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P E U D E N C E .

What right have I to write on Prudence, where
of I have little, and that of the negative sort? My
prudence consists in avoiding and going without,
not in the inventing of means and methods, not in
adroit steering, not in gentle repairing. I have no
ahill to make money spend well, no genius in my
economy, and ̂whoever sees my garden discoversthat I must have some other garden.̂  Yet I love
facts, and hate lubricity and people without percep
tion. Then I have the same title to write on pru
dence that I have to write on poetry or holiness.
We write from aspiration and antagonism, as well
as from experience. We paint those qualities which
we do not possess. The poet admires the man of
energy and tactics; the merchant breeds his son for
the church or the bar; and where a man is not vain
and egotistic you shall find what he has not by his
praise. Moreover it would be hardly honest in me
not to balance these fine lyric words of Love and
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Friendship with words of coarser sound, and whilst
my debt to my senses is real and constant, not to
own it in passing.

Prudence is the virtue of the senses. It is the
science of appearances. It is the outmost action of
the inward life. It is God taking thought for oxen.
It moves matter after the laws of matter. It is
content to seek health of body by complying with
physical conditions, and health of mind by the laws
of the intellect.

The world of the senses is a world of shows; it
does not exist for itself, but has a symbolic char
acter ; and a true prudence or law of shows recog
nizes the co-presence of other laws and knows tliat
its own office is subaltern; knows that it is surface
and not centre where it works. Prudence is false
when detached.) It is legitimate when it is the Nat
ural History of the soul incarnate, when it unfolds
the beauty of laws within the narrow scope of the
s e n s e s .

There are all degrees of proficiency in knowledge
of the world. It is sufficient to our present purpose
to indicate three. One class live to the utility of
the symbol, esteeming health and wealth a final
good. Another class live above this mark to the
beauty of the symbol, as the poet and artist andthe natuxahst and man of science. A third class
ve above the beauty of the symbol to the beauty

\

%

P R U D E N C E . 2 11

of the thing signified; these are wise men. The
first class have common sense; the second, taste;
and the third, spiritual perception. Once in a long
time, a man traverses the whole scale, and sees and
enjoys the symbol solidly, then also has a clear eye
for its beauty, and lastly, whilst he pitches his tent
on this sacred volcanic isle of nature, does not offer
to biuld houses and barns thereon,—reverencing
the splendor of the God which he sees bursting
through each chink and cranny.

The world is filled with the proverbs and acts
and winkings of a base prudence, which is a devo
tion to matter, as if we possessed no other faculties
than the palate, the nose, the touch, the eye and
ear; a prudence which adores the Rule of Three,
which never subscribes, which never gives, which
seldom lends, and asks but one question of any pro
ject, --Will it bake bread? This is a disease like
a thickening of the skin until the vital organs are
destroyed. But culture, revealing the high origin
of the apparent world and aiming at the perfection
of the man as the end, degrades every thing else,
as health and bodily life, into means. It sees pru
dence not to be a several faculty, but a name for
wisdom and virtue conversing with the body and
its wants. Cultivated men always feel and speak
so as if a great fortune, the achievement of a civil
or social measure, great personal influence, a grace-
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ful and commanding address, had their value as
proofs of the energy of the spirit. If a man lose
his balance and immerse himself in any trades
or pleasures for their own sake, he may he a good
wheel or pin, hut he is not a cultivated man.

The spimious prudence, making the senses final,
is the god of sots and cowards, and is the subject
of all comedy. It is nature's joke, and therefore
literature's. The true prudence limits this sensual
ism by admitting the knowledge of an internal and
real world. This recognition once made, the or
der of the world and the distribution of affairs and
times, being studied with the co-perception of their
subordinate place, will reward any degree of atten
tion. For our existence, thus apparently attached
in nature to the sun and the returning moon and
the periods which they mark,—so susceptible to
climate and to country, so alive to social good and
evil, so fond of splendor and so tender to hunger
and cold and debt, — reads all its primary lessons
out of these books.

Prudence does not go behind nature and ask
whence it is. It takes the laws of the world
whereby man's being is conditioned, as they are,and keeps these laws that it may enjoy their proper
good. It respects space and time, climate, want.
Bleep, the law of polarity, growth and death. There
revolve, to give bound and period to Ms being on

aU sides, the sun and moon, the great formalists in
the sky: here lies stubborn matter, and will not
swerve from its chemical routine. Here is a
planted globe, pierced and belted with natural laws
and fenced and distributed externally with civil
partitions and properties which impose new re
straints on the young inhabitant.

We eat of the bread which grows in the field.
We live by the air which blows around us and we
are poisoned by the air that is too cold or too hot,
too dry or too wet. Time, which shows so vacant,
indivisible and divine in its coming, is sHt and
peddled into trifies and tatters. A door is to be
painted, a lock to be repaired. I want wood or oU,
or meal or salt; the house smokes, or I have a
headache ; then the tax, and an affair to be trans-
aeted with a man witliout heart or brains, and the
stinging recollection of an injurious or very awk
ward word, — these eat up the hours. Do what
we can, summer will have its flies ; if we walk m
the woods we must feed mosquitos; if we go âfish-
ing we must expect a wet coat. Then climate is a
great impediment to idle persons; we often resolve
to give up the care of the weather, but stiU we re-
gard the clouds and the rain.

We are instructed by these petty experiences
which usurp the hours and yeai-s. The hard soil
and four months of snow make the inhabitant of
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tbe northern temperate zone wiser and abler than
his feUow who enjoys the fixed smile of the tropic -̂
The islander may ramble all day at will.
night he may sleep on a mat imder the moon, and
wherever a wild date-tree g^ows, nature has, with
out a prayer even, spread a table for his morning
meal. The northerner is perforce a householder.
He must brew, bake, salt and preserve his food,
and pile wood and coal. But as it happens that,
not one stroke can labor lay to without some new
acquaintance with nature, and as nature is inex
haustibly significant, the inhabitants of these cli
mates have always excelled the southerner in force.
Such is the value of these matters that a man who
knows other things can never know too much of
these. Let him have accurate perceptions. Let
him, if he have hands, handle; if eyes, measure and
discriminate ; let him accept and hive every fact of
chemistiy, natural history and economics; the more
he has, the less is he willmg to spare any one.
Time is always bringing the occasions that disclose
their value. Some wisdom comes out of every nat
ural and mnocent action. The domestic man, who
loves no music so well as his kitchen clock and the
airs which the logs sing to him as they burn on the
hearth, has solaces which others never dream of.
^ application of means to ends insures victory^ the songs of victory not less in a farm or a
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shop than in the tactics of party or of war. The
good husband finds method as efficient in the pack
ing of fire-wood in a shed or in the harvesting of
fruits in the cellar, as in Peninsular campaigns or
the files of the Department of State. In the rainy
day he buUds a work-bench, or gets his tool-box
set in the comer of the barn-chamber, and stored
ivith naUs, gindet, pincers, screwdriver and chisel.
Herein he tastes an old joy of youth and childhood,
the cat-like love of garrets, presses and corn-cham
bers, and ofjthe conveniences of long housekeeping. /
His garden or his poultry-yard tells him many
pleasant anecdotes. One might find argument for
optimism in the abimdant flow of this saccharine
element of pleasure in every suburb and exti'emity
of the good world. Let a man keep tlie law, —
any law, — and his way will be strown with satis
factions. There is more difference in the quality
of our pleasures than in the amount.

On the other hand, nature punishes any neglect
of pmdence. If you think the senses final, obey
their law. If you believe in the soul, do not clutch
at sensual sweetness before it is ripe on the slow tree
of cause and effect. It is vinegar to the eyes to
deal with men of loose and imperfect perception.
Dr. Johnson is reported to have said, — "If tbe
child says he looked out of this window, when he
looked out of that, — whip him." Our American
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character is max'ked by a more than average delight
in accurate perception, which is shown by the cur
rency of the byword, " No mistake." But the dis
comfort of unpunctuality, of confusion of thought
about facts, inattention to the wants of to-moiTow,
is of no nation. The beautiful laws of time and
space, once dislocated by oui- inaptitude, are holes
and dens. If the hive be disturbed by rash and
ûpid hands, instead of honey it wiU yield us bees.Our words and actions to be fair must be timely.
A gay and pleasant sound is the whetting of the
scythe m the mornings of June, yet what is more
lonesome and sad than the sound of a whetstone or
mower's rifle when it is too late in the season to
make hay ? Scatter-brained and " afternoon " men
spoil much more than their own affair in spoilingthe temp«- of those who deal with them. I have
seen a criticism on some paintings, of which I am
reminded when I see the shiftless and unhappy men
who are act true to their seuees. The last Grand
S ■ 1" ° 11T superior uudorstauding,aic, I have sometimes remarked in the presenceof great works of art, and just now especially iu
Dresden how much a certain properiy contributesto the eflec which gives life to the figures, and to
Itto'" 'u T™' to a®

ty- I mean the placing the figures firm
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upon their feet, mailing the hands grasp, and fasten
ing the eyes on the spot where they should look.
Even lifeless figures, as vessels and stools — let
them be drawn ever so correctly — lose all effect so
soon as they lack the resting upon their centre of
gi-avity, and have a certain swimming and oscUlat-
ing appearance. The Raphael in the Dresden gal
lery (the only great affecting picture which I have
seen) is the quietest and most passionless piece you
can imagine; a couple of saints who worship the
Virgin and CliUd. Nevertheless it awakens a deeper
impression than the contortions of ten crucified
martyrs. For beside all the resistless beauty of
form, it possesses in the highest degree the property
of the perpendicularity of all the figures." This
perpendicularity we demand of all the figures in
this picture of life. Let them stand on their feet,
and not fioat and swing. Let us know where to find
them. Let them discriminate between what they
remember and what they dreamed, call a spade a
spade, give us facts, and honor their own senses
w i t h t r u s t .

But what man shall dare task another with im
prudence? Who is prudent? The men we call
greatest are least in this kingdom. There is a cer
tain fatal dislocation in our relation to nature, dis
torting our modes of living and making every law
our enemy, which seems at last to have aroused aU
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the wit and virtue in the world to ponder the ques
tion of Reform. We must call the highest prudence
to counsel, and ask why health and beauty and ge-
mim should now be the exception rather than the
rule of human nature ? We do not know the prop-
êes of plants and animals and the laws of nature,through oui.sympathy with the same; but this re
man̂  the dream of poets. Poetry and prudenceshould be coincident. Poets should be lawgivers;
that IS, the boldest lyiic inspiration should not chide

insidt but should announce and lead the civUcode and the day's work. But now the two things
seem irreconcilably parted. We have violated lawupon law nnffl wo .land aniito mla,, and tlon WAan« we espy a eoineidenee Ween reason andfte phenomena we are surprised. Beauty should

° ""'T man and woman, asinvariablve .ensatton ; hut it is «e. Heala or soIT»
S of

"Pired- bute M d L d I r o f a n y
itself to money-Ti "'"o'' eouverlsdine and sie^rwl't"" "
ofheered by mm of « """o"! "ud society is
esiled, and not h F? ' titey are properlygifttjrtoet ' ™'' rhese use Lir"thue Wry, not to aboHsh it. Genius is
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always ascetic, and piety, and love. Appetite shows
to the finer souls as a disease, and they find beauty
in rites and bounds that resist i t .

We have found out fine names to cover our sen
suality withal, but no gifts can raise intemperance.
The man of talent affects to call his transgressions
of tlie laws of the senses trivial and to count them
nothing considered with his devotion to his art.
His art never taught him lewdness, nor the love of
wine, nor the wish to reap where he had not sowed.
His art is less for every deduction from his holi
ness, and less for every defect of common sense.
On him who scorned the world as he said, the
scorned world wreaks its revenge. He that de-
spiseth smaU things will perish by little and little.
Goethe's Tasso is very likely to be a pretty fair
historical portrait, and that is true tragedy. It
does not seem to me so genuine grief when some
tyrannous Richard the Third oppresses and slays
a score of innocent persons, as when Antonio and
Tasso, both apparently right, wrong each other.
One living after the maxims of this world and con
sistent and true to them, the other fired with all di
vine sentiments, yet grasping also at the pleasures
of sense, without submitting to their law. That is
a grief we all feel, a knot we cannot untie. Tasso's
is no unfrequent case in modem biography. A
man of genius, of an ardent temperament, reckless
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of physical laws, self-indulgent, becomes presently
imfortunate, querulous, a " discomfortable cousin,"
a thorn to himself and to others.

The scholar shames us by his bifold life. Whilst
something higher than prudence is active, he is ad
mirable ; when common sense is wanted, he is an
encumbrance. Yesterday, Caesar was not so great;
to-day, the felon at the gallows' foot is not more
miserable. Yesterday, radiant with the light of an
ideal world in which he Hves, the first of men ; and
now oppressed by wants and by sickness, for which
he must thank himself. He resembles the pitiful
v̂eUers whom traveUers describe as frequentinffthe bazaars of Constantinople, who skulk about aU

day, yeUow, emaciated, ragged, sneaking; and at
evenmg, when the bazaars are open, slink to the
opium-shop, swaUow their morsel and become tran
q̂  and glorified seers. And who has not seenthe tragedy of imprudent genius struggling for

difficulties, at last sink-ing, cMed, exhausted and fruitless, like a riant
slaughtered by pins ? , a giantl8 it not better that a man ehonld accept the first

I»«h„n, have their importance, and he wiU
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give them their due. Let him esteem Nature a
perpetual counsellor, and her perfections the exact
measure of our dev iat ions. Let h im make the

night night, and the day day. Let him control
the habit of expense. Let him see that as much
wisdom may be expended on a private economy as
on an empii-e, and as much wisdom may be di-awn
from it. The laws of the world are written out for
him on every jiiece of money in his hand. There
is nothing he will not be the better for knowing,
were it only the wisdom of Poor Richard, or the
State-Street prudence of buying by the acre to sell
by the foot; or the thrift of the agriculturist, to
stick a tree between whiles, because it wiU grow
whilst he sleeps; or the prudence which consists in
husbanding little strokes of the tool, little portions
of time, particles of stock and small gains. The
eye of prudence may never shut. Iron, if kept at
the ironmonger's, wiQ rust; beer, if not brewed in
the right state of the atmosphere, will sour; timber
of ships win rot at sea, or if laid up high and dry,
will strain, warp and diy-rot; money, if kept by us,
yields no. rent and is liable to loss; if invested, is
liable to depreciation of tlie particular kind of
stock. Strike, says the smith, the iron is white ;
keep the rake, says the haymaker, as nigh the
scythe as you can, and the cart as nigh the rake.
Our Yankee trade is reputed to be very much on

\
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the extreme of this prudence. It takes bank-notes,
good, b̂, clean, ragged, and saves itself by the
speed with which it passes them off. Iron cannot
rust, nor beer som-, nor timber rot, nor calicoes go
out of fashion, nor money stocks depreciate, in the
lew swift moments in which the Yankee suffers
any one of them to remain in his possession. In
skating over thin ice om- safety is in our speed.
T (.<■ v.* ̂®®'ru a prudence of a higher strain,
mot ™ thing in nature, even

o l f d w T - Icommand let him put the bread he eats at his oivn
disposal, that he may not stand in bitter and faZrelations to other men ; for the best good of wealth
Ho THowmooh of loman life is lost in waiting! let hinno make his fellow-oreatares wait. How manv
r̂îand promises are promises of conversation I•"= " foldedand sealed scrap of paper float round the globe in
« T " " " " l * 1 '
Hiawise feel fe d T™!"? population, let him
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appear to redeem its pledge after months and
years in the most distant climates.

We must not try to write the laws of any one
virtue, looking at that only. Human nature loves
no contradictions, but is symmetrical. The pru
dence which secures an outward well-being is not
to be studied by one set of men, whilst heroism and
holiness are studied by another, but they are recon
cilable. Prudence concerns the present time, per
sons, property and existing forms. But as every
fact hath its roots in the soul, and if the soul were
changed would cease to be, or would become some
other thing, —the proper administration of outward
things wiU always rest on a just apprehension of
their cause and origin ; that is, the good man will
be the wise man, and the single-hearted the politic
man. Every violation of truth is not only a sort of
suicide in the liar, but is a stab at the health of
human society. On the most profitable lie the
com-se of events presently lays a destructive tax ;
whilst frankness invites frankness, puts the parties
on a convenient footing and makes their business a
friendship. Trust men and they will be true to
you; treat them greatly and they will show them
selves great, though they make an exception in
your favor to aU their rules of trade.

So, in regard to disagreeable and formidable
things, prudence does not consist in evasion or in
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flight, but in courage. He who wishes to walk in
the most peaceful parts of life with any serenity
must screw himself up to resolution. Let him front
the object of his worst apprehension, and his stout
ness will commonly make his fear groimdless. The
Latin proverb says, "In battles the eye is first over
come." Entir-e self-possession may make a battle
very little more dangerous to life than a match at
foils or at football. Examples are cited by soldiers
of men who have seen the cannon pointed and the
fire given to it, and who have stepped aside from
the path of the ball. The terrors of the storm are
chiefly confined to the parlor and the cabin. The
drover, the sailor, buffets it aU day, and his health
renews itself at as vigorous a pulse rmder the sleet
as under the sun of Jxme.

In the occurrence of unpleasant things among
neighbors, fear comes readUy to heart and magni
fies the consequence of the other party; but it is a
bad counseUor. Every man is actuaUy weak and
apparently strong. To himself he seems weaL ; to
others, formidable. You are afraid of Grim; but
Gnm also is afraid of you. You are. solicitous of
e good-wiU of the meanest person, uneasy at his

But the sturdiest offender of your peaceand of the neighborhood, if you rip up Us claims,
is timid as any, and the peace of societyn ept, because, as children say, one is afraid
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and the other dares not. Eai- off, men sweU, bully
and threaten ; bring them hand to hand, and they
a r e a f e e b l e f o l k . ^ ^

It is a proverb that ' courtesy costs nothing'; but
calculation might come to value love for its profit.
Love is fabled to be blind, but kindness is neces
sary to perception ; love is not a hood, but an eye
water. If you meet a sectary or a hostile partisan,
never'recognize the cUviding lines, but meet on what
common ground remains, — if only that the sun
shines and the rain rains for both; the area will
widen very fast, and ere you know it, the boundary
mountains on which the eye had fastened have
melted into air. If they set out to contend. Saint
Paid ivdl lie and Saint John wiU hate. What low,
poor, palti-y, hyiiocritical people an argument on
religion wiU make of the pure and chosen souls 1
They will shuffle and crow, crook and hide, feign
to confess here, only that they may brag and con
quer there, and not a thought has enriched either
party, and not an emotion of bravery, modesty, or
hope. So neither should you put yourself m a false
position with your contemporaries by indulging
a vein of hostility and bitterness. Though your
views are in straight antagonism to theirs, assume
an identity of sentiment, assume that you are say-
ing precisely that which aU think, and in the flow
of wit and love roU out your paradoxes m solid

VOL. n . 15
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column, with not the infirmity of a doubt. So at
least shall you get an adeqiiate deliverance. The
natural motions of the soul are so much better than
the voluntary ones that you wiU never do youi-self
justice in dispute. The thought is not then taken
hold of by the right handle, does not show itself
proportioned and in its true bearings, but bears ex
torted, hoarse, and half witness. But assume a con
sent and it shall presently be granted, since really
and underneath their external diversities, aU men
are of one heart and mind.

Wisdom will never let us stand with any man or
men on an unfriendly footing. We refuse sympa
thy and intimacy with people, as if we waited for
some better sympathy and intimacy to come. But
whence and when ? To-morrow will be like to-day.
Life wastes itself whilst we are preparing to live
Our friends and feUow-workers die off from us'
Scarcely can we say we see new men, new women̂
approaching us. We are too old to regard fashiontoo old to expect patronage of any greater or more
powerful. Let us suck the sweetness of those affec-
ons and consuetudes that grow near us. These

Old shoes 'are easy to the feet. Undoubtedly we
easi y pick faults in our company, can easily

tliat tickle the fancy
a n d l i f e l ^ a t h i t s f r i e n d s ;hfe would be dearer with such companions.
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But if you cannot have them on good mutual terms,
you cannot have them. U not the Deity but om-
ambition hews and shapes the new relations, their
vii-tue escapes, as strawben-ies lose their flavor in
garden-beds.

Thus truth, frankness, courage, love, humility
and aU the virtues range themselves on the side of
pinidence, or the art of securing a present we U-be
L. I do not know if all matter wiff be found to
be made of one element, as oxygen or hydrogen, at
last but the world of manners and actions is
wrought of one stuff, and begin where we wiU we
are pretty sure in a short space to be mumbling our
ten commandments.
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" Paradise Is under the shadow of swords."

M a h o m e t .

Ruby wine is drunk by knaves,
Sugar spends to fatten slaves,
Rose and vine-leaf deck buffoons;
Thunderclouds are Jove's festoons.
Drooping oft in wreaths of dread
Lightning-knotted round his head;
The hero is not fed on sweets.
Daily his own heart he eats ;
Chambers of the great are jails,
And head-winds right for royal sails.
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In the elder English dramatists, and mainly in
the plays of Beaumont and Fletcher, there is a con
stant recognition of gentility, as if a nohle behavior
were as easily marked in the society of their age as
color is in our American population. When any
Rodi-igo, Pedro or Valerio enters, though he he a
stranger, the duke or governor exclaims, ' This is a
gentleman,' — and proffers civilities without end;
but all the rest are slag and refuse. In harmony
with this delight in personal advantages there is in
their plays a certain heroic cast of character and
dialogue, — as in Bonduca, Sophocles, the Mad
Lover, the Double Marriage, — wherein the speaker
is so earnest and cordial and on such deep groimds
of character, that the dialogue, on the slightest ad
ditional incident in the plot, rises naturally into
poetry. Among many texts take the following. The
Roman Martins has conquered Athens, — all but
the invincible spirits of Sophocles, the duke of Ath
ens, and Dorigen, his wife. The beauty of the
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latter inflames Martins, and he seeks to save her
husband; but Sophocles will not ask his life, al
though assured that a word will save him, and the
execution of both proceeds: —

Valerius. Bid thy wife faxewell.
Soph. No, I wiU take no leave. My Dorigen,

Yonder, above, 'bout Ariadne's erown.
My spirit shall hover for thee. Prithee, haste.

Dor. Stay, Sophocles, — with this tie up my sight;
Let not soft nature so transformed he.
And lose her gentler sexed humanity.
To make me see my lord bleed. So, 't is weU;
Never one object underneath the sun
WiU I behold before my Sophocles:
PareweU; now teach the Romans how to die.

Mar. Dost know what't is to die ?
Soph. Thou dost not, Martius,

And, therefore, not what't is to Uve; to die
Is to begin to live. It is to end
An old, stale, weary work and to commence
A newer and a better. 'T is to leave
Deceitful knaves for the societyOf godŝd goodness. Thou thyself must part
At last from aU thy garlands, pleasures, triumphs,
And prove thy fortitude what then't wiU do.

T o I ^ B e n tTo them I ever loved best? Now I'U kneel,
Wh my bank toward thee: 't is the last duty
Xhis trunk can do the gods.
r̂. Strike, strike, Valerius,Martius'heart WiU leap out at his mouth.

1
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This is a man, a woman. Kiss thy lord,
And Uve wth aU the freedom you were wont.
O love! thou doubly hast afflicted me
With virtue and mth beauty. Treacherous heart.
My hand shaU cast thee quick into my urn.
Ere thou transgress this knot of piety.

Vol. What ails my brother ?
Soph. Martius, O Martius,

Thou now hast found a way to conquer me.
Dor. O star of Rome! what gratitude can speak

Fit words to foUow such a deed as this ?
Mar. This admirable duke, Valerius,

With his disdain of fortune and of death,

Captived liimself, has captivated me.
And though my arm hath ta'en Ids body here,
His soul hath subjugated Martius' soul.
By Romulus, he is all soul, I thmk;
He hath no flesh, and spirit cannot be gyved,
Then we have vanqiushed nothing; he is free.
And Martius walks now iu captivity."

I do not readily remember any poem, play, ser
mon, novel or oration that our press vents in the last
few years, wliich goes to the same ttme. We have a
great many flutes and flageolets, but not often the
soimd of any fife. Yet Wordsworth's " Laodamia,"
and the ode of " Dion," and some sonnets, have a
certain noble music ; and Scott will sometimes draw
a stroke like the portrait of Lord Evandale given
by Balfour of Burley. Thomas Carlyle, with his
natural taste for what is manly and daring in char-
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acter, has suffered no heroic trait in his favorites to
drop from his biographical and historical pictures.
Earlier, Robert Burns has given us a song or two.
In the Harleian Miscellanies there is an account of
the battle of Lutzen which deserves to be read.
And Simon Ockley's History of the Saracens re
counts the prodigies of individual valor, with admi
ration all the more evident on the part of the narrar
tor that he seems to think that his place in Christian
Oxford requires of him some proper protestations
of abhorrence. But if we explore the literature of
Heroism we shall quickly come to Plutarch, who is
its Doctor and historian. To him we owe the
Brasidas, the Dion, the Epaminondas, the Scipio of
old, and I must think we are more deeply indebted
to him than to all the ancient writers. Each of his
"Lives" is a refutation to the despondency and
cowardice of our religious and political theorists.
A wild courage, a Stoicism not of the schools but
of the blood, shines in every anecdote, and has given
that book its immense fame.

We need books of this tart cathartic virtue more
than books of political science or of private econ
omy. Life is a festival only to the wise. Seen from
the nook and chimney-side of prudence, it wears a
ragged and dangerous front. The violations of the
laws of nature by our predecessors and our contem-
poraries are punished in us also. The disease and
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deformity aroimd us certify the infraction of natural,
intellectual and moral laws, and often violation on
violation to breed such compmmd misery. A lock
jaw that bends a man's head back to his heels; hy
drophobia that makes him bark at his wife and
babes; insanity that makes him eat gi-ass; war,
plague, cholera, famine, indicate a certain ferocity
in nature, which, as it had its inlet by human crime,
must have its outlet by human suffering. Unhap
pily no man exists who has not in his own person
become to some amount a stockholder in the sin,
and so made himself liable to a share in the ex

piation.
Our culture therefore must not omit the arming

of the man. Let him hear in season that he is
born into the state of war, and that the common
wealth and his own well-being require that he
should not go dancing in the weeds of peace, but
warned, self-collected and neither defying nor
dreading the thunder, let him take both reputation
and life in his hand, and with perfect urbanity dare
the gibbet and the mob by the absolute truth of
his speech and the rectitude of his behavior.

Towards all this external evil the man within
the breast assumes a warlike attitude, and affirms
his ability to cope single-handed with the infinite
army of enemies. To this military attitude of the
soul we give the name of Heroism. Its rudest
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form is the contempt for safety and ease, which
makes the attractiveness of war. It is a self-trust
which slights the restraints of prudence, in the
plenitude of its energy and power to repair the
harms it may suffer. The hero is a mind of such
balance that no disturbances can shake his wDl, but
pleasantly and as it were merrily he advances to
his own music, alike in frightful alarms and in the
tipsy mirth of universal dissoluteness. There is
somewhat not philosophical in heroism; there is
somewhat not holy in it; it seems not to know that
other souls are of one texture with it; it has pride ;
it is the extreme of individual nature. Neverthe
less we must profoundly revere it. There is some
what in great actions which does not allow us to go
behind them. Heroism feels and never reasons,
and therefore is always right; and although a dif
ferent breeding, different religion and greater in
tellectual activity would have modified or even re
versed the particular action, yet for the hero that
thing he does is the highest deed, and is not open
to the censure of philosophers or divines. It is the
avowal of the unschooled man that he finds a qual
ity in him that is negligent of expense, of health,
of life, of danger, of hatred, of reproach, and knows
that his wiU is higher and more excellent than aU
actual and all possible antagonists.

Heroism works in contradiction to the voice of
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mankind and in contradiction, for a time, to the
voice of the great and good. Heroism is an obedi
ence to a secret impulse of an individual's charac
ter. Now to no other man can its wisdom appear
as it does to him, for every man must be supposed
to see a little farther on his own proper path than
any one else. Therefore just and wise men take
umbrage at his act, until after some little time be
past; then they see it to be in unison with their
acts. All prudent men see that the action is clean
contrary to a sensual prosperity; for every heroic
act measimes itself by its contempt of some external
good. But it finds its own success at last, and then
the prudent also extol.

Self-trust is the essence of heroism. It is the
state of the soul at war, and its ultimate objects are
the last defiance of falsehood and wrong, and the
power to bear all that can be inflicted by evil
agents. It speaks the truth and it is just, gener
ous, hospitable, temperate, scornful of petty calcula
tions and scornful of being scorned. It persists ; it
is of an undaimted boldness and of a fortitude not to
be wearied out. Its jest is the littleness of common
life. That false prudence which dotes on health
and wealth is the butt and merriment of heroism.
Heroism, like Plotinus, is abnost ashamed of its
body. What shaU it say then to the sugar-plums
and cats'-cradles, to the toilet, compliments, quar-
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rels, cards and custard, which rack the wit of all
society ? What joys has kind nature provided for
us dear creatnres! There seems to he no interval
between greatness and meanness. When the spirit
is not master of the world, then it is its dupe.
Yet the little man takes the great hoax so inno-
cently, works in it so headlong and believing, is
born red, and dies gray, arranging his toilet, at
tending on his o\vn health, laying traps for sweet
food and strong wine, setting his heart on a horse
or a lifle, made happy with a little gossip or a lit
tle praise, that the great soul cannot choose but
laugh at such earnest nonsense. " Indeed, these
humble considerations make me out of love with
greatness. What a disgrace is it to me to take
note how many paii-s of silk stockings thou hast,
namely, these and those that were the peach-col
ored ones; or to hear the inventory of thy shirts,
as one for superfluity, and one other for use ! "

Citizens, thinking after the laws of arithmetic,
consider the inconvenience of receiving strangers
at their fireside, reckon narrowly the loss of time
d̂ the unusual display; the soul of a better quality thrusts back the unseasonable economy into the

vaults of life, and says, I will obey the God, and
sacrifice and the fire he ̂ vill provide. Ibn

Hankal, Arabian geographer, describes a heroicextreme in the hospitality of Sogd, in Bukhai-ia.

" When I was in Sogd I saw a great bmlding, like
a palace, the gates of which were open and fixed
back to the wall with large nails. I asked the rea
son, and was told that the house had not been shut,
night or day, for a hundred years. Strangers may
present themselves at any hour and in whatever
number; the master has amply provided for the re
ception of the men and their animals and is never
happier than when they tarry for some time.
Nothing of the land have I seen in any other coim-
try." The magnanimous know very well that they
who give time, or money, or shelter, to the stran
ger, — so it be done for love and not for ostentaf
tion, — do, as it were, put God under obligation to
them, so perfect are the compensations of the uni
verse. In some way the time they seem to lose is
redeemed and the pains they seem to take remuner-
ate themselves. These men fan the flame of human
love and raise the standard of civil virtue among
mankind. But hospitality must be for service and
not for show, or it pulls down the host. The brave
soul rates itself too high to value itself by the
splendor of its table and draperies. It gives what
it hath, and all it hath, but its own majesty can
lend a better grace to baimocks and fair water than
belong to city feasts.

The temperance of the hero proceeds from the
same wish to do no dishonor to the worthiness he
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tas. But he loves it for its elegancy, not for its
austerity. It seems not worth his while to be sol
emn and denounce with bitterness flesh-eating or
wine-drinking, the use of tobacco, or opium, or
tea, or silk, or gold. A great man scarcely knows
how he dines, how he dresses ; but without railing
or precision his living is natural and poetic. John
Eliot, the Indian Apostle, drank water, and said of
wine, —" It is a noble, generous liquor and we
should be humbly thankful for it, but, as I remem
ber, water was made before it." Better still is the
temperance of King David, who poured out on the
ground unto the Lord the water which three of his
warriors had brought him to drink, at the peril of
their l ives.

It is told of Brutus, that when he fell on his
sword after the battle of Phflippi, he quoted a Hue
of Euripides, — « 0 Virtue ! I have followed thee
through Hfe, and I flnd thee at last but a shade."I doubt not the hero is slandered by tWs report.
The heroic soul does not sell its justice and its
nobleness. It does not ask to dine nicely and to
sleep warm. The essence of greatness is the per
ception that virtue is enough. Poverty is its orna
ment. ̂  It does not need plenty, and can very weU
abide its loss.

But that which takes my fancy most in the heroic class, is the good-humor and hilarity they ex-
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hibit. It is a height to which common duty can
very well attain, to suffer and to dare with solem
nity. But these rare souls set opinion, success,
and life at so cheap a rate that they will not
soothe their enemies by petitions, or tlie show of
sorrow, but wear theii' own habitual greatness.
Scipio, charged with peculation, refuses to do him
self so great a disgrace as to wait for justiflcation,
though he had the scroU of his accounts in his
hands, but tears it to pieces before the tribunes.
Socrates 's condemnat ion of h imsel f to be main
tained in aU honor in the Prytaneum, during his
life, and Sir Thomas More's playfulness at the
scaffold, are of the same strain. In Beaumont and
Eleteher's "Sea Voyage," Juletta tells the stout
captain and liis company, —

Jul. Why, slaves, 'tis in our power to hang ye.
M a s t e r . V e r y l i k e l y ,
'Tis in our powers, then, to be hanged, and scorn ye.

These replies are sound and whole. Spoi-t is the
bloom and glow of a perfect health. The great
will not condescend to take any thing seriously; all
must be as gay as the song of a canary, though it
were the building of cities or the eradication of old
and foolish churches and nations which have ciun-
bered the earth long thousands of years. Simple
hearts put all the history and customs of this world
behind them, and play their own game in innocent

V O L . u . 1 6
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defiance of the Blue-Laws of the world; and such
would appear, could we see the human race assem
bled in vision, like little children frolicking to
gether, though to the eyes of mankind at large
they wear a stately and solemn garb of works and
infiuences.

The interest these fine stories have for us, the
power of a romance over the hoy who grasps the
forbidden book under his bench at school, our de
light in the hero, is the main fact to our purpose.
All these great and transcendent properties are
ours. If we dilate in beholding the Greek energy,
the Roman pride, it is that we are already domesti
cating the same sentiment. Let us find room for
this great guest in our small houses. The first
step of worthiness wiU he to disabuse us of our su
perstitious associations with places and times, with
number and size. Why should these words, Athe
nian, Roman, Asia and England, so tingle in the
ear? Where the heart is, there the muses, there
the gods sojourn, and not in any geography of
W Massachusetts, Connecticut River and Bos-

n Bay you think paltry places, and the ear loves
names of foreign and classic topography. But
here we are; and, if we will tarry a little, ?ve may
come to learn that here is best. See to it only that

yself IS here, and art and nature, hope and fate,
tnends, angels and the Supreme Being shall not be

111
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absent from the chamber where thou sittest. Epam-
inondas, brave and affectionate, does not seem to
us to need Olympus to die upon, nor the Syiâ
sunshine. He lies very well where he is. The
Jerseys were handsome groimd enough foi as " ̂
ton to tread, and London streets for the feet of Mil
ton. A gi-eat man makes his climate gemal m the
imagination oi men, and its air tie beloved elementof all delieato spirits. Tbat eountry is tĥ airest
which is inliabited by the noblest mmds. The pie-
tm-es which fill the imagination in reading
tions of Perides, Xenopbon, Columbus, Bayar ,
Sidney, Hampden, teach us how neefflessly m«m
our life is; tliat we, by the depth of our liymg,
should deck it with more than regal or national
splendor, and aet on principles that shoiUd mterest
man and nature in the length of our days.

We have seen or heard of many eatraoi-diMry
young men who never ripened, or whoso
mance in actual life was not extraordinary. W hen
we see their air and mien, when we hear them
speak of society, of books, of reUgion, we admii-e
their superiority; they seem to throw contempt on
omi entire poUty and social state ; theirs is the tone
of a youthful giant who is sent to work revolutions.But Ley enter an active profession and the f orn̂g
Colossus shrinks to the common sine of man. Ihe
magic they used was the ideal tendencies, which al-
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ways make the Actual ridiculous; but the tough
world had its revenge the moment they put their
horses of the sun to plough in its furrow. They
found no example and no companion, and their
heart fainted. What then? The lesson they gave
in their first aspirations is yet true; and a better
valor and a pm'er truth shall one day organize
their belief. Or why should a woman liken her
self to any historical woman, and think, because
Sappho, or Ŝ vign(i, or De Stael, or the cloistered
soû  who have had genius and cultivation do notsatisfy the imagination and the serene Themis, none
can, _ certainly not she ? Why not ? She has a
new and unattempted problem to solve, perchance
that of the happiest nature that ever bloomed.
Let the maiden, with erect soul, walk serenely on

, ber way, accept the hint of each new experiencesearch in turn all the objects that solicit her eye'
that she may learn the power and the charm of her
new-born being, which is the kindling of a new
dawn m tlie recesses of space. The fair girl who
repels interference by a decided and proud choiceof îuences, so careless of pleasing, so wilful and
lofty, inspires every beholder with somewhat of her

no eness. The silent heart encourages her ;
U fnend, never strike sail to a fear I Come into
port greâfly, or sail with God the seas. Not in
refine^^' l I f ' cheered andrebned by the vision.

^ 1

H E R O I S M . 2 4 5

^ The characteristic of heroism is its persistency.
All men have wandering impulses, fits and starts
of generosity. But when you have chosen your
part, abide by it, and do not weakly try to reconcile
yourself with the world. The heroic cannot be the
common, nor the common the heroic. Yet we have
the weakness to expect the sympathy of people in
those actions whose excellence is that they outrun
sympathy and appeal to a tardy justice. If you
would serve your brother, because it is fit for you
to serve him, do not take back your words when
you find that prudent people do not commend you.
Adhere to yoiir own act, and congratulate yourself
if you have done something strange and extrava^
gant and broken the monotony of a decorous age.
It was a high counsel that I once heard given to a
young person, — " Always do what you are afraid
to do." A simple manly character need never
make an apology, but should regard its past action
with the calmness of Phocion, when he admitted
that the event of the battle was happy, yet did not
regret his dissuasion from the battle.

There is no weakness or exposure for which we
cannot find consolation in the thought — this is a
part of my constitution, part of my relation and of
fice to my feUow-creature. Has nature convenanted
with me that I should never appear to disadvan
tage, never make a ridiculous figure? Let us be
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generous of our dignity as ■well as of our money.
Greatness once and for ever has done with opinion.
We tell our charities, not because we wish to be
praised for them, not because we think they have
great merit, hut for our justification. It is a capi
tal bhmder ; as you discover when another man re
cites his charities.

To speak the truth, even with some austerity, to
live with some rigor of temperance, or some ex
tremes of generosity, seems to be an asceticism
which common good-nature would appoint to those
who are at ease and in plenty, in sign that they
feel a brotherhood with the great multitude of suf-
ering men. And not only need we breathe and

exercise the soul by assuming the penalties of absti
nence, of debt, of sofitude, of unpopularity,— but

behooves the wise man to look with a bold eve
into those rarer dangers which sometimes invade
men, and to famiharize himself with disgustingforms of disease, with sounds of execration, and
the vision of violent death.

Times of heroism are generally times of terror,but the day never shines in which this element may
t work The circumstances of man, we say, are

histoncaUy somewhat better in this countey and atIS hour than perhaps ever before. More freedom
^ f ^ a nthe first step out of the beaten track of opin-

♦
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ion. But whoso is heroic wiU always find crises
to try his edge. Hiunan virtue demands her cham
pions and martyrs, and the ti-ial of persecution al
ways proceeds. It is but the other day that the
brave Lovejoy gave his breast to the bullets of a
mob, for the rights of free speech and opinion, and
died when it was better not to live.

I see not any road of perfect peace which a man
can walk, but after the coimsel of his own bosom.
Let him quit too much association, let him go home
much, and stablish himself in those courses he ap
proves. The unremitting retention of simple and
high sentiments in obscure duties is hardening the
character to that temper which ^vill work with
honor, if need be in the tumult, or on the scaffold.
Whatever outrages have happened to men may be
fall a man again ; and very easily in a republic, if
there appear any signs of a decay of religion.
Coarse slander, fire, tar and feathers and the gib
bet, the youth may freely bring home to his mind
and with what sweetness of temper he can, and in
quire how fast he can fix his sense of duty, braving
such penalties, whenever it may please the next
newspaper and a sufficient number of his neighbors
to pronounce his opinions incendiary.

It may calm the apprehension of calamity in the
most susceptible heart to see how quick a bound
Nature has set to the utmost infliction of malice.
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We rapidly approach a hrink over which no enemy
can follow us: —

" Let them rave :

Thou art quiet in thy grave."

In the gloom of our ignorance of what shall he, in
the hour when we are deaf to the higher voices,
who does not envy those who have seen safely to
an end their manful endeavor? Who that sees the
meanness of our politics but inly congratulates
Washington that he is long already wrapped in his
shroud, and for ever safe; that he was laid sweetin his grave, the hope of humanity not yet subju
gated in him ? Who does not sometimes envy the
good and brave who are no more to suffer from the
tumults of the natural world, and await with curi
ous complacency the speedy term of his own con
versation with finite nature? And yet the love
that will be annihilated sooner than treacherous
has already made death impossible, and affirms it
self no mortal but a native of the deeps of absolute
and inextinguishable being.

\

THE OVER-SOTJL.

" But souls tliat of his own good life partake,
He loves as liis own self ; dear as liis eye
They are to Hitti : He '11 never them foi-sake :
When they shall die, then God himself shall die:
They live, they live in blest eternity."

Henry More.

t

Space is ample, east and west,
But two cannot go abreast,
Cannot travel in it tvvo :
Yonder masterful cuckoo
Crowds every egg out of tlie nest,
Quick or dead, except its own;
A spell is laid on sod and stone.
Night and Day've been tampered with,
Every quality and pith
Surcharged and sultry with a power
That works its will on age and hour.
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THE OVEB^SOUL.

There is a difEerence between one and another
hour of life in their authority and subsequent effect.
Oitr faith comes in moments ; our vice is habitual.
Yet there is a depth in those brief moments which
constrains us to ascribe more reality to them than
to aU other experiences. For this reason the argu
ment which is always forthcoming to sUence those
who conceive extraordinary hopes of man, namely
the appeal to experience, is for ever invalid and
vain. We give up the past to the objector, and
yet we hope. He must explain this hope. Weânt that human life is mean, but how did we find
out that it was mean ? What is the ground of this
uneasiness of ours ; of this old discontent? What
is the universal sense of want and ignorance, but
the fine innuendo by which the soul makes its enor-
mous claim ? Why do men feel that the nakiral
history of man has never been written, but he is al
ways leaving beHnd what you have said of him, and
it becomes old, and books of metaphysics worthless?
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The philosophy of six thousand years has not
searched the chambers and magazines of the soul.
In its experiments there has always remained, in
the last analysis, a residuum it could not resolve.
Man is a stream whose source is hidden. Our being
is descendmg into us from we know not whence.
The most exact calculator has no prescience that
somewhat incalculable may not balk the very next
moment. I am constrained every moment to ac
knowledge a higher origin for events than the wiU
I call mine.

As with events, so is it with thoughts. When I
watch that flowing river, which, out of regions I see
not, pours for a season its streams into me, I seethat I am a pensioner ; not a cause but a surprised
spectator of this ethereal water; that I desire andlook up and put myself in the attitude of reception
but from some alien energy the visions come.
The Supreme Critic on the errors of the past and
e present, and the only prophet of that which

must be IS that great natui-e in which we rest as
thLunitv̂ STn̂ ^ atmosphere;
p a r t i c u l a V e v e i y m a n ' s

«"Sn Z::
mks and talents, and constrains every
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one to pass for what he is, and to speak from his
character and not from his tongue, and which ever
more tends to pass into our thought and hand and
become wisdom and virtue and power and beauty.
We live in succession, in division, in parts, in
particles. Meantime wthin man is tbe soul of tlie
whole; the Avise silence; the universal beauty, to
which every part and particle is equally related;
the eternal One. And this deep power in which
we exist and whose beatitude is all accessible to us,
is not only self-sufficing and perfect in every hour,
but the act of seeing and the tiling seen, the seer
and the speetacle, the subject and tlie object, are
one. We see the world piece by piece, as the sun,
the moon, the animal, the tree; but the whole, of
which these are the shining parts, is the soul. Only
by the vision of that Wisdom can the hoi'oscope of
the ages be read, and by falling back on our better
thoughts, by yielding to the spirit of prophecy
which is innate in every man, we can know what it
s;iith. Every man's words who speaks from that
life must sound vain to those who do not dwell in
the same thought on their own part. I dare not
speak for it. My words do not carry its august
sense; they fall short and cold. Only itself can in
spire whom it will, and behold! their speech shall
be lyrical, and sweet, and universal as the rising of
the wind. Yet I desire, even by profane words, if
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I may not use sacred, to indicate tlie heaven of this
deity and to report what hints I have collected of
the transcendent simplicity and energy of the High
est Law.

If we consider what happens in conversation, in
reveries, in remorse, in times of passion, in surprises,
in the instructions of dreams, wherein often we see
ourselves in masquerade, — the droll disguises only
magnifying and enhancing a real element and
forcing it on our distant notice, — we shall catch
many hints that will broaden and lighten into knowl
edge of the secret of nature. All goes to show that
the soul in man is not an organ, bnt animates and
exercises aU the organs ; is not a fnnction, like the
power of memory, of calculation, of comparison, but
uses these as hands and feet; is not a faculty, but a
light; IS not the inteUect or the will, but the masterof the inteUect and the wiU; is the backgi-ound of our
bemg, m which they Ue,-an immensity not pos-
ŝsed and that cannot be possessed. From within ortrom behmd, a Hght shines through us upon things
and makes us aware that we are notHng, but the light
IS aU. A man is the facade of a temple wherein aU
wisdom and aU good abide. What we commonly
eaU man, the eating, dinnking, planting, counting
man, does not, as we Imow him, represent himself,bn misrepresents himself. Hiiu we do not re-

' ut the soul, whose organ he is, would he let

i
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it appear tlirough his action, would make our knees
bend. When it breathes through his inteUect, it is
genius; when it breathes through his wUl, it is vir
tue ; when it flows tlu-ough his affection, it is love.
And the blindness of the inteUect begins when it
would be something of itself. The weakness of the
wiU begins when the individual would be something
of himself. AU reform aims in some one particular
to let the soul have its way through us; in other
words, to engage us to obey.

Of this pure nature every man is at some time
sensible. Language cannot paint it with his colors.
It is too subtile. It is undefinable, unmeasurable ;
but we know that it prevades and contains us. We
know that aU spiritual being is in man. A wise old
proverb says, " God comes to see us without beU;
that is, as there is no screen or ceiling between oiur
heads and the infinite heavens, so is there no bar or
waU in the soul, where man, the effect, ceases, and
God, the cause, begins. The waUs are taken away.
We Ue open on one side to the deeps of spiritual
nature, to the attributes of God. Justice we see
and know, Love, Freedom, Power. These natures
no man ever got above, but they tower over us, and
most in the moment when our interests tempt us to
wound them.

The sovereignty of this nature whereof we speak
is made known by its independency of those limita-
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tions which circumscribe us on every hand. The
soul circumscribes all things. As I have said,
it contradicts all experience. In like manner it
abolishes time and space. The influence of the
senses has in most men overpowered the mind to
that degree that the waUs of time and space liave
come to look real and insurmountable; and to speak
with levity of these limits is, in the world, the sign
of insanity. Yet time and space are but inverse
measures of the force of the soul. The spirit sports
with time,—

" Can crowd eternity into an hour,
Or stretch an hour to eternity."

We are often made to feel that there is another
youth and age than that which is measured from
the year of our natural birth. Some thoughts al
ways find us young, and keep us so. Such a thought
is the love of the universal and eternal beauty.
Every man parts from that contemplation with the
feeling that it rather belongs to ages than to mortal
life. The least activity of the intellectual powers
redeems us in a degree from the conditions of time.
In sickness, in languor, give us a strain of poetry
or a profound sentence, and we are refreshed; or
produce a volume of Plato or Shakspeare, or re-
mmd us of their names, and instantly we come into
a feeling of longevity. See how the deep divine
thought reduces centuries and millenniums, and

II
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makes itself present through all ages. Is the teach-
in"- of Christ less effective now than it was when
first his mouth was opened ? The emphasis of facts
and persons in my thought has nothing to do with
time. And so always the soul's scale is one, the
scale of the senses and the understanding is another.
Before the revelations of the soul. Time, Space and
Natiu-e shrink away. In common speech we refer
all things to time, as we habitually refer the im
mensely sundered stars to one concave sphere. And
so we say that the Judgment is distant or near, that
the Millennium approaches, that a day of certain
political, moral, social reforms is at hand, and the
like, when we mean that in the nature of things one
of the facts we contemplate is external and fugitive,
and the other is permanent and connate with tlie
soul. The things we now esteem fixed shall, one
by one, detach themselves like ripe fruit from our
experience, and fall. The -wind shall blow them
none knows whither. The landscape, the figures,
Boston, London, are facts as fugitive as any institu
tion past, or any whiff of mist or smoke, and so is
society, and so is the world. The soul looketh
steadily forwards, creating a world before her, leav
ing worlds behind her. She has no dates, nor rites,
nor persons, nor specialties nor men. The soul
knows only the soul; the web of events is the flow
ing robe in which she is clothed.

V O L . n . 1 7
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After its own law and not by arithmetic is the
rate of its progress to be computed. The soul's
advances are not made by gradation, such as can
be represented by motion in a straight line, but
rather by ascension of state, such as can be repre
sented by metamorphosis, — from the egg to the
worm, from the worm to the fly. The growths of
genius are of a certain total character, that does
not advance the elect individual flrst over John,
then Adam, then Richard, and give to each the
pain of discovered inferiority, — but by every throe
of growth the man expands there where he works,
passing, at each pulsation, classes, populations, of
men. With each divine impulse the mind rends
the thin rinds of the visible and finite, and comes
out into eternity, and inspires and expires its air.
It converses with truths that have always been
spoken in the world, and becomes conscious of a
closer sympathy with Zeno and Arrian than with
persons in the house.

This is the law of moral and of mental gain.
The simple rise as by specific levity not into a par
ticular virtue, but into the region of aU the virtues.
They are in the spirit which contains them all.The soul requires purity, but purity is not it; re
quires justice, but justice is not that; requires be
neficence, but is somewhat better; so that there isa kind of descent and aecommodation felt when we

I

leave spealdng of moral nature to urge a virtue
which it enjoins. To the well-born clnld all the vir
tues are natural, and not painfully acquired. Speak
to his heart, and the man becomes suddenly virtuous.

Within the same sentiment is the germ of mtel-
lectual gi-owth, which obeys the same law. Those
who are capable of humility, of justice, of love, of
aspiration, stand already on a platform that com̂
mands the sciences and arts, speech and poetry, ac
tion and grace. For whoso dweUs in this moral
beatitude already anticipates those special powers
which men prize so highly. The lover has no tal
ent, no skiU, which passes for quite nothing with
his'enamored maiden, however Httle she may pos
sess of related faculty; and the heart which aban
dons itself to the Supreme Mind finds itself related
to aU its works, and will travel a royal road to par
ticular Imowledges and powers. In ascendmg to
this primary and aboriginal sentiment we have
come fi-om our remote station on the circumference
instantaneously to the centre of the world, where,
as in the closet of God, we see causes, and antici
pate the universe, which is but a slow effect.

One mode of the divine teaching is the incarnâ
tion of the spirit in a form, - in forms, like my
own. I live in society; with persons who answCT
to thoughts in my own mind, or express a certain
obedience to the great instincts to which 1 live. I
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see its presence to them. I am certified of a com
mon nature ; and these other sotds, these separated
selves, draw me as nothing else can. They stii' in
me the new emotions we call passion ; of love, ha
tred, fear, admiration, pity; thence come conver
sation, competition, persuasion, cities and war.
Persons are supplementary to the primary teaching
of the soul. In youth we are mad for persons.
Childhood and youth see all the world in them.
But the larger experience of man discovers the
identical nature appearing through them aU. Per
sons themselves acquaint us with the impersonal.
In all conversation between two persons tacit ref
erence is made, as to a third party, to a common
nature. That third party or common nature is not
social; it is impersonal; is God. And so in groups
where debate is earnest, and especially on high
questions, the company become aware that the
thonght rises to an equal level in aU bosoms, thataU have a spiritual property in what was said, as
weU as the sayer. They aU become wiser than they
were. It arches over them like a temple, this unity
of thought in which every heart beats with nobler
sense of power and duty, and thinks and acts with
unusual solemnity. AU are conscious of attaining
to a higher self-possession. It shines for aU. There
18 a certain wisdom of humanity which is common

e greatest men with the lowest, and which our
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ordinary education often labors to sUence and ob
struct. The mind is one, and the best minds, who
love ti-uth for its own sake, think much less of
property in truth. They accept it thankfuUy every
where, and do not label or stamp it with any man's
name, for it is theirs long beforehand, and from
eternity. The learned and the studious of thought
have no monopoly of wisdom. Their violence of
direction in some degree disqualifies tliem to think
truly. We owe many valuable observations to peo
ple who are not very acute or profound, and who
say the thing without effort which we want and
have long been hunting in vain. The action of the
soul is oftener in that which is felt and left imsaid
than in that which is said in any conversation. It
broods over every society, and they unconsciously
seek for it in each other. W^e know better than
we do. We do not yet possess ourselves, and we
know at the same time that we are much more. I
feel the same truth how often in my trivial conver
sation with my neighbors, that somewhat higher in
each of us overlooks this by-play, and Jove nods to
Jove from behind each of us.

Men descend to mee t . I n t he i r hab i t ua l and
mean service to the world, for which they forsake
their native nobleness, they resemble those Arabian
sheiks who dwell in mean houses and affect an ex
ternal poverty, to escape the rapacity of the Pacha,
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and reserve all their display of wealth for their in
terior and guarded retirements.

As it is present in all persons, so it is in every
period of life. It is adidt already in the infant
man. In my dealing with my child, my Latin and
Greek, my accomplishments and my money stead
me nothing; but as much soul as I have avails. If
I am wilful, he sets his wiU against mine, one for
one, and leaves me, if I please, the degradation of
beating him by my superiority of strength. But if
I renounce my will and act for the soul, setting
that up as umpire between us two, out of his
young eyes looks the same soul; he reveres and
loves with me.

The soul is the perceiver and revealer of truth.
We know truth when we see it, let skeptic and
scofEer say what they choose. Foolish people ask
you, when you have spoken what they do not
wish to hear, ' How do you know it is truth, and
not an error of your own ? ' We know truth
when we see it, from opinion, as we know when we
are awake that we are awake. It was a grand sen
tence of Emanuel Swedenborg, which would alone
indicate the greatness of that man's perception, —
It 18 no proof of a man's understanding to be able

to afhrm whatever he pleases; but to be able to dis
cern that what is true is true, and that what is
^ e is false, — this is the mark and character of
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intelligence." In the book I read, the good
thought returns to me, as every truth will, the im
age of the whole soul. To the bad thought which
I'find in it, the same soul becomes a discerning,
separating sword, and lops it away. We are wiser
than we know. If we will not interfere with our
thought, but wiU act entirely, or see how the tiling
stands in God, we know the particular thing, and
every thing, and every man. For the Maker of all
things and all persons stands behind us and casts
his dread omniscience through us over things.

But beyond this recognition of its own in pai-tic-
ular passages of tlie individual's experience, it also
reveals ti-uth. And here we should seek to rein
force ourselves by its very presence, and to speak
v̂ith a wortliier, loftier strain of that advent. For

the soul's coniniimication of truth is the highest
event in nature, since it then does not give some
what from itself, but it gives itself, or passes into
and becomes that man whom it enlightens ; or, in
proportion to that truth he receives, it takes him to
i t s e l f . . £ i - i , 1

We distinguish the announcements ot the soul,
its manifestations of its own nature, by the term
Revelation. These are always attended by the
emotion of the sublime. For tbis communication
is an influx of the Divine mind into oui- mind. It
is an ebb of the individual rivulet before the flow-
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ing surges of the sea of life. Every distinct ap
prehension of this central commandment agitates
men with awe and delight. A thrill passes through
all men at the reception of new truth, or at the
performance of a great action, which comes out
of the heart of nature. In these communications
the power to see is not separated from the wiU to
do, but the insight proceeds from obedience and
the obedience proceeds from a joyful perception.
Every moment when the individual feels himselfinvaded by it is memorable. By the necessity of
our constitntion a certain enthusiasm attends the
.ndividual's consciousness of that divine presence.The êler and duration of this enthusiasm vary
vith the state of the individual, from an ecstasy
and trance and prophetic inspiration, _ which is
lis rarer appearance, - to the faintest glow of yiy
tnous emoHon, in which fom it warms, like our
household fires, aU the families and associations of
2®, and makes society possible. A certain ton-o Z Ir"'' ae opening
Socmtes "ght." The trances ofr v i s i o n o f
BehLê'the c T"''™Quakers'tt -, "" Fox and his
W a d . a r e o f t h i swas m the case of these remarkable
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persons a ravishment, has, in innumerable in
stances in common life, been exhibited in less strik-
ing manner'. Everywhere the history of religion
betrays a tendency to enthusiasm. The rapture of
the Moravian and Quietist; the opening of the
eternal sense of the Word, in the language of the
New Jerusalem Church ; the revival of the Calvin-
istic churches; the experiences of the Methodists,
are varying forms of that shudder of awe and de
light with which the individual soul always mingles
with the universal soul.

The nature of these revelations is the same ;

they are perceptions of the absolute law. They
are solutions of the soul's own questions. They do
not answer the questions which the imderstanding
asks. The soul answers never by words, but by
the thing itself that is inquired after.

, R e v e l a t i o n i s t h e d i s c l o s u r e o f t h e s o u l . T h e

popular notion of a revelation is that it is a telling
of foi'times. In past oracles of the soM the imder
standing seeks to find answers to sensual questions,
and undertakes to tell from God how long men
shall exist, what their hands shall do and who shaU
be their company, adding names and dates and
places. But we must pick no locks. We must
check this low curiosity. An answer in words is
delusive ; it is really no answer to the questions you
ask. Do not require a description of the coiuitries
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towards wMcli you sail. The description does not
describe them to you, and to-morrow you arrive
there and know them by inhabiting them. Men
ask concerning the immortality of the sord, the em
ployments of heaven, the state of the sinner, and so
forth. They even di-eam that Jesus has left replies
to precisely these interrogatories. Never a moment
did that sublime spirit speak in their patois. To
î th, justice, love, the attributes of the soul, the
idea of immutableness is essentially associated.
Jesus, living in these moral sentiments, heedless of
sensual fortunes, heeding only the manifestations
of these, never made the separation of the idea of
duration from the essence of these attributes, nor
uttered a syUable concerning the dm-ation of the
soul. It was left to his disciples to sever duration
from the moral elements, and to teach the immor.
tahly of the soul as a doctrine, and maintain it by
evidences. The moment the doctrine of the immor-
tahty IS separately taught, man is already f aUen.In the flowing of love, in the adoration of humility,
ere is no question of continuance. No inspii-ed

man ever asks this question or condescends to these
evidences. For the soul is true to itself, and the
p in whom it is shed abroad cannot wander
w t v h - f - t u r ewhich would be finite.

These questions which we lust to ask about the

«

5
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future are a confession of sin. God has no answer
for them. No answer in words can reply to a ques
tion of things. It is not in an arbitrary " decree
of God," but in the nature of man, that a veil shuts
down on the facts of to-morrow ; for the soul wiU
not have us read any other cipher than that of
cause and effect. By this veil which curtains
events it instructs the children of men to live in
to-day. The only mode of obtaining an answer to
these questions of the senses is to forego aU low
curiosity, and, accepting the tide of bemg which
floats us into the secret of natm-e, work and live,
work and live, and all unawares the advancing soul
has built and forged for itself a new condition, and
the question and the answer are one.

By the same fire, vital, consecrating, celestial,
which biuns until it shall dissolve all things into
the waves and surges of an ocean of light, we see
and know each other, and what spirit each is of.
"Who can tell the grounds of his knowledge of the
character of the several individuals in his circle of
friends ? No man. l̂ et their acts and words do
not disappoint him. In that man, though he knew
no ill of him, he put no trust. In that other,
though they had seldom met, authentic signs had
yet passed, to signify that he might be trusted as
one who had an interest in his own character. We
know each other very well, — which of us has been
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just to himself and whether that which we teach or
behold is only an aspiration or is our honest effort
also.

We are all discerners of spirits. That diagnosis
lies aloft in our life or unconscious power. The in
tercourse of society, its trade, its religion, its friend
ships, its quarrels, is one wide judicial investiga
tion of character. In full court, or in small com
mittee, or confronted face to face, accuser and ac
cused, men offer themselves to be judged. Against
their will they exhibit those decisive trifles by
which character is read. But who judges? and
what? Not our understanding. We do not read
them by learning or craft. No ; the wisdom of the
wise man consists • herein, that he does not judge
them; he lets them judge themselves and merely
reads and records their own verdict.
By virtue of this inevitable nature, private will

IS overpowered, and, maugre our efforts or our im
perfections, your genius wiU speak from you, andmine from me. That which we are, we shaU teach,
Bot voluntarUy but mvoluntarily. Thoughts come
mto our nunds by avenues which we never left
open, and thoughts go out of our minds tliroiigh
avenues which we never voluntarily opened. Char-
act̂  teaches over our head. The infaUible index
^ trae progress is found in the tone the man takes.age, nor his breeding, nor company,
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nor books, nor actions, nor talents, nor aU together
can hinder hun from being deferential to a higher
spirit than his own. If he have not found his home
in God, his manners, his forms of speech, the turn
of his sentences, the buUd, shall I say, of all his
opinions will involuntarily confess it, let him brave
it out how he wQl. If he have found his centre,
the Deity will shine thi-ough him, through all the
disguises of ignorance, of ungenial temperament,
of imfavorable circumstance. The tone of seeking
is one, and the tone of having is another.

The great distinction between teachers sacred or
literary, — between poets like Herbert, and poets
like Pope, — between philosophers like Spinoza,
Kant and Coleridge, and philosophers like Locke,
Paley, Mackintosh and Stewart, — between men of
the world who are reckoned accomplished talkers,
and here and there a feiwent mystic, prophesying
half insane imder the infinitude of his thought, —
is that one class speak from within, or from expe
rience, as parties and possessors of the fact; and
the other class/rom without, as spectators merely,
or perhaps as acquainted with the fact on the evi
dence of third persons. It is of no use to preach
to me from without. I can do that too easily my
self. Jesus speaks always from within, and in a
degree that transcends all others. In that is the
miracle. I believe beforehand that it ought so to
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be. All men stand continually in the expectation
of the appearance of such a teacher. But if a man
do not speak from within the veil, where the word
is one with that it teUs of, let him lowly confess
i t .

The same Omniscience flows into the intellect
and makes what we call genius. Much of the wis
dom of the world is not wisdom, and the most il
luminated class of men are no doubt superior to
literary fame, and are not writers. Among the
multitude of scholars and authors we feel no haUow-
ing presence; we are sensible of a knack and skill
rather than of inspiration; they have a light and
know not whence it comes and call it their ô vn ;
their talent is some exaggerated faculty, some over
grown member, so that their strength is a disease.
In these instances the inteUectual gifts do not make
the impression of virtue, but almost of vice; and
we feel that a man's talents stand in the way of his
v̂ancement in truth. But genius is religious. ItIS a larger imbibing of the common heart. It is

not anomalous, but more like and not less like
other men. There is in all great poets a wisdom
of humanity which is superior to any talents they
exercise. The author, the wit, the partisan, the

gentleman, does not take place of the man.
Humanity shines in Homer, in Chaucer, in Spenser, m Shakspeare, in Milton. They are content

I
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fnith They use the positive degree. They
agnatic to tW w.o .ave .eca

spiced »ith the bantie passion andta.. of inferior bnt popidar wnteis. ̂ or 'hey
poets by the free conrse which they aUow to the tn-Cmin' sonl, which throngh their eyes beholdsaoain and blesses the things which it hath made.
The sold is superior to its knowledge rnser than
any of its works. The great poet makes ns1 wealfli, and dien we think less of In̂om-

«Uions His best communication to our mmdrS US ̂despise all he has done. Shakspê
can-ies ns to snch a lofty strain of intelligent activ-
^ as to suggest a wealth which beggars his own1 wrtheffed that the splendid works wWi hhas created, and which in other he"ta j™ ̂
sort of self-existent poetry, take no _

"old utter things as good
i n x i a m i e s h o u l d 1

the tongue? p. descend into individual life
This energy does not desceno in

on any other condition than entire possesion.the lowly and simple; it comes to whom-
Torer will put off what is foreign and proud; it
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comes as insight; it comes as serenity and gran
deur. When we see those whom it inhabits, we are
apprised of new degrees of greatness. From that
inspiration the man comes back with a changed
tone. He does not talk with men with an eye to
their opinion. He tries them. It requires of us to
be plain and true. The vain traveller attempts
to embellish his life by quoting my lord and the
pmce and the countess, who thus said or did toAim. The ambitious vulgar show you their spoons
and brooches and rings, and preserve their cards
and compliments. The more cultivated, in their
ĉount of their own experience, cull out the pleasing, poetic circumstance, —the visit to Rome, theman of genius they saw, the brilliant friend thev
know; still further on perhaps the gorgeous land
scape, the mountain lights, the mountain thoughts
ftey enjoyed yesterday,-and so seek to thiwa
romantie color over fteir life. But the soul that
ênd, to worship the great God is plain and true;
the hour that admiration; dwells in

laentandthe of the present mo-
thought and b̂T ̂ ^̂og become porous toĥt and bibulous of the sea of Ught.

'eeta like word-eatehing. The simplest

utterances are worthiest to be written, yet are they
so cheap and so things of course, that in the infinite
riches of the soul it is like gathering a few pebbles
off the ground, or bottling a little air in a phial,
when the whole eai-th and the whole atmosphere
are ours. Nothing can pass there, or make you one
of the circle, but the casting aside your trappings
and dealing man to man in naked truth, plain con
fession and omniscient affirmation.

Souls such as these treat you as gods would, walk
as gods in the earth, accepting without any admira
tion your wit, your boimty, your vii-tiie even, — say
rather your act of duty, for your virtue they ô vn as
their proper blood, royal as themselves, and over-
royal, and the father of the gods. But what re
buke their plain fraternal bearing casts on the mu
tual flattery with which authors solace each other
and woimd themselves! These flatter not. I do
not wonder that these men go to see Cromwell and
Christina and Charles the Second and James the
First and the Grand Turk. For they are, in their
own elevation, the feUows of kings, and must feel
the servile tone of conversation in the world. They
must always be a godsend to princes, for they con
front them, a king to a king, without ducking or
concession, and give a high nature the refreshment
and satisfaction of resistance, of plain humanity, of
even companionship and of new ideas. They leave

V O L . I I .
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them wiser and superior men. Souls like these
make us feel that sincerity is more excellent than
flattery. Deal so plainly wth man and woman as
to constrain the utmost sincerity and destroy all
hope of trifling with you. It is the highest compli
ment you can pay. Their " highest praising,"
said Milton, " is not flattery, and their plainest ad
vice is a kind of praising."

Ineffable is the union of man and God in every
act of the soul. The simplest person who in his
integrity worsliips God, becomes God ; yet for ever
and ever the influx of this better and universal self
is new and unsearchable. It inspires awe and aston
ishment. How dear, how soothing to man, arises
the idea of God, peopling the lonely place, effacing
the scars of our mistakes and disappointments!
When we have broken our god of tradition and
ceased from our god of rhetoric, then may God fire
the heart with his presence. It is the doubling of
the heart itself, nay, the infinite enlargement of the
heart with a power of growth to a new infinity on
every side. It inspires in man an infallible trust.
He has not the conviction, but the sight, that the
best is the true, and may in that thought easily dis
miss all particular uncertainties and fears, and ad
journ to the sure revelation of time the solution of
his private riddles. He is sure that his welfare is
dear to the heart of being. In the presence of law
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to his mind he is overflowed with a reliance so uni
versal that it sweeps away all cherished hopes and
the most stable projects of mortal condition in ite
flood. He believes that he cannot escape from his
good. The things that ai-e really for tliee gravitate
to thee. You are rimning to seek your friend. Let
your feet run, but your mind need not. If you do
not find him, will you not acquiesce that it is best
you should not find him? for there is a power,
which, as it is in you, is in him also, ̂ d coidd
therefore very weU bring you together, if it were
for the best. You are preparing with eagerness to
go and render a service to which your talent and
your taste invite you, the love of men and the hope
of fame. Has it not occurred to you that you have
no right to go, unless you are equaUy willing to be
prevented from going? O, believe, as thou livest,
that every sound that is spoken over the round
world, which thou oughtest to hear, will vibrate on
thine ear! Every proverb, every book, every by
word that belongs to thee for aid or cohort, shall
surely come home through open or winding pas
sages. Every friend whom not thy fantastic wiU
but the great and tender heart in thee craveth,
shall lock thee in his embrace. And this because
the heart in thee is the heart of all; not a valve,
not a waU, not an intersection is there anywhere in
nature, but one blood rolls uninterruptedly an end-



2 7 6 T U E O V E R - S O U L .

less circulation through all men, as the water of
the glohe is all one sea, and, truly seen, its tide is
o n e .

Let man then leam the revelation of all nature
and aU thought to liis heart; this, namely ; that the
Highest dweUs with him; that the sources of na-
tere are in his own mind, if the sentiment of duty
h there. But if he would know what the great
God speaketh, he must 'go into his closet and shut
the door,' as Jesus said. God wiU not make him-
kU manifest to eowards. He must greatly listen
to himself, withdrawing himself from all the accents
of other men's devotion. Even their prayers are
hurtful to him, until he have made his own. Our
Khgion vulgarly stands on numbers of believersWhenever the appeal U made, -no matter how i„.
ireefly,_to numbers, proclamation is then andthere made that religion is not. He that finds God

a sweet enveloping thought to him never counts his
mpany. When I sit in that presence, who shall

w"n Ih" "1™"" '
SwedenhorTsa"? ™ »
thority U not faith. TV 1 ™
measures tlip 1 r p I'eliance on authoritythe soul Thê ^ I'eligion, the withdrawal of• The position men have given to Jesus,
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now for many centuries of history, is a position of
authority. It characterizes themselves. It cannot
alter the eternal facts. Great is the soul, and
plain. It is no flatterer, it is no follower; it never
appeals from itself. It believes in itself. Before
the immense possibilities of man all mere experi
ence, all past biography, however spotless and
sainted, shrinks away. Before that heaven which
our presentiments foreshow us, we cannot easily
praise any form of Hfe we have seen or read of.
We not only affirm that we have few great men,
but, absolutely speaking, that we have none; that
we have no history, no reeord of any character or
mode of living that enthely contents us. The
saints and demigods whom history worships we are
constrained to accept with a grain of allowance.
Though in our lonely hours we draw a new strength
out of their memory, yet, pressed on our attention,
as they are by the thoughtless and customary, they
fatigue and invade. The soul gives itself, alone,
original and pure, to the Lonely, Original and
Pure, who, on that condition, gladly inhabits, leads
and speaks through it. Then is it glad, young and
nimble. It is not wise, but it sees through all
things. It is not called religious, but it is innocent.
It calls the light its own, and feels that the grass
grows and the stone falls by a law inferior to, and
dependent on, its natiue. Behold, it saith, I am

n
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bom into the great, the universal mind. I, the im
perfect, adore my own Perfect. I am somehow
receptive of the great soul, and thereby I do over
look the sun and the stars and feel them to be the
fair accidents and effects which change and pass.
More and more the surges of everlasting nature en
ter into me, and I become public and human in my
regards and actions. So come I to live in thoughts
and act with energies which are immortal. Thus
revering the soul, and learning, as the ancient said,
that " its beauty is immense," man will come to see
that the world is the perennial miracle which the
soul worketh, and be less astonished at particular
wonders; he wiU learn that there is no profane his
tory ; that aU history is sacred; that the universe is
represented in an atom, in a moment of time. He
will weave no longer a spotted life of shreds and
patches, but he wiU Kve with a divine unity. He
will cease from what is base and frivolous in his
life and he content with all places and with any
service he can render. He wiU calmly front the
morrow m the negligency of that trust wHch car-
nes Hod with it and so hath already the whole fu
ture m the bottom of the heart.

CIRCLES.

Natube centres into balls.
And her proud ephemerals.
Fast to surface and outside,
Scan tlie profile of the sphere;
Knew they what that signified,
A new genesis were here.
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C I R C L E S .

The eye is the first circle; the horizon wHch it
forms is the second; and throughout nature this
priinary figure is repeated without end. It is the
lughest emblem in the cipher of the world. ̂  St.
Augustine described the nature of God as a circle
whose centi-e was everywhere and its cii-cumference
nowhere. We are all our lifetime reading the co
pious sense of this first of forms. One moral wehave already deduced in considering the circular or
compensatory character of every human action.
/Another analogy we shall now trace, ̂at every ac-(tion admits of being outdone. Our life is an ap
prenticeship to the truth that around every circleLother can be draivn ; that there is no end m na
ture, but every end is a beginning; that there is
always another dawn risen on mid-noon, and under
every deep a lower deep opens.

This fact, as far as it symbolizes the moral fact
of fte UnattainaMe, the flytog Perfect, around
which the hands of man can never meet, at once
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the inspirer and the condemner of every success,
may conveniently serve us to connect many illus
trations of human power in every department.

There are no fixtures in natm-e. The imiverse
is fluid and volatile. Permanence is but a word of
degrees. Our globe seen by God is a transparent
law, not a mass of facts. The law dissolves the
fact and holds it fluid. Our culture is the predom
inance of an idea which draws after it this train of
cities and institutions. Let us rise into another
idea; they will disappear. The Greek sculpture is
aU melted away, as if it had been statues of ice;
here and there a solitary figm-e or fragment re
maining, as we see flecks and scraps of snow left in
cold deUs and mountain clefts in June and July.
For the genius that created it creates now some
what else. The Greek letters last a little longer,
but are already passing under the same sentence
and tumbling into the inevitable pit which the cre
ation of new thought opens for all that is old. The
new continents are built out of the ruins of an old
planet; the new races fed out of the decompositionof the foregoing. New arts destroy the old. See

e investment of capital in aqueducts, made use
less by hydraulics; fortifications, by gunpowder;

n admire this tower of granite, weathering the

hurts of so many ages. Yet a little waving hand
built this huge wall, and that which builds is better
than that which is built. The hand that buUt
can topple it down much faster. Better than the
hand and nimbler was the invisible thought which
wought thi-ough it; and thus ever, behind the
coarse effect, is a fine cause, which, being narrowly
seen, is itself the effect of a finer cause. Every
thing looks permanent imtil its secret is known. A
rich estate appears to women a fii-m and lasting
fact; to a merchant, one easily created out of any
materials, and easily lost. An orchard, good til-
lage, good grounds, seem a fixtiu'e, like a gold mine,
or a river, to a citizen; but to a large farmer, not
much more fixed than the state of the crop. Na
ture looks provokingly stable and secular, but it
has a cause like all the rest; and when once I com
prehend that, will these fields stretch so immovably
wide, these leaves hang so individually considera
ble? Permanence is a word of degrees. Every
thing is medial. Moons are no more bounds to
spiritual power than bat-balls.
\ The key to every man is his thought. Sturdy
and defying though he look, he has a helm which
he obeys, which is the idea after which all his facts
are classified. He can only be reformed by show
ing lum a new idea which commands his own. The
life of man is a self-evolving circle, which, from a
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ring imperceptibly small, rushes on all sides out
wards to new and larger circles, and that without
end. The extent to which this generation of cir
cles, wheel without wheel, ̂ viU go, depends on the
force or truth of the individual soul. For it is the
mert effort of each thought, having formed itself
mto a circular wave of circumstance, — as for in
stance an empire, rules of an art, a local usage, a
religious rite, ~ to heap itself on that ridge and to
soUdify and hem in the life. But if the soul is
quick and strong it bursts over that boundaiy on
^ sides and expands another orbit on the greatdeep, which also runs up into a Hgh wave, with at
tempt agam to stop and to bind. But the heartrefuses to be imprisoned; in its first and narrowest
pulses It already tends outward with a vast force
and to immense and innumerable expansions.
_ Evê  ultimate fact is only the first of a new series. Every general law only a particular fact of

some more general law presently to disclose itself.

fetTceV'
pool I 1, finishes his story,—howthings! 'L m tt̂'skŷTor
■PWe. itr tie outlme of tie•>« odj a flKt ''"'f" """• His only redress is forth-
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with to draw a circle outside of his antagonist.
And so men do by themselves. The result of to
day, which haunts the mind and cannot be escaped,
v̂ill presently be abridged into a word, and the

principle that seemed to explain nature will itself
be included as one example of a bolder generaliza
tion. In the thought of to-morrow there is a power
to upheave all thy creed, all the creeds, all the
literainres of the nations, and marshal thee to a
heaven which no epic dream has yet depicted.
Every man is not so much a workman in the world
as he is a suggestion of that he should be. Men
walk as prophecies of the next age.

Step by step we scale this mysterious ladder;
the steps are actions, the new prospect is power.
Every several result is threatened and judged by
that which foUows. Every one seems to be contra
dicted by the new; it is only limited by the new.
The new statement is always hated by the old, and,
to those dwelling in the old, comes like an abyss of
scepticism. But the eye soon gets wonted to it,
for the eye and it are efEects of one cause; then its
innocency and benefit appear, and presently, all its
toergy spent, it pales and dwindles before the rev
elation of the new hour.

Fear not the new generalization. Does the fact
look crass and material, threatening to degrade thy
theory of spii-it ? Resist it not; it goes to refine
and raise thy theory of matter just as much.
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There are no fixtures to men, if we appeal to
consciousness. Every man supposes himself not toe uUy understood; and if there is any truth in

if he rests at last on the divine soul, I see not
ow It can be otherwise. The last chamber, the
t closet, he must feel was never opened; there is

always a residuum unknown, unanalyzable. That
ĥ t̂ ^̂  f'clieves that he has a greater possi-
(Our moods do not believe in each other.̂  To-dayuU of thoughts and can write what I please.

th iT ^ shoidd not have the same
•̂1 ̂  ̂  f same power of expression, to-morrow,
iirnl +!.• I write it, seems the most nat-
drearv World; but yesterday I saw a1 '"««<'■' to ''toch »ow I see
™nder whehe WM" ^ ^
nap-PQ A1 o wrote so many continuoustoith, L will BOt
m n a t u r e I a m G o dI am a weed by the waU.
self, tô 'CkT̂ .f ̂ ™self above him-itself in a man's f last height, betrays

yet cannot fLX"" thê^̂  approba-of nature is We; ŷ t if t , The sweet
"seated by my wJ. ̂  l̂ ave a fnend I am tor-

love of me accuses
enough to sUght
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me, then could I love him, and rise by my affection
to new heights. man's growth is seen in the
successive choirs of his friends, j For every friend
whom he loses for trutli, he gains a better. I
thought as i walked in the woods and mused on my
friends, why should I play with them this game of
idolatry? I know and see too well, when not vol
untarily blind, tlie speedy limits of persons called
high and worthy. Rich, noble and great they are
by the liberality of our speech, but truth is sad. O
blessed Spirit, whom I forsake for these, they are
not thou! Eveiy personal consideration that we
allow costs us heavenly state. We seU the thrones
of angels for a short and tmbulent pleasure.

How often must we learn this lesson? Men
cease to interest us when we find their limitations.
The only sin is limitation. As soon as you once
come up with a man's limitations, it is all over witli
him. Has he talents ? has he enterprise ? has he
knowledge ? It boots not. Infinitely alluring and
attractive was he to you yesterday, a great hope, a
sea to swim in ; now, you have found his shores,
found it a pond, and you care not if you never see
it again.

Each new step we take in thought reconciles
twenty seemingly discordant facts, as expressions
of one law. Aristotle and Plato are reckoned the
respective heads of two schools. A wise man will
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see that Aristotle platonizes. By going one step
farther back in thought, discordant opinions are
reconciled by being seen to he two extremes of one
principle, and we can never go so far back as to
preclude a stiU higher vision.

êware when the great God lets loose a thinker
n Q ^ ' k ' l _ n • I • ' I • " I

u u c g r e a t u r o a l e t s l O O s e a t n i u K e r

pl̂ eC Then all things are at risk. It isas when a conflagration has broken out in a great
city, and no man knows what is safe, or where it
■will end. There is not a piece of science but its
flank may be turned to-morrow; there is not any
literary reputation, not the so-called eternal names
^ fame, that may not be revised and condemned.The very hopes of man, the thoughts of his heart,
the religion of nations, the manners and morals of
mankind are aU at the mercy of a new generaliza-
faon. Generalization is always a new influx of the
divmity into the mind. Hence the thrill that at
tends it./ . Valor cnsUls m fte power o( seU-iecovery, so
3' =■ maa casinot have his flank turned, cannot be

yo- will, he* ""ly b® by lie preferring truth

1 T I""'®-- i tbe intrepidbis CtaUM .1 ^ b. society,P«'sedea aS'Teceie""''̂
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There are degrees in idealism. We learn first
to play with it academically, as the magnet was
once a toy. Then we see in the heyday of you&
and poetry that it may be true, that it is true ingleaL and fragments. Then its counten̂cewaxes stern and gi-and, and we see that it must be
true It now shows itself ethical and practical. ̂
We learn that God is ; that he is in me ; and that .all things are shadows of him. The idêsna of
Berkeley is only a cmde statement of the idealism
of Jesus, and that again is a crude statement of
the fact that all nature is the rapid efdux of good
ness executing and organizing itself. Much more
obviously is history and the state of the world a
any one time directly dependent on the mteUectual
classification then existing in the mmds of men.
The things which are dear to men at this hour are
so on account of the ideas which have emerged on
their mental horizon, and which cause the present
order of things, as a tree bears its apples. A new
degree of cidture would instantly revolutionize the
entire system of human pursuits.

Conversation is a game of circles. In converse,
tion we pluck up the termini which bound the com
mon of silence on every side. The parties are not
to be judged by the spirit they partake and even
express under this Pentecost. To-morrow they will
have receded from this high-water mark. To-mor-

v o i . . n .
1 9
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row you shall find them stooping under the old
pack-saddles. Yet let us enjoy the cloven flame
whilst it glows on our walls. When each new
speaker strikes a new light, emancipates us from
the oppression of the last speaker to oppress us
with the greatness and exelusiveness of his own
thought, then yields us to another redeemer, we
seem to recover our rights, to become men. O,

X what truths profound and executable only in ages
/ and orbs, are supposed in the announcement of

every truth! In common hours, society sits cold
and statuesque. We all stand waiting, empty,—
knowing, possibly, that we can be full, surrounded
by mighty symbols which are not symbols to us,
but prose and trivial toys. Then cometh the god
and converts the statues into fiery men, and by a
flash of his eye bums up the veil which shrouded
all things, and the meaning of the very furniture,
of cup and saucer, of chair and clock and tester, is
manifest. The facts which loomed so large in the
fogs of yesterday, — property, climate, breeding,
personal beauty and the like, have strangely

anged their proportions. All that we reckoned
ĵled shakes and rattles; and literatures, cities,

leave their foundations and
dam
s w i f t again see the

«̂ ames it. The length of the

discourse indicates the distance of thought betwixt
the speaker and the hearer. If they were at a per
fect understanding in any part, no words would be
necessaiy thereon. If at one in all parts, no words
would be suffered.

Literature is a point outside of our hodiernal cir
cle through which a new one may be described.
The use of literature is to afford us a platform
whence we may command a view of our present
life, a purchase by which we may move it. We
flu ourselves with ancient learning, install ourselves
the best we can in Greek, in Pimic, in Roman
houses, only that we may wiselier see French, Eng
lish and American houses and modes of living. ̂  In
like manner we see literature best from the midst
of wild nature, or from the din of affairs, or from
a high rehgion. The field cannot be weU seen
from within the field. The astronomer must have
his diameter of the earth's orbit as a base to find
the parallax of any star.

Therefore we value the poet. All the argument
and all the wisdom is not in the encyclopaedia, or
the treatise on metaphysics, or the Body of Divin
ity, but in the sonnet or the play. In my daily
work I incline to repeat my old steps, and do not
believe in remedial force, in the power of change
and reform. But some Petrarch or Ariosto, filled
with the new wine of his imagination, writes me an
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ode or a brisk romance, full of daring thought and
action. He smites and arouses me with his shiall
tones, breaks up my whole chain of habits, and I
pen my eye on my own possibilities. He claps

to the sides of all the solid old lumber of the
5 and I am capable once more of choosing a

path b theô  and p™>ttce.
t l i o t o c o m m a n d a v i e w o frehgiou of the world. We can never see
turPQ the catechism: — from the pas-
8ons«i ^ pond, from amidst the
bvthepl we possibly may. Cleansed
of beautibT?̂
0WtŜasr •
Christianity is rilS?^ f biography-yet was there ^ manldnd ;
breedinff harl ^ philosopher whose
whom that h Christian church by
prized:—. Paul's was not specially
'^toHimwli.a ^''^0 Son be subject°̂ay he aU m aU?
persons be ne claims and virtues of

nian presslr welcome, the instinct
"̂ hhuitable onward to the impersonal"dogmatism of Ŝ ly arms itself against theof the hooh itself̂ ^̂ ^ generous word out

'̂ oaatm-aiw m may be conceived of as a sys-
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I
tern of concentric circles, and we now and then de
tect in nature slight dislocations which apprise us
that this sm-face on which we now stand is not
fixed, but sliding. These manifold tenacious qual
ities, tliis chemistry and vegetation, these metals
and animals, which seem to stand there for their
o\vn sake, are means and methods only,—are words
of God, and as fugitive as other words. Has the
naturalist or chemist learned his craft, who has ex
plored the gravity of atoms and the elective affini
ties, who has not yet discerned the deeper law
whereof this is only a partial or approximate state
ment, namely that like draws to like, and that the
goods wliich belong to you gravitate to you and
need not be pursued with pains and cost? Yet is
that statement approximate also, and not final.
Omnipresence is a higher fact. Not through subtle
subterranean channels need friend and fact be
drawn to their counterpart, but, rightly considered,
these things proceed from the eternal generation of
the soul. Cause and effect are two sides of one
f a c t .

The same law of eternal procession ranges aU
that we call the virtues, and extinguishes each in
the light of a better. The great man will not be
prudent in the popular sense ; all his prudence will
be so much deduction from his grandeur. But it
behooves each to see, when he sacrifices prudence,
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to what god he devotes it; if to ease and pleasure,
he had better be prudent still; if to a great trust,
e can well spare his mule and panniers who has a

n̂ged chariot instead. Geoffrey draws on hisboots to go through the woods, that his feet may be
ŝer from the bite of snakes; Aaron never thinkso such a peril. In many years neither is harmed
y such an accident. Yet it seems to me that with

every precaution you take against such an evil you
pn yourself into the power of the evil. I suppose
T ̂  highest prudence is the lowest prudence.IS too sudden a rushing from the centre to the
shah Think how many times we
take un ̂  pitiful calculations before we

b r a v e s t a P T, t ^ . B e s i d e s , y o u r
The poor A familiar to the humblest men.
-g Z C i their way of express-" Blessed b philosophy as well as you.

better Ley Z"

uian's beautv another's injustice; one
man's wisdom

B'oiu a higher̂ ' beholds the same objects
®ists in payin thinks justice con-
horrenoe of an L measure in his ab-er who is very remiss in this duty
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and makes the creditor wait tediously. But that
second man has his own way of looking at things ;
asks himself Which debt must I pay first, the debt
to the rich, or the debt to the poor? the debt of
money, or the debt of thought to mankind, of gen
ius to nature? For you, O broker, there is no
other principle but arithmetic. For me, commerce
is of trivial import; love, faith, truth of character,
the aspiration of man, these are sacred ; nor can I
detach one duty, like you, from all other duties,
and concentrate my forces mechanically on the pay
ment of moneys. Let me live onward; you shall
find that, though slower, the progress of my charac
ter wiU liquidate aU these debts without injustice
to higher claims. If a man should dedicate him
self to the payment of notes, would not this be in
justice ? Does he owe no debt but money ? And
are all claims on him to be postponed to a land
lord's or a banker's ?

There is no virtue which is final; all are initial.
The virtues of society are vices of the saint. The
terror of reform is the discovery that we must ca^'

_away our virtues, or what we have always esteemed
such, into the same pit that has consumed our
grosser vices : —■" Forgive his crimes, forgive his virtues too,

Those smaller faults, half converts to the right."
It is the highest power of divine moments that
r
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they aboUsh our contritions also. I accuse myselfof sloth and unprofitableness day by day; but when
these waves of God flow into me I no longer reckon
lost time. I no longer poorly compute my possible
achievement by what remains to me of the month
or the year; for these moments confer a sort of
ommpresence and omnipotence wHch asks nothingof duration, but sees that the energy of the mind
IS commensurate with the work to be done, without
t i m e .

And thus, O circular phUosopher, I hear some
reader exclaim, you have arrived at a fine Pyi-
rhonism, at an equivalence and indifferency of aU
t̂ions and would fain teach us that if we are true,foraooth, our crimes may be Hvely stones out ofwhmh we shall construct the temple of the true
I am not careful to justify myself. I own I am

gladdened by seeing the predominance of the sac-

mJte ™ unrestrainedwm̂hon «£ the pnnoiple of good into eveir chink

I should r.l s ' ««aetions. But
head and obevmv*̂ Ii* ̂
'hat 1 am onlyy an experimenter. Do not set the
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least value on what I do, or the least discredit on
what I do not, as if I pretended to settle any thing
as time or false. I unsettle all things. No facts
are to me sacred ; none are profane ; I simply ex
periment, an endless seeker with no Past at my
b a c k .

Yet this incessant movement and progression
which all things partake could never become sensi
ble to us but by contrast to some principle of fix
ture or stability in the soul. Whilst the eternal
generation of circles proceeds, the eternal generator
abides. That central life is somewhat superior to
creation, superior to knowledge and thought, and
contains all its circles. Forever it labors to create
a life and thought as large and excellent as itself,
but in vain, for that which is made instructs how to
make a better.

Thus there is no sleep, no pause, no preservation,
but all tbmgs renew, germinate and spring. Why
should we import rags and relics into the new
hour? Nature abhors the old, and old age seems
the only disease; all others run into this one We
caU it by many names, - fever, intemperance, in-
ŝ ify, stupidity and crime; they are all forms ofolA age ; they are rest, conservatism, appropriation
mm-tia; not newness, not the way onward. We
grizzle eveiy day. I see no need of it. Whilst weconverse with what is above us, we do not grow
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Id, but ̂ow young. Infancy, youth, receptive, as-
feeH Dothmg and abandons itseU to the instrnotion

from al, sides. Bnt the man and woman

for the necessaty and talk down to the
GhoJ'- taa""!"!™ "■« Holyfrh« let them be lovers; let them behold fruth ;

n S ' - - a " ' ' 'Tbf. u agam with hope and power

nant to secure it against a higher S J n
»o sublime but it may be trill t ""r
%hl of new thoughts Pell S™"

Sre'ae? T
tell somewhat; but thp

^ w t h . m i d t h ei they me inêSalSl 1
-t can know that
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truth is divine and helpful; but how it shall help
me I can have no guess, for so to he is the sole in
let of so to hnow. The new position of the advanc
ing man has all the powers of the old, yet has them
all new. It carries in its bosom aU the energies of
the past, yet is itself an exhalation of the morning.
I cast away in this new moment all my once
hoarded knowledge, as vacant and vain. Now for
the first time seem I to know any thing rightly.
The simplest words, -—we do not know what they
mean except when we love and aspire.

The difEerence between talents and character is
adroitness to keep the old and trodden round, and
power and courage to make a new road to new and
better goals. (̂Character makes an overpowering
present;)a cheerful, determined hour, which forti
fies all the company by making them see that much
is possible and exceUeut that was not thought of.
Character dulls the impression of particular events.
When we see the conqueror we do not think much
of any one battle or success. We see that we had
exaggerated the difficulty. It was easy to him.
The great man is not convulsible or tormentable ;
events pass over him without much impression.
People say sometimes, ' See what I have over
come ; see how cheerful I am ; see how completely
I have tiuumphed over these black events.' Not if
they stiU remind me of the black event. True con-
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quest is the causing the calamity to fade and disap-
as au early cloud of iusiguiacant result iu a

lustory so large and advancing.We cue tiiug which we seek with insatiable de-
plril t®Tdo Z r ""emory and to
short to draw a new circle J Nothing great Was
™r. ̂ aout enthusiasm. Thfway 3life 13 wonderful • if- is Vtrr i, i ^

he is going... drunkerene"̂ *̂ ^
opmm and alcohol are the seZf .feit of this oracular genius and hT"" 3
o- attraction for men
ast the aid of wild passions

ape in some manner these fl and war,
t i e s o f t h e h e a r t . g e n e r o s i -
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Go, speed the stars of Thought
On to their shining goals ; —
The sower scatters broad his seed;
The wheat thou strew'st he souls.
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Every substance is negatively electric to that
whicb stands above it in the chemical tables, posi
tively to that which stands below it. Water dis
solves wood and iron and salt; air dissolves water ;
electric fire dissolves air, but the intellect dissolves
fire, gravity, laws, method, and the subtlest un
named re la t ions o f nature in i ts res is t less men
struum. Intellect lies behind genius, which is intel
lect constiTictive. Intellect is the simple power an
terior to all action or construction. Gladly would
I unfold in calm degrees a natural history of the
intellect, but what man has yet been able to mark
the steps and boundai-ies of that transparent es
sence? The first questions are always to be asked,
and the wisest doctor is gravelled by the inquisi-
tiveness of a child. How can we speak of the ac
tion of the mind under any divisions, as of its
knowledge, of its ethics, of its works, and so forth,
since it melts wiU into perception, knowledge into
act? Each becomes the other. ItseK alone is.
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Its Vision is not like the vision of the eye, but is
union with the things Imown.

Intellect and intellection signify to the common
eai consideration of abstract truth. The consider
ations of time and place, of yon and me, of profit
and hurt tyrannize over most men's minds. Intel
lect separates the fact considered, from you, from
^ local and personal reference, and discerns it asIt It existed for its oivn sake. HeracUtus looked
upon the affections as dense and colored mists. In

e og of good and evil affections it is hard for

T v o i d ^ ^il the hif T ^ it standsintln ^ disengaged. TheluteUect goes out of the individual, H over it!own personahty, and regards it as 'a fact, and n
as /and rmne. He who is immersed in ̂hat

pe«n or place eanaot see the prowLêrstenee. TU, the ialeUect always poafe nIshows all thiags foraied aad boLr Thĉo

"■ All tLTm®'̂ £ 1 '̂ raises
"Woh we do act a phenomena

wlthia the a " ™'™day thought,
y ute, they are subject to

Ik
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change, to fear and hope. Every man beholds his
human condition with a degree of melancholy. As a
ship aground is battered by the waves, so man, im
prisoned in mortal life, lies open to the mercy of
coming events. But a truth, sepai-ated by the in
tellect, is no longer a subject of destiny. We be
hold it as a god upraised above care and fear.
And so any fact in our life, or any recorcf of our
fancies or reflections, disentangled from the web of
our unconsciousness, becomes an object impersonal
and immortal. It is the past restored, but em
balmed. A better art than that of Egypt has
taken fear and corruption out of it. It is eviscer
ated of care. I t is offered for sc ience. What is
addressed to us for contemplation does not thi-eaten
us but makes us intellectual beings.

The gro\vth of the intellect is spontaneous in
every expansion. The mind that grows could not
predict the times, the means, the mode of that spon
taneity. God enters by a private door into every
individual. Long prior to the age of reflection is
the thinking of the mind. Out of darkness it
came insensibly into the marvellous light of to-day.
In the period of infancy it accepted and disposed
of aU impressions from the surrounding creation af
ter its own way. Whatever any mind doth or saith
is after a law, and this native law remains over it
after it has come to reflection or conscious thought.

V O L . n . 2 0
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In the most worn, pedantic, introverted self-tormen
tor's life, the greatest part is incalculable by him,
unforeseen, unimaginable, and must be, until he can

Hraself up by his own ears. What am I?
What has my wiU done to make me that I am ?
ôthmg. I have been floated into this thought,IS hour, this connection of events, by secret cur-
n̂ts of might and mind, and my ingenuity and^̂ness have not thwarted, have not aided to anappreciable degree.

c a O T T t l i e b e s t . Yo usXt jr rBhaU bring you rSrr'"alk abroj i„' ft. ' y"" W, or
matter before sleep on thê  meditating the
'"n.isapio„,':e:;t.zruft°'fft.s therefore vitiated as much bv to ,
«e» eiven by our will a! W tdo not determin: rtar:: S'tlf'T
only open our senses nl»c.
struction from the f' ^ ^We CeWe are the prisoners Of "Ha's ̂Th
for moments into theiv 1 " ^ "P
ns that we take no th ^nlly engage
-̂̂ iiciren,;routO"™- By and by we faU of ft f" """"

out Ot that rapture, be-
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think us where we have been, what we have seen,
and repeat as truly as we can what we have beheld.
As far as we can recall these ecstasies we carry
away in the ineffaceable memory the result, aud all
men and all the ages confirm it. It is called
truth. But the moment we cease to report and at
tempt to correct and contrive, it is not truth.

If we consider what persons have stiinidated and
profited us, we shall perceive the superiority of the
spontaneous or intuitive principle over the arith
metical or logical. The first contains the second,
but virtual and latent. We want in every man a
long logic; we cannot pardon the absence of it, but
it must not be spoken. Logic is the procession or
proportionate unfolding of the intuition; but its
virtue is as silent method; the moment it would
appear as propositions and have a separate value, it
i s w o r t h l e s s .

In every man's mind, some images, words and
facts remain, >vithout effort on his part to impriiit
them, which others forget, and afterwards these il
lustrate to him important laws. AU our progress
is an imfolding, like the vegetable bud. You have
first an instinct, then an opinion, then a luiowledp,
as the plant has root, bud and fruit. Trust the in
stinct to the end, though you can render no reason.
It is vain to hurry it. By trusting it to the end,
it shall ripen into truth and you shaU know why
you believe.
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Each mind has its own method. A true man
never acquires after college rules. What you have
aggregated in a natural manner sm-prises and de-
lights when it is produced. For we cannot oversee
each other's secret. And hence the differences
between men in natural endowment are insignifi
cant in comparison with their common wealth. Do
you think the porter and the cook have no anec
dotes, no experiences, no wonders for you ? Every
body kuows as much as the savant. The walls of
rude minds are scrawled all over with facts, with
thoughts. They shall one day bring a lantern and
read the inscriptions. Every man, in the degree
in which he has wit and culture, finds his curiosity
inflamed eonceming the modes of living and think
ing of other men, and especially of those classes
whose minds have not been subdued by the di-iU of
school education.

This instinctive action never ceases in a healthy
mind, but becomes richer and more frequent in its
informations through all states of culture. At last
comes the era of reflection, when we not only ob
serve, but take pains to observe; when we of set
purpose sit down to consider an abstract truth;Wta we keep the mind's eye open whUst we con-

™ " " " t t o l e a i - n
ecret law of some class of facts.

« the hardest task in the world? To

I'

think. I would put myself in the attitude to look
in the eye an abstract truth, and I cannot. I blench
and ivitlidraw on this side and on that. I seem to
know what he meant who said. No man can see
God face to face and live. For example, a man
explores the basis of civil government. Let him
intend his mind ivithout respite, without rest, in
one direction. His best heed long time avails him
notliing. Yet thoughts are flittmg before him. We
all but apprehend, we dimly forebode the truth.
We say I wiU waUc abroad, and the truth will take
form and clearness to me., We go forth, but can
not find it. It seems as if we needed only the
stillness and composed attitude of the library to
seize the thought. But we come in, and are as far
from it as at first. Then, in a moment, and unan
nounced, the truth appears. A certain wandering
light appears, and is the distinction, the principle,
we wanted. But the oracle comes because we had

previously laid siege to the shrine. It seems as if
the law of the intellect resembled that law of na
ture by which we now inspire, now expire the
breath; by which the heart now draws in, then
hurls out the blood, —the law of imdulation. So
now you must labor with your brains, and now you
must forbear your activity and see what the great
Soul showeth.

The immortality of man is as legitimately
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preacied from the inleUeelions as from the moralvobtions. Every ioteUeclion is maWy prospective,to preset value is its least Inspect what delights
£ " h ^ i n C e r v a n t e s ,aeh truth that a writer acquires is a lantern wliiehhe tas M on what facts and thoughts lay already
m his mmd, and behold, aU the mats and rubbishwl..eh had littered his garret heeome p̂ l̂f
an™musfr'd '""f' "n"' ''''>S'''1% '>«omesS y a T d T h T r «■=
Ihirfte '"'1 set this ? andtak them was something divine in his life But

W e T h T d ' Ssons is not in wisdom bnt in art'̂H """"
ademieal club, a pemon who always defel'd t"" """
tvho, seeing my whim for wriZrf =
experiences had somewhat •''kat his eaperien~'
them to me and T w u S od as mine. Give
them. He held the 1^ n "®® ofthe habit of tackino-'lo ' ^
which he did not ute tf " •
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he possessed a strange skill of using, of classify
ing his facts, which we lacked. For not\vithstand-
ing our utter incaiiacity to produce anything like
Hamlet and Othello, see the perfect reception this
wit and immense knowledge of life and liquid elo
quence find in us all.

If you gather apples in the sunshine, or make
hay, or hoe corn, and then retire within doors and
shut your eyes and press them with your hand, you
shall stiU see apples hanging in the bright light
with boughs and leaves thereto, or the tasselled
grass, or the corn-flags, and this for five or six
hours afterwards. There lie the impressions on
the retentive organ, though you knew it not. So
lies the whole series of natural images with which
your life has made you acquainted, in your mem
ory, though you Imow it not; and a tin-ill of pas
sion flashes light on their dark chamber, and the
active power seizes instantly the fit image, as the
word of its momentary thought.

It is long ere we discover how rich we are.
Our history, we are sure, is quite tame : we have
nothing to write, nothing to infer. But our wiser
years still run back to the despised recollections of
childhood, and always we are fishing up some won
derful article out of that pond; until by and by we
begin to suspect that the biography of the one fool
ish person we know is, in reality, nothing less than
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•ieCtaaod r ".r'*''̂ ''S» '-<' Sife.
ocemrence or incessant «h,l freiaenoy of
'■"'/Mci must always leave "Z'™'"itli wonclei. It is 1, J ® mqmrer stupid
«'M, a form „V l,!^\f "to Z
bursting into the univZe a''Zn°''t"" ®""«"1, a piece of ZnlZ f 'bsr-8«atness. It seems fl h, """easurabletlat has yet existed and to dtaT' ""
1' afteets every thought of ™bom.
>»n evciy institution But t""" i'""' *" '"'b-
®«is a vehicle or art hv ̂  a " '''"b.ble it

Tabee„mmZZL:ir""r--̂ '0'»" "ansible object. Wfm t , Picture
Tbc most wondeX in"" ""• <"

---̂ b̂eniflal̂ ranẐ Me--̂
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Wlien the spiritual energy is directed on something
outward, then it is a thought. The relation be
tween it and you first makes you, the value of you,
apparent to me. The rich inventive genius of tlie
painter must be smothered and lost for want of the
power of drawing, and in oiu? happy hours we
should be inexhaustible poets if once we could
break through the silence into adequate rhyme.
As all men have some access to primary truth, so
all have some art or power of communication
in their head, but only in the artist does it de
scend into the hand. There is an inequality,
whose laws we do not yet know, between two men
and between two moments of the same man, in re
spect to this faculty. In conunon hom's we have the
same facts as in the uncommon or inspired, but
they do not sit for their porti-aits ; they are not de
tached, but lie in a web. The thought of genius
is spontaneous ; but the power of picture or expres
sion, in the most enriched and flowing nature, im
plies a mixture of will, a certain control over the
spontaneous states, without wliich no production is
possible. It is a conversion of all nature into the
rhetoiic of thought, under the eye of judgment,
with a strenuous exercise of choice. And yet the
imaginative vocabulary seems to be spontaneous
also. It does not flow from experience only or
mainly, but from a richer source. Not by any con-
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scious imitation of particular forms are the grand
strokes of the painter executed, hut hy repairing to
the fountain-head of all forms in his mind. Who
is the first drawing-master ? Without instruction
we know very well the ideal of the human form.
A child knows if an arm or a leg he distorted in a
picture; if the attitude he natural or grand or
mean; though he has never received any instruc
tion m drawing or heard any conversation on the
Butjeet, nor can iimsell draw mlh correctneas a
smgle featnre. A good form Btrikes all eyes pleas-
aafly.long before they have any science on the
pdpitobon, prior to all consideration of the me-ohamcal proportions of the featnres and head. We
™y «e to dreams some Ught on the fountain ofto skill, for as soon as we let onr will g„ and letfc —us states ensue, see what cunning
ĥtaenweai.1 We entertain ourselves witf

ness o r i nav ra • ^ awkward -«an design ŵrd'̂ ^̂wfu-t' ̂  ̂

with grief "NT 'f-v ®̂ ®̂imess, with desire and^ Neither are the artist's copies from ex-
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perience ever mere copies, hut always touched and
softened hy tints from this ideal domain. ̂

The conditions essential to a constructive mind
do not appear to he so often combined hut that a
good sentence or verse remains fresh and memo-
rahle for a long time. Yet when we write mth
ease and come out into the free air of thought, we
seem to he assured that nothing is easier than to
continue tliis communication at pleasure. Up,
down, around, the kingdom of thought has no in-
closures, hut the Muse makes us free of her city.
Well, the world has a miUion writers. One woMd
think then that good thought woidd he as familiar
as air and water, and the gifts of each new hour
would exclude the last. Yet we can count aU
our good hooks; nay, I remember any beautiful
verse for twenty years. It is true that the discern
ing inteUect of the world is always much in ad
vance of the creative, so that there are many com
petent judges of the best hook, and few writers
of the best hooks. But some of the conditions of
inteUectual construction are of rare occurrence.
The intellect is a whole and demands integrity in
every work. This is resisted equally hy a man's
devotion to a single thought and hy his ambition to
combine too many.

Truth is our element of life, yet if a man fasten
his attention on a single aspect of truth and apply
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liimself to tliat alone for a long time, the trutli hê
comes distorted and not itself hut falsehood; herein
resembling the air, which is our natural elementand the breath of our nostrils, but if a stream of
the same be directed on the body for a time, it
causes cold, fever, and even death. How wearisome
t e ̂ammarian, the phrenologist, the political or
® gious fanatic, or indeed any possessed mortal
ose balance is lost by the exaggeration of a sin-

S e topic. It is incipient insanity. Every thought
pmon also. I cannot see what you see, he-

80 f • caught up by a strong wind and blown
I 0"^= of the hoop of

fence and̂ t(!'l̂ '̂  student, to avoid this of-
chanical wh 1 himself, aims to make a me-
V a nump ̂  or science, or philosophy,
within lus ̂ ^̂ on of aU the facts that fall
lyzed bv world refuses to be aua-
youne 1 T subtraction. Wlien we are
Poetrv Pnv!; definitions of Religion, Love,
of a few vo ̂  ̂ ^0 ̂ ope that in the course
cyclopEedifl +r condensed into our en-the world ha theories at which
tables get n ̂  arrived. But year after year our
that ovij. oô P̂leteness, and at last we discover
meet. ^ parabola, whose arcs will never
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Neither by detachment neither by aggregation
is the integiity of the intellect transmitted to its
works, but by a vigilance wliich brings the iutel-
lect in its greatness aud best state to operate every
moment. It must have the same wholeness which
•nature has. Although no diligence can rebuild the
universe in a model by the best aceiunulation or
disposition of details, yet does the world reappear
in miniature in every event, so that aU the laws of
nature may be read in the smallest fact. The in
tellect must have tlie like perfection in its appre
hension and in its works. For this reason, an in
dex or mercury of intellectual proficiency is the per
ception of identity. We talk with accomplished
persons who appear to be strangers in nature. The
cloud, the tree, the turf, the bii-d, are not theirs,
have nothing of them ; the world is only their lodg
ing and table. But the poet, whose verses are to
be spheral and complete, is one whom Nature can
not deceive, wliatsoever face of strangeness she may
put on. He feels a strict consanguinity, and de
tects more likeness than variety in aU her changes.
We are stung by the desire for new thought; but
when we receive a new thought it is only the old
thought with a new face, and though we make it
our own we instantly crave another; we are not
really enriched. For the truth was in us before it
was reflected to us from natural objects; and the
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profoimd genius will cast the likeness of all crea
tures into every product of liis wit.

But if the constructive powers are rare and it is
given to few men to be poets, yet every man is a
receiver of this descending holy ghost, and may
well study the laws of its influx. Exactly parallel-
is the whole rule of inteUectual duty to the rule of

oral duty. A self-denial no less austere than the
samt s is demanded of the scholar. He must wor-

c h o n ^ f o r t h a t , a n d
thought is theleby"̂aûInteV̂^̂

domhate, wffl " "'T ">™ ">« pre-'«p%. the JXi pTLT'f'"-
likely his father's Hp o- + ̂
reputation- hut ho 1. + u ®°°^°iodity andwLthe We of He inself aloof from all mô *̂̂  °°̂"iates wiU keep him-
ahstain from dogmatisr^^^ î ^
posite negations hpfw ' ̂ oeognize all the op-
--vung. Hesuhmitrtotltcr"'!'''"'""̂
Pense and imnpi^ + • • ^convenience of sus-tor truth, as the oLrTs'̂oT and ̂
est law of his being. ' ̂ c®Pects the high-
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The circle of the green earth he mnst measure
with his shoes to find the man who can yield him
truth. He shall then know that there is somewhat
more blessed and great in hearing than in spealdng.
Happy is the hearing man; unhappy the speaking
man. As long as I hear truth I am bathed by a
beautiful element and am not conscious of any lim
its to my nature. The suggestions are thousand
fold that I hear and see. The waters of the great
deep have ingress and egress to the»soul. But if I
speak, I define, I confine and am less. When Soc
rates speaks. Lysis and Menexeniis are afflicted by
no shame that they do not speak. They also are
good. He likeivise defers to them, loves them,
whilst he speaks. Because a true and natural man
contains and is the same truth which an eloquent
man articulates ; but in the eloquent man, because
he can articulate it, it seems something the less to
reside, and he tiu-ns to these sflent beautiful with
the more inclination and respect. The ancient sen
tence said. Let us be silent, for so are the gods.
SUence is a solvent that destroys personality, and
gives us leave to be great and universal. Every
man's progress is through a succession of teachers,
each of whom seems at the time to have a superla
tive influence, but it at last gives place to a new.
Erankly let him accept it all. Jesus says, Leave
father, mother, house and lands, and follow me.
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mo leaves all, receives more. This is as true in-
lelle<*uaUy as morally. Each new mind we approach seems to require an abdication of all our
past and present possessions. A new dooti-ine
m̂s at first a subversion of all our opinions,tMtc.s, and manner of living. Such has Sweden-
sgel or his mterpreter Cousin seemed to many

heâ 'I thefe"ith them let the"" ™stle
w n a n d L f t u t e
O T O i ^ a s t t h e ^ t l > c
-re bright star

blending its light „ia ai yô lf"

cause it ig no^. ^ attend it, be
longs to the inteUect O «elf-reHance be-ol aU souls, as a canilla ̂  counterpoise

f o r t h ; s e a 1 - ^ a land sovereign genius âitŝlfl
^schylus be that man he ^ If
yf done his office l^o l^as not-̂ope for a thousand ̂ L̂s T'O'̂ars. He IS now to ap-
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prove himself a master of delight to me also. It
he cannot do that, all his fame shall avail bim noth
ing with me. I were a fool not to sacrifice a thou
sand .liEsehyluses to my intellectual integrity. Es
pecially take the same groimd in regard to absti-act
truth, the science of the mind. The Bacon, the
Spinoza, the Hume, Schelling, Kant, or whosoever
propounds to you a philosophy of the mind, is only
a more or less awkward translator of things in your
consciousness which you have also your way of see
ing, perhaps of denominating. Say then, instead
of too timidly poring into his obscure sense, that
he has not succeeded in rendering back to you your
consciousness. He has not succeeded; now let an
other try. If Plato cannot, perhaps Spinoza will.
If Spinoza cannot, then perhaps Kant. Anyhow,
when at last it is done, you ̂ vill find it is no recon
dite, but a simple, natural, common state which the
writer restores to you.

But let us end these didactics. I ̂ viU not, though
the subject might provoke it, speak to the open
question between Truth and Love. I shall not pre
sume to interfere in the old politics of the skies • —
"The cherubim know most; the seraphim love
most." The gods shall settle their own quarrels.
But I cannot recite, even thus rudely, laws of the
inteUect, without remembering that lofty and se
questered class who have been its prophets and ora-

V O L . 1 1 . 2 1
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cles, the high-priesthood of the piire reason, the
Trismegisii, the expounders of the principles of
thought from age to age. When at long intervals
we turn over their absti-use pages, wonderful seems
the calm and grand air of these few, these great
spmtual lords who have walked in the world —these of old religion, _ dwelling in a worshipwhich makes the sanctities of Chiistianity look par-
venues and popular; for "peiPuasion is in fonl,hut necessity is in inteUect." This band of gran,to Hêes, Herachtus, Empedocles, Plato, Plo-
tous, OWiodocus, Proelns, Synesius and the
r«t, have somewhat so vast in their logic, so pri-

a' 'he sowing of the seed Ttttor rWu"'
geometry of sunbeams the soul lays the fminTf "of nature. The tnitl,i , ' 'h®'owudations» proved by t It i®®"*™" """"Sht
■"-ds the enl I Tf ""P̂ Ŵlity, for it eom-

thingsend has even a comic look to "'""tinn
«M(y with which these bal VP t'hen- clouds, and from age t!
Other and to no contemu Prattle to each
"'•-p®eehisi::txrtdifrr«-'tne most natural
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thing in the world, they add thesis to thesis, with
out a moment's heed of the imiversal astonishment
of the liiunan race below, who do not comprehend
their plainest ai-gument; nor do they ever relent so
much as to insert a popular or explaining sentence,
nor testify the least displeasure or petulance at the
dulness of their amazed auditory. The angels are
so enamored of the language that is spoken in
heaven that they will not distort their lips with tlie
hissing and unmusical dialects of men, but speak
their own, whether there be any who imderstand it
o r n o t .
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Give to barrows trays and pans
Grace and glimmer of romance,
Bring the moonlight into noon
Hid in gleaming piles of stone ;
On tlie city's paved street
Plant gardens lined with lilac sweet,
Let spouting fountains cool tlie air,
Singing in the sun-baked square.
Let statue, picture, park and hall.
Ballad, flag and festival.
The past restore, the day adorn
And make each morrow a new morn
So shall the drudge in dusty frock
Spy behind the city clock
Retinues of airy kings.
Skirts of angels, starry wings.
His fathers shining in bright fables.
His children fed at heavenly tables.
' T is the privilege of Art
Thus to play its cheerful part,
Man in Earth to acclimate
And bend the exile to his fate,
And, moulded of one element
With the days and firmament.
Teach him on these as stairs to climb
And live on even terms with Time;
Whilst upper life the slender rill
Of human sense doth overfill.
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Because the soul is progressive, it never qiute
repeats itself, but in every act attempts the produc
tion of a new and fairer whole. This appears in
works both of the useful and fine arts, if we employ
the popiUar distinction of works according to their
aim either at use or beauty. Thus in our fine arts,
not imitation but creation is the aim. In land
scapes the painter shoidd give the suggestion of a
fairer creation than we know. The details, the
prose of nature he should omit and give us only the
spirit and splendor. He should know that the
landscape has beauty for his eye because it ex
presses a thought which is to him good; and this
because the same power which sees through his
eyes is seen in that spectacle; and he will come to
value the expression of nature and not nature itself,
and so exalt in his copy the featm-es that please
him. He wHl give the gloom of gloom and the
sunshine of sunsliine. In a portrait he must in
scribe the character and not the features, and must
esteem the man who sits to him as himself only an



imperfect picture or likeness of the aspiring origi
n a l w i t h m . i - b f o

What is that abridgment and selection we ob
serve in aU spiritual activity, but itself the crea
tive impulse? for it is the inlet of that higher illu-
mmation which teaches to convey a larger sense
^ smpte symbols. Wbat is a man but naWs^ r success m self.oxplicatlon ? What is a manbut a fee and compactor landscape than the hori-
leSrsT "T''êcKluslove of paiutiug, love of nature, but a

ontcoutractofiit:i::t,tjn:tr°icunnmg stroke of the pencU?
Ws day and̂alTto co'̂vljht'eX̂'̂̂
tis fellow-men. Thus tho • ^
formed out of the old. The''̂«ets his ineffaceable seal on tĥn
an inexpressible charm for th
far as the spiritual oh ̂ imagination. As
P-ersthea^trndfr^ overdo far it iviU retain
i-opresent to future beh 11 i ̂ ^̂ deur, and wUl
^̂ itable, the Divine. N Unknown, the In-fJiis element of Necessifv f̂ exclude- emarf̂ rtw-'̂ labo': No man

from his age and

A R T . 3 2 9

t

%

country, or produce a model in which the \ educa
tion, the religion, the polities, usages and ai-ts of his
times shall have no share. Though he were never
so original, never so wilful and fantastic, he cannot
wipe out of his work every trace of the thoughts
amidst which it grew. The very avoidance betrays
the usage he avoids. Above his will and out of liis
sight he is necessitated by the air he breathes and
the idea on which he and his contemporaries live
and toil, to share the manner of his times, without
knowing what that manner is. Now that which is
inevitable in the work has a higher charm than in
dividual talent can ever give, inasmuch as the ar
tist's pen or chisel seems to have been held and
guided by a gigantic hand to inscribe a line in the
history of the human race. This circumstance
gives a value to the Egyptian hieroglyphics, to the
Indian, Chinese and Mexican idols, however gross
and shapeless. They denote the height of the hu
man soul in that hour, and were not fantastic, but
sprung from a necessity as deep as the world.
Shall I now add that the whole extant product of
the plastic arts has herein its highest value, as his
tory ; as a stroke drawn in the portrait of that fate,
perfect and beautiful, according to whose ordina
tions all beings advance to their beatitude ?

Thus, historically viewed, it has been the office
of art to educate the perception of beauty. We are
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immersed in beauty, but our eyes have no clear vision. It needs, by the exhibition of single ti-aits, to
asast and lead the dormant ta.ste. We carve and
paint, or we behold what is carved and painted, as
students of the mystery of Form. The virtue of
t̂ es m detachment, in sequestering one objectfrom the embarrassing variety. UntU one thing

comes out from the connection of things, there can
^ enjoyment contemplation, but no thought. Our

îness and unhappmess are unproductive. The

l a g f u l n e s s f n i • . , a , l l - e x c l u d -

oric in the hands of th essence of rhet-
Aeteic, or r! r to IT'̂
of an object so , """"""oqr eminenoyin CarCr,,

•̂ -Plates. For eTljlr'TLtot t T

i
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tral nature, and may of course be so exhibited to
us as to represent the world. Therefore each work
of genius is the tyrant of the hour and concentrates
attention on itself. For the time, it is the only
tiling worth naming to do that, — be it a sonnet, an
opera, a landscape, a statue, an oration, the plan
of a temple, of a campaign, or of a voyage of dis
covery. Presently we pass to some other object,
which rounds itself into a whole as did the first;
for example a well-laid garden ; and nothing seems
worth doing but the laying out of gai-dens. I
should think fire the best thing in the world, if I
were not acquainted with air, and water, and earth.
For it is the right and property of all natural ob
jects, of aU genuine talents, of all native properties
whatsoever, to be for their moment the top of the
world. A squirrel leaping from bough to bough
and making the wood but one wide tree for his
pleasure, fills the eye not less than a lion, — is
beautiful, self-sufficing, and stands then and there
for nature. A good ballad draws my ear and
heart whilst I listen, as much as an epic has done
before. A dog, drawn by a master, or a litter of
pigs, satisfies and is a reality not less than than the
frescoes of Angelo. From this succession of excel
lent objects we learn at last the immensity of the
world, the opulence of human nature, which can
run out to infinitude in any direction. But I also
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leam that what astonished and fascinated me in
e first work, astonished me in the second work

also; that excellence of aU things is one.
he office of painting and scidpture seems to be

«iere y initial. The best pictures can easily tell
dL tT p ic tu res a re rude
and"! miraculous dots and lines^ ever-changing " land-
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and higher genius in the Pictures
l e s s o p u l e n c e o f t h ^ b o u n d -^v^iehL Ttisf sttds^;" -
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draw any thing? and thr^^ why
otemal picture which naV"̂

- o ™ , „ e n » "■e a t « e t ,«^es, draped in red and ' fine
iong-haired, gr izz led gray
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so sculpture the anatomy of form. Wben I have
seen fine statues and afterwai'ds enter a public as
sembly, I miderstand well what he meant who said," When I have been reading Homer, all men look
like giants." I too see that painting and scidpture
are gymnastics of the eye, its training to the nice
ties and curiosities of its function. There is no
statue like this living man, with his infinite advan
tage over all ideal sculpture, of perpetual variety.
What a gaUery of art have I here 1 No mannerist
made these varied groups and diverse original sin
gle figures. Here is the artist himself improvising,
grim and glad, at his block. Now one thought
strikes him, now another, and with each moment
he alters the whole air, attitude and expression of
his clay. Away with your nonsense of oil and ea
sels, of marble and chisels ; except to open your eyes
to the masteries of eternal art, they are hypocritical
rubbish.

The reference of all production at last to an abo
riginal Power explains the traits common to aU
works of the highest art, —that they are univer
sally intelligible; that they restore to us the sim
plest states of mind, and are religious. Since what
skill is therein shown is the reappearance of the
original soul, a jet of pure light, it should produce a
similar impression to that made by natural objects.
In happy hours, natiire appears to us one with art;
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art perfected the Mrk of genius. And the in-
t o a U s u s e e p t i b U i t y
cidents of a local and special culture, is the best
^d th" b"" the ;orld overtM the bcauhful, we must carry it with us, or we
than Ikmt s rf" ^ "'t"™e™ tfh r' "* of " can
art of b °"u " '̂ation from tlie work of
arougb™ expressiondeepest and stapleTIte'r r""T'therefore most ttelr """ "ature, and'hich bare these attribute', "luth *" 't'"
tie highest charm isrhrXIltn" ""1"'
êak. A confession ofleve, and hope, breathes f t ' ''""'J''

which we cany to them the
"OK fairly same we bring back
ler who visits the Vatican a travel-
êr to chamber through eal̂  *
«̂ «̂ophagi and candelabra thro b
f uty cut in the richest m fforgetting the simpUcity of tf •wbch they aU sprung and I f of«-«" thoughl an'i Wst hîL'̂f

^8 own breast. He
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studies the technical rules on these wonderful re
mains, but forgets that these works were not al
ways thus constellated; that they are the contribu
tions of many ages and many coimtries ; that each
came out of the solitary workshop of one artist,
who toiled perhaps in ignorance of the existence
of other sculpture, created his work without other
model save life, household life, and the sweet and
smart of personal relations, of beating hearts, and
meeting eyes; of poverty and necessity and hope
and fear. These were his inspirations, and these
are the effects he carries home to your heart and
mind. In proportion to his force, the artist will
find in his work an outlet for his proper character.
He must not be in any manner pinched or hin
dered by his material, but through his necessity of
imparting himself the adamant will be wax in his
hands, and will allow an adequate communication
of himself, in his full stature and proportion. He
need not cvunber himself with a conventional na
ture and culture, nor ask what is the mode in Rome
or in Paris, but that house and weather and manner
of living which poverty and the fate of birth have
made at once so odious and so dear, in the gray un-
painted wood cabin, on the comer of a New Hamp
shire farm, or in the log-hut of the backwoods, or
in the narrow lodging where he has endured the
constraints and seeming of a city poverty, will
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Sacchi, Titian, and Leonardo da Vinci. " What,
o ld mo le ! wo rkes t t hou i n t he ea r t h so f as t ? " I t
had ti-aveUed by my side; that wbicli*I fancied I
bad left in Boston was here in the Vatican, and
again at Milan and at Paris, and made all travel
ling ridiculous as a treadmill. I now require this
of all pictures, that they domesticate me, not that
they dazzle me. Pictirres must not be too pictur
esque. Nothing astonishes men so much as com
mon-sense and plain dealing. All great actions
have been simple, and all great pictures are.

The Transfignration, by Raphael, is an eminent
example of this peculiar merit. A calm benignant
beauty sliines over all this picture, and goes directly
to the heart. It seems almost to call you by name.
The sweet and sublime face of Jesus is beyond
praise, yet how it disappoints all florid expecta
tions ! This familiar, simple, home-speaking coun
tenance is as if one should meet a friend. The
Imowledge of picture - dealers has its value, but
listen not to their criticism when your heart is
touched by genius. It was not painted for them,
it was painted for yon ; for such as had eyes capa
ble of being touched by simplicity and lofty emo
t i o n s .

Yet when we have said all our fine things about
the arts, we must end with a frank confession that

jl^he arts, as we know them, are but initial. Our
V O L . I I . 2 2
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best praise is given to wbat they aimed and prom
ised, not to the actual result. He has conceived
meanly of the resources of man, who believes that
the best age of production is past. The real value
of the Iliad or the Transfiguration is as signs of
power; billows or ripples they are of the streamof tendency; tokens of the everlasting effort to pro
duce, which even in its worst estate the soul betrays.
Art has not yet come to its maturity if it do not
put itseU abreast with the most potent influences ofthe world, if it is not practical and moral, if it do
not stand in connection with the conscience, if it do
not make the poor and uncultivated feel that it ad-

esses them with a voice of lofty cheer. There is
S r they ave ahor -
and umersal rt .s impa«eat of worHng lawe
stars ̂  f"' mahhig cripples and n»»-
Irss rl PKtees and stataes are. Nothing
A \ 1 »ian and nature is its end-
erirv ^ ^n outlet for his whole en-
c a n a s l o n g a s h e
down tl, ̂  ® êuld exhilarate, and throW
awnlr • ̂  ehcumstance on every side»
veiN̂ rT beholder the same sense of uni-
in 11, power which the work evinced
a r t i s t l ^ " ^ ^ ^ ' ^ ^ ■ ^

Already History is old enough to witness the old
age and disappearance of particular arts. The art
of sculptui-e is long ago perished to any real effect.
It was originally a useful art, a mode of wi-iting, a
savage's record of gTatitude or devotion, and among
a people possessed of a wonderful perception of
form this childish cai-ving was refined to the utmost
splendor of effect. But it is the game of a rude
and youthful people, and not the manly labor of
a wise and spiritual nation. Under an oak-tree
loaded with leaves and nuts, under a sky full of
eternal eyes, 1 stand in a thoroughfare ; but in the
works of our plastic arts and especially of sculp
ture, creation is driven into a corner. I cannot hide
from myself that there is a certain appearance of
paltriness, as of toys and the trumpery of a theatre,
in sculpture. Nature transcends all our moods of
thought, and its secret we do not yet find. But the
gallery stands at the mercy of our moods, and there
is a moment when it becomes frivolous. I do not
wonder that Newton, with an attention habitually
engaged on the paths of planets and suns, should
have wondered what the Earl of Pembroke found
to admire in "stone dolls." Sculpture may serve
to teach the pupil how deep is the secret of form,
how purely the spirit can translate its meanings
into that eloquent dialect. But the statue will look
cold and false before that new activity wHch needs
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to roll through aU things, and is impatient of coun
terfeits and things not alive. Pictiu-e and sculp
ture are the celebrations and festivities of form.
But true art is never fixed, but always flowing.
The sweetest music is not in the oratorio, but in
the human voice when it speaks from its instant
life tones of tenderaess, truth, or courage. The
oratorio has already lost its relation to the morn
ing, to the sun, and the earth, but that persuading
voice is in tune with these. All works of art should
not be detached, but extempore performances. A
êat man is a new statue in every attitude and action. A beautiful woman is a picture which drives
all beholders nobly mad. Life may be lyric or
epic, as well as a poem or a romance.A true- announcement of the law of creation, if a

were fojmd worthy to declare it, would carry
up mto the kingdom of nature, and destroy its

separate and contrasted existence. The fountains

ball V P- A popular novel, a theatre, or a
21 ^ are aU pauperswitf . ^thout dignity,
w or bdustr^. Art is ao poor ande 0 d tragic Necessity, which lowers on the
rows even of the Venuses and the Cupids of the

ique, and furnishes the sole apology for the intrusion of such anomalous figures into nature,-
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namely that they were inevitable; that the artist
was drunlc ivith a passion for form which he could
not resist, and which vented itself in these fine ex
travagances, - no longer dignifies the chisel or the
pencil. But the artist and the eonuoisseiir now
seek in art the exhibition of their talent, or an asy
lum from the evils of life. Men are not weU
pleased with the figure they make in their own im
aginations, and they flee to art, and convey then-
better sense in an oratorio, a statue, or a picture.
Ai-t makes the same effort which a sensual prosper
ity makes; namely to detach the beautiful from the
useful, to do up the work as unavoidable, and, liâ
ing it, pass on to enjoyment. These solaces and
compensations, this division of beauty from use,
the laws of natm-e do not permit. As soon as
beauty is sought, not fi-om religion and love but
for pleasm-e, it degrades the seeker. High beauty
is no longer attainable by him in canvas or in
stone, in sound, or in lyi-ical construction; an ef
feminate, prudent, sickly beauty, which is not
beauty, is all that can be formed; for the hand ean
never execute any thing higher than the charaeter
c a n i n s p i r e . _ n ^

The art that thus separates is itself first sepa
rated. Art must not be a superficial talent, but
must begin farther back in man. Now men do not
see nature to be beautiful, and they go to make a
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Statue which shall be. They abhor men a.s taste- *
less, (lull, and inconvertible, and console themselvesmth color-bags and blocks of marble. They reject
life as prosaic, and create a death which they call
poetic. They despatch the day's weary chores, and
% to voluptuous reveries. They eat and drink,
that they may afterwards execute the ideal. Thus
IS art vilified; the name conveys to the mind its
secondary and bad senses ; it stands in the imagi-
nafion as somewhat contrary to nature, and struck
with death from the first. Would it not be betterto begin higher up, _ to serve the ideal before they
eat and drink; to serve the ideal in eating and
drmkiiig, in drawing the breath, and in the fune-US of life ? Beauty must come back to the use-
u arts and the distmction between the fine and
the useful arts be forgotten Tf In'af
to ld i f l i f^ . h istory were t ru ly

s y m m e t r i c a l a n d f a i r i t i s
a l e A l a W f

as always, .nnaunonnSd an!̂  '̂-
Wccu tw feet of brave and ! ®tWt we look fô ĝSt tgemus to reiterate its mira-
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cles in the old arts; it is its Instinct to find beauty
and holiness in new and necessary facts, in the
field and road-side, in the shop and mill. Pro
ceeding from a religious heart it wiU. raise to a di
vine use the railroad, the insurance office, the joint-
stock company ; our law, our primary assemblies,
our commerce, the galvanic battery, the electric jar,
the prism, and the chemist's retort; in which we
seek now only an economical use. Is not the self
ish and even cruel aspect which belongs to our
great mechanical works, to mills, railways, and
machinery, the effect of the mercenary impulses
which these works obey? When its errands are
noble and adequate, a steamboat bridging the At
lantic between Old and New England and arriving
at its ports with the punctuality of a planet, is a
step of man into harmony with nature. The boat
at St. Petersburg, which plies along the Lena by
magnetism, needs little to make it sublime. When
science is learned in love, and its powers are
wielded by love, they will appear the supplements
and continuations of the material creation.


