
This is a reproduction of a library book that was digitized  
by Google as part of an ongoing effort to preserve the  
information in books and make it universally accessible.

http://books.google.com

https://books.google.com/books?id=WhwkAQAAMAAJ


 



 

INDIANA

UNIVERSITY

LIBRARY











MEMORIAL ADDRESSES

IN HONOR OF

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow,

Mr. RICHARD H. STODDARD,

Mr. EDWIN P. WHIPPLE,

A N D

Prof. FELIX ADLER,

—DELIVEKED BEFORE THE—

Society for Ethical Culture

On Sunday, April 2d, 1882,

CHICKERING HALL.

NEW YORK:

Lehmaieh $ Bro. Pkint, 95, 97, Kulton St.

1882

/

t



USDIANA UNIVERSITY

■



Prof. FELIX ADLER:

Our platform is graced to-day by the presence of a poet whose

name is familiar and dear to many thousands in this land. To such

a one it behooves us to show honor and respect in all things. I

shall do so now by respecting the wish which he has uttered, that I

may be wholly brief in presenting him to this audience. Mr. Rich

ard H. Stoddard will now address you on the Poet and the Divine

Poetic Art.

Mr. RICHARD H. STODDARD'S Address.

I have been asked to speak for a few minutes about Mr. Longfellow,

but not so much about him, personally, as about the choir of

poets to which he belonged, and the place that the faculty which he

and they possess, and possessed, holds among the endowments of

the race. It is not with the Man, or the Men, that I propose

to detain you, but with the geneses of his, and their, Work. He was

one of many—but not so many, after all—who were gifted with

powers that are not common to the generations of mankind. Why

they were so gifted no man knows, and of the source of their powers

all must remain ignorant. It is one of the mysteries that surround

us—perhaps the heart of the dearest, as the Infinite Unknown of

our poor human speech is the soul of the profoundest—the creative

energy which we call Father. The first poet was the first man who

was conscious of himself and of the Universe—a childly-hearted

creature of whom the twinkle of a dew-drop, the delicate grace of

a spring blossom, or the fingers of the wind that dallied with his

hair, made a lyrical singer ; to whom the surf sang strophes of jubi

lance; the flash of lightning and the crash of thunder were Ode and

Epode of a mighty measure; moonlights epithalmia; and darkness

the pall of the tragedy of the Unknowable. When he opened his

eyes to the glory and the terror that were about him, he was a poet.

If we could recall our childish conceptions of these, we might re

call the voices that awakened his spirit, the apparitions that beckoned

to, and eluded it. The earliest message that approached his ear from

the lips of Nature was half inaudible, and of uncertain import.
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He knew not whether to be delighted, or afraid. He was aware of

another and a stronger than himself—of something above him, below

him, within him, from Whom he could not escape, a perpetual envi

ronment and fulfillment—the Maker securing the made. So far as

they can be traced, the primitive utterances of man were a recogni

tion of Power, which speedily became powers, which assumed names,

and were clothed upon by shadowy, elemental, fleshly shapes—

adumbrations of their worshippers projected against the wall of the

worlds. Man made his gods—in his own image, but superior, for

good and evil, and as he made them, so they remain to-day; the

good, let us hope, trampling the evil under foot. The oldest poems

extant are invocations to deities; orphic hymns that strove to capture

and detain—their singers hardly knew what, to translate the original

language of encircling Presences into the dialects of barbaric tribes;

confessions of transgression and supplications for forgiveness; mortal

acknowledgments of the Divine, like those in the Sacred Book of

the Hebrews—"Lord, what is man that Thou art mindful of him,

or the sou of man that Thou visitest him?" Such were these old

forgotten poets, and such their strains in the morning of Time.

While the spiritual needs of man were demanding those rhythmic

recognitions, his physical needs were demanding their recognition in

stormier music—in the rugged songs that narrated his encounters

with savage beasts, and in the short, sharp odes that strengthened

his sinews to heave great rocks upon his foes, and to brain them with

upwrecked forests—valorous, vindictive, victorious. The hands of

Nimrod conquered in the one, the fires of Moloch consumed in the

other, and the earth was darkened with the smoke of battle. From

out this tumult stole forth slowly, but surely, a Woman not seen

before, stern, but sad and gracious, whose office it was to recover

and embalm the memory of heroes, friends and foes, both noble, now

they were gone; so just, so human, is the twin sister of song—Tradi

tion. But back of all these shapes and sounds, back of the soldier

in battle and the gray-bearded priest in sacred places, are beauteous

shadows and melodious voices, figures of youths and maids sitting

upon banks of flowers, or stealing through the twilight of secluded

woods, whispering secrets, exchanging hearts, clasping hands, look

ing immortal life, old-world lovers, singing the song that never is

old. Perhaps they touch rude instruments, fetch music from string

and shell, or up, and dance for utter joy; whatever they do, all's welf.

" Bo not afeard; the isle is full of noises,

Sounds, and sweet airs that give delight and hurt not."
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■Through all these jocund ditties float, from vineyards where

grapes are trodden into wine, from processions along the highways

crowned with vine leaves, with faces flushed, trumpets blowing,

cymbals clashing, emptied cups and stumbling feet, passing away,

the sons of Belial, Thammuz and the Syrian damsels, Bacchus and

Silenus, poetic impersonations of opulence and waste. Be sure that

more than revelry was meant in these, that hidden therein were

myths whose original meaning hath escaped us—parables of the use

and abuse of good, parents of Saadi and Omar Khayyam.

" Why, be this juice the growth of God, who dare

Blaspheme the twisted tendril as a snare?

A blessing we should use it, should we not?

And if a curse, why, then, Who set it there? "

The soul solicits wisdom. It is delivered by the poet. The limits

of our vision and our set habits of mind narrow our knowledge and

conceptions of poetry. Before Greece was, and her mighty mother,

Egypt, there was a world of song. There were poets in the steppes

of Scythia, in the defiles of the Himalayas, along the banks of the

Niger, in the mines of Cornwall, in the endless forests of the un-

found Continent, on the surf-washed beaches of the Pacific, and over

the sunken cities of the. Atlantides—wherever mankind was, there

were poets. Everywhere the fourfold stream of religion, and love,

and war, and wine, was flowing, and men and women rose, and

floated, and sunk therein from of old, as they are rising and floating

and sinking now. It sings about a thousand little islands peopled

with lyrical birds; it lapses gayly along the sunny shore of comedy;

it sets perpetually to the world where tragedy is, surrounded by

lo3t lovers and un wedded maids, discrowned and unsceptred kings

and queens, wan rulers of crushed empires weighed down with Fate.

Whatever the race has been, is, or may be, that poetry has been, is,

and must be. It is human life and death.

From the beginning it has broadened and deepened. The simple

worship of the world's forefathers shaped itself into prayers, invo

cations, and mystic hymns—the Vedas, the Zendavesta, the Theo-

gony, the Hebrew Writings, and the Evangelists. The anger of its

children shaped itself into war songs in all lands, and into the

epical ocean wherein they were discharged—Iliads, Maharbharratas,

iEneids, Divine Comedies, Paradises Lost. The wine-bibbing of

its grandchildren shaped itself into satiric combats between rival

wits, who set the rustics agape, and whose torches reached us
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through the hands of Aristophanes, Terence, Moliere, and Shaks-

peare ; the sorrow and sullenness of all reaching us in Prometheus,

Medea, Antigone, gliding away in a thousand pallid figures, to re

appear as Hamlet, Lear, Queen Katharine, Lady Macbeth. Amorists

of antiquity reached us through the souls of Hero and Leander,

Dante and Beatrice.

"And many more the Muse ma}- not rehearse."

Akin to these crying and laughing ones were, and are, the

shepherd-folk and countrymen of Theocritus, Burns and Morehus,

Keats and Tennyson. Such are the dwellers in, and such the domin

ion of Song, whereof the Poet is Sovereign, Lord under the Great

Lord of the lesser universe. It is an awful sceptre which he holds,

this Porphyrogenitus, for the honor which accompanies it must be

borne meekly, and the burden which it imposes is for life and death.

He receives what the Giver sends, and gives it again; what, he

knows not, save that it is good.

" There is a soul of goodness in things ill,

Would men observingly distill it out."

The Divine Light streams :—

" Life, like a dome of many-colored glass,

Stains the white radiance of Eternity." '

First-born of Nature, and more closely held to her heart than

any of her children, the poet apprehends and comprehends the

Universal Mother. What escapes the trained eye of the painter,

he instinctively discerns; foreseeing the unseen light, and prevent

ing the distant darkness, master of his moods, and interpreter of

her mysteries, she has no secrets from her darling ! Wisdom whis

pers her oracles through him. He is the mouth-piece of wit, art,

eloquence of words, purity of sculpture, glory of color, ineffable

tenderness and might of music ; fourfold waters of the Unknown

are the rivers of his Eden, before whose gates flames no fiery sword,

for man has never been driven forth, but walks there at morn and

eventide—familiar with the gods.

Such is the Poet, and such, within his limitations, was Longfellow,

whom the world laments ; most gracious of Puritans, beneficent

flower from the stern old stem of John Alden.



, Prof. FELIX ADLER :

Finely conceived, delicately drawn, exquisitely elaborated, are

the pictures of poetry and the poetic nature which have just been

conjured up before our mental vision. The poet has spoken of

poetry. It is for the appreciative critic to mark for us the distinc

tive merits of the bard, whose loss we deplore to-day. No one is

more competent to do this than Mr. Edwin P. Whipple, a name

eminent in American literature. Mr. Whipple is prevented by in

disposition from being with us to-day, and his address will be read

by Mr. Chas. Roberts, Jr., whose perfect delivery will form the beau

tiful vehicle for admirable thought.

Mr. EDWIN P. WHIPPLE'S Address.

Tt was affirmed by one of the great poets of the century, who

* spoke from his inspired insight into the external world, that

" They do not err

Who say, that when a poet dies,

Mute Nature mourns a worshipper,

And celebrates his obsequies."

Indeed, it is the Mind in this Nature,—dumb, but neither deaf nor

blind,—that the poet interprets, and shows to be one with the

the Mind in human nature, happily gifted with an articulate voice.

The death of a poet, therefore, as contrasted with that of the most

eminent scientist, strikes us all as an abrupt withdrawal of one of

those exceptional beings, through whose vivid spiritual vision of the

life of things, we are enabled to catch glimpses of vital realities

which are not revealed to the keenest scientific observation or the

most patient scientific analysis.

In the case of the departure of Longfellow this sense of loss is

deepened by our love and admiration of the character of the man.

It was said, years ago, by a competent foreign critic, that there was

something, he hardly knew what, in the poems of Longfellow, which

made them universally attractive; but those who personally knew

the man readily understood what constituted the peculiar attract

iveness of the poet. He was, in the first place, one of the human-

est of men, utterly incapable of envy, malice, or intolerance, and

gifted not only with the power of discerning merit in others, but of
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heartily rejoicing in its contemplation. Wherever he appeared, he

radiated the spirit of kindliness and beneficence. It was impossible

to know him without feeling an affection for him. And he was

very comprehensive in his humanity. It included sects and parties

that hated and despised each other, and diversities of individual

character which were mutually repulsive. His toleration extended

to the toleration of intolerance, even when he himself was its victim.

TEhus, when he was vehemently denounced by some earnest aboli

tionists for that passage in " The Building of the Ship," glorifying

the Union of the States, he quietly said to an indignant friend:

" These men are justified in attacking me. Knowing their opinions

as I do, they could not honestly act otherwise."

This breadth of sympathetic feeling gave variety to the products

of his genius. It enabled him to reproduce many different moods of

mind, and many different forms of character. A glance over his

poems shows how wide is the field his writings cover. He rarely, if

ever, repeats himself. If we take his long poems, such as " The

Spanish Student," " The Golden Legend," " Hiawatha," " Evange

line," we wonder how the same poet could have selected subjects so

different, and have treated each with such masterly adaptation of

his genius to his theme. Our wonder is increased when we re

member the throng of lyrics and minor poems with which he has

enriched our literature, and the flexibility of mind he displays in

placing himself on an equality with every idea, sentiment, situation

and topic he represents. In all these the individuality of the man is

constantly perceived, but the range of the genius is remarkable.

Perhaps the controlling element in his nature was the moral sen

timent, and it is also the dominant quality observed in his writings.

And his morality is the morality of most good men and women. He

deals in no moral paradoxes, while he touches no moral truism with

out vitalizing it,—without imparting to it a new life, freshness, eleva

tion, beauty and power. He thus finds his way into all self-respect

ing homes, and is domesticated at all pure firesides. His extraor

dinary intensity of perception of ordinary feelings and beliefs, is the

chief source of his popularity.

The intellectual equipment of this fine nature was of exceptional

excellence. He was a man of large and liberal scholarship, gifted

with a creative and realizing mind. His learning, therefore, was all

alive, connecting itself throughout its wide scope of accomplishment

with suggested thoughts, emotions, pictures, and persons. And

then, consider his power of what maybe called executive expression.
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His words and images always tell. He ever succeeds in conveying

to another mind tbe matter that fills his own. It is impossible to

miss his meaning, or fail to feel it as he feels it. Generally, his

style impresses us by the solidity and weight of its melodiously

arranged words. In "The Arsenal at Springfield," "Seaweed,"

" Sand of the Desert," " The Occupation of Orion," " Sandalphon,"

" The Light House," not to mention others, note the massiveness

of the diction ! What a description is this of the effects of war :

" The tumult of each sacked and burning village,

The shout that every prayer for mercy drowns ;

The soldiers' revel in the midst of pillage,

. The wail offamine in beleaguered towns."

How sound helps sense and imagination in this verse from "The

Lighthouse ":

" The startled waves leap over it, the storm

Smites it with all the scourges of the rain ;

And steadily against its solid form

Press the great shoulders of the hurricane. "

Most of Longfellow's poems are characterized by this clearness,

picturesqueness, and, especially, this weight of diction. The effect

on the ear is as great as the effect on the eye. We instinctively

read his most celebrated pieces aloud. When, as in " Endymion "

and " Maidenhood," he succeeds in embodying subtile thoughts

and melodies, we commonly find that he has failed in reaching his

audience of fifty thousand readers. The most wonderful poem of

this kind in modern English literature is Tennyson's " Echo Song,"

in "The Princess,"—a lyric whose interior music has never been

adequately rendered by the voice of any singer or elocutionist.

Longfellow's efforts in this direction, though perhaps artistically his

best, have never obtained popularity.

It would be difficult to state, in a short address, how many

avenues Longfellow has opened to the popular heart and brain.

The effect of all his writings is to purify, as well as to please. Few,

whose sense of beauty was so keen, have combined with it an ethical

purpose so high. He belongs to that class of poets, we gratefully

remember, who have quickened and strengthened conscience,

through kindling appeals to the emotions and the imagination :

" Filling the soul with sentiments august,

The beautiful, the brave, the holy and the just."





Prof. FELIX ADLER'S Address.

ou may inqu > in wonder why another word should be added to

* what has aire ^-been said. It was our wish to-day that the

poet should speak to us of his noble art, and the distinguished critic

point out the merits of our Bard. And amply has this wish been

fulfilled in the words which you have heard. And yet I speak as one

of many thousands who have derived a sweet and restful pleasure

from the songs of the dead poet. And it is the desire to say my

thanks, the simple impulse of gratitude, that prompts me to add

my humbler tribute to what has already been said so much better.

The office of the poet is, indeed, a holy one. Sometimes he is both

poet and prophet in one. Such a one Longfellow was not. But always

he is both poet and priest in one : priest at the sacred shrine of the feel

ings. But you may think of certain ones who are known as poets, and

may ask, Are these, too, to be classed as priests ? Yes, for as there are

false priests in religion, so there are false priests in poetry. There have

been, priests who converted their temples into temples of lust, and

the ceremonies of religion into orgies of wild desire, and lifted up

the senses upon the pedestals of the gods, and chained the soul upon

the ground. So there are false priests in poetry at the present day,

men who are filled with the wind of passion and drive lawlessly

whithersoever the gusts of desire urge them on ; men who select

what is base and foul in human nature to throw over it the glamour

of their art, and who dip the golden goblets of poetry into the green

morass to fill them with its rank and fetid waters. Such a one

Longfellow was not. He was a white-robed priest, a priest clad in

purity. Whatever his clean eyes saw became clean under his gaze,

whatever his fine hands seized became fine under his touch.

Secondly, it behooves us to mention the sympathy with which he

responded to the life of nature and of man. He would not have

been a poet, indeed, had he been devoid of such sympathy. And

yet, the quality of his sympathy, the tender pathos that thrills all

through it, is peculiar to him. To all his singing may be applied

what he himself said of his Hiawatha : that every letter " is full of

hope and yet of heart-break ; " or what he causes Prince Henry to

say in the Golden Legend : " This life of ours is a wild iEolian harp

of many a joyous strain, but underneath them all there runs a loud
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perpetual wail, as of souls in pain." So underneath his verses there

seems to run the wail as of a soul in pain. And yet sorrow with him

was subdued, and grief did not prevent him from receiving into his

heart every mood of nature, and giving forth again in song the echo of

all her loveliness and her mystery. Whether he speaks of the stars,

which he calls, " thoughts of God in the heavens," or, in a childlike

way, " the forget-me-nots of the angels ; " whether he tells us of the

thunders of the avalanche, those voices in which the mountains open

their snowy lips to speak to each other in the primeval language,

whether it is the magic moonlight on Louisiana's lakes, or the wild

wailing winter of the north, where the snow falls ever deeper, deeper,

deeper,—his soul is still the faithful mirror of nature, and it is the

very spirit of the scenes he describes that breathes through him and

touches us in his song.

And as his gentle sympathies go out toward nature, so do they

lovingly twine around his human fellow-beings. He has the tender-

est heart for children. Listen to these verses which he addresses to

the little ones :

Ye open the eastern windows,

That look towards the sun,

Where thoughts are singing swallows

And the brooks of morning run.

Ye are better than all the ballads

That ever were sung or said ;

For ye are living poems,

And all the rest are dead.

He feels finely for little birds, as is shown by his beautiful poem on

Walter von der Vogelweide, wherein he tells how the famous Min

nesinger learned his art from the feathered songsters in the air ; and

out of gratitude made provision in his will that birds should always

be fed on his tomb. He has a true sense of the miseries endured by

the oppressed, as is shown by his beautiful poem on the Jewish Ceme

tery at Newport. But above all, he expresses the noblest American

feeling for woman. And he has given us three ideal types of women,

of which it is not too much to say that they are likely to become a

heritage for our remote descendants : Evangeline, the type of

woman's fidelity ; Elsie, the type of woman's self-sacrifice, and the

beautiful Minnehaha, the type of wifely fondness.

I have said that Longfellow is not a poet of the prophetic order.

His poetry expresses certain general tender and noble feelings of the

human heart. But the deepest regions of the heart he does not enter.
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The way into those regions lies through struggle and conflict. And

struggle and conflict, inward as well as outward, the gentle poet

shuns. Therefore the sublimest themes, the profoundest aspirations

of our time, find no expression in his song. He soothes us, but he

does not stir. Evenwhen he sees great wrongs beforehim, he never

strikes the lyre in wrathful chords. The waves of his song do not

rise high up against the beetling rocks of wrong, they do but sob

andjnoan upon the sands below. That such was the case, we per

ceive, in his poems on slavery. It was not in his nature to do battle.

He appeals to Channing that he should " write and tell out this

bloody tale." For his own part he sings of the slave's dream of

liberty, or of the noble lady who liberated her slaves, or of the wit

nesses at the bottom of the sea. HsLsympathizes keenly_\Eitb_ .the

sufferings of the oppressed, but he does not lend a voice to the protest

against the wrong of oppression, or against the cruel, oppressors.

*Tt is only in the last of the series on slavery, in the Warning, that he

rises for a moment to the height of prophecy in speaking of the

poor blind Samson of our land, the negro, who may some day raise

his hand against the pillar of our commonwealth, and make the vast

of our liberty a shapeless mass of wreck and rubbish.

But it is chiefly in one respect that we should regard Longfellow

as a national poet. It is the mission of the poet to express the

spirit of his age, and of his people. He must not utter only what

he himself feels : then he will be no true poet. He must say what

all feel : then all will love him. Because the poet expresses for us

what moves all our hearts, but what none of us can express so well

as he, therefore our feelings find their satisfaction in pouring

through the channels which his verse has made. And it is because

Longfellow reflects in his poetry the spirit of this people that he

has come to be so near and dear to the heart of the people. The

spirit of the American people is cosmopolitan. So is the spirit of

Longfellow's poetry cosmopolitan. We call these United States the

commingling place of all nationalities, and we are proud to draw

the elements that make up our citizenship from every quarter of the

globe. So does Longfellow draw the elements of his poetry from

every clime -and every time, borrowing not only his themes, but

also seeking to reproduce the feelings of distant lands and ages ;

and he invites the poets of all places and periods, as it were, to an

ideal citizenship on the American Parnassus. From the beginning of

his career we see him doing this, and he does not cease doi

until the end. He goes to Spain to reproduce the sombre martial

""i
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spirit of the Spanish past, in the funeral hymn of Manrique. He

goes to Germany for the inspiration of what is, perhaps, the

finest of his longer poems, the Golden Legend—a poem ringing

with the echoes of cloister bells, haunted by visions of castles on

the Rhine, and dim with the dimness of cathedrals. He goes to

France to revive the songs of the Troubadours ; to Sweden and

Norway, to the land of the Vikings, and to far off Asia. And

when he returns to his own America, it is even then not so much

the life of the present or the anticipation of the future that kindles

his imagination, but the old traditions, the oldest that such a young

America can offer, the legends of the Ojibways, the traditions

of the Puritans, and the touching tale of love in an Acadian village,

with thatched roofs and dormer windows, which he rehearses in his

flowing verses.

It is the Past that shines in the eyes of Longfellow. In him the

spirit of America, ere it set out to create the glories of the future,

has turned back once more to revisit, as in a dream, the mystic

splendors of the past. There will come hereafter a grander America,

a new national life, new attitudes of mind, new and original modes

of feeling, new themes for action, new inspirations for song. And a

mightier race of bards will then strike the lyre of America. But,

however great the future may be, the people will never forget him

who was the poet of their younger life, and of whom we may well

say, using his own words concerning another—He was " a noble

poet, one whose heart was like a nest of singing birds, rocked on

the topmost bough of life." On the topmost bough of life, high

up under the clear ether, in the golden light, hung the heart of

Longfellow—that nest of song ! To-day the nest is empty, the

singing birds have flown away, but they have flown into the hearts of

thousands, and are still singing there, and will go on singing for

years and years to come, their sweet and purifying music.











 



 


