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3.3.0. Introduction

The poets of the Victorian Age no doubt held avery high position. But those who
employed prose as their medium commanded a larger audience and exercised a
greater influence on thought and conduct. Apart from the novelist whose primary
purpose was to provide entertainment, there were many others who aimed at
propagating ideas. Their writings are prolific and voluminous. They reflect the
intellectual, scientific, philosophical and practical interests a remarkable age of
expanding horizons, noble efforts and buoyant aspirations. Their style suitably
adapted to a wide range of subjects shows variety; some write lucid, limpid prose;
others prefer ornateness, and still others aim at poetic effects. Carlyle, Macaulay,
Ruskin and Arnold occupy important positions in the history of Non-Fictional prose
in the Victorian Age. You have read about them in Module 1, Unit 3. In this Unit
we shall study in detail Thomas Carlyle's The Hero as Poet.

3.3.1. Thomas Carlyle as a Non-Fictional Prose Writer

Thomas Carlyle (1795-1881) is the foremost of the writers of Non Fictional
prose of the Victorian age. His voice resounded in his generation with more force and
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aroused wider echoes than any other. His earliest work consists of translations, essays
and biographies. He established his reputation with Sartor Resartus (1833-34), an
allegorical autobiography inspired by German
transcendentalism. Here, pretending to reproduce
the work of a German professor, he seeks to
pierce beneath appearances in search of reality.
It is written in a tone of intense, massive and
imaginative irony; in it Carlyle employs for the
first time the forceful, bizarre, tormented and
poetic prose, which is his characteristic style. On
Heroes, Hero-Worship and the Heroic in History
(1841) is another important work of Carlyle. It
consists of a series of lectures. Our present topic
of discussion, The Hero as Poet is a part of this
work. In this book Carlyle discovers in the
individual the noblest and highest mystical figure
of a hero, a person with a searching insight into the reality underlying the world of
manifestations. Carlyle also composed a series of historical studies of which The
French Revolution (1837) is by far the most important. The work embraces a series
of vital word pictures, but fails as sober history. His other historical works include
The History of Fredrick |1 of Prussia, called Fredrick the Great (1858-65), Past and
Present (1843) and Oliver Cromwell’s Letters and Speeches (1845). In al these
works he re-lives the past.

Thomas Carlyle

In al hisworks, Carlyle is animated by an earnest prophetic zeal. He attacks the
evils of aworld given over to the worship of Mammon and the pursuit of pleasure.
He denounces materialism and utilitarianism. He tried to lead England back to a
more spiritua life by proclaiming that life could not be governed mechanicaly or
solely by reference to the audited accounts of nations. To his generation, he
proclaimed a spiritual and ethical standard of conduct with the zeal of a Hebrew
prophet.

Carlyle' s passionately held ideas are expressed in an eccentric and powerful style
into which enters several elements borrowed from German, but which on the whole
is entirely personal. This vehement style is endowed with an intense life, animated
by a rugged humour and by the gift of comic exaggeration. Indeed, you will be
affected by it before the thought makes its impression. The sentences come cascading
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forth, stumbling and spluttering as he proceeds amid atorrent of whirling words. Y et,
he is flexible to a wonderful degree; he can command a beauty of expression that
wrings the very heart: a sweet and piercing melody, with a suggestion, always
present, yet always remote, of infinite regret and longing. In such divine moments,
his style has the lyrical note that requires only the lyrical meter to become great
poetry.

Thomas Carlyle and Chartism (1839)

Learners, since you have been told about the prophetic zeal of Carlyle, it
would be interesting for you to read another important work by him Chartism.
Carlyle first raised the questions, which came to be later popularized in the
contemporary pressasthe, ‘condition of England question’ in Chartism (1839),
in which he expressed his sympathy for the poor and the industrial classesin
England and he vehemently argued the need for a more profound reform. He
noticed a discrepancy between a new form of economic activity called
“industrialism”, which promised general welfare, and a dramatic degradation
in the living conditions of the urban poor. He wished to shake the reformed
parliament from his apathy towar ds general welfare of the working classesin
the name of lassaiz faire.

3.3.2. Heroes and Hero-Worship: Structure of the Lectures

Heroes and Hero-Worship is one of the most interesting works of Carlyle. It
consists of six lectures which he delivered during 1837-40. Carlyle divides his heroes
into six categories: (i) the Hero as divinity or God, (ii) the Hero as prophet, (iii) the
Hero as poet, (iv) the Hero as priest, (v) the Hero as man of letters, and (vi) the Hero
as king. One lecture is devoted to each class of Hero. For the Hero as Divinity, he
selected Odin; as Prophet, Mahomet; as Poet, Dante and Shakespeare; as Priest,
Luther and Knox; as man of Letters, Johnson, Rousseau, Burns; as Kings, Cromwell
and Napoleon.

The lectures represent Carlyle's idea that all history is the making of great
persons, gifted with supreme power of vision or action. According to him, only when
persons of heroic temperament step forward to lead the masses can true progress for
society occur. The persons featured in the lectures were just such people, whose
actions and their willingness to live in accordance with the vision of society that

168



motivated them, changed society for the better. Carlyle finds no one around him
acting in away to set his own age right. The people of the nineteenth century being
given over to commercialism and self-gratification, lack the will or the leadership to
make something worthwhile of their lives. Thus the lectures represent not so much
soundly based ideas about the making of history as they do Carlyle's view of how
the world would be if powerful and inspired people were to have the power he
thought they deserved.

3.3.3. The Hero as Poet: The Text

Fhe Jteno as Divinity, the Fera as Prophet, are productions of old ages; not te
be nepeated in the new. Jhey presuppase a centain wdeness of conception, which the
proguess of mere scientific fnowledge puts an end to. There needs to be, as it were,
a world vacant, ox almast vacant of scientific founs, if men in their loving wender
are te fancy their fellow-man either a god o1 ene speaking with the voice of a god.
Divinity and Prophet are past. We are now te see cur Heno in the less ambitiows, but
alsa less questionabile, character of Peet; a character which dees not pass. The Poet
is a hewic figure belonging te all ages; whom all ages passess, when once fie is
produced, whem the newest age as the oldest may produce;—and will preduce,
always when Nature pleases. Let Nature send a Feno-seul; in ne age is it ather than
possible that fe may be shaped inte a Poet.

Feno, Pnophiet, Poet,—many different names, in different times, and places, de
we give te Gueat Men; accerding to varieties we note in them, accerding to the sphere
in which they have displayed themselves! We might give many mexe names, on this
same puinciple. J will semark again, however, as a fact not unimportant to be
undexstaod, that the diffetent sptieve constitutes the grand oxigin of such distinction;
that the Here can be Poet, Prophet, Hing, Priest ox what you will, accerding te the
kind of world he finds himself born inte. J confess, I have ne notion of a tuly great
man that could not be all sents of men. The Poet whe could merely sit on a chair, and
compase stanzas, would never make a stanza wonth much. Fe could not sing the
Fencic waniion, unless he himself were at least a Hewsic waniion toe. J fancy there
is in him the Politician, the Jhinker, Legislaton, Philesepher;—in one or the other
degree, e could have been, fie is all these. Se tee J cannct undewstand fhow a
Minabieau, with that great glowing feart, with the fire that was in it, with the bursting
tears that were in it, could not have wmitten vewses, tragedies, poems, and touched all
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feants in that way, had his course of life and education led him thithewvard. The
grand fundamental character is that of Great Man; that the man be great. Napaleon
fas words in him which are life Qusteditz Battles. Lowis Fourteenth’s Marshals are
a kind of poetical men withal; the things Turenne says are full of sagacity and
geniality, like sayings of Samuel Johinson. Jhe great freart, the clear deep-seeing eye:
there it lies; no man whatever, in what province so ever, can prosper at all without
these. Petranch and Boccaccie did diplematic messages, it seems, quite well: ene can
easily believe it; they had dene things a little harder than these! Buwns, a gifted seng-
writer, might have made a still better Mirabeau. Shakespeare,—one fnows not
what fie could not have made, in the supreme degree.

Tnue, thete are aptitudes of Nature tea. Nature dees not make all great men,
mose than all ather men, in the self-same mould. Vaxieties of aptitude doubitless; but
infinitely moxe of circumstance; and far oftenest it is the latter enly that are locked
to. But it is as with commaen men in the learning of trades. You take any man, as
yet a vague capability of a man, whe could be any Rind of craftsman; and make him
inte a smith, a carpenter, a mason: fe is then and thenceforth that and nothing else.
Und if, as Addisen cemplains, you semetimes see a street-parter, staggering undex his
lead on spindle-shankes, and near at hand a tailer with the frame of a Samson
fandling a bit of cloth and small Whitechapell needle,—it cannct be censidered that
aptitude of Nature alone has been censulted fere either!—The Great Man alse, te
what shall fe be bound apprentice? Given your Here, is he to become Congueror,
Hing, Philescpher, Poet? Jt is an inexplicalily camplex controvensial-caleulation
between the world and him! Fe will nead the world and its baws; the workd with its
baws will be there to be read. What the world, on this matter, shall pevmit and bid
is, as we said, the mast important fact abiout the world.

Feet and Prophet differ greatly in cur locse modewn notions of them. Jn some
old languages, again, the titles are synocnymows; Vates means both Prophet and
Poet: and indeed at all times, Praphet and Poet, well undewsteod, have much kindred
of meaning. Fundamentally indeed they are still the same; in this mest impedtant
wespect especially. That they have penetrated both of them into the sacred mystewy of
the Univewse; what Goethie calls “the open secret.” “Which is the great secet?” asks
cne.—"Jhe apen secnet,”—apen to all, seen by almost none! JThat divine mystewy,
which lies everywhere in all Beings, “the Divine Jdea of the Werld, that which lies
at the bottem of Uppearance,” as Fichte styles it; of which all Uppearance, from the
stavwy sky to the grass of the field, but especially the Uppearance of Man and his
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work, is but the vesture, the embiodiment that xendews it visible. This divine mysteny is in
all times and in all places; veritalily is. In most times and places it is greatly
cvelooked; and the Universe, definabile always in ene ox the other dialect, as the
wealized Thought of God, is consideted a trivial, inext, commonplace matter,—as if,
says the Sativist, it were a dead thing, which seme upholstener had put together! Jt
could deo ne geed, at present, to speakt much abiout this; but it is a pity for eveny one
of us if we de not fnow it, live ever in the fnouledge of it. Really a most mownful
pity;—a failwe te live at all, if we live otheuvise!

But now, J say, wheever may forget this divine mystewy, the Vates, whethier
Pnophet on Paet, has penetrated into it; is a man sent hither te make it maxe
impressively fnown te ws. That always is his message; fe is te reveal that te us,—
that sacted mystewy which he more than otfiens lives ever present with. While others
forget it, he Rnows it;—J might say, fie has been driven to fnow it; without censent
asted of him, he finds himself living in it, bound te live in it. Once moxe, fere is ne
Fearsay, but a divect Jnsight and Belief; this man tee could not fielp being a sincere
man! Whescever may live in the shows of things, it is for him a necessity of nature
to live in the vewy fact of things. (I man ence maxre, in earnest with the Universe,
though all ethers were but toying with it. He is a Vates, finst of all, in virtue of being
sincere. So far Poet and Prophet, paticipators in the “epen secret,” are ene.

With nespect ta their distinction again: The Vates Praphet, we might say, has
seized that sacied mystewy wather on the moral side, as Good and Evil, Duty and
Pnohibition; the Vates Poet on what the Geunans call the aesthetic side, as Beautiful,
and the life. The cne we may call a rwevealer of what we are to de, the other of what
we axre to love. But indeed these twe provinces wun inte one ancther, and cannaot be
disjeined. The Prophet tac has his eye on what we are to bove: fow else shall fe fnow
what it is we are te de? The highest Veice ever feard on this eanth said withal,
“Cansider the lilies of the field; they toil not, neither do they spin: yet Sclomon in all
his glowy was net aviayed life ene of these.” U glance, that, inte the deepest deep of
Beauty. “The lilies of the field,”—dressed finer than eaxthly princes, springing up
there in the fumble fuvow-field; a beautiful eye locking cut en you, from the great
inner Sea of Beauty! Fow could the wude Earth make these, if her Essence, wgged
as she loaks and is, were not inwardly Beauty? In this peint of view, toe, a saying
of Goethe’s, which has staggered several, may have meaning: “Jhe Beautiful,” fe
intimates, “is higher than the Good; the Beautiful includes in it the Good.”
The tuce Beautiful; which however, J have said semewhere, “diffens frem the false as
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FHeaven dees from Vauahall!?” So much for the distinction and identity of Poet and
Pnophiet.

Jn ancient and alse in modewn perieds we find a few Poets whe are accounted
perfect; whem it were a kind of treason te find fault with. This is notewonthy; this
is night: yet in stiictness it is anly an illusion. Ut bottom, clearly encugh, there is no
perfect Poet! (L vein of Poetry exists in the fearts of all men; ne man is made
altogether of Poetry. We are all paeets when we read a peem well. Jhe “imagination
that shudders at the Fell of Dante,” is net that the same faculty, weaker in degree,
as Dante’s cwn? Ne ene but Shafspeare can embiody, eut of Sazxe Grammaticus, the
stowy of Hamlet as Shakspeare did: but every ene madels seme kind of stowy cut of
it; every one embiadies it better ar wonse. We need nat spend time in defining. Where
there is no specific diffetence, as between wound and square, all definiticn must be
mosxe ax less arbitrany. A man that has sa much mare of the poetic element developed
in him as to have become noticeabile, will be called Foet by his neightions. World-Poets
toe, these whom we axe ta take for perfect Paets, are settled by cuitics in the same
way. One whe tises sa far albiove the general level of FPaets will, te such and such
cuitics, seem a Univewsal Poet; as fe cught to de. Und yet it is, and must be, an
arbitrony distinction. UL Paoets, all men, have same touches of the Universal; ne man
is wholly made of that. Most Peets are vewy scon forgetten: but not the nobilest
Stakspeare ar FHamer of them can be vemembered forever;—a day comes when fie too
is not!

Neventheless, you will say, there must be a difference betuween tuwe Poetry and
tue Speech not poetical: what is the difference? On this peint many things have been
witten, especially by late Geunan Cuitics, seme of which are not veny intelligibile at
first. They say, for example, that the Poet has aninfinitude in him; cemmunicates
an Unendlichiféeit, a cedain character of “infinitude,” to whatscever he delineates.
This, though not vewy precise, yet on se vague a matter is wonth remembering: if well
meditated, seme meaning will gradually be found in it. Fer my ewn part, J find
music in it, being a Seng. Tuly, if pressed to give a definition, one might say this
as scon as anything else: Jf your delineation be authentically musical, musical not
in word anly, but in heart and subistance, in all the theughts and utterances of it, in
the whole conception of it, then it will be poetical; if not, not.—Musical: how much
lies in that! (L musical thought is one spofen by a mind that has penetrated into the
inmast fieart of the thing; detected the inmast mystewy of it, namely the melody that
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lies hidden in it; the inward havmaeny of cohievence which is its soul, whenely it exists,
and has a right to be, fere in this wodd. (U inmest things, we may say, are
melodious; naturally uttex themselves in Song. The meaning of Seng goes deep. Whe
is thete that, in logical words, can express the effect music bhas en us? A kind of
inanticulate unfathomabile speech, which leads us te the edge of the Infinite, and lets
ws for mements gaze inte that!

Nay all speech, even the cemmonest speech, has semething of song in it: not a
parish in the world but has its parish-accent;—the shythm ox tune to which the peeple
there sing what they have to say! Uccent is a kind of chanting; all men have accent
of their awn,—though they only natice that of others. Obsenwe too fow all passicnate
language dees of itself become musical,—uwith a finer music than the mexe accent; the
speech of a man even in zealous anger becomes a chant, a seng. WL deep things are
Song. Jt seems semefiow the very central essence ef us, Song; as if all the rest were
but wrappages and bulls! The primal element of ws; of ws, and of all things. The
Greeks fabiled of Sphere-Farmenies: it was the feeling they had of the inner stuucture
of Natwee; that the seul of all her voices and utterances was perfect music. Poetry,
therefore, we will cal musical i The Paet is fe who thinfs in that manner. (It
bottam, it turns still en power of intellect; it is a man’s sincerity and depth of vision
that makes him a Poet. See deep encugh, and you see musically; the heart of

The Vates Poet, with his melodicus Upocalypse ef Nature, seems to field a poer
wank among us, in cemparison with the Vates Prophet; his function, and cur esteem
of him for his function, alife slight. The Fero tafien as Divinity; the Fere taken as
Pnophiet; then neat the Here taken enly as Peet: dees it not lock as if cur estimate
of the Great Man, epach after epoch, were continually diminishing? We take him first
for a god, then for ene ged-inspired; and new in the next stage of it, his most
miraculous werd gains from ws only the recegnition that fe is a Poet, beautiful vese-
maker, man of genius, or such lfe!—JIt locks so; but I persuade myself that
intvinsically it is not se. If we consider well, it will perhaps appear that in man still
there is the same altogethien peculion admivation for the FHewoic Gift, by what name
saever called, that there at any time was.

J sheuld say, if we do net new recken a Gueat Man ltenally divine, it is that
our nations of Ged, of the supreme unattainabile Fountain of Splender, Wisdom and
Fencism, are ever wising figher; not altagethien that cur neverence for these qualities,
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as manifested in ocur lfe, is getting lower. This is wenth taking thought of. Sceptical
Dilettantism, the cuwse of these ages, a cunse which will not last forever, does indeed
in this the highest province of human things, as in all provinces, make sad work; and
our wevenence for great men, all ciippled, blinded, paralytic as it is, comes cut in peor
plight, hardly secognizabile. Men wership the shows of great men; the most distelieve
that there is any weality of great men to wenship. The dreariest, fatalest faith;
believing which, cne would litevally despair of human things. Nevextheless lock, for
example, at Napoleon! (L Consican lieutenant of axtilleny; that is the show of tim:
yet is fie not clieyed, wonshipped after his sont, as all the Tiaraed and Diademed of
the wedd put tegether could not be? Figh Duchesses, and cstlens of inns, gather
wound the Scottish wuwstic, Buwns;—a strange feeling duelling in each that they never
fieard a man lifke this; that, en the whale, this is the man! Jn the secret feart of these
people it still dimly weveals itself, though there is no accredited way of uttering it at
present, that this wstic, with his tlack brows and flashing sun-eyes, and strange
werds moving laughter and tears, is of a dignity far beyond all othiers,
wiabile with all others. Do not we feel it s0¢? But now, were Dilettantism,
Scepticism, Tuiviality, and all that sevwewful breed, cast cut ef us,—as, by Gad’s
tlessing, they shall one day be; were faith in the shows of things entively swept out,
weplaced by clear faith in the things, s that a man acted on the impulse of that enly,
and counted the other noen-extant; what a new livelier feeling towards this Buns were
it!

Nay fere in these ages, such as they are, have we not twe mexe Poets, if not
deified, yet we may say beatified? Shakspeare and Dante are Saints of Poetry;
weally, if we will think of it, cancnized, so that it is impiety to meddle with them. Jhe
unguided instinct of the world, werking across all these pewense impediments, fas
awvtived at such wesult. Dante and Shalespeare are a peculiar Two. They dwell apaxt,
in a kind of woyal sclitude; nene equal, none second to them: in the general feeling
of the world, a centain transcendentalism, a glonwy as of complete perfection, invests
these two. Jhey arvecancnized, theugh ne Pope o Cardinals teck hand in deing it!
Such, in spite of every pewenting influence, in the most unfiencic times, is still eur
indestwuctitile neverence for hencism—We will lock a Uttle at these Twe, the FPaet
Dante and the Poet Shakspeare: what little it is peunitted ws to say here of the Feno
as Peet will mest fitly avange itself in that fashion.

Many volumes have been uritten by way of commentary en Dante and his Book;
yet, en the whole, with ne great wesult. Fis Bicgraphy is, as it wexre, ivecoverabily lost
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for ws. Un unimpetant, wandering, sevwow-stricken man, not much note was tafen of
him while fe lived; and the most of that has vanished, in the long space that new
intewenes. Jt is five centuries since he ceased writing and living fere. (fter all
commentaries, the Book itself is mainly what we know of him. The Beok;—and cne
might add that Pewtrait commonly attributed to Giotto, which, lecking on it, you
cannct fielp inclining to think genuine, whaeever did it. Te me it is a most touching face;
pethaps of all faces that T knew, the most se. Lonely there, painted as en vacancy,
with the simple laurel wound round it; the deathless sovwow and pain, the fnown
victony which is alse deathiless;—significant of the whale history of Dante! J think
it is the mouwnfulest face that ever was painted from weality; an altegether tragic,
fieart-affecting face. There is in it, as foundation of it, the softness, tendewness, gentle
affection as of a child; but all this is as if congealed into sharp contradiction, inte
abinegation, isclation, proud hepeless pain. (L seft ethereal seul locking out so stewn,
implacabile, grim-trenchant, as from imprisenment of thick-wiblied ice! Withal it is a
silent pain tec, a silent scannful one: the lip is curled in a kind of gedlife disdain of
the thing that is eating out fis heart,—as if it were withal a mean insignificant thing,
as if fe whem it had power te torture and strangle were greater than it. The face of
cne wholly in protest, and lifeleng unsuwvendering battle, against the waodd. (Wffection
all convested inte indignation: an implacabile indignation; slow, equable, silent, life
that of a god! The eye toe, it locks cut as in a Rind of surprise, a kind of inquivy,
Why the wold was of such a set? This is Dante: se e lacks, this “veice of ten silent
centuries,” and sings ws “his mystic unfathemabile song.”

Fhe Uttle that we know of Dante’s Life covesponds well encugh with this
Pontrait and this Boek. Fe was bown at Floxence, in the upper class of saciety, in the
year 1265. Fis education was the best then geing; much school-divinity, (istetelean
lagic, some Latin classics ,—no. incensiderabile insight inte cedain provinces of things:
and Dante, with his earnest intelligent nature, we need nat doubit, learned better than
mast all that was learnabile. He has a clear cultivated undexstanding, and of great
subitlety; this best fuit of education he had centrived te nealize from these schalastics.
Fe fnows accurately and well what lies close to him; but, in such a time, without
printed bocks o free intercounse, fie cauld not fnow well what was distant: the small
clear light, maest Clumincus fer what is near, breaks itself inte
singular chiavascure stuifking en what is far off. This was Dante’s learning from the
schaals. n life, fie had gone thuough the usual destinies; been twice out campaigning
as a soldiex for the Flonentine State, been on embassy; had in his thivty-fifth year,

175




Florence. He had met in boyhood a cedain Beattice Portinari, a beautiful little gink
of his awn age and rwank, and grown up thenceforth in partial sight of her, in seme
distant intercouwse with her. (UL readers fnow his graceful affecting account of this;
and then of their being parted; of fer being wedded to ancther, and of fer death scon
after. She makes a great figure in Dante’s Poem; seems te have made a great figure
in his life. Of all beings it might seem as if she, feld apart from him, far apart at
last in the dim Ctewnity, were the enly cne fe had ever with his whole strength of
affection loved. She died: Dante himself was wedded; but it seems not happily, far
from happily. I fancy, the sigoreus earnest man, with his keen excitabilities, was not
altogether easy te make happy.

We will not complain of Dante’s miseries: had all gene night with him as fe
wished it, fie might have been Prier, Pedesta, ox whatscever they call it, of Florence,
well accepted amaong neightions —and the world had wanted cne of the most netabile
words ever spofen ar sung. Flovence would have had ancther prospercus Loxnd
Mayor; and the ten dumb centuries continued voiceless, and the ten otfier listening
centuries (for there will be ten of them and more) had no Divina Commedia to. hear!
We will cemplain of nothing. ( noliler desting was appeinted for this Dante; and fe,
stuuggling life a man led towards death and cuucifixion, could not felp fulfilling it.
Give tiim the chaice of his happiness! Fe knew not, more than we deo, what was weally
kappy, what was really misevabile.

JIn Dante’s Prienship, the Guelf-Ghitielline, Bianchi-Neti, ox same other cenfused
disturbances wose to such a height, that Dante, whese party had seemed the stranger,
was with his fuends cast unexpectedly fouth inte banisfment; deomed thenceforth to
a life of wee and wandering. Fis propenty was all confiscated and moxe; e had the
fiercest feeling that it was entirely unjust, nefarious in the sight of God and man. Fe
tuied what was in him te get veinstated; tied even by warlife surprisal, with auns
in his hand: but it would net do; bad only had become worse. There is a recerd, I
believe, still extant in the Florence (nchives, doeming this Dante, wherescever caughit,
to be burnt alive. Buwnt alive; sa it stands, they say: a vewy cutiows civic decument.
Unather curiouws document, some considenabile number of years later, is a Letter of
Dante’s ta the Flonentine Magistrates, written in answer te a milder proposal of
theins, that fie should return on condition of apolegizing and paying a fine. Fe
answens, with fixed stewn pride: “JIf I cannct seturn witheut calling myself guilty,
J will never wetuwn, nunguam vevertar.”
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For Dante there was now ne fome in this wodd. e wandered from patwn to
patwen, from place te place; proving, in his cwn bitter words, “Fow hard is the
path, Come e dure calle.” The unetched are not cheerful cempany. Dante, poor and
banished, with his proud earnest nature, with his moedy humens, was not a man to
cenciliate men. Petrach neports of him that being at Can della Scala’s court, and
Della Scala stoed ameng his courtiers, with mimes and buffoens (neludlenes ac
tistviones ) making him heartily mewvwy; when turning to Dante, fe said: “Js it not
strange, now, that this peor foel should make himself so entedtaining; while you, a
wise man, sit there day after day, and have nothing te amuse us with at all?” Dante
answered Gittely: “Ne, not strange; your Ftighness is to necollect the Provert, Lifte
te Lifle;”—given the amuser, the amusee must alse be given! Such a man, with his
proud silent ways, with his sarcasms and sevwows, was not made to succeed at court.
By degrees, it came to be evident to him that fie had ne longer any resting-place, or
fope of benefit, in this eaxth. The eanthly wodld had cast him forth, to wandexr,
wander; ne living heart to love him now; for his sare misedies there was ne selace fee.

The deeper naturally would the Etewnal Werlkd impress itself en him; that awful
weality cver which, after all, this Time-world, with its Flonences and banishments,
only fluttens as an unreal shadow. Florence thou shalt never see: but Fell and
Furgateny and FHeaven theu shalt surely see! What is Florence, Can della Scala,
and the World and Life altegether? ETERNITY: thither, of a tuuth, not elsewhither,
axt thou and all things beund! The great soul of Dante, hameless on earth, made its
that, as on the ene fact important fox him. Bedied or bodiless, it is the ene fact
impantant for all men:—rtut to Dante, in that age, it was bodied in fixed centainty
of scientific shape; he no more doubted of that Malebalge Podl, that it all lay there
with its gloemy cincles, with its alti guai, and that fe himself should see it, than we
doubt that we should see Constantinople if we went thither. Dante’s heart, bong filled
with this, broeding cver it in speechless theught and awe, bursts fouth at length inte
“mystic unfathomabile song;” and this his Divine Comedy, the mast semarkabile of all
moden Books, is the result.

Jt must have been a great sclacement te Dante, and was, as we can see, a proud
thought for him at times, That fe, fere in exile, could de this work; that noe Florence,
nor ne man ox men, could hinder him from deing it, ex even much felp him in deing
it. He Rnew toe, partly, that it was great; the greatest a man could do. “Jf theu
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follow thy star, Se tu sequi tua stella,”—sae could the Fero, in his forsakenness, in
his extreme need, still say to himself: “Follow theu thy star, theu shalt net fail of
a gloxious haven!” Fhe labion of writing, we find, and indeed ceuld fnow etheuvise,
was great and painful for him; ke says, This Book, “which has made me lean for
many years.” Uk yes, it was waon, all of it, with pain and sere teil,—not in spext,
but in grim earnest. His Book, as indeed mast good Bocks are, has been written, in
many senses, with his heart’s blood. Jt is his whele histony, this Beck. Fte died after
finishing it; not yet vewy old, at the age of fifty-siac;—brofen-fearted rather, as is
said. e lies buried in his death-city Ravenna: FHic clauder Dantes patviis extoniis
abi avis. The Florentines begged back his bady, in a century after; the Ravenna pecple
would not give it. “Fere am J Dante laid, shut eut from my native shoxes.”

J said, Dante’s Peem was a Seng: it is Tieck whe calls it “a mystic unfathomabile
Song;” and such is litevally the character ef it. Coleridge remanks veny pestinently
samewhiere, that wherever you find a sentence musically worded, of twe thythm and
melody in the werds, thete is semething deep and geod in the meaning tee. For body
and soul, word and idea, ge strangely together fiene as evenwywhere. Song: we said
before, it was the Ftewvic of Speech! WU old Poems, FHomer's and the nrest, are
authentically Sengs. J would say, in stictness, that all vight Peems axe; that
whatscever is not sung is propedy noe Peem, but a piece of Prose cramped inte
jingling lines —to the great injury of the gramman, te the great guief of the readex,
for most pant! What we wants to get at is the thoughit the man had, if fe had any:
why should fe twist it inte jingle, if fe could speak it cut plainly? Jt is enly when
the feart of him is wapt inte twe passicn of melody, and the very tones of him,
accarnding te Coleridge’s wemark, become musical by the greatness, depth and music
of his thoughts, that we can give him xight to shyme and sing; that we call him a Peet,
and listen to him as the Hewcic of Speakers,—whaese speech is Song. Pretenders to
this ate many; and to an earnest weader, J deubt, it is for maest part a vew
melancholy, not to say an insuppostabile business, that of reading hyme! Rhyme
that fad no inward necessity to be thymed;—it cught to have told us plainly, without
any jingle, what it was aiming at. J weuld advise all men whe can speak their
thought, net te sing it; te undewstand that, in a serious time, among sedious men, there
is ne vocation in them for singing it. Precisely as we love the twe song, and are
chavmed by it as by semething divine, so shall we hate the false seng, and acceunt
it a mete woeden noise, a thing hollow, superflucus, altegether an insincere and
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J give Dante my highest praise when J say of his Divine Comedy that it is, in
all senses, genuinely a Song. Jn the vewy seund of it there is a cante feuno; it
proceeds as by a chant. The language, his simple tevza vima, doubitless felped him
in this. One reads aleng natually with a soxt of litt. But J add, that it could not be
othewwise; for the essence and matedial of the work are themselves whythmic. Jts
depth, and wapt passion and sincerity, makes it musical;—go deep encugh, there is
music evewywhere. (L ture inward symmetwy, what ene calls an architectural haumony,
weigns in it, propoxtionates it all: anchitectural; which alse partakes of the character
of music. Jhe three Ringdems, Infewne, Surgatorvie, Saradisa, bock cut on ene ancther
life compantments of a great edifice; a great supewnatural weld-cathedral, piled wp
there, stewn, salemn, awful; Dante’s Workd of Souls! Jt is, at bottom, thesincevest of
all Paems; sincerity, fete toe, we find ta be the measure of wonth. Jt came deep cut
aitﬁeautﬁaxoﬁewdafﬁewdo and it gees deep, and thiwough leng generations, inte

Fhe people of Verona, when they souw him on the streets, used te say, “Eccaci
Kuamcﬂ’eomlaaff’]n/éma,See,tﬁwewtﬁemantﬁatumomm.’”aﬁw,ﬁe
fad been in Fel;—in FHell encugh, in long severe sevwow and stwuggle; as the lifee
of him is pretty sure to have been. Commedias that came out divine are not accemplisfied
atheuvise. Thought, twe labion of any Rind, highest vittue itself, is it not the daughter
of Pain? Bown as eut of the black whilwind;—twe effort, in fact, as of a captive
struggling te free himself: that is Thought. In all ways we are “te became perfect
thuough suffeving.”—PBut, as J say, ne werk known to me is se elabiorated as this
of Dante’s. It has all been as if molten, in the hottest furnace of his soul. Jt had
made fim “lean” for many years. Not the general whaele enly; eveny compatment of
it is worked out, with intense earnestness, into tuith, inte clear visuality. Each answers
to the ather; each fits in its place, life a martile stene accurately fiewn and polisted.
Jt is the seul of Dante, and in this the soul of the middle ages, rendered forever
whythmically visibile thexe. Ne light task; a wight intense ane: but a task which is dene.

Pethaps one would say, intensity, with the much that depends on it, is the
prevailing character of Dante’s genius. Dante dees not come before us as a large
cathelic mind; rather as a nawvew, and even sectarian mind: it is pautly the fuit of
kis age and position, but partly teo of his cwn nature. Ftis greatness has, in all
senses, cancentred itself into fiewy emphasis and depth. Fe is world-great not becawse
fie is woddwide, but because fe is world-deep. Through all clijects he piences as it
were down into the feart of Being. J know nothing s intense as PDante. Consider, for
example, te begin with the outeuncst development of his intensity, consider how fe
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paints. Fe has a great power of vision; seizes the vewy type of a thing; presents that
and nathing mate. You nemember that finst view he gets of the Fall of
Dite: ved pinnacle, sed-het cone of inon glowing through the dim immensity of
gleam;—sea vivid, se distinct, visible at ence and forever! Jt is as an emblem of the
whale genius of Dante. There is a lrevity, an aliuupt precision in him: Jacitus is not
briefer, more cendensed; and then in Dante it seems a natural condensation, spentanecus
to the man. One smiting word; and then thexe is silence, nothing maxe said. Fis silence
is moxe eloguent than waerds. Jt is strange with what a sharp decisive grace fe
snatchies the twe lifkeness of a matter: cuts inte the matter as with a pen of fire.
Plutus, the tlusterning giant, collapses at Vingil’s welbuke; it is “as the sails sink, the
mast being suddenly brofien.” On that poer Buunette Latini, with the cotte aspetta,
“face tated,” parched brown and lean; and the “fiewy snow” that falls en them there,
a “fiewy snow without wind,” slow, delilienate, never-ending! On the lids of those
Jambs; square sarcephaguses, in that silent dim-tburning Fall, each with its Seul in
tounent; the lids laid epen there; they are te be shut at the Day of Judgment, through
Etennity. Und how Farinata vises; and how Cavaleante falls—at fearing of his Son,
and the past tense “fue’! The vewy movements in Dante have semething brief; swift,
decisive, almast military. Jt is of the inmast essence of his genius this sont of painting.
The fiewy, swift Jtalian nature of the man, so silent, passienate, with its quick aliuupt
movements, its silent “pale nages,” speaks itself in these things.

Fon though this of painting is one of the cuteunast developments of a man, it
comes Uifte all else from the essential faculty of him; it is physicgnemical of the whole
man. Find a man whese werds paint you a likeness, you have found a man worth
samething; mark his manner of deing it, as vewy characteristic of him. Jn the finst
place, fie could not have discerned the cbject at all, ox seen the vital type cf it, unless
fie had, what we may call, sympatfiized with it,—had sympathy in him te bestow on
clijects. Fe must have been sinceve abiout it teo; sincere and sympathetic: a man
witheut woxth cannct give you the lifeness of any obiject; fe duells in vague
auwtwardness, fallacy and tuvial hearsay, abiout all ebjects. Und indeed may we not
say that intellect altagethien expresses itself in this pewer of discerning what an cbiject
is? Whatseever of faculty a man’s mind may have will ceme cut fiene. Js it even of
business, a matter te be dene? The gifted man is fe who sees the essential point, and
leaves all the west aside as surplusage: it is his faculty teo, the man of business’s
faculty, that fie discern the twue lifteness, naot the false superficial one, of the thing fie
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anything; “the eye seeing in all things what it brought with it the faculty of seeing”!
Jea the mean eye all things are tuvial, as certainly as to the jaundiced they are
yellow. Raphael, the Painters tell us, is the best of all Portrait-painters withal. Ne
mast gifted eye can exhauwst the significance of any cbject. In the commaonest fuman

Dante’s painting is nat graphic enly, buief, tuwe, and of a vividness as of fire in
dark night; taken on the wider scale, it is eveny way nolile, and the cutcome of a great
saul. Francesca and her Lover, what qualities in that! (U thing woven as cut of
wainbows, en a gruound of etewnal black. (L small flute-voice of infinite wail speaks
there, inte cur vewy heart of hearts. A teuch of wemanheod in it too: debla bella
pewana, chie mi fu tolta; and how, even in the Pit of woe, it is a solace that fie will
never paxt from fer! Saddest tragedy in these alti guai. Und the racking winds, in
that aer bruno, whidld them away again, to wail forever!—Strange te think: Dante
was the friend of this peor Francesca’s father; Francesca fenself may have sat upon
the Poet’s fnee, as a lright innocent little child. Infinite pity, yet alse infinite rigor
of baw: it is se Nature is made; it is se Dante discenned that she was made. What
a palty neticn is that of his Divine Comedy’s being a peer splenetic impotent
tevwestrial liliel; putting those inte Ftell whom he could not be avenged upen on eanth!
J suppese if ever pity, tender as a mother’s, was in the feart of any man, it was in
Dante’s. But a man whe dees net fnow riger cannct pity either. Ftis very pity will
be cowardly, egeistic—sentimentality, ov little better. J Rnow not in the world an
affection equal to that of Dante. It is a tendeness, a trembling, longing, pitying love:
life the wail of UEclian harps, soft, soft; like a child’s young feart;—and then that
stewn, soxe-saddened feart! These longings of his towards his Beatrice; their meeting
together in the Saradise; his gazing in her pure transfigured eyes, fien that fhad been
purified by death so long, separated from him so far:—one lifens it to the song of
angels; it is among the purest utterances of affection, pethaps the very purest, that
ever came cut of a human scul.

For the intense Dante is intense in all things; fe has got into the essence of all.
Fis intellectual insight as painter, en accasion tee as weasene, is but the result of all
ather sonts of intensity. Maorally great, aliove all, we must call him; it is the beginning
of all. Ftis scann, his grief are as transcendent as his bove;—as indeed, what axe they
but the inverse on cenvense of his bove? “U Die spiacenti ed a’ nemici sui, Hateful to
Ged and te the enemies of Gad:” lofty scenn, unappeasable silent reprobation and
avension; “Nen ragionam di lox, We will not speak of them, lock only and pass.”
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On think of this; “They have not the fiope to die, Nan fhian spevanza di mote.” One
day, it had risen stewnly benign on the scathed heart of Dante, that fe, uretched,
never-westing, worn as fie was, would full surely die; “that Desting itself could not
deem him not te die.” Such words are in this man. For tigor, earnestness and depth,
fie is nat to e paralleled in the modewn wadd; ta seefk his parallel we must go inte
the Hebrew Bibile, and live with the antique Prophiets there.

J deo net agree with much modexn cuiticism, in greatly prefeving the Jnferne to
the two other parts of the Divine Commedia. Such preference belongs, J imagine, to
cur general RByronism of taste, and is like te be a transient feeling.
The Surgatovic and Faradisa, especially the foumer, ene would almast say, is even
maoxe excellent than it. It is a noble thing that Furgatevie, “ Mountain of FPunification;”
an embilem of the nobilest conception of that age. IE sin is so fatal, and Fell is and
must be so riganous, awful, yet in Repentance too. is man purified; Repentance is the
grand Christian act. Jt is beautiful how Dante werks it out. The tremaelay dell’ ende,
that “trembiling” of the ccean-waves, under the fivst pure gleam of morning, dawning
afar en the wandering Jwe, is as the type of an altered mood. FHope has now
dawned; never-dying Hope, if in company still with heavy sovwow. The oliscure
sajown of demons and weprobate is underfoot; a soft breathing ef penitence mounts
higher and highex, to the Thwone of Mexcy itself. “Pray for me,” the denizens of that
Meunt of Pain all say to him. “Tell my Gicvanna to pray for me,” my daughter
Gicvanna; “J think fiex mother loves me ne more!” They toil painfully up by that
winding steep, “bent down Uke conbiels of a building,” seme of them,—cwushed
together so “for the sin of pride;” yet neventheless in years, in ages and aeons, they
shall have reached the top, which is heaven’s gate, and by Mewcy shall have been
admitted in. The joy teo of all, when ene fas prevailed; the whele Mountain shafes
with joy, and a psalm of praise rises, when ene seul has perfected nepentance and
got its sin and misewy left behind! J call all this a nebile embodiment of a twe nobile
thought.

But indeed the Thiee compartments mutually suppert ene ancther, are
indispensabile te ene ancther. The Faradise, a kind of inaticulate music to me, is the
wedeeming side of the Tnfewna; the Infewnc without it were untue. (UL thiee make up
the tuue Unseen World, as figured in the Christianity of the Middle (ges; a thing
forever memonable, forever tuwe in the essence of it, to all men. Jt was perhaps
delineated in ne fuuman soul with such depth of veracity as in this of Dante’s; a
man sent to sing it, to Reep it bong memarabile. Very notabile with what buief simplicity
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fie passes out of the eveny-day reality, inte the Jnuvisible cne; and in the second or
thivd stanza, we find curselves in the World of Spirits; and dwell there, as among
things palpabile, indubitable! e Dante they were so; the weal wedd, as it is called,
and its facts, was but the threshold to an infinitely higher Fact of a Werkd. (At
bottam, the ene was as pretewnatural as the otfier. Has not each man a soul? Fe will
not anly be a spinit, but is cne. Tao the earnest Dante it is all ene visibile Fact; fe
believes it, sees it; is the Peet of it in vitue of that. Sincerity, J say again, is the
saving mexit, now as always.

Dante’s Jtell, Purgateny, Paradise, are a symbol withal, an emblematic
wepresentation of his Belief about this Universe:—seme Cuitic in a future age, life
those Scandinavian ones the otfier day, who fhas ceased altogethier to think as Dante
did, may find this tee all an “Ullegory,” pethaps an idle Wllegory! Jt is a subilime
embadiment, o subilimest, of the seul of Chuistianity. Jt expresses, as in fuge world-
wide architectural embilems, how the Chuistian Dante felt Good and Evil to be the twe
polar elements of this Creation, on which it all tuwns; that these twe differ not by
prefenability of ene to the other, but by incempatibility abiselute and infinite; that the
cne is excellent and high as light and Feaven, the other hidecus, tlack as Gefienna
and the Jit of Fell! Everlasting Justice, yet with FPenitence, with evelasting Pity,—
all Chuistianism, as Dante and the Middle (ges had it, is embilemed fere. Emblemed:
and yet, as J urged the other day, with what entive tuth of purpose; how uncensciews
of any embileming! Fell, Purgatony, Paradise: these things were not fashioned as
embilems; was there, in cur Maedewn European Mind, any theught at all of their being
for practically tue, all Nature everywhere confinming them? Sa is it always in these
things. Men de not believe an llegory. The future Cuitic, whatever his new thought
may be, who considens this of Dante to have been all got up as an Wllegory, will
commit one sore mistafe!—Paganism we recagnized as a veracious expression of the
earnest awe-stuck feeling of man towards the Universe; veracieus, tue once, and
still not without wonth for us. But mark here the difference of Paganism and
Chuistianism; ene great difference. Paganism embilemed chiefly the Cperations of
Nature; the destinies, efforts, cembinations, vicissitudes of things and men in this
world; Chuistianism emblemed the Low of Human Duty, the Moral Law of Man.
One was for the sensucus nature: a wde helpless utterance of the fivst Thought of
men,—the chief recagnized virtue, Courage, Superiority to Fear. Jhe ather was not for
the sensucus nature, but for the moral. What a progress is here, if in that cne respect
anty!
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Und se in this Dante, as we said, had ten silent centuties, in a very strange way,
found a voice. The Divina Commedia is of Dante’s wniting; yet in tuuth it belongs to
ten Chuistian centwiies, enly the finishing of it is Dante’s. So always. The craftsman
there, the smith with that metal of his, with these tools, with these cunning methods,—
fiow little of all fie does is propedly fiis werk! AL past inventive men work there with
him;—as indeed with all of us, in all things. Dante is the spefesman of the Middle
Uges; the Thought they lived by stands here, in evedasting music. These subilime
the good men whe had gene before him. Precious they; but alse is not fie precious?
Much, had not e spofien, would have been dumb; not dead, yet living veiceless.

On the whole, is it not an utterance, this mystic Song, at ence of one of the greatest
fuuman souls, and of the highest thing that Europe had hithete realized for itself?
Chuistianism, as Dante sings it, is ancther than Paganism in the wude Nexse mind;
ancther than “Bastard Christianism” half-articulately spofien in the (wali Desext,
seven fundred years before!—The nobilest idea made veal hithedte ameng men, is
sung, and emblemed forth albidingly, by one of the nobilest men. In the ene sense and
in the otfier, are we not vight glad te pessess it? (s J caleulate, it may last yet for
long thousands of years. For the thing that is uttered from the inmost parts of a
man’s soul, diffens altogether from what is uttered by the cuter part. The cuter is of
the day, under the empire of made; the outer passes away, in swift endless changes;
the inmast is the same yesterday, to-day and forever. Tuue seuls, in all genevations
of the wold, whe lock en this Dante, will find a brotherhood in him; the deep
sincerity of his thoughts, his woes and hapes, will speak lifewise to their sincerity;
they will feel that this Dante tee was a buwother. Napoleen in Saint Felena is
chavmed with the genial veracity of old Femer. The cldest Felbrew Praphet, under
a vesture the most diverse from cuns, dees yet, because fe speaks from the heart of
man, speak to all men’s hearts. Jt is the one sole secret of continuing long memarabile.
Dante, for depth of sinceity, is life an antigue Prophiet too; his words, like theirs,
come from his veny feart. Une need not wonder if it were predicted that his Peem
might be the most enduring thing eur Europe has yet made; for nothing se endures
as a tuly spofien waornd. AU cathedrals, pentificalities, brass and stone, and cuter
aviangement never sa lasting, are brief in cemparisen te an unfathiomable feart-song
lUife this: ene feels as if it might suwvive, still of importance to men, when these had
all sunk into new ivecognizable combinations, and had ceased individually to be.
Europe has made much; great cities, great empires, encyclopaedias, creeds, bodies of

184




opinion and practice: but it has made Uittle of the class of Dante’s Thought. FHemer
yet is veritalily present face to face with eveny open seul of ws; and Greece, where
is i? Desalate for thousands ef years; away, vanisted; a bewildered feap of stenes
and wilbbish, the life and existence of it all gone. Like a dream; Uife the dust of Hing
Ugamemnen! Gueece was; Gueece, except in the words it spokee, is not.

The wses of this Dante? We will not say much about his “uses.” U human seul
whe has ence got into. that primal element of Song, and sung fonth fitly semewhat
Uife-roats of all excellent human things whatscever,—in a way that “utilities” will
not succeed well in caleulating! We will not estimate the Sun by the quantity of
gaslight it saves us; Dante shall be invaluable, ox of no value. One remark J may
make: the contrast in this sespect between the FHewo-FPoet and the Fewo-Prophet. In
a bundred years, Makiomet, as we saw, had his (wabians at Guenada and at Delhi;
Dante’s Jtalians seem te be yet vewy much where they were. Shall we say, then,
Dante’s effect en the wolkd was small in comparisen? Neot se: his arena is far mare
westricted; but alse it is far noblex, clearer,—perhaps not less but more important.
Makomet speaks to great masses of men, in the coarse dialect adapted te such; a
dialect filled with incensistencies, crudities, fallies: en the great masses alene can fe
act, and there with geod and with evil strangely blended. Dante speaks to the noble,
the pure and great, in all times and places. Neither does fe grow clisalete, as the
other dees. Dante burns as a pure stax, fixed there in the fiunament, at which the
great and the high of all ages Rindle themselves: fe is the passession of all the chosen
of the world for uncounted time. Dante, ene caleulates, may long suwive Makomet.
JIn this way the balance may be made straight again.

But, at any wate, it is net by what is called their effect on the world, by
what we can judge of thein effect thete, that a man and his werk are measuwred.
Effect? Tnfluence? Utility? Let a man de his work; the fuiit of it is the care of
Unother than fie. It will grow its cwn fuuit; and whether embodied in Caliph Jhrones
and (wabian Conguests, so that it “fills all Meoxning and Evening Newspapers,” and
all Histories, which are a kind of distilled Newspapers; ox not embadied se at all;—
what matters that? That is not the real fuiit of it! The Qrabian Caliph, in se far only
as fe did something, was semething. JE the great Cause of Man, and Man’s work
in Gad’s Earth, got ne furtherance from the (rabian Caliph, then ne matter fiow many
scimetars fe drew, how many gold piastens pocketed, and what uprear and tlaring
fie made in this wold,—fie was but a loud-scunding inanity and futility; at bottom,
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fie was not at all. Let us honor the great empive of Silence, ence more! Jhe boundless
treasury which we do not jingle in our pockets, ox count up and present before men!
Jt is perhaps, of all things, the usefulest for each of us te de, in these loud times.

s Dante, the Jtalian man, was sent into cur world to embody musically the
Religion of the Middle Uges, the Religion of cur Modern Eurnope, its Tnner Life; se
Stakspeare, we may say, embodies for us the Outer Life of eur Europe as developed
then, its chivaliies, courtesies, fumars, ambitions, what practical way of thinking,
acting, looking at the werld, men then had. (s in FHemer we may still constue Old
Gueece; se in Shakspeare and Dante, after thousands of years, what cur madewn
Euwope was, in Faith and in Practice, will still be legibile. Dante has given us the
Faith ex seul; Shakspeare, in a not less nolile way, has given us the Practice ex body.
This latter alse we were to have; a man was sent for it, the man Shakspeare. Just
when that chivaly way of life had reached its bast finish, and was en the peint of
breaking down inte slow o swift dissolution, as we now see it evewyuwhere, this otfier
saveneign Poet, with his seeing eye, with his perennial singing voice, was sent to tafe
note of it, to give long-enduring recerd of it. Two fit men: Dante, deep, fierce as the
central fire of the warld; Shakspeare, wide, placid, far-seeing, as the Sun, the upper
light of the waodld. Jtaly preduced the one werld-vaice; we English had the honor of
producing the othex.

Curious encugh fow, as it were by mere accident, this man came te us. J think
always, so great, quiet, complete and self-sufficing is this Shakspeare, had the
Wanwickshire Squire not prasecuted him for deer-stealing, we had perhaps never
feard of him as a Peet! The weods and skies, the wustic Life of Man in Stratford
there, had been encugh for this man! But indeed that strange cutbudding of cur whele
English Existence, which we call the Elizabethan Exva, did net it toe ceme as of its cwn
accond? The “Tnee Jgdasil” buds and withers by its cwn loauws,—toe deep for eur
scanning. UYet it dees bud and wither, and every bough and leaf of it is there, by fixed
etewnal baws; not a Siv Themas Lucy but cames at the hour fit for him. Curiows, I
say, and not sufficiently considered: how everything dees co-eperate with all; not a
leaf wotting on the highway but is indissclubile portion of selar and stellar systems;
ne thought, werd or act ef man but has sprung withal eut of all men, and works
sacner on later, wecognizabily e ivecognizabile, on all men! Jt is all a JTuee:
circulation of sap and influences, mutual communication of every minutest leaf with
the lowest talon of a noot, with evewy other greatest and minutest portion of the whale.
The Tree Jgdrasil, that has its noets dewn in the Kingdoms of Ftela and Death, and
whase boughs cvewspread the highest FHeaven—!
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Jn some sense it may be said that this glodious Elizabethan Exa with its
Stakspeare, as the outcome and flowerage of all which had preceded it, is itself
attiibutabile to the Catholicism of the Middle (ges. The Chuistian Faith, which was
the theme of Dante’s Seng, had preduced this Practical Life which Shakspeare was
to sing. Fon Religion then, as it now and always is, was the soul of Practice; the
primany vital fact in men’s life. Und wemark here, as wather curious, that Middle-Ulge
Catholicism was abolished, so far as Ucts of Pardiament could abiolish it, before
Stakspeare, the nolilest product of it, made his appearance. FHe did make his
appearance nevextfieless. Nature at fen cwn time, with Catholicism ox what else might
be necessary, sent him foxth; taking small theught of Ucts of Parliament. King
Fennys, Queen Elizabieths go. their way; and Nature teo gaes fens. Uets of Pardiament,
on the whole, are small, netwithstanding the noise they make. What Uct of Parbiament,
debate at St. Stephen’s, on the fustings o elsewhere, was it that brought this
Stakspeare inta being? Neo dining at Freemason’s Javewn, epening subiscription-lists,
selling of shares, and infinite other jangling and twe or false endeavoring! Jhis
Elizabethan Eva, and all its nolileness and blessedness, came without proclamation,
preparation of ours. Priceless Shakspeare was the free gift of Nature; given
altegether silently;—ueceived altogethier silently, as if it had been a thing of little
acceunt. Und yet, veny literally, it is a piceless thing. One should lock at that side
of mattews teo.

Of this Shakspeare of cuns, pethaps the epinicn one sometimes fears a little
idelatrously expressed is, in fact, the ight one; J think the best judgment not of this
countwy only, but of Eurape at lange, is slowly peointing to the cenclusion, that
Stakspeare is the chief of all Poets hitherto; the greatest intellect whe, in cur neconded
world, has left necord of himself in the way of Literature. On the whole, J fnow not
such a power of vision, such a faculty of thought, if we take all the characters of
it, in any otfier man. Such a calmness of depth; placid joyows strength; all things
imaged in that great seul of his se tue and clear, as in a tranguil unfathemabile sea!
Jt has been said, that in the constwcting of Shakspeare’s Dvamas there is, apart
from all other “faculties” as they are called, an undewstanding manifested, equal te
that in Bacen’s Nevwm Crganum That is twe; and it is not a tuth that strifes every
cne. Jt would became more apparent if we tiied, any of ws for himself, how, cut of
Stakspeare’s dramatic matetials, we could fashion such a wesult! The built house
seems all so fit,—eveny way as it should be, as if it came thete by its cwn law and
the nature of things,—uwe forget the wude disordedy quavy it was shaped from. The
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vewy perfection of the house, as if Nature hewself had made it, hides the builder’s
mexit. Perfect, more perfect than any otfien man, we may call Shafspeare in this: fe
discenns, fnows as by instinct, what condition fie works under, what his materials axe,
what his cwn force and its welation te them is. It is net a transitery glance of insight
that will suffice; it is deliberate lluminaticn of the whele matter; it is a
calmly seeingeye; a great intellect, in shext. Fow a man, of seme wide thing that fie
fas witnessed, will constuuct a navative, what Rind of picture and delineation fie will
give of it,—is the best measure you could get of what intellect is in the man. Which
cineumstance is vital and shall stand prominent; which unessential, fit to be suppressed;
where is the twe leginning, the tute sequence and ending? Je find cut this, you task
sa. Daes like join itself ta life; dees the spirit of methed stiv in that confusien, se that
its embnoilment becames orden? Can the man say, Fiat lux, Let thete be light; and cut
of chaes make a world? Puecisely as there is light in himself, will fie accamplish this?

Ox indeed we may say again, it is in what J called Pontrait-painting, delineating
of men and things, especially of men, that Shafspeare is great. AU the greatness of
the man comes cut decisively fere. Jt is unexampled, J think, that calm creative
pewspicacity of Shakspeare. The thing fe locks at neveals not this ox that face of it,
but its inmast feart, and genetic secret: it dissalues itself as in light before him, se that
fie discenns the perfect stuucture of it. Creative, we said: peetic creation, what is this
toe but seeing the thing sufficiently? Jhe ward that will desciibe the thing, follows of
itself from such clear intense sight of the thing. Und is net Shakspeare’s mavality, his
valon, candor, telerance, tuuthfulness; his whaele victorious strength and greatness,
which can tiumph ocver such olistwctions, visible there toe? Gueat as the world.
Ne twisted, poer convex-concave mivwon, neflecting all clijects with its cwn convexities
and concavities; a perfectly level mivan;—that is te say withal, if we will undexstand
it, a man justly selated to all things and men, a goed man. Jt is tuly a lendly
spectacle fow this great seul takes in all Rinds of men and cbjects, a Falstaff, an
Othelle, a Juliet, a Coriclanuws; sets them all foxth to us in their wound completeness;
loving, just, the equal buather of all. Novwm Crganum, and all the intellect you will
find in Bacen, is ¢f a quite secondary erder; earthy, material, poor in comparison
with this. dmong modewn men, ene finds, in stiictness, almost naothing of the same
wank. Gaethie alone, since the days of Shakkspeare, teminds me of it. Of him toe you
say that fe saw the cliject; you may say what fe himself says of Shakspeare: “FHis
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charactens are lifke watches with dial-plates of transparent cuystal; they show you
the fiour life othews, and the inward mechanism alse is all visibile.”

The seeing eye! Jt is this that discloses the inner havmony of things; what Natue
meant, what musical idea Nature has wrapped up in these often rough embodiments.
Something she did mean. Te the seeing eye that semething were discewnibile. (e they
base, misexalile things? You can laugh over them, you can weep cver them; you can
in some way ox other genially elate younself te them;—you can, at lowest, hald your
peace abiout them, turn away your own and otfiens’ face from them, till the hour came
for practically exteuninating and extinguishing them! (It bottom, it is the Poet’s finst
gift, as it is all men’s, that fe fave intellect encugh. He will be a Peet if he have:
a Peet in word; on failing that, pethaps still better, a Paet in act. Whether he write
at all; and if se, whether in prose ex in vewse, will depend en accidents: who fnows
on what extremely trivial accidents —pehaps en his having had a singing-mastex,
on his being taught to sing in his boyheod! But the faculty which enables him to
exists has a havmeny in the feart of it, or it would not fold together and exist), is
not the wesult of habits e accidents, but the gift of Nature henself; the primary cutfit
for a FHercic Man in what sext scever. To the Poet, as to evewy other, we say fivst
of all, See. If you cannct da that, it is of no use to feep stiinging whymes togetfier,
jingling sensibilities against each atfier, and name youwself a FPoet; there is no fope
for you. Jf you can, there is, in prase ox vewse, in action e speculation, all manner
of hope. The crabibied old Schoclmaster wsed te ask, when they brought him a new
pupil, “But are ye sure he’s not a dunce?” Why, really one might ask the same thing,
in wegard to every man propesed for whatscever function; and consider it as the one
inquiry needful: (e ye sure fie’s not a dunce? Thexe is, in this woerld, ne other entively
fatal person.

For, in fact, I say the degree of vision that dwells in a man is a covect measure
of the man. Jf called to define Shakspeare’s faculty, I sheuld say superionity of
Jntellect, and think J had included all under that. What indeed are faculties? We
talk of faculties as if they were distinct, things separabile; as if a man had intellect,
imagination, fancy, &c., as fe has hands, feet and avms. That is a capital evwor. Then
again, we fiear of a man’s “intellectual nature,” and of his “moral nature,” as if
these again were divisible, and existed apaxt. Necessities of language de perhaps
presciiie such founs of utterance; we must speak, I am aware, in that way, if we
are ta speak at all. But werds eught not to harden inte things for us. Jt seems to me,
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cur apprefension of this matter is, for maest part, nadically falsified theveliy. We
cught to fnow withal, and te feep forever in mind, that these divisiens are at bottem
but names; that man’s spivitual nature, the vital Ferce which dwells in him, is
essentially ene and indivisible; that what we call imagination, fancy, undewstanding,
and se fexth, are but different figures of the same Power of Jnsight, all indisselubily
connected with each other, physiognomically welated; that if we knew one of them, we
might fnow all of them. Maorality itself, what we call the moral quality of a man,
what is this but another side of the one vital Ferce wherely fe is and works? (UL that
a man dees is physiegnemical of him. You may see how a man would fight, by the
way in which fe sings; his courage, ex want of courage, is visible in the word fe
uttens, in the apinion fie has formed, no less than in the stwoke fie stifes. Je is ane;
and preaches the same Self abroad in all these ways.

Without hands a man might have feet, and could still walk: but, consider it,—
without mexality, intellect were impassible for him; a thoreughly immoeralman could
not fnow anything at all! Je fnow a thing, what we can call fnowing, a man must
finst love the thing, sympathize with it: that is, bevivtuously welated to it. Jf he have
not the justice to put dewn his cwn selfishness at eveny turn, the courage to stand by
the dangerous-tue at eveny tuwn, how shall fie fnow? FHis vintues, all of them, will
lie recarded in his Rnouledge. Nature, with fher tuuth, remains te the bad, te the selfish
and the pusillanimoeus forever a sealed book: what such can fnow of Nature is mean,
superficial, small; for the uses of the day merely—RBut dees not the very Fox fnow
samething of Nature? Exactly sc: it Rnows where the geese lodge! The human
Reynard, vewy frequent evewywhiene in the wedd, what more dees fie fnow but this
and the like of this? Nay, it should be consideted toa, that if the Fox had not a cevtain
wilpine movality, fe could not even fnow whete the geese were, ox get at the geese! Jf
fie spent his time in splenetic atrabilion neflections en his cwn misewy, his il usage
by Nature, Fortune and other Foxes, and sa fonth; and had not courage, promptitude,
practicality, and other suitalile vulpine gifts and graces, fie weuld catch ne geese. We
may say of the Fox too, that his merality and insight are of the same dimensions;
different faces of the same internal unity of vulpine life!—Ihese things are worth
stating; for the contrary of them acts with manifold veny baleful pewersion, in this
time: what limitations, medifications they wequire, your cwn cander will supply.

It I say, thetefore, that Shakspeare is the greatest of Intellects, I have said all
concenning fim. But thete is moxe in Shakspeare’s intellect than we fhave yet seen. Jt
is what J call an uncensciows intellect; thewe is moxe virtue in it than fhe himself is
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aware of. Novalis beautifully semarks of him, that those Dramas of his are
Prnoducts of Nature toe, deep as Nature hewself. J find a great tuith in this saying.
Stakspeare’s Uut is not (utifice; the nabilest wonth of it is not there by plan o
precontrivance. Jt grows up from the deeps of Natute, thueugh this nebile sincere
saul, whe is a vaice ef Nature. The latest generations of men will find new meanings
in Shafspeare, new elucidations of their cwn fuman being; “new havmonies with the
infinite stucture of the Univewse; concuwvences with later ideas, affinities with the
tigher powers and senses of man.” This well desewes meditating. Jt is Nature’s
tighest neward te a twe simple great soul, that fie get thus to be a part of fenself.
Such a man’s werks, whatscever fie with utmest censciows exention and forethought
shall accomplish, grow up withal unconscicusly, from the unfnown deeps in him;—
as the cak-tree grows from the Eanth’s bosem, as the mountains and waters shape
themselves; with a symmetwy grounded on Nature’s cwn laws, confovmabile to all
Tnuth whatscever. FHow much in Shakspeare lies hid; his sevwows, his silent struggles
fnown to himself; much that was not known at all, net speakalile at all: life raats,
life sap and forces working undenground! Speech is great; but Silence is greater.
his miseny: it is as battle without victeny; but twe battle,—the finst, indispensalile
thing. UYet J call Shakspeare greater than Dante, in that fe fought tuwly, and did
conguer. Doulbt it not, he had his cwn soviews: theseSennets of his will even testify
expressly in what deep watens fe had waded, and swum stuggling for his life;—
as what man lifee him ever failed to have te da? Jt seems te me a ficedless notion, cur
commeon cne, that fie sat lifte a bird on the bough; and sang foth, free and off-hand,
never Rnowing the troubiles of otfien men. Net so; with ne man is it so. FHow could a
man travel fouvard from wustic deer-poaching to such tragedy-writing, and not fall
in with sovows by the way? O, still better, how could a man delineate a Famlet,
a Cariclanus, a Macteth, sc many suffering fercic hearts, if his cwn hencic fheart had
never suffered?—Und now, in contrast with all this, cbsewe his mithfulness, his
genuine cverflowing love of Claughter! You weuld say, in ne peint dees
bie exaggerate but only in laughter. Fieny cbjurgations, werds that piece and burn,
are ta be found in Shakspeare; yet fe is always in measure fere; never what Jehnson
would remark as a specially “good hater.” But his laughiter seems te pour from him
in floods; fe feaps all manner of tidiculous nicknames on the butt fie is banteting,
tumbles and tesses him in all sonts of howse-play; you would say, with his whole
freart baughs. Und then, if not always the finest, it is always a genial Laughter. Not
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at mexe weakness, at misewy ox poventy; never. Ne man whe can laugh, what we call
laughing, will laugh at these things. Jt is seme poor characten enly desiving te laugh,
and fhave the credit of wit, that dees so. Laughter means sympathy; good laughiter
is not “the crackling of thowns under the pot.” Even at stupidity and pretension this
Stakspeare dees nat baugh otheuvise than genially. Doglevy and Verges tickle eur
veny feants; and we dismiss them covered with explosions of laughter: but we lifee the
poor fellows only the bettex for cur laughing; and fepe they will get on well thexe,
and continue Presidents of the City-watch. Such laughiter, like sunshine en the deep
sea, is veny beautiful te me.

We have ne weom to speak of Shalspeare’s individual werks; theugh perhaps
there is much still waiting te be said en that fead. Fad we, for instance, all his plays
weviewed as Hamdlet, in Willielm Meister, is! U thing which might, ene day, be done.
Uugust Wilhelm Schlegel fas a wemank an his Ftistorical Plays, Henvy Fifth and the
othens, which is wouth remembering. Fe calls them a kind of Natienal Epic.
Marllorough, you wecallect, said, fe fnew ne English Histony but what he had
learned from Shakspeare. There are weally, if we lock to it, few as memexalile
Fistories. The great salient paints are admivalily seized; all wounds itself off, into
a kind of whythmic coherence; it is, as Schlegel says, epic;—as indeed all delineation
by a great thinfer will be. There are night beautiful things in those Pieces, which
indeed togethien foun one beautiful thing. That battle of Ugincourt stuifies me as cne
of the most perfect things, in its sout, we anywhere have of Shakspeare’s. The
desciiption of the twe fosts: the wewn-ocut, jaded English; the dread heur, big with
desting, when the battle shall begin; and then that deathiless valon: “UYe good yeomen,
whose limbs were made in England!” Thete is a noble Patrictism in it,—far other
than the “indifference” you sometimes fear asciibed te Shakspeare. A tuwe English
freart breathies, calm and stieng, thuough the whele business; not boisterows, protuusive;
all the better for that. There is a sound in it life the ning of steel. This man toe had
a ight stweke in him, had it come te that!

But I will say, of Shakspeare’s works genevally, that we have ne full impress
of him there; even as full as we have of many men. His works are so many windows,
thwough which we see a glimpse of the world that was in him. AU his works seem,
comparatively speaking, cursony, imperfect, unitten under cramping civcumstances;
giving enly fieve and there a note of the full utterance of the man. Passages thete are
that come upen you lifte splendor cut of Feaven; busts of radiance, illuminating the
veny freant of the thing: you say, “That is tuce, spofien ance and forever; wherescever
and whenscever thete is an epen fuman soul, that will be recognized as twe!” Such
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bursts, however, make us feel that the suveunding matter is not nadiant; that it is,
in paxt, temporany, conventional. las, Shakspeare had to write for the Globe
Playbouse: his great seul had to cuush itself, as it could, into that and ne otfier
mowld. Jt was with him, then, as it is with ws all. Ne man werls save under
cenditions. The sculptor cannct set his cwn free Thought before us; but his Theught
as fie could translate it inte the stene that was given, with the tecls that were
given. Disjecta memtbiva are all that we find of any FPeet, o of any man.

Whoever books intelligently at this Shafispeare may wecognize that fe toe was
a Praphiet, in his way; of an insight analogows to the Praphietic, theugh fe teck it up
in ancther strain. Nature seemed to this man alse divine; unspeakabile, deep as
Taphiet, high as FHeaven; “We are such stuff as Dreams are made of!” That scrall
in Westminster (bliey, which few read with undewstanding, is of the depth of any
seer. But the man sang; did net preach, except musically. We called Dante the
melodious Piest of Middle-Uge Catholicism. May we net call Shakspeare the still
mare melodious Puiest ef a tuce Catholicism, the “Univensal Church” of the Future
and of all times? Neo naview supeustition, harsh asceticism, intelexance, fanatical
fierceness o pewension: a Revelation, so far as it gees, that such a theusand-fold
hidden beauty and divineness duwells in all Nature; which let all men wership as they
can! We may say without effence, that theve ises a kind of universal Psalm cut of
this Shakspeare too; not unfit to make itself heard among the still more sacred
Psalms. Net in dishauneny with these, if we understood them, but in hauncny!—3J
cannct call this Shakspeare a “Sceptic,” as seme do; his indifference to the creeds
and theelogical quawiels of his time misleading them. Neo: neither unpatiictic, though
fie says Ulttle abiout his Patrictism; nox sceptic, though fe says little about his Faith.
Such “indifference” was the fuit of his greatness withal: his whaele feart was in his
awn grand sphere of worship (we may call it such ); these other controversies, vitally
impantant to other men, were not vital to him.

But call it wership, call it what you witl, is it not a vight gloious thing, and set
of things, this that Shakspeare has brought ws? For myself, J feel that there is
actually a kind of sacredness in the fact ef such a man being sent inte this Earth. Js
fie not an eye to us all; a blessed heaven-sent Bringer of Light?—CUnd, at bottom, was
it not pethaps far better that this Shafispeare, every way an uncenscicus man,
was conscious of ne Feavenly message? He did not feel, like Makiomet, because fie
saw inte those intewnal Splendons, that fe specially was the “Prophet of Ged:” and
was fe not greater than Makiomet in that? Gueater; and alse, if we compute stuictly,
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as we did in Dante’s case, mare successful. It was intrinsically an evwon that netion
of Makomet’s, of his supreme Prnophethoed; and has came down to us ineaxtricabily
invalued in evion to this day; diagging aleng with it such a coil of faliles, impunrities,
intalerances, as makes it a questionabile step for me fere and now te say, as J have
dene, that Makemet was a twe Speaker at all, and not wather an ambitiows
chadatan, pewersity and simulacuum; ne Speaker, but a Balibiler! Even in (rabia,
as J compute, Mahemet will have exhausted himself and beceme obisolete, while this
Stakspeare, this Dante may still be young;—uwhile this Shakspeare may still pretend
to be a Priest of Mankind, of wabia as of other places, for unlimited perieds to
come!

Compared with any speaker ex singer ane fnows, even with (leschylus o FHomex,
why stould fe not, for veracity and univensality, last life them? Fte is sincere as
they; reachies deep down lfe them, te the univewsal and petennial. But as for
Makomet, J think it had been better for him nette be se censcious! Was, poor
Makomet; all that e was cansciews of was a mere evon; a futility and tviality,—
as indeed such ever is. The tuly great in him tee was the uncenscious: that fie was
a wild (vab lion of the desext, and did speak cut with that great thunder-voice of his,
not by words which hethioughitte be great, but by actions, by feelings, by a history
which were great! Fis Koran has become a stupid piece of prolix abisurdity; we do
not believe, lifte him, that God uncte that! The Great Man fere too, as always, is a
Force of Nature. Whatscever is tuly great in him springs up from the inanticulate
deeps.

Well: this is cur peer Wanvickshire Peasant, who wese te be Manager of a
Playbouse, sa that fe could live without begging; whem the Earl of Seuthampten cast
same kind glances en; whom Siv Thamas Lucy, many thanks te him, was fer sending
to the Treadmill! We did not account him a ged, like Odin, while fe dwelt with ws;—
on which paint there were much to be said. But T will say rather, ex wepeat: In spite
of the sad state FHewo-waornship now lies in, consider what this Shakspeare has
actually become ameng ws. Which Englishman we ever made, in this land ef curs,
which million of Englisimen, weuld we not give up nather than the Statferd
Peasant? There is no negiment of highest Dignitaries that we would sell him for. Fe
is the grandest thing we fhave yet dene. For cur fonor ameng foreign nations, as an
ownament to cur English Fousefiold, what item is there that we would not suvender
wather than him? Comsider now, if they asked us, Will you give up your Indian
Empire or your Shakspeare, you English; never have had any Jndian Empire, or
never hawve had any Shakspeare? Really it were a grave question. Official persons
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would answer deubitless in official bLanguage; but we, for cur paxt toe, shoeuld not we
be forced to answer: Indian Empire, ex noe Jndian Empire; we cannct de witheut
Stakspeare! Indian Empire will ge, at any rate, some day; but this Shakspeare dees
not go, fie basts forever with ws; we cannct give up eur Shakspeare!

Nay, apast from spiritualities ; and censidering him merely as a weal, marfetabile,
tangilily useful possessien. England, before long, this Jsland of curs, will held but
a small fraction of the English: in Umedica, in New Ftolland, east and west to the
vewy Untipaodes, theve will be a Saxendom covering great spaces of the Glabe. (Und
now, what is it that can keep all these together into vitually one Nation, s that they
de not fall cut and fight, but live at peace, in brotherlife intexcourse, felping cne
ancther? This is justly regarded as the greatest practical probilem, the thing all
manner of scvereignties and governments are fene te accomplish: what is it that will
accemplish this? Ucts of Paliament, administrative prime-ministews cannot. Umerica
is parted from us, so far as Padiament could part it. Call it net fantastic, for there
is much weality in it: Here, J say, is an English King, whem no time or chance,
Paliament o cembination of Padiaments, can dethrone! This HKing Shakspeare,
dees not fie shine, in crowned severeignty, cver ws all, as the nolilest, gentlest, yet
strangest of wallying-signs; indestwuctibile; veally more valuable in that peint of view
than any otfier means ox appliance whatscever? We can fancy him as radiant aloft
cver all the Natiens of Englishmen, a theusand years fience. From Paramatta, fram
New York, wherescever, under what sont of Parish-Constalbile scever, English men
and woemen are, they will say to cne ancther: “Yes, this Shalspeare is curs; we
produced him, we speak and think by him; we are of one tlood and kind with him.”
Jhe most comman-sense palitician, tee, if he pleases, may think of that.

Yes, tuly, it is a great thing for a Naticn that it get an articulate voice; that it
produce a man who will speak fouth melodicusly what the heart of it means! Jtaly,
for example, peor Jtaly lies dismembered, scattered asunder, not appearing in any
protacel o treaty as a unity at all; yet the nolile Jtaly is actually ane: Jtaly
produced its Dante; Jtaly can speak! The Czar of all the Russias, ke is stwong with
se many bayenets, Cossacks and cannens; and dees a great feat in feeping such a
twact of Eanth politically togethier; but fie cannct yet speak. Something great in him,
but it is a dumb greatness. Fe has had ne veice of genius, te be feard of all men and
times. Fte must learn ta speak. Fe is a great dumb monster hitherto. His cannens and
Cassacks will all have wusted inte nonentity, while that Dante’s veice is still audible.
The Naticn that fias a Dante is bound together as ne dumb Russia can be.—We must
fiene end what we had te say of the Heve-Faet.
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3.3.4. Dante as Hero-Poet

Carlyle calls Dante the saint of poetry and says that he has been worshipped, and
will continue to be worshipped in future as well. Not much is known about his life.
The Divine Comedy is our only source of knowing the nature of the man and of his
heroic gifts.

Dante was fairly well-educated. He was intelligent and hard-working, and so rose
to be one of the Chief Magistrates of Florence. But his life was marked by suffering
and loneliness. He loved Beatrice, but could not marry her as she was aready
married. Moreover, he was banished from Florence by his political opponents.
Misery, humiliation and suffering were heaped on him. But even in the face of all
these sufferings, his head remained unbowed as is always the case with truly great
men. For the major part of his life, Dante was a hopeless wanderer, poor, banished,
without any home, friend or hope. But the deeper he suffered the deeper was the
insight that he gained into the eternal world. Dante also had the passion and sincerity
which all great men possess. Intensity is another important quality of the poetic
genius of Dante. “He isworld-deep, not world-wide.” It is hisintensity that gives him
intellectual insight. He is brief and precise in communicating his thoughts. He says
what he hasto say in the fewest possible words, and his silence is more el oguent than
speech. Dante also had the gift of sympathy which imparts picturesque vividness to
his portraits and descriptions. His sympathy enables him to see into the heart of
things and understand and grasp the essence of reality. Dante is the spokesman of the
middle ages; his epic is the voice of ten silent centuries. As a Hero-poet, Dante is
the monarch of an empire that is more abiding than any empire based on military
conquest.

Carlyle is all praise for Divine Comedy. He calls it “divine song”, “the
transcendental mystic song”, “the voice of ten silent centuries’, the “Christian epic”,
which reflects the soul and the suffering, devotion, hard work, sincerity, intensity and
moral profundity of its author. Dante's epic is divided into three parts-the Inferno,
the Purgatorio and the Paradiso. The Inferno is the description of Hell; the
Purgatorio describes how souls experience remorse and repentance and are purged
of their sins in Hell; while Paradiso is adescription of a world of beauty, light and
song, where Dante meets Beatrice, the girl whom he loved, but could not marry. The
Divine Comedy describes Dante’s imaginary journey through all three parts of this
invisible world of spirits. Through Hell and Purgatory, Dante is led by Virgil, the
ancient Roman poet, and by Beatrice through the regions of Paradise.
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The Divine Comedy embodies a vision of the other world. It is also an allegory
of Christian life, a spiritual autobiography, and an encyclopedic reflection of the
knowledge of its day. The three parts of the poem are like the three parts of a
symmetrical and well-proportioned building which is solemn, majestic and awe-
inspiring. The poet pours out his heart in this poem, and it is because of the sincerity
of the poet which touches the readers’ heart. The Divine Comedy also abounds in
vivid and graphic descriptions, and portraits. The source of this vividness lies in the
poet’s intellectual superiority and his deep sympathy with his subject. The scenes
abound in a large variety of colours, but the background is somber and dark. Thus
the Divine Comedy, according to Carlyle is the expression of one of the noblest of
souls, which will continue to enthrall readers for ages to come.

3.3.5. Shakespeare as Hero-Poet

Speaking about Shakespeare in his lecture, Thomas Carlyle opines that what
Homer was to Greece, and Dante to the Middle Ages, likewise Shakespeare was to
the Modern Age. Shakespeare may well be placed on a pedestal at par with Homer
and Dante. Carlyle claims that the “sovereign” poet, Shakespeare, “with his seeing
eye, with his perennial singing voice, was sent to take note” of the changing times
in Europe.

Carlyle is in all praise for Shakespeare. He calls him priceless; camness of
depth; placid of joyous strength; great soul, true and clear; like a tranquil unfathomable
sea. Shakespeare is further on compared to an immaculately built house which makes
us forget the rude disorderly raw material with which it was built. The finished
product, that is, Shakespeare, is so perfect, that we forget from what raw material he
was made with. In the same manner, his finished plays are just as perfect as he is,
and we can no longer discern the raw materials used to make the plays. The insight
with which Shakespeare arranged the plot in his plays is in itself an art and shows
the true intelligence of the man.

Carlyle asserts that even the scientific works of intellect of Sir Francis Bacon is
earthly and secondary in comparison to Shakespeare. What he implies is that
Shakespeare’s work is divine. If anyone in the modern times can be compared to
Shakespeare, Carlyle believes that only the German poet, Goethe is somewhat
comparable to the English bard.

197



Carlyle further draws attention to Shakespeare’'s skill at amalgamating the
intellectual and moral nature of man. He does this so perfectly in his works that there
is always continuity in nature. He calls Shakespeare the greatest intellect that the
world has ever seen. Carlyle terms this as the, ‘Unconscious Intellect’ and also
claims that there is more virtue in Shakespeare than he is even aware off. Carlyle
believes Shakespeare's art is not artifice but something that grows from the depths
of nature.

Despite knowing the poet so well, we don't know much about his own life's
sorrows or struggles. It bewilders Carlyle how a man can delineate a Hamlet, a
Coriolanus, a Macbeth and so many suffering heroic hearts, if his own heroic heart
had never suffered. At the same time all of this is juxtaposed with overflowing love
of laughter. Nonetheless, he had the fortitude and won the proverbial battle as far as
comparison with Dante is concerned. This victory can be seen through all his
writings.

3.3.6 Summing Up

» Thomas Carlyle is the foremost of the writers of Non Fictional prose of the
Victorian age

» Inal hisworks, Carlyle is animated by an earnest prophetic zeal. He attacks
the evils of a world given over to the worship of Mammon and the pursuit
of pleasure. He denounces materialism and utilitarianism.

» This vehement style is endowed with an intense life, animated by a rugged
humour and by the gift of comic exaggeration.

» The lectures represent Carlyle' s idea that all history is the making of great
persons, gifted with supreme power of vision or action. According to him,
only when persons of heroic temperament step forward to lead the masses
can true progress for society occur.

» The Divine Comedy, according to Carlyle is the expression of one of the
noblest of souls, which will continue to enthrall readers for ages to come.

» Carlyle believes Shakespeare's art is not artifice but something that grows
from the depths of nature.

198



3.3.7. Comprehension Exercises

® Long Answer Type Questions-20 Marks
1. What according to Carlyle are the essential qualities of a Poet-hero?
2. Discuss Carlyle’'s views on Dante as a model Poet-hero

3. Discuss Carlyle' s estimate of the character and poetic-genius of Shakespeare

® Medium Length Questions-12 Marks
1. Write a short note on Carlyle's prose-style

2. Write a note on Carlyle’'s views on Dante's Divine Comedy
3. How does Carlyle compare Shakespeare and Mahomet

@ Short Questions-6 Marks
1. Name some significant Non Fictional prose writers of the Victorian Age.

2. Name the heroes Carlyle referred to in Heroes and Hero-Worship
3. What are the three parts of Divine Comedy?
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