Plato

Phaedrus

INTRODUCTION.

The Phaedrus is closely connected with the Sympgsand may be regarded
either as introducing or following it. The two Diglues together contain the
whole philosophy of Plato on the nature of lovejohihin the Republic and in the
later writings of Plato is only introduced playfulbr as a figure of speech. But in
the Phaedrus and Symposium love and philosophy haimds, and one is an
aspect of the other. The spiritual and emotional igaelevated into the ideal, to
which in the Symposium mankind are described akimgoforward, and which in
the Phaedrus, as well as in the Phaedo, they akéngeto recover from a former
state of existence. Whether the subject of theddiz is love or rhetoric, or the
union of the two, or the relation of philosophyldwe and to art in general, and to
the human soul, will be hereafter considered. Aachaps we may arrive at some
conclusion such as the following—that the dialoga@ot strictly confined to a
single subject, but passes from one to another with natural freedom of
conversation.

Phaedrus has been spending the morning with Lysiascelebrated rhetorician,
and is going to refresh himself by taking a walksale the wall, when he is met
by Socrates, who professes that he will not leareunmtil he has delivered up the
speech with which Lysias has regaled him, and whighs carrying about in his

mind, or more probably in a book hidden under héak, and is intending to

study as he walks. The imputation is not denied, the two agree to direct their
steps out of the public way along the stream ofllissus towards a plane-tree
which is seen in the distance. There, lying dowridatnpleasant sounds and
scents, they will read the speech of Lysias. Thentty is a novelty to Socrates,
who never goes out of the town; and hence he li@fadmiration for the beauties
of nature, which he seems to be drinking in forftfst time.

As they are on their way, Phaedrus asks the opiafo8ocrates respecting the
local tradition of Boreas and Oreithyia. Socragter a satirical allusion to the
‘rationalizers’ of his day, replies that he has time for these ‘nice’
interpretations of mythology, and he pities anyat® has. When you once begin
there is no end of them, and they spring from aeritical philosophy after all.



‘The proper study of mankind is man; and he isaa more complex and
wonderful being than the serpent Typho. Socrategetisloes not know himself;
and why should he care to know about unearthly meosi® Engaged in such
conversation, they arrive at the plane-tree; whezy thave found a convenient
resting-place, Phaedrus pulls out the speech au$re-

The speech consists of a foolish paradox whicb ihé¢ effect that the non-lover
ought to be accepted rather than the lover—bechasis more rational, more

agreeable, more enduring, less suspicious, lesffuhutess boastful, less

engrossing, and because there are more of themfaana great many other

reasons which are equally unmeaning. Phaedruspisvated with the beauty of

the periods, and wants to make Socrates say thhingowas or ever could be

written better. Socrates does not think much ofrttegter, but then he has only
attended to the form, and in that he has deteatedral repetitions and other
marks of haste. He cannot agree with Phaedrusiextreme value which he sets
upon this performance, because he is afraid ofgdoijustice to Anacreon and

Sappho and other great writers, and is almostriadlito think that he himself, or
rather some power residing within him, could makgpaech better than that of
Lysias on the same theme, and also different franihhe may be allowed the

use of a few commonplaces which all speakers nyustlly employ.

Phaedrus is delighted at the prospect of havingh@nspeech, and promises that
he will set up a golden statue of Socrates at Deilphe keeps his word. Some

raillery ensues, and at length Socrates, conquarede threat that he shall never
again hear a speech of Lysias unless he fulfilsphisnise, veils his face and

begins.

First, invoking the Muses and assuming ironicallg person of the non- lover
(who is a lover all the same), he will enquire itite nature and power of love.
For this is a necessary preliminary to the othestjon— How is the non-lover to
be distinguished from the lover? In all of us thare two principles—a better and
a worse—reason and desire, which are generallyaaiwith one another; and the
victory of the rational is called temperance, ahéd wictory of the irrational
intemperance or excess. The latter takes many foamd$ has many bad
names—agluttony, drunkenness, and the like. Butllothe irrational desires or
excesses the greatest is that which is led awalebiyes of a kindred nature to the
enjoyment of personal beauty. And this is the migstever of love.

Here Socrates fancies that he detects in himself uaosual flow of
eloquence—this newly-found gift he can only atttéoto the inspiration of the
place, which appears to be dedicated to the nym@testing again from the
philosophical basis which has been laid down, lecgeds to show how many
advantages the non-lover has over the lover. The emtourages softness and



effeminacy and exclusiveness; he cannot endursapsriority in his beloved; he
will train him in luxury, he will keep him out ofogiety, he will deprive him of
parents, friends, money, knowledge, and of evehgrogood, that he may have
him all to himself. Then again his ways are not sval/pleasantness; he is mighty
disagreeable; ‘crabbed age and youth cannot ligether.” At every hour of the
night and day he is intruding upon him; there is #ame old withered face and
the remainder to match—and he is always repeaitingeason or out of season,
the praises or dispraises of his beloved, whichbak enough when he is sober,
and published all over the world when he is driktkength his love ceases; he is
converted into an enemy, and the spectacle magdre & the lover running away
from the beloved, who pursues him with vain rephese and demands his reward
which the other refuses to pay. Too late the beldearns, after all his pains and
disagreeables, that ‘As wolves love lambs so lol@re their loves.” (Compare
Char.) Here is the end; the ‘other’ or ‘non-lovpdrt of the speech had better be
understood, for if in the censure of the lover &t&s has broken out in verse,
what will he not do in his praise of the non-lovét2 has said his say and is
preparing to go away.

Phaedrus begs him to remain, at any rate untihted of noon has passed; he
would like to have a little more conversation beftihey go. Socrates, who has
risen, recognizes the oracular sign which forbios to depart until he has done
penance. His conscious has been awakened, an&tésechorus when he had
reviled the lovely Helen he will sing a palinoder foaving blasphemed the
majesty of love. His palinode takes the form ofylm

Socrates begins his tale with a glorification ofdmess, which he divides into four
kinds: first, there is the art of divination or ptecy—this, in a vein similar to
that pervading the Cratylus and lo, he connectk miadness by an etymological
explanation (mantike, manike—compare oionoistike@nistike, “tis all one
reckoning, save the phrase is a little variatignsgcondly, there is the art of
purification by mysteries; thirdly, poetry or thespiration of the Muses (compare
lon), without which no man can enter their templi.this shows that madness is
one of heaven’s blessings, and may sometimes lvead deal better than sense.
There is also a fourth kind of madness—that of fewhich cannot be explained
without enquiring into the nature of the soul.

All soul is immortal, for she is the source of aibtion both in herself and in

others. Her form may be described in a figure asrmaposite nature made up of a
charioteer and a pair of winged steeds. The stektise gods are immortal, but

ours are one mortal and the other immortal. The ant@h soul soars upwards into
the heavens, but the mortal drops her plumes atidssapon the earth.

Now the use of the wing is to rise and carry themlward element into the upper



world—there to behold beauty, wisdom, goodness,thadther things of God by
which the soul is nourished. On a certain day Zkadord of heaven goes forth in
a winged chariot; and an array of gods and demsgwdl of human souls in their
train, follows him. There are glorious and blesswghts in the interior of heaven,
and he who will may freely behold them. The grasion of all is seen at the feast
of the gods, when they ascend the heights of th@yeran—all but Hestia, who is
left at home to keep house. The chariots of thesggile readily upwards and
stand upon the outside; the revolution of the sphearries them round, and they
have a vision of the world beyond. But the othasolr in vain; for the mortal
steed, if he has not been properly trained, kebpsmtdown and sinks them
towards the earth. Of the world which is beyondtikavens, who can tell? There
is an essence formless, colourless, intangibleceperd by the mind only,
dwelling in the region of true knowledge. The devimind in her revolution
enjoys this fair prospect, and beholds justice pemance, and knowledge in their
everlasting essence. When fulfilled with the sighthem she returns home, and
the charioteer puts up the horses in their stalid, gives them ambrosia to eat
and nectar to drink. This is the life of the gottee human soul tries to reach the
same heights, but hardly succeeds; and sometireesetid of the charioteer rises
above, and sometimes sinks below, the fair visamm he is at last obliged, after
much contention, to turn away and leave the plditrugh. But if the soul has
followed in the train of her god and once beheldhshe is preserved from harm,
and is carried round in the next revolution of spheres; and if always following,
and always seeing the truth, is then for ever unkdr If, however, she drops her
wings and falls to the earth, then she takes tha fof man, and the soul which
has seen most of the truth passes into a philosapHever; that which has seen
truth in the second degree, into a king or warribe third, into a householder or
money-maker; the fourth, into a gymnast; the fiftitp a prophet or mystic; the
sixth, into a poet or imitator; the seventh, intthsbandman or craftsman; the
eighth, into a sophist or demagogue; the nintlp, &ntyrant. All these are states of
probation, wherein he who lives righteously is iod, and he who lives
unrighteously deteriorates. After death comes tidgment; the bad depart to
houses of correction under the earth, the goodawep of joy in heaven. When a
thousand years have elapsed the souls meet togetierthoose the lives which
they will lead for another period of existence. Témul which three times in
succession has chosen the life of a philosophef arlover who is not without
philosophy receives her wings at the close of tirel tmillennium; the remainder
have to complete a cycle of ten thousand yearsrdéfeir wings are restored to
them. Each time there is full liberty of choice.el$oul of a man may descend into
a beast, and return again into the form of man.tBatform of man will only be
taken by the soul which has once seen truth andir@ehisome conception of the
universal:—this is the recollection of the knowledghich she attained when in
the company of the Gods. And men in general recdyl with difficulty the things



of another world, but the mind of the philosophes la better remembrance of
them. For when he beholds the visible beauty ahdais enraptured soul passes
in thought to those glorious sights of justice ansdom and temperance and truth
which she once gazed upon in heaven. Then sheratddbholy mysteries and
beheld blessed apparitions shining in pure ligletrsélf pure, and not as yet
entombed in the body. And still, like a bird eagequit its cage, she flutters and
looks upwards, and is therefore deemed mad. Suebadlection of past days she
receives through sight, the keenest of our sersssause beauty, alone of the
ideas, has any representation on earth: wisdonvisible to mortal eyes. But the
corrupted nature, blindly excited by this visionb&fauty, rushes on to enjoy, and
would fain wallow like a brute beast in sensualaplaes. Whereas the true
mystic, who has seen the many sights of bliss, wigebeholds a god-like form or
face is amazed with delight, and if he were noaidfiof being thought mad he
would fall down and worship. Then the stiffened gvibegins to relax and grow
again; desire which has been imprisoned pourstbeesoul of the lover; the germ
of the wing unfolds, and stings, and pangs of biike the cutting of teeth, are
everywhere felt. (Compare Symp.) Father and motéwed, goods and laws and
proprieties are nothing to him; his beloved is pigsician, who can alone cure
his pain. An apocryphal sacred writer says thaptheer which thus works in him
is by mortals called love, but the immortals cathtdove, or the winged one, in
order to represent the force of his wings—suchngtrate is his nature. Now the
characters of lovers depend upon the god whomftiyved in the other world;
and they choose their loves in this world accoryinghe followers of Ares are
fierce and violent; those of Zeus seek out sommgdphical and imperial nature;
the attendants of Here find a royal love; and ke inanner the followers of every
god seek a love who is like their god; and to himaytcommunicate the nature
which they have received from their god. The marinewhich they take their
love is as follows:—

| told you about the charioteer and his two steé#us,one a noble animal who is
guided by word and admonition only, the other &hotking villain who will
hardly yield to blow or spur. Together all threehovare a figure of the soul,
approach the vision of love. And now a fierce cahibegins. The ill-conditioned
steed rushes on to enjoy, but the charioteer, vdimlds the beloved with awe,
falls back in adoration, and forces both the stegdheir haunches; again the euvil
steed rushes forwards and pulls shamelessly. Thitiatagrows more and more
severe; and at last the charioteer, throwing hitselkwards, forces the bit out of
the clenched teeth of the brute, and pulling hatiden ever at the reins, covers his
tongue and jaws with blood, and forces him to hestlegs and haunches with
pain upon the ground. When this has happened ddiraes, the villain is tamed
and humbled, and from that time forward the souheflover follows the beloved
in modesty and holy fear. And now their bliss isgemmated; the same image of



love dwells in the breast of either, and if theywédaelf-control, they pass their
lives in the greatest happiness which is attainBplenan—they continue masters
of themselves, and conquer in one of the three drdpwictories. But if they
choose the lower life of ambition they may stillveaa happy destiny, though
inferior, because they have not the approval ofwthele soul. At last they leave
the body and proceed on their pilgrim’s progressl, those who have once begun
can never go back. When the time comes they rec¢baie wings and fly away,
and the lovers have the same wings.

Socrates concludes:—

These are the blessings of love, and thus havedemay recantation in finer
language than before: | did so in order to pleasaeBrus. If | said what was
wrong at first, please to attribute my error to iags who ought to study
philosophy instead of rhetoric, and then he will mislead his disciple Phaedrus.

Phaedrus is afraid that he will lose conceit ofihgsand that Lysias will be out of
conceit with himself, and leave off making speecli@sthe politicians have been
deriding him. Socrates is of opinion that theresmall danger of this; the

politicians are themselves the great rhetoricianthe age, who desire to attain
immortality by the authorship of laws. And therefdhere is nothing with which

they can reproach Lysias in being a writer; butéhmay be disgrace in being a
bad one.

And what is good or bad writing or speaking? Whhe sun is hot in the sky
above us, let us ask that question: since by raftioonversation man lives, and
not by the indulgence of bodily pleasures. And trasshoppers who are
chirruping around may carry our words to the Muselsp are their patronesses;
for the grasshoppers were human beings themseivaesvorld before the Muses,
and when the Muses came they died of hunger folabe of song. And they
carry to them in heaven the report of those whahothem on earth.

The first rule of good speaking is to know and &p#®e truth; as a Spartan
proverb says, ‘true art is truth’; whereas rhetasi@an art of enchantment, which
makes things appear good and evil, like and unbkehe speaker pleases. Its use
is not confined, as people commonly suppose, toraegts in the law courts and
speeches in the assembly; it is rather a parteofthof disputation, under which
are included both the rules of Gorgias and thdiems$ Zeno. But it is not wholly
devoid of truth. Superior knowledge enables useced/e another by the help of
resemblances, and to escape from such a deceptem wmployed against
ourselves. We see therefore that even in rhetoriel@ment of truth is required.
For if we do not know the truth, we can neither m#tke gradual departures from
truth by which men are most easily deceived, noarguourselves against



deception.

Socrates then proposes that they shall use thespeeches as illustrations of the
art of rhetoric; first distinguishing between thebdtable and undisputed class of
subjects. In the debatable class there ought ta loefinition of all disputed
matters. But there was no such definition in theegp of Lysias; nor is there any
order or connection in his words any more than muesery rhyme. With this he
compares the regular divisions of the other speetich was his own (and yet
not his own, for the local deities must have insgihim). Although only a playful
composition, it will be found to embody two printap: first, that of synthesis or
the comprehension of parts in a whole; secondlglyars, or the resolution of the
whole into parts. These are the processes of diviand generalization which are
so dear to the dialectician, that king of men. They effected by dialectic, and
not by rhetoric, of which the remains are but sgaifter order and arrangement
have been subtracted. There is nothing left bueaphof ‘ologies’ and other
technical terms invented by Polus, Theodorus, Esemusias, Gorgias, and
others, who have rules for everything, and whohdamw to be short or long at
pleasure. Prodicus showed his good sense whenidheéhsd there was a better
thing than either to be short or long, which wabéaf convenient length.

Still, notwithstanding the absurdities of Polus atiders, rhetoric has great power
in public assemblies. This power, however, is ne¢ig by any technical rules, but
is the gift of genius. The real art is always betogfused by rhetoricians with the
preliminaries of the art. The perfection of orat@yike the perfection of anything
else; natural power must be aided by art. But thésanot that which is taught in
the schools of rhetoric; it is nearer akin to pbdphy. Pericles, for instance, who
was the most accomplished of all speakers, deriviedeloquence not from
rhetoric but from the philosophy of nature which lbarnt of Anaxagoras. True
rhetoric is like medicine, and the rhetorician kagonsider the natures of men’s
souls as the physician considers the natures oflibdies. Such and such persons
are to be affected in this way, such and such stimethat; and he must know the
times and the seasons for saying this or that. iEhi®t an easy task, and this, if
there be such an art, is the art of rhetoric.

| know that there are some professors of the ad whintain probability to be
stronger than truth. But we maintain that probabik engendered by likeness of
the truth which can only be attained by the knowtedf it, and that the aim of the
good man should not be to please or persuade llasviservants, but to please
his good masters who are the gods. Rhetoric hais befginning in this.

Enough of the art of speaking; let us now proceeddnsider the true use of
writing. There is an old Egyptian tale of Theuthe inventor of writing, showing
his invention to the god Thamus, who told him thatwould only spoil men’s



memories and take away their understandings. Frosntale, of which young
Athens will probably make fun, may be gatheredl#sson that writing is inferior
to speech. For it is like a picture, which can gineanswer to a question, and has
only a deceitful likeness of a living creaturehlis no power of adaptation, but
uses the same words for all. It is not a legitinge of knowledge, but a bastard,
and when an attack is made upon this bastard mgrent nor anyone else is
there to defend it. The husbandman will not sefiougcline to sow his seed in
such a hot-bed or garden of Adonis; he will rath@w in the natural soil of the
human soul which has depth of earth; and he wiilcgrate the inner growth of
the mind, by writing only, if at all, as a remedgainst old age. The natural
process will be far nobler, and will bring forthuifrin the minds of others as well
as in his own.

The conclusion of the whole matter is just this,atthntil a man knows the truth,
and the manner of adapting the truth to the natofe¢her men, he cannot be a
good orator; also, that the living is better th&ae tvritten word, and that the
principles of justice and truth when delivered byrdvof mouth are the legitimate
offspring of a man’s own bosom, and their lawfuscendants take up their abode
in others. Such an orator as he is who is possedsb@m, you and | would fain
become. And to all composers in the world, poetatoss, legislators, we hereby
announce that if their compositions are based upese principles, then they are
not only poets, orators, legislators, but philosaghAll others are mere flatterers
and putters together of words. This is the messdgeh Phaedrus undertakes to
carry to Lysias from the local deities, and Soaatanself will carry a similar
message to his favourite Isocrates, whose futigendtion as a great rhetorician
he prophesies. The heat of the day has passedftandoffering up a prayer to
Pan and the nymphs, Socrates and Phaedrus depatrt.

There are two principal controversies which havenb&ised about the Phaedrus;
the first relates to the subject, the second taltte of the Dialogue.

There seems to be a notion that the work of a gnést like Plato cannot falil in
unity, and that the unity of a dialogue requiresrgle subject. But the conception
of unity really applies in very different degreaslavays to different kinds of art;
to a statue, for example, far more than to any kihbterary composition, and to
some species of literature far more than to otiiéos.does the dialogue appear to
be a style of composition in which the requiremanuinity is most stringent; nor
should the idea of unity derived from one sort df l@e hastily transferred to
another. The double titles of several of the Plat@alogues are a further proof
that the severer rule was not observed by Plate.Républic is divided between
the search after justice and the construction efitieal state; the Parmenides
between the criticism of the Platonic ideas andhef Eleatic one or being; the
Gorgias between the art of speaking and the naitirdhe good; the Sophist



between the detection of the Sophist and the aiioel of ideas. The Theaetetus,
the Politicus, and the Philebus have also digresswhich are but remotely
connected with the main subject.

Thus the comparison of Plato’s other writings, @l &s the reason of the thing,
lead us to the conclusion that we must not expedind one idea pervading a
whole work, but one, two, or more, as the inventibthe writer may suggest, or
his fancy wander. If each dialogue were confinetht development of a single
idea, this would appear on the face of the dialpgoe could any controversy be
raised as to whether the Phaedrus treated of Iovieetoric. But the truth is that

Plato subjects himself to no rule of this sort.d_kvery great artist he gives unity
of form to the different and apparently distracttogics which he brings together.
He works freely and is not to be supposed to havenged every part of the

dialogue before he begins to write. He fastens@awes together the frame of his
discourse loosely and imperfectly, and which iswep and which is the woof

cannot always be determined.

The subjects of the Phaedrus (exclusive of thetshtroductory passage about
mythology which is suggested by the local traditiare first the false or
conventional art of rhetoric; secondly, love or timspiration of beauty and
knowledge, which is described as madness; thirdlglectic or the art of
composition and division; fourthly, the true rheétorwhich is based upon
dialectic, and is neither the art of persuasionkmmwledge of the truth alone, but
the art of persuasion founded on knowledge of tanthi knowledge of character;
fifthly, the superiority of the spoken over the #ten word. The continuous thread
which appears and reappears throughout is rhetbigcjs the ground into which
the rest of the Dialogue is worked, in parts endeoed with fine words which are
not in Socrates’ manner, as he says, ‘in ordeldage Phaedrus.” The speech of
Lysias which has thrown Phaedrus into an ecstaagldsiced as an example of the
false rhetoric; the first speech of Socrates, thaugimprovement, partakes of the
same character; his second speech, which is fulhaif higher element said to
have been learned of Anaxagoras by Pericles, anchwh the midst of poetry
does not forget order, is an illustration of thghar or true rhetoric. This higher
rhetoric is based upon dialectic, and dialectia sort of inspiration akin to love
(compare Symp.); in these two aspects of philosdpéytechnicalities of rhetoric
are absorbed. And so the example becomes alsoettygedtheme of discourse.
The true knowledge of things in heaven and eartbased upon enthusiasm or
love of the ideas going before us and ever pregents in this world and in
another; and the true order of speech or writimg@eds accordingly. Love, again,
has three degrees: first, of interested love cpareding to the conventionalities
of rhetoric; secondly, of disinterested or mad |deed on objects of sense, and
answering, perhaps, to poetry; thirdly, of disiested love directed towards the



unseen, answering to dialectic or the scienceefdbas. Lastly, the art of rhetoric
in the lower sense is found to rest on a knowlezfgbe natures and characters of
men, which Socrates at the commencement of theo@ial has described as his
own peculiar study.

Thus amid discord a harmony begins to appear; tlaeee many links of
connection which are not visible at first sight. the same time the Phaedrus,
although one of the most beautiful of the PlatoBialogues, is also more
irregular than any other. For insight into the wloffior sustained irony, for depth
of thought, there is no Dialogue superior, or ppshaqual to it. Nevertheless the
form of the work has tended to obscure some obRl&igher aims.

The first speech is composed ‘in that balanceda stylvhich the wise love to talk’
(Symp.). The characteristics of rhetoric are irditgi mannerism, and
monotonous parallelism of clauses. There is moythrh than reason; the creative
power of imagination is wanting.

“Tis Greece, but living Greece no more.’

Plato has seized by anticipation the spirit whicimdrover Greek literature for a
thousand years afterwards. Yet doubtless there s@me who, like Phaedrus, felt
a delight in the harmonious cadence and the pedesgasoning of the rhetoricians
newly imported from Sicily, which had ceased todveakened in them by really
great works, such as the odes of Anacreon or Sappkite orations of Pericles.
That the first speech was really written by Lysasnprobable. Like the poem of
Solon, or the story of Thamus and Theuth, or theerfal oration of Aspasia (if

genuine), or the pretence of Socrates in the Gmatyhat his knowledge of

philology is derived from Euthyphro, the inventigreally due to the imagination
of Plato, and may be compared to the parodieseoSthphists in the Protagoras.
Numerous fictions of this sort occur in the Dialeguand the gravity of Plato has
sometimes imposed upon his commentators. The mttah of a considerable

writing of another would seem not to be in keepwith a great work of art, and

has no parallel elsewhere.

In the second speech Socrates is exhibited amngehe rhetoricians at their own
weapons; he ‘an unpractised man and they masteitheofart.” True to his
character, he must, however, profess that the bpebach he makes is not his
own, for he knows nothing of himself. (Compare Synipegarded as a rhetorical
exercise, the superiority of his speech seems twsisb chiefly in a better
arrangement of the topics; he begins with a défimiof love, and he gives weight
to his words by going back to general maxims; adegnerit is the greater
liveliness of Socrates, which hurries him into eeand relieves the monotony of
the style.



But Plato had doubtless a higher purpose than hib#xSocrates as the rival or
superior of the Athenian rhetoricians. Even ingpeech of Lysias there is a germ
of truth, and this is further developed in the falaration of Socrates. First,
passionate love is overthrown by the sophisticahtarested, and then both yield
to that higher view of love which is afterwards @aled to us. The extreme of
commonplace is contrasted with the most ideal amajinative of speculations.
Socrates, half in jest and to satisfy his own wildmour, takes the disguise of
Lysias, but he is also in profound earnest anddeeper vein of irony than usual.
Having improvised his own speech, which is basednuthe model of the
preceding, he condemns them both. Yet the condéomn& not to be taken
seriously, for he is evidently trying to express aspect of the truth. To
understand him, we must make abstraction of mgralhid of the Greek manner
of regarding the relation of the sexes. In thisjradis other discussions about
love, what Plato says of the loves of men mustrhasterred to the loves of
women before we can attach any serious meaningstadrds. Had he lived in
our times he would have made the transposition élimBut seeing in his own
age the impossibility of woman being the intelledtbelpmate or friend of man
(except in the rare instances of a Diotima or apa&g), seeing that, even as to
personal beauty, her place was taken by young mdnkstead of womankind, he
tries to work out the problem of love without regjao the distinctions of nature.
And full of the evils which he recognized as flogifrom the spurious form of
love, he proceeds with a deep meaning, thoughypiartoke, to show that the
‘non-lover’s’ love is better than the ‘lover’s.’

We may raise the same question in another forrmdsiage preferable with or
without love? ‘Among ourselves,” as we may sayiftee [parodying the words of
Pausanias in the Symposium, ‘there would be onwvem#o this question: the
practice and feeling of some foreign countries appdo be more doubtful.’
Suppose a modern Socrates, in defiance of thevesteiotions of society and the
sentimental literature of the day, alone againkttte# writers and readers of
novels, to suggest this enquiry, would not the gmuripart of the world be ready
to take off its coat and run at him might and maifRepublic.) Yet, if like
Peisthetaerus in Aristophanes, he could persuad®itils’ to hear him, retiring a
little behind a rampart, not of pots and dishes,dfwinreadable books, he might
have something to say for himself. Might he notuarg'that a rational being
should not follow the dictates of passion in thestnenportant act of his or her
life’? Who would willingly enter into a contract dirst sight, almost without
thought, against the advice and opinion of hisnfie at a time when he
acknowledges that he is not in his right mind? Ametl they are praised by the
authors of romances, who reject the warnings of thiends or parents, rather
than those who listen to them in such matters. Timexperienced persons,
ignorant of the world and of one another, how deytbe said to choose?—they



draw lots, whence also the saying, ‘marriage isti@dy.” Then he would describe
their way of life after marriage; how they monopgelione another’s affections to
the exclusion of friends and relations: how thegsp¢heir days in unmeaning
fondness or trivial conversation; how the inferwdrthe two drags the other down
to his or her level; how the cares of a family #gmtemeanness in their souls.’ In
the fulfilment of military or public duties, theyaanot helpers but hinderers of one
another: they cannot undertake any noble entermiseh as makes the names of
men and women famous, from domestic consideratidos. late their eyes are
opened; they were taken unawares and desire tacpanpany. Better, he would
say, a ‘little love at the beginning,” for heavemght have increased it; but now
their foolish fondness has changed into mutualikgislin the days of their
honeymoon they never understood that they mustiggoagainst offences, that
they must have interests, that they must learmathef living as well as loving.
Our misogamist will not appeal to Anacreon or Sapfir a confirmation of his
view, but to the universal experience of mankindowHmuch nobler, in
conclusion, he will say, is friendship, which does receive unmeaning praises
from novelists and poets, is not exacting or exekjsis not impaired by
familiarity, is much less expensive, is not so ljkéo take offence, seldom
changes, and may be dissolved from time to timéowit the assistance of the
courts. Besides, he will remark that there is amgreater choice of friends than
of wives—you may have more of them and they willfae more improving to
your mind. They will not keep you dawdling at horoe dancing attendance upon
them; or withdraw you from the great world andrsig scenes of life and action
which would make a man of you.

In such a manner, turning the seamy side outwadsiodern Socrates might
describe the evils of married and domestic lifeeylare evils which mankind in
general have agreed to conceal, partly becauseatteegompensated by greater
goods. Socrates or Archilochus would soon haveitg s palinode for the
injustice done to lovely Helen, or some misfortuvm@se than blindness might be
fall them. Then they would take up their parablaiagand say:—that there were
two loves, a higher and a lower, holy and unholigve of the mind and a love of
the body.

‘Let me not to the marriage of true minds Admit mdpments. Love is not love
Which alters when it alteration finds.

Love’s not time’s fool, though rosy lips and cheékghin his bending sickle’s
compass come; Love alters not with his brief hand weeks, But bears it out
even to the edge of doom.’



But this true love of the mind cannot exist betwaew souls, until they are
purified from the grossness of earthly passiony tmeist pass through a time of
trial and conflict first; in the language of relgi they must be converted or born
again. Then they would see the world transformead @ scene of heavenly
beauty; a divine idea would accompany them in fadiirt thoughts and actions.
Something too of the recollections of childhood imifjoat about them still; they
might regain that old simplicity which had beenitken other days at their first
entrance on life. And although their love of onether was ever present to them,
they would acknowledge also a higher love of dutd af God, which united
them. And their happiness would depend upon thedsgrving in them this
principle— not losing the ideals of justice andihess and truth, but renewing
them at the fountain of light. When they have atdito this exalted state, let
them marry (something too may be conceded to threamature of man): or live
together in holy and innocent friendship. The poeght describe in eloquent
words the nature of such a union; how after manyggtes the true love was
found: how the two passed their lives togethehegervice of God and man; how
their characters were reflected upon one anotimer,seemed to grow more like
year by year; how they read in one another’s dyeghoughts, wishes, actions of
the other; how they saw each other in God; how figwe they grew wings like
doves, and were ‘ready to fly away together anétoest.” And lastly, he might
tell how, after a time at no long intervals, fite and then the other fell asleep,
and ‘appeared to the unwise’ to die, but were tednin another state of being, in
which they saw justice and holiness and truth, amtording to the imperfect
copies of them which are found in this world, bustjce absolute in existence
absolute, and so of the rest. And they would hadverse not only with each
other, but with blessed souls everywhere; and wbaldmployed in the service of
God, every soul fulfilling his own nature and claes, and would see into the
wonders of earth and heaven, and trace the workseation to their author.

So, partly in jest but also ‘with a certain degrek seriousness,” we may
appropriate to ourselves the words of Plato. Tleaisuch a parody, though very
imperfect, is to transfer his thoughts to our spharreligion and feeling, to bring
him nearer to us and us to him. Like the ScriptuRato admits of endless
applications, if we allow for the difference of &1 and manners; and we lose the
better half of him when we regard his Dialoguesetyeas literary compositions.
Any ancient work which is worth reading has a pcattand speculative as well
as a literary interest. And in Plato, more thammy other Greek writer, the local
and transitory is inextricably blended with whasgsritual and eternal. Socrates is
necessarily ironical; for he has to withdraw frdme teceived opinions and beliefs
of mankind. We cannot separate the transitory ftben permanent; nor can we
translate the language of irony into that of plafiection and common sense. But
we can imagine the mind of Socrates in anotheragk country; and we can



interpret him by analogy with reference to the exr@and prejudices which prevail
among ourselves. To return to the Phaedrus:—

Both speeches are strongly condemned by Socratesmfas and blasphemous
towards the god Love, and as worthy only of somenhaf sailors to which good
manners were unknown. The meaning of this and atildrlanguage to the same
effect, which is introduced by way of contrasthe formality of the two speeches
(Socrates has a sense of relief when he has esdapedthe trammels of
rhetoric), seems to be that the two speeches ptogpen the supposition that
love is and ought to be interested, and that na #hiag as a real or disinterested
passion, which would be at the same time lasting|dcbe conceived. ‘But did |
call this “love”? O God, forgive my blasphemy. Tlgsnot love. Rather it is the
love of the world. But there is another kingdoml@fe, a kingdom not of this
world, divine, eternal. And this other love | wilbw show you in a mystery.’

Then follows the famous myth, which is a sort ofgiée, and like other parables
ought not to receive too minute an interpretationall such allegories there is a
great deal which is merely ornamental, and therpnéger has to separate the
important from the unimportant. Socrates himse¥ gaven the right clue when,
in using his own discourse afterwards as the texhis examination of rhetoric,
he characterizes it as a ‘partly true and tolerabdglible mythus,” in which amid
poetical figures, order and arrangement were rgoften.

The soul is described in magnificent language ass#tf-moved and the source of
motion in all other things. This is the philoso@litheme or proem of the whole.
But ideas must be given through something, and nuthgdepretext that to realize
the true nature of the soul would be not only tadibut impossible, we at once
pass on to describe the souls of gods as well as under the figure of two
winged steeds and a charioteer. No connectioraced between the soul as the
great motive power and the triple soul which isstimaged. There is no difficulty
in seeing that the charioteer represents the reasahat the black horse is the
symbol of the sensual or concupiscent element ofamunature. The white horse
also represents rational impulse, but the desonptia lover of honour and
modesty and temperance, and a follower of trugygltihrough similar, does not at
once recall the ‘spirit’ (thumos) of the Republidhe two steeds really correspond
in a figure more nearly to the appetitive and maralsemi-rational soul of
Aristotle. And thus, for the first time perhapstime history of philosophy, we
have represented to us the threefold division gtipslogy. The image of the
charioteer and the steeds has been compared withilar image which occurs in
the verses of Parmenides; but it is important tmamk that the horses of
Parmenides have no allegorical meaning, and tleapdtet is only describing his
own approach in a chariot to the regions of lighd &he house of the goddess of
truth.



The triple soul has had a previous existence, irchvfollowing in the train of
some god, from whom she derived her character, lsesld partially and
imperfectly the vision of absolute truth. All hefteax existence, passed in many
forms of men and animals, is spent in regaining. thhe stages of the conflict are
many and various; and she is sorely let and himdbyethe animal desires of the
inferior or concupiscent steed. Again and againtstelds the flashing beauty of
the beloved. But before that vision can be finaliyoyed the animal desires must
be subjected.

The moral or spiritual element in man is represgibgethe immortal steed which,
like thumos in the Republic, always sides with is@son. Both are dragged out of
their course by the furious impulses of desirghlend something is conceded to
the desires, after they have been finally humbled @verpowered. And yet the
way of philosophy, or perfect love of the unseantoital abstinence from bodily
delights. ‘But all men cannot receive this saying’:the lower life of ambition
they may be taken off their guard and stoop to/folawares, and then, although
they do not attain to the highest bliss, yet ifythave once conquered they may be
happy enough.

The language of the Meno and the Phaedo as welf #® Phaedrus seems to
show that at one time of his life Plato was qu#eaus in maintaining a former
state of existence. His mission was to realizeabstract; in that, all good and
truth, all the hopes of this and another life segmoecentre. To him abstractions,
as we call them, were another kind of knowledge-#eer and unseen world,
which seemed to exist far more truly than the flegbbjects of sense which were
without him. When we are once able to imagine thenise power which abstract
ideas exercised over the mind of Plato, we seethlea¢ was no more difficulty to
him in realizing the eternal existence of them ahthe human minds which were
associated with them, in the past and future thahe present. The difficulty was
not how they could exist, but how they could faileixist. In the attempt to regain
this ‘saving’ knowledge of the ideas, the sense foaad to be as great an enemy
as the desires; and hence two things which to @nsquite distinct are
inextricably blended in the representation of Rlato

Thus far we may believe that Plato was serioussrcanception of the soul as a
motive power, in his reminiscence of a former stH#tdeing, in his elevation of
the reason over sense and passion, and perhaps dodirine of transmigration.
Was he equally serious in the rest? For exampéewar to attribute his tripartite
division of the soul to the gods? Or is this merabgigned to them by way of
parallelism with men? The latter is the more priddafor the horses of the gods
are both white, i.e. their every impulse is in hany with reason; their dualism,
on the other hand, only carries out the figurehef¢hariot. Is he serious, again, in
regarding love as ‘a madness’? That seems to atis@f the antithesis to the



former conception of love. At the same time he appé¢o intimate here, as in the
lon, Apology, Meno, and elsewhere, that there facalty in man, whether to be
termed in modern language genius, or inspirationmagination, or idealism, or
communion with God, which cannot be reduced to anle measure. Perhaps, too,
he is ironically repeating the common language ahkmd about philosophy, and
is turning their jest into a sort of earnest. (CangpPhaedo, Symp.) Or is he
serious in holding that each soul bears the cherratta god? He may have had no
other account to give of the differences of humdmaracters to which he
afterwards refers. Or, again, in his absurd daowadf mantike and oionistike and
imeros (compare Cratylus)? It is characteristi¢hef irony of Socrates to mix up
sense and nonsense in such a way that no exaaadmee drawn between them.
And allegory helps to increase this sort of cordasi

As is often the case in the parables and propheti&ripture, the meaning is
allowed to break through the figure, and the detaile not always consistent.
When the charioteers and their steeds stand ugoddime of heaven they behold
the intangible invisible essences which are nogabjof sight. This is because the
force of language can no further go. Nor can welldwach on the circumstance,
that at the completion of ten thousand years @ltarreturn to the place from
whence they came; because he represents thein @gudependent on their own
good conduct in the successive stages of existé¥imeagain can we attribute
anything to the accidental inference which woulsbdlollow, that even a tyrant
may live righteously in the condition of life to wh fate has called him (‘he
aiblins might, | dinna ken’). But to suppose thisul be at variance with Plato
himself and with Greek notions generally. He is Mmumore serious in
distinguishing men from animals by their recogmitiaf the universal which they
have known in a former state, and in denying thet gift of reason can ever be
obliterated or lost. In the language of some modkeeologians he might be said
to maintain the ‘final perseverance’ of those wlawé entered on their pilgrim’s
progress. Other intimations of a ‘metaphysic’ tietvlogy’ of the future may also
be discerned in him: (1) The moderate predestinegma which here, as in the
Republic, acknowledges the element of chance inamulife, and yet asserts the
freedom and responsibility of man; (2) The recagnitof a moral as well as an
intellectual principle in man under the image ofimmortal steed; (3) The notion
that the divine nature exists by the contemplatafnideas of virtue and
justice—or, in other words, the assertion of theeasially moral nature of God,;
(4) Again, there is the hint that human life igfa bf aspiration only, and that the
true ideal is not to be found in art; (5) Therewsdhe first trace of the distinction
between necessary and contingent matter; (6) Theegdion of the soul itself as
the motive power and reason of the universe.

The conception of the philosopher, or the philossnd lover in one, as a sort



of madman, may be compared with the Republic areh@&tetus, in both of which
the philosopher is regarded as a stranger and eromgon the earth. The whole
myth, like the other myths of Plato, describes figare things which are beyond
the range of human faculties, or inaccessible éokimowledge of the age. That
philosophy should be represented as the inspiratfdove is a conception that
has already become familiar to us in the Symposamd, is the expression partly
of Plato’s enthusiasm for the idea, and is alsanalication of the real power
exercised by the passion of friendship over thednohthe Greek. The master in
the art of love knew that there was a mystery iaséh feelings and their
associations, and especially in the contrast os#mesible and permanent which is
afforded by them; and he sought to explain thishe@&xplained universal ideas,
by a reference to a former state of existence. ddpgiciousness of love is also
derived by him from an attachment to some god faraer world. The singular
remark that the beloved is more affected thandkierlat the final consummation
of their love, seems likewise to hint at a psychalal truth.

It is difficult to exhaust the meanings of a woikkelthe Phaedrus, which indicates
so much more than it expresses; and is full of ns@iencies and ambiguities
which were not perceived by Plato himself. For egemwhen he is speaking of
the soul does he mean the human or the divine smd?are they both equally
self-moving and constructed on the same threefoittiple? We should certainly
be disposed to reply that the self-motive is tatiebuted to God only; and on the
other hand that the appetitive and passionate elisnm@ave no place in His nature.
So we should infer from the reason of the thing, thkere is no indication in
Plato’s own writings that this was his meaning. &ain, when he explains the
different characters of men by referring them biacthe nature of the God whom
they served in a former state of existence, weiraskned to ask whether he is
serious: Is he not rather using a mythologicalriggunere as elsewhere, to draw a
veil over things which are beyond the limits of tabknowledge? Once more, in
speaking of beauty is he really thinking of someemal form such as might have
been expressed in the works of Phidias or Prasiteded not rather of an
imaginary beauty, of a sort which extinguishes eatthan stimulates vulgar
love,—a heavenly beauty like that which flashedrfriome to time before the eyes
of Dante or Bunyan? Surely the latter. But it woblel idle to reconcile all the
details of the passage: it is a picture, not aesystand a picture which is for the
greater part an allegory, and an allegory whiclovadl the meaning to come
through. The image of the charioteer and his steepgkced side by side with the
absolute forms of justice, temperance, and the Wach are abstract ideas only,
and which are seen with the eye of the soul inHeavenly journey. The first
impression of such a passage, in which no attemphade to separate the
substance from the form, is far truer than an efieqhilosophical analysis.



It is too often forgotten that the whole of the @&t discourse of Socrates is only
an allegory, or figure of speech. For this reasbns unnecessary to enquire
whether the love of which Plato speaks is the lmiveen or of women. It is really
a general idea which includes both, and in whighgbnsual element, though not
wholly eradicated, is reduced to order and measWe. must not attribute a
meaning to every fanciful detail. Nor is there amged to call up revolting
associations, which as a matter of good taste dimibanished, and which were
far enough away from the mind of Plato. These amdla passages should be
interpreted by the Laws. Nor is there anything e tSymposium, or in the
Charmides, in reality inconsistent with the stem#e which Plato lays down in
the Laws. At the same time it is not to be denteat love and philosophy are
described by Socrates in figures of speech whichldvoot be used in Christian
times; or that nameless vices were prevalent aegrand in other Greek cities;
or that friendships between men were a more sa@ednd had a more important
social and educational influence than among ouesel{See note on Symposium.)

In the Phaedrus, as well as in the Symposium, theréwo kinds of love, a lower
and a higher, the one answering to the naturalsvainthe animal, the other rising
above them and contemplating with religious awe foens of justice,
temperance, holiness, yet finding them also ‘topztlag bright for mortal eye,’
and shrinking from them in amazement. The oppasitietween these two kinds
of love may be compared to the opposition betwerflesh and the spirit in the
Epistles of St. Paul. It would be unmeaning to sxgepthat Plato, in describing
the spiritual combat, in which the rational soufimally victor and master of both
the steeds, condescends to allow any indulgenaaradtural lusts.

Two other thoughts about love are suggested bypdsage. First of all, love is
represented here, as in the Symposium, as oneeofrtat powers of nature,
which takes many forms and two principal ones, iga predominant influence
over the lives of men. And these two, though opgpsae not absolutely

separated the one from the other. Plato, with héesatgknowledge of human

nature, was well aware how easily one is transfdrmeo the other, or how soon
the noble but fleeting aspiration may return ifte hature of the animal, while the
lower instinct which is latent always remains. Tiheermediate sentimentalism,
which has exercised so great an influence on temture of modern Europe, had
no place in the classical times of Hellas; the bigbve, of which Plato speaks, is
the subject, not of poetry or fiction, but of plstgphy.

Secondly, there seems to be indicated a naturahiyepof the human mind that
the great ideas of justice, temperance, wisdomyldhoe expressed in some form
of visible beauty, like the absolute purity and doess which Christian art has
sought to realize in the person of the Madonna. &timough human nature has
often attempted to represent outwardly what camrdg ‘spiritually discerned,’



men feel that in pictures and images, whether pdiotr carved, or described in
words only, we have not the substance but the shadahe truth which is in
heaven. There is no reason to suppose that iratfest works of Greek art, Plato
ever conceived himself to behold an image, how&iat, of ideal truths. ‘Not in
that way was wisdom seen.’

We may now pass on to the second part of the Duglpghich is a criticism on
the first. Rhetoric is assailed on various grourfdst, as desiring to persuade,
without a knowledge of the truth; and secondly, igigoring the distinction
between certain and probable matter. The threechpseare then passed in
review: the first of them has no definition of thature of love, and no order in the
topics (being in these respects far inferior to gheond); while the third of them
is found (though a fancy of the hour) to be frampdn real dialectical principles.
But dialectic is not rhetoric; nothing on that sedijis to be found in the endless
treatises of rhetoric, however prolific in hard reenWhen Plato has sufficiently
put them to the test of ridicule he touches, a& we point of a needle, the real
error, which is the confusion of preliminary knoddge with creative power. No
attainments will provide the speaker with geniusd dhe sort of attainments
which can alone be of any value are the higheropbphy and the power of
psychological analysis, which is given by dialectitit not by the rules of the
rhetoricians.

In this latter portion of the Dialogue there arenma&exts which may help us to
speak and to think. The names dialectic and rleetme passing out of use; we
hardly examine seriously into their nature andtémand probably the arts both of
speaking and of conversation have been unduly cegldy us. But the mind of
Socrates pierces through the differences of tinmesc@untries into the essential
nature of man; and his words apply equally to thedemn world and to the
Athenians of old. Would he not have asked of usater is he not asking of us,
Whether we have ceased to prefer appearanceslity?dat us take a survey of
the professions to which he refers and try therhibystandard. Is not all literature
passing into criticism, just as Athenian literature the age of Plato was
degenerating into sophistry and rhetoric? We caoadirse and write about poems
and paintings, but we seem to have lost the gitireating them. Can we wonder
that few of them ‘come sweetly from nature,” whiés thousand reviewers (mala
murioi) are engaged in dissecting them? Young méeg Phaedrus, are
enamoured of their own literary clique and have &déeble sympathy with the
master-minds of former ages. They recognize ‘a PIOEL necessity in the
writings of their favourite author, even when hddhowrote off just what came
in his head.” They are beginning to think that srenough, just at the time when
Art is about to disappear from the world. And woulat a great painter, such as
Michael Angelo, or a great poet, such as Shakespeaturning to earth,



‘courteously rebuke’ us—would he not say that wee@utting ‘in the place of Art
the preliminaries of Art,” confusing Art the expsésn of mind and truth with Art
the composition of colours and forms; and perhapsnfight more severely
chastise some of us for trying to invent ‘a newdsar’ instead of bringing to the
birth living and healthy creations? These he waelghrd as the signs of an age
wanting in original power.

Turning from literature and the arts to law anditpd, again we fall under the
lash of Socrates. For do we not often make ‘thesey@ppear the better cause;’
and do not ‘both parties sometimes agree to t&#? Is not pleading ‘an art of
speaking unconnected with the truth’? There is larotext of Socrates which
must not be forgotten in relation to this subjéetthe endless maze of English
law is there any ‘dividing the whole into parts wuniting the parts into a
whole’—any semblance of an organized being ‘hanagds and feet and other
members’? Instead of a system there is the Chadsnakagoras (omou panta
chremata) and no Mind or Order. Then again in toBlen art of politics, who
thinks of first principles and of true ideas? Wewedly follow not the truth but
the will of the many (compare Republic). Is notisdgfion too a sort of literary
effort, and might not statesmanship be describethasart of enchanting’ the
house? While there are some politicians who havknoevledge of the truth, but
only of what is likely to be approved by ‘the mawmko sit in judgment,’ there are
others who can give no form to their ideal, neithaving learned ‘the art of
persuasion,” nor having any insight into the ‘clcéees of men.” Once more, has
not medical science become a professional routvhézh many ‘practise without
being able to say who were their instructors'—tippligation of a few drugs
taken from a book instead of a life-long study lué hatures and constitutions of
human beings? Do we see as clearly as Hippocrtitasthe nature of the body
can only be understood as a whole’? (Compare Cha&nu are not they held to
be the wisest physicians who have the greatesusisof their art? What would
Socrates think of our newspapers, of our theold®grhaps he would be afraid to
speak of them;—the one vox populi, the other vox Be might hesitate to attack
them; or he might trace a fanciful connexion betwdeem, and ask doubtfully,
whether they are not equally inspired? He would aidmthat we are always
searching for a belief and deploring our unbelggeming to prefer popular
opinions unverified and contradictory to unpoputaths which are assured to us
by the most certain proofs: that our preachersiraie habit of praising God
‘without regard to truth and falsehood, attributitg Him every species of
greatness and glory, saying that He is all thistaedcause of all that, in order that
we may exhibit Him as the fairest and best of #&Bymp.) without any
consideration of His real nature and characteif ¢helaws by which He governs
the world—seeking for a ‘private judgment’ and rfot the truth or ‘God’s
judgment.” What would he say of the Church, whicé praise in like manner,



‘meaning ourselves,” without regard to history aperience? Might he not ask,
whether we ‘care more for the truth of religion for the speaker and the country
from which the truth comes’? or, whether the ‘seleise’ are not ‘the many’ after
all? (Symp.) So we may fill up the sketch of Soesatest, as Phaedrus says, the
argument should be too ‘abstract and barren oétiions.” (Compare Symp.,
Apol., Euthyphro.)

He next proceeds with enthusiasm to define thel imyaf dialectic as the power
of dividing a whole into parts, and of uniting tparts in a whole, and which may
also be regarded (compare Soph.) as the procdks afind talking with herself.
The latter view has probably led Plato to the paxathat speech is superior to
writing, in which he may seem also to be doing @nstice to himself. For the
two cannot be fairly compared in the manner whitdtd®suggests. The contrast
of the living and dead word, and the example of r&es, which he has
represented in the form of the Dialogue, seem @ maisled him. For speech and
writing have really different functions; the onenwre transitory, more diffuse,
more elastic and capable of adaptation to moodstiames; the other is more
permanent, more concentrated, and is uttered nahi® or that person or
audience, but to all the world. In the Politicug {maradox is carried further; the
mind or will of the king is preferred to the writtdaw; he is supposed to be the
Law personified, the ideal made Life.

Yet in both these statements there is also cortarteuth; they may be compared
with one another, and also with the other famouwadg, that ‘knowledge cannot
be taught.” Socrates means to say, that what I written is written in the soul,
just as what is truly taught grows up in the saohf within and is not forced
upon it from without. When planted in a congeniail ¢he little seed becomes a
tree, and ‘the birds of the air build their nestshe branches.” There is an echo of
this in the prayer at the end of the Dialogue, &iae beauty in the inward soul,
and may the inward and outward man be at one.’ Vdg further compare the
words of St. Paul, ‘Written not on tables of stobat on fleshly tables of the
heart;” and again, ‘Ye are my epistles known aradiref all men.” There may be a
use in writing as a preservative against the foutyjetss of old age, but to live is
higher far, to be ourselves the book, or the epistie truth embodied in a person,
the Word made flesh. Something like this we mayebel to have passed before
Plato’s mind when he affirmed that speech was sopé&r writing. So in other
ages, weary of literature and criticism, of makmgny books, of writing articles
in reviews, some have desired to live more closelyyommunion with their
fellow-men, to speak heart to heart, to speak atdoaly, and not to write,
following the example of Socrates and of Christ...

Some other touches of inimitable grace and artadride deepest wisdom may be
also noted; such as the prayer or ‘collect’ whies fjust been cited, ‘Give me



beauty,” etc.; or ‘the great name which belong&tm alone;’ or ‘the saying of
wiser men than ourselves that a man of sense showltb please not his
fellow-servants, but his good and noble masteikg ISt. Paul again; or the
description of the ‘heavenly originals’...

The chief criteria for determining the date of th&logue are (1) the ages of
Lysias and Isocrates; (2) the character of the work

Lysias was born in the year 458; Isocrates in thar Y136, about seven years
before the birth of Plato. The first of the two @rehetoricians is described as in
the zenith of his fame; the second is still youmgl &ull of promise. Now it is
argued that this must have been written in the tyaaft Isocrates, when the
promise was not yet fulfilled. And thus we shou&yé to assign the Dialogue to a
year not later than 406, when Isocrates was tamty Plato twenty-three years of
age, and while Socrates himself was still alive.

Those who argue in this way seem not to reflect leasily Plato can ‘invent
Egyptians or anything else,” and how careless heofishistorical truth or
probability. Who would suspect that the wise Csitithe virtuous Charmides, had
ended their lives among the thirty tyrants? Who Mamagine that Lysias, who is
here assailed by Socrates, is the son of his @ddrCephalus? Or that Isocrates
himself is the enemy of Plato and his school? Njuents can be drawn from
the appropriateness or inappropriateness of theactes of Plato. (Else, perhaps,
it might be further argued that, judging from thektant remains, insipid rhetoric
is far more characteristic of Isocrates than ofiay3 But Plato makes use of
names which have often hardly any connection whth historical characters to
whom they belong. In this instance the comparatax@ur shown to Isocrates
may possibly be accounted for by the circumstanicdi® belonging to the
aristocratical, as Lysias to the democratical party

Few persons will be inclined to suppose, in theesfiggal manner of some ancient
critics, that a dialogue which treats of love muostessarily have been written in
youth. As little weight can be attached to the argnt that Plato must have
visited Egypt before he wrote the story of Theutd &hamus. For there is no real
proof that he ever went to Egypt; and even if heé die might have known or
invented Egyptian traditions before he went thé@iee late date of the Phaedrus
will have to be established by other arguments tise: the maturity of the
thought, the perfection of the style, the insighg relation to the other Platonic
Dialogues, seem to contradict the notion that illddhave been the work of a
youth of twenty or twenty-three years of age. Tbsngological notion of the mind
as the primum mobile, and the admission of impinge the immortal nature,
also afford grounds for assigning a later datenf@are Tim., Soph., Laws.) Add
to this that the picture of Socrates, though in edasser particulars,—e.g. his



going without sandals, his habit of remaining withthe walls, his emphatic

declaration that his study is human nature,—anterememblance, is in the main
the Platonic and not the real Socrates. Can wecsgpjthe young man to have
told such lies’ about his master while he was stilte? Moreover, when two

Dialogues are so closely connected as the PhaadduSymposium, there is great
improbability in supposing that one of them wastten at least twenty years after
the other. The conclusion seems to be, that théo@ia was written at some
comparatively late but unknown period of Platofe,liafter he had deserted the
purely Socratic point of view, but before he hadeesd on the more abstract
speculations of the Sophist or the Philebus. Takitg account the divisions of

the soul, the doctrine of transmigration, the comkative nature of the

philosophic life, and the character of the stylee ghall not be far wrong in

placing the Phaedrus in the neighbourhood of theuRlec; remarking only that

allowance must be made for the poetical elemerthénPhaedrus, which, while
falling short of the Republic in definite philosaphresults, seems to have
glimpses of a truth beyond.

Two short passages, which are unconnected with ntlaén subject of the
Dialogue, may seem to merit a more particular eot{d) the locus classicus
about mythology; (2) the tale of the grasshoppers.

The first passage is remarkable as showing thab Rlas entirely free from what
may be termed the Euhemerism of his age. For there Euhemerists in Hellas
long before Euhemerus. Early philosophers, likexagaras and Metrodorus, had
found in Homer and mythology hidden meanings. Rlatith a truer instinct,

rejects these attractive interpretations; he regdite inventor of them as
‘unfortunate;” and they draw a man off from the whedge of himself. There is a
latent criticism, and also a poetical sense indRlathich enable him to discard
them, and yet in another way to make use of p@atdymythology as a vehicle of
thought and feeling. What would he have said of dscovery of Christian

doctrines in these old Greek legends? While ackedgihg that such

interpretations are ‘very nice,” would he not hagmarked that they are found in
all sacred literatures? They cannot be tested lgycaterion of truth, or used to
establish any truth; they add nothing to the sumhofan knowledge; they
are—what we please, and if employed as ‘peacenidketiseen the new and old
are liable to serious misconstruction, as he elsesvinemarks (Republic). And
therefore he would have ‘bid Farewell to them; shiedy of them would take up
too much of his time; and he has not as yet leathedrue nature of religion.’

The ‘sophistical’ interest of Phaedrus, the litieich about the two versions of
the story, the ironical manner in which these exaleons are set aside—‘the
common opinion about them is enough for me’—thesadin to the serpent Typho
may be noted in passing; also the general agreebwnten the tone of this



speech and the remark of Socrates which follovenaéirds, ‘1 am a diviner, but a
poor one.’

The tale of the grasshoppers is naturally suggdstede surrounding scene. They
are also the representatives of the Athenians ddrem of the soil. Under the

image of the lively chirruping grasshoppers whooinf the Muses in heaven
about those who honour them on earth, Plato intéodepresent an Athenian
audience (tettigessin eoikotes). The story is duoed, apparently, to mark a
change of subject, and also, like several othesi@hs which occur in the course
of the Dialogue, in order to preserve the scerbarrecollection of the reader.

No one can duly appreciate the dialogues of Plaspecially the Phaedrus,
Symposium, and portions of the Republic, who has aosympathy with
mysticism. To the uninitiated, as he would him$elfe acknowledged, they will
appear to be the dreams of a poet who is disgusea philosopher. There is a
twofold difficulty in apprehending this aspect bietPlatonic writings. First, we
do not immediately realize that under the marblemgor of Greek literature was
concealed a soul thrilling with spiritual emotid®econdly, the forms or figures
which the Platonic philosophy assumes, are not tiitee images of the prophet
Isaiah, or of the Apocalypse, familiar to us in tleys of our youth. By mysticism
we mean, not the extravagance of an erring fangytHg concentration of reason
in feeling, the enthusiastic love of the good, thee, the one, the sense of the
infinity of knowledge and of the marvel of the humfaculties. When feeding
upon such thoughts the ‘wing of the soul’ is renéva@d gains strength; she is
raised above ‘the manikins of earth’ and their apis, waiting in wonder to
know, and working with reverence to find out whaiddn this or in another life
may reveal to her.

ON THE DECLINE OF GREEK LITERATURE.

One of the main purposes of Plato in the Phaedrtws satirize Rhetoric, or rather
the Professors of Rhetoric who swarmed at Athenthénfourth century before
Christ. As in the opening of the Dialogue he ridksu the interpreters of
mythology; as in the Protagoras he mocks at théhiStsy as in the Euthydemus
he makes fun of the word-splitting Eristics; astle Cratylus he ridicules the
fancies of Etymologers; as in the Meno and Gorgras some other dialogues he
makes reflections and casts sly imputation uporhitjeer classes at Athens; so in
the Phaedrus, chiefly in the latter part, he aimsshafts at the rhetoricians. The
profession of rhetoric was the greatest and magstlpo in Athens, necessary ‘to a
man’s salvation,” or at any rate to his attainmehtvealth or power; but Plato
finds nothing wholesome or genuine in the purpdsie dt is a veritable ‘sham,’



having no relation to fact, or to truth of any kirdis antipathetic to him not only
as a philosopher, but also as a great writer. Haataabide the tricks of the
rhetoricians, or the pedantries and mannerismshmfiey introduce into speech
and writing. He sees clearly how far removed threyfeom the ways of simplicity
and truth, and how ignorant of the very elementsthaf art which they are
professing to teach. The thing which is most neargssf all, the knowledge of
human nature, is hardly if at all considered byntheThe true rules of
composition, which are very few, are not to be fbuntheir voluminous systems.
Their pretentiousness, their omniscience, thegddortunes, their impatience of
argument, their indifference to first principle$eir stupidity, their progresses
through Hellas accompanied by a troop of theirigles—these things were very
distasteful to Plato, who esteemed genius far alaoiyeand was quite sensible of
the interval which separated them (Phaedrus). thesinterval which separates
Sophists and rhetoricians from ancient famous nmehveomen such as Homer
and Hesiod, Anacreon and Sappho, Aeschylus andoBtgsh and the Platonic
Socrates is afraid that, if he approves the fortnenyill be disowned by the latter.
The spirit of rhetoric was soon to overspread all&s; and Plato with prophetic
insight may have seen, from afar, the great lijfenaaste or dead level, or
interminable marsh, in which Greek literature wasrsto disappear. A similar
vision of the decline of the Greek drama and ofcdbetrast of the old literature
and the new was present to the mind of Aristophafies the death of the three
great tragedians (Frogs). After about a hundredtonost two hundred years if
we exclude Homer, the genius of Hellas had ceasdtbwer or blossom. The
dreary waste which follows, beginning with the Adexirian writers and even
before them in the platitudes of Isocrates andstiwol, spreads over much more
than a thousand years. And from this decline theetelanguage and literature,
unlike the Latin, which has come to life in newrfar and been developed into the
great European languages, never recovered.

This monotony of literature, without merit, withogénius and without character,
is a phenomenon which deserves more attentionithas hitherto received,; it is
a phenomenon unique in the literary history of weeld. How could there have
been so much cultivation, so much diligence inimgit and so little mind or real
creative power? Why did a thousand years invenhingtbetter than Sibylline
books, Orphic poems, Byzantine imitations of cleasihistories, Christian
reproductions of Greek plays, novels like the sdiyd obscene romances of
Longus and Heliodorus, innumerable forged epistieggreat many epigrams,
biographies of the meanest and most meagre desorig sham philosophy
which was the bastard progeny of the union betwéalas and the East? Only in
Plutarch, in Lucian, in Longinus, in the Roman ermopge Marcus Aurelius and
Julian, in some of the Christian fathers are theamg traces of good sense or
originality, or any power of arousing the interestlater ages. And when new



books ceased to be written, why did hosts of grarama and interpreters flock
in, who never attain to any sound notion eithegraimmar or interpretation? Why
did the physical sciences never arrive at any kmewledge or make any real
progress? Why did poetry droop and languish? Whyhistory degenerate into
fable? Why did words lose their power of expresgigvhy were ages of external
greatness and magnificence attended by all thes sigdecay in the human mind
which are possible?

To these questions many answers may be given, whidt the true causes, are
at least to be reckoned among the symptoms of ¢bkne. There is the want of
method in physical science, the want of criticisnhistory, the want of simplicity
or delicacy in poetry, the want of political freedpwhich is the true atmosphere
of public speaking, in oratory. The ways of lifereduxurious and commonplace.
Philosophy had become extravagant, eclectic, attsttavoid of any real content.
At length it ceased to exist. It had spread woikds plaster over the whole field of
knowledge. It had grown ascetic on one side, mgstn the other. Neither of
these tendencies was favourable to literature.eltvas no sense of beauty either
in language or in art. The Greek world became viadzrbaric, oriental. No one
had anything new to say, or any conviction of trdthe age had no remembrance
of the past, no power of understanding what otlggsahought and felt. The
Catholic faith had degenerated into dogma and oweisy. For more than a
thousand years not a single writer of first-rategewen of second-rate, reputation
has a place in the innumerable rolls of Greekditae.

If we seek to go deeper, we can still only descifiieeoutward nature of the clouds
or darkness which were spread over the heavenaglgn many ages without
relief or light. We may say that this, like seveo#ther long periods in the history
of the human race, was destitute, or deprived @fntloral qualities which are the
root of literary excellence. It had no life or agpion, no national or political
force, no desire for consistency, no love of knalgk for its own sake. It did not
attempt to pierce the mists which surrounded itlidt not propose to itself to go
forward and scale the heights of knowledge, bugadackwards and seek at the
beginning what can only be found towards the ehdvds lost in doubt and
ignorance. It rested upon tradition and authottthhad none of the higher play of
fancy which creates poetry; and where there igu® poetry, neither can there be
any good prose. It had no great characters, amdftne it had no great writers. It
was incapable of distinguishing between words dmmogs. It was so hopelessly
below the ancient standard of classical Greek madt lgerature that it had no
power of understanding or of valuing them. It isubigul whether any Greek
author was justly appreciated in antiquity excephls own contemporaries; and
this neglect of the great authors of the past ¢ethé disappearance of the larger
part of them, while the Greek fathers were mostisprved. There is no reason to



suppose that, in the century before the taking aistantinople, much more was
in existence than the scholars of the Renaissarced away with them to Italy.

The character of Greek literature sank lower a® twent on. It consisted more
and more of compilations, of scholia, of extraaif,commentaries, forgeries,
imitations. The commentator or interpreter had anception of his author as a
whole, and very little of the context of any passadnich he was explaining. The
least things were preferred by him to the greafdst. question of a reading, or a
grammatical form, or an accent, or the uses of @wook the place of the aim or
subject of the book. He had no sense of the beaafian author, and very little
light is thrown by him on real difficulties. He &rprets past ages by his own. The
greatest classical writers are the least appretiagehim. This seems to be the
reason why so many of them have perished, why ythe poets have almost
wholly disappeared; why, out of the eighty or ninggedies of Aeschylus and
Sophocles, only seven of each had been preserved.

Such an age of sciolism and scholasticism may plyssnce more get the better
of the literary world. There are those who prophbsy the signs of such a day are
again appearing among us, and that at the endcegbrsent century no writer of
the first class will be still alive. They think th#he Muse of Literature may
transfer herself to other countries less dried ugvarn out than our own. They
seem to see the withering effect of criticism omgioal genius. No one can doubt
that such a decay or decline of literature andrbseriously affects the manners
and character of a nation. It takes away half tdys jand refinements of life; it
increases its dulness and grossness. Hence it lescamatter of great interest to
consider how, if at all, such a degeneracy mayeeted. Is there any elixir which
can restore life and youth to the literature ofadian, or at any rate which can
prevent it becoming unmanned and enfeebled?

First there is the progress of education. It issgis, and even probable, that the
extension of the means of knowledge over a widen and to persons living
under new conditions may lead to many new comimonatiof thought and
language. But, as yet, experience does not favurdalization of such a hope or
promise. It may be truly answered that at presemtifaining of teachers and the
methods of education are very imperfect, and tbeeghat we cannot judge of the
future by the present. When more of our youth eaméd in the best literatures,
and in the best parts of them, their minds may Xgeeted to have a larger
growth. They will have more interests, more thosghiore material for
conversation; they will have a higher standard laegin to think for themselves.
The number of persons who will have the opportupityeceiving the highest
education through the cheap press, and by thedigimh schools and colleges,
may increase tenfold. It is likely that in everptisand persons there is at least
one who is far above the average in natural capdmit the seed which is in him



dies for want of cultivation. It has never had atiynulus to grow, or any field in
which to blossom and produce fruit. Here is a gresgrvoir or treasure-house of
human intelligence out of which new waters may flamd cover the earth. If at
any time the great men of the world should die ami originality or genius
appear to suffer a partial eclipse, there is a Omss hope in the multitude of
intelligences for future generations. They may dpgifts to men such as the world
has never received before. They may begin at aehighint and yet take with
them all the results of the past. The co-operatibmany may have effects not
less striking, though different in character frdmge which the creative genius of
a single man, such as Bacon or Newton, formerlgpeed. There is also great
hope to be derived, not merely from the extensioadoication over a wider area,
but from the continuance of it during many generagi Educated parents will
have children fit to receive education; and thegaira will grow up under
circumstances far more favourable to the growtlintdlligence than any which
have hitherto existed in our own or in former ages.

Even if we were to suppose no more men of geniuset@roduced, the great
writers of ancient or of modern times will remamfarnish abundant materials of
education to the coming generation. Now that ewatyon holds communication
with every other, we may truly say in a fuller senthan formerly that ‘the
thoughts of men are widened with the process ofstlmes.” They will not be
‘cribbed, cabined, and confined’ within a provinge an island. The East will
provide elements of culture to the West as welkthaes West to the East. The
religions and literatures of the world will be opeooks, which he who wills may
read. The human race may not be always ground dowimodily toil, but may
have greater leisure for the improvement of thedmirhe increasing sense of the
greatness and infinity of nature will tend to awake men larger and more liberal
thoughts. The love of mankind may be the source greater development of
literature than nationality has ever been. Therg b@ a greater freedom from
prejudice and party; we may better understand ther@abouts of truth, and
therefore there may be more success and fewerdaila the search for it. Lastly,
in the coming ages we shall carry with us the lectibn of the past, in which are
necessarily contained many seeds of revival angissance in the future. So far is
the world from becoming exhausted, so groundleskdadear that literature will
ever die out.
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