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A Prea ror Locan WRITERS.—ANTIQUITY OF LITERATURE.—INFLUENCE OF ASSOCIATION,

“SEAIHERE is no doubt that a series of very profitable papers may be written
. Y { on the subject of our local literature. Few book readers, and still fewer
lx

newspaper readers, are aware of its extent and importance. For a quarter
of a century past I have been in the habit of collecting the works of local
writers, which have been a source of great interest to me, and have afforded much
valuable information and knowledge which could have been obtained from no other
source, and which indeed has been invaluable at times in various circumstances in which
I have been placed. The query may be put at the outset, “ Are there any local
writers?”  Middlesbrough is so new a town that its very newness is apt to limit and
cireumseribe our vision, until we may practically come to think that all our interest and
all our endeavour is enshrined in the material works that we see around us. Indeed
we are all of the opinion of Mr. Fallows, the historian of Old Middlesbrough, expressed
in & sense different to that we are considering, that in Middlesbrough we have no past
at all. “We have no forefathers,” therefore our sole delight is in contemplating the
results of the great trade which we have created, rather than in seeking to meditate
on the works that were done “in our fathers’ days, and in the old time before them.”
The citizens of Middlesbrough, and of the new colonies and communities which the iron
trade within this last thirty or forty years has brought together on the Tees littoral,
might with profit endeavour to realise that though they live in a mighty big place,
and one that, rightly enough, has made a great stir and noise in the world, there still
remains the fact that it is surrounded by a district in which aforetime many famous
men have accomplished wonderful things, not only in the domain of trade and commerce,
but in the larger worlds of art and literature. I am aware I shall be met at the outset
with that feeling of scepticism which places under a ban all local efforts to attain
distinetion in such enterprises as may be undertaken in a sphere in which, necessarily,
g few can rise to any permanent eminence. ~We are all of us familiar with the
. geriptural saying that.a prophet has not honour in his own country, and especially
| is it true of the man of letters—whether he be a poet or a philosopher, or a follower
of some lower branch of belles lettres—that the laws of mental and moral perspective
have a great deal to do with the permanence and character of his reputation. The
. npear and familiar are very closely scanned, and no man is a hero to his own valet.
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10 LOCAL LITERATURE.

Human nature is persistent in insisting that it will not discover a genius or a hero

its next door neighbour; and, unfortunately, the best of us are naturally, as to o
higher senses, so depraved and vulgar that we rather recognise an overweening conce
in the literary pretensions of our friends than any degree of eminence or merit. T
local writer has, in most ages and places, been regarded with contumely, if not wi
scorn, by those about him: not’ that he might be destitute of merit, but that t
world will insist upon living its humdrum and jog-trot life, and cannot endure to

reminded of things out of the common, and of ideals and achievements that have :
relation to the common pursuit of bread and butter. Nevertheless, the locus must

there. Philosophers and poets are not disembodied creatures of the air, living abo
the clouds and vapours of the earth, like their own ideals. Homer and Aristot
Virgil and Cicero, Shakespeare and Burns, were born, and lived somewhere, and -
know for fact that none of them were considered prodigies by their own townspeop
Had they been so Homer would not have had to beg his bread, the facts of Shakspear
life would not have remained unwritten, and Burns would not have died in comparati
destitution and neglect. We must get rid of a merely local view of things, if the
is to beany profit derived from the examples of local writers and local literature whi
may be brought before us in this and the succeeding papers.

It may be possible the prejudices of some who follow these sketches may
ruffled by the crude statement of principles which must necessarily be indulged in
writing upon such a subject. There is a common idea prevalent that literature, so i
as England is concerned, is entirely a modern creation, belonging to the last few hundr
years. There is, indeed, a view of literature which would warrant such a conelusic
There is another conception of the subject, and a description of the thing, which wot
ghow that the mental product of which we treat, notwithstanding that there were,
the far-away ages, no methods of transmitting thought, was evolved in great quantii
and would compare in quality, probably in volume, with the word fabrics of later a
more garrulous times. Literature now suffers from the superabundance of words, a
from the increased facilities of utterance, by which means individual intellects can expre
themselves in thousand-fold forms of articulation. Thoughts of lesser or greater mome
are thinned out over acres of space. The lesser vocabulary of earlier times, and t
absence of material aids to the dissemination of thought necessitated, other things bei
also equal, a terseness and strength of expression, a simplicity and majesty of diction, a
a power of thought, the loss of which we may look back upon with regret. I ne
quote no examples to prove so patent a truth.

Literature is influenced by association. The character of the mind itself is affect
by the association of natural objects and by its own experience of #he events of li
An instance may be mentioned of this striking truth. In Scotland, during the religic
contentions of the Reformation, music and song were entirely .shut out from the servic
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of the Church. “ The kist o whistles” was an abomination to the stern covenanter,

and the plaintive litanies and the sweetly gliding Psalms, with their ascent and doscent.
of cadences, no longer re-echoed through the aisles of such noble fanes as Melrose
and Dunblane. What was the result? The singing voice of the people, stifled in one
direction, broke out in another, and every hill-side and every stream was made to
bear witness to the fact that natural aspirations must infallibly assert themselves, No
country is so rich in local lyrics as Scotland ; and in no country are the songs more

_ homely, more intense in their feeling, and more pathetically affecting. They are not
only the reflection of the life of a simple domestic people : they are also the product
of the mountain scenery and the clear, quick-running waters. To use a Hibernianism,
‘England has no Scotch song, because England lacks the setting of Scotch circumstances
~and Scotch conditions. As we say of an Irishman’s jokes, “ They are racy of the soil.”
You could not grow them anywhere else ; they could not be conceived under a different .
set of mental circumstances and physical conditions. We have all of us more or less
felt the influence of natural scenery in affecting the imagination and the emotions. The
fowering hill answers to the mental aspirations; the sweeping plain to the inclusive
faculty of the intellect, which in its breadth would seem at either extreme to border
on the infinite; the running, sparkling water, to the mind-music which shapes the
utterances of the soul so that they sparkle and trip and run, and are not vocal as the
raven croaks; the stars at night answer to the creations of the beautiful in which the
imagination revels: and so in all things the greater world is reflected in the microcosm,
man. Taking these considerations into account as regards the higher literature, there
is nothing in the physical circumstances of the Cleveland distriet that would seem to
preclude the successful cultivation, on the part of the born genius and the zealous student,
of “the faculty divine.” True, you must first catch your hare, for, alas! it is still
true in all art, mascitwr non fit. Many colleges have been built, but as yet there
has been no market discovered in which you may buy brains. Having our hero, of
~ what need we complain ! Cleveland is a glorious champaign, or was before the days
of iron mining and blast furnacés. The Cleveland hills are not insignificant mole heaps,
~and we have grey ruins and running streams, a storied past, a simple primitive people,

. and all the associations amid which a hardy literature might fairly struggle for existence.
| That it did so struggle, and that it not only struggled but expressed itself, in more
' than one instance very successfully, we shall find in the records by and bye. To these
it is my pleasure to direct attention. : :
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Early Wlriters.

Tae GopobiN.— ANEURIN.— BrowuLr.—CZDMON.

F we are to believe the author of Cassell's Library of English Literature,
long before the Christian—which is another word for the historical as com-
pared with the legendary—times, in the sphere of poetry great things
were accomplished. The warrior bard, Aneurin, must in the old Celtic days

have been resident within this immediate district, so that we may fairly claim that

‘hereabouts English Literature had its first beginning. It is at least fair conjecture that

the first of English epic poems was strung together line by line and verse by verse by a bard

who, wandering amongst the valleys of the Swale, might now and again visit the fair plain
of Cloveland in the golden east. To Aneurin is ascribed the important fragment of

Coltic literafure, The Gododin, being the lament for the dead who fell in the battle of

Cattracth, identified with Catterick in Yorkshire, where the Cymry met the advancing

and invading Teutons at the « sonfluence of rivers,” and fought with them unsuccessfully

for seven days, being at length worsted with fearful slaughter. Of this battle The

Gododin tells us—

« The warriors marched to Cattraeth with the day ;

Tn the stillness of night they had quaffed the white mead ;
They were wretched, though prophesied glory and sway
Had winged their ambition. Were none there to lead
To Cattracth with loftier hope in their speed 7

Secure in their boast, they would scatter ‘the host

Bold standard in hand ; no other such band

Went from Eiddin as this, that would rescue the land
“From the troops of the ravagers, Far from the sight

Of home that was dear to them, ere they too perished,
Tudvwlich Hir slew the Saxons in seven days’ fight.

He owed not the freedom of life to his might,

But dear is his memory where he was cherished.

When Tudvwleh amain came that post to maintain,

By the son of Kilydd, the blood covered the plain.”

The metre of this poem is very varied. Tt comprises altogether 97 stanzas, each devoted
to the memory of some one of the many chiefs who fell. It has been translated into
modern English in part by Gray, Evans, and by the Rev. John Williams.

Professor Morley, in his First Sketch of English Literature, tells us that Grray
found in a translation of it the passage which he thus put into music of his own :—

¢ To Cattracth’s vale in glittering row
Twice two hundred warriors go ;
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ANEURIN,
Every warrior’s manly neck
Chains of regal honour deck ;
Wreathed in many a golden link ;
From the golden cup they drink
Nectar that the bees produce,
Or the grapes ecstatic juice,
Flush'd with mirth and hope they burn
But none from Cattraeth’s vale return,
Save Aeron brave and Conan strong :
(Bursting through the bloody throng).
And I the meanest of them all,
That live to weep and sing their fall.”

The battle began on a Tuesday, and continued for a week. The Cymry fought to
6 death, and of three hundred and sixty-three chiefs who had led their people to the
onfliet, only three, says Aneurin, besides himself, survived. “Morien lifted up again his
ent lance, and, roaring, stretching out death towards the warriors, whilst towards the
ely, slender, blood-stained body of Gwen, sighed Giwenaby, the only son of Gwen. .
win would 1 sing, * would that Morien had not died’ I sigh for Gwenaby the son of
wen,” Thus Aneurin ends his plaint over the crowning triumph of the Teuton. But
earts had beaten high among the Cymry, and from souls astir with feeling song had been
poured throughout the days of long resistance that had come before. - Urien was the great
orth of England chief who led the battle of the Cymry for their homes and liberties
against invading Angles. Llywarch the Old (Llywarch Hen) Prince of Argoed, whom the
remains of verse ascribed to him show to have been first in genius among the Cymric bards,
as Urien’s friend and fellow-combatant at Landisfarne, between the years 572 and 579.
There, after the death of Urien, he carried the chief’s head in his mantle from the field.
“The head,” he sang, “ that I carry carried me; I shall find it no more; it will come no
more to my succour. Woe to my hand, my happiness is lost!” After Urien’s death
Llywarch joined arms with Cyndyllan, Prince of Powys, at his capital, where Shrewsbury
. now stands. Cyndyllan fell in a battle at Tarn, near the Wrekin. *The hall of Cyndyllan,”
| then sang his friend Llywarch, “is gloomy this night, without fire, without songs—tears
afflict the cheeks ! The hall of Cyndyllan is gloomy this night, without fire, without family
i —my overflowing tears gush out! The hall of Cyndyllan pierces me to see it, roofless, fire-
oss. My chief is dead, and I alive myself.” Twelfth century tradition says that this bard
was for a time one of King Arthur’s counsellors. Llywarch had many sons ; he gave to all
of them his heart to battle for their country, and lost them all on the battlefield. O,
. Gwenn,” he sang of his youngest and last dead, ¢ O, Gwenn, woe to him whois too old, since
he has lost you. A man was my son, a hero, a generous warrior, and he was the nephew
of Urien. Gwenn has been slain at the ford of Morlas. . . . Sweetly sang a bird on a
L pear tree above the head of Grwenn before they covered him with the turf. That broke the

heart of the old Llywarch.”
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Professor Morley, in this work, further tells us that on the English coasts strong &

settlements were effected by the pagan Teutons, who, between 600 and 700, made frequent &8
incursions on our shores. “The Teutonic sottlers brought with their battle songs an heroic {1
med Beowulf” This legend assumed vast shape, probably in the seventh .

legend of a chief na
century, and is one of the earliest specimens of English literature. The poem contains 6,357 &
lines, and is the most ancient heroic poem in any Germanic language. “Its hero sails from |

a land of the Yothis toa land of the Danes, and there he frees a chief named Hrothgar from =
the attacks of a monster of the fens and moors, named Grendel. Afterwards he is himself §
ruler, is wounded mortally in combat with a dragon, and is solemnly buried under a great
barrow on a promontory rising high above the sea. And round about the mound rode his &
hearth-sharers, who sang that he was of kings, of men, the mildest, kindest, to his people |
swootest, and the readiest in search of praise! In this poem real events are transformed
into legendary marvels ; but the actual life of the old Danish and Seandinavian chiefs, as it #
was first transferred to this country, is vividly painted. Tt brings before us the feast in the |
mead-hall, with the chief and his hearth-sharers, the customs of the banquet, the rude be- §
ginnings of a courtly ceremony, the boastful talk, reliance upon strength of hand in grapple -
with the foe, and the practical spirit of adventure that secks peril as a commercial specula- |
tion—for Beowulf is undisguisedly a tradesman with hig sword. The poem includes
also expression of the heathen fatalism, ¢ What is to be goes ever as it must,’ tinged &
by the energetic sense of men who feel that fate helps those who help themselves ;
or, as it stands in Beowulf, that ‘the Must Be often helps an undoomed man when he &

is brave.’”

«The original scene of the story,” continues Mr. Morley,  was probably a corner of |

the island of Seland, upon which now stands the capital of Denmark, the corner which lies |

opposite to Gothland, the southern promontory of Sweden. Bub if 80, he who in this @

country told the old story in English metre did not paint the scenery of Sweland, but that &

which he knew. A twelve mile walk by the Yorkshire coast, from Whitby northward to &
to the imagination of all the country of Beowulf as we find it in§

Bowlby Cliff, makes real )
the poem. Thus we are almost tempted to accept a theory which makes that cliff, the®

highest on our eastern coast, the ness upon which Beowulf was buried, and on the slope of &
which—Bowlby then being read as the corrupted form of Beowulfs-by—Beowulf once lived'
with his hearth-sharers. High sea-cliffs, worn into holes or ¢ nickerhouses many, with glens §
rocky and wooded running up into great moors, are not characters of the coast of Swland
opposite Sweden, but they are special characters of that corner of Yorkshire in which theg
tale of Beowulf seems to have been told as it now comes to us in first English verse.”

Chambers’ Cyclopadia of English Literature, which makes no mention of the CelticE
bard, Aneurin, and his poem or ballad of The Gododin, speaks of the Lay of Beowulf asl
the oldest poem of an epic form in Burope. A few words will give an idea of the languaged

of the composition :—

























































































































































