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PREFACE.

Lorp Macauray always looked forward to a publication
of his miscellaneous works, either by himself or by those
who should represent him after his death. And latterly
he expressly reserved, whenever the arrangements as to
copyright made it necessary, the right of such publi-
cation.

The collection which is now published comprehends
some of the earliest and some of the latest works which he
oomposed. He was born on 25th October, 1800 ; com-
menced residence at Trinity College, Cambridge, in
October, 1818 ; was elected Craven University Scholar in
1821 ; graduated as B.A. in 1822 ; was elected fellow of
the college in October, 1824 ; was called to the bar in
February, 1826, when he joined the Northern Circuit;
and was elected member for Calne in 1830. After this
last event, he did not long continue to practise at the bar.
He went to India in 1834, whence he returned in June,
1838. He was elected member for Edinburgh in 1839,
and lost this seat in July, 1847*: and this (though
he was afterwards again elected for that city in July,
1852, without being a candidate) may be considered as
the last instance of his taking an active part in the con-

* See Vol. IL p. 430.



tests of public life. These few dates are mentioned for
the purpose of enabling the reader to assign the articles,
now and previously published, to the principal periods
into which the author’s life may be divided.

The admirers of his later works will probably be in-
terested by watching the gradual formation of his style,
and will notice in his earlier productions, vigorous and
clear as their language always was, the occurrence of faults
against which he afterwards most anxiously guarded him-
self. A much greater interest will undoubtedly be felt in
tracing the date and development of his opinions.

The articles published in Knight’s Quarterly Magazine
were composed during the author’s residence at college,
as B.A. It may be remarked that the first two of these
exhibit the earnestness with which he already endeavoured
to represent to himself and to others the scenes and persons
of past times as in actual existence. Of the Dialogue be-
tween Milton and Cowley he spoke, many years after its
publication, as that one of his works which he remembered
with most satisfaction. The article on Mitford’s Greece
he did not himself value so highly as others thought it de-
served. «This article, at any rate, contains the first distinct
enunciation of his views as to the office of an historian,
views afterwards more fully set forth in his Essay upon
History, in the Edinburgh Review (Vol. I p. 232 of this
collection). From the protest, in the last mentioned essay
(p-273),against the conventional notions respecting the ma-
jesty of history might perhaps have been anticipated some-
thing like the third chapter of the History of England.
It may be amusing to notice that in the article on Mitford
(p. 179-180) appears the first sketch of the New Zealander,
afterwards filled up in a passage in the review of Mrs. Aus-
tin’s translation of Ranke, a passage which at one time was
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the subject of allusion, two or three times a week, in
speeches and leading articles. In this, too, appear, perhaps
for the first time, the author’s views on the representative
system.* These he retained to the very last; they are
brought forward repeatedly in the articles published in this
collection} and elsewhere, and in his speeches in parlia-
ment ; and they coincide with the opinions expressed in
the letter to an American correspondent, which was so
often cited in the late debate on the Reform Bill.

Some explanation appears to be necessary as to the
publication of the three articles which stand at the end of
the first volume.

In 1828 Mr. James Mill, the author of the His-
tory of British India, reprinted some essays which he
had contributed to the Supplement to the Encyclo-
pedia Britannica ; and among these was an Essay on
Government. The method of inquiry and reasoning
adopted in this essay appeared to Macaulay to be essen-
tially wrong. He entertained a very strong conviction
that the only sound foundation for a theory of Govern-
ment must be laid in careful and copious histori(:a}l induc-
tion ; and he believed that Mr. Mill's work rested upon a
vicious reasoning a priori. Upon this point he felt the
more earnestly, owing to his own passion for historical re-
search, and to his devout admiration of Bacon,whose works
he was at that time studying with intense attention.
There can, however, be little doubt that he was also
provoked by the pretensions of some members of a sect
which then commonly went by the name of Benthamites,
or Utilitarians, This sect included many of his contem-
poraries, who had quitted Cambridge at about the same

* Vol. I p. 160, + As at Vol. L. pp. 818, 895.
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time with him. It had succeeded, in some measure,
to the sect of the Byronians, whom he has described
in the review of Moore’s Life of Lord Byron, who
discarded their neckcloths, and fixed little models
of sculls on the sand-glasses by which they regu-
lated the boiling of their eggs for breakfast. The
members of these sects, and of many others that have
succeeded, have probably long ago learned to smile at the
temporary humours. But Macaulay, himself a sincere ad-
mirer of Bentham, was irritated by what he considered
the unwarranted tone assumed by several of the class of
Utilitarians. “ We apprchend,” he said, “that many of
them are persons who, having read little or nothing, are de-
lighted to be rescued from the sense of their own inferiority
by some teacher who assures them that the studies which
they have neglected are of no value, puts five or six
phrases into their mouths, lends them an odd number of
the Westminster Review, and in a month transforms
them inte philosophers;” and he spoke of them as
“ smatterers, whose attainments just suffice to elevate them
from the insignificance of dunces to the dignity of bores,
and to spread dismay among their pious aunts and grand-
mothers.” The sect, of course, like other sects, compre-
hended some pretenders, and these the most arrogant
and intolerant among its members. He, however, went so
far as to apply the following language to the majority :—
“ As to the greater part of the sect, it is, we apprehend,
of little consequence what they study or under whom.
It would be more amusing, to be sure, and more re-
putable, if they would take up the old republican cant and
declaim about Brutus and Timoleon, the duty of killing
tyrants and the blessedness of dying for liberty. But, on
the whole, they might have chosen worse. They may as
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well be Utilitarians as jockeys or dandies. And, though
quibbling about self-interest and motives, and objects
of desire, and the greatest happiness of the greatest
number, is but a poor employment for a grown man, it
certainly hurts the health less than hard drinking and the
fortune less than high play ; it is not much more laughable
than phrenology, and is immeasurably more humane than
cock-fighting.”

Macaulay inserted in the Edinburgh Review of March,
1829, an article upon Mr. Mill’s Essay. He attacked the
method with much vehemence ; and, to the end of his
life, he never saw any ground for believing that in this
he had gone too far. But before long he felt that he
had not spoken of the author of the Essay with the
respect due to so eminent a man. In 18383, he described
Mr. Mill, during the debate on the India Bill of that
year, as a “gentleman, extremely well acquainted with
the affairs of our Eastern Empire, a most valuable servant
of the Company, and the author of a history of India,
which, though certainly not free from faults, is, I think,
on the whole, the greatest historical work which has
appeared in our language since that of Gibbon.”

Almost immediately upon the appearance of the article
in the Edinburgh Review, an answer was published in
the Westminster Review. It was untruly attributed, in
the newspapers of the day, to Mr. Bentham himself.
Macaulay’s answer to this appeared in the Edinburgh
Review, June, 1829, He wrote the answer under the
belief that he was answering Mr. Bentham, and was
undeceived in time only to add the postscript. The
author of the article in the Westminster Review had
not perceived that the question raised was not as to the
truth or falsehood of the result at which Mr. Mill had
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arrived, but as to the soundness or unsoundness of the
method which he pursued ; a misunderstanding at which
Macaulay, while he supposed the article to be the work
of Mr. Bentham, expressed much surprise. The con-
troversy soon became principally a dispute as to the
theory which was commonly known by the name of The
Greatest Happiness Principle. Another article in the
Westminster Review followed ; and a surrejoinder
by Macaulay in the Edinburgh Review of October,
1829. Macaulay was irritated at what he conceived to
be either extreme dullness or gross unfairness on the
part *of his unknown antagonist, and struck as hard as
he could ; and he struck very hard indeed.

The cthical question thus raised was afterwards dis-
cussed by Sir James Mackintosh, in the Dissertation con-
tributed by him to the seventh edition of the Encyclo-
pedia Britannica, p. 284—313 (Whewell’s Edition). Sir
James Mackintosh notices the part taken in the contro-
versy by Macaulay, in the following words: « A writer
of consummate ability, who has failed in little but the
respect due to the abilities and character of his opponents,
has given too much countenance to the abuse and con-
fusion of language exemplified in the well-known verse
of Pope,

¢ Modes of self-love the Passions we may call.’

“We know,’ says he, ¢ no universal proposition respecting
human nature which is true but one — that men always
act from self-interest.”” It is manifest from the sequel,
that the writer is not the dupe of the confusion; but
many of his readers maysbe so. If, indeed, the word
self-interest could with propriety be used for the grati-
fication of every prevalent desire, he has clearly shown
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that this change in the signification of terms would be of
no advantage to the doctrine which he controverts. It
would make as many sorts of self-interest as there are
appetites, and it is irreconcilably at variance with the
system of association proposed by Mr. Mill” ¢ The
admirable writer whose language has occasioned this
illustration, who at an early age has mastered every
species of composition, will doubtless hold fast to sim-
plicity, which survives all the fashions of deviation from
it, and which a man of genius so fertile has few tempta-
tions to forsake.”—Note W, p. 296 (p. 430).

When Macaulay selected for publication certain ar-
ticles of the Edinburgh Review, he resolved not to
publish any of the three essays in question; for which he
assigned the following reason :—

“The author has been strongly urged to insert three
papers on the Utilitarian Philosophy, which, when they
first appeared, attracted some notice, but which are not
in the American editions. He has however determined
to omit these papers, not because he is disposed to re-
tract a single doctrine which they contain; but because
he is unwilling to offer what might be regarded as an
affront to the memory of one from whose opinions he
still widely dissents, but to whose talents and virtues he
admits that he formerly did not do justice. Serious as
are the faults of the Essay on Government, a critic, while
noticing those faults, should have abstained from using
contemptuous language respecting the historian of British
India. It ought to be known that Mr. Mill had the gene-
rosity, not only to forgive, but to forget the unbecoming
acrimony with which he had been assailed, and was, when
his valuable life closed, on terms of cordial friendship with
his assailant.”
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Under these circumstances, considerable doubt has
been felt as to the propriety of republishing the three
Essays in the present collection. Bu it has been deter-
mined, not without much hesitation, that they should
appear. It is felt that no disrespect is shown to the
memory of Mr. Mill, when the publication is accompanied
by so full an apology for the tone adopted towards
him ; and Mr. Mill himself would have been the last to
wish for the suppression of opinions on the ground that
they were in express antagonism to his own. The grave
has now closed upon the assailant as well as the assailed.
On the other hand, it cannot but be desirable that
opinions which the author retained to the last, on im-
portant questions in politics and morals, should be before
the public.

Some of the poems now collected have already ap-
peared in print ; others are supplied by the recollection of
friends. The first two arc published on account of their
having been composed in the author’s childhood. In the
poems, as well as in the prose works, will be occasionally
found thoughts and expressions which have afterwards
been adopted in later productions.

No alteration whatever has been made from the form
in which the author left the several articles, with the ex-
ception of some changes in punctuation, and the correction
of one or two obvious misprints.

TI F . E'
London: June, 1860,
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FRAGMENTS OF A ROMAN TALE. (Juxz 1823.)

It was an hour after noon. Ligarius was returning from
the Campus Martius. He strolled through ome of the
streets which led to the forum, settling his gown, and cal-
culating the odds on the gladiators who were to fence at
the approaching Saturnalia. ‘While thus occupied, he
overtook Flaminius, who, with a heavy step and a melan-
choly face, was sauntering in the same direction. The
light-hearted young man plucked him by the sleeve.

“ Good day, Flaminius. Are you to be of Catiline’s
party this evening ?”

“Not L.”

“Why so? Your little Tarentine girl will break her
heart.”

“No matter. Catiline has the best cooks and the
finest wine in Rome. There are charming women at his
parties. But the twelve-line board and the dice-box pay
for all. The Gods confound me if I did not lose two
millions of sesterces last night. My villa at Tibur, and
all the statues that my father the preetor brought from
Ephesus, must go to the auctioneer. That is a high price,
you will acknowledge, even for Phoemcopters, Chian, and
Callinice.”

“ High indeed, by Pollux.”

“ And that is not the worst. I saw several of the lead-
ing senators this morning. Strange things are whispered
in the higher political circles.”

B 2



4 FRAGMENTS OF A ROMAN TALE.

“The Gods confound the political circles. 1 have
hated the name of politician ever since Sylla’s proserip-
tion, when I was within a moment of having my throat
cut by a politician, who took me for another politician.
While there is a cask of Falernian in Campania, or a girl
in the Suburra, I shall be too well employed to think on
the subject.”

“You will do well,” said Flaminius gravely, “to bestow
some little consideration upon it at present. Otherwise, I
fear, you will soon renew your acquaintance with politi-
cians, in a manner quite as unpleasant as that to which
you allude.”

“ Averting Gods ! what do you mean?”

“T will tell you. There are rumours of conspiracy.
The order of things established by Lucius Sylla has ex-
cited the disgust of the people, and of a large party of
the nobles. Some violent convulsion is expected.”

“ What is that to me ? I suppose that they will hardly
proscribe the vintners and gladiators, or pass a law com-
pelling every citizen to take a wife.”

“You do not understand. Catiline is supposed to be
the author of the revolutionary schemes. You must have
heard bold opinions at his table repeatedly.”

“I never listen to any opinions upon such subjects,
bold or timid.”

“TLook to it. Your name has been mentioned.”

“Mine! good Gods:! I call heaven to witness that I
never so much as mentioned Senate, Consul, or Comitia,
in Catiline’s house.”

“ Nohody suspects you of any participation in the in-
most counsels of the party. But our great men surmise
that you are among those whom he has bribed so high
with beauty, or en’c‘mgled'so deeply in distress, that they
are no longer thefr own masters. I shall never set foot
within his threshold again. I have been solemnly warned
by men who understand public affairs; and I advise you
to be cautious.”
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The friends had now turned into the forum, which was
thronged with the gay and elegant youth of Rome. «I
can tell you more,” continued Flaminius; ¢somebody
was remarking to the Consul yesterday how loosely a cer-
tain acquaintance of ours tied his girdle. ¢Let him look
to himself,’ said Cicero, ¢ or the state may find a tighter
girdle for his neck.””

“ Good Gods! who is 1t? You cannot surely mean—"

“There he is.”

Flaminius pointed to a man who was pacing up and
down the forum at a little distance from them. He was
in the prime of manhood. His personal advantages werc
extremely striking, and were displayed with an cxtrava-
gant but not ungraceful foppery. His gown waved in
loose folds; his long dark curls were dressed with exqui-
site art, and shone and steamed with odours; his step and
gesturc exhibited an elegant and commanding figure in
every posture of polite languor. DBut his countenance
formed a singular contrast to the general appearance of
his person. The high and imperial brow, the keen aqui-
line features, the compressed mouth, the penetrating cye,
indicated the highest degree of ability and decision. He
seemed absorbed in intense meditation. With eyes fixed
on the ground, and lips working in thought, he sauntered
round the area, apparently unconscious how many of the
young gallants of Rome were envying the taste of his
dress, and the ease of his fashionable stagger.

“ Good Heaven! ” said Ligarius, « Caius Ceesar is as
unlikely to be in a plot as T am.”

“Not at all.”

“He does nothing but game, feast, intrigue, read
Greek, and write verses.”

“You know nothing of Caesar. Though he rarely ad-
dresses the Senate, he is considered as the finest speaker
there, after the Consul.  His influence with the multitude
is immense. He will serve his rivals in public life as he
served me last night at Catiline’s. We were playing at

B3 .
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the twelve lines.* — Immense stakes. He laughed all the
time, chatted with Valeria over his shoulder, kissed her
hand between every two moves, and scarcely looked at
the board. I thought that Thad him. Allat once I found
my counters driven into the corner. Not a piece to move,
by Hercules. It cost me two millions of Sesterces. All
the Gods and Goddesses confound him for it!”

“ As to Valeria,” said Ligarius, “ I forgot to ask whether
you have heard the news.”

“ Not a word. What?”

“T was told at the baths to-day that Ceesar escorted the
lady home. Unfortunately old Quintus Lutatius had come
back from his villa in Campania, in a whim of jealousy.
He was not expected for three days. There was a fine
tumult. The old fool called for his sword and his slaves,
cursed his wife, and swore that he would cut Cesar’s
throat.”

“And Csesar ? ”

“He laughed, quoted Anacreon, trussed his gown round
his left arm, closed with Quintus, flung him down, twisted
his sword out of his hand, burst through the attendants,
ran a freed-man through the shoulder, and was in the
street in an instant.”

“Well done ! Here he comes. Good day, Caius.”

Ceesar lifted his head at the salutation. His air of deep
abstraction vanished ; and he extended a hand to each of
the friends.

“ How are you after your last night’s exploit ? ”

« As well as possible,” said Ceesar laughing.

“In truth we should rather ask how Quintus Lutatius
m”

“ He, I understand, is as well as can be expected of a
man with a faithless spouse and a broken head. His
freed-man is most seriously hurt. Poor fellow ! he shall

® Duodscim scripta, & game of mixed chance and skill, which seems to
have been very fashionable in the higher circles of Rome. The famoua
lawyer Mucius was renowned for his skill in it.—(Cie.Oret i. 50.)
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have half of whatever I win to-night. Flaminius, you shall
have your revenge at Catiline’s.”.

“You are very kind. I do notintend to be at Catiline’s
till T wish to part with my town-house. My villa is gone
already.”

« Not at Catiline’s, base spirit! You are not of his mind
my gallant Ligarius. Dice, Chian, and the loveliest Greek
singing-girl that was ever seen. Think of that, Ligarius.
By Venus, she almost made me adore her, by telling me
that I talked Greek with the most Attic accent that she
had heard in Italy.”

“I doubt she will not say the same of me,” replied
Ligarius. “T am just as able to decipher an obelisk as to
read a line of Homer.”

“You barbarous Scythian, who had the care of your
education ? ”

“An old fool, — a Greek pedant,— a Stoic. Hetold
me that pain was no evil, and flogged me as if he thought
so. Atlast one day, in the middle of a lecture, I set fire
to his enormous filthy beard, singed his face, and sent him
roaring out of thehouse. There ended my studies. From
that time to this I have had as little to do with Greece
as the wine that your poor old friend Lutatius calls his
delicious Samian.”

“Well done, Ligarius. I hatea Stoic. I wish Marcus
Cato had a beard that you might singe it for him. The
fool talked his two hours in the Senate yesterday, without
changing a muscle of his face. He looked as savage and
as motionless as the mask in which Roscius acted Alecto.
I detest everything connected with him.”

“ Except his sister, Servilia.”

“True. She is a lovely woman.”

“They say that you have told her so, Caius.”

“Bo I have.”

“ And that she was not angry.”

“What woman is?” 1

“ Aye, —but they sgy —"

Bd
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“No matter what they say. Common fame lies like a
Greek rhetorician. You might know so much, Ligarius,
without reading the philosophers. But come, I will intro-
duce you to little dark-eyed Zoe.”

«I tell you I can speak no Greek.”

“More shame for you. It is high time that you should
begin. You will never have such a charming instructress.
Of what was your father thinking when he sent for an old
Stoic with a long beard to teach you? There is no lan-
guage-mistress like a handsome woman. When I was at
Athens, I learnt more Greek from a pretty flower-girl in
the Peireeus than from all the Portico and the Academy.
She was no Stoic, Heaven knows. But come along to Zoe.
I will be your interpreter. 'Woo her in honest Latin, and
I will turn it into elegant Greek between the throws of
dice. I can make love and mind my game at once, as
Flaminius can tell you.”

“ Well, then, to be plain, Ceesar, Flaminius has been
talking to me about plots, and suspicions, and politicians.
I never plagued myself with such things since Sylla’s and
Marius’s days ; and then I never could see much difference
between the parties. All that T am sure of is, that those
who meddle with such affairs arc generally stabbed or
strangled. And, though Ilike Greck wine and handsome
women, I do not wish to risk my neck for them. Now,
tell me as a friend, Caius ; — is there no danger ?”

“ Danger!” rcpeated Ceesar, with a short, fierce, dis-
dainful laugh : “what danger do you apprehend ?”

¢ That you should best know,” said Flaminius; “you
are far more intimate with Catiline than I. But I advise
you to be cautious. The leading men entertain strong
suspicions.”

Ceesar drew up his figure from its ordinary state of
graceful relaxation into an attitude of commanding dignity,
and replied in a voice of which the deep and impassioned
melody formed a strange contrast to the humorous and
affected tone of his ordinary conversation. “ILet them
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suspect. They suspect because they know what they have
deserved. What have they done for Rome? — What
for mankind ? — Ask the citizens. Ask the provinces.
Have they had any other object than to perpetuate their
own exclusive power, and to keep us under the yoke of
an oligarchical tyranny, which unites in itself the worst
evils of every other system, and combines more than
Athenian turbulence with more than Persian despotism ?”

“Good Gods! Cesar. It is not safe for you to speak,
or for us to listen to, such things, at such a crisis.”

“ Judge for yourselves what you will hear. I will judge
for mysclf what I will speak. I was not twenty years
old when I defied Lucius Sylla, surrounded by the spears
of legionaries and the daggers of assassins. Do you sup-
pose that I stand in awe of his paltry successors, who have
inherited a power which they never could have acquired ;
who would imitate his proscriptions, though they have
never equalled his conquests ?”

“Pompey is almost as little to be trifled with as Sylla.
I heard a consular senator say that, in consequence of the
present alarming state of affairs, he would probably be
recalled from the command assigned to him by the
Manilian law.”

“Let him come, — the pupil of Sylla’s butcheries, —
the gleaner of Lucullus’s trophies, — the thief-taker of the
Senate.”

“For heaven’s sake, Caius! — if you knew what the
Consul said—"

“ Something about himself, no doubt. Pity that such
talents should be coupled with such cowardice and cox-
combry. He is the finest speaker living,—infinitely su-
perior to what Hortensius was, in his best days;—a
charming companion, except when he tells over for the
twentieth time all the jokes that he made at Verres’s trial.
But he is the despicable tool of a despicable party.”

“ Your language, Caius, convinces me that the reports
which have been circulated are not without foundation.
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I will venture to prophecy that within a few months the
republic will pass through a whole Odyssey of strange
adventures.”

“] believe so; an Odyssey of which Pompey will
be the Polyphemus, and Cicero the Siren. I would
have the state imitate Ulysses: show no mercy to the
former ; but contrive, if it can be done, to listen to the
enchanting voice of the other, without being seduced by
it to destruction.”

“ But whom can your party produce as rivals to these
two famous leaders ?”

¢ Time will show. I would hope that there may arise
a man, whose genius to conquer, to conciliate, and to
govern, may unite in one cause an oppressed and divided
people ; — may do all that Sylla should have done, and
exhibit the magmﬁcent spectacle of a great nation directed
by a great mind.”

« And where is such a man to be found ? ”

“ Perhaps where you would least expect to find him.
Perhaps he may be one whose powers have hitherto been
concealed in domestic or literary retirement. Perhaps he
may be one, who, while waiting for some adequate ex-
citement, for some worthy opportunity, squanders on
trifles a genius before which may yet be humbled the
sword of Pompey and the gown of Cicero. Perhaps he
may now be disputing with a sophist ; perhaps prattling

with & mistress ; perhaps " and, as he spoke, he turned
away, and resumed his lounge, ¢ strolling in the Forum.”
» . . » * » » ™

It wes almost midnight. The party had separated.
Catiline and Cethegus were still conferring in the supper-
room, which was, as usual, the highest apartment of the
house. It formed a cupola, from which windows opened
on the flat roof that surrounded it. To this terrace Zoe
had retired. With eyes dimmed with fond and melan-
choly tears, she leaned over the balustrade, to catch the
last glimpee of the departing form ef Cmsar, as it grew
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more and more indistinet in the moonlight. Had
he any thought of her? Any love for her? He,
the favourite of the high-born beauties of Rome, the
most splendid, the most graceful, the most eloquent of its
nobles? It could not be. His voice had, indeed, been
touchingly soft whenever he- addressed her. There had
been & fascinating tenderness even in the vivacity of his
look and conversation. But such were always the manners
of Ceesar towards women. He had wreathed a sprig of
myrtle in her hair as she was singing. She took it from
her dark ringlets, and kissed it, and wept over it, and
thought of the sweet legends of her own dear Greece,—
of youths and girls, who, pining away in hopeless love,
had been transformed into flowers by the compassion of
the Gods ; and she wished to become a flower, which
Ceesar might sometimes touch, though he should touch it
only to weave a crown for some prouder and happier mis-
tress.

She was roused from her musings by the loud step
and voice of Cethegus, who was pacing furiously up and
down the supper-room.

“May all the gods confound me, if Casar be not the
deepest traitor, or the most miserable idiot, that ever in-
termeddled with a plot!”

Zoe shuddered. She drew nearer to the window. She
stood concealed from observation by the curtain of fine
network which hung over the aperture, to exclude the
annoying insects of the climate.

“ And you, too!” continued Cethegus, turning fiercely
on his accomplice ; « you to take his part against me!—
you, who proposed the scheme yourself ! ”

“ My dear Caius Cethegus, you will not understand me.
I proposed the scheme ; and I will join in executing it.
But policy is a8 necessary to our plans as boldness. Idid
not wish to startle Ceesar — to lose his co-operation —per-
haps to send him off with an.information against us to
Cicero and Catulue. He was so indignant at your sugges-
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tion, that all my dissimulation was scarcely sufficient to
prevent a total rupture.”

# Indignant! The gods confound him!—-He prated
about humanity, and generosity, and moderation. By
Hercules, I have not heard such a lecture since I was with
Xenochares at Rhodes.”

« Ceesar is made up of inconsistencies. He has bound-
less ambition, unquestioned courage, admirable sagacity.
Yet I have frequently observed in him a womanigh weak-
ness at the sight of pain. I remember that once one of
his slaves was taken ill while carrying his litter. He
alighted, put the fellow in his place, and walked home in
a fall of snow. I wonder that you could be so ill-advised
as to talk to him of massacre, and pillage, and conflagration.
You might have foreseen that such propositions would dis-
gust a man of his temper.”

“I do not know. I have not your self-command, Lu-
cius. I hate such conspirators. What is the use of them ?
‘We must have blood —blood,—hacking and tearing work
—bloody work ! ”

“ Do not grind your teeth, my dear Caius ; and lay down
the carving-knife. By Hercules, you have cut up all the
stuffing of the couch.”

“ No matter ; we shall have couches enough soon, —
and down to stuff them with,—and purple to cover
them, — and pretty women to loll on them,— unless
this fool, and such as he, spoil our plans. I had some-
thing else to say. The essenced fop wishes to seduce Zoe
from me.”

“ Impossible! You misconstrue the ordinary gallan-
tries which he is in the habit of paying to every handsome
face.”

“ Curse on his ordinary gallantries, and his verses, and
his compliments, and his sprigs of myrtle ! If Csesar should
dare — by Hercules, I'will tear him to pieces in the middle
of the Forum.”

% Trust his destruction to me. We must use his talents
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and influence — thrust him upon every danger — make
him our instrument while we are contending — our peace-
offering to the Senate if we faal—our first victiga if we
succeed.”

“Hark ! what noise was that 7"

“ Somebody in the terrdce | —lend me your dagger.”

Catiline rushed to the window. Zoe was standing
in the shade. He stepped out. She darted into the
room — passed like a flash of lightning by the startled
Cethegus — flew down the stairs — through the court —
through the vestibule — through the street. ~ Steps, voices,
lights, came fast and confusedly behind her ; — but with the
speed of love and terror she gained upon her pursuers.
She fled through the wilderness of unknown and dusky
streets, till she found herself, breathless and exhausted, in
the midst of a crowd of gallants, who, with chaplets on
their heads, and torches in their hands, were reeling from
the portico of a stately mansion.

The foremost of the throng was a youth whose slender
figure and beautiful eountenance seemed hardly consistent
with his sex. But the feminine delicacy of his features
rendered more frightful the mingled sensuality and ferocity
of their expression. The libertine audacity of his stare,
and the grotesque foppery of his apparel, seemed to indi-
cate at least a partial insanity. Flinging one arm round
Zoe, and tearing away her veil with the other, he disclosed
to the gaze of his thronging companions the regular fea-
tures and large dark eyes which characterise Athenian
beauty.

“ Clodius has all the luck to night,” cried Ligarius.

“Not so, by Hercules,” said Marcus Ceelius; “the
girl is fairly our common prize: we will fling dice
for her. The Venus* throw, as it ought to do, shall
decide.”

“ Let me go — let me go, for Heaven’s sake,” cried Zoe,
struggling with Clodius.

* Venus was the Roman term for the highest throw on the dice.
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*What & charming Greek accent she has. Come into
the house, my little Athenian nightingale.

“Oh1 what will become of me? Tf you have mothers
—if you have sisters——"

“Clodius has a sister,” muttered ILigarius, “or he is
much belied.” . )

« By Heaven, she is weeping,” said Clodius. -

“If she were not evidently a Greek,” said Ceelius, «I
should take her for a vestal virgin.”

“And if she were a vestal virgin,” cried Clodius
fiercely, “it should not deter me.  This way j—10

struggling — no screaming.”

“Btruggling | screaming!” exclaimed 2 gay and com-
manding voice; “ You are making very ungentle love,
Clodius”

The whole party started. Ceesar had mingled with
them unperceived.

The sound of his voice thrilled through the very heart
of Zoe. With a convulsive effort she burst from the
grasp of her insolent admirer, flung herself at the feet of
Ceesar, and clasped his knees. The moon shone full on
her agitated and imploring face : her lips moved ; but she
uttered no sound. He gazed at her for an instant—raised
her — clasped her to his bosom. ¢Fear nothing, my
sweet Zoe.” Then, with folded arms, and a smile of
placid defiance, he placed himself between her and Clodius.

Clodius staggered forward, flushed with wine and rage,
and uttering alternately a curse and a hiccup.

“ By Pollux, this passes a jest. Cesar, how dare you
insult me thus? ”

“Ajest! Iam as serious as a Jew on the Sabbath.
Insult you; For such a pair of eyes I would insult the
whole consular bench, or I should be as insensible as
King Psammis’s mummy.”

« Good Gods, Ceesar | ” said Marcus Ceelius, interposing ;
“you cannot think it worth while to get into a brawl for
a little Greek girl !”
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“Why not? The Greek girls have used me as well as
those of Rome. Besides, the whole reputation of my
gallantry is at stake. Give up such a lovely woman to
that drunken boy! My character would be gone for
ever. No more perfumed tablets, full of vows and rap-
tures? No more toying with fingers at the Circus. No
more evening walks along the Tiber. No more hiding
in chests, or jumping from windows. I, the favoured
suitor of half the white stoles in Rome, could never again
aspire above a freed-woman. You a man of gallantry,
and think of such a thing! For shame, my dear Ceelius!
Do not let Clodia hear of it.”

While Ceesar spoke he had been engaged in keeping
Clodius at arm’s length. The rage of the frantic libertine
increased as the struggle continued. “Stand back, as you
value your life,” he cried; «I will pass.” .

“ Not this way, sweet Clodius. I have too much regard
for you to suffer you to make love at such disadvantage.
You smell too much of Falernian at present. Would you
stifle your mistress? By Hercules, you are fit to kiss
nobody now, except old Piso, when he is tumbling home
in the morning from the vintners. ” *

Clodius plunged his hand into his bosom, and drew a
little dagger, the faithful companion of many desperate
adventures.

% Oh, Gods! he will be murdered!” cried Zoe.

The whole throng of revellers was in agitation. The
street fluctuated with torches and lifted hands. It was
but for a moment. Ceesar watched with a steady eye the
descending hand of Clodius, arrested the blow, seized his
antagonist by the throat, and flung him against one of
the pillars of the portico with such violence that he
rolled, stunned and senseless, on the ground.

“He is killed,” cried several voices.

% Fair self-defence, by Hercules!” said Marcus Ceelius.
“Bear witness, you all saw him draw his dagger.”

* Cic. in Pis.
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“He is not dead—he breathes,” said Ligarius. « Carry
him into the house ; he is dreadfully bruised.”

The rest of the party retired with Clodius. Ceelius
turned to Ceesar.

“By all the Gods, Caius! you have won your lady
fairly. A splendid victory! You deserve a triumph.”

“ What a madman Clodius has become! ”

“Intolerable. But come and sup with me on the
Nones. You have no objection to meet the Consul ? ”

“Cicero? None at all, We need not talk politics.
Our old dispute about Plato and Epicurus will furnish us
with plenty of conversation. So reckon upon me, my
dear MArcus, and farewell.”

Ceesar and Zoe turned away. As soon as they werc
beyond hearing, she began in great agitation :—

“ Ceesar, you arc in danger. I know all. I overheard
Catiline and Cethegus. You are engaged in a project
which must lead to certain destruction.”

“ My beautiful Zoe, I live- only for glory and pleasure.
For these I have never hesitated to hazard an existence
which they alone render valuable to me. In the present
case, I can assure you that our scheme presents the fairest
hopes of success.”

“So much the worse. You do not know — you do not
understand me. I speak not of open peril, but of secret
treachery. Catiline hates you ; — Cethegus hates you ;—
your destruction is resolved. If you survive the contest,
you perish in the first hour of victory. They detest you
for your moderation; —they are eager for blood and
plunder. I have risked my life to bring you this warn-
ing; but that is of little moment. Farewell!—Be happy ;”

Ceesar stopped her. “Do you fly from my thanks, dear
Zoe?”

«I wish not for your thanks, but for your safety ;—I
desire not to defraud Valeria or,Servilia of one caress,
extorted from gratitude or pity. Be my feelings what
they may, I have learnt in a fearful school to endure and
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to suppress them, I have been tiught to abase a proud
spirit to the claps, and hisses of the vulgar ;— to smile on
suitors who umited the insulés of a despicable pride tothe
endearments of & loathsome fondness ;—to affect spright-
liness with an aching head, and eyes from which tears
were ready to gush ;—to feign love with curses on my
lips, and madness in my brain. Who feels for me any
esteem,— any tenderness? Who will shed a tear over
the nameless grave which will soon shelter from cruelty
and scorn the broken heart of the poor Athenian girl?
But you, who alone have addressed her in her degradation
with & voice of kindness and respect, farewell. Some-
times think of me,— not with sorrow ;—mno; I could
bear your ingratitude, but not your distress. Yet, if it
will not pain you too much, in distant days, when your
lofty hopes and destinies are accomplished,— on the even-
ing of some mighty victory,—in the chariot of some
magnificent triumph,— think on one who loved you with
that exceeding love which only the miserable can feel.
Think that, wherever her exhausted frame may have
sunk.beneath the sensibilities of a tortured spirit,— in
whatever hovel or whatever vault she may have closed
her eyes, — whatever strange scenes of horror and pollu-
tion may have surrounded her dying bed, your shape was
the last that swam before her sight — your voice the last
sound that was ringing in her ears. Yet turn your face
to me, Casar. Let me carry away one last look of those
features, and then——" He turned round. He looked
at her. He hid his face on her bosom, and burst into
tears. With sobs long and loud, and convulsive as those
of a terrified child, he poured forth on her bosom the
tribute of impetuous and uncontrollable emotion. He
raised his head ; but he in vain struggled to restore com-
posure to the brow which had confronted the frown of
Bylla, and the lips which had rivalled the eloquence of
Cicero. He several times attempted to speak, butin vain ;
YOL. 1, c
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e his voice still faltered with tenderness, when, after a
"panme of several minutes, he thus addressed her:

* % My own dear Zoe, your Jove has been bestowed on
one who, if he cannot merit, can at least appreciate and
adore you. Beings of similar loveliness, and similar de-
votedness of affection, mingled, in all my boyish dreams of
greatness, with visions of curule chairs and ivory cars,
marshalled legions and laurelled fasces. Such I have
endeavoured to find in the world; and, in their stead, I
have met with selfishness, with vanity, with frivolity, with
falsehood. The life which you have preserved is a boon
less valuable than the affection ——”

% Qh ! Ceesar,” interrupted the blushing Zoe, “think
only on your own security at present. If you feel as
you speak,— but you are only mocking me,— or perhaps
your compassion——"

“By Heaven!— by every oath that is binding o

“ Alas! alas! Casar, were not all the same oaths
sworn yesterday to Valeria? But I will trust you, at
least so far as to partake your present dangers. Flight
may be necessary :— form your plans. Be they what
they may, there is one who, in exile, in poverty, in peril,
asks only to wander, to beg, to die with you.”

“My Zoe, I do not anticipate any such necessity. To
renounce the conspiracy without renouncing the principles
on which it was originally undertaken,—to elude the
vengeance of the Senate without losing the confidence of
the people,—1is, indeed, an arduous, but not an impossible,
task. I owe it to myself and to my country to make the
attempt. There is still ample time for consideration.
At present I am too happy in love to think of ambition
or danger.” C

They had reached the door of a stately palace. ~Cemsar
struck it. It wasinstantly opened by a slave. Zoe found
herself in a magnificent hall, surrounded by pillars of
green marble, between which were ranged the statues of
the long line of Julian nobles.
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“ Call Endymion,” said Ceesar.

The confidential freed-man made his appearance, not
without a slight smile, ‘which his patron’s good nature
emboldened him to hazard, at perceiving the beautiful
Athenian.

“ Arm my slaves, Endymion ; there are reasons for pre-
caution. Let them relieve each other on guard during
the night. Zoe, my love, my preserver, why are your
cheeks so pale? TLet me kiss some bloom into them.
How you tremble! Endymion, a flask of Samian and
some fruit. Bring them to my apartments. This way, my
sweet Zoe.”

o2



ON THE ROYAL SOCIETY OF LITERATURE. (Juxe 1823.)
Tais is the age of societies. There is scarcely one Eng-
lishman in ten who has not belonged to some association
for distributing books, or for prosecuting them ; for send-
ing invalids to the hospital, or beggars to the treadmill ;
for giving plate to the rich or blankets to the poor. To
be the most absurd institution among so many institutions
is no small distinction ; it seems, however, to belong indis-
putably to the Royal Society of Literature. At the first
establishment of that ridiculous academy, every sensible
man predicted that, in spite of regal patronage and epis-
copal management, it would do nothing, or do harm. And
it will scarcely be denied that those expectations have
hitherto been fulfilled.

I do not attack the founders of the association. Their
characters are respectable ; their motives, I am willing to
believe, were laudable. But I feel, and it is the duty of
every literary man to feel, a strong jealousy of their pro-
ceedings. Their society can be innocent only while it
continues to be despicable. Should they ever possess the
power to encourage merit, they must also possess the
power to depress it. Which power will be more fre-
quently exercised, let every one who has studied literary
history, let every one who has studied human nature, de-
clare. -

Envy and faction insinuate themselves into all com-
munities. They often disturb the peace, and pervert the
decisions, of benevolent and scientific associations. Butit
is in litersry academies that they exert the most extensive
and pernicious influence. In the first place, the prin-
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ciples of literary criticism, though equally fixed with those
on which the chemist and the surgeon proceed, are by no
means equally recognised. Men are rarely able to assign
a reason for their approbation or dislike on questions of
taste; and therefore they willingly submit to any guide
who boldly asserts his claim to superior discernment. It
is more difficult to ascertain and establish the merits of a
poem than the powers of a machine or the benefits of a
new remedy. Hence it is in literature, that quackery is
most easily puffed, and excellence most easily decried.

In some degree this argument applies to academies of
the fine arts ; and it is fully confirmed by all that I have
ever heard of that institution which annually disfigures the
walls of Somerset-House with an acre of spoiled canvass.
But a literary tribunal is incomparably more dangerous.
Other societies, at least, have no tendency to call forth any
opinions on those subjects which most agitate and inflame
the minds of men. The sceptic and the zealot, the revo-
lutionist and the placeman, meet on common ground in
a gallery of paintings or a laboratory of science. They
can praise or censure without reference to the differences
which exist between them. In a literary body this can
never be the case. Literature is, and always must be, in-
separably blended with politics and theology ; it is the
great engine which moves the feelings of a people on the.
most momentous questions. It is, therefore, impossible
that any society can be formed so impartial as to con-
sider the literary character of an individual abstracted
from the opinions which his writings inculcate. It is not
to be hoped, perhaps it is not to be wished, that the feel-
ings of the man should be so completely forgotten in the
duties of the academician. The consequences are evident,
The honours and censures of this Star-chamber of the Muses
will be awarded according to the prejudices of the par-
ticular sect or faction which may at the time predominate.
Whigs would canvass against a Southey, Tories against a
Byron. Those who might at first protest against such con-

c3
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duct a5 unjust would soon adopt it on the ples of retalis-
tien ; and the general good of literature, for which the so-
ciety was professedly instituted, would be forgotten in the
stronger claims of political and religious partiality. .

Yet even this is not the worst. Should the institution
ever acquire any influence, it will afford most pernicious
facilities to every malignant coward who may desire to
blast a reputation which he envies. It will furnish a se-
cure ambuscade, behind which the Maroons of literature
may take a certain and deadly aim. The editorial we has
often been fatal to rising genius; though all the world
knows that it is only a form of speech, very often em-
ployed by a single needy blockhead. The academic we
would have a far greater and more ruinous influence. Num-
bers, while they increased the effect, would diminish the
shame, of injustice. The advantages of an open and those
of an anonymous attack would be combined ; and the au-
thority of avowal would be united to the security of con-
cealment. The serpents in Virgil, after they had destroyed
Laocoon, found an asylum from the vengeance of the en-
raged people behind the shield of the statue of Minerva.
And, in the same manner, every thing that is grovelling
and venomous, every thing that can hiss, and every thing
that can sting, would take sanctuary in the recesses of this
new temple of wisdom.

The French academy was, of all such associations, the
most widely and the most justly celebrated. It was
founded by the greatest of ministers; it was patronised
by successive kings; it numbered in its lists most of the
eminent French writers. Yet what benefit has literature
derived from its labours? What is its history but an un
interrupted record of servile compliances — of paltry ar-
tifices — of deadly quarrels— of perfidious friendships ?
‘Whether governed by the Court, by the Sorbonne, or by
the Philosophers, it was always equally powerful for evil,
and egually impotent for good. I might speak of the
attacks by which it attempted to depress the rising fame
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of Corneille ; I might speak of the reluctance with which

it gave its tardy confirmation to the applauses which the
whole civilised warld had bestowed on the genius of Vol.
taire. I might prove by overwhelming evidence that, to
the latest period of its existence, even under the superin-

tendence of the all-accomplished D’Alembert, it continued
to be a scene of the fiercest animosities and the basest in-
trigues. I might cite Piron’s epigrams, and Marmontel’s

memoirs, and Montesquieu’s letters: But I hasten on to
another topic.

One of the modes by which our Society proposes to
encourage merit is the distribution of prizes. The muni-
ficence of the king has enabled it to offer an annual pre-
mium of a hundred guineas for the best essay in prose,
and another of fifty guineas for the best poem, which may
be transmitted to it. This is very laughable. In the first
place the judges may err. Those imperfections of human
intellect to which, as the articles of the church tell us,
even general councils are subject may possibly be found
even in the Royal Society of Literature. The French
academy, as I have already said, was the most illustrious
assembly of the kind, and numbered among its associates
men much more distinguished than ever will assemble at
Mr. Hatchard’s to rummage the box of the English So-
ciety. Yet this famous body gave a poetical prize, for
which Voltaire was a candidate, to a fellow who wrote
some verses about the frozen and the burning pole.

Yet, granting that the prizes were always awarded to
the best composition, that composition, I say without
hesitation, will always be bad. A prize poem is like a
prize sheep. The object of the competitor for the agri-
cultural premium is to produce an animal fit, not to be
eaten, but to be weighed. Accordingly he pampers his
victim into morbid and unnatural fatness; and, when it is
in such a state that it would be sent away in disgust from
any table, he offers it to the judges. The. object of the
poetical candidate, in like manner, is to produce, not a

c4
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good poem, but a poem of that exact degree of frigidity
or ombast which may appear to his censors to be cor-
vect or sublime, Compositions thus constructed will ai-
ways be worthless. The few excellences which. they may
contain will have an exotic aspect and flavour. In ge-
neral, prize sheep are good for nothing but to make tallow
candles, and prize poems are good for nothing but to
light them. .

The first subject proposed by the Society to the poets
of England was Dartmoor. I thought that they intended
a covert sarcasm at their own projects. Their institution
was a literary Dartmoor scheme;-—a plan for forcing
into cultivation the waste lands of intellect, — for raising
poetical produce, by means of bounties, from soil too
meagre to have yielded any returns in the natural course
of things. The plan for the cultivation of Dartmoor has,
I hear, been abandoned. I hope that this may be an
omen of the fate of the Society.

In truth, this seems by no means improbable. They
have been offering for several years the rewards which
the king placed at their disposal, and have not, as far as
I can learn, been able to find in their box one composition
which they have deemed worthy of publication. At least
no publication has taken place. The associates may per-
haps be astonished at this. But I will attempt to explain
it, after the manner of ancient times, by means of an
apologue.

About four hundred years after the deluge, King Gomer
Chephoraod reigned in Babylon. He united all the cha-
racteristics of an excellent sovercign. He made good
laws, won great battles, and white-washed long streets.
He was, in consequence, idolised by his people, and pane-
gyrised by many poets and orators. A book was then a
serivus undertaking. Neither paper nor any similar ma-
terial bad been invented. Authors were therefore under
the necessity of inscribing their compositions on massive
bricks, Some of these Babylonian records are still pre-



ON THE ROYAL SOCIETY OF LITERATURE. 25

served in European museums ; but the langusge in which
they are written has never been deciphered. Gomer
Chephoraod was so popular that the clay of all the plains
round the Euphrates could scarcely furnish brick-kilns
enough for his eulogists. It is recorded in particular that
Pharonezzar, the Assyrian Pindar, published a bridge and
four walls in his praise.

One day the king was going in state from his palace to
the temple of Belus. During this procession it was law-
ful for any Babylonian to offer any petition or suggestion
to his sovereign. As the chariot passed before a vintner’s
shop, a large company, apparently half-drunk, sallied forth
into the street ; and one of them thus addressed the king :

“ Qomer Chephoraod, live for ever! It appears to thy
servants that of all the productions of the earth good
wine is the best, and bad wine is the worst. Good wine
makes the heart cheerful, the eyes bright, the speech
ready. Bad wine confuses the head, disorders the stomach,
makes us quarrelsome at night, and sick the next morning.
Now therefore let my .lord the king take order that thy
servants may drink good wine.”

“ And how is this to be done ?” said the good-natured
prince. :

“ Oh, King,” said his monitor, ¢ this is most easy. Let
the king make a decree, and seal it with his royal signet :
and let it be proclaimed that the king will give ten she-
asses, and ten slaves, and ten changes of raiment, every
year, unto the man who shall make ten measures of the
best wine. And whosoever wishes for the she-asses, and
the slaves, and the raiment, let him send the ten measures
of wine to thy servants, and we will drink thereof and
judge. So shall there be much good wine in Assyria.”

The project pleased Gomer Chephoraod. “Be it so,”
said he. The people shouted. The petitioners prostrated
themselves in gratitude. The same night heralds were
despatched to bear the intelligence to the remotest districts
of Assyria.
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After o due interval the wines began to come in ; and
the ¢xaminers assembled to adjudge the prize. The first
vessel was unsealed. Its odour was such that the judges,
without tasting it, pronounced unanimous condemnation.
The next was opened: it had a villainous taste of clay.
The third was sour and vapid. They proceeded from one
cask of execrable liquor to another, till at length, in abso-

lute nausea, they gave up the investigation.

The next morning they all assembled at the gate of the
king, with pale faces and aching heads. They owned
that they could not recommend any competitor as worthy
of the rewards. They swore that the wine was little
better than poison, and intreated permission to resign the
office of deciding between such detestable potions.

“TIn the name of Belus, how can this have happened ?”
said the king.

Merolchazzar, the high-priest, muttered something
about the anger of the Gods at the toleration shown to a
sect of impious heretics who ate pigeons broiled, “ whereas,”
said he, “ our religion commands us to eat them roasted.
Now therefore, oh King,” continued this respectable di-
vine, “ give command to thy men of war, and let them
smite the disobedient people with the sword, them, and
their wives, and their children, and let their houses, and
their flocks, and their herds, be given to thy servants the
priests. Then shall the land yield its increase, and the
fruits of the earth shall be no more blasted by the ven-
geance of heaven.”

“ Nay,” said the King, “the ground lies under no
general curse from heaven. The season has been singu-
larly good. The wine which thou didst thyself drink at
the banquet a few nights ago, oh venerable Merolchazzar,
was of this year’s vintage. Dost thou not remember how
thou didst praise it? It was the same night that thou
wast inspired by Belus, and didst reel to and fro, and dis-
course sacred mysteries. These things are too hard for
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me. I comprehend them not. The only wine which is
bad is that which is seat to my judges. Who can ex-
pound this to us?”

The king scratched his head. Upon which all the
courtiers scratched their heads.

He then ordered proclamation to be made, that a pur-
ple robe and a golden chain should be given to the man
who could solve this difficulty.

An old philosopher, who had been obscrved to smile
rather disdainfully when the prize had first been insti-
tuted, came forward and spoke thus : —

“ Gomer Chephoraod, live for ever! Marvel not at
that which has happened. It was no miracle, but a na-
tural event. How could it be otherwise ? It is true that
much good wine has been made this year. But who
would send it in for thy rewards? Thou knowest Asco-
baruch who hath the great vineyards in the north, and
Cohahiroth who sendeth wine every year from the south
over the Persian gulf. Their wines are so delicious that
ten measures thereof are sold for an hundred talents of
silver. Thinkest thou that they will exchange them for thy
slaves and thine asses? What would thy prize profit any
who have vineyards in rich soils?”

“Who then,” said one of the judges, “are the wretches
who sent us this poison?”’

“Blame them not,” said the sage, “ seeing that you have
been the authors of the evil. They are men whose lands-
are poor, and have never yielded them any returns equal
to the prizes which the king proposed. ~Wherefore,
knowing that the lords of the fruitful vineyards would not
enter into competition with them, they planted vines, some
on rocks, and some in light sandy soil, and some in deep
clay. Hence their wines are bad. For no culture or reward
will make barren land bear good vines. Know therefore,
assuredly, that your prizes have increased the quantity of
bad but not of good wine.”
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- There was a long silence At length*the king spoke.

.¥%(ive him the purple robe and the chain of gold. Throw
the wines into the Euphrates ; and proclaim that the Royal
Society of Wines is dissolved.”
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A DRAMA,

L

ScENE — A Street in Athens.
Enter CALLIDEMUS and SPEUSIPPUS.

CALLIDEMUS.

8o, you young reprobate! You must be a man of wit,
forsooth, and a man of quality! You must spend -as if
you were as rich as Nicias, and prate as if you were as wise
as Pericles! You must dangle after sophists and pretty
women! And Imust pay for all! I must sup on thyme
aud onions, while you are swallowing thrushes and hares !
I must drink water, that you may play the cottabus* with
Chian wine! I must wander about as ragged as Pausont,
that you may be as fine as Alcibiades! I must lie on bare
boards, with a stone] for my pillow, and a rotten mat for
my coverlid, by the light of a wretched winking lamp,
while you are marching in state, with as many torches as
one sees at the feast of Ceres, to thunder with your
hatchet at the doors of half the Tonian ladies in Peireeus.||

* This game consisted in projecting wine out of cups; it was a diversion
extremely fashionable at Athenian entertainments.

+ Pauson was an Athenian painter, whose name was synonymous with
beggary. See Aristcphanes; Plutus, 602. From his poverty, I am inclined
to suppose that he painted historical pictures.

1 See Aristophanes ; Plutus, 542,

§ See Theocritus; Idyll ii. 128,

{| This was the most disreputable part of Athens, See Aristophanes ; Pax,
185,
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SPEUSIPPUS.
‘Why, thou unreasonable old man! Thou most shame-
less of fathers |
CALLIDEMUS,

Ungrateful wretch; dare you talk so? Are you not
afraid of the-thunders of Jupiter ?

BPEUSIPPUS.

Jupiter thunder! nonsense! Anaxagoras says, that
thunder is only an explosion produced by

CALLIDEMUS.
He does! Would that it had fallen on his head for his
pains!
SPEUSIPPUS.
Nay : talk rationally.

) CALLIDEMUS,

Rationally! You audacious young sophist! I will
talk rationally. Do you know that I am your father?
What quibble can you make upon that ?

SPEUSIPPUS.

Do I know that you are my father? Let us take the
question to pieces, as Melesigenes would say. First, then,
we must inquire what is knowledge? Secondly, what is
a father? Now, knowledge, as Socrates said the other day
to Thewtetus®,

CALLIDEMUS, .

Socrates! what ! the ragged flat-nosed old dofard, who
walks about all day barefoot, and filches cloaks, and dissects
gnats, and shoest} fleas with wax ?

SPEUSIPPUS.
All fiction! All trumped up by Aristophanes !

* Sep Plato’s Thestetus, t See Aristophanes; Nubes, 150,
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CALLIDBMUS.

By Pallas, if he is in the habit of putting shoes on his
fleas, he is kinder to them than to himself. But listen to
me, boy; if you go on in this way, you will be ruined.
There is an argument for you. Go to your Socrates and
your Melesigenes, and tell them to refute that. Ruined!
Do you hear?

SPEUSIPPUS.
Ruined !

CALLIDEMUS.

Ay, by Jupiter! Is such a show as you make to be
supported on nothing ? During all the last war, I made
not an obol from my farm ; the Peloponnesian locusts came
almost as regularly as the Pleiades; — corn burnt ; —
olives stripped ; — fruit trees cut down ; — wells stopped
up ; — and, just when peace came, and I hoped that all
would turn out well, you must begin to spend as if you
had all the mines of Thasus at command.

SPEUSIPPUS.
Now, by Neptune, who delights in horses

CALLIDEMUS.

If Neptune delights in horses, he does not resemble me.
You must ride at the Panathensa on a horse fit for the
great king : four acres of my best vines went for that folly.
You must retrench, or you will have nothing to eat. Does
not Anaxagoras mention, among his other discoveries, that
when a man has nothing to eat he dies ?

SPEUSIPPUS.
You are deceived. My friends ——

CALLIDEMUS.
Oh, yes! your friends will notice you, doubtless, when
you are squeezing through the crowd, on a winter’s day,
to warm yourself at the fire of the baths ; — or when you
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are fighting with beggars and beggars’ dogs for the scraps
.of » sacrifice ; — or when you are glad to earn three
wretched obols* by listening all day to lying speeches and
<rying children.
SPEUSIPPUS.
There are other means of support.

. CALLIDEMUS.

« What ! T suppose you will wander from house to house,
like that wretched buffoon Philippust, and beg every body
who has asked a supper-party to be so kind as to feed you
and laugh at you; or you will turn sycophant ; you will
get a bunch of grapes, or a pair of shoes, now and then,
by frightening some rich coward with a mock prosecution.
Well! that is a task for which your studies under the
sophists may have fitted you.

SPEUSIPPUS.
You are wide of the mark.

CALLIDEMUS.

Then what, in the name of Juno, is your scheme? Do
you intend to join Orestesf, and rob on the highway?
Take care ; beware of the eleven); beware of the hem-
lock. It may be very pleasant to live at other people’s
expense; but not very pleasant, I should think, to hear
the pestle give its last bang against the mortar, when the
cold dose is ready. Pah!—

SPEUSIPPUS.
Hemlock ! Orestes! folly! —1I aim at nobler objects.

What say you to politics, — the gencral assembly ?
CALLIDEMUS, '
You an orator l——oh no! no! Cleon was worth twenty

* The stipend of an Athenian juryman, + Xenophon; Convivium.
%t A celebrated highwayman of Attica. See Aristophanes; Aves, 711 ; and
in gevers] other passages. § The police officers of Athens,
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such fools as you. You have succeeded, I grant, to his
impudence, for which, if there be justice in Tartarus, he
is now soaking up to the eyes in his own tan-pickle. But
the Paphlagonian had parts.

SPEUSIPPUS.
And you mean to imply ——

CALLIDEMUS,

Not I. You are a Pericles in embryo, doubtless. Well :
and when are you to make your first speech? oh Pallas!

SPEUSIPPUS.

I thought of speaking, the other day, on the Sicilian
expedition ; but Nicias* got up before me.

CALLIDEMUS.
Nicias, poor honest man, might just as well have sate
still ; his speaking did but little good. The loss of your
oration is, doubtless, an irreparable public calamity.

SPEUSIPPUS.

Why, not so; I intend to introduce it at the next as-
sembly ; it will suit any subject.

CALLIDEMUS.
That is to say, it will suit none. But pray, if it be not
too presumptuous a request, indulge me with a specimen.

SPEUSIPPUS.

Well ; suppose the agora crowded ; —an important sub-
ject under discussion ;—an ambassador from Argos, or
from the great king ;—the tributes from the islands;—
an impecachment ;— in short, anything you please. The
cricr makes proclamation.—* Any citizen above fifty years
old may speak—any citizen not disqualified may speak.”
Then I rise : —a great murmur of curiosity while I am
mounting the stand.

* See Thucydides, vi, 8,
YOL. I D
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CALLIDEMUS.

Of curiosity ! yes, and of something else too. You will
infallibly be dragged down by main force, like poor (Hlau-
con * last year.

SPEUSEPPUS.

Never fear. T shall begin in this style :

“ When I consider, Athenians, the importance of our
city ;—when I consider the extent of its power, the wis-
dom of its laws, the elegance of its decorations ;—when I
consider by what names and by what exploits its annals
are adorned ;—when I think on Harmodius and Aristogi-
ton, on Themistocles and Miltiades, on Cimon and Pericles;
—when I contemplate our pre-eminence in arts and let-
ters ;—when I observe so many flourishing states and
islands compelled to own the dominion, and purchase the
protection, of the City of the Violet Crown §—"

CALLIDEMTUS.

I shall choke with rage. Oh, all ye gods and god-
desses, what sacrilege, what perjury have I ever commit-
ted, that I should be singled out from among all the
citizens of Athens to be the father of this fool ?

SPEUSIPPUS.

What now? By Bacchus, old man,I would not advise
you to give way to such fits of passion in the streets. If
Aristophanes were to see you, you would infallibly be in
a comedy next spring.

CALLIDEMUS.

You have more reason to fear Aristophanes than any
fool living. Oh, that he could but hear you trying to
imitate the slang of Straton § and the lisp of -Alcibiades ! §
You would be an inexhaustible subject. You would con-
sole him for the loss of Cleon.

* See Xenophon ; Memorabilia, iii.

+ A favourite epithet of Athens. See Aristophanes; Acharn. 637.
 See Aristophanes ; Equites, 1875, § See Aristophanes; Vespsm, 44.
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SPEUSIPPUS.

No, no. I may perhaps figure at the dramatic repre-
sentations before long ; but in a very different way.

CALLIDEMUS.
What do you mean?

SPEUSIPPUS.
What say you to a tragedy ?

CALLIDEMUS.
A tragedy of yours?

SPEUSIPPUS.

Even so.

CALLIDEMUS.

Oh Hercules ! Oh Bacchus! This is too much. Here
is an universal genius ; sophist,—orator,— poet. To what
a three-headed monster have I given birth! a perfect
Cerberus of intellect! And pray what may your piece be
about? Or will your tragedy, like your speech, serve
equally for any subject ?

SPEUSIPPUS.

I thought of scveral plots ; — (Edipus, — Iteocles and
Polynices, — the war of Troy, — tlie murder of Agamem-
non.

CALLIDEMUS.

And what have you chosen ?

. SPEUSIPPUS.

You know there is a law which permits any modern
poet to retouch a play of Aschylus, and bring it forward
as his own composition. And, as there is an absurd pre-
judice, among the vulgar, in favour of his extravagant
pieces, I have selected one of them, and altered it.

CALLIDEMUS.
‘Which of them ?

D 2
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SPEUSIPPUS.

Oh! that mass of barbarous absurdities, the Prome-
theus. But I have framed it anew upon the model of
Euripides. By Bacchus, I shall make Sophocles and
Agathon look about them. You would not know the
play again.

CALLIDEMUS.

By Jupiter, I believe not.

SPEUSIPPUS.

I have omitted the whole of the absurd dialogue be-
tween Vulcan and Strength, at the beginning.

CALLIDEMUS.

That may be, on the whole, an improvement. The
play will then open with that grand soliloquy of Prome-
theus, when he is chained to the rock.

“ Oh! ye eternal heavens! Ye rushing winds!
Ye fountains of great streams! Ye ocean waves,
That in ten thousand sparkling dimples wreathe

Your azure smiles! All-generating earth !
All-seeing sun! On you, on you, I call.” *

Well, I allow that will be striking ; I did not think you
capable of that idea. Why do you laugh ?

SPEUSIPPUS.

Do you seriously suppose that one who has studied the
plays of that great man, Euripides, would ever begin a
tragedy in such a ranting style ?

CALLIDEMUS.
What, does not your play open with the speech of
Prometheus ?

SPEUSIPPUS.
. No doubt. :

* See Aschylus; Prometheus, 88,
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CALLIDEMUS.
Then what, in the name of Bacchus, do you make him
say ?
SPEUSIPPUS.
You shall hear; and, if it be not in the very style of
Euripides, call me a fool.

CALLIDEMUS.
That is a liberty which I shall venture to take, whether
it be or no. But go on.

SPEUSIPPUS.
Prometheus begins thus:

¢ Ccelus begat Saturn and Briareus
Cottus and Creius and Iapetus,
Gyges and Hyperion, Phosbe, Tethys,
Thea and Rhea and Mnemosyne.
Then Saturn wedded Rhea, and begat
Pluto and Neptune, Jupiter and Juno,”
CALLIDEMUS.

Very beautiful, and very natural ; and, as you say, very
like Euripides.

SPEUSIPPUS.

You are sneering. Really, father, you do not under-
stand these things. You had not those advantages in
your youth —

CALLIDEMUS.

Which T have been fool enough to let you have. Noj;
in my ecarly days, lying had not been dignified into a
science, nor politics degraded into atrade. I wrestled,
and read Homer’s battles, instead of dressing my hair, and
reciting lectures in verse out of Euripides. ButI have
some notion of what a play should be; I have seen
Phrynichus, and lived with Aschylus. I saw the repre-
sentation of the Persians.

SPEUSIPPUS.
A wretched play ; it may amuse the fools who row the
triremes ; but it is utterly unworthy to be read by any

man of taste,
D3
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_ CALLIDEMUS,
If you had seen it acted ;—the whole theatre frantic
with joy, stamping, shouting, laughing, crying. There
was Cynsgeirus, the brother of Alschylus, who lost both
his arms at Marathon, beating the stumps against his sides
with rapture. ~ 'When the crowd remarked him — But
where are you going?
SPEUSIPPUS.
To sup with Alcibiades; he sails with the expedition
for Sicily in a few days; this is his farewell entertainment.

CALLIDEMS.

So much the better ; I should say, so much the worse.
That cursed Sicilian expedition! And you were one of
the young fools * who stood clapping and shouting while
he was gulling the rabble, and who drowned poor Nicias’s
voice with your uproar. Look to it ; a day of reckoning
will come. As to Alcibiades himself —

SPEUSIPPTS.
What can you say against him ? His enemies them-
selves acknowledge his merit.

CALLIDEMUS.

They acknowledge that he is clever, and handsome, and
that he was crowned at the Olympic games. And what
other merits do his friends claim for him? A precious
assembly you will meet at his house, no doubt.

SPEUSIPPUS.
The first men in Athens, probably.

CALLIDEMUS.
Whom do you mean by the first men in Athens?

SPEUSIPPUS.
Callicles.t

* See Thucydides, vi. 13.
+ Callicles plays a conspicnous part in the Gorgms of Plato.
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CALLIDEMTUS.
A sacrilegious, impious, unfeeling ruffian !
SPEUSIPPUS.
Hippomachus.
CALLIDEMUS.

A fool, who can talk of nothing but his travels through
Persia and Egypt. Go, go. The gods forbid that I should
detain you from such choice society.  [Ezeunt severally.

. 1L
ScENE—A Hall in the House of ALCIBIADES.

Avcisiapges, Speusiepus, CarnicLes, HrproMacuus, CHa-
RICLEA, and others, seated round a table, feasting.

ALCIBIADES.

Bring larger cups. This shall be our gayest revel. It
is probably the last — for some of us at least.

SPEUSIPPUS.

At all events, it will be long before you taste such wine
again, Alcibiades.

CALLICLES.

Nay, there is excellent wine in Sicily,. When I was
there with Eurymedon’s squadron, I had many a long
carouse. You never saw finer grapes than those of
ZHitna.

HIPPOMACHUS.

The Greeks do not understand the art of making wine.
Your Persian is the man. So rich, so fragrant, so sparkling.
I will tell you what the Satrap of Caria said to me about
that when I supped with him.

ALCIBIADESR.

Nay, sweet Hippomachus; net a word to-night about
satraps, or the great king, or the walls of Babylon, or the
D 4
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Pyramids, or the mummies. Chariclea, why do you look
sosad?
CHARICLEA.

Can I be cheerful when you are going to leave me,
Alcibiades ?

ALCIBIADES.

My life, my sweet soul, it is but for a short time. Ina
year we conquer Sicily. In another, we humble Car-
thage.* I will bring back such robes, such necklaces,
clephants’ teeth by thousands, ay, and the elephants them-
selves, if you wish to see them. Nay, smile, my Chariclea,
or I shall talk nonsense to no purpose.

HIPPOMACHUS.

The largest elephant that I ever saw was in the grounds
of Teribazus, near Susa. I wish that I had measured
him.

ALCIBIADES.

I wish that he had trod upon you. Come, come,

Chariclea, we shall soon return, and then .

CHARICLEA.
Yes; then, indeed.

ALCIBIADES.
Yes, then—

Then for revels; then for dances,
Tender whispers, melting glances.
Peasants, pluck your richest fruits :
Minstrels, sound your sweetest flutes:
Come in langhing crowds to greet us,
Dark-eyed daughters of Miletus;
Bring the myrtles, bring the dice,
Floods of Chian, hills of spice.

SPEUSIPPUS.
Whose lines are those, Alcibiades?
*® v

* See Thucydides, vi. 90.
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ALCIBIADES,

My own. Think you, because I do not shut myself up
to meditate, and drink water, and eat herbs, that I cannot
write verses? By Apollo, if I did not spend my days in
politics, and my nights in revelry, I should have made
Sophocles tremble. But now I never go beyond a little
song like this, and never invoke any Muse but Chariclea.

But come, Speusippus, sing. You are a professed poet.
Let us have some of your verses.

SPEUSIPPUS.
My verses! How can you talk so? I a professed poet.

ALCIBIADES.

Oh, content you, sweet Speusippus. We all know your
designs upon the tragic honours. Come, sing. A chorus
of your new play.

SPEUSIPPUS,.
Nay, nay—
HIPPOMACHUS.
When a guest who is asked to sing at a Persian ban-
quet refuses——
SPEUSIPPUS.
In the name of Bacchus—

ALCIBIADES,
I am absolute. Sing.

SPEUSIPPUS,

Well, then, I will sing you a chorus, which, I think, is
a tolerable imitation of Turipides.

CHARICLEA.
Of Euripides ?—Not a word !

ALCIBIADES,
Why so, sweet Chariclea?
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CHARICLEA.

‘Would you have me betray my sex? Would you have
me forget his Pheedras and Sthenobeeas? No: if I ever
suffer any lines of that woman-hater, or his imitators, to
be sung in my presence, may I * sell herbs like his mother,
and wear rags like his Telephus. }

ALCIBIADES,
Then, sweet Chariclea, since you have silenced Speu-
sippus, you shall sing yourself.

CHARICLEA.
What shall I sing?

ALCIBIADES.
Nay, choose for yourself.

CHARICLEA.

Then I will sing an old Ionian hymn, which is chanted
every spring at the feast of Venus, near Miletus. I used
to sing it in my own country when I was a child ; and—
Ah, Alcibiades!

ALCIBIADES.

Dear Chariclea, you shall sing something else. This
distresses you.

CHARICLEA.

No: hand me the lyre:—no matter. You will hear
the song to disadvantage. But if it were sung as I have
heard it sung ;—if this were a beautiful morning in spring,
and if we were standing on a woody promontory, with
the sea, and the white sails, and the blue Cyclades beneath
us,—and the portico of a temple peeping through the

* The mother of Euripides was & herb-woman, This was a favourite
topic of Aristophanes,

t The hero of one of the lost plays of Euripides, who appears to have been
brought upon the stage in the garb of a beggar, See Aristophanes; Acharn,
430; and in other places,

&
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trees on a huge peak above our heads,—and thousands of
people, with myrtles in their hands, thronging up the
winding path, their gay dresses and garlands disappearing
and emerging by turns as they passed round the angles of
the rock,—then perhaps

ALCIBIADES.

Now, by Venus herself, sweet lady, where you are we
shall lack neither sun, nor flowers, nor spring, nor temple,
nor goddess.

CHARICLEA. (Sings.)

Let thig sunny hour be given,
Venus, unto love and mirth :
Smiles like thine are in the heaven;
Bloom like thine is on the earth;
And the tinkling of the fountains,
And the murmurs of the sea,
And the echoes from the mountains,
Speak of youth, and hope, and thee.

By whate’er of soft expression
Thou hast taught to lovers’ eyes,
Taint denial, slow confession,
Glowing cheeks and stifled sighs ;
By the pleasure and the pain,
By the follies and the wiles,
Pouting fondness, sweet disdain,
Happy tears and mournful smiles;

Come with music floating o’er thee ;
Come with violets springing round :
Let the Graces dance before thee,
All their golden zones unbound ;
Now in sport their faces hiding,
Now, with slender fingers fair,
From their laughing eyes dividing
The long curls of rose-crowned hair.

ALCTBIADES.

Sweetly sung ; but mournfully, Chariclea ; for which I
would chide you, but that I am sad myself. More wine
there. I wish to all the gods that I had fairly sailed from
Athens.

CHARICLEA.

And from me, Alcibiades ?
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* ALCIBIADES.
Yes, from you, dearlady. The days which immediately
precede separation are the most melancholy of our lives.

CHARICLEA.
Except those which immediately follow it.

ALCIBIADES.

No; when I cease to see you, other objects may compel
my attention ; but can I be near you without thinking
how lovely you are, and how soon I must leave you?

HIPPOMACHUS.

Ay ; travelling soon puts such thoughts out of men’s
heads.

CALLICLES.
A battle is the best remedy for them.

CHARICLEA.

A battle, I should think, might supply their place with
others as unpleasant.

CALLICLES.

No. The preparations are rather disagreeable to a no-
vice. But as soon as the fighting begins, by Jupiter, it is
a noble time ;—men tramphng,—sluelds clashing,—spears
breaking,—and the poean roaring louder than all.

CHARICLEA.
But what if you are killed ?

CALLICLES.

What indeed? You must ask Speusippus that question.
He is a philosopher.

ALCIBIADES.

Yes, and the greatest of philosophers, if he can answer
it.
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SPEUSIPPUS.

Pythagoras is of opinion—

HIPPOMACHUS.

Pythagoras stole that and all his other opinions from
Asia and Egypt. The transmigration of the soul and the
vegetable diet are derived from India. I met a Brach-
man in Sogdiana—

CALLICLES.

All nonsense !

CHARICLEA,

What think you, Alcibiades?

ALCIBIADES.

I think that, if the doctrine be true, your spirit will be
transfused into one of the doves who carry * ambrosia to
the gods or verses to the mistresses of poets. Do you
remember Anacreon’s lines? How should you like such
an office?

CHARICLEA.

If T were to be your dove, Alcibiades, and you would
treat me as Anacreon treated his, and let me nestle in your
breast and drink from your cup, I would submit even to
carry your love-letters to other ladies.

CALLICLES.

What, in the name of Jupiter, is the use of all these
speculations about death? Socrates oncet lectured me
upon it the best part of a day. I have hated the sight of
him ever since. Such things may suit an old sophist
when he is fasting; but in the niidst of wine and
music—

HIPPOMACHUS.
I differ from you. The enlightened Egyptians bring
»

* Homer’s Odyssey, xii, 6. " 1 See the close of Plato’s Gorgias.
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skeletons into their banquets, in order to remind their
guests to make the most of their life while they have it.

CALLICLES.

I want neither skeleton nor sophist to teach me that
lesson. More wine, I pray you, and less wisdom. . If you
must believe something which you never can know, why
not be contented with the long stories about the other
world which are told us when we are initiated at the*
Eleusinian mysteries.

CHARICLEA.

And what are those stories ?

ALCIBIADES.
Are not you initiated, Chariclea ?

CHARICLEA.

No ; my mother was a Lydian, a barbarian ; and there-
fore—

ALCIBIADES.

I understand. Now the curse of Venus on the fools
who made so hateful a law. Speusippus, does not your
friend Euripidest say—

“The land where thou art prosperous is thy country P ”
Surely we ought to say to every lady

“The land where thou art pretty is thy country.”
Besides, to exclude foreign beauties from the chorus of the
initiated in the Elysian fields is less cruel to them than to
ourselves. Chariclea, you shall be initiated.

CHARICLEA.
‘When?

* The scene whieh follows is founded upon history, Thucydides tells us,
in his sixth book, that about this time Alcibiades was suspected of having as-
sisted at a mock celebmtxon of these famous mysteries, Itwas the opinion of
the vulgar among the Athenians that extraordinary pnvﬂeges were granted
in the other world to all who had beeu initiated.

+ The right of Euripides to this line is somewhat disputable, See Aristo-

phanes ; Plutus, 1152,
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ALCIBIADES.
Now.

CHARICLEA.
Where ?

ALCIBIADES.
Here. *

CHARICLEA.
Delightful !

SPEUSIPPUS.

But there must be an interval of a year between the
purification and the initiation.

ALCIBIADES.
We will suppose all that.
SPEUSIPPUS.

And nine days of rigid mortification of the senses.

ALCIBIADES.

We will suppose that too. I am sure it was supposed,
with as little reason, when I was initiated.

SPEUSIPPUS.
But you are sworn to secrecy.

ALCIBIADES.

You a sophist, and talk of oaths! You a pupi of
Luripides, and forget his maxims!

“ My lips have sworn it; but my mind is free.”*

SPEUSIPPUS

But Alcibiades——
ALCIBIADES.

What! Are you afraid of Ceres and Proserpine ?
SPEUSIPPUS.

No—but—but—I—that is I—but it is best to be

safe— I mean—Suppose there should be something in it.

* See Euripides ; Hippolytus,608. For the jesuitical morality of this line
Furipides is bitterly attacked by the comic poet.
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ALCIBIADES.

Now, by Mercury, I shall die with laughing. Oh
Speusippus, Speusippus! Go back to your old father.
Dig vineyards, and judge causes, and be a respectable
citizen. But never, while you live, again dream of being
a philosopher.

SPEUSIPPUS.
Nay, I was only——

ALCIBIADES.

A pupil of Gorgias and Meclesigenes afraid of Tartarus!
In what region of the infernal world do you expect your
domicile to be fixed? Shall you roll a stone like Sisyphus?
Hard exercise, Speusippus !

SPEUSIPPUS.
In the name of all the gods—

ALCIBIADES.

Or shall you sit starved and thirsty in the midst of
fruit and wine like Tantalus? TPoor fellow! I think I
sce your face as you are springing up to the branches and
missing your aim. Oh Bacchus! Oh Mercury!

SPEUSIPPUS.
Alcibiades !
ALCIBIADES.

Or perhaps you will be food for a vulture, like the huge
fellow who was rude to Latona.

SPLUSIPPUS.

Alcibiades !

ALCIBIADES.

Never fear. Minos will not be so cruel. Your eloquence
will triumph over all accusations. The furies will skulk
away like disappointed sycophants. Only address the
judges of hell in the spcech which you were prevented
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from speaking last assembly. “When I consider”—is
not that the beginning of it? Come, man, do not be
angry. Why do you pace up and down with such long
steps? You are not in Tartarus yet. You seem to think
that you are already stalking like poor Athilles,

“With stride
¢« Majestic through the plain of Asphodel.”*

SPEUSIPPUS.

How can you talk so, when you know that I believe all
that foolery as little as you do?

ALCIBIADES.

Then march. You shall be the crier.} Callicles, you
shall carry the torch. Why do you stare?

CALLICLES.
I do not much like the frolic.

ALCIBIADES.

Nay, surely you are not taken with a fit of piety. If
all be true that is told of you, you have as little reason to
think the gods vindictive as any man breathing. If you
be not belied, a certain golden goblet which I have seen
at your house was once in the temple of Juno at Corcyra.
And men say that there was a priestess at Tarentum

CALLICLES.

A fig for the gods! I was thinking about the Archons.
You will have an accusation laid against you to-morrow.
It is not very pleasant to be tried before the king.{

* See Homer’s Odyssey, xi. 538.

+ The crier and torch-bearer were important functionaries at the cele-
bration of the Eleusinian mysteries.

} The name of king was given in the Athenian democracy to the magis-
trate who exercised those spiritual functions which in the monarchical times
had belonged to the sovereign, His court took cognisance of offences against
the religion of the state.

VOL. 1. E
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ALCIBIADES.

Never fear: there is not a sycophant in Attica who
would dare to breathe a word against me, for the golden*

plane-tree of the great king.
HIPPOMACHUS.
That plane-tree——

ALCIBIADES.

Never mind the plane-tree. Come, Callicles, you were
not so timid when you plundered the merchantman off
Cape Malea. Take up the torch and move. Hippomachus,
tell one of the slaves to bring a sow.}

CALLICLES.
And what part are you to play ?

ALCIBIADES.
I shall be hierophant. Herald, to your office. Torch-
bearer, advance with the lights. Come forward, fair
novice. We will celebrate the rite within. (Lzeunt.)

* See Herodotus, viii. 28,
1 A sow was sacrificed to Ceres at the admission to the greater mysteries.



bl

CRITICISMS ON THE PRINCIPAL ITALIAN WRITERS.
No. I. DANTE. (JaxvAry 1824.)

¢ Fairest of stars, last in the train of night,
If better thou belong not to the dawn,
Sure pledge of day, that crown’st the smiling morn
‘With thy bright circlet.” Mirrrox.

In a review of Italian literature, Dante has a double
claim to precedency. He was the earliest and the great-
est writer of his country. He was the first man who
fully descried and exhibited the powers of his native dia-
lect. The Latin tongue, which, under the most favourable
circumstances, and in the hands of the greatest masters,
had still been poor, feeble, and singularly unpoetical, and
which had, in the age of Dante, been debased by the ad-
mixture of innumerable barbarous words and idioms, was
still cultivated with superstitious veneration, and received,
in the last stage of corruption, more honours than it had
deserved in the period of its life and vigour. It was the
language of the cabinet, of the university, of the church.
It was employed by all who aspired to distinction in the
higher walks of poetry. In compassion to the ignorance
of his mistress, a cavalier might now and then proclaim
his passion in Tuscan or Provengal rhymes. The vulgar
might occasionally be edified by a pious allegory in the
popular jargon. But no writer had conceived it possible
E2
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that the dialect of peasants and market-women should
possess sufficient energy and precision for a majestic and
durable work. Dante adventured first. He detected the
rich treasures of thought and diction which still lay latent
in their ore. He refined them into purity. He burnished
them into splendour. He fitted them for every purpose
of use and magnificence. And he has thus acquired the
glory, not only of producing the finest narrative poem of
modern times, but also of creating a language, distinguished
by unrivalled melody, and peculiarly capable of furnishing
to lofty and passionate thoughts their appropriate garb of
severe and concise expression.

To many this may appear a singular panegyric on the
Italian tongue. Indeed the great majority of the young
-gentlemen and young ladies, who, when they are asked
whether they read Italian, answer “ yes,” never go beyond
the stories at the end of their grammar,—The Pastor Fido,
—or an act of Artaserse. They could ag soon read.a
Babylonian brick as a canto of Dante. Hence it is a
general opinion, among those who khow little or nothing
of the subject, that this admirable language is adapted
only to the effeminate cant of sonnetteers, musicians, and
connoisseurs. '

The fact is that Dante and Petrarch have been the Oro-
masdes and Arimanes of Italian literature. I wish not to
detract from the merits of Petrarch. No one can doubt
that his poems exhibit, amidst some imbecility and more
affectation, much elegance, ingenuity, and tenderness.
They present us with a mixture which can only be com-
pared to the whimsical concert described by the humorous
poet of Modena :

% 8’ udian gli usignuoli, al primo albore,
E gli asini cantar versi d’amore,”*
I am not, however, at present speaking of the intrinsic ex-
cellencies of his writings, which I shall take another

* Tassoni ; Secchia Rapita, canto i. stanza 6.
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opportunity to examine, but of the effect which they pro-
duced on the literature of Italy. The florid and luxurious
charms of his style enticed the poets and the public from
the contemplation of nobler and sterner models. In truth,
though a rude state of society is that in which great origi-
nal works are most frequently produced, it is also that
in which they are worst appreciated. This may appear
paradoxical ; but it is proved by experience, and is consis-
tent with reason. To be without any received canons of
taste is good for the few who can create, but bad for the
many who can only imitate and judge. Great and active
minds cannot remain at rest. In a cultivated age they
are too often contented to move on in the Dbeaten path.
But where no path exists they will make one. Thus the
Tliad, the Odysscy, the Divine Comedy, appeared in dark
and half barbarous times: and thus of the few original
works which have been produced in more polished ages
we owe a large proportion to men in low stations and of
uninformed minds. I will instance, in .our own language,
the Pilgrim’s Progress and Robinson Crusoe. Of all the
prose works of fiction which we possess, these are, I will
not say the best, but the most peculiar, the most unpre-
cedented, the most inimitable. Had Bunyan and Defoe
been educated gentlemen, they would probably have
published translations and imitations of French romances
“ by a person of quality.” I am not sure that we should
have had Lear if Shakspeare had been able to read
Sophocles. =7 s o

But these circumstances, while they foster genius, arc
unfavourable to the science of criticism. Men judge by
comparison, They are unable to estimate the grandeur of
an object when there is no standard by which they can
measure it. One of the French philosophers (I beg
Gerard’s pardon), who accompanied Napoleon to Egypt,
tells us that, when he first visited the great Pyramid, he
was surprised to see it so diminutive. It stood alone in a
boundless plain. There was nothing near it from which

r3
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he could calculate its magnitudea But when the camp was
pitched beside it, and the tents appeared like diminutive
specks around its base, he then perceived the immensity
of this mightiest work of man. In the same manner, it
is not till a crowd of petty writers has sprung up that the
merit of the great master-spirits of literature is understood.
We have indeed ample proof that Dante was highly
admired in his own and the following age. I wish that
we had equal proof that he was admired for his excel-
lencies. But it is a remarkable corroboration of what has
been said, that this great man seems to have been utterly
unable to appreciate himself. In his treatise De Vulgar: '
Eloquentia he talks with satisfaction of what he has done
for Itabiwn literature, of-the purity and correctness of his
style. “ Cependant,” says a favourite * writer of mine,
“ 1l n'est ni pur, ni correct, mais il est créateur.” Consider-
ing the difficulties with which Dante had to struggle, we
may perhaps be more inclined than the French critic to
allow him this praise. Still it is by no means his highest
or most peculiar title to applause. It is scarcely necessary
to say that those qualities which escaped the notice of the
poet himself were not likely to attract the attention of the
commentators. The fact is, that, while the public homage
was paid to some absurdities with which his works may
be justly charged, and to many more which were falsely
imputed to them,—while lecturers were paid to expound
and eulogise his physics, his metaphysics, his theology, ali
bad of their kind,—while annotators laboured to detect al-
fegorical meanings of which the author never dreamed, the
great powers of his imagination, and the incomparable force
of his style, were neither admired nor imitated. Arimanes
had prevailed. The Divine Comedy was to that age what
8t. Paul’s Cathedral was to Omai. The poor Otaheitean
stared listlessly for a moment at the huge cupola, and ran
into & toyshop to play with beads. Italy, too, was charmed

* Sismondi; Littérature du Midi de 'Europe,
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with literary trinkets, and played with them for four
centuries.

From the time of Petrarch to the appearance of Alfieri’s
tragedies, we may trace in almost every page of Italian
literature the influence of those celebrated sonnets which,
from thé nature both of their beauties and their faults,
were peculiarly unfit to be models for general imitation.
Almost all the poets of that period, however different in
the degree and quality of their talents, are characterised
by great exaggeration, and, as a necessary consequence,
great coldness of sentiment; by a passion for frivolous
and tawdry ornament ; and, above all, by an extreme fec-
bleness and diffuseness of style. Tasso, Marino, Guarini,
Metastasio, and a crowd of writers of inferior merit and
celebrity, were spell-bound in the enchanted gardens of a
gaudy and meretricious Alcina, who concealed debility
and deformity beneath the deceitful semblance of loveli-
ness and health. Ariosto, the great Ariosto himself, like
his own Ruggiero, stooped for a time to linger amidst the
magic flowers and fountains, and to caress the gay and
painted sorceress. But to him, as to his own Ruggiero,
had been given the omnipotent ring and the winged
courser, which bore him from the paradise of deception
to the regions of light and nature.

The evil of which I speak was not confined to the
graver poets. It infected satire, comedy, burlesque. No
person can admire more than I do the great master-
pieces of wit and humour which Italy has produced. Still
I cannot but discern and lament a great deficiency,
which is common to them all. I find in them abundance
of ingenuity, of droll naiveté, of profound and just reflec-
tion, of happy expression. Manners, characters, opinions,
are treated with “a most learned spirit of human deal-
ing.” But something is still wanting. We read, and we ad-
mire, and we yawn. We look in vain for the bacchanalian
fury which inspired the comedy of Athens, for the fierce
and withering scorn which animates the invectives of

q n L/")/5~4
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Juvenal and Dryden, or even for the compact and pointed
diction which adds zest to the verses of Pope and Boileau.
There is no enthusiasm, no energy, no condensation,
nothing which springs from strong feeling, nothing which
tends to excite it. Many fine thoughts and fine expres-
sions reward the toil of reading. Still it is a toil. The
Secchia Rapita, in some points the best poem of its kind,
is painfully diffuse and languid. The Animali Parlanti of
Casti is perfectly intolerable. I admire the dexterity of
the plot, and the liberality of the opinions. I admit that
1t 1s impossible to turn to a page which does not contain
something that deserves to be remembered; but it is at
least six times as long as it ought to be. And the gar-
rulous feebleness of the style is a still greater fault than
the length of the work.

1t may be thought that T have gone too far in attribut-
ing these evils to the influence of the works and the fame
of Petrarch. It cannot, however, be doubted that they
have arisen, in a great measure, from a neglect of the
style of Dante. This is not more proved by the decline
of Italian poetry than by its resuscitation. After the lapse
of four hundred and fifty years, there appeared a man
capable of appreciating and imitating the father of Tuscan
literature — Vittorio Alfieri. Like the prince in the
nursery tale, he sought and found the Sleeping Beauty
within the recesses which had so long concealed her from
mankind. The portal was indeed rusted by time ;—the
dust of ages had accumulated on the hangings;—the
furniture was of antique fashion;—and the gorgeous
colour of the embroidery had faded. Dut the living
charms which were well worth all the rest remained in
the bloom of eternal youth, and well rewarded the bold
adventurer who roused them from their long slumber. In
every line of the Philip and the Saul, the greatest poems,
I think, of the eighteenth century, we wmay trace the
influence of that nnghty genius which has immortalised
the ill-starred love of Francesca, and the paternal agonies
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of Ugolino. Alfieri bequeathed the sovereignty of Italian
literature to the author of the Aristodemus—a man of
genius scarcely inferior to his own, and a still more
devoted disciple of the great Florentine. It must be
acknowledged that this eminent writer has sometimes
pushed too far his idolatry of Dante. To borrow a
sprightly illustration from Sir John Denham, he has not
only imitated his garb, but borrowed his clothes. He
often quotes his phrases; and he has, not very judiciously
as it appears to me, imitated his versification. Neverthe-
less, he has displayed many of the higher excellencies of
his master; and his works may justly inspire us with a
hope that the Ttalian language will long flourish under a
new literary dynasty, or rather under the legitimate line,
which has at length been restored to a throne long occu-
pied by specious usurpers.

The man to whom the literature of his country owes
its origin and its revival was born in times singularly
adapted to call forth his extraordinary powers. Religious
zeal, chivalrous love and honour, democratic liberty, are
the three most powerful principles that have ever influ-
enced the character of large masses of men. Each of
them singly has often excited the greatest enthusiasm, and
produced the most important changes. In the time of
Dante all the three, often in amalgamation, generally in
conflict, agitated the public mind. The preceding genera-
tion had witnessed the wrongs and the revenge of the
brave, the accomplished, the unfortunate Emperor Frederic
the Second,—a poet in an age of schoolmen,—a philoso-
pher in an age of monks,—a statesman in an age of
crusaders. During the whole life of the poet, Italy was
experiencing the consequences of the memorable struggle
which he had maintained against the Church. The finest
works of imagination have always been produced in times
of political convulsion, as the richest vineyards and the
sweetest flowers always grow on the soil which has been
fertilised by the fiery deluge of a volcano. To Juok no
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further than the literary history of our own country, can
we doubt that Shakspeare was in a great measure

duced by the Reformation, and Wordsworth by the French
Revolution? Poets often avoid political transactions ; they
often affect to despise them. But, whether they perceive
it or not, they must be influenced by them. As long as
their minds have any point of contact with those of their
fellow-men, the electric impulse, at whatever distance it
may originate, will be circuitously communicated to them.

This will be the case even in large societies, where the
division of labour enables many speculative men to
observe the face of nature, or to analyse their own minds,
at a distance from the seat of political transactions. In
the little republic of which Dante was a member the
state of things was very different. These small commu-
nities are most unmercifully abused by most of our modern
professors of the science of government. In such states,
they tell us, factions are always most violent : where both
parties are cooped up within a narrow space, political
difference necessarily produces personal malignity. Every
man must be a soldier; cvery moment may produce a
war. No citizen can lie down secure that he shall not be
roused by the alarum-bell, to repel or avenge an injury.
In such petty quarrels Greece squandered the blood which
might have purchased for her the permanent empire of the
world, and Italy wasted the energy and the abilities which
would have enabled her to defend her independence
against the Pontiffs and the Ceesars.

All this is true: yet there is still a compensation. Man-
kind has not derived so much benefit from the empire of
Rome as from the city of Athens, nor from the kingdom
of France as from the city of Florence. The violence of
party feeling may be an evil; but it calls forth that
activity of mind which in some states of society it is de-
sirable to preduce at any expense. Universal soldiership
may be an evil ; but where every man is a soldier there
will be no standing army. And is it no evil that one man
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in every fifty should be bred to the trade of slaughter;
should live only by destroying and by exposing himself tc
be destroyed ; should fight without enthusiasm and con-
quer without glory ; be sent to a hospital when wounded,
and rot on a dunghill when old?  Such, over more than
two-thirds of Europe, is the fate of soldiers. It was some-
thing that the citizen of Milan or Florence fought, not
merely in the vague and rhetorical sense in which the
words are often used, but in sober truth, for his parents,
his ehildren, his lands, his house, his altars. It was some-
thing that he marched forth to battle beneath the Carroc-
cio, which had been the object of his childish veneration ;
that his aged father looked down from the battlements on
his exploits; that his friends and his rivals were the witnesses
of his glory. If he fell, he was consigned to no venal or
heedless guardians. The same day saw him conveyed
within the walls which he had defended. His wounds were
dressed by his mother ; his confession was whispered to
the friendly priest who had heard and absolved the follies
of his youth ; his last sigh was breathed upon the lips
of the lady of his love. Surely there is no sword like
that which is beaten out of a ploughshare. Surely this
state of things was not unmixedly bad : its evils were alle-
viated by enthusiasm and by tenderness ; and it will
at least be acknowledged that it was well fitted to
nurse poetical gemus in an imaginative and observant
mind, * v "7

Nor did the religious spirit of the age tend lesseto this
result than its political circumstances. Fanaticism is an
evil, but it is not the greatest of evils. It is good that a
people should be roused by any means from a state of
utter torpor ; — that their minds should be diverted from
objects merely sensual, to meditations, however erro-
neous, on the mysteries of the moral and intellectual
world ; and from interests which are immediately selfish
to those which relate to the past, the future, and the re-
mote. These effects have sometimes.been produced by
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the worst superstitions that ever existed ; but the Catholic
religion, even in the time of its utmost extravagance and
atrocity, pever wholly lost the spirit of the Great Teacher,
whose precepts form the noblest code, as his conduct
furnished the purest example, of moral excellence. It
is of all religions the most poetical. The ancient su-
perstitions furnished the fancy with beautiful images,
but took no hold on the heart. The doctrines of the
Reformed Churches have most powerfully influenced
the feelings and the conduct of men, but have not
presented them with visions of sensible beauty and
grandeur. The Roman Catholic Church has united to
the awful doctrines of the one what Mr. Coleridge calls
the “fair humanities” of the other. It has enriched
sculpture and painting with the loveliest and most ma-
jestic forms. To the Phidian Jupiter it can oppose the
Moscs of Michael Angelo; and to the voluptuous beauty
of the Queen of Cyprus, the serene and pensive loveli-
ness of the Virgin Mother. The legends of its martyrs
and its saints may vie in ingenuity and interest with the
mythological fables of Greece ; its ceremonies and proces-
sions were the delight of the vulgar; the huge fabric of
secular power with which it was connected attracted the
admiration of the statesman. At the'same time, it never
lost sight of the most solemn and tremendous doctrines of
Christianity,—the incarnate God,—the judgment,— the
retribution, — the eternity of happiness or torment. Thus,’
while, like the ancient religions, it received incalculable
support from policy and ceremony, it never wholly became,
like those religions, a merely political and ceremonial in-
stitution.

The beginning of the thirteenth century was, as Ma-
chiavelli has remarked, the era of a great revival of this
extraordinary system. The policy of Innocent,— the
growth of the inquisition and the mendicant orders,—the
wars against the Albigenses, the Pagans of the East, and
the unfortunate princes of the house of Swabia, agitated
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Ttaly during the two following generations. In this point
Dante was completely under the influence of his age. He
was a man of a turbid and melancholy spirit. In early
youth he had entertained a strong and unfortunate pas-
sion, which, long after the death of her whom he loved,
continued to haunt him. Dissipation, ambition, misfor-
tunes had not effaced it. He was not only a sincere, but
a passionate, believer. The crimes and abuses of the
Church of Rome were indeed loathsome to him; but to
all its doctrines and all its rites he adhered with en-
thusiastic fondness and veneration; and, at length, driven
from his native country, reduced to a situation the most
painful to a man of his disposition, condemned to learn
by experience that no* food is so bitter as the bread
of dependence, and no ascent so painful as the staircase
of a patron, — his wounded spirit took refuge in vision-
ary devotion.  Beatrice, the unforgotten object of his
early tenderness, was invested by his imagination with
glorious and mysterious attributes ; she was enthroned
among the highest of the celestial hierarchy: Almighty
Wisdom had assigned to her the carc of the sinful
and unhappy wanderer who had loved her with such a
perfect love.+ By a confusion, like that which often
takes place in dreams, he has sometimes lost sight of her
human nature, and even of her personal existence, and
secms to consider her as one of the attributes of the
Deity.

But those religious hopes which had released the mind
of the sublime enthusiast from the terrors of death had
not rendered his speculations on human life more cheerful.
This is an inconsistency which may often be observed in
men of a similar temperament. He hoped for happiness

* % Tu proverai si come sa di sale
Lo pane altrui, e come & duro calle
Lo scendere e'l salir per V'altrui scale.”
Paradiso, canto xvii,

+ “XL’amico mio, e non della ventura.”—JInferno, canto ii,
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beyond the grave : but he felt none on earth. It is from
this cause, more than from any other, that his description
of Heaven is so far inferior to the Hell or the Purgatory.
With the passions and miseries of the suffering epirits he
feels a strong sympathy. But among the beatified he ap-
pears as one who has nothing in common with them, —
as one who is incapable of comprehending, not only the
degree, but the nature of their enjoyment. We think
that we see him standing amidst those smiling and radiant
spirits with that scowl of unutterable misery on his brow,
and that curl of bitter disdain on his lips, which all his
portraits have preserved, and which might furnish Chan-
trey with hints for the head of his projected Satan.
There is no poet whose intellectual and moral character
are so closely connected. The great source, as it appears
to me, of the power of the Divine Comedy is the strong
belief with which the story scems to be told. In this
respect, the only books which approach to its excellence
are Gulliver’s Travels and Robinson Crusoe. The solem-
nity of his asseverations, the consistency and minuteness
of his details, the earnestness with which he labours tc
make the reader understand the exact shape and size of
every thing that he describes, give an air of reality to his
wildest fictions. I should only weaken this statement by
quoting instances of a feeling which pervades the whole
work, and to which it owes much of its fascination. This
is the real justification of the many passages in his poem
which bad critics have condemned as grotesque. I am
concerned to see that Mr. Cary, to whom Dante owes
more than ever poet owed to translator, has sanctioned an
accusation utterly unworthy of his abilities. * His solici-
tude,” says that gentleman, “to define all his images in
such a manner as to bring them within the circle of our
vision, and to subject them to the power of the pencil,
renders him little better than grotesque, where Milton has
since taught us to expect sublimity.” It is true that
Dante has never shrunk from embodying his conceptions
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in determinate words, that he has even given measures
and numbers, where Milton would have left his images to
float undefined in a gorgeous haze of language. Both
were right. Milton did not profess to have been in heaven
or hell. He might therefore reasonably confine himself
to magnificent generalities. Far different was the office
of the lonely traveller, who had wandered through the
nations of the dead. Had he described the abode of the
rejected spirits in language resembling the splendid lines
of the English poet,— had he told us of —

¢ An universe of death, which God by curse
Created evil, for evil only good,
‘Where all life dies, death lives, and Nature preeds
Perverse all monstrous, all prodigious things,
Abominable, unutterable, and worse
Than fables yet have feigned, or fear conceived,
Gorgons, and hydras, and chimsras dire.”—

this would doubtless have been noble writing. But where
would have been that strong impression of reality, which,
in accordance with his plan, it should have been his great
object to produce ? It was absolutely necessary for him
to delineate accurately “all monstrous, all prodigious
things,” —to utter what might to others appear “unut-
terable,” — to relate with the air of truth what fables had
never feigned,—to embody what fear had never conceived.
And I will frankly confess that the vague sublimity of
Milton affects me less than these reviled details of Dante.
We read Milton; and we know that we are reading a
great poet. When we read Dante, the poet vanishes.
We are listening to the man who has returned from “ the
valley of the dolorous abyss;”* —we seem to see the
dilated eye of horror, to hear the shuddering accents with
which he tells his fearful tale. Considered in this light,
the narratives are exactly what they should be, — definite
in themselves, but suggesting to the mind ideas of awful

* ¢ La valle d’abisso doloroso,”—Inferno, canto iv.
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and indefinite wonder. They are made up of the images
of the earth :—they are told in the language of the earth.
~— Yet the whole effect is, beyond expression, wild and
unearthly. The fact is, that supernatural beings, as long
as they are considered merely with reference to their«own
nature, excite our feelings very feebly. It is when the
great gulf which separgtes them from us is passed, when
we suspect some strangeé and undefinable relation between
the laws of the visible and the invisible world, that they
rouse, perhaps, the strongest emotions of which our nature
is capable. How many children, and how many men, are
afraid of ghosts, who are not afraid of God! And this,
because, though they entertain a much stronger conviction
of the existence of a Deity than of the reality of appari-
tions, they have no apprehension that he will manifest
Limself to them in any sensible manner. While this is
the case, to describe super-human beings in the language,
and to attribute to them the actions, of humanity may be
grotesque, unphilosophical, inconsistent ; but it will be the
only mode of working upon the feelings of men, and,
therefore, the only mode suited for poetry. Shakspeare
understood this well, as he wunderstood every thing that
belonged to his art. 'Who does not sympathise with the
rapture of Ariel, flying after sunset on the wings of the
bat, or sucking in the cups of flowers with the bee?
Who does not shudder at the caldron of Macbeth ?
Where is the philosopher who is not moved when he
thinks of the strange connection between the infernal
spirits and “the sow’s blood that hath eaten her nine
farrow ?”  But this difficult task of representing super-
natural beings to our minds, in a manner which shall be
neither unintelligible to our intellects nor wholly incon-
sistent with our ideas of their nature, has never been so
well performed as by Dante. I will refer to three in-
stances, which are, perhaps, the most striking — the des-
cription of the transformations of the serpents and the
robbers, in the twenty-fifth canto of the Inferno,— the
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passage concerning Nimrod, in the thirty-first canto of
the same part,— and the magnificent procession in the
twenty-ninth canto of the Purgatorio.

The metaphors and comparisons of Dante harmonise
admirably with that air of strong reality of which I have
spoken. They have a very peculiar character. He is
perhaps the only poet whose writings would become much
less intelligible if all illustrations of this sort were ex-
punged. His similes are frequently rather those of a
traveller than of a poet. He employs them not to display
his ingenuity by fanciful analogies,—not to delight the
reader by affording him a distant and passing glimpse of
beautiful images remote from the path in which he is pro-
ceeding,— but to give an exact idea of the objects which
he is describing, by comparing them with others generally
known. The boiling pitch in Malebolge was like that in
the Venetian arsenal :— the mound on which he travelled
along the banks of Phlegethon was like that between
Ghent and Bruges, but not so large :— the cavities where
the Simoniacal prelates are confined resemble the fonts in
the Church of John at Florence. Every reader of Dante
will recall many other illustrations of this description,
which add to the appearance of sincerity and earnestness
from which the narrative derives so much of its interest.

Many of his comparisons, again, are intended to give
an exact idea of his feelings under particular circum-
stances. The delicate shades of grief, of fear, of anger,
are rarely discriminated with sufficient accuracy in the
language of the most refined nations. A rude dialect
never abounds in nice distinctions of this kind. Dante
therefore employs the most accurate and infinitely the
most poetical mode of marking the precise state of his

‘mind. Every person who has experienced the bewilder-

ing effect of sudden bad tidings,— the stupefaction,—the
vague doubt of the truth of our own perceptions which
they produce,— will understand the following simile :—
“I was as he is who dreameth his own harm, — who,

VOL. 1. F
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dreaming, wishes that it may be all a dream, so that he
desires that which is as though it were not.” This is only
one out of a hundred equally striking and expressive simili-
tudes. The comparisons of Homer and Milton are mag-
nificent digressions. It scarcely injures their effect to
detach them from the work. Those of Dante are very
different. They derive their beauty from the context, and
reflect beauty upon it. His embroidery cannot be taken
out without spoiling the whole web. I cannot dismiss
this part of the subject without advising every person who
can muster sufficient Italian to read the simile of the sheep,
in the third canto of the Purgatorio. I think it the most
perfect passage of the kind in the world, the most imagi-
native, the most picturesque, and the most sweetly ex-
pressed.

No person can have attended to the Divine Comedy
without observing how little impression the forms of the
external world appear to have made on the mind of Dante.
His temper and his situation had led him to fix his obser-
vation almost exclusively on human nature. The exqui-
site opening of the eighth * canto of the Purgatorio affords
a strong instance of this. He leaves to others the earth,
the ocean, and the sky. His business is with man. To
other writers, evening may be the season of dews and
stars and radiant clouds. To Dante it is the hour of fond
recollection and passionate devotion,— the hour which
melts the heart of the mariner and kindles the love of

* I cannot help observing that Gray’s imitation of that noble line
¢ Che paia ’1 giorno pianger che si muore,”’—

is one of the most striking instances of injudicious plagiarism with which I am
acqueinted. Dante did not put this strong personification at the beginning
of his description. The imagination of the reader is so well prepared for it by
the previous lines, that it appears perfectly natural and pathetic. Placed as”
Gray has placed it, neither preceded nor followed by any thing that harmo-
nises with it, it becomes & frigid conceit. 'Woe to the unskilful rider who
ventures on the horses of Achilles. .

. 01 8’ dAeyewvol
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the pilgrim,— the hour when the toll of the bell seems to
mourn for another day which is gone and will return no
more.

The feeling of the present age has taken a direction
diametrically opposite. The magnificence of the physical
world, and its influence upon the human mind, have been
the favourite themes of our most eminent poets. The herd
of blue-stocking ladies and sonneteering gentlemen seem
to consider a strong sensibility to the “splendour of the
grass, the glory of the flower,” as an ingredient absolutely
indispensable in the formation of a poetical mind. They
treat with contempt all writers who are unfortunately

nec ponere lucum

Artifices, nec rus saturum laudare.
The orthodox poetical creed is more Catholic. The
noblest earthly object of the contemplation of man is man
himself. The universe, and all its fair and glorious forms,
are indeed included in the wide empire of the imagina-
tion ; but she has placed her home and her sanctuary amidst
the inexhaustible varieties and the impenetrable mysteries
of the mind.

In tutte parti impera, e quivi regge ;

Quivi & la sua cittade, e ’alto seggio.”
Othello is perhaps the greatest work in the world. From
what does it derive its power ? From the clouds? From
theocean? From the mountains? Or from love strong
as death, and jealousy cruel as the grave? Whatis it that
we go forth to see in Hamlet? Is it a reed shaken with
the wind? A small celandine ? A bed of daffodils? Or
is it to contemplate a mighty and wayward mind laid bare
before us to the inmost recesses? It may perhaps be
doubted whether the lakes and the hills are better fitted
for the education of a poet than the dusky streets of a
huge capital. Indeed who is not tired to death with pure
description of scenery? Is it not the fact, that external

* Inferno, canto i.
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objects never strongly excite our feelings but when they
are contemp?ated in reference to man, as illustrating his
destiny, or as influencing his character ? The most beau-
tiful object in the world, it will be allowed, is a beautiful
woman. But who that can analyse his feelings is not sen-
sible that she owes her fascination less to grace of outline
and delicacy of colour, than to a thousand associations
which, often unperceived by ourselves, connect those
qualities with the source of our existence, with the
nourishment of our infancy, with the passions of our
youth, with the hopes of our age, with elegance, with
vivacity, with tenderness, with the strongest of natural in-
stincts, with the dearest of social ties P

To those who think thus, the insensibility of the Floren-
tine poet to the beauties of nature will not appear an
unpardonable deficiency. On mankind no -writer, with
the exception of Shakspeare, has looked with a more pen-
etrating eye. I have said that his poetical character had
derived a tinge from his peculiar temper. It is on the
sterner and darker passions that he delights to dwell.
All love, excepting the half mystic passion which he still
felt for his buried Beatrice, had palled on the fierce and
restless exile. The sad story of Rimini is almost a single
exception. I know not whether it has been remarked,
that, in one point, misanthropy seems to have affected
his mind as it did that of Swift. Nauseous and revolting
images seem to have had a fascination for his mind ; and
he repeatedly places before his readers, with all the energy
of his incomparable style, the most loathsome objects of
the sewer and the. dissecting-room.

There is another peculiarity in the poem of Dante,
which, T think, deserves notice. Ancient mythology has
hardly ever been successfully interwoven with modern
poetry. One class of writers have introduced the fabu-
lous deities merely as allegorical representatives of love,
wine, or wisdom. This necessarily renders their works
tame and cold. We may sometimes admire their inge-
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nuity ; but with what interest can we read of beings of
whose personal existence the writer does not suffer us to
entertain, for a moment, even a conventional belief? Even
Spenser’s allegory is scarcely tolerable, till we contrive to
forget that Una signifies innocence, and consider her
merely as an oppressed lady under the protection of a
generous knight.

Those Writers who have, more judiciously, attempted to

preserve the personality of the classical divinities have
failed from a different cause. They have been imitators,

and imitators at a disadvantage. Euripides and Catullus
believed in Bacchus and Cybele as little as we do. But
they lived among men who did. Their imaginations, if
not their opinions, took the colour of the age. Hence the
glorious inspiration of the Bacche and the Atys. Our
minds are formed by circumstances : and I do not believe
that it would be in the power of the greatest modern poet
to lash himself up to a degree of enthusiasm adequate to
the production of such works.

Dante alone, among the poets of later times, has been,
in this respect, neither an allegorist nor an imitator ; and,
consequently, he alone has introduced the ancient fictions
with effect. His Minos, his Charon, his Pluto, are abso-
lutely terrific. Nothing can be more beautiful or original
than the use which he has made of the river of Lethe.
He has never assigned to his mythological characters any
functions inconsistent with the creed of the Catholic
Church. He has related nothing concerning them which
a good Christian of that age might not believe possible.
On this account, there is nothing in these passages that
appears puerile or pedantic. On the contrary, this singu-
lar use of classical names suggests to the mind a vague
and awful idea of some mysterious revelation, anterior to

-all recorded history, of which the dispersed fragments
might have been retained amidst the impostures and su-
perstitions of later religions. Indeed the mythology of
the Divine Comedy is of the elder and more colossal
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mould. It breathes the spirit of Homer and Zschylus,
not of Ovid and Claudian.

This is the more extraordinary, since Dante seems to
have been utterly ignorant of the Greek language; and
his favourite Latin models could only have served to mis-
lead him. Indeed, it is impossible not to remark his admira-
tion of writers far inferior to himself ; and, in particular,
his idolatry of Virgil, who, elegant and splendid as he is,
has no pretensions to the depth and originality of mind
which characterise his Tuscan worshipper. In truth, it
may be laid down as an almost universal rule that good
poets are bad critics. Their minds are under the tyranny
of tenthousand associations imperceptible to others. The
worst writer may easily happen to touch a spring which is
connected in their minds with a long succession of beauti-
ful images. They are like the gigantic slaves of Aladdin,
gifted with matchless power, but bound by spells so mighty
that when a child whom they could have crushed touched
a talisman, of whose secret he was ignorant, they im-
mediately became his vassals. It has more than once
happened to me to see minds, graceful and majestic as the
Titania of Skakspeare, bewitched by the charms of an
ass’s head, bestowing on it the fondest caresses, and
¢rowning it with the sweetest flowers. I need only men-
tion the poems attributed to Ossian. They are utterly
worthless, except as an edifying instance of the success
of a story without evidence, and of a book without merit.
They are a chaos of words which present no image, of
images which have no archetype :—they are without form
and void; and darkness is upon the face of them. Yet
how many men of genius have panegyrised and imitated
them !

The style of Dante is, if not his highest, perhaps his
most peculiar excellence. I know nothing with which it
can be compared. The noblest models of Greek compo-
sition must yield to it. His words are the fewest and the
best which it is possible to use. The first expression in
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which he clothes his thoughts is always so energetic and
comprehensive that amplification would only injure the
effect. There is probably no writer in any language who
has presented so many strong pictures to the mind. Yet
there is probably no writer equally concise. This perfec-
tion of style is the principal merit of the Paradiso, which,
as I have already remarked, is by no means equal in other
respects to the two preceding parts of the poem. The
force and felicity of the diction, however, irresistibly at-
tract the reader through the theological lectures and the
sketches of ecclesiastical biography, with which this divi-
sion of the work too much abounds. It may seem almost
absurd to quote particular specimens of an excellence
which is diffused over all his hundred cantos. I will, how-
ever, instance the third canto of the Inferno, and the
sixth of the Purgatorio, as passages incomparable in their
kind. The merit of the latter is, perhaps, rather oratori-
cal than poetical ; nor can I recollect any thing in the
great Athenian speeches which equals it in force of invec-
tive and bitterness of sarcasm. I have heard the most
eloquent statesman of the age remark that, next to Demo-
sthenes, Dante is the writer who ought to be most atten-
tively studied by every man who desires to attain
oratorical eminence.

But it is time to close this feeble and rambling critique.
I cannot refrain, however, from saying a few words upon
the translations of the divine comedy. Boyd’s is as tedious
and languid as the original is rapid and forcible. The
strange measure which he has chosen, and, for ought I
know, invented, is most unfit for such a work. Trans-
lations ought never to be written in a verse which requires
much command of rhyme. The stanza becomes a bed of
Procrustes; and the thoughts of the unfortunate author
are alternately racked and curtailed to fit their new recep-
tacle. The abrupt and yet consecutive style of Dante
suffers more than that of any other poet by a version

r4
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diffuse in style, and divided into paragraphs, for they
deserve no other name, of equal length.

Nothing can be said in favour of Hayley’s attempt, but
that it is better than Boyd’s. His mind was a tolerable
specimen of filagree work, —rather elegant, and very
feeble. All'that can be said for his best works is that
they are neat. All that can be said against his worst is
that they arestupid. He might have translated Metastasio
tolerably. But he was utterly unable to do justice to the

“rime e aspre e chiocce,
% Come si converrebbe al tristo buco.”*

I turn with pleasure from these wretched performances
to Mr. Cary’s translation. Ttis a work which well de-
serves a separate discussion, and on which, if this article
were not already too long, I could dwell with great
pleasure. At present I will only say that there is no
other version in the world, as far as I know, so faithful,
yet that there is no other version which so fully proves
that the translator is himself a man of poetical genius.
Those who are ignorant of the Italian language should
read it to become acquainted with the Divine Comedy.
Those who are most intimate with Ttalian literature should
read it for its original merits: and I believe that they will
find it difficult to determine whether the author deserves
most praise for his intimacy with the language of Dante,
or for his extraordinary mastery over his own.

* Inferno, canto xxxii.
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No. II. PETRARCH. (ArriL 1824.)

Et vos, o lauri, carpam, et te, proxima myrte,
Sic positee quoniam suaves miscetis odores. VIRGIL.

It would not be easy to name a writer whose celebrity,
when both its extent and its duration are taken into the
account, can be considered as equal to that of Petrarch.
Four centuries and a half have elapsed since his death.
Yet still the inhabitants of every nation throughout the
western world are as familiar with his character and his
adventures as with the most illustrious names, and the
most recent anecdotes, of their own literary history. This
is indeed a rare distinction. His detractors must acknow-
ledge that it could not have been acquired by a poet
destitute of merit, His admirers will scarcely maintain
that the unassisted merit of Petrarch could have raised
him to that eminence which has not yet been attained by
Shakspeare, Milton, or Dante,— that eminence, of which
perhaps no modern writer, excepting himself and Cervantes,
has long retained possessign,— an European reputation.
It is not difficult to discover some of the causes to which
this great man has owed a celebrity, which I cannot but
think disproportioned to his real claims on the admiration
of mankind. In the first place, he isan egotist. Egotism
in conversation is universally abhorred. Lovers, and, I
believe, lovers alone, pardon it in each other. No ser-
Vices, no talents, no powers of. pleasing, render it endurable.
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Ghratitude, admiration, interest, fear, scarcely prevent those
who are condemned to listen to it from indicating their
disgust and fatigue. The childless uncle, the powerful
patron, can scarcely extort this compliance. We leave
the inside of the mail in a storm, and moun# the box,
rather than hear the history of our companion. The
chaplain bites his lips in the presence of the archbishop.
The midshipman yawns at the table of the First Lord.
Yet, from whatever cause, this practice, the pest of con-
versation, gives to writing a zest which nothing else can
impart. Rousseau made the boldest experiment of this
kind ; and it fully succeeded. In our own time Lord
Byron, by a series of attempts of the same nature, made
himself the object of general interest and admiration.
Wordsworth wrote with egotism more intense, but less
obvious ; and he has been rewarded with a sect of wor-
shippers, comparatively small in number, but far more
enthusiastic in their devotion. It is needless to multiply
instances. Even now all the walks of literature are in-
fested with mendicants for fame, who attempt to excite
our interest by exhibiting all the distortions of their in-
tellects, and stripping the covering from all the putrid
sores of their feelings. Nor are there wanting many who
push their imitation of the beggars whom they resemble
a step further, and who find it easier to extort a pittance
from the spectator, by simulating deformity and debility
from which they are exempt, than by such honest labour
as their health and strength enable them to perform. In
the mean time the credulous public pities and pampers
a nuisance which requires only the tread-mill and the
whip. This art, often successful when employed by
dunces, gives irresistible fascination to works which pos-
sess intrinsic merit. We are always desirous to know
something of the character and situation of those whose
writings we have perused with pleasure. The passages in
which Milton has alluded to his own circumstances are
perhaps read more frequently, and with more interest,
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than any other linesin his poems. It is amusing to ob-
serve with what labour critics have attempted -to glean
from the poems of Homer some hints as to his situation
and feelings. According to one hypothesis, he intended
to describe himself under the name of Demodocus. Others
maintain that he was the identical Phemius whose life
Ulysses spared. This propensity of the human mind ex-
plains, I think, in a great degree, the extensive popularity
of a poet whose works are little else than the expression
of his personal feelings.

In the second place, Petrarch was not only an egotist,
but an amatory egotist. The hopes and fears, the joys and
sorrows, which he described, were derived from the pas-
sion which of all passions exerts the widest influence, and
which of all passions borrows most from the imagination.
He had also another immense advantage. He was the first
eminent amatory poet who appeared after the great con-
vulsion which had changed, not only the political, but the
moral, state of the world. The Greeks, who, in their pub-
lic institutions and their literary tastes, were diametrically
opposed to the oriental nations, bore a considerable re-
semblance to those nations in their domestic habits. Like
them, they despised the intellects and immured the persons
of their women; and it was among the least of the
frightful evils to which this pernicious system gave birth,
that all the accomplishments of mind, and all the fascina-
tions of manner, which, in a highly-cultivated age, will
generally be necessary to attach men to their female asso-
ciates, were monopolised by the Phrynes and the Lamias.
The indispensable ingredients of honourable and chivalrous
love were nowhere to be found united. The matrons and
their daughters, confined in the harem,—insipid, unedu-
cated, ignorant of all but the mechanical arts, scarcely
seen till they were married,—could rarely excite interest ;
while their brilliant rivals, half graces, half harpies,
elegant and informed, but fickle and rapacious, could
never inspire respect.
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The state of society in Rome was, in this point, far
happier; and the Latin literature partook of the supe-
riority. The Roman poets have decidedly surpassed
those of Greece in the delineation of the passion of
love. There is no subject which they have treated with
so much success. Ovid, Catullus, Tibullus, Horace,
and Propertius, in spite of all their faults, must be
allowed to rank high in this department of the art.
To these I would add my favourite Plautus; who,
though he took his plots from Greece, found, I sus-
pect, the originals of his enchanting female characters
at Rome. .

Still many evils remained : and, in the decline of the
great empire, all that was pernicious in its domestic insti-
tutions appeared more strongly. Under the influence of
governments at once dependent and tyrannical, which
purchased, by cringing to their enemies, the power of
trampling on their subjects, the Romans sunk into the
lowest state of effeminacy and debasement. Falsehood,
cowardice, sloth, conscious and unrepining degradation,
formed the national character. Such a character is
totally incompatible with the stronger passions. Love,
in particular, which, in the modern sense of the word,
implies protection and devotion on the one side, con-
fidence on the other, respect and fidelity on both, could
not exist among the sluggish and heartless slaves who
cringed around the thrones of Honorius and Augustulus.
At this period the great renovation commenced. The
warriors of the north, destitute as they were of knowledge
and humanity, brought with them, from their forests and
marshes, those qualities without which humanity is a
weakness, and knowledge a curse, — energy — indepen-
dence — the dread of shame-— the contempt of danger.
It would be most interesting to examine the manner in
which the admixture of the savage conquerors and the
effeminate slaves, after many generations of darkness and
agitation, produced the modern European character ; — to
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trace back, from the first conflict to the final amalgama-
tion, the operation of that mysterious alchemy which, from
hostile and worthless elements, has extracted the pure gold
of human nature — to analyse the mass, and to determine
thé proportions in which the ingredients are mingled. But
I will confine myself to the subject to which I have more
particularly referred. The nature of the passion of love
had undergone a complete change. It still retained, in-
deed, the fanciful and'voluptuous character which it had
possessed among the southern nations of antiquity. But
it was tinged with the superstitious veneration with which
the northern warriors had been accustomed to regard
women. Devotion and war had imparted to it their
most solemn and animating feelings. It was sanctified by -
the blessings of the Church, and decorated with the wreaths
of the tournament. Venus, as in the ancient fable, was
again rising above the dark and tempestuous waves which
had so long covered her beauty. But she rose not now,
as of old, in exposed and luxurious loveliness. She still
wore the cestus of her ancient witchcraft ; but the diadem
of Juno was on her brow, and the @gis of Pallas in her
hand. Love might, in fact, be called a new passion; and
it is not astonishing that the first poet of eminence who
wholly devoted his genius to this theme should have
excited an extraordinary sensation. He may be compared
to an adventurer who accidentally lands in a rich and un-
known island ; and who, though he may only set up an ill-
shaped cross upon the shore, acquires possession of its
treasures, and gives it his name. The claim of Petrarch
was indeed somewhat like that of Amerigo Vespucci to
the continent which should have derived its appellation
from Columbus. The Provengal poets were unquestion-
tionably the masters of the Florentine. But they wrote
in an age which could not appreciate their merits ; and
their imitator lived at the very period when composition
in the vernacular language began to attract general atten-
tion. Petrarch was in literature what a Valentine is in
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love. The public preferred him, not because his merits
were of a transcendent order, but because he was the first
person whom they saw after they awoke from their long
slée

Nl':)r did Petrarch gain less by comparison with his tm-
mediate successors than with those who had preceded
him, Till more than a century after his death Italy pro-
duced no poet who could be compared to him. This de-
cay of genius is doubtless to be ascribed, in a great mea-
sure, to the influence which his own works had exercised
upon the literature of his country. Yet it has conduced
much to his fame. Nothing is more favourable to the re-
putation of a writer than to be succeeded by a race
inferior to himself; and it is an advantage, from obvious
causes, much more frequently enjoyed by those who cor-
rupt the national taste than by those who improve it.

Another cause has co-operated with those which I have
mentioned to spread the renown of Petrarch. I mean the
interest which is inspired by the events of his life—an
interest which must have been strongly felt by his con-
temporaries, since, after an interval of five hundred years,
no critic can be wholly exempt from its influence. Among
the great men to whom we owe the resuscitation of science
he deserves the foremost place; and his enthusiastic at-
tachment to this great cause constitutes his most just and
splendid title to the gratitude of posterity. He was the
votary of literature. He loved it with a perfect love. He
worshipped it with an almost fanatical devotion. He was
the missionary, who proclaimed its discoveries to distart
countries—the pilgrim, who travelled far and wide to col-
lect its reliques—the hermit, who retired to seclusion to
meditate on its beauties—the champion, who fought its
battles —the conqueror, who, in more than a metaphorical
sense, led barbarism and ignorance in triumph, and re-
ceived in the capitol the laurel which his magnificent
victory had earned.

Nothing can be conceived more noble or affecting than
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that ceremony. The superb palaces and porticoes, by
which had rolled the ivory chariots of Marius and Cesar,
had long mouldered into dust. The laurelled fasces—the
golden eagles—the shouting legions —the captives and
the pictured cities—were indeed wanting to his victorious
procession. The sceptre had passed away from Rome.
But she still retained the mightier influence of an in-
tellectual empire, and was now to confer the prouder
reward of an intellectual triumph. To the man who
had extended the dominion of her ancient language
—who had erected the trophies of philosophy and imagi-
nation in the haunts of ignorance and ferocity—whose
captives were the hearts of admiring nations enchained by
the influence of his song—whose spoils were the treasures
of ancient genius rescued from obscurity and decay—the
Eternal City offered the just and glorious tribute of her
gratitude. Amidst the ruined monuments of ancient and
the infant erections of modern art, he who had restored
the broken link between the two ages of human civilisa-
tion was crowned with the wreath which he had deserved
from the moderns who owed to him their refinement—
from the ancients who owed to him their fame. Never
was a coronation so august witnessed by Westminster or
by Rheims.

When we turn from this glorious spectacle to the private
chamber of the poet,—whe