SHAKESPEARE: AN ADDRESS
DELIVERED TO THE POSITIVIST
SOCIETY OF LONDON, ON THE
2ND OF AUGUST 1885 (18 DANTE
97), AT STRATFORD-ON-AVON



Published @ 2017 Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd

ISBN 9780649760442

Shakespeare: An Address Delivered to the Positivist Society of London, on the 2nd of August
1885 (18 Dante 97), at Stratford-On-Avon by Vernon Lushington

Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilisation of this work in whole or in part in
any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented,
including xerography, photocopying and recording, or in any information storage or retrieval
system, is forbidden without the permission of the publisher, Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd, PO Box
1576 Collingwood, Victoria 3066 Australia.

All rights reserved.

Edited by Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd.
Cover @ 2017

This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent,
re-sold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher's prior consent in any form or
binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition
including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

www.triestepublishing.com



VERNON LUSHINGTON

SHAKESPEARE: AN ADDRESS
DELIVERED TO THE POSITIVIST
SOCIETY OF LONDON, ON THE
2ND OF AUGUST 1885 (18 DANTE
97), AT STRATFORD-ON-AVON

ﬁTrieste






SHAKESPEARE.

AN ADDRESS
DELIVSRED TO THE POSITIVIST BOCIETY QF LOMON,
ON THE 2rxp OF AUGUST, 1885
(18 DA.NTE 97),

AT STRATFORD-ON-AVON.

&Y

VERNON LUSHINGTON.

“Fven just between Twelve sod One, even at the tarning
o' the tide."—Hexry ., act i, ae. 3.

LONDON:
REEVES AND TURNER, 196, STRAND.
1885.

o



SHAKESPEARE.

L CONGRATULATE you that through the
7= gocinl zeal of Mr. Fredoric Harrson and
other friends, we Positivists are here a8 a
company in Shakespeare’s Stratford-on-

Al Avon. 1 hope you may find that Time the
changer, and ‘even the eabyersiva hand of medern Tndustry,
have dealt gently with the placa. In any cese, you must
be sayng, * Here, then, it was Shakespsare was horn;
here he lived as child and boy; in these fields, by that
river, he walked and played; hers ha wooed his wife; here,
. after the struggle of his London career, he returned and
made his sottled home ; amid this roral peaco ho composed
his latest and greatest dramae; here, while yet in the full
strength of mid-lifs, he died, and in yonder charch he
hiea buried.” Ere and memory and tmagination work
happily together, The eeen calls up the unseen, helped by
the kind human tradition and the rememberad epell of the
Poet's divine art. The things, beautiful as they are, are such
23 we 800 clsowhere—common things—the groen meadows,
the ripening harvest fields, the guiet flowing water,the villaga
street, the grey parish church.  But they are all teuched by
the grace of Shakespenze’s presence. They might seem o
say, cach in its own way, and according to its own natare,
““He saw us and loved us. And we knew him; day by
day we saw him and loved him. He was nota book; he
was 8 man.” 8o eaying, they spesk of much more than
Shakespeare. They speak of Humanity. They speak of
Humanity’s first characteristic, humen solidarily,—the eqral
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brothethood of guick and dead,—that strong reslity, in
which Theology protends to find exceptions, but whose
universality we cannot too wnreservedly, too sympatheti-
cally, acknowledge. Not less do they speak of that higher
characteristic of Humanity, human continmty, that most
majestic and most hopeful troth, of which Theology clnima
& fraction for its own glorification, and contradicts all the
remainder. For one of tho most inevitable impressions wa
receive here, in Shakespaere’s home and amid his memeorials,
ig that generations have passed between him, our bene-
factor, and us who have sinee had so many other bensfactors,
The Earth changes, bot remains ; Shekespoare is dead, hot
ho lves, his sonl lives in our souls: Humanity persists
and grows. Nor less again, when wa look on his grave,
does that other incxorable sepect of tho same truth touch
every one—that a man’s lifs now determines the quality of
his life after death. The night cometh, wherein no man
may work.

‘Wa arp hore to-day to make holiday, bot with something
of the aim, something of the apirit, of Fifyrims. Is it not
so? Yes, in this August, 1885, travelling with Cook’s
ticketa, we ara Pilgrimes, such as tha spiritual condition of
the West in the nineteenth contury permite—Pilgrims who
have. got to cur place of pilgrimage. Ceremony we have
liftla, Wa don’t even do as the pilgrim, once described
to me—1I dare ssy it s & common case—who, on nearing
the hilltep whenee some sacred city—I think it was Jeru-
salem—was firs to appear in view, halted, put off the raga
ho hed worn on the march, and put on shining clothes.
But wa are here ; and we may have grateful hearts,

Let me dwell on this thought of Pilgrimage, since it is a
type of so much else, eapecially becauso it holds forth the
union of Religion and joy, which belongs te my sabject,
and which T would especislly make my sulbject.

As you all know that the avowed objeet of the Crusades
was to win back the Holy Places in Palestine, yon must in
some measure be awaro what an important institution Pil-
grimage was to Chrigtians in the Middle Ages. Yoeu know
also, perhaps, how extensively Pilgrimage still prevails
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among Mahommedans and Polyiheists in the Bast, Yet so
domineering is the scepticiam which to-day encompasses us
on all sides,—that same scepficism which permits oven
educated ladies in their conversation to profane the most
venerable words in the language,—I mean such words as
“gwful ' and “lovely,”—eo dominsoring, T say, is this
soopticiam, that if you do no$, like other people, ragard
Religious Pilgrimage with eome disdain, ss a foolish old-
world practice, and one which with modorn enlightenment
cannot contince, it can only be becanss you are either
special enthusiasts, or beeause you have strong Peeitivist
tendencios, Most porsons, like Shakespeare himself, have
tramaferrod their interpst from social religion to personal
romance; ag one of his heroines says:—

* A true devobed Pilgrim is not weary

T'o measore kingdome with his feeble atepa—

Much less shall she, that hath Love's wings Lo fly.”

I would have you think, however, of the vast religious
gervices which have been rendered during all the Past by
the habit of visiting sacred places. I ssy the habis, for
much turns on that. The sserad place might be near or
far,~—near 88 local temple or parish church,—farthor away,
a day’s journey or more, as the chief shrina or mother-city
of the nation,—or far, far away,—over kingdons,—in some
distant land, whera the pions visitor, arriving at last after
many pertls by land and sea, found himself an entirs
stranger,—in the DLatin language, a peregrinue, whence
our word Pilgrim.  You see at once that tho goneral babit
of vigiting sacred spots has ever formed the necossary basis
of all organized and enduring social worship. You see
also that Pilgrimage is bot an extension of that habit,—
spontaneous, it may be, or aystemstio, involving little
labonr or mueh, but in all casss implying the visitation of
a sacred place with pions motive. Now obserye, I pray, the
powerfol appeal to hnman affentions incident to Pilgrimage.
There is the personal jeurneying and adoration by the Pil-
grim ; there ia the common faith and worship; there is the
common shrine commemorating some benignant manifesta-
tion to men, oftenest the glorious life and death of some
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good fellowship of Chancer’s Pilgrims will natorally occur
to you, but it is by no means the best instance, because
the pleasure ia often far apart from the faith. The nnion
of raligious fervour with social joy is & special characteristic
of the pilgrimages practised under the more genial Poly-
theisms. Lot me read you the opening passage of a
most instructive book on Central Iadis, by Sir William
Bleeman, who knew the conntry well and ite inhabitants.

“ Bofore setting out on ounr journey towards the Him-
malah, we formed oncoe more an agrecable party to visit the
marble rocks of the Nerbuddsh at Beraghat. It was the
end of October, whan the Hindoos hold fairs on all their
sacred streama, st placea consecrated by poetry or tradition
as the geens of some divipe work or memfostation. Thess
fairs are at once festive and holy,—every person who comos

. onjoying himeelf as much as he can, and at the same time
ezpkding purification from all past ransgyressions by bathing
and praying in the holy stream, and making landable resc-
lutions to be better for tha future. The ceremonies last
five daya, and take place at the ssme time npon all the
sacred rivers throngheut Indis; and the grester port of the
whele Hindos population, from the sommits of the Himma-
lah mountaing to Cape Comerin, will, I believs, during thesa
five days, be found congrogatod at these fairs, In sailing
down the Ganges, one may pags in the course of a day half
a dozen such fairs, each with & multitude equsl to the popu-
lation of a large city, and rendered beautifully picturesgne
by the magnificonce and varicty of the tent equipages of

to thee an eternal sttachment, It shall be my study to do what T can
to render your life bappr; end if you die before me, I shall endeavour
to do honour to your memory ; snd, elevated by the remembrance of
you, persist in noble piety. May God, the Father of all beings, ever
bless you ; 2nd may you continue to love your most affectionate friend
end devoted servant,

W Jaurs Boswsrr,”

Having written this letter, Boawell kept it back, fearing “lest he
ghould appesr at once too superstitious and teo enthusisstic,” Nearly
thirteen years afterwards, hearing that his old friend was il], he sent it
to him. Another thirteen years, and he published {1790) the “Life
of Johnson.™






