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ON THE ISIAC MYSTERIES. - 27

Claudian delineates in his Descent the same idea. Taylor most
ingeniously argues for this opinion, —but what cannot he
prove ?  Cerberus, he gravely states, is the discriminative
part of the soul, of which a dog on account of its sagacity
is an emblem ; and the three heads signify the triple distine-
tion of this part into the intellectual, dianoétic, and doxastic
powers !  Hercules dragged the three-headed dog to-day,—
intimating that by temperance, continence, and the other vir-
tues, he drew upward these three qualities of the soul ! These
are the cathartic virtues, by which our higher nature is re-
fined ! *

In these initiations there would be frequent attempts to
explain away the more singular observances. This would be par-
ticularly the case as the decay of superstition and the growth of
philosophy demanded an extenuation of the forms. The learned
would be told that many of the Egyptian rules of diet were but
a “religio medici,” the simple precautions of health. They
would perceive that the mournings so very common in all the
ancient heathen systems,—men and women rending the air with
shrieks and gashing themselves,—referred to some of the great
changes of nature. Thus the Phrygians mourned for Adonis,
that is, the sun in its winter recession from them. Thus the
Parthian Magi held the sea to be sacred, and that to defile its
waters was impiety. The use or meaning of this tenet was to
prevent emigration, and that part of the Caspian, close to Par-
thia, was called Pium Mare. The wanderings of Isis, in pursuit
of the mangled limbs of Osiris, may be but the revolution of our
earth through its orbit, always seeing the sun in the opposite
sign of the zodiac, never finding more than eleven, itself being
always in the twelfth. Plutarch describes the wailing, practised
in her mysteries, as denoting the burying of the corn-seed, that
wailing always being for something lost or dead. Proserpine or
Persephone, when gazing on the Narcissus, is suddenly hurried
away by Pluto; and this may but intend the sudden breaking
up of spring, while her permission to return to earth, to her

* Vide a Dissertation on the Eleusinian and Bacchic Mysteries, by Thomas
Taylor, in the Pamphleteer.

































38 ON THE ISIAC MYSTERIES.

power and a spiritual world : to others they would appear illus-
trations only, cleverly managed. Some would be confirmed in
their belief, others would be disabused of it.

What was the inducement to initiation? Various motives
may be assigned. The inquisitiveness of the mind, goaded by
any obstacle to its gratification.—The contemptuous spirit of
caste, which is always greedy of distinction.—The scorn of the
many, which this indulged.—The tendency to incorporation
and sodalities, which have been always strong civil passions.—
The intercourse it facilitated between the brotherhood through-
out the world would not be overlooked.

What was faught in these hidden schools # 1 may answer
this question by another. Why has this Essay been so neces-
sarily defective? Why has it omitted certain facts essential
to a full understanding of the subject—facts which it would
have required little ingenuity to collect ? Because the highest
sacred emblems were of such a loathsome character that the
most passing allusion could not be endured to them. The
scenes from which profligacy turns away, were the deepest type,
and the holy ground, of Paganism.* It is of these mysteries
in their former state that we speak: there is a sequel of a
still darker character to their history.—Never was there a more
unfounded assumption than that they taught the Unity of the
Divine power, the first chief cause. Taylor, the translator of
Plato, than whom Plato never had a stauncher and more loyal
disciple, maintains that it is evident that he was a real believer
in his country’s gods. Socrates would surely never have refused
to be initiated had he expected this doctrine as the result.
Cicero, in his Natura Deorum, though he had been educated at
Athens, never clearly concludes it. It would have been the
loud boast of the philosophers who thronged the court and
camp of the Apostate, when he had blotted the cross from the

® Need I speak of the Phallus worship? Taylor preserves an extract of
Psellus on Demons. Unblushingly he quotes it to prove how innocent were the
Eleusinic rites. Did abomination ever go farther? * Esudn &1 spiddor xai ape-
Bisior 1w T momsi pvisei cupTAoxai...... k. 7. A, Efos n Pavfa Tovs pngovs ave-
FUgaEEY, XEI 0 pUNEIREF XTHS, .ﬂm pep ir.::]uﬂi:a-u;i TRY P BIE Y UAREYDS. Ka lﬂur
Iy aigpe THY rﬂ.ﬂm lﬂ'u.l.wwlr."
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ON THE I1SIAC MYSTERIES. 30

Roman labarum, had this dogma ever lain dormant in Pagan-
ism. The precious doctrine would have been dug into light, to
overthrow their Christian adversaries. But a Maximus had not
the hardihood to assert it, nor Iamblichus the ingenuity to inti-
mate it, nor Julian the credulity to receive it. He took other
views, indulged other dreams, and only sought the restoration
of the whole of his gods. It was an error of some of the first
Christian writers to affirm such an opinion. Clemens Alexan-
drinus, Augustine, and Kusebius, were of this number. Their
motive appears to be, that they might the better attack the
character of the Pagan philosophers, as concealing their know-
ledge and hiding their light. But the worship and reverence
of the gods was a principal admonition in the conduct of these
rites. And yet Warburton asserts that the Mysta were taught,
“ the whole delusion of polytheism™! He adds, with his nice
consistency,—that this was ¢ done under the most tremendous
seal of secresy,” for they were informed, that * the gods them-
selves punished the revealers of the secret”! Was there ever
such barefaced suicide in logic? This self-violence is not im-
posed on him by bringing distant sentences together. Can it
be believed that these are consecutive sentences ?—And most
unsatisfactory was every sentiment concerning the immortality
of man. They could not strengthen the popular impression of
this,—for they only reflected the creed current among all, —
but they impaired it. The acute and intelligent would rather
diffide in that which asked such auxiliaries. The very terms
of the poet are far from the manner of assurance. ¢ Non
omnis moriar,” is but an author’s vanity. ¢ Pulvis et umbra,”
promise but an equal fragility to both. Cicero’s phlegm is
characteristic: “ Et si non ero, sensu omnino carebo.” Plato’s
sentiment of the soul’s reabsorption seemed to destroy its iden-
tity and self-recollection.—The cypress, because when that
tree is cut down it never recovers, was the shade,—and the
asphodel the flower,—of their grave. Their urn could not
quicken its ashes. Their epicedium was seldom more than a
faltering of desire, generally a wail of despair.

And even on the concession that the initiated were admitted





















46 ON THE OLYMPIC GAMES.

are often reminded of them by the classic poets. But Homer
would never have described the jousts which Achilles claimed
for the memory and repose of Patroclus,—nor Virgil the gym-
nastic rites which Aineas offered to the shade of Anchises at
Drepanum on the ammiversary of his funeral, had they done
violence to the sentiments or usages of the peoples for whom
they wrote. Their art and taste would have precluded such a
license. ILow down as the ra of Alexander the Great, we find
the existence of the custom. The dying conqueror alluding to
it, and foreboding the quarrels that flowed from the strife to be
his successor, said, ¢ I anticipate a bloody competition at my
funeral games.” He emulated the more cruel part of these
observances by sacrificing innumerable victims to the Manes
of Hephestion, as the Phthian chief had immolated the Tro-
jans on the pile of his friend. The magnificence of his own
obsequies required a preparation of two years; and we learn
from the grief of his mother Olympias that he should so long
remain unburied, how general was the conviction that the peace
of the soul depended upon the fact of early and befitting
sepulture. The phrase employed concerning Polydorus,—* ani-
mamque sepulero condimus,”*—we compose his soul in the
grave,—carries the idea to the extreme importance of these
offices. It is related of Socratest that, when President of the
people, he refused his sanction to the sentence which condemned
the nine captains to death for neglecting to pay the funeral
rites to the dead, after the naval engagement at the Arginusian
islands, only because it was impossible from the storm. Not
merely was the troubled spirit of the uninterred supposed to
wander a hundred years on the banks of Styx,—but it was
imagined that vengeance was dear and due to the warrior still.
Therefore, after the most sanguinary engagements, not a diffi-
culty was felt in allowing a truce for each party to carry off
its dead. How perfect are the pleadings of Priam for the body
of Hector,— Exlwg xellas annfns—and Achilles yields, and withal
grants the supplicated twelve days for the mourning and the
burial rites. It is only on the poetic conceit that he has become
*® Eneid : lib. iii. + Mem. Xen: lib. i.


















52 ON THE OLYMPIC GAMES.

they referred to certain mystic ceremonies.—More formidable
objections, however, exist to this ancient date, though we think
they may be rebutted. It is, in the first place, contended, that
as Homer has, in his catalogue of the ships, introduced the
contingent force of Elis,—and as, after the establishment of the
Games that country was neutral ground,—the siege of Troy
must have been prior to them. We reply, that that neutrality
was international, respected only and necessarily the other
powers of Greece, and could not excuse it from joining in an
expedition against a common foe. Also, we learn from Poly-
bius, that “ when the Arcadians attempted to take Lusion from
them, with the lands which lay around Pisa, they were obliged
to have recourse to arms, and to change their former way of
life.” Moreover, the Oracle which forbade them to take part
in the disputes around them, permitted them to defend them-
selves.—Next, it is affirmed that had these Games been known
in the days of Homer, he would have noticed them. Now,
many memorable characteristics of city and country are omitted
in his celebrated Epigraphy. No mention is made of Eleusis,
though the barks of Telamon sweep by those awful shores, and
her inhabitants must have been enrolled in the bands of Salamis
or Athens. Ceres is scarcely intimated to exist, and never to
be an object of worship, through all the writings of the bard.
She denotes little more than the fruit of the ground. It
will not be disputed, however, that the Eleusinian Mpysteries
were then extant, and flourishing in their greatest pomp. Do-
dona is described as cold, but not a word is uttered concerning
its oracular oaks.—It ought not to be forgotten that, in the
times of Homer, these Games were ‘“maimed rites” in compa-
rison with their later magnificence: and that in singing the stern
and lofty epic, the muster of compatriot nations, the kindling
of lofty passions, the rush of daring deeds, it was easy for him
to forget the mimicry of war,—to despise the drill-ground of
athletic craft for the realities of the battle-field,—to hurry at
once to Tenedos where their navies rode majestically at their
anchorage, and to the Dardanian strands until they burn with
one refulgent mass of mail, caparison, and weapon! But all
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ON THE OLYMPIC GAMES. 57

Hercules, that he brought it with him from the eastern countries
of Africa, and that much of the Saitic Mysteries shone in the
mirth and ambition of Elis. Far more than revels and tilted
lists did he intend. The persecution of living worth is well
told in the cruelties of Eurystheus: its ultimate vindication, its
eventual triumph, is not the less impressively proclaimed in the
return, and in the glorious destinies, of the Heraclidee.

Four different places were devoted to this species of solemn
entertainment, One was in Phocis,—Pytho,—the seat of the
Pythian games. This was a most classical topography. It
was mid-way between Helicon and Parnassus, making an isos-
celes triangle with the woodland of Daulis and the oracle of
Delphi. Castalia yielded to the panting contendant its refresh-
ing draught. The other three belonged to the Peloponnesus,—
the Isthmian, celebrated on the neck of land near which Corinth
was built, and which bound Achaia to the Peloponnesian penin-
sula,—the Nemean, celebrated in Nemea, a city of the Argives,
not far from the rise of the Inachus,—and the Olympic, cele-
brated at Pisa in Elea. Probably all partook of a common
descent, but my Dissertation, only embracing the last, I shall
merely allude to the others, as they, from a general resemblance,
may furnish important illustrations.

The Geography of this far-famed Arena must be prima-
rily settled. It stood hard by Pisa a town of Elis, or Elea.
Olympia, which some have imagined to be another name for the
territory of Elea, was really only another name for the town :
the one being the vulgar and original, the other its classical and
adopted name. And it is quite necessary to disabuse the con-
fused allocations which have been gravely set down by those who
seem to think that Greece is small as the space which it fills
in maps. Near Pisa rose a mountain, or rather a hill, of no
considerable elevation, which was called Olympus, in honour
of Jupiter ; and sometimes in honour of his father Saturn, the
Cronian steep. Strange that it should have been mistaken for
the Olympus of Thessaly! There is another misapprehension.
The River Peneus flows between the Thessalian Olympus and
Ossa, forming the vale of Tempe. But another river of the









































































































































































































































































































































































































188 ON THE TRAGIC GENIUS OF SHAKSPEARE.

of the gods: to turn destruction from his own ranks to those of
his adversaries.”—When Hannibal had incited the young pri-
soners, whom he had captured from the enemies that harassed
his passage across the Alps, to bloody contests with each other,
for the prize of a few suits of armour and a few well-appointed
steeds,—they surviving to receive their rewards, or dying to
be released from their present bitter bonds and sufferings,—he
told his Carthaginians, that he had presented that spectacle
that they might, by discerning their own condition in the fate
of those unhappy captives, more clearly judge what they them-
selves should resolve; that, in the combat they had seen, and
the prize offered to the conqueror, there was displayed a perfect
image of that state into which they were brought by fortune:
that they must conquer, or be slain, or fall alive into the power
of their enemies.—Artaphernes, brother to Darius, said to the
Athenian ambassadors sent by Clisthenes, ¢ Send Darius earth
and water, and he will accept your alliance,” these being the
accustomed symbols of homage.—Themistocles is counselled by
the wife of Admetus to take their child in his hand, and to sit
down on the hearth, that rising when the king of the Mollosians
should enter, he might rise with the child, which Thucydides, -
in relating the events, describes as ¢ the most pathetic form of
supplication.”—When the Samians sent to Lacedsemon for suc-
cours in distress, their orators spoke a laboured speech. It
being ended, the Spartans answered, that they had forgotten the
first part, and could not comprehend the latter. Whereupon
they produced their empty bread-baskets, and said they wanted
bread. < What need of words,” was the reply, “do not your
empty bread-baskets tell your wants #”—One more of these spe-
cimens shall content us. When Brennus, with his Gauls, had
invested the capitol, about eighty of the most venerable and
illustrious old Romans devoted themselves to death; holding the
common superstition that thus confusion and terror would over-
take the invaders. The noble veterans, arrayed in the richest
ensigns of their respective conditions,—pontifices, consuls, gene-
rals who had obtained their triumphs,—placed their curule
chairs on the Forum, and seated themselves with the most



































































































ON THE TRAGIC GENIUS OF SHAKSPEARE. 221

not the best; and the classical reader will prefer, to all the
horrors in the tomb of the Capulets, the loves of Antigone and
Haemon in their sepulchral cave. The County Paris, little
thought of, is the most noble personage of the scene: his bear-
ing is generous, his love sincere, his grief heart-broken. He
has no deception with which to charge himself. His affection
always ingenuous,—weeping elegiac tears over his buried bride,
—claiming of his rival and destroyer a place beside her in the
tomb,—all lift him to a noble frankness, serves to redeem his
betrothed from a certain unworthiness which, until now, has
shaded her, and entitles him to the fullest share in the woe
and sympathy of that heaped death.—The drama of Julius
Ceesar has been met by many objections. It is thought a mis-
nomer, and that Brutus is the hero. But it may be justified in
that all depends upon the character and fate of Ceesar, though
so small a part of the action has transpired ere he falls. The
dialogues of the mob are severely condemned. But it is for-
gotten, leaving to just criticism some of the foolish quibbles,
that the language and the conduct of these rude assemblages
are very important helps to the tragedy, showing the ignorance
and fickleness of the mass upon which the leaders of the counter
conspiracies played, and the issues of those revolutions depended.
There is one apparent contradiction which is supposed to injure
the truth of Brutus. With the public despatches he has
received the account of Portia’s death. He bears it in the spirit
of his stoicism, and only reveals it to his friend. To Messala
he appears ignorant of it, and even denies to have received the
information. He is now sitting in a council of war, during the
midnight which precedes the battle of Philippi, and he will
know no private grief. He will neither tell his widowerhood,
nor the cruel proscription of his friends, to the harassed army.
It may be suppression, it is falsehood, but it is of the character
of the courage which disinterestedly conceals the pain it endures.
It is the nerve which will not shrink. It is to save others that
it veils the inly consuming agony. We offer not the excuse of
our principles: the stern character is fully supported on its own.
It may be, too, that he is supposed to warrant the deception,




































ON THE TRAGIC GENIUS OF SHAKSPEARE. 233

not introduced unnecessarily to pain us by the helplessness of
their nature, and the misfortune of their orphanage. 8till the
moral is raised by that storm of vengeance which falls upon the
devoted House, which spares neither root nor branch, between
whose rudest bursts the ery of the young child may be heard,
and upon the ruins which it heaps may be seen the blood of
the poor innocents !

There is an order of Shakspeare’s plays which may be called
Classical. Julius Ceesar is probably the greatest. Its language
might become the Senate, and its action is like the march of the
rival levies hastening to the field. This has been cursorily
reviewed before.—Coriolanus is a noble picture of military and
aristocratic pride. He stands lofty, firm, towering, abrupt as
the Tarpeian rock, from which his enemies would hurl him.—
In Antony and Cleopatra there is much fine expression, but
the heroine disgusts us too loathingly to allow our pity, and the
enervate soldier provokes our contempt. How might he have
envied his murdered friend, once a captive in these toils too, but
who had rent them, and who when he fell, fell greatly, “stricken
by princes.”—T'roilus and Cressida is the principal failure. We
want something more Homeric. Achilles and Agamemnon speak
unworthily of their fame. Ulysses is best supported, and next
Thersites. The camp is not well pitched, and the warriors are
not well harnessed. The Meonian sublimity is not approached.
‘And why is this? It is a well-merited retribution that the
genius of the author should forsake him, and that he should be
degraded in the degradation of such polluted scenes.

When Aristotle defined it to be the province of Tragedy to
move pity and terror, he did not intend that the excitement of
these emotions was its ultimate use. These are the instruments
it employs to impress its moral. It woos and urges thus our
attention and sympathy. Where, then, can such a Tragic Bard
be found as this? Where can we trace the same power to
soften and to alarm the heart? Where are the same strokes
of pathos and images of horror? Never was simplicity more
sweet, never was pomp more magnificent. Beauty unfolds
before us modest as the violet, fair as the lily, lovely as the rose:



























































































































274 THE CLASSICAL COMEDY COMPARED

Shall we begin with his satirists? Apemantus can with
caustic irony and sarcasm stop almost the mouth of the misan-
thrope Timon. Casca makes the ambition and modesty of Ceesar
equally ridiculous.

Shall we call up some group where stupidity is very nicely
distributed, but yet has its distinet and appropriate degrees ?
Shallow, Silence, Davy, in Gloucestershire, can only be sur-
passed by Shallow, Slender, Simple, in Windsor. What a
family it is !

There is a genus of cowards! Aguecheek, trembling to
fight with Viola, and then, mistaking her, striking Sebastian,
and getting a broken head for his pains,—the very picture of
- wretched pusillanimity,—entering into conspiracies of mischief
to entrap others, and at the same time the gull of conspiracy
himself :—Pistol, the hero of words, the mighty ¢ swasher,”
craven to his fingernails, compelled to eat the leek :—Parolles,
the candidate for all warlike renown, deploring the loss of the
drum and vowing its recovery, seized and blind-folded by his
own comrades, turning traitor to the supposed enemy, traducing
all his friends, then, the bandage loosed, finding himself in his
own camp, and surrounded with those who had wrought upon
his vanity and inveigled him into their power. The latter per-
sonation may more than equal the Miles Gloriosus of Plautus
and the Thraso of Terence.—Low vulgar ignorance is shaped
by the hand of this master with as plastic facility as heroes and
virtuous beauty. It is doubtful whether Dull or Costard be the
greater fool. Degberry, giving his charge to the watchmen, of
whose severity not the oldest carrier of lanthorn and rattle need
complain,—seeing through the intellectual failure of Verges,

and inventing excuses for him,—his management of the exami-
~ nation of Conrade and Borachio, his patience of evidence, his
distant following of truth, with loud proclamation, ¢ Masters,
remember that I am an ass; though it be not written down,
yet forget not that I am an ass: O that I had been writ down
an ass!"—this surely is so far out of all rule, that if no rule can
justify it, no rule can withstand it! The Grave-diggers are
merry logicians. I have not now to reason on the propriety of
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WITH THAT OF SHAKSPEARE. 275

their introduction in the tragedy, but their manner of cool
playful unconcern is in perfect keeping with the scene. To my
mind they are strictly tragic. There is a fearfulness upon them.
They are the antic ministers of death, bloated vampyres, Gouls
peering with fixed scent and gaze from the tombs! The scraps
of knowledge put into the mouth of so many clowns and under-
lings may seem unnatural to us, but Shakspeare’s day was noted
for their use in sermons, in harangues, in ballads, and in law
books themselves. The populace caught them, chopped logie,
and broke grave jests.

Coxcombs belong to every generation, but they are fickle
in their colours as the chameleon. How this author has seized
the features which are common to all, though dressing them in
the mantle of his own times! Osric is the puppet of the court.
Holofernes is the pedant of the school. But here comes the
most  notorious geck,” Malvolio ! How he sweeps along,
“practising behaviour to his shadow !” He has found the letter
in the walk. He dotes upon the vision of ¢ the greatness thrust
upon him.” He stops, and is already in matrimony with the
countess and in possession of her estate. He is holding his court,
he is despatching his lacqueys, he is exhibiting his gems, he is
rebuking his late superiors. He disappears only for a grander
entrance with his yellow stockings and cross-garters. He stands
before his mistress, reciting sentences of the letter, and his face
puckered into smiles. He is confined as a lunatic, and the clown
who was a party to the cheat, now as Sir Topas, visits and
affects to exorcise him. Hardly have they treated him indeed !
¢ Alas, poor fool, how have they baffled him " Pride is left
in the abasement of its fall '—Benedict may find here a not
unsuited place. He is a loud declaimer against love, and all
who think of Hymen. These boasters of their freedom gene-
rally fly very near the ground, and get entangled in the springes.
So fares it with him. His excuse for his inconsistency is truly
the best that could be made: ¢ When I said I would die a
bachelor, I did not think I should live till I were married.”—
Owen Glendower is a valorous, enthusiastic, Welchman, but
no match for the young Mars who loves to teaze him. I love
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Were it so, it says little for the * fair vestal,” and could little,
we wist, help her *maiden meditation.” Great as is its inci-
dent, transition, contrivance, machinery, and wit, it has served
to destroy the consistency of this character. Let any person
ask, when should this play be read ? Before the two dramas of
Henry IV.? TFalstaff comes on as an old acquaintance, he is
attended by Bardolph and Nym as soldiers, which they only
became when they went to France, and where they both were
hanged; but the main improbability is this. Would Falstaff play
his pranks at Windsor during the reign of Henry IV., within
the actual ken of the Monarch? It may be said, that Falstaff
was not then an acquaintance of Prince Hal. Page speaks thus
of Fenton, ¢ he kept company with the wild Prince and Poins.”
Can it be read after? He is by this time disgraced and heart-
broken. Can it be read befween ? There is no time for the
action. The Second part goes on immediately with the business
of the First. There is scarcely interval for him to get back
from Shrewsbury to London. There he is occupied in passing
recruits, and in the lowest vices. He is visible through all its
course. The fact is, that these T'wo Parts, with Henry V., form
the trilogy,—they ave but fifteen acts of one long drama. During
the last, he dies. All, then, that can be argued is that Shaks-
peare had completed his idea, and followed the man of gross
form and grosser wickedness to his last scene. But he must raise
him from the dead. He bursts his prison-house, but it is no
more himself. ‘¢ Rotundus™ he still may be, but where is the
¢ teres” now? If we would know the character of Falstaff, we
have his life and death, in them we may con it, there it exists
according to its first and only mould and stamp: the die broke
in the second infusion, and the impression became eonfused and
faint. The character must wholly be judged of thus, and what-
ever concerns a namesake of his, in the Merry Wives of Wind-
sor, must be quite forgotten in its study.

This strange compound,—a satyr of the city and not of the
woods, —was of gentle condition. He was * when a boy, page
to Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk.” Soon after, then a
young man, he appears to be on familiar, and even jesting,
























286 THE CLASSICAL COMEDY COMPARED

in the impression of contrasts. It would present no room for
equipoise. Imagination would be responsible for no adjustment.
Minds of high order cannot exist stinted of such range. A
uniform sombre quality would not answer to all we know of
our life and our heart. There is a form of properties which we
call Nature, and to this, mind should truly agree. See it in
the heaven and in the earth! Is all there dread? Has it no
changeful aspects? Is there no mirth? So Shakspeare owed
to the perfection of his mind this control of all extremes: and
his intellect is beheld sublime and beautiful, awful and tender,
Just as a soft landscape dimpling some haggard waste; or as
an Iris spanning the torrent’s plunge. It is the homogeneous
intellect which we love to find in this diversity of operation.
There is but one law of impulse. The Geyser often presents
but the sparkling lake: but the lake often boils up, from a
hidden fire. He, too, is simple as any of Nature's calms: he
can be terrific as any of its convulsions. We do not think it
strange that he should be the master-spirit of both the wveins :
but we dare not attempt to weigh the exact proportion and
side of his merits. Like a monarch, on his coronation-day,
we may not say, of the two sceptres offered him, which he more
naturally carries or rightfully claims !

I shall repeat nothing that was offered in a former Essay
upon the too spontaneous, too complacent, introduction of gross-
ness in many of this Author’s works. I will say nothing on that
question of personal consistency which respects admiration of
the dramatic structure of poetry, and specially of the produc-
tions of this bard, and disapprobation of theatrical establish-
ments and exhibitions. He must be read,—he ought to be read,
—and my humble province has been to show what are some of
his merits, and also to suggest some cautions in his perusal.
There are times when even he must not be excused our sorrow
and disgust. But when I recall the fine, noble, sentiments of reli-
gion which often warm his page,—when I dwell upon his careful
discernment of the human heart,—when I behold his nature and
his truth,—when I think of the magician who ean crowd his
circle with fairy and goblin, the heroes of mythos and the
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(though as the child of Erin would say, small blame to me for
it) that my nativity was allotted where the language is more
distorted and barbarous than in any hamlet or nook of our isle.
In the Twelfth Night of Shakspeare the jester says—<1 fear this
great lubber the world will prove a cockney.” The secret is
confessed. I drew my first breath in Lud’s Town, and had it
been some centuries ago I should have been a Luddite. When a
child I was deported to Sussex, the most coarse in its vulgar
tongue of counties, as London is of cities. But I cannot deny
that when I passed this frontier, I heard a language which I
understood not.” It might be better and purer than any form
of speech I had hitherto noticed, but it was widely different.
It was characteristic, and unique. Emphasis, collocation, and
phrases were all extraordinary. I had to think in new terms,
and to think out new associations. Mine ear had to discipline
itself to sounds which first jarred upon it, not from any inherent
dissonance but solely from their unwonted use; then it was
required to catch them, to rate their worth and disentangle their
complexity. Adventures were not withheld from me, nor some
encounters. A week had scarcely elapsed since my arrival, before
I determined on an excursion to the Moravian settlement at
Fulneck. Ignorant of the way, I accosted a lad who was break-
ing stones by the side of the road in a very common but unmean-
ing manner,—* Where does this road go to?” With a proud
contempt on his face at what he perceived to be a southern tone
and an equally foolish question, he, half with the air of the churl
and half that of the rogue, exclaimed : “ Go! no where: I have
knawn it for mar than ton years, and it never sturred yet.” A
little out of countenance, if none out of temper, I still urged
my desire of information. ¢ Whither shall I get if 1 drive along
this road ?” ¢ To Pudsey, siire, follee thy nese, and aw’s plan
as a Pekestaff.”—Thinks I to myself,—if such be the cub, what
must they be who have whelped him? if such be the eaglet, little
more than callow and new-ejected from the eyrie, what is the
region of his sires? A precipitate retreat seemed alike prudent
and inevitable from scenes with which I had so small an affinity ;
and those sharp spirits which peopled it, for which I was so poor
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necessary to revert to far-distant events. Under what circum-
stances did that language originate, many of the peculiarities of
which survive in our time, whose thews and sinews, disjecta
membra, are no where more profusely scattered and devotedly
retained than in this part, and of whose substance and nexus
our distinctive words, are not unworthy accretions, but integral
parts ? iS5

There is no event of history more unsatisfactorily explained,
and no event more stupendously important, than the disruption
of those barbarous hordes and masses which, breaking like a
torrent over Europe, changed the whole face of its institutions,
and the entire cast of its manners. Strictly speaking, certain
portions of these fierce invaders were European,—Scandinavian
and Sarmatian. These, precipitating themselves along the Rhine
and the Danube, soon pressed upon the borders of Asia. Their
irruptions, preceding any other, reached as far as the Cimmerian
Bosphorus, the present Sea of Azoph. By their settlement in
the Palus Meaotis and the adjoining regions, they displaced the
original possessors, who were thus driven farther on the east.
The probability is, (and we have little better authority to guide
us) that the bursting into this quarter of the earth by what
have heen treated as predatory and lawless tribes, was but a
resistance to unprovoked aggression. Their invaders had feared
to attack Gaul and Italy, and therefore fell upon the apparently
weak and the certainly untried. The day of retribution came.
It was not each petty nation rousing itself to self-defence; there
seems to have been general concert and banded strength. A
thirst for revenge soon begat a thirst for conquest: information
spread, cupidity awakened:—the aggressors were not only
annihilated, but a highway was thrown up between the two
continents which had nations for its passengers and empires for
its pavements !

Three immense emigrations emptied themselves at different
times, and from modified causes, into this section of the world.
The Celts, the Goths, and the Sclavonians are the names given
to them. Their languages would prove them to be essentially
different. Their inroads were not contemporary nor co-operative.
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Intervals may have elapsed sufficient to induce a forgetfulness
of their common origin. They were most formidable to each
other, and warred to mutual extermination. A question, indeed,
arises, What was the fate of the aborigenes whom they found ?
Tragedies, doubtless, of the most horrible enormity are happily
curtained from our view, and were acted on a darkened stage.
Yet it is not to be surmised that this was the fate of all,—for it
would be almost impossible,—and some features of these national
charaeters are preserved,—confirming the hope that they spared
the yielding and incorporated the defenceless with themselves. *
This enumeration, however, makes no mention of later encroach-
ments, such as that of the Saracens and afterwards of the Turco-
mans. They belong to another age. The whole question of these
vast issues from the ridges of Caucasus and the steppes of
Tartary, is most difficult, much of their records is apoeryphal,
and little of their consequences can be traced. To this hour it
forms one of the most baffling problems of history, and one of
the most inexplicable impulses which ever instigated human
nature. The political and moral influence of these incursions
and settlements can scarcely be inferior to those geographical
phenomena which would ensue—were earth to reverse its axis
and ocean to rush from its bed.

A colony of the second irruption is described by history
to have occupied what was once denominated the Cimbric
Chersonesus, but in modern language is called Jutland. This
spread itself into the isles on its western coast as far as the
well-known Heligoland. The general name assigned to this
race was Saxon, and of the origin of that name many legends
inform us with equal degrees of improbability. It is not easy
to determine its northern and southern boundaries, though for a
time it might be circumseribed within the Eyder and the Elbe.
It, however, soon commanded an advanced latitude, and we learn
that it threatened Rome and sent forth its natives to as great a
distance as Thrace. In the Sleswick department of this peninsula
there was a district called Anglen, close to the Baltic Sea. It
became usual to speak of this people as Saxons and Angles,—

* Parcere subjectis et debellare superbos.— Virgil.
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Attius, thrice consul, the groans of the Britons.” The appeal
was unavailing,—Rome had not a contingent to spare. Our fore-
fathers were compelled to address it to another quarter. This
was the Saxon power, including the Jutes and the Angles whose
character and position have already been noted. They had not
been known hitherto as friends but as pirates, They had early
in the third century made frequent and devastating descents
on our eastern and southern coasts. Turner informs us, that
one of the Roman commanders was entitled Count (Comes) of
the Saxon shore,—Saxon only in that sense which puzzles the
school-boy, E regione. This was the First Post of the Coast
blockade and Preventive service. It perhaps may surprise us
that the natives of our country,—whom a Caractacus and a
Boadicea had led to such daring and such fame,—should now
betray so craven a temper. But they had been treated as a
conquered people. They were not suffered to arm themselves, nor
to emulate any dignities. They were greatly denationalised,—
enslaved and imbruted. The military pomps around them were
but a kind of prison-duty, a splendid watch and ward, insulting
and quelling the spirits of the wretched vassals, always suspected
and always overborne. The Saxons were visited by ambassadors
imploring them to become our deliverers, not from the Romans,
—they had been remanded home,—but from those troublesome
people nearer ourselves who took advantage of their recall. A
new race appeared in these hostile ranks, the Picts,—but these
were not Caledonian nor Celtic: but an earlier stream of emi-
gration into the Lowlands of Scotland from a more northern
people than the Saxons, but having a very similar language,
much common character, and according to all the most rational
proofs a truly Gothic race. Much error has prevailed upon this
subject,—and some have even gone so far as to call them Picts
from the picturesque tartan which they wore,—the argument
would be still more perfect could they derive kil¢, as they will
make them sans-culottes, from Celf !

Little loath, the Saxons, who found some Sclavones in their
rear more than annoying, repaired to our help. Hengist and
Horsa were the renowned chiefs,—who soon gave battle to the
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streams of emigration which flowed into Macedonia, Achaia,
Attica, and Peloponnesus. Whether the Pelasgi were the first,
—whoever the Pelasgi were,—there was a succession of these
intruders or visitants. The last territory being the farthest, it
would probably be the receptacle of those who had entered first
upon these regions, or they might stand in equi-distant relation
to each other. 'We may conceive of them in the course of their
progress,—Dorians, Aolians, and Iones. These originally spoke
differently. The radix of their language was common, but their
own varieties were just and self-regulated. Dorie, Afolic, and
Ionic were distinct languages, though their distinctions were
small, and though all proclaimed a similar parentage. These
were from peculiar circumstances retained, or from the want of
intercourse with each other,—the Beeotians in the use of the
Aolic from contempt, the Peloponnesians of the Dorie from their
peninsular condition. But as there will always be a metropol-
itan language in a large country, we may consider the Ionic, or
old Attic, to be the language of the Archon, the Poet, and the
Sage. This, in its pristine state, is exhibited in the Homeric poems.
We know nothing purer and more complete than this. Thuey-
dides and the Greek tragedians furnish also specimens. But
being the courtly language, it was refined into the middle Attie,
of which Plato has been quoted as furnishing illustrations. The
New Attic became the classical passport of exhibition and inter-
course among the most polished scholars of that republic which
was called the “eye of Greece.” Demosthenes and Xenophon
wrote in this most perfect dialect. A depravation of it soon
occurred on the destruction of their liberty and independence,—
but many suppose that this was confined to books, or only tole-
rated among them who had settled in Asia Minor, Italy, and
other countries out of Greece, and who studied Greek merely as
any modern language is taught in our schools. The truth was,
that when Greek was spoken so accurately in Athens that the
herb-woman detected Theophrastus as a stranger, when every ear
was modulated to its tune and every mind was employed upon its
criticism,—real forms of the original language uninpaired, from
which all dialects were emanations, existed in Locris and Epirus,
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deceived by the sound) but which is the direct way, to a given
point. The saving of distance is included, but belongs not to
the root. And to this day, it is said that what overtakes any
other gains upon it, really gets nearer to it and to the goal. In
union with gaen, we must not forget that well-known word, to
gang. They are obviously of one family. Irangan, (Gangan)
Anglo-Saxon, is to journey, hence if we proceed in a business
and operation, we are agait, or in the act of going. And as we
cannot have too much of a good thing, there is such language
as going a gaiters, or gaitwards, which signifies walking part
of the way with the person who leaves us. Indeed, this is
quite peculiar to the politeness of us northerns, for we not
only propose in quitting a party to see a lady home, but
absolutely to set her there, as if she needed replanting in
the domestic soil. The delicacy of the proposal is enhanced,
not by seeking the permission, but enquiring into the necessity,
—Must 1 set you home? We see at once how those buttoned
conveniences for foot and ancles, gaiters, are derived.

Havre-Cake rather affects the definition of oatmeal given
by Johnson, ¢ the food of horses in England, and of men in
Scotland.” There is many a mealy-mouthed biped among us,
however he can bite. One of the regiments of our line does not
disdain the title, and the 33rd have hailed each other as havre
cakes when rushing into the battle. It was the earliest command
of Wellington. This is fighting for their hearths more literally
than ever before rung in a war-cry. Haber, or hafer, is German
for oats.

Incense. This is generally thought an unauthorised word,
incense being, in our general language, employed to denote irri-
tation or indignance. And some, (because it is employed here
in the way of giving information, and of instigating) have fool-
ishly explained and spelt it as if it was putting sense into a
person. Though we should think it strange to say of a person,
whom we had convinced and influenced, that we had incensed
him, let us not too rashly affirm its illegitimacy and vulgarity.
The word is from Censeo, in Latin, which means not only to
think, but to persuade and induce, the very way in which our
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