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something better that makes him able to shock us so with whac in

too many respects he unhappily was. Less gifted, he had been

less hardly judged. More than any other of the sentimentalists,

except possibly Sterne, he had in him a staple of sincerity.

Compared with Chateaubriand, he is honesty, compared with

Lamartine, he is manliness itself. His nearest congener in our

own tongue is Cowper.

In the whole school there is a sickly taint. The strongest

mark which Rousseau has left upon literature is a sensibility to

the picturesque in Nature, not with Nature as a strengthener

and consoler, a wholesome tonic for a mind ill at ease with

itself, but with Nature as a kind of feminine echo to the mood,

flattering it with sympathy rather than correcting it with rebuke

or lifting it away from its unmanly depression, as in the whole-

somer fellow-feeling of Wordsworth. They seek in her an

accessory, and not a reproof. It is less a sympathy with

Nature than a sympathy with ourselves as we compel her to

reflect us. It is solitude, Nature for her estrangement from

man, not for her companionship with him—it is desolation and
ruin. Nature as she has triumphed over man—with which this

order of mind seeks communion, and in which it flnds solace.

It is with the hostile and destructive power of matter, and not

with the spirit of life and renewal that dwells in it, that they ally

themselves. And in human character it is the same. St.

Preux, Ren^, Werther, Manfred, Quasimodo—they are all

anomalies, distortions, ruins ; so much easier is it to carica-

ture life from our own sickly conception of it, than to paint

it in its noble simplicity ; so much cheaper is unreality than

truth.

Every man is conscious that he leads two lives— the one

trivial and ordinary, the other sacred and recluse ; one which

he carries to society and the dinner-table, the other in which his

youth and aspiration survive for him, and which is a confidence

between himself and God. Both may be equally sincere, and

there need be no contradiction between them, any more than

in a healthy man between soul and body. If the higher life be

real and earnest, its result, whether in literature or affairs, will


