Fee-Alexandra Haase

An Anthology

of the History of English Literature



Henry Augustin Beers )

Brief History of English and American Literature

George Herbert Mair 134

English Literature: Modern

John Miller Dow Meiklejohn

216
A Brief History of the English Language and Literature
George Saintsbury 292
Essays in English Literature, 1780-1860
Jacob Zeitlin 412
Hazlitt on English Literature. An Introduction to the Appreciation
of Literature
Sir Leslie Stephen 433

English Literature and Society in the Eighteenth Century



1. Index of Literature Used

Beers, Henry Augustin. Brief History of English and American Literature. Project
Gutenberg. June 23, 2010.
<http://www.gutenberg.org/files/21090/21090-8.txt>.

Mair, George Herbert. English Literature: Modern. Project Gutenberg EBook. June 23,
2010.
<http://www.gutenberg.org/etext/11327>.

Meiklejohn, John Miller Dow. A Brief History of the English Language and
Literature.Vol. 2. Project Gutenberg. June 23, 2010.
<http://www.gutenberg.org/etext/21665>.

Saintsbury, George. Essays in English Literature, 1780-1860.Project Gutenberg. June 23,
2010.
<http://www.gutenberg.org/etext/30455>.

Stephen, Sir Leslie. English Literature and Society in the Eighteenth Century. Project
Gutenberg.
<http://www.gutenberg.org/ebooks/21123>

Zeitlin, Jacob. Hazlitt on English Literature. An Introduction to the Appreciation of
Literature. Project Gutenberg.
<http://www.gutenberg.org/files/31132/31132-h/31132-h.htm>.


http://www.gutenberg.org/files/31132/31132-h/31132-h.htm

2. Copyright Notice

The here presented malarial comes from free domains. Its purpose is purely educational
and free of charge and as such it should be used by any reader.



1
Beers, Henry Augustin

Brief History of English and American Literature

CHAPTER III.
THE AGE OF SHAKSPERE. 1564-1616.

The great age of English poetry opened with the publication of Spenser's Shepheard's Calendar, in 1579,
and closed with the printing of Milton's Samson Agonistes, in 1671. Within this period of little less than a
century English thought passed through many changes, and there were several successive phases of style in
our imaginative literature. Milton, who acknowledged Spenser as his master, and who was a boy of eight
years at Shakspere's death, lived long enough to witness the establishment of an entirely new school of
poets, in the persons of Dryden and his contemporaries. But, roughly speaking, the dates above given mark
the limits of one literary epoch, which may not improperly be called the Elisabethan. In strictness the
Elisabethan age ended with the queen's death, in 1603. But the poets of the succeeding reigns inherited
much of the glow and splendor which marked the diction of their forerunners; and "the spacious times of
great Elisabeth™ have been, by courtesy, prolonged to the year of the Restoration (1660). There is a certain
likeness in the intellectual products of the whole period, a largeness of utterance, and a high imaginative
cast of thought which stamp them all alike with the queen’s seal. Nor is it by any undue stretch of the royal
prerogative that the name of the monarch has attached itself to the literature of her reign and of the reigns
succeeding hers. The expression "Victorian poetry" has a rather absurd sound when one considers how little
Victoria counts for in the literature of her time. But in Elisabethan poetry the maiden queen is really the
central figure. She is Cynthia, she is Thetis, great queen of shepherds and of the sea; she is Spenser's
Gloriana, and even Shakspere, the most impersonal of poets, paid tribute to her in Henry VIII., and, in a
more delicate and indirect way, in the little allegory introduced into Midsummer Night's Dream.

"That very time | marked--but thou could'st not--

Flying between the cold moon and the earth,

Cupid all armed. A certain aim he took

At a fair vestal throned by the west,

And loosed his love-shaft smartly from his bow

As he would pierce a hundred thousand hearts.

But | might see young Cupid's fiery dart

Quenched in the chaste beams of the watery moon,

And the imperial votaress passed on

In maiden meditation, fancy free"--

an allusion to Leicester's unsuccessful suit for Elisabeth's hand.

The praises of the queen, which sound through all the poetry of her time, seem somewhat overdone to a
modern reader. But they were not merely the insipid language of courtly compliment. England had never
before had a female sovereign, except in the instance of the gloomy and bigoted Mary. When she was
succeeded by her more brilliant sister, the gallantry of a gallant and fantastic age was poured at the latter's
feet, the sentiment of chivalry mingling itself with loyalty to the crown. The poets idealized Elisabeth. She
was to Spenser, to Sidney, and to Raleigh, not merely a woman and a virgin queen, but the champion of
Protestantism, the lady of young England, the heroine of the conflict against popery and Spain. Moreover
Elisabeth was a great woman. In spite of the vanity, caprice, and ingratitude which disfigured her character,
and the vacillating, tortuous policy which often distinguished her government, she was at bottom a
sovereign of large views, strong will, and dauntless courage. Like her father, she "loved a man," and she
had the magnificent tastes of the Tudors. She was a patron of the arts, passionately fond of shows and



spectacles, and sensible to poetic flattery. In her royal progresses through the kingdom, the universities and
the nobles and the cities vied with one another in receiving her with plays, revels, masques, and triumphs,
in the mythological taste of the day. "When the queen paraded through a country town," says Warton, the
historian of English poetry, "almost every pageant was a pantheon. When she paid a visit at the house of
any of her nobility, at entering the hall she was saluted by the Penates. In the afternoon, when she
condescended to walk in the garden, the lake was covered with tritons and nereids; the pages of the family
were converted into wood-nymphs, who peeped from every bower; and the footmen gamboled over the
lawns in the figure of satyrs. When her majesty hunted in the park she was met by Diana who, pronouncing
our royal prude to be the brightest paragon of unspotted chastity, invited her to groves free from the
intrusions of Acteon." The most elaborate of these entertainments of which we have any notice, were,
perhaps, the games celebrated in her honor by the Earl of Leicester, when she visited him at Kenilworth, in
1575. An account of these was published by a contemporary poet, George Gascoigne, The Princely
Pleasures at the Court of Kenilworth, and Walter Scott has made them familiar to modern readers in his
novel of Kenilworth. Sidney was present on this occasion, and, perhaps, Shakspere, then a boy of eleven,
and living at Stratford, not far off, may have been taken to see the spectacle, may have seen Neptune, riding
on the back of a huge dolphin in the castle lake, speak the copy of verses in which he offered his trident to
the empress of the sea, and may have

"heard a mermaid on a dolphin's back,
Utter such dulcet and harmonious breath,
That the rude sea grew civil at the sound."

{80} But in considering the literature of Elisabeth's reign it will be convenient to speak first of the prose.
While following up Spenser's career to its close (1599), we have, for the sake of unity of treatment,
anticipated somewhat the literary history of the twenty years preceding. In 1579 appeared a book which had
a remarkable influence on English prose. This was John Lyly's Euphues, the Anatomy of Wit. It was in
form a romance, the history of a young Athenian who went to Naples to see the world and get an education;
but it is in substance nothing but a series of dialogues on love, friendship, religion, etc., written in language
which, from the title of the book, has received the name of Euphuism. This new English became very
fashionable among the ladies, and "that beauty in court which could not parley Euphuism," says a writer of
1632, "was as little regarded as she which now there speaks not French." Walter Scott introduced a
Euphuist into his novel the Monastery, but the peculiar jargon which Sir Piercie Shafton is made to talk is
not at all like the real Euphuism. That consisted of antithesis, alliteration, and the profuse illustration of
every thought by metaphors borrowed from a kind of fabulous natural history. "Descend into thine own
conscience and consider with thyself the great difference between staring and stark-blind, wit and wisdom,
love and lust; be merry, but with modesty; be sober, but not too sullen; {81} be valiant, but not too
venturous.” "I see now that, as the fish Scolopidus in the flood Araxes at the waxing of the moon is as
white as the driven snow, and at the waning as black as the burnt coal; so Euphues, which at the first
increasing of our familiarity was very zealous, is now at the last cast become most faithless." Besides the
fish Scolopidus, the favorite animals of Lyly's menagerie are such as the chameleon, which, "though he
have most guts draweth least breath;" the bird Piralis, "which sitting upon white cloth is white, upon green,
green;" and the serpent Porphirius, which, "though he be full of poison, yet having no teeth, hurteth none
but himself." Lyly's style was pithy and sententious, and his sentences have the air of proverbs or epigrams.
The vice of Euphuism was its monotony. On every page of the book there was something pungent,
something quotable; but many pages of such writing became tiresome. Yet it did much to form the hitherto
loose structure of English prose, by lending it point and polish. His carefully balanced periods were
valuable lessons in rhetoric, and his book became a manual of polite conversation and introduced that
fashion of witty repartee, which is evident enough in Shakspere's comic dialogue. In 1580 appeared the
second part, Euphues and his England, and six editions of the whole work were printed before 1598. Lyly
had many imitators. In Stephen Gosson's School of Abuse, a tract directed against the stage and published
about four months later than the first part of Euphues, the language is distinctly Euphuistic. The dramatist,
Robert Greene, published, in 1587, his Menaphon; Camilla's Alarum to Slumbering Euphues, and his
Euphues's Censure to Philautus. His brother dramatist, Thomas Lodge, published; in 1590, Rosalynde:
Euphues's Golden Legacy, from which Shakspere took the plot of As You Like It. Shakspere and Ben
Jonson both quote from Euphues in their plays, and Shakspere was really writing Euphuism, when he wrote
such a sentence as "Tis true, 'tis pity; pity 'tis 'tis true." That knightly gentleman, Philip Sidney, was a true



type of the lofty aspiration and manifold activity of Elizabethan England. He was scholar, poet, courtier,
diplomatist, statesman, soldier, all in one. Educated at Oxford and then introduced at court by his uncle, the
Earl of Leicester, he had been sent to France when a lad of eighteen, with the embassy which went to treat
of the queen's proposed marriage to the Duke of Alencon, and was in Paris at the time of the Massacre of
St. Bartholomew, in 1572. Afterward he had traveled through Germany, Italy, and the Netherlands, had
gone as embassador to the Emperor's Court, and every-where won golden opinions. In 1580, while visiting
his sister Mary, Countess of Pembroke, at Wilton, he wrote, for her pleasure, the Countess of Pembroke's
Arcadia, which remained in MS. till 1590. This was a pastoral romance, after the manner of the Italian
Arcadia of Sanazzaro, and the Diana Enamorada of Montemayor, a Portuguese author. It was in prose, but
intermixed with songs and sonnets, and Sidney finished only two books and a portion of a third. It
describes the adventures of two cousins, Musidorus and Pyrocles, who are wrecked on the coast of Sparta.
The plot is very involved and is full of the stock episodes of romance: disguises, surprises, love intrigues,
battles, jousts and single combats. Although the insurrection of the Helots against the Spartans forms a part
of the story, the Arcadia is not the real Arcadia of the Hellenic Peloponnesus, but the fanciful country of
pastoral romance, an unreal clime, like the Faery Land of Spenser. Sidney was our first writer of poetic
prose. The poet Drayton says that he

"did first reduce

Our tongue from Lyly's writing, then in use,
Talking of stones, stars, plants, of fishes, flies,
Playing with words and idle similes."

Sidney was certainly no Euphuist, but his style was as "Italianated” as Lyly's, though in a different way. His
English was too pretty for prose. His "Sidneian showers of sweet discourse” sowed every page of the
Arcadia with those flowers of conceit, those sugared fancies which his contemporaries loved, but which the
taste of a severer {84} age finds insipid. This splendid vice of the Elisabethan writers appears in Sidney,
chiefly in the form of an excessive personification. If he describes a field full of roses, he makes "the roses
add such a ruddy show unto it, as though the field were bashful at his own beauty." If he describes ladies
bathing in a stream, he makes the water break into twenty bubbles, as "not content to have the picture of
their face in large upon him, but he would in each of those bubbles set forth the miniature of them." And
even a passage which should be tragic, such as the death of his heroine, Parthenia, he embroiders with
conceits like these: "For her exceeding fair eyes having with continued weeping got a little redness about
them, her round sweetly swelling lips a little trembling, as though they kissed their neighbor Death; in her
cheeks the whiteness striving by little and little to get upon the rosiness of them; her neck, a neck indeed of
alabaster, displaying the wound which with most dainty blood labored to drown his own beauties; so as
here was a river of purest red, there an island of perfectest white," etc. The Arcadia, like Euphues, was a
lady's book. It was the favorite court romance of its day, but it surfeits a modern reader with its sweetness,
and confuses him with its tangle of adventures. The lady for whom it was written was the mother of that
William Herbert, Earl of Pembroke, to whom Shakspere's sonnets are thought to have been dedicated. And
she was the subject of Ben Jonson's famous epitaph.

"Underneath this sable herse

Lies the subject of all verse,
Sidney's sister, Pembroke's mother;
Death, ere thou hast slain another
Learn'd and fair and good as she,
Time shall throw a dart at thee."

Sidney's Defense of Poesy, composed in 1581, but not printed till 1595, was written in manlier English than
the Arcadia, and is one of the very few books of criticism belonging to a creative and uncritical time. He
was also the author of a series of love sonnets, Astrophel and Stella, in which he paid Platonic court to the
Lady Penelope Rich (with whom he was not at all in love), according to the conventional usage of the
amourists. Sidney died in 1586, from a wound received in a cavalry charge at Zutphen, where he was an
officer in the English contingent, sent to help the Dutch against Spain. The story has often been told of his
giving his cup of water to a wounded soldier with the words, "Thy necessity is yet greater than mine."
Sidney was England's darling, and there was hardly a poet in the land from whom his death did not obtain



"the meed of some melodious tear." Spenser's Ruins of Time were among the number of these funeral
songs; but the best of them all was by one Matthew Royden, concerning whom little is known. {86}
Another typical Englishman of Elisabeth's reign was Walter Raleigh, who was even more versatile than
Sidney, and more representative of the restless spirit of romantic adventure, mixed with cool, practical
enterprise that marked the times. He fought against the Queen's enemies by land and sea in many quarters
of the globe; in the Netherlands and in Ireland against Spain, with the Huguenot Army against the League
in France. Raleigh was from Devonshire, the great nursery of English seamen. He was half-brother to the
famous navigator, Sir Humphrey Gilbert, and cousin to another great captain, Sir Richard Grenville. He
sailed with Gilbert on one of his voyages against the Spanish treasure fleet, and in 1591 he published a
report of the fight, near the Azores, between Grenville's ship, the Revenue, and fifteen great ships of Spain,
an action, said Francis Bacon, "memorable even beyond credit, and to the height of some heroical fable."
Raleigh was active in raising a fleet against the Spanish Armada of 1588. He was present in 1596 at the
brilliant action in which the Earl of Essex "singed the Spanish king's beard," in the harbor of Cadiz. The
year before he had sailed to Guiana, in search of the fabled El Dorado, destroying on the way the Spanish
town of San José, in the West Indies; and on his return he published his Discovery of the Empire of Guiana.
In 1597 he captured the town of Fayal, in the Azores. He took a prominent part in colonizing Virginia, and
he introduced tobacco and the potato plant into Europe. America was still a land of wonder and romance,
full of rumors, nightmares, and enchantments. In 1580, when Francis Drake, "the Devonshire Skipper," had
dropped anchor in Plymouth harbor, after his voyage around the world, the enthusiasm of England had
been mightily stirred. These narratives of Raleigh, and the similar accounts of the exploits of the bold
sailors, Davis, Hawkins, Frobisher, Gilbert, and Drake; but especially the great cyclopedia of nautical
travel, published by Richard Hakluyt, in 1589, The Principal Navigations, Voyages, and Discoveries made
by the English Nation, worked powerfully on the imaginations of the poets. We see the influence of this
literature of travel in the Tempest, written undoubtedly after Shakspere had been reading the narrative of
Sir George Somers's shipwreck on the Bermudas or "lIsles of Devils." Raleigh was not in favor with
Elizabeth's successor, James I. He was sentenced to death on a trumped-up charge of high treason. The
sentence hung over him until 1618, when it was revived against him and he was beheaded. Meanwhile,
during his twelve years' imprisonment in the Tower, he had written his magnum opus, the History of the
World. This is not a history, in the modern sense, but a series of learned dissertations on law, government,
theology, magic, war, etc. A chapter with such a caption as the following {88} would hardly be found in a
universal history nowadays: "Of their opinion which make Paradise as high as the moon; and of others
which make it higher than the middle region of the air." The preface and conclusion are noble examples of
Elisabethan prose, and the book ends with an oft-quoted apostrophe to Death. "O eloquent, just: and mighty
Death! Whom none could advise, thou has persuaded; what none hath dared, thou hast done; and whom all
the world hath flattered, thou only hast cast out of the world and despised; thou hast drawn together all the
far-fetched greatness, all the pride, cruelty, and ambition of man, and covered it all over with these two
narrow words, hic jacet." Although so busy a man, Raleigh found time to be a poet. Spenser calls him "the
summer’s nightingale,” and George Puttenham, in his Art of English Poesy (1589), finds his "vein most
lofty, insolent, and passionate.” Puttenham used insolent in its old sense, uncommon; but this description is
hardly less true, if we accept the word in its modern meaning. Raleigh's most notable verses, The Lie, are a
challenge to the world, inspired by indignant pride and the weariness of life--the saeva indignatio of Swift.
The same grave and caustic melancholy, the same disillusion marks his quaint poem, The Pilgrimage. It is
remarkable how many of the verses among his few poetical remains are asserted in the MSS. or by tradition
to have been "made by Sir Walter Raleigh the night before he was beheaded.” Of one such poem the
assertion is probably true, namely, the lines "found in his Bible in the gate-house at Westminster."

"Even such is Time, that takes in trust,
Our youth, our joys, our all we have,
And pays as but with earth and dust;
Who in the dark and silent grave,

When we have wandered all our ways,
Shuts up the story of our days;

But from this earth, this grave, this dust,
My God shall raise me up, | trust!"



The strictly literary prose of the Elisabethan period bore a small proportion to the verse. Many entire
departments of prose literature were as yet undeveloped. Fiction was represented--outside of the Arcadia
and Euphues already mentioned--chiefly by tales translated or imitated from Italian novelle. George
Turberville's Tragical Tales (1566) was a collection of such stories, and William Paynter's Palace of
Pleasure (1576-1577) a similar collection from Boccaccio's Decameron and the novels of Bandello. These
translations are mainly of interest, as having furnished plots to the English dramatists. Lodge's Rosalind
and Robert Greene's Pandosto, the sources respectively of Shakspere's As You Like It and Winter's Tale,
are short pastoral romances, not without prettiness in their artificial way. The satirical pamphlets of Thomas
Nash and his fellows, against "Martin Marprelate," an anonymous writer, or {90} company of writers, who
attacked the bishops, are not wanting in wit, but are so cumbered with fantastic whimsicalities, and so
bound up with personal quarrels, that oblivion has covered them. The most noteworthy of them were Nash's
Piers Penniless's Supplication to the Devil, Lyly's Pap with a Hatchet, and Greene's Groat's Worth of Wit.
Of books which were not so much literature as the material of literature, mention may be made of the
Chronicle of England, compiled by Ralph Holinshed in 1577. This was Shakspere's English history, and its
strong Lancastrian bias influenced Shakspere in his representation of Richard I1l. and other characters in
his historical plays. In his Roman tragedies Shakspere followed closely Sir Thomas North's translation of
Plutarch's Lives, made in 1579 from the French version of Jacques Amyot. Of books belonging to other
departments than pure literature, the most important was Richard Hooker's Ecclesiastical Polity, the first
four books of which appeared in 1594. This was a work on the philosophy of law and a defense, as against
the Presbyterians, of the government of the English Church by bishops. No work of equal dignity and scope
had yet been published in English prose. It was written in sonorous, stately and somewhat involved periods,
in a Latin rather than an English idiom, and it influenced strongly the diction of later writers, such as
Milton and Sir Thomas Browne. Had the Ecclesiastical Polity been written one hundred, or perhaps even
fifty, {91} years earlier, it would doubtless have been written in Latin. The life of Francis Bacon, "the
father of inductive philosophy,” as he has been called--better, the founder of inductive logic--belongs to
English history, and the bulk of his writings, in Latin and English, to the history of English philosophy. But
his volume of Essays was a contribution to general literature. In their completed form they belong to the
year 1625, but the first edition was printed in 1597 and contained only ten short essays, each of them rather
a string of pregnant maxims--the text for an essay--than that developed treatment of a subject which we
now understand by the word essay. They were, said their author, "as grains of salt that will rather give you
an appetite than offend you with satiety." They were the first essays so-called in the language. "The word,"
said Bacon, "is late, but the thing is ancient." The word he took from the French essais of Montaigne, the
first two books of which had been published in 1592. Bacon testified that his essays were the most popular
of his writings because they "came home to men's business and bosoms." Their alternate title explains their
character: Counsels Civil and Moral, that is, pieces of advice touching the conduct of life, "of a nature
whereof men shall find much in experience, little in books." The essays contain the quintessence of Bacon's
practical wisdom, his wide knowledge of the world of men. The truth and depth of his sayings, and the
extent of ground which they cover, as well as the weighty compactness of his style, have given many of
them the currency of proverbs. "Revenge is a kind of wild justice." "He that hath wife and children hath
given hostages to fortune." "There is no excellent beauty that hath not some strangeness in the proportion."
Bacon's reason was illuminated by a powerful imagination, and his noble English rises now and then, as in
his essay On Death, into eloguence--the eloquence of pure thought, touched gravely and afar off by
emotion. In general, the atmosphere of his intellect is that lumen siccum which he loved to commend, "not
drenched or bloodied by the affections.” Dr. Johnson said that the wine of Bacon's writings was a dry wine.
A popular class of books in the 17th century were “characters” or "witty descriptions of the properties of
sundry persons,” such as the Good Schoolmaster, the Clown, the Country Magistrate; much as in some
modern Heads of the People where Douglas Jerrold or Leigh Hunt sketches the Medical Student, the
Monthly Nurse, etc. A still more modern instance of the kind is George Eliot's Impressions of Theophrastus
Such, which derives its title from the Greek philosopher, Theophrastus, whose character-sketches were the
original models of this kind of literature. The most popular character-book in Europe in the 17th century
was La Bruyére's Caracteres. But this was not published till 1588. In England the fashion had been set in
1614, by the Characters of Sir Thomas Overbury, who died by poison the year before his book was printed.
One of Overbury's sketches--the Fair and Happy Milkmaid--is justly celebrated for its old-world sweetness
and quaintness. "Her breath is her own, which scents all the year long of June, like a new-made hay-cock.
She makes her hand hard with labor, and her heart soft with pity; and when winter evenings fall early,
sitting at her merry wheel, she sings defiance to the giddy wheel of fortune. She bestows her year's wages at



next fair, and, in choosing her garments, counts no bravery in the world like decency. The garden and bee-
hive are all her physic and surgery, and she lives the longer for it. She dares go alone and unfold sheep in
the night, and fears no manner of ill, because she means none; yet to say truth, she is never alone, but is still
accompanied with old songs, honest thoughts and prayers, but short ones. Thus lives she, and all her care is
she may die in the spring-time, to have store of flowers stuck upon her winding-sheet." England was still
merry England in the times of good Queen Bess, and rang with old songs, such as kept this milkmaid
company; songs, said Bishop Joseph Hall, which were "sung to the wheel and sung unto the pail."
Shakspere loved their simple minstrelsy; he put some of them into the mouth of Ophelia, and scattered
snatches of them through his plays, and wrote others like them himself:

"Now, good Cesario, but that piece of song,
That old and antique song we heard last night,
Methinks it did relieve my passion much,
More than light airs and recollected terms

Of these most brisk and giddy-paced times.
Mark it, Cesario, it is old and plain.

The knitters and the spinners in the sun

And the free maids that weave their threads with bones
Do use to chant it; it is silly sooth

And dallies with the innocence of love

Like the old age."

Many of these songs, so natural, fresh, and spontaneous, together with sonnets and other more elaborate
forms of lyrical verse, were printed in miscellanies, such as the Passionate Pilgrim, England's Helicon, and
Davison's Poetical Rhapsody. Some were anonymous, or were by poets of whom little more is known than
their names. Others were by well-known writers, and others, again, were strewn through the plays of Lyly,
Shakspere, Jonson, Beaumont, Fletcher, and other dramatists. Series of love sonnets, like Spenser's
Amoretti and Sidney's Astrophel and Stella, were written by Shakspere, Daniel, Drayton, Drummond,
Constable, Watson, and others, all dedicated to some mistress real or imaginary. Pastorals, too, were
written in great number, such as William Browne's Britannia's Pastorals and Shephera's Pipe (1613-1616)
and Marlowe's charmingly rococo little idyl, The Passionate Shepherd to his Love, which Shakspere quoted
in the Merry Wives of Windsor, and to which Sir Walter Raleigh wrote a reply. There were love stories in
verse, like Arthur Brooke's Romeo and Juliet (the source of Shakspere's tragedy), Marlowe's fragment,
Hero and Leander, and Shakspere's Venus and Adonis, and Rape of Lucrece, the first of these on an Italian
and the other three on classical subjects, though handled in any thing but a classical manner. Wordsworth
said finely of Shakspere, that he "could not have written an epic: he would have died of a plethora of
thought.” Shakspere's two narrative poems, indeed, are by no means models of their kind. The current of
the story is choked at every turn, though it be with golden sand. It is significant of his dramatic habit of
mind that dialogue and soliloquy usurp the place of narration, and that, in the Rape of Lucrece especially,
the poet lingers over the analysis of motives and feelings, instead of hastening on with the action, as
Chaucer, or any born story-teller, would have done. In Marlowe's poem there is the same spendthrift fancy,
although not the same subtlety. In the first two divisions of the poem the story does, in some sort, get
forward; but in the continuation, by George Chapman (who wrote the last four "sestiads"), the path is
utterly lost, "with woodbine and the gadding vine o'ergrown.” One is reminded that modern poetry, if it has
lost in richness, has gained in directness, when one compares any passage in Marlowe and Chapman's Hero
and Leander with Byron's ringing lines:

"The wind is high on Helle's wave,
As on that night of stormy water,
When Love, who sent, forgot to save
The young, the beautiful, the brave,
The lonely hope of Sestos' daughter."

Marlowe's continuator, Chapman, wrote a number of plays, but he is best remembered by his royal

translation of Homer, issued in parts from 1598-1615. This was not so much a literal translation of the
Greek, as a great Elisabethan poem, inspired by Homer. It has Homer's fire, but not his simplicity; the
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energy of Chapman's fancy kindling him to run beyond his text into all manner of figures and conceits. It
was written, as has been said, as Homer would have written if he had been an Englishman of Chapman's
time. Certainly all later versions--Pope's and Cowper's and Lord Derby's and Bryant's--seem pale against
the glowing exuberance of Chapman's English. His verse was not the heroic line of ten syllables, chosen by
most of the standard translators, but the long fourteen-syllabled measure, which degenerates easily into
sing-song in the hands of a feeble metrist. In Chapman it is often harsh, but seldom tame, and in many
passages it reproduces wonderfully the ocean-like roll of Homer's hexameters.

"From his bright helm and shield did burn a most unwearied fire,
Like rich Autumnus' golden lamp, whose brightness men admire,
Past all the other host of stars when, with his cheerful face,

Fresh washed in lofty ocean waves, he doth the sky enchase."”

Keats's fine ode, On First Looking into Chapman's Homer, is well-known. Fairfax's version of Tasso's
Jerusalem Delivered (1600) is one of the best metrical translations in the language. The national pride in
the achievements of Englishmen, by land and sea, found expression, not only in prose chronicles and in
books, like Stow's Survey of London, and Harrison's Description of England (prefixed to Holinshed's
Chronicle), but in long historical and descriptive poems, like William Warner's Albion's England, 1586;
Samuel Daniel's History of the Civil Wars, 1595-1602; Michael Drayton's Baron's Wars, 1596, England's
Heroical Epistles, 1598, and Polyolbion, 1613. The very plan of these works was fatal to their success. It is
not easy to digest history and geography into poetry. Drayton was the most considerable poet of the three,
but his Polyolbion was nothing more than "a gazeteer in rime," a topographical survey of England and
Wales, with tedious personifications of rivers, mountains, and valleys, in thirty books and nearly one
hundred thousand lines. It was Drayton who said of Marlowe, that he "had in him those brave translunary
things that the first poets had;" and there are brave {98} things in Drayton, but they are only occasional
passages, oases among dreary wastes of sand. His Agincourt is a spirited war-song, and his Nymphidia; or,
Court of Faery, is not unworthy of comparison with Drake's Culprit Fay, and is interesting as bringing in
Oberon and Robin Goodfellow, and the popular fairy lore of Shakspere's Midsummer Night's Dream. The
"well-languaged Daniel," of whom Ben Jonson said that he was "a good honest man, but no poet," wrote,
however, one fine meditative piece, his Epistle to the Countess of Cumberland, a sermon apparently on the
text of the Roman poet Lucretius's famous passage in praise of philosophy,

"Suave mari magno, turbantibus aequora ventis," etc.

But the Elisabethan genius found its fullest and truest expression in the drama. It is a common phenomenon
in the history of literature that some old literary form or mold will run along for centuries without having
any thing poured into it worth keeping, until the moment comes when the genius of the time seizes it and
makes it the vehicle of immortal thought and passion. Such was in England the fortune of the stage play. At
a time when Chaucer was writing character-sketches that were really dramatic, the formal drama consisted
of rude miracle plays that had no literary quality whatever. These were taken from the Bible and acted at
first by the priests as illustrations of Scripture history and additions to the church service on feasts and
saints' days. Afterward the town guilds, or incorporated trades, took hold of them and produced them
annually on scaffolds in the open air. In some English cities, as Coventry and Chester, they continued to be
performed almost to the close of the 16th century. And in the celebrated Passion Play, at Oberammergau, in
Bavaria, we have an instance of a miracle play that has survived to our own day. These were followed by
the moral plays, in which allegorical characters, such as Clergy, Lusty Juventus, Riches, Folly, and Good
Demeanaunce, were the persons of the drama. The comic character in the miracle plays had been the Devil,
and he was retained in some of the moralities side by side with the abstract vice, who became the clown or
fool of Shaksperian comedy. The "formal Vice, Iniquity," as Shakspere calls him, had it for his business to
belabor the roaring Devil with his wooden sword

.. "with his dagger of lath

In his rage and his wrath

Cries 'Aha!" to the Devil,

'Pare your nails, Goodman Evil!™
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He survives also in the harlequin of the pantomimes, and in Mr. Punch, of the puppet shows, who kills the
Devil and carries him off on his back, when the latter is sent to fetch him to hell for his crimes.

Masques and interludes--the latter a species of short farce—were popular at the Court of Henry VIII.
Elisabeth was often entertained at the universities or at the inns of court with Latin plays, or with
translations from Seneca, Euripides, and Ariosto. Original comedies and tragedies began to be written,
modeled upon Terence, and Seneca, and chronicle histories founded on the annals of English kings. There
was a Master of the Revels at court, whose duty it was to select plays to be performed before the queen, and
these were acted by the children of the Royal Chapel, or by the choir boys of St. Paul's Cathedral. These
early plays are of interest to students of the history of the drama, and throw much light upon the
construction of later plays, like Shakspere's; but they are rude and inartistic, and without any literary
quality. There were also private companies of actors maintained by wealthy noblemen, like the Earl of
Leicester, and bands of strolling players, who acted in inn-yards and bear-gardens. It was not until
stationary theaters were built and stock companies of actors regularly licensed and established, that any
plays were produced which deserve the name of literature. In 1576 the first play-house was built in London.
This was the Black Friars, which was located within the liberties of the dissolved monastery of the Black
Friars, in order to be outside of the jurisdiction of the Mayor and Corporation, who were Puritan, and
determined in their opposition to the stage. For the same reason the {101} Theater and the Curtain were
built in the same year, outside the city walls in Shoreditch. Later the Rose, the Globe, and the Swan, were
erected on the Bankside, across the Thames, and play-goers resorting to them were accustomed to "take
boat." These early theaters were of the rudest construction. The six-penny spectators, or "groundlings,"
stood in the yard, or pit, which had neither floor nor roof. The shilling spectators sat on the stage, where
they were accommodated with stools and tobacco pipes, and whence they chaffed the actors or the
"opposed rascality™ in the yard. There was no scenery, and the female parts were taken by boys. Plays were
acted in the afternoon. A placard, with the letters "Venice,"” or "Rome," or whatever, indicated the place of
the action. With such rude appliances must Shakspere bring before his audience the midnight battlements
of Elsinore and the moonlit garden of the Capulets. The dramatists had to throw themselves upon the
imagination of their public, and it says much for the imaginative temper of the public of that day, that it
responded to the appeal. It suffered the poet to transport it over wide intervals of space and time, and "with
aid of some few foot and half-foot words, fight over York and Lancaster's long jars." Pedantry undertook,
even at the very beginnings of the Elisabethan drama, to shackle it with the so-called rules of Aristotle, or
classical unities of time and place, to make it keep violent action off the stage and comedy distinct from
tragedy. But the playwrights appealed from the critics to the truer sympathies of the audience, and they
decided for freedom and action, rather than restraint and recitation. Hence our national drama is of
Shakspere, and not of Racine. By 1603 there were twelve play-houses in London in full blast, although the
city then numbered only one hundred and fifty thousand inhabitants. Fresh plays were produced every year.
The theater was more to the Englishman of that time than it has ever been before or since. It was his club,
his novel, his newspaper all in one. No great drama has ever flourished apart from a living stage, and it was
fortunate that the Elisabethan dramatists were, almost all of them, actors and familiar with stage effect.
Even the few exceptions, like Beaumont and Fletcher, who were young men of good birth and fortune, and
not dependent on their pens, were probably intimate with the actors, lived in a theatrical atmosphere, and
knew practically how plays should be put on. It had now become possible to earn a livelihood as an actor
and playwright. Richard Burbage and Edward Alleyn, the leading actors of their generation, made large
fortunes. Shakspere himself made enough from his share in the profits of the Globe to retire with a
competence, some seven years before his death, and purchase a handsome property in his native Stratford.
Accordingly, shortly after 1580, a number of men of real talent began to write for the stage as a career.
These were young graduates of the universities, Marlowe, Greene, Peele, Kyd, Lyly, Lodge, and others,
who came up to town and led a Bohemian life as actors and playwrights. Most of them were wild and
dissipated, and ended in wretchedness. Peele died of a disease brought on by his evil courses; Greeng, in
extreme destitution, from a surfeit of Rhenish wine and pickled herring; and Marlowe was stabbed in a
tavern brawl. The Euphuist Lyly produced eight plays from 1584 to 1601. They were written for court
entertainments, in prose and mostly on mythological subjects. They have little dramatic power, but the
dialogue is brisk and vivacious, and there are several pretty songs in them. All the characters talk
Euphuism. The best of these was Alexander and Campaspe, the plot of which is briefly as follows.
Alexander has fallen in love with his beautiful captive, Campaspe, and employs the artist Apelles to paint
her portrait. During the sittings, Apelles becomes enamored of his subject and declares his passion, which
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is returned. Alexander discovers their secret, but magnanimously forgives the treason and joins the lovers'
hands. The situation is a good one, and capable of strong treatment in the hands of a real dramatist. But
Lyly slips smoothly over the crisis of the action and, in place of passionate scenes, gives {104} us clever
discourses and soliloquies, or, at best, a light interchange of question and answer, full of conceits, repartees,
and double meanings. For example:

"Apel. Whom do you love best in the world?
"Camp. He that made me last in the world.
"Apel. That was a God.

"Camp. | had thought it had been a man," etc.

Lyly's service to the drama consisted in his introduction of an easy and sparkling prose as the language of
high comedy, and Shakspere's indebtedness to the fashion thus set is seen in such passages as the wit
combats between Benedict and Beatrice in Much Ado about Nothing, greatly superior as they are to any
thing of the kind in Lyly. The most important of the dramatists, who were Shakspere's forerunners, or early
contemporaries, was Christopher or--as he was familiarly called--Kit Marlowe. Born in the same year with
Shakspere (1564), he died in 1593, at which date his great successor is thought to have written no original
plays, except the Comedy of Errors and Love's Labour's Lost. Marlowe first popularized blank verse as the
language of tragedy in his Tamburlaine, written before 1587, and in subsequent plays he brought it to a
degree of strength and flexibility which left little for Shakspere to do but to take it as he found it.
Tamburlaine was a crude, violent piece, full of exaggeration and bombast, but with passages here and there
of splendid declamation, justifying Ben Jonson's phrase, "Marlowe's mighty line." Jonson, however,
ridiculed, in his Discoveries, the "scenical strutting and furious vociferation” of Marlowe's hero; and
Shakspere put a quotation from Tamburlaine into the mouth of his ranting Pistol. Marlowe's Edward Il. was
the most regularly constructed and evenly written of his plays. It was the best historical drama on the stage
before Shakspere, and not undeserving of the comparison which it has provoked with the latter's Richard II.
But the most interesting of Marlowe's plays, to a modern reader, is the Tragical History of Doctor Faustus.
The subject is the same as in Goethe's Faust, and Goethe, who knew the English play, spoke of it as greatly
planned. The opening of Marlowe's Faustus is very similar to Goethe's. His hero, wearied with unprofitable
studies, and filled with a mighty lust for knowledge and the enjoyment of life, sells his soul to the Devil in
return for a few years of supernatural power. The tragic irony of the story might seem to lie in the frivolous
use which Faustus makes of his dearly bought power, wasting it in practical jokes and feats of legerdemain;
but of this Marlowe was probably unconscious. The love story of Margaret, which is the central point of
Goethe's drama, is entirely wanting in Marlowe's, and so is the subtle conception of Goethe's
Mephistophiles. Marlowe's handling of the supernatural is materialistic and downright, as befitted an age
which believed in witchcraft. The greatest part of the English Faustus is the last scene, in which the agony
and terror of suspense with which the magician awaits the stroke of the clock that signals his doom are
powerfully drawn.

"O lente, lente currile, noctis equi!

The stars move still, time runs, the clock will strike.
O soul, be changed into little water-drops,

And fall into the ocean, ne'er be found!"

Marlowe's genius was passionate and irregular. He had no humor, and the comic portions of Faustus are
scenes of low buffoonery.

George Peele's masterpiece, David and Bethsabe, was also, in many respects, a fine play, though its
beauties were poetic rather than dramatic, consisting not in the characterization--which is feeble—but in the
eastern luxuriance of the imagery. There is one noble chorus--

"O proud revolt of a presumptuous man," etc.
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which reminds one of passages in Milton's Samson Agonistes, and occasionally Peele rises to such high
Aeschylean audacities as this:

"At him the thunder shall discharge his bolt,
And his fair spouse, with bright and fiery wings,
Sit ever burning on his hateful bones."

Robert Greene was a very unequal writer. His plays are slovenly and careless in construction, and he puts
classical allusions into the mouths of milkmaids and serving boys, with the grotesque pedantry and want of
keeping common among the playwrights of the early stage. He has, notwithstanding, in his comedy parts,
more natural lightness and grace than either Marlowe or Peele. In his Friar Bacon and Friar Bungay, and
his Pinner of Wakefield, there is a fresh breath, as of the green English country, in such passages as the
description of Oxford, the scene at Harleston Fair, and the picture of the dairy in the keeper's lodge at merry
Fressingfield. In all these ante-Shaksperian dramatists there was a defect of art proper to the first comers in
a new literary departure. As compared not only with Shakspere, but with later writers, who had the
inestimable advantage of his example, their work was full of imperfection, hesitation, experiment. Marlowe
was probably, in native genius, the equal at least of Fletcher or Webster, but his plays, as a whole, are
certainly not equal to theirs. They wrote in a more developed state of the art. But the work of this early
school settled the shape which the English drama was to take. It fixed the practice and traditions of the
national theater. It decided that the drama was to deal with the whole of life, the real and the ideal, tragedy
and comedy, prose and verse, in the same play, without limitations of time, place, and action. It decided
that the English play was to be an action, and not a dialogue, bringing boldly upon the mimic scene feasts,
dances, processions, hangings, riots, plays within plays, drunken revels, beatings, battle, murder, and
sudden death. It established blank verse, with occasional riming couplets at the close of a scene or of a long
speech, as the language of the tragedy and high comedy parts, and prose as the language of the low comedy
and "business” parts. And it introduced songs, a feature of which Shakspere made exquisite use. Shakspere,
indeed, like all great poets, invented no new form of literature, but touched old forms to finer purposes,
refining every thing, discarding nothing. Even the old chorus and dumb show he employed, though
sparingly, as also the old jig, or comic song, which the clown used to give between the acts. Of the life of
William Shakspere, the greatest dramatic poet of the world, so little is known that it has been possible for
ingenious persons to construct a theory--and support it with some show of reason--that the plays which pass
under his name were really written by Bacon or some one else. There is no danger of this paradox ever
making serious headway, for the historical evidence that Shakspere wrote Shakspere's plays, though not
overwhelming, is sufficient. But it is startling to think that the greatest creative genius of his day, or
perhaps of all time, was suffered to slip out of life so quietly that his title to his own works could even be
questioned only two hundred and fifty years after the event. That the single authorship of the Homeric
poems should be doubted is not so strange, for Homer is almost prehistoric. But Shakspere was a modern
Englishman, and at the time of his death the first English colony in America was already nine years old.
The important known facts of his life can be told almost in a sentence. He was born at Stratford-on-Avon in
1564, married when he was eighteen, went to London probably in 1587, and became an actor, playwriter,
and stockholder in the company which owned the Blackfriars and the Globe Theaters. He seemingly
prospered in his calling and retired about 1609 to Stratford, where he lived in the house that he had bought
some years before, and where he died in 1616. His Venus and Adonis was printed in 1593, the Rape of
Lucrece in 1594, and his Sonnets in 1609. So far as is known, only eighteen of the thirty-seven plays
generally attributed to Shakspere were printed during his life-time. These were printed singly, in quarto
shape, and were little more than stage books, or librettos. The first collected edition of his works was the
so-called "First Folio" of 1623, published by his fellow-actors, Heming and Condell. No contemporary of
Shakspere thought it worth while to write a life of the stage-player. There are a number of references to him
in the literature of the time; some generous, as in Ben Jonson's well-known verses; others singularly
unappreciative, like Webster's mention of "the right happy and copious industry of Master Shakspere." But
all these together do not begin to amount to the sum of what was said about Spenser, or Sidney, or Raleigh,
or Ben Jonson. There is, indeed, nothing to show that his contemporaries understood what a man they had
among them in the person of "Our English Terence, Mr. Will Shakespeare!" The age, for the rest, was not a
self-conscious one, nor greatly given to review writing and literary biography. Nor is there enough of self-
revelation in Shakspere's plays to aid the reader in forming a notion of the man. He lost his identity
completely in the characters of his plays, as it is the duty of a dramatic writer to do. His sonnets have been

14



examined carefully in search of internal evidence as to his character and life, but the speculations founded
upon them have been more ingenious than convincing. Shakspere probably began by touching up old plays.
Henry VI. and the bloody tragedy of Titus Andronicus, if Shakspere's at all, are doubtless only his revision
of pieces already on the stage. The Taming of the Shrew seems to be an old play worked over by Shakspere
and some other dramatist, and traces of another hand are thought to be visible in parts of Henry VIII.,
Pericles, and Timon of Athens. Such partnerships were common among the Elisabethan dramatists, the
most illustrious example being the long association of Beaumont and Fletcher. The plays in the First Folio
were divided into histories, comedies, and tragedies, and it will be convenient to notice them briefly in that
order. It was a stirring time when the young adventurer came to London to try his fortune. Elisabeth had
finally thrown down the gage of battle to Catholic Europe, by the execution of Mary Stuart, in 1587. The
following year saw the destruction of the colossal Armada, which Spain had sent to revenge Mary's death,
and hard upon these events followed the gallant exploits of Grenville, Essex, and Raleigh. That Shakspere
shared the exultant patriotism of the times, and the sense of their aloofness from the continent of Europe,
which was now born in the breasts of Englishmen, is evident from many a passage in his plays.

"This happy breed of men, this little world,

This precious stone set in a silver sea,

This blessed plot, this earth, this realm, this England,
This land of such dear souls, this dear, dear land,
England, bound in with the triumphant sea!"

His English histories are ten in number. Of these King John and Henry VIII. are isolated plays. The others
form a consecutive series, in the following order: Richard Ill., the two parts of Henry IV., Henry V., the
three parts of Henry VI., and Richard Ill. This series may be divided into two, each forming a tetralogy, or
group of four plays. In the first the subject is the rise of the house of Lancaster. But the power of the Red
Rose was founded in usurpation. In the second group, accordingly, comes the Nemesis, in the civil wars of
the Roses, reaching their catastrophe in the downfall of both Lancaster and York, and the tyranny of
Gloucester. The happy conclusion is finally reached in the last play of the series, when this new usurper is
overthrown in turn, and Henry VII., the first Tudor sovereign, ascends the throne, and restores the
Lancastrian inheritance, purified, by bloody atonement, from the stain of Richard Il.'s murder. These eight
plays are, as it were, the eight acts of one great drama; and if such a thing were possible, they should be
represented on successive nights, like the parts of a Greek trilogy. In order of composition, the second
group came first. Henry V1. is strikingly inferior to the others. Richard Ill. is a good acting play, and its
popularity has been sustained by a series of great tragedians, who have taken the part of the king. But, in a
literary sense, it is unequal to Richard Il., or the two parts of Henry IV. The latter is unquestionably
Shakspere's greatest historical tragedy, and it contains his master-creation in the region of low comedy, the
immortal Falstaff. The constructive art with which Shakspere shaped history into drama is well seen in
comparing his King John with the two plays on that subject, which were already on the stage. These, like
all the other old "Chronicle histories," such as Thomas Lord Cromwell and the Famous Victories of Henry
V., follow a merely chronological, or biographical, order, giving events loosely, as they occurred, without
any unity of effect, or any reference to their bearing on the catastrophe. Shakspere's order was logical. He
compressed and selected, disregarding the fact of history oftentimes, in favor of the higher truth of fiction;
bringing together a crime and its punishment, as cause and effect, even though they had no such relation in
the chronicle, and were separated, perhaps, by many years. Shakspere's first two comedies were
experiments. Love's Labour's Lost was a play of manners, with hardly any plot. It brought together a
number of humors, that is, oddities and affectations of various sorts, and played them off on one another, as
Ben Jonson afterward did in his comedies of humor. Shakspere never returned to this type of play, unless,
perhaps, in the Taming of the Shrew. There the story turned on a single "humor," Katherine's bad temper,
just as the story in Jonson's Silent Woman turned on Morose's hatred of noise. The Taming of the Shrew is,
therefore, one of the least Shaksperian of Shakspere's plays; a bourgeois, domestic comedy, with a very
narrow interest. It belongs to the school of French comedy, like Moliere's Malade Imaginaire, not to the
romantic comedy of Shakspere and Fletcher. The Comedy of Errors was an experiment of an exactly
opposite kind. It was a play, purely of incident; a farce, in which the main improbability being granted,
namely, that the twin Antipholi and twin Dromios are so alike that they cannot be distinguished, all the
amusing complications follow naturally enough. There is little character-drawing in the play. Any two pairs
of twins, in the same predicament, would be equally droll. The fun lies in the situation. This was a comedy
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of the Latin school, and resembled the Menaechmi of Plautus. Shakspere never returned to this type of
play, though there is an element of "errors" in Midsummer Night's Dream. In the Two Gentlemen of
Verona he finally hit upon that species of romantic comedy which he may be said to have invented or
created out of the scattered materials at hand in the works of his predecessors. In this play, as in the
Merchant of Venice, Midsummer Night's Dream, Much Ado about Nothing, As You Like It, Twelfth
Night, Winters Tale, All's Well that Ends Well, Measure for Measure, and the Tempest, the plan of
construction is as follows. There is one main intrigue carried out by the high comedy characters, and a
secondary intrigue, or underplot, by the low comedy characters. The former is by no means purely comic,
but admits the presentation of the noblest motives, the strongest passions, and the most delicate graces of
romantic poetry. In some of the plays it has a prevailing lightness and gayety, as in As You Like It and
Twelfth Night. In others, like Measure for Measure, it is barely saved from becoming tragedy by the happy
close. Shylock certainly remains a tragic figure, even to the end, and a play like Winter's Tale, in which the
painful situation is prolonged for years, is only technically a comedy. Such dramas, indeed, were called, on
many of the title-pages of the time, "tragi-comedies." The low comedy interlude, on the other hand, was
broadly comic. It was cunningly interwoven with the texture of the play, sometimes loosely, and by way of
variety or relief, as in the episode of Touchstone and Audrey, in As You Like It; sometimes closely, as in
the case of Dogberry and Verges, in Much Ado about Nothing, where the blundering of the watch is made
to bring about the denouement of the main action. The Merry Wives of Windsor is an exception to this plan
of construction. It is Shakspere's only play of contemporary, middle-class English life, and is written almost
throughout in prose. It is his only pure comedy, except the Taming of the Shrew. Shakspere did not
abandon comedy when writing tragedy, though he turned it to a new account. The two species graded into
one another. Thus Cymbeline is, in its fortunate ending, really as much of a comedy as Winter's Tale--to
which its plot bears a resemblance--and is only technically a tragedy, because it contains a violent death. In
some of the tragedies, as Macbeth and Julius Caesar, the comedy element is reduced to a minimum. But in
others, as Romeo and Juliet, and Hamlet, it heightens the tragic feeling by the irony of contrast. Akin to this
is the use to which Shakspere put the old Vice, or Clown, of the moralities. The Fool in Lear, Touchstone
in As You Like It, and Thersites in Troilus and Cressida, are a sort of parody of the function of the Greek
chorus, commenting the action of the drama with scraps of bitter, or half-crazy, philosophy, and wonderful
gleams of insight into the depths of man's nature. The earliest of Shakspere's tragedies, unless Titus
Andronicus be his, was, doubtless, Romeo and Juliet, which is full of the passion and poetry of youth and
of first love. It contains a large proportion of riming lines, which is usually a sign in Shakspere of early
work. He dropped rime more and more in his later plays, and his blank verse grew freer and more varied in
its pauses and the number of its feet. Romeo and Juliet is also unique, among his tragedies, in this respect,
that the catastrophe is brought about by a fatality, as in the Greek drama. It was Shakspere's habit to work
out his tragic conclusions from within, through character, rather than through external chances. This is true
of all the great tragedies of his middle life, Hamlet, Othello, Lear, Macbeth, in every one of which the
catastrophe is involved in the character and actions of the hero. This is so, in a special sense, in Hamlet, the
subtlest of all Shakspere's plays, and if not his masterpiece, at any rate the one which has most attracted and
puzzled the greatest minds. It is observable that in Shakspere's comedies there is no one central figure, but
that, in passing into tragedy, he intensified and concentrated the attention upon a single character. This
difference is seen, even in the naming of the plays; the tragedies always take their titles from their heroes,
the comedies never. Somewhat later, probably, than the tragedies already mentioned, were the three Roman
plays, Julius Caesar, Coriolanus, and Antony and Cleopatra. It is characteristic of Shakspere that he
invented the plot of none of his plays, but took material that he found at hand. In these Roman tragedies, he
followed Plutarch closely, and yet, even in so doing, gave, if possible, a greater evidence of real creative
power than when he borrowed a mere outline of a story from some Italian novelist. It is most instructive to
compare Julius Caesar with Ben Jonson's Catiline and Sejanus. Jonson was careful not to go beyond his
text. In Catiline he translates almost literally the whole of Cicero's first oration against Catiline. Sejanus is a
mosaic of passages, from Tacitus and Suetonius. There is none of this dead learning in Shakspere's play.
Having grasped the conception of the characters of Brutus, Cassius, and Mark Anthony, as Plutarch gave
them, he pushed them out into their consequences in every word and act, so independently of his original,
and yet so harmoniously with it, that the reader knows that he is reading history, and needs no further
warrant for it than Shakspere's own. Timon of Athens is the least agreeable and most monotonous of
Shakspere's undoubted tragedies, and Troilus and Cressida, said Coleridge, is the hardest to characterize.
The figures of the old Homeric world fare but hardly under the glaring light of modern standards of
morality which Shakspere turns upon them. Ajax becomes a stupid bully, Ulysses a crafty politician, and
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swift-footed Achilles a vain and sulky chief of faction. In losing their ideal remoteness, the heroes of the
Iliad lose their poetic quality, and the lover of Homer experiences an unpleasant disenchantment.

It was customary in the 18th century to speak of Shakspere as a rude though prodigious genius. Even
Milton could describe him as "warbling his native wood-notes wild." But a truer criticism, beginning in
England with Coleridge, has shown that he was also a profound artist. It is true that he wrote for his
audiences, and that his art is not every-where and at all points perfect. But a great artist will contrive, as
Shakspere did, to reconcile practical exigencies, like those of the public stage, with the finer requirements
of his art. Strained interpretations have been put upon this or that item in Shakspere's plays; and yet it is
generally true that some deeper reason can be assigned for his method in a given case than that "the
audience liked puns,” or, "the audience liked ghosts." Compare, for example, his delicate management of
the supernatural with Marlowe's procedure in Faustus. Shakspere's age believed in witches, elves, and
apparitions; and yet there is always something shadowy or allegorical in his use of such machinery. The
ghost in Hamlet is merely an embodied suspicion. Banquo's wraith, which is invisible to all but Macbeth, is
the haunting of an evil conscience. The witches in the same play are but the promptings of ambition,
thrown into a human shape, so as to become actors in the drama. In the same way, the fairies in
Midsummer Night's Dream are the personified caprices of the lovers, and they are unseen by the human
characters, whose likes and dislikes they control, save in the instance where Bottom is "translated” (that is,
becomes mad) and has sight of the invisible world. So in the Tempest, Ariel is the spirit of the air and
Caliban of the earth, ministering, with more or less of unwillingness, to man's necessities.

Shakspere is the most universal of writers. He touches more men at more points than Homer, or Dante, or
Goethe. The deepest wisdom, the sweetest poetry, the widest range of character, are combined in his plays.
He made the English language an organ of expression unexcelled in the history of literature. Yet he is not
an English poet simply, but a world-poet. Germany has made him her own, and the Latin races, though at
first hindered in a true appreciation of him by the canons of classical taste, have at length learned to know
him. An ever-growing mass of Shaksperian literature, in the way of comment and interpretation, critical,
textual, historical, or illustrative, testifies to the durability and growth of his fame. Above all, his plays still
keep, and probably always will keep, the stage. It is common to speak of Shakspere and the other
Elisabethan dramatists as if they stood, in some sense, on a level. But in truth there is an almost
measureless distance between him and all his contemporaries. The rest shared with him in the mighty
influences of the age. Their plays are touched here and there with the power and splendor of which they
were all joint heirs. But, as a whole, they are obsolete. They live in books, but not in the hearts and on the
tongues of men. The most remarkable of the dramatists contemporary with Shakspere was Ben Jonson,
whose robust figure is in striking contrast with the other's gracious impersonality. Jonson was nine years
younger than Shakspere. He was educated at Westminster School, served as a soldier in the low countries,
became an actor in Henslowe's company, and was twice imprisoned--once for killing a fellow-actor in a
duel, and once for his part in the comedy of Eastward Hoe, which gave offense to King James. He lived
down to the times of Charles I. (1635), and became the acknowledged arbiter of English letters and the
center of convivial wit combats at the Mermaid, the Devil, and other famous London taverns.

"What things have we seen

Done at the Mermaid; heard words that have been
So nimble and so full of subtle flame,

As if that every one from whom they came

Had meant to put his whole wit in a jest,

And had resolved to live a fool the rest

Of his dull life."

The inscription on his tomb, in Westminster Abbey, is simply
"O rare Ben Jonson!"
Jonson's comedies were modeled upon the vetus comaedia of Aristophanes, which was satirical in purpose,

and they belonged to an entirely different school from Shakspere's. They were classical and not romantic,
and were pure comedies, admitting no admixture of tragic motives. There is hardly one lovely or beautiful
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character in the entire range of his dramatic creations. They were comedies not of character, in the high
sense of the word, but of manners or humors. His design was to lash the follies and vices of the day, and his
dramatis persona consisted for the most part of gulls, impostors, fops, cowards, swaggering braggarts, and
"Pauls men." In his first play, Every Man in his Humor (acted in 1598), in Every Man Out of his Humor,
Bartholomew Fair, and indeed, in all of his comedies, his subject was the "spongy humors of the time," that
is, the fashionable affectations, the whims, oddities, and eccentric developments of London life. His
procedure was to bring together a number of these fantastic humorists, to play them off upon each other,
involve them in all manner of comical misadventures, and render them utterly ridiculous and contemptible.
There was thus a perishable element in his art, for manners change; and however effective this exposure of
contemporary affectations may have been, before an audience of Jonson's day, it is as hard for a modern
reader to detect his points as it will be for a reader two hundred years hence to understand the satire upon
the aesthetic craze in such pieces of the present day, as Patience or the Colonel. Nevertheless, a patient
reader, with the help of copious foot-notes, can gradually put together for himself an image of that world of
obsolete humors in which Jonson's comedy dwells, and can admire the dramatist's solid good {122} sense,
his great learning, his skill in construction, and the astonishing fertility of his invention. His characters are
not revealed from within, like Shakspere's, but built up painfully from outside by a succession of minute,
laborious particulars. The difference will be plainly manifest if such a character as Slender, in the Merry
Wives of Windsor, be compared with any one of the inexhaustible variety of idiots in Jonson's plays; with
Master Stephen, for example, in Every Man in his Humor; or, if Falstaff be put side by side with Captain
Bobadil, in the same comedy, perhaps Jonson's masterpiece in the way of comic caricature. Cynthia's
Revels was a satire on the courtiers and the Poetaster on Jonson's literary enemies. The Alchemist was an
exposure of quackery, and is one of his best comedies, but somewhat overweighted with learning. VVolpone
is the most powerful of all his dramas, but is a harsh and disagreeable piece; and the state of society which
it depicts is too revolting for comedy. The Silent Woman is, perhaps, the easiest of all Jonson's plays for a
modern reader to follow and appreciate. There is a distinct plot to it, the situation is extremely ludicrous,
and the emphasis is laid upon single humor or eccentricity, as in some of Moliere's lighter comedies, like
Le Malade Imaginaire, or Le Médecin malgré lui. In spite of his heaviness in drama, Jonson had a light
enough touch in lyric poetry. His songs have not the careless sweetness of Shakspere's, but they have a
grace of their own. Such pieces as his Love's Triumph, Hymn to Diana, The Noble Mind, and the
adaptation from Philostratus,

"Drink to me only with thine eyes,"

and many others entitle their author to rank among the first English lyrists. Some of these occur in his two
collections of miscellaneous verse, the Forest and Underwoods; others in the numerous masques which he
composed. These were a species of entertainment, very popular at the court of James I., combining
dialogue with music, intricate dances, and costly scenery. Jonson left an unfinished pastoral drama, the Sad
Shepherd, which, though not equal to Fletcher's Faithful Shepherdess, contains passages of great beauty,
one, especially, descriptive of the shepherdess

"Earine,

Who had her very being and her name

With the first buds and breathings of the spring,
Born with the primrose and the violet

And earliest roses blown."

. Ward's History of English Dramatic Literature.

. Palgrave's Golden Treasury of Songs and Lyrics.

. The Courtly Poets from Raleigh to Montrose. Edited by J. Hannah.

. Sir Philip Sidney's Arcadia. (First and Second Books.)

. Bacon's Essays. Edited by W. Aldis Wright

. The Cambridge Shakspere. [Clark & Wright.]

. Charles Lamb's Specimens of English Dramatic Poets.

. Ben Jonson's Volpone and Silent Woman. (Cunningham's or Gifford's Edition.)
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Francis Beaumont. Letter to Ben Jonson.

CHAPTER IV.
THE AGE OF MILTON. 1608-1674

The Elisabethan age proper closed with the death of the queen, and the accession of James 1., in 1603, but
the literature of the fifty years following was quite as rich as that of the half-century that had passed since
she came to the throne, in 1557. The same qualities of thought and style which had marked the writers of
her reign, prolonged themselves in their successors, through the reigns of the first two Stuart kings and the
Commonwealth. Yet there was a change in spirit. Literature is only one of the many forms in which the
national mind expresses itself. In periods of political revolution, literature, leaving the serene air of fine art,
partakes the violent agitation of the times. There were seeds of civil and religious discord in Elisabethan
England. As between the two parties in the Church there was a compromise and a truce rather than a final
settlement. The Anglican doctrine was partly Calvinistic and partly Arminian. The form of government was
Episcopal, but there was a large body of Presbyterians in the Church who desired a change. In the ritual and
ceremonies many "rags of popery" had been retained, which the extreme reformers wished to tear away.
But Elisabeth was a worldly-minded woman, impatient of theological disputes. Though circumstances had
made her the champion of Protestantism in Europe, she kept many Catholic notions, disapproved, for
example, of the marriage of priests, and hated sermons. She was jealous of her prerogative in the State, and
in the Church she enforced uniformity. The authors of the Martin Marprelate pamphlets against the bishops,
were punished by death or imprisonment. While the queen lived things were kept well together and
England was at one in face of the common foe. Admiral Howard, who commanded the English naval forces
against the Armada, was a Catholic. But during the reigns of James I. (1603-1625) and Charles I. (1625-
1649) Puritanism grew stronger through repression. "England," says the historian Green, "became the
people of a book, and that book the Bible." The power of the king was used to impose the power of the
bishops upon the English and Scotch Churches until religious discontent became also political discontent,
and finally overthrew the throne. The writers of this period divided more and more into two hostile camps.
On the side of Church and king was the bulk of the learning and genius of the time. But on the side of free
religion and the Parliament were the stern conviction, the fiery zeal, the excited imagination of English
Puritanism. The spokesman of this movement was Milton, whose great figure dominates the literary history
of his generation, as Shakspere's does of the generation preceding. The drama went on in the course marked
out for it by Shakspere's example, until the theaters were closed, by Parliament, in 1642. Of the Stuart
dramatists, the most important were Beaumont and Fletcher, all of whose plays were produced during the
reign of James |. These were fifty-three in number, but only thirteen of them were joint productions.
Francis Beaumont was twenty years younger than Shakspere, and died a few years before him. He was the
son of a judge of the Common Pleas. His collaborator, John Fletcher, a son of the bishop of London, was
five years older than Beaumont, and survived him nine years. He was much the more prolific of the two
and wrote alone some forty plays. Although the life of one of these partners was conterminous with
Shakspere's, their works exhibit a later phase of the dramatic art. The Stuart dramatists followed the lead of
Shakspere rather than of Ben Jonson. Their plays, like the former's, belong to the romantic drama. They
present a poetic and idealized version of life, deal with the highest passions and the wildest buffoonery, and
introduce a great variety of those daring situations and incidents which we agree to call romantic. But while
Shakspere seldom or never overstepped the modesty of nature, his successors ran into every license. They
sought to stimulate the jaded appetite of their audience by exhibiting monstrosities of character, unnatural
lusts, subtleties of crime, virtues and vices both in excess. Beaumont and Fletcher's plays are much easier
and more agreeable reading than Ben Jonson's. Though often loose in their plots and without that
consistency in the development of their characters which distinguished Jonson's more conscientious
workmanship, they are full of graceful dialogue and beautiful poetry. Dryden said that after the Restoration
two of their plays were acted for one of Shakspere's or Jonson's throughout the year, and he added, that
they "understood and imitated the conversation of gentlemen much better, whose wild debaucheries and
quickness of wit in repartees no poet can ever paint as they have done." Wild debauchery was certainly not
the mark of a gentleman in Shakspere, nor was it altogether so in Beaumont and Fletcher. Their gentlemen
are gallant and passionate lovers, gay cavaliers, generous, courageous, courteous--according to the fashion
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of their times--and sensitive on the point of honor. They are far superior to the cold-blooded rakes of
Dryden and the Restoration comedy. Still the manners and language in Beaumont and Fletcher's plays are
extremely licentious, and it is not hard to sympathize with the objections to the theater expressed by the
Puritan writer, William Prynne, who, after denouncing the long hair of the cavaliers in his tract, The {129}
Unloveliness of Lovelocks, attacked the stage, in 1633, with Histrio-mastix: the Player's Scourge; an
offense for which he was fined, imprisoned, pilloried, and had his ears cropped. Coleridge said that
Shakspere was coarse, but never gross. He had the healthy coarseness of nature herself. But Beaumont and
Fletcher's pages are corrupt. Even their chaste women are immodest in language and thought. They use not
merely that frankness of speech which was a fashion of the times, but a profusion of obscene imagery
which could not proceed from a pure mind. Chastity with them is rather a bodily accident than a virtue of
the heart, says Coleridge. Among the best of their light comedies are The Chances, The Scornful Lady, The
Spanish Curate, and Rule a Wife and Have a Wife. But far superior to these are their tragedies and tragi-
comedies, The Maia's Tragedy, Philaster, A King and No King--all written jointly--and Valentinian and
Thierry and Theodoret, written by Fletcher alone, but perhaps, in part, sketched out by Beaumont. The
tragic masterpiece of Beaumont and Fletcher is The Maid's Tragedy, a powerful but repulsive play, which
sheds a singular light not only upon its authors' dramatic methods, but also upon the attitude toward royalty
favored by the doctrine of the divine right of kings, which grew up under the Stuarts. The heroine, Evadne,
has been in secret a mistress of the king, who marries her to Amintor, a gentleman of his court, because, as
she explains to her bridegroom, on the wedding night,

"l must have one

To father children, and to bear the name
Of husband to me, that my sin may be
More honorable.”

This scene is, perhaps, the most affecting and impressive in the whole range of Beaumont and Fletcher's
drama. Yet when Evadne names the king as her paramour, Amintor exclaims:

"0 thou hast named a word that wipes away
All thoughts revengeful. In that sacred name
‘The king' there lies a terror. What frail man
Dares lift his hand against it? Let the gods
Speak to him when they please; till when, let us
Suffer and wait."

And the play ends with the words

"On lustful kings,
Unlooked-for sudden deaths from heaven are sent,
But cursed is he that is their instrument."

Aspatia, in this tragedy, is a good instance of Beaumont and Fletcher's pathetic characters. She is troth-
plight wife to Amintor, and after he, by the king's command, has forsaken her for Evadne, she disguises
herself as a man, provokes her unfaithful lover to a duel, and dies under his sword, blessing the hand that
killed her. This is a common type in Beaumont and Fletcher, and was drawn originally from Shakspere's
Ophelia. All their good women have the instinctive fidelity of a dog, and a superhuman patience and
devotion, a "gentle forlornness™ under wrongs, which is painted with an almost feminine tenderness. In
Philaster, or Love Lies Bleeding, Euphrasia, conceiving a hopeless passion for Philaster--who is in love
with Arethusa--puts on the dress of a page and enters his service. He employs her to carry messages to his
lady-love, just as Viola, in Twelfth Night, is sent by the Duke to Olivia. Philaster is persuaded by
slanderers that his page and his lady have been unfaithful to him, and in his jealous fury he wounds
Euphrasia with his sword. Afterward, convinced of the boy's fidelity, he asks forgiveness, whereto
Euphrasia replies,

"Alas, my lord, my life is not a thing
Worthy your noble thoughts. "Tis not a life,
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'Tis but a piece of childhood thrown away."

Beaumont and Fletcher's love-lorn maids wear the willow very sweetly, but in all their piteous passages
there is nothing equal to the natural pathos--the pathos which arises from the deep springs of character--of
that one brief question and answer in King Lear.

"Lear. So young and so untender?
"Cordelia. So young, my lord, and true."

The disguise of a woman in man's apparel is a common incident in the romantic drama; and the fact, that on
the Elisabethan stage the female parts were taken by boys, made the deception easier. Viola's situation in
Twelfth Night is precisely similar to Euphrasia’s, but there is a difference in the handling of the device
which is characteristic of a distinction between Shakspere's art and that of his contemporaries. The
audience in Twelfth Night is taken into confidence and made aware of Viola's real nature from the start,
while Euphrasia's incognito is preserved till the fifth act, and then disclosed by an accident. This kind of
mystification and surprise was a trick below Shakspere. In this instance, moreover, it involved a departure
from dramatic probability. Euphrasia could, at any moment, by revealing her identity, have averted the
greatest sufferings and dangers from Philaster, Arethusa, and herself, and the only motive for her keeping
silence is represented to have been a feeling of maidenly shame at her position. Such strained and fantastic
motives are too often made the pivot of the action in Beaumont and Fletcher's tragi-comedies. Their
characters have not the depth and truth of Shakspere's, nor are they drawn so sharply. One reads their plays
with pleasure and remembers here and there a passage of fine poetry, or a noble or lovely trait. But their
characters, as wholes, leave a fading impression. Who, even after a single reading or representation, ever
forgets Falstaff, or Shylock, or King Lear? The moral inferiority of Beaumont and Fletcher is well seen in
such a play as A King and No King. Here Arbaces falls in love with his sister, and, after a furious conflict
in his own mind, finally succumbs to his guilty passion. He is rescued from the consequences of his
weakness by the discovery that Panthea is not, in fact, his sister. But this is to cut the knot and not to untie
it. It leaves the denouement to chance, and not to those moral forces through which Shakspere always
wrought his conclusions. Arbaces has failed, and the piece of luck which keeps his failure innocent is
rejected by every right-feeling spectator. In one of John Ford's tragedies, the situation which in A King and
No King is only apparent, becomes real, and incest is boldly made the subject of the play. Ford pushed the
morbid and unnatural in character and passion into even wilder extremes than Beaumont and Fletcher. His
best play, the Broken Heart, is a prolonged and unrelieved torture of the feelings. Fletcher's Faithful
Shepherdess is the best English pastoral drama. Its choral songs are richly and sweetly modulated, and the
influence of the whole poem upon Milton is very apparent in his Comus. The Knight of the Burning Pestle,
written by Beaumont and Fletcher jointly, was the first burlesque comedy in the language, and is excellent
fooling. Beaumont and Fletcher's blank verse is musical, but less masculine than Marlowe's or Shakspere's,
by reason of their excessive use of extra syllables and feminine endings. In John Webster the fondness for
the abnormal and sensational themes, which beset the Stuart stage, showed itself in the exaggeration of the
terrible into the horrible. Fear, in Shakspere--as in the great murder scene in Macbeth--is a pure passion;
but in Webster it is mingled with something physically repulsive. Thus his Duchess of Malfi is presented in
the dark with a dead man's hand, and is told that it is the hand of her murdered husband. She is shown a
dance of madmen and, "behind a traverse, the artificial figures of her children, appearing as if dead.”
Treated in this elaborate fashion, that "terror,” which Aristotle said it was one of the objects of tragedy to
move, loses half its dignity. Webster's images have the smell of the charnel house about them.

"She would not after the report keep fresh

As long as flowers on graves."

"We are only like dead walls or vaulted graves,
That, ruined, yield no echo.

O this gloomy world!

In what a shadow or deep pit of darkness

Doth womanish and fearful mankind live!"
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Webster had an intense and somber genius. In diction he was the most Shaksperian of the Elisabethan
dramatists, and there are sudden gleams of beauty among his dark horrors, which light up a whole scene
with some abrupt touch of feeling.

"Cover her face; mine eyes dazzle; she died young,"

says the brother of the Duchess, when he has procured her murder and stands before the corpse. Vittoria
Corombona is described in the old editions as "a night-piece," and it should, indeed, be acted by the
shuddering light of torches, and with the cry of the screech-owl to punctuate the speeches. The scene of
Webster's two best tragedies was laid, like many of Ford's, Cyril Tourneur's, and Beaumont and Fletcher's,
in Italy--the wicked and splendid Italy of the Renaissance, which had such a fascination for the Elisabethan
imagination. It was to them the land of the Borgias and the Cenci; of families of proud nobles, luxurious,
cultivated, but full of revenges and ferocious cunning; subtle poisoners, who killed with a perfumed glove
or fan; parricides, atheists, committers of unnamable crimes, and inventors of strange and delicate varieties
of sin. But a very few have here been mentioned of the great host of dramatists who kept the theaters busy
through the reigns of Elisabeth, James I., and Charles I. The last of the race was James Shirley, who died in
1666, and whose thirty-eight plays were written during the reign of Charles 1. and the Commonwealth. In
the miscellaneous prose and poetry of this period there is lacking the free, exulting, creative impulse of the
elder generation, but there is a soberer feeling and a certain scholarly choiceness which commend
themselves to readers of bookish tastes. Even that quaintness of thought, which is a mark of the
Commonwealth writers, is not without its attraction for a nice literary palate. Prose became now of greater
relative importance than ever before. Almost every distinguished writer of the time lent his pen to one or
the other party in the great theological and political controversy of the time. There were famous
theologians, like Hales, Chillingworth, and Baxter; historians and antiquaries, like Selden, Knolles, and
Cotton; philosophers, such as Hobbes, Lord Herbert of Cherbury, and More, the Platonist; and writers in
rural science--which now entered upon its modern, experimental phase, under the stimulus of Bacon's
writings--among whom may be mentioned Wallis, the mathematician; Boyle, the chemist, and Harvey, the
discoverer of the circulation of the blood. These are outside of our subject, but in the strictly literary prose
of the time, the same spirit of roused inquiry is manifest, and the same disposition to a thorough and
exhaustive treatment of a subject which is proper to the scientific attitude of mind. The line between true
and false science, however, had not yet been drawn. The age was pedantic, and appealed too much to the
authority of antiquity. Hence we have such monuments of perverse and curious erudition as Robert
Burton's Anatomy of Melancholy, 1621; and Sir Thomas Browne's Pseudodoxia Epidemica, or Inquiries
into Vulgar and Common Errors, 1646. The former of these was the work of an Oxford scholar, an
astrologer, who cast his own horoscope, and a victim himself of the atrabilious humor, from which he
sought relief in listening to the ribaldry of barge-men, and in compiling this Anatomy, in which the causes,
symptoms, prognostics, and cures of melancholy are considered in numerous partitions, sections, members,
and subsections. The work is a mosaic of quotations. All literature is ransacked for anecdotes and instances,
and the book has thus become a mine of out-of-the-way learning, in which later writers have dug. Lawrence
Sterne helped himself freely to Burton's treasures, and Dr. Johnson said that the Anatomy was the only
book that ever took him out of bed two hours sooner than he wished to rise. The vulgar and common errors
which Sir Thomas Browne set himself to refute, were such as these: That dolphins are crooked, that Jews
stink, that a man hath one rib less than a woman, that Xerxes's army drank up rivers, that cicades are bred
out of cuckoo-spittle, that Hannibal split Alps with vinegar, together with many similar fallacies touching
Pope Joan, the Wandering Jew, the decuman or tenth wave, the blackness of negroes, Friar Bacon's brazen
head, etc. Another book in which great learning and ingenuity were applied to trifling ends, was the same
author's Garden of Cyrus; or, the Quincuncial Lozenge or Network Plantations of the Ancients, in which a
mystical meaning is sought in the occurrence throughout nature and art of the figure of the quincunx or
lozenge. Browne was a physician of Norwich, where his library, museum, aviary, and botanic garden were
thought worthy of a special visit by the Royal Society. He was an antiquary and a naturalist, and deeply
read in the schoolmen and the Christian fathers. He was a mystic, and a writer of a rich and peculiar
imagination, whose thoughts have impressed themselves upon many kindred minds, like Coleridge, De
Quincey, and Emerson. Two of his books belong to literature, Religio Medici, published in 1642, and
Hydriotaphia; or, Urn Burial, 1658, a discourse upon rites of burial and incremation, suggested by some
Roman funeral urns, dug up in Norfolk. Browne's style, though too highly Latinized, is a good example of
Commonwealth prose, that stately, cumbrous, brocaded prose, which had something of the flow and
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measure of verse, rather than the quicker, colloquial movement of modern writing. Browne stood aloof
from the disputes of his time, and in his very subjects there is a calm and meditative remoteness from the
daily interests of men. His Religio Medici is full of a wise tolerance and a singular elevation of feeling. "At
the sight of a cross, or crucifix, | can dispense with my hat, but scarce with the thought or memory of my
Saviour." "They only had the advantage of a bold and noble faith, who lived before his coming.” "They go
the fairest way to heaven, that would serve God without a hell.” "All things are artificial, for Nature is the
art of God." The last chapter of the Urn Burial is an almost rithmical descant on mortality and oblivion. The
style kindles slowly into a somber eloquence. It is the most impressive and extraordinary passage in the
prose literature of the time. Browne, like Hamlet, loved to “consider too curiously." His subtlety led him to
"pose his apprehension with those involved enigmas and riddles of the Trinity--with incarnation and
resurrection;" and to start odd inquiries; "what song the Syrens sang, or what name Achilles assumed when
he hid himself among women;" or whether, after Lazarus was raised from the dead, "his heir might lawfully
detain his inheritance." The quaintness of his phrase appears at every turn. "Charles the Fifth can never
hope to live within two Methuselahs of Hector." "Generations pass, while some trees stand, and old
families survive not three oaks." "Mummy is become merchandise; Mizraim cures wounds, and Pharaoh is
sold for balsams." One of the pleasantest of old English humorists is Thomas Fuller, who was a chaplain in
the royal army during the civil war, and wrote, among other things, a Church History of Britain; a book of
religious meditations, Good Thoughts in Bad Times, and a "character" book, The Holy and Profane State.
His most important work, the Worthies of England, was published in 1662, the year after his death. This
was a description of every English county; its natural commodities, manufactures, wonders, proverbs, etc.,
with brief biographies of its memorable persons. Fuller had a well-stored memory, sound piety, and
excellent common sense. Wit was his leading intellectual trait, and the quaintness which he shared with his
contemporaries appears in his writings in a fondness for puns, droll turns of expressions, and bits of
eccentric suggestion. His prose, unlike Browne's, Milton's, and Jeremy Taylor's, is brief, simple, and pithy.
His dry vein of humor was imitated by the American Cotton Mather, in his Magnalia, and by many of the
English and New England divines of the 17th century. Jeremy Taylor was also a chaplain in the king's
army, was several times imprisoned for his opinions, and was afterward made, by Charles I1., Bishop of
Down and Connor. He is a devotional rather than a theological writer, and his Holy Living and Holy Dying
are religious classics. Taylor, like Sidney, was a "warbler of poetic prose." He has been called the prose
Spenser, and his English has the opulence, the gentle elaboration, the "linked sweetness long drawn out™ of
the poet of the Faery Queene. In fullness and resonance, Taylor's diction resembles that of the great orators,
though it lacks their nervous energy. His pathos is exquisitely tender, and his numerous similes have
Spenser's pictorial amplitude. Some of them have become commonplaces for admiration, notably his
description of the flight of the skylark, and the sentence in which he compares the gradual awakening of the
human faculties to the sunrise, which "first opens a little eye of heaven, and sends away the spirits of
darkness, and gives light to a cock, and calls up the lark to matins, and by and by gilds the fringes of a
cloud, and peeps over the eastern hills." Perhaps the most impressive single passage of Taylor's is the
concluding chapter in Holy Dying. From the midst of the sickening paraphernalia of death which he there
accumulates, rises that delicate image of the fading rose, one of the most perfect things in its wording, in all
our prose literature: "But so have | seen a rose newly springing from the clefts of its hood, and at first it
was as fair as the morning, and full with the dew of heaven as a lamb's fleece; but when a ruder breath had
forced open its virgin modesty, and dismantled its too youthful and unripe retirements, it began to put on
darkness and to decline to softness and the symptoms of a sickly age; it bowed the head and broke its stock;
and at night, having lost some of its leaves and all its beauty, it fell into the portion of weeds and outworn
faces." With the progress of knowledge and discussion many kinds of prose literature, which were not
absolutely new, now began to receive wider extension. Of this sort are the Letters from Italy, and other
miscellanies included in the Reliquiae Wottonianae, or remains of Sir Henry Wotton, English embassador
at Venice in the reign of James I., and subsequently Provost of Eton College. Also the Table Talk--full of
incisive remarks--left by John Selden, whom Milton pronounced the first scholar of his age, and who was a
distinguished authority in legal antiquities and international law, furnished notes to Drayton's Polyolbion,
and wrote upon Eastern religions, and upon the Arundel marbles. Literary biography was represented by
the charming little Lives of good old Izaak Walton, the first edition of whose Compleat Angler was printed
in 1653. The lives were five in number, of Hooker, Wotton, Donne, Herbert, and Sanderson. Several of
these were personal friends of the author, and Sir Henry Wotton was a brother of the angle. The Compleat
Angler, though not the first piece of sporting literature in English, is unquestionably the most popular, and
still remains a favorite with "all that are lovers of virtue, and dare trust in providence, and be quiet, and go
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a-angling." As in Ascham's Toxophilus, the instruction is conveyed in dialogue form, but the technical part
of the book is relieved by many delightful digressions. Piscator and his pupil Venator pursue their talk
under a honeysuckle hedge or a sycamore tree during a passing shower. They repair, after the day's fishing,
to some honest ale-house, with lavender in the window, and a score of ballads stuck about the wall, where
they sing catches--"old-fashioned poetry but choicely good"--composed by the author or his friends, drink
barley wine, and eat their trout or chub. They encounter milkmaids, who sing to them and give them a draft
of the red cow's milk, and they never cease their praises of the angler's life, of rural contentment among the
cowslip meadows, and the quiet streams of Thames, or Lea, or Shawford Brook. The decay of a great
literary school is usually signalized by the exaggeration of its characteristic traits. The manner of the
Elisabethan poets was pushed into mannerism by their successors. That manner, at its best, was hardly a
simple one, but in the Stuart and Commonwealth writers it became mere extravagance. Thus Phineas
Fletcher--a cousin of the dramatist--composed a long Spenserian allegory, the Purple Island, descriptive of
the human body. George Herbert and others made anagrams and verses shaped like an altar, a cross, or a
pair of Easter wings. This group of poets was named, by Dr. Johnson, in his life of Cowley, the
metaphysical school. Other critics have preferred to call them the fantastic or conceited school, the later
Euphuists, or the English Marinists and Gongorists, after the poets Marino and Gongora, who brought this
fashion to its extreme in Italy and in Spain. The English conceptistas were mainly clergymen of the
established Church, Donne, Herbert, Vaughan, Quarles, and Herrick. But Crashaw was a Roman Catholic,
and Cowley--the latest of them--a layman. The one who set the fashion was Dr. John Donne. Dean of St.
Paul's, whom Dryden pronounced a great wit, but not a great poet, and whom Ben Jonson esteemed the best
poet in the world for some things, but likely to be forgotten for want of being understood. Besides satires
and epistles in verse, he composed amatory poems in his youth, and divine poems in his age, both kinds
distinguished by such subtle obscurity, and far-fetched ingenuities, that they read like a series of puzzles.
When this poet has occasion to write a valediction to his mistress upon going into France, he compares
their temporary separation to that of a pair of compasses:

"Such wilt thou be to me, who must,
Like the other foot obliquely run;
Thy firmness makes my circle just,
And makes me end where | begun."”

If he would persuade her to marriage he calls her attention to a flea--

"Me it sucked first and now sucks thee,
And in this flea our two bloods mingled be."

He says that the flea is their marriage-temple, and bids her forbear to Kill it lest she thereby commit murder,
suicide, and sacrilege all in one. Donne's figures are scholastic and smell of the lamp. He ransacked
cosmography, astrology, alchemy, optics, the canon law, and the divinity of the schoolmen for ink-horn
terms and similes. He was in verse what Browne was in prose. He loved to play with distinctions,
hyperboles, paradoxes, the very casuistry and dialectics of love or devotion.

"Thou canst not every day give me thy heart:
If thou canst give it then thou never gav'st it;
Love's riddles are that though thy heart depart,
It stays at home and thou with losing sav'st it."

Donne's verse is usually as uncouth as his thought. But there is a real passion slumbering under these ashy
heaps of conceit, and occasionally {145} a pure flame darts up, as in the justly admired lines:

"Her pure and eloquent blood
Spoke in her cheek and so divinely wrought
That one might almost say her body thought.”

This description of Donne is true, with modifications, of all the metaphysical poets. They had the same
forced and unnatural style. The ordinary laws of the association of ideas were reversed with them. It was
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not the nearest, but the remotest, association that was called up. "Their attempts,” said Johnson, "were
always analytic: they broke every image into fragments.” The finest spirit among them was "holy George
Herbert," whose Temple was published in 1631. The titles in this volume were such as the following:
Christmas, Easter, Good Friday, Holy Baptism, The Cross, The Church Porch, Church Music, The Holy
Scriptures, Redemption, Faith, Doomsday. Never since, except, perhaps, in Keble's Christian Year, have
the ecclesiastic ideals of the Anglican Church--the "beauty of holiness"--found such sweet expression in
poetry. The verses entitled Virtue--

"Sweet day so cool, so calm, so bright," etc.
are known to most readers, as well as the line,

"Who sweeps a room, as for thy laws, makes that
and the action fine."

The quaintly named pieces, the Elixir, the Collar, the Pulley, are full of deep thought and spiritual feeling.
But Herbert's poetry is constantly disfigured by bad taste. Take this passage from
Whitsunday,

"Listen, sweet dove, unto my song,
And spread thy golden wings on me,
Hatching my tender heart so long,

Till it get wing and fly away with thee,"

which is almost as ludicrous as the epitaph, written by his contemporary, Carew, on the daughter of Sir
Thomas Wentworth, whose soul

... "grew so fast within
It broke the outward shell of sin,
And so was hatched a cherubin."

Another of these Church poets was Henry Vaughan, "the Silurist,” or Welshman, whose fine piece, the
Retreat, has been often compared with Wordsworth's Ode on the Intimations of Immortality. Francis
Quarles' Divine Emblems long remained a favorite book with religious readers, both in Old and New
England. Emblem books, in which engravings of a figurative design were accompanied with explanatory
letterpress in verse, were a popular class of literature in the 17th century. The most famous of them all were
Jacob Catt's Dutch emblems.

One of the most delightful of English lyric poets is Robert Herrick, whose Hesperides, 1648 has lately
received such sympathetic illustration from the pencil of an American artist, Mr. E. A. Abbey. Herrick was
a clergyman of the English Church, and was expelled by the Puritans from his living, the vicarage of Dean
Prior, in Devonshire. The most quoted of his religious poems is, How to Keep a True Lent. But it may be
doubted whether his tastes were prevailingly clerical; his poetry certainly was not. He was a disciple of Ben
Jonson and his boon companion at

... "those lyric feasts

Made at the Sun,

The Dog, the Triple Tun;

Where we such clusters had

As made us nobly wild, not mad.

And yet each verse of thine

Outdid the meat, outdid the frolic wine."

Herrick's Noble Numbers seldom rises above the expression of a cheerful gratitude and contentment. He

had not the subtlety and elevation of Herbert, but he surpassed him in the grace, melody, sensuous beauty,
and fresh lyrical impulse of his verse. The conceits of the metaphysical school appear in Herrick only in the
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form of an occasional pretty quaintness. He is the poet of English parish festivals and of English flowers,
the primrose, the whitethorn, the daffodil. He sang the praises of the country life, love songs to "Julia,” and
hymns of thanksgiving for simple blessings. He has been called the English Catullus, but he strikes rather
the Horatian note of Carpe diem, and regret at the shortness of life and youth in many of his best-known
poems, such as Gather ye Rose-buds while ye may, and To Corinna, To Go a Maying.

Abraham Cowley is now less remembered for his poetry than for his pleasant volume of Essays, published
after the Restoration; but he was thought in his own time a better poet than Milton. His collection of love
songs--the Mistress--is a mass of cold conceits, in the metaphysical manner; but his elegies on Crashaw and
Harvey have much dignity and natural feeling. He introduced the Pindaric ode into English, and wrote an
epic poem on a biblical subject—the Davideis--now quite unreadable. Cowley was a royalist and followed
the exiled court to France. Side by side with the Church poets were the cavaliers--Carew, Waller, Lovelace,
Suckling, L'Estrange, and others--gallant courtiers and officers in the royal army, who mingled love and
loyalty in their strains. Colonel Richard Lovelace, who lost every thing in the king's service and was several
times imprisoned, wrote two famous songs--To Lucasta on going to the Wars--in which occur the lines,

"l could not love thee, dear, so much,
Loved | not honor more."

and To Althaea from Prison, in which he sings "the sweetness, mercy, majesty, and glories of his king," and
declares that "stone walls do not a prison make, nor iron bars a cage." Another of the cavaliers was sir John
Suckling, who formed a plot to rescue the Earl of Stratford, raised a troop of horse for Charles I., was
impeached by the Parliament and fled to France. He was a man of wit and pleasure, who penned a number
of gay trifles, but has been saved from oblivion chiefly by his exquisite Ballad upon a Wedding. Thomas
Carew and Edmund Waller were poets of the same stamp--graceful and easy, but shallow in feeling.
Waller, who followed the court to Paris, was the author of two songs, which are still favorites, Go, Lovely
Rose, and On a Girdle, and he first introduced the smooth correct manner of writing in couplets, which
Dryden and Pope carried to perfection. Gallantry rather than love was the inspiration of these courtly
singers. In such verses as Carew's Encouragements to a Lover, and George Wither's The Manly Heart--

"I she be not so to me,
What care | how fair she be?"

we see the revolt against the high, passionate, Sidneian love of the Elisabethan sonneteers, and the note of
persiflage that was to mark the lyrical verse of the Restoration. But the poetry of the cavaliers reached its
high-water mark in one fiery-hearted song by the noble and unfortunate James Graham, Marquis of
Montrose, who invaded Scotland in the interest of Charles 1., and was taken prisoner and put to death at
Edinburgh in 1650.

"My dear and only love, | pray
That little world of thee
Be governed by no other sway
Than purest monarchy."

In language borrowed from the politics of the time, he cautions his mistress against synods or committees
in her heart; swears to make her glorious by his pen and famous by his sword; and with that fine
recklessness which distinguished the dashing troopers of Prince Rupert, he adds, in words that have been
often quoted,

"He either fears his fate too much,
Or his deserts are small,

That dares not put it to the touch
To gain or lose it all.”

John Milton, the greatest English poet except Shakspere, was born in London in 1608. His father was a
scrivener, an educated man, and a musical composer of some merit. At his home Milton was surrounded
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with all the influences of a refined and well ordered Puritan household of the better class. He inherited his
father's musical tastes, and during the latter part of his life, he spent a part of every afternoon in playing the
organ. No poet has written more beautifully of music than Milton. One of his sonnets was addressed to
Henry Lawes, the composer, who wrote the airs to the songs in Comus. Milton's education was most
careful and thorough. He spent seven years at Cambridge where, from his personal beauty and fastidious
habits, he was called "The lady of Christ's." At Horton, in Buckinghamshire, where his father had a country
seat, he passed five years more, perfecting himself in his studies, and then traveled for fifteen months,
mainly in Italy, visiting Naples and Rome, but residing at Florence. Here he saw Galileo, a prisoner of the
Inquisition "for thinking otherwise in astronomy than his Dominican and Franciscan licensers thought.”
Milton is the most scholarly and the most truly classical of English poets. His Latin verse, for elegance and
correctness, ranks with Addison's; and his Italian poems were the admiration of the Tuscan scholars. But
his learning appears in his poetry only in the form of a fine and chastened result, and not in laborious
allusion and pedantic citation, as too often in Ben Jonson, for instance. "My father," he wrote, "destined
me, while yet a little child, for the study of humane letters." He was also destined for the ministry, but,
"coming to some maturity of years and perceiving what tyranny had invaded the Church, . . . | thought it
better to prefer a blameless silence, before the sacred office of speaking, bought and begun with servitude
and forswearing." Other hands than a bishop's were laid upon his head. ""He who would not be frustrate of
his hope to write well hereafter," he says, "ought himself to be a true poem." And he adds that his "natural
haughtiness" saved him from all impurity of living. Milton had a sublime self-respect. The dignity and
earnestness of the Puritan gentleman blended in his training with the culture of the Renaissance. Born into
an age of spiritual conflict, he dedicated his gift to the service of Heaven, and he became, like Heine, a
valiant soldier in the war for liberation. He was the poet of a cause, and his song was keyed to

"The Dorian mood

Of flutes and soft recorders such as raised

To heighth of noblest temper, heroes old

Arming to battle.”

On comparing Milton with Shakspere, with his universal sympathies and receptive imagination, one
perceives a loss in breadth, but a gain in intense personal conviction. He introduced a new note into English
poetry, the passion for truth and the feeling of religious sublimity. Milton's was an heroic age, and its song
must be lyric rather than dramatic; its singer must be in the fight and of it.

Of the verses which he wrote at Cambridge, the most important was his splendid ode On the Morning of
Christ's Nativity. At Horton he wrote, among other things, the companion pieces, L'Allegro and Il
Penseroso, of a kind quite new in English, giving to the landscape an expression in harmony with two
contrasted moods. Comus, which belongs to the same period, was the perfection of the Elisabethan court
masque, and was presented at Ludlow Castle in 1634, on the occasion of the installation of the Earl of
Bridgewater as Lord President of Wales. Under the guise of a skillful addition to the Homeric allegory of
Circe, with her cup of enchantment, it was a Puritan song in praise of chastity and temperance. Lycidas, in
like manner, was the perfection of the Elisabethan {153} pastoral elegy. It was contributed to a volume of
memorial verses on the death of Edward King, a Cambridge friend of Milton's, who was drowned in the
Irish Channel in 1637. In one stern strain, which is put into the mouth of St. Peter, the author "foretells the
ruin of our corrupted clergy, then at their height."

"But that two-handed engine at the door
Stands ready to smite once and smite no more."

This was Milton's last utterance in English verse before the outbreak of the civil war, and it sounds the
alarm of the impending struggle. In technical quality Lycidas is the most wonderful of all Milton's poems.
The cunningly intricate harmony of the verse, the pressed and packed language with its fullness of meaning
and allusion make it worthy of the minutest study. In these early poems, Milton, merely as a poet, is at his
best. Something of the Elisabethan style still clings to them; but their grave sweetness, their choice
wording, their originality in epithet, name, and phrase, were novelties of Milton's own. His English masters
were Spenser, Fletcher, and Sylvester, the translator of Du Bartas's La Sepmaine, but nothing of Spenser's
prolixity, or Fletcher's effeminacy, or Sylvester's quaintness is found in Milton's pure, energetic diction. He
inherited their beauties, but his taste had been tempered to a finer edge by his studies in Greek and Hebrew
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poetry. He was the last of the Elisabethans, and {154} his style was at once the crown of the old and a
departure into the new. In masque, elegy, and sonnet, he set the seal to the Elisabethan poetry, said the last
word, and closed one great literary era.

In 1639 the breach between Charles I. and his Parliament brought Milton back from Italy. "I thought it base
to be traveling at my ease for amusement, while my fellow-countrymen at home were fighting for liberty."
For the next twenty years he threw himself into the contest, and poured forth a succession of tracts, in
English and Latin, upon the various public questions at issue. As a political thinker, Milton had what Bacon
calls "the humor of a scholar.” In a country of endowed grammar schools and universities hardly emerged
from a mediaeval discipline and curriculum, he wanted to set up Greek gymnasia and philosophical
schools, after the fashion of the Porch and the Academy. He would have imposed an Athenian democracy
upon a people trained in the traditions of monarchy and episcopacy. At the very moment when England had
grown tired of the Protectorate and was preparing to welcome back the Stuarts, he was writing An Easy and
Ready Way to Establish a Free Commonwealth. Milton acknowledged that in prose he had the use of his
left hand only. There are passages of fervid eloquence, where the style swells into a kind of lofty chant,
with a rithmical rise and fall to it, as in parts of the English Book of Common Prayer. But in general his
sentences are long and involved, full of inventions and latinized constructions. Controversy at that day was
conducted on scholastic lines. Each disputant, instead of appealing at once to the arguments of expediency
and common sense, began with a formidable display of learning, ransacking Greek and Latin authors and
the fathers of the Church for opinions in support of his own position. These authorities he deployed at
tedious length and followed them up with heavy scurrilities and "excusations," by way of attack and
defense. The dispute between Milton and Salmasius over the execution of Charles I. was like a duel
between two knights in full armor striking at each other with ponderous maces. The very titles of these
pamphlets are enough to frighten off a modern reader: A Confutation of the Animadversions upon a
Defense of a Humble Remonstrance against a Treatise, entitled Of Reformation. The most interesting of
Milton's prose tracts is his Areopagitica: A Speech for the Liberty of Unlicensed Printing, 1644. The
arguments in this are of permanent force; but if the reader will compare it, or Jeremy Taylor's Liberty of
Prophesying, with Locke's Letters on Toleration, he will see how much clearer and more convincing is the
modern method of discussion, introduced by writers like Hobbes and Locke and Dryden. Under the
Protectorate Milton was appointed Latin Secretary to the Council of State. In the diplomatic
correspondence which was his official duty, and in the composition of his tract, Defensio pro Populo
Anglicano, he overtasked his eyes, and in 1654 became totally blind. The only poetry of Milton's belonging
to the years 1640-1660 are a few sonnets of the pure Italian form, mainly called forth by public occasions.
By the Elisabethans the sonnet had been used mainly in love poetry. In Milton's hands, said Wordsworth,
"the thing became a trumpet.” Some of his were addressed to political leaders, like Fairfax, Cromwell, and
Sir Henry Vane; and of these the best is, perhaps, the sonnet written on the massacre of the Vaudois
Protestants--"a collect in verse," it has been called--which has the fire of a Hebrew prophet invoking the
divine wrath upon the oppressors of Israel. Two were on his own blindness, and in these there is not one
selfish repining, but only a regret that the value of his service is impaired-- "Will God exact day labor, light
denied?"

After the restoration of the Stuarts, in 1660, Milton was for a while in peril, by reason of the part that he
had taken against the king. But

"On evil days though fallen, and evil tongues,
In darkness and with dangers compassed round
And solitude,"

he bated no jot of heart or hope. Henceforth he becomes the most heroic and affecting figure in English
literary history. Years before he had planned an epic poem on the subject of King Arthur, and again a
sacred tragedy on man's fall and redemption. These experiments finally took shape in Paradise Lost, which
was given to the world in 1667. This is the epic of English Puritanism and of Protestant Christianity. It was
Milton's purpose to

"assert eternal Providence
And justify the ways of God to men,"
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or, in other words, to embody his theological system in verse. This gives a doctrinal rigidity and even
dryness to parts of the Paradise Lost, which injure its effect as a poem. His "God the father turns a school
divine:" his Christ, as has been wittily said, is "God's good boy:" the discourses of Raphael to Adam are
scholastic lectures: Adam himself is too sophisticated for the state of innocence, and Eve is somewhat
insipid. The real protagonist of the poem is Satan, upon whose mighty figure Milton unconsciously
bestowed something of his own nature, and whose words of defiance might almost have come from some
Republican leader when the Good Old Cause went down.

"What though the field be lost?

All is not lost, the unconquerable will
And study of revenge, immortal hate,
And courage never to submit or yield."

But when all has been said that can be said in disparagement or qualification, Paradise Lost remains the
foremost of English poems and the sublimest of all epics. Even in those parts where theology encroaches
most upon poetry, the diction, though often heavy, is never languid. Milton's blank verse in itself is enough
to bear up the most prosaic theme, and so is his epic English, a style more massive and splendid than
Shakspere's, and comparable, like Tertullian's Latin, to a river of molten gold. Of the countless single
beauties that sow his page

"Thick as autumnal leaves that strew the brooks
In Valombrosa,"

there is no room to speak, nor of the astonishing fullness of substance and multitude of thoughts which
have caused the Paradise Lost to be called the book of universal knowledge. "The heat of Milton's mind,”
said Dr. Johnson, "might be said to sublimate his learning and throw off into his work the spirit of science,
unmingled with its grosser parts." The truth of this remark is clearly seen upon a comparison of Milton's
description of the creation, for example, with corresponding passages in Sylvester's Divine Weeks and
Works (translated from the Huguenot poet, Du Bartas), which was, in some sense, his original. But the
most heroic thing in Milton's heroic poem is Milton. There are no strains in Paradise Lost so absorbing as
those in which the poet breaks the strict epic bounds and speaks directly of himself, as in the majestic
lament over his own blindness, and in the invocation to Urania, which open the third and seventh books.
Every-where, too, one reads between the lines. We think of the dissolute cavaliers, as Milton himself
undoubtedly was thinking of them, when we read of "the sons of Belial flown with insolence and wine," or
when the Puritan turns among the sweet landscapes of Eden, to denounce

""court amours

Mixed dance, or wanton mask, or midnight ball,
Or serenade which the starved lover sings

To his proud fair, best quitted with disdain."

And we think of Milton among the triumphant royalists when we read of the Seraph Abdiel "faithful found
among the faithless."”

"Nor number nor example with him wrought

To swerve from truth or change his constant mind,
Though single. From amidst them forth he passed,
Long way through hostile scorn, which he sustained
Superior, nor of violence feared aught:

And with retorted scorn his back he turned

On those proud towers to swift destruction doomed."

Paradise Regained and Samson Agonistes were published in 1671. The first of these treated in four books

Christ's temptation in the wilderness, a subject that had already been handled in the Spenserian allegorical
manner by Giles Fletcher, a brother of the Purple Islander, in his Christ's Victory and Triumph, 1610. The
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superiority of Paradise Lost to its sequel is not without significance. The Puritans were Old Testament men.
Their God was the Hebrew Jehovah, whose single divinity the Catholic mythology had overlaid with the
figures of the Son, the Virgin Mary, and the saints. They identified themselves in thought with his chosen
people, with the militant theocracy of the Jews. Their sword was the sword of the Lord and of Gideon. "To
your tents, O Israel," was the cry of the London mob when the bishops were committed to the Tower. And
when the fog lifted, on the morning of the battle of Dunbar, Cromwell exclaimed, "Let God arise and let his
enemies be scattered: like as the sun riseth, so shalt thou drive them away."” Samson Agonistes, though
Hebrew in theme and in spirit, was in form a Greek tragedy. It had chorus and semi-chorus, and preserved
the so-called dramatic unities; that is, the scene was unchanged, and there were no intervals of time
between the acts. In accordance with the rules of the Greek theater, but two speakers appeared upon the
stage at once, and there was no violent action. The death of Samson is related by a messenger. Milton's
reason for the choice of this subject is obvious. He himself was Samson, shorn of his strength, blind, and
alone among enemies; given over

"to the unjust tribunals, under change of times,
And condemnation of the ungrateful multitude."

As Milton grew older he discarded more and more the graces of poetry, and relied purely upon the structure
and the thought. In Paradise Lost, although there is little resemblance to Elisabethan work—such as one
notices in Comus and the Christmas hymn--yet the style is rich, especially in the earlier books. But in
Paradise Regainedit is severe to bareness, and in Samson, even to ruggedness. Like Michelangelo, with
whose genius he had much in common, Milton became impatient of finish or of mere beauty. He blocked
out his work in masses, left rough places and surfaces not filled in, and inclined to express his meaning by a
symbol, rather than work it out in detail. It was a part of his austerity, his increasing preference for
structural over decorative methods, to give up rime for blank verse. His latest poem, Samson Agonistes, a
metrical study of the highest interest.

Milton was not quite alone among the poets of his time in espousing the popular cause. Andrew Marvell,
who was his assistant in the Latin secretaryship and sat in Parliament for Hull, after the Restoration, was a
good Republican, and wrote a fine Horatian Ode upon Cromwell's Return from Ireland. There is also a rare
imaginative quality in his Song of the Exiles in Bermuda, Thoughts in a Garden, and The Girl Describes
her Fawn. George Wither, who was imprisoned for his satires, also took the side of the Parliament, but
there is little that is distinctively Puritan in his poetry.

1. Milton's Poetical Works. Edited by David Masson. Macmillan.

2. Selections from Milton's Prose. Edited by F. D. Myers. (Parchment Series.)
3. England's Antiphon. By George Macdonald.

4. Robert Herrick's Hesperides.

5. Sir Thomas Browne's Religio Medici and Hydriotaphia. Edited by

Willis Bund. Sampson Low & Co., 1873.

6. Thomas. Fuller's Good Thoughts in Bad Times.

7. 1zaak Walton's Compleat Angler.
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CHAPTERYV.
FROM THE RESTORATION TO THE DEATH OF POPE.
1660-1744.

The Stuart Restoration was a period of descent from poetry to prose, from passion and imagination to wit
and understanding. The serious, exalted mood of the Civil War and the Commonwealth had spent itself and
issued in disillusion. There followed a generation of wits, logical, skeptical, and prosaic, without
earnestness, as without principle. The characteristic literature of such a time is criticism, satire, and
burlesque, and such, indeed, continued to be the course of English literary history for a century after the
return of the Stuarts. The age was not a stupid one, but one of active inquiry. The Royal Society, for the
cultivation of the natural sciences, was founded in 1662. There were able divines in the pulpit and at the
universities--Barrow, Tillotson, Stillingfleet, South, and others: scholars, like Bentley; historians, like
Clarendon and Burnet; scientists, like Boyle and Newton; philosophers, like Hobbes and Locke. But of
poetry, in any high sense of the word, there was little between the time of Milton and the time of Goldsmith
and Gray.

The English writers of this period were strongly influenced by the contemporary literature of France, by the
comedies of Moliére, the tragedies of Corneille and Racine, and the satires, epistles, and versified essays of
Boileau. Many of the Restoration writers--Waller, Cowley, Davenant, Wycherley, Villiers, and others--had
been in France during the exile, and brought back with them French tastes. John Dryden (1631-1700), who
is the great literary figure of his generation, has been called the first of the moderns. From the reign of
Charles II., indeed, we may date the beginnings of modern English life. What we call "society" was
forming, the town, the London world. "Coffee, which makes the politician wise," had just been introduced,
and the ordinaries of Ben Jonson's time gave way to coffee-houses, like Will's and Button's, which became
the head-quarters of literary and political gossip. The two great English parties, as we know them to-day,
were organized: the words Whig and Tory date from this reign. French etiquette and fashions came in and
French phrases of convenience—such as coup de grace, bel esprit, etc.--began to appear in English prose.
Literature became intensely urban and partisan. It reflected city life, the disputes of faction, and the
personal quarrels of authors. The politics of the Great Rebellion had been of heroic proportions, and found
fitting expression in song. Rut in the Revolution of 1688 the issues were constitutional and to be settled by
the arguments of lawyers. Measures were in question rather than principles, and there was little inspiration
to the poet in Exclusion Bills and Acts of Settlement.

Court and society, in the reign of Charles Il. and James Il., were shockingly dissolute, and in literature, as
in life, the reaction against Puritanism went to great extremes. The social life of the time is faithfully
reflected in the diary of Samuel Pepys. He was a simple-minded man, the son of a London tailor, and
became, himself, secretary to the admiralty. His diary was kept in cipher, and published only in 1825.
Being written for his own eye, it is singularly outspoken; and its naive, gossipy, confidential tone makes it a
most diverting book, as it is, historically, a most valuable one.

Perhaps the most popular book of its time was Samuel Butler's Hudibras (1663-64), a burlesque romance in
ridicule of the Puritans. The king carried a copy of it in his pocket, and Pepys testifies that it was quoted
and praised on all sides. Ridicule of the Puritans was nothing new. Zeal-of-the-land Busy, in Ben Jonson's
Bartholomew Fair, is an early instance of the kind. There was nothing laughable about the earnestness of
men like Cromwell, Milton, Algernon Sidney, and Sir Henry Vane. But even the French Revolution had its
humors; and as the English Puritan Revolution gathered head and the extremer sectaries pressed to the
front--Quakers, New Lights, Fifth Monarchy Men, Ranters, etc.--its grotesque sides came uppermost.
Butler's hero is a Presbyterian Justice of the Peace who sallies forth with his secretary, Ralpho--an
Independent and Anabaptist--like Don Quixote with Sancho Panza, to suppress May games and bear-
baitings. (Macaulay, it will be remembered, said that the Puritans disapproved of bear-baiting, not because
it gave pain to the bear, but because it gave pleasure to the spectators.) The humor of Hudibras is not of the
finest. The knight and squire are discomfited in broadly comic adventures, hardly removed from the rough,
physical drolleries of a pantomime or a circus. The deep heart-laughter of Cervantes, the pathos on which
his humor rests, is, of course, not to be looked for in Butler. But he had wit of a sharp, logical kind, and his
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style surprises with all manner of verbal antics. He is almost as great a phrase-master as Pope, though in a
coarser kind. His verse is a smart doggerel, and his poem has furnished many stock sayings, as, for
example,

""Tis strange what difference there can be
"Twixt tweedle-dum and tweedle-dee."

Hudibras has had many imitators, not the least successful of whom was the American John Trumbull, in his
revolutionary satire M'Fingal, some couplets of which are generally quoted as Butler's, as, for
example,

"No man e'er felt the halter draw
With good opinion of the law."

The rebound against Puritanism is seen no less plainly in the drama of the Restoration, and the {167} stage
now took vengeance for its enforced silence under the Protectorate. Two theaters were opened under the
patronage, respectively, of the king and of his brother, the Duke of York. The manager of the latter, Sir
William Davenant--who had fought on the king's side, been knighted for his services, escaped to France,
and was afterward captured and imprisoned in England for two years--had managed to evade the law
against stage plays as early as 1656, by presenting his Siege of Rhodes as an "opera," with instrumental
music and dialogue in recitative, after a fashion newly sprung up in Italy. This he brought out again in
1661, with the dialogue recast into riming couplets in the French fashion. Movable painted scenery was
now introduced from France, and actresses took the female parts formerly played by boys. This last
innovation was said to be at the request of the king, one of whose mistresses, the famous Nell Gwynne, was
the favorite actress at the King's Theater. Upon the stage, thus reconstructed, the so-called "classical” rules
of the French theater were followed, at least in theory. The Louis XIV. writers were not purely creative,
like Shakspere and his contemporaries in England, but critical and self-conscious. The Academy had been
formed in 1636, for the preservation of the purity of the French language, and discussion abounded on the
principles and methods of literary art. Corneille not only wrote tragedies, but essays on tragedy, and one in
particular on the Three Unities. Dryden followed his example in his Essay of Dramatic Poesie (1667), in
which he treated of the unities, and argued for the use of rime in tragedy in preference to blank verse. His
own practice varied. Most of his tragedies were written in rime, but in the best of them, All for Love, 1678,
founded on Shakspere's Antony and Cleopatra, he returned to blank verse. One of the principles of the
classical school was to keep comedy and tragedy distinct. The tragic dramatists of the Restoration, Dryden,
Howard, Settle, Crowne, Lee, and others, composed what they called "heroic plays,” such as the Indian
Emperor, the Conquest of Granada, the Duke of Lerma, the Empress of Morocco, the Destruction of
Jerusalem, Nero, and the Rival Queens. The titles of these pieces indicate their character. Their heroes were
great historic personages. Subject and treatment were alike remote from nature and real life. The diction
was stilted and artificial, and pompous declamation took the place of action and genuine passion. The
tragedies of Racine seem chill to an Englishman brought up on Shakspere, but to see how great an artist
Racine was, in his own somewhat narrow way, one has but to compare his Phedre, or Iphigenie, with
Dryden's ranting tragedy of Tyrannic Love. These bombastic heroic plays were made the subject of a
capital burlesque, the Rehearsal, by George Villiers, Duke of Buckingham, acted in 1671 at the King's
Theater. The indebtedness of the English stage to the French did not stop with a general adoption of its
dramatic methods, but extended to direct imitation and translation. Dryden's comedy, An Evening's Love,
was adapted from Thomas Corneille's Le Feint Astrologue, and his Sir Martin Mar-all, from Moliére's L'
Etourdi. Shadwell borrowed his Miser from Moliére, and Otway made versions of Racine's Bérénice and
Moliere's Fourberies de Scapin. Wycherley's Country Wife and Plain Dealer, although not translations,
were based, in a sense, upon Moliére's Ecole des Femmes and Le Misanthrope. The only one of the tragic
dramatists of the Restoration who prolonged the traditions of the Elisabethan stage, was Otway, whose
Venice Preserved, written in blank verse, still keeps the boards. There are fine passages in Dryden's heroic
plays, passages weighty in thought and nobly sonorous in language. There is one great scene (between
Antony and Ventidius) in his All for Love. And one, at least, of his comedies, the Spanish Friar, is
skillfully constructed. But his nature was not pliable enough for the drama, and he acknowledged that, in
writing for the stage, he "forced his genius." In sharp contrast with these heroic plays was the comic drama
of the Restoration, the plays of Wycherley, Killigrew, Etherege, Farquhar, Van Brugh, Congreve, and
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others; plays like the Country Wife, the Parson's Wedding, She Would if She Could, the Beaux' Stratagem,
the Relapse, and the Way of the World. These were in prose, and represented the gay world and the surface
of fashionable life. Amorous intrigue was their constantly recurring theme. Some of them were written
expressly in ridicule of the Puritans. Such was the Committee of Dryden's brother-in-law, Sir Robert
Howard, the hero of which is a distressed gentleman, and the villain a London cit, and president of the
committee appointed by Parliament to sit upon the sequestration of the estates of royalists. Such were also
the Roundheads and the Banished Cavaliers of Mrs. Aphra Behn, who was a female spy in the service of
Charles 11., at Antwerp, and one of the coarsest of the Restoration comedians. The profession of piety had
become so disagreeable that a shameless cynicism was now considered the mark of a gentleman. The ideal
hero of Wycherley or Etherege was the witty young profligate, who had seen life, and learned to disbelieve
in virtue. His highest qualities were a contempt for cant, physical courage, a sort of spendthrift generosity,
and a good-natured readiness to back up a friend in a quarrel, or an amour. Virtue was bourgeois--reserved
for London trades-people. A man must be either a rake or a hypocrite. The gentlemen were rakes, the city
people were hypocrites. Their wives, however, were all in love with the gentlemen, and it was the proper
thing to seduce them, and to borrow their husbands' money. For the first and last time, perhaps, in the
history of the English drama, the sympathy of the audience was deliberately sought for the seducer and the
rogue, and the laugh turned against the dishonored husband and the honest man. (Contrast this with
Shakspere's Merry Wives of Windsor.) The women were represented as worse than the men--scheming,
ignorant, and corrupt. The dialogue in the best of these plays was easy, lively, and witty; the situations in
some of them audacious almost beyond belief. Under a thin varnish of good breeding, the sentiments and
manners were really brutal. The loosest gallants of Beaumont and Fletcher's theater retain a fineness of
feeling and that politesse de coeur--which marks the gentleman. They are poetic creatures, and own a
capacity for romantic passion. But the Manlys and Homers of the Restoration comedy have a prosaic, cold-
blooded profligacy that disgusts. Charles Lamb, in his ingenious essay on "The Artificial Comedy of the
Last Century,” apologized for the Restoration stage, on the ground that it represented a world of whim and
unreality in which the ordinary laws of morality had no application. But Macaulay answered truly, that at
no time has the stage been closer in its imitation of real life. The theater of Wycherley and Etherege was
but the counterpart of that social condition which we read of in Pepys's Diary, and in the Memoirs of the
Chevalier de Grammont. This prose comedy of manners was not, indeed, "artificial" at all, in the sense in
which the contemporary tragedy--the "heroic play"--was artificial. It was, on the contrary, far more natural,
and, intellectually, of much higher value. In 1698 Jeremy Collier, a non-juring Jacobite clergyman,
published his Short View of the Immorality and Profaneness of the English Stage, which did much toward
reforming the practice of the dramatists. The formal characteristics, without the immorality, of the
Restoration comedy, re-appeared briefly in Goldsmith's She Stoops to Conquer, 1772, and Sheridan's Rival,
School for Scandal, and Critic, 1775-9, our last strictly "classical” comedies. None of this school of English
comedians approached their model, Moliére. He excelled his imitators not only in his French urbanity--the
polished wit and delicate grace of his style--but in the dexterous unfolding of his plot, and in the wisdom
and truth of his criticism of life, and his insight into character. It is a symptom of the false taste of the age
that Shakspere's plays were rewritten for the Restoration stage. Davenant made new versions of Macbeth
and Julius Caasar, substituting rime for blank verse. In conjunction with Dryden, he altered the Tempest,
complicating the intrigue by the introduction of a male counterpart to Miranda--a youth who had never seen
a woman. Shadwell "improved" Timon of Athens, and Nahum Tate furnished a new fifth act to King Lear,
which turned the play into a comedy! In the prologue to his doctored version of Troilus and Cressida,
Dryden made the ghost of Shakspere speak of himself as

"Untaught, unpracticed in a barbarous age."

Thomas Rymer, whom Pope pronounced a good critic, was very severe upon Shakspere in his Remarks on
the Tragedies of the Last Age; and in his Short View of Tragedy, 1693, he said, "In the neighing of a horse
or in the growling of a mastiff, there is more humanity than, many times, in the tragical flights of
Shakspere." "To Deptford by water," writes Pepys, in his diary for August 20, 1666, "reading Othello,
Moor of Venice; which | ever heretofore esteemed a mighty good play; but, having so lately read the
Adventures of Five Hours, it seems a mean thing." In undramatic poetry the new school, both in England
and in France, took its point of departure in a reform against the extravagances of the Marinists, or
conceited poets, specially represented in England by Donne and Cowley. The new poets, both in their
theory and practice, insisted upon correctness, clearness, polish, moderation, and good sense. Boileau's L'
Art Poetique, 1673, inspired by Horace's Ars Poetica, was a treatise in verse upon the rules of correct
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composition, and it gave the law in criticism for over a century, not only in France, but in Germany and
England. It gave English poetry a didactic turn and started the fashion of writing critical essays in riming
couplets. The Earl of Mulgrave published two "poems" of this kind, an Essay on Satire, and an Essay on
Poetry. The Earl of Roscommon--who, said Addison, "makes even rules a noble poetry"--made a metrical
version of Horace's Ars Poetica, and wrote an original Essay on Translated Verse. Of the same kind were
Addison's epistle to Sacheverel, entitled An Account of the Greatest English Poets, and Pope's Essay on
Criticism, 1711, which was nothing more than versified maxims of rhetoric, put with Pope's usual point and
brilliancy. The classicism of the 18th century, it has been said, was a classicism in red heels and a periwig.
It was Latin rather than Greek; it turned to the least imaginative side of Latin literature and found its
models, not in Vergil, Catullus, and Lucretius, but in the satires, epistles, and didactic pieces of Juvenal,
Horace, and Persius. The chosen medium of the new poetry was the heroic couplet. This had, of course,
been used before by English poets as far back as Chaucer. The greater part of the Canterbury Tales was
written in heroic couplets. But now a new strength and precision were given to the familiar measure by
imprisoning the sense within the limit of the couplet, and by treating each line as also a unit in itself.
Edmund Waller had written verse of this kind as early as the reign of Charles I. He, said Dryden, "first
showed us to conclude the sense most commonly in distichs, which, in the verse of those before him, runs
on for so many lines together that the reader is out of breath to overtake it." Sir John Denham, also, in his
Cooper's Hill, 1643, had written such verse as this:

"0, could I flow like thee, and make thy stream
My great example as it is my theme!

{175}

Though deep yet clear, though gentle yet not dull,
Strong without rage, without o'erflowing full.”

Here we have the regular flow, and the nice balance between the first and second member of each couplet,
and the first and second part of each line, which characterized the verse of Dryden and Pope.

"Waller was smooth, but Dryden taught to join
The varying verse, the full resounding line,
The long resounding march and energy divine."

Thus wrote Pope, using for the nonce the triplet and alexandrine by which Dryden frequently varied the
couplet. Pope himself added a greater neatness and polish to Dryden's verse and brought the system to such
monotonous perfection that he "made poetry a mere mechanic art."”

The lyrical poetry of this generation was almost entirely worthless. The dissolute wits of Charles the
Second's court, Sedley, Rochester, Sackville, and the "mob of gentlemen who wrote with ease" threw off a
few amatory trifles; but the age was not spontaneous or sincere enough for genuine song. Cowley
introduced the Pindaric ode, a highly artificial form of the lyric, in which the language was tortured into a
kind of spurious grandeur, and the meter teased into a sound and fury, signifying nothing. Cowley's
Pindarics were filled with something which passed for fire, but has now utterly gone out. Nevertheless, the
fashion spread, and "he who could do nothing else," said Dr. Johnson, "could write like Pindar." The best
of these odes was Dryden's famous Alexander's Feast, written for a celebration of St. Cecilia's day by a
musical club. To this same fashion, also, we owe Gray's two fine odes, the Progress of Poesy and the Bard,
written a half-century later. Dryden was not so much a great poet, as a solid thinker, with a splendid
mastery of expression, who used his energetic verse as a vehicle for political argument and satire. His first
noteworthy poem, Annus Mirabilis, 1667, was a narrative of the public events of the year 1666, namely: the
Dutch war and the great fire of London. The subject of Absalom and Ahitophel--the first part of which
appeared in 1681--was the alleged plot of the Whig leader, the Earl of Shaftesbury, to defeat the succession
of the Duke of York, afterward James Il., by securing the throne to Monmouth, a natural son of Charles II.
The parallel afforded by the story of Absalom's revolt against David was wrought out by Dryden with
admirable ingenuity and keeping. He was at his best in satirical character-sketches, such as the brilliant
portraits in this poem of Shaftesbury, as the false counselor, Ahitophel, and of the Duke of Buckingham as
Zimri. The latter was Dryden's reply to the Rehearsal. Absalom and Ahitophel was followed by the Medal,
a continuation of the same subject, and Mac Flecknoe, a personal onslaught on the "true blue Protestant
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poet,” Thomas Shadwell, a political and literary foe of Dryden. Flecknoe, an obscure Irish poetaster, being
about to retire from the throne of duncedom, resolved to settle the succession upon his son, Shadwell,
whose claims to the inheritance are vigorously asserted.

"The rest to some faint meaning make pretense,
But Shadwell never deviates into sense. . . .
The midwife laid her hand on his thick skull
With this prophetic blessing--Be thou dull."

Dryden is our first great satirist. The formal satire had been written in the reign of Elisabeth by Donne, and
by Joseph Hall, Bishop of Exeter, and subsequently by Marston, the dramatist, by Wither, Marvell, and
others; but all of these failed through an over violence of language, and a purpose too pronouncedly moral.
They had no lightness of touch, no irony and mischief. They bore down too hard, imitated Juvenal, and
lashed English society in terms befitting the corruption of Imperial Rome. They denounced, instructed,
preached, did every thing but satirize. The satirist must raise a laugh. Donne and Hall abused men in
classes: priests were worldly, lawyers greedy, courtiers obsequious, etc. But the easy scorn of Dryden and
the delightful malice of Pope gave a pungent personal interest to their sarcasm, infinitely more effective
than these commonplaces of satire. Dryden was as happy in controversy as in satire, and is unexcelled in
the power to reason in verse. His Religio Laici, 1682, was a poem in defense of the {178} English Church.
But when James Il. came to the throne Dryden turned Catholic and wrote the Hind and Panther, 1687, to
vindicate his new belief. Dryden had the misfortune to be dependent upon royal patronage and upon a
corrupt stage. He sold his pen to the court, and in his comedies he was heavily and deliberately lewd, a sin
which he afterward acknowledged and regretted. Milton's "soul was like a star and dwelt apart,” but Dryden
wrote for the trampling multitude. He had a coarseness of moral fiber, but was not malignant in his satire,
being of a large, careless, and forgetting nature. He had that masculine, enduring cast of mind which
gathers heat and clearness from motion, and grows better with age. His Fables--modernizations from
Chaucer and translations from Boccaccio--written the year before he died, are among his best works.
Dryden is also our first critic of any importance. His critical essays were mostly written as prefaces or
dedications to his poems and plays. But his Essay on Dramatic Poesie, which Dr. Johnson called our "first
regular and valuable treatise on the art of writing," was in the shape of a Platonic dialogue. When not
misled by the French classicism of his day, Dryden was an admirable critic, full of penetration and sound
sense. He was the earliest writer, too, of modern literary prose. If the imitation of French models was an
injury to poetry it was a benefit to prose. The best modern prose is French, and it was the essayists of the
Gallicised Restoration age--Cowley, Sir William Temple, and, above all, Dryden--who gave modern
English prose that simplicity, directness, and colloquial air, which marks it off from the more artificial
diction of Milton, Taylor, and Browne. A few books whose shaping influences lay in the past belong by
their date to this period. John Bunyan, a poor tinker, whose reading was almost wholly in the Bible and
Fox's Book of Martyrs, imprisoned for twelve years in Bedford jail for preaching at conventicles, wrote
and, in 1678, published his Pilgrim's Progress, the greatest of religious allegories. Bunyan's spiritual
experiences were so real to him that they took visible concrete shape in his imagination as men, women,
cities, landscapes. It is the simplest, the most transparent of allegories. Unlike the Faery Queene, the story
of Pilgrim's Progress has no reason for existing apart from its inner meaning, and yet its reality is so vivid
that children read of Vanity Fair and the Slough of Despond and Doubting Castle and the Valley of the
Shadow of Death with the same belief with which they read of Crusoe's cave or Aladdin's palace. It is a
long step from the Bedford tinker to the cultivated poet of Paradise Lost. They represent the poles of the
Puritan party. Yet it may admit of a doubt, whether the Puritan epic is, in essentials, as vital and original a
work as the Puritan allegory. They both came out quietly and made little noise at first. But the Pilgrim's
Progress got at once into circulation, and not even a single copy of the first edition remains. Milton, too--
who received 10 pounds for the copyright of Paradise Lost--seemingly found that "fit audience though few"
for which he prayed, as his poem reached its second impression in five years (1672). Dryden visited him in
his retirement and asked leave to turn it into rime and put it on the stage as an opera. "Ay," said Milton,
good humoredly, "you may tag my verses." And accordingly they appeared, duly tagged, in Dryden's
operatic masque, the State of Innocence. In this startling conjunction we have the two ages in a nut-shell:
the Commonwealth was an epic, the Restoration an opera. The literary period covered by the life of Pope,
1688-1744, is marked off by no distinct line from the generation before it. Taste continued to be governed
by the precepts of Boileau and the French classical school. Poetry remained chiefly didactic and satirical,
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and satire in Pope's hands was more personal even than in Dryden's, and addressed itself less to public
issues. The literature of the "Augustan age" of Queen Anne (1702-1714) was still more a literature of the
town and of fashionable society than that of the Restoration had been. It was also closely involved with
party struggles of Whig and Tory, and the ablest pens on either side were taken into alliance by the political
leaders. Swift was in high favor with the Tory ministers, Oxford and Bolingbroke, and his pamphlets, the
Public Spirit of the Whigs and the Conduct of the Allies, were rewarded with the deanery of St. Patrick's,
Dublin. Addison became Secretary of State under a Whig government. Prior was in the diplomatic service.
Daniel De Foe, the author of Robinson Crusoe, 1719, was a prolific political writer, conducted his Review
in the interest of the Whigs and was imprisoned and pilloried for his ironical pamphlet, The Shortest Way
with the Dissenters. Steele, who was a violent writer on the Whig side, held various public offices, such as
Commissioner of Stamps and Commissioner for Forfeited Estates, and sat in Parliament. After the
Revolution of 1688 the manners and morals of English society were somewhat on the mend. The court of
William and Mary, and of their successor, Queen Anne, set no such example of open profligacy as that of
Charles Il. But there was much hard drinking, gambling, dueling, and intrigue in London, and vice was
fashionable till Addison partly preached and partly laughed it down in the Spectator. The women were
mostly frivolous and uneducated, and not unfrequently fast. They are spoken of with systematic disrespect
by nearly every writer of the time, except Steele. "Every woman," wrote Pope, "is at heart a rake." The
reading public had now become large enough to make letters a profession. Dr. Johnson said that Pope was
the first writer in whose case the book-seller took the place of the patron. His translation of Homer,
published by subscription, brought him between eight and nine thousand pounds and made him
independent. But the activity of the press produced a swarm of poorly-paid hack-writers, penny-a-liners,
who lived from hand to mouth and did small literary jobs to order. Many of these inhabited Grub Street,
and their lampoons against Pope and others of their more successful rivals called out Pope's Dunciad, or
epic of the dunces, by way of retaliation. The politics of the time were sordid and consisted mainly of an
ignoble scramble for office. The Whigs were fighting to maintain the Act of Succession in favor of the
House of Hanover, and the Tories were secretly intriguing with the exiled Stuarts. Many of the leaders,
such as the great Whig champion, John Churchill, Duke of Marlborough, were without political principle or
even personal honesty. The Church, too, was in a condition of spiritual deadness. Bishoprics and livings
were sold and given to political favorites. Clergymen, like Swift and Lawrence Sterne, were worldly in
their lives and immoral in their writings, and were practically unbelievers. The growing religious
skepticism appeared in the Deist controversy. Numbers of men in high position were Deists; the Earl of
Shaftesbury, for example, and Pope's brilliant friend, Henry St. John, Lord Bolingbroke, the head of the
Tory ministry, whose political writings had much influence upon his young French acquaintance, Voltaire.
Pope was a Roman Catholic, though there is little to show it in his writings, and the underlying thought of
his famous Essay on Man was furnished him by Bolingbroke. The letters of the cold-hearted Chesterfield to
his son were accepted as a manual of conduct, and La Rochefoucauld's cynical maxims were quoted as
authority on life and human nature. Said Swift:

"As Rochefoucauld his maxims drew
From nature, | believe them true.
They argue no corrupted mind

In him; the fault is in mankind."

The succession which Dryden had willed to Congreve was taken up by Alexander Pope. He was a man
quite unlike Dryden, sickly, deformed, morbidly precocious, and spiteful; nevertheless he joined on to and
continued Dryden. He was more careful in his literary workmanship than his great forerunner, and in his
Moral Essays and Satires he brought the Horatian epistle in verse, the formal satire and that species of
didactic poem of which Boileau had given the first example, to an exquisite perfection of finish and verbal
art. Dryden had translated Vergil, and so Pope translated Homer. The throne of the dunces, which Dryden
had conferred upon Shadwell, Pope, in his Dunciad, passed on to two of his own literary foes, Theobald
and Colley Cibber. There is a great waste of strength in this elaborate squib, and most of the petty writers,
whose names it has preserved, as has been said, like flies in amber, are now quite unknown. But, although
we have to read it with notes, to get the point of its allusions, it is easy to see what execution it must have
done at the time, and it is impossible to withhold admiration from the wit, the wickedness, the triumphant
mischief of the thing. The sketch of Addison--who had offended Pope by praising a rival translation of
Homer--as "Atticus,"” is as brilliant as any thing of the kind in Dryden. Pope's very malignity made his sting
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sharper than Dryden's. He secreted venom, and worked out his revenges deliberately, bringing all the
resources of his art to bear upon the question of how to give the most pain most cleverly. Pope's
masterpiece is, perhaps, the Rape of the Lock, a mock heroic poem, a "dwarf Iliad," recounting, in five
cantos, a society quarrel, which arose from Lord Petre's cutting a lock of hair from the head of Mrs.
Avrabella Fermor. Boileau, in his Lutrin, had treated, with the same epic dignity, a dispute over the placing
of the reading desk in a parish church. Pope was the Homer of the drawing-room, the boudoir, the tea-urn,
the omber-party, the sedan-chair, the parrot cage, and the lap-dogs. This poem, in its sparkle and airy grace,
is the topmost blossom of a highly artificial society, the quintessence of whatever poetry was possible in
those

"Teacup times of hood and hoop,
And when the patch was worn,"

with whose decorative features, at least, the recent Queen Anne revival has made this generation familiar. It
may be said of it, as Thackeray said of Gay's pastorals: "It is to poetry what charming little Dresden china
figures are to sculpture, graceful, minikin, fantastic, with a certain beauty always accompanying them." The
Rape of the Lock, perhaps, stops short of beauty, but it attains elegance and prettiness in a supreme degree.
In imitation of the gods and goddesses in the Iliad, who intermeddle for or against the human characters,
Pope introduced the Sylphs of the Rosicrucian philosophy. We may measure the distance between
imagination and fancy, if we will compare these little filagree creatures with Shakspere's elves, whose
occupation it was

"To tread the ooze of the salt deep,

Or run upon the sharp wind of the north, . . .

Or on the beached margent of the sea,

To dance their ringlets to the whispering wind."

Very different were the offices of Pope's fays:

"Our humble province is to tend the fair;

Not a less pleasing, though less glorious, care;
To save the powder from too rude a gale,

Nor let the imprisoned essences exhale. . . .
Nay oft in dreams invention we bestow

To change a flounce or add a furbelow."

Pope was not a great poet; it has been doubted whether he was a poet at all. He does not touch the heart, or
stimulate the imagination, as the true poet always does. In the poetry of nature, and the poetry of passion,
he was altogether impotent. His Windsor Forest and his Pastorals are artificial and false, not written with
"the eye upon the object.”" His epistle of Eloisa to Abelard is declamatory and academic, and leaves the
reader cold. The only one of his poems which is at all possessed with feeling is his pathetic Elegy to the
Memory of an Unfortunate Lady. But he was a great literary artist. Within the cramped and starched
regularity of the heroic couplet, which the fashion of the time and his own habit of mind imposed upon
him, he secured the largest variety of modulation and emphasis of which that verse was capable. He used
antithesis, periphrasis, and climax with great skill. His example dominated English poetry for nearly a
century, and even now, when a poet like Dr. Holmes, for example, would write satire or humorous verse of
a dignified kind, he turns instinctively to the measure and manner of Pope. He was not a consecutive
thinker, like Dryden, and cared less about the truth of his thought than about the pointedness of its
expression. His language was closer-grained than Dryden's. His great art was the art of putting things. He is
more quoted than any other English poet, but Shakspere. He struck the average intelligence, the common
sense of English readers, and furnished it with neat, portable formulas, so that it no longer needed to "vent
its observation in mangled terms," but could pour itself out compactly, artistically, in little, ready-made
molds. But his high-wrought brilliancy, this unceasing point, soon fatigue. His poems read like a series of
epigrams; and every line has a hit or an effect. From the reign of Queen Anne date the beginnings of the
periodical essay. Newspapers had been published since the time of the Civil War; at first irregularly, and
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then regularly. But no literature of permanent value appeared in periodical form until Richard Steele started
the Tatler, in 1709. In this he was soon joined by his friend, Joseph Addison and in its successor the
Spectator, the first number of which was issued March 1, 1711, Addison's contributions outnumbered
Steele's. The Tatler was published on three, the Spectator on six, days of the week. The Tatler gave political
news, but each number of the Spectator consisted of a single essay. The object of these periodicals was to
reflect the passing humors of the time, and to satirize the follies and minor immoralities of the town. "I
shall endeavor,” wrote Addison, in the tenth paper of the Spectator, "to enliven morality with wit, and to
temper wit with morality. . . . It was said of Socrates that he brought Philosophy down from Heaven to
inhabit among men; and | shall be ambitious to have it said of me that | have brought Philosophy out of
closets and libraries, schools and colleges, to dwell in clubs and assemblies, at tea-tables and in coffee-
houses." Addison's satire was never personal. He was a moderate man, and did what he could to restrain
Steele's intemperate party zeal. His character was dignified and pure, and his strongest emotion seems to
have been his religious feeling. One of his contemporaries called him "a parson in a tie wig," and he wrote
several excellent hymns. His mission was that of censor of the public taste. Sometimes he lectures and
sometimes he preaches, and in his Saturday papers, he brought his wide reading and nice scholarship into
service for the instruction of his readers. Such was the series of essays, in which he gave an elaborate
review of Paradise Lost. Such also was his famous paper, the Vision of Mirza, an oriental allegory of
human life. The adoption of this slightly pedagogic tone was justified by the prevalent ignorance and
frivolity of the age. But the lighter portions of the Spectator are those which have worn the best. Their style
is at once correct and easy, and it is as a humorist, a sly observer of manners, and above all, a delightful
talker, that Addison is best known to posterity. In the personal sketches of the members of the Spectator
Club, of Will Honeycomb, Captain Sentry, Sir Andrew Freeport, and, above all, Sir Roger de Coverley, the
quaint and honest country gentleman, may be found the nucleus of the modern prose fiction of character.
Addison's humor is always a trifle grave. There is no whimsy, no frolic in it, as in Sterne or Lamb. "He
thinks justly,” said Dr. Johnson, "but he thinks faintly." The Spectator had a host of followers, from the
somewhat heavy Rambler and Idler of Johnson, down to the Salmagundi papers of our own Irving, who
was, perhaps, Addison's latest and {189} best literary descendant. In his own age Addison made some
figure as a poet and dramatist. His Campaign, celebrating the victory of Blenheim, had one much-admired
couplet, in which Marlborough was likened to the angel of tempest, who

"Pleased the Almighty's orders to perform,

Rides in the whirlwind and directs the storm."

His stately, classical tragedy, Cato, which was acted at Drury Lane Theater in 1712, with immense
applause, was pronounced by Dr. Johnson "unquestionably the noblest production of Addison's genius.” It
is, notwithstanding, cold and tedious, as a whole, though it has some fine declamatory passages--in
particular the soliloquy of Cato in the fifth act--

"It must be so: Plato, thou reasonest well," etc.

The greatest of the Queen Anne wits, and one of the most savage and powerful satirists that ever lived, was
Jonathan Swift. As secretary in the family of Sir William Temple, and domestic chaplain to the Earl of
Berkeley, he had known in youth the bitterness of poverty and dependence. Afterward he wrote himself
into influence with the Tory ministry, and was promised a bishopric, but was put off with the deanery of St.
Patrick's, and retired to Ireland to "die like a poisoned rat in a hole.” His life was made tragical by the
forecast of the madness which finally overtook him. "The stage darkened," said Scott, "ere the curtain fell."”
Insanity deepened into idiocy and a hideous silence, and for three years before his death he spoke hardly
ever a word. He had directed that his tombstone should bear the inscription, Ubi saeva indignatio cor
ulterius lacerare nequit. "So great a man he seems to me," wrote Thackeray, "that thinking of him is like
thinking of an empire falling." Swift's first noteworthy publication was his Tale of a Tub, 1704, a satire on
religious differences. But his great work was Gulliver's Travels, 1726, the book in which his hate and scorn
of mankind, and the long rage of mortified pride and thwarted ambition found their fullest expression.
Children read the voyages to Lilliput and Brobdingnag, to the flying island of Laputa and the country of the
Houyhnhnms, as they read Robinson Crusoe, as stories of wonderful adventure. Swift had all of De Foe's
realism, his power of giving veri-similitude to his narrative by the invention of a vast number of small,
exact, consistent details. But underneath its fairy tales, Gulliver's Travels is a satire, far more radical than
any of Dryden's or Pope's, because directed, not against particular parties or persons, but against human
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nature. In his account of Lilliput and Brobdingnag, Swift tries to show--looking first through one end of the
telescope and then through the other--that human greatness, goodness, beauty disappear if the scale be
altered a little. If men were six inches high instead of six feet--such is the logic of his tale--their wars,
governments, science, religion--all their institutions, in fine, and all the courage, wisdom, and virtue by
which these have been built up, would appear laughable. On the other hand, if they were sixty feet high
instead of six, they would become disgusting. The complexion of the finest ladies would show blotches,
hairs, excrescences, and an overpowering effluvium would breathe from the pores of the skin. Finally, in
his loathsome caricature of mankind, as Yahoos, he contrasts them to their shame with the beasts, and sets
instinct above reason. The method of Swift's satire was grave irony. Among his minor writings in this kind
are his Argument against Abolishing Christianity, his Modest Proposal for utilizing the surplus population
of Ireland by eating the babies of the poor, and his Predictions of Isaac Bickerstaff. In the last he predicted
the death of one Partridge, an almanac maker, at a certain day and hour. When the time set was past, he
published a minute account of Partridge's last moments; and when the subject of this excellent fooling
printed an indignant denial of his own death, Swift answered very temperately, proving that he was dead
and remonstrating with him on the violence of his language. "To call a man a fool and villain, an impudent
fellow, only for differing from him in a point merely speculative, is, in my humble opinion, a very
improper style for a person of his education." Swift wrote verses as well as prose, but their motive was the
reverse of poetical. His gross and cynical humor vulgarized whatever it touched. He leaves us no illusions,
and not only strips his subject, but flays it and shows the raw muscles beneath the skin. He delighted to
dwell upon the lowest bodily functions of human nature. "He saw bloodshot," said Thackeray.

1. Macaulay's Essay, The Comic Dramatists of the Restoration.

2. The Poetical Works of John Dryden. Globe Edition. Macmillan & Co.

3. Thackeray's English Humorists of the Last Century.

4. Sir Roger de Coverley. New York: Harper, 1878.

5. Swift's Tale of a Tub, Gulliver's Travels, Directions to Servants,

Polite Conversation, The Great Question Debated, Verses on the Death of Dean Swift.
6. The Poetical Works of Alexander Pope. Globe Edition. Macmillan & Co.
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CHAPTER VI.
FROM THE DEATH OF POPE TO THE FRENCH REVOLUTION.
1744-1789

Pope's example continued potent for fifty years after his death. Especially was this so in satiric and didactic
poetry. Not only Dr. Johnson's adaptations from Juvenal, London, 1738, and the Vanity of Human Wishes,
1749, but Gifford's Baviad, 1791, and Maeviad, 1795, and Byron's English Bards and Scotch Reviewers,
1809, were in the verse and manner of Pope. In Johnson's Lives of the Poets, 1781, Dryden and Pope are
treated as the two greatest English poets. But long before this a revolution in literary taste had begun, a
movement which is variously described as The Return to Nature, or The Rise of the New Romantic School.
For nearly a hundred years poetry had dealt with manners and the life of towns, the gay, prosaic life of
Congreve or of Pope. The sole concession to the life of nature was the old pastoral, which, in the hands of
cockneys, like Pope and Ambrose Philips, who merely repeated stock descriptions at second or third hand,
became even more artificial than a Beggar's Opera or a Rape of the {194} Lock. These, at least, were true
to their environment, and were natural, just because they were artificial. But the Seasons of James
Thomson, published in installments from 1726-30, had opened a new field. Their theme was the English
landscape, as varied by the changes of the year, and they were written by a true lover and observer of
nature. Mark Akenside's Pleasures of Imagination, 1744, published the year of Pope's death, was written
like the Seasons, in blank verse; and although its language had much of the formal, didactic cast of the
Queen Anne poets, it pointed unmistakably in the new direction. Thomson had painted the soft beauties of
a highly cultivated land--lawns, gardens, forest-preserves, orchards, and sheep-walks. But now a fresh note
was struck in the literature, not of England alone, but of Germany and France--romanticism, the chief
element in which was a love of the wild. Poets turned from the lameness of modern existence to savage
nature and the heroic simplicity of life among primitive tribes. In France, Rousseau introduced the idea of
the natural man, following his instincts in disregard of social conventions. In Germany Bodmer published,
in 1753, the first edition of the old German epic, the Nibelungen Lied. Works of a similar tendency in
England were the odes of William Collins and Thomas Gray, published between 1747-57, especially
Collins's Ode on the Superstitions of the Highlands, and Gray's Bard, a pindaric, in which the last survivor
of the Welsh bards invokes vengeance on {195} Edward ., the destroyer of his guild. Gray and Mason, his
friend and editor, made translations from the ancient Welsh and Norse poetry. Thomas Percy's Reliques of
Ancient English Poetry, 1765, aroused a taste for old ballads. Richard Hurd's Letters on Chivalry and
Romance, Thomas Warton's History of English Poetry, 1774-78, Tyrwhitt's critical edition of Chaucer, and
Horace Walpole's Gothic romance, the Castle of Otranto, 1765, stimulated this awakened interest in the
picturesque aspects of feudal life, and contributed to the fondness for supernatural and mediaeval subjects.
James Beattie's Minstrel, 1771, described the educating influence of Scottish mountain scenery upon the
genius of a young poet. But the most remarkable instances of this passion for wild nature and the romantic
past were the Poems of Ossian and Thomas Chatterton's literary forgeries. In 1762 James Macpherson
published the first installment of what professed to be a translation of the poems of Ossian, a Gaelic bard,
whom tradition placed in the 3d century. Macpherson said that he made his version--including two
complete epics, Fingal and Temora, from Gaelic MSS., which he had collected in the Scottish Highlands. A
fierce controversy at once sprang up over the genuineness of these remains. Macpherson was challenged to
produce his originals, and when, many years after, he published the Gaelic text, it was asserted that this was
nothing but a translation of his own English into modern Gaelic. Of the MSS. which he professed to have
found not a scrap remained: the Gaelic text was printed from transcriptions in Macpherson's handwriting or
in that of his secretaries. But whether these poems were the work of Ossian or of Macpherson, they made a
deep impression upon the time. Napoleon admired them greatly, and Goethe inserted passages from the
"Songs of Selma" in his Sorrows of Werther. Macpherson composed--or translated--them in an abrupt,
rhapsodical prose, resembling the English version of Job or of the prophecies of Isaiah. They filled the
minds of their readers with images of vague sublimity and desolation; the mountain torrent, the mist on the
hills, the ghosts of heroes half seen by the setting moon, the thistle in the ruined courts of chieftains, the
grass whistling on the windy heath, the gray rock by the blue stream of Lutha, and the cliffs of sea-
surrounded Gormal. "A tale of the times of old!" "Why, thou wanderer unseen! Thou bender of the thistle
of Lora; why, thou breeze of the valley, hast thou left mine ear? | hear no distant roar of streams! No sound
of the harp from the rock! Come, thou huntress of Lutha, Malvina, call back his soul to the bard. | look
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forward to Lochlin of lakes, to the dark billowy bay of U-thorno, where Fingal descends from Ocean, from
the roar of winds. Few are the heroes of Morven in a land unknown." Thomas Chatterton, who died by his
own hand in 1770, at the age of seventeen, is one of the most wonderful examples of precocity in the
history of literature. His father had been sexton of the ancient Church of St. Mary Redcliff, in Bristol, and
the boy's sensitive imagination took the stamp of his surroundings. He taught himself to read from a black-
letter Bible. He drew charcoal sketches of churches, castles, knightly tombs, and heraldic blazonry. When
only eleven years old, he began the fabrication of documents in prose and verse, which he ascribed to a
fictitious Thomas Rowley, a secular priest at Bristol in the 15th century. Chatterton pretended to have
found these among the contents of an old chest in the muniment room of St. Mary Redcliff's. The Rowley
poems included two tragedies, Aella and Goddwyn, two cantos of a long poem on the Battle of Hastings,
and a number of ballads and minor pieces. Chatterton had no precise knowledge of early English, or even
of Chaucer. His method of working was as follows: He made himself a manuscript glossary of the words
marked as archaic in Bailey's and Kersey's English dictionaries, composed his poems first in modern
language, and then turned them into ancient spelling, and substituted here and there the old words in his
glossary for their modern equivalents. Naturally he made many mistakes, and though Horace Walpole, to
whom he sent some of his pieces, was unable to detect the forgery, his friends, Gray and Mason, to whom
he submitted them, at once pronounced them spurious. Nevertheless there was a controversy over Rowley,
hardly less obstinate than that over Ossian, a controversy made possible only by the then almost universal
ignorance of the forms, scansion, and vocabulary of early English poetry. Chatterton's poems are of little
value in themselves, but they are the record of an industry and imitative quickness, marvelous in a mere
child, and they show how, with the instinct of genius, he threw himself into the main literary current of his
time. Discarding the couplet of Pope, the poets now went back for models to the Elisabethan writers.
Thomas Warton published, in 1753, his Observations on the Faerie Queene. Beattie's Minstrel, Thomson's
Castle of Indolence, William Shenstone's Schoolmistress, and John Dyer's Fleece, were all written in the
Spenserian stanza. Shenstone gave a partly humorous effect to his poem by imitating Spenser's archaisms,
and Thomson reproduced in many passages the copious harmony and luxuriant imagery of the Faerie
Queene. The Fleece was a poem on English wool-growing, after the fashion of Vergil's Georgics. The
subject was unfortunate, for, as Dr. Johnson said, it is impossible to make poetry out of serges and
druggets. Dyer's Grongar Hill, which mingles reflection with natural description in the manner of Gray's
Elegy written in a Country Churchyard, was composed in the octosyllabic verse of Milton's L'Allegro and
Il Penseroso. Milton's minor poems, which had hitherto been neglected, exercised a great influence on
Collins and Gray. Collins's Ode to Simplicity was written in the stanza of Milton's Nativity, and his
exquisite unrimed Ode to Evening was a study in versification, after Milton's translation of Horace's Ode to
Pyrrha, in the original meters. Shakspere began to to be studied more reverently: numerous critical editions
of his plays were issued, and Garrick restored his pure text to the stage. Collins was an enthusiastic student
of Shakspere, and one of his sweetest poems, the Dirge in Cymbeline, was inspired by the tragedy of
Cymbeline. The verse of Gray, Collins, and the Warton brothers, abounds in verbal reminiscences of
Shakspere; but their genius was not allied to his, being exclusively lyrical, and not at all dramatic. The
Muse of this romantic school was Fancy rather than Passion. A thoughtful melancholy, a gentle, scholarly
pensiveness, the spirit of Milton's Il Penseroso, pervades their poetry. Gray was a fastidious scholar, who
produced very little, but that little of the finest quality. His famous Elegy, expressing a meditative mood in
language of the choicest perfection, is the representative poem of the second half of the 18th century, as the
Rape of the Lock is of the first. The romanticists were quietists, and their scenery is characteristic. They
loved solitude and evening, the twilight vale, the mossy hermitage, ruins, glens, and caves. Their style was
elegant and academic, retaining a little of the stilted poetic diction of their classical {200} forerunners.
Personification and periphrasis were their favorite mannerisms: Collins's Odes were largely addressed to
abstractions, such as Fear, Pity, Liberty, Mercy, and Simplicity. A poet in their dialect was always a "bard;"
a countryman was "the untutored swain," and a woman was a "nymph" or "the fair," just as in Dryden and
Pope. Thomson is perpetually mindful of Vergil, and afraid to speak simply. He uses too many Latin
epithets, like amusive and precipitant, and calls a fish-line "The floating line snatched from the hoary
steed." They left much for Cowper and Wordsworth to do in the way of infusing the new blood of a strong,
racy English into our exhausted poetic diction. Their poetry is impersonal, bookish, literary. It lacks
emotional force, except now and then in Gray's immortal Elegy, in his Ode on a Distant Prospect of Eton
College, in Collins's lines, On the Death of Thomson, and his little ode beginning, "How sleep the brave?"
The new school did not lack critical expounders of its principles and practice. Joseph Warton published, in
1756, the first volume of his Essay on the Genius and Writings of Pope, an elaborate review of Pope's
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writings seriatim, doing him certainly full justice, but ranking him below Shakspere, Spenser, and Milton.
"Wit and satire," wrote Warton, "are transitory and perishable, but nature and passion are eternal. . . . He
stuck to describing modern manners; but those manners, because they are familiar, artificial, and polished,
are, in their very nature, unfit for any lofty effort of the Muse. Whatever poetical enthusiasm he actually
possessed he withheld and stifled. Surely it is no narrow and niggardly encomium to say, he is the great
Poet of Reason, the first of Ethical authors in verse." Warton illustrated his critical positions by quoting
freely not only from Spenser and Milton, but from recent poets, like Thomson, Gray, Collins, and Dyer. He
testified that the Seasons had "been very instrumental in diffusing a general taste for the beauties of nature
and landscape.” It was symptomatic of the change in literary taste that the natural or English school of
landscape gardening now began to displace the French and Dutch fashion of clipped hedges, regular
parterres, etc., and that Gothic architecture came into repute. Horace Walpole was a virtuoso in Gothic art,
and in his castle, at Strawberry Hill, he made a collection of ancient armor, illuminated MSS., and bric-a-
brac of all kinds. Gray had been Walpole's traveling companion in France and lItaly, and the two had
quarreled and separated, but were afterward reconciled. From Walpole's private printing-press, at
Strawberry Hill, Gray's two "sister odes," the Bard and the Progress of Poesy, were first printed, in 1757.
Both Gray and Walpole were good correspondents, and their printed letters are among the most delightful
literature of the kind. The central figure among the English men of letters of that generation was Samuel
Johnson (1709-84), whose memory has been preserved less by his own writings than by James Boswell's
famous Life of Johnson, published in 1791. Boswell was a Scotch laird and advocate, who first met
Johnson in London, when the latter was fifty-four years old. Boswell was not a very wise or witty person,
but he reverenced the worth and intellect which shone through his subject's uncouth exterior. He followed
him about, note-book in hand, bore all his snubbings patiently, and made the best biography ever written. It
is related that the doctor once said that if he thought Boswell meant to write his life, he should prevent it by
taking Boswell's. And yet Johnson's own writings and this biography of him have changed places in
relative importance so completely, that Carlyle predicted that the former would soon be reduced to notes on
the latter; and Macaulay said that the man who was known to his contemporaries as a great writer was
known to posterity as an agreeable companion. Johnson was one of those rugged, eccentric, self-developed
characters, so common among the English. He was the son of a Lichfield book-seller, and after a course at
Oxford, which was cut short by poverty, and an unsuccessful career as a school-master, he had come up to
London, in 1737, where he supported himself for many years as a book-seller's hack. Gradually his great
learning and abilities, his ready social wit and powers as a talker, caused his company to be sought at the
tables of those whom he called "the great." He was a clubbable man, and he drew about him at the tavern a
group of the most distinguished intellects of the time, Edmund Burke, the orator and statesman, Oliver
Goldsmith, Sir Joshua Reynolds, the portrait painter, and David Garrick, the great actor, who had been a
pupil in Johnson's school, near Lichfield. Johnson was the typical John Bull of the last century. His
oddities, virtues, and prejudices were thoroughly English. He hated Frenchmen, Scotchmen, and
Americans, and had a cockneyish attachment to London. He was a high Tory, and an orthodox churchman;
he loved a lord in the abstract, and yet he asserted a sturdy independence against any lord in particular. He
was deeply religious, but had an abiding fear of death. He was burly in person, and slovenly in dress, his
shirt-frill always covered with snuff. He was a great diner out, an inordinate tea-drinker, and a voracious
and untidy feeder. An inherited scrofula, which often took the form of hypochondria and threatened to
affect his brain, deprived him of control over the muscles of his face. Boswell describes how his features
worked, how he snorted, grunted, whistled, and rolled about in his chair when getting ready to speak. He
records his minutest traits, such as his habit of pocketing the orange peels at the club, and his superstitious
way of touching all the posts between his house and the Mitre Tavern, going back to do it, if he skipped one
by chance. Though bearish in his manners and arrogant in dispute, especially when talking "for victory,"
Johnson had a large and tender heart. He loved his ugly, old wife--twenty-one years his senior--and he had
his house full of unfortunates--a blind woman, an invalid surgeon, a destitute widow, a negro servant--
whom he supported for many years, and bore with all their ill-humors patiently. Among Johnson's
numerous writings the ones best entitled to remembrance are, perhaps, his Dictionary of the English
Language, 1755; his moral tale, Rasselas, 1759; the introduction to his Edition of Shakspere, 1765; and his
Lives of the Poets, 1781. Johnson wrote a sonorous, cadenced prose, full of big Latin words and balanced
clauses. Here is a sentence, for example, from his Visit to the Hebrides: "We were now treading that
illustrious island which was once the luminary of the Caledonian regions, whence savage clans and roving
barbarians derived the benefits of knowledge and the blessings of religion. To abstract the mind from all
local emotion would be impossible, if it were endeavored, and would be foolish, if it were possible.” The
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difference between his colloquial style and his book style is well illustrated in the instance cited by
Macaulay. Speaking of Villier's Rehearsal, Johnson said, "It has not wit enough to keep it sweet;" then
paused and added--translating English into Johnsonese--"it has not vitality sufficient to preserve it from
putrefaction.” There is more of this in Johnson's Rambler and Idler papers than in his latest work, the Lives
of the Poets. In this he showed himself a sound and judicious critic, though with decided limitations. His
understanding was solid, but he was a thorough classicist, and his taste in poetry was formed on Pope. He
was unjust to Milton and to his own contemporaries, Gray, Collins, Shenstone, and Dyer. He had no sense
of the higher and subtler graces of romantic poetry, and he had a comical indifference to the "beauties of
nature." When Boswell once ventured to remark that poor Scotland had, at least, some "noble, wild
prospects,” the doctor replied that the noblest prospect a Scotchman ever saw was the road that led to
London. The English novel of real life had its origin at this time. Books like De Foe's Robinson Crusoe,
Captain Singleton, Journal of the Plague, etc., were tales of incident and adventure rather than novels. The
novel deals primarily with character and with the interaction of characters upon one another, as developed
by a regular plot. The first English novelist, in the modern sense of the word, was Samuel Richardson, a
printer, who began authorship in his fiftieth year with his Pamela, the story of a young servant girl, who
resisted the seductions of her master, and finally, as the reward of her virtue, became his wife. Clarissa
Harlowe, 1748, was the tragical history of a high spirited young lady, who being driven from home by her
family, because she refused to marry the suitor selected for her, fell into the toils of Lovelace, an
accomplished rake. After struggling heroically against every form of artifice and violence, she was at last
drugged and ruined. She died of a broken heart, and Lovelace, borne down by remorse, was killed in a duel
by a cousin of Clarissa. Sir Charles Grandison, 1753, was Richardson's portrait of an ideal fine gentleman,
whose stately doings fill eight volumes, but who seems to the modern reader a bore and a prig. All of these
novels were written in the form of letters passing between the characters, a method which fitted
Richardson's subjective cast of mind. He knew little of life, but he identified himself intensely with his
principal character and produced a strong effect by minute, accumulated touches. Clarissa Harlowe is his
masterpiece, though even in that the situation is painfully prolonged, the heroine's virtue is self-conscious
and rhetorical, and there is something almost ludicrously unnatural in the copiousness with which she pours
herself out in gushing epistles to her female correspondent at the very moment when she is beset with
dangers, persecuted, agonized, and driven nearly mad. In Richardson's novels appears, for the first time,
that sentimentalism which now began to infect European literature. Pamela was translated into French and
German, and fell in with that current of popular feeling which found fullest expression in Rousseau's
Nouvelle Heloise, 1759, and Goethe's Leiden des Jungen Werther, which set all the world a-weeping in
1774. Coleridge said that to pass from Richardson's books to those of Henry Fielding was like going into
the fresh air from a close room heated by stoves. Richardson, it has been affirmed, knew man, but Fielding
knew men. The latter's first novel, Joseph Andrews, 1742, was begun as a travesty of Pamela. The hero, a
brother of Pamela, was a young footman in the employ of Lady Booby, from whom his virtue suffered a
like assault to that made upon Pamela's by her master. This reversal of the natural situation was in itself full
of laughable possibilities, had the book gone on simply as a burlesque. But the exuberance of Fielding's
genius led him beyond his original design. This hero, leaving Lady Booby's service, goes traveling with
good Parson Adams, and is soon engaged in a series of comical and rather boisterous adventures. Fielding
had seen life, and his characters were painted from the life with a bold, free hand. He was a gentleman by
birth, and had made acquaintance with society and the town in 1727, when he was a handsome, stalwart
young fellow, with high animal spirits and a great appetite for pleasure. He soon ran himself into debt and
began writing for the stage; married, and spent his wife's fortune, living for awhile in much splendor as a
country gentleman, and afterward in a reduced condition as a rural justice with a salary of 500 pounds of
"the dirtiest money on earth.” Fielding's masterpiece was Tom Jones, 1749, and it remains one of the best
of English novels. Its hero is very much after Fielding's own heart, wild, spendthrift, warm-hearted,
forgiving, and greatly in need of forgiveness. The same type of character, with the lines deepened, re-
appears in Captain Booth, in Amelia, 1751, the heroine of which is a portrait of Fielding's wife. With Tom
Jones is contrasted Blifil, the embodiment of meanness, hypocrisy, and cowardice. Sophia Western, the
heroine, is one of Fielding's most admirable creations. For the regulated morality of Richardson, with its
somewhat old-grannified air, Fielding substituted instinct. His virtuous characters are virtuous by impulse
only, and his ideal of character is manliness. In Jonathan Wild the hero is a highwayman. This novel is
ironical, a sort of prose mock-heroic, and is one of the strongest, though certainly the least pleasing, of
Fielding's writings. Tobias Smollett was an inferior Fielding with a difference. He was a Scotch ship-
surgeon and had spent some time in the West Indies. He introduced into fiction the now familiar figure of
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the British tar, in the persons of Tom Bowling and Commaodore Trunnion, as Fielding had introduced, in
Squire Western, the equally national type of the hard-swearing, deep-drinking, fox-hunting Tory squire.
Both Fielding and Smollett were of the hearty British "beef-and-beer" school; their novels are downright,
energetic, coarse, and high-blooded; low life, physical life, runs riot through their pages--tavern brawls, the
breaking of pates, and the off-hand courtship of country wenches. Smollett's books, such as Roderick
Random, 1748, Peregrine Pickle, 1751, and Ferdinand Count Fathom, 1752, were more purely stories of
broadly comic adventure than Fielding's. The latter's view of life was by no means idyllic; but with
Smollett this English realism ran into vulgarity and a hard Scotch literalness, and character was pushed to
caricature. "The generous wine of Fielding," says Taine, "in Smollett's hands becomes brandy of the dram-
shop." A partial exception to this is to be found in his last and best novel, Humphrey Clinker, 1770. The
influence of Cervantes and of the French novelist, Le Sage, who finished his Adventures of Gil Blas in
1735, are very perceptible in Smollett.
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CHAPTER VIII.
FROM THE DEATH OF SCOTT TO THE PRESENT TIME.
1832-1886

The literature of the past fifty years is too close to our eyes to enable the critic to pronounce a final
judgment, or the literary historian to get a true perspective. Many of the principal writers of the time are
still living, and many others have been dead but a few years. This concluding chapter, therefore, will be
devoted to the consideration of the few who stand forth, incontestably, as the leaders of literary thought,
and who seem likely, under all future changes of fashion and taste, to remain representative of their
generation. As regards form, the most striking fact in the history of the period under review is the immense
preponderance in its imaginative literature of prose fiction, of the novel of real life. The novel has become
to the solitary reader of to-day what the stage play was to the audiences of Elisabeth's reign, or the
periodical essay, like the Tatlers and Spectators, to the clubs and breakfast-tables of Queen Anne's. And, if
its criticism of life is less concentrated and brilliant than the drama gives, it is far more searching and
minute. No period has ever left in its literary records so complete a picture of its whole society as the period
which is just closing. At any other time than the present, the names of authors like Charlotte Bronté,
Charles Kingsley, and Charles Reade--names which are here merely mentioned in passing--besides many
others which want of space forbids us even to mention--would be of capital importance. As it is, we must
limit our review to the three acknowledged masters of modern English fiction, Charles Dickens (1812-
1870), William Makepeace Thackeray (1811-1863), and "George Eliot" (Mary Ann Evans, 1819-1880). It
is sometimes helpful to reduce a great writer to his lowest term, in order to see what the prevailing bent of
his genius is. This lowest term may often be found in his early work, before experience of the world has
overlaid his original impulse with foreign accretions. Dickens was much more than a humorist, Thackeray
than a satirist, and George Eliot than a moralist; but they had their starting-points respectively in humor, in
burlesque, and in strong ethical and religious feeling. Dickens began with a broadly comic series of papers,
contributed to the Old Magazine and the Evening Chronicle, and reprinted in book form, in 1836, as
Sketches by Boz. The success of these suggested to a firm of publishers the preparation of a number of
similar sketches of the misadventures of cockney sportsmen, to accompany plates by the comic
draughtsman, Mr. R. Seymour. This suggestion resulted in the Pickwick Papers, published in monthly
installments, in 1836-1837. The series grew, under Dickens's hand, into a continuous, though rather loosely
strung narrative of the doings of a set of characters, conceived with such exuberant and novel humor that it
took the public by storm, and raised its author at once to fame. Pickwick is by no means Dickens's best, but
it is his most characteristic, and most popular, book. At the time that he wrote these early sketches he was a
reporter for the Morning Chronicle. His naturally acute powers of observation had been trained in this
pursuit to the utmost efficiency, and there always continued to be about his descriptive writing a reportorial
and newspaper air. He had the eye for effect, the sharp fidelity to detail, the instinct for rapidly seizing
upon and exaggerating the salient point, which are developed by the requirements of modern journalism.
Dickens knew London as no one else has ever known it, and, in particular, he knew its hideous and
grotesque recesses, with the strange developments of human nature that abide there; slums like Tom-all-
Alone's, in Bleak House; the river-side haunts of Rogue Riderhood, in Our Mutual Friend; as well as the
old inns, like the "White Hart," and the "dusky purlieus of the law." As a man, his favorite occupation was
walking the streets, where, as a child, he had picked up the most valuable part of his education. His tramps
about London--often after nightfall--sometimes extended to fifteen miles in a day. He knew, too, the shifts
of poverty. His father--some traits of whom are preserved in Mr. Micawber--was imprisoned for debt in the
Marshalsea prison, where his wife took lodging with him, while Charles, then a boy of ten, was employed
at six shillings a week to cover blacking-pots in Warner's blacking warehouse. The hardships and loneliness
of this part of his life are told under a thin disguise in Dickens's masterpiece, David Copperfield, the most
autobiographical of his novels. From these young experiences he gained that insight into the lives of the
lower classes, and that sympathy with children and with the poor which shine out in his pathetic sketches of
Little Nell, in The Old Curiosity Shop, of Paul Dombey, of Poor Jo, in Bleak House, of "the Marchioness,"
and a hundred other figures. In Oliver Twist, contributed, during 1837-1838, to Bentley's Miscellany, a
monthly magazine of which Dickens was editor, he produced his first regular novel. In this story of the
criminal classes the author showed a tragic power which he had not hitherto exhibited. Thenceforward his
career was a series of dazzling successes. It is impossible here to particularize his numerous novels,
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sketches, short tales, and "Christmas Stories"--the latter a fashion which he inaugurated, and which has
produced a whole literature in itself. In Nicholas Nickleby, 1839; Master Humphrey's Clock, 1840; Martin
Chuzzlewit, 1844; Dombey and Son, 1848; David Copperfield, 1850; and Bleak House, 1853, there is no
falling off in strength. The last named was, in some respects, and especially in the skillful construction of
the plot, his best novel. In some of his latest books, as Great Expectations, 1861, and Our Mutual Friend,
1865, there are signs of a decline. This showed itself in an unnatural exaggeration of characters and
motives, and a painful straining after humorous effects; faults, indeed, from which Dickens was never
wholly free. There was a histrionic side to him, which came out in his fondness for private theatricals, in
which he exhibited remarkable talent, and in the dramatic action which he introduced into the delightful
public readings from his works that he gave before vast audiences all over the United Kingdom, and in his
two visits to America. It is not surprising, either, to learn that upon the stage his preference was for
melodrama and farce. His own serious writing was always dangerously close to the melodramatic, and his
humor to the farcical. There is much false art, bad taste, and even vulgarity in Dickens. He was never quite
a gentleman, and never succeeded well in drawing gentlemen or ladies. In the region of low comedy he is
easily the most original, the most inexhaustible, the most wonderful of modern humorists. Creations such
as Mrs. Nickleby, Mr. Micawber, Sam Weller, Sairy Gamp, take rank with Falstaff and Dogberry; while
many others, like Dick Swiveller, Stiggins, Chadband, Mrs. Jellyby, and Julia Mills are almost {271}
equally good. In the innumerable swarm of minor characters with which he has enriched our comic
literature, there is no indistinctness. Indeed, the objection that has been made to him is that his characters
are too distinct--that he puts labels on them; that they are often mere personifications of a single trick of
speech or manner, which becomes tedious and unnatural by repetition; thus, Grandfather Smallweed is
always settling down into his cushion, and having to be shaken up; Mr. Jellyby is always sitting with his
head against the wall; Peggotty is always bursting her buttons off, etc., etc. As Dickens's humorous
characters tend perpetually to run into caricatures and grotesques, so his sentiment, from the same excess,
slops over too frequently into "gush,” and into a too deliberate and protracted attack upon the pity. A
favorite humorous device in his style is a stately and roundabout way of telling a trivial incident as where,
for example, Mr. Roker "muttered certain unpleasant invocations concerning his own eyes, limbs, and
circulating fluids;" or where the drunken man who is singing comic songs in the Fleet received from Mr.
Smangle "a gentle intimation, through the medium of the water-jug, that his audience were not musically
disposed.”" This manner was original with Dickens, though he may have taken a hint of it from the mock
heroic language of Jonathan Wild; but as practiced by a thousand imitators, ever since, it has gradually
become a burden. It would not be the whole truth to say that the difference between the humor of
Thackeray and Dickens is the same as between that of Shakspere and Ben Jonson. Yet it is true that the
"humors" of Ben Jonson have an analogy with the extremer instances of Dickens's character sketches in
this respect, namely: that they are both studies of the eccentric, the abnormal, the whimsical, rather than of
the typical and universal--studies of manners, rather than of whole characters. And it is easily conceivable
that, at no distant day, the oddities of Captain Cuttle, Deportment Turveydrop, Mark Tapley, and Newman
Noggs will seem as far-fetched and impossible as those of Captain Otter, Fastidious Brisk, and Sir
Amorous La-Foole. When Dickens was looking about for some one to take Seymour's place as illustrator of
Pickwick, Thackeray applied for the job, but without success. He was then a young man of twenty-five, and
still hesitating between art and literature. He had begun to draw caricatures with his pencil when a
schoolboy at the Charter House, and to scribble them with his pen when a student at Cambridge, editing
The Snob, a weekly under-graduate paper, and parodying the prize poem Timbuctoo of his contemporary at
the university, Alfred Tennyson. Then he went abroad to study art, passing a season at Weimar, where he
met Goethe and filled the albums of the young Saxon ladies with caricatures; afterward living, in the Latin
Quarter at Paris, a Bohemian existence, studying art in a desultory way, and seeing men and cities;
accumulating portfolios full of sketches, but laying up stores of material to be used afterward to greater
advantage when he should settle upon his true medium of expression. By 1837, having lost his fortune of
500 pounds a year in speculation and gambling, he began to contribute to Fraser's, and thereafter to the
New Monthly, Cruikshank's Comic Almanac, Punch, and other periodicals, clever burlesques, art criticisms
by "Michael Angelo Titmarsh," Yellow Plush Papers, and all manner of skits, satirical character sketches,
and humorous tales, like the Great Hoggarty Diamond and the Luck of Barry Lyndon. Some of these were
collected in the Paris Sketch-Book, 1840, and the Irish Sketch-Book, 1843; but Thackeray was slow in
winning recognition, and it was not until the publication of his first great novel, Vanity Fair, in monthly
parts, during 1846-1848, that he achieved any thing like the general reputation which Dickens had reached
at a bound. Vanity Fair described itself, on its title-page, as "a novel without a hero." It was also a novel
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without a plot--in the sense in which Bleak House or Nicholas Nickleby had a plot--and in that respect it set
the fashion for the latest school of realistic fiction, being a transcript of life, without necessary beginning or
end. Indeed, one of the pleasantest things to a reader of Thackeray is the way which his characters have of
re-appearing, as old acquaintances, in his different books; just as, in real life, people drop out of mind and
then turn up again in other years and places. Vanity Fair is Thackeray's masterpiece, but it is not the best
introduction to his writings. There are no illusions in it, and, to a young reader fresh from Scott's romances
or Dickens's sympathetic extravagances, it will seem hard and repellant. But men who, like Thackeray,
have seen life and tasted its bitterness and felt its hollowness, know how to prize it. Thackeray does not
merely expose the cant, the emptiness, the self-seeking, the false pretenses, flunkeyism, and snobbery--the
"mean admiration of mean things"--in the great world of London society: his keen, unsparing vision detects
the base alloy in the purest natures. There are no "heroes" in his books, no perfect characters. Even his good
women, such as Helen and Laura Pendennis, are capable of cruel injustice toward less fortunate sisters, like
little Fanny; and Amelia Sedley is led, by blind feminine instinct, to snub and tyrannize over poor Dobbin.
The shabby miseries of life, the numbing and belittling influences of failure and poverty upon the most
generous natures, are the tragic themes which Thackeray handles by preference. He has been called a cynic,
but the boyish playfulness of his humor and his kindly spirit are incompatible with cynicism. Charlotte
Bronté said that Fielding was the vulture and Thackeray the eagle. The comparison would have been truer
if made between Swift and Thackeray. Swift was a cynic; his pen was driven by hate, but Thackeray's by
love, and it was not in bitterness but in sadness that the latter laid bare the wickedness of the world. He was
himself a thorough man of the world, and he had that dislike for a display of feeling which characterizes the
modern Englishman. But behind his satiric mask he concealed the manliest tenderness, and a reverence for
every thing in human nature that is good and true. Thackeray's other great novels are Pendennis, 1849;
Henry Esmond, 1852; and The Newcomes, 1855--the last of which contains his most lovable character, the
pathetic and immortal figure of Colonel Newcome, a creation worthy to stand, in its dignity and its sublime
weakness, by the side of Don Quixote. It was alleged against Thackeray that he made all his good
characters, like Major Dobbin and Amelia Sedley and Colonel Newcome, intellectually feeble, and his
brilliant characters, like Becky Sharp and Lord Steyne and Blanche Amory, morally bad. This is not
entirely true, but the other complaint--that his women are inferior to his men--is true in a general way.
Somewhat inferior to his other novels were The Virginians, 1858, and The Adventures of Philip, 1862. All
of these were stories of contemporary life, except Henry Esmond and its sequel, The Virginians, which,
though not precisely historical fictions, introduced historical figures, such as Washington and the Earl of
Peterborough. Their period of action was the 18th century, and the dialogue was a cunning imitation of the
language of that time. Thackeray was strongly attracted by the 18th century. His literary teachers were
Addison, Swift, Steele, Gay, Johnson, Richardson, Goldsmith, Fielding, Smollett, and Sterne, and his
special master and model was Fielding. He projected a history of the century, and his studies in this kind
took shape in his two charming series of lectures on The English Humorists and The Four Georges. These
he delivered in England and in America, to which country he, like Dickens, made two several visits.
Thackeray's genius was, perhaps, less astonishing than Dickens's, less fertile, spontaneous, and inventive;
but his art is sounder, and his delineation of character more truthful. After one has formed a taste for his
books, Dickens's sentiment will seem overdone, and much of his humor will have the air of buffoonery.
Thackeray had the advantage in another particular: he described the life of the upper classes, and Dickens
of the lower. It may be true that the latter offers richer material to the novelist, in the play of elementary
passions and in strong, native developments of character. It is true, also, that Thackeray approached
"society" rather to satirize it than to set forth its agreeableness. Yet, after all, it is "the great world" which
he describes, that world upon which the broadening and refining processes of a high civilization have done
their utmost, and which, consequently, must possess an intellectual interest superior to any thing in the life
of London thieves, traveling showmen, and coachees. Thackeray is the equal of Swift as a satirist, of
Dickens as a humorist, and of Scott as a novelist. The one element lacking in him--and which Scott had in a
high degree---is the poetic imagination. "l have no brains above my eyes," he said; "I describe what | see."”
Hence there is wanting in his creations that final charm which Shakspere's have. For what the eyes see is
not all. The great woman who wrote under the pen-name of George Eliot was a humorist, too. She had a
rich, deep humor of her own, and a wit that crystallized into sayings which are not epigrams, only because
their wisdom strikes more than their smartness. But humor was not, as with Thackeray and Dickens, her
point of view. A country girl, the daughter of a land agent and surveyor at Nuneaton, in Warwickshire, her
early letters and journals exhibit a Calvinistic gravity and moral severity. Later, when her truth to her
convictions led her to renounce the Christian belief, she carried into Positivism the same religious
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earnestness, and wrote the one English hymn of the religion of humanity: "O, let me join the choir
invisible," etc. Her first published work was a translation of Strauss's Leben Jesu, 1846. In 1851 she went to
London and became one of the editors of the Radical organ, the Westminster Review. Here she formed a
connection--a marriage in all but the name--with George Henry Lewes, who was, like herself, a freethinker,
and who published, among other things, a Biographical History of Philosophy. Lewes had also written
fiction, and it was at his suggestion that his wife undertook story writing. Her Scenes of Clerical Life were
contributed to Blackwood's Magazine for 1857, and published in book form in the following year. Adam
Bede followed in 1859, the Mill on the Floss in 1860, Silas Marner in 1861, Romola in 1863, Felix Holt in
1866, and Middlemarch in 1872. All of these, except Romola, are tales of provincial, and largely of
domestic, life in the midland counties. Romola is a historical novel, the scene of which is Florence, in the
15th century, the Florence of Macchiavelli and of Savonarola. George Eliot's method was very different
from that of Thackeray or Dickens. She did not crowd her canvas with the swarming life of cities. Her
figures are comparatively few, and they are selected from the middle-class families of rural parishes or
small towns, amid that atmosphere of "fine old leisure,"” whose disappearance she lamented. Her drama is a
still life drama, intensely and profoundly inward. Character is the stuff that she works in, and she deals with
it more subtly than Thackeray. With him the tragedy is produced by the pressure of society and its false
standards upon the individual; with her, by the malign influence of individuals upon one another. She
watches "the stealthy convergence of human fates," the intersection at various angles of the planes of
character, the power that the lower nature has to thwart, stupefy, or corrupt the higher, which has become
entangled with it in the mesh of destiny. At the bottom of every one of her stories, there is a problem of the
conscience or the intellect. In this respect she resembles Hawthorne, though she is not, like him, a
romancer, but a realist. There is a melancholy philosophy in her books, most of which are tales of failure or
frustration. The Mill on the Floss contains a large element of autobiography, and its heroine, Maggie
Tulliver, is, perhaps, her idealized self. Her aspirations after a fuller and nobler existence are condemned to
struggle against the resistance of a narrow, provincial environment, and the pressure of untoward fates. She
is tempted to seek an escape even through a desperate throwing off of moral obligations, and is driven back
to her duty only to die by a sudden stroke of destiny. "Life is a bad business," wrote George Eliot, in a letter
to a friend, "and we must make the most of it." Adam Bede is, in construction, the most perfect of her
novels, and Silas Marner of her shorter stories. Her analytic habit gained more and more upon her as she
wrote. Middlemarch, in some respects her greatest book, lacks the unity of her earlier novels, and the story
tends to become subordinate to the working out of character stories and social problems. The philosophic
speculations, which she shared with her husband, were seemingly unfavorable to her artistic growth, a
circumstance which comes apparent in her last novel, Daniel Deronda, 1877. Finally in the Impressions of
Theophrastus Such, 1879, she abandoned narrative altogether, and recurred to that type of “character"
books which we have met, as a flourishing department of literature in the 17th century, represented by such
works as Earle's Microcosmographie and Fuller's Holy and Profane State. The moral of George Eliot's
writings is not obtruded. She never made the artistic mistake of writing a novel of purpose, or what the
Germans call a tendenz-roman; as Dickens did, for example, when he attacked imprisonment for debt, in
Pickwick; the poor laws, in Oliver Twist; the Court of Chancery, in Bleak House; and the Circumlocution
office, in Little Dorrit. Next to the novel, the essay has been the most overflowing literary form used by the
writers of this generation--a form, characteristic, it may be, of an age which "lectures, not creates." It is not
the essay of Bacon, nor yet of Addison, nor of Lamb, but attempts a complete treatment. Indeed, many
longish books, like Carlyle's Heroes and Hero Worship and Ruskin's Modern Painters, are, in spirit, rather
literary essays than formal treatises. The most popular essayist and historian of his time was Thomas
Babington Macaulay, (1800-1859), an active and versatile man, who won splendid success in many fields
of labor. He was prominent in public life as one of the leading orators and writers of the Whig party. He sat
many times in the House of Commons, as member for Calne, for Leeds, and for Edinburgh, and took a
distinguished part in the debates on the Reform bill of 1832. He held office in several Whig governments,
and during his four years' service in British India, as member of the Supreme Council of Calcutta, he did
valuable work in promoting education in that province, and in codifying the Indian penal law. After his
return to England, and especially after the publication of his History of England from The Accession of
James 1., honors and appointments of all kinds were showered upon him. In 1857 he was raised to the
peerage as Baron Macaulay of Rothley. Macaulay's equipment, as a writer on historical and biographical
subjects, was, in some points, unique. His reading was prodigious, and his memory so tenacious, that it was
said, with but little exaggeration, that he never forgot any thing that he had read. He could repeat the whole
of Paradise Lost by heart, and thought it probable that he could rewrite Sir Charles Grandison from
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memory. In his books, in his speeches in the House of Commons, and in private conversation--for he was
an eager and fluent talker, running on often for hours at a stretch--he was never at a loss to fortify and
illustrate his positions by citation after citation of dates, names, facts of all kinds, and passages quoted
verbatim from his multifarious reading. The first of Macaulay's writings to attract general notice was his
article on Milton, printed in the August number of the Edinburgh Review, for 1825. The editor, Lord
Jeffrey, in acknowledging the receipt of the MS., wrote to his new contributor, "The more | think, the less |
can conceive where you picked up that style." That celebrated style--about which so much has since been
written--was an index to the mental character of its owner. Macaulay was of a confident, sanguine,
impetuous nature. He had great common sense, and he saw what he saw quickly and clearly, but he did not
see very far below the surface. He wrote with the conviction of an advocate, and the easy omniscience of a
man whose learning is really nothing more than "general information,"” raised to a very high power, rather
than with the subtle penetration of an original or truly philosophic intellect, like Coleridge's or De
Quincey's. He always had at hand explanations of events or of characters, which were admirably easy and
simple--too simple, indeed, for the complicated phenomena which they professed to explain. His style was
clear, animated, showy, and even its faults were of an exciting kind. It was his habit to give piquancy to his
writing by putting things concretely. Thus, instead of saying, in general terms--as Hume or Gibbon might
have done--that the Normans and Saxons began to mingle about 1200, he says: "The great grandsons of
those who had fought under William and the great grandsons of those who had fought under Harold began
to draw near to each other." Macaulay was a great scene painter, who neglected delicate truths of detail for
exaggerated distemper effects. He used the rhetorical machinery of climax and hyperbole for all that it was
worth, and he "made points"--as in his essay on Bacon--by creating antithesis. In his History of England, he
inaugurated the picturesque method of historical writing. The book was as fascinating as any novel.
Macaulay, like Scott, had the historic imagination, though his method of turning history into romance was
very different from Scott's. Among his essays, the best are those which, like the ones on Lord Clive,
Warren Hastings, and Frederick the Great, deal with historical subjects; or those which deal with literary
subjects under their public historic relations, such as the essays on Addison, Bunyan, and The Comic
Dramatists of the Restoration. "l have never written a page of criticism on poetry, or the fine arts," wrote
Macaulay, "which | would not burn if | had the power." Nevertheless his own Lays of Ancient Rome, 1842,
are good, stirring verse of the emphatic and declamatory kind, though their quality may be rather rhetorical
than poetic. Our critical time has not forborne to criticize itself, and perhaps the writer who impressed
himself most strongly upon his generation was the one who railed most desperately against the "spirit of the
age." Thomas Carlyle (1795-1881) was occupied between 1822 and 1830 chiefly in imparting to the British
public a knowledge of German literature. He published, among other things, a Life of Schiller, a translation
of Goethe's Wilhelm Meister, and two volumes of translations from the German romancers--Tieck,
Hoffmann, Richter, and Fouque, and contributed to the Edinburgh and Foreign Review, articles on Goethe,
Werner, Novalis, Richter, German playwrights, the Nibelungen Lied, etc. His own diction became more
and more tinctured with Germanisms. There was something Gothic in his taste, which was attracted by the
lawless, the grotesque, and the whimsical in the writings of Jean Paul Richter. His favorite among English
humorists was Sterne, who has a share of these same qualities. He spoke disparagingly of "the sensuous
literature of the Greeks," and preferred the Norse to the Hellenic mythology. Even in his admirable critical
essays on Burns, on Richter, on Scott, Diderot, and Voltaire, which are free from his later mannerism--
written in English, and not in Carlylese--his sense of spirit is always more lively than his sense of form. He
finally became so impatient of art as to maintain--half-seriously--the paradox that Shakspere would have
done better to write in prose. In three of these early essays--on the Signs of the Times, 1829; on History,
1830; and on Characteristics, 1831--are to be found the germs of all his later writings. The first of these was
an arraignment of the mechanical spirit of the age. In every province of thought he discovered too great a
reliance upon systems, institutions, machinery, instead of upon men. Thus, in religion, we have Bible
Societies, "machines for converting the heathen." "In defect of Raphaels and Angelos and Mozarts, we
have royal academies of painting, sculpture, music." In like manner, he complains, government is a
machine. "lIts duties and faults are not those of a father, but of an active parish-constable." Against the
"police theory," as distinguished from the "paternal” theory of government, Carlyle protested with ever-
shriller iteration. In Chartism, 1839; Past and Present, 1843; and Latter-day Pamphlets, 1850, he denounced
this laissez faire idea. The business of government, he repeated, is to govern; but this view makes it its
business to refrain from governing. He fought most fiercely against the conclusions of political economy,
"the dismal science," which, he said, affirmed that men were guided exclusively by their stomachs. He
protested, too, against the Utilitarians, followers of Bentham and Mill, with their "greatest happiness
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principle," which reduced virtue to a profit-and-loss account. Carlyle took issue with modern liberalism; he
ridiculed the self-gratulation of the time, all the talk about progress of the species, unexampled prosperity,
etc. But he was reactionary without being conservative. He had studied the French Revolution, and he saw
the fateful, irresistible approach of democracy. He had no faith in government "by counting noses," and he
hated talking parliaments; but neither did he put trust in an aristocracy that spent its time in "preserving the
game." What he wanted was a great individual ruler, a real king or hero; and this doctrine he set forth
afterward most fully in Hero Worship, 1841, and illustrated in his lives of representative heroes, such as his
Cromwell's Letters and Speeches, 1845, and his great History of Frederick the Great, 1858-1865. Cromwell
and Frederick were well enough; but as Carlyle grew older, his admiration for mere force grew, and his
latest hero was none other than that infamous Dr. Francia, the South American dictator, whose career of
bloody and crafty crime horrified the civilized world. The essay on History was a protest against the
scientific view of history which attempts to explain away and account for the wonderful. "Wonder," he
wrote in Sartor Resartus, "is the basis of all worship.” He defined history as "the essence of innumerable
biographies." "Mr. Carlyle," said the Italian patriot, Mazzini, "comprehends only the individual. The
nationality of Italy is, in his eyes, the glory of having produced Dante and Christopher Columbus." This
trait comes out in his greatest book, The French Revolution, 1837, which is a mighty tragedy, enacted by a
few leading characters, Mirabeau, Danton, Napoleon. He loved to emphasize the superiority of history over
fiction as dramatic material. The third of the three essays mentioned was a Jeremiad on the morbid self-
consciousness of the age, which shows itself in religion and philosophy, as skepticism and introspective
metaphysics; and in literature, as sentimentalism, and "view-hunting." But Carlyle's epoch-making book
was Sartor Resartus (The Tailor Retailored), published in Fraser's Magazine for 1833-1834, and first
reprinted in book form in America. This was a satire upon shams, conventions, the disguises which overlie
the most spiritual realities of the soul. It purported to be the life and "clothes-philosophy"” of a certain
Diogenes Teufelsdrockh, Professor der Allerlei Wissenschaft--of things in general--in the University of
Weissnichtwo. "Society,"” said Carlyle, "is founded upon cloth,” following the suggestions of Lear's speech
to the naked bedlam beggar: "Thou art the thing itself: unaccommodated man is no more but such a poor,
bare, forked animal as thou art;" and borrowing also, perhaps, an ironical hint from a paragraph in Swift's
Tale of a Tub: "A sect was established who held the universe to be a large suit of clothes. . . . If certain
ermines or furs be placed in a certain position, we style them a judge; and so an apt conjunction of lawn
and black satin we entitle a bishop." In Sartor Resartus Carlyle let himself go. It was willful, uncouth,
amorphous, titanic. There was something monstrous in the combination, the hot heart of the Scot married to
the transcendental dream of Germany. It was not English, said the reviewers; it was not sense; it was
disfigured by obscurity and "mysticism." Nevertheless even the thin-witted and the dry-witted had to
acknowledge the powerful beauty of many chapters and passages, rich with humor, eloquence, poetry,
deep-hearted tenderness, or passionate scorn. Carlyle was a voracious reader, and the plunder {288} of
whole literatures is strewn over his pages. He flung about the resources of the language with a giant's
strength, and made new words at every turn. The concreteness and the swarming fertility of his mind are
evidenced by his enormous vocabulary, computed greatly to exceed Shakspere's, or any other single
writer's in the English tongue. His style lacks the crowning grace of simplicity and repose. It astonishes, but
it also fatigues. Carlyle's influence has consisted more in his attitude than in any special truth which he has
preached. It has been the influence of a moralist, of a practical, rather than a speculative, philosopher. "The
end of man," he wrote, "is an action, not a thought." He has not been able to persuade the time that it is
going wrong, but his criticisms have been wholesomely corrective of its self-conceit. In a democratic age
he has insisted upon the undemocratic virtues of obedience, silence, and reverence. Ehrfurcht--reverence--
the text of his address to the students of Edinburgh University, in 1866, is the last word of his philosophy.
In 1830 Alfred Tennyson (1809- ----), a young graduate of Cambridge, published a thin duodecimo of 154
pages, entitled Poems, Chiefly Lyrical. The pieces in this little volume, like the Sleeping Beauty, Ode to
Memory, and Recollections of the Arabian Nights, were full of color, fragrance, melody; but they had a
dream-like character, and were without definite theme, resembling an artist's studies, or {289} exercises in
music--a few touches of the brush, a few sweet chords, but no aria. A number of them--Claribel, Lilian,
Adeline, Isabel, Mariana, Madeline--were sketches of women; not character portraits, like Browning's Men
and Women, but impressions of temperament, of delicately, differentiated types of feminine beauty. In
Mariana, expanded from a hint of the forsaken maid, in Shakspere's Measure for Measure, "Mariana at the
moated grange," the poet showed an art then peculiar, but since grown familiar, of heightening the central
feeling by landscape accessories. The level waste, the stagnant sluices, the neglected garden, the wind in
the single poplar, re-enforce, by their monotonous sympathy, the loneliness, the hopeless waiting and
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weariness of life in the one human figure of the poem. In Mariana, the Ode to Memory, and the Dying
Swan, it was the fens of Cambridge and of his native Lincolnshire that furnished Tennyson's scenery.

"Stretched wide and wild, the waste enormous marsh,
Where from the frequent bridge,

Like emblems of infinity,

The trenched waters run from sky to sky."

A second collection, published in 1833, exhibited a greater scope and variety, but was still in his earlier
manner. The studies of feminine types were continued in Margaret, Fatima, Eleanore, Mariana in the South,
and A Dream of Fair Women, suggested by Chaucer's Legend of Good Women. In the Lady of Shalott, the
poet first touched the Arthurian legends. The subject is the same as that of Elaine, in the Idylls of the King,
but the treatment is shadowy, and even allegorical. In Oenone and the Lotus Eaters, he handled Homeric
subjects, but in a romantic fashion, which contrasts markedly with the style of his later pieces, Ulysses and
Tithonus. These last have the true classic severity, and are among the noblest specimens of weighty and
sonorous blank verse in modern poetry. In general, Tennyson's art is unclassical. It is rich, ornate,
composite, not statuesque, so much as picturesque. He is a great painter, and the critics complain that in
passages calling for movement and action--a battle, a tournament, or the like--his figures stand still as in a
tableau; and they contrast such passages unfavorably with scenes of the same kind in Scott, and with
Browning's spirited ballad, How we brought the Good News from Ghent to Aix. In the Palace of Art, these
elaborate pictorial effects were combined with allegory; in the Lotus Eaters, with that expressive treatment
of landscape, noted in Mariana; the lotus land, "in which it seemed always afternoon,” reflecting and
promoting the enchanted indolence of the heroes. Two of the pieces in this 1833 volume, the May Queen
and the Miller's Daughter, were Tennyson's first poems of the affections, and as ballads of simple, rustic
life, they anticipated his more perfect idyls in blank verse, such as Dora, the Brook, Edwin Morris, and the
Gardener's Daughter. The songs in the Miller's Daughter had a more spontaneous, lyrical movement than
any thing that he had yet published, and foretokened the lovely songs which interlude the divisions of the
Princess, the famous Bugle Song, the no-less famous Cradle Song, and the rest. In 1833 Tennyson's friend,
Arthur Hallam, died, and the effect of this great sorrow upon the poet was to deepen and strengthen the
character of his genius. It turned his mind in upon itself, and set it brooding over questions which his poetry
had so far left untouched; the meaning of life and death, the uses of adversity, the future of the race, the
immortality of the soul, and the dealings of God with mankind. "Thou madest Death; and, lo, thy foot Is on
the skull which thou hast made." His elegy on Hallam, In Memoriam, was not published till 1850. He kept
it by him all those years, adding section after section, gathering up into it whatever reflections crystallized
about its central theme. It is his most intellectual and most individual work, a great song of sorrow and
consolation. In 1842 he published a third collection of poems, among which were Locksley Hall, displaying
a new strength of passion; Ulysses, suggested by a passage in Dante: pieces of a speculative cast, like the
Two Voices and the Vision of Sin; the song Break, Break, Break, which preluded In Memoriam; and,
lastly, some additional gropings toward the subject of the Arthurian romance, such as Sir Galahad, Sir
Launcelot and Queen Guinevere and Morte d' Arthur. The last was in blank verse, and, as afterward
incorporated in the Passing of Arthur, forms one of the best passages in the Idylls of the King. The
Princess, a Medley, published in 1849, represents the eclectic character of Tennyson's art; a medieval tale
with an admixture of modern sentiment, and with the very modern problem of woman's sphere for its
theme. The first four Idylls of the King, 1859, with those since added, constitute, when taken together, an
epic poem on the old story of King Arthur. Tennyson went to Malory's Morte d' Arthur for his material, but
the outline of the first idyl, Enid, was taken from Lady Charlotte Guest's translation of the Welsh
Mabinogion. In the idyl of Guinevere Tennyson's genius reached its high-water mark. The interview
between Arthur and his fallen queen is marked by a moral sublimity and a tragic intensity which move the
soul as nobly as any scene in modern literature. Here, at least, the art is pure and not "decorated;" the effect
is produced by the simplest means, and all is just, natural, and grand. Maud--a love novel in verse--
published in 1855, and considerably enlarged in 1856, had great sweetness and beauty, particularly in its
lyrical portions, but it was uneven in execution, imperfect in design, and marred by lapses into
mawkishness and excesses in language. Since 1860 Tennyson has added little of permanent value to his
work. His dramatic experiments, like Queen Mary, are not, on the whole, successful, though it would be
unjust to deny dramatic power to the poet who has written, upon one hand, Guinevere and the Passing of
Arthur, and upon the other the homely, dialectic monologue of the Northern Farmer. When we tire of
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Tennyson's smooth perfection, of an art that is over exquisite, and a beauty that is well-nigh too beautiful,
and crave a rougher touch, and a meaning that will not yield itself too readily, we turn to the thorny pages
of his great contemporary, Robert Browning (1812- ----). Dr. Holmes says that Tennyson is white meat and
Browning is dark meat. A masculine taste, it is inferred, is shown in a preference for the gamier flavor.
Browning makes us think; his poems are puzzles, and furnish business for "Browning Societies." There are
no Tennyson societies, because Tennyson is his own interpreter. Intellect in a poet may display itself quite
as properly in the construction of his poem as in its content; we value a building for its architecture, and not
entirely for the amount of timber in it. Browning's thought never wears so thin as Tennyson's sometimes
does in his latest verse, where the trick of his style goes on of itself with nothing behind it. Tennyson, at his
worst, is weak. Browning, when not at his best, is hoarse. Hoarseness, in itself, is no sign of strength. In
Browning, however, the failure is in art, not in thought.

He chooses his subjects from abnormal character types, such as are presented, for example, in Caliban upon
Setebos, the Grammarian's Funeral, My Last Duchess, and Mr. Sludge, the Medium. These are all
psychological studies, in which the poet gets into the inner consciousness of a monster, a pedant, a
criminal, and a quack, and gives their point of view. They are dramatic soliloquies; but the poet's self-
identification with each of his creations, in turn, remains incomplete. His curious, analytic observation, his
way of looking at the soul from outside, gives a doubleness to the monologues in his Dramatic Lyrics,
1845, Men and Women, 1855, Dramatis Personae, 1864, and other collections of the kind. The words are
the words of Caliban or Mr. Sludge; but the voice is the voice of Robert Browning. His first complete
poem, Paracelsus, 1835, aimed to give the true inwardness of the career of the famous 16th century doctor,
whose name became a synonym with charlatan. His second, Sordello, 1840, traced the struggles of an
Italian poet who lived before Dante, and could not reconcile his life with his art. Paracelsus was hard, but
Sordello was incomprehensible. Mr. Browning has denied that he is ever perversely crabbed or obscure.
Every great artist must be allowed to say things in his own way, and obscurity has its artistic uses, as the
Gothic builders knew. But there are two kinds of obscurity in literature. One is inseparable from the
subtlety and difficulty of the thought or the compression and pregnant indirectness of the phrase. Instances
of this occur in the clear deeps of Dante, Shakspere, and Goethe. The other comes from a vice of style, a
willfully enigmatic and unnatural way of expressing thought. Both kinds of obscurity exist in Browning. He
is a deep and subtle thinker; but he is also a very eccentric writer, abrupt, harsh, disjointed. It has been well
said that the reader of Browning learns a new dialect. But one need not grudge the labor that is rewarded
with an intellectual pleasure so peculiar and so stimulating. The odd, grotesque impression made by his
poetry arises, in part, from his desire to use the artistic values of ugliness, as well as of obscurity; to avoid
the shallow prettiness that comes from blinking the disagreeable truth: not to leave the saltness out of the
sea. Whenever he emerges into clearness, as he does in hundreds of places, he is a poet of great qualities.
There are a fire and a swing in his Cavalier Tunes, and in pieces like the Glove and the Lost Leader; and
humor in such ballads as the Pied Piper of Hamelin and the Soliloquy of the Spanish Cloister, which appeal
to the most conservative reader. He seldom deals directly in the pathetic, but now and then, as in Evelyn
Hope, the Last Ride Together, or the Incident of the French Camp, a tenderness comes over the strong
verse

"as sheathes
A film the mother eagle's eye,
When her bruised eaglet breathes."

Perhaps the most astonishing example of Browning's mental vigor is the huge composition, entitled The
Ring and the Book, 1868, a narrative poem in twenty-one thousand lines, in which the same story is
repeated eleven times in eleven different ways. It is the story of a criminal trial which occurred at Rome
about 1700, the trial of one Count Guido for the murder of his young wife. First the poet tells the tale
himself; then he tells what one-half of the world says and what the other; then he gives the deposition of the
dying girl, the testimony of witnesses, the speech made by the count in his own defense, the arguments of
counsel, etc., and, finally, the judgment of the pope. So wonderful are Browning's resources in casuistry,
and so cunningly does he ravel the intricate motives at play in this tragedy and lay bare the secrets of the
heart, that the interest increases at each repetition of the tale. He studied the Middle Age carefully, not for
its picturesque externals, its feudalisms, chivalries, and the like; but because he found it a rich quarry of
spiritual monstrosities, strange outcroppings of fanaticism, superstition, and moral and mental distortion of
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all shapes. It furnished him especially with a great variety of ecclesiastical types, such as are painted in Fra
Lippo Lippi, Bishop Blougram's Apology, and The Bishop Orders his Tomb in St. Praxed's Church.
Browning's dramatic instinct has always attracted him to the stage. His tragedy, Stratford (1837), was
written for Macready, and put on at Covent Garden Theater, but without pronounced success. He has
written many fine dramatic poems, like Pippa Passes, Colombo's Birthday, and In a Balcony; and at least
two good acting plays, Luria and A Blot in the Scutcheon. The last named has recently been given to the
American public, with Lawrence Barrett's careful and intelligent presentation of the leading role. The
motive of the tragedy is somewhat strained and fantastic, but it is, notwithstanding, very effective on the
stage. It gives one an unwonted thrill to listen to a play, by a living English writer, which is really literature.
One gets a faint idea of what it must have been to assist at the first night of Hamlet.

53



OUTLINE SKETCH OF AMERICAN LITERATURE.

CHAPTER I.
THE COLONIAL PERIOD.
1607-1765.

The writings of our colonial era have a much greater importance as history than as literature. It would be
unfair to judge of the intellectual vigor of the English colonists in America by the books that they wrote;
those "stern men with empires in their brains" had more pressing work to do than the making of books. The
first settlers, indeed, were brought face to face with strange and exciting conditions--the sea, the wilderness,
the Indians, the flora and fauna of a new world--things which seem stimulating to the imagination, and
incidents and experiences which might have lent themselves easily to poetry or romance. Of all these they
wrote back to England reports which were faithful and sometimes vivid, but which, upon the whole, hardly
rise into the region of literature. "New England," said Hawthorne, "was then in a state incomparably more
picturesque than at present." But to a contemporary that old New England of the seventeenth century
doubtless seemed any thing but picturesque, filled with grim, hard, worky-day realities. The planters both
of Virginia and Massachusetts were decimated by sickness and starvation, constantly threatened by Indian
wars, and troubled by quarrels among themselves and fears of disturbance from England. The wrangles
between the royal governors and the House of Burgesses in the Old Dominion, and the theological
squabbles in New England, which fill our colonial records, are petty and wearisome to read of. At least,
they would be so did we not bear in mind to what imperial destinies these conflicts were slowly educating
the little communities which had hardly as yet secured a foothold on the edge of the raw continent. Even a
century and a half after the Jamestown and Plymouth settlements, when the American plantations had
grown strong and flourishing, and commerce was building up large towns, and there were wealth and
generous living and fine society, the "good old colony days when we lived under the king," had yielded
little in the way of literature that is of any permanent interest. There would seem to be something in the
relation of a colony to the mother country which dooms the thought and art of the former to a hopeless
provincialism. Canada and Australia are great provinces, wealthier and more populous than the thirteen
colonies at the time of their separation from England. They have cities whose inhabitants number hundreds
of thousands, well equipped universities, libraries, cathedrals, costly public buildings, all the outward
appliances of an advanced civilization; and yet what have Canada and Australia contributed to British
literature? American literature had no infancy. That engaging naiveté and that heroic rudeness which give a
charm to the early popular tales and songs of Europe find, of course, no counterpart on our soil. Instead of
emerging from the twilight of the past, the first American writings were produced under the garish noon of
a modern and learned age. Decrepitude rather than youthfulness is the mark of a colonial literature. The
poets, in particular, instead of finding a challenge to their imagination in the new life about them, are apt to
go on imitating the cast off literary fashions of the mother country. America was settled by Englishmen
who were contemporary with the greatest names in English literature. Jamestown was planted in 1607, nine
years before Shakspeare's death, and the hero of that enterprize, Captain John Smith, may not improbably
have been a personal acquaintance of the great dramatist. "They have acted my fatal tragedies on the stage,”
wrote Smith. Many circumstances in The Tempest were doubtless suggested by the wreck of the Sea
Venture on "the still vext Bermoothes," as described by William Strachey in his True Repertory of the
Wrack and Redemption of Sir Thomas Gates, written at Jamestown, and published at London in 1510.
Shakspere's contemporary, Michael Drayton, the poet of the Polyolbion, addressed a spirited valedictory
ode to the three shiploads of "brave, heroic minds" who sailed from London in 1606 to colonize Virginia;
an ode which ended with the prophecy of a future American literature:

"And as there plenty grows
Of laurel every-where,--
Apollo's sacred tree--

You it may see

A poet's brows
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To crown, that may sing there."
Another English poet, Samuel Daniel, the author of the Civil Wars, had also prophesied in a similar strain;

"And who in time knows whither we may vent

The treasure of our tongue, to what strange shores~.~.~.
What worlds in the yet unformed Occident

May come refined with accents that are ours."

It needed but a slight movement in the balances of fate, and Walter Raleigh might have been reckoned
among the poets of America. He was one of the original promoters of the Virginia colony, and he made
voyages in person to Newfoundland and Guiana. And more unlikely things have happened than that when
John Milton left Cambridge in 1632, he should have been tempted to follow Winthrop and the colonists of
Massachusetts Bay, who had sailed two years before. Sir Henry Vane, the younger, who was afterward
Milton's friend--

"Vane, young in years, but in sage counsel old"--

came over in 1635, and was for a short time Governor of Massachusetts. These are idle speculations, and
yet, when we reflect that Oliver Cromwell was on the point of embarking for America when he was
prevented by the king's officers, we may, for the nonce, "let our frail thoughts dally with false surmise,"
and fancy by how narrow a chance Paradise Lost missed being written in Boston. But, as a rule, the
members of the literary guild are not quick to emigrate. They like the feeling of an old and rich civilization
about them, a state of society which America has only begun to reach during the present century.

Virginia and New England, says Lowell, were the "two great distributing centers of the English race.” The
men who colonized the country between the Capes of Virginia were not drawn, to any large extent, from
the literary or bookish classes in the Old Country. Many of the first settlers were gentlemen--too many,
Captain Smith thought, for the good of the plantation. Some among these were men of worth and spirit, "of
good means and great parentage." Such was, for example, George Percy, a younger brother of the Earl of
Northumberland, who was one of the original adventurers, and the author of A Discourse of the Plantation
of the Southern Colony of Virginia, which contains a graphic narrative of the fever and famine summer of
1607 at Jamestown. But many of these gentlemen were idlers, "unruly gallants, packed thither by their
friends to escape ill destinies;" dissipated younger sons, soldiers of fortune, who came over after the gold
which was supposed to abound in the new country, and who spent their time in playing bowls and drinking
at the tavern as soon as there was any tavern. With these was a sprinkling of mechanics and farmers,
indented servants, and the off-scourings of the London streets, fruit of press gangs and jail deliveries, sent
over to "work in the plantations."

Nor were the conditions of life afterward in Virginia very favorable to literary growth. The planters lived
isolated on great estates, which had water fronts on the rivers that flow into the Chesapeake. There the
tobacco, the chief staple of the country, was loaded directly upon the trading vessels that tied up to the
long, narrow wharves of the plantations. Surrounded by his slaves, and visited occasionally by a distant
neighbor, the Virginia country gentleman lived a free and careless life. He was fond of fox-hunting, horse-
racing, and cock-fighting. There were no large towns, and the planters met each other mainly on occasion
of a county court or the assembling of the Burgesses. The court-house was the nucleus of social and
political life in Virginia as the town-meeting was in New England. In such a state of society schools were
necessarily few, and popular education did not exist. Sir William Berkeley, who was the royal governor of
the colony from 1641 to 1677, said, in 1670, "'l thank God there are no free schools nor printing, and | hope
we shall not have these hundred years." In the matter of printing, this pious wish was well-nigh realized.
The first press set up in the colony, about 1681, was soon suppressed, and found no successor until the year
1729. From that date until some ten years before the Revolution one printing-press answered the needs of
Virginia, and this was under official control. The earliest newspaper in the colony was the Virginia Gazette,
established in 1736.
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In the absence of schools the higher education naturally languished. Some of the planters were taught at
home by tutors, and others went to England and entered the universities. But these were few in number, and
there was no college in the colony until more than half a century after the foundation of Harvard in the
younger province of Massachusetts. The college of William and Mary was established at Williamsburg
chiefly by the exertions of the Rev. James Blair, a Scotch divine, who was sent by the Bishop of London as
"commissary" to the Church in Virginia. The college received its charter in 1693, and held its first
commencement in 1700. It is perhaps significant of the difference between the Puritans of New England
and the so-called "Cavaliers" of Virginia, that while the former founded and supported Harvard College in
1636, and Yale in 1701, of {328} their own motion, and at their own expense, William and Mary received
its endowment from the crown, being provided for in part by a deed of lands and in part by a tax of a penny
a pound on all tobacco exported from the colony. In return for this royal grant the college was to present
yearly to the king two copies of Latin verse. It is reported of the young Virginian gentlemen who resorted
to the new college that they brought their plantation manners with them, and were accustomed to "keep
race-horses at the college, and bet at the billiard or other gaming tables.” William and Mary College did a
good work for the colony, and educated some of the great Virginians of the Revolutionary era, but it has
never been a large or flourishing institution, and has held no such relation to the intellectual development of
its section as Harvard and Yale have held in the colonies of Massachusetts and Connecticut. Even after the
foundation of the University of Virginia, in which Jefferson took a conspicuous part, southern youths were
commonly sent to the North for their education, and at the time of the outbreak of the civil war there was a
large contingent of southern students in several northern colleges, notably in Princeton and Yale. Naturally,
the first books written in America were descriptions of the country and narratives of the vicissitudes of the
infant settlements, which were sent home to be printed for the information of the English public and the
encouragement of {329} further immigration. Among books of this kind produced in Virginia the earliest
and most noteworthy were the writings of that famous soldier of fortune, Captain John Smith. The first of
these was his True Relation, namely, "of such occurrences and accidents of note as hath happened in
Virginia since the first planting of that colony,” printed at London in 1608. Among Smith's other books, the
most important is perhaps his General History of Virginia (London, 1624), a compilation of various
narratives by different hands, but passing under his name. Smith was a man of a restless and daring spirit,
full of resource, impatient of contradiction, and of a somewhat vainglorious nature, with an appetite for the
marvelous and a disposition to draw the long bow. He had seen service in many parts of the world, and his
wonderful adventures lost nothing in the telling. It was alleged against him that the evidence of his prowess
rested almost entirely on his own testimony. His truthfulness in essentials has not, perhaps, been
successfully impugned, but his narratives have suffered by the embellishments with which he has colored
them, and, in particular, the charming story of Pocohontas saving his life at the risk of her own--the one
romance of early Virginian history--has passed into the realm of legend. Captain Smith's writings have
small literary value apart from the interest of the events which they describe, and the diverting but forcible
personality which they unconsciously display. They are the rough-hewn records of a busy man of action,
whose sword was mightier than his pen. As Smith returned to England after two years in Virginia, and did
not permanently cast in his lot with the settlement of which he had been for a time the leading spirit, he can
hardly be claimed as an American author. No more can Mr. George Sandys, who came to Virginia in the
train of Governor Wyat, in 1621, and completed his excellent metrical translation of Ovid on the banks of
the James, in the midst of the Indian massacre of 1622, "limned" as he writes "by that imperfect light which
was snatched from the hours of night and repose, having wars and tumults to bring it to light instead of the
muses.” Sandys went back to England for good, probably as early as 1625, and can, therefore, no more be
reckoned as the first American poet, on the strength of his paraphrase of the Metamorphoses, than he can
be reckoned the earliest Yankee inventor, because he "introduced the first water-mill into America." The
literature of colonial Virginia, and of the southern colonies which took their point of departure from
Virginia, is almost wholly of this historical and descriptive kind. A great part of it is concerned with the
internal affairs of the province, such as "Bacon's Rebellion," in 1676, one of the most striking episodes in
our ante-revolutionary annals, and of which there exist a number of narratives, some of them anonymous,
and only rescued from a manuscript condition a hundred years after the event. Another part is concerned
with the explorations of new territory. Such were the "Westover Manuscripts," left by Colonel William
Byrd, who was appointed in 1729 one of the commissioners to fix the boundary between Virginia and
North Carolina, and gave an account of the survey in his History of the Dividing Line, which was only
printed in 1841. Colonel Byrd is one of the most brilliant figures of colonial Virginia, and a type of the Old
Virginia gentleman. He had been sent to England for his education, where he was admitted to the bar of the
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Middle Temple, elected a Fellow of the Royal Society, and formed an intimate friendship with Charles
Boyle, the Earl of Orrery. He held many offices in the government of the colony, and founded the cities of
Richmond and Petersburg. His estates were large, and at Westover--where he had one of the finest private
libraries in America--he exercised a baronial hospitality, blending the usual profusion of plantation life with
the elegance of a traveled scholar and "picked man of countries." Colonel Byrd was rather an amateur in
literature. His History of the Dividing Line is written with a jocularity which rises occasionally into real
humor, and which gives to the painful journey through the wilderness the air of a holiday expedition.
Similar in tone were his diaries of A Progress to the Mines and A Journey to the Land of Eden in North
Carolina. The first formal historian of Virginia was Robert Beverley, "a native and inhabitant of the place,"
whose History of Virginia was printed at London in 1705. Beverley was a rich planter and large slave
owner, who, being in London in 1703, was shown by his bookseller the manuscript of a forthcoming work,
Oldmixon's British Empire in America. Beverley was set upon writing his history by the inaccuracies in
this, and likewise because the province "has been so misrepresented to the common people of England as to
make them believe that the servants in Virginia are made to draw in cart and plow, and that the country
turns all people black," an impression which lingers still in parts of Europe. The most original portions of
the book are those in which the author puts down his personal observations of the plants and animals of the
New World, and particularly the account of the Indians, to which his third book is devoted, and which is
accompanied by valuable plates. Beverley's knowledge of these matters was evidently at first hand, and his
descriptions here are very fresh and interesting. The more strictly historical part of his work is not free from
prejudice and inaccuracy. A more critical, detailed, and impartial, but much less readable, work was
William Stith's History of the First Discovery and Settlement of Virginia, 1747, which brought the subject
down only to the year 1624. Stith was a clergyman, and at one time a professor in William and Mary
College. The Virginians were stanch royalists and churchmen. The Church of England was established by
law, and non-conformity was persecuted in various ways. Three missionaries were sent to the colony in
1642 by the Puritans of New England, two from Braintree, Massachusetts, and one from New Haven. They
were not suffered to preach, but many resorted to them in private houses, until, being finally driven out by
fines and imprisonments, they took refuge in Catholic Maryland. The Virginia clergy were not, as a body,
very much of a force in education or literature. Many of them, by reason of the scattering and dispersed
condition of their parishes, lived as domestic chaplains with the wealthier planters, and partook of their
illiteracy and their passion for gaming and hunting. Few of them inherited the zeal of Alexander Whitaker,
the "Apostle of Virginia," who came over in 1611 to preach to the colonists and convert the Indians, and
who published in furtherance of those ends Good News from Virginia, in 1613, three years before his death
by drowning in James River. The conditions were much more favorable for the production of a literature in
New England than in the southern colonies. The free and genial existence of the "Old Dominion" had no
counterpart among the settlers of Plymouth and Massachusetts Bay, and the Puritans must have been rather
unpleasant people to live with for persons of a different way of thinking. But their intensity of character,
their respect for learning, and the heroic mood which sustained them through the hardships and dangers of
their great enterprise are amply reflected in their own writings. If these are not so much literature as the raw
materials of literature, they have at least been fortunate in finding interpreters among their descendants, and
no modern Virginian has done for the memory of the Jamestown planters what Hawthorne, Whittier,
Longfellow, and others have done in casting the glamour of poetry and romance over the lives of the
founders of New England. Cotton Mather, in his Magnalia, quotes the following passage from one of those
election sermons, delivered before the General Court of Massachusetts, which formed for many years the
great annual intellectual event of the colony: "The question was often put unto our predecessors, What went
ye out into the wilderness to see? And the answer to it is not only too excellent but too notorious to be
dissembled.~.~.~. We came hither because we would have our posterity settled under the pure and full
dispensations of the gospel, defended by rulers that should be of ourselves." The New England colonies
were, in fact, theocracies. Their leaders were clergymen or laymen, whose zeal for the faith was no whit
inferior to that of the ministers themselves. Church and State were one. The freeman's oath was only
administered to Church members, and there was no place in the social system for unbelievers or dissenters.
The Pilgrim fathers regarded their transplantation to the New World as an exile, and nothing is more
touching in their written records than the repeated expressions of love and longing toward the old home
which they had left, and even toward that Church of England from which they had sorrowfully separated
themselves. It was not in any light or adventurous spirit that they faced the perils of the sea and the
wilderness. "This howling wilderness,” "these ends of the earth," "these goings down of the sun," are some
of the epithets which they constantly applied to the land of their exile. Nevertheless they had come to stay,
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and, unlike Smith and Percy and Sandys, the early historians and writers of New England cast in their lots
permanently with the new settlements. A few, indeed, went back after 1640--Mather says some ten or
twelve of the ministers of the first "classis" or immigration were among them--when the victory of the
Puritanic party in Parliament opened a career for them in England, and made their presence there seem in
some cases a duty. The celebrated Hugh Peters, for example, who was afterward Oliver Cromwell's
chaplain, and was beheaded after the Restoration, went back in 1641, and in 1647 Nathaniel Ward, the
minister of Ipswich, Massachusetts, and author of a quaint book against toleration, entitled The Simple
Cobbler of Agawam, written in America and published shortly after its author's arrival in England. The
Civil War, too, put a stop to further emigration from England until after the Restoration in 1660. The mass
of the Puritan immigration consisted of men of the middle class, artisans and husbandmen, the most useful
members of a new colony. But their leaders were clergymen educated at the universities, and especially at
Emanuel College, Cambridge, the great Puritan college; their civil magistrates were also in great part
gentlemen of education and substance, like the elder Winthrop, who was learned in the law, and Theophilus
Eaton, first governor of New Haven, who was a London merchant of good estate. It is computed that there
were in New England during the first generation as many university graduates as in any community of
equal population in the old country. Almost the first care of the settlers was to establish schools. Every
town of fifty families was required by law to maintain a common school, and every town of a hundred
families a grammar or Latin school. In 1636, only sixteen years after the landing of the Pilgrims on
Plymouth Rock, Harvard College was founded at Newtown, whose name was thereupon changed to
Cambridge, the General Court held at Boston on September 8, 1680, having already advanced 400 pounds
"by way of essay towards the building of something to begin a college." "An university," says Mather,
"which hath been to these plantations, for the good literature there cultivated, sal Gentium~.~.~. and a river,
without the streams whereof these regions would have been mere unwatered places for the devil." By 1701
Harvard had put forth a vigorous offshoot, Yale College, at New Haven, the settlers of New Haven and
Connecticut plantations having increased sufficiently to need a college at their own doors. A printing press
was set up at Cambridge in 1639, which was under the oversight of the university authorities, and
afterwards of licensers appointed by the civil power. The press was no more free in Massachusetts than in
Virginia, and that "liberty of unlicensed printing,” for which the Puritan Milton had pleaded in his
Areopagitica, in 1644, was unknown in Puritan New England until some twenty years before the outbreak
of the Revolutionary War. "The Freeman's Oath" and an almanac were issued from the Cambridge press in
1639, and in 1640 the first English book printed in America, a collection of the psalms in meter, made by
various ministers, and known as the Bay Psalm Book. The poetry of this version was worse, if possible,
than that of Sternhold and Hopkins's famous rendering; but it is noteworthy that one of the principal
translators was that devoted "Apostle to the Indians,” the Rev. John Eliot, who, in 1661-63, translated the
Bible into the Algonkin tongue. Eliot hoped and toiled a lifetime for the conversion of those "salvages,"
"tawnies," "devil-worshipers," for whom our early writers have usually nothing but bad words. They have
been destroyed instead of converted; but his (so entitled) Mamusse Wunneetupanatamwe Up-Biblum God
naneeswe Nukkone Testament kah wonk Wusku Testament--the first Bible printed in America--remains a
monument of missionary zeal and a work of great value to students of the Indian languages. A modern
writer has said that, to one looking back on the history of old New England, it seems as though the sun
shone but dimly there, and the landscape was always dark and wintry. Such is the impression which one
carries away from the perusal of books like Bradford's and Winthrop's Journals, or Mather's Wonders of the
Invisible World: an impression of gloom, of night and cold, of mysterious fears besieging the infant
settlements, scattered in a narrow fringe "between the groaning forest and the shore.” The Indian terror
hung over New England for more than half a century, or until the issue of King Philip's War, in 1676,
relieved the colonists of any danger of a general massacre. Added to this were the perplexities caused by
the earnest resolve of the settlers to keep their New English Eden free from the intrusion of the serpent in
the shape of heretical sects in religion. The Puritanism of Massachusetts was an orthodox and conservative
Puritanism. The later and more grotesque out-crops of the movement in the old England found no toleration
in the new. But these refugees for conscience' sake were compelled in turn to persecute Antinomians,
Separatists, Familists, Libertines, Anti-pedobaptists, and later, Quakers, and still later, Enthusiasts, who
swarmed into their precincts and troubled the Churches with "prophesyings" and novel opinions. Some of
these were banished, others were flogged or imprisoned, and a few were put to death. Of the exiles the most
noteworthy was Roger Williams, an impetuous, warm-hearted man, who was so far in advance of his age as
to deny the power of the civil magistrate in cases of conscience, or who, in other words, maintained the
modern doctrine of the separation of Church and State. Williams was driven away from the Massachusetts
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colony--where he had been minister of the Church at Salem--and with a few followers fled into the
southern wilderness, and settled at Providence. There and in the neighboring plantation of Rhode Island, for
which he obtained a charter, he established his patriarchal rule, and gave freedom of worship to all comers.
Williams was a prolific writer on theological subjects, the most important of his writings being, perhaps,
his Bloody Tenent of Persecution, 1644, and a supplement to the same called out by a reply to the former
work from the pen of Mr. John Cotton, minister of the First Church at Boston, entitled The Bloody Tenent
Washed and made White in the Blood of the Lamb. Williams was also a friend to the Indians, whose lands,
he thought, should not be taken from them without payment, and he anticipated Eliot by writing, in 1643, a
Key into the Language of America. Although at odds with the theology of Massachusetts Bay, Williams
remained in correspondence with Winthrop and others in Boston, by whom he was highly esteemed. He
visited England in 1643 and 1652, and made the acquaintance of John Milton. Besides the threat of an
Indian war and their anxious concern for the purity of the Gospel in their Churches, the colonists were
haunted by superstitious forebodings of the darkest kind. It seemed to them that Satan, angered by the
setting up of the kingdom of the saints in America, had "come down in great wrath,” and was present
among them, sometimes even in visible shape, to terrify and tempt. Special providences and unusual
phenomena, like earthquakes, mirages, and the northern lights, are gravely recorded by Winthrop and
Mather and others as portents of supernatural persecutions. Thus Mrs. Anne Hutchinson, the celebrated
leader of the Familists, having, according to rumor, been delivered of a monstrous birth, the Rev. John
Cotton, in open assembly, at Boston, upon a lecture day, "thereupon gathered that it might signify her error
in denying inherent righteousness." "There will be an unusual range of the devil among us," wrote Mather,
"a little before the second coming of our Lord. The evening wolves will be much abroad when we are near
the evening of the world.” This belief culminated in the horrible witchcraft delusion at Salem in 1692, that
"spectral puppet play,” which, beginning with the malicious pranks of a few children who {341} accused
certain uncanny old women and other persons of mean condition and suspected lives of having tormented
them with magic, gradually drew into its vortex victims of the highest character, and resulted in the judicial
murder of over nineteen people. Many of the possessed pretended to have been visited by the apparition of
a little black man, who urged them to inscribe their names in a red book which he carried--a sort of muster-
roll of those who had forsworn God's service for the devil's. Others testified to having been present at
meetings of witches in the forest. It is difficult now to read without contempt the "evidence" which grave
justices and learned divines considered sufficient to condemn to death men and women of unblemished
lives. It is true that the belief in witchcraft was general at that time all over the civilized world, and that
sporadic cases of witch-burnings had occurred in different parts of America and Europe. Sir Thomas
Browne, in his Religio Medici, 1635, affirmed his belief in witches, and pronounced those who doubted of
them "a sort of atheist.” But the superstition came to a head in the Salem trials and executions, and was the
more shocking from the general high level of intelligence in the community in which these were held. It
would be well if those who lament the decay of "faith” would remember what things were done in New
England in the name of faith less than two hundred years ago. It is not wonderful that, to the Massachusetts
Puritans of the seventeenth century, the mysterious forest held no beautiful suggestion; to them it was
simply a grim and hideous wilderness, whose dark aisles were the ambush of prowling savages and the
rendezvous of those other "devil-worshipers" who celebrated there a kind of vulgar Walpurgis night. The
most important of original sources for the history of the settlement of New England are the journals of
William Bradford, first governor of Plymouth, and John Winthrop, the second governor of Massachusetts,
which hold a place corresponding to the writings of Captain John Smith in the Virginia colony, but are
much more sober and trustworthy. Bradford's History of Plymouth Plantation covers the period from 1620
to 1646. The manuscript was used by later annalists, but remained unpublished, as a whole, until 1855,
having been lost during the war of the revolution and recovered long afterward in England. Winthrop's
Journal, or History of New England, begun on shipboard in 1630, and extending to 1649, was not published
entire until 1826. It is of equal authority with Bradford's, and perhaps, on the whole, the more important of
the two, as the colony of Massachusetts Bay, whose history it narrates, greatly outwent Plymouth in wealth
and population, though not in priority of settlement. The interest of Winthrop's Journal lies in the events
that it records rather than in any charm in the historian's manner of recording them. His style is pragmatic,
and some of the incidents which he gravely notes are trivial to the modern mind, though instructive as to
our forefathers' way of thinking. For instance, of the year 1632: "At Watertown there was (in the view of
divers witnesses) a great combat between a mouse and a snake, and after a long fight the mouse prevailed
and killed the snake. The pastor of Boston, Mr. Wilson, a very sincere, holy man, hearing of it, gave this
interpretation: that the snake was the devil, the mouse was a poor, contemptible people, which God had
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brought hither, which should overcome Satan here and dispossess him of his kingdom." The reader of
Winthrop's Journal comes every-where upon hints which the imagination has since shaped into poetry and
romance. The germs of many of Longfellow's New England Tragedies, of Hawthorne's Maypole of
Merrymount, of Endicott's Red Cross, and of Whittier's John Underhill and The Familists' Hymn are all to
be found in some dry, brief entry of the old Puritan diarist. "Robert Cole, having been oft punished for
drunkenness, was now ordered to wear a red D about his neck for a year" to wit, the year 1633, and thereby
gave occasion to the greatest American romance, The Scarlet Letter. The famous apparition of the phantom
ship in New Haven harbor, "upon the top of the poop a man standing with one hand akimbo under his left
side, and in his right hand a sword stretched out toward the sea," was first chronicled by Winthrop under
the year 1648. This meterological phenomenon took on the dimensions of a full-grown myth some forty
years later, as related, with many embellishments, by Rev. James Pierpont, of New Haven, in a letter to
Cotton Mather. Winthrop put great faith in special providences, and among other instances narrates, not
without a certain grim satisfaction, how "the Mary Rose, a ship of Bristol, of about 200 tons," lying before
Charleston, was blown in pieces with her own powder, being twenty-one barrels, wherein the judgment of
God appeared, "for the master and company were many of them profane scoffers at us and at the ordinances
of religion here." Without any effort at dramatic portraiture or character sketching, Winthrop managed in
all simplicity, and by the plain relation of facts, to leave a clear impression of many of the prominent
figures in the first Massachusetts immigration. In particular there gradually arises from the entries in his
diary a very distinct and diverting outline of Captain John Underhill, celebrated in Whittier's poem. He was
one of the few professional soldiers who came over with the Puritan fathers, such as John Mason, the hero
of the Pequot War, and Miles Standish, whose Courtship Longfellow sang. He had seen service in the Low
Countries, and in pleading the privilege of his profession "he insisted much upon the liberty which all
States do allow to military officers for free speech, etc., and that himself had spoken sometimes as freely to
Count Nassau." Captain Underhill gave the colony no end of {345} trouble, both by his scandalous living
and his heresies in religion. Having been seduced into Familistical opinions by Mrs. Anne Hutchinson, who
was banished for her beliefs, he was had up before the General Court and questioned, among other points,
as to his own report of the manner of his conversion. "He had lain under a spirit of bondage and a legal way
for years, and could get no assurance, till, at length, as he was taking a pipe of tobacco, the Spirit set home
an absolute promise of free grace with such assurance and joy as he never since doubted of his good estate,
neither should he, though he should fall into sin.~.~.~. The Lord's day following he made a speech in the
assembly, showing that as the Lord was pleased to convert Paul as he was in persecuting, etc., so he might
manifest himself to him as he was taking the moderate use of the creature called tobacco." The gallant
captain, being banished the colony, betook himself to the falls of the Piscataquack (Exeter, N. H.), where
the Rev. John Wheelwright, another adherent of Mrs. Hutchinson, had gathered a congregation. Being
made governor of this plantation, Underhill sent letters to the Massachusetts magistrates, breathing
reproaches and imprecations of vengeance. But meanwhile it was discovered that he had been living in
adultery at Boston with a young woman whom he had seduced, the wife of a cooper, and the captain was
forced to make public confession, which he did with great unction and in a manner highly dramatic. "He
came in his worst clothes (being accustomed to take great pride in his bravery and neatness), without a
band, in a foul linen cap, and pulled close to his eyes, and standing upon a form, he did, with many deep
sighs and abundance of tears, lay open his wicked course." There is a lurking humor in the grave
Winthrop's detailed account of Underhill's doings. Winthrop's own personality comes out well in his
Journal. He was a born leader of men, a conditor imperii, just, moderate, patient, wise, and his narrative
gives, upon the whole, a favorable impression of the general prudence and fair-mindedness of the
Massachusetts settlers in their dealings with one another, with the Indians, and with the neighboring
plantations. Considering our forefathers' errand and calling into this wilderness, it is not strange that their
chief literary staples were sermons and tracts in controversial theology. Multitudes of these were written
and published by the divines of the first generation, such as John Cotton, Thomas Shepard, John Norton,
Peter Bulkley, and Thomas Hooker, the founder of Hartford, of whom it was finely said that "when he was
doing his Master's business he would put a king into his pocket." Nor were their successors in the second or
the third generation any less industrious and prolific. They rest from their labors and their works do follow
them. Their sermons and theological treatises are not literature, they are for the most part dry, heavy, and
dogmatic, but they exhibit great learning, logical acuteness, and an earnestness which sometimes rises into
eloquence. The pulpit ruled New England, and the sermon was the great intellectual engine of the time. The
serious thinking of the Puritans was given almost exclusively to religion; the other world was all their art.
The daily secular events of life, the aspects of nature, the vicissitude of the seasons, were important enough
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to find record in print only in so far as they manifested God's dealings with his people. So much was the
sermon depended upon to furnish literary food that it was the general custom of serious minded laymen to
take down the words of the discourse in their note-books. Franklin, in his Autobiography, describes this as
the constant habit of his grandfather, Peter Folger; and Mather, in his life of the elder Winthrop, says that
"tho' he wrote not after the preacher, yet such was his attention and such his retention in hearing, that he
repeated unto his family the sermons which he had heard in the congregation.” These discourses were
commonly of great length; twice, or sometimes thrice, the pulpit hour-glass was silently inverted while the
orator pursued his theme even unto n'thly. The book which best sums up the life and thought of this old
New England of the seventeenth century is Cotton Mather's Magnalia Christi Americana. Mather was by
birth a member of that clerical aristocracy which developed later into Dr. Holmes's "Brahmin Caste of New
England."” His maternal grandfather was John Cotton. His father was Increase Mather, the most learned
divine of his generation in New England, minister of the North Church of Boston, President of Harvard
College, and author, inter alia, of that characteristically Puritan book, An Essay for the Recording of
Illustrious Providences. Cotton Mather himself was a monster of erudition and a prodigy of diligence. He
was graduated from Harvard at fifteen. He ordered his daily life and conversation by a system of minute
observances. He was a book-worm, whose life was spent between his library and his pulpit, and his
published works number upward of three hundred and eighty. Of these the most important is the Magnalia,
1702, an ecclesiastical history of New England from 1620 to 1698, divided into seven parts: I. Antiquities;
Il. Lives of the Governors; Ill. Lives of Sixty Famous Divines; I1V. A History of Harvard College, with
biographies of its eminent graduates; V. Acts and Monuments of the Faith; V1. Wonderful Providences;
VII. The Wars of the Lord, that is, an account of the Afflictions and Disturbances of the Churches and the
Conflicts with the Indians. The plan of the work thus united that of Fuller's Worthies of England and
Church History with that of Wood's Athenae Oxonienses and Fox's Book of Martyrs. Mather's prose was of
the kind which the English Commonwealth writers used. He was younger by a generation than Dryden; but
as literary fashions are slower to change in a colony than in the {349} mother country, that nimble English
which Dryden and the Restoration essayists introduced had not yet displaced in New England the older
manner. Mather wrote in the full and pregnant style of Taylor, Milton, Browne, Fuller, and Burton, a style
ponderous with learning and stiff with allusions, digressions, conceits, anecdotes, and quotations from the
Greek and the Latin. A page of the Magnalia is almost as richly mottled with italics as one from the
Anatomy of Melancholy, and the quaintness which Mather caught from his favorite Fuller disports itself in
textual pun and marginal anagram and the fantastic sub-titles of his books and chapters. He speaks of
Thomas Hooker as having "angled many scores of souls into the kingdom of heaven," anagrammatizes
Mrs. Hutchinson's surname into "the non-such;" and having occasion to speak of Mr. Urian Oaks's election
to the presidency of Harvard College, enlarges upon the circumstance as follows: "We all know that Britain
knew nothing more famous than their ancient sect of DRUIDS; the philosophers, whose order, they say,
was instituted by one Samothes, which is in English as much as to say, an heavenly man. The Celtic name
Deru, for an Oak was that from whence they received their denomination; as at this very day the Welch call
this tree Drew, and this order of men Derwyddon. But there are no small antiquaries who derive this oaken
religion and philosophy from the Oaks of Mamre, where the Patriarch Abraham had as well a dwelling as
an altar. That Oaken-Plain and the eminent OAK under which Abraham lodged was extant in the days of
Constantine, as Isidore, Jerom, and Sozomen have assured us. Yea, there are shrewd probabilities that Noah
himself had lived in this very Oak-plain before him; for this very place was called Oyye, which was the
name of Noah, so styled from the Oggyan (subcineritiis panibus) sacrifices, which he did use to offer in this
renowned Grove. And it was from this example that the ancients and particularly that the Druids of the
nations, chose oaken retirements for their studies. Reader, let us now, upon another account, behold the
students of Harvard College, as a rendezvous of happy Druids, under the influences of so rare a president.
But, alas! our joy must be short-lived, for on July 25, 1681, the stroke of a sudden death felled the tree,

"Qui tantum inter caput extulit omnes
Quantum lenta solent inter viberna cypressi.

"Mr. Oakes thus being transplanted into the better world, the
presidentship was immediately tendered unto Mr. Increase Mather."

This will suffice as an example of the bad taste and laborious pedantry which disfigured Mather's writing.
In its substance the book is a perfect thesaurus; and inasmuch as nothing is unimportant in the history of the
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beginnings of such a nation as this is and is destined to be, the Magnalia will always remain a valuable and
interesting work. Cotton Mather, born in 1663, was of the second generation of Americans, his grandfather
being of the immigration, but his father a native of Dorchester, Mass. A comparison of his writings and of
the writings of his contemporaries with the works of Bradford, Winthrop, Hooker, and others of the original
colonists, shows that the simple and heroic faith of the Pilgrims had hardened into formalism and doctrinal
rigidity. The leaders of the Puritan exodus, notwithstanding their intolerance of errors in belief, were
comparatively broad-minded men. They were sharers in a great national movement, and they came over
when their cause was warm with the glow of martyrdom and on the eve of its coming triumph at home.
After the Restoration, in 1660, the currents of national feeling no longer circulated so freely through this
distant member of the body politic, and thought in America became more provincial. The English
dissenters, though socially at a disadvantage as compared with the Church of England, had the great benefit
of living at the center of national life, and of feeling about them the pressure of vast bodies of people who
did not think as they did. In New England, for many generations, the dominant sect had things all its own
way, a condition of things which is not healthy for any sect or party. Hence Mather and the divines of his
time appear in their writings very much like so many Puritan bishops, jealous of their prerogatives,
magnifying their apostolate, and careful to maintain their authority over the laity. Mather had an appetite
for the marvelous, and took a leading part in the witchcraft trials, of which he gave an account in his
Wonders of the Invisible World, 1693. To the quaint pages of the Magnalia our modern authors have
resorted as to a collection of romances or fairy tales. Whittier, for example, took from thence the subject of
his poem The Garrison of Cape Anne; and Hawthorne embodied in Grandfather's Chair the most elaborate
of Mather's biographies. This was the life of Sir William Phipps, who, from being a poor shepherd boy in
his native province of Maine, rose to be the royal governor of Massachusetts, and the story of whose
wonderful adventures in raising the freight of a Spanish treasure ship, sunk on a reef near Port de la Plata,
reads less like sober fact than like some ancient fable, with talk of the Spanish main, bullion, and plate and
jewels and "pieces of eight." Of Mather's generation was Samuel Sewall, Chief Justice of Massachusetts, a
singularly gracious and venerable figure, who is intimately known through his Diary kept from 1673 to
1729. This has been compared with the more famous diary of Samuel Pepys, which it resembles in its
confidential character and the completeness of its self-revelation, but to which it is as much inferior in
historic interest as "the petty province here" was inferior in political and social importance to "Britain far
away." For the most part it is a chronicle of small beer, the diarist jotting down the minutiae of his domestic
life and private affairs, even to the recording of such haps as this: "March 23, | had my hair cut by G.
Barret." But it also affords instructive glimpses of public events, such as King Philip's War, the Quaker
troubles, the English Revolution of 1688, etc. It bears about the same relation to New England history at the
close of the seventeenth century as Bradford's and Winthrop's journals bear to that of the first generation.
Sewall was one of the justices who presided at the trial of the Salem witches; but for the part which he took
in that wretched affair he made such atonement as was possible, by open confession of his mistake and his
remorse in the presence of the Church. Sewall was one of the first writers against African slavery, in his
brief tract, The Selling of Joseph, printed at Boston in 1700. His Phenomena Quaedam Apocalyptica, a
mystical interpretation of prophecies concerning the New Jerusalem, which he identifies with America, is
remembered only because Whittier, in his Prophecy of Samuel Sewall, has paraphrased one poetic passage,
which shows a loving observation of nature very rare in our colonial writers. Of poetry, indeed, or, in fact,
of pure literature, in the narrower sense--that is, of the imaginative representation of life--there was little or
none in the colonial period. There were no novels, no plays, no satires, and--until the example of the
Spectator had begun to work on this side the water--no experiments even at the lighter forms {354} of
essay writing, character sketches, and literary criticism. There was verse of a certain kind, but the most
generous stretch of the term would hardly allow it to be called poetry. Many of the early divines of New
England relieved their pens, in the intervals of sermon writing, of epigrams, elegies, eulogistic verses, and
similar grave trifles distinguished by the crabbed wit of the so-called "metaphysical poets,” whose manner
was in fashion when the Puritans left England; the manner of Donne and Cowley, and those darlings of the
New English muse, the Emblems of Quarles and the Divine Week of Du Bartas, as translated by Sylvester.
The Magnalia contains a number of these things in Latin and English, and is itself well bolstered with
complimentary introductions in meter by the author's friends. For example:

COTTONIUS MATHERUS.

ANAGRAM.
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Tuos Tecum Ornasti.

"While thus the dead in thy rare pages rise
Thine, with thyself, thou dost immortalise,

To view the odds thy learned lives invite
‘Twixt Eleutherian and Edomite.

But all succeeding ages shall despair

A fitting monument for thee to rear.

Thy own rich pen (peace, silly Momus, peace!)
Hath given them a lasting writ of ease."

The epitaphs and mortuary verses were especially ingenious in the matter of puns, anagrams, and similar
conceits. The death of the Rev. Samuel Stone, of Hartford, afforded an opportunity of this sort not to be
missed, and his threnodist accordingly celebrated him as a "whetstone," a "loadstone,” an "Ebenezer"--

"A stone for kingly David's use so fit
As would not fail Goliah's front to hit," etc.

The most characteristic, popular, and widely circulated poem of colonial New England was Michael
Wigglesworth's Day of Doom (1662), a kind of doggerel Inferno, which went through nine editions, and
"was the solace,” says Lowell, "of every fireside, the flicker of the pine-knots by which it was conned
perhaps adding a livelier relish to its premonitions of eternal combustion."” Wigglesworth had not the
technical equipment of a poet. His verse is sing-song, his language rude and monotonous, and the lurid
horrors of his material hell are more likely to move mirth than fear in a modern reader. But there are an
unmistakable vigor of imagination and a sincerity of belief in his gloomy poem which hold it far above
contempt, and easily account for its universal currency among a people like the Puritans. One stanza has
been often quoted for its grim concession to unregenerate infants of "the easiest room in hell"--a limbus
infantum which even Origen need not have scrupled at. The most authoritative expounder of New England
Calvinism was Jonathan Edwards (1703-1758), a native of Connecticut, and a graduate of Yale, who was
minister for more than twenty years over the Church in Northampton, Mass., afterward missionary to the
Stockbridge Indians, and at the time of his death had just been inaugurated president of Princeton College.
By virtue of his Inquiry into the Freedom of the Will, 1754, Edwards holds rank as the subtlest
metaphysician of his age. This treatise was composed to justify, on philosophical grounds, the Calvinistic
doctrines of foreordination and election by grace, though its arguments are curiously coincident with those
of the scientific necessitarians, whose conclusions are as far asunder from Edwards's "as from the center
thrice to the utmost pole.” His writings belong to theology rather than to literature, but there is an intensity
and a spiritual elevation about them, apart from the profundity and acuteness of the thought, which lift them
here and there into the finer ether of purely emotional or imaginative art. He dwelt rather upon the terrors
than the comfort of the word, and his chosen themes were the dogmas of predestination, original sin, total
depravity, and eternal punishment. The titles of his sermons are significant: Men Naturally God's Enemies,
Wrath upon the Wicked to the Uttermost, The Final Judgment, etc. "A natural man," he wrote in the first of
these discourses, "has a heart like the heart of a devil.~.~.~. The heart of a natural man is as destitute of
love to God as a dead, stiff, cold corpse is of vital heat." Perhaps the most famous of Edwards's sermons
was Sinners in the Hands of an Angry God, preached at Enfield, Conn., July 8, 1741, "at a time of great
awakenings," and upon the ominous text, Their foot shall slide in due time. "The God that holds you over
the pit of hell" runs an oft-quoted passage from this powerful denunciation of the wrath to come, "much as
one holds a spider or some loathsome insect over the fire, abhors you, and is dreadfully provoked.~.~.~.
You are ten thousand times more abominable in his eyes than the most hateful venomous serpent is in

ours.~.~.~. You hang by a slender thread, with the flames of divine wrath flashing about it.~.~.~. If you cry
to God to pity you, he will be so far from pitying you in your doleful case that he will only tread you under
foot.~.~.~. He will crush out your blood and make it fly, and it shall be sprinkled on his garments so as to

stain all his raiment." But Edwards was a rapt soul, possessed with the love as well as the fear of the God,
and there are passages of sweet and exalted feeling in his Treatise Concerning Religious Affections, 1746.
Such is his portrait of Sarah Pierpont, "a young lady in New Haven," who afterward became his wife, and
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who "will sometimes go about from place to place singing sweetly, and no one knows for what. She loves
to be alone, walking in the fields and groves, and seems to have some one invisible always conversing with
her." Edwards's printed works number thirty-six titles. A complete edition of them in ten volumes was
published in 1829 by his great-grandson, Sereno Dwight. The memoranda from Edwards's note-books,
quoted by his editor and biographer, exhibit a remarkable precocity. Even as a school-boy and a college
student he had made deep guesses in physics as well as metaphysics, and, as might have been predicted of a
youth of his philosophical insight and ideal cast of mind, he had early anticipated Berkeley in denying the
existence of matter. In passing from Mather to Edwards, we step from the seventeenth to the eighteenth
century. There is the same difference between them in style and turn of thought as between Milton and
Locke, or between Fuller and Dryden. The learned digressions, the witty conceits, the perpetual interlarding
of the text with scraps of Latin, have fallen off, even as the full-bottomed wig and the clerical gown and
bands have been laid aside for the undistinguishing dress of the modern minister. In Edwards's English all
is simple, precise, direct, and business-like. Benjamin Franklin (1706-1790), who was strictly
contemporary with Edwards, was a contrast to him in every respect. As Edwards represents the spirituality
and other-worldliness of Puritanism, Franklin stands for the worldly and secular side of American
character, and he illustrates the development of the New England Englishman into the modern Yankee.
Clear rather than subtle, without ideality or romance or fineness of emotion or poetic lift, intensely practical
and utilitarian, broad-minded, inventive, shrewd, versatile, Franklin's sturdy figure {359} became typical of
his time and his people. He was the first and the only man of letters in colonial America who acquired a
cosmopolitan fame, and impressed his characteristic Americanism upon the mind of Europe. He was the
embodiment of common sense and of the useful virtues; with the enterprise but without the nervousness of
his modern compatriots, uniting the philosopher's openness of mind with the sagacity and quickness of
resource of the self-made business man. He was representative also of his age, an age of aufklarung,
eclaircissement, or "clearing up." By the middle of the eighteenth century a change had taken place in
American society. Trade had increased between the different colonies; Boston, New York, and Philadelphia
were considerable towns; democratic feeling was spreading; over forty newspapers were published in
America at the outbreak of the Revolution; politics claimed more attention than formerly, and theology
less. With all this intercourse and mutual reaction of the various colonies upon one another, the isolated
theocracy of New England naturally relaxed somewhat of its grip on the minds of the laity. When Franklin
was a printer's apprentice in Boston, setting type on his brother's New England Courant, the fourth
American newspaper, he got hold of an odd volume of the Spectator, and formed his style upon Addison,
whose manner he afterward imitated in his Busy-Body papers in the Philadelphia Weekly Mercury. He also
read Locke and the English deistical {360} writers, Collins and Shaftesbury, and became himself a deist
and free-thinker; and subsequently when practicing his trade in London, in 1724-26, he made the
acquaintance of Dr. Mandeville, author of the Fable of the Bees, at a pale-ale house in Cheapside, called
"The Horns," where the famous free-thinker presided over a club of wits and boon companions. Though a
native of Boston, Franklin is identified with Philadelphia, whither he arrived in 1723, a runaway 'prentice
boy, "whose stock of cash consisted of a Dutch dollar and about a shilling in copper.” The description in his
Autobiography of his walking up Market Street munching a loaf of bread, and passing his future wife,
standing on her father's doorstep, has become almost as familiar as the anecdote about Whittington and his
cat. It was in the practical sphere that Franklin was greatest, as an originator and executor of projects for the
general welfare. The list of his public services is almost endless. He organized the Philadelphia fire
department and street cleaning service, and the colonial postal system which grew into the United States
Post Office Department. He started the Philadelphia public library, the American Philosophical Society, the
University of Pennsylvania, and the first American magazine, The General Magazine and Historical
Chronicle; so that he was almost singly the father of whatever intellectual life the Pennsylvania colony
could boast of. In 1754, when commissioners from the colonies met at Albany, Franklin proposed a plan,
which was adopted, for the union of all the colonies under one government. But all these things, as well as
his mission to England in 1757, on behalf of the Pennsylvania Assembly in its dispute with the
proprietaries; his share in the Declaration of Independence--of which he was one of the signers--and his
residence in France as Embassador of the United Colonies, belong to the political history of the country; to
the history of American science belong his celebrated experiments in electricity, and his benefits to
mankind in both of these departments were aptly summed up in the famous epigram of the French
statesman Turgot:

"Erupuit coelo fulmen sceptrumque tyrannis."”
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Franklin's success in Europe was such as no American had yet achieved, as few Americans since him have
achieved. Hume and Voltaire were among his acquaintances and his professed admirers. In France he was
fairly idolized, and when he died Mirabeau announced, "The genius which has freed America and poured a
flood of light over Europe has returned to the bosom of the Divinity."

Franklin was a great man, but hardly a great writer, though as a writer, too, he had many admirable and
some great qualities. Among these were the crystal clearness and simplicity of his style. His more strictly
literary performances, such as his essays after the Spectator, hardly rise above mediocrity, and are neither
better nor worse than other imitations of Addison. But in some of his lighter bagatelles there are a homely
wisdom and a charming playfulness which have won them enduring favor. Such are his famous story of the
Whistle, his Dialogue between Franklin and the Gout, his letters to Madame Helvetius, and his verses
entitled Paper. The greater portion of his writings consists of papers on general politics, commerce, and
political economy, contributions to the public questions of his day. These are of the nature of journalism
rather than of literature, and many of them were published in his newspaper, the Pennsylvania Gazette, the
medium through which for many years he most strongly influenced American opinion. The most popular of
his writings were his Autobiography and Poor Richard's Almanac. The former of these was begun in 1771,
resumed in 1788, but never completed. It has remained the most widely current book in our colonial
literature. Poor Richard's Almanac, begun in 1732 and continued for about twenty-five years, had an annual
circulation of ten thousand copies. It was filled with proverbial sayings in prose and verse, inculcating the
virtues of industry, honesty, and frugality. Some of these were original with Franklin, others were selected
from the proverbial wisdom of the ages, but a new force was given them by pungent turns of expression.
Poor Richard's saws were such as these: "Little strokes fell great oaks;" "Three removes are as bad as a
fire;" "Early to bed and early to rise makes a man healthy, wealthy, and wise;" "Never leave that till to-
morrow which you can do to-day;" "What maintains one vice would bring up two children;” "It is hard for
an empty bag to stand upright.” Now and then there are truths of a higher kind than these in Franklin, and
Sainte Beuve, the great French critic, quotes, as an example of his occasional finer moods, the saying,
"Truth and sincerity have a certain distinguishing native luster about them which cannot be counterfeited,;
they are like fire and flame that cannot be painted." But the sage who invented the Franklin stove had no
disdain of small utilities; and in general the last word of his philosophy is well expressed in a passage of his
Autobiography: "Human felicity is produced not so much by great pieces of good fortune, that seldom
happen, as by little advantages that occur every day; thus, if you teach a poor young man to shave himself
and keep his razor in order, you may contribute more to the happiness of his life than in giving him a
thousand guineas.”
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CHAPTER I1.
THE REVOLUTIONARY PERIOD.
1765-1815.

It will be convenient to treat the fifty years which elapsed between the meeting at New York, in 1765, of a
Congress of delegates from nine colonies, to protest against the Stamp Act, and the close of the second war
with England, in 1815, as, for literary purposes, a single period. This half century was the formative era of
the American nation. Historically it is divisible into the years of revolution and the years of construction.
But the men who led the movement for independence were also, in great part, the same who guided in
shaping the Constitution of the new republic, and the intellectual impress of the whole period is one and the
same. The character of the age was as distinctly political as that of the colonial era--in New England at
least--was theological; and literature must still continue to borrow its interest from history. Pure literature,
or what, for want of a better term we call belles lettres, was not born in America until the nineteenth
century was well under way. It is true that the Revolution had its humor, its poetry, and even its fiction; but
these were strictly for the home market. They hardly penetrated the consciousness of Europe at all, and are
not to be compared with the contemporary work of English authors like Cowper and Sheridan and Burke.
Their importance for us to-day is rather antiquarian than literary, though the most noteworthy of them will
be mentioned in due course in the present chapter. It is also true that one or two of Irving's early books fall
within the last years of the period now under consideration. But literary epochs overlap one another at the
edges, and these writings may best be postponed to a subsequent chapter. Among the most characteristic
products of the intellectual stir that preceded and accompanied the revolutionary movement, were the
speeches of political orators like Samuel Adams, James Otis, and Josiah Quincy in Massachusetts, and
Patrick Henry in Virginia. Oratory is the art of a free people, and as in the forensic assemblies of Greece
and Rome, and in the Parliament of Great Britain, so in the conventions and congresses of revolutionary
America it sprang up and flourished naturally. The age, moreover, was an eloquent, not to say a rhetorical
age; and the influence of Johnson's orotund prose, of the declamatory Letters of Junius, and of the speeches
of Burke, Fox, Sheridan, and the elder Pitt is perceptible in the debates of our early congresses. The fame of
a great orator, like that of a great actor, is largely traditionary. The spoken word transferred to the printed
page loses the glow which resided in the man and the moment. A speech is good if it attains its aim, if it
moves the hearers to the end which is sought. But the fact that this end is often temporary and occasional,
rather than universal and permanent explains why so few speeches are really literature. If this is true, even
where the words of an orator are preserved exactly as they were spoken, it is doubly true when we have
only the testimony of contemporaries as to the effect which the oration produced. The fiery utterances of
Adams, Otis, and Quincy were either not reported at all or very imperfectly reported, so that posterity can
judge of them only at second hand. Patrick Henry has fared better, many of his orations being preserved in
substance, if not in the letter, in Wirt's biography. Of these the most famous was the defiant speech in the
Convention of Delegates, March 28, 1775, throwing down the gauge of battle to the British ministry. The
ringing sentences of this challenge are still declaimed by school boys, and many of them remain as familiar
as household words. "I have but one lamp by which my feet are guided, and that is the lamp of experience.
I know of no way of judging of the future but by the past.~.~.~. Gentlemen may cry peace, peace, but there
is no peace.~.~.~. Is life so dear, or peace so sweet, as to be purchased at the price of chains and slavery!
Forbid it, Almighty God! | know not what course others may take, but as for me, give me liberty, or give
me death!" The eloguence of Patrick Henry was fervid rather than weighty or rich. But if such specimens of
the oratory of the American patriots as have come down to us fail to account for the wonderful impression
that their words are said to have produced upon their fellow-countrymen, we should remember that they are
at a disadvantage when read instead of heard. The imagination should supply all those accessories which
gave them vitality when first pronounced: the living presence and voice of the speaker; the listening Senate;
the grave excitement of the hour and of the impending conflict. The wordiness and exaggeration; the highly
latinized diction; the rhapsodies about freedom which hundreds of Fourth-of-July addresses have since
turned into platitudes--all these coming hot from the lips of men whose actions in the field confirmed the
earnestness of their speech--were effective enough in the crisis and for the purpose to which they were
addressed. The press was an agent in the cause of liberty no less potent than the platform, and patriots such
as Adams, Otis, Quincy, Warren, and Hancock wrote constantly for the newspapers essays and letters on
the public questions of the time signed "Vindex," "Hyperion," "Independent,” "Brutus,” "Cassius," and the
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like, and couched in language which to the taste of to-day seems rather over rhetorical. Among the most
important of these political essays were the Circular Letter to each Colonial Legislature, published by
Adams and Otis in 1768; Quincy's Observations on the Boston Port Bill, 1774, and Otis's Rights of the
British Colonies, a pamphlet of one hundred and twenty pages, printed in 1764. No collection of Otis's
writings has ever been made. The life of Quincy, published by his son, preserves for posterity his journals
and correspondence, his newspaper essays, and his speeches at the bar, taken from the Massachusetts law
reports. Among the political literature which is of perennial interest to the American people are such State
documents as the Declaration of Independence, the Constitution of the United States, and the messages,
inaugural addresses, and other writings of our early presidents. Thomas Jefferson, the third president of the
United States, and the father of the Democratic party, was the author of the Declaration of Independence,
whose opening sentences have become commonplaces in the memory of all readers. One sentence in
particular has been as a shibboleth, or war-cry, or declaration of faith among Democrats of all shades of
opinion: "We hold these truths to be self-evident; that all men are created equal; that they are endowed by
their Creator with certain unalienable rights; that among these are life, liberty, and the pursuit of
happiness." Not so familiar to modern readers is the following, which an English historian of our literature
calls "the most eloguent clause of that great document,” and "“the most interesting suppressed passage in
American literature." Jefferson {370} was a southerner, but even at that early day the South had grown
sensitive on the subject of slavery, and Jefferson's arraignment of King George for promoting the "peculiar
institution" was left out from the final draft of the Declaration in deference to southern members. "He has
waged cruel war against human nature itself, violating its most sacred rights of life and liberty, in the
persons of a distant people who never offended him, captivating and carrying them into slavery in another
hemisphere, or to incur miserable death in their transportation thither. This piratical warfare, the
opprobrium of infidel powers, is the warfare of the Christian king of Great Britain. Determined to keep
open a market where men should be bought and sold, he has prostituted his negative by suppressing every
legislative attempt to restrain this execrable commerce. And, that this assemblage of horrors might want no
fact of distinguished dye, he is now exciting those very people to rise in arms against us, and purchase that
liberty of which he deprived them by murdering the people upon whom he obtruded them, and thus paying
off former crimes committed against the liberties of one people by crimes which he urges them to commit
against the lives of another." The tone of apology or defense which Calhoun and other southern statesmen
afterward adopted on the subject of slavery was not taken by the men of Jefferson's generation. Another
famous Virginian, John Randolph of Roanoke, himself a slaveholder, in his speech on the militia bill in the
House of Representatives, December 10, 1811, said: "I speak from facts when | say that the night-bell
never tolls for fire in Richmond that the mother does not hug her infant more closely to her bosom." This
was said apropos of the danger of a servile insurrection in the event of a war with England--a war which
actually broke out in the year following, but was not attended with the slave rising which Randolph
predicted. Randolph was a thorough-going "States rights” man, and though opposed to slavery on principle,
he cried hands off to any interference by the General Government with the domestic institutions of the
States. His speeches read better than most of his contemporaries. They are interesting in their exhibit of a
bitter and eccentric individuality, witty, incisive, and expressed in a pungent and familiar style which
contrasts refreshingly with the diplomatic language and glittering generalities of most congressional
oratory, whose verbiage seems to keep its subject always at arm's length. Another noteworthy writing of
Jefferson's was his Inaugural Address of March 4, 1801, with its programme of "equal and exact justice to
all men, of whatever state or persuasion, religious or political; peace, commerce, and honest friendship with
all nations, entangling alliances with none; the support of the State governments in all their rights;~.~.~.
absolute acquiescence in the decisions of the majority;~.~.~. the supremacy of the civil over the military
authority; economy in the public expense; freedom of religion, freedom of the press, and freedom of person
under the protection of the habeas corpus, and trial by juries impartially selected.” During his six years'
residence in France, as American Minister, Jefferson had become indoctrinated with the principles of
French democracy. His main service and that of his party--the Democratic or, as it was then called, the
Republican party--to the young republic was in its insistence upon toleration of all beliefs and upon the
freedom of the individual from all forms of governmental restraint. Jefferson has some claims, to rank as an
author in general literature. Educated at William and Mary College in the old Virginia capital,
Williamsburg, he became the founder of the University of Virginia, in which he made special provision for
the study of Anglo-Saxon, and in which the liberal scheme of instruction and discipline was conformed, in
theory at least, to the "university idea." His Notes on Virginia are not without literary quality, and one
description, in particular, has been often quoted--the passage of the Potomac through the Blue Ridge--in
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which is this poetically imaginative touch: "The mountain being cloven asunder, she presents to your eye,
through the cleft, a small catch of smooth blue horizon, at an infinite distance in the plain country, inviting
you, as it were, from the riot and tumult roaring around, to pass through the breach and participate of the
calm below." After the conclusion of peace with England, in 1783, political discussion centered about the
Constitution, which in 1788 took the place of the looser Articles of Confederation adopted in 1778. The
Constitution as finally ratified was a compromise between two parties--the Federalists, who wanted a
strong central government, and the Anti-Federals (afterward called Republicans, or Democrats), who
wished to preserve State sovereignty. The debates on the adoption of the Constitution, both in the General
Convention of the States, which met at Philadelphia in 1787, and in the separate State Conventions called
to ratify its action, form a valuable body of comment and illustration upon the instrument itself. One of the
most notable of the speeches in opposition was Patrick Henry's address before the Virginia Convention.
"That this is a consolidated government,” he said, "is demonstrably clear; and the danger of such a
government is, to my mind, very striking." The leader of the Federal party was Alexander Hamilton, the
ablest constructive intellect among the statesmen of our revolutionary era, of whom Talleyrand said that he
"had never known his equal;" whom Guizot classed with "the men who have best known the vital principles
and fundamental conditions of a government worthy of its name and mission." Hamilton's speech On the
Expediency of Adopting the Federal Constitution, delivered in the Convention of New York, June 24,
1788, was a masterly statement of the necessity and advantages of the Union. But the most complete
exposition of the constitutional philosophy of the Federal party was the series of eighty-five papers entitled
the Federalist, printed during the years 1787-88, and mostly in the Independent Journal of New York, over
the signature "Publius." These were the work of Hamilton, of John Jay, afterward Chief Justice, and of
James Madison, afterward President of the United States. The Federalist papers, though written in a
somewhat ponderous diction, are among the great landmarks of American history, and were in themselves a
political education to the generation that read them. Hamilton was a brilliant and versatile figure, a
persuasive orator, a forcible writer, and as Secretary of the Treasury under Washington the foremost of
American financiers. He was Killed, in a duel, by Aaron Burr, at Hoboken, in 1804. The Federalists were
victorious, and under the provisions of the new Constitution George Washington was inaugurated first
President of the United States, on March 4, 1789. Washington's writings have been collected by Jared
Sparks. They consist of journals, letters, messages, addresses, and public documents, for the most part plain
and business-like in manner, and without any literary pretensions. The most elaborate and the best known
of them is his Farewell Address, issued on his retirement from the presidency in 1796. In the composition
of this he was assisted by Madison, Hamilton, and Jay. It is wise in substance and dignified, though
somewhat stilted in expression. The correspondence of John Adams, second President of the United States,
and his diary, kept from 1755-85, should also be mentioned as important sources for a full knowledge of
this period. In the long life-and-death struggle of Great Britain against the French Republic and its
successor, Napoleon Bonaparte, the Federalist party in this country naturally sympathized with England,
and the Jeffersonian Democracy with France. The Federalists, who distrusted the sweeping abstractions of
the French Revolution, and clung to the conservative notions of a checked and balanced freedom, inherited
from English precedent, were accused of monarchical and aristocratic leanings. On their side they were not
slow to accuse their adversaries of French atheism and French Jacobinism. By a singular reversal of the
natural order of things the strength of the Federalist party was in New England, which was socially
democratic, while the strength of the Jeffersonians was in the South, whose social structure--owing to the
system of slavery--was intensely aristocratic. The war of 1812 with England was so unpopular in New
England, by reason of the injury which it threatened to inflict on its commerce, that the Hartford
Convention of 1814 was more than suspected of a design to bring about the secession of New England
from the Union. A good deal of oratory was called out by the debates on the commercial treaty with Great
Britain, negotiated by Jay in 1795, by the Alien and Sedition Law of 1798, and by other pieces of Federalist
legislation, previous to the downfall of that party and the election of Jefferson to the presidency in 1800.
The best of the Federalist orators during those years was Fisher Ames, of Massachusetts, and the best of his
orations was, perhaps, his speech on the British treaty in the House of Representatives, April 18, 1796. The
speech was, in great measure, a protest against American chauvinism and the violation of international
obligations. "It has been said the world ought to rejoice if Britain was sunk in the sea; if where there are
now men and wealth and laws and liberty, there was no more than a sand bank for sea-monsters to fatten
on; space for the storms of the ocean to mingle in conflict.~.~.~. What is patriotism? Is it a narrow affection
for the spot where a man was born? Are the very clods where we tread entitled to this ardent preference
because they are greener?~.~.~. | see no exception to the respect that is paid among nations to the law of
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good faith.~.~.~. It is observed by barbarians--a whiff of tobacco smoke or a string of beads gives not
merely binding force but sanctity to treaties. Even in Algiers a truce may be bought for money, but, when
ratified, even Algiers is too wise or too just to disown and annul its obligation." Ames was a scholar, and
his speeches are more finished and thoughtful, more literary, in a way, than those of his contemporaries.
His eulogiums on Washington and Hamilton are elaborate tributes, rather excessive, perhaps, in laudation
and in classical allusions. In all the oratory of the revolutionary period there is nothing equal in deep and
condensed energy of feeling to the single clause in Lincoln's Gettysburg Address, "that we here highly
resolve that these dead shall not have died in vain." A prominent figure during and after the War of the
Revolution was Thomas Paine, or, as he was somewhat disrespectfully called, "Tom Paine." He was a
dissenting minister who, conceiving himself ill treated by the British Government, came to Philadelphia in
1774 and threw himself heart and soul into the colonial cause. His pamphlet, Common Sense, issued in
1776, began with the famous words: "These are the times that try men's souls.”" This was followed by the
Crisis, a series of political essays advocating independence and the establishment of a republic, published
in periodical form, though at irregular intervals. Paine's rough and vigorous advocacy was of great service
to the American patriots. His writings were popular and his arguments were of a kind easily understood by
plain people, addressing themselves to the common sense, the prejudices and passions of unlettered readers.
He afterward went to France and took an active part in the popular movement there, crossing swords with
Burke in his Rights of Man, 1791-92, written in defense of the French Revolution. He was one of the two
foreigners who sat in the Convention; but falling under suspicion during the days of the terror, he was
committed to the prison of the Luxembourg and only released upon the fall of Robespierre July 27, 1794.
While in prison he wrote a portion of his best known work, the Age of Reason. This appeared in two parts
in 1794 and 1795, the manuscript of the first part having been intrusted to Joel Barlow, the American poet,
who happened to be in Paris when Paine was sent to prison. The Age of Reason damaged Paine's reputation
in America, where the name of "Tom Paine" became a stench in the nostrils of the godly and a synonym for
atheism and blasphemy. His book was denounced from a hundred pulpits, and copies of it were carefully
locked away from the sight of “the young," whose religious beliefs it might undermine. It was, in effect, a
crude and popular statement of the Deistic argument against Christianity. What the cutting logic and
persiflage--the sourire hideux--of Voltaire had done in France, Paine, with coarser materials, essayed to do
for the English-speaking populations. Deism was in the air of the time; Franklin, Jefferson, Ethan Alien,
Joel Barlow, and other prominent Americans were openly or unavowedly deistic. Free thought, somehow,
went along with democratic opinions, and was a part of the liberal movement of the age. Paine was a man
without reverence, imagination, or religious feeling. He was no scholar, and he was not troubled by any
perception of the deeper and subtler aspects of the questions which he touched. In his examination of the
Old and New Testaments, he insisted that the Bible was an imposition and a forgery, full of lies,
absurdities, and obscenities. Supernatural Christianity, with all its mysteries and miracles, was a fraud
practiced by priests upon the people, and churches were instruments of oppression in the hands of tyrants.
This way of accounting for Christianity would not now be accepted by even the most "advanced" thinkers.
The contest between skepticism and revelation has long since shifted to other grounds. Both the philosophy
and the temper of the Age of Reason belong to the eighteenth century. But Paine's downright pugnacious
method of attack was effective with shrewd, half-educated doubters, and in America well-thumbed copies
of his book passed from hand to hand in many a rural tavern or store, where the village atheist wrestled in
debate with the deacon or the school-master. Paine rested his argument against Christianity upon the
familiar grounds of the incredibility of miracles, the falsity of prophecy, the cruelty or immorality of Moses
and David and other Old Testament worthies, the disagreement of the evangelists in their gospels, etc. The
spirit of his book and his competence as a critic are illustrated by his saying of the New Testament: "Any
person who could tell a story of an apparition, or of a man's walking, could have made such books, for the
story is most wretchedly told. The sum total of a parson's learning is a b, ab, and hic, haec, hoc, and this is
more than sufficient to have enabled them, had they lived at the time, to have written all the books of the
New Testament." When we turn from the political and controversial writings of the Revolution to such
lighter literature as existed, we find little that would deserve mention in a more crowded period. The few
things in this kind that have kept afloat on the current of time--rari nantes in gurgite vasto--attract attention
rather by reason of their fewness than of any special excellence that they have. During the eighteenth
century American literature continued to accommodate itself to changes of caste in the old country. The so-
called classical or Augustan writers of the reign of Queen Anne replaced other models of style: the
Spectator set the fashion of almost all of our lighter prose, from Franklin's Busybody down to the time of
Irving, who perpetuated the Addisonian tradition later than any English writer. The influence of Locke, of
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Dr. Johnson, and of the Parliamentary orators has already been mentioned. In poetry the example of Pope
was dominant, so that we find, for example, William Livingston, who became governor of New Jersey and
a member of the Continental Congress, writing in 1747 a poem on Philosophic Solitude which reproduces
the trick of Pope's antitheses and climaxes with the imagery of the Rape of the Lock, and the didactic
morality of the Imitations from Horace and the Moral Essays:

"Let ardent heroes seek renown in arms,

Pant after fame and rush to war's alarms;

To shining palaces let fools resort

And dunces cringe to be esteemed at court.

Mine be the pleasure of a rural life,

From noise remote and ignorant of strife,

Far from the painted belle and white-gloved beau,
The lawless masquerade and midnight show;
From ladies, lap-dogs, courtiers, garters, stars,
Fops, fiddlers, tyrants, emperors, and czars."

The most popular poem of the Revolutionary period was John Trumbull's McFingal, published in part at
Philadelphia in 1775, and in complete shape at Hartford in 1782. It went through more than thirty editions
in America, and was several times reprinted in England. McFingal was a satire in four cantos, directed
against the American Loyalists, and modeled quite closely upon Butler's mock heroic poem, Hudibras. As
Butler's hero sallies forth to put down May games and bear-baitings, so the tory McFingal goes out against
the liberty-poles and bon-fires of the patriots, but is tarred and feathered, and otherwise ill entreated, and
finally takes refuge in the camp of General Gage at Boston. The poem is written with smartness and
vivacity, attains often to drollery and sometimes to genuine humor. It remains one of the best of American
political satires, and unquestionably the most successful of the many imitations of Hudibras, whose manner
it follows so closely that some of its lines, which have passed into currency as proverbs, are generally
attributed to Butler. For example:

"No man e'er felt the halter draw
With good opinion of the law."

Or this:

"For any man with half an eye
What stands before him may espy;
But optics sharp it needs, | ween,
To see what is not to be seen."

Trumbull's wit did not spare the vulnerable points of his own countrymen, as in his sharp skit at slavery in
the couplet about the newly adopted flag of the Confederation:

"Inscribed with inconsistent types
Of Liberty and thirteen stripes."

Trumbull was one of a group of Connecticut literati, who made much noise in their time as the "Hartford
Wits." The other members of the group were Lemuel Hopkins, David Humphreys, Joel Barlow, Elihu
Smith, Theodore Dwight, and Richard Alsop. Trumbull, Humphreys, and Barlow had formed a friendship
and a kind of literary partnership at Yale, where they were contemporaries of each other and of Timothy
Dwight. During the war they served in the army in various capacities, and at its close they found
themselves again together for a few years at Hartford, where they formed a club that met weekly for social
and literary purposes. Their presence lent a sort of éclat to the little provincial capital, and their writings
made it for a time an intellectual center quite as important as Boston or Philadelphia or New York. The
Hartford Wits were staunch Federalists, and used their pens freely in support of the administrations of
Washington and Adams, and in ridicule of Jefferson and the Democrats. In 1786-87 Trumbull, Hopkins,
Barlow, and Humphreys published in the New Haven Gazette a series of satirical papers entitled the
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Anarchiad, suggested by the English Rolliad, and purporting to be extracts from an ancient epic on "the
Restoration of Chaos and Substantial Night." These papers were an effort to correct, by ridicule, the
anarchic condition of things which preceded the adoption of the Federal Constitution in 1789. It was a time
of great confusion and discontent, when, in parts of the country, Democratic mobs were protesting against
the vote of five years' pay by the Continental Congress to the officers of the American army. The
Anarchiad was followed by the Echo and the Political Green House, written mostly by Alsop and Theodore
Dwight, and similar in character and tendency to the earlier series. Time has greatly blunted the edge of
these satires, but they were influential in their day, and are an important part of the literature of the old
Federalist party.

Humphreys became afterward distinguished in the diplomatic service, and was, successively, embassador
to Portugal and to Spain, whence he introduced into America the breed of merino sheep. He had been on
Washington's staff during the war, and was several times an inmate of his house at Mount Vernon, where
he produced, in 1785, the best known of his writings, Mount Vernon, an ode of a rather mild description,
which once had admirers. Joel Barlow cuts a larger figure in contemporary letters. After leaving Hartford,
in 1788, he went to France, where he resided for seventeen years, made a fortune in speculations, and
became imbued with French principles, writing a song in praise of the Guillotine, which gave great scandal
to his old friends at home. In 1805 he returned to America, and built a fine residence near Washington,
which he called Kalorama. Barlow's literary fame, in his own generation, rested upon his prodigious epic,
the Columbiad. The first form of this was the Vision of Columbus, published at Hartford in 1787. This he
afterward recast and enlarged into the Columbiad, issued in Philadelphia in 1807, and dedicated to Robert
Fulton, the inventor of the steamboat. This was by far the most sumptuous piece of book-making that had
then been published in America, and was embellished with plates executed by the best London engravers.

The Columbiad was a grandiose performance, and has been the theme of much ridicule by later writers.
Hawthorne suggested its being dramatized, and put on to the accompaniment of artillery and thunder and
lightning; and E. P. Whipple declared that "no critic in the last fifty years had read more than a hundred
lines of it." In its ambitiousness and its length it was symptomatic of the spirit of the age which was
patriotically determined to create, by tour de force, a national literature of a size commensurate with the
scale of American nature and the destinies of the republic. As America was bigger than Argos and Troy, we
ought to have a bigger epic than the lliad. Accordingly, Barlow makes Hesper fetch Columbus from his
prison to a "hill of vision," where he unrolls before his eye a panorama of the history of America, or, as our
bards then preferred to call it, Columbia. He shows him the conquest of Mexico by Cortez; the rise and

fall of the kingdom of the Incas in Peru; the settlements of the English Colonies in North America; the old
French and Indian Wars; the Revolution, ending with a prophecy of the future greatness of the new-born
nation. The machinery of the Vision was borrowed from the 11th and 12th books of Paradise Lost. Barlow's
verse was the ten-syllabled rhyming couplet of Pope, and his poetic style was distinguished by the vague,
glittering imagery and the false sublimity which marked the epic attempts of the Queen Anne poets.
Though Barlow was but a masquerader in true heroic, he showed himself a true poet in mock heroic. His
Hasty Pudding, written in Savoy in 1793, and dedicated to Mrs. Washington, was thoroughly American, in
subject at least, and its humor, though over-elaborate, is good. One couplet in particular has prevailed
against oblivion:

"E'en in thy native regions how I blush
To hear the Pennsylvanians call thee Mush!"

Another Connecticut poet--one of the seven who were fondly named "The Pleiads of Connecticut"--was
Timothy Dwight, whose Conquest of Canaan, written shortly after his graduation from college, but not
published till 1785, was, like the Columbiad, an experiment toward the domestication of the epic muse in
America. It was written like Barlow's poem, in rhymed couplets, and the patriotic impulse of the time
shows oddly in the introduction of our Revolutionary War, by way of episode, among the wars of Israel.
Greenfield Hill, 1794, was an idyllic and moralizing poem, descriptive of a rural parish in Connecticut of
which the author was for a time the pastor. It is not quite without merit; shows plainly the influence of
Goldsmith, Thomson, and Beattie, but as a whole is tedious and tame. Byron was amused that there should
have been an American poet christened Timothy, and it is to be feared that amusement would have been the
chief emotion kindled in the breast of the wicked Voltaire had he ever chanced to see the stern dedication to
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himself of the same poet's Triumph of Infidelity, 1788. Much more important than Dwight's poetry was his
able Theology Explained and Defended, 1794, a restatement, with modifications, of the Calvinism of
Jonathan Edwards, which was accepted by the Congregational churches of New England as an authoritative
exponent of the orthodoxy of the time. His Travels in New England and New York, including descriptions
of Niagara, the White Mountains, Lake George, the Catskills, and other passages of natural scenery, not so
familiar then as now, was published posthumously in 1821, was praised by Southey, and is still readable.
As President of Yale College from 1795 to 1817, Dwight, by his learning and ability, his sympathy with
young men, and the force and dignity of his character, exerted a great influence in the community. The
strong political bias of the time drew into its vortex most of the miscellaneous literature that was produced.
A number of ballads, serious and comic, Whig and Tory, dealing with the battles and other incidents of the
long war, enjoyed a wide circulation in the newspapers, or were hawked about in printed broadsides. Most
of these have no literary merit, and are now mere antiquarian curiosities. A favorite piece on the Tory side
was the Cow Chase, a cleverish parody on Chevy Chase, written by the gallant and unfortunate Major
Andre, at the expense of "Mad" Anthony Wayne. The national song Yankee Doodle was evolved during the
Revolution, and, as is the case with John Brown's Body and many other popular melodies, some obscurity
hangs about its origin. The air was an old one, and the words of the chorus seem to have been adapted or
corrupted from a Dutch song, and applied in derision to the Provincials by the soldiers of the British army
as early as 1755. Like many another nickname, the term Yankee Doodle was taken up by the nicknamed
and proudly made their own. The stanza, "Yankee Doodle came to town," etc., antedates the war; but the
first complete set of words to the tune was the Yankee's Return from Camp, which is apparently of the year
1775. The most popular humorous ballad on the Whig side was the Battle of the Kegs, founded on a
laughable incident of the campaign at Philadelphia. This was written by Francis Hopkinson, a
Philadelphian, and one of the signers of the Declaration of Independence. Hopkinson has some title to rank
as one of the earliest American humorists. Without the keen wit of McFingal some of his Miscellaneous
Essays and Occasional Writings, published in 1792, have more geniality and heartiness than Trumbull's
satire. His Letter on Whitewashing is a bit of domestic humor that foretokens the Danbury News man, and
his Modern Learning, 1784, a burlesque on college examinations, in which a salt-box is described from the
point of view of metaphysics, logic, natural philosophy, mathematics, anatomy, surgery and chemistry,
long kept its place in school-readers and other collections. His son, Joseph Hopkinson, wrote the song of
Hail Columbia, which is saved from insignificance only by the music to which it was married, the then
popular air of "The President's March." The words were written in 1798, on the eve of a threatened war
with France, and at a time when party spirit ran high. It was sung nightly by crowds in the streets, and for a
whole season by a favorite singer at the theater; for by this time there were theaters in Philadelphia, in New
York, and even in Puritanic Boston. Much better than Hail Columbia was the Star Spangled Banner, the
words of which were composed by Francis Scott Key, a Marylander, during the bombardment by the
British of Fort McHenry, near Baltimore, in 1812. More pretentious than these was the once celebrated ode
of Robert Treat Paine, Jr., Adams and Liberty, recited at an anniversary of the Massachusetts Charitable
Fire Society. The sale of this is said to have netted its author over $750, but it is, notwithstanding, a very
wooden performance. Paine was a young Harvard graduate, who had married an actress playing at the old
Federal Street Theater, the first play-house opened in Boston, in 1794. His name was originally Thomas,
but this was changed for him by the Massachusetts Legislature, because he did not wish to be confounded
with the author of the Age of Reason. "Dim are those names erstwhile in battle loud," and many an old
Revolutionary worthy who fought for liberty with sword and pen is now utterly forgotten, or consigned to
the limbo of Duyckinck's Cyclopedia and Griswold's Poets of America. Here and there a line has, by
accident, survived to do {390} duty as a motto or inscription, while all its context is buried in oblivion. Few
have read any thing more of Jonathan M. Sewall's, for example, than the couplet,

"No pent-up Utica contracts your powers,
But the whole boundless continent is yours,"

taken from his Epilogue to Cato, written in 1778.
Another Revolutionary poet was Philip Freneau; "that rascal Freneau," as Washington called him, when
annoyed by the attacks upon his administration in Freneau's National Gazette. He was of Huguenot descent,

was a classmate of Madison at Princeton College, was taken prisoner by the British during the war, and
when the war was over, engaged in journalism, as an ardent supporter of Jefferson and the Democrats.
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Freneau's patriotic verses and political lampoons are now unreadable; but he deserves to rank as the first
real American poet, by virtue of his Wild Honeysuckle, Indian Burying Ground, Indian Student, and a few
other little pieces, which exhibit a grace and delicacy inherited, perhaps, with his French blood. Indeed, to
speak strictly, all of the "poets" hitherto mentioned were nothing but rhymers but in Freneau we meet with
something of beauty and artistic feeling; something which still keeps his verses fresh. In his treatment of
Indian themes, in particular, appear for the first time a sense of the picturesque and poetic elements in the
character and wild life of the red man, and that pensive sentiment which the fading away of the tribes
toward the sunset has left in the wake of their retreating footsteps. In this Freneau anticipates Cooper and
Longfellow, though his work is slight compared with the Leatherstocking Tales or Hiawatha. At the time
when the Revolutionary War broke out the population of the colonies was over three millions; Philadelphia
had thirty thousand inhabitants, and the frontier had retired to a comfortable distance from the sea-board.
The Indian had already grown legendary to town dwellers, and Freneau fetches his Indian Student not from
the outskirts of the settlement, but from the remote backwoods of the State:

"From Susquehanna's farthest springs,
Where savage tribes pursue their game
(His blanket tied with yellow strings),
A shepherd of the forest came."

Campbell "lifted"--in his poem O'Conor's Child--the last line of the following stanza from Freneau's Indian
Burying Ground:

"By midnight moons, o'er moistening dews,
In vestments for the chase arrayed,

The hunter still the deer pursues--

The hunter and the deer a shade.”

And Walter Scott did Freneau the honor to borrow, in Marmion, the final line of one of the stanzas of his
poem on the battle of Eutaw Springs:

"They saw their injured country's woe,
The flaming town, the wasted field;
Then rushed to meet the insulting foe;
They took the spear, but left the shield.”

Scott inquired of an American gentleman who wished him the authorship of this poem, which he had by
heart, and pronounced it as fine a thing of the kind as there was in the language.

The American drama and American prose fiction had their beginnings during the period now under review.
A company of English players came to this country in 1752 and made the tour of many of the principal
towns. The first play acted here by professionals on a public stage was the Merchant of Venice, which was
given by the English company at Williamsburg, Va., in 1752. The first regular theater building was at
Annapolis, Md., where in the same year this troupe performed, among other pieces, Farquhar's Beaux'
Stratagem. In 1753 a theater was built in New York, and one in 1759 in Philadelphia. The Quakers of
Philadelphia and the Puritans of Boston were strenuously opposed to the acting of plays, and in the latter
city the players were several times arrested during the performances, under a Massachusetts law forbidding
dramatic performances. At Newport, R. 1., on the other hand, which was a health resort for planters from
the Southern States and the West Indies. {393} and the largest slave-market in the North, the actors were
hospitably received. The first play known to have been written by an American was the Prince of Parthia,
1765, a closet drama, by Thomas Godfrey, of Philadelphia. The first play by an American writer, acted by
professionals in a public theater, was Royal Tyler's Contrast, performed in New York in 1786. The former
of these was very high tragedy, and the latter very low comedy; and neither of them is otherwise
remarkable than as being the first of a long line of indifferent dramas. There is, in fact, no American
dramatic literature worth speaking of; not a single American play of even the second rank, unless we except
a few graceful parlor comedies, like Mr. Howell's Elevator and Sleeping-Car. Royal Tyler, the author of the
Contrast, cut quite a figure in his day as a wit and journalist, and eventually became Chief Justice of
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Vermont. His comedy, the Georgia Spec, 1797, had a great run in Boston, and his Algerine Captive,
published in the same year, was one of the earliest American novels. It was a rambling tale of adventure,
constructed somewhat upon the plan of Smollett's novels and dealing with the piracies which led to the war
between the United States and Algiers in 1815. Charles Brockden Brown, the first American novelist of
any note, was also the first professional man of letters in this country who supported himself entirely by his
pen. He was born in {394} Philadelphia in 1771, lived a part of his life in New York and part in his native
city, where he started, in 1803, the Literary Magazine and American Register. During the years 1798-1801
he published in rapid succession six romances, Wieland, Ormond, Arthur Mervyn, Edgar Huntley, Clara
Howard, and Jane Talbot. Brown was an invalid and something of a recluse, with a relish for the ghastly in
incident and the morbid in character. He was in some points a prophecy of Poe and Hawthorne, though his
art was greatly inferior to Poe's, and almost infinitely so to Hawthorne's. His books belong more properly to
the contemporary school of fiction in England which preceded the "Waverley Novels"--to the class that
includes Beckford's Vathek, Godwin's Caleb Williams and St. Leon, Mrs. Shelley's Frankenstein, and such
"Gothic" romances as Lewis's Monk, Walpole's Castle of Otranto, and Mrs. Radcliffe’'s Mysteries of
Udolpho. A distinguishing characteristic of this whole school is what we may call the clumsy-horrible.
Brown's romances are not wanting in inventive power, in occasional situations that are intensely thrilling,
and in subtle analysis of character; but they are fatally defective in art. The narrative is by turns abrupt and
tiresomely prolix, proceeding not so much by dialogue as by elaborate dissection and discussion of motives
and states of mind, interspersed with the author's reflections. The wild improbabilities of plot and the
unnatural and even monstrous developments of character are in startling contrast with the old-fashioned
preciseness of the language; the conversations, when there are any, being conducted in that insipid dialect
in which a fine woman was called an "elegant female.” The following is a sample description of one of
Brown's heroines, and is taken from his novel of Ormond, the leading character in which--a combination of
unearthly intellect with fiendish wickedness--is thought to have been suggested by Aaron Burr: "Helena
Cleves was endowed with every feminine and fascinating quality. Her features were modified by the most
transient sentiments and were the seat of a softness at all times blushful and bewitching. All those graces of
symmetry, smoothness and lustre, which assemble in the imagination of the painter when he calls from the
bosom of her natal deep the Paphian divinity, blended their perfections in the shade, complexion, and hair
of this lady." But, alas! "Helena's intellectual deficiencies could not be concealed. She was proficient in the
elements of no science. The doctrine of lines and surfaces was as disproportionate with her intellects as
with those of the mock-bird. She had not reasoned on the principles of human action, nor examined the
structure of society.~.~.~. She could not commune in their native dialect with the sages of Rome and
Athens.~.~.~. The constitution of nature, the attributes of its Author, the arrangement of the parts of the
external universe, and the substance, modes of operation, and ultimate destiny of human intelligence were
enigmas unsolved and insoluble by her." Brown frequently raises a superstructure of mystery on a basis
ludicrously weak. Thus the hero of his first novel, Wieland (whose father anticipates "Old Krook," in
Dickens's Bleak House, by dying of spontaneous combustion), is led on by what he mistakes for spiritual
voices to kill his wife and children; and the voices turn out to be produced by the ventriloquism of one
Carwin, the villain of the story. Similarly in Edgar Huntley, the plot turns upon the phenomena of sleep-
walking. Brown had the good sense to place the scene of his romances in his own country, and the only
passages in them which have now a living interest are his descriptions of wilderness scenery in Edgar
Huntley, and his graphic account in Arthur Mervyn of the yellow-fever epidemic in Philadelphia in 1793.
Shelley was an admirer of Brown, and his experiments in prose fiction, such as Zastrozzi and St. Irvyne the
Rosicrucian, are of the same abnormal and speculative type. Another book which falls within this period
was the Journal, 1774, of John Woolman, a New Jersey Quaker, which has received the highest praise from
Channing, Charles Lamb, and many others. "Get the writings of John Woolman by heart,” wrote Lamb,
"and love the early Quakers." The charm of this journal resides in its singular sweetness and innocence cf
feeling, the "deep inward stillness" peculiar to the people called Quakers. Apart from his constant use of
certain phrases peculiar to the Friends, Woolman's English is also remarkably graceful and pure, the
transparent medium of a soul absolutely sincere, and tender and humble in its sincerity. When not working
at his trade as a tailor, Woolman spent his time in visiting and ministering to the monthly, quarterly, and
yearly meetings of Friends, traveling on horseback to their scattered communities in the backwoods of
Virginia and North Carolina, and northward along the coast as far as Boston and Nantucket. He was under
a "concern" and a "heavy exercise" touching the keeping of slaves, and by his writing and speaking did
much to influence the Quakers against slavery. His love went out, indeed, to all the wretched and
oppressed; to sailors, and to the Indians in particular. One of his most perilous journeys was made to the
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settlements of Moravian Indians in the wilderness of Western Pennsylvania, at Bethlehem, and at
Wehaloosing, on the Susquehanna. Some of the scruples which Woolman felt, and the quaint naiveté with
which he expresses them, may make the modern reader smile--but it is a smile which is very close to a tear.
Thus, when in England--where he died in 1772--he would not ride nor send a letter by mail-coach, because
the poor post-boys were compelled to ride long stages in winter nights, and were sometimes frozen to
death. "So great is the hurry in the spirit of this world, that in aiming to do business quickly and to gain
wealth, the creation at this day doth loudly groan." Again, having reflected that war was caused by luxury
in dress, etc., the use of dyed garments grew uneasy to him, and he got and wore a hat of the natural color
of the fur. "In attending meetings, this singularity was a trial to me~.~.~. and some Friends, who knew not
from what motives | wore it, grew shy of me.~.~.~. Those who spoke with me | generally informed, in a
few words, that | believed my wearing it was not in my own will."
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CHAPTER I11.
THE ERA OF NATIONAL EXPANSION.
1815-1837.

The attempt to preserve a strictly chronological order must here be abandoned. About all the American
literature in existence, that is of any value as literature, is the product of the past three quarters of a century,
and the men who produced it, though older or younger, were still contemporaries. Irving's Knickerbocker's
History of New York, 1809, was published within the recollection of some yet living, and the venerable
poet, Richard H. Dana--Irving's junior by only four years--survived to 1879, when the youngest of the
generation of writers that now occupy public attention had already won their spurs. Bryant,

whose Thanatopsis was printed in 1816, lived down to 1878. He saw the beginnings of our national
literature, and he saw almost as much of the latest phase of it as we see to-day in this year 1887. Still, even
within the limits of a single life-time, there have been progress and change. And so, while it will happen
that the consideration of writers a part of whose work falls between the dates at the head of this chapter
may be postponed to subsequent chapters, we may in a general way follow the sequence of time.

The period between the close of the second war with England, in 1815, and the great financial crash of
1837, has been called, in language attributed to President Monroe, "the era of good feeling." It was a time
of peace and prosperity, of rapid growth in population and rapid extension of territory. The new nation was
entering upon its vast estates and beginning to realize its manifest destiny. The peace with Great Britain, by
calling off the Canadian Indians and the other tribes in alliance with England, had opened up the North-
west to settlement. Ohio had been admitted as a State in 1802; but at the time of President Monroe's tour, in
1817, Cincinnati had only seven thousand inhabitants, and half of the State was unsettled. The Ohio River
flowed for most of its course through an unbroken wilderness. Chicago was merely a fort. Hitherto the
emigration to the West had been sporadic; now it took on the dimensions of a general and almost a
concerted exodus. This movement was stimulated in New England by the cold summer of 1816 and the late
spring of 1817, which produced a scarcity of food that amounted in parts of the interior to a veritable
famine. All through this period sounded the axe of the pioneer clearing the forest about his log cabin, and
the rumble of the canvas-covered emigrant wagon over the primitive highways which crossed the
Alleghanies or followed the valley of the Mohawk. S. G. Goodrich, known in letters as "Peter Parley," in
his Recollections of a Lifetime, 1856, describes the part of the movement which he had witnessed as a boy
in Fairfield County, Conn.: "I remember very well the tide of emigration through Connecticut, on its way to
the West, during the summer of 1817. Some persons went in covered wagons--frequently a family
consisting of father, mother, and nine small children, with one at the breast--some on foot, and some
crowded together under the cover, with kettles, gridirons, feather beds, crockery, and the family Bible,
Watts's Psalms and Hymns, and Webster's Spelling-book--the lares and penates of the household. Others
started in ox-carts, and trudged on at the rate of ten miles a day. . . . Many of these persons were in a state
of poverty, and begged their way as they went. Some died before they reached the expected Canaan; many
perished after their arrival from fatigue and privation; and others from the fever and ague, which was then
certain to attack the new settlers. It was, | think, in 1818 that I published a small tract entitled Tother Side
of Oldo--that is, the other view, in contrast to the popular notion that it was the paradise of the world. It was
written by Dr. Hand--a talented young physician of Berlin--who had made a visit to the West about these
days. It consisted mainly of vivid but painful pictures of the accidents and incidents attending this
wholesale migration. The roads over the Alleghanies, between Philadelphia and Pittsburg, were then rude,
steep, and dangerous, and some of the more precipitous slopes were consequently strewn with the carcases
of wagons, carts, horses, oxen, which had made shipwreck in their perilous descents.” But in spite of the
hardships of the settler's life, the spirit of that time, as reflected in its writings, was a hopeful and a light-
hearted one. "Westward the course of empire takes its way," runs the famous line from Berkeley's poem on
America. The New Englanders who removed to the Western Reserve went there to better themelves; and
their children found themselves the owners of broad acres of virgin soil, in place of the stony hill pastures
of Berkshire and Litchfield. There was an attraction, too, about the wild, free life of the frontiersman, with
all its perils and discomforts. The life of Daniel Boone, the pioneer of Kentucky--that "dark and bloody
ground"--is a genuine romance. Hardly less picturesque was the old river life of the Ohio boatmen, before
the coming of steam banished their queer craft from the water. Between 1810 and 1840 the center of
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population in the United States had moved from the Potomac to the neighborhood of Clarksburg, in West
Virginia, and the population itself had increased from seven to seventeen millions. The gain was made
partly in the East and South, but the general drift was westward. During the years now under review, the
following new States were admitted, in the order named: Indiana, Mississippi, Illinois, Alabama, Maine,
Missouri, Arkansas, Michigan. Kentucky and Tennessee had been made States in the last years of the
eighteenth century, and Louisiana--acquired by purchase from France--in 1812. The settlers, in their
westward march, left large tracts of wilderness behind them. They took up first the rich bottom lands along
the river courses, the Ohio and Miami and Licking, and later the valleys of the Mississippi and Missouri,
and the shores of the great lakes. But there still remained back woods in New York and Pennsylvania,
though the cities of New York and Philadelphia had each a population of more than one hundred thousand
in 1815. When the Erie Canal was opened, in 1825, it ran through a primitive forest. N. P. Willis, who went
by canal to Buffalo and Niagara in 1827, describes the houses and stores at Rochester as standing among
the burnt stumps left by the first settlers. In the same year that saw the opening of this great water way, the
Indian tribes, numbering now about one hundred and thirty thousand souls, were moved across the
Mississippi. Their power had been broken by General Harrison's victory over Tecumseh at the battle of
Tippecanoe, in 1811, and they were in fact mere remnants and fragments of the race which had hung upon
the skirts of civilization, and disputed the advance of the white man for two centuries. It was not until some
years later than this that railroads began to take an important share in opening up new country. The restless
energy, the love of adventure, the sanguine anticipation which characterized American thought at this time,
the picturesque contrasts to be seen in each mushroom town where civilization was encroaching on the raw
edge of the wilderness--all these found expression, not only in such well-known books as Copper's
Pioneers, 1823, and Irving's Tour on the Prairies, 1835, but in the minor literature which is read to-day, if at
all, not for its own sake, but for the light that it throws on the history of national development: in such
books as Paulding's story of Westward Ho! and his poem, The Backwoodsman, 1818; or as Timothy Flint's
Recollections, 1826, and his Geography and History of the Mississippi Valley, 1827. It was not an age of
great books, but it was an age of large ideas and expanding prospects. The new consciousness of empire
uttered itself hastily, crudely, ran into buncombe, "spread-eagleism," and other noisy forms of patriotic
exultation; but it was thoroughly democratic and American. Though literature--or at least the best literature
of the time--was not yet emancipated from English models, thought and life, at any rate, were no longer in
bondage--no longer provincial. And it is significant that the party in office during these years was the
Democratic, the party which had broken most completely with conservative traditions. The famous
"Monroe doctrine” was a pronunciamento of this aggressive democracy, and though the Federalists
returned to power for a single term, under John Quincy Adams (1825-1829,) Andrew Jackson received the
largest number of electoral votes, and Adams was only chosen by the House of Representatives in the
absence of a majority vote for any one candidate. At the close of his term "Old Hickory," the hero of the
people, the most characteristically democratic of our Presidents, and the first backwoodsman who entered
the White House, was borne into office on a wave of popular enthusiasm. We have now arrived at the time
when American literature, in the higher and stricter sense of the term, really began to have an existence. S.
G. Goodrich, who settled at Hartford as a bookseller and publisher in 1818, says, in his Recollections:
"About this time | began to think of trying to bring out original American works. . . . The general
impression was that we had not, and could not have, a literature. It was the precise point at which Sidney
Smith had uttered that bitter taunt in the Edinburgh Review, 'Who reads an American book?' . . . It was
positively injurious to the commercial credit of a bookseller to undertake American works." Washington
Irving (1783-1859) was the first American author whose books, as books, obtained recognition abroad;
whose name was thought worthy of mention beside the names of English contemporary authors, like
Byron, Scott, and Coleridge. He was also the first American writer whose writings are still read for their
own sake. We read Mather's Magnalia, and Franklin's Autobiography, and Trumbull's McFingal--if we read
them at all--as history, and to learn about the times or the men. But we read the Sketch Book, and
Knickerbocker's History of New York, and the Conquest of Granada for themselves, and for the pleasure
that they give as pieces of literary art. We have arrived, too, at a time when we may apply a more
cosmopolitan standard to the works of American writers, and may disregard many a minor author whose
productions would have cut some figure had they come to light amid the poverty of our colonial age.
Hundreds of these forgotten names, with specimens of their unread writings, are consigned to a limbo of
immortality in the pages of Duyckinck's Cyclopedia, and of Griswold's Poets of America and Prose Writers
of America. We may select here for special mention, and as most representative of the thought of their
time, the names of Irving, Cooper, Webster, and Channing. A generation was now coming upon the stage
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who could recall no other government in this country than the government of the United States, and to
whom the Revolutionary War was but a tradition. Born in the very year of the peace, it was a part of
Irving's mission, by the sympathetic charm of his writings and by the cordial recognition which he won in
both countries, to allay the soreness which the second war, of 1812-15, had left between England and
America. He was well fitted for the task of mediator. Conservative by nature, early drawn to the venerable
worship of the Episcopal Church, retrospective in his tastes, with a preference for the past and its historic
associations which, even in young America, led him to invest the Hudson and the region about New York
with a legendary interest, he wrote of American themes in an English fashion, and interpreted to an
American public the mellow attractiveness that he found in the life and scenery of Old England. He lived in
both countries, and loved them both; and it is hard to say whether Irving is more of an English or of an
American writer. His first visit to Europe, in 1804-6, occupied nearly two years. From 1815 to 1832 he was
abroad continuously, and his "domicile," as the lawyers say, during these seventeen years was really in
England, though a portion of his time was spent upon the continent, and several successive years in Spain,
where he engaged upon the Life of Columbus, the Conquest of Granada, the Companions of Columbus, and
the Alhambra, all published between 1828-32. From 1842 to 1846 he was again in Spain as American
Minister at Madrid. Irving was the last and greatest of the Addisonians. His boyish letters, signed "Jonathan
Oldstyle," contributed in 1802 to his brother's newspaper, the Morning Chronicle, were, like Franklin's
Busybody, close imitations of the Spectator. To the same family belonged his Salmagundi papers, 1807, a
series of town-satires on New York society, written in conjunction with his brother William and with James
K. Paulding. The little tales, essays, and sketches which compose the Sketch Book were written in England,
and published in America, in periodical numbers, in 1819-20. In this, which is in some respects his best
book, he still maintained that attitude of observation and spectatorship taught him by Addison. The volume
had a motto taken from Burton, "I have no wife nor children, good or bad, to provide for--a mere spectator
of other men's fortunes,” etc.; and "The Author's Account of Himself" began in true Addisonian fashion: "I
was always fond of visiting new scenes and observing strange characters and manners.” But though never
violently "American,” like some later writers who have consciously sought to throw off the trammels of
English tradition, Irving was in a real way original. His most distinct addition to our national literature was
in his creation of what has been called "the Knickerbocker legend." He was the first to make use, for
literary purposes, of the old Dutch traditions which clustered about the romantic scenery of the Hudson.
Col. T. W. Higginson, in his History of the United States, tells how "Mrs. Josiah Quincy, sailing up that
river in 1786, when Irving was a child three years old, records that the captain of the sloop had a legend,
either supernatural or traditional, for every scene, and not a mountain reared its head unconnected with
some marvelous story.™ The material thus at hand Irving shaped into his Knickerbocker's History of New
York, into the immortal story of Rip Van Winkle, and the Legend of Sleepy Hollow (both published in the
Sketch Book), and in later additions to the same realm of fiction, such as Dolph Heyliger in Bracebridge
Hall, the Money Diggers, Wolfert Webber, and Kidd the Pirate, in the Tales of a Traveler, and in some of
the miscellanies from the Knickerbocker Magazine, collected into a volume, in 1855, under the title of
Wolfert's Roost. The book which made Irving's reputation was his Knickerbocker's History of New York,
1809, a burlesque chronicle, making fun of the old Dutch settlers of New Amsterdam, and attributed, by a
familiar and now somewhat threadbare device, to a little old gentleman named Diedrich Knickerbocker,
whose manuscript had come into the editor's hands. The book was gravely dedicated to the New York
Historical Society, and it is said to have been quoted, as authentic history, by a certain German scholar
named Goeller, in a note on a passage in Thucydides. This story, though well vouched, is hard of belief: for
Knickerbocker, though excellent fooling, has nothing of the grave irony of Swift in his Modest Proposal or
of Defoe in his Short Way with Dissenters. Its mock-heroic intention is as transparent as in Fielding's
parodies of Homer, which it somewhat resembles, particularly in the delightfully absurd description of the
mustering of the clans under Peter Stuyvesant and the attack on the Swedish Fort Christina.
Knickerbocker's History of New York was a real addition to the comic literature of the world; a work of
genuine humor, original and vital. Walter Scott said that it reminded him closely of Swift, and had touches
resembling Sterne. It is not necessary to claim for Irving's little masterpiece a place beside Gulliver's
Travels and Tristram Shandy. But it was, at least, the first American book in the lighter departments of
literature which needed no apology and stood squarely on its own legs. It was written, too, at just the right
time. Although New Amsterdam had become New York as early as 1664, the impress of its first settlers,
with their quaint conservative ways, was still upon it when Irving was a boy. The descendants of the Dutch
families formed a definite element not only in Manhattan, but all up along the kills of the Hudson, at
Albany, at Schenectady, in Westchester County, at Hoboken, and Communipaw, localities made familiar to
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him in many a ramble and excursion. He lived to see the little provincial town of his birth grow into a great
metropolis, in which all national characteristics were blended together, and a tide of immigration from
Europe and New England flowed over the old landmarks and obliterated them utterly. Although Irving was
the first to reveal to his countrymen the literary possibilities of their early history, it must be acknowledged
that with modern American life he had little sympathy. He hated politics, and in the restless democratic
movement of the time, as we have described it, he found no inspiration. This moderate and placid
gentleman, with his distrust of all kinds of fanaticism, had no liking for the Puritans or for their
descendants, the New England Yankees, if we may judge from his sketch of Ichabod Crane, in the Legend
of Sleepy Hollow. His genius was reminiscent, and his imagination, like Scott's, was the historic
imagination. In crude America his fancy took refuge in the picturesque aspects of the past, in "survivals"
like the Knickerbocker Dutch and the Acadian peasants, whose isolated communities on the lower
Muississippi he visited and described. He turned naturally to the ripe civilization of the Old World. He was
our first picturesque tourist, the first "American in Europe.” He rediscovered England, whose ancient
churches, quiet landscapes, memory-haunted cities, Christmas celebrations, and rural festivals had for him
an unfailing attraction. With pictures of these, for the most part, he filled the pages of the Sketch Book and
Bracebridge Hall, 1822. Delightful as are these English sketches, in which the author conducts his readers
to Windsor Castle, or Stratford-on-Avon, or the Boar's Head Tavern, or sits beside him on the box of the
old English stage-coach, or shares with him the Yuletide cheer at the ancient English country house, their
interest has somewhat faded. The pathos of the Broken Heart and the Pride of the Village, the mild satire of
the Art of Book Making, the rather obvious reflections in Westminster Abbey are not exactly to the taste of
this generation. They are the literature of leisure and retrospection; and already Irving's gentle elaboration,
the refined and slightly artificial beauty of his style, and his persistently genial and sympathetic attitude
have begun to pall upon readers who demand a more nervous and accented kind of writing. It is felt that a
little roughness, a little harshness, even, would give relief to his pictures of life. There is, for instance,
something a little irritating in the old-fashioned courtliness of his manner toward women; and one reads
with a certain impatience smoothly punctuated passages like the following: "As the vine, which has long
twined its graceful foliage about the oak, and been lifted by it into sunshine, will, when the hardy plant is
rifted by the thunderbolt, cling round it with its caressing tendrils, and bind up its shattered boughs, so is it
beautifully ordered by Providence that woman, who is the mere dependent and ornament of man in his
happier hours, should be his stay and solace when smitten with sudden calamity; winding herself into the
rugged recesses of his nature, tenderly supporting the drooping head, and binding up the broken heart."
Irving's gifts were sentiment and humor, with an imagination sufficiently fertile, and an observation
sufficiently acute to support those two main qualities, but inadequate to the service of strong passion or
subtle thinking, though his pathos, indeed, sometimes reached intensity. His humor was always delicate and
kindly; his sentiment never degenerated into sentimentality. His diction was graceful and elegant--too
elegant, perhaps; and in his modesty he attributed the success of his books in England to the astonishment
of Englishmen that an American could write good English. In Spanish history and legend Irving found a
still newer and richer field for his fancy to work upon. He had not the analytic and philosophical mind of a
great historian, and the merits of his Conquest of Granada and Life of Columbus are rather belletristisch
than scientific. But he brought to these undertakings the same eager love of the romantic past which had
determined the character of his writings in America and England, and the result--whether we call it history
or romance--is at all events charming as literature. His Life of Washington--completed in 1859--was his
magnum opus, and is accepted as standard authority. Mahomet and His Successors, 1850, was
comparatively a failure. But of all Irving's biographies, his Life of Oliver Goldsmith, 1849, was the most
spontaneous and perhaps the best. He did not impose it upon himself as a task, but wrote it from a native
and loving sympathy with his subject, and it is, therefore, one of the choicest literary memoirs in the
language.

When Irving returned to America, in 1832, he was the recipient of almost national honors. He had received
the medal of the Royal Society of Literature and the degree of D.C.L. from Oxford University, and had
made American literature known and respected abroad. In his modest home at Sunnyside, on the banks of
the river over which he had been the first to throw the witchery of poetry and romance, he was attended to
the last by the admiring affection of his countrymen. He had the love and praises of the foremost English
writers of his own generation and the generation which followed--of Scott, Byron, Coleridge, Thackeray,
and Dickens, some of whom had been among his personal friends. He is not the greatest of American
authors, but the influence of his writings is sweet and wholesome, and it is in many ways fortunate that the
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first American man of letters who made himself heard in Europe should have been in all particulars a
gentleman. Connected with Irving, at least by name and locality, were a number of authors who resided in
the city of New York and who are known as the Knickerbocker writers, perhaps because they were
contributors to the Knickerbocker Magazine. One of these was James K. Paulding, a connection of Irving
by marriage, and his partner in the Salmagundi Papers. Paulding became Secretary of the Navy under Van
Buren, and lived down to the year 1860. He was a voluminous author, but his writings had no power of
continuance, and are already obsolete, with the possible exception of his novel, the Dutchman's Fireside,
1831. A finer spirit than Paulding was Joseph Rodman Drake, a young poet of great promise, who died in
1820, at the age of twenty-five. Drake's patriotic lyric, the American Flag, is certainly the most spirited
thing of the kind in our poetic literature, and greatly superior to such national anthems as Hail Columbia
and the Star Spangled Banner. His Culprit Fay, published in 1819, was the best poem that had yet appeared
in America, if we except Bryant's Thanatopsis, which was three years the elder. The Culprit Fay was a fairy
story, in which, following Irving's lead, Drake undertook to throw the glamour of poetry about the
Highlands of the Hudson. Edgar Poe said that the poem was fanciful rather than imaginative; but it is
prettily and even brilliantly fanciful, and has maintained its popularity to the present time. Such verse as the
following--which seems to show that Drake had been reading Coleridge's Christabel, published three years
before--was something new in American poetry:

"The winds are whist and the owl is still,
The bat in the shelvy rock is hid,

And naught is heard on the lonely hill,

But the cricket's chirp and the answer shrill,
Of the gauze-winged katydid,

And the plaint of the wailing whip-poor-will
{417}

Who moans unseen, and ceaseless sings
Ever a note of wail and woe,

Till morning spreads her rosy wings,

And earth and sky in her glances glow."

Here we have, at last, the whip-poor-will, an American bird, and not

the conventional lark or nightingale, although the elves of the Old

World seem scarcely at home on the banks of the Hudson. Drake's memory
has been kept fresh not only by his own poetry, but by the beautiful

elegy written by his friend Fitz-Greene Halleck, the first stanza of

which is universally known:

"Green be the turf above thee,
Friend of my better days;

None knew thee but to love thee,
Nor named thee but to praise."

Halleck was born in Guilford, Connecticut, whither he retired in 1849, and resided there till his death in
1867. But his literary career is identified with New York. He was associated with Drake in writing the
Croaker Papers, a series of humorous and satirical verses contributed in 1814 to the Evening Post. These
were of a merely local and temporary interest; but Halleck's fine ode, Marco Bozzaris--though

declaimed until it has become hackneyed--gives him a sure title to a remembrance; and his Alnwick Castle,
a monody, half serious and half playful on the contrasts between feudal associations and modern life, has
much of that pensive lightness which characterizes Praed's best vers de societé.

A friend of Drake and Halleck was James Fenimore Cooper (1789-1851), the first American novelist of
distinction, and, if a popularity which has endured for nearly three quarters of a century is any test, still the
most successful of all American novelists. Cooper was far more intensely American than Irving, and his
books reached an even wider public. "They are published as soon as he produces them," said Morse, the
electrician, in 1833, "in thirty-four different places in Europe. They have been seen by American travelers
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in the languages of Turkey and Persia, in Constantinople, in Egypt, at Jerusalem, at Ispahan." Cooper wrote
altogether too much; he published, besides his fictions, a Naval History of the United States, a series of
naval biographies, works of travel, and a great deal of controversial matter. He wrote over thirty novels, the
greater part of which are little better than trash, and tedious trash at that. This is especially true of his
tendenz novels and his novels of society. He was a man of strongly marked individuality, fiery, pugnacious,
sensitive to criticism, and abounding in prejudices. He was embittered by the scurrilous attacks made upon
him by a portion of the American press, and spent a great deal of time and energy in conducting libel suits
against the newspapers. In the same spirit he used fiction as a vehicle for attack upon the abuses and follies
of American life. Nearly all of his novels, written with this design, are worthless. Nor was Cooper well
equipped by nature and temperament for depicting character and passion in social life. Even in his best
romances his heroines and his "leading juveniles"--to borrow a term from the amateur stage--are insipid
and conventional. He was no satirist, and his humor was not of a high order. He was a rapid and uneven
writer, and, unlike Irving, he had no style. Where Cooper was great was in the story, in the invention of
incidents and plots, in a power of narrative and description in tales of wild adventure which keeps the
reader in breathless excitement to the end of the book. He originated the novel of the sea and the novel of
the wilderness. He created the Indian of literature; and in this, his peculiar field, although he has had
countless imitators, he has had no equals. Cooper's experiences had prepared him well for the kingship of
this new realm in the world of fiction. His childhood was passed on the borders of Otsego Lake, when
central New York was still a wilderness, with boundless forests stretching westward, broken only here and
there by the clearings of the pioneers. He was taken from college (Yale) when still a lad, and sent to sea in
a merchant vessel, before the mast. Afterward he entered the navy and did duty on the high seas and upon
Lake Ontario, then surrounded by virgin forests. He married and resigned his commission in 1811, just
before the outbreak of the war with England, so that he missed the opportunity of seeing active service in
any of those engagements on the ocean and our great lakes which were so glorious to American arms. But
he always retained an active interest in naval affairs. His first successful novel was The Spy, 1821, a tale of
the Revolutionary War, the scene of which was laid in Westchester County, N. Y., where the author was
then residing. The hero of this story, Harvey Birch, was one of the most skillfully drawn figures on his
canvas. In 1823 he published the Pioneers, a work somewhat overladen with description, in which he drew
for material upon his boyish recollections of frontier life at Cooperstown. This was the first of the series of
five romances known as the Leatherstocking Tales. The others were the Last of the Mohicans, 1826; the
Prairie, 1827; the Pathfinder, 1840; and the Deerslayer, 1841. The hero of this series, Natty Bumpo, or
"Leatherstocking," was Cooper's one great creation in the sphere of character, his most original addition to
the literature of the world in the way of a new human type. This backwoods philosopher--to the conception
of whom the historic exploits of Daniel Boone perhaps supplied some hints; unschooled, but moved by
noble impulses and a natural sense of piety and justice; passionately attached to the wilderness, and
following its westering edge even unto the prairies--this man of the woods was the first real American in
fiction. Hardly less individual and vital were the various types of Indian character, in Chingachgook,
Uncas, Hist, and the Huron warriors. Inferior to these, but still vigorously though somewhat roughly drawn,
were the waifs and strays of civilization, whom duty, or the hope of gain, or the love of adventure, or the
outlawry of crime had driven to the wilderness--the solitary trapper, the reckless young frontiersman, the
officers and men of out-post garrisons. Whether Cooper's Indian was the real being, or an idealized and
rather melo-dramatic version of the truth, has been a subject of dispute. However this be, he has taken his
place in the domain of art, and it is safe to say that his standing there is secure. No boy will ever give him
up. Equally good with the Leatherstocking novels, and especially national, were Cooper's tales of the sea,
or at least the two best of them--the Pilot, 1823, founded upon the daring exploits of John Paul Jones, and
the Red Rover, 1828. But here, though Cooper still holds the sea, he has had to admit competitors; and
Britannia, who rules the waves in song, has put in some claim to a share in the domain of nautical fiction in
the persons of Mr. W. Clarke Russell and others. Though Cooper's novels do not meet the deeper needs of
the heart and the imagination, their appeal to the universal love of a story is perennial. We devour them
when we are boys, and if we do not often return to them when we are men, that is perhaps only because we
have read them before, and "know the ending." They are good yarns for the forecastle and the camp-fire;
and the scholar in his study, though he may put the Deerslayer or the Last of the Mohicans away on the top-
shelf, will take it down now and again, and sit up half the night over it. Before dismissing the belles-lettres
writings of this period, mention should be made of a few poems of the fugitive kind which seem to have
taken a permanent place in popular regard. John Howard Payne, a native of Long Island, a wandering actor
and playwright, who died American Consul at Tunis in 1852, wrote about 1820 for Covent Garden Theater
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an opera, entitled Clari, the libretto of which included the now famous song of Home, Sweet Home. Its
literary pretensions were of the humblest kind, but it spoke a true word which touched the Anglo-Saxon
heart in its tenderest spot, and being happily married to a plaintive air was sold by the hundred thousand,
and is evidently destined to be sung forever. A like success has attended the Old Oaken Bucket, composed
by Samuel Woodworth, a printer and journalist from Massachusetts, whose other poems, of which two
collections were issued in 1818 and 1826, were soon forgotten. Richard Henry Wilde, an Irishman by birth,
a gentleman of scholarly tastes and accomplishments, who wrote a great deal on Italian literature, and sat
for several terms in Congress as Representative of the State of Georgia, was the author of the favorite song,
My Life is Like the Summer Rose. Another Southerner, and a member of a distinguished Southern family,
was Edward Coate Pinkney, who served nine years in the navy, and died in 1828, at the age of twenty-six,
having published in 1825 a small volume of lyrical poems which had a fire and a grace uncommon at that
time in American verse. One of these, A Health, beginning

"I fill this cup to one made up of loveliness alone,"

though perhaps somewhat overpraised by Edgar Poe, has rare beauty of thought and expression. John
Quincy Adams, sixth President of the United States (1825-29), was a man of culture and of literary tastes.
He published his lectures on rhetoric delivered during his tenure of the Boylston Professorship at Harvard
in 1806-09; he left a voluminous diary, which has been edited since his death in 1848; and among his
experiments in poetry is one of considerable merit, entitled the Wants of Man, an ironical sermon on
Goldsmith's text:

"Man wants but little here below
Nor wants that little long."”

As this poem is a curiously close anticipation of Dr. Holmes's Contentment, so the very popular ballad, Old
Grimes, written about 1818, by Albert Gorton Greene, an undergraduate of Brown University in Rhode
Island, is in some respects an anticipation of Holmes's quaintly pathetic Last Leaf.

The political literature and public oratory of the United States during this period, although not absolutely of
less importance than that which preceded and followed the Declaration of Independence and the adoption
of the Constitution, demands less relative attention in a history of literature by reason of the growth of other
departments of thought. The age was a political one, but no longer exclusively political. The debates of the
time centered about the question of "State Rights," and the main forum of discussion was the old Senate
chamber, then made illustrious by the presence of Clay, Webster, and Calhoun. The slavery question,
which had threatened trouble, was put off for awhile by the Missouri Compromise of 1820, only to break
out more fiercely in the debates on the Wilmot Proviso, and the Kansas and Nebraska Bill. Meanwhile the
Abolition movement had been transferred to the press and the platform. Garrison started his Liberator in
1830, and the Antislavery Society was founded in 1833. The Whig party, which had inherited the
constitutional principles of the old Federal party, advocated internal improvements at national expense and
a high protective tariff. The State Rights party, which was strongest at the South, opposed these views, and
in 1832 South Carolina claimed the right to "nullify" the tariff imposed by the general government. The
leader of this party was John Caldwell Calhoun, a South Carolinian, who in his speech in the United States
Senate, on February 13, 1832, on Nullification and the Force Bill, set forth most authoritatively the
"Carolina doctrine." Calhoun was a great debater, but hardly a great orator. His speeches are the arguments
of a lawyer and a strict constitutionalist, severely logical, and with a sincere conviction in the soundness of
his case. Their language is free from bad rhetoric; the reasoning is cogent, but there is an absence of
emotion and imagination; they contain few quotable things, and no passages of commanding eloquence,
such as strew the orations of Webster and Burke. They are not, in short, literature. Again, the speeches of
Henry Clay, of Kentucky, the leader of the Whigs, whose persuasive oratory is a matter of tradition,
disappoint in the reading. The fire has gone out of them.

Not so with Daniel Webster, the greatest of American forensic orators, if, indeed, he be not the greatest of
all orators who have used the English tongue. Webster's speeches are of the kind that have power to move
after the voice of the speaker is still. The thought and the passion in them lay hold on feelings of patriotism
more lasting than the issues of the moment. It is, indeed, true of Webster's speeches, as of all speeches, that
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they are known to posterity more by single brilliant passages than as wholes. In oratory the occasion is of
the essence of the thing, and only those parts of an address which are permanent and universal in their
appeal take their place in literature. But of such detachable passages there are happily many in Webster's
orations. One great thought underlay all his public life, the thought of the Union; of American nationality.
What in Hamilton had been a principle of political philosophy had become in Webster a passionate
conviction. The Union was his idol, and he was intolerant of any faction which threatened it from any
quarter, whether the Nullifiers of South Carolina or the Abolitionists of the North. It is this thought which
gives grandeur and elevation to all his utterances, and especially to the wonderful peroration of his reply to
Hayne, on Mr. Foot's resolution touching the sale of the public lands, delivered in the Senate on January 26,
1830, whose closing words, "liberty and union, now and forever, one and inseparable,” became the rallying
cry of a great cause. Similar in sentiment was his famous speech of March 7, 1850, On the Constitution and
the Union, which gave so much offense to the extreme Antislavery party, who held with Garrison that a
Constitution which protected slavery was "a league with death and a covenant with hell." It is not claiming
too much for Webster to assert that the sentences of these and other speeches, memorized and declaimed by
thousands of school-boys throughout the North, did as much as any single influence to train up a generation
in hatred of secession, and to send into the fields of the civil war armies of men animated with the stern
resolution to fight till the last drop of blood was shed, rather than allow the Union to be dissolved. The
figure of this great senator is one of the most imposing in American annals. The masculine force of his
personality impressed itself upon men of a very different stamp--upon the unworldly Emerson, and upon
the captious Carlyle, whose respect was not willingly accorded to any contemporary, much less to a
representative of American democracy. Webster's looks and manner were characteristic. His form was
massive, his skull and jaw solid, the underlip projecting, and the mouth firmly and grimly shut; his
complexion was swarthy, and his black, deep set eyes, under shaggy brows, glowed with a smoldering fire.
He was rather silent in society; his delivery in debate was grave and weighty, rather than fervid. His oratory
was massive and sometimes even ponderous. It may be questioned whether an American orator of to-day,
with intellectual abilities equal to Webster's--if such a one there were--would permit himself the use of
sonorous and elaborate pictures like the famous period which follows: "On this question of principle, while
actual suffering was yet afar off, they raised their flag against a power, to which, for purposes of foreign
conquest and subjugation, Rome, in the height of her glory, is not to be compared; a power which has
dotted over the surface of the whole globe with her possessions and military posts, whose morning drum-
beat, following the sun and keeping company with the hours, circles the earth with one continuous and
unbroken strain of the martial airs of England.” The secret of this kind of oratory has been lost. The present
generation distrusts rhetorical ornament, and likes something swifter, simpler, and more familiar in its
speakers. But every thing, in declamation of this sort, depends on the way in which it is done. Webster did
it supremely well; a smaller man would merely have made buncombe of it. Among the legal orators of the
time the foremost was Rufus Choate, an eloquent pleader, and, like Webster, a United States Senator from
Massachusetts. Some of his speeches, though excessively rhetorical, have literary quality, and are nearly as
effective in print as Webster's own. Another Massachusetts orator, Edward Everett, who in his time was
successively professor in Harvard College, Unitarian minister in Boston, editor of the North American
Review, member of both houses of Congress, Minister to England, Governor of his State, and President of
Harvard, was a speaker of great finish and elegance. His addresses were mainly of the memorial and
anniversary kind, and were rather lectures and Ph. B. K. prolusions than speeches. Everett was an instance
of careful culture bestowed on a soil of no very great natural richness. It is doubtful whether his classical
orations on Washington, the Republic, Bunker Hill Monument, and kindred themes, have enough of the
breath of life in them to preserve them much longer in recollection. New England, during these years, did
not take that leading part in the purely literary development of the country which it afterward assumed. It
had no names to match against those of Irving and Cooper. Drake and Halleck--slender as was their
performance in point of quantity--were better poets than the Boston bards, Charles Sprague, whose
Shakespere Ode, delivered at the Boston theater in 1823, was locally famous; and Richard Henry Dana,
whose longish narrative poem, the Buccaneer, 1827, once had admirers. But Boston has at no time been
without a serious intellectual life of its own, nor without a circle of highly educated men of literary
pursuits, even in default of great geniuses. The North American Review, established in 1815, though it has
been wittily described as "ponderously revolving through space"” for a few years after its foundation, did
not exist in an absolute vacuum, but was scholarly, if somewhat heavy. Webster, to be sure, was a
Massachusetts man--as were Everett and Choate--but his triumphs were won in the wider field of national
politics. There was, however, a movement at this time in the intellectual life of Boston and Eastern
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Massachusetts, which, though not immediately contributory to the finer kinds of literature, prepared the
way, by its clarifying and stimulating influences, for the eminent writers of the next generation. This was
the Unitarian revolt against Puritan orthodoxy, in which William Ellery Channing was the principal leader.
In a community so intensely theological as New England it was natural that any {430} new movement in
thought should find its point of departure in the churches. Accordingly, the progressive and democratic
spirit of the age, which in other parts of the country took other shapes, assumed in Massachusetts the form
of "liberal Christianity." Arminianism, Socinianism, and other phases of anti-Trinitarian doctrine, had been
latent in some of the Congregational churches of Massachusetts for a number of years. But about 1812 the
heresy broke out openly, and within a few years from that date most of the oldest and wealthiest church
societies of Boston and its vicinity had gone over to Unitarianism, and Harvard College had been captured,
too. In the controversy that ensued, and which was carried on in numerous books, pamphlets, sermons, and
periodicals, there were eminent disputants on both sides. So far as this controversy was concerned with the
theological doctrine of the Trinity, it has no place in a history of literature. But the issue went far beyond
that. Channing asserted the dignity of human nature against the Calvinistic doctrine of innate depravity, and
affirmed the rights of human reason and man's capacity to judge of God. "We must start in religion from
our own souls," he said. And in his Moral Argument against Calvinism, 1820, he wrote: "Nothing is gained
to piety by degrading human nature, for in the competency of this nature to know and judge of God all
piety has its foundation." In opposition to Edwards's doctrine of necessity, he emphasized the freedom of
the will. He maintained that the Calvinistic dogmas of original sin, foreordination, election by grace, and
eternal punishment were inconsistent with the divine perfection, and made God a monster. In Channing's
view the great sanction of religious truth is the moral sanction, is its agreement with the laws of conscience.
He was a passionate vindicator of the liberty of the individual not only as against political oppression but
against the tyranny of public opinion over thought and conscience: "We were made for free action. This
alone is life, and enters into all that is good and great.” This jealous love of freedom inspired all that he did
and wrote. It led him to join the Antislavery party. It expressed itself in his elaborate arraignment of
Napoleon in the Unitarian organ, the Christian Examiner, for 1827-28; in his Remarks on Associations, and
his paper On the Character and Writings of John Milton, 1826. This was his most considerable contribution
to literary criticism. It took for a text Milton's recently discovered Treatise on Christian Doctrine--the
tendency of which was anti-Trinitarian--but it began with a general defense of poetry against “those who
are accustomed to speak of poetry as light reading." This would now seem a somewhat superfluous
introduction to an article in any American review. But it shows the nature of the milieu through which the
liberal movement in Boston had to make its way. To re-assert the dignity and usefulness of the beautiful
arts was, perhaps, the chief service which the Massachusetts Unitarians rendered to humanism. The
traditional prejudice of the Puritans against the ornamental side of life had to be softened before polite
literature could find a congenial atmosphere in New England. In Channing's Remarks on National
Literature, reviewing a work published in 1823, he asks the question, "Do we possess what may be called a
national literature?" and answers it, by implication at least, in the negative. That we do now possess a
national literature is in great part due to the influence of Channing and his associates, although his own
writings, being in the main controversial and, therefore, of temporary interest, may not themselves take
rank among the permanent treasures of that literature.
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CHAPTER IV.
THE CONCORD WRITERS.
1837-1861.

There has been but one movement in the history of the American mind which has given to literature a
group of writers having coherence enough to merit the name of a school. This was the great humanitarian
movement, or series of movements, in New England, which, beginning in the Unitarianism of Channing,
ran through its later phase in Transcendentalism, and spent its last strength in the antislavery agitation and
the enthusiasms of the Civil War. The second stage of this intellectual and social revolt was
Transcendentalism, of which Emerson wrote, in 1842: "The history of genius and of religion in these times
will be the history of this tendency.” It culminated about 1840-41 in the establishment of the Dial and the
Brook Farm Community, although Emerson had given the signal a few years before in his little volume
entitled Nature, 1836, his Phi-Beta Kappa address at Harvard on the American Scholar, 1837, and his
address in 1838 before the Divinity School at Cambridge. Ralph Waldo Emerson (1803-1882) was the
prophet of the sect, and Concord was its Mecca; but the influence of the new ideas was not confined to the
little group of professed Transcendentalists; it extended to all the young writers within reach, who struck
their roots deeper into the soil that it had loosened and freshened. We owe to it, in great measure, not
merely Emerson, Alcott, Margaret Fuller, and Thoreau, but Hawthorne, Lowell, Whittier, and Holmes. In
its strictest sense Transcendentalism was a restatement of the idealistic philosophy, and an application of its
beliefs to religion, nature, and life. But in a looser sense, and as including the more outward manifestations
which drew popular attention most strongly, it was the name given to that spirit of dissent and protest, of
universal inquiry and experiment, which marked the third and fourth decades of this century in America,
and especially in New England. The movement was contemporary with political revolutions in Europe and
with the preaching of many novel gospels in religion, in sociology, in science, education, medicine, and
hygiene. New sects were formed, like the Swedenborgians, Universalists, Spiritualists, Millerites, Second
Adventists, Shakers, Mormons, and Come-outers, some of whom believed in trances, miracles, and direct
revelations from the divine Spirit; others in the quick coming of Christ, as deduced from the opening of the
seals and the number of the beast in the Apocalypse; and still others in the reorganization of society and of
the family on a different basis. New systems of education were tried, suggested by the writings of the Swiss
reformer, Pestalozzi, and others. The pseudo-sciences of mesmerism and of phrenology, as taught by Gall
and Spurzheim, had numerous followers. In medicine, homeopathy, hydropathy, and what Dr. Holmes calls
"kindred delusions," made many disciples. Numbers of persons, influenced by the doctrines of Graham and
other vegetarians, abjured the use of animal food, as injurious not only to health but to a finer spirituality.
Not a few refused to vote or pay taxes. The writings of Fourier and St. Simon were translated, and societies
were established where co-operation and a community of goods should take the place of selfish
competition. About the year 1840 there were some thirty of these "phalansteries™ in America, many of
which had their organs in the shape of weekly or monthly journals, which advocated the principle of
Association. The best known of these was probably the Harbinger, the mouth-piece of the famous Brook
Farm Community, which was founded at West Roxbury, Mass., in 1841, and lasted till 1847. The head man
of Brook Farm was George Ripley, a Unitarian clergyman, who had resigned his pulpit in Boston to go into
the movement, and who after its failure became and remained for many years literary editor of the New
York Tribune. Among his associates were Charles A. Dana--now the editor of the Sun--Margaret Fuller,
Nathaniel Hawthorne and others not unknown to fame. The Harbinger, which ran from 1845 to 1849--two
years after the break up of the community--had among its contributors many who were not Brook Farmers,
but who sympathized more or less with the experiment. Of the number were Horace Greeley, Dr. F. H.
Hedge--who did so much to introduce American readers to German literature--J. S. Dwight, the musical
critic, C. P. Cranch, the poet, and younger men, like G. W. Curtis, and T. W. Higginson. A reader of to-day,
looking into an odd volume of the Harbinger, will find in it some stimulating writing, together with a great
deal of unintelligible talk about "Harmonic Unity," "Love Germination," and other matters now fallen
silent. The most important literary result of this experiment at "plain living and high thinking," with its
queer mixture of culture and agriculture, was Hawthorne's Blithedale Romance, which has for its
background an idealized picture of the community life, whose heroine, Zenobia, has touches of Margaret
Fuller; and whose hero, with his hobby of prison reform, was a type of the one-idead philanthropists that
abounded in such an environment. Hawthorne's attitude was always in part one of reserve and criticism, an
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attitude which is apparent in the reminiscences of Brook Farm in his American Note Books, wherein he
speaks with a certain resentment of "Miss Fuller's transcendental heifer," which hooked the other cows, and
was evidently to Hawthorne's mind not unsymbolic in this respect of Miss Fuller herself. It was the day of
seers and "Orphic" utterances; the air was full of the enthusiasm of humanity and thick with philanthropic
projects and plans for the regeneration of the universe. The figure of the wild-eyed, long-haired reformer--
the man with a panacea--the "crank™ of our later terminology--became a familiar one. He abounded at non-
resistance conventions and meetings of universal peace societies and of woman's rights associations. The
movement had its grotesque aspects, which Lowell has described in his essay on Thoreau. "Bran had its
apostles and the pre-sartorial simplicity of Adam its martyrs, tailored impromptu from the tar-pot. . . . Not a
few impecunious zealots abjured the use of money (unless earned by other people), professing to live on
the internal revenues of the spirit. . . . Communities were established where every thing was to be common
but common sense.” This ferment has long since subsided and much of what was then seething has gone off
in vapor or other volatile products. But some very solid matters also have been precipitated, some crystals
of poetry translucent, symmetrical, enduring. The immediate practical outcome was disappointing, and the
external history of the agitation is a record of failed experiments, spurious sciences, Utopian philosophies,
and sects founded only to dwindle away or be reabsorbed into some form of orthodoxy. In the eyes of the
conservative, or the worldly-minded, or of the plain people who could not understand the enigmatic
utterances of the reformers, the dangerous or ludicrous sides of transcendentalism were naturally
uppermost. Nevertheless the movement was but a new avatar of the old Puritan spirit; its moral earnestness,
its spirituality, its tenderness for the individual conscience. Puritanism, too, in its day had run into
grotesque extremes. Emerson bore about the same relation to the absurder outcroppings of
transcendentalism that Milton bore to the New Lights, Ranters, Fifth Monarchy Men, etc., of his time.
There is in him that mingling of idealism with an abiding sanity, and even a Yankee shrewdness, which
characterizes the race. The practical, inventive, calculating, money-getting side of the Yankee has been
made sufficiently obvious. But the deep heart of New England is full of dreams, mysticism, romance:

"And in the day of sacrifice,
When heroes piled the pyre,
The dismal Massachusetts ice
Burned more than others' fire."

The one element which the odd and eccentric developments of this movement shared in common with the
real philosophy of transcendentalism was the rejection of authority and the appeal to the private
consciousness as the sole standard of truth and right. This principle certainly lay in the ethical systems of
Kant and Fichte, the great transcendentalists of Germany. It had been strongly asserted by Channing. Nay,
it was the starting point of Puritanism itself, which had drawn away from the ceremonial religion of the
English Church and by its Congregational system had made each church society independent in doctrine
and worship. And although Puritan orthodoxy in New England had grown rigid and dogmatic, it had never
used the weapons of obscurantism. By encouraging education to the utmost it had shown its willingness to
submit its beliefs to the fullest discussion and had put into the hands of dissent the means with which to
attack them. In its theological aspect transcendentalism was a departure from conservative Unitarianism, as
that had been from Calvinism. From Edwards to Channing, from Channing to Emerson and Theodore
Parker, there was a natural and logical unfolding. Not logical in the sense that Channing accepted Edwards'
premises and pushed them out to their conclusions, or that Parker accepted all of Channing's premises, but
in the sense that the rigid pushing out of Edwards' premises into their conclusions by himself and his
followers had brought about a moral reductio ad absurdum and a state of opinion against which Channing
rebelled; and that Channing, as it seemed to Parker, stopped short in the carrying out of his own principles.
Thus the "Channing Unitarians," while denying that Christ was God, had held that he was of {441} divine
nature, was the Son of God, and had existed before he came into the world. While rejecting the doctrine of
the "Vicarious sacrifice” they maintained that Christ was a mediator and intercessor, and that his
supernatural nature was testified by miracles. For Parker and Emerson it was easy to take the step to the
assertion that Christ was a good and great man, divine only in the sense that God possessed him more fully
than any other man known in history; that it was his preaching and example that brought salvation to men,
and not any special mediation or intercession, and that his own words and acts, and not miracles, are the
only and the sufficient witness to his mission. In the view of the transcendentalists Christ was as human as
Buddha, Socrates or Confucius, and the Bible was but one among the "Ethnical Scriptures” or sacred
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writings of the peoples, passages from which were published in the transcendental organ, the Dial. As
against these new views Channing Unitarianism occupied already a conservative position. The Unitarians
as a body had never been very numerous outside of Eastern Massachusets. They had a few churches in New
York and in the larger cities and towns elsewhere, but the sect, as such, was a local one. Orthodoxy made a
sturdy fight against the heresy, under leaders like Leonard Woods and Moses Stuart, of Andover, and
Lyman Beecher, of Connecticut. In the neighboring State of Connecticut, for example, there was until
lately, for a period of several years, no distinctly Unitarian congregation worshiping in a church edifice of
its own. On the other hand, the Unitarians claimed, with justice, that their opinions had to a great extent
modified the theology of the orthodox churches. The writings of Horace Bushnell, of Hartford, one of the
most eminent Congregational divines, approach Unitarianism in their interpretation of the doctrine of the
Atonement; and the "progressive orthodoxy" of Andover is certainly not the Calvinism of Thomas Hooker
or of Jonathan Edwards. But it seemed to the transcendentalists that conservative Unitarianism was too
negative and "cultured,” and Margaret Fuller complained of the coldness of the Boston pulpits. While
contrariwise the central thought of transcendentalism, that the soul has an immediate connection with God,
was pronounced by Dr. Channing a "crude speculation.” This was the thought of Emerson's address in 1838
before the Cambridge Divinity School, and it was at once made the object of attack by conservative
Unitarians like Henry Ware and Andrews Norton. The latter in an address before the same audience, on the
Latest Form of Infidelity, said: "Nothing is left that can be called Christianity if its miraculous character be
denied. . . . There can be no intuition, no direct perception of the truth of Christianity." And in a pamphlet
supporting the same side of the question he added: "It is not an intelligible error but a mere absurdity to
maintain that we are conscious, or have an intuitive knowledge, of the being of God, of our own
immortality . . . or of any other fact of religion.” Ripley and Parker replied in Emerson's defense; but
Emerson himself would never be drawn into controversy. He said that he could not argue. He announced
truths; his method was that of the seer, not of the disputant. In 1832 Emerson, who was a Unitarian
clergyman, and descended from eight generations of clergymen, had resigned the pastorate of the Second
Church of Boston because he could not conscientiously administer the sacrament of the communion--which
he regarded as a mere act of commemoration--in the sense in which it was understood by his parishioners.
Thenceforth, though he sometimes occupied Unitarian pulpits, and was, indeed, all his life a kind of "lay
preacher," he never assumed the pastorate of a church. The representative of transcendentalism in the pulpit
was Theodore Parker, an eloquent preacher, an eager debater and a prolific writer on many subjects, whose
collected works fill fourteen volumes. Parker was a man of strongly human traits, passionate, independent,
intensely religious, but intensely radical, who made for himself a large personal following. The more
advanced wing of the Unitarians were called, after him, "Parkerites." Many of the Unitarian churches
refused to "fellowship” with him; and the large congregation, or audience, which assembled in Music Hall
to hear his sermons was {444} stigmatized as a "boisterous assembly" which came to hear Parker preach
irreligion. It has been said that, on its philosophical side, New England transcendentalism was a restatement
of idealism. The impulse came from Germany, from the philosophical writings of Kant, Fichte, Jacobi, and
Schelling, and from the works of Coleridge and Carlyle, who had domesticated German thought in
England. In Channing's Remarks on a National Literature, quoted in our last chapter, the essayist urged that
our scholars should study the authors of France and Germany as one means of emancipating American
letters from a slavish dependence on British literature. And in fact German literature began, not long after,
to be eagerly studied in New England. Emerson published an American edition of Carlyle's Miscellanies,
including his essays on German writers that had appeared in England between 1822 and 1830. In 1838
Ripley began to publish Specimens of Foreign Standard Literature, which extended to fourteen volumes. In
his work of translating and supplying introductions to the matter selected he was helped by Ripley,
Margaret Fuller, John S. Dwight and others who had more or less connection with the transcendental
movement. The definition of the new faith given by Emerson in his lecture on the Transcendentalist, 1842,
is as follows: "What is popularly called transcendentalism among us is idealism. . . . The idealism of the
present day acquired the name of transcendental from the use of that term by Immanuel Kant, who replied
to the skeptical philosophy of Locke, which insisted that there was nothing in the intellect which was not
previously in the experience of the senses, by showing that there was a very important class of ideas, or
imperative forms, which did not come by experience, but through which experience was acquired; that
these were intuitions of the mind itself, and he denominated them transcendental forms." Idealism denies
the independent existence of matter. Transcendentalism claims for the innate ideas of God and the soul a
higher assurance of reality than for the knowledge of the outside world derived through the senses.
Emerson shares the "noble doubt" of idealism. He calls the universe a shade, a dream, "this great
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apparition.” "It is a sufficient account of that appearance we call the world," he wrote in Nature, "that God
will teach a human mind, and so makes it the receiver of a certain number of congruent sensations which
we call sun and moon, man and woman, house and trade. In my utter impotence to test the authenticity of
the report of my senses, to know whether the impressions on me correspond with outlying objects, what
difference does it make whether Orion is up there in heaven or some god paints the image in the firmament
of the soul?" On the other hand our evidence of the existence of God and of our own souls, and our
knowledge of right and wrong, are immediate, and are independent of the senses. We are in direct
communication with the "Oversoul," the infinite Spirit. "The soul in man is the background of our being--
an immensity not possessed, that cannot be possessed.” "From within or from behind a light shines through
us upon things, and makes us aware that we are nothing, but the light is all." Revelation is "an influx of the
Divine mind into our mind. It is an ebb of the individual rivulet before the flowing surges of the sea of
life." In moods of exaltation, and especially in the presence of nature, this contact of the individual soul
with the absolute is felt. "All mean egotism vanishes. | become a transparent eyeball; | am nothing; | see
all; the currents of the Universal Being circulate through me; | am part and particle of God." The existence
and attributes of God are not deducible from history or from natural theology, but are thus directly given us
in consciousness. In his essay on the Transcendentalist, Emerson says: "His experience inclines him to
behold the procession of facts you call the world as flowing perpetually outward from an invisible,
unsounded center in himself; center alike of him and of them and necessitating him to regard all things as
having a subjective or relative existence--relative to that aforesaid Unknown Center of him. There is no bar
or wall in the soul where man, the effect, ceases, and God, the cause, begins. We lie open on one side to the
deeps of spiritual nature, to the attributes of God." {447} Emerson's point of view, though familiar to
students of philosophy, is strange to the popular understanding, and hence has arisen the complaint of his
obscurity. Moreover, he apprehended and expressed these ideas as a poet, in figurative and emotional
language, and not as a metaphysician, in a formulated statement. His own position in relation to systematic
philosophers is described in what he says of Plato, in his series of sketches entitled Representative Men,
1850: "He has not a system. The dearest disciples and defenders are at fault. He attempted a theory of the
universe, and his theory is not complete or self-evident. One man thinks he means this, and another that; he
has said one thing in one place, and the reverse of it in another place." It happens, therefore, that, to many
students of more formal philosophies Emerson's meaning seems elusive, and he appears to write from
temporary moods and to contradict himself. Had he attempted a reasoned exposition of the transcendental
philosophy, instead of writing essays and poems, he might have added one more to the number of system-
mongers; but he would not have taken that significant place which he occupies in the general literature of
the time, nor exerted that wide influence upon younger writers which has been one of the stimulating forces
in American thought. It was because Emerson was a poet that he is our Emerson. And yet it would be
impossible to disentangle his peculiar philosophical ideas from the body of his writings and to leave the
latter to stand upon their merits as literature merely. He is the poet of certain high abstractions, and his
religion is central to all his work--excepting, perhaps, his English Traits, 1856, an acute study of national
characteristics, and a few of his essays and verses, which are independent of any particular philosophical
standpoint. When Emerson resigned his parish in 1832 he made a short trip to Europe, where he visited
Carlyle at Craigenputtoch, and Landor at Florence. On his return he retired to his birthplace, the village of
Concord, Massachusetts, and settled down among his books and his fields, becoming a sort of "glorified
farmer," but issuing frequently from his retirement to instruct and delight audiences of thoughtful people at
Boston and at other points all through the country. Emerson was the perfection of a lyceum lecturer. His
manner was quiet but forcible; his voice of charming quality, and his enunciation clean cut and refined. The
sentence was his unit in composition. His lectures seemed to begin anywhere and to end anywhere, and to
resemble strings of exquisitely polished sayings rather than continuous discourses. His printed essays, with
unimportant exceptions, were first written and delivered as lectures. In 1836 he published his first book,
Nature, which remains the most systematic statement of his philosophy. It opened a fresh spring-head in
American thought, and the words of its introduction announced that its author had broken with the past.
"Why should not we also enjoy an original relation to the universe? Why should not we have a poetry and
philosophy of insight and not of tradition, and a religion by revelation to us and not the history of theirs?" It
took eleven years to sell five hundred copies of this little book. But the year following its publication the
remarkable Phi Beta Kappa address at Cambridge, on the American Scholar, electrified the little public of
the university. This is described by Lowell as "an event without any former parallel in our literary annals, a
scene to be always treasured in the memory for its picturesqueness and its inspiration. What crowded and
breathless aisles, what windows clustering with eager heads, what grim silence of foregone dissent!" To
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Concord came many kindred spirits, drawn by Emerson's magnetic attraction. Thither came, from
Connecticut, Amos Bronson Alcott, born a few years before Emerson, whom he outlived; a quaint and
benignant figure, a visionary and a mystic even among the transcendentalists themselves, and one who
lived in unworldly simplicity the life of the soul. Alcott had taught school at Cheshire, Conn., and afterward
at Boston on an original plan--compelling his scholars, for example, to flog him, when they did wrong,
instead of taking a flogging themselves. The experiment was successful until his Conversations on the
Gospels, in Boston, and his insistence upon admitting colored children to his benches, offended
conservative opinion and broke up his school. Alcott renounced the eating of animal food in 1835. He
believed in the union of thought and manual labor, and supported himself for some years by the work of his
hands, gardening, cutting wood, etc. He traveled into the West and elsewhere, holding conversations on
philosophy, education, and religion. He set up a little community at the village of Harvard, which was
rather less successful than Brook Farm, and he contributed Orphic Sayings to the Dial, which were harder
for the exoteric to understand than even Emerson's Brahma or the Over-soul. Thither came, also, Sarah
Margaret Fuller, the most intellectual woman of her time in America, an eager student of Greek and
German literature and an ardent seeker after the True, the Good, and the Beautiful. She threw herself into
many causes--temperance, antislavery, and the higher education of women. Her brilliant conversation
classes in Boston attracted many "minds" of her own sex. Subsequently, as literary editor of the New York
Tribune, she furnished a wider public with reviews and book-notices of great ability. She took part in the
Brook Farm experiment, and she edited the Dial for a time, contributing to it the papers afterward expanded
into her most considerable book, Woman in the Nineteenth Century. In 1846 she went abroad, and at Rome
took part in the revolutionary movement of Mazzini, having charge of one of the hospitals during the siege
of the city by the French. In 1847 she married an impecunious Italian nobleman, the Marquis Ossoli. In
1850 the ship on which she was returning to America, with her husband and child, was wrecked on Fire
Island beach and all three were lost. Margaret Fuller's collected writings are somewhat disappointing, being
mainly of temporary interest. She lives less through her books than through the memoirs of her friends,
Emerson, James Freeman Clarke, T. W. Higginson, and others who knew her as a personal influence. Her
strenuous and rather overbearing individuality made an impression not altogether agreeable upon many of
her contemporaries. Lowell introduced a caricature of her as "Miranda" into his Fable for Critics, and
Hawthorne's caustic sketch of her, preserved in the biography written by his son, has given great offense to
her admirers. "Such a determination to eat this huge universe!" was Carlyle's characteristic comment on her
appetite for knowledge and aspirations after perfection. To Concord also came Nathaniel Hawthorne, who
took up his residence there first at the "Old Manse," and afterward at "The Wayside." Though naturally an
idealist, he said that he came too late to Concord to fall decidedly under Emerson's influence. Of that he
would have stood in little danger even had he come earlier. He appreciated the deep and subtle quality of
Emerson’s imagination, but his own shy genius always jealously guarded its independence and resented the
too close approaches of an alien mind. Among the native disciples of Emerson at Concord the most
noteworthy were Henry Thoreau, and his friend and biographer, William Ellery Channing, Jr., a nephew of
the great Channing. Channing was a contributor to the Dial, and he published a volume of poems which
elicited a fiercely contemptuous review from Edgar Poe. Though disfigured by affectation and obscurity,
many of Channing's verses were distinguished by true poetic feeling, and the last line of his little piece, A
Poet's Hope, "If my bark sink 'tis to another sea," has taken a permanent place in the literature of
transcendentalism. The private organ of the transcendentalists was the Dial, a quarterly magazine,
published from 1840 to 1844, and edited by Emerson and Margaret Fuller. Among its contributors, besides
those already mentioned, were Ripley, Thoreau, Parker, James Freeman Clarke, Charles A. Dana, John S.
Dwight, C. P. Cranch, Charles Emerson and William H. Channing, another nephew of Dr. Channing. It
contained, along with a good deal of rubbish, some of the best poetry and prose that have been published in
America. The most lasting part of its contents were the contributions of Emerson and Thoreau. But even as
a whole, it is so unique a way-mark in the history of ou