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PREFACE.

—

Tue true title of this,work should be: Apropos fo
Shakespeare. The desive of introducing, as they say
in Englai® belore the  public, the new translation of
Shakespeare, has “been the firs® motiv® of the author.
The feeling which intefests him so profoundty in the
translator should not deprive him of the right to
recommend the translation. Iowever, hi$ conscience
has been sglicited on the other pm*t.‘a.ﬁd in a more
binding way still, by the subjeot itself. +In reference
to Shakespeare all queStions which touch art ere pre-
sented to his mind. To trea} these questions, is™to
explain tlie mission of art; tostreat these questions, is
to explain the duty of human thought towayt$ man.
Such an oceasion for speaking truths imposes a<stsy,
and he is not per_?nitted, above all at such an.el)och as
ours, to evade it. The author has comprehended this.
He has not hesitated to turn the complex %ugs‘dqps
or art and civilization on their several face;s, multiply-
ing the horizons every time that the perspectige has

displaced ftself, and accepting every ihdicution+that...

the subject, in its rigarous necessity, has o leged to
im. This expansion of the point of view has girch
to this book.

Py

L
pLe House, 1864,
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PART 1.






BOOK 1.

SHAKESPEARE—HIS LIFE.

CHAPTER 1. o

TweLVE years ago, in an island adjoining the coast
of France, a house, with a melancholy aspect in every
season, becme particularly sombre because winter had
commenced. The west wind, <blowing then ip full
liberty, made.thicker yet round this abode thoge coats
of fog that November places between earthly life and
the sun. .Evening comes qulckly in autumn; the
smallness of the windows ad®edéo the shortness of
the days, and deepened the sad twilight in whith the
house was wrapped. . -

The house, which had a terrace for a roqgf, was
rectilinear, correct, square, newly whitewashed®ea true
Methodist structure. Nothing is so glacial as that
English whiteness} it seems to offer you the legs-
pitality of snow; one dreams with a seared *heart of
the old huts of the Frencl} peasants, built of wood,
cheerful ard dark, surrounded with vings. -

To the house was attached a garden of a quarter of
an acre, on an inclinedeplane, surrounded with walls,
cut in steps of granite, and with parapets, witho®%
trees, naked, where one could see more -stones than
leaves. « This little uncultivated, domain abounded
in_tufts of marigold, which flourish in autumn, and
which the poor people of the country eat baked with

B2



4 William Shakespeare.

the eel. The neighbouring seashore was hid from
this garden by a rise in the gfound ; on this rise there
was a field of short grass, where some nettles ang ja
big hemlock flourished. .

From the house you might perceive, on the right,
in the horizon, on an elevation, and in a little woods
a tower, which passed for haunted; on the left you
might see the dyke. The,dyke was a row of big
trunks of trees, leaning against a wall, planted upright
in the sand, dried up, gaunt, with®lwmots,enkylosés,
and patellas, which looked like a row of tibiis. Reverie,
which readily accepts dreams for the sake of proposing
enigma$, might ask to what then these tibias of three
fathoms in height had belonged.

The south fagade of the house looked on the garden,
the north fagade on a deserted road.

A corridor at the entrance to the greund-floor, g
kitchen, a greenhouse, and a courtyard, with a little
parloug, haviiig- a view of the lonely road, and a pretty
large study, scarcely lighted ; on the first and second
floors, chambers neat,“gold, scantily furnished, newly
re'paintsd, with whife Blinds to the windows. Such
was fhis lodging, yith the noise of the sea ever
resaunding.

This house, a heavy, right-angled white cube,
choserr*by those who inhabited it apparently by
chance, perhaps by intentional destiny, had the form
ofba tomb. . * .

Thosé who inhabited this abode were a group—to
speak moré properly, a faymily; they were prosgribed
ones.* The most aged was one of those men who, at
a given moment, are de frop in their own country.
He dhad gome from an assembly ; the others, who
®ere young, had comie from .a prison. To have
written, that is sufficient motive for bars. Where
shall thought conduct except to a dungeon? o

The prison had set them firee into banishment.

%he oldest, the father) had in that place all his own
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except his eldest daughter, who could not follow him.
His son-in-law was witlf her. Often were they lean-
inge ropnd a table or seated on a bench, silent, grave,
thinking all of them, and without saying it, of those
two absent ones.

* Why was this group installed in this lodging, so
'little suitable? For reasons of haste, and from a
desire to be as soon as possible anywhere but at the
inn. Doubtless, also, because it was the first house to
let that they b met with, and because proscribed
people are not lucky. . °

This house—which it is time to rehabilitate a little
and console, for who knows if, in its lonelindss, it is
not sad at what we have just said about it? a home
has a soul ;—this house was called Marige Terrace.
The arrival wag mournful ; but after all,»we declare,
the stay in I was agreeable, and Marine Terrace has
not left to those who then inhabited: it #nything but
affectionate and dear remembrances. + And what we
say of that house, Marine Terrace, we say also of that
island of Jersey. Places of sylfering and trial end by
having a kind of bitter sweétnass which, later on,
causes them to be regretted. They have a ste¥th hos-
pitality which pleases the conscience. . . -,
There had been; before them, other exiles in that

island. 'This is not the time to speak of themte We
mention only that the most ancient of whom tradi-
tion, a legend, perlaps, has kept the remembramge,
was a Roman, Vipsanius Minator, who empldyed his
exile in augmenting, for the benefit of hi§ country’s
dominion, the*Roman wall of which yoy may std] see
some parts, like bits of hillock, near a bay named, I
think, St. Catherine’s Bay. This Vipsaniug Migator
was a consular personage, an old Roman,so infatuated
with Rome that he stood in the way of the Empire.
Tiberius exiled him into this Cimmerian island,
Casarea ; according to cthers, to one of the Orkneys,
Tibertus did more; not confent with exile, he er.
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dained oblivion. It was forbidden to the orators of
the senate and the forum to ®pronounce the name of
Vipsanius Minator. The orators of the forup and
the senate, and -history, have obeyed; about which
Tiberius, of course, did not have a doubt. That arro-
gance in commanding, which proceeded so far as td®
give orders to men’s thoughts, characterized certain
ancient governments newly.arrived at one of those
firm situations where the greatest amount of crime
produces the greatest amount of sectutty. o

Let us retu.m) to Mgrine Terrace. o

One morning at the end of November, two of the
inhabitahts of the place, the Tather and the youngest
of the sons, were seated in the lower parlour. They
were silent, like shipwrecked ones who meditate.

‘Without it rained, the wind ble_W, the house was as
if deafened by the outer roaring. Bofth went om
thinking, abgorbed perhaps by this coincidence between
a begigning of winter and a beglnmng of exile.

-All at once the son raased his voice and asked the
father: .

“ What thinkest $hott of this exile P

“ Thag it will be long.”

& How dost thou reckon to fill it up? [

Thq father answered—

“ I shall look on the Ocean.”

There was a silence. The.father resumed the con-

vessation :
“ And you?” '
“1,” sald the son—* I ghall translate Shakespeare
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CHAPTER II

THERE are men, oceans ir reality.

These waves, this ebb and flow, this terrible go-
and-come,®ghis hoise of every gust, these lights and
shadows, these vegetations belonging o the gulf, this
democracy of clouds in full hurricane, these epgles in
the foam, these wonderful gatherings of stars reflected
in one knows not what mysterious crowd by millions
of luminous specks, heads confused with the innumer-
able, those grand errant lightnings which seem to
watch, thesd huge sobs, these monsters glimpsed at,
this roaring, disturbing these®nights of darkness,
these furies, these frenzies, these “tempests, these
rocks, these shipwrecks, these fleets crushing each
other, these * human thundesS mixed with divine

- thunders, this blood in the abysss;, then theselgraces,
these sweetnesses, these féfes, thgse gay white veils,
these fishing-boats, these songs in the uproar, these
splendid ports, this smoke of the earth, these,towns

" in the horizon, this deep blue of water and skYy, this
useful sharpness, this bitterness which renders the
universe wholesome, this rough salt without whichrell
would putrefy; these angers and assuagings, this

whole in one, this unexpected in the immutable, this
vast marvél 8f monotony inexhaustibly varigh this
level after that earthquake, these hells and these
paradises of immensity éternally agitated, this infinite,
this unfathomable, all-this can exist in one spirit, anel
then this spirit is called genius, and you have

Aschyles, you have Isaiah, youehave Juvenal, you
hawve Dante, you have® Michael Angelo, you have
Shakéspeare, and Tooking at these minds is the sdfne
thing as to l?)k at the Ocean. | -
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CHAPTER III.

1. WirLiaM SHAKESPEARE was born at Stratford-
on-Avon, in a house under the tiles® of Mhich was
concealed a profession«f the Catholit faith beginning
with thege words, I, John Shakespeare.” John was
+ the father of William. The house, situate in Henley-
street, was humble; the chamber in which Shake-
speare came into the world wretched; the walls
whitewashed, the black rafters laid crosswise; at the
further end a tolerably large window witl} two smalb
panes, wheré you mhy read, to-day, among other
names,esthat of Waller Scott. 'This poor lodging shel-
tered a decayed family. The father of William
Shakespeare had been 9dderman ; his grandfather had
been bgiliff. Shakespeare signifies shake-lance; the
family had for coat-qf-arms an arm holding a lance—
allesive arms, which were confirmed, they say, by
Queen, Elizabeth in 1595, and appdrent, at the time
we wrife, on Shakespeare’s tomb in the church of
Stratford-on-Avon. There is little agreement on the
orétography of the word Shake-speare, as a family
name : 1t is written variously—Shakspere, Shakespere,
Shakespeare, Shakspeare ; oin the eighteenth eentary it
was hiabjtually.written Shakespear; the actual trans-
lator has adopted the spelling Shakespeare, as the
-onlye trues method, apd giv8s for it unanswerable
reasons. .The only objection that can be made is that
Shakspeare is more easily pronounced than Shake-
speare, that cutting off the ¢ mute is perhape useful,
and that for their own sake,%and in the interestsoof
litSrary currengy, posterity has, as *regards surnfimes,

-
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W

a claim to euphony. It is evident, for example, that
in French poetry the orthography Shakspeare is neces-
sary.. However, in prose, and convinced by the trans-
lator, we write Shakespeare. ' °
2. The Shakespeare family had some original
*drawback, probably its Catholicism, which caused it
to fall. A little after the birth of Williant, Alderman
" Shakespeare was no more than “butcher John.”
William Shakespeare made his dé6xZ in a slaughter-
house. At fiftéen years of age, with sleeves tucked up
in his father’s sifambles, he killed the®sheep and calves
“pompously,” says Auprey. At eighteen hegmarried.
Between the days of the slaughter-house and the
marriage he composed a quatrain. This quatrain,
directed against the neighbouring villagess is his début
in poetry. He there says that Hillbrough is illus.
rious for its ghosts ‘and Bidford for its drunken
fellows. He made this.quatrain (being fipsy himself),
in the open air, under an apple-tree still celebmated in
the country in consequence_ of this Midsumtier
Night's Pream. In this night and in this dream
where there were lads and lasSes? in this drundgen fit,
and under this apple-tree, he déscovered that Anne
Hathaway was a pretty girl. The wedding foHowed.
He espoused this Anne Hathaway, older than kimself
by eight years, had a daughter by her, then twins,
boy and girl, and Jeft her; and this wife, vanished
from Shakespeare’s life, appears again only in Jhis wiil,
where he leaves her the worst of his,two beds,
“ having probably,” says a Isiographer, *“ employed the
best with ‘otllers.” Shakespeare, like L.a Feontaine,
did but sip at a married life. His wife put aside, he
was a schoolmaster, then clerk.to an attorney, titen a
poacher. This poaching has been made use of sinc®
then to justify the statement that Shakespeare had
been a thief. One day he was caught poaching in Sir
Thomas Lucy’s park. “Theyethrew him in prisop;
they Commenced proceedings. » These heing spitefuﬁy
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———

followed up, he saved himself by flight to London.
In order to gain a livelihood, he sought to take care of
horses at the doors of the theatres. Plautus, had
tutned a millstone. This business of taking care of
horses at the doors existed in London in the last
century, and it formed then a kind of small band or *
corps.that they called “ Shakespeare’s boys.” :
8. You may call Londone the black Babylon —
gloomy the day, magnificent the night. To see
London is a sensation; it is uproar Indey®moke—
mysterious analdty, the uproar is the*smoke of noise.
Paris is the capital of one side of humanity. London
is the capital of the opposite side—splendid and
melancholy town ! Life there is a tumult; the people
there are ah ant-hill; they are free, and yet dove-
tailed. London is an orderly chaos. The London of
the sixteenth, century did not resemble the’London ofe
our day; butit was already,a town without bounds.
Cheapsade was the High-street; St. Paul’s, which is a
dofne, was a spire. The plague was nearly as much
at home in London as af Constantinople. It 1s true that-
there gaas not mucl difference between Henry VIIL.
and a Suvltan. Fires, also, as at Constantinople, were
frequent in London, on account of the populous parts
of thesfown being built entirely of wood. In the
streets there was but one carriage, the carriage of her
Majesty. Not a cross-road whgre they did not
cfdgel some pickpocket with that drotsch-block which
is still retained at Groningen for thrashing the wheat.
Manners were rough, almost ferociows; a fine lady
rose at #ix, an@ went to bed at nine. Ifadj Geraldine
Kildare, to whom ILord Surrey inscribed verses,
breakfasted off a pound of bacon and a pot of beer.
Queens, the wives of Henry VIIL., knitted mittens,
and did not even object to their being of coarse red
wool. Imn this Lomdon, the Duchess of Suffélk took
cage of her hen-house, and with her dress tuckedeup
to her knees, fhrew comn to the ducks in the *court
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below. To dine at midday was a late dinner. The
pleasures of the upper classes were to go and play at
“shot eockles” with my Lord Leicester. Anne Boleyn
played there; she knelt down, with eyes bandaged,
rehearsing_ this game, without knowing it, in “the
posture of the scaffold. This same Anne Boleyn,
destined to the throne, from whence she*was to go
further, was perfectly daz?led when her mother-bought
her three linen chemises at sixpence the ell, and pro-
mised her Yar the Duke of Norfolk’s baJl a pair of new
shoes worth five Shillings. .

4. Under Elizabeth,ein spite of the angeg of the
Puritans, there were in London eight companies of
comedians, those of Newington Butts, Earl Pem-
broke’s company, Lord Strange’s retainers; the Lord-
Chamberlaip’s troop, the Lord High Admiral’s troop,
She company of Blackfriars, the children of S%.
Paul’s, and, in the first.rank, the Showmen of Bears.
Lord Southampton went to the play every evening.
Nearly all the theatres were sjtuate on the banks® of
the Thames, which increased* the number of water-
men. The play rooms were of two Kkinds'ay some
merely open tavern-yards, a trestle leaning against a
wall, no ceiling, rows of benches placed on the groufid,
for boxes the windows of the tavern. The perform-
ance took place in the broad daylight and in the open
air. The principal, of those theatles was the Globe;
the others, which were mostly closed play-rooifts,
lighted with lamps, were used ‘at night, the most
frequented wag * Blackfriars® The best actor of Lord
Pembroke’s troop was called Henslowe; the best
actor at Blackfriars was Burbage. * The Globe was
situate on Bank Side. "This is.known by asdocument -
at Stationers’ Hall, dated 26th November, 1607 :—
“ His Majesty’s servants playing usually at the
Globe ot the Bank Side.” The scenery was simple,
Two , swords laid crosswises sometimes two laths,.
mgmﬁed a battle, a shirt over the cpat s1gn1he(f a
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knight ; the petticoat of one of the comedians’ wives
on a broom-handle, signified a palfrey caparisoned.
A rich theatre, which made its inventory in,1508,
Possessed “the limbs of Moors, a dragon, a big
horse with his legs, a cage, a rock, four Turks’
heads, and that of the ancient Mahomet, a wheel
for the siege of London, and a ‘bouche d’enfer.’”
Another had “a sun, a target, the three feathers of
the Prince of Wales, with the devicg ¢ Ich Dien,” be-
sides six devils and the pope on his mtule.’; ®An actor
besmeared witl® plaster and immoveable, signified a
wall; if he spread his fingers, it meant that the wall
had crevices. A man laden with a fagot, followed by
a dog, and carrying a lantern, meant the moon; his
lantern represented the moonshine. People may
laugh at this mise en scéne of moanlight, become
famous by the *“Midsummer Night’s Dréam,” withe
out imagining that there is in it a gloomy anticipa-
tion ofe Dante. * See *“ L’Inferno,” Chant xx. The
robing-room of these pheatres, where the comedians
dressed themselves pelkmell, was a corner separated
from {Pe stage by a®rag of some kind stretched on a
cord. 'The robing-woom at Blackfriars was shut off
by®an .ancient piece of tapestry which had belonged
to ones of the guilds, and represenfed a blacksmith’s
worksliép ; through the holes in this partition, flying
in rags and tattérs, the public saw the actors redden
thelr chgeks with brick-dust, or make their mustaches
with a cork burnt at a tallow-candle. From time
to time, through an occasional opening of the curtain,
you might see a face grinning in a mask,®peeping to
see if the time for going on the stage had arrived, -
or the smooth chin of a comledian, who was to play
the part. of a woman. “Glabri histriones,” said
Plautus. These theatres were frequented by noble-
men, scholars, soldiers; and sailors. They act®d there
the tragedy of *Lord JBuckhurst,”  Gorbudue,”eor
“ Perrex and Rorrex,” “.Mother Bémbic,” by Lilly, in
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which the phip-phip of sparrows was heard; “The
Libertine,” an imitation of the “ Convivado de Piedra,”
which had a European fame; “ Felix and Philomena,”
a fashionable comedy, performed for the first time at
Greenwich, before “Queen Bess;” “Promos and
€assandra,” a comedy dedicated by the author,
'George Whetstone, to William Fleetwood, recorder
of London; “Tamerlane,.” and the “Jew of Malta,”
by Christopher Marlowe ; farces and pieces by Robert
Greene, Georgee Peele, Thomas Lodge, and Thomas
Kid; and lastly, medieval comediess, For just as
France has her “l’Avocat Pattelin,” so England has
her “Gossip Gurton’s Needle.” Whilst the acfors ges-
ticulated and ranted, the noblemen and officers, with
their plumes and band of gold lace, standing or
squatting on the stage, turning their backs, haughty
d easy in*the midst of the constrained comedians,
laughed, shouted, played at cards, threw them at each
other’s heads, or played at post and pait; and, below
in the shade, on the pavement, among Pots of beer
and pipes, you might see the »stinkards” (the mob).
It was by that very theatre that Shakespeare entered
on the drama. From being the gua.rdia,n of Morses,
he became the shepherd of men. . @
5. Such was the theatre in London about the year
1580, under “the great queen.” It was not muesh less
wretched, a century later, at Paris, under “the great
king ;” and Moliéreat his début, had, like Shakespeasg,
to make shift with rather miserable playhouses. * There
is in the archives of the “Cqmédie Francgase” an un-
published marruscript of four hundred, pages, dvund
in parchment and tied with a band pof white ITeather.
It is the diary of Lagrawge, a comrade of }oligge’s.
Lagrange describes also the thieatre where Moliére’s®
company played by order of Mr. Rateban, superin-
tendent of the king’s buildings; three beams, the
frarges rotten and shoredeup, and half the room roof-
less and in ruins.” « In anothef place, by date Sundas,
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15th March, 1671, he says “the company have re-
solved to make a large ceiling over the whole room,
which, up to the said date (15th) has not been covered
save by a large blue cloth suspended by cords.” *As
for lighting and heating this room, particularly on the
occasion of the extraordinary expenses necessary for
the performance of “Psyche,”” which wasby Moliére and «
Corneille,we read : “Candles, thirty livres ; door-keeper,
for wood, three livres.” This was the style of play-
house which “the great king” placed at the disposal
of Moliére. glhese hounties to literatdre did not
impoverish Louis . 80 much as to deprive him
of the Yleasure of giving, for’example, at one and the
same time, two hundred thousand livres to Lavardin,
and the same to D’Epernon; two hundred thousand
livres, besides the regiment of France, to the Count
de Médawd four hundred thousand livreséo the Bishgp
of Noyon, because this bishop was Clermont-Tonnerre,
a family that had two patenfs of Count and Peer of
France, one for Clermont and one for Tonnerre ; five
hundred thousand livis to the Duke of Vivonne, and
seven hundred thoysand livres to the Duke of Quintin-
Lorg®s, besides eight hundred thousand livres to
Monseloneur Clément de Baviére, Prince-Bishop of
.Llége Let us add that he gave a thousand livres pen-
sion 8¢ Moli¢re. We find in Lagrange’s journal in thee
month of April, 1663, this remark: < About the same
tjzne, M. de Moliere recelved as  great wit, a pension
from the king, and has been placed on the civil list
for the sut of a thousand livres.” T.ater, when Mo-
litreosvas dead and interred at St. J osephg ¢ Chapel of
ease t6 the parish of St. Eustache,” the king pushed
patronage so far as to permis his tomb to be *raised
ea foot out of the grofind.”

6. Shakespeare, as we see, remained as an outsider a
long time on the threshold of theatrical Jife. At
length he entered” He passed the door and got be-
hind the -séenes. He ®succeeded in becoming call-'boy,
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vulgarly, a “barker.” About 1586 Shakespeare was
barking with Greene at Blacklriars. In 1587 he
gaiped a step. In the piece called “the Giant Agra-
pardo,”King of Nubia, worse than his late brothes,
Angulafer,” Shakespeare was entrusted with carrying
the turban to the giant. Then from asupernumerary
he became actor, thanks to Burbage, to ,whom, by
an interlineation in his wijll, he left thirty-six shillings,
to buy a gold ring. He was the friend of Condell
and Hemsyngee-his comrades whilst alive, his pub-
lishers aftef his death. He was handgome ; he had a
high forehead, a brown beard, a mild countenance, a
sweet mouth, a deep lodk. He took delight *in read-
ing Montaigne, translated by Florio. He frequented
the Apollo tavern, where he would see and keep com-
pany with two habitués of his theatre, Decker, author
&f the “ Gll's Hornbook,” in which a chapter is spe-
cially devoted to ““the way a man of fashion ought to
behave at the play,” ind Dr. Symon *Forman, who
has left a manuseript journal, containing reports, of
the first representations of the} Merchant of Venice,”
and “ A Winter’s Tale.” He used to meet SireWalter
Raleigh at the Siren Club. Somewhere abo®® that -
time, Mathurin Régnier met Philippe de Béthunesat
“la Pomme de Pin.” The great lords and finé gen- -
tlemen of the day were rather prone to lend their
names in order to start new taverns. At Paris the
Viscount de Montduban, who was a Créqui, founded
“ Le tripot des onze mille Diables. At Madnd, the Duke
of Medina Sidpnia, the unfortunate adntiral of the
Tnvincible, founded the ¢ Puro-en-rostro,” and mw» Lion-
don Sir Walter Raleigh founded thg « Siren.”* There
you found drunkenness and wit.

7. In 1589, when James V1. of Scotland, locking
to the throne of England, paid his respects to Eliza- .
beth, who, two years before, on the 8th February, 1587,
had beheaded Mary Stuart, mother-of this James, ..
Shakespeare compesed his ﬁ.'l'st drama, ** Pericles.”
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In 1591, whilst the catholic king was dreaming, after
a scheme of the Marquis #’Astorga, of a second
Armada, more lucky than the first, inasmuch ag it
never pubt to sea, he composed “Henry VI.” In
1593, when the jesuits obtained from the pope ex-
press permission to paint “ the pains and torments of
hell,” on the walls of “the chamber of meditation”
of Clermont College, wheye they often shut up a
poor youth, who the year after, became famous under
the name of Jean Chatel, he compdted “ Taming the
Shrew.” In 3594, when, looking. da,ggérs at each
other and ready for battle, the King of Spain, the
Queen of England, and even the King of France, all
-three said “my good city of Paris,” he continued and
completed o Henry VI.” In 1595, whilst Clement
VIIL at Rome was solemnly *aiming a blow at
Henry IV.by laying his crosier on the backs of
Cardinals du Perron and d’Ossat, he wrote “ Timon
of Athens.” * ¥n 1596, the yéar when Elizabeth pub-
lished an edict against the long points of bucklers,
and when Philip 1L. drgve from his presence a woman
who latighed wheneblowing her nose, he composed
« Malbeth.” Tn 1597, when this same Philip II. said
te the Duke of Alba “you deserve the axe,” not be-
cause the Duke of Albahad put the Low Countries to
fire artl sword, but because he had entered into the
king’s presence without being announced, he com-
pesed “ Cymbeline ” and “ Richa¥d IIL.” In 1598,
when the Earl of Essex ravaged Ireland, bearing on
his headdress the glove ,of the virgin Queen Eliza-
beth,'h.e composed the “Two Gentlemen of Verona,”
“ King John,” ¢ Love’s Labour Lost,” “ The Comedy
of Errors,” < All's Well tha® Ends Well,” “ A Mid-
%ummer Night's Dréam,” and “The Merchant of
Venice.” In 1599, when the Privy Council, at her
Majesty’s request, deliberated on the proposal to put
Dr. Hayward to the rack fer having stolen somg of
tife ideas of .Tacitus,: he compesed “Romed and
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Juliel.” In 1600, whilst the Emperor Rudolph was
waging war against his sebel brother and sentencing
his son, murderer of a woman, to be bled to death,
hé tomposed “As You Like It,” “Henry IV.;,
“Henry V.,” and “Much Ado about Nothing.” In
L1601, when Bacon published the eulogy on the exe-
-cution of the Earl of Essex, just as Leibnitz, eighty
years afterwards, was to find out good reasons for the
murder of Monaldeschl *with this difference how-
ever, that Monaldeschi was nothing to Leibnitz, and
that Essex Bhad been the benefactor of Sacon, he com-
posed “ Twelfth Night; or, What you Will.” 1In
1602, whilst in obediertce to the pope, the Ring of
Flance, styled “renard de Béarn” by Cardinal Aldo-
brandini, was counting his beads every dgy, reciting
the litanies on Wednesday and the rosary of the
Virgin Mawy oh Saturday, whilst fifteen cardinals,

a§s18ted by the heads of the chapter, gpened the dis<
cussion on Molinism at® Rome, and whilst the Holy
See, at the request of the crown of Spain,” “was
saving Christianity and the woflld ” by the institution
of the congregation “de Awuxiliis,” he com J)osed
“Othello.” TIn 1603, when the death of EliZibeth
made Henry IV. say, “she was a Virgin just as I am
a catholic,” he composed “ Hamlet.” ~In 1604, whilst
» Philip ITI. was losing his last footing in thes Low
Countries, he wrote ¢ Juhus Cesar ” and “ Measure
for Measure.” In PG0G, at the time when Jamese].

of England, the former James VL. of Scotland, wrote
against Bellarmin the “Tortyra Forti” and faithless to
Carr begane tor look sweetly on Villiers, whe* was
afterwards to honour him with the tltle of * Your
Filthiness,” he composed * Coriolanus.” JIn 1§07,

when the University of York received the Mtle®
Prince of Wales as doctor, according to the account
of Fathar St. Romuald “ with all §he ceremonies and
the usual fur gowns,” he wrote “ King Lear.” In
160, ewhen the megistracy Jf I‘mnce, placmg. tRe
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scaffold at the disposition of the king, gave upon
trust a carte blanche for the sentence of the Prince de
Condé “to such punishment as it might please his
majesty to order,” Shakespeare composed ““Irdilus
and Cressida.” In 1610, when Ravaillac assassinated
Henry IV. by the dagger, and the French parliament
assassinated Ravaillac by the process of quartering
his body, Shakespeare composed  Antony and Cleo-
patra.” In 1611, whilst the Moors, driven out by
Philip ITI., and in the pangs of demth, wege crawling
out of Spain, Be wrote the “ Wintey’s Take,” “ Henry
VIIIL.,” and “ The Témpest.”

8. He used to write on flying sheets, like nearly
all poets. Malherbe and Boileau are almost the only
ones who have written on quires of paper. Racan said
to Mdlle. de Gournay—* I have seen this morning
M. de Malherbe sewing with coarsé gwey thread a
bundle of white papers, on which will soon appdar
some sonnets’: Each of Shdkespeare’s dramas, com-
pased according to the wants of his company, was in
all probability learnt %nd rehearsed in haste by the
actorsefrom the oryginal itself, as they had not time
to- cgpy 1t; hence‘ in his case as in Moli¢re’s, the
mislaying of manuseripts which were cut into parts.
Few or no entry-books in those almost itinerant
theatves ; no coincidence between the time of repre-.
sentation and the publication of the plays: sometimes
wet even a printed copy, the stage the sole publi-
cation” When the pieces by chance are printed, they
bear title8 which bewilder us. The second part of
Henty VI. ig entitled “The first parteof the War
betweén York apd Lancaster.” The third part is

“ callgd ““The true tragedy ofeRichard, Duke of York.”
®All this enables us®to understand why so much
obscurity rests on the dates when Shakespeare com-
posed his dramas, and why'it is difficult toefix them
with precision. The dates.that we have just given,
add - which are heyg\‘ §rodght together for tlme first
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s
time, are pretty nearly certain ; notwithstanding, some
doubt still exists as to the years when the following
were written, or indeed played—* Timon of Athens,”
“« Cymbelme “ Julius Ceesar,” “ Antony and Cled
patra,” Coriolanus,” and “ Macbeth.” Here and.
there we meet with barren years ; others there are of
which the fertility seems excessive. It is, for instance,
on a simple note by Meses, author of the “Treasure
of Wit,” that we are compelled to attribute to the
year 1598 $he feation of six pieces: “The Two
Gentlemen of Verona,” the * «Comefy of Errors,”
“King John,” « Mldsuqlmer Night’s Dream,’y « The
Merchant of Venice,” -and “ All’s Well that Ends
Well,” which Meres calls “ Love’s Labour Gained.”
The date of Henry, VI.” is fixed, for the first part
at least, by an, allusion whlch Nash makes to this
ply in “Pirce Penniless.” The year 1604 is given
as that of “Measure foy Measw',” 1nasmuch as this
piece had been represented on Stephen s Day of that
year, of which Hemynge makgs a special note; anhd
the year 1611 for *Henry+VIIL,” inasmuch as
“ Henry VIIL.” was played at th® time of thedgre of
the Globe Theatre. Various cireumstances—-a dis-
agreement with his company, a whim of the.Lod
. Chamberlain—sondetimes compelled Shakespeare to.
change from one theatre to another. * Tamilg the
Shrew” was played for the first time in 1593 at
Henslowe’s theatre; “Twelfth Night” in 1601, ¥
Middle Temple Hall; “ Othello” in 1602, at Harefield
Castle. “King Lear” wass played at Whitghall
during Chri$tmas (1607) before JameseI. Burbage
created the part of Lear. Lord SoutBampton, recently
set free from the Tower of Liondon, was present at,
this performance. This Lord Southampton was an
old habitué of Blackfriars; and Shakespeare, in
1589, hadl dedicated the poem of % Adonis” to *him.
Adom§ was the fasfiloﬁ at that time; twenty-fiye
years after Shakespeare, the Chevaher Marini wrote
- 02 . "
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a poem on Adonis which he dedicated to Louis
XTIIL. *

9. In 1597 Shakespeare lost his son, who has,left
#s his only trace on earth one line in the death-register
of the parish of Stratford-on-Avon: “1597. August 17.
Hamnet. Filius William Shakespeare.” On the 6th
Septembex, 1601, his father, John Shakespeare, died."
He was now the head of his company of comedians.
James I. had given himin 1607 the lease of Blackfriars,
and afterwards that of the Globe. °If 16]3 Madame
Elizabeth, daughter of James, and the Elector-palatine,
king of, Bohemia, whose statue may be seen in the
ivy at the angle of a big tower at Heidelberg, came
to the Globe to see the %empest” performed. These
royal attendances did not save hjm from the censure
of the Lord"Chamberlain. A certain ipterdict weighed
on his pieces, the representation of whiéh was tolg-
rated, and the printifg now gnd then forbidden. On
the sacond volume of the register at Stationers’ Hall
you may read to-day pon the margin of the title of
three pieces, “As You Like It,” “ Henry V.”
“ Mugh Ado about®Nothing,” the words “4 Augt. to
suspend.” The maqtives for these interdictions escape
ul. Shakespeare was able, for instance, without raising
objection, to place on the stage his former poaching
advenfure and make Sir Thomas Lucy a buffoon
(Judge Shallow), show the public, Falstaff killing the
bck and belabouring Shallow’s people, and push
the likenegs so far as to give to Shallow the arms of
Sir Thomas Lucy—an owtrageous piece of Aristopha-
pism by a man who did not know Aristophanes.
Falstaff, in Shakespeare’s manuscripts, was written

JFalstaffes In the meantime his circumstances had
improved, as later they did with Moliére. Towards
the end of the century he was rich enough for a cer-
tain Ryc-Quiney te ask, on the 8th October,4 598, his
agsistance in a letter swhiclt bears the inscriptian—
“To my amiable frignd and cOuntryman William
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Shakespeare.” He refused the assistance, as it ap-
pears, and returned the letter, found since among
Fletcher’s papers, and on the reverse of which this
same Ryc-Quiney had written— Histrio! Mima®”
,He loved Stratford-on-Avon, where he was born, where
his father had died, where his son was buried. He
there purchased or built 2 house, which he christened
*“New Place.” We sdy, bought or built a house,
for he bought,ite according to Whiterill, and he built
it a,ccorcf neg to F01bes, and on this point Forbes dis-
putes with Whiterill. Theses cavil® of the learned
about trifles are not worth being searched imto, parti-
cularly when we see Father Hardouin, for instance,
completely upset a whole passage of P].my by replacing
208 pridem by non pridem.

10. Shakespeare went from time to time to pass some
Yays at NewPlace. In these short journeys he met half-
way Oxford, and at Oxford the Crown Hotel, and in
the hotel the hostess, a beautiful, mtelhgent <reature,
wife of the worthy innkeepep, Davenant. In 1606
Mrs. Davenant was brought to'bed of a son whqm they
named William, and in 1644 Sir William Dewenant,
created knight by Charles I., wrote to Lord Rdchestgr,
“ Know this, which does honour to my mether, I am
the son of Shakespe‘mre thus allying himself to
Shakespeare in the same way that in our Qays M.
Lucas Montigny claimed relationship with Mirabeau.
Shakespeare had married off his two daughters, Stsan
to a doctor, Judith to a merchant Susan had wit,
Judith kpew mot how to read or Wnte, and esgned
her name with a cross. _In 1613 it *happered that
Shakespeare, having ceme to Stla,tz'ord-on-Avon, had
no further desire to return to London. * Perlmps he
was in difficulties. - He had just been compelled to
mortgagg his house. The contract deed of this
mortgage, dated 11th March, “1613, and endorsed
with bhakespeams mgnatuﬁe was up to the Jwst
century in the hands of ane attorneypwhy gave it to
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Garrick, who lost it. Gaa'rigk lost likewise (it is
Miss Violetti, his wife, who tells the story), Forbes’s
manuscript, with his letters in Latin. Frome1618
SNakespeare remained at his house at New Place,
occupied with his garden; forgetting his plays,
wrapped up in his flowers. He planted in this
garden of +New Place the first mulberry-tree that
was grown at Stratford, just a3 Queen Elizabeth wore,
in 1561, the first silk stockings seen \n JEngland. On
the 25th March, 1616, feeling ill, he made his will.
His will, dictated by him, is written on three pages;
he signed each of them; his, hand trembled. On
the first page he signed only his Christian name,
“William ;” on the second, *“ Willm. Shaspr.;” on
the third, “ William Shasp.” Onsthe 23rd April, he
died. He had reached that day exactly fifty-two
years, being born on the 23rd April, 1564. On tha®
same day, 23rd April, 1616, died Cervantes, a genius
of like egrowth. When Shakespeare died, Milton
was "eight years, Corneille ten years of age, Charles I.
and Cyomwell were {wo youths, the one sixteen, the
othereseventeen years old.
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CHAPTER 1V, .

SHAKEsPEARE'S Iffe was greatly embittered. He lived
perpetually slighted; he states it himself. Posterity
may read this to-day 11.1 his own verses :—

¢ Thence comes it that my name receives a brand,
And almost thence my nature is subdu’d.
Pity me, then, , .
Whilst, like a willing patient, I will drink®
Potichs of eysel.”—Sonnet 111.

“Your love and pity doth th’ iufpression filf
Which vulgar scandal stamp’d upon my brow.”
Sonne? 112,

“Nor thou with public kindnes® honour me,
Unless thou take that honour fram thy name.” ®

*
- Or on my frailty why are frailer spies.”—Sonnet 121. ®
* -

Shakespeare had permanently near him onggenvious
person, Ben Jonson, an indifferent comic poet, whose
début he assisted. * Shakespeare was thirty-nine when
Elizabeth died. This queen had not paid aftention
to him ; she managed to reign forty-four years with-
out seeing that® Shakespeare was there. She*#s not
the least qualified, historically, to be, called the® « pro-
tectress of arts and lesters,” &c. &c. The historians
of the old school gave these cértificates to*all ptinces?®
whether they knew how to read or not.

Shakespeare, persecuted like Moliére at a later date,
songht, as Mohére, tq lean on the master. .Shake.
speate and Moliere would In our days have hadey
loftier spirit, ‘The master, %it was Ehzabeth, «king
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Elizabeth,” as the English cglled her. Shakespeare
glorified Elizabeth: he called her the * virgin star,”
“ star of the west,” and “Diana”—a name of 4 god-
déss which pleased the queen—but in vain. The
queen took no notice of it; less sensitive to thes
praises in which Shakespeare called her Diana than
to.the insults of Scipio Gentilis, who, taking the pre-
tensions of Elizabeth on tRe bad side, called her
“ Hecate,” and applied to her the aneient triple curse,
“ Mormo! BomQo! Gorgo!” As foy,Jamds I., whom
Henry IV. called Master James, he gave, as we have
seen, the lease of the Globe to Shakespeare, but he
willingly forbade the publication of his pieces. Some
contemporaries, Dr. Symon Forman among others, so
far took nofice of Shakespeare a¢ to make a note of
the occupation of an evening passed at tlee perform-
ance of the & Merchapt of Venice!” That was.all
which he knew.of glory. SHlakespeare, once dead;
entered into oblivion.

From 1640 to 1660 the Puritans abolished art, and
shut up the playhouges. All theatricals were under a
funerf®shroud. With Charles IT. the drama revived
withouf Shakespeard. The false taste of Louis XIV.
had intaded England. Charles 1L.ebelonged rather
to Verggilles than London. He had as mistress a
French girl, the Duchess of Portsmouth, and as an
intimate friend the privy purse of the King of France.
Cliford, his favourite, who never entered the parlia-
ment-house without spitfing, said: “ Lt is better for
my master to be viceroy under a gré¢#t menarch like
Louis XTV. than, the slave of five hundred insolent
English subjects.” These were not the days of the
Repulflic—the time when Cromwell took the'title of
“ Protector of England and France,” and forced this
same Louis XTIV. to,accept the title of “ Kiwg of the
French.” . .

*Wnder this restoration’ of the Stmarts, Shakesplear
completed his %clipse. FHe was so thoroughly dead
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that Davenant, possibly his son, re-composed his
pieces. There was no'longer any “ Macbeth” but the
“*Macketh” of Davenant. Dryden speaks of Shake-
speare on one occasion in order to say that he is “owut
of date.” Lord Shaftesbury calls him “a wit out of
fashion.” Dryden and Shaftesbury were two oracles.
Dryden, a converted Catholic, had two sons, ushers in
the Chamber of Clément XI., made tragedies worth
putting jnto Jjadin verse, as Atterbury’s hexameters
prove, andshe was the servant of that James IT. who,
before being king on his owa accunt, had asked
of his brother, Charleg II., “Why don’t ypu hang
Milton ?” The Earl of Shaftesbury, a firiend of
Locke, was the man who wrote an * Essay on Spright-
liness in Important Conversations,” and %who, by the
manner ingvhieh Chancellor Hyde helped his daughter
%o the wing of a chicken, divined that she was secretly
married to the Duke of York. * .

These two men having condemned Shakespeare, the
oracle had spoken. Englandg a country more <obe-
dient to conventional opinion’ than is generally be:
lieved, forgot Shakespeare. Solne purchasers pulled
down his house, New Place. A Rev. Dr. Cartrell
cut down and buynt his mulberry-tree. At the com-
mencement of the eighteenth century the eclipse was
total. In 1707, one called Nahum Tate publtished a
“ King Lear,” waraing his readers ¢ that he had bor-
rowed the idea of it from a play which he had read®by
chance, the work of some nameless author.” This ,
“ nameless, author”” was Shallespeare. -
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CHAPTER V.,

In 1728 Voltaire imported from Eagland $o France
the name of Will Shakespeare. Only,in place of Will,
he pronounced 1t Gilles.

Jeerimg began in France, and oblivion continued in
England. 'What the Irishman Nahum Tate had done
for “ King Lear,” others did for other pieces. “All’'s
Well that Fpds Well” had successively two arrangers,
Pilon for the Haymarket, and Kemble for Dirury Lane.
Shakespeare gxisted no more, and counted no moré.
“ Much Ado about Nothing” sefved likewise as a rough
draugh# twice, for Davenant in 1673, for James Miller
in 1787. ¢ Cymbeling” was recast four times: under
James, I1., at the Theatre Royal, by Thomas Dursey ;
in 109% by Charles Marsh ; in 1759 by W. Hawkins ;
ig 1761 by GarricR. “Coriolanus” was recast four
times : 4n 1682, for the Theatre Rogal, by Tates; in
1720, fey Drury Lane, by John Dennis; in 1755, for «
Covent Garden, by Thomas Sheridan; in 1801, for
Drury Lane, by Kemble. “Timon of Athens” was
recast four times : at the Duke’s Theatre, in 1678, by

o Shadwell; in 1768, at the Theatre ,of Richmond
Greets by James - Love; in 1771, at Prury Lane, by
Cumbérland ; in 1786, at Covent Garden, by Hull.

In the eighteenth century the. persistent raillery of
eVoltamwe ended in producing in England a certain
waking up. Garrick, whilst correcting Shakespeare,
played him, and acknowledged that it was Shake-
speare that he playea. They xeprinted him at Glas-
gew. An imbecile, Mdlone, mades commentarie$ on
his plays, and, 8s a logical sequence, Wl.li(.:ewashed his
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tomb. There was -on this tomb a little bust, of a
doubtful resemblance, and moderate as a work of art ;
baty what made it a subject of reverence, contempo-
raneous with Shakespeare. It is after this bust that
all the portraits of Shakespeare have been made that
we now see. The bust was whitewashed. Malone,
critic and whitewasher of Shakespeare, spread a coat
of plaster on his face, *of idiotic nonsense on his
work.




BOOK II

. ——
*

MEN OF GENIUGS. o

CHAPTER L

GREAT Art, usmg this word in its aﬂntrary sense, 1 is
the region of Equals.
~ Before going fartker, let ws fix the value of thls
expression,” Art, which often recurs in our writing.
We speak of Axt ag we speak of Nature; here are
‘two tgrms of an ahglost unlimited _s1gmﬁcat10n To
_promvence. the one or the other of these words, Nature,
Art, i to make a®conjuration, to extract from the
depths the ideal, to-draw aside one,of the two grand
curtmns of a divine creation. God manifests himself
to us ifh the first degree-through the life of the uni-
verse; and in the second through the thought of man.
TR stcond manifestation is not less holy than the
first. The first is named Nature, the second is named
Arts ¢ Hence. this 1ea11ty the poet isea priest.
There is hére pelow a pontiff,—it is genius.
Sacerdos Magnus. ,
Ax¢ is the second branch of Nature.
Art. is as natural as Nature.
By the word God—-let us fix the sensg of this
word—wé mean the’ Living Infinite.
o The'T latent of the Infinite patent, that is God. ®
L~Grod is the }nv1s1ble seen,

Q
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The world concentrated is God. God expanded, is
the world. o .

- ‘We, who are speaking, we believe in nothing out of
fod.*

That being said, let us proceed. God creates %art

, by man. He has for a tool the human intellect. This
®to0l, it is the workman who has made it for himself’;
he has no-other. .

Forbes, in the curichs little work perused by War-
burtonginel losteby Garrick, affirms that Shakespeare
devoted hinfself to the practice of magic, that magic
was in his family, and that what little good there was
in-his pieces was dictated to him by one “ANeur,” a
spirit. ‘

Let us say on this, for we must not draw bad from
any of the questiohs about to arise, that it is a
wretched erdr of all ages to desire to give the human
intellect assistance from withaqut. Awdrum adjuvat
vatem. To the work which seems supes-ltuman, people
wish to bring the intervention of the extra-buman; in
antiquity, the tripod; in our days, the table® The
table is nothing but the tripod come back. To agcept
au pied de la letfre the demon” that Socratés tdlks of,-
the thicket of Moses, the nymph 6f Numa, the spirit
of Plotinus, and Mahomet’s dove;"is to be #he victim

*of a metaphor. T <

On the other hand, the fable, turning or talking,
has been very much laughed at; to speak the,truth,
this raillery 1s out of place. To replace inquity by
mockery is convenient, but mot’ very scientific.  Fox
our part, we think that the strict~duty; of sciehce is
to test all phenomena. Scienge is ignorant, and has
no right to laugh; a savant who laughs at the pos-
sible 1s very near being am idiot. Tlte unexpected
ought always to be expected by science. Her duty is
to stop # 1n its course and seaigh it, rejecting the
chimerical, establishjng the real. Science has but the
right to put a vish on facts} she should verify and

]
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distinguish. All human knowledge is but picking
and culling. Because the false mixes with the true,
it is no excuse for rejecting the mass. When was the,
tare an excuse for refusing the corn? Hoe the Weed,
error, but reap the fact, and place it beside others.
Knowledge is the sheaf of facts.

The mission of science—to study and try the depth*
of everything. All of us, according to our degree, are
the creditors of investigation; We are its debtors also.
It is owed to us, and we owe it to Bthers, ®Te avoid
a phenomenong to refuse to pay it 4¢hat attention to
which it has a right, t6 lead it out, to shut to the
door, t8 turn our back on it laughing, is to make
truth a bankrupt, and to leave the draft of science to
be protested. The phenomenon of the tripod of old,
and of the -table of to-day, is entitled, like anything
else, to observation. Psychic science wilPgain by if,
without doubt. Teteus add that, to abandon phe-
nomena to ctedulity, is to commit treason against
human reason.

, Homer affirms that ¢he tripodds of Delphi walked of
theiydwn accord ; amd he explains the fact, Song xviii.
of the’s Iliad,” by gaying that Vulcan forged invisible
Wheels for them. The explanation does not much
simplify the phenomenon. Plato®relates that the
statues of D=zdalus gesticulated in the darkness, had
a-will of their own, and resisted their master; and
that he was obliged to tie them up, so that they might
not walk off. Strange dogs at the end of a chain!
Fléchier mentions, at page 52 of hig “ Histoire de
Théodose”—ueferring to the great conspifacy of the
magicians of the fourth century against the emperor—
d tablé-turning of which, perhtips, we shall speak else-
where, it ordet to say what Fléchier did not say, and
seemed to ignore. This table was covered with a round
plating. of several mgtals, ex diversis metallict® materiis
fabrefacta, like the plateﬁs of copper and zinc actyally
employed in biglogy. So you may see that the phe-
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nomenon, always rejected and always reappearing, is
not a matter of yesterda

Besides, whatever cwduhty has said or thought
about it, this phenomenon of the trlpods and tables
is without any connexion, and it is the very thing
we want to come to with the inspiration of the poets
&—an inspiration entirely direct. The sibyl has a
tripod, the poet none. The poet is himself a tripod.
He is a tripod of God. &od has not made this mar-
velloyg distillery of thought, the brain of man, not to
be madeuse of Genius has all that it wants in its
brain; every ‘thought passes by there._ Thought
ascends and buds from the brain, as the fruit from
the root. Thought is “man’s consequence; the root
plunges into earth the brain into God.,

That is to sayinto the Infinite.  ~

Those who ipagine (there are such, witness Forbes)
that a poem hke “Le Médeain de son Honneur,” or
“King Lear,” can b& dictated by a tripod or a table, err
in a stra,nge fashion; these works are the works of
man: God has no need to make a piece of wood=id
Shakespeare or Calderon. .

Then let us dispose of the tripod. Poetry 1§ the
poet’s own. Let us be respectiul before the posmb]e
of which no one,knows the limit. Let us be attentive

*and serious before the extra-human, out of which we.
come, and which awaits us; but let us not difninish
the great workers of earth by hypotheses of mystemous
assistance, which is not necessary; let us leave “to
the brain what belongs to t, and agreg¢ that the
work of the mefi of genius is of the superhumai, the
offspring of man.
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CHAPTER II

SuPrEME Art is the region of Equals.
_ The clef d’euvrg is adequate to the c/tcf dé@uvre. |

As Water when heated to 100° C., is incapable of
calorific intrease, and’ can rise mo hlgher so human
thought attains in certain men®its maximum intensity,
Aschylus, Jop, Phidias, Isaiah, St. Paul, Juvena
Dante, Michael Angelo, Ra,belals, Gervantes, Shake-
speare, Rembrandt, Beethoven, with some, others‘,
mark the 100° of genius, )

The human ntind has a summit. _ )

Thig summit is the Ideal. v J

«@od descends, man rises todt.

In gach age three o four men of gemus undertake
the #scent. From below, the world follow them with
their €yes. These nlen go up the mountain, erter
into the clouds; disappear, reappear., People Watch
them, mark them. They walk by the side~ of precj-s
pices. ® A false step does not displease certain of the
lookers-on. They darmgly pursuestheir ‘road. See
them #loft, see them in the distance, tPey are but
black sPecks "¢ How small théy .are ™ says the
crowtle  They.are giants. On.they o.” The road is
uneven, its difficylties constant.. At each step a wall,
at each stép a'trap. As they uise, the cold increases.
They must make their ladder, c.uﬁ ‘the ice; and wa k
on 1t, hewing the steps in: haste” Every storm s
raging. ,- Neverthelegs, they go forward in their m
ness. The air becomes difficult to breathe. Tﬁe
abyls 1ncreases around fheme Sowe fall. It is gvell
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done. Others stop and retrace their steps; there is
sad weariness. . _

The bold ones continue; those predestined persist.
The dreadful declivity sinks beneath them and tries
to draw them in; glory is traitorous. They are eyed
by the eagles; the lightning plays about them; the
hurricane is furious. No matter, they persevere.
They ascend. He who arrives at the®summit is thy
equal, Homer ! .

Thost names® that we have mentioned, and those
‘which we might have added, repeat them again. To
choose between these men ts impossﬁale. There is no
method for striking the balance between Rembrandt
and Michael Angelo. . .

And, to confine ourselves solely to the anthors and
poets, examine them one after the othey. - Which is
‘the greafest? Every one.

1. One, Homer, is the hugg poet-chjld. The world
is born, Homer singS. He is the bjrd of this aurora.
Homer has the holy sincerity of the early*dawn. He
almost ignores shadow. * Chaos, heaven, earth; Geo and
@eto, Jove god of gods, Agargemnon king of laings,
peoples, flocks from the beginning, temples,stowns,
battles, harvests) the ocean ; Dipthedes fighting, Ulysses
wandering ; flfe windings of a sail seeking its home;
Cyclops, dwaifs’, a map of the world crogned by the
gods of Olympus, 4nd here and there a glimmer of the
furnace -permitfing a sight of hell, priests, pirgins,
mothers; little children frightened by the ‘plumes, the
dog who remémpets, great wérds whieh fall from, grey-
beards,friendships, loves, passions, anid the hydras,
Vulcan for the laugh of the, gods, Thersites for the
laugh of men; two aspects of married life summed.up o
for the benefit of -ageg in*Helén and®Pendlope; the
Styx, Destiny, the.heel of Acl';illes, without whiclh
Destiny Svould be vanquished by the Styx; monsters,
heroes, men, thousands of landscapes seen in perspeg:
tive in the cload of the ¢1d world,—this immensity,

N D - ° .
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this is Homer. Troy coveted, Ithaca desired. Homer
is war and travel, the two firsy methods for the
meeting of mankind; the camp attacks the fortress,
the ship sounds the unknown, which is also an attack ;
around war every passion; around travels every kind
of adventure; two gigantic groups: the first, bloody,
is called the “Ihad " the second, luminous, is called
the “ Odyssey*” Homer makes men greater than
nature ; they hurl at each other°rocks which twelve
pairs of oxen could not move; the godls hardly cyre to
come in contact w1th them. Minerva take$ Achilles
by the hair; he®turns round in anger—* What do
you wanf with me, goddess?” Nq monotony in these
opuissant figures. These giants are graduated. After
each hero, Homer breaks the mould. Ajax, son of
Oileus, 1s less hlgh in stature than Ajax, son of
Telamon. Homer is one of the men of wetius who,
resolve that beautiful problem of art—the most beau-
tiful of all, pe).haps—t'he true *picture of humanity .
pobtained by agg randlzmg man ; that is to say, the
creationof the real ire the ideal. Fable and history,
hypethesis and tradition, the chimera and knowledge,
make up, Homer. He'is fathomless, and he is cheer-
ful. All the depth ef ancient days moves happily
radiant and luminous in the vast azurq of this spirit.,
Lycurgus, ¢hat peevish sage, half way between a Solon’
and a Draco, was conquered by Homer. He turned
out of,the way, whilst travelling, to g® and read at the
house 3f Cleophilus, Homer’s poems, placed there in
remgmbrance of the hO\Pltallty that Hompr, it is said,
had fgrmerly,received in that house.” Homes, to the
Greeks, was Godl; he had priests, the Homerides.
Alcibiades gave a bombastic oratpr a cuff for boasting
that he dad nmever read Homer. The divinity of
Homer has survived paganism. Michael Angelo said
~—* When I read flomer I look at myself to s® of 1 am
not twenty feet in height® Tradition will have it that
The first verse of the “Ilad” should be a verse 8f
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Orpheus, who, doubling Homer by Orpheus, increased
in Greece the religion of Homer. The shield of
Achilles, song xviii. of the “Iliad,” was commented
ot in the temples by Damo, daughter of Pythagoras.
Homer, as the sun, has planets. Virgil, who writes
the “ Aneid,” Lucan, who writes ““ Pharsalia,” Tasso,
who writes ¢ Jerusalem,” Ariosto, who composes
“ Roland,” Milton, who writes  Paradise Lost,”
Camogns, who writes the “Lusiades,” Klopstock, who
wrote the ‘“Messiah,” Voltaire, who wrote the
“ Henriade,” gravitate towards Homgr; and, sending
back to their own moons hi% light r%cted in different
degrees, move at wnequal distances in his Boundless
orbit. This is Homer. Such is the beginning of the*
epic poem. ‘

2. Another, JoB, began the drama. ,"This embryo
is a colo®sus. Job begins the drama, and it is forty
centuries ago, by placing Jehovah and Satap in
.presence of each other; the evil defies the good, and
‘behold the action is begun. The earth % the place
for the scene, and man the field "of battle ; the plagues
are the actors. One of the wildest grandeurs ofetHis
poem is that in it the sun is inauspicious. T®hesunig

in Job as in Homer, but it is fo longer the dawn, it
s midday. Tlw mournful heaviness of thebrazen ray
falling perpendicularly on the desert pefvades this
poem, heated to a white heat. Job sweats on his
dunghill. The $hadow of Job is small and blagk, and
hidden under him, as the snake under the rock. *Tro-
pical flies buzz qn his sores. *Job haseabove hise head
the frightful Arabian sun—a bringer-upe of monsters,
an amplifier of plagues, who changes the cat into the
tiger, the lizard into the crocodile, the pig into the
rhinoceros, the snake into the boa, the*nettl® into the
cactus, the wind into the simoon, the miasma into
the plagie. Job is anterior tq Moses. Far into ages,
.b?r the side of Abraham, the Hebrew °patriarche
there is Job, #he Arabiah patriarch. Before, being
: o2 *
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proved,-he had been happy ; “#he greatest man in all
the Euast)’ says his poem. This was the labourer-
king ; ‘he exercised the immense priesthood of solitude ;
he sacrificed and sanctified. Towards evening the’
gave the earth the blessing, the “berac.” Ie was
learned ; he knew rhythm ; his poem, of which the,
Arabian text is lost, was written in verse; this, at
least, is certaid as regards from verse 3 of chap. iii. to
the end. He was good ; he did not meet a poor child
without throwing him the small coin®kesithp $ he was
“ the foot of theglame man, and the eye of the blind.”
It is from that that he ¥as precipitated ; fallen, he
became gigantic. The whole poem of “Job” is the
* development of this idea, the greatness that may be
found at the bottom of the abyss. Job is more
majestic whén unfortunate than *when prosperous.
His leprosy is a purple cloth ; his misery temifies those,
who _are therg; they gpeak not to him until after
a silence of seven.days and seven nights. His lamen-
#tation is mMarked by they know mnot what quiet and-
sad gorcery. As he ‘is crushing the vermin on’ his
ulcets, he calls on the stars. He addresses Orion,
Jshe Hyndes, which he names the Pleiades, and the
signs that are at nodnday. He says, “God has put
an end to’darkness.” He calls the dumond which is
hidden “the stone of obscurity.” He mixes with his
distress the misfortune of others, and has tragic
word& that freeze—< the widow is* desolate.” He
smil®s also, and then more frightful yet. He has
arommd him Eliphaz, Bfldad, Zophar,.three implacable
types of the friendly busybody, of whom %he says,
“You play on me as on a tambourine.” His language,
submissive towards God, is b#tter towards kings:
“the kiflgs of*the earth baild solitudes ;” leaving our
wit to find out whether he speaks of theiy tomb or
their kingdom. Tacityssays, * solitudinem faciunt.”
«As to Jehovah, he adores him; ayd under the furioys.
scourging_of the plagues, all his resistance is confined
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to asking of God, “Wilt thou not permit me to -
swallow my spittle ?”’ That dates four thousand years
ago.. At the same hour, perhaps, when the enigma,-'
tical astronomer of Denderah carves in the granite his®
mysterious zodiac, Job engraves his on human thought,
. and his zodiac is not made of stars, but of miseries.
This zodiac turns yet above our heads. Wge have.of
Job only the Hebrew sversion, written by Moses.
Such a poet, followed by such a translator, makes us
dream ! The min of the dunghill is translated by the
man of Sinai. I? is that, in reality, J& is a minister
and a prophet. Job extracts from his drama agogma.
Job suffers, and draws an inference. Now, to suffer
and draw an inference i1s to teach; sorrow, when
logical, leads to God, Job teaches. Job, after having
touched the summit of the drama, stirs up’ the depths
of, philosophy. He shows first that sublime madness
of wisdom which, two .thousan® years Iater, by ‘re-
signation making itself a sacrifice; will Le the
foolishness of the cross—stultitiam crucis. The
dunghill of Job, transfigured, will become the Calvary
f Jesus. ' . P
3. Another, Aschylus, enlightened by tlke wun-
nscious divination of genius, without suspecting
at he has behind him, in the east, the resignation of
b, completes it, unwittingly, by the revolt of Prome-
us; so that the Jesson may be complete, and that
human race, to whom Job has taught bute dut¥p,
all feel in Prometheus Right dawning., There is
nething ghastly in schytus from one end fe the
Woher; theré is a vague outline of an extraordinary
Medusa behind the figures in the for8ground. Aischy-
lus is magnificent and powerfu]; as though youesaw
him knitting his brows beyond the sun. He has two
Cains, Eteocles and Polynices; Genesis has but one.
His swaTm of sea-monsters com® and go in the dark
skys g5 a flock of driveit birds, Bschylus has nong
of the known proportions. He is rough, ftbrupt, 1im-
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moderate, incapable of smogthing the way, almost
ferocious, with a grace of is own which resembles
the flowers in wild places, less haunted by nymphs
than by the Eumenides, of the faction of the Tijansy e
among goddesses choosing the sombre ones,/ and
smiling darkly at the Gorgons, a son of the garth
like Othryx and Briareus, and ready to attempt again ‘
the scaling of heaven againet that parvenu Jupiter.
Aschylus is ancient mystery made man; something
like a pagan prophet. His work, “if® weo1%ad it all,
would be a kin®& of Greek bible. Poet® hundred-h:{mded,
havingsan Orestes more fatal than Ulysses und a
Thebes grander than Troy, hard as a rock, faging
like the foam, full of steeps, torrents, and’preci-
pices, andesuch a giant that gt times you .might
suppose that he becomes mountain. Cgming laber
than the “Iliad,” he has the appearance of an eider
sod of Homer. . .

4. Another," Isaiah, seems, above humanity, as a
roaring of continual thunder. He is the great cen-
»sure.  His style, a kihd of nocturnal cloud, lightens
up ukceasingly with images which suddenly empurpl
all the depths ofethis dark mind, and makes us ex
¢tlaim, “ He gives light!” Isaiah takes hand to han,
the ewil which, in civilization, makes its appearan
before®’the good. He cries “Silence I” at thes noise
chariots, of fétes, of triumphs. The foam of his p
IPhecyesurges even on nature: he denounces Baby
to the molgs and bats, promises Nineveh briars, Ty
ashes, Jerusalem night,®fixes a date;for the wro
doers, warnsethe powers of their approiching en
assigns a day aginst idols, high citadels, the fleets of
Targus, the cedars of Lebanon, the oaks of Basan.
He is standing on the threshold of civilization, and
he refuses to enter. He is a kind of mouthpiece of
the, desert speaking”to multitudes, and clafming for
Quicksands, briars, and,breezes, the place where joavns
are, because €t is just; because the tyrant apd the
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slave, that is to say, pride and shame, exist wherever
there are walled enclosutes; because evil is there in-
caynate in man; because in solitude there is but the
beast, whilst in the city there is the monster. That
which Isaiah made a reproach of in his day—idolatry,
Pride, war, prostitution, ignorance—still exists. Isaiah
1s the eternal cotemporary of vices which turn valets,
and crimes which exalt fhemselves into kings.

5. Another, Ezekiel, is the wild soothsayer. The
genius of®the cav8rn. Thought which the roar suits.
But listen. This savage makes a peophecy to the
world- Which? Progress. Nothing more astonish-
ing. Ah! Isaiah overthrows? Very well! Ezekiel
will reconstruct. Isaiah refuses civilization. Fzekiel
accepts, but transforms it. Nature and humanity
blend together in that softened howl which Ezekiel
throws forfh. The idea of duty isin Job; of right,
in Aischylus. Ezekiel brings before us the resulting,
third idea—the human race ameliordted, posterity
more ahd more free. That posterity may be a riging
instead of a setting star is mam’s consolation. Times
present works for time to comee Work, thefl, and
hope. Such is Ezekiel’s ery. Ezgkiel is in Chaldaa,
and from Chaldza he sees distinctly Judea, as frori
oppression you ntfay see liberty. He declares, peace

"as others declare war. He prophesies harmony® good-
ness, sweetness, union, the blending of races, love.
Notwithstanding, He is terrible. He is the austese
benefactor. He is the universal kind-hearted grum-
bler at the human race. Hewscolds, he alniost gnashes
his teeth, amd people fear and hate him. The men
about are thorns to him. “1live atong the briars,”
he says. He condemnshimself to be a symbol, and
makes in his person, become hideous, a sign of human
misery and popular degradation. He is a kind of
voluntai% Job. In his town, inshis house, he, causes
hirgself to be bound with cords and rests mute:" be-
hold *the slave! Fn the public place je eats dung’.
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behold the courtier. This makes Volfaire burst
into laughter, and causes - dur teats {o flow. Al!
Ezekiel, so far does your- devotion -ge-  You Jepder
shame visible by horror; you compel -f ignominy to
turn the head when recognmng herself 10 the dirt ;

you show that to accept a’man for master is to eat
dung ; you cause a shudder to the cowards who follow
the prince, by putting into your stomach what they
put into their souls; you preach deliverance by
vomiting ; be reverenced! This mdn®this fing, this
figure, this swime-prophet, is sublimes And the trans-
figuratign that he announces he proves. How? By
transﬁgmmg himself. From ®this horrible and soiled
lip comes forth the blaze of poetry. Never has grander
language heen spoken, never more extraordinary.
“ T saw the Vision of God. A whirlwind comes from
the north, and a great cloud, and a fire enfolding itself.
I saw a chartot and aldikeness of four animals. Above
the creatures tnd the chariot was a space like a ter-
rible crystal. The wheels of the chariot were made
«of eyes, and so high that they were dreadful. The
noisedf the wings ef the four angels was as the noise
of the,All-Powerfyl, and when they stopped they
Powered their wings. And I saw a likeness which
was as, ﬁre, and which put forth a hahd. And a voice
said, ‘“@he kings and the judges have in their souls
gods of dung. 1 will take from their breasts the
heart of stone, and I will give them a heart of flesh.’
I went to them that dwelt by the river of Chebar,

and I remalned there astonished ameng them seven
days.”, And ,again. “ There was a *plam and dry
bones, and I saids ‘ Bones, rise up,” and I looked, and
 therg camg nerves on these Bones, and flesh on these
nerves, and a skin above ; but the spirit was not there. '
And I ceried, ¢ Spirit, come from the four winds, breathe,

so that these dead #revive.” The spirit canfe. The
breath entered into them, and 4hey rose up, and 1t wvas
ar’ army, and ¢t was a people Then the voice S)a,ld
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‘ You shall be oné nation, you shall haye no king or
judge but e, dnd- I—*wilf ¢~ the - God who has one
peaple, ,and’ you shall be the péople who have one
God.”” Is nob everything there P Search for a highere
formula, yéu ‘will not frad it. A free man under a
sdvereign God. This visionary. eater of dung is a
resuscitator. Ezekiel has mud on the lips apd sun in’
the eyes. Among the Jews the reading of Ezekiel
was dreaded. It was not permitted before the age of
thirty yefrg. Priests, disturbed, put a seal on this
poet. People could not call hilp an itapostor. His
terror as a prophet was incontestable. He had evi-
dently seen what he related. Thence his authority.
His very enigmas made him an oracle. They could
not tell which it was—these women sitting toward
the north weeping for Tammuz. Impossible to
diyine what was the *“hasmal,” this metal which he
pictured as in fusion ip the furnace of*the dream.
But nothing was more clear than hisvision of Pro-
gress. IKzekiel saw the quadruple man; man, .0x,
lion, and eagle : that is to say, the master of thought,
the master of the field, the masteP of the deser}y the
master of theair. Nothing forgottgn. Itis posterity
complete, from Aristotle to Christopher Colupmbus,’
from Triptolemus to Montgolfier. Later on, thg Gos-
pel also will become quadruple in the four Evan@elists,
making Matthew, Mark, Luke, and John subservient
to man, the ox, the lion, and the eagle, and, ree
markable fact, to symbolize progress will take the four
faces of Ezekiel; At all evemts, Ezekiel, like Ghrist,
calls himself the “Son of Man.” Jesus often ip his
parables invokes and cites Ezekiel,*and this kind of
first Messiah paves the *way foy the second. There
are in Ezekiel three constructions: man, in whom he
places progress; the temple, where he puts a light
that he dills glory ; the city, whe® he puts God. e
cries to the temple, no priesfs here, neither they
nor their kings, nbr the carcases of etheir kings,

e
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(Ch. xliii. v. 7.) One canno} help thinking that this
Ezekiel, a species of biblical demagogue, would help
’93 in the terrible sweeping of St. Denis. Asdon the
*city built by him, he mutters above it this mysterious
name, JEHOVAH ScHAMMAH, which signifies tlze,
Eternal is there.” Then he is silent and thoughtful
in the dagkness, pointing at humanity; farther on, in
the depth of the horizon, a cortinued increase of azure.
6. Another, Lucretius, is that vast obscure thing,
All.  Jupiter is in Homer; Je offa.h ds in Job;
in Lucretius Pan appears. Such i§ Pan’s greatness,
that hg has under him. Destiny, which is above
Jupiter. Lucretius has travelled and he has mused,
which is another voyage. He has been at Athens;
he has been in the haunts of philosophers; he has
studied Greece and made out India. _Democritus
has made him dream on matter, and Anaximander
on® space. His dreams have.become doctrine. No-
thing .is kndwn of the incidents of his life. Like
Pythagoras, he frequented the two mysterious schools
»on the Euphrates, Neharda and Pombeditha, and he
mayshave met there the Jewish doctors. He spelt
the papyri of Sapphoris, which, at his time, was
"hot yet transformed into Diocesarea. He lived with
the pearl-fishers of the isle of Tyfos. We may find,
in th® Apocrypha traces of an ancient strange itine-
rary recommended, according to, some, to the philo-
sephess by Empedocles, the magician of Agrigentum,
and, accoré.ling to others, to the rabbis by the high-
priest, Eleazer, who <orresponded; with Ptolemy
Philadelphuse This itinerary would have served at
a later #ime as® a standard for the travels of the
Apqgtles. .. The traveller who followed this itinerary
went through the five satrapies of the country of
the Philistines, visited the people who charm serpents
and suck poisonoud sores—the Psylli; drallk of the
forrent Bosor, which ,marks the frontier of Arabia
Deserta; them touched and handiéd the bronze carcan
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of Andromeda, still sealed to the rock of Joppa;
Balbec in Syria, Apamea, on the Orontes, where
Nieanor nourished his elephants; the harbour of
Eziongeber, where the vessels of Ophir, laden withe
gold, stopped ; Segher, which produced white incense,
plefened to that of Hadlamauth the two Syrtes, the
mountain of Emerald Smaragdus; the Nasamones, who
pillaged the shipwreckeds the black nation, Agysimba,
Adribe, the town of crocodiles; Cynopohs, town of
aloes; th& .Wonﬂelful cities of Comagena, Claudia,
and Barsalium'; perhaps even Tadmo?®, the town of
Solomon ; ,—such were the stages of this alngost fa-
bulous pilgrimage of thé thinkers. This pilgrimage,
Lucretius, did he make it? One cannot tell. His
pumerous travels arg beyond doubt. Ha had seen
so many men, that at the end they were all mixed up
in, his eye, *and this multitude had become to him
shadows. He is arrived at thak excess of simplifica-
tion of the universe which is almost its‘entire fading
away. He has sounded until he feels the plummet
float. He has questioned the vague spectres of
Byblos; he has conversed with the severed tie of
Chyteron who is Juno-Thespia. ¢ Perhaps he has
spoken in the reeds to Oannes, the man-fish of
Chaldea, who hall two heads—at the top thg head
of a man, below the head of a hydra, and who,
drinking chaos by, his lower orifice, revomited it
on the earth by his upper lip, in knowledge awfish
Lucretius has this knowledge. Isaiah borders on
the archangels, {iucretius on lrvas. Lucretius fwists
the ancienf-.veil of Isis, steeped in the Wa.ters of
darkness, and expresses out of it sometimes in
torrents, sometimes drop by drop, a sombye pogtry.
The boundless is in Lucretius. At times there passes
a powerful spondaic verse almost terrible, and full
of shado®—* Circum se foliis ac frondibus involventes.”
Heuve and there a vast image is sketched in-the forest~
“ Tunc Venus in s sylvis jzmyebat corpora wzarzmm an.

-
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the forest is nature. Thege verses are impossible
with Virgil. Lucretius turns his back on humanity,
and looks fixedly on the Enigma. Lucretius’y spint,
*working to the very deeps, is placed between this
reality, the atom, and this impossibility, the vacuum;
by turns attracted by these two precipices, religious
when he, contemplates the atom, sceptical when he
sees the void ; thence his two aspects, equally profound,
whether he denies, whether he affirms. One day this
traveller commits suicide. This is hi% Jast Ueparture.
He puts hims@lf er goute for Deatlt. He departs to
see. tle has embarked. successively on all the
pinnaces, on the galley of Trevirium for Sanastrée
in Macedonia; on the trireme of Carystus for Metapon
in Greece ;oon the skiff of Cyllepus for the island of
Samothrace’; on the Sandal of Samothrace. for Naxos,
where is Bacchus ; on the eroscaplk of Naxos for Syrig ;
on-the vessel of Syria for Kgypt, and on the ship
of the Red Sta for India. It remains for him to
make one voyage: he is curious about the dark
ecountry; he takes lhis passage on the coffin, and
himslf unfastening®the mooring, pushes with foot into
space this dark vessel that floats on the unknown wave. .
*" 7..Another, Juvenal, has everything in which
Lucrefius fails: passion, emotion, fever, tragic flame,,
passioft for honesty, avenging sneer, personality,
humanity. He dwells in a cerfain given point 1n
aecation, and he contents himself with it ; finding there
what may nourish and swell his heart with justice and
anger, Lucretiusis the aniverse, Juvgnal the locality.
And what a locality | Rome. Between tle two they
are the double vdice which speaks to land and town—
urbi gt orbj, Juvenal has, above the Roman Empire,
the enormous flapping of wings of the griffon above
the rest of the reptiles. Hé pounces upon this swarm
and takes them, onf after the other, in hi® terrible
beak—from the adder gho iss Emperor and calls him-

s€lf “ Nero,” éo the earthworm wlo is a bad poet and
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calls himself “Codrus.” Jsaiah and Juvenal have each
their harlot; but there is something more gloomy
thane the shadow of Babel—it is the crashing of the
bed of the C:esars, and Babylon is less formidable than
Messalina. Juvenal is the ancient free spirit of the
dead republics; in him there is a Rome, in the bronze
of which Athens and Sparta are cast. Thegce in his
poetry something of Aristophanes and something of
Lycurgus, Take care of him.; he is severe. Not a
cord is wanting to his lyre or to the lash he uses.
He is lofty, rigid;, austere, thundering,®violent, grave,
just, inexhaustible in imagery, harshly gracious
when he chooses. His cynicism is the indignation of
modesty. His grace, thoroughly independent and a
true figure of liberty, has talons; it appears all at
once, enlivgning, by we cannot tell what supple and
spirited undulations, the well-formed majesty of his
hexameter. You mayJdmagine ¢hat you®see the €at
of Corinth roaming on the frieze of thie Parthenon.
There 1s the epic in this satire; that which Juvenal
has in his hand is the sceptré of gold with whichs
Ulysses beat Thersites. ‘ Bomba$t, declamatiogy ex-
aggeration, hyperbole,” cry the slaughtered «defor-
mities, and these cries stupidly repeated by rhetori-
.cians, are a noise of glory. = “Crime is quite equal to
committing things or relating them,” say Till@mont,
Marc Muret, Garagse, &c.—fools, who, like Muret,
are sometimes knaves. Juvenal’s invective sblazes
since two thousand years ago, a fearful flash of poetry
which still burfys Rome in the presence ot cenfuries:
This splendid fire breaks out and, far fromy diminishing
with time, increases under the whirl of its mournful
smoke; from it proceed Tays in behalf of liberty, pro-
bity, heroism ; and it may be said that it throws even
into our civilization minds full of his light. What
is Régni€r? What D’ Aubigné? ® What Corneille P—
Scintjllations of Juvenak. :

8. Another, Tacitus, is the historiane Liberty §g
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incarnate in him as in Juvenal, and rises, dead, to the
judgment-seat, having for a toga its winding-shroud,
and summons to his bar tyrants. The sanleof a
‘people become the soul of man, is Juvenal; we have
just said so: thus it is with Tacitus. By the side of
the poet who condemns stands the historian who
punishes, Tacitus, seated on the curule chair of genius,
summons and seizes iz flagwunte delicto these guilty
ones, the Casars. The Roman Empire is a long crime.
This crime commences by four dérgons, Tiberius,
Caligula, Cla®dius, Nero. Tiberius, the Emperor’s
spy; the eye which watches the world ; the first
dictator who dared to twist for himself the law of
power made for the Roman people; knowing Greek,
intellectual, sagacious, sarcasti, eloquent, terrible;
loved by informers; the murderer.of gitizens, of
knights, of the senate, of his wife, of his family;
having ratlter the air of stabbing people than mas-
sacring them®; *humble before the barbarians; a traitor
with Archelaus, a coward with Artabanes; having two
thrones—Rome for hig ferocity, Caprea for his baseness;
an gventor of vicd and names for vices; an old man
with & seraglio ¢f children; gaunt, bald, crooked,
*bandy-legged, sour-smelling, eaten up with leprosy,
covergd with suppurations, masKed with plasters,,
crowrftd with laurels ; having ulcers like Job, and the
sceptre as well ; surrounded by ap oppressive silence ;
weeking a successor, smelling-out Caligula and
finding him good; a viper who selects a tiger.
Caligpla, the man whe has known; fear, the slave
become master, trembling under Tibertus, terrible
after Tiberius, $omiting his fright of yesterday in
atrogity. ,Nothing comes up to this mad fool. An
executioner makes a mistake and kills, instead of the
condemned one, an innocent man; Caligula smiles,
and says “ The condtmned had not more des®rved it.”
JHe gets a woman eatep alive by dogs, for the sple of
seeing it. Ble lies publicly with his three sisters
'Y [ ]
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stark naked. One of them dies, Drusilla; he says,
“ Behead those who do fiot bewail her, for she is my
sister ; .zmd crucify those who bewail her, for she is a
goddess.” He makes his horse a pontiff, as, later on, «
Nero made his monkey god. He offers to the uni-
verse this wretched spectacle: the annihilation of
intellect by power. Prostitute, sharper, a robber,
breaking the busts of Homer and Virgil, his head
dressed as Apollo with rays and booted with wings
like Mercfry; feaftticly master of the world, desiring
incest with his‘mether, a plague to his empire, famine
to his people, rout to his army, resemblance_to the
gods, and one sole head® to the human race fhat he
might cut it off, —such is Caius Caligula. He forces
the son to assist at the torment of his father, and the
husband the violatién of his wife, and to laugh.
Claudius is% mere sketch of a ruler. He is nearly a
man made a tyrant, a noddleshead crewned. He
hides himself; they discover him, they drag him from
his hole, and they throw him terrified on the thrqne.
Emperor, he still trembles, having the crown but.
not sure that he has his head. e He feels fofy his
head at times, as if he searchgd for it. ,Then
he gets more confident, and decrees three new*
letters to be added to the alphabet. He is a learned
inan, this idiot. They strangle a senators He
says—*TI did not order it, but since it is done it
is well.” His wifé prostitutes herself before, hime
He looks at her, and says—* Who is this woman?”
He scarcely exisds : he is a shadow ; but this shadow
crushes the world. At length the hour for his de-
parture arrives; his wife poisons him; his doctor
finishes him. He says+“I am saved,” and dies.
After his death they come to se& his corpse. WRilst
alive they had seen his ghost. Nero is the most for-
midable &gure of ennui that has éwer appeared among
men. The yawning manster that the ancients called
Livor®and the moderas call Spledn, gives ys this enignta
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to divine—Nero. Nero seeks simply a distraction.
Poet, comedian, singer, coachman, exhausting ferocity
to find voluptuousness, trying a change of  sex,sthe
husband of the eunuch Sporus, and bride of the
slave Pythagoras, and premenading the streets of
Rome between his husband and wife. Having tWwo
pleasures—one to see the people clutching pieces of
gold, diamonds and pearls, and the other to see the
lions clutch the people; an incendiary for curiosity’s
sake, and a parricide for want of émbloyzn®nt. It is
to these four #hat Tacitus dedicates his four first pil-
lories.,, He hangs their reign to their necks: he
fastens that carcan to theirs. His book of Caligula
is lost. Nothing easier to comprehend than the loss
and obliteration of these kindg of books. To read
them was & crime. A man having heen gaught read-
ing the history of Caligula by Suetonius, Commodus
had him thrown to the wild beasts. < Feris objice
Jussit!’ says Trampridius. The horror of those days is
wonderful. Manners, below and above stairs, are
ferocious. You may *judge of the cruelty of the Ro-
maxnp by the atroctty of the Gauls. A row breaks out
in Gaul: the peagants place the Roman ladies, naked
"and gtill alive, on harrows whose points enter here and
there, into the body ; then they cuf their breasts from
them®and sew them in their mouths, as though they
had the appearance of eating them. Viz vindicta est,
& these are scarcely reprisals,” says the Roman general,
Turpilianus. These Roman ladies had the practice,
whilgt chattering withe their lovers,cof sticking pins
of gqld in the breasts of their Persian or*Gallic slaves
who dressed thetr hair. Such is the humanity at which
Tagitus i3 present. This ¥iew renders him terrible.
He states the facts, and leaves you to draw your con-
clusions. You only meet a Potiphar in Rome. When
Agrippina, reduced to her last resource, sBeing her
%rave in the eyes of her son,soffers him her bed, when

er lips seelgthose of Nero, Tacitus is there, fol owing
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her with his eyes, lasciva oscula et prenuntias jflagitii
blanditias ; and he denouhces to the world this effort
of a mopstrous and trembling mother to make the
parricide miscarry by incest. Whatever Justus
Lipsius, who bequeathed his pen to the Holy Virgin,
ha#s said, Domitian exiled Tacitus and did well.
Men like Tacitus are unhealthy subjects for guthority.
Tacitus applies his style fo the shoulder of an emperor,
and the mark remains. Tacitus always makes his
thrust at Thg reqhned spot. A deep thrust. Juvenal,
all-powerful pdets deals about hjm, scftters, makes a
show, falls and rebounds, styikes right and left,a hun-
dred blows at a time, o laws, manners, bad magis-
trates, corrupt verses, hbertmes and the idle, on Cesar,
on the people, everywhere ; he is lavish, like hail ; he
is careless, like the-whip. Tacitus has the ‘conciseness
of, red iron”

9. Another, John, is jhe virgia old mah. All the
ardent sap of man, become smoke and mysterious
shaking, is in his head as a vision. One does aot
escape love. Love, unsatiated and discontented,
changes itself at the end of life into a gloomy wer-
flowing of chimeras. The woman wants man; other-
wise man, instead of human, will have a pha.utom
poetry. Some belngs, however, resist umversa]. pro-
creation, and then they are in that peculiar®state
where monstrous inspiration can weaken itself on
them. The Apocalypse is the almost mad cle¢f-deccurr®
of this wonderful chastity. John, whilst young, was
pleasant and wild. He lovedeJesus; then could love
nothing else. here is a deep resemblance between
the Canticle of Canticles and the Apotalypse: the one
and the other are expldsions of pent-up. virgingty.
The heart, mighty voleano, bursts open; there pro-
ceeds from it this dove, the Canticle of Canticles, or
this drag®n, the ApOcalypse These two poems are
the &wo poles of ecstasy » volupfuousness and horror ;,

‘the two extreme lintits of the soul are Oa,ttamed, in
E ]
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the first poem ecstasy exhausts love; in the second,
terrifies it and carries to mankind, henceforth for ever
disquieted, the dreadful fright of the eternal pyecipice.
Another resemblance, not less worthy of attention,
there is between John and Daniel. The nearly in-
visible thread of affinity is carefully followed by the
eye of those who see in the prophetic spirit a human
and normal phenomenon, and who, far from disdaining
the question of miracles, generalize it apd calmly
attach it to existing phenomena. Religigns lose, and
science gains,®by it.. It has not bden sufficiently re-
marked that the seventh.chapter of Daniel contains
the root of the Apocalypse. .Empires are there repre-
sented as beasts. Therefore has the legend associated
the two peets; it makes the ong traverse the den of
lions, and the other the caldron of boiling’oil. Inde-
'péndently of the legend, the life of John 1s fine. 4An
exemplary lifé which undergoes strange openjngs;
passing from Golgotha to Patmos, and from the exe-
cution of Messiah to the exile of the prophet. John,
after having been présent at the sufferings of Christ,
finished by sufférifg on his own account; the suffer-
,ing seen made him an apostle, the suffering endured
made, him a magician ;. the growth of the spirit was
the result of the growth of the %rial. Bishop, he,
writeS the Gospel. Proscribed, he composes the
Apocalypse. Tragic work, writteyy under the dictation
®f an eagle, the poet having above his head we know
not what jmournful flapping of wings. The whole
Bibles is between two tisionaries, Moses and John.
Thisepoem of poems merges out of chaos® in Genesis,
and finishes in *the Apocalypse by thunders. Jobn,
wasgone of. the great ,vagran%,s of the language of fire.
During the Last Supper his head was on the breast of
Jesus, and he could say, ‘“ My ear has heard the beat-
ing of God’s heart.” He went to relate if® to men.
dle spoke a barbarous Greek, mixed with Hglrew
eXpression§ #nd Syrian words, hatsh and grating, yet
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.charming. He went to Ephesus, he went to Media,
he went among the Pafthians. He dared to enter
Ctesjphon, a town of the Parthians, built as a counter-
poise to Babylon. He faced the living idol, Cobaris, «
king, god and man, for ever immovable on his block
which serves him as throne and latrine. He evange-
lized Persia, which the Gospel calls Paras. When “he
appeared at the Council of Jerusalem, they thought
they saw a pillar of the Church. He looked with stupe-
faction af Qemftus and Ebion, who said that Jesus
was but a ma. «When they questioned him on the
mystery, he answered, “ Loye you one another?” He
died at the age of mnety-four years, under Trajan.
According to tradition, he is not dead; he is spared,
and John is ever hvmg at Patmos as Ba,rberousse at
Kaiserslautern. There are some waiting:caverns for
these mysteuous everlasting beings. John, as an his-
torian, has his equals—Matthegy, Liuke, -Mmk as a-
visionary he is alone. There is no dream apploacheq
his, so deep it is in the infinite. His metaphots pass
out from eternity, distracted;ehis poetry has a pro-,
found smile of madness; the raverberation ofy the
Most High is in the eye of this mgn. It is the sub-
lime gomo- fully astray. Men do not understand it—*
scorn it and laugh. My dear Thiriot,” sa)s Vol-
taire, “ the Apocalypse is filth.” Religions, being in
want of this book, have taken to worshipping it; but,
in order not to be %hrown to the common segver, i
maust be put on the altar. What does it matter? John
is a spirit. It 4s in the Joha of Patmos,’among all,
that the communication between celtam men of
genius and the abyss is apparent. all other poets
men get a glimpse of this commumcatxon, in John
they see it, at times they touch'it, and have a shiver-
ing fit in placing, so to speak, the hand on this
sombre ®loor. That is the way to the Deity. It
seems, when you read the poem of Patmos, that some
one pubhes you frém behind you hage a confused
E2e .
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outline of the dreadful opening. Tt fills you with
terror and attraction. If John had only that, he
would be immense.

10. Another, Paul, a saint for the Church, a great
man for humamty, represents this prodigy at the
same time human and divine, Conversion. e is the
one who has had a glimpse of the future. Tt leaves
him haggard; and nothing can be more magnificent
than this face, for ever wondering, of the man con-
quered by the hght Paul, born a Phausge,’ha,d been
a weaver of caamel’s-hair for tents, amd Servant of one
of the judges of Jesus Christ, Gamahel then the
scribes“had advanced him, Yrusting to his natural
ferocity. He was the man of the past, he had taken
care of the,mantles of the stone-throwers; he aspired,
having studied with the priests,” to bgcome an execu-
tioner; he was on the road for this. Alf at once a
wave of light emanatgs from the darkness, throws him
down from his-horse, and henceforth there will be in
the history of the human race this wonderful thing—
.the road to Damascus. That day of the metamor-
phosfs of St. Paul es a great day; keep the date,—it
corresponds to thg 25th January in our Glegonan
“talendar. The road to Damascus is necessary to the
march of Progress. To fall into the truth and to rise
a Just eman, a fall and transfiguration, that is sublime.
It is the history of St. Paul. From his day, it will
be thg history of humanity. The flash of light is
beyond the flash of lightning. Progress will carry
itself gn by a series of seintillations. As for St. Paul,
who Las been, turned aside by the force of new convic-
tion, this harsh stroke from on high opens to him
gemus Once on his feet again, behold him proceed :
he Will no more stop. *Forward” is his cry. He
is a cosmopolite. He loves the outsiders, whom
Paganjsm calls barbdrians, and Christianity ¢2lls Gen-
tiles; he devotes himself to them. He is the apostle
S the outer world. He writes tosthe nations epistles
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on behalf of God. Listen to him speaking to the
Galatians—* O insane (falatians! how can you go
baek, tg the yokes to which you were tied? There
are no more Jews, or Greeks, or slaves. Do not carry®
out your grand ceremonies ordained by your laws. I
d&clare unto you that all that is nothing. Love each
other. Man must be a new creature. Freedom is
awaiting you.” There were at Athens, on the hill of
Mars, steps hewn in rock,which may be seen to this day.
On these steps s3t the great judges before whom Orestes
had appeared. °There Socrates had®been judged.
Paul went there; and there, at night (the Argopagus
only sat at night), he said to the grave men, “I come
to announce to you the unknown God.” The Epistles
of Paul to the Gentiles are simple and profound, with
the subtlety so marked in its influence over savages.
There are 1n these messages gleams of hallucination ;
Pau] speaks of the Celestials ag if he distinctly saw
them. Like John, half-way between lif¢'and eternity,
it seems that he had one part of his thought on. the
earth and one in the Unknowit; and it may be said,s
at moments, that one of his verses®answers to anether
from beyond the dark wall of theetomb. This half-
possession of death gives him a personal certainty, and’
one often distinctly apart from the dogma, and a
mark of conviction on his personal conceptions,*which
makes him almost Qeretical. His humility, bordering
on the mysterious, is lofty. Peter says, “The words
of Paul may be taken in a bad sense.” The deacon
Hilaire and the Luciferians ascribe their schism, to the
Epistles of *Paul. Paul is at heart so anfi-monaxchical
that King James I., very much encouraged by the
orthodox University of Oxford, caused the, Epist]e to ,
the Romans to be burnt by the hand of the common’
hangman. Itis true it was one yith a commentary by
David Pareus. Many of Paul’s works are rejected by
the Church: they are <he figish; and among therg,
his epistle to the Lhodiceans, and aboveall his Apoca-
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lypse, erased by the Council of Rome under Gelasius.’
It would be curious to compare it with the Apocalypse
of John. On the opening that Paul had mgadeeto
“heaven the Church wrote ¢ Entrance forbidden.” He
is not less holy for.it. It is his official consolation.
Paul has the restlessness of the thinker; text and
formulary, are little for him; the letter does not
suffice ; the letter, it is master. ILike all men of
progress, he speaks with reserve of the wrijten law;
he prefers grace, as we prefer justice. *What is grace?
It is the inspfration.from on high,*it is the breath,
Sat ubiwull ; 1t is liberty—~Grace is the spirit of law.
This discovery of the spirit of law belongs to St. Paul;
and what he calls grace from a heavenly point of view,
we, from am earthly point, call yight. Such is Paul.
The greatness of a spirit by the irruption qf clearness,
the beauty of violence done by truth to one spirit,
bréaks forth®in this mtan. There it is, we insist, that
lies the virtue of the road to Damascus. Henceforth,
twhoever wishes this increase must follow the guide-
*post of St. Paul. AT those to whom justice shall
revedl itself, every°blindness desirous of the day, all
Jhe cataracts lookmg to be healed, all searchers after
convigtion, all the great adventurers after virtue, all
the helders of good in quest of truth, shall go by this,
road. ®* The light that they find there shall change
nature, for the light is always relative to darkness; it
#hall increase in intensity ; after having been revela-
tion, it shgll be rationalism ; but it shall always be
light.e Voltaire is 1ik® St. Paul ¢n the road to
Damascus. The road to Damascus shall be for ever
the passage for great mindg. It shall also be the
passage for peoples. . For peoples, these vast indi-
vidualisms, have like each of us their crisis and their
hour; Paul, after his glorious fall, rose yp again
armed; against ancient errors, with that flaming sword,
Christianity ; and twos thoushnd years after, Fgance,
struck by th® light, arouses herself, she also holding
in.hand ‘this sword of fite, the Revolutiqn.
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11. Anothér, Dante, has mentally conceived the
abyss. He has made the epic poem of spectres. He
rends the earth ; in the terrible hole he has made he
puts Satan. Then he pushes her through purgatory
up to heaven. Where all end Dante beoins. Dante
is* beyond man; beyond, not without. A singular
proposition, wlnch however, has nothing contradictory
m it, the soul bemO' a prolongation of man®into the
indefinite. Dante twists light and shade into a huge
spiral; #t descentls, then it ascends. Wonderful
architecture! *A% the threshold is the sacred mist;
across the entrance is stretched®the corpse of hope,
all that you perceive beyond is night. The nfinite
anguish is sobbing somewhere in the invisible dark-
ness. You lean over this gulf-poem—is it a crater?
You hear reports; the verse shoots out narrow and
livid, as frém the fissures of a solfatara; it is vapour .
now, then lava. This paleness gpeaks ; and then you
know that the volcano, of which you have caught a
glimpse, is Hell. This is no longer the human
nmedium ; you are in the unknown abyss. In 'this.
poem the imponderable submits $o the laws the
ponderable, with which it is mixed, as, in the sudden
tumbling down of a building on fire, the smoke, car-e
.ried down by the ruins, falls and rolls with them and
seems caught under the timber and the stones ; &hence
strange eﬁects, the ideas' seem to suffer and to be
punlshed in men. * The idea, sufficiently man to
undergo expiation, is the phantom-—a form that 13
shade—impalpable, but not Jnvisible, an wappearance
retaining yet a sufficient amount of realify foe
the chastisement to have a hold om if; sin in the
abstract state, but having kept the human figure. It
is not only the wicked who grieves in this Apocalfpse,
it 1s the evil; there all possible bad actions are 1n
despair.® This spiritualization &f pain gives to the
poam a powerful moral, import. The depth of hell
once Sounded, Dante pierces if, and rengounts to th&
other sideof the infinite. In rising,he becomes idealized,
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and thought drops the body as a robe. " From Virgil
he passes to Beatrice; his’ guide to hell, it is the
poet; his guide to heaven, it is poetry. The, epic
poem continues, and has more grandeur yet; but man
comprehends it no more. Purgatory and Paradise
are not less extraordinary than Gehenna, but the
more he ascends the less interested is man. He was
somewhat at home in hell, hut he is Do longer so in
heaven. He cannot recognise himself in angels ; the
human eye is perhaps not made Yot so, nuch sun;
and when the poem draws happiness, ‘it becomes
tedious. It is generally the case with all happiness.

Marry® the lovers, or send® the souls to dwell in
Paradise, it is well; but seek the drama elsewhere
than there. After all what does it matter to Dante
if you no “longer follow. him! *he goes on without
you. He goes alone, this lion. His work is, a
wonder. 'Wohat a philosopher, is this visionary ! what
a sage is thissmadman! Dante lays down the law for
Montésqmeu the penal divisions of ’ Zsprit des Lois are
.an exact copy of the classlﬁcatlons in the hell of the
““ Diyina Commedie.” That which Juvenal does- for
the Rome of the Cewsars, Dante does it for the Rome
sof Popes; but Dante 4s a more terrible judge than
J uveﬁal Juvenal whips with cuttihg thongs; Dante
scourges with flames. Juvenal condemns; Dante
damns. Woe to the living on whom this awfal
traveller fixes the unfathomable glare of his eyes !

12. Another, Rabelais, is the soul of Gaul; and
who says Gaul says alsoeGreece, for the Attic salt and
the Gallic jest have at bottom the same flvour; and
if anything, bulldmgs apart, resembles the Piraeus, it
is “La Rapée.”  Aristophares is distanced ; Aristo-

haties is wicked. Rabelais is good—RabeLus would
{)we defended Socrates. In the order of loft genius,
Rabelais chronologically follows Dante; alter the
stern face, the sneering, visage. Rabelais is the o VHOTL-
drous mask ¢of ancient comedy *detached from the
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Greek proscenium, from lgronze made flesh, henceforth
a human living face, remaining enormous, and coming
amropg,us to laugh at us, and with us. Dante and
Rabelais spring from the school of the Franciscan
friars, as later Voltaire springs from the Jesuits;
Dante the incarnate sorrow, Rabelais the parody,
Voltaire the irony—they came from the Church
against the Church. Every genius has his invention
or his discovery: Rabelais has made this one, the
belly. ’ﬂ\e.sexpent is in man, it is the intestines. It
tempts, betrays, dnd pumshes JMan, 8ingle being as
a spirit and complex as man, has within himgelf for
his earthly mission thr ee centres—the brain, the heart,
the stomach ; each of these centres is august by one
great fanction which, is peculiar to it: the brain has
thought, the heart has love, the belly has paternity
agd maternity. The belly may be tragic. < Fers
ventgem,” says Agrippina. Catherine Sforza, threat-
ened with the death of her children, ket in hgstage,
exhibits herself naked to her navel on the battlements
of the citadel of Rimini, and says to the enemy,s
“ With this I can give birth to d¢thers.” In oke of
the epic convulsions of Paris a wowman of the people,
standing on a barricade, raised her petticoat, showe
.the soldlery her haked bell and cried, “Kill your
mothers!” The soldiers perfomted that bell$ Wxth
balls. The belly has its heroism; but it is from it
that flows in life corruption, in art comédy.e The
breast where the heart rests has for its summit the
head; the bellyhas the phallus. The belly being the
centre of mhtter, is our gratification and our danger;
it eontains appetlte, satiety, and putrefaction. The
devotion, the tenderness, which take ug then, are o
subject to die; egotism replaces them. Easily do the
affections become intestines. Jhat the hymn can
become & drunkard’s brawl, that the strophe can be
defergied into a co Pletus sad. That comes from the,
beast that is in man. The belly is e aentla,lly this
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beast. Degradation seems to be its law. The ladder
of sensual poetry has for its topmost round the
Canticle of Canticles, and for its lowest the coagse,jest.
The belly god is Silenus; the belly emperor is Vitel-
lius; the belly animal is the pig. One of those
horrid Ptolemies was called the Belly, Plyscon. TRe
belly is to humanity a formidable weight; it breaks
every moment the equilibrium between the soul and
the body. It fills history. It is responsible for
nearly all crimes. It is the bottle of®ajl gices. It is
thie belly whicB by vpluptuousness m:f(es the sultan
and by, drunkenness the ¢zar; it is this that shows
Tarquin the bed of Lucrece; it is this that ends by
making that senate which had waited for Brennus and
dazzled Jugurtha deliberate on the sauce of a turbot.
It is the belly which counsels the xzuined libertine,
Casar, the passage of the Rubicon. To pass the
Rubicon, hotv well that pays,one’s debts! To pass
the Rpbicon, how readily that throws women into
one’s ayms! What good dinners afterwards! And
*the Roman soldiers enfer Rome with the cry, « Urdanz,
claulite wxores; Machum calvum adducimus.” The
2ppetite debauches the intellect. Voluptuousness re- -
placeg will. At starting, as is always the case, there
1s some nobleness. It is the orgy. * There is a grada-,
tion between being fuddled and being dead drunk.
Then the orgy degenerates into bestial gluttony.
#Vliere there was Solomon there is Ramponneau. Man
becomes a barrel; an inner sea of dark ideas drowns
thought; conscience submerged cgnnot warn the
drunken soul. ]§east1iness is consummatell ; it is not
even any longer cynical, it is empty and beastly.
Diogenes disappears ;, there ‘remains but the barrel.
‘We commence by Alcibiades, we finish by Trimalcion ;
it is complete ; nothing more, neither dignity, nor
shames nor honour, nor virtue, nor wit—anintal grati-
fication in all its nakedness, thorough impppity.
'fhought cEisSolves itsel.f in satiety ; carnal gorging
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absorbs everything; nothing survives of the grand
sovereign creature inhabited by the soul; as the word
goes,«the belly eats the man.  Such is the final state
of all societies where the ideal is eclipsed. That _passes K
for prosperity, and is called aggrandizing one’s self.
Sometimes even philosophers thouchtlessly aid this
degradation by inserting in their doctrines the mate-
rialism which is in the consciences. This stnking of
man to the level of the human beast is a great calznmty
Tts first fruik ig the turpitude visible at the summit of
all professions—the venal judge, the sinfoniacal priest,
the hireling soldier—laws, manners, and beliefg are a
dungheap—totus komo fit excrementum. In the sixteenth
century, all the institutions of the past are in that
state. Rabelais gets pold of that situation ;, he proves
it; he authenticates that belly which is ‘the world.
CIYlhzatIOIl is, then, but a mass, science is matter,
religion is blessed with a stoneach, feutlality is di-
gesting, royalty is obese. What is Henry VIIL.?
A paunch. Rome is a fat-gutted old woman; is it
health? is it sickmess? It is *perhaps 0bes1ty, it ise
- perhaps dropsy—query. Rabelais®doctor and pi¥est,
feels the pulse of papacy; he shakes his head and
bursts out laughing. Is it because he has found, life ? *
No, it is because he has felt death; it is, in reahty,
breathmg its last. Whilst Luther reforms, Rifbelais
Jests. Which tends, best to the end? Rabelais ridi-
cules the monk, the bishop, the pope; laughter dnde
death-rattle together ; fool’s bell sounding the tocsin |
‘Well, then, what? T thougRt i1t was a f'east—r-lt is
agony; one®may be deceived by the nature of the
hiccup. Let us laugh all the same ; ‘death is at the
table ; the last drop toasts the last s1gh The agony
feasting—it is superb. The inner colon is king; all
that old world feasts and burstg; and Rabelals en-
thrones a dynasty of bellies—Grangousier, Pantagruel,
and *Gargantua. Rabelais is the Alschylus of victuals;,
indeed, it is grand®’when we think that eatmg is
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devouring. There is something of the gulf in the
glutton. Eat then, my masters, and drink, and come
to the finale. To live is a song, of which to die is
the refrain. Others dig under the deplaved human
race fearful dungeons. For subterraneous caves the
great Rabelais contents himself with the cellar. THis
universe, which Dante put into hell, Rabelais corifines
in a wineé-cask ; his book is nothing else. The seven
circles of Ahghlen bung’ and encompass this extra-
ordinary tun. Look within the mor!strous ®cask, and
you see then® there, In Rabelais they are entltled
Idlenegs, Pride, Envy, , Avarice, Anger, Luxury
Gluttony, and it is thus fhat you suddenly meet
again the formidable Jester—where P—in church. The
seven sins,are this curé’s sermon. Rabelais is pnest
Castigatior, properly understood, begjns at home ; it is
therefore on the clergy that he strikes first § it is sorge-
thing, indeed, to bes at home! The papacy dies of
indigestion. ° Rabelals plays the papacy a trick, the
tnck of a Titan. The Pantagruelian joy is not less
grandiose than the mirth of a Jupiter—jaw for jaw ;
thednonarchical atnd priestly jaw eats; the Rabelai-
sian jaw laughs. o Whoever has read Rabelais has for
ever before his eyes this stern opposition—the mask
of Theocritus gazed at fixedly by th® mask of Comedy,
13® Another, Cervantes, is also a form of epic
mockery; for as the writer of these lines said in
1827%, there are between the middle ages and the
rodern times, after the feudal barbarism, and placed
theregas it ‘were for a conelusion, two EFomeric buffoons,
Rabglais and Cervantes. To sum up® horror by
laughter, is not *the least terrible manner of doing it.
It is what Rabelais did; if is what Cervantes did;
but the raillery of Cervantes has nothing of the large
Rabelaisian grin. It is the fine humour of the noble
after the joviality of the curé. Iam the Sifnor Don

[ ]
¥ Preface to “ Crom%ell.”
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Miguel Cervantes de Saavegdra, Caballeros, poet soldier,
and, as a proof, one-armed. No broad, coarse jesting in
Ceregntgs. Scarcely a flavour of elegant cynicism.
The satirist is fine, sharp-edged, polished, delicate,
almost gallant, and would even run the risk sometimes
of*diminishing his power with all his affected ways
if he had not the deep poetic spirit of the Renaissance.
That saves his charming grace from becoming pretti-
ness. Like Jean Goujon, like Jean Cousin, like
Germain Pijon, *like Primatice, Cervantes has the
chimera within hilnself. Thence.all tife unexpected
marvels of his imaginafion. Add to that as won-
derful intuition of the inmost deeds of the mind, and
a philosophy, inexhaustible in aspects, which seems to
possess a new and complete chart of the human heart.
Cervantes sges theinner man. His philosophy blends
with the comic and romantic instinct. Thence does
the unexpected break jn at emch monient in his
characters, in his action, in his style; thé unforeseen,
magnificent adventure. Personages remaining true
to themselves, but facts and ideas whirling around
them, with a perpetual renewing of®the original iflea,
'with the unceasing breathing of that wind which carries
flashes of lightning, such is the law of great werks.
Cervantes is militant; he has a thesis, he ma‘kes a
social book. Such poets are the fighting champions
of the mind.* Wherg have they learnt fighting ? On
the battle-field itself. Juvenal was a military tri-
bune; Cervantes arrives from Lepanto, as Dante
from Campalbino, as Aischylus from Salamis. A fter
which they®pass to a new trial. Aischylus goes
into exile, Juvenal into exile, Dante into exile,
Cervantes into prison. ‘It is just, for they hgve
served you well. Cervantes, as poet, has the three
sovereign gifts ; creation, which produces types, and
clothes 10eas with flesh and bone; invention, which
hurle passions against *events, makes man flash
brightly over destiny, and brings forth %he drama;
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imagination, sun of the brain, which throws light and
shade everywhere, and, giving relievo, creates life.
Observation, which is acquired, and which, in conse-
quence, is a quality rather than a gift, is included in
creation. If the miser was not observed, Harpagon
would not be created. In Cervantes, a new confer,
glimpsed at in Rabelais, puts in a decided appearance ;
it is common sense. You have caught sight of it in
Panurge, you see it plainly in Sancho Panza. It
arrives like the Silenus-of Plautus} and if may also
say, “ I am tRe godgnounted on anass.” Wisdom at
once, geason by-and-bye,; it is indeed the strange
history of the human mind" What more wise than
all religions? What less reasonable? Morals true,
dogmas false. Wisdom is in Homer and in Job;
reason, such as it ought to be to overcome prejudices,
that is to say, complete and armed cap-a-pie, will be
found only" in Voltaire. Common sense is not
wisdqQm and i} not reason ; it is a little of one and a
litile of the other, with a dash of egotism. Cervantes
makes it bestride ighorance, and, at the same time,
corpleting his pr8found satire, he gives fatigue as a
nag bo heroism. e¢Thus he shows one after the other,
one with the other, the two profiles of man, and
parodies them, without more pity for the sublimg
than® for the grotesque. The hippogriff becomes
Rosinante. Behind the equestgian figure, Cervantes
»créates and gives movement to the asinine personage.
Enthusiagm takes the field, Irony follows 1n its foot-
steps '_l§he wonderfudé feats of Don Quixote, his
ridimg and spurring, his big lance, steady in the rest,
are judged by thie donkey, a connoisseur in windmills.
The inveption of Cervantes® is so masterly that there
is between the man type and the quadruped comple-
ment statuary adhesion, the reasoner like the ad-
venturer is part of the beast which belong¥ to him,
and you can no moyge dismount Sancho Pangasthan
Don  Quixdte. The Ideal is*in Cervantes as in
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Da.nte but 1t is called the impossible, and is scoffed

Beatnx is become Dulcinea. To rail at the
1deal Wpuld be the failing of Cervantes; but this,
falhng is only apparent; Took well, the smile has a’
tear; in reality Cervantes is for Don Quixote what
Moliére is for Alcestes. One must learn how to read
. in a peculiar manner in the books of the sixteenth cen-
tury ; there is in almost all, on account of the threats
hanging gver the liberty of thought, a secret that
must be opanegd’and the key of which is often lost ;
Rabelais had sorfiething unexprgssed, Tervantes had
an aside, Machiavel had a seqret recess, several pgrhaps;
at all events, the advent'of common sense is the great
fact in Cervantes. Common sense 1s not a virtue; 1t
is the eye of interest; it would have encouraged
Themistoclps and dissuaded Aristides; Leonidas has
nq common sense ; Regulus has no common sense;
but in the face of egotisical: and ferociou$ monarchies
dragging poor peoples into wars undertaken for, them-
selves, decimating families, making mothers dgsolate
and driving men %o kill each ofher with all those fines
words—military honour, warlike glory, obediend® to
discipline &ec., &c., it is an admiralle personifieation, |
that common sense coming all at once and cryjng to®
sthe human race “ Take care of your skin I”

14. Another, Shakespeare, what ishe? You rmcrht
almost answer, he ,1s the earth. Lucretlus is the
sphere, Shakespeare is the globe. There is more ands
less in the globe than in the sphere. In the sphere
there is the whole; on the glsbe there is man. o Here
the outer, there the inner mystery. Lucretius is the
being, Shakespeare is the existence. *Thence so mugh
shadow in Lucretius; thénce so much moyemeng in
Shakespeare. . Space, the blue, as the Germans'say, is
certainly not forbidden to Shakespeare. The earth
sees and surveys heaven; the earth knows heaven
undey, its two aspects, dalkness, and azure, doubt ande
hope. Life goes afid comes m death. ®* All life is a
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secret, a sort of enigmatical parenthesis between birth
and the death-throe, between the eye which opens and
the eye which closes. This secret, Shakespgare das
“its solicitude. Lucretius is; Shakespeare lives. In
Shakespeare the birds sing, the bushes become verdant,
the hearts love, the souls suffer, the cloud wanders,*it
is hot, it is cold, night falls, time passes, forests and
crowds s'peak, the vast eternal dream hovers about.
The sap and the blood, all forms of the fact multiple,
the actions and the ideas, man and hﬁrﬁa.nit,y, The living
and the life, ®the sqlitudes, the cittes, the religions,
the digmonds and pearls, the dung-hills and the char-
nel-houses, the ebb and flow of beings, the steps of the
comers and goers, all, all are on Shakespeare and in
Shakespeaxe, and, this genius being the earth, the dead
emerge from it. Certain sinister sides of Shakespeare
are haunted by spectres. Shakespeare is a brother of
Dante. The one completes the other. Dante incar-
nates all supernaturalism, Shakespeare all nature ;"and,
as these two regions, nature and supernaturalism,
»which appear to us so different, are really the same
uni¥y, Dante and® Shakespeare, however dissimilar,
commingle outwaxlly, and are but one innately ; there
'is something of the Alighieri, something of the ghost
in Shgkespeare. The skull passes Trom the hands of|
Danté into the hands of Shakespeare ; Ugolino gnaws
it, Hamlet questions it; and it shows perhaps even
& deeper meaning and a loftier teaching in the second
than in the first. Shakespeare shakes it and makes
stars fall ffom it. Thedsle of Prospero, the forest of
Ardepnes, the heath of Armuyr, the platform of
Elsinore, are ndt less illuminated than the seven
circles of Dante’s spiral by the sombre reverberation
of fypothesis. The unknown, half fable, half truth,
is outlined there ag well as here. Shakespeare as
much as Dante allows us to glimpse at the &epuscu-
Jar horizon of conjectyre. Im the one as in theother
there is the possible, that window of the dream opening
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on reality. As for the real, we insist on it, Shakespeare
overflows with it; everywhere the living flesh ; Shake-
speave possesses emotion, instinct, the true cry, the
right tone, all the human multitude in his cla-
mour. His poetry is himself, and at the same
tile it is you. Like Homer, Shakespeare is element.
Men of genius, re-beginners—it is the rightename for
them—rnise  at all the decisive crises of humanity-
they sum up the phases and complete the revolutions.
In civilizatson, Homer stamps the eng of Asia and
the commencement of Europe ; Shakespeare stamps the
end of the Middle Ages, "Fhis closing of the ¥Middle
Ages, Rabelais and Cervantes have fixed also; but,
being essentially sativists, they give but a partial as-
pect. Shakespeare’s emind is a total—lite Homer,
Shakespearg 1s a cyclic man. These two geniuses,
Hemer and Shakespeare, close the two gates of bar-
barism, the ancient doer and tRe gofhi¢ one. That
was their mission ; they have fulfilled it.” That was
their task; they have accomplished it. The third
great human crisis is the French Rgvolution ; it igthe
third huge gate of barbarism, the monarchical gate,

* which is closing at this moment.® The ninefeenth «
century hears it rolling on its hinges. Thence for
poetry, the drama, and art arises the actual efa, as
independent of Shakespeare as of Homer.
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CHAPTER III.

Howmzr, Job, Aschylus, Isaiah, Eazekiel, Lucretius;
Juvenal, St. John, St. Paul, Tacitus, ..[)a.n:te, Rabelais,
Cervantes, Shakespeare. : :

That is the avenue of the ymmoveable giants of the
human mind.

The men of genius are a dynasty. Indeed there is

no other.* They wear all the.crowns, even tfa
thorns.

’ . .
Each of them represents the sum total of ahsolpte
that man can pealize.® . ,
‘We repeat it, to choose between these n, to

o prefer-sne to the other, to mark with the finger the
firsg among these, first, it cannot be. All afe the

ind,

' Pg‘rhaps, in an &treme case—and yet every objection *.
wouM belegitimate—you might mark out as the Righest
sumnit among those summits, Homer, Alschylus, Jo
Isaiah, Dante, and Shakespeare. '

. It is understood that we speak here only in an Art
point of view, and in Art, in the literary point of
view. o .

TWo men in this gro'up, Aschylus and Shakespeare,
represent specially the drama. ;T e
_ Jschylus, a kind of genjus. out of time, worthy to
stamp gither a beginning or an end in humanity, does,

. not seem to be_placed in his right turm in the series;
and, as we have saifl, seems an elder son of. liomer’s.

If we remember that Aischylus is neaxly submerged
by the darkness rising over human memoryg if we
remember that ni,net).r of hjs pliys have disappeared,



William Shakespeare. 67

<«

that of that sublime hundred there remains no more
than seven dramas, which‘are also seven odes, we are
stupefied by what we see of that genius, and almost .
frighfened by what we do not see.

What was then Mschylus? What proportions and
wlrat forms had he in all this shadow? Jischylus is
up to his shoulders in the ashes of ages; his head alone
remains out of that burying, and, like the giant of the
desert, with his head alone he is as immense as all
the nelghbounng gods standing on their pedestals

Man passes “before this unspbmer@eable wreck.
Enough remains for an immense glory ‘What the
darkness has taken adds the unknown to this great-
ness. Buried and eternal, his brow projecting from the
grave, Aschylus looks at generations.
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CHAPTER IV.

To the eyes of the thinker, these men of genius
occupy thrones in the ideal. % o

To the individuak works that thdse men have left
us, must be added various vast collective works, the
Vedas, the Rdmayana, the Makdibhdrata, the Edda, the
Nicbelungen, the Heldenbuck, the Romancero. .

Some of these works are revealed and sacred. Un-
known assistance is marked on them. [JThe poems
of India in particular bave the ominous fulness of he
possible imagined by insanity, or related by dreams.
These works seem to have been composed in common
with heings to whom our world is no longer accus-
"tomged. Legendary Rorror covers these epic poems.
Th&e books have 70t been composed by man alone; the
Ash-Nagar inscrdption says it. Djinns have alighted*
upon them, polypterian magi have thought over them ;
the texts have been interlined by Invisible hands, the
demi-gods have been aided by demi-demons; the
elgphant, which India calls the . sage, has been con-
*sultell. Thence a majesty almost horrible. The great
enigmas gre in these poems. They are full of myste-
riou® Asia. Their pr8minent parts have the super-
nataral and hidgous outline of chaos: Thty are a mass
in the horizon like the Himalayas. The distance of the
magnners, beliefs, ideas, actions, persons, is extraor-
dinary. One reads these poems with that wondering
stoop of the head which is induced by the > profound
distahce that there is between the book® and the
reader. This Holy Vrit of Asia has eviden{ye been
yet morg difficult to reduce, an& put into shape than
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our own. It is in every part refractory to unity. In
vain have the Brahmins, like our priests, erased and
interpotated. Zoroaster is there, Ized Serosch ise
there. The Eschem of the Mazdean traditions ap-
pears under the name of Siva, Manicheism is dis-
cernible between Brahma and Bouddha. All kinds
of traces blend, cross, and recross each other in these
poems. Omne may see in them the mysterious tramp
of a crowd of minds who have worked at them in the
mist of agés. ® Here the measureless tae of the giant;
there the claw of the chimera. *Those poems are the
pyramid of a vanished eolofiy of ants. °

The Niebelungen, another pyramid of another ant-
hill, has the same greatness. What the dives have
done there, the elved have done here. These power-

ful epic lerends, the testaments of ages, tattooings
'~ mfrked by races on history, have no.other unity
thare the very unity of the people. .Fhe collective
and the successive, combining together, afe  one.
Turba fit mens. These recitals are mists, and
wonderful flashes of light traverse them. As tqthe
Romancero, which creates the Cid pfter Achilles, and
the chivalric after the heroic, it is the Iliad of manye
lost Homers. Ceunt Julian, King Roderigo, *Cava,
‘Bernard del Carpio, the bastard Mudarra, ¢ Nufio
Salido, the Seven Infantes of Lara, the Connétable
Alvar de Luna, no driental or Hellenic type surpasseg
these figures. The horse of Campeador is equal to
the dog of Ulysses. DBetwegn Priam and Lear you
must place Don Arias, the old man of Zamora’s tower,
sacrificing his seven sons to his duty, and tearing
them from his heart ome after another. There is
grandeur in that. In presence of these sublimities
the reader undergoes a sort of ingplation. -

These works are anonymous, and, owing fo the
gréat reason of the * Zlomo sum,” whilst admiring
them *whilst holdigg them as®the sumgmit of art, we
prefer to them the acknbwledged works.  'With equal

@ L
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beauty, the Rimayana toushes us less than Shake-
speare. The “I” of.a man is more vast and profound
even than the “I” of a people. e o°

However, these composite myriologies, the great
testaments of India particularly, with a coat of poetyy
rather than real poems, expression at the same time
sideral and bestial of humanities passed away,
derive from their very deformity an indescribable
supernatural air. The “I” multiple expressed by
those myriologies makes them the pdypi of poetry,
vague and wonderful enormities. The strange join-
ings of the antediluvian Yough outline seem wisible
there as in the ichthyosaurus or in the pterodactyle.
Any one of these black clefs-d’eeuvre with several heads
makes on the horizon of art the silhouette of a hydra.

The Greek genius is not deceived by ¢hem, and
abbors them, Apollo would attack them. The Roman-
cero excepted, _.beyona and above all these collective
and anonymous productions, there are men to repre-
sent’peoples. These pen we have just named. They-
givg to nations and periods the human face. They are
in 2rt the incarnations of Greece, of Arabia, of India,
of pagan Rome, of Christian Italy, of Spain, of France,
of England. As for Germany, the, matrix, like Asia,
,of racgs, hordes, and nations, she is represented in art
by a sublime man, equal, although in a different cate-
gory, to all those that we have scharacterized above.
"I‘ha{t'man is Beethoven. Beethoven is the German
soul. .

What a shadow this’Germany! * She i3 the India
of the West. She holds everything. There is no for-
mation more colossal. In the sacred mist where the
Gemmnan spirit breathes, Isidro de Seville places theo-
logy; Albert the Great, scholasticism ; Raban Maur,
the science of language; Trithemius, astrologys Ottnit,
chivalry; Reuchlin, vast curiosity; Tutilo, univer-
sality ; Stadignus, méethod; Luther, inquiry; #AlBert
Ditrer, arty; Leeibnitz, science ;» Puffendort, law ; Kant,
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philosophy ; Fichte, metaphysics; Winckelmann, ar-
cheology ; Herder, ®sthttics; the Vossiuses, of whom
owe, Gerard John, was of the Palatinate, learning ;
Euler, the spirit of integration ; Humboldt, the spirié_
of discovery; Niebuhr, history; Gottfried of Strasburg,
fable ; Hoffman, dreams ; Hegel, doubt ; Ancillon, obe-
dience; Werner, fatalism; Schiller, enthusiasm; Goethe,
indifference ; Arminius, liberty. .

Kepler gives Germany the heavenly bodies.

Gerald Grost, the founder of the “ Fratres Communis
Vite,” brings his first attempt at featernity in the
fourteenth century. Whatevet may have been her
infatuation for the indifference of Goethe, do"not con- -
sider her impersonal, that Germany. She is a pation,;
and one of the most generous, for it is for her that
Riickert, the militaty poet, forges the ¢geharnischte
Sonnette?” and she shudders when Kérner hurls at her
fhe Song of the Sword. She igthe German father]and,
thé great beloved land, ¢ Teufonia mater.” Galgacus
was to the Germans what Caractacus was to the
Britons. . -,

Germany has everything in herself and at homg. She
shares Charlemagne with France apd Shakespeare with
England. For the Saxzon element is mingled with
the British elentent. She has an Olympus, the Val-
halla. She must have her own style of writing.
Ulfilas, Bishop of Moesia, composes it for her, and the
Gothic mode of caligraphy will henceforth keep its
ground along with the writing of Arabia. The capi-
tal letter of a_missal strivgs to outdo *in fancy the
signature of a caliph. ILike China, Germiny has
invented printing. Her Burgraves (this remdark has
been already made*) afe to us what the Titans are to
Zschylus. To the temple of Tanfana, estroped by’
Germanicus, she caused the cathedral of Cologne to
suce®d. She is the grandmother of our higtory, the

“* Preface of the Blirgraves, 1843.
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grandam of our legends. From all parts, from the
Rhine to the Danube, from the Rauhe-Alp, from the
ancient Sylva Gabresa, from the Lorraine on the

<Moselle, and from the ripuarian Lorraine by %the
Wigalois and the Wigamur, with Henry the Fowler,.
with Samo, King of the Vends, with the chronicler
of Thuringia, Rothe, with the chronicler of Alsace,
Twinger, with the chronicler of Limbourg, Gansbein,
with all these ancient popular songsters, Jean Folz,
Jean Viol, Muscatbliit, with the minn&saengef, those
rhapsodists, theetale, that form of dream, reaches her
and enters into her genius. _ At the same time, idioms

- are flowing from her. From hér fissures rush, to the

snorth, the Danish and Swedish, to the west, the Dutch
and Flemish, The German idiom passes the channel
and becomes the English languagé. In the order of
intellectual facts, the German genius has other fron;
tiers.besides Geermany. , Such pgople resists Germany
and yields to Germanism. The German spirit assiini-
lates to Gtself the Greeks by Miiller, the Servians by
Gerhard,“the Russianseby Goétre, the Magyars by
Mailggh. When Kepler, in the presence of Rudolph
I1., wag preparing the Rudolphian Tables, it was with
dhe aid of Tycho-Brahé. German affinities go far.
Witho#t any alteration in the local aitd national auto-
nomies, %t is with the great Germanic centre that the
Scandinavian spirit in Oechlenschliger, and the Ba-
tayian gpirit*in Vondel, is connected. Poland unites
herself to it, with all her glory, from Copernicus to
Kosciugko, from Sobieskp to Mickieyicz. Germany
is the well of nations. They "pass out of her like
rivers ; she receivel them as a sea.

It seems as though one hedrd through all Europe
the wonderfil murmur of the Hercynign forest. Jhe
German nature, profopnd and subtle, -distinet from
Europeap nature, but in harmony with it, voldBilizes

nd floats above nations., The German mind is migty
uminous, scattered. It is a k..ind «of immense soul
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cloud, with stars. Perhaps the highest expression of
Germany can only be given by music. Music, by its
vewy, want of precision, which, in this special case, is
a quality, goes where the German soul proceeds. '

If the German spirit had as much density as ex-
phnsion, that is to say, as much will as power, she
could, at a given moment, lift up and save the human
race. Such as she is, she is sublime. *

In poetry she has not said her last word. At this
hour, the symyptoms are excellent. Since the jubilee
of the noble Schiller, particulajly, th®re has been an
awakening, and a generous awakening. - Thg great
definitive poet of Germany will be necessarily a poet
of humanity, of enthusiasm, and of liberty. Perchance,
and some signs give foken of it, we may soon see him
arise from, the jyoung group of cotemporary German
wyiters.

Music, we beg indunlgence or this *word, is *the
vapour of art. It is to poetry what® reverje is to
thought, what the fluid is to the liquid, what the ocean
of clouds is to the ocean of waves. If another descrip®
tion is required, it is the indefinite of this infhite.
" The same insufflation pushes it, emrries it, raises it,

upsets it, fills it with trouble and light and with an®
Jineffable sound, saturates it with electricity and,causes
it to give suddenly discharges of thunder. ¢

Music is the Verd of Germany. The German race,
so much curbed as a people, so emaicipated as
thinkers, sing with a sombre love. To sing resem-
bles a freeing freen bondages Music expressas that
which canflot be said, and on which it is impossiple to
be silent. Therefore is Germany all music until she
becomes all liberty. Luther’s choral is somewhat a
Marseillaise. Everywhere singing clubs and singing
tables. In Suabia, every year #he féte of song; on.
the balks of the Neckar, in the plains of Enslingen.
The JLiedermusik, of which Schubert’s “ Le Roi de:. .
Aulnes” is the cArf-d'peuvre, is part & German life,
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Song is for Germany a breathing. Tt is by singing
that she respires and conspires. The note being the
syllable of-a kind of undefined universal lagguage,
"Germany’s grand communication with the human
race is made through harmony, an admirable com-
mencement to unity. It is by the clouds that tle
rains which fertilize the earth ascend from the sea; it
is by music that the ideas which go deep into souls
pass out of Germany.

Therefore we may say that Gerthgny's *greatest
poets are her %musicigns, of which wonderful family
Beethogen is the head.

Homer is the great Pelasgian ; Zschylus, the great
Hellene ; Isaiah, the great Hebrew; Juvenal, the great
Roman; Dante, the great Italign; Shakespeare, the
great Enghshman Beethoven, the great Ggrman.
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CHAPTER V.

Trr Eg- “Gopd Taste,” that other divine law which
has for so dong a time weighed on Art, and which had
succeeded in suppressing the Beautifdl for the benefit
of the Pretty, the ancient' criticism, not alfogether
dead, like the ancient monarchy, prove, both from.,
their own point of view, the same fault, exaggeration,®
in those sovereign.men of genius whem we have
named alpve. « They are exaggerated.

" o This is caused by the quantity of the infinite that
they have in them. = » . ¢ *

In fact, they are not circumscribed. * .

They contain something unknown. Everyreproach
that is addressed to them thight be addressed to
sphinxes. People reproach Hother for the cnage
which fills. his cavern, the “Iliml;” Aischydus, for
his monstrousnegs; Job, Isaiah, Ezekiel, St. Paul, fo¥
double meanings; Rabelais, for obscene nudity and
venomous ambiguity; Cervantes, for insidiou$ laugh-
ter ; Shakespeare, for his subtlety; Lucretius, Juvenal,
Tacitus, for obscurity; John of Patmos and Dande
Alighieri for darkness. .

None of those reproachés can be made to other
minds very great, but less great. Hesiod, ,/sop,
Sophocles, Euripides, Plato, Thucydides, Anacreon,
Theocritus, Titus Livius, Sallust, Cicego, Terence,
Virgil, Horace, Petrarch, Tasso, Ariosto, La Fontaine,
Beaugarchais, Voltaire, have *neither exaggeration,
nor darkness, mor obscurity, nor monstrousness.
Wimt, then, fails them? of%at which the others«

have—
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That is the Unknown.

Zhat is the Infinite.

If Corneille had “ that,” he would be the eqaial of
Zschylus. If Milton had “that,” he would be the
equal of Homer. If Moliére had  that,” he would
be the equal of Shakespeare.

It is the misfortune of Corneille that he mutilated
and contracted the old native tragedy in obedience to
fixed rules. It is the misfortune of Milton that by
Puritan’ nielancholy he excluded from ®ise work the
vast nature, th® greaf Pan. It is Molidre’s fmhng
that, ouf of dread of Boileau, he quickly extinguishes
<the Tuminous style of the “ Etourdi”—that, for fear of

“the priests, he wntes too few scenes like “ The Poor”
in “Don Juan.” '

To give n6 occasion for attack is a negatige perfec-
tion. It is fine to be open to attack. .

Indeed, dig out tlee meaning of those woyds,
placed as mdsks to the mysterious qualities of
geniuges Under obscurity, subtlety, and darkness
you find depth; undér exaggeration, imagination ;
unde® monstrousnesS, grandeur.

Thenefore, in the upper region of poetry and
thought there are Homer, Job, Isaiah, Ezekiel,
Lucretips, Juvenal, Tacitus, J ohn of Patmos Paul of
Damascls, Dante, Rabelais, Cervantes, Shakespeare.

These supreme men of genius.are not a closed
sgrief. « Thé author of ArL adds to it a name when -
the wants of progress require it.

®



BOOK III.

—

ART AND SCIENCE.
. s/

CHAPTER I. .

¢
Many people, in our day, readily merchants and often
lawyers, say apd répeat, “Poetry is gone.” It is
almost a¥ if they said, “ There are no more roses;
spring has breathed jts lfst g the sun has lost the
habit of rising ; roam about all the fields of the earth,
you will not find a butterfly ; there is no more.light
in the moon, and the nighting#le sings no more, the
lion no longer roars, the eagle mo longer soar8#the
Alps and the Pyrenees are gone, there are no®more
lovely girls or handsome young men, no one thinks
Any more of the graves, the mother no longe} loves
ger child, heaven is quenched, the human Hfeart is

ead.” :

If it was permifted to mix the contingént with ‘the
eternal, it would be rather the contrary which would
prove true. Nevyer have theefaculties of the haman
soul, investigated and enriched by, the mysterious
ia}tfga,vation of revolutions, been deeper and . more
ofty. °

Uirnd wait a little, give time for the realization of
the acme of social salvation, gratuitous and compul-
sory edfication; how long will it take? A quarter
of g century, and then imagjne the incalculable sum
of intellectual deweloprgent that this single word con-
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tains: every onme can read! The multiplication of
readers is the multiplication of loaves. On the day
when Christ created that symbol, he caught a glimpse
of printing. His miracle is this marvel:” Behold a
book. I will nourish with it five thousand souls, a
hundred thousand souls, a million souls—all hu*
manity. In the action of Christ bringing forth the
loaves, thére is Gutenberg bringing forth books. One
sower heralds the other.

What is the human race since the%§rigin’of cen-
turies? A reader. For along time he has spelt; he
spells ye.t; soon he will read.

This nfant, six ‘thousand years old, has been at
school. Where? In nature. At the beginning,
having no other book, he spelt the universe. He has
had his primary teaching of the clouds, of t.b.e firma-
ment, of meteors, fowers, animals, forests, seasong,
phenomena. «The fishertman of Ionia studies the
wave ; the shepherd of Chaldzea spells the star. Then
the first books came ; sublime progress. The book is
vaster yet than that grand scene, the world; for to
the $3ct it adds the #dea. If anything is greater than
God seen in the suy, it is God seen in Homer.

The universe without the book is science taking its
first sdeps; the universe with the bbok is the ideal.
makingd its appearance; therefore immediate modifi-
cation in the human phenomenon. . Where there had
Geen eonly “force, power reveals itself. The ideal
applied to real facts is civilization. Poetry written .
and sung Begins its work, magnificent and efficient
deduction of the poetry only seen. A strilsing state-
ment to make—science was dreaming, poetry acts.
'With the sqund of the lyre, the thinker drives away
brutality.

‘We shall return latey on to this power of the book ;
we do ngt insist on it at present; that power blazes
forth. Now, many writers, fev readers ; such has the
world been up 4o this day. Byt a ehange is at hand.
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Compilsory education ¢s a recruiting of souls for
light. Henceforth every progress of the human race
will be accomplished by the literary legion. The
diameter of the moral and ideal good corresponds
always to the opening of intelligences. In proportion
to the worth of the brain is the worth of the heart.

The book is the tool to work this trangformation.
A constant supply of light, that is what humanity
requireg. eading is nutriment. Thence the im-
portanceroffthe school, everywhere gudequate to civi-
lization. The human race is at last on the point of
stretching open the book. « The immense hutan Bible,
composed of all the prophets, of all the poets, of all tlre
philosophers, is about to shine and blaze under the
focus of this enovmous luminous lens—compulsory
educatien. . o

o Humanity reading is hgtnanity knowing.

«What,then, is the meaning ®f that.ngnsense, poetry is
gone! We might say, on the contrary, poetry is
coming! For he who says poetry says philesophy
and light. Now, the reign of ghe book comngences ;
the school is its purveyor. Increase the reader, yougin-
crease the book. Not, certainly®in intrinsic valae, it
remains what it was, but in efficient power it influ-
gnces where it had no influence ;- the souls begome its
subjects for good purpose. It was but beautiful; it
is useful. . .

‘Who would venture to deny this? The ciraldvef
readers enlarging, the circle of books wxead will ine
crease. Now, the want of regding being a trajn of
powder, dnce lighted it will not stop; and this, gom-
bined with the simplification of Rand-labour by
machinery, and with the increased leisura of man, the,
body less fatigued leaving intelligence more free, vast
appetites for thought will sprfng up in all brains, the
insatialfe thirst for knowledge and meditdtion will
besome more and mgpre the human preoccupation ;
low places willsbe deserted for higlt places—a na-
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tural ascent for every growing intelligence; “people
will quit Faublas to read “Orestes;” there they will
taste greatness, and once they have tasted it, they svill
"never be satiated ; they will devour the beautiful be-
cause the refinement of minds augments jn proportion
to their force; and a day will come when the fulness
of civilization making itself manifest, those summits,
almost desert for ages, and haunted solely by the éite,
Lucretius, Dante, Shakespeare, will be growded with
souls secxing thejr nourishment on the lo%ty ‘peaks.
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CHAPTER II.

o —att W

'
Taere can be but one law ;’ the unity of law results
from the 'uﬁty of essence; nail,ture amd ‘art az$ the two
sides of the same fact. s in principle, saving the
réstriction which we, shw]l mdlcn.te very s Tloxtly, the
law of ome is the law of the other. The angle of
reflection equals the angle 6f incidenge. All bemg
equity in the maral order and equifibrium in the
matewal order, all is equa he intellectual order.

e binomial theorem, wvel fitting -every-
*thing; is included iw p
Nuture *plus humanity$ rcond, power,
gives art.™*That is the inte tul theorem.
Now replace this A 3 B b
each great artist and each greaf ¢
have, in its multiple physiognomy and in its strict
total, each of the creations of the human! mind.

* What more beautiful than the variety of elefEd cuvre
resulting from the unity of Jaw. Doetry like sclence
“has an abstract root; science springs oub of that, &
chef-d’aeuwvre of meta] wood, fire, or air, machines sh’lp,
locomotive, aeroscaph poetr'y springs ouf of that, the
chef-d’aeuvre of flesh and eblood, Iliad, Cantisle of
Canticles; *Romanéero, Divine Comedy, Macbeth. JNo-
thing so starts and prolongs the shock felt by the
thinker as those mysterious exfoliations ol I abstraction
into realities in the double region, the one positive,
the other infinite, of human thought. A region
double,’and nevertheless one; the infinbbe is a pre-
cisiop. The Iz;ofound vord Number is at the base of
man’s thought: it is, %o our mtelhgence, elemengul ;

n a
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it has an harmonious as well ase& mathematical signi-
fication. Number reveals itself to art by rhythm,
wwhich is the beating of the heart of the infinite.,
*In rhythm, law of order, God is felt. A verseis &
gathering like a crowd; its feet take the ‘cadenced
step of a legion. Without number, no science;
without number, no poetry. The strophe, the epic
poem, the drama, the riotous palpitation of man, the
bursting forth of love, the irradiation of the imagina-
tion, all this clousl with its flashes, the pNsion, all is
lorded over by the mysterious word Number, even as
geometry and arithmetic. Adax, Hector, Hecuba, the-
seven chiefs before Thebes, (Edipus, Ugolinp,”Messa-’
JJlina, Lear and Priam, Romeo, Desdemona, Richaxd IIT.,
Pantagruel, the Cid, Alcestes, all belong to it, as; well
as conic sections a e differential .and ingegral
calculus. It stark o and two male fou,

and ascends to re $he lightning sifs.”
Yet, bét 2, let us notfi,z radical

differenceT - ~e brought- to “perfection ;
art, ndt. .
Wiy ?




he generator of art.
 explained why perfection is the ch
pience, apnd not of art. e
ot masy outlustre a savant; a poet never °
poet into the shade. ,
ogresses after its own fashion; it shifts its
6 science ; but its successive cleatlons, con-
: 1mn1utable live; whilst the admirable
if sience, which are, and can be nothing
hations of the cortingent? obliterate eacl

a 2 ' .
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morrow. Daes Shalkeg
Sophocles ? Does M
Even when he bgj

Does Gordelia I
not eclimb oxé

devour eati; . 4
Saint-Simon says (I
bhas been phrough thffwh
admiratign for M. de €
a-PPeaIeﬂ. ﬂ.. it
e It Féné

3 the Odyssey, Sifl
mity is equality. |
m mind 1s the infinite possible.
mense worlds, are hatched with
‘ceasingly, and last for ever. No pushing o
« the other; mno recogl. The occlusions, when
. any, are but apparent, and quickly gease.
panse of the boundless admits all creations
Art, taken as art, and in itself, goes neitl
nor backwards. The transformations of poe
the undulations of the Beautiful, useful
movement. Human movement, another |
question, that we certainly do not overloo
we shall attentively exaking ffrther on.
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25 ® .
ceptible of intrinsic progress. From Phidias to
mbrandt there is onward movement, but not pro-
e8s.> The frescoes of the Sistine Chapel are abso-
ely mothing to the metopes of the Parthenon.
trace ‘your step® as much as you like, from the
lace of Versailles to the castle of Heidelberg, from
e castle: of Heidelberg to Notre-Dame of Paris,
o Notre-Dame of Paris to the Alhambra;, from
e Alhambra to St. Sophia, from §. Sophia to the
oliseum, from the Coliseum to4he Propylaons, from
e Propylzons to the Pyramids, you may récede intq
res, you do not recede in art. The Pyramids and
he Thad stand on the fore plan. o 3
_Masterpieces have a level, the sam¢ for all, the
3 011@3- . ) =
& Once #he absolute reached, all is said, That cannot
g cxcelled. The ef®ycan dean but a cerbain quantity
Bf jizzling light. g :

" Thence comes the assurance of poets. They leas
0 posterity with a lofty confidenge. “ Eregi nfpuu-
entum,” says Horace. And on that oceasion Me
sults bronze. “ Plaudite, cives,” sa¥s Plautus. «Cor-
gille, at sixty-five years, wins the love (a traditign in
e Iscoubleau family) of the very young Masjuise
e *Contades, by promising her to send her name

tu posterity—, . ..
g « Chez cette race nouvelle, .
O j'aurai quelque crédit, A =
Vous ne passerez Pour belle
e Qu'autant que je l'aurai dit.”, - .

In the poet and in the ‘artist there is the infinite.
is this ingredient, the infinite, which gives to this
ind of genius the irreducible grandeur. . -
This anmunt of the infinite, in art, is npt inherent
progress. It may have, and it ®ertainly has, duties
fulfil ®owards progress, q)ut it is not dependent on,
. It is dependent on no pegfectipns which may
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result from the future, on no transformation of

guage, on no death or birth of idioms. &t has w1
1tse1fthe immeasurable and the innumerable ; it ¢a 1
be subdued by any occurrence; it is as pure, as co
plete, as sidereal, as divine in the®heart of barb i
as in the heart of civilization. It is the Beau G

diverse according to the men of genius, but alwi
equal to itself. Supreme. 5 |

Such is the lag, scarcely known, of Art.
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CHAPTER IV.

tor is dilferent. ,

e xélative) which governs it, leav®s its mark on it ;

hese successive stamps of the relative, anore and

| resembling the real, constitute the movable cem

y of man. _

' science, certain things have beens masterpieces o

‘& are so no more. The hydraulic machine of

7 s a chef-d ceuvre. 3

MR circe seeks pefpﬁual, moyement. *She has found
et i self perpetudl notion.. e « A

ence iscontinually moving in the benefit it copfers.

erything stirs up in scienge, everything’ cjlapgés,

Sthing is constantly renewed. ® Everything deaues,

ys, creates, replaces everything. That which

ficcepted yesterday is put again under the® mill- e

to-day. The colossal machine, Science, pnever

- Tt is never satisfied ; it is everlastingly %hirst-

for improvement, which the absolute ignores.
mation is a problem, the lightning-rod is a prose °

Jenner may have erred, Franklin may have

yed himself; let us go on seeking. This agita-

s grang. Science is restless around man; it has

fn reasons for this restlessness. Seience plays in

ess the part of utitity. ILet us wqrship this

ificent servant.

ence makes discoveries, art composes works.

cc iman acquirement of man, science is a Tadder,

ivant overtops the other. Pqptry is a lofty soaring.

loyou want examplds? They abound. Here 1s

he first which occurs to our mind. 3

(] (]
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Jacob Metzu, scientifically Metius, discovers
telescope by chance, as Newton did gravitations
= Christopher Columbus America. Let us open a pa

thesis: there is no chance in the creation of “Oresl

or of “ Paradise Liost.” A clef-d’afwre is the offsp
of will. After Metzu comes Galileo, who improvgs
discovery of Metzu ; then Kepler, who improsves“on
improvement of Galileo ; then Descartes, who, althe
going somewhat_astray in taking a condave glad
eye-piece instead of g convex one, frictifies the
provement; of Kepler; thep the Capud‘hiu Reita, |
rectifies the reversing of objects ; then Huyghens,
makes a great step by placing the two convex gld
= on the focuseof the objective; agd in less than /&
years, from 1610 to 1659, during thg short ink@
which separates the “Nuncius Sidereus” of® Gt

from” the Ocultus Elize ,and, Engch of Father I

behold, the or?ginal inventor,” Metzu, obliters

And it is constantly the same in science. b4

*Vegetius was Count, of Constantinople, but th

n% obstacle to his factics being forgotten. Forgé

like the strategye of Polybius, forgotten like

strategy of Folard. The pig’s-head of the pha
and tRe pointed order of the legion have for a ma
reappeared, two hundred years ago, in the wedj

Grustavus Adolphus; but in our d@ys, when therg
" om0 ,more pikemen as in the fourteenth century

" lansquenets as in the seventeenth, the ponderou
angular atfack, which was in other times the bg
all tactics, is replaced by a crowd of Zouages chz
with the bayenet. Some day, sooner perhaps’
people think, the charge With the bayonet wi
itself superseded by peace, at first European, by
bye, universal, and sthen a whole science, the
tary s¢ience, will vanish away. For that seeence
improvement lies in i¢s disappearance.

Science goes on unceasingly erasing itsel f—f®y

[ T 3% )
erasures. ., Who knows now what is the fHomas
. (] a -
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Anaximenes, which perhaps belongs in reality to
laxagoras P Cosmography is notably amended since
e tfime when this same Anaxagoras told Pericles o
it the sun was almost as large as the Peloponnesus.
any planets, andesatellites of planets, have been dis-
yered since the four stars of Medici. Entomology
8 made some advance since the time when it was
Serted that the scarabee was somewhat of a god and
gousin of the sun—Afirstly, on account of the thirty
s on its feet, which correspond toSthe thirty days of
e solar month; secondly, b&cause the gcarabee is
ithout a female, like the $un ; and when St. Clement,
'Alexandria, outbidding Plutarch, made the remark
at” the scarabee, like the sun, passes ;six months in,
e carth and six months under it. Do you wish to
e the proof* of this P—refer %o the Stromates, para-
ph,v. Scholasticism itself, chimerical aseit is, *
gives up the foly Meadbw of Mosghps, laughs at the
fioly Ladder of John Climacus, and js ashaméd of the
sutury in which St. Bernard, addink fuel to the stake
jich the Viscounts of Campania wished to pu} out,
led Arnaud de Bresse “a man yith the head of%the
ove and the tail of the scorpion.” The Cardinal
Wr(ues are no longer the law in anthropology. The
eyardes of the great Arnauld are decayed. Mowever
certain is meteorology,it is far from discussing now,
it did in the twelfth century, whether a rain which
yes an army from dying of thirst is due te the
istian prayers of the Melitine legioft or to the
oan interventien of Jupifer Pluvius. The astro-
yer; Marcian Posthumus, was for Jypiter, Tertullian
is for the Melitine legion ; no one stood in favour
the cloud and of the wind. Iocomotion, if we go
m the antique chariot of JLaius to the railway,
ssing by the pafache, the track-boat, the Zurgo-
e, the diligence, and the mail, has made some pro-
sg indeed.  The time is gdne by for the famoug
rney from Dijdn to Paris, lasting a .month, and
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we could not understand totday the amazement
Henry: I'V. asking of Joseph Scaliger, « Isit true, Mg
« sieur I'Escale, that you have been from Paris to Dij
without relieving your bowels ?”  Micrography is n
far beyond Leuwenhoeck, who wasdiimself far beya
Swammerdam. Look at the point to which sperm
tology and- ovology are arrived to-day, and recollg
Mariana reproaching Arnaud de Villeneuve, who dist
vered alcohol and the oil of turpentine, with the stran
crime of having ®tried human generation in a pum
lfm. Grapd-Jean de Fouchy, the not over-credulgj
life secretary of the Acadethy of Sciences, a hundi
years ago, would have shaken his head if any one &
otold him that from the solar spectrum one would’ pt
to the igneous ‘spectrum, then to the stellar spectrus
and that by the aid of the spectrum of flames and)
the spectrum ofsstars, would be discovered an entirek
new method of grouping the Meavenly bodies, and whi
might be called the chemical constellations. Orffyras
wity destroyed histmachine rather than allow the Lax
gravg of Hesse to see inside it— Orffyreus, so admiz
by ®’Gravesande, thg author of the Matkeseos Universa
Lilememta, would be laughed at by our mechaniciax
A village veterinary surgeon would not inflict on hors
the reﬁedy with which Galen treated the indigg
tions of Marcus Aurelius. ‘What is the opinion of §
gminent spetialists of our times, Destarres at the he
of them, respecting the learned discoveries of §
seventeenth ®*century by the Bishop of Titiopolis
the fasal chambers? The mummies have got omiy
Gamnal makes them differently, if not bette?, thin t
Taricheutes, the Paraschistes, and the Cholchytes ma
them in the'days of Herodotus—the first by washj
the body, the second Ry opening it, and the thir
embalming it. Five hundred years before, Jg
Christ it was perfectly scientific, when a J?J.u
Mesopotamia had a daughter possessgd by the ger
to send to Thebes for a god to cure her. Itis not ex
- ° 0 * .
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) judges summoned to their bar a table accused o

3

s began with a Zkeod. To-day you may call

fear of a geometrician causing your head to
fLOﬂ‘" . .

One would very much astonish Solon the son of
Fiecestidas, Zeno the stoiec, Anfipater, Eudoxus,
sis of Tarentum, Cebes, Menegfemus,.Plato, Jpi-
Aristotle, and Epimendidgaf1f one were®o tell
m that it is not the moon which regulate® the
; to Zeno, that it is not proved that the soul is

t formed of five circles; to Eudoxus, thatflit is not
iin that between the Egyptians embalming the
the Romams burning them, and the Pzonians
7ing them into ponds, the Pwmonians areetlfose
re right; to Lysis of Tarentum,sthat it is not
‘that the sight is a Imt vapour; to Cebesy that
false®that the principle of elements is the oklong
Je and the isosceles triangle; to Menedemus,
t is not true that, in order to knew the secret
ntentions of men, it suffices to stick on one’s
an Arcadian hat with the twelve signs of the
; to Plato, that sea-water does not cure all
s; to Epicurus, that ®*matter is divisible g
m; to Aristotle, that the fifth element has not

. [ ] o

vay to treat epileps¢y. In the same way have we
en up expecting the kings of France to cure scrofula.
ne 371, under Valens, son of Gratian le Cordier,

ery. This fable had an accomplice named
us.  Hilarius confessed the crime.  Am-
us Marcellinus has preserved for ns his con-
n, received by Zosimus, count and fiscal advocate.
ruximus, magnifici judices, ad cortine similitudinem
@ infaustam hanc mensulam qugm videtis; movimus
. Hilarius was beheaded. @~ 'Who was his
er? A learnedegeometrician and mfgician, the
who advised Valens to decapitate all those whéose

f Theodores and even make a tible turn, with®

led into eight parts; to Antipater, that the heaven .
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an orbicular movement, for the reason that therej
fifth element; to Epimenides, that the plague cai
be infallibly got rid of by letting black and
“*sheep go at random, and sacrificing to unknown§
hidden in the places where the shegp happen to
If you should try to hint to Pythagoras how
probable it, is that he should have been wounde
the siege of Troy, he Pythagoras, by Menelaus;
hundred and seven years before his birth, he wi
reply that the fagt is incontestable, and that 3
proved by the fact that he perfectly recognises
having alfeady seen it, the shield of Menelaus:
pénded under the statue of Apollo at Branchs
although entirely rotten, except the ivory face; '
®at the siege of Troy his own name was Euphorh
and that before beingeEuphorbus he was ZEthalis
. son of Mercury, and that after having been Euphol
he was Hermotimus, then «Pyrrhus, fisherma
Delos, then Pythagoras; that it is all evident
clegr, as-clear as¥§t is clear that he was preseni
same ¥ay and the&;ne'minute at Metapontum
Cro#®na, as evident as it is evident that by wx
with bleod on a mirtor exposed to the moon, ong
® see in the moon what he wrote on the mirror;
lastly, tyat he is Pythagoras, living at Metapof
4n the Street of the Muses, the author of the mu
cation-table,,and of the square of he hypoth
the greatest of all mathematicians, the father of
science, and that you, you are an imbecile. :
Clwysippus of Tarsus, who lived *about the hu
and jfhirtieth olympiad, forms an era in sciefice. §
philosopher, the_ same who gied, literally dif
laughing oneseeing a donkey eat figs out of a
basin, had studied everything, gone into the d¢
everything, written seven hundred and five vo)
of which three bundred and eleven were on dia
without having dedicated a single ong to a ki
fact which astounds Diogenes Laertins. He cong

- .
L [ ] -
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his brain all human &nowledge. His contemporaries
qained him Zight. Chrysippus signifying golden
rs2, they said that he had got detached from tha
hariot of the sun. He had taken for device “ro ME.”
e knew innumggable things, among others these :—
he earth is flat. The universe is round and limited.
The best food for man is human flesh. The commu-
nity of women is the base of the social order. The
father ought to espouse his daughter. There is a
word which kills the serpent, a @word which tames
bhe bear, a word which arrests the flight of eagles, and
a word which drives tlte oxen from the bean-figld.
By pronouncing from hour to hour the three names of
¢ Egyptian Trinity, Amon-Mouth, Khons, Androp
- Argos contrived to cross the aeserts of Libya
ithqQut drinking. Coffins eught not to be manu-
« factured of cypress wood, the sceptre of Jupiter being *
aade of that wood. Themistocleg, priestess of Delphi,
had given birth to children, and’ yet had rémained a
waiilgin.  The just alone havingjlhority-tb syear, it
§ by equity that Jupiter Has gceived the e of
he Swearer. 'The pheenix of Arabia lives in th® fire.
he earth is carried by the air as by a car. -The sun,
rinks from the ocean, and the moon from the rivers.
for these reasons the Athenians raised a &tatue to
im on the Ceramicus, with this inscription—*To,
hrysippus, whe knew everything.” L
About the same time, Sophocles wrote ‘(Edipus
DX, by
- And Aristotle believed im the story about Atdron
f Awgoseand Plato in the social principle of the<om-
punity of women, and.Gorgisippus in the earth being
at, and Epicurus admitted as a fact that the earth
vas supported by the air, and Hermodamantes that
nagic words mastered the ox, the eagle, the.bear, and
he "q‘érpenb, and Echecrates believed in the imma-
ulate maternity of Themisto8lea, and Pythagoras in
F'liﬁ?r' L sceptl.‘e made of cypress wood, aa:d Posidgniug
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in the ocean affording drink te the sun and in the
rivers quenching the thirst of the moon, and Pyrrk
An the pheenix existing in fire. .
Exeepting in this particular, Pyrrho was a scep
He made up for his belief in that pheenix by doubt
everything else. = =~
that long groping is science. Cuvier was
_taken yesterday, Lagrange the day before yesterd
Leibnitz before Lagrange, Gassendi before Leibn
Cardan before Ga#sendi, Cornelius Agrippa be
Cardan, Axyerroes befofe Agrippa, Plotinus be
Averroes, Artemidorus Daldtan before Plotinus, P
donius before Artemidorus, Democritus before P
donius, Empedocles before Democritus, Carneal
before Empedocles, Plato before Carneades, Pherecy
before Plato, Pittacus before Pherecydes;Thales be
* Pittacus, and before Thales Zoroaster, and Refore:
Zoroaster Sanchoyigthon,® and® before Sanchoniathor
Hermes. * Hermes which signifies science, as Orpheu
sign'rﬁg.sf art. O wonderful marvel, this h
swar with drea® which engender the real!
sacre® errors, slow, blind, and sainted mothers of tru

Some savants, such as Kepler, Euler, Geoffroy S
Hilaire, (Arago, have brought into science nothi
but ligh®; they are rare.

At times science is an obstacle to science.
savants gives way to scruples and ecavil at study
Pliniy *is scandalized at Hipparchus; Hipparchus
with the aid ®f an imperfect astrolabe, tries to count
the stars and to name them. An ippropriety towards
God,ssays Pliny. , Ausus rem Deo improbam.®  ®

To count the stars is to commit a wickedness to
wards God. "This accusation, started by Pliny against
Hipparchus, is continged by the Inquisition against
Campanella.

Science is the asymptote of truth. It apprdaches
unceasingly and never fouches. . Nevertheless it hag
every greatness. It has will, precision, enthusiasm,

4 (]



yatience by concatenation, permanent watching for

»phanomena, the -ardour of progress, and even

ishes of bravery. -Witness La Pérouse; witness
" Pilastre des Rusigrs; witness John Franklin ; witness
* Wictor Jacquemont; witness Livingstone; witness
Mazet ; witness, at this very hour, Naday. = =
But science is series. It proceeds by tests heaped
above the other, and the thick obscurity of which
ses slowly to the level of truth. e
othing like itin art. = At is not successive. = All
art is ensemble. o v “ S
Let us sum up these few pages.
Hippocrates is outrun, Archimedes is outrun, Aratgs
3 outrun, Aviceanus is outrun, Pardcelsus is outrun,
holas Flamel is outrun, Ambrose Paré is outrun,
a.?e is outrun, Copernicus is outryn, Galilee is out-*
ewton is outrum, Clairaut is outrun, Lavoisier
utrun, Montgolfier is outrun, Laplace ts outrun.
indar not, Phidias not. RIS
Pascal the savant is outrurre; cal the write®is not.
. 'We no longer teach the astronomy of Ptolen®, the
eography of Strabo, the climafology of Cleostratus,,
zoology of Pliny, the algebra of Digphantus,
medicine of Tribunus, the surgery of Ronsil,
dialectics of Sphcerus, the myology of Steno,
uranology of Tatius, the stenography of Tri-
themius, the pisciculture of Sebastien de Medid,
36 arithmetic of Stifels, the geometry of Tar-
taglia, the chronology of Scaliger, the meteorology
of Sfoffler, the anafomy of Gassendi, the pathology of
orncl, the jurisprudence of Robert Barmne, the
iculture of Quesnay, the hydrography" of Bouguer,
he nautics of Bourdé de Villehuet, the ballistics of
ribeauval, the veterinary practice of Garsault, the
hitectonics of Desgodets, the botany of Tournefort,
‘scholasticism of Abailard® the politics of Plato,
Mechanics of Aristotle, the physics of Descartes,

e Y
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profound ,at.te‘ntion,\ p@é@tion,' réhrewglpess, ; q:brength, 3
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the theology of Stillingfleet. We taught yesterda
we teach to-day, we shall teach to-morrow, we sha
teach for ever, the “ Sing, goddess, the anger of AchiliesEs
" Poetry lives a potential life. The sciences may
extend its sphere, not increase its pogrey. Homer had
but four winds for his tempests; Virgil who ha§
twelve, Dante who has twenty-four, Milton who has
thirty-two, do not make their storms grander.
And it is probable that the tempests of Orpheus were
as beautiful as those of Homer, although Orpheus ha
to raise the waves, but #wo wmds the Phanricias ang
the Aparchas, that is to say, the wind of the south
the “wind of the north, often wrongly. taken, let us §
it by the way, with the Argesfes, summer west
wind, an&the Z?3s, the winter westesly wind. 4
Some religions die away, and when they disappéas
-they bequeath a great artist to other religions con
‘after them. Serpio makes forethe Venus Aver
of Athens®a vase “hat the Holy Virgin accepts

Venus, ard .which §o-day is used in the baptlste
Notre ®ame at Gai .

O @rnity of art! -

A map, a corpse, “a shade, from the depth of the
*past, through the long ages, Ia.ys hold of you.

I rem&nber when a youth, one day at Romora i
in an old house we had there, under a vine arbour of
to air and light, T espied a book on a.plank, the o
b&ok &here was in the house—2De Rerum Nalbi
of Lucretius.« My professors of rhetoric had spol
very il of it, which was agrecommendation to me.
opengd the book. Tt v us at that homent about &
day. I came on *these powerful and calm verses ¢

L ]
# Nec pietas ulla est, velatum swepe videri ;
Vertier ad lapidem, atque omnes accedere ad aras.
Nec procumbme humi prostratum, et pandere pabn
Ante deum delubr? neque aras sanguine multo
Spargere quadmpe um, nec vetis nectqgre vota ;
Sed mage placatd posse omnia mente tueri.
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eligion does not conmst in turning unceasingly
sards the veiled stone, nor in approaching all the
s, nor W throwing oneself prostrated on the
und, nor I\rgsing the hands before the habita-
ns of gods, nor deluging the temples with the blood
beasts, nor in heaping vows upon vows, Qut in behold-
» all with a peaceful soul.” T stopped in thought,

in T began to read again. Somemoments afterwards
ould see nothing, hear nothing ¢ I was 1mmelsed n
> poet. At the dinner-hous T made a s1gn that I -
§ not hungry, and at night, when the Sun set, and

en the herds were returning to their sheds, I was

] in the same place reading the wonderful book ;

[ by my side, my father with his white locks, seate’l

¢ the doorsill of the low «room, where 111s sword

g on a nail, indulging my prolonged reading, was-+
itly calling the sheep, and they came in turh to eat

ttle salt in the hollow of his haid. 8

Jm

"'"
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™ /
CHAPTER V.

Porrry cannot grog less. Why? Because it can
grow greater. . .
These words, so often used, even by the letter
“decline,” “revival,” show to what an extent the essé
of art is ignored. Superficial intellects, easily becg
ifig pedantic, take for revival and deeline some efl@
of juxtaposition, some optical mirages, same exiggne
of language, somg ebb and flow of ideas, all the ¥
movemeént of creation and thought, the result of wh
is universal art. This movement is the very work

poin®and seen from the culminating point, poetnyd
immovahkle. There i8 neither rise nor decline in §
*Human genius is always at its full; all the raiy
heaven allds not a drop of water to the ocean. A
* is an illusion ; .water falls on one shore only to rise
another. Yau take oscillations for djminutions.
s&y"« there will be no more poets,” is to say tl
will be no mare ebbing.”
Poetry is element. - Lt is irreducible, incorz
tible, and refractory. Like the sea, it says‘lch ;
all it has to say; then it re-begins with @ trang
majesty, and with the inexhaustible variety wl

“ belongs only to unity. ~This diversity in what sef
. monotongus is the marvel of immensity. ]
- Wave upon wave, billow after billow, foam el
foam, movement and again moyement. Lhe llialg
moving away, the Romancero cclmes; “the g
sinks, the Keran surges up ; after the aquilor
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the hurricane Dante. Does everlasting poetry
oM © No. It is the same and it is different.
W1, another sound. Y

e the Cid fot an imitation of Ajax? Do
emagne for a plagiary of Agamemnon ?
ng new under the sun.” “ Your novelty
n of the old,” &ec. &e. Oh ! the strange
cism. Then art is but a series of coun-
PLhersites has a thief, Jlalstaff. Orestes has
in naugator, Hamlet. The, Hippogrift is the jay of
Ll these posts! A crew of ®heats! They
) other, voila tout. Inspiration and gwind-
yunded. Cervantes plunders Apuleius, Al-
meuheats ,/Timon of Athens.» The Smyntlean
f e forest of Bondy. Out of whicn pocket
hand of Shakespeare? Out of the pocket

~
=3

plagiary, nor

1sier 1s Silenu 5, alter t
__ hingi Ii'fs-begins with' the new poet, and
me nothing is interrupted. - Each new oenjus
8" abyss, yet ﬂhe:_-e is tradition.. Tradition ﬁ'pmgz;?;:: st
o abyss, such is, in art as 1in the, firmament, the
mystery i1 kanghmin of genius communisate by their
efiluyi e the gtars, at have they i !
N 1 g.h Everything. . y-m .co.mmon?
& . Prom that pit that s called Ezekiel to that preci
. Y g - 3 ot ec %
fpice that is called Juvenal, there is no solution .ofP conl. .
“-'Ff’y for thg tlllnker. Lean over this anathemas, or
bveg “that satire, and the same vertigo s ‘whirline
‘_‘u_nd, both._ The Apocalypse reverberates on . th?-,
QAT sea of,1ce, arrd you have that aurora borealis,
OWieoelungen  The Edda replies ta the Védys
als g #aee '
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Hence this, our starting- pomt to Wlnch
returning : art is not perfectible.

‘No possible decline for poetry, no poss
ment. We lose our time when we say,,
majus nascitur Iliade”  Art is subject nél
nution nor enla.rging. Art has its seasol
its eclipses, even its stains, which arg
perhaps its interpositions of sudden opadi
it is not responsible; but, at the end,3
with the same intensity tbat it brings Ii
human soul. *It remains the same furnac
same $rilliancy. - Homer does not grow c

Let us insist, moreover, on this, inasm#
~ emwlation of minds is the hf'e of' the begutif
the first rank is ever free. , Liet us remaove
which ma mg disconcert daring minds and b

. wings: artis’a species of valour To deny
Of gemus yot to comt mayehess
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\Ne '
" ™IHE ANCIENT SHAKESPEARE.

®
CHAPTER I, .
- Ve

§o1Y1,US is the ancient Shakespeare.
Jiet us return to Aschylus.. Hesis the grandsise of
B stage. 5 :
8his bodk would be incomplete if Mschylus had
b his separate place in jt. 2 .

. man‘whom we’do not-know how te class in his
n cenfury, so little does he belong tg if, being at
‘sani® time so much behind it and so much in
ance of it, the Marquis de Mirabeau, that queer
tomer as a philanthropist,shut a very rare thinker
8y all, had a 1ibra,1:y, 1in the two corners of which he.
had carved a dog'and a she-goat, in rempmbrance of
pates, who swore by the dog, and of Zeno, who swore
the ‘goat. _ His library presented this peculiarity :
one side ‘he had Hesiod, Sophocles, Huripades,
fo,~ Herodotus, Thueydides, Pingar, Theocritus,
jcreon, Theophrastug, Demosthenes, Rlutarch,
ero g Titus Livius, Seneca, Persius, Liucan, Lerence,
ace, Ovid, Propertius, Tibullug, Virgil, and under-
h could be read, engraved in letters of gold,
10 ;” on the other side, he had Aschylus alone,
‘anderneath, this word—=¢ Trmro.” i

[isAylus, in reality, is formidable. He cannot be
roshed without trembling. He has magnitude
[ mysters. Batbatous, extravagant, emphatic,
" L} f °

L e
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antithetical, bombastic, absurd, such is the judgn
passed on him by the official rhétoric of the pre
day. This rhetoric will be changed. Zischylu
one of those men whom superficial criticism scofls
or disdains, but whom the true critic approaches ¥
a sort of sacred fear. The dread ofe genius i
first step towards taste. -
In the true eritic there is always a poet, even Wt
in a latent state. 4
‘Whoever does not comprehend Alschylus is
- mediably an ordinarf®mind. Intellects may be ¥
on Aschylus. o g _ 3
The Drama is a stfange forni of &rt. Tts diame
measures from the “Seven against Thebes ™5
thee “ Philosopher, without knowing it,” and fig
Brid’oison to (Edipus. Thyestes forms part of
Turcaret also. If you wish to define it] put ie
your defirfition Electra and Marton. -
The drama is disconcerting. SIt baffles the we
This comes_ from its ubiquity. The, drama =
every Morizon. You may then imagine its#eapag
The epic poem has been blended in the drama, :
the result is this marvallous literary novelty, whicl
a® the sam® time a social power, the romance.
Bronze, ;amalgamation of the epic, lyric, and
matic, such’ is the romance. Don Quizotte is 1l
ode, and comedy. '
- Sgrch js the éxpansion possible to the” drama.
The drama is the largest recipient of art. God
Satan age there; witness J ob. . '
To look at art in the absolute point .of .view,.
characferistic of the epic poem is grandeur;
characteristic of the drama is immensity. The
mense differs from the great in this, that it excl
if it chooses, dimension, shat it is beyond meggu
as the comthon saying 1is, and that it can, @Froh
losing beauty, lose prop%rtion. It 1s ha.l_'m_c) )
is the milky way. Itis by this characteristic off
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sity that the drama commences, four thousand
5 ago, in Job, whom we have just named again,
, two thousand two hundred years ago, in Alschy-
; it is by this characteristic that it continues in
tkespeare. - What personages does ZHschylus take ?
lcanoes: one of his lost tragedies is called Zna :
0 the mountains: Caucasus with Prometheus;
n the sea: the Ocean on its dragon, and the
ves, the Oceanides; then the vast east: the Per-
#s ; then the bottomless darknpess: the HZumenides. .
schylus proves the man hy the giant. In Shake-
pare the drama approaches nearer to Humanity, but
mains colossal. Macbeth seems’a polar Atrides.*You
‘that the drama opens nature, then opens the soul ;
ore is no limit, to this horizon. #The drama is I#fe,
d, life is averything. Tha epic_poem can be only
eat, the drama must necessarily be Immense. §
This immensity, it is -]Eschyl througnout and
1akespeare throughout. : .

The immense, in Alschylus, is a will, It igalso a
mperament. Alschylus invents the buskin which
akes the man taller, and the mask which enlarges
e voice. His metaphors ar® enormous.e He calls
erxes “the man with the dragon eyes.” The sea,
hich is a Jpla.in for so many poets, 1s fop Alschylus
a forest,” dAsoc. These magnifying figures, peculiar
the highest.poets, and to them only, are true ; they
6 the true emanations of reverie. Eschylu$ excstes
u to the very. brink of convulsion, His tragical
fects are like blows struk at the spectators. © When
® furies of AlsChylus make theiy appearances preg-
int. women miscarry. Pollux, the lexicographer,
flirms that there were children taken with epilepsy
id who died, on looking at those faces of serpents
@PPNhose torches violently tossed about. That is
idengly “going beyond the aim.” Even the grace
¢ Aschylus, that  strange and sovereign grace of
hich we lfave spoken, has a Cyclopean look.. It is
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Polyphemus smiling. At times the smile is formic
and seems to hide an obscure rage. Put, by w
example, in the presence of Helen, those two p
Homer and ZEschylus. - Homer is at once conq
and admires. His admiration is forgiyeness. Alsch;
is moved, but remains grave. He calls Helen ¢
flower ;” then he adds, “soul as calm as the tran
.sea.” 5 One day Shakespeare will say, “ Fulse as
wave.
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CHAPTER TI.

HE theatre is a crucible of civilization. Tt is a place
f human communion. All its ghases require to be
'die((ll. It is in the theatr® that the public soul is
rmed. , SRS i
- We have just seen what the theatre was in the time
Shakespeare and Moliére ; shall we see what it wgs
. the time of Alechylus ?

"Led us go to that spectacle. * : ¥
it js no longer the cart of Thespis; it is ng longer*
e scalfold of Susariom; if is nqQ Jonger the wooden
ircus of Cheerilus. Athens, foreboding, perceiving
e coming of” Aschylus, Sophocles, and Euripides,
Bs  built theatres of stone. No roof, the sky
r a ceiling, the day for lighting, a long plat-
Im of stone pierced with doors and staircases, ande
Bpured to a wall, the actors and the chorus going
il coming on this pﬁlatform, which is thef logeum,
d performing the play; in the centre, where in our
ys is the holt of the prompter, a small altag-to
itchus, the thymele; in frontof the platform a vast
micycle of stone steps, five or six thousand, men
iting pell-mell ; guch is tife laboratory. There it is

a® the swarming crowd of the Pirsus come to*turn
thenians ; there it is that the multitude become the
iblic, until such day when the public will become
 people.  The multitude is«n reality there; all the
1ti@eds, including the women, the children, and the
ves, and Plato, who knits his brows. 3
If it is a fite-day, if we %Are at the Panathenwa,
‘the Lenwa, oreat the great Dionysia, the magis.
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trates form part of the audience; the proedri, tl
epistati, and the prytani sit in their place of honout
If.the trilogy is to be a tetralogy, if the represemta
* tion 1s to conclude by a piece with satyrs ; if the fauns
the =gipans, the menades, the gogt- footed and thi
evantes, are to come at the end to perfonn thei
pranks ; if among the comedians, almost priests, ant
called “the men of Bacchus,” is to appear the B
vourite actor who excels in the two modes
declamation, in paralogy as well asin paracatology ;
the poet is sufficiently liked by his rivals to let the publi
expget to see some celebrateds mem, Eupolis, Cratinus
or even Aristophanes figure in the chorus “ Dupold
algue Cratinus, Aristophancsque poele,” as Horace i
one day say ; if & play with women i performed, eve
the old « Alcestis” of Thespis, the whol place ig ful
*there is«a crowd. ., The cr owd is already to Adschylu
what, liter on, as the prdlogue of the « Bacthides
remarks, it will Be to Plautus, a swarm of men of
seatspcoughing, spitting, sneezing, ntaking gnma
and noises with the mouth and “ ore concr@arzo a
talking of their affairs—what a crowd is to-day.
« Studemts scrawl with charcoal on the wall, now:
token of admiration, now in irony, some well-knog
verses, f&r instance, the sin gular iambic of Phrynicly
in a single word—

L]
- * s o Archmomelesidonophrunichemta."*

Of which tht famous Alexandrine, in two words,
one of our tragic poets of the sixfeenth Century
_ but 4 poor imitasion—

¢ Métamorphoserait Nabuchodonosor.”

There are not only *the students to maLe '
there are the old men. Trust to the old £
“ Wasps” of Aristophanes for a noise. WO Sch

. u '.Apmwps?\r’;mﬁwvoqbpvmxfpurc:.

L LS
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are in  presence, *on one side Thespis, Susarion,
atinas of Phlius, Epigenes of Sicyon, Theomis,
Auléas, Cheerilus, Phrynichus, Minos himself; on
3 other, young Zischylus. - Aschylus is twenty-
gt years old. ° He gives his trilogy of the
Promethei ;” *Prometheus lighting fire;”  Pro-
theus DBound;” ‘“Prometheus Delivered,” fol-
by some piece with satyrs, the Argians, per-
of which Macrobius has preserved a fragment
. The ancient quarrel of.youth and old age .
s out; grey beards “against black hair; they.
they dispute; the old men ar® for the old.
; the young are for schylus. - The Young
schylus against Thespis, as they will defen
neille againgt Garnier. . o
e old*men are indignant. Listen to the Nestors
bling. 'What is tragedy? It is the song of the
at. "Where is the he-goat in"this ¢ Prometheus
d?” Art is i its decliter And they repeat
leprated objection—< Quid pro Bactho ?” ,(What
re for Bacchus?) The graver men, the purists,
t even admit Thespis, and remind each other
Solon had raised his stick ®against Thespis, calling
1 “liar,” for the sole reason that he had detached
solated in a play an episode in the lifd of Bacchus,
vistory of Pentheus. They hate this innovator,
¢hylus. They blame all these inventions, the_end
ich is to bring about a closer connexion betiween
rama and nature, the use of the’anapast for the
s, of the iamRus for thae dialogue, and of 4he
ee for passion, in the same way that, later on,
espeare was blamed for going from poetry to
, and the theatre of the nineteenth century f?l‘ that
b was termed “ broken verse.” These are indeed
sralle novelties. And then, the flute plays too
and the tetrachord plays too low, and where is
the ancient sacred division of tragedies into
dies, stﬁsirPes, and exodes? Thespis _never put
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on the stage but one speakmg actdr ; here is Alschylu
putting two. Soon we shall have three. (o
indeed, was to come.) 'Where will they stop ?
are impieties. And how does Zschylus dare to e
Jupiter « e prytanus of the Immorta[s 7” Jupiter was
god, and he is now no more than a magistrate. . Wi
are we going? The thymele, the ancient alta
sacrifice, 1s now a seat for the corypheus! The cl
ought to limit itself to executing the strophe, th
to say, the turn to gjhe right; then the antistr
that is to say, the turn to the left; then the ¢
that is to say, repose. But what 1s the me
the ¢horus arriving in a winged chariot?
the gad-fly that pursues Io? Why does the-:
come mounted ok a dragon? This is show,
poetry. Where is the ancient simplicity P “This
i puerile;, Your Zschylus is but a painter, a
rator, a cdmposer of bra.wlepa charlatan, a macl
All for the ¢yes, ndthing for the mind. _ To th
. with gJl those pieces, and let us content ou
with a recitation of the ancient peans of Ty
It is Cheerilus who, by his tetralogy of the
has begun the evil. "What are the Curetes,
please? Gods forging metal. Well, then ! he
simply to sHow working on the stage their five fami
the Dactyh finding the metal, the Cabiri i inve
the forge, the Corybantes forglng the sword ang
ploaghshare, the Curetes making the shield, an
Telchines chasinig the jewellery. It was sufficig
interesting in that fomn; but by allowing po g

is lost. How can you expect society to resist
excess? It is abominable. schylus ought #
summoned before justice, and sentenced to |
hemlock like that old wrotch Socrates. You, wi
that he will only, after all be exﬂed. Every
degenerates. "
~ And the young men burst Wlth laughter.
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ze s well, but in another fashion. What an
is that Solon'! It is he who has instituted
mymous archonship. What do they want
~archon giving his name to the year?
for  the archon eponym who has lately
a poet «to be elected and crowned by ten
instead - of taking ten ' men from the
It is true that one®of the generals was
an attenuating circumstance in the eyes of
r Cimon had beaten the Pheniciays, aggravat-
1e eyes of others, for it is this very Cimon
order to get out of a prison for debt, sodd his
phinia, and his wife in the bargain, to Callias.
us is a bold man, and deserves to be cited
e Areopagus, dhas not Phrynichus also been
dcondemned for having shown on the stage,
aking of Milelus, the Greeks beaten by the
s ? ° When will poets be allowgd to suit their
@ncy, Hurrah for the liberty of Pericles and
vith the censure of Solon !””  And then what is
w that has just been promulgated by which®.
s is reduced from fifty to fifteen? And how
to play the Danaides? afd won’t they
the line of Alschylus— Eyyp%s, the father
sons 7’ The fifty will be fifteen. “These magis-
are idiots. Quarrel, uproar all round. One
Phrynichus, another prefers ZEschylus, agother «
wine with honey and benzoin. The speaking-
s of the actors compete as well as they can
his deafening, noise, through which is heard
e to time the shrill ery of the public vendors®
lus and the water-bearers. . Such is Athenian
During that time the play is going on. 1t
fork of a living man. The uproar has every
lo be. Later on, after the death of Esch‘ylus,
he has been exiled, there will be silence. It
5 to be silent before a gad. “ Zguum est’
autus who speaks, “vos deo facere silentivan.”

ol L] . J
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“kindness to young poets, who respectfully offered

CHAPTER TII,

A GENIUS is an accused man. As long as
lived, his lifg was a strife. [Iis genius was co
then he was persecuted—a natural proggession.
ing t@ Athenian practice, his private life was unveil
was traduced, slandered. A woman that he had'!
Planesia, sister of Chrysilla, mistress of Peric
dishonourcd herself in the eyes of posterit
outrages that she publicly inflicted one
People ascribed to him unnatural loves ; pe
htm, as well .as Shakegpeare, a TLord Sout
ton. His pdpularity was knocked to pieees.
everything was charged to him as a crime, @

their first laurels. It is curious to see this A
constantly re-afpearing. Pezay and St. Lamber
peat it in theyeighteenth century :—

“Pourguoi, Voltaire, & ces auteurs
. - Qui t'adressent des vers flatteurs,
Répondre, en toutes tes missives,
Par d®s louanges excessives }”

A :
* Aischylus living, was a kind of public tax
all haters. Young, the ancient poets, Thes]
Phrynichus, were preferred to him. Old, the ne
Sophocles and Euripides, were placed above ht
last he was brought before the Areopagus, and
ing to Suidas, because the theatre tumblec
during one of his gieces ; according to Alian,
hg_ht;% blasphemed, or, which is the same th

- - L] -
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related the mysteries of Eleusis, he was exiled. He
died in exile.
. Then Lycurgus the orator cried, “We must raise *
L statue of bronze to Alschylus.”

Athens had expelled the man, but raised the statue.

Thus Shakespeare, through death, entered into ob-
vion ; Alschylus into glory. .
. This glory, which was to have in the course of ages
s phases, its eclipses, its ebbing and rising tides, was
den dazzlimg. Greece remembered Salamis, where
chylus had foughf. The Areopagus itself was
iamed. If felt that it had been ungrateful fowards
iman who, in the Orestias, had paid to that tribunal®
- supreme honour of bringing before it Minerva
| Apollo. Aschylus became sacred. Alléhe phratries. «
‘his bust, wreathed at first with bandolets, later
8 crowned with laurels. Aristophanes made him
in"the Frogs— <1 am dead, but my pdetry
.”¢ In the great Efeusinian Adys, the herald of
\Areopagus blew the Tyrrhenian frimpet in honour®
Mschylus. An official copy of his ninety-sevén
nas was made at the expense of the republic, and -
ed under the special care of the 1®corder of Athens.
actors who played his pieces were obliged. to go
collate their parts by this peffect and unique .
Aschylus was made a second Homer. schy-
jad, likewise, his rhapsodist8, who sang his vegses
he festivals, holding in th?'ir hands a branch of

e. .
2 had been right, the great® and insulted man, to
én his poems this proud and mournful dedica-

TO TIME.

¢ was no more said about his blasphemy: it
lused him to die in exile; it was well, it was

#h ; it vwas as though it hadeiever been.  Besides,

es not Know where to find that.blasphemy,

. . S

2 » L] -
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®sacrificed he-gdaty before his tomb at Gela, he
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Palingenes searched for it in-an * Akterope,” which,
in our opinion, existed only in imagination. Mus-
grave sought it in the Humenides. =~ Musgrave pro:
bably was right, for the FHumenides being a very
religious piece, the priests could not help of course t0
choose it to accuse him of impiety.
Let us point out.a whimsical coincidence. The twi
sons of Afschylus, Euphorion and Bion, are said £0
have re-cast the Orestias, exactly as, two thousand thres
hundred years_later, Davenant, Shakespeare’s bastang
re-cast Macbefl. But in the pi'esenge of the universs
respectefor Alschylus after his death, such impuds
¢tamperings were impossible, and what is tr
Davenant, is evidently untrue of Bion and Euphorion
The renown of Alschylus fillad the world of_ thos
days. Egypt, feelipg with reason that he wgs a giani
and somewhat Egyptian, bestowed on him the nam
of ¥ Pimander,” signdying “Superior Iite ce.”
‘In Sicily, whither he had been banished, and where th

aPmost an Olympian. Later on, he was almos
prophet for the Christians, owing to the predictio
Prometheus, which some people thought to appl
Jesus. '
Strange thingk it is this very glory which
wrecked his work. .
. We speak here of the material wreck, for, ag
have said; the mighty name of ZBschylus surv'iv e
It is indeed a dratix_m,hand an extraordinary d
the disappearance of” those.poemss A king ha
gﬂ]ymbbe&the human mind, g e

]
-
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CHAPTER .IV.

, are the facts, the legend at least, for at such a
ice and in sych a twilight, history 1s legendary.
ere was a king of Egypt, named Ptolemy
tgctes, brother-in-law to Antiochus the god. S
et us mention it ez passant, all these people were
—Gads Soters, gods Evergetes, gods Epiphanes,
Phidometors, gods Philadelphi, gods Philopators.
glition : Gods saviours, gods® beneficent, gods
frious,” gods loving ptheiré mother; gods loying
& brothers, gods loving their father. Cleopatra
“goddess Soter. The priests and priestesses of *
Soter were at Ptolemais. Ptolemy VI. was
“(@God-love-Mother ” (Philometor), because he
Tijs mother Cleopatra; Ptolemty IV. was “God- .
father” (Philopator), because he had poisoned
ather. Ptolemy II. was “God-18ve-Brothers”
delplus), because he had killed<his two brothers.
us return to Ptolemy Euergetes. {
was the son of the Philadelphus who gave =olden ;
08 to the Roman ambassadors®the same to whom
udo-Aristens attributes by mistake_the version
e Septuagint.  This Philadelphus had much*ins -
ased the library of Alexandria, which, during his
une, counted two hundred thousand volumes, and
i the sixth century, attained, it is said, the
ble number of seven hufidred thousand manu-

: ock of human knowledge, formed upder the
' Euclid, %nd by the care of Cgllimachus,

By - 5 I o S



-

114 William Shakespeare.

Diodorus Cronos, Theodorus the Atheist, Ph
Apollonius, Aratus, the Egyptian priest: Maneth
Lycophron, and Theocritus, had for its first librazi
according to some, Zenodotus of Ephesus, accé
to others, Demetrius of Phaléegum, to whom the
nians had raised three hundred and -sixty std
which they took one year to put up and one d
destroy. Now, this I#brary had no copy of Alsch
One day the Greek Demetrius said to Everg
¢ Pharaoh hag mnot Alschylus,” exactly as, later
Leidrade, archbishop of Lyons and Iiprarian of Cl
magne,said to Charlemagne, ““The Emperor ha
«Sceva Memor.” ; J

Ptolemy Euergetes, wishing to complete the wo;
the Philadelphus his father, resotved to give.Asch
to the Alexandrian ljbrary. He declared thateh
cause a copy to‘be made. He sent an enmybas
borgow from *the Atlenians the unique "and s§
copy under tle vare of the recorder of the rept
Athens, notrover-prone tolend, hesitated and de
asecurity. The king of Egypt offered fiftee
talents. Now, those who wish to realize the
fifteeh talents, have but to know that it w.
fourths of the annual tribute of ransom pa
Judea to E8ypt, which was twenty talen
weighed so heavily on the Jewish people, t
high priest Oniae I1., founder of the Onion
decided to refuse this tribute at the risk of
" Athens accepted the security. The fifteen

were deposited. The Tomplete copy of Aschy.
deltvered to the king of Egypt. The king

the fifteen talents and kept the book. G

Athens, indignant, had some thought of decl

war against Egypt. To reconquer Aschylus w

good as reconquering ‘Helen. To recommence

but this*time to get back Homer, it was a fine i

Yet, time was taken for consideration® Ptolemy

powerful. , He had forcibly taken laack from Asi

7 L] L] - ‘
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o thousand five hundred Egyptian gods formerly
caiflpied there by Cambyses, because they were in gold
and silver. He. had, besides, conquered Cilicia and
Wiia, and all the country,from the Buphrates to the
.« With Adhens 1t was no longer the day when
provised a fleet of two Iwindred vessels against
rxes. She left Alschylus a prisoner in Egypt.
prisoner-god. This time the word god is in its
i place. They paid Aschylus unheard-ef honours.
g refused, it is said, to let a copy be madg of
ly bent on possessing a unique copy.
ular care was taken of this manuscript when
ry®of Alexandria, enlarged by the library of
nus, which Antony gave to Cleopatra, was trans-
to the yemple of Jupiter Serapis.  There it was
J erome came to read, in the Athexnian text,o
mous pavssage in “ Prometh®us” prophesying
. *Go andstell Jupiter that nothing Shall make
the one who is to dethrone him.”
doctors of the Church made, from the same
e same verification.  For, at all times, the

asseverations have been combined wity what
n called the testimonies of polytheism, and
forts have been resorted to in order to make the
8 say Christian things. Zkste David cum Sibylla. -
yeame to the Alexandrian library, as on a pilgrim-
examine “ Prometheus ;” constant visits which
d the Emperor Adrian, and made him write to
sul Servianus, “ Those who adore Serapis are -
tlans © those swho profess to be bishops of Christ
the same time devotees of Serapis.”
der the Roman dominion the library of Alex-

elonged to the emperor. Egypt was Cuesar’s
. Augustus,” says Tacitus,  seposuit Aigyw-~
It was not every one who could travel there.
vas closcd. The ‘Roman knights, and even
itors, could not eacily obtain admission. *®
s during fhis perYod that the complete copy
B : 12

/
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.of Aschylus could be consulted and peruse
Timocharis, Aristarchus, Athenw®us, Stobzus, Widio:
dorus of Sicily, Macrobius, Plotinus, Jamblichus,
Sopater, Clement of Alexapdria, Nepotian of Afi
Valerius Maximus, Justin the Marbyr, and evé
ZBlian, although Zlizn left Ttaly but seldom. -
In the seventh century a man entered Alex
He was mounted on a camel and seated betw
sacks, onedull of figs, the other full of corn.
twq sacks were, with a wooden platter, all that hy
sessed. This man never seated himself except
ground. He drank nothing but water and ate no
but bread. He had conquered half of Asia
Africa, *taken or burnt tkirty-six thousand
villages, fortresses, and castles, destroyed four tl
+Pagan qr Christian temples, built fourteen
* mosques, conqueted [zdeger, King *of Persiay
Heraclius, Emperor of the East, and he called hi
Omar. He burnt the library of Alexandria.
Omar 1s for that reason celebrated; Louis, €
«+he Great, hgs not the same celebrity, which is un
for he:burnt the Rupertine library at Heidgl erg
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" *  CHAPTER V.

¥

Is not now that incident a complete drama? It
might be entitled ¢ Aschylus Lost.” Recital, node,
and denouement. ~After Euergetes, Oma¥. The action
Jegins with a robbér and ends with an incendiary.

iw rergetes—this is his excuse—robbed from enthu-
siasm. ®An unpleasant instance of the admiration of
an imbecile. .

*As for,Omar, he is the fanatic, By the way, we
rgust say that strange historical rehabilitations have
been mttempted in our time. $We do °not speak of
Nero, who is the fashion. “But an abt&mlﬁ: has been
made to exonerdte Omar, as well as to bring a verdict
of not guilty for Pius V. Holy Pius V. personifies
the Inquisition; to canonize him was enough, why
Eleclarec%nm innocent? We do not Jend ourselvés to
those attempts at appeal in trials which have received
final Judgment ‘We have no taste for rendefing small
services to fanaticism, whether it be Caliph or Pope,
whether it burn books or men. Omar has had man
advocates. A certain class of historians and biogra-.
phical eritics are willinglymowedto pity for the sworc rd—
a vietimwof slandew this poor s%ord!” Imagine then
the tehderness that is felt for a scimitar! The scimi-
tar is the ideal sword. It is better than brute, it is

yLurk. Omar, then, has been cleaned as much as pos-

sible. ~ 4 first fire in the Bruchion district, where the

Alexandrian library stood, was used asan argument to

prove htzw easily such accidents happen. That dne was

the faulg of Julius Cgesar, anotheg sword. Then a se-

cond ar gument was found in a second fire, only partial,
[
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of the Serapeum, in order to accuse the Christians, the
demagogues of those days. If the fire at the Serapeum
had destroyed the Alexandrian library in the fousth
century, Hypatia would not have been able, in the
fifth century, to give, in that same library, those les-
sons in philosophy which caufed her to be murdered
with broken pieces of earthen pots. About Omar we
willingly believe the Arabs. Abd-Allatifsaw at Alex¢
andria about 1220 “ tle column of pillars supperting a
cupola,” and said, ‘There stood the library that
Amrou-ben-A®as burnt «by permission of Omar.”
Abulfagadge, in 1260, relates in his “ Dynastic His-_
,tory,” that by order of Omar they took the books
from the library, and with them heated the baths of
Alexandria for six months. According to Gibbon,
there were at Alexandria four thousand baths. Ebn-
Khaldoun, in his * Historical Prolegomenaf,” relgtes
another wanton destyuction, the annihilstidn of the
library of the .Medes by® Saad, Omar’s lieutenahit.
Now, Omar having caused the burning of the Me-
dian library in Persia by Saad, was logical in causing
the® destruction of the Egyptian-Greek library in
Egypt by Amrqgu. His lieutenants have preserved
his orders for us: “If these books contain falsehoods,
to the fird with them. If they contain truths, these
truths are in the Koran, to the fire with them.” In
place of the Koran, put the Bible, Veda, Edda, Zend-
Sevesta, Toldos Jeschut, Talmud, Gospel, and you
have the imperturbable ,and universal formula of all
fanaticisms. This being said, we do mnot see any
reason to reverge the verdict of history ; we award tg
the Caliph the smoke of the seven hundred thousand
volumes of Alexandria, Aschylus included, and we
maintain Omar in possession of his rights as *incen-
diary. .
E};lergetes, through his wish for exclusive possession,
and treating a library as a seraglio, bas robbed us of
/schylus. Imbecile contempt can have the same
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eﬁecJ as imbecile adoration. Shakespeare was very
near having the fate of Aischylus. He has had, too,
his fire. Shakespeare <vas so little printed, printing
existgd so little for him, thanks to the silly indifference
of his immediate posterity, that in 1666 there was
still dbut one edition of the poet of Stratford-on-Avon
(Hemynge and Condell’s edition), three hundred copies
of which were prinfed. - Shakespeare, with this ob-
Scure and pitiful edition, waiting in vain for the pub-
lic, was a sort of poor wretch ashamed to beg for.
glory. These three hundred copies were mearly all
.stored up in London when the fire of @666 broke out.
"It burnt London, and nearly burnt Shakespeare. The
"whole edition of Hemynge and Condell disappeareds
with the .exception of forty-four copies, which had
Keen sold in fifty years. Those forty-four purchasers .
saved from death the svork of Shakespeare.
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' CHAPTER VI.

Tue disappearance of Alschylus! stretch® this cata®
strophe hypothetically to a few more names, and.it*
seems as though you felt the vacuum annihilating the
human mind. ®

The. work of Zischylus was, by its extent, the.
greatest, certainly, of all antiguity. By the seven
plays which remain to us, we may judge what that
.universe was. '

Let us point out what Aschylus lost is. .

Fourteen trilogies: the Promethe:, of which Prome-
theug Bound formed a part; the Scven Chigfs before
Thebess of which theréremains one piece, Jhe Dandid,
which, comprised the Swpplicants, written in Sicily, and -
irwhich the “Sicelism” of KEschylus is traceable; Laius,
which comprised Gidipus; Athamas, which ended with
the Kflmiasts; ferseus, the node of which was the Plkor-
cydes ; Etna, which had as prologue the Efnean WWomen ;
IpRigenia, the denouement of which was the tragedy of
the Priestesses; the Lithiopid, the titles of which are
nowhere to be found; Pentheus, in which were the
Hyjdrophores ; Teucer, which opened with the Judyment
of Arws; Niobe, which commenced, with the Nurses
and ended with the Men of the Train; a trilogy in
Ironour of Achilles, the Zragic lliad, composed of. the
Myrmidons, the Nereids, and the Phrygians; one, i
honour. of Bacchus, the Lycurgia, composed of {the
Lidons, the Bassarides, and the Youny Men.

These fourteen prilogies in themselves alone give a
totl of fifty-six plays, if we consider that nearly Jall
were tetralogies—that is to say, quadruple dramas, and

o



William Shakespeare. 121

ended with a satyride. Thus the Orestias had, as a
final satyride, Profeus, and the Seven Clhiefs before
Thebes had the Splhind.

 Add to those fifty-six pieces a probable trilogy of
the Labdacides ; add the tragedies, the Egyptians, the
*Ransom of Hector, Memnon, undoubtedly connected
with -some ‘trilogies; add all the satyrides, Sisyphus
Jhe Deserter, the Heralds, the Lion, the Aryians, Amy-
mone, Circe, Cercyon, Glaucus the Maringr, comedies in
which was found the mirth of that wild genius.

See all that is lost. .

Euergetes and Omar have robbed us of all that.

It is difficult to state precisely the total fumber ¢f
pieces written by /Bschylus. The amount varies.
The anonymous biographer speaks of seventy-five,
Suidas of ninety, Jean Deslyons of eninety-seven,

Meursius of one hunflred. .
Meursius reckons up more than+a hundred t"tles,

but somé are probably used twige. .
» Jean Peslyons, doctor of the Sorbomre, theologal of
Senlis, author of the Discours ecclesiastique ‘contue
le paganisme du Roz boit, published in the seventeenth
century a work against the custom of laying coffins
one above the other in the cemetertes, in which he
took for his authority the twenty-fifth canon of ghe
Council of Auxerre, «“ Non licet morfuum super mortuum
nitts.”” Deslyons, in a note added to that work, now
ery scarce, and a copy of which was in-the possesstorf
f Charles Nodier, if our memory is faithful, guotes
passage from the great antiquarian nuiismatist 8f
nloo, Hubert Goltzius, in which, in reference to
\balming, . Goltzius mentions the .“ Egyptians™ of
schylus, and ¢ The Apotheosis of Orpheus,” a title
itted in the enumeration given by Meursius.
ltzius adds that “ The Apotheosis of Orpheus” was
ited at the mysteries of the Lycoridians. .

Chis title, “ The Apotheosis of Orpheus,” opens a
1 for' thought. Aschylus speakiyg of Orpheus,
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the Titan measuring the giant, the -god interpreting
the god, what more magnificent, and how one would
long to read that work! Dante, speaking of Virgil
and &alling him his master, does not fill up this gap,
because Virgil, a noble poet, but without invention,
is less than Dante ; it is between equals, from gefius
to :genius, from sovereign to soyereign, that such
homage is splendid. Aischylus raises to Orpheus a
temple of which he might occupy the altdr himself:"

v

it is grand.
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CHAPTER VIL

ZBschvrus is incommensurate. There is in’ him
something of India. The wild majesty of hts stature
recalls those vast poems of the Ganges which walk
through art with the steps of a mamynoth® and which
have, among the Iliads and the Odysseys, the appear-
ance ofhippopotami among lions’ Aschylus,athorough
Greek, is yet something else besides a Greek. e has
the+Oriental immensity:

Saumaise declares thaf he is full of Hebrdisms and
Syrianisms, *¢ Hebrdismis et Syrianismig”’ MAschylus
malees the Winds carry Jupiter’s throne, ag the Biblg
makes the Cherubim carry Jehovah’s throne, as.th
Rig-Veda makes the Marouts carry the throne of
Indra. The winds, the cherubim, and the marouts are o
the same beings, the Breezes. Saumaise is right. The
double-meaning words, so frequent in {he Pheenician
language, abound in ABschylus. He plays, for in-
stance, in reference to Jupiter and Europa, on ti$
Pheenician word #p/a, which has the double meaning
of Ship and Bull. He loves that language of Tyre
and Sidon, and at times he borrows the strange gleams*
of its style; the metaphor, “Xerxes with. the dyagon
eyes,¥ seems an inspiration from thg Ninevite dialect, ih
which the word draka meant at the same time dragon
and clear-sighted. He has Pheenician heresies; his
heifer Io is rather the cow of Isis; he believes, like
the priests of Sidon, that the temple of Delphi was
built by Apollo with a paste made«of wax and bees’-
wings. In his exile in Sicily, he often drank religiously
at the fountain "of Arethusa, and neyer did the shep-
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_herds who watched him hear him name Arethusa
otherwise than by this mysterious name, 4lplaga, an
Assyrian word signifying “source surrounded with
willows.”

schylus is, in the whole Hellenic literature, the
sole example of the Athenian mind with a mixture of

-Egypt and Asia. These depths were repugnint to
the Greek intelligence. Corinth, Epidaurus, (Edepsug,
Gythium, Cheronea, which was to be the' birth- place
of- Plutamh, Thebes, where Pmdal s house was, Man-
tinea, where the glory of Epaminondas shone, all these
golden towas repudlated the Unknown, a glimpse of
which was séen like a cloud behind the Caucasus. Tt
seemed as though the sun Was Greek. The sup, used
to the Partlienon, was not made to enter the diluvian
forests of Grand Tartary, under the gigantic mouldi-
ness of tle monocotyledons,"under the lofty ferns of
five hundred epb#ts, where swarmed all the first dread-

1 models,of naturp, and under whose shadows exieted.

nknown, shapeless cities, such as that fabulons Ana-
rodgurro, the existence of which was denied until it
sent an embassy to Claudius’ Gagasmira, Sambu-
laca, Maliarpha, Barygaza, Caveripatnam, Sochoth-
Benoth, Theglath-Phalazar, Tana-Serim, all these
almost hideous names affrighted Greece when they
@me to be reported by the adventurers on their re-
turn, first by those with Jason, then by those of
Alexander. Aischylus had no such horror.. He loved

*tlre Clucasus. It. was there he had made the ac-
quainfance of Prometheus. One almost feels in read-
ifg Aschylus, that he had haunted the vast printitive
thickets now become coal mines, and that he has
taken huge strides over the roots, snake-like and half-
living, of the ancient vegetable monsters. ischylus.
is a kind of behemoth among geniuses.

Let us say, hawever, that the affinity of Greece.
withe the East, an affinity hated by the Greeks, was
real. The letters of the Greek alphabet are nothing
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‘else but the letters of the Pheenician alphabet reversed.
Zscliylug was all the more Greek from the fact of his
being a little of a. Pheenician.

This*powerful mind, gt .times appareritly crude on
; ccoun,t of his wery grandeul has the Titanic gaiety
and affability. He indulges in quibbles on the names
of Prometheus, Po]ymces Helen Apollo, Iljon, on the
cock and thg -sun, imitating in this respect Homer,
who made on the olive that: famous. .pun which caused
Diogenes to tluow away 1 his plate of clives and’'eat a

tart. "o *

- The father of Afschylus, Euphonon -was'a disciple
of Pythagoras.” The soul of Pythagoras, that philoso-
pher half magian and Ralf brahmin, seemed to have
entered theough Rnphorion into Aschylus. * We have
said already that in the dark and mysterious quarrel
“ betwegn the celestial and the terrestrial Gods, the inths-
tinal war of paganism, Eschylus was terrestriake  Ie
belonged to the faction of .the gods of earth., The
Cyclops had worked for Jupiter, he rejected theifi
as we would reject a corporation of workers who had
turned traitors, and he preferred to tiem the Cabyr
He adored Ceres. “O thou, Ceres, nurse of my soul ! ‘”
and Ceres is Demeter, is Ge-meter, is the mother-eatth,
Hence his veneration for Asia. It seemed then as
though Earth was rather in Asia than elsewhere.
Asia is, in reality, compared with Europe, a kind of*
block almost without capes and gulls, amd little
penetrated by the sea. The Minerva of }Eschylus
says ¢ Great Asia.*—*“The sacred soil*of Asia” sdys
the chorus of the Oceanides. In his epitaph, graven
on his fomb at Gela and written by himself: Alschylus
attests ‘the Mede with long hair.” He makes the
chorus celebrate . Susicanes and Pegastagon, born
in Egypt, and the chief of Memphis the sacred
city.” Like the Pheenicjans, he gives the name
of “ Oncea” to Minezva. In the “Etna” hegcelebrates
the chllmnODloscm\ the Palici, these twin goeds
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whose worship, connected with the local worship of
* Vulcan, had reached Asia through Sarepta and *L'yre.
He calls them “the venerable Palici.” Three of his
trilogies are entitled the Pgrsians, the Ethiopid, the
Egyptians. In the geography of Alschylus, Egypt,
was Asia, as well as Arabia. Prometheus" says, ““the
flower of Arabia, the heroes of Caucasus” Aischylus
was, in geography, very peculiar. He bad a Gorgonian
city Cysthenes, which he placed in Asia, as well as a
river Pluto, rolling gold, and defended by men with a
single’eye, the Arimaspes. «The pirates to whqm he
makes allusion somewhere are, according to a]l appear-
ance, the pirates of Angria who inhabited the roak
Vizindruke He could see @%istinctly beyond the
Pas-du-Nil in the smountains of Byblos, tle source of
the Nile, still unknown to-day. He knew $he précise
sphbt where “PrometBeus had stolen thé fire, gnd he
desigrated witlout hesitation Mount Mosychlus, in the
neighbourhood of Lemnos. .
® When this geography ceases to be fanciful, it is
exact as an itinerary. It becomes true and remains
without meas?re. Nothing more real than that
splendid transmission of the news of the capture of
Tros in one night by bonfires lighted one after the
other and corresponding from mountain to mountain,
frorg Mount Ida to the promontory of Hermes, from
“the promontory of Hermes to Mount Athos, from
Moeunt Athos to Mount Macispe, from the Macispe to
the Messapius, from Mount Messapius over the rivgr
Asopus to Mount Cytheron; froth Mount Cytheron
over the morass of Gorgopis to Mount Egiprznctus ;
from Mount Egiplanctus to Cape Saronica (later
Spireum), from Cape Saronica to Mount Arachne, from
Mount, Arachne %0 Argos. You may follow on the
map that train of fire announcing Agamemnon to
Clytemnestra. e .
This bewildering geography issmingled with an ex-
‘traordinary tragedy, in which yod hear dinlogues more
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than human :—Proureratus. “ Alas!” — MzRrcury.
“ This is a word that Jupiter speaks not’ —and where,
Grerontel is the Ocean. “ To look a fool,” says . the
Ocean to Prometheus, “is the secret of the sage.”
Saying as deep as the sea. 'Who knows the mental
reservations of*the tempest? And the Power exclaims
“"There is but one free God, it is Jupiter.” °

Zschylus has his own geography ; he had also his
fauna.

This fauna, which strikes as fabulous, is enigmatical
rather than chimerical. The author of these lines
has, discovered and authenticated at-the Hague, in a .
glass in phe Japanese Museum, the 1mposs1b1e serpent
in the Orestias, having two heads attached to its two
extremities. There a e, it may be added, in that
glass sevetal speoimens of bestiality* that might belong
te Anothar world, at all events, stranga and not ge-
counted for, ‘as we are little disposed tp admit, for our
part, the absurd hypothes1s of ‘the Japanese stltchers
of monsters.

Zschylus at moments sees nature with s1mph-
fications stamped with a mysterious  disdain. 2 Here
the Pythagorician disappears, and the magian shows
himself. All beasts are the beast. Alschylus seems
to see in the animal kmgdom only a dog. The
griffin isa “dumb dog;” the eagle isa “ winged dog.”

“ The winged dog of Jupiter,” says Prometheus. * * .

We have just pronounced the word magjan. In
fact ZBschylus officiates at times like Job. One wolld
sgppose that he efercises over nature, over human
creatufes, and even over gods, a kind of magianism.
He upbraids animals for their voracity. A vulture
which seizes, even while running, a doe-hare with
young, and feeds on it, “eats a whole race stopped in
its flight.” He calls on the dust and on the smoke;
to the first he says, “sister, thirsty for mud,”™ to the
other “black sister of fire.” He my;ults the dreaded
bay of Salmydessus, % hard-hearted mother of* vessels.,’
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He brings down to dwarfish proportions the Greeks,
.conquerors of Troy by treachery; he shows them
“brought forth by an implement of war; he calls them
¢ these young of a horse.” As for the gods, he goes
so far as to incorporate Apello with Jupiter. He
gorgeously calls Apollo ““the conscience of J upltels
His connexive boldness is absolute, characteristic of
sovereignty s He makes the sacrificer take Iphigenia
“as a she-goat.” A queen who is a faithful spouse,
is for him “ the good house-bitch.” = As for Orestes,
he has,seen him when quite a child,.and he speaks of
him as “ wetting his sWaddHng-clothes, kumeciptio
ez urind. He even goes beyond this Latin. The
expression, which we do not_repeat here, is to be
found in Les Plaideurs, (act ili. scene 8.). If yaqu
are bent upon reatling the word which we hes1tate
to iavrlte, apply to Racina. - .
The whole is iminenses and mournful. The pro-
found Jdespair’of fate is in Aischylus. He shows in
terribl€ lines “the impotence which chams down, as
in a dream, the blind living creatures.” His tragedy -
is nothing elsg but the ol Orphean dithyrambic
suddenly launching into tears and lamentatlons over
Mane
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- * CHAPTER VIIL

ArisroraNES loved Aschylus by that law of affinity
which causes Marivaux to love Racine.

" Tragedy and comedy made to understand one
another. *

The same distracted and all- powerful breath fills ¢
ZBschylus and Aristophanes. They are the two in-
Spired spirits of the andique mask.

"Aristoppanes, who is not yet jndged, adhere& to
the .mysteries, to Cecropian poetry; to Eleusis, to
Dodona, tb she Asiatic twﬂlght $o the ptofound pan-
sive dream. This dream, Whence sprung theeart of
Egina, was at the threshold of the Tonian philosophy
in Thales as well as at the threshold of the Italiah
philosophy in Pythagoras. It was the sphinx guzud-
ing the entrance.

This sphinx has been a muse, the great pontx.ﬁca,l
and lascivious muse of wuniversal ruf, and Anrsto-
phanes loved it. This sphinx breathed tragedy into
Aschylus, and comedy into Aristophanes.. It had .
something of Cybele. The ancient sacred immo-*
desty is in Aristophanes. At mofentse he has
Bacchus foaming at the lips.® He came from the
Dionysia, or from the Aschosia, or feom the gréat
Trieteric Orgy, and he strikes one as a raving maniac
of the mysteries. His wild verse resembles the bas-
saride hopping giddily upon bladders filled with air.
Aristophanes has the sacerdotal obscurity. He is for
nudity against love. He denounces the Phedras and
Sthenobzeas and he creates Lysistrada.

Let no one be deceived of this point, 1t wasg 1ehg10n

K
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and a cynic was an austeresmind. The gymnosophists
were the point of intersection between lewdness and
- thought. The he-goat, with its philosophexs beard,
belonged to that sect. That dark ecstatic and bestial
oriental spirit lives still in the santon, the dervish,
and the fakir. The corybantes were a_kind of Greek
fakirs. , Aristophanes, like Diogenes, belonged ¢o
that family, ASschylus, by the oriental bent of his
nature, nearly belonged to it himself, but he retained
the tragic chastity.

That mysterious naturalism was the ancient
spirit ®of Greece. It was called poetry and philo-
sophy. It had under it the group of the seven sfges,
one of whom, Periander, was a tyrant. *Now, a
certain vulgar, mean spirit appeared with Socrates.
It was sagacity ¢learing and botfling up wisdom.
Reduction of Tlrales and Pythagoras to the immediate
Twue. Such was the operation. A sot of filtering,
whiche purifying and weakening, allowed tHle an-
cient divine doctrine to percolate,drop by drop, and
Become human. These simplifications disgust fanati-
cism; dogmas object to a process of sifting. To
amelierate a roligion is to lay violent hands on if.
Progress offering its services to faith, offendsit. Faith
is aa ignorance which professes to know, and which,
in certain cases, knows perhaps more than science.
In the face of the lofty affirmations of believers,
= Socrates had an uncomfortably sly half-smile. There
is ;some#hing *of Voltaire in Socrates. Socrates de-
nounces all the Eleftsinian philogophy as unintelli-
gible and indiscernible, and he said to Euripides tifat
to understand Heraclitus and the old philosophers,
“ one required to be a swimmer ¢. Delos;” in" other
words, a swimmer capable to land on an isfe which
was always recedid’g before him. That was impiety
and sacrilege for the ancient Hellenic naturalism.
There was no othgr cause for the antipathy of Aris-
tophanes towards Socrates.
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This antipathy was quite fearful: the poet showed
himself a persecutor; he has lent assistance to the
oppressqrs against the oppressed, and his comedy has,
been guilty of crimes. Aristophanes, dark chastise-
ment, has remained in the eyes of posterity in. the
cordition of a wicked genius. But there is for him
ome attenuating circumstance: he was an ardent ad-
whirer of the poet of “ Prometheus,” and to admire
him was to defend him. Aristophanes did what he
could to prevent his banishment, and if any thing can
diminish one’s indignation in reading the ¢ Clouds”
implacable on Socrates, jt is ,that one may seedn the
buckground the hand of Aristophanes holding the
mantle of Aschylus going into exile. Aischylus has
likewise a comedy, a sister of the brqad farce of
Atristophapes. "'We have spoken of his mirth. It
goes very far in * The Argians.” T4 equals "Aristo-
phanes, afid eutstrips the Shrove;Tuesday of our Gar-
nival.® Listen: “He throws at my head a chamber
utensil. The full vage falls on my head, andis broken,
odoriferous, but in a different manner from an ure-
ful of perfume.” Who says that? . Alschylus. And
in his turn Shakespeare will come and will exelaim
through Falstaff’s lips— Empty the jorden.” What
can you say? You have to deal with savages. $

One of those savages is Moliére. Witness, from
one end to the other, the Malade Imaginaire. Racine
also is somewhat one of them. See Les Plaideurs,
already mentioned. . . "

The Abbé Camug was a witty bishop—a rare thing
adall simes—and what is more, he wag a good man.
He would have deserved this reproach of another
bishop, “Bon jusg ' & la bdtise.” Perhaps he was
good Because he had wit. He gave to the poor all
the revenue of his bishopric of Belley. He objected
to canonization. It was he who said: “I/ 7z'est
chasse que de vieuz chiens et chdsse gue de vieux saints ;”
and although he did not dike the new-comersin sanc.

K2 - -
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tity, he was a friend of St. Frangois de Sales, by whose
advice he wrote novels. He relates in one of his
ketters that one day Francois de Sales saidsto him,
“ The church laughs readily.”

Art also laughs readily. Art, which is a temple,
has its laughter. 'Whence comes this hilarity? <All
at once,,in the midst of chefs-d’wuvre, serious figures,
a buffoon stands up and blurts out a chef-d’@uvre alsé.
Sancho Panza jostles'Agamemnon. All the marvels
of thought are there, irony comes to complicate and
complete them. Ensgma. Behold art, great art, break-
ing irmto an access of ggiety, Its problem, matter,

» amuses it. It was forming it, now it deforms it.* Tt
was shaping it for beauty, now it delights in® extract-
ing from it,ugliness. It seems to forget its respon-
sibility. It does not forget it, howeyer, for,suddenly,
behind the grimace, philosophy makes its appearance.
A ¢philosoplry smooth, less sidereal, mome terrestrial,
quite as mysterious as the grave philosophy.® The
unknown which is in man, and the unknown which
is in things, face each other, and it turns out that in
the act of meeting, these two augurs, Nature and
Fate} eannot keep their serious countenance. Poetry,
laden with anxieties, befools—whom P Itself. A mirth,
whiéh is not serenity, gushes out from the incompre-
hensible. .An unknown, lofty, and sinister raillery
flashes the lightning through the human darkness.
ZIhe’ shadows piled up around us play with our soul.
Fogrmidable blossoming of the unknown. The jest
proceeds from the abyss. .

This alarming mirth in art is-called, ine old®n
times, Aristophanes, and in modern times, Rabelais.

‘When PBratinas the Dorian had invented the play
with satyrs, comedy making its appearance opposite
tragedy, mirth by tlie side of mourning, the two styles
ready perhaps to unite, it was a matter of scandal.
Agathon, the frien% of Euripides, went to Dodona to
consult Loxias. Loxias i% Apollo. Loxias means
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crooked, and Apollo was,called ““The Crooked,” on
aceount of his oracles being always obscure and given
to double-meaning ways. Agathon inquired from.
Apollo whether the new style was not impious, and
whether comedy existed by right as well as tragedy.
Loxias answered : “ Podtry has two ears.”

= o This answer, which Aristotle declares,obscure,
deems to us very clear. It sums up the entire law
of art. Two problems, in fact, are in presence: in
the full light the first problem, noisy, tumultuous,
stormy, clamorous, the vast vital causeway, offering
every direction to the fen thousand feet of man; the
qidirels, the uproar, the passions with their .why Pe
the evilp which undergoes suffering the first, for to be
tvil is worse than deing it; sorrows, griefs, tears,
ciies, rurgours; in the shade, the second one, mute
problem, immense silence, with an inexpressible and
terrible theaming. And poetryshas two ears; wne
whicll listens to life, the other which lstens to-death.
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* CHAPTER IX. .

THE power that Greece had to evolve her luminous ef-
fluvia is prodigious,‘even to-day that we see in France.
Greece®did not colonize withowt civilizing. Example

“that more than one modern nation might follow *To
buy and sell is not everything.

Tyre bought and sold; Befytus bought and sold ;
Sidon bought and. sold; Sarepta hought eand sold
‘Where are these’ cities? Athens taught Athens is
still at this hdur one &f the capitals of huthan thqought.

The grass is growing on the six steps of the tribune
where spoke Demosthenes; the Ceramicus is a ravine
hilf-choked with the marble-dust which was once the
palace of Cecrops ; the Odeon of Herod Atticus is now
at the foot of th& Acropolis, but a ruin on which falls, at
certain hours, the imperfect shadow of the Parthenon ; ;
the %emple of Theseus belongs to the swallows, the
goats browse on the Pnyx, Still the Greek spirit is
living ; still Greece is queen; still Greece is goddess.
A. commercial firm passes away—a school remains.

36 is ctrious to say to one’s self to-day that twenty-
two centuries ago smafl towns, isolated and scattered on
thé outskirts ef the known world, possessed,®all of
them, theatres. In point of civilization, Greece began
always by-°the construction of an academy, of a por-
tico, or of a logeum., Whoever could have seen, nearly
at the same period, rising at a short distance one from
the other, in Umbria, the Gallic town of Sens (now
Sinigaglia), and, near Vesuyius, the Hellenic city Par-
thenopea SLat present Naples), wquld have recognised
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Gaul by the big stone standing all red with blood, and
Greece by the theatre.

This . civilization by poetry and art had suchea.
nmighty force, that sometimes it subdued even war.
The Sicilians— Plutarch relates it in speaking of
Nieias—gave liberty to the Greek prisoners who sang

=the verses of Euripides.

Let us point out some very little known and very
singular facts.

The Messenian colony, Zancle, in Sicily; the Co-
rinthian colony, Corcyra, distinct from the Corcyra of
the Absyrtides Islands ; the Cycladian colony, €yrene,
i’ Libya; the three Phocean colonies, Helea in Lu-e
cania, Palania in Corsica, Marseilles in France, had
theatres. The gad-fly having pursued Jo all along ,
the Adriafic Gulf, the Ionian Sea reached as far as the
harbour of Venetus, and Tregeste (now Trieste) had
a theatre’ <A theatre at Salpe,%¥n Apuha; a thestre
at Squillacinm, in Calabria; a theatre at Thesnus, in
Livadia; a theatre, at Lysimachia, founded Ly Liysi-
machus, Alexander’s lieutenant; a theatre at Scapta-
Hyla, where Thucydides had gold-mines; a theatre
at Byzia, where Theseus had lived ; adheatre in Chao-
nia, at Buthrotum, where performed those equilibrists
from Mount Chimera whom Apuleius admired o the
Peecile; a theatre in Pannonia, at Bude, where the
Metanastes were, that is to say, the “ Tragsplanted.”
Many of these colonies, situated afar, were much exe
posed. In the Isle of Sardinia, which the Grgeks’
named Ichnusa, on account of fts resemblance to the
sdle of the foot, Calaris (now Cagliari) was, so to speak,
under the Punic clutch ; Cibalis, in Mysia, had to fear
the Triballi; Aspalathon, the Illyrians; Tomis, the
future resting-place of Ovid, the Scordisci; Miletus,
in Anatolia, the Massagetes; Denia, in Spain, the
Cantabriaus; Salmydessus, the Molossians ; Ca-rsi—na,,
the Tauro-Scythians; Gelonus, qthe Arymphaeans
of Sarmatia who lived %on acorns; Apollonia, the
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Hamaxobians ,wandering instheir chariots ; Abdera, the
birthplace of Democritus, the Thracians, men tattooed
.l over :—all these towns, by the side of theis citadel,
had a theatre. Why? Because the theatre keeps
alight the flame of love for the fatherland. Having
the barbarians at their gates, it was important that
they should remain Greeks. .The nafional spirit ¢s=
the strongest of bulwarks. :

The Greek drama was profoundly lyrical. It was
often less a tragedy than a dithyramb. It had occa-
sionally strophes as powerful as swords. It rushed
on thes scene, wearing thg heljnet, and it was an ode
sarmed cap-d-pie. We know what a Marseilluise
can do. .

Many of ,these theatres wese in granite, some in
brick. The theatre of Apollonia wag in magble. The
theatre of Salmydessus, which could be moved to.the
Doyic place or to the Epiphanian place, was a vast
scaffolding rolling on cylinders, after the fashfon of
those wooden towers which they.thrust against the
sbene towers of besieged towns.

And what poet did they play by preference at these
theatres? Alschylus.

Aischylus was for Greece the autochthonic poet. He
was Smore than Greek, he was Pelasgian. He was
born at Eleusis, and not only was he Eleusian, but
Eleusiatic; that is to say, a believer. It is the same
shade as English and Anglican. The Asiatic element,
the, grandiose deformation of this genius, increased the
respect ; for people saltl that the great Dionysius, that
Baechus, common to the West and the East, came 4n
his dreams to dictate to him his tragedies. You find
agaid in that “ I’Alleur” of Shakespeare.

Aischylus, Eupatride and Eginetic, struck the
Greeks as more Greek than themselves. In those
times of code and dogma mingled together, to be sa-
cerdotal was an elegated way of being national. Fifty-
two of his tragedies had béen crowned. On leaving
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the theatre after the perfosmance of the plays of As-
chylus, the men would strike the shields hung at the
doors of the temples, crying, * Fatherland—fathee- .
land!” Let us add here, that to be hieratic did not
hinder him from being demotic. ZEschylus loved the
people, and the people adored him. There are two
=siles to greatness: majesty is one, familiarity is the
other. Atschylus was familiar with the turbulent and
generous mob of Athens. He often gave to that mob
-a fine part in his plays. See, in the Orestias, how ten-
derly the chorus, which is the peeple, receive Cassan-
dra! The queen uses youghly and scares the slave,
whldm' the chorus tries to reassure and soothe. Ats-«
chylus had introduced the people in his grandest works :
in “ Pentheus,” with the tragedy of The Wool-combers ;
“ Niobe,” with_the tragedy of thg Nurses; in «Atha
mas.” with the. tragedy of the Net-drawers ; in * Iphi-
genia,” with 4he tragedy of the Red-makers. 1t wason
the side of the people that he turned the balance in
that mysterious dragna, 7ke Weighing of Souls.* ,There-
fore had he been chosen to preserve the sacred fire. ®
In all the Greek colonies they played the Orestias,
and The Persians. Mschylus being present, the
fatherland was no longer absent. The magistrates
ordered these almost rehgmus 1epresentat10ns The
gigantic Mschylian theatre was entrusted with
watching over the infancy of the colonies. [t enclpsed
them in the Greek spirit, it guaranteed them from the
influence of bad neighbours, and from &1l temptations
of being led astray. It preservdd them from foreign
contaot, it maintained them within the-Hellenic cirele.
It was there as a warning. All those young offsprings
of Greece were, so to speak, placed under the care of
Zschylus.
In India they readily give the children into the
charge of elephants. These enormous specimens of

*
* The « Plychostasia.”
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goodness watch over the Jittle things. The whole
group of flaxen heads sing, laugh, and play under
the shade of the trees. The habitation is.at some
distance. The mother is not with them ; she is at
home, busy with her domestic cares, she pays no at-
tention to her children. Yet, joyful ag they are, they
are in danger. These beautiful trees are treacherous ™
they hide under their thickness thorns, claws, and
teeth. There the cactus bristles up, the lynx roams;
the viper crawls. The children must not wander.
away; beyond a certain limit they would be lost.
Nevertheless, they run about, call to each other, pull:
‘and entice one another away, some of them scately
stuttering, and quite unsteady .on their little feet,
At times one of them goes éoo far. Then a for
‘midable trunk is gtretched out, seizgs the Jlittle one,
and gently carries him home.
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* CHAPTER X.

THERE were some copies more or less complete of
ZAschylus.

Besides the copies in the coldnies, which were
limited to a small number ofspieces, it is certain that
partial copies of the original at Athens were made by
the Alexindrian critics and scholars, who have left us
some fragments, among® others the comic fragment of
the “Argians,”s the Bacchic fragment of the
« Bidons,” the lines cited by Stobzus, and even the
probably ap8cryphal verses given by Justin the
Martyr. <. .

These copies, buried but perhaps not destroyed,
have buoyed up the persistent hope of searchers,
notably of Le Clerc, who published in Hollang, in
1709, the discovered fragments of Mehander. Pierre
Pelhestre, of Rouen, the man who had read evgry-
thing, for which the worthy Archbishop Péréfixe
scolded him, affirmed that the greater part of the
poems of Aschylus would be found in the Isbraries of
the monasteries of Mount Athos, just as the five books”
of the Annals of Tacitus had bgen discoverell in the
Convent of Corwey in Germany, and the Jnsti{utions
of *Quintilian, in an old tower of the Abbey ‘of
St. Gall.

A tradition, not undisputed, would have it that
Euergetes I1. had returned to Athgns, not the original
copy of Jlschylus, but a copy, leaving the fifteen

* talents as a compensation.
Independently of the story abaut Euergetes and

Omar that we, have zelated, and which., very true in
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the whole, is perhaps legendary in more than one
particular, the loss of so many beautiful works of
mtiquity is but too well explained by the small
number of copies. Egypt, in particular, transcribed
everything on papyrus. The papyrus, being very
dear, became very rare. Peo’ple were reduced to verite
on pottery. To break a vase was to'destroy a booke
About the time when Jesus Christ was painted on the
walls at Rome, with the hoofs of an ass, and this in-
seription, ““ The God of the Christians, hoof of an ass,”
in the third century, to make ten manusecripts of
Tacites yearly, or, as we, shopld say to-day, to strike
off ten copies of his-works, a Casar must need$ 2all
himself Tacitus, and believe Tacitus to be ltis uncle.
And yet Tacitus is nearly losk  Of the twenty-eighit
years of his “ Hisfory of the Ceesars,” going from the
year sixty-nine to the year ninety-six, we have bui one
complete year, sixtyenine, and a fragmerst 6f the year
seventy. Buergetes prohibited the exportafion of
papyrys, which caused parchment to be invented.
"Phe price of papyrus was so high, that Firmius the
Cyclop, manufacturer of papyrus, in 270 made by his
trade enough money to raise armies, wage war against
Aurelian, and declare hirself emperor.

@Gutenberg is a redeemer. These submersions of
the works of the mind, inevitable before the invention
of printing, are impossible at present. Printing is the

=discovery of the inexhaustible. It is perpetual motion
found for socidl science. From time to time a despot
seeks to stop or to facken it, aml he is worn away
by the frictior. The impossibility to shackle thought,
the impossibility to stop progress, the book imperish-
able, such is the result of printing. Before printing,
civilization was subject to losses of substance. The
indications essentidl to progress, derived from such a
philosopher or such a poet, made all at once default.
A page was sudgenly torn from the human book.
To disigherit humanity vf all the great bequests
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of genius, the stupidity of a copyist or the caprice
of a tyrant sufficed. No such danger in the present
day. Henceforth the unseizable reigns. No on€
could serve a writ upon thought and take up
its body. It has no lgnger a body. The manu-
script was the body of the masterpiece; the manu-
esveipt was perishable, and carried off, the soul, the
work. The work, made a printed sheet, is delivered.
It is now only a soul. Kill now this immortal!
Thanks to Gutenberg, the copy is no longer exhaus-
tible. Every copy is a root, and has in itself its
own possible regeneration in ¢housands of editidns—
the Tunit is pregnant with the innumerable. This
prodigy Itas saved universal intelligence. Gutenberg,
m the fifteenth century emerges from othe awful
obscurity, bringing out of the darkness that ransomed
captare the human mind. Gutenberg is for ever the
auxiliary of life; he is the permarkent felldw-workman
in the °great work of civilization. Nothing i® done
without him. He has marked the transition of the
man-slave to the free-man. Try and deprive civilizf*
tion of him, you become Egypt. The decrease of the
liberty of the press is enough to diminsh the stafure
of a people. R
One of the great features in this deliverance of man
by printing, is, let us insist on it, the indefinite pre-
servation of poets and philosophers. Gutenberg is
like the second father of the creations of the mind.:
Begore him, yes, it was possible for i cheAd euvre
to die. . ¢
Greeee and Rome'have left—mournfuld thing to sdy
—vast ruins of books. A whole fa¢ade of the human
mind half crumbled, that is antiquity. Here the ruin
of an epic poem, there a tragedy dismantled; great
verses effaced, buried and disfigured, pediments of
ideas almost entirely fallen, geniuses truncated like
columns, palaces of thought withoug ceiling and door,
ibleached bones of poems—f-a death’s-head which has
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been a strophe, immortality in ruins. TFearful night-
mare! Oblivion, dark spider, hangs its web between -
the drama of Aschylus and the history of Tacitus.
Where is schylus? —in pieces everjwhere.
JBschylus is scattered in twenty texts. His ruins.
must be sought in innumerable different places.
Athenzus gives the dedication 7o Thme, Macrobae®
the fragment of Ztza and the homage to the Palie-
gods, Pausanias the epitaph, the anonymous bio-
g.raphers, Goltzius and Meursius, the titles of the lost
ieces. .
P ‘Weknow from Cicero, in the Disputationes Tusculane,
that Mschylus was a Pythagorean ; from HerodStus,
tha the fought bravely at Marathon; from<*Diodorus
of Sicily, that his brother Amsynias behaved valiantly
at Platea; from Justin, that his hrotherdCynegyrus
was heroic at ‘Salamis. We know by the didas-
calies that the Pemians were represented *under the
archorr Meneo,» T%e Seven Chiefs before Thebes® under
the agchon Theagenides, and the Oresfias under the
Zrchon Philocles; we know from Aristotle -that
Aschylus was the first to venture to make two per-
sonages speak @t a time on the stage ; from Plato that
the slaves were present at his plays; from Horace,
that he invented the mask and the buskin; from '
Pollux, that pregnant women miscarried at the ap-
pegrance,of his Furies; from Philostratus, that he
~abridged the monodies; from Suidas; that his theatre
tumble® dowit under the pressure of the crowd; from
ZElian, that he comntitted blasphemy ; from Plutarch,
that he was exiled; from Valerius Maximus, éhatr an
eagle killed him by letting a tortoise fall on his head;
from Quintilian, that his plays: were re-cast; from.
Fabricius, that his sons are acqlised of this crime oﬂ
leze-paternity ; frol the Arundel marbles, the date of
his birth, the date of his death, and his age, sixty-f
nine years. s
Now take away from tlge drama the East and re-
. .
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place it ‘by the North, take away Greece and put
‘England, take away India and put Germany, that
other.immense mother, 4l-men; take away Pericles
and put Elizabeth, take away the Parthenon #fd put
the Tower of London, take away the plebs, and put
the mob, take away the fatality and put the melan-
choly, take away the gorgon and put the witch, take
away the ®agle and . put the cloud, take away the sun
and put on the heath shuddering if the évening
wind the livid light of the moon, and you have
Shakespeare.

_ Given the dynasty of men of genius, the originality
"of each being absolutely reserved, the Poet of the
Carlovingian formation being the mnatural succeSsor
of the poet of the Jupiterian formation and the
gothic: mist of the antigue mysterys. Shakespeareeis
ZBschylus IT7 . ' -

. 'There remains the right of tlfe French Revolution,.
creator of the third world, t6 be represented *in Axt?
Aot is an immense gaping chasm,sready t® receive all
that is within possibility.



BOOK V.

.THE SOULS,

\

CHAPTER I. «

Tae production of souls is the secret of the unfatbpm-
ablg depth. Thg innate, what a ghadow! What is
that concentration of the unknown: which takes place
.in the darkness, and whence abruptly bumsts *forth
shat light, a gemius? _What is the law of dhese
events ? O kove!, The human heart does its wouk
on earth, and that moves the great deep. 'What is
that imcomprehensible meeting of material sublimation
and moral sublimation in the atom, indivisible if
looked at “from lifg, incorruptible if locked at from
death? The atom, what a marvel! No dimension,
no extenty nor height, nor width, nor thickness, inde-
pendent of ‘every possible measure; and yet, every-
thing in this ngthing! For algebra, the geometrical
poiné. For philosophy, a soul. As a geometrical point,
thevbasis of science; as,a soul, the basis of faith. Such
is the atom. Two urns, the sexes, imbibe life, from
the’ infinite, and the spilling of one into the other
produces the being. This is the normal condition of
all, animal as well as man. But the man more than
man, . whence comes he? .
The Supreme intelligence, which here below is the
great man, what is the power which invokes it, incor-
porates it, and reduce; it to a hu{nan state? What
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part do the flesh and the blood take in this prodigy?
Why do certain teirestrial 8parks seek certain celestial
molecules? Where do they plunge, those spark«f.
‘Where do they go? how do they manage? What is
this gift of man to set fire to the unknown? This
mine, the infinite, this$ extraction, a genius, what
moit wonderful! Whence does that spring up?
«#¥hLy, at a given moment, this one-and not that one ?
Here, as everywhere, the incalchlable law of affinities
appears and escapes. One gets a glimpse, but sees
- not. O forger of the unfathomable, where art thou? -
Qualities the most diverse, the fnost complex, the
. most opposed. in appearance,s enter into the compo-
sition of souls. The contraries do not exclude; far
from that, they:completa each other. More than one
prophet contains a scholiast; more than one magian
is a philologist. Inspnatlon knows*its own trade.
Every poeteis a critic; witness thab excellént piece 8f
criticism on the theatre that Shakespeare sputs in the
mouth of Hamlet. A visionary mind may beat the
same time precise ; ltke Dante, who writes a bdok on’
rhetoric, and a grammar. A precise mind may be at
‘the same time visionary; like Newton, who cominents
on the Apocalypse; like Leibnitz, who demonstrates,
nova tnventa logica, the Holy Tnmty Dante knews
the distinction between the three sorts of words,
parola piana, parola sdrucciola, parola tronca ; he knows -
that the piana gives a trochee, the sdr ucciold™a dactyl,
and the tronca an iambus. Newton is perfectly sure
that the Pope is thbe Antichrist.® Dante combmes
and c;mlculates ; Newton dreams.
No law is to be grasped in that obscunty No
system is possible. The currents of adhesions and
f cohesions cross each other pell-mell. At times one
magines that he detects the phenomenon of the trans-
mission of the idea, and fancies that he distinctly sees
a hand taking the light from him whayis departing, to
give it to him who arrives. 1642, for examplg, is a
.

e L'
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* strange year. Galileo dies, Newton is born ih ‘that,
year. Good. It is a thread; try and tie it, it breaks
at once. Here is a disappearance: on the 23rd of
April, 1616, on the same day, almost at the  same
‘mnute, Shakespeare. and Cervantes die. Why are
these two flames extinguishefl at the same moments"
No apparent logie. A whirlwind in the night.] o
- Enigmas constantly. Why does Commodus pass
ceed from Marcus Aurelius?’ N

These problems beset in the desert Jerome,.that
man of the caves, that Isaiah of thie New Testament ;
he ifterrupted his deep thoughts on eternity, and his-
attention to the trumpet of the archangel, in order to
meditate on the soul of some Pagan in which h&™felt
interested; he calculated the age of Persius, con-
necting that research with some obscure chance ‘of
possible salvation for that poet, dear to the cenobite
‘on accountr of his gstrictness; and-wothing is sb sur-
prising as to see this wild thinker, half naked on his
straw,*like Job, dispute on this question, so frivolous
*in appearance, of the birth of a man, with Rufinds and .
Theophilus of Alexandria—Rufinus observing to him
that,-he is- snistaken in his calculations, and that
Persius having been born in December undbyr the
copsulship of Fabius Persicus and Vitellius and
hawving died in November, under the consulship of
Publius Marius and Asinius Gallus, these periods do
not correspond rigorously with the year II. of the twa
»hundred and third Olympiad, and the year IL. of the
two hitndred andetenth, the dafes fixed by Jerome.
The mystesy thus attracts deep thinkers. ,

These calculations, almost wild, of Jerome, or other
similar ones, are made by more than one dreamer.
Never to find a stop, to pass from" one spiral to
angther like Archimedes, and from one zone to anpther
like Alighieri, to fall, whilst fluttering about im the
circular well, is, the eternal lot of the dreamer. He'
strikes againstgihe hard wall on which the pale ray
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Eides. Sometimes certainty. comes to him as an:
obstacle, and sometimes clearness as a fear. -He keeps -
on his way. He is the bird under the vault. I is<=
terrible. No matter, the dreamer goes on. N

To dream is to thipk here and there. Passim.
‘What means the birth of Euripides during that battle

%f Salamis where Sophocles, a youth; prays, and where
JEschylus, in his manhood, fights? What means the
birth of Alexander in the night which saw the burning
of the temple of Ephesus? What tie between that
temple and that man? Is it theconquering and ra-
diant spirit of Europe which, destroyed under the
form of-the chef-d’euvre, revives under-the form of thé”
hexo ? *For do not forget that Ctesiphon is the Greek
drchitect of the temple of Ephesus. We have men-e
tioned just now the simultaneous disappearance of
Shakespeare and Cervantes. Here is another case not
less surpristng. The day wHen Diogenes died at
Corinth, Alexander died at Babylon: These two
cynrics, the one of +4he tub, the other of the sword,
depart together, and Diogenes, longing to enjoy the
'immense unknown radiance, will again say to
Alexander, “Move away from my sumr.”” T '

What is the meaning of certain harmonies in, the
myths represented by divine men? What is «this
an;ﬂqu between Hercules and Jesus which struck the
Fathers of the Church, which made Sorebindignant,
but edified Dnperron, and which makes Alcides a kind
of material mirror .of Christ? Is théle not a com-
mﬁnity of souls, and, unknown *to them, a communi-
cabion between the Greek legislator antl the Hebrew
legislator, creating at the same moment, without
kdowing each other, and without their suspecting the
existence of one another, the first the Areopagus, the
second the Sanhedrim ? Strange resemblance hetween
the jubilee of Moses and the jubilee of Lycurgus!
‘What are these double paternitiess—paternity of the

"2
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body, paternity of the sowl, like that of Dawid io|1|
Solomon ? Giddy helghts—steeps—preclplces

“$le who looks too long into this sacred howor feels
immensity racking his brain. What does the sounding-
line give you when thrown info that mystery ? ‘What
do you see? Conjectures quiver, doctrines shike,
hypotheses float; all the human philosophy vacillaté®
before the mpmnful blast rising from that chasm.

The expanse of the possible is, so to speak, under
your eyes. The dream that you have in yourself, you
discover it beyond yourself. ~All is indistinct. Con-
fused white shadows are.mowing. Are they souls?

“One catches, in the depths below, a glimpse of vague
archangels passing along; will they be men %t some

»future day ? « Holding your head between your hands,
you strive to see.and to know. _You are at the
window looking into the unknown. On all sidessthg
deep layers' of eflects” and causes, heaped one behind
the othet, wrapyou with mist. The man who medi-
tates net lives ,in blindness, the aman who meditates
lives in darkness. The choice between darkness and
darkness that is all we have. In that darkness,
‘which 15 up to the present time nearly all our science,
expgrience gropes, observation lies in wait, supposi-
tion*moves about. If you gaze at it very often you
‘become vates. Vast religious meditation takes pos.
session of you.

° Every man has in him his Patmos. He is free to
go or ndt to “go on that frightful promontory of
thought from which darkness is seen. If he goes not,
he€ remains in the common life, with the commen c8n-
science, with the common virtue, with the common
faith, or with the common doubt; and it is well. For
the inward peace i} is ev1dently the best. If he
ascends to that peak, he is caught. The profound
waves of the marvellous have appeared to him. No
one sees with im@unity that ocean. Henceforth he
will be the thinker enlargad, magnified, but floating ;



William Shakespeare. 149

that is to say, the dreamet. He will partake of the
poet and of the prophet. A certain quantity of him
‘now belongs to darkness. The boundless enters ifito
his life, into his conscience, into his virtue, into his
phllosophy He becomgs extraordinary in the eyes of
other men, for his measure is different from theirs. He
" s duties which they havé not. He lives int a sort
of vague prayer, catching, strange indeed, at an inde-
' ﬁmte certainty which he calls God. He distinguishes
in that twilight enough of the anterior life and
enough of the ulterior life to seizé these two gnds of
the, dark thread, and with them to tie up his soul,
again. Who has drunk will drink, who has dreamed
Wlll dream. He will not give up that alluring abyss,

that sounding of the fathomless, that indifference for
the world®*and fos life, that entrance ipto the forbidden,

that effor} to handle the impalpable and fo see the in-
visiblg; he rfeturns to them, he ans and bends over
them, he takes one step forward, thed %wo, and thus
it is that one penétrates into the impenetrable, apd
thus it is that one plunges into the boundless chasms
of infinite meditation.

He who walks down them is a Kart; he who falls
down them is a Swedenborg. .

To keep one’s own free will in that dilatation, i% to
be great. But, however great one may be the
problems cannot be solved. One may ply the fathom-
less with questions. Nothing more, As for the
answers, they are there, but mipgled with Shadows.
The huge lineaments of truth seem at times to appear
for*one’ moment, then go back, and are lost in the ab-
solute. Of all those questions, that among them all
which besets the intellect, that among them all which
rends the heart, is the question of the soul.

Does the soul exist? question the first. The per-
sistency of the self is the thirst of man. Without the
persistent self, all creation is for hitn but an immense
cui bono ! L1§ten to.the astounding affiymation which

3
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bursts forth from all consbiences. The whole sum
of God that there is on the earth, within all men,
°conlienses itself in a single cry, to affirm the soul.
And then, question the second, Are there great
souls ?

It seems impossible to doubt it. Why not great
minds irt humanity as well as great trees in the forest,
as well as gweat peaks in the horizon? The great:
souls are seen as well as the great mountains. Then,
they exist. But, here the interrogation presses
further; interrogation i§ anxiety : Whence come they?
What are they? Who are they? Are these atops
more divine than others? This atom, for instance,
which shall be endowed with irradiation heré below,

“this one which shall be Thales, this one ABschylus,
this one Plato, this one Ezekiel, this ene Mactchabeeus,
thls one Apollonius of Tyana, thls one Tertullian, this.
one’ Epictetus, this %ne Marcus Aurelius, thig one
Nestorius, this one Pelagius, this one Gama, this one
Copermt:us this one Jean Huss, this one Descartes,
this one Vincent de Paul, this' one Piranesi, this one
‘Washington, this one Beethoven, this one Garibaldi,
this one John Brown, all these atoms, souls having a
sublime function among men, have they seen other
worlds, and do they bring on earth the essence of
those worlds? The master souls, the leading intel-
leets, who Sends them ? who determines their appear-
ance ? who is judge of the actual want of humanity ?.
who chodses the soyls? who musters the atoms?
who ordains the departures? whe premedltates the'
arrivals? Ddes the atom conjunction, the® atdm
universal, the atom binder of worlds, exist? Is not
that the great soul?

To complete ones universe by the other, to pour
upon the too little of the one the too much of the
other, to increase here liberty, there science, there thé
ideal, to communfcate to the inferiors patterns of
syperior beauty, to exchangle the.effluvia, to bring the

:
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central fire to the planet,%o harmonize the various
worlds of the same system, to urge forward those.
which ate behind, to mix the creations—does not tfat
mysterious function exist P

Is it not fulfilled, vaknown to them, by certain

elects, who, momentarily and during their earthly
* fRansit, partly ignore themselves? Is not tlre func-
tion of such or such atom, divihe motive power called
soul, to give movement to a solar man among earthly
men? Since the floral atom exists, why should not
the stellary atom exist? That solar man will, be, in
tugp, the savant, the setr, thte calculator, the thaumafm
turge, the navigator, the architect, the magian, the
legislator, the philosopher, the prophet, the hero, the
poet. The life of humanity will move onward through ¢
them., The volatation of civilizatipn will be their
task—that team of minds will drag the huge chariot.
One hging unyoked, the others will start again. Each
completion of a century will be oné ‘stage” on the
journey. Never ahy solution of continmity>" That
which one mind will begin, another mind will finish,
soldering phenomenon to phenomenon, sometimes
without suspecting that welding prdcess. To each
revolution in the fact will correspond an adequate re-
volution in the ideas, and reciprocally. The horizon
will not be allowed to extend to the right without
stretching as much to the left. Men the mbdst diverse,
the most opposite, sometimes will adhere by unex-
pected parts, and in these adhergnces will bdrst forth
the imperious logit of progress. Orpheus, Buddha,
Confuéius, Zoroaster, Pythagoras, Moses, Manou,
Mahomet, with many more, will be the links of the
same ohain. A Gutenberg discovering the method
for the sowing of civilization and the means for the
ubiquity of thought, will be followed by a Christopher
Columbus discovering a new field. A Christopher
Columbus discovering a world wil be followed by a
. Luther discoyering alibersy. After Lupher,dnnovator
|
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in the dogma, will come ®hakespeare, innovator in
art. One genius completes the other.

But not in the same region. The astronomer

follows the philosopher; the legislator is the executor
of the poet’s wishes; the fighting liberator lends his
assistance to the thinking Liberator; the poet COYTO-
borates sthe statesman. Newton is the appendix to
Bacon; Dantfon originates from Diderot; Milton con-
firms Cromwell ; Byron supports Botzaris; ASschylus,
before him, has assisted Miltiades. The work is
mysterjous even for the very men who perform it.
Some are conscious of iteothers not. At great dis-
tances, at intervals of centuries, the correlatiogs mani-
fest themselves, wonderful ; the modification in humap
'manners, begun by the religiou$ revealer, will be com-
pleted by the philosophical reasoner,«so that Voltaire
follows up Jesus. Their work agrees ‘and coincitles.
If this concordance®rested with them, “both jvould
resist, Pé’rhaps‘-—'the one, the divine man, indignant in
his martyrdom, the other, the huntan man, humiliated
in his irony ; but that is so. Some one who is very
high orders it in that way.

Yes, Tet us nleditate on these vast obscurities. The
chagacteristic of reverie is to gaze at darkmess so
intently that it brings light out of it.

Humanity developing itself from the interior to the
exterior is; properly speaking, civilization. Human
intelligence becomes radiance, and step by step, wins,
conquers® and humapizes matters Sublime domes-
tication. This labour has phases;*and each of these
phases, marking an age in progress, is opened o1’ cloSed
byone of those beings called geniuses. These missionary
spirits, these legates of God, do they not carry in them
a sort of partial solution of this question, so abstruse, of
freewid? The apostolate, being an act of will, is related
on one side to liberty, and on the other, being a mission,
1s related by predeénation to fatality. The voluntary
ngcessary. Sych is the Messiah; such ig Genius.

.
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Now let us return—for.‘all questions which append
to mystery form the circle, and one cannot get out of
it—1let fis return to our starting-point, and to our Tirst
question : What is a genius? Is it not perchance
a cosmic soul P—a soul ambued with a ray from the
unknown? In what depths are such souls prepared ?

ow long do they wait? What medium ‘do they
traverse? 'What 1s the germination which precedes
the hatching? What is the mystery of the ante-
bixth? Where was this atom ? It seems as if it was
the point of intersection of all the forces. Haw come
all,the powers to convérge and tie themselves into ax,
indivisible unity in this sovereign intelligence ? Who
bas bred this eagle? . The incubation of the fathom-
less on genius, what an enigma! Thes? lofty souls’
momentalily belonging to earth, *have they not seen
sorthething else ? Is it for that reason that they arrive
here’with so many intuitions ? *Some of them seem
full of the dream of a previous world.® Is it thence
that comes to them the scared wildness that they
sometimes have ? Is it that which inspires them with
wonderful words ? Is it that which giyes them strange
agitations P Is it thence that they derive the hallu-
cination which makes them, so to speak, see and touch
imaginary things and beings? Moses had his fiery
thicket; Socrates his familiar demon; Mahomet his
dove; Luther his goblin playing with his pen, artd %o
whom he would say, ‘Be still, there!” Pascal his
gaping chasm that*he hid with a screen.

Many of those®majestic souls are evidently con-
scious®of a mission. They act at times as if they
knew. They seem to have a confused certainty. They
have it. They have it for the mysterious ensemble.
They have it also for the detail® Jean Huss dying
predicts Luther. e exclaims, ¢ You burn tlie goose
(Huss), but the swan will come.” , Who sends these
souls P Who creates’them ? What is the law of their
formation anterior and superior to lifg? Who pLo-

: - s
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vides them with force, paftience, fecundation, will,
Jpassion? From what umn of goodness have they
drawn sternness? In what region of the lightnings
have they culled love? Each of these great newly-
arrived souls renews philosoplsy, or art, or science, or
poetry, and re-makes these worlds after its own image
They aré as though impregnated with creation. A
times a trutbr emanates from these souls which lights
up the questions on which it falls. Some of these
souls are like a star from which light would drip.
From what wonderful source, then, do they proceed,
Jhat they are all different? Not one originates frgm.
the other, and yet they have this in common, that they
all bring the infinite. Incommensurable and insos
Quble questiofls. That does not stop the good pedants
and the clever mef from bridling «up, and saying,.
whilst pointing with the finger at the sidereal group.of
geniuses on the heights of civilization : “ You will have
no morg men such as those. They cannot be matched.
There afe no more of them. We declare to you that
the earth has exhausted its contingent of master
spirits. ..Now for decadence and general closing. We,
must make up our minds to it. 'We shall have no
more men of genius.”—Ah | you have seen the bottom
of the unfathomable, you!



William Shakespeare. 155

- ~* CHAPTER IL .

No, thou art not worn out. Thou hast not ‘before
thee the bourn, the limit, the term, the frontier,
Thou hast nothing to bound thee, as ¢winter
bognds summer, as lassitude the birds, as the preci-,,
pice the torrent, as the chff the ocean, as the tomb
man. -Thou art boundless. The * thou shalt not go
farther,” is spoken by thee; and it is not *said of thee.®
No, thou Windestnot a skein which diminishes, ahd
the thread of which breaks. Np, thou stoppest not
short.. No, thy quantity decréaseth not;_no, thy
thickness becometh not thinner ; no, thy faculty mis-
carrieth not ; no, it*is not true that they begin to pgr-
ceive in thy all-powerfulness, that transparence which
announces the end, and to get a glimpse behipd thee
of another thing besides thee. Another thing! and
what then P—the obstacle. The obstacle to whem?-
—the obstacle to creation! the obstacle to the ever-
lasting | the obstacle to the necessary! What a
dream ! - s
‘When thou hearest men say, ““ This is how far God
advances. Do not 2sk more of him. He starts from
here, and stops thtre. In Homer, in Aristotle, in
Newton, he has given you all that he had. Leave
him at rest now. He 1s empty. God does not begin
again. - He could do that once, he cannot do it twice.
He has spent himself altogether it this man; enough
of God does not remain to make a similar’man.”
‘When thou hearest them say sugh things, if thou
wast a man like them, thou wouldst smile in thy ter-
rible depth ; but thow art not in a terrible depth, and
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b'eing goodness, thou hast ho smile. The smile is but
a passing wrinkle, unknown to the absolute.

*hou struck by a powerless chill ; thou to keave off;
thou to break down; thou to say “Halt!” Never.
Thou shouldst be compelled to take breath after
having created 3 man! No, whoever that man tha
be, thou art God. If this wealk swarm of living bemgg
in presence of the unknown, must feel wonder and fear
at something, it is not at the possibility of seeing
the germ-seed dry up and the power of procreation
becomg sterile; it is, O God, at the eternal run of
Juiracles. The hurricane of iracles blows perpetu-
ally Day and night the phenomena surge around
us on all sides, and, not less marvellous, without dis-
‘turbing the Majestic tranquillify of the Bemg This
tumult is harmony:

The huge concentric waves of umversa], hfe care
boundless. The stdiry sky that we study is Jbut a
partial, apparitidn. We steal from the network of
thg Bemg but some links. The tomplication of the

enomenon, of which a glimpse can be caught,
geyond ] gur senses, only by contemplation and ecstasy,
makes the mind glddy The thinker who reaches so
far, «s, for other men, only a visionary. The necessary
entanglement of the perceptlble and of the impercep-
tible strikes the philosopher with stupor. This
plenitude fs required by thy all-powerfulness, which
does not admlj; any blank. The permeation of uni-
verses ifto universes makes part of thy infinitude.
Here we extend the word universe®to an order of facts
that no astronomer can reach. In the Cosmds that
the vision spies and which escapes our organs of
flesh, the spheres enter into the spheres without de-
forming each other, the density of creations being
differenit; so that, according to every appearance, with
our world is amalgamated, in some inexplicable way,

another world invisible to us, as we are invisible
tq 1it.
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~ *And thou, centre and place of all things, thou, the
Being, thou couldst be exhausted! The absolute
serenities could, at .certain moments, fear the wanteof
means on the part of the Infinite! The lights which
humanity requires, there, would come an hour when
thot couldst no longer supply it with them ! Mecha-~
rRally unwearied, thou couldst be worn outein the
m%ellectua,l and moral order! It would Qe proper to

, “God is extinguished on this side!” No! no!
nol O Father!

Phidias created does not stop you from making
Michael Angelo. Michael .Angelo completed; there
still remains to thee the material for Rembrandt. A
Dante dbes not tire thee. Thou art 'mo more ex-
hausted by a Homer tlfan by a star. The auroras by
the side o# aurorag, the indefinite renewmg of meteors,
the avorlds above the worlds, the wonderful passage of
these mcandéscent stars called ‘eomets, the geniuses
and aZain the geniuses, Orpheus, ther Mosts, then
Isalah then Aischyldus, then Lucretius, then J.‘hmtus
then J uvenal, then Cervantes and Rabelals thén-
Shakespeare, then Molitre, then Voltaire, those who
have been and those who will be, that does noT weary
thee. Swarm of Constellations! there is room in fhy
immensity.
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BOOK I.

So—c—

'SHAKESPEARE — HIS GENIUS.

= CH%TER L
“SHARESPEARE,” says TPorbes, « had neither the tragic
talent norethe cogic talent.* His tragedy is artificial,
apdehis comedy is butinstinctive.” Johnson confirms
the verdict—** His tragedy is the result of indusfry,
and his comedy the result of instinct.” * Aftet Forbes
and Johnson had contested his claim to drama; Green
contested his claim to originality. Shakespeare is
“a plagiarist ;” Shakespeare is “a copyist ;. Shake-
speare ‘“has invented nothing;” he®is “a crow
adorned with the plumes of others;” Le pilfers
Aischylus, Boccaccio, Bandello, Holinshed, Belle-
forest, Benoist de St. Maur; he pilfers Layamon,.
Robert of Gloucester, Robert of Wace, Pettr of Lemg-
toft, Robert Manning, John de Mandeville, Sackville,
Spenser; he steals the “ Arcadia’] of Sidney ; *he steals
the anonymous wosk called the ‘““True Chronicle of
King Iseir;” he steals from Rowley, in  The Trou-
blesome Reign of King John” (1591), the character
of the ,bastard Faulconbridge. Shakespeare pilfers
Thomas Greene; Shakespeare pilfers Dekker “and
. Chettle. Hamlet is not his; Othello is net his;
Timon of Athens is not his; nothing is his. As for
Green, Shakespeare is for him not dnly “a blower of
blank verses,” a “Shgke-scene,” a Johapnes ,factotu;n :
_ M .



162 William Shakespeare.

(allusion to his former position as call-boy and super-
pumerary) ; Shakespeare is a wild beast. Crow no
longer suffices, Shakespeare is promoted te a tiger.
Here is the text, “Tyger’s heart wrapt in a player’s’
hyde.”* :

Thomas Rhymer judges * Othello:” “The thoral
of this story is certainly very instructive. It i®a
warning to,good housewives to look after their lined.”
Then the same Rhymer condescends -to give up
joking, and to take Shakespeare in earnest—*“ What
edifying and useful impression can the audience re-
ceive from such poetryP» Te what can this poetry
*serve, unless it is to mislead our good sense, to throw
our thoughts into disorder; to trouble our ‘brain, to
pervert oureinstincts, to crack our imaginations, %o
corrupt our taste, and to fill our heads with vanity,
confusion, clatter, and nonsense’?” This was printed.
eighty years after the death of Shakespeare, in 1693. °
All the®critios and all the connoisseurs were “of one
opinida. .

*Here are some of the reproaches.unanimously ad-
dressed to Shakespeare :—Conceits, play on words,
puns. == Imprebability, extravagance, absurdity. —
Obgcenity. —Puerility —Bombast, emphasis, exaggera-
tion.—False glitter, pathos.—Far-fetched ideas, af-
fected style.—Abuse of contrast and metaphor.—-
Subtilty.—Immorality —Wniting for the mob.—
Pandering to the canaille—Delighting in the horrible.
—Wants of grace.— Want of charm.—Overreaching
‘his aim.—Having too much wit.~Having no wit.—
Overdoing his works, o o

“ This Shakespeare is a coarse and savage mind,” ’
says Lord Shaftesbury. Dryden adds,  Shakespeare
is unintelligible.” , Mrs. Lennox gives Shakespeare
this slap, “This poet alters historical truth:” A
German critic of 1680, Bentheim, feels himself dis-
armed, because, s2ys he, ‘‘ Shakespeare is a mind full

*a “ A Groatsworth of Wit,” 1592.
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of drollery.” Ben Jonson, Shakespeare’s protéyé, re-
lates' this (ix., 175, Gifford’s edition): I recollect.
that the comedians mentioned to the honour of Shake-
speare, that in his writings he never erased a line.
T answered, ¢ Would to Go@ he had erased a thousand.’”
This *wish, moreover, was granted by the worthy
publishers of 1623, Blount and Jaggard. They struck
out’of “Hamlet” alone two hundred lines; they cut
out two hundred and twenty lines of “ King Lear.”
Garrick played at Drury Lane only the “ King Lear” of
' Nahum Tate. IListen again to Rhymer: « “ Othello’
‘is a sanguinary farce without, wit.” Johnson adds,
« ¢{J@ius Ceesar,” a cold tragedy, and lacking the power
to move the public.” “I think,” says Warburton, in
a létter to the Dean of St.*Asaph, “that Swift has much
more wit #han Shakespeare,+and that the comic in
Shakespeare, altogether low as it is, is very inferior to
»the comic, 'in°®Shadwell.” As fer the witches #n
.« Macbéth,” ¢ nothing equals,” says thatscritie of the
seventeenth century, J'orbes, repeated by a criflc of
the nineteenth, ““the absurdity of such a spectacle.”
Samuel Foote, the author of the “ Young Hypocrite,”
makes this declaration: ““The comic in Shakespeare is
too heavy, and does not make one laugh. It is byf-
foonery without wit.” At last, Pope, in 1725, finds
a reason why Shakespeare wrote his dramas, and ex-
claims, “One must eat!” _ . o
. After these words of Pope, one cannot understand”
with what object Volgaire, aghast about “Shakespeare,
writes: “ Shakespearg, whom the English take for a
Sophecles, flourished about the time of Lopez (Lope,
_if -you please, Voltaire) de Vega.” Voltaire adds,
“You are not ignorant that in < Hamlet’ the diggers
prepare a grave, drinking, singjng ballads, and
cracking” over the heads of dead people the jokes
usual to men of their profession.” And, concluding,
he' qualifies thus the whole scene—a“these follies.".

He characterizes Shakespeare’s pieces by thig word,
-¢ M2 *
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“ monstrous farces called tragedies,” and complétes
the judgment by declaring that Shakespeare “has
rwined the English theatre.” .

Marmontel comes to see Voltaire at Ferney. Vol-
taire was in bed, holding al)ook in his hand; all at
once he rises up, throws the book away, stretches his
thin legs across the bed, and cries’ to Marmontel,
“ Your Shakespeare is a barbarian!” “He is not lny
Shakespeare at all,” replies Marmontel.

Shakespeare was an occasion for Voltaire to show
his skill at the target. Voltaire missed him rarely.
Voltdire shot at Shakespeara as the peasants shoot at
the goose. It was Voltaire who had commencéd in
France the attack against that barbarian. ¢ He nick-
named him the “St. Christopher of Tragic Poefs.”
He said to Madame de Graffigny, ¢ Shakespeare pour
rire.” He sald to Cardinal de Bernis, * Compose
pretty verses, deliser us, monsignor, *from plagues,
witches, the.sehool of the King of Prussia, the Bull
Unigenitus, the constitutionalists and the convul-
storusts, and from that ninny Shakespeare! ZLibera
nos, Domine.”” 'The attitude of Fréron towards
Voltdir® has, dn the eyes of posterity, as an attenuating
circumstance, the attitude of Voltaire towards Shake-
speare. Nevertheless, throughout the eighteenth cen-
tury, Voltaire gives -the law. The moment that
-Voltaire eneers at Shakespeare, Englishmen of wit,
“such as my Lord Marshal, follow suit. Johnson con-
fesses ¢he iZnorance and vulggrity of Shakespeare.
Frederic II. comes *in for a word also. He writes to
Voltaire a propos of Julius Cesar: “You have *done
well in re-casting, according to principles, the crude
piece of that Englishman.” Behold, then, where
Shakespeare is in the last century. Voltaire insults
him.. La Harpe protects him: * Shakespeare himself,
coarse as he was, was not without reading and
knowledge.”* o

* {a Hagpe : «Introduction aw Cours dg Littérature.”
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In our days, the class of tritics of whom we have
just seen some samples, have not lost courage.
Coleridge speaks of “Measure for Measure:” o‘a
painful comedy,” he hints. “Revolting,” says Mr.
Knight. * Disgusting,”responds Mr. Hunter.
" In 1804, the author of one of these idiotic Bio-
g'tplies Universelles, in which thiey contrive to relate
‘the history of Calas without pronouncing the name of
"Voltaire, and to which governments, knowing what
they are about, grant readily their patronage and sub-
sidies, a certain Delandine feels himself called upon
to Re a judge, and to pass sentence on Shakespeare;
-and_after having said that “Shakespear, which 1s pro-*
“npunced * Chekspir,” had, in his youth, “stolen the
deer of a nobleman,” hé adds—* Nature had brought «
together it the hgad of thispoet the highest greatness
we tan ipagine, with the lowest coarseness, without
wit.” _ Lately, we read the folldtving words, written
a short time ago by an eminent doltr who i§ living:
“ Second-rate authers and inferior poets, sich as
Shakespeare,” &c. .
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. CHAPTER II. - o

A: PoET must at the same time, and necessarily, be an
historian and a philosopher. Herodotus and Thales
are ingluded in Homer. Shakespeare, likewise, is this
Jtriple man. He is, besides, the painter, and what a
painter I—the colossal painter. The poet in reality
does more than relate, he exhibits. Poets have in
‘them a reflector, observation, and a condenser,
emotion: thence those grand lumineus speftres which
burst out from their,brain, and which go en bla%irg
for ever on the gloclny human wall. These phantoms
have 1‘ifé. Tb ‘exist as much as Achilles, would be
the ambition of Alexander. Shakespeare has tragedy,
comedy, fairy land, hymn, farce, grand divine laughter,
terror apd’ horror, and, to say all in one word, the
drama. He touches the two poles. He belongs to
Olympus and to the travelling booth. No possibility
fails him.

‘When he grasps you, you are subdued. Do not
expect from him any pitg. His cruelty is pathetics
He shows you.a mother, Constance, mother of Arthur,
and wheh he has branght you to that point of tender-
ness that your heart is as her heai't, he kills her child :
he goes farther in horror even than history, Which is
difficult; he does not content himself with killing
Rutland and driving York to despair; he dips in the
blood of the son the handkerchief with which he
wipes the eyes of the father. He causes elegy to be
choked by the drama, Desdemona by Othello. No
attenuation in anguish. Genius is inexorable. It
has its law anel follows it. The mind also has its in-
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clined planes, and these slobes determine its direction.
Shakespeare glides towards the terrible. Shakespeare,
Aischylus, Dante, are great streams of human emosion
shedding from the depth of their cave the wrn of
tears.

The poet is only limited by his aim; he considers
n8thing but the idea to be worked out; he dees not
recognise any other sovereignty, any othpr necessity
bu‘c the idea; for, art emanating from the absolute,
in art, as in the absolute, the end justifies the means.
This is, it may be said parenthetlcally, one of those
deviations. from the ordinary terrestrial law “which
make lofty criticism muse and reflect, and which reveal”’
tg it the’mysterious side of art. In art, above all, is
visible the guid divinuns The poet moves in his work
as providence in jts own; he excites, astounds, strikes,
ther exal{s or depresses, ‘ofben in inverse ratio to what
you expected; diving into your sotil through surprise.
Now consider. Art has, like the infinite, a®Because
superior to all the Why’s. Go and ask the whérefore
of a tempest from the ocean, that great lyric. "What
seems to you odious or absurd has an inner reason for
existing. Ask of Job why he scrapes the pus on his
ulcer with a bit of glass, and of Dante why he sgws
with a thread of iron the eyelids of the larvas in
purgatory, making the stitches trickle with fearful
tears!1*  Job continues to clean his sort with <
broken glass and wipes it on his dungheap, and Danfe
goes on his way. dhe same with Shakespeate

His sovereign herrors reign and force themselves
upoh ydu. He mingles with them, when he chooses,
the charm, that august charm of the powerful, as
superior to feeble sweetness; to slender attraction, to
the charm of Ovid or of Tibullus, as the Venus of

L3

* And as the sun does mot reach the blind, so the spirits of
which I was just speaking have not the gifteof heavenly light. An
iron wire pierces and fastens together their eyelids, as 1b is done
to the wild hawkein ordersto tame it. (“ Purgasory,” ghap. xiii)
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Milo to the Venus de Medici. The things of the
unknown, the unfathomable metaphysical problems,
the enigmas of the soul and of nature, whicle is also a
soul ; the far-off intuitions of the eventual included in
destmy, the amalgams of thought and event, can be
translated into delicate ﬁgures and fill poetry twith®
mystexious and exquisite types, the more delightful
that they are rather sorrowtul, somewhat 1nv1sﬂﬂe,
and at the same time very real, anxious concerning
the shadow which is behind them and yet trying to
please you. Profound grace does exist.

Préttiness combined with greatness is possible; it
'is found in Homer, Astyanax is a type of it; but the
profound grace of which we speak is somethIng more
than this epic delicacy. It°®is linked to a certain
amount of agitation, and- means thg infinke without
expressing it. It is a kind of light and shade
radiance. The mo@dérn men of genius alone have that
depth irr the smile which shows elegance and depth at
the s#fige time.

*Shakespeare professes this glace, which is the very
opposite to the unhealthy grace, although it resembles
it, emanating as it does likewise from the grave.

Qorrow, the great sorrow of the drama, which is
nothing else but human constitution carried into art,
envelopes this grace and this horror.

- Hamlets doubt, is at the centre of his work, ang
at the two extremities, love; Romeo and Othello, all
the heast. There is hght in the folds of the shroud
of Juliet; but nothmg but darkwmess in the winding-
sheet of Ophelia disdained and of Desdemona %us-
pected. These two innocents, to whom love has
broken faith, cannot be consoled. Desdemona sings
the song of the willow under which the water bears
Ophelia away. They are sisters without knowing
* each other, and kindred souls, although each has her
separate drama. ® The willow trembles over them
both. In thg mysterious chant of the calumniated

-
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“who is about to die, floats *the dlshevelled shadow of
. the drowned one.

Shakespeare in philosophy goes at times degper
than Homer. Beyond Priam there is Lear; to weep
at ingratitude is worse than weeping at death. Homer
"medts envy and strikes it with the sceptre, Shake-
speare gives the sceptre to the envious, and out of
Thersites creates Richard III. Envy ig exposed in
its nakedness all the better for being clothed in purple ;
its reason for existing is then wsxbly altogether in
itself; envy on the tlnone, what more stan !

Def'onmty in the person af the tyrant is not enough
for“this philosopher ; he must have it also in the shapé’
of the vilet, and he creates Falstaff. The dynasty of
common sense, inangufated in Panurge, scontinued ine
Sancho Punza, gges wrong -and miscarries in Falstaff.
The rock Whlch this wisdom splits upon is, in reality,
lowness. = Sdncho Panza, in com$ination w1th the =ass,
is embodied with ignorance; Falstaff-—glutton, pol-
troon, savage, obscone, human face and stomach, with
the lower parts of the brute—walks on the four Yeet
of turpitude ; Falstaff is the centaur man and pig.

Shakespeare is, above all, an imagiration.” Now—
- and this 1s a truth to which we have already allyded,
and which is well known to thinkers—imagination is
depth. No faculty of the mind goes and sinks deeper
than imagination; it is the great diver. Scienee,
reachmg the lowest depths, meets imagination. 1n
conic sections, in dogarithms, ip the differential and
integral calculus, im the calculation of probabilities, in
the 1nfmlte81mal calculus, in the calculations of sonorous
waves, in the application of algebra to geometry, the
imagination is the co-efficient of calculation, and ma-
thematics becomes poetry. I haveao faith in the science
of stupid learned men. .

The poet philosophizes because he imagines. That ¢
is why Shakespeare has that soveéreign management
of reality whjch enables him to have his way with it ;
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and his very whims are vafieties of the true—varieties
which deserve meditation. Does not destiny resemble
a censtant whim? Nothing more incoherent in ap-
pearance, nothing less connected, nothing worse as
deduction. Why crown thig monster, John? Why
kill that child, Arthur? Why have Joan of *Arc
burnt?s Why Monk triumphant? Why Louis XV.
happy? Why Louis XVI. punished? Let the logic
of God pass. It is from that logic that the fancy of
the poet is drawn. Comedy bursts forth in the midst
of tearg; the sob rises out of laughter; figures mingle
.and clash ; massive forms, nearly animals, pass clum-
sily ; larvas—women perhaps, perhaps smoke—1loat
about; souls, libellulas of darkness, flies of the twi-
dight, quivereamong all these Black reeds that we call
passions and evepts. At -one pole Lady M@cheth, at
the other Titania. A colossal thought, and an *ing-
mefse caprice. N ) .
‘What are the “ Tempest,” < Troilus and Cressida,”
“The Twvo Gentlemen of Verona,”* The Merry Wives
of "Windsor,” the * Midsummer Night'’s Dream,”
“ The Winter’s Tale?” They are fancy——arabesque
work. The ardbesque in art i3 the same phenomenon
as vegetation in nature. The arabesque grows, in-
creases, knots, exfoliates, multiplies, becomes green,
blooms, branches, and creeps around every dream. The
araBesque i8 endless; it has a strange power of exten-
sion and aggrapdizement; it fills horizons, and opens
up other$; it intercepts the lumimous deeds by innu-
merable intersections; and, if you mix the human
figure with these entangled branches, the nseldle
makes you giddy; it is striking. Behind the ara-
besque, and through its openings, all philosophy can
be seen; vegetationelives; man becomes pantheist; a
combination of infinite takes place in the finite; and
" before such work, in which are found the impossible
and the true, the human soul trembles with an emo~
tign obscure and yet supreme., -
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* For all this, the edifice Sught not to be overrun by
vegetation, nor the drama by arabesque:

One of the characteristics of genius is the singular -
union of faculties the most distant. To draw an as-
tra%\al like Ariosto, thengto dive into souls like Pascal,
such is the poet. Man’s inner conscience belongs
t8 Shakespeare; he surprises you with it comstantly.
He extracts from conscience every unforeseen contin-
gence that it contains. Few poets surpass him in this
psychical research. Many of the strangest peculiari-
ties of the human mind are indicated by hirg. He
skilfully makes us feel the simplicity of the metaphy-.
sical fact under the complication of the dramatic fact.
That which the human creature does not acknowledge
inwardly—the obscure’ thing that he begins by fears
ing, and ®nds by desiring—>such is the point of junc-
tiort and {he strange place of meeting for the heart of
virging and the heart of murdefers—for the soul of
Juliet and the soul of Macbeth; th® “nnocent fears
and longs for love, just as the wicked one for am‘biti.on.
Perilous kisses given on the sly to the phantom—
smiling here, fierce there. .

To all these prodigalities, analysis, synthesis, crea-
tion in flesh and bone, reverie, fancy, science, meta-
physics, add history—here the history of historians,
there the history of the tale; specimens of everything
—of the traitor, from Macbeth the assaksin of *lfis
guest, up to Coriolanus, the assassin of his country; of
the despot, from tle intellectualetyrant Ceesfr, to the
bestial tyrant Henry VIIL.; of the carnivorous, from
the'lio down to the usurer. One may say to Shylock,
“ Well bitten, Jew!” And, in the background of this
wonderful drama, on the desert heath, in the twi-
light, in order to promise crowns to murderers, three
black outlines appear, in which Hesiod, through the
vista of ages, perhaps recognises the Parce. Inordi-
nate force, exquisite charm, epic ferdeity, pity, creative
faculty, gaiety—that lofty gaiety umsntelljgible to
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parrow understandings, ®arcasm, the cutting lash
for the wicked, star-hke greatness, microscopic te-

nuity, boundless poetry, which has a zenith and a
nadlr the ensemble vast, the detail profound, nothing
is wanting in this mind. Ope feels, on approaching
the work of this man, the powerful wind which wéuld
burst forth from, the opening of a whole world—tife

radlancy of genius on every side—that is Shakespea,re
Totus in antithesi, says Jonathan Forbes.
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. CHARTER IIL

. OnE of the characteristics which distingnish men of
genius from ouhna.ly minds, is that they have-a
double reflection, just as the carbuncle, according to
Jerome Cardan, differs from crystal and glass in havmg
a dquble refraction. +

enius and carbuncle, double reflection, double re-*
fiaction ; the same’ phenomenon in the moral and in
the physical order.  ° o

Does this digmond of diamonds, the carbuncle,
exist? It is a question. Alchemy says yes,
chemigtry searches. As for genhus, it exists. It is
sufficient to read one verse of Zschylaseor Jfivenal in
order to find this carbuncle of the human brai’

This phenomenon of double reflection raises®to
the highest power.in men of genius what rhetoricians
call antithesis, that is to say, the sovereign faculty of
seeing the two sides of things.

I dislike Ovid, that proscribed coward, that Licker
of bloody hands, that fawning cur of exile, that far-
away ﬂa,tteler disdained by the tyrant, and I hatestke
“ el esprit”’ of which Ovid is full; but I do not con-
found that “ bel esprit” with thg powe1fu1 antithesis
of Shakespeare. ¢

Complete minds having everything, Shakespeare

contains Gongora as Michael Angelo contains Ber-
nini; .and there are on that subject ready-made
sentences—* Michael Angelo is«a mannerist, Shake-
speare is antithetical.” These are the formulas of
the school ; but it is the great questlon of cantrast in
art seen by the small side.

Totus in anfithesi. . Shakespeare is all in gntithesjs.
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Certamly, 1t 1s. not Yery _}ust to see all the man, zmd
‘such g man, in- ‘one of his: quahtles, -But, this reserve
being ng. made let s Jbserve that this saying, Totus in
unbithesi, ‘wluch-prefends to be a. criticism, might be
sitply 4 sfabement; ‘Shakespeare,in fact, has de-
. served, like all traly great pets, this praise, to beslike
.c1ea1ﬁon. - What is creation? Good and evil, joyand
* sorrow, man - and. woman, roar and song,. eagle and
"yulture,lightning, and- ray, bee and-drone, mountain
-and vallgy, love and hate; the medal and -its reverse,
bea\}ty- and ~ ughness star ‘anid ' swine, . high "and
,l v.- *Naturé is the Etema]. “bifronted. And tlns
ntltheszs «whence gomes~the ant1ph1as1s is found in
all’ the habits’ of man ; it is_in fable, in hntmy, m
yPhilesophiy, jn language. Are you the Furies, they
«all, you Bumenides, the Chalmmg, 6. yow kill your
.brothers, you are talled Philadélphus? kill your father, ,
ey will call you Pbidopator;.be a great'general they
will ealloyou “le petit caporal”’ -'The antithbsis of
‘Shakespéare is universal antithesis, always and eyery-
where ; it is the abiquity of antiftomy ;_life and deatl;
cold and heat, just and unjust, a;noel and* demon,
‘heavep smd earth, flower and: llghtmng, melody and-
“harmony, spirit, and flesh, high “and low, ocean -and
envy, foam and slaver, hurricane and whlstle self and,
‘notself] the objective gnd - the subjective,. marvel ‘and,
-mnac’le, type and ,monster, soul-and shadow.~ It is
“frern this sombre, palpable difference, from this endless.
ehb and,.flow; from “this perpetual, yes and no, from
thls irreducible oppdsition, from; thig immense anta;
gonism ever existingy that Rembrandt obtams -lus
chiaroscuro and Piranesi his vertiginous helcrht
Before removmcr this antithesig from art, commencé
by rentoving it from Jature, -
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“ HE 'is reserved-and discreet. ~You tiay trust him ;
he-will take no advantagé. * He has, above all,a verys
_raie quality ; he is goben” J+ - =~ 4~ T LaAs
. 'What is"this P—a: recosmmendation for a domestic
No. _ It is the panegyrit. of 'a writer. , A eertain
school, called: *“seriots,”” has -in. our~days hoisted" this’
programme of ‘poetry: Sobriety.  It:seems’*that the'
~ only question_shopld be. to -preserve literature frody"
- indigestion, © Formerly, the mottd was, ™ Prolificness
“and power;”. to:ddy it is “tisane.8 “You_ ale il the4
‘ rés‘pleiideﬁt gaiden of the Muses, wheresthos8 divine
blosserits of the iniid that the Gréeks called Ttopes
" blow-in tiot, and luxiitiance on every-branchy every:
“"where.the ideal image, everywhere the thought-flower;
everywhere frits; metaphors,” golden applés, «pex’:
fumes; ¢olours, ‘rays, strophes, wonders; touch o~
thing, -be diséreet. - Whoevet-gathers nothing. theret
proves himself a true poet Be of the témperancé
society. A :good critical book is a tréatise on, the
"dangérs of -drinking. Do you wigh to: compose thig,
~Iliad, put yourself an diet. . Ahl thou mayest well
. open thy eyes wide, old Rabelais!, "~ - '
" Liyricism is heady, the Beautiftil intoxicates, great-
niess inebriates, the ideal causes giddiness;* Wwhoever
proceeds, from it is no longerin his right sensés; when
" you have walked among the stard] you are.capahle; of
refusing a prefecture; you are no longey a sengible
being ; they might offer you a_séat in $lie senate of
Domitian and yow would refuse'it, you no longer give
- to Cmsar what j§ due to Cesar, you ha‘ve.reacl}ed that,

? -

rs



176 William Shakespeare.

point of mental alienatibn that you will not even
salute the lord Incitatus, consul and horse. See what
is ¢he result of your hdvmg drunk in that shocking
place, the Empyrean. You become proud, ambitious,
disinterested. Now, be sober. It is f01b1dden to
haunt the tavern of the sulSlime.

Liberty means libertinism. To re§train yourself is
well, to geld yourself is better. * e

Pass your life in restraining yourself.

Sobriety, decency, respect for authority, irreproach- -
able toilet. No poetry unless it is fashionably dressed.
An vncombed savannah, a lon which does not pare
it§ nails, an unsifted torrent, the navel of th€ sea

‘which allows itself to be seen, the cloud which forgets

 itself so far as to show Allebaran, oh! shocking.

The wave foams qn the rock, the cataract ¥omits mto
the gulf, Juvenal spits on the tyrant. Fie ! .

“We like not endigh better than tob much. No'
exaggerationa - Henceforth the rose-tree shall ‘be com-
pelled.to count its roses. The. prairie shall he re-
qfiested not to be so prodigal of daisies; the spring
shall be ordered to restrain itself. The nests are
rather %oo prolific. ~The groves are too rich in
warblers. The Milky Way must condescend to number
its stars; there are a good many.

Take example from the big Mullen Serpentaria of the
Dptanical Garden, which blooms only every fifty years.
That is a flower truly respectable.

A trwe crific of She sober school is that garden-
keeper who, to this® questlon “Have you any night-
ingales in your trees ?” replied, “ Ah! don’t mention

‘it ; for the whole month of May these ugly beasts

have been doing nothing but bark.”

M. Suard gave tp Marie Joseph Chénier this certi-
ficate » HIS style has the great merit of not con-
taining comparisons.” In our days we have seen that
singular eulogium reproduced. This reminds us that
a great @rofessor of the Restoration, indignant at the
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comparisons and figures whieh abound in the prophets,
put a crusher on Isaiah, Daniel, and Jeremiah, with
this profound apophthegm, “The whole Bible is in
‘like’ (comme).”  Another, a greater professor s%ill,
'was the author of this saying, which is still celebrated
at the norma¥school: “ I*throw Juvenal back to the
romantic dunghill.” Of what crime was Jnvenal
guitty? Of the same as Isaiah—mnamely, of readily
expressing the idea by the image. Shall we return,
little by little, in the walks of learning, to the me-
tonymy term of chemistry, and to the opinion of
Pradon on metaphor? o °

Ohe would suppose, from the demands and clamours«
of the doetrinaiy school, that it has to supply, at its
own expense, all the comsumption of metaphors and,
figures that poets can make, and that it feels itself
‘ruined by spendtBrifts such as Pinddr, Aristophanes,
Ezekiel, Plawtus, and Cervantesq This school pats
under lock and key passions, sentimenty, the human
hear, reality, the idgal, life. TFrightened, it lgoks at
the men of genius, hides from.them everything,
and says, “How greedy they are!” Therefore it has
invented for writers this superlative praise,* He is
temperate.”

On all these points sacerdotal criticism fraternizes
with doctrinal criticism. The prude and the devotee
help each other. . .~

A curious bashful fashion tends to prevail ; we blush
at the coarse manneg in which grenadiefs mee$ death ;
rhetoric has for herees modest vifie-leaves which they
call periphrases ; it is agreed that the bivouac speaks
like the convent, the talk of the guardroom is a
calumny ; a veteran drops his eyes at the recollection
of Waterloo, the Cross of Honouy is given to these
modest eyes; certain sayings which are in history
have no nght to be historical, and it is well under-
stood, for example, that the gendarme who fired a

N -
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pistol at Robespierre at the Hotel-de-Ville was cdlled
La-garde-meurt-et-ne-se-rend-pas.

One salutary reaction is the result of the combined
effort of two critics watching over public tranquillity.
This reaction has already produced some specimens of
poets—steady, well-bred, ;prudent, whose style #lways
keeps. good time ; who never induge in an RZy
with all those mad things, ideas ;- who are never*met
at the corner of a wood, solus cum sold, with that
Bohemian, reverie ; who are incapable of havingcon-
nexion. either with imagination, a dangerous vaga-
bond; or with inspiration, a Bacchante, or with fa,ncy,
a loretfe ; who have never in their life given a kiss to
that beggarly chit, the muse; who do not°sleep out,
and who are honoured with the esteem of their door-
keeper, Nicholas Boileav. If Polymnia gees by with
her hair rather ﬁowmg what a scandal | Quick, they”
cal the hairdressew” M. de la Harpe ‘comes hastﬂy;'
These two sister critics, the doctrinal and the sacer-
dotal; aindertake to educate. They bring up writers
fivp the birth. They keep houses to wean them, a
boarding-school for juvenile reputations.

Thence a discipline, a literature, an art. Dress right,
fall into line! Society must be saved in literature as
well as in politics. Iivery one knows that poetry is a
frivolous 1insignificant thing, childishly occupied in
seekmcr rhymes, barren, vain; therefore nothing is
hore fornndable It behoves us to well secure the
thinkers. Lie down, dangerous beast! What is a
poet? For honour, nothing ; for persecution, every-
thing. .

This race of writers requires repression. It is
useful to have recourse to the secular arm. The means
vary. From time o time a good banishment is expe-
dient.- The list of exiled writers opens with.Aschylus,
and does not close with Voltaire. Each century has
its link in this ehain. But there must be at least a
pretext {or evile, banishment, and prosgription. That
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canifot apply to all cases. “ft is rather unmandige-
able; it is important to have a lighter weapon for
everyday skirmishing. A State criticism duly swarn
in and accredited, can render service. To organize
the persecution of writers by means of writers 1s not
a bad*thing. To entrap the pen by the pen is in-
genfous. Why not have literary policemen? °

~ Good taste is a precaution taken by good order.
Sober writers are the counterpart of prudent electors.
Inspiration is suspected of love for liberty. Poetry is
rather outside of legality; there is, therefore, an-official
art, the offspring of officiel criticism.

A “whole special rhetoric proceeds from those pre- |

misses. Nature has in that particular art but a narrow
entrance, and goes in thrfough the side doer. Nature
is infected *with demagogy. * The elgments are sup-
pressed as being bad company, and makihg too much
*uproar. , The ‘equinox is guilty o® breaking into fe-
served grounds; the squall is a nigltly row. The
othersday, at the School of Fine Arts, a pupil-painter
having caused the wind to lift up the folds of a manfle
during a storm, a local professor, shocked at this lift-
ing up, said, “ The style does not admit of wind.”

After all, reaction does not despair. We get qn;
some progress is accomplished. A ticket of confession
sometimes gains admittance for its bearer into the
Academy. Jules Janin, Théophile Gautiet, Paul de
Saint-Victor, Littré, Renan, please tg recite your
creed. . - .

But that does not suffice; the evil is deep-rooted.
The *ancient catholic society, and the ancient legiti-
mate literature, are threatened. Darkness is in peril.
To war with new generations! to war with the modern
spirit! and down upon Democracy, the daughter of
Philosophy ! s :

Cases of rabidness—that is to say, the works of
genius—are to be feared. Hygienic®prescriptions are
renewed. The public higél-road is evédeng,y badly

N
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watched. Tt appears tat there are some poets wan-
dering about. The. prefect of police, a negligent man,
allows some spirits to rove about. 'What is Authority
- thinking of? Let us take care. Intellects can be
bitten; there is danger. [t is certain, evident., It is
rumoured that Shakespeare has been met Witﬁogt a
muzzle on. '

This Shakespeare without a muzzle is the pr.esent,
translation.*

* $The Complete Works of Shakespeare,” translated by Frangois
Victor Hugo. . *
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. - CHAPTER V.

IF ever a man was undeserving of the good character
of “he is sober,” it is most certainly William Shake-
speare. Shakespeare is one of the worst rakes that
serious wmsthetics ever had 4o lord over. °
Shariespem'e is fertility, force, exuberance, the
overflowing® breast, the foaming cup, the brimful tub,
the overrunning sap, the éverflooding lava,.the whirl-
wind scattering germs, the «universal rain of life,
everything by thousands, everything by millions; no
feticence,. no binding, no economy, “the inordinate and
tranquil prodigality of the creator. To those who feel
the battom Tof their pocket, the inexhaustible seems
insane. Will it stop soon? Never. Shakespeare, i%
the sower of dazzling wonders. At every turn, the
image; at every turn, contrast; at every turm light
and darkness. .
The poet, we have said, is nature. Subtle, minute,
keen, microscopical like nature; immense. Not
discreet, not reserved, not sparing. Simplymagnifi- .
cent. ILet us explain this word, simple. -
Sobriety in poetry ispoverty ; simplicity is grandeur.
To give to each thingsthe quantity of space which fits
it, neitherrmore nor less, is simplicity. Simplicity is
justice. The whole law of taste is in that. Each
thing put in its place and spoken with its own
word. On the only condition that a certain latent
equilibrium is maintained and a certain mysterious
proportion preserved, simplicity may be found in the
most stupendous complication, eithee in the style, or
in the ensemble., These are the arcana af gr}at art,
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Lofty criticism alone, which takes its starting-point
from enthusiasm, penetrates and comprehends these
legrned laws. Opulence, profusion, dazzling radiancy,
may be simphicity. The sun is simple.

Such simplicity does not evidently resemble the
simplicity recommended by Le Batteux, the®Abbé
d’Aubignac and Father Bouhours. ° d

‘Whatever may be the abundance, whatever may be
the entanglement, even if perplexing, confused, and
inextricable, all that is true is simple. A root is
simple.

That simplicity which issprofound, is the only one
that art recognises. '

Simplicity, being true, is artless. Aurflessnesg is
the characteristic of truth. ®Shakespeare’s simplicity
is the great simplicitys He is fpolishly full of it.
He ignores the small simplicity. . * ..
« The simplicity avhich is impotence, the simplicity
which *is meagreness, the simplicity which is short-
winded, is a case’ for pathology. It has nothing to
do with poetry. An order for the hospital suits it
better than a ride on the hippogriff.

I adinit that the hump of Thersites is simple, but
the breastplates of Hercules are simple also. I
prefer that simplicity to the other.

The simplicity which belongs to poetry may be as
Juishy asethe oak. Does the oak by chance produce on
}rou the effect of a Byzantine and of a refined being P

ts inmumerable agtitheses, gigantic trunk and small
leaves, rough bark and velvet mosses, reception of rays
and shedding of shade, crowns for heroes ®and fruit
for swine, . are they marks of affectation, corruption,
subtlety and bad taste? could the oak be too witty?
could the oak belong to the hotel Rambouillet ? could
the oak be a précieux ridicule? could the oak be
tainted with Gongorism? could the oak belong to the
age of decadence? Is by chance complete simplicity,
Sancta gimplaitas, condensed in the cakbage ? '
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Refinement, excess of wit? affectation, Gongorism,
that is what they have hurled at Shakespeare’s head.
They say that those are the faults of littleness, gnd
they hasten to reproach the giant with them.

. But then this Shakespeare respects nothing, he
goes Straight on, putting” out of breath those who
wifh to follow *he strides over proprieties, he.over-
throws A_ristotle, he spreads havoc among fhe Jesuits,
methodists, the purists and the puritans; he puts
Loyola to flight and upsets Wesley; he is valiant,
bold, entelpnsmg, militant, direct. His inkstand
smokes like a crater.e He is always labonous,
ready, spirited, disposed, going forward. Pen in hand,
his brow blazing, he goes on driven by the demon of
gemus The stallion dbuses; there age he-mules
passing by*to whom this is -oﬁ'enswe To be prolific
is to-be aggressive. A poet like Isaiah, like Juvenal,

* like Slnkespea.re is, in truth, exoibitant. Byall theat
is holy’! some attention oucrht to be paid t® others,
one wan has no right to everythmg ; what! .a‘lways
virility, inspiration everywhere, as many metaphors
as the prairie, as many antitheses as the oak,
as many contrasts and depths as the universe;
what! for ever generation, hatching, hymen, partu-
rition, vast ensemdle, exquisite and robust detail,
hvmg communion, fecundation, plenitude, productmn'
It is too much; it infringes the rightseof humzm
geldings.

For nearly three eenturies Shalespeare, thispoet all
brimming with vixlity, has been looked upon by
sober crities with that discontented. air that certain
bereaved spectators must have in the seraglio.

Shakespeare has no reser ve, no discretion, no limit,
no blank. What is wanting in him is that he wants
nothing. No box for savings; no fast-day with him,
He overflows like vetretatmn like germination, like
light, like flame. Yet it does not®hinder him from
thinking of ypu, spectator or reader, feom y-eachin‘g
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to you, from giving you allvice, from being your friénd,
like any other kind-hearted La Fontaine, and from
renglering you small services. You can warm your
hands at the conflagration he kindles. '

Othello, Romeo, Iago; Macbeth, Shylock,

. Richard III., Julius Cwmsar, Oberon, Puck, Ophelia,
Desdemona, Juliet, Titania, men, women, witcles,
fairies, souls, Shakespeare is the grand distributor,
take, take, take, all of you! Do you want more?
Here is Ariel, Parolles, Macduff, Prospero, Viola,
Miranda, Caliban. More yet? Here is Jessica,
Cordelia, Cressida, Portia, Brabantio, Polonius, JHo-
*ratio, Mercutio, Imogene, Pandarus of Troy, Bottom,
Theseus.  Fece Deus, it is the poet, he offers himsglf,
ewho will have me? he giVes, scatters, squanders
himself; he is nexer empty. Why? He<%annot be.
Exhaustion with him is impossible. Therg is in*hjm
* something of the f¥thomless. He fills up again, and
spends htmseld, {her.l recominences. He is the bottom-
less tih of genius. = . .

In licence and audacity of language Shakespeare
equals Rabelais, whom, a few days ago, a swan:like
eritic called a swine.

Like all lofty minds in full riot of Omnipotence,
Shakespeare decants all nature, drinks it and makes
you drink it. Voltaire reproached him for his drunken-
ness and was quite right. 'Why on earth, we repeat;
why has this Shakespeare such a temperament? He
does nob stop, he dogs not feel fatigue, he is without
pity for the poor weak stomachs that aré candidates
for the Academy. The gastritis called ““ good taste,”
he does not labour under it. He is powerful. What’
is thig vast intemperate song that he sings through
ages, war-song, drinking-song, love-ditty, which passes
from King Lear to Queen Mab, and from Hamlet

* to Falstaff, heart-rending at times as a sob, grand.
as the Iliad! ‘I have the lumbago from reading

Sbﬁkeﬂp(“%ﬁe,”’sa’id M. Auger. .
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His poetry has the sharp®perfume of honey made
by the vagabond bee without a hive. Here prose,
there verse; all forms, being but receptacles for the
idea, suit him. This poetly weeps and laughs. The
Dnrrhsh tongue, a language little formed, now assists,
now harms h1m but everywhele the deep mind gushes
forth translucent, Shakespeare’s drama proceeds with
a kind of distracted rhythm ; it is so vast that it stag-
gers ; it has and gives the vertigo; but nothmcr is so
solid as this excited grandeur. Shakespeare, shuddeung,
has in himself the Wmds, the spirits, the plnlters the
vibrations, the fluctuatiens of transient breezcs, the
* obscure penetlatlon of effluvia, the great unknown sap. «
Thence his agitation, in the depth of which is repose.
It is this agitation i which Goethe ,is wanting,
wrongly prmsed for his impassiveyess, which is infe-
nqnty ThlS amtatlon, all minds of the first order
“have it. It is in Job, in Aschjlus, in Alighieri.
This agitation is humamty On carththe divine must
be human. It must propose to itsélf its own gaigma.
and feel disturbed about it. Inspiration bemc
prodigy, a sacred stupor mingles with it. A certain
majesty of mind resembles solitudes and is* blended
with astonishment. Shakespeare, like all great poets,
like all great things, is absorbed by adream. His own
vegetation astounds him; his own tempest appals
him. It seems at times as if Shakespeare terrifjed
Shakespeare. He shudders at his own depth. This
is the sign of supreme intellects. It is his own vast-
ness which shakes Im and i impar ts to him unaccount-
able® huge oscillations. There is no genius without
waves. An inebriated savage it may be. He has the
wildness of the virgin forest he has the intoxication
of the high sea.

Shakespeare (the condor alone gives some-idea of
such gigantic gait) departs, arrives, starts again,
mounts, descends, hovers, dives, sinlks, rushes, pluno'es
into the depths below, plunges into theodepi;l}s a,bove
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He is one of those geniufes that God purposely ledves
unbridled, so that they may go headlong and in full
flight into the infinite. '
Irom time to time comes on this globe one of these
spirits. Their passage, as we have said, renews art,
- science, philosophy, or society. *
They fill a century, then disappear” Thenit is fot
one century, alone that their light illumines: it is*hu-
manity from one end to another of time, and it is per-
ceived that each of these men was the human mind
itself contained whole in one brain, and coming, at
a givén moment, to give on earth an impetug to
* sprogress.
These supreme spirits, once life achieved and the
eWork complefed, go 1n death o rejoin the mysterious
group, and are probably at home in the infitte.



- _BOOK II

SHAKESPEARE—HIS WORK—THE
CULMINATING POINTS. .

. . CHAPTER 1. ¢

Tue chafacteristic of men of genjus of the first oyder
is to ‘produce each a peculiar modgl of man. All
besfow on humanity its portrait ; some laughing, some
weeping, others pensive. These last are the greatest.
Plautus laughs and gives to man Amphitryon, Rabelais
laughs and gives to man Gargantua, Cervantes laughs
and gives to man Don Quixote, Beaumarchais langhs
and gives to man Figaro, Moliére weeps and gives to
man Alceste, Shakespeare dreams and gives to man
Hamlet, Aschylus meditates and gives %0 man Pro-
metheus. The others are great; Aschylus and Shake-
speare are immensg. y .

These portraits of humanity,‘left to humanity as a
lasé fasewell by those passers-by, the poets, are rarely
flattered, always exact, striking likenesses. Vice,
or folly, or virtue, is extracted from the soul and
stamped on the visage. The tear congealed becomes
a. pearl; the smile petrified ends by looking like a
menace ; wrinkles are the furrows of wisdom ; some
frowns are tragic. This series of. models of man is
the permangnt lesson for generationsy; eacll century

P L]
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adds +in some ﬁgmes sotetimes done in full light
. and stlong relief, like Macette, Célimeéne, Tartuffe,
“Turcaret, and the N ephew of Rameau: Sometimes
“simple profiles, like Gil Blas, Manon Lescaut, Clarissa
Harlowe, and Candide.

God creates by intuition’; man creates by uYspl-
ration,, strengthened by observation.® This seco®d
creation, wlnch is nothmg else but divine action carried
out by man,is what is called genius.

The poet stepping into the place of destiny, an
invention of men and events so strange, so true to
nature; and so masterly, ,thab certain rehglous sects
- hold it in horror as an encroachment upon Providence,
and call the poet “the liar;” the conscience®of man,
faken in the, act and placed tn a medium which it
combats, governs oy transforms, such is tie drama.
And there is .in this something superior. This hand;
lingnof the human Sail seems a kind of équality with
God. Equality, .the mystery of which is explained
when v reflect that'God is withineman. This equa-
lity«is identity. "Who is our conscience? He. And
He counsels good acts. 'Who is our intelligence?
He. And He inspires the clkef-d auvre.

God may be there, but it removes nothing, as we
have proved, from the sourness of critics ; the greatest
minds are those which are.most brought into question.
It yen sometimes happens that true intellects attack

. genius; theinspired, strangely enough, donot recognise

> 1nsp1rat10n Era.smus Bayle, Scabger, St. Evremond,
Voltaire, many of the Fathers of #he Church, whole
families of philosophers, the whole School of* Alex
andria, Cicero, Horace, Lucian, Plutarch, J osephus
Dion Chrysostom, D10nys1us of Halicarnassus, Philo-
stratus, Metrodorus of Lampsacus, Plato, Pythagoras,
have severally criticized Homer. In this enumeration
*'we omit Zoilus. Men who deny are not critics.
Hatred is not intelligence. To insult is not to dis-
cuss.  Zgilus, eMeevius, Cecchi, Green,, Avellaneda,
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William Lauder, Visé, Fréfon, no cleansing of these-
names is possible. These men have wounded the -
human race through her men of genius ; these wretghed' -
hands for ever retain the colour of the mud that they
have thrown. . L "
Ahd these men have not even either the sad renown
tltht they seem to have acquired by right, or the whole
quantity of shame that they have hoped for. One
scarcely knows that they have existed. They are half
forgotten, a greater humiliation than to be wholly
forgotten. With the exception of two or three gmong
them who have become byewords of contempt, des-
pica’ble owls, nailed up for an example, all thesé -
wretched names are unknown. An obscure notoriety
follows their equivocal eXistence. Look ateéthis Clementy
who had talled himself the “‘ hypercritic,” and whose
profession it was to bite and denounce Diderot, he dis-
appears, and 1s confounded, althotgh born at Genéva,
with Clement of Dijon, confessor to<Mesdatnes, with
Dawid Clement, author of the Bibliothéque Cdricuse ;.
with Clementof Baize, Benedictine of St. Maur, and With
Clement d’Ascain, Capuchin, definator and provincial
of Béarn. 'What avails it him to have declared that
the work of Diderot is but an “obscure verbiage,”
and to have died mad at Charenton, to be after-
wards submerged in four or five unknown Clements ?
In vain did Famien Strada rabidly attatk Tacibus;
one scarcely knows him now from Tabien Spa’da,
called “ 2’ Ijpée dee Bois,” the  jester of Sdgismond
Augustus. In vain*did Cecchi vilify Dante; we are not
certain*whether his name was not Cecco. In vain
did Green fasten on Shakespeare; he is now con-
founded with Greene. Avellaneda, the “enemy” of
Cervantes, is perhaps Avellanedo. Lauder, the slan-.
derer of Milton, is perhaps Leuder. The wmknown-
de Visé, who tormented Moliére, turns out to be a°
certain Donneau; he had surnamed himself de Visé,
through a taste for nobility. . Those Snen gelied, jin’
]
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order to create for thenlselves a little éé/af, on the
greatness of those whom they ~outraged But no,
. they have remained obscure. ~These ‘poor insulters did
not get their -salary. Cbntempt has failed them.
Let us pity them.
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Ler us add that calumny loses its laf)our Then.
what purpose can it serve? Not ever an eVJ.l éne.
Do you know anything more useless than the’ shnO' ]
which does not sting?

Better still. This sting is beneficial.. Ina glven°
txme 1t 1s found that calumny, envy, and hatred; think-
ing to labour against, Imve worked in gid of truth.,
Their insudts bring fame, their blackening iiakes 1llus-
trious. They suceeed only in mmg.hncr with 'glory an

*outery which increases it. ‘o’ .

Let ds continue. - !

So, each of the mgn of genius tlles on in hie turn
this immense human mask, and such is the strepgth-
of the soul which they cause to pass through the
mysterious aperture of the eyes, that this look'chzmges
the mask, and, from terrible, makes it comic, then pen-
sive, then grieved, then young and smiling, then de-
creplt then sensual and gluttonous, then religious, then
outrageous; and it is Cain, Job, Atreus, A,a,x ann,
Hecuba, Niobe, Clytemnestm, N ausicaa, Pistoclerds,
Grumio, Davus, Pasicompsa, Chiméne, Don Axjas, Don
Diego, Mudarra, Riehard II1., Lady Macbeth, Desde-
mone, Juliet, Romeo, Lear, Sancho Panza, Pantagruel
Panurge, Arnolphe, Dandln Sganarelle, Agnes, Rosine,
V1ctor1ne Basile, Almaviva, bhembm Manfred.

From the direct divine creation ploceeds Adam, the
prototype. From the indirect divine creation,.that is
to say, from the human creation, proceed otherAdams ‘
the types.

A type does not produce any manen pagticular :
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it cannot be exactly supterposed upon any individual ;

it sums up and concentrates under one human form a
whole family of characters and minds. A type is no
abridgment; it is a condensation. It is not one,
it is all. Alcibiades is but Alcibiades, Petronius
is but Petronius, Bassomplerre is but Bassompierre,

Buckingham is but Buckingham, Frohsac is but Feon-
sac, Lauzun is but Lauzun ; but take Lauzun, Frdnsac,

Buckingham, Bassomplelre Petronius, and Alcibiades,,
and pound them in the mortar of imagination, and
from that process you have a phantom more real than
them'all, Don Juan. Take he usurers one by one, no
one of them is that fierce merchant of Venice, clying,

“ (o, Tubal, fee me an officer, bespeak him & for tnight
before, I Wl]l have the hefrt of him, if he forfeit.”
Take all the usurgrs together, from, the croavd of them
comes a total, Shylock. Sum up usury, youshave,
Shylock. The me.ta.phor of the people; who are never®
mistaken, confirms, without knowing it, the inventions
of tha poet and whilst Shakespeare ma]\es. Shy-
lotk, it creates’ the gmpe-a,ll Shylock 1is -the
Jewish bargaining ; he is also Judaism ; that is to
-say, hi§” whole nation, the high as well as the low,

faith as well as fraud, and it is because he sums up a
whole race, such as oppression has made it, that Shy-
lock is great. Jews, even those of the Middle Ages,
might with reason say that not one of them is Shy-
16ck. Men of pleasure may with reason say that not
one ofethem is Dqn Juan. Ng leaf of the orange-
tree when chewed glves the flavour of the orange, yet
there is a deep aflinity, an identily of roots, a sap
rising from the same source, the sharing of the same
subterraneous shadow before life. The fruit contains
the mystery of the tree, and the type contains the
mystery of the man. Hence the strange vitality of
the type.. For, and this is the prodigy, the type lives.

If it were but an abstraction, men would not recog-
pise it,qand would allow this shadow to,pass by: The
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tragedy termed classic makes larvee ; the drama creates
- types. A lesson which is a man, a myth with a hu-
man face so plastic that it looks at you, and that its
look is a mirror, a parable which warns you, a symbol
which criées out “beware,” an idea which is nerve,
muscle, and flesh, and which has a heart to love, bowels
to suffer, eyes to*weep, and teeth to devour or laugh,
a psychical conception with the relief of actual fact,
and which, if it bleeds, drops real blood, that is the
type. O power of true poetry! types are beings.
They breathe, palpitate, their steps-are heard on the
floor, they exist. They axist, with an existence more
intere than that of any creature thinking himself ¢
living there in the street. These phantoms have more
density than man. There is in their essence that,
amount of eternity which belengs to, ekefs-d’aeuvre, and
which makes Trimalcion live, whilst M. Romieu is dead.
e Types ale cases foreseen by Geall; genius realizes
them. It seems that God prefers to teachomaita lesson
throygh man, in orxder to inspire® confidence.” The
poet is on the pavement of the living; he spedks
to them nearer to their ear. Thence the efficacy of
types. Man is a premiss, the type the conélusion ;
God creates the phenomenon, genius puts a name on
it; God creates the miser only, genius Harpagon ;
God creates the traitor only, genius makes Tago; God
creates the coquette, genius makes Célimene; Geod
creates the citizen only, genius makes Chrysale; Godd
creates the ‘king onl]y, genius mgkes Grandgousier.
Sometimes, at a given moment, the type proceeds
completefrom some unknown partnership of the mass
of the people with a great natural comedian, involun-
tary an(_i powerful realizer ; the crowd is a midwife;
in an epoch which bears at one of its extremities
Talleyrand, and at another Chodruc-Duclos springs
up suddenly, in a flash of lightning, under the
mysterious incubation of the theatre, that spectre,
Robert Macairg. e
‘ o
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Types go and come ﬁrmly in art and in nature. T-hey
are the ideal realized. The good and the evil’of man
arein these figures. From each of them results, in the
eyes of the thinker, a humanity.

As we have said before, so many types, so
many Adams. The marf of Homer Achilles, is
an Adam; from him comes the- species of ethe
slayers : the man of Zschylus, Prometheus, is an
Adam; from him -comes the race of the ﬁghters
Shakespeare s man, Hamlef, is an Adam ; to him bes
longs the family of the dreamers. Other Adams,;
creattd by poets, incarnate, this one passion, another
duty, another reason, another conscience, anothet the
fall, another the ascension. Prudence, drifing to tre-
pidation, goes on from the okd man Nestor to the old
man Géronte. Love, drifting to appetite, goes on
from Daphne -t6 Lovelace. Beauly, entwined,with
the serpent, goes fpom Eve to Melusira. “The tybese
begin w Ggngsis, and a link of their chaif passes
throaghRestif deln Bretonne and Vadé. The lyrig suits
them, Billingsgate is not unbecoming to them. 'They
speak in country dialegts by the mouth of Gros-Rens,
and in Ylomer they 'say to Minerva, holding them by
the .hair of the head: “ What dost thou want with
ik, goddess P”

A surprising exception has been concéded to Dante.
The man of Dante is Dante. Dante has, so to speak,
created a second time in his poem ; he is his own type;
his Adpm is himself. For the action of his poem he
lias sought out no dne. e hasjonly taken Virgil as
supernumerary. Moreover he made himself epic at
once, without even giving himself the trouble to change
his name. ‘What he had to do was in fact simpley
to descend into hell and remount to heaven. What
good ;was it to trouble himself for so little? He
Enocks gravely at the door of the infinite and says
“Open, I am Dante.” -
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_ CHAPTER IIL.

[ -
Two marvellous Adams, we have just said, are the
man of ZAschylus, Prometheus, and the man of
Shakespeare, Hamlet. .

Prometheus is action. « Hamlet is hesitation.

In*Prometheus, the obstacle is exterior ; in Hamlet
it is interidr.

"“In Prometheus, the will is securely nailed down by,
nails of brass and g¢annot get-loose ;, besides, it has by
its side two watchers, Force and Power. In Hamlet
thé will is mote tied down yet; it’is bound by pre-
vious meditation, the endless chain of-the mtdecided.
Try to get out of yourself if you carf! What g Gerdian
knot is our reverie! Slavery from within, tha} ®is
slavery indeed. Scale this emclosure, “to dream !”
escape, if you can, from this prison, “to love!” the
only dungeon is that which walls conscience in.
Prometheus, in order to be free, has but a bronze
collar to break and a god to conquer; Hamlet must
break and conquer himself. Prometheus-can raise
himself upright, if he only lifts a mountain; toraise
himself up, Hamlet, must lift his own thoughts. . If
Prometheus plucks &he vulture from his breast, all is
said » Hamlet must tear Hamlet from his breast.
Prometheus and Hamlet are two naked spleens;
from one runs blood, from the other doubt.

.. We are in the habit of comparing Aschylus and
Shakespeare by Orestes and Hamlet, these two.trage-
dies being the.same drama. Never in fact was.a
subject more identical. The learned mark an analogy

between them ; the impotent, who are alsosthe ignorant,
o2 . e
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the env1ous, who are also the 1mbec11es, have *the
petty joy of thinking they establish‘a plagiarism. It
1s after all a possible field for the erudition and for
serious criticism. Hamlet walks behind Orestes,
parricide through filial love. This easy comparison,
rather supelﬁma.l than deep,, stnkes us less than the
mysterious confronting of thosé two énchained beigs,
Prometheus and Hamlet.
Lét us not forget that the human mind, half divire
- as it 1g, creates from time to time superhuman works.
Thesg superhuman works of man are moreover. more'
_pumerous than it is thought, for they entirely Afill
‘art. Out _of poetry, where marvels abound; there is
n - music Beethoven, n sculptule Phidias, in alcb.l-r
ytecture Pinvanesi, -in painting Remblandt‘ and in
painting, architecture, and sculpturg Michgel Angelo
‘We pass mahy over, and not the deast. ,
-SPrometheus/ and® Hamlet are .amongst {those moré
than hufhan sverks,

- A iad of gigantic deteumnatx-on the usual maasure
efceeded, greathess everywhere, that 'which astounds
ordinary intellects demonstrated when necessary by the
improbable, destiny, society; law, religion brought to)
trjal and judgment in the name, of the Unknown;
the' abyss of the mysterious "equilibrium ;: the event
treated as a rdle. played out and, on occasion, hurled
as a reproach against Fatality or, Providence passiori}
térrible personage, going and coming in man; the.
audacity and somgtimes the insolence of reason, the
haughty forms of a style at easein all extremes, and
at the same time a profound wisdom, the. gentkenesg
of the giant, .the goodness of a. softened monster, an
ineffable dawn which cannot be accounted .for and
which lights up everything; such are-the signs, of
those -supreme works., In certain poems there fis
starlight.

Tlns light is in Zschylus and in Shakespeare.
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Norrine can be more fiercely wild than Prometheus
stretched on the Caucasus. It is gigantic tragedy.
The old punishment that our ancient laws of topture
call gxtension, and whiclt Cartouche escaped because
of a hernia, Prometheus undergoes it; only the
wooden horse is a mountain. What is his crime?.
Right. To characterize right as crime, and movement
as rebellidh, is the immemborial talent of tyrants.
Prontetheus has done on Olympus,what Eve did in
*Eden ; he has taken a little knlwledge. Jupitér,
identical with Jehovah (Jovi, Jova), punishes this teme-.
rity :eto have desired to live. The Eginetic® tra-
ditions, which localize Jupiter, deprive him of «the
cosmic personality of the Jehovah of Genesiy The
Greek Jupiter, bad son-of a bad father, in rebellion
against Saturn, who has himself been a rebel against
Ceelus, is a parvenu. The Titans are a sort of elder
branch, which has its legitimists, of whom Aschylus,
the avenger of Prometheus, was one. Profnetheus is
right conquered. Jupiter has, as is always the case,
consummated the uswrpation of pawer by the punish-
ment of right. Olymhpus claims the aid of Caucasus.
Prontetheus is fastened there to the carcan. There
is the Titan, fallen, prostrate, nailed down. Mercury,
the friend of everybody, comes to give him such
counsel as follows generally the perpetration of coups
d’élat. Mercury is the type of cowardly intellect, of
every possible vice, but of vice full of wit; Mercury,
the god of vice, serves Jupiter the %od of crime,
This fawning én evil is still marked td-day by the
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veneration of the p1ckpocket for the assassin. There
is something of that law in the arrival of the diplo-
matist behind the conqueror. The clefs-d’czuvre are
immense in this, that they are eternally present to the
deeds of humamty Prorpetheus on the Caucagus, is
Poland after 1772; France, after 1815; the Revolution,
after Brumaire. - Melcury speaks ; Prometheus hs%ens
but little.. Offers of amnesty miscarry when it 1s the
victim who alone should have the right to grant
pardon. Prometheus, though conquered scorns Mer-
cury, standing proudly above him, and Jupiter
standing above Mercury, artd Destiny standing above
Jupiter. Prometheus jests at the vulture which gnaws
at him; he shrugs disdainfully his shoulders as much
as his cham allows ; what "does he care for J uplter,
and what good is .Mercuty? Ther is no Bold on this
haughty sufferer,, The scorching thundegbolt Cayses
a*smart, which 1b°a. constant call upon pride.., Mearn-
while fears fidw around’ him, the earth despmrs, the
women-clouds, the fifty Oceanides, come to wership
the Titan, the forests scream, wild beasts ‘groan, winds
howl, the waves sob,* the elements moan, "the world
suﬁ'els in Prometheus, his carcan chokes universal life.
An immense paiticipation in'the torture of the demi-
god seems to be henceforth the tragic delight of all
nature; anxiety for the future mingles with it, and
wvhat is fo be done now? How are we to move?
What will become of us? And in the vast whole of
“created beings, things, men, ammals, plants, rocks,
all turned towards the Caucasus,®is felt this inexpress-
‘ible anguish : the liberator is enchalned s

Hamlet, less of a giant and more of a man, is nbt
less grand.

Hamlet, appalling, unaccountable, being comp]ete
in the incomplete. All, in order' to be nothing. He
is punce and demagogue, sagacious and -extravagant,
profound and frlvolous, man and neuter. He has
Hut litkle faifh in the sceptre, rails: at éhe ‘throne, has
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a student for his comrade, Converses with any one
passing by, argues with the first comer, understands
the people, desp1ses the mob, hates strength, suspgots
success, questions obscurity, and says “ thou” to mys-
tery.  He gives to others maladies which he has not
hims@lf: his false folly inoculates his mistress with
Ao folly. He"is familiar with spectres andovnth
.comédians. He jests with the axe of Orestes in- his
-hand. He talks of literature, recites verses, composes
-a theatrical criticism, plays with bones in a cemetery,
thunderstrikes his mother, avenges his father, and
cends, the wonderful drama .of life and death by a
_gigantic point of interrogation. He terrifies and then*
Jdigconcerts. Never has anything more overwhelmmg
been dreamt. It is th® parr1c1de saying : “ What,
-do. T knowr?”’

~ Parricide ?. Let us pause on that word. Is Hamlet
) parncldeP *Yes and no. He udnfines himself «to
threatening his mother; but the thmeat is®so fierce
thate the mother shudders. His words gpe® like
‘daggers. “What wilt thou do? Thou wilt sot
murder me? Help! help! hol”—and when she dies,
Hamlet, without grlevmor for her, strikes Claudius
‘with this tragic cry, “ Follow my mother!” Hamlet
is that sinister thing, the possible parricide.

In place of the northern ice which he has in his
nature, let him have, like Orestes, southerr fire in his
veins, and he will kill his mother. *

This drarma is stesn. In it truth doubts. Sincerity
lies. Nothing can-be more immense, more subtile.
In 3t man is the world, and the- world is Zero.
Hamlet, even full of hfe, is not sure of his existence.
In thig tragedy, which is at the same time a philo-
sophy, everything floats, hesitates, delays, staggers,
becomes discomposed, scatters, and is dlspersed
‘Thought is'a cloud, will is a vapour, resolution is
a. crepuscule; the action blows each moment in an
inverse direcfion, man is governed Wy .thg Wmds.
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Overwhelming and verti'gmous work, in which is seen
the depth of everything, in which thought oscillates,
onl between the king mrurdered and Yorick buried, -
‘in which what is best’ realized, is royalty repre-
isent(:led by a ghost, and ;(mrth represented by a dea.th 8-
" hea

Hamlet is the chef-d’euvre ‘of the tragedy- dream‘
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ONE of the probable causes of the feigned folly of
Hamlet has not been up to the present time indicated
by critics. It has been said, ‘“Hamlet acts the
madman to hide his thought, like Brutus.” In fact, it
ig easy for apparent imbecility to hatch a great pro- -
jeck; the stipposed idiot can take aim deliberately. But
the case of Brutus is not that of Hamlgt. Hamlet,
acts the-atadman for his safety. Brubus screens his
project, Hamlet his person. The manners of those
Tragic courts being known, fromf,the moment that
Hamlet, through the revelation of the ghost, is ac-
quainted with the crime of Claydiug, Hamlet igjrt dan-
ger. . The superior historian within the poet is here
manifested, and one feels the deep insight of Shake-
speare into the ancient darkness of royalty. = In the
Middle Ages and in the Lower Empire, §nd . even at
earlier periods, woe unto him who found out a murder
or a poisoning committed by aking! Qvid, aceording
to Voltaire’s conjecture, was exiled from Rome’ fox
having seen something shameful in the house bf,
Augustus. To knosv that the king was an assassin
was a state crime. When it pleased the prince ot te
havechad a witness, it. was a matter invélving one’s
head to ignore everything. It wis bad policy to. have-
good eyes. A man suspected of suspicion was, lost.
He had but one refuge, folly; to pass for “an in-
nocent ;” he was despised, and that was all. Do you
remember the advice that, in Aschylus, the Ocean
gives to Prometheus, “ To look a fool is the secret of*
the wise man.” When the Chambertain Fugolin
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found the iron spit with which Edrick the Vehdee
had impaled Edmond II., “he hastened to put on
mgdness,” says the Saxon Chronicle of 1016, and
saved himself in that way. Heraclian of Nisibe,
having discovered by chance that Rhinomete was a
fratricide, had himself declared mad by the doctors,
and succeeded in getting himself shdt up’ for lifetn a
cloister. He thius lived peaceably, growing old and
waiting for death with a vacant stare. Hamlet runs
the same peril, and has  recourse to the same
means. He gets himself declared mad like Heraclian,
and puts on folly like Mugolin. This doeg mnot
prevent the restless ‘Claudius from twice making an
effort to get rid of him, in the middle of°the drama
‘by the axe or the dagger ih England, and towards
the conclusion by, poison. - e
The samerindication is again found in King Fear:
‘the Farl of Glontester’s son takes refuge also in aps
.parent Punacy ¢ there is in that a key to open and
~understand Shakedpeare’s thought. In the eywes of
tite, philosophy of art, the feigned folly of Edgar
throws light upon the-feigned folly. of Hamlet. .
The ~ Amleth of Belleforest 1s a magician, the
Hamlet of Shakespeare is a philosopher. We just -
now spoke of the strange reality which characterizes
poetical creations. There is no more striking example
than this type; Hamlet. Hamlet has nothing belong-
ifg to an’ abstraction about him, He has been at
the University ; he has the Danish rudeness softened
by Italian politeness; he is smadl, plump, somewhat
lymphatic; he fences well with the sword, but i# soon
out of breath. He. does not care to drink too soon
during the assault of darms with Laértes, prohably for
fear of producing perspiration. After having thus
supplied his personage with real life, the poet can
launch him into full ideal. There is ballast enough.,
Other works of the human mind equal *Hamlet,”
-pone syrpass€s it. The whole majestys of melancholy
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ds i Hamlet. An open sepulchre from which goes
forth a drama, this 1is colossal, Hamlet, is to our
mind, Shakespeare’s chief work.

No figure among those that poets have created i is
more_poignant and stirring. Doubt counselled by a
ghost that is Hamlet. ﬁamlet has seen his dead
fatBer and has spoken to him. Is he convinced ?- No,
he shakes his head. What shall hé do?, He does
not know: His hands clench, then fall by his side.
Within him are conjectures, systems, monstrous
apparitions, bloody recollections, veneration for the
specige, hate, tenderness, anxiety to act and not to
act, his father, his mother his duties in contradiction®
to.each other, a deep storm. Livid hesitation is in
his mind. Shakespeare Wonderful plastic, poet, makes,
the grandiose pallor of this soul almost visible. Like
the “great, larya of Albert Diirer, Hamlet might be
hamed ,“ Melancholia.” He also®&ias above his head
the bat which flies embowelled, and at*his feet
scierce, the sphere, the compass, the hour-glass,” love,
and behind him in the horizon an enormous teryidble
sun which seems to make the sky but darker.

Nevertheless at least one half of Hamlet Is anger,
transport, outrage, hurricane, “ sarcasm to Ophelia,
malediction on his mother, insult to himself. He
talks with the gravediggers, nearly laughs, then
clutches Laértes by the hair in the very grave.ef
Ophelia and stamps furiously upon the coffin. Swofd-
thrusts at Poloniusy sword-thrusts at Tiasrtes, sword-
thrusts at Claudius: From time to time his inaction
is torn 1n twain, and from the rent comes. forth thunder.

He is tormented by that possible life, intermixed
with reality and chimera, the anxiety of which is
shared by all of us. There is in all his actions an
expanded somnambulism. One might  almost con-
sider his brain as a formation ; there is a layer of
suffering, a layer of thought, then a layer of dreami-
pess. It is through this layer of dre: iness othat he,
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feels, comprehends, learns, pelcelves, drmks, eats, .
frets mocks, Weeps, and reasons. Theré is be-
tween life. and him a transparency ; it, is the wall
of “dreams; one sees beyond, but one cannot step
over it. A kind of cloudy obstacle everywhere sur-
rounds Hamlet. Have you ever whilst sleeplng had
the mightmare of pursuit or flight, and tried to hasten
on, and felp ancliylosis in the knees, heaviness in the
arms, the horror of paralysed hands, the impossibility
of movement? This nlghtmale Hamlet undergoes
whilst waking. Hamlet is not upon the spot where
his 1ife is. He has even themppearance of a mar, who
talks to you from the other side of a stream. He
calls to you at the same time that he questions you.
He is at a distance from the®catastrophe in which he
takes part, from the passer-by whor he interrogates,
from the thought that he carries, from the a!ct],on
that he performs.® He seems not; to touch everl
what he grinds. Tt is isolation in its highest de-
gree.” It is the lofieliness of a mind, even moresthan
the loftiness of a prince. Indecision is in fact a
solitude. You have not even your will to keep you
company. Itis as if your own self was absent and
had left you there. The burden of Hamlet is less
rlgld than that of Orestes, but more undulatmg,
Orestes carries predestination, Hamlet carries fate.
~And thus apart from men, Hamlet has still in him
a “something which represents them all. _dgnosco
Jratrema At certain hours, if we felt our own pulse,
we would have conscience of his fever. His strange
reality is our own reality after all. He is the funeral
man that we all are in certain situations. Unhealthy
as he is, Hamlet expresses a permanent condition of
man. He represents the discomfort of the soul in a
life which is’not sufficiently adapted to it. He repre-
sents the shoe that pinches and stops our walking;
the shoe is the body. Shakespeare frees him from 1t,
and he {s right. Hamlet—prince if you like, but king
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never—Ha;nlét is 1ncapab1e of* governmg a people he
lives too much in a world beyond. On the other
hand, he does better than to reign; he is. Take from
him his family, his country, his ghost, and the whole
adventure at Elsinore,and evenin the form of an inactive
type, he remains stlangely terrible. That is the con-
seqeence of, the amount of humanity and the ampunt;
of mystery that is in him. Hamlet is formidable;
which does not prevent his being ironical. He has
the two, profiles of destiny.

Let us retract a statement made above. The chief
work of Shakespeare is nop “Hamlet.” The chief tvork
of Shikespeare is all Shakespeare. That is moreover .

true of allaminds of this order. They are mass, block,
magesty, bible, and their solemnity is their ensemble,

Have yjou- sometimes looked upon a cape prolonging *
itself. under the ¢fouds and jutting dut, as far as the
“y¢ can go, into the deep water ? ~d&¥ach of its hillocks
contributes to make it up. No one > of jtg undulations,
is losf in'its dimensign.  Its strong outline is sharply
marked upon the sky, and ente1s as far as possible
mto the waves, and there is not a useless rock.
Thanks to this cape, you can go amidst the beundless
waters, walk amongst the winds, see closely the eagles
soar. and the monstels swim, let your humanity wander-
midst ‘the eternal,bum, penetrate the impenetrable.

The poet renders tlns service to your mind, A geniug
is a promontory into the infinite. .
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NEear' “Hamlet,” and on the same level, must be
placed three grand dramas: “ Macbeth,” * Othello, ’*
“Kihg Lear.”

Hamlet, Macbeth, Othe]lo, Lear, these four ﬁ'gures
tower upon the lofty edifice of Shakesptare. We
‘have said what Hamlet is. *

To say, Macbeth is ambition,” Js to say nothmo
Macbeth is -hunger. What hunger? The hunger of
ten monsters, whigh®is always possible *in man Cer®
tain souls have teeth Do not wake up their
hungeg,

“To bite at the apple that is a fearful thing. " The
apple is called Omnia, says Filesac, that doctor of the
Sorbonite who confessed Ravaillac. Macbeth has - 4
wife whom the chronicle calls Gruoch. This Eve
teinpts this Adam. Once Macbeth has given the first
-bite he is lost. The first thing that Adam produces
wjth Eve i¢ Cain ; the first thing that Macbeth accom-
plishes with Gruoch is murder.

Covepousness easily becoming violence, v101ence
easily becoming crime, crime easily beeommg folly ;
this progression is Macbeth. Covetousness, Crime,
Folly ; these three vampires have spoken to him in the
solitude, and have invited him to the throne. The cat
Graymalkin has called him, Macbeth will be cunning ;
the toad Paddock has called him, Macbeth will be
horror. The wnsewed being, Gruoch completes him.,
It is dome; Macbeth is no longer a man.. He is
nothing more than an unconscious g¢nergy rushing
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wildly towards evil. Henceforth, no notion of right;
appetite is everything. Transitory right, royalty,
eternal right, hospitahty, Macbeth murders them all.
He does more than slay them, he ignores them.
Before they fell bleeding under his hand, they already
lay dead within his soul.e Macbeth commences by
thiseparricide to kill Duncan, to kill his guest, a crime
so temyble, that from thé counter-blow in the night,
when their master is stabbed, the horses df Duncan
again become wild. The first step taken, the fall
begins. It is the avalanche. Macbeth rolls head-
long. He is precipitated. He falls and rebounds
from ®ne crime to another, always deeper and deeper.
He undergoes the mournful gravitation of matter in-
vading the soul. He is a thing that destroys. He is
a stone of .ruin, flame of war, beast of prdy, scourge. '
He marches over all Scotland, king‘as he, 1s, his bare;
dagped kefnes. and - his heavily-aygned gallowglasses,
devouring, pillaging, slaying. Ile detimgtes the
Thanes, he kills Banquo, he kills.all' the Macduffs
except the one who shall slay him, he kills -the
nobility, he kills the people, he kills his country; he
kills “sleep.” At length the catastrophe arriwes, the
forest of Birnam moves against him; Macbeth has
infringed all, burst through everything, violated
everything, torn everything, and this desperation
ends in arousing even nature; nature loses patience,
nature enters into action against Macbeth, natule
fl‘)ecomes soul against the man who has -become brute
orce.

This drama has epic proportions. Macbeth repre-
sents that frightful hungry one who prowls through-
out history, called brigand in the forest ard on the
throne " conqueror. The ancestor of Macbeth is
Nimrod. These men of force, are they for ever furious ?
Let us be just; no. They have a goal, which being
attained, they stop. Give to Alexander, to Cyrus;
to Sesostris, to Camsar, what? the world¢ they are ap.
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peased. Geoffroy St. Hilaire said to me one -day
 When the lion has eaten, he is at peace with nature.”
For Cambyses, Sennachenb and Genghis Khan, and
their parallels, to have eaten isto possess all the earth.
They would calm themselves down in the process of
digesting the human race.» .
. -Now what is Othello? He is night. An immense
fatal figure. Night is amorous of day. Darkness
loves the 8awn. The African adores the white wo-
man. Desdemona is Othello’s brightness and frenzy !
And then how easy to him is jealousy ! He is great,
he i¢ dignified, he is maJestlg, he soars above all heads,
he has as an escort bravery, battle, the braythg of
trumpets, the banner of war, renown, glery; he is
radiant with twenty victories, he is studded with stars,
this Othelld: but he ig black. And thus how soon,
when jealoys, thé hero betomes fonster, %he Jalack
becomes the negre |- How speedily has nightt becl\ohed-
to death! °

By the side of Othello, who is night, there is,
Tago, who is evil. Evil, the other form of darkness.”
Night is buf the night of the world ; evil is the night
of the soul. How deeply black are perﬁdy and false-
hood! To have ink or treason in the veins is the same
tiing. ‘Whoever has jostled against 1mposture and per-
jury knows it. One must blindly grope one’s way with
roguery. ,Pour hypocrisy upon the break of day, and
yeu put out the sun, and this, thanks to false reli-
gions, happens to God.

Tago near Othello is the precuplce near the landslip.
“ This way!” he says in a low voice. The  snage ad-
vises blindness. The being of darkness guides the
black. Deceit takes upon itself to give what light
may be required by night. Jealousy uses filsehood
as the blindeman- his dog. Iago the traitor, opposed’
to- whiteness and candour, Othello the negro, what
can be mote terrible! These ferocities of the darkness
act in unisone These two incarnationg of the eclipse
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comprise together, the one roaring, the other sneering,
the tragic suffocation of Ii ght.

Sound this profound thmO' Othello is the night,
and being night, and W1sh1ng~to kill, what does
he take to shy with? Pojson? the club? the axe?
the kmf'e ? No, the pillow. To killis to lull to sleep.
Shafespeare himself perhaps did not take this“into
accou { The creator sometimes, almost unknown to
himself, yields to his type, so much is that type a
power. And it is thus that Desdemona, spouse of the
man Night, dies stifled by the pillow, which hasehad
the figst kiss, and which Bas the last sigh.

Lear is the occasion for Cordelia. . Maternity of
the.daughter towards thg father; profound subject;
m'mtelmty venerable among all other maternities, so ¢
admirably translated by $he’ legend .of that Roman.

irl, Who, in the depth of a prls,on. nurses her old

tather. ,The young breast near thé white *beayd, there
is not a spectacle more holy. This filtal breast is
Cordeha.

Once this figure dreamt of and found, Shakespeare
created his drama. Where should he put this con-
soling vision? In an obscure age. Shakespeare has
taken the year of the world. 3105, the time when Joas
was king of Judah, Aganippus, kingof France,and Leir,
king of England. The whole earth was at that time
mysterious. Represent to yourself that epach: thy”
temple of Jerusalem is still quite new, the gardens
of Semiramis, constructed nine hundred years pre-
viously, begin to crumble, the first gold coin appears
in Eg“ina,’the first balance is made by Phydon, tyrant
of Argos, the first eclipse of the sun is calculated by
the Chmese, three hundred and twelve years. have
passed since Orestes, accused by the Eumenides before
the Areopagus, was acquitted, Hesiod is just "dead,
Homer; if he still lives, is a hundred years old,
Lycurgus thoughtful traveller, re-entersq Sparta, and
,one may percen’e in the depth of the sombre cloud ofe

o P
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the East the chariot fire which carries Elias away;
itis at that period that Leir—ILear—Ilives, and reigns
ovgr the dark islands. Jonas, Holofernes, Draco,
Solon, Thespis, Nabuchodonosor, Anaximenes who is
to invent the signs of the Zodiac, Cyrus, Zorgbabel,
Tarquin, Pythagoras, Zschylus, are not born yet.
Cortolanus, Xerxes, Cincinnatus, Pericles, Socfates,
Brennus, Aristotle, Timoleon, Demosthenes, Al€Rander,
Epicurus, Hannibal, are larve waiting their hour to
enter among men. Judas Maccabaus, Viriatus, Popi-
lius, Jugurtha, Mithridates, Marius and Sylla, Cesar
and Pompey, Cleopatra and Antony, are far agay in
the future, and at the moment when Lear is king -of
Brittany and of Iceland, there must pass away eight
hundred and ninety-five years before Virgil says
« Penitus loto divisos otbe Brilanngs,”’ and enine hun-
dred and fifty years before Seneca says * Ulfima
ZFhule”” 'The Piofs and the Celts, the Scotcl and tTe
English, are tattooed. A redskin of the present day
gives~a vague idea of an Englishman then.e It 1s
this twilight that Shakespeare has chosen; a broad
night well adapted tothe dream in which thisinventor
at his pleasure puts everything that he chooses, this
King Lear, and then a King of France, a Duke of
Burgundy, a Duke of Cornwall, a Duke of Albany,
an Karl of Kent, and an Earl of Gloster. What
~sdoes yout history matter to him who has humanity P
Besides, he has with him the legend, which is a kind
of “science also, and as true as lmstory perhaps, but in
another point of view. Shakespeare agrees with
‘Walter Mapes, archdeacon of Oxford—that is®some-
thing ; he admits, from Brutus to Cadwalla, the
ninety-nine Celtic kings who have preceded the Scan-
dinavian Hengist and the Saxon Horsa; and since he
believes in Mulmutius, Cinigisil,.Ceolulf;, Cassibelan,
so in Shakespeare’s “ Cymbeline,” both in prose and
verse, Cynulphus, Arviragus, Guiderius, Iscuin,
«Cudred, Vortigern, Arthur, Uther Pendraghn, he has
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every right to believe in King Lear, and to create
Cordelia. This land adopted, the place for the scene
marked out, this foundation established, he takes
everything and builds his work. Unheard-of edifice.
He takes tyranny, of which, at a later period, he will
make weakness, Liear ; he takes treason, Edmond ; he
takes devotion, Kent; he takes ingratitude which
begins With a caress, and he gives to this monster two
heads, Goneril, whom the legend calls Gornerille, and
Regan, whom the legend calls Ragaii; he takes pa-
ternity ; he takes royalty; he takes feudality »_ he
takes gmbition ; he takes madness, which he divides
into three, and he puts in presence three madmen, the
king’s buffoon, madman by trade, Edgar of Gloster,
mad for prudence’s sake, the king mad: throtigh misery.
It is at the summid of this tragic heap that he raises
Cordélia. - . .

There,are some formidable cathddral toweyrs, like,
for instance, the giralda of Seville, svhich seem made
all complete with their spirals, their staircased, thejr
sculptures, their cellars, their ccecums, their aghial
cells, their sounding chambers, their bells, and their
mass and their spire, and all their enormity, in.order
to carry an angel spreading on their summit her
golden wings. Such is this drama’ King Lear.

The father is the pretext for the daughfer. This
admirable human -creation, Lear, serves -as a. ‘suﬁ-
port to that ineffable divine creation, Cordelia.. The
reason why that chao} of crimes, vices, madnesses, and
miseries exists is, for the more splendid setting forth
of viftue? Shakespeare, carrying Cordelia in his
thoughts, created that tragedy like a god who, having
an Aurora to put forward, madkes a world expressly
for it. . .

And what a figure is that father! What a carya-

tide! He is man bent down by weight, but shifts

his burdens for others that are heaviers The more

the old an Becomes enfeebled the more his load
¢« P2
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augments. He lives under an overburden. He bears
at first power, then ingratitude, then isolation, then
despair, then hunger and thirst, then madness, then
all nature. Clouds overcast him, forests heap shadow
on him, the hurricane beas on the nape of Irisneck,
the tempest makes his mantle heavy as lead, thegrain
falls on his shoulders, he walks bent and haggard as
if he had*the two knees of night upon his back,
Dismayed and yet immense he throws to the winds
and to the hail this epic cry, “Why do you hate
me, *tempests? Why do you persecute me? Yoz
are not my daughters.’” nd then it is oves, the.
light is extinguished, reason loses courage,and leaves .
him. Lear is in his dotage, Ah! he is childish, this
old man. *Very well! he requires a mother. His
daughter appears? His'one dauglrser, Cord®lia. For .
the two others, Regan and Goneril, are no longer-hig
daughters gave 1 that extedt which gives them a
right to the name, of parricides.

« Cordelia approaches.—* 8ir,"do_you know*me?”
& You are a spirit, I know,” replies the old man,
with the sublime clzurvoyance of bewilderment. From
this moment the adorable nursing commences. Cordelia
applies herself to nourish this old despairing soul,
dying of inanitioh in hatred. Cordelia nourishes
Lear with love, and his courage revives ; she nourishes
him with respect, and the smile returns she nou-
rishes him with hope, and confidence is restored she
nourishes him with Wlsdom, ®and reason revives.
Lear, convalescent, rises again, and, step by step,
returns again to lifo. The child becomes' agam an
old .man, the old man becomes a man again. And
behold him happy, this wretched one. It is on this
expangion ef happiness that the catastrophe is hurled
down. Alas! there are traitors, there are perjurers,
there are murderers. Cordelia dies. Nothing more
heartrending than this. The old man is stynned, he
*no 1onger understands anything, and embracing the
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corpse, he expires. He dies on this dead one. The
supreme despair is spared him of remaining behind
her among the living, poor shadow, to feel the place
in his heart empty and to seek for his soul, carrted
away by that sweet being who is departed. O God,
thoses whom thou lovest ethou dost not allow to
surwive. . .

To 4ve after the flight of the angel, to be the
father orphan of his child, to be the eyé which no
Jonger has light, to be the deadened heart which has
1o more joy, from time to time to stretch the hands
into obscurity, and try to reclasp a being who was there?
‘Wher®, then, can she be? To feel himself forgotten ,
in"that departure, to have lost all reason for being
here below, to be hencefarth a man who goes to and
fro before a sepulchre, not yeceived, no§ admitted:; ¢
that yould be inffeed a gloomy destiny. , Thou hast
dorte well, poeb, to kill this old maps »



. BOOK III.

® . [

" ZOILUS AS ETERNAL AS HOMER:

CHAPTER I .

. [
“ Ce courtisan grossier du profane vulgaire.”* .

®
TH1s Alexandri,ne is by Ija Harpe, who hurls it at
Shakespearé. - Somewhere else La, Harpe ° says,
“*Shakespeare pa.nders to the mob.”

Voltdire, asta matter of course, reproaches Shake-
speate- with antithesis: that is well. And LasBeau-
melle reproaches Voltan'e with antithesis; that is
better.

Voltaire, when he is himself in question pro
dgmo snd, gets angry. .“But,” he writes, * this
Langleviel, alias La Beaumelle, is an ass! I de
you to find in any poet, in any book, a fine thing
*swhich is hiot an image or an antithesis.”

Voltaire’s criticism is double-edged. He wounds
and i$ wounded. This is how* he characterises the
" Eecclesiastes” and the ‘Canticle of Canticles”—
“works without order, full of low 1m’dge§ and
coarse expressions.”

A little while after, furious, he exclaims, -

%On m’ose préférer Crébillon le barbare It
An 1dler of the , il-de-Beeuf, wearing the red

his coarse flatterer of the vulgar herd.
) To me they dare to prefer Crébillon the barbarian,
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heel and the blue ribbon, a stripling and a marquis,
M. de Créqui, comes to Ferney, and writes with an’
air of superiority, “I have seen Voltaire, that
childish old man.”

That injustice should receive a counterstroke
from °®injustice, is nothing® more than right, and-
Voltaire gets what he deserved. Bubt to throw
stones Wt men of genius is a general law, and all
have to bear it. Insult is a crown, it appears.

For Saumaise, Aschylus is nothmg but farrago.*
Quintilian understands nothing of the * Orestias.”
Sophgcles mildly scorned JDschylus “Wherf he
does Well, he does not know it,” said Sophocles. .
Ragine rejected everything, except two. or three
scenes of the “Choephari,” which he condescended
to spare Dy a-note in the margin of his copy- of
Hschylus. Fonténelle siys in his' “Remarques,”
=*(ne does not know what ¢ make of the
‘Promefheus’ of schylus. JEschylys is a kind
of madman” The eighteenth ° century without
exception railed af Dldelot for admiring the
“ Eumenides.”

“The whole- of Dante is a hotch-potch says
Chaudon.  “Michael Angelo wearies me,” says
Joseph de Maistre. “ Not one of the eight comedfes
of Cervantes is supportable,” says La Harpe. It
is a pity that Moliére does not know how.to wnte,..
says Fénélon. “ Moliére is a worthless histrion,”
says Bossuet. “A schoolboy would avqd the
mistakes of Milton,” says the Abbé Trublet, an authe-
rity as good as anothel “ Corneille , exaggerates,
Shakespeare raves,” says that same Voltaire, who
must always be fought against and fought for.

* The passage in Saumaise is curious and wortls the trouble of
being transcribed,

“ Unus ¢fus Agamemncm obscuritate superat quantum est Uibrorum
sacrorum cum suis hebraitsmis et syrianismis e {otd hellenisticd
supellectile vel farragine.’, (De Re Hellenistics, p. 38, ep. dgdic)
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“ Shakespeare,” sayseBen Jonson, “talked heavily
and without any wit.” How prove the contrary?
‘Writings remain, talk passes away. Well, it is
always so much denied to Shakespeare. That man
of genius had no wit: how nicely that flatters the
numberless men of wit whe have no genius!

Some time before Scudéry «called Corneille
“ Corneille déplumée” (unfeathered carrion .. crow),
Green had® called Shakespeare ‘“a crow decked out
with our feathers.” In 1752 Diderot was sent to
the fortress of Vincennes for having published the
first evolume of the “Encyclopzdia,” and the great

.success of the year was a print sold on the Yjuays
which represented a cordelier floggings Diderot.
Although Weber is dead, @n attenuating circum-
*stance for those who are guilty of genius, he is

turned into, ridictile in (termany; and for thirty-
three years a elgf-d’euvre has been disposed” of
with a pun!, TlWe Buryanthe is called L’ Lhnuyante
(wearisome). - . . -
. D’Alembert hifs at one blow Calderon and
Shakespeare. He wyites to Voltaire (letter ev.):
—“1- have announced to the Academy your
‘ Heraclius’ of - Calderon. The Academy will read
itewith as much pleasure as the harlequinade of
Gilles Shakespeare.”
. That everything should be perpetually brought
again into question, that everything should be con-
tested, even- the incontestable, what does it
matter 7 The eclipse i8 a good trial for truth as
well as for liberty. Geenius, being truth and 'likerty,
has a claim to persecution. What matters to
genius that which is transient? It was befare, and
will be after., It is not on this side of the sun that
the eclipse throws darkness.

Everything can be written. Paper is patience
itself. ~Last year a grave review printed this:—
. Homer is n#w going out of fashion.” ,
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Fhe judgment passed onethe philosopher, on the

artist, on the poet is completed by the portrait of

the man. ‘
Byron has killed his tailor. Moliére has married

his own daughter. Shakespeare has ““loved” Lord

Southampton. J

®

Et pour v3ir A la fin tous les vices ensemble, R
« Le parterre en tumulte a demandé 'anteur.*

" 'That ensemble of all vices is Beaumarchais.

As for Byron, we mention this name a second
time ; he is worth the trouble. Read ¢ Glenagvon,”
and Jisten, on the subjéct of Byron’s abominations,
to Lady .Bl , whom he had loved, and who, of
course, resented it. .

Phidias was a procurer ; Socrates wase an apostatg
‘and a thief, décuecheur de Manteane,; Spinosa was a

_renégade,«and, sought to obtain wills by*undue influ-

ence; Dante was a peculator ; Michaels Angelo was
‘cudgelled by Julius IT., and- quietlysput up with it
for the sake of five Jtundred crowns; d’Aubigné‘was a
-courtier sleeping in the water-closet. of the king,*ill-
tempered when he was not paidl, and for whom Henri
IV. was too kind ; Diderot was a libertine ; Voltaire a
miser; Milton was venal; he received a thousgnd
pounds sterling for his apology, in Latin, of regicide -
Defensio pro se, &c., &e. Who says these things?
who relates these histories? That good ferson, yeur
old fawning friend, O tyrants, your ancient comrade,
O traitors, gour old auxiliary, O bigots, your ancient
Qomfértfir, imbeciles ! calumny.

* « Apd at last, in order to see all the vices together,
The riotous pit called for the author.”
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® L 4

CHAPTER II.

Lt us add a detail. Diatribe is, on certain occasions,
a useful means of government.

Thus the* hand of the police was in the print of
“ Diderot flogged,” and the engraver of the cordelier
must have been kindred to the turnkey of Vincemnes.
Governments, more passionatethan necessary.eglect to
remain strangers to the animasities of the lower ordefs.
®olitical persecution of former days—it is of former
days that we are s-péakmg—wﬂhngly’ uvailed itself of a
dash of literary persecution. Certainlys hatred hates-
without beitg pald for it. Envy, to do its work,
does not need a minister of state Yo encourage it and
to give™it a pension, and there'is such a thing as
unofficial calumny. But a money-bag does no harm.
‘When Roy, the court- poet rhymed against Voltaire,
“ Tell me, daring stoic,” &c., the position of treasurer
of ¢he chamber of Clermont and the cross of St.
Michael, were not likely to damp his enthusiasm for
the court, and his spirit against Voltaire. A gratuity
is p]easant to receive after a service rendered; the
masters upstairs smile; you receive the aoreeable
order to’insult some one you detest ; you obey richly ;
you are free to bite like a glutton you tgke your
fill ; it is all profit ; you hate and you give satisfaction.
Formerly authority had its scribes. It was a pack of
hounds as good as any other. Against the free rebel
spirit, the despot would let loose the scribbler. To
torture was not sufficient; teasing was resorted to
likewise. Trissotin held a confabulatlon with Vidocq,
and from their f&/e-d-téle would burgt a complex
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inspiration. Pedagogism, fhus supported by the
police, felt itself an integral part of authority, and
strengthened its westhetics with legal means. It was
arrogant. The pedant raised to the dignity of police-
man, nothing can be so arrogant as that vileness.
See, after the struggle betWeen the Arminians and the
Gmarists, witlr what a superb air Sparanus Buyter,
his pecket full of Maurice of Nassau’s_florins, de-
nounces Josse Vondel, and proves, Aristotle in hand,
that the Palaméde of Vondel’s tragedy js mo other
than Barneveldt; useful rhetoric, by which Buyter
obtains against Vondel a fine of three hundred cfowns,
and Tor himself a fat prebend at Dordrecht. .
.The author of the book ‘“ Querelles Littéraires,”
the Abbé Irail, canon® of Monistrol, ,asks of Lg
Beaumelle, “Why do yow insulf M. de Voltaire so
mueh P’ | “Tt is because it sells well” replies La
* Beaumelle. "And Voltaire, informgd of ,the queskion
and of the reply, concludes :— It issjust; the booby
buys the writing, and the minister buys the writer.
It sells well.” . .
Frangoise d’Tssembourg de Happoncourt, wife of
Francois Hugo, chamberlain of Lorraine, and very
celebrated under the name of Madame de Graffigny,
writes to M. Devaux, reader to King Stanislaus : “QMy
dear Pampan, Atys being far off (read : Voltaire being
banished), the police cause to be published against him-a
swarm of small writings and pamphlets, which are %old
at a sou in the cafés and theatres. That weuld dis-
please the marquise,* if it did not please the king.”
Desfontaines, that other insulter of Voltaire, by
whom he had been taken out of Bicétre, said to the
Abbé Prévost, who advised him to make his peace with
the philosopher—“If Algiers did nef make war,
Algiers would die of famine.” :
This Desfontaines, also an abbé, died of dropsy, and *

s * Madame de Pompadour..
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his well-known tastes $ained for him this namfe—
Periit aqud qui meruit igne.

Among the publications suppressed in the last
cenfury by decree of Parliament, can be observed a
document printed by Quinet and Besogne, and de-
stroyed doubtless because ®of the revelations it°con-,
tained, and of which the title gave promise: L’ Arétindde,
ou Larif des Libellistes et Gens de letires Injurieua.

Madame de Staél, sent in exile forty-five leagues
from Paris, stops exactly at the forty-five leagues—at
Beaumont-sur-Loire—and thence writes to her friends.
Here %s a fragment of a Jetter addressed to Magdame
Gay, mother of the illustrious Madame de Girardin:
“Ah, dear madame, what a persecution hre these
exiles I”  (We suppress som® lines.) “You write a
Book ; it is forbiddgn to speak of it., Your wmame in
the journals-displeases. Permission is, howgver, fully _
given to speak 11l §f"it.” : T




William Shakespeare. 221

¢ * CHAPTER III. .

SomeTIMES the diatribe is sprinkled with quicklime.
All those black pen-nibs finishi by digging ill-
omened ditches. . ’
Among the writers abliorred for having been useful,,
Voltaire gnd Rousseau hold a conspicuous rank. They
hdve been torn alive, mgngled when dead. To have
a bite at these renowned ones was a splendid deed?®
and reckbned as stch in davour oftliterary sbirri. Al
. y1an. who4nsulted Voltaire was af «once promoted, to
the dignity of pedant. Men in *power encouraged
the men of the libel to doit. A swarm®of musqnitoes
have’rushed upon those two illustrious mindsyand ,are
yet buzzing. . ’
Voltaire is the most hated, being the .greatest.
Lverything was good for an attack on him, everything
was a pretext. Mesdames de France, Newton,
Madame du Chéitelet, the Princess of Prussia,
Maupertuis, Frederic, the Encyclopzdia, the Academy,
even Labarre, Sirven, and Calas. Never a truce.
His popularity suggested to Joseph de Maistre this
line: “Paris crowned him; Sodom would have
banished him.” Arouet was translated into 4 rower.*
At the fiouse of the Abbess of Nivelles, Princess of
the Holy Empire, half recluse and half worldling, and
having recourse, it is said, in order to make her cheeks
rosy, to the method of the Abbess ok Montbazon,
charades were ‘played ; among others, this one: The |
first syllable is his fortune ; the second should be his

®
* De.serving of being broken on the wheel. ©
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duty The word was Vol*faire.* A celebrat¢gd mentber
of the Academy of Sciences, Napoléon Bonaparte,
seeing in 1803, in the library of the Institute, in the
cenfre of a crown of laurels, this insecription, 4«
grand Voltaire, scratched with his nail the last three
letters, leaving only, du gr¥nd Volta !

There is round Voltaire particularly a coon.
sanitaire of priests, the Abbé Desfontaines «at ‘the
head, the Abbé Nicolardot at the tail. Fréron,
although a layman, is a critic after the priestly fashlon
and belongs to this band.

Voltaire made his firsg appearance at the Bagfille.
«His cell was next to the dungeon in which had died
Bernard Palissy. Young, he tasted the pitson; old,
exile. He was kept twenty'seven years away from

aris.

Jean-Jacques, wild a,nd rather surly, was tormented
in consequenge of *{hose traits in his Bature. PariS’
issued a verit a.gmnst his person ; Geneva expelled him ;
Neufehitel rejected him; Motiers-Travers damned
him ; Bienne stoned him ; Berne gave him the choice
between prison and expu]smn, London; hospitable
London,*scoffed at him.

Both died, following closely on: each other. Death
caused no interruption to the outrages. A man is
dead; insult does not slacken pursuit for such a
tuifle. Hatred can feast on a corpse. Libels con-
tinfied, falling furiously on these glories.

The Revolufion came and sent them to the Pantheon.

At the beginning of this century, children were
often brought to see these two graves. They were
told, It 1s here.” That made a strongimpression on
their mind. -They carried for ever in their thought
that apparition of two sepulchres side by side; the
elliptical arch of the vault, the antique form of the
two monuments provisionally covered with. wood

Vol heaning theft, taire meaning ¢o 8¢ silent.



William Shakespeare. 223"

painted like marble; these“two names, Rousskav,
VOLTAIRE, in the tw1hght and the arm carrying a
flambeau which was thrust out of the tomb of Jgan-
Jacques.

Louis XVIII. returned. The restoration of the
. Stuaits had torn Cromweell from his grave; the
restoration of the Bourbons could not do less for
Voltaire.

One night, in May, 1814, about two o’clock in the
morning, a cab stopped near the barrier of La Gare,
which faces Bercy, at the door of an enclosyre of
planks. This enclosuressursounded a large vacant
piece of ground, reserved for the projected entrepdl?
and beloﬂgmg to the city of Paris. The cab was
coming from the Pantlteon, and the cqgachman had
been ordered to tgke the mest desgrfed streets. The
clgsed planking opened.® Some men alighted from
the ‘cab and “entered the enclostye. ’]2W0 carrietl a
sack between them. They were comducted, so tra-
dition asserts, by the Marquis of Puymauris, ‘after-
wards deputy to the invisible chamber, and diretor
of the mint, accompanied by his brother, the Comte
de Puymaurim. Other men, many in cassocks, were
waiting for them. They proceeded towards a hole
dug in the middle of the field. This hole, accouimo'
to one of the witnesses, who has been since waiter at
the inn of the Marronnicrs atla LRapée, wasround, amd
looked like a blind well. At the bottom of the fole
was quicklime. These men said nothing, and had no
light. The wan break of day gave a ghastly light.
Theesack was opened. It was full of bones. These
were, pell-mell, the bones of Jean Jacques and of
Voltaire, which had just been withdrawn from the
Pantheon. The mouth of the sack was-brought-close
to the hole, and the bones were thrown iuto that
darkness. The two skulls struck against each other ;
a spark, not likely to be seen by such men as those
present, was edoubtless exchanged between the head
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that had made the Dictionnaire Philosophigye and®the
head which had made the Contret Social, and reconciled
them. When that was donme, when the sack had
been shaken, when Voltaire and Rousseau had been
emptied into that hole, a d1g er seized a spade, threw
inside the opening all the &arth which was at the side,
and «filled up the hole. The others stamped With
their feet op t.he ground, so as to remove from it the
appearance of having been freshly disturbed, one of
the assistants took for his trouble the sack, as the
hangman takes the clothing of his victim, they all
left the enclosure, closed the door, got into the cab
*without saying a word and hastily, before the sun had
risen, those men got away.
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. CHAPTER IV.

SauMAIsE, that worse Scaliger, does not cdmprehend
Eschylub, and rejects him. Who is to blame?
Saumaise much, Aschylus little.

The attentive man whp reads great works feeis at
times,*%n the middle of readmO' certain sudden fits of
cold followed by a kind of excess of heat.—“T no
. longer understand.”—*“1 wunderstand !”—shivering
and burning, something which causes him to be a
little ,upsét, at the same time that’ he i very much
stowck ; only minds of the first erder, only men of
supreme® genius, subject to heedless ‘wanderings
in "the infinite, give to the reader® * this smosular
sensation, stupor for most, ecstasy for a few. “These
few are the dife. As we have Already observed, this
élite, gathered from century to century, and-always
adding to itself, at last makes up a number, becomes
in time a multitude, and composes the supreme crowd,
the definitive public of men of genius, sovereign like
them.

1 Ilt is with that public that at the end one must
€a.

Nevertheless, there is another pubhc, other ap-
praisegs, ofher judges, to whom we have lately alluded.
They are ‘ot content.

The men of genius, the great minds, this Aischylus,
this Isdiah, this Juvenal, this Dante this Shake-
speare, are beings, imperious, tumultuous violent,
passionate, extreme riders of winged steeds, “ over-
leaping all boundaries,” havmg their own goal, which
““ goes beyond the goal,” “exaggerated,’®taking scan-

Q



226 . William Shakespeare.

dalous strides, flying® abruptly from one idea to
another, and from the north pole to the'south pole,
crossing the heavens in three steps, making little
albwance for short breaths, tossed about by all the
winds, and at the same time full of some unaccount-
able equestrian confidence amidst their bounds-across
the, abyss, untractable to the *aristarchs,” refraetory
to state rhetoric, not amiable to asthmatica] literati,
unsubdued to academic hygiene, preferring the foam
of Pegasus to asses’ milk.

The worthy pedants are kind enough to be afraid
for them. The ascent gives rise to the calculation of
the fall. The compassionate cripples lamé¢ht for
Shakespeare. He is mad, he mounts too kigh! - The
crowd of college fags, they are a crowd, look o in

‘wonder and get angry., [Bschylus and Dante make
their conngissetrs blink their eyés everye mqment.
This Xschylus isdost! This Dante 3s ntar falling !
A godeis soaring above, the worthy cockneys cry
out &0 him, * Mirnd yourself!” |
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hd [ ]
o . CHAPTER V. .
Besiprs, these men of genius disconcert. °

One knows not on what to rely with them. Their
lyric fever obeys them; they interrupt it when they
like. They seem wild., All at once they S$top.
Their®frenzy becomes melancholy. They are seen
among thesprecipices, alighting on a peak and folding
their wings, and then they give way to meditation.
Their meditation is not less surprising’ than their
transport. Just now they were soafing above, now
they sink Below. But it is always,the same holdness.

They<are pensive giants. Their Titdnice revelry
needs the absolute and the unfathomable to expand.
They *have thought, as the sun has rays, with the
abyss around them. . *

Their moving to and fro in the ideal gtves the
vertigo. Nothing is too lofty for them, and nothing
too low. They pass from the pigmy to the Cyclops,
from Polyphemus to the Myrmidons, from Queen
Mab to Caliban, and from a love affair tq a deluge
and from - Saturn’s ring to the doll of a little chidd.
Sinite parvulos venire., One of the pupils-of thejr eye is
a telescope, the other a microscope. They investigate
familiarly, these two frightful inverse depths, the
infinitely great and the infinitely small.

And one should not be angry with them! and one
should ‘not reproach them for all thig! Indeed!
‘Where should we go if such excesses were to he tole-
rated? What! No scruple in the choice of subjects,
horrible or sad, and always the idea, even if it be dis-
quieting and formidable, followed up to ¢ts extremity,

Q 2
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without pity for their Yellow-creatures. These poets
only see their own aim. And in everythmg an
immoderate way of doing things. 'What is Job? a
worm on an ulcer. "What is the Divina Commedia ? a
series of torments. What is the Iliad ? a collection
of plagues and wounds. Not an artery cut, which is
not complaisantly described. Go round for opiniorfs on
Homer; ask of Scaliger, Terrasson, Lamotte, what
they think of him. The fourth of an ode to the shield
of Achilles—what intemperance! He who does
not know when to stop mever knew how to write.

These poets agitate, disturb, érouble, upset, overwhelm,

make everything shiver, break things, occasmnally,
here and there ; they can cause great misfortunes, it
is terrible. Thus speak the*Athénza, the Smbonnes

the sworn-in professors, the sociefies callegl learned,

Saumaise, saccessor of Sca.ﬁger at the universiéy of
LEyden, and the Ymirgeoisie after them,>all Wwho. 1epre-
sent in Yiterature and art the great party of order.

‘Whdt @an be more logical ? The cough quarrelg with'

th® hurricane.
Those who are poor in wit are joined by those who,

have tod much wit. The sceptics lend assistance to
the fools. Men of genius, with few exceptions, are
proud and stern; that is in the very marrow of their
bones. They have in company with them Juvenal,

“Mgrippa & Aubigné, and Milton; they are prone to
" harshness ; ; they despise the panem et circenses; they
seldomsgrow sociable, and growl., People rail at them.
in a pleasant way. Well done.

Ah, poet! Ah, Milton! Ah, Juvenal!,Al, you
keep up resistance! ah, you perpetuate disinterested-
ness! ah, you bring together these two firebrands—
faith and will-—in order to make the flame burst out

-from them !° ah, there is something of the Vestal in
you, old grumbler! ah, you have an altar, your
country ! ah, you have a tripod—the ideal ! ah, you
‘kelieve in the rights of man, in emangipation, in the
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fature, in progress, in the béautiful, in -the just, in
what is great! Take care; you are behindband.
All this virtue is infatuation. You emigrate with
honour; but you emigrate. This heroism is no longer
the fashion. It no longer suits our epoch. There
comes a moment when the®sacred fire is no longer
fashfonable. Poet, you believe in right and truth;
you areebehind your century. Your very eternity
causes you to pass away.

Sa much the worse, without doubt, for those
grumbling geniuses accustomed to greatness, and
scornfyl of what is no lomger,so. They are slo¥ in
movement when shame is at stake; their back 1is
struck witl? anchylosis for anything like bowing and
cringing ; when success passes along, deserved or not,
but salutgd, they Jhave an iron bgu' keeping their
vertebral column stiff. TRat is their 4ffais. So much
tlife Worse for -those people of old fashioned Romse.
They belong to antiquity and to antique manners.
To bristle up at every turn may h#ve "been all very
well in former days; those long bristling manes ave
no longer worn; the lions are.out of fashion now.
The French Revolution is nearly seventy-five years
old. At that age dotage comes. The people of the.
present time mean to belong to their day, and even to
their minute. Certainly, we find no fault with it,
‘Whatever is, must be. It is quite right 4¢hat wha}
exists should exist. The forms of public prosperity
are various. Onpe geaeration is not obliged to ymitate
another. Cato copied Phocion ; Trimalcion is less
like, ¢t 8 independence. You bad-tempered old
fellows, you wish us to emancipate ourselves ? Let it
be so. ,We disencumber ourselves of the imitation
of Timoleon, Thraseas, Artevelde, Thamas More,
Hampden. It is our fashion to free oursélves.. You
~wish for a revolt, there it 1s. You wish for no insur-
rection, we rise up against our rights. "We affranchise
ourselves from #he care of being free. To be cij_;izens.
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is a heavy load. Rights entangled with obligztions
are restraints to whoever desires to enjoy Yife quietly.
To be guided by conscience and truth in all the steps
that we take is fatiguing. We mean to walk with-
out leading-strings and without principles. Duty
is a chain ; we break ourrons. What do you mean
by speaking to us of Franklin? Franklin is a rither
too servile copy of Aristides. We carry our horror
of servility so far as to prefer Grimod de la Reynicre.
To eat and drink well, there is purpose in that. Each
‘epoch hag its peculiar manner of being free. Orgy is
a liberty. This way of reasoning is triumphant, to
adhere to it is wise. There have been, it 18 true,
epochs when people thought otherwise ; in*those times
the things which were troflden on would sometimes
resent it, and would rebel; but that was the ancient
system, ridiculous now, ahd those who Jegret and
grumble myst b3 Jsft to talk and to afirm that there
was a better, notion of right, justice, and honour in
the stopes of 0ldén times than in the men of tg-day.
» The rhetoricians, official and officious—we have
pomted out already .their wonderful sagacity—take
strong precautions against men of genius. Men of
-genius are not great followers of the university ;
what is more, they are wanting in insipidity. They
are lyrics, colorists, enthusiasts, enchanters, possessed,
- gxalted, “xabid”’—we have read the word—beings who,
when everybody is small, have a mania for creating
great $hings; in fact, they have gvery vice. A doctor
has recently discovered that genius is a variety of
madness. They are Michael Angelo handling ghants ;
Rembrandt painting with a palette all bedaubed with
the sun’s rays ; they are Dante, Rabelais, Shakespeare,
exaggerated, They bring a wild art, roaring, flaming,
dishevelled?ike the lion and the comet. Oh ! shocking !
There is coalition against them, and it is right. We
have, luckily, the teetotallers” of eloquence and
Joetry., “Ilike paleness,” said one day a literary
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bouryeois. The literary bourge®is exists. Rhetoricians,
anxious on account of the contagions and fevers which
are spread by genius, recommend with a lofty reason,
which we have commended, temperance, moderatton,
“common sense,” the art of keeping within bounds,
writers expurgated, trimmed, pruned, regulated, the
workhip of the qualities that the malignant call negagive,
*continence, abstinence, Joseph, Scipio,  the water-
drinkers. It is all excellent; only young students
must be warned that by following  these sage pre-
cepts too closely they run the risk of glorifying the
chastity of the eunuch. ,May be, I admire Bayatd; I
admire Origen less.
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CHAPZTER VI

REsumE: Great minds are importunate ; o deny’
them a little is judicious.

After all, let us admit it at last, and complete our
statement ; there is some truth in the reproaches that
are Rurled at them. This,anger is natural. The
~powerful, the grand, the luminous, are in a certain
point of view things calculated to offend. To.be
surpassed is never agreeable; to feel one’s own infe-
Yiority lead$ surely to feel offence. The  beautiful
exists so truly by itself that'it certainly hag no meed
of, pride; nevertheless, given human medioérity,
the beautiful, Jumiliates af the same time “that it
enchants : it séems natural that beauty should, be a
vase for pride, it is supposed full of it, one seeks to
avenge oneself for the pleasure it gives, and this word
superb ends by having two senses, one of which causes
suspicion of the other. It is the fault of the beauti-
ful, as we have already said. . It wearies—a sketch
by Piranesi bewilders you; a grasp of the hand of
Hercules byuises you. Greatness is sometimes in the
wreng. It is ingenuous, but obstructive. The tem-
pest thipks to sprinkle you, it dgowns you ; the star
thinks to give light, it dazzles, sometimes blinds.
The Nile fertilizes, but overflows. The “t0o mauch”
is not convenient; the habitation of the fathomless
is rude ; the infinite is little suitable for alodgipg. A
cottage is bgdly situated on the cataract of Nia-
gara or.in the circus of Gavarnie; it is awkward to
keep house with these fierce wonders; to frequent
them regularly without being overwhelmed, one must’
be a crefin or a genius. .
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The dawn itself at times s€ems to us immoderate :
he who lo‘xl?s at it straight suffers; the eye at certain
moments thinks very ill of the sun. Let us not then
be astonished at the complaints made, at the incesSant
objections, at the fits of passion and prudence, at the
cataplasms applied by a®certain criticism, at the
oplithalmies habitual to academies and teaching bodies,
at the warnings given to the reader, at all the curtains
let down, and at all the shades used agalnst genius.
Genius is intolerant without knowing 1t because it is
itself. How can people be familiar with Aschylus,
with Dzeklel with Dante?

The I is the right to egotism. Now the first thing.
that those’bemgs do, is to use roughly the I of each
one. Exorbitant in ever thlng, n thoughts in 1maO‘es,
in convictions, in emotlcgns, 1n passions, in faith, what-"
éver may be the side of your 1 to which they address
t‘helﬂselves they inconvenience “¥,” Yqur intelleet,
they surpass it; your imagination, they duzzle it;
your oconscience, they question artd search ji;*your
bowels, they twist them ; yyour heart, they break dt;
your soul, they carry it off.” .

The infinite that is in them passes from thgm and
multiplies them, and transfigures them before your
eyes every moment; formidable fatigue for your gaze.
‘With them you never know where you are. At every
turn the unforeseen. You expected onlymen, they
cannot enter your room, for they are giants;. you
expected only an idea, cast your eyes down, they are
the ideal; you expected only eagles, they have six
wings, they are seraphs. Are they then beyond nature ?
Is it that humanity fails them P

Certginly not, and far from that, and quite the re-
verse. We have already said it, and we.insist on it,
nature and humanity are in them more *than-in any
other beings. They are superhuman men, but men.
Homo sum. This word of a poét sums up all poetry.
St. Paul strikes his breast and says * Peccamuse’ Jo}
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tells you who he is—* P am the son of woman.” They
are men. That which troubles you is that they are
men more than you; they are too much men, so to
speak. There where you have but the part, they have
the whole; they carry in their vast heart entire hu-
manity, and they are yo# more than yourself; you
recognise yourself too much in their work; hé&nce
your outcry. To that total of nature,to that somplete
humanity, to that potter’s clay, which is all your flesh,
and which is at the same time the whole earth, they
add, and it completes your terror, the wonderful rever-
berafion of the unknowp. They have vistas. of reve-
«lation, and suddenly, and without crying “ Beware,”
at the moment when you least expect it, they buyrst
Jhe cloud, make in the zentth a gap whence falls a
ray, and they ligl}t up the terrestrjal with fhe celes-
tial. It is very natural thaf people should not greatly
fancy familiar intereourse with them, and should*hae
no taste for keeping neighbourly intimacy with them.

‘Whogver has ndt a soul well tempered by vigorous
education avoids them willingly. Tor colossal books
there must be athletie readers. It is necessary to be
strong ,And healthy to open Jeremiah, Ezekiel, Job,
Pindar, Lucretius, and that Alighieri and that Shake-
speare. Homely habits, prosy life, the dead calm of
consciences, “good taste” and “common sense,” all
the small eplacid egotism is deranged, let us own it,
by*these monsters of the sublime.

Yet,ewhen one dives in and reads them, nothing is
more hospitable for the mind at certain hours than
these stern spirits. They have all at once a .lofty
gentleness, as unexpected as the rest. They say to
you, Come in. They receive you at home with a
fraternity of.archangels. They are affectionate, sad,
melancholy,’ consoling. You are suddenly at your
" ease. You feel yourself loved by them ; you almost

imagine yourself personally known to them. Their
. §ternness and their pride cover a profound sympathy ;
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if gtanite had a heart, how deep would its goodness
be! Well, genius is granite with goodness. Extreme
power possesses great love. They join you in your
prayers. They know well, :those men, that God
exists. Apply your ear to these giants, you will hear
them palpitate. Do you *want to believe, to love, to
We?ap, to strike *your breast, to fall on your kness, to
raise your hands to heaven with confidence and sere-
nity, listen to these poets, they will aid you to rise
towards the healthy and fruitful sorrow, they will
make you feel the celestial use of emotion. Oh, good-
ness gf the strong ! their emotion, which, if they will,
can be an earthquake, is at moments so cordial and so
gentle thdt it seems like the rocking of a cradle. They
have just given birth *within you to gomething of
which they take care. There is maternity in genius.
Tglee a step, advance farther, a new surprise awaits
you]'i;' they aré graceful. As for their grace, it is light
1tself. e e °

The high mountains have on théir sides allglitnates,
and the great poets all styles. It is sufficiept to
change the zone. Go up, it is tlre tempest ; descend, the
flowers are there. The inner fire accommodates itself
to the winter without, the glacier has no objection to
be the crater, and the lava never looks more beautiful
than when it rushes out through the snow. A sudden
blaze of flame is not strange on a polar sumgit.
This contact of the extremes is a law in naturd, in <
which the unforeseen wonders of the sublime burst
forth at every moment. A mountain, a genius, both
are *austéere majesty. These masses evolve a sort of
religious intimidation. Dante ‘is not less perpendi-
cular .than Etna. The depths of Shakespeare equal
the gulfs of Chimborazo. The peaks of poets are
not less cloudy than the summits of meuntains,
Thunders are rolling there, and at the same time, ¢
in the valleys, in the passes, in the sheltereq
spots, in places between escarpments, are streamsg,
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birds, nests, boughs, enthantments, wondeyful Florae.
Above the frightful arch of the Aveyron, in the middle
of the frozen sea, there is that paradise called “The
Garden”—have you seen it ? What an episode ! A hot
sun, a shade tepid and fresh, a vague exudation of
perfumes on the grass-plots, an indescribable month of
May.perpetually reigning among precipices. Nothing
is more tender and more exquisite. Such are poets:
such are the Alps. These huge old gloomy mountains
are marvellous growers of roses and violets; they
avail themselves of the dawn and of the dew better
than all your prairies. and all your hillocks can o it,
although it is their natural business; the April of the
plain is flat and vulgar compared with their April, and
they have, those immense 8ld mountains, in their
wildest ravine, their own, charming spriag, well

e o

known to the bees. - -



BOOK 1IV.

CRITICISM. .

. " CHABPTER I.

EvERY play of Shakespeare’s, two excepted, « Macbeth”
and “ Romeo and Juliet,” thirty-four plays out of®
thirty-six, offers fo our ®bservatidn® ong peculiarity
wahich seeths to have escaped, up g this day, the mqst -
eminent® commentators and critils, ode {hat the
Schlegels and M. Villemain himself, an his remark-
able labours, do not notice, and on which it i§ impgs-
sible not to give an opinion. It is a double action
which traverses the drama and reflects it onea small
scale. By the side of the storm in the Atlantic, the
storm in the tea-cup. Thus Hamlet makes beneath
himself a Hamlet; he kills Polonius, father of Laértes,
and there is Laértes opposite him exactly in the same
situation as he is towards Claudius. There are two
fathers to avenge. There might be two ghos{s. So,
in King Lear, side by side and simultaneously, Lear,
drivep to despair by his daughters Goneril and Regan,
and consoled by his daughter Cordelia, is reflected
by Gloster, betrayed by his son Edmond, and loved
by his®son Edgar. The bifurcated idea, the idea
echoing itself, a lesser drama copying amd elpowing
the principal drama, the action ftrailing its own
shadow, a smaller action but its parallel; the unity
cut asunder, syyely it is a strange fact. Thesg twin
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actions have been strongly blamed by the few eom-
mentators who have pointed them out. We do not
participate in their blame. Do we then approve: and
ace®pt as good these twin actions? By no means.
We recognise them, and that is all. The drama of
Shakespeare, we said so with all our might as far back
as 1827,* in order to discourage all imitation,ethe
drama of Shakespeare is peculiar to Shakespeale ; 1t
18 a drama inherent to this poet ; it is his own essence ;

it is himself. Thence his originalities absolutely per-
sonal ; thence his idiosyncrasies, which exist without
estalmshmg a law.
.. These twin actionS are purely Shakecpéhrlan
Neither Aischylus nor Moli¢re would adanit them,
and we certainly would agree with schylus and
*Moliére. °

These twin actfons are, toreovér, the sign of the

sixteenth centuryr Kach epoch has its own tysterivys
stamp. oThd, cenfuries have a seal that theyaffix to
chefsed’ ceuvre, #nd swhich it is necessary to know how
to.decq';ﬁer and recognise. 'Thé'seal of the sixfeenth
cenfury is-mot the seal of the eighteenth. The re-
naissance was a subtle time, a time of reflection.
The spirit of the sixteenth century was reflected in a
mirror. Every idea of the. renaissance has a double
compartment. Look at the jubes in the churches.
The renaissance, with an exquisite and fantastical art,
always makes the Old Testament repercussive on the
New.. ,The twin action is there in everything. The
symbol explains the personage in repeating his ges-
ture If, in a basso-relievo, Jehovah sacrlﬁces his
“son; He has close by, in the next low relief, *Abraham
sacrifiging his son. Jonas passes three days in the
whalé, and Jesus passes three days in the sepulchre,
‘and the jaws of the monster swallowing Jonas answer
to the mouth of hell engulfing Jesus.

* Preface to “Cromwell,” |
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The carver of the jube ®f Fécamp, so stupidly
demolished, goes so far as to give for counterpart to
St. Joseph—whom ? A mphitryon.

These singular results constitute one of the habits
of that profound and searching high art of the six-
teenth century. Nothing® can be more curious in
that style than .the part ascribed to St. Christopher:
In the piddle ages, and in the sixteenth century, in
paintings and sculptures, St. Christopher, the good
giant martyred by Decius in 250, recorded by the
Bollandists and acknowledged without a question by
Baillet, is always triple, an opportunity for the
triptych. There is foremost a first Christ-bearer, ac
first Christophorus, that -is Christopher, with the
infant Jesus on his shoulders. Afterwards the Virgin,
encelnte .is a Christopher, since she carries Christ;
last,, the cross is a Christopher’;® it salso carries
Qlvist. This-treble illustration of the idea is immer-°
talized by Rubens in the cathedral of Antwerp. The
twin jdea, the triple iglea, such the seal of the gixttenth
century. <L

Shakespeare, faithful to the spirit of his time,
must needs add Laértes avenging his father t6 JHamlet
avenging his father, and cause Hamlet to be perse-
cuted by Laértes at the same time that Claudius is
pursued by Hamlet; he must needs make the filial
piety of Edgar a comment on the filial piety of Car-
delia, and bring out in contrast, weighed down®by
the ingratitude of pmmnatural children, two waretched
fathers, each bereaved of one kind light, Lear mad
and Gloster blind. gt St
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CHAPTER II.

Waat then? No ecriticizing? No. No blame? “No,
You explain everything ? Yes. Geniusis an entity
like nature, and requires, like nature, to be accepted
purely and simply. A mountain must be accepted as
such or left alone. There are men who would*make
a criticism on the Himalayas, pebble by pebbde. Mount
Etna blazes and slavers, throws out its glare, its wrath,
its lava, and its ashes;.these men take sgales and
weigh those ashes, pinch By pinch. Quof libras in
*moate summo?, Mehnavhile genius continttes its eruptios.
Everything 1p Jjt has its reason for existing® It is
because it is. Its shadow is the, inverse of its Jight.
It> smoke comes from its flame. Its depth is the
result of it3 height. "We love this more and that less;
but we y8main silent wherever we feel God. We are in
the forest ; the tortuosity of the tree is its secret. The
sap knows what it is doing. The root knows its own"
business. We take things as they are; we are in-
dylgent forthat which is,excellent, tender, or magni-
ficeht; we acquiesce in clefs-d’cuvre ; we do not make
use of one to find fault with thg other; we do not
insist upon Phidias sculpturing cathedrals, or upon
Pinaigrier glazing temples; the temple is,the har-
mony, the cathedral is the mystery; they are two
different forms of the sublime: we do mot claim for
the Minster ,the perfection of the Parthenon, or for
the Par¢hendn the grandeur of the Miinster. We are
so far whimsical as to be satisfied with both being
beautiful. 'We do not reproach for its sting the insect
that giyes us honey. We renounce ous right to criti-
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cize the feep of the peacock, the cry of the swan, the
plumage of ‘the nightingale, the butterfly for having
been caterpillar, the thorn of the rose, the smell, of
the lion, the skin of the elephant, the prattle of the
cascade, the pips of the orange, the immobility of the
Milky Way, the saltness of the ocean, the spots on the
sun, the nakednes$ of Noah.

The quandoque bonus dormitat is permitted o Horace.
We raise no objection. . What is certain is, that
Homer would not say it of Horace. He would not
take the trouble. Himself the eagle, Homer wguld
find chprming, indeed, Heorace the ‘chattering hum-
ming-bird.. I grant it is pleasant to a man to feel
himself supbuol and say, Homer 1s puerile, Dante
is childish.” It is indulging in a pretty smile. To.
crush these poor geniuses ,a hittle, why not? To be
the Abbé Trublet, and say “ Milton,is a schoolboy,”
it % pleaging. “How witty is the nfayr wha finds thet
Shakespeare has no wit! That mansis La’Harpe,
Delandine, Auger; heis, was, or shill be, anad.chde-
mician. Al these yreat men are made up of extravl-
gance, bad laste, and childishness: What a fing decree
to issue! These fashions tickle voluptuouslyothose
who have thenr; and, in reality, when they have said
“This giant is sma,ll they can fancy that they are
great. Every man has his own way. As for myself,
the writer of these lines, I admire ever ythmg like 2

fool.
That is why I have written this book. .

To admire. To be an enthusiast. It has struck
me that is was right to give in our centur y thlS
example of folly. :
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CHAPTER TII, .

Do not fook, then, for any criticism. I admire
ZEschylus, I.admire Juvenal, I admire Dante, in the
mass, in a lump, all. I do not cavil at those great
benéfactors. What you characterize as a fault, I call
accent. I accept and give thanks. I do not*inherit
the marvels of human wit conditionally. Pegasus
being given to me, I do no# look the gift-horse in the
‘mouth. A’ chef-d’@uvre is hospitality. I enter there
with my Lat off; I thinR the v'lsage of min¢ host
handsome. | Gilles Shakespeare, maybe. ° I adinire
Shakespeare,apd I admire Gilles. Falstaff is*proposed
to me,ﬂI accept him, and I adgnire the “ Empty the
jorden. I admire the senseless cry, “A rat!” I
admire the jests of Hamlet, I admire the wholesale
murdg®s of Macbeth, I admire the witches, “that
ridiculous spectacle,”. I admire “the_ buttock of the
night,” I admire the eye plucked from Gloster. Iam
simple enough to admire all.
. Having recently had the honour to be called “silly”
by several distinguished writers and critics, and even
by myg illustrious friend M. dg Lamartine,* I am
determined to justify the epithet.

‘We close with: one‘last observation whigh we have
‘specially to make regarding Shakespeare.

Orestes, that fatal senior of Hamlet, is not, as we
have said, the sole link between Aschylus and Shake-
speare; we have noted a relation, less easily percep-

* « All the biography, sometimes rather puerile, even rather
silly, of Bishop Myriel.” Lamartine: Cours de Littérature. En-
stretie® lxxxiv. p. 385. °
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tible, ‘between Prometheus and Hamlet. The mys-
terious close connexion between the two poets 15, In
reference to this same Prometheus, more strangely
striking yet, and in a particular Wlnch up to this
time, has escaped the observers and critics. Prometheus
is the grandsire of Mab.  °

Let us prove it.

Prometheus, like all personages become legendary,
like Solomon, like Cesar, like Mahomet, like Charle-
magne, like the Cid, like Joan of Arec, like Napoleon,
has a double plolongatlon the one in history, the
other iy fable. Now the prolowgation of Prometheus
is this:

Prometheus, creator of men, is also creator of spirits.
He is father of a dynasty of Dives, whgse filiation
the old fakliaux haye preserved : Elf, that is to say,
the Rupid, son of Prometheus, then 'Elﬁn King of
India, *then “Elfinan, founder of Cledpglis, tpwn of the
fairies, then Elfilin, builder of the golden wdll, then
Elfinell, winner of the battle of the demons, then
Elfant, who made Panthea entirely in crystal, theh
Elfar, who killed Bicephalus and Tricephalus, then
Elfinor, the magian, a kind of Salmoneus, whoe built
over the seaa bndge of copper, sounding like thunder,

¢ non umlabzle Julmen @re et cornipedum pulsi simularal
equorum,” then ‘seven hundred princes, then Elficleos
the Sage, then Elferon the Beautiful, theat Oberon;
then Mab ‘Wonderful fable, Which, with a profound
meaning, unites the sidereal and the microscopic, the
infinitely great and the infinitely small, *

Ancd 1t is thus that the infusoria 6f Shakespeare is
connected with the gigantic of Alschylus.

The f3iry, drawn over the nose of sleeping men in
her carriage, covered with the wing of a locust, by eight
flies harnessed with the rays of the moon, and wltipped
with a gossamer, the fairy atom has for ancestor the
huge Titan, robber of stars, nailed on the Caucasus,

one hand on the Caspian gates, the other on the por-,
R 2 '
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tals of Ararat, one- h&el on the source of the Phasis,
the other on the Validus-Murus, closing’ the passage
between the mountain and the sea, Colossus, whose
immense shadow was, according as the rise or setting
of light, projected by the sun, now on Europe, as far
as Corinth, now on.Asia’as far as Bangalore.
Nevertheless, Mab, who is also called Zanagu, has
all the wavering mcons1stency of the dream. TUnder
the name of Tanaquil she is the wife of Tarquin tha
Ancient, and she spins for young Servius Tullins the
firsy tunic. worn by a young Roman after leaving off
the ‘pretexta.; Oberon, whe turns out to be I\Iuma, is
her uncle. In Huon de Bordeauz she is called Glori-
ande, and has for lover Julius Ceasar, attl Oberon is
her son ;.in Spenser, she is%alled Glonana and Oberon
is her father in Shakespeare she s called Titania, and
Oberon- 1s-he1 ‘husband. = Titania, this game -unites
Mab to the T1tap, and Shakespeare t0 .ZDsch_ylus o
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o CHAPTER IV. "

AN eminent man of our day, a celebrated historian,
a powerful orator, one of the former translators of
Shakespeare, is mistaken, according to our views;
when L regrets, or appems to regret, the slight in-
fluence of Shakespeare on the theatre of the nine-
teenth centlry. We cannot share that regret. .An
influence of any sort, even®that of Shakespeare, could .
but mar the originality of the literary movement of
our gpoch.. “The system of Shakespeares” says the
hofiourable and grave writer, with® yeferegce to that
movement, “can furnish, it seems to.me, tlte plans
after which genius must henceforth Work.” e Have
never been of that opinion, and we have said so as far
back as forty years ago.* For-us Shakespeare is a
genius, and not a system. On this point wg have
already explained our views, and we mean soon to
explain them at greater length, but let us state at
once that what Shakespeare has done is done once for
all. There is no reverting toit. Admire dr criticiza,
but do not re-cast. It is cast. . °

. A distinguished critic who lately died, M. Ghaude-
saigues, lays a stress on this reproach : *“ Shakespeare,”
says Ne, “has been revived without being followed.
The romantic school has mot imitated Shakespeare.
In that it is wrong.” In that it is right. It is
blamed for it, we praise it. The contemporary theatre
is what it is, but it is itself. The contenrporary
theatre has for device, Sum, non sequor. It belongs to

® * Preface to “ Cromwell.”
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no “system.” Tt has*its own law, and it accomplishes
it. It has its own life, and it lives it.

The drama of Shakespeare expresses man at a
given moment. Man passes away, that drama remains,
having, for eternal foundation, life, the heart, the
world, and for surface the sixteenth century. That
drama can neither be continued-nor recomjlosed.
Another age, another art. .

The theatre of our day has mnot followed Shake-
speare any more thap it has followed Aschylus. And
without reckoning all the other reasons that we shall
noté farther on, how, pesplexed would he De who
wished to imitate and copy, in making a choice
between these two poets. Aischylus and Shakespeare
seem made to prove that contraries may be admirable.
The point of departure for the ong is absolately oppo-
site to the point of departure of the other., Aisehylus
is concentrgtion; Siakespeare is diffusion. Oné mWUst
be muck applauded because he is condensed, and the
other because heis diffuse; te Alschylus unity, to
Shakespeare ubiquity. Between them they divide
God. And, as suche.intellects are always complete,
one fglls, in the drama unit of Alschylus, the free
agitation of passion, and in the diffuse drama of
Shakespeare the convergence of all the rays of life.
The one starts from unity and reaches a multiple, the
gther starts from the multiple and arrives at unity.

“This bursts on us with striking evidence when we
compave “ Hamlet” with ““Oresses.” Extraordinary
double. page, recto and verso of the same idea, and
which seems written expressly to prove tos what
an extent two different geniuses, making the same
thing, will make two different things. .

It is easy to see that the theatre of our day
has, rightly or wrongly, traced out its own way
between Greek unity and Shakespearian. ubiquity.
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o . CHAPTER V.

Ler us set aside for the present the question of
contemporary art, and take up again the general
question.

Imitation'is always bagren and bad.

As for Shakespeare, since’ Shakespeare is the poet,
who claime our attention now, he 1s, in the highest
degree, a genius human *and general; but, like every
true geniys, he is at the same time an:Ydiosyncrati®
and spersopal mind. AxJom: the® poet, starts from
‘hi#s own 1inner® self to come to'us *It is that.whjche
makes the poet inimitable. LSl

Examine Shakespgare, dive inte him and see how
determined he is to be himself. Do not expect any con-
cession from his own self. It is'not egotism, but'it is
stubbornness. He wills it. He gives to* art his
orders, of course.in the limits of his work. For
néither the art of Aschylus, nor the art of Aris-
tophanes, nor the art of Plautus, nor the art of
Macchiavelli, nor the art of Calderon, nor the art of
Moliére, nor the art 6f Beaumarchais, nor any ofethe »
forms of art, deriving- life each of them from ghe spe-
cial life of a- genius, would obey the orders given by
Shalsespeare. Arxt thus understood is vast equality
and profound liberty ; the region of the equals is also
the region of the free. B

One.of the grandeurs of Shakespeare gonsists in his
impossibility to be a model. In order %o fealize his
idiosyncrasy, open one.of his plays, no matter which,.
it is always foremost and above all Shakespeare.

What more personal than ¢ Troilus and Cressida.?:’
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A comic Troy' Here is “ Much Ado about Noth'mg >
—a tragedy which ends with a burst of-laughter.

Here is, the “Wiater’s, Tale”—a pa,stoml drama.

Sha-kespeare is at home in his work. Do you wish to
see true despotism, look at his fancy. What arbitrary
determination to dream ! « What despotic resolution
in his vertiginous flight! What absoluteness irf his
indecision and wavering! The dream fills sorhe of his
plays to tltat degree that man changes his nature,

and is the cloud more than the man. ~ Angelo in
¢ Measure for Measure” is a misty tyrant. He becomes
dlsmtegrated and wears gway. °Leontes- in the
“ Winter’s Tale” is an Othello who is blown away. In
* Cymbeline” one thinks that Tachimo willshecome,ani
Tago, but he melts down. The dream is there, every-
where. 'Watch Maniliys, Posthumus Hermlone,
Perdita, passing by. In thé « Tempest the Duke of
JMilan has “a brave son,” who is like*a dream “in<a
dream. Ferdinand alone speaks of him, and no
one but Ferdinand seems to have seen* himg ‘A
bryte becomes reasonable, witness the constable
Elbow ine “Measure. for Measure.” An idiot
is all at once witty, witness Cloten in “Cym-
beline.”® A king of Sicily is jealous of a king of
Bohemia. Bohemia has a sea-shore. The shepherds
pick up children there. Theseus, a duke, espouses
Hlppolyta,, dhe Amazon., Oberon comes in a.lso For
o here it “is Shakespeare’s will to dream ; elsewhere he
thinks.

We say more, where he dreams he still thinks;
with a different but _equal depth. o« @
Let men of genius remain in peace in their ori-

ginality. There is something wild in these myste-
rious civilizerg, Even in their comedy, even in their
buffoonery, even in their laughter, even in their smile,
-there is the unknown. In them is felt the sacred
dread that belongs to art, and the all-powerful terror
of the inaginary mixed with the real. Each of them
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is:in’ his cavern, -alone. They*hear each another from
afar, but never copy one another. We are not aware .
‘that the .hippopotamus imitates the roar of the
elephant. o ¢

. Lions do not ape each other.

Diderot does niot recast Bayle; Beaumarchais does
nof copy Plautus, and has no need of Davus to create
Figaro.. Piranesi is not inspired by Dzedalus. Isaiah
does not begin Moses over again.

One day, at St. Helena, M. De Las Cases said,
“ Sire, when you were master of Prussia, I would in
your ;place have taken &he sword of Frederick the
Grreat, which is deposited in the tomb at Potsdam, and
I would ltave worn it.”, * Fool,” replied Napoleon,
“T1 had my own.”" . . o

Shakespeare’s work is’ absolute, sovereign, imper
rious, emynently solitary, unneigh‘bburly, sublime in
1tdidnce, absurd in reflection, *gid. mpust remein’
withouf a copy. ce °

Ta imithte Shakespeare would*be “as ingane’as to
imitate Racine would be stupid.
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CHAPTER VI.

Ler us agree, by the way, respecting a qualificative
wuch used everywhere, profanume vulyus, the saying of
a poet on which pedants lay great stress. This profanumn
vulgus is rather the weapgn of everybody. Let us fix
the meaning of this worn. What is the profanum
vulgus 7 The school says “It is the people.” And
we, we say “ It is the school®” :
® But let us first define «this exprgssion, the school.
‘When we say, the school, what must be understeod ?
*Let us explain it.e The school is the resultant of
pedantrye the.school is the literary excrescence
of the buydget;” the school is the intelledtual gnan-
daninship governing in the various authorized and
official teachings, either of the press or of the state,
from thg*theatrical fewilleton of the prefecture to the
Biographies and Encyclopzdias duly examined,
stamped and hawked about, and made sometimes,'a
refinement, by republicans agreeable to the police;
the school s the circumvallating classic and scholastic
* ortltodoxy, the Homeric and Virgilian antiquity made
use of Wy /literali licensed by government, a kind of
China self-called Greece ; the school is, summed up
in one concretion which forms part of public’erder,
all the knowledge of pedagogues, all the 'history of
historiographers, all the poetry of laureates, all
the philosephy of sophists, all the ecriticism of
pedants, all the ferule of the “ignorantins,” all the
-religion of bigots, all the modesty of prudes, all the
metaphysics of those who change sides, all the justice
of placemen, all the old age of the smtll young men
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wlro have undergone the operation, all the flattery
of courtidrs,all the diatribes of thurifers, all the inde-
pendence of valets, all the certainty of short s1ghts
and of base souls. The school hates Shakespeard. It
detects him in the very act of mingling with the
people, gomg to and fm in pubhc thoroughfares
“frivial,” speaking the language of the people, shoot-
ing forj;h the human cry hke any other man, welcome
to those that he welcomes, applauded by hands black
with tar, cheered by all the hoarse throats that pro-
ceed from labour and weariness. The drama of
Shakespeare is the people ; ghe school is indignant and
says Odi profanum vulgus.  There is demaoomy
ip this poetry roaming at larO'e the author- of
Hamlet “panders to the mo

Let if be so. The poet & panders to the mob.” ¢

{f anything i is great, 1t is that.” v
'®” There in the foreground, evewyWhere, in full light,
amidst the flourish of trumpets, are phe powerful men
follgwed by the gilded men. The poet does not see
them, or, if he does, he disdains them. e lifts his
eyes and looks at God then -he lowers %his eyes and
looks at the people. There in the depth’ of the
‘shadow, nearly invisible, so much submerged’ that it is
the night, is that fatal crowd, that vast and mournful
heap of suffering, that venerable populace of the
tattered and of the ignorant. Chaos of souls. That
crowd of heads undulates obscurely like the waves
.of a nocturnal seas From time to time theme pass on
that surface, like squalls over thé water, catastrophes,
a waf, 3 pestilence, a royal favourite, a famine. That
causes a disturbance which lasts a short time, the depth
of soxrow being immovable as the depth of the ocean.
Despair deponts some unknown fearful lead. The
last word of the abyss is stupor. Therefore it is the
night. It is, under the funeral thickness, behind
which all is indistinct, the mournful sca of -the needy.

These ovérloaded beings are silent; they knqw
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nothing ; they submit. Plectuntur Achivi. They are
Jhungry and cold. Theirindecent flesh is seed through
' the holes in their tatters. Who makes those tatters?
The burple. The nakedness of virgins comes from
the nudity of odalisques. From the twisted rags of
the daughters of the peopl® fall pearls for the Fon-
‘tanges, and the Chateauroux.. It is famine which gifls
Versailles. The whole of that living and.dying
shadow moves, these larve are in the pangs of death,
the mother’s breast is dry, the father has no work,
the brains have no light; if there is a book in that
destitution, it resembles ,the. pitcher, so insipid or
carrupt is what it offers to the thirst of intelfects.
Mournful families. . .
The group of the little ones is wan. All that dies
away and creeps along, not having eyen the gower to
love; and umknoWnh to them perhaps, while they
®crouch down and *retign themselves, from all that
vast uncomsciousness in which right dwells, from the
rumbling jpurmur of those wretched breaths mingled
togedher, proceeds an indescribable confused voice,
mysterious thist of the -verb, succeeding, syllable by
syllable ji the darkness, in uttering extraordinary
words; Future, Humanity, Liberty, Equality, Pro-
gress. And the poet listens, and he hears; and he
looks, and he sees ; and he bends lower and lower, and
he jveeps; a@nd all at once, growing with a strange
,-growth, drawing from all that darkness his own
* transfiguwation, he stands erect, teerible.and tender,
aboveall those wretched ones, those above as well as
those below, with flaming eyes.,. - o« °
And he demands & reckoning with a loud voice.
And he says, Here is the effect! And he .says,
Here is the cause! Light is the remedy. ZFrudi-
mini. And he looks like a great vase full of humanity
shaken by the hand which is in the cloud, and from
whence fall on the earth large drops, fire for the
oppressors, dew for the oppressed. A%h! you find
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fault Wlth that, you fellows Well then, we-approve
of it, we do! We find it just that some one speaks »
when all suffer. The ignorant who enjoy angd the
ignorant who suffer have an equal want of teaching.
The law of fraternity is derived from the law of labour.
To kill each other has had its day. The hour has
cotae to love ome another. It is to promulgate these
truths ¢hat the poet is good. For that, he must
be of the people; for that he must be of the populace:
that is to say, that, bringing progress, he should not
recoil before the pressure of facts, however ugly the
facts may yet be. Thedistance between the real and
the ideal cannot be measured otherwise. Besides, #o
dvag the®cannon-ball a little completes Vincent de
Paul. Hurrah then fob the trivial prqmiscuousnegs,
for the popular metaphoy, for the great life in common
with thoge exiles from joy who are caled the poor;
That is .the first duty of poets®,It is useful, it is
necessary, that the breath of the people 2hould £ill
those all-powerful souls. The people have-somethmg
to say to-them. It is good that there should bt in
Euripides a flavour of the herb-dealers at "Athens, and:
in Shakespeare of the sailors of London. ‘o
Sacrifice to *“ the mol;” O poet! Sacrifice to that
unfortunate, dlsmhented vanquished, vagabond, shoe-~
less, famished; repudiated, despairing mob ; sacrifice
to. it, if it must be and when it must be, thy repose,
thy fortine, thy joy, thy country, thy hberty, thy
life. The mob isethe human race in misefy. "’
mob is the mournful commencement of the people
Thes mob is the great,victim of darkness. Sacrifice
to it! ~Sacrifice thyself! Jet- thyself be hunted; let
thyself be exiled as Voltaire #o Ferney,.as d’Aubigne
to Geneva; as Dante to Vergna, as Juvpnal to Syene
as-Tacitds to Methymna, as Aschylus to “Gela, ‘as-
John to Patmos, as Elias to Floreb, as Thucydides to"
Thrace; as.JIsaiah. to Esiongeber! Sacrifice to the
mob. _Sacriffce to it thy gold,-t and thy blood whzch
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is more than thy gold, aiid thy thought which is mbre
than thy blood, and thy love which is more® than thy
thought ; sacrifice to it everything except justice.
Receive its complaint; listen to its faults, and to the
faults of others. Listen to what it has to confess and
to denounce to thee. Stret®h forth to it the ear, the
hand, the arm, the heart. Do everything for it, x-
cepting evil., Alas! it suffers so much, and it knows
nothing.  Correct it, warn it, instruct it, guide it,
bring it up. Put it to the school of honesty. Make
it spell truth, show it that alphabet reason, teach it
to read virtue, probity, generosity, mercy. Holiliﬁmy
book wide open. Be there, attentive, vigilant, kind,
faithful, humble. Light up the brain, inflame the
myind, extingyish egotism, shbw good example. The
poor are privation; be abpegation. Teach! irra-
diate ! ‘they mneed ‘thee, thou art their gregt thirst.
To *learn is the firsfStep; to live is but the second®
Be at théir osder, dost thou hear? Be ever there,
light!* Eer it 1s beautiful, on &his sombre earth,
durlg this dark life, short passage to something else,
it is beautiful that force should have right for a
master, ghat progress should have courage as a chief,
that intelligence should have Honour as a sovereign, -
that conscience should have duty as a despot, that
civilization should have Liberty as a queen, that igno-
rance should have a servant, Light.
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THE MINDS AND THE MASSES.

CHAPTER I

For the last eighty years memorable things have been
done. A wonderful heap of demohshed materigls
covers the pavement.

What is done is but’ httle b the side of wha.t
refnuins fo be done.

To destroy is the task : to buﬂd’ is.the work. P].O-
gresg demolishes with the left hand, it is.with the
right band that it builds.

“The left hand of progress is called Force, the rlght
hand is called Mind.

There is at this hour a great deal of useful “destruc-
tion accomplished ; all the old cumbersome civilization
is, thanks to our fathers, cleared away. It is well, it
is finished, 1t is thrown down, it is on the ground
Now, up with you all, intellects! to work, to laBour, *
to fatigue, to duty » it is necessary to construet.

Here three questions:

Tq copstruct what P

To construct where ?

To construct how P

We reply : .

To construct the people. o

To construct the people according to the laws of *
progress.

To construct the people according to the lawssflight,
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, CHAPTER-II. . .
o’ bl : . -
To work. for the pebple ; that is the great and urgent
recessity.

The human riind—an important thing to say at
this minute—has a"greater need of the ideal evey than
of the real, . ol

It is by the real that we exist, it is by the ideal
that we live, Now, do you wish to realize the
difference? Animgals exist, gnan lives. ‘e
. To live, i to understand. To live, is.t0 smyjle-
at Yhe preseat, to,look towards posterity? over' tife
wall. T3 lives is to have in oneself a balance, and to
weigh in44 the good and the evile To live, is toshave
Jusfiee, truth, reason, devotion, probity, sincerity,
common gense, right, tnd duty nailed to the heart.
To liveeis to know what one i1s worth, what one can
do and should do. Life is consc¢ience. 'Cato would
not rise before Ptolemy. Cato lived.

Literature is the secretion of civilization, poetry of
the ideal. 'That is why literature is one of the wants
of 'societies. .That is why poetry is a hunger of
the soul’ .

That is why poets are the first instructors of the
people. s

That is why Shakespeare must be translated in.
France. , : .

That is wlgy Moliére must be translated in England.

That is why comments must be made od them.

That is why there must be a vast public literary

domain.

* *Thaf is why all poets, all philosopher}, all thinkers,
2
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all the producers of the ‘greatnéss of the mmd must be
translated,® commented on, published; printed, re-
printed, stereotyped distributed, explajned, rec1ted
spread abroad, given to all, given cheaply, owen at
cost price, given for notlnn% )

Poetty evolves heroism.” M. Royer-Collard that
orlgmal and ironical friend of routine, was, taken all
in all, a wise and noble spirit. Some ong we know

eard him say one day, ““ Spartacus'is a poet)’~

That wonderful and consoling Ezekiel—the tragie,
revealer of progress—has all kinds of singular passages
full of a profound meaning :—* The voict said Eo me:
Fill the palm of thy hand with red-hot ¢oals, ande
spread thetn on the city.” And elsewhere: “The
spirit having gone into them, everywhege where thg
spirit wens, they went.”  And agajn: “A hand was
stretehed j:ow‘nds me. It held a roll which was a
bodk’ The voice said to me: Eat” thissoll I opentd, *
the lips’ and I ate the book. Ands it wis sweet
in my mouth as heney.” To éat “the beok'is a
strange and striking image, the whole formula®of
pelfectlbﬂlty, which, above is knowledge, and below,
teaching. .

We have Just said, “ Literature is the secretion of
civilization.” Do you doubt it? Open the first
statistics you come across.

Here is one which we find under OGur hande |
Bagne de Toulon, 1862. Three thousand and ten
prisoners. Of thesesthree thousand and ten cchviets,
forty know a little more than to read and write, two
hundred and eighty-seven know how to read and
write, nine hundred and four read badly and write
badly, seventeen hundred and seventy-mne know
neither how to read nor write. In thifs:* wrctched
crowd, all the merely mechanical trades are’repre-
sented by numbers decreasing according as they rise
towards the enlightened pmsmts and you arrive at
this final result: goldsmiths and jewellers, Your ».

s S -
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ecclesmstlcs, three; lawyers, two; comedmns one ;
-artist musicians, one; men of letters, not dne.

The transformation of the crowd into the people ;
profound labour. It is to this labour that the men
called socialists have devoted themselves during the
last forty years. The adthor of this book, however
insignificant he may be, is one of ‘the oldest in " this
labour ; ZLe¢ Dernier Jour d’un Condamné dates from
1828, and Claude Gueux from 1834. He claims his
place among, thése philosophers because it is a place
of perseeution. A certain hatred of socialism, very
blind, but very general hasebeen at work for ﬁfteen or
sixteen years,’and is still at work most blttelly among
the influential classes (classes then are still il existence?)
Jet it not be forgotten, solialism, true socialism, has
for its end the_elevation of the inasses te the civic
dignity, and the}'efore for its principal care, morgl, and
inttellectual. cultiydtion. The first hunger, is igho-
rance ; Sociatism wishes then, above all, to instruct.
That does not hinder socialism from being ca.lumnlated
anld socialjsts from being denounced. To most of the
infuriated, trembling cowards .who have their say
at the present moment, these reformers are public
‘enemies. They are gmlty of everything that has
gone wrong. O Romans!” said Tertullian, “ we are
Just, kind, thinking, lettered, honest men. We meet
o pray, and we love you because you are our brethren.
‘We are gentle and peaceable like little children, and
we wish for concord among me&n. <Nevertheless, O
Romans! if the Tiber overflows, or if the Nile does
not, you cry, < To the lions with the Christtans!’ ”
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o .CHAPTER III. ° o

Tur Democratic idea, the new bridge of civilization,
undergoes at this moment the formidable;trial of over-
weight. Every other idea would certainly give way
under fhe load that it issmade to bearr ‘Democracy
proves its solidity by the absurdities that are heaped”
on,s without shaking it. It must resist everything
that people choose to place on it, At this momend
they try to make ié carry gdespotisms ,

Tlte people have no need of liberfy; such was the,

pa¥sword of a certain innocent and.duped school, the

head of which has been dead some  years. 'fhat.poor
honesé dreamer believed in good faith that*men can

keep progress with them when they turn qut liberty.

We have heard him put forth, probably ,without
meaning it, this aphorism: Liberty is good <or the
rich. These kinds of maxims have the disadvantage
of not being prejudicial to the establishment of
empires,

No, no, no—nothing out of liberty. .

Servitude is the blind soul. Can qou figure to
yourself a man bMnd voluntarily? This terrible
thing exists. There are willing slaves. A smile in
irons ®* Can anything be more hideous ? He who is not
free is not a man ; he who is not free has no sight, no
knowledge, no discernment, no growth, no compre-
hension, no will, no faith, no love ; he hds no wife, he
has no children, he has a female and young ones, he
lives not. 40 luce principium. Liberty is the apple
of the eye. Liberty is the visual organ of proggess.

Because liberty has inconveniences, and even perils,*

s 82 -
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to wish to create civitization without it is just the
same as to try cultivation without the sun$ the sun is
alsg a censurable heavenly body. One day, in the too
beautiful summer of 1829, a critic, now forgotten, and
wrongly—for he was not without some-talent—M., P.,
being too hot, mended hi8 pen, saying—*“T am going
to give well to the sun.” I *

Certain gocial theories, very distinct from socialismo
such as we understand and want it, have gone astray,
Let us discard all that resembles the convent, the
barrack, the cellular and straight line systems. Para-
guay, minus the Jesuits, ise Paraguay just the same.
To give a new fashion to evil is not a useful task. To
recommence the old slavery is idiotic® Let .the
Qations of Europe beware 6f a despotism made anew
from materials they have to some, extent {hemselves
supplied. Such®a thing, cemented with, a special
philosophy, .might<’well last. We Lave just ‘me®n-
tioned the theorists, some of whom otherwise right
and ‘sincere, who, by dint of fearing the dispersion of
activities and energies, and of what they call
“ anarchy,” have arrezved .at an almost Chinese ac-
ceptatign of absolute social concentration. They turn
their resignation into a doctrine. Provided man eats
and drinks, all 1s right. The happiness of the beast is
the solution. DBut this is a happiness which some
other men®would call by a different name.

We dream, for nations something else besides a
felicity® solely made up of obediemce. The bastinado
turns up that sort of felicity for the Turkish fellah,
the knout for the Russian serf, and the cat-oe-nine-tails
for the English soldier. These socialists by the side
of socialism come from Joseph de Maistre, and from
Ancillon, vpithout suspecting it perhaps; for the
ingenubusness of these theorists rallied to the jfu:f
accompls has—or fancies it has—democratic intentions,
and speaks energetically of the ‘ principles of ’89.”
diet these involuntary philosophers® of a possible
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despdtism think of it; to teach the masses a doctrine
against libérty ; to cram intellects with appetites and
fatalism—a certain situation being given—to satugate
1t with materialism, and to run the risk of the
construction which might proceed ‘from it, would be
to upderstand’ progress in B.le fashion of that worthy
man who applauded a new gibbet, and who exclaimed
£—=Thiseis all right! We have had till now but the
old" wooden gallows—to-day the age advances; and
here we are with a good stone gibbet, which will do
f01 our children and grandchildren !”
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CHAPTER 1IV.. J

To enjoy a full stomach, a satisfied intestine, a satiated
belly, is doubtless something, for it is the enjoyment
of the brute. However, one may place one’s ambition,
higher. .
. Certzunly, a good salary is a fine thing., To tread
on this firm ground, high wages, is pleasant The
@ise man Lkes to want nothing. To insure his
own position is the chiragteristicc of an «ntelligent
‘Toan. An bﬂicml chair, with ten thousand sesfarces
a “year, is & grace’ful and convenient seat, Great
emoluments gire 4, fresh complexion and good health.
One lives to an old age it pleasant, wetl-paid
sitecures. , The high financial world, rich in plentiful
profits, ig a place agreéable to live in. To be well at
rt wettles a family well and brings a fortune; as

for myself, I prefer to all these solid comforts the old
leaky vessel in which Bishop Quodvultdeus embarks
with a smile.

* There is something beyond gorging oneself. The
goal of man is not the goal of the animal.

A rioral enhancement is necdssary. The life of
nations, like the life of individuals, has its minutes
of depression; these minutes pass, certainly, but
no trace of them ought to remain. Man, at this
hour, tends to fall into the stomach: man must be
replaced in ethe heart, man must be replaced in the
brain. The brain, behold the sovereign that must be
restored! The social question requires to-day, more
than ever, to be examined on the gide of human
"dignity.
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T show man the human end, to ameliorate intelli-
gence firsh the animal afterwards, to disdain the
flesh as long as the thought is despised, and to give
the example on their own flesh, such is the actual,
immediate, urgent duty of writers.

It is what men of geniushave done at all times.

You ask in what poets can be useful? In imbuing
civilization with light—only that.
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CHAPTER V. . -

. 1.

Up to this day there has been a literature of Ziferats.
In France, particulurly, as we have said, literaturée
had a disposition to form a caste. To be a poet was
something like being a manderin. Words did got all
kelong by right to the language. The dictionary
granted or did not grant the registration.® The de-
tjonary had g will of its own" Imagine thé botanist
declaring to a veggtable «thgt it dees not exist, and
nature timiddy offering an insect to entomolegy whijch-
Yefuses it as Jncorrett. Imagine astronomy cavilliffg
at the sthrs. « We recollect having heard an Acade-
miciah, naw dead, Say in full academy that Fsench
hade been spoken in France only in the seventeenth
century, and that for®twelve years; we know not
which. ¢Let us give up, for it is time, this order of
1deas; democracy requires it. The actual enlarging
of thoughts needs something else. Let us leave
the -college, the conclave, the cell, the weak taste,
weak art, the small chapel. Poetry is not a coterie.
“There is at this hour an effort made to galvanize dead
things. ® Let us strive against this®tendency. Let us
insist on the truths which are urgent. The ciefs-
d’wuvre recommended by the manual of bachelofship,
compliments in verse and in prose, tragedies soaring
over the head of some king, inspiration in full
official dress,sthe brilliant nonentities fixing laws on
poetry, the Arfs podtiques which forget La Fontaine,
*and for which Moliére is doubtful, the Planats
castrating the Corneilles, prudish  tongues, the
thoughts enclosed between four walls, and limited by
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Quintilian, Longinus, Boilea’u,gand La Harpe ; all that,
although eofficial and. public teaching 'is -filled and
saturated with it, all that belongs to the past. Some
particular epoch, which is "called the*grand century,
and for a certainty the fine century, is nothing else in
reality but a literary momologue. Is it possible to
reafize such a strange thing, a literature which is an
aside? It seems as if one read on the frontal of art
“ Ne¢ admittance.” As for ourselves, we understand
poetry only with the door wide open. The hour has
struck for hoisting the “All for All” What is
needed by civilization, henceforth a grown-up woman,
is a pSpular literature. .
1830 has opened a debate, literary on the surface,
at the bottom social arrd buman. The moment is
come to close the debate. « We close it by asking %
literature having in. view this purpoge, < The People.”
=The author” of these pages wi'ets] {hirty-one years®
ago, in’the preface to ZLuwcréce Borgia, a few words
often, repeated since: * Le poéte* a “chargg d’dmes.”
He would add here, if it were worth saying, fhat,
allowing for possible error, the words, utfered by his
conscience, have been his rule throughout life,
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CHAPTER VI. | .

MaccHIAVELLI was casting on the people a strange look.
To heap the measure, to overflow the cup, to exagge-
rate horror in the case of the prince, to increase the
crushing in order to stir ap the oppressed to revolt, to
cause idolatry to change into a curse, to push the
masses to extremities, such seems to be ‘his policy.
His yes sigpifies no. He® loads the despot -with
despotism in ordeg to mmkg him barst. The tyrant
becomes in his hands a hideous projectile, whichewill
break to pieces.. Matchiavelli conspires” For whonf?
Against whom?. Guess. His apotheosis of kings is
just the thing to nake regicides. On the head of
his*Prince he places a diadem of crimes, a tiara of
vices, a halo of baseness, and he hastily invites you
to adora his monster, with the air of a man expecting
an avenger. He glorifies evil with a squint towards
the darkness. It is in the darkness that is Harmo-
dius. Macchiavelli, the getter up of princely outrages,
tlre valet of the Medici and of the Borgias, had in
his youth been put to the rack for having admired
Brutus ®and Cassius. He had perhaps plotted with
the Soderini the deliverance of Florence. Does he
recollect it? Does he continue? His advice is
followed, like the lightning, by a low rumbling in
the cloud, alarming prolongation. What did he
mean to say?? On whom has he a design? Is the
advice for or against him to whom he gives it? One
day, at Flovence, in the garden of Cosmo Ruccelai,
there being present the Duke of Mantua and John
de Mé&dici, who afterwards-commanded the Black
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Bantds of Tuscany, -Varchi, th8 enemy of Macchiavelli,
heard hin? say to the two princes, “ Let the people
read no book, not even mine.” It is curioys to
compare with this remark the advice given by Voltaire
to the Duke de Choiseul, at the same time advice to
the minister, and insinuatidn for the king : “Let the
boobies read or monsense. There is no danger in
readings, my lord. What can a great king like
the king of France fear? The people are but rabble,
and the books are but trash.” Let them pread
nothing, let them read everything: these two pieces
of coptrary advice coineide. more- than one would
think. Voltaire, with hidden claws, is purring at the
feet of tlle king. Voltaire and-Macchiavelli are two
formidable indirect revolutionists, dissingilar in everg-
thing, and yet identical ,in®reality by their .profound
hajfled, disguised in flattery, of the master. The one
i$ malignant, the other is sinistdr. - The prince$ of
the sixteenth century bad as theortst on their in-
famies, and as enigmatical courtier, Magdlia.vélli, an
enthusiast dark at heart. The flattery ¢f a spllinx,
tertible thing! Better yet be flattered, like Liouis XV,
by a cat. o
‘y'Conclusion : Make the people read Macchiavelli, and
make them read Voltaire.
" Macchiavelli will inspire them with horror of, a.nd

Voltaire with contempt for, crowned guilt. e " .
But- the hearts should turn above-all towards the
grand pure poets, Whether they be sweet like Virgil or
bitter like Juvenal.
L
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CHAPTER VII.

THE progress of man by the education of minds;
there is no safety but in that. Teach! learn! All
the revolutions of the future are enclosed, sunk ia this
phrase: Gratuitous and Obligatory Instr: ction.

It is by the unfolding of works of the higilest order
that this vasteintellectual teaching should be crowned.
At the top the mep of genlius. . .

. Wherever %here.is.a, gathering of mey, there oﬁg}y’:
te be, in_a spetial “place, a public expositor.of the
great thinkers® ¢

By a great thinker we mean a Beneficent think®r.

The perpetual presence of the beautiful in their
works majntains poets.at the summit of teaching.

No ome can foresee the quantity of light which will
be brought forth by letting the people be in. com-
munication with men of genius. This combination.
of the heartg of the people with the heart of the poet
i1l be the Voltaic pile of Civilization.

‘Will the people understand this magnificent teach-
ing? Certainly. We know of ndthing too lofty for
the people. The people are a great soul. Have you
ever gone on a fite-day to a theatre open gratuitdusly
to all? 'What do you think of that auditory? Do
you know of any other more spontaneous and intelli--
gent? Do yoil know, even in the forest, of a vibration

.more profound? The court of Versailles admires like
a well-drilled regiment; the people throw themselves
passionately into the beautiful. They pack together,
Cﬁ)wg, amalgamate, combine, and knead themselves
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in the theatre ; a living pastee that the poet is about
to mould. ¢ The powerful thumb of Moliére will pre-
sently make its mark on it; the nail of Corneille will
seratch this ill-shaped heap. ‘Whence does that heap
come? Whence does it proceed ? From the Courtille,
from the Porcherons, fromehe Cunette; it is shoeless;
with tucked-up sleeves in rags. Silence! This is the
human block.

The Louse is crowded, the vast mulfitude looks,
listens, loves; all consciences, deeply moved, throw
off their inmer fire, all eyes glisten, the huge beast
with a thousand heads i ig there, the A/0b of Burke, the
Plebs®of Titus Livius, the Fez urbis of Cicero, if
cayesses the beautiful, it smiles at it with the grace of
a woman, it is literary im the most refined sense of
the w01d nothing equals the delicacyof this mofl-
sters l‘he tumultuous cfowd tremMbes, hlushes, palpi-
twies ; its modesty is surprising ; *¢h8 cmwd 1s a virgins®
No pluﬂely however, this brute is hof prutd. Not a
sympathy escapes 1t., it has in itgelf "the whole key-
board, from passion to irony, from sarcasm to sobbing.
Tts compasswn is more than.compassiot; it is real
mercy. God is felt in it. All at once the sublime
passes, and the sombre electricity of the abyss heaves
up suddenly all this pile of hearts and entrails, the
transfiguration of enthusiasm operates, and now, is
the enemy at the gates, is the country %n danges P
Throw a cry to that populace, it would enact® the
sublime drama of Thermopylee. Who has called forth
such a metamorphosis? Poetry.

The maltitude, and in this lies their grandeur, are
profoundly open to the ideal. When they come in
contact with lofty art they are pleased they shudder.
Not a detail escapes them. The crowd is one liquid.
and living expanse capable of vibration. * A mass is a
sensitive plant. Contact with the beautiful agitates
ecstatically the surface of multitudes, sure sign that
the depth is sSunded. A rustling of leaves, a anysteg,
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rious breath passes, the crowd trembles undere the
sacred insufflation of the abyss. .

And there, even where the man of the people is not
in a*crowd, he is yet a good ‘hearer of great things.
His ingenuousness is honest, his curiosity healthy.
dIgnorance is a longing. eHis near cennexion with
nature renders him. subject to the holy emotion of*the
trae. He has, towards poefry, secret naturgl desires
which he ddes not suspect himself. All the teachings
are due to the people. The more “divine the light,
the more is it made for this simple soul. 'We would
have in’ the villages a_pulpit from svhich Homer
ghould be explained to the peasants. °
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. [ ]
¢ . CHAPTER -VIIL

Too much matter is the evil of our day Hence a
certain dulness.

It is necessary to restore some ideal in the human
mind., Whetice shall you take your ideal? Where
isit? The poets, the philosophers, the thinkers ane
the urns.* The ideal is in Alschylus, in Isaiah,
Juvenal, in Alighieri, in Shakespegre. Thrcgv
]Eschylus throw dsaiah, $hmdw Juyenal, throw Dante,
thudsv Shakespeare into the deep soul of the hum:m ]
race. .

Throw Job, Solomon, Pindar, Ezeklel Sophocles
Euripides, Herodotlrs Theocritus,” Plautuse Luctetius,
Virgil, Terence, Horace, Catullus, Tacitus, St. 2aul,
St. Augustin, Tertullian, Petrarch Pascal Mﬂton,
Descartes, Corneille, La Fontaine, Montesquleu
Diderot, Rousseau, 'Beaumarchais, Sedaine, André
Chénier, Kant, Byron, Schiller—throw all these souls
into the man.

All the wits from ZBsop up to Moliere, all the
intellects from Plato up to Newton; all the ency-
clopedists from Arfstotle up to Voltaire.

By that means, whilst curing the illness for the
mpm®nt,*you will establish for ever the health of the
human mind.

You will cure the middle class and found the
people.

As we have said just now, after the destruction
which has delivered the world, you will construct the*
edifice which ghall make it prosper.

‘What an aim! to make the people! Pl'inmpies
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combined with science,*every possible quantity of the.
absolute introduced by degrees into the fict, Utopia
treated successively by every mode of realization, by .
political economy, by philosophy, by physics, by
chemistry, by dynamics, by logic, by art; union re-
‘placing little by little antafonism, and unity replacing
union, for religion God, for priests the father,® for
prayer virtue, for field the whole earth, for Janguage
the verb, for law the right, for motive-power duty, for
hygiene labour, for economy universal peace, for canvas
the very life, for the goal progress, for authority liberty,
for people the man. Sugh is the simplification,
« And at the summit the ideal.

The ideal! immovable type of progless going
opward. y

To 'whom'belong mer of genius, if not to thee,
people ? They db belong to thee; they are, thy ssons
“and thy fathers., *“TMou givest birth to them, and ti¥y
teach thet. They open in thy chaos vistas of light.
Childten, .they” hdve drunk thy sap. They oehave
leaped in the universal matrix, humanity. Iagh of
thy phases,*people, is @n avatar. The deep essence of
life, it ig*in thee that it must be looked for. Thou

_ art the great bosom. Geniuses are begotten from thee,

mysterious crowd.

Let them therefore return to thee.

«People, the author, God, dedicates them to thee.



BOOK VI.

THE BEAUTIFUL THE SERVANT OF
THE TRUE. '

. . CHAPTER I.

Am, minds! be useful' Be of some %ervice. T

not be fastidious when if is necessary te be efficient

amd °’good,  Avt for art may bes brautiful, but art
for progress is more beautiful yet.® To, Aream, reverie

is we]l, to dream Ufopia is better.  *Ah ! you *must

think? Then think of making man better. dou
must dream ? Here is the dream for yout the ideal.

The prophet seeks solitude, but not isolation. He
unravels and untwists the th1eads of humanity tied
and rolled in a skein in his soul; he does not break
them. He goes into the desert to think ; of whom'™
Of the mullitude. It is not to the forests that be
speaks, it is to the cities. It is not at the grass<
bending to the wiyd that he looks, if is at man; it

is not against lions that he wars, it 1is agamst

tyrans. ,£ Woe to thee, Ahab! woe to thee, Hosea!

woe to you kings | woe to you, Pharaohs! is the cry

of the great solitary one. Then he weeps.

For what? for that eternal captivity, of Babylon,
undergone by Israel formerly, undergon® by.Poland,
by Roumania, by Hungary, by Venice to-day. He .
grows old, the good and dark thinker ; he watches, he

Lies in wait, he listens, he looks, ear in the silence, eye
T
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in the night, claw half *tretched towards the wicked.
Go and speak to him then of art for art, {o*that ceno-
bite. of the ideal. He has his aim, and he walks
straight towards it, and his aim is this: Improve-
ment. He devotes himself to it.

° He does not belong to®himself, he belongs to_his
apostolate. He is entrusted with that immense Care,
the progress of the human race. Geniug is not
made for genius, it is made for man. Genius on
earth is God giving himself. Each time that a
chef-d’ceuvre appears, it is a distribution of God that
takes place. The clhefsd’wuvre is a variety of the
miracle. Thence, in all religions, and among all
peoples, faith in divine men. They dective them-
sglves, those who think that we deny the divinity of

hrists. . . .

At the point fow reached by the social question,
*gverything ghonld sbe action in common. _Fois
isolated $rustsate ome another, the ideal and the
reéal Strengthen” eath other. Art necessarilye aids
science. These two wheels of progress should, turn
together. * .

Genegation of new talents, noble group of writers
and poets, legion of young men, O living posterity of
my country! Your elders love and salute you.
Courage! let us devote ourselves. Let us devote our-
selves to the good, to the true, to the just. In that
*theré is goodngss.

Somes pure lovers of art, affectedsby a pre-occupation
which in its way has its dignity and nobleness, discard
this formula, “Art for Progress,” the JBeautiful
Useful, fearing lest the useful should deform the
beautiful. They tremble lest they should see attached
to the fine axms of the Muse the coarse hand of the
drudge.« AcCording to them the ideal may become
* perverted by too much contact with reality. They
are anxious for the sublime if it is lowered as far as
bumamity. Ah ! they are mistaken. *
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The useful, far from circumscribing the sublime,
increases 1t. 'The application of the sublime to
human things produces unexpected clefs-d wyvre.
The wuseful, considered in itself and as an element
combining with the sublime, is of several kinds; there,
is tie useful which is tender, and there is the useful
which is indignant. Tender, it refreshes the unfor-
tunate and creates the social epopee; imdignant, it
flagellates the wicked, and creates the divine satire.
Moseq hands the rod to Jesus, and after having cansed
the water to gush from the rock, that august 1'od, the
very same, drives the ventlorsefrom the sanctuary.

What! art should grow less because it has exe

arided! No. One service more is"one more beauty.

But people cry out: To undertake the gure of sociad
evils, to amend the codes,s td denounce the law to the
righf, to epronounce those hideous words, bagne,”
ga%'ey-slgwe, convict, girl of the .town, to contIo].
the police-registers, to contract the shspensa,ues to
sound*the salary andethe stoppage from worlk, to ‘taste
the black bread of the poor, to seek labour forethe
work-girl, to confront fashionable idleness Wlth ragged
sloth, to throw down the partition of ignor&nce, to
open schools, to teach little children how to read,
to attack shame, infamy, error, vice, crime, want of
conscience ; to preach the multlphcatlon of spelling-
books, to proclzum the equality of the sun, to ameliorate
the food of intellects and of hearts, to give meat and
drink, to claim solfitions for problems and sloes for
naked feet, that is not the business of the azure. Art
is the nzure.

es, art is the azure ; but the azure from above, from
which {alls the ray which swells the corn, makes the
maize yellow and the apple round, gildsgthe orange,
sweetens the grape. I repeat it, one service more is
one more beauty. At all events, where is the dimi-
nution? To ripen the beetroot, to water the potatoes,

to thicken the lucern, the trefoil, and the hay ;°to be.
T2
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a fellow-workman with the ploughman, the %ine-
dresser, and the gardener, that does not deprive the
heayens of one star. Ah! immensity does not despisé
utility, and what does it lose by it? Does the vast
Jvital fluid that we call magnetic or electric, lighten less
splendidly the depth of the clouds, because it congents
to perform the office of pilot to a Bark, and to keep
always turned to the north the small needle that is
trusted to it, the huge guide ? Is the aurora less mag-
nificent, has it less purple and emerald, does it undergo
any decrease of majesty, of grace, and radiancy, because,
foreseeing the thirst of a.ly, it carefully secretegin the
flower the drop of dew which the bee requires?

Yet, people insist : To compose social poétry, human
goetry, popular poetry, to griimble against the evil and
for the good, to promote public passions,eto insult
despots, to haa,ke: rascals despair, to emancipate *man
"before he is of age, to push souls forward and slar]&ﬁss
backward, to kmow that there are thieves and tyrants,
t6 cléan penal cell§, to empty the pail of-publicsfilth ;
wimag! Polymnia, sleeves tucked up to do such, dirty
work! Oh! for shante !

Why not ?

Homer was the geographer and the historian of his
time, Moses the legislator of his, Juvenal the judge
of his, Dante the theologian of his, Shakespeare the
moralist of® his, Voltaire the philosopher of his. No
region, in speculation or in real fact, is shut to the
mind. ® Here an horizon, there wimgs; right for all to
soar. .

For certain sublime beings, to soar is to serve. In
"the desert mot a drop of water, a horrible thirst, the
wretched file of pilgrims drag along overcomes all at
once, in the horizon, above a wrinkle in the sands, a
griffon *1s seen soaring, and all the caravan cry out,
“ There is water there!” '

‘What thinks Zschylus of art as art? Certainly, if
-over 2 poet was a poet, it is Hschylus® Listen to his
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replg. It is in the “Frogs™ of Aristophanes, line
1039. Aisehylus speaks :—* Since the origin of times,
the illustrious poet has served men. Orpheus has
taught the torror of murder, Museus oracles ®and
medicine, HeSiod agriculture, and that divine Homer,
heroism. And I, atter Homer, T have sung Patroclus,
and® Teucer the.lion-hearted; so that every citizen
should try to resemble the great men.”

In the same way that all the sea is %alt, all the
Bible is poetry. This poetry talks politics at its own
hours. Open 1 Samuel, chapter viii. The Jewish
people demand a king. (. . .. .And the Lord said
unto Samuel, Hearken unto the voice of the people in
all, that they say unto thee; for they have not re-
jected thee, but they hawe rejected me, that I should
not reign over them.” . . .,. “And Samuel told afl
the svords of the Lord ufto the p2eple that asked of
Ireki*a king. * And he said, This will be the manper
of the Rking that shall reign over %ou :; Heewill take
yourgsons ,and appoint ‘Zem for himself, for his
chariots, and 7o de his horsemen ; and some shall gun
before his chariots.” . . . . “ And he wil} take Yyour
daughters fo be confectionaries, and #o be oooks, and
fo be bakers. And he will take your fields, ahd your
vineyards, and your oliveyards, even the best of them,
and give Z4em to his servants. And he will take your
men-servants, and your maid-servants, and your good-
liest young men, and your asses, and put them to his
work. He will take the tenth of your sheep » and ye
shall be his servants. And ye shall cry out in that day,
becayge Qf your king which ye shall have chosen you ;
artd the Liord will not hear you in that day.” Samuel,
" we see, denies the right divine; Deuteronomy shakes
the altar, the false altar, let us observg; but is xot
the next altar always the false altar?* “You shall
demolish the altars of the false gods. You shall seek
God where he dwells.” It is almost Pantheism. Be-
cause it take$ part in human things, is democrafic
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here, iconoclast there, 4is that book less magnificent
and less supreme? If poetry is not in ethe Bible,
where is 1t ?

You say: The muse is made to sing, to love, to
believe, to pray. Yes and no. Let us understand
each other. To sing whom? The void. To love
what? Oneself. To believe in what? The dogma.
To pray to what? The idol. No, here is the truth:
To sing the’ideal, to love humanity, to believe in pro-
gress, to pray to the infinite.

Take care, you who are tracing those circles round
the poet, you put him beyond man. That the poet
should be beyond humanity in one way, by the %vings,
Dy the immense flight, by the sudden possible disap-
pearance in the fathomless, it is well, it must be so,
mt on condstion of reappearance. He may depart,
but he mugt retmrn. Let*him have wings foy the
dnfinite, providedehgehas feet for the earth, hnd thad,
after having been seen flying, he is seen walking. Let
him become man again, after he has gone out of
hurpanity.® After he has been seen an archangel, let
him ‘be once more a brother. Let the star which'is in
that eye.weep a tear, and that fear be the human
tear. Yhus, human and superhuman, he shall be the
poet. But to be altogether beyond man, is not to be.

Show me thy foot, genius, and let us see if, like myself,
thou hast earthly dust on thy heel.

e Ifsthou hast not some of that dust, if thou hast
never walked in my pathway, thoy, dost not know me
and I do not know thee. (Go away. Thou believess
thyself an angel, thou art but a bird. .

Aid from the strong for the weak, help Trom the
great for the small, help from the free for the slaves,
Lelp from the thinkers for the ignorant, help from the
solitary for the multitudes. Such is the law, from
Isaiah to Voltaire. He who does not follow that law
may be a genius, but he is only a useless genius. By
not hapdling the things of the earth, ehe thinks to
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pwrify himself, he annuls himgelf. He is the refined,
the delicate, he may be the exquisite genius; he is
not the great genius. Any one, roughly useful, but
useful, has the right to ask on seeing that goodfor-
nothing genius, Who is this idler? The amphora
which refuses to go to the fountain deserves the hoot~
ingeof the pitcheys.

Great is he who devofes himself! Xven when
overcomé, he remains serene, and his misery is happi-
ness. No, it is not a bad thing for the poet to meet
face to face with duty. Duty has a stern resemblance
to the ideal. The act of "doing one’s duty is worth
the tiwuble of being trled. * No, the jostling with
Cato is not to be avoided. No, no, no; truth, honesty,
teaching the crowds, hyman liberty, manly virtue,
conscience, are not things to disdain. ¢ Indignatien
and emotlon are but one faculty tyned fowards the
tagyrsides*of mournful human slayer.y, and those whq
are capable of anger are capable«f ‘love. , To lével
the tyrant and the slave, what a,mdghificent ¢ffopt!
Now, the whole of one side of actual societly is tyrant,
and all the other side is slave.  Wonderful straighten-
ing to accomplish. It will be done. Al} thinkers
must work with that end in view. They will gain
greatness in that work. To be the servant of God in
the march of progress and the apostle of God with
the people, such is the law which regulates the growth
of genius.
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CHAPTER II. .

THERE are “two poets, the poet of caprice and the
poet of logic; and there is a third poet, a component
of both, amending them one by the other, completing
them one by the other, and, summing them up in a
loftier entity; the two statures in a single one® The
third is the first. He has caprice, and she follows
the wind. e has logic, and he follows duty. The
st writes the Canticle of Canticles, the secgnd writes
Leviticus, the third writes “the Psalms and the JPro-
ophecies. The first is Horace, the second s Liiemn,
the thirdes J uvenal. The first is Pindar, the second
is-Hesiod, the third is Homer.

No loss *of beauty results from goodness. Ts the
lion fess beautiful than the tiger, because it has the
faculty of merciful emotion? Does that jaw which
opens to let the infant fall into the hands of the
mother deprive that mane of its majesty? Does the
vast noise of the roaring vanish from that terrible
mouth becamse it has licked Androcles? The genius

ewhich does not help, even if graceful, is deformed.
A prodigy without love is a monster. Let us love!
let us love! .

To love has never hindered from pleasing, Where
have you seen one form of the good excluding the
other ? On the contrary, all that is good is connected.
Let us, howeyer, understand each other. It doeg not
follow that t¢ have one quality implies necessarily the
possession of the other; but it would be strange that
one quality added to another should make less. To
be useful, is but to be useful ; to be beautiful is but
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to ba beautiful; to be useful and beautiful is to be
sublime. eThat is what St. Paul is in the first
century, Tacitus and Juvenal in the second, Dante in
the thirteenth, Shakespeare in the sixteenth, M#ton
and Moli¢re in the seventeenth.

‘We have just now recalled a saying become famous,»
« Aft for art.” Tuet us, once for all, explain ourselves
in this question. If faith can be placed in an affirma-
tion very general and very often repeated, we believe
honestly, these words, « Art for art,” would have been
written by the author of this book himself. Written ¥
never! You may read, from the first to the last line,
all th# we have published, you will not find these
words. Iteis the opposite which is written throughout
our works, and we insist on it, In our entire life.
As for these words in themselves, howefar are they
real.? Here is the fact, *which seteral of our cotem-
‘posiities Yemember as well as we dp. * One- day, thirty-
five years ago, in a discussion between cutics and
. poets,on Voltaire’s tragedies, the author of this baok

threw out this interruption, “This tragedy is npt a
tragedy. It is not men whe live, it ¥ senténces
which speak in if! Rather a hundred times ¢ Art
for Art? ” 'This remark turned, doubtless tnvolun-
tarily, from its true sense to serve the wants of discus-
sion, has since taken, to the great surprise of him
who had uttered it, the proportions of a formula.
It is this opinion, limited to ‘‘Alzire” and to thee
* Orpheline de la Chine,” and incontestablesin that
vestricted application, which has been turned into a
perfeqt declaration of principles, and an axiom to
inscribe on the banner of art.

Thig point settled, let us go on.

Between two verses, the one by Pindar, deifying a
coachman or glorifying the brass nails®of the wheel
of a chariot, the other by Archilochus, so powerful ,
that, after having read it, Jefireys would leave off his
career of crithes and would hang himself on the
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gallows prepared by hjm for honest people, between
these two verses, of equal beauty, I prefer that of
Archilochus.

Ia times anterior to history, when poetry is fabu—
lous and legendary, it has a Promethean grandeur.
-What composes this graydeur? Utility. Orpheus
,tames wild animals; Amphion builds cities; the poet,
tamer and archltect Linus aiding Hercules, Muswzus
assisting Deedalus, poetry a civilizing powef, such is
the origin. Tradition agrees with reason. The com-
mon sense of peoples is not deceived in that. It
always invents fables in the sense of truth. Ervery-
thing is great in those maghifying distances. ® Well,
then, the wild-beast taming poet, that you admire
in Orpheu:a, recognise him in, Juvenal.

o We insist on Juvenal.  Few poets have been more
insulted, mqre contested, ‘more calumniated. ® Calymny
Against Juvenal shag been drawn at such long -@ase
that it lagts <yef. <Lt passes from one literary clown
to_anpther. Tliese, grand haters of evil are hated by
all the flatterers of power and sticcess. The mob of
fawmng sophists, of writers who have around the
neck the anark of their slavery, of bullying historio-
graphers, of scholiasts kept and fed, of court and
schoo} folowers, stand in the way of the glory of the
pumshers and avengers. They croak around those
eagles.,” Péople do not willingly render justice to the
«dispensers of Justlce They hinder the masters and
rouse the indighation of the lacqugys. There is such
a thing as therindignation of baseness. -

Moreover; thé eiminutives cannot do less than
help eachy other ‘40" Cmsarion must at least have
Tyrannion. asa éippoit. The pedant snaps the ferules
for the benefit of thesatrap. There is for¢his kind of
work a htermy.sycz)phancy and an official pedagogism.
"These Jpoor,” dear-paymg’ wices, these excellent indul-
gent. crimes, 'his  Highness Rufinus, his Majesty
Llaudlps, that, auaukﬁ ‘Madame Messakina who gives
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such beautiful fé/es, and pensions out of her privy purse,
and who lasts and who 1s perpetuated, always crowned,

calling herself Theodora, then Fredegonde, then
Agnes, then Margaret of Burgundy, then Isabel of
Bavaria, then Catherine de Medici, then Catherine
of Russia, then Caroline of, Naples, &c. &c., all these.
great lords, crimes, all these fine ladies, tu.rp1tudes

shall they have the sorrow of witnessing the triumph
of Juvenal? No. War with the scourge in the
name of sceptres! War with the rod in the name of
the shop! That is welll Go on, courtiers, clients,

eunuchs, and scribes. Go on, pubhcans and phan-
sees. SYou will not hindsr tife repubhc from tha.nkmcr
Juyenal, os the temple from approving Jesus.

Isaiah, Juvenal, Dante, they are virgins. Observe
their eyes cast down. There is chastityein the anger
of the just against’ the umjust. The Impyecation can
beanrs hoty as.the Hosanna, and, mdlgngélon honest,
indignation, has the very purity of virte. In point
of whiteness, the foam has no reasan té énvy the snow.
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CHAPTER III.

History proves the working partnership of art and
progress. Dictus 0b hoc lemire tigres. Rhythm is a
power. Power thaj the Middle Ages recognise and
submit to not less than antiquity. The secolld bar-
Barism, feudal barbarism, dreads also this power,
poetry. The barons, not over-timid, are abashed before
the poet ; who is this man ? They fear lest a manly
song be sung. Tle spirit of civilization is with, this
«unknown. The oldedonjons full of carnage dpen Tieeir
wild eyes, -abd suspect the darkness; anxiety seizes
beld .of them. * Feudality tremyles, the den ig dis-
turbed. The dragons and the hydras are ill at ease.
‘Why ? because an invisible god is there. -

It is curious to find this power of poetry in countries
where ®nsociableness is deepest, particularly in Eng-
land, in that extreme feudal darkmess, penitds tofo
divisos orbe Britannos. If we believe the legend, a form
of history as true and as false as any other, it is thanks

eto poetry that Colgrim, besieged by the Britons, is
relieved in York by his hrother Bardulph the Saxon;
that King Awlof penetrates into the camp of Athed
stan ; that Werburgh, princc of Nerthumbyia,jis de-
livered by the Welsh, whence, it is said, t'hat_Cel't;ic
device of the Prince of Wales, Jck dien; that Alfred,
king of England, triumphs over Gitro, king of the
Danes, and' that Richard the lion-hearted escapes from
the prison of Losenstein. Ranulph, Earl of Chester,
attacked in his castle of Rothelan, is saved by the in-
tervention of the minstrels, which wa¢ still authenti-
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cated* under Elizabeth by the ptivilege accorded to the
minstrels Patronized by the Lords of Dalton.

The poet had the right of reprimand and menace.
In 1316, on Pentecost day, Edward IL being at ta.ble
in the grand hall of Westminster with the peers of
England, a female minstirel ®ntered the hall on horse-*
bac% rode all romnd, saluted Edward II., predicted in
a loud vajce to the minion Spencer the Zibbet and
castration by the hand of the executioner, and to the
king the hoof by means of which a red-hot iron should
be buried in his intestines, placed on the table before
the king a letter, and depmrted and no one said any-
thing to her.

A% the festivals, the minstrels passed before the
priests, and were more® honourably treated. At
Abingdon, at a festival of the Holy Cros8, each of the
twelve pylests received fourpence, and each of the
t¥¥ve minstrels two shillings.* A%, the prioryeof*
Maxtoke, the custom was to give sup.per to*the min-
strels in the Painted Chamber, lighted by £ight hu’@e
wax-gandles.

The more we advance North, it seemd as if the
increased thickness of the fog increases the freatness
of the poet. In Scotland he is enormous. *1f any-
thing surpasses the legend of the Rhapsodists, it is
the legend of the Scalds. At the approach of Edward
of Dngland the bards defend Stirhing a% the three
hundred had defended Sparta, and they have their®
Thermopyle, as great as those of Leonidas. Ossian,
Perfectly certain and real, has had a plagiary; that is
notlnng ;e but this plagmnst has done more than rob
hifn ; he has made him insipid. To know Fingal only
by Macphewon is*as if.one knew Amadis only by
Tressan, They show at Staffa the stone of the poet,
Clachan an Bairdk, so named, according to 'many anti-
quaries, long before the visib of Walter Scott to the -
‘Hebrides. This chair of the Bard, a great hollow rock
ready for a glant wishing to sit dbwn, is at ¢he ep;
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trance of the grotto. *Around it are the wave$ and
the clouds. Behind the Clachan an Bairdh is heaped
up gnd raised the superhuman geometry of basaltic
prisms, the pell-mell of colonnades and waves, and all
the mystery of the fearful edifice. The gallery of

ingal runs next to the pdet’s chair; the sea beatg on
it before entering under that terrible ceiling. hen
evening comes one imagines that he sees in “that chair
a form leaning on its elbow ;—it is the ghost, say the
fishermen of Mackinnon’s clan; and no one ‘would
dare, even in full day, to go up as far as that formid-
able seat ; for to the idea of the stone is allied the idea
of the sepulchre, and on the chair of granite no one
can be seated but the man of shade.
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¢ +CHAPTER 1IV.

Taovent is power.

All power is duty. Should this power enter into
repose in our age? Should duty shut its eyes? and
is the groment come for art to didarm? ILess than
ever. 'The human caravan is, thanks to 1789, arriveds
on 2 high plateau, and the horizon being more vast,
art has more to do. This".is all. To every Wldenmg
of horizon «orresponds an gnlargement of ‘conscience.

VY@ havg not reached the goal. A Cdncord condensed
in nappmess, civilization summed up Tne harmony, that.
is far off yet. In the eighteenth century, thit dream
was so distant thab it seemed a guilty thought. "Tle
Abbé de St. Pierre was expelled from the Acadethy
for having made that dream. *An expulblon which
strikes as rather severe at a penod when pgstorals
carried the day even with Fontenelle and when St.
Lambert invented the idyll for the use of the nobi-
lity. The Abbé'de St. Pierre has left behind him a
word and a dream ; the word is his own—“Bzen{az‘-
sance ;”’ the dream belongs to all of us—* Fraternity.”
This dleam whicis emade Cardinal de Polignad foam
aftd Voltaire smile, is not now so much lost ds it was
once im the mist of the improbable; it is a little
nearer; but we do not touch it. The people, those
orpha.ns who seek their mother, do not yet hold in
their hand the hem of the robe of peace. o

There remains around us a sufficient quantity of
slavery, of sophistry, of war and death, to prevent the
spirit of civilization from giving up any of its forces.
The idea of thé right divine is not yet entirely done.
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away with. That whieh has been Ferdinand V{I. in
Spain, Ferdinand II. in Naples, George FV. in Eng-
land, Nicholas in Russia, still floats about. A remnant
of the spectres is soaring. Inspirations descend from
that fatal cloud on some crown-bearers who, leaning
on their elbows, meditateswith a sinister aspect.

Civilization has not done yet with those who gtant
constitutions, with the owners of peoples, and with
the legitimate and hereditary madmen who assert
themselves majesties by the grace of God, and think
that they have the right of manumission over the
human race. It is necessagy to raise some obstacle,
to show bad will to the past, and to bring to bear on
these men, on these dogmas, on these chimeras which
stand in the way, some kindrance. Intellect, thought,
Science, true art, philosqphy, ought to watgch and be-
ware of mdsundefstandings. False rights contrive
vexy easily to put in*movement true armies. “Thefé=tre
murdered Folands looming in the future. * All my
amxiety,” said contemporary peet recently dead, “ is
thg smoke of my cigar.” My.anxiety is also & smoke,
the smoke<of the cities which are burning in the dis-
tance. Therefore, let us bring the masters to grief, if
we can? : '

Let us go again in the loudest possible voice over thé
lesson of the just and the unjust, of right and usurpa-
tjon, of oath and perjury, of good and evil,'of fas ef
nefas ; let us-come-forth with all our old antitheses,
as they say. Let us contrast what ought to.be with
what actually is. Tiet us put clearness into every-
thing. Bring light, you that havg it. Let, us oppose"
dogma to dogma, principle to principle, ‘energy to%ob-
stinacy, fruth to imposture, dream to dregm, the
dream of the future to the dream of the past, liberty
to despotisnt. People will be able to sit down, to
stretch themselves at full length, and to go on smoking
the cigar of fancy poetry, and to enjoy Boccaccio’s
‘‘Decameron’ with the sweet blue sky ®ver their heads,
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whenever the sovereignty of a king shall be exactly of
the same tlimenfsion as the llbelty of a man. TUntil
then, little sleep.. I am distrustful.

Put sentinels everywhere. Do not expect from
despots a large share of liberty. Break your own
shackles, all of you Polamds that may be' Make
sur® of the future by your own exertions. Do not
hope that your chain will forge itself into the key of
freedom. Up, children of the fatherland f O mowers
of the steppes, arise. Trust to the good intentions
of orthodox czars just enough to take up arms.
Hypocrisies and apologigs, bemg.traps, are one more
danger

We livesn a time when orations are heard praising
the magnanimity of whibe bears and the tender feel-
ings of panthers., Amnesty, clemencys grandeur of
soub an era of felicity opéns, fathefly love is the order
of-¥he day, see all that is already dene; ;. it must pob
be thoﬂO'ht that the march of the®age i neot under-
stood, autrust arms are open, rally s il closer round
the emperor ; Muscovy is kind-hearted. See how happy
the serfs are ; the streams are to be of milks prospérity,
liberty for a.]l your princes groan like yow over the
_past, they are exce]lent come, fear nothing, déir ones!
"as far as we are concemed we confess it. All very
good, but candidly, we are of those who put no reli-
ance in the lachrymal gland of crocodiles.e

The actual public mongtrosities impose stern obhga.-o
tlons on the consgience of the thinker, pln]osopher
or poet. Incorruptibility must resist corrnption. It
is mgqre than ever mecessary to show men the ideal,
tltat mirror in which is seen the face of God.
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: CHAPTER V.

THERE are in literature and philosophy men who have
tears and ldughter at command, Heraclituses wearing
the mask of a Democritus, men often very great, like
Voltaire. They are irony keeping a serious, some-
times tragic countenance.

These men, under the pressure of the inRuences
and prejudices of their time, speak with a deuble mean-
ing. One’ of the most profeund is Bayle, the man of
Potterdam, éhe powerfpl thinker. (Do not write
Beyle). When Bdyle cooll} utters this maxim,.” It
ds petter worth our swhile to weaken the grace ®-*a
thought $haf _to anger a tyrant,” I smile, I know
the man; I think of the pergecuted, almost, pro-
scriped oné, and T know well that he has given
way “to the temptatian of affirming merely to give
me the donging to contest. But when it is a
poet wio speaks, a poet wholly free, rich, happy,
prosperous almost to inviolability, one expects a clear,
open, and healthy teaching, one camnot believe that
frgm such aeman can emanate anything like a- deser-
stion ~of his own comnscience; and it is with a blush
that ong reads this: “ Here below, in time of peace,
let every man sweep his own street-door. In war, ¥
conquered, let every man fraternize with the goldjery.”
...... “Let every enthusiastbe put onthe cross
when he reaches his thirtieth year. If he has once ex-
perienced the, world as it is, from the dupe he becomes
the rogue.® *. . ... “ What utility, what result,
what advantage does the holy liberty of the press offer
you? The complete demonstration of it is this ; a pro-
found gontempt of public opinion.” . . *. . . “There
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are people who Qave a mania fdr railing at everything

thatis great; they are the men who have attacked the

Holy Alliance; and yet nothing has been invented njore

august and more salutary for humanity.” These things,

which lower the man who has written them, are signed
Goelfe. Goethe, when he wrote them, was sixty years

old. Indifference to'good and evil excites the brain,

one may get intoxicated with it, and that is what

comes of it. The lesson is a sad one. Mournful sight.

Here the helot is a mind.

A quotation may be a pillory. We nail on the
public Righway these lugubrious Sentences; it is our
duty. Goethe has written that. Let it be remembered,
and"let no one among the poets fall again into the
same e1ror. ¢ . .

To go imto a passion fop. the googd, for the true, for
the tnst ;e to suffer with the sufterers; 8 feel in our
inner soyl all the blows ‘struck b¥ ,every executionter.’
on human flesh; to be scourged with Clirist and
floggetl with the negro; to be strengthemed and %o
lament ; to climb, a titan, that wild peak where Pfter
and Cxsar make their swords fraternize, gladium cum
Jladio copulemus ; to heap up for that escalade the
Ossa of the ideal on the Pelion of the real; to make a
vast repartition of hope; to avail oneself of the
ubiquity of the book in order to be everywhere at the
same time with a comforting thought; to push pell-
mell men, women, children, whites, blacks, Beoples,
l‘..a,ngmen, tyrants, vittims, impostors, the ignorant, pro-
letaries, serfs, slaves, masters, towards the future, pre-
cipjce to some, deliverance to others; to go forth, to’

"wake up, to hasten, to march, to run, to think, to wish,
ah ! indeed, that is well. It is worth while being a
poet. Beware, you lose your temper. JOf course I
do; but I gain anger. Come and breathe into my
wings, hurricane !

There has begen, of late years, an instant when im-

passibility was recommended to poets as a conditiofs
U2
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of divinity. To be irtdifferent, that was called °be1ng
Olympian. Where had they seen that? ®That is an
Olympus: very unlike the real one. Read Homer.
Thé Olympians are passion, and nothing else. Bound-
less humanity, such is their divinity. They fight
"unceasingly. One has a fow, another a lance, angther
a sword, another a club, another thunder. There is
one of therg who compels the leopards to .draw him
along. Another, wisdom, has cut off the head of
night twisted with serpents, and has nailed it to his
shield. Such is the calm of the Olympians. Their
angers cause the thundeys ta roll from one eng to the
other of the Iliad and of the Odyssey.

These angers, when they are just, are good. The
%oet who has them is the %rue Olymplan Juvenal,

ante, Agrippa d’Aubigné, and JMilton- dad these
angers. Mdli¢re #lso. From the soul of Alcestes fiashes
’con'stantly the lightsling of “ vigorous hatreds.”” Jsus
meant thht hatn.ed of evil when he said, ‘I am come
to'bring war.” ° ° ‘e

3 Jike Stesichorus indignant, preventmg the alliande
of Greece with Phalaris, and fighting the brazen bull
-with styckes of the lyre.

Louis XIV. found it good to have Racine sleeping
in his chamber when he, the king, was ill, tulnmg
thus the poet into an assistant to his -apothecary,
,wonderful patronage to letters; but he asked nothing
more from the “beaux esprits,” and the haorizon of
his alcbve seemed to him sufficient for them. One
day, Racine, somewhat urged by Madame de Maifi-
tenon, had the idea to leave the king’s chamlber and
to visit the garrets of the people. Thence a memoir
on the public distress. Louis XIV. cast at'Racine'a
killing look.e Poets fare ill when, being courtiers, they
do what‘roya] mistresses ask of them. Racine, on the
suggestion of Madame de Maintenon, risks a re-
monstrance which causes him to be driyen from court,
and he dies of”it; Voltaire, at the instigation of
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Madiwne de Pompadour, tries asmadrigal, an awkward
one it.apptars, which causes him to be driven from
TFrance, and he does not die of it. Louis XV. on
reading the madrigal (ef gardez tous deuzx vos congulles)
had exclaimed, “ What a fool this Voltaire is |’

nge years ago,- “a welfauthorized pen,” as they“
say "in official .and academic patois, wrote this:
“The greatest service that poets can render us, is to
be good for nothing. We do not ask of them any-
thing else.” Observe the extent and spread of this
word, the poets, which includes Linus, Museus,
Orpheus, Homer, Job, Hesiod, Meses, Daniel, Amos,
Ezekiel, Isaiah, Jeremiah, Asop, David, Solomon,
Zschylus, Sophocles, Euripides, Pindar, Archilochus,
Tyrtaeus, Stesichorus, Menander, Plato, Asclepiades,
Pythagoras, Anacyeon, Theocritus, Lucrétius, Plauti,
Terence, Virgil, Horace, batullus, ‘FJuvenal, Apuleius,
Lutan, Persius, Tibullus, Seneds, Petrarch, Ossians
Saadi, Ferdousi, Dante, Cervantes, ‘Calderons Lope dé
Vega Chaucer, Shakespeare, Camodns,”Margt, Ronsard,
Régnjer, Agrippad’Aubigné, Malherbe, Segrais, Racan,
Milton, Pierre Corneille, Moliére, Racine,*Boileau, La
Fontaine, Fontenelle, Regnard, Lesage, Swift, Voltaire,
Diderot, Beaumarchais, Sedaine, Jean-J vaués Rous-
seau, André Chénier, Klopstock, Lessing, Wieland,
Schiller, Goethe, Hoffmann, Alfieri, Chateaubriand,
Byron, Shelley, Wordsworth, Burns, Walter Scott,
Balzac, Musset, Béranger, Pellico, Vigny, Dumas?
George Sand, Lamartine, all declared by tlte oracle °
¥ good for nothing,” and having usclessness for
excellence. That sentence, a “ success,” it appears, has
been very often repeated. We repeat it in our turn.
‘When the conceit of an idiot reaches such proportions
it deserves registering. 'The writer who has emitted
that aphorism is, so they assure us, one of -the high
~personages of the day. 'We have mo objection. Dig-«
nities do not lessen the length. of the ears.

Octavius Augustus, on the mornihg of the batt)e
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of Actium, met ame ass that the owner called .
“ Triumphus.” This Triumphus, endowetl with the
faculty of braying, appeared to him of good omen;-
Octmvius Augustus won the battle, remembered Tri-
umphus, had the ass carved in bronze and placed in
«the Capitol. That made an ass Capitoline, but
an ass. .

One can understand kings saying to the poet, “Be
useless;” But one does not understand the people
saying so to him. The poet is for the people. Pro
populo poéta, wrote Agrippa d’Aubigné. “ All things
for all men,” exclaimed $t. Pgul. Whatisamind? A
feeder of souls. The poetis at the same time-a menace
dnd a promise. The anxiety with which*he inspires
oppressors calms and consoles the oppressed. 1t is
tRe glory of the poet to place a resiless pillew on the
purple bed of the- tormentors. It is often, thanles to
i, that the tyrand awakes, saying, <1 have stept
badly.” eEvery sldvery, every disheartening fiintness,
everyssorrow, every misfortune, every distress, every
hunger, and every thirst, have a claim on the poet;
he has one ereditor, the human race.

To be the great servant does not certainly make
the poeC derogate, because on certain occasions, and ‘to
do his' duty, he has uttered the cry of a people;
because he has, when necessary, -the sob of humamty
in, his breast$ every voice of mystery sings not the less
sn him. Speakmg so loudly does not prevent him
speaking low.” He is not less #he confidant, and
sometimes the confessor of hearts. He is not Tes§
intimately connected with those who love, wathdehoge
who think, with those who sigh, thrusting his head
in the twilight between the heads of two lovers.» The
love poems of André Chénier border on the angry
jambic withdut disor der and without trouble : * Thou,
»virtue, weep if I die.” The poet is the only living
being to whom it is granted to thunder and to
whispes, because he has in himself, like nature, thé
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rumhhno of the cloud and the rustling of the leaf
He copes for a double function, a function individual
and a public function, and it is for Wthat that he
requires, so to speak, two souls.

Ennius said, “I have three of them. An Uscan
soul, a Greek soul and a Lgtin soul.’? Tt is true that
he tade allusion only to the place of his birth, to thg,
place of his education, and to the place where he was
a citizen and besides, Ennius was but a xough cast of”
a poet, vast but unformed.

No poet without that activity of soul which is the
resultant of conscience. The ancient moral laws re-
quire®to ‘be stated, the new mofal laws require to be'

" revealed ; sthesé two series do not coincide withqut
some effort: That effoyt is incumbent on the poet.
He assumes constantly the function of the philgso-

pher. He must defend, accOrding o the side attacfed,
hew thé libesty of the human ,mmd néw the liberty,
of the"human heart ; to love beihg no lass holy then to
thigk. There is nothmg of “ Art foralt in all that.

The poet arrives in the midst of these gders and
comers that we call the living, in order to tame, like
the ancient Orpheus, the bad instincts, t'he tigers that
aré¢ in man, and, like the legendary An;plnon, to
remove all the stones, prejudices and superstitions, to
put in movement the new blocks, to reconstruct the
courses and the foundations, and to Build up aoum
the city, that is to say, soc1ety
 That this imgiense service, viz."to co-opelate 1ng
the work of civilization, should involve loss of
beauty, for poetry and of dignity for the poet, is a pro-
position which one cannot enunciate without smiling.
Useful art preserves and augments all its graces, all
its charms, all its prestige. Indeed, because he has
taken part with Prometheus, the magt progress, eruci-
fied on the Caucasus by brutal force, and gnawed at
whilst alive by hatred, Alschylus is mnot lowered;
because h& has loosened the ‘ligatures of 1d01¢1t1y,
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because he has freed human thought from the bands
of religions tied over -it, arctis nodis velligionum,
Lucretius is not diminishgd; the branding of tyrants
with the red-hot iron of prophecy does not lessen
Isaidh ; the defence of his country does not taint
Tyrtzus. The beautiful js not degraded by having
.Served liberty and the amelioration of human m®lti-
tudes. A people erfranchised is not a bad end to a
strophe. Np, patriotic or revolutionary usefulness
robs poetry of nothing. Because the huge Griitli has
screened under its cliffs that formidable oath of three
Jpeasants from which sprang free Switzerland, it is all
the same, in the falllng right] a lofty mass of ®erene
shade alive with herds, where are heard inaumerahle
i]l;ViSible bells tinkling gently under the clear twilight
VA



" CONCLUSION.






. BOOK 1.

AFTER DEATH—SHAKESPEARE—ENGLAND. _

CHA‘PTER L
'Y [ 4
In.l 784;, Bonaparbe then ﬁfteen *yearss old, arrived _
&t The Military School of Paris'sfrot Buenne baing *
one among four under the escort’ of a mifim pr iest
he mounted one hundred and Sevénty-fhree *steps,
carrying his small trunk, and reached, below the «oof,
the barrack chamber he was to*inhabit. This chamber
had two beds anda small window openilg on the
great yard of the school. The wall was whiféwashed,
the young predecessors of Bonaparte had rather
blackened it with charcoal, and the new-comer could
read in this little cell these four inscripfions that we
ourselves read thirty-five years ago :-—* It takes rathef®
long to win an epaulet. De Momfywm y.—The finest
aay in life is that of a battle. Picomte de Tinténiac.—
Life & but a long falsehood. Le Chevalier Adolple
Delmas.  All ends under six feet of earth. Ze Comte
de la Villetle. ? By substituting for “an epaulet”
“an empne " a very slight change, the ahove four in-
scriptions were all the destiny of Bohaparte, and a
kind of Mané Thecel Pharés written beforehand upon*
that wall. Dgesmazis Junior, whoeaccompanied Bona-
parte, being his chamber-comrade, and about to-occupy



+300 William Shakespeare.

K )

one of the two beds, saw him take a pencil-+it is
Desmazis who has related the fact—and draw beneath
the inscriptions that he hall just read a rough sketch
of his house at Ajaccio, then, by the side of that
house, without suspecting that he was thus bringing
,fear the island of Corsic# another mysterious islynd
"then hid in the dedp future, he wrote the last of the
four sentences, “ All ends under six feet of qalth »

Bonaparte was right. For the hero, for the soldler,
for the man of the material fact, all ends under six

feet of earth; for the man of the idea everything
commences there . . o

Death is a power.

“For him who has had no other action But that®of
the mind, the tomb is the elimination of the obstacle.
T8 be dead, if to be all-powegful. .

The man%of war is formidable whilst a,hve i he
" stands erect, the .fart¥ is silent, siluif ; he has exteﬁn-
nation in® his .gestule millions of hagward men rush
to follaw him, a” fierce horde, sometimes a rufRanly
oney it is no longer a human head, it'is a conqueror,
it is a captai, it 1s a king of kings, it is an emperor,
it is a dazZling crown of laurels which passes, throwing
out hghfnmg flashes, and allowing to be seen in star-
light beneath it a vague profile of Cesar: all this
vision is splendid and thunder-stukmg but let only
a gravel come in the liver, or an excoriation to the
Dylorts, six feet of ground, and all is said. This
spectrunt vanishes. This tumultusus life falls into a
hole ; the human race pursues its way, leaving behind
this mhlhty If this man hurricane has madeesome
lucky rupture, like Alexander in India, Charlemagne in
Scandinavia, and Bonaparte in ancient Burope, that
is all that remains of him. Buf let some passer-by,
who has*in’ him the ideal, let 'a poor wretch like

*Homer throw out a word in the darkness, and die,

that word burns wp in the gloom agd becomes &
Sf_‘a!‘. [
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This vanquished one, driwen from one town to
anothqr, 18 called Dante Alighieri; take care. This
exiled one is called ZEschylus, this prisoner is called
Ezekiel; beware. This one-handed man is wilged,
it is Michael Cervantes. Do you know whom you
see_wayfaring there before you? Itis d sick mam’
'_l‘yftzeus: it is, a slave, Plautus; it is a’ labourer,
Spinoza ; jt is a valet, Rousseau. "Well, that degrada-
tion, that labour, that servitude, that infirmity, is
power, the supreme power, mind.

_ On the dunghill, like Job, under the stick, like
Epictetus, under contempt, like Moli¢re, mind remains

mind.® It is it that shall say the last word. The
Cadiph Almanzor makes the people spit on Averrogs
at the door of the mosque of Cordova, the Duke of
York spits in person on Milton, a Rehan, almos® a

tince, “ duc “ne daigne, Rohan suif? attemapts to cud-

dePVoltaire t6 death. Descartes s deiven from France '
in the hame of Aristotle, Tasso pdys for a kiss given

a puincess twenty years' spént im & cell, Loujs XV.
sendg Diderot to Vincennes ; these are mere incidgnts,
must there not be some clouds? Those appearances
that were taken for realities, those princes, those kings
nielt away ; there remaing onily what should® remain,
the human mind on the one side, the divine minds on
the other ; the true work and the true workers ; society
to be perfected and made fruitful, science seeking the
true, art creating the beautiful, the thirst of thoughte
torment and happiness of man, inferior lifes aspiring
%o superior life. Men have to deal with real ques-

tions; wjth progress in intelligence and by intelligence.

Men call to their aid the poets, prophets, philoso-
phers, the inspired, thinkers. It is seen that philosophy

is a nourishment and poetry a want. There must be

another bread besides bread.” If yougive-up poets,

you must give up civilization. There comes an hour.
when the human race is'compelled to reckon with
Shakespeare the actor and Isaiah’ the beggar. ,
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They are the more present that they are no lenger
seen. Once dead, these beings live. * ‘
‘What life did they lead? What kind of men were
they’? What do we know of them? Sometimes but
little, as of Shakespeare ; often nothing, as of those
Jof ancient days. Has Job existed ? Is Homer one,
or several? Méziriac made Bsop straight, and
Planudes made him a hunchback. Is it trug that the
prophet Hosea, in order to show his love for his coun-
try, even when fallen into opprobrium and become
infamous, espoused a prostitute, and called his children
Mourning, ¥amine, oShame, Pestilence, and Misery ?
Is it true that Hesiod ought to be divided between
Cuma in Afolia, where he was born, antl Ascra,*in
Beeotia, where hehad been brought up ? Velleius Pater-
cllus makeshim liveone hundred and fwenty years after
Homer, of whom Quintilian makes him contemporary.
*Which of the tws isetight ?  What matters it ? whe
poets are «dead, théir thought reigns. Having been,
they axg. _ ° = . K

They do more work to-day among us than yhen
they were adive. Others who have departed this life
rest from their labours, dead men of genius work.

They %ork upon what? Upon minds. They make
civilization.

All ends under six feet of earth. No, everything
commences there. No, everything germinates there.
¥o, eterything flowers in if, and everything grows

' in it, and everything bursts forth frem it, and every-
thing proceeds from it! Good for you, men of the

sword, are these maxims ! o o
Lay yourselves down, disappear, lie in the grave,
rot. So be it. .

During life, gildings, caparisons, drums and trum-
pets, paneplies; banners to the wind, tumults, make
aip, an illusion. The crowd gazes with admiration on
these things. It imagines that it sees something
grand. . Who has the casque? Who has the
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cuirass? 'Who has the sword-belt? "Who is spurred,
moriongd, eplumed, armed ? Hurrah for that one!
At death the difference becomes striking. J uvenal
takes Hannibal in the hollow of his hand.

It is not the Cesar, it is the thinker, who can'say
when he expires, «“ Deus fioe' So long as he remainse*
a mfn his flesh interposes betwixt other men and him.
The flesh is a cloud upon genius. Death, that im.
mense lightt, comes and penetrates the mdn with its
aurora. No more flesh, no more matter, no more
shade. The unknown which was within him mani-
fests itself and beams forth. In grder that a mind
may gife all its light, it requites death. The dazzlin
of the human race commences when that which wa$
a genius becomes a soul. «A book within which there
is something of the ghost is jiresistible. o *

He who is living doed not appear djsinterested,
People miistrust him. People dispute him becayses
they jostle against him. To be a'hve‘ and to be a
geniug is too much. It goes and conres as you do,it
walks on tte earth, it has weight, it throws a shadew,

_it obsfructs. It seems as if thexe was importunity in
too great a presence. Men do not find that man
sufficiently like themselves. Aswe have said 2lready,
they owe him a grudge. Who is this privileged one?
This functionary cannot be dismissed. Persecution
makes him greater, decapitation crowns him, Nothing
can be done against him, nothing for him, nothing ¢
with him. He is J'espons1ble, but not to you. He
has his instructions. What he éxecutes may be dis-
cussed, not modified. It seems as though he had a
commlssmn to execute from some one who is not man.
Such exception displeases. Hence more hissing than
applause.

Dead, he no longer obstructs. The ltiss, now use-
less, dles out. Living, he was a rival; dead he is 3
benefactor. He becomes, according to the beautiful:
expression of *Lebrun, lkomme irrdparable. ILiebrun
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observes this of Mortesquieu; Boileau observes the
same of Moliere. Avant gi’un peu de terret &c, This
handful of earth has edually aggrandized. Voltaire.
Voltaire, so great in the eighteenth century®is still
greater in the nineteenth. The grave is a crucible.
That earth, thrown on a nmn, sifts his name, and allows
that name to pass forth only purified., Voltaire had lost
his false gloryand retained the true. To lose the false, is
to gain.  Voltairé is neither a lyric poet, nor a comic
poet, nor a tragic poet; heis the indignant yet tender
critic of the old world ; he is the mild reformer of man-
ners ; he is the man#vho softeps men. Voltaire, who has
lost ground as a poet, has risen as an aposfle. He
has done what is good, rather than whateis beautiful.
The good being included in the beautiful, those who,
ke Dante and Shakespaare, have produced, the beau-
tiful, surpass VoMaire ; but below the poet, the place
of. the philosopher «s still very high, and Voltaife®is
the philoSop'lmr;. * Voltaire is common sense in a con-
tinual stregm. ° Excepting in literature, he is a good
Judge in everything. Voltaire was, in spite of his
1nsulters, aimost adored during his lifetime; he is in
our days admired, now that the true facts of tlie case
are kndown. The eighteenth century saw his mihd:
we see his soul. Frederick II., who willingly railed
at him, wrote to I’Alembert, “ Voltaire buffoons.
This centur'y resembles the old courts. It has a fool,
who* is Arouet.” This fool of the century was its
sage. * o

g.Such are the effects of the tomb for great minds.
That mysterious entrance into the unknoyn, leaves
light behind. Their disappearance is resplendént.
Their death evolves authority. .
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. CHAPTER II.

SHAKESPEARS is the great glory of Englmd ' England
has in politics Clomwe]l in philosophy Bacon in
science Newton: three lofty men of genius. But
C1omwell is tinged wifh grueley and Bacon with
meanness; as fo N ewton, his edifie is now shaking
oneits base. Slmkéspeale is pure, which Cromwell
and Bacon are not, and fmmovable, which Newton,is
not. MQleover, he 1s }ng-hel as, a génius. Above
Newton there is Copernicus and Gatileo ; dbove Bacon
thare is Descattes and Kant; ; abowe Cromwell there i8
Danton” and Bonaparte ; above Sﬁakeepem‘b there is
no owe. Shakespeare has equals? but nab a swperfior.
It is a singular honour for a land to have bome'that
man. One may say to thatr land, alwma parens’
The hative town of Shakespeare is an elect place ;
an eternal light is on that cradle; Stratford-on-Avon
has a celtamty that Smyrna, Rhodes Colophon, Sala-
mis, Chio, Argos, and Athens, the seven towns which
dlsputed the birthplace of Homer, have not. .
Shakespeare is 2 human mind ; he isalso an English®
mind. He is very English, too Xnglish$ he is
English so far as to weaken the horror sulroundmcr
the  harrible kings whom he places on the stage, when
they are kings of England, so far as to dep1ecmte
Philip» Augustus in comparison with John Lackland,
so far as_expressly to make a scapegous,, Falstaff, in
order to load him with the princely misdeeds of the
young Henry V., so far as to partake in a certain :
measure of tle hypocrmes of a #pretended national
history. Lastly, he is English so far as to attenmpt
X
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to attenuate Henry VIIL.; it is true that the eye of
Elizabeth is fixed upon him. But at the same time,
let us insist upon this, for it is by it that he is great,
yes, this Inglish poet is a human genius. Axrt, like
Jreligion, has its Zcce Iomo. Shakespeare is one of
»those of whom we may utt®r this grand saying: He is
Man. .

England ,is egotistical. Egotism is an island.
That which perhaps is needed by this Albion immersed
in her own business, and at times looked upon with
little favour by other nations, is disinterested great-
ness; of this ShaRespeare gives her some portion.
He throws that purple on the shoulders of his country.
He is cosmopolite and universal by his®fame. On
egery side he overflows island and egotism. Deprive
England of Shakegpeare and see howv much ethe lumi-
nous reverberatiofi of that nation would immedistely
‘eerease. Shak-e’spe:;re modifies the Iinglish visage
and mak®s ite beautiful. With him England is no
longei*so march lik€ Carthage. * ®

Srange meaning of the apparition of men of
genius! There is no® great poet born in Sparfa, no
great pget born in Carthage. This condemns these
two cities. Dig, and you shall find this: Sparta is
but the city of logic; Carthage is but the city of
matter ; to gne as to the other love is wanting. Car-
Jhage immolates her children by the sword, and Sparta
sacrifices her virgins by nudity; here innocence is
killed, and there modesty. Carthdfge knows only hgr
bales and her cases ; Sparta blends herself wholly with
the law ; there is her true territory ; it is for tlme lagvs
that her men die at Thermopyle. Carthage is hard.
Sparta is cold. They are two republics based upon
stone. Themgfore no books. The eternal sower who
is never mistaken has not opened for those ungrateful
lands his hand full of men of genius. Such wheat is
not to he confided o the rock. .

* *Heroism, however, is not refused to them; they




William Shakespeare. 307°

will *have, if necessary, eithér the martyr or the
captam ; *Leonidas is possible for Sparta, Hannibal
for Carthage; but neither Sparta nor Carthage is
capable of Homer. Some indescribable tendernéss in
the sublime, which causes the poet to gush from thg
verg entrails of a people, is wanting in them. That*
latent tenderness, that flebile nescio gquid, England
possesses. As a proof, Shakespeare. We may add
also as a proof, Wilberforce.

England, mercantile like Carthage, legal like Sparta,
is worth more than Sparta and Carthage. She is:
honouged by this august exceptfon, a poet; to have
given birth to Shakespeare, makes ¥ngland great. «

Shakesplare’s place is among the most sublime in
that élife of absolute meh of genius which, from time
to time,eincreased by som® splendid fresh arrival,
crotyns givilization and illumings “yith “its immense «
radiancy the human race. Slfakespeare is legion.
Alone, he forms the counterpoise to gur grand French
seveftteenth century, and almost fo the erghteénth.

‘When one arrives in England, the firgt thing®that
he looks for is the statue of Shakespeare., He finds
the statue of Wellington. .

Wellington is a general who gained a battle, having
chance for his partner.

If you insist on seeing Shakespeare’s sfatue you are
taken to a place called Westminster, where there arg
‘kings, a crowd of kings ; there is also a corner called .
« Poets’ Corner.” ® There, in the shade of four or five
Mmagnificent monuments where some royal nobodies
shinee ine marble and bronze, is shown to you on a
small pedestal a little figure, and under this little figure,
this name, “ WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE.”

In addition to this, statues everywhege s if you wish
_for statues you may find as many as you can wish.
Statue for Charles, statue for Edward, statue fore
‘William, statpies for three or fout Georges, of whom
one was an idiot. Statue of the Duke of Richmdnd
x 2
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at Huntley; statue of Napier at Portsmouth; statue
of Father Mathew at Cork; statue of Herbért Imgram
I dop’t know where. A "‘man has well drilled the
riflemen, a statue; a man has commanded a manceuvre
of the Horse Guards, a statue. Another has been a
supporter of the past, bas®squandered all ‘the weglth
of England in paying a coalition of kings against
1789, against democracy, against light, against the
ascending movement of the human race, quick, a
pedestal for that, a statue to Mr. Pitt. Another has
knowinglyfoughtagainst truth,inthe hopethat it might
be vanquished, and has found eut one fine morning that
frath is hard-lived that it is strong, that it might be
intrusted with forming a cabinet, and has then passed
ahguptly over to its side, one ore pedestal, a statue for
Mr. Peel. Everywhere,®in, every. street, in every
square, at every step, gigantic notes of admigatior in
the*shape of colm’nr.ls": a column to the Duke of YOIK,
which shduld, -this one, take the form of points of
intérrégation ; a colimn to Nelsos, pointed at by the
ghost of Caracciolo ; a column to Wellington, alyeady
named ; columns for &verybody; it is sufficient to
have played with a sword somewhere. At Guerhsey,
by the seaside, on a promontory, there is a high
column, similar to a lighthouse, almost a tower. Thig
one is struck by lightning. Aischylus would have

ohtented himself with it. For whom is this? TFor

eneral Doyle. + Who is General Doyle? A general.
What has this General done? I¥e has constructed
roads. At his own expense? No, at the expense of
the inhabitants. A column. Nothing for Shalespeaze,
nothing for Milton, nothing for Newton; the name
of Byron is obscure. That is where England is, an
lustrious apd, powerful nation.

It avails little that this nation has for scout and
guide that generous British press, which is more than’
free, which is sovereign, and which thrgugh innume-
rallle excellent journals throws light upon every ques-



Widliam Shakespeare. 309.

= .
tion,ethat is where England ds; and let not France
laughg to loudly, with her statue of Ndgrier, nor
Belgium, with her statue of Belliard, nor Prussia, with
her statue of Bliicher, nor Austria, with the statue
that she probably has of Schwartzenberg, nor Russia,
with the statue that she eertainly has of Souwaroffy
If % is not Sghwartzenberg, it is Windischgrita ;
it is not Souwaroff, it is Kutusoff.

Be Paskiewitch or J ellachich, statue; be Augereau
or DBessiéres, statue; be an Arthur Wellesley, they
will make you a colossus, and the ladies will dedicate
you to yourself, quite paked, widh this inscription—
‘“ Achilles.” A young man, twenty,years of age, does
that heroiceaction of marrying a beautiful young gir? ;
they prepare for him friamphal arches, they come to
see him qut of cuyiosity, the grand-cordon is sent *to
him as on.the morrow of a battle,"she public squares
atésbrillant Wwith fireworks, petaple*who might have’
grey béards put on perukes to cothe and speechify to
him slmost on theis knees, they sthrow yp in .the air
milligns sterling in squibs and rockets to the applause
of a multitude in tatters, who -will have tho bread to-
morrdw ; starving Lancashire participates it the wed-
ding ; people are In ecstasies, they fire guns, they ring
the bells, “Rule Britannia!” “God save!” What! this
young man has the kindness to do this! What a
glory for the nation! TUniversal admiration—a great
people become frantic, a great city falls into a stvoon)
a balcony looking epon the passage of the yo@ng man
1% lot for five hundred guineas, people heap themselves
together,.press upon each other, thrust each other be-
neath the wheels of his carriage, seven women are
crushed to death in the enthusiasm, their little
children are picked up dead under the trampling feet,
a hundred persons, partially stifled, are’carried to the
hospital, the joy is inexpressible. Whilst this js going ¢
on in London, the cutting of the isthmus of Panama
is replaced by a war, the cutting of the isthmuseof
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Suez depends on one Ismail Pacha ; a company wnder-
takes the sale of the water of Jordan at aguigea the
bottle ; walls are invented which resist every cannon
ballsafter which missiles are invented which destroy
every wall;. an Armstrong cannon shot costs fifty
*pounds; Byzantium contemplates Abdul-Azis, Rome
“goes to confession ; the frogs, encouraged by the stbrk,
demand a heron; Greece, after Otho, again wants
a king ; MeXico, after Iturbide, again wants an empe-
ror ; China wants two of them, the king of the Centre,
a Tartar, and the king of Heaven (Tien Wang), a
* Chinese. . . . . O qarth! throne of stupidity.
L4 ®
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. CHAPTER IIL

Tue glory of Shakespeare reached Efgland from
abroad. There was almost a day and an hour when
one might have assisted at the landing of his fame at
Dover. . .

It fequired three hundréd years for England to
begin to lsear those two words that the whole wotld
cries in her ear: © William Shakespeare.”

Whatis England? Shejs Elizabethe There iseno
incarnation more complete. In admiring Elizabeth,
Eiwland loves her own lookimg-glass. Proud ,angd®
magnafiimous with strange hypocr‘xsie's, great with
pedaatry, haughty with ability, prude with audacity,
having favourites, but no masters, her own misjress,
even in her bed, all-powerful queen, inaccessible woman,
Elizabeth is a virgin as England is an island. Like
England, she calls herself Empress of the se#, Basilea
maris. A fearful depth, in which are let loose the angry
passions which behead Essex and the tempests which
destroy the Armada, defends this virgin® and defegds
this island from every approach. "he ocedn <is the
guardian of this raodesty. A certain celibacy, in fact, «
*constitutes all the gemius of England. Alliances, be
it so , nqmarriage. The universe always kept at some
distance. To live alone, to go alone, to reign alone,
to be alone, such is Elizabeth, such is England.

On the whole, a remarkable queen and an admirable
nation. * .

Shakespeare, on the contrary, is a sympatheti
genius. Ins.ularism is his ligature, not his strength.‘ '
He would break it willingly. ~ A little more and Shgke.
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speare would be Eurapean. He loves and pyaises
France; he callsher “the soldier of God.”» Besides,
in that prudish nation, he 4s the free poet.
~ ‘Emgland has two books: one which she has made,
the other which has made her—Shakespeare and the
sBible. These two books do hot agree together. The

"Bible opposes Shakéspeare. ¢

Certainly, as a li"cerary book, the Bible, a vast cup
from the Ea%t, more overflowing in poetry &ven than
Shakespeare, might fraternize with him; in a social
and religious point of view, it abhors him. Shake-

“speare thinks, Shakegpeare dreams, Shakespeare doubts.
There is in him somethifg of that Montaigne®*whom
heloved. The “%o be or not to be” comes from the
que sais-je 2 .

#Joreover, Shakespeare jnvents. A great gbjection.
Faith excommuni¢dtes imagination. In respects to
"ables, faith is aebads neighbour and fondles onlyeifs
own. OnewecSllectsSolon’s staff raised against Phespis.
One regollects the torch of Omar brandishedeover
Alexandria. © The situation is always the same.
Modérn fanakicism has. inherited that staff and that
torch. Thwt is true in Spain, and is not-false in fng-
land. - J*have heard an Anglican bishop discuss the
‘“Iliad” and condense everything in this vemark, with
which he meant to annihilate Homer: “ It is not
trye.” Now,*Shakespeare is much more a *liar” than
$lomer., .

Two or three years ago, the journals announced that
a French writer was about to sell a novel for fou®
hundred thousand francs, This made quite g ngjse in
England. A Conformist paper exclaimed, ¢ How cah

a falsehood be sold at such a price ?”

Besides, two words, all-powerful in England, range
themselves &dgfinst Shakespeare, and constitute an
obstacle against him : “ Improper, shocking.” Observe
that, on a host of pcecasions, the DBible also is “im-
proper”’ and Holy Writ is “shocking.”® The Bible,
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evenjn French, and through the rough lips of Calvin,
does not hesitate to say, «“1'u as paillardé, J. erusalem.”
These crudities are part of poetry.as well as of - anger,
and the prophets, those angry poets, do not abstain .
from them. Gross words are constantly on their- lips.
But England, where the Bible is continually read, does‘
not®seem to realize it. Nothing equals the power of™
voluntary | deafness in fanatics. Would you have
another eXample of their deafness? A% tlns hour
Roman orthodoxy has not yet admitted the brothers
and sisters of Jesus Christ, a,lthoucrh averred by the four
Evangelists. Matthew may say, §ficce mater ef frati eg |
ejus stdbant foris. . . . Bt fritres ¢jus Jacobus et Josept,
ot Simon ot Judas. Bt sorores ejus nonne omnes apud 1fos
sunt?” Mark may insisk: “ Nonmne hic est faber, filius
Marie, frater Jacobi et Josgp/z et Judm et Stmoni® ?
Nonne et _sorores ejus hic*nobiscum Sunt ?” 3 Liuke may
repedt : 2 Vencrunt autem ad illuneyater et ratres ejys. e *
John nfay again take up the questmn Ipse et mater
cjus € fr atres eus. .. . Neque enwn atres ejug o1 ede—
bant gn eum. . Ut autem ascenderunt fratres qus
Catholicism does not hear. .

Temake up forit, in the case of Shakespeate, “ some-
what of a pagan, like all poets” (Rev. John Wheeler),
puritanism has a delicate hearing. Intolerance and
Inconsequence are sisters. Besides,.in the matter of
proscribing ‘and damning, logic is superﬂﬁous ‘When
Shakespeare, by the mouth of Othello, calls Pesde®
mona * whore,” gemeral indignation, unanimouss revolt,
Scandal from top to bottom. Who then is this Shake-
speme,? All the biblical sects stop their ears, with-
olt thmklng that Aaron addresses exactly the same
epithet to Sephora, wife of Moses. It is true that
that is in an Apocryphal work, « The Life of Moses.”
But the Apoc1ypha1 books are quite a¥ authentic as
the Canonical ones.

Thence in England, for Shakespeare, a depth of irre-
ducible coldness. What Elizabeth was for Shakespeaag,
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England is still. At lgast we fear so. We shou'ld.be
happy to be contradicted. We are moresambitious
for the glory of England than England is herself’ This
cannot displease her.

England has a strange institution, *the poet
laureate,” which attests {he official admiration and
a little the mnational admiration. Under Elizalmth,
England’s poet was named Drummond.

Of course; we are no longer in the days When 'they
placarded “ Macbeth, opera of Shakespeare, altered
by Sir William Davenant.” But if “Macbeth” is
played, it is befor¢g a small audience. Kean and
Macready have h'iecf and*failéd in the endeavoer.

*At this hour, they would not play Shakespeare .on
any Inglish stage without arasing from the text the
werd “ God”, wherever they find it. In the full tide
of the ningteent])* century,® the Tiord Chamberjain
weighs still” heavily .on Shakespeare. : In ¥ngtand,
outside the churchy the word God is not made use of.
In gopyersatioh they replace “ God” by “ Goodgess.”
In the editibns or in the representations of Shake-
speare, “Gad” is replaced by “ Heaven.” The'sense
suffers, the verse limps; mno matter. * Isord!
Lord-! Bord!” thelast appeal of Desdemona expiring,
was suppressed by command in the edition of Blount
and Jaggard in 1623. They do not utter it on the
stage. ““Sweet Jesus!” would be a blasphemy; a
elevowt Spanish woman on the English stage is bound
to exclaim “Sweet Jupiter!” IJo we exaggerate?
‘Would you have a proof ? Let us open “ Measure for
Measure.” There is a nun, Isabella. 'Whom does she
invoke? Jupiter. Shakespeare had written *Jesus.¥*

* On the other hand, however, in spite of all the Lords-Chamber-
lains, it is difficult to beat the French censorship, Religions are
diverse, but bigetry is one, and is the same in all its specimens.
‘What we are about to write is an extract from the notes added to

» his translation by the new translator of Shakespeare.

“Jesus ! Jesus!” This exclamationof Shallow, was expunged in

tha edition of 1623, conformably to the statute which forbade the
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’l‘lge tone of a certain puritgnical criticism towards
Shakespease is, most certainly, improved ; yet the
cure i¥ not complete. .

It is not many years since an English economdst, a
man of authority, making, in the midst of social ques-
tions, a literary excursion, affirmed in a lofty digressiony
an®without exhibiting the slightest diffidence, this :—"
“ Shakespeare cannot live because he has treated speci-
ally foreigh or ancient-subjects : ¢ Hamlet,” Othello,’
‘Romeo and Juliet,” ¢ Macbeth,” *Lear,” ¢Julius
Cesar,” ¢Coriolanus,” ‘Timon of Athens,” &c. &c.;
now, nothing is likely to live jin literature except "
matters of immediate observhition and works made on
cotemporarg subjects.”—What say $ou to the theory ?
‘We would not mention ib if this system had not met
approvers in England and propagatoys in Framee.
Besides Shakespeare, it 8imply exeludes from literary
“elife” Sthiller, Corneille, Milten, Virgil, Euripides,®
Sophoctes, Aschylus, and Homexs. :.[ﬁ ise true thatb

utterimg of the name of she Divinity on the stage. , It is worthy of
remark that our modern theatre has had to undergo, undgr the
scissors of the censorship of the Pourbons, the same®stupid
mutilgtions to which the censorship of the Stuarts copdemned the
theatre of Shakespeare. I read what follows in the first page of the
manuscript of “ Hernani,” which I have in my hands :

¥ Received at the Théitre-Franqais, Oct. 8, 1829,

“ The Stage-manager,
¢ A LBERTIN.” .

And lower down, in red ink : . ®

“On condition of expunging the name of “Jesus” wherever found, _
and conforming to the®alterations marked at pages 27,8, 29, 62, *
74, and 76.

¢ Le ministre Secrétaire d’Etat du département
« * ° de l'intérieur,
. “ Lo BOURDONNAYE.”
(Tome X[, Notes on “ Richard IL” and «“ Henry IV.,” note 71,
p- 462.
We-may add that in the scenery rZapresentingP édragossa (second
act of “ Hernani”) it was forbidden to put any belfry or any
. church, which made resemblance rather difficult, Saragessa ha,ving: ;
in the sixteenth gentury three hundred and nine churches and six
hundred and seventeen convents. .
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# surrounds with a helo of glory Aulus-Gellius and
Restif of Bretonne. O critic, this Shakespearg is not
likely to live, he is only itmortal

Avout the same time, another, English also, but of
the Scotch school, a puritan of that discontented
*variety of which Knox isthe head, declared poetry
childishness, repudiated beauty of stlle as an obsfhcle
interposed between the idea and the readel saw in
Hamlet’s sSliloquy only “a cold lyricism,” and m
Othello’s adied to standards and camps only “
declamation ;” likened the metaphors of .poets to
illustrations in books, good for amusing babies, and
showed a particular contempt for Shakespeare] as be-
sifieared from one ‘end to the other with tleat * illumi-
nating process.’ .

Not later than last Jannary, a wifty Londen paper,
with mdlcrn@nt irony, was asking which is the most
ee]qbra,ted in Englagt, Shakespeare or ™ Mr. *Calisift,
the hangman’:” —*There are localities in this en-
lightengd countl‘y where, if you pronounce thesame
of Shake%peale they will answer you: ‘I don’t know
what this Sltakespeare may be about whom you make
all this fuss, but I will back Hammer Lane of* Bir-
minghaih to fight him for five pounds.” But no
mistake is made about Caleraft.”—(Daily Telegraph,
13 Jan., 15864.)
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e _ CHAPTER IV.

At all events, Shakespeare has not the’ monument
that England owes to Shakespeare. . .

‘France, let me admit, is not, in like -cases, much
more speedy. Another, glory, wery different from
Shakespeare, but not less grand, Joan of Are, waits
alsc, and has waited longer for a national monument,
a monument worthy of her.

‘This lgnd which has bean Gaul, amd where tRe
Velledas '.reigned, has, in a catholic’and historic sense,
fot" patronesses two august figures, lary and Jogn.e
The one] holy, is the Virgin ; the other, Keroic, is the'
Maide Louis XIIL gave France to the ongs; the
other has given France to- France. The monument
of the second should not be less high thas the monu-
ment f the first. Joan of Arc must have a trophy
as grand as Notre Dame. When shall she ha%e t?

* England has been bankrupt towards Shakespeare,
but France has been bankrupt towards Joan of Are.

These ingratitudes require to be sternly denounced.
Doubtless the governing aristocracies, which blirfd the'
eyes of the masses, deserve the first accusgtion of
g'{lilt, but, on the whole, conscience exists for a
people, ag, for an individual, ignorance is only an
atfenuating circumstance, and when these denials of
justice last for centuries, they remain the fault of
governments, but become the fault of nations. Let
us know, when necessary, how to tell ndtions of their
shortcomings. France and England, you are, wrong.

° To flatter peoples would be warse than to flatter
kings. = The one is base, the other would be cowardby,
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Let us go further, #nd since this thought has been
presented to us, let us generalize it usefdlly eeven if
we should- leave our subject for a while. No, the
people have not the right to throw indefinitely the
fault upon governments. The acceptation of oppres-
Sion by the oppressed emtls in becoming compligity;
cowardice is consent whenever the duration of a bad
thing, which presses on the people, and. which the
people could prevent if they would, goes beyond the
amount of patience endurable by an honest man;
there is an appreciable solidarity and a partnership in
shame between theegoveynment guilty of the gvil and
the people allowing it to be done. To suffer is worthy
of veneration, to submit is worthy of cortempt. Let
us pass on. ¢

® A notewotthy coincidenge: the man who denies
Shakespearw, Voltaire, is also the insulter of Jqoan of
Auc. But thenwhat is Voltaire? Voltaire—wemay
say it with joy.and sadness—is the French mind. Let
us* tnderstand,” it*is the Freneh mind, up %o the
Revolution exclusively. From the French Revolution,
Fraace incteasing in* greatness, the French mind
grows latger, and tends to become the Europgan
mind. ®It is less local and more fraternal, less Gallic
and more human. It represents more and more Paris,
the city heart of the world. As for Voltaire, he
remains as he is, the man of the future, but also the
man ‘of the past. He is one of those glories which
make the thinker say yes and no ;®he has against hipn
two sarcasms, Joan of Arc and Shakespeare. Ie.is
punished through what he sneered at. ‘
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. . CHAPTER V.

Ix truth, a monument to Shakespeare, cui bono? The
statue that he has made for himself is worth more,
with all England for a pedestal. Shakespeare has no ,
need of a pyramid ; he has his work.

‘What do you suppose marble gould do for fim?
‘What can bPonze do where there is glory? Malachite
and alabaster adre of no avhil, jasper, serpentine, basalt,
red porphyry, such as that at the Invatides, granife,
an,m‘s and Carrara, are of no uses genids. is genius
witfout them. Even if all the sboned hagd a part im itg
would they malke that man an inch gseatef? What
vaulteshall be more indestructible than ,this » # The
Winter’s Tale,” « The Tempest,” « The Merry Viives
of Windsor,” “The Two Géntlemen 8f Verena,”
“ Jullus Camsar,” “ Coriolanus”? What fhonument
more grandiose than “ Lear,” more wild than ® The
Merchant of Venice,” more dazzling than “ Romeo
and Juliet,” more amazing than * Richard ITI.”?
‘What moon could throw on that building”a light more
mysterious than ¢ The Midsummer Night’s Dréam”
yVhat capital, weme it even London, could *produce
around it a rumour so gigantic as the tumultuous soul
of «“ Macbeth”? What framework of cedar or of oak
will last as long as “Othello”? What bronze will be
bronze as much as “ Hamlet”? No construction of
lime, of rock, of iron and of cement, Js worth the
breath. The deep breath of genius, which -is the
breathing of God through man. A head in.which isg
an idea, such js the summit; heaps of stone and brick
would be useless efforts. What edifice equale.a
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thought? Babel is below Isaiah; Cheops is legs than
Homer ; the Coliseum is inferior to Juwengl; the
Giralda of Seville is dwarfish by the side of Cervantes ;
St. Peter of Rome does not reach to the ankle of Dante.
How could you manage to build a tower as high as

*¢hat name: Shakespeare %
Ah! add something, if you can, tg a mind !
Suppose a monument. Suppose it splendid, sup-
pose it sublime. A triumphal arch, an obelisk, a circus
with a pedestal in the centre, a cathedral. No people
is more illustrious, more noble, more magnificent ahd
more magnanimousethan the English people. Couple
these two ideas, England and Shakespeare, a'd make
ah elifice arise therefrom. Such a natiom celebrating
such a man, it will be superb. Imagine the monu-
nfent, imagine the inaugyration. The Peers are there,
theCommong givetheir adherence, the bishops officiate,
&hg princes jeinethe procession, the Qdeen is préecit.
The virtwous ;,worhan in whom the Englislt people,
royalisy as we kitows see and venarate their actusl per-
sonification, this worthy mother, this noble widow,
comgs, withe the deeperespect which is called for, to
incline nfaterial majesty before ideal majestys the
Queen 8f England salutes Shakespeare ; the homdge
of Victoria repairs the disdain of Elizabeth. As for'
Elizabeth, she 1s probably there also, sculptured some-
where on thé surbase, with Henry VIII., her father,
@ind Jaimes 1., her successor, pigmies beneath the poet.
The cammon booms, the curtain falls, they uncover the
statue which seems to say: At length! and which
has grown in the shade during three hundyed years;
three centuries; the growth of a colossus; an ith-
mensity. All the York, Cumberland, Pitt, and Peel
bronzes have been made use of, in order to produce
this statwe ;"tBe public places have been disencumbered
,of a heap of uncalled-for mefal-castings; in this lofty
figure have been amalgamated all kinds of Henrys and '
Edwards, the various Williams, and the numerous
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Gemges have been melted, thes Achilles in Hyde Park _
has njades the great-toe; this is fine, behold Shake- ~
speare almost as great as®a Pharaoh or a Sesostris.
Bells, drums, trumpets,-applause, hurrahs ! .
‘What then ?
It is honourable for England, indifferent to Shakes.
spehre. ~
‘What is the salutation of royalty, of austocracy, of
the army, and even of the English populhce, ignorant
yet to this moment, like nearly all other natlons, what
18 the salutation of all these groups variously en-
hghtcned to him who has the ,eternal acclamation,
with i reverberation, of all iges and all men! What
orison of the Bishop of London or’of the ArchBislrop
of Canterbury is worthe the cry of a woman before
Desdemqna, of a mother befole Arth.n of a soul before
Ha.mlet%n
*'4’nd thus, *when universal optcpy demands from®
Englartl a monument to Shakespeare, it"is mot for the
sake of Shakespeare, it is for the saké of Englaad.
There are cases in which the repaymént of a,debt
is of greater import to the debtor than toihe cred;tor
Aemonument is an example. The loftp head of a
gteat man is a light. Crowds, like the waves, require
beacons above them. It is good that the passer-by
should know that there are great men. People may
not have time to read ; they are forced torsee. People
pass by that way, and stumble againgt the pedestale
they are almost obliged to raise the head anddo glance
% httle at the inscription; men escape a book, they
cannot escape the statue. One day on the bridge
of Rouen, before the beautiful statue due to David
d’Angers, a peasant mounted on an ass smd to me,
“ Do you know Pierre Corneillg ?"—“ Yes,” I replied.
—So do I,” he rejoined.—* And do yod kaow The
Cid’ ?” T resumed.— No,” said he.
To him, Corneille was the statye.
This bcgmmng in the knowledge of great mep is
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necessary to the peoples The monument incitessthem
to know more of the man. They desire # lgarn to
read in order to know what this bronze means. A
statife is an elbow-thrust to ignorance.

There is then, in the execution of such monuments,
~Jpopular utility as well as mational justice.

To perform what is useful at the same time as what
is just, that will at the end certainly tempt England.
She is the debtor of -Shakespeare. To leave such a
debt in abeyance is not a good attitude for the pride
of a people. It is a point of morality that natioifs
should be good payers in mgtters of gratitude. ~ En-
thusiasm is probity. When a man is a glory’in the
fade of his nation, {hat nation which does mot perceive

the fact astounds the humanerace around.
4
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. CHAPTER VI.

EncrLaxp,” an end which it is easy to®foresee, will ¢
build a monument to her poet.

* At the very moment we finished writing the pages,
you have just read, was announced in London the
formation of a Committee for the Solemn celebration
ofthethreeshundredth anniversary of the birthof Shake-
speare. This Committee will dedicate to Shakespeare,
on the 3rd Aprjl, 1864, 3 monumend and a festtval
which will surpass, we doubt not,”the ingomplete pro-
gralnme we Rave just sketched wut.e, They will gpase’
nothing. The act of admiratiorr will beea striking
one.e One may expect everything, “in point.of mag-
nificence, from the nation which has created the
prodigious palace at Sydenham, that Veersailley of a
people. The initiative taken by the Contmittee will
draw in certainly the powers that be. ‘W& &iscard,
for our part, and the Committee will discard, we
think, all idea of a manifestation by subscription. A
subscription, unless of one penny, that s to say, open
to all the people, is necessarfiy “fractional. What &
due to Shakespeare is a national manifestation. a<®
*holiday, a public /2, a popular monument, voted by
the Chambers and entered in the Budget. England
would do it for her king. Now, what is the King of
England beside the man of England? Every confi-
dence is due to the Jubilee Committee of Shakespeare,
4 committee composed of persons highly distinguished
in the press, the peerage, literature, the stagg, and thg
" church. Eminent men from all ceuntries, representing *
intellect in Irance, in Germany, in Belgium, in Spgin,

Y2
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,in Italy, complete thise Committee, in all poinfs of
view excellent and ¢ompetent. Another Cemmittee,
'formed at Stratford-on-Avon, seconds the ILondon
Committee. We congratulate England.

Nations have a hard ear and a long life; that which
<¢xuses their deafness is in wo way irreparable. They
-have time to alter their mind. The English are awfke
at last to their glory. England begins to spell that
' name, Shakedpeare, upon which the univerSe has laid
her finger.

In April,“1664, it was a hundred years since Shalker
speare wds born. Eggland was occupied in cheering
loudly Charles II., who hhd sold Dunkirk to France
for*two hundred and fifty thousand pounds sterling,
and in;lodking at somethinfg ethat was a skeleton and
had been, Cromwell, whitgning under the ngrth-east
wind ' and- xain of the gaflows at Tyburn. Jn
April, 17645 it was {wo hundred years*since” Shike
speare. was boyn: *England was contemplating the
.dawn, of Gegrge TILs a king destined to imbedcility,
who, at ‘thajr e ¢h, in secret councils, and in some-
what Juncenstitdtional asides gvith the Tory chiefs
and the Germap liadifraves, was sketching outethat

licy pf*xedistance torprogress which was to strivd,
first- againstulibérty in* Americg, then against demo-
Jerdcy-in TFrange, and whiclf; only under the ministry
of ; the first, Pith, had, fi 178, raised the debt of
Englagd:to’. the sum?ofs éighty millions sterling. In
»April,s1 864, three hundred years since Shakespeare’s
birth, England raise3 a statue to Shakespeare. It is®
late, but 1t js well. -
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TIIE NINETEENTH CENTURY.

. « . CHAPTER I' ,. '«
o * ¢

Toe nigeteenth Lentury springs frome itself ﬁn;l;’; it

dees not receive its impulse from sany amoestor : it is |
The’ offspring”of an idea. Douktless, Isaiah, Homen
Avristotle, Dante, Shakespeare, have leen or could be -
gres starting-points for impomntant philosephical or’
poetical formations; but the ninete nj;h.'qei_lfgxy'has

an august mother, the Fren(_zlg_‘ Revolutiont &-has

that powerful blood in its veins: 7 I’E’ htnours men
of genius+ When denied Y salutes > thémy, when’
ignored it proclaims them,* Whef_l persecuted. it .
avenges them, when ingulted- it e¥oyns sthem, when

dethroned, it replaces thera~ upon thelr. pedestnl; it
venerates them, but it dges mpt precced’frodi-thef.
The nineteenth eentury has for gamily itselfPand Hgself

"alone. It is the characteristi® wof its revolutionary .
natuge $o dispense withaancestors. .

Itself a genius, it fraternizes with men of genius. As
for 4ts source, it is where theirs is—beyond man.
The mysterious gestations of progress, succeed each
other according to a providential Taw. *The nine-
teenth century is born of civilization. It has a conty- |
nent to bring into the world. ¥'rauce has borne this ®
century, and this century bears Europe.
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The Greek group has, been civilization, narrow, and
*circumscribed at first by the mulberry leafy confined
.sto the Morea ;' then civilization, gaining step by’ step,

grew broader, and has formed the Roman group. It is
to-day the French group, that is to say, all Europe ;
with young shoots in Amerjea, Africa, and Asia.
¥ The greatest of these young shoots is a democra8y;
the United States, the sprouting of which was aided
.by France im the last century. Franece] sublime
essayist in progress, has founded a republic in Ame-s
rica before making one in Europe. E? vidit quod essed
Sonum. After having lent to Washington an auxiliary,
Lafayette, France, returnihg Bome, gave to Vottaire,
dismayed within hi8 tomb, that formidabla successor,
Danton. In presence of the monstrous past, hurling
evewy thunder, gxhaling every miasma, breathing.every
darkness, protruding=every taldhn, horrible and Yerrible;
progress, constrained to use the same weapons, Bas had
swddénly a ¢huhdreds arms, a-hundred heads, # hun.
dred jtopgues of f%ire,,a hundred roarings. The good
has transform@d itself into a hydra. It is this that is
termed the -Ravolution. -, b "

Nothing ¢an be more august. .

The Rewolution ended one centuryandbegan another,

A shock in intellects prepares the way for an over-

throw of facts; it is the eighteenth century. After
which the political revolution, once accomplished,
saeks for its expressions and the literary and social
*revojution,completes it. It is the nigeteenth century.
Romantism and Socialism, it has been said, with ill.
will, but with justice, are the same fact. Hai;réd, in
its desire to injure, very often. authenticates, and, so”
far as is in its power, consolidates. .

- A parenthesis. This word Romantism; has, like all,
war cries, the *advantage of (readily summing up a
group of ideas ; it is brief, which pleases in the con-
»t8st ; but®it has, to, our idea, through its militant
signification, the objection -of appearing t limit the
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movement that it represents tq a warlike action. N ow

this movement is 'a matter of intellect, a matter ofe
civiliZition, a matter of soul; and this is why the.
writer of these lines has never used the words Rogant-

ism or Romantic. They will not be found in any of
the pages of criticism that he has had occasion o,

wifte. If to-day he derogates from his usual prudence

in polemies, it 1% for the sake of greater rapidity and

with all Meservation. The same observation may be

made on the subject of the word Socialism, which

admits of so'many different interpretations.

The triple movement, literary, philosophical, and'
social®of the nineteenth cemtury, which is one single
movemend,qois nothing but the current of the revqlu.
tion in ideas, This ¢urrent, after having swept
away facts, is perpetuated in minds with all its gim-
m¢nsity.
¢ dFhis*words Ziterary 93, so J)fteu qu‘bted in 1830
agamst contemporaneous htelatu.re, was 1ot so thuch
an igsult as it was intended to be. & It was eeltalnly
as unjust. to employ it as chalacterumg tité whole
Literary movement, as it is injquitous tq employ' it to.
desoribe all the political revolutions : thele is in’ these
two phenomena something besides 93, JBut this
word, literary '93, was relatively exact, insomuch as it
indicated, confusedly but truthfully, the origin of the,
literary movement which belongs to ous epoch whilst
endeavouring to dishonour shat movement.. Iege
again the ¢lairvogance of hatred was blind. Its daub-,'
'ings of mud upon the face of truth are glldmg, light,
and glory:

* The Revolution, turmng climacteric of humanity, is
made up of several years. KEach of these years ex-
presses a period, 1ep1esents an aspect, or realizes a
phase of the phenomenon ’93, tragie,*rs qne of those
colossal years. (Good news must sometimes have 2
mouth of *bronze. ’93 is that mouth. * ‘
Listen to the immense proclamation proceeding { ﬁom
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it. Incline yourselves, remain struck with awe, a.ncl
be touched. God himself said the first time I’zat luz,
the second time he has cawsed it to be said.

By whom ?

By ’93.
oo Therefore, we men of thg nineteenth century hold
*n honour that reproach, “ You are ’93.” ¢

But do not stop there. We are ’89 as well
as '93. The Revolution, the whole Revolution,
such is the source of the literature of the nineteenth
century. .
* On these grounds put it on its trial, this literature,
or seek its triumph ; hate*it of love it. According to
tha amount of the future that you have in yiou, outrage
it or salute it ; little do animosities and fury matter
to ét! It is the logical deduction from the great
chaotic and genesm,cal fact’ thit our fathers have wsit--
«gssed, and which, has given a new statting-boirtistd
the tvorld. , e who is ‘against that fact 1s against
that .htelature *Ite who is for that_fact is on itseide.
What tBe fact is worth the literature is worth. The
reachcmary wyiters are pot mistaken ; wherever there
is levolutlon, patent or latent, the Catholic and royalist
- scent is wnfailing. Those men of letters of the past
award to contemporaneous literature an honourable
amount of diatribe ; their aversion is convulsive. One
of their ]oulnallsts who is, I believe, a bishop, pro-
netinces this word “poet’ with the same accent as the
'sword Se;ptembmseur ;7 another, lesg of a bishop, but
quite as angry, writes, “I feel in all this literature®
Marat and Robesplerre This last writer ig rather
mistaken ; there is in *this literature” Danton rathef
than Marat.

But the fact is true. Democracy is in this litera-
ture. . e *

The Revolution has forged the clarion; the nine-

t2enth cerftury sounds it.

Ah! this affirmation suits us, and, in truth, ~we do
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not regoil before it, we avow our glory, we are revo-
lutiongry. ¢ The thinkers of the present time, poets,
writers, historians, orators,®philosophers, all, all, all,
are derived from the French Revolution. They eome
from it, and it alone. ’89 demolished the Bastille ;
‘98 took the crown frome the Louvre. From ’89:
spring Deliverance, and from ’98 Victory. ‘89 and
’03 ; the men of the nineteenth century proceed from
thence. There are their father and tlfeir mother.
Do not seek for them another affiliation, another in-
spiration, another insufflation, another origin. They
are the democrats of the idea, sucgessors to the demo-
crats of action. -They are °the emancipators. The
iden Liberty bent over their cradles. They all have
sucked that vast breast » they all have that milk in
their entyails, tha marrow in their bones, that sapein
their will, that revolt in their refson, that flame in
tHem”intéllect.” “ o . .
* Even®those among them, there are some,who were
born earistocrats, who came to the world Jbanighed in
some degree amongst families of the past, who have
fatally received one of those pramary educations Wghose
stupitl effort is to contradict progress, and® who have
commenced the words that they had to sag o ouwr
century with an indescribable royalist stuttering,
these, from that period, from their infancy, they will
not contradict me, felt the sublime mdnster within
them. They had the inner ebullition.of the infmense
fact. They had im the depth of their conscience a
%hispering of mysterious ideas ; the inward shock of
false gertpinties troubled their mind; they felt their
sombre surface of monarchism, catholicism, and aris-
tocracy tremble, shudder, and by degrees split up.
One day, all at once, abruptly, the swelling of truth
within them prevailed, the hatching #as completed,
the eruption took place, the light opened them, maee,
them burst, did not fall on them,.but, more beautitul
marvel, gushed out of them, stupefied, and enlightened
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them whilst it burned within them. They were gra,%ers
unknown to themselves. .
This phenomenon has heen reproached to them as-
a treason. They passed over, in fact, from right
divine to human right. They turned their back on
false history, on false traglition, on false dogmas, on
'false philosophy, on false daylight, on false trtith.
The free spirit which soars up, bird &alled by aurora,.
offends intellects saturated with ignorante and the
feetus preserved in spirits of wine. He who sées
offends the blind: he who hears makes the deaf indig*'
nant} he who walks offers an abominable’ insult to.
cripples. In the eyes of dwarfs, abortions, “Aztecs,
myrmidons, and” bigmies, for ever tiedsto rachitis,
growth is apostasy. . _
dlhe writerg and poetg of the nineteenth century'

have the ‘admirablg good fortune of proceeding fyom/
2 genesis, of arswiving after an end of the world, of
accompanging a reappearance of .light, of being the
organs,of a mew beginning.  This iniposes ongthem.
dutigs unknown to their predecessors, the duties of
intéytional xeformers and direct civilizets. They con-<
‘tinue nothing ; they re-make everything. For new
timesy; new duties. The function of thinkers in. our”
days is complex; to think is 'mo longer sufficient; «
they must love ; to think and love is mo longer suffi--
cient, they must act ; to think, to love, and to act, no:
donger suffices, they must suffer. Lay down the pen,
and go where you hear the grape-shot. Here is a bar-
ricade; be one on it. Here is exile; accept it. Here
is the scaffold, be it so. Let John Brown be in Mon+ )
tesquie, if needful. The Lucretius required by this
century in labour should contain Cato. Sschylus, who!
wrote the “Orestias,” had for'a brother Cynegyrus, wlio-
fastened with 4is teeth on the ships of the éhemies;
that was sufficient for Greece at the time of Salamis;
“that no fonger sufficgs for France after the Revolution.
Zschylus and Cynegyrus brothers, it 1§ but liftle ;r
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the); must be the same man. .Such are the actual
requirements of progress. Those who devote them-
selves t0 great and pressing*things can never be too
great. To set ideas in motion, to heap up evidence,
to pile up principles, that is the redoubtable move-
ment. To heap Pelion oy Ossa is the labour of.-
infaifts beside that work of giants, the placing of right
upon truth. To %cale that afterwards, and to dethrone
usurpations fn the midst of thunders, such #s the work.

The future presses. To-morrow cannot wait.
Heumanity has not a minute to lose. Quick, quick,
let us hasten; the wretched ones have their feet on
red-hot $iron. They hunger, *they thirst, they suffer.
Ah, terribke semaciation of the pod® human body!
Parasitism laughs, the ivy grows green and thrives,
the mistletoe is flourishing, the tapewoym is happy.
Whgt a frightful object %he prosptyity of the tape-
wdtm®! To destroy that which.devours, in that is
safety. <Your life has within itself death; which is in
good pealth. There, is too much, misery,too, yauch
desolation, too much immodesty, too much’ nakedngss,
too many bawdy-housey, too many bagnes, too iy
tatters, too marey faintings, too many crimes;4oo much
'darkness, not enough schools, too many little innocents
sgrowing up for evil! the truckle-bed of poor girls is
suddenly covered with silk and lace—and in that is
worse misery; by the side .of misfortune there is vice,”
the one urging the other. Such a society requires o
prompt succour. Jyet us seek for the best. Go all of
you in this search. "Where are the promised lands?
Civilization would go' forward; let us try theories,
syStems, ameliorations, inventions, progress, until the
shoe for that foot shall be found. The attempt costs
nothing, or costs but little. To attempt is not to
adopt. But before all, above all, let u¢ be davish of
light. All sanitary purification begins In tppenmg :
windows wide. Let us open wide,all intellects. Let
us supply sould with air,
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Quick, quick, O thinkers! TLet the humgn race
breathe. Give hope, give the ideal, do oogd. One
step after another, horizon after horizon, conquest after
confjuest ; because you have given what you promised
do not think you have performed all that is required

'of you. To possess is oo promise. The dawn of
to-day imposes on the sun obligations for to-morrow.

Let nothing be lost. Let not one strength be
isolated. Xvery one to work! there is vast urgency
for it. No more idle art. Poetry the worker of civi-
lization, what more admirable ? the dreamer should*be
a pioneer: the strophe should mean something. The
beantiful should, be at fhe service of honesty. I am
the valet of my conscience; it rings forenle, I come.
Go! T go. What do yofi require of me, O truth,
s8le majesty of this world? _Let egch one fgel a haste
to do well, A-book is sometimes a help loeked

ofoxward to., An idta is a bhalm, a word may be a
dressing *for wouhds; poetry a physician. * Liet no
one tary. °,Suffering is losing ite strength whikst you
arqe idling. Let men leave this dreamy lagziness.
Lease the l¢ief to the Turks. Let men labour for the
safety of ‘all, and let them rush into % and be®out of -
breath.® Do not be sparing of your strides. Nothing ~
useless. No inertia. 'What do you call dead pature ?®
JLverything lives. The duty of all is to live—to walk,
to run, to iy, to soar, is the universal law. What do

®you wait for? « Who stops you? Ah, there are times
when dhe might wish to hear the stones murmur at
the slowness of man !

Sometimes one goes into the woods. olo, whom .
does it not happen at times to be overwhelmed P—one
sees so many sad things. The stage is a long-one to
go over, the consequences are long in coming, a gene-
ration is*behindhand, the work of the age languishes.

» What | ;so many sufferings yet! One might think he,
has gone backwards. There is everywljere increase of
superstition, of cowardice, of deafness, of blindness, of
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imbécility. Penal laws weigh upon brutishness.
That wretghed problem has been set; to augment
cornfort’by putting off righte to sacrifice the superior
side of man to the inferior side; to yield up principle
to appetite ; Ceesar takes charge for the belly, I make
over to him the brains; it js the old sale of a birth,.
righ® for the dish of porridge. A little more, and this
fatal anomaly®wotld cause a wrong road to be taken
towards civflization. The fattening pig would no
longer be the king, but the people. Alas, this ugly
expedient does not even succeed. No diminution
whatever of the malady. In the Jast ten years—for
the laststwenty years—the low water-mark of prosti-
tution, of sngndicity, of crime, gives always the ssame
amount; evil has not loyered one degree. Of true
education, of gratuitous education, th.ere 1S nong.
The, infarlt nevertBeless feqiires te_know that he is
man, und*the father that he is citizen,, Where are the,
promises? Where is the hope?® OH, pvor, wretclied
humayity! one is- tempted to shout~for help in the
forest ; one is tempted to claim support, assistance, and
a strog arm from that grand mpournful ngture. «®an
this mysterious ensemble of forces be indifferent to
progress? We supplicate, appeal, raise ouy hands
stowards the shadow. We listen, wondering if the
rustlings will become voices. The duty of the springs
and streams should be to babble forth the word®
e _Forward ”” one could wish to.hear nightingales sin'g.
new Marseillaises. o .

e After all, nevertheless, these times of halting are
nothing beyond what is normal. Discouragement
weuld be®puerile. There are halts, repose, breathing
spaces,in the march of peoples, as there are winters in
the progress of the seasons. The gigantic step, ’89,
is all the same a fact. To despair would-be absurd ;
but to stimulate is necessary. ..
* To stimulate, to press, to chide, to awhken, to*
suggest, to ingpire, it is this function, fulfilled every-
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where by writers, which impresses on the litergture of
this century so high a character of powe» and origi-
nality. To remain faithful to all the laws of art,
whilst combining them with the law of progress, such
is the problem, victoriously solved by so many noble

‘and proud minds. o

Thence this word Deliverance, which appears Move
everything in the light, as if it were ‘Written on the
very forehead of the ideal. *

The Revolution js France sublimed. There was a
day when France was in the furnace; the furnace causes
wings to grow on,certain warlike martyrs, and from
amidst the flames this glant came forth archaifgel. At
this day by all the world Franceis calledeIRRevolution ;
and henceforth this word Revolution will be the name
of civilizatiow, until it gan be replaced by the word
Harmony.. I rapeat it d3 not seek elsewhere, the
starting point and {he birth-place of the litérathee®of
“the ninebeentlh) cemtury. Yes, as many as there be of
us,.great and small, powerful and unknown, illugtrious
ang, obscure, in all our works, good or bad, Wwhat-
evey® they miay be, poems, dramas, romances, lﬁstory,
philosophey, at the tribune of assemblies as before the
crowds of the theatre,as in the meditation of solitudes, *
yes, everywhere, yes always, yes, to combat violence®
.and imposture, yes, to rehabilitate those who are
stoned and fun down, yes, to sum up logically and to

smarch stra,ight,onward', yes, to console, to succour, to
ralieve,eto encourage, to teach, yes, to dress wounds
in hope of curing them, yes, to transform charity into
fraternity, alms into assistance, sluggishness into
work, idleness into utility, centralization into a family,
iniquity into justice, the bourgeois into the eitizen,
the populace into the people, the rabble into the
nation, matiéfts into humanity, war into love, pre-
 judice into free examination, frontiers into solderings,
limits into openingg, ruts into rails, vestry-rooms into"
tegples, the instinct of evil-into the desire of good,
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life into right, klngs into men, yes, to deprive religions
of hell andeocieties of the galley, yes, to be brothers to
the wretched, the serf, theefellah, the prolétaire, the
disinherited, the banished, the betrayed, the econ-
-quered, the sold, the'enchained, the sacrificed, the
prostitute, the convict, theignorant, the savage, the-.
slav®, the negro, the condemned, and the damned yes, "
we are thy sdns, "Revolution !

Yes, men®of genius, yes, poets, philosophers, histo-
rians, yes, giants of that great art of previous ages
which 1s all the light of the past, O men eternal, the
minds of this day salute you, but, do not follow you:
they I®ld in respect 0 yout to this law: to admire
evorything, $o imitate nothing. THeir functiont is mo
longer yours. They have business with the virility
'of the human ra¢e. The hour which, makes man-
kind of ao'e has struck® We aseist, under the full
Tight® of *the tdeal, at that majgstic, junction of thg
beautlful with the useful. No actual os possible
geniug can surpass you, ye men of gemus of gld; to
equal you is all the ambition allowed : But, to equal
you, one must conform to the.necessities, of our’tlme,
a$ you. supplied the necessities of yours.e Wiriters
who are sons of the Revolution have 2 holy task. O
Homer, their epic poem must weep, O Herodotus,
their hlstory must protest, O Juvenal, their satire
must (lethrone, O Shakespeare, their * #hou shalt be
king,” must be said to the people, O Aischylus; thelm
Prometheus mustq4strike Jupiter with thunderbolfs,
© Job, their dunghill must be fruitful, O Dante, their
hell must be extinguished, O Isa,lah thy Babylon
cfumbles; theirs must blaze forth with light! They
do what .you have done; they contemplate creation
directly, they observe humfmmty directly ; they do not
accept as a guiding light any refracted Yay, not even
yours. Like you, they have for their sole starting
point, outside them, universal bging, im thém, theu
soul ; they hdve for the source of their work the gne,
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source whence flows  nature and whence flows .art,
the infinite. As the writer of these lines said forty
years ago,* « The poets end the writers of tlfe nine-
teenéh century have neither masters nor models.”
No, in all that vast and sublime art of all peoples, in
»3ll those grand creations,of all epochs, no, not even
'thee, Aschylus, not even thee, Dante, not even thee,
Shakespeare, no, they havé neither maodels nor masters.
And why have they neither masters nmor models?
It is because they have one model, Man, and because
“they have one master, God.

* Preface to ‘“Oromw;sll.”
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TRUE HISTORY—EVERY ONE PUT IN HIS
. RIGHT PLACE.

CHAPTER I
° . [
HErE is Ehe advent of the new constellatipn.
°B°is “certaln that at the présentshour that whlch'
has beeh till now the light of the ‘human face grows
pale, eand that the, old flame ise about Jo disappear
from the world.

The men of brutal force have, since human tra?.htmn
exists, shone alone in the Empy1 ean of histéry. They
wére the only supremacy. Under all these namé,kings,

® emperors, captains, chiefs, princes, summed up in the
word heroes, this group of an apocalypse was resplens
dent. They were all dripping with victolies. Terrer
transformed itself into acclanfation to salute "them?®
They dragged aftes them an indescribable tutfiultucus
flame. They appeared to man in a disorder of horrible
11 ht. . They did not light up the heavens; they
them on fire. They looked as if they meant to
hke possession of the infinite. Rumbling erashes
were heard in their glory. A red glare mingled with
it" Was it puple? Was it blood? Was tt shame ?
Their light made one think of the face of Cain, Théy
“hated each other. Flashing shocks pasded from one
to the other ; at times these enormous planets came *
. z
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into collision, striking out hghtmngs Their ldok
was furious. Their radiancy stretched out into swords.
. A1l that hung terrible aboye us.

TRat: tragic glare fills tbe past. To-day it is in
full process of decrease.

«, There is decline in war, decline in despotism, decline
#in theocracy, decline.in sla¥ery, decline in the scaffold.
The blade Becomes sharter, the tiara.is fading away,
the crown is sirnplified, war is raving, «the plume
bends lower, usurpation is cucumscnbed the chain is
hghtened the rack is out of countenance. Tl \e
fantique violence of the few aglinst all, called nght
divine, is coming tJ an end.e Legltlmacy, thg grace
of, Goed, the monarchy of Pharamond, nations
branded on the shoulder with the fleut-de-lys, fhe
pogsession of peoples by the right of birth, the long
series of ancestors.giving right over the hvmg, these
»things are Pet strivipg in some places,.at Naples; in
Prissia, §e. ,Obu% tl.'ley are struggling rathgr than
strlvmg, it is *death that strains for life. A stam-
mering’ whieh to-morrow will Be speech, and the
day’a«fter to-morrow a verb, proceeds from the bruised
lips %f the serf, of the vassal, of the proletaige, of
the parjgh. The gag breaks up between the teath
of the human race. The human race has had enough
of the sorrowful path, and the patient refuses to go
Turther. .

o " Fram this very time,certain forms of despotism are
no, longgr possible. The Pharaoh is a mummy, the
sultan is a phantom, the Caesar is a’counterfeit. ~This
stylite of the Trajan columns is anchylosed on its
pedestal ; it has on its head the excremeitt of fiee
eagles ; it is nihility rather than glory; the bands of
the sepulchre fasten this crown of laurels.

The periodleof the men of brutal force is gone.
The have been glorious, certzmnly, but with a glory
that mélts away. That species of great men ise.
-solpble in progress. * Civilization rapidlyeoxidizes these



«Wilkiam Shakespeare. 339

bronzes. A% the point of matwyity to which the
Freneh Revolution has already brought the universal,
consaienct, the hero is ng longer a hero without a,
good reason; the captain 1s discussed, the coqgueror"
is inadmissible. In our days Louis XIV. invading
the Palatinate would look like a robber. From the
lagt century these realities commenced, to dawn,
Frederick 1I.,.n the presence of Voltaire, felt and
owned himgself somewhat of a'brigpnd. To be a great
man of matter, to be pompously violent, to govern by
the sword-knot and the cockade, to forge right upon
To_rce, to hammerx ,out justice and truth by blows of
accomplished facts, “to make, brutalities of genius, is t6
be grami,’{if you like, but it is a coarse manner of
being grafd. Glories announced with drums which
are met with a shrug®of the shoulders. Sonorous
heroes shave deafeneds human yeasof until to™day.
Jhgt pompoys noise begins now t6 weary it. It shutg
it$ eyes and ears before those™authorized slaughters
that fhey call battles. The sublizme mbrderers of
merf have had their time. It is*in a certaim relative
forgetfulness that henceforth they will be illystrious
and august. Humanity, bedome greatdr, requaes to
dJispettse with them. The food for guns’thinks. It
reflects, and is actually losing its admuration for being
shot down by a _cannon-ball.
A few figures by the way may not be useless.
All tragedy is part of our gubject. The tragedy of
poets is not the only one; there is the tragedy ofe
, politicians and sthtesmen. Would you liké to Know
how much that tragedy costs? _
» Heroes have an enemy ; that enemy is called finance.
For a long time the amount of money paid for that
kind of glory was ignored. In order to disguisé the
total, there were convenient little five;places like that
in which Louis XTV. burned the accounts of Versailles.
That day passed out the chimney of the noyal stove
the smoke of one thousand miMions of francs. The®
z2 s °
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"nation-did not'even take notice. At the“present day
gations have one gredt virtue—they are miserly.
They know that prodigality is the mother %f abase-
“ment. They reckon up. They learn book-keeping
by double entry. Warlike glory henceforth has its
debit and credit account. That renders it impossible.
% The greatest warrior of modern times is npot
Napoleon, it is Pitt. Napoleon carrigd on warfare,
Pitt created it. It is Pitt who willed all the wars of
*the Revolution and of the Empire. They proceeded
from him. Take away Pitt and put Fox 1n his place,
"there would then be no reason for that exorbitant
Battle of twenty-threesyears. There would be no Jpnger
any coalition. Pitt,was the soul of the coalition, and,
» he dead, his soul remained ‘amidst the uni%ersal waf.
‘What Pitt cost England and the world, here it is.
We tdd this bas-relief to his pgdestak .
. o In the first place, the expenditure in men, fiom
M 1.to 1814, Frahce stlone, striving against Europe,
.coalesced by Englaild, France constrained and com-
pelled, expended in butcheries for military glory,*and
also, Jet us add, for the defence of termtory, ive
milliows of meh—that is*to say, six hundred men -per
day. Europe, including the total of France, hag
expended Zixteen milljons six hundred thousand men—
that is to say, two thousand deaths per day during
twenty-three years.
Secondly, tlle expenditure of money. We have,
‘eulfortunately, no- authentic total, save the total of
England. ® From 1791 to 1814, Engtand, in order to ,
make France succumb to FEurope, became indebted to
the extent of eighty-one millions, two hundredeand,
sixty-five thousand, eight hundred and forty-two
pounds sterling. Divide this total by the total of
men killed, at, the rate of two thousand per day for,
' twenty-three years, you arrive at this result, that each
carpse strefched on the field of battle has cost Eng-
“land alone fifty"pounds sterling.
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Add the total of Europe? total unknown, but,
enorngous®

With these seventeen millions of dead men, they"
might have peopled Australia with Europeans. *With
the eighty millions expended by England in cannon-
shgts, they might have changed the face of the earthy
begun the work of civilization everywhere, and sup- "
pressed throuO‘hout the entire world ignorance and

misery.
. England pays eighty millions for the two statues

of Pitt and Wellington.
It is a fine thmg to have heroes, but it is an

expens'we luxury Poets cost less,
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[ ]
CHAPTER II. b
* TrE discharge of the warrior is signed. It is splendour
in the distance. The great Nimrod, the great Cyrus
¢he great Sennacherib, the great Sesostris, the grea
*Alexander, the great Pymhu.s, the great Hapnibal,
the great Ceesar, the great Timour, the great Louis,
- thé great ]_"1edenc and more great ones, all are goihg
away.

% would be®a migtake to think that we reject these
Juen purely snd simply. In our eyes, five of s1.x‘Qf
‘those that we,hale named are legitimately illugtriots;

. they have® evem,mingled something good in their
" ravagess théir definitive total embarrasses the ablute
equify, of the thinker, and they weigh nearly.even
weights in tife balance df the injurious and the useful.

Others have been only injurious. They are*numg-
rous, innhimerable even, for the masters of the world
are a crowd.

o The thinker is the weigher. Clemency suits him.
Let us, therefore say, thgse others who have done only
&vil have one attenuating circumstance—imbecility.

They have another excuse yet: fhe mental condi-,
tion of the human race itself at the moment they
appeared ; the medium swrounding facts, medafiablg,
but encumbering.

‘Tyrants are not men, they are things. Tyrants
are called frqntier, track, routine, blindness under
the form" of fanatlmsm, deafness and dumbness

under the form of diversity of languages, quarrel
under the form of dtversity of weights, seasures, and
‘nofieys, hatred resulting from quarrel, war resulting
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from hatred All these tyrants may be called by one
name—Se\paratlon Division, whence proceeds Relon,
is the despot in the abstraet state.

Even the tyrants of flesh are things. Calignla i is
much more a fact than a man. He is a result more
than an existence. The JRoman proscriber, dictatgs,
" or*Caesar, refuses the vanquished fire and water—tha'
is to say, puts Nis life out. One day of Gela repre-
sents twenty thousand proscribed, one day of Tiberius
thirty thousand, one day of Sylla seventy thousand.
One evening Vitellius, being ill, sees a house lighted
up; people were reJ0101n<r thelie “Do they thm]:
me d@d?” says Vitellius. *It is Junius Blesus who
sups with Tuscus Ceecina; the emperor sends to these
drinkers a cup of poisony that they may realize by this
sinister end of too joyous a night that Vitellr
liging. Reddendam prd mtempesl?va licenlia moestam ez‘
undbrel noctem qua sentiat vivesg Vifelliim et zmpemra
Otho and this same Vitellius forward a%sassms t one
a.no’dler Under the Cmsars, it is a“marvel to, die in
one’s bed. Pison, to whom this happined, "is noted
for that strange incident. The gardep of V&Yenus
Asiatigus pleases the emperor, the face .of Statilius
displeases the empress: state crimes; Valerius is
strangled because he has a garden, and Statilis.
because he has a face. Basil II., Emperor of the
East, makes fiffeen thousand Bulo"umns prisoner’s ;
they are divided into bands of a hlmdled and their
eyes are put oute with the exception of one, chajged
'to conduct the ninety-nine blind men. He afterwards
sends into Bulgaria the whole of this army without
‘8yes.” "History thus describes Basil IT.: “He was
too fond of glory” (Delandine). Paul of Russia gave
out this axiom: *There is no man powerful but he
‘to whom the emperor speaks, and his *power ‘endures
as long as the word that he hears.” Plnhp V. of
Spam, SO feloclously calm at theg awlo-da-f4s) is fno'ht-.
ened at the idea of changing. his shirt, and rerpa.ms
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six months in bed wjthout washing and withdut
otrimming his nails, for fear of being pojsonéd by
_.means of scissors, or by the water in the basin, dr by
*his shirt, or by his shoes. Ivan, grandfather of Paul,
had a woman put to the torture before making her
lie in his bed, had a newly-married bride hanged, and
Placed the husband as sentihel by her side, to prevent
the rope from being cut, had a father killed by his
son, invented, sawing men in .two with a dine, burns
* Bariatinski himself by slow fire, and, whilst the patient
howls, brings the embers together with the end of his
$tick. Peter, in point of excellence, aspires to that of
the executioner; he *exersises*himself in cutting off
heads;.at first heecuts off but five. per, day, litt]e
- enough ; but, with application, he succeeds in cutting
off twenty-five. It is a talent for a czar to tear away
a wlman’s breatt with one*blow of tite knout.® What
. gre all those* monsters? Symptoms. & ururmcles gan
efuption ; pusewhich 3ozes from a sickly body. « They
» are scarcely qnoye responsible -than the total of an
additioh®is responsible for the figures of the sum.
Basik®Jvan, Philip, Paul, &c., &c., are the products
of vast swrrounding stupidity. The Greek clergy, for
example, having this maxim, “Who can make us
judges of those who are our masters?” it is quite
natural that a czar, that same Ivan, should cause an
archbishop to be sewn in a bear’s skin and devoured
%y' dogs. The czar is amused, it is quite right.
Inder Nero, thé brother whose brother was killed
goes to the temple to return thanks to the gods’
under Ivan, a’ Boyard impaled employs his agony,
which lasts for twenty-four hours, in repeatthd, “ O
God! protect the czar.”. The Princess Sanguzko is in
tears ; she presents, upon her knees, a supplication to
Nicholas: gheeimplores grace for her husband, she
conjures the master to spare Sanguzko (a Pole guilty
0F loving *Poland) the frightful journey to Siberia ;
I\Iichglas, mute, listens, takes the supplitation, and
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wiltes beneath it, “On foot.”, Then Nicholas goes
into the sfreets, and the crowd throw themselves on his «
boot o kiss it. 'What have you to say? Nicholas,
is a madman, the crowd is a brute. From khan ¢omes
knez, from knez tzar, from tzar the czar. A series of
phenomena, rather than an affiliation of men. Thgt,
after this Ivan, you should have this Peter, after thid
Peter, this Nicholas, after this Nicholas, this Alex-
ander, whab more logical ? You all rather contribute
to this result. "The tortured accept the torture.
¢ This czar, half putrid, half frozen,” as Madame
de Staél says, you made him yourselves. To be o
peopley to be a force, a1td to look upon these things,
1s,to findethem good. To be there, is to give one’s
adhesion. He who assists at the crime, assists the
crime. Inert presence is an encouraging abjectioy.

Let u% add that a prdiminary corruptign began'the
cepplicity even before the crimg wgs colmitted. Ae
certaine putrid fermentation of “pre-existing baséneSs
engepders the oppressor. R S ‘

The wolf is the fact of the forest. It"is the savage
fruit®of solitude without defenge. Combipe ande¥oup
together silence, obscurity, easy vietory,, monstrous
infatuation, prey offered from all parts, rgupder in
security, the - connivance of those who are around,
weakness, want of weapons, abandonment, isolation ;
from the point of intersection of these sthings brealls
forth the ferocious beast. A @ark ensemble the cries”f
-which are not hegrd produces the tiger. AJiger js ae'
eblindness hungered and armed. Is it a being?
Scarcely. The claw of the animal knows no more
than “ddes the thorn of a plant. The fatal fact en-
genders the unconscious organism. In so far as per-
sonality is concerned, and putting aside killing for
ltving’s sake, the tiger does not exist.e *"Mouravieff is
mistaken if he thinks that he is a being. .

“Wicked men spring from bad things. Therefor€ ,
let us correct the things. :
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And here we return to our starting point. An
attenuating circumstance for despotism—idjocy.”

That attenuating circunastance we have just pfeaded.

Idjotic despots, a multitude, are the populace of the
pwrple; but above them, beyond them, by the im-
.measurable distance which separates that which radiates
«from that which stagnates, there are despots merf of
genius. ' .

There are,the captains, the conquerors, *the mighty
men of war, the civilizers of force, the ploughmen of
the sword. .

! Those, we have just named them ; the truly grea
among them are called Lyrlds, Sesostris, Alegander,
Hgnnibal, Cesar, Gharlemagne, Napoleon, and, in the
measure we have laid down we admire them.

ut we admire them on the condition of their
disappearange.” e R A ¢ .
e Make rodm for Lketter ones!- Make rdome &3r
gledter ongs!e * _° .

Those greatéry those better ones, are they gew?
No. * Their %eries. i as ancient as the other; more
anciehd, perhgps,'for the idea has preceded the act,
and the thinker is anterior to the warrior; byt their
place was taken, taken violently. This usurpation
is about to cease, their hour comes at last, their
predominance gleams forth, civilization, returned to
the true lights recognises them as its only founders;
their series becomes closhed in light, and eclipses the

orest ; likg the past, the future beloggs to them; and
henceforth it is they whom God will perpetuate. *



L4 S ¢ . Y
Wittiam Shakespeare. 847

. [

- CHAPTER IIL

Trat history has to be re-made is evident. It has

Been nearly always written, up to the present time,

from the miserable poing of view of accomplished fact ;o

it is thne to write it from ﬂle pomt of v1eW of prin-

ciple. ® . .
pAnd that, under penatty of nullity.

Royal gestures warlike uproars, punegly coronatipns,
m&unages, baptisms, and funer: als, @xecutigns and fttes,
the Yinery of “one crushing all, “the tuumph of beu;b
born king, the prowess of sword an«d axe, , great empires,
heawy taxes, the tricks played by chfince upoy £hance,
the aniverse having for alaw the adventures ¢f any
being, provided he be crowned; the .destmy. of a
cenﬁmsy changed by a blow from ‘the lanee of a fool
through the skull of an imbecile; the majestic fistula
of Louis XIV.; the grave words of the moribund
Emperor Mathias 66 his doctor trying for the last time
to feel his pulse beneath his coverlet and making a mis-
take : Erras, amice, koc est membrum. nostrum zmperade .
sacrocesareum ; ¥he dance with castanets of Cardinak®
' Richelieu, disguised as a shepherd before the Queen of
Frange, in the private villa of the Rue de Gaillen;
Hildebrand completed by Cisneros; the little dogs of
Hemri III. ; the various Potemkins of Catherine II.,
Orloff here, Godoy there, etc., a great tragedy with a
petty intrigue ; such was history up t8 dur days, going .
only from the throne to the altar, lending gne ear jo
Dangeau agd another to dom Galmet,* sanctimoniouse
and not stern, not comprehendmg the true transitions
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from one age to the other, incapable of dlStng'U}Shln"‘
'the climacteric crises of civilization, and makipg the
» human race mount upwartls by Tadders of silly dates,
well yersed in puerilities, ignorant of right, of justice,
and of truth, and modelled far more upon Le Ragois
JShan upon Tacitus.

¢ So much so, that in our days that Tacitus has béen
the object of strong attack.

Tacitus, on the other hand;, we do ndt weary of
insisting upon it, is, like Juvenal, like Suetonius and
Lampridius, the obJect of a special and merited hatred® -

be day when, in the colleges, professors of rhetoric
“shall put Juvenal aboves Virgil, and Tacitus®above
Bossuet, will be the eves of the day in ewhich the
human race shall have been delivered ; when all forms
of gppression ghall have djsappeared, from the slave-
owner up to.he phgrisee, Trom the cottage where the -
slave weeps to the cpapel where the einuch sthes.
Cardinal Qu “Perron, who received for Henri IV.
blows from the Pbpe § stick, bad the goodness toesay,
“I desplse Tdcitus.”

Up %o the gpoch in which we live, history has been
a courtier. o

The .deuble identification of the king W1t11 the
nation and of the king with God, is- the work of -
courtier history. The grace of God procreates the
nght divine. *Louis XIV. says, “ZL’¢lat, c’est moi.
Madame Du Barry, pldgiarist of Louis XIV., calls
‘Lioujs X Ve *“ La France,” and the pompously ha,ughty
saying of the great Asiatic king of Versaﬂles ends
with  La France, ton café f. . . . le camp.

Bossuet writes without hesﬁ:a,tlon though palhatmg
facts here and there, the frightful legend of those
old thrones of antiquity covered with crimes, and,
applying tor th¢ surface of things his vague theocratid

clamation, satisfies himself by this formula: *“God
holds in his hand thehearts of kings.” That is not
the gase, for two reasons: God has no hand, and

gs have no heart.
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“We_are only speaking, of course, of the kings of

Assyria.

Hisbory,*that old history of which we have spoken,
is akind person for princes. It shuts its eyes when a
highness says, “ History,+do not look this way.” It
has, imperturbably, with the face of a harlot, denieq,
the horrible casque for bredking skulls with an inner:
spike, destined by the Archduke of Austria for the
advoyer Gupdoldingen. At the presen{ time, this
machine is hung on a nail in the Hétel de Ville of
Lincerne. Anybody can go and see it; history denies
it still. Moréri calls St. Bartholomew’s day “a dis-
turbancg.” Chaudon, amothgr bidgrapher, thus cha-
racterizes the author of thg saying to. Louis.XV,,
citéd above : ** A lady of the court, Madame Du Barry.”
History accepts for an attack: of apoplexy the mattress
under which James IT. of England.stifiéd the Duke of
Glugester at Calais. Why is the Head of the Infant
Don_Carlos separated from the frunk im his bier*af.
the Escurial? Philip II., the father,atswers: “It is
becaufe, the Infant shaving died % natural death, the
coffin eprepared for him was not found long enefrzh,
and they were obliged to cut off the head™ History

. blindly believes in the coffin being too short. _What!
Jhe father to have his son beheaded! Oh! fiel Ounly
demagogues would say such things.

The ingenuousness of history glorifying the fact?
whatever it may be, and however 1mpious it may bé,,
shines nowhere better than in Cantemif and Kgramsin,
the one a Turkish %historian, the other a Russian his-
torian. The Ottoman fact and the Muscovite fach
evidence,ewhen confronted and compared with each.
other, the Tartar identity. Moscow is not less
sinistérly Asiatic than Stamboul. Ivan is in the one
as Mustapha is in the other. The gradatign is im-
perceptible between that Christianity and that
JMahommedism. The Pope is brotber of the Ulema,"
the Boyard ofethe Pacha, the knodt of the bowstring,
and the moujik of the mute. There is to men pasa-

—_—
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ing through the streets little difference Hetween Selim
who pierces them with arrows, and Basil who lets
bears loose on them. Captemir, a man of *the South,
an ancient Moldavian hospodar, long a Turkish sub-
ject, Yeels, although he has passed over to the Russidns,
that he does not displease the Czar Peter by deifying
»despotism, and he prostrates his metaphors before,the
sultans ; this crouching upon the belly is oriental, and
somewhat western also. The sultans are divine;
their scimitdr is sacred, their dagger is sublime, their
exterminations are magnanimous, their parricides are
rgood. They call themselves merciful as the furies ate
called Eumenides. 'The blood, that they spill smokes in
Cantemir with an gdour of incense, and the vast slaugh-
teting which is their reign blooms into glofy. They
massacre the people in the Pfublic interest. When I
kn®w not whet padischah, Tiger JIV. or Tiger VL
causes to be,strangled one after the other his Dingtegn -
Jittle brothers rnenning frightened round the chamber,
the Turlish mgti?e historian declares that ™ it was
executing Wisely the law of the empire.” The Russian
histm;ian, Karamsin, i1s not less tender to the. Tzar
thaw was Cantemir to®the Sultan. Nevertheless, let
us say it, ih comparison with Cantemir’s, the fervency .
of Katafhsin is lukewarmness. Thus Peter, killing his
son Alexis, is glorified by Karamsin, but in the same®
fone in which we excuse a fault. It is not the accep-
tation pure ‘and simple of Cantemir. Cantemir is
ore upon his-knees. The Russian historian only
admires? whilst the Turkish historifn adores. No fire
in Karamsin, no nerve, a dull enthusiasm, grayis
apotheoses, good will struck into an icicle, garesses
benumbed with cold. It is poor flattery. Evidently:
the climate has something to do with 1t. Xarhmsin
is a chilled Cantemir. S
Thus i§ the predominating portion of history made
wp to the present day; it goes from Bossuet to,
'Ka,ramsin, passing by the Abbé Pluche. , That history
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hae for its principle obedience. To what is obedience
due ? « To success. Heroes are ‘well treated, but kings
are preferttd. To reign is o succeed every morning.
A king has to-morrow. He ig solvent. A hero may
finish badly, such things happen Then he is but an
usurper. Before that histor ¥, genius itself, even should
it e the highest expression®f force held by intelligence
is compelled to gontinual success. If it fails, ridicule;
if it falls, ipsult. After Marengo, you are Europe’s
hero, the man of Providence, anoinbed by the Lord ;
after Austerlitz, Napoleon the Great; after \/Vaterloo,
the ogre from Corsica. 'The Pope anointed an ogre.

Nevgrtheless, impartial, and ®in consideration of’
services r‘cndeled Loriquet thakes you a marquis.

"The man®*of our day who has best executed that sur-
prising gamut from Hero of Europe to Ogre of Corsica,
1s Fontanes, chosen during so many yectls to cultn'ate
dstelop, and direct the moral sense®of youth. o

e0'1t1macy, right divine, the ‘neg&tlon of umversal
suffrage, the throne a fief, the natioh a maJ01a
ploccfed from that lfstory. The ®xecutioner i8 part of
it. Joseph de Maistre adds him, divinely, s the
king, In England such history is c2lled “loyal”
hjstory. The English aristocracy, to Whom similar
exccllent ideas sometimes occur, have imagined a
methiod of giving to a pohtlcal opinion the name of a
virtue, Instrumentum regni. In L‘ngland to be *a
royalist, is to be loyal. = A democrat is disloygl.
is a variety of the dishonest man. Phis man believes,
,»in the people, shame! He would have “univetsal
suffmge he is a chartist; are you sure of his probity ?
Herewis a republican passing, .take care of your
pockets. That is clever. All the world is more
witty than Voltaire: the English aristocracy has
more wit than Macchiavelli. o o0

The king pays, the people do not pay. This is
about all the secret of that kind of higtory. It ha
also its ownetariff of indulgences?
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Honour and profit, are divided: hgnour to the

emaster, profit to the historian. Procopius,is ptefect,
,and, what is more, Illustsious by special decre® (that
"does _not prevent him from betraying): Bossuet is
bishop, Fleury is prelate prio? of Argenteuil, Karamsin
js senator, Cantemir is prince. But the finest thing is
20 be paid successively by*For and by Against, aad,
like Fontanes, to be made senator through idolatry
of, and peer, of France through spitting upon, the
same idol.

‘What is going on at the Louvre? What is going
®n at the Vatican? in the Seraglio? Buen Retiro? at
‘Windsor? at Schonbrijon?® at Potsdam? at the
Kremlin? ab Oranienbaym? No further, guestions.
There is mnothing interesting for the human race
beyond those ten or twelve houses, of which history
is the door-keefler. « °* o . *

e Nothing tan bé gmall in relation «to war,e I
whrrior, the prinde, the throne, the court. He who
is not endowed®with grave puerility could not kg an
historidr!. Ae question of etiquetté, a hunt, a gala, a
grane®levee, a procession, the triumph of Maximilian,
the ntmber of carriages the ladies have following the
king to,the camp before Mons, the necessity of having
vices congenial with the faults of his majesty, the
clocks of Charles V., the locks of Louis XVI,
tlte broth refysed by Louis XV. at his coronation,
igdicatipn of a good kmg; and how the Prince of
'oWales sitg in the Chamber of the House of Lords, not
in fhe capacity of Prince of Wales, but as Duke ofs
Copnwall; and how the drunken Awugustus has ap-
pointed Prince Lubormirsky, who is starost®ol Ka®
simirow, under-cupbearer to the crown; and how
Charles of Spain gave the command of the army of
Catalonia tp Rimentel because the Pimentels have the
title of Benavente since 1308; and how Frederic of
,Brandenbarg granted a fief of forty thousand crowns
to a huntsman who enabled him to kill % fine stag;
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and how Louis Antoine, grandemaster of the Teutonic
Order and. Prince Palatine, died at Liége from dis-
pleastre at not being able®to make the inhabitants:
choose him bishop ; and how the Princess Borghese,

dowager of Mirandole and of the Papal House, mar-
ried the Prince of Cellangare, son of the Duke 0%
Gi8venazzo; and how my Lord Seaton, who is a
Montgomery, followed James II. into France; and
how the Emperor ordered the Duke of #antua, who «
is vassal of the empire, to drive from his court the

¥arquis Amorati ; and how there are always twaq

Cardinal. Barberins living, &c. &¢ &c., all that is thee
impor®nt business. £ tumed- “up nose becomes an

historicale fact. Two smalls fields®contighious *to she

old Mark and to the duchy of Zell, havmu almost

embroiled England and Pryssia, are me.momble ¢nd

in, realify the cleverness of the* governing and the

a.pathy *f tht governed have o;umao'ed and mixgd®
thingsein such a manner that all ] Jloses forms of

punacly nothingness have their plade m'human. des-

tiny, and peace and war, the movement of armigs and

fleets, the recoil or the progress of civilizgtion, dgpend

on the,cup of tea of Queen Anne or the fly-flap of the_

Dey of Algiers. o

Hlstory walks behind those fooleries, registering
them.

Knowing so many things, 1t is quite hatural that it
should be 1gnomnt of others® If you are so turiows
as to ask the name of the English merchan® who, in®
1612, first entered China by “the north, and that of
the worker in glass who, in 1663, first establishedin
™rance a manufactory of crystal, and of the citizen
who carried out, in the States Greneral ab Tours, under
Charles VIIL., the sound principle of elective magis-
tfacy———punmple which has since be¢h™adroitly obli-
terated—and of the pilot who, in 1403, discovereg
the Canary Islands, and of the Byzantine Tatemaker «
who, in the ‘eighth century, invented the organ anc

AA
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_gave to music its grandest voice, and of the Campa-
*nian mason who invented the clock by establishing
»at Rome on the temple®of Quirinus the first sun-
dial, @nd of the Roman lighterman who inyented the
paving of towns by the construction of the Appian
~Way in the year 312 B.ce and of the Egyptian car-
‘penter who devised the dove-tail, *which may be folind
under the obelisk of Luxor and one of the keys
of architecture, and of the Chaldean keeper of flocks
who founded astronomy by his observation of the
signs of the zodiac, the starting-point taken by Anaxt-
emenes, and of the C‘ormthlan calker who, nine years
before the first Olympiads calculated the powe of the
trale Tever, Yevised the trireme, and created & tow-beat
anterior by two thousand si% "hundred years to the
stegmboat, and of the Macegdonian, ploughmpan who
discovered $he first gold mine in Mount Pangae.us,
*Listory does noteknaw what to say to° 3011 Pleose
fellows are un pown to history. .
Who,is that ? a ploughman, a calker, a shesherd
a cagpenter, a lighterman, a mason, a lutemaker a
sailogand aenerchant & H1story does not lower itself
with such rabble. ¢
" Thereeis at Niiremberg, near the Egyd1enplatz in
a chamber on the second floor of a house which faces
the church of St. Giles, on an iron tripod, a little
ball of wood*twenty inches in diameter, covered with
&arkish vellum,.marked with lines which were once
'reds yellaw, and green. It is a gdobe on which is
sketched out an outline of the divisions of the eartlf
irt the fifteenth century. On this globe ig gaguely
indicated, in the twenty-fourth degree of latitude,
under the sign of the Crab, a kind of island ntmed
Antilia, which one day attracted the attention of two
men ; thes one,” who had constructed the globe ard
drawn Anptilia, showed this island to the other, placed
his ﬁnger upon it, amd said, “ It is there,” The man
swhe looked on was called Christopher Columbus,
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the man who said “Tt is there,” was called Martin
Behagm « Antilia is Amevica. History speaks of
Fernando Cortez, who rataged America, but not of,
Martin Behaim, who dixined it. .

Let a man have “ cut to pleces ” other men, let him
Jrave “put them to the gsword,” let him have made ,
them “ bite the dd¥%,” horrible locutions become hide- ;
ously familiar, and search in history for the name of
that man, tvhoever ha may be, you will éind it. Searche
for the name of the man who invented the compass
*you will not find it. '

In 1747, in the eighteenth cqntury, under the gaze
even ®f phllObOpllelS, *thesbattles of Raucoux and
Lawfeld® she siege of Sastde-Gafid and®the thking of
Betg-op-Zoom, echpse and efface that sublime dis-
covery which to;day is ig course, of, modlfymg the

sworld, electnclty
*Voltaire Bimself, about tha} year celebmted p‘ms-'
sionately some exploit of Tla_]ano(req.d Lomis XV.)."

Ae certain pubhc stupidity Jjs the pesulf,of that™
histpry which is superposed upon education almost
everywhere. If you doubt i, see, ameng otltes, the
publigations of Périsse Brothels intemded by the
editors, says a parenthesis, for primary scheok.

A prince who gives himself an animal’s name
makes us laugh. We rail at the Emperor of Chipa,
who nnkes people call him <« His® Majesty the
Dragon,” and we placidly say Monseigneur b Dauplén. .

Domestlclty e The historian is then no moresthaf

' the master of ceremonies ot centuries. In the model
Lcourf,of Louis the Great, there are four historians, as
®there are four chamber v1ohns Lulli leads the one,
BoHeau the others.

In that old method of history, the only authorized
‘method up to 1789, and classic in ev&ry acceptation of e
"the word, the best narrators, even the honest engs, ,
there are fey of them, even those who think themselves
free, place themselves mechanically in drill, 5t1t@h

AA2
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{radition to tradition, submit to accepted custorp, re-
ceive the pass-word from the antechamber, aceept,pell-
dnell with the crowd, the*sfupid divinity of coarse per-
sonages in the foregroundy kings, “ potentates,’”
““ pontifs,” soldiers, end, all the time thinking them-
s¢lves historians, by donning the livery of historio-g
graphers, and are lacqueys without"™knowing it.

That kind of history is taught, is ‘compulsory, is
ccommended and recom:mended, all young intellects are
more or less saturated with it, the mark remains with
them, their thought suffers through it and releases
itself only with difficalty, we ppake schoolboys learn
it by heart, and I who sgeak, when a child, wfs its
viettm. * * y .« ® .

In that history there is evetything except history.
Shovgs of princgs, of “monarcls,” and of captgins, of
the people, of laws;, of manners little; of letters,
Yeargs, of scignees, oft philosophy, of the unlvetsnl
;movement of theugltt, in one word, of man, nothing.
Civilizatien dgtes by reigns, andenot by progPess.
Some Jking or other is one of the stages along ,the
historyal roade The trae stages, the stages of great
men, are nowhere indicated. It explains how Fgaicis
IT. succdeds to Hemri IT., Charles IX. to Francis 1L,
and Henri III. to Charles IX.; but no one teaches
hosr Watt succeeds to Papin, and Fulton to Watt ;
behind the hea¥y scenery, of royal hereditary rights a
ZI¥mpse ofethe mysterious dynasty of men of genius is
Scarcely obtained. The lamp whicl® smokes on the
opaque frontage of royal accessions hides the sidereal
refléction that the creators of civilization throygover,
ages. Not an historian of that series points out the
divine affiliation of human prodigies,that practical 1dgic
of Providence ; not one makes us see liow progress
engenders progréss. That Philip IV. comes after’
Philip ITT., and Charles IL. after Philip IV., it would
Pe shameful nof to kirow; that Descarteg continues
Prcgn, and that Kant continues Descartes, that Las

1
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Casas_continues Columbus, that Washington continues
Las %&;sass and that John Brown continues and resti®
fies Washington, that Joh# Huss continues Pelagius,,
that Luther continues John Huss, and that Veltaire
continues Luther, it is almost a scandal to be aware
&f it. ‘
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CHAPTER IVe
Ir is time thgt it shoyld all be altered. -

It is time that the men of_action should take their
place behind and the men of the idea in front. The
gummit is the head, Where thought is, there is
power. It is time fhat anen’ of genius shoudl pass
befgre Meroem It # timeeto render to Casas what is
Cesar’s, and to the book whab is the book’s. Such or
such a poem, such a dlama, stich a novel, does more
worf than all the’ Gourts of Europe together It Js
Jgme that hisfory s‘hould proportion itself to the Yeatidy,
thdt t shoyld 5110W 0 each influence its true measure,
»and that it shouhl cease to place the masks of bings
on epochs made in the image of poets and philosophers.
To wham belopgs the eighteenth century ?. To Louis
XV.crto Voltaire? Confront Versailles with Fgrney,

and see,fgom which of these two points civilization
flows.

A century is a formula; an epoch is a thought ex-
préssed. Aftey which, cwlhzatlon passes to another.
Cyilizatiop has phrases.® These phrases are the cen-
*turies. Tt does not say here what it eays there. But
thése mysterious phrases are bound together by a*
chajn ; loglc—logos-—1s within, and their serlegb con-,
stitutes progress. . All these phrases, expressive of a
single 1dea the divine idea, write slowly the word
Fraterni

,. Al hght +is at» some point condensed into a , flame ]
n the same way every epoch is condensed into a man.
'XIite man havimg expjred, the epoch is closed. God
tyrns the page. Dante dead, is the. full®stop put at
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the end of %he thirteenth century; John Huss can

come.” Shakespeare dead is the full-stop put at the
end 8f the sixteenth centuwry. After this poet; who

contains and sums up every philosophy, the phlloso-

phers Pascal, Descartes, Moliére, Le Sage, Montesquieu, ,

Housseau, Dlderot Beaumzuchals can come. Voltaire
“dead, is the Full- stwp put &t the end of the eightealth
century. ThesFrench Revolution, liquidation of th€
first socialeform of Christianity can come.

These different periods, whicll we nanle epochs, have'

eall their dominant. What is .their dominant? Is it
a head that wears a crown? Is it a head that beats®
a theught? Is it arf arigtocricy? Is it an idea’
Answere yourself. Do yaii see where ghe pewer is?
‘Weigh Francis I. in the scales with Gargantua. *Puts
all chivalry in the scale against *“ Don. Qulxote ”

Thetefore, every ofie 2o his fight place. - nght.
about‘ and let us now see the,true centunes In the.
first »ank, minds; in the second in the thnd ;n ‘bfle
twamtieth, soldiers and plmces ‘8BS tbe warrior thag
darkness, to the “thinker the °pedest#l. Také away
Aleéxander, and put there Aristotle. Strangse thing
that up to this day humanity should Haye read “ The
“Iliad® in such a manner as to annihilate mer under
Achilles!

I repeat it, it is time that it should all be changed.
Moreover, the first impulse is given., Already ndble
minds are at work; future*history approgches; sgme
magnificent paigial new handlings 6f the subJect Xigh’
as a specimen ; ‘a general recasting is imminent! 4d
usum, populi.  Obligatory instruction will have, true
'history. True history will be given. It is ‘com-
menced.

Effigies must be stamped afresh. That Wluch was
' the reverse will become the medal, and that which wag
the medal will become the reverse.  Urban VlII'
will be the reverse of Galileo. . .® -

The trde profile of the human race Wlll re-appear
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on the different proofs of eivilization thfltt the series of
ages offers.

Historical efﬁfry will ne. longel be the man- ]:m
4t will be the man-people, -

Doubtless; and we shall ndt be 1ep10ached for not
mqutmg on it; real and veragious history, in indicating,
H*éesources of civilization wflereverthey may be, will
"ot lose sight of the appreciable. quantity of utility in
the sceptre-begrers an(;‘l sword-bearers at aegiven mo- -
‘ment and in a spacial state of humanity. Certain
,wrestling struggleb necessitate some resemblance be- ¢
tx?reen the two combatants; barbarity must sometimes
b3 pitted against savagenesgz There are cases of pro-
geess bys violence. Lwsards good in Cimweria, anc
AleXander in Asia. But foreAlexander and Cesar
the second rank suffices.

» Velacious history,strue Ristdry, dfinitive hlstory..|
J’lonceforth charged w1t]3 the education Jf the®ro¥yel
it ‘ants namgly, %he people, will reject all fictions will
e#ail in comp aigance, will logically clgssify phenomena,
will unradvel pr Mound causes, will study philosophically
and sc®yptifically the sucpesswe commotions of huma-
nity, afd wil], take less account of the great strokes of
tie sword than of the grand strokes of the idea. The’
doings of hight will pass first. Pylhagoras will be a
much gleater event than Sesostris. 'We have just said
it, Beroes, men of the twilight, are relatively luminous
in the darkness; but whit is a conqueror beside a
'mge? What is the invasion of kingdoms compared
with the opening up of intellects? The winners of
minds efface the gainers of provinces. He thrgugh
whom we think, he is the true conqueror. In future
history, the slave Aisop and the slave Plautus will
have precedénce over kings, and there are vagabonds
who will weigh «more than certain victors, and come-
dians, who will weigh more than certain emperors.
'Wluuout doubt,.to illygtrate what we are saying by
means of facts, it is useful that a powerful man should
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h'we m'ukec.l the halting-plage between:theruin of the
Lafgn wqrld and the growth of the Goethic world ; *it
is useful that another powerful man, coming -after the
first like cunning on the footsteps of dann should
have sketched out under the form of a cathoh‘c
, monarchy the future universal group of-nations, anf| fhe
beneficial encroa®ments of Europe upon Africa,#hSj
and America £ but it is move useful yet to have writtel
the Divinm. C'ommpdm and Jflgmlet; np bad action is
mixed up with these clefs-d’wuvse; there'is not here,
to lay to the charge of theivilizer; a’ debt of - natieng
ruined ; and, being given, -as the result to be ob-
tain®d, the 1mprovement of the human mind, Dante
»is of gyeader importance than Cltwlemagne, dnd S.ha,lxe-'
.speare of greater impostance than Charles the Fifth. *

In, history, as it will be written on the pattern of
Jabsolute truth, that intéllect, hd Matter whal, that
wificchscious and trivial being “the Non  pluribus im npaf,
the Sultan-sun of Maily, is ngt ung mere titan-the
alost mechanicgl preparer of thi shelter,yeeded by
-thg thinker disguised .as a buffoon and of the medium
of ideas and men required fow the philogophy of % Alceste,
ahd Louis XIV. makes Moliére’s bed. o

These exchanges of parts will put peqple in their
truglight ; the hlstorlcal optic, renewed, will re-adjust
the ensemble of civilization, still a chao= to-day ; per-
spective, that justice by geometry, will seize the past,
making such a plan advance, placing anether m.the
backmound every one will assume his real status® ;
the head-dresses of tiaras and of crowns will only
male dwarfs more ridiculous; stupid genuﬂeans
will vanish. From these alterations will proceed right.

* That great judge, we ourselves, We_All, havmg

henceforth for measure the clear idea: of what is abso.
lute and what is relative, defalcations and restitutiong
will of themselves take place. The innate moral gense
within man will ‘kuow its posver. ot will no longer
‘be obhged to ask itself questions of this kind ; Why,
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at the same minute, do people revere in *Louis XV,
alkogether with the rest of royalty, the-act for which
they burn Deschauffours opsthe Place de Gréve? The
qhality of king will no longer be a false moral weight.
Facts fairly placed will' placd conscience fairly. A
good light will come, sweet to the human race,
eoivfe, equitable. No interfYositionsof clouds hence-
'th between truth and the brain of man. A defini-
tive ascent of the gog, the just, and the beautiful
tdwards the zenith of civilization. :
othing can escape thesiaw which simplifies. By
hg mere force of things, the material side of facts and
;of men disintegrates dnd ¢isappears.  There i no
shadowy solidigy. Whatevar may be the mgsse what-
ever ‘may be the block, every gombination of ashes,
and matter is nothing else, returns to ashes. The
¥lea ofthe atom 8f Hust is ih th& word granite? ine-,
viiable pulverizations® All those granitesy oligatchy e
anstocracy, 1jeoeraly, ;% promised to the four winds
4 be scattered b.y them. The ideal alone isincorrmp-
tible, ~ * :
~ Notlfing lastg save the gnind.
In this indefinite increase of light that is called
civilization, phenomena of reduction and levelling are
accomplished. The imperious morning light pene-
trates everywhere, enters as master and makes 1tself
obeyed. Lighte operates; under that great gaze,
Postgrity, before this glar?, the nineteenth century,
'siegplifications take place, excrescenaes fall away,
glories exfoliate, names are riven in pieces. Do you
wish dor an example, take Moses. There is in Moses
three glories: the captain, the legislator, the "poet.
Of these three men contained in Moses, where 1s the
 captain to-day? In the shadow, with brigands and
murderers. Whewe ds the legislator? Amidst the waste
O dead religions. Where is the poet? By the side of
ischiylus. ¢ . .
Daylight has an irresistible corroding pow® on the

P
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tliings of night. Hence a sew historic sky above
ourg heads. Hence a new philosophy of causes atd
results. THence a new aspet of facts. .
Certain minds, howgver, whose honest and stern
anxiety pleases us, object :—You have said, “ Men of
genius are a dynasty ;” e will not have that dyttsty
any more than dMother. This is to misappredhgdy
and to fear the word where the thing is reassuring.
The same*law which wills tha}the hugan race should
have no owners, wills thatg} should have guides. To
be enlightened is quite different from being enslaved,
Kings possess, men .of geniug conduct; there is the
diﬁ"e%ence. Between /oo sum and l’élat cest moi,
there % ‘sll the distance*from fraterny to’ tyrgnny’
The forward march must have a guide-post; to revolt
againgt the pilgt can geargely improve the ship’s course;
»we do not see what would have’beer! gained by%hrow®
41z Christopher Columbus info ﬂl.q sea.” THe directépn
“thts way” has never humiliated thd mean wito Seeks
hi% road. T accapt in the night the guiding anthoritlp
ofetorches. A dynasty of little encumb,rahcg more-
over, is that of men of gemius, having for #%ingdom
the exile of Dante, for a palace the ‘dengeon®of Cer-
vantes, for a civil list the wallet of Isaiah,for a thréne
them@unghill of Job, and for a sceptre the staff of

Homer.
Let us resume.
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Huumaxity, no ,longel Wssessed but gu1ded, such i is
the new aspect of faats.

o ofhis new aspect of fgts history henceforth is
compelled to reproduce; To change the past that is

strange ; it is what history gs aBout to do. By #use-
hood? N8, by speaking true.«History was buba picture,
¢he iS about to become a mirrom

This new 1eﬂect10n of the past will modify the
fature$ ‘
 The fortei 'ng. of Westphalia, who Was a Witty
man® Was lookind ¢ one day at an inkstand onthe table
&t somg ,qne e "know The writer, with wh®m
Jerome Bonaparte was at that moment, had brought
home T8y an gxcursion among the Alps, made some
years b®fore in company with Charles Nodier, a giede
of *steatitic , serpentine carved and hollowed in. the
form of an mkstand and purchased of the chggois
hunters of the - Mer de Glace. 1t was this that
Jerome Bonaparte was looking at. What is this? he
askgd. I$is my mkstand *said the writer, and, added

'he, « It is steatlte Admire how natwre w1th a little
dirt and oxide has made this charming green stone.
I admire much more the men, replied Jerome ]}gna-
parte, who out of this stone made an inkstand.

That was pot badly said for a brother of Napoleod,
and due credit should be given for it, for the inkstand
ig to destroy the sword.

The, decrease of warriors, men of brutal force
and of prey} the undefined and superb growth of
mep of thought and of peace; the re-appearance on



> Whlliam Shallespeare. 365

4 :
the scene df thie true Colosgals : in this is one of the
reftest facts of our great epoch. o

*Therd is no spectacle mgre pathetic and subhme,
lumanity delivered from on high, the powegful on'8s
ppt to flight by the ti¥inkers, the plophet overwhelm-
g the he10, the rout of force by the idea, the sLy
cleaned, a majeseic expulsion.

Look, raige your eyes, the supreme epopee ,4
a¢complished. The legxons%hght drive backwards
the hordes of flame.

Departure of the mast&&s, arrival of the Liberatprs.

Those who  hunt down nations, who drag 'ungleS'
b?h&ld them, Nimrod, Sgnnacherib, Cyrus, Rameseq’

. Xerxeg, Qambyses, Attila, Genghis Klan, Pa; flane}
A‘lexander Cewesar, Bopaparte, all these impgensd wikl
men, are dlsappeaung ‘

iTl?ey die dway Slowly, beheld hem Soukh the

*Jherigon, tltey are rgybteuou;lv AtFacted by the darle

» ngsse; they claim kindred, with $h% simdes therce ¢heir
[agnl descent ; their resemblange 48 ot.hel henomene
of] the night "restores them that *terrible unity of
blmd immensity, a submelglon of all light. 'nget-
falness, shadow of the shadow, awaits them L

They are thrown down, but they remain formidalis.

) us not insult what has been great. Hooting
Wz be unbecomlrm' before the bmymcr of heloeq
The thinker should remain grave ine presence of “this
dgnning of shrouds. Th& old glory aldigates ;g the

'stIoncr lie dogn;. mercy for those vanquished cqh-
querors ! peace to those warlike spirits now ~extin-

wqxshed' the sepulchral disappearance interposes be-
tweBh their glareand ourselves. It isnot without a kind
of religious terror that one sees planets become spectres.
\Vlnlst on the side of thé engulfing, the flaming
(ﬁad of the men of brutal force dsseends deeper and
ocper into the abyss with the sinister pallor ot'
unproaching ' disappearance, 3t the, otlter extlemlty

ol spa,ce‘ where the last cloud is about to- f'a,de
G
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away, in the deep heavey of the future, a%ure ?erzcef
fosth, rises in radiancy the sacred group of true stars:
Orpheus, Hermes, Job, Jhomer, /Eschylus) Isaihh,
PRZekiel,, Hippocrates, Phidias, Socrates, Sophocles;
Rlato, Aristotle, Archimedes,? Euclid, Pythagoras,
Lucretius, Plautus, Juvenal; Tacitus, St. Paul, John
i’i&nos, Tertullian, Pelaius, Demte, Gutenberg,
an of Are, Christopher Columbus, Luther, Michael
Angelo, Copernicus, plileo, Rabelais, Calderon,
Clervantes, Shak'espea;‘e, Tggnbrandt, Kepler, Milton,
Mdliére, Newton, Descartc® Kant, Piranesi, Beccaria,

» Biderot, Voltaire, Beethoven, Fulton, Montgolfier,
Washington; and the® maryellsus constellatione at
each tastant rgore luminou§, dazzling as a, glory of
" celestlal diamonds, shines in {he clear horizon and

' ascends, mingled with that immense Aurora—Jesus
@hrist® ’ i

THE *END.
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