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(BEAD FEBRUARY 9iH, 1871.)

WE all know, and have received it on authority which we 
shall never question in the discussion of such subjects as the 
one before us the literary work of some of the most eminent 
of our countrymen that

" The Child is Father of the Man ;"

and I know of nothing more interesting in the history of men, 
and the history of mind, than to observe how variously the 
ultimate ripeness of the intellect has been intimated in its 
earlier developement. And this variety has been manifested 
in strangely differing forms. Often, indeed, the brightness of 
precocious promise has been suddenly extinguished. Often, 
too, the final brightness of the cultivated mind has seemed to 
spring out of previous conditions which gave no promise of 
that which was to be. Sometimes it is the clever boy who 
becomes the conspicuously clever man; but sometimes, again, 
the very reverse of this happens. Strength is sapped by too 
early developement : nay, shall we not say, by the over-exertion 
which results in exhaustion. Some eminent poets have, like 
Pope,

" Lisped in numbers, for the numbers came."

The present Premier read Homer in his childhood : but one 
of the most versatile and brilliant men of a preceding gene 
ration Richard Brinsley Sheridan was a " dunce" at school.
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Blake was, in later life, a victorious admiral: he swept the 
enemies of England from the seas : but up to his own middle 
age he had never been on the sea.

Poeta nascitur, non Jit, is a common and a commonly- 
accepted proverb. And it is generally true, no doubt, but not 
of universal application. I would even cite Byron as a proof 
of the exception. He was not a born poet, but a made one. 
He was made a poet by that stinging critique on his boyish 
Hours of Idleness which Lord Brougham is believed to have 
contributed to the Edinburgh Review. Those juvenile efforts 
shewed that he was a rhymester, or a versifier, if you will; 
and this facility he would doubtless have retained, adding his 
quota to any possible supplement to Walpole's specimens of 
the "Works of Noble Authors:" but that he would ever 
have sprung into the high place which he subsequently occu 
pied, without such an impetus as that which sent him there, 
I should find it very difficult to believe. Could any one 
have supposed that in the same school (Harrow), at the same 
time, there were two boys one a cotton spinner's son, from 
Lancashire, who would leave his deepest impress on the 
legislation of the first half of this century, the other, an 
idle lordling, who would become the most renowned author of 
his time ? What was there in the poetry of the anti-jacobin, 
or in those puerile parodies on Southey, which alone have 
survived till now, to lead the reader to imagine that in the 
writer George Canning then a boy at Eton, would be found 
a future Prime Minister of England ? or that one of the most 
remarkable of his successors would be first known as the author 
of Vivian Grey, or that an essay on Church Principles should 
be one of the earliest published products of the intellectual 
power of the present occupant of that high office among 
the foremost which can be held by any of the sons of men !

Incidents and illustrations of this kind have always ap 
peared to me to be peculiarly interesting. And this, I
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imagine, is a common feeling. It is this feeling which causes 
us to regard the scenes of the early life, and even the places 
of the birth, of eminent men, with very special interest. One 
single striking proof of this is furnished by the simple mention 
of the name of STRATFORD-UPON-AVON.

Look again, not indeed at the birthplace only, but at some 
of the later scenes in the lives of men, who, at the outset of 
their career, gave little promise of what they would do, and 
what they would become. And here we will leave the page 
of literary history, to gather further illustrations of the 
subject from the actions of some whose distinction was gained 
in the religious world. For powerfully as all history illus 
trates the words of Holy Writ " Behold how great matter a 
" little fire kindleth"  religious history does so in a pre 
eminent degree. Many men, we know, have lived to wield a 
greater power than the mightiest monarchs of their times, and 
to fill the world with the echo of their names. But, contrast 
for a moment the ultimate results of their lives with the 
beginnings of them ; and you will find nowhere, in the 
imaginings of fiction even, stranger revelations than are fur 
nished in the naked facts of their history. If " in clear 
" dream and solemn vision" it could have been given to their 
contemporaries to foresee the stirring events which were 
impending, who would more have wondered at the sight than 
the very men who were destined to be the chief actors in 
them ! See Peter the Hermit in his cell in Picardy ; Luther 
in the cloister at Erfurt; Loyola in his sick chamber near 
Pampeluna; Cranmer taking refuge from the plague at Wal- 
tham ; George Fox rambling in the fields in his suit of 
leather, or working at his shoemaker's stall at Drayton ; John 
Bunyan, the " immortal tinker," in the gaol at Bedford; and 
nearer to our own day, John Wesley in his privacy at Lincoln 
College, or taking his long and solitary voyages across the
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Atlantic (which were long, and solitary too, a hundred and 
fifty years ago !) or preaching in yet deeper solitude as a 
missionary in the wilds of Georgia. Then, after this review, 
glance at the after history of these men. What a change 
has passed ! How strange is the contrast ! If it were not 
true, how incredible it would appear ! What a crowded, 
busy, hurried life they reached ! What a lonely, uneventful, 
solitary scene it was they started from ! But solitude is, 
indeed, however much to some a trial, one of the chief mini- 
strants to future success and greatness. No man can be 
really great, or achieve any notable work in the world, unless 
his gifts have been consolidated and gauged by self-knowledge. 
And this can only be done in solitude, at some period, or at 
certain intervals, in life. The after lives of the men I have 
just spoken of shewed that this work of solitude the com 
muning with self and with GOD seeing a work to be done, 
and hearing a call to do it, was fully answered in them. 
Change the scene, and look at them at a later period. Can 
that be the same quiet monk Peter emerged from his lonely 
cell, and now leading the vast armies of western Europe 
across untraversed wilds, to wrest the Holy Sepulchre from 
the hands of the unbelieving Turk ? Is that the same Luther 
now hurling his defiance against the chief power in Christen 
dom, with a boldness which half the world thinks impious ? 
Or that the same Loyola soldier and monk combined  
forming and leading that powerful opposition which even now 
testifies to the character of its original organization, by desig 
nating its leader as the General of the order ?

Even in the course of late events in France, we have seen 
in what strange places men have found themselves, if we 
compare the position and the duties of their later lives with 
those which they had quietly fulfilled so long, and which 
seemed those to which they had been specially called, and of
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 which only they were capable. And here the words which 
Cowper (in the Task) wrote long ago, naturally occur to us: 

Some must be great. Great offices will have 
Great talents. And GOD gives to every man 
The virtue, temper, understanding, taste, 
That lifts him into life ; and lets him fall 
Just in the niche he was ordained to fill.

And it is not only true that " great offices will have great 
talents," but it is further true, as intimated in the latter part 
of the passage, that for whatever duty the course of this world 
requires a man, that man, in the order of Divine Providence 
(as I believe) is found ready and competent to the work. 
Beneath the outer crust of this world's events there lives and 
heaves the creative fire which first gave form to chaos. The 
broken surface of the physical world, has its resemblance in 
the undulations of the moral. Here, the strata dip into 
peaceful valleys : there, they rise into the heroic mountains. 
Here, calm men sow, and reap, and gather into barns; and 
there, men of bolder energies and more daring minds climb, 
and soar, and look upwards, aspiring to pierce the veil which 
shrouds " the misty mountain's top," and hides the future from 
us. Wherever a space is left by these regular motions ; 
wherever the working of the subterranean force breaks up the 
form of the old rock, and forms a new plateau, there is made 
a new position for a man to occupy either as a sentinel, 
warning against danger, or as a pioneer to those below, who, 
following him with the eye in his upward march, may also 
learn to tread in his successful footsteps.

Thus far, however, we have been hovering round and 
approaching our subject, rather than coming directly to it. 
We have been thinking of the early history of eminent men, 
and glancing at the scenes in their early lives; but our proper 
subject is the " Early works of eminent men." It was sug 
gested by a volume in my possession, entitled " Oxford Prize
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" Poems; being a collection of such [English] Poems as 
" have at various times obtained prizes in the University of 
" Oxford." The " various times" range from 1768 to 1839 ; 
and among the authors, whose first successes were welcomed 
in the famous Sheldonian Theatre, are to be found the fol 
lowing : Eeginald Heber (1803), John Wilson (1806), 
Henry Hart Milman (1812), William Ewart (1820), Thomas 
Legh Claughton (1829), Eoundell Palmer (1832), W. B. 
Seymour Fitzgerald (1835), Frederic Faber (1836), Arthur 
Penrhyn Stanley (1837), and John Buskin (1839.)

The same volume contains several odes and addresses on 
the installation of the Duke of Wellington as Chancellor of 
the University (1834), some of which bear the following 
names :  J. Keble, Fellow of Oriel ; Eoundell Palmer, B.A., 
Trinity ; Edward Cardwell, Balliol.

Apart from the merit of these various productions, and the 
interest attaching to the occasions of their publication, it is 
a pleasant thing to have before us the early works of men 
who became so eminent in after life as divines, poets, and 
statesmen.*

I have three other volumes to refer to. One is the Poetry 
of the Anti-Jacobin ; another, a collected series of newspaper 
contributions, entitled The Letters of Eunnymede; and the 
third, a treatise on Church Principles considered in their

* The book was passed rouud when this paper was read, and was inspected 
with interest. I give only one extract, which is the opening verse in the ode 
which bears the name of the author of the Christian Tear: 

If, when across the autumnal heaven,
The rude winds draw their restless shroud, 

One glorious star to sight be given 
Now dim, now clear, an isle in deeps of cloud ; 

Watchmen on their lonely tower
Shepherds by their mountain hold, 

Wistful gazing hour by hour,
Trace it through the tempest's fold : 

Even such, in records dark of care and crime, 
Each in high Heaven's appointed time, 

Bright names of heroes glow, that gem the days of old.
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results. The first-named is the earliest in point of date. 
The introductory section is dated November 20, 1797. The 
copy from -which I quote was formerly in the possession of 
the late William Gregson, Esq., of Edge Hill. It contains 
several manuscript notes, and under his own name, on the 
fly-leaf, is added, " The gift of J. H. Markland." A book 
associated with two such good men as the biographer of 
Bishop Ken and the late Mr. Gregson, I hope I know how to 
value. It is of the " sixth edition," which was brought out 
in 1828. In the preceding year, its most eminent con 
tributor George Canning had closed his career as Prime 
Minister of England, the dates above given describing that 
range of his life which extended from his schoolboy days at 
Eton, till he was struck down, amid the cares, anxieties, and 
duties of his high office.

Of the second book which I have mentioned, the title-page 
runs thus: 

" THE LETTERS OF RUNNYMEDE."

" Neither for shame nor fear this mask he wore, 
That, like a vizor in the hattle field, 
But shrouds a manly and a daring brow."

London : John Macrone, St. James's Square. MDOOCXXXVI.

These letters are addressed to the chiefs of the political 
parties of that day : Lords Melbourne, Brougham, John 
Russell, Stanley, William Bentinck, Palmerston, Glenelg, and 
Cottenham (Lord Chancellor); Sir Robert Peel, Sir John 
Hobhouse, Sir John Campbell, and Mr. Thomas Attwood; 
also to the House of Lords, and " To the People." The 
dedication of the volume is to Sir Robert Peel. I will quote 
one of its paragraphs, both as a specimen of the book, and 
with some expectation that it may reveal the author before 
I name him : " When you, Sir, quitted Drayton in February, 
" the vagabond delegate of a foreign priesthood was stirring 
" up rebellion against the peers of England, with the im- 
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" plied, if not the definite sanction of bis Majesty's ministers. 
" Where is that hired disturber now ? Like base coin detected 
" by the very consequences of its currency, and finally nailed 
" against the counter it has deceived, so this bad politician, 
" like a bad shilling, has worn off his edge by his very 
" restlessness."

This, of course, was spoken of the late Daniel O'Connell ; 
and while the acrid pungency of the passage is worthy of 
himself, its literary excellence, in the application and manage 
ment of the simile, is far beyond him. I think these charac 
teristics are sufficient of themselves to identify the writer with 
that great Parliamentary leader whose first essay at speaking, 
in the House of Commons, was such a conspicuous failure 
that he was obliged to sit down ; though not before he had 
uttered these remarkable and truly prophetic words : " I am 
" not at all surprised at the reception I have experienced. I 
" have begun several times many things, and I have often suc- 
" ceeded at last. I sit down now, but the time will come when 
" you will hear me." Who that knows what part the speaker 
has played in the political history of this country since 1846, 
would suppose that those words were spoken in 1837, by 
Benjamin Disraeli?

The third of the volumes I have brought before you, is that 
on Church Principles, of which I have already quoted the 
title at length. The members of the Historic Society know 
well my admiration for elegant and expressive diction. Any 
thing more pure and graceful, in thought and expression, than 
the concluding sentences of the passage I am about to quote 
(with which the volume ends) is not, I believe, to be found 
anywhere in the whole range of English literature.

" And here I close, at length, this review of the religious position of 
" the Church of England under the circumstances of the day : of course, 
" not venturing to assume that these pages can effect in any degree the 
" purpose with which they are written, of contributing to her security
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" and peace; but yet full of the most cheerful anticipations of her
" destiny, and without the remotest fear either of schism among her 
" children, or of any permanent oppression from the state, whatever 
" may befal the state itself. She has endured for ten years, not only 
" without essential injury, but with a decided and progressive growth in 
" her general influence as well as her inward vigour, the ordeal of 
" public discussion, and the brunt of many hostile attacks, in a time of 
" great agitation and disquietude, and of immense political changes."

The passage thus far has an interest of its own which 
forbade its omission, for other reasons than the desire to pre 
serve the continuity of the paragraph. It then goes on in a 
higher strain : 

" There was a period when her children felt no alarms for her safety: 
" and then she was in serious peril. Of late their apprehensions have 
" been violently and constantly excited; but her dangers have diminished 
"  so poor a thing, at best, is human solicitude. Yes, if we may put any 
" trust in the signs that are within her and upon her, if we may at all 
" rely upon the results of the patient and deliberate thoughts of many 
" minds, upon the consenting testimony of foes and friends, the hand of 
" her Lord is over her for good, to make her more and more a temple of 
" His Spirit and an organ of His will. Surely He will breathe into 
" her anew and more and more the breath of life, and will raise up in 
" her abundantly power in the midst of weukness, and the sense of 
" power in the midst of the sense of weakness of weakness in so far 
" as she is an earthen vessel, of power inasmuch as she is a heavenly 
" treasure abiding therein. The might that none can withstand, the 
" wisdom that none can pierce, the love that none can fathom, the 
" revelation of truth whose light faileth not, the promise that never can 
" be broken ; these are the pillars of her strength whereon she rests, 
" we may trust not more conspicuous by their height than secure upon 
" their deep foundations."

The work from which these noble words are taken was 
published in the year 1841. Its author is described as 
" W. E. Gladstone, Esq., late Student of Christchurch, 
" and M.P. for Newark." I bought my copy in London in 
1844, on one of my afternoons among the book stalls. It may 
have formed part of a bookseller's " remainder ;" or been the 
spare copy of some critic or reviewer. Another work by the 
same author, which had been criticised by Macaulay in the 
Edinburgh Review, in an article which may now be found in
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the collection of his " Essays," I was never able to meet 
with, though I tried long to obtain a copy. The fact of 
having written that book " The Church in its relations 
with the State" was the cause of its author resigning his 
seat in the Ministry of Sir Eobert Peel, when that statesman 
brought in his measure for the endowment of Maynooth 
College. Yet the same writer, who at that time felt such a 
matter to be a serious difficulty, (though he did, eventually, 
"support Sir R. Peel's measure, in 1845,") became, at a 
subsequent period, the very Minister who proposed and ac 
complished the disestablishment of the Church in Ireland.*

It is not for us to associate facts like these with any 
political preferences or prejudices of our own ; or to con 
template them in any aspect which is coloured (I was going 
to say distorted) by party feeling. Our object here should 
be to treat them in their higher relation, as matters of historic 
interest ; and to gather what lessons they may have to teach 
us, concerning the influence of character, and the conduct of 
life. And when we so regard them, when the memory is 
quickened by such objects as I have now brought before 
you, what strange variations in the position and character 
of men, and of affairs, are brought into view ! What com 
binations: what divisions: what purposes formed, and 
changed, and defeated! How some men seem fated to

* One passage, in the volume on Church Principles, seems to illustrate as if by 
anticipation, and in a very striking way, those movements and changes iu the 
arenas of Politics, Theology, and even the Arts, which have so remarkably 
characterised this century. " Thus it is with society in this our day. Many a 
" seed has sunk into the soil, and lain inorganic for a time, waiting the shower 
" and the sun. But at some instant, under some combination of causes too 
" subtle and too comprehensive for human analysis, the dormant instincts begin 
"to move; and though at first blindly groping their way underground, they 
" gather themselves by degrees into masses, and these masses again unite iu a 
" larger mass, until at length they are such tliut in their collision they shall 
" shake the world. Happy indeed is he who shall be found prepared in that 
" day, and happy the humblest of men, who, with sincere intent, shall have 
" contributed in the very least degree towards such a preparation." Chap, vii, 
p. 518. This reads more like a passage in a speech in 1870, lhan a paragraph 
printed in 1840.
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accomplish the very objects they have made it their chief 
purpose to oppose ; and to fail in that which it seemed to be 
their special mission to effect! And when the mind thus 
recalls the Past, with its promise and its purpose ; and pro 
ceeds to contrast it with the Present; nothing can exhibit 
more fully often, indeed, most pitifully the confounding 
of hopes, the thwarting of intention, the inconstancy of 
man, the defeat of ambition. Yet, on the other hand, it 
is a cheering thing to see the marvellous success which 
sometimes waits on perseverance, the singular honour which 
never fails to crown high aims, lofty principle, and unsullied 
probity; and through all, and above all, to observe the 
working of that Power which makes man instrumental 
to its ends, and to watch and welcome the compassing of 
those results which mark the progress of humanity, and form 
the history of the world.


