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the old woman, and to run with the runner
Lok, and presently found that he had been
drinking up the sea, and wrestling with
Time, and racing with Thought, describes
us who are contending, amid these seeming
trifles, with the supreme energies of Nature.
We fancy we have fallen into bad company
and squalid condition, low debts, shoe-bills,
broken glass to pay for, pots to buy, butcher's
meat, sugar, milk, and coal. * Set me some
great task, ye gods! and I will show my
spirit."” *“ Not so,"” says the good Heaven;
** plod and plough, vamp your old coats and
hats, weave a shoestring ; great affairs and
the best wine by and by.,” Well, 'tis all
pbantasm ; and if we weave a yard of tape
m all humility, and as well as we can, long
hereafter we shall see it was no cotton tape
at all, but some galaxy which we braided, and
that the threads were Time and Nature.

We cannot write the order of the variable
winds. How can we penetrate the law of our
shifting moods and susceptibility? Yet they
differasall and nothing. Insteadof thefirma-
ment of yesterday, which our eyes require, it is
to-dayan egg-shell which coops usin; wecan-
not even see what or where our stars of destiny
are. From day to day, the capital facts of
human life are hidden from our eyes, Sud-
denly the mist rolls up, and reveals them, and
we think how much good time is gone, that
might have been saved, had any hint of these
things been shown. A sudden rise in the
road shows us the system of mountains, and
all the summits, which have been just as near
us all the year, but quite out of mind. But
these alternations are not without their order,
and we are parties to our various fortune.
Iflife seem a succession of dreams, yet poetic
justice is done in dreams also. The visions
ol;ﬁood men are good; it is the undisciplined
will that is whipped with bad thoughts and
bad fortunes, en we break the laws, we
lose our hold on the central reality. Like
sick men in hospitals, we change only from
bed to bed, from one folly to another ; and
it cannot signify much what becomes of such
castaways,—wailing, stupid, comatose crea-
tures,—lifted from bed to bed, from the no-
thing of life to the nothing of death.

In this kingdom of illusions we ope
eagerly for stays and foundations. There
is none but a strict and faithful dealing at
home, and a severe barring out of all duplicity
orillusion there. Whatever games are played
with us, we must play no games with our-
selves, but deal in our privacy with the last
honesty and truth. I look upon the simple

and childish virtues of veracity and honesty | f

as the root of all that is sublime in character,
as you think, be what you are, pay
your debts of allkinds. I prefer to be owned

as sound and solvent, and ;_\\‘r;;l-—q——"'“
as my bond, and to be w{xat ua:r?ogza?,d
skipped, or dissipated, or undermined .
all the delaf in the universe. This realify io
the foundation of friendship, religion, poeiry
and art. At the top or at the bottom of aﬂ,
illusions, I set the cheat which stjl] leads yus
to work and live for appearances, in spite of
our conviction, in all sane hours, that it is
what we really are that avails with friends
with strangers, and with fate or fortune,

One would think from the talk of men
that riches and poverty were a great mauer'-
and our civilization mainly respects it, Bm'
the Indians say, that they do not think the
white man with his brow of care, always
toiling, afraid of heat and cold, and keepin
within doors, has any advantage of them,
The permanent interest of every man is,
never to be in a false position, but to have
the weight of Nature to back him in all that
he does. Riches and poverty are a thick
or thin costume ; and our life—the life of
all of us—identical. For we transcend the
circumstance continually, and taste the real
quality of existence; as in our employments,
which only differ in the manipulations, but
express the same laws ; or in our thoughts,
which wear no silks, and taste no ice-creams.
We see God face to face every hour, and
know the savour of Nature.

The early Greek philosophers Heraclitus
and Xenophanes measured their force on
this problem of identity. Diogenes of Apol-
lonia said, that unless the atoms were made
of one stuff, they could never blend and act
with one another. But the Hindoos, in their
sacred writings, express the liveliest feeling,
both of the essential identity, and of that
illusion which they conceive variety to be.
* The notions, ‘7 am' and * This is mine,’
which influence mankind, are but delusions
of the mother of the world. Dispel, O
Lord of all creatures | the conceit of know-
ledge which proceeds from ignorance.” And
the beatitude of man they hold to lie in being
freed from fascination.

The intellect is stimulated by the state-
ment of truth in a trope, and the will by
clothing the laws of life in illusions. But
the unities of Truth and of Right are not
broken by the disguise. There need never
be any confusion in these. In a crowded
life of many parts and performers, on a
'mﬁ of nations, or in the obscurest hamlet
In Maine or California, the same elements
offer the same choices to each new-comer,
and, according to his election, he fixes his
ortune in absolute Nature. It would be
hard to put more mental and moral philo-
sophy than the Persians have thrown into
sentence :—
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* Fooled thou must be, though wi TE
Then be the fool of\fiﬁ.ﬁe,g :rxl:ltrl :tl‘:svtigz.we s

There is no chance, and no anarchy, in
the universe. All is system and gradation.
Every god is there sitting in his sphere.
The young mortal enters the hall of the
firmament ; there is he alone with them
alone, they pouring on him benedictions and
gifts, and beckoning himup to their thrones.
On the instant, and incessantly, fall snow-
storms and illusions.
2 vast crowd which sways this way and that,
and whose movement and doings he must

He fancies himself in |

obey : he fancies himsell T ¥
insignificant. The mad crm ;lr?:g;h }?Rﬁ;-
and thither, now furiously commanding this
thing to be done, now that. What is he
that he ;hould resist their will, and think or
act forhimself? Everymoment, new changes,
and new showers of deceptions, to baffle
and distract him. And when, by and by,
f_or an instant, the air clears, and the cloud
lifts a little, there are the gods still sitting
around him on their thrones,—they alone
with him alone.

LETTERS AND
POETRY AND IMAGINATION.

THE perception of matter is made the com-
mon sense, and for cause, This was the
cradle, this the go-cart, of the human child.
We must learn the homely laws of fire and
water ; we must feed, wash, plant, build.
These are ends of necessity, and first in the
order of nature. Poverty, frost, famine,
disease, debt, are the beadles and guardsmen
that hold us to common sense. The intellect,
yielded up to itself, cannot supersede this
tyrannic necessity. The restraining grace
of common sense is the mark of all the valid

minds,—of Zsop, Aristotle, Alfred, Luther,
| Shakspeare, Cervantes, Franklin, Napoleon.

The common sense which does not meddle
with the absolute, but takes things at their
word,—things as they appear,—believes in
the existence of matter, not because we can
touch it, or conceive of it, but because it
agrees with ourselves, and the universe does
not jest with us, but is in earnest,—is the
house of health and life. In spite of all the
joys of poets and the joys of saints, the most
imaginative and abstracted person never
makes, with impunity, the least mistake in
this particular,—never tries tokindle his oven
with water, nor carries a torch into & powder-
mill, nor seizes his wild charger by the tail.
We should not pardon the blunderin another,
nor endure it in ourselves.

But whilstwe deal with this as finality, early
hints are given that we are not to stay here ;
that we must be making ready to go;—a
warning that this magnificent hotel and con-
veniency we call Nature is not final. First
innuendoes,then broad hints, then smart taps,
are given, suggesting that nothing stands
still in nature but death ; that the creation

SOCIAL AIMS.

is on wheels, in transit, always passing into
something else, streaming into something
higher ; that matter is not what it appears ;
—that chemistry can blow it all into gasf
Faraday, the most exact of natural philo-
sophers, taught that when we should arrive
at the monads, or primordial elements, (the
supposed little cubes or prisms of which all
matter was built up), we should not find
cubes, or prisms, Or atoms, at all, but sphe-
rules of fgrce. Tt was whispered that the
globes of the universe were precipitates of
something more subtle ; nay, somewhat was
murmured in our ear that dwindled astro-
nomy into a toy .—that too was no finality ;
— only provisiopal,-—2 makeshift ; — that
under chemistry was power and purpose :
power and purpose ride Hn matter to the last
atom. Itwas steepedin thought,—did every-
where express thought ; that, as great con-
querors have burned their ships when once
they were landed on the wished-for shore,
so the noble house of Nature we inhabit
has temporary Uuses, and we can afford to
leave it one day. The ends of all are moral,

and therefore the beginnings arc such. Thin
or solid, everything 1s in flight. I believe this
conviction makes the charm of chemistry,—
that we have the same avoirdupois matter
in an alembic, without a vestige old
form ; and in animal transformation not less,
as in grub and fly, in egg and bird, in embryo
and man ; everything undressing and steal-
ing away from its old into new form, and |
nothing fast but those invisible cords which .
we call laws, on which all is strung. Then

things wear different names and
we see that things B

faces, but belong to on¢ family ;
secret cords, or laws, show their well-known
virtue through every variety,—be 1t animal,
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or plant, or planet, — and the interest is
gradually transferred from the forms to the
lurking method.

This hint, however conveyed, upsets our
politics, trade, customs, marriages, nay the
common-sense side of religion and literature,
which are all founded on low nature,—on
the clearest and most economical mode of
administering the material world, considered
as final. The admission, never so covertly,
that this is a makeshift, sets the dullest
brain in ferment ; our little sir, from his first
tottering steps,—as soon as he can crow,—
does not like to be practised upon, suspects
that some one is *“doing"” him,—and, at
this alarm, everything is compromised ;—
gunpowder is laid under every man'’s break-
fast-table.

But whilst the man is startled by this
closer inspection of the laws of matter, his
attention is called to the independent action
of the mind,—its strange suggestions and
laws,—a certain tyranny which springs up in
his own thoughts, which have an order,
method, and beliefs of their own, very differ-
ent from the order which this common sense
uses,

Suppose there were in the ocean certain
strong currents which drove a ship, caught
in them, with a force that no skill of sailing
with the best wind, and no strength of oars,
or sails, or steam, could make any head
against any more than against the current
of Ni ¢ such currents—so tyrannical
—exist in thoughts, those finest and
subtilest of all waters,—that, as soon as
once thought begins, it refuses to remem-
ber whose brain it belongs to, — what
country, tradition, or religion,—and goes
whirling off—swim we merrily—in a direction
self-chosen, by law of thought, and not by
law of kitchen clock or county committee,
It has its own polarity. One of these vortices
or self-directions of thought is the impulse
to search resemblance, affinity, identity, in
all its objects, and hence our science, from

. its rudest o its most refined theories,

The electric word pronounced by John
Hunter a hundred years ago,—arrested and
progressive dewiapmmt,-—-mdica!jng the way
upward from the invisible protoplasm to the
highest organisms,—gave the poetic key to
Natural Science,—of which the theorics of
Geoffroy St. Hilaire. of Oken, of Goethe, of

iz, and Owen, and Darwin, in zoblogy
and botany, are the fruits,—a hint whose
power is not yet exhausted, showing unity
and perfect order in physics.

The hardest chemist, the severest analyzer,
scornful of all but dryest fact, is forced to

the poetic curve of nature, and his|d

is like a myth of Theocritus. All

multiplicity rushes tom\E“TE{‘
unity. Anatomy, osteology, exhibitarresteg
or progressive ascent in each kind ; the lowe;
pointing to the higher forms, the higher tr
the highest, from the fluid in an elastje sacko
from radiate, mollusk, articulate, vertebrate.
—up to man; as if the whole anima] \\'orlci
were only a Hunterian museum to exhibit
the genesis of mankind.

Identity of law, perfect order in physics
perfect parallelisin between the laws of
Nature and the laws of thought exist, Iy
botany we have the like, the poetic percep-
tion of metamorphosis,—that the same vege.
table point or eye which is the unit of the
plant can be transformed at pleasure intg
every part, as bract, leaf, petal, stamen,
pistil, or seed.

In geology, what a useful hint was given
to the early inquirers on seeing in the pos-
session of Professor Playfair a bough of a
fossil tree, which was perfect wood at one
end, and perfect mineral coal at the other,
Natural objects, if individually described,
and out of connection, are not yet known,
since they are really parts of a symmetrical
universe, like words of a sentence ; and if
their true order is found, the poet can read
their divine significance orderly asin a Bible,
Each animal or vegetable form remembers !
the next inferior, and predicts the mnext
higher,

‘There is one animal, one plant, one matter,
and one force. The laws of light and of
heat translate each other ;—so do the laws
of sound and of colour ; and so galvanism,
electricity, and magnetism are varied forms
of the selfsame energy. While the student
ponders this immense unity, he observes
that all things in nature, the animals, the
mountain, the river, the seasons, wood, iron,
stone, vapour,—have a mysterious relation
to his thoughts and his life ; their growths,
decays, quality, and use so curiously resemble
himself, in parts and in wholes, that he is
compelled to speak by means of them. His
words and his thoughts are framed by their
help. Every noun js an i . Nature
gives himm likeness,
sometimes in caricature, a copy of every
humour and shade in his character and
mind. The world is an immense picture-
book of every passage in human life. Every
object he beholds is the mask of a man.

“The privates of man’s heart
The speken and sound ih his ear
As IL: they loud winds were" ;
for the universe is full of their echoes.

Every correspondence we observe in mind
and matter suggests a substance older and
eeper than either of these old nobilities.
We see the law gleaming through, like the
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sense of a half-translated ode of Hafiz. The
poet who plays with it with most boldness
best justifies himself,—is most profound and
most devout. Passion adds eyes,—is fa
magnifying-glass. Sonnets of lovers are mad
enough, but are valuable to the philosopher,
as are prayers of saints, for their potent
symbolism.

Science was false by being unpoetical. It
assumed to explain a reptile or mollusk, and
isolated it,—which is hunting for life in

veyards. Reptile or mollusk or man or
angel only exists in system, in relation. The
mgta.physician. the poet, only sees each
animal form as an inevitable stepin the path
of the creating mind. TheIndian, the hunter,
the boy with his pets, have sweeter know-
ledge of these than the savant. We use
semblances of logic until experience puts us
in possession of real logic. ‘The poet knows
the missing link by the joy it gives. The
poet gives us the eminent experiences only,
—a god stepping from peak to peak, nor
planting his foot but on a mountain.

Science does not know its debt to imagin-
ation. Goethe did not believe that a great
naturalist could exist without this faculty.
He was himself conscious of its help, which
made him a prophet among the doctors.
From this vision he gave brave hints to the
zoblogist, the botanist, and the optician.

Poetry.—The primary use of a fact is low:
the secondary use, as it is a figure or illustra-
tion of my thought, is the real worth, First,
the fact ; second, its impression, or what 1
think of it. Hence Nature was called “‘a
kind of adulterated reason.’” Seas, forests,
metals, diamonds, and fossils interest the
eye, but 'tis only with some preparatory or
predicting charm. Their value to the intel-
lect appears only when 1 hear their meaning
made plain in the spiritual truth they cover.

' The mind, penetrated with its sentiment or

‘mistress in every

its thought, projects it outward on whatever
it beholds. The lover sees reminders of his
beautiful object ; the saint,
for devotion in every natural

an argument E
the facility with which Nature

process ; and

! Jends itself to the thoughts of man, the apt-
' ness with which a river, a
' day, or night,
 if the world were

flower, a bird, fire,
can express his fortunes, isas
with a change of form, rendered to him all
his experience. We cannot utter a sentence
in sprightly conversation without a simili-
tude. Note our incessant use of the word
like,—like fire, like a rock, like thunder, like
a bee, ** like a year without & spring.” Con-
versation is not permitted without tropes ;
nothing but great weight in things can afford
a quite lit speech. It is ever enlivened

by inversion and trope. God himsel
not speak prose, but mmmunim:];s&wrmcio;
by hints, omens, inference, and dark resem-
blances in objects lying all around us,
Nothing so marks a man as imaginative
expressions. A figurative statement arrests
attention, and is remembered and repeated.
How often has a phrase of this kind made a
reputation. Pythagoras's Golden Sayings
were such, and Socrates’s, and Mirabeau's
and Burke's, and Bonaparte's. Genius thus
makes the transfer from one part of Nature
to a remote part, and betrays the rhymes
and echoes that pole makes with pole.
Imaginative minds cling to their images,
and do not wish them rashly rendered into
prose reality, as children resent your showing
them that their doll Cinderella is nothing
but pine wood and rags: and my young
scholar does not wish to know what the
leopard, the wolf, or Lucia signifies in
Dante's Inferno, but prefers to keep their
veils on. Mark the delight of an audience
in an image. When some familiar truth or
fact appears in a new dress, mounted as on
a fine horse, equipped with a grand pair of
ballooning wings, we cannot enough testify
our surprise and pleasure. Itislike the new
virtue shown in some unprized old property,
as when a boy finds that his pocket-knife
will attract steel filings and take up a needle ;
or when the old horse-block in the yard is
found to be a Torso Hercules of the Phidian
age. Vivacity of expression may indicate
this high gift, even when the thought is of
no great scope, as when Michel Angelo,
praising the ferra cottas, said, ** If this earth
were to become marble, woe to the an-
tiques!" A happy symbol is a sort of evi-
dence that your thought is just. I had rather
have a good symbol of my thought, or a
good analogy, than the suffrage of Kant or
Plato. If you agree with me, orif Locke or
Montesquien agree, 1 may yet be wrong ;
but if the elm-tree thinks the same thing,

only a disguised man, and, | g1

if running water, if burning coal, if crystals,
if alkalies, in their several fashions, say what
1 say, it must be true. Thus, a good symbol
is the best argument, and is a missionary to
persuade thousands. The Vedas, the Edda,

the Koran, are each remembered by their
happiest figure. There is no more welg{\:_m::
nal

ift to men than a new symbol.
catiates, transports, converts them. They
assimilate themselves to it,—deal with it 1n
all ways, and it will last a hundred years.
Then comes 4 new genius and brings
another, Thus the Greek mythology called
the sea ' the tear of Saturn.” The returnt
of the soul to God was dcsct:fbgd_ as “‘a
flask of water broken in the sea.”’ Saint John
gave us the Christian figure of **souls washed
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in the blood of Christ." The aged Michel
Angelo indicates his perpetual study as in
boyhood,—** I my satchel stil.” Ma-
chiavel described the papacy as '‘a stone
inserted in the body of Italy to keep the

| wound open.” To the Parliament debating

" how to tax America, Burke exclaimed,
** Shear the wolf."” Our Kentuckian orator
said of his dissent from his companion, *‘I
showed him the back of my hand." And
our proverb of the courteous soldier reads :
** An iron hand in a velvet glove."

This belief that the higher use of the
material world is to furnish us types or pic-
tures to express the thoughts of the mind is
carried to its logical extreme by the Hindoos,
who, following Buddha, have made it the
central doctrine of their religion, that what
we call Nature, the external world, has no
real existence,—is only phenomenal. Youth,
age, property, condition, events, persons,—
self, even,—are successive maias (deceptions)
through which Vishnu mocks and instructs
the soul. I think Hindoo books the best
gymnastics of the mind, as showing treat-
ment. All European libraries might almost
be read without the swing of this gigantic
arm being suspected. But these Orientals
deal with worlds and pebbles freely.

For the value of a trope is that the hearer

ﬁs one ; and indeed Nature itself is a vast
trope, and all particular natures are tropes,
As the bird alights on the bough.mt?‘i?n
plunges into the air again, so the thoughts

God pause but for a moment in any

{fnrm. All thinking is analogizing, and 'tis
the use of life to learn metonomy. The
endless passing of one element into new
forms, the incessant metamorphosis, explains
the rank which the imagination holds in our
catalogue of mental powers. The imagina-
tion is the reader of these forms. The poet
accounts all productions and changes of
Nature as the nouns of language, uses them
representatively, too well pleased with their
ulterior to value much their primary mean-
ing. Every new object so seen gives a shock
fl'f a_gmeqble_surprisi. l'1]?11.& impressions on

e imagination make the t days of life :
the'bogﬂ the landscape, oﬁe peyrs'sonalily
which did not stay on the surface of the eye
or ear, but penetrated to the inward sense,
agitates us, and is not forgotten. Walking,
working, or talking, the sole question is how
many strokes vibrate on this mystic string, —
how many diameters are drawn quite through
from matter to spirit; for, whenever you
enunciate a natural law, you discover that
you have enunciated a law of the mind,
Chemistry, geology, hydraulics, are secon.
dary science. The atomic theory is only an
interior process produced, as geometers say,

or the effect of a foregone piem
theory. Swedenborg saw gravity to be onl

an external of the irresistible attractiong );
affection and faith. Mountains ang Ocea:?

we think we understand :—yes, so long as
they are contented to be such, and are saf:
with the geologist, —but when they are
melted in Promethean alembics, and come
out men, and then, melted again, come quy
words, without any abatement, but with an
exaltation of power |—

In poetry we say we uire the mij
The bee flies among thr:qﬂowers, and?é&
mint and marjoram, and generates a neyw
Eroducr., which is not mintand marjoram, byt

oney ; the chemist mixes hydrogen apg
oxygen to yield a new product, which is not
these, but water; and the poet listens to
conversation, and beholds all objects in na-
ture, to give back, not them, but a new and
transcendent whole.

Poetry is the perpetual endeavour to ex-
press the spirit of the thing, to pass the brute
body, and search the life and reason which
cause it to exist ;—to see that the object is
always flowing away, whilst the spirit or
necessity which causes it subsists. Its essen-
tial mark is that it betrays in every word
instant activity of mind, shown in new uses
of every fact and image,—in preternatural
quickness or perception of relations. All its
words are poems. It is a presence of mind
that gives a miraculous command of allmeans
of uttering the thought and feeling of the
moment. The poet squanders on the hour
an amount of life that would more than
furnish the seventy years of the man that
stands next him.

The term *‘genius,” when used with em-
phasis, implies imagination ; use of symbols,
figurative speech. A deep insight will al-
ways, like Nature, ultimate its thought in a
thing. As soon asaman mastersa principle,
and sees his facts in relation to it, fields,
waters, skies, offer to clothe his thoughts in
images. Then all men understand him:
Parthian, Mede, Chinese, Spaniard, and
Indian hear their own tongue. For he can
now find symbols of universal significance,
which are readily rendered into any dialect ;
as a painter, a sculptor, a musician, can in
their several ways express the same sentiment
of anger, or love, or religion.

The thoughts are few ; the forms many ;
the large vocabulary or many-coloured coat
of theindigent unity, The savans are chatty
and vain,—but hold them hard to principle
and definition, and they become mute and
near-sighted. What is motion? what is
beauty ? what is matter? what is life? what
is force? Push them hard, and they will not
be loquacious, They will come to Plato,
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Proclus, and Swedenborg, The invisible
and imponderable is the sole fact. ‘* Why
chianiges not the violet earth into musk? "
What is the term of the ever-flowing meta-
morphosis? I do not know what are the
stoppages, but I see that a devouring unity
changes all into that which changes not.

The act of imagination is ever attended
by pure delight. Iti i

has e atoms of our frame
in a dance. Our indeterminate size is a
delicious secret which it reveals to us. The
mountains begin to dislimn, and float in the
air. In the presence and conversation of a
true poet, teeming with images to express
his enlarging thought, his person, his form,
grows larger to our fascinated eyes. And
thus begins that deification which all nations
have made of their heroes in every kind,—
saints, poets, lawgivers, and warriors.

Imagination. — Whilst common sense
looks at things or visible nature as real and
final facts, poetry, or the imagination which
dictates it, is a second sight, looking through
these, and using them as types or words for
thoughts which they signify. Or is this
hc]ic?a metaphysical whim of modern times,
and quite too refined? On the contrary, it
is as old as the human mind. Our best
definition of poetry is one of the oldest
sentences, and claims to come down to us
from the Chaldesean Zoroaster, who wrote it
thus : “‘Poets are standing transporters,
whose employment consists in speaking to
the Father and to matter; in producing
apparent imitations of unapparent natures,
and inscribing things unapparent in the
apparent fabrication of the world”; in
other words, the world exists for thought :
it is to make appear things which hide :
mountains, crystals, plants, animals, are
seen ; that which makes them is not seen :
these, then, are ‘‘apparent copies of un-
apparent natures." n expressed the
same sense in his definition, ‘' Poetry ac-
commodates the shows of things to the
desires of the mind" ; and Swedenborg,
when he said, ‘‘ There is nothing existing
in human thought, even though relating to
the most mysterious tenet of faith, but has
combined with it a natural and sensuous
image.” And again : ‘‘ Names, countries,
nations, and the like are not at all known to
those who are in heaven ; they have no idea

of such things, but of the realities signified
b s e
~ intellect ; therefore is poe t

reading. The very design g?ir.naginatior_z is
to domesticate us in another, in a celestial,
pature,

This power is in the image i
power is in nature, It soafﬁagf:a feiall?;:
it so is. Allthatis wondrous in Sweden
is not his invention, but his extraordi
perception ;—that he was necessitated so to
see, _Thc world realizes the mind. Better
than images is seen through them. = The
selection of the image is no more arbitrary
than the power and significance of the
image. The selection must follow fate,
Poetry, if perfected, is the only verity; is
the speech of man after the real, and not
after the apparent.

Or, shall we say that the imagination
exists by sharing the ethereal currents?
The poet contemplates the central identity,
sees it undulate and roll this way and that,
with divine flowings, through remotest
things ; and, following it, can detect essential
resemblances in natures never before com-
pared. He can class them so audaciously,
because he is sensible of the sweep of the
celestial stream, from which nothing is
exempt. His own body is a fleeing appari-
tion, —his personality as fugitive as the
trope he employs. In certain hours we can
almost pass our hand through our own body.
I think the use or value of poetry to be the
suggestion it affords of the flux or fuga-
ciousness of the poet. The mind delights
in measuring itself thus with matter, with
history, and ﬁom.inF both. A thought, any
thought, pressed, followed, opened, dwarfs
matter, custom, and all but itself. But
this second sight does not necessarily impair
the primary or common sense. Pindar
and Dante, yes, and the gray and time-worn
sentences of Zoroaster, may all be parsed,
though we do not parse them. The poet
has a logic, though it be subtile. He ob-
serves higher laws than he transgresses.
** Poetry must first be good sense, though it
is something better.

This union of first and second sight reads
nature to the end of delight and of moral
use. Men are imaginative, but not over-
powered by it to the extent of confounding
its suggestions with external facts. We live
in both spheres, and must not mix them.
Genius certifies its entire possession of its
thought, by translating it into a fact which
perfectly represents it, and is hereby educa-
tion. Charles James Fox thought ‘* Poetry
the great refreshment of the human mind,—
the only thing, afterall ; that men first found
out they had minds, by making and tasting
poetry."” ’ .

Man runs about restless and in pain when
his condition or the objects about him do
not fully match his thought. He wishes to
be rich, to be old, to be young, that thin
may obqy him. In the ocean, In fire, in the
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sky, in the forest, he finds facts adequate
and as large as he. As his thoughts are
deeper than he can fathom, soalso are these.
*Tis easier to read Sanscrit, to decipher the
arrowhead character, than to interpret these
familiar sights. "Tis even much to name
them. Thus Thomson's ‘‘Seasons' and
the best parts of many old and many new

ts are simply enumerations by a person
who felt the beauty of the common sights
and sounds, without any attempt to draw a
moral or affix a meaning.

The poet discovers that what men value
as substances havea higher value as symbols;
that nature is the immense shadow of man.

A man's action is only a picture-book of his

creed. He does after what he believes. Your

condition, your employment, is the fable of

you. The world is thoroughly anthropo-
‘morphized, as if it had passui] through the
Edy and mind of man, and taken his mould
and form. Indeed, good poetry is always
personification, and heightens every species
of force in nature by giving it a human voli-
tion. We areadvertised that there is nothing
to which man is not related ; that everything
is convertible into every other  The staff in
his hand is the radius vector of thesun. ‘The
chemistry of this is the chemistry of that.
Whatever one act we do, whatever one thing
we learn, we arc doing and learning all
things, marching in the direction of universal
power. Every healthy mind is a true Alex-
ander or Sesostris, building a universal
monarchy.

The senses impnson us, and we help them
with meters as limitary,—with a pair of scales
and a foot-rule and a clock. How long it
took to find out what a day was, or what
this sun, that makes days! It cost thou-
sands of years only to make the motion of
the earth suspected. Slowly, by comparing
thousands of observations, there dawned on
somemind atheory of the sun,—and we found
the astronomical fact. But the astronomy
is in the mind : the senses affirm that the
earth stands still and the sun moves. The
sensescollect the surfacefacts of matter. The
intellect acts on these brute reports, and ob-
tains from them results which are the essence
or intellectual form: of the experiences. It
compares, distributes, generalizes, and up-
lifts them into its own sphere. It knows
that these transfigured results are not the
brute Tmces, just as souls in heaven
are not the red bodies they once animated.
Many uusgwauons have befallen them.
The &toms of the body were once nebulz,
then rock, then loam, then corn, then chyme,
then chyle, then blood ; and now the behold-

and co-energizing mind sees the same
;hgnd ascent to the third, the seventh,

or the tenth power of the daily acolderr:
which the senses report, and \\)r{hic%m::i?}::
the raw material of knowledge. It was sep
sation ; when memory came, it was exper'-
ence ; when mind acted, it was knowled elh.
when mind acted on it as knowledge, i
was thought. -
This metonomy, or seeing the same sense
in things so diverse, gives a pure pleasure
Every one of a million times we find a charpy
in the metamorphosis. It makes us dance
and sing. All men are so far poets. When
people tell me they do not relish poetry, and
bring me Shelley, or Aikin's Poets, or I know
notwhatv €5 of rhymed English, to show
that it has no charm, I am quite of their
mind. But this dislike of the books only
proves their liking of poetry. For they relish
Asop,—cannot forget him, or not use him;
bring them Homer's Iliad, and they like
that ; or the Cid, and that rings well : read
to them from Chaucer, and they reckon him
an honest fellow. *‘Lear" and '* Macbeth"
and * Richard IIL" they know pretty well
without guide. Give them Robin Hood's
ballads, or * Griselda,” or ‘' Sir Andrew
Barton,' or ** Sir Patrick Spense," or ‘' Chevy
Chase,” or ‘* Tam O'Shanter," and they like
these well enough. They like to see statues;
they like to name the stars ; they like to talk
and hear of Jove, Apollo, Minerva, Venus,
and the Nine. See how tenacious we are of
the old names. They like poetry without
knowing it as such. They like to go to the
theatre and be made to weep; to Faneuil
Hall, and be taught by Otis, Webster, or
Kossuth, or Phillips, what great hearts they
have, what tears, what new possible enlarge-
ments to their narrow horizons. They like
to see sunsets on the hills or on a lake shore.
Now, a cow does not gaze at the rainbow, or
show or affect any interest in the landscape,
or a peacock, or the song of thrushes.
Nature is the true idealist. ~When she
serves us best, when, on rare days, she
speaks to the imagination, we feel that the
huge heaven and earth are but a web drawn
around us, that the light, skies, and moun-
tains are but the painted vicissitudes of the
soul. Who has heard our hymn in the
churches without accepting the truth,—
** As o'er our heads the seasons roll 9
And soothe with change of bliss the soul”?
Of course, when we describe man as poet,
and credit him with the triumphs of the art,
we speak of the potential or ideal man,—not
found now in any one person. You must g0
through a city or a nation, and find on¢
faculty here, one there, to build the truf
poet withal. Yet all men know the portralt
when itis drawn, and it is part of religion 12
believe its possible incarnation,
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He is the healthy, the wise, the funda-
mental, the manly man, seer of the secret ;
against all the appearance, he d re-
p_or&s;he_t!_u_mhﬂmcm that the sou‘él Lg-en_—e—
rates matter, And poetry is the only verity,
—1he expression of a sound mind speaking
after the ideal, and not after the apparent
ASapower,itis theperception of the symbolic
character of things, and the treating them as
representative : as a talent, it is a magnetic
tenaciousness of an image, and by the treat-
ment demonstrating that this pigment of
thought is as palpable and objective to the
poet as is the ground on which he stands, or
the walls of houses about him. And this
}mwer appears in Dante and Shakspeare.

n some individuals this insight, or second
sight, has an extraordinary reach which com-
pels our wonder, as in Behmen, Swedenborg,
and William Blake, the painter.

William Blake, whose abnormal genius,
Wordsworth said, interested him more than
the conversation of Scott or of Byron, writes
thus : * He who does not imagine in stronger
and better lineaments, and in stronger and
better light than his perishing mortal eye
can see, does not imagineatall, The painter
of this work asserts that all his imaginations
appear to him infinitely more perfect and
more minutely organized, than anything seen
by his mortal eye. . . . I assert for myself
that I do not behold the outward creation,
and that to me it would be a hindrance, and
not action. I question not my corporeal eye
any more than I would question a window
concerning a sight, I look through it, and
not with it."

"Tis a problem of metaphysics to define the
province of Fancy and Imagination. The
words are often used, and the things con-
founded. Imagination respects the cause.
It is the vision of an inspired soul reading
arguments and affirmations in all nature of
that which it is driven to say. DBut as this
soul is released a little from its passion, and
at leisure plays with the resemblances and
types for amusement, and not for its moral
end A i i ancy. , ma
with his affliction, thinks every man who
suffers must have the like cause with his own.
«“ What, have his daughters brought him to
this pass?" But when, his attention being
diverted, his mind rests from this thought,
he becomes fanciful with Tom, playing with
the superficial resemblances of objects.
Bunyan, in pain for his soul, wrote * ‘Pilgrim's
Progress " ; Quarles, after he was quite cool,
wrote ** Emblems."

Imagination is cen cial.
Fancy relates to surface, in a t

tcgf life lies. The lover is rightl! smg?:u
ancy the hair, eyes, complexion of the maid.

: fancy, suj

F atnc§ is.a wi ljnlla, jmggjnati&n asmnm@ﬁ
act ; fancy, a play as wit s and puppe

fi"ﬁicl‘_l we choose to call men and \Eom :
imagination, a perception and affirming of
a real relation between a thought and some
material fact. Fancy amuses ; imagination

expands and exalts us. Imagination uses
Fancy joins by

an organic classification.
a resemblance, surprisesand amuses

i
the idle, but is silent in the presence of t
passion and action, Fancy aggregates;
ation ani ., Fancy is related to

cdlour ; imaginafion, to form. Fancy paints;
imagination sculptures,

Veracity,—1 do not wish, therefore, to
find that my poet is not partaker of the feast
he spreads, or that he would kindle or amuse
me with that which does not kindle or amuse
him. He must believein his poetry. Homer,
Milton, Hafiz, Herbert, Swedenborg, Words-
worth, are heartily enamoured of their sweet
thoughts. Moreover, they know that this
correspondence of things to thoughts is far
deeper than they can penetrate,—defyin
adequate expression ; that it is elemental,
or in the core of things. Veracity, there-
fore, is that which we require in poets,—
that they shall say how it was with them,
and not what might be said. And the fault
of our popular poetry isthat it is notsincere.

«What news?' asks man of man every-
where. The only teller of news is the poet.
When he sings, the world listens with the
assurance that now a secret of God is to be
spoken. The right poetic mood is or makes
a more complete sensibility,—piercing the
outward fact to the meaning of the fact;
shows a sharper insight : and the perception
creates the strong expression of it, as the
man who sees his way walks in it.

"Tis a rule in eloquence, that the moment
the orator loses command of his audience, the
audience commands him. So, in poetry, the
master rushes to deliver his thought, and
the words and images fly to him to express
it ; whilst colder moods are forced to respect
the ways of saying it, and insinuate, or, as
it were, muffle the fact, to suit the poverty
or caprice of their expression, s0 that they
only hint the matter, or allude to it, being
unable to fuse and mould their words and
images to fluid obedience. hs;f hc.;lvi SI;:J:
speare grapples at once with the main
bli’:::r ‘51' 311: tragedy, as in ‘' Lear ‘and
 Macbeth,” ancf the opening of ‘' The
Merchant of Venice.” :

All writings must be in.a degree exoteric,
written to a human shoula ot would, instead
of to the fatal s - this holds even of the bra-
vest and sincerest writers. Every writeris a
skater, and must go partly where he would,
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and partly where the skates carry him ; or a
sailor, who can onlyland where sails can be
blown. And yet it is to be added, that high
poetry exceeds the fact, or nature itself, just
as skates allow the good skater far more
grace than his best walking would show, or
sails more than riding. The poet writes
from a real experience, the amateur feigns
one. Of course, one draws the bow with
his fingers, and the other with the strength
of his body ; one speaks with his lips, and
the other with a chest voice. Talent amuses,
but if your verse has not a necessary and
autobiographic basis, though under whatever
gay poetic veils, it shall not waste my time.

For poetry is faith. To the poet the
world is virgin soil : all is practicable ; the
men are ready for virtue; it is always time
to do right. He is a true re-commencer, or
Adam in the garden again. He affirms the
applicability of the ideal law to this ntoment
and the present knot of affairs. Parties,
lawyers, and men of the world will invari-
ably dispute such an application as romantic
and dangerous : they admit the general
truth, but they and their affair always con-
stitute a case in bar of the statute. Free-
trade, they concede, is very well as a prin-
ciple, but it is never quite the time for its
adoptionwithout prejudicing actual interests,
Chastity, they admit, is very well,—but then
think of Mirabeau's passion and tempera-
ment | —Eternal laws are very well, which
admit no violation,—but so extreme were
the times and manners of mankind, that
you must admit miracles,—for the times
constituted a case. Of course, we know
what you say, that legends are found in all
tribes,—but this legend is different. And
so, throughout, the poet affirms the laws :
prose busies itself with exceptions,—with
the local and individual.

I require that the poem should impress
me, so that after T have shut the book, it
shall recall me to_itself, or that passages |
sho mestimable is the criticism of
Temory as a corrective to first impressions.
We are dazzled at first by new words and
brilliancy of colour, which occupy the fancy
and deceive the judgment. Buf all this is
easily forgotten. Later, the thought, the
happy image which expressed it, and which
was a true experience of the poet, recurs to
mind, and sends me back in search of the
book. And I wish that the poet should fore-
see this habit of readers, and omit all but the
important passages. Shakspeare is made up
of important passages, like Damascus steel
made up of old nails. Homer has his own,—

“One omen is good, to die for one’s country” ;
and again,—

Ly e amiE T ——
'lh?E ?l:: lnﬂl]:IL_r_End" for curable are the heartg
Write, that I may know you. Style betrays

you, as your eyes do. We detect at o

by it whether the writer has a firm grasp 0::

his fact or thought,—exists at the momm]:

for that alone, or whether he has one ¢ e

apologizing, deprecatory, turned op 1%5

reader. In proportion always to his Posses-

sion of his thought is his defiance of s

readers. There is no choice of words for

him who clearly sees the truth, That pro-
vides him with the best word,

Great design belongs to a poem, and js
better than any skill of execution,—but hoy
rare ! I find itin the poems of Wordsworth,
—*‘Laodamia,"” and the ‘‘ Ode to Dion,"
and the plan of ‘‘ The Recluse.” We want
design, and do not forgive the bards if they
have only the art of enamelling, We want
an architect, and they bring us an up-
holsterer.

If your subject do not appear to you the
flower of the world at this moment, you have
not rightly chosen it. No matter what it is,
grand or gay, national or private, if it hasa
natural prominence to you, work away until
you come to the heart of it : then it will,
though it were a sparrow or a spider-web,
as fully represent the central law, and draw
all tragic or joyful illustration, as if it were
the book of Genesis or the book of Doom.
The subject—we must so often say it—is
indifferent. Any word, every word in lan-
guage, every circumstance, becomes poetic
in the hands of a higher thought.

The test or measure of poetic genius is the
power to read the poetry of affairs,—to fuse
the circumstance of to-day ; not to use Scott's
antique superstitions, or Shakspeare's, but
to convert those of the nineteenth century,
and of the existing nations, into universal
symbols. 'Tis easy to repaint the mythology
of the Greeks, or of the Catholic Church,
the feudal castle, the crusade, the martyrdoms
of medizeval Europe; but to point out where
the same creative force is now working in
our own houses and public assemblies, t0
convert the vivid energies acting at this
hour, in New York and Chicago and San
Francisco, into universal symbols, requires
subtile and commanding thought. 'Tis boy-
ish in Swedenborg to cumber himself with
the dead scurf of Hebrew antiquity, as if the
Divine creative energy bad fainted in his oW
century. American life storms about us
daily, and is slow to find a tongue. This
contemporary insight is transubstantiation,
the conversion of daily bread into the holiest
_s‘ymbols: and every man would be a poch
if his intellectual digestion were perfect. 10¢
test of the poet is the power to take the pass

|
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ing day, with its news, its cares, its fears, as
he shares them, and hold it up to a divine
reason, till he seesit to have a purpose and
beauty, and to be related to astronomy and
history, and the eternal order of the world.
Then the dry twig blossomsin hishand. He
is calmed and elevated,

The use of ** occasional poems” is to give
leave to originality. Every one delights in
the felicity frequently shown in our drawing-
rooms. In a game-party or picnic poem
each writer is released from the solemn
rhythmic traditions which alarm and suffocate
his fancy, and the result is that one of the
partners offers a poem in a new style that
hints at a new literature. Yet the writer
holds it cheap, and could do the like all day.
On the stage, the farce is commonly far better
given than the tragedy, as the stock actors
understand the farce, and do not understand
the tragedy. The writer in the parlour has
more presence of mind, more wit and fancy,
more play of thought, on the incidents that
occur at table, or about the house, than in
the politics of Germany or Romie. Many of
the fine poems of Herrick, Jonson, and their
contemporaries had this casual origin.

1 know there is entertainment and room
for talent in the artist's selection of ancient
or remote subjects ; as when the poet goes
to India, or to Rome, or Persia, for his
fable. But I believe nobody knows better
than he, that herein he consults his ease,
rather than his strength or his desire, He
is very well convinced that the great moments
of life are those in which his own house, his
own body, the tritest and nearest ways and
words and things, have been illuminated
into prophets and teachers, What else is it
to be a poet? What are his garland and
singing robes? What but a sensibility so
keen that the scent of an elder-blow, or the
timber-yard and corporation-works of a nest
of pismires is event enough for him,—all
emblems and personal appeals to him. His
wreath and robe is to do what he enjoys ;
emancipation from other men's questions,
and glad study of his own ; escape from the
gossip and routine of society, and the allowed
right and practice of making better. He
does not give his hand, but in sign of giving
his heart ; he is not affable with all, but
silent, uncommitted, or in love, as his heart
leads him. There is no subject that does
not belong to him,—politics, economy,
manufactures, and stock-brokerage, as much
as sunsets and souls ; only, these things,
placed in their true order, are poetry ; dis-
placed, or put in kitchen order, they are un-

tic. Malthus is the right ol of the
nglish proprietors ; but we shall never
1nderstand political economy, until Burns or

|

Béranger or some poet shall teach it inson
and he will not teach Malthusianism, ="

Poetry is the gai science. The trait and
test of the t 1s that he builds, adds,and
affirms, The critic destroys : the poet says
nothing but what helps somebody ; let others
be distracted with cares, he is exempt. All
their pleasures are tinged with pain. All
his pains are edged with pleasure. The
gladness he imparts he shares. As one of
the old Minnesingers sung,—

“ Oft have I heard, and now believe it true,
‘Whom man delights in, God delights in too.”
Poetry is the consolation of mortal men.

They live cabined, cribbed, confined, in a
narrow and trivial lot,—in wants, pains,
anxieties, and superstitions, in profiigate
politics, in personal animosities, in mean
employments,—and victims of these; and
the nobler powers untried, unknown. A
poet comes, who lifts the veil ; gives them
glimpses of the laws of the universe ; shows
them the circumstance as illusion ; shows
that nature is only a language to express
the laws, which are grand and beautiful,—
and lets them, by his songs, into some of

the realities, Socrates ; the Indian teachers
of the Maia ; the Bibles of the nations ;
Shakspeare, Milton, Hafiz, Ossian, the

Welsh Bards,—these all deal with nature
and history as means and symbols, and not
as ends, With such guides they begin to
see that what they had called pictures are
realities, and the mean life is pictures. And
this is achieved by words; for it is a few
oracles spoken by perceiving men that are
the texts on which religions and states are
founded. And this perception has at once
its moral sequence. Ben Jonson said,
i The principal end of poetry is to inform
men in the just reason of living."

Creation.—But there is a third step which
poetry takes, and which seems higher than
the others, namely, creation, or ideas taking
forms of their own,—when the poet invents
the fable, and invents the language which
his heroes speak. He reads in the word or
action of the man its yet untold results. His
inspiration is power to carry out and com-
plete the mctamorphosis, which, in the
imperfect kinds, arrested for ,—in the
perfecter, proceeds rapidly in the same -
dividual. For poetry is science, and the
poet a truer logician. Men in the courts or
in the street think themselves logical, and the
poet whimsical. Do they think there is
chance or wilfulness in what he sees and
tells? To be sure, we demand 9!’ him what
he demands of himself,—veracity, first
all. But with that, he is the lawgiver, as
being an exact reporter of the essential law.

[
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He knows that he did not make his thought,
—no, his thought made him, and made the
sun and the stars. Is the solar system good
art and architecture ? the same wise achieve-
ment is in the human brain also, can you
only wile it from interference and marring.
‘We cannot look at works of art but they
teach us how near man is to creating.
Michel Angelo is largely filled with the
Creator that made and makes men. How
much of the original craft remais in him,
and he a mortal man! In him and the
like perfecter brains the instinct is resistless,
knows the right way, is melodious, and at
all points divine. The reason we set so
high a value on any poetry—as often on
a line or a phrase as on a poem—is, that
it is a new work of Nature, as a man_is.
It must be as new as foam and as oid as
the rock. But a new verse comes once in
a hundred years ; therefore Pindar, Hafiz,
Dante, speak so proudly of what seems to
the clown a jingle,

The writer, like the priest, must be ex-
empted from secular labour. His work
needs a frolic health ; he must be at the top
of his condition. In that prosperity he is
sometimes caught up into a perception of
means and materials, of feats and fine arts,
of fairy machineries and funds of power
hitherto utterly unknown to him, whereby he
can transfer his visions to mortal canvas, or
reduce them into iambic or trochaie, into
lyric or heroic rhyme. These successes are
not less admirable and astonisning to the
poet than they are to his audience. He has
seen something which all the mathematics
and the best industry could never bring him
unto. Now at this rare elevation above his
usual sphere, he has come into new circula-
tions, the marrow of the world is in his bones,
the opulence of forms begins to pour into
his intellect, and he is permitted to dip his
brush inte the old paint-pot with which
birds, flowers, the human cheek, the living
rock, the broad landscape, the ocean, and
the eternal sky were painted.

These fine fruits of judgment, poesy, and
sentiment, when once their hour is struck,
and the world is n'Fe for them, know as well
as coarser how to feed and replenish them-
selves, and maintain their stock alive, and
multiply , for roses and violets renew their
race like oaks, and flights of painted moths
are as old as the Alleghanies. The balance
of the world is kelpt. and dewdrop and haze
and the pencil of light are as long-lived as
chaos and darkness.

Our science is always abreast ot our self-
knowledge. Poetry begins, or all becomes
poetry, when we look from the centre out-
ward, and are using all as if the mind made

it. That only can we see which we are, ang
which we make. The weaver sees g‘ing}",am.
the broker sees the stock-list; the politician’
the ward and county votes ; the poet sees
the horizon, and the shores of matter lyin
on the sky, the interaction of the elememsg
—the large effect of laws which correspong
to the inward laws which he knows, and s
are but a kind of extension of himself, “The
attractions are proportional to the densitjes, "
Events or things are only the fulfilment of
the prediction of the faculties. Better mep
saw heavens and earths; saw noble instry.
ments of noble souls, We see railroads,
mills, and banks, and we pity the poverty of
these dreaming Buddhists, There was as
much creative force then as now, but it made
globes, and astronomic heavens, instead of
broadcloth and wineglasses.

The t is enamoured of thoughts and
laws, ‘These know their way, and, guided
by them, he is ascending from an interest in
visible things to an interest in that which
they signify, and from the part of a spectator
to the part of a maker, And as everything
streams and advances, as every faculty and
every desire is procreant, and every percep-
tion is a destiny, there is no limit to his hope,
‘* Anything, child, that the mind covets, from
the milk of a cocoa to the throne of the three
worlds, thou mayest obtain, by keeping the
law of thy members and the law of thy mind,"
It suggests that there is higher poetry than
we wri ti or read. i

Rightly, poetry is organic. e cannot
kn0\§ thi{1gs byu\-zords and writing, but only
by taking a central position in the universe,
and living in its forms. We sink to rise.

*“ None any work can frame,
Unless himself become the same.”
All the parts and forms of nature are the ex-
pression or production of divine faculties,
and the same arein us. And the fascination
of genius for us is this awful nearness to
Nature's creations. .

I have heard that the Germans think the
creator of Trim and Uncle Toby, though he
never wrote a verse, a ter poet than
Cowper, and that Goldsmith's title to the
name is not from his ** Deserted Village,” but
derived from the ‘' Viear of Wakqﬁeld._
Better examples are Shakespeare's Ariel, his
Caliban, and his fairies in the ** Midsummer
Night's Dream.” Barthold Niebuhr said
well, **There is little merit in inventing a
happy idea, or attractive situation, so long
as it is only the author's voice which we hear.
As a being whom we have called into life by
magic arts, as soon as it has received exist-
ence acts independently of the master's 1m-
pulse, so the poet creates his persons, an
then watches and relates what they do and
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say. Such creation is poetry, in the literal
sense of the term, and its possibility is an
unfathomable enigma, The gushing fulness
of speech belongs to the poet, and it flows
{rom the lips of each of his magic beings
in the thoughts and words peculiar to its
nature.” *

This force of representation so plants his
figures before him that he treats them as
real ; talks to them as if they were bodily
there ; puts words in their mouth such as
they should have spoken, and is affected by
them as by persons. Vast is the difference
between writing clean verses for magazines,
and creating these new persons and situa-
tions,—new language with emphasis and
reality. The humour of Falstaft, the terror
of Macbeth, have each their swarm of fit
thoughts and images, as if Shakspeare had
known and reported the men, instead of in-
venting them at his desk. This power ap-
pears not only in the outline or portrait of
his actors, but also in the bearing and beha-
viour and style of each individual. Ben

Jonson told Drummond ‘‘that Sidney did

not keep a decorum in making every one
speak as well as himself."

This reminds me that we all have one key
to this miracle of the poet, and the dunce
has experiences that may explain Shakspeare
tohim,—one key, namely, dreams. Indreams
we are true poets ; we create the persons of
the drama ; we give them appropriate figures,
faces, costume; they are perfect in their
organs, attitude, manners : moreover, they
speak after their own characters, not ours ;-
they speak to us, and we listen with sur rise
to what they say. Indeed, I doubt if the
best poet has yet written any five-act play
that can compare in thoroughness of inven-
tion with this unwritten play in fifty acts,
composed by the dullest snorer on the floor
of the watch-house.

Melody, Rhyme, Form.—Music and rhyme
are among the earliest pleasures of the child,
and, in the history of literature, poetry pre-
cedes prose. Every one may see, as he
rides on the highway through an uninterest-
ing landscape, how a litde water instantly
relieves the monotony : no matter. what ob-
jects are near it,—a gray rock, a grass-patch,
an alder-bush, or a stake,—they become
beautiful by being reflected. It is thyme to
the eye, and explains the charm of rhyme to
the ear. Shadows please us as still finer
rhymes. Architecture gives the like pleasure
by the repetition of equal parts in a colon-
nade, in a row of windows, or in wings ;
gardens, by the symmetric contrasts of the
beds and walks. In society, you have this

s Niebuhr, Letters, etc,, Vol. 111 p. z96.

figure in a bridal company, where i
white-robed maidens g!.i)frle lyhe charr: :il'] ﬁv“l:é
statues ; in a funeral procession, where all
wear black ; in a regiment of soldiers in
uniform,

The universality of this taste Is proved by
our habit of casting our facts into rhyme to
remember them better, as so many proverbs
may show. Who would hold the order of
the almanac so fast but for the ding-dong,

“Thirty days hath September,” etc. ;
or of the Zodiac, but for
“The Ram, the Bull, the heavenly Twins,” etc.?

We are lovers of rhyme and return, period
and musical reflection, The babe is lulled
to sleep by the nurse's song. Sailors can
work better for their yo-keave-o. Soldiers
can march better and fight better for the
drum and trumpet. Metre begins with
pulse-beat, and the length of lines in songs
and poems is determined by the inhalation
and exhalation of the lungs. If you hum or
whistle the rhythm of the common English
metres,—of the decasyllabic quatrain, or the
octosyllabic with alternate sexsyllabic, or
other rhythms, you can easily believe these
metres to be organie, derived from the human
pulse, and to be therefore not proper to one
nation, but to mankind. I think you will
also find a charm heroic, plaintive, pathetic,
in these cadences, and be at once set on
searching for the words that can rightly fill
these vacant beats, Young peoplelikerhyme,
drum-beat, tune, things in pairs and alterna-
tives ; and, in higher degrees, we know the
instant power of music upon our tempera-
ments to change our mood, and give us its
own: and human passion, seizing these
constitutional tunes, aims to fill them with
appropriate words, ormarry musicto thought,
believing, as we believe of all marriage, that
matches are made in heaven, and that for
every thought its proper melody or rhyme
exists, though the odds are immense against
our finding it, and only genius can rightly
say the banns.

‘Another form of rhyme is fterations of
phrase, as the record of the death of
Sisera :—** At her feet he bowed, he fell, he
lay down : at her feet he bowed, he felj:
where he bowed, there he fell down dead.

The fact ismade conspicuous, nay, colossal,
by this simple rhetoric. ** They shall perish,
but thou shalt endure : yea, all of them shall
wax old like a garment ; asa vesture shalt
thouchange them, and theyshall be changed:
but thou art the same, and thy years shall
have no end.” ; )

Milton delights in these iterations :—

« Though fallen on evil days, _ ¥
On evil days though fallen, an evil tongues.
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** Was I deceived, or did a sable cloud
Turn forth its silver lining on the night ?
1 did not err, there does a sable cloud
forth its silver lining on the night.’
Comus.
A little onward lend thy %‘uiding hand,
To these dark steps a little farther on.”
Samson.

So in our songs and ballads the refrain
skilfully used, and deriving some novelty or
better sense in each of many verses :—

“ Busk thee, busk thee, my bonny bonny bride,

Busk thee, busk thee, my winsome marrow.”
HaMmiLTON,

OF course rhyme soars and refines with the
growth of the mind. The boy liked the
drum, the people liked an overpowering
jews-harp tune. Later they like to transfer
that rhyme to life, and to detect a melody as
prompt and perfect in their daily affairs.
Omen and coincidence show the rhythmical
structure of man ; hence the taste for signs,

sortilege, prophecy and fulfilment, anniver-
saries, etc. gy and by, when they appre-
hend real rhymes, namely, the correspond- |
ence of parts in nature,—acid and alkali,
body and mind, man and maid, character |
and history, action and reaction,—they do
not longer value rattles and ding-dongs, or
barbaric word-jingle. Astronomy, Botany,
Chemistry, Hydraulics and the "elemental
forces have their own periods and returns,
their own grand strains of harmony not less
exact, up to the primeval apothegm '* that
there is nothing on earth which is not in the
heavens in a heavenly form, and nothing in
the heavens which is not on the earth in an
earthly form.” They furnish the poet with
grander pairs and alternations, and will re-
quire an equal expansion in his metres,

There is under the seeming poverty of
metres an infinite variety, as every artist
knows. Aright ode (however nearly it may
adopt conventional metre, as the Spenserian,
or the heroic blank-verse, or one of the fixed
lyric metres) will by any sprightliness be at
once lifted out of conventionality, and will
modify the metre. Every good poem that I
know I recall by its rhythm also, Rhyme
is a pretty Food measure of the latitude and
opulence of a writer, If unskilful, he is at
once detected by the poverty of his chimes,
A small, well-worn, ?rucely brushed voca-
bulary serves him. Now try Spenser, Mar-
low, Chapman, and see how wide they fi
for weapons, and how rich and lavish their
profusion. In their rhythm is no manu-
facture, but a vortex, or musical tornado,
which falling on words and the experience
of alearned mind, whirls these materials into
the same grand order as planets and moons
obey, and seasons, and monsoons,

Y | tempt on the prose you so ma,

There are also prose poets,
Taylor, the Platonist, for instance, is reall
a better man of imagination, a better pOmY
or perhaps I should say a better feeder toa
poet, than any man between Milton ru

Thomag

Wordsworth. Thomas Moore had the ma;':;%
nanimity to say, ** If Burke and Bacon Were

not poets (measured lines not being necessy
to constitute one), he did not know what
poetry meant.”  And every good reader wi]]
easily recall expressions or €s in works
of purc science which have given him the
same pleasure which he seeks in professeq
poets. Richard Owen, the eminent paleonto.
logist, said :—*“ All hitherto observed causes
of extirpation point either to continuous
slowly operating geologic changes, or to no
greater sudden cause than the, so to speak,
spectral appearance of mankind on a limited
tract of land not before inhabited."

St. Augustine complains to God of his
friends offering him the books of the philoso-
phers :--'*And these were the dishes in
which they brought to me, being hungry,
the Sun and the Moon instead of %‘hee. 2

It would not be easy to refuse to Sir
Thomas Browne's ** Fragment on Mummies "
the claim of poetry :—' Of their living
habitations they made little account, con-
ceiving of them but as Aospifia, or inns,
while they adorned the sepulchres of the
dead, and, planting thereon jlasting bases,
defied the crumbling touches of time, and
the misty vaporousness of oblivion. Yet all
were but Babel vanities. Time sadly over-
cometh all things, and is now dominant, and
sitteth upon a Sphinx, and looketh unto
Memphis and old Thebes, while his sister
Oblivion reclineth semi-somnous on a pyra-
mid, gloriously triumphing, making puzzles
of Titanian erections, and turning old glories
into dreams. History sinketh beneath her
cloud. The traveller as he paceth through
those deserts asketh of her, Who builded
them? and she mumbleth something, but
what it is he heareth not." 4

Rhyme, being a kind of music, shares this
advantage with music, that it hasa privilege
of speaking truth which all Philistia is unable
to challenge. Music is the poor man's
Parnassus.  With the first note of the flute
or horn, or the first strain of a song, we quit
the world of common sense, and launch on
the sea of ideas and emotions ; we pour con-
ify ; yet the
sturdiest Philistine is silent. e like allow-
ance is the prescriptive right of poetry. You
shall not speak ideal truth in prose uncon-
tradicted : you may in verse, The best
thoughts run into the best words ; imagina-
tive and affectionate thoughts, into music
and metre. We ask for 1§od and fire, we
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talk of our work, our tools, and material |
necessities in prose, that is, without any
elevation or aim at beauty; but when we
rise into the world of thought, and think of
these things only for what they signify,
speech refines into order and harmony. 1
know what you say of mediceval barbarism
:1:_1(1 sleigl'_lbell-rhyme, but we have not done
with music, no, nor with rhyme, nor must
console ourselves with prose poets so long
as boys whistle and girls sing.

Let Poetry then pass, if it will, into music
and rhyme. That is the form which itself
puts on. We do not enclose watches in
wooden, but in crystal cases, and rhyme is
the transparent frame that allows almost the
purearchitectureof thought to become visible
to the mental eye. Substance is much, but so
are modeand form much. The poet, like a
delighted boy, brings you heaps of rainbow
bubbles, opaline, air-borne, spherical as the
world, instead of a few drops of soap and
water. Victor Hugo says well, ** An idea
steeped in verse becomes suddenly more
incisive and more brilliant : the iron becomes
steel.” Lord Bacon, we are told, ‘‘loved
not to see poesy go on other feet than poeti-
cal dactyls and spondees” ; and Ben Jonson
said, *‘ that Donne, for not keeping of ac-
cent, deserved hanging.”

Poetry being an attempt to express, not
the common sense, as the avoirdupois of the
hero, or his structure in feetand inches, but
the beauty and soul in his aspect as it shines
to fancy and feeling,—and so of all other
objects in nature,—runs into fable, per-
sonifies every fact: ‘‘the clouds clapped
their hands,”—'* the hills skipped,"—'* the

and inseparable from its contents, as the
soul of man inspires and directs the body ;

and we measure the inspiration by the music. '

In reading prose, I am sensitive as soon as
a sentence drags ; but in poetry, as soon as
one word drags. Ever as the thought
mounts, the expression mounts, 'Tis cumu-
lative also; the poem is made up of lines
each of which filled the ear of the poet in its
turn, so that mere synthesis producesa work
quite superhuman.

Indeed, the masters sometimes rise above
themselves to strains which charm their
readers, and which neither any competitor
could outdo, nor the bard himself again
equal, Try this strain of Beaumont and
Fletcher :—

“ Hence, all ye vain delights,
As short as are the nights
In which you spend your folly |
There's naught in this life sweet,
If men were wise to see’t,
But only melancholy.
Oh ! sweetest melancholy !
Welcome, folded arms and fixed eyes,
A sigh that piercing mortifies,
A look that's fastened to the ground,
A tongue chained up, without a sound }
Fountain-heads and pathless groves,
Places which pale Passion loves,
Midnight walﬁ?, when all the fowls
Are warmly housed, save bats and owls ;
A midnight bell, a passing groan,
These are the sounds we feed uFarl,
Then stretch our bones in a still, gloomy valley.
Nothing's so dainty sweet as lovely melancholy.”

Keats disclosed by certain lines in his * Hy-
perion " this inward skill ; and Coleridge

it. It appears in Ben Jonson's songs, in-

|

cluding certainly ** The fa

you,” -ete., Waller's ‘“Go, lovely rose!"
Herbert's **Virtue"” and ‘* Easter,” and
Lovelace’s lines “ To Althea" and * To

showed at least his love and appetency for r‘w{
beam upon G‘ :

sky spoke.” This is the substance, and this
treatment always attempts a metrical grace.
Outside of the nursery the beginning of
literature is the prayers of a people, and

"

[w/’t'

they are always hymns, poetic,—the mind
allowing itself range, and therewith is ever
a corresponding freedom in the style which
becomes lyrical. The prayers of nationsare
rhythmic,—have iterations, and alliterations,
like ithe marriage-service and burial-service
in our liturgies.

Poetry will never be a simple means, as
when history or philosophy is rhymed, or
laureate odes on state occasions are written,
Ttself must be its own end, or it is nothing.
The difference between poetry and stock-
poetry is this, that in the latter the rhythm
is given, and the sense adapted to it ; while
in the former the sense dictates the rhythm.
1 might even say that the rhyme is there in
the theme, thought, and image themselves.
Ask the fact for the form. For a verse is

not a vehicle to carry a sentence as a jewel
is carried in a case : the verse must be alive,

Lucasta," and Collins's ‘* Ode to Evening,"”
all but the last verse, which is academical.
Perhaps this dainty style of poetry is not
producible to-day, any more than a right
Gothic cathedral. It belonged toa timeand
taste which is not in the world.

As the imagination isnot a talent of some}

men, but is the health of every man, so also

is thisjoy of musical expression.

1 know
the pride of mathematicians and materialists,

H

but they cannot conceal from me their capital
want. The critic, the philosopher, isa failed
poet. Gray avows ‘' that he thinks even a
bad verse as good a thing or better than _thg
best observation that was ever made on it.

I honour the naturalist ; I honour the geo-
meter, but he has before him higher power
and happiness than he knows. = Yet we will
leave to the masters their own forms. New-
ton may be permitted to call Terence a

|
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play-book, and to wonder at the frivolous
taste for rhymers; he only predicts, one
would say, a grander poetry : he only shows
that he is not yet reached ; that the poetry
which satisfies more youthful souls is not
such to a mind like his, accustomed to
grander harmonies ;—this being a child's
whistle to his ear; that the music must rise
to a loftier strain, up to Handel, up to
Beethoven, up to the thorough-bass of the
sea-shore, up to the largeness of astronomy :
at last that great heart will hear in the music
beats like its own : the waves of melody will
wash and float him also, and set him into
concert and harmony.

Bards and Trouveurs.—The metallic force
of primitive words makes the superiority of
the remains of the rude ages. It costs the
early bard little talent to chant more im-
pressively than the later, more cultivated
poets.  Llis advantage s that his words are |
things, each theTucky sound which described
the fact, and we listen to him as we do to
the Indian, or the hunter, or miner, each of
whom represents his facts as accurately as
the cry of the wolf or the eagle tells of the
forest or the air they inhabit. The original
force, the direct smell of the earth or the
sea, is in these ancient poems, the Sagas of
the North, the Nibelungen Lied, the songs
and ballads of the English and Scotch.

1 find or fancy more true poetry, the love
of the vast and the ideal, in the Welsh and
bardic fragments of Taliessin and his suc-
cessors th:a{) in many volumes of British
Classics. An intrepid gniloquence aj
pears in all the bardI:. a.s::nib 2 5

*“ The whole ocean flamed as one wound.”
King Regner Lodbook.
* God himself cannot procure good for the wicked.”
Welsh Triad,

A favourable specimen is Taliessin's ** In-
vocation of the Wind " at the door of Castle
Teganwy,

* Discover thou what it is,—
The strong creature from before the flood,

Without flesh, without bo; ]
it et ne, without head,
It will neither be younger nor older than at the
ginning ;
It has no fear, nor the rude wants of created
things.

Great God ! how the sea whitens when it comes |
It is in the field, it is in the wood,

Without hand, without foot,

Without age, without season,

Itis always of the same age with the ages of

ages,
And of iqual breadth with the surface of the
eart.

It was not born, it sees not,
And is not seen ; it does not

co hen desired ;
1t has no form, it bears no o g

burden,

For it is void of sin. "I

It mé-.locgs wninﬁs;i:terturbanon in the place where

On the sea, on the land.”
In one of his poems he asks —
1s there but one course to the wind ?
But one to the water of the sea?
Is there but one spark in the fire of boundless
energy 1" :
He says of his hero, Cunedda,—

“ He will assimilate, he will e with th
and the shallow.” b S

To another,—

“ When I lapse to a sinful word,
May neither you, nor others hear.”

Of an enemy, ‘‘ The caldron of the seq
was bordered round by his land, but it would
not boil the food of a coward.”

To an exile on an island he says, ** The
heavy blue chain of the sea didst thou, O
just man, endure,"”

Another bard in like tone says, T am
possessed of songs such as no son of man
can repeat; one of them is called the
‘ Helper' ; it will help thee at thy need in
sickness, grief, and all adversities, I know
a song which I need only to sing when men
have loaded me with bonds : when I sing it,
my chains fall in pieces and I walk forth at
liberty."

The Norsemen have no less faith in poetry
and its power, when they describe it thus:
‘* Odin spoke everything in rhyme. He and
his temple-gods were called song-smiths.
He could make his enemies in battle blind
or deaf, and their weapons so blunt that
they could no more cut than a willow-twig.
Odin taught these arts in runes or songs,
which are called incantations." *

The Crusades brought out the genius of
France, in the twelfth century, when Pierre
d'Auvergne said, ' I will sing a new song
which resounds in my breast ;: never was a
song good or beautiful which resembled any
other.”

And Pons de Capdeuil declares, ** Since
the air renews itself and softens, so must,my
heart renew itself, and what buds in it buds
and grows outside of it." :

There is in every poem a height which at-
tracts more than’ other parts, and is best
remembered. Thus, in '* Morte d’Arthur,
I remember nothing so well as Sir Gawain’s
parley with Merlin in his wonderful prison :
' After the disappearance of Merlin from
King Arthur's court he was seriously missed,
and many knights set out in search of htrﬂ[:1
Among others was Sir Gawain, who pursu¢
his search till it was time to return to the
court, He came into the forest of Broceli-

* Heimskringla, Vol. 1. p. 221
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ande,lamenting as hewent along. Presently,
he heard the voice of one ning on his
: < groaning
right hand ; looking that way, he could see
nothing save a kind of smoke which seemed
like air, and through which he could not pass;
and this impediment made him so wrathful
that it deprived him of speech. Presently he
heard a voice which said, * Gawain, Gawain,
be not out of heart, for everything which must
happen will come to pass.' And when he
heard the voice which thus called him by his
right name, he replied,* Who can this be who
hal_.h spoken tome?' ‘How,' said thevoice,
* Sir Gawain, know you me not? You were
wont to know me well, but thus things are
interwoven and thus the proverb says true,
** Leave the court, and the court will leave
you.” So is it with me. Whilst I served
King Arthur, I was well known by you and
by other barons, but because I have left the
court, I am known no longer, and putin for-
getfulness, which I ought not to be if faith
reigned in the world.” When Sir Gawain
heard the voice which spoke to him thus, he
thought it was Merlin, and he answered, ' Sir,
certes I ought to know you well, for many
times I have heard your words. I pray you
appear before me so that I may be able to
recognize you." * Ah, sir,” said Merlin, * you
will never see me more, and that grieves me,
but [ cannot remedy it, and when you shall
have departed from this place, I shall never-
more speak to you nor to any other person,
save only my mistress ; for never other per-
son will be able to discover this place for
anything which may befall ; neither shall I
ever go out from hence, for in the world
there is no such strong toweras this wherein
1 am confined ; and it is neither of wood,
nor of iron, nor of stone, but of air, without
anything else ; and made by enchantment so
strong, that it can never be demolished while
the world lasts, neither can I go out, nor can
any one come in, save she who hath enclosed
me here, and who keeps me company when
it pleaseth her : she cometh when she listeth,
for her will is here.' ‘How, Merlin, my
good friend,’ said Sir Gawain, *are you re-
strained so strongly that you cannot deliver
yourself nor make yourself visible unto me
how can this happen, seeing that youare the
wisest man in the world?’ *Rather,’' said
Merlin, ‘ the greatest fool ; for I well knew
that all this would befall me, and I have been
fool enough to love another more than my-
self, for I taught my mistress that whereby
she hath imprisoned me in such manner that
none can set me free.' ‘Certes, Merlin,"
replied Sir Gawain, ‘ of that I am right sor-
rowful, and so will King Arthur, my uncle,
be, when he shall know it, as one who is
making search after you throughout all coun-

tries,” * Well,' said Merlin, ‘it must be borne,
for never will he see me, nor I him neither
will any one speak with me again after you
it would be vain to attempt it ; for you your:
self, when you have turned away, will never
be a.b_le to find the place : but salute for me
the king and the queen, and all the barons,
and tell them of my condition. You will find
the king at Carduel in Wales ; and when you
arrive there you will find ther»all the com-
panions who departed with you, and whoat
this day will return. Now then go in the
name of God, who will protect and save the
King Arthur, and the realm of Logres, and
you also, as the best knights who are in the
world.," With that Sir Gawain departed joy-
ful and sorrowful ; joyful because of what
Merlin had assured him should happen to
him, and sorrowful that Merlin had thus
been lost.*

Morals.—We are sometimes apprised that
there is a mental power and creation more
excellent than anything which is commonly
called philosophy and literature ; that the
high poets, —that Homer, Milton, Shak-
speare, do not fully content us, How rarely
they offer us the heavenly bread | ‘The most
they have done is to intoxicate us once and
again with its taste. They have touched this
heaven and retain afterwards some sparkle
of it : they betray their belief that such dis-
course is possible. There is something—
our brothers on this or that side of the sea
do not know it or own it; the eminent
scholarsof England, historians and reviewers,
romancers and poets included, might deny
and blaspheme it—which is setting us and
them aside and the whole world also, and
planting itself. To true poetry we shall sit
down as the result and justification of the
age in which it appears, and think lightly of
histories and statutes, None of your parlour
or piano verse,—none of your carpet poets,
who are ‘content to amuse,—will satisfy us.
Power, new power, is the good which the soul
seeks. The poetic gift we want, as the health
and supremacy of man,—notrhymesandson-
neteering, not bookmaking and bookselling
surely not cold spying and authorship.

Is not poetry the little chamber in the brain
where is generated the explosive force which,
by gentle shocks, sets in action the intellectual
world? Bring us the bards who shall sing
all our old ideas out of our heads, and new
ones in ; mta-making poets ; poetry which,
like the verses inscribed on Balder's columns
in Breidablik, is capable of restoring the dead
to life;—poetry like that verse of Saadi, which

the angels testified **met the approbation of

Allah in Heaven " ;—poetry which finds its

thymes and cadences in ‘the rhymes and
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iterations of nature, and is the gift to men of
new images and symbols, each the ensign
and oracle of an age ; that shall assimilate
men to it, mould itself into religions and
mythologies, and impart its quality to cen-
turies ;—poetry which tastes the world and
reports of it, upbuilding the world again in
thought ;

““ Not with tickling rhymes,

But high and noble matter, such as flies

From brains entranced, and filled with ecstasies.”

Poetry must be affirmative. Itis the piety
of the intellect. *‘Thus saith the Lord,”
should begin the song. The poet who shall
use nature as his hieroglyphic must have an |
adequate message to convey thereby. There-
fore, when we speak of the Poet in any high
sense, we are driven to such examples as Zo-
roaster and Plato, St. John and Menu, with
their moral burdens. The Muse shall be
the counterpart of Nature, and equally rich.
1 find her not often in books. We know
Nature, and figure her exuberant, tranquil,
magnificent in her fertility, coherent ; so that
every creation is omen of every other. She
is not proud of the sea, of the stars, of spaceor
time, or man or woman. All her kinds share
the attributes of the selectest extremes. But
in current literature I do not find her. Litera-
ture warps away from life, though at first it
seems to bind it. In the world of letters how
few commanding oracles! Homer did what
he could,—Pindar, Aschylus, and the Greek
Gnomic poets and the tragedians. Dante
was faithful when not carried away by his
fierce hatreds. But in so many alcoves of
English poetry I can count only nine or ten
authors who are still inspirers and lawgivers
to their race.

The supreme value of poetry is to educate
us to a height beyond itself, or which it
rarely reaches ;—the subduing mankind to
order and virtue. He is the true Orpheus
who writes his ode, not with syllables, but
men. ‘‘In poetry,” said Goethe, *‘ only the
really great and pure advances us, and this
exists as a second nature, either elevating us
to itself, or rejecting us." The poet must
let Humanity sit with the Muse in his head,
as the charioteer sits with the hero in the
Iliad. **Show me,"” said Sarona in the
novel, *‘one wicked man who has written
poetry, and I will show you where his poetry
15 not poetry ; or rather, I will show you in
his poetry no poetry at all.” *

I have heard that there is a hope which
precedes and must precede all science of the
visible or the invisible world; and that science
is the realization of that hope in either region.
I count the genius of Swedenborg and
Wordsworth as the agents of a reform in

* Miss Shepard’s ** Counterparts,” Vol. I. p. 67.

philosophy, the bringing try back 1n
nature,—tothe marrying of mg angcrhinéo
undoing the old divorce in which poetry had
been famished and false, and nature had
been suspected and pagan, The philosoph

which a nation receives, rules its religiony
poetry, politics, arts, trades, and whole hjs.
tory. A good poem—say Shakspeare's
‘“ Macbeth,” or * Hamlet," or the * Tem.
pest "—goes about the world offering itself
to reasonable men, who read it with joy and
carry it to their reasonableneighbours, Thys
it draws to it the wise and generous souls
confirming their secret thoughts, and, throug};
their sympathy, really publishing itself, It
affects the characters of its readers by for-
mulating their opinions and feelings, and
inevitably prompting their daily action, If
they build ships, they write ** Ariel” or
‘* Prospero” or ‘‘Ophelia" on the ship's
stern, and impart a tenderness and mystery
to matters of fact. The ballad and romance
work on the hearts of boys, who recite the
rhymes to their hoops or their skates if
alone, and these heroic songs or lines are
remembered and determine many practical
choices which they make later. Do you
think Burns has had no influence on the life
of men and women in Scotland,—has opened
no eyes and ears to the face of nature and
the dignity of man and the charm and excel-
lence of woman ?

We are a little civil, it must be owned, to
Homer and Aschylus, to Dante and Shak-
speare, and give them the benefit of the
largest interpretation. We must be a little
strict also, and ask whether, if we sit down
at home, and do not go to Hamlet, Hamlet
will come to us ; whether we shall find our
tragedy written in his,—our hopes, wants,
pains, disgraces, described to the life,—and
the way opened to the paradise which everin
the best hour beckons us. But our over-
praise and idealization of famous masters is
not in its origin a poor Boswellism, but an
impatience of mediocrity. The praise we
now give to our heroes we shall unsay when
we make larger demands, How fast we
outgrow the books of the nursery,—then
those that satisfied our youth. What we
once admired as poetry has long since come
to be a sound of tin pans ; and many of our
later books we have outgrown. Perhaps
Homer and Milton will be tin pans yet.
Better not to be easily pleased. The poet
should rejoice if he has taught us to despise
his song; if he has so moved us as to liftus,—
to open the eye of the intellect to see farther
and better. ;

In proportion as a man's life comes into
union with truth, his thoughts approach to
a parallelism with the currents of natural
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laws, so that he easily expresses his meanin
by natural symbols, or uses the ecstatic o%
poetic speech. By successive states of mind
all the facts of nature are for the first time
interpreted. In proportion as his life departs
from this simplicity, he uses circumlocution,
—by many words hoping to suggest what he
cannot say. Vexatious to find poets, who
are by excellence the thinking and feeling of
the world, deficient in truth of intellect and
of affection. Then isconscience unfaithful,
and thought unwise. To know the merit of
Shakspeare, read ** Faust.” I find * Faust "
a little too modern and intelligible. We can
find such a fabric at several mills, though a
little inferior. *‘ Faust " abounds in the dis-
agreeable. The vice is prurient, learned,
Parisian. In the presence of Jove, Priapus
may be allowed as an offset, but here he is
an equal hero. The egotism, the wit, is
calculated. The book is undeniably written
by a master, and stands unhappily related to
the whole modern world ; but it is a very
disagreeable chapter of literature, and accuses
the author as well as the times, Shakspeare
could, no doubt, have been disagreeable,
had he less genius, and if ugliness had at-
tracted him. In short, our English nature
and genius has made us the worst critics of
Goethe,
“ We, who speak the tongue
That Shakspeare spake, the faith and
manners hold
Which Milton held.”

It is not style or rhymes, or a new image
‘more or less, that imports, but sanity ; that
life should not be mean ; that life should be
an image in every part beautiful ; that the
old forgotten splendours of the universe
should glow again for us j—that we should
lose our wit, but gain our reason. And when
life is true to the poles of nature, the streams
of truth will roll through us in song.

Transcendency.—In a cotillon some per-
sons dance and others await their turn when
the music and the figure come to them. In
the dance of God there is not one of the
chorus but can and will begin to spin, monu-
mental as he now looks, whenever the music
and figure reach his place and duty. O
celestial Bacchus! drive them mad,—this

| multitude of vagabonds, hungry for elo- | po

starving for

symbols, perishing for want of electricity to
vitalize this too much pasture, and in the
long delay indemnifying themselves with the
false wine of alcohol, of politics, or of money.
Every man may be, and at some time a
man is, lifted to a platform whence he looks
ond sense to moral and spiritual truth ;
and in that mood deals sovereignly with

quence, hungry for poetry,

matter, and strings worlds lik =
el e it e D
: which this
is done can alone determine how genuine
is the inspiratior.. The poet is rare because
he must be exquisitely vital and sympathetic,
and, at the same time, immovably centred.
In good society, nay, among the angels in
heaven, is not everything spoken in fine
parable, and not so servilely as it befell to
the sense? All is symbolized. Facts are
not‘forclgn, as they seem, but related.
Wait a little and we see the return of the
remote hyperbolic curve. The solid men
complain that the idealist leaves out the
fundamental facts ; the poet complains that
the solid men leave out the sky. To every
plant there are two powers; one shoots
down as rootlet, and one upward as tree.
You must have eyes of science to see in the
seed its nodes ; you must have the vivacity
of the poet to perceive in the thought its
futurities,. The poet is representative,—
whole man, diamond merchant, symbolizer,
emancipator ; in him the world projects a
scribe’'s hand and writes the adequate
genesis. The nature of things is flowing,
a metamorphosis, The free spirit sympa-
thizes not only with the actual form, but
with the power or possible forms ; but for
obvious municipal or parietal uses, God
has given us a bias or a rest on to-day’s
forms, Hence the shudder of joy with
which in each clear moment we recognize
the metamorphosis, because it is always a
conquest, a surprise from the heart of things.
One would say of the force in the works of
nature, all depends on the battery. If it
give one shock, we shall get to the fish form,
and stop; if two shocks, to the bird ; if
three, to the quadruped ; if four, to the man.
Power of generalizing differences men. //{
The number of successive saltations the
nimble thought can make, measures the
difference between the highest and lowest
of mankind. The habit of saliency, of not
pausing but going on, is a sort of im-
portation or domestication of the Divine
offort in a man. After the largest circle
has been drawn, a larger can be drawn
around it. The problem of the poet is to
unite freedom with precision; to give the
pleasure of colour, and be not less the most
werful of sculptors. Music seems to you
sufficient, or the subtle and delicate scent of
lavender ; but Dante was free imagination,
—all wings,—yet he wrote like Euclid. And
mark the equalityof Shakspeare to the comic,
the tender and sweet, and to the grand and
terrible. A little more or less skill in
whistling is of no account. See those weary
tameter tales den and others.
urnpike is one thing and blue skyanother.
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Let the poet, of all men, stop with his|

inspiration. The inexorable rule in the
muses’ court, either inspiration or silence,
compels the bard to report only his supreme
moments. It teaches the enormous force
of a few words and in proportion to the

poetry is but polite verse. The high

“ inspiration checks loquacity. Much that we
call

I

poetry which shall thrill and agitate man-
kind, restore youth and health, dissipate
the dreams under which men reel and
stagger, and bring in the new thoughts, the
sanity and heroic aims of nations, is deeper
hid and longer postponed than was America
or Australia, or the finding of steam or of
the galvanic battery. We must not con-
clude against poetry from the defects of
poets. They are, in our experience, men of
every degree of skill,—some of them only
once or twice receivers of an inspiration, and
presently falling back on a low life. The
drop of zekor that tingles in their veins has
not yet refined their blood, and cannot lift
the whole man to the digestion and function
of ichor,—that is, to godlike nature. Time
will be when ichor shall be their blood,
when what are now glimpses and aspirations
shall be the routine of the day. Vet even
partial ascents to poetry and ideas are fore-
runners, and announce the dawn. In the
mire of the sensual life, their religion, their
poets, their admiration of heroes and bene
factors, even their novel and newspaper,
nay, their superstitions also, are hosts of
ideals,—a cordage of ropes that hold them
up out of the slough. Poetry is inestimable
as a lonely faith, a lonely protest in the up-
roar of atheism.

But so many men are ill-born or ill-bred,
—the brains are so marred, so imperfectly
formed, unheroically,—brains of the sons of
fallen men,—that the doctrine is imperfectly
received. One man sees a spark or shimmer
of the truth, and reports it, and his saying
becomes a legend or golden proverb for
ages, and other men report as much, but
none wholly and well. Poems,—we have no
poem. Whenever that angel shall be organ-
ized and appear on earth, the Iliad will be
reckoned a poor ballad-grinding. T doubt
never the riches of nature, the gifts of the
future, the immense wealth of the mind. O
Yyes, poetswe shall have, mythology, symbols,
religion, of our own. We, too, shall know
how to take up all this industry and empire,
this Western civilization, into thought, as
easily as men did when arts were few ; and
not by holding it high, but by holding it low.,
The intellect uses and is not useg,—uses
London and Paris and Berlin, east and
west, to its end. The only heart that can
help us is one that draws, not from our

WALDO EMERSON,

society, but from itself, a counternnics
society. What if we find partgllgto):sear}g
meanness in us? The grandeur of gyr lif
exists in spite of us,—all over anq 1mdee
and within us, in what of us is inevitabl;
and above our control. Men are facts ag
well as persons, and the involuntary part of
tHeTr TiTe 15 5o much as to fill the ming and
leave them no countenance to say aught of
what is so trivial as their selfish thinking
and doing. Sooner or later that which 3
now life shall be poetry, and every fair anq
manly trait shall add a richer strain to the
song.

SOCIAL AIMS.

MucH ill-natured eriticism has been directed
on American manners. I do not think it is
to be resented. Rather, if we are wise, we
shall listen and mend. Our critics will then
be our best friends, though they did not
mean it, But in every sense the subject of
manners has a constant interest to thought-
ful persons.  Who does not delight in fine
manners? Their charm cannot be predicted
or overstated. 'Tis perpetual promise of
more than can be fulfilled. It is music and
sculpture and picture to many who do not
pretend to appreciation of those arts. Itis
even true that grace is more beautiful than
beauty. Yet how impossible to overcome
the obstacle of an unlucky temperament,
and acquire good manners, unless by living
with the well-bred from the start ; and this
makes the value of wise forethought to give
ourselves and our children as much as pos-
sible the habit of cultivated society.

"Tis an inestimable hint that I owe to a
few persons of fine manners, that they make
behaviour the very first sign of force,—be-
haviour, and not performance, or talent, or,
much less, wealth. Whilst almost everybody
has a supplicating eye turned on events and
things and other persons, a few natures are
central and for ever unfold, and these alone
charm us. He whose word or deed you
cannot predict, who answers you without
any supplication in his eye, who draws his
determination from within, and draws it in-
stantly,—that man rules,

The staple figure in novels is the man of
aploms, who sits, among the young aspirants
and desperates, quite sure and compact,
and, never sharing their affections or debili-
ties, hurls his word like a bullet when occa-
sion requires, knows his way, and carries his

points,  They may scream or applaud, he

—_—
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is never engaged or heated. Napoleon is
the type of this class in modern history ;
Byron's heroes, in poetry, But we, for the
most part, are all drawn into the charivari,;
we chide, lament, cavil, and recriminate,

I think Hans Andersen's story of the cob-
web cloth woven so fine that it was invisible,
—woven for t]].e king's garment,—must mean
manners, which do really clothe a princely
nature. Such a one can well go in a blanket,
if he would. In the gymnasium or on the
sea-beach his superiority does not leave him.
But he who has not this fine garment of be-
haviour is studious of dress, and then not
less of house and furniture and pictures and
gardens, in all which he hopes to lie gerdu,
and not be exposed.

‘* Manners are stronger than laws." Their
vast convenience I must always admire, The
perfect defence and isolation which they
effect makes an insuperable protection.
Though the person so clothed wrestle with
you, or swim with you, lodge in the same
chamber, eat at the same table, he is yeta
thousand miles off, and can at any moment
finish with you. Manners seem to say, Yox
are you, and [ am I. In the most delicate
natures, fine temperament and culture build
this impassable wall. Balzac finely said :
*“ Kings themselves cannot force the exqui-
site politeness of distance to capitulate, hid
behind its shield of bronze."” i

Nature values manners. See how she has
prepared for them. Who teaches manners
of majesty, of frankness, of grace, of humi.
lity,—who but the adoring aunts and cousts
that surround a young child? The babe
meets such courting and flattery as only
kings receive when adult ; and, trying ex-
periments, and at perfect leisure with these
posture-masters and flatterers all day, he
throws himself into all the attitudes that
correspond to theirs. Are they humble? he
is composed. Are they eager? he is nop-
chalant. Are they encroaching? he is dig-
nified and inexorable. And this scene is daily
repeated in hovels as well as in high houses.

Nature is the best posture-master. An
awkward man is graceful when asleep, or
when hard at work, or agreeably amused.
The attitudes of children are gentle, persua-
sive, royal, in their games and in their house-
talk and in the street, before they have
learned to cringe. 'Tis impossible but
thought disposes the limbs and the walk,
and is masterly or secondary. No art can
contravene it, or conceal it. Give me a
thought, and my hands and legs and voice
and face will all go right. And we are
awkward for want of thought. The inspi-
ration is scanty, and does not arrive at the
extremities.

thh isa Fcimmnnp]ace of romances to show
he ungainly manners of the P)edant who
lived too long in college. Intellectual ﬂ}‘l)::
pass for vulgar, and are timid and heavy
with ghe elegant, But, if the elegant are
also intellectnal, instantly the hesitating
scholar is inspired, transformed, and exhibits
the best style of manners. An intellectual
man, though of feeble spirit, is instantly re-
inforced by being put into the company of
scholars, and, to the surprise of everybody,
becomes a lawgiver. We think a man unable
and desponding. It is only that he is mis-
placed. Put him with new companions, and
they will find in him excellent qualities, un-
suspected accomplishments, and the joy of
life. "Tis a great point ina gallery, how you
hang pictures ; and not less in society, how
you seat your party. The circumstance of
circumstance is timing and placing. When
a man meets his accurate mate, society
begins, and life is delicious.

‘What happiness they give,—what ties they
form ! Whilst one man by his manners pins
me to the wall, with another I walk among
the stars. One man can, by his voice, lead
the cheer of a regiment ; another will have
no following. Nature made us all intelli-
gent of these signs, for our safety and our
happiness. Whilst certain faces are illu-
mined with intelligence, decorated with invi-
tation, others are marked with warnings :
certain voices are hoarse and truculent;
sometimes they even bark. There is the
same difference between heavy and genial
manners as between the perceptions of octo-
genarians and those of young girls who see
everything in the twinkling of an eye.

Manners are the revealers of secrets, the
betrayers of any disproportion or want of
symmetry in mind and character. It is the
law of our constitution that every change in
our experience instantly indicates itself on
our,countenance and carriage, as the lapse
of time tells itself on the face of a clock.
We may be too obtuse to read it, but the
record is there. Some men may be obtuse to
read it, but some men are not obtuse and do
readit. In Borrow's ‘“ Lavengro," the gypsy
instantly detects, /by his companion’s face and
behaviour, that some good fortune has be-
fallen him, and that he has money. Wesay,
in these days, that creditis to be abolished 1n
trade : isit? When a stranger comes to buy
goods of you, do you not look in his faceand
answer according to what you read there?
Credit is to be abolished ? Can't you abolish
faces and character, of which credit is the
reflection? As long as men are born babes
they will live on credit for the first fourteen or
eighteen years of their life. Ever)f innocent
man has in his countenance a promiseto pay,
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and hence credit. Less credit will there be ?
You are mistaken. There will always be
more and more. Character mus¢ be trusted ;
and, just in proportion to the morality of a
people, will be the expansion of the credit
system.

There is even a little rule of prudence for
the young experimenter which Dr. Franklin
omitted to set down, yet which the youth
may find useful,—Do not go to ask your
debtor the payment of a debt on the day
when you have no other resource. He will
learn by your air and tone how it is with
you, and will treat you as a beggar. But
work and starve a little longer. Wait till
your affairs go better, and you have other
means at hand ; you will then ask in a C!.lf-
ferent tone, and he will treat your claim with
entire respect.

Now, we all wish to be graceful, and do
justice to ourselves by our manners; but
youth in America is wont to be poor and
hurried, not at ease, or not in society where
high behaviour could be taught. But the
sentiment of honour and the wish to serve
make all our pains superfluous, Life is not
so short but that there is always time enough
for courtesy. Self-command is the main

ce. ‘‘Keep cool, and you command
everybody,”" said St. Just; and the wily old
Talleyrand would still say, Swurfout, mes-
sieurs, pas de séle,—** Above all, gentlemen,
no heat.”

Why have you statues in your hall, but to
teach you that, when the door-bell rings,
you shall sit like them? *‘ Eatat your table
as you would eat at the table of the king,”
said Confucius. It is an excellent custom
of the Quakers, if only for a school of man-
ners,—the silent prayer before meals. It
has the effect to stop mirth, and introduce a
moment of reflection. After the pause, all
resume their usual intercourse from a van-
tage ground. What a check to the violent
manners which sometimes come to the
table,—of wrath, and whining, and heat in
trifles !

"Tis a rule of manners to avoid exaggera-
tion. A lady loses as soon as she admires
too easily and toomuch. In manor woman,
the face and the person lose power when they
are on the strain to express admiration. A
man makes his inferiors his superiors by heat.
Why need you, who are not a gossip, talk as
a gossip, and tell eagerly what the neighbours
or the journals say? State your opinion with-
out apology. The attitude is the main point,
assuring your companion that, come good
news or come , youremain in good heart
and good mind, which is the best news you
can possibly communicate. Self-control is
the rule. You have in you there a noisy,

sensual savage which you are to keep dow
and turn alf his strength to bw.ml;_ m}.\‘g;
example, what a seneschal and detective s
laughter ! It seems to require several gene-
rations of education to train a squeaking or
a shouting habit out of a man. Sometimes
when in almost all expressions the Choctay
and the slave have been worked out of him,
a coarse nature still betrays itself in his con-
temptible squeals of joy. It is necessary for
the purification of drawing-rooms, that these
entertaining explosions should be under
strict control. rd Chesterfield had early
made this discovery, for he says, ‘I am
sure that since I had the use of my reason,
no human being has ever heard me laugh."
I know that there go two to this game, and,
in the presence of certain formidable wits,
savage nature must sometimes rush out in
some disorder.

To pass to an allied topic, one word or
two in regard to dress, in which our civiliza-
tion instantly shows itself. No nation is
dressed with more good sense than ours,
And everybody sees certain moral benefit in
it. When the young European emigrant,
after a summer's labour, puts on for the first
time a new coat, he puts on much more.
His good and becoming clothes put him on
thinking that he must behave like people who
are so dressed ; and silently and steadily his
behaviour mends. But quite another class
of our own youth, I should remind, of dress
in general, that some people need it, and
others need itnot. Thus a king or a general
does not need a fine coat, and a commanding
person may save himself all solicitude on
that point. There are always slovens in
State Street or Wall Street, who are not less
considered. If a man have manners and
talent he may dress roughly and carelessly.
It is only when mind and character slumber
that the dress can be seen. If the intellect
were always awake, and everﬁ noble senti-
ment, the man might go in huckaback or
mats, and his dress would be admired and
imitated. ~Remember George Herberts
maxim, ** This coat with my discretion will
be brave." If, however, a man has not firm
nerves, and has keen sensibility, it is perhaps
a wise economy to go to a good shop an
dress himself irreproachably. He can then
dismiss all care from his mind, and may
easily find that performance an addition of
confidence, a fortification that turns the
scale in social encounters, and allows him to
go gayly into conversations where else he
had been dry and embarrassed. I am not
ignorant,—I have heard with admiring sub-
mission the experience of the lady who de-
clared *‘ that the sense of being perfectly
well dressed gives a feeling of inward trafl*
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quillity which religion is powerless to
bestow."

Thus much for manners ; but we are not
content with pantomime; we say, this is
only for the eyes. We want real relations
of the mind and the heart ; we want friend-
ship ; we want knowledge; we want virtue;
a more inward existence to read the history
of each other. Welfare requires one or two
companions of intelligence, probity, and
grace, to wear out life with,—persons with
whom we can speak a few reasonable words
every day, by whom we can measure our-
selves, and who shall hold us fast to good
sense and virtue ; and these we are always
in search of.
to whom we can say what we cannot say to
ourselves, Yet now and then we say things
to our mates, or hear things from them,
which seem to put it out of the power of the
parties to be strangers again. *‘ Either death
or afriend,” isa Persian proverb. I suppose
I give the experience of many when 1 give
my own. A few times in my life it has hap-
pened to me to meet persons of so good a
nature and so good breeding, that every
topic was open and discussed without possi-
bility of offence,—persons who could not be
shocked. One of myfriends said in speaking
of certain associates, ** There is not one of
them but I can offend at any moment.” But
to the company I am now considering, were
no terrors, no vulgarity. All topics were
broached,—life, love, marriage, sex, hatred,
suicide, magic, theism, art, poetry, religion,
myself, thyself, all selves, and whatever else,
with a security and vivacity which belonged
to the nobility of the parties and to their
brave truth. The life of these persons was
conducted in the same calm and affirmative
manner as their discourse. Life with them
was an experiment continually varied, full of
results, full of grandeur, and by no means
the hot and hurried business which passes
in the world. The delight in good company,
in pure, brilliant, social atmosphere ; the
incomparable satisfaction of a society In
which everything can be safely said, in
which every member returns a true echo,
in which a wise freedom, an ideal republic of
sense, simplicity, knowledge, and thorough
good-meaning abide,—doubles the value of
life. It is this that justifies to each the
jealousy with which the doors are kept. Do
not look sourly at the set or the club which
does not choose you. Every highly organized
person knows the value of the social barriers,
since the best society has often been spoiled
to him by the intrusion of bad companions.
He of all men would keep the right of choice
sacred, and feel that the exclusions are in
the interest of the admissions, though they

He must be inestimable to us |
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happen at this moment to thwart his
wishes.

The hunger for company is keen, but it
must be discriminating and must be econo-
mized. 'Tis a defect in our manners that
they have not yet reached the prescribing a
limit to visits. That every well-dressed lady
or gentleman should be at liberty to exceed
ten minutes in his or her call on serious
people, shews a civilization still rude. A
universal etiquette should fix an iron limit
after which a moment should not be allowed
without explicit leave granted on request of
either the giver or receiver of the visit. There
is inconvenience in such strictness, but vast
inconvenience in the wantof it. To trespass
on a public servant is to trespass on a nation's
time. Yet presidents of the United States
are afflicted by rude Western and Southern
gossips (I hope it is only by them) until the
gossip’s immeasurable legs are tired of sit-
ting ; then he strides out and the nation is
relieved.

It is very certain that sincere and happy
conversation doubles our powers; that, in
the effort to unfold our thought to a friend,
we make it clearer to ourselves, and surround
it with illustrations that help and delight us.
It may happen that each hear: from the
other a better wisdom than any one else will
ever hear from either. But these ties are
taken care of by Providence to each of us.
A wise man once said to me that ** all whom
he knew, met "' :—meaning that he need not
take pains to introduce the persons whom
he valued to each other : they were sure to
be drawn together as by gravitation. The
soul of a man must be the servant of another.
The true friend must have an attraction to
whatever virtue is in us. Our chief want in
life,—is it not somebody who can make us
do what we can? And we are easily great
with the loved and honoured associate. We
come out of our egg-shell existence and see
the great dome arching over us; see the
zenith above and the nadir under us.

Speech is power : speech is to persuade,
to convert, to compel. It is to bring another
out of his bad sense into your good sense.
You are to be missionary and carrier of all
that is good and noble. Virtues speak to
virtues, vices to vices,—each to their own
kind in the people with whom we deal. If
you are suspiciously and dryly on your
guard, so is he or she. If you rise to 'fmnk-
ness and generosity, they will respect it now
or later. ;

In this art of conversation, Woman, if not
the queen and victor, is the lawgiver.
every one recalled his experiences, he might
find the best in the speech of superior women,
—which was better than song, and carried
2G
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ingenuity, character, wise counsel, and _aﬁ’ec-
tion, as easily as the wit with which it was
adorned. They are not only wise themselves,
they make us wise. No one can be a master
in conversation who has not learned much
from women ; their presence and inspiration
are essential to its success. Steele said of
his mistress, that ‘‘ to have loved her was a
liberal education.” Shenstone gave no bad
account of this influence in his description of
the French woman : ‘* There is a quality in
which no woman in the world can compete
with her,—it is the power of intellectual irri-
tation. She will draw wit out of a fool.
She strikes with such address the chords of
self-love, that she gives unexpected vigour
and agility to fancy, and electrifies a body
that appeared non-electric.” Coleridge es-
teems cultivated women as the depositaries
and guardians of ‘' English undefiled" ; and
Luther commends that accomplishment of
« pure German speech” of his wife.

Madame de Staél, by the unanimous con-
sent of all who knew her, was the most
extraordinary converser that was known in
her time, and it was a time full of eminent
men and women ; she knew all distinguished
persons in letters or society, in England,
Germany, and Italy, as well as in France,
though she said, with characteristic nation-
ality, ‘* Conversation, like talent, exists only
in France." Madame de Stagl valued no-
thing but conversation. When they showed
her the beautiful Lake Leman, she exclaimed,
** O for the gutter of the Rue de Bae!" the
street in Paris in which her house stood.
And she said one day, seriously, to M. Molé,
““If it were not for respect to human opinions,
1 would not open my window to see the Bay
of Naples for the first time, whilst I would
go five hundred leagues to talk with a man
of genius whom I had notseen.”” Ste. Beuve
tells us of the privileged circle at Coppet,
that, after making an excursion one day, the

returned in two coaches from Cham-
to Aix, on the way to Coppet. The

first coach had many rueful accidents to re-
late,—a terrific thunder-storm, shocking
roads, and danger and gloom to the whole
company. The party in the second coach,
on arriving, heard this story with surprise;
—of thunder-storm, of steeps, of mud, of
danger, they knew nothing ; no, they had
forgotten earth, and breathed a purer air :
such a conversation between Madame de
Staél and Madame Récamier and Benjamin
Constant and Schlegel! they were all in a
state of delight. e intoxication of the
conversation had made them insensible to all
notice of weather or rough roads. Madame
de Tessé said, "' If I were Queen, I should
command Madame de Staél to talk to me

every day.” Conversation fills all gars
supplies all deficiencies. What a ;lg};,dg:r[?'
is that recorded of Madame de Maintenor:t
that, during dinner, the servant slipped ¢
her side, ‘‘ Please, madame, one ﬂneﬂdot:
more, for there is no roast to-day."

Politics, war, party, luxury, avarice
fashion, are all asses with loaded panniers
to serve the kitchen of Intellect, the kin
There is nothing that does not pass into lever
or weapon.

And yet there are trials enough of nerve
and character, brave choices enough of taking
the part of truth and of the oppressed against
the oppressor, in privatest circles. A right
speech is not well to be distinguished from
action. Courage to ask questions ; courage
to expose our ignorance.  The great gain s,
not to shine, not to conquer your companion,
—then you learn nothing but conceit,—but
to find a companion who knows what you
do not ; to tilt with him and be overthrown,
horse and foot, with utter destruction of all
your logic and learning. There is a defeat
that is useful. Then you can see the real
and the counterfeit, and will never accept the
counterfeit again. You will adopt the art of
war that has defeated you. You will rideto
battle horsed on the very logic which you
found irresistible. You will accept the fertile
truth, instead of the solemn customary lic.

Let nature bear the expense. The attitude,
the tone, isall. Let our eyes not look away,
but meet. Let usnot looz east and west for
materials of conversation, but rest in presence
and unity. A just feeling will fast enough
supply fuel for discourse, if speaking be more
grateful than silence. en people come
to see us, we foolishly prattle, lest we be in-
hospitable. But things said for conversation
are chalk eggs. Don't say things, What
you are stands over you the while, and
thunders so that 1 cannot hear what you say
to the contrary. A lady of my acquaintance
said, I don't care so much for what they
say as I do for what makes them say It.

The main point is to throw yourself on the
truth, and say with Newton, ‘' There's no
contending against facts.” When Molyneux
fancied that the observations of the nutation
of the earth’s axis destroyed Newton's theory
of gravitation, he tried to break it softly t0
Sir Isaac, who only answered, '‘It may
so; there's no arguing against facts and
e nm:nts." il Vsl

ut there are e who canno i
vated,—people E:o\l:rhom speech makes n0
impression,—swainish, morose people, ¥ho
must be kept down and quieted as you Woul
those who are a little tipsy ; others, who are

not only swainish, but are prompt to take
oath that swainishness is the only cultuf¢:
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and though their odd wit may have some salt
for you, your friends would not relish it.
Bolt these out. And I have seen a man of
genius who made me think that if other men
were like him co-operation were impossible.
Must we always talk for victory, and never
once for truth, for comfort, and joy? Here
is centrality and penetration, strong under-
standing, and the higher gifts, the insight of
the real, or from the real, and the moral
rectitude which belongs to it : but all this
and all his resources of wit and invention are
lost to me in every experiment that I make to
hold intercourse with his mind ; always some
weary, captious paradox to fight you with,
and the time and temper wasted. And be-
ware of jokes ; too much temperance cannot
be used : inestimable for sauce, but corrupt-
ing for food: we go away hollow and ashamed.
As soon as the company give in to this enjoy-
ment, we shall have no Olympus. True wit
never made us laugh. Wahomet seems to
have borrowed by anticipation of several
centuries a leaf from the mind of Sweden-
borg, when he wrote in the Koran : ‘“ On
the day of resurrection, those who have in-
dulged in ridicule will be called to the door
of Paradise, and have it shut in their faces
when they reach it. Again, on their turning
back, they will be called to another door, and
again, on reaching it, will see it closed against
them ; and so on, ad infinitum, without end."”

Shun the negative side. Never worry
people with your contritions, nor with dismal
views of politics or society. Never name
sickness ; evenif you could trust yourself on
that perilous topic, beware of unmuzzling a
valetudinarian, who will soon give you your
fill of it.

The law of the tableis Beauty,—a respect
to the common soul of all the guests. Every-
thing is unseasonable which is private to two
or three or any portion of the company. Tact
never violates for a moment this law ; never
intrudes the orders of the house, the vices
of the absent, or a tariff of expenses, or pro-
fessional privacies ; as we say, we never
‘“talk shop” before company. Lovers ab-
stain from caresses, and haters from insults,
whilst they sit in one parlour with common
friends.

Stay at home in your mind. Don't recite
other people's opinions. See how it lies there
inyou; andif there is no counsel, offer none.

hat we want is, not your activity or inter-
ference with your mind, but your content to
be a vehicle of the simple truth. The way
to have large occasional views, as In a

litical or social ¢risis, is to have large
abitual views. When men consult you, it
is not that they wish you to stand tiptoe,
and pump your brains, but to apply your

| ha‘bi“;m] view, YO"I..'II.' wisdom, to the present
| question, forbearing all pedantries, and the
| very name of argument ; for in good con-
versation parties don't speak to the words,
but to the meanings of each other.

Manners first, then conversation. Later,
we see that, as life was not in manners, so it
is not in talk. Manners are external ; talk
is occasional : these require certain material
conditions, human labour for food, clothes,
house, tools, and, in shart, plenty and ease,
—since only so can certain finer and finest
powers appear and expand. In a whole
| nation of Hottentots there shall not be one
! valuable man,—valuable out of his tribe. In
every million of Europeans or of Americans
there shall be thousands who would be valu-
able on any spot on the globe.

The consideration the rich possess in all
societies is not without meaning or right. It
is the approval given by the human under-
standing to the act of creating value by know-
ledge and labour. It is the sense of every
human being, that man should have this
dominion of nature, should arm himself with
tools, and force the elements to drudge for
him and give him power. Every one must
seek to secure his independence ; but he need
not berich. The old Confucius in China ad-
mitted the benefit, but stated the limitation :
“If the search for riches were sure to be suc-
cessful, though I should become a groom
with whip in hand to get them, I will do so.
As the search may not be successful, I will
follow after that which I love." There is in
America a general conviction in the minds of
all mature men, that every young man of
good faculty and good habits can by per-
severance attain to an adequate estate ; if he
have a turn for business, and a quick ]ege for
the opportunities which are always offering
for investment, he can come to wealth, and
in such good season as to enjoy as well as
transmit it.

Every human society wants to be officered
by a best class, who shall be masters in-
structed in all the great arts of life ; shall be
wise, temperate, brave, public men, adorned
with dignity and accomplishments. Every
country wishes this, and each has taken its
own method to secure such service to the
state. In Europe, ancient and modern, 1t
has been attempted to secure the existence
of a superior class by hereditary nobility,
with estates transmitted by primogeniture
But in the last age, this system
has been on its trial, and the verdict of man-
kind is pretty nearly pronounced. That
method secured permanence of families,
firmness of customs, a certain external cul-
ture and good taste ; gratified the ear with
preserving historic names : but the heroic

and entail.
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father did not surely have heroic sons, and
still less surely heroic grandsons; wealth
and ease corrupted the race.

In America, the necessity of clearing the
forest, laying out town and street, and build-
ing every house and barn and fence, then
church and town-house, exhausted such
means as the Pilgrims brought, and made
the whole population poor; and the like
necessity is still found in each new settlement
in the Territories. These needs gave their
character to the public debates in every vil-
lage and State. Ihave been often impressed
at our country town-meetings with the ac-
cumulated virility, in each village, of five or
six or eight or ten men, who speak so well,
and so easily handle the affairs of the town.
I often hear the business of a little town
(with which I am most familiar) discussed
with a clearness and thoroughness, and with
a generosity, too, that would have satisfied
me had it been in one of the larger capitals,
1 am sure each one of my readers has a
parallel experience. And every one knows
that in every town or city is always to be
found a certain number of public-spirited
men, who perform, unpaid, a great amount
of hard work in the interest of the churches,
of schools, of public grounds, works of taste
and refinement. And as in civil duties, so
in social power and duties, Our gentlemen
of the old school, that is, of the school of
‘Washington, Adams, and Hamilton, were
bred after English types, and that style of
breeding furnished fine examples in the last
generation ; but, though some of us have
seen such, I doubt they are all gone. But
nature is not poorer to-day. With all our
haste, and slipshod ways, and flippant self-
assertion, I have seen examples of new grace
and power in address that honour the
country. It was my fortune not long ago,
with my eyes directed on this subject, to fall
in with an American to be proud of. I said
never was such force, good meaning, good
sense, good action, combined with such
domestic lovely behaviour, such modesty and
persistent preference for others. Wherever
he moved he was the benefactor. It is of
course that he should ride well, shoot well,
sail well, keep house well, administer affairs
well, but he was the best talker, also, in the |
company : what with a perpetual practical
wisdom, with an eye always to the working
of the thing, what with the multitude and
distinction of his facts (and one detected
continually that he had a hand in everything
that has been done), and in the temperance
with which he parried all offence, and opened
the eyes of the person he talked with without
wutmdicﬁn&:im. Yet I said to myself,
How little this man suspects, with his sym-

pathy for men and his respect for lettered
and scientific people, that he is not likely, in
any company, to meet a man superior to
himself. And I think this is a good country,
that can bear such a creature as he is, :

The young men in America at this
moment take little thought of what men in
England are thinking or doing. That is
the point which decides the welfare of a
people ; whick way does it look ? 1If to any
other people, it is not well with them. If
occupied in its own affairs and thoughts
and men, with a heat which excludes almost
the notice of any other people,—as the Jews,
the Greeks, the Persians, the Romans, the
Arabians, the French, the English, at their
best times have done,—they are sublime ;
and we know that in this abstraction they
are executing excellent work. Amidst the
calamities which war has brought on our
country this one benefit has accrued,—that
our eyes are withdrawn from England, with-
drawn from France, and look homeward.
We have come to feel that ‘‘by ourselves
our safety must be bought" ; to know the
vast resources of the continent, the good-
will that is in the people, their conviction
of the great moral advantages of freedom,
social equality, education, and religious
culture, and their determination to hold
these fast, and, by them, to hold fast the
country and penetrate every square mile of
it with this American civilization,

The consolation and happy moment of
life, atoning for all shortcomings, is senti-
ment ; a flame of affection or delight in the
heart, burning up suddenly for its object,—
as the love of the mother for her child ; of
the child for its mate ; of the youth for his
friend ; of the scholar for his pursuit; of
the boy for sea-life, or for painting, or in
the passion for his country ; or in the
tender-hearted philanthropist to spend and
be spent for some romantic charity, as
Howard for the prisoner, or John Brown for
the slave. No matter what the object is, 50
it be good, this flame of desire makes life
sweet and tolerable. It reinforces the heart
that feels it, makes all its acts and words
gracious and interesting. Now society In
towns is infested by persons who, seeing
that the sentiments please, counterfeit the
expression of them. These we call sentl-
mentalists,—talkers who mistake the de-
scription for the thing, saying for having.
They have, they tell you, an intense love of
nature ; poetry,—O, they adore poetry, and
roses, and the moon, and the cavalry regi-
ment, and the governor ; they love liberty:
“* dear liberty ! " they worship virtue, ‘* dear
virtue! " Ves, they adopt whatever merit 1$
in good repute, and almost make it hateful

S —
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with their praise. The warmer their ex-

ressions, the colder we feel ; we shiver with
cold. A little experience acquaints us with
the unconvertibility of the sentimentalist, the
soul that is lost by mimicking soul. Cure
the drunkard, heal the insane, mollify the
homicide, civilize the Pawnee, but what
lessons can be devised for the debauchee of
sentiment? Was ever one converted? The
innocence and ignorance of the patient is
the first difficulty ; he believes his disease
is blooming health. A rough realist, or a
phalanx of realists, would be prescribed ;
but that is like proposing to mend your bad
road with diamonds. Then poverty, famine,
war, imprisonment, might be tried. Another
cure would be to fight fire with fire, to
match a sentimentalist with a sentimentalist.
I think each might begin to suspect that
something was wrong.

Would we codify the laws that should
reign in households, and whose daily trans-
gression annoys and mortifies us, and de-
grades our household life,—we must learn
to adorn every day with sacrifices. Good
manners are made up of petty sacrifices.
Temperance, courage, love, are made up
of the same jewels. Listen to every prompt-
ing of honour. '‘As soon as sacrifice
becomes a duty and necessity to the man, I
see no limit to the horizon which opens
before me." *

Of course those people, and no others,
interest us who believe in their thought,
who are absorbed, if you please to say so,
in their own dream. They only can give
the key and leading to better society : those
who delight in each other only because
both delight in the eternal laws ; who forgive
nothing to each other; who, by their joy
and homage to these, are made incapable of
conceit, which destroys almost all the fine
wits. Any other affection between men than
this geometric one of relation to the same
thing, is a mere mush of materialism.

These are the bases of civil and polite
society ; namely, manners, conversation,
lucrative labour, and public action, whether
political, or in the leading of social institu-
tions. We have much to regret, much to
mend, in our society ; but I believe that in
all liberal and hopeful men there is a firm
faith in the beneficent results which we really
enjoy ; that intelligence, manly enterprise,
good education, virtuous life, and elegant
manners have been and are found here, and,
we hope, in the next generation will still
more abound.

* Ernest Renan.

ELOQUENCE.

I Do not know any kind of history, except
the event of a battle, to which pepple listen
with more interest than to any anecdote of
eloquence ; and the wise think it better than
a battle. It isa triumph of pure power, and
it has a beautiful and prodigious surprise in
{it. For all can see and understand the
|means by which a battle is gained: they
| count the armies, they see the cannon, the
| musketry, the cavalry, and the character and
| advantages of the ground, so that the result
is often predicted by the observer with great
certainty before the charge is sounded. Not
so in a court of law, or in a legislature.
Who knows before the debate begins what
the preparation, or what the means are of
the combatants? The facts, the reasons,
the logic,—above all, the flame of passion
and the continuous energy of will which is
presently to be let loose on this bench of
judges, or on this miscellaneous assembly
gathered from the streets,—are all invisible
and unknown. Indeed, much power is to
be exhibited which is not yet called into
| existence, but is to be suggested on the spot
by the unexpected turn things may take,—
at the appearance of new evidence, or by
the exhibition of an unlooked-for bias in the
judges, or in the audience. Itis eminently
the art which only flourishes in free coun-
tries. Itisan old proverb, that ‘* Every people
has 1ts prophet” ; and every class of the
people has. Our community runs through
la long scale of mental power, from the
| highest refinement to the borders of savage
|ignorance and rudeness. There are not
| only the wants of the intellectual and learned
{and poetic men and women to be met, but
also the vast interests of property, public
and private, of mining, of manufactures, of
trade, of railroads, ete. These must have
their advocates of each improvement and
each interest. Then the political questions,

which agitate millions, find or form a class
of men by nature and habit fit to discuss
and deal with these measures, and make
them intelligible and acceptable to the elec-
tors. So of education, of art, of philanthrqf?)’-

Eloguence shows the power and possibility

of man. There is one of whom we took no
note, but on a certain occasion it appears

that he has a secret virtue never suspected,—

that he can paint what has occurred, and what

must occur, with such _clcamcss to a com-

pany, as if they saw It done before their

eyes. By leading their thought he leads

their will, and can make them do g]:_;dly

| what an hour ago they would not believe
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t could be led to doatall: he makes
gaemﬂ;gd or angry or penitent at his plea-
sure; of enemies makes friends, and fills
desponding men with hope and joy. After
Sheridan's speech in the trial of Warren
Hastings, Mr. Pitt moved an adjournment,
that the House might recover from the over-
powering effect of Sheridan’s oratory. Then
recall the delight that sudden eloquence
gives,—the surprise that the moment is so
rich. The orator is the physician. Whether
he speaks in the Capitol or on a cart, he is
the benefactor that lifts men above them-
selyes, and creates a higher appetite than he
satisfies. The orator is he whom every man
is seeking when he goes into the courts, into
the conventions, into angd popular assembly,
though often disappointed, yet never giving
m'o::g the hope. I‘FI’: finds himself perhaps
in the Senate, when the forest has cast out
some wild, black-browed bantling to show
the same energy in the crowd of officials
which he had learned in driving cattle to the
hills, or in scrambling through thickets in a
winter forest, or through the swamp and
river for his game. In the folds of his brow,
in the majesty of his mien, Nature has
marked her son ; and in that artificial and
perhaps unworthy place and company shall
remind you of the lessons taught him in
earlier days by the torrent in the gloom of
the pine-woods, when he was the companion
of the mountain cattle, of jays and foxes,
and a hunter of the bear. dr you may find
him in some lowly Bethel, by the seaside,
where a hard-featured, scarred, and wrinkled
Methodist becomes the poet of the sailor
and the fisherman, whilst he pours out the
abundant streams of his thought through a
language all glittering and fiery with imagin-
ation,—a man who never knew the looking-
glass or the critic,—a man whom college
drill or patronage never made, and whom
praise cannot spoil,—a man who conquers
his audience by infusing his soul into them,
and speaks by the right of being the person
in the assembly who has the most to say,
and so makes all other speakers appear little
and cowardly before his face. For the time,
his exceeding life throws all other gifts into
shade,—philosophy speculating on its own
breath, taste, lmrning, and all,—and yet

how every listener gladly consents to be | like

ﬁlpg in his pLgenoe. ;n;le to share this
rising emanation, an steeped and
ennobled in the new wine of this elol::leuence !
It instructs in the power of man over men ;
that a man is a mover ; to the extent of his
being, a power ; and, in contrast with the

ciency he suggests, our actual life and
society appears a dormitory, Who can
wonder at its influence on young and

ardent minds? Uncommo

uncommon men ; and I thinﬁ xys followy
us can remember when our first exl‘y One of
made us for a time the victim and wgf;ff:““s
of the first master of this art whom wﬁ‘gper
pened to hear in the court-house or i ::l g
caucus, We reckon the bar, the senate, jq a8
nalism, and the pulpit peaceful profeséijunusrt
butyou cannotescape thedemand forcourage
in these, and certainly there is no true oratc:
who is not a hero. His attitude in the rs.
trum, on the platform, requires that he
counterbalance his auditory. He is chal.
lenger, and must answer all comers. Thq
orator must ever stand with forward foot, in
the attitude of advancing. His speech must
be just ahead of the assembly,—ahead of
the whole human race,—or it is superfluous,
His speech is not to be distinguished from
action, It is the electricity of action, Itis
action, as the general's word of command,
or chart of battle, is action. I must feel
that the speaker compromises himself to his
auditory, comes for something,—it is a cry
on the perilous edge of the fight,—or let him
be silent. You go to a town-meeting where
the people are called to some disagreeable
duty,—such as, for example, often occurred
during the war, at the occasion of a new
draft. They come unwillingly : they have
spent their money once or twice very freely.
They have sent their best men : the young
and ardent, those of a martial temper, went
at the first draft, or the second, and it is not
easy to see who else can be spared, or can
be induced to go, The silenceand coldness
after the meeting is opened, and the purpose
of it stated, are not encouraging, When a
good man rises in the cold and malicious
assembly, you think, Well, sir, it would be
more prudent to be silent ; why not rest, sir,
on your good record? Nobody doubts
your talent and power ; but for the present
business, we know all about it, and are

tired of being pushed into patriotism by
people who stay at home. But he, taking
no counsel of only of

ast things, but
the inspiration oP his to-day's feeling, sur

g:ses them with his tidings, with his
tter knowledge, his larger view, his steady
gaze at the new and future event, whereo
theyhad not thought, and theyare inu:re:smd.r
ike so many children, and carried off out
all recollection of their malignant consider-
ations, and he gains his victory by prophecy:
where they expected repetition. He knew
very well beforehand that they were 1ooking
behind and that he was looking abead, 3?1
therefore it was wise to speak. Then th¢
observer says, What a godsend is this man-
ner of man to a town! and he, what 2
faculty ! He is put together like a Waltham
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watch, or like a locomotive just finished at
the Tredegar works.

No act indicates more universal health
than eloquence. The special ingredients of
this force are : clear perceptions ; memory ;
power of statement ; logic ; imagination, or
the skill to clothe your thought in natural
images ; passion, which is the keaf; and
then a grand will, which, when legitimate
and abiding, we call ckaracter, the height
of manhood. As soon as a man shows rare
power of expression, like Chatham, Erskine,
Patrick Henry, Webster, or Phillips, all the
great interests, whether of state or of pro-
perty, crowd to him to be their spokesman,
so that he is at once a potentate, a ruler
of men. A worthy gentleman, Mr. Alex-
ander, listening to the debates of the General
Assembly of the Scottish Kirk in Edinburgh,
and eager to speak to the questions, but ut-
terly failing in his endeavours,—delighted
with the talent shown by Dr. Hugh Blair,
went to him, and offered him one thousand
pounds sterling if he would teach him to
speak with propriety in public. If the per-
formance of the advocate reaches any high
success, it is paid in England with dignities
in the professions, and in the state with seats
in the cabinet, earldoms, and woolsacks.
And it is easy to see that the great and daily
growing intérests at stake in this country
must pay proportional prices to their spokes-
men and defenders. It does not surprise us,
then, to learn from Plutarch what great sums
werepaid at Athens to the teachers ofrhetoric;
and if the pupils got what they paid for, the
lessons were cheap.

But this power which so fascinates and
astonishes and commands is only the exag-
geration of a talent which is universal. All
men are competitors in this art. 'We have
all attended meetings called for some object
in which no one had beforehand any warm
interest. Every speaker rose unwillingly,
and even his speech was a bad excuse ; but
it is only the first plunge which is formidable,
and deep interest or sympathy thaws the ice,
Joosens the tongue, and will carry the cold
and fearful presently into self-possession, and
possession of the audience. Go into an as-
sembly well excited, some angry political
meeting on the eve of a crisis. Then it ap-
pears that eloquence is as natural as swim-
ming,—an art which all men might learn,
though so few do. It only needs that they
should be oncewell pushed off into the water,
overhead, without corks, and, after a mad
struggle or two, they find their poise and
the use of their arms, and henceforward they
possess this new and wonderful element.

The most hard-fisted,disagreeably restless,
thought-paralyzing companion sometimes

turns out in a public assembly to be a fluent,
various, and effective orator.” Now you find
what all that excess of power which so chafed
and fretted you in a féfe-d-féfe with him was
for. What is peculiar in it is a certain crea-
tive heat, which a man attains to perhaps
only once in his life. Those whom we ad-
mire—the great orators—have some kabit
of heat, and, moreover, a certain control of
it, an art of husbanding it,—as if their hand
was on the organ-stop, and could now use
it temperately, and now let out all the length
and breadth of the power. I remember that
Jenny Lind, when in this country, complained
of concert-rooms and town-halls, that they
did not give her room enough to unroll her
voice, and exulted in the opportunity given
her in the great halls she found sometimes
built over a railroad depot. And thisis quite
as true of the action of the mind itself, that a
man of this talent sometimes finds himself
cold and slow in private company, and per-
haps a heavy companion ; but give him a
commanding occasion, and the inspiration
of a great multitude, and he surprises by new
and unlooked-for powers. Before, he was
out of place, and unfitted as a cannon in a
parlour. To be sure there are physical ad-
vantages,—some eminentlyleading to hisart.
I mentioned Jenny Lind’s voice, A good
voice has a charm in speech as in song ;
sometimes of itself enchains attention, and
indicates a rare sensibility, especially when
trained to wield all its powers. The voice,
like the face, betrays the nature and disposi-
tion, and soon indicates what is the range of
the speaker's mind. Many people have no
ear for music, but every one has an ear for
skilful reading. Every one of us has at some
time been the victim of a well-toned and cun-
ning voice,and perhapsbeen repelled once for
allbya harsh, mechanical speaker. Thevoice,
indeed, is a delicate index of the state of the
mind. I have heard an eminent preacher
say, that he learns from the first tones of his
voice on a Sunday morning whether he is to
have a successful day. A singer cares little
for the words of the song ; he will make any
words glorious. I think the like rule holds
of the good reader. In the church I call him
only a good reader who can read sense and
oetry into any hymn in the hymn-book.
lutarch, in his enumeration of the ten Greek
orators, is careful to mention their excellent
voices, and the pains bestowed by some of
them in training these. What character,
what infinite variety, belong to the \ro:qet
sometimes it is a flute, sometimes a trp-
hammer ; what range of force | Inmoments
of clearer thought or deeper sympathy, the
voice will attain a music and penetration
which surprises the speaker as much as the
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auditor ; he also is a sharer of the higher
wind that blows over his strings. 1 believe
that some orators go to the assembly as to
a closet where to find their best thoughts.
The Persian poet Saadi tells us that a person
with a disagreeable voice was reading the
Koran aloud, when a holy man, passing by,
asked what was his monthly stipend. He
answered, ‘* Nothing at all.” * But why
then do you take so much trouble?” He
replied ‘* I read for the sake of God." The

other rejoined, ‘'For God's sake, dq not read; |
for if you read the Koran in this manner |
you will destroy the splendour of Islamism."

Then there are persons of natural fascina-
tion, with certain frankness, winning manners,
almost endearments in their style; like
Bouillon, who could almost persuade you

WORKS OF RALPH WALDO EMERSON.

In 1809 he was appointed Minism
and resigned his chair in the University:
His last lecture, in taking leave of his clac.
contained some nervous allusions to 1hé
treatment he had received from his olq
friends, which showed how much it had stung
him, and which made a profound impression
on the class. Here is the concluding para-
graph, which long resounded in Cambridge :
—** At no hour of your life will the love of
letters ever oppress you as a burden, or faj]
you as a resource. In the vain and foolish
exultation of the heart, which the brighter
prospects of life will sometimes excite, the
pensive portress of Science shall call you to
the sober pleasures of her holy cell. In the
mortification of disappointment, her sooth-
| ing voice shall whisper serenity and peace,

that a quartan ague was wholesome ; like | In-social converse with the mighty dead of

Louis XI.of France,whom Commines praises

accent and the caresses of his speech " ; like
Galiani, Voltaire, Robert Burns, Barclay,
Fox, and Henry Clay. What must have
been the discourse of St. Bernard, when
mothers hid their sons, wives their hus-
bands, companions their friends, lest they
should be led by his eloquence to join the
monastery.

1t is said that one of the best readers in
his time was the late President John Quincy
Adams. I have heard that no man could
read the Bible with such powerful effect. I
can easily believe it, though 1 never heard
him speak in public until his fine voice was
much broken by age. But the wonders he
could achieve with that cracked and dis-
obedient organ showed what power might
have belonged to it in early manhood. If
**indignation makes good verses," as Horace
says, 1t is not less true that a good indigna-
tion makes an excellent speech. In the
early years of this century, Mr. Adams, at
that time a member of the United States
Senate at Washington, was elected Professor
of Rhetoricand Oratory in Harvard College.
‘When he read his first lectures in 1806, not
only the students heard him with delight,
but the hall was crowded by the Professors
and by unusual visitors. I remember when,
long after, 1 entered college, hearing the
story of the numbers of coaches in which his
friends came from Boston to hear him. On
his return in the winter to the Senate at
Washington, he took such ground in the
debates of the following session as to lose
the sympathy of many of his constituents in
Boston, When, on his return from Wash-
ington, he resumed his lectures in Cam-
bridge, his class attended, but the coaches
from Boston did not come, and, indeed,
many of his political friends deserted him,

| ancient days, you will never smart under the
for ** the gift of managing all minds by his | gall

ing sense of dependence upon the mighty
living of the present age. And in your
struggles with the world, should a crisis ever
occur, when even friendship may deem it
prudent to desert you, when even your
country may seem ready to abandon herself
and you, when priest and Levite shall come
and look on you and pass by on the other
side, seek refuge, my w»failing friends, and
be assured you shall find it, in the friendship
of Leelius and Scipio, in the patriotism of
Cicero, Demosthenes, and Burke, as well as
in the precepts and example of Him whose
law is love, and who taught us to remember
injuries only to forgive them."

The orator must command the whole
scale of the language, from the most elegant
to the most low and vile, Every one has
felt how superior in force is the language of
the street to that of the academy. The street
must be one of his schools. Ought not the
scholar to be able to convey his meaning in
terms as short and strong as the porter or
truckman uses to convey his? And Lord
Chesterfield thought '* that without being
instructed in the dialect of the Halles no
man could be a complete master of French."”
The speech of the man in the street is in-
variably strong, nor can you mend it by
making it what you call parliamentary. You
say, ‘‘if he could only express himself" ;
but he does already better than any one can
for him,—can always get the ear of an audi-
ence to the exclusion of everybody else.
Well, this is an example in point. That
something which each man was created to
say and do, he only or he best can tell you,
and has a right to supreme attention so far.
The power of their speech is, that it is per-
fectly understood by all ; and I believe it to
be true, that when any orator at the bar or
in the Senate rises in his thought, he descends
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in his language,—that is, when he rises to
any height of thought or of passion he comes
down to a language level with the ear of all
his audience. It is the merit of John Brown
and of Abraham Lincoln—one at Charles-
town, one at Gettysburg—in the two best
specimens of eloquence we have had in this
country. And observe that all poetry is
written in the oldest and simplest English
words. Dr. Johnson said, ‘' There is in
every nation a style which never becomes
obsolete, a certain mode of phraseology so
consonant to the analogy and principles of
its respective language as to remain settled
and unaltered. “This style is to be sought
in the common intercourse of life among
those who speak only to be understood, with-
out ambition of elegance. The polite are
always catching modish innovations, and the
learned forsake the vulgar, when the vulgar
is right ; but there is a conversation above
grossness and below refinement, where pro-
priety resides.”

But all these are the gymnastics, the edu-
cation of eloquence, and not itself. They
cannot be too much considered and prac-
tised as preparation, but the powers are those
I first named. If I should make the shortest
list of the qualifications of the orator, I
should begin with manliness; and perhaps
it means here presence of mind. Men differ
so much in control of their faculties! You
can find in many, and indeed in all, a cer-
tain fundamental equality. Fundamentally
all feel alike and think alike, and at a great
heat they can all express themselves with an
almost equal force. Butit costs a great heat
to enable a heavy man to come up with those
who have a quick sensibility. Thus we have
all of us known men who lose their talents,
their wit, their fancy, at any sudden call.
Some men, on such pressure, collapse, and
cannot rally, If they are to put a thing in
proper shape, fit for the occasion and the
audience, their mind is & blank. Something
which any boy would tell with colour and
vivacity they can only stammer out with
hard literalness,—say it in the very words
they heard, and no other. This fault is very
incident to men of study,—as if the more
they had read the less they knew. Dr.
Charles Chauncy was, a hundred years ago,
a man of marked ability among the clergy
of New England. But when once going
to preach the Thursday lecture in Boston
(which in those days people walked from
Salem to hear), on going up the pulpit stairs
he was informed that a little boy had fallen
into Frog Pond on the Common, and was
drowned, and the doctor was requested to
improve the sad occasion, The doctor was
much distressed, and in his prayer he hesi-

tated,—he tried to make soft approaches,—
he prayed for Harvard Col]cg?el,:he ;'f.f,ed
for the schools, he implored the Divine
Being ** to-to-to bless to them all the boy
that was this morning drowned in Frog
Pond.” Now this is not want of talent or
learning, but of manliness. The doctor, no
doubt, shut up in his closet and his theology,
had lost some natural relation to men, and
quick application of his thought to the course
of events. I should add what is told of him,
—that he so disliked the *' sensation" preach-
ing of his time that he had once prayed
that *‘ he might never be eloquent " ; and,
it appears, his prayer was granted. On the
other hand, it would be easy to point to
many masters whose readiness is sure; as
the French say of Guizot, that *‘what Guizot
learned this morning he has the air of having
known from all eternity.” This unmanliness
is so common a result of our half-education,
—teaching a youth Latin and metaphysics
and history, and neglecting to give him the
rough training of a boy,—allowing him to
skulk from the games of ball and skates and
coasting down the hills on his sled, and
whatever else would lead him and keep him
on even terms with boys, so that he can
meet them as an equal, and lead in his turn,
—that I wish his guardians to consider that
they are thus preparing him to playa con-
temptible part when he is full-grown. In
England they send the most delicate and
protected child from his luxurious home to
Jearn to rough it with boys in the public
schools. A few bruises and scratches will
do him no harm if he has thereby learned
not to be afraid. It is this wise mixture of
good drill in Latin grammar with good drill
in cricket, boating, and wrestling, that is
the boast of English education, and of high
importance to the matter in hand.

Lord Ashley, in 1606, while the bill for
regulating trials in cases of high treason was
pending, attempting touttera premeditated
speech in Parliament in favour of that clause
of the bill which allowed the prisoner the
benefit of counsel, fell into such a dis-
order that he was not able to proceed ; but,
having recovered his spirits and the com-
mand of his faculties, he drew such an
argument from his own confusion as more
advantaged his cause than all the powers of
eloquence could have done. “ For," said
he, *“if I, who had no personal concern in
the question, was so overpowered with my
own apprehensions that I could not find
words to express myself, what must be the
case of one whose life depended on his own
abilities to defend it?" This happy turn
did great service in promoting that excellent
bill.
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These are ascending stairs,—a good voice,
winning manners, plain speech, chastened,
however, by the schools into correctness ;
but we must come to the main matter, of
power of statement,—know your fact ; hug
your fact. For the essential thing is heat,
and heat comes of sincerity. Speak what
you do know and believe, and are person-
ally in it, and are answerable for every word.
Eloquence is the power fo translate a truth
intolanguage perfectly intelligible fo the person
{0 whom you speak. He who would convince
the worthy Mr. Dunderhead of any truth
which Dunderhead does not see, must be a
master of his art. Declamation is common;
but such possession of thought as is here
required, such practical chemistry as the
conversion of a truth written in God's lan-
guage into a truth in Dunderhead's language,

15 one of the most beautiful and cogent

weapons that is forged in the shop of the
Divine Artificer.,

It was said of Robesplerre's audience, that
though they understood not the words, they
understood a fury in the words, and caught
the contagion.

This leads us to the high class, the men
of character who bring an overpowering
personality into court, and the cause they
maintain borrows importance from an illus-
trious advocate, Absoluteness is required,
and he must have it or simulate it, If the
cause be unfashionable, he will make it
fashionable. 'Tis the best man in the best
training. If he does not know your fact, he
will show that it is not worth the knowing,
Indeed, as great generals do not fight many
battles, but conquer by tactics, so all elo-
xence is a war of posts. What is said is

e least part of the oration. It is the atti-
tude taken, the unmistakable sign, never so
casually given, in tone of voice, or manner,
or word, that a greater spirit speaks from you
than is spoken to in him.

But 1 say, provided your cause is really
/iomest. There is always the previous ques-
tion : How came you on that side? Your
argumcntisingenious.your]anguagccopious,
your illustrations brilliant, but your major
proposition ;)a.lpably absurd. Will you es-
tablish a lie? You are a very elegant writer,
but you can't write up what gravitates down.

An ingenious metaphysical writer, Dr.
Stirling of Edinburgh, has noted that ‘ntel-
lectual works in any department breed each
other by what he calls zymosis, i.e. fermen-
tation ; thus in the Elizabethan Age there
was a dramatic symosis, when all the genius
ran in that direction, until it culminated in
Shakspeare ; so in Germany we have seen a
metaphysical zymosis culminating in Kant,
Schelling, Schleiermacher, Schopenhauer,

Hi'ga!, and so ending. To this we might
add the great eras not only of painters but
of orators, The historian Paterculus says of
Cicero, that only in Cicero's lifetime was any
great eloquence in Rome; so it was said
that no member of either house of the Britjs},
Parliament will be ranked among the orators
whom Lord North did not see, or who dig
not see Lord North. But I should rather
say that when a great sentiment, as religion
or liberty, makes itself deeply felt in any age
or country, then great orators appear, As
the Andes and Alleghanies indicate the line
of the fissure in the crust of the earth along
which they were lifted, so the great ideas
that suddenly expand at some moment the
mind of mankind indicate themselves by
orators.

If there ever was a country where e!oquence
was a power, it is in the United States,
Here is room for every degree of it, on
every one of its ascending stages,—that of
useful speech, in our commercial, manu-
facturing, railroad, and educational conven-
tions ; that of political advice and persuasion
on the grandest theatre, reaching, as all
good men trust, into a vast future, and so
compelling the best thought and noblest
administrative ability that the citizen can
offer. And here are the service of science,
the demands of art, and the lessons of re-
ligion to be brought home to the instant
practice of thirty millions of people. Is it
not worth the ambition of every generous
youth to train and arm his mind with all the
resources of knowledge, of method, of grace,
and of character, to serve such a con-
stituency ?

RESOURCES,

MEN are made up of potences. We are
magnets in an iron globe. We have keys to
all doors. We are a?l inventors, each sailing
out on a voyage of discovery, guided each
by a private chart, of which there is no
duplicate. The world is all gates, all oppor-
tunities, strings of tension waiting to be
struck ; the earth sensitive as iodine to light ;
the most plastic and impressionable medium,
alive to every touch, and, whether searched
by the plough of Adam, the sword of Caesar,
the boat of Columbus, the telescope of Gali-
leo, or the surveyor's chain of Picard, or the
submarine telegraph, to every one of these
experiments it makes a gracious response.
I am benefited by every observation of a
victory of man over nature,—by seeing that
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wisdom is better than strength; by seeing
that every healthy and resolute man is an
organizer, a method coming into a confusion
and drawing order out of it. We are touched
and cheered by every such example. We
like to see the inexhaustible riches of Nature,
and the access of everysoul to her magazines.
These examples wake an infinite hope, and
call every man to emulation. A low, hope-
less spirit puts out the eyes ; scepticism is
slow suicide. A philosophy which sees only
the worst ; believes neither in virtue nor in
genius ; which says ‘tis all of no use, life is
eating us up, 'tis only question who shall be
last devoured,—dispirits us ; the sky shuts
down before us. A Schopenhauer, with logic
and learning and wit, teaching pessimism,—
teaching that this is the worst of all possible
worlds, and inferring that sleep is better
than waking, and death than sleep,—all the
talent in the world cannot save him from
being odious. But if, instead of these nega-
tives, you give me affirmatives,—if you tell
me that there is always life for the living ;
that what man has done man can do; that
this world belongs to the energetic ; that
thereis always a way to everything desirable ;
that every man is provided, in the new bias
of his faculty, with a key to nature, and that
man only rightly knows himself as far as he
has experimented on things,—I am invigor-
ated, put into genial and working temper ;
the horizon opens, and we are full of good-
will and gratitude to the Cause of Causes.
1 like the sentiment of the poor woman who,
coming from a wretched garret in an inland
manufacturing town for the first time to the
sea-shore, gazing at the ocean, said *‘she
was glad for once in her life to see something
which there was enough of."

Our Copernican globe is a great factorfv
or shop of power, with its rotating constel-
lations, times, and tides. The machine is
of colossal size ; the diameter of the water-
wheel, the arms of the levers, and the volley
of the battery, out of all mechanic measure ;
and it takes long to understand its parts and
its workings. This pump never sucks ; these
screws are never loose; this machine is never
out of gear. The vat, the piston, the wheels
and tires, never wear out, but are self-repair-
ing. Is there any load which water cannot
lift? If there be, try steam ; orif not that, try
electricity. Is there any exhausting of these
means? Measure by barrels the spending
of the brook that runs through your field.
Nothing is great but the inexhaustible wealth
of Nature. She shows us only surfaces, but
she is million fathoms deep. What spaces |
what durations | dealing with races as merely

reparations of somewhat to follow ; or, in
Eumanity, millions of lives of men to collect

the first observations on which our astro-
nomy is built ; millions of lives to add only
sentiments and guesses, which at last,
gathered in by an ear of sensibility, make
the furniture of the poet. See how children
build up a language ; how every traveller,
every labourer, every impatient boss, who
sharply shortens the phrase or the word to
give his order quicker, reducing it to the
lowest possible terms,—and there it must
stay,—improves the national tongue, What
power does Nature not owe to her duration
of amassing infinitesimals into cosmical
forces !

The marked events in history, as the
emigration of a colony to a new and more
delightful coast; the building of a large
ship ; the discovery of the mariner's com-
pass, which perhaps the Pheenicians made ;
the arrival among an old stationary nation
of a more instructed race, with new arts :
each of these events electrifies the tribe to
which it befalls; supples the tough barbarous
sinew, and brings it into that state of sensi-
bility which makes the transition to civiliza-
tion possible and sure. By his machines
man can dive and remain under water like a
shark ; can fly like a hawk in the air ; can
see atoms like a gnat; can see the system
of the universe like Uriel, the angel of the
sun ; can carry whatever loads a ton of coal
can lift ; can knock down cities with his fist
of gunpowder; can recover the history of
his race by the medals which the deluge,
and every creature, civil or savage or brute,
has involuntarily dropped of its existence ;
and divine the future possibility of the planet
and its inhabitants by his perception of laws
of nature, Ah! what a plastic little creature
he is! so shifty, so adaptive! his body a
chest of tools, and he maiing himself com-
fortable in every climate, in every condition.

Here in America are all the wealth of soil,
of timber, of mines, and of the sea, put into
the possession of a people who wield all these
wonderfulmachines, have the secret of steam,
of electricity, and have the power and habit
of invention in their brain. We Americans
have got suppled into the state of meliora-
tion. Life is always rapid here, but what
acceleration to its pulse in ten years,—what
in the four years of the war! We have seen
the railroad and telegraph subdue our enor-
mous geography ; we have seen the snowy
deserts on the northwest, seats of Esqui-
maux, become lands of promise. When our
population, swarming west, had reached the
boundary of arable land, as if to gumulale
our energy, on the face of the sten_le waste
beyond, the land was suddenly in_parts
found covered with gold and silver, floored

with coal. It was thought a fable, what
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Guthrie, a traveller in Persia, told us, that
**in Taurida, in any piece of ground where
springs of naphtha (or petroleum) obtain,
by merely sticking an iron tube in the earth,
and applying a light to the upper end, the
mineral oil will burn till the tube is t.i,eccm-
posed, or for a vast number of years.” But
we have found the Taurida in Pennsylvania
and Ohio. If they have not the lamp of
Aladdin, they have the Aladdin oil. Re-
sources of America ! why, one thinks of St.
Simon's saying, ‘‘ The Golden Age is not
behind, but before you.” Here is man in
the Garden of Eden ; here the Genesis and
the Exodus. We have seen slavery disap-
pear like a painted scene in a theatre; we
have seen the most healthful revolution in
the politics of the nation,—the Constitution
not only amended, but construed in a new
spirit. We have seen China opened to
European and American ambassadors and
commerce ; the like in Japan : our arts and
productions begin to penetrate both. As
the walls of a modern house are perforated
with water-pipes, sound-pipes, gas-pipes,
heat-pipes, so geography and geology are
yielding to man’s convenience, and we begin
to perforate and mould the old ball, as a
carpenter does with wood. All is ductile
and plastic. We are working the new At-
lantic telegraph. American energy is over-
riding every venerable maxim of Ipo'litic:al
science. America is such a garden of plenty,
such a magazine of power, that at her shores
all the common rules of political economy
utterly fail. Here is bread, and wealth, and
power, and education for every man who
has the heart to use his opportunity, The
creation of power had never any parallel,
It was thought that the immense production
of gold would make gold cheap as pewter.
But the immense expansion of trade has
wanted every ounce of gold, and it has not
lost its value,

See how nations of customers are formed.
The disgust of California has not been able
to drive nor kick the Chinaman back to his
home ; and now it turns out that he has sent
home to China American food and tools and
luxuries, until he has taught his people to
use them, and a new market has grown up
for our commerce. The emancipation has
brought a whole nation of negroes as cus-
tomers to buy all the articles which once their
few masters bought, and every manufacturer
and producer in the North has an interest
in protecting the negro as the consumer of
his wares,

_ The whole history of our civil war is rich
in a thousand anecdotes attesting the fertility
of resource, the presence of mind, the skilled
labour of our people. At Annapolis a regi-

ment, hastening to join the ar i
locomotives broken, the railro?y' found the
and no rails. The commander called fo;
men in the ranks who could repyilq u?r
road. Many men stepped forward, searcheg
in the water, found the hidden rajls laid th
track, put the disabled engine together an§
continued their journey. The world beilon s
to the energetic man, His will gives hi%n
new eyes, He sees expedients and means
where we saw none. The invalid sits shiver.
ing in lamb's-wool and furs : the woodsman
knows how to make warm garments out of
cold and wet themselves, The Indian, the
sailor, the hunter, only these know the power
of the hands, feet, teeth, eyes, and ears, It
is out of the obstacles to be encountered that
they make the means of destroying them,
The sailor by his boat and sail makes a ford
out of deepest waters. The hunter, the
soldier, rolls himself in his blanket, and the
falling snow, which he did not have to bring
in his knapsack, is his eider-down, in which
he sleeps warm till the morning. Nature
herself gives the hint and the example, if we
have wit to take it. See how Nature keeps
the lakes warm by tucking them up under a
blanket of ice, and the ground under a cloak
of snow. The old forester is never far from
shelter ; no matter how remote from camp
or city, he carries Bangor with him. A
sudden shower cannot wet him, if he cares
to be d.ry ; he draws his boat ashore, turns
it over in a twinkling against a clump of
alders, with cat-briers, which keep up the
lee-side, crawls under it, with his comrade,
and lies there till the shower is over, happy
in his stout roof. The boat is full of water,
and resists all your strength to drag it ashore
and empty it. The fisherman looks about
him, puts a round stick of wood underneath,
and rolls it as on wheels at once. Napoleon
says, the Corsicans at the battle of Golo, not
having had time to cut down the bridge,
which was of stone, made use of the bodies
of their dead to form an intrenchment.
Malus, known for his discoveries in the
polarization of light, was captain of a corps
of engineers in Bonaparte's Egyptian cam-
paign, which was heinously unprovided and
exposed. ‘* Wanting a picket to which 0
attach my horse,” he says, *I tied him w[
my leg. T slept, and dreamed peaceably 0
the pleasures of Europe.” M. Tissenet had
learned among the Indians to understand
their lan " and, coming among a wild
party of {lliuois, he overheard them say that
they would scalp him. He said to them,
“Will you scalp me? Here is my scalp.
and confounded them by lifting a little per-
wig he wore, He then explained to them

that he was a great medicine-man, and that
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they did great wrong in wishing to harm
him, who carried them all in his heart. So
he opened his shirt a little and showed to
each of the savages in turn the reflection of
his own eﬂeba]l in a small pocket-mirror
which he had hung next to his skin, He
assured them that if they should provoke
him he would burn up their rivers and their
forests ; and, taking from his portmanteau
a small phial of white brandy, he poured it
into a cup, and, lighting a straw at the fire
in the wigwam, he kindled the brandy (which
they believed to be water), and burned it up
before their eyes. Then taking up a chip
of dry pine, he drew a burning-glass from
his pocket and set the chip on fire.

What a new face courage puts on every-
thing! A determined man, by his very atti-
tude and the tone of his voice, putsa stop to
defeat, and begins to conquer. ‘‘ For they
can conquer who believe they can.” Every
one hears gladly that cheerful voice. He
reveals to us the enormous power of one
man over masses of men ; that one man
whose eye commands the end in view, and
the means by which it can be attained, is not
only better than ten menor a hundred men,
but victor over all mankind who do not see
the issue and the means. ‘' When a man
is once possessed with fear,” said the old
French Marshal Montlue, ‘‘and loses his
judgment, as all men ina fright do, he knows
not what he does. And it is the principal
thing you are to beg at the hands of Al-
mighty God, to preserve your understanding
entire ; for what danger soever there may be,
there is still one way or other to get off, and
perhaps to your honour. But when fear has
once possessed you, God ye good even!
You think you are flying towards the poop
when you are running towards the prow,
and for one enemy think you have ten before
your eyes, as drunkards who see a thousand
candles at once.”

Against the terrors of the mob, which,
intoxicated with passion, and once suffered
to gain the ascendant, is diabolic and chaos
come again, good sense has many arts of
prevention and of relief. Disorganization it
confronts with organization, with police, with
military force. But in earlier stages of the
disorderitapplies milderand nobler remedies.
The natural offset of terror is ridicule. And
we have noted examples among our orators,
who have on conspicuous occasions handled
and controlled, and, best of all, converted a
malignant mob, by superior manhood, and
by a wit which disconcerted, and at last
deliihled the ringleaders. What can a poor
truckman who is hired to groan and to hiss
do, when the orator shakes him into convul-
sions of laughter so that he cannot throw his

egg? If a good story will not answer, still
milder remedies sometimes serve to disperse
amob. Try sending round the contribution-
box. Mr. Marshall, the eminent manufac-
turer at Leeds, was to preside at a Free-Trade
festival in that city ; it was threatened that
the operatives, who were in bad humour,
would break up the meeting by a mob. Mr.
Marshall was a man of peace ; he had the
pipes laid from the water-works of his mill,
with a stopcock by his chair from which he
could discharge a stream that would knock
down an ox, and sat down very peacefully to
his dinner, which was not disturbed.

See the dexterity of the good aunt in
keeping the young people all the weary
holiday busy and diverted without knowing
it : the story, the pictures, the ballad, the
game, the cuckoo-clock, the stereoscope, the
rabbits, the mino bird, the pop-corn, and
Christmas hemlock spurting in the fire.* The
children never suspect how much design
goes to it, and that this unfailing fertility has
been rehearsed a hundred times, when the
necessity came of finding for the little Asmo-
deus a rope of sand to twist. She relies on
the same principle that makes the strength
of Newton,—alternation of employment.
See how he refreshed himself, resting from
the profound researches of the calculus by
astronomy ; from astronomy by optics; from
optics by chronology. "Tisalaw of chemistry
that every gas is a vacuum to every other
gas ; and when the mind has exhausted its
energies for one employment, it is still fresh
and capable of a different task. We have
not a toy or trinket for idle amusement, but
somewhere it is the one thing needful for
solid instruction or to save the ship orarmy.
In the Mammoth Cave in Kentucky, the
torches which each traveller carries make a
dismal funeral procession, and serve no pur-
pose but to see theground. When now and
then the vaulted roof rises high overhead,
and hides all its possibilities in lofty depths,
"tfs but gloom on gloom. But the guide
kindled a Roman candle, and held it here
and there shooting its fireballs successively
into each crypt of the groined roof, dis-
closing its starry splendour, and showing for
the first time what that plaything was good
for.

Whether larger or less, these strokes and
all exploits rest at last on the wonderful
structure of the mind. And we learn that
our doctrine of resources must be carried
into higher application, namely, to the in-
tellectual sphere. But every power in energy
speedily arrives at its limits, and requires to
be husbanded ; the law of light, which New-
ton said proceeded by * fits of easy reflection
and transmission " ; the come-and-go of the



462 WORKS OF RALPH

WALDO EMERSON,

pendulum is the law of mind ; alternation
of labours is its rest. I should like to have
the statistics of bold experimenting on the
husbandry of mental power. :

In England men of letters drink wine ; in
Scotland, whiskey ; in France, light wines ;
in Germany, beer, In England everybody
rides in the saddle; in France the theatre
and the ball occupy the night. In this coun-
try we have not learned how to repair the
exhaustions of our climate. Is not the sea-
side necessary in summer? Gantes, fishing,
bowling, hunting, gymnastics, dancing,—
are not these needful to you? The chapter
of pastimes is very long. There are better
games than billiards and whist. 'Twas a

leasing trait in Goethe's romance, that
akaria retires from society ‘‘ to astronomy
and her correspondence,”

I do not know that the treatise of Brillat
Savarin on the Physiology of Taste deserves
its fame. I know its repute, and I have
heard it called the France of France. But
the subject is so large and exigent that a few
particulars, and those the pleasures of the
epicure, cannot satisfy, I know many men
of taste whose single opinions and practice
would interest much more. It should be
extended to gardens and grounds, and
mainly one thing should be illustrated : that
life in the country wants all things on a low
tone,—wants coarse clothes, old shoes, no
fleet horse that a man cannot hold, but an
old horse that will stand tied in a pasture
half a day without risk, so allowing the pic-
nic-party the full freedom of the woods.
Natural history is, in the country, most
attractive ; at once elegant,immortal, always
opening new resorts, The first care of a man
settling in the country should be to open the
face of the earth to himself, by a little know-
ledge of nature, or a great deal, if he can,
of birds, plants, rocks, astronomy ; inshort,
the art of taking a walk. This will draw the
sting out of frost, dreariness out of Novem-
ber and March, and the drowsiness out of
August. To know the trees is, as Spenser
says of *‘the ash, for nothing ill.” Shells,
too ; how hungry I found myself, the other
day, at Agassiz's Museum, for their names |
But the uses of the woods are man , and
some of them for the scholar high and
peremptory. When his task requires the
wiping out from memory

““all trivial fond records

That youth and observation copied there,”
he must leave the house, the streets, and the
club, and go to wooded uplands, to the
clearing a.ng the brook. Well for him if he
can say with the old minstrel, ‘I know
where to find a new song.”

If T go into the woods in winter, and am

shown the thirteen or fourteen species of
willow that grow in Massachusetts, I learn
that they quietly expand in the warmer days
or when nobody is looking at them, angd’
though insignificant enough in the general
bareness of the forest, yet a great change
takes place in them between fall and Spring ;
in the first relentings of March they haster
and long before anything else is ready, theso
osiers hang out their joyful flowers in con.
trast to all thewoods. You cannot tell when
they do bud and blossom, these vivacious
trees, so ancient, for they are almost the
oldest of all. Among fossil remains, the
willow and the pine appear with the ferns,
They bend all day to every wind ; the cart.
wheel in the road may crush them ; ever
passenger may strike off a twig with hijs
cane; every boy cuts them for a whistle ;
the cow, the rabbit, the insect, bite the sweet
and tender bark; yet, in spite of accident
and enemy, their gentle persistency lives
when the oak is shattered by storm, and
?'rows in the night and snow and cold. When

see in these brave plants this vigour and
immortality in weakness, I find a sudden
relief and pleasure in observing the mighty
law of vegetation, and I think it more grate-
ful and health-giving than any news 1 am
likely to find of man in the journals, and
better than Washington politics.

It is easy to see that there is no limit to
the chapter of Resources. I have not, in
these rambling sketches, gone beyond the
beginning of my list. Resources of Man, —
it 1s the inventory of the world, the roll of
artsand sciences; itis the whole of memory,
the whole of invention ; it is all the power
of passion, the majesty of virtue, and the
omuipotence of will,

But the one fact that shines through all
this plenitude of powers is, that, as is the
receiver, so is the gift ; that all these acqui-
sitions are victories of the good brain and
brave heart ; that the world belongs to the
energetic, belongs to the wise, It is in vain
to make a paradise but for good men, The
tropics are one vast garden ; yet man is more
miserably fed and conditioned there than in
the cold and stingy zones. The healthy, the
civil, the industrious, the learned, the moral
race,—Nature herself only yields her secret
to these. And the resources of America and
its future will be immense only to wise and
virtuous men,




THE COMIC.

463

THE COMIC.

A TASTE for fun is all but universal in our
species, which is the only joker in nature.
e rocks, the plants, the beasts, the birds,
neither do anythini ridiculous, nor betray a
perception of anything absurd done in their
presence. And as the lower nature does not
jest, neither does the highest. The Reason
pronounces its omniscient yea and nay, but
meddles never with degrees or fractions ;
and it is in comparing fractions with essential
integers or wholes that laughter begins.

Aristotle’s definition of the ridiculous is,
“ what is out of time and place, without
danger.” If there be pain and danger, it
becomes tragic ; if not, comic. I confess,
this definition, though by an admirable de-
finer, does not satisfy me, does not say all
we know.

The essence of all jokes, of all comedy,
seems to be an honest or well-intended balf-
ness ; a non-performance of what is pre-
tended to be performed, at the same time
that one is giving loud pledges of perform-
ance. The balking of the intellect, the frus-
trated expectation, the break of continuity
in the intellect, is comedy ; and it announces
itself physically in the pleasant spasms we
call laughter.

With the trifling exception of the strata-
gems of a few beasts and birds, there is no
seeming, no halfness in nature, until the
appearance of man. Unconscious creatures
do the whole will of wisdom. An oakora
chestnut undertakes no function it cannot
execute ; or if there be phenomena in botany
which we call abortions, the abortion is also
a function of nature, and assumes to the
intellect the like completeness with the
further function, to which in different cir-
cumstances it had attained. The same rule
holds true of the animals. Their activity is
marked by unerring good-sense. But man,
through his access to Reason, is capable
of the perception of a whole and a part.
Reason is the whole, and whatsoever is not
that is a part. The whole of nature is
agreeable to the whole of thought, or to the
Reason ; but separate any part of nature,
and attempt to look at it as a whole by
itself, and the feeling of the ridiculous
begins. The perpetual game of humour is
to look with considerate good-nature at
every object in existence alogf, as a man
might look at a mouse, comparing it with
the -eternal Whole ; enjoying the figure
which each self-satisfied particular creature
cuts in the unrespecting All, and dismissing
it with a benison. Separate any object, as
a particular bodily man, a horse, a turnip,

a flour-barrel, an umbrella, from ¢ %
nection of things, and contemplate i!:mt;
standing there in absolute nature, it becomes
at once comic; no useful, no respectable
qualities can rescue it from the ludicrous,

In virtue of man's access to Reason or the
Whole, the human form is a pledge of
wholeness, suggests to our imagination the
perfection of truth or goodness, and exposes
by contrast any halfness or imperfection.
We have a primary association between
perfectness and this form. But the facts
that occur when actual men enter do not
make good this anticipation ; a discrepancy
which is at once detected by the intellect,
and the outward sign is the muscular irri-
tation of laughter.

Reason does not joke, and men of reason
do not ; a prophet, in whom the moral sen-
timent predominates, or a philosopher, in
whom the love of truth predominates, these
do not joke, but they bring the standard, the
ideal whole, exposing all actual defect ; and
hence, the best of all jokes is the sympathetic
contemplation of things by the understand-
ing from the philosopher's point of view.
There is no joke so true and deep in actual
life, as when some pure idealist goes up and
down among the institutions of society, at-
tended by a man who knows the world, and
who, sympathizing with the philosopher's
scrutiny, sympathizes also with the confusion
and indignation of the detected skulking
institutions. His perception of disparity,
his eye wandering perpetually from the rule
to the crooked, lying, thieving fact, makes
the eyes run over with laughter.

This is the radical joke of life and then of
literature.. The presence of the ideal of right
and of truth in all action makes the yawning
delinquencies of practice remorseful to the
conscience, tragic to the interest, but droll
to the intellect. ‘The activity of our sympa-
thies may for a time hinder our perceiving
the fact intellectually, and so deriving mirth
from it ; but all falsehoods, all vices seen at
sufficient distance, seen from the point where
our moral sympathies do not interfere, be-
come ludicrous. The comedy is in theintel-
lect's perception of discrepancy. And whilst
the presence of the ideal discovers the differ-
ence, the comedy is enhanced whenever that
ideal is embodied visibly in a man. Thus
Falstaff, in Shakspeare, is a character of the
broadestcomedy, giving himself unreservedly
to his senses, coolly ignoring the Reason,
whilst he invokes its name, pretending to
patriotism and to parental virtues, ot with
any intent to deceive, but only to make the
fun perfect by enjoying the confusion betwixt
reason and the negation of reason,—in other

swords, the rank rascaldom he is calling by
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its name. Prince Hal stands by, as the acute
understanding, who sees the Right and sym-
pathizes with it, and in the heyday of youth
feels also the full attractions of pleasure, and
is thus eminently qualified to enjoy the joke.
At the same time he is to that degree under
the Reason, that it does not amuse him as
much as it amuses another spectator.
1f the essence of the comic be the contrast
in the intellect between the idea and the false
ormance, there is good reason why we
should be affected by the exposure. We
have no deeper interest than our integrity,
and that we should be made aware by joke
and by stroke, of any lie we entertain.
sides, a perception of the comic seems to be
a balance-wheel in our metaphysical struc-
ture. It appears to be an essential element
in a fine character. Wherever the intellect
is constructive, it will be found. We feel
the absence of it as a defect in the noblest
and most oracular soul. The perception of

the comic is a tie of sympathy with other |
men, a pledge of sanity, and a protection |

from those perverse tendencies and gloomy
insanities in which fine intellects sometimes
lose themselves. A rogue alive to the ludi-
crous is still convertible, If that sense is
lost, his fellow-men can do little for him.

It is true the sensibility to the ludicrous
may run into excess. Men celebrate their
perception of halfness and a latent lie by the
peculiar explosions of laughter. So painfully
susceptible are some men to these impres-
sions, that if a man of wit come into the room
where they are, it seems to take them out of
themselves with violent convulsions of the
face and sides, and obstreperous roarings of
the throat. How often and with what un-
feigned compassion we have seen such a per-
son receiving like a willing martyr the whis-
pers into his ear of a man of wit. The victim
who has just received the discharge, if in a
solemn company, has the air very much of a
stout vessel which has just shipped a heavy
sea ; and though it does not split it, the poor
bark is for the moment critically staggered.
The peace of society and the decorum of
tables seem torequire that next to a notable
wit should always be posted a phlegmatic
bolt-upright man, able to stand without
movement of muscle whole broadsides of this
Greek fire. It is a true shaft of Apollo, and
gmses the univeése. a.'ncll.l unless it encoun-

a mystic or a dumpish soul, every-
where heralded and harbiugeredgolf; smill-gs
and greetings. Wit makes its own welcome,
and levels all distinctions. No dignity, no
learning, no force of character, can make any
stand against good wit. It is like ice, on
which no beauty of form, no majesty of ear-
Tiage, can plead any immunity,—they must

Be- |
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laws of ice, or
dall, Do

walk gingerly, according to the
down they must go, dignity an
thou think, because thou art virtuous, the
shall be no more cakes and ale 7" Pl’ul-ucr]el
happily expresses the value of the jest ;3
legitimate weapon of the philosopher., S

cannot exercise their rhetoric unless ll\in:n
speak, but their philosophy even whijlst they

are silent or jest merrily; for as it is the
highest degree of injustice not to be just and
yet seem so, so it is the top of wisdom to
philosophize yet not appear to do it, and in
mirth to do the same with those that are
| serious and seem in earnest ; for as in Eygi.
pides, the Bacche, though unprovided of
iron weapons and unarmed, wounded their
invaders with the boughs of trees, which they
carried, thus the very jests and merry talk
of true philosophers move those that are not
altogether insensible, and unusually reform, "
In all the parts of life, the occasion of
laughter is some seeming, some keeping of
the word to the ear and eye, whilst it is
broken to the soul. Thus, as the religious
sentiment is the most vital and sublime of
all our sentiments, and capable of the most
prodigious effects, so is it abhorrent to our
whole nature, when, in the absence of the
sentiment, the act or word or officer volun-
| teers to stand in its stead. To the sympa-
thies this is shocking, and occasions’ grief.
But to the intellect the lack of the sentiment
gives no pain ; it compares incessantly the
sublime idea with the bloated nothing which
pretends to be it, and the sense of the dis-
proportion is comedy. And as thereligious
sentiment is the most real and earnest thing
in nature, being a mere rapture, and exclud-
ing, when it appears, all other considera-
tions, the vitiating this is the greatest lie.
Therefore, the oldest gibe of literature is the
ridicule of false religion. This is the joke of
jokes. In religion, the sentiment is all ; the
ritual or ceremony indifferent. But the in-
ertia of men inclines them, when the senti-
ment sleeps, to imitate that thing it did ; it
goes through the ceremony omitting only
the will, makes the mistake of the wig for
the head, the clothes for the man. The
older the mistake and the more overgrown
the particular form is, the more ridiculous
to the intellect. Captain John Smith, the
discoverer of New England, was not wants
ing in humour, The Society in London
which had contributed their means to con-
vert the savages, hoping doubtless to see the
Keokuks, Black Hawks, Roaring Thunders,
and Tustanuggees of that day converted
into church-wardens and deacons at least,
pestered the nt rover with frequent
solicitations out of England touching the
conversion of the Indians, and the enlarge
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ment of the Church., Smith, in his perplex- | and honoured friend, who, I was informed

ity how to satisfy the Society, sent out a
party into the swamp, caught an Indian,
and sent him home in the first ship to Lon-
don, telling the Society they might convert
one themselves.

The satire reaches its climax when the
actual Church is set in direct contradiction
to the dictates of the religious sentiment, as
in the sketch of our Puritan politics in
Hudibras :—

Our brethren of New England use
Choice malefactors to excuse,

And hang the guiltless in their stead,
Of whom the churches have less need ;
As lately happened, in a town

Where lived a cobbler, and but one,
That out of doctrine could cut use,
And mend men's lives as well as shoes
This precions brother having slain,

In times of peace, an Indian,

Not out of malice, but mere zeal
(Because he was an infidel),

The mighty Tottipottymoy

Sent to our elders an envoy,
Complaining loudly of the breach

Of league held fcng by Brother Patch,
Against the articles in force

Between both churches, his and ours,
For which he craved the saints to rende.
Into his hands, or hang the offender ;
But they, maturely having weighed
They had no more but him o’ th’ trade
(A man that served them in the double
Capacity to teach and cobble),
Resolved to spare him; yet to do

The Indian Hoghan Moghan too
Impartial justice, in his stead did
Hang an old weaver that was bedrid.”

In science the jest at pedantry is analo-
gous to that in religion which lies against
superstition. A classification or nomen-
clature used by the scholar only as a memo-
randum of his last lesson in the laws of
nature, and confessedly a makeshift, a
bivouac for a night, and implying a march
and a conquest to-morrow, becomes through
indolence a barrack and a prison, in which
the man sits down immovably, and wishes
to detain others. The physiologist Camper
confesses the effect of his studies in dislo-
cating his ordinary associations. ‘I bave
been employed,’” he says, ** six months on
the Cefacea ; 1 understand the osteology of
the head of all these monsters, and have
made the combination with the human head
so well, that everybody now appears to me
narwhale, porpoise, or marsouins. Women,
the prettiest in society, and those whom I
find less comely, they are all either nar-
whales or porpoises to my eyes.” I chanced
the other c‘!lay to fall in with an odd illustra-
tion of the remark I had heard, that the
laws of disease are as beautiful as the laws
of health ; I was hastening to visit an old

was in a dying condition, when I met his
physician, who accosted me in great spirits
_w1th joy sparkling in his eyes. ** And ho\n’r
is my friend, the reverend Doctor?" I in-
quired. ‘O, I saw him this morning ; it is
the most correct apoplexy I have ever seen ;
face and hands livid, breathing stertorous,
| all the symptoms perfect.” And he rubbed
‘his hands with delight, for in the country
we cannot find every day a case that agrees
with the diagnosis of the books. I think
there is malice in a very trifling story which
goes about, and which I should not take
any notice of, did I not suspect it to contain
some satire upon my brothers of the Natural
History Society. It is of a boy who was
learning his alphabet. ' That letter is A,"”
said the teacher; *‘'A,"” drawled the boy.
‘“Thatis B, 'said the teacher; ' B,"” drawled
the boy, and so on. ** That is W," said the
teacher. *‘The devil | " exclaimed the boy,
‘*is that W2 "

The pedantry of literature belongs to the
same category. In both cases there is a lie,
when the mind, seizing a classification to
help it to a sincerer knowledge of the fact,
stops in the classification ; or learning lan-
guages, and reading books, to the end of a
better acquaintance with man, stops in the
languages and books : in both the learner
seems to be wise, and is not.

The same falsehood, the same confusion
ot the sympathies because a pretension is
not made good, points the perpetual satire
against poverty, since, according to Latin
poetry and English doggerel,

Poverty does nothing worse
Than to make man ndiculous.
In this instance the halfness lies in the pre-
tension of the parties to some consideration
on account of their condition. If the man
is not ashamed of his poverty, there is no
joke. The poorest man who stands on his
manhood destroys the jest. The poverty of
the saint, of the rapt philosopher, of the
naked Indian, is not comic. The lie is in
the surrender of the man to his appearance;
as if a man should neglect himself, and treat
his shadow on the wall with marks of infinite
respect. Itaffects us oddly, as to see things
turned upside down, or to see a man ina high
wind run after his hat, which is always droll.
The relation of the parties is inverted,—hat
being for the moment master, the bystanders
cheering the hat. The mqlnpl:_cguon‘ of
artificial wants and expenses in civilized life,
and the exaggeration of a_ll trifling furms.
present innumerable occasions for this dis-
crepancy to expose itself. Such is the story
told of the painter Astley, who, going out
of Rome one day with a party for a ramble

2H
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‘in the Cam ) anddth_é weather proving
hot, refuseﬂ%nata.ke off his coat when his

companions threw off theirs, but sweltered
on ; which, exciting remark, his comrades
playfully forced off his coat, and behold on
the back of his waistcoat a gay cascade was
thundering down the rocks with foam and
rainbow, very refreshing i so sultry a day,

—a picture of his own, with which the poor
painter had been fain to repair the short-
comings of his wardrobe. The same aston-‘
jshment of the intellect at the disappearance
of the man out of nature, through some |
superstition of his house or equipage, as if ’.
truth and virtue should be bowed out of|
creation by the clothes they wore, is the |
secret of all the fun that circulates concern-
ing eminent fops and fashionists, and, in
like manner, of the gay Rameau of Diderot, |
who believes in nothing but hunger, and |
that the sole end of art, virtue, and poetry
is to put something for mastication between
the upper and lower mandibles.

Alike in all these cases and in the instance
of cowardice or fear of any sort, from the
loss of life to the loss of spoons, the majesty
of man Is violated. He, whom all things
should serve, serves some one of his own
tools. In fine pictures the head sheds on
the limbs the expression of the face. In
Raphael's Angel driving Heliodorus from the
Temple, the crest of the helmet is so re-
markable, that but for the extraordinary
energy of the face, it would draw the eye
too much ; but the countenance of the celes-
tial messenger subordinates it, and we see it
not. In poor pictures the limbs and trunk
degrade the face. So among the women in
the street : you shall see one whose bonnet
and dress are one thing, and the lady berself
quite another, wearing withal an expression
of meek submission to her bonnet and dress ;
and another whose dress obeys and heightens
the expression of her form.

More food for the comic is afforded when-
ever the personal appearance, the face, form,
and manners, are subjects of thought with
the man himself. No fashion is the best
fashion for those matters which will take care

of themselves. This is the butt of those
jokes of the Paris drawing-rooms, which
Napoleon reckoned so formidable, and
which are copiously recounted in the French
Méinoires. A lady of high rank, but of lean
figure, had given the Countess Dulauloy the
nickname of * Le Grenadier tricolore,” in
allusion to her tall fi , as well as to her
republican opinions; the Countess retaliated
by calling Madame *‘ the Venus of the Pere-
la-Chaise,” a compliment to her skeleton
which did not fail to circulate. ' Lord C.,"

said the Countess of Gordon, " O, he is a
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perfect comb, all teeth and back.* ﬁ:;
Persians have a pleasant story of Tamerlane
which relates to the same particulars .
« Timur was an ugly man ; he had a blind
eye and a lame foot. One day when Cho-
dscha was with him, Timur scratched his
head, since the hour of the barber was come
and commanded that the barber should be
called. Whilst he was shaven, the barber
gave him a looking-glass in his hand. Timur
saw himself in the mirror and found his face

uite too ugly. Therefore he began to weep ;
Ehodscha also set himself to weep, and 50
they wept for two hours. On this, some
courtiers began to comfort Timur, and enter-
tained him with strange stories in order to
make him forget all about it. Timur ceased
weeping, but Chodscha ceased not, but be-

| gan now first to weep amain, and in good

earnest. At last said Timur to Chodscha,
* Hearken ! I have looked in the mirror, and
seen myself ugly. Thereat I grieved, be-
cause, although I am Caliph, and have also
much wealth, and many wives, yet still I am
so ugly ; therefore have I wept. But thou,
why weepest thou without ceasing? Cho-
dscha answered, ‘ If thou hast only seen thy
face once, and at once seeing hast not been
able to contain thyself, but hast wept, what
should we do,—we who see thy face every
day and night? If we weep not, who should
weep ? Therefore have I wept. Timur
almost split his sides with laughing.”
Politics also furnish the same mark for
catire. What is nobler than the expansive
sentiment of patriotism, which would find
brothers in a whole nation? But when this
enthusiasm is perceived to end in the-very
intelligible maxims of trade, so much for so
much, the intellect feels again the half-man.
Or what is fitter than that we should espous¢
and carry a principle against all opposition ?
But when the men appear who ask our votes
as representatives of this ideal, we are sadly
out of countenance, i
But there is no end to this analysis. We
do nothing that is not laughable whenever
we quit our spontaneous sentiment. All our
plans, managements, houses, poems, if com-
pared with the wisdom and love which man
represents, are equally imperfect and ridi-
culous, But we cannot afford to part Wi
any advantages. We must learn by laugh-
ter, as well as by tears and terrors; exPIO'{e
the whole of nature,—the farce and blli]'
foonery in the yard below, as well as 1%
lessons of poets and philosophers up St
in the hall,—and get the rest and refree’
ment of the shaking of the sides. BLi
comic also has its own speedy limits. VIC
quickly becomes intemperate, and the mnr-
would soon die of inanition, as som¢ P¢
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sons have been tickled to death. The same
scourge whips the joker and the enjoyer
of the joke. When Carlini was convulsing
Naples with laughter, a patient waited on a
physician in that city, to obtain some remedy
for excessive melancholy, which was rapidly
consuming his life. The physician endea-
voured to cheer his spirits, and advised him
to go to the theatre and see Carlini. He
replied, ** I am Carlini."

QUOTATION AND ORIGIN-
ALITY.

WHOEVER looks at the insect world, at flies,
aphides, gnats, and innumerable parasites,
and even at the infant mammals, must have
remarked the extreme content they take in
suction, which constitutes the main business
of their life. If wego intoa library or news-
room, we see the same function on a higher
plane, performed with like ardour, with equal
impatience of interruption, indicating the
sweetness of the act. In the highest civiliza-
tion the book is still the highest delight.
He who has once known its satisfactions is
Erovided with a resource against calamity.

ike Plato's disciple who has perceived a
truth, '*he is preserved from harm until
another period.” In every man's memory,
with the hours when life culminated are
usually associated certain books which met
his views. Of a large and powerful class we
might ask with confidence, What is the event
they most desire ? what gift? What but the
book that shall come, which they have sought
through all libraries, through all languages,
that shall be to their mature eyes what many
a tinsel-covered toy pamphlet was to their
childhood, and shall speak to the imagina-
tion? Our high res?ect for a well-read man
is praise enough of literature. If we en-
countered a man of rare intellect, we should
ask him what books he read. We expect a
great man to be a good reader ; or in pro-
portion to the spontaneous power should be
the assimilating power. And though such
are a more difficult and exacting class, they
are not less eager. ‘' He that borrows the
aid of an equal understanding,” said Burke,
‘' doubles his own ; he that uses that of a
superior elevates his own to the stature of
that he contemplates."

‘We prize books, and they prize them most
who are themselves wise. Ourdebt to tradi-
tion through reading and conversation is so
anassive, our protest or private addition so

rare and insignificant,—and this co

on the ground. of other reading or lmy
‘—lhat, mna ].eu:gg: sense, one would say there
is no pure originality. All minds quote,
Old and new make the warp and woof of
every moment. There is no thread that
s not a twist of these two strands. By
necessity, by proclivity, and by delight, we
all quote. We quote not only books and
proverbs, but arts, sciences, religion, cus-
toms, and laws ; nay, we quote temples and
houses, tables and chairs, by imitation. The
Patent Office Commissioner knows that all
machines in use have been invented and
re-invented over and over ; that the mariner's
compass, the boat, the pendulum, glass,
movable types, the kaleidoscope, the rail-
way, the power-loom, etc., have been many
times found and lost, from Egypt, China,
and Pompeii down; and if we have arts
which Rome wanted, so also Rome had arts
which we have lost ; that the invention of
yesterday of making wood indestructible by
means of vapour of coal-oil or paraffin was
suggested by the Egyptian method which
has preserved its mummy-cases four thou-
sand years,

The highest statement of new philosophy
complacently caps itself with some prophetic
maxim from the oldest learning. There is
something mortifying in this perpetual circle,
This extreme economy argues a very small
capital of invention., The stream of affection
flows broad and strong ; the practical activity
is ariver of supply ; but the dearth of design
accuses the penury of intellect. How few
thoughts ! In a hundred years, millions of
men, and not a hundred lines of poetry, not
a theory of philosophy that offers a solution
of the great problems, not an art of educa-
tion that fulfils the conditions. In this delay
and vacancy of thought we must make the
best amends we can by seeking the wisdom
of others to fill the time,

If we confine ourselves to literature, 'tis
easy to see that the debt is immense to past
thought. None escapes it. The originals
are not original. There is imitation, model,
and suggestion, to the very archangels, if
we knew their history. The first book
tyrannizes over the second. Read Tasso,
and you think of Virgil; read Virgil, and
you think of Homer ; and Milton forces you
to reflect how narrow are the limits of human
invention. The * Paradise Lost " had never
existed but for these precursors ; and if we
find in India or Arabia a book out of our
horizon of thought and tradition, we are
soon taught by new researches in its native
country to discover its foregoers, and its
latent, but real connection with our own
Bibles.
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Read in Plato, and you shall find Christian
dogmas, and not only so, but stumble on
our evangelical phrases. Hegel pre-exists
in Proclus, and long before, in Heraclitus
and Parmenides. Whoso knows Plutarch,
Lucian, Rabelais, Montaigne, and Bayle will
have a key to many supposed originalities.
Rabelais is the source of many a proverb,
story, and jest, derived from him into all
modern languages ; and if weknew Rabelais’s
reading, we should see the rill of the Rabelais
river, Swedenborg, Behmen, Spinoza, will
appear original to uninstructed and to
thoughtless persons : their originality will
disappear to such as are either well read or
thoughtful ; for scholars will I‘ECO%IIIZE_ their
dogmas as reappearing in men of a similar
intellectual elevation throughout history.
Albert, the ** wonderful doctor,” St. Buona-
ventura, the *seraphic doctor,” Thomas
Aquinas, the * angelic doctor ” of the thir-
teenth century, whose books made the suf-
ficient culture of these ages, Dante absorbed,
and he survives forus. ‘* Renard the Fox,"
a German poem of the thirteenth century,
was long supposed to be the original work,
until Grimm found fragments of another
original a century older. M. Le Grand
showed that in the old Fabliaux were the
originals of the tales ~f Moliére, La Fontaine,
Boccaccio, and of Voltaire.

Mythology is no man's work ; but, what
we daily observe in regard to the don-mots
that circulate in society,—that every talker
helps a story in repeating it, until, at last,
from the slenderest filament of fact a good
fable is constructed,—the same growth be-
falls mythology : the legend is tossed from
believer to poet, from poet to believer, every-
body adding a grace, or dropping a fault
or rounding the form, until it gets an ideal
truth,

_Religious literature, the psalms and litur-
gies of churches, are of course of this slow
growth,—a fagot of selections gathered
through ages, leaving the worse, and saving
the better, until it is at last the work of the
whole communion of worshippers. The
Bible itself is like an old Cremona ; it has
been played upon by the devotion of thou-
sands of years, until every word and particle
is public and tunable. And whatever undue
reverence may have been claimed for it
by the prestige of philonic inspiration, the
stronger tendency we are describing is likely
to undo. What divines had assumed as the
distinctive revelations of Christianity, theo-
lgﬁw criticism has matched by exact paral-
lelisms from the Stoics and poets of Greece
and Rome. Later, when Confucius and the
Indian scriptures were made known, no
claim to monopoly of ethical wisdom could

be thought of ; and the surprising results of
the new researches into theﬁlismlgy :fs ‘}12115 o
have opened to us the deep debt Ofg]{ht
churches of Rome and England to thc
Egyptian hierology. ™
The borrowing is often honest enough
and comes of magnanimity and stoutness.
A great man quotes bravely and will noy
draw on his invention when his memory
serves him with a word as good. What he
quotes, he fills with his own voice and
humour, and the whole cyclopzedia of his
table-talk is presently believed to be his own
Thirty years ago, when Mr. Webster at the
bar or in the Senate filled the eyes and minds
of young men, you might often hear cited
as Mr. Webster's three rules : first, neverto
do to-day what he could defer till to-morrow ;
secondly, never to do himself what he could
make another do for him ; and, thirdly,
never to pay any debt to-day. Well, they
are none the worse for being already told,
in the last generation, of Sheridan ; and we
find in Grimm's Mémoires that Sheridan got
them from the witty D'Argenson ; who, no
doubt, if we could consult him, could tell of
whom he first heard them told. In our own
college days we remember hearing other
pieces of Mr. Webster's advice to students,
—among others this : that, when he opened
a new book, he turned to the table of con-
tents, took a pen, and sketched a sheet of
matters and topics,—what he knew and what
he thought,—before he read the book. But
we find in Southey's ** Common-place Book "
this said of the Earl of Strafford : ** I learned
one rule of him,” says Sir G. Radcliffe,
“ which I think worthy to be remembered.
When he met with a well-penned oration or
tract upon any subject, he framed a speech
upon the same argument, inventing and dis-
posing what seemed fit to be said upon that
subject, before he read the book; then,
reading, compared his own with the authors,
and noted his own defects and the author's
art and fulness ; whereby he drew all that
ran in the author more strictly, and might
better judge of his own wants to supply
them.” I remember to have heard Mr.
Samuel Rogers, in London, relate, among
other anecdotes of the Duke of Wellington,
that a lady having expressed in his presence
a passionate wish to witness a great victory,
he replied : ‘* Madam, there is nothing 50
dreadful as a great victory,—excepting 2
t defeat,” But this speech is also
'Argenson’s, and is reported by Grimm:
So the sarcasm attributed to Baron Alderson
upon Brougham, ' What a wonderful versa-
tile mind has Brougham ! he knows politic>
Greek, history, science ; if he only knew 2
little of law, he would know a little of every
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thing." You may find the original of this
gibe in Grimm, who says that Louis XVI.,
foing out of chapel after hearing a sermon
rom the Abbé Maury, said, ** Sz 7' 456¢ nous
avail parlé un pew de religion, il nous aurait
parlé de fout" A pleasantry which ran
through all the newspapers a few years since,
taxing the eccentricities of a gifted family
connection in New England, was only a
theft of Lady Mary Wortley Montagu's ot
of a hundred yearsago, that *‘ the world was
made up of men and women and Herveys."

Many of the historical proverbs have a
doubtful paternity. Columbus's egg is
claimed for Brunelleschi. Rabelais's dying
words, ‘1 am going to see the great Per-
haps " (le grand Peut-étre), only repeats the
*“1F " inscribed on the portal of the temple
at Delphi. Goethe's favourite phrase, ** the
open secret,” translates Aristotle's answer to
Alexander, ** These books are published and
not published.” Madame de Staél's ** Archi-
tecture is frozen music” is borrowed from
Goethe's *‘ dumb music,” which is Vitru-
vius's rule, that ‘‘the architect must not
only understand drawing, but music."”
Wordsworth's hero acting '“on the plan
which pleased his childish thought,” is
Schiller's ** Tell him to reverence the dreams
of his youth," and earlier, Bacon's ** Consilia
Juventutis plus divinitatis habent.”

In romantic literature examples of this
vamping abound. The fine verse in the old
Scotch ballad of ‘*The Drowned Lovers,"

““Thou art roaring ower loud, Clyde water,

Thy streams are ower strang ;
Make me thy wrack when I come back,
But spare me when I gang,”
is a translation of Martial's epigram on Hero
and Leander, where the prayer of Leander
is the same :—
‘“ Parcite dum propero, mergite dum redeo.”

Hafiz furnished Burns with the song of
‘‘ John Barleycorn,” and furnished Moore
with the original of the piece,

““When in death I shall calm recline,

O, bear my heart to my mistress dear,” etc.

There are many fables which, as they are
found in every language, and betray no sign
of being borrowed, are said to be agreeable
to the human mind. Such are ‘* The Seven
Sleepers," ‘‘ Gyges's Ring," '* The Travel-
ling Cloak," ** The Wandering Jew,"” ‘‘ The
Pied Piper," **Jack and his Beanstalk," the
‘“Lady Diving in the Lake and Rising in
the Cave,”—whose omnipresence only in-
dicates how ‘easily a good story crosses all
frontiers. The popular incident of Baron
Munchausen, who hung his bugle up by the
kitchen fire, and the frozen tune thawed out,
is found in Greece in Plato’s time. Anti-

phanes, one of Plato’s friends,
compared his writings to a city where the
words froze in the air as soon as they were
pronounced, and the next summer, when
they were warmed and melted by the sun,
the people heard what had been spoken in
the winter. It is only within this century
that England and America discovered that
their nursery-tales were old German and
Secandinavian stories ; and now it appears
that they came from India, and are the pro-
perty of all the nations descended from the
Aryan race, and have been warbled and
babbled between nurses and children for
unknown thousands of years.

If we observe the tenacity with which
nations cling to their first types of costume,
of architecture, of tools and methods in
tillage, and of decoration,—if we learn how
old are the patterns of our shawls, the
capitals of our columns, the fret, the beads,
and other ornaments on our walls, the
alternate lotus-bud and leaf-stem of our iron
fences,—we shall think very well of the first
men, or ill of the latest.

Now shall we say that only the first men
were well alive, and the existing generation
is invalided and degenerate? Is all litera-
ture eavesdropping, and all art Chinese
imitation? our life a custom, and our body
borrowed, like a beggar's dinner, from a
hundred charities? A more subtle and
severe criticism might suggest that some
dislocation has befallen the race ; that men
are off their centre ; that multitudes of men
do not live with Nature, but behold it as
exiles. People go out to look at sunrises
and sunsets who do not recognize their own
quietly and happily, but know that it is
foreign to them. As they do by books, so
they guofe the sunset and the star, and do
not make them theirs. Worse yet, they
live as foreigners in the world of truth, and
quote thoughts, and thus disown them.
Quotation confesses inferiority. In opening
a new book we often discover, from ;he
unguarded devotion with which the writer
gives his motto or text, all we have to ex-
pect from him. If Lord Bacon appears
already in the preface, I go and read the
** Instauration " instead of the new book.

The mischief is quickly punished in
general and in particular. Admirable
mimics have nothing of their own. In
every kind of ite, when Nature has
finished an aphis, a teredo, or a vampire
bat,—an excellent sucking-pipe to tap
another animal, or a mistletoe or dodder
among plants,—the self-supplying organs
wither and dwindle, as being superfluous.
In common prudence there is an early limit
tq this leaning on an original, In literature

la.ughing_l;r
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uotation is good only when the writer
?Mhoml follow goes my way, and, being
better mounted than I, gives me a cast, as
we say ; but if I like the gay equi S0
well as to go out of my road, I bad better
have gone afoot.

But it is necessary to remember there are
certain considerations which go far to qualify
a reproach too grave. This vast mental
indebtedness has every variety that pecu-
niary debt has,—every variety of merit.
The capitalist of either kind is as hungry
to lend as the consumer to borrow ; and
the transaction no more indicates intellectual
turpitude in the borrower than the simple
fact of debt involves bankruptcy. On the
contrary, in far the greater number of cases
the transaction is honourable to both. Can
we not help ourselves as discreetly by the
force of two in literature ? Certainly it only
needs two well placed and well tempered
for co-operation, to get somewhat far tran-
scending any private enterprise! Shall we
converse as spies? Our very abstaining to
repeat and credit the fine remark of our
friend is thievish. Each man of thought is
surrounded by wiser men than he, if they
cannot write as well. Cannot he and they
combine ? Cannot they sink their jea-
lousies in God's love, and call their poem
Beaumont and Fletcher, or the Theban
Phalanx's? The city will for nine days or
nine years make differences and sinister
comparisons : there is a new and more ex-
cellent public that will bless the friends.
Nay, it is an inevitable fruit of our social
nature. The child quotes his father, and
the man quotes his friend. Each manis a
hero and an oracle to somebody, and to that
person whatever he says has an enhanced
value. Whatever we think and say is
wonderfully better for our spirits and trust in
another mouth. There is none so eminent
and wise but he knows minds whose opinion
confirms or qualifies his own: and men of
extraordinary genius acquire an almost
absolute ascendant over their nearest com-
panions. The Comte de Crillon said one
day to M. d'Allonville, with French vivacity,
** If the universe and I professed one opinion,
and M. Necker expressed a contrary one, [
should be at once convinced that the uni-
verse and I were mistaken.”

Original power is usually accompanied
with assimilating power, and we value in
Coleridge his excellent knowledge and quo-
tations perhaps as much, possibly more, than
his original suggestions. If an author give
us just distinctions, inspiring lessons, or
imaginative , it is not so important to
us whose they are. If we are fired and
guided by these, we know him as a bene-

factor, and shall return to him as lonm
serves us so well. 'We may like well to kn()\fr
what is Plato's and what is Montesquien's
or Goethe's part, and what thought yas
always dear to the writer himself ; but the
worth of the sentences consists in thejr
radiancy and equal aptitude to all inte]}j.
gence. They fit all our facts like a charm
We respect ourselves the more that we know
them.

Next to the originator of a good sentence
is the first quoter of it.  Many will read the
book before one thinks of quoting a passage,
As soon as he has done this, that line will be
quoted east and west. ‘Then there are great
ways of borrowing. Genius borrows nobly,
When Shakspeare is charged with debts to
his author, Landor replies : ** Yet he was
more original than his originals. Hebreathed
upon dead bodies and brought them into
life.” And we must thank Karl Ottfried
Miiller for the just remark, ‘‘ Poesy, draw-
ing within its circle all that is glorious and
inspiring, gave itself but little concern as to
where its flowers originally grew.” So Vol-
taire usually imitated, but with such superi-
ority that Dubuc said : ** He is like the false
Amphitryon ; although the stranger, it is
always he who has the air of being master of
the house.” Wordsworth, as soon as he
heard a good thing, caught it up, meditated
upon it, and very soon reproduced it in his
conversation and writing. If De Quincey
said, ** That is what I toﬁi ou," he replied,
‘“ No: that is mine,—mine, and not yours."
On the whole, we like the valour of it. 'Tis
on Marmontel's principle, 1 pounce on
what is mine, wherever I find it" ; and on
Bacon's broader rule, *‘I take all knowledge
to be my province." It betrays the con-
sciousness that truth is the property of no
individual, but is the treasure of all men.
And inasmuch as any writer has ascended to
a just view of man's condition, he has
adopted this tone, In so far as the receiver s
aim is on life, and not on literature, will be
his indifference to the source. The nobler
the truth or sentiment, the less imports the
question of authorship, It never troubles
the simple seeker from whom he derived
such or such a sentiment. Whoever ex-
presses to us a just thought makes ridiculous
the pains of the critic who'should tell him
where such a word had been said before.
“It is no more according to Plato than
according to me.” Truth is always present :
it only needs to lift the iron lids of the mind's
eye to read its oracles. But the moment
there is the purpose of display, the fraud is
exposed. In fact, itis as gifﬁcult to appro-
priate the thoughts of others, as it is 10
invent. Always some steep transition, SOIn®
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sudden alteration of temperature, or of point
of view, betrays the foreign interpolation.

There is, besides, a new charm in such
intellectual works as, passing through long
time, have had a multitude of authors and
improvers. We admire that poetry which
no man wrote,—no poet less than the genius
of humanity itself,—which is to be read in a
mythology, in the effect of a fixed or national
style of pictures, of sculptures, or drama, or
cities, or sciences, on us. Such a poem also
is language. Every word in the language
has once been used happily. The ear, caught
by that felicity, retainsit, and it is used again
and again, as if the charm belonged to the
word, and not to the life of thought which so
enforced it. These profane uses, of course,
Kill it, and it is avoided. But a quick wit
can at any time reinforce it, and it comes
into vogue again. Then people quote so
differently : one finding only what is gaudy
and popular; another, the heart of the
author, the report of his select and happiest
hour : and the reader sometimes giving more
to the citation than he owes to it.
the classical citations you shall hear or read
in the current journals or speeches were not
dravn from the originals, but from previous
quotations in English books ; and you can
easily pronounce, from the use and rele-
vancy of the sentence, whether it had not
done duty many times before,—whether your
jewel was got from the mine or from an
auctioneer. We are as much informed of a
writer's genius by what he selects as by what
he originates. We read the quotation with
his eyes, and find a new and fervent sense ;
as a passage from one of the poets, well
recited, borrows new interest from the
rendering. As the journals say, * the italics
are ours,”” The profit of books is according
to the sensibility of the reader. The pro-
foundest thought or passion sleeps as in
a mine, until an equal mind and heart finds
and publishes it. The passages of Shak-
speare that we most prize were never fuoted
until within this century ; and Milton's prose,
and Burke, even, have their best fame within
it. Every one, too, remembers his friends
by their favourite poetry or other reading.

Observe, also, that a writer appears to
more advantagein the pages of another book
than in his own. In his own, he waits as a
candidate for yomt approbation; in another's,
he is a lawgiver.

Then another's thoughts have a certain
advantage with us simply because they are
another's. There is an illusion in a new
phrase. A man hears a‘fine sentence out of
Swedenborg, and wonders at the wisdom,
and is very merry at heart that he has now
got so fine a thing. Translate it out of the

Most of

new words into his own usual phrase, and
he will wonder again at his own simpllicily
such tricks do fine words play with us,

‘Tis curious what new interest an old
author acquires by official canonization in
Tiraboschi, or Dr. Johnson, or Von Ham-
mer-Purgstall, or Hallam, or other historian
of literature. Their registration of his book,
or citation of a passage, carries the senti-
mental value of a college diploma. Hallam,
though never profound, is a fair mind, able
to appreciate poetry, unless it becomes deep,
being always blind and deaf to imaginative
and analogy-loving souls, like the Platonists,
like Giordano Bruno, like Donne, Herbert,
Crashaw, and Vaughan ; and Hallam cites
a sentence from Bacon or Sidney, and dis-
tinguishes a lyric of Edwards or Vaux, and
straightway it commends itself to us as if it
had received the Isthmian crown.

It is a familiar expedient of brilliant
writers, and not less of witty talkers, the
device of ascribing their own sentence to an
imaginary person, in order to give it weight,
—as Cicero, Cowley, Swift, Landor, and
Carlyle have done. And Cardinal de Retz,
at a critical moment in the Parliament of
Paris, described himself in an extemporary
Latin sentence, which he pretended to quote
from a classic author, and which told ad-
mirably well. It is a curious reflex effect of
this enhancement of our thought by citing
it from another, that many men can write
better under a mask than for themselves,—
as Chatterton in archaic ballad, Le Sage in
Spanish costume, Macpherson as “* Ossian,”
—and, I doubt not, many a young barrister
in chambers in London, who forges good
thunder for the ** Times," but never works
as well under his own name. This is a sort
of dramatizing talent; as it is not rare to
find great powers of recitation, without the
least original eloquence,—or people who
copy drawings with admirable skill, but are
incapable of any design.

In hours of high mental activity we some-
times do the book too much honour, reading
out of it better things than the author wrote,
—reading, as we say, between the lines. You
have had the like experience in conversation :
the wit was in what you heard, not in what
the speakers said.. Our best thought came
from others. We heard in their words a
deeper sense than the speakers put into
them, and could express ourselves in other

ple's phrases to finer purpose than they
mw. In Moore's Diary, Mr. Hallam is
reported as mentioning at dinner one of his
friends who had said, * I don’t know how it
is, a thing that falls flat from me seems quite
an excellent joke when given at second-hand
by Sheridan. I never like my own don-mots
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until he adopts them.” Dumont was exalted
by being used by Mirabeau, by Bentham,
and by Sir Philip Francis, who, again, was
less than his own'' Junius'; and James
Hogg (except in his poems ** Kilmeny" and
* The Witch of Fife")is but a third-rate
author, owing his fame to his effigy colossal-
ized through the lens of John Wilson,—
who, again, writes better under the domino
of “‘Christopher North " than in his proper
clothes. The bold theory of Delia Bacon,
that Shakspeare's plays were written by a
society of wits,—by Sir Walter Raleigh,

Lord Bacon, and others around the Earl |

of Southampton,—had plainly for her the
charm of the superior meaning they would
acquire when read under this light; this
idea of the authorship controlling our appre-
ciation of the works themselves. We once
knew a man overjoyed at the notice of his
pamphlet in a leading newspaper. What
range he gave his imagination ! Who could
have written it? Was it not Colonel Car-
bine, or Senator Tonitrus, or, at the least,
Professor Maximilian ? Yes, he could detect
in the style that fine Roman hand. How it
seemed the very voice of the refined and
discerning public, inviting merit at last to
consent to fame, and come up and take
place in the reserved and authentic chairs !
He carried the journal with haste to the
sympathizing Cousin Matilda, who is so
proud of all we do. But what dismay, when
the good Matilda, pleased with his pleasure,
confessed she had written the criticism, and
carried it with her own hands to the post-
office! ** Mr. Wordsworth,” said Charles
Lamb, “allow me to introduce to you my
only admirer.”

Swedenborg threw a formidable theory
into the world, that every soul existed in a
society of souls, from which al its thoughts
passed into it, as the blood of the mother
circulates in her unborn child; and he
noticed that, when in his bed,—alternately
sleeping and waking,—sleeping, he was sur-
rounded by persons disputing and offering
opinions on the one side and on the other
side of a proposition ; waking, the like sug-
gestions occurred for and against the pro-

sition as his own thoughts ; sleeping again,

e saw and heard the speakers as before :
and this as often as he slept or waked. And
if we expand the image, does it not look as
if we men were thinking and talking out of
an enormous antiquity, as if we stood, not
in a coterie of prompters that filled a sitting-

room, but in a circle of intelligences that | Gen

reached through all thinkers, poets, in-
ventors, and wits, men and women, Eng-
lish, German, Celt, Aryan, Ninevite, Copt,
~—Dback to the first geometer, bard, mason,

| carpenter, planter, shepherd,—back t;_tﬁz
first negro, who, with more health or better
perception, gave a shriller sound or name
for the thing he saw and dealt with? Oy
benefactors are as many as the children who
invented speech, word by word. Language
is a city, to the building of which eve
human being brought a stone ; yet he is np
more to be credited with the grand result
than the acaleph which adds a cell to the
coral reef which is the basis of the continent,

Ndvra pei - all things are in flux. It is in-
evitable that you are indebted to the past,
You are fed and formed by it. The old
 forest is decomposed for the composition of
| the new forest. The old animals have given
| their bodies to the earth to furnish through
chemistry the forming race, and every indi-
vidual is only a momentary fixation of what
was yesterday another’s, is to-day his, and
will belong to a third to-morrow. So it is
{ in thought. Our knowledge is the amassed
i thought and experience of innumerable
| minds : our language, our science, our reli-
| gion, our opinions, our fancies, we inherited.
| Our country, customs, laws, our ambitions,
and our notions of fit and fair,—all these
we never made; we found them ready-
made; we but quote them. Goethe frankly
said, ** What would remain to me if this art
of appropriation were derogatory to genius?
Every one of my writings has been furnished
to me by a thousand different persons, a
thousand things : wise and foolish have
brought me, without suspecting it, the offer-
ing of their thoughts, faculties, and expe-
rience. My work is an aggregation of beings
taken from the whole of nature ; it bears the
name of Goethe,"”

But there remains the indefeasible persist-
ency of the individual to be himself. One
leaf, one blade of grass, one meridian, does
not resemble another. Every mind is dif-
ferent ; and the more it is unfolded, the more
pronounced is that difference. He must draw
the elements into him for food, and, if they
be granite and silex, will prefer them cooked
by sun and rain, by time and art, to his hand.
But, however received, these elements pass
into the substance of his constitution, will be
assimilated, and tend always to form, not a
partisan, but a possessor of truth. To all
that can be said of the preponderance of the
Past, the single word Genius is a sufficient
reply. The divine resides in the new. The
divine never quotes, but is, and creates.
The profound apprehension of the Present is
ius, which makes the Past forgotten.
Genius believes its faintest presentiment
against the testimony of all history : for it
knows that facts are not ultimates, but_that
a state of mind is the ancestor of everything,




P PROGRESS OF CULTURE.
And what is Originality? It is being, being

one's self, and reporting accurately what we
see and are. Genius is, in the first instance,
sensibility, the capacity of recéiving just im-
pressions from the :xternal world, and the
power of co-ordinating these after the laws
of thought. It implies Will, or original
force, for their right distribution and expres-
sion. If to this the sentiment of piety be
added, if the thinker feels that the thought
most strictly his own is not his own, and re-
cognizes the perpetual suggestion of the
Supreme Intellect, the oldest thoughts be-
come new and fertile whilst he speaks them.

Originals never lose their value. There
is always in them a style and weight of
speech, which the immanence of the oracle
bestowed, and which cannot be counterfeited.
Hence the permanence of the high poets.
Plato, Cicero, and Plutarch cite the poets in
the manner in which Scripture is quoted in
our churches. A phrase or a single word is
adduced, with honouring emphasis, from
Pindar, Hesiod, or Euripides, as precluding
all argument, because thus had they said :
importing that the bard spoke not his own,
but the words of some god. True poets
have always ascended to this lofty platform,
and met this expectation. Shakspeare,
Milton, Wordsworth, were very conscious
of their responsibilities, Whena man thinks
happily, he finds no foot-track in the field
he traverses. All spontaneous thought is
irrespective of all else. Pindar uses this
haughty defiance, as if it were impossible to
find his sources: ‘‘ There are many swift
darts within my quiver, which have a voice
for those with understanding ; but to the
crowd they need interpreters. He is gifted
with genius who knoweth much by natural
talent.”

Our pleasure in seeing each mind take the
subject to which it has a proper right is seen
in mere fitness in time. He that comes
second must needs quote him that comes
first, ‘The earliest describers of savage life,
as Captain Cook’s account of the Society
Islands, or Alexander Henry's travels among
our Indian tribes, have a charm of truth and
just point of view. Landsmen and sailors
freshly come from the most civilized countries,
and with nc false expectation, no sentimen-
tality yet about wild life, healthily receive
and report what they saw,—seeing what they
must,and using no choice ; and no man sus-

ts the superior merit of the description,
until Chateaubriand, or Moore, or Campbell,
or Byron, or the artists arrive, and mix so
much art with their picture that the incom-
parable advantage of the first narrative ap-

rs. For the same reason we dislike that
the poet should choese an antique or far-
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fetched subject for his muse, as if he avowed

want of insight. The great deal always wi
tl'_le nearest. Only as braveries of to}rr) p;tg:
digal power can we pardon it, when the life
of genius is so redundant that out of petu-
lance it flings its fire into some old mummy,
and, lo ! it walks and blushes again here in
the streer.

‘We cannot overstate our debt to the Past,
but the moment has the supreme claim,
The Past is for us . but the sole terms on

| which it can become ours are its subordina-

tion to the Present. Only an inventor knows
how to borrow, and every man is or should
be an.inventor. We must not tamper with
the organic motion of the soul. 'Tis cer-
tain that thought has its own proper mo-
tion, and the hints which flash from it, the
words overheard at unawares by the free
mind, are trustworthy and fertile when
obeyed, and not perverted to low and selfish
account., This vast memory is only raw
material. The divine gift is ever the instant
life, which receives and uses and creates, and
can well bury the old in the omnipotency
with which Nature decomposes all her har-
vest for recomposition.

PROGRESS OF CULTURE.

ADDRESS READ BEFORE THE ¥ BK SOCIETY
AT CAMBRIDGE, JULY 18, 1867.

WE meet to-day under happy omens to our
ancient society, to the commonwealth of
letters, to the country, and to mankind.
No good citizen but shares the wonderful
prosperity of the Federal Union. The heart
still beats with the public pulse of joy, that
the country has withstood the rude trial
which threatened its existence, and thrills
with the vast augmentation of strength which
it draws from this proof. The storm which
has been resisted is a crown of honour and
a pledge of strength to the ship. ‘We may
be well contented with our fair inheritance.
Was ever such coincidence of advantages
in time and place as in America to-day?—
the fusion of races and religions ; the hungry
cry for men which goes up from the wide
continent ; the answering fagiht_v of ;n;?l;
tion, permitting every wanderer to choos
%I:. climzfe and fz‘rovernmcnt. Men come
hither by nations. Science surpasses the
old miracles of mythology, to fly with them
over the sea, and to send their messages
under it. They come from crowded, anti-
quated kipgdoms to the easy sharing of our
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sunple forms. Land without price is offered
to the settler, cheap education to his chil-
dren. The tem})er of our people delights
in this whirl of life. Who would live in the
stone age, or the bronze, or the iron, or the
lacustrine? Who does not prefer the age
of steel, of gold, of coal, petroleum, cotton,
steam, electricity, and the spectroscope ?

“* Prisca juvent alios, ego me nunc denique natum

Gratulor.”

All this activity has added to the value of
life, and to the scope of the intellect. I will
not say that American institutions have given
a new enlargement to our idea of a finished
man, but they have added important features
to the sketch.

Observe the marked ethical quality of the
innovations urged or adopted. The new
claim of woman to a political status is itself
an honourable testimony to the civilization
which has given her a civil status new in
history. Now that, by the increased hu-
manity of law, she controls her property,
she inevitably takes the next step to her share
in power. The war gave us the abolition
of slavery, the success of the Sanitary Com-
mission and of the Freedmen's Bureau.
Add to these the new scope of social science ;
the abolition of capital punishment and of
imprisonment for debt; the improvement
of prisons ; theefforts for the suppression of
intemperance ; the search for just rules af-
fecting labour ; the co-operative societies ;
the insurance of life and limb ; the free-trade
league ; the improved almshouses ; the en-
larged school of charities to relieve local
famine, or burned towns, or the suffering
Greeks ; the incipient series of international
congresses,—all, one may say, in a high
degree revolutionary, —teaching nations the
taking of government into their own hands,
and superseding kings.

The spiritis new. A silent revolution has
impelied step by step. all this activity. A
great many full-blown conceits have burst.
The coxcomb goes to the wall. Te his
astonishment he has found that this country
and this age belong to the most liberal per-
suasion ; that the day of ruling by scorn and
sneers is past ; that good sense is now in
power, and fkaf resting on a vast consti-
tuency of intelligent labour, and, better yet,
on perceptions less and less dim of laws the
most sublime. Men are now to be aston-
ished by seeing acts of good-nature, common
civility, and Christian charity proposed by
statesmen, and executed by justices of the
]}mce.f-by policemen and the constable.

he fop 1s unable to cut the patriot in the
street ; nay, he liesat his mercy in the ballot
of the club.

Mark, too, the large resources of a states-

man, of a socialist, of a scholar, in this age.

When classes are exasperated against each
other, the peace of the world is always kept
by striking a new note. Instantly the unjts
part, and form in a new order, and those
who were opposed are now side by side. Ip
this country the prodigious mass of work
that must be done has either made ney
divisions of labour orcreated new professions

Consider, at this time, what variety of issyes
of enterprises public and private, what genius
of science, what of administration, what of
practical skill, what masters, each in hig
several province, the railroad, the telegraph,
the mines, the inland and marine explora-
tions, the novel and powerful philanthropies,
as well as agriculture, the foreign trade and
the home trade (whose circuits in this country
are as spaciousas the foreign), manufactures,
the very inventions, all on a national scale
too, have evoked !—all implying the appear-
ance of gifted men, the rapid addition to our
society of a class of true nobles, by which
the self-respect of each town and State is
enriched.

Takeas a type the boundless freedom here
in Massachusetts. People have in all coun-
tries been burned and stoned for saying
things which are commonplaces at all our
breakfast-tables. Every one who was in
Italy twenty-five years ago will remember
the caution with which his host or guest, in
any house, looked around him, if a political
topic were broached. Here the tongue is
free, and the hand ; and the freedom of
action goes to the brink, if not over the brink,
of license.

A controlling influence of the times has
been the wide and successful study of Natural
Science. Steffens said, ** The religious opin-
ions of men rest on their views of nature.”
Great strides have been made within the
present century. Geology, astronomy,
chemistry, optics, have yielded grand results.
The correlation of forces and the polariza-
tion of light have carried us to sublime
generalizations,—have affected an imagina-
tive race like poetic inspirations, We have
been taught to tread familiarly on giddy
heights of thought, and to wont ourselves to
daring conjectures. The narrow sectarian
cannot read astronomy with impunity. The
creeds of his church shrivel like dried leaves
at the door of the ob.ervatory, and a new
and healthful air regenerates the human
mind, and imparts a sympathetic enlarge-
ment 1o its inventions and method. That
cosmical west-wind which, meteorologists
tell us, constitutes, by the revolution of the
globe, the upper current, is alone broad
enough to carry to every city and suburb—
to the farmer's house, the miner's shanty,
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and the fisher's boat—the inspirations of this
new hope of mankind. Now, if any one say
we have had enough of these boastful re-
citals, then I say, Happy is the land wherein
benefits like these have grown trite and
commonplace.

We confess that in America everything
looks new and recent. Our towns are still
rude,—the make-shifts of emigrants,—and
the whole architecture tent-like, when com-
pared with the monumental solidity of
medizval and primeval remains in Europe
and Asia. But geology has effaced these
distinctions. Geology, a science of forty or
fifty summers, has had the effect to throw
an air of novelty and mushroom speed over
entire history. The oldest empires,—what
we called venerable antiquity,—now that we
have true measures of duration, show like
creations of yesterday. 'Tis yet quite too
early to draw sound conclusions. The old
six thousand years of chronology become a
kitchen clock,—no more a measure of time
than an hour-glass or an egg-glass,—since
the duration of geologic periods has come
into view. Geology itself is only chemistry
with the element of time added ; and the
rocks of Nahant or the dikes of the White
Hills disclose that the world is a crystal, and
the soil of the valleys and plains a continual
decomposition and recomposition. Nothing
is old but the mind.

But I find not only this equality between
new and old countries, as seen by the eye of
science, but also a certain equivalence of the
ages of history ; and as the child is in his
playthings working incessantly at problems
of natural philosophy,—working as hard and
as successfully as Newton,—so it were ignor-
ance not to see that each nation and period
has done its full part to make up the result of
existing civility. We areall agreed that we
have not on the instant better men to show
than Plutarch's heroes. The world isalways
equal toitself,. We cannot yet afford to drop
Homer, nor Aschylus, nor Plato, nor Ari-
stotle, nor Archimedes. Later, each Euro-
pean nation, after the breaking up of the
Roman Empire, had its romantic era, and
the productions of that era in each rose to
about the same height. Take for an ex-
ample in literature the Romance of Arthur,
in Britain, or in the opposite province of
Brittany ; the Ckansons de Roland, in France ;
the Chronicle of the Cid, in Spain ; the
Niebelungen Lied, in Germany ; the Norse
Sagas, in Scandinavia ; and, I mayadd, the
Arabian Nights, on the African coast. But
if these works still survive and multiply,
what shall we say of names more distant, or
hidden through their very superiorfty to their
coevals,—names of men who have left re-

mains that certify a height of genius in their
several directions not since surpassed, and
which men in proporti iRbwisd

L . proportion to their wisdom
still cherish,—as Zoroaster, Confucius, and
the grand scriptures, only recently known to
Western nations, of the Indian Vedas, the
Institutes of Menu, the Puranas, the poemns
of the Mahabarat and the Ramayana ?

In modern Europe, the Middle Ages were
called the Dark Ages. Who dares to call
them so now? They are seen to be the feet
on which we walk, the eyes with which we
see, 'Tis one of our triumphs to have rein-
stated them. Their Dante and Alfred and
‘Wickliffe and Abelard and Bacon ; their
Magna Charta, decimal numbers, mariner's
compass, gunpowder, glass, paper, and
clocks; chemistry, algebra, astronomy;
their Gothic architecture, their painting,—
are the delight and tuition of ours. Six
hundred years ago Roger Bacon explained
the precession of the equinoxes, and the
necessity of reform in the calendar ; looking
over how many horizons as far as into
Liverpool and New York, he announced
that machines can be constructed to drive
ships more rapidly than a whole galley of
rowers could do, nor would they need any-
thing but a pilot to steer ; carriages, to move
with incredible speed, without aid of animals;
and machines to fly into the air like birds.
Even the races that we still call savage or
semi-savage, and which preserve their arts
from immemorial traditions, vindicate their
faculty by the skill with which they make
their yam-cioths, pipes, bows, boats, and
carved war-clubs. The war-proa of the
Malays in the Japanese waters struck Com-
modore Perry by its close resemblance to
the yacht ** America."

As we find thus a certain equivalence in
the ages, there is also an equipollence of
individual genius to the nation which it re-
presents. It is a curious fact, thata certain
enormity of culture makes a man invisible to
his contemporaries. 'Tis always hard to go
beyond your public. If they are satisfied
with cheap performance, you will not easily
arrive at better. If they know what is good,
and require it, you will aspire and burn until
you achieve it. But, from time to time, in
history, men are born a whole age too soon.
The founders of nations, the wisc men and
inventors, who shine nfterwa[ds as their
gods, were probably martyrs in their own
time. All the transcendent writers and
artists of the world,—'tis doubtful who they
were,—they are lifted so fast into mythology,
— Homer, Menu, Viasa, Deedalus, Hermes,
Zoroaster, even Swedenborg and Shakspeare.
The early names are too typical,—Homer, or
biind man, Menu, or man ; Viasa, compiler;
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Deaedalus, cunning; Hermes, interpreter:
and so on. Probably, the men were so
great, so self-fed, that the recognition of
them by others was not necessary to them.
And every one has heard the remark (too
often, 1 fear, politely made), that the philo-
sopher was above his audience. I think I
have seen two or three great men who, for
that reason, were of no account among
scholars.

But Jove is in his reserves. The truth, the
hope of any time, must always be sought in
the minorities. Michel Angelo was the con-
science of Italy. We grow free with his
name, and find it ornamental now ; but in
his own days, his friends were few ; and you
would need to hunt him in a conventicle
with the Methodists of the era, namely,
Savonarola, Vittoria Colonna, Contarini,
Pole, Occhino,—superior souls, the religious
of that day, drawn to each other, and under
some cloud with the rest of the world,—re-
formers, the radicals of the hour, banded
against the corruptions of Rome, and as
lonely and as hated as Dante before them.

I find the single mind equipollent to a
multitude of minds, say to a nation of
minds, as a drop of water balances the sea;
and under this view the problem of culture
assumes wonderful interest. Culture implies
all which gives the mind possession of its
own powers; as languages to the critic,
telescope to the astronomer. Culture alters
the political status of an individual. Itraises
a rival royalty in a monarchy. 'Tis king
against king. It is ever the romance of
history in all dynasties,—the co-presence of
the revolutionary force in intellect. It creates
a personal independence which the monarch
cannot look down, and to which he must
often succumb. If a man know the laws of
nature better than other men, his nation
cannot spare him ; nor if he know the power
of numbers, thesecretof geometry, ofalgebra,
on which the computations of astronomy, of
navigation, of machinery, rest. If he can
converse better than any other, he rules the
minds of men wherever he goes ; if he has
imagination, he intoxicates men. If he has
wit, he tempers despotism by epigrams : a
song, a satire, a sentence, has played its
part in great events. Eloquence a hundred
times has turned the scale of war and peace
at will. The history of Greece is at one
time reduced to two persons,—Philip, or the
successor of Philip, on one side, and Demos-
thenes, a private citizen, on the other. If
he has a military genius, like Belisarius, or
administrative faculty, like Chatham or Bis-
marck, he is the king’s king. If a theo-
logian of deep convictions and strong under-
standing carries his country with him, like

Luther, the state becomes Luthe; ; :
of the Emperor, as Thomas & I;::ké? ;Euc
powered the English Henry. Wit jor™
great charter. Popes and kings and Coy a
cils of Ten are very sharp with their Censo?'
ships and inquisitions, but it is on gy
people. Some Dante or Angelo, Rabelajs
Hafiz, Cervantes, Erasmus, %él’anger Bet.
tine von Arnim, or whatever genuine wit of
the old inimitable class, is always alloweq
Kings feel that this is that which they them.
selves represent ; this is no red-kerchiefeq
red-shirted rebel, but loyalty, kingship, This
is real kingship, and their own only titular,
Even manners are a distinction, which, we
sometimes see, are not to be overborne by
rank or official power, or even by other
eminent talents, since they too proceed from
?_certain deep innate perception of fit and
air.

It is too plain that a cultivated labourer
is worth many untaught labourers ; that a
scientific engineer, with instruments and
steam, is worth many hundred men, many
thousands ; that Archimedes or Napoleon s
worth for labour a thousand thousands ; and
that in every wise and genial soul we have
England, Greece, Italy, walking, and can
dispense with populations of zazvwvies.

Literary history and all history is a record
of the power of minorities, and of minorities
of one. [Every book is written with a con-
stant secret reference to the few intelligent
persons whom the writer believes to exist in
the million. The artist bas always the
masters in his eye, though he affect to flout
them. Michel Angelo is thinking of Da
Vinci, and Raffaelle is thinking of Michel
Angelo. Tennyson would give his fame for
a verdict in his favour from Wordsworth.
Agassiz and Owen and Huxley affect to
address the American and English people,
but are really writing to each other. Everett
dreamed of Webster. McKay, the ship-
builder, thinks of George Steers ; and Steers,
of Pook, the naval constructor. The names
of the masters at the head of each depart-
ment of science, art, or function are often
little known to the world, but are always
known to the adepts ; as Robert Brownin
botany, and Gauss in mathematics, Often
the master is a hidden man, but not to the
true student ; invisible to all the rest, re:
splendent to him., All his own work an
culture form the eye to see the master. In
politics, mark the importance of minorities
of one, as of Phocion, Cato, Lafayett¢
Arago, The importance of the one Pﬂs".':
who has the truth over nations who have lt
not, is because power obeys reality, and “°.|
appearance ; according to quality, and 1°
quantity, How much more are men tha
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nations ! the wise and good souls, the stoics
in Greece and Rome, Socrates in Athens,
the saints in Judzea, Alfred the king, Shak-
speare the poet, Newton the philosopher, the
erceiver, and obeyer of truth,—than the
oolish and sensual millions around them !
so that, wherever a true man appears,
gverylhlng usually reckoned great dwarfs
itself ; he is the only great event, and it is
easy to lift him intoa mythological personage.
hen the next step in the series is the
equivalence of the soul to nature. I said
that one of the distinctions of our century
has been the devotion of cultivated men to
natural science. The benefits thence de-
rived to the arts and to civilization are signal
and immense. They are felt in navigation,
in agriculture, in manufactures, in astro-
nomy, in mining, and in war. But over all
their utilities, I must hold their chief value
to be metaphysical. The chief value is not
the useful powers he obtained, but the test
it has been of the scholar. He has accosted
this immeasurable nature, and got clear
answers. Heunderstood what heread. He
found agreement with himself. It taught
him anew the reach of the human mind, and
that it was citizen of the universe.

The first quality we know in matter is cen-
trality,—we call it gravity,—which holds the
universe together, which remains pure and
indestructible in each mote, as in masses and
planets, and from each atom rays out illimit-
ableinfluence. To this material essence an-
swers Truth, in the intellectual world,—
Truth, whose centre is everywhere, and its
circumference nowhere, whose existence we
cannot disimagine, — the soundness and
health of things, against which no blow can
be struck but it recoilson the striker,—Truth,
on whose side we always heartily are. And
the first measure of a mind is its centrality, its
capacity of truth, and its adhesion to it.

When the correlation of the sciences was
announced by Qersted and his colleagues, it
was no surprise ; we were found already pre-
pared for it. The fact stated accorded with
the auguries or divinations of the human
mind, Thus, if we should analyze Newton's
discovery, we should say that if it had not
been anticipated by him, it would not have
been found. Weare told that, in posting his
books, after the French had measured on the
earth a degree of the meridian, when he saw
that his theoretic results were approximating
that - empirical one, his hand shook, the
figures danced, and he was so agitated that
he was forced to call in an assistant to finish
the computation. Why agitated ?>—but be-
cause, wg:n he saw, in the fall of an apple to
the ground, the fall of the earth to the sun,
of the sun and of all suns to the centre, that

perception was accompanied by the s
delight by which the intelleclygTeet.E ?Tazf
more immense still, a fact really universal
—holding in intellect as in matter, in mmaié
as in intellect,—that atom draws to atom
throughout nature, and truth to truth
throughout spirit? His law was only a parti-
cular of the more universal law of centrality.
Every law in nature, as gravity, centripe-
tence, repulsion, polarity, undulation, has a
counterpart in the intellect. The laws above
are sisters of the laws below. Shall we study
the mathematics of the sphere, and not its
causal essence also? Natureisa fable, whose
moral blazes through it. There is no use in
Copernicus, if the robust periodicity of the
solar system does not show its equal perfec-
tion in the mental sphere,—the periodicity,
the compensatory errors, the grand reactions.
I shall never believe that centrifugence and
centripetence balance, unless mind heats and
meliorates, as well as the surface and soil of
the globe.

On this power, this all-dissolving unity, the
emphasis of heaven and earthislaid. Nature
is brute, but as this soul quickens it ; Nature

| always the effect, mind the flowing cause.

Nature, we find, is ever as is our sensibility ;
it is hostile to ignorance ;—plastic, transpa-
rent, delightful, to knowledge. Mind carries
the law ; history is the slow and atomic un-
folding. All things admit of this extended
sense, and the universe at last is only prophe-
tic, or, shall we say, symptomatic, of vaster
interpretation and results. Nature is an
enormous system, but in mass and in particle
curiously available to the humblest need of
the little creature that walks on the earth !
The immeasurableness of Nature is not more
astounding than his power to gather all her
omnipotence into a manageable rod or
wedge, bringing it to a hair-point for the eye
and hand of the philosopher.

Here stretches out of sight, out of concep-
tion even, this vast Nature, daunting, bewil-
dering, but all penetrable, all self-similar,—
an unbroken unity,—and the mind of man s
a key to the whole. He finds that the uni-
verse, as Newton said, ''was made at one
cast” ; the mass is like the atom,—the same
chemistry, gravity, and conditions. The
asteroids are the chips of an old star, and a
meteoric stone is a chip of an asteroid. As
language is in the alphabet, SO IS entire
Nature—the play of all its laws—inone ator.
The good wit finds the law from a single ob-
servation,—the law, and its limitations, and
its con-gspondenges,—as the farmer finds his
cattle by a footprint. “ State the sun, and
you state the planets, and conversely."

Whilst its poweris offered to his hand, its
laws to his science, not less its beauty speaks
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to his taste, imagination, and sentiment.
Nature is sanative, refining, elevating, How
cunningly she hides every wrinkle of her
inconceivable antiquity under roses, and
violets, and morning dew ! Every inch of the
mountains is scarred by unimaginable con-
vulsions, yet the new day is purple with the
bloom of youth and love. Look outinto the
!uly night, and see the broad belt of silver

e which flashes up the half of heaven,
fresh and delicate as the bonfires of the mea-
dow-flies, Yet the powers of numbers cannot
compute its enormous age,—lasting as space
and time,—embosomed in time and space.
And time and space,—what are they? Our
first problems, which we ponder all our lives
through, and leave where we found them ;
whose outrunning immensity, the old Greeks
believed, astonished the gods themselves ; of
whose dizzy vastitudes all the worlds of God
are a mere dot on the margin ; impossible to
deny, impossible to believe, Yet the moral
element in man counterpoises this dismaying
immensity, and bereaves it of terror. The
highest flight to which the muse of Horace
ascended was in that triplet of linesin which
he described the souls which can calmly con-
front the sublimity of nature :—

** Hunc solem, et stellas, et decedentia certis
Tempora momentis, sunt qui formidine nulla
Imbuti spectant.”

The sublime point of experience is the
value of a sufficient man. Cube this value
by the meeting of two such,—of two or more
such,—who understand and support each
other, and you have organized victory. At
any time, it only needs the contemporaneous
appearance of a few superior and attractive
men to give a new and noble turn to the
public mind.

The benefactors we have indicated were
exceptional men, and great because excep-
tional. The question which the present age
urges with increasing emphasis, day by day,
is, whether the high qualities which distin-
guished them can be imparted? The poet
Wordsworth asked, ** What one is, why may
not millions be?"” Why not? Knowledge
exists to be imparted. Curiosity is lying in
wait for every secret. The inquisitiveness
of the child to hear runs to meet the eager-
ness of the parent to explain. The air does
not rush to fill a vacuum with such speed as
the mind to catch the expected fact. Every
artist was first an amateur, The ear out-
grows the tongue, is sooner ripeand perfect ;
but the tongue is always learning to say what
the ear has taught it, and the hand obeys
the same lesson.

There is anything but humiliation in the

men pay to a t man ; it is sym-
pathy, love of the same things, effort to reach

them,—the expression of their hm
they shall become, when the obstructions of
their mal-formation and mal-education shaj)
be trained away. Great men shall not jy,.
poverish, but enrich us. Great men,—the 5 -
goes on their credit ; but all the rest, when
their wires are continued, and not cut, cap
do as signal things, and in new par'ts of
nature. ‘‘ No angel in his heart acknoy.
ledges any one superior to himself but the
Lord alone.” There is not a person here

resent to whom omens that should astonish

ave not predicted his future, have not un.
covered his past. The dreams of the night
supplement by their divination the imperfect
experiments of the day. Every soliciting in-
stinct is only a hint of a coming fact, as the
air and water that hang invisibly around us
hasten to become solid in the oak and the
animal. But the recurrence to high sources
is rare, In our daily intercourse, we go with
the crowd, lend ourselves to low fears and
hopes, become the victims of our own arts
and implements, and disuse our resort to
the Divine oracle. It is only in the sleep of
the soul that we help ourselves by so many
ingenious crutches and machineries, What
is the use of telegraphs? What of news-
papers? ‘To know in each social crisis how
men feel in Kansas, in California, the wise
man waits for no mails, reads no telegrams.
He asks his own heart. If they are made
as he is, if they breathe the like air, eat of
the same wheat, have wives and children, he
knows that their joy or resentment rises to
the same point as his own. The inviolate
soul is in perpetual telegraphic communica-
tion with the Source oFr:\rents, has earlier
information, a private despatch, which re-
lieves him of the terror which presses on the
rest of the community,

The foundation of culture, as of character,
is at last the moral sentiment. This is the
fountain of power, preserves its eternal
newness, draws its own rent out of every
novelty in science, Science corrects the old
creeds ; sweeps away, with every new per-
ception, our infantile catechisms ; and
necessitates a faith commensurate with the
grander orbits and universal laws which it
discloses.  Yetit does not surprise the moral
sentiment. That was older, and awaited
expectant these larger insights.

The affections ar%: the w?ngs by which the
intellect launches on the void, and is borné
across it. Great love is the inventor and
expander of the frozen powers, the feathers
frozen to our sides. It was the convicUOF;,
of Plato, of Van Helmont, of Pascal, ©
Swedenborg, that piety is an essential con-
dition of science, that great thoughts come
from the heart, It happens sometimes that
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poets do not believe their own poetry ; they
are so much the less poets. But great men
are sincere. Great men are they who see
that spiritual is stronger than any material
force, that thoughts rule the world. No
hope so bright but is the beginning of its
own fulfilment. Every generalization shows
the way to a larger. Men say, Ah! if a
man could impart his talent, instead of his
performance, what mountains of guineas
wou.!d be paid! Yes, but in the measure
of his absolute veracity he does impart it.
When he does not play a part, does not
wish to shine, when he talks to men with the
unrestrained frankness which children use
with each other, he communicates himself,
and not his vanity. All vigouris contagious,
and when we see creation we also begin to
create. Depthof character, heightof genius,
can only find nourishment in this soil. The
miracles of genius always rest on profound
convictions which refuse to be analyzed.
Enthusiasm is the leaping lightning, not to
be measured by the horse-power of the
understanding. Hope never spreads her
golden wings but on unfathomable seas.
The same law holds for the intellect as for
the will. When the will is absolutely sur-
rendered to the moral sentiment, that is
virtue ; when the wit is surrendered to
intellectual truth, that is genius. Talent
for talent's sake is a bauble and a show.
Talent working with joy in the cause of
universal  truth lifts the possessor to new
power as a benefactor. I know well to what
assembly of educated, reflecting, successful,
and powerful persons I speak. Yours is
the part of those who have received much.
It is an old legend of just men. MNoblesse
oblige ; or, superior advantages bind you to
larger generosity. Now I conceive that, in
this economical world, where every drop
and every crumb is husbanded, the tran-
scendent powers of mind were not meant
to be misused. The Divine Nature carries
on its administration by good men. Here
you are set down, scholars and idealists, as
in a barbarous age; amidst insanity, to
calm and guide it ; amidst fools and blind,
to see the right done ; among violent pro-
prietors, to check self-interest, stone-blind
and stone-deaf, by considerations of hu-
manity to the workman and to his child ;
amongst angry politicians swelling with
self-esteem, pledged to parties, pledged to
clients, you are to make valid the large
considerations of equity and good sense ;
under bad governments, to force on them,
by your persistence, good laws. Around
that immovable persistency of yours, states-
men, legislatures, must revolve, denying you,
but not less forced to obey.
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» We wish to put the_ ideal rules into prac-

tice, to offer liberty instead of chains, and
see whether liberty will not disclose its proper
checks ; believing that a free press will prove
safer than the censorship; to ordain free
trade, and believe that it will not bankrupt
us ; universal suffrage, believing that it will
not carry us to mobs, or back to kings again.
1 believe that the checks are as sure as the
springs. It is thereby that men are great,
and have great allies. And who are the
allies? Rude opposition, apathy, slander,—
even these. Difficulties exist to be sur-
mounted. The great heart will no more
complain of the obstructions that make suc-
cess hard, than of the iron walls of the gun
which hinder the shot from scattering. It
was walled round with iron tube with that
purpose, to give it irresistible force in one
direction. A strenuous soul hates cheap
successes. It is the ardour of the assailant
that makes the vigour of the defender. The
great are not tender at being obscure, de-
spised, insulted. Such only feel themselves
in adverse fortune. Strong men greet war,
tempest, hard times, which search till they
find resistance and bottom. They wish, as
Pindar said, " to tread the floors of hell,
with necessities as hard asiron.” Periodicity,
reaction, are laws of mind as well as of
matter. Bad kings and governors help us,
if only they are bad enough. In England,
it was the game laws which exasperated the
farmers to carry the Reform Bill. It was
what we call plantation manners which drove
peaceable, forgiving New England to eman-
cipation without phrase, In the Rebellion,

who were our best allies? Always the enemy.

The community of scholars do not know
their own power, and dishearten each other
by tolerating political baseness in their mem-
bers. Now, nobody doubts the power of
manners, or that wherever high society exists,
it is very well able to exclude pretenders.
The intruder finds himself uncomfortable,
and quickly departs to his own gang. It
has been our misfortune that the politics of
America have been often immoral. It has
had the worst effect on character, We are
a complaisant, forgiving people, presuming,

perhaps, on a feeling o strength. Butitis
not by easy virtue, where the public is con-

cerned, that heroic results are obtained. We

have suffered our l)'oung men of ambition to

play the game of politics and take the im-

moral side without loss of caste,—to come

and go without rebuke. But that kind of

loose association does not leave a man his

own master, He cannot go from the good

to the evil at pleasure, and t_hen back again

to the good. Thereis atextin Swedenborg,

which tells in figure the plain truth. Hesaw
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in vision the angels and the devils; but these
two companies stood not face to face and
hand in hand, but foot to foot,—these per-
pendicular up, and those perpendicular down.

Brothers, I draw new hope from the at-
mosphere we breathe to-day, from the
healthy sentiment of the American people,
and from the avowed aims and tendencies
of the educated class. The age has new
convictions. We know that in certain his-
toric periods there have been times of nega-
tion,—a decay of thought, and a consequent
national decline ; that in France, at one time,
there was almost a repudiation of the moral
sentiment, in what is called, by distinction,
society,—not a believer within the Church,
and almost not a theist out of it. In Eng-
land, the like spiritual disease affected the
upper class in the time of Charles Il., and
down into the reign of the Georges. But it
honourably distinguishes the educated class
here, that they believe in the succour which
the heart yields to the intellect, and draw
greatness from its inspirations. And when
I say the educated class, I know what a
benignant breadth that word has,—new in
the world,—reaching millions instead of
hundreds. And more, when 1 look around
me, and consider the sound material of which
the cultivated class here is made up,—what
high personal worth, what love of men, what
hope, is joined with rich information and
practical power, and that the most dis-
tinguished by genius and culture are in this
class of benefactors,—I cannot distrust this
great knighthood of virtue, or doubt that
the interests of science, of letters, of politics
and humanity, are safe. I think their hands
are strong enough to hold up the Republic.
I read the promise of better times and of
greater men,

PERSIAN POETRY.

To Baron Von Hammer- Purgstall, who
died in Vienna in 1856, we owe our best
knowledge of the Persians. He has trans-
lated into German, besides the ** Divan" of
Hafiz, specimens of two hundred poets, who
wrote during a period of five and a half cen-
turies, from A.D. 1050 to 1600. The seven
masters of the Persian Parnassus—Firdousi,
Enweri, Nisami, Dschelaleddin, Saadi, Hafiz,
and Dschami—have ceased to be empty
names ; and others, like Ferideddin Attar
and Omar Chiam, promise to rise in Western
estimation. That for which mainly books
exist is communicated in these rich extracts,

Many qualities go to make a good tel :
—as the largeness of the Eeld. facﬁsif,? of
sweeping the meridian, achromatic purity of
lenses, and so forth,—but the one eminent
value is the space-penetrating power ; and
there are many virtues in books,—but the
essential value is the adding of know]cdgc
to our stock, by the record of new facts, angd
better, by the record of intuitions, which
distribute facts, and are the formulas which
supersede all histories.

Oriental life and society, especially in the
Southern nations, stand in violent contrast
with the multitudinous detail, the secular sta-
bility, and the vastaverage of comfort of the
Western nations. Life in the East is fierce,
short, hazardous, and in extremes. Its ele-
ments are few and simple, not exhibiting
the long range and undulation of European
existence, but rapidly reaching the best and
the worst. The rich feed on fruits and game,
—the poor, on a watermelon's peel. All or
nothing is the genius of Oriental life. Favour
of the Sultan, or his displeasure, is a question
of Fate. A war is undertaken for an epi-
gram or a distich, as in Europe for a duchy.
The prolific sun, and the sudden and rank
plenty which his heat engenders, make sub-
sistence easy. On the other side, the desert,
the simoom, the mirage, the lion, and the
plague endanger it, and life hangs on the
contingency of a skin of water more or
less. The very geography of old Persia
showed these contrasts. ‘‘ My father's em-
pire,"" said Cyrus to Xenophon, *' is so large,
that people perish withcold,at one extremity,
whilst they are suffocated with heat, at the
other.” The temperament of the people
agrees with this life in extremes. Religion
and poetry are all their civilization. The
religion teaches an inexorable Destiny. It
distinguishes only two days in each mans
history—his birthday, called the Day of the
Lot, and the Day of Judgment. Courage
and absolute submission to what is appointed
him are his virtues, x

The favour of the climate making subsist-
ence easy and encouraging an outdoor life,
allows to the Eastern nations a highly intel-
lectual organization,—leaving out of view,
at present, the genius of the %—lindoos (more
Oriental in every sense), whom no people
have surpassed in the grandeur of their
ethical statement, The Persians and the
Arabs, with great leisure and few books, aré
exquisitely sensible to the pleasures of poetry:
Layard has given some details of the effect
which the :mprovvisatori produced on the
children ot the desert. ‘' When the
improvised an amatory ditty, the yourg
chief’s excitement was almost beyond con~
trol. The other Bedouins were scarcely 1€s$
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moved by these rude measures, which have
the same kind of effect on the wild tribes of
the Persian mountains, Such verses, chanted
by their self-taught poets, or by the girls of
their encampment, will drive warriors to the
combat, fearless of death, or prove an ample
reward, on their return from the dangers of
the ghaszon, or the fight. The excitement
they produce exceeds that of the grape.
He who would understand the influence of
the Homeric ballads in the heroic ages
should witness the effect which similar com-
positions have upon the wild nomads of the
East.” Elsewhere he adds, '‘ Poetry and
i flowers are the wine and spirits of the Arab ;
a couplet is equal to a bottle, and a rose to
a dram, without the evil effect of either,”
The Persian poetry rests on a mythology
whose few legends are connected with the
Jewish history, and the anterior traditions
of the Pentateuch. The principal figure in
the allusions of Eastern poetry is Solomon.
Solomon had three talismans; first, the
signet-ring, by which he commanded the
spirits, on the stone of which was engraven
the name of God ; second, the glass, in
which he saw the secrets of his enemies,
and the causes of all things, figured ; the
third, the east-wind, which was his horse.
His counsellor was Simorg, king of birds,
the all-wise fowl, who had lived ever since
the beginning of the world, and now lives
alone on the highest summit of Mount Kaf.
No fowler has taken him, and none now
living has seen him. By him Solomon was
taught the language of birds, so that he heard
secrets whenever he went into his gardens.
When Solomon travelled, his throng was
placed on a carpet of green silk, of a length
and breadth sufficient for all his army to
stand upon,—men placing themselves on
his right hand, and the spirits on his left.
When all were in order, the east-wind, at
his command, took up the carpet and trans-
ported it, with all that were upon it, whither
he pleased,—the army of birds at the same
time flying overhead, and forming a canopy
to shade them from the sun. It is related,
that when the Queen of Sheba came tovisit
Solomon, he had built, against her arrival,
a palace, of which the floor or pavement
was of glass, laid over running water, in
which fish were swimming. The Queen of
Sheba was deceived thereby, and raised her
robes, thinking she was to pass through the
water. On the occasion of Solomon’s mar-
riage, all the beasts, laden with presents,
appeared before his throne. Behind them
all came the ant with a blade of "grass :
Solomon did not despise the gift of the ant.
Asaph, the vizier, at a certain time, lost the
seal of Solomon, which one of the Dews, or
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evil Spirits, found, and_, governing in the
name of Solomon, deceived the people.

. Firdousi, the Persian Homer, ieas written
in the Skak Namek the annals of the fabu-
lous and heroic kings of the country : of
Karum (the Persian Creesus), the immea-
surably rich gold-maker, who, with all his
treasures, lies buried not far from the Pyra-
mids, in the sea which bears his name : of
Jamschid, the binder of demons, whose
reign lasted seven hundred years ; of Kai
Kaus, in whose palace, built by demons on
Alburz, gold and silver and precious stones
were used so lavishly, that in the brilliancy
produced by their combined effect, night and
day appeared the same ; of Afrasiyab, strong
as an elephant, whose shadow extended for
miles, whose heart was bounteous as the
ocean, and his hands like the clouds when
rain falls to gladden the earth. The croco-
dile in the rolling stream had no safety
from Afrasiyab. Yet when he came to fight
against the generals of Kaus, he was but an
insect in the grasp of Rustem, who seized
him by the girdle, and dragged him from
his horse. Rustem felt such anger at the
arrogance of the King of Mazinderan, that
every hair on his body started up like a spear.
The gripe of his hand cracked the sinews
of an enemy.

These legends,—with Chiser, the fountain
of life, Tuba, the tree of life, —the romances
of the loves of Leila and Medschun, of
Chosru and Schirin, and those of the night-
ingale for the rose,—pearl-diving, and the
virtues of gems,—the cohol, the cosmetic by
which pearls and eyebrows are indelibly
stained black,—the bladder in which musk is
brought,—the down of the lip, the mole on
the cheek, the eyelash,—lilies, roses, tulips,
and jasmines,—make the staple imagery of
Persian odes.

The Persians have epics and tales, but, for
the most part, they affect short poems and
epigrams. Gnomic verses, rules of life con-
veyed ina lively image, especially in an image
addressed to the eye, and contained in a sin-
gle stanza, were always current in the East ;
and if the poem is long, it is only a string ot
unconnected verses. They usean inconsecu-
tiveness quite alarming to Western logic, and
the connection between the stanzas of their
longer odes is much like that between the
refrain of our old English ballads,

“ The sun shines fair on Carlisle wall,”

or "
¢ The rain it raineth every day,
and the main story. 4
Take, as specimens of these gnomic Verses,
the following :—
+¢The secret that should not be blown
Not one of thy nation must know ;

21
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You may padlock the gate of a town,
But never the mouth of a foe.”
Or this of Omar Chiam :(—
“On earth’s wide thoroughfares below
Two only men contented go: \ 4
Who knows what's right and what's fqrbld,
And he from whom is knowledge hid."”

Here is a poem on a melon, by Adsched
of Meru :—

“ Colour, taste, and smell, smaragdus, sugar, and
musk,— j
Amber for the tongue, for the eye a picture

rare,—
If you cut the fruit in slices, every slice a cres-
cent fair,— 3

If you i_gave it whole, the full harvest moon is

ere.

Hafiz is the prince of Persian poets, and
in his extraordinary gifts adds to some of
the attributes of Pindar, Anacreon, Horace,
and Burns the insight of a mystic, that
sometimes affords a deeper glance at Nature
than belongs to either of these bards. He
accosts all topics with an easy audacity.
** He only," he says, ‘‘is fit for company,
who knows how to prize earthly happiness
at the value of a nightcap. Our father Adam
sold Paradise for two kernels of wheat ; then
blame me not, if 1 hold it dear at one grape-
stone.” He says to the Shah, * Thou who
rulest after words and thoughts which no ear
has heard and no mind has thought, abide
firm until thy young destiny tears off his blue
coat from the old graybeard of the sky.”
He says :—

I batter the wheel of heaven
When it rolls not rightly by ;

1 am not one of the snivellers

Who fall thereon and die,"”

The rapidity of his turns is always sur-
prising us :(—
** See how the roses burn |
Bring wine to quench the fire !.
Alas | the flames come up with us,—
‘We perish with desire.

After the manner of his nation, he abounds
in pregnant sentences which might be en-
graved on a sword-blade and almost on a
ring. ‘‘In honour dies he to whom the
great seems ever wonderful.” **Here is the
sum, that, when one door opens, another
shuts.” *“On every side is an ambush laid
by the robber-troops of circumstance ; hence
it is that the horseman of life urges on his
courser at headlong speed.” ‘' The earth is
a host who murders his guests.” ** Good is
what goes on the road of Nature. On the
straight way the traveller never misses,"

““Alas ! till now T had not known
My guide and Fortune’s guide are one.”
“The understanding’s copper coin
Counts not with the gold of love.”

*“*I'is writ on Paradise’s gate, oy

* Woe to the dupe that yields to Fate {'»
“The world is a bride superbly dressed —
Who weds her for dowry must pay 7t soul,”
“Loose the knots of the heart j never think o
thy fate ; .
No Euclid has yet disentangled that snar].”
“‘There resides in the grieving
A poison to kill ;
Beware to go near them
"Tis pestilent still.”

Harems and wine-shops only give him a
new ground of observation, whence to draw
sometimes a deeper moral than regulated
sober life affords,—and this is foreseen :—

“1 will be drunk and down with wine ;
Treasures we find in a ruined house.”

Riot, he thinks, can snatch from the deeply
hidden lot the veil that covers it :—

““To be wise the dull brain so earnestly throbs,
Bring bands of wine for the stupid head.”

““ The Builder of heaven
Hath sundered the earth,
So that no footwa
Leads out of it forth,
 On turnpikes of wonder
Wine leads the mind rorth,
Straight, sidewise, and upward,
West, southward, and north.
¢ Stands the vault adamantine
Until the Doomsday ;
The wine-cup shall ferry
Thee o'er it away."”

That hardihood and self-equality of every
sound nature, which result from the feeling
that the spirit in him is entire and as good
as the world, which entitle the poet to
speak with authority, and make him an
object of interest, and his every phrase
and syllable significant, are in Hafiz, and
abundantly fortify and ennoble his tone.

His was the fluent mind in which every
thought and feeling came readily to the lips.
* Loose the knots of the heart,” he says.
We absorb elements enough, but have not
leaves and lungs for healthy perspiration and
growth, An air of sterility, of incompetence
to their proper aims, belongs to many who
have both experience¢ and wisdom. But a
large utterance, a river that makes its own
shores, quick perception and corresponding
expression, a constitution to which every
morrow is a new day, which is equal to
the needs of life, at once tender and bold,
with great arteries,—this generosity of €bb
and flow satisfies, and we should be willing
to die when our time comes, having had our
swing and gratification. The difference 15
not so much in the quality of men's thoughts
as in the power of uttering them. t 15
'pent and smouldered in the dumb actor is
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not pentin the poet, but passes over into new
form, at once relief and creation.

The other merit of Hafiz is his intellectual
liberty, which is a certificate of profound
thought. We accept the religions and
politics into which we fall; and it is only
a few delicate spirits who are sufficient to
sce that the whole web of convention is the
imbecility of those whom it entangles,—that
the mind suffers no religion and no empire
but its own. It indicates this respect to
absolute truth by the use it makes of the
symbols that are most stable and reverend,
and therefore is always provoking the accu-
sation of irreligion.

Hypocrisy is the perpetual butt of his
Arrows.

‘¢ Let us draw the cowl through the brook of wine."”

He tells his mistress, that not the dervis, or
the monk, but the lover, has in his heart
the spirit which makes the ascetic and the
saint ; and certainly not their cowls and
mummeries, but her glances, can impart
to him the fire and virtue needful for such
self-denial. Wrong shall not be wrong to
Hafiz, for the name's sake. A law or sta-
tute is to him what a fence is to a nimble
school-boy,—a temptation for a jump.
*“We would do nothing but good, else
would shame come to us on the day when
the soul must hie hence ; and should they
then deny us Paradise, the Houris them-
selves would forsake that, and come out to
us,”

His complete intellectual emancipation he
communicates to the reader. There is no
example of such fnciliti of allusion, such use
of all materials. Nothing is too high, no-
thing too low, for his occasion. He fears
nothing, he stops for nothing. Love is a
leveller, and Allah becomes a groom, and
heaven a closet, in his daring hymns to his
mistress or to his cupbearer. This bound-
less charter is the right of genius.

We do not wish to strew sugar on bottled
spiders, or try to make mystical divinity out
of the Song of Solomon, much less out of
the erotic and bacchanalian songs of Hafiz.
Hafiz himself is determined to defy all such

hypocritical interpretation, and tears off his pala

turban and throws it at the head of the
meddling dervis, and throws his glass after
the turban, But the love or the wine of
Hafiz is not to be confounded with vulgar
debauch. It is the spirit in which the song
is written that imports, and not the topics.
Hafiz praises wine, roses, maidens, boys,
birds, mornings, and music, to give vent to
his immense hilarity and sympathy with
every form of beauty and joy ; and lays the
emphasis on these to mark his scorn of sanc-

timony and base prudence. These are the
natural topics and language of his wit and
perception. But it is the play of wit and the
{gi of song that he loves ; and if you mis-
e him for a low rioter, he turns short on
you with verses which express the poverty of
sensual joys, and to ejaculate with equal fire
the most unpalatable affirmations of heroic
sentiment and contempt for the world.
Sometimes it is a glance from the height of
thought, as thus :—** Bring wine ; for, in the
audience-hall of the soul's independence,
what is sentinel or Sultan? what is the wise
man or the intoxicated?’ And sometimes
his feast, feasters, and world are only one
pebble more in the eternal vortex and revo-
lution of Fate :—
“Iam: what I am
My dust will be again."”

A saint might lend an ear to the riotous fun
of Falstaff ; for it is not created to excite the
animal appetites, but to vent the joy of a
supernal intelligence. In all poetry, Pin-
dar's rule holds,—oweroic guvei, it speaks to
the intelligent ; and Hafiz is a poet for poets,
whether he write, as sometimes, with a
parrot's, or, as at other times, with an eagle's

uill.
1 Every song of Hafiz affords new proof of
the unimportance of your subject to success,
provided only the treatment be cordial. In
general, what is more tedious than dedica-
tions or panegyrics addressed to grandees?
Yet in the * Divan' you would not skip
them, since his muse seldom supports him
better.

¢ What lovelier forms things wear.
Now that the Shah comes back o

And again :—
““Thy foes to hunt, th

Poises Arcturus aloft

spear.

It is told of Hafiz, that, when he had
written a compliment to a handsome youth,—
¢ Take ;:3)' hf:m in thy hand, O beautiful boy of

iraz

1 would give for the mole on thy cheek Samar-

cand and Buchara !"—

the verses came to the ear of Timour in his
ce. Timour taxed Hafiz with treating
disrespectfully his two cities, to raise and
adorn which he had conquered nations.

enviers to strike down,
morning and evening his

f | Hafiz replied, ‘* Alas, my lord, if I had not

e rodigal, T had not been so poor ! o
i %llgoljgrsiang:hnd a modi_e of estaﬂl;sh;ng
right the most secure of any contrivance
S\g?g w%]l;::h we are acquainted, The law of
the ghaselle, or shorter ode, requires that
the poet insert his name 1n the last stanza.
Almost every one of several hundreds of
poems of Flafiz contains his name thus inter-
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woven more or less closely with the subject
of the piece, It iz itself a test of skill, as
this self-naming is not quite casy. We re-
member but two or three examples in Eng-
lish poetry : that of Chaucer, in the ** I1ouse
of Fame ” ; Jonson's epitaph on his son,—
* Ben Jonson his best piece of poetry " :
and Cowley's,—
“The melancholy Cowley lay."
But it is easy to Hafiz. It gives him the
opportunity of the most playful self-asser-
tion, always gracefully, sometimes almost in
the fun of Falstaff, sometimes with feminine
delicacy. He tells us, ‘‘The angels in
heaven were lately learning his last pieces.
He says, “* The fishes shed their pearls, out
of desire and longing as soon as the ship of
Hafiz swims the deep.
“ Out of the East, out of the West, no man under-
stands me ;
O, the I:ia pier I, who confide to none but the
wind i
This morning heard I how the lyre of the stars
resounded,
* Sweeter tones have we heard from Hafiz!""

Again,—'* I heard the harp of the planet
Venus, and it said in the early morning, ‘I
am the disciple of the sweet-voiced Hafiz !" "
And again,—* When Hafiz sings, the angels
hearken, and Anaitis, the leader of the
starry host, calls even the Messiah in heaven
out to the dance.” * No one has unveiled
thoughts like Hafiz, since the locks of the
Word-bride were first curled.” ' Only he
despises the verse of Hafiz who is not him-
self by nature noble.’

But we must try to give some of these
poetic flourishes the metrical form which
they seem to require :—

* Fit for the Pleiads’ azure chord
The songs 1 sung, the pearls I bored.”
Another :—

“T have no hoarded treasure,
Yet have I rich content ;
The first from Allah to the Shah,
The last to Hafiz went.”

Another :—
“ High O Hafiz! th i
irmhm and sil:er n:u":‘fglll rtine

More worth to thee the gift of
And the clear insighet gw:-usong,
Again :—
*“O Hafiz! speak not of th :
Are not meese v:rs:s th?n:?ed %
Then all the poets are agreed,
No man can less repine.”

He asserts his dignity as bard and inspired
man of his people. To the vizier retur‘:ﬁng
from Mecca, he says, *‘ Boast not rashly,

nce of pilgrims, of thy fortune. Thou

lmdee&seen the temple ; but I, the Lord

of the temple. Nor has any man infor—
from the musk-bladder of thg mmﬁ:gﬁlm
from the musky morning-wind, that syes
air which I am permitted .5 breathe ey, et
hour of the day.” And with still more vigou
in the following lines :— .

““Oft have I said, 1 say it once more,
I, a wanderer, do not stray from myself,
I am a kind of parrot; the mirror is holden
e to ;:'IQ }.. y Y

'hat the Eternal says, I stammering say aga;

Give me what you will ; I eat thistl%s a§ rg:cl:l
And according to my food I grow and 1 givye, '
Scorn me not, but know I have the pearl,
And am only seeking one to receive it,"”

And his claim has been admitted from the
first. The muleteers and camel-drivers, on
their way through the desert, sing snatches
of his songs, not so much for the thought,
as for their joyful temper and tone ; and the
cultivated Persians know his poems by heart.
Yet Hafiz does not appear to have set any
great value on his songs, since his scholars
collected them for the first time after his
death.

In the following poem the soul is figured
a's_ i}‘w Pheenix alighting on Tuba, the Tree
of Life :—

““ My pheenix long ago secured
His nest in the sky-vault's cope ;
In the body's cage immured,
He was weary of life’s hope.

““ Round and round this heap of ashes
Now flies the bird amain,
But in that odorous niche of heaven
Nestles the bird again.

““ Once, flies he upward, he will perch
On Tuba's goli‘dcn bough ;
His home is on that fruited arch
Which cools the blest below.

TR &\r_er this world gf ours :
is wings m enix sprea
How gmcﬁ)us ?;.l‘;s on land and 'sea
The soul-refreshing shade !

“* Either world inhabits he,
Sees oft below him planets roll ;
His body is all of air compact,
Of Allah’s love his soul.”

Here is an ode which is said to be a
favourite with all educated Persians :—

*‘ Come !—the palace of heaven rests on atry
ars,— g
Come, and bring me wine ; our days are wiad.
I declare myself the slave of that masculine sou
Which ties and alliance on earth once for ever
renounces,
golcl Ihthee yester-morn how the Iri; j"f howcn
rought to me in my cup a gospel of joy i .
(6] hixh"},}'inz fa[r:m}l|r ! lgc 'Free of Life is thy
perch ;
This nook of grief fits thee ill for a nest.
Hearken ! they call to thee down from the
ramparts of heaven ;

1 cannot divine what holds thee here in a net:
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I, too, have a counsel for thee; O, mark it and |

keelp it,

Since I received the same from the Master
above:

Seek not for faith or for truth in a world of light-
minded girls ;

A thousand suitors reckons this dangerous bride.

Cumber thee not for the world, and this my pre-

. cept forget not,

"Tis but a toy that a vagabond sweetheart has
left us.

Aoceg

_ thy locks;

Never to me nor to thee was option imparted ;

Neither endurance nor tmtﬂ belongs to the
laugh of the rose.

The loving nightingale mourns;—cause enow
for mourning ;—

Why envies the bird the streaming verses of
Hafiz?

Know that a god bestowed on him eloquent
spedchi?

The cedar, the cypress, the palm, the
olive, and fig-tree, the birds that inhabit
them, and the garden flowers, are never
wanting in these musky verses, and are al-
ways named with effect. ** The willows,” he
says, ‘‘ bow themselves to every wind, out of
shame for their unfruitfulness.” We may
open anywhere on a floral catalogue.

‘“ By breath of beds of roses drawn,
I found the grove in the morning pure,
In the concert of the nightingales
My drunken brain to cure.

““ With unrelated glance
I looked the rose in the eye :
The rose in the hour of gloaming
Flamed like a lamp hard-by.

f* She was of her beauty proud,
And prouder of her youth,
The while unto her ﬂamini heart
The bulbul gave his truth.

“ The sweet narcissus closed
Its eye, with passion pressed ;
The tulips out of envy burned
Moles in their scarlet breast.
* The lilies white prolonged
Their sworded tongue to the smell ;
The clustering anemones
Their pretty secrets tell.”

Presently we have,—

““ All day the rain
Bathed the dark hyacinths in vain,
‘The flood may pour from morn till night
Nor wash the pretty Indians white.”

And so onward, through many a page.
This picture of the first days of Spring,
from Enweri, seems to belong to Hafiz :—
“ O'er the garden water goes the wind alone
To and to polish the cheek of the wave ;
The fire is quenched on the dear hearthstone,
But it burns again on the tulips brave."
Friendship is a favourite topic of the
Eastern poets, and they have matched on
this head the absoluteness of Montaigne.

t whatever befalls ; uncover thy brow from |
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Hafiz says, ‘‘Thou learnest ;L_SEC t
until thou knowest friendship ; since to tr;c
unsound no heavenly knowledge enters, '
Ibn Jemin writes thus :—

“ Whilst I disdain the populace
I find no peer in highp:‘:p lace.
Friend is a word of royal tone,
Friend is a poem all alone.
Wisdom is like the elephant,
Lofty and rare inhabitant ;
He dwells in deserts or in courts;
With hucksters he has no resorts.”

Dschami says,—
“ A friend is he, who, hunted as a foe,
So much the kindlier shows him than before ;

Throw stones at him, or ruder javelins throw,
He builds with stone and steel a firmer floor.”

Of the amatory poetry of Hafiz we must
be very sparing in our citations, though it
forms the staple of the ‘“ Divan.” He has
run through the whole gamut of passion,—
from the sacred to the borders, and over the
borders, of the profane. The same con-
fusion of high and low, the celerity of flight
and allusion which our colder muses forbid,
is habitual to him. From the plain text,—

“The chemist of love
Will this perishing mould,
Were it made out of mire,
Transmute into gold,"—

he proceeds to the celebration of his passion ;
and nothing in his religious or in his scien-
tific traditions is too sacred or too remote to
afford a token of his mistress. The Moon
thought she knew her own orbit well enough;
but when she saw the curve on Zuleika's
cheek, she was at a loss :(—

“ And since round lines are drawn
My darling’s lips about,
The very Moon looks puzzled on,
And hesitates in doubt
If the sweet curve that rounds thy mouth
Be not her true way to the South.”

His ingenuity never sleeps :\—
* Ah, could I hide me in my song,
To kiss thy lips from which it flows ! "
and plays in a thousand pretty courtesies :—
“ Fair fall thy soft heart !
A good work wilt thou do?
O, pray for the dead 5
Whom thine eyelashes slew !
And whata nest has he found for his bonny
bird to take up her abode in !—
« They strew in the path of kings and czars

1s and gems of price :
Bﬁ'te;:: thy hegd I will pluck down stars,

And pave thy way with eyes. A
“ [ have sought for thee a costlier dome
Than Mahmoud’s palace high,
And thou, returning, find thy"home
In the apple of Love's eye.
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R ——— ¢ A house though a milli i
Then we have all degrees of passionate Al?ou.se o!’e.garth o intery old,

abandonment :—

“ thi ous love-lane
y ang‘:uhiEer :#: traveller l?d?
Yet fancy the sweet scent 0
nn;ymggd tresses feeds.
“ In the midnight of thy locks,
I renounce the day ;
In the ring of thy rose-lips,
My heart forgets to pray.

And sometimes his love rises to & religious

sentiment :—
* Plunge in your waves
Rng:counging doubt and care 3
The flowing of the seven broad sez
Shall never wet thy hair.

#Is"Allah's face on thee
Bending with love benign,
And thou not less on Allah's eye
O fairest ! turnest thine."”

comes down .
Then quarry thy stones from u,eal fast

And build the dome that shall not :i;:‘.].."‘“-

** What need,” cries the mystic Feig;

€isi, g
palaces and tapestry? What need eyen
. ha d? ed Even i
““The eternal Watcher, who do '

All night in the body's :anltlgnw:]i:t

Will of thine arms a pillow make ;

And a bolster of thy breast.” '

Ferideddin Attar wrote the ‘“Bird (gp
versations,” a mystical tale in which 1hc;
| birds coming together to choose their kip
resolve on a pilgrimage to Mount Kaf, 1o
pay their homage to the Simorg. From
this poem, written five hundred years ag
we cite the following passage, as a proof of
the identity of mysticism in all periods,
The tone is quite modern/ In the fable,

We add to these fragments of Hafiz a few the birds were soon weary of the length and

specimens from other poets.

NISAMIL
While roses bloomed along the plain,
The nightingale to the falcon said,
* Why, of all birds, must thou be dumb?
With closed mouth thou utterest,
Though dying, no last word to man.
Yet sitt'st thou on the hand of princes,
And feedest on the grouse's breast,
Whilst I, who hundred thousand jewels
Squander in a single tone,
Lo! Ifeed m with worms,
And my dwelling is the thorn.'—
The falcon answered, ‘ Be all ear:
1, experienced in affairs,
See fifty things, say never one;
But thee the people prizes not,
Who, doing nothing, say'st a thousand.
To me, appointed to the chase,
The king's hand gives the grouse's breast ;

difficulties of the way, and at last almost all
gave out. Three only persevered, and
arrived before the throne of the Simorg,

“ The bird-soul was ashamed ;
Their body was quite annihilated;
They had cleaned themselves from the dust,
And were by the light ensouled.
What was, and was not,—the Past,—
Was wiped out from their breast.
The sun from near-by beamed
Clearest light into their soul ;
The resplendence of the Simorg beamed
As one back from all three.
They knew not, amazed, if they
Were either this or that. g
They saw themselves all as Simorg,
Themselves in the eternal Sim”ﬁ;
When to the Simorg up they looked,
They beheld him among themselves;
And when they looked on each other,

: b They saw themselves in the Simorg.
Whilst a chatterer like thee A 24 gro the t arties,
Must gnaw worms in the thorn, Farewell !'" T,:;“&';A‘:;I:m“;%?gh:sxgo?g vanished,

The following passages exhibit the strong This in that, and that in :l;i::{

tendency of the Persian poets to contempla-

tive and religious poetry and to allegory,

ENWERL
BODY AND SOUL,
‘* A painter in China once painted a hall }—

As the worlli has never h

So remained they, sunk in wonder,

Thoughtless in deepest thinking,

And quite unconscious of themselves.

Speechless prayed they to the Highest
o open this secret,

And to unlock 7o and We.

i ithout tongue:—
Such a web never hung on an emperor’s walli— | +The Highest jna sunmimors

e oo ml-;m “\:‘f:;'h :ch wl?;f“:hdid run, Who comes to Him sees himsel(dthb:r';tq.
So that all which delighted lhbemg;e in oﬁf'i?dé, Sees body and soul, and soul an ¥i

The same, point for point, in the other replied.
*In thee, friend, that Tyrian chamber is found ;

When you came to the Simorg,
Three therein appeared to you,
And, had fifty of you come,

Thine the star-pointing roof, and the base on the So had you seen yourselves as many:

I ground : v
s one hal.lt{udﬁud with colours less bright ¢

Him has none of us yet scen.

Ants see not the Pleiades. |
counterpart blazes with light 1 Can the gnat ? with his teeth
The body of &r:: ephant !
e What Jou pe i Fe nok
“I read on th t you is He not.
Ina P“l'Pl.;! Mktolz::m_‘.’_dd The valleys which you traverse,

The actions which you
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They lie under our treatment

And among our properties

You as three birds are amazed,

Impatient, heartless, confused :

Far over you am I raised,

Since I am in act Simorg.

Ye blot out my highest being,

That ye ma{ﬁnd yourselves on my throne ;
For ever ye blot out yourselves,

As shadows in the sun. Farewell !'"

INSPIRATION.

IT was Watt who told King George IIL
that he dealt in an article of which kings
were said to be fond,—Power. 'Tis certain
that the one thing we wish to know is, where
power is to be bought. But we want a finer
kind than that of commerce ; and every rea-
sonable man would give any price of house
and land, and future provision, for conden-
sation, concentration, and the recalling at
will of high mental energy. Our money is
only a second best. We would jump to buy
power with it, that is, intellectual perception
moving the will. That s first best. But we
don't know where the shop is. If Watt
knew, he forgot to tell us the number of the
street, There are times when the intellect
is so active that everything seems to run to
meet it. Its supplies are found without
much thought as to studies. Knowledge
runs to the man,and the man runs to know-
ledge. In spring, when the snow melts, the
maple-trees flow with sugar, and you cannot
get tubs fast enough ; but it isonly fora few
days. The hunter on the prairie, at the right
season, has no need of choosing his ground ;
east, west, by the river, by the timber, he is
everywhere near his game. But the favour-
able conditions are rather the exception than
the rule.

‘The aboriginal man in geology, and in the
dim lights of Darwin's microscope, is not an
engaging figure. We are very glad that he
ate his fishes and snails and marrow-bones
out of our sight and hearing, and that his
doleful experiences were got through with so
very long ago. They combed his mane,
they pared his nails, cut off his tail, set him
on end, sent him to school, and made him
pay taxes, before he could begin to write his
sad story for the compassion or the r udia-
tion of his descendants, who are but
unanimous to disown him. We must take
him as we find him,—pretty well on in his
education, and, in all our knowledge of him,
an interesting creature, with a will, an inven-
tion, an imagination, a conscience, and an
inextinguishable hope.

The Hunterian law of arrested deve.
is not confined to vegetable and Iﬁ?gﬁ
structure, but reaches the human intellect
also. In the savage man, thought is infan-
tile ; and in the civilized, unequal, and rang-
ing up and down a long scale. In the best
races it is rare and imperfect, In happy
moments it is reinforced, and carries out
what were rude suggestions to larger scope,
and to clear and grand conclusions. The
poet cannot see a natural phenomenon which
does not express to hima correspondent fact
in his mental experience ; he is made aware
of a power to carry on and complete the
metamorphosis of natural into spiritual facts.
Everything which we hear for the first time
was expected by the mind ; the newest dis-
covery was expected. In the mind we call
this enlarged power Inspiration. I believe
that nothing great and lasting can be done
except by inspiration, by leaning on the
secretaugury. Theman's insight and power
are interrupted and occasional ; he can see
and do this or that cheap task at will, but it
steads him not beyond. He is fain to make
the ulterior step by mechanical means. It
cannot so be done. That ulterior step is to
be also by inspiration ; if not through him,
then by another man. Every real step is by
what a poet called *lyrical glances,”" by
lyrical facility, and never by main strength
and ignorance. Years of mechanic toil will
only seem to do it ; it will not so be done.

Inspiration is like yeast,, "Tis no matter
in which of half a dozen ways you procure
the infection; you can apply one or the
other equally well to your purpose, and get
your loaf of bread. And every earnest work-
man, in whatever kind, knows some favour-
able conditions for his task. When I wish
to write on any topic, 'tis of no consequence
what kind of book or man gives me a hint

or a motion, nor how far off thatis from my
topic.
Power is the first good. Rarey can tame

a wild horse ; but if he could give speed to
a dull horse, were not that better? The
toper finds, without asking, the road to the
tavern, but the poet does not know the pit-
cher that holds his nectar. Every youth
shou'd know the way to prophecy as surely
as the miller understands how to let on the
water or the engineer the steam. A rush of
thoughts is the only conceivable prosperity
that can come to us. : Fine ;:Iotlt[cs. c;[aul-
s, villa, park, social consideration, n-
gﬁ% cover upl::-aeal poverty and insignificance
from my own eyes, or from others like mine.
Thoughts let us into realities. Neither
miracle, nor magic, nor any religious tradi-
tion, not the immortality of the private soul,
is incredible, after We have experienced an
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insight, a thought. I think it comes to some
men but once in their life, sometimes a reli-
gious impulse, sometimes an intellectual in-
sight. But what we want is consecutiveness.
is with us a flash of light, then a long dark-
ness, then a flash again. The separation of
our days by sleep almost destroys identity.
Could "'we but turn these fugitive sparkles
into an astronomy of Copernican worlds !
‘With most men, scarce a link of memory
holds yesterday and to-day together. Their
house and trade and families serve them as
ropes to give a coarse continuity. But they
have forgotten the thoughts of yesterday ;
they say to-day what occurs to them, and
something else to-morrow. This insecurity
of possession, this quick ebb of power,—as
if life were a thunder-storm wherein you can
see by a flash the horizon, and then cannot
see your hand,—tantalizes us. We cannot
make the inspiration consecutive. A glimpse,
a point of view that by its brightness excludes
the purview, is granted, but no panorama.
A fuller inspiration should cause the point
to flow and become a line, should bend the
line and complete the circle. To-day the
electric machine will not work, no spark will
pass ; then presently the world is all a cat's
back, all sparkle and shock. Sometimes
there is no sea-fire, and again the sea is
aglow to the horizon. Sometimes the Aolian
harp is dumb all day in the window, and
again it is garrulous, and tells all the secrets
of the world. In June the morning is noisy
with birds ; in August they are already get-
tin}gI old and silent.
ence arises the question, Are these
moods in any degree within control? If we
knew how to command them! But where
is the Franklin with kite or rod for this fluid ?
—a Franklin who can draw off electricity
from Jove himself, and convey it into the
arts of life, inspire men, take them off their
feet, withdraw them from the life of trifles
and gain and comfort, and make the world
iransparent, so that they can read the sym-
bols of nature? What metaphysician has
undertaken to enumerate the tonics of the
torpid mind, the rules for the recovery of
inspiration? That is least within control
which is best in them. Of the modus of in-
ﬁmuon _we have no knowledge. But in
the experience of meditative men there is a
certain agreement as to the conditions of
reception. Plato, in his seventh Epistle,
notes that the ption is only accom-
plished by long familiarity with the objects
of intellect, and a life according to the
things themselves, ** Then a light, as if leap-
ing from a fire, will on a sudden be enkin-
?&d{:g} the soul, and will then itself nourish

He said again, ** The man who is his o
master knocks in vain at the doors of poet wn
The artists must be sacrificed to their Iy.
Like the bees, they must put their lives intq
the sting they give. What is a may olo
for without enthusiasm ? and whar is enth
siasm but this daring of ruin for jts Objec;u;
There are thoughts beyond the reaches of
our souls; we are not the less drawn (o
them. The moth flies into the flame of the
lamp ; and Swedenborg must solve the pro-
blems that haunt him, though he be crazed

or killed. ;
There is genius as well in virtye as in
intellect. '

is the doctrine of faith gyer
works. The raptures of goodness are as o]q
as history and new with this morning's sun,
The legends of Arabia, Persia, and India
are of t%e same complexion as the Christian,
Socrates, Menu, Confucius, Zertusht,—ye
recognize in all of them this ardour to solye
the hints of thought.

I hold that ecstasy will be found normal,
or only an example on a higher plane of the
same gentle gravitation by which stones
fall and rivers run. Experience identifies.
Shakspeare seems to you miraculous; but
the wonderful juxtapositions, parallelisms,
transfers, which his genius effected, were all
to him locked togetﬁer as links of a chain,
and the mode precisely as conceivable and
familiar to higher intelligence as the index-
making of the literary hack. The result of
the hack is inconceivable to the type-setter
who waits for it.

We must prize our own youth. Later, we
want heat to execute our plans : the good-
will, the knowledge, the whole armoury of
means, are all present ; but a certain heat
that once used not to fail refuses its office,
and all is vain until this capricious fuel is
supplied. It seems a semi-animal heat ; as
if tea, or wine, or sea-air, or mountains, or
a genial companion, or a new thought sug-
gested in booﬁaor conversation, could fire the
train, wake the fancy, and the clear percep-
tion. Pit-coal,—where to find it? 'Tis of
no use that your engine is made like a watch,
—that you are a good workman, and know
how to drive it, if there is no coal. We are
waiting until some tyrannous idea emerging
out of heaven shall seize and bereave us 0
this liberty with which we are falling abroad.
Well, we have the same hint or suggestion,
day by duy. ‘I am not,’ says the man, 1‘1“
the top of my condition to-day, but the
favourable hour will come when T can com
mand all my powers, and when that will b"
&sly to do which is at this moment :mposr
sible.” See how the passions augment 0°F
force,—anger, love, ambition ! sometim®

sympathy, and the expectation of me™
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Garrick said, that on the stage his great
paroxysms surprtsed himself as much as his
audience. If this is true on this low plane,
it is true on the higher. Swedenborg's
genius was the perception of the doctrine
“that the Lord flows into the spirits of
angels and of men ”; and all poets have
signalized their consciousness of rare mo-
ments when they were superior to themselves,
—when a light, a freedom, a power came to
them, which lifted them to performances far
better than they could reach at other times ;
so that a religious poet once told me that
“he valued his poems, not because they
were his, but because they were not.” He
thought the angels brought them to him.

Jacob Behmen said : ** Art has not wrote
here, nor was there any time to consider how
to set it punctually down according to the
right understanding of the letters, but all
was ordered according to the direction of the
spirit, which often went on haste,—so that
the penman’s hand, by reason he was not
accustomed to it, did often shake. And,
though I could have written in a more accu-
rate, fair, and plain manner, the burning fire
often forced forward with speed, and the
hand and pen must hasten directly after it,
for it comes and goes as a sudden shower.
In one quarter of an hour I saw and knew
more, than if I had been many years together
at an university."

The depth of the notes which we acci-
dentally sound on the strings of nature is out
of all proportion to our taught and ascer-
tained faculty, and might teach us what
strangers and novices we are, vagabond in
this universe of pure power, to which we
have only the smallest key. Herrick said :—

¢ "Tis not every day that I
Fitted am to prophesy ;
No, but when the spirit fills
The fantastic panicles,
Full of fire, then I write
As the Goddess doth indite.
Thus, enraged, my lines are hurled,
Like the Sibyl's, through the world :
Look how next the holy fire
Either slakes, or doth retire ;
So the fancy cools,—till when

That brave spirit comes again."

Bonaparte said : ‘' There is no man more
pusillanimous than I, when I make a military
plan. I magnify all the dangers, and all the
possible mischances. Iam in an agitation
utterly painful. That does not prevent me
from appearing quite serene to the persons
who surround me. 1 am like a woman with
child, and when my resolution is taken, all is
forgot, except whatever can make it succeed. o

*here are, to be sure, certain risks in this
presentiment of the decisive perception, as
in the use of ether or alcohol.

“ Great wits to madness nearly are allied :
Both serve to make our poverty our pride.”

Aristotle said : **No great genius was ever
wnhogl some mixture of madness, nor can
anything grand or superior to the voice of
common mortals be spoken except by the
agitated soul.” We might say of these
memorable moments of life, that we were in
them, not they in us. We found ourselves
by happy fortune in an illuminated portion
or meteorous zone, and passed out of it
again, so aloof was it from any will of ours.
“"'Tis a principle of war," said Napoleon,
“ that when you can use the lightning, tis
better than cannon.”

How many sources of inspiration can we
count? As many as our affinities. But to
a practical purpose we may reckon a few of
these.

1, Heaith is the first muse, comprising
the magical benefits of air, landscape, and
bodily exercise on the mind. The Arabs say
that ** Allah does not count from life the
days spent in the chase,” that is, those are
thrown in. Platc thought ** exercise would
almost cure a guilty conscience.” Sydney
Smith said; ** You will never break down
in a speech on the day when you have walked
twelve miles.”

1 honour health as the first muse, and sleep
as the condition of health. Sleep benefits
mainly by the sound health it produces , 1n-
cidentally also by dreams, into whose farrago
a divine lesson is sometimes slipped. Life
is in short cycles or periods ; we are quickly
tired, but we have rapid rallies. A man is
spent by his work, starved, prostrate ; he
will not lift his hand to save his life ; he can
never think more. He sinks into deep sleep
and wakes with renewed youth, with hope,
courage, fertile in resources, and keen for
daring adventure.

# Sleep is like death, and after sleep
The world seems new begun ;
White thoughts stand luminous and firm,
Like statues in the sun;
freshed from super tounts,
The soul to clearer vision mounts.” *

A man must be able to escape from his
cares and fears, as well as from hunger and
want of sleep ; so that another Arabian pro-
verb has its coarse truth ; ' When the belly
is full, it says to the head, Sing, fellow !
The perfection of writing is when mind and
body are both in key ; when the mind finds
perfect obedience in the body. And wine
no doubt, and all fine food, as of delicate
fruits, furnish some elemental wisdom. And
the fire, too, as it burns in the chimney ; for
I fancy that my logs, which have grown so
long in sun and wind by Walden, are a kind

* Allingham.
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of muses. So of all the particulars of health
and exercise, and fit nutriment, and tonics.
Some people will tell you there is a great
deal of poetry and fine sentiment in a chest
of tea.

2. The experience of writing letters is one
of the keys to the modus of inspiration.
When we have ceased for a long time to
have any fulness of thoughts that once made
a diary a joy as well as a necessity, and
have come to believe that an image or a
happy turn of expression is no longer at our
command, in writing a letter to a friend we
may find that we rise to thought and to a
cordial power of expression that costs no
effort, and it seems to us that this facility
may be indefinitely applied and resumed.
The wealth of the mind in this respect of
seeing is like that of a looking-glass, which
is never tired or wom by any multitude of
objects which it reflects. = You may carry it
all round the world, it is ready and perfect
as ever for new millions.

3. Another consideration, though it will
not so much interest young men, will cheer
the heart of older scholars, namely, that
there is diurnal and secular rest. As there
is this daily renovation of sensibility so it
sometimes, if rarely, happens that after a
season of decay or eclipse darkening months
or years, the faculties revive to their fullest
force. One of the best facts I know in meta-
physical science is Niebuhr's joyful record
that, after his genius for interpreting history
had failed him for several years, this divina-
tion returned to him. As this rejoiced me,
so does Herbert's poem ‘‘ The Flower.”
His health had broken down early, he had
lost his muse, and in this poem he says :—

*“And now in age I bud again,
After so many deaths I live and write
I once more smell the dew and rain,
And relish versing: O my only light,
It cannot be
That T am he
On whom thy tempests fell all night.”
His poem called ‘* The Forerunners ‘also
supreme interest. I understand ** The
Harbingers" to refer to the signs of age
and decay which he detects in himself, not
only in his constitution but in his fancy and
his facility and grace in Writing verse ; and he
signalizes his delight in this skill, and his pain
that the Herricks, Lovelaces, and Marlows,
or whoever else, should use the like genius
in language to sensual purpose, and consoles
himself that his own faith and the divine life
in him remain to him unchanged, unharmed,

4. The power of the will is sometimes sub.
lime ; and what is will for, if it cannot help
us in emergencies? Seneca says of an
almost fatal sickness that befell him, * The

WALDO EMERSON,

thought of my father, who could no faus
sustained such a blow as my death,restm;ned
me ; I commanded myself to live, " Goethe
said to Eckermann, ‘1 work more easily
when the barometer is high than whep it is
low. ~Since I know this, I endeavour, when
the barometer is low, to counteract the in-
jurious effect by greater exertion, and my
attempt is successful,”

‘‘To the persevering mortal the blessed
immortals are swift." Yes, for they know
how to give you in one moment the solution
of the riddle you have pondered for months,
““Had I not lived with Mirabeau," says
Dumont, ‘I never should have known a]]
that can be done in one day, or, rather, in
an interval of twelve hours, A day to him
was of more value than a week or a month
to others, To-morrow to him was not the
same impostor as to most others,"

5. Plutarch affirms that ** souls are naty.
rally endowed with the faculty of rediction,
and the chief cause that excites tﬁis faculty
and virtue is a certain temperature of air and
winds.” My anchorite thought it ** sad that
atmospheric influences should bring to our
dust the communion of the soul with the
Infinite.”” But I am glad that the atmo-
sphere should be an excitant, glad to find
the dull rock itself to be deluged with Deity,
—to be theist, Christian, poetic. The fine
influences of the morning few can explain,
but all will admit. Goethe acknowledges
them in the poem in which he dislodges the
nightingale from her place as Leader of the
Muses.

MUSAGETES.

** Often in deep midnights
I called on the sweet muses
No dawn shines,
And no day will appear :
But at the right hour
The lamp brings me pious light,
That it, instead of Aurora or Phaebus,
May enliven my quiet industry.
But they left me lying in sleep

ull, and not to be enlivened,

And after every late morning
Followed unprofitable days.

** When now the Spring stirred,
I said to the nightingales :

Dear nightingales, trill 2
Early, O, early before my lattice,
Wake me out of the dee sleep
Which mightily chains tﬁe young man
But the love-filled singers
Poured by night before my window
Their sweet melodies,—

Kept awake my dear soul,
Roused tender new longings
In my lately touched bosom,

d so the night d
And Aurora fuum! me sleeping ;
Yea, hardly did the sun wake me.
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At last it has become summer,
And at the first glimpse of mornin
The busy early fly stings me
Out of my sweet slumber.
Unmerciful she returns again:
When often the half-awake victim
Impatiently drives her off,
She calls hither the unscrupulous sisters,
And from my eyelids
;jr\_-veet sleep must dearr.. 4

igorous, I spring from my couch,
Segek the belogridghiuses, A
Find them in the beech grove,
Pleased to receive me ;
And 1 thank the annoying insect
For many a golden hour.
Stand, then, for me, ye tormenting
Highily peafaci by the poss

ral e

AsgtheY r.Euc Mus;getﬁ.g?

The French have a proverb to the effect
that not the day only, but all things have
their morning, — ** 7l n'y a gue le malin en
toutes choses.,” And it is a primal rule to
defend your morning, to keep all its dews
on, and with fine foresight to relieve it from
any jangle of affairs, even from the question,
Which task ? I remembera capital prudence
of old President Quincy, who told me that
he never went to bed at night until he had
laid out the studies for the next morning. I
believe that in our good days a well-ordered
mind has a new thought awaiting it every
morning. And hence, eminently thoughtful
men, from the time of Pythagoras down,
have insisted on an hour of solitude every
day to meet their own mind, and learn what
oracle it has to impart. If a new view of
life or mind gives us joy, so does new
arrangement. 1 don’t know but we take as
much delight in finding the right place for
an old observation, as in a new thought.

6. Solitary converse with nature ; from
thence are ejaculated sweet and dreadful
words never uttered in libraries. Ah! the
spring days, the summer dawns, the Octo-
ber woods ! I confide that my reader knows
these delicious secrets, has perhaps |

“Slighted Minerva's learned tongue, =
But leaped with joy when on the wind the shell of
Clio rung.” |

Are you poetical, impatient of trade, tired
of labour and affairs ? Do you want Monad-
noe, Agiocochook,—or Helvellyn, or Plin-
limmon, dear to English song, in your closet?
Caerleon, Provence, Ossian, and Cadwallon?
Tie a couple of strings across a board and
setit in your window, and you have an in-
strument which no artist's harp can rival. It
needs no instructed ear ; if you have sensi-
bility, it admits you to sacred interiors ; it
has the sadness of nature, yet, at the
changes, tones of triumph and festal notes
ringing out all measures of loftiness. *Did

you never observe,” says Gray, ‘' ‘ whi
rocking winds are pipingyloud,' that p‘:;‘i::
as the gust is recollecting itself, and nsmg
upon the ear in a shrill and plaintive note
like the swell of an olian harp? T do
assure you there is nothing in the world so
like the voice of a spirit.” Perhaps you can
recall a delight like it, which spoke to the
eye, when you have stood by a lake in the
woods, in summer, and saw where little
flaws of wind whip spots or patches of still
water into fleets of ripples, so sudden, so
slight, so spiritual, that it was more like the
rippling of the Aurora Borealis, at night,
than any spectacle of day.

7. But the solitude of nature is not so
essential as solitude of habit, I have found
my advantage in going in summer to a
country inn, in winter to a city hotel, with a
task which would not prosper at home. I
thus secured a more absolute seclusion ; for
it is almost impossible for a housekeeper,
who is in the country a small farmer, to
exclude interruptions, and even necessary
orders, though I bar out by system allI can,
and resolutely omit, to my constant damage,
all that can be omitted. At home, the day
is cut into short strips. In the hotel, I have
no hours to keep, no visits to make or re-
ceive, and I command an astronomicleisure,
I forget rain, wind, cold, and heat. Athome,
1 remember in my library the wants of the
farm, and have all too much sympathy. I
envy the abstraction of some scholars I have
known, who could sit on a curbstone in
State Street, put up their back, and solve
their problem. I have more womanly eyes.
'All the conditions must be right for my suc-
cess, slight as that is. 'What untunes is as

|| bad as what cripples or stuns me. Novelty,

surprise, change of scene, refresh the artist,
—'+ break up the tiresome old roof of heaven
into new forms,” as Hafiz said. The sea-
shore, and the taste of two metals in con-
tact, and our enlarged powers in the
presence, or rather at the approach and at
the departure of a friend, and the mixture
of lie in truth, and the experience of poetic
creativeness which is not found in staying at
home, nor yet in travelling, but in transitions
from one to the other, which must therefore
be adroitly managed to present as much
transitional surface as possi'blc,-—these f“e
the types or conditions of this power. ‘' A
ride near the sea, a sail near the shore,” said
the ancient. So Montaigne travelled with
his books, but did not read in them. ‘' La
Nature aime les MJML;MI. h _Sn?:gshgg‘fﬂ;&
is m for wil '
I know there is roo e il

in regard to some apparen
greatg:rgreement as to their annoyance. And
the machine with which we are dealing is of
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such an inconceivable delicacy that whims
also must be respected. Fire must lend its
aid. We not only want time, but warm
time. George Sand says, * I have no enthu-
siasm for nature which ‘the slightest chill will
not instantly destroy.” And I remember
that Thoreau, with'his robust will, yet found
certain trifles disturbing the delicacy of that
health which composition exacted,—namely,
the slightest irregularity, even to the drink-
ing too much water on the preceding day.
Even a steel penis a nuisance to some writers.
Some of us may remember, years ago, in
the English journals, the petition, signed by
Carlyle, Browning, Tennyson, Dickens, and
other writers in London, ag?inst t‘llxle license
of the o -grinders, who infested the streets
near thmogglses. to levy on them blackmail.
Certain localities, as mountain-tops, the
seaside, the shores of rivers and rapid brooks,
natural parks of oak and pine, where the
ground is smooth and unencumbered, are
excitants of the muse. Every artist knows
well some favourite retirement.  And yet the
experience of some good artists has taught
them to prefer the smallest and plainest
chamber, with one chair and table, and with
no outlook, to these picturesque liberties,
William Blake said, ** Natural objects always
did and do weaken, deaden, and obliterate
imagination in me.” And Sir Joshua Rey-
nolds had no pleasure in Richmond ; he
used to say ‘* the human face was his land-
scape.” These indulgences are to be used
with great caution. Allston rarely left his
studio by day. An old friend took him, one
fine afternoon, a spacious circuit into the
country, and he painted two or three pic-
tures as the fruits of thatdrive. But he made
it a rule not to go to the city on two conse-
cutive days. One was rest ; more was lost
time. The times of force must be well
husbanded, and the wise student will remem.-
ber the prudence of Sir Tristram in Merte
d'_Arrhw, who, having received from the
fairy an enchantment of six hours of grow-
ing strength every day, took care to fight in
the hours when his strength increased ; since
from noon to night his strength abated.
What prudence, again, does every artist,
scholar, need in the security of his

or his desk! These must be remote

from the work of the house, and from all
knowledge of the feet that come and go
therein. Allston, it is said, had two or three
rooms in different parts of Boston, where he
could not be found. For the delicate muses
lose their head, if their attention is once
diverted. Perhaps if dyou were successful
abroad in talking and dealing with men, you
would not come back to your book-shelf and
your task. When the spirit chooses you for

WALDO EMERSON,
its scribe to publish some commanar
makes you odious to men, and ;ngoe;;' &
to you, and you shall accept that loathsom
ness with joy. The moth must fly to [1.?'
lamp, and you must solve those qQuestio s
though you die. e
8. Conversation, which, when it is best, is
a series of intoxications. Not Aristotle, no
Kant or Hegel, but conversation, s the l:ight
metaphysical professor. This is the trye
schoolof philosophy,—this the college where
you learn what thoughts are, what Powers
{lurk in those fugitive gleams, and what
| becomes of them ; how they make history,
A wise man goes to this game to play upon
others, and to be played upon, and at least
as curious to know what can be drawn from
himself as what can be drawn from them,
For, in discourse with a friend, our thought,
| hitherto wrapped in our consciousness, de-
taches itself, and allows itself to be seen as
a thought, in a manner as new and entertain-
ing to us as to our companions, For pro-
vocation of thought, we use ourselves and
use each other. Some perceptions—I think
the best—are granted 10 the single soul ; they
come from the depth, and go to the depth,
and are the permanent and controlling ones.
Others it takes two to find. We must be
warmed by the fire of sympathy to be brought
into the right conditions and angles of vision,
Conversation ; for intellectual activity is
contagious. We are emulous. If the tone
of the companion is higher than ours, we
delight in rising to it. "Tis a historic obser-
vation that a writer must find an audience
up to his thought, or he will no longer care
to impart it, but will sink to their level, or be
silent. Homer said, ‘* When two come to-
gether, one apprehends before the other”;
but it is because one thought well that the
other thinks better ; and two men of good
mind will excite each other's activity, cach
attempting still to cap the other's thought.
In enlarged conversation we have sugges-
tions that require new ways of living, new
books, new men, new arts and sciences. By
sympathy, each opens to the eloquence, and
begins to see with the eyes of his mind. We
were all lonely, thoughtless; and now a
principle appears 1o ail: we see new rela-
tions, many truths ; every mind seizes them
as they pass ; each catches by the mane one
of these strong coursers like horses of the
prairie, and rides up and down in the world
of the intellect. We live day by day under
the illusion that it is the fact or event that
imports, whilst really it is not that which
signifies, but the use we put it to, or what
we think of it. We esteem nations impor-
tant, until we discover that a few individual
much more concern us; then, later, that it
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is not at last a few individuals, or any sacred
heroes, but the lowliness, the outpouring,
the large equality to truth, of a single mind,
—as if in the narrow walls of a human heart
the whole realm of truth, the world of morals,
the tribunal by which the universe is judged,
found room to exist.

g. New poetry ; by which I mean chiefly,
old poetry that is new to the reader. Ihave
heard from persons who had practice in
rhyming, that it was sufficient to set them on
writing verses, to read any original poetry.
‘What is best in literature is the afirming,
prophesying, spermatic words of men-making
poets. Only that is poetry which cleanses
and mans me.

‘Words used in a new sense, and figura-
tively, dart a delightful lustre; and every
word admits a new use, and hints ulterior
meanings. We have not learned the law of
the mind,—cannot control and domesticate
at will the high states of contemplation and
continuous thought. ‘' Neither by sea nor
by land,” said Pindar, *‘ canst thou find the
way to the Hyperboreans " ; neither by idle
wishing, nor by rule of three or rule of
thumb. Yet I find a mitigation or solace by
providingalwaysa good book formy journeys,
as Horace or Martial or Goethe,—some
book which lifts me quite out of prosaic sur-
roundings, and from which I draw some
lasting knowledge. A Greek epigram out
of the anthology, a verse of Herrick or Love-
lace, are in harmony both with sense and
spirit.

You shall not read newspapers, nor poli-
tics, nor novels, nor Montaigne, nor the
newest French book. You may read Plu-
tarch, Plato, Plotinus, Hindoo mythology,
and ethics. You may read Chaucer, Shak-
speare, Ben Jonson, Milton, —and Milton’s
prose as his verse ; read Collins and Gray ;
read Hafiz and the Trouveurs ; nay, Welsh
and British mythology of Arthur, and (in
your ear) Ossian; fact-books, which all
geniuses prize as raw material, and as anti-
dote to verbiage and false poetry. Fact-
books, if the facts be well and thoroughly
told, are much more nearly allied to poetry
than many books are that are written in
rhyme. Only our newest knowledge works as
a source of inspiration and thought, as only
the outmost layer of /i¢er on the tree. Books
of natural science, especially those written
by the ancients,—geography botany, agri-
culture, explorations of the sea, of meteors,
of astronomy,—all the better if written with-
out literary aim or ambition. Every book is

od to read which sets the reader in a
working mood. The deep book, no matter
how remote the subject, helps us best.

Neither are these all the sources, nor can

I name all. The receptivity is rare. The
occasions or predisposing circumstances I
could never tabulate ; but now one, now
another landscape, form, colour, or com-
panion, or perhaps one kind of sounding
word or syllable, " strikes the electric chain
with which we are darkly bound,"” and it is
impossible to detect and wilfully repeat the
fine conditions to which we have owed our
happiest frames of mind. The day is good
in which we have had the most perceptions.
The analysis is the more difficult, because
Poppy-leaves are strewn when a generaliza-
tion is made ; for I can never remember the
circumstances to which I owe it, so as to
repeat the experiment or put myself in the
conditions.
““'Tis the most difficult of tasks to keep
Heights which the soul is competent to gain.”
I value literary biography for the hints it
furnishes from so many scholars, inso many
countries, of what hygiene, what ascetic,
what gymnastic, what social practices their
experience suggested and approved. They
are, for the most part, men who needed only
a little wealth. Large estates, political re-
lations, great hospitalities, would have been
impediments to them, They are men whom
a book could entertain, a new thought in
toxicate, and hold them prisoners for years
perhaps. Aubrey and Burton and Wood tell
me incidents which I find not insignificant.
These are some hints towards what is in
all education a chief necessity, the right
government, or, shall I not say, the right
obedience to the powers of the human soul.
Itself is the dictator; the mind itself the
awful oracle, All our power, all our hap-
piness, consists in our reception of its hints,
which ever become clearer and grander as
they are obeyed.

GREATNESS.

THERE 1s a prize which we are all aiming at,
and the more power and goodness we have,
so much more the energy of that aim. Every
human being has a. right te it, and in the

ursuit we do not stand in each other’s way.
E‘or it has a long scale of degrees, & wide
variety of views, and every aspirant, by his
success in the pursuit, docs not hinder but
helps his competitors. I might call it com-

leteness, but that is later,—perhaps ad-
journed for ages. [ prefer to call 1t Great-
ness, It is the fulfilment of a ga.r.ural
tendency in each man. It is a fruitdf . 'study,
1t is the best tonic to the young soa
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no man is unrelated ; therefore we admire
eminent men, not for themselves, but as
representatives. It is very certain that we
ought not to be, and shall not be contented
with any goal we have reached. Our aim is
no less than greatness; that which invites
all, belongs to us all, —to which we are all
sometimes untrue, cowardly, faithless, but of
which we never quite despair, and which, in
every sane moment, we resolve to make our
own. It is also the only platform on which
all men can meet. What anecdotes of any
man do we wish to hear or read? Only the
best. Certainly not those in which he was
degraded to the level of dulness or vice, but
those in which he rose above all competition
by obeying a light that shone to him alone.
‘This is the worthiest history of the world.

. Greatness,—what is it? Is there not some
injury to us, some insult in the word? What
we commonly call greatness is only such in
our barbarous or infant experience., 'Tis
not the soldier, not Alexander or Bonaparte
or Count Moltke surely, who represent the

highest force of mankind; not the strong
hand, but wisdom and civility, the creation
of laws, institutions, letters, and art. These |
we call by distinction the humanities; these, |
and not the strong arm and brave heart, |
which are also indispensable to their defence.
For the scholars represent the intellect, by
which man is man ; the intellect and the
moral sentiment,—which in the last analysis
can never be separated. Who can doubt
the potency of an individual mind, who sees
the shock given to torpid races—torpid for
ages—by Mahomet; avibration propagated
over Asia and Africa? What of Menu?
what of Buddha? of Shakspeare? of New-
ton? of Franklin?

Thereare certain pointsot identityin which
these masters agree. Self-respect is the early
forminwhich greatness appears. The man in
the tavern maintains his opinion, though the
whole crowd takes the other side: we are
atonce drawnto him. The porter or truck-
man refuses a reward for finding your purse,
or for pulling you drowning out of the river.
Thereb?r with the service, you have got a
moral lift. You say of some new person,
That man will go far, —for you see in his
manners that the recognition of him by
others is not necessary tc him. And what
a bitter-sweet sensation when we have gone
to gou: out our acknowledgment of a man's
nobleness, and found him quite indifferent
Lo our opinion | They may well fear

Fate who have any infirmity of habit or aim; | 1

but he who rests on what he is, hasa destiny
above destiny, and can make mouths at
Fortune. If a man’s centrality is incompre-

hensible to us, we may as well snub the sun.

There is something in Archimedes gp 1=
Luther or Samuel iohnson that needs =
protection. There is somewhat in the l,ﬂo
scholar which he cannot be laughed oy ol{':
nor be terrified or bought off from. Sioy
to your own , don'tinculpate yourself i the
local, social, or national crime, byt follow
the path your genius traces like the galay

of heaven, for you to walk in, y

A sensible person will soon see the folly
and wickedness of thinking to please, Sen-
sible men are very rare. A sensible man
does not brag, avoids introducing the names
of his creditable companions, omits himself
as habitually as another man obtrudes him-
self in the discourse, and is content with
putting his fact or theme simply on ijis
ground. You shall not tell me that your
commercial house, your partners, or your-
self are of importance ; you shall not tel]
me that you have learned to know men ;
you shall make me feel that ; your saying
so unsays it. You shall not enumerate your
brilliant acquaintances, nor tell me by their
titles what books you have read. I'am to
infer that you keep good company by your
better information and manners, and to
infer your reading from the wealth and
accuracy of your conversation,

Young men think that the manly character
requires that they should go to California,
or to India, or into the army. When they
have learned that the parlour and the college
and the counting-room demand as much
courage as the sea or the camp, they will be
willing to consult their own strength and
education in their choice of place.

There are to each function and depart-
ment of nature supplementary men: to
geology, sinewy, out-of-doors men, with a
taste for mountains and rocks, a quick eye
for differences and for chemical changes.
Give such, first, a course in chemistry, and
then a geological survey. Others find a
charm and & profession in the natural history
of man and the mammalia, or related ani-
mals ; others in ornithology, or fishes, or
insects ; others in plants; others in' the
elements of which the whole world is made.
These lately have stimulus to their study
through the extraordinary revelations of the
spectroscope that the sun and the planets
are made in part or in whole of the same
elements as the earth is, Then there is the
boy who is born with a taste for the sea, and
must go thither if he has to run away from
his father's house to the forecastle ; another
ongs for travel in foreign lands; another
will be a lawyer ; another, an astronomer ;
another, a painter, sculptor, architect, o
engineer. Thus there is nota piece of naturé
in any kind, but a man is born, who, as bis
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genius opens, aims slower or faster to dedi-
cate himself to that. Then there is the
poet, the philosopher, the politician, the
orator, the clergyman, the physician, 'Tis
gratifying to see this adaptation of man to
ﬂll‘e‘ world, and to every part and particle
of it.
Many readers remember that Sir Humphry
Davy said, when he was praised for his im-
rtant discoveries, ‘“My best discovery was
lichael Faraday,” In 18481 had the privi-
lege of hearing Professor Faraday deliver, in
the Royal Institution in London, a lecture
on what he called Diamagnetism,—by which
he meant cross-magnetism; and he showed
us various experiments on certain gases, to
prove that whilst, ordinarily, magnetism of
steel is from north to south, in other sub-
stances, gases, it acts from east to west.
And further experiments led him to the
theory that every chemical substance would
be found to have its own, and a different,
polarity. Ido not know how far his experi-
ments and others have been pushed in this
matter, but one fact is clear to me, that dia-
magnetism is a law of the mind, to the full
extent of Faraday's idea ; namely, that every
mind has a new compass, a new north, a new
direction of its own, differencing its genius
and aim from every other mind ;—as every
man, with whatever family resemblances,
has a new countenance, new manner, new
voice, new thoughts, and new character.
‘Whilst he shares with all mankind the gift
of reason, and the moral sentiment, there is
a teaching for him from within, which is
leading him in a new path, and, the more
it is trusted, separates and signalizes him,
while it makes him more important and ne-
cessary to society, ‘We call this specialty the
dias of each individual. And none of us will
ever accomplish anything excellent or com-
manding except when he listens to this whis-
per which is heard by him alone. Sweden-
borg called it the proprium,—not a thought
shared with others, but constitutional to the
man, A point of education that I can never
too much insist upon is this tenet, that every
individual man has a bias which he must
obey, and that it is only as he feels and
obeys this that he rightly develops and at-
tains his legitimate power in the world, It
is his magneﬁc needle, which points always
in one direction to his proper path, with
more or less variation from any other man’s.
He is never happy nor strong until he finds
it, keeps it ; learns to be at home with him-
self ; learns to watch the delicate hints and
insights that come to him, and to have the
entire assurance of his own mind. And in
this self-respect, or hearkening to the pri-
vatest oracle, he consults his ease, T may

say, or need never be ata loss. In morals
this is conscience ; in intellect, genius ; in
practice, talent ;—not to imitate or su

a particular man in /4is way, but to bring out
your own new way ; to each his own method,
style, wit, eloquence. 'Tis easy for a com-
mander to command. Clinging to Nature,
or to that provinee of nature which he knows,
he makes no mistakes, but works after her
Iau{s and at her own pace, so that his doing,
which is perfectly natural, appears miracu-
lous to dull people. Montluc, the great
Marshal of France, says of the Genoese
admiral, Andrew Doria, “'It seemed as if
the sea stood in awe of this man.” And a
kindred genius, Nelson, said, ‘I feel that I
am fitter to do the action than to describe
it."  Therefore I will say that another trait
of greatness is facility.

This necessity of resting on the real, of
speaking your private thought and expe-
rience, few young men apprehend. Set ten
men to write their journal for one day, and
nine of them will leave out their thought,
or proper result,—that is, their net expe-
rience,—and lose themselves in misreporting
the supposed experience of other people.
Indeed, I think it an essential caution to
young writers, that they shall not in their
discourse leave out the one thing which the
discourse was written to say. Let that belief
which you hold alone have free course. I have
observed that, in all public speaking, the rule
of the orator begins, not in the array of his
facts, but when his deep conviction, and the
right and necessity he feels to convey that
conviction to his audience,—when these
shine and burn in his address ; when the
thought which he stands for gives its own
authority to him,—adds to him a grander
personality, gives him valour, breadth, and
new intellectual power, so that not he, but
mankind, seems to speak through his lips.
There is a certain transfiguration ; all great
orators have it, and men who wish to be
orators simulate it.

If we should ask ourselves what is this
self-respect,—it would carry us to the highest
problems. It is our practical perception of
the Deity in man. It has its deep founda-
tions in religion. If you have ever knowna

d mind among the Quakers, you will
ﬁggc found #hat is the eIerlr:c:;: oi; their f:i1$.’
As they express it, it might be thus : *
not. pé{e:g to any commandment or large
revelation, but if at any time I fam:}t_sgon:le

, propose a journey, or a course o -
gEc': ?pgrohaps Jﬁm:l a’r:ilent obstacle in m
mind that T éannot account for, Very well,
—1 let it lie, thinking it may pass away, but
if it do not pass away, I yield to it, obey it.
You ask me to describe it. 1 cannot de-
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scribe it. It is not an oracle, nor an angel,
nor a dream, noralaw; it is too simple to be
described, it is but a grain of mustard-seed,
but such as it is, it is something which the
contradiction of all mankind could not shake,
and which the consent of all mankind could
not confirm.’ D

You are rightly fond of certain books or
men that you have found to excite your
reverence and emulation. But none of these
can compare with the greatness of that
counsel which is open to you in happy soli-
tude. I mean that there is for you the
following of an inward leader,—a slow dis-
crimination that there is for each a Best
Counsel which enjoins the fit word and the
fit act for every moment. And the path of
each pursued leads to greatness. How
grateful to find in man or woman a new
emphasis of their own.

But if the first rule is to obey your native
bias, to accept that work for which you were
inwardly formed, the second rule is concen-
tration, which doubles its force. Thus if
you are a scholar, be that. The same laws
hold for you as for the labourer. The shoe-
maker makes a good shoe because he makes
nothing else. Let the student mind his own
charge ; sedulously wait every morning for
the news concerning the structure of the
world which the spirit will give him.

No way has been found for making heroism
easy, even for the scholar. Labour, iron
labour, is for him. The world was created
as an audience for him ; the atoms of which
it is made are opportunities, Read the per-
formance of Bentley, of Gibbon, of Cuvier,
Geoffroy St. Hilaire, Laplace, ‘' He can
toil terribly,” said Cecil of Sir Walter
Raleigh. These few words sting and bite
and lash us when we are frivolous. Let us
get out of the way of their blows, by making
them true of ourselves. There is so much
to be done that we ought to begin quickly to
bestir ourselves. This day-labour of ours,
we confess, has hitherto a certain emblematic
air, like the annual ploughing and sowing of
the Emperor of China. Let us make it an
honest sweat. Let the scholar measure his
valour by his power to cope with intellectual
giants, Leave others to count votes and
calculate stocks. His courage is to weigh
Plato, judge Laplace, know Newton, Fara-
day, judge of Darwin, criticise Kant and
Swedenborg, and on all these arouse the
central courage of insight. The scholar's
wura.ie should be as terrible as the Cid's,
though it grow out of spiritual nature, not
out of brawn. Nature, when she adds diffi-
cul\tz. adds brain.

_With this respect to the bias of the in-
dividual mind, add, what is consistent with

it, the most catholic receptivity for o
genius of others. The day \[\)rill c’c;rrfenrwﬁhe
no badge, uniform, or medal wil] be wo,:rf
when the eye, which carries in it planetary
influences from all the stars, will indicay,
rank fast enough by exerting power, For =
is true that the stratification of crusys 1::
geology is not more precise than the degrees
of rank in minds. A man will say: 'Tam
born to this position ; I must take it, and
neither you nor I can help or hinder me
Surely, then, I need not fret myself to guard
my own dignity." The great man loves the
conversation or the book that convicts him
not that which soothes or flatters him. He
makes himself of no reputation ; he conceals
his learning, conceals his charity. For the
highest wisdom does not concern itself with
particular men, but with man enamoured
with the law and the Eternal Source, Say
with Antoninus, ‘‘If the picture is good, who
cares who made it? What matters it by
whom the good is done, by yourself or
another?™ Ifit is the truth, what matters
who said it? If it was right, what signifies
who did it? All greatness is in degree, and
there is more above than below. Where
were your own intellect, if greater had not
lived? And do you know what the right
meaning of Fame is? 'Tis that sympathy,
rather that fine element by which the good
become partners of the greatness of their
superiors.

Extremes meet, and there is no better
example than the haughtiness of humility.
No aristocrat, no prince born to the purple,
can begin to compare with the self-respect
of the saint. Why is he so lowly, but that
he knows that he can well afford it, resting
on the largeness of God in him? I have
read in an old book that Barcena, the Jesuit,
confessed to another of his order that when
the Devil appeared to him in his cell, one
night, out of his profound humility he rose
up to meet him, and prayed him to sit down
in his chair, for he was more worthy to sit
there than himself,

Shall I tell you the secret of the true
scholar? It is this: Every man I meet 15
my master in some point, and in that I learn
of him. The populace will say, with Horne
Tooke, * If you would be powerful, pretend
to be powerful.” I prefer to say, with the
old Hebrew prophet, '* Seekest thou great
things ?—seek them not "' ; or, what was sal
of the Spanish prince, ** The more you took
from him, the greater he appeared,’” £/us 0%
lui Ote, plus il est grand. d

Scintillations of greatness appear here an
there in men of unequal character, ﬂnd"r;
by no means confined to the cultivated an
so-called moral class. 'Iis easy to draV¥
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traits from Napoleon, who was not generous
nor just, but was intellectual, and knew the
law of things. Napoleon commands our
respect by his enormous self-trust,—the
habit of seeing with his own eyes, never the
surface, ‘but to the heart of the matter,
whether it was aroad, a cannon, a character,
an officer, or a king,—and by the speed and
security of his action in the premises, always
new. He has left a library of manuscripts,
a multitude of sayings, every one of widest
application. He was a man who always fell
on his feet. When one of his favourite
schemes missed, he had the faculty of taking
up his genius, as he said, and of carrying it
somewhere else. ‘* Whatever they may tell
you, believe that one fights with cannon as
with fists ; when once the fire is begun, the
least want of ammunition renders what you
have done already useless.” 1 find it easy
to translate all his technics into all of mine,
and his official advices are to me more
literary and philosophical than the memoirs
of the Academy. His advice to his brother,
King Joseph of Spain, was: ‘I have only
one counsel for you,—8e Master.”
of intellect relieves even the ink of crime
with a fringe of light. We perhaps look on
its crimes as experiments of a universal
student ; as he may read any book who
reads all books, and as the English judge in
old times, when learning was rare, forgave a
culprit who could read and write. 'Tis diffi-
cult to find greatness pure. Well, I please
myself with its diffusion,—to find a spark of
true fire amid much corruption. = It is some
guaranty, I hope, for the health of the soul
which has this generous blood. How many
men, detested in contemporary hostile his-
tory, of whom, now that the mists have
rolled away, we have learned to correct our
old estimates, and to see them as, on the
whole, instruments of great benefit. Diderot
was no model, but unclean as the society in
which he lived ; yet was he the best-natured
man in France, and would help any wretch
at a pinch. His humanity knew no bounds.
A poor scribbler who had written a lampoon
against him, and wished to dedicate it to a
pious Duc d'Orleans, came with it in his
poverty to Diderot, and Diderot, pitying the
creature, wrote the dedication for him, and
so raised five-and-twenty louis to save his
famishing lampooner alive.

Meantime we hate snivelling. I do not
wish you to surpass others in any narrow
or professional or monkish way. We like
the natural greatness of health and wild
power. I confess that I am as much taken
by it in boys, and sometimes in people not
normal, nor educated, nor presentable, nor
church-members,—even in persons open to

Depth |

the suspicion of irre immoral
living,—in &hemians,%nanm%r;n;ﬂg:?;
examples. For we must remember that in
the lives of W]dima sailors, and men of
large adventure, many of the stays and
guards of our household life are wanting,
and‘yel the opportunities and incentives to
sublime daring and performance are often
close at hand. We must have some charity
for the sense of the people which admires
natural power, and will elect it over virtuous
men who have less. It has this excuse, that
natural is really allied to moral power, and
may always be expected to approach it by
its own instincts. Intellect at least is not
stupid, and will see the force of morals over
men, if it does not itself obey. Henry
VII. of England was a wise king. When
Gerald, Earl of Kildare, who was in rebellion
against him, was brought to London, and
examined before the Privy Council, one
said, ‘' All Ireland cannot govern this Earl.”
‘“Then let this Earl govern all Ireland,”
replied the King.

'Tis noted of some scholars, like Swift,
and Gibbon and Donne, that they pre-
tended to vices which they had not, so
much did they hate hypocrisy. William
Blake, the artist, frankly says, ‘‘I never
knew a bad man in whom there was not
something very good." Bret Harte has
pleased himself with noting and recording
the sudden virtue blazing in the wild re-
probates of the ranches and mines of
California.

Men are ennobled by morals and by
intellect ; but those two elements know each
other and always beckon to each other,
until at last they meet in the man, if he is
to be truly great. The man who sells you
a lamp shows you that the flame of oil,
which contented you before, casts a strong
shade in the path of the petroleum which
he lights behind it ; and this again casts
a shadow in the path of the electric light.
So does intellect when brought into the
presence of character ; character puts out that
light. Goethe, in his correspondence with
his Grand Duke of Weimar, does not shine.
We can see that the Prince had the ad-
vantage of the Olympian genius. It is
more plainly seen in the correspondence
between Voltaire and Frederick of Prussia.
Voltaire is brilliant, nimble, and various,
but Frederick has the superior tone. But
it is curious that Byron writes down to
Scott ; Scott writes up to him. The Greeks
surpass all men till they face the Romans,
when Roman character prevails over Greek
genius. Whilst degrees of intellect interest
only classes of men who pursue the same
studies, as chemists or astronomers, mathe~

2K
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maticians or linguists, and have no at
traction for the crowd, there are always
men who have a more catholic genius, are
really great as men, and inspire universal
enthusiasm. A great style of hero draws
equally all classes, all the extremes of
society, till we say the very dogs believe in
him. We have had such examples in_this
country, in Daniel Webster, Henry Clay,
and the seamen's preacher, Father Taylor ;
in England, Charles James Fox; in-Scotland,
Robert Burns ; and in France, though it is
less intelligible to us, Voltaire. Abraham
Lincoln is perhaps the most remarkable
example of this class that we have seen,—
a man who was at home and welcome with
the humblest, and with a spirit and a
practical vein in the times of terror that
commanded the admiration of the wisest.
His heart was as great as the world, but
there was no room in it to hold the memory
of a wrong.

These may serve as local “examples to
indicate a magnetism which is probably
known better and finer to each scholar in
the little Olympus of his own favourites, and
which makes him require geniality and hu-
manity in his heroes, What are these but
the promise and the preparation of a day
when the air of the world shall be puri-
fied by nobler society ; when the measure
of greatness shall be usefulness in the
highest sense,—greatness consisting in truth,
reverence, and good-will ?

Life is made of illusions, and a very
common one is the opinion you hear ex-
pressed in every village : * O yes, if I lived
in New York or Philadelphia, Cambridge or
New Haven or Boston or Andover, there
might be fit society; but it happens that
there are no fine young men, no superior
women in my town." You may hear this
every day ; but it is a shallow remark. Ah!
have you yet to learn that the eye altering
alters all ; ** that the world is an echo which
returns to each of us what we say"? 'Tis
not examples of greatness, but sensibility to
see them, that iswanting. The good botanist
will find flowers between the street pave-
ments, and any man filled with an jdea ora

se \yﬂl find examples and illustrations

and coadjutors wherever he goes. Witisa
magnet to find wit, and character to find
- Do you not know that eople

are as those with whom they u':J:m\.n:rsegJ And
if all or any are heavy to me, that fact ac.
cuses me. Why complain, as if a man's
debt’to his inferiors were not at least equal
to his debt to his superiors? If men were
equals, the waters would not move ; but the
difference of level which -makes Niagara
4 cataract, makes eloquence, indignation,

WALDO EMERSON,

poetry, in him who finds there is Eﬁ;ﬁ?
communicate. With self-respect, then therCl
must be in the aspirant the strong fello :
fecling, the humanity, which makes’ men i
all classes warm to him as their Jeader and
re resenta.tl[:'e. & 3
€ are thus forced to express our inst;

of the truth, by exposing the failullzgng}
experience. The man whom we have noy
seen, in whom no regard of self degraded
the adorer of the laws,—who by governin
himself governed others ; sportive in mannmg
but inexorable in act ; who sees longevity in
his cause ; whose aim is always distinct to
him ; who is suffered to be himself in society ;
who carries fate in his eye j—he it is whom
we seek, encouraged in every good hour that
here or hereafter he shall be found,

IMMORTALITY.

IN the year 626 of our era, when Edwin, the
Anglo-Saxon king, was deliberating on re-
ceiving the Christian missionaries, one of his
nobles said to him: ‘‘The present life of
man, O king, compared with that space of
time beyond, of which we have no certainty,
reminds me of one of your winter feasts, where
you sit with your generals and ministers.
The hearth blazes in the middle and a grate-
ful heat is spread around, while storms of
rain and snow are raging without. Driven
by the chilling tempest, a little sparrow enters
at one door and flies delighted around us
till it departs through the other, Whilst it
stays in our mansion it feels not the winter
storm ; but when this short moment of
happiness has been enjoyed, it is forced again
into the same dreary tempest from which it
had escaped, and we behold it no more.
Such is the life of man, and we are as
ignorant of the state which preceded our
present existence as of that which will follow
it. Things being so, I feel that if this new
faith can give us more certainty, it deserves
to be received."” 3
In the first records of a nation in any
QcFl_'ee thoughtful and cultivated, some be-
lief in the life beyond life would of course be
suggested. The Egyptian people furnish us
the earliest details of an established civiliza-
tion, and I read, in the second book of
Herodotus, this memorable sentence: ‘' The
tians are the first of mankind who have
ed the immortality of the soul.” Nor
do I read it with less interest, that the his-
torian connects it presently with the doctrine
of metempsychosis ; for { know well that
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where this belief once existed, it would
necessarily take a base form for the savage
and a pure form for the wise ;—so that I
only look on thl; counterfeit as a proof that
the genuine faith had been there. The
credence of men, more than race or climate,
makes their manners and customs ; and the
history of religion may be read in the forms of
sepulture. - There never was a time when the
doctrine of a future life was not held. Morals
must be enjoined, but among rude men
moral judgments were rudely figured under
the forms of dogs and whips, or of an easier
and more plentiful life after death. And as
the savage could not detach in his mind the
life of the soul from the body, he took great
care for his body. Thus the whole life of
man in the first ages was ponderously deter-
mined on death; and, as we know, the
polity of the Egyptians, the by-laws of towns,
of streets and houses, respected burial. It
made every man an undertaker, and the
priesthood a senate of sextons. Everypalace
was a door to a pyramid ; a king or rich
man was a pyramidaire. The labour of
races was spent on the excavation of cata-
combs, The chief end of man being to be
buried well, the arts most in request were
masonry and embalming, to give imperish-
ability to the corpse.

The Greek, with his perfect senses and

rceptions, had quite another philosophy.

e loved life and delighted in beauty. He
set his wit and taste, like elastic gas, under
these mountains of stone, and lifted them.
He drove away the embalmers ; he built no
more of those doleful mountainous tombs.
He adorned death, brought wreaths of pars-
ley and laurel ; made it bright with games of
strength and skill, and chariot-races. He
looked at death only as the distributor of
imperishable glory. Nothing can excel the
beauty of his sarcophagus. He carried his
arts to Rome, and built his beautiful tombs
at Pompeii. The poet Shelley says of these
delicately carved white marble cells, ** they
seem not somuch tombs, as voluptuous cham-
bers for immortal spirits.” In the same
sgirit the modern Greeks, in their songs, ask
that they may be buried where the sun can
see them, and that a little window may be
cut in the sepulchre, from which the swallow
might be seen when it comes back in the
spring.

Christianity brought a new wisdom. But
learning depends on the learner. No more
truth can be conveyed than the popular mind
can bear ; and the barbarians who received
the cross took the doctrine of the resurrec-
tion as the Egyptians took it. It was an
affair of the body, and narrowed again by
the fury of sect; so that grounds Were

sprinkled with holy water to receiv
orthodox dust ; and to keep the bogyosr:;ﬁ
more sacredly safe for resurrection, it was
put into the walls of the church: and the
churches of Europe are really sepulchres.
I read at Melrose Abbey the inscription on
the ruined gate :—
““The Earth goes on the Earth glittering wi :
The Earth goes to the Eﬁr:h sooier“}t}g?:di;

would ;

The Earth builds on the Earth castles and
towers ;

The Earth says to the Earth, All this is ours.”

Meantime the true disciples saw through the
letter the doctrine of eternity which dissolved
the poor corpse and nature also, and gave
grandeur to the passing hour. The most
remarkable step in the religious history of
recent ages is that made by the genius of
Swedenborg, who described the moral facul-
ties and affections of man, with the hard
realism of an astronomer describing the suns
and planets of our system, and explained his
opinion of the history and destiny of souls
in a narrative form, as of one who had gone
in a trance into the society of other worlds.
Swedenborg described an intelligible heaven,
by continuing the like employments in the
like ¢ircumstances as those we know,—men
in societies, in houses, towns, trades, enter-
tainments, — continuations of our earthly
experience. We shall pass to the future
existence aswe enter into anagreeabledream.
All nature will accompany us there. Milton
anticipated the leading thought of Sweden-
borg, when he wrote, in ¢* Paradise Lost,"—
f “What if Earth

Be but the shadow of Heaven, and things therein
Each to the other like more than on earth is

thought 2"

Swedenborg had a vast genius, and an-
nounced many things true and admirable,
though always clothed in somewhat sad and
Stygian colours. These truths, passing out
of his system into general circulation, are
now met with every day, qualifying the views
and creeds of all churches, and of men of no
church. And I think we are all aware ofa
revolution in opinion. Sixty years ago, the
books read, the sermons and prayers heard,
the habits of thought of religious persons,
were all directed on death. Allwere under the
shadowof Calvinismand of the Roman Ca EPI(:
lic purgatory, and death was dreadful. e
emphasis of all the good books given l’.ﬁ
young people was on death. We W
taught that we were born (0 die ; ag X
that, all the terrors that theology could gather
from savage nations were added to mcrm;e
the gloom. A great change has OSEles
Death is seen as a natural event, and is met
with firmness, A Wis€ man in our time
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caused to be written on his tomb, * Think
on living.” That inscription describes a
progress in opinion. Cease from this ante-
dating of your experience, Sufﬁc_lent to
to-day are the duties of to-day. Don't waste
life in doubts and fears ; spend yourself on
the work before you, well assured that the
right performance of this hour's duties will
be the best preparation for the hours orages
that follow it.
“The name of death was never terrible
To him that knew to live.” d o

A man of thought is willing to die, willing
to live ; I suppose, because he has seen the
thread on which the beads are strung, and
perceived that it reaches up and down, exist-
ing quite independently of the present_:l]l_l-
sions. A man of affairs is afraid to die, is
pestered with terrors, because he has not
this vision, and is the victim of those who
have moulded the religious doctrines into
some neat and plausible system, as Calvin-
ism, Romanism, or Swedenborgism, for
household use. It is the fear of the young
bird to trust its wings. The experiences of
the soul will fast outgrow this alarm. The
saying of Marcus Antoninus it were hard to
mend : ‘It were well to die if there be gods,
and sad to live if there be none.” I think
all sound minds rest ona certain preliminary
conviction, namely, that if it be best that
conscious personal life shall continue, it will
continue ; if not best, then it will not ; and
we, if we saw the whole, should of course
see that it was better so. Schiler said,
*“What is so universal as death, must be
benefit.'" A friend of Michel Angelo saying
to him that his constant labour for art must
make him think of death with regret, ** By
no means,"” he said ; ' for if life be a plea-
sure, yet since death also is sent by the hand
of the same Master, neither should that dis-
please us.” Plutarch, in Greece, has a deep
faith that the doctrine of the Divine Provi-
dence and that of the immortality of the soul
reston one and the same basis. Hear the
opinion of Montesquieu : *If the immortality
of the soul were an error, I should be sorry
not to believe it. I avow that I am not so
humble as the atheist ; I know not how they
think, but for me, 1 do not wish to exchange
the idea of immortality against that of the
beatitude of one day. I delight in believ-
ing myself as immortal as God himself.
Independently of revealed ideas, metaphy-
sical ideas ﬁﬁm me a vigorous hope of my
eternal well-being, which I would never
renounce,” *

1 was lately told of young children who
eel a certain terror at the assurance of life
Without end. *“ What ! will it never stop?"

* Pensées Divorses, p, 7.

the child said; ““what ! never die ,
never? It makes me feel so tired,"
have in mind the expression of ap

ever,

And |

A ‘ older
believer, who once said to me, ** The thought
that this frail being is never to enq is so

overwhelming that my only shelter is God's
presence.””  This disquietude only marks
the transition. The healthy state of mind
is the love of life, What is so good, let i
endure.

I find that what is called great and power-
ful life, —the administration of large affairs
in commerce, in the courts, in the state,_..
is prone to develop narrow and special
talent ; but, unless combined with a certajn
contemplative turn, a taste for abstract
truth, for the moral laws,—does not bujld
up faith, or lead to content. There is a
profound melancholy at the base of men of
active and powerful talent, seldom suspected,
Many years ago, there were two men in the
United States Senate, both of whom are
now dead. I have seen them both ; one of
them I personally knew. Both were men
of distinction, and took an active part in the
politics of their day and generation. They
were men of intellect, and one of them, at a
later period, gave to a friend this anecdote :
He said that when he entered the Senate he
became in a short time intimate with one of
his colleagues, and, though attentive enough
to the routine of public duty, they daily re-
turned to each other, and spent much time
in conversation on the immortality of the
soul, and other intellectual questions, and
cared for little else. When my friend at last
left Congress, they parted, his colleague
remaining there, and, as their homes were
widely distant from each other, it chanced
that he never met him again, until, twenty-
five years afterwards, they saw each other,
through open doors, at” a distance, in a
crowded reception at the President’s house
in Washington. Slowly they advanced
towards each other, as they could, through
the brilliant company, and at last met,—
said nothing, but shook hands long and
cordially. At last his friend said, ** Any
light, Albert?" ¢ None,"” replied Albert.
“* Any light, Lewis?" **None," replied he.
They looked in each other's eyes silently,gave
one more shake each to the hand he held, and
thus parted for the last time. Now I should
say that the impulse which drew these minds
to this inquiry through so many years was 2
better affirmative evidence than their failure
to find a confirmation was negative. I ought
toadd that, though men of good minds, they
were both pretty strong materialists in their
dailyaims and way of life. I admit that you
shall find a good deal of scepticism in the
streets and hotels and placessgefpcga.rsg amuse-
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ment. But that is only to say that the prac-
tical faculties are faster developed than the
spiritual. Where there is depravity thereisa
slaughter-house style of thinking. One argu-
ment of future life is the recoil of the mind in
such company,—our pain at every sceptical
statement. ‘The sceptic affirms that the uni-
verse is a nest of boxes with nothing in the last
box. All laughter at man is bitter, and puts
us out of good activity. When Bonaparte in-
sisted that the heart is one of the entrails ;
that it is the pit of the stomach that moves the
world ;—do we thank him for the gracious
instruction? Our disgust is the protest of
human nature against a lie,

The ground of hope is in the infinity of the
world, which infinity reappears in every par-
ticle ; the powers of all society in every indi-
vidual, and of all mind in every mind. I know
against all appearances that the universe can
receive no detriment ; that there is a remedy
for every wrong and a satisfaction for every
soul. Here is this wonderful thought. But
whence cameit? Who putitin the mind? It
was not I, it was not you ; it is elemental,—
belongs to thought and virtue, and whenever
we have either, we see the beams of this light.
When the Master of the universe has points
to carry in his government he impresses his
will in the structure of minds.

But proceeding to the enumeration of the
few simple elements of the natural faith, the
first fact that strikes us is our delight in per-
manence. All great natures are lovers of sta-
bility and permanence, as the type of the
Eternal. After science begins, belief of per-
manence must follow in a healthy mind.
Things so attractive, designs so wise, the
secret workman so transcendently skilful that
it tasks successive generations of observers
only to find out, part with part, the delicate
contrivance and adjustment of a weed, of a
moss, to its wants, growth, and perpetuation,
all these adjustments becoming perfectly in-
telligible to our study,—and the contriver of
it all for ever hidden ! To breathe, to sleep, is
wonderful. But never to know the Cause, the
Giver, and infer his character and will! Of
what import this vacant sky, these puffing
elements, these insignificant lives full of self-
ish loves and q1.m.rr£-A and ennui? Everything
is prospective, and man is to live hereafter.
That the world is for his education is the only
sane solution of the enigma. And I think
that the naturalist works not for himself, but
for the believing mind, which turns his dis-
coveries to revelations, receives them as pri-
vate tokens of the grand good-will of the
Creator. !

The mind delights in immense time; de-
lights in rocks, in metals, in mountain-chains,
and in the evidence of vast geologic periods

which these give; in the ape of

the Sequoias, a few of whgi::h wﬁ{fii;a?tﬁé
whole history of mankind; in the noble
toughness and imperishableness of the palm-
tree, which thrives under abuse; delights in
architecture, whose building lasts so long,—
‘*a house,” says Ruskin, “ is not in its Pri'me
until it is five hundred years old,"—and here
are the Pyramids, which have as many thou-
sands, and cromlechs and earth-mounds
much older than these,

We delight in stability, and really are inte-
rested in nothing that ends. What lasts a
century pleases us in comparison with what
lasts an hour. But a century, when we have
once made it familiar and compared it with a
true antiquity, looks dwarfish and recent;
and it does not help the matter adding num-
bers, if we see that it has an end, which it will
reach just as surely as the shortest. A candle
a mile long or a hundred miles long does not
help the imagination ; only a self-feeding fire,
an inextinguishable lamp, like the sun and
the star, that we have not yet found date and
origin for, But the nebular theory threatens
their duration also, bereaves them of this
glory, and will makea shift to eke out a sort
of eternity by succession, as plants and
animals do.

And what are these delightsin the vast and
permanent and strong, but approximations
and resemblances of what is entire and suf-
ficing, creative and self-sustaining life? For
the Creator keeps his word with us. These
long-lived or long-enduring objects are to us,
as we see them, only symboals of somewhat in
us far longer-lived. Our passions, our endea-
vours, have something ndiculous and mock-
ing, if we come to so hastyan end. If notto
de, how like the bells of a foolis the trump of
fame! Nature does not, like the Empress
Anne of Russia, call together all the architec-
tural genius of the Empire to build and finish
and furnish a palace of snow, to melt again to
water in the first thaw. Will you, with vast
cost and pains, educate your children to be
adepts in their several arts, and, as soon as
they are ready to produce a masterpiece, call
out a file of soldiers to shoot them down? We
must infer our destiny from the preparation.
Weare driven by instinct to hive innumerable
experiences, which are of no visible value, :_1{1:!
which we may revolve through many lives
before we shall assimilate or exhaust them.
Now there is nothing in nature capricious, g"
whimsical, or accidental, or unsupported.
Nature never moves by jumps, but 3,}.‘;“1’;“
steady and supported advances. 2he -
planting of a desire indicates that the gratifi-
cation of that desire is in the cqnsmuu?o:‘u)gt
the creature that feels it; the wish for o
the wish for mation, the wish for sleep, for
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society, for knowledge, are not random
whims, but grounded in the structure of the
creature, and meant to be satisfied by food,
by motion, by sleep, by society, by know-
ledge. If there is the desire to live, and in
larger sphere, with more knowledge and
power, it is because life and knowledge and
power are good for us, and we are the natural
depositaries of these gifts. The love of life
is out of all proportion to the value set on a
single day, and seems to indicate, like all our
other experiences, a conviction of immense
resources and possibilities proper to us, on
which we have never drawn.

All the comfort I have found teaches me
to confide that I shall not have less in times
and places that I do not yet know. I have
known admirable persons, without feeling
that they exhaust the possibilities of virtue
and talent. I have seen what glories of
climate, of summer mornings and evenings,
of midnight sky,—I have enjoyed the benefits
of all this complex machinery of arts and
civilization, and its results of comfort. The
good Power can easily provide me millions
more as good. Shall I hold on with both
hands to every paltry possession? All I
have seen teaches me to trust the Creator
for all T have not seen. Whatever it be
which the great Providence prepares for us,
it must be something large and generous,
and in the great style of his works. The
future must be upto the style of our faculties,
—of memory, of hope, of imagination, of
reason. I have a house, a closet which
holds my books, a table, a garden, a field :
are these, any or all, a reason for refusing
the angel who beckons me away,—as if there
were no room or skill elsewhere that could
reproduce for me as my like or my enlarging
wants may require? We wish to live for
what is great, not for what is mean. I do
not wish to live for the sake of my warm
house, my orchard, or my pictures. I do
not wish to live to wear out my boots.

As a hint of endless being, we may rank
that novelty which perpetually attends life,
The soul does not age with the body. On
the borders of the grave, the wise man looks
forward with equal elasticity of mind, or
hope ; and why not, after millions of years,
on the verge of still newer existence ?—for it
is the nature of intelligent beings to be for
ever new to life. Most men are insolvent,
or promise by their countenance and con.
Vversation and by their early endeavour much
more than they ever perform.-——suggesting a
design still to be carried out ; the man must
have new motives, new companions, new
cum_imqn. and anotherterm. Franklin said,
“Life is rather a state of embryo, a pre-
paration for life, A man is not completely

born until he has passed through deagn
Every really able man, in whatever direction
he work,—a man of large affairs, ap inventor
a statesman, an orator, a poet, a painter .
if you talk sincerely with him, considers hjs
work, however much admired, as far short
of what it siléou{dbbc. hWha.t is this Better
this flying Ideal, but the tual promise
of hisyCrcalor? B e
The fable of the Wandering Jew is agree.
able to men, because they want more time
and land in which to execute their thoughts,
But a higher poetic use must be made of the
legend. Take us as we are, with our ex.
perience, and transfer us to a new planet,
and let us digest for its inhabitants what e
could of the wisdom of this. After we have
found our depth there, and assimilated wha
we could of the new experience, transfer us
to a new scene. In each transfer we shal)
have acquired, by seeing them at a distance,
a new mastery of the old thoughts, in which
we were too much immersed. In short, all
our intellectual action, not promises, but be-
stows a feeling of absolute existence, We
are taken out of time and breathe a purer
air. I know not whence we draw the as-
surance of prolonged life, of a life which
shoots that gulf we call death, and takes
hold of what is real and abiding, by so many
claims as from our intellectual history, Salt
is a good preserver; cold is: but a truth
cures the taint of mortality better, and
‘ preserves from harm until another period."
A sort of absoluteness attends all perception
of truth,—no smell of age, no hint of cor-
ruption, It is self-sufficing, sound, entire.
Lord Bacon said : ‘“Some of the philoso-
phers who were least divine denied generally
the immortality of the soul, yet came to this
point, that whatsoever motions the spirit of
man could act and perform without the
organs of the body might remain after
death, which were only those of the under-
standing, and not of the affections; so
immortal and incorruptible a thing did know-
ledge seem to them to be.” And Van Hel-
mont, the philosopher of Holland, drew his
sufficient proof purely from the action of the
intellect. ‘It is my greatest desire,” he
said, ‘‘that it might be granted unto atheists
to have tasted, at least but one only moment,
whatit is intellectually to understand ; where-
by they may feel the immortality of the mind,
as it were, by touching.” A’ farmer, a lai
bourer, a mechanic, is driven by his work al
day, but it ends at night; it has an end.
But, as far as the mechanic or farmer is also
a scholar or thinker, his work has no end.
That which he has learned is that there is
much more to be learned, The wiser he i,
he feels only the more his incompetence.
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+«What we know is a point to what we do
not know.” A thousand years,—tenfold, a
hundredfold his faculties, —would not suffice.
The demands of his task are such that it
becomes omnipresent. He studies in his
walking, at his meals, in his amusements,
even in his sleep. Montesquieu said, ‘* The
love of study is in us almost the only eternal
passion. All the others quit us in proportion
as this miserable machine which holds them
approaches its ruin.” ‘' Art is long," says
the thinker, * and life is short.” He is but
as a fly or a worm to this mountain, this
continent, which his thoughts inhabit. It is
a perception that comes by the activity of the
intellect ; never to the lazy or rusty mind.
Courage comes naturally to those who have
the habit of facing labour and danger, and
who therefore know the power of their arms
and bodies ; and courage or confidence in
the mind comes to those who know by use
its wonderful forces and inspirations and
returns. Belief in its future is a reward
kept only for those who use it. *To me,”
said Goethe, ‘‘ the eternal existence of my
soul is proved from my idea of activity. If
I work incessantly till my death, nature is
bound to give me another form of existence,
when the present can no longer sustain my
spirit."

It is a proverb of the world that good-will
makes intelligence, that goodness itself is an
eye ; and the one doctrine in which all re-
ligions agree, is that new light is added to
the mind in proportion as it uses that which
it has, ‘'‘ He that
abideth for ever.” Ignorant people confound
reverence for the intuitions with egotism.
There is no confusion in the things them-
selves, The health of mind consists in the
perception of law. Its dignity consists in
being under the law. Its goodness is the
most generous extension of our private in-
terests to the dignity and generosity of ideas.
Nothing seems to me so excellent as & belief
in the Jaws, It communicates nobleness,
and, as it were, an asylum in temples to the
loyal soul. y

I confess that everything connected with
our personality fails,  Nature never spares
the individual’; we are always balked of
complete success : No prosperity is promised
to our self-esteem. We have our indemnity
only in the moral and intellectual reality to
which we aspire. That is immortal, and we
only through that. ;

The soul stipulates for no private good.
That which is private I see not to be good.
“If truth live, 1 live ; if justice live, I live,”
said one of the old saints, ‘*and these by any
man's suffering are enlarged and eml'groned.

The moral sentiment measures itself by

doeth the will of God |

5_a.criﬁce. 1t risks or ruins pro
life itself, without hesitation? fogeilf-.lsyt'hl::?gi;)l:'
and all men justify. the man by their praisé
for this act. And Mahomet in the same
:mnd declared, ** Not dead but living ye are
oc;- :Ec;‘ggunt all those who are slain in the way
On these grounds I think that wherever
man ripens, this audacious belief presently
appears,—in the savage, savagely; in the
good, purely. As soon as thought is exer-
cgsed. this belief is inevitable ; as soon as
virtue glows, this belief confirms itself. It
is a kind of summary or completion of man.
It cannot rest on a legend ; it cannot be
quoted from one to another ; it must have
the assurance of a man's faculties that they

| can fill a larger theatre and a longer term

than nature here allows him. Goethe said :
‘1t is to a thinking being quite impossible
to think himself non-existent, ceasing to
think and live ; so far does every one carry
in himself the proof of immortality, and
quite spontaneously. But so soon as the
man will be objective and go out of himself,
so soon as he dogmatically will grasp a
personal duration to bolster up in cockney
fashion that inward assurance, he is lost in
contradiction.” The doctrine is not senti-
mental, but is grounded in the necessities
and forces we possess. Nothing will hold
but that which we must be and must do.

“ Man's heart the Almi%hty to the Future set

By secret but inviolable springs.”

The revelation that is true is written on the
palms of the hands, the thought of our mind,
the desire of our heart, or nowhere. My
idea of heaven is that there is no melodrama
in it at all ; that it is wholly real. Here is
the emphasis of conscience and experience
this is no speculation, but the most practical
of doctrines. Do you think that the eternal
chain of cause and effect which pervades
nature, which threads the globes as beads on
a string, leaves this out of its circuit,—leaves
out this desire of God and men as a waifand
a caprice, altogether cheap and common,
and falling without reason or merit P

We live by desire to live; we live by
choice ; by will, by thought, by virtue, by the
vivacity of the laws which we obey, an
obeying share their life,—or we dre_l?}' sj]?imli
by disobedience, by losing hold of lite, whic
ebbs out of us,  But whilst I find the signa-
tures, the hints and suggestions, noble an

wholesome,—whilst find that all the ways
i ivi d upward and not down-
of virtuous living lead up g

ward,—yet it is not my

mz;rsi]f {he immortality of the _soul. 2
knowledge is hidden very cunningly. Per-
haps the archangels cannot find the secret
of their existence, as the eye cannot see 1t
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self ; but, ending or endless, to live whilst I
ve.

e There is a drawback,to the value of all
statements of the doctrine; and I think that
one abstains from writing or printing on the
immortality of the soul, because, when he
comes to the end of his statement, the hu_ng'l’y
eyes that run through it will close disap-
pointed ; the listeners say, That is not here
which we desire,—and I shall be as much
wronged by their hasty conclusion, as they
feel themselves wronged by my omissions, I
mean that I am a better believer, a.nd_al]
serious souls are better believers, in the im-
mortality than we can give grounds for.
The real evidence is too subtle, or is higher
than we can write down in propositions, and
therefore Wordsworth's ** Ode " is the best
modern essay on the subject. ¢

We cannot prove our faith by syllogisms.
The argument refuses to form in the mind,
A conclusion, an inference, a grand augury,
is ever hovering ; but attempt to ground‘it,
and the reasons are all vanishing and in-
adequate. You cannot make a written
theory or demonstration of this as you can an
orrery of the Copernican astronomy. It
must be sacredly treated. Speak of the
mount in the mount. Not by literature or
theology, but only by rare integrity, by a
man permeated and perfumed with airs of
heaven,—with manliest or womanliest en-
during love,—can the vision be clear to a
use the most sublime. And hence the fact
that in the minds of men the testimony of a
few inspired souls has had such weight and
penetration. You shall not say, O my
bishop, O my pastor, is there any resurrec-
tion? Whatdo you think ? Did Dr, Chan-
ning believe that we should know each other?
did Wesley? did Butler? did Fenelon?"
What questions are these | Go read Milton,
Shakspeare, or any truly ideal poet. Read
Plato, or any seer of the interior realities.
R.ead St. Augustine, Swedenborg. Immanuel
Kant. Let any master simply recite to you
the substantial laws of the intellect, and in
the presence of the laws themselyes you will
never ask such primary-school questions,

Is immortality only an intellectual quality,
or, shall I say, only an energy, there bein
no passive? He has it, and he alone, who
gives life to all names, persons, things,
where he comes. No religion, notthe wildest
mythology, dies for him; no art is lost. He
vivifies what he touches. Future state is an
illusion for the ever-present state. It is not
length of life, but depth of life, It is not
duration, but a taking of the soul out of
time, as all high action of the mind does :
when we are living in the sentiments we ask
No questions about time. The spiritual

|strong will arms us above fear,

g | him three boons at his own choice.

world takes place ;—m_w;"
the same. But see how the sentiment j

wise. Jesus explained nothing, byt the ins
fluence of him took people out of time anci
they felt eternal. A great integrity majes o
immortal ; an admiration, a deep love, 5
It makes 5
day memorable. We say we lived years in
that hour. Itisstrange that Jesusis esteemed
by mankind the bringer of the doctrine of
immortality, Heis never once weak or seny;.
mental; he is very abstemious of explanation

he never preaches the personal immortality'.
whilst Plato and Cicero had both allowed
themselves to overstep the stern limits of the
spirit, and gratify the people with that
picture.

How ill agrees this majestical immortality
of our religion with the frivolous population |
Will you build magnificently for mice ? Will
you offer empires to such ‘as cannot set 5
house or private affairs in order? Here are
people who cannot dispose of a day ; an hour
hangs heavy on their hands; and will you
offer them rolling ages without end? Bu
this is the way we rise. Within every man's
thought is a higher thought,—within the
character he exhibits to-day, a higher cha-
racter. The youth puts off the illusions of
the child, the man puts off the ignorance
and tumultuous passions of youth ; proceed-
ing thence puts off the egotism of manhood,
and becomes at last a public and universal
soul. He is rising to greater heights, but
also rising to realities ; the outer relations
and circumstances dying out, he entering
deeper into God, God into him, until the
last garment of egotism falls, and he is with
God,—shares the will and the immensity of
the First Cause, ;

It is curious to find the selfsame feeling,
that it is not immortality, but eternity,—not
duration, but a state of abandonment to the
Highest, and so the sharing of His perfec-
tion,—appearing in the farthest east and
west. The human mind takes no account
of geography, language, or legends, but in
all utters the same instinct, }

' Yama, the lord of Death, promised
Nachiketas, the son of Gautama, to ET*‘;‘
ketas, knowing that his father Gautama was
offended with him, said, ‘O Death! let
Gautama be appeased in mind, and forget
his anger against me ; this I choose for the
first boon," Yama said, * Through my favour,
Gautama will remember thee with love as
before." For the second boon, Nachiketas
asks that the fire by which heaven is gain
be made known to him ; which also Yama
allows, and says, ‘ Choose the third boon,
O Nachiketas 1" Nachiketas said, * There
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is this inquiry. Some say the soul exists
after the death of man ; others say it does
not exist. This I should like to know, in-
structed by thee. Such is the third of the
boons.” Yama said, ‘ For this question, it
was inquired of old, even by the gods ; for
it is not easy to understand it. Subtle is its
nature. Choose another boon, O Nachi-
ketas! Do not compel me to this.' Na-
chiketas said, ‘Even by the gods was it
inquired. And as to what thou sayest, O
Death, that it is not easy to understand it,
there is no other speaker to be found like
thee. There is no other boon like this,’'
Yama said, ‘ Choose sons and grandsons
who may live a hundred years ; choose herds
of cattle : choose elephants and gold and
horses ; choose the wide expanded earth, and
live thyself as many years as thou listeth. Or,
if thou knowest a boon like this, choose it,
together with wealth and far-extending life.
Be a king, O Nachiketas ! On the wide earth
I will make thee the enjoyer of all desires.
All those desires that are difficult to gain
in the world of mortals, all those ask thou
at thy pleasure ; —those fair nymphs of
heaven with their chariots, with their musical
instruments ; for the like of them are not to
be gained by men. I will give them to thee,
but do not ask the question of the state of
the soul after death." Nachiketas said,
*All those enjoyments are of yesterday.
With thee remain thy horses and elephants,
with thee the dance and song. If we should
obtain wealth, we live only as long as thou
pleasest. The boon which I choose I have

said." Yama said, ' One thing is %
other is pleasant., Blessed isghe ﬁfiaiis
the good, but he who chooses the pleasant
loses the object of man. But thou, con-
sidering the objects of desire, hast abandoned
them. These two, ignorance (whose object
is what is pleasant) and knowledge (whose
object is what is good), are known to be far
asunder, and to lead to different goals, Be-
lieving this world exists,and not the other, the
careless youth is subject to my sway. That
knowledge for which thou hast asked is not
to be obtained by argument. Iknow worldly
happiness is transient, for that firm one is
not to be obtained by what is not firm. The
wise, by means of the union of the intellect
with the soul, thinking him whom it is hard
to behold, leaves both grief and joy. Thee,
O Nachiketas | I believe a house whose door
is open to Brahma. Brahma the supreme,
whoever knows him, obtains whatever he
wishes. The soul is not born ; it does not
die ; it was not produced from any one.
Nor was any produced from it. Unborn,
eternal, it is not slain, though the body is
slain ; subtler than what is subtle, greater
than what is great, sitting it goes far, sleep-
ing it goes everywhere. Thinking the soul
as unbodily among bodies, firm among fleet-
ing things, the wise man casts off all grief.
The soul cannot be gained by knowledge,
not by understanding, not by manifold
science. It can be obtained by the soul
by which it is desired. It reveals its own
truths.' "

POEMS.

THE SPHINX.

Tue Sphinx is drowsy,
Her wings are furled ;
Her ear is heavy,
She broods on the world.
 Who'll tell me my secret,
The ages have kept 7—
1 awaited the seer,
While they slumbered and slept ;—

¢ The fate of the man-child ;

The meaning of man ;
Kno\:n fruitl-:;% the Unknown ;
ian plan ;

Out of sl 2 waking
ut ee a Ing,
Om.o!‘wpd;miﬁzasleep;

Life death overtaking ;
Deep underneath deep?

¢ Erect as a sunbeam,
Upspringeth the palm ;

The elephant browses,
Undaunted and calm ;

In beautiful motion |
The thrush plies his wings ;

Kind leaves o? his covert
Your silence he sings.

¢ The waves, unashamed,
In difference sweet,
Play glad with the breezes,
Old playfellows meet ;
The journeying atoms,
Primordial wholes,
Firmly draw, firmly drive,
By their animate poles.
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¢ Sea, earth, air, sound, silence,
Plant, quadruped, bird,

By one music _enchamed,
One deity stirred,—

Each the other adorning,
Accompaay still;

Night veileth the morning,

'he vapour the hill.

“The babe by its mother
Lies bathed in joy;

Glide its hours uncounted,—
The sun is its toy i !
Shines the peace of all being.

Without cloud, in its eyes ;
And the sum of the world
In soft miniature lies.

¢ But man crouches and blushes,
HAmndti :mc!:1 concealﬁ;
e cree an peth,
He palpfers andlrt:eeals -
Infirm, melancholy,
Jealous glancing around,
An oaf, an accomplice,
He poisons the ground.

* Out spoke the great mother,
Beholding his fear ;—
At the sound of her accents
Cold shuddered the sphere :(—
““Who has drugged my boy's cup?
Who has mixed my boy’s bread ?
‘Who, with sadness and madness,
Has turned my child’s head "’

I heard a poet answer,
Aloud and cheerfully,
‘ Say on, sweet Sphinx | thy dirges
Are pleasant songs to me,
Deep love lieth under
These pictures of time ;
They fade in the light of
Their meaning sublime.

‘The fiend that man harries
_Is love of the Best;
Yawns the pit of the Dragon,
Lit by rays from the Blest.
he Lethe of nature
Can't trance him again,
Whose soul sees the perfect,
Which his eyes see[l):in vain,

To insight profounder
Man's spirit must dive ;

His aye-rolling orbit
At no goal will arrive ;

The heavens that now draw him
With sweetness unteld,

Once found,—for new heavens
He spurneth the old.

“ Pride ruined the angels,
Their shame them restores ;
And the joy that is sweetest
Lurks in stings of remorse,
Have I a lover
Who is noble and free ¥—
I would he were nobler
to love me.

‘Eterne alternation
Now follows, now flies:
And under pain, pleasure,—
Under pleasure, pain lies.

Love works at the centre, "~
Heart-heaving alway ;

Forth speed the strong pulses
To the borders of day.

Dull Sphinx, Jove keep thy five wits :
Thy sight is growing blear ; *
Rue, myrrh, and cummin for the Sphinx,—
Her muddy eyes to clear "— .
The old Sphinx bit her thick lip,—
Said, * Who taught thee me to name
I am thy spirit, yoke-fellow,
Of thine eye 1 am eyebeam.

“Thou art the unanswered question ;
Couldst see thy proper eye,
Alway it asketh, asketh ;
And each answer is a lie.
So take thy quest through nature,
It through thousand natures ply ;
Ask on, thou clothed eternity ;
Time is the false reply.’

Uprose the merry Sphinx,
And crouched no more in stone ;
She melted into purple cloud,
She silvered in the moon ;
She spired into a yellow flame ;
She flowered in blossoms red ;
She flowed into a foaming wave ;
She stood Monadnoc's head.

Thorough a thousand voices
Spoke the universal dame :

Who telleth one of my meanings,
Is master of all I am.’

EACH AND ALL.

LiTTLE thinks, in the field, yon red-cloaked clown
Of thee from the hill-top looking down ;

The heifer that lows in the upland farm,
Far-heard, lows not thine ear to charm ;

The sexton, tolling his bell at noon,

Deems not that great Napoleon

Stops his horse, and lists with delight,
Whlst his files sweep round yon Alpine height ;
Nor knowest thou what argument

Thy life to thy neighbour's creed has lent.

All are needed by each one ;

Nothing is fair or good alone.

I thought the sparrow’s note from heaven,
Singing at dawn on the alder bough ;

I brought him home, in his nest, at even;

He sings the song, but it cheers not now,

For I did not bring home the river and sky ;—
He sang to my ear,—they sang to my eye.

The delicate shells lay on the shore ;

The bubbles of the latest wave

Fresh pearls to their enamel gave ;

And the bellowing of the savage sea

Greeted their safe escape to me.

I wiped away the eeds i foam,

I fetched my sea-born treasures home

But the poor, unsightly, noisome things

Had left their beauty on the shore, | ar
With the sun, and the sand, and the wild uproar
The lover watched his graceful

As mid the virgin train she strayed
Nor knew her beauty's best attire 4
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Was woven still by the snow-white choir.

At last she came to his hermitage,

Like the bird from the woodlands to the cage ;—
The gay enchantment was undone,

A gentle wife but fairy none.

Then I said, ‘I covet truth :

Beauty is unripe childhood’s cheat ;

1 leave it behind with the games of youth."—
As I spoke, beneath my feet

The ground-pine curled its pretty wreath,
Running over the club-moss burrs ;

1 inhaled the violet's breath ;

Around me stood the oaks and firs;
Pine-cones and acorns lay on the ground ;
Over me soared the eternal sky,

Full of light and of deity;

Again I saw, again I heard,

The rolling river, the moming bird ;—

Beaut through my senses stole ;

I yielded myself to the perfect whole.

THE PROBLEM.

1 LiKE a church ; I like a cowl;

Ilovea prthet. of the soul ;

And on my heart monastic aisles

Fall like sweet strains, or pensive smiles ;
Yet not for all his faith can see

Would I that cowled churchman be.

Why should the vest on him allure,
Which I could not on me endure ?

Not from a vain or shallow thought

His awful Jove young Phidias brought,
Never from lips of cunning fell

The thrilling Delphic oracle;

Out from the heart of nature rolled

The burdens of the Bible old ;

The litanies of nations came,

Like the volcano’s tongue of flame,

Up from the burning core below,—

The canticles of love and woe ;

The hand that rounded Peter’s dome,
And groined the aisles of Christian Rome,
Wrought in a sad sincerity ;

Himself from God he could not free;

He builded better than he knew ;—

The conscious stone to beauty grew.
Know'st thou what wove yon woodbird's nest
Of leaves, and feathers from her breast ?
Or how the fish outbuilt her shell,
Painting with morn each annual cell ?

Or how the sacred pine-tree adds

To her old leaves new myriads ¥

Such and so grew these holy piles,

Whilst love and terror laid the tiles.
Earth proudly wears the Parthenon,

As the best gem upon her zone;

And Morning opes with haste her lids,

To gaze upon gl?e Pyramids ;

O'er England's abbeys b.ends the sky,

As on its friends, with kindred eye;

For, out of Thought's interior sphere,
These wonders rose to upxgnﬂ“';
And Nature gladly gave them place,
Adopted them into her race,
And granted them an equal date
With Andes and with Ararat.

These temples grew as grows the §
Art might obey, but noE surpass. S
_'l_‘he passive Master lent his hand

To the vast soul that o'er him planned ;
And the same power that reared the shrine
Bestrode the tribes that knelt within.
Ever the fiery Pentecost

Girds with one flame the countless host,
Trances the heart through chanting choirs
And through the priest the mind inspires. ,
The word unto the prophet spoken

}‘Jas writ on tables yet unbroken ;

The word by seers or sibyls told,

In groves of oak, or fanes of gold,

Still floats upon the morning wind,

Still whispers to the willing mind.

One accent of the Holy Ghost

The heedless world hath never lost.

I know what say the fathers wise,—

The Book itself before me lies,

Old Chrysostom, best Augustine,

j&.nd he who blent both in his line,

l‘he younger Golden Ligs or mines,
Taylor, the Shakspeare of divines.

His words are music in my ear,

1 see his cowled portrait dear ;

And yet, for all his faith could see,

I would not the good bishop be.

THE VISIT.

AskEesT, ¢ How long thou shalt stay'?
Devastator of the day !

Know, each substance, and relation,
Thorough nature's operation,

Hath its unit, bound, and metre ;
And every new compound

Is some product and repeater,—
Product of the earlier found.

But the unit of the visit,

The encounter of the wise,—

Say, what other metre is it

Than the meeting of the eyes?
Nature poureth into nature

Through the channels of that feature
Riding on the ray of sight,

Fleeter far than whirlwinds go,

Or for service, or delight,

Hearts to hearts their meaning show,
Sum their long experience,

And import intelligence.

Single look has drained the breast;
Single moment years confessed.

The duration of a glance

1s the term of convenance,

And, though thy rede be church or state,
Frugal mlﬁliplies of that.

Speeding Saturn cannot halt;
Linger,—thou shalt rue the fault ;

If Love his moment OVerstay,
Hatred's swift repulsions play.
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URIEL.

IT fell in the ancient periods
Which the brooding soul surveys,

Or ever the wild Time coined itself
Into calendar months and days.

This was the lapse of Uriel,
Which in Pan:h is;} Ibe_i’r:il!. Iking
e, among the Pleiads wa i
(s)fsn overheard the young gods talking ;
And the treason, too long pent,
To his ears was evident.
The young deities discussed
Laws of form, and metre just,
Orb, quintessence, and sunbeams,
What subsisteth, and what seems.
One, with low tones that decide,
And doubt and reverend use defied,
With a look that solved the sphere,
And stirred the devils everywhere,
Gave his sentiment divine
Against the being of a line.
* Line in nature 1s not found ;
Unit and universe are round ;
In vain produced, all rays return ;
Evil wilfh]ess. and ice will burn.’
As Uriel spoke with piercing eye,
A shudder ran around the sky ;
The stern old war-gods shook their heads;

The seraphs frowned from myrtle-beds ;
Seemed to the holy festival

The rash word boded ill to all ;

The balance-beam of Fate was bent ;
The bounds of good and ill were rent ; |
Strong Hades could not keep his own, |
But all slid to confusion. |

A sad self-knowledge, withering, fell
On the beauty of Uriel ;

In heaven once eminent, the goa
Withdrew, that hour, into his cloud ;
Whether doomed to long gyration

In the sea of generation,

Or by knowledge grown too bright
To hit the nerve of feebler sight.
Straightway, a forgetting wind

Stole over the celestial kind,

And their lips the secret kept,

If in ashes the fire-seed slept,

Bt“ now and then, truth-speaking things
S d the Is’ veiling wings ;
And, shrilling from the solar course,
Or from fruit of chemic force,
Procession of a soul in matter,

Or the speeding change of water,

Or out of the good of evil born,
Came Uriel’s voice of cherub scorn,
And a blush tinged the upper sky,
And the gods shook, thcylfnew not why.

TO RHEA.

THEE, dear friend, a brother soothes
Not with flatteries, but truths A
Which tarnish not, but purify

To light which dims the morning’s eye.
I have come from the spring-woods,
From the fragrant solitudes ;—

Listen what the poplar-tree

And murmuring waters counselled me,

If with love thy heart has burned :

If thy love is unreturned ;

Hide thy grief within thy breast,
Though'it tear thee unexpressed :

For when love has once departed
From the eyes of the false-hearted,
And one by one has torn off quite
The bandages of purple light;
Though thou wert the loveliest

Form the soul had ever dressed,

Thou shalt seem, in each reply,

A vixen to his altered eye ;

Thy softest pleadings seem too bold,
Thy praying lute will seem to scold ;
Though thou kept the straightest road,
Yet thou errest far and broad.

But thou shalt do as do the gods

In their cloudless periods ;

For of this lore be thou sure,—
Though thou forget, the gods, secure,
Forget never their command,

But make the statute of this land.

As they lead, so follow all

Ever have done, ever shall.

Warning to the blind and deaf,

"Tis written on the iron leaf,

Who drinks of Cupid's nectar cup
Loveth downward, and not up ;

He who loves, of gods or men E
Shall not by the same be loved again ;
His sweetheart’s idolatry

Falls, in turn, a new degree.

When a god is once beguiled

By beauty of a mortal child,

by her radiant youth delighted,

He is not fooled, but warily knoweth
His love shall never be requited.

And thus the wise Immortal doeth.—
Tis his study and delight i

To bless that creature day and night.
From all evils to defend her;

In her lap to pour all splendour ;

To ransack earth for riches rare,
And fetch her stars to deck her hair :
He mixes music with her thoughts,
And saddens her with heavenly doubts :
All ?raoe, all good his great heart knows
Profuse in love, the king bestows : _
Saying, ‘ Hearken ! Earth, Sea, Air!
This monument of my despair _
Build I to the All-Good, All-Fair.
Not for a private good,

But I, from my beatitude,
Albeit scorned as none was scorned,
Adorn her as was none

I make this maiden an ens-amslt i
To Nature, through her king ample,
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‘Whereby to model newer races,
Statelier forms, and fairer faces;
To carry man to new degrees

Of power, and of comeliness.
These presents be the hostages
Which I pawn for my release.

See to thyself, O Universe !

Thou art better, and not worse.'—
And the god, having given all,

Is freed for ever from his thrall.

THE WORLD-SOUL.

THANKS to the morning light,
Thanks to the foaming sea,

To the uplands of New Hampshire,
To the green-haired forest free;

Thanks to each man of courage,
To the maids of holy mind ;

To the boy with his games undaunted
Who never looks behind.

Cities of proud hotels,
Houses of rich and great,

Vice nestles in your chambers,
Beneath your roofs of slate.

Tt cannot conquer folly,
Time-and-space-conquering steam,

And the light-outspeeding telegraph
Bears nothing on its beam.

The politics are base ;
The letters do not cheer ;
And 'tis far in the deeps of history,
The voice that speaketh clear.
Trade and the streets ensnare us,
Our bodies are weak and worn ;
We plot and corrupt each other,
And we despoil the unborn.

Vet there in the parlour sits
Some figure of noble guise.—
Our angel, in a stranger’s form,
Or woman's plcadin eyes;
Or only a flashing sunbeam
In at the window-pane ;
Or Music pours on mortals
Its beautiful disdain,

The inevitable morning
Finds them who in cellars be ;
And be sure the all-loving Nature
Will smile in a factory.
Yon ridﬁe of purple landscape,
Yon sky between the walls,
Hold all the hidden wonders,
In scanty intervals.

Alas ! the Sprite that haunts us
Deceives our rash desire ;

It whispers of the glorious gods,
Andsﬁeaves us in the mire.

We cannot learn the cipher
That’s writ upon our cell ;

Stars taunt us by a mystery
Which we could never spell.

If but one hero knew it,
n‘;”;ﬁ"“l&“ﬁ‘;“i? st
t the
Wou ’hang his head for shame.
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ut our brothers have not read it.
NQ|: one has found the k:y:: i
And henceforth we are comforted,—
We are but such as they. :

Stil}. still the secret presses;
The nearing clouds draw down ;
The crimson morning flames into
The fopperies of the town.
Within, without the idle earth,
_Stars weave eternal rings ;
The sun himself shines heartily,
And shares the joy he brings.

And what if Trade sow cities
Like shells along the shore,

And thatch with towns the prairie broad
With railways ironed o'er 7—

They are but sailing foam-bells
A]onﬁ Thought's causing stream,

And take their shape and sun-colour
From him that sends the dream.

For Destiny never swerves
Or yields to men the helm ;

He shoots his thought, by hidden nerves,
Throughout the solid realm.

« The patient Dzmon sits,

‘With roses and a shroud ;
He has his way, and deals his gifts,—
But ours is not allowed.

He is no churl nor trifler,
And his viceroy is none,—
Love-without-weakness,—
Of Genius sire and son.
And his will is not thwarted ;
The seeds of land and sea
Are the atoms of his body bright,
And his behest obey.

He serveth the servant,
The brave he loves amain ;
He kills the cripple and the sick,
And straight begins again ;
For gods delight in gods,
And thrust the weak aside ;
To him who scorns their charities,
Their arms fly open wide.

When the old world is sterile,
And the ages are effete,

He will from wrecks and sediment
The fairer world complete.

He forbids to despair ; _ f
His cheeks mantle with mirth;

And the unimagined good of men
Is yeaning at the birth.

Spring still makes spring in the mind,
hen sixty years are told ;
Love wakes anew this throbbing heart,
And we are never old.
Over thehwimcr gIacxler::
the summer glow, 3
A::Idser.l:rough the wild-piled snowdrift,
The warm rosebuds below.
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ALPHONSO OF CASTILE.

1, ALPHONSO, live and learn,
Seeing Nature go astern.
Things deteriorate in kind ;.
Lemons run to leaves and rind ;
Meagre crop of figs and limes ;
Shorter days and harder times.
Flowering April cools and dies
In the insufficient skies.

Imps, at high midsummer, b]ot.
Hagf the sun’s disk with a spot:
*Twill not now avail to tan
Orange cheek or skin of man.
Roses bleach, the goats are dry,
Lisbon quakes, the people cry.
Yon pale, scrawny fisher fools,
Gaunt as bitterns in the pools,
Are no brothers of my blood ;—
They discredit Adamhood.

Eyes of gods ! ye must have seen,
O'er your ramparts as ye lean,
The cosmical debility ;

Of genius the sterility ;

Mighty projects countermanded ;
Rash ambition, broken-handed ;
Puny man and scentless rose
Tormenting Pan to double the dose.
Rebuild or ruin: either fill

Of vital force the wasted rill,

Or tumble all again in heap

To weltering chaos and to sleep.

Say, Seigniors, are the old Niles dry,
Which fed the veins of earth and sky,
That mortals miss the loyal heats,
‘Which drove them erst to social feats ;
Now, to a savage selfness grown,
Think nature barely serves for one ;
With science poorly mask their hurt,
And vex the gods with question pert,
Immensely curious whether you

Still are rulers, or mildew ?

Masters, I'm in pain with you;
Masters, I'll be plain with you ;
In my palace of Castile,
I, a king, for kings can feel.
There my thoughts the matter roll,
And solve and oft resolve the whole.
And, for I'm styled Alphonse the Wise,
Ye shall not fail for sound advice :

fore ye want a drop of rain,
Hear the sentiment of Spain.

You have tried famine : no more try it ;
Ply us now with a full diet ;

Teach your pupils now with plenty,
For one sun supply us twenty.

I have thought it thoroughly over,—
State of hermit, state of [over:

We must have society,

We cannot variety.
Hear you, gen, ce!estegl fellows !

Fits not to be overzealous ;
Steads not to work on the clean jump,
Nor wine nor brains perpetual pump.
Men and gods are too extense ;
Could you slacken and condense?
Your rank overgrowths reduce

_ Till your kinds abound with juice ?

Earth, crowded, cries, ‘ Too m y
My counsel is, Kill nine in ten, ifapen |
And bestow the shares of all

On the remnant decimal.

Add their nine lives to this cat;

Stuff their nine brains in one hat :

Make his frame and forces Sq'l.l.:l.rgl

With the labours he must dare ;

Thatch his flesh, and even his years
With the marble which he rears.

There, growing slowly old at ease,

No faster than his planted trees,

He may, by warrant of his age,

In schemes of broader scope engage,

So shall ye have a man ofp the sphere

Fit to grace the solar year, J

MITHRIDATES.

1 cAxNOT spare water or wine,
Tobacco-leaf, or poppy, or rose }

From the earth-poles to the line,
All between that works or grows,

Everything is kin of mine.

Give me agates for my meat ;

Give me cantharids to eat ;

From air and ocean bring me foods,
From all zones and altitudes ;—

From all natures, sharp and slimy,
Salt and basalt, wild and tame:

Tree and lichen, ape, sea-lion,
Bird, and reptile, be my game.

Ivy for my fillet band ;

Blinding dogwood in my hand ;
Hemlock for my sherbet cull me,
And the prussic juice to lull me;
Swing me in the upas boughs,
Vampyre-fanned, when I carouse.

Too long shut in strait and few,
Thinly dieted on dew, -

1 will use the world, and sift it,

To a thousand humours shift it,
J‘\sdyou spin a cherry. {

O doleful ghosts, and goblins merry !
O all you virtues, methods, mights,
Means, appliances, delights,
Reputed wrongs and braggart relﬁhtse
Smug routine, and things allowed,
Minorities, things under cloud !
Hither ! take me, use me, fill me,
Vein and artery, though ye kill me!

SAADI.

TrEES in groves,

Kine in droves,

In ocean sport the scaly herds, |
Wedge-like cleave the air the 3

To northern lakes fly wind-borne ducks,
Browse the mountain sheep in flocks,
Men consort in camp and town,

But the poet dwells alone,




SAADI. car

God, who gave to him the lyre,
Of all mortals the desire.

For all breathing men’s behoof,
Straightly charged him, * Sit aloof’;
Annexed a warning, poets say,

To the bright premium,—

Ever, when twain together play,
Shall the harp be dumb.

Many maﬁ come,

But one shall sing ;

Two touch the string,

The harp is dumb,

Though there come a million,
Wise Saadi dwells alone,

Yet Saadi loved the race of men,—
No churl, immured in cave or den;
In bower and hall

He wants them all,

Nor can dispense

With Persia for his audience :
They must give ear,

Grow red with joy and white with fear ;
But he has no companion ;

Come ten, or come a million,

Good Saadi dwells alone,

Be thou ware where Saadi dwells;
Wisdom of the gods is he,—

Entertain it reverently.

Gladly round that golden lamp

Sylvan deities encamp,

And simple maids and noble youth

Are welcome to the man of truth.

Most welcome they who need him most,

They feed the spring which they exhaust;

For greater need

Draws better deed : 3
But, critic, spare thy vanity,
Nor show thy pompous 3
To vex with odious subtlety
The cheerer of men's hearts.

Sad-eyed Fakirs swiftly say

Endless dirges to decay,

Never in the blaze of light

Lose the shudder of midnight ;

Pale at overflowing noon

Hear wolves barking at the moon ;
In the bower of dalliance sweet

Hear the far Avenger's feet ;

And shake before those awful Powers,
Who in their pride forgive not ours.
Thus the sad-eyed Fakirs preach:

* Bard, when thee would Allah teach,
And lift thee to his holy mount,

He sends thee from his bitter fount
‘Wormwood —sk&ying. “ Go thy ways,
Drink not the Malaga of praise,

But do the deed thy fellows hate,

d compromise thy peaceful state;
Srite the white breasts which thee fed,
Stuff sharp thorns beneath the head
OF them thou shouldst have comforted ;
For out of woe and out of crime
Draws the heart a lore sublime.
And yet it seemeth not tome
That the high gods love tragedy ;
For Saadi sat in the sun,

And thanks was his contrition;
For haircloth and for bloody whips,
Had active hands and smiling lips §

And yet his runes he rightl

And to his folk his mcsfageys;ec::f’
Sunshine in his heart transferred
Lighted each transparent word,

And well could honouring Persia learn
‘What Saadi wished to say ;

For Saadi's nightly stars did burn
Brighter than%sc i's day.

}Vhispered the Muse in Saadi's cot:
O gentle Saadi, listen not,
Tempted by thy praise of wit,
Or by thirst and appetite
For the talents not thine own,
To sons of contradiction.
Never, son of eastern morning,
Follow falsehood, follow scorning.
Denounce who will, who will deny,
And ﬁlle the hills to scale the sky :
Let theist, atheist, pantheist,
Define and wrangle how they list,
Fierce conserver, fierce destroyer,—
But thou, joy-giver and enjoyer,
Unknowing war, unknowing crime,
Gentle Saadi, mind thy rhyme;
Heed not what the brawlers say,
Heed thou only Saadi's lay.

* Let the great world bustle on

With war and trade, with camp and town ;
A thousand men shall dig and eat;

At forge and furnace thousands sweat ;
And thousands sail the purple sea,
And give or take the stroke of war,

Or crowd the market and bazaar ;

Oft shall war end, and peace return,
And cities rise where cities burn,

Ere one man my hill shall climb,

Who can turn the golden rhyme.

Let them manage how they may,
Heed thou only Saadi’s lay.

Seek the living among the dead,—
Man in man is imprisoned ;

Barefooted Dervish is not poor,

If fate unlock his bosom's doer,

So that what his eye hath seen

His tongue can paint as bright, as keen ;
And what his tender heart hath felt
With equal fire thy heart shall melt.
For, whom the Muses smile upon,

And touch with soft persuasion,
His words like a storm-wind can bring
Terror and beaut{on their wing ;

In his every syllable

Lurketh nature veritable;

And though he speak in midnight dazk,—
In heaven no star, on earth no spark,—
Yet before the listener’s eye

Swims the world in ecstasy,

The forest waves, the mornin breaks,
The pastures sleep, ripple the akes,
Leaves twinkle, owerskhke u?:;sons be,
And life pulsates in rock or tree.

Saadi, sopl'ar thy words sl_:_a]l reach A
Suns rise and set in Saadi’s speech !

d thus to Saadi said the Muse:
"&Enatdt‘hou the bread which men re!’useﬂ 34
Flee from the s which from thee flee;
Seek nothing,—Fortune secketh thee. N
Nor mount, nor dive ; all ood things keep
The midway of the eterna. deep.

Wish not to fill the isles with eyes
To fetch thee birds of paradise
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On thine orchard's edge belong
All the brags of plume and song
Wise Ali's sunbright sayings
For proverbs in the market-place;
Through mountains bored by regal art,
Toil wiistles as he drives his cart.
Nor scour the seas, nor sift mankind,
A poet or a friend to find :
Bei%eld, he watches at the door !
Behold his Shad!-jw (‘im the floor !

n innumerable doors
gﬁ: heaven where unveiled Allah pours
The flood of truth, the flood o'f good,
The Seraph’s and the Cherub's food.
Those doors are men : the Pariah hin
Admits thee to the perfect Mind.
Seek not beyond thy cottage wall
Redeemers that can yield thee all:
While thou sittest at thy door
On the desert’s yellow floor,
Listening to the gray-haired crones,
Foolish gossips, ancient drones,
Saadi, see ! they rise in stature
To the height of mighty Nature,
And the secret stands revealed
Fraudulent Time in vain concealed,—
That blessed gods in servile masks
Plied for thee thy household tasks.’

MAY-DAY.

DavchTER of Heaven and Earth, coy Spring,
With sudden passion languishing,

Teaching barren moors to smile,

Painting pictures mile on mile,

Holds a cup of cowslip-wreaths

Whence a smokeless incense breathes.

The air is full of whistlings bland ;

What was that I heard

Out of the hazy

Jand ?

Harp of the wind, or song of bird,

Or vagrant booming of the air,

Voice of a meteor lost in day?

Such tidings of the starry sphere

Can this elastic air convey,

Or haply 'twas the cannonade

Of the pent and darkened lake

Cooled by the pendent mountain's shade
Whose deeps, till beams of noonday break,

icted moan, and latest hold

Even into May the iceberg cold.

Was it a squirrel's

ttish bark,

Or clarionet of jay ¢ or hark
Where yon wedged line the Nestor leads,
St.ei:r'u:%l north with raucous cry

Throug|

tracts and provinces of sky,

Every night alighting down

In new landscapes of romance

Where darkling feed the clamorous clans
By lonely lakes to men unknown,

Come the tumult whence it will,

1t is a sound, it is a token

That the marble sleep is broken,

And the sun shall his orb fulfil.

When late I walked, in earlier days,

ﬂxsﬁﬂ'mdsﬁi&dd
eep snows chol 1 th
In the sky no spark; i o

Firm-braced I sought my ancient
Struggling through the iit‘ted ro:l?ds'
The whited desert knew me not, ¢
Snow-ridges masked each darling spot
The summer dells, by genius haunted i
One arctic moon had disenchanted,
All the sweet secrets therein hid

By Fancy, ghastly spells undid.

Eldest mason, Frost, had piled

Swilt cathedrals in the wild ;

The piny hosts were sheeted ghosts

In the star-lit minster aisled.

I found no joy ; the icy wind

Might rule the forest to his mind.

Who would freeze on frozen lakes?
Back to books and sheltered home,

And wood-fire flickering on the walls,
"I'o hear, when, mid our talk and games,
Without the baffled north-wind calls,
But soft ! a sultry morning breaks ;

The ground-pines wash their rusty green
The maple-tops their crimson tint, !
On the soft path each track is seen,

The girl's foot leaves its neater print,
The pebble loosened from the frost
Asks of the urchin to be tost.

In flint and marble beats a heart,

The kind Earth takes her children’s part,
The green lane is the school-boy's friend,
Low leaves his quarrel apprehend,

The fresh ground loves his top and ball,
The air rings jocund to his call,

The brimming brook invites a leap,

He dives the hollow, climbs the steep.
The youth reads omens where he goes,
And speaks all languages the rose.

The wood-fly mocks with tiny noise

The far halloo of human voice;

The perfumed berry on the spray
Smacks of faint memories far away.

A subtle chain of countless rings

The next unto the farthest brings,

And, striving to be man, the worm
Mounts through all the spires of form

The caged linnet in the spring
Hearkens for the choral glee,
When his fellows on the win

Migrate from the Southern Sea;

And the new-born tendrils twine,

The old wine darkling in the cask
Feels the bloom on the living vine,
And bursts the hoops at hint of spring :
And so perchance in Adam's race,

Of Eden’s bower some dream-like trace
Survived the Flight and swam the
‘Aud wakes the wish in youngest blood
To tread the forfeit Paradise,

And feed once more the exile’s eyes;
And ever when the happy child |

In May beholds the blooming wild,

“‘Onward,” he cries, ““ your bas
In the next field is air more mild,

Not for a regiment's parade,

Nor evil laws or rulers made,
Blue Walden rolls its cannonade,
But for a lofty sign

Which the Zodiac threw,
That the bondage-days are told,

When trellised grapes their flowers unmask,

And hears in heaven the blue i“]’;:it:ﬁinzr'

And oer yon hazy crest is Eden’s balmier spring:
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And waters free as winds shall low.
Lo ! how all the tribes combine

To rout the flying foe.

See, every patriot oak-leaf throws
His elfin length upon the snows,
Not idle, since the leaf all day
Draws to the spot the solar ray,
Ere sunset quarrying inches down,
And half-way to the mosses brown ;
While the grass beneath the rime
Has hints of the propitious time,
And upward pries and perforates
Through the cold slab a thousand gates,
Till green lances peering through
Bend happy in the welkin blue.

April cold with dropping rain
Willows and lilacs bring again,
The whistle of returning birds,
And trumpet-lowing of the herds ;
The scarlet malple-keys betray
What gotenl blood hath modest May ;
What fiery force the earth renews,
The wealth of forms, the flush of hues;
What Joy in rosy waves outpoured,
Flows from the heart of Love, the Lord.

Hither rolls the storm of heat ;
I feel its finer billows beat
Like a sea which me enfolds ;
Heat with viewless fingers moulds,
Swells, and mellows, and matures,
Paints, and flavours, and allures,
Bird and brier inly warms,
Still enriches and transforms,
Gives the reed and lily length,
Adds to oak and oxen strength,
Transforming what it doth infold,
Life out of death, new out of old,
Painting fawns' and leopards’ fells,
Sgethes the gulf-encrimsoning shells,
Fires gardens with a joyful blaze
Of tulips in the morning’s rays.

The dead log touched bursts into leaf,
The wheat-l:ﬁade whispers of the sheaf.
god is this imperial Heat,
Earth's prime secret, sculpture’s seat ?

Doth it gear hidden in its heart
Water-line patterns of all art,

Is it Daedalus? is it Love ?

Or walks in mask almighty Jove,

And drops from Power's redundant horn
All seeds of beauty to be born?

As we thaw frozen flesh with snow,
So Spring will not her time forerun,
Mix polar night with tropic glow,
Nor cloy us with unshaded sun,

Nor wanton skip with bacchic dance,
But she has the temperance

Of the gods, whereof she is one,—
Masks ﬁer treasury of heat

Under east-winds crossed with sleet.
Plants and birds and humble creatures
Well accept her rule austere ;
Titan-born, to hardy natures

Cold is genial and dear. 1

As Southern wrath to Northern right
Is but straw to anthracite ;

As in the day of sacrifice,

When heroes piled the pyre,

The dismal Mpasaachusetl_s ice
Burned more than others' fire,

So Spring guards with surface

The garnered heat of ages oid‘m]d
Hcrs to sow the seed of bread,

That man and all the kinds be fed;
And, when tne sunlight fills the hc:nrs
Dissolves the crust, gisl:lays the flowers,

Beneath the calm, within the li
A hid unruly appetite gt
Of swifter life, a surer hope,
Strams_ every sense to larger scope,
Impatient to anticipate
The halting steps of aged Fate.
Slow grows the palm, too slow the pearl:
When Nature I'aFu.-rs, fain would zeal
Grasp the felloes of her wheel,
And grasping give the orbs another whirl,
Turn swiftlier round, O tardy ball !
And sun this frozen side,
Bring hither back the robin’s call,
Bring back the tulip’s pride,

Why chidest thou the tardy Spring?
The hardy bunting does not ghidpe; =
The blackbirds make the maples ring
With social cheer and jubilee ;

The red-wing flutes his o-ka-lee,

The robins know the melting snow ;

The sparrow meek, prophetic-eyed,

Her nest beside the snow-drift weaves,
Secure the osier yet will hide

Her callow brood with mantling leaves,—
And thou, by science all undone,

Why only must thy reason fail

To see the southing of the sun?

The world rolls rounds, mistrust it not,
Befalls again what once befell ;
All things return, both sphere and mote,
And I shall hear my bluebird’s note
And dream the dream of Auburn-dell.

As poured the flood of the ancient sea
Spilling over mountain-chains,
Bending forests as bends the sedge,
Faster flowing o'er the plains,—
A world-wide wave with a foaming edge
That rims the running silver sheet,—
So pours the deluge of the heat
Broad northward o'er the land,
Painting artless paradises, :
Drugging herbs with Syrian spices,
Fanning secret fires which glow
In columbine and clover-blow.
Climbing the northern zones,
Where a thousand pallid towns
Lie like cockles by the main,
Or tented armies on a plain.
The million-handed painter pours
Opal hues and purple dye;
Azaleas flush the island floors,
And the tints of heaven reply.

Wreaths for the May ! for happy Spring
To-day shall all her dowry bring,—
The love of kind, the joy, the grace,
Hymen of element and race,
Knowing well to celebrate
With song and hue and star and state,
With tender light and youthful cheer,
The spousals of the new-born year.

Spring is strong and virtuous,
Brc:d-ssqwing, cheerful, plenteous, |

2L
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Quickening underneath the mould
CGirains beyond the price of gold.

So deep and large her bounties are,
That one broad, long midsummer day
Shall to the planet overpay

The ravage of a year of war.

Drug the cup, thou butler sweet,
And send the nectar round ;
The feet that slid so long on sleet
Are glad to feel the ground.
Fill and saturate each kind
With good according to 1ts mind,
TFill each kind and saturate
With good agreeing with its fate, |
And soft perfection of its plan—
Willow and violet, maiden and man.

The bitter-sweet, the haunting air
Creepeth, bloweth everywhere ;
It preys on all, all prey on it,
Blooms in beauty, thinks in wit,
Stings the strong with enterprise,
Makes travellers long for Indian skies,
‘And where it comes this courier fleet
Fans in all hearts expectance sweet,
As if to-morrow should redeem
The vanished rose of evening's dream.
By houses lies a fresher green,
On men and maids a ruddier mien,
As if time brought a new relay
Of shining virgins every May,
And Summer came to ripen maids
To a beauty that not fades.

* Where shall we keep the holiday,
And duly greet the entering May ?
Too strait and low our cottage doors,
And all unmeet our carpet floors ;

i Nor spacious court, nor monarch’s hall

! Suffice to hold the festival.

Up and away ! where haughty woods

! Front the liberated floods :

‘We will climb the broad-backed hills,
Hear the uproar of their joy;

We will mark the leaps and gleams
Of the new-delivered <treams,

And the murmuring rivers of sap
Mount in the pipes of the trees,
Giddy with day, to the topmost spire,
‘Which for a spike of tender green

* Bartered its powdery cap ;

" And the colours of joy in the bird,
And the love in its carol heard,

! Frog and lizard in holiday coats,

And turtle brave in his golden spots ;
‘While cheerful cries from crag s:;;d p'la.in

Reply to the thunder of river and main.

I saw the bud-crowned Spring go forth
Stepping da.:lgr onward nortg i ?

To greet staid ancient cavaliers

Filing single in stately train.

And who, and who are the travellers?

They were Night and Day, and Dayand Night
Pilgrims wight with step forthright. ’
1 saw the Days deformed and low,

Short and bent by cold and snow ;

The merry Spring threw wreaths on them,
Flower-wreaths gay with bud and bell ;

Many a flower and many a gem,

%hey were refreshed by the smell, *

They shook the sn.w ffo.-n hats and shoon
They put their April raiment on ; :

And those eternal forms, T W]

Unhurt by a thousand storms,

Shot up to the height of the sky again
And danced as merrily as young men,
1 saw them mask their awful glance
Sid:l:wisc rne;:k in gossamer lids ;

And to speak my thought if n z
It was as if the elemaigguds, Socfablds,
Tired of their starry periods,

Hid their majesty in cloth

Woven of tulips and painted moth.

On carpets green the maskers march
Below May's well-appointed arch,
Each star, each god, each grace amain
Every joy and virtue speed, :
Marching duly in her train,

And fainting Nature at her need

Is made whole again.

Twas the vintage-day of field and wood
When magic wine for bards is brewed:
Every tree and stem and chink i
Gushed with syrup to the brink.

The air stole into the streets of towns,
Refreshed the wise, reformed the clowns,
And betrayed the fund of joy

To the high-school and medalled boy:
On from hall to chamber ran,

From youth to maid, from boy to man,
To babes, and to old eyes as well.

¢ Once more,’ the old man cried, * ye clouds,
Airy turrets purple-piled,

Which once my infancy beguiled,
Beguile me with the wonted spell.

1 know ye skilful to convoy

The total freight of hope and joy

Into rude and homely nooks,

Shed mocking lustres on shelf of books,
On farmer’s byre, on pasture rude,
And stony pathway to the wood.

1 care not if the pomps you show

Be what they soothfast appear,

Or if yon realms in sunset glow

Ee bu%:blcs of the atmosphere.

And if it be to you allowed

To fool me with a shining cloud,

So only new griefs are consoled

By new delights, as old by old,
Frankly I will be your guest,

Count your change and cheer the best.
The world hath overmuch of pain,—
If Nature give me joy again,

Of such deceit I'll not complain.’

Ah! well I mind the calendar,
Faithful through a thousand years,
Of the painted race of flowers,
Exact to days, exact to hours,
Counted on the spacious dial
Yon broidered zodiac girds.

1 know the trusty almanac

Of the punctual coming-back,
On their due days, of the birds.
I marked them yestermorn,

A flock of finches darting
Beneath the crystal arch,

ping, as they flew, a march,—,
Belike the one they used in parting
Last year from yon oak or larch ;
Dusky sparrows in a crowd,
Diving, darting northward free,
Suddenly betook them all,
Every one to his hole in the wally




MAY-DAY,

Or to his niche in the apple-tree.

I greet with joy the choral trains

Fresh from palms and Cuba’s canes,

Best gems of Nature s cabinet,

With dews of tropic morning wet,
Beloved of children, bards, and Spring,
O birds, your perfect virtues bring,

Your song, your forms, your rh t%mic flight,
Your manners for the heart's de ight,
Nestle in hedge, or barn, or roof,

Here weave your chamber weather-proof,
Forgive our harms, and condescend

To man, as to a lubber friend,

And, generous, teach his awkward race
Courage, and probity, and grace |

Poets praise that hidden wine
Hid in milk we drew ;
At the barrier of Time,
‘When our life was new.
We had eaten fairy fruit,
We were quick from head to foot,
All the forms we looked on shone
As with diamond dews thereon,
What cared we for costly joys,
The Museum'’s far-fetched toys ?
Gleam of sunshine on the wall
Poured a deeper cheer than all
The revels of the Carnival.
We a pine-grove did prefer
To a marble theatre,
Could with gods on mallows dine,
Nor cared for spices or for wine.
Wreaths of mist and rainbow spanned,
Arch on arch, the grimmest land ;
Whistle of a woodland bird
Made the pulses dance,
Note of horn in valleys heard
Filled the region with romance.

None can tell how sweet,
How virtuous, the morning air ;
Every accent vibrates well !
Not alone the wood-bird’s call,
Or shouting boys that chase their ball,
Pass the height of minstrel skill,
But the ploughman’s thou=zhtless cry,
Lowing oxen, sheep that bleat,
And the joiner's hammer-beat
Softened are above their will.
All grating discords melt,
No dissonant note is dealt, _
And though thy voice be shrill
Like rasping file on steel, _
Such is the temper of the air,
cho waits with art and care, i
And will the faults of song repair.

So by remote Superior Lake,
And by resounding Mackinac,
When northern storms the forest shake,
And billows on the long beach break,
The artful Air will separate
Note by note all sounds that grate,
Smothering in her ample breast
All but godlike words,
Reporting to the happy ear
Only purified accords. !
gzﬁngely wrought from barking waves,
music daunts the Indian braves,—
Convent-chanting which the child
Hears pealing from the panther’s cave
- And the impenetrable wild.
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Soft on the south-wind sleeps the haze s

So on thy broad mystic van b

Lie the opal-coloured days,

And waft the miracle to man,

Soothsayer of the eldest gods,

Repairer of what harms betide,

Revealer of the inmost powers

Pl:omet}ueus proffered, Jove denied :

Disclosing treasures more than true,

Qr in what far to-morrow due;

Speaking by the tongues of flowers,

By the ten-tongued laurel speaking,

Singing by the oriole songs,

Heart of bird the man’s heart seeking ;

Whispering hints of treasure hid

Under Morn's unlifted Iid,

Islands looming just beyond

The dim horizon's utmost bound ;—

Who can, like thee, our rags upbraid,

Or taunt us with our hope decayed ?

Or who like thee persuade,

Making the splendour of the air,

The morn and sparkling dew, a snare ?

Or who resent

Thy genius, wiles, and blandishment ?

There is no orator prevails
To beckon or persuade
Ifike ttrhfj: thﬁ youth or maid : Ye it
Thy birds, thy songs, thy brooks, thy gales,
Thy blooms, th: klgnds, R
Thy echoes in the wilderness,
Soothe pain, and age, and love’s distress,
Fire fainting will, and build heroic minds.

For thou, O Spring ! canst renovate
All that high God did first create.
Be still his arm and architect,
Rebuild the ruin, mend defect ;
Chemist to vamp old worlds with new,
Coat sea and sky with heavenlier blue,
New-tint the plumage of the birds,
And slough decay from grazing herds,
Sweep ruins from the scarped mountain,
Cleanse the torrent at the fountain,
Purge alpine air by towns defiled,
Bring to fair mother fairer child,
Not less renew the heart and brain,
Scatter the sloth, wash out the stain,
Make the aged eye sun-clear,
To parting soul bring grandeur near.
Ung:: gentle tipes, my Spring
Masks the might of Nature’s king,
An energy that searches thorough
From Erﬁaos to the dawning morrow ;
Into all our human plight,
The soul’s pilgrimage and flight ;
In city or in solitude,
Step by step, lifts bad to good,
Without halting, without rest,
Lifting Better up to Best;
Planting seeds of knowledge pure, d
'_l’hmugg earth to ripen, through heaven endure.



THE RHODORA:
ON BEING ASKED, WHENCE 1§ THE FLOWER

Ix May, when sea-winds pierced our solitudes,
1 found the fresh Rhodora in the w &
Spreading its leafless blooms 1n & qamg no;: s
To please the desert and the sluggish brook.
The purple petals, fallen in the pool, >
Made the b]l:::k water with their beauty gy
Here might the red-bird come his plumes to cool
And court the flower that cheapens his array.
Rhodora ! if the sages ask thee why
This charm is wasted on the earth and sky,
Tell them, dear, that if eyes were made for seeing,
Then Beauty is its own excuse for being :
Why thou wert there, O rival of the rose!
1 never thought Im ask, I never kr;;:re 3

ut, in my simple ignorance, sup)
’llg‘h: selfsayme P:l:we: that brought me there broug ht

you.

THE HUMBLEBEE.

BurLy, dozing humblebee,

ere thou art is clime for me.
Let them sail for Porto Rique,
Far-off heats through seas to seek ;
1 will follow thee alone,
Thou animated torrid-zone !
Zigzag steerer, desert cheerer,
Let me chase thy waving lines :
Keep me nearer, me thy hearer,
Singing over shrubs and vines.

Insect lover of the sun,
Joy of thy dominion !
Sailor of the atmosphere ;
Swimmer through the waves of air ;
Voyager of light and noon ;
Epicurean of June;

ait, I prithee, till I come
Within earshot of thy hum,—
All without is martyrdom.

When the south-wind, in May da
With a net of shining haze SEETD
Silvers the horizon wall

And, with softness (oucﬁing all,
T:pts the human countenance
With a colour of romance,

And, infusing subtle heats,
Turns the sod to violets,

Thou, in sunny solitudes,

Rover of the underwoods,

The green silence dost displace
With thy mellow, breezy bass.

Hot midsummer's petted crone,
Sweet to me thy drowsy tone
Tells of countless sunny hours,
Long days, and solid banks of flowers ;
Of gulfs of sweetness without bound
81 ndian wildernesses found ;

f Syrian peace, immortal leisure,
Firmest cheer, and bird-like pleasure,

LDO EMERSON.
Aught uns_avom_—““--
Hath my insect never seen ;

But violets and bilberry bells
héaple-sgx , and d?lffodlls, y

rass with green flag half- :
Succory to match the sk {Mt high,
Columbine with horn of honey,
Scented fern, and agrimony,
Clover, catchfly, adder's-ton’gue
And brier-roses, dwelt among ; i
All beside was unknown waste,
All was picture as he passed, :
Wiser far than human seer,
Yellow-breeched philosopher !
Seeing only what is fair,
Sipping only what is sweet,
Thou dost mock at fate and care,
Leave the chaff, and take the wheat
When the fierce northwestern blast
Cools sea and land so far and fast,
Thou already slumberest deep;
Woe and want thou canst outsleep ;
Want and woe, which torture us, ?
Thy sleep makes ridiculous. :

THE TITMOUSE,

You shall not be overbold

When you deal with arctic cold,

As late I found my lukewarm blood
Chilled wading in the snow-choked wood.
How should I fight ¥ my foeman fine
Has million arms to one of mine :

East, west, for aid I looked in vain,
East, west, north, south, are his domain.
Miles off, three dangerous miles, is home ;
Must borrow his winds who there would cone.
%{) and away for life | be fleet!—

e frost-king ties my fumbling feet,
Sings in my ears, my hands are stones,
Curdles the blood to the marble bones,
Tugs at the heart-strings, numbs the sense,
And hems in life with narrowing fence.
Well, in this broad bed lie and sleep,

The punctual stars will vigil keep,
Embalmed by purifying cold,

The winds shall sing their dead-march old
The snow is no ignoble shroud,

The moon thy mourner, and the d.

Softly,—but this way fate was pointing:
"T'was coming fast to such anointing,
When piped a tiny voice hard by,

Gay and polite, a cheerful cry,
Chic-chicadeedee | saucy note

Out of sound heart and merry, throat,
As if mid, ; Go?&i day, zoordls'f

ine rnoon, O passcns=
Happy to meet you in these places,
Where January brings few faces.

MT!: is though h:l;iw aparty

oved by his hospita s

Sped, when 1 pasted his a0

T b e,
ts a A o hand

Flew near, withsoftwlﬂ&'sﬂ“d zed ™Y
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Hopped on the bough, then, darting low,
Prints his small impress on the snow,
Shows feats of his gymnastic play,

Head downward, clinging to the spray.

Here was this atom in full breath,
Hurling defiance at vast death ;
This scrap of valour just for play
Fronts the north-wind in waistcoat gray,
As if to shame my weak behaviour ;
I greeted loud my little saviour,
“You pet | what dost here? and what for?
In these woods, thy small Labrador,
At this pinch, wee San Salvador !
What fire burns in that little chest
So frolic, stout, and self-possest ?
Henceforth I wear no stripe but thine ;
Ashes and jet all hues outshine.
Why are not diamonds black and gray,
To a;ie thy dare-devil array ?
And I affirm, the spacious North
Exists to draw thy virtue forth.
1 think no virtue goes with size ;
The reason of all cowardice
Is, that men are overgrown,
And, to be valiant, must come down
To the titmouse dimension.’

'"Tis good-will makes intelligence,
And I began to catch the sense
Of my bird's song : ‘ Live out of doors
In the great woods, on prairie floors.
I dine in the sun; when he sinks in the sea,
I too have a hole in a hollow tree ;
And I like less when Summer beats
With stifling beams on these retreats,
Than noontide twilights which snow makes
With tempest of the blinding flakes.
For well the soul, if stout within,
Can arm impregnably the skin ;
And polar frost my frame defied,
Made of the air that blows outside.”

With glad remembrance of my debt,
1 homeward turn ; farewell, my pet !
When here again thy pilgrim comes,
He shall bring store of seeds and crumbs.
Doubt not, so long as earth has bread,
Thou first and foremost shalt be fed ;
The Providence that is most large
Takes hearts like thine in special charge,
Helps who for their own need are strong,
And the sky doats on cheerful song.
Henceforth I prize thy wiry chant
O'er all that mass and minster vaunt ;
For men mis-hear thy call in spring,
As 'twould accost some frivolous wing,
Crying out of the hazel copse, Phe-be !
And, in winter, Chic-a-dee-dee !
I think old Cassar must have heard
In northern Gaul my dauntless bird,
And, echoed in some frosty wold,
Borrowed thy battle-numbers bold.
And I will write our annals new,
And thank thee for a better clew,
I, who dreamed not when I came here
T'o find the antidote of fear,
Now hear thee say in Roman key,
Pzan! Veni, vidi, vici.

THE SNOW-STORM.

ANNOUNCED by all the trumpets of the sky
Arrives the snow, and, driving o'er the ﬁe}és
Seems nowhere to alight : the whited air
Hides hills and woods, the river, and the heaven
And veils the farm-house at the garden's end,
The sled and traveller stopped, the courier's feet
Delayed, all friends shut out, the housemates sit
Around the radiant fireplace, enclosed

In a tumultuous privacy of storm.

Come see the north-wind's masonry.
Out of an unseen quarry evermore
Furnished with tile, the fierce artificer
Curves his white bastions with projected roof
Round every windward stake, or tree, or door.
Speeding, the myriad-handed, his wild work
So fanciful, so savage, naught cares he
For number or proportion. Mockingly,
On coop or kennel he hangs Parian wreaths ;
A swan-like form invests the hidden thorn ;
Fills up the farmer’s lane from wall to wall,
Maugre the farmer’s sighs ; and, at the gate,
A tapering turret overtops the work :
And when his hours are numbered, and the world
Is all his own, retiring, as he were not,
Leaves, when the sun appears, astonished Art
To mimic in slow structures, stone by stone,
Built in an age, the mad wind's night-work,
The frolic architecture of the snow.

FORERUNNERS.

Loxe I followed h-“liﬂl’j’“,id“-

1 could never reach their sides;

Their step is forth, and, ere the day
Breaks up their leaguer, and away.
Keen my sense, my heart was young,
Right good-will my sinews strung,

But no speed of mine avails

To hunt upon their shining trails.

On and away, their hasting feet

Make the morning proud and sweet ;
Flowers they strew,—I catch the scent ;
Or tone of silver instrument

Leaves on the wind melodious trace ;
Yet I could never see their face.

On eastern hills I see their smokes,
Mixed with mist by distant lochs.

1 met many travellers

‘Who the road hadfsurely klelpt S

hey saw not my fine revellers,—

%hege had cmssgd them while they slept.
Some had heard their fair report,

In the country or the court.

Fleetest couriers alive

Never yet could :‘J}mnce atrmr:re,d

As they went or they returned,

At &eyhause where these soJﬂum‘dsi__l AL
Sometimes their strong speed they 2
Though they are not overta e

In sleep their jubilant troop 15 NEa%,

I tuneful voices overhear;

It may be in wood or waste,—
‘At unawares 'tis come and past.
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Their near camp my spiri]txl:nows
By signs gracious as rainbows.

1 }t'l'lcnceforward, and long after,
Listen for their harp-like laughter,
And carry in my heart, for days,
Peace that hallows rudest ways.

HAMATREYA.
Burkeiey, Hunt, Willard, Hosmer, Meriam,

J tl 3 2
Possessed the land which rendered to their toil
Hay, com, roots, hemp, flax, apples, wool, and

W - s
Each of these landlords walked amidst his farm,
Saying, ‘ "Tis mine, my children’s, and my name's:
How sweet the west-wind sounds in my own trees !
How graceful climb those shadows on my hill !
I fancy these pure waters and the flags :
Know me, as does my dog : we symtialbu_ce:
And, I affirm, my actions smack of the soil.”
Where are these men? Asleep beneath their

grounds ;
And strangers, fond as they, their furrows flough.
Earth laughs in flowers, to see her boastful boys
Earth-proud, proud of the earth which is not theirs;
Who steer the plough, but cannot steer their feet
Clear of the g.awve.
They addec ridg ~ to valley, brook to pond,
And sighed fo. -1l vt bounded their domain 3
‘ This suits me for > nasture+ ==2, 5 my park ;
We must have clay, lime, gravel, granite-ledge,
And misty lowland, where to go for peat.
The land is well,—lies fairly to the south.
.Tis good, when you have crossed the sea and back 5
To find the sitfast acres where you left them.’
Ah! the hot owner sees not Death, who adds
Him to hisland, a lump of mould the more.
Hear what the Earth says:—

EARTH-SONG.

Mine and yours 3
Mine, not yours,
rth endures ;
Stars abide—
Shine down in the old sea ;
Old are the shores 4
But where are old men ¢
I who have seen much,
Such have I never seen,

The lawyer's deed

sure,
In tail,
To them, and to their heirs
Who shall succeed,
Without fail,
For evermore,

Hhere is th_egsm_d,

aggy with wood,
With its old val
Mound, :nﬂ ﬂoo?:' !

But the heritors?
Fll}fdllike the flood's foam

The lawyer, and the Jaws’

And the kingdom, .

Clean swept herefrom,

They called me theirs,
Who so controlled me -
)‘:’ve_t }elv‘;ry one

ished to stay, and is
How am T the}i'rs, g
If they cannot hold me,
But I hold them ?

When I heard the Earth-song,

I was no longer brave ;

My avarice cooled

Like lust in the chill of the grave,

BRAHMA.

IF the red slayer think he slays,
Or if the slain think he is slain,
They know not well the subtle ways
I keep, and pass, and turn again.

Far or forgot to me is near;
Shadow and sunlight are the same ;
The vanished gods to me appear ;
And one to me are shame and fame.

They reckon ill who leaye me out :
When me they fly, I am the wings;

I am the doubter and the doubt,
And I the hymn the Brahmin sings.

The strong gods pine for my abode,

And pine 1n vain the sacred Seven;
But thou, meek lover of the good !

Find me, and turn thy back on heaven.

ASTRZEA.

EacH the herald is who wrote

His rank, and quartered his own coat,
There is no king nor sovereign state
That can fix a hero’s rate

Each to all is venerable,

Cap-a-pie invulnerable,

Until he write, where all eyes rest,
Slave or master on his breast.

1 saw men go up and down,
In the country and the town,
With this tablet on their neck,—
_-‘N]“dgm’m and a judge we seek.

ot to monarchs they repair,
Nor to learned jurist’s chair ; .
But they hurry to their peers,
To their kinsfolk and their dears;
Louder than with speech they pray,
‘ What am 1 ? companion, say.
And the friend not hesitates
To assign just place and mates ;
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Answers not in word or letter,

Yet is understood the better ;

Each to each a looking-glass,
Reflects his figure that doth pass.
Every wayfarer he meets

What himself declared repeats,
‘What himself confessed records,
Sentences him in his words ;

The form 15 his own corporal form,
And his own thought the penal worm,

Yet shine for ever virgin minds,
Loved by stars and purest winds,
Which, o'er passion throned sedate,
Have not hazarded their state ;
Disconcert the searching spy,
Rendering to a curious eye

The durance of a granite ledge

To those who %:u:e from the sea’s edge.
It is there for benefit ;

It is there for purging light ;

There for puri?ying storms ;

And its depths reflect all forms ;

It cannot parley with the mean,—
Pure by impure is not seen.

For there's no sequestered grot,

Lone mountain tarn, or isle forgot,
But Justice, journeying in the sphere,
Daily stoops to hargour there.

ETIENNE DE LA BOECE.

I serVE you not, if you I follow,
Shadowlike, o'er hill and hollow ;
And bend my fancy to your leading,
All too nimble for my treading.
‘When the pilgrimage is done,

And we've the landscape overrun,

I am bitter, vacant, thwarted,

And your heart is unsupported.
Vainly valiant, you have missed
The manhood that should yours resist,—
Its complement ; but if 1 could,

In severe or cordial mood,

Lead you rightly to my altar,
Where the wisest Muses falter,

And worship that world-warming spark
Which dazzles me in midnight dark,
Equalizing small and large,

wc}mile the soul it doth surcharge,
That the poor is wealthy grown,
And the hermit never alone,—

The traveller and the road seem one
With the errand to be done,—

That were a man's and lover's

That were Freedom's whitest chart.

FORBEARANCE.

HasT thou named all the birds without a gun?
Loved the wood-rose, and left it on its stalk?
At rich men's tables eaten bread and pulse?
Unarmed, faced danger with a heart of trust?

And loved so well a high behaviour,

In man or maid, thatthou from speech refrained
Nobility more noble to repay ? 4
0O, be my friend, and tcac?namc to be thine |

LETTERS.

EvERY day brings a ship,

Every ship brings a wor% -

Well for those who have no fear,
Looking seaward well assured
That the word the vessel brings
Is the word they wish to hear.

SURSUM CORDA,

SEEK not the spirit, if it hide

Inexorable to thy zeal:

Trembler, do not whine and chide :

Art thou not also real?

Why shouldst thou stoop to poor excuse?
Turn on the accuser roundly ; say,

‘Here am I, here will I abide

For ever to myself soothfast ;

Go thou, sweet Heaven, or at thy pleasure stay ! *
Already Heaven with thee its lot has cast,
For only it can absolutely deal.

ODE TO BEAUTY.

WHo gave thee, O Beauty,
The keys of this breast,—
Too credulous lover

Of blest and mm l

Say, when in la; a
Th};e knew I of old ?

Or what was the service
For which I was sold ?
When first my eyes saw thee,
I found me tgy thrall,

By magical drawings,
Sweet tyrant of all!

I drank at thy fountain
False waters of thirst;
Thou intimate stranger,
Thou latest and first !

Thy dangerous glances
Make women of men ;
New-born, we are melting
Into nature again.

Lavish, lavish promiser,

Nigh persuading gods to err!
Guest of million painted forms,
Which in turn thy glory. warms |
The frailest leaf; the mossy bark,
The acorn’s cup, the raindrop'sarc,
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" The swinging s[;ider‘s silver line,

The ruby of the drop of wine,
The shining pebble of the pond,
Thou inscribest with a bond,

In thy momentary play,

Would bankrupt nature to repay.

Ah, what avails it

To bide or to shun

Whom the Infinite One

Hath granted his throne ?

The heaven high over

Is the deep's lover ;

The sun and sea,

Informed by thee,

Before me run,

And draw me on,

Yet fly me still,

As Fate refuses

To me the heart Fate for me chooses.
Is it that my opulent soul

Was mingled from the generous whole;
Sea-valleys and the deep of skies
Furnished several supplies ;

And the sands whereof I'm made
Draw me to them, self-betrayed?
I turn the proud portfolio

Which holds the grand designs
Of Salvator, of Guercino,

And Piranesi's lines.

I hear the lofty paans

Of the masters of the shell,

Who heard the starry music,
And recount the numbers well ;
Olympian bards who sung
Divine Ideas below,

Which always find us young,
And always keep us so.

Oft, in streets or humblest places,
I detect far-wandered graces,
Which, from Eden wide astray,
In lowly homes have lost their way.

Thee lidi_n%‘ through the sea of form,
Like the lightning through the storm,
Somewhat not to be possessed,
Somewhat not to be caressed,

No feet so fleet could ever find,

No perfect form could ever bind
Thou eternal fugitive,

Hovering over :ﬁl that live,

Quick and skilful to inspire

Sweet, extravagant desire,

Starry space and lily-bell

Filling with thy roseate smell,

Wilt not give the lips to taste

Of the nectar which thou hast,

All that's good and great with thee
Works in close conspiracy ;
Thou hast bribed the dark and lonely
To report thy features only,
And the cold and purple morning
Itself with thoughts of thee adorning ;
The leafy dell, the city mart,
Equal trophies of thine art ;
E’en the flowing azure air
Thou hast mcﬁeu for my despair;
And, if I languish into ms,

n I meet the ardent beams.
Queen of things ! I dare not die
In Being’s deeps past ear and eye,

WORKS OF RALPH WALDO EMERSON.

" Lest there T find the same deceiver
And be the sport of Fate t'ore gevtrrer,
Dread Power, but dear | if God thoy be,
Unmake me quite, or give thyself to me |

GIVE ALL TO LOVE

Give all to love ;

Obey thy heart ;

Friends, kindred, days,
Estate, good-fame,

Plans, credit, and the Muse,—
Nothing refuse,

"Tis a brave master ;
Let it have scope :
Follow it utterly,
Hope beglrond hope :
High and more high
It dives into noon,
With wing unspent,
Untold intent ;

But it is a god,
Knows its own path
And the outlets of the sky.

It was not for the mean;
It requireth courage stout,
Souls above doubt,
Valour unbending ;

Such “twill reward,—
They shall return

More than they were,
And ever ascending.

Leave all for love ;

Yet, hear me, yet,

One word more thy heart behoved,
One pulse more of firm endeavour,—
Keep thee to-day,

To-morrow, for ever,

Free as an Arab

Of thy beloved.

Cling with life to the maid;

But when the surprise, :

First vague shadow of surmise
Flits across her bosom young

Of a joy apart from thee,

Free be she, fancy-free;

Nor thou detain?zr vesture's hem,
Nor the palest rose she flung
From her summer diadem.

Though thou loved lher as thyself,
As a self of purer clay,

Thougb ‘hgrl;arting J’Lms't.hc day,
Stealing grace from all alive ;
Heartily know

When half-gods go,

The gods arrive.
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THE ROMANY GIRL.

Tue sun goes down, and with him takes
The coarseness of my poor attire ;

The fair moon mounts, and aye the flame
OFf Gypsy beauty blazes higher.

Pale Northern girls ! you scorn our race ;
You captives of your air-tight halls,

Wear out in-doors your sickly days,

But leave us the horizon walf.:..

And if I take you, dames, to task,
And say it frankly without guile,

Then you are Gypsies in a mask,

And I the lady all the while.

If, on the heath, below the moon,

1 court and play with paler blood,
Me false to mine dare whisper none,-
One sallow horseman knows me good.

Go, keep your cheek's rose from the rain,
For teeth and hair with shopmen deal ;
My swarthy tint is in the grain,

The rocks and forest know it real.

The wild air bloweth in our lungs,
The keen stars twinkle in our eyes,
The birds gave us our wily tongues,
The panther in our dances flies.

You doubt we read the stars on high,
Nathless we read your fortunes true ;
The stars may hide in the upper sky,
But without glass we fathom you.

FATE.

THAT you are fair or wise is vain,

Or strong, or rich, or generous ;,

You must add the untaught strain
That sheds beauty on the rose.

There's a melody born of melody,
Which melts the world into a sea.

Toil could never compass 1t ;

Art its height could never hit;

It came never out of wit;

But a music music-born

Well may Jove and Juno scorn.

Thy beauty, if it lac the fire i
Which drives me mad with sweet desire,
What boots it? what the soldier's mail,
Unless he conguer and prevail ? .
What all the goods thy pride which lift,
If thou pine for another's gift ?

Alas! that one is born in blight,
Victim of perpetual slight:

When thou lookest on his face,

Thy heart saith, ‘ Brother, go thy ways !
None shall ask thee what thou doest,
Or care a rush for what thou knowest,
Or listen when thou repliest,

Or remember where thou liest,

Or how thy supper is sodden’;

And another is born

To make the sun forgotten.

Surely he carries a talisman

Under his tongue ;

Broad his shoulders are and strong;;

And his eye is scornful, ;
Chreatening, and young,

I hold it of little matter

Whether your jewel be of pure water,

A rose diamond or a white, g
But whether it dazzle me with light.

I care not how you are dressed,

In coarsest weeds or in the best ;

Nor whether your name is base or brave ;
Nor for the fashion of your behaviour ; '
I-h_.lt whether you charm me, i
Bid my bread feed and my fire warm me,
And dress up Nature in your favour.
One thing is for ever good ;

That one thing is Success,—

Dear to the Eumenides,

And to all the heavenly brood.

\:n’hol bides at home, nor looks abroad,
Carries the eagles, and masters the sword.

GUY.

MoRrTAL mixed of middle clay,

Attempered to the night and day,

Interchangeable with things,

Needs no amulets nor rings.

Guy possessed the talisman

That all things from him began ;

And as, of old, Polycrates

Chained the sunshine and the breeze,

So did Guy betimes discover

Fortune was his guard and lover;

In strange junctures, felt, with awe,

His own symmetry with law;

That no mixture could withstand

The virtue of his lucky hand.

He gold or jewel could not lose,

Nor not receive his ample dues.

In the street, if he turned round,

His eye the eye 'twas seeking found.

It seemed his Genius discreet

Worked on the Maker's own receipt,

And made each tide and element

Stewards of stipend and of rent ;

S that the common waters fell

As costly wine into his well.

He had so sped his wise affairs

That he caught Nature in his snares;

Early or late, the falling rain

Arrived in time to swell his grain;

Stream could not so perversely win

But corn of Guy's was there to grind ;

The siroc found it on its way,

To speed his sails, to dry his hay ;

And the world's sun seemed to rise,

To drudge all day for GI.I]; t:l:il‘rm.

In his rich nurseries, timely SEb,

Strong crab with nobler blood did ill;

The zephyr in his garden rolled

From nlum-trees vegetable gold;

And all the hours © the year

With their own harvest honoured were.

There was no I’mstlgzt Dx:r;l::me came,
nor ml Ul "

g;;:{r;:‘li“t:; wind and world the toil

And venture, and to Guy the oil.
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TO EVA.

O FAIR and stately maid, whose eyes
Were kindled in the upper skies

At the same torch that ]_l?htcd mine ;
For so I must interpret still
Thy sweet dominion o'er my will,

A sympathy divine.

Ah! let me blameless upon

Features that seem at heart my own ;
Nor fear those watchful sentinels,

Who charm the more their glance forbids,

Chaste-glowing, underneath t.heLr lids,
With fire that draws while it repels.

THE AMULET.

Your picture smiles as first it smiled ;
The ring you gave is still the same ;

Your letter tells, O changing child !
No tidings sznce it came.

Give me an amulet

That keeps intelligence with you,—
Red when you love, and rosier red,

And when you love not, pale and blue.

Alas! that neither bonds nor vows
Can certify possession ;

Torments me still the fear that love
Died in its last expression,

HERMIONE.

Ox a mound an Arab lay,

And sung his sweet regrets,

And told his amulets ;

The summer bird

His sorrow heard,

And, when he heaved a sigh profound,

The sympathetic swallow swept the ground.

*If it be, as they said, she was not fair,
Beauty’s not beautiful to me,

But sceptred genius, aye inorbed,
Culminating in her sphere.

This Hermione absorbed

T'he lustre of the land and ocean,

Hills and islands, cloud and tree,

In her form and motion.

‘I ask no bawble miniature,
or ringlets dead
Shorn from her comely head,
Now that morning not disdains
Mountains and the misty plains
er colossal portraiture ;
They her heralds be,
Steeped in her quality,
And singers of her fame
Who is their Muse and dame.

‘ Higher, dear swallows ! mind p

Ah !ghecdless how the weak are sar,:-q:;al
Say, was it just, :
In thee to frame, in me to trust,
Thou to the Syrian couldst belong ?

I s;{y:

‘I am of a lineage

That each for each doth fast engage ;
In old Bassora's schools, I seeme
Hermit vowed to books and gloom,—
1ll-bested for gay bridegroom.

I was by thy touch redeemed ;

When thy meteor glances came,

We talked at large of worldly fate,
And drew truly every trait.

‘ Once I dwelt apart,

Now I live with all ;

As shepherd’s lamp on far hillside
Seems, by the traveller espied,

A door into the mountain heart,

So didst thou quarry and unlock
Highways for me through the rock.

‘ Now, deceived, thou wanderest

In strange lands unblest ;

And my kindred come to soothe me.
Southwind is my next of blood ;

He is come through fragrant wood,
Drugged with spice from climates warm,
And 1n every twinkling glade,

And twilight nook,

Unveils thy form.

Out of the forest way

Forth paced it yesterday ;

And wﬁen 1 sat by the water-course,
Watching the daylight fade,

1t throbbed up from the brook.

‘ River, and rose, and crag, and bird,
Frost, and sun, and eldest night,
To me their aid preferred,

To me their comfort plight ;—

** Courage | we are r.Eine allies,
And with this hint be wise,—
The chains of kind

The distant bind ;

Deed thou doest she must do,
Above her will, be true ;

And, in her strict resort

To winds and waterfalls,

And autumn's sunlit festivals,

To music, and to music’s thought,
Inextricably bound,

She shall find thee, and be found.
Follow not her flying feet ;

Come to us herself to meet.””’

INITIAL, DAMONIC, AND
CELESTIAL LOVE.

I
THE INITIAL LOVE.
VEnus, when her son was lost,
Cried him 1:; and down the coast,

In hamlets, palaces, and ey
And told the truant by his marks,
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Golden curls, and quiver, and bow.
This befell how long ago |
Time and tide are strangely changed,
Men and manners much deranged :
None will now find Cupid latent
By this foolish antique patent.
He came late along the waste,
Shod like a traveller for haste ;
With malice dared me to proclaim him,
That the maids and boys might name him.

Boy no more, he wears all coats,
Frocks, and blouses, capes, capotes ;
He bears no bow, or quiver, or wand,
Nor chaplet on his head or hand.
Leave his weeds and heed his eyes,—
All the rest he can disguise.

In the pit of his eye's a spark

Would bring back day if it were dark ;
And, if I tell you all my thought,
Though I comprehend it not,

In those unfathomable orbs

Every function he absorbs.

He doth eat, and drink, and fish, and shoot,
And write, and reason, and compute,
And ride, and run, and have, and hold,
And whine, and flatter, and regret,
And kiss, and couple, and beget,

By those roving eyeballs bolcf

TUndaunted are their courages,

Right Cossacks in their forages ;
Fleeter they than any creature,—
They are his steeds, and not his feature ;
Inquisitive, and fierce, and fasting,
Restless, predatory, hasting ;

And they pounce on other eyes

As lions on their prey ;

And round their circles is writ,

Plainer than the day,

Underneath, within, above,—
Love—love—love—love,

He lives in his eyes ; L
There doth digest, and work, and spin,
And buy, and sell, and lose, and win ;
He rolls them with delighted motion,
{,oy-tides swell their mimic ocean.

et holds he them with tautest rein,

That they may seize and entertain

The glance that to their glance opposes,
Like fiery honey sucked from roses.

He palmistry can understand,
Imbibing virtue by his hand

As if it were a living root; A
-The pulse of hands will make him mute ;
With all his force he gathers balms
Into those wise, thrilling palms.

Cupid is a casuist,

A mystic, and a cabalist,— .

Can your lurking thought surprise,
And interpret your device.

He is versed in occult science,

In magic, and in clairvoyance ;

Oft he keeps his fine ear strained,

And Reason on her tiptoe pained

For aéry intelligence,

And for strange coincidence.

But it touches his quick heart

When Fate by omens takes his grt, ;
And chance-dropped hints from Nature's sphere
Deeply soothe his anxious ear.

Heralds high before him run ;

He has ushers many a one ;

He spreads his welcome where he
And touches all things with his rosi?es‘
All things wait for and divine him,—
How shall I dare to malign him,

Or accuse the god of sport ?

1 must end my true report,

Painting him from head to foot,

In as.f:u' as 1 took note,

Trusting well the matchless power
Of this young-eyed emperor

Will clear his fame from every cloud,
With the bards and with the crowd.

He is wilful, mutable,

Shy, untamed, inscrutable,
Swifter-fashioned than the fairies,
Substance mixed of pure contraries ;
His vice some elder virtue's token,
And his good is evil-spoken.

Failing sometimes of his own,

He is headstrong and alone ;

He affects the wood and wild,

Like a flower-hunting child ;

Buries himself in summer waves,

In trees, with beasts, in mines, and caves,
Loves nature like a horned cow,
Bird, or deer, or caribou.

Shun him, nymphs, on the fleet horses !
He has a total world of wit ;

O how wise are his discourses !

But he is the arch-hypocrite,

And, through all science and all art,
Seeks alone his counterpart.

He is a Pundit of the East,

He is an augur and a priest,

And his soufwi]l melt in prayer,

But word and wisdom is a snare ;
Corrupted by the present toy

He follows joy, and only joy.

There is no mask but he will wear;
He invented oaths to swear ;

He paints, he carves, he chants, he prays,
And holds all stars in his embrace.

He takes a sovran privilege

Not allowed to any liege ;

For Cupid goes behind all law,

And rig%t into himself does draw ;

For he is sovereignly allied,—
Heaven's oldest blood flows in his side,—
And interchangeably at one

With every king on every throne,
That no god dare say him nay,

Or see the fault, or seen betray :

He has the Muses by the heart,

And the stern Parcae on his part,

His many signs cannot be told ;
He has not one mood, but manifold,
Many fashions and addresses,
Piques, reproaches, hurts, caresses;
He will preach like a friar,
And jump like Harlequin;
He will read like a crier,
And fight like a Paladin.
Boundless is his memory ; 3
Plans immense his term prolong ;
He is not of counted age,
Meaning always to be young
And his wish is intimacy,
Intimater intima_c:.-,EJr

a stricter privacy ;
%‘ES impossih?f shall'yet be done,
And, being two, shall still be one.
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As the wave breaks to foam on shelves,
Then runs into a wave again,

So lovers melt their sundered selves,
Yet melted would be twain.

1I.
THE DEMONIC LOVE.

Man was made of social earth,
Child and brother from his birth,
Tethered by a liquid cord

Of blood through veins of kindred poured.

Next his heart the fireside band

Of mother, father, sister, stand ;
Names from awful childhood heard
Throbs of a wild religion stirred ;—
Virtue, to love, to hate them, vice ;
Till dangerous Beauty came, at last,
Till Beauty came to snap all ties ;
The maid, abolishing the past,

With lotus wine obliterates

Dear memory’s stone-incarved traits,
And, by herself, supplants alone
Friends year by year more inly known.
When her calm eyes opened bright,
All else grew foreign in their lig%t.
It was ever the selfsame tale,

The first experience will not fail ;
Only two in the garden walked,

And with snake and seraph talked.

Close, close to men,
Like undulating layer of air,
Right above their l)':eads,
The potent plain of Damons spreads,
Stands to each human soul its own,
For watch, and ward, and furtherance,
In the snares of Nature’s dance ;
And the lustre and the grace
To fascinate each youthful heart,

ing from its counterpart,
Translucent through the mortal covers,
Is the Damon’s form and face.
To and fro the Genius hies,—
A gleam which plays and hovers
Over the maiden’s ﬁad,

And dips sometimes as low as to her eyes,

bfnknown, albeit lyin near,
To men, the path to the Dazmon sphere ;
And they that swiftly come and go
Leave‘no track on the heaven] snow,
Somenmes_ the airy synod bcn(L,
And the mighty choir descends,
And the brains of men thenceforth,
In crowded and in still resorts,
Teem with unwonted thoughts :
As, when a shower of meteors
Cross the orbit of the earth,
And, lit by fringent air,

laze near and far,
Mortals deem the planets bright
Have slipped their sacred bars,
And the lone seaman all the night
Sails astonished amid stars,

Beauty of a richer vein,
Graces of a subtler strain,
nto men these moonmen lend,
And our shrinking sky extend,
15 man’s narrow path
By strength and terror skirted -
Also (from the song the wrath

Of the Genif beaverted!
e Muse the truth uncoloy 2
The Damons are self-seekinmd Speaking),
Their fierce and limitary wi]
]i);aws men to their likeness sti]],
The erring painter made Loye blind,—
gjghestd.pove wh}:::_ shines on a]] l;md,
im, radiant, s st-sighted
None can bev_vilderp;e 5 &0d,
Whose eyes pierce
The universe,
Path-finder, road-builder,
Mediator, royal giver ;
Rightly seeing, nghtly seen,
Of joytul and transparent mien,
'Tis a sparkle passing
From each to each, from thee to me,
To and fro perpetually ;
Shaning all, daring al
Levelling, displacing
Each obstruction, it unites
Equals remote, and seeming Opposites.
And ever and for evar Love
Delights to build a road :
Unheeded Danger near him strides,
Love laughs, and on a lion rides,
But Cupid wears another face,
Born into Dzmons less divine :
His roses bleach apace,
His nectar smacks of wine.
The Damon ever builds a wall,
Himself encloses and includes,
Solitude in solitudes ;
In like sort his love doth fall.
He doth elect
The beautiful and fortunate,
And the sons of intellect,
And the souls of ample fate,
Who the Future's gates unbar,—
Minions of the Morning Star.
In his prowess he exults,
And the multitude insults.
His impatient looks devour
Oft the humble and the poor ;
And, seeing his efye glare,
They drop their few pale flowers,
Gathered with hope to please,
Along the mountain towers,—
Lose courage, and despair.
He will never be gainsaid,—
Pitiless, will not be stayed ;
His hot tyranny L
Burns up every other tie.
erefore comes an hour from Jove
Which his ruthless will defies,
And the dogs of Fate unties.
Shiver the palaces of glass ;
Shrivel the rainbow-coloured walls, Frelt
Where in brightArteachil:dand sibyl dwe
ure as in the zodiac's belt ;
And the galleries and halls,
herein every siren sung,
ike a meteor pass.
For this fortune wanted root
In the core of God's abysm,—
Was a weed of self and schism ;
And ever the Dzmonic love
Is the ancestor of wars,
And the parent of remorse.
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I1I.
THE CELESTIAL LOVE.

But God said,

‘I will have a purer gift ;

There is smoke in the flame ;

New flowerets bring, new prayers uplift,
And love without a name.

Fond children, ye desire

To please each other well;

Another round, a higher,

Ye shall climb on the heavenly stair,
And §clﬁsh preference forbear ;

And in right deserving,

And without a swerving

Each from your proper state

Weave roses for your mate.”

Deep, deep are loving eyes,
Flowed with naphtha fiery sweet ;
And the point is Paradise

Where their glances meet;

Their reach shall yet be more profound,
And a vision without bound ;

The axis of those eyes sun-clear
Be the axis of the sphere ;

So shall the Ii%hts ye pour amain
Go, without check or intervals,
Through from the empyrean walls,
Unto the same again.

Higher far into the pure realm,
Over sun and star,

Over the flickering Damon film,
Thou must mount for love ;

Into vision where all form

In one only form dissolves;

In a region where the wheel

On which all beings ride

Visibly revolves;

Where the starred eternal worm
Girds the world with bound and term ;
Where unlike r.hin?s are hike;
Where good and ill,

And joy and moan,

Melt into one.

There Past, Present, Future shoot
Triple blossoms from one root ;
Substances at base divided

In their summits are united ;
There the holy ‘essence rolls,
One through separated souls ;
And the sunny /on sleeps
Folding Nature in its deeps

And every fair and every good,
Known in part, or known impure,
To men below,

In their archetg'pes endure.

The race of gods,

Or those we erring own,

Are shadows flitting up and down
In the still abodes.

The circles of that sea are laws

Which publish and which hide the cause.

Pray for a beam
Out of that sphere,
Thee to guide and to redeem.
0, what a load
By foing 4é pestowed
use towed,
Fgom his shoulders falls who sees
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The true astronomy,
The period of peace.
Counsel which the ages kept

Shall the well-born soul accept.

As the overhanging trees

Fill the lake with images,—

As garment draws the garment’s hem,
Men their fortunes bring with them.
By right or wrong,

Lands and goods go to the strong.
Pr_oIperty will brutely draw

Still to the proprietor ;

Silver to silver creep and wind,

And kind to kind.

Nor less the eternal poles

Of tendency distribute souls.

There need no vows to bind

‘Whom not each other seek, but find.
They give and take no pledge or oath,—
Nature is the bond of both :

No prayer persuades, no flattery tawns,—
Their noble meanings are their pawns.
Plain and cold is their address,

Power have they for tenderness ;

And, so thoroughly is known

Each other's counsel by his own,

They can parley without meeting ;

Need is none of forms of greeting ;

They can well communicate

In their innermost estate ;

When each the other shall avoid,

Shall each by each be most enjoyed.

Not with scarfs or perfumed gloves
Do these celebrate their loves;

Not by jewels, feasts, and savours,
Not by ribbons or by favours,

But by the sun-spark on the sea,
And the cloud-shadow on the lea,
‘The soothing lapse of morn to mirk,
And the cheerful round of work.
Their cords of love so public are,
They intertwine the farthest star :
The throbbing sea, the quaking earth,
Yield sympathy and signs of mirth ;
Is none so high, so mean is none,

But feels and seals this union ;

Even the fell Furies are appeased,
The good applaud, the lost are eased.

Love's hearts are faithful, but not fond,
Bound for the just, but not beyond ;
Not glad, as the low-loving herd,

Of self in other still preferred,

But they have heartily designed
The benefit of broad mankind.

And they serve men austerely,

After their own genius, clearly,
Without a false humility ;

For this is Love's nobility,—

Not to scatter bread and gold,
Goods and raiment bought and sold !
But to hold fast his sli)mg;lgz s:u:;e:,ce
And speak the speech of innocence,
And w%:h hand, ].Z.?d body, and bloed,
To make his bosom-counsel %1 i
For he that feeds men servet few;
He serves all who dares be true,
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SEA-SHORE.

I HEARD or seemed to hear the chiding Sea
Say, Pilgrim, why so late and slow to come ?
Am I not always here, thy summer home ?
Is not my voice thy music, morn and eve ?
My breath thy healthful climate in the heats,
My touch thy antidote, my bay thy bath ?
Was ever building like my terraces ?
‘Was ever couch magnificent as mine ?
Lie on the warm rock-ledges, and there learn
A little hut suffices like a town. 1
I make your sculptured architecture vain,
Vain beside mine. I drive my wedges home,
And carve the coastwise mountain into caves.
Lo ! here is Rome, and Nineveh, and Thebes,
Karnak, and Pyramid, and Giant's Stairs,
Half piled or prostrate ; and my newest slab
Older than all thy race.

Behold the Sea,

The opaline, the plentiful and strong,

Yet beautiful as is the rose in June,

Fresh as the trickling rainbow of July ;'

Sea full of food, the nourisher of kinds,

Purger of earth, and medicine of men ;

Creating a sweet climate by my breath,

Washing out harms and %nefs from memory,
And, in my mathematic ebb and flow,

Giving a hint of that which changes not.

Rich are the sea-gods :—who gives gifts but they ?
They gr;)pe the sea for pearls, but more than

pearls:
They pluck Force thence, and give it to the wise.
For every wave is wealth to Dadalus,
Wealth to the cunning artist who can work
This matchless strength. Where shall he find, O
waves !
A load your Atlas shoulders cannot lift ?

I with my hammer pounding evermore
The rocky coast, smite Andes into dust,
Strewing my bed ; and, in another age,
'l;ﬁbmid a 1;mm;i}::ern. of better men.

en 1 unbar the doors: m: ths lead out
The exodus of nations : I ‘:I1y parsc
Men to all shores that front the hoary main

I too have arts and sorceries;
Illusion dwells for ever with the wave.
1 know what spells are laid. Leave me to deal
With credulous and imaginative man ;
For, though he SCOOp my water in his palm,
A few rods off he deems it gems and clouds,
Planting strange fruits and sunshine on the shore
make some coast alluring, some lone isle, :
To distant men, who must g0 there, or die.

MERLIN.
grlnél}l:ulharpmu I}e\r:rplease

mun‘f ear;

Its should ring as blows the breeze
Free, peremptory, clear.

No jingling serenader’s art,

Nor e of piano stri

Can make the wild start

In its mystic springs.

The kingly bt;rd R
Must smite the chords rudel

As with hammer or with mage?nd hard,
That they may render back

Artful thunder, which conveys

Secrets of the solar track

Sparks of the supersolar blaze,

Merlin’s blows are strokes of fate
Chimirlng wi]l;h {:J]‘u: for]:st tone

‘When boughs buffet boughs in the wand .
Chiming \\ﬁth the gasp a%:d moan b
Of the ice-imprisoned flood ;

With the pulse of manly hearts ;

With the voice of orators ;

With the din of city arts;

With the cannonade of wars ;

With the marches of the brave ;

And prayersof might from martyrs' caye.

Great is the art,

Great be the manners, of the bard,
He shall not his brain encumber
With the coil of rhythm and number ;
But, leaving rule and pale forethought,
He shall aye climb 1

For his rhyme.

¢ Pass in, pass in,’ the angels say,

‘In to the upper doors,

Nor count compartments of the floors,
But mount to paradise

By the stairway of surprise.’

Blameless master of the games,
King of sport that never shames,
He shall daily joy dispense

Hid in song's sweet influence.
Things more cheerly live and go,
What time the subtle mind

Sings aloud the tune whereto
Their pulses beat,

And march their feet,

And their members are combined.

By Sybarites beguiled,

H‘; shall no task decline ;
Merlin's mighty line

Extremes o? nature reconciled,—
Bereaved a tyrant of his will,
And made the lion mild.

Songs can the tempest still,
Scattered on the stormy air,
Mould the year to fair increase,
And bring in poetic peace.

He shall not seek to weave,

In weak, unhappy times,

Efficacious rhymes ;—

Wait his returning strength.

Bird, that from the nadir’s floor

To the zenith’s top can soar,

The soaring orbit of the muse exceeds that
journey's length. -

Nor profane affect to hit -

Or compass that, by meddling wit,

Which only the propitious mi

Publishes when "tis inclined.

There are open hours

When the God’s will sallies free,

And the dull idiot might see i

The flowing fortunes of a thousand years

Sudden, at unawares,

Self-moved, fly-to the doors,

Nor sword of angels could reveal

‘What they conceal,



THE HARP.

BACCHUS.

BrinG me wine, but wine which never grew

In the belly of Ih%g’l‘a‘pe,

QOr grew on vine whose tap-roots, reaching through
Ungcr the Andes to the Eape. : $ >
Suffered no savour of the earth to scape.

Let its grapes the morn salute

From a nocturnal root,

Which feels the acrid juice

Of Styx and Erebus;

And turns the woe of Night,

By its own craft, to a more rich delight.

We buy ashes for bread ;

We buy diluted wine ;

Give me of the true,—

Whose ample leaves and tendrils curled
Among the silver hills of heaven,
Draw everlasting dew ;

‘Wine of wine,

Blood of the world,

Form of forms, and mould of statures,
That I intoxicated,

And by the draught assimilated,

May float at pleasure through all natures ;
The bird-language rightly spell,

And that which roses say so well :

Wine that is shed

Like the torrents of the sun

Up the horizon walls,

Or like the Atlantic streams, which run
When the South Sea calls.

‘Water and bread,

Food which needs no transmuting,
Rainbow-flowering, wisdom-fruiting,
Wine which is already man,

Food which teach and reason can.

Wine which Music is,—
Music and wine are one,—
That I, drinking this,
Shall hear far Chaos talk with me ;
Kings unborn shall walk with me ;
And the poor grass shall plot and plan
What it will do when it is man.
gu:ckened so, will I unlock

very crypt of every rock.

I thank the joyful juice

For all I know ;—

Winds of remembering

Of the ancient being blow,
And seeming-solid walls of use

Open and flow.

Pour, Bacchus ! the remembering wine ;
Retrieve the loss of me and mine !
Vine for vine be antidote,

And the grape requite the lote !
Haste to cure the old despair,—
Reason in Nature's lotus drenched,
The memory of ages quenched ;
Give them again to shine;

Let wine repair what this undid ;
And where the infection slid,

A dazzling memory revive;

Refresh the faded tints,
Recut the aged prints,
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And write my old adventures with the pen

Which on the first day drew,
UFIIxm the tablets blue,
The dancing Pleiads and eternal men.

THE HARP.

ONE musician is sure,

His wisdom will not fail,

He has not tasted wine impure,
Nor bent to passion frail.

Age cannot cloud his memory,
Nor grief untune his voice,
Ranging down the ruled scale
From tone of joy to inward wail,
Tempering the pitch of all

In his windy cave.

He all the fables knows,

And in their causes tells,—
Knows Nature's rarest moods,
Ever on her secret broods.

The Muse of men is coy,

Oft courted will not come ;

In palaces and market-squares
Entreated, she is dumb ;

But my minstrel knows and tells
The counsel of the gods,

Knows of Holy Book the spells,
Knows the law of Night and Day,
And the heart of girl and boy,
The tragic and the gay,

And what is writ on Table Round
Of Arthur and his peers,
What sea and land discoursing say
In sidereal years.

He renders all his lore

In numbers wild as dreams,
Modulating all extremes,—

What the spangled meadow saith
To the children who have faith ;
Only to children children sing,
Only to youth will spring be spring.

Who is the Bard thus magnified ?
When did he sing ? and where abide?

Chief of song where poets feast
Is the wind-harp which thou seest
In the casement at my side.

Alolian ha.?, ) ;
How strangely wise thy strain !
Gay for youth, gay for youth,

Sweet is art, but sweeter truth,)

n the hall at summer eve
Fate and Beauty skilled to weave.
From the eager opening strings
Rung loud and bold the song.
Who but loved the wind-harp's note?
How should not the poet dote
On its mystic tongue,
With its primeval memory,
Reporting what old minstrels told
Of Merlin locked rhe‘ha.? within,—
Merlin paying the pain of su,
Pent in a dungeon made of air,—
And some attain his voice to hear,—
Words of pain and cries of fear,
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But pillowed all on melody,

As fits the griefs of bards to be.

And what if that all-echoing shell,
Which thus the buried Past can tell,
Should rive the Future, and reveal
What his dread folds would fain conceal ¥
It shares the secret of the earth,

And of the kinds that owe her birtn.
Speaks not of self that mystic tone,

But of the Overgods alone :

It trembles to the cosmic breath,—

As it heareth, so it s::nh T

Obeying meek the primal Cause,

It is the tongue of mundane laws.

And this, at least, I dare affirm.

Since genius too has bound and term,
There is no bard in all the choir,

Not Homer's self, the poet sire,

Wise Milton's odes of pensive pleasure,
Or Shakspeare, whom no mind can measure,
Nor Collins’ verse of tender pain,

Nor Byron’s clarion of disdain,

Scott, the delight of generous boys,

Or Wordsworl%, Pan’s recording voice,—
Not one of all can put in verse,

Or to this presence could rehearse,

The sights and voices ravishing

The boy knew on the hills in spring,
When pacing through the oaks he

Sharp queries of the sentry-bird,
Th:rﬁeavy grouse's sudden whir,

‘The rattle of the kingfisher;

Saw bonfires of the harlot flies

In the lowland, when day dies ;

Or marked, benighted and forlorn,

The first far signal-fire of morn.

These syllables that Nature spoke,

And the thoughts that in him woke,

Can adequately utter none

Save to his ear the wind-harp lone,
Therein I hear the Parca reel

The threads of man at their humming-wheel,
The threads of life, and power, and pain,
So sweet and mournful falls the strain,
And best can teach its Delphian chord
How Nature to the soul is moored,

If once again that silent string,

As erst it wont, would thrill and ring.

Not long ago, at eventide,
It seemed, so listening, at my side
A window rose, and, to say sooth,
I looked forth on the fields of youth :
I saw fair boys bestriding steeds,
I knew their forms in fancy weeds,
Long, long concealed by sundering 1ates,
Mates of my youth,—yet not my mates,
Stronger and bolder far than I,
With grace, with genius, well attired
And then as now from far admired,
Followed with love 3
They knew not of,
With passion cold and shy.
O joy, for what recoveries rare !
chewed,.l breathe Elysian air,

See youth’s glad mates in earliest bloom,—
reak not my dream, obtrusive tomb !
Or teach thou, Spring ! the grand recoil

Of life resurgent from the soil
Wherein was dropped the mortal spoil,

—_—
APRIL.

‘I'HE April winds are magic:
And thrill our tunefyl ﬁ:ilzi:]’-
‘I'he garden-walks are passional
'}:ﬁ b;t.éhelurs and dawes.

e hedge 15 gemmed wi 1
‘The air with (%upids i'u!l,th dianionds
The clews of fairy Rosamonds
Guide lovers to the pool.

Each dimple in the water,

Each leaf that shades the rock
Can cozen, pique, and flatter,
Can parley and provoke,
Goodfellow, Puck, and goblins
Know more than any book ;
Down with ?_‘rour doleful problems
And court the sunny brook. i
The south-winds are quick-witted
The schools are sad and slow,
The masters quite omitted

The lore we care to know.

WOODNOTES
I.

I.

WHEN the pine tosses its cones

‘To the song of its waterfall tones,
Who speeds to the woodland walks |
To birds and trees who talks ?
Casar of his leafy Rome,

There the poet is at home.

He goes to the river-side,—

Not hook nor line hath he ;

He stands in the meadows wide,—
Nor gun nor scythe to see :

Sure some god his eye enchants:
What he knows nobody wants.

In the wood he travels glad,
Without better fortune had,
Melancholy without bad.
Knowledge this man prizes best
Seems fantastic to the rest :
Pondering shadows, colours, clouds,
Gr:lss-bugs, and caterpillar-shrouds,
Boughs on which the wild bees settle,
Tints that spot the violet's petal,
Why Nature loves the number five,
And why the star-form she repeats:
Lover of all things alive,
Wonderer at all he meets,
Wonderer chiefly at himself.

Who can tell him what he is ?

Or how meet in human elf

Coming and past eternities?

2

And such i knew, a forest seer,

A minstrel of the natural year,
Foreteller of the vernalides, . d
Wise harbinger of spheres and tides,
A lover true, who kngwdlg heart i
Each joy the moyntain dales impart




WOODNOTES.

It seemed that Nature could not raise

A plant in any secret place,

In quaking bog, on snowy hill,

Beneath the grass that shades the rill,
Under the snow, between the rocks,

In damp fields known to bird and fox,
But he would come in the very hour

It opened in its virgin bower,

As if a sunbeam showed the place,

And tell its long-descended race.

It seemed as if the breezes brought him ;
It seemed as if the sparrows taught him ;
As if by secret sight he knew

Where, in far fields, the orchis grew.
Many haps fall in the field

Seldom seen by wishful eyes,

But all her shows did Nature yield,

To please and win this pilgrim wise.

He saw the partridge drum in the woods ;
He heard the woodcock's evening hymn ;
He found the tawny thrushes' broods ;
And the shy hawk did wait for him ;
What others did at distance hear,

And guessed within the thicket’s gloom,
Was showed to this philosopher,

And at his bidding seemed to come.

3.
‘Twas one of the charméd days,
‘When the genius of God doth flow,
The wind may alter twenty ways,
A tempest cannot blow ;
It may blow north, it still is warm }
Or south, it still is clear ;
Or east, it smells like a clover-farm;
Or west, no thunder fear,
The musing peasant lowly great
Beside the forest water sate ;
The rope-like pine-roots crosswise grown
Composed the network of his throne ;
The wide lake, edged with sand and grass,
‘Was burnished to a floor of glass,
Painted with shadows green and proud
Of the tree and of the cloud.
He was the heart of all the scene ;
On him the sun looked more serene ;
To hill and cloud his face was known,—
It seemed the likeness of their own ;
They knew by sacred sympathy
The public child of earth and sky.
‘ You ask,’ he said, ‘ what guide
Me through trackless thickets led,
Through thick-stemmed woodlands rough and
wide ?'—
I found the water’s bed. .
The water-courses were my guide ,
1 travelled grateful by their side,
Or through their channel dry ;
They led me through the thickest damp,
Through brake and fern, the beavers' camp,
Through beds of granite cut m{]mad
And their resistless friendship showed :
The falling waters led me,
The foodful waters fed me,
And brought me to the lowest land,
Unerring to the ocean sand.
moss upon the forest bark

Was polestar when the night was dark ;
%‘he 'el:iple berries in d}eod

up me necessary food ;
Forg\latum ever faithful is
To such as trust her faith

i T Sy
When the forest shall mislead me
When the night and morning lie,
When sea and land refuse to feed me
Twill be time enough to die ; ¢
Then will yet my mother yield

A pillow in her greenest field,

Nor the June flowers scorn to cover
The clay of their departed lover.

WOODNOTES.
I

As sunbeams stream through libeval space
And nothing jostle or displace,

So waved the pine-tree through my thought
And fanned the dreams it never g-oxg&h

‘ Whether is better the gift or the donor?
Come to me,’

Quoth the pine-tree,

‘1 am the giver of honour.

My garden is the cloven rock,

And my manure the snow;

And drifting sand-heaps feed my stock,
In summer's scorching glow.

‘ He is great who can live by me.
The rough and bearded forester

Is better than the lord ;

God fills the scrip and canister,
Sin piles the loaded board.

The lord is the peasant that was,
The peasant the lord that shall be ;
The lord is hay, the peasant grass,
One dry, and one the living tree.
Who liveth by the ragged pine
Foundeth a heroic line ;

Who liveth in the palace hall
Waneth fast and spendeth all.

He goes to my savage haunts,
With his chariot and his care ;
My twilight realm he disenchants,
And finds his prison there.

‘ What prizes the town and the tower?
Only wf?at the pine-tree yields;

Sinew that subdued the fields ;

The wild-eyed boy, who in the woods
Chants his hymn to hills and floods,
Whom the city's poisoning spleen

Made not pale, or fat, or lean ;

Whose iron arms, and iron mould,

Know not fear, fatigue, or cold.

I give my rafters to his boat,

My billets to his boiler's throat ;

And I will swim the ancient sea,

To Aoat my child to victory, :

And grant to dwellers with the pine
Dominion o'er the palm and vine. =
Who leaves the pine-tree, jeaves his friend,
Unnerves his strength, invites his end.

Cut a bough from my parent stem,

And dip it in thy porcelain vase;

A little while each russet gem :
Will swell and rise with wonted grace :

But when it secks enlarged supplies,

The orphan of the forest dies.

Whoso walks in solitude,
And inhabiteth the wood, Ly
Choosing light, wave, rock, and bird,

2M
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Before the money-loving herd,

Into that forester shall pass :
From these companions, power and grace
Clean shall he be, without, within,
From the old adhering sin,

All ill dissolving in the light

Of his triumphant piercing sight.
Not vain, sour, nor frivolous ;

Not mad, athirst, nor garrulous;
Grave, chaste, contented, though retired,
And of all other men desired.

On him the light of star and moon
Shall fall with purer radiance down ;
All constellations of the sky

Shed their virtue through his eye.
Him Nature giveth for defence

His formidable innocence ;

The mounting sap, the shells, the sea,
All spheres, all stones, his helpers be ;
He shall never be old ;

Nor his fate shall be foretold ;

He shall meet the speeding year,
Without wailing, without fear ;

He shall be happy in his love,

Like to like shall joyful prove ;

He shall be happy whilst he wooes
Muse-born, a daughter of the Muse.
But if with gold she bind her hair,
And deck her breast with dlamon(f,
Take off thine eyes, thy heart forbear,
Though thou lie alone on the ground.

‘ Heed the old oracles,
Ponder my spells ;
Song wakes in my pinnacles
When the wind swells.
Soundeth the %:'oeh:tic wind,
The shadows shake on the rock behind,
And the countless leaves of the pine are strings
Tuned to the lay the wood-god sings.
Hearken! Hearken !

If thou wouldst know the mystic song
Chanted when the sphere was young.
Aloft, abroad, the swells ;
O wise man | hear’st thou half it tells?
O wise man ! hear'st thou the least part?
"Tis the chronicle of art.
To the open air it sings
Sweet the genesis of things,
Of tendency through endless ages,
Of star-dust, and star pilgrimages,
Of rounded worlds, of space and time,
Of the old flood's subsiding slime,
Of chemic matter, force, and form,
Of poles and powers, cold, wet, and warm
The rushing metamorphosis
Dissolving all that fixture is,
Melts things that be to things that seem,
And solid pature to a dream.
O, listen to the undersong,—
The ever old, the ever young
And, far within those cadent pauses,
The chorus of the ancient Causes |
Delights the dreadful Destiny
To Hing his voice into the tree,
And shock thy weak ear with a note
Pmthedtil‘rnm the everlasting throat.

n music he repeats the pan
Whence the fair flock of Nafm-e sprang.
n&mﬁ thy earlnadare m&es;

st echoes are laden with tones

Which only the pure can hear ;

Thou canst not catch what th i

Of Fate and Will, of Want and Right
Of man to come, of human life, 3
Of Death, and Fortune, Growth, and Strife.»

Once again the pine-tree SUNE & e
¢ Speak not thy speech my boughs among 3
Put off thy years, wash in the %reeze il
My hours are peaceful centuries,
Talk no more with feeble tongue ;

No more the fool of space and time

Come weave with mine a nobler rhyéne_
Only thy Americans

Can read thy line, can meet thy glance
But the runes that I rehearse ;
Understands the universe ;

The least breath my boughs which tossed
Brings again the Pentecost,

To every soul resounding clear

In a voice of solemn cheer,—

‘“ Am I not thine # Are not these thine?”
And they reply, * For ever mine !”

My branches speak Italian,

English, German, Basque, Castilian,
Mountain speech to Highlanders,

Ocean tongues to islanders,

To Fin, and Lap, and swart Malay,

To each his bosom secret say.

Come learn with me the fatal song
Which knits the world in music strong,
Come lift thine eyes to lofty rhymes,

Of things with things, of times with times,
Primal chimes of sun and shade,

Of sound and echo, man and maid,

The land reflected in the flood,

Body with shadow still pursued.

For Nature beats in perfect tune,

And rounds with rhyme her every rune,
Whether she work in land or sea,

Or hide underground her alchemy.
Thou canst not wave thy staff in air,

Or dip thy paddle in the ?ake,

But it carves the bow of beauty there,
And the ripples in rhymes the oar fo .
The wood 1s wiser far than thou ;

The wood and wave each other know.
Not unrelated, unaffied, A

But to each thought and thing allied,

Is perfect Nature's every part,

Rooted in the mighty Heart.

But thou, poor child I unbound, unrhymed,
Whence camest thou, misplaced, mistimed !
‘Whence, O thou orphan and defrauded?
Is thy land peeled, thy realm marauded?
Who thee divorced, deceived, and left?
Thee of thy faith who hath bereft,

And torn the ensigns from thy brow,

And sunk the immortal eye so low ?

Thy cheek too white, thy form too slender,
Thy gait too slow, thy habits tender

For royal man ;—they thee confess

An exile from the wilderness,—

The hills where health with health agrees,
And the wise soul expels disease.

Hark ! in thy ear I will tell t!'le sign

By which thy hurt thou may'st dw_lnc.l.
V/hen thou shalt climb the mountain ity
Or see the wide shore from thy skiff

To thee the horizon shall express

But emptiness on emptiness ; | h
There lives no man of Nature's wort

In the circle of the earth ;
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And to thine eye the vast skies fall,
Dire and satirical

On clucking hens, and prating fools,
On thieves, on drudges, and on dolls,
And thou shalt say to the Most High,
* Godhead ! all this astronomy,

And fate, and practice, and invention,
Strong art, and beautiful pretension,
This radiant pomp of sun and star,
Throes that were, and worlds that are,
Behold ! were in vain and in vain ;—
It cannot be,—I will look again ;
Surely now will the curtain rise,

And earth’s fit tenant me surprise ;—
But the curtain doth no# rise,

And Nature has miscarried wholly
Into failure, into folly.”

¢ Alas ! thine is the bankruptcy,
Blessed Nature so to see.

Come, lay thee in my soothing shade,
And heal the hurts which sin has made.
I see thee in the crowd alone ;

I will be thy companion.

Quit thy friends as the dead in doom,
And build to them a final tomb ;

Let the starred shade that nightly falls
Still celebrate their funerals,

And the bell of beetle and of bee

Knell their melodious memory.

Behind thee leave thy merchandise,
Thy churches, and thy charities ;

And leave th}: peacock wit behind ;
Enough for thee the primal mind

That ﬁows in streams, that breathes in wind.
Leave all thy pedant lore apart;

God hid the whole world in thy heart.
Love shuns the sage, the child it crowns,
Gives all to them who all renounce,
The rain comes when the wind calls ;
‘The river knows the way to the sea;
Without a pilot it runs and falls,
Blessing allplands with its charity ;

The sea tosses and foams to find

Its way up to the cloud and wind ;

The shadow sits close to the flying ball ;
The date fails not on the palm-tree tall ;
And thou,—go burn thy wormy pages,—
Shalt outsee seers, and outwit sages.
Oft didst thou search the woods in vain
To find what bird had piped the strain ;
Seek not, and the little eremite

Flies gayly forth and sings in sight.

‘ Hearken once more !

I will tell thee the mundane lore.

Older am I than thy numbers wot;

Change I may, but'I pass not.

Hitherto all t¥1ings fast abide,

And anchored in the tempest ride.

Trenchant time behooves to hurry

All to yean and all to bury :

All the forms are fugitive,

But the substances survive.

Ever fresh the broad creation,
divine improvisation,

From the heart of God proceeds,

A single will, a million deeds.

Once slept the world an egg of stone, h

And pulse, and sound, and light was none ;_

And caid ** Throb!" and there was motion,

And the vast mass became vast ocean.

Onward and on, the eternal P

Who layeth the world's incessii’t plan,
Halteth never in one shape 4
But for ever doth escape,

Like wave or flame, into new forms

Of gem, and air, of plants, and worms,
I, that to-day am a pine,

Yesterday was a bundle of grass,

He is free and libertine,

Pouring of his power the wine

T'o every age, to every race ;

Unto every race and age

He emptieth the beverage ;

Unto each, and unto all,

Maker and original.

The world is the ring of his spells,

And the play of his miracles.

As he giveth to all to drink,

Thus or thus they are and think ;

He giveth little or giveth much,

To make them several or such,

With one drop sheds form and feature ;
With the next a special nature ;

The third adds heat’s indulgent spark ;
The fourth gives light whic%. eats the dark -
Into the ﬁftﬁ himself he flings,

And conscious Law is King of kings.
As the bee through the garden ranges
From world to world the godhead changes;
As the sheep go feeding in the waste,
From form to form he maketh haste ;
This vault which glows immense with light
Is the inn where he lodges for a night.
What recks such Traveller if the bowers
‘Which bloom and fade like meadow flowers
A bunch of fragrant lilies be,

Or the stars of eternity ?

Alike to him the better, the worse,—
The glowing angel, the outcast corse.
Thou meetest him by centuries,

And lo ! he passes like the breeze ;
Thou seek’st in globe and galaxy,

He hides in pure transparency ;

Thou askest in fountains and in fires,—
He is the essence that inquires.

He is the axis of the star,

He is the sparkle of the spar,

He is the heart of every creature,

He is the meaning of each feature ;

And his mind is the sky, AR
Than all it holds more deep, more high.

MONADNOCK.

THOUSAND minstrels woke within me,
¢ Qur music's in the hills " ;—

Gayest pictures rose to win me,
lfospard-co]omd rills.

¢ Up !—If thou knew'st who calls

To twilight parks of beech :[md pine,
igh the river intervals,

f\{l;ﬁveot‘;; pIoughmnn's highest line,

Over the owner's farthest walls |

here the airy citadel ‘
g);lf]ozk:rt:he surglyng landscape’s swell !

he stones the Day
heetr 'l‘:l,% ';n“?ri:si her seaand land display ;

Read the c:lesl.inf sign!
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" Lo! the south answers to the north ;
]ﬁgokworm. break this sloth urbane ;
A greater spirit bids thee forth E
Than the gay dreams which thee detain.
Mark how the climbing Oreads
Beckon thee to their arcades !

Youth, for a moment free as they,
Teach thy feet to feel the ground,
Ere yet arrives the wintry day
When Time thy feet has bound.
Take the bounty of th birth, !
Taste the lordship of the earth.

I heard, and I obeyed,— N
Assured that he who made the claim,
Well known, but loving not a name,

Was not to be gainsaid.

Ere yet the summoning voice was still,

1 turned to Cheshire's haughty hill.

From the fixed cone the cloud-rack flowed

Like ample banner flung abroad

To all the dwellers in the plains

Round about, a hundred miles, g

With salutation to the sea, and to the bordering
isles.

In his own loom's garment dressed,

By his proper bounty blessed,

Fast abides this constant giver,
Pouring many a cheerful river ;

To far eyes, an aerial isle

Unploughed, which finer spirits pile,‘
‘Which morn and crimson evening paint
For bard, for lover, and for saint ;

The people's pride, the country’s core,
Inspirer, prophet evermore ;

Pillar which God aloft had set

So that men might it not forget ;

It should be their life's ornament,

And mix itself with each event ;

Gauge and calendar and dial,
Weatherglass and chemic phial,
Garden of berries, perch of birds,
Pasture of pool-haunting herds,

Graced by each change of sum untold,
Earth-baking heat, stone-cleaving cold.

The Titan heeds his sky-affairs,
Rich rents and wide alliance shares ;
Mysteries of colour daily laid
By morn and eve in light and shade ;
And sweet varieties of chance,
And the mystic seasons’ dance ;
And thief-like step of liberal hours
Thawing snow-dnift into flowers.

, wondrous craft of plant and stone
By eldest science wrought and shown !

‘ Happy,' 1 said, * whose home is here !
Fair fortunes to the mountaineer |
Boon Nature to his poorest shed

Has royal pleasure-grounds outspread.
Intent, I searched the region round,
And in low hut the dweller found :—
Woe is me for my hope's downfall !

Is yonder squalid peasant all

] this proud nursery could breed
For God’s vicegerency and stead ?
Time out of mind, this forge of ores ;
guan'y of in mountain pores ;

Id cradle, hunting-ground, and bier
Of wolf and otter, and deer ;
Well-built abode of many a race ;

ower of observance searching space ;

Fa.clt;ory %f ri\]'er anld of rain ; N
Link in the alps’ globe-girding chain -
B\?' million changes skilled to %:11 e
What in the Eternal standeth wel]

And what obedient Nature can :—

Is this colossal talisman .
Kindly to plant, and blood, and kind,
But speechless to the master's mind ?

I thought to find the patriots

In whom the stock of freedom roots :
To myself I oft recount

Tales ot’slgml?y 3 fabmou;l mount,—
Wales, Scotland, Uri, Hungary's dells -
Bards, Roys, Scanderbegs, a:rg’l‘ells. f
Here Nature shall condense her powers
Her music, and her meteors, !
And lifting man to the blue deep
Where stars their perfect courses keep,
Like wise preceptor, lure his eye

To sound the science of the sky,

And carry learning to its height

Of untried power and sane delight :
The Indian cheer, the frosty skies,
Rear purer wits, inventive eyes,—
Eyes that frame cities where none be,
And hands that stablish what these see ;
And by the moral of his place

Hint summits of heroic grace ;

Man in these crags a fastness find

To fight pollution of the mind ;

In the wide thaw and ooze of wrong,
Adhere like this foundation strong,
The insanity of towns to stem

‘With simpleness for stratagem.

But if the brave old mould is broke,
And end in churls the mountain folk,
In tavern cheer and tavern joke,

Sink, O mountain, in the swamp !
Hide in thy skies, O sovereign lamp !
Perish like leaves, the highland breed :
No sire survive, no son succeed !

Soft ! let not the offended muse
Toil's hard hap with scorn accuse.
Many hamlets sought I then,

any farms of mountain men.
Rallying round a parish steeple
Nestle warm the highland people,
Coarse and boisterous, yet mild,
Strong as giant, slow as child,
Sweat and season are their arts,
Their talismans are ploughs and carts;
And well the youngest can command
Honey from t};e frozen land ;
With cloverheads the swamp adorn,
Change the running sand to corn ;
For wolf and fox bring lowing herds
And for cold mosses, cream and ¢
Weave wood to canisters and mats ;
Drain sweet maple juice in vats.
No bird is safe Szat cuts the air
From their rifle or their snare ;
No fish, in river or in lake, < %
But their long hands it thence will take ;
‘Whilst the country’s flinty face,
{aikgﬁvx, }t,hﬁ" rashior‘:‘in sln'lll betrays,

‘o e hollows, sink t Sy
Bﬁdﬁe.!lgulfs, drain swamps, build dams and

mi
And fit the bleak and howling waste
For homes of virtue, sense, and taste.
The World-soul_knows his own affair,
Forelooking, when he would prepare
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For the next ages, men of mould

Well embodied, well ensouled,

He cools the present’s fiery glow,

Sets the life-pulse strong but slow :
Bitter winds and fasts austere

His quarantines and grottos, where

He slowly cures decrepit flesh,

And brings it infantile and fresh.

Toil and tempest are the toys

And games to breathe his stalwart boys :
They bide their time, and well can prove,
If need were, their line from Jove ;

Of the same stuff, and so allayed,

As that whereof the sun is made,

And of the fibre, quick and stro;

Whose throbs are love, whose tﬁils are song.

Now in sordid weeds they sleep,
In dulness now their secret keep ;
Yet, will you learn our ancient speech,
These the masters who can teach.
Fourscore or a hundred words
All their vocal muse affords ;
But they turn them in a fashion
{’ast clerks’ ohr s bl: art or [

can spare the college bell,
And the learned lecture, well ;
Spare the clergy and libraries,
Institutes and dictionaries,
For what hardy Saxon root
Thrives here, unvalued, underfoot.
Rude poets of the tavern hearth,
;Sﬁlandering your unquoted mirth,

ich keeps the ground, and neversoars,

While Jake retorts, and Reuben roars :
Scoff of yeoman strong and stark,
Goes like bullet to its mark ;
While the solid curse and jeer
Never baulk the waiting ear.

On the summit as I stood,

O’er the floor of plain and flood
Seemed to me, the towering hill
Was not altogether still,

But a quiet sense conveyed ;

If I err not, thus it said :—

‘ Many feet in summer seek,

Oft, my far-appearing peak ;

In the dreaded winter time,

None save dappling shadows climb
Under clouds, my lonely head,

Old as the sun, old almost as the shade.
And comest thou

To see strange forests and new snow,
And tread uplifted land?

And leavest thou thy lowland race,
Here amid clouds to stand ?

And wouldst be m com;ﬁamon

Where I gaze, and still shall gaze,
Throu ioarding nights and spending days,
When forests fall, and man is gone,
Over tribes and over times,

At the burning Lyre,

Nearing me,

With its stars of northern fire,

In many a thousand years

¢ Ah ! welcome, if thou bring

My secretin thy brain; =~
To mountain-top may Muse's wing
With good allowange strain,

Gentle pilgrim, if thou know
The gamut old of Pan,

And how the hills began,
'I‘he frank blessings of the hill
Fall on thee, as fall they will.

‘ Let him heed who can and will ;
Enchantment fixed me here 4
To stlandbthe hurts of time, until
In mightier chant I disappear.
If thou trowest
How the chemic eddies play,
Pole to pole, and what they say;
And that these gray crags
Not on crags are hung,
But beads are of a rosary
On prayer and music strung ;
And, credulous, through the granite seeming,
Seest the smile of Reason veaming ;—
Can thy style-discerning eye
The hidden-working Builder spy,
Who builds, yet makes no chips, no din,
With hammer soft as snowflake's flight ;—
Knowest thou this?
O pilgrim, wandering not amiss!
Already my rocks lie light
And soon my cone will spin.

* For the world was built in order,
And the atoms march in tune ;
Rhyme the pipe, and Time the warder,
The sun obeys them, and the moon,
Orb and atom forth they prance,
When they hear from far the rune ;
None so backward in the troop,
When the music and the dance
Reach his place and circumstance,
But knows the sun-creating sound,
And, though a pyramid, will bound.

 Monadnock is a mountain strong,
Tall and good my kind among ;
But well I know, no mountain can,
Zion or Meru, measure with man.
For it is on zodiacs wnt,

Adamant is soft to wit : 2
And when the greater comes again
With my secret in his brain,

I shall pass, as glides my shadow
Daily over hill and meadow.

¢ Through all time, in light, in gloom,
Well I hear the approaching feet
On the flinty pathway beat
Of him that cometh, and shall come ;
Of him who shall as lightly bear
My daily load of woods and streams,
As doth this round sky-cleaving boat
Which never strains its rocky beams ;
Whose timbers, as they silent float,
and Cnu;a]sius ugren]z;,
he lon eganies here,
ﬁg :tsll towis rinkled lands that be,

Sailing through stars with all their history.

‘ morn I lift my head,
SE: ;‘In;w England underspread',h I
South from Saint Lawrence to e Sound,
From Katskill east to the sea-bound.
Anchored fast nrior ng‘:n age,

i and sage, i
{Vah?li;t?:rgbz thoughts, like fmrpeaarl-seui,
Shall string Monadnock like a bead,
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Comes that cheerful troubadour,

This mound shall throb his face before,

As when, with inward nres and pain,

It rose a bubble from the plain.

When he cometh, I shall shed,

From this wellspring in my head,

Fountain-drop of spicier worth

Than all vintage of the earth.

There's fruit upon my barren soil

Costlier far than wine or oil.

There'sa blue and gold,—

Autumn-ripe, its juices hold

Sparta’s stoutness, Bethlehem's heart,

Asia’s rancour, Athens’ art,

Slowsure Britain’s secular might,

And the German's inward sight.

1 will give my son to eat

Best of Pan's immortal meat,

Bread to eat, and juice to drain,

So the coinage of his brain

Shall not be forms of stars, but stars,

Nor plctures pale, but Jove and Mars.

He comes, but not of that race bred

Who daily climb my specular head.

Oft as morning wreathes my ]

Fled the last plumule of the Dark,

Pants up hither the spruce clerk

From South Cove and City Wharf.

1 take him up my rugged sides,

Half-repentant, scant of breath,—

Bead-eyes my granite chaos show,

And my midsummer snow ;

Open the daunting map beneath,—

All his county, sea and land,

Dwarfed to measure of his hand ;

His day’s ride is a furlong space,

His city-tops a glimmering haze.

1 lélf:m his eyes on the sky-hoop bounding ;

‘‘ See there the grim gray rounding

Of the bullet of the earth

‘Whereon ye sail,

Tumbling steep

In the uncontinented deep.”

;H? looks on that, and he turns pale,

Tis even so, this treacherous kite,

Farm-furrowed, town-incrusted sphere,

Thoughtless of its anxious freight,

Plun%‘es eyeless on for ever;

And he, poor parasite,

Cooped in a ship he cannot steer,—

0 1s the captain he knows not,

Pgrt or pilot trows not,—

Risk or ruin he must share,

1 scowl on him with m cloud,

}\;:rh mﬁ[ nonl}:win_d c dill his blo%%;u
ame him, clattering down the r .

And to live he is in fchr, ]

Then, at last, I let him down

Once more into his dapper town,

To chatter, frightened, to his clan,

And forget me if he can.

As in the old poetic fame
The gods are blind and lame,
And the simular despite
g‘:lra I:. the more abounding might,

call not waste that b
Above the floral zone, iy

forests starve :

It is pure use ;—-
Wha;i;léeavu like those which here we glean and

Of a celestial Ceres and the Muse?

Ages are thy days, B e
Thou grand affirmer of the present tense

And type of permanence ! '
Firn:ic!ﬂsign of tht:i fa]::l Bci?g,

Amid these coward shapes of jo 3

That will not bide the 5ceinth Y A0 grief,

Hither we bring

Our insect miseries to thy rocks

And the whole flight, with folded wing,

Vanish, and end their murmuring,—

Vanish beside these dedicated blocks,

Which who can tell what mason laid ?

Spoils of a front none need restore,

Replacing frieze and architrave ;—

Yet flowers each stone rosette and metope brave :
Still is the haughty pile erect 4
Of the old building Intellect.

Complement of human kind,

Holding us at vantage still,

Our sumptuous indigence,

O barren mound, thy plenties fill !

We fool and prate ;

Thou art silent and sedate.

To myriad kinds and times one sense

The constant mountain dath dispense ;

Shedding on all its snows and leaves,

One joy 1t joys, one grief it fn'eves.

Thou seest, O watchman tall,

Our towns and races grow and fall.

And imagest the stab?e good,

In shifting form the formless mind,

And though the substance us elude,

We in thee the shadow find.

Thou, in our astronomy

An opaker star,

Seen haply from afar,

Above tﬁe horizon's hoop,

A moment, by the railway troop,

As o'er some bolder height they speed,—

By circumspect ambition,

By errant gain,

By feasters and the frivolous,—

Recallest us,

And makest sane.

Mute orator ! well skilled to plead,

And send conviction without phrase,
ou dost succour and remede

The shortness of our days,

And promise, on thy Founder's truth,

Long morrow to this mortal youth.

FABLE.

THE mountain and the squirrel
ad a quarrel ; S sy,
And the former called the latter ‘ Little Prig 5
Bun replied,
‘ You are doubtless very big ;
But all sorts of things and weal
Must be taken in together,
To make up a year
And T (TS o e
n ink it no di
To occupy my place. ;
If I'm not so large as you,
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You are not so small as I,

And not half so spry.

I'll not deny you make

A very pretty squirrel track ;

Talents differ ; all is well and wisely put ;
If I cannot carry forests on my back,
Neither can you crack a nut.'

TWO RIVERS.

Ty summer voice, Musketaquid,

Repeats the music of the rain;

But sweeter rivers pulsing flit

Through thee, as thou through Concord Plain,

Thou in thy narrow banks art pent :

The stream I love unbounded goes

Through flood and sea and firmament ;
Through light, through life, it forward flows.

I see the inundation sweet,
I hear the spending of the stream
'Ihx%ugh years, through men, through nature
eet
Thmugh’ love and thought, through power and
dream.

Musketaquid, a goblin strong,

Of shard and flint make jewels gay ;
They lose their grief who hear his song,
And where he winds is the day of day.

So forth and brighter fares my stream,—
Who drink it shall not thirst again;

No darkness stains its equal gleam,

And ages drop in it like rain.

WALDEINSAMKEIT.

I po not count the hours I spend
In wandering by the sea;

"T'he forest is my loyal friend,

A Delphic shrine to me.

In plains that room for shadows make
Of skirting hills to lie, |

Bound in by streams which give and take
Their colours from the sky ;

Or on the mountain-crest sublime,
Or down the oaken glade, |

O what have I to do with time?
For this the day was made.

Cities of mortals woe-begone
Fantastic care derides

But in the serious landscape lone
Stern benefit abides.

Sheen will tarnish, honey cloy,
A‘l‘ldul:lerry is only a mas{ of sad,
But, sober on a fund of JOB)f&
The woods at heart are glad.

There the great Planter plan
gf irui_tf#l wo_rlilds the grrgin, i
nd with a million spell
The souls that walk 1P: p;i?.cmm

Still on the seeds of all h
%:i:e rosﬁ of beauty b“:rnsc;mme
rough times that wear, and
Immortal youth rctu:;.:r i e

The black ducks mounting from the lake
‘l‘hc igeon in the pines, ;
The bittern's boom, a desert make
Which no false art refines,

Down in yon watery nook,

}Vhere bearded mists divide,

I“hc gray old gods whom Chaos knew,
The sires of Nature, hide.

Aloft, in secret veins of air,

Blows the sweet breath of song,
0, few to scale those uplands dare,
Though they to all belong !

See thou bring not to field or stone

‘The fancies found in books;

Leave authors’ eyes, and fetch your own,
To brave the landscape's looks.

Oblivion here I.}'sli; wisdom is,
Thy thrift, the sleep of cares;
For a proud idleness lik= this
Crowns all thy mean affairs.

SONG OF NATURE.

MixE are the night and morning,
The pits of air, the gulf of space,
The sportive sun, the gibbous moon,
The innumerable days.

1 hide in the solar glory,

1 am dumb in the pealing song,

I rest on the pitch of the torrent,
In slumber I am strong.

No numbers h;ove counted my tallies,
No tribes my house can y

:u:t !\:y the zhining Fount of Life,
And pour the deluge still 3

And ever by delicate powers
Gathering along the centuries

From race on race the rarest OWers,
My wreath shall nothing miss.

And many a thousand summers
My harvests ripened well,

‘And light from meliorating stars
With firmer glory fell:

t in characters
E)mitr:dpgft the scroll,
The building in the coral sea,
The planting of the coal.
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And thefts from satellites and rings
‘And broken stars I drew, .
‘And out of spent and aged things
1 formed the world anew ;

What time the gods kept carnival,
Tricked out in star and flower,

And in cramp elf and saunan forms
They swathed their too much power.

Time and ’l;lhought were m]
They laid their courses well,
Th:; poured the sea, and baked the layers
Of granite, marl, and shell.

But he, the man-child glorious,—
Where tarries he the while? §
The rainbow shines his harbinger,
“The sunset gleams his smile.

My boreal lights leap upward,
Forthright my planets roll,

And stiﬁ the man-child is not born,
The summit of the whole.

SUrveyors,

Must time and tide forever run?

Will never my winds go sleep in the west ?
Will never my wheels which whirl the sun
And satellites have rest?

Too much of donning and doffing,
Too slow the rainbow fades,

I weary of my robe of snow,

My leaves and my cascades ;

I tire of globes and races,

Too long the game is played ;

What without him is sunmer’s pomp,
Or winter's frozen shade ?

1 travail in pain for him,

My creatures travail and wait ;

His couriers come by squadrons,

He comes not to the gate.

Twice I have moulded an image,
And thrice outstretched my hand,
Made one of day, and one of night,
And one of the salt sea-sand.

One in a Judzan manger,
And one by Avon stream,
One over against the mouths of Nile
And one in the Academe. X

1 moulded kings and savio

And bards o'er kings to rule ;-
But fell the starry influence short,
The cup was never full. )

Yet whirl the glowing wheels

And mix the l;guwl aggal; ;ee IR
Seethe, Fate ! the ancient elements,

Heat, cold, wet, dry, and peace, and pain.

Let war and trade and creeds

Blend, ripen race on race, e
The sunburnt world a man shall breed
Of all the zones and countless days.

No ray is dimmed, no atom wi
My oldest force i.s'good as ne b
And the fresh rose on yonder‘:ﬁom

Gives back the bending heavens in dew.

—e

R S ———
XENOPHANES,

By fate, not option, frugal Nature gave
One scent to hyson and to wall-lower

One sound to pine-groves and to waterfalls
One aspect to the desert and the lake,
It was her stern necessity : all things

Are of one pattern made ; bird, beast, and fl
Song, picture, form, space, thought, and characyes
Deceive us, scemmf to be many things, acter
And are but one. Beheld far off, they part

As God and devil ; bring them to the ming
They dull its edge with their monotony, '

To know one element, explore another

And in the second reappears the first. h

The specious panorama of a year

But multiplies the image of a day,—

A belt of mirrors round a taper’s flame ;

| And universal Nature, through her vast

And crowded whole, an infinite paroquet
Repeats one note. b

MUSKETAQUID.

Becausk 1 was content with these poor fields,
Low, open meads, slender and sluggish streams,
And found a home in haunts which others scorned,
The partial wood-gods overpaid my love,

And granted me the freedom of their state,

And in their secret senate have prevailed

With the dear, dangerous lords that rule our life,
Made moon and planets parties to their bond,
And through my rock-like, solitary wont

Shot million rays of thought and tenderness.
For me, in showers, in sweeping showers, the

Spring
Visits the valley ;—break away the clouds,—
1 bathe in the morn’s soft and silvered air,
And loiter willing by yon loitering stream.
ws far off, and nearer, April's bird,
Blue-coated,—flying before from tree to tree,
Courageous, sing a delicate overture
To lead the tardy concert of the year.
Onward and nearer rides the sun of Maf’:
And wide around, the marriage of the plants
Is sweetly solemnized. Then flows amain
The surge of summer’s beauty ; dell and crag,
Hollow and lake, hillside, and pine arcade, .
Are touched with genius. Yonder ragged clif
Has thousand faces in a thousand hours.
Beneath low hills, in the broad interval
Through which at will our Indian rivulet
Winds mindful still of sannup and of squa%:
Whose pipe and arrow oft the plough unburits
Here in pine houses built of new-fallen trees,
Supplanters of the tribe, the farmers dwe'. A
Traveller, to thee, perchance, a tedious ro1%
Or, it may be, a picture ; to these men,
landscape is an armoury of powers ...,
know to dm“’.‘:‘:‘_of. v
£ ;

Which, one by one, they ki
They harness beast, bird, insect. 10 the 4
Thﬁy Iprou the virtues of each bed of rock
And, like the chemist mid his loaded JAT5
Draw from each stratum its adapted Us€ .,
To drug their crops or weapon their ?“I:J
They turn the frost upon their chemic P
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They set the wind to winnow pulse and grain,
Th X thank the spring-flood for its fertile slime,
Earlier, on cheap summit-levels of the snow,
Slide with the sledge to inaccessible woods
O’er meadows bottomless. SoI year by year,
They ﬁghl the el ts with A
hat one would say, meadow and forest walked,
ransmuted in these men to rule their like,)
And by the order in the field disclose
The order regnant in the yeoman's brain,

What these strong masters wrote at large in miles
I followed in small copy in my acre ;

For there's no rood has not a star above it ;

The cordial quality of pear or plum

Ascends as gladly in a single tree

As in broad orchards resonant with bees ;

And every atom poises for itself,

And for the whole. The gentle deities

Showed me the lore of colours and of sounds,
The innumerable tenements of beauty,

The miracle of generative force,

Far-reaching concords of astronomy

Felt in the plants, and in the punctual birds ;
Better, the linked purpose of the whole,

And, chiefest prize, found I true liberty

In the glad home plain-dealing nature gave.

The fao ite found me impolite ; the great

Would mortify me, but in vain ; for still

I am a willow of the wilderness,

Loving the wind that bent me. All my hurts
My garden spade can heal. A woodland walk,
A quest of river-grapes, a mocking thrush,

A wild-rose, or rock-loving columbine,

Salve my worst wounds.

For thus the wood-gods murmured in my ear :

‘ Dost love our manners? Canst thou silent lie ?
Canst thou, thy pride forgot, like nature gass
Into the winter night's extinguished wood ?
Canst thou shine now, then darkle,

And beinfhlalcnr. feel thyself no less?

As when the all-worshipped moon attracts the eye,
The river, hill, stems, foliage are obscure,
Yet envies none, none are unenviable.’

THE DAY’S RATION.

Wauen I was born,
From all the seas of strength Fate filled a chalice,
Saying, ‘ This be thy portion, child ; this chalice,
Less a lily’s, thou shalt daily draw~.
From my great arteries,—nor less, nor more.
All substances the cunning chemist Time
Melts down into that liquor of my life,—
Friends, foes, joys, fortunes, beauty, and disgust.
And whether 1 am angry or content,
Indebted or insulted, loved or hurt,
ﬁ“ he distils into sidereal I\:’inéel s
1  my little cup ; heedless, alas

OF all he sheds how little it will hold,
How much runs over on the desert sands.
If a new Muse draw me with splendid ray,
And I uplift myself into its heaven,

needs of the first sight absorb my blood,
And all the following hours of the day

3 Hiiculons ape. h, and every hour

-day, when friends a :
Brings book, or su.r-bri% t scroll of genius,

| The little cup will hold not a bead mo

;\Iru:l all the ;':o'.itlyl 1iqu‘or runs to wastcr?'

or gives the jealous lord one diamo
So to be husbanded for poorer days. o
Why need I volumes, if one word suffice?
Why need [ galleries, when a pupil's draught
After the master's sketch fills and o'erfills
Mi apprehension? why seek Italy,
Who cannot circumnavigate the sea
Of thoughts and things at home, but still adjourn
The nearest matters for a thousand days ?

EXPERIENCE.

THE lords of life, the lords of life,—
I saw them pass,

In their own guise,

Like and unlike,

Portly and grim,—

Use and Surprise,

Surface and Dream,

Succession swift and spectral Wrong,
Temperament without a tongue,
And the inventor of the game
Omnipresent without name ;—

Some to see, some to be guessed,
They marched from east to west:
Little man, least of all, ;
Among the legs of his guardians tall,
Walked about with puzzled look ;
Him by the hand dear Nature took,
Dearest Nature, strong and kind,
Whispered, ‘ Darling, never mind !
To-morrow they will wear another face,
The founder thou ; these are thy race !’

WEALTH.

Wio shall tell what did befall,
Far away in time, when once,
Over the lifeless ball,

Hung idle stars and suns?

What god the element obeyed ?

Wings of what wind the lichen bore,
Wafting the puny seeds of power,
Which, lodged in rock, the rock abrade
And well the primal pioneer

Knew the strong task to it assigned,
Patient through Heaven's enormous year
To build in matter home for mind.

From air the creeping centuries drew
The matted thicket low and wide,
This must the leaves of ages strew

The granite slab to clothe and hide,

Ere wheat can wave its golden pnd&” 2
What smiths, and in what furnace, roiie

In dizzy aeons dim and mute
gl‘hc reeling brain can ill cornrute)
Copper and iron, lead and go d?
What oldest star the ﬂm‘l:, can save

ishing to pa
Of races perishing to pe Elime?
d and mole

?

"he planet with a floor o
Dust is their pyrantl
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ms were pressed The sowers made haste to depart,—
gﬁ&ﬂﬂ'&ﬁﬁﬁ?ﬁiﬁﬁms breast, The wind and the birds which sowed its
In the safe herbal of the coal? Not for fame, nor by rules of art,
But when the quarried means were piled, Planted these, and tempests flowed it

All is waste and worthless, till

Arrives the wise selecting will Waters that wash my garden side

: . Play not in Nature's lawful web,
And, out "-‘fhsigzsa“i‘.ifcm:i ﬁl:lt They heed not moon or solar tide,—
%:::s‘ et;;J I.ﬁ b ‘:m S'fo?ns. T og Five years elapse from flood to ebb.
The shop of toil, the hall of arts ; Hither hasted, in cld time, Jove,
Then flew the sail across the seas And every god,—none did refuse ;
To feed the North from tropic trees ; And be sure at last came Love,
The storm-wind wove, the torrent span, And after Love, the Muse.
Where they were bid the rivers ran ;
New slaves fulfilled the poet’s dream, Keen ears can catch a syllable,
Galvanic wire, strong-shouldered steam. As if one spake to another,
Then docks were built, and crops were stored, In the hemlocks tall, untamable,
And ingots added to the hoard. And what the whispering grasses smother.
But, though light-headed man forget, ! ] z
Remembering Matter pays her debt : ZEolian _]‘Ia-l"?]!\‘» in the pine
Still, through her motes and masses, draw Ring with the song of the Fates ;
Electric thrills and ties of Law, ‘ Infant Bacchus in the vine,—
Which bind the strength of Nature wild Far distant yet his chorus waits.

To the conscience of a child. Cznst thou copy in verse one chime
Of the wood-bell's peal and cry,
Write in a book the morning's prime,
iy Or match with words that tender sky?

‘Wonderful verse of the gods,

Of one import, of varied tone ;
DAYS. They chant the bliss of their abodes
To man imprisoned in his own.
DaucHTERS of Time, the hypocritic Days,

Muffled and dumb like barefoot dervishes, %V:l;]:he \\'::;:Issoffthe gods resound ;
ot e (bl lgingioe B Seldom In this low life’s round
ring diadems 0 g
To each they offer gifts after his will, Are unsealed, that he may hear.
reaadl,l.kms , stars, and sky that holds them Wandering wsioes in the air,
iy e i il topomp, | Sl e T i
y morning wishes, hastily . {
Took a few herbs and a plés, and the Day et cannot all withhold.
Turned and departed silent. I, too late, When the shadow fell on the lake,

Under her solemn fillet saw the scorn. The whirlwind in ripples wrote

Air-bells of fortune that shine and break,
And omens above thought.

S . But the meanings cleave to the lake,
Cannot be carried in book or urn ;
Go thy ways now, come later back,
On waves and hedges still they burn.
MY GARDEN. '(I)'lt]e‘:: the fates }?f mlgn foredcast.
3 tter men than live to-day ;
Emli ﬁﬁl\?ﬂﬂ’:’s’n m:?o:;e:imx' If who can read them comes 3t'1ast ;
All men would to my g’ardms’th;ong, He will spell in the sculpture, ‘ Stay.

And leave the cities void.

I li s

ﬁlﬂ:t u?:i;uesp:n‘:iloo:i]u instead ;
ran e sa'

From spring's aint flush to auwmnred. | MAIDEN SPEECH OF THE

M is a forest led RP.
et e
e pe down to the blue lake-ed So d softlier hold me, frien

Then plunge to depths profound, e a F: as“;f ;%u;}'mfai c:{c d
ind i to the air.
He-rz once the Deluge ploughed, K’;,;,“,o‘:,‘;‘jlgg‘svgr'ﬁﬁgﬂr.ﬁps A
m"h‘ terraces, one m{ For flute or spinnet’s dancing chips;
gll‘“"’ whence it ’ 1 await a te:gemr touch,
They and dry in the sun. 1 ask more or not so much :



ART.

Give me to the atmosphere, —

Where is the wind my brother,—where ?
Lift the sash, lay me within,

Lend me your ears, and I begin.

For gentle to gentle hearts

The secret of the world imparts ;

And not to-day and not to-morrow

Can drain its wealth of hope and sorrow ;
But day by day, to loving ear

Unlocks new sense and loftier cheer,

I've come to live with you, sweet friends,
This home my minstrel journeying ends.
Many and subtle are my lays,

The latest better than the first,

For I can mend the happiest days,

And charm the anguish of the worst.

FRIENDSHIP.

A rupDY drop of manly blood

The surging sea outweighs,

The world uncertain comes and goes,
The lover rooted stays.

1 fancied he was fled,—

And, after many a year,

Glowed unexhausted kindliness,

Like daily sunrise there.

My careful heart was free again,

O friend, my bosom said,

Through thee alone the sky is arched,
Through thee the rose is red ;

All things through thee take nobler form,
And look beyond the earth,

The mill-round of our fate appears

A sun-path in thy worth.

Me too thy nobleness has taught

To master my despair;

The fountains of my hidden life

Are through thy friendship fair.

BEAUTY.

‘Was never form and never face
So sweet to SEvD as only grace
ich did not slumber like a stone,
But hovered gleaming and was gone.
Beauty chased he everywhere,
In flame, in storm, in clouds of air.
He smote the lake to feed his eye
‘With the beryl beam of the broken wave ;
flung in pebbles well to hear
moment’s music which they gave.
Oft pealed for him a loftgetopc
 nodding pole and belting zone.
He heard a voice none else could hear
From centred and from errant sphere.
‘The quaking earth did quake in rhyme,
?Gﬂai:bbetg and ﬂoweddin_ epn't:_ chime.
In dens o ion, and pits of woe,
He uw-st,;’ﬁf Eros struggling through,
To sun the dark and solve the curse,
And beam to the bounds of the universe.
While thus to love he gave his days
In loyal worship, scorning praise,

How spread their lures for him in vain

Thieving Ambition and paltering ‘Gain !

He thought it happier to be dead,

To die for Beauty, than live for bread,

MANNERS,

Grace, Beauty, and Caprice
Build this golden portal p
Graceful women, chosen men,
Dazzle every mortal.

Their sweet and lofty countenance
His enchanted food ;

He need not go to them, their forms
Beset his solitude.

He looketh seldom in their face,
His eyes explore the ground,—
The green grass is a looking-glass
Whereon their traits are found.
Little and less he says to them,

So dances his heart in his breast ;
Their tranquil mien bereaveth him
Of wit, of words, of rest.

Too weak to win, too fond to shun
The tyrants of his doom,

The much-deceived Endymion
Slips behind a tomb.

CUPIDO.

THE solid, solid universe

Is pervious to Love ;

With bandaged eyes he never errs,
Around, below, above.

His blinding light

He flingeth white

On God’s and Satan’s brood,

And reconciles

By mystic wiles

'I‘Ke evil and the good.

ART.

GIVE to barrows, trays, and pans
Grace and glimmer of romance ;
Bring the moonlight into noon
Hid in gleaming pélcs Df:SlOI'lC z

ity's paved street ;
%:;;1:;: ensplz:ncd with lilacs sweet:
Let spouting fountains cool the air,
Singing in the sun-baked sqx‘:iahre:jl
et statue, picture, p_:|rk, an g
Ballad, flag, and festival,
The past restore, the day adorn,
And make to-morToW a new r?oml_(
So shall the drudge 1 dlfsky roc
Spy behind the city clock
Retinues of airy kings, |
Skirts of angels, Starry Wings,
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His fathers shining in bright fables,
His children fed at heavenly tables.
"Tis the privilege of Art

Thus to play its cheerful part,

Man on earth to acclimate,

And bend the exile to his fate,
And, Ided of one

With the days and firmament,
Teach him on these as stairs to climb,
And live on even terms with Time ;
Whilst upper life the slender rill

Of human sense doth overfill.

WORSHIP.

THis is he, who, felled by foes,

Sprung harmless up, refreshed by blows :
lie to captivity was sold,

But him no prison-bars would hold :
Though they sealed him in a rock,
Mountain chains he can unlock:
Thrown to lions for their meat,

The crouching lion kissed his feet :
Bound to the stake, no flames appalled,
But arched o'er him an honouring vault.
This is he men miscall Fate,

Threading dark ways, arriving late,
But ever coming in time to crown

The truth, andim‘l wrong-doers down.
He is the oldest, and best known,

More near than aught thou call’st thy own,
Yet, greeted in another’s eyes,
Disconcerts with glad surprise.
This is Jove, who, deaf to prayers,
Floods with blessings unawares,

Draw, if thou canst, the mystic line
Severing rightly his from thine,

‘Which 1s human, which divine.

THE NUNS ASPIRATION,

THE ycsterdamoth never smile,

To-day goes drudging through the while,
Yet in name of Godhead, 1
~The morrow front, and can defy;
Though I am wen!g, yet God, when prayed,
Cannot withhold his conquering aid.

Ah me! it was my childhood's thought,
If he should make my web a blot

On life’s fair picture of delight,

My heart's content would find it right.
But O.h;hese wayesNand leaves, —

‘When happy stoic Nature grieves,—

No human speech so bmulgl}"ui

As their murmurs mine to lull.

On this altar God hath built

1 lay my vanity and guilt;

Nor me can Hope or Passion urge
Hearing as now the lofty dirge

‘Which ts of Northern mountains hymn,
Nature's funeral, high and dim,—

Sable pageantry of clouds,

Mourning summer laid in shrouds,

——

Many a day shall dawn and die,
Many an angel wander by,

And passing, light my sunken turf
Moist perhaps by ocean surf,
Forgotten amid splendid tombs,
Yet wreathed and hid by summer blooms,
On earth I dream ;—1I die to be :

Time ! shake not thy bald head at me.

I challenge thee to hurry past,

Or for my turn to fly too fast.

Think me not numbed or halt with age,
Or cares that earth to earth engage,
Caught with love’s cord of twisted beams,
Or mired by climate's gross extremes.

I tire of shams, I rush to Be,

I pass with yonder comet free,—

Pass with the comet into space

Which mocks thy ®ons to embrace ;
ons which tardily unfold

Realm beyond realm,—extent untold ;
No early morn, no evening late, —
Realms self-upheld, disdamning Fate,
‘Whose shining sons, too great for fame,
Never heard thy weary name ;

Nor lives the tragic bard to say

How drear the part I held in one,

How lame the other limped away.

TERMINUS.

IT is time to be old,

To take in sail :—

The god of bounds,

Who sets to seas a shore,
Came to me in his fatal rounds,
Andsaid: * No more !
No farther shoot

Thy broad ambitious branches, and thy root,
Fancy departs : no more invent,
Contract thy firmament

To compass of a tent.

There's not enough for this and that,
Make thy option which of two;
Economize the failing river,

Not the less revere the Giver,

Leave the many and hold the few.
Timely wise accept the terms,

Soften the fall with wary foot ;

A little while

Still plan and smile,

And, fault of novel germs,

Mature the unfallen fruit.

Curse, if thou wilt, thy sires,

Bad husbands of their fires,

‘Who, when they gave thee breath,
Failed to beqmmti

The needful sinew stark as once,

e Baresark marrow to thy bones,
But left a legacy of ebbing veins,
Inconstant heat and nerveless reins,—
Amid the Muses, left thee deaf and dumb,
Amid the gladiators, halt and numb.”

As the bird trims her to the gale,
I trim myself to the storm of time,
I man the rudder, reef the sail,
Obey the voice at eve obeyed at prime



THRENODY,

¢ Lowly faithful, banish fear,

Right onward drive unharmed ;

The port, well worth the cruise, is near,
And every wave is charmed.’

DIRGE.

Knows he who tills this lonely field,
To reap its scanty corn,

What mystic fruit his acres yield
At midnight and at morn ?yl

In the long sunny afternoon,
The plain was full of ghosts ;
I wandered up, 1 wandered down,
t by pensive hosts.

The winding Concord gleamed below,
Pouring as wide a floo

As when my brothers, long ago,
Came with me to the wood.

But they are gone,—the holy ones
Who trod with me this lovely vale ;

The strong, star-bright companions
Are silent, low, and pale.

M , my noble, in their prime,
% o made this world the feast it was,
Who learned with me the lore of time,
Who loved this dwelling-place !

They took this valley for their toy,
They played with it in every mood ;

A cell for prayer, a hall for joy,—
They treated nature as they would.

They coloured the horizon round ;
Stars flamed and faded as they bade;
All echoes hearkened for their sound,—
They made the woodlands glad or mad.

I touch this flower of silken leaf,
Which once our childhood knew ;
Its soft leaves wound me with a grief

Whose balsam never grew.

Hearken to yon pine-warbler
Singing aloft in the tree!

Hearest thou, O traveller,
What he singeth to me ?

Not unless God made sharp thine ear
‘With sorrow such as mine,

Out of that delicate lay couldst thou
Its heavy tale divine.

¢ Go, lonely man,’ it saith ; ;.
‘ They lg:fed thee from their birth 3

Their hands were lg:mz, and pure their faith,—

There are no such hearts on earth.
* You cannot unlock your heart
~ The key is gone w?l(:h them;
“The silent organ loudest chants
The master's requiem.”

THRENODY.,

THE south-wind brings
Life, sunshine, and desire,
And on every mount and meadow
Erctathcs al:-argatig }I;lre :

ut over the dead he has no
The lost, the lost, he cannot ?;‘::rré d
And, locking over the hills, I mourn
The darling who shall not return.

{ see my empty house,

see my trees repair their boughs ;

And he, the wondrous child, 5
Whose silver warble wild

Outvalued every pulsing sound

Within the air’s cerulean round,—

T'he hyacinthine boy, for whom

Morn well mi%}él break and April bloom,
The gracious boy, who did adorn

The world whereinto he was born,

And by his countenance repay

The favour of the loving Day,—

Has disappeared from the Day's eye ;
Far and wide she cannot find him ;

My hopes pursue, they cannot bind him.
Returned this day, the south-wind searches,
And finds young pines and budding birches ;
But finds not the budding man ;
Nature, who lost, cannot remake him;
Fate let him fall, Fate can’t retake him ;
Nature, Fate, men, him seek in vain.

And whither now, my truant wise and sweet
(O, whither tend thy feet?
1 had the right, few days ago,
Thy steps to watch, thy place to know ;
How have I forfeited the right?
Hast thou forgot me in a new delight?
I hearken for thy household cheer,
O eloquent chi]t{ 1
Whose voice, an equal messenger,
Conveyed thy meaning mild.
What though the pains and joys
Whereof it spoke were toys
Fitting his age and ken,
Yet fairest dames and bearded men,
Who heard the swe&!l. request,
So gentle, wise, an ve,
Bengded with joy to h%sm!:lehest.
And let the world's affairs go by,
Awhile to share his cordial game,
Or mend his wicker wagon-frame,
Still plotting how their hungry ear
That winsome voice again might hear
For his lips could well pronounce
Words that were persuasions.
Gentlest guardians marked serene
His early hope, his liberal mien ;
Took counsel from his guiding eyes
To make this w}il.sdom canhg] wise.

i these eyes re :
A Yo warch, each day's fesival,
When every morn my bosom glowe
e convoy on the road ;
The babe in willow-wagon closed, 1
With rolling eyes and face ‘I-'Jo';:POd :
With children forward and be clln' »
Like Cupids studiously inclined ;
‘And he the chieftain paced beside,
The centre of the troop allied,
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e

With sunny face of sweet repose,
To guard the babe from fancied foes.
The little captain innocent

Took the eye with him as he went ;
Each village senior paused to scan
And speak the lovely caravan.
From the window I look out

To mark thy beauntiful parade,
Stately marching in cap and coat
To some tune by fairies played ;—
A music heard by thee alone

To works as noble led thee on.

Now Love and Pride, alas ! in vain,
Up and down their glances strain.
The painted sled stands where it stood ;
The kennel by the corded wood ;
The gathered sticks to stanch the wall
Of the snow-tower, when snow should fall ;
The ominous hole he dug in the sand,
And childhood's castles built or planned ;
His daily haunts I \hvelll:iizmr]:l,;
The poultry-yard, the shed, the barn,—
And fovery inch of garden ground
Paced by the blessed feet around,
From the roadside to the brook
Whereinto he loved to look.
Step the meek birds where erst they ranged ;
‘The wintry garden lies unchanged ;
'llz‘he thmd into tl:le ‘;stream_ runson;

ut the deep-eyed boy is gone.
On that shadea’ day,
Dark with more clouds than tempests are,
When thou didst yield thy innocent breath
In birdlike heavings unto death,
Night came, and Nature had not thee;
1 said, * We are mates in misery.”
The morrow dawned with needless glow ;
Each snowbird chirped, each fowl must crow ;
Each tramper started ; but the feet
Of the most beautiful and sweet
Of human youth had left the hill
And garden,—they were bound and still
There's not a W Or a wren,
There's not a blade of autumn grain,
Which the four seasons do not tend,
And tides of life and increase lend ;
And every chick of every bird,
And weed and rock-moss is preferred.
O ostrich-like forgetfulness [pre
O loss of larger in the less !
Was there no star that could be sent,
No watcher in the firmament,
No angel from the countless host
That loiters round the crystal coast,
Could stoop to heal that onl child,
Nature’s sweet marvel undegled,
And the blossom of the earth,
Whlch. her harvests were not worth ?
Not mine,—1 never called thee mine,
2:; Nature's h!e‘i.r.--il' I repine,

rashly torn and moved
Not what i made, but what I loved,
Grow early old with grief that thou
Must to the wastes of Nature go,—
"Tis because a general hope
Was quenched, and all must doubt and grope.
For flattering planets seemed to say
ByI his ch:ldd should ills of agesd stay,
7 wondrous tongue, an

Bring the flown ﬁuu:es baciuw me‘::.n’
P ce not he but Nature ailed,
The world and not the infant failed,

It was not ripe yet to sustain R
&_ﬁemus téfso nala Strain,

0 gazed upon the sun and
As ifge came unto his own, oo
And, pregnant with his grander
Brought the old order irﬁ?doubtt.h ol
His beauty once their beauty tried -
They could not feed him, and he died
And wandered backward as in scorn,
To wait an zon to be born, )
11l day which made this beauty waste
Plight broken, this high face c?::fncml i
Some went and came about the dead -
And some in books of solace read;
Some to their frit;nds the tidings say;
Some went to write, some went to pray 3
One tarried here, there hurried one; :
But their heart abode with none,
Covetous death bereaved us all,
To aggrendize one funeral,
The eager fate which carried thee
Took the largest part of me:
For this losing s true dying ;
This is lordly man's down-lying,
This his slow but sure reclining,
Star by star his world resigning.

O child of paradise,

Boy who made dear his father's home,

In whose deep eyes

Men read the welfare of the times to come,

I am too much bereft. p

The world dishonoured thou hast left.

O truth's and nature's oostl{ lie!

O trusted broken prophecy

O richest fortune sourly crossed !

Born for the future, to the future lost !

The deep Heart answered, ‘ Weepest thou?

Worthier cause for passion wild

If I had not taken the child.

And deemest thou as those who pore,

With aged eyes, short way before,—

Think'st Beauty vanished from the coast

Of matter, and thy darling lost ?

Taught he not thee—the man of eld,

Whose eyes within his eyes beheld

Heaven's numerous hierarchy span

‘The mystic gulf from God to man ?

To be alone wilt thou begin 0

When worlds of lovers hem thee in?

To-morrow, when the masks shall fall

That dizen Nature's carnival,

The pure shall see by their own will,

Which overflowing Love shall fill,

'Tis not within the force of fate

The fate-conjoined to separate.

But thou, my votary, weepest thou ?

1 gave thee sight—where is it now !

1 taught thy heart beyond the reach

Of ritual, bible, or of speech;

Wrote in thy mind's transparent table,

As far as the incommunicable;

Taught thee each anate sign to raisc,

Lit by the supersolar blaze.

Past utterance, and past belief,

And past the b]as&humy of gnef,.

Ihg n:'ystemsh' oil ature s&‘.::enih nat
nd though no Muse can ApRtY

Throb :hige With Nature's throbbing breast

And all is clear from east to west.

‘I came to thee as to a friend ;
Dearest, to thee I did not send




CONCORD FIGHT.

543

Tutors, but a joyful eye,

Innocence that matched the sky,

Lovely locks, a form of wonder,
Laughter ﬂcil as woodland thunder,

That thou might'st entertain apart

The richest flowering of all art :

And, as the great all-loving Day

2y hraugh smallest chambers takes its way,
That thou might'st break thy daily bread
With prophet, saviour, and head ;

That thou might'st cherish for thine own
The riches of sweet Mary’s Son,
Boy-Rabbi, Israel’s paragon,
And thougfncst thou such guest

Would in thy hall take up his rest?
Would rushing life forget her laws,
Fate's glowing revolution pause ?

High omens ask diviner guess;

Not to be conned to tediousness,

And know my higher gifts unbind

The zone that girts the incarnate mind.
‘When the scanty shores are full

With Thought's perilous, whirling pool ;
‘When frail Nature can no more,

Then the Spirit strikes the hour :

My servant Death with solving rite,
Pours finite into infinite.

¢ Wilt thou freeze love's tidal flow,
‘Whose streams through nature circling go?
Nail the wild star to its track
On the half-climbed zodiac ?
Light is li%’ht which radiates,
Blood is blood which circulates,
Life is life which generates,
And many-seeming life is one,—
Wilt thou transfix and make it none ¢
Its onward force too starkly pent
In figure, bone, and lineament ?
Wilt thou, uncalled, interrogate,
Talker! the unreplying Fate ?
Nor see the genius of the whole
Ascendant in the private soul,
Beckon it when to go and come,
Self-announced its hour of doom?
Fair the soul's recess and shrine,
Magic-built to last a season;
Masterpiece of love benign
Fairer that expansive reason
ose omen 'tis, and sign.

‘Wilt thou not ope thy heart to know
‘What rainbows teach, and sunsets show ?
Verdict which accumulates
From lengthening scroll of human fates,
Voice of earth to earth returned,
Pravers of saints that inly burned,—
Saying, What is excellent,
As God Iives, is permanent } 3
Hearts are dus?, hearts' loves remain,
HHeart's love will meet thee again.
Revere the Maker ; fetch thine eﬁ-:
gp to his style, and manners of the sky.

ot of adamant and gold
Built he heaven stark and cold;
No, but a nest of bending reeds,
Tlowering grass, and scented weeds
Or like a traveller's fleeing tent,
Or bow above the tempest bent ;
Built of tears and sacred flames,
virtue reaching to its aims :
Built of furtherance and pursuing,
Not of spent deeds, but of doing.
Silent rushes the swift Lord

Through ruined s i =
- ystems still restored
Brondsovyzng, bleak and void to blecscs.
Plants with worlds the wilderness:
Waters with tears of ancient sorrow
Apples of cflden ripe to-morrow,

ouse and tenant go to ground,
Lost in God, in Godhearf found."

HYMN

SUNG AT THE SECOND CHurci, BOSTON, AT THE
ORDINATION OF REv. CHANDLER ROBBINS.

WE love the venerable house

% ('i:nr fathers built to God ;—
n heaven are kept their grateful vows
Their dust endears the&;?:i. :

Here holy thoughts a light have shed
From many a radiant face,

And prayers of humble virtue made
The perfume of the place.

And anxious hearts have pondered here
The mystery of life,

And prayed the eternal Light to clear
Their doubts, and aid their strife.

From humble tenements around
Came up the pensive train,

And in the church a blessing found
That filled their homes again ;

For faith and peace and mighty love
That from the Godhead flow,

Showed them the life of Heaven above
Springs from the life below.

They live with God ; their homes are dust;
Yet here their children pray,

And in this fleeting lifetime trust
To find the narrow way.

On him who by the altar stands,
On him thy ﬁle_ssmg fall,

Speak through his lips thy pure commands,
Thou heart that lovest all,

CONCORD FIGHT.

OF THE

HyMN SUNG AT THE COMPLETION 2
36.

Concorp MONUMENT, APRIL 19,

bridge that arched the flood,
B?I'g:rril'ilg; to ﬁil’"'ﬁ hreeze unfurled,
Here once the embattled farmers stood, 5
And fired the shot heard round the world.

. The foe long since in silence slept ;

i he congueror silent sleeps;
A;ﬁlh'}lc‘gn;e :he rl.?ined bridge has s\wp:‘il
Down the dark stream which seaward creeps.
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On this green bank, by this soft stream,
We set to-day a votive stone ;

That memory may their deed redeem,
When, like our sires, our sons are gone.

Spirit, that made those heroes dare
To die, and leave their children free,
Bid Time and Nature gently spare_
The shaft we raise to them and Thee.

BOSTON HYMN.
READ IN Music HaLr, JANUARY 1, 1863

Tue word of the Lord by night
To the watching Pilgrims came,
As they sat by the seaside,

And filled their hearts with flame.

God said, I am tired of kings,

1 suffer them no more ;

Up to my ear the morning brings
The outrage of the poor.

Think ye 1 made this ball

A field of havoc and war,

Where tyrants great and tyrants small
Might harry the weak and poor ?

My angel,—his name is Freedom,—
Choose him to be your king ;

He shall cut pathways east and west,
And fend you with his wing.

Lo! I uncover the land

Which I hid of old time in the West,
As the sculptor uncovers the statue
When he has wrought his best ;

I show Columbia, of the rocks

Which dip their foot in the seas,
And soar to the air-borne flocks
Of clouds, and the boreal fleece.

1 will divide my goods ;

Call in the wretch and slave :
None shall rule but the humble,
And none but Toil shall have.

1 will have never a noble,
g'ohhmm cohunted great ;

ishers choppers and ploughmen
Shall constitute a state. P

Go, cut down trees in the forest,
And trim the straightest boughs ;
Cut down trees in the forest,
And build me a wooden house,

Call the people together,

The young men and the sires,
The digger in the harvest field,
Hireling, and him that hires ;

And here in a pine state-house
shall choose men to rule

In every needful faculty,

In church, and state, and school.

Lo, now! if these poor men

Can govern the land and sea,
And make just laws below the sun
As planets faithful be, 3

And ye shall succour men ;

"Tis nobleness to serve ;

Help them who cannot help again :
Beware from right to swerve,

1 break your bonds and mastershj
And I unchain the slave ; o
Free be his heart and hand henceforth
As wind and wandering wave.

I cause from every creature
His proper good to flow :
As mucgeasic is and doeth,
So much he shall bestow.

But, laying hands on another
To coin his labour and sweat,
He goes in pawn to his victim
For eternal years in debt.

To-day unbind the captive,

So only are ye unbound ;

Lift up a people from the dust,
Trump of their rescue, sound !

Pay ransom to the owner,

And fill the bag to the brim.

Who is the owner? The slave is owner,
And ever was., Pay him.

O North! give him beauty for rags,
And honour, O South ! for his shame ;
Nevada ! coin thy golden crags

With Freedom's image and name,

Up ! and the dusky race

That sat in darkness long,—
Be swift their feet as antelopes,
And as behemoth strong.

Come, East and West and North,
By races, as snow-flakes,

And carry my pu forth
Which neither'ialrts nor shakes.
My will fulfilled shall be,

For, in daylight or in dark,

My thunderbolt has eyes to see
His way home to the mark.

ODE

SunG I1x THE Town HaLt, CONCORD,
Jury 4, 1857.

O TENDERLY the lumghlﬁsl!f
Fills his blue urn with fire ;
One morn is in the mighty heaven,
one in our desire.

The cannon booms from town to towm

Our pulses are not I
“ﬂu::?-beﬂs chime their tidings downs
ch children’s voices bless.
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For he that i]unﬁ the broad blue fold

O'er-mantling land and sea,

One third part of the sky unrolled
For the banner of the free.

The men are ripe of Saxon kind
To build an equal state,—

To take the statute from the mind,
And make of duty fate,

United States ! the ages plead,—

Present and Past in under-song,—
Go put your creed into your deed,
or speak with doub?;ol.ongue.

For sea and land don’t understand,
Nor skies without a frown

See rights for which the one hand fights
By the other cloven down,

Be just at home ; then write your scroll
Of honour o'er the sea,

And bid the broad Atlantic roll
A ferry of the free.

And, henceforth, there shall be no chain,
Save underneath the sea

The wires shall murmur through the main
Sweet songs of LIBERTY.

The conscious stars accord above,
The waters wild below,

And under, through the cable wove,
Her fiery errands go.

For he that worketh high and wise,
Nor pauses in his plan,

Will take the sun out of the skies
Ere freedom out of man.

VOLUNTARIES.

Low and mournful be the strain,
Haughty thought be far from me ;
Tones of penitence and pain,
Moanmgs of the tropic sea ;

Low and tender in the cell

Where a captive sits in chains,
Crooning ditties treasured well
From his Afric's torrid plains.
Sole estate his sire bequeathed—
Hapless sire to hapless son—

Was the wailing song he breathed,
And his chain when fife was done.

‘What his fault, or what his crime ?
Or what ill planet crossed his prime ?
Heart too soft and will too
‘T'o front the fate that crouches near,—
Dove beneath the vulture’s beak ;—
Will song dissuade the thirsty spear?
Dra from his mother’s arms and breast,
Displaced, disfurnished here,
His wistful toil to do his best
Chilled by a ribald jeer.

reat men in the Senate sate,
Sage and hero, side by side,
Building for their sons the éme,
Which they shall rule with pride.

They forbore to break the chain
Which bound the dusky tribe,
Checked by the owners’ fierce disdain,
Lured by ““ Union " as the bribe.
Pcstmy sat by, and said,

Pang for pang your seed shall pay
Hide in false peace your coward head
I bring round the harvest-day.’ ;

II.

FREEDOM all winged expands,

Nor perches in a narrow place ;

Her broad van seeks unpranted lands ;
She loves a poor and virtuous race.
Clinging to a colder zone

Whose dark sky sheds the snow-flake down,
The snow-flake is her banner’s star,
Her stripes the boreal streamers are.
Long she loved the Northman well ;
Now the iron age is done,

She will not refuse to dwell

With the offspring of the Sun;
Foundling of the desert far,

Where palms plume, siroccos blaze,
He roves unhurt the burning ways

In climates of the summer star,

He has avenues to God

Hid from men of Northern brain,
Far beholding, without cloud,

What these with slowest steps attain.
If once the generous chief arrive

To lead him willing to be led,

For freedom he will strike and strive,
And drain his heart till he be dead.
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In an age of fops and toys,

Wanting wisdom, void of right,

Who shall nerve heroic boys

To hazard all in Freedom's fight,—
Break sharply off their jolly games,
Forsake their comrades gay,

And quit proud homes and youthful dames,
For famine, toil, and fray ?

Yet on the nimble air benign

Speed nimbler messages, s
That waft the breath of grace divine
To hearts in sloth and ease.

So nigh is grandeur to our dust,

So near is God to man,

When Duty whispers low, T/owu must,
The youth replies, [ casn.

Iv.

0, wELL for the fortunate soul
Which Music's wings infold,
Stealing away the memory
Of sorrows new and old ! -
Vet happier he whose inward sight,
Stz.yed on his subtile thought,
Shut his sense on toys ofhtt:me,
To vacant bosoms -
But best befriended ofutic God
He who,bin evil nmz,wic:

an inwa ;
E:em&;dnoty the darkness and the dread,
Biding by his rule and choice,
Feeling only the fiery thread
Leading over heroic ground, -
Walled with mortal terror rounc,
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