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DARK AGES

We should read history as little critically as we consider
and be more interested by the

tints, and various lights and shades which the intervening

spaces create, than by its groundwork and composition. It

is the morning now turned evening and seen in the west, —

the same sun, but a new light and atmosphere. Its beauty

to evening. What is of moment is its hue and color.
Tine hides no treasures; we want not its fhen but its
mow. We do not complain that the mountains in the ho-
nzon are blue and indistinet ; they are the more like the
beavens.

Of what moment are facts that can be lost, — which
need to be commemorated ! ‘T'he monument of death
will outlast the memory of the dead. The pyramids do
not tell the tale that was confided to them: the living
fact commemorates itsell. Why look in the dark for light ?
Strictly speaking, the historical societies have not recovered
one fact from oblivion, but are themselves instead of the
fact that is lost. The rescacher is more memorable than

their number advanced to explore the
“ﬂh fresh admiration, all eyes were turned Hh-dlnlr
figure. It is astonishing with how little coipe-

tory began, in Alwikidi's Arabian Chronicle. “1 was
informed by .Ji:nd Almalin Aljorhami, who had it
from Rephia Ebn Kais Alamiri, who had it from
Saiph Ebn Fabalah Alchditquarmi, who had it from
Thabet Ebn Alkamah, who said he was present at the
action.”” These fathers of history were not anxious to pre-
serve, but to learn the fact; and hence t was nol for-
gotien. Crnitical acumen s exerted in vain to uncover the
past; the past cannot be presenfed ; we cannot know
what we are not. But one veil hangs over past, present,
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and future, and it is the province of the historian to find
out not what was, but what is. Where a battle has been
fought, you will find nothing but the bones of men and
beasts ; where a battle is being fougzht there are hearts beat-
ingz. We will sit on a mound and muse, and not try to
make these skeletons stand on thewr legs agmn.  Does na-
ture remember, think you, that they were men, or not
rather that they are bones }

Ancient lustory has an air of antiquity ; it should be more
modern. 1t s wnitten as if the spectator should be think-
ing of the backside of the picture on the wall, or as if the
author expected the dead would be his readers, and wished
to detail 1o them their own experience.  Men seem anzious
to accomplish an orderly retreat through the centurnics,
earnestly rebuilding the works belund, as they are battered
down by the encroachments of ume ; but while they loier,
they and their works both fall a peey to the arch enemy.
It has neither the veneralileness of antupuity, nor the fresh-
ness of the modern, It docs me ol it would go to the be-
ginning of things, which patural lustory might with reason
assuime 1o do; but eonsider the Universal History, and then
tell us — when did burdock and plantan sprout first 2 It
has been so written for the most part, that the times it de-
scribes are with remarkable propriety ealled dark ages,
T'hey are dark, as one has olserved, because we are 50 n
the dark about them.  “I'he sun rarely shines i history,
what with the dust and confusion ; and when we mect
with any cheering fact which unplies the presence of this
luminary, we excerpt and modernize it. As when we read
in the listory of the Savons, that Edwin of Northumbna
“ caused stakes to be fived in the highways where he had
scen a clear spring,” and “ brazen dishes were chained 1o
them, to refresh the weary sojourner, whose fatigues Edwin
had himscll expericoced.” This is worth all Arthur's
twelve baitles.

But it is fit the past should be dark ; though the dark-
ness is not so much a quality of the past, as of tradition.
It is not a distance of time but a distance of relation, which
makes thus dusky its memonals.  What is near to the heart
of this generation s fair and bright still.  Greece lies out-
spread fair and sunshiny in floods of heght, for there is the
sun and day-light in her literature and art, Homer does not
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allow us to forget that the sun shone — nor Phidias, nor the
Parthenon. Yet no era has been wholly dark, nor will we
too hastily submit to the historian, and congratulate
ourselves on a blaze of light If we could pierce the ob-
scurity of those remote vears we should find it light enough ;
only there is not our day. — Some creaturcs are made to
see in the dark. — There has always been the same amount
of light in the world. The new and missing stars, the
comets and eclipses do not affect the general illumination,
for only our glasses appreciate them. The eyes of the
oldest fossil remains, they tell us, indicate that the same
laws of light prevailed then as now. Always the laws of
light are the same, but the modes and degrees of sceing
vary. The gods are parual 10 no era, but steadily shines
their light in the heavens, while the eye of the beholder is
turned to stone. There was but the eye and the sun from
the first. The ages have not added a new ray to the one,
unor altered a fibre of the other.
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