library, and a staff of librarans,
whose work it was (o recopy each manuscript as soon as it began to
show signs of decay.  As soon as these rajahs were pensioned off,
the first retrenchment they made in their establishments was the sup-
pression of these librarles and librarians. They were not even
allowed to present their libraries to the East India Company! Well,
the result is that at the present moment literary works, which have
been preserved for more than a thousand years, are crumbling away.
In a few places, where there exists still among the natives an interest
in their ancient literature, manuscripts are copied and some of them
printed and lithographed. But the great bulk of Sanskrit Hterature
{larger than the literature of Greece) Is allowed to perish, whereas
a few thousand pounds might preserve all that is worth preserving.
If the interest which is now taken in the early history of mankind,
in the origin of religions, mythologicil and philosaphical ideas, con-
tinues for the next hundred or two hundred years, the Sanskrit MSS.
would be valued hereafter, like the Codex Alexandrinus, or Sinaiticus.
Manyof them will be unique. Andstrange to say the same manuscripts
which in the hot and dry climate of India are so perishable are per-
fectly safe as soon as they are deposited in a European library.  But
no one tnkes an interest in these matters, and while people shudder
at the supposed vandalism of Omar in destroying the Alexandrian
library, the same unconscious vandalism takes place unheeded under
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our eyes. I have not forgotten my Cornish articles ; but [ want to

get rid, not only of the Jews, but also of the Saracens.
*Yours very truly.'

To s WirFe.
Oxrorn, December g.

¢ Life at —— may be very nice for people who have nothing to do,
or think they have nothing to do, and no account to give of their
days and hours. But [ have not learnt life so. I still have a great
work to do, and | often feel that I might have done a great deal more,
if I had kept the one object of my life more steadily in view. [ some-
times wish you would help me more in doing that, and insist on my
working harder at the Fedds and nothing else. + | hope I shall finish
that work, and 1 feel convinced, though 1 shall not live to see it, that
this edition of mine and the translation of the Fede will hereafter
tell to a great extent on the fate of India, and on the growth of mil-
Hons of souls in that country. It is the root of their religion, and to
show them what that root is, is, I feel sure, the only way of uprooting
all that has sprung from it during the last 3,000 years. If thase
thoughts pass through one’s mind, one does grodge the hours and
days and weeks that are spent In staying in people's houses, and one
feels that with the many blessings showered upon one, one ought 10
be up and doing what may be God's work.'~

To ms MoTHER.

Transiation. Loxpox, December 16.

* We stayed from Thursday to Saturday with the Belgian Minister,
M. Van de Weyer, who has a beautiful place not fr from Taplow.
He is a very cultivated man and an experienced statesman, and
was a librarian in Holland when the revolution broke out; then he
became one of Leopold's Ministers. He married a rich American,
and they live in great luxury. We had the same rooms Princess
Alice bad when she last paid them a long visit. It is very near
Windsor, and the Queen often drives over to see them.'

The Christmas was spent in London with the grandfather,

the last the Max Miillers were to spend away from their own

home till their children were grown up.
Max Miiller had been far from well whilst in London, and

on his return to Oxford was lnid up with so severe a bronchial
attack, accompanied by great prostration, that his medical

e
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attendant and friend, Mr. Symonds, was seriously anxious
about him, and took him to London for further advice. He
was ordered to leave Oxford at once for a milder climate.
The weather was so severe that a journey to the Riviera was
thought too great a risk, and just after the middle of January
Max with his wife and children settled at Bournemonth, his old
friend Professor Cowell undertaking his work as Sub-Librarian
at the Bodleian, and occupying his house in Oxford, till it was
fit for him to return home, At first he was almost entirely
confined to the house, but as the weather improved and he
gained strength he was able to enjoy the walks in the sheltered
pine woods, which then stretched between the Bourne and
Boscombe, or quiet rides with some relatives of his wife living
at Bournemouth ; and constant talks with one of these relatives,
the banker Mr. Glyn, afterwards Lord Wolverton, was a great
resource, a5 he was not fit for any hard mental work, and
had been ordered by his doctor to leave his books in Oxford.
Both Max Miiller and Mr. Glyn were ardent Liberals, and great
admirers of Mr. Gladstone, who, as Chancellor of the Exche-
quer, was in the habit year by year of talking over his Budget
with Mr. Glyn, and a favourite point of discussion was whether
the nation would accept Mr. Gladstone some day as Prime
Minister. Mr. Glyn was in those days inclined to doubt it
One point on which the uncle and nephew disagreed entirely,
was in their estimation of Louis Napoleon, whom Mr. Glyn
admired, as he attributed the commercial prosperity of France
to his good government. Max Miiller on the other hand,
who had often been in Paris, and knew how the respectable
mididle class kept entirely aloof from the Government, which
they looked on as thoroughly evil, had no admiration for the
ailventurer.

It was many weeks before Max Miller at all recovered his
usnal health and strength ; and though he began his translation
of the Rig-veda, of which the prospectus had been published in
January, he soon found that he was only up to lighter work,
and he began to prepare his articles on Cornwall for the press.
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The first on ' Cornish Antiquities' was intended for the Nargh
British Review. When written he sent it to his friend Mr.
Bellows, a Cornishman by birth, for revision, and in his letter
mentions that he had a half promise from a member of parlia-
ment that he would prepare a Bill on the proper preservation
of national monuments. It had been a real sorrow to him in
Cornwall to see how the interesting Celtic remains were left
entirely at the mercy of indifferent landowners and ignorant
farmers, who had no scruples in using the fine stones for gate-
posts and farm buildings ; in some cases, as with the ancient
wells, pulling them down entirely to build them up in modern
style, or as they described it, *fitty.” Nothing more is to be
found about this half promise in any of the letters, and it was
not till about 1873 that Lord Avebury, then Sir John Lubbock,
introduced his Ancient Monuments Bill, which was not finally
passed till 1882,

The second article, * Are there Jews in Cormwall?' came out
in Macmilian's Magasine in the April of this year. The third
article, f On the Insulation of St. Michael's Mount,' was not
published till it appeared in the third volume of Chips from @
German Workshap in 1870,

Before he left Oxford, Max Milller had heard from the Dean of
St. Paul's, asking him to furnish a list of books that might be
of interest and use to his nephew, Dr. Milman, the new Bishop
of Calcutta. On furnishing the list Max Miiller forwarded a
letter on the Brahmo Somij, or body of pure Theists in India,
written to him by Satyendra Nith Tagore, who was the first
native to pass the examination for the Indian Civil Service,
himself a faithful adherent of the Brahmo Somdj. As Max
Miiller was intimately acquainted later with Keshub Chunder
Sen, and Mozoomdar, leaders of the Somaj, and always took
the deepest interest in the whole movement, as being he felt
the real stepping-stone to Christianity in India, thé letter is
given in the Appendix. It presents the real teaching of the
Somdj at that time as explained by a highly educated and en-
lightened follower.
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To THE DEAN oF S5T. PAUL'S.

64 HioH STREET, OXFORD.

[ enclose a letter from an Indian friend of mine, Satvendra Nith
Tagore, which may pessibly interest you, and which, if you like, you
may forward to the Bishop. 1t will give him an insight into the
religious aspirations of the best people in India at the present
moment. The writer is the grandson of Dwarka Nith Tagore, whom
you may remember in London, some twenty years ago, a very shrewd
and amiable man. His grandson came over to pass the Civil Service
Esxamination, and, to the great dismay of the authorities, came out
as No. 6. He was about twenty, when I knew him in England, and
he was then at the head of the so-called Brahma-somdij, which is
making very considerable progress among the lower classes in India.
The movement began with Ram Mohun Roy, and him too you may
haveseen. His idea was to go hack to the earliest form of the Indian
religion, as preserved in the Feder, and 1o surround the Fedas with
all the defences of a revealed book.  What he took for the Feda was
not the original collection, but the more modern philosophical appen-
dices, Upanishads. After his death the movement languished. 1
remember my young friend telling me : “ Ram Mohun Roy put us
on A wrong track —he was a trimmer. We have entirely broken
with the Fede.” They have certainly put an end to idolatry, they
have broken with caste, and they hold the essential points of natural
religion, 1 need not tell vou that I find it difficult to meet his argu-
ments, and to remove his doubts with regard to some points of the
Christian religion which are his stumbling blocks. I have not written
to him for some time, simply because [ feel 1 cannot grapple with
him, and he is not a man to be satisfied with words. 1 know some
other men of a similar character in India —one, a convert, a2 man
more like the martyrs of old than anybody 1 ever saw. What 1 feel
very deeply when I have to argue with such men, is that the Chris-
tianity which conquered the world was very different from our hard-
ened and formularized Christianity, and that the old tree will never
bear transplanting into a new sofl, though the young seed would
probably grow up on Indian soil into as wonderful a tree as any-
thing we have scen as yet in the history of Europe. India wants
Apostles enjoying all the freedom of St. Paul; but what would the
Elders at Jerusalem say to that 2

¢ Please return Satyendra Nith Tagore's letter to me when you

have dooe with it."
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To THE DEAX oF 5T. Pavr's (Dr, Mimamax).

SravxTox House, BOURNEMOUTH,
Febrwary 26

iDean Mr. DEAx, —1I see no abjection whatever to Tagore's
letter being copled and shown to men who take an interest in the
religious future of India, as he says himsell I may make any use of it.
1 am particularly glad that Lord Cranborne should have seen it, if,
as you say, he takes an interest in affairs of religion. 1 have myself
the strongest belief in the growth of Christianity in India. There is
no country so ripe for Christianity as India, and yet the difficulties
seem enormous.  The case of Nehemiah Goreh is a most interesting
ane ; it onght to be typical, and yet it seems to be exceptional, and
he became a Christian without, nay, in spite of, the missionaries. 1
have never yet seen a missionary or a civil servant who does not
consider himself infinitely superior to any Hindu, and yet this Nehe-
mizh Goreh has suffered more for his Christianity, and of his own
free will, than any man | know in England or Germany. Such a
man, and many like him, wants sympathy and love, and that is what
they never find. Advice, reproof, and a good deal of o bawt en bas
patromizing the natives receive, no doubt, from missionaries, but
respectful and loving treatment T doubt whether they ever receive,
The idea that a man like Nehemizh Goreh could be in any respect
his superior never enters a missionary's mind, yet 1 confess 1 felt far
more awed by that modest and honest convert than by many a bishop
and archbishop. Twelve men such as Nehemiah might do more in
India than hundreds of missionaries. | hope my health is getting
better. Iam not accustomed to be ill, and it makes me very unhappy
not to be able to work. My chief complaint is want of strength. 1
am to stay here till May.'

The end of March bronght great sorrow to Max Miiller in
the news of the death of his sister’s eldest danghter, nineteen
years of age, after a few days' illness. It may be remembered
that she had spent part of the summer of 1863 with the Max
Miillers on the Lake of Starnberg, she had grown up into a
beauntiful girl and was the joy and pride of her parents. Max
Miiller wished to go at once to his mother and sister, but his
doctor would not sanction the journey, and absence again added
to his sorrow.

th.'-
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To His MOTHER.

Tranilation. BouRNEMOUTH, Agril 8,

¢ Auguste's letter has touched me again deeply. May God give her
strength to bear this sorrow. 1 have spent the whole week in great
anxiety and grief, and whenever | feel a little better, I think 1 ought
to have gone to you. And yet my doctor says I must still take the
greatest care, and [ feel myself that 1 only get on slowly, and the
smallest change in the weather brings back the swelling and inflam-
mation of the throat, and I might have been more of an anxiety

than a help to you.'

It was during this spring that his friend Mr. Bellows brought
out the Owdliwe Dictionary mentioned in the last chapter, to
which Max Miiller contributed a valuable Preface.

To Ma. BELLows,
OxrorD, May 3.

‘T received to-day a dozen copies of the Owtline Dictionary, and
was very much pleased to see the book out, 1 shall try to make the
best use I can of these copies. 1 shall send one to Lepsius, Berlin
Academy ; Monsieur Bell, French Academy ; Bishop of Melanesia,
and the Bishop of New Zealand. The book strikes me as very con-
venient, just the right shape, and I should think missionaries would
be very thankful to have sech a book if they knew of it 1 begin to
feel so0 much better, now that the weather is mild, and work is again
a great delight.'

Through the past winter Max Miiller's thoughts had been
much occtipied by the idea of a possible change in his life.
The University anthorities had founded a chair of Sanskrit at
Cambridge, and he was doubtful whether he ought or ought
not to stand for election. Six years sooner he would have felt
no doubt on the question, but he had now turned his attention
more to general philology and the problems of mythology.
He had lived too for nearly twenty years in Oxford, and both
he and his wife were deeply attached to the place, and had
many valued friends there. The following letter shows how
the matter had been decided for him : —
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BovrsEMOUTH, Afril 16, 1867,

My pearn KmasLey,— 1 am not sufficiently up in the Luxem-
burg question to undertake an article for Fraser, but 1 have writien
to a friend of mine, an Englishman who knows a good deal about
these matters. I hope and trust the matter will be settled peaceably.
Germany has enough to do at home, and though I rejoice in a united
and strong Germany, [ do not like to see the drill-sergeant povern-
ment strengthened more than can be helped. ‘The absence of England
from the councils of Europe is sadly felt just now. A man must dare
to have friends, and dare to have enemies — and so must a people.
The patural ally of England is Germany, that is to say, a united,
sensibly governed, Protestant, Northérn Germany. England and
Germany will represent the Teutonic element in Europe, with all that
is good and bad in it; and, if united by common objects, they will
stand like a breakwater between the Romans and Roman Catholics
in the West and South, and the Slavs and Greeks in the East and
North. You want a good statesman in whom the country trusts, a
man like Pitt or Sir Robert Feel. Gladstone has a foreign policy,
but matters must get much worse before people in England will find
out what they possess In Gladstone. He ought to retire like Camil-
lus, and wait til greater times call for greater men.

‘Cox Is a hardworking man He wants a little sunshine —1to
throw off the prickles and grow Into fower.

¢My Cambridge plans are at an end. [ had long made up my
mind not to stand against Cowell. He has now decided to become
a candidate. You could not get a better man. The Master of Trin-
ity | hear, is favourable to him. Do what you can for him, you may
do it safely — Ever yours affectionately.’

The following letter contains the first mention of the work
by which perhaps Max Miiller became best known to the
general public, Chigs from a German Workshap. On receipt
of Mr. Longman's answer he set to work at once on the
collection and revision of his articles. The work came out
in the autumn, when the fine Preface was written. ° It was
throngh the preface to the Chigs that I first learnt to know
and love Max Milller,' wrote one who felt he owed nearly all
that was good in him to Max Miller's teaching.
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To W. Loscamax, EsQ.

BovesesmouTi, Agrid 2o, 1867,
‘DeEAR Sm,— I have been looking through my Essays, and |
mean to revise and republish them. The first volume would contain
essays on Religion, Mythalogy, and Tmaditions.
* Afterwards there would be a second volume on Language and
Literature  As a general title [ thought of Chigs from a German

Warkshap., Would you feel inclined to take these essays on the
same terms as the second volome of my lectures? They will be

ready for October, 1 think. Yours very truly, M. M.

On one of the last days of April the Max Miillers returned
to Oxford, and the same day they saw the announcement of
the sale by anction, in a day or two, of the house Professor
Goldwin Smith had built for himself across the Parks— which
had already been laid out and planted, and were no longer the
bare fields, with the Museum in their midst, of five years
before. The house in High Street was damp, cold, and
becoming too small, and on finding that * Parks End,' which
was only a bachelor’s house, could easily be enlarged, Max
Miiller resolved to bid for it. It was a bright sunny day
when he and his wife first went over their future home, the
lilacs were in full bloom, and the little place looked its best,
Not a single house then stood to the north of Parks End — on
the north side of what is now ecalled Norham Gardens were
cultivated fields— the nearest houses were in Park Town, and
only two houses existed each side of * Parks End.' Directly
the house was bought plans were made for adding a drawing-
room, and what Mr. Goldwin Smith afterwards irreverently
called a ‘baby-hutch,’ and the work was at once begun, as
his wife was resolved that Max Miller should leave High
Street before the winter set in.

The lectures announced for this Term were on the poem
of the MNielungen, on which he had lectured sixteen years

before,
1 An
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To #1s MOTHER.

Transiaiion. 64 Hict STREET, May 3.

“You will hardly gness what has kept me from writing sooner. We
have bought a house, and 1 wanted to tell you all about it. . . . You
musi not be anxious about me. I am really well agnin: our doetor
thinks me much stronger in every way. 1 have given up the Bodleian,
and shall not have so moch work. The new house is really very
charming, and the children are delighted with it. It is the best built
house here in every way; all the chief rooms look south, and as it
faces the Parks we can never have any house built in front of us. We
must add to it for it is too small, but we are able to pay the whole out
ofour savings without borrowing anything. We have had very happy
years here, and the children are so strong and healthy ; we shall be
sorry to leave this house, but we are glad to have a larger and better
house, and more oot of the town.?

Since her daughter’s great sormow the old mother had
resolved to give up her rooms in Dresden and move to
Chemnitz, a change which her son had long urged her to

make.
To urs MoTHER.

64 Hicin STrREET, May 19.

 Your rooms in Diresden must look very sad and bare, and whenever
I think of poor Auguste my heart is very heavy. 1t is such a hopeless
trial, and one sees nothing to make up for what they have lost. It is
well that you have settled to move to Chemnitz, and thotgh you will
miss Dresden, few mothers have the comfort of spending their last
years with their children and children's children.  You can thank God
for this, in spite of the many afflictions and trials He has laid on you,
and then you will forget the many little disagreeables and misunder-
standings which constant living together must bring. I cannot under-
stand why you make yourself so much anxiety about money. [ hope
I shall always be able to give you as much as youwant. | give away
every year a fixed propottion of my income, and if it does not go to
you it goes to others. The question is therefore only, whether 1 give
it to you, or to others who perhaps need it less than you do. You
should make no difficulty about such matters; there are cares enough
in life without making new ones for ourselves.’

On June 9 Max Miller's youngest child and only son was
born, and though he had professed to be quite satisfied with
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his three little girls, his letters show how he rejoiced at the
birth of what is called in Germany the ¢ Stammbalter.’

To ms Covsiy, CarTAlN voN BAsEDnow,

64 HiGn STREET, fune 30, 1867,

‘MY DEAR ADOLF,— You will already have heard that at last a little
son has appeared here, and [ wish 1o ask you to be one of his god-
fathers. Hoth G. and I wish the boy not to be exclusively English,
and, like his name Wilhelm Grenfell, 50 his godfathers should be of
bath countries.  He can then later on choose his own hame, and like
the old proverh wdi dews i85 patrdia. His other godparents are cousins
of G.'s. Of course we should prefer that you should come here your-
self, but if that can't be, write if you will accede to our wish, and let
me have your answer as soon as possible, as the little heathen is al-
ready three weeks old.  Here, thank God, all goes on well, but after
all the sarrow we have had, we cannot feel very joyful. The last few
years have brought many changes, but one must not Jose courage.
In August | think of going to Germany, and hope I shall find you all
well at Dessan.  Much love from us bath to your wife, your mother,
Tante Julie, Rosalia, Berndt and his wife, the Stockmarrs, and any
old friends who still remember me, Always in true affection,

‘Max.’

Though very much stronger, it was thought wise for Max
Miiller to take the waters at Fms this summer, and as soon as
his wife could move she and her four children went to stay with
the mother-annt near Maidenhead, and Max started for Ems,
where his mother and sister and her husband joined him as his
guests —and a happy month was passed together, he doing
everything in his power to lighten the cloud of sorrow resting

on his sister and Dr. Krug.

To s Wirg,
Ewms, August 1.
‘We have had a beauntifal walk this afternoon, and 1 have often
wished you here; you would enjoy it so much, and 1 should enjoy
it all s0 much with you. And yet what a pleasure it is to see mother
so well, at least for her age, and able to enjoy all with us.  And those
poor Krugs — it is quite sad to see them happy, and always that fear-
Anz
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ful grief in their hearts. How often one thinks of Marie, and how
she would have delighted in secing all this beautiful scenery, and
being with us. . . . Knug speaks so freely about thase who are no
more : 1 can only listen, for what can one say ¢ Our view of death
is wrong, no doubt, because our view of life is wrong : there is noth-
ing to be feared in this beautiful world of God's own making and
ordering. But parting is a wrench, even for a few weeks, and noth-
ing can take away the pang of that Jong parting with those whom we
bhave truly loved. How one grows together; how you and the chil-
dren, every one of them, cling to me, and are part and parcel of my-
self. To lose one of them, even though one may submit to God's
will, must tear a wound which can never disappenr again, however
time may soothe the first agony. We ought to be so grateful. 1do
not think of reaf happiness God cn give more than has been given
us: how can one ask for maore, or wish for anything # 1 should like
to sit quict, to rest and be thankful, not to move, lest something
should move and fall. 1 dolong for you all, but it was rght to give
up something of our happiness: the more you give away the more is
given you; that seems to me a law of our spiritual life. . . . All send
you their best love, and wish you and the children were here; and
they say it is so good of you to let me go alone,  Krug thinks it will
be very good for me here. The evenings are glorious. We have
supper in the garden at nine— the river running by, all lighted up,
and in the distance lights on the hills, and then the bright stars above.
People do enjoy themselves here; there are more than 2,000 here,
music everywhere, splendid rozes, fine halls—1I am sorry to say
gambling, too,'
Eus, Augwst 27.

¢ One look up to heaven, and all this dust of the high-road of life
vanishes, Yes! one look up to heaven and even that dark shadow
of death vanishes. e have made the darkness of that shadow oor-
selves, and our thoughts about death are very ungodly. God has
willed it so; there is to be a change, and a change of such magni-
tude that even if angels were to come down and tell us all about it
we could not understand it, as little as the new-born child would
understand what buman language could tell about the present life.
Think what the birth of a child, of a human soul, is; and when you
have felt the utter impossibility of fathoming that mystery, then turn
your thoughts upon death, and see in it a new birth, equally unfathom-
ahle, but only the continuation of that joyful mystery which we call
a birth. It is all God's work ; and where is there a flaw or a fanltin
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that wonder of all wonders, God's ever-working work 7 If peaple
talk of the miseries of life, are they not all man's own work 7 Would
not the carrying out of one single commandment of Christ, © Lave
one another,” change the whole aspect of this world, and sweep away
prisons and workhouses, and envying and strife and all the strong-
holds of the devil ? Two thousand years have nearly passed, and
people have not yet understood that one single command of Christ,
“Love one another.” We are as perfect heathens in that one respect
as it is possibile to be. No ! this world might be heaven on earth,
if we would but carry out God's work and God's commandments —
and so it will be hereafter. 'We must submit, but we must feel that
it is a great blessing to be able to submit, to be able to trust that infi-
nite Love which embraces us on all sides, which speaks to us through
every flower and every worm, which always shows us beauty and
perfection, which never mars, never destroys, never wastes, never de-
ceives, never mocks.  And would that loving Father begin such a
work in us, asis now going on, and then destroy it, leave it unfinished ?
No. what is will be ; what really is in us will always be; we shall be
because we are. Many things which are now will change, many
things in us which we take to be our very own will change ; but what
we really are we shall always be; and if love forms really part of our
very life, that love, changed, it may be, purified, sanctified, will be in
us and remain with us through that greatest change, which we call
death. The pangs of death will be the same for all that, just as the
pangs of childbirth seem ordained by God, in order to moderate the
exceeding joy that a child is born into the world, And as the pain
Is forgotten when the child is born. so it will be after death — the
joy will be commensurate to the sorrow. The sorrow is but the
effart necessary to rise ourselves to that new and higher state of
being; and without that supreme effort or agony, the new life that
waits for us is beyond our horizon, beyond our conception. It is
childish to try to anticipate ; we cannot know anything about it; we
are meant to be ignomnt; and though we may imagine heaven and
bell, even the Divina Commedia of a great poet and thinker, is but
childs play and nothing else. Here, as everywhere else, the purity
of Christ's teaching appears. A teacher whose every word is believed
Is sorely tempted to promise rewands in a fiture life, and to paint in
glowing colours the Jerusalem the Golden that is to receive those
who believe in Him. Christ says, “ What no eye has seen,” and
thus shows the truth of His vision, and the honesty in His dealing
with His fellow creatures. No illusions, no anticipations, only that
certainty, that quiet rest in God, that submissive expectation of the
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soul, which knows that all is good, all comes from God, all tends
towards God. To say more is to deceive ourselves and others.
But though we may thus look forward to what is to come, I quite
agree with you that it is wrong to look away from this life, or to
treat it as an imperfect or contemptible state. This life is as per-
fact a5 God would make it, and it is an incredible pride if we are to
master and criticize this beautiful work of God. We have spoilt it
first, and taken away its very sunshine and warmth —love —and then
we complain that it is cold. Poverty is hard to bear, but a cheerful
and contented mind does not feel the burden ; and how much poverty
might be alleviated, if we wished to do it ! Tliness is hard to bear,
but it raises us above the cares of this life; it reconciles us to that
parting which must come sooner or later; it makes death easy, which
those who are rich and strong dread as the greatest of evils. Un-
kindness is hard to bear, but it leads us to examine ourselves, to
weigh our own motives, to value all the mare those loving hearts who
return our love, and to look forward to a better time when we shall

be known such as we are.’
Ems, Augwst 31

#We had such a beautiful evening. ‘We drove to a forest between
Ems and the Rhine, where we could see the whale neighbourhood,
and all the windings of the river about Ehrenbreitstein and Coblentz.
There was a Franciscan monastery with the fourteen stations of the
Passion, arrangred with such real taste and thought, and at the en
a chapel, and a beautiful church, all built by the present incumbent, an
old man, who is his own architect, and has begged together the funds
for the church, which is built in a very old and simple Byzintine atyle;
and the walls and altar and pulpit are covered with erystals and stones
and slags found in the neighbourhood, so that the interior is glittering
with light. Though the experiment is difficult and apt to degenerate
into mere stage cffect, there is so much originality and thought about
it that one can enjoy it"all, and feel with the old man who spent his
life and energy in erecting that sacred place. Aswe drove hame the
first line of the new moon was visible, and Jupiter shone in all his
beauty.'

Seplember 2.
¥ou have no idea how beautiful this valley is — the smooth wooded
hills all around, and the river reflecting the undulating landscape, and
the beautiful clear sky, and the varying tints and the brilliant stars.
Life seems so light and easy here. Then it is very amusing to watch
all the strange peaple from every part of the world — Orientals and

T+
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Greeks and Wallachians, to say nothing of French, English, Ameri-
cansg, and Jews. 2

] had a kind of semi-official application to ask me whether I would
not settle in Prussia. They would give me 3.000 thalers (£450), and
1 need not trouble much about lecturing, either at Herlin or Bonn, 1
said that for the present 1 was tied, but that, if | settled in Germany,
1 should prefer to live independently without taking any office, and
make what I wanted by writing. 1 could not quite make out from
whom it came, but Professor Bernays told me the offer was serious,
and he is a friend of the Minister of Public Instruction.”

To ProressoR BERNAYS.

Translation. LustaarTeN, EMs, Sehfember.

Wednesday.

1 hope to get to Donn on Friday night, on my return to England,
and to stay tll Saturday alternoon, and then start straight to London
via Cologne. I trust to find you in Bonn, my best friend, for [ long
to have some spiritual intercourse with you before 1 leave. [ also
want to see Brandis. I shall put up at the © Stern ™; Morier may be
there too. What you mentioned about the German plans the other
day has occupied me much, but as [ told you before, it seems to me
best to remain in Oxford for a few more years. 1 do not deny that
I should like to spend the evening of life in German air, but [ stopped
long ago wishing for certain things and making plans ; Heaven has so
far guided me so mercifully. Hoping to see you soon. Ever yours. . .

Direetly Max Miller returned to England, the move to Parks
End began. The roof was already on the mew part of the
house, which was boarded off from the old part, in which the
whole party, tightly packed, spent the winter. When once
settled, his wife wrote to a relative : — _

Parks Exn, Odeber g.
* You can enter into the delight it is to Max to look round and to

feel that he has bought this house with his own hard work. [ am
sure it is a much greater delight than any house left to one could

Eive.’
To u1s MoTHER FOoR HER BIRTHDAY.
Translation. Parks Exp, Octoler g.
¢ Do not lose heart, but thank God for all that s left you; that is
the chief thing, and so [ wish you joy of your birthday and of your
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new home. May God give you many peaceful and happy hours
there, and strength to bear whatever He sends. How happy our
time was together in the summer, and how seldom does evervthing
succeed so well as our stay in Ems. 1t is true, the sad recollections
were always there as a background; but what life is without such
recollections?  But we must go on, and comfort comes only when
we know whose hand sends the sorrow. [ hope, in spite of all your
fear and difficulties, that your move is safely over, and that you do

not dislike your new home.’

On his own birthday this year, his forty-fourth, he writes to
his mother : —

Translafion. December 6.

“Thank you for all your good wishes. 1 feel always as il there is

hardly anything left to wish for, 1 can only pray God to preserve
all | have! The children are all well and bright; the boy grows

fast."
To his sister he writes a few days later : —

Translation. December g.

‘1 often fecl how much more happiness has been given me than [
deserve ; and when 1 think of all you have last, [ often feel how all
that we call our own is only lent us for a short time, and how we
cannot, from day to day, call anything ours. This Christmas time
will bring you and poar Krog renewed sorrow.  But try and remem-
ber how much is left you, and do not let the years you yet have
together pass in mere sorrow ; the years do not come again.'

The allusion in the following letter is to the intention Max

Miiller had already expressed of dedicating the second volume
of Chigs to Bernays, who was at first too modest to accept it.

To PrOFESSOR BERNAYS.
Transiation. Panks Exn, December 15,

My pEAREST FriEnn, —1 had long looked forward to giving
you a public recognition of my friendship and gratitude. Though
our meetings have not been frequent of late, yet they have left the



1867] VISITORS AT 'PARKS END' 361

memory of many beautiful and stimulating hours, and I hope indeed
that a lucky star will perhaps once more bring us close to each other
for a longer period. What | miss most here in Oxford is stimulat-
ing intercourse in literary and scientific circles. That is entirely

wanting, especially in my special branch of study. Altogether the
Englishman seems to me to have no interest for the “ Becoming ™
or % Growing ™; itisall 1o be tangible and ready made. All dialectic
is wanting in the true sense of the word. However, there are deep
shadows everywhere, and I do not want to forget the bright sides of
English life, and I am afraid that 1 should find it somewhat difficult
to get accustomed again to the mither narrow German lrousers.
As matters stand now, | feel bound to stay in England as long as
my father-indaw is alive; what comes after we will leave to that
guidance which so far has led me so beautifully. A house on the
Rhine and a Professorship at Bonn would be great attractions later an.
Berlin would never tempt me; it requires too many sacrifices to the
Non-l—. Here in Oxford, | must say, everything is done to make
up for what has been done amiss. [ have been relieved from Modern
Literature, and they are thinking now of founding for me a Profes-
sorship of Comparative Philology, also of raising my salary if possi-
ble, and so 1 hope to get again more time for my own work. 1 feel
very well, thank God, this winter, and [ hope to get on famously
with my labours for the Fedle.!

Max Miiller found that the change to Parks End gave him
more rest and leisure for uninterrupted work. In High Street
he had been, as it were, in the gangway, and was liable to con-
stant interruptions. Visitors to Oxford, with half an hour to
spare, would drop in unexpectedly, more especially foreigners
and Americans, with or without introductions. The distance
across the Parks to his house was a barrier to such unexpected
invasions, and, though he had more room in his new home to
welcome and entertain his friends, his daily life was quieter and
more regular,

Among Max Miller's papers there was found a small memo-
randum, * Our first luncheon party at Parks End, December,
1867, with the names of Mr. Jowett, Bob Lowe, Huxley,

H. Graham, Rev. W. Rogers.
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To Right Hon. W, E. Gladstone, who was anxious to discuss
the law of copyright with Max Miiller and Dean Liddell.

Panks Exp, December 30.

tDear Mr. G.—I shall be at home to-morrow at 2 P.M., and
delighted to hear any news about the Greeks and their school-
masters, the Phoenicians. If you arrive by the 1.57 up-train, your
best plan would be to take a fly at the station, and tell the driver to
drive to the house that formerly belonged to Mr. Goldwin Smith.
That is the house I now live in, at least one-half of it, for the new
half which I have added is not yet habitable. T shall ask the Dean
to come to luncheon a little after two to meet you. Dr. Scoit is
not in Oxford, so far as T know. Yours sincerely.!

Mr. Gladstone's signature heads the long list of distingnished
guests that Max Miiller had the honour of welcoming to his
house during the next thirty years.
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Death of Sister. Letter to Duke of Argyll. Visit of Mother, LL.D. at
Cambridge. Professorship of Comparative Philology, Visits to Frog-
more, Fulham, and Gloucester, Tsle of Wight. Tennyson. Illnessof
Chililren. Member of French Institute, Translation of Pedic fymans,
vol. i, Soden. Kiel, Denmark.

A vEw days after Mr. Gladstone's visit Max Miller wrote to
him as follows ; —

To THE Ricat Hox. W. E. GLADSTONE.

Panrs Exn, farnwary 5.

i, . . Idonot think that many fresh deities were introduced by
the Phoenicians into Greece. The influence they exercised on the
Greeks was more like that which the Greek colonists exercised on
the ltalians. Jupiter was not Zeus, nor Juno Hera, nor Saturnus
Kronos. There was a conviction among the Greeks and the [talians
that their gods must be the same, and hence any point of similarity
was caught at in order to identify different deities. Something of
the same kind seems to have taken place when the Phoenicians
taught the Greeks their A B C. But while the names of the letters
in Greek are simply Phoenician, Alpha, Beta, etc., I do not know of
any names of Greek deities that demand a Phoenician etymology.
It is true there is no satisfactory etymology of Poseidon, but there
are hundreds, nay thousands, of words in Greek, as in English,
which have no satisfactory etymology, but which no one would
think of deriving from Semitic sourees. . . . The subject is a very
important one, and T expect will excite some interest. . . .

Early in February Max Miiller, who had suffered so much
the previous year at the loss of his niece, was called on to bear
a much heavier sorrow in the death of his only sister. She

363
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was ill but a day or two, and the first intimation of any anxiety
was the telegram with the news of her death. It was a terrible
shock, and Max Miiller was quite prostrated by the blow, which
seemed all the harder to bear, as his wife had to leave him a day

or two later, owing to the alarming illness of her mother-aunt
and two of her sister’s children.

To ms MoTHER.
Transiation. Panks Exp, Fedruary 16.

‘Poor Mother, who would have thought that you must yet bear
such a loss, after all the sorrow which God has sent you in your life,
And yet it was His will, and He will send the sirength to bear it.
He has taught us that death is not so terrible as it appears to most
men—it is but a separation for a few short days, dnd then, too,
eternity awaits us. For all the sarrow, | can only think, it is well
with her, she s spared much, many a heavy burden is taken from
her. She had a happy youth, and in spite of many sorrows, in all
that makes the true happiness of life, hers was a happy marringe.
The children to whom her heart clung are gone before her, and 1
think she was glad to follow. 1 have been reading such beautiful
hymns of Paul Gerhardt's on Death and Life — you will know them
— but in the grief and sorrow God has sent us, one really feels how
troe, how deep, how beautiful they are. Yet life goes on, and its
duties must be carried out. To-marrow [ must begin my lectures;
I could not do so this week, Try to trust in God, throw your grief
on Him; He will help you to bear it. My only thought is bow [ can
get you here as soon as possible. Perchaps you can find some one to
travel with you, and I will meet you at Dover. My doctor still says
I must not venture on the sea passage. | feel well, and cannot be-
lieve the trouble in my throat is of any consequence.  Bring your
maid with you, shut up your rooms, do everything you can to come

soon,"
To THE SAME.

Transiation.

*You must come to me and spend the last years of your life with
me. You will find here all those who in life are the nearest to you.
Diear Auguste knew, as she closed her eyes, that you would not be
left alone in the world. But what will poor Krug do? It goes to my
heart when [ think of him, and all he has suffered this last year.
How different life is to what one thought it when young, how all
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around us falls together till we ourselves fall together. How mean-
ingless and vain everything seems on earth, and how closely the
reality of the life beyond approaches us. Many days were beautiful
here, but the greater the happiness the more bitter the thought that
it all passes away, that nothing remains of earthly happiness, but a
grateful heart and faith in God, who knows best what is best for us.
May God strengthen and keep you, Even with my wife and children
life seems so0 empty to me, and | keep saying, my dear Auguste!
How delightful it was being together last summer. Oh God, who
could have foreseen this! ‘Write to me as soon as you can, my poor
Mother. I wish I had you here.'

To His WiFe
Parks Exn, Febraary 24.

] had a sad, very sad letter from my mother. My thoughts are
always with her, and [ can hardly bring myself to believe that we
have really Jost our dear good Auguste. She was my cldest friend
and companion, and everything in my early life was connected with
her. Now that she is gone, all these pleasant recollections on which
ane dwells, one hardly knows when, but yet which constantly pass
through one’s mind, are altogether changed, all life and reality taken
out of them ; one's own life brought more clearly before one's mind,
as what it really is, a short stay in a foreign land. And there is still
so much left us, so much to be happy and thankful for, and yet here,
too, the thought always rushes across one's brightest hours ; it can-
not last — it is only for a few years— and then it must be given up.
Let us work as long as it is day, let us try to do our duty, and be very
thankful for God's blessings which have been showered upon us so
richly —but let us leirn alse always to look beyond and leamn to be
ready to give up everything. as my poor mother has had to give up
almost everything that makes life happy, and yet she can say Thy

will be done.'
To THE SAME.
Marck g1,

‘It is troe that I have plenty of happiness, but great happiness
makes one think so often that it cannot last, and that one will have
some day to give up all to which one’s heart clings so. A few years
sooner or later, but the time will come, and come quicker than one
expects.  Therefore 1 belicve it is right to accustom oneself to the
thought that we can none of s escape death, and that all our happi-
ness here is only lent us. But at the same time we can thankfully
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enjoy all that God gives us, and fow have more reason to say this
than L.*

As soon as she felt able to travel, his mother came over to
her son and stayed through the summer, but preferred return-
ing for the winter to her own rooms in Chemnitz,

The following is one of the first letters of a correspondence
with the Duke of Argyll which continued to within a short time
of the duke's death : —

To TtHE DUKE OF ARGYLL.
OxroRD, February 24.

*, . . I only wish I could send & more satisfactory answer, but,
as far as | can judge, every attempt at translating the periods
of natural growth or structure into the language of definite solar
chronology has proved a failure. The history of language opens a
vista which makes one feel almost giddy if one tries to see the end
of it, but the measuring rod of the chronologist seems to me entirely
out of place. Those who have eves to see will see the immeasurable
distance between the first historical appearance of language and the
real beginnings of human speech : those who cannot see will oscillate
between the wildly large figures of the Boddhists or the wildly small
figures of the Rahbis, but they will never lay hold of what Ly its very
nature is indefinite,

*The earliest historical appearance of human language takes place
in Egypt. Whatever the date of the earliest hieroglyphic inscrip-
tion may be, that is the earliest date of Egyptian language. 1 am
not satisfied as yet as to the soundness of Egyptian historical chro-
nology. The Semitic languages make their first historical appear-
ance in the cuneiform inscriptions of Nebochadnezzar, or, it may be,
of some more ancient Babylonian and Assyrian monarchs, In real
literature there is nothing Semitic more ancient than the earliest
portions of the Old Testament.

‘OF Aryan language the first literary relic is the Fede. With the
evidence now before us, and after a careful ennsideration of all objec-
tions, one may honestly say that the hymns of the Feda could not
be more modern than 1300 n.c. | believe they are older, and my
belief is chiefly founded on the nature of the Vedic Sanskrit as
compared with the Sanskrit of the laws of Manu, the Maohabhfrata,
&e. T shall just quote one instance. According to all Sanskrit

P T W . ——
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grammars, that language, so rich in other forms, is without any trace
of a conjunctive mood, And this is perfectly true if we take into
account the ordinary Sanskrit only. But the Feda is full of con-
junctives, and they are the same conjunctives as those we find in
Greck. Greek has a medial form of most verbs—so has San-
skrit. Greek has a first aorist in the medium—so has Sanskrit.
That first aorist In Greek is a compound form, érwpduny, and is
formed by an auxiliary werb that yields oa-jeg, just as T loved is
formed by an auxiliary verb, viz. by #id. The Sanskrit aorist
is formed by the same auxiliary verb, so that d fSelx-oa-ro is repre-
sented by Sanskrit o/ dif-ra-fa. The conjunctive of the first aorist
in Greek tokes the personal terminations of the present, and loses
the augment. The same in Sanskrit, at least in the Vedic Sanskrit,
where cormesponding to Sux-of-ras we should find ded-sa-te.

i 1f we take this one form, we might call it in one sense almost a
work of art, though it is only a product of that art which may be
cilled the art of nature, and which preserves amongst an infinity of
possible forms those only that are really good, really adapted for the
work they have to do. These conjunctives of the medial aorist exist
in Homer and in the Fedie. They must have existed before Greek was
Greek and Sanskrit was Sanskrit, for they are formed out of materials
whicl exist neither in Greek nor in Sanskrit. In the same manner
gais and mead must have been formed before Ttalian was Italian or
French French, for neither of these dialects have the materials out
of which sead or meds could have been formed. But how little should
we gain if we argued as some geologists do! It has taken so many
centuries before the Latin sagie dwindled down to smad and seads,
therefore it cannot have taken less time to change the original type
of Sew-o-rue and alik-ra-fe into these two forms. It is far better to
look at these forms and find oot how much even their typical ances-
tor presupposed, how much wear and tear was necessary before such
a compound could become possible as we see fixed in that grammati-
cal system which preceded Sanskrit and Greek.  In that compound
we have at least four elements.  We have. the augment, and no lan-
guage, not even the most ancient, has as yet betrayed the secret as
to the material out of which the augment was formed. Secondly,
we have the persanal termination rac or fe, clearly a pronoun of the
third person, but different from the pronouns of the third person such
as we find them in Sanskrit or Greek. Thindly, an auxiliary verb oa,
the Sanskrit @z, to be, in as-wr, do-pd, &c., which loses its initinl
vowel as it does in Latin sam for ecam,  This ar meant originally
to breathe (in Sanskrit ai-w, © breath ™), and before it dwindled down
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towhat we call an auxiliary verb, a mere verhal copula, again how many
centuries must have passed? Can we measure them by the distance
that divides the Latin sfafus from sfate and 427 1 doubt it, yet we
can see deeper and deeper into the shaft from which the ore of
human speech is broaght, and discover level after level that must
have been left behind before the pure metal, and before such amal-
gamates could have been produced as those which we see in such a
conjunctive as dif-ra-fe. Aller that amalgamate is formed, and after
it has been comned into a definite grammatical token, begins the pho-
netic decay, the influence, it may be, of diet, climate, and all the
rest; and only after all this can we account for the fact that in the
Homeric poems we find a form like Sew-oyj-roe, and in the hymns of
the Feda a form like afib-va-fe.

“In all these considerations the question how a root dit came to
mean *to show ™ and nothing else has not been touched upon, though
that again can only have been the result of a sifiing process of which
we can hardly form an adequate idea.  If there was proof that it had
taken 10,000 years to form oul of given radical elements that wonder-
ful system of grammar which was quite finished before Sanskrit
became Sanskritand Greek Greek, 1 should feel no surprise.  Before
that date we should still have the formation of roots. What we
commonly call the history of language Is from the very beginning
nathing but a history of decay — the period of youth and growth is
past before we know of any language.

In the month of January, Max Mtller had received an
invitation from Cambridge to deliver the Rede Lecture in the
course of the sammer.  The Vice-Chancellor, in transmitting the
invitation, observed that these lectures were generally scien-
tific rather than literary, but that Mr. Ruskin had been the
lecturer of the previous year, adding, * Your subject, however,
is a science, whatever the Royal or any other Institution may
say to the contrary.,) Max Milller accepted the invitation,
and in writing again in April to fix the day, the Vice-Chan-
cellor told him that the University wished to offer him the
degree of LL.D. Accordingly, the last week in May, Max
Miiller and his wife visited Cambridge, where they were the
guests of Dr. Thompson, Master of Trinity. Commodore
Maury, the American Hydrographer, and Dr. W. Wright, the
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Arabic Scholar, received the degree of LL.I. the same day.
The Public Orator, Dr. G. W. Clark, thus presented Max

Miiller : —

¢ Sequitur deinde Max Miiller, Taylorianus apud Oxonienses Pro-
fessor, qui, cum fuvenis admodum, consiliis et auspicio celeberrimi
viri Christiani de Bunsen, se in Britanniam transtulisset, hanc sibi
sedem et novam patriam elegit, atque ita profecit ut s loguentem
audliveris, non dubites in Anglia natum, si magnitudinem operum
respexeris, (-ermanum esse cognoscas,

£ Ad id vero potissimum navavit operam, ut Philologiam doceret,
non eam quae circa verborum argutias commoretur, sed illam quae,
linguis Teutonicis, Graeea, Latina, Sanscritica, inter se collatis, com-
munem ompium originem exquirat, incunabula gentium recludat,
historiam quibusvis annalibus antiquiorem certioremque evolvat.

Quid multa? cras, ipso audito, quanta facundia difficillimas res
expedire possit; omnes indicaturi estis.”

Translafion.

] would next speak of Max Miiller, the Taylorian Professor in
Oxford, who having while still a youth, with the advice and under
the auspices of that illustrious man Christian von Bunsen, come over
to Britain, has chosen this land for a new home and country, and has
made such progress that, having heard him speak, you think he must
have been bom in England, whereas, if you consider the importance
and quantity of his works, you are quite sure that he must be a
German. The work he has devoted himself to especially has been
the work of teaching Philology, not that branch of it which is con-
cerned with the niceties and subtleties of words, but that which, by
the comparison of the Sanskrit, Greek, Latin, and German languages,
investigates their common origin, discovers the cradle of the nations,
and unfolds a history more ancient and more certain than that
contained in any written annals. What need of further words!
To-morrow, when you have heard him speak, you will all be able
to judge with what eloquence he can make the most difficult subjects

clear and plain.’

The next day Max Miiller delivered the Rede Lecture to
a very large andience. It will be found in vol. iv. of Chips,
first edition. In the middle of the lecture, Commodaore Maury,
1 Bb
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who sat behind the lecturer’s wife, leant over and said in a
loud whisper, ‘I must tell you, it's just elegant|'

During the winter months a movement had been going on
in Oxford for the foundation of a Chair of Comparative
Philology, which was carried out in the May Term, with the
proviso in the Statute of foundation that Max Miiller was to
be the first professor, if he would accept the post. He was
deeply gratified by this mark of esteem from the resident
members of the University, and it relieved him of the duties
of the Chair of Modern Languages, added td his salary, and
enabled him to devote all his time and energies to his own
line of studies. His inaugural lecture was delivered in the
October Term.  * Professor Max Milller,’ says a contemporry
notice, ‘enjoys the high honour—an honour the more signal
as he is a foreigner — of occupying the first professorship ever
founded at Oxford by the University Corporation itself; all
previous professorships having been established either by royal
benefactions or private announcements.’

Early in June Max Maller paid his first visit to their Royal
Highnesses Prince and Princess Christian, then living at
Frogmore. These visits Were always a rest and refreshment
to him, a delightful contrast to his quiet life of hard work,
and the gracious friendly feeling always shown to him and his,
called forth his lively gratitude to the last,

To n1s WiFE.

Froomore House, fuwwe 1.
‘1 eame here in good time last night, though after a long and hot
journey. When 1 arrived at Frogmore the prince and princess were
Just coming back from a walk, and they asked me at once to take a
walk with them in the garden, which just now is in great beauty.
We passed the Mausoleum, and when we came back sat down and
had a long and animated discussion, all in German, though the
prince speaks English very well.  We then went in to get ready for
dinner, and dined at half past eight: no one present but the prince,
the princess, Lady Susan Melville, and mysel. One of the servants
was in Scotch attire, but no bagpipes.! Nothing could be pleasanter.

! Bagpipes were a horror to Max Miiller.
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The princess kindly inquired after you and the children, and is of
course wrapped up in her own boy,! whom | have not yet seen.
Aifter dinner, Lady Susan left, and we went up a small stafrcase to
the smoking room — the princess sitting down in an armchair and
the prince asking me to smoke. This, however, [ could not bring
myself to do til the princess had lef. 1 sat up till nearly twelve
with the prince. He is a true Schleswig-Holsteiner, very quiet but
very determined, and very frank. He has fine blue eyes, and is a
decidedly bandsome man. His photographs do not do him justice.’

To His CHILDREN.
FROGMORE, fune 2.

My pEAR LITTLE GRis. — 1 have just come back from a beau-
tiful dnve thmugh Windsor Forest. We drove in an open l:an'iage
— Prince and Princess Christian, Lady Susan Melville, and your
daddy. There was a long avenue of rhododendrons all in Aower,
and we drove through it, and you never saw so many beautiful
flowers together. And then the prince took me to see the house
where all the dogs live that belong to the queen. It was like the
Zoological Gardens, but all the animals were different kinds of dogs
—greyhounds and deerhounds, like old Oscar, and Teckels, like
those mama had at Ray Lodge ; and some very scarce but valuable
dogs, cilled “ mops ™ in German : thére are only three of them left in
England, and the queen takes great care of them. Prince Christian
is a German prince, and he married Princess Helena, a daughter of
the queen; and they are very happy together, just like mama and
papa, only they are very rich and have a beautiful house and garden ;
and they have one little boy, a little alder than our boykin, and he is
a very handsome little fellow, with large blue eyes and rosy cheeks.!

To ProFEssor Lepsius.

Transiation. Pares Exn, fune 18.

* My HoNOURED FRIEND, —. . . Bunsen's Life has gone straight
to my heart, as it has with you, Oh, if we could even in this life for-
get all that is unessential, all that makes it so hard for us to recognize
true greatness and goodness in the character of those with whom
this life brings us into contact for a little while! How much we lose
by making little things so important, and how rarely do we think
highly enough of what is essential and lasting!  Bunsen surely was

1 Prince Christion Victor, whe died the day afier Max Miiller,
Bbs
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one of the greatest spirits of our times! Where are the greater ones?
To have known Lim, belongs to those things which have bestowed
upon my life the greatest value and the greatest charm. [ should
much like to hear from you where something reliable and trustworthy
may be found with regard to Egyptian mythology. [Is Hunsen's
opinion about 2 Phoenician origin well founded?  Are not there any
real Egyptian gods? And can thelr origin and their development
be traced? . . . Some time ago | wrote for the F¥wes a notice of
Bunsen's Life, but until Parliament rises there is not much hope of
its appearing; it has been clipped a good deal, and 1 think a little
Iater on I shall publish it somutilated.'

To M. REXAN.
Parks ExD, fune 26,

¢Mv pEan Frieso,—I can truly feel for you in the loss which
you have suffered ; it will sooner or later come to all of us. Dot life
is different after we have lost our father and mother. [ have my
mother staying with me, and should enjoy her presence here very
much if it were not for the sad canse which brought her here — the
death of my only sister, with whom she used to live in Germany.
With every one of these losses life seems to become more unreal,
there is less and less to live for, to care for; and if one still cares for
one's work, it is because it makes one forget life as it is, and life as
we thonght it was or might be. . . . I hear your new work is nearly
finished and I am curious to see what vou think of 5t. Paul. [ hope
you have seen Jowett's book on the Thessalonians, Galatians, and
Romans, it is very good, original, and honest. Iam able at last to
work again, and 1 hope my health is quite re-established. T am
printing my first translation of the Afe=reda ; | sent you a specimen
the other day, and hope to send you the first volume by September.
I am also reprinting my Chdfs, which have just been preached

against in Westminster Abbey.'

To THE SAME.
Parks Exn, 1868,
“You speak in far too landatory terms of my own work, and | am
afraid it will only raise the bile of certain people. 1 was amused by
what you said about the Comcessions awr Nigres. You are right to
a certain extent, but the same applies to all countries. If you want
to carry people along with you, you must begin where you find them,
otherwise you run on like an engine without any carriages attached
to it. The best proaf that I do not concede too much, is that the
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science of religion has been preached against in Westminster Abbey
by a real bishop, However, they do not mean to burn me yet, and
I hope I shall still convinee the bishop that we heretical Germans
are far better Christians than the most orthodox of bishops. 1 am
printing my transhtion of the Mede. [ had ealled it in my preface
8 Traduction raisonnée, if one may use such an expression, and I
am glad to find you use that very word in your Rapporés. 1 have
also finished my edition of the Prddisd®kya, in which 1 was fore
stalled by Regnier. His edition is really excellent, and I cannot
sufficiently regret that he should have been taken away from San-
skrit. The school of Burnouf will become extinet with him.  After
carefully examining every line of his Ardsisdbiya while printing my
own, I am bound to say there is not another Sanskrit scholar living
who would have done his work as well as Regnier. It is bad enough
that the throne shoulidl be wsurped, but why chairs of Sanskrit or
Hebrew ? However, I am afraid I am talldng treason, and with
Ewald's! example before me I ought to be careful.’

Another pleasant visit paid this year was to the Bishop of Lon-
don and Mrs. Tait, at Fulham, on one afternoon of which Max
Miiller and his wife were taken to the Volunteer Camp at Wimble-
don, and watched the shooting for the Queen's Prize.  Since the
Ray Lodge days he had ceased himself to be an active Volunteer.

Soon after this Max Muller made a short visit to Gloocester
and its neighbourhood, guided by his friend Mr. Bellows. Of
this visit Mr. Bellows writes: —

“When at your house in 1868 I found Professor Max Miller had
some thought of visiting the Phillips Library at Cheltenham to
examine the oriental MSS. it contained, and [ asked him to come to
Gloucester for a few days, when he could do this, besides joining
one of our Aeld excursions of the Cotteswald Club to Berkeley Castle,
dec. : a little programme that was soon after carried out. | recollect
that to impress him the more favourably with our Gloucestershire
scenery | told him of an old friend of ours, James Atkins, a well-
known botanist, having come to Painswick several years before to
spend a fortnight, and that he was so pleased with the Cotteswald

Hills that he had stayed there ever since.
* Professor Max Miller smiled, and rejoined, “ Do you know that

! He had refused in 1867 to take the oath of aflegiance to Prossia and was
pensloned off
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that was what happened to me, here at Oxford! J came here to
spend a fortnight. and [ have been here ever since 17

41 first ventured to write 1o Professor Max Miller on some phila-
logical matter — I am pot sure what, but 1 think something about
the old Cornish language, about which | wanted to beg his help,
When I came to know him personally I was irresistibly attracted by
the power of sympathy that was his most striking characteristic, as
1 am sure others will admit that it was, and the secret of the charm
that made him a leader of men. This power of sympathy he pos-
sessed in a larger degree than any other person [ have ever met,
except Count Tolstol: for greatly as they differed in their other
gifts, as well as in their entire environments, Max Miiller and Tolstol
were alike in this.

“ Even the high attainments Professor Max Miiller unquestionably
possessed did not so affect those with whom he came in contact as
did this force of sympathy, to which he owed his broad-mindedness,
and his insight into the essence of religion itself: I will not say of
the religions of the East merely, but the general relation of the soul
of man to the truth, in which all these are included. I need only
refer to his preface to Cligs from a German Workshog as a noble
example of his sympathy for men of widely differing modes of
thought. It reads like an expansion of the nineteenth psalm, where
the universality of the sunlight and sunheat in the outward creation
is shown as the correlative to the uncreated light and power that is
unlimited in its operation, by time or space. And now he Is gone,
and no one will ever again take his place. This very thought is
assurance, for it means that he fills a place in another state of
existence for which he alone was created.

One of the visits paid under Mr. Bellows' guidance was to
Mr. Bryan Hodgson, who, as resident at Nepal, had acquired
an extensive acquaintance with the tribes and languages of
the Himalayan slopes. Mr, Hodgson lived to a great age, and
died in 1895. It is from his researches that our knowledge of
Northern Buddhism is chiefly derived. He formed a valuable
collection of above 300 MSS, a few of which he gave to the

Eodleian.
To Mr. BRyAN HoDGSON,
FPamrks Exn, Awgwst 25, 1868,
‘My pEAR HoDGsox. — What should 1 give for your quiet Vihide
at Alderley — your atiwm cum dignitate — doing exactly as you like,
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reading or writing what you like, without being driven to publish
and republish, without lectures, without printer's devils, &c., &c. |
can assure you [ am sometimes nearly beside myself with all 1 have
to attend to; to siy nothing of mere Grihastha matters, which are
sometimes troublesome too. However, it cannot be helped, and I
only mention it as my excuse for not having written to you before.
I have looked at your papers and the drawing, and I think it would
be a great pity if those carefully executed sketches were not pub-
lished. Then as to my lecture (* Stratification of Language™) I
cannot think that we differ so much. [ have frequently availed
myselfl of lexicographic evidence. But grammatical evidences have,
as you know, a different value, and for the object 1 had in view in
my lecture, the grammatical structure of language was of the great-
est importance.’

In the antumn a new edition of both volumes of the Zeciures
on Language was called for. It was the fifth edition of vol. iy
the second of vol. ii. The new edition of two volumes was of
3,000 copies. At the same time a large second edition of
Chips, vols, i. and ., was published, and Max Miller found
that his writings in this one year had brought in about
A1,300.

Except the short visits mentioned, the summer had been
spent in work at Oxford, and as soon as his mother returmed
to Germany, he took his wife and children to Bonchurch, and
gave himself up to rest and out-door life for a fortnight. Long
walks were taken with his wife in all directions, and all parts
of the beautiful islind were explored. One delightful day was
given to Carisbrook, where the rector, Mr. James, an early
Oxford friend, received the Max Miillers, showing them the
Castle and the fine Roman Villa, which had not been lung
excavated. :

Another expedition, in which their eldest child shared, was
to Freshwater, where a night was spent with Mr. and Mrs.
Tennyson. The poet was in rather a silent mood, till after
the ladies withdrew, when, over their pipes, he read out some
of his latest poems to Max Miiller, his rich deep voice sound-
ing through the house till far into the small hours.
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To #is MoTHeR (for her hirthday).

Translation. BoxcHurcH, Ocfoler g.

“Each birthday, even the happiest, has its sad side. It is a
station nearer death; but whilst in youth and the full enjoyment
of life this thought seems terrible, it loses much of its terror as one
geta older, for the parting from the few whom we leave behind is
made up for by the hope of rejoining the many who are gone before
us, So, though this birthday must be very sad to you, you must
accustom yoursell more and more to the thought, that here is not
our abiding city, that all that we call ours here, is only lent, not
given us, and that if the sorrow for those we have lost remains the
same, we must yet acknowledge with gratitude to God the great
blessing of having enjoyed so many years with those whom He
gave us as parents, or children, or friends. One forgets so easily
the happy years we have had with those who were the nearest to us.
Even these years of happiness, however short they may have been,
were only given us, we had not deserved them. [ know well there
i no comfort for this pain of parting; the wound always remains,
Lut one learns to bear the pain, and leamns (o thank God for what
He gave, for the beautiful memories of the past, and the yet more
beautiful hope for the future. If a man has lent us anything for
several years, and at last takes it back, he expects gratitude, not
anger, and if God has more patience with oor weakness than men
have, yet murmurs and complaints for the life which He measured
out 1o us as is best for os, are not what He expected from us. A
spirit of resignation to God's will is the gnly comfort, the only
relief under the trials God lays upon us, and with such a spirit
the heaviest as well as the lightest triuls of life are not enly bearable,
but useful, and gratitude to God, and joy in life and in death re-
mains untroubled. May this quiet and peaceful resignation beautify
and brighten the evening of your life, that iz the one wish | have
for your sixty-eighth birthday. . . . We were yesterday at Fresh-
water, where Tennyson has his house, and he invited us (G. and
Ada) to stay with him. It was very interesting.’

The following letter was written to the Duke of Argyll soon
after his appointment as Secretary of State for India: —

To THE DUKE OF ARGYLL.
OxvonrD, December 16.
f. . « As for more than twenty years my principal work has been
devoted to the ancient literature of India, 1 cannot but feel a deep and

Y T S a— A —
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real sympathy for all that concerns the higher interests of the people
of that country. Though I have never been in India, I have many
friends there, both among the civilians and among the natives, and
I believe | am not mistaken in supposing that the publication in
England of the ancient sacred writings of the Brahmans, which had
never been published in India, and other contrilnitions from different
European scholars towards a better knowledge of the ancient litera-
ture and religion of India, have nol been without some effect on the
intellectual and religions movement that is going on among the more
thoughtful members of Indian society. | have sometimes regretted
that I am not an Englishman, and able to help more actively in the
great work of educating and improving the natives. But I do rejoice
that this great task of governing and benefiting India should have
fallen to one who knows the greatness of that task and all its oppor-
tunities and responsibilities, wha thinks not only of its political and
financial bearings, but has a heart to feel for the morl welfare of
those millions of human beings that are, more or less directly, coms
mitted to his charge.

‘India has been conquered once, but India must be eonquersd
again, and that second conquest should be a conguest by education.
Much has been done for education of late, but if the funds were
tripled and quadrupled, that would hardly be enough.

* The results of the educational work carried on during the last
twenty years are palpable everywhere. They are good and had, as
was to be expected. It is easy to find fanlt with what is ealled Young
Bengal, the product of English ideas grafted on the native mind.
But Young Bengal, with all its faults, is full of promise. Its had
features are apparent everywhere, its good qualities are naturally
hidden from the eyes of careless observers. . . . India can never be
anglicized, but it can be reinvigomted. By encouraging a study of
their own ancient literature, as part of their education, a national
feeling of pride and selfrespect will be reawakened among those
who influence the large masses of the people, A new national litera-
ture may spring up, impregnated with Western ideas, yet retaining its
native spirit and character. The two things hang together. In order
to raise the character of the vernaculars, a study of the ancient
classical language s absolutely necessary: for from it these modern
dialects have branched off, and from it alone can they drw their
vital strength and beauty. A new national literature will bring with
it a new natiomal life, and new moral vigour,  As to religion, that will
take care of jtself. The missionaries have done far more than they
themselves seem to be aware of, nay much of the work which is theirs
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they would probably disclaim. The Christianity of our nineteenth
century will hardly be the Christianity of India. But the ancient
religion of-India is doomed —and if Christianity does not step in,
whose fault will it be?’

The following letter alludes to a little indolgence Max Miiller
allowed himself more than once. The forests round Dessan
are famous for their wild boar, and through his cousin, Bar-
oness Stolzenberg, he was able occasionally to secure one from
the ducal forester. The arrival of the first one enéire made a
sensation at the Oxford Railway Station, and a message was
sent up that a dead Bear had arrived there for Professor Max
Milller. The dinner given to eat the haunch was a great suc-
cess, and one head of a house was observed to enmjoy three
helpings.

To H1s MOTHER.
Transiation. Parks Exn, December 20.

* Yesterday we had a large dinner party, the Vice-Chancellor, &c¢.,
and had the haunch of wild boar, which was excellent. We had
already lived a week on the bhoar, which was a very good one, and
arrived in good condition. A young man in London who comes
here sometimes to work for me brought it in its skin. The skin is
being dressed as a mat, the head we have sent to my father-in-law,
and the rest we are slowly eating up. It has amused me having it,
and brought back old days."

The first months of 1869 brought great anxiety to Max
Miller and his wife. Early in January they went with their
two eldest girls to stay with a cousin at Taplow, where, after
a few days, their eldest child sickened with scarlet fever.
The alarm was very great, as there was a large party of young
cousing living in the house, and the whole family moved at
once, the mother and her sick child alone remaining isolated
on the top floor of a huge country house. Max Muller, who
had already returned to Oxford, had the younger children
with him, and could not therefore go to his wife and sick child
for fear of infection. It was a very severe case, and the eldest
child was only slowly recovering when the second little girl

P Ty T o S

i'n ikl e e



1869] MEMBER OF FRENCH INSTITUTE 379

developed the terrible illness, and was brought back to be
nursed with her sister. Max Milller suffered acutely from the
anxiety, which lasted nearly two months, greatly aggravated too
by the feeling that they had driven the whole family from their
home. Mercifully the infection did not spread. The second
child lay for more than a fortnight at death’s door. One
night, when her case seemed hopeless, the father came to see
her, but the lengthy process of disinfection made it impossible
for him to repeat the visit, as his lectures had begun. His
daily letters were the one support of his wife.

« How little one thinks that these heavy trials and afflictions may
come upon us any day. One lives on as if life were to last for ever,
and as if we should never part with those who are most dear to us,
Life would be intolerahle were it otherwise, but how little one is pre-

pared for what life really is.'
Sanuary 24.

] am longing to see vou and our dear little Ada. Tam afraid you
do nat tell me all, and I cannot tell you how | feel for your solitude
in all this feacful anxiety. There is but one help and one comfort in
these trials, that is to know by whom they are sent. If one knows
that nothing can happen to us without Him, one does not feel quite
helpless even under the greatest terrors of this life. T tremble always
when I open your letters.”

One ray of sunshine came to brighten this time of gloom, in
Max Miller's election as a member of the French Institute,
the youngest man ever elected. The choice lay between him
and Theodor Mommsen, who was some years his senior, In
writing to congratulate him, Max Miller's child-like friend,
Stanislas Julien, the great Sinologne, says : ‘et maintenant vous
pouvez porter 'habit brodé'— the beautiful dress invented for
the members of the Institute by Richelien, and which Max
Miiller, before he was made a Privy Councillor, always wore at
Court by the Queen's permission.

To Max MiLLen.
PARIS, 7T mars.

il été heureux, Monsieur, de concourir & votre nomination
comme associé étranger de 'nstitut.  Précisément I'é&¢ dernier
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Javais Iu vos Lectures & la Britick Sestitstion sur la science et la
farmation du langage, et javais ét¢ extrémement frappé de I'éléva-
tion, de Ia profondeur et de I'abondance des idées que vous y aves
exposdes.  [e ne suis pas un juge compétent de vos travaux sur les
Fédias, mais je me félicite d'avoir un pen contribué 4 vous en fournir
les matériaux, et je vous remercie d'en avolr gardé e souvenir. Mon
seul regret est de ne vous avoir pas acquis vous-méme & la France,
C'est une fortune que jenvie un peu & NAngleterre, tout en lui en
faisant mon compliment. Recevez, Monsieur et sivant confrire,
Passurance de ma considération la plus distinguée. Gurzot.'

Franslation,

‘1 was glad, Monsieur, to assist at your nomination as a foreign
member of the Institute. It was only last summer that I read your
Lectures at the British Institution on the  Science and Formation of
Language,” and 1 was very much struck with the elevation, the depth
and the richness of the ideas which you there brought forward. 1
am not & competent judge of your labours on the Rispeds, but 1
congratulate myself in having contributed a little in furnishing you
with materials for it, and 1 thank you for remembering this. My
one regret is, not to have secured you yourself for France. It s a
piece of good fortune for which 1 envy, though at the same time [
congratulate, England. Receive, Monsieur and learned confrive,
the assurance of my highest esteem, Gorzor.!

To uis Wrire,

February 14-
‘One does not like to think of anything, or feel happy about any-
thing till this illness of the children is quite over; yet you will see
from the enclosed letters that I have felt very happy to-day when
I heard that I had been elected one of the eight foreign members of
the Academy. It has been my ambition, I might almost sy my
foolish ambition through life, to be some day what | saw Humboldt
was, when as a mere boy, | first called on him in Faris; a foreign
member of the French Institute; and now the thing has come to
pass, and I do feel very happy about ft.  Still, what is that till we
know that our little Mary is out of danger, and that we may look

forward to a happy meeting.’

Marck 15,
*I assure you when 1 think of what might have been, I scem to
have no room for any feeling but that of unceasing thankfulness,

Y
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Forget not all His benefits. One ought to keep up the recallection
of these great blessings, for daily life is so very apt to wash it away.’

Early in January Max Miiller received a pressing invitation
from Professor Huxley, who had just been made President of
the Ethnological Society, to lecture on the ethmological aspects
of Indian Philology.

To ProFEssoR HUXLEY.
Pangs Exn, fawwary 8, 186g.

‘Tt is very difficult to say no to such pleading as yours. Dut
I have made a vow to undertake nothing new 6l what [ have now
in hand Is finished, and it would be dishonest not to keep it. 1 am
truly glad that you have taken the Ethnological Society in hand.
1 have not followed all the squabbles there seem to have been, but
1 feel certain that something ought to be done to raise the character
of ethnological or anthropological research, and there is no one who
can do it as well as you. [ shall willingly help vou hereafter when
I am a little freer, but there are three books in the press that must
be finished first— (1) the first volume of the translation of the &g
vedir, (2) the Frdfisdbdya, the oldest work on phoneties (this is
printed), and the fifth volume of the text of the Kip-veds, with the
native commentaries. | hope this will all be done before the yvear
is oat, but even then | have promised Longman two more volumes

. of Chigs.
“1should be so glad if you would come to Oxford from a Saturday

to Monday and stay withus. Term begins towards the end of Jan-
wary, if you coold let me know a week before, I could then make sure

of some friends who would be glad to meet you.'

Among the many young Germans whom Max Milller was able
to assist to positions in India féew became more distinguished,
or have done better work for Sanskrit scholarship, than Dr.
Kielhomn, now Professor at Gittingen. The following is one of
the many letters that passed between them: —

To Dr. KIELHORN.
Transiation. Parks Exn, fasuary 1o.
¥, .« . I am delighted with your photograph, you look so well, and
the old Pundit at your side looks a veritable Guru ! in the true sense

1 Teacher,
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of the word. 1am glad that the Government is giving a grant for
the purchase of M55, I had already proposed this matter when
Lord Elgin was governor, and advised the Government not to make
the matter too public, as that raises the price of M55. at once. Well,
a beginning is made,

‘I have finished the Prdtisdfdya, and the translation iz progresging.
I have sent you and Biihler my second edition of Chips through the
Government, also to Dr. Wilson.

*Kind regards to Biihler. 1 have not heard from him for a very
long time, but have just received his Apasédwete, which gives me
much pleasure, it is an old friend of mine. What do you think of
a Corfwes fnseriptionsm fudicaram ¥ Could that be done in Bombay?
Bhao Dagi is sure to have much material. It ought really to be
begun soon."

To THE DUKE OF ARGYLL.
TarLow Count, faruary 14, 1869,

‘It Is certainly true that the religion of the Hindus, as far as we
can gather it from their sacred hymns In the Peda, is free from every-
thing that strikes us as degrading in the present state of religion and
morality in India. But between the ancient religion of India and
the religious worship of the present generation there have been
several falls and several dses.  Buddhism, in the sixth century before
our era, was a reaction against the corruptions that had crept into
the ancient religion even at that early time, Then Buddhism, start-
ing with the highest aspirations, degenerated into monasticism and
hypocrisy, and a most rigorous form of the old Brahmanic religion
took possession of India, and drove Buddhism out of every corner
of the country. Since that time there have been several religious
reforms, though of a more local character, and this makes it very
difficult to generalize and treat the whole religious life of India as
one organic body of religious thought. Yet so much may be said
with perfect truth, that if the religion of India could be hrought back
to that simple form which it exhibits in the Fada, a great reform
would be achieved. Something would be lost, for some of the later
metaphysical speculations on religion, and again the high and pure
and almost Christlan morality of Buddha, are things not to be found
in the Feda. But, as far as the popular conceptions of the deity are
concerned, the Vedic religion, though childish and crude, is free from
all that is so hideous in the later Hindu Pantheon,

‘With regard to the inevitable decay of religion, a difference ought
to he made between two clisses of religion, satiznal and personal.
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There are ancient religions, like that of Greece, and that of India
too, which grow up like national languages, when it is impossible to
speak of individual influences, becinse all individual influence is
determined by the silent and almost unconscious approval or dis-
approval of the community. In these religions 1 think we can watch
for a time a decided progress, a gradual elimination of what is bad,
.. what is not acceptable to the national conscience.

4 But religions, like Buddhism, Mohammedanism, and Christianity
too, belong to a different class. They start with a high ideal con-
ceived by a representative man, representative either of a nation, or
of the whole of humanity, and that high ideal is hardly ever realized,
it has to adapt itself to larger circles and lower levels, and can only
be kept from utter degeneration by constant efforts at reform.

To M. MicHEL BrEAL.

Panks ExD, Fefruary 19,

I knew you would be pleased at the result of the last election, but
I was glad all the same to receive your congratulations, and to know
that you approve of the choice of that distinguished body, which no
doubt before Jong will count you among its members. To me it is
the highest honour that could possibly be bestowed upon me, 1
believe I may honestly say it has been through Iife the only object
of what may call a foolish ambidon. That I should obitain it so
svon 1 did not expect, and I am afrald my suceess will secure me
many dipsas, but 1 have long learned that no one does us so much
service as our dipsus, nos awiz lex enmewnis, and 1 do not think my
head will be quite turned, as I know too well that * merit is the good
opinion which our friends have of us,” as Lord Palmerston used to say,
1 hope 1 shall have the pleasure of seeing you, and making the ac-
quaintance of Madame Bréal before this year is over. As soon as
three hooks of mine which are now in the press are finished, 1 hope
to present them in person to the Academy. The Prdtindbbya is fin-
ished, the first volume of the translation is printed as far as page
224, and there 15 a third little book printing, which is to be a sur-
prise. 1 hope when 1 and my wife come to Paris, we shall find you
in the full enjoyment of all the pleasures and treasures of a Grilastha.
Many thanks for your fdder fafentes dw Longage, which 1 read at
once with the greatest pleasure, as [ do everything you write. You
know how to prepare your meats, and do not expect your readers to
eat raw flesh. M. Brachet's Grammar is out.  Now that Parliament
is sitting, there is little chance of getting a Review, but I shall see
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what I can do. M. Harris is hard at work translating my Ciigs.
There is an Italian translation coming out of my lecture on * Strati-
fication.” I need not say that the lecture is quite at your service, if
you think a French translation would interest people in France.
Schleicher’s death is a very great loss to us, more even than Bopp's,
who had finished his work.'

Max Miiller found that incessant work was the only help in
these months of anxiety, and, as is shown in the various letters,
he had been far from idle. The first volume of Transdotions
Jrom the Vedic Hymns caome out in May. His lectures this
Term were on Sanskreit Grammar as a foundation for philologi-
cal research. In the following letter to Sir George Cox, he
upholds Sanskrit and Comparative Philology as the necessary
foundation for a study of Comparative Mythology.

Parks Exn, Marchk 3, 186g.

. . . Ishouold like to see you and talk the matter of Comparative
Mythology over with you. I cannot help feeling that you wark at
this subject under great difficulties, and | sometimes doult whether
you ought to give your principal energies to that subject. [ speak to
you quite openly, for I believe you would be offended if 1 did not.
The most minute eriticism of etymological coincidences seems to me
the only safe foundation of Comparative Mythology. When there s
no etymological foundation 1 should not venture to take a step, how-
ever clear the material coincidences of character, circumstances, and
the general aéwowement might be. 1 believe you have done good
service by pointing out the necedsity of admitting a common arigin,
even when the evidence of the common nomenclature is wanting, but
I doubt whether with those principles it is safe to enter upon the
treatment of the whole subject. The dangers are very great, and
much harm may be done.  And when you come to fables or stories
of modern date, the dangers become still greater, Here there is an
immense literature to master first, £.2. the historical and purely his-
torical evidence of the migration of fables.  When the ground has so
far been cleared, there comes the labour of tracing back really old
tomman Aryan stories to their roots, whether mythical or proverbial.
If therefore you ask me, I tell you openly do not make Comparative
Mythology the principal work of your life, unless you make up your
mind first to study Sanskrit and Comparative Philology, 1 believe
you can do far more real and important work in other fields of re-
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search, though 1 should be very sorry if we were not from time to
time to get hints and impetos from you on a subject where you cer-
tainly have seen beyond the horizon of other scholars. 1 am just
printing a curous collection of Buddhist stories contained in Bud-

dhaghosha’s commentary on the [Mamwapads, and therefore not
Iater than about A.D. 400,

Early in April he had all his children safe under his roof
again, and it was soon evident that any summer plans must be
made with reference to their health. The doctor prescribed a
foreign bath, and it was finally settled that after Commemora-
tion the whole family should go to Soden in the Taunus, where
Max Miller's mother would join them.

Before leaving home Max Miller heard from his friend
Dr. John Muir, from Edinburgh, that he had received the
first volome of his Fransfation of the Vedic Hymuns, *in which
you show a great deal of minute learning, But if you go imto
everything in the same elaborate way in future, you will require
to live to the age of Methuselah to finish your task. 1 cannot
but express the wish that you had tmnslated more and annp-
tated less ; that you had given what the world expected from
you, a translation at once scholarlike and elegant, and entering
into the spirit of Vedic antiquity, exhibiting in short the results
of profound research without much display of the apparatus of
learning,’ The same complaint was made by many other sub-
scribers, and Max Miiller soon found that his plan of translation
was far too elaborate. A second volume was published, but not
till many years later, as vol. xlvi. of the Sacred Hooks of the East,
the volume already published, of which Dr. Muir complains,
being reprinted with many additional Hymns as vol. xxxii. of
that series, in place of another work of which Max Miiller was
disappointed. Some idea may be gained of the enormous
labour bestowed on this volume of translations from the long
list of works on the Fesls which Max Miiller had consulted, and
to which he fully admits his indebtedness. The list fills six
pages octavo. Max Miiller held that the first translators of the

Feda should be decipherers, ‘bound to justify every word of the
1 Ce
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translation in exactly the same way in which decipherers of
hieroglyphic or cuneiform inscriptions justify any step they take,'

In another letter Dr. John Muir expresses the wish that
more light should be thrown on Buddha, and trusts that Max
Muller intends to write more about him, This wish was ful-
filled next year by the translation from the Pali of Buddha's
Dhammapads, or Path of Virtue, the book he alludes to in

the letter to M. Bréal as ‘a little surprise.'

To M. REGRIER.
(Former tutor to the Comte de Paris, and a distinguished Sanskritist.)

PArks Enn, OxrorD, May 13, 1860,

My pEAR Friexp, — It is really very provoking to know that
you are in England and that it is impossible to effect a meeting. 1
have a lecture every day, and during the Whitsuntide holidays we
have friends staying with us, and even if I could leave them for a day,
1 am kept here because the Archbishop of Canterbury, who is the
visitor of our College {All Souls) will be here from Saturday till
Tuesiday, and all the Fellows have to be in attendance. [ cannot ask
you to give me a day as I know how much your presence s valued
by your old fiends, but if you should by any fortunate chance find
yourself free for a day, it would be a great treat to me and my wife to
receive you at our house and show you our children, who, I am thank-
ful to say, are either getting stronger or are really quite well again,
Sunshine seems to have returned to our house with the spring, and
at present there are few clouds to be seen, at least no more than we
all want to make the sky really beautiful.

1 shall be busy here till about the end of June, and I hope then
to go to Paris, though T am afraid 1 shall find few of my friends there.
My plan was to take lodgings at 5t. Germain or some other place
near Paris, and to settle there for some months with my wife and
four children, taking our English nurse and a Swiss donse with us,
But this plan has become somewhat doubtful becavse my mother
wishes to spend the summer with us in England, and in that case 1
should probably go to Paris alone and stay only for a fortaight, and
then go to fetch my mother from Germany. Could you or Madame
Regnier give us any hint as to where and how to settle ourselves
near Paris, if we carry out our original plan?

‘I am now printing my last volume (second edition, Sanskrit
Grammar}, of which I enclose the title. Pratisdbbya and Rieoveds

PR T S N e —
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(translation) are finished, and I look forward with great pleasure 1o
presenting my “ thrins ™ to the Academy.

I had a letter from M. Guizot, which I value more than many a
corden and crachar.

Shortly before leaving for Germany, Max Miiller offered
Messrs. Longmans a translation of Coquerel's Apostles’ Creed,
an offer that was rejected, as Mr. Longman did not consider
the book sufficiently orthodox. Against this opinion Max
Miiller protests in the following letter : —
OxXrorD, fune 24.

fMy pEAR LONGMAN, — I am sorry to hear that you think Coque-
rel’s book would not sell, though, if it were of so startling a charac-
ter as you imagine, | should think that it would excite some interest,
and have even a commercial success,

* But allow me to say, that though 1 should not venture to criticize
your judgement as far as the commercial suecess of the book is con-
cerned, I must protest most strongly against the judgement you have
formed of its religious character.

‘ The book is writtea in a liberal, but ina deeply religious spirit,
teaching men to distinguish between the dead crust and the living
kernel of Christianity, and warning them against throwing away
what is true, eternal and divine, because in course of time it has
been surrounded and almost hidden by what is conventional, change-
able, and human. It is an interpretation and historical vindication
of the antiquated, almost unintelligible, and certainly widely misun-
derstood language of the so-called Apostles' Creed, a document
which, I feel sure, no educated man, and no clergyman in England,
would take to be the work of the Apostles. The book is written
throughout in the most correct language, and there are passages in
it which the most eloquent of our bishops need not be ashamed of in
the palpit.

T write this, not because 1 wish you to publish the MS., but be-
cause | shall be truly sorry if you think I had offered youa book to
publish which would shock people far more than anything you have
published.’
To e Dean oF WESTMINSTER.

Panks Exp, fume 29, 1869,

‘My DEAR STANLEY,— That book of Jacolliot! is as silly, shal-
low, impudent a composition as ever [ saw. [t is sad to think that

L L Bible dans I lusde,
Ces
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people can still be taken in with sach a book. Would you believe
that Gladstone was reading it in the midst of the Irish debate ! The
book quotes from the Feda! The extracts are no more from the
Veda than from the Koram. [ felt so disgusted that | could read no
more ; and then people ask me to review such a book —they might
as well ask me to fight a shoe-black !

“What 1 sent you as a first instalment of the Fede is real and
old —of course no one will read that! Nor do I care. 1 meant to
write an unreadahble book, and 1 believe I have succeeded.

‘But | shall soon send you something that is readable —a collec-
tion of Buddha's own sayings. [ believe the final struggle between
Buddhism and Christianity, whenever that comes to pass, will be a
hard one, and will end in a compromise — there is a prophecy! that
will have to be tested some thousand years hence— therefore, at all
events, it is safe. Hut | am quite serious, and 1 know you would not
refuse Buddha admittance at Westminster, after you have read his
Ady.  How small the Irish Church looks from a mare (ex)centric
point of view —and that is the real charm and the real blessing of
researches into the ancent history of thought and faith — they make
one feel happy, quiet, and strong, like Scotch mountain air.'

To tue RiguT Hox. W. E. GLADSTONE.
Parks Exn, fuly g, 1869.

‘DEAR MRr. Granstowe,—“Do not speak to the man at the
helm,” may, 1 suppose, be translated freely into “Do not write to
the Prime Minister.” If I break this useful rule, it is only for one
word of explanation. ‘The volume which I took the liberty to send
to you is hardly meant to be read ; 1 know it is perfectly unreadable,
except for Sanskrit scholars. It is, in fact, but the underground
foundation on which the pillars are to rest which are to support the
bridge on which people hereafter may walk across from the nineteenth
century after to the nineteenth century before our em. At the same
time I may say that the few Vedic hymns which I have translated,
or rather deciphered, In the first volume, are genuine relics of the
earliest phase of human thought within our reach.  Jacolliot’s book,
La Rible dans I'fnde, which I looked at, is beneath eriticism, it is
simply untrue. The anthor has been deceived, has deceived himself,
and tries to deceive others. I am sorry that my ticket for Antwerp
is taken for next Thursday, and that I shall not be able to avail my-
sell of your kind invitation to breakfast, or to carry off the book
which you say is waiting for me.’
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The book by Jacolliot, La Bible dens I'fnde, alluded to in
the letters to Dean Stanley and Mr. Gladstone, was a mere im-
posture, the aunthor purporting to have found the essential
featurcs of the Biblical narrative, the Garden of Eden, Flood,
&., given in the sacred books of the Brahmins, Max Milller
was in London one day during the debates on the Disestablish-
ment of the Irish Church, when he heard a quick footstep be-
hind him, and some one touched him on the shoulder. . It was
Mr. Gladstone, *Oh why,' exclaimed the Prime Minister, ¢ have
you not told us of these wonderful discoveries in India,” and
then poured forth, in the middle of St. James Street, his wonder
and admiration of La Bible dans I/nde, which he had been
studying, when any less versatile statesman would have been
entirely absorbed in his great Irish measure, It took some
time, not only in S5t. James Street, but by letter, before Mr.
Gladstone would give up his belief in Jacolliot's nonsense.

The stay at Soden, dull in some ways, was made interesting
to Max Miller by finding an old friend, Professor Hertz, whom
he had not seen since they were students together at Leipzig.
He was watching over a young daughter dying of decline, and,
before they left Soden, Max followed his friend’s child to her
last resting-place. His deep sympathy was a help and stay to
the poor parents, and till he joined his Joved child some years
later, Professor Hertz often wrote, recalling the time at Soden
and the intercourse with the friend of his youth. It was at
Soden also that Max Miiller first heard from Dr. Appleton, of
St. John's College, his plans for starting the Academry. Max
Miiller had taken his whole party for an excursion to the ruins
of Cronberg, on one of the hills of the Taunus range, and his
children were revelling in the enjoyment of a complete day of
holiday with their father, whose incessant work made such a
treat a rare one. Dlinner in the open air was just over, when
Dr, Appleton was seen to descend from the coach running be-
tween Soden and Cronberg. He had arrived at Soden to find
Max Miiller gone oot for the day, and absorbed in his own
schemes did not hesitate to follow him, and entirely engross
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him for the rest of the day, to the dismay of his children.
When once started, Max Miller was a constant contributor to
the Adcademy, till it changed hands, and entirely altered its
character as a literary paper about two years before his death.
From Soden the party went to Kiel, where the Platt-Deutsch
poet Klaus Groth, with whom Max had formed an intimate
friendship during the poet’s visit to England a few years before,
had secured a delightful apartment for them in one of the
pretty villas that line the shores of the beautiful harbour of
Kiel. It stood at the entrance to Diisternbrook, a fine beach
forest, the trees of which hung over the water of the harbour.
The garden of the villa ran down to the water, which is scarcely
salt, and has little or no tide. Here a happy six weeks was
spent, varied by long day excursions with Klaus Groth and his
charming wife to all the most beautiful spots round Kiel. A
two days' visit was paid to Planen and the lakes of Holstein in
one direction, whilst in another they visited Husum, ¢ the grey
town on the grey (North) sea,’ with its flat coast and dykes as
in Holland, to make acquaintance with Theodor Starm, another
Platt-Deutsch poet. Later on, before leaving Eiel, Max Miller
and his wife went to Copenhagen, with which they were de-
lighted, enjoying the treasures of the Museum of Northern An-
tiquities, and the beautiful pictures of native Danish art in the
palaces. They also visited Elsinore, and looked across to
Sweden — the sea, the day they visited Elsinore, was alive with
vessels waiting for a favourable wind to take them through
the Sound into the Cattegat. The Max Millers returned to
Kiel by the Belts, and stayed a night at Schleswig to see the
cathedral with its wonderiul wood carvings of the fifteenth
century. ;

During the stay at Kiel, the German Philological Congress
held their annual meeting there, attended by people from all
parts of Europe. Mark Pattison, Rector of Lincoln College,
was present, M. Jules Oppert from Paris, and many others, and
it gave Max Miiller an opportunity of meeting many engaged
in like studies with himselfl. He read his paper on Buddhist



186g] RETURN 70O OXFORD 301

Nihilism referred to before (page 202) and made his first
speech in German at the farewell banguet.

Many evenings during the visit to Kiel were spent either at
Klaus Groth's house, or at Forsteck, an exquisite place belong-
ing to Herr Meyer, a Hamburg merchant, commanding a view
of the broadest portion of the great Kieler Bucht, or estuary
where, at the time of the Crimean war, the whole English
Baltic Fleet lay for weeks. On these occasions Klaus Groth
always read out some of his Platt-Deutsch poems, which, to
English ears, are more intelligible read aloud than when read
to onegelf: the strange spelling misleading the eye, The
pleasure of the time at Kiel was greatly added to by the pres-
ence of a cousin, Captain, now General, Stockmarr, with his
wife and daughter, who joined many of the expeditions. *We
have had many happy hours together,” writes Max to another
cousin, whom he tried to draw to Kiel ; but at that time the
railway communication between Kiel and places on the Baltic
shore was too complicated for short visits, especially where
children were of the party. It was for this reason that his old
friend Dr. Prowe, from Thom in East Prussia, was unable to
comply with Max's earnest wish for a meeting.

Early in October the whole party, including the mother,
returned to Oxford, the two eldest children thoroughly restored
to health. The lectures announced for this Term were a con-
tinuation of the course on Sanskrit Grammar. Among the
many letters waiting his return was an invitation from the
Khedive of Egypt to be present at the opening of the Suez
Canal, but he had to decline the honour, as taking him away

too long from his work.

To Proressor Benrey.
Tranilation, Parks Exn, Oxrorn, Nevember 7, 1860,

*DEar COLLEAGUE, — Having returned to England some three
weeks ago, | had so many letters to answer that 1 only now find time
to thank you for your valuable present. 1 have, so far, only glanced at
your History af Philology, but even this glance has shown me how much
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material you have again accumulated in this work, and how useful and
instructive your book is in every way. | hope soon to have time to
read it quietly, but 1 feel I must not delay in sending you my best
thanks

‘ My path did not lead me;alas | past Gottingen this time, and my
hope of meeting you perchance at Kiel, at the Philological Congress,
was not fulfilled . . .

¢ My first volume of the Feals translation has, 1 hope, reached you,
and [ should be glad to receive youropinion about it.  According to
my judgement there is only ene scientifically justifialile method of in-
terpreting the Fedlr, viz., to settle completely every word which mises
the least doubt. ‘The work is slow and laborous, but if it is not done,
you never come to a conclusion, and the same questions turn up again
and again, Of course, for you and me there are certain things which
do not need proofs, but we also made our way slowly through all this,
therefore, why not save others this trouble, why not cut off once for
all all unfounded objections at the outset ?

1 hope tosend you soon a book on Buddha ; that makes me think
of your review of my Ersays, accept my best thanks. . . . Alas!
have to get a new edition of my Sewskrit Grammar ready, which |
should like to have done with. . . .7

The Christmas was passed in Oxford, a real German Christ-
mas, with a tree, to which a few Germans in Oxford were in-
vited, and at which the various German dishes and sweetmeats,
imported by the old mother, bore a conspicuous part.
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Lectures on Sclence of Religion. Frogmore., FrancoGerman War
Letters to Dean Stanley, Mr. Gladstone, and Dr, Abeken, * Letters
to the English People.! LI.D. at Edinburgh. Work for Sick and
Wounded. North Wales. * Dhammapada.’ *Chips," Volume III.

THis year, that was to be so full of stirring events, opened
guietly for Max Miiller, who began at once to prepare the
lectures he had undertaken to give at the Royal Institution

in February and March on the * Science of Religion.'

To DEAN STASLEY.
Sanuary 19.

41 return Clark's? letter. 1 quite feel with you that a man like
Clark ought not to be satisfied with simply withdrawing ; he ought to
work and fight, and not look to others to carry a new Reformation.
1 do not know much of him, but all I do know of him makes me
like him very much. His words would carry weight with many
people. It might seem bold and imprudent in Temple, but still 1
think it would be right if, as a bishop, he answered Clark's letter,
and told him publicly that the Old Testament was not originally
written in the language of the nineteenth century, but in old, heavy,
poetical Oriental phraseology, and that unless his difficulties extend
far beyond the limits indicated by him he might well continue to read
the Ten Commandments, and afterwards preach a sermon, and tell
his congregation, if they need to be told, that God never stood on
a hill and opened His mouth to tell them in Hebrew what the still
small voice had told Moses, and other prophets too, nay, everybody
who would but listen to that voice, viz. that there are laws inde-
pendent of man, nay, in spite of man, yet irresistibly present in the
human conscience. . . . Then why not say, “ God spake these words

I Public Orator al Cambeidge.
393
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and said 1™ [s our nineteenth century language so much better, and is
it altogether free from imagery or idolism ? [ shall have to say much
stronger things in my lectures, and I am not afraid. People know
that there are far greater difficulties that must be met — downright
atheism among the high and the low. It is so, I assure you, and
you probably know it better than 1. And then to hear people fight
about Colenso's difficulties, as if true religion had anything to do
with them, is disheartening. However, let us look to Rome and that

hideous ! performance which passes all mythology, and be thankful.
¢ Ever yours.'

The very title of the lectures at the Royal Institution excited
opposition and criticism, many people objecting to the possi-
bility of a scientific study of religions. They were, however,
very well attended, but Max Miiller purposely postponed the
publication hoping to make the lectures more complete, as it
had been impossible to deal fully with so vast a subject in the
narrow limits of four lectures. They were first published in
1873, and then only slightly enlarged, as Max Miller had found
he could not give the necessary time to perfect them ; but as
they had been pirated in America, he was driven in self-defence
to print them in England. The subject was subsequently car-
ried out in his Hibbert and Gifford lectures.

On March zo he writes to tell his wife he had been offered
the degree of LL.D. at Edinburgh. *I really ought to take
care not to have my head turned with all the honours ; there is
really nothing left that T care for now, and I sometimes think
the course must soon be run and all the work over.'

The visit to Edinburgh had to be postponed to the summer,
partly on account of the lectures, partly because his old mother
was still with him.

To s WiFe.
Frogumore, March 31.

‘One line to say that 1 arrived safe. At the station a carriage
was waiting for me, but the Prince is in London, and will only be
back in time for dinner. 1am in my old room again, and all the
servants seem (o be the same as before, which is a good sign. Love

1 The Doctrine of the lmmaculate Conception of the Virgin.
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to the mother, and kisses for the children. The Prince has just
called me away.'
To THE SAME.
Froomore, Aged 1.

‘We have just come back from London, where we had a very
Interesting luncheon at the Deanery. No one there but Keshab
Chunder Sen and the Prince and I. We goon got into a warm dis-
cussion, and it was curious to see how we almost made him confess
himself a Christian. He will come to Oxford; and then 1 hope to
see more of him. He is not as handsome as Satyendranath Tagore,
but very intelligent and pleasing. Last night we had a dinner party
—the Dean of Windsor and Mrs. Wellesley, Colonel and Mrs,
Gordon, who is a sister of Peel, the Fellow of All Souls, and Mr.
Ruthven. We nsed to know him in the Berkshire Volunteers. The
Princess is very kind, and asked after you and the children.’

This was Max Miller's first acquaintance with Keshub
Chunder Sen, which ripened into real friendship, and they
corresponded till the death of the latter in 1884. Unfortunately
all Max Miiller's letters to K. C. Sen, touching on the impor-
tant work of the Brahmo Somij, seem to have been lost or
destroyed.

Two public lectures were given at Oxford in the May Term
—*On the Origin of Mythology," and ‘On the Migration of
Fables! The latter was repeated on June 3 at the Royal In-
stitution. Max Milller writes to his wife who was nursing her
father : —

DeaNERY, WESTMINSTER, firne 4.

1 believe my lecture {(“ On the Migration of Fables ™) went off
very well ; the place was as full as it could hold. But I lost all heart
for it when you were not there. 1 must go to Oxford to-day, as
Keshub Chunder Sen waits for me at the station.

‘Dr. Scott has accepted the Deanery of Rochester, and Jowett
will be Master of Balliol. I am truly glad, for though it comes late
it will make up for many years of disappointment, Few people
know what it is to see the work which one conld do best taken away
from one, and few people make allowance for it, and how it embitters
one. I do like to see things come right in the end, though I know
they are always right even if we do not see it. [ do not think that



396 IBERIANS. BASKS [ci xvn

Jowett's friends have always thought of what he has suffered, and 1
trust he will have many years to enjoy his Mastership.’

To ProrFeEsSoR FREEMAN.
Sune, 1870,

‘1 have read your second and third lectures,! and I have no
remarks to make beyond what 1 said about your first lecture, that [
hope they will be taken to heart. | sometimes wonder that it should
be necessary to say these things again and again, but I believe the
confusion in the popular mind arises chiefly from a confusion of ter-
minology, using a terminology which was meant for linguistic pur-
poses, for historical or physiological work. Let people classify blood
as much as they like, only let them use their own bottles for that,
and not bottles that were labelled for the purpose of holding lan-
guages. | confess to my mind blood is an irmational and ungraspahle
quantity, but if people like to dabble in it let them have their san-
guinary amusement. [ also confess that 1 consider all historical
notices as to race extremely precarious until you come to writers of
our own century. Before Caesar no one knew the difference hetween
a Celt and a German, as little as many of our missionaries know the
difference between a Hottentot and Bushman, or between a Tatar
and Mongolian. Nearly all that is built on the statements of the
ancients as to race, is built on sand; it may be very learned, but it
will not stand a breath of harsh criticism. One thing I cannot
understand. Who has invented the Iberians? 1 see them of late
cropping out here, there, and everywhere. Whoever brought them
to England first? It is by no means easy to get a clear jdea what
the ancients meant by the Iherians in Spain, and whether that name
may be used synonymously with Bask. But the historical Therians
of Ebro-people of Spain never cime to England, except at the time
of the Armada or thereabouts. And least of all would they explain
the black colouring matter among the English, for according to Napier
and Prichard the Basks are fair, their eyes bloe, groy, bluish, and light
brown, never dark brown. Some observations are different, and give
us twenty-five brown against twenty-one blue eyes, and this iz used
as an argument in favour of a theory that the Basks came from two
distinct ethnological stems.  In some places the people with blonde
hair form a dedded majority. As to the skulls, the eonfusion is
equally great; see Pruner Bey, Swr les crdues basgues, 1867. Then
what use can the Iberians be in England?  People who believe that

1 Histary of the Cathedral Church of Wells,
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the Iherians came to England to introduce a dark pigment, will soon
believe that the Buddhists came over from [ndia to build Stonehenge.’

And now for nearly a year to come Max Milller's heart and
thoughts were to be absorbed by the great Franco-German
War, When able to fix his attention on his work he went
on with the fifth volume of the ARir-reds, and was busy in
preparing a third volume of Chdps for the press, of which an
edition of 3,000 was printed ; while this year also saw the
publication of his translation of the Dhammapada.

To His MoTHER.

Translation. Suly 17, 1870.

¢ These last experiences are terrible; one cannot bear to think
of it. A murderous attack just becanse it seems pecessary to the
Emperor to make himself popolar with his army. The feeling in
England is strong against France, [ do not for a moment doubt
the result. Germany may lose some battles, but Germany cannot be
killed. The present devil’s brood in France will fall after one lost
battle. There is perhaps nothing better for the ultimate consolida-
tion of Germany than this war, for no one who speaks German, be
he Hanoverian or Saxon, can hold himsell aloof, 1t is the last chanee
for Austria. [If she is great enough to forget the past and to join
Prussia against France her future is secured; if she follows Beust's
palicy now she is done for. Who knows how long this war may
last? I should like to live to see the end. The enthusiasm in Ger-
many must be tremendous; all the young Germans in England are
leaving, and [ would gladly go with them. All my plans are, of
course, upset. I hoped to go to Ems in August, and then we might
have met, but one cannot think of that now. It is not really neces-
sary, but it did me such good before that | would have used it as a
precaution. Now we shall stay quietly here. On August 1 1 have
to go to Edinburgh to be made an honorary doctor. 1 put it off
once, and cannot do so again. Later on we may go to the sea, but
that is uncertain. My assistant, Dr. Thibaut, received a telegraphic
despateh to-day, and is already on the way to Rastadt, which of
course disturbs my work a good deal.’

The following letter adverts to a scheme that Max Miiller
had muoch at heart at one time, but it led to no practical

results in England.
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To WirLmam Loxcuawn, Esg.
Oxrorn, fuly 12.

‘What | talked about with Mr. Cox was not a volume of Essays,
but something very different, 1 shall try to explain it to you as
shortly as [ can.

‘In Germany the plan has been adopted for some years of pul-
lishing a continuous series of lectures and essays, and it scems to
have answered well, and gradually to take the place of maonthly and
quarterly journals,

‘In a Monthly or Quarterly you must print many articles which
are mere padding ; the publisher has to pay for them, and the buyer
has to pay for them, though neither one nor the other wants to have
them. For instance, if a man wants to have my four lectures on
the “Science of Religion " he must pay 1os., and then he has to cut
them out, and they look untidy.

“Now if there existed a “ Series of Essays,” each essay might be
sold for 1s. or less, and people would then be able to get what they
really want. Those who now subscribe to Quarterlies would sub-
scribe to the whole series; those who want the Physieal Science
only would take those numbers only which treat of Physical
Science, &c.

‘You would want about six names to represent the different
branches of knowledge, who should be responsible for the character
af the essays, and give a character to the series. [ have spoken to
Huxley and others, and find a general concurrence.

*You will probably object that it would be troublesome and ex-
pensive a5 a matter of publishing, But, on the other hand, it gives
youa constant means of advertising.  The series {t<elf would hardly
require more advertising than a Quarterly : you would give a string
of titles from time to time.

‘I should propose as a title for the series Owr Times, a series
of essays and lectures, under the editorship of 1, 2, 3, 4, 5 6. One
series in Germany, “ Populire Vortrige," has reached to several
hundreds of &says. In France you have something like it in the
Revue des Cours Littéraires, only that that is published every month,
while my plan is to publish whenever there is fresh material.

‘I am not a man of business, hut [ thought that Mr. Cox might
act as a general editor, supported by six special editors, whose names
wuuldbeaglm-mtmwilhtimpuhlic.‘
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To THE DEAN OF WESTMINSTER.

Parks Exn, OxrorD, fuly 24.

1 send you a copy of my lectures on the “Science of Religion."
I do not wish to publish them now, but 1 had sixteen copies taken
of which yours is one. By-and-by they will form part of a larger
wark, if life and strength last long cnough to enable me to carry
out a plan for which all my studies have formed the preparation.

My heart §s too full to say anything about this terrible war.
I believe it is a cup that could not pass. France cannot break a
united and strong Germany, and the reckless gambler who usurps
the throne of France took advantage of this national jealousy to
save himself from his inevitable end for a few years longer. But
the misery it brings to thousands of happy homes passes all
description! This war can only end either in the destruction of
Cermany, or in a revenge without a parallel in history.'

To THE SAME

Paugs Exp, Oxrorp, July 26, 1870,

£ feel by no means quite happy about the “ Traité de paix entre
la France et Ia Prusse.” If it is genuine, however, then neutrality
on the part of England would be criminal. Even Turkey came
forward to assist her enemy Greeee when it became a question of
putting down brigandage. England and Germany hunted down
one Corsicin — they ought to combing for the same purpose now.
You may have watched the feelings of those who lost a hushand, a
brother, a son, or a friend in the tragedy of Marathon — multiply
that feeling by millions, and you may imagine then what the state
of Germany must be at the present moment, when every family
trembles for the life of those whom they love most, and who are
ta be mowed down by the French cannon, simply because one great
criminal has been driven mad and desperate. 'War in Germany is
different from war in England. It was easy for the Duke of Well-
ington to preach moderation at Paris. He had to revenge defeat,
but no outrages, whilst every German soldier that marches into
Paris (and T trust I shall live to see it!) has to revenge the hlood of
brothers, and tears such as only a mother can shed. [ shoold like
to see England, not Russia, as the friend and ally of Germany in

this holy war."



400 PROFESSOR MACPHERSON'S SPEECH [cH. xvix

At the end of July Max Miller went to Edinburgh, to
receive the degree of LL.D. at the same time as his friend
Dr. Acland. The few days' holiday refreshed and cheered
him, weighed down as he was by the thonght of the war, and
all that was at stake for his native country, He wrote to

his wife: —
EpisnureH, Suly 31.

*This town is glorious and inspiriting, the true capital of England,
far more royal than London. Were I king, T should reside here
and leave London to be the great harbour and emporium of the
country.'

The following is Professor Macpherson's speech in presenting
Max Miiller for the degree of LL.D.: —

“I'have now to present to you in the name of the Senatus, as one
deemed worthy of the same degree, another very eminent Professor in
the University of Oxford — Max Miiller. 1 do not think it necessary to
mentionany of the numerous University honours which he has received,
arto give youa catalogue of the great literary and scientific societies that
have sought to do themselves honour by enrolling him amongst their
members. His name is too well known among us to require such an eni-
meration. Those who have not had the pleasure of listening to his
delightful lectures in this city know him well through his writings,
In the University of Oxford he has done more, probably, than any
other man to establish the study of modern languages in what used
to be considered the throne of the dead languages ; and he did so
at a period when he was engaged in giving to the world writings
which were composed in a language which was dead long before
Greek and Latin, | may say, were born.  When England was engaged
in the Crimean War, it was Max Miiller who supplied English ignor-
ance by writing upon the languages of the seat of war. When philo-
logists were beating about, seeking here and there some solution or
explanation of the endless facts which had been accumulating for
half a century, it was Max Miiller who came forward with his science
of language. And now, when England is agitated with discussions
on religious faiths and religious doctrines, Max Miiller again steps
forward with his science of religion, his lectures upon which bear all
the impress of his learning and his genius, and breathe a spirit of
religious love and toleration, which, if it could be extended to other
religions discussions, would take from them the reproach of acrimany
which has so often been cast upon them. It is a remarkable cir-

-
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cumstance, considering the great stake which Britain has in the East,
that it was left to Max Miiller to bring in a worthy shape before the
world the text of the Rig-seda — the value of which is acknowledged
by all scholars and by all thinkers throughout the world. As to the
manner in which he has done so, a verdict of approval has been pro-
nounced by the scholars of all Europe; and as to his acquaintance
with Eastern religious systems, the best testimony to that is the ap-
preciation which his work has received from the Brahmins of India,
who revere the name of Max Muller, thank him for his Iabours, and
regard him as the great exponent of their religious doctrines in Europe,
With regard to his qualifications for the performance of such a task,
I know of no man whe could have combined with these qualities the
power of generalization which he possesses, the power of detecting
truth beneath the accumulations of mythology and beneath the
decay of tongues, the power of educing principle and arder where
apparently there is nothing but confusion and chaos. Tt is the com-
bination of these qualifications which has enabled him to render such
Incomparable service to the science of comparative philology and
comparative mythology, and which has made him conspicuons both
as a discoverer and as a presenter in the most interesting and popu-
lar form of the results of the labours and discoveries of others. No
man has done so much to raise these to the dignity of a science: no
man has done so much to popularize topics which formerly were
considered fit for discussion only in the closet; and he has done this
without departing from the method of severe scientific treatment ; he
has done it by the charm of the manner in which, in a pure and locid
English which the natives of his adopted country do sincerely envy
while they rejoice to read it, he presents an endless army of facts in
new and surprising combinations. In a word, his edition of the
Kipvada, his lectures upon the “Science of Language,” and his
lectures upon the “ Science of Religion,” place him in the very fore
most rank of scholars and of thinkers, whether as regards extent of
knowledge, or force and originality of speculation.

Max Miller always felt at Edinburgh, and later at Glasgow, the
stimulating influence of intercourse with men ready to talk on
the subjects in which they were engaged, and to which they had
devoted their lives, and contrasted it with the fear of * talking
shop ' that prevails in England. On his return he was again
absorbed in the war, and all the work in his house for the sick

and wounded.
L ] Dd
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To m1s MoTHER.

Transiation, Awgrest 14.

“You can fancy all our thoughts are with Germany, and [ wish [
were there. Such a triumph of a good cause has seldom been seen
in history, Where are Adolf and Fritz 71 | hope on the Rhine,
perhaps already in France. The English are quite amazed at these
results, and not quite pleased, but that does not matter.  G. collects
and works. She has collected already £ 100, and shrinks from no
trouble. Here large collections are being made, That Emilie is still
so angry with Germany astonishes me, the heart of every Gernian
must beat with joy and all must be forgotten that recalls the old
misery.
To E. FrReEmMaN, Eso.

Awgrst 14.

‘1 ought to have written to you before, but you may imagine where
all my thoughts are just now. Though | never doubted of ultimate
success, I was afraid of reverses in the beginning. Now I expect the
war will soon be over, and what 1 looked forward to for the last eigh-
teen years almost every day as I vpened the paper— the downfall
of the empire — has come to pass at last. A more demoralized and
demoralizing government than that of Louls Napaleon, history I be-
lieve has seldom known. There will be a national bankruptey too,
I have no doubt, and millions of French money will be found in the
English funds, Peace will be easy, for Crermany wants no conquests,
not even Alsace and Lorraine; the land is fine enongh, but the people
are not worth having. Perhaps France will in future be lsss eager
to guarantee the sfatus gue of Germany ! Now about the llyrians ;
though [ do not like to quate my own books, I think I can answer
your questions best if for the Ilyrians I refer you to a tolerably full
account of them in my Swrveyof Languages, second edition, pp. so-6a,
and a5 to the untrustworthiness of classical authorities for ethnologi-
cal purposes, to a note in my lectures on the  Science of Language,”
Volume I, p. 130.°

To THE DEAN OF WESTMINSTER.

Pargs Exp, Oxrorn, Awgust 23, 1870,

' Yes, these are great days, almost overpowering events. If all
goes well, and if the author of this atrocious war is punished, peaple
even in England will believe again that there is a God in history.

1Soldier cousins,
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I tiemble for the Crown Prince — the French will fight with fury when
they fight pre aris ef focts, and not for glory and empire. I think we
ought on the whole to be satisfied with the state of public feeling in
England. Unfortunately Gladstone’s mind has taken hold of the
idea of neutrality and squeezed it, and defined it, till it means abdi-
cation of the right of judging between right and wrong, between
war and murder. This is a most demoralizing policy, but it cannot
be helped now. All liberal and independent thinkers are caught in
Gladstone's minfsterial net. I wish Goldwin Smith were in Eng-
land —some such man is wanted just now.

‘I do not wander that there Is a feeling of mistrust with regard
to Dismarck. In home politics he is as bad as Lord —— would
be, if he were Prime Minister. But one may Oppose 4 man as
a minister without despising him, and the same minister, however
self-willed and tyrannical at home, may be the right man as Foreign
Minister. I do not love Bismarck, but I feel prepared to defend every
step he has taken since 1866 against all comers. He seems to have
been sans reprocke though no doubt also saws pewr.  If he was a bird
of the same feather as Benedetti, why should he have opposed the
Emperor if, by merely shutting his eyes, he could have got all he
could possibly want for Germany, and at the same time entangle
England and Franceina war? If Bismarck is to blame in his foreign
policy, every German patriot shares his blame. We wanted to be
united, and we have had the maivetd to think, as the French papers
say, that we could arrange our internal affairs without, consulting
France. If France thinks she has a right to interfere at Rome, at
Madrid, and now at Berlin too, she must learn that this cnnot be,
France has been cruelly treated by the Emperor— how extraordi-
nary that there should be no man to take his place, and to save
France!

 We have collected about £120 at Oxford, though nearly every-
body is away. My wife has a regular workshop going on all day
long, making bandages, &c., &c. Did Lady Augusta receive my
book for Princess Louise, or came it too late 7

To THE SaMmE.

Parks Exn, Oxrorp, dugust jo.

‘ + « T cannot tell you how this war crushes me. | sometimes
feel as if I could bear it no longer and must be off. What saviges
we are in spite of all these centuries! But surely the Teutonic race

Dda
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is better than the Latin and Slavonic, and the Protestants are better
Christians than the Romans—and the German cause is surely
thoroughly righteous, and the French thoroughly unrighteous, 1
always think of the simple soldiers — those who were everything at
home, and are nothing in the feld of battle — unknown, annoticed,
and probably better and braver than emperors and kings and gen-
erals. | cannot get my thoughts away from them.'

On August 29 Max Miller wrote the first of his five letters
in the F¥mes addressed to the English people. They were
reprinted, together with letters from Mommsen, Strauss, and
Carlyle, in & small volume, early in 1871, and sold for the
good of the Victoria Institute for German Widows and Orphans.
The first letter was called forth by a violent attack made by
his old and honoured friend, Sir Harry Verney, on the policy
of Germany, accusing Bismarck of having been willing to
accept Holland, and give up Belgium and Switzerland to
France. Soch had been more or less Benedetti's scheme, but
it is well known now that Bismarck did not listen to these
ideas. Max Miller was no admirer of Bismarck, but he felt
bound, much as he disliked the unconstitutional proceedings
that had marked his internal government, to protest aguninst
this attack on his public honour.

To Dr. ApeKEN (then acting as Bismarck's secretary).!

Translation. OxronrD, Seffember g.

I send you enclosed cuttings, but doubt whether you will receive
them in these chaotic times. If you do receive my letter, it is to tell
you that here also a German heart beats full of pride and joy and
cften with pain when it thinks of the friends who have dreamt of
this great time of Germany's elevation, but who have not lived to

see it realized."
To wHis Mornen,

Translation, Septenber 11,

“What great times we live in! though so far away, | can hardly
keep myself quiet, one lives on newspapers and telegrams. And

1 D, Abeken had been a great friend of Baron Bunsen, where Max Miiller
had learnt to know and estimate this upright, single-minded man at his right
vilue,



1870] FROSPECTS FOR A PEACE 405

then [ had so much work that had 1o be done, that 1 was at last
quite exhausted from excitement and work, and went alone for a week
to Brighton. The sea air and bathing did me great good, and 1
came back on Thursday. G.'s fither was here on a visit, so (. could
not go with me, though she needs change; and I think in a few days
we shall make a little tour together in Wales, You have no idea
how hard G. has worked. She will tell you all she has collected. . . .
The fecling in Germany must be very sad, in spite of the mighty
resilts, for what terrible sorrow there must be throughout the coun-
try! Here in England feelings are much divided. 1 have fought
fiercely in the F¥mer, and'] think it has told, The hest part of the
nation is for Germany, but the aristocracy has strong sympathy with
France. People are amazed at the gigantic resources of Germany,
and the utter moral rottenness of France. Well, in the next few
weeks Paris will be won, then our troops will march home. Alsace
and Lorraine will be governed militarily, and in France they can then

slaughter themselves as they like.'

To Moxcure Coxwav, Esg.
September 14.

My wife has been collecting as much as she could get, and | know
from letters received that her collection has done real good to the
sufferers in different hospitals. You know that German hospitals are
full of Freach wounded, and [ believe if any distinction is made be-
tween the French and German wounded jn these hospitals, it is in
favour of the French. Anyhow, in the presence of death, nationality
vanishes and humanity takes its place. My wife begs me to say that
she will gladly forward any sum however small. She has more
appeals than she can respond to. Ishould pay ne attention to news-
paper fumaurs as to what the Germins mean to do with regard to the
conditions of peace. The King’s behaviour towards the Emperor
is mistaken chivalry towards a fallen enemy, nothing more. [ think,
however, that there ought to be a formal abdication, or a formal
decree of a Constituent Assembly transferring the sovereign power
from the Emperor to the Provisional Government, or to a President ;
otherwise it seems impossible to make a treaty of peace. I believe
the general opinion in Germany requires no territorial aggrandise-
mest, but the military autharities will probably require a better
strategic frontier line, which Germany asked for at the Congress of
Vienna, but which she could not obtain then, owing to the intrigues
of Austria and Russia. If the inhabitants of that district are devoted
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to France, and cannot bear the idea of belonging again to Ger-
many, they are free to emigrate. Surely patriotism has made greater
sacrifices than this.'

During September Max Milller heard from his old friend
Stanislas Julien, the famous Sinologue, in a state of almost child-
ish panic at the approach of the German armies. He had
recently lost his wife ; Max Miiller at once offered him an
asylum under his roof, but the old man, thongh vivement fouckhé
at his friend’s invitation, resolved to stay and guard his precious
library and house, on which he had spent large sums, and he
went throagh all the sufferings of the siege. But it undermined
his health, and he died about two years later.

To Moxcure Coxway, Esg.
Parks Exn, Seffemcder 16, 1870.

‘I read your letter with great interest. 1 helieve you are quite
right in your estimate of Bismarck, but | think you undermate the
capacities of the King. The King is a strange mixture, he was a
mere soldier, but he learnt much during his long stay in Bunsen's
house. He will never be guilty of such folly as to reinstate Napo-
leon; but the situation is difficult. Soppose Paris surrendeced,
which I trust it will do after the first shot, what can the German
army do but go {nto winter quarters in Alsace and Lorraine? There
may be a provisional treaty of peace, but it seems to me that, as the
Constituent Assembly is convoked, it can be mtified by that Assem-
bly and its delegates only. If the Constituent Assembly should fail,
then nothing remains but to convoke the Legislative Assembly and
the Senate, bath of which still exist both o jwre and dbe facto. 1
confess I eannot understand the enthusiasm for the French Repub-
lie. A republic is perhaps the most perfect form of government, but
also the most difficult. There are good and there are bad republics,
and the present French Republic seems to me the most imperfect
political organization that ean be imagined. I should prefer the
Russian or the Chinese régime to the present state of things in
France. It seems to me that the enthusiastic admirers of this repub-
lic, which has nothing but the name of a republic, exceed in folly
the old Legitimists to whom a King, however foolish and wicked, is
a kind of idol to be worshipped with unquestioning devotion, It is
very possible that Alsace might recover iself and become German,
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but 1 doubt whether it is wise to weaken France at the VETY moment
that Germany becomes s0 much more powerful, As fo making
France barmless, that can never be done, and I doubt whether, for
the sake of Germany, it is desimble. I hope Moltke will take as
little as possible, and Bismarck will make it quite clear that what is
taken is taken for strategic purposes only, and not for the sake of
aggrandisement, and in order to recover some few millions who
formerly were Germans. | hope you will publish your impressions
of the war and Bismarck.

To THE SAME.
FParrs Exn, Sepember 18, 1870,

‘T did not know that the description of the hattle of Rezonville in
the Daily News was yours, and 1 am glad to hear that we shall have
it in a more permanent form in next Fraser. 1 do not expect that
anybody will see such fighting again, though, from what | see in the
French papers, there will be, [ fear, some mad attempt of fighting in
and around Parls. The worst effect of Imperialism is that it has
stunted a whole generation, and there is hardly one man who towers
a head above the mob. They have no statesman, and Jules Favre
himself is reported to have declared that he could not make peace
decanese las By wowld mot be safe! 15 that statesmanfke or soldjer-
like? Prévit Paradol would not have said that! It is fearful to see
such a country as France so entirely demoralized, abandoned, ruined :
it will take generations to build her up again. Circumstances so ex-
ceptional as the present state of France would seem to justify excep-
tional measures on the part of the other Powers. England will not
act alone, and unfortunately there is no cordial feeling between
England and the United States. Besides, Mr. Motley is, I suppose,
8o longer Minister. What I should like to see would be a journey
of Mr. Gladstone and Motley to the head quarters of the King of
Prussia. They would be able to arrange a peace without a single
threat, for Germany is as anxious for peace as France is, and they
might lay the foundations of a league between the three Teutonic
Powers that would be a guarantee of peace for centuries. France
would listen to America, Germany to England, and England and
America would be drawn together again, by the good work which
they would do in common. Bismarck is quite powerful encugh to
make Germany feel ashamed of any wish of territorial aggrandise-
ment; and all that Moltke wants are the house-door, the bolt and
keys of Germany. 1 shall have to run away from Oxford for a few
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weeks before term begins, and I hope to be off by Tuesday for
North Wales.’

To tHE DEAN OF WESTMINSTER.

CARNARVON, Seffember 30, 1870.

My DEAR STANLEY,— 1 was so overdone that I man away to
Wales. We had splendid weather, and enjoyed our rambles im-
mensely.  Alas! the English Government is weaker than I expected ;
they do not seem to perceive that, since the destruction of the
Western Empire, nothing like the present events has happened.
Germany would be thankful for a little friendly coercion, but what
Germany expected was a recognition of the righteousness of her
cause, a fact now admitted by France, but not vet by England, except
by Lord Russell. This kind of neutrality demoralizes England, and
blunts the edge of her moral conscience. 1 expected something
very different from Gladstone.”

The end of September the Max Millers, both tired ont with
work for the sick and wounded, spent a delightful fortnight in
North Wales, climbing Cader Idris and Snowdon, and exploring
each lovely valley.

Scarcely had they settled quietly at home than the work
began again, and Max Miiller found himself involved on all
sicles in long correspondence on the subject filling his heart as
well as his thoughts.

To Dk. ABEREX.
Transiation. Pargs Exn, OxrorDd, Ocfader 6, 1870,

fDEar Sm AxD Frienn, —. .. Gladstone i= the =oul of the
Cabinet, a man of slow resolution, but of inflexible will if once the
resolution has been made.  As far as | know him, he is on our sids,
not from natural sympathy, but from conviction, from a feeling of
right and of duty. He was the only Minister who recognized oor
right in the Danish question, and who called the Treaty of London
a bad continuation of the Vienna treaties. His sympathies are more
Latin than Teutonic, as you know, and the commercial prosperity
of France had so dazzled him, that he declared hardly a year ago that
France would grow to be the Queen of Europe. Tt will be difficult
for him and for many Englishmen to take in the new position of
the world calmly and from the right point of view; but he is nearly
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the only English statesman whose stern uprightness [ have never
doubited. and who is so entirely guided by noble matives even where
he makes mistakes.

‘1 intend writing to Gladstone, somewhat to this effect: —

‘1. The thought of conquest of territory and the acquisition of
non-German subijects is foreign to us.

f2. It is a fate which Germany has not brought about, that has
brought Alsace and Lorraine into the possession of the German
Army.

*3. No prince and no statesman in Germany is strong enough to
give up again for any price a possession so dearly bought.

4. The settling of the boundary requires no Congress or diplo-
matic understanding. [t is a purely military question, and in conse-
quence can only be decided by a Military Commission. Germany
does not wish for any Frenchmen, nor for one inch of country, only
what is indispensable to her future security.

1 am writing this in a great hurry to catch the post.

{Well, once more : do not give any weight to the anti-German out-
breaks of the English Press; they come mosily from a French and
Old Danigh source.

*The republican sympathies are absurd, and only help us and do
no harm. Sir H. Verney has improved, but not enough yet: he is
getting old.

*The collections in England are beautiful, larger than for their own
patriotic funds after the Crimean war. A recognition on the side of
Germany, expecially before the French do so, would have a good effect,
and might be a good occasion of mentioning some weeful truths.

To tHE RigaT Hox. W. E. GLADSTONE.
Pares Exp, Odfoaber 6, 1870,

My DEAR MR. GLaDsTONE, —If you knew what an effort it has
been to me sof to write to you on some of the events of the last months,
you would require no assurance of my readiness to answer, as well as
1 can, the inquires contained in your letter of October 4, which [
received this morning. [ have no hesitation in asserting that the
conquest of territory inhabited by people that are not German in
national sentiment is an idea repugnant to the German mind. Count
Bismarck, whose power arises chiefly from his accurate knowledge
of the German character, and who is simply carrying out with the
prudence and courage of a statesman what all German patriots have
been yearning for during the last ffiy years, would never venture on
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a war of conquest.  The tradition that Alsace and Lormaine belonged
once to Germany has never been forgotten by the people.  German
statesmen claimed these provinces in 1815, but Russia supported
France in resisting their claim. One of our most popular German
poets, Max von Schenkendorf, who died in 817, wrote : —

# Doch dort in den Vogesen
Liegt ein verlomes Gut,
Da gilt es, deutsches Blut
Vom Hillenjoch zu l&sen.™

But an offensive war against France, to recover that “ lost patrimony,”
would have been impossible in Germany.

¢ Events, however, have happened for which Germany is not re-
sponsible. France has attacked Germany with the avowed purpose
of annexing German soil. The French army has been beaten hack,
and the German army, in pursuing the enemy, finds itself in actual
possession of Alsace and Lorraine. The sacrifices on the part of
Germany have been enormous : there is hardly a German family from
the Vistula to the Rhine which is not in mourning. It is a mercy
that there have been no German reverses, and that the atrocities of
former French invasions have not been repeated.  There would have
been a feeling of righteous anger and fury before which no stone
would have remained upon another at Paris. It is a mercy that this
feeling of revenge does not exist. But a new current of national
feeling has sprung up in Germany, which rests simply on facts, and
which ne King, no Minister, would be able to resist. Alsace, they
say, is ours, and our sons shall not have died in vain. The thousands
and thousands of German hearts that lie buried in Alsace and Lorraine
have made that soil German once more. Were Prussia to yield
Strassburg and Alsace, she would cease to be Prussia.

“In answer to your first question, therefore, 1 have no doubt that
Count Bismarck did say what M. Jules Favre reported him to have
said, that, whether the inhabitants of Alsace hate us or no, we shall
hold Alsace for Germany.

‘ You say it would surprise you to find that I thought these people
could properly be annexed to Germany, if their heart is in France as
their country.” My answeris this. To conquer a province for the sake
of territorial aggrandisement, and to annex people who do not wish to
be annexed, would be an outrage of the moral sense of Europe. This
is what France intended to do. To hald a hostile province which has
been conquered in a defensive war, and with it the people who inhabit
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that province, is an evil, I grant, but it may be a necessary evil, and it
can never be a crime.  Anyhow, a culprit who is sent to prison has
no right to complain that he is being annexed. [ say nothing of the
language of Alsace and Lorraine, for the annexation, if it takes place,
does not take place on linguistic grounds. [ say nothing of the
friendly or unfriendly feeling of the people, for the annexation is not
advocated on sentimental grounds.

+ The annexation is the result of a war forced upon Germany, and
the occupation of French territory must be justified on military and
strategic grounds. Germany is determined to make herself as safe
against France as she can make herself, and no Power in Europe
would gainsay her right, nay her duty, to do what she considers best
for her future security.

*The frontier line that is to protect Germany against France can
hardly be considered a matter 1o be settled by a Congress of diplo-
matists: it can be properly settled by a Military Commission only.
Count Bismarck knows perfectly well that a disaffected province is no
addition to the strength of a country, but he would probably bow to
the judgement of Count Moltke in determining the positions that seem
best to secure the safety of Germany, On such points, however, the
opinion of military authorities from other countries might justly claim
to be heard, and might induce the German strategists to draw the
line 80 as to include as little as possible of purely French soil, and to
annex as few as possible of purely French inhabitants. The ques-
tion of Laxemburg might possibly be re-opened and facilitate arrange-
ments in Alsace and Lormine. [ believe that the statements of the
hostile feeling pervading all classes of society in Alsace are exag-
gerated. It is true that | judge from the accounts published by
German travellers; but they were published before the war, and
when no one thought of annexation. As to accurte statistics, they
are to be found in R. Bockh, fer Dewtschen Vollessakl und Sprack-
gebigt, Berling 1870, The German portion of Alsace comprises half
a million inhabitants, that of Lorraine 297500, of which one-ninth
part has become French during the last two centuries. The German
inhabitants of Alsace and Lormine, though they were never con-
sidered as the equals of true Frenchmen, have no doubt been greatly
humoured by the French Government; and as long as France was
% La Grande Nation,” and Germany no nation at all, it was easy to
rouse a feeling of pride among the Alsaciins, not against Germany,
which did not exist, but against the petty nationalities of Baden,
Hesse, Wurtemberg, Bavaria, &. In future, when France will be
no longer # La Grande Nation,” though always “ une grande nation,”
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the idea of being a Germmn, and not a Frenchman, will be less
intolerable than heretofore.

‘And If thére are people in the annexed portions of Alsace and
Lormine who cannot bear the idea of belonging to Germany, surely
it is not too much to expect from their patriotism that they should
follow the example of thousands of German families which emigrated
to Philadelphia when Alsace was annexed to France. When the
flower of a nation is ready to die for their country, those who have
the option of emigrating from Alsace to France proper are not so
greatly to be pitied.

“My great anxiety through all this war has been the unfriendly
feeling that is springing up between England and Genmany. The
whaole future of the world seems to me to depend on the friendship
of the three Teutonic nations, Germany, England, and America. If
Germany is estranged from England, she must become the ally of
France and Russia, which would mean another century of imperialism
and despotism. Can nothing be done to heal the breach?’

To DH. AREKEN.

Transiation. Ocloder 7, 1870.

*. . . The idea of a Congress is ridiculous, but it is much liked,
especially among the diplomatists, though Gladstone does not care
forit. . . . He would like to treat the matter more from a military
point of view. A Military Commission would deal with the question
in a more technical way, and there would be less talk about France's
dishonour, and such-like phrases. Should the question about Luxem-
burg come up again, it would be a most natural thing to invite the
Powers concerned to a Military Conference.  Of course 1 understand
nothing of all these matters, and | only speak as a member of the
Farliament of “public opinion.” The only thing for which I feel
useful, and perhaps have been of use, is to keep up the good feeling
between England and Germany. If this is also your purpose, please
consider me at your service at any time.

¢ Ever yours.

*Is there no quicker way to Versailles than via Berlin??

To w15 MoTHER.
Translation. October 9.
‘ Though you wish for no congratulations on your birthday, I must
stll write to you, to comiort you, in your loneliness. Many, many
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who used to meet you on this day with joy, have gone before you, and
you miss their presence which you so enjoyed. But they are lost to
your sight only, not to your heart, and that which really belonged to
you in them, can never be lost to you. Our life here is not our own
work, and we know that it is best for us all, just as itis. We ought
to bear it, and we must bear it; and the more patiently, ves, the
more joyfally we accommodate ourselves to it, the better for us.
We must take life as it is, as the way appointed for us, and that
miist lead to a certain goal. Some go sooner, some later, but we all
go the same way, and all find the same place of rest. Impatience,
gloom, murmurs and tears do not help us, do not alter anything, and
make the road longer, not shorter,  Cuiet, resignation, thankfulness
and faith help us forwards, and alone muke it possible to perform the
duties which we all, each in his own sphere, have to fulfil. May God,
who has laid many burdens on you, give you the courage to bear
them quietly to the end. The darker the night, the brighter the
stars in the heavens.

*We have had a delightful time in North Wales, walking every-
where, as if we were as young as ten years ago. [ wish Emilie had
come to England, as she could not go to Paris — though, if she has
tio feeling for this wonderful uprising of the German Fatherland, we
should not have had much peace together, for I can think of hardly
anything else, and G. is more German even than [ am. Even for
you it must be glorious to have lived 1o see these great events. The
sacrifice is great and terrible, but it has not been in vain. Peace can-
not be far off. The French are already becoming reasonable, and
should be thankful to have a province like Alsace, only half French
and once entirely German, which they can give up without shame;
the shame for them [s in quite a different direction, not in the punish-
ment, but in the lighthearted folly of which they must now pay the
cost.

* We have still a little money by us, if anything special is wanted,
and plenty of warm things for the winter. The collections in Eng-
land have been splendid, Why do the peaple in Germany abuse
England so ? They could not expect England to go to war, and
that export of arms is nothing. Such smarling is unworthy of
Germany.'

To tHE RigaT Hon, W. E. GLADSTONE:
Pargs Exn, Octoder 9.

‘DeAR MR, GrapstoNe, — [ wish the French could be made to
see that there is no dishonour in taking the punishment which this
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war has brought on them. If Jules Favre can bring himself to call
the war criminal, can he wish the crime to go unpunished, or does
he think that such a crime can be atoned for by a mere fine ? Jules
Favre and all who protested against the war may well say, “ Delicta
majorum immeritus lues, Romane,” &c., &c.'

To Mz BELLOWS.
Parks Exn, Ocfober 11.

‘I was glad to hear so promising an account of your little Max.
I have a little boy some three years old,and I imagine, just fike you,
there is nothing like him. I am sorry to hear of the interruption of
your dictionary. 1 shadder when I think of Paris, [ spent some
happy years there, and have still several old friends living there, and
ta think of that town being bombarded ! And yet what is the German
army todo ? and is not every one of the thousands of people that have
been killed more precious than the whole of Paris 7'

To Dr. AneExes,

Translation. FParks Exp, Oxrorn, October 11, 1870.

‘DEAr S AND Frienp,—. . . Itisclearer than ever to me, that
if you wish for a common understanding with England, you will find
it best secured on a military basis. That Germany has a right to se-
cure her position strategically, is granted. It remains to demonstrate,
(1) that there is no other means to such security but the annexation
of Alsace and a part of Lormaine; (2) that the fortresses, which
threatened Germany formerly, will not become a menace to France
henceforth,

*There are in England also some voices in favour of a pldbiscite
in the parts to be annexed. To me it seems an un-German comedy,
which however might be acted in Alsace with good prospect of suc-
cess, “hy desirs.”

‘The French refugees are very numerous in England, and they
make mischief in all circles of society. Germany is too great to enter
tipon a paper war. Also with regand to the export of arms, nothing
can be done before Parliament meets.?

To THE SAME.

Tiranslation. Oxrorn, Parks Exn, Ocloler 25.
‘ First of all, many thanks for your valuable letter. 1 had not ex-
pected an answer from you, for I know what you have on yourshoul-

-
.
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ders now, but it was a great satisfiction to me to know that I was naot
mistaken, and that with regand to England our goal is the same.
Much might be said with regard to the paths to this goal, but there
is no time for that now. Here the situation of things is a very diffi-
cult one. Lord Granville is neither a Clarendon nor a Palmerston,
but he has the best intentions, and is amiable toeverybody. He has
many French friends, and of course the French are everywhere in
London now. The Fimes is very kind at present. It has printed
a letter of mine to-day, which I enclose. [t is meant for England,
of course, or I should have used stronger language. The speech of
Du Bois-Raymond is much too strong for English readers, and would
only rouse ill feelings.

* You know, perhaps, that a French loan has to-day been launched
on the English market. You know, of course, also that a German
loan would have great success here. Though it does Prussia much
credit that she seeks for no foreign loans, yet in so deoing she fore-
goes much of the sympathy which in England, as everywhere else, is
felt for ane's debtors.  Many of the most eager friends of the French
are interested in the French funds — Aime multas lacrvmae! . . .

‘If I can be of any help, do make use of me. My influence on
the T¥mes is, however, mil; they only print what suits them. Al T
ean do is to make what | write palatable.’

The second letter to *the people of England,’ in the T¥mer
of October 22, was in answer to M. Arlés Dufour’s appeal to
the English nation to save Alsace and Lorraine. The three
last letters were answers to ‘ Scrutator's’ letters in the Zimes.
Itis an open secret now who was the inspirer of Scrutator's
letters. “The hands were the hands of Esan, but the voice was
the voice of Jacob ;" and before he wrote his last letter Max
Miller felt very certain that he ‘ was ealled on to withstand in
argument one of the most powerful athletes of our time.”

It is impossible now not to see how much of the present ill
feeling in Germany against England dates from the year 1850,
Without swerving an inch from the position of neutrality rightly
observed by the English Government, the justice of the cause
for which Germany was fighting, and the reckless wickedness
of the French in attacking her, might have been acknowledged
by those in power, whereas Mr. Gladstone's preference for the
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Romance over the Teutonic nations was well known in Ger-
many, and the general apathy, if not antipathy, of the English
to the German cause was universally attributed in Germany to
his influence,

The third volume of Chigs came out in the autumn, a very
large edition being printed. A second edition of Max Miller's
Sanskrit Grammar also was bronght out. Both were well
received. One review states that ; —

*Every paper in Mr, Max Miiller's third volume of Chigs from a
German 1Workshop is valuable. Applied to them, the term exhaus-
tive has really a meaning. Mr. Max Miiller always draws from a
full cask. He does not write as so many now do, because he is ex-
pected to say something, but because he has something to say. The
subject does not make him, he makes the subject. His range, too,
is something enormous.’

The Glode considered that 1 —

A more delightful volume has not been published for a very long
time. Bearing marks on almost every page of the profoundest
scholarship, it is absolutely free from all taint of that pedantry which
is the besetting sin of most German writers.”

Of the Sanskrit Grammar a reviewer says; —

‘It has Been the aim of Mr. Miiller to produce a work which
should combine the clearness of Bopp with the accuracy of Cole-
brooke and the native writers whom that great scholar took as his
model. Tn this his success has been so great that the Sasidrsd
Erammar for Heginmers is by far the best book that can be put into
the hands of a student. In a ward, it combines Oriental fillness and
accuracy with the Evropean method. It says much, both for the
progress of Sanskrit in this country, and for the value of Mr. Mil-
ler's own labours, that this admirable grammar has already reached
a second edition.”

To E. Freemaxn, Esg.
Novewber 12,
‘I thought it possible that my new volume of Chifir might tempt
you to a review. I am not going to writeany captatip bemevolentiae,
though I am going to ask a favour. [In the two essays “ Are there

ki .
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Jews in Comwall 77 and % St. Michael's Mount,” 1 have had to work
through a good deal of matter with which no one is so familiar as
you, viz., ecclesiastical antiquities. 1 want very much to know from
some competent person whether [ am rght or wrong.  Therefore
the favour | ask is this, if you should review my book, would you
look at these two essays more particularly, and give me the benefit
of your criticism on any points where | may have gone wrong. |
meant to have written to you to ask your advice in these essays
before they were printed, but | know you are a busy man, and there-
fore did not wish to take up any of your time, In the Es5AY 00
¥ Cornish Antiquities * you will find, I think, that we hold the same
opinions on English Ethnology.

‘1 am quite miserble about Gladstone. England will never have
such an opportunity again. Now it is lost, irretrievably lost.  With
Germany as a friend, the Black Sea question would have been solved
amicably, and the German vote in America would have kept the Irish
vote in order, 50 as to prevent mischief about the Alebama. Now

the sin is sinned!?

To Rigar Hox. W. E. GLADSTONE
Parks Exn, November 12, 1870,

My DEAR MR. GraDsTONE,—1I am surprised to hesr that my
new volume of Chigs from a German Workshop has not yet reached
you. I have written to my publisher, but 1 hope that by this time
the volume may be already in your hands. No doubt the military
authorities, who maintsin that the South-Western frantier of Ger-
many is not secure without taking In part of Alsace and Lormine,
ought to be fully persuaded that they do not deceive themselves and
render their line of defence less secure than it is at present. I, of
epurse, know nothing of military seience, but | have great confidence
in the calm judgement of Moltke. 1t was for that very reason that |
thought a Military Conference the only scheme that could lead to
practical results, though, as long as cession of territory was excluded
on principle, discussion would have been useless. 1 am afraid that
mow @ conference of military avthorities is no longer possible. 1
have often watched with wonder a pointsman on a crowded railway
station, who holds in his hands the fites of thousands, and who by
a movement of his hand, hardly perceptible to others, sends one
train to the right and the other to the left. . . . 1 feel as if two
trains, both holding dear friends, had just started, though not in the
direction in which I hoped they would have gone.'

1 Ee
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To E. Freeman, Esq.

November 27, 1870,

iMy DEAR FREEMAN,—. . . I want to know whether I am
right in declining Dr. Bannister’s arguments. Could a man at that
time have held land under a Jew? What is the most likely meaning
af & fewF not I feif, surely? 1 meant Gladstone’s Roman and
Romance sympathies for France, and his utter inability to appreciate
the character of the struggle now going on between Germany and
France. He is fully convinced in his heart that every German isa
heretic g2e Protestant, a barbarian, and a villain, He might make
a few charitable exceptions in favour of two or three Germans
whom he happens to know, and who have had the benefit of a tob,
physical and intellectual, in England. Happily the feeling towards
England in really influential quarters in Germany is good. Bis-
marck's papers have never joined in the anti-English barking of the
newspapers. The talk about the exportation of arms is silly. I
wish the French had bought their arms in Germany. The sooner
there is an end of that kind of international law the better. Let
everybody sell what he can, and let everybody capture what he can;
everything else is mere deception and hypocrisy.  If Gladstone had
ever to confess that he was the writer of the article in the Ediaduereh,
it might make mischief, for even Bismarck is only a man. But what
the real statesmen in Germany want is an alliance offensive and de-
fensive with England : there is no better way for securing peace in
Europe. France and Russia are the disturbers of the peace; bul,
with the English fleet and the German army as the police of Europe,
no cock would dare to crow at Paris, no bear would growl at St
Petershurg. England might have had the alliance of Germany for
the asking, and at that very time the writer in the Edindurpk Revienw
cills the King of Prussin a hypocrite, Bismarck a villain, and the
German people half-civilized brutes [

To his mother Max Miller writes: —

Novewmber 29.

“1 never said I should like to be a Frenchman, but that T should
like to see France strong again, for strong neighbours are good for
keeping a country up to the mark, and keep it from arrogance.”

Early in December Max Milller paid the first of several
pleasant visits to Hawarden Castle. He woke carly in the
morning to find a white world, and looking through the
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window saw Mr. Gladstone making his way alone through
the snow to early morning church, He willingly braved the
elements later in the day to secure a quiet talk with the Prime

Minister,
To s Wire.

HAWARDEN CASTLE, December 1o, 1870,

‘1 shall not have much time before breakfast, but 1 just wanted
to let you know that here I am, quite safe. A fine large place,
full of people. The Bernstorfis are not here: too busy in London,
General Burnside was here, dined, and then went off to New York
for a week. He s a fine fellow — just like a strong, tall, English
general —and he is truly German, and has told Mr. Gladstone some
useful truths. Frederick Peel is here and Mr. Haywood, all very
pleasant. No talk yet with Mr. Gladstone, except about University

matters, but the fight will come, 1 expect.’
December 11,

“There is so much snow that everybody had to stay in. How-
ever, Mr. . and | took a walk through the snow and talked it all
over, and [ told him thatany German statesman who £ave up Strass-
burg deserved to be hanged, and he shook himself a little, but 1 think
he begins to see that we Germans are not such ogres as he thought.
G. is an old Fend of Abeken, but had last sight of him.*

To Dr. ABEEEN.

Transiation. Oxrorn, PARks END, December 13, 1870,

‘ Dear Frienn, — Your letter of Deceniber 5 arrived here in pood
time last Friday, just when I was leaving for Hawarden Castle, where
Gladstone had invited me. Count Bernstorf was to be there, but
could not get away from London. General Burnside was there,
4 good ally of the German cause.  Above all, however, I must tell
you that Mr. Gladstane as well as Mrs. Gladstone keep your name
in friendly and grateful memory ; both send their kindest regards
to you, and Mr. Gladstone expressed repeatedly how sad, though
unavoidable, it was in this earthly existence, that the personal inger-
course with men, whom we had learnt to love and value highly, kad
to be broken off. It was most fortunate that I could communicate to
G. the greater part of your letter i it made a great impression on him.
As I told you before, Gladstone's sympathies are by no means for
Germany, neither is he familiar with the German language or litera-

Ecz
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ture, or the German character or ways ; also the French refugees have
taken great hold upon him. He distrusts Germany, especially Prussia,
and certain unceremonious demonstrations have put him into a bad
humour., But he would like to be persuaded, that is clear to me,
and if once he perceives the justice of the German claims he is sure
tabe loyal to his perceptions.  The Due de Grammoent has mystified
him 2o much, that Gladstone confessed him to be unreliable. HBene-
detti's letter in the Stawdard made it easy for me to refute the Duke
by means of the Count. If Benedetti keeps his promise of continuing
the letters, the only thing remaining of the two cats will be the tails!

i Our conversation dealt chiefly with the provinces to be surrendered.
According to G., all our feeling of human dignity is outraged by
forcing even one single being to give up his nationality. OF course
I could only rejoin that our feelings would be still more attraged
by shooting down even one man, and that in order to avoid this
alternative, f.¢. war, the surrender of certain provinces with their
inhabitants has to be taken into consideration. Then followed the
question of the real or apparent necessity of the Vosges frontier,
I could only reply that this was a question for experts in military and
strategic history, and had been discussed continually since 1648, and
that friend as well as foe, German as well as Frenchmen, were per-
fectly at one on this point.

# The question is whether a short representation of this matter, with
which every licutenant of the Prussian Staff is capable of dealing,
would be adequate now. At the close 1 could only add that at the
present juncture of affairs, and In the present mood of the German
people and army, a statesman who allows himself to be compelled 1o
surrender Strasshurg by threats and not by force would be considered
guilty of high treason. G. replied that the greatest mistakes of the
statesmen of our century lay in giving greater consideration tothe phys
ical than to the moral powers, and that the realization of the German
wishes would become a misfortune for Germany, Of course 1 conld
only reply that Germany had the right and was in duty bound to
decide the question, and that she alone would have to bear the
consequences and the responsibility. Many interesting conversations
followed, but I do not know whether they are of any interest to you.
Gladstone, of course, only spoke for himself, and he remarked several
times: *This is sy opinion. What the Cabinet thinks is quite
a different question.” He considers the feeling in England not at
all unfriendly towards Germany, and I must confess that the German
Press seems to me much more hostile than the English, How comes
this? In England it is suppesed that the German Press says nothing
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which is not sanctioned by highest authority. This is a general
opinion, very difficult to correct. If Germany wishes an under-
standing with England in the future, both sides must agree to work
for it. The opponents of 3 German-English Alllance do not fail o
work against it. I told Gladstone clearly that the only sure guaran-
tee for the peace of Europe consisted in combined action between
Germany and England, and if the flect of England and the army
of Germany took up again their old fraternal relations no cock in
France would crow, no bear in the East would growl. [, of course,
remarked in our conversations that he must consider me a franciivenr,
a5 | had never worn a uniform and never would wear one, and that
the happiness of two sister nations, in whose union the lippiness of
mankind consisted, wis myearnest wish. Therewere several members
of Parliament present, and also some other influential people, and
I had sometimes to maintain a sharp conflict, but “ the losses on our
side were not important.”

“1 threw in occasionally a hint that hostile relations between Ger-
many and England would force the former to found a formidahle
navy, also that the German vote in America had ip to the present
neutralized the Irish vote. 1 stayed at Hawarden 6l last night, and,
though I have accomplished nothing, we have certainly parted friends.

‘I heard from the German Embassy that a messenger was leaving
next Thursday, and that he might take a letter. This gives me an
opportunity of sending you a volume, at the end of which you will
find about eighty letters to Bunsen: some of them, I think, might
interest youw

‘My wife sends her kindest regards. We wish you a bright
Christmas, bright through that which alone can give us true joy, 7.2,
the consciousness of having done our duty and having attained great
things. Should you think that the sincere gratitude of one unknown
might be welcome to our great dwr and awsger, I ask you, should
the eppartunity occur, to give expression of my feelings of admira-
tion and gratitude to Count Bismarck ; you will do it so much better
than I could do it myself;’

Besides several relatives, many of Max Miiller's school and
university frends were taking active part in the great war,
as the following letter to Fontane, the novelist, shows ;

Transiation. Parks Exn, December 20, 1870,

‘My pear FoxTase, — Nothing for a long time has given me
greater pleasure than your letter. 1 had indeed seen in the papers
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that you had escaped with a whole skin, but I am glad to hear at
first hand that you have returned to Berlin well and strong, and
that all goes well with you. The feeling here against Germany is
bad, and from pure ignorance ; in Germany the feeling seems even
worse against England, and from the same cause. [t makes one
wild, and I have hardly any other thought than how one can help
to cure this evil. Help, as faras you can!’

To uis MOTHER.
Transhation. OxrorD, December 20,

“One gets no rest with this terrible war, and there seems small
hope yet of peace. I had a most interesting visit at Gladstone’s
from December g-12. It was a great honour, and it iz possible it
has done some good. He wrote the whole time, so we had to stay
in the house, and many were the discussions. Rismarck is much
disliked in England: he does mad things, and who knows what
enemies he may make. Well, | have done my best, and heard
much that was interesting. Also | get some news from Versailles,
but that is between us.'

To ProrFessor BERNAVS.

Transiation. Parks Exn, December 21, 1870,

‘My pEAreST FriExn, —1 feel with you the horrors of this time,
and though I am so proud of the herolsm of the German nation, [ am
nevertheless ashamed to think how often the world looked upon the
great spiritual victories of the Fatherland with scorn and indifference,
and now is on her knees becanse we have learnt to aim our bullets
withaccuracy and skill. However, I trust that the wild beast will soon
retive,and that the sferd in Germany will attain the upper hand. At
all events, Nemesis has arisen with all grandeur, and to have lived
to see the fall of Imperalism is a comfort to me. | was somewhat
entangled in controversy which was more of an ethical than political
nature. My adversary was Gladstone, but we have parted fricnds,
The feeling in England is not good, for many reasons ; but it seems
to me that the German feeling towands England is still more childish.
Till Germany and England recognize that they are sisier-nations,
there will be no calm in Furope. We all must help to that as far as
we can. | have constructed the new volume of my Chifd with that
thought underlying it. . , . Renan Is in Paris, Mohl told me, who is
in London. London is crowded with Frenchmen, which creates much

e i i et a - -
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sympathy with France, especially in Society. Here in Oxford every-
thing is quiet and calm, and T am decorating the Christmas-tree for
my four children. My work proceeds slowly, for there is hardly any
time for anything but for the reading of newspapers. And what are
you doing? Pattison is well, always the same. — Always in old

friendship. Yours.'
To Proressor Kravs GroTm,

Translation, OxrorD, December 22, 1870,

*Your Quickborn, received to-day, reminds me of my letter-debts,
which I would gladly bave paid Jong agn, but one lives in such a
tumult, one can neither read nor write, from the quantities to read in
the papers.  So, first of all, my thanks for this new sign of life and
affection. 1 shall make my way through it, as it is now Vacation.
I hope you have received the third volume of my Chigr, which now
and again will remind you of me. I have read your Dedication to
the Crown Prince with delight, and what you write of Bismarck Is
cheering and encouraging. Yes, the times are great, but 1 wish the
detuge of blood were over, or the animal in man will become all-
powerful, and we shall never come to our senses. However fine and
elevating may be the heroic courage of the German nation, killing
does not helong to the fine and free arts. God grant an honourahle
and lasting peace may reward the countless sacrifices made by the
nation. For a time I felt alarmed for Kiel and its inhabitants. Your
letter, which I translated at once and sent to the ¥imes, was never
published. The English like deeds and stories of horror, and their
taste is for highly-spiced and peppered articles! hope you need nat
report the same of Holstein. 1 have had to fight a good deal in the
English papers. 1 hope that is now over. | hope you and yours are
well, and that the clouds aver your happiness are passing away: it
grieves me to think that the sunshine is not so bright there as two
years ago. But all that belongs to the small evils of Jife, and one
learns, with such terrible evils all round one, to bear the little anes
more easily. Shall we meet this vear? I hope so, but one dare make
no plans. On the whale, it goes well with us; the children are well.
I am at times plagued with colds, as lately when Stockhausen was in
Oxford, and sang beautifully, and I had to stay in bed! I saw him
the next morning: he looked well, and was in splendid voice. To-
day some venison and Marzipan arrived here, doubtless from For-
steck. Has your wife received the new edition of Dewtsche Liche?,

Now farewell, and may our paths meet in 1871."
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In November of this year Max Miller had been elected
a Delegate of the University Press. In July, 1882, he was
made a Perpetual Delegate. He took great intérest in the
work, and was a very constant attendant at the meetings, till
he resigned in 1896 from the pressure of private work, and
from an increasing feeling of the great responsibility resting on
the Delegates in conducting such an important business; a re-
sponsibility which he felt he was not strong or young enough to
face any longer.

To Mar. Arnorn, Esg.
Oxvorn, December 27, 1870,

My pEAR ArnoLD, — I wanted to read your book before writing
to thank you for it, and having read it, [ can thank you all the more
honestly. Itrequires much courage to write about religious questions,
because almost every word you touch is eily and befingered, and it is
difficult to handle them without besmutting one's hands.  But it is all
the more necessary to rescue the old words, to dust them, and rub
them clean, and then show them to the world in their original purity
and splendour, as you have done. Your justification of St. Paul is
most successful, and 1 expect it will tell more than many learned
controversies. You know that the inevitable decay of words forms
part of the science of language, and therefore your chapter on the
vicissitudes of the Pauline phraseclogy interests me all the more. It
is but a chapter of modern mythalogy, but a very important one. [
send you by book post a copy of some introductory lectures of mine,
on the Science of Religion. 1 have only had sixteen copies struck
off, and [ send one to you, because if you look at them, you will see
at once what my object was in delivering them. It will take several
years before | publish what I want to say on the whole subject, but
in the meantime I wanted you to know that we are working in the
same mine, [ on a very low level as yet, you on a high level, but on
the whole with the zame purpose. There was one expression in your
book with which I could not agree. The etymology of words is not
a merely fanciful argument ; the etymological meaning, if accurately
elabarated, is a most important Aécforfeal element.  There was a time
when the etymological meaning of 2 word represented what really was
to the carly framers of language the most striking feature of an object
or the most important characteristic of a new conception. To put an
etymology in the place of a definition, is no doubt foolish, but in the
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history of thought etymology holds a most important place. Plato's
chaff is only directed against those who would use etymology instead
of a definition ; that there could be a historical element in etymology
was beyond Plato's horizon. At the same time [ do not defend R.'s
etymologies. 1 send you the new edition of Dewtsche Liebe, because
the translation of your poem strikes me as really successful. [ was
glad to hear that you feel more kindly towards Bumsen; Froude
wrole to me to tell me the same.  Yours very truly.'



CHAPTER XVIII
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King of Burma. Correspondence with Abcken and Gladstons. Takne's
Lectures. Peace Festival Letter from Crown Prince, Dieath of
fther-in-law, Ems. Interviews with Emperor and Crown Prince,
D, Stainer. New edition of Lectures on Lengprage,

Tue year opened gloomily for France and Germany, and
even for many in England, who were watching the great con-
test with beating hearts, Max Maller found little rest, and
the correspondence with Mr, Gladstone and Dr. Abeken at
Versailles was actively carried on. January found him prepar-
ing a second edition of Volume IIT of Chips, of which the first
cdition of 3,000 copies was nearly sold out.

Max Miiller received about this time a Burmese letter from
the Minister for Foreign Affairs at Mandalay, conveying the
thanks of Mindoon Min, the enlightened King of Burma, for
his translation of the Lhammapada, and expressing his great
pleasure in hearing of the desire of the learned professors of
Europe and America to know more about the doctrines
of Buddha, and ending with a promise to print the three
‘ Beedaghats'! in Fali, and send copies for distribution to the
English Commissioner, If this work was ever begun, it was
doubtless stopped by the accession to the throne of the savage
Thebaw, and the subsequent conquest and annexation of
Burma by the English. It was reserved for King Chula-
longkorn, the present enlightened King of Siam, to print the
whole Tripitaka,

1 Pitukas, the sacred ennon of Auddhism,
426
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To Sk CuanLes Mukiav (Minister at Lisbon),
Parks Exn, OxrorD, faswary, 1877,

‘MY DEAR SR, — 1 should have answered your letter before, but
Christmas brings many duties and distractions to a man with a family
of young children, who at the same time enjoys the privilege of
Christmas dinners in college, and has to perform important duties
at college meetings.  The Warden, to whom I mentioned your letter,
told me he would write to you and send me his letter, but he has not
done so. 1 believe his chiel object was to remind you of your
portrait for our hall.

*Now with regard to “metaphor™: that seems to me an inex-
haustible subject, and one that can be approached from many
points.  No single writer could treat it with anything like complete-
ness, and every contribution, however special, would be useful. The
array of languages which you can either command or eall to your
assistance is ample for making a successful attack, and 1 should
think that the library of the Academy at Lisbon would give you the
opportunity for verifying any statements for which you do not like
to trust to your memory. A book on metaphor, even in English
alone, could be made not only very instructive, ns reveialing the
secret working of the national mind, but very amusing, particolarly
if the languages of the people and their slang expredsions are taken
into account —a stunner, a fizzer, a brick, &c. [ have myself treated
the subject of metaplor in its most general aspects in the eighth
lecture of my second series, and as you may not have that volume
by you, I send you a copy, the Foreign Office having kindly relaxed
the extreme rigour of their recent rule against sending anything in
the Ambassador's hag. How such a treatise on metaphor should
be arranged is more than I could venture to suggest.  IF it was
arranged according to the principal subjects from which metaphors
are borrowed, it would become interesting as a study of national
character, for “out of the abundance of the heart the mouth speak-
eth.,” But any collection carefully made, with reference to authari-
ties, so that it might be used and guoted by subsequent writers,
would certainly be well received.

‘Ifat any time my services can be of any use to you in your
literary researches, please to command them at all times in the name

of the Mallard.? Yours faithfully,
fMax MbtLrLEr,?

1 The All Souls crest. Sir C. Murray bad been a Fellow of the College.
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To Di. ABEKEN.

Translation. Oxrorn, Pargs Exn.
Sanwary 3, 1871,

‘Dear FRIEND,— Many thanks for your last letter. 1 greatly
value your full answers to my letters. when your whole time and
strength belong to the sacred cause of the Fatherland, when your
heart, vour head, and your hands are sure to find little time and
rest. If I could only do more here! the desire to do so is not
wanting. 1 have again had an interesting correspondence with
Gladstone. [ sent him the pamphlet by Seidewitz (1867), ¥ Prussia's
rights with regard to Luxemburg,” and as he wrote to me that the
last Luxemburg telegrams had made him less hopeful about a better
understanding, | communicated to him in English form your opinions
with regard to Luxemburg. His answer of December 29 was good.
He knew of no answer then to Lord Granville's letter, which had
been zent via Berlin, but he admitted that there is no doubt that
military urgency might justify, in given circumstances, a Power
actually at war in taking into its own hands provisionally the settle-
ment of certain questions, which could only be finally disposed of by
a joint authority. The Whigs are very angry at Lord Stanley's
famous interpretation of the Luxemburg affair. , . .

¢, «+ It seems to me it is necessary to think of the future even
mare than of the present, and 1 confess that all my hopes of a great
future for Europe are based on the alliance of the two great Teutonic
sister-nations on the continents and in the isles. Everything else
seems artificial and only temporary ; this alone is organic and lasting.
But it is indeed a hard task. In England the war has now become
a party question : the Tories will make it a reason for their attack on
the Government. That is good an the whole; it will lead to a com-
bination of Tories and Radicals, and so the great Liberal party — the
support of the Government — will be forced to take up a firm position
with regard to foreign policy. Even a change of Gavernment, though
not probable at present, would not do any harm, for it would concen-
trate English power and English opinion. It would be wiser if Ger-
many did not under-estimate England’s military and naval power,
and thus weaken the desire for an English alliance. England's flest
is stronger than ever, her people are strong and patriotic, her credit
is the best in the world.  (That makes me think the German loan
in England ought to have been introduced differently—a better
God-mother, and a fatter ot finer child!)

Sl = =
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i My wife sends kindest regards. She is German through and
through, and she, as well as my three girls, the youngest only six
years old, work indefatigably for the wounded. Henry Acland is
doubtful about the German cause, but he was much pleased with your
thought about him, and he reciprocates your kind messages,

i | consider Count Bismarck's message to me the greatest reward
for the little T have been able to do.

To PrROFESSOR BERNAYS.
Translafion. Panrks Exp, fanwary 5, 1871,
¢ I should have answered your last letter before this, if 1 had not
waited to send you a copy of the Letfers on the Har, which arrived
to-day at fast, and was sent off at once. You will see in them the
character of the controversy between me and Gladstone, even without
having the lctters written by  Scrutator " at hand. 1 am quite con-
vinced that Gladstone’s accomplice bas muddled a good deal, for
Gladstone, in spite of all his weaknesses, is after all a very fine fellow.
One does not become Prime Minister of England without having a
very strong back. His sympathies, alas! are altogether Norman, not
Saxon, but his fecling for what is right is stronger than all his other
feelings. It is not true to say that he could have prevented the war,
for, in spite of his great majority, he would have become impossible
for his office, had he threatened France, or tried to interfere in the
struggle between France and Germany. Now matters stand very
differently in England. The war has become a party question: the
Taries, with the extreme Liberals, will attack the Ministry on the
basis of foreign policy. This will force the powerful Liberal party to
a decided and recognized policy, and that is best for us. The Ger-
man feeling towards England is incomprehensible to me; and the
Government does not in the least encourage it. The war-power of
England is greater than it has ever been — the fleet is ready to strike,
the whole nation is patriotic, and the wealth is colossal. It is worth
while to have such an ally, and Germany, conscious of her own great-
ness, ought to speak as peer to peer, not as a hysterical housewife to
a housemaid. Well, we will hope for the best.
¢ Just think, I have received the warmest thanks from Bismarck

from Versailles!'
To His5 MOTHER.
Translafion. Janwary 7, 1871

¢1 have sent you a little book with my letters on the war. 1 lately
received from Versailles, through Abeken, most grateful thanks from
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Bismarck. I will copy the letter for you: “ First, my thanks for what
you have done and are doing for Germany, for our holy canse! This
expression of gratitude is not from me alone. [ write in the name of
Count Bismarck, who spoke to me only yesterday with a full and
thankful recognition of your great and influential activity during this
time, which he has heard of through the newspapers. He is rejoiced
to have such an ally.” What can one desire more??

To THE SAME.

Transiation. Sanuary 15, 1871,
*The news of John's! death was a great shock: what misery for
his poor mother. . . . The whole land must be full of mourning—

even here one cannot enjoy life, when one reads every day of these
battles, and one sees no hope of peace. Here in England sympathies
are much divided ; pity s naturally on the side of France, and Bis-
marck's policy has alienated many people in England. But, on the
whole, all goes well. The screams in the papers signify little : much
of it comes from French refugees, who swarm in London. The bet-
ter classes are inclined to Germany, but not to Bismarck! Iam not
an admirer of his, highly as I prize the work he has done for Ger-
many, and truly as I recognize that the whole aim of his life has been
the welfare of his fatherland. Such work cannot always be carried
out with perfectly clean hands. On the other hand, 1 cannot agree
with the German abuse of the French nation. The French as a
nation fight bravely, and show that they are by no means so depraved
and perishing as the writers in the German papers think. At all
events 1 hate such hectoring, as if the Germans were the general
guardians of morality, and privileged possessors of all virtues. [If
this war goes on long, all Europe will be a desert, and one must be
ashamed of mankind. The wild beasts behave better.!

To e RiGar Hoxn. W. E. GLADSTONE.

Sanuary 2q.
f+ « « As long as one reads the pages of Comte de Gasparin's
pamphlet, one seems to live in a pure and bracing atmosphere, one
begins to breathe freely, one's heart expands, everything around seems
bright and full of hope. But we cannot live on mountain tops, we
must live and work in the low cloudy valleys, and when one is brought
again face to face with real life and real men, the heart fails and all

! His consin, John von Basedow, shot by frame-firenrs.

L 1T -

h_.

El;'..-



1871] GASPARIN'S PAMPHLET 431

hopes vanish. I knew there were such men in France as the writer
of this pamphlet. ‘There is the true and noble ring of the old French
mettle in all his words and all his thoughts. If a country can still
produce such men, it need not despair about its fate. 1 feel quite
ashamed when I see German writers speak of the whole of France as
one vast Babylon, implying at the same time that Heaven has granted
to us the exclusive privilege of all virtue and godliness. The anly
pity is that in France the good men withdraw from the front of
political life ; Gambetta rules, while Gasparin retires to Switzerland,

“Count Gasparin's scheme seems to me quite perfect, [t gives in
reality far more to Germany than she will get by annexing Alsace and
Lorraine. It would be a blessing to Germany, to France, to Europe.

“But can it be ?  First of all, there is a large and at present very
powerful party in Germany, which is no longer accessible to any ar-
guments. We must take men as they are, and we must take nations
as theyare ; and a nation flushed with victoryand crushed by grief is
not like a nation in its right mind. It is with nations as with indi-
viduals. How often do wesee a friend rushing into misery, whom we
might save if we could held him by the arm, or make him listen to
reason.  That fight against the irrational and uncongquerable powers
of life is the most distressing ; yet 1 do not say that reason should
not fight against unreason: 1 only fear that in this case the fight is
hopeless from the beginning,

i Suppose Germany and France placed their fate in the hands of
Count Gasparin, what could he do ! Could he persuade the Great
Powers to guarantee the neutrality of Alsace? Suoch a guarantee
implies a readiness to go to war for the sake of others.  Ifit does not
mean that, it means nothing. Does that readiness exist in England ?
Is there any party in England strong enough to carry such a measure,
and to commit the country to such contingencies? Depend upon it,
Germany would demand very stringent guarantees, for Lord Stanley’s
words after the conclusion of the treaty for the neutrality of Luxem-
burg have been a terrible lesson. 1 should consider England capahle
of the most generons and heroic efforts, but from what 1 see of the
temper of the people, and the strange attraction between the most
opposite political centres, I have grave doubts as to the possibility of
such a guarantee receiving the approval of Parliament,

* Then comes the question about Russia, and whatever the personal
character of the present Czar may be, no Russian statesman would
help to heal that sore to which he trusts as the best security for the
success of the Russian policy of the future.

‘Count Gasparin's pamphlet has no doubt been sent to Count
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Bismarck. If not, I should gladly send it through Dr. Abeken. [t
is A masterpiece in every sense.

‘If Alzace is too small by itself, why not make it a Canton of
Switzerland? It would thus join an established political system,
and enjoy the traditional prestige of Swiss neutrality. But [ have no
hope.!

The growth of feeling in England against Germany and for
France, was often a sore trial to Max Miller, but he was re-
freshed from time to time by sympathetic letters from many
English friends, and especially from Mr, Goldwin Smith, at
that time living at Ithaca in the United States, who took a
wide, unprejudiced, historical view of the whole question. He
was always for the annexation of Alsace and Lormine, ' pro-
vided a good matural frontier could be formed,’ and consid-
ered the bombardment of Paris ‘a disagreeable necessity?;
whilst he asked, in a letter to Max Milller, * what demon had
entered into his countrymen, that when they are delivered by
a wonderful display of German heroism, and at vast expense
of German blood, from the peril which has always been
hanging over them, . . . they, instead of blessing, curse their

deliverers ? *

To e RiGar Hox. W. E. GLADSTONE.
Pangs Exp, February 2.

¢ Before thanking you for your letter, I wrote to Mr. Delane to ask
him whether he would allow me to write a review of Count Gasparin's
pamphlet, and thus bring his ideas before the English public. I have
his reply to-day, and he simply declines. He evidently considers the
matter as settled. 1 have sent the pamphlet to Dr. Abeken. Un-
fortunately there were some remarks in it which are sure to offend
Count Bismarck, particularly where he tells him that by his decision
about Alsice he has to prove whether he possesses mere dadiletd or
political genius, However, the real difficulty is that even Count
Hismarck is not strong enough, supposing he was influenced by the
future mther than by the present, to oppose the military party, and |
believe the feeling in Germany is so strong that for any statesman
now to give up Strasshurg would be simply to abdicate. There isa
poetry about Stmssburg which is stronger than all prose. Nations

e ik
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have their rough-hewn destinies to fulfil; at present 1 see no help.
1 just see the morning papers: I do not believe in the Conditions of
Peace; it would be a challenge to Nemesis, and people in Germany
have not read history to no purpese.  But it is hard to mediate be-
tween intoxication and madness."

To s MoTHER.

Translation. February 7.

#The feeling in England is less excited. They must yield to the
inevitable. So [ have not packed up, but have had to let people know
I could live in Germany as well as, if not better than, here! 1 have
not anything to complain of, and continoe to have most interesting
letters from Gladstone, the Prime Minister. He is a very clever amd
honourable man, and would willingly do his best, but he has a difi-

cult position.’
The following letter is given by permission, as showing the
feeling of an unbiassed historian on the recent events : —

SOMERLEAZE, WELLS, SOMERSET.
Febrwary 1g, 1871.

My pEAr MULLER,—[ have got a wild scheme in my head, in
which you may possibly be able to help me. It seems pretty certain
that the German troops are to march into Paris. Now that is a
thing which does not happen much above once in a thousand years,
and a thing for which | have been earnestly longing ever since gy6.
For the first time in my life, | wish to see a military spectacle.
1 have said ever since 1851, that, if L. N. Buonaparte was to be
guillotined, and they would only send me word, | would come and
see the show, in whatever part of the world I might be. And this
show will be quite as satisfactory as the other. But is it possible?
Is it safe? I do nol doubt that you have means of finding out;
you doubitless know some of the swells at Versailles or somewhere.
If you could give me a lift, I should be deeply obliged. 17 T could
get to see the Emperor's triumph without jeopardizing mine own
self, 1 should greatly enjoy it, and | might make something of it for
the public advantage. 1f 1 did go, I should like to get Bryce, Pindar,
or somebody to come with me.

‘1 hope you have by this time seen both my FPall Mall letters.
To my utter amazement, the Fiwer has gone and reprinted the sec-
ond of them, That paper has hitherto made it a fixed rule never to

i Ff
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mention me or any writing of mine, or to let my name appear, except
at the Mid-Somerset election, when they could not well help it.
What does this mean?

1 am sending for the Acadesy, as 1 see you have been writing in

it. Do you altogether forbid me to say “ Kikero ™2
“Yours very truly, EpwarD A. FreEeman.

To Dr. ABEKEN.
Translation. Parks Exn, Febrwary 20, 1871,

‘Dear Friexp,—1 enclose the letter of a friend .of Germany,
Mr. Freeman. [ do not know il his name is fumiliar to you. Hels
ane of the best historfans and public men in England —a man like
Treitschke, indefatigable with his pen, and always to the point and
incisive. He has been faithful to our cause to the end, from solid
true conviction.  His letter will show you his desire, and [ thought
it worth while to send it just as it is. You know the English too
well to think that 2 man like Mr. Freeman would keep anything in
the background. He is one who has belonged to us from a deep
conviction ; he keeps himself, however, quite independent, and the
only thing it is possible to do for him is a kindness like the one he
asks for. We need all the help in England, which we cn procure
by honest means. [ often ponder now over the change of affairs at
the death of Peter 111, and I still hope that we may win the battle of
Burkersdorf, though it be only on the diplomatic battle-field, but
may we win it before it is too late. Do not under-estimate England :
she has only twenty million inhabitants — but they are Englishmen,
and they come from Schleswig-Holstein.’

The answer to Mr. Freeman's request was as follows : —
March 10, 1871.
My pEsr Freemax, —1 had a letter from my friend at Ver-
sailles: he says it was impaossible to write, for nothing was settled
from hour to hour about the entry, in fact there has been no esfréde
driomphale. It is curious that, in spite of all provocation, my friend
—and he reflects Bismarck, [ believe, most faithfully — clings to the
idea of a friendship between England and Germany as the oaly
safety for the future. Have you seen  Scrutator’s ® hook 7 T have
not, but [ heard from a friend this morning that it is simply libellous,
and that legal action should be taken. If so, I am certain that Glad-
stone had nothing to do with it, but that it is —, fer of stmple.
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The following letter shows that, amidst all the excitement
of the times, Max Miiller did not allow his work to flag : —

To e Ricur Hox. W. E. GLADSTONE.
Panks Exn, Febrwary 21, 1871,

* You will think me very unreasonable, 1 am afraid, if just now I
trouble you with a question about Homeric Mythology and Religion.
1 should not venture to do so, did 1 not think that you of your son
could answer my inquiry by a simple Yes or No. The fact is, [ am
preparing a new edition of my Lecfurer on the Sciewce of Lawgnage,
and as they are to be stereotyped, I have to revise them carefully
once more. When I came to the passage in my Second Series
where I had tried in a few lines to explain your view of the origin of
Greek Mythology, I did not know what to do. From reading your
baok 1 certainly thought that you admitted an early stratum of Jewish
thought, on which, by metamorphic and other processes, the religion
and mythology of Homer were built up. In a letter which you did
me the honour to address to me, you proposed a different theary,
or at least you gave me a new insight into your views on the sub-
ject. Youseem to admit there an independent origin for the reli-
gious and mythological opinions of the Greeks and the Jews, and to
be satisfied with the admission of a later contact between Aryan and
Semitic ideas. Under these circumstances | thought the best plan
would be, if you allowed me, to print in a note some extracts from
your letter, and [ therefore send you the original, that you may look
at it once more, and tell me whether you object to my proposal. In
either case, whether you say Yes or No, I must request you to re-
turn me the letter, for I hope my children will hereafter value it as
much as mysell.

‘PS5, —1 sent Count Gasparin's pamphlet to Dr. Abeken, but I
have not heard from him lately. Iam almost afraid my last letters,
which 1 sent through the English Post Office, and not as before
throogh the Prussian courier, may not have reached him. I feel as
strongly as ever that Count Gasparin's proposal is the right one, but
I cannot believe that at present it is possible. Though T am an
extreme Radical in University polities, T was glad that Professor
Faweett's amendment was rejected ; it would have weakened our
position in the conflict which is coming. But [ feel convinced that
the sooner the last trace of protection is removed from the study of
Theology at Oxford the better. At All Souls our Fellowship Exam-
ination is entirely in Modern History and Law, and no clergyman

2 Ff
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ought to have any chance of being elected ; yet out of fifteen fellows
elected under the new Statute, four are clerical.  They won in a fair
and open field. M. M.

From DR. AREKEN.
Transiation. Febrwary 21, 1871.

¢It is a decisive week on which we have entered. The armistice
ends with the end of the week, unless there is a guarantee for peace.
1t woild be a terrible misfortune if war had to begin again; the in-
dignation of our army would be greater than cver. At this moment
Thiers is sitting with Prince Bismarck for their first exchange of
views in the same salon in which, at the beginning of November, he
was discussing an armistice. He might #hen have had just the same
conditions as now, and what must he feel when he thinks what his
country might have been spared, had he or his colleagues then lis-
tened to reason!  We too should have been spared much, if false-
hood and vanity had been less powerful in France. People tell us
to be moderate ; they forget what moderation is required if, after our
new offorts and sacrifices, we make no harder conditions than we
made in November. You say, “ Make peace with France and make
peace with England™ No one can long for it more truly than we.
Every alliance is repulsive to us except friendship with England.
But the tone of the debates in Parliament, nay, even the tone of the
Queen’s Speech, which tries to deal equal measure to both sides, and
for that very reason deals unequal mensure, cannot advance peace
and friendship. What might England have done, what misery might
England have prevented, if, at the beginning of the war, it had pos-
sessed the moral courage to call Good good, Wrong wrong, Right
right, Crime criminal. It has turned out well fior us that England
did not act, now that the world has witnessed this new act in the
solemn drama of history. The French sentiments of the people of
Alsace and Lorraine prove to me all the more strongly that we are
in duty bound to bring back this German race to the German, Em-
pire. We have tn cure them of a fearful disease, that future genera-
tions, though blushing at the disgrace of their forefathers, may grow
up to @ healthy life. It is inconceivable how, while German lan-
guage and German morals remained unchanged, the love for the old
German Fatherland has become almost extinct. Think of the Pro-
testants of Alsace, of the Evangelical clergy of Alsace! How can
they be so blind as not to see that the fate of the Evangelical Church
in Alsace depends on their union with Germany, while union with
France impliesits certain extinction? The Roman Cathalics in Ger-
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many are not so blind ; and their leaders, whose home is not in Ger-
many, but al Rome, do all they can to prevent the union of Alsace

with Protestant Germany.'
To Dr. ABEKEN.

Translation. Pargs Exn, February 24, 1871.

{DeAr Friexnp,—I received your letter this morning, and 1 am
indeed glad to hear that the Crown Prince remembers me so kindly.
I wrote to him at once, and enclose the letter, asking you to look
through it and hand it to the Crown Prince with a copy of the Letfers
on the War. 1 send the book by post, just as it is; there was no
time to have it bound. 1 have also written to Gladstone, after hav-
ing received your letter: alas, the Protestant argument has no effect
on him, Lord Shafiesbory is the man for that ; he has already done
something in the matter, but his views are very narrow. Public
opinion is getting more moderate in England. The only thing now
is to wait — perhaps our enemies may do good service to us.

“1 sent you a pamphlet of Count Gasparin. Gladstone is delighted
with it, as you may have heard ; the spirit of it is good. 1 could not
help telling Gladstone that Russia would never think of helping to
heal the wound, many plans for the future are built on the reopening
of this wound.

{With regard to Freeman, do what ¥oU can; . . . he has a power-
ful, indefatigable pen, and is German through and through. Could
you not persuade old Carlyle to write or to say something very
amiable '

To tHE RigeT Hon. W. E. GLADSTONE.
Parks Enp, Febrwary 27, 1871,

My pEAR MR, Grapstoxe, —I received your letter this morn-
ing, and I look forward with great interest to the short Memorandum
to which you refer. 1 believe there is no scholar occupied with the
stody of the growth and spreading of religious ideas, who has not had
to modify some of his own opinions on the subject during the last
ten years. The evidence has become so much larger and richer and
deeper, that we are forced, whether we like it or not, to assume a new
standpoint in order to command the whole field that is opea before
us. [ sent you the extract from Abeken's letter as it stood, but 1
marked it gripate, private as it were, even to you, intended for the
dispassionate spectator of the grand drama of history, not for the
Prime Minister of England. Otherwise I could not have left what
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Abeken said about Moral Courage without incurring the charge of
impertinence. I have told him what | think on the subject, and that
it is easy to be wise post fuctums. With the same intention, 1 sent
you his frank confession about the state of feeling in Alsace and
Lorraine. 1 admit it was a surprise to me, and T could quote state-
ments from recent travellers in those provinces that would lead fo
different conclusions. But before all things it is right that the truth
ghould be known, and 1 wanted yow in particular to know it. Lord
Granville possesses, no doubt, information on the subject of public
feeling in Alsace and Lormine from independent sources, and he
would not quote Abeken against Abeken, in discussing the dangers
which this Peace may bring on Europe. The difficulties are doubit-
less very great, yet blood, language, and religion, are three powerful
allies in the struggle which will now begin, — Yours sincerely.’

To THE SAME.
February 28.

i DeaR Mr. GLADSTONE, — Accept my best thanks for the Memo-
randum, of which you sent me a copy. 1 should be very happy to
discuss some points with you in more peaceful times ; this Peace s
no peace.  Yet do not judge the statesmen of Germany too harshly.
After the sad experience which they have had of the French, they
cannot bring themselves to believe that a people who could not for-
give Sadowa, would ever forget Sédan. It is their duty to think,
first of all, of the safety of the country committed to their care. They
are convinced that war will begin again whatever they do, or at all
events they think that the only chance of peace is the hopelessness
of a new attack on the part of France.

“As you told me in your letter that a new Bill on Clerical Fellow-
ships would soon be presented to Parliament, | have taken the liberty
to send you a few remarks on the subject of Fellowships in general.
1 have watched their working now for more than twenty-two yearsy
being in fact one of the oldest residents at Oxford, and 1 confess |
should like to see these magnificent resources of the University more
usefully applied than they are at present. My remarks on Fellow-
ships in general 1 should be quite prepared to send to the Zimes, if
you thought it could be of any use.!

To M. RENAX.
Oxrorn, March 7, 1871,

¢ was so pleased to hear that you and Madame Renan had not
suffered during the last months, and that you are well enough to
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restime your work. Let us forget, or let us at least be silent on the
past; it has been too horrible. 1 know you are as strongly French as
1 am German, but that does not prevent both of us, 1 think, from
feeling deeply the shame and degradation which that war has brought
on the race to which we belong as men. We feel ashamed if we are
told that our ancestors, our most distant ancestors, were simious ;
Is there one race of animals so savage, so brutal, as man can be ; nor
does there seem to be any hope of progress, or improvement with
regard to our ideas respecting war. We all share the guilt of it, we
are all ready to take part in it, and we are actmally proud of our
efficiency in manslanghter. 1 know of one redeeming feature only in
war, it shows that there are some things for which men are ready to
die ; that there is in man the gift of martyrdom. which 1 suppose the
brutes do not possess ; but, apart from that, we must all hide our faces
in shame and grief. No doubt the best you and Madame Renan can
do, is to go away for a time so as to have complete change. In a few
weeks more England will be lovely in the warmth and colours of
Spring. We shall certainly be at Oxford till June, and my wife asks
me to tell you and Madame Renan that she hopes you will come and
stay with us at Oxford. There are two rooms at your disposal, you
would find plenty of work at the Bodleian Library, and nothing could
give her and me greater pleasure than to have you quietly staying
here as long as you are able. If you would only let us know a few
days before when we may expect you, yoo will find everything ready
for you. 1 had a letter from M. Taine to-day ; I hope the University
will invite him to give us a course of lectures. I did not venture to
propose you, for, though we are advancing, we advance slowly. He
would lecture in French on some period of French Literature, Itis
not settled yet, but 1 hope it will succeed.

To uis MoOTHER.

Translation. March 10.

{ One begins to live quietly again, now that peace is made: it was
a fearfill time, and one keeps thinking, who knows when it may begin
again. The joy in Germany must be immense. The Crown Prince
sent me word [ ought, as an old friend, to have sent him a copy of
my Letfers on the IWar. 1 have done so now, and I wrote a beauti-
ful letter too!"

On March 31 Max Miiller delivered an evening lecture at
the Royal Institution, on Mythology, which was, as usual, largely
attended. It was some years before this that his friend Lord
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Strangford wrote: ‘Here (in England) there is no school of
Philology, and I do not quite hold Max Miiller guiltless for not
having founded one, instead of going off into Comparative
Mythology.'

As the professorship of modem European languages had
been abolished when Max Miiller accepted the new chair of
Comparative Philology, it was resolved from time to time to in-
vite celebrated foreigners to lecture on some foreign language
or literature, and this year the Curators were anxious o secure
the services of M. Taine. The following letter gives an account

of the scheme, with some hints on lecturing : —

To M. Tamse.
Oxrorn, March 17, 1871,

4] hasten to answer your kind letter as far as [ can, First, as to
the time. The fact is that our summer term is over the first week
of June, and very little work is done during the last week. Therefore
if you could begin before Whitsunday, you would probably have
a better audience.  Your course of Lectures is the first beginning of
a new cxperiment, and everything will depend on your success.
Oxford is an extremely difficult place to lecture in, because all
audiences are very mixed. You have young students, you have
fellows and tutors, you have professors, and for powr lectures ladies
also, I think. It is difficult to hit where there are 50 many targets.
I do not expect that you will have many young students, and you may
therefore aim a little higher. 1 should lecture as if [ were addressing
a highly educated lady, not taking much for granted, making every-
thing clear by a full statement of facts, but then drawing out the very
best lessons that the facts will yield. For that purpose your philo-
sophers and moralists would be more useful, perhaps, than your
dramatists, but I dare say you are right in sclecting the lattgr. My
only fear is that the classical dramatic writers are a little too well
known, and that they may not prove sufficiently attractive. A pleture
of the thoughts and manners of the times in which they lived, would
remedy that defect, and you would know better than anybody else
how to place before us the political and intellectual stage on which
Racine and Molitre were themselves the actors. Lastly, as to the
language : it has been decided, not without some opposition, that
the Lectures should be given in French. But, of course, many of
your hearers would have difficulty in following, and therefore a slow
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and very distinct delivery would be a matter of great consequence.
The lectures are open to cvery member of the University, and the
{nvitation to lecture comes to you from the Vice-Chancellor, in the
name of the University. The lectures are delivered at the Taylor

Institution, because the funds for paying the Lecturer come out of
Sir Robert Taylor's bequest. It s not an easy task which you are

undertaking, but I feel very sanguine as to its success, If you want
any further information I shall be most happy to give it.!

M. Taine accepted the invitation, and arrived in Oxford
goon after the above letter was written,

Though M. Taine was not actually the guest of the Max
Miillers, residing in their house, he was constantly with them,
and, after he had received the degree of Honorary D.C.L.,
they gave a very large party, at which they gathered together
all the leading spirits in Oxford to meet the distinguished
foreigner, who charmed everybody by his easy and agreeable
conversation. 'The next morning the appalling news of some
of the worst deeds of the Commune was in the papers, and the
brilliant Frenchman was an altered being ; he was wounded to
the heart by the savage acts of his countrymen, and seemed as
if unable to look any one in the face. Happily his lectures
were already finished, and he left immediately, deeply com-
miserated by Max Mller, to whom he acknowledged that it
was far worse than the humiliation inflicted by the war with

Germany.
2 To Rev. G. Cox.

1 looked at Gladstone’s book Homeric Synchronism — it is very
disappointing, So great a man, so imperfect a scholar! He has no
idea how shaky the ground is on which he takes his stand. The
reading of those ethnic names in the hieroglyphic inscriptions varies
with every year and with every scholar. I do not blame them —
their studies are and must be tentative, and they are working in the

right direction.  But the use which Gladstone makes of their labours
is to me really painful, all the more so, because it is cleverly done,

and | believe bona fide.!

Dauring the month of April Max Miiller accepted the invita-
tion of the committee, who were arranging the German Peace



443 GERMAN PEACE FESTIVAL [ch. xvin
Festival in London, to deliver the address on that occasion.
The Festival took place on May 1, and was a brilliant soccess.
The music, the artistic dzsfldeanx pivands, the expression of deep
gratitude, of exultant patriotism, tempered by the thought of all
that the victory had cost the Fatherland, can never be forgotten
by any of those present. Max Miiller's speech throughout
struck the right note, and he could feel from the first how he
carried his audience with him. The translation, which is given
in the Appendix, had the benefit of being corrected by him.

To nis MOTHER.

Translation. OxrorD, May 3.

¢ My speech will be printed, and I will send you a copy. It has
been much discussed in the English papers. It was not an easy sk,
The audience was a very mixed one. The Ambassador was there,
and the republicans, &e. Yes, it went off very well, and I am glad
1 undertook it. The next day Lord Granville, the Minister for
Foreign Affairs, asked me to dinner. To-day I received a most kind
letter from the Crown Prince, written by himself. . . . It was very
good of him, for doubtless he has many letters to write.!

By gracious permission of His Majesty the German Emperor
the letter from the Crown Prince is inserted here.

BERLIN, 1. Mas 1871,

“Ich habe mit aufrichtigem Danke und ganz besonderem Interesse
Ihre % Letters on the War ™ entgegengenommen, welche Sie die
Freundlichkeit hatten, mir zu iibersenden.

“Mit der einmiitigen Hingebung unseres Volkes wihrend der
grossen Zeit, die wir durchkiimpft, steht in schiinem Einklang die
patriotische Haltung, welche unsere deutschen Briider, oft unter den
schwierigsten Verhiltnissen und mit Opfern aller Art, bewilhrt, und
durch die sie sich fiir immer einen Anspruch auf die Dankbarkeit des
Vaterlandes erworben haben.

* Dass die Erfahrungen, welche die Deutschen in England wiithrend
unseres ruhmvollen Krieges gemacht, nicht immer erfrenlich waren,
ist mir freilich bekannt. Griinde der verschiedensten Art kommen
zusammen, um eine Verstimmung zu erzengen, die hiiben und driiben
von allen einsichtigen und patriotischen Mannern gleich schmerzlich
empfunden ist.
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“Meine feste und zuversichtliche Hoffnung bleibt es aber, dass
dieselbe bald jenem herzlichen Einvernehmen wieder Platz machen
wird, welches die Natur unserer gegenseitigen Besichungen und
Interessen verlangt. Dieses Ziel wollen wir verfolgen, unbeirrt durch
Aufregungen und Eindriicke des Augenblicks, iberzcugt, dass es fir
das Gedethen belder Linder ebenso heilsam wie fiir den Frieden
Europas unerlasslich ist.

¢ Sie haben Threrseits niemals aufgehiirt, in diesem Gelste thitig m
sein, und es ist mir deshalb Bediirfniss, Ihnen meine dankbare
Anerkennung fir Thr erfolgreiches Wirken hierdurch auszusprechen.

¢ Thr wohlgeneigter Frizopwicn Winners, Kronprinz.'

Translation. BerLIN, May 1, 1871,

‘T have received with much interest and sincere thanks your letters
on the war, which you so kindly sent to me. The courageous devo-
tion of our people during all the great time of the war is in beautiful
harmony with the patriotic feeling which our German brethren every-
where have shown, often under the most difficult cdroumstances, and
which they have proved by sacrifices of all kinds, thus securing for
themselves for ever the gratitude of the Fatherland. [ know also,
only too well, that the experiences of Lthe Germans in England during
our glorious war were not always happy ones.  Reasons of all kinds
eombined to produce a discord which makes itself felt as painfully
bere as in England, by all really discerning and patriotic men.

My firm and confident hope, however, remains, that this discord
will soon give way again to the hearty understanding which is the
natural expression of our mutual relations and interests. Let us
struggle towards this goal, unhindered by the excitements and im-
pressions of the moment, convinced that this common understanding
is as necessary for the development of both countries, as it Is indis
pensabile for the peace of Europe.

You, for your part, have never ceased to act in this spirit, and
I therefore feel impelled to give expression to my grateful recogni-
tion of your successful efforts. Your well-wisher,

i FREDERICK WiLLiAM, Crown Prince.’

The end of May, Max writes to his mother: ‘The scenes
in Paris are awful, and one thinks what these furies would have
done in Germany if they had got there.'

During the latter part of the war Max Miiller had carried on
an interesting correspondence with the venerable diplomatist

Lord Stratford de Redcliffe, whose sympathies were entirely
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German. It has not been possible to recover Max Miiller's
letters. Lord Stratford sent him a poem at the close of the war
in praise of Germany, which was published in Germany in a
collection of poems on the war, and had a large circulation.

Only a month after the Peace Festival Max Miiller lost his
father-in-law, after a very short illness. As he had already
settled to visit Ems again this summer for the waters, he resolved
to start assoon as he could, and take his wife for a change, and
his little boy with him. They joined his old mother at Chem-
nitz, from which place he wrote to Dr. Abeken, telling him of
his plans, and adding, * From year to year we seem to visit the
dead more than the living, and the old happy, beautiful times
of meeting do not return.’  Shortly before leaving England Max
Miiller had received a visit from a German, consulting him on
the advisability of starting a general subscription among Ger-
mans living out of Germany for a monument in commemoration
of the war. Max explains his views in the following letter, We
know how thoroughly they were realized by the great Germania
on the banks of the Rhine.

To ProrFessor BERNAYS.

Translation. OxrorD, fune 12,

“[ write by return; Mr. Lang called with a verbal recommendation
from Count Bernstorff. [ liked the idea, but I told him at once that
the impulse must come from Germany. He told me a little while ago
that all went well in Germany, a million has been promised in May-
ence alone.  His plan has the fullest approval from the highest classes.
1 have not written to him, but to Dr. Heine, who sent me a descrip-
tion of the monument in question; I wrote some encouraging words
to him. Let the man work !

‘A monument ondy in Berlin is one-sided. 1 should like to see a
German monument on the banks of the German river, protected by
a Grerman fortress ; and he who does not onderstand the “ German
Michael " ! can haold to the archangel instead. So you see, 1 think:
Let it grow — should it prove to have no substantial foundation it will
fade of itself.'

1 Nickname for the German soldier,
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During the stay at Ems the Emperor came there to drink the
waters, and Max Milller had the honour of dining with his Im-
perial Majesty, whom he had last seen in 1849 at Bunsen's house
in London, a refugee from the revolution in Berlin. The Em-
peror was most gracious and cordial, and thanked Max for his
letters to the Times. But it was the meeting again with the
Crown Prince, ‘ Unser Fritz,' as the troops called him, which
gave him the most unfeigned pleasure, and he has described in
Auld Lang Syne the affectionate welcome accorded him on the
occasion, to the surprise of the great officers and officials pres-
ent. Abeken too was at Ems, and the friends met for the last
time. The troops were returning from France, and many a
regiment turned up the Lahn valley to greet their emperor and
prince. On these occasions the town supplied refreshments,
whilst the visitors subscribed for cigars and waited on the re-
turning heroes.

Max Miiller and his wife were among the few admitted to
the railway station to see the Crown Prince off for Munich,
where he was to hold a great review of the South German
troops. The following note to Dr. Abeken alludes to the
dinner with the Emperor: —

Translation,

{ Before [ leave Ems I must thank you most heartily once more.
I know it is not easy to jump over the magic ring which encircles
crowned heads everywhere, but with your support it all went capi-
tally. It will always be for me a * historical moment.” [ wish the
Emperor could read my speech at the London Peace Festival, so
that he should know how highly I value the honour which he has
bestowed upon me.”

CONTEMPORARY LETTER.
i Moxaco,” Ems, fuly 20, 1871.

1 know you will be interested in hearing that Max dined with
the Emperor on Manday, at §.30. Max and the poet Von Redwitz
were the only civilians present, and Max the only man without any
decoration or order! They were a party of eighteen. The Emperor
began by saying to Max: “I know of your great fame as an Oriental
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- scholar: what made you take to that line of study? " Max told him
he first heard of Sanskrit as a boy from the Duchess of Dessau, the
Emperor's cousin—and they talked about her, and then of his life
in England. Everything was so simple, and yet, as they sat at table,
Max said, as he listened to the kindly, simple words of the Kaiser, he
felt “here §5 a man who hereafter will hold a place second only in
German history to Charlemagne.” After dinner the Emperor talked
to him again, ahout Bunsen, Max called him “a true German
Ambassador.” ©But not very practical,” rejoined the Kaiser, & No,"®
gaid Max, *but prophetic.” “Yes,” said the Kaiser, in the most
hearty way, “if he had lived, how he would have rejoiced now, how
happy he would have been!” Tuesday evening came the Crown
Prince. We saw him arrive, looking hardly older than eight years
ago —but his countenance, always so good, had gained depth and
experience, and he was, indeed, as our friends the Bradleys said, “a
noble fellow, the very type of a hero,”  He sent for Max early yester-
day—and he had an hour's intensely interesting talk with him,
When Max got there he was told to wait as some one was with the
Prince —but he had hardly sat down in the ante-room, when the
door was thrown open, and in came the Prince, both hands stretched
put : % But Maximilianus, why do you wait here, I have no sccrets
that you cannot hear!  Now sit down, put down your hat. ' asked
for you everywhere in England and could not see you—and now 1
find you here in Ems— and I may take your greetings to my wife,
may I not?" Then they plunged into the war, and the Prince openly
said how he had bated it — and when Max said something about all
he had done, he said: “Oh, no compliments please, 1 only did my
duty.” Then he discussed the union of North and South Germany,
and how to unite Catholics and Protestants ; and said he feared they
were not ready yet for a new Reformation in Bavaria : “ [t wants more
than a mere dogma to effect that, it must spring from the hearts of
the people,” and he added with deep feeling, @ and have we Protestants
of the North so much to offer them, have we advanced in religion
the last 300 years?" He talked of his very hearty reception every-
wherein England, and spoke of various people there withan insight into
their characters and opinions that was remarkable. “We dined at
Gladstone’s, and ™ {with a knowing laugh) “we talked a great deal
about Arf and Literature.” He then told Max how deeply grateful
he felt for the efforts he had made to keep up a union in feeling be-
tween Germany and England, and added: “ You must forgive my
not thanking you directly for your letters on the war; and when
did write, 1 had not time to say half 1 wished, | have so much to do."
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He ended by hoping Max would return home in time for both him
and the Princess to see him, and added: “ [t is twenty years since
we first met™ He left at three o'clock yesterday afiernoon. We
went to see him off, and he sent for us, coming almost to the door
of his room to meet me, and he shook hands in the most hearty way,
and as [ rose from my curtsey, he said, looking at Boy, * But what
then is that? " Max said he was the youngest German sailor —and
the Prince shook hands with the small thing ; and then talked to me
of our visit to Potsdam, and of Oxford, and told me he had my pho-
tograph. He talked to us two till the trin was ready, when he
again shook hands with us both, and went off. T heard Max as he
left, say in German : # Splendid, noble fellow " —and so he is, indeed.
He is far handsomer as a man of forty, and, as 1 said before, there is
an earnestness, depth, and grandeor in his face, whilst it has Jost
none of its bright, genial expression. He is one's ideal of a really
noble man. The night he arrived here, one of the hills was Hlumi-
nated in his honour. It was a most fairy-like scene. At a rocket
signal every point in the high hill barst out in bright sheets of Ben-
gal fire, red, white, and green —so that every bush and twig were
yisible from the base to the summit, and the figures of the men feed-
ing the lights looked like busy gnomes who had created the magical
scene.’

Whilst at Ems Max Mialler received a note from Dr., after-
wards Sir John, Stainer, and later Professor of Music at Oxford,
wishing to dedicate his work on Harmony to him. The follow-
ing letters are interesting as showing Max Miiller's continued
love of music, though he had almost ceased to perform himself,
and only took up his playing again later to accompany his chil-
dren in their singing : —

To Dr. STAINER.

Ens, fuly 2.
¢1 hardly know what to say, and whether T ought to accept the
dedication of your work on “ Harmony.” [ always feel like a traitor
among my musical friends, and quite unworthy of any honourable
mention. However, if you think otherwise, 1 can only say that 1
shall consider it a great, though most undeserved, honour to have my
name connected with your work, and thus to keep a place in the
musical annals of Oxford. Some of my happiest recollections date
from the years which I spent in the musical atmosphere of Leipzig,
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when Mendelssohn was there in the full vigour and enjoyment of his
genius, and these recollections have often been revived at Oxford

when listening to your masterly playing in Magdalen Chapel.’
The dedication is as follows :—

TO PROFESSOR MAX MULLER
WHD, THOUGH UNABLE TO DEVOTE HIMSELF
TO THE ART OF MUSIC
OWING TO THE CLAIMS MADE ON HIS TIME
BY OTHER FIELDS OF LABOUR
FORGETS NOT TO ENCOURAGE BY HIS SYMPATHY AND KINDNESS
THOSE WHO ARE PRESSING FORWARD IN ITS PATHS.

To THE SAME.
October 6.

“On my return to Oxford T found your book on my table, and I
mutst thank you once more for your great kindness. [ feel ashamed
and almost saddened when I read your dedication. There was a time
when T thought 1 should devote the whole of my life to music, and a

very happy time it was,
{ But new interests carried me away in quite a different direction,

and though I trded for a time to keep up my music, [ soon found out
that music was not a thing to play with, and that one should make up
one’s mind to be either its priest and minister, ar a silent worshipper.

“There is a story of & young dergyman exclaiming, “ What is the
use of the laity?" 1 am glad you do pot share that fecling with
regard to mosic, but consider mere listeners like myself (and partic-
ularly sifent listeners) an essential element of the musical community.'

On his return to Oxford Max Miiller settled down to work,
finishing the new edition of his Lectures on Langwage, which
were now stereotyped, and getting on with the fifth volume of
the Rig-veds, His wife was away from home for some time,
the mother-aunt being very ill, and requiring some one con-
stantly with her,

To ms WiFe.
OxroRD, Sepdember 17, 1871.

¢ Sharing the happiness of other people, entering into their feelings,

living life over once more in them and with them, that is all that
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remains to old people. 1 suppose it was meant to be so, the princi-
pal object of life being the overcoming of self in every sense of the

word.
“In fact as one gets older death seems hardly to make so wide a

gulf: a few years more or less, that is all. Meantime, we know in
whose hands we all are, that life is very beautiful ; but death has its
beauty too.’

In the November of this year Max Miiller had the gratifica-
tion of hearing from India that his Sawskrit Grammar, of
which the second edition had appeared in 1870, was extensively
psed there. A friend wrote from Benares, * Your Grammar
seems now very near perfection. Your Hifdpadésa (the first
of the handbooks for the study of Sanskrit) is used in the Eng-
lish department of our college, and is valued by the boys, but
not much bought, they are too poor.'

To F. PaLGrave, EsQ.

Panks Exn, December 26, 1871,
My DEAR PALGRAVE, — As a Christmas treat I have been read-
Shakespeare’s sonnels — as marvellous as ever, but even more

difficult ! Now can you tell me (p. 31 of your edition), how do yon
construe % Will bestow it"? Is it will enrich it, endow it, vie. my

wit # Why did you leave out the sonnet —
“A woman's face with nature's own hand painted "7
How do you construe p. 76—
#1 will not praise that purpese not to sell "7
These are only a few queries, and they refer to points where 1 believe

I am simply stupid; as to other matters, one might go on asking for
ever. On the whole I like Masscy — he leaves me freest. Best wishes

o you and yours.’
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Memorial to Bishop Patteson,  Offer of Professorship at Strassburg, S
wedit, Vol ¥V, Death of sister-in-law. Strassburg. Baden, Munich.
Switeerland., Life of Stockmar, Dr, Stanley Select Preacher, Freilis

grath's poem.

Frowa the moment that it was settled that the University of
Strassburg should be reorganized under German auspices, Baron
Roggenbach, who was entrusted with the arrangements, endeay-
oured to attract to it many of the leading German professors.
He had discussed the subject with Max Miiller on his return
from Ems in 1871, and through the winter the thought of
possibly settling in Strassburg as Sanskrit Professor was con-
stantly before him. He determined to come to no decision
before trying how life in Germany really suited him, and there-
fore only undertook to give a course of lectures at Strasshurg
in the summer semesder of 1872,

To His MoTuER.

Translation. Janwary 1, 1872,

“My pDEAR GOOD MOTHER, — The first letter of the new year
must be for you, and may God make it a pleasant year to you—
as pleasant as it can be at your age. 1 hope we shall have a happy
meeting this year. I have not yet made any plans for the summer,
though I have an idea, if I am well and strong enough, of giving a
course of lectures at Strassburg. [ have had a very cordial invitation
to do 80, but I have not yet accepted, for it will give me a good deal
aof work, and too much work does not pay. It is possibile the open-
ing of the University may be postponed till the autumn, and at that
time 1 could not leave Oxford. Well, that is just an idea for the new
year. At all events 1 intend to make an early start from here, and
settle somewhere for the summer in Germany with all my belong-

450
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ings. It is not good for the children to travel about, and iz also too
expensive. Where do you think we had best go 2 We had a quiet
Christmas. The Meyers sent us venlsonand a Marsigan, and Triib-
ner sent a Sfofle, so that we had some German Christmas things.
Have I told you that Klaus Groth is coming in the spring to Ox-
ford to give three lectures before the University on German liters:
ture 7 He gets £50, and he and his wife will stay with us, 1am
going this week for a couple of days to Woburn Abbey, the Duke
of Bedford's.’

From Woburn Abbey he wrote to his wife : —
Sannary 4.

*Here [ am in the grand old place. 1 had a pleasant drive from
the station, some seven miles — beautiful sunshine, and the Park
looked as green as in summer., Mr. Hastings Russell and his son
received me very kindly. We walked about, saw the Park and the
Sculpture Gallery and the Chinese Dairy, & What an extraordi-
nary nest for one human bird to build himself for his passage through
life. When Bunsen was here he told the late Duke, after admiring
everything in the way in which he could admire, that he was truly
thankful he was not Duke of Bedford. Mr. Russell seemed quite
to understand what he meant. I try to keep up my reputation as
a historian, but it requires great presence of mind when you are
told of every picture: that was the famous Lord A, that was his
beautiful davghter-in-law, #k¢ Duchess of B., and so it E0ES On—
enough to pluck a first-class man, My great difficulty is to find my
room.! [ wander and wander, till at last some kind person takes me
in tow. However, here I am, landed safe in my room, and when the
dinner bell rings | hope they will send for me!’

In February Max Miiller wrote a letter to the Fimer advo-
cating a memorial to his friend Bishop Patteson, whose mur-
der in one of the Melanesian Islands had been mentioned
this year in the Queen's speech. He received letters of
thanks from many members of the bishop's family. ‘To
have known such a man,' says Max Miller, *is one of life's
greatest blessings. In his life of purity, unselfishness and
devotion to man and faith in a higher world, those who have
eyes to sée may read the best, the most real fwifafe Chricsi.
In his death, following so closely on his prayer for forgiveness

1 Max Milller bad not the least bump of locality.
Gga
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for his enemies — “ for they know not what they do " —we have
witnessed once more a truly Christ-like death.) From this
time on Max Miller felt an interest in the Melanesian Mission

ahove any other.
To His MOTHER.

Translation. Mareh 3, 1872,

¢ should have written sooner, but I have had so much corre-
spondence lately about Strassburg that I had time for nothing clse.
They have made me all sorts of offers, but I have come to no deci-
sion, though I am often drawn towards returning to Germany, The
Government offers me 4,000 thalers a year { £600), and will keep the
Professorship open for me till Easter, 1873. 1 have hit on this plan.
I will leave this early in May and give a course of lectures in Strass-
burg, during the Summer Term, on “The Results of Comparative
Philology.” This binds me in no way, and 1 can form an idea as to
whether 1 am suited for the work of a German professor or not.
Roggenbach writes 1 could live near Baden-Baden and go in by train
on lecture days. G.and the children will not come till the end of
June, so as not to interrupt the children’s classes. The lectures end
uﬂyinm:gmandlmulhmnmkn further plans; so as soon as
you feel up to it you can come to Strassburg and keep house for me.
In the winter I shall in any case return to Oxford, whatever 1 may
ultimately decide on doing. You can fancy how all this has occupled
me, 1 think with an income of to,000 thalers, of which we need not
lay by anything, we could lead a far pleasanter life than we can in
England. Naturally, the children are my chief thought, and whether
their future would be more successful in Germany than here. But all
depends on whether 1 feel | cn be of use, and | can fairly judge that
after a Term. The weather is so mild that the crocuses and violets
are in flower in the garden.’

Hardly had this letter been sent off than Max Miiller was
taken seriously ill, and for some days typhoid fever was feared.
The attack resolved itself into violent neuralgia in the head,
and he was for many days in bed unable to move. At the
end of the time he wrote the following letter to his mother.
After giving an account of his illness, he continues—

" Then came the death of Goldstiicker,' which I felt very much—
we had worked together so Jong. So one goes after the other, and

1 Whom he knew in Paris and London.
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one becomes moreand more lonely. He really caused his own death ;
would see no doctor, though begged to do so, and died from the results
of a cold. I was better off, for I had no want of careful nursing. So
in May I really am going to Strassburg. The money they offer is
a good deal for Germany. They tell me it is the highest salary ever
offered to a Professor. As 1 do not know the life at all, it is pleas-
ant to be able to try it before deciding.

No sooner had the German papers annoonced that * Pro-
fessor Max Miller will &/waly give a course of lectures during
the summer term,’ than various attacks, some in anger, some in
ridicule, began to appear in the French papers, ¢ We suppose
some advances were made to M. Max Miiller, bat it would
have been too great a condescension on his part, too heroic a
sacrifice, to exchange the fat (s¢) endowments of Oxford for
(from the English point of view) a very modest stipendium,’
‘It will be a great honour for the Prussians of Strassburg, and
it is only bare politeness on their part to announce that M.
Max Milller will &ndlly give a course of lectures.’ * Many peo-
ple in France will be astonished that M. Max Miiller, a Foreign
Member of our Institute and pupil of Burnouf, should hasten,
at the first moment, to deliver German lectures on a soil that
We can never cease to consider French!' ‘M. Max Miiller
would have done well if out of regard to France, where he has
many friends and admirers, he had waited till the second Term,
and not associated himself with the inauguration of this Uni-
versity,” The same paper, in mentioning Dewsiche Lieke as
published anonymously, says * the author perhaps shrank from
putting his name to a novelette, or probably was afraid of
arousing feelings of retrospective jealousy in the wife he had
married in England.! Dewtrche Liede came out in 1857, two
and a half years before he married. Finally, the article de-
clares that * M. Max Miiller is determined to aid in the Ger-
manizing of Alsace by the lectures he has Mmaly consented to
give at the German University.! So sensitive did the French
continue, that it was only in the late autumn of 1881 that Max
Miiller, who was elected in 1869, ventured to take his seat at
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the French Institute and make his address of admission, which
was constantly interrupted in the beginning by the younger
members with disagreeable and sneering remarks, il his
friends succeeded at last in enforcing silence.

To Di. KIELHORN.

Translation. Parks Exp, Agrdl 6, 1872,

#1 did indeed hope that you would make your return journey via
England, and that 1 should be enabled to congratulate you and your
fiuture wife in person, So | must do it now at least by letter and in
a great hurry.  May you be as happy as you deserve to be, and may
the Indian years of exile be followed by a happy return to the Ger-
man home. Write to me soon, when you have arrived in Bombay
ar Poonah. 1 have been ill over a month, however | am better now,
and Volume V of the Rirveda Is completed with the exception of
the last four pages. I must send it to you to India, also a little
keepsake from me for your wedding, which I hoped to have given

in person.

¢ have felt Goldstiicker's death much ; I had known him for such
a long time, and small literary differences disappear entirely when
we stand at the grave of a dear old friend. 1 hope to acquire his

library for Strasshurg, Your old countryman,
I.M_ Mn'

The fifth volume of his great work was now ready. The
difficulties of restoring a correct text of Siyami's Commentary
increased with each volume. The MSS. were more and more
faulty, probably because the last part had been less studied and
used, and therefore the MSS. were not corrected and kept up
with the necessary care. No pains had been spared in scour-
ing all India, even the southern provinces, for MSS, but in
vain., Max Miiller says in his Preface to Volume V: —

! There is not one doubtful or difficult passage in the whole of this
work where I have not myself carefully weighed the evidence of the
MS55.; not one where 1 have not myself verified the exact readings
of the M5S., even in those portions which were copied and collated
for me by others, except where the originals were out of my reach.
I befieve 1 have acknowledged, without stint, whatever assistance 1
have received from other scholars during the progress of my work.
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They themselves have assured me that 1 had said more than they
deserved or expected.  But, as it has been broadly hinted that for
certain portions of Siyawd’s Commentary I had parted with my
editorial responsibility, 1 take this opportunity of stating, once for
all, that there is no page, no line, no word, no letter, no accent, in
the whole of the Commentary for which I am not personally respon-
sible. Nothing was ordered for press that I had not myself care-
filly examined and revised, and though for certain portions of my
edition, as | stated in the Preface to each volume, | was relieved of
much preliminary labour, the decision in all critical passages, whether
for good or evil, always rested with me.’

In this volume is published the first part of the Index Ver-
borum, which was made before Max Miiller began the publica-
tion of the Rireeds and Siyard's Commentary, and it was by
its help only he was able to make his way through the difficul-
ties of Slyamd. Professor Benfey, of Gottingen, the veteran
Sanskrit scholar, on seeing a fow proof-sheets of this Index,
wrote, ‘I see what extraordinary assistance the publication of
this Index Verborum will afford to Vedic studies. It will hardly
be possible to render you sufficient thanks for it. I in particu-
lar expect to derive the greatest help from it for my Vedic
Grammar.'

To Canox (sow DeaAN) FARRAR.
PArks Exp, Adedl 14, 1872,

1 quite know what it is to be everworked and how new thoughts
take possession of one's brain, and make us for a time forget every-
thing else. You must suffer more than [ do in that respect, though
I assure you just now, with three books printing in English, and
proof-sheets of a French and of a German translation, and lectures
every day, | sometimes feel quite bewildered. I shall value the
Dedication of your Lectures® very much, and it is very kind of you
to have thought of it. Do not suppose that I am unable to value
researches which lead to conclusions different from my own. |
know it is my own fault if you think so, for 1 feel so conscious that I
cannot express a difference of opinion without giving offence, that
I have given up all criticizing. Were 1 to criticize ——'s book he
would never forgive me, 50 I leave italone. There are people who

1 Lectures on Thke Familics of Speeck.
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can criticize without offending, but I know I cannot — why | cannot
tell. Whenever you print your lectures [ shall be very glad to receive
the proof-sheets if you like ; but, without having seen it, [ shall always
consider it an honour to have my name connected with any one of

your publications.”

In April the Platt-Dentsch poet Klaus Groth and his wife,
with whom the Max Miillers had formed an intimate friendship
in 1869 in Kiel, paid a visit to Oxford, where he delivered
three lectures before the University in German on Plagt-
Deutsch and its close affinity with English. The genial poet
and his charming wife stayed with the Max Millers, and the
visit was keenly enjoyed by both hosts and guests. It was the
last time they were to meet. Fran Klaus Groth died a few
years later, and after her death the poet remained quietly at
Kiel till his death. During their visit Max Miiller's sister-in-
law, his wife's only sister, to whom Max Miiller was warmly
attached, was taken alarmingly ill, and though there was a short
rally, it was but delusive, and she died May 12, leaving six
young children.

To His MOTHER.

Fransiation. May 13, 1872,

‘My DEAR GOOD MoTHER, — [ have just had a telegram from G.
that her sister died to-day at two. She had been ill for some time.
I am going to London, where G. is, by the next train. One of
the boys is here and | must take him to London. It is a terrible
sarrow.'

To THE SaAME.

Transiation. Bosw, May 19.

“Only a line to tell you where [ am. On Saturday at noon was
the funeral, in the same church at Bray where they were married.
It was a most affecting scene. That night I started by Dover and
Calais for Bonn. To-morrow Roggenbach will meet me here.
Wednesday [ muost give my first lecture.’

His wife remained in England till Max Miller had found a
place for her, the children, and his old mother. A very few
days showed him that Strassburg was impossible for his family,
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no houses were to be had, and he began looking for one in the
neighbourhood. On his way to Strassburg he had been threat-
ened with a terrible misfortune. On arriving at Bonn the large
portmantean containing all his notes and MS. books, represent-
ing the labour of his life, was missing, It had been registered
and ploméé for Bonn in London, together with a smaller one
containing clothes. All inquiries at first scemed in vain. The
Crown Prince heard of the disaster, and caused a message to
be sent to all principal stations (railways in Germany are all
government possessions) that the portmantean mucss be found.
The right effect was produced after a time, and the portman-
teau with its contents untouched was returned from somewhere
near Hamburg, but no explanation was ever given. Max Miil-
ler was nearly ill with anxiety, for the loss would have been
irreparable, and really have wrecked his life, as far as his work
was concerned ; but he never told either his wife or mother at
the time all he was going through.

To uis MoTHER.
Translation. STRASSBURG, May 22.
‘Yes! really in Strasshurg — raining, as everywhere. [ have found
a lodging — but a very small ane — two rooms and a very small bed-
room. The want of rooms is terrible.  Write and say how you are,
and whether and when you can come. It can be done, but [ cannot
promise you much enjoyment till we have a house in the country.’

Max Miller soon found that the life in Strassburg would
not do, even for his mother alone, and postponed her arrival,
His time at Strassburg was a thorough success, in spite of the
discomforts. He found that he could lecture in German
without any of the physical fatigue that his English lectures
always gave him. He had fifty hearers, the largest class of
all, and gave private Sanskrit lessons as well. But what he
most enjoyed was the constant intercourse with men, each of
whom was a distinguished representative of his own particular
line of studies. As there were no arrangements for food in
their various lodgings they formed a sort of clob at an hotel,
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and met every day for early dinner and supper. Max Miiller
made many acquaintances with the nising scholars in Germany
who had gathered at Strassburg, as the French papers said,
‘to Germanize the French inhabitants,' On June 1 he
writes : —

“No rooms fit for mother; every one is complaining. We are
mosily “grass widowers " or bachelors and don't mind. There are
no servants. The lectures in themselves are a great pleasure to me,
and [ see they are liked, but they take a great deal of time. [ have to
lecture six times a week, and one is not accustomed to that in Oxford,
where | only give twenty-four lectures in the whole year!®

Max Miiller's inangural lecture on the *Results of Com-
parative Philology,' has been translated and printed in  Chips,
Volume IV. It was published by request as soon as delivered,
and widely circulated in Germany.

To Proressor BERNAYS.

Translation. STRASSBURG, 4 REGENROGENGASSE,
¥ AMay 31, 1872.

My pEAR Friexn, —I should have written before; but 1 had to
wait a little to see how matters arranged themselves, Up to the pres-
ent time I like it very much, and I find it much easier and muoch less
of a strain to speak German than English. I have about forty to
fifty hearers for Comparative Philology, and ten to twelve for Sanskrit
Grammar. Whether this will continue [ do not know. What is
wanting here is a guiding spirit. We seem to be like a carriage
without a driver — it can't go on like this very long. There s an
immense deal still to arrange, two Roggenbachs are hardly sufficient
forall there is to do.  Lodgings are like lake dwellings ( Pradfiauten).
I cannot find a house for my family, but | feel quite well notwithstand-
ing. Yes,after four sleepless nights, my portmanteau arrived, It
caused me real suffering, my bax of books is still an the road.’

To ms Wire.
STRASSBURG, June 4, 1872,
{Why is there so much Euﬂ"ering in this world? [ cannot think it
improves us much, and yet it must have its purpose. All these are
questions far too high for us — we are like children, and more than

el
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children when we come to think of them. All we know is that when
we catch a glimpse of God's handiwork, either in the natural or moral
warld, it is so wonderfully perfect, so0 bevond all our measures, that
we feel safe, as in a good ship, however rough the sea may be.
Whatever we may believe or hope, or wish for, will be fir exceeded
by that higher Will and Wisdom which supports all, even us, little
souls.”
STRASSHURG, fwe 6, 1872,

‘My work here answers well, and the young men seem to like it.
To meit is no effort, and quite a new senaation. [ had no idea that
the effort of lecturing in English was so great.  What takes up my
time here Is preparing the Lectures, particularly as 1 have few books,
and have to hunt up things wherever I can find them.

On June 12 Max Miiller was commanded to Baden to dine
with the German Empress. He had first seen the Empress
some years before at Coblentz, and always considered her to
be one of the best educated women he knew.

He thus describes the scene to his wife : —

‘] was really overwhelmed with kindness. First the Empress
made me a speech in the presence of the whole Court, thanking me
for all | had done for Germany in England, and which she said had
had more influence than [ knew. Then she thanked me for the sac-
rifice [ had made in giving up my summer vacation and rest, for the
new University of Strasshurg, and hoped my example would lead
others to do the same. Lastly, she said she knew from her last stay
in England what people felt there at the thought of my going away.
In fact I was quite overpowered. At dinner | sat opposite to her,
and she talked to me a great deal; and after dinner, when all were
going away, she called me to her, made me sit down, gave me her
hand, and again thanked me most heartily. I stayed half an hour,
and we talked of many things. [t was very interesting to see and
speak with the first German Empress thus face to face.’

To Hern GeorG voN DuNses.
STRASSBURG, fune 17, 1872,
#1 am still quite alone here, but my wife and children come from

England, and my mother from Chemnitz in about a week. [ have
taken a house in Baden-Baden ; 1 shall lecture here from Tuesday to
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Friday, and Friday to Tuesday live in Baden-Baden. The lectures
are & delight to me. It is a real pleasure to speak without any effort.
I cannot think of future plans. For one thing Strassburg is not what
it should be. We want not only one, but four Koggenhbachs (one
for each Faculty, and one for the University) if we are to create
something new and great.’'

To ProrFessor BERNAYS,

Transiation. STRASSHURG, 4 REGENROGENGASSE,

July g, 1872,

‘My pDEaRr Frienn, — It is beautiful here, but it is impossible to
get to know about anything, so [ come to you. 1 have found a qoo-
tation assigned to Arstotle to the fullowing effect: % God, who is
One, receives from us names according to the various visions which
we come to see.” Can you verify this quotation for me, and may it
be assigned to Arnstotle? — Ever faithfully yours, . .

The end of June Max Miiller’s wife and children arrived at
Baden-Baden, and were joined the next week by his old
mother. A pleasant summer was spent in the pretty villa he
had secured there in the Lichtenthaler-Allee on the outskirts
of the town, and when the lectures were over at Strasshurg,
constant excursions were made by the whole party to all the
beantiful places in the neighbourhood. His kind old friend
Baroness Bunsen and two of her daughters were living at Carls-
ruhe, and several visits were paid them there, The end of
July, Max Miller attended the fourth centenary of the Uni-
versity at Munich as delegate from Oxford. On the day of his
arrival, after a long night's journey from Baden, he found the
place already crowded ; more than 2,000 guests had arrived.

To uis Wire.
MunicH, Awgwest 1.

#1t is hard work here, but [ get through it very well. Yesterday
was the reception of all the Deputies. 1 bad to speak for England,
Holland, and Sweden. It went off very well. In the evening I saw
Lakengrin, but after two acts the music was too much for me, and 1
went home. [ had telegraphed for my silk gown, hood, and cap,
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and they have arrived ; so to-day, in the public procession, Oxford
will be grandly represented, Afier the procession there will be
speeches, dinner, &c.’
Asgeat 2,

¢ The amount of festivities one has to go throogh is great, but | am
still afloat. 1suppose you see the accounts in the newspapers. Dur-
ing the procession yesterday, my gown, hood, and cap were much
admired. We dined in the Odeon, about oo people. Déllinger
presided ; on his right and left the two Bavarian Princes, then the
Prime Minister, and then I. [ was surrounded with stars; [ believe
1 was the only man of the 400 who had not some little star or ribbon,
Last night it poured, so 1 went home; | don't know whether there
was a torchlight procession. To-day again festivities from morning
till evening.'

The festivities ended with a great Commers, or evening
gathering, of all the students in one of the Beer Gardens, at
which the Bavarian Princes were present, and to which all the
delegates, professors, &c. were invited. The total number of
guests was 3,377 Dr Dillinger was then Rector Magnificus.
At the opening ceremony, as it was impossible that all the dele-
gates should deliver congratulatory speeches, the assembled
delegates elected Professor von Sybel to speak for the German,
and Max Miller for the Foreign Universities. In his speech
Max Miiller reminded his hearers that when he was a German
student it was highly eriminal to believe in a United German
Empire ; that day he stood before them having just finished a
course of lectures at Strassburg, the first University of the
United German Empire.

In his reply Dr. Dillinger complimented Max Miiller as
nobly representing the bond which united the Munich Uni-
versity with the Universities of the whole Teutonic race.

‘By education and culture, as by birth, you belong to Ger-
many . . . the splendid task has fallen to you —and [ believe it
is the first instance in the history of England— of acting as inter-
preter of German science . . . in that University in which the
flower of the English nation receives its education.  We look up to
Oxford as an elder sister, for she existed centuries before us, and has
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had a glorious history, such as no German University has had, and
our wishes are that Oxford may for ever remain what she has been

fior centuries, both to England and the world.’

To Dr. MoriTz CARRIERE?
BADEN-BADEN, SCHILLERSTRASSE,
Angnst 4, 187z,
My near Friesn,—1 have returned well satisfied, but also
very tired, to Baden-Baden this morning. Many thanks for vour

kindness, and for the great pleasure which you procured for me.
I had till now no idea of such a festival, and 1 must send a short
description of it to Oxford, to the Vice-Chancellor, My words about
Oxford are easily reported, but not the words of warm sympathy
which Ddllinger uttered in his reply. Do you think that they could
be found in print anywhere? I have the gist of his speech clear in
my mind, but the fpaisima verba would of course produce a far
greater impression in Oxford, and coming from Dallinger they are
of historical value, and deserve more than an ephemeral existence.
+ « + My kind regards to Baron von Liebig. — Ever yours.'

Early in this year Max Miller had made arrangements with
Messrs. Longman to publish a translation of the Zife of Baron
Stockmar, the intimate friend of King Leopold, the Queen of
England, and Prince Albert. It was written by Stockmar's son,
and threw a mew light on many things connected especially
with the life of King Leopold, his first marriage, the death of
Princess Charlotte, the offer of the Greek thrones, and the final
election to Belgium. Max Miller's old friend Morier had been
asked to find a translator. The book appeared in the autumn,
and a large edition was sold. It had, of course, the advantage
thronghout of Max Miiller's careful superintendence.

Translation.

To R. B. D. Morier, Esg., MINISTER AT MuNICH.
BADEN-BADEN, Augnst 12, 1872,

My pEAR MoRriER,— 1 was very sorry when I was at Munich
that you were not there. Everything else was quite perfect, but it
took me nearly a week to recover from the feast, both material and

1 Philosophical writer and poet— o friend from Berlin University days,
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intellectual. There were many enquiries for you; 1 hope yon are
better by this time, There is nothing so good after a bout of gout
a5 Baden-HBaden ; the neighbourhood here is most charming, a real
Pamdise. Now | want to know when we may have the introduction
to Stockmar. We are getting on well with the translation, and
Longman wants to begin printing as soon as possible.  Abeken's
death is a great loss. He was a faithful friend, the only respectable
element in the Pool of Varzin.'

To Herr GeorG voN Bunsex
{who was coming to the Black Forest).
BADEN, Aupust 21.

“This Is delightful —at present we are still tied to this place.
We Intended going to Switzerland, bet our governess has fallen il
in Hanover, and so my wife cannot leave the children. So 1 hope
we shall be able to see much of you. [t is s0 beantiful here, and we
three generations, grandmother, mother, and children, enjoy our
time here much. . . . Shall we meet at Gernsbach on Friday?®

FEarly in September Max Miller presented to the Uni-
versity of Strassburg a magnificent gift from the University of
Oxford, 650 volumes of the publications of the Clarendon
Press, uniformly bound in calf, every volume containing the
inscription —

PRESEXTED TO
THE LIBRARY OF THE UNIVERSITY OF STRASSEURG
BY THE UNIVERSITY OF OXFORD,
1872,

The books were all arranged in order in one of the halls,
where a large company gathered to hear Max Miiller's address,
in which he gave a sketch of the constitution of the University
of Oxford, so totally unlike all foreign Universities, and of
its principal institutions, buildings, &c. Later in the month
Max Miiller and his wife made a short excursion in Switzerland,
visiting the Bernese Oberland for the first time. During the
stay at Baden Princess Hohenlohe, half-sister of our (QQueen,
died, and Princess Alice (Princess Louis of Hesse) came to
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Baden to attend the funeral ceremonies. Max Miiller had
more than one long interview with the Princess, He was
mich struck by the depth and earnestness of her mind,
and ber great dignity coupled with a remarkable charm of
manner. On his return to England the Princess sent Max
Muller the last work by Stranss, Der alte und der newe Glaube,
as * Her Royal Highness was persuaded that, quite apart from
the question of argnment with its conteats, either in whole or
in part, he would read the work with great interest.'

To s WirFe.
Oxronn, Nevewber 4.

‘1 had a letter from Strasshurg. There are more than joo sto-
dents, eighty more in the philosophical faculty. 1 do not know how
it is, but I cannot bring myself to write yet. 1 wait for some hint,
for something to happen, which will show me what I ought to do. 1
have always found a finger-post on my way throngh the world; I
cannot find one jost now.'

To THE DEAN OF WESTMINSTER.
Nowember 17, 1872,

My DEAR STANLEY, — What I meant was that kings, like min-
isters, like members of Parliament, like judpges, o hoc goanes omne, are
men, and it i« foolish to frame theories according to which they are
supposed to be anything else. We do not want friendless or heart-
less sovereigns, and in a constitutional State the responsibility of the
ministers ought to cover, not only the sovereign in the abstract, but
the soverelgn as he Is, surrounded by wife, children, friends, &c.
After all, the sovereign cannot acf except through responsible minis-
ters, and would at every crisis have to choose between his ministers
and his friends. The absurdity of certain constitutional theories
reached its acme when people complained that Prince Albert acted
as the friend and adviser of the Queen. Stockmar is very strong on
that point in his Mémeires, and 1 confess his remarks seem to me
full of political wisdom. I should not at all be surprised if the book
caused a commotion.

“We shall meet at dinner on Saturday at Balliol — to meet Baron

Rothschild.



1872] DEAN STANLEY AS SELECT PREACHER 465

41 have been reading Strauss's last book, and 1 should like to know
what you think of it. [ suppose it was sent to you as it was sent
to me.

“ Stockaar will not be out before the joth, but I hope to give you
a copy next Saturday.’

To e Rigut Hon. W. E. GLADSTONE.
Parks Exn, Nevewder 23, 1872,

] have asked my publisher to send you one of the early copies of
Baron Stockmar's Misedres, | {eel certain you will find the book
interesting, and | only hope you may not think the English too
German. Though the two languages are so closely related, one
hardly ever finds a word in English that will completely render the
purport of & German word. Those words which are etymologically
and historically the same in German and English are the most
treacherous, for they never mean exactly the zame in the two lan-
guages. One learns here, too, the old lesson that those who differ
little are far more apt to misunderstand each other than those who
differ fofe coelo. 1 have tried in my preface to smooth certain sus-
ceptibilities, which no doubt are perfectly justified, but which [
should regret to see discussed in public any more than has been
done already.’

It will perhaps be remembered that Dean Stanley was this
year nominated by Council as one of the Sclect Preachers.
A most determined opposition was started by Mr. — afterwards
Dean— Burgon, and Dean Goulburn, aided by Mr. Golightly,
the champion of the evangelical party in Oxford, The follow-
ing letter alludes to this: —

Pangs Exn, Oxrorn, December 8, 1872

My DEAR STANLEY,—We may win, and that Is good —we may
be beaten, and perhaps that may be better, in order to open people’s
eyes to the intolerable intolerance to which Oxford has to submit.
Comvocatio delenda ext ought henceforth to be the watchword of all
friends of the University.

‘For the present we mean to act. Edwin Palmer is very angry;
Gathorne Hardy and Mowbmy disapprove—Pusey and Liddon
abstain. Bernard attended our meeting. Prince Leopold is quite
irate! The great question is, can the London lawyers come down to
vote? Ever yours full of hope, but very savage,

‘Max MULLER.)

T Hh
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The London lawyers, headed by the venerable Sir Stephen
Lushington, came down in numbers to vote. Max Miiller who
had delivered a lecture at Liverpool the night before returned
to record his vote, much to the dismay of the friends at whose
house he was staying, and who were having a large evening
party in his honour. Broad Street was nearly filled when the
Halliol M.A.'s turned out to support one of the most illustrious
and well-loved of their scholars : the great public schools sent
up their masters, and the victory was a very complete one. As
the numbers were read out Mr. Burgon and Dean Goulburn
were seen to wring each other’s hands in the area, as if to say
 better luck next time." When Dean Stanley preached his first
sermon, and stood again in the University pulpit after nine
years, St. Mary’s was densely crowded, every inch of standing
room being filled.

The following letter to his mother gives a glimpse of Max
Miiller with his children. The birthdays of the father and
maother were joyfully observed, and as the children grew older
they alwiys had some little surprise ready for the day, besides

their long-prepared presents.

To His MOTHER.

Translation. December 12,

i1 wish you had been here, and especially in the evening, when the
children acted for us very prettily. One thing was really very good.
You should have seen Ada as Spring, when she recited Die Hersen
auf, die Fenster anf. She did it with such spirit as quite surprised me.
The whole poem presticsime, and really so well done, it could not have
been better, and she had arranged and thought it out quite alone.
Then they came in dressed up with wigs and coloured eyebrows.
Beatrice as a Marquise, Wilhelm as Schneewitchen, so that one could
not recognize them. They sang several songs in English and Ger-
man—in fact the whole was a great success.’

To teg Rigat Hox, W. E. GLADSTONE.
Decernber 23, 1872,

‘1 have just heen reading your speech at Liverpool. There are
some notes in it which delighted my German heart, though I am afraid
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that much of what yon say of the simplicity of German life and Jove
of knowledge for knowledge's sake applies to the past rather than to
the present.  The dangers of success and prosperity are clearly dis-
cernible there, particularly in the large towns, and the two most jm-
partant elements in the political life of the nation, the Schoalmasters
and the Civil Servants (the much-abused but in Germany invaluable
Bureaucracy), find it almost impossible to hald their own, and o
command the respect which was formerly paid to them. 1 read with
deep interest what you said about Strauss' new book. Not quite &
fortnight ago 1 had wrestled with Strauss before 2 Liverpool audience,
though I did not mention his name. The book in itself scems to
me slight, but it acquires great importance as being the last confes-
sion of a man such as Strauss.  The only strong position in his book
is Darwinism, or Revolutionism, which counts as many believers in
England as in Germany, i not more. The problems started by
Darwin, H. Spencer, Haeckel, &c. are matters of life and death, and
they must become the battlefield for the next philosophical campaign.
1 confess 1 have no reply to some of their arguments, and I should
have liked very much to hear from you with what WEApONS you
think that the victorious progress of their philosophy is to be stopped.
It is impossible to decline battle, though no doubt it is fraught with
dangers, nor do I see a chance of victory unless many positions which
have become untenable are freely surrendered. 1 am preparing some
lectures on the subject for the Royal Institution in March, but I feel
far from confident. 1 am afraid I shall not be able to avail myself of
your kind invitation to Hawarden Castle; I have beena martyr to
toothache lately, and there is such an accumulation of work that T
shall want all my time when I am able to work. Allow me to send
¥ou two lectures of mine on German and English University life.

*With the best wishes of the season,'

At the close of this year there was great suffering in North
Germany owing to a terrible storm in the Baltic,. The sea rose
to a fearful height and devastated miles of coast, causing great
loss of life and property, especially in the Island of Riigen. The
poet Freiligrath wrote a beautiful poem, which he called ¢ Wil-
helm Miller, a Spirit Voice,' in which he represented Wilhelm
Miiller, some of whose best poems had been written from Riigen,
#s calling on his countrymen to aid the sufferers. The poet's
Son saw the poem in a paper, and it elicited not only substan-

tial help, but the following letter to the author : —
Hhaz
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To Hera FERDINAND FREILIGRATH.

Panks Exp, OXFORD,
Decemiber 25, 1872,

iDEak S, —] have only lately seen your beautiful poem in the
rer Zeitung of December 8, and therefore my thanks come

Augabu
very late.  But [ must give utterance to what 1, as the son of Wilhelm

Miiller, felt in reading your poem, and I thank you from my heart
that you have put in the mouth of a poet, now half-forgotten by the
largest portion of the German public, words which most poets would
have kept as their own utterance. This has given great delight not
only to his son, but to his widow, who is still living, and they both
send you their thanks, May the recollection of the too carly departed
poet, and the love of the German people for the living poet, bring a
rich response to your appeal. Fate has hitherto kept us from meet-
ing in England, and it is therefore all the greater satisfaction to me
to shake you by the hand, if only in spirit. With troe respect,
¢ Your more than thirty years' admirer,
iMax MiiEr!

Translation.

On December 30 Max Miller writes to his mother: —

*Stockmar's Life came out on November 30 and seems very much
liked, and is seling well. The first week 1,000 of the 3.000 copies
were sold, and 500 in America.  We sent one to the Queen. Prince
Leopold complimented G. on her knowledge of German very prettily.
He is here as an undergraduate, and came here one day to five o'clock
tea. He does not dine out. He is so simple and unaffected.’

Another large edition of the ZLectures om Language (the
seventh) was published this year,
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1873-1874

German University fimances.  Strassburg Professorship declined, Schlie-
mann, Lectures on Darwin's Phifocophy of Lamguape.  Emerson.
Veddahs, Cromer, Lecture in Westminster Abbey, Order pour le
Mérite. Member of Hungarian Academy. Prince and Princess ol
Koumanis, Oriental Congress, Last volume of Ajreds. American

attack on Max Miiller.

Tue New Year found Max Miller quietly at Oxford, work-
ing at the last volume of the Feda, and at his Lecteres on
Religion, given in 1870, but never published, and preparing
a short course of lectures for the British Institution on Lan-
guage as the barrier between man and brute, which he called
on Darwin's Philesoply of Langwage. This was Prince Leo-
pold's first year at Oxford as an undergraduate. Max Miiller
saw him constantly, and ever afterwards recalled their inter-
course with genuine interest and affection, and he always hoped
that the Prince might do much for his country as an enlight-
ened patron of literature and art.

The following letter to Dr. Althans refers to the dedication
to Max Miller of Bulwer's Comeng Race. The work was pub-
lished anonymously, and it was only in the Obituary Notice
in the Zimes that the secret of its authorship was disclosed.

OxrorD, famuary 1, 1873,
“Many thanks for Bulwer. Only think I never knew him, never
even saw him, and learnt first after his death who had written Fhe
Coming Race. One ought not to be proud of anything, but T was
very much delighted.’
469
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To R. B. D. Morier, EsQ.
Oxvoun, fewwary 1, 1873.

i My pran oLD FELLOW, — Best wishes for the New Year. 1don't
know whether you see many English papers ; old Stockmar has
been reviewed in most of them, and it is very interesting to see how
Johannes Bos has looked at him from different points, There was
one review In the Morming Fost more or less official, or Palmer-
stonlan, It might bea good subject for an article in the Adugsburger,
ar some other Zeituny, to show how the book has been received and
partly digested in England. 1 have had several private letters which
show that the book has told in various ways. [ hope you observed
Gladstone's civilities in his last Glasgow speech (before he came to
Strauss). Do you know of anybody who could write such an article?
Young Stockmar is not the man to do it, he fs evidently put out by
the critics, as if it was worth while writing a book to which every-
body S to say Amen. Ever yours.'

To Casoy (now DEaN) FARRAR.
Sanuary 6, 1873

¢Allow me to thank you at once for the copy of your Lecfures
on the Families of Speech, and for your very kind dedication.  You
say much more than 1 deserve, and all 1 can do is to do my best
to deserve some part of your good opinion, by what 1 still hope 1o
do for the Science of Language. At present my hands and my
thoughts are full of other work, I am writing lectures on the # Scl-
ence of Rellgion," and to know what to say, and what not to say in
four introductory lectures is no easy matter, In fact | should gladly
retire from my task, if 1 could, for 1 hardly feel up to work, and 1
am not satisfied with what | have written.  As soon as [ see a little
daylight and find leisure for other work, 1 shall read your lectures;
and after | have done so, I hope to write to you again, or still bet-
ter, have a talk with you on points on which we differ, and on points
on which we agree. In the meantime accept my hearty thanks.'

Mr. Gladstone had addressed some inquiries to Max Maller
on the constitution of German Universities, to which the fol-
lowing letter gives an anewer : —

Pangs Exn, famwary 12, 1873
+] have no book at hand where I could find the exact sum allowed
to each University by Government, but such books exist, and | have
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asked George Bunsen at Berlin to send me something like a Blue
Book on the subject. The Universities derive their whole Income
from Government. Even in cases where there are ancient founda-
tions still preserved, the funds or the land must be administered
under the cognizince of Government, generally by a Government
Commissioner, The only other source of income consists in the
fees paid by the students. These in the case of the principal
professors who lecture on Anatomy, Church History, or such like
indispensable subjects are considerable.  Savigny, being Professor
al Law at Berlin, declined the Ministry of Justice, unless his income
a5 minister could be raised to what his income was as professor.
A class of goo students would yield a professor during the two
Semesters 1,600 Louis d'or, and some of the professors in my time
used to give two courses of lectures in each Semester. The highest
salary now paid to a professor is only 4,000 thaler or f6oo, vet
even that is more than the average income of a professor at Oxford,
with the exception of the Theological chairs. Considering the
general income of the country, the sum expended by Government
on the Universities is high. The number of Universities is large,
each independent prince wished to have a University, and 1 believe
they will be kept up even now, for they have proved useful centres
of intellectual life in every part of Germany. The difficulty to which
you allude of tenchers examining their own pupils is little felt.  The
professor, lecturing to a large class, does not know many of the
students personally. The examination is always conducted by a
Commission consisting of five or six professors.  Besides, the Uni-
versity degree does not confer any tangible rights. In order to
become a lawyer, a clergyman, a physiclan, a schoolmaster, every
candidate has to pass the Government Examination, and with these
the professors, qui professors, bave nothing to do. It was to mea
matter of great interest to compare the working of a German Univer-
sity, such as Strassburg, with what I knew of Oxford. Each country,
no doubt, fashions its own Universities, and makes them to supply
the real wants of the people. Yet there is much to be learnt from
a comparison of the two systems. 1 shall be very glad to undergo
a cross-examination when vou are fn London again, 1 believe the
time will come when something will have to be done, not only for
Ireland, but for England too. Oxford wants new life. Both teach-
ing and learning seem to me to be regarded as a burden, which
atght not to be. 1 send you a few papers which may partly answer
your purpose. In the little calendar, you will find the statistics of
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the German Universities, as far as their teaching staff and the
number of students are concerned.  In the plan of the lectures, you
sec what is done even by so small a University as Strassburg.  You
can see how almost every professor has a laboratory, seminary,
hospital, or institution, supported by assistants, where he works with
his pupils apart from his lectures. These institutions are the real
secret of the success achieved by the German Universities, In
several cases the students who are admitted to them receive, while
they are at work, an exhibition or fellowship. Anyhow, these insti-
tutions are the real workshop where the tradition is handed down
from generation to generation. The Colleges with their fellowships
might be made to answer some such purpose. There are many
professors in Germany who would have spoken like Dillinger on
Materialism. What I like in the German Universities is the frank-
ness with which everybody states the convictions at which he has
arrived. Strauss’ book has been very severely treated in Germany.
Yet, there is a crisis going on there as in England; something is
dying, whether we like it or not. To my mind Mansecl's Bawihfon
Lectwrer and the reception they met with were a sign of the times.
They seemed to me far more irreligions than Herbert Spencer.
They left religion as a mere cry of despair.  Frederick Maurice saw
the tendency of that school of thought, which erects an insurmount-
able barrler between the finite mind and the infinite, but be could
not make himself understood. Mansel and Herbert Spencer seem
to me at the present moment to rule at Oxford in the two opposite
camps, and [ do not wonder that they produce in each much the
same results. [ spent some interesting hours with Dillinger at
Munich. He is a man of great courage in thought and word; but,
though he is a strong and vigorous old man, he shrinks from action.
He is Erasmus over again; a rougher nature will be wanted 1o do
the rougher work.”
To mis MoTHER.

Translation. Oxrorn, fennary 18, 1873.

i Stockmar is selling well. The Queen has thanked me in the
kindest manner for the preface. Prince Christian wrote at the
Queen's desire, and she expressed herself kindly about the book
altogether, . . . I had almost forgotten the Emperor (Napoleon).
Let him rest in peace. One must not judge him, but few men have
cansed so much misery in the world as he. He was always liked in
England, so his death has called out a good deal of sympathy. The
last years of his life must have been a hard penance.’
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To THE SAME.

Transiation. Februgry 16:

¢The Strassburg uncertainty is over. I wrote them word that
with all my private work [ could enly lecture one Term in the year
—and on account of the other professors they could not armange
that. 1am glad, for I had done my duty, and should have had to
make o great pecuniary sacrifice, and it would have tiken up too
much of my time, and I could not with a good conscience have
undertaken more than [ offered. My chief thought has been about
the children, and whether it would not be better for them to be
brought up in Germany. That is often a weight on me, for the
arrangements here are very imperfect. One can manage for the
girls, but how it will be for Wilhelm, I do not yet see. Bul time
will show. As yet he learns nothing, but is healthy and merry.  G.
is not very unhappy about Strassburg.’

To DEAN STANLEY.
OxrorD, February 21, 1873,

] now have lectures in London and Birmingham. As soon as
these are over the printing of Volume V1. will begin, and then | shall
go on with the translation. 1 found my work so in arrears, that for
the present, at least, I have given up a change to Strassburg. [ am
very sarry, for the life in Strassburg was like a mental sea bath. 1
wrote last week to give it up.’

To =#1s MOTHER.
Translation. OxFoRD, Felbruary 25.
#Yesterday 1 dined with Prince Leopold, and he said the Queen
had charged him to tell me how pleased she was that I had decided
to stay in England. 1 am writing to Strassburg to found a Stipen-
dium in their University with the 2,000 thalers they paid me last
year, for the study of the Fede. [t will not hurt me, and [ am glad

not to take any money from them. The people in Strassburg and
Berlin have been very friendly over the whole matter, even Bismarck

expressed his sorrow at my decision.’

And thus the uncertainty about Strassburg which had hung
over the family for above a year came to an end. The Prize
founded by Max Miller, and which bears his name, js given
every third year for the best dissertation on ‘ Vedic Literature,’
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and may be competed for not merely by present students at
Strassburg, but by those who have already taken their degree,
provided they studied for at least four Terms at that University,

It was in this year that Max Miller made the acquaintance
of Dr. Schliemann, the famous excavator, at first by COTTespon-
dence only. From the first, Max Miiller took a great interest in
Dr. Schliemann’s work ; the disinterested character of the dis-
coverer appealed to him, though he often found himself unable
to follow Dr. Schliemann’s deductions, and to the last he used
smilingly to say, ‘ He destroyed Troy for the last time." In 1875
Dr. Schliemann paid a visit to Oxford, and stayed with Max Ml
ler, who for several years was instrumental in getting Schliemann's
papers and articles inserted in the leading newspapers and peri-
odicals. When Dr. Schliemann exhibited his Trojan treasures
at the South Kensington Museum, Max Miiller spent some time
in London helping him to arrange the things —an arduous task,
for, as is well known, though he had the scent of a truffle dog
for hidden treasures, he had little or no correct archaeological
knowledge, and Max Miller found the things from the four dif:
ferent strata which Schliemann considered he had discovered
at Troy in wild confusion — though he maintained they were all
carefully packed in different cases. One day when Max Miiller
was busy over a case of the lowest stratum, he found a piece of
pottery from the highest. ‘Que voulez-vous,’ said Schliemann,
‘it has tumbled down!' Not long after, in a box of the high-
est stratum appeared a piece of the rough pottery from the low-
est. ‘ Que voulez-vous,’ said the imperturbable Doctor, *it has
tumbled up !’ The friends met again in Malojn in 1885, Dr
Schliemann had meantime finished his beautiful house in Athens,
in which two bedrooms were called after Max Miller, and many
were the pressing invitations to occupy them ; but when Max
Miller visited Athens in 1893, his kind friend had passed away.
He gave Max Milller a good many things from Mycenae, which
are now in the Ashmolean Museum, and also a tiny bit of gold
from Agamemnon's grave. The correspondence is of too tech-
nical a character to be given here — interesting letters from Max

e
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Miiller on Athene Glaucopis and Hera Boopis, on the Hindu
Svastika and on Jade Tools, are inserted in Schliemann's Zrosa.
Dr. Schliemann also gave Max Miiller the valuable Tanagra
figures, which his friends will remember in the drawing-room
at 7 Norham Gardens.

Max Miller's American friend Mr, Conway was at this time
preparing an Anthology culled from the religious books of dif-
ferent sects and beliefs. Hence the following letter. In the

sentiments of the latter part most people will agree : —

To Moncure Coxway, Esg.
Parks Exn, Marck 13, 1873.

‘T can see no objection to your printing a number of verses from
the D pada, but as the book is not my own, I think it would
be better if you communicated with the publisher, Mr. Trilbner.
As to lectures, I am at present so overworked that ] ought not to
make new engagements. 1 shall have to give three lectures at the
Royal Institution, then at Birmingham, and [ have my Oxford lec-
tures going on at the same time, 50 that this is as much as I can
safely do.  Lastly, a Mythological Society sounds a somewhat omi-
nous name; yet | quite agree with you that it might dogood. How-
ever, what I should like to see would be n concentration of the
different Societies, and the constitution of a London Academy,
divided into Sections. So much work and money are now frittered
away, and the Transactions and Journals of the numerous Societies
have become mere burial grounds; for who can even cut open their
pages? 1 read with great interest the fuder, whers | occasionally
sce your name.  Does that paper tell in America? and what is or
are the really powerful organs of thought in the United States?

The end of March the three lectures on Mr. Darwin's Pk
losophy of Language were given at the Royal Institution. They
were printed in Fraser's Magazsine, and also a very few copies
for presentation, but were never republished in a collected

The following letter alludes to the completion this spring of
Mr. Bellows' excellent pocket Fremch Dictionary, a copy of
which Max Mtiller always took about with him, and he invari-
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ahly recommended it as the best type of dictionary he knew in
any language: —
To Mn. BELLOWS.
Pargs Exn, April 2, 1873

iMy DEAR Friexp,— Many thanks for your charming Diction-
ary, which | found here on my return from London. 1 am too busy
just now to do more than admire it, and congratulate you on its
successful termination. 1 know no other pocket dictionary that
could compete with it. Your discoveries at Gloucester are very
curious [Roman wall in his own garden], and 1 hope 1 shall be ahle
to inspect them some day or other. Just pow | am lecturing in
London on # Language as the Batrier between Man and Beast,” and
I have hardly any thought for anything else. Ina few weeks | hope
1 shall be more free again.'

The next letter refers to an interesting article written by Dr.
Althaus in one of the Magazines on the * Germans in England.'
Max Milller’s is the last name in the article.

To Di. ALTHAUS,

Translaiion. OxrorD, Afril 13

My pEAR Doctor, — I do not know how to thank you. I have
just read your Essay, and indeed I feel it would be superhuman ify
after reading what you say, | did not feel as in a sort of champagne
mood. 1, of course, know best how much too much you have said
of me, but even reducing it by half, there remains so much apprecia-
tion which [ highly value. I have spent many happy and beautiful
years in England, and even the little disappointments do not disturb
me, anid they cannot blur memory's sunny pictures. The only
things I long for are my old friends. One feels more and more
alone and solitary, and that feeling draws me so often towards Ger-
many with a great longing. 1 do not know whether you feel the
game. When | was young I did not know what Heimweh meant

now it increases with every new year.

It was after the lectures in London that Emerson, who was
paying his third and last visit to England, came to Oxford with
his daughter as Max Miiller's honoured guest. Max was one
of Emerson’s ardent admirers, and had known and loved his
writings from his earliest days in England. On the second
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day of Mr. Emerson's visit, Prince Leopold lunched at Parks
End to meet the old man. It was a brilliant May day, and
the whole party sat out in the garden after luncheon, and
the hours slipped past in pleasant converse, till Prince Leopold
proposed an adjournment to his house, which was near at
hand, for five o'clock tea, when he delighted Mr. Emerson by
showing him many private photographs of the rooms at Wind-
sor, Osborne, and Balmoral. The next day, after attending
Mr. Ruskin's lecture, the Max Millers and Emersons visited
him in his rooms at Corpus, where the scene took place re-
corded in dwld Lang Syme. Mr. Ruskin wrote afterwards to
Max Miller to account for it, by saying, * It chanced that both
you and Mr. Emerson happened to say things from which I
deeply and entirely dissented, and which reduced me at once

to silence.’
To Cuannes Darnwin, Esq.

Parks Exn, OxroRrD, fune 29, 1873.

¢5m, — In taking the Hherty of forwarding to you a copy of my
Leetures, 1 feel certain that you will accept my remarks as what they
were intended to be—an open statement of the difficulties which a
student of language feels when called upon to explain the languages
of man, such as he finds them, as the possible development of what
has been called the language of animals. The interjectional and
mimetic theories of the origin of language are no doubt very atirac-
tive and plansible, but if they were more than that, one at least of
the great authorities in the science of language — Humboldt, Bopp,
Grimm, Burnouf, Curtius, Schleicher, &c.—would have adopted
them. However, it matters very little who is right and who is
wrong; but it matters a great deal what is right and what is wrong,
and as an honest, though it may be unsuccessful, attempt at finding
out what is true with regard to the conditions under which human
language is possible, 1 venture to send you my three Lecfwres, trust-
ing that, though 1 differ from some of your conclusions, you will
believe me to be one of your diligent readers and sincere admirers.’

That the Lecturer did not alter Mr. Darwin's cordial appre-
ciation of Max Miller is shown by the following charming
letter, inserted by permission : —
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Dowx, BECKENHAM, KENT, fuly 3, 1873.
{DEAR SiR,— [ am much obliged for your kind note and present
of your Lectirer. | am extremely glad to have received them from
you, and 1 had intended ordering them. [ feel quite sure from what
T have read in your works that you would never say anything of an
honest adversary to which he would have any just right to olject;
and as for myself, you have often spoken highly of me, perhaps more

highly than [ deserve.
As far as language is concerned, I am not worthy to be your

adversary, as | know extremely little about it, and that little learnt
from very few books. 1 should have been glad to have avoided the
whale subject, but was compelled to take it up as well as [ could.
He who is fully convinced, as | am, that man is descended from
some lower animal, Is almost forced to believe a gribrd that articu-
late language has been developed from inarticulate cries; and he is
therefore hardly a fair judge of the arguments opposed to this belief,

*With cordial respect, | remain, dear Sir,
*Yours very faithfully,
‘CrAnLES DARWIN'

The Zectures were answered by Mr. Darwin's son, whose
article was again replied to by Max Miller in the Condem-
porary Review, called, * My reply to Mr. Darwin,' which in its
turn provoked the violent attack by Professor Whitney on Max
Miiller described in a later chapter,

During this summer Max Miiller sat to Mr. Bruce Joy fora
medallion, and later on for a bust, in the kadi? drodé of the
French Institute, the clever artist being his guest whilst the
work was carried out. Several pleasant and refreshing visits
were paid to the Deanery, Westminster, which Lady Augusta
Stanley made a second home to many of her husband's old
Oxford friends. The Max Millers also stayed at Sir William
Siemens', for the Civil Engineers' sofrée at the South Kensington
Musenm, an evening long remembered with pleasure, as spent
almost entirely with Charles Kingsley looking at the Vernon
collection of pictures, which at that time still hung there,

In July Max Miller went to Germany to bring his mother
to England. She had been far from well for some months,




1‘-

ﬁfdﬂ'- ..M!‘. 4



'I”' P

il L
ot TR

alb

- e



1873] VISIT 70 GERMANY 479

and he found her at first unwilling to travel, and thus was kept
longer in Germany than he expécted.

To s WIFE.
Swly, 1873,

11 we do a thing because we think it is our duty, we generally fail §
that is the old law which makes slaves of us. ‘The real spring of our
life and our work in life must be love —true, deep love — not love of
this or that person, or for this or that reason, but deep human love,
devotion of soul to soul, love of God realized where alone it can be,
in love of those whom He loves: Everything else is weak, and
passes away ; that love alone supports us, makes life tolerable, binds
the present together with the past and future, and is, we may trust,

Whilst at Chemnitz with his mother, Max Miiller wrote to
tell Professor Benfey that his Index Verborum of the Rig-veda
was printed. He had prepared it himself before he brought
out his first volume of the Rig-vedz in 1840, and had lately
employed a young German to arrange the Index for each one
of the six volumes as a whole. It is still of great practical
value, as, the references being to hymns and verses and lines,
and not to pages, it can be used with any edition of the Aig-
peda. He also mentions that a new edition of his Hitfpaddsa
was called for, and of his Sansérit Grammar in English, ' and
yet,’ he says, ‘I have my hands already quite fiall."

The Lectures on the Science of Religion, given in 1870, had
been published just before Max Miiller went to Germany, and
were dedicated to Emerson, ‘ in memory of his visit to Oxford,
and in acknowledgement of constant refreshment of head and

heart derived from his writings during the last twenty-five
years.'

The volume was favourably received, and called out less
adverse eriticism than it would have done three years before.

¢ Professor Max Miller,” says one reviewer, ‘properly calls the
lectures in this volume “ An Introduction.” They break ground in
the little-trodden path of comparative theology. He tells us he is
convinced that study here will ultimately produce as great a revolu-
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tion in our ideas of man’s past history, and in the relations and
character of the varous religions of mankind, as study of natural
science has produced in our view of the creation. Researches in
the sphere of history, with the help of comparative mythology, prove
that there are elements in human nature which must have been
primal and original, which could never have been developed, which
must have been implanted from the beginning —wherever we place
that. That man, as a religious being, possesses such an element or
disposition, we conceive Mr. Miiller himself has gone far to prove.
And the more we find, by comparison of the religlons of the world,
the distinctness and indestructibility, and yet the essential identity
of this element under all varieties of forms of development, the more
shall we be compelled to accept the fact of the Divine origin of man-
kind, and, even amid jts worst corruptions, of the community of
hitman nature with the Divine, of the finite with the Infinite.’

So Tittle is still known about the Veddahs, that the following

letter to Mr. Hartshorne may be of interest :—
Oxrorn, fuly 27, 1873

‘DEAR Six,—1 have just returned from Germany, and [ am afraid
that my answer to your letter of June 23 will hardly reach you in time,
before you start again on a new visit to the Veddahs. 5o much has
been said about their peculiarities in language, thought, and manners,
that a really trustworthy account of them would certainly be most
valuable. How difficult such an account is you must know best by
this time. In looking at your list of Veddah words I was struck at
once by their Pali, 7.¢. secondary Sanskrit character. The question
therefore arises, are those Pali or Sinhalese words later importations,
or i it possible to distinguish between an earlier substratum of Ved-
dah speech and these clearly Aryan words ? Or, does the Veddah
language take its place simply as a degraded Sinhalese dialect, and
the Veddah people as a degraded Sinhalese race, instead of being, as
gencrally supposed, a remnant of a primitive and savage race. This
question can be solved scientifically by linguistic evidence only. But
the solution is most difficult. We most know what corruptions are
possible between Veddah and Sinhalese, between Sinhalese and Elu,
between Eluand Pali, between Pali and Sanskrit. . . . [ have marked
on your list of Veddah words many that are clearly of Sinhalese kin-
ship, and these are words which constitute the most necessary por-
tion of a language; for instance, the fromouns, words for man, cow,
flowers, to cook, to go, &c., &c. Here and there | sce a trace of
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grmmatical stroctire, and you may be certain that there Is as much
grammar in the Veddah language as in English. You may say, that
would not be much, but 1t presupposes much.  No doubt it would be
difficult to get an idea of English grammar from a Welsh coal miner,
and your Veddahs have evidently sunk much lower; but with great
perseverance something of the grammatical articulation of the Tan-
guage might still be discovered, and has to be discovered, before we
can say anything about their origin. I never believe that the Veddah
language has no word for fawe,  There may be Veddahs who do not
count, or who, as philosophers would say, form no syntheses, but that
a language which has a word for I and thow, for eye and ear, shoald
have no sign for the diml concept, I shall never believe, More diffi-
cult even than the grammar is the religion of a people like the Ved-
dahs. One occasionally sees accounts in the papers of a witness
being sworn in an English Court of Law, and if one took his answers
about the Deity, about life and death, and right and wrong, as ma.
terials on which to build a theory of the Christian religion, one would
still be better off, 1 suppose, than with the best of the Veddahs.
And yet these people have a religion, il one only knows how to dis-
inter it. To call ¥ the propitiation of the spirits of deceased ances-
tors ™ the most original form of religion is utterly wrong. It takes
thousands of years before we arrive at such ideas. The idea of an
ancestor involves the idea of relationship ; a belief in deceased, but
not yet extinet. ancestors implies the germs of a belief in immortality.
The idea of a spirit, or of spirits of deceased persons, belongs to the
tertiary age of thought, and as to propitiation, that is a concept not
yet 3,000 years old. The time has not come yet for a chronology of
religions beliefs; what we want are accurate statements of all mani-
festations which imply a conception of anything beyond what is given
to man by his sensuous expericnce.  All this is a work of very great
difficulty, and it fs because people do not see the difficulty, that we get
so much material which is amusing and may fill volumes about Pre-
historic Culture, and yet leaves us exactly where we were before. It
is difficult when we have to deal with one individual, to say wvkat Ae
ir mo mere, and what Ae i wof vef, to say the same of a family, a clan,
a tribe, a people, is much more difficult. And yet this is what we
want to know about the Veddahs, whom many people are so anxious
to represent as monkeys and not yet men, but who may be monkeys
and men no longer.
i Excuse haste, and believe me,
*¥Yours very truly,
‘F. M. M)

1i
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After Max Miiller's return to England with his mother, the
whole family went to Cromer, which proved a time of great
interest to him, as bringing him into closer contact with many
members of the Gumey and Buxton families, with some of
whom he had been associated years before through the mar-
riages of his friends Emst and Georg von Bunsen. On his re-
turn home he devoted himself to work on the sixth and last
volume of the Rispeds. He had during this year published
the text of the Rigveds in two small octavo volumes, accord-
ing to the Pada and Samhiti systems.

But his mind was ere long turmed to another subject. His
friend Dean Stanley had asked him the year before to give the
evening address in Westminster Abbey on Christian Missions.
Max Miiller had then declined, but the Dean again urged his
request this year. Tt was a bold step on the Dean's part, who
had, however, ascertained that it was perfectly legal. He took
the opinion on this point of Lord Coleridge, the Lord Chief
Justice of England, who replied, ‘It is perfectly degad, but
whether it is expedient’ ‘1 did not ask your opinion on that
point,’ rejoined the intrepid little Dean. It needed no small
courage in Max Miiller to accept ; but having ascertained from
the Dean that it was legal, he now no longer hesitated, feeling
it would put him in a position to say things that had long
weighed on him. Having once made up his mind, he was per-
fectly unmoved by the storm it raised, and set about preparing
his discourse with his usual tranquil self-possession and power
of detaching himself from public opinion.

To R. B. D. Morier, EsQ.
Nevember 3,

‘Myv nEAR MorEr,— We had our orgie at All Souls last night,
and 1 thought of you when | was presiding as Sub-Warden (the
Warden being ill), supported by two noble lords, Lord Devon and
Lord Bathurst, and proposing the different healths of the evening.
I also thought of Bellum's and all that. Don't you think it is time
for me to leave, having reached this exalted pinnacle?*

| P —
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On December 2 the Max Millers went to the Deanery at
Westminster, and the next day the Lay Sermon was delivered.
Charles Kingsley, Theodore Walrond, and Sir Charles Tre-
velyan dined and attended the service. It was very nervous
work, both for the lecturer and many of his hearers, but his
voice was clear and carried far, and his earnest reverent man-
ner impressed the vast congregation from the first moment.
To one who for long years had wished that he could have an
opportunity of uttering the great truths which were the founda-
tion of his own life, other than that afforded by the Royal In-
stitution, it was a unique moment, and a glance at his quiet,
self-possessed face, showed that he was equal to the great task,
and stilled all fecling of anxiety.

The next day both the congratulations and vituperations
began ; the latter made little impression. On his way home
Max Miller met Dr, Liddon, who wrung his hand, saying, ‘I
rejoice from my heart that you have been helping us' The
author of the Childhood of Religion wrote : —

‘1 must thank you for your noble words in the Abbey last week,

to which it was my delight to listen. 1 am sure they will do great
good in directing attention to the place each fulh has had in the

order of this divinely-governed world."

To THE DEAN oF WESTMINSTER.

Parks Exp, Oxrorn, December 11, 1873,

‘MY DEAR STANLEY,—So the work is done. | hope it may
produce some good effect ! T may tell you now that | never felt so
nervous in my life before, but 1 had perfect confidence in you, that
you would not have asked me unless you felt it ought to be done, and
could be done. All the people I see here seem to acquiesce, but of
course 1 have no opportunity of hearing their real opinion. Ruskin
was truly pleased, and 1 believe would like to lecture himself. [ wish
the University Sermons could be opened to laymen — there seems to
be no reason why they should not.  Are you aware that in the Greek
Church it is by no means unusual for laymen to occupy the pulpit.
I read your sermon to-day —1 had hardly heard it in the Abbey —1
felt so excited. | like it very much. Did you see the new ending
to my lecture ? 1 felt there was something wanting to make the

Iiz



48 STRASSBURG [ci. xx

ending less abrupt, and as I am not likely to have another oppor-
tunity soon, I thought I might as well say all 1 had to say.
¢ Ever yours.
+] am truly grateful now that you asked me, and glad that I did it

To Proressor Kravs GROTH.
Translation. OxrorD, December 14, 1873,

iMy pDEAR Friesp,—It is long since 1 wrote. You have no
jdea how my time goes, and the letters I Zke to write have to wait
for those 1 must write. | have written to Prince Christian about the
Platt-Dentsch Bible: the thing can be done, and [ have told him not
to consult anyone further, but to leave the armngements entirely to
you. One could begin with the New Testament — wait how that
succeeds, before the Old Testament is undertaken. Yes, how much
has happened again this year, and how little really effected | All has
gone well with us. 1 am often frightened at our happiness. Wit
and children well ; my mother on a visit to us for the last six manths,
also far stronger than one dare expect. [ certainly was laid up in
summer, but am now quite well. 1 have said farewell to Strassburg
with a heavy heart, but I hope wisely. [t was not quite what I ex-
There was a want of go, of initiative. My idea was that
the best powers of Germany would come to this new Byzantium of lit-
erature, the Crown Prince at their head, that the Alsatians might be
forced to be proud of their country, and that a new mental capital
would be founded in Strassburg, as 2 makeweight to the military
metropolis, but the reality, pleasant as it was, was different. Fritz
Kraus ! has thanked sve for a notice yow wrote on his Southampton
Sonnets. Greetings to all our Kiel friends. . . . I hope your
Christmas will be one of undisturbed happiness. Your boys must
be growing fast. Shall we soon meet 7 It does not look like it.’

To W. LoneMax, Esg.
OxrFoRD, December 15.

*Why is there so much delay ahout bringing out the Sermons?
The Dean writes to me from Windsor; but it is not my fault. T
ordered my part for press on Wednesday., [ Jook forward to three
months' imprisonment with great pleasure. What an amount of
work I shall be able to get through, having no dinner parties, calls,
meetings, &c. to interrupt my work! '

1 A young Swiss, who made an excellent iranslation of Shakespeare's Son-
nets into German, He was a great invalid, and died of deciine in 1881,
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Some of the papers had threatened Max Miiller with im-
prisonment for brawling in church, and an Oxford tradesman
who had heard of this ran out of his shop one day as he was
passing, and, seizing his hand, said, * Well, sir, when they send
you to prison, count on a hot dinner from my table every week.’

To Herr Georg voN Bosses.
Decentber 21,

‘. . . The theological wasps buzz around my ears. It was an
exertion indeed, but it was worth while — fiat experimentum in cor-
v widi.  There is no going to prison just vet, however — Stanley
had a legal opinion from the Lard Chief Justice before he undertook
the matter.’

Perhaps the attack that amused Max Maller most was from
Mr. Henry Reeve, the editor of the Edinduwrgh KRepiew, who
was presumably ignorant of Lord Coleridge’s legal opinion,
and wrote, * By the law of England, as I read it, an unordained
person who preaches or lectures in a church is guilty of a mis-
demeanour, punishable with three months’ prison, and though
Westminster Abbey is so peculiar that it is probable the law
could not reach you, I shall always deeply regret that you were

induced . . . to appear there |'

To Herk GeoRG VON Buxsew.

Translation. Panks Exn, December 25, 1873,

“ Many thanks for your letter, and for all the interesting enclo-
sures from friends. 1 have been very busy lately. The English
people have o much time for writing letters, and to explain oneself
to three or four different parties is no easy matter.  In spite of all, 1
am nevertheless glad to have followed Stanley's bidding. . . . Yes,
indeed, [ thought of your father when 1 stood in Westminster Abbey
— how often the unlikely becomes reality! [ send you my lecture,
for first [ had to omit some points when 1 delivered it, and secondly

The Tiwees omitted some things in reporting it.
“We have had such a happy Christmas; everything was perfect

— three generations together — but such happiness fills one with

anxiety.
‘Alas, the lectures of Pauli ! have come to nothing; he was pro-

1 His frends wished him to give a cotrse al historiea] lectures at Oxford,
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posed grimo oo, but it was impossible to get a majority in his
favour. Then we succeeded in obtaining the votes for Goldwin
Smith, who is now paying a visit to Oxford; he, however, refused.

Yes, indeed, the letter from Curtius is very depressing — for the
future still more than for the present.  And yet it seems unavoida-
ble in Berlin! It is impossible to perform music in a large manufic-
tory. Therefore,1 dreamt a dream of Strassburg as a new capital
for the new German spirit, but 1 soon became aware that the wings
were wanting, and that they were satisfied with very little.

« Mommsen told me when 1 met him in Munich that he was ready
to leave Berlin at any moment on his own account, and still mare on
that of his children. At Leipzig there is no Court, and all that be-
longs to Court life— the merchant class in Leipzig is rich and they
are patricians, the professors are poor but highly esteemed — life
there is very agreeable. | often feel drawn towards Leipzig—it
might become a new Weimar, only grander and of greater national

On the last day of the year Max Miller's old friend, Pro-
fessor Gelzer, the author of several theological works in Ger-
man, wrote to him from Basle : —

Translation.

¢ My son gave me at Christmas the first part of your Introduction
to the Sciemce of Religion. 1 began to read it the next evening, and
could not stop ill 1 had finished the second half next morning.
How I am longing for the continuation! No work for a long time
has so electrified me, and edified my deepest soul. There are pas-
sages which flashed on me like lightning, for they found an echo of
sympathetic agreement in my thoughts.'

The work of the year 1874 was devoted to the sixth and
last volume of the Kig-peda. The preparations for the Con-
gress of Orientalists held in London in September, and writing
his opening address as President of the Aryan Section, occil-
pied much of Max Miller's time. His mother returned to

Germany in March, but throughout the year the Max Mullers

had innumerable guests, among them the reigning Prince and
Princess of Roumania.
To his wife, staying near her old home : —
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Jannary 8.
‘Our own life is such perfect brightness that 1 cannot bear the
slightest grumble about this or that not being exactly as one likes it.
It seems to me so ungrateful to allow one moment to pass that is
not full of joy and happiness, and devotion to Him who gives us all
this rchly to enjoy. The clouds will come, they must come, but
they ought never to be of our own making.’
January 12, 1874.
“By a grave one learns what life really is— that it is not here but
elsewhere— that this is the exile, and there is our home. As we
grow older the train of life gores faster and faster, those with whom
we travelled together, step out from station to station, and our own
station too will soon be reached.’

To Epwarp TyLor, Eso.
Sanswary 14.

‘If you have read Whitney's book, would you not write a review
of it for the Acadewy. 1 know Whitney is an opponent of mine or,
I should rather say, he hates me, but that does not matter, and if
you think that on any point he is right and I am wrong, I shall not
be angry if you say so.’

To His WiFe.
Agprdl 13, 1874,

#The spirit of love and the spirit of truth are the two life springs
of our whole being, or what is the same, of our whole religion, for
whatever we are, or do, or feel, or think, is nothing without the key-
note of religion. If we lose that bond which holds us and hinds
us to a higher world, oor life becomes purposeless, joyless; if it
holds us and supports us, life becomes perfect; all Hittle cares van-
ish, and we feel we are working out a preat purpose as well as we
can, a purpose, not our own, not selfish, not self-secking, but in the
truest sense of the word, God-serving and God-seeking.

#1 shall have more time for my children when the Feda is finished.
I now always feel, and have felt for years, that every hour when 1
could work was due to the Fedla, but 1 shall feel that no more.”

Max Miiller had a great pleasure this spring in a visit to
Oxford of his old friend Victor Carus, with his wife and daugh-
ters. He was on his way to Edinburgh, where he had under-
taken a course of lectures,
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To PROFESSOR CARUS.

Translation, April 28,

¢ My DEAR VicToR, — Here everything is light and sunny; you
ought to have stayed quietly here. It was like old days to have you
here.  Lifee spins itself further and further, but the old threads run
on through it. The death of Phillips ! has shocked us all terribly.
[ was not there, and only heard of the accident the next morning;
when I got there he was already dead. There was no suffering, but
he died without regaining consciousness. 1 have just heard from
Pauli from Gottingen —always the same. Hearty greetings from us

to you all.!
A letter from his old friend and master, Professor Brock-
haus, was a great pleasure to him this spring.

Fransiafion. May, 1874

+] heard with great delight that you have been working very hard
to finish your Asg-veda. It is just thirty years since you first an-
nounced your resolution to edit this gigantic work, and now the
whole is finished before us. 'With what delight you must look on
the past. You have achieved great things, and your services to
this, the richest product of the Indian mind, will gain ever increas-
ing recognition and admiration.’

It was in June of this year that Max Muller received a
whally unexpected honour, the Order pour le Mérite, which
may be called the Blue Ribbon of Literature. Soon after,
when Max Miller was commanded to dine at Windsor, he
wrote to Prince Leopold to ask if he mipht wear his Order,
and the wire came back, ‘not may, but must!

To s MOTHER.

Transiation. Sune 7, 1874

*Have you seen in the papers that they have made mea knight
of the Order pour le Mérite? 1 cannot understand it. There are
but twenty for all Germany. The knights elect themselves, and the
king has only to confirm their choice. Now the Berliners are by no
means my best friends; on the contrary, | have had from time to
time to disagree sharply with several of their celebrities, and 1 never
once thought of their electing me. Well, it is no ordinary order,

! Professor of Gealogy. He disd from falling downstairs at All Souls.

|
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and is the only one that a literary man may wear with pleasure, and
go 1 am really pleased, though I should have been quite happy with-
out any order. 1 have not heard direct, only what is in the papers,
%0 ft may not be true after all. It is the one foreign order | can
wear at Court here without special leave.

To Proressor Canus (who was to receive an honorary D.C.L.
degree at Commemoration).

Translation.

My peAr Victor, —Come on Tuoesday, that you may not be
tired but have time to rest.  We are counting on your coming to us.
Woan't you hring your wife or a daughter with you ? Two rooms are
ready — you know that, and we are rejoicing over this unexpected
meeting. As to the Order pour le Mérite, it passes my comprehen-
sion. I only know as yet what was in the papers. No one in Ber-
lin has written about it. The Berliners do not love me inordinately,
and the election is with the knights. Well, 1 shall hear more — till
then we must % bear the inevitable with resignation.™’

To ProFessorR LEPsIUS
Transiation. Pangs END, fune 18.

‘My DEAR AND HONOURABLE FRIEND.—I1 have not yet got
over my shock, but the astonishment gives way to mere joy and
gratitude. Never for a moment did I think that this honour would
be bestowed upon me after having been away so long from the
fatherland ; ! and | can never be grateful enough to those who have
not forgotten me on this oceasion. | feel again strongly how my
heart is drawing me to Germany, and did I still possess such vitality
as you do, | should return there to-morrow. Well, my slavery is to
stop this year; in September, 1 hope my last volume of the Rig-
weda will be finished, and who knows what will happen then. 1
shake your hand most heartily to-day. Am]1 right to send my offi-
cial thanks to Ranke? . . . What do you think of another trial for
a common alphabet at the Congress? Our paths, as I told you
before, do not lie far apart; in short, | am satisfied to express the
fact of modification, you express the methed of modification. My
system is the mare incomplete, by no means, however, excluding the
more complete one. It only needs an understanding about the three
degrees of modification ; 1am only afraid there will be no time for it’

1 Max Miiller was elected one of the twenty German kaights, not as & foreign
knigle.
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To THE Crowx PRINCE.
Parks Exn, OXFORD.

Translation. June 20, 1874.

iYVour IMPERIAL AND RovaL Hicuwess.—1 am almost afraid
that I may appear obtrusive, when 1 veniure to express to your
Royal Highness my joy and gratitude at the distinction granted to
me by His Majesty the Emperor. But the ardent desire will not
give way to conventional constraint, and the reverence which [ have
had for your Royal Highness for so many years gives me confidence,
that your Royal Highness will not be offended even should 1 offend
against etiquette.

41 really cannot imagine to whom I owe my gratitude for the great
and unexpected honour. His Majesty the Emperor has given me
repeated proofs of his gracious kindness, but this, it seems to me, |
can only ascribe to the kind intercession of others. [t suddenly
occurred to me, that the thought of bestowing this distinction upon
me, might have received its first impulse from your Royal Highness,
and whether I be right or wrong, I could not rest till | had expressed
how deeply grateful | feel for this great distinction, and how it in-
spires me to new life and work.

‘I do indeed realize just now, how my heart clings with all its
fibres to Germany. The work which brought me to England first
of all, and which has kept me incessantly ocoupied here for twenty-
five years, the publishing af the Fedla, will be finished this summer,
and I shall then feel a free man.  If 1 could be of more use in Ger-
many than here, I should like to return to Germany, though I have
grown old. | was very happy at Strassburg, it was like an intellect-
ual sea bath. Only the task appointed me did not seem far-reaching
enough. The Alsatians ought to have been made to feel proud of
their new Strassburg in spite of themselves, and just one course of
lectures did not suffice for that. 1 had hoped that, as in former
times for Bonn, so now for Strassburg, Germany would send her
best men, in order to create there a new spiritual Byzantium, a capi-
tal of German art, science, and learning. But thiz was not thought
of. OFf course I do not mean to assert that the slow and quiet de-
velopment of circumstances, is not perhaps the better one. 1 soon
felt, however, that under these conditions, the giving up of my work
in England was hardly justified. But now, having finished the
work which tied me to England, the old thoughts of home return,
and especially the desire to be one of those who fight under the flag
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of your Royal Highness on the battlefield of the mind. There are
sure to be such battles, in fact there are such now, and T am often
astonished how Hittle part the people take in the great religious and
Church questions of the present time; how the government seems
left to bear all the responsibility, and this makes a healthy and
powerful solution of the matter almost an impossibility. And though
in England also, material interests absorb a great part of the moral
strength, yet in struggles, such as have begun now in Germany, the
heart of the whole nation would beat louder and stronger.  What
good would it do to Germany, to win the whole world and to lose
herself; to lose that which has made her great, her earnestness of
life, her joy in everything that is truly beautiful, her courage in the
search for truth, her fith in something higher than this life 7 There
is much to conquer still, though it may not be Alsace and Lorsine,
Great soccess. is exhausting for a while, but it seems time now to
think of the future, which, though the past has been great, ought to
be still greater.

* With the best wishes for the great future which awaits your Royal
Highness. I remain your Royal Highness' obedient servant, . . .

On July 1 the following entry stands in his wife's dfary:
‘To-day M. finished the MS. of the Rijg-reda’ The printing
had already begun, and was going on apace,

To uis MoTHER.

Translation. Aungust 2,

£ To-day I have been made an honorary member of the Hungarfan
Academy. 1 don't know how it came about. [, of course, never
stirred in the matter, and yet the German literary men are so angry
about it. They cannot hide their displeasure, but it does not hurt,
The nearer I come to the end of the Fada, the more [ find there is to
do, but it must be ready for the Oriental Congress in September,

* To-morrow is our wedding day : how fast the time goes, and how
much sunshine these fifteen years have brought es, even though the
clouds have not been wholly wanting. God will help us further.

To his wife, who was at the death-bed of the mother-aunt ;

Avgust 19, 1874.

#The death of those we love is the last lesson we receive in life —
the rest we must learn for oursclves. To me, the older 1 grow and
the mearer [ feel that to me too the end must be, the more perfect
and beautiful all seems to be; one feels surrounded and supported
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everywhere by power, wisdom and love, content to trust and walt,
incapable of murmuring, very helpless, very wealk, yet strong in that
very helplessness, because it teaches us to trust to something not
ourselves. Yet parting with those we love is hard —only [ fear
there is nothing else that would have kept our eyes open to what is
beyond this life.
To M. RENAN.
Augmist 19,

‘{ My pEAR FRIEND AND ILLUSTRIOUS COLLEAGUE. — It is such a
long time since 1 had the pleasure of hearing from you, that | cannot
allow an opportunity to pass which may I hope bring us together
again. You know that from the fourteenth to the twenty-first of
September there will be a large gathering of Orjental scholars in
Londen. 1 always understood that you would be here at the time,
if not for the sake of the Congress, at least for a visit to England,
which you had planned last year and postponed to this. Now | hope
it may be so, and that we may meet not only in London, but also in
Oxford.  You know that a visit from you and Madame Renan is a
very old promise, and both 1 and my wife have always Iooked for-
ward to its fulfilment with great pleasure. We shall, of course, be in
London during the actual week of the Congress, but afterwards we
return to Oxford, and should be delighted to show you all that is
interesting and beautiful both here and in the neighbourhood. Flease
let me hear what your plans are.  If you could be persuaded to join
the Congress we should of course consider it a great honour, and you
would find among the multitude some scholars whom you would like
to meet. My old teacher Brockhans is coming, also Stenzler, Wieber,
Windisch, Schrader, Lepsius, Brugsch, and many more ; even Pundits
from India. Now please consider all this, and let me know your
decision. | see that your great work on the Phoenician Expedition
is finished, and 1 congratulate you with all my heart. [ can share
your feclings, for I have just ordered the last sheet of the Ripvede
for press. Twenty-five vears of work, and | have now anly to print
the preface and various readings. The last sheets were printed from
copies | had made at Paris, May, 1846, during the bright and happy
days when Burnouf lectured at the Collige de France. My wife
presents her kind regards to you and Madame Renan, and hopes 1
shall succeed in persuading you to come. With old and unchanged
sentiments of sincere regard.’

In the heginning of September Max Miiller had the honour
of receiving the reigning Prince and Princess of Roumania

LS b b
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under his roof. They wished to see Oxford, and their only
free days coincided with some meeting that filled every hotel
in Oxford. In a letter to his mother Max Miiller speaks of
the Princess as very clever, and of the Prince as a man of great
courage and determination. * They have both of them a strong
feeling for the duties of their great station, and are full of plans
for the good of the people committed to their care.” They met
again in London, and a feeling of true esteem and friendship
sprang up, which was a source of deep gratification to Max
Miiller to the last. But a few days before his death he received
the kindest message from the King of Roumania about a little
service that he had been able to render to His Majesty.

The Oriental Congress which met in London towards the
close of September was a time of great interest and pleasure to
Max Muller, who afterwards welcomed to his house in Oxford
many old friends — Professor Lepsius and his eldest son, Pro-
fessor Noldeke, Dr. Stenzler, Dr. Spiegel, Dr. Gosche, M. Léon
Feer, and varions distingnished Orientals. The Max Miillers
stayed during the Congress with the Kingsleys in their charm-
ing old house in the Cloisters at Westminster, Charles Kingsley
was in bad health, not having really recovered from the severe
illness he had had during his visit to America in the summer.
His wife was then perfectly well.

Max Miiller was President of the Aryan section, and in open-
ing the section delivered a striking address on the Importance
of Orental Studies, The Prince of Roumania came up from
Hastings to attend it. At the conclusion of the adiress, Max
Miiller presented to the Congress the last sheet of the last vol-
ume of the Rig-veda, with the Commentary of Siyasd-kirya.
His old teacher, Professor Brockhaus, was present to witness
the completion of his pupil's great work. The address was
published in Chigs, Volume VI. An appreciative article on his
work had lately appeared in one of the American papers.

i Professor F. Max Miiller is just giving the last touches to his
final volume of the Airveda. The work was begun twenty-five
years ago, and was undertaken as a labour of love, for those who at
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that period were interested in Oriental or Sanskrit studies were few
indeed ; too few certainly for the German schaolar to have anticipated
any reward for his labour, except the gratitude of those few, and the
consciousness of having given an important contribution to learning.
But within that twenty-five years the interest in such studies has
quadrupled at least, and thousands now wish to study the Firpeds,
I believe there has been some disposition among American students
of Sanskrit to criticize Max Miller's work in a disparaging way, but
the Hindoo scholars themselves declare that it is the best rendering
of their ancient hymns which exists, and such is the growing opinion
in England. And how much has he done beside ?  Thaose who have
only read his Chips frome a German Workshop, his Seicnce of Reli-
gion, his Lectures on Language, know but the half of his labours,
which really have embraced the preparation of a complete set of in-
strumentalities for the prosecution of Sanskrit studies. Everybody
who is engaged in any work of that kind rushes to him, and none are
turned empty away. At the same time he has mingled in every im-
portant discussion bearing on philology and mythology in both Eng-
land and Germany, generally carrying the verdict for his point, but
always knowing how to yicld gracefully for argument, and, moreover,
always prompt in recognizing discoveries made by others in direc-
tions where he himself had looked without making them. 1In short,
Max Miiller is among the most truthful and industrious workers of
Europe just now, and he has built up a reputation which few passess.

Translation. To wis MoTHER. October g.

*We have lately been very much occupled, partly with the Ori-
ental Congress, partly by visits to us and visits we have paid,
Happily I had finished my Feds, and have only a little to do to the
Freface, Index, &c., which must be finished this week, and then I
shall not grudge myself a little freedom. We had Lepsius, father and
som, on a visit. Then we went to stay with Mr. Grant Duoff, for-
merly Under-Secretary for India, and with Sir John Lubbock, where
we met Darwin, Tyndall, Spencer, and the two Lepsius, Lec-
tures will soon begin here, and though I have been here through the
Vacatign and worked hard, it has suited me very well. Perhaps 1
shall take a holiday in winter, if I need it, and a visit to Rome has
long been hoped for by us both. My principal work is finished, and
I can at last give myself a treat.!

This visit was the only time Max Miiller and Darwin met.

The conversation turning on apes as the progenitors of man,
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Max Milller asserted that if speech were left out of considera-
tion, there was a fatal flaw in the line of facts. *You are a
dangerons man,’ said Darwin, laughingly.

It was in the November of this year that Bishop Colenso visited
Oxford as the guest, first of Max Miiller, and then of the Master
of Balliol, and was forbidden to preach at Carfax, the City
Church, by the Bishop of Oxford.

On November 27 Max Miller writes ; —

To HiIs WIFE.

] sent you a line this afternoon after ] had seen Colenso. It
seems an unwarrantable stretch of authority on the part of the
Bishop, for there is no legal censure of any kind against Colenso.
He has simply spoken out and said what every bishop knows or
ought to know. 1 hear there is an attempt to prevent his preaching
in Balliol, but in that they will hardly succeed.’

Nevember 2.

‘Colenso preached an excellent sermon in Balliol Chapel. He
dwelt on the natural slowness of all progress in nature —as well as
in the world of spirit — that we ought to learn to wait, and not expect
to see the kingdom of God on earth, but only to work for it. The
Chapel was full — his two sons were there, and the whole scene was
very touching. The time will come when they will thank Colenso
for having shown that the Old Testament is a genuine old book, full
of all the contradictions and impossibilities which we have a right to
expect in old books, but which we seldom see in books written on
purpose.  With those who hold that the Song of Solomon was
miraculously inspired one cannot agree — it is with them as with those
who defend the real material Presence, they have changed the high-
est truth into most dangerous falsehood. However, let them fight
it out; they will never prevail.’

On the same day Max was able to write to his mother : —

Translation.

¢The last volume of the Pede isin the bookhinder's hands —a
long picce of work finished. 1 often hardly believed that 1 should
finish it, but now I feel I have a right to rejoice, and shall often

think of it with real delight.'
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Many kind congratulations came from old friends who had
watched the progress of the work during many years.
The Master of Balliol wrote : —

i1 heartily congratulate you on the completion of your great work.
1 only disagree with one thing in your preface, that you dare to
speik of yourself as an old man. We are none of us old until we
think that we are.’

To PROFESSOR ALTHAUS

Translation. December 3.

¢ Many thanks for your letter. Indeed, I had hardly thought it
possible that I should be permitted to finish this work, and now that
it is finished, something scems to be wanting every day. However,
there iz plenty of material left for work, and if my strength holds
out, the good will to work is never wanting.’

In December Max Miller received the thanks of the
Secretary of State for India in Council for the satisfactory
manner in which he had carried out the important work
entrustedd to him. In his reply to Sir Lewis Mallet, Max
Miller expressed his pleasure that the work was done, and
his gratitude to Her Majesty’s government for having enabled
him to finish a task which he thought was worth a life, and
for which he had received in France, Italy, and Germany the
highest honwurs which a literary man can aspire to.

£The Ripweda, though for the last 3,000 years it has formed
the foundation of the religivus life of India, had never before been
rendered accessible to the people at large, and its publication will
produce, nay, has already produced, in India an effect similar to that
which the first printing of the Bible produced on the mind of Europe.
Beyond the frontiers of India also, the first edition of the oldest
book of the whole Aryan race has not been without its effect, and as
long as men value the history of their language, mythology and
religion, 1 feel confident that this work will hold its place in the

permanent library of mankind.’

To Max Miller's surprise and gratification, he received
about three months later a letter from Sir Lewis Mallet, in-
forming him * that the Secretary of State for India in Council
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has sanctioned a grant of money to you, as a special recognition
of your services in connexion with the editing and printing of
the Rig-veda, in addition to the sum received by you as an
honorarium, according to the original agreement.’

Few but Sanskrit scholars will have read the preface to
this sixth and last volome of Max Miller's great work, and
some passages are therefore given from it

“When I had written the last line of the Rir-pede and Sdpand’s
Commentary, and put down my pen, | felt as if | had parted
with an old, old friend. For thirty years scarcely a day has passed
on which my thoughts. have not dwelt on this work, and for many
a day, and many a night too, the old poets of the Fida, and
still more their orthodox and painstaking expositor, have been my
neverfuiling companions. 1 am happy, no doubt, that the work is
done, and after having seen so many called away, in the midst of their
Inbours, I feel deeply grateful that I have been spared to finish the
work of my life. But habits established for so long a time, are not
hroken without o wrench, and even now [ begin to miss my daily
task; I begin to long for some difficolt and corrupt passages to
grapple with, for some abrupt quotation — or for some obscure ally-
sion to Pinini to tmce back to its original source.

‘It was in 1845 when attending the lectures of Eugine Burnouf
that my thoughts became fixed on an edition of the fg-vedla and its
voluminous commentary. I still see the eager faces of a number of
young scholars, sitting round the table when Burnouf was lecturing
with a vivacity, a keenness, a flow of knowledge, which I have never
seen surpassed. . . . I was the youngest of them all, and though
I had published a translation of the Aidpaddsa my ideas of Sanskrit
literature did not reach moch bevond the Epic Poems and the
Upanishads. Nothing, T thought, could in beauty of thought or ex-
pression exceed the Upanishads; 1 had translated some of them
for Schelling. Well do 1 remember my surprise when I heard
Burnouf speak of them as works of small importance, compared
with the older portions of the Feda. Burnoul was lecturing then
on the first book of the Kérwde. He possessed a complete copy
of Sdyand's Cowmenfary. After a time Burnouf lent me some of his
MS5. and encouraged me to copy them. It was hard work at first
. . . and, but for his frank acknowledgement that he too could not
always make out Siyand, [ should never have had the courage to
persevere. . . . But 1 worked on till a portion of the work was

I Kk
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finished, and after obtaining the patronage of the old East India
Company, | was able to publish the first volume in 184g.

*We are now in 1874. Twentyfive years are certainly a long
time, and when I saw how some of my friends clamoured at the de-
lay . . . I began to fear 1 might really be to blame. 1 therefore
made out an account of my stewardship, and the result was as fol-
lows: I found that since 1849 there were three yesurs in which I was
prevented going on with my work — one year when | was out of
health, another when [ had to wait for the renewal of the grant, on
the extinction of the East India Company, and a third when waiting
for a MS. from India, which promised to be if not the original, yet
much mare ancient than any [ had used. During the last twenty-
five years I have done other work also. . . . I have not thought
that a man ought to live by Sanskrit alone, But after deducting the
three years, when I could not print, I found to my own surprise that
I had published in my two editions of the Adg-wveds, the Targe one
with, and the small one without Sdyand's Commentery what
amounted to an annual volume of nearly 600 pages octavo, during
twenty-five consecutive years. If my friends will also take into
account that in that time I published two editions of my Histery of
Ancient Sanskrit Literature, two editions of my Sanskrit Grammar,
the Prdédsibiya, text, translation and notes, and the first volume of
my translation of the Rfr-veda, 1 think they will admit that I have
not been altogether fithless to my first love.’

If we add to this the Lectures on the Science of Language,
and innumerable lectures and essays on language, mythology
and religion republished in the Clips, the total record of wark
done is not a light one for a man not yet fifty-one |

Max Miller concludes his preface by a few lines in self-
defence, which will find an echo in the hearts of most authors.

‘I know I have sometimes been blamed for not replying to my
eritics, but such blame was most unjust. The fact is that I could
not possibly do it. When books are reviewed as they now are, not
eoly in England, but in every cotuntry in Europe, nay, even in
America and India, what are we to do? Many of these reviews
n:mmﬁmemnﬂ.bntnuiflntmp\ted to read and notice those
only which I happen to see, I should have had no time left for any-
thing else. It was not want of respect that made me silent, but
simply want of time. 1 venture to avail myself of this opportunity
to explain another apparent neglect on my part, for which I know I
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have been blamed, if not in public, at least in private. During the
last ten years, the number of books sent me from all parts of the
world has become so great that 1 had to give up the attempt to
acknowledge them all. When I was a young man it was generally
understood that no acknowledgement was expected when a book was
sent without a letter; to that rule | have conformed both as a sender

and receiver of presentation copies. It is generally said that
Humboldt acknowledged all books and answered all letters. . . .
Humboldt died before the Penny Post attained its full development.
+ + « 1 feel sure that my friends will forgive me if 1 do not always
write by return of post, that 1 am looking forward with the greatest
pleasure to reading their books. Nothing gives me greater pleasure
than reading books written by men with whom 1 am personally
aoquainted, but if a friend sends me a book on Comparative Mytho-
logy while T am in the midst of work on Sanskrit accentuation, 1
mugt put his work aside for a time, and cannot express an opinion
till I find leisure to read it carefully, Soyes radsoemables.’

Here it is necessary to revert to an extraordinary statement
published soon after Max Miiller's death in the New York
Natien, and repeated in other Journals. The Nation SAYS
* What Max Miiller constantly proclaiimed to be his own great
work, the edition of the Kirreda, was in reality not his as
ak, . . . A German scholar did the work, and Miller appro-
priated the credit for it. But even in this case, though the
judgement be true, it is harsh, The German scholar was paid
for his labour, and did the best he could to circumvent
Miiller in getting out his editiv prima. The incident is not
altogether creditable to either party.' To those who have read
thus far in the Life of Max Miilier, it will seem almost impos-
sible that a respectable paper could publish so false a state-
ment.  Burnouf, Brockhaus, Cowell, and many other Nestors
of Sanskrit scholarship watched from 1846 with deep interest
the progress of the work, and knew from seeing it how Max
Miiller had spent years in copying and collating MSS. of the
Rig-veda, and searching out obscure references in Sedyand's
Commentary. The German scholar alluded to is Dr. Auf
recht, for many years Professor of Sanskrit in Edinburgh,

and then in Bonn, The passage in the Nasion is as insulting
Kkz
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to him as to Max Miiller. Dr. Aufrecht would be the first to
acknowledge that the first volume of the Rip-veda (the most
difficult of all, says Mr. Macdonell, the present excellent
Professor of Sanskrit at Oxford) had been published three years
before he and Max Miiller ever met, and that when he armived
in England to work under Max Miller the second volume was
already nearly finished. In the prefaces to the second, third, and
fourth volumes Max Miiller fully acknowledges his indebtedness
to Dr. Aufrecht. For the last two volumes he had the assistance
of other younger scholars, and in the prefaces to these volumes
he mentions this, and in Volume VI gives the names of Dr.
Eggeling, now Professor of Sanskrit at Edinburgh, and D,
Thibaut, Professor of Sanskrit at Benares, as his helpers.
Dr. Kielhorn, Professor of Sanskrit at Gottingen, writes : * While
1 was in Oxford (from 1862-65) . . . I have often seen Max
Mitller at work on the Rir-veda, and had occasion to consult
the index to the text, which he had compiled many years
before.! Dr. Eggeling writes: ‘ From what [ saw personally
of Max Miller's mode of working, I may say that I always
admired the extremely careful and scholarly way in which
he dealt with his manuscript materials in constituting his final
text.' M. Barthe, writing in April, 1874, says: ‘M. Max
Miller is, and must always remain, the first editor of the
Rig-veda. He was the one man in Europe who had courage
enough to enter on this path., It was he who took up the
work as it fell from the failing hands of Rosen, and who, extend-
ing the design of Rosen, conceived it as worthy to be the prin-
cipal work of his own life.'! Professor Macdonell after a careful
examination calculates that, if Professor Aufrecht had worked
absolutely alone at Volumes 111 and IV, and the end of Volume
11, collecting and collating all MSS., &c., he would have done
bat little over one-third of the work, of which a# is ascribed to
him in the Article imposed (no doubt) on the Nafion. Had
there been any truth in the accusation its discovery would not
have been left to an anonymous accuser in America, nor its ex-
posure reserved until after Max Muller's death.
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A great anxiety fell on the Max Miillers towards the close
of the year. Mrs, Kingsley became alarmingly ill, and no hope
was given that her life would be spared. Max Milller wrote to

his mother : —
December 12,

‘1 meant to write to you to-morrow (Sunday), but a sad duty calls
us away. Mrs. Kingsley is very ill, the doctors have given her up,
and as she wishes to see G. once again, we shall start very early
to-mormow morning for Eversley, and return in the evening. Itisa
heart disease which has come on suddenly. She hersell considers
her state as hopeless, so do her husband and children, yet they write
with a quiet resignation that astonishes one, There has never been
a happier family life, and this sodden end is terrible. It will be
a trying day, and [ could not let G. go alone. We have not been
there together since we spent the first week of our honeymoon there.'

To THE SAME.
Dievencber 27.

We went to Eversley., Mrs. Kingsley spoke quietly to G. about

everything, and asked me to play something. Her husband and

children were so quiet and self-possessed, 1 have never seen any-
thing like it. She is a little better, but she might die at any moment,

They have had such a happy life together, and it was heartbreaking
to see it all.

As they left Charles Kingsley said to them: * When I am
left alone you will come to me." His wife lived on, but in little
more than a month the Max Miillers returned to Eversley for

his funeral,
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for retarn to Germany. Maximilian Order, Oxford Girls' High
School.

From the moment that he had written the last line of the
last volume of the Rirveds, Max Miller's thoughts again
turned longingly to his own country : though he fully realized
how hard it would be to break the ties of twenty-seven years
that bound him to Oxford, and he also found it very difficult
to decide whether England or Germany would offer the best
opening for his son, who was then only eight years old. Yet
on account of his education it was necessary to come soon to a
decision. As he said in one of his letters at this time, he
*waited for some intimation.'

To Proresson TiELE oF Levbew.

Transiation. Sanuary 3, 1875.

‘Dear Frieso,—1 should have liked to write to you ere this to
thank you for your kind letter and for the essays on the sclence of
language, but my hands were so full that T put off everything which
was not absolutely necessary. Shortly after receiving your essay,
I got another from Darwin iz, inspired, however, by Darwin Aére,
which had to be answered by return. It had to be written and
printed in a week, an excuse for the many printer's mistakes. 1 sent
¥ou a copy to-day, in which I refer to your essay. It was an oppor-
tunity of bringing to light the affair of Whitney & Co., though
1 detest this sort of thing. I had never before seen the Whitney
lectures, and I must confess my astonishment that such a work has
been pushed into the foreground by personal efforts. The man takes

503
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niy lectures, lectures on them and out of them, and then publishes
them, and to prove his own originality kicks me. Foiid fowe? 1 da
not find one single thought in the whole book which is original.
Well, I am litile disturbed or troubled by this sort of thing, and
without Mr. George Darwin's attack, | should have taken no notice
of the book at all. I read the other day that Schiller, when he
published the Horem, ordered and paid for twelve reviews in the
Jena Josrnal fiir Litteratur. Can such things happen still ?

“The serious evil of the tendency of Philosophy and Religion in
the present day is that it so neglects the historical side.  All feeling
for the past is gone, and we have to lend our ear to things which
Plato would not have ventured to make his adversaries utter. The
more rude, the more original, is everybody's view now. And noth-
ing can be done; we have to work for the few, not for the many; in
the end we work best for ourselves alone, Jeaving the success to
circumstances. If we only succeed in finding sufficient competent
judges who take an interest in our doings and strivings, we can rest
satisfied. [ feel convineed that we shall live to see a change and a
return to thoroughness in work. I long for ltaly, which I have
never really seen. My mother is still living at Chemnitz: she did
not like England, her lively spirit missed the social intercourse, 1
hope I may see her this summer.’

To CHARLES DarwiN, EsQ.
A TarLow, fasuwary 7.

‘T hope in the course of the year to be able to place my whole
argument before you. Even if [ cannot hope to convince you, 1 trust
at least to be able to show you that there are difficulties connected
with the origin of language which deserve careful consideration,
which possibly to me may seem greater than to you, but which,
feel sure, you would be the last person to wish to ignore. I can
assure you 1 feel, as strongly as any mere layman in natural history
can feel it, the impulsive force of your arguments. If 1 hesitate in
following you in your explanation of the list animal metamorphosis,
it Is not becanse 1 am afrid, but simply beciuse 1 see certain ele-
ments in human natore which would remain unexplained. To
ordinary observers these elements may seem infinitesimally small
and hardly worth a thought; but yow know how the infinitesimally
small is, after all, what is really important in evolution. You know
better than anybody how infinitely great is the difference between
man and animal : what 1 want to kaow is the first small and handly
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perceptible cause of that difference, and [ believe [ find it {n language
and what is implied by language.'

During the winter of 1874-5, Prince Leopold had a severe
attack of typhoid fever, which called forth the following
letter ; —

To RoserT CoLLivs, Esg.
Parks ENn, famuary 22, 1875,

{Many a time have [ taken the pen to write to you. and always put
it down again, fearing that [ was only taking up your time, every
minute of which must now be so precious.  Yet I hope it is not very
selfish if I ask you to tell the Prince how deeply T feel for him in his
heavy trials, and how I hope and trust that he may soon recover his
health. T know how you must be suffering, seeing the Prince suffer
so much, he who with his brightsess and kindness towards everybody
might have enjoyed life so much, and been a source of joy to all
around him. 1 know your strong feelings for the Prince, and [ cin
fully understand them. It was often difficult to remember that he was
a young Prince, when one wished to show him how much one appre-
clated his fine qualities, his power of endurance, his frankness, his
uprightness, his sympathy with all that was noble and good, how one
really admired him and loved him. Discouraging as the accounts are,
it is always right to hape, and | hope most earnestly that our worst
fesirs may not come true.

1 was with the Kingsleys a few weeks ago to say good-bye. Iam
afraid, while I am writing, he has left us, and she will follow soon.
That bright Vicarage of Eversley, where | spent my honeymoon and
which | had not seen since, looked very sad when | saw it last, yet
what a blessing to be called away together.”

The sad anticipations expressed in the end of this letter
to Mr. Collins proved but too true with regard to Charles
Kingsley, and the Max Mullers were among the crowd of
maumers who attended his funeral. Max Miller has described
that solemn and striking scene in his Preface to the new
edition of Charles Kingsley's Roman and Teuton.

To ms Morner,
Fransiation, Sanwary 29, 1875,
* Yesterday I was at Eversley for Kingsley's funeral. It wasa very
trying day. G. stayed there to help her aunt and the two daughters.
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Kingsley was a loving, noble nature, and the feeling for him is very
strong. The Queen wrote Mrs, Kingsley a very beautiful autograph
letter; the Prince of Wales was represented by an equerry. Stanley
read the service. The poor wife never saw her husband again. She
is herself very ill of heart disease, and may die at any moment! The
composure of the wife and daughters astonishes one: I am only
afraid the worst is to come. He is a great loss to me ; he has always
been a very true friend, and, as long as [ have known him, we never
had a misunderstanding.’

To mis Wire, AT EVERSLEY.

Oxronrn, fanwary 30.

fAll one's thoughts dwell on that grave at Eversley, and on the
desolate house near it. If we miss him, how must they feel without
his inspiriting presence, his constant care and Jove for all around
him! One never thought of anything but life when one saw him and
talked to him, for even in his illness there was no diminution in his
vigorous activity, It is strange how little we all think of death as the
cotidition of all the happiness which we here enjoy. If we would
but learn to value each hour of life, to enjoy it fully, to use it fully,
never to spoil a minute by selfishness, then death would never come
too soon; it is the wasted hours which are like death in life, and
which make life really so short. He was always himself, his very best
self. I never heard him say an unkind word, though I have seen him
provoked and worried. It is not too late even now to learn from
him, to try to be more humble, more forbearing, more courteous, or,
what is at the root of all, more loving, for that seemed to me the
real secret of his noble life. And how he conquered! Those
who would not be present at his marrizge were proud to be at his
funeral.!

The death of Charles Kingsley left a gap to Max Muller
and his wife, which was never filled up. The mutual affection
had been strong and deep, and though their busy lives kept
them from meeting often, the feeling of warm affection never
lessened. Max Miiller at this time was so entirely overdone
and overworked that his doctor ordered complete change, and
he resolved to go to Rome, which had been his dream from

boyhood.
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To THE DUKE oF ARGYLL.
OxrorD, fawwary 29, 1873,

i I should have answered your Grace's letter before, but my thoughts
have been of late absorbed by Kingsley's illness and death. I went
to his fineral yesterday: it was beautiful —just as he would have
wished it. All classes were represented — he knew no classes, and
was loved by all. There were his parlshioners young and old,
soldiers, gipsies, huntsmen and the hounds, officers, deans, hishops,
the representative of the Prince of Wales, and many of his old friiends,
His face in death was sublime: I never saw such a change; all the
struggle and worry of his face were gone, and there one saw the
perfect, massive features as nature had intended them. There fs
another light gone out—life darker and poorer—and If one looks
round, one sees no one to take his place.

‘I am glad to hear that you are preparing for another battle,
The question of development must be argued out. I only wish it
could be argued without those constant appeals a gogadum. 1 con-
fess [ am by no means clear in my own mind. There seem to be
development and degradation running side by side wherever we
touch the history of the world, and what seems improvement from
one point of view, seems degradation from another, Thus polythe-
Ism is an improvement on monotheism, or, as [ call it, Henotheism,
a3 long as monotheism represents only a belief in one god, not in
the One God. The belief in one god which has not yet passed
through the negation of other gods, is as it were a belief in one
accidental god, and compared with i, polytheism or a belief in
nuny single gods, is richer, fuller, more perfect, as enabling man
to feel a divine presence in more and more manifestations, and at
last, everywhere. From that last stage the transition into real mono-
thelsm is natural, almost nevitable. Now in one sense, Henotheism
mdy seem more perfect than polythelsm, for it does not purposely
exclude monotheism —monotheism is contained in it, but the One
God is not conceived distinctly, till the idea of one god has passed
through two negations,

‘1 look upon primeval revelation as a figment of scholastic theo-
logians, which falls to pleces as soon as we try to grasp and define
it. The first suspicion of a something beyond what we see, was the
first revelation, and that revelation is continued to the present day,
and, we trust, growing mare perfect. What I meant by saying that
3,000 years before Agamemnon our forefathers worshipped a Heavenly
Father, was this. The name Lyaws pita, Zebs margp, Jupiter, Tiw-s,
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occurs in four of the Aryan languages. Therefore it must have
existed before Sanskrit was Sanskrit and Greek Greek.  The oldest
literary Sanskrit cirries us back to 1,500 B.C., and it is then so
different from Greek that no Greek would have recognized any simi-
larity between his language and that of the Fede. [ do not think
2000 or 3,000 vears too much to explain that differentiation: the
changes are far greater than those which have taken place in 3:000
years between Vedic Sanskrit and Bengali. However, | generally
abstain from expressing linguistic time in definite figures, and | can-
not recollect the passage where [ said 3,000 before Agamemmnon.

“1 should not say that the worship of Dyaus pitm excluded poly-
theism—the very idea of father led to that of a maother, and so we
find in the Feda, Prithivi Mata, Earth, the Mother, and Agni, fire,
the brother of man.

‘1 know of no religious expression among the Aryans older than
Dyans pita.

To THE SAME.
OxrorD, Febraary 4, 1875.

*The earliest known religious form of the Aryan race is, as nearly
as passible, a pure monotheism — yes, that is perfectly true.  But it
was an undoubting monotheism, in one sense perhaps the happiest
monotheism — yet not safe against doubts and negation. Doubt
and negation followed, it may be by necessity, and the unconscious
defenceless monothelsm gave way to polytheism. That religious
form, however, contained within itself the germs of future growth,
and by a new negation the polytheistic form gave WAy again o
conscious, determined monotheism, Now, in one sense, the first
childlike monotheism may seem more perfect than the second, and
polytheism may be treated as a mere degradation. But from another
and, it seems to me, a more historical point of view, polytheism makes
an advance on unconscious monotheism, because through it alane
does man reach the higher monotheism which definitely excludes a
return to polytheism.

‘ Before the earliest expression given by the Aryan nation to their
belief in a Heaven-Father, there is no doubt an endless vista of
carlier stages. Such words as Lyaus peta are like tertiary and meta-
morphic rocks —we can read in them a long history; but, however
far back we may follow the history of linguistic and mental growth
among the Aryan nations, nowhere is there any trace, as far as [ can
see, of what is vaguely called fetichism. It may have been there,
but as yet there is no trace of it.
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tAmong the Jews, | doubt whether the Book of Job, as we have
it, is older than the Pentateuch. The arguments on either side are
very weak, however. [t is possible that the Assyran monuments
may give us earlier phases of Semitic religious thought; but | think
it is wise, for the present at least, to wait.

“In religion, as in language and other intellectual manifestations,
what is really important is the germ, not the fruit. “A suspicion of
something bevond what is seen,” springing naturally from a healthy
mind, would be far more important in the early ages of mankind than
a ready-made catechism. Man has to gain not only his daily bread,
but what is far more important, his thoughts, his words, his faith, in
the sweat of his brow. In that sense, | am a thorough Darwinian.
Where | differ from Darwin, is when he does not see that nothing
can become actual but what was potential, that mere environment
explains nothing, because what surrounds and determines is as much
given as what is surrounded and determined, that both presuppose
each other and are meant for each other. Now 1 take my stand
against Darwin on language, because language is the necessary eon-
dition of every other mental activity, religion not excluded, and I am
able to prove that this indispensable condition of all mental growth
is entirely absent in animals. This is my palpable argument.

¢ There s, however, another argument, based on the nature of all
known languages, viz., that they presuppose the faculty of number-
ing, an argument somewhat Pythagorean, but not therefore the less
true.
fEven If it could be proved that man was the lineal descendant
of an ape, that would not upset my argument. The ape who could
become the ancestor of man, would be a totally different belng from
the ape that remained for ever the ancestor of apes. That ape
would be simply an embryonic man, and we have no ground to be
very proud of our own embryonic phases. Yet 1 quite agree that
I see po evidence whatever to foree us to admit as real and histori-
eal what Darwin has simply proved to be possible and convenient,
That man, under all circumstances, was a special creation, we see
with our eyes, for every day man is a special creation, different from
all other creatures. | grant also that in one sense man may, from
the first, have had an intuition or a recollection of the existence of
his maker —but pofentia only — like every child that is bora into
this world, never actually, till that intuition could be expressed in
words, and such words as maker or existence are very, very late.
We ourselves are still satisfied with the word fasher, as applied to
the Deity, yet almost everything that is implied by father must be
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taken out, before the word is fit to convey what we wish it to con-
vey. We mean at least father, but we can say no more.

1 look upon the account of creation as given in Genesis as sim-
ply historical, as showing the highest expression that could be given
by the Jews at that early time to their conception of the beginning
of the world. We have learnt, certainly since Kant, that the know-
ledge of beginnings is denied to us, that all we can do is to grope
back a little way, and then to trust. [ think I have a right to accept
a special beginning of man, becavse 1 cannot account for what he is,
if I look upon him as the product of anything else, known to me. I

ire no more a leap for him than for any other creature; 1 accept
him at what I find him from the first dawn of history to the present
day. 1 have no feeling for or against Darwinism, and I always try
in approaching these problems to care for nothing that I may care
for in my heart. I am certain that we are led; I am certain we
ought to follow ; 1 am certain that, even if we go wrong, as long as
we do it because we will not resist the power of facts and arguments,
we are right. [f Darwin's facts were irresistible, [ should accept the
ape-theory without a murmur, because I should feel that we were
meant to accept it. But I feel with you that never was a theory of
such importance put forward with a smaller array of powerful argu-
ments than by Darwin.  “What is, is best ™ : these were Kingsley's
last words, used no doubt in a purely ethical sense, but applicable

nevertheless to all pursuit of truth,’

To Proressor LEPSiUS.

Translation, Panks Exn, Fefruary 13.

Y+ + + I think of going to Rome with my wife on February 23.
The doctor prescribes warm air and rest, and sa I intend to cary
out a long cherished wish and to convinee myself that Rome really
exists, [ hope the Congress in London has made you feel none the
worse ; it was too delightful to meet again the dear old well-known
faces. Here the whole thing has certainly made a good impression.
You will have seen in the papers the death of Charles Kingsley —
another cable snapped that tied me here. I was with him a short
time before his death. * What is, Is best," were his last words to
me! And that is an English clergyman! Why have we, in spite
of all the great learning, no such men in the Church in Germany?”

Before leaving home, Max Miller was much amused at being
asked by Pelligrini to give him an interview, and allow his car-
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toon to appear in Femity Fair, The day was fixed, and the
artist arrived ; the conversation during and after luncheon was
most brilliant, Pelligrini apparently taking no notes, mental ar
otherwise, of his host. The next week the admirable cartoon
appeared, far less of a caricature than many of his weekly vic-
tims, and Jehu Junior's notice was very amusing : —

‘Never was there a man with so many learned titles or with so
good a claim to them as Max Miller. He is a glorified Dryasdust
of the most successful kind, He is the one man who knows every-
thing about every language. He has written libraries, and in order
to do so has achieved work which would do credit to universities,
Most of his books are of that high order which nobody will read and
most people will never hear of; yet he is known to the many, and
indeed is one of the few of those who have trodden the higher and
mare thorny paths of science whose names command respect even

from the vulgar,

The following letter is not only the first of a long corre-
spondence with Dr, Legge, afterwards Professor of Chinese in
Oxford, but contains the first reference to Max Miller's scheme
of translations of the Sacred Books of the FEast, which was
eventually carried out at the expense of the University of
Oxford and the Indian Government,

To Rev. Dr. LEGGE.
Oxrorn, February 13, 1875,

‘It would be the greatest pleasure to me to make your personal
acquaintance. I have Jong wished for an opportunity of being in-
troduced to you, and being able to tell you how much T admire your
magnificent edition of the Chinese Classics,

*As 1o the soundness of your work, I have, of course, no dght to
express an opinion, but 1 knew when [ heard my old friend Stanislas
Julien speak of your work in the highest terms, that it must, indeed,
be of the highest order to extort such praise from a man not very
lavish of praise.

‘All I can say for myself is that I wish we had such translations
as yours of the other sacred writings of the world,

‘I 'am trying very hard to get a number of scholars together for
& translation of these works, but the task is no easy one.’
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To His MOTHER.

Translation. Februwary 14.

50 1 am really going to Rome! Ina week I shall give my last
lecture, and then we shall start. OF coarse, till then I have a good
deal to do, and I can hardly realize that at my age I shall really see
Rome. We shall be away March and April, and, if all goes well,
it will be a delightful journey, full of enjoyment. 1 really want a
change, for 1 have worked very hard lately, and shall see how the
dolce far miente suits me, 1 have felt Kingsley's death deeply. He
was such a strong man, so full of life, and so really attached to me;
and even in his last days he said that we (that is, G. and I) were
the dearest to him, after wife and children. So many feel the great

loss he is.
To THE SAME.

Transltion. Februgry 20.

“We want to see all quietly, and the best of everything; not all
the galleries, just to say we have seen them. We already have
invitations in Italy from cardinals and dukes down to Garibaldi, but
shall not pay any visits of an evening, but rest quietly on the sofa
and sleep. A couple of days at Albani and Frascati were better
than statues in the Vatican. 1 am getting too old for that, but
never for beautiful nature.

‘I have not yet presented the Feda to the Queen, for she is still at
Osborpe. It must wait now till I return.’

Unfortunately Max Miller was reslly too much overworked
when he left England to enjoy Italy as much as he expected.
The journey out by Pisa, Siena, and Orvieto was full of delight,
in spite of the constant rain ; but hardly had he reached Rome,
than he fell ill and was in his room for several days. In spite
of this, he managed to see a good deal, but at the cost of great

fatigue.
To ms MoTHER.

Translation. NAPLES, Marck 13.

‘We arrived here yesterday. Rome was too much for me. 1 had
no rest, The papers mentioned my name, and one visit followed
another. Then the multitude of things new and old to be seen.
I could get no sleep. At last the University wanted to give me a
banquet, so [ settled to come here first for a fortnight's rest, and
return to Rome afier Easter. We have already seen a great deal,
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and people were most kind, sending me cards to see things that
are penerally closed. In the Chambers | made acquaintance with
Bonghi, the Minister of Public Instruction, and Sella, Minister of
Finance. But I was longing for rest, for my journey was to be a
refreshment ; instead of that, it was a great effort. Here we are
settled at the Hotel d'Angleterre, in the centre of the bay, with
wonderful views over the sea. The camellias are in hloom in the
open air, and the leaves are coming out on the trees. The oranges
hang on the orange-trees wherever one looks ; the weather is mild,
not too warm, just what one wants for travelling. We have good
accounts of the children, and all would be perfect if we had more
rest.  One forms exaggerated expectations of Rome, because one
has read so much about it, and it is after all unique in its interest—
St. Peter's, St. Paul's outside the walls, Sta. Maria Maggiore, impress
one immensely ; then the old town, with its columns and triumphal
arches, just as it was 2,000 years ago. We left the environs till our
return, as the season is rather late, We think of staying about here
for a fortnight.”
To Proressor LEPSIUS.

Translation. NarvLes, April 1,

‘.« . In spite of disagreeable interruptions through illness, we
enjoy Italy to the full.  For me it is all a new world, it comes justa
little too late, it only remains pure enjoyment, which it is impossible
to make use of for anything any more. That makes me think of
something. The best collaborators for the transiation of the Sacred
Writings of Mankind, which 1 have in view, are Germans—so the
translations would have to be translated into English. Would not
such a work —German — be an undertaking worthy of the Leibniz-
Academy? Do think it over: the funds would be of no great im-
portance, and it would sell. The English translation might in that
case follow the German original translation. The thought struck
me the other day in Sorrento, when I was il in bed. 1 should like
to hear from you what you think of it— but, as I have already en-
tered into communication with Longmans, 1 shall have to take a
definitive step on my return home.'

On Max Miller's return to Rome, he seemed so much
stronger that he fully hoped to be able to attend the banqguet
which the University wished to give in his honour. But it
had to be given up, as he fell ill again. He received the
greatest kindness in his illness, the Ministers Bonghi and
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Sella sitting with him constantly, and a German friend,
Baron Hoffmann, owner of the lovely Villa Mattei, brought
him fruit and flowers daily. As spon as possible he moved
on to Perugia, and thence to Florence, In Florence another
banquet was proposed but gratefully declined. But the
students would not be defrauded of seeing the great Acharya,
and so he attended Count de Gubernatis’ Sanskrit lecture,
when he tells his mother, ‘as I entered they all stood up
and clapped till 1 felt quite confused.” One evening he was
invited by Count and Countess d¢ Gubernatis to their house.
The staircase and entrance were lined by all the students
of the Oriental facolty, and he was presented with an album
of photographs of the leading Italian Ordentalists, with a
beantiful portrait of Galileo on the cover, in water-colours.
The head student made a suitable speech, to which Max
Miiller had to reply in French on the spur of the moment

To ProFessorR Kravs GrRoTH.

Transiation. FrLorescE, Aprdl 17, 1875,

‘My pEAR oLD FrEsn, — How often have I wanted to write to
you, first in England, then in ltaly! | am ashamed, and yet I am not
ashamed, for you are one of the few whom I understand, even when
1 am silent, and 1 know that you mistrust my silence as little as
I should mistrust yours. In most things we are just as we were, and
there is not much news to tell you. Last year | worked [ike a harse
to finish my Feds, which I have done, thank God, but not without
mental and physical fatigue, which would not pass off till my doctor
ordered me change of air, which I understood s a journey to Italy.
We started the end of February, went along the Corniche to Genoa,
then to Pisa, Siena, and Orvicto —which are beautiful. The poems
that men can build with a few stones are even more wonderful than
the poems built of letters and words. Then we went to Rome. You
know how travellers exaggerate, and fill our heads with ideas which we
then finish painting. But the worst is that with Rome, in spite of all
that,and in spite of certain disillusions, the city amazes one, enchants
one, and will not let one go. Its age does not affect me. [ am
accustomed to greater antiquity in India; the classics no longer make
the impression they did thirty years ago; the glories of the Papacy

1 L1
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and the Roman Church have no existence for me; but, in spite of all
that, the historical reality that the eye sees in every corner satisfies
one —the real Forum, the real Arch of Constantine, the real Grave
of the Sciplos, the real road by which St. Paul approached Rome:
and 50 it goes on, and it strengthens one.  In Rome my misfortunes
began. 1 was ill, had to leave, went to Naples — but there | was
worse, and to get better went to La Cava, Amalfi, Salerno, Sorrento ;
it was exquisite, but the power of enjoyment was lacking. My wife
took the greatest care of me, and we found a good English doctor,
When I was fully recovered, we went again to Rome for a fortnight,
and I was hardly three days there before a gastric fever seized me,
and I was a prisoner to my room nearly all the time. What is Tag-
talus compared to this ? At last I got over it, and when I had seen
the most necessary things, we started home by Perugia, Assisi, and
Florence. [ shall meet my old mother in Cologne, and take her to
Oxford. We have had good news of the children all the time, and
shall rejoice when we are with them again. What are your plans,
and shall we not soon meet? . . . [ send you some letters of Schiller,
which will interest you. 1 have received some more lately, and think
of making them into a pamphiet. Unfortunately I could not get the
originals. I have beggred to see the originals, and hope to get them.
For the rest, all goes on quietly.’

To Proressor RoLrestow,
FLORENCE, April 24, 1875,

Oxford has been, and is still, in a state of hibernation ; I expect
nothing for some years to come. It will wake after a time, but I
doubt whether much is gained by disturbing its slumbers for the
present. My only comfort at Oxford is that one cn work on quietly
there, without anybody taking the slightest notice of one. In ail
other respects I feel that ane is perfectly useless there — in fact, that
there is less of a real University and University life than there was
when | first came, twenty-five years ago. However, the pendulum
will swing back, and there s plenty of good material ready among
the young men for having again a real University at Oxford ; not
simply a machine for shooting the examinations, but a machine for
getting the world on a step further. Italy is hard at work both in
primary and secondary education; the difficulty is the South, which
has almost discouraged the North, Priestly role hos done fearful
mischief, and I do not know whether it has left maore of ignorance
and superstition, or of downright recklessness and atheism. How-
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ever, there is 4 good leaven at work, and the bad will go down, |
believe.

*We have enjoyed our journey, except that [ have lost much time
by illness— gastric fever. 1 am better now, and we hope to be

back the first week in May.’
To DEAN STANLEY. -
Oxporn, May 13.

' Our happy flight to Italy is over. [ am decidedly better, and a
good dose of guiet home-life will soon set me up, I hope. 1 brought
my old mother with me from Germany, so that our little house is full,
The last friend of yours we saw was the Duke of Sermoneta. 1
could not see him at Rame, as | was not up to paying visits, but we
met at Florence, where he is staying, and soon to be married to Miss
Ellis. He is a delightful man, all the more attractive on account of
his helplessness. We also met the Count and Countess of Lingen
(Crown Prince and Princess) at Florence, working hard from morn-
ing till night —a perfect pair of noble creatures. They spoke much
of you. 1 sat at dinner by Madame Minghetti; do you know her?
a most attragtive grandmother. In spite of my being confined to
my room and unable to go out much, I saw much of the Italiins and
af the leading statesmen, Sella being evidently their strongest man.
ltaly is working hard; one can hardly trust one's eves when one
sees Rome without monks and monkeries. They have learnt the
German secret, and | expect their schools in a little time will beat
the German schools. Soldiers who cannot read and write have to
serve fonr years; those who can, three years only. Imagine how
that tells on the village schools! The inheritance of priestly rule is
fearful — superstition and open atheism divide the population, Love
of their country is their chief ennobling power at present, One
feels hopeful about Italy; the North will strengthen the South, the
South soften the North. That a nation could have lived through
such governments as the Papal, the Neapolitan, and the Austrian,
shows what there is in it, and what it may grow into with fresh air
and light.

‘I was quite overwhelmed with the reception they gave me in the
different Universities — banquets, deputations, presents from the .
students—only [ was not up to any efforts of speechmaking and
eating and drinking, and had to promise to come again. 1 think
one might exchange Oxford for Florence; it combines all the
charms of Italy with the bracing air of England. Anyhow, as soon

as I can, I shall go there again.
Ll=



516 RiG-VEDA [cH. XXT

1 wanted to ask your advice. At the time of the extinction of
the East India Company, the Queen accepted the dedication of my
edition of the Kizeveda. The work is now finlshed, and | should
like to present the last volume to the Queen. It is the work of a
whaole life, at least of thirty years, and | doubt whether there is much
life left for hard work now. Whom should T apply to? T havea
great dislike to Chamberlains ¢ foc gewser omme, and yet 1 should
like the Queen to know that I have now fulfilled the task which
brought me to England in 1846! On my return to England 1 found
a letfer that Lord Salisbury had proposed that a forther grant shoold
be paid to me in recognition of my services in editing the Rirveda.
I had no right to expect anything of the kind, and I was very much
pleased, particularly as it came from him.

‘1 have many things I want to talk about with you; when shall
we meet? At present I am tunnelling through a whole Mont Cenis
of letters and books; oh that my enemies only would write books,
and not my friends, who all expect an acknowledgement '

The following shows the feeling with which the Rig-oedls was
received by enlightened Hindus: —

FROM THE SECRETARY OF THE Api Branmmo Somi.

CALCUTTA, May 28, 1875,

‘S, — Allow me to convey to you the best and most sincers
thanks of the Committee of the Adi Brahmo Somdj for your very
kind present of your edition of the Rimswds, the sixth volume of
which they received the other day. They cinnot express to you
their sense of the value of your magnificent present.

*The Committee further beg to offer you their hearty congratula-
tions on the completion of the gigantic task which has occupled you
for the last quarter of a century. By publishing the Rig-veds at a
time when Vedic learning has, by some sad fatality, become almost
extinct in the land of its birth, you have conferred a boon upon us
Hindus, for which we cannot but be eternally grateful.’

The following letter is an acknowledgement of a curious old
copy of Sir Walter Raleigh's History of the World, from Charles

Kingsley’s library : —
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To Mes. KINGSLEY.
OxrFoRrDy, fune 25, 1875,

‘MY DEAREST AUNT,— Many thanks for the books you sent me.
I was very glad to have them, for they are very curious, and then they
will always remind me of our dear friend, How often I think of him
though, and of you too. But words break down, and tears are jdle
tears; what can we do but be silent and trust?  After all, life, even
the longest, is but a short absence —and we must all learn to wait,
Yet 1 do miss him very much. I cannot brook his Ioss. [ can see
no why and wherefore, and we always want something of the kind,
whether rightly or wrongly, to scttle our mind, With all his illness
he was so stout of heart, so full of plans, so happy in his new o=
tion. I felt always happy when I thought of him, and now, when my
thouglits go their daily round, I often start and say to myself, Ab, why
is he gone? There is another cable cut, which kept me to England,
and I often think | had better return to my own country, for nearly
All my old friends are gone. However, our home here is so bright
and happy, ane shrinks from touching it.  'We are here three genera-
tions living together, my mother, G., and the children—all well, all
grateful for every day that comes.  You know what such a home is
— a blessing that makes us tremble. [ shall have to go to Windsor
on Monday to see the Queen. 1 know of whom she will speak to me,
and I mean to tell her that she has inherited the royal gift of healing
wounds, not by a touch of her royal hand, but by a touch of her own
royal heart. 1 may say so, may | not?*

On June 28 Max Miiller was summoned to Windsor to dine
and sleep, and present his last volume of the Kig-veda to Her
Majesty in person. It was on this occasion that he left his Tug-
gage behind at Oxford, as described 50 amusingly in Awid Lang
Sime,
To His WIFE,

Wmnnsor CasTLE, fune 29.

* Nothing could be kinder than the Queen. She spoke in German,
and most beautifully. I had to tell her something about the Feda.
Then she spoke with deep feeling of Kingsley, and inquired about
herand the children. Then we had some conversation about schools
and education in Germany and England, and lastly about Tennyson's
new play.! She had only read the first act—1 had read three —

1 Qrusen Mary,
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but we both agreed we were still waiting for what was to come.
Prince and Princess Christian, Princess Beatrice, and Prince Leopald
dined. I sat by the Duchess of Roxburgh, a very pleasant and in-
telligent woman, and Lady Lansdowne.  Prince Christian has asked
me to stay with him to-day, so I shall not be back before to-morrow
afternoon. I am to see the Queen again to-day at three, to give
her the book.’

Not long after the Queen, through Prince Leopold, sent the
Max Miillers the letter she had received from M. Kingsley
on the death of her husband, in answer to Her Majesty's anto-
graph letter. Mrs. Kingsley had the gift of letter-writing, and
this letter to her Sovereign was worthy of the writer,

To H.R.H. Privce LeoroLD.

Transiation. OxrorD, fuly 22, 1875,

‘Your Rovar Hioesess,—1 beg you to express to Her
Majesty the Queen, in my name and the name of my wife, our
heartfelt gratitude for allowing us to see that beautiful and most
touching letter. Yes, so it was! I knew the little paradise of
earthly happiness at Eversley, and the warm heart that beat there, a
heart that was never closed to the highest or the lowest. 1 owe
much, much to him, He was a friend to me, such as few have beén
in England. Our views were often far apart, but 1 never heard an
irritable or hard word fall from his lips. One never felt any coldness
in him. I saw him till nearly the end. 1 saw him when he believed
that his wife, who was his very life, might die at any moment; saw
him in his last illness, when he said, % The shot has gone home.”
But all that he bore not merely with resignation, but with perfect
calmness, with the feeling that it must be so, and not otherwise, in
a spirit of which I thought he was incapable. He never knew fear,
and as he had often leapt over a fence, he set himself as a hrave rider
and knight to leap the last fence — Death. 1 can still hear how he
said, “1 have never whimpered ; ® but one saw whence his courage
came, and how in everything, great and small, he looked above, how
his eyes soared above the little Present to the wide Hereafter.

His life had not been without clouds and storms. No one knows
whiat demand he made on himself, in mind and body, how many
years he had to labour for daily bread. The days of rest came tod
late, and it is very true what his widow says, he owed the brightest,



1875] PRINCE OF WALES' VISIT TO INDIA 3519

sunniest days in his life to the kindness and the thoughtful care of
his Queen. I saw Woolner's bust a few days ago; 1 hope it will be
successful, but it is almost impossible to reproduce in marble so
stormy a face as Kingaley's. Ennobled by death, his face was won-
derfully reposeful and fine; one saw the ideal of the man, what he
should be, what he wished to be. The world knew him only as
stammering, helpless, breathless; he lay before one, purified, enno-
bled, and at rest. 'We must have not only a marble likeness of him,
but a life of him. The description of a life often produces more
effect than the life itself. But who shall write it? To write a true
life, demands the sacrifice of another life. 1 often felt that, in read-
ing the life of your father, May | keep the letter a few days? My
wife is at Taplow, and comes home on Saturday. She was very
dear to Kingsley. He often said to me, * Next to my wife and chil-
dren, | have loved no one so dearly as your wife.™  The prophecy,
a Ajter the Commemoration, the Deluge,” seems to be true in Ox-
ford. All the meadows are under water, and as [ write, it is all dark
with thunder-clouds. Your Royal Highness must forgive me for
writing in German — German often seems to come more from my
heart than English, and I know how easily you speak and understand
German.
1 am, with deep respect,
i Your Royal Highness' obedient servant,
“F. Max MiULLER.

It was in the early autumn of this year that His Royal High-
ness the Prince of Wales (our present King) paid his visit to
India. Dean Stanley wis most anxious that Max Miller should
be ane of the suite, but to the infinite relief of the Max Miillers,
jealous John Bull decreed that no *foreign influence’ should
accompany His Royal Highness.

To DeA¥ STANLEY.
Panks Exp, Oxvorp, August 13, 1875,

¢ guessed from your last letter what was going on, [wanted to
write to you at once, not to stir in the matter, but I felt it was wrong
to interfere. If the offer had been made, [ believe I should have
gone, unless I could have declined on the score of health. 1t would
have been the greatest sacrifice | could have made at my time of life,
giving up half a year of what remains to me of my happy life with
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my wife and children, but I should have locked upon it as sent, and
meant for same good, dnd [ hope and trust 1 should have done my
duty. What good 1 could have done I hardly know; but we hardly
ever know that — good comes from where we least expect it.  How-
ever, I am grateful, truly grateful. My curiosity to see India is
mot very great. It is the inner life, not the outward show 1 care for;
and I ean see more of the former from reading books, newspapers,
and letters, from seeing the men who come to see me here, than
from fireworks and Durbars. [ know I could have done nothing for
the Prince in the way of amusement or anything else, but I believe
in India my being with the Prince would here and there have pro-
duced a good impression. 1can write no more to-day.  Many
thanks for what you have done. 1 never told my wifc till this
morning. I need not tell you what she felt, but she, too, said, #1

should have let you go, if «ome good could have come of it""

To THE SAME.
Pargs Exn, OxrForp, dugust 22, 1875

#lam printing at present a volume of Essays which is to form the
fourth and concluding volome of my Chigs from a Germian Workshop.
The first was dedicated to Bunsen, the second to Bernays of Bonn,
the third to Palgrave, and now I come to ask you whether you would
allow me to inseribe your name on the last. [t contains chiefly
Essays on the Sdence of Language, and also the Westminster Lec-
ture, and with it your Sermon, and a postseript which 1 should like
you to look at before it is struck off. You have been to me during
my stay in England semper idews, and 1 know how much T owe you
for many kind words spoken to me and of me. You trusted me even
when [ did not act as you wished, and you made allowance for the
difficulties which a foreigner has in always recognizing the right line
of action. But it is not only as a tribute of personal friendship that
I ask you to accept the dedication of my book, but as a token of my
sincere and warmest admimation for the noble fight you have been
fighting all your life, through good and evil report, giving heart to
others to follow, and securing to your country, after a thirty years’
war, an amount of freedom of thought, and with it and through it, of
sincerity of faith, such as no one could have dreamt of when I first
came to Oxford in 1848. [ think my time in England is nearly up.
I doubt whether I ought to stay longer. [ am only tolerated at Ox-
ford, allowed to help when T am wanted, but never helped mysell
when I want help. If I had worked in Germany as I have worked
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for twenty-five years in England, my position would be very
different. Here | am nobody in the University; and when I see
how I am treated, [ really feel sometimes ashamed of myself, not for
my own, but for my wife's sake. However, it is my own fault. [
would not give up a plan of life which I had made before I knew
what life was.  In order to carry out my edition of the Riroeds, |
had to expatriate myself —it was the only way of getting the work
done. But now it is done, and the question is whether [ can still
be of use in my own country. 1 sometimes doubt it, but I think [
ought to try. How different you must feel after having worked for
your country as you have, and seeing the results of your work, and
feeling certain of the gratitude of so many for whom you have spent
your life.

To Du. RoLLESTON.
Awgrust 22.

fYou Mezzofanti of all passages worth remembering, where is the
passage that # the lightning of Jupiter strikes only the highest peaks ™ ¢
I don’t know what to make of Schliemann, 1 believe he is only giddy.
I saw Gladstone for a moment the other day. He seemed hopeful
about further diggings at Troy under Schliemann's auspices.'

To THE SAME.
Augnst 37,

1 have just read the poor abstract of your address ! in the T¥mer,
and [ hope soon to see it and read it s exfense.  Your faith in skulls
reminds me of my old friend Schwabe, at Dessau, whom 1 see men-
tioned honourably by one of your presidents. Hewas a very curious
person, whose life ought to be written. Imagine a small town in the
central desert of Germany, only discovered when they built a railroad
to Leiprig. There he lived in a small house, with a hole in the roof
to make his observations. How they laughed at him for registering
the spots in the sun! They just tolerated him because he was a
kind af wizard — could cure warts and that sort of thing— yet he
was a most perfect gentleman, extremely well read in literature,
first-rate botanist, &c. Well, now that he is dead, and he must have
been past eighty, his measurements begin to tell, and 1 hope it may
be so when you are eighty, and all that, but before Auwmans aliguid
has happened to you. By-the-by, you great Quotationist, you did
not quote Terence rightly, The true meaning was given to that

1 British Association.
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passage for the first time, as far as | know, by the Emperor Max of
Germany. In Terence, surely, it only means =1 am g great busy-
body, and every kind of gossip interests me ; " but the Emperor gave
a new meaning to it, and in that meaning you used it. I mention
this because a Saturmalian reviewer once abused me for having
ascribed a passage from Terence to a German emperor | ™

After his mother’s return to Germany, Max Miiller took his
family to the Mumbles, the spit of land which forms the right
horn of Swansea Bay, and they thoroughly enjoyed the primi-
tive life of the little bathing-place. Their friends the Story
Maskelynes were staying at the adjoining Bay, and many pleas-
ant rambles were undertaken together. Before leaving home,
Max Miller had finished the fourth volume of Chips, dedicated
to Dean Stanley, *as a token of gratitude and friendship from
one who has for many years admired his loyalty to trath, his
singleness of purpose, his chivalrous courage, and his unchang-
ing devotion to his friends.’ Of this volume, one review says : —

*The first thing one wants to know, in taking up one of Professor
Max Miiller's remarkable volumes, is how much one can understand ;
or rather — because his style is as limpid as his brain is clear— how
miuch will be interesting.  That his Science of Language will under-
lie the whole, may be guessed, to begin with : that the superstroc-
ture will in some places resemble 2 fortress, in others a fairy structire
of light and graceful design, and in others a great cathedral —all
this is well known before the book is opened.  Whatever the fourth
volume of Chigs from o German Warkskop contains, it is sure to be
brimming over with great thoughts, lofty teaching, and the enthusi-
asm for things high and haoly. The learned Professor has pondered
over the literature of departed ages till he breathes himself the spirit
of wisdom which has actuated the world's greatest men since men
began to think, and must needs, perforce, teach whenever he opens
his mouth to speak, or takes up his pen to write.!

The English head of one of the native colleges in India wrote
of the Cheps - —
* These volumes, embracing the minor works of Professor Miiller,

ow first collected, comprise the very choicest of his writings. With
few exceptions, they pertain directly to India. Most of them are
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eritical ; and their criticism is of a higher order than has been even
approached by any English scholar that has dealt with the subjects

of Hindu antiquity and lterature.!
Omn returning to Oxford, the usual flow of correspondence

began again.
To ProreEssorR LEPSIUS.

Parks Enp, Ocfoder 8.

‘. « + I have just finished Eber's Epyiian Princess. 1t is a most
remarkable book, as n work of art as well as of history. It has quite
astonished me. Whether it will do for England? A mere ordinary
translation would not do—it would just ruin the book. 1t wouold
have to be done by an expert hand, and here and there it would have
to be shortened. It is very excellent. Ever yours.’ :

To CrHarLES Danwin, Esg.
Oxrorn, Cafoder 13,

# Allow me to present you my defence against Professor Whitney's
attacks. 1 think you will see from what I have stated, that Professor
Whitney is not an ally whom either you or your son would approve
of. Ishould never have noticed him, had not your son brought him
so prominently before the English public. However, even contro-
versy helps sometimes, though not often, to cdear away error and
bring out truth, and so I hope 1 have not simply wasted my time in
answering Professor Whitney's charges.

“The point at issue between you and me is a very simple one: is
that which can pass a certain line in nature the same as that which
cannot? It may be, no doubt, and in that case the highest animal
would simply be a stunted man. But this seems to me a namow view
of nature, particularly if we consider that everything organic is, after
all, much more truly that which it can be, than that which it is. In
the higher animals the potential traces of language are smaller than
in some of the lower, but even where the phonetic organs are most
perfect, there has never been the slightest attempe at language in the
true sense of the word. 'Why should natural science be unwilling to
admit this? Why should it not, at all events, leave the question an
apen question, until some truly scientific evidence has been brought
forward, showing at least the potentiality of language in any known
animal? “More facts and fewer theories ™ is what we want, at least
In the Science of Language, and it is a misfortune if the collectors of
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facts are discouraged by being told that facts are useless against
theories. I have no prejudice whatever against the faculty of lan-
guage in animals, it would help to solve many difficalties. All T say
is, let us wait, let us lock for facts, and let us keep la carridre ouverte

To s MoTHER.

Transfation, Oxrorp, Ocfober .

“I hope you have used the money I sent to give yourself a little
treat on your birthday. You could give yourself and others many
happy hours, if you would, and if instead of dwelling on your awn
want of health, you thought of the far greater suffering others have to
bear. Life must be as it is, and it is for the best without doubit, if we
would only look spon itassuch. Your health would be much better
if you would not excite yourself over trifles. Strong as I am, I should
s00n be ill if I lived in the constant state of excitement in which you
Live. Asone gets older, one learns to bear many things more quietly,
for one feels that life is drawing to its close, and that there is much
one cannot change. The Lectures here begin soon, and our delight-
ful free time is nearly over. [ have to £0 to Manchester to distrilute
some prizes and make a speech.  One can't refise everything. Now,
my dear mother, enjoy your hirthday, and think of the many blessings
you have had in life, and remember that we should learn throngh
sorraws, so that we may leave this life without too much regret.’

Max Miiller had been invited to present the Diplomas gained
by the different schools in Lancashire at the Oxford and Cam-
bridge Local Examinations. For this purpose he visited Man-
chester, where he was the guest of the Dean, at the end of
October, It was a great distinction, and felt to be so by Max
Miller, his predecessors having been Lord Derby, Lord Sel-
borne, and other distinguished statesmen. The meeting was
held in the Free Trade Hall, the audience numbering over
5:000. The Bishop, the Mayor, and the Members for Man-
chester were all present. In his address he mentioned the first
attempt at examinations inaugurated in 1857 by the late Sir
Thomas Acland, at which he had himself assisted. He de-
scribed the efforts made by his own great-grandfather, the
Pedagogue Basedow, for elementary and middle-class education
in Germany, and ended by advocating State-controlled rather
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than voluntary schools. This part of his speech called forth
strong remonstrances from all Church papers, but it was a point
on which he never wavered, though he always felt the necessity
of religious, but unsectarian, teaching, such as he had himself
been accustomed to as a child.

Max Miller had not long returned from Manchester before
he decided that the time had come when he should do wisely

to leave Oxford, and return to his own country.

To DEAN STANLEY.
Parks Exn, Novesmber 6.

‘[ send you a copy of my Preface to Kingsley's Rosan and Teuton,

with some alterations here and there.
I wish I conld have seen you and had a quiet talk with you, before

deciding on a step which, as you know, I have long contemplated.
1 hope 1 have decided rightly, though it was no easy matter to weigh
everything. | have now served the University for exactly twenty-five
years, and | have at last succeeded in gaining for the new Sclence of
Language a recognized position among the subjects required or
allowed in the examinations, and in leaving behind me a number
of pupils, any of whom could fill my chair with credit. As long as
the University seemed to approve and appreciate my work, I was
willing to stay and work on; and, for the sake of my wife and her
friends, I gave up the Professorship offered me at Strassburg, which
from a pecuniary point of view was as good as the one [ hold here.
1 mean to go next April, and settle at first at Dresden. 1 shall have
to work hard, as for some time 1 shall probably be without any official
income. But even my wife agrees that I am right, and that I could
not stay longer, If life is spared, I feel as if 1 could still do some
work in my quiet retreat in Germany. When the time comes, no
douht it will be a wrench—for [ leave many true friends behind, and
I feel the sacrifice my wife has to make. [ hope it will be for the
good of the children. Vs awsis les ennemis 1 have found a true say-
ing many a time before— may it be 5o in this case also! Ever yours

affectionatel
i ‘F. MAx MULLER.

¢1 wish you conld stay with us onee more before we go. When
shall we hear better news of Lady Augusta?®
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To Proressor Lersiys,

Translation. OxForRD, November 12,

‘+ - + I remain here till Easter, then I think of taking a house in
Dresden, and the remaining years will be entirely devoted to the
Veda and to religious philosophy. 1 have still to print seven vol-
umes of the translation of the Fada, not to mention other things, and
the afiumr com megoliis will do me much good. At all events, as
Bunsen said, the bird is free ! Do not yet mention it, however.!

Though Max Miiller had not yet sent in his formal letter of
resignation, his own friends and his wife's relatives knew of his
determination, and letters of expostulation and regret poured
in on all sides, The following is inserted by permission, as
representing what all those whose friendship Max Miiller most
valued, felt and expressed at the time : —

From Rev. Epwin PaLuen.
JERUSALEM CHAMBER, Novemder 12,

‘1 must thank you for your kind letter, as 1 felt that I had been
taking a considerable liberty in speaking my mind to you so freely.
I can say nothing against a resolution to leave us based on consid-
erations of your own strength, and the time required to finish the
main work of your life. The loss to Oxford will be Irremediable;
but after all that you have done for us, we have certainly no right to
in. To say nothing of the prestige which your residence
amaong us and your consent to be reckoned among our Professors
has given us for so many years, I cannot but feel that all of us who

have made Philology in any sense a special study, owe to you directly -

or indirectly all that they know, and indeed the very conception of
the Science of Language. 1 will not attempt to speak of the personal
loss to myself. It is quite true that there seetned to exist between us
grave differences on some subjects connected with the politics af
religion (if I may use that expression), perhnps differences on sub-
jects strictly theological ; but. in spite of these, I have always valued
your friendship as highly as I have prized your intellectual gifts,
Even now | cannot help cherishing a hope that you may reconsider
your determination. The void which your absence from Oxford would
make is too painful for me 10 contemplate.
* Believe me ever, Yours affectionately,
fEnpwiy PaLMER.”

R e
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To ms MoTHER.

Translation. Oxrorn, Nevemder a1.

‘My speech at Manchester has excited people a good deal. In
England nearly all the national schools are in the hands of the
Church. That gives the clergy great influence over the children,
and also over the parents, and therefore they do not wish to give
them up. They naturally say it is so arranged that the religious
instruction may be properly given, but the real reason is that they
may maintain their political influence.  If they could harm me, or at
least do something to injure me, they would do so gladly; but 1
rejoice in their maledictions, as it shows | have produced some effect.
Have you found a house for us, or shall I advertise for one? T have
long wished for more leisure and quiet for work, and [ cannot get it
here, as [ am so constantly interrupted by all sorts of people, [ am
tired of the life here, and we have enough to live independently with-
out my taking any post.'

The following letter shows that Chigs, Volume IV, was as
popular as its three predecessors : —

From Proressor Huxvew.
4 Marvporover PLACE, Nevewmber 29,
¢ For a man wha does not want to escape paying his creditors, there
Is a certain inconvenience in having three addresses. 1 am but rarely
In Jermyn Street at this season, but on going there on Saturday [
found the volume of Chigs which you have been kind enough to send
me. Accept my best thanks for it. I wish that the English work-
shops turned out even a few shavings of like character.
“Yours very truly,
‘Tuomas Huxrey,!
On December 1 Max Milller sent his resignation to the Vice-
Chancellor, the Warden of New College ; writing also to his
own Warden at All Souls to officially announce his determina-
tion, as the resignation of his Professorship entailed the loss of
his Fellowship. He writes at this time to Dean Stanley: ‘I am
very tired myself, and hardly able to do anything. It has been
a hard struggle, and I only hope [ have decided right' To
George von Bunsen he writes : * Some things that kept me here
are more difficult to leave than I thought at first,"
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To His MOTHER.
Transiafion. Lecember 6, 1875,

‘My DEAR, G0OD MoTHER,— Only a few lines to tell you I have
received your two lettérs, the second to-day for my birthday. Thank
God, we are all well, and that Is moch at my age. Thanks for all
your good wishes. Next year will be an important one; pray God
that we have decided rightly, It was impossible to put off the divi-
sion on account of Wilhelm, who is still young enough to actustom
himseli to German life. 1 am very glad that it has come to this.
My position here had become often very difficult, and the rest will
do me good. 1 have much work still to do, if my strength lasts, and
for this reason I desire to have what time may be left me for my
gpecial work. As to money, we must certainly retrench a little, but
the children are provided for, and our whole interest is for them.
Dresden seems to me the quietest place, and®yet with all the advan-
tages of a large city. If we find it too dear there, we must go o a
smaller town; but, as I say, we shall have plenty to eat. The
limentations over our leaving are beginning. They have played
me some shabby tricks, but now all has changed, but it is too late.’

To WiLiam LoxcMan, Esg.
OxrForD, Decemder 8.

‘1 must tell you that I have sent in my resignation of the Chair
of Comparative Philology, and that next year [ intend to settle in
Germany. I want to have all my time to myself. 1 have still much
work In hand, which I wish if possible to finish, and 1 could not do
it if | stay here.

4 shall leave Oxford and England with a heavy heart, but, as life

shorter, 1 felt more and more that 1 was wasting it in doing
wark which others could do as well, or even better; while I had to
leave undone work which I could do, and ought to do. 1 shall
probably go in April; before that time I hope to have finishéd my
book on Langwage as the true barrier detween Man and Beast.

No sooner had the announcement of Max Miiller’s retire-
ment appeared in the papers, than letters poured in from évery
part of the world, whilst all the chief English papers had lead-
ing articles on his work. He was by no means prepared for
such an outburst of genuine feeling on all sides, and was deeply
touched by it. At the same time letters came from Vienna
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and many German Universities, from Florence, and even from
Bucharest, trying to secure his services.

To H.R.H. THE DUKE oOF :u.na..w.
Parks Exp, OxForD, December 13, 1875,

¢Sir, — I was able to say so very little when your Royal High-
ness gave me that beantiful souvenir, that 1 must try whether [ can-
fint express my gratitude in better words. The happy hours which
1 have been allowed to spend with your Royal Highness will always
remain among my most cherished recollections of dear old Oxford.
I was often afraid that an old German professor could hardly be a
pleasant companion to one so young, so bright, and generally so
happy as your Royal Highness. Sill, I believe few people could
have watched your career at Oxford with deeper interest, and felt
for you, both in health and sickness, a truer sympathy than [ have.
I hope and trust that the dark clouds which surrounded your youth
may now have disappeared altogether, though I cannot say that 1
wish your Royal Highness a perfectly cloudless sky; for, after all,
the cloudy sky of England is more beautiful really than the cload-
less sky of ltaly, and a life without dark shadows is generally a very
shallow and useless liffe. What I hope and wish for you is an active
and useful career, and, before all, that physical strength which alone
is wanting to enable you to make that excellent and unselfish use of
your high position and talents which | know you are determined to
make of them, if vou can.

§ Fortas creantur forfibus of bondis. . . .

“The Iast weeks, when I had finally to decide on my leaving
Oxford, have been full of trouble and sorrow to me, and | cannot
thank your Royal Highness enough for the unexpected token of your
kind feclings towards me: it was like a bright and warm ray of light
on a gdreary day. No one knows how fond [ am of Oxford, and what
a sacrifice 1 make in leaving it and leaving England. But the life of
a scholar bas its duties, and | must not shrink from them. As Pro-
fessar | have no sphere of usefulness here. % The young men do
not belong to the Professor, nor the Professor to the young men,”
that is what Mr. Bosamy Price says in his last pamphlet, and what
1 have felt for years. As long as the edition of the Feda kept me
here, 1 had an excose for staying at Oxford, though 1 felt often
depressed when 1 saw how I had to fritter away my time in trying
to serve two masters, Sanskrit and the Science of Language.

& Mm
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¢ But now, when the edition of the Fedla is finished, and even the
Chips gathered up, my desire to continue my translation of the Feds,
and to work out some of the resalts to which my study of the sacred
writings of the andent world had led me, became stronger and
stronger. Yet 1 felt that 1 could no longer work as 1 had done
hitherto, and if T had continoed to discharge my duties as Professor
of Comparative Philology, [ shounld have had to surrender my San-
skrit studies altogether. Were I Professor of Sanskrit at Oxford,
nothing would have drawn me away from this, in many respects,
delightful place; but in order to concentrate my powers and to do
something at least, before it is too late, I see no choice but to give
up my pleasant position here, and retire to some quict town in
Germany, . . .

+The dark cloud has been hanging over my head for the last
fifteen years, and as a man who stands under a waterfall is little
disturbed by a few raln-drops, the pudendas fniurialae were nothing
compared to the weighty considerations which determined my
course.

s A rumor (and Oxford is famous for its Common-roomers) says
that I have accepted a lucrative position in Germany. It is simply
untrue. A lucrative position was offered me in Germany, and 1 de-
clined it. No one seems able to see that science, too, has its duties,
or to believe that a scholar can make a sacrifice for the sake of his
work. Now, | believe that the Feda is an extremely important book,
in fact, the only book in Tndian literature which is important, not only
for India, but for the early history of the whole Aryan race, including
Greeks, Romans, and ourselves. It contains the first attempts at
expressing religions thought and feeling, and it alone cn help us
to solve many of the most critical problems in the Science of
Religion. The Science of Religion is, in fact, the history of all
religions, and when I saw, as quite a young man, the gap in our
materials for studying the origin and growth of religious jdeas,
beciuse no one knew then ar could kmow what the Fada was,
I determined to devote my life to collecting all the manuscripts that
could still be found, and thus to rescue the oldest book of our nice
from that destruction which would have been inevitable, unless it had
been printed. This has now been done. People do not yet see the
full importance of the Feda in an historical study of refigion, and yet
I feel convinced that the true solution of many of our theologieal
difficulties — difficulties that will become far more terrible than they
are at present, is to be found in the study of the history of all
religions. We shall then see what is essential and what is accidental,
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what is eternal and what is human handiwork ; amang all the possi-
bilities displayed before us, we shall in the end discover the reality
of religion, just as a stody of the movements of aff celestial
bodies led in the end to the discovery of a law that supported
them all.

‘I I stayed at Oxford as Professor of Comparative Philology,
I could not hope to finish even my translation of the Feds, much
less to work out at least a few of the results of thirty years' study.
That is why I leave Oxford to settle in some quiet town in Germany,
and there to devote myself to the education of my children and to
my Sanskrit studies. My friends think me Quixotic, even reckless.
I cannot help it.  All I ean say is, and I know your Royal Highness
will agree with me, Life Is precious, and we must try to make the
best use of it we can.

‘I have been proud for years to call myself, while fiving and
working in England, a loyal subject of Her Majesty the Queen.
I hope T shall be so still, even when living and working in Germany.
While in England 1 have tried to make my English friends under-
stand and appreciate all that is good and noble in the German

chamcter; when in Germany | shall try to make my German friends
understand and appreciate what is good and noble in ihe English
chamcter,

*1 have sometimes succeeded in England —1 hope T may succeed
in Germany, for the estrangement between England and Germany is
deplorable, and fraught 1 fear with serous danger. Again thanking

your Royal Highness for the many proofs of your kindness,
‘I have the honour to remain, with siticere gratitude,
*Your Royal Highness' most faithful servant,
‘F. Max MiLLer.

In a letter to his mother of December 19, Max Miller says
that he longs for rest, rest to work at what really interests
him. He also tells her that he has just received the Maxi-
milian Order from Bavaria, and that it is more showy than
the Order pour le Mérite, * but that is the best.' He felt each
day that, if freed from his Oxford lectures, he could yet do
much good work, for he was true to his first love, Sanskrit,
and what it had led to, the study of ancient religions, but his
lectures in addition were too much for his strength, |
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To E. FrEEMAN, EsQ.
OxvorD, Decenber.

* As to politics, all 1 meant to say was that it was dangerous to egyr
the present Government on to any action in the Eastern Question.
Lord Derby is the same as he was at the time of the Cretan insur-
rection — feelings of humanity are to him, as a politician, mere senti-
mentality, That Cretan business is the most horrible chapterin
modern history. Did you ever read Stillman's book? 1 tded to
review it in the Ziwes, but nearly all the really damaging passages
were cut out. If Lord Derby thinks he has done something and
enough, | believe that is the best thing that could happen just

now.
‘1 look upan myself as a true Anglian. My Sovereizn, the relgn-

ing Duke of Anhalt, is Duke of Engern.  See Giugs, [, p. 123"
On December 22 he writes to Dr. Panli: *I want at least a
couple of years' rest, for I feel mther shaken.'

Toe C. E. Matnews, Esg.
OxrForn, December 15.

“Yes, | am going. 1 feel more and more that T am not wanted at
Oxford, and at my time of life one does not like to feel that one is
on sufferance only. My old friends are nearly all gone, and the
treatment I receive here is not exactly what I like. I want rest in
order (o finish some work before it is too late. I shall go in April to
Germany to look out for a house, and take my family over in June or
July.?

Towards the close of the year Max Miiller brought out in Ger-
many a little volume of the letters from Schiller to the Duke of
Schleswig-Holstein. It was known that many letters had passed
between the poet and his generous patron, but it was believed
they had been destroyed. His Royal Highness Prince Christian
succeeded in discovering part of the correspondence, which he
entrusted to Max Miiller for publication.

To H.R.H. PrivceE Leororp.
Parks Exn, December 28, 1875,
¢ 5m, — The little book containing Schiller’s correspondence with
the Duke of Schleswig-Halstein (the grandfather of H.R.H. Prince

v - -
i B L e



1875] GIRLS HIGH SCHOOL, OXFORD 533

Christian} was only the small end, and as your Royal Highness has
accepted it so kindly, I venture to send to-day what indeed will seem
the wedge, four stout bundles of Clfgr. 1 do not ask you to read
them, in fact I always feel ashamed when I present any of my bools,
for it is like asking one's friends to listen for an hour or more to one’s
uninterrupted talk, it is making oneself a great bore. But what is
a poor author to do who wishes, if not to be read, at least to be
shelved? Now all T really ask is a place on the shelves of your

library. 1 know 1 shall be in gpood company, and if in some idle
hour — and no life is tolerable without some idle hours — your Royal
Highness should open one of these volumes, perhaps they will remind
you of one who, when returned to his native country, will always
remember with gratitude the happy wears which he spent in the
country of his choice, and who has only to think of the great kind-
ness which he received when he least expected it. in order to forget
the little unkindnesses which, after all, no one can escipe. My
friends at Oxford are now doing all they can to keep me here, but I
befigve T have decided rightly, and I owe it to my enemies that they

have belped me to a right decision,
*Florence was very tempting. Vienna, too, held out very attrac-

tive offers, but 1 believe I shall remain faithful to what the Germans
somewhat conceitedly call Elb-Florenz, 4.¢. Dresden. There is one
attraction which I have lttle doubt will sooner or later Lring your
Royal Highness to Dresden, that is Raphael's Madonna, a picture
totally different from all other pictures, and quite worth a journcy by

itself,
“Your Royal Highness' very faithful servant,
iF. Max MULLER.

We cannot close the memories of this year without adverting
to an event in Oxford which was of great interest to the Max
Miillers, the foundation and opening of the Girls' Day School
by the Public Day School Company. All through this year
Max Miller did all he could to promote the scheme, attending
all the meetings and taking shares, he having found by experi-
ence how unsatisfactory teaching at home by one governess
generally is.

His own three girls were among the first twenty-five scholars
with which the school opened, and the other girls were almost
all of them their intimate friends. They soon became devoted



tnnldy_t_huldmuf leaving Oxford nmfthﬂrluvqﬂ home
Ioss of their schoal was very prominent. ;
Christmas, the last, as was thought, in the old home, was 3
- sadl one, though EeptwnhthrmaITmu,mwhkth
ihmmudnﬂ:hcﬁtrmshwngmﬂﬂud i










Central Archaeological Library,
NEW DELHI

Life and letters of the
| ekl TN

Tit]p—smd sdnde. T men s

A book that is shut 12 but a block”

GOVT. OF INDIA

ﬁs- Department of Archaeology
g NEW DELHIL
(&)

Please help us to keep the book
clean and moving.

——

5. B V48, W. CELHL




	00000001
	00000002
	00000003
	00000004
	00000005
	00000006
	00000007
	00000008
	00000009
	00000010
	00000011
	00000012
	00000013
	00000014
	00000015
	00000016
	00000017
	00000018
	00000019
	00000020
	00000021
	00000022
	00000023
	00000024
	00000025
	00000026
	00000027
	00000028
	00000029
	00000030
	00000031
	00000032
	00000033
	00000034
	00000035
	00000036
	00000037
	00000038
	00000039
	00000040
	00000041
	00000042
	00000043
	00000044
	00000045
	00000046
	00000047
	00000048
	00000049
	00000050
	00000051
	00000052
	00000053
	00000054
	00000055
	00000056
	00000057
	00000058
	00000059
	00000060
	00000061
	00000062
	00000063
	00000064
	00000065
	00000066
	00000067
	00000068
	00000069
	00000070
	00000071
	00000072
	00000073
	00000074
	00000075
	00000076
	00000077
	00000078
	00000079
	00000080
	00000081
	00000082
	00000083
	00000084
	00000085
	00000086
	00000087
	00000088
	00000089
	00000090
	00000091
	00000092
	00000093
	00000094
	00000095
	00000096
	00000097
	00000098
	00000099
	00000100
	00000101
	00000102
	00000103
	00000104
	00000105
	00000106
	00000107
	00000108
	00000109
	00000110
	00000111
	00000112
	00000113
	00000114
	00000115
	00000116
	00000117
	00000118
	00000119
	00000120
	00000121
	00000122
	00000123
	00000124
	00000125
	00000126
	00000127
	00000128
	00000129
	00000130
	00000131
	00000132
	00000133
	00000134
	00000135
	00000136
	00000137
	00000138
	00000139
	00000140
	00000141
	00000142
	00000143
	00000144
	00000145
	00000146
	00000147
	00000148
	00000149
	00000150
	00000151
	00000152
	00000153
	00000154
	00000155
	00000156
	00000157
	00000158
	00000159
	00000160
	00000161
	00000162
	00000163
	00000164
	00000165
	00000166
	00000167
	00000168
	00000169
	00000170
	00000171
	00000172
	00000173
	00000174
	00000175
	00000176
	00000177
	00000178
	00000179
	00000180
	00000181
	00000182
	00000183
	00000184
	00000185
	00000186
	00000187
	00000188
	00000189
	00000190
	00000191
	00000192
	00000193
	00000194
	00000195
	00000196
	00000197
	00000198
	00000199
	00000200
	00000201
	00000202
	00000203
	00000204
	00000205
	00000206
	00000207
	00000208
	00000209
	00000210
	00000211
	00000212
	00000213
	00000214
	00000215
	00000216
	00000217
	00000218
	00000219
	00000220
	00000221
	00000222
	00000223
	00000224
	00000225
	00000226
	00000227
	00000228
	00000229
	00000230
	00000231
	00000232
	00000233
	00000234
	00000235
	00000236
	00000237
	00000238
	00000239
	00000240
	00000241
	00000242
	00000243
	00000244
	00000245
	00000246
	00000247
	00000248
	00000249
	00000250
	00000251
	00000252
	00000253
	00000254
	00000255
	00000256
	00000257
	00000258
	00000259
	00000260
	00000261
	00000262
	00000263
	00000264
	00000265
	00000266
	00000267
	00000268
	00000269
	00000270
	00000271
	00000272
	00000273
	00000274
	00000275
	00000276
	00000277
	00000278
	00000279
	00000280
	00000281
	00000282
	00000283
	00000284
	00000285
	00000286
	00000287
	00000288
	00000289
	00000290
	00000291
	00000292
	00000293
	00000294
	00000295
	00000296
	00000297
	00000298
	00000299
	00000300
	00000301
	00000302
	00000303
	00000304
	00000305
	00000306
	00000307
	00000308
	00000309
	00000310
	00000311
	00000312
	00000313
	00000314
	00000315
	00000316
	00000317
	00000318
	00000319
	00000320
	00000321
	00000322
	00000323
	00000324
	00000325
	00000326
	00000327
	00000328
	00000329
	00000330
	00000331
	00000332
	00000333
	00000334
	00000335
	00000336
	00000337
	00000338
	00000339
	00000340
	00000341
	00000342
	00000343
	00000344
	00000345
	00000346
	00000347
	00000348
	00000349
	00000350
	00000351
	00000352
	00000353
	00000354
	00000355
	00000356
	00000357
	00000358
	00000359
	00000360
	00000361
	00000362
	00000363
	00000364
	00000365
	00000366
	00000367
	00000368
	00000369
	00000370
	00000371
	00000372
	00000373
	00000374
	00000375
	00000376
	00000377
	00000378
	00000379
	00000380
	00000381
	00000382
	00000383
	00000384
	00000385
	00000386
	00000387
	00000388
	00000389
	00000390
	00000391
	00000392
	00000393
	00000394
	00000395
	00000396
	00000397
	00000398
	00000399
	00000400
	00000401
	00000402
	00000403
	00000404
	00000405
	00000406
	00000407
	00000408
	00000409
	00000410
	00000411
	00000412
	00000413
	00000414
	00000415
	00000416
	00000417
	00000418
	00000419
	00000420
	00000421
	00000422
	00000423
	00000424
	00000425
	00000426
	00000427
	00000428
	00000429
	00000430
	00000431
	00000432
	00000433
	00000434
	00000435
	00000436
	00000437
	00000438
	00000439
	00000440
	00000441
	00000442
	00000443
	00000444
	00000445
	00000446
	00000447
	00000448
	00000449
	00000450
	00000451
	00000452
	00000453
	00000454
	00000455
	00000456
	00000457
	00000458
	00000459
	00000460
	00000461
	00000462
	00000463
	00000464
	00000465
	00000466
	00000467
	00000468
	00000469
	00000470
	00000471
	00000472
	00000473
	00000474
	00000475
	00000476
	00000477
	00000478
	00000479
	00000480
	00000481
	00000482
	00000483
	00000484
	00000485
	00000486
	00000487
	00000488
	00000489
	00000490
	00000491
	00000492
	00000493
	00000494
	00000495
	00000496
	00000497
	00000498
	00000499
	00000500
	00000501
	00000502
	00000503
	00000504
	00000505
	00000506
	00000507
	00000508
	00000509
	00000510
	00000511
	00000512
	00000513
	00000514
	00000515
	00000516
	00000517
	00000518
	00000519
	00000520
	00000521
	00000522
	00000523
	00000524
	00000525
	00000526
	00000527
	00000528
	00000529
	00000530
	00000531
	00000532
	00000533
	00000534
	00000535
	00000536
	00000537
	00000538
	00000539
	00000540
	00000541
	00000542
	00000543
	00000544
	00000545
	00000546
	00000547
	00000548
	00000549
	00000550
	00000551
	00000552
	00000553
	00000554

