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Whek tlie act of reflection takes place in the
mind, when we look at ourselves in the light of
thought, we discover that our life is embosomed in
beauty. Behind us, as we go, all things assume
pleasing forms, as clouds do far off. Not only
things familiar and stale, but even the tragic and
terrible are comely as they take their place in the
pictures of -memory. The river-bank, the weed at
the water-side, the old house, the foolish person,
however neglected in the passing, have a grace in
the past. Even the corpse that has lain in the
chambers has added a solemn ornament to the
house. The soul will not know either deformity or
pain. If in the hours of clear reason we should
speak the severest truth, we should say that we had
never made a sacrifice. In these hours the mind
seems so great that nothing can be taken from us
that seems much. All loss, all pain, is particular;
the imiverse remains to the heart unhurt. Neither
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vexations nor calamities abate our trust. No man
ever stated his griefs as lightly as he might. Allow
for exaggeration in the most patient and sorely rid
den hack that ever was driven. For it is only the
finite that has wrought and suffered; the infinite
lies stretched in smiling repose.

The intellectual life may be kept clean and
healthful if man wiU live the life of nature and not
import into his mind difficulties which are none ofhis. No man need be perplexed in his speculations.
Let him do and say what strictly belongs to him, and
though very ignorant of books, liis nature shaU not
yield him any inteUectual obstructions and doubts.Our young people are diseased with the theolonical
problems of original sin, origin of evff, predestina-lon and the like. These never presented a practi
cal difficulty to any man,-never darkened across
any man's road who did not go out of his way toseek them These are the soul's mumps and mea
sles and whoopmg-coughs, and those who have not
caught them cannot describe their health or prescribe the cure. A simple mind wiU not k̂owhese enemies. It is quite another thing that he
ould be able to give account of his faith and ex-

pound to another the theory of his self-union and
tbil sXk Z
and int ^^7 be a sylvan strength- that which he is. "A few strong

t

W ^ Y Y l l l U U X I Q I S , Pstmcts and a few plain rules " suffice
u s .
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My will never gave the images in my mind the
rank they now take. The regular course of studies,
the years of academical and professional education
have not yielded me better facts than some idle
books imder the bench at the Latin School. MTiat
we do not call education is more precious thai)
that wliich we call so. We form no guess, at the
time of receiving a thought, of its comparative value.
And education often wastes its effort in attempts
to thwart and balk this natm'al magnetism, which
is sure to select what belongs to it.

In like manner our moral nature is vitiated by
any interference of our will. People represent vir
tue as a struggle, and take to themselves great airs
upon then- attainments, and the question is every
where vexed when a noble nature is commended,
whether the man is not bet ter who st r ives wi th

temptation. But there is no merit in the matter.
Either God is there or he is not there. We love
characters in proportion as they ai-e impulsive and
spontaneous. The less a man thinks or knows
about his virtues the better we l ike him. Timole-
on's victories are the best victories, which ran and
flowed like Homer's verses, Plutai'ch said. When
we see a soul whose acts are aU regal, graceful and
pleasant as roses, we must thank God that such
things can be and are, and not turn sourly on the
angel and say ' Crump is a better man with his
gnmting resistance to all his native devils.'
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Not less conspicuous is the preponderance of na
ture over will in all practical life. There is less in
tention in history than we ascribe to it. We impute
deep-laid far-sighted plans to Caesar and Napoleon;
but the best of their power was in nature, not in
them. Men of an extraordinary success, in their
honest moments, have always sung ' Not unto us,
not unto us.' According to the faith of their times
they have built altars to Fortune, or to Destiny, or
to St. Julian. Their success lay in their parallelism
to the course of thought, which found in them an
unobstructed channel ; and the wonders of which
they were the visible conductors seemed to the eye
their deed. Did the wires generate the galvanism?
It is even true that there was less in them on which
they could reflect than in another; as the virtue of
a pipe is to be smooth and hoUow. That which ex-
ternaUy seemed wiU and immovableness was AviUing-ness and self-annihUation. Could Shakspeare give
a tieoy of Sbakspeare? Coald ever a man of
* * 1 I • genius convey to others any
insight into his methods? If he could communi
cate that secret it would instantly lose its exagger
ated value, blending with the daylight and the vital
energy the power to stand and to go.

The lesson is forcibly taught by these observa-
ns t t our life might be much easier and simpler

we make it; that the world might be a happier

1
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place dian it is; that there is no need of struggles,
convtdsions, and despairs, of the tvringing of the
hands and the gnashing of the teeth; ttat we ntts-
create our own evils. We interfere witt the opta-
mism of natm-e; for whenever we got this vantaĝ
ground of the past, or of a wiser mind in the prêntwe are able to discern that we are begirt with laws
which execute themselves.

The face of external nature teaches the same les
son. Natui-e Avill not have us fret and fume. e
does not like our benevolence or our learnmg much
better than she likes our frauds and wars. en
we come out of the caucus, or the bank, or e
Abolition-convention, or the Temperance-meeting,
or the Transcendental club into the fields an
woods, she says to us,' So hot? mj littlê .

We are fuU of mechanical actions. We m
needs intermeddle and have things in our own way,
until the sacrifices and virtues of society are o o .
Love should make joy; but our ^
happ,. Our S-day-achoô
pauper-societies are yokes to th
ourselves to please nobody.ways of arriving at the sarn̂  ̂
aim, but do not arrive. VV y ^
work in one and the same

give dollars? is-ry--̂ v̂
folk, and we do not think any g

v o i i . n .
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We have not dollars, merchants have; let them
v̂e them. Farmers wiU give corn; poets willsing; women will sew; laborers wiU lend a hand;

the children will bring flowers. And why drag
this dead weight of a Sunday-school over the whole
Christendom? It is natural and beautiful that
childhood should inquire and maturity should
têh; but it is time enough to answer questionswhen they are asked. Do not shut up the young
people against their wiU in a pew and force the
cWdren to ask them questions for an hour against
their wiU.

w ™ 'T'' are all alike; laws andletters and creeds and modes ol Uving seem a travesty o£ tnra., Onr society is enonnfbcted byerom machneiy, wbieh resembles the endless
âedncte which the Eomâ  bnUt over hill Id
f e l a w t b " ^ r o fhe law that water nses to tie level of its eonrceIt IS a Cbmese wall which any nimble Tartar can
kap oven It is a standing army, not so good as a
emo" • ̂  fft-aduated, titled, ricldy appointed
folriT'° ''hen to™.meetlngs areund to answer just as well.

wot'Z "h-h alwaysfalls, "WherthlT-t "f®' ''
0̂ eirouit of I despatched, the leaf falls,"t of the waters is mere falling. The
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walking of man and all animals is a falling for
wa rd . A l l ou r manua l l abo r and wo rks o f

strength, as prying, splitting, digging, rowng and
so forth, ai-e done by dint of continual falling, and
the globe, earth, moon, comet, sun, star, fall for
ever and ever.

The simplicity of the universe is very different
from the simplicily of a machine. He who sees
moral nature out and out and thoroughly knows
how knowledge is acquired and character formed,
is a pedant. The simplicity of nature is not that
which may easily be read, but is inexhaustible.
The last analysis can no wise be made. We judge
of a man's wisdom by his hope, knowing that the
perception of the inexhaustibleness of nature is an
immortal youth. The wild fertibty of nature is
felt in comparing our rigid names and reputations
with our fluid consciousness. W^e pass in the world
for sects and schools, for erudition and piety, and
we are all the time jejime babes. One sees very
well how Pyrrhonism grew up. Every man sees
that he is that middle point whereof every thing
may be affirmed and denied with equal reason. He
is old, he is young, he is very wise, he is altogether
ignorant. He hears and feels what you say of the
seraphim, and of the tin-peddler. There is no per
manent wise man except in the fiigment of the
Stoics. We side with the hero, as we read or
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paint, against the coward and the robber ; bnt we
have heen ourselves that coward and robber, and
shall be again, — not in the low circumstance, but
in comparison with the grandeurs possible to the
sou l .

A little consideration of what takes place around
us every day would show us that a higher law than
that of our will regulates events ; that our painful
labors are unnecessary and fruitless ; that only in
our easy, simple, spontaneous action are we strong,
and by contenting ourselves with obedience we be
come divine. Belief and love, — a believing love
wiU relieve us of a vast load of care. O my broth
ers, God exists. There is a soul at the centre of
nature and over the will of every man, so that
none of us can wrong the universe. It has so in
fused its strong enchantment into nature that we
prosper when we accept its advice, and when we
struggle to wound its creatures our hands are glued
to our sides, or they beat our own breasts. The
whole course of things goes to teach us faith. We
need only obey. There is guidance for each of
us, and by lowly listening we shall hear the right
word. Why need you choose so painfully your
place and occupation and associates and modes of
action and of entertainment ? Certainly there is a
possible right for you that precludes the need of

nee and wilful election. For you there is a re-
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ality, a fit place and congenial duties. Place your-
seK in the middle of the stream of power and wis
dom which animates all whom it fioats, and you are
mthout effort impeUed to truth, to right and a per
fect contentment. Then you put aU gainsayers m
the wrong. Then you are the world, the meas
ure of right, of trutli, of beauty. If we would not
be mar-plots with our miserable interferences, the
work, the society, letters, arts, science, religion of
men would go on far better than now, and the-
heaven predicted from the beginning of the world,
and still predicted from the bottom of the heart,
woidd organize itself, as do now the rose and the
a i r a n d t h e s u n . _
-1 say, do not choose ; but that is a fî e o
speech by which I would cUstinguish what is com-
monly called choice among men, and which is
partial act, the choice of the hands, of the eyes oL appetites, and not a whole act of the man. Bu
tbat which I caU right or goodness, is the choice
my constitution; and that which I call heaven,
and inwardly aspire after, is the state or circum
stance desirable to my constitutaon and the action
which I in all my years tend to do, is the work
my faculties. We must hold a man amenable toZon for the choice of bis daUy craft or profes
sion It is iiot an excuse any longer for his deeds
Lt they are the custom of his ta-ade. Wliat busi-
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ness has he with an evil trade ? Has he not a call
ing in his character ?

Each man has his own vocation. The talent is
the call. There is one direction in which all space
is open to him. He has faculties silently inviting
him thither to endless exertion. He is like a ship
in a river; he nms against obstructions on every
side but one, on that side all obstruction is taken
away and he sweeps serenely over a deepening
channel into an infinite sea. This talent and this
call depend on his organization, or the mode in
which the general soul incarnates itself in him.
He inclines to do something which is easy to him
and good when it is done, but which no other man
can do. He has no rival. For the more truly he
consults his own powers, the more difference will
his work exhibit from the work of any other. His
ambition is exactly proportioned to his powers.
The height of the pinnacle is determined by the
breadth of the base. Every man has this call of
the power to do somewhat unique, and no man has
any other call. The pretence that he has another
call, a summons by name and personal election and
outward " signs that mark him extraordinary and
not m the roU of common men," is fanaticism, and
belays obtuseness to perceive that there is onenun in aU, the individuals, and no respect of per
sons therein.

\

I
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By doing his work he makes the need felt which
he can supply, and creates the taste by which he is
enjoyed. By doing his own work he unfolds him
self. It is the vice of our public speaking that it
has not abandonment. Somewhere, not only every
orator but eveiy man should let out all the length
of aU the reins; should find or make a frank and
hearty expression of what force and meaning is in
him. The common experience is that the man fits
himself as well as he can to the customary details
of that work or trade he falls into, and tends it as
a dog turns a spit. Then is he a part of the mar
chine he moves; the man is lost. Until he can

manage to communicate himselE to others in his
full stature and proportion, he does not yet find his
v o c a t i o n . H e m u s t fi n d i n t h a t a n o u t l e t f o r h i s

character, so that he may justify his work to their
eyes. If the labor is mean, let him by his think
ing and character make it liberal. Whatever he
knows and thinks, whatever in his apprehension is
worth doing, that let him communicate, or men
wid never know and honor him aright. Fool
ish, whenever you take the meanness and formality
of that thing you do, instead of converting it into
the obedient spiracle of your character and aims.

We like only such actions as have already long
had the praise of men, and do not perceive that
any thing man can do may be divinely done. We
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think greatness entailed or organized in some places
or duties, in certain offices or occasions, and do not
see that Paganini can exti-act rapture from a cat
gut, and Eulenstein from a jews-harp, and a nimble-
fingered lad out of shreds of paper with his scissors,
and Landseer out of s\vine; and the hero out of the
pitiful habitation and company in which he was
hidden. What we call obscure condition or vulgar
society is that condition and society whose poetry is
not yet written, but which you shall presently make
as enviable and renowned as any. In our estimates
let us take a lesson from kings. The parts of hospi
tality, the connection of families, the impressiveness
of death, and a thousand other things, royalty makes
its own estimate of, and a royal mind will. To
make habitually a new estimate, — that is elevation.

What a man does, that he has. What has he to
do with hope or fear? In himself is his might.
Let him regard no good as soHd but that which is
m his nature and which must grow out of him as
long as he exists. The goods of fortune may come
and go like summer leaves; let him scatter them
on every wind as the momentary signs of his infin
ite productiveness.

He may have his own. A man's genius, the
quality that difPerences him from every other, the
susceptibiliiy to one class of influences, the selec-on 0 what IS fit for him, the rejection of what is

t
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unfit, determines for him the character of the uni
verse. A man is a method, a progi'essive arrange
ment ; a selecting principle, gathering his like to
him wherever he goes. He takes only his own out
of the multiplicity that sweeps and circles round
him. He is like one of those booms which are set
out from the shore on rivers to catch drift-wood, or
like the loadstone amongst splinters of steel. Those
facts, words, persons, which dwell in his memory
without his being able to say why, remain because
they have a relation to him not less real for being
as yet unapprehended. They are symbols of value
to him as they can interpret parts of his conscious
ness which he would vainly seek words for in the
conventional images of books and other minds.
What attracts my attention shall have it, as I will
go to the Tnn.Ti who knocks at my door, whilst a
thousand persons as worthy go by it, to whom I
give no regard. It is enough that these particulai*s
speak to me. A few anecdotes, a few traits of
character, manners, face, a few incidents, have an
emphasis in your memory out of all proportion to
their apparent significance if you measure them by
the ordinary standards. They relate to your gift.
Let them have their weight, and do not reject
them and cast about for illustration and facts more
usual in Hterature. What your heart thinks great,
is great. The soul's emphasis is always right.
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Over all things that are agreeable to his nature
and genius the man has the highest right. Every
where he may take what belongs to his spiritual es
tate, nor can he take anything else though all doors
were open, nor can all the force of men hinder
him from taking so much. It is vain to attempt to
keep a secret from one who has a right to know it.
It will teU itself. That mood into which a friend
can bring us is his dominion over us. To the
thoughts of that state of mind he has a right. All
the secrets of that state of mind he can compel.
This is a law which statesmen use in practice. All
the terrors of the French Republic, which held
Austria in awe, were unable to command her di
plomacy. But Napoleon sent to Vienna M. de Nar-
bonne, one of the old noblesse, with the morals,
manners and name of that interest, saying that it
was indispensable to send to the old aristocracy of
Europe men of the same connection, which in fact
constitutes a sort of free-masonry. M. de Narbonne
in less than a fortnight penetrated all the secrets of
the imperial cabinet.

Nothing seems so easy as to speak and to be un
derstood. Yet a man may come to find that the
strongest of defences and of ties,—that he has been
understood; and he who has received an opinion

come to find it the most inconveniesnt of
bonds .

I

i
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If a teacher have any opinion which he wishes to
conceal, his pupils will become as fully indoeti-i-
nated into that as into any which he publishes. If
you pour water into a vessel twisted into coils and
angles, it is vain to say, I wiU pour it only into
this or that; — it will find its level in aU. Men
feel and act the consequences of your doctrine
without being able to show how they foUow. Show
us an arc of the cuiwe, and a good mathematician
will find out the whole figure. We aa-e always rea
soning from the seen to the unseen. Hence the
perfect intelligence that subsists between wise men
of remote ages. A man cannot bury his meanings
so deep in his book but time and Ivke-muided men
will find them. Plato had a secret doctrine, had
he? What secret can he conceal from the eyes of
Bacon ? of Montaigne ? of Kant ? Therefore Aris
totle said of his works, " They are pubfished and
not published."

No man can learn what he has not preparation
for learning, however near to his eyes is the ob
ject. A chemist may teU his most precious secrets
to a carpenter, and he shall be never the wiser, —
the secrets he would not utter to a chemist for an
estate.' God screens us evermore from premature
ideas. Our eyes are holden that we cannot see
things that stare us in the face, imtil the hour ar
rives when the mind is ripened; then we behold
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them, and the time when we saw them not is like a
d i ' eam.

Not in nature but in man is all the beauty and
worth he sees. The world is very empty, and is in
debted to this gilding, exalting soul for all its
pride. " Earth fills her lap with splendors " not
her own. The vale of Tempo, Tivoli and Kome are
earth and water, rocks and sky. There are as good
earth and water in a thousand places, yet how un-
afiEecting!

People are not the better for the sun and moon,
the horizon and the trees; as it is not observed that
the keepers of Roman galleries or the valets of
painters have any elevation of thought, or that li
brarians are wiser men than others. There are
graces in the demeanor of a polished and noble per
son which are lost upon the eye of a churl. These
are like the stars whose light has not yet reached
u s .

He may see what he maketh. Our dreams are
the sequel of our waking knowledge. The visions '
of the night bear some proportion to the visions of
the day. Hideous dreams are exaggerations of the
sins of the day. We see our evil affections em
bodied in bad physiognomies. On the Alps the
traveller sometimes beholds his own shadow magni
fied to a giant, so that every gesture of his hand is

"My children," said an old man to his

i.

terr ific .

boys scared by a figure in the dark entry, "my
children, you will never see anything worse than
yourselves." As in dreams, so in the scarcely less
fluid events of the world every man sees himself in
colossal, without knowing that it is himself. The
good, compared to the evil which he sees, is as his
own good to his own evil. Every quality of his
mind is magnified in some one acquaintance, and
every emotion of his heart in some one. He is like
a quincmix of ti'ces, which coimts five, — east, west,
north, or south; or an initial, medial, and terminal
acrostic. And why not ? He cleaves to one per
son and avoids another, according to their likeness
or unlikeness to himself, truly seeking himself in
his associates and moreover in his trade and habits
and gestures and meats and drinks, and comes at
last to be faithfully represented by every view you
take of his eirciunstances.

He may read what he writes. What can we see
or acquire but what we are ? You have observed a
skilful man reading Virgil. Well, that author is a
thousand books to a thousand persons. Take the
book into your two hands and read your eyes out,
you will never find what I find. If any ingenious
reader would have a monopoly of the wisdom or
delight he gets, he is as secure now the book is
Englished, as if it were imprisoned in the Pelews'
tongue. It is with a good book as it is with good
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company. Introduce a base person among gentle
men, it is all to no purpose ; be is not their fellow.
Every society protects itself. The company is pei--
fectly safe, and he is not one of them, though his
body is in the room.

What avails it to fight with the eternal laws of
mind, which adjust the relation of all persons to
each other by the mathematical measure of theii-
havings and beings? Gei-trude is enamored of Guy;
how high, how aristocratic, how Roman his mien
and manners! to live with him were life indeed,
and no purchase is too great; and heaven and earth
are moved to that end. Well, Gertrude has Guy;
but what now avails how high, how aristocratic,
how Roman his mien and manners, if his heart and
aims are in the senate, in the theati-e and in the
billiard-room, and she has no aims, no cpnversation
that can enchant her graceful lord ?

He shaU have his own society. We can love
nothing but nature. The most wonderful talents,
the most meritorious exertions really avail very lit
tle with us ; but nearness or likeness of nature,
how beautiful is the ease of its victory ! Persons
approach us, famous for their beauty, for theii- ac
complishments, worthy of all wonder for their
charms and gifts; they dedicate their whole skill to
the hour and the company, — with very imperfec
result. To be sure it would be ungrateful in us not
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to praise them loudly. Then, when all is done, a
person of related mind, a brother or sister by na
ture, comes to us so softly and easdy, so nearly and
intimately, as if it were the blood in our proper
veins, that we feel as if some one was gone, instead
of another having come; we are utterly relieved
and refreshed ; it is a sort of joyfid solitude. We
foolisldy think in our days of sin that we must
com't friends by compliance to the customs of soci
ety, to its dress, its breeding, and its estimates.
But only that soul can be my friend which I en
counter on the line of my own march, that soul to
wliich I do not decline and which does not decline
to me, but, native of the same celestial latitude, re
peats in its own all my ex|5erience. The scholar
forgets himself and apes the customs and costumes
of the man of the world to deserve the smile of
beauty, and follows some giddy girl, not yet taught
by religious passion to know the noble woman with
all that is serene, oracular and beautiful in her soul.
Let him be great, and love shall follow him. Noth
ing is more deeply pmiished than the neglect of the
affinities by which alone society should be formed,
and the insane levity of choosing associates by oth-
ers' eyes.

He may set his own rate. It is a maxim worthy
of all acceptation that a man may have that allow
ance he takes. Take the place and attitude which
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■belong to you, and all men acquiesce. The world
must he just. It leaves every man, with profound
unconcern, to set his own rate. Hero or driveller,
it meddles not in the matter. It wUl certainly ac
cept your own measure of your doing and being,
whether you sneak about and deny your o\vn name,
or whether you see your work produced to the con
cave sphere of the heavens, one with the revolution
of the stars.

The same reality pervades all teaching. The
man may teach by doing, and not otherwise. If he
can communicate himself he can teach, but not by
words. He teaches who gives, and he learns who
receives. There is no teaching imtil the pupil is
brought into the same state or principle in which
you are ; a transfusion takes place ; he is you and
you are he; then is a teaching, and by no unfriendly
chance or bad company can he ever quite lose the
benefit. But your propositions run out of one ear
as they ran in at the other. We see it adyertised
that Mr. Grand wiU deliver an oration on the Fom-th
of July, and Mr. Hand before the Mechanics' As
sociation, and we do not go thither, because we
know that these gentlemen wiU not conununicate
their own character and experience to the company.
If we had reason to expect such a confidence we
ŝuld go through all inconvenience and opposition.he sick would be carried in Utters. But a pubUc
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oration is an escapade, a non-committal, an apology,
a gag, and not a communication, not a speech, not
a m a n .

A like Nemesis presides over all intellectual
works. We have yet to learn that the thing ut
tered in words is not therefore affiimed. It must
affirm itself, or no forms of logic or of oatli can
give it evidence. The sentence must also contain
its own apology for being spoken.

The effect of any ̂ vriting on the pubUc mind is
mathematically measurable by its depth of thought.
How much water does it draw ? If it awalcen you
to think, if it lift you from your feet with the great
voice of eloquence, then the effect is to be wide,
slow, permanent, over the minds of men; if the
pages instinct you not, they udU die Uke flies in the
hour. The way to speak and write what shall not
go out of fashion is to speak and write sincerely.
The argument which has not power to reach my own
practice, I may well doubt wiU fail to reach yours.
But take Sidney's maxim: — « Look in thy heart,
and write." He that writes to Hmself writes to ail
eternal public. That statement only is fit to be
made pbUc which you have come at in attempting
to satisfy your own curiosity. The wi'iter who
takes his subject from his ear and not from his
heart, should know that he has lost as much as he
seems to have gained, and when the empty book

V O L . I I . 1 0
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has gathered all its praise, and half the people say,
' What poetry! what genius!' it still needs fuel to
make fire. Tliat only profits which is profitable.
Life alone can impart life; and though we should
burst we can only be valued as we make ourselves
valuable. There is no luck in literary reputation.
They who make up the final verdict upon every
book are not the partial and noisy readers of the
hour when it appears, but a court as of angels, a
public not to be bribed, not to be enti'eated and not
to be overawed, decides upon every man's title to
fame. Only those books come down which deserve
to last. Gnt edges, vellum and morocco, and pres
entation-copies to all the libraries wiU not preservea book in circulation beyond its intrinsic date. It
must go with all Walpole's Noble and Royal Au
thors to its fate. Blackmore, Kotzebue, or PoUok
may endure for a night, but Moses and Homer
stand, for ever. There are not in the world at any
one time more than a dozen persons who read and
imderstand Plato, — never enough to pay for an

tion of his works; yet to every generation these
down, for the sake of those few persons,as If God brought them in his hand. « No book,"

itself
no pfF ̂  permanence of all books is fixed by
cific BTji or hostile, but by their own spe-or the intrinsic importance of their

1
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contents to the constant mind of man. " Do not
trouble yourself too much about the light on your
statue," said Michael Angelo to the young sculptor;" the light of the public square wiU test its value."

In like manner the effect of every action is meas
ured by the depth of the sentiment from wliich it
proceeds. The great man knew not that he was
great. It took a century or two for that fact to
appear. What he did, he did because he must ;
it was the most natural thing in the world, and
grew out of the circumstances of the moment. But
now, every thing he did, even to the lifting of his
finger or the eating of bread, looks large, all-
related, and is called an institution.

These are the demonstrations in a few particu
lars of the genius of nature; they show the direction
of the stream. But the stream is blood; every
drop is alive. Truth has not single victories ; aU
things are its organs, — not only dust and stones,
but errors and lies. The laws of disease, phy
sicians say, are as beautiful as the laws of health.
Our philosophy is affirmative and readily accepts
the testimony of negative facts, as every shadow
points to the sun. By a divine necessity every
fact in nature is constrained to offer its testimony.

Human character evermore publishes itself. The
most fugitive deed and word, the mere air of doing
a thing, the intimated purpose, expresses character.
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If you act you show character; if you sit still, if
you sleep, you show it. You think because you
have spoken nothing when others spoke, and have
given no opinion on the times, on the church, on
slavery, on marriage, on socialism, on secret socie
ties, on the college, on parties and persons, that
your verdict is stiU expected with curiosity as a re
served wisdom. Far otherwise; your silence an
swers very loud. You have no oracle to utter, and
your fellow-men have learned that you cannot help
them; for oracles speak. Doth not Wisdom cry
and Understanding put forth her voice ?

Dreadful limits are set in nature to the powers
of dissimulation. Truth tyrannizes over the unwill
ing members of the body. Faces never lie, it is
said. No man need be deceived who will study tlie
changes of expression. When a man speaks the
truth in the spirit of truth, his eye is as clear
as the heavens. When he has base ends and
speaks falsely, the eye is muddy and sometimes
asquint.

I have heard an experienced counsellor say that
he never feared the effect upon a jury of a lawyer
who does not believe in his heart that his client
ought to have a verdict. If he does not believeIt his unbelief will appear to the jury, despite aU

8 protestations, and will become their unbelief.
8 IS that law whereby a work of art, of whatever

I ■
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kind, sets us in the same state of mind wherein the
ai-tist was when he made it. That wHch we do
not believe we cannot adequately say, though we
may repeat the words never so often. It was tins
conviction which Swedenborg expressed when he
described a group of persons in the spiritual world
endeavoring in vain to articulate a proposition
which they did not believe; but they could not,
though they twisted and folded their lips even to
indignation.

A man passes for that he is worth. Very idle is
all curiosity concerning other people's estimate of
us, and all fear of remaining unknown is not less
so. If a man know that he can do any thing, —
that he can do it better than any one else,— he
has a pledge of the acknowledgment of that fact
by all persons. The world is full of judgment-
days, and into every assembly that a man enters,
in every action he attempts, he is gauged and
stamped. In every troop of boys that whoop and
run in each yard and square, a new-comer is as
well and accimately weighed in the com-se of a few
days and stamped with his right number, as if he
had undergone a formal trial of his strength, speed
and temper. A stranger comes fx-om a distant
school, with better dress, with ti-inkets in his pock
ets, with airs and pretensions; an older boy says
to himseH,' It's of no use; we shall find him out

.1
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to-morrow.' ' Wliat has he done ?' is the divine
question which searches men and transpierces
every false reputation. A fop may sit in any chair
of the world nor he distinguished for his hour from
Homer and Washington ; but there need never be
any doubt concerning the respective ability of hu
man beings. Pretension may sit stdll, but cannot
act. Pretension never feigned an act of real gi-eat-
ness. Pretension never wrote an Iliad, nor drove
back Xerxes, nor christianized the world, nor abol
ished slavery.

As much virtue as there is, so much appears ; as
much goodness as there is, so much reverence it
commands. AU the devils respect virtue. The
ĝh, the generous, the self-devoted sect wiU alwaysinstruct and command mankind. Never was a sin
cere word utterly lost. Never a magnanimity fell
to the ground, but there is some heart to gi-eet and
accept It unexpectedly. A man passes for thatte IS worth. What he is engraves itself on his
i S l e t t e r s o f
n L - n o t h i n g , b o a s t i n g
e v e s u " g l a n c e s o f o u r
W. 7' ' ̂  ̂ ^^^ t̂ions, and the grasp of

b u t t h J " O '
■MejecufaV His v ice g lassescuts hues of uteau expression in his cheek,

S P I R I T U A L L A W S . 1 5 1

I

f

pinches the nose, sets the mark of the beast on the
back of the head, and writes O fool! fool! on the
forehead of a king.

If you would not be kno\Mi to do any thing,
never do it. A man may play the fool in the didfts
of a desert, but every grain of sand, shall seem to
see. He may be a solitary eater, but he cannot
keep his foolish counsel. A broken complexion, a
swinish look, imgenerous acts and the want of due
knowledge, — all blab. Can a cook, a Chiffinch,
an lachimo be mistalien for Zcno or Paul ? Con
fucius exclaimed, — " How can a man be con
cealed ? How can a man be concealed ? "

On the other hand, the hero fears not that if he
withhold the avowal of a just and brave act it wUl
go unwitnessed and imloved. One knows it, —
himself, — and is pledged by it to sweetness of
peace and to nobleness of aim which wiU prove in
the end a better proclamation of it than the relat
ing of the incident. Virtue is the adherence m ac
tion to the nature of things, and the nature of
things makes it prevalent. It consists in a perpet
ual substitution of being for seeming, and with sub
lime propriety God is described as saying, I AM.

The lesson which these observations convey is.
Be, and not seem. Let us acquiesce. Let us take
our bloated nothingness out of the path of the di
vine circuits. Let us unlearn our wisdom of the
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world. Let us lie low in the Lord's power and
leam that truth alone makes rich and great.

If you visit your friend, why need you apologize
for not having visited liim, and waste his time and
deface your own act? Visit liim now. Let him
feel that the highest love has come to see him, in
thee its lowest organ. Or why need you torment
yourself and friend by secret self-reproaches that
you have not assisted him or complimented him
with gifts and salutations heretofore ? Be a gift
and a benediction. Shine with real light and not
with the borrowed reflection of gifts. Common
men are apologies for men; they how the head,
excuse themselves with prolix reasons, and accumu
late appearances because the substance is not.

We are full of these superstitions of sense, the
worship of magnitude. We call the poet inactive,
because he is not a president, a merchant, or a por
ter. We adore an institution, and do not see that
it is founded on a thought which we have. But
real action is in silent moments. The epochs of
our life are not in the visible facts of our choice of
a calling, our marriage, our acquisition of an office,
and the like, but in a silent thought by the way
side as we walk; in a thought which revises our en
tire manner of life and says, —'Thus hast thou
done, but it were better thus.' And aU our after
years, like menials, serve and wait on this, and ac-

i
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cording to theii- ability execute its ̂ vill. This re-
visal or correction is a constant force, which, as a
tendency, reaches tlirough our lifetime. The ob
ject of the man, the aim of these moments, is to
make daylight shine through hun, to suffer the law
to ti-averse his whole being without obstimction, so
that on what point soever of his doing yoim eye
falls it shaU report truly of his chai-acter, whether
it be his diet, his house, his religious forms, his so
ciety, his mii-th, his vote, his opposition. Now he
is not homogeneous, but heterogeneous, and the ray
does not ti-averse; there are no thorough lights,
but the eye of the beholder is puzzled, detectmg
many imlike tendencies and a life not yet at one.

my should we make it a point mth our f̂e
modesty to disparage that man we are and that
form of being assigned to us? A good man is con
tented. I love and honor Epaminond̂ , but 1 do
not ̂vish to be Epaminondas. I hold it "̂ r̂e
to love the world of this hour than the world of ffis
hour. Nor can you, if I am true, excite me to theleast uneasiness by saying, ' He acted and hou s ̂
test stUl.' I see action to be good, when the need
is and sitting still to be also good. Epaminondas
J he was thrman I take him for, would have sat
stiU with joy and peace, if his lot had *
Heaven is large, and affords space for aU modes of
love and fortitude. Why should we be busybodxes
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and superserviceable ? Action and inaction are
alike to the true. One piece of the tree is cut for a
weathercock and one for the sleeper of a bridge;
the virtue of the wood is apparent in both.

I desire not to disgrace the soul. The fact that
I am here certainly shows me that the soul had need
of an organ here. Shall I not assume the post?
Shall 1 skulk and dodge and duck with my unsea
sonable apologies and vain modesty and imagine
my being here impertinent? less pertinent than
Epaminondas or Homer being there? and that
the soul did not know its own needs? Besides,
without any reasoning on the matter, I have no
discontent. The good soul nourishes me and un
locks new magazines of power and enjoyment to
me every day. I will not meanly decHne the im
mensity of good, because I have heard that it has
come to others in another shape.

Besides, why should we be cowed by the name of
Action? 'Tis a trick of the senses,—no more.
We know that the ancestor of every action is a
thought. The poor mind does not seem to itselfto be any thing unless it have an outside badge,—
some Gentoo diet, or Quaker coat, or Calvinistic
prayer-meeting, or philanthropic society, or a great
donation, or a high office, or, any how, some wild
n̂trastinĝ  action to testify that it is somewhat.nc mind lies in the sun and sleeps, and is Na.

^e. To think is to act.
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Let us, if we must have great actions, make our

ovm so. All action is of an infinite elasticity, and
the least admits of being inflated vdth tlie celestial
air imtil it eclipses the sun and moon. Let us
seek one peace by fidelity. Let me heed my duties.
Why need I go gadding into the scenes and philos
ophy of Greek and Italian history before I have
justified myself to my benefactoi-s ? How dare I
read Washington's campaigns when I have not an
swered the letters of my own correspondents ? Is
not that a just objection to much of om- reading?
It is a pusillanimous desertion of our work to gaze
after om- neighbors. It is peeping. Byron says
of Jack Bimting, —

" He knew not what to say, and so he swore."

I may say it of our preposterous use of books,—He
knew not what to do, and so he read. I can thî
of nothing to fill my time wth, and I find the Life
of Brant. It is a very extravagant compliment to
pay to Brant, or to General Schuyler, or to Gen
eral Wasliington. My time should be as good as
their time, - my facts, my net of relations, as good
as theirs, or either of tiieirs. Bather let me do my
work so weU that other idlers if they choose may
compare my texture with the texture of these and
find it identical mth the best.

This over-estimate of the possibilities of Paul and
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Pericles, this under-estimate of our own, comes from
a neglect of the fact of an identical nature. Bona
parte knew but one merit, and rewarded in one
and the same way the good soldier, the good as
tronomer, the good poet, the good player. The
poet uses the names of Caesar, of Tamerlane, of
Bonduca, of Belisarius; the painter uses the con
ventional story of the Virgin Mary, of Paul, of
Peter. He does not therefore defer to the nature
of these accidental men, of these stock heroes. If
the poet write a true drama, then he is Caesar, and
not the player of Caesar; then the selfsame strain
of thought, emotion as pure, wit as subtle, motions
as swift, mounting, extravagant, and a heart as
great, self-sufficing, dauntless, which on the waves
of its love and hope ean uplift all that is reckoned
solid and precious in the world,—palaces, gardens,
money, navies, kingdoms, — marking its own in
comparable worth by the slight it casts on these
gauds of men; these all are his, and by the power
of these he rouses the nations. Let a man believe
in God, and not in names and places and persons.
Let the great soul incarnated in some woman's form,
poor and sad and single, in some DoUy or Joan, go
out to service and sweep, chambers and scour floors.

Its effulgent daybeams cannot be muffled or
bid, but to sweep and scour will instantly appear
supreme and beautiful actions, the top and radiance

of human life, and all people will get mops and
brooms ; until, lo! suddenly the great soul has en-
shi-ined itself in some other form and done some
other deed, and that is now the flower and head
of all living nature.

We are the photometers, we the irritable gold-
leaf and tinfoil that measure the accumulations of
the subtle element. We know the aiithentic effects
of the true fire through eveiy one of its million dis
guises.
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" I WAS as a gem concealed;
Me my burning ray revealed."

K o r a n .
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Evebt promise of the soiil has iimumerahle ful
filments ; each of its joys ripens into a new want.
Nature, uncontainable, flowing, forelooking, in the
first sentiment of kindness anticipates already a
benevolence which shall lose all particular regards
in its general light. The introduction to this felic
ity is in a private and tender relation of one to one,
which is the enchantment of human life; which,
like a certain divine rage and enthusiasm, seizes on
man at one period and works a revolution in his
mind and body; unites him to his race, pledges
In'm to the domestic and civic relations, carries him
with new sympathy into nature, enhances tlie power
of the senses, opens the imagination, adds to his
character heroic and sacred attributes, establishes
marriage and gives permanence to human sociê.

The natural association of the sentiment of love
with the heyday of the blood seems to require that
in order to portray it in vivid tints, which every
youth and maid should confess to be true to their

V O L . n .
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toobbmg eiqjenence, one must not be too old. Thedebemus fancies of youth ..eject the least savor of
m̂tum pbUosophy. as ehiUing .vitl. age and ped-

linn ■''o™. And therefore I kuoiv
stlL / "™«^ary hardness and

T° " ae Cou r t and
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shall commend itself to the eye at whatever angle
beholden.

And the fii-st condition is that we must leave a
too close and lingering adherence to facts, and study
the sentiment as it appeai-ed in hope, and not in
history. For each man sees his own life defaced
and disfigured, as the life of man is not to his im
agination. Each man sees over his own experience
a certain stain of error, whilst that of other men
looks fair and ideal. Let any man go back to those
delicious relations which make the beauty of his
life, which have given him sincerest instruction and
nourishment, he will shrink and moan. Alas! I
know not why, but infinite compunctions embitter
in matnre life the remembrances of budding joy,
and cover every beloved name. Every thing is
beautiful seen from the point of the intellect, or as
truth. But all is soui- if seen as experience. De
tails are melancholy; the plan is seemly and noble.
In the actual world — the painful kingdom of time |
and place — dwell cai'e and canker and fear. With
thought, with the ideal, is immortal hilarity, the
rose of joy. Koimd it all the Muses sing. But
grief cleaves to names and persons and the partial
interests of to-day and yesterday.

The strong bent of nature is seen in the propor
tion which this topic of personal relations usurps in
the conversation of society. What do we wish to
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know of any worthy person so much as how he has
sped in the history of this sentiment ? What hooks
in the circulating library circulate ? How we glow
over these novels of passion, when the story is told
with any spark of truth and nature! And what
fastens attention, in the intercourse of life, like any
passage betraying affection between two parties?
Perhaps we never saw them before and never shall
meet them again. But we see them exchange a
glance or beti*ay a deep emotion, and we are no
longer strangers. We understand them and take
the warmest interest in the development of the ro
mance. All mankind love a lover. The earliest
demonstrations of complacency and kindness are
nature's most winning pictures. It is the dawn of
civihty and grace in the coarse and rustic. The
i-ude village boy teases the girls about the school-
house door; — but to-day he comes rixnning into
the entry and meets one fair child disposing her
satchel; he holds her books to help her, and in
stantly ̂it seems to him as if she removed herselffrom him infinitely, and was a sacred precinct. /
Among the throng of girls he runs rudely enough,
hut one alone distances him; and these two little
neighbors, that were so close just now, have learnedto respect each other's personality. Or who can
ârt his eyes from the engaging, half-artful, half-artless ways of school-girls who go into the countrji

l o v e .

shops to buy a skein of sUk oi a sheet of paper,talk half L hour about nothing the broad-
faced. good-natured shop-boy. n the ̂
are on a perfect
and without any coquetry the happy,nature of woman flô vs out iu tins ̂The girls may have UtUe beauty, yet 4°
they cstabUsh between them Mdmorf agreeable, confiding relattous; wlût tlm-
fun and their
Almira, and who was invited to the p y,
danced at the dancing-school, and when »
school wonld begin, and otherwhich the parties cooed. By and by 1'®-' W ̂
a wife, and very tndy and hearbly
wher-e to find a sincere and sweet
risk such as MUton deplores as incident
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ot love, without being P social in-

sfceu"F» tFe celestial rapture falling
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out of heaven seizes only upon those of tender age,
and although a beauty overpowering aU analysiŝ'or
comparison and putting us quite beside ourselves
we can seldom see after thirty years, yet the remem
brance of these visions outlasts all other remem
brances, and is a wreath of flowers on the oldestbrows. But here is a strange fact; it may seem to
many men, m revising their experience, that theyWe no fairer page in their life's book than the de-

affect ioncontrived to give a witchcraft, surpassing the deep~n of its own tnith, to a parcel ofLidê

be our expenence in particulars what it
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of a glove, a veil, a ribbon, or the wheels of a car
riage ; when no place is too solitary and none too
silent for him who has richer company and sweeter
conversation in his new thoughts than any old
friends, though best and purest, can give him; for
the figures, tho motions, the words of the beloved
object are not, like other images, written in water,
but, as Plutarch said, "enamelled in fire," and make
the study of midnight; —

" Thou art not gone being gone, where'er thou art,
Tliou leav'st in him thy watchfiil eyes, in him thy loving

h e a r t . "

/ In the noon and the afternoon of life we stiU throb
at the recollection of days when happiness was not
happy enough, but must be drugged with the relish
of pain and fear; for he touched the secret of the
matter who said of love, —

" All other pleasures are not worth its pains:"

and when the day was not long enough, but the
night too must be consumed in keen recollections;
when the head boHed all night on the pillow with
the generous deed it resolved on ; when the moon
light was a pleasing fever and the stars were letters
and the flowers ciphers and the air was coined into
song,' when all business seemed an impertinence,
and all the men and women running to and fro in
the streets, mere pictures.
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The passion rehuilds the world for the youth. It
makes all things alive and significant. Nature
grows conscious. Every bird on the boughs of the
tree sings now to his heart and soul. The notes
are almost articulate. The clouds have faces as he
looks on them. The trees of the forest, the waving
grass and the peeping flowers have grown intelli
gent ; and he almost fears to trust them with the
secret which they seem to invite. Yet nature soothes

. and sympathizes. In the green solitude he finds a
dearer home than with men: —

"Fountain-heads and pathless groves,
Places which pale passion loves,
Moonlight walks, when aU the fowls
Arc safely housed, save hats and owls,
A midnight bell, a passing groan, —
These are the sounds we feed upon."

Behold there in the wood the fine madman! He )
is .a palace of sweet sounds and sights ; he dilates;
he is twice a man; he walks ivith arms akimbo;
he soliloquizes; he accosts the grass and the trees;
he feels the blood of the violet, the clover and the
lily in his veins ; and he talks with the brook that
wets his foot.

The heats that have opened his perceptions of
natural beauty have made him love music and verse.
It is a fact often observed, that men have written
good verses under the inspiration of passion, who
cannot write well under any other circumstances.

i O T ' E . 1 6 9

The like force has the passion overall his nature.
It expands the sentiment; it makes the clown gen
tle and ̂ ves the coward heart. Into the most pit
iful and abject it will infuse a heart and courage to
defy the world, so only it have the countenance of
the beloved object. In giving him to another it_
still more gives him to himseH. J He is a new man,
with new perceptions, new and keener purposes,
and a religious solemnity of character and aims.
He does not lopger appertain to his family and so
ciety ; he is somewhat; is a person; Ac is a
s o u l .

And here let us examine a little nearer the na
ture of that influence which is thus potent over the
hiunan youth. Beauty, whose revelation to man
we now celebrate, welcome as the sim wherever it
pleases to shine, which pleases everybody with it
and with themselves, seems sufficient to itself. The
lover cannot paint his maiden to his fancy poor and
solitary. Like a tree in flower, so much soft, bud
ding, informing loveliness is society for itself ; and
she teaches his eye why Beauty was pictured with
Loves and Graces attending her steps. Her exis
tence makes the world rich. Though she extrudes
all other persons from his attention as cheap and
unworthy, she indemnifies him by carrying out her
own being into somewhat impersonal, large, mun
dane, so that the maiden stands to him for a repre-
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sentative of all select things and virtues. For that
reasqji the lover never sees personal resemblances
in his mistress to her kindred or to others. His
friends find in her a likeness to her mother, or her
sisters, or to persons not of her blood. The lover
sees no resemblance except to summer evenings
and diamond mornings, to rainbows and the song
of birds.

The ancients called beauty the flowering of vir
tue. Who can analyze the nameless charm which
glances from one and another face and form ? We
are touched with emotions of tenderness and com
placency, but we cannot find whereat this dainty
emotion, this wandering gleam, points. It is de
stroyed for the imagination by any attempt to referit to organization. Nor does it point to any rela
tions of friendship or love known and described in
society, but, as it seems to me, to a quite other and
unattainable sphere, to relations of transcendent del
icacy and sweetness, to what roses and violets hintand foreshow. We cannot approach beauty. Its
natoe is like opaline doves'-neck lustres, hovering
and evanescent. Herein it resembles the most ex-

ent̂ n̂gs, which all have this rainbow charac-, efying ̂  attempts at appropriation and use.
wut eke did Jean Paul Eiclter signify, when he
o f s p e a k e s t t o m eaung, which in all my endless Ufc I have not
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found and shall not fbad." The same fluency may
be observed in every work of the plastic ai-ts. The
statue is then beautiful when it begins to be incom
prehensible, when it is passing out of criticism and
can no longer be defined by compass and measur
ing-wand, but demands an active imagination to go
■with it and to say what it is in the act of doing.
The god or hero of the sculptor is always repre
sented in a transition from that which is represent-
able to the senses, to that which is not. Then fii-st
it ceases to be a stone. The same remark holds of

painting. And of poetry the success is not at
tained when it lulls and satisfies, but when it as
tonishes and fires us "with new endeavors after the
unattainable. Concerning it Landor inquires
" whether it is not to be referred to some purer
state of sensation and existence."

In lilce manner, personal beauty is then first
charming and itself when it dissatisfies us ■with any
end; when it becomes a story ■without an end;
when it suggests gleams and visions and not eai-thly
satisfactions; when it makes the beholder feel his
unworthiness ; when he cannot feel his right to it,
though he were Csesar; he cannot feel more right
to it than to the firmament and the splendors of a
sunse t .

Hence arose the saying, " If I love you, what is
that to you?" We say so because we feel that
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what we love is not in your will, but above it. It
is not you, but your radiance. It is that which
you know not in yourself and can never know.

This agrees well with that high philosophy of
Beauty which the ancient writers delighted in; for
they said that the soul of man, embodied here on
earth, went roaming up and down in quest of that
other world of. its own out of which it came into
this, but was soon stupefied by the light of the nat-
mal sun, and unable to see any other objects than
those of this world, winch are but shadows of real
things. Therefore the Deity sends the glory of
youth before the soul, that it may avail itself of
beautiful bodies as aids to its recollection of the
celestial good and fair ; and the man beholding
such a person in the female sex runs to her and
finds the highest joy in contemplating the form,
movement and intelligence of this person, because
it suggests to him the presence of that which in
deed is within the beauty, and the cause of the
beauty.

If however, from too much conversing with ma
terial objects, the soul was gross, and misplaced its
satisfaction in the body, it reaped nothing but sor
row ; body being unable to fulfil the promise which
beauty holds out; but if, accepting the hint ofthese visions and suggestions which beauty makes
to his mind, the soid passes through the body and
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falls to admire strokes of character, and the lovers
contemplate one anotlier in their discoui-ses and
their actions, then they pass to the true palace of
beauty, more and more inflame their love of it, and
by this love extinguishing the base affection, as the
sun puts out five by shining on the hearth, they be
come piu-e and hallowed. By conversation \vith
that which is in itself excellent, magnanimous,
lowly, and just, the lover comes to a warmer love
of these nobilities, and a quicker apprehension of
them. Then he passes from loving them in one to
loving them in all, and so is the one beautiful soul
only the door through which he enters to the soci
ety of all true and pure souls. In the particular
society of his mate he attains a clearer sight of any
spot, any taint which her beauty has contracted
from this world, and is able to point it out, and
this with mutual joy that they are now able, with
out offence, to indicate blemishes and hindrances
in each other, and give to each all help and com
fort in curing the same. And beholding in many
souls the traits of the divine beauty, and separating
in each soul that which is divine fi-om the taint
which it has contracted in the world, the lover as
cends to the highest beauty, to the love and knowl
edge of the Divinity, by steps on this ladder of
created souls.

Somewhat like this have the truly wise told us of
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love in all ages. The doctrine is not old, nor is it
new. If Plato, Plntarch and Apuleius taught it,
so have Petrarch, Angelo and Milton. It awaits a
truer unfolding in opposition and rebuke to that
subterranean prudence which presides at marriages
with words that take hold of the upper world, whilst
one eye is prowling in the cellar; so that its gravest
discourse has a savor of hams and powdering-tubs.
Worst, when this sensualism intrudes into the ed
ucation of young women, and withers the hope and
affection of human nature by teaching that mar
riage signifies nothing but a housewife's thrift, and
that woman's life has no other aim.

But this dream of love, though beautiful, is only
one scene in our play. In the procession of the
soul from within outward, it enlarges its circles
ever, like the pebble thrown into the pond, or the
light proceeding from an orb. The rays of the soid
alight first on things nearest, on every utensil and
toy, on nurses and domestics, on the house and yard
and passengers, on the circle of household acquaint
ance, on politics and geography and histoiy. But
tl̂ gs are ever grouping themselves according tohigher or more interior laws. Neighborhood, size,
nmnbers, habits, persons, lose by degrees their
power ov§r us. Cause and effect, real affinities, the
onging for harmony between the soul and the cir
cumstance, the progressive, idealizing instinct, pre-
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dominate later, and the step backward from the
higher to the lower relations is impossible. Thus
even love, which is the deification of persons, must
become more impei-sonal every day. Of this at fii'st
it gives no hint. Little tliink the j'^outh and
maiden who are glancing at each other across
crowded rooms -with eyes so full of mutual intel
ligence, of the precious fruit long hereafter to pro
ceed from this new, quite external stimidus. The
work of vegetation begins first in tlie irritability of
the bark imd leaf-buds. From exchanginjr o-lances,

o O o '

they advance to acts of courtesy, of gallantry, then
to fiery passion, to plighting troth and mai-riage.
Passion beholds its object as a perfect unit. The
soul is whoUy embodied, and the body is wholly en
s o u l e d : —

" Her piire aiid eloquent Llood.
Spoke in lier clieelcs, and so distinctly OTought,
That one miglit almost say ker body thought."

Romeo, if dead, should be cut up into little stars to
make the heavens fine. Life, with this pair, has no
other aim, asks no more, than Juliet,- than Ro
meo. Night, day, studies, talents, kingdoms, relig
ion, are all contained in this form full of soid, in
this soul which is all form. The lovers delight in
■"endearinentsT in" avbwals"of love, in comparisons of
their regards. When alone, they solace themselves
with the remembered image of the other. Does

:)
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that other see the same star, the same melting
cloud, read the same book, feel the same emotion,
that now delights me ? They ti-y and weigh their
affection, and adding up costly advantages, friends,
opportunities, properties, exult in discovering that
willingly, joyfully, they woiild give all as a ransom
for the beautiful, the beloved head, not one hair of
which shall be harmed. * But the lot of humanity
is on these children. Danger, sorrow and pain ai*-
rive to them as to aU. Love prays. It makes cov
enants with Eternal Power in behalf of this dear
mate. The union which is thus effected and which
adds a new value to every atom in nature — for it
transmutes every thread throughout the whole web
of relation into a golden ray, and bathes the soul in
a new and sweeter element — is yet a temporary
state. ̂  Not always can flowers, pearls, poetry, pro
testations, nor even home in another heart, content
the awful soul that dwells in clay .J It arouses it
self at last from these endearments, as toys, and
puts on the harness and aspires to vast and univer
sal aims. The soul which is in the soul of each,
craving a perfect beatitude, detects incongruities,
defects and disproportion in the behavior of the
other. Hence arise surprise, expostulation and
pain. Yet that which drew them to each other
was signs of loveliness, signs of virtue ; and these
virtues are there, however eclipsed. They appear
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and reappear and continue to attract; but the re
gard changes, quits the sign and attaches to the
substance. This repairs the womided affection.
Meantime, as life wears on, it proves a game of
permutation and combination of all possible posi
tions of the pai'ties, to employ all the resources of
each and acquaint each with the strengtli and weak
ness of the other. For it is the nature and end of
this relation, that they should represent the human
race to each other. All that is in the world, which
is or ought to be Icnown, is cimningly wrought into
the texture of man, of woman : —

"Tlie person love does to us fit,
Like manna, has the taste of all in it."

The world roUs; the circumstances vary every
hour. The angels that inhabit this temple of the
body appear at the windows, and the gnomes and
vices also. By all the vii-tues they are united. If
there be virtue, all the vices are known as such;

they confess and flee. Their once flaming regard
is sobered by time in either breast, and losing in
violence what it gains in extent, it becomes a thor
ough good understanding. They resign each other
without complaint to the good offices which man
and woman are severally appointed to discharge ip
time, and exchange the passion which once could
not lose sight of its object, for a cheerful disengaged
furtlierance, whether present or absent, of each

v o i i I I . 1 2
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other's designs. At last they discover that all which
at first drew them together, — those once sacred
features, that magical play of charms, — was decid
uous, had a prospective end, like the scaffolding by
which the house was built; and the pm-ification of
the intellect and the heart from year to year is the
real marriage, foreseen and prepared from the first,
and wholly above their consciousness. Looldng at
these aims with which two persons, a man and a
woman, so variously and correlatively gifted, are
shut up in one house to spend in the nuptial society
forty or fifty years, I do not wonder at the emphasis
with which the heart prophesies this crisis from
early infancy, at the profuse beauty with which
the instincts deck the nuptial bower, and nature and
intellect and art emulate each other in the gifts and
the melody they bring to the epithalamium.

Thus are we put in training for a love wHch
knows not sex, nor person, nor partiaHty, but which
seeks virtue and wisdom everywhere, to the end of
increasing virtue and wisdom. We are by nature
observers, and thereby learners. That is our per
manent state./ But we are often made to feel that
our affectionk are but tents of a night. Though
slowly and with pain, the objects of the affections
change, as the objects of thought do.") There are
moments when the affections rule and absorb the
man and make his happiness dependent on a per-

I
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son or persons. But in health the mind is presently
seen again, — its overarching vault, bright with
galaxies of unmutable lights, and tlie warm loves
and fears that swept over us as clouds must lose
their finite character and blend with God, to attain
their own perfection. But we need not fear thatN
we can lose any thing by the progress of the soul.
The soul may be trusted to the end. That which is
so beautifid and attractive as these relations, must
be succeeded and supplanted only by what is more
beautiful, and so on for ever.

I
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who sit by, of our own kinsfolk and acqnaintunce,
shaU feel a lively surprise at our unusual powers.
But as soon as the stranger begins to intrude his
partialities, his definitions, his defects into the con
versation, it is all over. lie has heard the first, the
last and best he will ever hear from us. He is no
stranger now. Vulgarity, ignorance, misappreben-
sion are old acquaintances. Now, when he comes,
he may get the order, the dress and the dinner,
but the throbbing of the heart and the communica
tions of the soul, no more.

What is so pleasant as these jets of affection
which make a young world for me again? What
so delicious as a just and firm encounter of two, in
a thought, in a feeling? How beautiful, on their
approach to this beating heart, the steps and forms
of the gifted and the true! The moment we in
dulge our affections, the earth is metamorphosed;there IS no winter and no night; aU tragedies, all
ennms vanish,—aU duties even; nothing fiUs the
proceeding eternity but the forms all radiant of beloved persons. Let the soul be assured that some
where m the universe it should rejoin its friend
and It woidd be content and cheerful alone for a
thousand years.I awoke this morning with devout thanksgiving
for my friends, the old and the new. Shall t !eah God the Beantifid, who daUy shoŵĥ̂
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so to me in his gifts ? I chicle society, I embrace
solitude, and yet I am not so ungrateful as not to
see the wise, the lovely and the noble-minded, as
from time to time they pass my gate. Who hears
nie, who understands me, becomes mine, — a pos
session for aU time. Nor is Nature so poor but she
gives me this joy several times, and thus we weave
social threads of our own, a new web of relations ;
and, as many thoughts in succession substantiate
themselves, we shall by and by stand in a new worldof our ovra creation, and no longer sti-angers and
pilgrims in a traditionary globe. My friends have
come to me unsought. The great God gave them
to me. By oldest right, by the divine affinity of
virtue with itself, I find them, or rather not I but
the Dmty in me and in them derides and cancels
ae tbick walls of individual cbaracler, relation, âe
sex, otrcumstanoe, at wMcb be usually connives, andnow mâkes many one. High (banks I owe you, ex-ceUent lover̂  who cariy out the world for me to
Mŵd noble depths, and enlarge the meaning ofoug S. These are new poetry of the fii-st

S M u s e s c h a n t i n g
. f „ r ' . ™ ^ I f e -
■nple afdnity, and the Genius of my life

I

1

being thus social, the same affinity will exert its en
ergy on whomsoever is as noble as these men and
women, wherever I may be.

I confess to an extreme tenderness of nature on
this point. It is abnost dangerous to me to "crush
the sweet poison of misused wine" of the affec
tions. A new person is to me a great event and
hinders me from sleep. I have often had fine fan-
eies about persons wliich have given me delicious
hours; but the joy ends in tlie day; it jnelds no
fruit. Thought is not born of it; my action is very
little modified. I must feel pride in my friend's
accomplishments as if they were mine, and a proi>-
erty in his vh-tues. I feel as warmly when he is
praised, as the lover when he hears applause of his
engaged maiden. We over-estimate the conscience
of oiu- friend. His goodness seems better tlian om*
goodness, his natm'e finei", his temptations less.
Every tiling that is his, - liis name, his form, his
dress, books and instrmnents, — fancy enhances.
Our own thought sounds new and lai'ger from his
m o u t h .

Yet the systole and diastole of the heart are not
without their analogy in the ebb and flow of love.
Eiiendship, lil<e the immortality of the soul, is too
good to be believed. The lover, beholding his
maiden, half knows that she is not verily that
which he worships; and in the golden horn- of
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friendship we are surprised with shades of suspi
cion and unbelief. We doubt that we bestow on
our hero the virtues in which he shines, and after
wards worship the form to which we have ascribed
this divine inhabitation. In strictness, the soul does
not respect men as it respects itself. In strict sci
ence aU persons underlie the same condition of an
infinite remoteness. Shall we fear to cool our love
by mining for the metaphysical foundation of this
Elysian temple? ShaU I not be as real as the
things I see? If I am, I shaU not fear to knowthem for what they are. Their essence is not less
beautiful than their appearance, though it needs
finer organs for its apprehension. The root of the
plant IS not unsightly to science, though for chaii-
lets and festoons we cut the stem short. And I
must hazard the production of the bald fact amidst
these pleasing reveries, though it should prove an
OTtian skuU at our banquet. A man who stands
t̂ed w.thhis thought conceives utaguiflceutly oftaseU. He .s conscious of a universal sucL,
2" f Wit by uuiform particular failures.
o ™ • > » ' " V m y
m a k e v ' ™ I c a n n o tthe stTT tantamount to mine. Onlye star Ĉdes; the planet ha, a faint, moon-like
y- hear u,hat you say of the admirable parts

It
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A RUDDY drop of manly blood
The surging sea outweighs;
The world uncertain comes and goes,
The lover rooted stays.
I fancied he was fled,
And, after many a year,
Glowed unexhaus ted k ind l i ness

Like daily sunrise there.
hly 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.
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We have a great deal more Idndness than is ever
spoken. Maugre all the selfishness that chills lilce
east winds the world, the whole hiunan family is
bathed with an element of love like a fine ether.
How many persons we meet in houses, whom we
scarcely spealc to, whom yet we honor, and who
honor us I How many we see in the sti-eet, or sit
with in church, whom, tliough silently, we warmly
rejoice to be with I Read the language of these
wandering eye-beams. The heart knoweth.

The effect of the indulgence of this human affec
tion is a certain cordial exhilaration. In poeti-y
and in common speech the emotions of benevolence
and complacency which are felt towai-ds others are
likened to the material effects of fire; so swift, or
much more swift, more active, more cheering, are
these fine inward irradiations. From the highest
degree of passionate love to the lowest degree of
good-will, they make the sweetness of life.
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Our intellectual and active powers increase with
our affection. The scholar sits down to wi-ite, and
all his years of meditation do not furnish him with
one good thought or happy expression; but it is
necessary to write a letter to a friend, — and forth
with troops of gentle thoughts invest themselves, on
every hand, with chosen words. See, in any house
where virtue and self-respect abide, the palpitation
which the approach of a stranger causes. A com
mended stranger is expected and announced, and
an uneasiness betwixt pleasure and pain invades all
the hearts of a household. His arrival almost brings
fear to the good hearts that would welcome him.
The house is dusted, all things fly into their places,
the old coat is exchanged for the new, and they
must get up a dinner if they can. Of a commended
stranger, only the good report is told by others
only the good and new is heard by us. He standsto us for humanity. He is what we wish. Having
imâned and invested him, we ask how we shouldstand related m conversation and action with such a
man, and are uneasy with fear. The same idea ex-
jts conversation with him. We talk better thanare wont. We have the nimblest fancy, a richer

mwy, and our dumb devil has taken leave for
o f s i - r , c o n t i n u e a s e r i e s
f r o m c o m m u n i c a t i o n s , d r a w n^ oldest, secretest experience, so that they
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and tried temper of the party you praise, but I see
well that, for aU his purple cloaks, I shall not like
him, unless ho is at last a poor Greek lilie me. I
cannot deny it, O friend, that the vast shadow of
the Phenomenal includes thee also in its pied and
painted immensity, — thee also, compared with
whom all else is shadow. Thou art not Being, as
Truth is, as Justice is, — thou ai-t not my soid, but
a picture and effigy of that. Thou hast come to
me lately, and already thou art seizing thy hat and
cloak. Is it not that the soul puts forth friends as
the tree puts forth leaves, and presently, by the
germination of new buds, extrudes the old leaf?
The law of nature is alternation for evermore.
Each electrical state superinduces the opposite.
The soul environs itself with friends that it may en
ter into a gi-ander self-acquaintance or solitude;
and it goes alone for a season that it may exalt its
conversation or society. This method beti'ays itself
along the whole history of our personal relations.
The instinct of affection revives the hope of imion
with our mates, and the returning sense of insula
tion recalls us from the chase. Thus every man
passes his life in the search after friendship, and if
he should record his true sentiment, he might ̂ v̂ ite
a letter like this to each new candidate for his
l o v e : —
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Dear Friend,

If I was sure of thee, sure of thy capacity, sure
to match my mood with thine, I should never think
again of trifles in relation to thy comings and go
ings. I am not very >vise; my moods are quite at
tainable, and I respect thy genius; it is to me as
yet imfathomed; yet dare I not presume in thee a
perfect intelligence of me, and so thou art to me a
delicious torment. Thine ever, or never.

Yet these uneasy pleasures and fine pains are for
curiosity and not for life. They are not to be in
dulged. This is to weave cobweb, and not cloth.
Our friendships hurry to short and poor conclu
sions, because we have made them a texture of wine
and di-eams, instead of the tough fibre of the hu
man heart. The laws of friendship are austere and
eternal, of one web with the laws of nature and of
morals. But we have aimed at a swift and petty
benefit, to suck a sudden sweetness. (We snatch at
the slowest fruit in the whole garden of God, which
many summers and many winters must ripen.seek our friend not sacredly, but with an adulterate
passion which would appropriate Mm to ourselves,
u vain. We are armed aU over with subtle an-

ônisms which, as soon as we meet, begin to play,ranslate aU poetry into stale prose. Abnost
Peop e descend to meet. \ All association must

I
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be a compromise, and, what is worst, the very
flower and aroma of the flower of each of the beau
tiful natures disappears as they approach each other. ̂
What a perpetual disappointment is actual society,
even of the virtuous and gifted ! After interviews
have been compassed with long foresight we must
bo tormented presently by baffled blows, by sudden,
imseasonable apathies, by epilepsies of wit and of
animal spu-its, in the heyday of friendship and
thought. Our faculties do not play us true, and
both parties are relieved by solitude.

I ought to be equal to every relation. It makes
no difference how many friends I have and what
content I can find in conversing with each, if there
be one to whom I am not equal. If I have shrunk
unequal from one contest, the joy I find in all the
rest becomes mean and cowardly. I should hate
myself, if then I made my other friends my asy
l u m ; —

"The valiant warrior famoiised for fight,
After a hundred victories, once foiled,
Is from the hook of honor razed quite
And all the rest forgot for which he toiled."

Our impatience is thus sharply rebuked. Bash-
fulness and apathy ai-e a tough husk in which a del
icate organization is protected from premature
ripening. It woidd be lost if it knew itself before
any of the best souls were yet ripe enough to know
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and own it. Respect the naturlangsamlceit which
hardens the ruby in a million years, and worlis in
duration in wliich Alps and Andes come and go as
rainbows. The good spiidt of our life has no heaven
which is the price of rashness. Love, which is the
essence of God, is not for levity, but for the total
worth of man. Let us not have this chUdish lux
ury in our regards, but the austerest worth; let us
approach our friend with an audacious trust in the
truth of his heart, in the breadth, impossible to be
overturned, of his foundations.

^ The attractions of this subject are not to be resisted, and I leave, for the time, all account of sub
ordinate social benefit, to speak of that select and
sacred relation wHch is a kind of absolute, and
which even leaves the language of love suspicious
and common, so much is this purer, and nothing is
so much divine.

I do not wish to treat friendships daintily, but
with roughest courage. When they are real, they
are not glass threads or frostwork, but the solidest

g we know. For now, after so many ages of ex
perience, what do we know of nature or of our-e ves. Not one step has man taken toward the
»lutan of the problem of his destmy. In one con-

stand the whole universe of men.

f e w t r r ' w " M d ' IaUiance with my brother's soul is

F R I E N D S n i P . 1 9 3

■

the nut itself whereof all nature and all thought is
but the husk and sheU. Happy is the house that
shelters a friend! It might well be built, lilie a
festal bower or arch, to entertain him a single day. t
Happier, if he know the solemnity of that relation
and honor its law! He who offers himself a candi
date for that covenant comes up, like an Oljunpian,
to the great games where the fii-st-born of the world
are the competitors. He proposes himseff for con
tests where Time, Want, Danger, are in the lists,
and he alone is victor who has truth enough in his
constitution to preserve the delicacy of liis beauty
from the wear and tear of all these. The gifts
of fortime may be present or absent, but" aU
the speed in that contest depends on intrinsic
nobleness and the contempt of trifles. There are
two elements that go to the composition of friend
ship, each so sovereign that I can detect no superi
ority m either, no reason why either should be firstnamed One is truth. A friend is a person mth
whom I may be sincere. Before him I may think
aloud. I am arrived at last in the presence of a
man so real and equal that I may drop even those
undermost garments of dissimulation, courtesy, and
second _̂oûght, which men never put off, and may
dê  with him with the simplicity and wholenesswith which one chemical atom meets another Sin
cerity IS the luxury aUowed, like diadems and an"

V O L . I I . 1 . 1 a . u -13
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ttority, only to the highest rank; that being per
mitted to speak truth, as having none above it to
court or conform unto. Every man alone is sincere.
At the entrance of a second person, hypocrisy be
gins. We parry and fend the approach of our fel
low-man by compliments, by gossip, by amusements,
by afEairs. We cover up our thought from him
under a hundred folds. I knew a man who under
a certain religious frenzy cast off this drapery, and
omitting all compliment and commonplace, spoke
to the conscience of every person he encountered,
and that with great insight and beauty. At fii-st
he was resisted, and all men agreed he was mad.
But persisting—as indeed he could not help doing
— for some time in this course, he attained to the

advantage of bringing every man of his acquain
tance into true relations with him. No man would
think of speaking falsely with liim, or of puttiu"-
him off with any chat of markets or reading-rooms.
But every man was constrained by so much sincer
ity to the like plaindealing, and what love of nature,
what poetry, what symbol of truth he had, he did
certainly show him. But to most of us society
shows not its face and eye, but its side and its back.
To stand in true relations with men in a false age
IS worth a fit of insanity, is it not ? We can seldom
go erect. Almost every man we meet requires
some civility, — requires to be humored; he has

I
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some fame, some talent, some whim of religion or
philanthropy in his head that is not to be questioned,
and which spoils all conversation with him. But a
friend is a sane man who exercises not my ingenuity,
but me. My friend gives me entertainment with
out requiring any stipulation on my part. A friend
therefore is a sort of paradox in nature. I who
alone am, I who see nothing in nature whose exist
ence I can affirm with equal evidence to my own,
behold now the semblance of my being, in all its
height, variety and curiosity, reiterated in a foreign
form; so that a friend may well be reckoned the
masterpiece of nature.

The otlier element of friendship is tenderness.
We are holden to men by every sort of tie, by
blood, by pride, by fear, by hope, by lucre, by lust,
by hate, by admiration, by every circumstance and
badge and trifle, — but we can scarce believe that
so much character can subsist in another as to
draw us by love. Can another be so blessed and
we so pure that we can offer him tenderness?
When a man becomes dear to me I have touched
the goal of fortune. I find very little wi-itten di
rectly to the heart of this matter in books. And
yet I have one text which I cannot choose but re
member. My author says,—"I offer myself
faintly and bkmtly to those whose I effectually am,
and tender myself least to him to whom I am the
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most devoted." I wish that friendship should have
feet, as weU as eyes and eloquence. It must plant
itself on the ground, before it vaults over the
moon. I wish it to be a little of a citizen, before
it is quite a cherub. We chide the citizen because
he makes love a commodity. It is an exchange of
gifts, of useful loans ; it is good neighborhood; it
watches with the sick; it holds the paU at the fu
neral ; and quite loses sight of the delicacies and
nobility of the relation. But though we cannot
find the god under this disguise of a sutler, yet on
the other hand we cannot forgive the poet if he
spins his thread too fine and doss not substantiate
his romance by the municipal virtues of justice,
punctuality, fidelity and pity. I hate the prostitu
tion of the name of friendship to signify modish
and worldly alliances. I much prefer the company
of ploughboys and tin-peddlers to the silken and
perfumed amity which celebrates its days of en
counter by a frivolous display, by rides in a curri
cle and dinners at the best taverns. The end of
friendship is a commerce the most strict and
homely that can be joined ; more strict than any of
which we have experience. It is for aid and com
fort through aU the relations and passages of life
and death. It is fit for serene days and graceful
gifts and country rambles, but also for rough
roads and hard fare, shipwreck, poverty and perse-
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cution. It keeps company with the sallies of the
wit and the trances of religion. We ai-e to dignify
to each other the daily needs and offices of man's
life, and embellish it by courage, Avisdom and unity.
It should never fall into something usual and set
tled, but should be alert and inventive and add
rhyme and reason to what was di-udgery.

Friendship may be said to require natures so
rare and costly, each so well tempered and so hap
pily adapted, and withal so circumstanced (for
even in that particular, a poet says, love demands
that the parties be altogether paired), that its sat
isfaction can very seldom be assm-ed. It cannot
subsist in its perfection, say some of those who are
learned in this warm lore of the heart, betwixt
more than two. I am not quite so strict in my
terms, perhaps because I have never known so high
a fellowship as others. I please my imagination
more with a circle of godlike men and women vari
ously related to each other and between whom sub
sists a lofty intelligence. But I find this law of
one to one peremptory for conversation, which is
the practice and consiunmation of friendship. Do
not mix waters too much. The best mix as iU as
good and bad. You shall have very useful and.
cheering diseom-se at several times with two several
men, but let all three of you come together and you
shall not have one new and hearty word. Two
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may talk and one may hear, but three cannot take
part in a conversation of the most sincere and
searching sort. In good company there is never
such discourse between two, across the table, as
takes place when you leave them alone. In good
company the individuals merge their egotism into
a social soul exactly co-extensive mth the several
consciousnesses there present. No pai-tialities of
friend to friend, no fondnesses of brother to sis
ter, of wife to husband, are there pertinent, but
qmte otherwise. Only he may then speak who can
sail on the common thought of the party, aud not
poorly limited to his own. Now this convention,which good sense demands, destroys the high free-
dom of great conversation, which requires an ab-
solute running of two souls into one.

No two men but being left alone ivith each other
enter mto aimpler relatione. Yet it is affinity that
determmes whicl, two shall converse. Unrelatedmen pve httle joy to caeh other, wiU never suspect
he latent poweis of each. We talk sometimes of
great talent for conversation, as if it were a per-

property in some individuals. V Con veL
1 reputed to have thought and eloquence,̂he eau-
e l e ' T h < »■«e they 2 T,T ' 'eaeontbey would blame the insigniiieanee of a dial in

1
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the shade. In the sun it will mark the hour, f
Among those who enjoy his thought he will regain
his tongue.

Friendship requires that rare mean betwixt like
ness and unlikeness that piques each with the pres
ence of power and of consent in the other party.
Let me be alone to the end of the world, ratlier
than that my friend should overstep, by a word or a
look, his real sympathy. I am equally balked by
antagonism and by compliance. Let him not cease
an instant to be himself. The only joy I have in
his being mine, is that the not mine is mine. I
hate, where I looked for a manly furtherance or at
least a manly resistance, to find a mush of conces
sion. Better be a nettle in tlie side of your friend
than his echo. ^The condition which high friend
ship demands is ability to do without it̂  That
high office requires gi-eat and sublime parts.
There must be very two, before there can be very
one. Let it be an alliance of two large, formidable
natures, mutually beheld, mutually feared, before
yet they recognize the deep identity which, be-
Tieath these disparities, unites them.

He only is fit for this society who is magnani
mous ; who is sm-e that greatness and goodness
are always economy ; who is not swift to intermed
dle with his fortunes. Let him not intermeddle
with this. Leave to the diamond its ages to grow.
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nor expect to accelerate the births of the etemaL

Friendsliip demands a religious treatment. Wo
talk of choosing our friends, but fiiends are self-
elected. Keverence is a great part of it. Treat
your friend as a spectacle. Of course he lias merits
that are not yours, and that you cannot honor if
you must needs hold him close to your person.
Stand aside; give those merits room; let them
mount and expand. Are you the friend of your
friend's buttons, or of his thought? To a great
heart he wiU still be a stranger in a thousand par
ticulars, that he may come near in the holiest
ground. Leave it to girls and boys to regard a
friend as property, and to suek a short and all-con
founding pleasure, instead of the noblest benefitLet us buy our entrance to this guUd by a W
probafaon. Why should we desecrate noble andbeautiful souls hy intruding on them ? Why insist
on rash personal relations with jour friend ? Why
go to his house, or know his mother and brotherand sjsters ? Why be visited by him at your own?
ê ftese things material to our covenant? Leaveto touehmg and clawing. Let him be to me a

fm" is- a thought, a sincerity, a glancettoto him, I want, but not news, nor pottage. I can
^ Pohhcs and chat and neighborly conveniences

to me poetic, pure, universal and

h

i
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great as nature itself ? Ought I to feel that our tie
is profane in comparison ^\•ith yonder bar of cloud
that sleeps on the horizon, or tliat climip of waidng
grass that divides the brook? Let us not vilify,
but raise it to that standard. That great defpng
eye, tliat scornful beauty of his mien and action,
do not pique yourself on reducing, but rather foi*-
tify and enhance. Worship his superiorities; wish
liim not less by a thought, but hoard and teU tliem
all. Guard him as thy counterpai-t. Let him be
to thee for ever a sort of beautiful enemy, untama
ble, devoutly revered, and not a trivial conveniency
to be soon outgrown and cast aside. The hues of
the optd, the light of the diamond, are not to be
seen if the eye is too neai'. To my friend I write a
letter and from him I receive a letter. That seems
to you a little. It suffices me. It is a spiritual
gift, worthy of him to give and of me to receive.
It profanes nobody. In these warm lines the heart
will trust itself, as it will not to the tongue, and
pour out the prophecy of a godlier existence than
all the annals of heroism have yet made good.

Respect so far the holy laws of this fellowship as
not to prejudice its perfect flower by yom- impar
tience for its opening. We must be our own be
fore we can be another's. There is at least this
satisfaction in crime, according to the Latin prov-
Qj,\y. you can speak to your accomplice on even
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terms. Crimen quos inquinat^ cequat. To those
whom we admire and love, at first we cannot. Yet
the least defect of self-possession vitiates, in my
judgment, Jthe entire relation. There can never be
deep peace between two spirits, never mutual re
spect, until in their dialogue each stands for the
w h o l e w o r l d .

What is so great as friendship, let us carry with
what grandeur of spirit we can. Let us be silent,—
so we may hear the whisper of the gods. Let us
not interfere. Who set you to east about what you
should say to the select souls, or how to say any
thing to such? No matter how ingenious, no mat
ter how graceful and bland. There are innumera
ble degrees of folly and wisdom, and for you to say
aught is to be frivolous. Wait, and thy heart shall
speak. Wait until the necessary and everlasting
overpowers you, until day and night avail them
selves of your Hps. The only reward of virtue is
virtue; the only way to have a friend is to be one.
You shall not come nearer a man by getting into
his hoxise. If unlike, his soul only flees the faster
from you, and you shall never cateh a true glance
of his eye. We see the noble afar off and they re
pel us ; why should we intrude ? Late, — very

^ perceive that no arrangements, no introductions, no consuetudes or habits of society would
e of any avail to estabHsh us in such relations

i
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with them as we desire, - but solely the uprise of
natm-e in us to the same degree it is in them; then
shaU ive meet as ivater iinth water; and if we
shouhl not meet them then, we shall not want them,
for we are already they. In the last analysis love
i3 only the reflection of a man's oiim worthiness
from other men. Men have sometimes exchanged
names with theii- friends, as if they would signify
that in thcii- friend each loved his own soul.

The higher the style we demand of friendship, of
course the less easy to establish it with flesh and
blood. We walk alone in the world. Friends such
as we' desire are dreams and fables. But a sublime
hope cheers ever the faithful heart, that elsewHere,
in other regions of the universal power, souls are
now acting, enduring and dai-ing, wliich can love us
and which we can love. We may congratulate oui-
sclves that the period of nonage, of foUies, of blun
ders and of shame, is passed in soHtiide, and when
we are finished men we shaU gi-asp heroic hands m
heroic hands. Only be admonished by what you
ali-eady see, not to sti-ike leagues of friendship with /
cheap persons, where no friendship can be. Our
impatience betrays us into rash and fooHsh alliances
which no god attends. By persisting in youi- patH,
though you forfeit the little you gain the great.
You demonstrate yourself, so as to put yourself out
of the reach of false relations, and you draw to you
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the firstrbom of the world, — those rare pilgrims
whereof only one or two wander in nature at once,
and before whom the vulgar great show as spectres
and shadows merely.

It is foolish to be afraid of making our ties too
spiritual, as if so we could lose any genuine love.
Whatever correction of our popular views we make
fi'om insight, nature will be sm-e to bear us out in,
and though it seem to rob us of some joy, will re
pay us with a greater. Let us feel if we will the
absolute insulation of man. W^e are sure that we
have all in us. We go to Europe, or we pursue
persons, or we read books, in the instinctive faith
that these will call it out and reveal us to ourselves.
Beggars all. The persons are such as we; the Eu
rope, an old faded garment of dead persons; the
boofo, their ghosts. Let us drop this idolatry. Let
us give over this mendicancy. Let us even bid our
dearest friends fareweU, and defy them, saying' Who are you ? Unhand me : I NviU be dependent
no more.' Ah ! seest thou not, 0 brother, that thus
we part only to meet again on a higher platform,
an only be more each other's because we are more
ow own? A friend is Janus-faced; he looks to
the past and the future. He is the child of aU mŷ
toregomg hours, the prophet of those to come, andthe harbmger of a greater friend. ^

do then with my friends as I do with my books.
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I would have them where I can find them, but I
seldom use them. We rnirst have society on our
own terms, and admit or exclude it on the slightest
cause. I cannot afford to speak much with my
friend. If he is gr-eat he makes me so gr-eat that
I cannot descend to coirverse. In tire great days,
presentiments hover before me in the firmanrent!I ought then to detlieate myself to them. I go in
that I may seize them, I go out that I may seize
them. I fear orrly that I nray lose them receding
rnto the sky in which now they are only a patch of
brrghter Irght. Their, though I prize my friends,I cannot afford to talk with them and study their
visions, lest I lose my ôvn. It wordd indeed giveme a certain household joy to quit tlris lofty seek
ing, this spiritual astronomy or seai-ch of stars, andcome dôvn to warm s:ympathies with you; but then
1 Imow well I shall moiu-n always the vanishino- of
my mrghtŷ  gods. It is tiare, next week I shallhave languid moods, when I can weU afford to oc
cupy myself mth foreig-n objects; then I shaU re
gret the lost Hterature of yom- mind, and wish you
rr XT'"'you wiU HU my mind only with new visions; notmtli yourself Imt with your lustres, and I shaU notbe able any more than now to converse with you
So I WIU owe to my friends this evanescent interlcourse. I wUl receive from them not what tĥ

I

I '

k



2 0 6 F R I E N D S H I P .

have but what they are. They shall give me that
which properly they cannot give, but which ema
nates from them. But they shall not hold me by
any relations less subtile and pure. We will meet
as though we met not, and part as though we parted
n o t .

It has seemed to me lately more possible tban I
knew, to carry a friendship greatly, on one side, mth-
out due correspondence on the other. Why should
I cumber myself \vith regrets that the receiver is
not capacious ? It never troubles the sun that some
of his rays fall wide and vain into imgrateful space,
and only a small pai-t on the reflecting planet. Let
your ̂eatness educate the crude and cold compan-
w 4-1. luiequal he will presently pass away;but thou art enlarged by thy own shining, and no
ongeramatefor frogs and worms, dost soar andrn wit the gods of the empyrean. It is thoughta diŝ ê to love unrequited. But the great will

that trxxe love cannot be unrequited. True love
brolT̂ 4.1.̂ ^̂  ̂ worthy object and dwells and
mask^ 1.1 ̂ ken the poor interposed
m " b T ' l " d o f s o
Yet these independency the surer,o f l e l e a s o r t

The essence of friend,
must not «»agnanimity and trust.

a god, that It may deify both.

t
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I Theme no poet gladly sung,

Fair to old and foul to young ;
Scorn not thou the love of parts.
And the articles of arts.
Grandeur of the perfect sphere
Thanks the atoms that cohere.


