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ISG Saints' Days in the Clmtch's Yea1'. 

ART. IY.-SAINTS' DAYS IN THE CHURCH'S YEAR. 
YI. JUNE. ST. JOHN THE BAPTIST. 

A. THE IXCREASE OF THE lllASTER, THE DECREASE OF THE 
DISCIPLE. 

"He must inc1·ease, but I must dec1·ease."-JOHN iii. 30. 

THE example of John the Baptist is easily divisible into 
two parts ; and, in what is to be written here, it will be 

an advantage to treat them separately. First we have his 
humility, and secondly his strength, as beyond any doubt 
characteristic, and as, likewise, beyond doubt suitable for our 
study and imitation. 

The combination of these two features in one person is a 
fact of the utmost value and importance. There is a tendency 
amonO' us to associate the thought of humility with the 
thou~ht of weakness. Let it then be noted that whatever 
else John the Baptist was, he was not a weak man. He came 
"in the spirit and power of Elijah !"1 One of his chief charac­
teristics through and through was strength. It was a bad 
and wicked time when he appeared; and he told every person 
and every class quite plainly of their faults. He was not 
afraid to face a crowd. He was not afraid to face a prince. 
The collect for the day has well seized this part of the 
subject. If he, then, at the moment when his own ministry 
was near passing away, and a higher ministry was to succeed 
it-when all the results of his own courage and toil were about 
to be handed over to another-if so strong a man said, with 
such sweet and joyful humility, "He must increase, but I 
must decrease," the case is settled, with the utmost force, as 
regards ourselves. 

And there is another way in which this example seems to 
come very near to us, so as to have a direct bearine- upon our 
conduct: "John did no miracle."2 In this respect he was like 
ourselves. So far as we can see (allowance being made for 
difference of times and circumstances), he did nothing which 
we may not do ourselves. It was by constantly speaking the 
truth, patiently suffering for the truth's sake, by firmly 
discharging the mi5sion which is the mission of every religious 
man-it was thus that he became our example. It was a 
moral victory that he won: and ours, too, is to be a moral 
victory, which is the best of all victories. 

And if, in the presence of this saint and hero of the early 
Gospel-time, we are conscious of our weakness, as well we may 

1 Luke i. 17. 2 Johnx.41. 
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be, and if our miserable pride and conceit torment us, one 
commanding fact may be remembered, which affects us as it 
affocted the Baptist. It was the power of the Holy Ghost 
which made him what he was. Not only did he speak in 
mighty words concerning the Spirit, but we are told that even 
from his earliest years he was "filled with the Holy Ghost."1 It 
is the inward infiuence of the Holy Ghost which lifts us up to 
Christ, and enables us to obliterate ourselves; and to the extent 
of this influence we can really set no bounds. 

The incidents on the banks of Jordan, and the words 
which the Baptist used there, bring to view his humility with 
a force that could not be surpassed. He stands before the 
multitude simply as the precursor of another. He calls 
them to repentance and preparation. He is simply" a voice." 
The Person who is to come is not yet visible. "I am not He," 
he said. Be in readiness for Him "that cometh after me." 
In Thorwaldsen's famous group of statuary, representing the 
Bv.ptist's preaching, one of the most striking points of that 
noble composition is that the Forerunner is pointing back­
ward to One unseen. 

And the language which the Baptist employs is expressive 
of the most absolute inferiority to Him Whom he proclaims as 
supreme in dignity. He is one" The latchet of whose shoes he 
is not worthy to unloose." In an earlier essay of this series of 
slight and simple attempts to illustrate the Scriptures selected 
for our Saints' Days, it was remarked as one of the significant 
touches in St. Mark's lively narrative, that John the Baptist 
is there represented as saying "to stoop clown and unloose."2 

His aclmowledgment of infinite superiority was absolute and 
without reserve. His own self-obliteration was complete. His 
settled principle was that which afterwards was the settled 
principle of St. Paul, that in all things Christ "must have the 
preemmence."3 

And is there not in the sentence upon which we are com­
menting an evident tenclerness which immensely enhances 
its value? "He must increase; I must decrease." This is no 
mere cold assertion of an abstract truth. The heart speaks 
here with the most manifest affection. We can read here 
what is said with such reverence and warmth in his own 
parable: "The bridegroom's friend rejoiceth when the bride­
groom cometh: this, my joy therefore is now fulfilled." 
Herein is part, and an essential part, of the lesson we are to 
learn. 

And we must not fail to note another part of this copious 

Luke i. 15. 
Col. i. 18. 

2 See THE Cm.:Rcmu~ for April, p. 23. 
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lesson. In the words, "He must increase ; I must decrease," 
is a declaration of the fact that the principle thus expressed is, 
like other great ~ractical principles, 1n-ogressive in its action. 
Our relation to Christ is declared ; and in this relation there 
must be an ever-growin,S" lowliness on the one hand, and an 
ever-widening glory on the other. 

The phrase " self-obliteration," which was employed above, 
sums up the tenour and the meaning of this example. And 
this self-obliteration ought to be natural, and without any 
question, even as the passino- away of the starlight at the 
coming of the dawn. This ob~iterating of self, however, even in 
the holy presence of Jesus Christ, has nature in determined 
opposition to it. St. Paul, preaching at Antioch in Pisidia~ 
referred to the Baptist; and to what we find in the Gospels he 
made an addition, of which otherwise we should have known 
nothing.1 We wonder whence this addition came.2 But, 
leaving this speculation on one side, let us simply look at the 
addition. St. John the Baptist is there represented as say-ing 
to the multitude : " Whom think ye that I am ?" On his lips 
it was a great and noble question, to which the answer was, 
" I am not He : I must decrease; He must increase." As 'We 

put the question, it is often infinitely little: "Whom think 
ye that I am ?" We are often tempted to ask that question in 
a spirit very different from that of John the Baptist. We may 
be leading a very active and, on the whole, a very useful life : 
and we are desirous to know what men think of us. It is well 
to put that inquiry aside, and to turn our thoughts to the 
Master, in ,vhose presence we are nothing, except so far as 
we are devoted to Him. 

B. THE POWER OF A GREAT EXAMPLE. 

"Herod had laid hold on John, and bound him and put him in prison for 
Herodias' salce, hi.~ brother Philip's wife: for John said unto him, It is not 
lawful/or thee to have hei·."-MATT.xiv;3,4. 

In the few remarks which are now to be made on another 
aspect of the Festival of John the Baptist, it is not proposed 
to dwell upon the particulars of Herod's criminal life, or of 
the Baptist's protest, or of the consequences of this in his im­
prisonment and death; but rather on the broad features of the 
Baptist's great example, and of the permanent benefit that has 
resulted to the world in consequence of that example. 

1 Acts xiii. 25. 
2 May it not have been, under Divine inspiration, a part of the 

reminiscences of narration given b_y St. Peter to St. Paul in the memorable 
early meeting of "fifteen days" at Jerusalem ? (Gal. i. 18). 
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As to the particulars, they are all quite familiar to us. Here 
is a weak, licentious, cruel monarch, similar in character to 
many monarchs who have sat on human thrones. Here is a 
profligate princess, unfaithful to her husband, utterly shame­
less, vindictive and bloodthirsty to the last degree. Here is a 
young girl, brought up on the method of foolish display in a pol­
luted court. But here is another person, essential for com­
pleting the picture, and for giving to it a sacred meaning. 
Here is a man fearless in the discharge of duty, fearless in the 
face of death, determined to speak the truth at all hazards. 
Had not John the Baptist said boldly," Jt is not lawful for 
thee to have thy brother's wife "-had he not said this, the 
history would have passed away into oblivion, like many 
another court-scene of shame in East and West. But he did 
say it; and, because he said it, this history is immortal. ,v e 
need not dwell upon this fair young girl, after her dancing, 
and after the fulfilment of the foolish promise, coming in with 
the Baptist's head, and with her delicate fingers besmeared 
with blood; or on the revengeful joy of the mother, who saw 
herself free from the enemy whom she hated and dreaded; or 
on the torments afterwards in the conscience of the monarch, 
who had thus been made a murderer.1 It is intended to lay 
all the stress of our thoughts at this moment on the power of 
the Baptist's example-on its perpetual power-on its great 
teaching for us and for all mankind. 

"The spirit and power of Elias." What Elijah was in the 
Old Testament, John the Baptist was in the New. Late in 
His ministry, the Lord, alluding to Elijah, recalled in solemn 
tones the martyrdom of John the Baptist. "I say unto you 
that Elias is come already, and they have done unto him 
whatsoever they listed : likewise shall also the Son of Man 
suffer of them."2 Let us think how far less rich the Old 
Testament would have been without Elijah; how far less rich 
the New Testament would have been without John the Baptist. 
Let us think, too, how much poorer the world would have been 
without them. It is an inestimable treasure to possess for ever 
the example of men who, in the very imminent prospect of 
death, could say to a tyrant," Hast thou killed and also taken 
possession?" "It is not lawful for thee to have her."3 And 
yet, perhaps, it was greater still to be able to oppose Jezebel and 
Bernice. In one respect, indeed, there was a great difference 
between the two prophets. The Jordan valley witnessed very 
different scenes in their departure. In the one case it wns 
ascent in a chariot of fire; in the other it was execution in 

1 :Matt. xiv. 2. ~ Matt. xvii. 12 3 Matt. xiv. 4. 
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a dismal dungeon.1 Yet may it not be truly said that the 
Baptist did, for us and for our strengthening, go from the 
earth in a charfot of fi1·e ?" 

For, indeed, this character is the power and encouragement 
of all subsequent ~-enerations. "They did unto him whatever 
they listed:" but lle remains an example of adamant, which 
nothing can obliterate or obscure ; and weak humanity, touch­
ing this immovable monument of the past, has again and again 
gathered strength for the encounter with evil. 

And let all who have grace to imitate John the Baptist, in 
boldly rebuking vice and patiently suffering for the truth's 
sake, remember that they, too, have their part in the grand 
work of encouraging those who are around them and those 
who come after them. Because there was one John the 
Baptist pre-eminent, therefore there are, in various lesser 
degrees, many John the Baptists. 

This example, too, of strength is felt to be the greater, 
when we observe how, in the Baptist, strength was combined 
with tenderness of feeling, with humility, with self-obliteration, 
with supreme devotion to Christ. Thus we revert to the 
topic of the previous paper. Christian strength is not a noisy 
ostentatious display and boast; it is a distinct product of faith. 
"\Ye must not suffer this admiration of power to divert our 
thoughts from the only true source of power. 

And faith comes to the Christian soul through the exercise 
of prayer. Some who read the Scriptures carelessly might be 
surprised if they were told that John the Baptist is set before 
us there as one who expressly enforced the necessity of prayer; 
yet this is literally the case. For "when the disciples saw Jesus 
praying in a certain place, when He ceased one of them said, 
Lord, teach us to pray, as John also taught his disciples."2 The 
necessity of prayer, then, was so apparent to the Baptist that 
he not only asserted this necessity to those who came under 
his influence, but actually taught them to pray. This indirect 
testimony to the character of the great Forerunner, from an 
unexpected source, is of infinite value ; while, like the indirect 
information from the Acts of the Apostles, which was used for 
the conclusion of the previous paper, it illustrates that principle 
of inner harmony, which the Bible often asserts for itself, to 
the happy surprise of the careful student. 

J. S. HOWSON. 

1 For the position of Machrerus, see Canon Tristram's "Bible Places," 
p. 351. 

2 Luke xi. 1. 
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An-r. V.-SIR HENRY TAYLOR'S" AUTOBIOGRAPHY." 
Autobiography of Henry Taylor. Two volumes. Longmans, Green 

and Co. 

WHEN an eminent man dies, his decease sometimes is (as 
regards the public) a sort of temporary resurrection, 

for if he live to an advanced age, he generally retires from 
business, from literary labours, and from society ; ancl conse­
quently, though his works may continue to be read, his 
personal existence is so far forgotten, that perhaps many even 
of his admirers hardly know whether or not he is still in the 
land of th~ living-. But when. (as in the pre~ent case) ?is 
biography is published before his death, then his resurrect10n 
being ante-dated, he may have the advantage (such as it is) 
of living again in the minds of men before he goes hence and 
is no more seen. It is to be hoped that Sir Henry Taylor's 
" Autobiography" may produce this result in his case; and if 
I can succeed in furthering such an end, I shall rejoice. 
I do not, however, intend to give a complete summary 
of the contents of this work, or of the life of its author, 
but merely to notice, as far as my space will allow, those 
portions of it which are most likely to interest the readers of 
this Magazine. But first I wish to mention the particular 
claims which it has on our approbation. It is the work of 
a man who possesses a rare combination of qualities, the calm 
unpredjudiced judgment of a philosopher, the imagination and 
the fervid temperament of a poet, and the practical powers of 
a man of business. Added to this, there is a general tone of 
kindliness in Sir Henry's manner of speaking about the 
eminent men of his acquaintance, which is not always found 
in biographies, and which contrasts most favourably with the 
life of one remarkable man, lately published. People some­
times suppose that it is enou&"h that the generation of those 
of whom they speak is passed away; they think (as Sydney 
Smith expressed it, with mournful humour) that "it does not 
matter what we say now; we are all dead "-forgetting that, 
though the parents are dead, the children may be alive. Of 
course, those whose fathers have been public characters must 
remember that they are also to a certain degree public pro­
perty, and must expect to see them handled as such, and their 
faults as well as their merits freely canrnssed. But this liberty 
may be, and sometimes is, abused, though more by those who 
write the lives of others, than by autobiographers ; but, at all 
events, this is a fault which Sir Henry Taylor has carefully 
avoided. If anything, he has erred on the other, certainly 
the safer and more charitable side. Of himself he speaks 
with great candour, relating frankly as many of his early 
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errors as we have a right to expect to hear of, and honestly 
telling us at the end of his bio~raphy that he has not thought 
fit to record all his faults and weaknesses, which, indeed, no 
man is bound to do. We need not, like Rousseau, make the 
public our confessor. But, without pryin~- into what he has 
left untold, we may reasonably hope that Sir Henry's life, even 
as a young man, was an exceptionally pure one. He was a 
man of principle, and his natural lan$·uor of temperament, as 
well as his early education, probably shielded him from many 
temptations to which other youths are exposed. Besides 
which, he had the advantage, which does not fall to the lot of 
alL of being blessed with a father in whom he could place 
unlimited confidence, and who was unwilling to force his 
inclinations and to place him in any situation for which he 
was unfitted. One mistake of this kind he certainly made 
when he sent him to sea for a year; but this appears to have 
been the only one of the kind he ever fell into, and it was 
excusable from the circumstances of the case, as it appeared 
impossible to train him in the course of study which other 
boys have to go through. After this, he was left very much 
to himself, and was in a great measure self-educated. This is 
not the sort of training which anyone would recommend for 
boys in general; but Sir Henry was manifestly an exceptional 
boy, and though the sort of life which he then led was 
calculated to nourish peculiar eccentricities in his character, 
it is doubtful whether the discipline of a school would have 
been beneficial to him, and certainly his future strength lay 
in those very peculiarities which were to a certain extent dis­
ad vantages. This is one instance among many others which 
show that, both morally and intellectually, our strength and our 
weakness arise from the same sources. His languor of tem­
perament, which both in youth and in later life marred his 
happiness, was a drag upon his powers of acquiring know­
ledge, made him a slow thinker, and therefore unable to do 
himself full justice in general society, rendered him sounder 
in his views, and more just in his conclusions, than he would 
otherwise have been. But what he wanted in quickness he 
made up in soundness of thought; what he wanted in the 
quantity of his ideas he made up in their quality. He was like 
some fruit trees, which bear better fruit when the crop is scanty 
than when it is abundant. In his boyhood he describes him­
self as not very studious, and, indeed, few boys would be so 
under his circumstances. 

A great deal of his time was spent among the country :eeople 
around him. But (as he observes) "an intelligent boy will not 
be the worse for intercourse with the peasants in the north of 
England." This is very probably true, for north-countrymen 
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are the stuff of which many of our. mathematicians have been 
made; and probably there were, and are, some north-country 
peasants unknown to the world who possess the mental 
materials which, under proper education, might produce a 
wrangler. "Their language," Sir Henry remarks, "has, or had 
then, much of the force and significance which is found in the 
Scotch peasantry as given in Sir Walter Scott's novels. ' Is 
that ye ?' I recollect one man saying ; and the other answering, 
'Aye, a' that's left o' me. I'm just an auld "has been."' Such 
forms of speech were probably traditionary or current, and not 
the invention of those from whom they proceeded; but they 
belong to a superior race. 'I've forgotten mair na' he ever 
knew,' is another that I recollect, as the form in which one of 
my father's farm servants asserted his superiority to another. 
'He has not only mair' lair (lore, learning) 'than another man, 
but he has a gift wi 't,' was the same man's panegyric of my 
father. 'What! are ye there, Molly?' I heard a man say once 
to a very old woman, whom he had lrobably not met for a 
long time, and she answered, 'Aye, think God Almighty's 
forgotten me'" (vol. i., p. 31). Sir Henry quotes some sayinis 
of a similar kind, most of which are well known; but I could 
cap them with one or two really original remarks from the 
Cumberland and Westmoreland peasants, showing that the 
same acuteness of mind pervades the greater number of the 
northern peasantry: e.g., there was a certain frothy preacher, 
whose sermons one of the congregation in Westmoreland com­
pared to bits of broken bottle, glittering and useless. There 
was a Cumberland schoolmaster who, when asked if he would 
mend a pen, replied," I can alter it; I don't know whether I 
can mend it." 

Such were some of the influences which contributed to the 
formation of Sir Henry's character. But as he grew older, he 
devoted himself µiore to study, though rather from a desire 
for improvement than from inclination. His life durin& the 
years he was at home was like a long cloudy day, devoid. in­
deed of storms, but equally devoid of sunshine. Though 
blessed with a kind father, and in later times with an equally 
kind step-mother, both of them persons of superior ability, 
his earlier years were saddened by languid health, want of 
society, and the loss of his two brothers. But yet, strange to 
say, from all these clouds he emerged into the sunshine of 
notoriety at a comparatively early age, first as writer, and then, 
what is more surprising, considering his antecedents, as a 
practical man of busine~s. 

His first appearance before the public as an author was in 
1822. He flew at rather high game for so young a man­
no loss than the Qiia1·terly Review. But he had this advan-

VOL. XII.-NO. LXIX. 0 
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tage, that Gifford, who was then editor, had formerly corre­
sponded with his brother about an article on Coleridge, which 
he had been unable to insert, but of which he thought very 
highly. I should certainly not, as a general rule, have ex­
pected that a very youno- man would have found entrance 
into such periodicals as the Edinb1l1·gh or Qua1·te1·ly were in 
those days; and yet, if what I have heard be true, Macaulay 
was as successful with the Edinburgh Review as Sir Henry 
was with the QU,a,rterly, and at an equally early age. I have 
heard it said, though I do not recollect having seen it men­
tioned in his life, that his review on Milton was written before 
he left Cambrid,S"e, and that when all the world was wonder­
ing who could be the author of so brilliant an article, some 
person observed that he knew one man at Cambridge who 
talked in the same style, but that he could not be the man, 
for he was only an undergraduate-that man was Macaulay. 
So the story runs. But certainly Macaulay never wrote any­
thing in the Edinbu1·gh or elsewhere su;r;>erior to this his first 
article, if it were his first. But with Su H. Taylor the case 
was different, according to his own verdict; for he candidly 
confesses that in his maturer years he found out his first 
article to be shallow and flippant, and unwarrantably sarcastic; 
and the remarks which he makes on reviews in general with 
regard to this last point are well worth reading, though too· 
long for quotation (see vol. i., pp. 48, 49). I will only cite one 
passage, which thoroughly endorses my own views on the sub­
ject: "No unkind word should be spoken of book or man, 
unless more was to be alleged for it than the expurgation of 
literature by criticism, inasmuch as, generally speaking, neg­
lect will do all that is necessary in that way." This is quite 
true as regards any work which is not likely to live, but which 
is yet harmless in its teaching. If a book is not worthy of 
praise, it is not worthy of blame. Blame should be reserved, 
either for works of an immoral or irreligious tendency or for 
works of real merit, in order that the public taste may be 
rightly guided; and, indeed, a little censure in such cases, if 
kindly given, may be more useful for the author's reputation 
than unmixed praise. But bitter sarcasm, or even well-merited 
censure, in the case of a worthless production, can only have 
the effect of wounding the author's feelings. It may be good 
sport to the reviewer and to the public, but (as in the case of 
the boys and the frogs) it is often death to the sufferer, figura­
tively and sometimes even literally, if we believe what Byron 
said of Keats (who, by the way, was not an inferior writer): 

'Tie strange the mind, that very fiery particle, 
Should let itself be snuffed out by an article. 

Shortly after Sir Henry's successful contribution to ·the 
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Qticwterly, he launched himself into London life as a literary 
adventurer-a rather doubtful experiment, one would think; 
but it had the sanction of two sensible and superior women, 
his Ster-mother and her cousin, Miss Fenwick. Of the latter, 
as wel as of the former, he speaks much and often, and in the 
terms of the highest praise. The latter seems to hav~ been 
instrume_ntal in formmg Sir Henry's character, and in direct­
ing and developing his mtellect. Hers was indeed no ordinary 
mind ; but as she was not an authoress, she is unknown to the 
public. There is a line in "Philip van Artevelde" which has 
been admired, and which I myself admire, though I cannot 
entirely subscribe to its truth as a general proposition. It 
runs thus : " The world knows nothing of its greatest men." 
But if Sir Henry had said " women" instead of men. I should 
be more inclined to go along with him, and should quote :Miss 
Fenwick as an instance of the truth of the observation. In­
deed, the mere fact that she was the intimate and admired 
friend of two such men as Wordsworth and Sir H. Taylor 
speaks for itself. But I cannot help adding my own testimony 
(such as it is worth). I knew her well as a young man, and 
felt the attraction for her which, I believe, was shared by all 
who knew her. Sir Henry's decision to seek his fortune in 
London was even more successful .than was anticipated. The 
literary reputation which he had gained opened out to him 
another career. At the age of about twenty-five he received 
an appointment in the Colonial Office. The services he ren­
dered to the country in that department are well known, and 
have been thoroughly appreciated. Had he chosen, he might 
have risen to higher and more lucrative posts; but he was 
deterred from accepting promotion by one or two considera­
tions. . One reason was his wish . to devote himself to poetry. 
We see him constantly fulled in different directions by the 
t,vo conflicting chains o business and of poetry; so that we 
are forcibly reminded of the picture of Garrick between tras-ecly 
and comedy. But as his wishes and his ambition we.re all on 
the side of poetry, he was not in the condition of the ass be­
tween two bundles of hay, with an equal attraction on both 
sides, of whom the Schoolmen proved that it must in conse­
quence be starved to death; and even if he had, I should have 
been sorry to make so uncivil a comparison.1 

Of his literary power I must say something, though I cannot 
undertake to trace it to its close. The first poem of any length 
which he published was "Isaac Comnenus." It was not a 
success with the public. But he rather congratulates himself 

1 Of his career at the Colonial Office I may remark that in his account 
of it he gives us some curious information about the difficulties which 
attended the passing of the Slave Emancipation Bill. 

o2 
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on its failure, because it led him to be, more careful about the 
composition of his second publication," Philip van Artevelde ;" 
and he might have added that, as the character of Isaac 
Comnenus was considered to be very like that of Artevelde, 
the success of the former poem might have interfered with 
that of the latter. It was to "Philip van Artevelde" that 
he owed his first fame as a poet, and a more universal fame 
than might have been expected. Had I not seen the result, 
I should ha,e been inclined to think with his father that this 
poem was not likely to suit the public taste. But it succeeded 
so well in this respect, as one of his reviewers remarked of 
him, that he had awakened one morning and found himself 
famous. This is what Byron said of himself after the publica­
tion of the first, or two fi,rst, cantos of "Childe Harold," though 
whether or not the remark originated with him I fotget. But 
in the case of " Philip van Artevelde," as in many other such 
instances, it is probable that the many were led by the few. 
For this play is of too thoughtful, too meditative a nature to 
please ordinary readers, and has not enough of glitter and 
sparkle on the outside to recommend itself to those who could 
not appreciate its deeper merits. That it was not appreciated 
and not even read by all its professed admirers, may be seen 
from the following ludicrous mistake which one of them made. 
"In that society" (i.e., the society of Lansdowne House and 
Holland House) Sir Henry says," I found that I was going by 
the name of my hero ; and one lady more fashionable than well 
informed, sent me an invitation addressed to "Philip van 
Artevelde, Esq." (vol. i., p. 196). It would be impossible here 
to give a lengthened critique on this play, but I cannot 
pass it over without some notice. It is full of deep thought, 
and has passages in it of surpassing beauty. But I am not 
sure that I should recommend it for the perusal of the young. 
The late Sir Arthur Helps would not allow his wife to read 
too second volume. What his reasons were I never heard ; 
but my own objection to that volume, in spite of its beauty 
and ability, is th~t it enlists our feelings against our reason 
and principles-it makes Artevelde more lovable in his fall 
than he was in his unsullied purity of life, and, moreover, 

• throws a halo of enchantment over the sullied virtue of bis 
mistress Ellina. It may make some readers feel too much 
sympathy with the unlawful lover. I cannot recollect that 
it eYer produced on my mind ll,ny other permanent feeling 
than that of pity, which we must feel for the misfortunes of 
the fallen, however deserved. But it might be different with 
other young persons. Yet, for all this, the· moral we deduce 
from this play is a useful, though a melancholy one. It 
shows how a noble character may be deteriorated by rising to 



Sfr Henry Taylor's "Autobiography." 197 

sudden power and greatness, and by the removal of a hallow­
ing intluence. The moral may be summed up in these words, 
'' Let him that thinketh he standeth take heed lest he fall." 
And I think every true Christian might add, " Other founda­
tion can no man lay than that which is laid;" i.e., He \Vho, 
having borne our sins and infirmities, can alone enable us to 
triumph over self and circumstances. Give me where "I may 
stand," said Archimedes, " and I will raise the world ;" and 
this is true in a higher and more spiritual sense than he 
meant it. But if we stand on the world and on self, we shall 
move with the world, and be taken prisoner by it for time 
and for eternity. 

Before leaving this subject, I must quote one passage in 
" Van Artevelde,'' which has left a deep impression on my 
mind: it so'u,nds like a quotation, but I do not recollect 
having seen it elsewhere. " He that lacks time to mourn, 
lacks time to mend;" and I say this from the manner in 
which I have heard one young man speak of this play. Of 
course the sufferers in a tragedy should not be too good nor 
too bad, in order that pity should not be stifled nor the sense 
of justice violated; but the sympathy should be for the 
sufferer, not for his faults-eternity "mourns that." 

After the publication of this play, Sir Henry became quite 
a" lion" in London. Lion-hunting, at. least literciry lion­
hunting, has now very much gone out of fashion. People 
have something else to do, and to think of; but in those days 
it was the rage; and if the position of a " lion'' had its plea­
sures, it had also its inconveniences. More was expected of 
him than he could give, or find it convenient to give. For 
one thing, he was apt to be hunted to death by invitations if 
he lived in London. Sir Henry avoided this inconvenience to 
a certain degree by refusing a good many of them. But this 
expoi:ed him to the imputation of being proud. Then again, 
he is expected to play the agreeab!P. ; to fulfil all expectations 
formed of him. This, Sir Henry could not altogether succeed 
in doing, even if he had tried, for several reasons ; one of 
which was, that his languor of temperament and the slowness 
of his mental operations prevented him from always being 
able to shine in conversation, and show himself to the best 
advantage. I have heard that he would sometimes sit silent 
during- a whole evening. His reason for this was, as one of 
his friends told me, that he considered that the effort to talk 
commonplaces when you had nothing really to say, frittered 
away the mind. When· I heard this, sn:eposing it to be said 
as a general Eroposition, I thought that 1f acted on by all as 
a rule, it would have the effect of throwing a wet blanket on 
society ; but since then it occurred to me, that perhaps Sir 
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Henry only spoke with reference to him-self, or, what is per­
haps more probable, that he judged of others by himself. It 
was necessary, from his peculiar constitution of mind and 
body, that he s~10uld husband his energies and not waste 
them unnecessarily. But perhaps he was too ready to apply 
the same medicine to all. He once remarked to Ai·chbishop 
Whately, in speaking of Dr. Arnold, that he kept his mind 
too much on the stretch, and that a certain degree of dulness 
was necessary for the mental health. The Archbishop re­
marked on this, " Such a prescription might be necessary for 
him and for me, but would never suit a man like Arnold." 
'Khen Sir Henry did converse, there were some whom he a 
little alarmed because they felt as if they were put upon their 
oath; they felt, in short, very much as a lady, a re1ation of 
my own, felt, when, on remarking to her neighbour at dinner 
that it was a fine day, the latter fumbled in her pocket for 
some time, and at last drew forth a speaking-trumpet, and, 
applying it to her ear, said, "Now, ma'am, if you please." 
But notwithstanding these peculiarities, there was, for some 
persons, a most indescribable charm about Sir Henry. And 
here it may not be out of place to relate what were my own 
youthful impressions with regard to him. When I first saw 
him, I was on a visit to Ems with my family, where he was 
staying in order to give his wife the benefit of the waters. 
The memory of that visit is to me like one of those bright 
dreams of the past, of which the poet Moore says : 

They come in the night-time of sorrow and care ; 
.A.nd bring back the features that joy used to wear. 

It seemed as if I had realized that ideal which we all strive 
after, but which we seldom ever fancy that we have attained, 
and never shall really attain, until "the thirsty ground" (or 
11iirage, as the more correct reading is) "shall become a pool 
of wat6r." Sir Henry had at that time been only recently 
married to a daughter of Lord Monteagle. She was much his 
junior, but the two formed an agreeable contrast from the 
difference in their age and appearance. He was tall and 
striking-looking; she was short and, though her beauty was not 
according to sculptor's standard, she had the most fascinating 
face it was ever my lot to look upon. Of his face it was remarked, 
I think by Hartley Coleridge, that it was the hands?mest 
intellectual face he had ever seen. It was a compliment 
which could not well have been returned, for Hartley Coleridge 
was most grotesquely ugly. But I think the remark was 
true. There have been other men of genius who were equally, 
perhaps more handsome, but none to my knowledge who 
seemed to me to owe their beauty to their intellect. I have 
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now only spoken of the outside of the casket, but the inside 
seemed to me to correspond with it. Sir Henry and his wife 
were in my estimation as fascinating in their manners and 
conversation as in their appearance. I might have thought, 
indeed, that my impressions were the result of youthful enthu­
siasm, and of the delight which a boy of eighteen naturally 
feels at being treated as a companion and an equal, by a man 
of genius, who is much older than himself, were it not that 
Archbishop Whately shared the same feelings. I heard him 
once remark that there was a singular poetical charm about 
Henry Taylor, or something to that effect, which was what I 
never heard him say of any other man. And this leads me 
to notice a remark which Sir Henry, in vol. ii., chap. xv, 
makes about the Archbishop's estimate of his poetry. He 
says, " I did not agree with the Archbishop in his estimates : 
I did not think ill of my poetry any more than extravagantly 
well of my prose." I believe he was mistaken in what he sup­
posed to be my father's estimate of his poetry. At all events 
he founded it on a remark which struck me at the time as 
being said half in joke. It was something to this effect: 
" Burn all your foolish poems, aild devote yourself to prose, 
in which you may rival or resuscitate Bacon." The Arch­
bishop did not mean to throw contempt on his poetry, but 
he looked upon poetry in general as a much less important 
branch of literature than Henry Taylor did; and thouah I 
should hardly think that "Philip van Artevelde" would fi:ave 
quite suited his taste, I never heard him speak slightingly 
of it. His taste in poetry was chiefly confined to a few poets, 
and these mostly of a stirring kind. Sir Henry's fruitless 
endeavours to convert him to an appreciation of ,v ordsworth, 
I weli remember. He gives the following comic account of 
his failure: 

Perceiving I could not force entrance in conversation, I made a 
more elaborate endeavour to work Wordsworth into minds of his order, 
by writing an article on bis sonnets in the Quarterly Review. I treated 
the sonnets in some such way as Dante treats his own sonnets in " Vita 
Nuova,'' developing the more latent meanings, and occasionally perhaps, 
in the manner of a preacher upon a text, adding a little doctrine which 
may have been rather suggested by the sonnet than derived from it. The 
inexorable Archbishop seized upon these instances of extra development, 
and (in a letter to a friend which reached my hands) observed, with 
characteristic sharpness, that they reminded him of pebble soup, which 
is said to be very savoury and nutritious, if you flavour it with pepper 
and salt, a few sweet herbs, and a neck of mutton."-Vol. i., pp. 323-4. 

The Archbishop was in literary tastes decidedly intolerant; 
like Macaulay, he would not allow merit to works which did 
not come within his own orbit, even though they might be 
approved by the best judges. Sir Henry defines his wit, as 
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compared 1Vith that of Rogers and Sydney Smith, most aptly: 
" "-hile the wit of Rogers was the wit of satire, and that of 
Sydney Smith that of comedy, the wit of Whately, Archbishop 
of Dublin, might be designated as the wit of logic " (vol. i., p. 
322). Sydney Smith, however, was more of a humonrist than 
a wit. But adopting Sir Henry's phaseology, the instances 
gi,en of the wit of each of these men are worth quoting. I 
"'ill begin by A-rchbishop Whately: 

In a debate upon the introduction into the House of Lords of the 
Poor Law for Ireland, some peer (I think Lord Clanricard) supported it 
by saying, that if the landowners lived upon their estates, and if the 
Board of Guardians were attentive to their duties, and if the overseers 
examined strictly into the circumstances, the law would have a most 
beneficial operation. The Archbishop strode across the floor to my 
brother-in-law, Stephen Spring Rice, who was sitting on the steps of the 
throne. and said to him, aside, " If my aunt had been a man, she would 
have been my uncle; that's his argument."-Vol. i., pp. 324-5. 

Of Sydney Smith's humour he gives us the following speci­
men: "When our visit was over (a visit to Sydney Smith's 
parsonage of Combe Fleury), he asked Mrs. Villiers whither she 
was bound when she left Halse. 'To Bath,' was the answer. 
'To Bath!' he said; 'what can take you to Bath ?' 'Well, I 
have an aunt there, whom I really ouo-ht to see.' 'Oh ! an 
aunt. You have an aunt at Bath ? Yes, everybody has an 
aunt at Bath-a perfect Ant Hill I have an aunt at Bath: 
"Go to the ant, thou sluggard," has been ringing in my ears for 
half a century, but I've never gone''' (vol. i., pp. 184-5.) 

Of Rogers's peculiar style of wit, he gives one instance, in 
which it is difficult to say whether the wit or the malice pre­
dominated: 

However one might be treated, it was not safe to complain. The 
widow of Sir Humphry Davy ventured to do so. "Now, Mr. Rogers," 
she said, in a tone of aggrieved expostulation, "you are always attackinl!,' 
me." "Attacking you, Lady Davy! I waste my life in defending you." 
- Vol. i., p. 322. 

I can.not forbear adding another instance of Rogers's peculiar 
style of wit, so characteristic of him that Archbishop Whately, 
as soon as he heard the remark, recognised it as Rogers's. 
When l\facaulay's "History of England" first came out, Croker, 
probably in order to revenge himself for the treatment he had 
received at his hands in the Edinbwrgh Review, tried to make 
out that the history was utterly incorrect, but so signally failed 
that Rogers remarked, "he wanted to commit murder and he 
has committed suicide." 

Yet with all his malice Rogers was not, as Sir Henry Taylor 
truly remarks, wanting in practical benevolence; such are the 
inconsistencies of human nature. As a poet he was very dif­
ferent from what he was as a conversationalist. There is no wit, 
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or energy, or acrimony in his verses. They are merely distin­
guished by a sort of feeble sweetness. He reversed what I 
said at the beginning of this paper is very often the lot of 
authors, that their reputation as writers survives when they 
have died as men in the public estimation before their actual 
decease. Rogers retained his reputation as a man and a wit 
long after his poems ceased to be read. Though to look at 
him in his old ag_e, one would have hardly imagined him to be 
a living man. l only saw him once; it was in Westminster 
Abbey, and he looked to me like one of the corpses frovi the 
Poet's Corner, resuscitated. Nor am I alone in that opmion. 
Once when he came to Westmoreland, on one of his visits to 
his friend Wordsworth, a peasant-woman, who had seen him 
there some years before, expressed her astonishment at his 
being still alive, for (she said) he looked, when she last saw 
him," as if he had on:ly to wink and dee." 

My limits will not allow me to notice many of the other 
eminent men whose characters Sir Henry Taylor has so ably 
sketched. For his views of Carlyle's character, I must refer 
the reader to vol. i., chap. xix., where he gives a lengthy 
analysis of that great man's mind. It is too long for quotation, 
and I could not quote a part without spoiling it. One 
characteristic incident, however, I must mention. "He de­
lights" (Sir Henry says) "in knocking over any pageantry of 
another man's setting up. One evening at the Grange, a party 
of gentlemen returning from a walk in the dusk, had seen a 
magnificent meteor, one which filled a place in the newspapers 
for some days afterwards. They described what they had 
beheld in glowing colours, and with much enthusiasm. Carlyle 
having heard them in silence to the end, gave his view of the 
phenomena: 'Aye, some sulphurated bydroge11, I suppose, or 
some rubbish of that kind"' (vol. i. p. 330). It is cunous that 
Sir Henry does not repeat a very terse remark, which, if my 
memory does not fail me, I have heard attributed to him, in 
which Carlyle is described, in a single sentence, as "a Puritan 
who has lost bis creed." It reminds me of a somewhat similar 
remark which was made with reference to J. S. Mill, that he was 
a Puritan infidel. Respecting him, Sir Henry makes a very acute 
conjecture, which his autobiography subsequently showed to be 
correct. He says, "I should conjecture, though I do not know, 
that the passion of his nature had not found a free and un~ 
obstructed course through the affections, and had got a good deal 
pent up in his intellect, in which, however large (and among 
the scientific intellects of bis time I hardly know a larger), it 
was but as an eagle in an aviary" (vol. i., p. 79). Sir Henry speaks 
very highly of 'Mill, but without disputing the correctness of 
his estimate, I can only regret that such qualities should have 
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been enlisted in the cause of infidelity. It is indeed (as Archer 
Butler remarks) "one proof of the natural alienation of man 
from God, that his highest qualities, when unsanctificd, do not 
lead him in that direction." They may lead him to religion, 
but not to God. Of one fault, however, I fully acquit Mill : 
he has not made, or endeavoured to make, infidelity attractive; 
he has rather made it repulsive. His autobiography was 
aptly described, in one of the Oxford papers, as a ghastly 
memoir. He strips this life of all its flowers, and yet shuts 
the door of hope in a future life. 

I ha,e now come to the end of the limits assigned to 
me, and perhaps even beyond them. Much, therefore, which 
I could have said must be left unsaid. I should have liked 
to have made some remarks about those friends of Sir Henry 
Taylor, whom I also had the honour of knowing- Lord 
Monteagle, his father-in-law, Sir Aubrey de Vere, and Sir 
James Stephen ; but want of space, as well as other reasons, 
compel me to pass them over. So now I must bid farewell 
to a work whwh I have performed . with pleasure mixed 
with sadness, a sadness which must cast a still deeper shade 
over the mind of the writer. He is paying the penalty which 
all men do pay who live to an advanced age, of seeing his 
friends fall around him, "like leaves in wintry weather." Of 
all the illustrious men whose characters he has sketched, 
Mr. Gladstone is, as far as I know, the only one now living. 
Sic transit glo1·ia mundi. 

---*>----
ART. VI.-MR. MATTHEW ARNOLD ON CHRISTMAS. 

IK the April number of the Contemporary Review, Mr. 
Matthew Arnold has given us "A Comment on Christ­

mas." He takes as his text an apophthegm of Bishop Wil­
son, and he apologizes to his readers for allowing so long a 
time to pass since he quoted that much-esteemed prelate who, 
he tells us, "is full of excellent things." Mr. Arnold has a 
special reason for quoting Bishop Wilson now, for, to use his 
own words," one of his apophthegms came into my mind the 
other day as I read an angry and unreasonable expostulation 
addressed to mysel£" We believe that Mr. Arnold alludes to 
an article that appeared in the Guard,ian at Christmas on the 
great miracle of the Incarnation. However this may be, Bishop 
Wilson's apophthegm runs thus: "Truth provokes those wlwrn 
it does not convert." 

K ow, Mr. Arnold was "angrily reproached" for saying, 
" Miracles do not happen, and more and more of us are becoming 




