
MATTHEW ARNOLD

Matthew Arnold (1822-1888), poet and critic, was born in
Middlesex County, England, December 24, 1822. He was the son
of Dr. Thomas Arnold, Head Master at Rugby School.  Matthew
attended Rugby then Oxford University where he distinguished
himself as student and poet.  After teaching for several years he
was appointed Lay Inspector of Schools in 1851.  The same year
he married Frances Lucy Wightman with whom he had six
children.

For 35 years Arnold served as inspector; under his supervision, the
school system of England was extensively revised and improved.
His first volume of poetry The Strayed Reveller and Other Poems
(1848) and Empedocles on Etna and Other Poems (1853)
established his poetic reputation.  Though “Dover Beach” was
published in 1867, most of his major poetry was composed by the
time he was thirty.  

Arnold spent the remainder of his life writing literary and social
criticism.  He defined “Culture” as the epitome of a civilization
built upon rational, self-critical and progressive values and guided
by an appreciate of the arts and sciences.  In contrast he cited
“Anarchy” or “Philistinism” as close-minded, bigoted society
fixated on lowest-common-denominator values and aesthetics.  

THE FORSAKEN MERMAN 

Come, dear children, let us away;
Down and away below!
Now my brothers call from the bay,
Now the great winds shoreward blow,
Now the salt tides seaward flow;      
Now the wild white horses play,                               symbol of  tide
Champ and chafe and toss in the spray.
Children dear, let us away!
This way, this way!

Call her once before you go--                              10
Call once yet!
In a voice that she will know:
"Margaret! Margaret!"                                               
Children's voices should be dear
(Call once more) to a mother's ear;      
Children's voices, wild with pain--
Surely she will come again!
Call her once and come away;
This way, this way!
"Mother dear, we cannot stay!                              20
The wild white horses foam and fret."                   
Margaret! Margaret!

Come, dear children, come away down;
Call no more!
One last look at the white-wall'd town,  
And the little grey church on the windy shore;
Then come down!
She will not come though you call all day;
Come away, come away!

Children dear, was it yesterday                       30
We heard the sweet bells over the bay?
In the caverns where we lay,
Through the surf and through the swell,
The far-off sound of a silver bell?
Sand-strewn caverns, cool and deep,      
Where the winds are all asleep;
Where the spent lights quiver and gleam,
Where the salt weed sways in the stream,
Where the sea-beasts, ranged all round,                              
Feed in the ooze of their pasture-ground;              40
Where the sea-snakes coil and twine,
Dry their mail and bask in the brine;                                
Where great whales come sailing by,
Sail and sail, with unshut eye,
Round the world for ever and aye? 
When did music come this way?
Children dear, was it yesterday?

Children dear, was it yesterday
(Call yet once) that she went away?
Once she sate with you and me,                       50
On a red gold throne in the heart of the sea,
And the youngest sate on her knee.
She comb'd its bright hair, and she tended it well,
When down swung the sound of a far-off bell. 
She sigh'd, she look'd up through the clear green sea;                
She said: "I must go, for my kinsfolk pray
In the little grey church on the shore to-day.
'Twill be Easter-time in the world--ah me!
And I lose my poor soul, Merman! here with thee."
I said: "Go up, dear heart, through the waves;              60
Say thy prayer, and come back to the kind sea-caves!"
She smiled, she went up through the surf in the bay.
Children dear, was it yesterday?

  Children dear, were we long alone?
"The sea grows stormy, the little ones moan;           
Long prayers," I said, "in the world they say;
Come!" I said; and we rose through the surf in the bay.
We went up the beach, by the sandy down
Where the sea-stocks bloom, to the white-wall'd town;
Through the narrow paved streets, where all was still,             70
To the little grey church on the windy hill.
From the church came a murmur of folk at their prayers,
But we stood without in the cold blowing airs.
We climb'd on the graves, on the stones worn with rains,
And we gazed up the aisle through the small leaded panes. 
She sate by the pillar; we saw her clear:
"Margaret, hist! come quick, we are here!
Dear heart," I said, "we are long alone;
The sea grows stormy, the little ones moan."
But, ah, she gave me never a look,                             80
For her eyes were seal'd to the holy book!            
Loud prays the priest; shut stands the door.
Come away, children, call no more!
Come away, come down, call no more!

  Down, down, down!                                 



Down to the depths of the sea!
She sits at her wheel in the humming town3,
Singing most joyfully.
Hark what she sings: "O joy, O joy,
For the humming street, and the child with its toy!                    90
For the priest, and the bell, and the holy well;
For the wheel where I spun,
And the blessed light of the sun!"             
And so she sings her fill,
Singing most joyfully,                               
Till the spindle drops from her hand,
And the whizzing wheel stands still.
She steals to the window, and looks at the sand,
And over the sand at the sea;
And her eyes are set in a stare;                     
100
And anon there breaks a sigh,
And anon there drops a tear,
From a sorrow-clouded eye,
And a heart sorrow-laden,
A long, long sigh;                                   
For the cold strange eyes of a little Mermaiden
And the gleam of her golden hair.

  Come away, away, children;
Come children, come down!
The hoarse wind blows coldly;                                        110
Lights shine in the town.
She will start from her slumber
When gusts shake the door;
She will hear the winds howling,
Will hear the waves roar.                            
We shall see, while above us
The waves roar and whirl,
A ceiling of amber,                   fossil resin used as gemstone

A pavement of pearl.
Singing: "Here came a mortal,                                       120
But faithless was she!
And alone dwell for ever
The kings of the sea."

But, children, at midnight,
When soft the winds blow,                            
When clear falls the moonlight,
When spring-tides are low;
When sweet airs come seaward
From heaths starr'd with broom,            wild land; flowering shrub
And high rocks throw mildly                                          130
On the blanch'd sands a gloom;
whitened
Up the still, glistening beaches,
Up the creeks we will hie,
Over banks of bright seaweed
The ebb-tide leaves dry.                          
We will gaze, from the sand-hills,
At the white, sleeping town;
At the church on the hill-side--
And then come back down.
Singing: "There dwells a loved one,                             140

But cruel is she!
She left lonely for ever
The kings of the sea."

LINES WRITTEN IN KENSINGTON GARDENS1

In this lone, open glade I lie,                           opening in woods
Screen'd by deep boughs on either hand;                           limbs
And at its end, to stay the eye,
Those black-crown'd, red-boled pine-trees stand!           trunked

Birds here make song, each bird has his,                      
Across the girdling city's hum.
How green under the boughs it is!
How thick the tremulous sheep-cries come!

Sometimes a child will cross the glade
To take his nurse his broken toy;                                              10
Sometimes a thrush flit overhead
Deep in her unknown day's employ.

Here at my feet what wonders pass,
What endless, active life is here!                          
What blowing daisies, fragrant grass!                          
An air-stirr'd forest, fresh and clear.

Scarce fresher is the mountain-sod
Where the tired angler lies, stretch'd out,
And, eased of basket and of rod,
Counts his day's spoil, the spotted trout.                                   20

In the huge world, which roars hard by,                              
Be others happy if they can!
But in my helpless cradle I
Was breathed on by the rural Pan.    Half-man/Half-goat Greek 

  God of the Forest
I, on men's impious uproar hurl'd,                         
Think often, as I hear them rave,
That peace has left the upper world
And now keeps only in the grave.

Yet here is peace for ever new!
When I who watch them am away,                               30
Still all things in this glade go through
The changes of their quiet day.

Then to their happy rest they pass!
The flowers upclose, the birds are fed,
The night comes down upon the grass,                       
The child sleeps warmly in his bed.

Calm soul of all things! make it mine
To feel, amid the city's jar,
That there abides a peace of thine,
Man did not make, and cannot mar.                            
40

1 Kensington Gardens, approximately 275 acres, is
an urban park located near London's Kensington Palace.  



The will to neither strive nor cry,
The power to feel with others give!
Calm, calm me more! nor let me die
Before I have begun to live.

DOVER BEACH2

The sea is calm to-night.
The tide is full, the moon lies fair
Upon the straits;--on the French coast the light
Gleams and is gone; the cliffs of England stand,
Glimmering and vast, out in the tranquil bay.          
Come to the window, sweet is the night-air!
Only, from the long line of spray
Where the sea meets the moon-blanch'd land,
Listen! you hear the grating roar
Of pebbles which the waves draw back, and fling,     
10
At their return, up the high strand,            beach
Begin, and cease, and then again begin,
With tremulous cadence slow, and bring
The eternal note of sadness in.

Sophocles3 long ago                                              
Heard it on the Aegaean, and it brought                          Greek Sea
Into his mind the turbid ebb and flow
Of human misery; we
Find also in the sound a thought,
Hearing it by this distant northern sea.                              20

The Sea of Faith
Was once, too, at the full, and round earth's shore
Lay like the folds of a bright girdle furl'd.
But now I only hear
Its melancholy, long, withdrawing roar,                
Retreating, to the breath
Of the night-wind, down the vast edges drear
And naked shingles of the world.
Ah, love, let us be true
To one another! for the world, which seems                         30
To lie before us like a land of dreams, 
So various, so beautiful, so new,
Hath really neither joy, nor love, nor light,
Nor certitude, nor peace, nor help for pain;
And we are here as on a darkling plain                      
Swept with confused alarms of struggle and flight,
Where ignorant armies clash by night.4

2 Dover is an English port on the English Channel
across from Calais, France.  Its famous white cliffs loom above
the rocky beach.  

3 Sophocles (496 B.C.E. - 406 B.C.E.) was an Athenian
dramatist known for his tragedies Oedipus Rex and Antigone.

4 Possible reference to Greek Historian Thucydides
(460 B.C.E. - 395 B.C.E.), whose History of the
Peloponnesian War recounts the night-time Battle of Epipolae
between Athenian and Spartan forces near Syracuse in Sicily.  

PHILOMELA5 

Hark! ah, the nightingale--
The tawny-throated!                                               orange-
brown
Hark, from that moonlit cedar what a burst!
What triumph! hark!--what pain!                                       

O wanderer from a Grecian shore,                
Still, after many years, in distant lands,
Still nourishing in thy bewilder'd brain
That wild, unquench'd, deep-sunken, old-world pain --
Say, will it never heal?
And can this fragrant lawn                                                10
With its cool trees, and night,
And the sweet, tranquil Thames,     river in London, pr. “Tims”
And moonshine, and the dew,
To thy rack'd heart and brain
Afford no balm?                                                     

Dost thou to-night behold,
Here, through the moonlight on this English grass,
The unfriendly palace in the Thracian wild?                  
Dost thou again peruse       look at
With hot cheeks and sear'd eyes                                        20
The too clear web, and thy dumb sister's shame?                      
Dost thou once more assay
Thy flight, and feel come over thee,
Poor fugitive, the feathery change
Once more, and once more seem to make resound
With love and hate, triumph and agony,
Lone Daulis, and the high Cephissian vale?   
Listen, Eugenia--

    
How thick the bursts come crowding through the leaves !
Again--thou hearest?                                                           30
Eternal passion!
Eternal pain!                                                        

ISOLATION  (TO MARGUERITE)

Yes! in the sea of life enisled,                                   
With echoing straits between us thrown,
Dotting the shoreless watery wild,
We mortal millions live alone.
The islands feel the enclasping flow,                    
And then their endless bounds they know.

5 According to Greek myth, Philomela was raped by
her brother-in-law King Tereus of Thrace, who also cut out
her tongue to prevent her from telling her sister Procne.
Philomela wove a tapestry recounting the crime, and in
Procne killed her child Itys and fed him to her husband.
Tereus tried to kill both sisters but the Gods transformed
them into birds: Tereus a hawk, Procne a swallow and
Philomela a nightingale whose beautiful song made up for
the loss of her tongue.  Daulis is a Greek city where Tereus
was born.  The Cephissus river flows into Athens, birthplace
of Philomela and Procne. 



But when the moon their hollows lights,                               
And they are swept by balms of spring,
And in their glens, on starry nights,
The nightingales divinely sing;       
10
And lovely notes, from shore to shore,
Across the sounds and channels pour--

Oh! then a longing like despair
Is to their farthest caverns sent;
For surely once, they feel, we were                    
Parts of a single continent!
Now round us spreads the watery plain--
Oh might our marges meet again!

Who order'd, that their longing's fire
Should be, as soon as kindled, cool'd?                        
20
Who renders vain their deep desire?--
A God, a God their severance ruled!
And bade betwixt their shores to be
The unplumb'd, salt, estranging sea.                               

MEMORIAL VERSES6 
April, 1850

Goethe in Weimar sleeps, and Greece,                                 
Long since, saw Byron's struggle cease.                               
But one such death remain'd to come;
The last poetic voice is dumb--
We stand to-day by Wordsworth's tomb.                 

When Byron's eyes were shut in death,
We bow'd our head and held our breath.
He taught us little; but our soul
Had felt him like the thunder's roll.
With shivering heart the strife we saw                        

    10
Of passion with eternal law;
And yet with reverential awe
We watch'd the fount of fiery life
Which served for that Titanic strife.

When Goethe's death was told, we said:                     
Sunk, then, is Europe's sagest head.
Physician of the iron age,                                           
Goethe has done his pilgrimage.
He took the suffering human race,
He read each wound, each weakness clear;                  20
And struck his finger on the place,
And said: Thou ailest here, and here!
He look'd on Europe's dying hour
Of fitful dream and feverish power;

6 This poem memorializes three literary figures central
to European Romanticism: Johann Wolfgang von Goethe
(1749-1832), German author of Faust, George Gordon, Lord
Byron (1788-1824) and William Wordsworth (1770-1850).

His eye plunged down the weltering strife,
The turmoil of expiring life--
He said: The end is everywhere,
Art still has truth, take refuge there!
And he was happy, if to know
Causes of things, and far below        
30
His feet to see the lurid flow
Of terror, and insane distress,
And headlong fate, be happiness.

And Wordsworth!--Ah, pale ghosts, rejoice!
For never has such soothing voice                
Been to your shadowy world convey'd,
Since erst, at morn, some wandering shade
Heard the clear song of Orpheus come                                 
Through Hades, and the mournful gloom.
Wordsworth has gone from us--and ye,       
40
Ah, may ye feel his voice as we!
He too upon a wintry clime
Had fallen--on this iron time
Of doubts, disputes, distractions, fears.
He found us when the age had bound                     
Our souls in its benumbing round;
He spoke, and loosed our heart in tears.
He laid us as we lay at birth
On the cool flowery lap of earth,
Smiles broke from us and we had ease;                                50
The hills were round us, and the breeze
Went o'er the sun-lit fields again;
Our foreheads felt the wind and rain.
Our youth returned; for there was shed
On spirits that had long been dead,                          
Spirits dried up and closely furl'd,
The freshness of the early world.

Ah! since dark days still bring to light
Man's prudence and man's fiery might,
Time may restore us in his course                                        60
Goethe's sage mind and Byron's force;
But where will Europe's latter hour
Again find Wordsworth's healing power?
Others will teach us how to dare,
And against fear our breast to steel;                         
Others will strengthen us to bear--
But who, ah! who, will make us feel
The cloud of mortal destiny?
Others will front it fearlessly--
But who, like him, will put it by?                                             70

Keep fresh the grass upon his grave
O Rotha,7 with thy living wave!                           
Sing him thy best! for few or none
Hears thy voice right, now he is gone.

7 River near the Grasmere Cottage in the Lake
Country where Wordsworth wrote some of his greatest
works; Arnold also visited the river while a student at
Rugby.  



From CULTURE AND ANARCHY

from Chapter I

The disparagers of culture make its motive curiosity; sometimes,
indeed, they make its motive mere exclusiveness and vanity.  The
culture which is supposed to plume itself on a smattering of Greek
and Latin is a culture which is begotten by nothing so intellectual
as curiosity; it is valued either out of sheer vanity and ignorance,
or else as an engine of social and class distinction, separating its
holder, like a badge or title, from other people who have not got it.
No serious man would call this culture, or attach any value to it, as
culture, at all.  

But there is of culture another view, in which not solely the
scientific passion, the sheer desire to see things as they are,
natural and proper in an intelligent being, appears as the ground
of it.  There is a view in which all the love of our neighbour, the
impulses towards action, help, and beneficence, the desire for
stopping human error, clearing human confusion, and diminishing
the sum of human misery, the noble aspiration to leave the world
better and happier than we found it,--motives eminently such as are
called social,--come in as part of the grounds of culture, and the
main and pre-eminent part.  Culture is then properly described not
as having its origin in curiosity, but as having its origin in the love
of perfection; it is a study of perfection.  It moves by the force, not
merely or primarily of the scientific passion for pure knowledge,
but also of the moral and social passion for doing good. . . .

This culture is more interesting and more far-reaching than that
other, which is founded solely on the scientific passion for
knowing. But it needs times of faith and ardour, times when the
intellectual horizon is opening and widening all round us, to
flourish in.  And is not the close and bounded intellectual horizon
within which we have long lived and moved now lifting up, and are
not new lights finding free passage to shine in upon us?  For a long
time there was no passage for them to make their way in upon us,
and then it was of no use to think of adapting the world's action to
them.  Where was the hope of making reason and the will of God
prevail among people who had a routine which they had christened
reason and the will of God, in which they were inextricably bound,
and beyond which they had no power of looking?  But now the
iron force of adhesion to the old routine,--social, political,
religious,--has wonderfully yielded; the iron force of exclusion of
all which is new has wonderfully yielded; the danger now is, not
that people should obstinately refuse to allow anything but their
old routine to pass for reason and the will of God, but either that
they should allow some novelty or other
to pass for these too easily, or else that they should underrate the
importance of them altogether, and think it enough to follow action
for its own sake, without troubling themselves to make reason and
the will of God prevail therein.  Now, then, is the moment for
culture to be of service, culture which believes in making reason
and the will of God prevail, believes in perfection, is the study and
pursuit of perfection, and is no longer debarred, by a rigid
invincible exclusion of whatever is new, from getting acceptance
for its ideas, simply because they are new.

The moment this view of culture is seized, the moment it is
regarded not solely as the endeavour to see things as they are, to

draw towards a knowledge of the universal order which seems
to be intended and aimed at in the world, and which it is a man's
happiness to go along with or his misery to go counter to,--to
learn, in short, the will of God,--the moment, I say, culture is
considered not merely as the endeavour to see and learn this, but
as the endeavour, also, to make it prevail, the moral, social, and
beneficent character of culture becomes manifest . . . .

And religion, the greatest and most important of the efforts by
which the human race has manifested its impulse to perfect
itself,--religion, that voice of the deepest human experience,--
does not only enjoin and sanction the aim which is the great aim
of culture, the aim of setting ourselves to ascertain what
perfection is and to make it prevail; but also, in determining
generally in what human perfection consists, religion comes to a
conclusion identical with that which culture,--seeking the
determination of this question through all the voices of human
experience which have been heard upon it, art, science, poetry,
philosophy, history, as well as religion, in order to give a greater
fulness and certainty to its solution,--likewise reaches.  Religion
says: The kingdom of God is within you; and culture, in like
manner, places human perfection in an internal condition, in the
growth and predominance of our humanity proper, as
distinguished from our animality, in the ever-increasing
efficaciousness and in the general harmonious expansion of
those gifts of thought and feeling which make the peculiar
dignity, wealth, and happiness of human nature . . . . Not a
having and a resting, but a growing and a becoming, is the
character of perfection as culture conceives it; and here, too, it
coincides with religion.  And because men are all members of
one great whole, and the sympathy which is in human nature
will not allow one member to be indifferent to the rest, or to
have a perfect welfare independent of the rest, the expansion of
our humanity, to suit the idea of perfection which culture forms,
must be a general expansion.  Perfection, as culture conceives it,
is not possible while the individual remains isolated: the
individual is obliged, under pain of being stunted and enfeebled
in his own development if he disobeys, to carry others along
with him in his march towards perfection, to be continually
doing all he can to enlarge and increase the volume of the
human stream sweeping thitherward; and here, once more, it
lays on us the same obligation as religion, which says, as Bishop
Wilson has admirably put it, that "to promote the kingdom of
God is to increase and hasten one's own happiness."  

. . . Wealth, again, that end to which our prodigious works for
material advantage are directed,--the commonest of
commonplaces tells us how men are always apt to regard wealth
as a precious end in itself; and certainly they have never been so
apt thus to regard it as they are in England at the present time.
Never did people believe anything more firmly, than nine
Englishmen out of ten at the present day believe that our
greatness and welfare are proved by our being so very rich.
Now, the use of culture is that it helps us, by means of its
spiritual standard of perfection, to regard wealth as but
machinery, and not only to say as a matter of words that we
regard
wealth as but machinery, but really to perceive and feel that it is
so.  If it were not for this purging effect wrought upon our
minds by culture, the whole world, the future as well as the



present, would inevitably belong to the Philistines.  The people
who believe most that our greatness and welfare are proved by our
being very rich, and who most give their lives and thoughts to
becoming rich, are just the very people whom we call the
Philistines.  Culture says: "Consider these people, then, their way
of life, their habits, their manners, the very tones of their voice;
look at them attentively; observe the literature they read, the things
which give them pleasure, the words which come forth out of their
mouths, the thoughts which make the furniture of their minds;
would any amount of wealth be worth having with the condition
that one was to become just like these people by having it?"  And
thus culture begets a dissatisfaction which is of the highest possible
value in stemming the common tide of men's thoughts in a wealthy
and industrial community, and which saves the future, as one may
hope, from being vulgarised, even if it cannot save the present.

. . . I say, of culture is best given by these words of Epictetus:--"It
is a sign of aphuia" says he,--that is, of a nature not finely
tempered,--"to give yourselves up to things which relate to the
body; to make, for instance, a great fuss about exercise, a great
fuss about eating, a great fuss about drinking, a great fuss about
walking, a great fuss about riding.  All these things ought to be
done merely by the way: the formation of the spirit and character
must be our real concern."  This is admirable; and, indeed, the
Greek words aphuia, euphuia, a finely tempered nature, a coarsely
tempered nature, give exactly the notion of perfection as culture
brings us to conceive of it: a perfection in which the characters of
beauty and intelligence are both present, which unites "the two
noblest of things,"-- Swift, who of one of the two, at any rate, had
himself all too little, most happily calls them in his Battle of the
Books,--"the two noblest of things, sweetness and light."  The
euphyes is the man who tends towards sweetness and light; the
aphyes is precisely our Philistine. 

from Chapter III

Thus we have got three distinct terms, Barbarians, Philistines,
Populace, to denote roughly the three great classes into which our
society is divided . . .  .

Thus, an English Barbarian who examines himself, will, in general,
find himself to be not so entirely a Barbarian but that he has in
him, also, something of the Philistine, and even something of the
Populace as well . . . .

All of us, so far as we are Barbarians, Philistines, or Populace,
imagine happiness to consist in doing what one's ordinary self
likes.  What one's ordinary self likes differs according to the class
to which one belongs, and has its severer and its lighter side;
always, however, remaining machinery, and nothing more.  The
graver self of the Barbarian likes honours and consideration; his
more relaxed self, field-sports and pleasure.  The graver self of one
kind of Philistine likes business and money-making; his more
relaxed self, comfort and tea-meetings.  Of another kind of
Philistine, the graver self likes trades' unions; the relaxed self,
deputations, or hearing Mr. Odger speak.  The sterner self of
the Populace likes bawling, hustling, and smashing; the lighter
self, beer.  But in each class there are born a certain number of
natures with a curiosity about their best self, with a bent for

seeing things as they are, for disentangling themselves from
machinery, for simply concerning themselves with reason and
the will of God, and doing their best to make these prevail;--for
the pursuit, in a word, of perfection.  To certain manifestations
of this love for perfection mankind have accustomed themselves
to give the name of genius; implying, by this name, something
original and heaven-bestowed in the passion.  But the passion is
to be found far beyond those manifestations of it to which the
world usually gives the name of genius, and in which there is,
for the most part, a talent of some kind or other, a special and
striking faculty of execution, informed by the heaven-bestowed
ardour, or genius.  It is to be found in many
manifestations besides these, and may best be called, as we have
called it, the love and pursuit of perfection; culture being the
true nurse of the pursuing love, and sweetness and light the true
character of the pursued perfection.  Natures with this bent
emerge in all classes,--among the Barbarians, among the
Philistines, among the Populace.  And this bent always tends, as
I have said, to take them out of their class, and to make their
distinguishing characteristic not their Barbarianism or their
Philistinism, but their humanity.  

from Chapter IV

The final aim of both Hellenism and Hebraism, as of all great
spiritual disciplines, is no doubt the same: man's perfection or
salvation . . . .  To employ the actual words of that discipline
with which we ourselves are all of us most familiar, and the
words of which, therefore, come most home to us that final end
and aim is "that we might be partakers of the divine nature" . . . .

Still, they pursue this aim by very different courses.  The
uppermost idea with Hellenism is to see things as they really
are; the uppermost idea with Hebraism is conduct and
obedience. Nothing can do away with this ineffaceable
difference; the Greek quarrel with the body and its desires is,
that they hinder right thinking, the Hebrew quarrel with them is,
that they hinder right acting . . . . At the bottom of both the
Greek and the Hebrew notion is the desire, native in man, for
reason and the will of God, the feeling after the universal
order,--in a word, the love of God  But, while Hebraism seizes
upon certain plain, capital intimations of the universal order,
and rivets itself, one may say, with unequalled grandeur of
earnestness and intensity on the study and observance of them,
the bent of Hellenism is to follow, with flexible activity, the
whole play of the universal order, to be  apprehensive of
missing any part of it, of sacrificing one part to another, to slip
away from resting in this or that intimation of it, however
capital.  An unclouded clearness of mind, an unimpeded play of
thought, is what this bent drives at.  The governing idea of
Hellenism is spontaneity of consciousness; that of Hebraism,
strictness of conscience . . . .

Both Hellenism and Hebraism arise out of the wants of human
nature, and address themselves to satisfying those wants.  But
their methods are so different, they lay stress on such different
points, and call into being by their respective disciplines such
different activities, that the face which human nature presents
when it passes from the hands of one of them to those of the



other, is no longer the same.  To get rid of one's ignorance, to see
things as they are, and by seeing them as they are to see them in
their beauty, is the simple and attractive ideal which Hellenism
holds out before human nature; and from the simplicity and charm
of this ideal, Hellenism, and human life in the hands of Hellenism,
is invested with a kind of aerial ease, clearness, and radiancy; they
are full of what we call sweetness and light.  Difficulties are kept
out of view, and the beauty and rationalness of the ideal have all
our thoughts.  "The best man is he who most tries to perfect
himself, and the happiest man is he who most feels that he is
perfecting himself,"--this account of the matter by Socrates, the
true Socrates of the Memorabilia, has something so simple,
spontaneous, and unsophisticated about it, that it seems to fill us
with clearness and hope when we hear it. . . .   It is all very well to
talk of getting rid of one's ignorance, of seeing things in their
reality, seeing them in their beauty; but how is this to be done
when there is something which thwarts and spoils all our efforts?
This something is sin; and the space which sin fills in Hebraism, as
compared with Hellenism, is indeed prodigious.  This obstacle to
perfection fills the whole scene, and perfection appears remote and
rising away from earth, in the background.  Under the name of sin,
the difficulties of knowing oneself and conquering oneself which
impede man's passage to perfection, become, for Hebraism, a
positive, active entity hostile to man, a mysterious power which I
heard Dr. Pusey the other day, in one of his impressive sermons,
compare to a hideous hunchback seated on our  shoulders, and
which it is the main business of our lives to hate and oppose.  The
discipline of the Old Testament may be summed up as a discipline
teaching us to abhor and flee from sin; the discipline of the New
Testament, as a discipline teaching us to die to it.  As Hellenism
speaks of thinking clearly, seeing things in their essence and
beauty, as a grand and precious feat for man to achieve, so
Hebraism speaks of becoming conscious of sin, of awakening to a
sense of sin, as a feat of this kind.  It is obvious to what wide
divergence these differing tendencies, actively followed, must lead.
As one passes and repasses from Hellenism to Hebraism, from
Plato to St. Paul, one feels inclined to rub one's eyes and ask
oneself whether man is indeed a gentle and simple being, showing
the traces of a noble and divine nature; or an unhappy chained
captive, labouring with groanings that cannot be uttered to free
himself from the body of this death.

Questions

1.  Why does the Merman not try to reconcile with Margeret in
“The Forsaken Merman”?
2.  How is the little town contrasted with the sea habitat of the
Merman?
3.  What is the Merman's attitude toward the “little grey church”?
How does the imagery word choice suggest stoniness and
inflexibility?
4. Why does Arnold refer in stanza three of “Lines Written in
Kensington Gardens” to the thrush's “unknown day's” employ?
5.  In “Lines Written in Kensington Gardens” how does Arnold's
speaker compare the urban setting of this garden to the wilder
region enjoyed by his hypothetical fisherman?
6. Who is the speaker of “Dover Beach” addressing?  What is their
relationship?  How does this relationship compare/contrast to the
speaker and Marguerite in “To Marguerite (In Isolation)” and the
speaker and Eugenia in “Philomela”?

7. How does the speaker in “Dover Beach” connect the ancient
world of Sophocles to his contemporary setting?
8. What is the “Sea of Faith” symbolize in “Dover Beach”--both
to the Arnold's contemporary reader and/or to the present-day
reader?
9.  How can “Dover Beach” and “Philomela” be seen as the
proto-modernist poems?  
11.  In “Memorial Verses” what different roles are played by
Goethe, Byron and Wordsworth in reforming European culture?
Whom does he consider most important?
12.  Why does Arnold refer to contemporary Europe as an “iron
age” in “Memorial Verses”? 


