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Generations of English schoolboys yet
unborn will rise up and call blessed Ed-
win Johnson, if the contentions of his

posthumous book just published here by

the Putnams are successfully established.
“ The Rise of English Culture,” which |

appears three years after the author’s
death, undertakes to abolish all English
history before the end of the fifteenth
century. There simply is no such thing.
It is an invention, not of the devil, as no
doubt large numbers of English school-
beys in the past have thought, but of the
Benedictine monks, Respect for . the
powers and industry of this great hie-
rarchy will be vastly enhanced if what
Mr. Johnson meintains is {rue. In their
monasteries was manufactured - and
turned out all the information, or what
has hitherto passed for information, in
regard to all the English Kings, all the
achievements of the English people, nay,
even all the history of Europe and all the
literature that is supposed to date before
that time. “ A wall of darkness seems to
rise behind the {faintly outlined figure
cf Henry Tudor and the fiendlike Rich-
ard,” says this uncompromising skeptic,
* which shuts in the view of the observer
and hides from him the earlier past.”
The author p'hts it mildly when he says
that this must come upon the unpre-
pared mind with *“ a2 shock of surprise.”
AMr. Johnson is perfectly calm about it.
His method and his manner are scien-
tifie, dispassionate, searching.
tinizes, and he gives his reasons. Being

accused of having ** Benedictines on the !

brain,”” he gravely replies that it is mod-
ern history which he has on the brain,
and he knows that this subject cannou
b2 understood without attention to the
Eenedictine system. That system, as he
explaing it, is of a band of * dishonest
fabulists organized and disciplined in the
use of the pen,”\“ taught to agree upon a
dogma and a fable.” From their hands
came the whole of our Christian litera-
ture, the whole of our history, arranged
to suit their purposges. Why have these
points been so long neglected, and why
have they escaped the notice of the most
skeptical thoughtful historians?
These fables were founded, to begin with,
on “ the imagination of the world.” Al-
ready during the Revival of Letters there
were brought to light expressions of
doubt. They were forgotiten or sup-
pressed. The fabulists were organized'
and disciplined, working for self-interest;
tue critics were not.

and

The imagination, fertility, and intellect-
ual power of the fabulists at least are
worthy nf admiration. Not onlv all the
Saxons, the English Kings downward
from * William the Conqgueror "—so our
skeptic designates his cnystical character
in quotation marks—are phantasmagoria
of Benedictine brains, but laws and lit-
erature, the bedrock of our ancient be-
lief, are all products of *' the forge and
writing house of fable " in the monas-
teries. St. Augustine and St. Jerome and
Tertullian and St. Thomas Aguinas and
their works came thence. So did the Ven-
erable Bede, the symbol of the liter-
ary activity of a knot of Benedictines,
told off to the duty of illustrating the
imaginary past of England. John Wiclif
is no ﬂistoricpersonality, but a conven-
ient figure of the poor priests at which
the monks and friars aimed their polem-
* Chaucer " (and Mr. John-
son mentions with modest pride that he

ical arrows.

is the first to point it cut) is a name un-
der which masked a group of men of the
English keen but
critics of the monastic system; we first
hear of the * Chaucer legend "’ in 1540.
Dante is in a similar predicament. Rabe-

renaissance, genial

-
=

lais is another mask, worn by a jesting
monk, who poured contempt-.through‘, it
on the whole system of historic fiction
then coming into vogue. Roger Bacon is
another mythological figure set up -by -
the Merton friars through the necessity
felt for cultivating the Tittle science then
current. We may -‘not eveén keep our

- Caxton; he is a legend. and not the man

who first introduced pi‘inting into Eng-
Tand. We must even give up Domesday

' Book andssuch a sufeguard of our liber-

~ tieg as Magna Charta. Both are real, but

He scru- |

both are late—and all that about King
John and the Barons at Runnymede is
fable.

In an introductory chapter, signed by
Edward A. Pretherick, the reader is in-
formed that Edwin Johnson was born
in 1842 and died in 1901. He was a Con-
gregational minister until he accepted
the Professorship of Classical Literature

in New College, London, in 1879. He
wrote ‘' The Rise of Christendom,”
(1888,) and translated the * Prole-

gomena "’ df Father Hardouin.
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