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LOOK ON HAMLET'S PICTURE, AND ON QUIXOTE S
The Masterpieces of the Northern and

Southern Minds, the Heroes of
Doubt and Faith

By Ivan Sergeyevitch Turgenev

Translated tar The New York Timet by Itaac Don I-evine, from a lecture delivered by Tw-
t/vnev in Bt. Petersburg in 1860.

(Shakespeare and Cervantes died on the same date, April 88, 1616.)

THE first edition of Shakespeare's
tragedy " Hamlet" and the first
part of Cervantes's " Don Quixote "

appeared In the same year, at the
very beginning of the seventeenth century.
This accident seemed to me significant,
producing a series of thoughts, some of
which may possibly strike one as extraor-
dinary. But the very advantage of the
great poetical works is that the gentus of
their Creators has inspired them with
eternal life, so that our views on them can
be Infinitely variegated, even contradictory
and at the same time be equally true. How
many Interpretations of Hamlet have al-
ready been written, and who can number
those that will be written yet? To what
diverse conclusions did not the study of
this really Inexhaustible character lead?
Don Quixote, because of the very properties
of his mission, by virtue of the truly mag-
nificent lucidity of the story, which seems
to be Illumined by the southern sun, af-
fords less opportunity for different Inter-
pretattons of his character.

In these two are embodied
two basic, opposite peculiarities of human
nature?two poles of the axis about which
It Is revolving. It seems to me that all
men belong, In a larger or smaller degree,
to one of these types; that nearly every
one of them resembles either Don Quixote
or Hamlet. True. In our own time, the
Hamlets have thriven more than the Don
Quixotes, but also the ranks of the Don
Quixotes have not slackened. Let me com-
mence with Don Quixote and see In him
not solely a knight of wretched appearance,

. a figure created only as a satire on the
mediaeval knight romances, but penetrate
Into the very substance of the matter.

What does Don Quixote express? First
of all, faith. Faith In himself. Faith In
something external, unshakable; In truth,
Don Quixote is all permeated with his de-
votion to an Ideal, for which he Is ready
to undergo all klndß of suffering, even

Hamlet expresses, primarily, self-analysis
and egoism and, therefore, Infidelity. He
lives all for himself, he Is an egoist. But
even an egoist cannot believe In himself.
Yet the ego, In which he believes not, is
dear to Hamlet. It is the starting-point,
to which he constantly returns, for he
finds nothing In the whole world to which
he could attach his soul. He Is a skeptic,
and Is always busy with his own person-
ality. He is always occupied not with his
duty, but his condition. Doubting every-
thing, Hamlet gives no quarter to himself:
he recognl7.es his own weaknesses, but
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Don Quixote loves an Imaginary woman,
and he la ready to die for her. He loves
Ideally, purely, so ideally that he does not
even suspect that the object of his affec-
tion does not exist in reality. There is not
a trace of sensuality in his love. But Ham-
let? Does he love? Would his ironical
creator himself, he who was the profound-
est scholar of the human heart, dare give
an egoist, a skeptic, one who was full of
the decomposing poison of self-analysis, a
loving, affectionate heart? Shakespeare
made no such mistake, and the careful
reader will easily convince himself that
Hamlet is a sensuous man, even lustful.
Hamlet does not love, but makes believe,
and then only carelessly, that he does. We
have the word of Shakespeare himself lor
it in Scene IX., Act 111., of the tragedy:

Hamlet?l did love thee once.Ophelia?lndeed, my lord, you mnde me be-lieve so.
Hamlet?You should not have believedme. * ? ? / loved you not.

And in these last words Hamlet is much
nearer to the truth than he himself imag-
ines. His feelings for Ophelia are eitheroynical or phraseological.

However, enough about the dark sides
of Hamlet, those sides that Irritate us most,
because they are so near and characteristic
of ourselves. There is much legitimate and
eternal in Hamlet. There Is Incarnated
in him the beginning of negation, that
very beginning which another great poet,
separating it from the realm of humanity,
presented to us in the form of Mephls-
topheles. Hamlet is the same
topheles, only inclosed in the living form of
human nature. That is why his negation
Is not evil, it is in itself directed against
evil. The negation of Hamlet doubts the
good, but it doubts not the evil, and enters
Into a bitter struggle against it. In doubt-
ing the good, it suspects Its genuineness
and sincerity, it attacks it not as good, but
as an imitation of it, under the veneer of
which are hidden evil and falsehood, its
avowed enemies. Hamlet laughs not with
the diabolically cold laughter of Mephis-
topheles; in his bitter smile there is melan-
choly, bespeaking his sufferings, inviting
one's sympathy. The skepticism of Hamlet
is not indifference, wherein lie its import-
ance and value. Good and evil, truth and
falsehood, beauty and ugliness, do notblend themselves before him into one ac-
cidental, shapeless, dull something. The
skepticism of Hamlet fights implacably
against falsehood, and thereby alone be-
comes one of the foremost champions of
truth, in which he is unable to have com-
plete faith.

And thus, on one side there are the Ham-
lets, thinking, Intelligent, but quite as often

useless and condemned to Inactivity; and
on the other hand, the Don Quixotes, semi-
Insane, serving humanity Just because they
see anij know but one point before them,
which frequently existß not in the form
seen by them.

The Hamlets are useless to the people.
They give nothing. They can lead no-
where, for they go nowhere themselves.
And how could they lead, having no ground
beneath them? The Hamlets find nothing.
Invent nothing, leave no trace behind them,
except that of their own personality. They
love not. They believe not. How could
they find things? They are solitary and
therefore barren. The Hamlets contemn
the masses. When one has no respect for
one's self, how can he respect others? It
it worth his while to occupy himself with
the masses? They are so rough and dirty.

And Hamlet is an aristocrat, not only by
birth.

The Hamlets are the expressionof a cen-
tripetal force in nature, according to which
every living being considers Itself the cen-
tre of creation and regards all the rest as
existing only for its sake. Without such a
centripetal force (the force of egoism) na-
ture could not exist, just as it could not
exist without another centripetal force, by
the laws of which everybody exists for all
others, this principle being expressed by
the Don Quixotes. These two forces of
inertia and motion, conservation and prog-
ress, are the fundamental forces of all life.

Don Quixote reverently respects all exist-
ing Institutions, religion, monarchy, dukes,
and at the same time he is free and recog-
nizes the freedom of others. Hamlet

abuses kings, courtiers, and is, In reality,
tyrannical and Intolerant.

Don Quixote scarcely knows how to write
and read. Hamlet, in all probabilities, kept
a diary. Don Quixote, in spite of his ig-
norance, has certain conceptions of polit-
ical affairs, administrative matters. Ham-
let has no time and no desire to occupy
himself with such things.

Both Hamlet and Don Quixote die trag-
ically. But how unlike their deaths! The
end of Don Quixote awakens in one's heart
untold emotions, at that moment his real
significance Is revealed to all. M I am no
more Don Quixote," he says before his
death to his armor-bearer, " I am again
the good Alonso. as they called me of old,
Alonso el Bueno." Beautiful are the last
words of Hamlet. He is 'restful, calm,
Kives his last orders. But the eye of Ham-
let is not turned forward. ? ? ?

" The rest is silence," says the dying
skeptic, and he becomes silent forever.

? ?*????

Perhaps of all the works of Shakespeare
" Hamlet" Is the most popular. It is im-
possible not to marvel at the genius, who,
resembling his Hamlet in so many re-
spects, separated him from his own self
by a free motion of his creative power,
placing his character before posterity for
eternal study. The spirit that has created
Hamlet is the spirit of the northerner, the
spirit of reflection and self-criticism, a
heavy, gloomy spirit, void of harmony and
bright colors, not shaped in elegant but
petty forms, but a deep, powerful, many-
sided, independent, masterly spirit. The
spirit of the southerner had molded the
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sacrifice his life. For his life he values as
much as it is worth as a medium,in the
realization of his ideal, in the inauguration
of a reign of truth and Justice on earth.
It may be argued by some that his ideal
was derived by his distorted Imagination
from the fantastic world of knight ro-
mances. Very well, this forms the comical
side of Don Quixote, but the ideal retains
all its untarnished purity. Don Quixote
would think it shameful to live for his own
sake, to care for his own self. He lives out-
side of himself, for others, for his brethren,
for the extermination of evil. There is not
a trace of egoism in him, he never worries
about his own weal, he is all self-sacrifice,
he trusts?trusts firmly, without any sus-
picion. Thatjs why he is fearless, patient,
satisfied with the scantiest food, with the
seediest garments: all this concerns him
little. Humble by heart, his spirit is great
and courageous. His pitiable piety does not
stifle his freedom. Foreign to pride, he
never doubts his ability, his calling, even
his physical powers. His will is the inflex-
ible will.

The constant pursuit of the same goal
makes his thoughts somewhat monotonous,
his mind one-sided. He knows little, and
he really does not need to know much. He
knows what he wants, wherefore he lives
on earth and this is the main thing. Don
Quixote at one time may appear to be
entirely Insane, as indisputable matter
vanishes before his eyes, melts away like
wax at the touch of the flame of his en-
thusiasm, and, at another time, narrow-
minded, unable to sympathize with or enjoy
anything quickly. But the strength of his
moral organism?and this insane wander-
ing knight Is the most moral being, in the
world ?adds especial force and dignity to
all his comments and utterances, to all his
figure, in spite of the comical and humili-
ating situations in which he constantly en-
tangles himself ? ? ? Don Quixote is an
enthusiast, a champion of an Ideal, envel-
oped by its brilliant lustre.

And what is Hamlet?

every self-recognition Is power. Hence?

his irony, as against Don Quixote's en-
thusiasm.

Hamlet delights in scolding himself. Al-
ways watching himself, constantly looking
into his own soul, he knows his defects to
a shred, he contemns them, and at the
same time lives on this self-contempt. He
has no faith in himself?and he is boastful.
He knows not what he wants and where-
fore he lives?and he clings to life. He
exclaims:
That the Everlasting had not fix'd
Hia canon 'gainst self-slaughter! O God!

O God !
How weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable
Seem to me all the uses of this world.

But he would not give up this " stale
and unprofitable" life. He dreams of
suicide even before the appearance of his
?father's ghost, before that dreadful mis-
sion Intrusted to him which completely
wrecks his already broken will?but he
will not kill himself. These very dreams
about suicide show a love for life.

Let us not, however, be too severe with
Hamlet: he suffers, and his sufferings are
more painful and more bitter than Don
Quixote's. The latter is beaten by rough
shepherds, by convicts whom he had set
free. Hamlet Is wounding his own self,
stabbed by his own hand. There is a sword
in his hands: the double-edged sword of
self-analysis.

Don Quixote, we must all admit, is pos-
itively funny. His figure is perhaps the
most comical ever created by a poet. Don
Quixote makes you merry, but there is a
pacifying and forgiving power in merri-
ment. You forgive him at whom you
laugh, you are even inclined to love him.
But no one would ever think to laugh at
Hamlet, and there is his indictment. It
Is almost impossible to love him. only men
like Horatio are capable of attaching them-
selves to him. Everybody will sympathize
with Hamlet, which is natural, as almost
everybody finds in his character some
traits of his own. But it is impossible to
love Hamlet, for Hamlet loves no ene.

Sir JoVmston Iforbes-Robertsoni Hamlet,Gertrude Elliott as O-phali.l.
\ Ophelia. -Rich gifts usjx poor.
k\ when givers prove unkind.

r
(1156-1811)

asRichard.m.

form of Don Quixote, a light, cheerful,
naive, Impressionable spirit which goes
not to the bottom of life, which reflects, but
not embraces, all the phenomena of life.

Shakespeare and Cervantes?it may be
said ?what comparison can there be be-
tween the two? Shakespeare is a giant, a
demi-god. True, but neither is Cervantes
a pigmy before this giant, but a full-sized
man. Doubtless, Shakespeare crushes Cer.
vantes with the wealth and force of hl«
imagination, the brilliancy of his poetic
heights, the depth and vastness of his tre-
mendous mind. But neither can one meet
In " Don Quixote" dull witticisms, un-
natural comparisons, or imitated passages.
Shakespeare takes his characters from
everywhere, from heaven, from earth;
nothing can escape his piercing look. He
uproots them with Incomparable violence,with the force of an eagle dropping on Its
prey. Cervantes gently presents before his
reader his few characters, as a father Intro-
duces his children. He takes only what Is
near him, but what' Is near him he knows
well. All humanity seem to be subject to
the mighty genius of the English poet,
while Cervantes obtains his wealth from
his own soul, clear, humble, rich with ex.
perlences in life, but not hardened by them.
The circle subject to him is much narrower
than Shakespeare's, but it also reflects a
humanity In itself. Cervantes will not da«-
sle his reader's eye with a lightning-like
word, will not thrill him with the titanic
power of his masterful inspiration; his
poetry Is not Shakespeare's?often a tem-
pestous ocean?lt Is a deep river, calmly
flowing between Its multicolored banks.

One's Imagination readily pictures the
figures of the two poets?contemporaries,
who died on the very same day, the 23d of
April, 1616. Cervantes. In all probability,
krjew nothing of Shakespeare. But the
great dramatist, in the quietude of his
Stratford home, may have read the famousnovel, which was then already translatedInto English. ? , * ? A picture worthy
of the brush of a painter-philosopher!
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