HOMER.
By Andrew Lang.

§3@HE Homeric Question,”
) says a French author, “we
) shall have with us always,
while letters endure.”
Seneca, in his time, de-
clared that life wasnotlong
enough for the Homeric Question as the
ancients knew it, and an eminent Eng-
lish scholar (in the freedom of private
conversation) has wished that we could
let it drop. But we cannot let it drop.

Every year, in the soil of Greece,
Asia Minor, and Egypt, the spade makes
new discoveries of the old world, and
each discovery has its bearing on Ho-
mer, on his date, on his method of
composition, on the life he knew.

The object of this paper is to seb
forth, as clearly as possible, the devel-
opment of the Homeric Question, to
show where Homer stands, now that
critics and commentators have done
their best and worst for him. By the
nature of our emotions we approach
the question with a prejudice. Here
are the two most beautiful poems, and
the two oldest poems, the Iliad and the
Odyssey. Our very gratitude for these
makes us desire to give the author a
personality : we want to think of Homer
as we do of Shakespeare, to regard him
as a man, the poems as his own, not
as the work of time, chance, many min-
strels, many interpolators, many edi-
tors. So we must be on our guard
against the ““personal bias,” and state
the theories of opponents as fairly asg
we may.

Ancient Greece, in the great age of
Athens (say 420 ».c.), had no doubt
that one man, Homer, was the author
of the Iliad and the Odyssey. These
poems were at once the Bible and the
Doomsday Book of Greece. In the
sixth century =B.c, Xenophanes said
that “everybody learned them.” In
the seventh century e.c., Archilochus
parodied a passage in the Iliad, and
Callinus is known to have thought
Homer the author of other poems ag
well ag of the two famous ones. Indeed

this was a general opinion in early his-
torical Greece, though Greek criticism
gradually denied to Homer the au-
thorship of several epics which are
lost. All this merely proves that the
poems were known, and were ascribed
to Homer as early as history tells us
anything of Greece. Probably people
in those days never asked themselves
whether Homer wrote his poems or not.
They appealed to them as evidence for
religion, morality, history, and in cases
of disputes about lands and frontiers.
Thus the poems, as early as Solon’s day
(560 B.¢.), formed a kind of sacred canon,
and any alterations made in them (Solon
was accused of making one) would be
rigidly watched. So much for the his-
tory of the poems when first we get any
light on them. They were clearly not
matters to be tampered with ; all Greece
was interested in preserving every jot
and tittle.

Nevertheless there floats, in out-of-
the-way corners of Greek literature, a
tradition that the poems had, in some
way, been “scattered,” either in frag-
ments of written texts, or in memory,
and that by someone they were gath-
ered up and put together. Who this
“someone ” was, and when all this
happened, was a question very obscure.
About 400-300 B.c., certain writers find
the someone who collected the poems in
Lycurgus of Sparta, himself almost a
myth. About 65 B.c, Cicero assigns
the honors to Pisistratus (550 s.c.), but
other traditions give it to his sons. Now
Clicero, the first extant writer who men-
tions the matter, lived five centuries af-
ter the supposed event. Still later au-
thors tell a similar tale, and all seem to
base their statements on afew verses of
an epigram, itself late and anonymous.
Clearly, all this testimony amounts to
no more than evidence of a certain unea-
siness about Homer in the Greek mind,
Then, about 90 4., Josephus, that
learned Jew, mentions, as a common
belief, the idea that Homer could nof
write, and that his poems were long
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handed down by memory, “hence the
discrepancies in them.”

After the revival of learning in Eu-
rope these vague legends were noticed,
at different dates, by several scholars.
In 1769, Robert Wood wrote his “Es-
say” on Homer, deciding that the poet
couldnot write. If thisbe once admit-
ted, several questions arise; for exam-
ple, could such long poems, one of 16,-
000, one of 13,000 lines, be composed
without writing ? That they could be
remembered when once composed is
perfectly certain, the feat has been ac-
tually performed. But to compose two
long, closely connected narratives, one
of them with perhaps the best construct-
ed plot in the whole range of fiction, is
a different thing. Again, if these could
not be created without writing, how did
they come into existence, for verily here
they are?

These are the problems which the
famous Wolf set himself to solve, in his
“Prolegomena” to the Iliad (1795). This
celebrated work has been more talked
of than read, even now it is only in its
second edition. Wolf had enormous
learning, great conscientiousness and
fairness ; moreover, unlike most Ho-
meric critics, he had literary taste. But
he was dealing with a new and complex
theme ; he had worked long and labori-
ously; but he wrote in a hurry, and, be-
tween his taste as a man of letters and
his microscopic studies as a critic, he
failed quite to make up his mind. Com-
pared with many living critics of the
cocksure school, Wolf may almost be
said to have no constructive theory at
all. He admitted that when he read
Homer for pleasure, he was angry with
his own doubts. Now Homer made his
poems merely to be heard, or read, for
pleasure, and to peer into his work as
if we were examining a clause in a new
bill, or a new treaty, or cross-examining
a witness before a jury, is to prove our
own incompetence. We must keep his
object in view, he sang for human en-
joyment ; and we must keep his audi-
ence in view, he sang to warriors and
to ladies. Many things would pass with
them, nay, would delight them, whicha
practised barrister could cause to ap-
pear very dubious in the eyes of a jury.
Wolf knew and felt all this when he

501

studied Homer for enjoyment, as Ho-
mer expected to be studied ; he forgot
it when he came to apply his critical
microscope. Moreover, since the death
of Wolf many discoveries have been
made, a chapter of lost history has been
discovered, and were he living now his
acute and candid mind would reverse
many of his old conclusions. Perhaps
we might say that Wolf never was a
Wolfian : it is certain that he would be
a Wolfian no longer.

Wolf approached his task as an ed-
itor of Homer. His business was to
produce a text as pure and perfect as
possible. But, as he worked on—com-
paring every quotation from Homer that
survives in Greek literature, © grinding
at grammar,” hewing his way thrice
through the mediseval commentary of
Bishop . Eustathius “the wordiest of
men,” examining the old notes or scholia
on the MS. found by Villoison at Ven-
ice (1788)—Wolf recognized that no text
can be perfect and pure, that none can
give us the very words of Homer “as
they flowed from his divine lips.”

At most we might hope to recover
the text as it was read by Cicero and
Ceesar.

Now all this does not very much in-
terest ordinary modern readers of Ho-
mer. We are quite prepared to admit
that barbarisms have crept into ordi-
nary texts, even since the invention of
printing. In ancient times a copyist
might blunder in ignorance or care-
lessness ; a critic might insert a con-
jectural alteration of a line in his own
copy, and that might be recopied and
handed down; nay, Aristarchus, or
some other Alexandrian student of the
second century before Christ, actu-
ally cut out five or six lines which he
thought immoral. Wolf restored them
as they are quoted by Athenseus. Simi-
lar changes have befallen the text not
only of Shakespeare but of Scott and
Thackeray. Such matters are impor-
tant to minute scholars, but we mere
readers for pleasure look on them as
things of mint, anise, and cumin. But
Wolf comes to weightier considera-
tions. Suppose that Homeric Greece,
and Greece for centuries after Homer,
had no written text of the poems at
all! Suppose they were first composed
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in memory only, and so recited by the
poet; then handed down in memory,
and declaimed by wandering ‘rhap-
sodists.” Suppose that the unity, the
consistency, the polish which we ad-
mire, were given, not by the original
naif popular minstrel, but by the crities
and editors of a far later and more civ-
ilized age. Suppose that the very lays,
or ballads, which these later editors
worked into a whole, were by different
hands, at different dates.

Well, if you suppose all that, you cer-
tainly deprive us at once of Homer asa
person, and of his poems as two con-
sistent masterpieces of a single heroic
age. Instead of these you tell us that
Greece once possessed a set of popular
lays, almost ballads, which are now
dovetailed by men of a later period,
into epics, and are lost in a mass of
additions, mutilated by omissions, and
generally sophisticated and bedevilled.

These would be gloomy conclusions,
but Wolf is not consistent in holding
them. He objects that Homer knew
not writing, or, if he knew it by repu-
tation, could not use it, and conse-
quently could not have composed such
long poems as the Iliad and the Odys-
sey. But he admits, not in his “Pro-
legomena” so clearly as in a later es-
say, that a single bard composed “the
greater part of the lays.” Say there are
sixteen thousand lines in the Iliad.
“The greater part” would be some ten
thousand lines. If so many could be
composed without writing, why not six
thousand more? Where are we to draw
the line ? Wolf’s purely literary sense
ingisted on revealing to him a great
poet at work. He felt the unity and
the grandeur of “the grand style,” that
most convineing argument for one per-
sonal Homer. But the external evi-
dence, as he knew it, for the absence of
writing, kept contending with his liter-
ary sense, and the conflict ended in the
inconsistency we have noted. What,
then, was the external evidence for the
lack of early writing in Greece, and
how does it look in the light of discov-
eries later than the days of Wolf?

‘Wolf admits that, as the story of
Cadmus tells us, and as the form of the
Greek letters demonstrates, the Greek
was borrowed from the Pheenician al-
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phabet. But what was the date of its
mtroduction ?  “We do not know when
the Pheenicians began t6 use writing,
nor to what uses they applied it.” Well,
Josephus says, in the very passage where
he denies writing to Homer, that the
Pheenicians used it “in the business of
daily life, and for the recording of pub-
lic acts.” Again, we have a Semitic,
though not a Phoenician, “record of
public acts” in the famous Moabite
Stone, now in the Louvre. The Moab-
ites were a remote and pastoral peo-
ple, far from commerce and the sea.
“Mesha, King of Moab, was a sheep-
master” (2 Kings ii. 3). The stone
on which Mesha praised his god, Che-
mosh, and boasted of his triumphs, be-
longs to the ninth century z.c. Now
the Moabite Stone shows certain char-
acters later than those of the earliest
Greek inscriptions. “If the outlying
and uncultivated race of Moab used,
in the ninth century, a form of writing
which was, in some respects, more mod-
ern than the typical alphabet of the
Greeks, that fact alone pushes the in-
troduction of letters into Greece back
to the tenth century at the earliest.” *

Here, then, we have evidence that the
Greeks borrowed a Semitic alphabet
older than that which a very unliterary
race of sheep-masters were using about
850 B.c.

Wolf next argues that, even when
writing reached Greece from the Pheeni-
cians, with whom they were undeniably
in constant contact, centuries would
pass before the Greeks would learn
the art and apply it to literary pur-
poses. They would incise inscriptions
on stones and hard materials before
they would write on soft materials.
Now the Greeks were uncommonly
acute. Why should they be more dila-
tory in learning writing than the Red
Men, who, about 1750, wrote out, on a
buffalo-skin, a legend of their migra-
tions for the English, a document of
some 1,500 words? The skin was de-
posited in the Georgia Office, in West-
minster ; it has been lost, and we know
not what kind of characters were used.}
A negro race in Africa improvised, af-

_* Willamowitz, Mollendorff : Philol. Untersuchungen,
::‘é :i}%tgcsgét’s Migration Legend. Brinton, Philadelphia,
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ter meeting Europeans, a new alphabet
suited to its language. Would Greeks
be more backward than negroes and
Creek Indians? Again, as to writing
materials, the Greeks would first meet
Pheenician traders on their own coasts.
They would not find them “making rec-
ords of public acts ” on stone, but “writ-
ing down the business of daily life”
on portable materials, perhaps on pa-
pyrus. Not only the Pheenicians, but
the Greeks themselves, had been in com-
munication with Egypt for uncounted
centuries, as Mr. Flinders Petrie has
lately proved by his excavations. In
Egypt papyrus had long been used.
But even if the Greeks had not papy-
rus, they used skins (as Herodotus tells
us), like the Creek Indians and fhe
Aztecs. They also used thin sheets of
lead, such as those on which Pausanias
saw, at Ascra, a very ancient Hesiod,
said to be the original copy. Want of
materials never yet made writing im-
possible. Potsherds, leaves, birch-bark,
clay, bone, have all been employed by
various peoples. Once more, even very
rude races use some forms of writing
Jfor literary purposes. The Aztees, who
employed a kind of picture-writing,
had many volumes, most of which were
burned by the Spaniards. The Ojibbe-
ways noted down their short songs and
incantations on birch-bark, as Kohl in-
formsus. Grettir in the Saga cut his
songs on staves, in Runic characters.
Thus we see that if the Greeks occu-
pied six centuries in learning to write
their poems, as Wolf thinks probable,
they were more dull and slow than all
other races, whereas they were notori-
ously more keen and “gleg at the up-
tak’.” Again, all their traditions take
writing for granted as immemorially
old. Homer himself, in the story of
Bellerophon, says that the hero carried
credentials, that these were asked for
by his host, that they contained “sad
tokens, many baneful matters, inseribed
in a folded tablet.” The probabilities
are, says Mr. Jebb, that “the baneful
tokens denote some kind of alphabeti-
cal or syllabic writing ” (Iliad, vi., 168).
Clearly, if the tablet had not been fold-
ed, Bellerophon could have read the
message, and learned that he carried
with him his own destruction. Wolf
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has another argument. Nobody says
that there was a large reading public in
Homer’s day. Poems were published by
recitations. 'Why, then, should a poet
write out a long poem, if few, or none,
were likely to read it? The poems, he
says, would be like a huge ship, built
by a man who had no engines for
launching it, “nor even a sea on which
to try his craft.”

Happily we can illustrate the poet’s
case by analogy. There exists the last
will and testament of a French epic
poet of the twelfth or thirteenth cen-
tury. He bequeaths his MS. poem to
his son. He tells him that Ae has lived
well by reciting the poem, and has al-
lowed nobody to get a copy of it. He
hopes his son will find the poem as
profitable as he has done. Now an old
Greek tradition says that Homer gave
an epic to his daughter, as a dowry on
her marriage. This tradition could only
have arisen in days when a poet could
write, but had no profitable reading
public. The manuscript could only be
valuable in these circumstances. The
poet was paid for reciting what he had
composed, and as long as nobody was
allowed to take a copy, his copyright
wasg complete.

If we want other evidence of early
Greek writing, we have the inscriptions
which Greek mercenaries cut on the
leg of the colossal statue of Rameses
IL., at Abu Simbel, on the frontier of
Nubia. These show that, about 600 z.c.,
Greek condottieri, not the most edu-
cated of men, could and did write very
well, in an alphabet much later than
many which are found on earlier Greek
ingeriptions. The earliest of all are
written, like Hebrew, from right to left;
the next, alternately from right to left
and left to right. The Greek soldiers of
600 B.c. write from left to right in an
alphabet which shows a great advance
on earlier examples. To make these
advances much time for evolution is
required. All this was unknown to
‘Wolf, like the Moabite Stone and other
inscriptions : like the very ancient con-
nection of Greece with a writing-people
in Egypt. Modern discoveries, then,
tend to show that “it cannot be proved
that the Homeric poems were not com-
mitted to writing, either when origin-
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ally composed or soon after” (Jebb, -

“Introduction to Homer,” p. 114). This
is algo the opinion of Bergk and many
others, though by no means of all
scholars.

If, then, Homer could and did write,
we can understand both how his poems
were composed and how they might be
preserved, though subject to minor
accidents. Now, to account for their
preservation, Wolf has to imagine the
enorgies of reciters, of “Homeridee”
and rhapsodists. It is well known that
the ancient hymns of the Maorisin New
Zealand and the Vedas of India were
preserved and transmitted by organized
guilds and colleges, with teachers and
pupils. If any colleges like these exist-
ed in Greece, then the Homeric poems,
once composed, might have been hand-
ed down by the organized system of
teacher and pupil. But there is real-
ly “no trace of such organizations”
(Jebb). The Homeride are a mere
name: scholars discuss, at enormous
length, the few and mutilated texts
which mention them. Moreover, the
Homeride are assumed to have freely
. added to, interpolated, and altered
the poems which they received from
tradition. If they did, their conduct
was the reverse of that which charac-
terizes the Vedic and Maori reciters.
Their business was to maintain the
traditional versions of the sacred hymns,
not to improve them at pleasure. The
Homerids are supposed to have been,
in many cases, poets on a level in style
and genius and “the grand manner,”
with their great ancestor Homer. This
is the point which was incredible to Mr.
Matthew Arnold and to us. Moreover,
it is plain that as soon as Homer be-
came the sacred and recognized source
of religion and early history, tamper-
ing with and adding to his work would
be made very difficult. There existed a
recognized Homer, to whom statesmen
appealed ag early as the sixth century
B.0. How did the scattered lays of the
Homeridae, which might vary in every
quarter of Greece, attain this recog-
nized position? Here Wolf explains
matters by alleging that the Athenian
tyrant, Pisistratus, collected the frag-
ments scattered in memory, had them
written out for the first time, imposed
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on them their unity, and “imparted
artistic merit” in the way of polish.
This is the cardinal point in Wolf's
theory : Early minstrels provided the
materials, Pisistratus, or his friends,
were the architects who constructed
out of those materials the Iliad and
Odyssey. Even later, much was inter-
polated into those poems.

We bave examined the evidence for
this legend about Pisistratus, and shown
that there is, practically, none at all
“The story is both doubtful and vague”
(Jebb). Nothing proves that Pisistra-
tus and his friends were “architec-
tonie” epic poets, and that in an age
when epic poetry was dead. Nothing
explains why the rhapsodists should
yield their “art and mystery” to Pisis-
tratus. Nothing explains how a state
then so distrusted and comparatively
unimportant as Athens was, could im-
pose her private version of the Greek
Doomsday Book and Bible on all Hellas.
Wolf argued under a prepossession.
He thought that an early age must be
incapable, and that the Pisistratean age
must be capable, of constructing large
and harmonious works in poetry.  His
Pisistratean hypothesis is very gener-
ally abandoned. Even Ritschl, who be-
lieves in it, supposes that Pisistratus
“did not create a new unity,” as Wolf
held, “but sought to preserve an old
unity, which had disappeared.”

If the Pisistratean legend be aban-
doned, as it is abandoned by many mod-
ern impugners of Homeric unity, a new
difficulty arises. Here are the poems,
recognized as a whole and accepted by
Greece. How did they come here, how
did they win their position? The vast
army of German commentators, with
Mr. Leaf and others in England, dissect
every book, exhibiting here a fragment
of an older lay, there the work of a rhap-
sode; here the additions of a later poet,
there the intrusions of a diaskeuast,
or interpolator. They fight like fiends
among themselves as to what portion is
old, what new, what genuine, what false.
There is little consistency, there are
hundreds of flat contradictions among
the exponents of the Higher Criticism.
Their ideas are sometimes even ludi-
crous. Thus, because the opening of
the Tiad says that many bodies of
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heroes were eaten by dogs and birds,
Fick announces that the passage in
which the slain-were burned and buried
cannot be authentic. Thus Christ is
sure that the poet who makes Aias
challenge Hector, in Book xiii, cannot
have known the passage in which those
heroes fought a kind of courteous duel,
in Book vii. The commentators are full
of wisdom like this. But one thing the
commentators rarely do, they seldom
tell us where, when, and how the “in-
terpolations ¥ were made, they seldom
tell us from what motive they were
made. For example, the gods fight and
interfere a great deal in Book vi. These
doings of theirs must have been inter-
polated by a later poet. But why on
earth did he interpolate them? Why
did he not make a poem of his own, and
get the glory and rewards? “Potter
hates potter, and poet hates poet,” says
Hesiod. Is it likely that members of
the genus irritabile would sink their
own reputation in that of a rival or a
predecessor? It is insisted that ome
poet wrote “ the fightingest parts ” and
that another introduced Helen the fair-
est, and Andromache the most faith-
ful of women. Is it probable that one

great poet was incapable of, or neglect--

ed “the female interest,” that another
poet, equally great, excelled in it, and
that the latter, instead of making a
poem of his own, generously collabor-
ated with his posthumous rival? These
ideas are contradicted by the doctrine
of chances and the nature of things and
of men. But suppose this generosity
and self-forgetfulness, and this equal-
ity of greatness to be possible, how was
the thing managed? How did one poet
take an earlier epic and introduce the
women ? how did another work in the
machinery, the intrigues of the gods?
how did a third, for mysterious reasons
of his own, keep foisting in speeches
by Nestor? and a fourth, fifth, and
sixth add passages of transition from
one scene to another ? These things, if
done at all, must have been done in
different corners of the Greek-speak-
ing world. If we abandon the doc-
trine of an Homerie guild, or college, as
destitute of evidence, how, and whevre,
and when were the fragments com-
bined ? How were they offered, with
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perfect acceptance, to the credulity of
Greece, as one whole poem by one
author? Why did Megarians, Athe-
nians, Chians, Thebans, Syracusang, Mi-
lesians admit and receive the mass en
bloc? How did it all manage to get en
bloc at all?

The commentators supply no angwer
to these inevitable questions. They go
on talking of “ancient lays” concern-
ing which we know nothing whatever.
They are learned about diaskeuasts
and rhapsodists, of whose labors (except
that they are appealed to in minutise
by the critics of Alexandria, say 200 B.¢.)
we have no knowledge at all. TLike
the Rabelaisian chimsra, the Higher
Criticism is bombinans tn vacuo, “buz-
zing in the void.”

Now Wolf, at least, answered the
question, how did the innumerable po-
etic passages of many dates coalesce
into orderly wholes, how did they win
acceptance, as orderly wholes, from
Greece? He said that Pisistratus and
his friends made the order and unity,
and that Greece accepted from their
hands the earliest written text. But
the moderns, who abandon the Pisis-
tratean hypothesis as a legend or fable,
have no answer to give. They cannot
and do not tell us how interpolations
and additions, made here and made
there, by divers hands and in places
divers, were collected, were moulded
into wunity, such ag it is nor, above
all, do they tell us how the poems, so
fashioned, came to be universally ac-
cepted and recognized.

If we admit an original written text,
those unsolved problems vanish. The
poems exist as wholes because they
were composed as wholes. Since the
time of Grote the critics, on the whole,
and with many exceptions, have be-
lieved in an original epic poem, com-
posed by one ‘poet, with or without the
aid of writing. But they have held that
the poem was comparatively short, and
dealt strictly with the wrath of Achilles
and the fulfilment of the promise made
by Zeus to Thetis, the promise to honor
Achilles by aiding the Trojans. As to
the extent of this original poem (to
which all the rest of the Iliad is a later
addition by various hands), they differ
among themselves. Wolf thought it
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impossible to discover where, and at
what points, the new materials come in
and are attached to the original work.
The new critics are more confident.
Fick has printed the Tliad “as she was
wrote.” Among other pleasing circum-
stances I'ick’s Iliad makes Agamemnon,
unarmed, in cloak and slippers, rush
into the fray, where we presently find
him fighting with a spear and protected
by complete armor. This is by way of
restoring the original consistency. As
Mr. Leaf says, Fick’s method “begins
to bear an unfortunate family resem-
blance to that of Mr. Ignatius Don-
nelly.” It is needless to discuss here
the many varying theories as to what
part of the Iliad is original, what was
added later, The hypotheses mainly
rest on inconsistencies in the narrative.
‘Where the poet makes a slip, visible to
the microscopic eyes of a poring com-
mentator, it is assumed that his work
must here have been modified. Now,
first, the inconsistencies, with rare ex-
ceptions, could never be visible to
Homer’s original audience, nor to any-
one who now reads for pleasure. Next,
all writers fall into such errors. Thack-
eray makes Master Francis Clavering
grow, in six years, from the age of five
to that of thirteen. He says, in the first
number of “Pendennis,” that Arthur’s
mother is still alive ; he kills her in his
seventeenth number. He gives Mrs.
Bungay two different Christian names
in two consecutive pages. In the “An-
tiquary ” Scott makes the sun set in the
east. All these, and a thousand similar
slips, the Germans, if they found them
in Homer, would account for as “in-
terpolations.” Now, Homer, whether
he could or could not write, had no
proof-sheets, no revises, and no James
Ballantyne to mark his proofs with
minute comments and inquiries. He
was but human ; aliquando bonus dor-
mitat Homerus. More frequently, as
Pope says,

¢ It is not Homer nods, but we who dream.”

The critics, in fact, are on the wrong
road. They do not read Homer as a
poet addressing his audience of war-
riors ; they cross-examine him ag if he
were a prevaricating witness.

HOMER.

Turning to a much more sympathetic
subject, we may ask, When and where
did Homer ging? what was the life that
was lived in his day? with what art and
institutions was he familiar? On all
these topics recent discoveries have
thrown a light for which we would
never have hoped.. The grave has given
up her dead and fheir awful treasures.
A chapter of lost history is restored.

In the dim traditions of Greece one
fact is luminous. A whole civilization,
once firm in the Achman lands, and
especially in the Peloponnesus, was
swept away by a wave of invaders from
the north, the Dorians, or children of
Heracles. Of their invasion, with its
destruction of an orderly society, Ho-
mer says nothing. It was believed till
recently that he was a poet of the ex-
pelled Acheeans, descendants of the he-
roes who colonized the coasts of Asia
Minor after the Dorian invagion, rough-
ly dated about 1000 B.c. On this
theory he dealt with old traditions,
he purposely ignored the Dorian con-
quest, and he described a society and
arts which were ideal, or survived only
in tradition. A different complexion is
given to these beliefs by Dr. Schlie-
mann’s discoveries at Orchomenos and
Mycenm, and by the contents of the
more recently discovered “Vapheeo
tomb,” near Amyecls, in Sparta. It has
become clear that Homer described a
real but hitherto unknown civilization,
of which true relics were found at My-
cense, Tiryns, Orchomenos, and Amy-
clee. The objects wunearthed -corre-
spond to and verify the pictures of life
and art in the Homeric poems.

We all remember what a confusion
of tongues arose when Dr. Schliemann
announced his discoveries. The doctor
had “salted” the graves; the treasures
had been buried by Celts, or by Attila,
or Alarie, or anyone but Clyteemnestra.
They were the Mycensans’s share of the
Persian loot, after Platem, and so on.
Now the treasures are acknowledged to
be Homerie or pre-Homeric, Acheean or
purchased by Achsans, and of a date
between 1500-1200 8.c. They illustrate
Homer most and best in his deserip-
tions of art. These had been thought
fanciful or ideal. The art of Greece,
about 850 B.c., his presumed date, was
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very stiff and barbarie, either a fol-
lowing of Pheenician works, while the
Pheenicians imitated Egyptian and As-
syrian designs, or frankly crude and
childish. Homer, then, must have in-
vented the art which he described.
The treasures prove, on the other hand,
that there had existed, before the bax-
barous eruption of Dorians, an art very
free, vivid, and picturesque., The gold-
work is of especial excellence. Homer
more than once speaks of designs in-
laid on metal in gold of various col-
ors. Here we find such designs, in the
graves of Mycens. There are several
daggers, whose blades, when first un-
earthed, were of dull, dim bronze.
On being carefully cleaned the daggers
were found to be inlaid with designs in
gold of various hues. The scenes rep-
resented are groups of men and ani-
mals. We see armed men, in the huge
shields which Homer’s heroes wear,
reaching from neck to heels, attack-
ing lions. One man has fallen, a lion
stands at bay over him, his friends
press on, a lion flees, another has just
started in flight. It is like an illustra-
tion of an Homeric simile. The art is
far more free, far less conventional than
it is on the vases and gems made when
Greece was reviving after the Dorian
conquest. On another dagger large,
cat-ike animals, bounding through a
marsh of papyrus reeds, chase wild
ducks which are worthy of Landseer.
The date of this kind of work is not
later than the sixteenth century B.c.; a
dirk like those of Mycens was found in
the grave of an Hgyptian prince of that
period. More wonderful still is the
gold cup found in a grave near Amy-
clee. The artist has represented, in
repoussé work, wild cattle in one com-
partment, in the other tame kine. The
almost over-energetic action of the
wild bull is in Homeric contrast with
the idyllic and rural quiet of the other
piece. Better art in its kind has not
come to us from the Italian Renais-
sance. The fine head of an elk, in sil-
ver, and the great bull's head are
equally notable. The gold cup, like
the cup of Nestor, with doves perched
on the handles, is of coarser modelling.

The engraved rings are very curious.
Pliny noted that Homer never men-
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tions ring-seals, any more than he
speaks distinetly of writing. But here
ave signets, some of them obviously of
Fastern origin, others displaying, with
much freedom, warriors engaged in
combat. Seal rings and cylinders, in
Egypt and the East, were used in af-
fixing signatures to documents. Of
what use could they be to men who,
not knowing how to write, had no doe-
uments to sign? They might, indeed,
be employed to seal up boxes and
drawers, but their original Eastern use
was for signatures. One of the most
marked characteristics of Mycensan
art is its freedom from exotic influ-
ence. The reeds of the Nile are shown
on one of the daggers, but there is
nothing Egyptian in the drawing of
the figures. Some of the rings may
have come, in course of commerce,
from Babylon, but none of the na-
tive designs show the stiff hieratic
Babylonian manner. The figures of
men, chariots, and horses on the stelw,
or gravestones, are extremely rude.
Hither the art of sculpturing on stone
had not been mastered, or the stones
were entrusted to very inferior crafts-
men.

The stelez bear no inscriptions, but
it does not follow that writing was
unknown. On Innighail, the green
isle of Loch Awe, are many Celtic
tombstones of the fifteenth or six-
teenth century, marking sepulchres of
Campbells or Camerons. They are
decorated with rude figures of warriors
and of combats, but are uninscribed,
though writing, of course, was perfect-
ly familiar to the chiefs and clergy.
The most common ornamental designs
of Mycens are arrangements of spirals,
something like what is usually called
Celtic work, though it probably came
from Byzantium, through the Norse-
men, to Scotland and Ireland. There
are especially charming patterns on the
blade of one of the Mycenman dirks,
and on a ceiling at Orchomenos. Of
wall-paintings, or frescos, there is one
example at Tiryns: a man is vaulting
onto a bull’s back, somewhat in the
style of the Vaphmo cups.

It is natural to wish to think that
these Mycensan treasures were buried
in the deep-shaft graves, with the muz-
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dered Agamemnon and his company.
Dr. Schuchardt, however, argues, from
an analysis of the contents of the graves,
that all the dead there were not buried
simultaneously and hurriedly. The ap-
pearance of hurry and confusion was
given by the heavy beams, which rotted
and fell in upon the corpses. The
mode of burial was not precisely Ho-
meric. The bodies had been mummified,
to some extent, not burned to ashes.
Manners may have changed between
the date of the poet and that of his
heroes ; but even in Homer there are
traces of burial without burning, in the
case, as Mr. Leaf remarks, of Sarpedon
(liad, xvi., 674). Death and Sleep bear
the dead man out of the war, home
to peaceful Lycia, where the body, it
seemsg, 18 to be embalmed before burial.
(See, also, Iliad, vii, 85. It is thought
that honey was used as a preservative.)
In other respects, except in certain
details of dress, Homeric life and art
closely conform to what is revealed in
the tombs of Mycense. But it is not
supposed that the poet was contempo-
rary with the dead of the tombs. He
always speaks as if he were looking
back to a distant past. Many remains,
especially those of the great bee-hive-
like later tombs, prove that centuries
of civilization intervened between the
age of the treasure-graves and the fall
of Mycens, and of all the old Achsan
civilization, beneath the Dorian invad-
ers. In these centuries, and late in
them, just before 1000 s.c., our poet
may have lived. His verses would be
carried by the exiled Achmans to their
new homes on the other side of the
HXgean. Thence they would be borne
back to Greece, as Greece awoke again
to a new and more glorious civiliza-
tion.

Thus we may reconstruct the story
of the most precious possession which
Greece has left to us. The poems are
voices out of a world so old that Greece
knew nothing of it, except through
the poems themselves. Now the spade
has rvevealed what Mother Farth kept
secret in her bosom. We once again
admire to see how “all ends in song.”
The heroes perished, the sons and
daughters of the gods; the gods, too,
have gone, the song alone remains.

HOMER.

Thus we have reason to believe in a
Poet, not in a Society of Men of Let-
ters; in a real and beautiful age of bhu-
man life, not in a set of fanciful pict-
ures. True, the former part of our
creed is still rejected by most scholars.
They leave it to the poets—to Shelley,
to Schiller, to Goethe, to Matthew
Arnold. T confess that I think poets
better judges than professors, of poeti-
cal matters. But we probably have the
people (so far as it reads Homer) as
well as the poets, except Coleridge, on
our side. We see the forest ; the crit-
icg cannot see the forest for the trees.
However, even the critics are becom-
ing more conservative. Some of them
admit, with Mr. Jebb, that there really
was a great original poet, “who exe-
cuted the most essential parts” of the
Iliad ; which was enlarged and gener-
ally “ doctored ” later by various people
at various dates. How they kept up the
unity of the characters, the consisten-
cy of the manners, the grandeur of the
style, we do not learn. Mr. Jebb seems
to think that by “grandeur of style”
Mr. Matthew Arnold meant epic formu-
lee and commonplaces. If is needless
to combat so strange an opinion.

Among English critics the most sym-
pathetic to the true believers is Mr.
Monro, the Provost of Oriel College.
Like Colonel More, whose gallant de-
fence of Homeric unity is systematical-
ly ignored by Geerman and modern Egn-
hish critics, Mr. Monro is a Scot, and
loyal to a cause by no means lost, by no
means forlorn. For one, as a reader of
poetry, I can believe in almost anything
more readily than in the contradictory,
the inappropriate, the fantastic, and
pedantic set of notions which make up
much of the Higher Criticism. Where
Shelley said that Homer truly began
to be himself, in the glorious final book
of the Iliad, notably in the last, Pepp-
miiller discovers “the work of a mere
imitator, who could hardly write a sin-
gle line, unless he had a passage of the
Tiad or Odyssey from which to copy it.”

Are we to hesitate between Shelley
and Peppmiller? On the Homeric
Question, as far as the Odyssey is con-
cerned, I have said nothing. Even the
Germans seldom break their teeth on
the Odyssey. Kirchoff, however, tries
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to show that one poet composed the
adventures of the hero before he got to
Tthaca, while another narrated what
befell after he landed. A third poet,
about 660 B.c., foisted in Telemachus,
and anything else which struck him as
suitable, and worked the whole mass up
together. As is notorious, this is the
way in which masterpieces of construec-
tive art are usually achieved.

To a mere “helletristic trifler ” the
chief of the modern Homeric contro-
versy seems at once sad and ludicrous.
The owl-like gravity of men who pick
to pieces the great webs of Homer's
weaving ; their honest but misapplied
industry; their total misconception of
what poetry is, of what art is, of what
heroic human nature is ; their innocent
conceit in deciding, all differently, on
questions which Wolf knew were in-
capable of solution — these things are
enough to make one despair of the
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Higher Criticism. But Homer, could
he hear them, would only smile, as of
old with Lucian he smiled at his ancient
critics in the Islands of the Blessed.

“Which of the pieces considered un-
authentic did you write ?” asked Lu-
cian in this interview.

“All of them!” answered the happy
spirit of Homer.*

*To an English reader, acquainted with Greek, the
most useful modern books are Mr. Leaf’s excellent edi-
tion of the Iliad, and Mr. Jebb’s Introduction to Homer
(Macmillans), with Mr. Monro’s Iliad (The Clarendon
Press). Readers of German will find all the throng of
competing Tentonic theories in Dr. Hentze’s An-
hang to Ameig's IHad (Triubner, Leipzig). A con-
gervative French study of the Iliad, mainly literary, is
M. Bougot’s ELtude sur VIliade d’'Homére (Hachette,
Paris, 1888). On the other side, mainly following Christ,
is, in French, M. Croizets Histoire de la Littérature
Grecque, vol. i. Dr. Schliemann’s discoveries are dis-
coursed on in Dr. Schuchardt’s work, translated by Miss
Sellers (Macmillans), with an interesting introduction by
Mr, Leaf. The best remaining authorities are the Iliad
and Odyssey.

Since this article wag in print the writer has read in
Jevons’s History of Greek Literature (Griffin, London),
where the chapters on Homer are consecutive, The Ap-
pendix to the Second Edition contains an ingenious
theory of the “ Rhapsodizing ” of the Iliad.

THOMAS JEFFERSON IN UNDRESS.
By Paul Leicester Ford.

N every country boast-
ing a history there
may be observed a
tendency to make its
early leaders or great
men superhuman.
Whether we turn to
the legends of the
East, the folk-lore of
Europe, or the traditions of the native
races of America, we find a mythology
based upon the acts of human man,
gifted with supernatural powers. In
the unscientific, primeval periods in
which these beliefs were born and elab-
orated into oral and written form, their
origin is not surprising. But to all who
“have studied the creation of a mythol-
ogy no phase is a more curious one
than to see the keen, practical Ameri-
can of to-day engaged in the same pro-
cess of hero-building which has given
us Jupiter, Wotan, King Arthur, and
others of the same ilk. By a slow evo-
Iution we have well-nigh discarded
from the lives of our greatest men of
Vor. XII.—56

the past all human faults and feelings,
and have enclosed their greatness in
glass of the clearest crystal, and hung
up a sign, “Do not touch.” Indeed,
with such characters as Washington,
Franklin, and Lincoln we have pracii-
cally adopted the English maxim that
the king “can do no wrong.” In place:
of human man, limited by human lim--
its, and influenced by human passions,.
we have demi-gods, so stripped of hu-
man characteristics as to make us ques-
tion even whether they deserve much
credit for their sacrifices and deeds.
But with this process of canonization
have we not lost more than we have
gained, both in example and in inter-
est? Many, no doubt, with the great-
est veneration for our first citizen, have
sympathized with the view expressed
by Mark Twain, when he said that he
was a greater man than Washington,
for the latter < couldn’t tell a lie, while
he could, but wouldnt.” We have
endless biographies of Franklin, piet-
uring him in all the public stations of



