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    INTRODUCTION LIFE needs reporters, and creates them everywhere. Not a tree but keeps a tally of the winters and summers it has passed, and in its knots and nodes bears witness to the storms and strains it has endured. Nature even, motionless and inarticulate Nature, is occupied with its autobiography, and preserves its record; buried forests write their history in coalfields, forgotten seas depict their vicissitudes, and show us the form and imprint of their inhabitants in chalk cliffs and gravel-beds; the hardest granite and porphyry blocks testify to their fiery origin and describe the chief mishaps they have suffered. Even the blazing suns analyze themselves through the spectroscope, and invisible stars register their weight and orbit in the deflection of neighboring planets. Not a thought in the mind but inscribes itself in the furthest star, and the development of all sentient life from the dawn of time, is to be read again in the being of the youngest child. And if all creation, from the sun to the grain of sand, tells its story and records its fate, how much the more shall man sing his sorrow and his

  
    vl INTRODUCTION joy? For man is something more than a reporter; and that something more is the source and secret of his ineffable superiority: he is artist as well. He divines the hidden meaning in nature, the half-disclosed aim, and he does this by virtue of the fact that the eternal purpose works in him even more clearly than without him, and shows itself in his very growth. The artist is not content merely to report his sufferings and his pleasures, he makes epics of his adventures, dramas of his strugglings, lyrics of his love. Accordingly when telling of the great men he has met and known the artist-reporter is a prey to conflicting duties. As a reporter he is intent on giving an exact likeness, scrupulously setting down just what his subject said; as an artist he wants to make the portrait a picture and therefore he elaborates and arranges — exaggerating or diminishing this or that feature — In order the better to express the very essence of his sitter's soul. And the sitter is never a fixed quantity; he is always changing, and whether developing or fossilizing has always possibilities in him, the infinite interest of what might have been or may yet be. The obligation on the artist is to create — to make the greatest work of art possible, and there is no other. But still the questions tease: when and how far should one sacrifice truth to beauty, the actual to that which is in process of becoming, the real to the ideal? It seems to me that in proportion as

  
    INTRODUCTION vii the subject is great, one is bound to adhere more closely to the fact. Truth Is needed by the artist in order to make great men credible and their greatness comprehensible. Men of little more than ordinary stature may be handled with greater freedom. One warning must be given here. When I reproduce conversations in this boolc and put the sayings of my contemporaries in inverted commas, it must not be assumed that these are literally accurate : they are my recollection of what took place. The reports are perhaps more exact than most memories would be for this reason; that from the moment of the talk I have been accustomed to tell the story of my meeting and conversation with this or that distinguished man almost as fully as I have set it down here. And once told, the tale was not afterwards altered by me, at least not consciously, and my verbal memory is unusually good. But I am always artist rather than reporter and pretend to spiritual divination and not to verbal accuracy. I put these portraits forth, therefore, as works of art. "Here," I say to my readers, "are some of the most noteworthy of my contemporaries as they appeared to me." New York, 19 15.

  
    CONTEMPORARY PORTRAITS CARLYLE THE servant girl at his house told me that Mr. Carlyle had gone for his usual walk on Chelsea Embankment, so I went off to find him. It was a Sunday in June, about midday; the air was light, the sun warm; the river shone like a riband of silk in the luminous air. My heart beat fast; I was going to meet the greatest of living men, the only one, indeed, of my contemporaries who spoke to me with authentic inspiration and authority. Browning I knew was among the Immortals, one of the very greatest of English poets; a thinker, too, of high impartial curiosity; but apart from his poetic gift. Browning seemed to me a well-read Englishman of ordinary stature, whereas Carlyle was of the race of the giants; like Luther, like Mahomet, one of the elemental forces of humanity. I see now that I rated him above his worth, mistaking literary gift and Biblical solemnity of manner for insight; but then I was all reverence and my heart was thumping — Ah, did you once see Shelley plain? X

  
    2 CONTEMPORARY PORTRAITS What would he say to me — what memorable thing? Every time we had met he had said something I could never forget, something that would remain always as part of the furniture of my mind. What would he say to-day? What did I want him to talk about? He would not be directed: 'twas better to let him take his own course. . . . He looked, I thought, the prophet; his clothes loose and careless, for comfort, not show; the shaggy, unkempt grey thatch of hair; the long head, the bony, almost fleshless face of one who had fasted and suffered; the tyrannous overhanging cliff forehead; the firm, heavy mouth and out-thrust, challenging chin — the face of a fighter; force everywhere, brains and will dominant; strength redeemed by the deepset eyes, most human, beautiful; by turns piercing, luminous, tender-gleaming; pathetic, too, for the lights were usually veiled In brooding sadness broken oftenest by a look of dumb despair and regret; a strong, sad face, the saddest I ever studied — all petrified, so to speak. In tearless misery, as of one who had come to wreck by his own fault and was tortured by remorse — the worm that dieth not. Why was he so wretched? What could be the meaning of it? Age alone could not bring such anguish? What crown had he missed? He had done so much, won imperishable renown; what more did he want? I

  
    CARLYLE 5 felt a little impatient with him. He had done his work, reaped a noble harvest: Die Zeit ist mein Vermacclitniss Wie herrlicli weit und breit. . . . I had only gone a few hundred yards when I caught sight of him walking towards me; he had a sort of loose cloak about him and a soft hat pulled down over his eyes. I suddenly realized that he was very old — an impression one never got when talking to him — his tall figure was shrunken together and much bent; he walked slowly, feebly, leaning heavily on a stout stick: my heart ached for him. He met me without a word; I turned and walked beside him in silence for some little time. He seemed in his most habitual mood of brooding melancholy. "Turner's house," I said at length, pointing to the house just to find a subject of conversation; "did you know him?" He looked across at the house and shook his head. "I took no interest in him," he said, his tone one of tired indifference. . . . "Ruskin praised him extravagantly; but that landscape painting, if you think of it, is a poor thing in comparison with other painting or even with nature herself." (I cannot give his Scotch accent, my readers must imagine it; but it lent a special touch of individuality to all he said.) . . . "In every other art, man puts a soul

  
    4 CONTEMPORARY PORTRAITS and meaning into his work, and that's what we value; but this" (and he waved his hand over the river) "is just beautiful as it is — pairfect without purpose. . . . There is healing in the air and sunshine; but the sun and air and water care nothing for man's dreams or desires; they have no part nor lot wi' us" . . . and he sighed deeply. After waiting a little while I began again, pouring water into the pump: "Lessing thought you could not render a landscape in words, but Goethe knew better, didn't he? He knew one could recall the impression if the scene to be pictured was at once striking and familiar. You remember : — Glatte Flaeche rings umher. Keine Luft von keiner Seite Todesstille fuerchterlich. In der ungeheuren Weite, Reget keine Welle sich. "The words call up a summer sea sleeping breathlessly, with a magic of representment." "Ungeheuren Weite," he repeated, with a strong English accent, "but what good is't? Fd rather have had one word of Goethe about man and man's work in the world, and man's destiny, than pages of such stuff. But about the important things of life he had little enough to say," and he sighed again. "None of us has much. . . . Goethe had a sort of beHef in

  
    CARLYLE 5 immortality; a curious fragmentary hope for a few gifted men?" And he pursed out his Hps, while the sad eyes held me with an unuttered question and appeal. What was I to say? Comfort I had none to give, no gleam of hope: personal immortality being incredible to me, I had put the desire of it away. It hurt that he of all men should solicit the mere reflection or image of the hope — the hero-soul driven to this extremity by the loneliness of the long voyage. Like Columbus ("my hero") he had lived alone with the deeps below and above; contemptuous, envious, mutinous underlings about him, and in front the Unknown. It wrung my heart that I could only look my answer — "You have fought the good fight; left behind you a luminous path for all men for ever — that's your reward." The sense of my utter impotence, the intensity of my sympathy, made me almost rude. "I wonder you admire Goethe so much," I broke out. "His pose as the high and mighty Trismegistus kills him for me as it killed him for Heine. I always see him in his court dress, bestarred, beribboned, bepowdered, sitting on the old feudal wall, dangling buckled pumps and plump calves above the heads of common folk. He had too easy a time of it in life, had Goethe. There is generally something common, greedy, vulgar in your successful man; something servile in the favorite of princes. You remem �

  
    6 CONTEMPORARY PORTRAITS ber how Beethoven reproached Goethe for flunkeyism. The great man should not play flunkey, nor have flunkies about him." Carlyle looked at me. "Ye're a born rebel," he said, as if astonished, "but there's some truth in what ye say. Goethe was a master of realities, and perhaps paid too much attention to them. But I owed him a great deal, the wide-eyed one: he saw everything, accepted .everything, conquered everything— a victorious Bringer of the Light: our modern Prometheus." "Prometheus suffered a martyrdom," I cried; "the light came from his own agony : this man got podgy fat. He was a real thinker, of course, a great man; but he was too pompous and self-admiring to be a hero. He might have stood on his own feet outside the feudal castle; but he climbed up the wall with strain of hands and toes and sat there contentedly; while Heine — well, you know what Heine did to the feudal wall," and I laughed irreverently. "Heine!" cried Carlyle, stopping abruptly in his walk : "Heine was a dirty Jew pig !" I had been very nervous with Carlyle at first. I admired him to reverence, and when he said things that seemed to me all wrong, or even absurd, I simply held my tongue. But little by little I had grown to know him better: I became impatient now when he repeated pages of his own writings, or said things that were manifestly false. I wanted to get

  
    CARLYLE 7 to the end of his thought, to win new, deep words from him. I had also begun to feel that on some subjects we were infinities apart and must always think differently, and now he had outraged a cult that was almost a religion to me : I threw restraint to the winds and spoke as I felt. "Heine," I burst out, "Heine was the first of the moderns; one of the divine; a master of wit and poetry; a lord of laughter and of tears." "A dirty Jew pig!" He repeated the words as if speaking impersonally: he loved argument as only a Scot can love it. "What do you mean?" I cried. "He was animal, dirty," repeated Carlyle, and I remarked his long, obstinate upper lip. "Dirty as you and I and all men are dirty," I replied: "you remember the French proverb — bon animal, hon homme?" "Your French are dirty, too," he persisted, "but not I nor all men." "What does dirty mean?" I exclaimed impatiently. "Shakespeare was dirty, if you like; but on his forehead climb the crowns of the world." Carlyle shook his head, and I retorted obstinately: "What about the Nurse, and Mercutio, Hamlet, Portia and the 'dark lady' of the sonnets, false Cressida and Cleopatra, Goneril, Regan, and a dozen others — all dirty, as you call it? Art knows nothing of dirt. You might as well talk of a quad �

  
    8 CONTEMPORARY PORTRAITS ratic equation as improper. And how you, with your humor, can speak as you do of Heine stumps me. You of all men must appreciate Heine's humor; now impish, now deep-sighted, kindly, irresistible." "He had humor," Carlyle admitted at once, "and that's a wonderful gift, humor — a saving grace. . . . Curious," he went on after a pause, "that none of the old Jewish writers or prophets had any of it; they were all serious, too serious. Where did Heine get his humor? . . . There must have been some German blood in him somewhere; the Germans have humor, Richter plenty of it, and of the finest." "You need not go beyond the Jews to find humor," I replied. "The Stock Exchanges of Europe are hot-beds of It; humorous stories and phrases abound there, and the Exchanges are the New Jerusalems. The chosen people have a keen sense of humor." "Curious," he said again, "very curious. But Heine was dirty-minded." "He was a Socialist and singer," I cried, "modern and irreverent to his finger-tips; a brave soldier in the Liberation War of humanity." "I doubt but ye're a rebel yerself," said Carlyle, looking down at me with quizzical humor in his eyes, "a born rebel." "It hurts," I said, a little confused, "to hear you

  
    CARLYLE 9 running down Heine; for you have always fought on the same side, though not with the same weapons." "It may be," he repHed; "but I disHke the lechery of him, the dirty ape!" I saw it was no use arguing. I was up against a wall of separation, a fundamental difference of nature. I left the matter to be thought over at my leisure. It seemed to me I had hit upon a shortcoming of Carlyle. During his lifetime there was a general impression that Carlyle, if not a Christian, was at least profoundly religious in the Christian sense of the word. He had been nurtured, so to speak, on the Bible : as soon as he was deeply moved. Biblical phrases came to his lips, and one was apt therefore to attribute to him a measure of faith altogether foreign to his thought. Much of the profound sadness in him came, I think, from his utter disbelief: a reverent soul brought up in childlike piety, he had sought desperately for some sign of God, some trace of a purpose in life, some hint, however vague, of a goal however distant, and had found nothing. His mind, tuned to practical realities, trained to mathematical demonstrations, would accept no half-proof, and rejected with scorn the fancy that the soul's desire was In Itself an earnest of fulfilment. Gradually he settled down in Goethe's phrase to resolute acceptance of the True

  
    fi0 CONTEMPORARY PORTRAITS and the Good for their own sake; but his heart felt starved and lonely, and as his mind outgrew the ordinary prejudices and opinions of men he inevitably became more and more solitary-sad. Our talk fell on Shakespeare, I don't know why. "In Heroes and Hero-Worship," I questioned, "you say that Shakespeare is the greatest man who has ever shown himself in literature. That seems to imply that greater men have shown themselves elsewhere?" "I don't think I meant that," he replied, "though it is a little difficult to compare a great man of action with a great man of letters: I am not sure that the literary genius is the wider or deeper, though most men seem to believe it is." "Do you think Shakespeare greater than Jesus?" I asked. "Indeed I do," was the emphatic reply; "and so do you." I shook my head, but he persisted. "What do we know of Jesus? just naething. Learned people tell us that all the best phrases put in His mouth were old sayings of Jewish sages, and the testimony of the gospels is of the weakest — altaegither untrustworthy." "I do not want any testimony," I cried. "The best sayings of Jesus all belong to one mind, a mind of the very rarest. Greatness is its own proof. No two Jews were ever born who could have said,

  
    CARLYLE %Y *Suffer little children to come unto me . . .' or 'Much shall be forgiven her for she loved much.' " "Humph," he grunted. "I prefer Shakespeare; he was larger, richer." "Perhaps," I replied; "but Jesus went deeper." "I don't admit it," he persisted. "All that Jewish morality was tribal, narrow; 'an eye for an eye,' stupid, pedantic formula; and the Christian — 'turn the other cheek' — mere absurdity. I see no greatness in any of it." " 'He that is without sin among you let him first cast a stone,' " I replied, "is great enough and modern to boot," but he would not let me continue; he had got the decisive argument clear at last. "Man, He had no humor," he cried, shaking his head; "Jesus had no Falstaff in him; I wad na gie up the ragged company for all the disciples," and again the deep-set eyes danced. I tried to put forward some other reasons, but he would not listen; he repeated obstinately, "He had no Falstaff in him, no Falstaff . . ." and he chuckled. The subject was closed; but the argument had shown me how far Carlyle's disbelief had carried him — in pendulum swing, beyond the centre. I took up a new subject which I had often wanted to get his opinion on. How was I to broach it? I made a little cast round like an eager huntsman. "You must have met all the distinguished men of

  
    12 CONTEMPORARY PORTRAITS the age, Mr. Carlyle?" I began. "Dozens of great men. Who was the greatest?" "Emerson," he replied at once, "Emerson by far, and the noblest . . ." and he nodded his head, repeating the name with a sort of reminiscent emotion. "Greater than Darwin?" I cried in wonder. "But perhaps you didn't know Darwin?" "Indeed, and I knew him well," he replied, taking me up shortly, "knew him long ago, long before he was so famous, knew him and his brother. I always thought the brother the abler of the two — quicker and of wider range; but both were solid, healthy men, not greatly gifted, but honest and careful and hardworking. ... I remember when he came back after the Beagle cruise. I met him at Lady  's, a great party, and all the ladies buzzed about him like bees round a dish of sugar. When he had had enough of it — perhaps more than was good for him — I called him. " 'Come here, Charles,' I cried, 'and explain to me this new theory of yours that all the world's talking about.' "He came at once and sat down with me, and talked most modestly and sensibly about it all. I saw in him then qualities I had hardly done justice to before: a patient clear-mindedness, fairness too, and, above all, an allegiance to facts, just as facts, which was most pathetic to me; it was so instinctive, determined, even desperate, a sort of belief in its

  
    CARLYLE 13 way, an English belief, that the facts must lead you right if you only followed them honestly, a poor groping, blind faith — all that seems possible to us in these days of flatulent unbelief and piggish unconcern for everything except swill and straw," and the eyes gleamed wrathfully under the bushy-grey brows. "That must have been wonderful," I resumed after a pause, "to have heard Darwin explain Darwinism." "He did It very well," Carlyle went on, "an ordered lucidity in him which showed me I had underrated him, misseen him, as we poor purblind mortals are apt to missee each other even with the best will in the world to see fairly," and he sighed again heavily. "But the theory must have interested you," I said, hoping to excite him to say more. "Ay," he said, as if plunged in thought and then waking up. "The theory, man ! the theory is as old as the everlasting hills," Impatient contempt in his voice. "There's nothing in it — nothing; It leads no whither — all sound and fury signifying naething, naething. . . . "The fittest," he went on with unspeakable scorn, " 'the survival of the fittest' ; there's an answer for you to make a soul sick. What is your 'fittest,' what d'ye mean by't? An evasion I call It, a cowardly, sneaking evasion, with its tail between its legs. Is

  
    14 CONTEMPORARY PORTRAITS your 'fittest' the best, the noblest, the most unselfish? There's a faith, a belief to live and die by; but is that your 'fittest,' eh? Answer me that. That's what concerns me, a man — that and nothing else. "Or is your 'fittest' a poor servile two-legged spaniel sneaking round for bones and fawning on his master, beslobbering his feet? Or just the greedier mediocrity among hosts of mediocrities, the slightly stronger pig or fox, eh? Ay di me, ay di me — the evil dreams! 'Fittest,' humph!" and he pursed his lips and blinked his eyes to get rid of the unshed tears. "Did you tell Darwin what you thought of his new scientific creed?" I asked after a pause. "I did," he said, with a quick change of mood, smiling suddenly with the gay sunshiny, irresistible smile that illumined his whole face, quivering on the lips, dancing in the eyes, wrinkling the nose. "After Darwin had talked to me for some time a little crowd had gathered about us, open-mouthed, listening to Sir Oracle, and when he had finished I said: " 'AH that's very interesting, Darwin, no doubt; how we men were evolved from apes and all that, and perhaps true,' and I looked about me at the listeners. 'I see no reason to doubt it, none; but what I want to know is how we're to prevent this present generation from devolving into apes? That

  
    CARLYLE 15 seems to me the important matter — to prevent them devolving into apes.' " And the old man laughed — a great belly-shaking laugh that shook him into a cough, and there we stood laughing, laughing in harmony at length with the sun which shone bravely overhead, while the silken wavelets danced with joy and the air was young and quick. Carlyle's Mission It is time now to consider what Carlyle's talent really was and what his gift to men. He has left us in no doubt as to what he thought his qualities and their proper field. When he was asked to lecture in London he chose Heroes and HeroWorship as his subject; and the book still stands as perhaps his most characteristic performance. His CromiJcell is the typical example of his own heroworship. It will be remembered that he chose Frederick the Great to write about a little reluctantly, because Frederick, he said, was only half a hero; he was not devout enough, not persuaded enough in his faith; but Carlyle chose him nevertheless because he was a "practical hero," the best leader of men whom that poor eighteenth century could produce. His Past and Present and Latter-day PampJiIets give us his view of the politics of his own time. If ever a man believed he was a born leader of men, it

  
    1 6 CONTEMPORARY PORTRAITS was Carlyle; born to rule in England, to abolish the anarchy of Parliamentary misgovernment, to endow England with modern institutions instead of feudal institutions, to found an industrial State in place of a chivalrous-Christian anarchy. Not "arms and the man" was to be the burden of the new epic, but "tools and the man." Now, instead of dismissing this incommensurate ambition with cheap ridicule, let us see in what relation Carlyle stood to his time, and then we may be able to judge whether he was deceived or not in his self-estimate. Towards the end of 1908 a book appeared — The Making of Carlyle. The title is a little pretentious ; but the book is not a bad book — a good book, Indeed, so far as it goes; though Mr. Craig, the author, lends Carlyle his own errors. For example, he declares that "Socialism is only a contradiction of open competition; the sole difference is one of label; slavery is the sure mark of both." I venture to think that Mr. Craig is mistaken in this; certainly he is mistaken in giving this as Carlyle's view. I do not remember a single passage in Carlyle's writings where socialism is condemned as resembling open competition in being a form of slavery. As a matter of fact, Carlyle did not condemn "slavery" : what he condemned and ridiculed was "the freedom of the wild jackass," as he called it; the liberty of men to starve masterless. Carlyle was not the first to see this side of the

  
    CARLYLE 17 truth. Goethe and Coleridge both had Insisted that unrestrained individual liberty must lead to the worst slavery. "The open secret" {das offene Geheimniss) of Goethe, which Carlyle refers to over and over again in Past and Present and Latter-day Pamphlets, is simply the axiom of Hegel that every virtue pushed to an extreme results in a vice which is the exact opposite of the virtue. Open competition for the means of livelihood must result in the despotism of the few and the absolute enslavement of the many. No worse tyranny has been recorded in modern times than that which was to be seen in England in the generation after Waterloo, from 18 15 to 1830, when the manufacturer was establishing his awful pre-eminence. Thousands of children were hired in Devonshire and Cornwall, and driven across the country in gangs like cattle to the Lancashire factories, where they were worked to death for the enrichment of the manufacturers. The commission of doctors which "the noble Ashley," as Carlyle called him, got appointed, declared that the first effective Factory Act of 1833 "was an Act to prevent child murder." Carlyle, too, sneered at the Parliament which decreed that able-bodied negroes in the West Indies should not work more than forty-five hours a week, though allowing English children under thirteen years of age to be worked fifty-six hours a week.

  
    1 8 CONTEMPORARY PORTRAITS While our so-called statesmen were going about declaiming odes to "liberty," Carlyle saw the evils of unrestricted liberty, and predicted a speedy and not an honorable end to what he knew was mere anarchy with a fine name. Carlyle did not set limits to socialism, or State and municipal enterprise, did not say how far socialism should enter into our industrial life and where it must stop, though his master Goethe had done this ^ ; but he felt that there was a place for both socialism and individualism in modern civilization, and it is to his credit that he never made one statement on the matter that was false or mistaken. Ruskin, his pupil, made hundreds of mistakes, as when he set Oxford students to build a useless road across a swamp; but Carlyle did not blunder or mislead. The truth is he brought morals as a certain test Into economics. He declared that the employer of labor who simply worked for his own hand and for his own enrichment was a mere buccaneer and not a true captain of industry, and thus put his finger on the sore. It was his reliance on the moral ^In his dramatic fragment Prometheus, Epimetheus asks: "What then is yours?" And the answer of Prometheus is a notable example of Goethe's insight: "The sphere that ray activity can fill! No more, no less!"

  
    CARLYLE 19 instincts which gave him his unique authority. Goethe's praise of him was curiously right — "a moral force of incalculable importance." Let us now consider his practical proposals and see how time has treated his pretensions. The Empire-Builder and Reformer Seventy years ago Carlyle saw more clearly than our Parliamentary people of either party see today. Seventy years ago he proposed to take our surplus population in British warships and settle them on the waste lands of the Canadian NorthWest and the waste lands of South Africa and Australia— a genial Empire-building idea, if ever there was one, which would have settled up the Canadian North-West Instead of allowing free-trade or freechance to settle up the American North-West. Had Carlyle's advice been followed we should have had thirty or forty millions of Englishmen by now in Canada instead of five millions, and five or six or ten millions of Englishmen in South Africa instead of a few hundred thousands. There would have been no Boer war if Carlyle's insight had been used sixty or seventy years ago. The only thing that saved us in the Boer war was the fact that the Cape Dutch didn't join their kinsmen across the Vaal, and Cape Colony was kept quiet by the little band of English settlers who were planted somewhat after

  
    20 CONTEMPORARY PORTRAITS Carlyle's plan In the Eastern Province sixty or seventy years ago ; nothing else, it is said, nothing but that stood between us and irremediable defeat. There would be no competition between us and Germany to-day had Carlyle been a ruler in England; for our Empire instead of counting some fifty millions of Englishmen would now count more than one hundred millions. He was the first and greatest Imperialist, just as he was the wisest social reformer. It was Carlyle who made men realize that the "condition-of-England" was the question of questions to-day; he was the first to point out that till we had drained the foul quagmire of poverty no high civilization would be possible to us. And Carlyle saw plainly enough that the quagmire could only be drained by giving the land of England back to the people of England. That was the first reform, he said; all other necessary measures would follow in its train. But the quagmire is still there — undrained, larger and deeper now, and with worse effect on the public health — all just as he predicted. And the dead cat of Parliamentary debate still washes back and forth on every tide in front of Westminster, and is daily growing more offensive to the sense. The wisest governor and bravest soul born in England since Cromwell was left to fret his heart out in obscurity as a writer in a back street

  
    CARLYLE 21 while England muddled on into ever Increasing difficulties— the blind leading the blind. There is a memorable page in his Life of Sterling which gives the furthest reach of his insight on practical social reform. He saw that the "intellectuals" to-day were suffering as much as the "hands." Our four professions — the Church, Medicine, Law, and the Army and Navy — he remarks, were all professions In the Middle Ages. In spite of the fact that modern life has grown ten times more complex, we have hardly attempted to organize any of the new sciences or arts, or "regiment" their teachers in efficient bodies. Consequently, the new intellectual workers are all at a disadvantage and suffer under an inferiority due to the negligence of our rulers. In the same way he might have gone on to point out that three-fourths of all the schools to-day in England for higher education were there in the days of Elizabeth, and draw the obvious moral. When I knew Carlyle In 1877-9 ^ tried more than once to get on this subject. I wanted to know why he had not taken the conventional road to power, why he had never stood for Parliament? I woke the old lion up, but could get no answer save a contemptuous sniff. When I pressed him again later he told me he had not had the time and money to waste. I returned again and again to the charge. "You wanted to show your Insight as a ruler," I said in effect, "and perhaps because that was your true

  
    22 CONTEMPORARY PORTRAITS metier you underrated your own literary skill and every one else's." "I have none," he ejaculated. "That is delightful nonsense," I retorted, "the first chapter of your French Revolution is one of the finest pictures ever painted in words, and painted deliberately with conscious artistry: chance has no such achievement." "Painted truthfully," he corrected, "and not artistically at all, unless truth and cunning are one — as perhaps they are," he added as if to himself. "And because you see that this contest with poverty is the chief problem of the day, you think little of your pictures, even of Cromwell or of Frederick," I persisted. "Ah!" he replied, "Cromwell would have taken the problem in hand. If Cromwell had had the East End before him he would have drained the swamp — Greatheart, I call him." I got nothing from him but such glimpses of truth till I spoke once of Disraeli. "Curious," I said, "that he was more in sympathy with you than Gladstone. He at least offered you a baronetcy. Why didn't you take it?" "Baronetcy!" the old man barked. "The unspeakable Jew would have given me the reward of work, but not the work: he might have kept the reward if he had given me the work." And he rose to his feet. "Then I should have had some �

  
    CARLYLE 23 thing better to do than write words, words, words for fools to read who don't even know what you mean, who never will know. A baronetcy to me ! Why not a silk sash and a garter! I was an old man before Disraeli even knew that I was alive, and what I might have done ! It hardly bears thinking of . . ." and he turned away. "There was Froude now: they gave him a chance in South Africa, and he did pretty well, I believe. Honest, kindly Froude; but they never gave me a chance. Sometimes I wonder why? I would have done what one man could. But I had to write instead, and I wasn't made to write; I was made to guide, perhaps, and direct; I might have done things : who knows? It was not to be, I suppose. . . ." Carlyle was right, I verily believe — "it hardly bears thinking of." That England should have left a finer intelligence than Burke, a greater force than Chatham, to rust unused for fifty years; the best reforming brain of two centuries unemployed, hardly bears thinking of. The English are suffering fro..i not having used him, and are likely to sufier f.sr many a long year to come. England does not even trouble to stone the prophets; she shrugs her broad shoulders, and when they speak too loudly puts them out of doors or stuffs her fingers in her ears. Germany used Bismarck and England did not use Carlyle, though he was a greater reformer and ruler.

  
    24 CONTEMPORARY PORTRAITS That difference may have tremendous consequences one day. To sum it all up, Carlyle's gift to men was in essence astonishingly simple : he was the best product of English puritanism of whom we have any knowledge. All that that belief had in it of honesty and sincerity, of single-hearted allegiance to what was true and right and just, came to fruit in Thomas Carlyle. "All great thoughts come from the heart," wrote Vauvenargues, and in exactly the same spirit Carlyle used the heart or, as he would have said, his highest instincts as the supreme guide in human affairs.    And there is certainly no better guide. It was this honesty and sincerity which gave Carlyle his solitary and singular literary triumph. The clever, adroit, able man practically concerned with his own rewards and his own successes, the "hero" of the school of Hume and other such historians, was abhorrent to Carlyle. All great men, he felt, were absolutely in earnest, sincere to the soul, filled iji^ith the spirit which urges man to ever higher accomplishment. No Mahomet, no Cromwell, no Goethe is thinkable without this elemental force. All Carlyle's heroes were seers like the prophets of old, men who had a vision of the truth; men through whom, as he phrased it, God Himself had spoken. And so he taught a fat, smug grocer-folk what heroes were and how useful they were (if we must

  
    CARLYLE 25 measure stars by their candle-power) and he showed a crowd that admired Crystal Palaces what a true temple was like, a temple not made with hands — eternal in the heavens. Carlyle was, indeed, a moral force of incalculable value. His literary power all comes from his practical insight into facts and his astounding knowledge of men. He has left us a splendid gallery of realistic portrait-sketches. Who that glances at them can ever forget his Frederick, or his Mirabeau, or his Robespierre, or, for that matter, Mme. Roland, or Marat, or Danton, or a hundred other inimitable photographs pinned to life, so to speak, by touches of humorous exaggeration. The Puritan's Limitations On all the main issues, then, of modern politics the great Puritan was in the right; his insight has been justified by the event: he was at once the best guiding and governing force ever seen in England. We must now try to realize his limitations and shortcomings. Strange to say, he was typical of Puritanism also in this; his blind side was the blind side of the whole movement, and supplies the reason why the movement failed to satisfy modern needs and why it is that to-day Puritanism is universally discredited. Carlyle had hardly any sense of sex or stirring

  
    26 CONTEMPORARY PORTRAITS of passion. He was even more devoid of bodily desire than Swift or Ruskin. This lack brought him to misery and his life to wreck. Mr. Craig points out that he never shared his wife's natural longing for children; he could not even understand it. He had not enough sensuality to comprehend his wife's ordinary needs and so he treated her harshly without realizing his own blindness till it was too late even for atonement. A passage in his Heroes and Hero-JForship first put me on the track. Speaking of Dante he admitted that the great Florentine was "gey ill to live with" and nevertheless, defended him. Men like Dante, he says, of keen passionate sensibilities, and conscious of the importance of their mission must always be difficult to live with. It was as if Carlyle had been justifying his own conduct. One day we were walking together in Hyde Park: as we neared Hyde Park Corner It began to rain: naturally, I quickened my pace a little. Suddenly, to my utter astonishment, Carlyle stopped, and taking off his soft hat stood there in the rain with his grey head bowed. For a moment I was lost in wonder: then I remembered his picture of old Dr. Johnson standing bareheaded before his father's shop in Lichfield half in piety, half in remorse. I guessed that Carlyle was thinking of his wife, and then it flashed across me that it was here in Hyde Park she had died In her carriage while he was in

  
    CARLYLE 27 Edinburgh. When he put on his hat and walked on, the tears were running down his face. I can't remember how the talk began and my notes do not help me much. At the time I put down simply: "Johnson's penance and piety; remorse and repentance not good, harmful; Carlyle's excessive. Bit by bit he told the incredible story." In brief the story was that he admired his wife beyond all other women, loved her and her alone all his life; but had never consummated the marriage or lived with her as a wife. "The body part seemed so little to me," he pleaded: "I had no idea it could mean much to her. I should have thought it degrading her to imagine that. Ay di me, ay di me. . . . Quarter of a century passed before I found out how wrong I was, how mistaken, how criminally blind. ... It was the doctor told me, and then it was too late for anything but repentance. My poor love ! She had never told me anything; never even hinted anything; was too proud, and I, blind, blind. . . . When I blamed myself to her I saw the doctor was right; she had suffered and I — ah God, how blind we mortals can be; how blind! "It was as if I had been operated for cataract and sight had been given me suddenly. I saw the meaning of a hundred things which had passed me unexplained; I loved her so that I realized even wishes unconfessed to herself, realized that she

  
    28 CONTEMPORARY PORTRAITS would have been happier married to Irving, and that she had felt this. Speaking once of his pretended gift of tongues, she said 'he would have had no such gift had I married him.' I understood, at length, that she had wanted him. Physically he was splendid, and she had felt his attraction. ... I loved her so, I could have given her to him, and I did nothing but Injure her and maim her life, the darling! who did everything for me and was everything to me for forty years. . . . "And the worst of it all Is, there is no other life in which to atone to her — my puir girlie ! It's done, and God himself cannot undo it. My girl, my puir girl ! . . . Man, man, It's awful, awful to hurt your dearest blindly, awful!" and the tears rained down the haggard old face and the eyes stared out In utter misery. I comforted him as best I could, told him that In his remorse he exaggerated the wrong and the injury, that, after all, he had been by far the best husband Mrs. Carlyle could have had, that faithlessness went with passion, that she might have suffered more with any other man, and that she could never have known with any other such perfect companionship of spirit, such intimacy of soul, but he shook his head; he had always loved the truth and now against himself he would not blink it. "Ma puir girlie!" was his cry and "blind, blind!" his ceaseless

  
    CARLYLE 29 self-reproach. He had put all his pride in his insight, and it was his insight that had failed him. Years later I told the fact at a dinner at the Garrick Club, and a man I did not then know confirmed it across the table ; told me he was the doctor in question and afterwards in private gave me the other side of the story from what Mrs. Carlyle had told him. It was Sir Richard Quayne/ I believe. Some time or other I shall probably tell what he told me that night. Carlyle's confession to me broke down all barriers between us. Whenever we met afterwards he treated me with infinite consideration and kindness. But all that is another story, and not to be told here. What concerns us now is the fact that this bodily disability of Carlyle explains most of his shortcomings as literary critic and writer, and in especial his blindness to what one might call the aesthetic side of life. His eyes and heart were closed to beauty; he never saw that House Beautiful of Art which today occupies the place in life formerly held by church and conventicle. He had nothing but contempt for *The name in my memory is "Dicky Quain"; but I only noted "the doctor" and one letter after it which is illegible. I have since been enabled to date this dinner in 1887 and to corroborate the chief particulars of my account by the memory of my host that evening. Sir Charles Jessel.

  
    30 CONTEMPORARY PORTRAITS poetry; "jingles" he called it; would never admit its high significance. Pictures, too, except of real events, he took little interest in, and studies of the nude human figure seemed to him indecent and disgraceful: he had no ear for music or understanding of its universal passionate appeal. Had he been given despotic power this is where he must have failed; he would have starved the senses and neglected their dramatic and vital uses. The curious part of the matter is that though he saw clearly, perhaps all too vividly, how his shortcoming had led him astray in the most intimate personal relation, he never seemed to suspect that the same physical disability must necessarily blind him to the artistic side of life and make him an absurd judge of its value and importance. Hence arose all or nearly all his weird literary misjudglngs. He said of Wordsworth: "A small genuine man; nothing perhaps is sadder than the unbounded laudation of such a man." Keats to him was a "dead jackass perfumed with rose-water." He even went so far as to declare to me once that nothing but brains, sheer insight counted, and that Shakespeare's brains, apart from his poetic and literary gift, were no better than his own. I ventured on this matter pointedly to disagree with him. It seems to me that Shakespeare and Bacon, too, have shown better brains.

  
    CARLYLE 31 After all the tree is judged by its fruits and the writer by his works : whatever virtues he possesses and whatever failings will certainly be found there for all men to see. And it must be admitted, I'm afraid, that Carlyle's works are not at all commensurate with his genius, and represent but poorly the fifty years of unremitting toil he put into them. His slightest writings are the most read, and the most readable — the Cromwell, Heroes and HeroWorship, Sartor Resarttis, and The French Revolution. His most ambitious work, The Life of Frederick, is a colossal failure : he has buried his hero under the monument he built in memory of him. Had his relations to life been happier he must have known that no story without love in it could possibly hold the interest of men for a dozen volumes. As it is, the gold of a noble spirit is all dispersed and lost in the gigantic earth-heap of a mole-like industry. If he had devoted the eleven years wasted on his Frederick to the story of Carlyle and his Contemporaries, if he had used his superb gift of realistic portraiture on the men and women whom he knew personally, he would surely, I believe, have given us a dozen pages for our English Bible. It is not quantity we want, but qualit}^; not information but Inspiration. The last chapter of Ecclesiastes, the few verses of Paul on Charity outweigh a library. Carlyle's outlook on life was sombre and sad, never

  
    32 CONTEMPORARY PORTRAITS joyous: his temper desperate or despairing, not hopeful: I find the explanation In his physical weakness which he was accustomed to speak of as merely dyspepsia. All Carlyle's faults as a man of letters are sins against the spirit of Beauty, and they are all to be found writ large in Puritanism. Puritanism as we know defaced the churches, tore down the images of saints, and shut the theatres. Puritanism it was that destroyed the gallery of paintings which had been collected by Charles I, and ordered that "all pictures containing any representation of the Second person of Trinity or of the Virgin" should be "forthwith burnt." Carlyle's impotence made everything about him clear to me. Ever afterwards I saw him as a sort of Polyphemus, a one-eyed giant. He stood to me for Puritanism Itself and explained It, In Its strength and In its fatal weakness, as no one else could. Paganism died because It neglected the soul, and the claims of the soul ; Puritanism died because It scorned the body and the claims of the body. But it was honest and sincere even when It went in bhnkers, and intensely In earnest, and In England it produced two great men as witnesses to Its virtue, Cromwell and Carlyle. England used Cromwell, but did not use Carlyle, yet in spite of his physical dlsablhty Carlyle was greater than the ruler whom

  
    CARLYLE 33 Milton called "our chief of men" and by reason of his bodily disability he was the more perfect representative of English Puritanism. "Gross beginnet, ihr Titanen; aber leiten Zu dem ewig Guten, ewig Schonen, 1st der Gotter Werk; die lasst gewahren!"

  
    RENAN IT was in 1889 or 1890 that the late Sir Charles Dilke gave me a letter to Renan. "You should call on him in the College de France," he said; "he talks wonderfully; if he takes to you, you'll have a treat." I sent the letter of introduction with a note, and called on Renan a day or two afterwards by appointment. I was shown into a very ordinary room, a room of the French middle class, and in a moment or two Renan entered. He was very amiable; it was kind of me to come, he said: would I not sit down and take coffee; Sir Charles Dilke was one of the politicians whom he most esteemed; his intimate knowledge of France and his liking for things French seemed to promise a more cordial understanding between the two peoples. . . . While he talked fluent amiabilities of this sort, I tried to take a mental photograph of him. Renan was a short man, not more than five feet three or four in height and very stout. Fat had swamped all the outlines of his face except the forehead, which appeared narrow in comparison with the large jaws and porky jowl. Yet looked at by 34

  
    RENAN 35 itself the forehead was not narrow, of fair size indeed and shapely, and the eyes, which at first seemed small and watchful, were more usually intent and a little sad, as of one who had had his share of life's disappointments and disillusions. The nose was of good form, but thick and fleshy, suiting the face. The mouth was a better feature ; a little small, the upper lip firm, the lower sensitive and sinuous — the mouth of a born orator and artist. The voice was more than worthy of the lips, a sweet clear tenor, pleasant and supple, with a myriad graceful inflections in it and significant pauses — the soul of the man to me was in his charming, light, flexible voice. As Renan sat on the edge of the chair, his pearshaped stomach appeared to keep his short legs apart; he had a trick of planting his hands palm downwards on his stout thighs, or of interlacing his fingers across his paunch, while twirling his thumbs. His nails were ill-kept, and the front of his frockcoat had grease stains on it; his hair, worn in long locks and fringing his collar behind, was dirty grey in color, and looked untidy. Altogether he was the very type of a French village priest: easy-going and good-natured, careless of cleanhness and neatness as if lax conduct had been further relaxed by years of self-indulgence. Nothing distinguished in his appearance; nothing beyond fair intelligence and much patience in the

  
    36 CONTEMPORARY PORTRAITS brooding regard; hardly a trace of will-power to be found; but plenty of fat kindness and ample tolerance, and a shrewd reading of facts and men with the searching, intent eyes. His talk that first afternoon was not remarkable: fluent and graceful with here and there a touch of irony curving the fine lips to a smile. He seemed rather to evade knotty points, to wish to keep in the shallows of ordinary social intercourse. Behind his smiling amiability I divined a colossal conceit quick to suspect and resent any lack of reverence. I paid him compliments, therefore ; praised his Life of Jesus, his Dialogues, and even his plays effusively. He lapped it all up with smiling satisfaction: evidently he had been very well treated in life, this priest who had turned worship into one of the graceful arts. I made my visit short. At first he had seemed a little on his guard, but at the end of our talk he showed himself most kindly, amiable. My praise must have been grateful to him, for he pressed me to come again : he would always be delighted to see me, he repeated. A little later I called on him again and heard all about his travels in Palestine. He insisted on the obvious fact that topographical knowledge is of the utmost importance to the historian, "When you see the Plain of Gennesaret, or the

  
    RENAN 37 Lake of Galilee or Jerusalem," he said, "your understanding of the events and of the personages Is enormously vivified and quickened: the milieu explains the man much as the soil explains the tree. The best part of my Life of Jesus was prepared In Palestine. It was there Jesus became completely comprehensible to me." In spite of myself I smiled a little at this flattering self-estimate, but outwardly I was quite polite, and followed his lead by saying that Carlyle had told me the same thing; he had gone to Dunbar before writing the history of the battle; Curtlus, too, always declared his history of Greece was Inspired by his travels In the peninsula. Renan was Interested In this, and generalized the experience at once: "The literary and artistic movement of our day," he said, "Is towards realism; the wish to see the thing as it is : everywhere the love of the document, trust in the fact— very Interesting." Sometime after this I happened to mention casually that I was going to see Renan, when an American acquaintance asked me whether It would be possible to Introduce him? He assured me he would enjoy It above everything. I knew him only slightly, but he seemed so eager about It that I took his desire for half-proof of sympathy and understanding, and accordingly wrote to Renan that I would call on him on a certain day, and, if he would allow me,

  
    38 CONTEMPORARY PORTRAITS present a friend who much wished to know him. We called; Renan was cordial and charming, but the American turned out to be a terror. Again and again he tried to Impress Renan with the fact that life In Paris was exceedingly Immoral, that incidents took place there every day which would not be tolerated In an Anglo-Saxon town. Renan smiled, and listened politely for some little time; but at length his patience was exhausted; looking up at him under his grey brows, and evidently taking him for an Englishman, he asked in his silkiest voice: "Have you ever seen anything In Paris, Monsieur, more immoral than a leader in The Times?'' "What does he mean?" the American asked me In English. "There can be nothing immoral in a leading article In The Times/' "Oh yes, there can be," I gasped, "and there often Is, and the American newspaper is just as immoral as the English." After this I cut the interview as short as possible and ended it with the most flattering things I could say to Renan. I told him how I admired his celebrated letter to Berthelot and how right I| was that the first artist in creative criticism should write to the first master of synthetic chemistry on such a subject as the life of Christ. A day or two afterwards I called again to apologize to Renan for having introduced my compatriot.    I found he had understood everything. He

  
    RENAN 39 had seen that the American did not mean to be rude, and he was desirous of explaining to me that he had not wished to reprove him, but just to Induce him to think of the shortcomings of his own race. "It Is the rudeness," Renan continued, "of Germans and Enghshmen that always astonishes us Frenchmen. They are rude unconsciously; It is not a rudeness of self-absorption or of excitement — that we could easily pardon; but the rudeness of a lower plane of thought and feeling, the rudeness of selfishness or want of consideration. . . . "I sometimes think that it takes a civilization of thousands of years to make a nation polite. When you tell a Frenchman that he is impolite he Is shocked, he insists on your proving It. Even when he is most angry he understands that it Is a grave delinquency. But I am Informed that If you tell an angry Englishman or an American that he Is impolite, he simply laughs at you; it would not seem to him a disgraceful charge at all. He sees nothing in impoliteness, and therefore does not resent the accusation. . . . "Your English civilization Is too young; it Is only four or five centuries old, and the German clvihzatlon In the sense of national life is shorter even than yours. Our civilization, on the other hand, goes back to Roman times; we have been civilized for two thousand years, and the Italians, whose civilization Is still older than ours, are still more exquisitely

  
    40 CONTEMPORARY PORTRAITS polite than we are. We Latin peogle have a great inheritance," he concluded, pursing his lips; "we ought therefore to be very considerate of others. . . ." I remembered something Matthew Arnold had written once on this subject, and I told him of it. Arnold classed English and French civilizations together, saying that in literature and art they have the same canons, the same understanding of high artistic work, the same keen feeling for faults and shortcomings, even in masterpieces; because they both possess an old and rich national life: they have a long rule wherewith to measure. "It is no doubt conceit," I added, "that made Matthew Arnold assume that our language goes back to Beowulf, and that Enghsh civilization dates from the landing of Augustine in the sixth century." Renan was quick to take it that I was putting forward my disagreement with him under the shield of Matthew Arnold. "But your language," he said, "surely began with Chaucer about the middle of the fourteenth century?" "Our Saxon Chronicle is, of course, far earlier," I remarked, "centuries earlier, and there are poems and things before that." "But can you read them?" he asked. "They are difficult," I replied, "but I think they

  
    RENAN 41 are as easy to read as your oldest poetry written in the Isle de France." "Really, really," he replied, while apparently seeking for a telling rejoinder. "At any rate you will admit that Rome was the hearth of civilization from which radiated all this pleasant intellectual warmth and light, and we are a little nearer the centre than you are." "Much, much nearer," I replied politely. Was it possible I asked myself, as I went away, that the nation of Racine and Pascal and Balzac should think itself superior to the race that had produced Shakespeare and Bacon and Emerson? I could not help smiling a little at Renan's amiable condescension. I had seen him many times, talked with him on many matters, become almost an intimate indeed before we grappled finally over The Life of Jesus. I must confess that my ideas at first were not very clear on the subject. I admired Renan's book, but took it rather as a romance than a biography. In its own way it was very interesting and worthful, but there seemed to me appalling mistakes in it, misconceptions even, as well as faults of irreverence and impiety which put my back up. No one, I thought, should approach that theme save on his knees. I could not pardon the easy, careless, condescending treatment of the subject. All sorts of men have

  
    42 CONTEMPORARY PORTRAITS handled it, great and small : Rubens and Rembrandt, Velasquez, and Fra Angelico. The best presentations have always been the most reverent: The Stranger at Emmaus of Rembrandt, The Master with Judas of Fra Angelico. I did not want to discuss his book with Renan: he had always been particularly courteous and kind to me, and I was afraid I should hurt him. But there was in him an irrepressible curiosity as to the position he and his work held in other countries. He saw, as Bacon saw, that the judgment of other peoples had in it something of the detachment and impartiality necessary to a definitive decision. One day he pressed me to tell him frankly what Englishmen thought of his Life of Jesus. "They don't think of it," I replied laughing, "but," I hastened to add, "there's no class in any country, is there, at all able to judge your work?" "Perhaps you're right," he rejoined, smiling at the implied compliment, "tell me, will you, what you think of it?" "Oh, I love it," I replied. "It is a charming and beautiful work of art: the romance of religion." "I see," he took up the thought gravely; "you think it is too artistic, not true enough, eh? Please be frank with me. It would be the truest kindness." He used sincere words and I had to respond to them. "As you insist upon it," I said, "that is some �

  
    RENAN 43 thing like my meaning. The Life is written by one more occupied with the idea of painting a complete picture than by a man who is resolved to set down just what lie sees, no jot more, no tittle less. "In face of that world-tragedy I think we English want the actual story with all Its gaps, the fragmentary truth and the truth alone with nothing added, rather than a story pieced out by the imagination. We're afraid of a syllable beyond what is Imphcit In the known facts." "You must give a concrete Instance," he cried. "What you say Interests me enormously. Where have I put In patches that swear at the rest of the cloth?" "Forgive me," I cried; "I did not go so far as that," and then, smiling In deprecation, I went on; for I felt that my frankness had touched him on the quick; "sometimes even when the patch is of the same cloth, I dislike It because it Is not the actual garment, and I will not have that added to by any artist in clothes however clever." "An Instance, an Instance," he cried, "one instance.   You keep me on tenterhooks." "You will excuse my memory," I stipulated, "If I try to quote you without the book? (He nodded.) Comparing Paul once with Jesus you say, 'he had not his adorable Indulgence: his way of excusing everything: his divine Inability to see the wrong.

  
    44 CONTEMPORARY PORTRAITS Paul was often imperious and made his aut^iorlty felt with an assurance that shocks us.' *'Now Jesus may have been of an 'adorable indulgence'; but he did not excuse everything; he was not unable to see the wrong, nor would such Inability be generally regarded as divine. Jesus was indulgent to sins of the flesh; but he was very severe on sins of the spirit. 'Woe unto you, Scribes and Pharisees, hypocrites! . . . for ye pay tithe of mint and anise and cumin and have omitted the weightier matters of the law, judgment, mercy, and faith.' Jesus saw the wrong very clearly and did not excuse it." "Ah," replied Renan, as if reheved, "you can take a brush-stroke and say it is too heavy, but In comparison with Paul, I maintain that Jesus was of an 'adorable indulgence.' It is all right enough; but each sentence must be looked at as part of a whole." His happy carelessness, his invincible resolve not to see himself as I saw him, or the faults in his book, as they would be seen by others, challenged me to continue : he would not judge himself though severe self-criticism is the first condition of great work. I answered lightly to be in tune with his manner. "I do not want to make a point unfairly," I replied. "I chose what I regard as a most characteristic passage. You appear to think that the inability to see the wrong is a divine virtue. I regard that indulgence as merely the amiability of a good �

  
    RENAN 45 humored sceptic. But what you have written all hangs together," I broke off, "and forms a whole — a fine French picture of the world-shaking event." "What do you mean?" he cried, "why do you say a 'French' picture? Do deal frankly with me," he pleaded. "The question interests me greatly; why not treat me as you would wish to be treated?" and he looked at me gravely. The appeal was irresistible. "You say that Paul was 'ugly' — 'an ugly little Jew,'" I replied; "you use the epithet again and again as a term of reproach. You dwell with pleasure on the personal beauty of Jesus — *a handsome Jewish youth' are your words." (He nodded.) "Well," I went on, 