Among Famous Books eBook

Among Famous Books

The following sections of this BookRags Literature Study Guide is offprint from Gale's
For Students Series: Presenting Analysis, Context, and Criticism on Commonly Studied
Works: Introduction, Author Biography, Plot Summary, Characters, Themes, Style,
Historical Context, Critical Overview, Criticism and Critical Essays, Media Adaptations,
Topics for Further Study, Compare & Contrast, What Do | Read Next?, For Further
Study, and Sources.

(c)1998-2002; (c)2002 by Gale. Gale is an imprint of The Gale Group, Inc., a division of
Thomson Learning, Inc. Gale and Design and Thomson Learning are trademarks used
herein under license.

The following sections, if they exist, are offprint from Beacham's Encyclopedia of
Popular Fiction: "Social Concerns”, "Thematic Overview", "Techniques", "Literary
Precedents”, "Key Questions", "Related Titles", "Adaptations”, "Related Web Sites".
(€)1994-2005, by Walton Beacham.

The following sections, if they exist, are offprint from Beacham's Guide to Literature for
Young Adults: "About the Author”, "Overview", "Setting", "Literary Qualities”, "Social
Sensitivity", "Topics for Discussion”, "ldeas for Reports and Papers". (¢)1994-2005, by
Walton Beacham.

All other sections in this Literature Study Guide are owned and copyrighted by
BookRags, Inc.



A
h

BOOKRAGS

Contents

Among Famous BOOKS €BOOK...........ccuvvvviiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii 1
CONEENES..oiiiiiiieeiiiii e 2
Table Of CONtENES..uuuueeiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii 8
Page 1. ..ot 9
Page 2. 10
Page 3. . 12
Page 4. 13
Page 5. 14
PA0E B..ooooooiiiiiiiiiii 15
PAQe 7. 16
Page 8. 17
Page 9. 18
Page 10......coooiiiiiiiiiiiiii i 20
Page 1. .. i 21
Page 12. ... 22
Page 13... i 23
Page 14... ..ot a e a e a i 24
Page 15, ...t 25
PAge 16. .. 26
Page 17, ..ot 27
Page 18..........ooiiiiiiiiiii 29
Page 19.........oooiiiiiiiiiiii 30
Page 20........ooooiiiiiiiiiiii e 31
Page 21, 32
Page 22.........ooooiiiiiii e 33




A
h

BOOKRAGS

Page 23.......oii 34
Page 24..........ooooiiiiiiiii 35
Page 25, .. it 36
PAge 26. ... 37
PAgE 27 et e ettt aeeeaae 38
Page 28..........cciiiiiiii e 40
Page 29.......cceiiiiiiii e 41
Page 30, 42
Page 31, 44
Page 32.. ... 45
Page 33. .. 46
Page 34........oooiiiiiiiii e 48
Page 35, 49
Page 36.....coooiiiiiiiiiii e 50
PagE 37t 52
Page 38.......ooiiiiiiiii 54
Page 39........ooiiiiiiiii 56
Page 40........cciiiiiiiii et 58
Page 4. .ottt e i e i 60
Page 42... ... 61
Page 43, 63
Page 44.........ooooiiiiiiiiiii e 64
Page 45, 66
Page 46.......oooiiiiiiiiiii e 68
Page A7, .o 69
Page 48..........oooiiiiiiii e 70




(ﬁgBOOKRAGS

Page 49..........ooooiiiiiiiiii e 71
Page 50....ccooiiiiiiiiiiii e 72
Page 5l ..o 73
Page 52, ..ot 74
Page 53, ...t 76
Page 54.. .o et a e a i i 77
PAge 55, ...ttt 78
PAQgE 56...uuiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii e 79
Page 57, 80
Page 58.......coiiiiiiiiii 81
Page 59........ooiiiiiiiiii 82
Page 60.......coooiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii i 83
Page 61..........ooooiiiiieiiiiiii e 84
Page B2.........oooviiiiiiiiii e 86
Page 63... ... 88
PAge B4, ..ot 90
Page B5.......ooiiiiiiiiii 92
Page 66......cceeiiiiiiiii et 94
Pag€ 67 ... 95
Page 68...........uuuuuuiiiiiiiiiiiiiii i 96
Page 69...........ceiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii 97
Page 70.....ccooiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii i 98
Page 71........ooooiiiiiiiiiiiiii i 99
PAgEe 72 ..ot 100
Page 73, . i e 101
PAge 74 .o 102




A
h

BOOKRAGS

PAge 75, it 103
PAgE 76, it e 104
PAQE 77 i 106
Page 78. .. i 107
Page 79......ccceiiiiiiii e 108
Page 80.......cceiiiiiiiii e 109
Page 8l........ceiiiiiiiii e 110
Page 82, 111
Page 83......ccceeeiiiiiii e 112
Page 84........cuuuuiiiiiiiiiiiiiii e 113
Page 85.....ciiieeiiiii e 114
Page 86.....cceeeeeiiiiiiiii e 115
Page 87. .. 116
Page 88......cccueeiiiiiiiiii e 117
Page 89...........oooiiiiiiii e 118
Page 90.........oooiiiiiiiiiiii 119
Page 91, 120
Page 92...........coiiiiiiii e 121
Page 93........ciiiie e 122
Page 94..........ccouvueiiiiiiiiiiiiii 123
Page O5. ...t 124
Page 96.....cceeueeniiiiiiii e 125
Page O7. ..o 126
Page 98......cccuueiiiiiiiii e 127
Page 99......cciuiiiiii e 128
Page 100, .. i 129




A
h

BOOKRAGS

Page 101, ..o 131
Page 102, .o 133
Page 1083, . i 134
Page 104, .o 135
Page 105, ... 136
Page 106.. ...ttt 137
Page 107, .t 138
Page 108........uuuuueiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii i 139
Page 109......ccueeiiiiii e 140
Page 110, e 141
Page 110, ... 142
Page 112, .. 143
Page 113, e 144
Page 114, . 145
Page 115, e 146
Page 116, . i 147
Page 107, e e 148
Page 118.......cciiiiee e 149
Page 119.. ...t 150
Page 120......uuuuuiuiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii 151
Page 121......ccuueiiiiieiii i 152
Page 122........cuuuiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiie e 154
Page 123.. ..o 155
Page 124.......ccuuuiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii e 156
Page 125, . i e 157
Page 126, ..ot 158




(ﬁgBOOKRAGS

Page 127 ..ot 159
Page 128.....cccueeiiiiiiiiiiii e 160
Page 129, 161
Page 130, i 162
Page 131.. ... 163
Page 132.. ... 164
Page 133, ... 166
Page 134.......ccuuuuiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii 167
Page 1385, . it 168
Page 136....cuieeeeniiiiiiiii e 169
Page 137, i 170
Page 138.. ..o 172
Page 139....ciiueeiiiiii e 174
Page 140, .ot 176
Page 141, ..o 178




('ux_Ll)BOOKRAGS

Table of Contents

Table of Contents

Section Page
Start of eBook 1
LECTURE | 1
LECTURE Il 17
LECTURE 1l 27
LECTURE IV 38
OMAR KAYYAM AND FIONA 38
MACLEOD

OMAR KAYYAM 39
FIONA MACLEOD 42
LECTURE V 54
LECTURE VI 67
LECTURE VII 87
LECTURE VI 101
LECTURE IX 115
LECTURE X 129

FOOTNOTES: 141



A

DX:I BOOKRAGS

Page 1
LECTURE |

THE GODS OF GREECE

It has become fashionable to divide the rival tendencies of modern thought into the two
classes of Hellenistic and Hebraistic. The division is an arbitrary and somewhat
misleading one, which has done less than justice both to the Greek and to the Hebrew
genius. It has associated Greece with the idea of lawless and licentious paganism, and
Israel with that of a forbidding and joyless austerity. Paganism is an interesting word,
whose etymology reminds us of a time when Christianity had won the towns, while the
villages still worshipped heathen gods. It is difficult to define the word without imparting
into our thought of it the idea of the contrast between Christian dogma and all other
religious thought and life. This, however, would be an extremely unfair account of the
matter, and, in the present volume, the word will be used without reference either to
nationality or to creed, and it will stand for the materialistic and earthly tendency as
against spiritual idealism of any kind. Obviously such paganism as this, is not a thing
which has died out with the passing of heathen systems of religion. It is terribly alive in
the heart of modern England, whether formally believing or unbelieving. Indeed there is
the twofold life of puritan and pagan within us all. A recent well-known theologian wrote
to his sister: “I am naturally a cannibal, and | find now my true vocation to be in the
South Sea Islands, not after your plan, to be Arnold to a troop of savages, but to be one
of them, where they are all selfish, lazy, and brutal.” It is this universality of paganism
which gives its main interest to such a study as the present. Paganism is a constant
and not a temporary or local phase of human life and thought, and it has very little to do
with the question of what particular dogmas a man may believe or reject.

Thus, for example, although the Greek is popularly accepted as the type of paganism
and the Christian of idealism, yet the lines of that distinction have often been reversed.
Christianity has at times become hard and cold and lifeless, and has swept away
primitive national idealisms without supplying any new ones. The Roman ploughman
must have missed the fauns whom he had been accustomed to expect in the thicket at
the end of his furrow, when the new faith told him that these were nothing but rustling
leaves. When the swish of unseen garments beside the old nymph-haunted fountain
was silenced, his heart was left lonely and his imagination impoverished. Much charm
and romance vanished from his early world with the passing of its pagan creatures, and
indeed it is to this cause that we must trace the extraordinarily far-reaching and varied
crop of miraculous legends of all sorts which sprang up in early Catholic times. These
were the protest of unconscious idealism against the bare world from which its sweet
presences had vanished.
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“In th’ olde dayes of the King Arthour,

Of which that Britons speken greet honour,
Al was this land fulfild of fayerye.

The elf-queen, with hir joly companye,
Daunced ful ofte in many a grene mede;
This was the olde opinion, as | rede.

But now can no man see none elves mo.
For now the grete charitee and prayeres
Of limitours and othere holy freres,

* k k% %

This maketh that there been no fayeryes.
For ther as wont to walken was an elf,
Ther walketh now the limitour himself.”

Against this impoverishment the human revolt was inevitable, and it explains the spirit in
such writers as Shelley and Goethe. Children of nature, who love the sun and the
grass, and are at home upon the earth, their spirits cry for something to delight and
satisfy them, nearer than speculations of theology or cold pictures of heaven.
Wordsworth, in his famous lines, has expressed the protest in the familiar words:—

“Great God, I'd rather be
A Pagan, suckled in a creed outworn;
So might |, standing on this pleasant lea,
Have glimpses that would make me less forlorn;
Have sight of Proteus rising from the sea,
Or hear old Triton blow his wreathed horn.”

The early classic thought which found its most perfect expression in the mythology of
Greece was not originally or essentially pagan. It was humanistic, and represented the
response of man’s spirit to that free and beautiful spirit which he found in nature around
him. All such symbolism of Greek religion as that of the worship of Dionysus and Ceres,
shows this. In these cults the commonest things of life, the wine and corn wherewith
man sustained himself, assumed a higher and richer meaning. Food and drink were not
mere sensual gratifications, but divine gifts, as they are in the twenty-third Psalm; and
the whole material world was a symbol and sacrament of spiritual realities and
blessings. Similarly the ritual of Eleusis interpreted man’s common life into a wonderful
world of mystic spirituality. Thus there was a great fund of spiritual insight of the finest
and most beautiful sort in the very heart of that life which has thoughtlessly been
adopted as the type of paganism.

Yet the history of Greece affords the explanation and even the justification of the
popular idea. The pagan who is in us all, tends ever to draw us downwards from

10
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sacramental and symbolic ways of thinking to the easier life of the body and the earth.
On the one hand, for blood that is young and hot, the life of sense is overwhelming. On
the other hand, for the weary toiler whose mind is untrained, the impression of the world
is that of heavy clay. Each in his own way finds idealism difficult to retain. The
spirituality of nature floats like a dream before the mind of poets, and is seen now and
then in wistful glimpses by every one; but it needs some clearer and
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less elusive form, as well as some definite association with conscience, if it is to be
defended against the pull of the green earth. It has been well said that, for the Greek,
God was the view; but when the traveller goes forward into the view, he meets with
many things which it is dangerous to identify with God. For the young spirit of the early
times the temptation to earthliness was overwhelming. The world was fair, its gates
were open, and its barriers all down. Men took from literature and from religion just as
much of spirituality as they understood and as little as they desired, and the effect was
swift and inevitable in that degeneration which reached its final form in the degraded
sensuality of the later Roman Empire.

The confusing element in all such inquiry lies in the fact that one can never get an
unmixed paganism nor a perfect idealism. Just as the claims of body and spirit are in
our daily life inextricably interwoven, so the Greek thought hung precariously between
the two, and was always more or less at the mercy of the individual interpreter and of
the relative strength of his tastes and passions. So we shall find it all through the
course of these studies. It would be preposterous to deny some sort of idealism to
almost any pagan who has ever lived. The contrast between pagan and idealist is
largely a matter of proportion and preponderating tendency: yet the lines are clear
enough to enable us to work with this distinction and to find it valuable and illuminating.

The fundamental fact to remember in studying any of the myths of Greece is, that we
have here a composite and not a simple system of thought and imagination. There are
always at least two layers: the primitive, and the Olympian which came later. The
primitive conceptions were those afforded by the worship of ghosts, of dead persons,
and of animals. Miss Jane Harrison has pointed out in great detail the primitive
elements which lingered on through the Olympian worship. Perhaps the most striking
instance which she quotes is the Anthesteria, or festival of flowers, at the close of which
the spirits were dismissed with the formula, “Depart, ye ghosts, the revels now are
ended.” Mr. Andrew Lang has suggested that the animals associated with gods and
goddesses (such as the mouse which is found in the hand, or the hair, or beside the feet
of the statues of Apollo, the owl of Minerva, etc.) are relics of the earlier worship. This
would satisfactorily explain much of the disreputable element which lingered on side by
side with the noble thoughts of Greek religion. The Olympians, a splendid race of gods,
representing the highest human ideals, arrived with the Greeks; but for the sake of
safety, or of old association, the primitive worship was retained and blended with the
new. In the extreme case of human sacrifice, it was retained in the form of surrogates
—little wooden images, or even actual animals, being sacrificed in lieu of the older

12
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victims. But all along the line, while the new gods brought their spiritual conceptions,
the older ones held men to a cruder and more fleshly way of thinking. There is a similar
blend of new and old in all such movements as that of the Holy Grail and the Arthurian
legends, where we can see the combination of Christian and pagan elements so clearly
as to be able to calculate the moral and spiritual effect of each. Thus we have in the
early Greek mythology much of real paganism involved in the retention of the old and
earth-bound gods which attached themselves to the nobler Olympians as they came,
and dragged them down to the ancient level.

This blending may be seen very clearly in the mythology of Homer and Hesiod. There it
has been so thorough that the only trace of superposition which we can find is the
succession of the dynasties of Chronos and Jupiter. The result is the most appalling
conception of the morality of celestial society. No earthly state could hope to continue
for a decade upon the principles which governed the life of heaven; and man, if he were
to escape the sudden retributions which must inevitably follow anything like an imitation
of his gods, must live more decently than they.

Now Homer was, in a sense, the Bible of the Greeks, and as society improved in
morals, and thought was directed more and more fearlessly towards religious questions,
the puzzle as to the immoralities of the gods became acute. The religious and
intellectual developments of the sixth century B.C. led to various ways of explaining the
old stories. Sophocles is conciliatory, conceiving religion in a sunny good temper which
will make the best of the situation whatever itis. AEschylus is sombre and deeply
tragic, while yet he remains orthodox on the side of the gods. But Euripides is angry at
the old scandals, and in the name of humanity his scepticism rises in protest.

It may be interesting, at this point, to glance for a little at the various theories which
have been brought forward to explain the myths. The commonest of all such theories is
that the divine personalities stand for the individual powers of nature. Most especially,
the gods and goddesses symbolise the sun, moon, and stars, night and morning,
summer and winter, and the general story of the year. No one will deny that the
personification of Nature had a large share in all mythology. The Oriental mythologies
rose to a large extent in this fashion. The Baals of Semitic worship all stood for one or
other of the manifestations of the fructifying powers of nature, and the Chinese dragon
is the symbol of the spiritual mystery of life suggested by the mysterious and protean
characteristics of water. It is very natural that this should be so, and every one who has
ever felt the power of the sun in the East will sympathise with Turner’s dying words,
“The sun, he is God.”
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As a key to mythology this theory was especially associated with the name of Plutarch
among ancient writers, and it has been accepted more or less completely by a vast
number of moderns. In the late Sir George Cox’s fascinating stories it was run to utter
absurdity. The story is beautifully told in every case, and when we have enjoyed it and
felt something of the exquisiteness of the conception and of the variety and range of
thought exhibited in the fertile minds of those who had first told it, Sir George Cox draws
us back sharply to the assertion that all we have been hearing really meant another
phase of sunset or sunrise, until we absolutely rebel and protest that the effect is
unaccountable upon so meagre a cause. It is an easy method of dealing with folk-lore.
If you take the rhyme of Mary and her little lamb, and call Mary the sun and the lamb the
moon, you will achieve astonishing results, both in religion and astronomy, when you
find that the lamb followed Mary to school one day. This nature element, however, had
undoubtedly a very considerable part in the origin of myths, and when Max Mueller
combines it with philology it opens a vast field of extraordinarily interesting
interpretations resting upon words and their changes.

A further theory of myths is that which regards them as the stories of races told as if
they had been the lives of individuals. This, as is well known, has had permanent
effects upon the interpretation not only of Greek but of Hebrew ancient writings, and it
throws light upon some of those chapters of Genesis which, without it, are but strings of
forgotten and unpronounceable names.

But beyond all such explanations, after we have allowed for them in every possible way,
there remains a conviction that behind these fascinating stories there is a certain
irreducible remainder of actual fact. Individual historic figures, seen through the mists of
time, walk before our eyes in the dawn. Long before history was written men lived and
did striking deeds. Heroic memories and traditions of such distinguished men passed in
the form of fireside tales from one generation to another through many centuries. Now
they come to us, doubtless hugely exaggerated and so far away from their originals as
to be unrecognisable, and yet, after all, based upon things that happened. For the
stories have living touches in them which put blood into the glorious and ghostly figures,
and when we come upon a piece of genuine human nature there is no possibility of
mistaking it. This thing has been born, not manufactured: nor has any portrait that is
lifelike been drawn without some model. Thus, through all the mist and haze of the
past, we see men and women walking in the twilight—dim and uncertain forms indeed,
yet stately and heroic.

14
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Now all this has a bearing upon the main subject of our present study. Meteorology and
astronomy are indeed noble sciences, but the proper study of mankind is man. While,
no doubt, the sources of all early folk-lore are composite, yet it matters greatly for the
student of these things whether the beginnings of religious thought were merely in the
clouds, or whether they had their roots in the same earth whereon we live and labour.
The heroes and great people of the early days are eternal figures, because each new
generation gives them a resurrection in its own life and experience. They have eternal
human meanings, beneath whatever pageantry of sun and stars the ancient heroes
passed from birth to death. Soon everything of them is forgotten except the ideas about
human life for which they stand. Then each of them becomes the expression of a
thought common to humanity, and therefore secure of its immortality to the end of time;
for the undying interest is the human interest, and all ideas which concern the life of
man are immortal while man’s race lasts. In the case of such legends as those we are
discussing, it is probable that beyond the mere story some such ideal of human life was
suggested from the very first. Certainly, as time went on, the ideal became so identified
with the hero, that to thoughtful men he came to stand for a particular idealism of human
experience. Thus Pater speaks of Dionysus as from first to last a type of second birth,
opening up the hope of a possible analogy between the resurrections of nature and
something else, reserved for human souls. “The beautiful, weeping creatures, vexed by
the wind, suffering, torn to pieces, and rejuvenescent again at last, like a tender shoot of
living green out of the hardness and stony darkness of the earth, becomes an emblem
or ideal of chastening and purification, and of final victory through suffering.” This
theory would also explain the fact that one nation’s myths are not only similar to, but to
a large extent practically identical with, those of other nations. There is a common stock
of ideas supplied by the common elements of human nature in all lands and times; and
these, when finely expressed, produce a common fund of ideals which will appeal to the
majority of the human race.

Thus mythology was originally simple storytelling. But men, even in the telling of the
story, began to find meanings for it beyond the mere narration of events; and thus there
arose in connection with all stories that were early told, a certain number of judgments
of what was high and admirable in human nature. These were not grounded upon
philosophical or scientific bases, but upon the bed-rock of man’s experience. Out of
these judgments there grew the great ideals which from first to last have commanded
the spirit of man.
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In this connection it is interesting to remember that in Homer the men were regarded as
the means of revealing ideas and characters, and not as mere natural objects in
themselves. The things among which they lived are described and known by their
appearances; the men are known by their words and deeds. “There is no inventory of
the features of men, or of fair women, as there is in the Greek poets of the decline or in
modern novels. Man is something different from a curious bit of workmanship that
delights the eye. He is a ‘speaker of words and a doer of deeds,’ and his true
delineation is in speech and action, in thought and emotion.” Thus, from the first, ideas
are the central and important element. They spring from and cling to stories of
individual human lives, and the finest of them become ideals handed down for the
guidance of the future race. The myths, with their stories of gods and men, and their
implied or declared religious doctrines, are but the forms in which these ideals find
expression. The ideals remain, but the forms of their expression change, advancing
from cruder to finer and from more fanciful to more exactly true, with the advance of
thought and culture. Meanwhile, the ideals are above the world,—dwelling, like Plato’s,
in heaven,—and there are always two alternatives for every man. He may go back
either with deliberate intellectual assent, or passion-led in sensual moods, to the powers
of nature and the actual human stories in their crude and earthly form; or he may follow
the idealisation of human experience, and discover and adopt the ideals of which the
earthly stories and the nature processes are but shadows and hints. In the former case
he will be a pagan; in the latter, a spiritual idealist. In what remains of this lecture, we
shall consider four of the most famous Greek legends—those of Prometheus, Medusa,
Orpheus, and Apollo—in the light of what has just been stated.

Prometheus, in the early story, is a Titan, who in the heavenly war had fought on the
side of Zeus. It is, however, through the medium of the later story that Prometheus has
exercised his eternal influence upon the thought of men. In this form of the legend he
appears constantly living and striving for man’s sake as the foe of God. We hear of him
making men and women of clay and animating them with celestial fire, teaching them
the arts of agriculture, the taming of horses, and the uses of plants. Again we hear of
Zeus, wearied with the race of men—the new divinity making a clean sweep, and
wishing to begin with better material. Zeus is the lover of strength and the despiser of
weakness, and from the earth with its weak and pitiful mortals he takes away the gift of
fire, leaving them to perish of cold and helplessness. Then it is that Prometheus climbs
to heaven, steals back the fire in his hollow cane, and brings it down to earth again. For
this benefaction to the despised race Zeus has him crucified, fixed for thirty thousand
years on a rock in the Asian Caucasus, where, until Herakles comes to deliver him, the
vulture preys upon his liver.
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Such a story tempts the allegorist, and indeed the main drift of its meaning is
unmistakable. Cornutus, a contemporary of Christ, explained it “of forethought, the
quick inventiveness of human thought chained to the painful necessities of human life,
its liver gnawed unceasingly by cares.” In the main, and as a general description, this is
quite unquestionable. Prometheus is the prototype of a thousand other figures of the
same kind, not in mythology only, but in history, which tell the story of the spiritual effort
of man frustrated and brought to earth. It is the story of Tennyson’s youth who

“Rode a horse with wings that would have flown
But that his heavy rider bore him down.”

Only, in the Prometheus idea, it is not a man’s senses, as in Tennyson’s poem, but the
outward necessity of things, the heavy and cruel powers of nature around him, that
prove too much for his aspirations. In this respect the story is singularly characteristic of
the Greek spirit. That spirit was always daring with truth, feeling the risks of knowledge
and gladly taking them, passionately devoted to the love of knowledge for its own sake.

The legend has, however, a deeper significance than this. One of the most elemental
guestions that man can ask is, What is the relation of the gods to human inquiry and
freedom of thought? There always has been a school of thinkers who have regarded
knowledge as a thing essentially against the gods. The search for knowledge thus
becomes a phase of Titanism; and wherever it is found, it must always be regarded in
the light of a secret treasure stolen from heaven against the will of contemptuous or
jealous divinities. On the other hand, knowledge is obviously the friend of man.
Prometheus is man’s champion, and no figure could make a stronger appeal than his.
Indeed, in not a few respects he approaches the Christian ideal, and must have brought
in some measure the same solution to those who were able to receive it. Few touches
in literature, for instance, are finer than that in which he comforts the daughters of
Ocean, speaking to them from his cross.

The idea of Titanism has become the commonplace of poets. It is familiar in Milton,
Byron, Shelley, and countless others, and Goethe tells us that the fable of Prometheus
lived within him. Many of the Titanic figures, while they appeared to be blaspheming,
were really fighting for truth and justice. The conception of the gods as jealous and
contemptuous was not confined to the Greek mythology, but has appeared within the
pale of Christian faith as well as in all heathen cults. Nature, in some of its aspects,
seems to justify it. The great powers appear to be arrayed against man’s efforts, and
present the appearance of cruel and bullying strength. Evidently upon such a theory
something must go, either our faith in God or our faith in humanity; and when faith has
gone we shall be left in the position either of atheists or of slaves. There have been
those
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who accepted the alternative and went into the one camp or the other according to their
natures; but the Greek legend did not necessitate this. There was found, as in
AEschylus, a hint of reconciliation, which may be taken to represent that conviction so
deep in the heart of humanity, that there is “ultimate decency in things,” if one could only
find it out; although knowledge must always remain dangerous, and may at times cost a
man dear.

The real secret lies in the progress of thought in its conceptions of God and life. Nature,
as we know and experience it, presents indeed an appalling spectacle against which
everything that is good in us protests. God, so long as He is but half understood, is
utterly unpardonable; and no man yet has succeeded in justifying the ways of God to
men. But “to understand all is to forgive all"—or rather, it is to enter into a larger view of
life, and to discover how much there is in us that needs to be forgiven. This is the
wonderful story which was told by the Hebrews so dramatically in their Book of Job; and
the phases through which that drama passes might be taken as the completest
commentary on the myth of Prometheus which ever has been or can be written.

In two great battlegrounds of the human spirit the problem raised by Prometheus has
been fought out. On the ground of science, who does not know the defiant and Titanic
mood in which knowledge has at times been sought? The passion for knowing flames
through the gloom and depression and savagery of the darker moods of the student.
Difficulties are continually thrust into the way of knowledge. The upper powers seem to
be jealous and outrageously thwarting, and the path of learning becomes a path of tears
and blood. That is all that has been reached by many a grim and brave student spirit.
But there is another possible explanation; and there are those who have attained to a
persuasion that the gods have made knowledge difficult in order that the wise may also
be the strong.

The second battleground is that of philanthropy. Here also there has been an
apparently reasonable Titanism. Men have struggled in vain, and then protested in
bitterness, against the waste and the meaninglessness of the human debacle. The only
aspect of the powers above them has seemed to many noble spirits that of the sheer
cynic. He that sitteth in the heavens must be laughing indeed. In Prometheus the
Greek spirit puts up its daring plea for man. It pleads not for pity merely, but for the
worth of human nature. The strong gods cannot be justified in oppressing man upon
the plea that might is right, and that they may do what they please. The protest of
Prometheus, echoed by Browning’s protest of Ixion, appeals to the conscience of the
world as right; and, kindling a noble Titanism, puts the divine oppressor in the wrong.
Finally, there dawns over the edge of the ominous dark, the same hope that
Prometheus vaguely hinted to the Greek. To him who has understood the story of
Calvary, the ultimate interpretation of all human suffering is divine love. That which the
cross of Prometheus in all its outrageous cruelty yet hints as in a whisper, the Cross of
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Christ proclaims to the end of time, shouting down the centuries from its blood and pain
that God is love, and that in all our affliction He is afflicted.
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Another myth of great beauty and far-reaching significance is that of Medusa. It is
peculiarly interesting on account of its double edge, for it shows us both the high
possibilities of ideal beauty and the deepest depths of pagan horror. Robert Louis
Stevenson tells us how, as he hung between life and death in a flooded river of France,
looking around him in the sunshine and seeing all the lovely landscape, he suddenly felt
the attack of the other side of things. “The devouring element in the universe had
leaped out against me, in this green valley quickened by a running stream. The bells
were all very pretty in their way, but | had heard some of the hollow notes of Pan’s
music. Would the wicked river drag me down by the heels, indeed? and look so
beautiful all the time?” It was in this connection that he gave us that striking and most
suggestive phrase, “The beauty and the terror of the world.” It is this combination of
beauty and terror for which the myth of Medusa stands. It finds its meaning in a
thousand instances. On the one hand, it is seen in such ghastly incidents as those in
which the sheer horror of nature’s action, or of man’s crime, becomes invested with an
illicit beauty, and fascinates while it kills. On the other hand, it is seen in all of the many
cases in which exquisite beauty proves also to be dangerous, or at least sinister. “The
haunting strangeness in beauty” is at once one of the most characteristic and one of the
most tragic things in the world.

There were three sisters, the Gorgons, who dwelt in the Far West, beyond the stream of
ocean, in that cold region of Atlas where the sun never shines and the light is always
dim. Medusa was one of them, the only mortal of the trio. She was a monster with a
past, for in her girlhood she had been the beautiful priestess of Athene, golden-haired
and very lovely, whose life had been devoted to virgin service of the goddess. Her
golden locks, which set her above all other women in the desire of Neptune, had been
her undoing: and when Athene knew of the frailty of her priestess, her vengeance was
indeed appalling. Each lock of the golden hair was transformed into a venomous
snake. The eyes that had been so love-inspiring were now bloodshot and ferocious.
The skin, with its rose and milk-white tenderness, had changed to a loathsome greenish
white. All that remained of Medusa was a horrid thing, a mere grinning mask with
protruding beast-like tusks and tongue hanging out. So dreadful was the aspect of the
changed priestess, that her face turned all those who chanced to catch sight of it to
stone. There is a degree of hideousness which no eyes can endure; and so it came to
pass that the cave wherein she dwelt, and all the woods around it, were full of men and
wild beasts who had been petrified by a glance of her,—grim fossils immortalised in
stone,—while the snakes writhed and the red eyes rolled, waiting for another victim.
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This was not a case into which any hope of redemption could enter, and there was
nothing for it but to slay her. To do this, Perseus set out upon his long journey, equipped
with the magic gifts of swiftness and invisibility, and bearing on his arm the shield that
was also a mirror. The whole picture is infinitely dreary. As he travels across the dark
sea to the land where the pillars of Atlas are visible far off, towering into the sky, the light
decreases. In the murky and dangerous twilight he forces the Graiai, those grey-haired
sisters with their miserable fragmentary life, to bestir their aged limbs and guide him to
the Gorgons’ den. By the dark stream, where the yellow light brooded everlastingly, he
reached at last that cave of horrors. Well was it then for Perseus that he was invisible,
for the snakes that were Medusa'’s hair could see all round. But at that time Medusa
was asleep and the snakes asleep, and in the silence and twilight of the land where
there is “neither night nor day, nor cloud nor breeze nor storm,” he held the magic mirror
over against the monster, beheld her in it without change or injury to himself, severed
the head, and bore it away to place it on Athene’s shield.

It is very interesting to notice how Art has treated the legend. It was natural that so vivid
an image should become a favourite alike with poets and with sculptors, but there was a
gradual development from the old hideous and terrible representations, back to the calm
repose of a beautiful dead face. This might indeed more worthily record the maiden’s
tragedy, but it missed entirely the thing that the old myth had said. The oldest idea was
horrible beyond horror, for the darker side of things is always the most impressive to
primitive man, and sheer ugliness is a category with which it is easy to work on simple
minds. The rudest art can achieve such grotesque hideousness long before it can
depict beauty. Later, as we have seen, Art tempered the face to beauty, but in so doing
forgot the meaning of the story. It was the old story that has been often told, of the fair
and frail one who had fallen among the pitiless. For her there was no compassion
either in mortals or in immortals. It was the tragedy of sweet beauty desecrated and
lost, the petrifying horror of which has found its most unflinching modern expression in
Thomas Hardy's Tess of the D’Urbervilles. Corruptio optimi pessima.

To interpret such stories as these by any reference to the rising sun, or the rivalry
between night and dawn, is simply to stultify the science of interpretation. It may,
indeed, have been true that most of those who told and heard the tale in ancient times
accepted it in its own right, and without either the desire or the thought of further
meanings. Yet, even told in that fashion, as it clung to memory and imagination, it must
continually have reminded men of certain features of essential human nature, which it
but too evidently recorded. Here was one of the sad troop of soulless women who
appear in the legends of all the races of mankind. Medusa had herself been petrified
before she turned others to stone. The horror that had come upon her life had been too
much to bear, and it had killed her heart within her.
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So far of passion and the price the woman’s heart has paid for it. But this story has to
do also with Athene, on whose shield Medusa’s head must rest at last. For it is not
passion only, but knowledge, that may petrify the soul. Indeed, the story of passion can
only do this when the dazzling glamour of temptation has passed, and in place of it has
come the cold knowledge of remorse. Then the sight of one’s own shame, and, on a
wider scale, the sight of the pain and the tragedy of the world, present to the eyes of
every generation the spectacle of victims standing petrified like those who had seen too
much at the cave’s mouth in the old legend.

It is peculiarly interesting to contrast the story of Medusa with its Hebrew parallel in Lot’s
wife. Both are women presumably beautiful, and both are turned to stone. But while
the Greek petrifaction is the result of too direct a gaze upon the horrible, the Hebrew is
the result of too loving and desirous a gaze upon the coveted beauty of the world.
Nothing could more exactly represent and epitomise the diverse genius of the nations,
and we understand the Greek story the better for the strong contrast with its Hebrew
parallel. To the Greek, ugliness was dangerous; and the horror of the world, having no
explanation nor redress, could but petrify the heart of man. To the Hebrew, the beauty
of the world was dangerous, and man must learn to turn away his eyes from beholding
vanity.

The legend of Medusa is a story of despair, and there is little room in it for idealism of
any kind; and yet there may be some hint, in the reflecting shield of Perseus, of a
brighter and more heartening truth. The horror of the world we have always with us,
and for all exquisite spirits like those of the Greeks there is the danger of their being
marred by the brutality of the universe, and made hard and cold in rigid petrifaction by
the too direct vision of evil. Yet for such spirits there is ever some shield of faith, in
whose reflection they may see the darkest horrors and yet remain flesh and blood.
Those who believe in life and love, whose religion—or at least whose indomitable
clinging to the beauty they have once descried—has taught them sufficient courage in
dwelling upon these things, may come unscathed through any such ordeal. But for that,
the story is one of sheer pagan terror. It came out of the old, dark pre-Olympian
mythology (for the Gorgons are the daughters of Hades), and it embodied the ancient
truth that the sorrow of the world worketh death. It is a tragic world, and the earth-
bound, looking upon its tragedy, will see in it only the macabre, and feel that graveyard
and spectral air which breathes about the haunted pagan sepulchre.
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Another myth in which we see the contrast between essential paganism and idealism is
that of Orpheus. The myth appears in countless forms and with innumerable
excrescences, but in the main it is in three successive parts. The first of these tells of
the sweet singer loved by all the creatures, the dear friend of all the world, whose charm
nothing that lived on earth could resist, and whose spell hurt no creature whom it
allured. The conception stands in sharp contrast to the ghastly statuary that adorned
Medusa’s precincts. Here, with a song whose sweetness surpassed that of the Sirens,
nature, dead and living both (for all lived unto Orpheus), followed him with glad and
loving movement. Nay, not only beasts and trees, but stones themselves and even
mountains, felt in the hard heart of them the power of this sweet music. It is one of the
most perfect stories ever told—the precursor of the legends that gathered round Francis
of Assisi and many a later saint and artist. It is the prophecy from the earliest days of
that consummation of which Isaiah was afterwards to sing and St. Paul to echo the
song, when nature herself would come to the perfect reconciliation for which she had
been groaning and travailing through all the years.

The second part of the story tells of the tragedy of love. Such a man as Orpheus, if he
be fortunate in his love, will love wonderfully, and Eurydice is his worthy bride. Dying,
bitten by a snake in the grass as she flees from danger, she descends to Hades. But
the surpassing love of the sweet singer dares to enter that august shadow, not to drink
the Waters of Lethe only and to forget, but also to drink the waters of Eunoe and to
remember. His music charms the dead, and those who have the power of death. Even
the hard-hearted monarch of hell is moved for Orpheus, who

“Drew iron tears down Pluto’s cheek,
And made hell grant what love did seek.”

But the rescue has one condition. He must restrain himself, must not look upon the
face of his beloved though he bears her in his arms, until they have passed the region
of the shadow of death, and may see one another in the sunlight of the bright earth
again. The many versions of the tragic disobedience to this condition bear eloquent
testimony, not certainly to any changing phase of the sky, but to the manifold aspects of
human life. According to some accounts, it was the rashness of Orpheus that did the
evil—love’s impatience, that could not wait the fitting time, and, snatching prematurely
that which was its due, sacrificed all. According to other accounts, it was Eurydice who
tempted Orpheus, her love and pain having grown too hungry and blind. However that
may be, the error was fatal, and on the very eve of victory all was lost. It was lost, not
by any snatching back in which strong hands of hell tore his beloved from the man’s
grasp. Within his arms the form of Eurydice faded away, and as he clutched at her his
fingers closed upon the empty air. That, too, is a law deep in the nature of things. Itis
by no arbitrary decree that self-restraint has been imposed on love. In this, as in all
other things, a man must consent to lose his life in order to find it; and those who will not
accept the conditions, will be visited by no melodramatic or violent catastrophe. Love
which has broken law will simply fade away and vanish.
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The third part of the story is no less interesting and significant. Maddened with this
second loss, so irrevocable and yet due to so avoidable a cause, Orpheus, in restless
despair, wandered about the lands. For him the nymphs had now no attractions, nor
was there anything in all the world but the thought of his half-regained Eurydice, now
lost for ever. His music indeed remained, nor did he cast away his lute; but it was heard
only in the most savage and lonely places. At length wild Thracian women heard it,
furious in the rites of Dionysus. They desired him, but his heart was elsewhere, and, in
the mad reaction of their savage breasts, when he refused them they tore him limb from
limb. He was buried near the river Hebrus, and his head was thrown into the stream.
But as the waters bore it down, the lips whose singing had charmed the world still
repeated the beloved name Eurydice to the waters as they flowed.

Here again it is as if, searching for the dead in some ancient sepulchre, we had found a
living man and friend. The symbolism of the story, disentangled from detail which may
have been true enough in a lesser way, is clear to every reader. It tells that love is
strong as death—that old sweet assurance which the lover in Canticles also
discovered. Love is indeed set here under conditions, or rather it has perceived the
conditions which the order of things has set, and these conditions have been violated.
But still the voice of the severed head, crying out the beloved name as the waters bore
it to the sea, speaks in its own exquisite way the final word. It gives the same
assurance with the same thrill which we feel when we read the story of Herakles
wrestling with death for the body of Alkestis, and winning the woman back from her very
tomb.

But before love can be a match for death, it first must conquer life, and the early story of
the power of Orpheus over the wild beasts, restoring, as it does, an earthly paradise in
which there is nothing but gentleness, marks the conquest of life by love. All life’s
wildness and savagery, which seem to give the lie to love continually, are after all
conquerable and may be tamed. And the lesson of it all is the great persuasion that in
the depth of things life is good and not evil. When we come to the second conflict, and
that love which has mastered life now pits itself against death, it goes forward to the
greater adventure with a strange confidence. Who that has looked upon the face of one
dearly beloved who is dead, has not known the leap of the spirit, not so much in
rebellion as in demand? Love is so great a thing that it obviously ought to have this
power, and somehow we are all persuaded that it has it—that death is but a puppet
king, and love the master of the universe after all. The story of Orpheus and Eurydice is
but a faltering expression of this great assurance, yet it does express it.
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For it explains to all who have ears to hear, what are the real enemies of love which can
weaken it in its conflict with death. The Thracian women, those drunken bacchanals
that own no law but their desires, stand for the lawless claim and attack of the lower life
upon the higher. They but repeat, in exaggerated and delirious form, the sad story of
the forfeiture of Eurydice. It is the touch of lawlessness, of haste, of selfishness, that
costs love its victory and finally slays it, so far as love can be slain.

In this wonderful story we have a pure Greek creation in the form of one of the finest
sagas of the world. The battle between the pagan and ideal aspects of life is seen in
countless individual touches throughout the story; but the whole tale is one continuous
symbolic warning against paganism, and a plea for idealism urged in the form of a
mighty contrast. Love is here seen in its most spiritual aspect. Paganism enters with
the touch of lawlessness. On the large scale the battle was fought out some centuries
later, in the days of the Roman Empire, for all the world to see. The two things which
give their character to the centuries from Augustus to Constantine are the persistent cry
of man for immortality, and the strong lusts of the flesh which silenced it. On the smaller
scale of each individual life, men and women will understand to the end of time, from
their own experience, the story of Orpheus.

It is peculiarly interesting to remember that the figure of the sweet singer grew into the
centre of a great religious creed. The cult of Orphism, higher and more spiritual than
that of either Eleusis or Dionysus, appears as early as the sixth century B.C., and
reaches its greatest in the fifth and fourth centuries. The Orphic hymns proclaim the
high doctrine of the divineness of all life, and open, at least for the hopes of men, the
gates of immortality. The secret societies which professed the cult had the strongest
possible influence upon the thought of early Athens, but their most prominent effect is
seen in Plato, who derived from them his main doctrines of pre-existence, penance,
reincarnation and the final purification of the soul. Even the early Christians, who hated
so bitterly many of the myths of paganism, and found in them nothing but doctrines of
devils, treated this story tenderly, blended the picture of Orpheus with that of their own
Good Shepherd, and found it edifying to Christian faith.

One more instance may be given in the story of Apollo, in which, more perhaps than in
any other, there is an amazing combination of bad and good elements. On the one
hand there are the innumerable immoralities and savageries that are found in all the
records of mythology. On the other hand, he who flays Marsias alive and visits the
earth with plagues is also the healer of men. He is the cosmopolitan god of the
brotherhood of mankind, the spirit of wisdom whose oracle acknowledged and inspired
Socrates, and, generally, the incarnation of the “glory of the Lord.”
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We cannot here touch upon the marvellous tales of Delos and of Delphi, nor repeat the
strains that Pindar sang, sitting in his iron chair beside the shrine. This much at least
we may say, that both the Apollo of Delos and the Apollo of Delphi are foreign gods,
each of whom appropriated to his own use a sacred place where the ancient earth-
bound religion had already established its rites. The Greeks brought with them a
splendid god from their former home, but in his new shrine he was identified with a local
god, very far from splendid; and this seems to be the most reasonable explanation of
the inconsistency between the revolting and the beautiful elements in his worship.
Pindar at least repudiated the relics of the poorer cult, and cried concerning such stories
as were current then, “Oh, my tongue, fling this tale from thee; it is a hateful cleverness
that slanders gods.” No one who has realised the power and glory of the Eastern sun,
can wonder at the identification both of the good and bad symbolism with the orb of
day. Sun-worship is indeed a form of nature-worship, and there are physical reasons
obvious enough for its being able to incorporate both the clean and unclean, both the
deadly and the benign legends. Yet there is a splendour in it which is seen in its
attraction for such minds as those of Aurelian and Julian, and which is capable of
refinement in the delicate spirituality of Mithra, that worship of the essential principle of
light, the soul of sunshine. In the worship of Apollo we have a combination, than which
none on record is more striking, of the finest spirituality with the crudest paganism.

Here then, in the magical arena of the early world of Greece, we see in one of its most
romantic forms the age-long strife between paganism and spirituality. We have taken at
random four of the most popular stories of Greece. We have found in each of them
pagan elements partly bequeathed by that earlier and lower earth-bound worship which
preceded the Olympians, partly added in decadent days when the mind of man was
turned from the heights and grovelling again. But we have seen a deeper meaning in
them, far further-reaching than any story of days and nights or of years and seasons. It
Is a story of the aspiring spirit which is ever wistful here on the green earth (although
that indeed is pleasant), and which finds its home among high thoughts, and ideas
which dwell in heaven. We shall see many aspects of the same twofold thought and
life, as we move about from point to point among the literature of later days. Yet we
shall seldom find any phase of the conflict which has not been prophesied, or at least
foreshadowed, in these legends of the dawn. The link that binds the earliest to the
latest page of literature is just that human nature which, through all changes of country
and of time, remains essentially the same. It is this which lends to our subject its
individual as well as its historical interest. The battle is for each of us our own battle,
and its victories and defeats are our own.
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LECTURE II

MARIUS THE EPICUREAN

Much has been written, before and after the day of Walter Pater, concerning that
singularly pure and yet singularly disappointing character, Marcus Aurelius, and his
times. The ethical and religious ferment of the period has been described with great
fullness and sympathy by Professor Dill. Yet it may be said, without fear of
contradiction, that no book has ever been written, nor is likely ever to appear, which has
conveyed to those who came under its spell a more intimate and familiar conception of
that remarkable period and man than that which has been given by Walter Pater’s
Marius the Epicurean.

Opinion is divided about the value of Pater’s work, and if it be true that some of his
admirers have provoked criticism by their unqualified praise, it is no less true that many
of his detractors appear never to have come in contact with his mind at all. Born in
1839, he spent the greater part of his life in Queen’s College, Oxford, where he died in
1894. As literary critic, humanist, and master of a thoroughly original style, he made a
considerable impression upon his generation from the first; but it may be safely said that
it is only now, when readers are able to look upon his work in a more spacious and
leisurely way, that he and his contribution to English thought and letters have come to
their own.

The family was of Dutch extraction, and while the sons of his grandfather were trained
in the Roman Catholic religion, the daughters were Protestants from their childhood.

His father left the Roman Catholic communion early in life, without adopting any other
form of Christian faith. It is not surprising that out of so strongly marked and widely
mingled a heredity there should have emerged a writer prone to symbolism and open to
the sense of beauty in ritual, and yet too cosmopolitan to accept easily the conventional
religious forms. Before his twentieth year he had come under the influence of Ruskin’s
writings, but he soon parted from that wayward and contradictory master, whose brilliant
dogmatism enslaved so thoroughly, but so briefly, the taste of young England. Ruskin,
however, had awakened Pater, although to a style of criticism very different from his
own, and for this service we owe him much. The environment of Oxford subjected his
spirit to two widely different sets of influences. On the one hand, he was in contact with
such men as Jowett, Nettleship, and Thomas Hill Green: on the other hand, with
Swinburne, Burne-Jones, and the pre-Raphaelites. Thus the awakened spirit felt the
dominion both of a high spiritual rationalism, and of the beauty of flesh and the charm of
the earth. A visit to Italy in company with Shadwell, and his study of the Renaissance
there, made him an enthusiastic humanist. The immediate product of this second
awakening was the Renaissance Essays, a very remarkable volume of his early work.
Twelve years later, Marius the Epicurean, his second book, appeared in 1885. In Dr.
Gosse, Pater has found an interpreter of rare sympathy and insight, whose
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appreciations of his contemporaries are, in their own right, fine contributions to modern
literature.
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The characteristics of his style were also those both of his thought and of his character.
Dr. Gosse has summed up the reserve and shy reticence and the fastidious taste which
always characterise his work, in saying that he was “one of the most exquisite, most
self-respecting, the most individual prose writers of the age.” Even in the matter of style
he consciously respected his own individuality, refusing to read either Stevenson or
Kipling for fear that their masterful strength might lead him out of his path. Certainly his
bitterest enemies could not accuse him of borrowing from either of them. Mr. Kipling is
apt to sacrifice everything to force, while Pater is perhaps the gentlest writer of our
time. In Stevenson there is a delicate and yet vigorous human passion, but also a
sense of fithess, a consciousness of style that is all his own. He is preaching, and not
swearing at you, as you often feel Mr. Kipling to be doing. To preach at one may be
indeed to take a great liberty, but of course much will depend upon whether the
preaching is good preaching. Be that as it may, Pater is distinctive, and borrows
nothing from any writer whose influence can be traced in his work. He neither swears
nor preaches, but weaves about his reader a subtle film of thought, through whose
gossamer all things seem to suffer a curious change, and to become harmonious and
suggestive, as dark and quiet-coloured things often are. The writer does not force
himself upon his readers, nor tempt even the most susceptible to imitate him; rather he
presupposes himself, and dominates without appearing. His reticence, to which we
have already referred, is one of his most characteristic qualities. Dr. Gosse ascribes it
to a somewhat low and sluggish vitality of physical spirits. For one in this condition “the
first idea in the presence of anything too vivacious is to retreat, and the most obvious
form of social retreat is what we call affectation.” That Pater’s style has impressed
many readers as affected there can be no question, and it is as unquestionable that Dr.
Gosse’s explanation is the true one.

His style has been much abused by critics who have found it easy to say smart things
about such tempting peculiarities. We may admit at once that the writing is laboured
and shows constant marks of the tool. The same criticism applies, for that matter, to
much that Stevenson has written. But unless a man'’s style is absolutely offensive,
which Pater’s emphatically is not, it is a wise rule to accept it rather as a revelation of
the man than as a chance for saying clever things. As one reads the work of some of
our modern critics, one cannot but perceive and regret how much of pleasure and of
profit their cleverness has cost them. Acknowledging his laboriousness and even his
affectation, we still maintain that the style of Walter Pater is a very adequate expression
of his mind. There is a calm suggestive atmosphere, a spirit half-childish and half-aged
about
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his work. It is the work of a solemn and sensitive child, who has kept the innocence of
his eye for impressions, and yet brought to his speech the experience, not of years only,
but of centuries. He has many things to teach directly; but even when he is not teaching
so, the air you breathe with its delicate suggestion of faint odours, the perfect taste in
selection, the preferences and shrinkings and shy delights, all proclaim a real and high
culture. And, after all, the most notable point in his style is just its exactness. Over-
precise it may be sometimes, and even meticulous, yet that is because it is the exact
expression of a delicate and subtle mind. In his Appreciations he lays down, as a first
canon for style, Flaubert’s principle of the search, the unwearied search, not for the
smooth, or winsome, or forcible word as such, but, quite simply and honestly, for the
word’s adjustment to its meaning. It will be said in reply to any such defence that the
highest art is to conceal art. That is an old saying and a hard one, and it is not possible
to apply its rule in every instance. Pater’'s immense sense of the value of words, and
his choice of exact expressions, resulted in language marvellously adapted to indicate
the almost inexpressible shades of thought. When a German struggles for the
utterance of some mental complexity he fashions new compounds of words; a
Frenchman helps out his meaning by gesture, as the Greek long ago did by tone. Pater
knows only one way of overcoming such situations, and that is by the painful search for
the unigue word that he ought to use.

One result of this habit is that he has enriched our literature with a large number of
pregnant phrases which, it is safe to prophesy, will take their place in the vernacular of
literary speech. “Hard gem-like flame,” “Drift of flowers,” “Tacitness of mind,”—such are
some memorable examples of the exact expression of elusive ideas. The house of
literature built in this fashion is a notable achievement in the architecture of language. It
reminds us of his own description of a temple of AEsculapius: “His heart bounded as
the refined and dainty magnificence of the place came upon him suddenly, in the flood
of early sunshine, with the ceremonial lights burning here and there, and with all the
singular expression of sacred order, a surprising cleanliness and simplicity.” Who would
not give much to be able to say the thing he wants to say so exactly and so beautifully
as that is said? Indeed the love of beauty is the key both to the humanistic thought and
to the simple and lingering style of Pater’s writing. If it is not always obviously simple,
that is never due either to any vagueness or confusion of thought, but rather to a
struggle to express precise shades of meaning which may be manifold, but which are
perfectly clear to himself.
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A mind so sensitive to beauty and so fastidious in judging of it and expressing it, must
necessarily afford a fine arena for the conflict between the tendencies of idealism and
paganism. Here the great struggle between conscience and desire, the rivalry of culture
and restraint, the choice between Athens and Jerusalem, will present a peculiarly
interesting spectacle. In Walter Pater both elements are strongly marked. The love of
ritual, and a constitutional delight in solemnities of all kinds, was engrained in his
nature. The rationalism of Green and Jowett, with its high spirituality lighting it from
within, drove off the ritual for a time at least. The result of these various elements is a
humanism for which he abandoned the profession of Christianity with which he had
begun. Yet he could not really part from that earlier faith, and for a time he was, as Dr.
Gosse has expressed it, “not all for Apollo, and not all for Christ.” The same writer
guotes as applicable to him an interesting phrase of Daudet’s, “His brain was a
disaffected cathedral,” and likens him to that mysterious face of Mona Lisa, of whose
fantastic enigma Pater himself has given the most brilliant and the most intricate
description. From an early Christian idealism, through a period of humanistic paganism,
he passed gradually and naturally back to the abandoned faith again, but in readopting
it he never surrendered the humanistic gains of the time between. He accepted in their
fullness both ideals, and so spiritualised his humanism and humanised his idealism.
Anything less rich and complete than this could never have satisfied him. Self-denial is
obviously not an end in itself; and yet the real end, the fulfilment of nature, can never by
any possibility be attained by directly aiming at it, but must ever involve self-denial as a
means towards its attainment. It is Pater’s clear sight of the necessity of these two
facts, and his lifelong attempt to reconcile them, that give him, from the ethical and
religious point of view, his greatest importance.

The story of this reconciliation is Marius the Epicurean. It is a spiritual biography telling
the inner history of a Roman youth of the time of Marcus Aurelius. It begins with an
appreciative interpretation of the old Roman religion as it was then, and depicts the
family celebrations by which the devout were wont to seek “to produce an agreement
with the gods.” Among the various and beautiful tableaux of that Roman life, we see the
solemn thoughtful boy reading hard and becoming a precocious idealist, too old already
for his years, but relieving the inward tension by much pleasure in the country and the
open air. Atime of delicate health brings him and us to a temple of AEsculapius. The
priesthood there is a kind of hospital college brotherhood, whose teaching and way of
life inculcate a mysteriously sacramental character in all matters of health and the body.
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Like all other vital youths, Marius must eat of the tree of knowledge and become a
guestioner of hitherto accepted views. “The tyrannous reality of things visible,” and all
the eager desire and delight of youth, make their strong appeal. Two influences favour
the temptation. First there is his friend, Flavian the Epicurean, of the school that
delights in pleasure without afterthought, and is free from the burden and restraint of
conscience; and later on, The Golden Book of Apuleius, with its exquisite story of Cupid
and Psyche, and its search for perfectness in the frankly material life. The moral of its
main story is that the soul must not look upon the face of its love, nor seek to analyse
too closely the elements from which it springs. Spirituality will be left desolate if it
breaks this ban, and its wiser course is to enjoy without speculation. Thus we see the
youth drawn earthwards, yet with a clinging sense of far mystic reaches, which he
refuses as yet to explore. The death of Flavian rudely shatters this phase of his
experience, and we find him face to face with death. The section begins with the
wonderful hymn of the Emperor Hadrian to his dying soul—

Dear wanderer, gipsy soul of mine,

Sweet stranger, pleasing guest and comrade of my flesh,
Whither away? Into what new land,

Pallid one, stoney one, naked one?

But the sheer spectacle and fact of death is too violent an experience for such sweet
consolations, and the death of Flavian comes like a final revelation of nothing less than
the soul’s extinction. Not unnaturally, the next phase is a rebound into epicureanism,
spiritual indeed in the sense that it could not stoop to low pleasures, but living wholly in
the present none the less, with a strong and imperative appreciation of the fullness of
earthly life.

The next phase of the life of Marius opens with a journey to Rome, during which he
meets a second friend, the soldier Cornelius. This very distinctly drawn character
fascinates the eye from the first. In him we meet a kind of earnestness which seems to
interpret and fit in with the austere aspects of the landscape. It is different from that
disciplined hardness which was to be seen in Roman soldiers as the result of their
military training; indeed, it seems as if this were some new kind of knighthood, whose
mingled austerity and blitheness were strangely suggestive of hitherto unheard-of
achievements in character.

The impression made by Rome upon the mind of Marius was a somewhat morbid one.
He was haunted more or less by the thought of its passing and its eventual ruin, and he
found much, both in its religion and its pleasure, to criticise. The dominant figure in the
imperial city was that of Marcus Aurelius the Emperor, so famous in his day that for two
hundred years after his death his image was cherished among the Penates of many
pious families. Amid much that was admirable in him, there was a certain chill
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in his stoicism, and a sense of lights fading out into the night. His words in praise of
death, and much else of his, had of course a great distinction. Yet in his private
intercourse with Marcus Aurelius, Marius was not satisfied, nor was it the bleak sense
that all is vanity which troubled him, but rather a feeling of mediocrity—of a too easy
acceptance of the world—in the imperial philosophy. For in the companionship of
Cornelius there was a foil to the stoicism of Marcus Aurelius, and his friend was more
truly an aristocrat than his Emperor. Cornelius did not accept the world in its entirety,
either sadly or otherwise. In him there was “some inward standard ... of distinction,
selection, refusal, amid the various elements of the period and the corrupt life across
which they were moving together.” And, apparently as a consequence of this spirit of
selection, “with all the severity of Cornelius, there was a breeze of hopefulness—-
freshness and hopefulness—as of new morning, about him.” Already, it may be, the
quick intelligence of the reader has guessed what is coming. Jesus Christ said of
Himself on one occasion, “For distinctions | am come into the world.” Marius’ criticism
of the Emperor reached its climax in his disgust at the amusements of the amphitheatre,
which also Marcus Aurelius accepted.

There follows a long account of Roman life and thought, with much speculation as to the
ideal commonwealth. That dream of the philosophers remains for ever in the air,
detached from actual experiences and institutions, but Marius felt himself passing
beyond it to something in which it would be actually realised and visibly localised, “the
unseen Rome on high.” Thus in correcting and supplementing the philosophies, and in
insisting upon some actual embodiment of them on the earth, he is groping his way
point by point to Christ. The late Dean Church has said: “No one can read the
wonderful sayings of Seneca, Epictetus, or Marcus Aurelius, without being impressed,
abashed perhaps, by their grandeur. No one can read them without wondering the next
moment why they fell so dead—how little response they seem to have awakened round
them.” Itis precisely at this point that the young Christian Church found its opportunity.
Pagan idealisms were indeed in the air. The Christian idealism was being realised upon
the earth, and it was this with which Marius was now coming into contact.

So he goes on until he is led up to two curious houses. The first of these was the house
of Apuleius, where in a subtle and brilliant system of ideas it seemed as if a ladder had
been set up from earth to heaven. But Marius discovered that what he wanted was the
thing itself and not its mere theory, a life of realised ideals and not a dialectic. The
second house was more curious still. Much pains is spent upon the description of it with
its “quiet signs of wealth, and of a noble taste,” in which both colour and form, alike of
stones and flowers, seemed
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expressive of a rare and potent beauty in the personality that inhabited them. There
were inscriptions there to the dead martyrs, inscriptions full of confidence and peace.
Old pagan symbols were there also—Herakles wrestling with death for possession of
Alkestis, and Orpheus taming the wild beasts—blended naturally with new symbols
such as the Shepherd and the sheep, and the Good Shepherd carrying the sick lamb
upon his shoulder. The voice of singers was heard in the house of an evening singing
the candle hymn, “Hail, Heavenly Light.” Altogether there seemed here to be a
combination of exquisite and obvious beauty with “a transporting discovery of some fact,
or series of facts, in which the old puzzle of life had found its solution.”

It was none other than the Church of the early Christian days that Marius had stumbled
on, under the guidance of his new friend; and already in heart he had actually become a
Christian without knowing it, for these friends of comeliness seemed to him to have
discovered the secret of actualising the ideal as none others had done. At such a
moment in his spiritual career it is not surprising that he should hesitate to look upon
that which would “define the critical turning-point,” yet he looked. He saw the blend of
Greek and Christian, each at its best—the martyrs’ hope, the singers’ joy and health. In
this “minor peace of the Church,” so pure, so delicate, and so vital that it made the
Roman life just then “seem like some stifling forest of bronze-work, transformed, as if by
malign enchantment, out of the generations of living trees,” he seemed to see the
possibility of satisfaction at last. For here there was a perfect love and self-sacrifice,
outwardly expressed with a mystic grace better than the Greek blitheness, and a new
beauty which contrasted brightly with the Roman insipidity. It was the humanism of
Christianity that so satisfied him, standing as it did for the fullness of life, in spite of all its
readiness for sacrifice. And it was effective too, for it seemed to be doing rapidly what
the best paganism was doing very slowly—attaining, almost without thinking about it,
the realisation of the noblest ideals.

“And so it came to pass that on this morning Marius saw for the first time the wonderful
spectacle—wonderful, especially, in its evidential power over himself, over his own
thoughts—of those who believe. There were noticeable, among those present, great
varieties of rank, of age, of personal type. The Roman ingenuus, with the white toga
and gold ring, stood side by side with his slave; and the air of the whole company was,
above all, a grave one, an air of recollection. Coming thus unexpectedly upon this large
assembly, so entirely united, in a silence so profound, for purposes unknown to him,
Marius felt for a moment as if he had stumbled by chance upon some great conspiracy.
Yet that could scarcely be, for the people here collected might have figured as the
earliest handsel, or pattern, of a
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new world, from the very face of which discontent had passed away. Corresponding to
the variety of human type there present, was the various expression of every form of
human sorrow assuaged. What desire, what fulfilment of desire, had wrought so
pathetically on the features of these ranks of aged men and women of humble
condition? Those young men, bent down so discreetly on the details of their sacred
service, had faced life and were glad, by some science, or light of knowledge they had,
to which there had certainly been no parallel in the older world. Was some credible
message from beyond 'the flaming rampart of the world'—a message of hope regarding
the place of men’s souls and their interest in the sum of things—already moulding anew
their very bodies, and looks, and voices, now and here? At least, there was a cleansing
and kindling flame at work in them, which seemed to make everything else Marius had
ever known look comparatively vulgar and mean.”

The spectacle of the Sacrament adds its deep impression, “bread and wine especially
—pure wheaten bread, the pure white wine of the Tusculan vineyards. There was here
a veritable consecration, hopeful and animating, of the earth’s gifts, of old dead and
dark matter itself, now in some way redeemed at last, of all that we can touch and see,
in the midst of a jaded world that had lost the true sense of such things.”

The sense of youth in it all was perhaps the dominating impression—the youth that was
yet old as the world in experience and discovery of the true meaning of life. The young
Christ was rejuvenating the world, and all things were being made new by him.

This is the climax of the book. He meets Lucian the aged, who for a moment darkens
his dawning faith, but that which has come to him has been no casual emotion, no
forced or spectacular conviction. He does not leap to the recognition of Christianity at
first sight, but very quietly realises and accepts it as that secret after which his pagan
idealism had been all the time groping. The story closes amid scenes of plague and
earthquake and martyrdom in which he and Cornelius are taken prisoners, and he dies
at last a Christian. “It was the same people who, in the grey, austere evening of that
day, took up his remains, and buried them secretly, with their accustomed prayers; but
with joy also, holding his death, according to their generous view in this matter, to have
been of the nature of a martyrdom; and martyrdom, as the Church had always said, was
a kind of Sacrament with plenary grace.”

Such is some very brief and inadequate conception of one of the most remarkable
books of our time, a book “written to illustrate the highest ideal of the aesthetic life, and
to prove that beauty may be made the object of the soul in a career as pure, as
concentrated, and as austere as any that asceticism inspires. Marius is an apology for
the highest Epicureanism, and at the same time it is a texture

35



A

DX:I BOOKRAGS

Page 25

which the author has embroidered with exquisite flowers of imagination, learning, and
passion. Modern humanism has produced no more admirable product than this noble
dream of a pursuit through life of the spirit of heavenly beauty.” Nothing could be more
true, so far as it goes, than this admirable paragraph, yet Pater’s book is more than
that. The main drift of it is the reconciliation of Hellenism with Christianity in the
experience of a man “bent on living in the full stream of refined sensation,” who finds
Christianity in every point fulfilling the ideals of Epicureanism at its best.

The spiritual stages through which Marius passes on his journey towards this goal are
most delicately portrayed. In the main these are three, which, though they recur and
intertwine in his experience, yet may be fairly stated in their natural order and sequence
as normal types of such spiritual progress.

The first of these stages is a certain vague fear of evil, which seems to be conscience
hardly aware of itself as such. It is “the sense of some unexplored evil ever dogging his
footsteps,” which reached its keenest poignancy in a constitutional horror of serpents,
but which is a very subtle and undefinable thing, observable rather as an undertone to
his consciousness of life than as anything tangible enough to be defined or accounted
for by particular causes. On the journey to Rome, the vague misgivings took shape in
one definite experience. “From the steep slope a heavy mass of stone was detached,
after some whisperings among the trees above his head, and rushing down through the
stillness fell to pieces in a cloud of dust across the road just behind him, so that he felt
the touch upon his heel.” That was sufficient, just then, to rouse out of its hiding-place
his old vague fear of evil—of one’s “enemies.” Such distress was so much a matter of
constitution with him, that at times it would seem that the best pleasures of life could but
be snatched hastily, in one moment’s forgetfulness of its dark besetting influence. A
sudden suspicion of hatred against him, of the nearness of enemies, seemed all at once
to alter the visible form of things. When tempted by the earth-bound philosophy of the
early period of his development, “he hardly knew how strong that old religious sense of
responsibility, the conscience, as we call it, still was within him—a body of inward
impressions, as real as those so highly valued outward ones—to offend against which,
brought with it a strange feeling of disloyalty, as to a person.” Later on, when the
“acceptance of things” which he found in Marcus Aurelius had offended him, and
seemed to mark the Emperor as his inferior, we find that there is “the loyal conscience
within him, deciding, judging himself and every one else, with a wonderful sort of
authority.” This development of conscience from a vague fear of enemies to a definite
court of appeal in a man’s judgment of life, goes side by side with his approach to
Christianity. The pagan idealism of the early days had never been able to cope with that
sense of enemies, nor indeed to understand it; but in the light of his growing Christian
faith, conscience disentangles itself and becomes clearly defined.
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Another element in the spiritual development of Marius is that which may be called his
consciousness of an unseen companion. Marius was constitutionally personel, and
never could be satisfied with the dry light of pure reason, or with any impersonal ideal
whatsoever. For him the universe was alive in a very real sense. At first, however, this
was the vaguest of sentiments, and it needed much development before it became clear
enough to act as one of the actual forces which played upon his life. We first meet with
it in connection with the philosophy of Marcus Aurelius and his habit of inward
conversation with himself, made possible by means of the Logos, “the reasonable spark
iIn man, common to him with the gods.” “There could be no inward conversation with
oneself such as this, unless there were indeed some one else aware of our actual
thoughts and feelings, pleased or displeased at one’s disposition of oneself.” This, in a
dim way, seemed a fundamental necessity of experience—one of those “beliefs, without
which life itself must be almost impossible, principles which had their sufficient ground
of evidence in that very fact.” So far Marcus Aurelius. But the conviction of some
august yet friendly companionship in life beyond the veil of things seen, took form for
Marius in a way far more picturesque. The passage which describes it is one of the
finest in the book, and may be given at length.

“Through a dreamy land he could see himself moving, as if in another life, and like
another person, through all his fortunes and misfortunes, passing from point to point,
weeping, delighted, escaping from various dangers. That prospect brought him, first of
all, an impulse of lively gratitude: it was as if he must look round for some one else to
share his joy with: for some one to whom he might tell the thing, for his own relief.
Companionship, indeed, familiarity with others, gifted in this way or that, or at least
pleasant to him, had been, through one or another long span of it, the chief delight of
the journey. And was it only the resultant general sense of such familiarity, diffused
through his memory, that in a while suggested the question whether there had not been
—Dbesides Flavian, besides Cornelius even, and amid the solitude which in spite of
ardent friendship he had perhaps loved best of all things—some other companion, an
unfailing companion, ever at his side throughout; doubling his pleasure in the roses by
the way, patient of his peevishness or depression, sympathetic above all with his
grateful recognition, onward from his earliest days, of the fact that he was there at all?
Must not the whole world around have faded away for him altogether, had he been left
for one moment really alone in it?” One can see in this sense of constant
companionship the untranslated and indeed the unexamined Christian doctrine of God.
And, because this God is responsive to all the many-sided human experience which
reveals Him, it will be an actual preparation not for Theism only, but for that complexity
in unity known as the Christian Trinity. Nothing could better summarise this whole
achievement in religion than Pater’s apt sentence, “To have apprehended the Great
Ideal, so palpably that it defined personal gratitude and the sense of a friendly hand laid
upon him amid the shadows of the world.”
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The third essential development of Marius’ thought is that of the City of God, which for
him assumes the shape of a perfected and purified Rome, the concrete embodiment of
the ideals of life and character. This is indeed the inevitable sequel of any such spiritual
developments as the fear of enemies and the sense of an unseen companion. Man
moves inevitably to the city, and all his ideals demand an embodiment in social form
before they reach their full power and truth. In that house of life which he calls society,
he longs to see his noblest dreams find a local habitation and a name. This is the grand
ideal passed from hand to hand by the greatest and most outstanding of the world’s
seers—from Plato to Augustine, from Augustine to Dante—the ideal of the City of God.
It is but little developed in the book which we are now considering, for that would be
beside the purpose of so intimate and inward a history. Yet we see, as it were, the
towers and palaces of this “dear City of Zeus” shining in the clear light of the early
Christian time, like the break of day over some vast prospect, with the new City, as it
were some celestial new Rome, in the midst of it.

These are but a few glimpses at this very significant and far-reaching book, which
indeed takes for its theme the very development from pagan to Christian idealism with
which we are dealing. Init, in countless bright and vivid glances, the beauty of the
world is seen with virgin eye. Many phases of that beauty belong to the paganism
which surrounds us as we read, yet these are purified from all elements that would
make them pagan in the lower sense, and under our eyes they free themselves for
spiritual flights which find their resting-place at last and become at once intelligible and
permanent in the faith of Jesus Christ.

LECTURE Il

THE TWO FAUSTS

It may seem strange to pass immediately from the time of Marcus Aurelius to Marlowe
and Goethe, and yet the tale upon which these two poets wrought is one whose roots
are very deep in history, and which revives in a peculiarly vital and interesting fashion
the age-long story of man’s great conflict. Indeed the saga on which it is founded
belongs properly to no one period, but is the tragic drama of humanity. It tells, through
all the ages, the tale of the struggle between earth and the spiritual world above it; and
the pagan forms which are introduced take us back into the classical mythology, and
indeed into still more ancient times.

The hero of the story must be clearly distinguished from Fust the printer, a wealthy
goldsmith of Mayence, who, in the middle of the fifteenth century, was partner with
Gutenberg in the new enterprise of printing. Robert Browning, in Fust and his Friends,
tells us, with great vivacity, the story of the monks who tried to exorcise the magic spirits
from Fust, but forgot their psalm, and so caused an awkward pause during which Fust
retired and brought out a printed copy of the psalm for each of them. The only
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connection with magic which this Fust had, was that so long as this or any other
process was kept secret, it was attributed to supernatural powers.
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Faust, although a contemporary of Fust the printer, was a very different character.
Unfortunately, our information about him comes almost entirely from his enemies, and
their accounts are by no means sparing in abuse. Trithemius, a Benedictine abbot of
Spanheim in the early part of the sixteenth century, writes of him with the most virulent
contempt, as a debauched person and a criminal whose overweening vanity arrogated
to itself the most preposterous supernatural powers. It would appear that he had been
some sort of travelling charlatan, whose performing horse and dog were taken for evil
spirits, like Esmeralda’s goat in Victor Hugo’s Notre Dame. Even Melanchthon and
Luther seem to have shared the common view of him, and at last there was published at
Frankfurt the Historie of the Damnable Life and Deserved Death of Dr. John Faustus.
The date of this work is 1587, and a translation of it appeared in London in 1592. ltis a
discursive composition, founded upon reminiscences of some ancient stroller who lived
very much by his wits; but it took such a hold upon the imagination of the time that, by
the latter part of the sixteenth century, Faust had become the necromancer par
excellence. Into the Faust-book there drifted endless necromantic lore from the Middle
Ages and earlier times. It seems to have had some connection with Jewish legends of
magicians who invoked the Satanim, or lowest grade of elemental spirits not unlike the
“elementals” of modern popular spiritualism. It was the story of a Christian selling his
soul to the powers of darkness, and it had behind it one of the poems of Hrosvitha of
Gandersheim which relates a similar story of an archdeacon of Cilicia of the sixth
century, and also the popular tradition of Pope Sylvester the Second, who was
suspected of having made the same bargain. Yet, as Lebahn says, “The Faust-legend
in its complete form was the creation of orthodox Protestantism. Faust is the foil to
Luther, who worsted the Devil with his ink-bottle when he sought to interrupt the sacred
work of rendering the Bible into the vulgar tongue.” This legend, by the way, is a
peculiarly happy one, for Luther not only aimed his ink-bottle at the Devil, but most
literally and effectively hit him with it, when he wrote those books that changed the face
of religious Europe.

The Historie had an immense and immediate popularity, and until well into the
nineteenth century it was reproduced and sold throughout Europe. As we read it, we
cannot but wonder what manner of man it really was who attracted to himself such age-
long hatred and fear, and held the interest of the centuries. In many respects,
doubtless, his story was like that of Paracelsus, in whom the world has recognised the
struggle of much good with almost inevitable evil, and who, if he had been born in
another generation, might have figured as a commanding spiritual or scientific authority.
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Christopher Marlowe was born at Canterbury in 1564, two months before Shakespeare.
He was the son of a shoemaker, and was the pupil of Kett, a fellow and tutor of Corpus
Christi College. This tutor was probably accountable for much in the future Marlowe, for
he was a mystic, and was burnt for heresy in 1589. After a short and extremely violent
life, the pupil followed his master four years later to the grave, having been killed in a
brawl under very disgraceful circumstances. He only lived twenty-nine years, and yet
he, along with Kyd, changed the literature of England. Lyly's Pastorals had been the
favourite reading of the people until these men came, keen and audacious, to lead and
sing their “brief, fiery, tempestuous lives.” When they wrote their plays and created their
villains, they were not creating so much as remembering. Marlowe’s plays were four,
and they were all influential. His Edward the Second was the precursor of the historical
plays of Shakespeare. His other plays were Tamburlaine the Great, Dr. Faustus, and
The Jew of Malta (Barabbas). These three were all upon congenial lines, expressing
that Titanism in revolt against the universe which was the inspiring spirit of Marlowe.
But it was the character of Faust that especially fascinated him, for he found in the
ancient magician a pretty clear image of his own desires and ambitions. He was one of
those who loved “the dangerous edge of things,” and, as Charles Lamb said, “delighted
to dally with interdicted subjects.” The form of the plays is loose and broken, and yet
there is a pervading larger unity, not only of dramatic action, but of spirit. The laughter
is loud and coarse, the terror unrelieved, and the splendour dazzling. There is no
guestion as to the greatness of this work as permanent literature. It has long outlived
the amazing detractions of Hallam and of Byron, and will certainly be read so long as
English is a living tongue.

The next stage in this curious history is a peculiarly interesting one. In former days
there sprang up around every great work of art a forest of slighter literature, in the
shape of chap-books, ballads, and puppet plays. By far the most popular of the puppet
plays was that founded upon Marlowe’s Faust. The German version continued to be
played in Germany until three hundred years later. Goethe constructed his masterpiece
largely by its help. English actors travelling abroad had brought back the story to its
native land of Germany, and in every town the bands of strolling players sent Marlowe’s
great conception far and wide. In England also the puppet play was extremely popular.
The drama had moved from the church to the market-place, and much of the
Elizabethan drama appeared in this quaint form, played by wooden figures upon
diminutive boards. To the modern mind nothing could be more incongruous than the
idea of a solemn drama forced to assume a guise so grotesque and childish; but,
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according to Jusserand, much of the stage-work was extremely ghastly, and no doubt it
impressed the multitude. There is even a story of some actors who had gone too far,
and into the midst of whose play the real devil suddenly descended with disastrous
results. It must, however, be allowed that even the serious plays were not without an
abundant element of grotesqueness. The occasion for Faustus’ final speech of despair,
for instance, was the lowering and raising before his eyes of two or three gilded arm-
chairs, representing the thrones in heaven upon which he would never sit. It does not
seem to have occurred to the audience as absurd that heaven should be regarded as a
kind of drawing-room floating in the air, and indeed that idea is perhaps not yet
obsolete. However that may be, it is quite evident that such machinery, ill-suited though
it was to the solemnities of tragedy, must have been abundantly employed in the puppet

plays.

The German puppet play of Faust has been transcribed by Dr. Hamm and translated by
Mr. Hedderwick into English. It was obtained at first with great difficulty, for the
showmen kept the libretto secret, and could not be induced to lend it. Dr. Hamm,
however, followed the play round, listening and committing much of it to memory, and
his version was finally completed when his amanuensis obtained for a day or two the
original manuscript after plying one of the assistants with much beer and wine. It was a
battered book, thumb-marked and soaked with lamp oil, but it has passed on to
posterity one of the most remarkable pieces of dramatic work which have come down to
us from those times.

In all essentials the play is the same as that of Marlowe, except for the constant
interruptions of the clown Casper, who intrudes with his absurdities even into the most
sacred parts of the action, and entirely mars the dreadful solemnity of the end by
demanding his wages from Faust while the clock is striking the diminishing intervals of
the last hour.

It was through this curious intermediary that Goethe went back to Marlowe and created
what has been well called “the most mystic poetic work ever created,” and “the Divina
Commedia of the eighteenth century.” Goethe’s Faust is elemental, like Hamlet.
Readers of Wilhelm Meister will remember how profound an impression Hamlet had
made upon Goethe’s mind, and this double connection between Goethe and the English
drama forms one of the strongest and most interesting of all the links that bind Germany
to England. His Faust was the direct utterance of Goethe’s own inner life. He says:
“The marionette folk of Faust murmured with many voices in my soul. 1, too, had
wandered into every department of knowledge, and had returned early enough, satisfied
with the vanity of science. And life, too, | had tried under various aspects, and always
came back sorrowing and unsatisfied.” Thus Faust lay in the depths of Goethe’s life as
a sort of spiritual pool, mirroring all its incidents and thoughts. The play was begun
originally in the period of his Sturm und Drang, and it remained unpublished until, in old
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age, the ripened mind of the great poet took it over practically unchanged, and added
the calmer and more intellectual parts. The whole of the Marguerite story belongs to the
earlier days.
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There is nothing in the whole of literature which could afford us a finer and more
fundamental account of the battle between paganism and idealism in the soul of man,
than the comparison between the Fausts of Marlowe and of Goethe. But before we
come to this, it may be interesting to notice two or three points of special interest in the
latter drama, which show how entirely pagan are the temptations of Faust.

The first passage to notice is that opening one on Easter Day, where the devil
approaches Faust in the form of a dog. Choruses of women, disciples, and angels are
everywhere in the air; and although the dog appears first in the open, yet the whole
emphasis of the passage is upon the contrast between that brilliant Easter morning with
its sunshine and its music, and the close and darkened study into which Faust has shut
himself. It is true he goes abroad, but it is not to join with the rest in their rejoicing, but
only as a spectator, with all the superiority as well as the wistfulness of his illicit
knowledge. Evidently the impression intended is that of the wholesomeness of the
crowd and the open air. He who goes in with the rest of men in their sorrow and their
rejoicing cannot but find the meaning of Easter morning for himself. It is a festival of
earth and the spring, an earth idealised, whose spirit is incarnate in the risen Christ.
Faust longs to share in that, and on Easter Eve tries in vain to read his Gospel and to
feel its power. But the only cure for such morbid introspectiveness as his, is to cast
oneself generously into the common life of man, and the refusal to do this invites the
pagan devil.

Another point of interest is the coming of the Erdgeist immediately after the
Weltschmerz. The sorrow that has filled his heart with its melancholy sense of the
vanity and nothingness of life, and the thousandfold pity and despondency which go to
swell that sad condition, are bound to create a reaction more or less violent towards that
sheer worldliness which is the essence of paganism. In Bunyan’s Pilgrim’s Progress it
is immediately after his floundering in the Slough of Despond that Christian is accosted
by Mr. Worldly Wiseman. Precisely the same experience is recorded here in Faust,
although the story is subtler and more complex than that of Bunyan. The Erdgeist
which comes to the saddened scholar is a noble spirit, vivifying and creative. It is the
world in all its glorious fullness of meaning, quite as true an idealism as that which is
expressed in the finest spirit of the Greeks. But for Faust it is too noble. His morbid
gloom has enervated him, and the call of the splendid earth is beyond him. So there
comes, instead of it, a figure as much poorer than that of Worldly Wiseman as the
Erdgeist is richer. Wagner represents the poor commonplace world of the wholly
unideal. It is infinitely beneath the soul of Faust, and yet for the time it conquers him,
being nearer to his mood. Thus Mephistopheles finds his opportunity. The scholar,
embittered with the sense that knowledge is denied to him, will take to mere action; and
the action will not be great like that which the Erdgeist would have prompted, but poor
and unsatisfying to any nobler spirit than that of Wagner.
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The third incident which we may quote is that of Walpurgis-Night. Some critics would
omit this part, which, they say, “has naught of interest in bearing on the main plot of the
poem.” Nothing could be more mistaken than such a judgment. In the Walpurgis-Night
we have the play ending in that sheer paganism which is the counterpart to Easter Day
at the beginning. Walpurgis has a strange history in German folklore. It is said that
Charlemagne, conquering the German forests for the Christian faith, drove before him a
horde of recalcitrant pagans, who took a last shelter among the trees of the Brocken.
There, on the pagan May-day, in order to celebrate their ancient rites unmolested, they
dressed themselves in all manner of fantastic and bestial masks, so as to frighten off
the Christianising invaders from the revels. The Walpurgis of Faust exhibits paganism
at its lowest depths. Sir Mammon is the host who invites his boisterous guests to the
riot of his festive night. The witches arrive on broomsticks and pitchforks; singing, not
without significance, the warning of woe to all climbers—for here aspiration of any sort
is a dangerous crime. The Crane’s song reveals the fact that pious men are here, in the
Blocksberg, united with devils; introducing the same cynical and desperate disbelief in
goodness which Nathaniel Hawthorne has told in similar fashion in his tale of Young
Goodman Brown; and the most horrible touch of all is introduced when Faust in disgust
leaves the revel, because out of the mouth of the witch with whom he had been dancing
there had sprung a small red mouse. Throughout the whole play the sense of holy and
splendid ideals shines at its brightest in lurid contrast with the hopeless and sordid dark
of the pagan earth.

Returning now to our main point, the comparison of Marlowe’s play with Goethe’s, let us
first of all contrast the temptations in the two. Marlowe’s play is purely theological.
Jusserand finely describes the underlying tragedy of it. “Faust, like Tamburlaine, and
like all the heroes of Marlowe, lives in thought, beyond the limit of the possible. He
thirsts for a knowledge of the secrets of the universe, as the other thirsted for
domination over the world.” Both are Titanic figures exactly in the pagan sense, but the
form of Faustus’ Titanism is the revolt against theology. From the early days of the
Christian persecutions, there had been a tendency to divorce the sacred from the
secular, and to regard all that was secular as being of the flesh and essentially evil. The
mediaeval views of celibacy, hermitage, and the monastic life, had intensified this
divorce; and while many of the monks were interested in human secular learning, yet
there was a feeling, which in many cases became a kind of conscience, that only the
divine learning was either legitimate or safe for a man’s eternal well-being. The Faust of
Marlowe is the Prometheus of his own day. The new knowledge of the Renaissance
had spread like fire
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across Europe, and those who saw in it a resurrection of the older gods and their
secrets, unhesitatingly condemned it. The doctrine of immortality had entirely
supplanted the old Greek ideal of a complete earthly life for man, and all that was
sensuous had come to be regarded as intrinsically sinful. Thus we have for background
a divided universe, in which there is a great gulf fixed between this world and the next,
and a hopeless cleavage between the life of body and that of spirit.

In this connection we may also consider the women of the two plays. Charles Lamb
has asked, “What has Margaret to do with Faust?” and has asserted that she does not
belong to the legend at all. Literally, this is true, in so far as there is no Margaret in the
earlier form of the play, whose interest was, as we have seen, essentially theological.
Yet Margaret belongs to the essential story and cannot be taken out of it. She is the
“eternal feminine,” in which the battle between the spirit and the flesh, between idealism
and paganism, will always make its last stand. Even Marlowe has to introduce a
woman. His Helen is, indeed, a mere incident, for the real bride of the soul must be
either theological or secular science; and yet so essential and so poignant is the
guestion of woman to the great drama, that the passage in which the incident of Helen
Is introduced far surpasses anything else in Marlowe’s play, and indeed is one of the
grandest and most beautiful in all literature.

“Was this the face that launch’d a thousand ships,
And burned the topless towers of Ilium?
Sweet Helen, make me immortal with a kiss.

* k k% %

O, thou art fairer than the evening air,
Clad in the beauty of a thousand stars.”

Still, Marlowe’s motif is not sex but theology. The former heretics whom we named had
been saved—Theophilus by the intervention of the Blessed Virgin Mary, and Pope
Sylvester snatched from the very jaws of hell—by a return to orthodoxy. That was in the
Roman Catholic days, but the savage antithesis between earth and heaven had been
taken over by the conscience of Protestantism, making a duality which rendered life
always intellectually anxious and almost impossible. It is this condition in which
Marlowe finds himself. The good and the evil angels stand to right and left of his
Faustus, pleading with him for and against secular science on the one side and
theological knowledge on the other. For that is the implication behind the contest
between magic and Christianity. “The Faust of the earlier Faust-books and ballads,
dramas, puppet shows, which grew out of them, is damned because he prefers the
human to the divine knowledge. He laid the Holy Scriptures behind the door and under
the bench, refused to be called Doctor of Theology, but preferred to be called Doctor of
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Medicine.” Obviously here we find ourselves in a very lamentable cul-de-sac. Idealism
has floated apart from the earth and all its life, and everything else than theology is
condemned as paganism.
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Goethe changes all that. In the earlier Weltschmerz passages some traces of it still
linger, where Faust renounces theology; but even there it is not theology alone that he
renounces, but philosophy, medicine, and jurisprudence as well, so that his renunciation
is entirely different from that of Marlowe’s Faustus. In Goethe it is no longer one
doctrine or one point of view against another doctrine or another point of view. ltis life,
vitality in all its forms, against all mere doctrine whatsoever.

“Grey, dearest friend, is every theory,
But golden-green is the tree of life.”

Thus the times had passed into a sense of the limits of theology such as has been well
expressed in Rossetti’s lines—

“Let lore of all theology

Be to thee all it can be,

But know,—the power that fashions man
Measured not out thy little span

For thee to take the meting-rod

In turn and so approve on God.”

So in Goethe we have the unsatisfied human spirit with its infinite cravings and longings
for something more than earth can give—something, however, which is not separated
from the earth, and which is entirely different from theological dogma or anything of that
sort. In this, Goethe is expressing a constant yearning of his own, which illuminated all
his writings like a gentle hidden fire within them, hardly seen in many passages and yet
always somehow felt. It is through the flesh that he will find the spirit, through this world
that he will find the next. The quest is ultimately the same as that of Marlowe, but the
form of it is absolutely opposed to his. Goethe is as far from Marlowe’s theological
position as Peer Gynt is, and indeed there is a considerable similarity between Ibsen’s
great play and Goethe’s. As the drama develops, it is true that the love of Faust
becomes sensual and his curiosity morbid; but the tragedy lies no longer in the belief
that sense and curiosity are in themselves wrong, but in the fact that Faust fails to
distinguish their high phases from their low. We have already seen that the Erdgeist
which first appeals to Faust is too great for him, and it is there that the tragedy really
lies. The earth is not an accursed place, and the Erdgeist may well find its home among
the ideals; but Wagner is neither big enough nor clean enough to be man’s guide.

The contrast between the high and low ideals comes to its finest and most tragic in the
story of Margaret. Spiritual and sensual love alternate through the play. Its tragedy and
horror concentrate round the fact that love has followed the lower way. Margaret has
little to give to Faust of fellowship along intellectual or spiritual lines. She is a village
maiden, and he takes from her merely the obvious and lower kind of love. Itis a way
which leads ultimately to the dance of the witches and the cellar of Auerbach, yet Faust
can never be satisfied with these, and from
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the witch’s mouth comes forth the red mouse—the climax of disgust. In Auerbach’s
cellar he sees himself as the pagan man in him would like to be. In Martha one sees
the pagan counterpart to the pure and simple Margaret, just as Mephistopheles is the
pagan counterpart to Faust. The lower forms of life are the only ones in which Martha
and Mephistopheles are at home. For Faust and Margaret the lapse into the lower
forms brings tragedy. Yet it must be remembered also that Faust and Mephistopheles
are really one, for the devil who tempts every man is but himself after all, the animal
side of him, the dog.

The women thus stand for the most poignant aspect of man’s great temptation. It is not,
as we have already said, any longer a conflict between the secular and the sacred that
we are watching, nor even the conflict between the flesh and the spirit. It is between a
higher and a lower way of treating life, flesh and spirit both. Margaret stands for all the
great questions that are addressed to mankind. There are for every man two ways of
doing work, of reading a book, of loving a woman. He who keeps his spiritual life pure
and high finds that in all these things there is a noble path. He who yields to his lower
self will prostitute and degrade them all, and the tragedy that leads on to the mad scene
at the close, where the cries of Margaret have no parallel in literature except those of
Lady Macbeth, is the inevitable result of choosing the pagan and refusing the ideal. The
Blocksberg is the pagan heaven.

A still more striking contrast between the plays meets us when we consider the
respective characters of Mephistopheles. When we compare the two devils we are
reminded of that most interesting passage in Professor Masson’s great essay, which
describes the secularisation of Satan between Paradise Lost and the Faust of Goethe:

“We shall be on the right track if we suppose Mephistopheles to be what Satan has
become after six thousand years.... Goethe’s Mephistopheles is this same being after
the toils and vicissitudes of six thousand years in his new vocation: smaller, meaner,
ignobler, but a million times sharper and cleverer.... For six thousand years he has
been pursuing the walk he struck out at the beginning, plying his self-selected function,
dabbling devilishly in human nature, and abjuring all interest in the grander physics; and
the consequence is, as he himself anticipated, that his nature, once great and
magnificent, has become small, virulent, and shrunken. He, the scheming, enthusiastic
Archangel, has been soured and civilised into the clever, cold-hearted Mephistopheles.”
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Marlowe’s devil is of the solemn earlier kind, not yet degraded into the worldling whom
Goethe has immortalised. Marlowe’s Mephistophilis is essentially the idealist, and it is
his Faust who is determined for the world. One feels about Mephistophilis that he is a
kind of religious character, although under a cloud. The things he does are done to
organ music, and he might be a figure in some stained-glass window of old. Not only is
he “a melancholy devil, with a soul above the customary hell,” but he actually retains a
kind of despairing idealism which somehow ranks him on the side rather of good than of
evil. The puppet play curiously emphasises this. “Tell me,” says Faust, “what would
you do if you could attain to everlasting salvation?” “Hear and despair! Were | to attain
to everlasting salvation, | would mount to heaven on a ladder, though every rung were a
razor edge.” The words are exactly in the spirit of the earlier play. So sad is the devil,
so oppressed with a sense of the horror of it all, that, as we read, it almost seems as if
Faust were tempting the unwilling Mephistophilis to ruin him.

“Why, this is hell, nor am | out of it;

Think’st thou that I, who saw the face of God,
And tasted the eternal joys of heaven,

Am not tormen