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PREFACE.

Tae Editor of the Bayard Series, in introducing
this volume to the reader, wishes to say a few words
respecting it. The Essays in Mosaic ame, as it
were, skeleton lay-sermons containing the best and
most earnest and weighty sentences of the most
thoughtful writers upon matters which concern
ks all, and which especially concern the welfare of
the commonvfealth, since, without having reflected
deeply on such matters, ﬂb\man or woman cfn
be a good citizen. How far tir compiler ¢f these
Essays is fitted for the very important task he
has taken upon himself, may be judged by the
follpwing sentence from one who never flatters,
who weighs every word he uiters, and whg) in
#apth gnd earnestness, ,js second to none in this



"\'riii PREFACE.

"«I have lonkt recognised in Mr Ballantyne a
real  talent for excerpting significant passages from
books, magazines, hewspapers (that contain any
sfich), and for presenting them in lucid arrange-
ffent, and in their most interesting and readable
form.—Witness my hand. T. CarLYLE.”

The aim of these excerptq brought, like rays
of light into one focus, is to put the reader, as
Seneca phrases it, in possession of himself, and
he who does this, the sage is careful to add, does a
great thing. The method employed is to show
the reader how to read, and how to think in
such a way as shall tend most thoroughly to
educate the memory, and to make the will sub-
servient and obedient to the Ego. For if a man’s
memory be but a large sieve, through which alk
that is valuable passes, leaving but such unpro-
ductive and infertile umps and stones as most
would ¢throw away ; or if the will is restless and
unable to be controlled, no amount of reading will
do good. Of course, the art of reflection is more
easily learned by one person than another. Whegher
mel* be all egual or not, is np question here:
cer’m.mly they are not all the same; but whetherc o
nian tave a large fr smafl facylty of acquisition,
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that faculty must beyeducated by bhbit until habit
has become a second nature. For which purpose,
- it might be well for any young man, who would
commence the most important business of sell-
culture in good time, to take one of these Essays 4¢
an cxemplar, which, in the course of his Yeading,
he might follow up, taking careful note of such
analogies,, resemblances, coincidences,eor discrepan-
cies as may strike his {magination or occur to his
'memory By a steady persistence in this exercise
bhe s Will, w1th a frequent reviewal of his notes,
gradually acquire such habits of fruitful attention
and reflection as will amply reward him, ®
And above all he must remember, that what he
has to do is not to do many things badly, but one
thing well; what is wanted in this world is not
for a man to cover a large space, but to occupy
a small one, and to de sufficiently; not to be
acquainted with many writerr, but to fenow ond}
and him thoroughly. Let ys tdike as an inStance
our own Shakespeare—who confessedly says better,
brighter, and wiser things than Aristotle, or Plato, or
Socrates—if the two latter be not one—or Bacon ;
would it not be g wiser thing to study and lq-:i)w
sweh a writer thoroughly than.the thoughts of a -
Scor’s’ of much weaker and inferi%y men? 'Ifo‘l_tnov;'
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such a writer ialll one must,not only study but
excerpt, and then study his extracts urider different
phases. This is a Yery old cule; it was the custom,
£ is stated by the nephew, of the elder Pliny.
*® Liber legebatur adnotc’tbat excerptebatque. Nihal
envm ledet quod non excerperet.  IDicere entm. solebat,
nullum esse librum tum malum ut non aliqud parte
prodest.” . ,

The assertion of Pliny anticipated the saying of
Johnson, that there were few books so dull that
you could not learn something from them, and will
serve to modify the advice as to reading solely one
book. M. A. Vinet, in his study of Pascal, asserts
that the author of the ¢ Provincial Letters” read
only ome book. He was what the ancients call
Homo unius libri, and of course, as such, to be
avoided for more reasons than one. But Pascal’s
book was like a Yorkshive pie; it might be only
&ne, but it is a hbrw‘f in itself, and contains every
kind of mental fGod, and quotations enough from
various authors to furnish whole pages of them ;
need it be said that it was Montaigne. “ He read
only one book,” said Vinet rather foolishly; “perhaps
it tuight have been better if he had read nothing
a.t all, for to read oply one book is very often, hew~-
ever strong a map?be, to.put himsclf at the Xrercy
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THE ART OF READING.

T are now in want of an art to teach how books
arc to he read rather than tu regd thewa : such
an art is practicable. Isaac D'IsraELL

TuE colleges, whilst they provide us with libraries,
furnish no professors of books; and, I think, no chair
is so much wanted. EMERSON.

ALL that a university or final highest school can do
for us, is still but what the first school began doing—
teach us to réad. We learn to read in vdrious lame
guages, in various sciences; we learn the alphabgt and
letters of all manner of books. But the place where
we are to get knowledge, even theoretic knowledge, is
the books themselves. It depends on what we read,
after all manncr of professors have done their best for
us. The true university of these days is a collection of
books. . CARLYLE'S Lectures on Herqggs.

©

ConsIner what you have in the smallest library : a
eompany of the wisest and*wittiest"men that could be
As®
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picked out of all civilised countrieg in a thousand years
have set in best order the results of their learning and
wisdom., The men themselves were hid and inacces-
sible, solitary, impatient of inferruption, fenced in by
etiquette : but the thought which they did not uncover
tg, uheir Losom friend is here written out in transparent
words to ys, the strangers ofsanother age.
Y Atluntic Monthly.

+« wAVHEN there is no rteereation or business for thee
abriad, thouny¥ |~ ¢ then have a company of honest old
fellows, in leathern jackets, in thy study, which may find
thee excellent divertisement at home. FuLLER.

For general improvement, a mau should read what-
ever bis immediate inclination prompts him to;
though, $o be snre, if a man has a science to Jearn, he
must recularly and resolutely advance. What we read
with inclination malkes a stronger impression. If we
read without inclination, half the mind is employed in
fixing the inclination; so there is but half to be em-
ployed on what we read. Dr Jonssox.

Ir you are in a strait—a very good indication as to
ghoice—perhaps the hest you could get.is & hook you
have a great curiosity about. You are then in the
readicit and best of all possible conditions to improve
Ly that book. 1t is analogous to what doctors tell us
about the physical health ard appetite of the patient.
You must learn to distinguish between false appetite
and real. There is such a thing as a false appetite,
which will lead a man into vagaries with regard to
diet, will tempt him to eat spicy things which he
‘should not eat at all, ana would not but thet it is
luathdome, and for the moment a boseness of mind, A
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man ought to inquire and find out what he really and
traly has an appetite for; what suits his constitution ;
and that, doctors tell lu.m, is the very thing he onght
to have in geneml Axfd so with books. 0
T. Carvyre’s Installation Address as Lord Rector
of Edinburgh Universitu, Avril 1866.

TererE is no culture like that of one who loves’,
reading, and has only a few of the best books to read
Hugh Miller’s writings show an exteggive know
of Enﬂlhh literature : but it Wv‘;ﬁthered slowlv,
throurrh the course of years, from volumes acquired
singly and at intervals—{rom his father’s shipwrecked
shelves, from patronising dominics, “sticket ministers,”
and travelling pedlars. Miscellaneous as this reading
was, he seems to have liked that best which was best
worth liking. The great classic writeagg of®English
literature wcre his chosen friends. He read them in
long wolitary evenings, and in evenings not solitary,
but loud with conversation which hz could not enjoy.
He read them in the intervals of labour, straining his
eyes over their pages by the light of bothy fires, and
the long glow of northern summer nights. The enjoy-
ment he had ip them defended hiwn from tgraptations,
for the terrible strength of which over the labouring
classes we sometimes, perhaps, make hardly emongh
allowance. The drinking vices of many callings are
nearly connected with physical trials. Miller tells us
that, under the influence of discomivrt and fatigue, he
had begun to yicld, when, retiring one night tg his
hour of reading, he found the stately sentences of Bacon
empued of all their noble meaning. The resoltition
taken in that moment ofs conscious debasement wag
gver alter kept. His oppotunitiesof self-unprowmpnt
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were never again thus voluntarily, lost. Passing from
the illustrious names
. “ That fill
The spacious times of great Elizabeth
'With sounds that echo still,”
he,became familiar, in the same way, with most of
the poets and mnovelists of the later stages of English
Jiterature—~with Pope and Dryden, mth Swift and
Richardson, with Gray and Cowper, with Addison and
uf'aldsmith. A retentive memory kept for him all he
res.d‘ta. fine nat -1 taste determined his likings well,
and a genial disposition made him live with those
whose writings he admired. Edinburgh Leview.

TaE first step to be taken in self-improvement is, to
try, as hard as the self-teacher can, to dnderstand every
word he reads, and, as a conserjuence of this, to put
aside all'poole’ and all writers that he cannot under-
stand. Such books burden and fill his mind with
useless lumber. Such writers themselves, too, it may
be added, do pot always express® clearly what they
wish to convey, and therefore are obscure, hidden,
wordy, and dry to the humble student. The duty of
4he self-educator is therefore to seize ecagerly that
which he does understand, and to nougish his mind
with it, and to rejeet that which he cannot compre-
hend, 6r to defer it unti! he shall be more advanced,
and able to master it. How to read a book is a much
heavier task than many takeeit to be. From careless
readers we have now many careless writers ; but where
the book is good, it deserves to be well tr eated One
may take it also as a fact, that the reader really t&kes
up,abook to use it, not to gallop or 1o hurry through
it. It is well that he shouid know what he is about ;
that e should read” and think over the title-page, ac<
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quaint himself, if e can, with some little history of
the author, some hint as to whether he is trustworthy
or biassed. Then he shpuld carefully read the preface,
and master the idea that the author had when he wiete
the book. He should then glance over the contents,
lovk at the subdivisions and chapters, and finally r%4d
the book, if he choose th do so. This, which may,
seem a roundabout way to some, is in reality the
shortest way. Some hooks, says Lord Bacon, are 1o be,
tasted, sgme to be read and digested:\ Let us pre.wm'ﬁ
that the work is of the commoreiclass, without any
thought in it—a farrago of nonsense huddled together
in haste, and made only for sale. The self-improver
will save all his time by a preliminary study; often-
times the title will tell him all that he wants to know ;
more often, the title, the preface, and contents will
assurc him that he has little 1o lcarn, #«& héwill put
aside the book and pass on to worthier food. For books
are like men : sometimes their prefaces and addresses
are by far the worthiest parts of them. As the reader
progresses in his studies and gains in experience, he
will find that there grows up to him almost an intuition,
by which he can tell, in a very few pages at least, a
bad, empty, and pretentious book, from that which will
inform, teach, and render him wiser,
Essays on English Writers, by HaiN FRISWELL,

I o not think thate in general, out of common’
history books, you will ever get into the real history of
this country, or anything particular which it would
bestem you to know. You may read very ingenious
books, and very clever books, by men whom it Would
be the height of insolende in me to do other than eg-
ypress my Tespect fo ; bul, theip=Position is esséntially
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sceptical. Man is unhappily in that condition that he
will make only a temporary explanation of anything.
and you will not be able, if you are like the man, to
understand how this island came to be what it is.
You will not find it recorded in books. You will
fip recorded in books a jumble of tumults, disastrous
(neptitudes, and all that Kind of thing. But to get
‘what you want, you will have to look into side sources,
..and inquire in all directions.
CARLYLE'S Installation Agddress.

[Sir RoBErRT WALPOLE’S remark touching the un-
veracity of history has been often quoted, but there is
another observation of the old stateswman, on a kindred
topic, whiclh is not so well known. In a conversation
with an old friend, in the lbrary at Houghton, he is
reporteds to Jove said, “I wish I could take us much
delight in reading as you; it would be the means of
alleviating many tedious hours in my present retire-
ment. But, to my misfortune, I derive no pleasure
from such pursuits.,” On the other hand, an intense love
of reading, such as Sir Egerton Drydges describes in
the following pussage from one of his autobiographical
works, generally unfity a maon for the agtive b\mm 55
of Life, 1

Axtense love of books from very childhood, and
the pursuits for which they engender a flame in an
imaginative mind, made me always a lover of retire-
ment, and of the scenes where it could be 1mnost peace-
fully en_yoyed This was increased by so extraordinary,
a de%ree of native shyness as to take away all self-
possession in society, and to muake tompany often in
tie highest degree painful dpd irritating to me. The
fu‘st ﬂght years of my“dife, gpent eutirely in a countryt
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mangion, placed sequdedly on a wooded hill (though
in a populous neighbourhood of gentry), confirmed
this timidity of dispositjon and temper so strongly, that
it hus never since been conquered, though somewhat
abated. Tor many years, in the early part of my life,
it totally took away all power to make any way in‘the
world, and threw me out % the paths of ambition,

¢ven of the opportunity to make cornmon acquaintanee.

Recollections of Foreign Trawel, by
S1R EGERTOMBRYDGES.

LooxieH people are continually apt to overrate the
value of reading. There is a large order of minds—
shrewd, healthy, intelligent minds—which must be
stimulated by verbal and ocular demoustration, and
which are quite closed to mere reading. And, on the
other hand, there is a vast amount d®seadfhg which
has no relation either to mental effort or to intellectual
cultivation. A common consequence of reading for
amusement is the love of sedentary Labits, and the low
physical tone thereby induced. 1f the ordinary run of
novel-renders were to renounce the novel and the easy-
chair in favour of the field and the brisk walk, they
would, witheut doubt, find a sensible diffcrence jn
both their bodily and mental condition at the years
end, Let us not be misunderstood. 'What weset our
faces against is, not the use, but the abuse of books, an
abuse which leads to superficial views of life, neglect
of active duties, and a mental apathy only equalled by
.self-conceit. Even if books were all worth reading, it
do&s not follow that the spare time devoted to them
by the young ad thoughtless would be well %pent.
But how few of the hundfeds of ypoks published anng-

s ally are worth readine, and hgs/rare is the fadulty of
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discernment ! A real love of book~ is given to the few,
not to the many. A wise book thoroughly understood
is a mine of wealth tl.roughout life. So strong, how-
ev 1, is the force of habit, and so powerful the influence
of fashion, that indiscriminate—in other words, unpro-
fi' able—reading has become as common as bad piano-
furte play‘ng. Naturally, tnis sham culture tends to
the depreciation of learning. It is so much easier to
accept opinions ready-made than to be at the trouble
o "rming ther and so much pleasanter to read what
is light and enterta..ing than what is dry and abstruse.
Whether second-hand opinions and light and enter-
taining literature prove the most serviceable to the
world in general, is quite another matter. In a word,
then, books are inadequate teachers so long as we us¢
no others. Self-development cinbraces the practical as
well as the {l.coretic, and those who overrate the last
at the expense of the first, run into an extreme the
consequences of which are not easy to calculate.
LPall Mall Gazette.

WaY must men read so much? Desire for know-"
ledge does not account for the propensity, for the infor-
mation to ke got out of a whole railway vook-stall, for
instance, ig reducible to an amount surprisingly small,
and eusily obtained if it were plainly given. There are
satisfactions in the mere act of reading. It discharges
to a certain degree the conscicace of responsibility, for,
by a fiction of our gelf-esteem, we appropriate the senti-
ments of the writer. The sympathy that he excites in
us for good, the anger stirred by what we disapprove,
count for so many meritorious actions to our credit.
‘We get into a world that we like better than the real
one, aud strut ¥bout 1. 3t clothed {n the mantle of the
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sophist whose “views” we have adopted. Meantime,

our individual Judgment is inert, or at the most used in
criticism of the critic if ip any way he offends our taste.
The more charming his style and the more elevatéd
his tone, the more mjurious will be our thoughtless
acceptance of his oplmons. A naughty book does nix
,drug the moral sense and‘evolve the lethargic concel

that is prevalent among educated persons half as much
as the essays, reviews, and serious “articles” which
abound. « After a course of them, a me, believes hwn-
self to liave been actively engageds in ? urthering good
and checking evil. With a satlsﬁed heart and a sense
of proprietorship, he reckons up the inventions and
blessings of his age, for is he not one of those who
assist in its advance—who prop the bases of society by
his complete sympathy 3 If he happen to have latcly
studied some dzbate on pauperism—suwe story of a
strike, he may be for a second depressed, but soon he
remembers that “we’ are sure, in the nature of things,
to come straight sooner or latter, he recomposes his soul,
runs his eye over another “ subject,” and then meditates
on what he shall have for dinner, or how he shall amuse
himself, the only topics that arouse in him the facult;

of thought, As for judgient on any question outside
the satisfaction of Lis civilised requirements, who among
the leisurely ten thousand takes tha trouble to extrcise
it? The average man in the unhappy possession of an
income, unhampered by* necessary duty, is much in
the condition of the parrot in the Arabian tale. The
poor bird declared that there had been thunder and
lightning all night, because gravel had been shaken and
looking-glasses had been flashed about its cage. Equally
trustworthy would be th¢ verdicy of many incessany
readers on the actual world & sside their gilt” cage.
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Coloured reflections of facts ha—e passed across their
passive brains and entirely confused their faculties.
Seriously, the mischtef done ,to milliners, idle appren-
tfces, and the like, by immoral and silly books, is a
trifling misfortune in the commonwealth compared with
Tie mental paralysis of the increasing crowd of moneyed
foungerss There are man¥y symptoms of the discase
evident to any looker-on in society. Every one must
notice the rareness of good talk, the increase of reckless-
negs, the craviv~ for excitement, the necessity of material
luxuries that alf mdicate weakening of the will and
decay of the judgment, “The fish decays first by the
head,” is a proverb among the fishermen of the Sea of
Azoff. Is mot the intellectual degeneration of the
wealthy a less remediable and more alarming fact than
what we call the ignorance of the working-man {  Ibid.

THE root of the wrong appears to be, that people, un-«
less profession or scientific interest influences Jhem, go
10 books for something almost similar to what they find
in social conversation. Reading tends to hecome only
another kind of gossip. Everything is to be read, and
everything ouly once ; a book is no more a treasure to
ke kept and studied and known by heast, as the truly
charming phrase has it, if deserving that intimacy.
Peop?t expect no longer an art in writing—a genuine
vocation in the author for his work, a real aceuracy, a
clear condensation of tact or €ancy, a language suitable
to the thought, and thoughts worthy of choice language.
Almost all but first-rate writers (and this majority in;
cludes many who are first-rate) meet the fashion : {heir
workh are only to pass over drawing-toom tables for the
geason, far indeed frym that  possession for ever” which
one of- the books mox. iustly so {escribed was nameds
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by its author. The “gRun and Read Library” only too
accurately fits the popula.r feeling. It is here that the
multitude of books tells jnjuriously. Really, the more
books, the better posmble selection for the rcaders ; bet
each hlls s0 little time in an age when every one rea.ds,
that it is natural to turn to the next on the table, *
may notice that this summfry process, this inability to,
read even novelties more than once, leads to a truly
mean and miserably false judgment on many books once
justly studied and enjoyed. Byron, it appears, 13 tou™
shallow, Scott too popular of old, Wotdsworth too“dull
for the Athenians of the moment, And yet, any one of
these volumes, to those who read it in a more purpose-
like and higher spirit, will give far truer pleasure than
libraries only  tusted.” Weread at once too much and
toe little, Muwltum, non multa. I bhave tried to say in
many words what the proverb says in tkree. Without
a pedantic exclusion of lesser and lighter matters, let a
man or a woman who wishes to claim her natural mental
rights and position, read mainly the best books, and
begin again when the series is ended.  Life is not long ;
but the available list is briefer still. Putting aside the
Looks which give special information or discuss points
of theory, a few shelves would hold all the moderp
master-works—how few the ancient! Yet these are
enough. For @ guod book not only puts the theeghts
of its age in the sweetest and highest form, but includes,
by a natural implication, the thousand lesser works ¢on-
temporary.  And these again we read with far more
g'nré and amusement throubh fumiliarity with master-
pieces. Knowledge of these supplies taste and judgment
and standards for the pleasant work of comparisod. It
is books® thus read which**give ggowth to youih ang
spleasure to age, delight at homs, make the night §o by,
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and are friends for the road and the country.” How
modern the words secm ! yet they tell that one thou-
sand nine hundred years ago ghere were men who com-
prebiended reading.

E. T, PALGRAVE, in Macmillan’s Magazine.

[TEE eomplaint of there b'eing too many books written,
is as old as the days of Solomon. Coming nearer to
our own age, we find Lord Bacon calling attention to
The same evil én his day, and pointing oub the best
remedy : “The grmut quantity of books maketh a show
rather of superfluity than lack ; which surcharge, never-
theless, is not to be remedied by making no more books,
but by making more good books.”]

[A pporosar was lately made in the city of Phila-"
ddphla, that Smerican newspapers should be used in
public schools as a means of education, in place of those
fragmentary collections of poems, dialogues, orations,
&c., &c., which have hitherto been considered the most
appropriate reading for Young America, It was urged
in favour of this suggestion, that debates in Congress,
editorial articles on state affairs, and on wars and their
¢uses, aressubjects upon which the youthful mind would
exercise its powers much more profitably than upon
beau™ful orations or fanciful poetry. « This startling
nostrum in popular education has not been received
with much favour in Ameriéa, but we have no doubt
that there are many persons in this country who will
fancy that such a novelty would be an improve meyt ir
English schools. On the other hand, there is a growing
belict among thoughtful persons in hnoland as well as
tn America, that theyexcess of newspaper-readmg which
prevalis at the present Jey, especially among the middle!
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and working classes, is one of the chief causes of the
lack of that though®ulness without which practical
wisdom is unattainable. In this respect the thoughtful

. reader of books and the wnthinkilg devourer of news-

B

papers differ widely from each other in mental tenderfl
cies ag well as mental habits. The intellectual pabulum
of the latter consists mainly,of sensational exaggerated;
«eports of what has been done and said withie the last -
few days. The tendency of such reading, therefore, is
to make men, women, and children, all of whom read
the daily~papers, overvalue the present,and forget or’
ignore the past. The diflerence betteen this class (who
form an overwhelming majority of all who have acquired
the habit of reading), and the comparatively few who
seek to improve their minds by the study of well-chosen
hooks, is forcibly stated in the following passage from an
addless of the Duke of Argyll to the members of the
Glasgow Atheneum :—

“If you wish to be living always in the present—if
you wish to have the din of its contentions always in
your ears, and the flugh of its fleeting interests always
on your brow,—above all, if you wish to have your
opuuons ready-made for you, without the trouble of
inquiry, and without the discipline of thought,—then, I
say, come from your counting-house and spedd the fer-
hours of leisure which you may have in exhausting thea
columns of the'daily press ; but if your ambition be a
nobler one—if your aim be higher, you will find your-
selves often passing from the door of the news-room into
that of the library—from the present to the past—from
the diving to the dead—to commune with those thoughts
which should have stood the test of time, and which
have been raised to the shelyes of the hbmry by common
consent of all men, because they &0 not contam mers



14 ZTHE ART OF READING.

floating information, but instruction for all generations
and for all time.”] .

We are not suree whethez.' newspapers, ds a whole,
gre not in one way nuisances, whether the habit of read-
ing them every day, at all hours, is not a kind of intel-
lectual dram-drinking, ultimately very injurious to
}ntellectl;ml digestion. As* regards news, we are quitc,
sure that a monthly paper, which gives the facts in
series, and not in snippets,—the sort of newspaper which
~Messrs Grindlay and Messrs Smith & Eldgr used to
send-b0 Indiu,‘uefox'& communication was so frequent,-—is
a far better edueation, creates more definite thought,
develops both the historic and politic instinct in a far
higher degrec. Even as regards thoughts, we helieve
longer time for rumination would be advantageous, and
are strongly inclined to sympathice with a friend who
says heereads ¢he Spectator on Wednesday, because he
likes to have it previously “broken to him.”

Spectair.
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WORK on the art of meditation has not yet
been produced ; yet such a work might prove
of immense advantage to him who never hap--
pened to have more than one single idea,
Isaac’ IVISRARLL

For every purpose, whether for action or speculation, |
I hold that quality to be most valuable which it is
quite within our own power to acquire, and which
nature, unassisted, never yet gave to any man—I mean a
pufedly accurate habit of thought and expression.
Such is, as far as I can see, one of the very rarest
acquirements,

Lorp Srantey’s Ingugural Address”
at Glasgow, April 1, 1869.

Tae rich are too indolent, the poor too weak, to bear
thl., insupportable fatigue of thinking, CowPER.

s the hardest thing in the world to be a good
thinker, without Leing a good self-cxfminer. :
SoarresBUr’s Chuaracteristics.
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[
I mMaGINE that thinking is the great desideratum

of the present age ; and the cause of whatever is done
amiss, may justly be reckoned the general meglect of

education in those “who nee¢d it most—the people of

Cashion. What can be expected where those who have
the most influence have the least sense, and those who
yire sure to be followed set,the worst example ?

‘ Brssor BERKELEY, 1732,

You cannot imagine what a diflicult matter it is here
at present [1742] to fix any man’s attention, but for a
InoFAsst; upcx any, abstract subject. Such is the gene-
ral indolence of mind, that one flashy, lively thing,
whether in thought or expression, though in the midst

of trash, is more greedily swallowed tban the most

elegant piece of reasoning.
Correspondence of the RicuT 1JoN, JAMES OSWALD.

TuaE*gregtesé part of mankind may be divided into
two classes,—that of shallow thinkers, who fall short of
the truth, and that of abstruse thinkers, who go beyond
it. The latter class are by far the most uncommon,
and, I may add, by far the most useful and valuable.
They suggest hints, at lcast, and start difficulties which
they want, perliaps, skill to pursue, but which may
produce very fine discoveries, when viewed by men
who have a more just view aboui thinking.

a Political Discourses, by Davip Houme, 1752.

-

THE indisposition, nay, the angry avemion to think, -

even in persons who are most willing to attend, and on
the subjects to which they are giving studious attention
—as political economy, Biblical theology, classical, an-
tiquities, and the like—is the fact that forces itself on
my notice afresh %yery time I enter into the society of
persons in the high¥r ranks, . 8. T. CoLERIDGE, 1828.
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Tar English peoplegdo not think for themselves. It
is not that they could not, but that they will not. An
Englishman thinks ke tlgnks, and God bless him for

it ! for if it werc otherwise, what would become of thy
mob of Englishmen who live with ease by thinking for
him? If John Bull would only “put that and that te-
cther” in matters of opinibm, as he does in matters ofq
{usiness, then would there be no mission, no call for
any one to expose to his simple, unsuspicious mind, the
profitable, playfulness of his deceivers. The mormal
condition of John Bull is to have po ofrreree~wi his
own. Instincts and fixed ideas he has, which, in the
form of prejudices and accepted maxims, he takes for
granted ; but beneath the surface there is a great and
rich mine unworked. No wonder this, if we reflect
that, for upwards of two centuries, he has believed thut
he could live without thinking, He goew tg rest; trust-

ing to the watchman.

Frazer's Magazine, October 1850,

A THINKING man is the worst encmy the Prince of
Darkness can have : every time such a one announces
himself, I doubt not there runs a shudder through the
nether empire ; and new emissaries are trained, with
new tactics, to, if possible, entrap him. and hoodwink
and handcudf him. T. CARLYLE,

For stern, close thought, the mind must be schooled
by habits of close application, and this is more rare
than once would imagine ; for, notwithstanding what is
called application in our public schools, the mind is so
little employed in it, that few men ever know how to
isolate themselves foom present objectys enough to faink
really, and the habit is easily lost.

CAROLINE F. CORNWALLIS.
(Y Bao \
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It is worthy of special obsergation, that the Serip-»
tures are distinguished from all other writings pre-
tending to inspiration, by the strong and frequent
fecommendation of knowlcdgu and a spirit of inquiry.
Without reflection, it is evident that neither the one
4n be acquired nor the other exercised.

8. T. CoLERIDGE.

TaE elevation of man is to be sought, or rather con-
sists, first in force of thought exerted for the acquisi-
tiorr~oi W L.» Thought is the fundamental distinction
of mind, and the great work of life. All that a man
does outwardly is but the expression and completion
of his inward thought. To work effectually, he must
think clearly ; to act mobly, he must think nobly.
Intellectual force is a principul clement of the soul’s
life, axd shou'd be proposed by every man as the prin-
cipal end ot his being. Dr CHANNING.

THE test of real and vigorous thinking, the tlinking
which ascertains truths instead of dreaming dreams, is
successful application to practice. Where that purpose
does not exist, to give definiteness, precision, and intel-
ligible meaning to thought, it generates nothing better
«han the inystical metaphysics of the Pythagoreans, or
*he¢ Vedas. With respect to practical improvement, the
case is still more evident. The character which im-
proves human life is that which struggles with natural
powers and tendencies, not that which gives way to
them. The self-benefiting qualities are all on the side
of the active and vigorous character. J. 8. MiLn.

WHATEVER ni¢rit my discourses have, must be im-
-puted, in a great-measure; to the educatior which 1
may Ye said to have had_under Dr Johnson. I do net
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mean to say that hee contributed a single sentiment to
them, but ke qualified mxy mind to think justly. No
man had, like him, the faculty® of teaching inferige
minds the art of thinking. SIr JosHuA REYNOLDS.

In the breakfast conversation my father spoke of she
raxity of meeting with youmg men who really took ﬂf’&
trouble of thinking seriously—which, he said, was the
point in which the English are behind the (ermans;
whereas, on the other hand, when once an Englishman
has been iuduced to think, and to redd v ®dPeq his
thoughits, he also possesses the “cthical earnestness” to
carry out his result into practice, just as surely and
nccersarily, he said, as that anything swallowed into the
throat rceaches the stownach and becomes nourishment ;
meauwhile, the German is too apt to stop short at the
theory. Life of Bax.oy Bussen.

[Goerorn found the same defect among his country-.
men, in the “young men of letters” of the last genera-
tion. According to his estimate, they were much inferior
to Fnglishmen in that “cthical earnestness” of which
Baron Bunsen speaks. “If it were possible,” says Goethe,
“to fashion the Germans after an English model, by
imparting to them less philosophy and more onergy, leas
theory and more practice, it would go a great way te
wards our sulvation.” William Humboldt,a plulosobfcr
and a statesman, who had studied human nature deeply,
remarks, in his fifty-secventh year, that it is ditlicult to
obtain in early youth a perfect serenity of soul and in-
dependence of all outward things, and when obtained,
it, uhfortunately, too frequently becomes coldness and
insensibility, whicll are worse than {e greatest suscep-
tibility.” » Contemplation, Jvhich is the highest exercise’
of thought, cannot le attgined till mature age bs he
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explains in the following passagerfrom his correspond-
ence.]

?THE further a man advantes in years the more he
delights, if his soul have ever been capable of such a
dglight, in earnest contemplation, which, I may say
rithout exaggeration, is n¢w almost the only charm of
my life"a charm which is increased by the nature of
my pursuits, and which a thought, the suggestion of a
thought, or even the feeling of a thought, cver renews,
By #elwiier " kation of his mind a man becdmes less
attractive to others, more bound up in himself ; and in
this view 1 am far from unreservedly praising it: he
rejects certain things, has an especial inclination for
making his own views dominant, and easily retreats
within himself, sometimes when not wishing to do so,
if his opinions,be not received ; he feels, in fact, that he
can only proceed on a certain track, and therefore desires
that those who would accompany him should take pre-
cisely the same course. All this may have its incon-
veniences, but whatever is human must have them, and
that contemplative life, which determines its own cirele,
and never goes beyond that circle, has and preserves its
compensation in the very fact that it cannot be sepur-
ted from'it, IloMBoLDYs Lettérs to a Lady.

Tewyy it were inquired what is to be regarded as the most
appropriate intellectual occupation of man as man, what
would be the answer? Thecstatesman is engaged with
political aflairs ; the soldier with military ; the mathe-
matician with the properties of numbers and magni-
tudes ; the merchant with commercial concerns, “&c. ;
but in what are &1 and each of these employed? Evi-

+dently in reasoniny.

WHATELEY'S Elements of Rhetoric.
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Tur mental and maral advancement that distinguishes
vouth and manhood consists in the gradual (or partial)
rubstitution of a rationa} and real for a fortuitous law
of suggestion ; or, in other words, of & voluntary, insted
of an involuntary series of thoughts, A vigorous and
mature mind is one in which thereal relations of things,
and not their accidental cofexions, bring theg forwa
and determine cither their continuance as objects o;
thought, or their speedy dismissal.

Isaac TayLor’s Physical Theory of Another Life.
WY ews

I BAVE often noticed the proces® in my mind, when,
in the outsct of a journey or day, I have set myself to
observe whatever should fall within my sphere. For
some time at first T can do no more than take an account
of bare facts ; as, there is a house, there a man, there
a tree, such a speech uttered, such an incident Jappens,
&e., &e.  After some time, however, a lmi%er enginery
hegins to work. ; I feel more than a simple perception
of objects ; they become environed with an atmosphere,
and shed forth an emanation. They come accompanied
with trains of images, moral analogies, and a wide dif-
fused, vitalised, and indefinable kiud of sentimentalism.
Generally, if one can compel the mind to the labour of
the first part’of the process, the interesting sequel will
soon follow. After one has passed a few hours in thie
clement of revelation, which presents this world ifké a
new vision all around, one is ashamed of so many hun-
dred walks and days whith have been vacant of obger-
vation and reflection.

Life and Correspondence of JoEN FOSTER.

Max, being the only creature hexc below designed
for a sqeial life, has two facultier) to distinguish him
Jrom other creaturcs—thihking and speaking ; the orle '
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to fit him for the society of otheys, and the other to
qualify him also for his own. As to the latter of these
faculties, there is no fear of its gathering rust for want
obuse. We are rather apt to speak too much ; and the
most reserved have reason to pray with the psalmist—
“&et a watch, O Lord, before my mouth, and keep the
goor of my lips,” But the former is that which gener-
ally lies fullow and neglected, as may be guessed from
the intemperate use of the other. There are few, in-
deed, that are capable of thinking to any great purpose ;
but affiE ™ udse thyt are, there are fewer that exercise
this excellent talent. And for aught I know, however
strange it may seem, among the ingenious and well-
educated there are as few thinkers as among the herd of
the vulgar and illiterate. For either they live a popular
life ; and then, what with business, pleasures, company,
visits, aid g world of other impertinencies, there is
scarce room for reflection. Or else they live retired,
and then, either they doze away their time in drowsi-
ness and brown study ; or, if brisk and active, they lay
themselves wholly out in devouring books and making
commonplaces, and scarce entertain their solitude with
a meditation in & moomn.
Joun NoRris, of Demerton,

*ZeaDING furnishes the mind only with materials of *
knowledge : it is thinking that makes what we read
ours. We are of the ruminating kind, and it is not
enough to cram ourselves with a great load of collee-
tions ; unless we chew them over again, they will uot
give us strength and nourishment. There are, indéed,
in some writers, vigible instances of deep thought, close
and acute reasonil;r\;, and ideas well pursued. The
light these would give would be of great use if their
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readers would imitate them : all the rest are but par-
ticulars fit to be tufned into knowledge ; but that can
be done only by our.own meditatjon and examining the
reach, force, and coherende of what is said ; and then, gs
far as we see the connexion of ideas, so far is it ours;
without that, it is so much loose matter floating in gur
brain, LoOCKE. »

. .

THERE are many persons who appear to think little ;
or whose manner of thinking is always inaccurate and
confused, although their understandings are naturally
strong. This commonly results fgom the Want'df that
early discipline which would have given them the
power to direct the course of their thoughts : the notions
which fill their minds have never been set in order :
they have not acquired the power of attending separately
to single ideas, or of distinguishing clearly one from
another. The greater effort they male %o think, the
more confusion there scems to be among their ideas;
hence it happens that they are soon discouraged, and
are willing to receive all their opinions from other men.

Elements of Thought, by Isaac TAYLOR.

GIvE a boy a subject, and tell him to think upon it ;
you might as well tell him to create it out of nothing.
Eather he will not understand you, or if he'should, #e
will not be a whit the better able to do your directico..
Return 1o him in an hour’s time, and you will find him
sitting there addling hig head, his paper covered, not
with rich inventions—alas ! what fairy could have found
them for him ?—Dbut with scratches, and blotches, and
ankepuddles, signifying, by no obscure type, the coagu-
lation and stugnatjon of his thoughts But tell jim to
do an casier thing—show him a wuch simpler, and
therefore, for his boyish capacity, a inuch better igethodl
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—that is, to insure atzention, as jp most cases he will,
by the ntention of his breath—breathing each sentence
through fully and freely, and yet gently, from its com-
neencement to its close—fully} I say, though, ef course,
inarticulately~-pausing there for a moment, and anon a
frqsh start. Tell him withal from time to time to raise
Jiis eyes from his book, and goonder in the balance of his
mind thé sentence that he may have finished. Tell
him all this, and assure yourself that he does it, and you
may be certain that he has made the first step towards
that cesiest -zt most godlike faculty, the faculty of me-
ditation. For myselr ] tried these experiments hut too
seldom—strange to say—for I never tried them but I
found and felt the good effects of them. They were the
cork bladders that buoyed me up, and encouraged me
to strike out as a swimmer in waters below my depth.
They tmlght meto dwell upon and consider the sentences
of other writers—the ideas of other men ; and this was
only one step short of thought itsel f——of the faculty,
that is, of considering and arvanging the ideas raised by
one's s¢lfy in one’s mind, by virtue of memory or imagi-
nation, and by an independent act of will, not by the
suggestion of books, or any other things or persons.
Self-Formation.




I1I.
THE ART OF CONVERSATION.

.
MAN who knows men can talk well on politics,
irr ., law, war, religion. For everywhere men
.re led in the same manner. ,, EMFRSON.

' %
Tra perfection of conversation is, not to play a
rer ular sonata, but, like the Aolian harp, to await the
‘nspiration of the passing breeze. Burke.

THE first ingredient in conversation is truth, the
next good sense, the third good humour, and the fourth
wit. Sir WiLLiaMm TEMPLE,

. -
CONVERSATION is an exercise very dangerous to the

understanding when practised in any large measuié ds

an art or ainusement. TAYLOR'S Notes from Dooks,

Iris when you come close to a man in conversation
that you discover what his real ablilities are. To make
@ speech iu a public assembly i a knack.

, DR JoHNSQN.

I raINg the art of conversation may be learned by,
any one who possesses the fund to draw upon, fut you
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see all who ere particularly degjrous of being good
company learn it. Military men who like invitations
to dinner, and diplomeat# men who must make them-
sélves agreeable, commonly converse agreeably ; but
the great mass of Englishmen do not think the art
werth studying, and speak only to vent their own
$loughts, or, if they hav® none of these, to avoid
silence, without any regard to what effect it will have
on their hearers.
Letters of CAROLINE F, CORNWALLIS,

Mrs THRALE ufentioned a gentleman who hadY¥
acquired a fortune of four thousand pounds a year in
trade, but was absolutely miserable because he could
not talk in company ; so miserable that he was com-
pelled to lament his situation in the street to ,
whom ke hates, and who, he knows, despises him. I
am a most Ynhappy man,” said he. “I am invited to
conversations, but, alas ! I have no conversation.”

Johnson.—Man commonly cannot be successful in
different ways. This gentleman has spent in getting
four thousand pounds a ycar the time in which he might
have learned to talk, and now he cannot talk.
BosweLL's Johnson.

[ 4 r

ONE would think that the larger the company is in

v?fﬁ.ch we are engaged, the greater variety of thoughts

and subjects would be started into discourse ; but in-

stead of this, we find that®conversation never is so

much straitenced and confined as in numerous assemblies,
", Avppison.

1 315D the law of one to one peremptory for conver-
sation, which is the practice and consummation of
friendship, Do mot mix wdters too much. The best
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mix as ill as good agd bad. You shall have very use-
ful and cheering discourse at several times with two
several men, but let all three of y8u come together, and
you shall: not have one new and hearty word. Two
may talk and one may hear, but three cannot take part
in a conversation of the most sincere and searching
sort. In good company th&re is never such discourse.
between two across the table as takes place when you
leave them alone. EMERSON.

My uncle, Dean Morly, said Grattan; vws "amouss
for the best little dinners and tfie best company in
Dublin ; but when made a bishop, he enlarged his
table, and lost his fame—he had no more good company
—and there was an end of his enjoyment. He had at
first about four hundred pounds a year, and his little
dinners were delightful. But he had an 2state lcdt him,
and afterwards came to a bishoprick ; he had lords and
ladies to his table, people of fashiomn, foolish men, and
foolish women ; and there was an end of him and of us.

Recollections of SAMUEL RoGERS.

O~E could take down a book from a shelf ten times
more wise and witty than almost any man’s conversa-
tion. Bacon I wiser, Swift more humorous,"than any
person one is likely to meet with; but they cannot
chime in with the exact frame of thought in which we
happen to take them down from our shelves. Thercin
lies the luxury of convefsation; and when a living
speaker does not yield us that luxury, he becomes only
3 bogk on two legs, CAMPBELL.

THERE are people with whom halftan-hour’s talk is
like an inyigorating bath of sunshine. In this there is,
an element of success, There is another succebsful
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manner too—one which impresses every one with a
sense of your power. If you have a manncr at once
rracious and powerfdl, you have everythinu that you

can wish as an outward aid to success.
Cornliill Magcmm.

» I BAVE been struck, in §wo instances, with the im-
mense importance of obtaining conversational predomi-
nance in order to be of any use in any company exceed-
ing the smallest number.

Rrv. Jonn FosTER'S Diary.

[John TFoster was deficient in that constitutional
energy which is indispensable to any man who aims at
“conversational predominance.” He was also too pro-
found in his observations for a mixed company. Dr
Chaliners looked upon Robert Hall as “the greatest
proﬁ(,lcnt o a tonverser” he had ever known. Foster,
on the other hand, he described as of a higher order of
intellect. “He fetches his thoughts from a deeper
spring. He is no great talker, and writes slowly.” Dr
Johnson, who had studied the art of conversation with
great success, so far as regarded the attainment of % con-
versatiopal predominance,” gives the four requisites
-vhich a man must posscss if he wish to achieve that
distinction : “There must, in the first place, be know-
ledge—there must be materials ; in the second place,
there must be & command of words; in the third
place, there must be imagination 1o place things in
such views as they are not commonly seen in; aud, in

*the fourth place, there must be presence of :ind, and
a resolution that is not to be overcome by failvres.”
Thé last quality 4s an essential requisite ; for want of it
many people fail in conversatmn. Robert Hal] possessed

cach”of these requisites in“a higher degree than John
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Foster. In aristocrakic circles, however, 2 man who
nims at “conversational predominance” must remem-
ber what Northcote saidgabout Ir Johnson’s error on
this point, and hide his light under a bushel.]

WeEx Dr Johnson was asked why he was not ia-
, vited out to dine as Garridk was, he answered, as if 1t
was a triumph to him, “ Because great lords and ladies
don’t like to have their mouths stopped!” But who
does like to have his mouth stopped? Did he, more
than others? People like to be amysed in*general ; but
they did not give him the less credit for wisdom, and a
capacity to instruct them by his writings. In like
manner, it has been said that the King only sought one
interview with Dr Johnson ; whercas, if he had been a
buffoon or a sycophant, he would have asked for more.
No ; there was nothing to complain of. It was a com-
pliment paid by rank to letters, and once was enough.
The King was more afraid of this intorview than Dr
Johnson was, aud went to it as a schoolboy to his task.
But he did not want to have this trial repeated every
day ; nor was it necessary. The very jealousy of his
self-love marked his respect ; and if he had thought less
of Dr Johnsom, he would have been more willing to
risk the encounter. They had each their place to fill,
and would best preserve their self-respect, and perhaps
their respect for each other, by remaining in their pro-
per sphere.  So they made an outery about the Prince
leaving Sheridan to die in absolute want. He had left
him long before, 'Was he to send every day to know
if he was dying? These things caunot be helped with-
ont exacting too much of human natute.
Norrucore’s Conversations.
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TaE Queen [Charlotte] complained to Mrs Delany
that she could seldom or never get any good conversa-
i‘ion, as she not only always had to start the subjects,

ut generally had to support them entirely.” Nothing
she so much loves as conversation, and nothing she finds
§6 hard to get, Digry of MapaME D’ ARBLAY.

BONA;‘AB.TE, after he became Emperor, was fond of’
talking with men of talent, for he felt his own powers,
and liked to show them off. He wished every,one with
whom he conversed to speak out freely, and not to be
restrained by any fecling of respect towards him. In
1802, when he became First Consul, he used frequently
to spend whole nights in discoursing with Talma on
tragic acting. New Monthly Magazine.

TeE Prince ef Wales, when a young man, met North--
cote, and “was much pleased with his conversation.
“What do you know of His Royal Higliness ?” inquired
Sir Joshua Reynolds, “Nothing,” answered Northcote.
#“ Nothing, sir! why, he says he knows you very well.”
“Pooh!” said Northeote, “that is only his brag.” The
President smiled, and muttered—* Bravely said! bravely
Smid e Hazrirr's Conversations with Northeote,

CONVERSATION is at alow ebb in this country at pre--
sent. The higher belles-lettres of an age are admitted
to be exponents of its manners, and we find the com-
plaint made by Mr Disraeli, and testified to by Mr
Thackeray. How small a part is played by conversa-
tion in our best novels! How rare is an elegant and
familiar conversational style in our contemporary litera-
ture, which, in that respect, is far behind the literature
wof the time of Queen Anne] Who really converses at
a conversazione? and has not Mr Carlyle suggested that
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cach lion sghould have a label on him, like a decanter,
that you might learn his name, and ascertain those pre-
tensions which will certaindy not b8 manifested by any-,
'thing you ‘hear from him? The action of the press is'
one gieat cause of this colloquial inferiority. News-
papers, novels, magazines, reyiews, gather up the inte®
Jectual elements of our life, like so many ,eletric’
reachines, drawing clectricity from the atmosphero into
themselves. Everything is recorded and discussed in
print, ane subjects have lost their freshness long before
friends have assembled for the evening. Music is more
cultivated, though this is rather an effect than a cause
—a desire to fill up a painful vacuity ; dinners are late
and large, and the “mahogany” is an extinet institu-
tion. For the social dulness of the majority of men of
letters the author of “ Coningsby ” accounts with a fatal
plausibility when he tells us that they Hoard thelr best
thoughts for their publishers. To this, however, there
are striking exceptions, and it may be urged that some
of them are shy. Still, taken altogether, the general
converse which marked the old tavern life—
“ Those lyric feasts

Made at the Sun,

Bhe Dog, the Triple Tun ” (HERRICK) — .
the life led in rare Ben's time, then in Steele’s, after-
wards in Boswell’'s—belongs to tradition and to the past.
Here and there, among authors, there is a diseur dé bon-
mots; but he is talked of & an exception and a wonder,
just as here and there, in high political circles, there is
g conversationist of the old Mackintosh school, lettered,
lumfnous, and long-memoried. But these are the re-
mains of the last @neration, and whete are their riing
successors?  Where there is talk of a superior character,,
if appears to affect thegpiggammatic form ; and this%s an
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unhealthy sign. If there were i:0 other objection, how
rarely can it avoid the appearance of self-consciousness
and effort, which is fatal to ¢ll elegance and ease! The
epigrammatic is a valuable element, but should never:
predominate ; since good conversation flows from a
Eappy union of all the powers. To approximate to
%this,"a certain amount of fFfainstaking is necessary ; and
though artifice is detestable, we must submijt that talk
may be as legitimately made a subject o} care and
thought as any other part of a man’s hwmanity, and
that it is ridiculoug to send your mind abroad in a state
of slovenliness wh;!fe you bestow on your body the most
refined care.
JaMES IIANNAY, in the Quarterly Review.

[OxEof the most celebrated conversation eircles,during
the edrly part‘of this century, was the onc called “ The
King of Clubs,” where . Mackintosh, Sharp, Sydncy
Smith, Romilly, Rogers, Scarlett, Francis Horner,William
Smythe,afterwards Professor of Modern History at Cam-
bridge, and other Whigs of what we must now call the
old school, were in the habit of meeting together, Like
many other clubs of a similar kind, this one scems to
have consisted of too many persons, eack of whom was
anxious to take his own share of the conversation, at
least ; one evil result of which is, that it engenders too
muchattention to smartness and point—to that * epigram-
matic wit” of which Mr Haunay complains—especially
if they ave in the halit of mceting frequently. Francis
Horner, who had no great liking for that kind of wit,
gives a very gnod account of one of the meetings o= this
cluk, On the 20th April 1802, a faw wecks after the

_peace of Amiens, he wmakes the following record of a
dintltr-party of the club at Romilly's.]

i
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“I pINED at Romillyg, and met a party composed of
too many great materials to produce much eflect :
Bobus Smith, Scarlett,”Magkintost Wilson, Whishaw,
and Smythé, Though Mackintosh and Smith associate
together so much, their line of conversation is differ-
ent; and the former does injustice to his own talent®
for discursive and descriptife conversation whers he
forces them out of their way to an imitation of Smith's
smartness, &nd point, and sarcasm. The conversation
of Romilly appears to be quite diffcrent from either of
these iwo; never indicating a desire to display, but
flowing from the abundance of an efilightened, refined,
and richly-informed understanding. The consequence
of all this yesterday was, that no one had a full un-
restrained course, and the conversation was made up of
occasional efforts by all, in which each scemed fettered
by the presence of the rest. All this, hoWevey, is®only
in comparison of the expectations I had raised; for the
scene was quite new to me, and was unquestionably
distinguished by great talent. If I were to describe the
merit of each by a single word, I should say that
Scarlett shows subtlety, Smith promptitude, Mackin-
tosh copiousness; and Romilly retinement, I mention
in Romilly this,distinguishing character, both becanse
I have scen in him a remarkable degree of softness and
elegance, and because I was rather hurt by a want of
sentimental delicacy in Mackintosh and Smith. Upon
the whole, Bobus [brother of Sydncy Smith] is alto-
gether the man of despotic talent in conversation that
he has always been described to me ; he has something
of «degpotic manner, too ; his physiognomy, of which
the forchead is admigable, indicates botls.” .

Memaoirs of FRANCIS HORNER.
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[Horner, although younger than most of the men he
was criticising, had paid more attention to the art of
conversation than they seem to have done. In discus-
sing them, however, he lets us see his own quict but
strong individuality of character. He was much
staken with Romilly, because he found in the Genevese
WLig a double of himséif, making duc allowance for
differences of education. Horner was a universal
favourite in the political world during the Regency, on
account of his moral purity and strength of character.
In literary parties, like the one at Romilly’s, he conld
not be so much of a favourite, He had not that amount
of promptitude in conversation which is indispensable
for any one who wishes to take his part in such brisk
encounters of intellect and wit.]

Dr Jornson,

JomNsoN’S conversation is the perfection of the talk -
of a man of letters; and if—as we believe—the test of
table-talk be its worthiness to take a place as literature
after its immediate effect has been produced, where
shall we look for its match? It has a style of its own,
and cannot be imitated without absurdity. It is an in-
termediate something between literature and counversa-
tion, in which it is impossible to separate the share of
the man of letters from the share of the man of the
world. He sometimes said things which might have
been transferred unaltered to his  Lives of the Poets,”
and he sometimes wrote things which only required
the preliminary “ Why, sir,” as wings to send them
flying through the dining-room of Sir Joshua,sor the
d.awing-room tt Streatham. But.while in his study he
was always more or less the scholar, in rogicty he was
otzen a man of the world ; and his whole life was such



THE ART OFe CONVERSATION, 35

a union of “town and gown,” as was perhaps never
before exhibited by an individual. Not without diffi-
culty do we realise the igpressioh which his vivid,
pithy talk made on his friends. 'We remember nothing
which hetter illustrates it than the description, by
Garrick, of the talk of Adam Smith: “What do yows
think, c¢h? Flabby, isn't iM” The word perfestly
Uescribes, by opposites, the gualities of Jolmsonian
conversation. It spoiled men for everything that was
not both weighty and smart, It was at once gay and
potent ; its playfulness resembling the ricochetting of
sixty-eight pounders, which bound like india-rubber
balls, and yet batter down fortresses. Such talk could
only come from a great, active, practical man. No
mere scholar, no mere metaphysician, could ever have
produced il.  Johmson’s conversation was, however, not
ruited to general society, but, with all itg®*tragsceifdent
merits, had its limitations. It had not the winning,
easy charm of Sir Walter Scott, but was stern and
logical. Tt kept down all sorts of conversational ex-
cellence except its own, and gave rise afterwards to
many inferior copics.
Lssays from the Quarterly Ieview,
by JaMES TTANNAY.

Burxkk.
‘.

BURKE is an extraordinary man, his stream of talk is
perpetual.  Burke's talk is the ebullition of his mind ;
Lie does not talk from a desire of distinction, but hecause
his mind is full. Burke is the only man whose common
cohvassation corresponds with the general fame which

_lie has in the world. « Burke, sir, is sucll a man, that%f

you met hig for the first time in the street, where you
were stopped by a drove, of oi&-,n, and you und he stepgf®d
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aside for shelter but for five minutes, he would talk to
you in such a manner, that whén you parted, you would
say,—this is an exttaordinary man. Now, you may be
long enough with me without finding anything extras
:mlinary. Dr JouNsON.

X CuarLeg, Jauns Fox,

Ix tonversation, of which he partook only wher™
the society was small and intimate, he was a model
of every ecxcellence, whether solid or gay, plain or
refined —full of information, witty and piayful be-
times, never ill-nakured for a moment ; above all, never
afraid of an argument, as so many eminent men are
wont to be; hut, on the contrary, courting discussiow
on all subjects, withont much regard to their relative
importance ; as if reasoning were his natural element,
in which his great faculties moved the most freely. An
admirable judge, but bimself addicted to reasoning upon
general principles, the late Mr Dumont used to express
surprise at the love of ininute discussion of argnmentation
upon trifling subjeets, which this great man often showed.
But the caeuse was clear ; argument he must have ; and
as his studies, except upon historical and classical points,
had been extremely confined, when matters of a political
or critical cast were not en the carpet, he took whatever
ordinary matter came uppermost, and made it the sub-
ject of discussion, Lorp BrouGEaM’s

Sketches of British Statesmen.

Mr WINDEAM.

IN my recollection, no person appears to have pos-
seaged the powgr of making conversation delighiul as
much as Mr Windham. His peculiar charm seems to
1r < to have been that sort of gay openness wlrich I should
cali the reverse of what the French term morgue. To
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all, this must be agrecaBle, and it is peculiarly delight-
ful to a young person who is conscious of her own in-
feriority to the person who ®ondescends to put her per-

, Tectly at ease. Diaries of a Lady of Quality.

His spirits were, in advanced life, so gay, that he
Was always younger than th&rest of his company :ehis*
relish of conversation was such, that, after lingering to
the latest moment, he joined whatever party a sultry
evening (ar morning, as it might chance to prove) tempted
to haunt the streets before retiring to rest, How often
have we accompanied him to thé door of his own
mansion, and then been attended by him to our own,
while the strects rang with the peals of his hearty merri-
ment, or echoed the accents of his refined and universal
wit! But his conversation, or grave, or gay, or argumen-
tative, or discursive, whether sifling a difiiculy subject,
or painting un interesting character, or pursuing a merely
playful fancy, or lively to very drollery, or pensive and
pathetic, or losing itsclf in the elouds of metaphysics, or
vexed without paradox, or plain and homely, and all
but commonplace, was that which, to be understood,
must have been listened to ; and while over the whole
was flung a veid of unrent classical elegance, through no
crevice, had there been any, would even an unkind or
ill-conditioned sentiment have found entrance !

Brovunan’s Listorical Sketches of Statesmen.

RicuArD BRINSLEY SHERIDAN.

. »SHERIDAN did not display his admirable powers in
cofffrsation till he had Leen warmed by wine. During
the earlier part of Hinner he was generally heavy 3nd
silent ; and1have heard him,gvheninvited to drink a glass
of, wine, reply, ¢ No, thankayou ; I’Hl take a little ymall
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beer.” After dinner, when L€ had had & tolerable
quantity of wine, he was brilliant indeced. But when
\ he went on swallowing too tauch, he became downright
stupid ; and I once, after a dinner-party at the house of
Edwards, the bookseller in Pall Mull, walked with him
«to Brookes's, when he hal entirely lost the use of his
speechs Rooery’s Table-Tolk. .

In society I have met Sheridan frequently : he was
superb! He had a sort of liking for me, «nd never
attacked me, at least to iy face, as he did everybody else
—high names and wits, and orators, some of them pocts
also. I have seen him cut up Whitbread, quiz Madame
de Stacl, annihilate Colman, and do little less by some
others (whose names, as friends, I set not down) of good
fame and ability. I have met him in all places and
parties—at Whitehall with the Melbournes, at the Mar-
quis of Tavistock’s, at Robin’s the auctionecr’s, at Sir
Humphrey Davy’s, at Sam Rogers’s—in short, in most
kinds of company, and always found him very convivial
and delightful. I have seen Sheridan weep two or three
times. It may be that he was maudlin ; but this only
renders it more impressive, for who would see —

“ From Marlbro’s eyes the tears of dotage flow,
And Swift expire a ariveller and a show ?”
Once I saw him cry at Robin’s the auctioneer’s, after a
splendid dinner, full of great names and high spirits, I
had the honour of sitting next to Sheridan. The occa-
sion of his tears was some observation or other upon the
subject of the sturdiness of the Whigs in resisting office.
and keeping to their principles. Sheridan turned rouia :
“Qir, it is easy for my Lord G., or Earl G., or Marquis
B.,or Lord H., with thousands upon thousands a year,
some of it either present(y derived, or inherited in sive-
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cure or acquisitions from the public money, to boast of
their patriotism, and keep aloof from temptation ; but
they do not know ffom whaé temptation those have kept
aloof who had cqual pride, at least equal talents, and
nol unequal passions, and nevertheless knew not in
the course of their lives what it was to have a shillind
of theirown.” Andin sayin{,’ this he wept. . . . I Bave'
'met George Colman occasionally, and thought him ex-
tremely pleasant and convivial. Sheridan’s humour, or
rather wit, was always saturnine, and sometimes savage ;
he never langhed (at least that I saw, and I watched
him), but Colman did. If I had t8 choose, and could
not have both at a time, I should say, “ Let me begin
the evening with Sheridan, and finish it with Colman,”
Lorp Byrox, 1813.

Lorp Byron.

ArTER Dyron had become the rage, I was frequently’
amused at the manceuvres of certain noble ladies to get
acquainted with him by means of me : for instance, 1
would reccive a mote from Lady , Tequesting the
pleasure of my company on a particular evening, with a
postscript, ¢ Pray, could you not contrive to bring Lord
Byron with yan1” Once, at a great party given by
Lady Jersey, Mrs Sleridan ran up to me end said, “ Do,
as a favour, iry if you can place Lord Byron beside me
at supper.” In those days Byron had no readiness of
reply in conversation. If you happened to let full any
observation which offended him, he would say nothing
at the time, Lnt the offence wéuld lie rankling in his
o 2 and perhaps a fortnight after, he would suddenly
come out with some cutting remarks dpon you, giving
them as hig deliberate opinions, the results of bis experi-
ence of your character., _* Rocers’s Table-Tal®
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S1r James MAcRINTOSH.

TiLL subdued by age and illness, his conversation was
,more brilliant and instructive than that of any human
being I cver had the good fortune to be acquainted’
with. His memory (vast and prodigious as it was) he
.80 managed as to make if a source of pleasure and in-
structicn, rather than that dreadful engine of colloyuial
oppression into which it is sometimes erected. Ile re-
membered things, words, thoughts, dates, and everything
that was wanted. His language was beausiful, and
might have gone from the fireside to the press; but
though his ideus wére always clothed in beautiful lan-
guage, the clothes were sometimes too big for the body,
and common thoughts were dressed in buetter and larger
apparel than they deserved. IHe certainly had this
fault, but it was not of frequent commission. He had
a methodof putting things so mildly and interrogatively,
that he always procured the readiest reception for his
opinions. Addicted to reasoning in the company of able
men, he had two valuable halits which are rarely met
with in great reasoners—he never broke in upon his
opponent, and always avoided strong and vehement

assertions. SYDNEY SMITH.

MackiNTosH has enlarged my prospeets into the
wide regions of moral speculation more than any other
tutor I have ever had in the art of thinking. I cannot
even except Dugald Stewsrt, to whom T once thought
I owed 1mnore than I could ever receive from another.
Had Mackintosh remained in England, I should have
possessed, ten years hence, powers and views whi
now are beyond miy reach. I never left his conversa-
tion but I felt a mixed consciousness, as it were, of
inflrjority and capability } and I have now and then
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flattered myself with the feeling, as if it promised that
I might make something of myself. I cannot think of
all thls without being melgneholy.?

FRANCIS HorNgR, Fibruary 1804,

Wonnswon'm. .

1IN giving me an account 8f the sort of society he hets -

in his neighbourhood in the country, and saying that he
rarcly went out to dinner, he gave a very intelligible
picture of the sort of thing it must be when lie does go
out. “The conversation,” he said, “may be called
catechetical ; for as they do me tl® honour to wish to
know my opinions on the different subjects, they ask
me questions, and I am induced to answer them at
great length till I become qmte tired.” And so he
does, 1’Il warrant him ; nor is it possible, indeed, to
edge in a word, at least in a ¢éte-a-téte, fill he d@es get
tired. 1 wag, however, very well please to be a
listener, Moorre's Diary, Felruary 1835.

OL1vER GorpsMITH AND THOMAS CAMPBELL.

GorpsMitTa was said by Mr Garrick to “write like *
an angel, and talk like poor Poll.” But what does that
prove? Nothking more than this, that the player could
not futhom the poet. A man who writes like an
angel cannot always talk like poor Poll. That Gold-
smith, in his peach-coloured coat, awed by a Johnson,
bullied by a Boswell, talled very foolishly, I can well
understand ; but let any gentle reader of human braing
and human heart have got Goldsmith all to himsclf
w0, bottle of Madeira, in Goldsmith's own lodging,
talked to Goldsmith lovingly and rbverentially about
The Trawller and The Vicar of Wakefield, and sure T am
thut he would have gone gWay with the conviction that
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there was something in the well-spring of so much *
genius more marvellous than its dmmond like spray—
something in poor ‘Oliver Holdsmith 1mmeasurably
greater than those faint and fragmentary expressions of
the man which yet survive in the exquisite poem, in
the incomparable novel. I remember being told by a
Personage who was both a very popular writer and a
very brilliant converser, that the poet Campbell re-
minded him of Goldsmith—his conversation was so
inferior to his fame. I eould not deny it; fer I had
often met (‘.lmpbell in general society, and his talk had
disappointed me. ‘*Chree days afterwards, Campbell
asked me to come and sup with him téte-a-téte. I did
80. Iwent at ten o’clock. I stayed till dawn ; and all
my recollections of the most sparkling talk 1 have ever
heard in drawing-rooms afford mothing to equal the
riotous afllgence of wit, of humour, of fancy, of genius,
that the great lyrist poured forth in his wondrons mono-
Jogne. Monologue it was ; he had it all to himeelf. If
the whole be greater than a part, a whole man must be
greater than that part of him which is found in a book.
Blackwood’s Mugazine.

S. T. CoLERIDGE.

His conversation at all times required attention, he-"
cause what he said was so individual and unexpected.
But when he was dealing deeply with a question, the
demand upon the intellect of*the hearer was very great ;
not s0 much for any hardness of language, for bis diction
was always simple and easy ; nor for the abstruseness of
the thoughts, for Ilu,y gem,mlly explained, or nppemm :
to efplam themselves ; but pre-emirtently on account of
the seeming remotenm of lis associations, and the ex-
ceeding subtlety of his transjtional links. Upon this
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point it is very happil¥, though, according to my obser-
vation, too generally, remarked by one (De Quincey)
whose powers and opportusities of judging were 80 eniqy
" nent, that ‘the obliquity of his testimony in other re-
spects is the more unpardonable : ¢ Coleridge, o man
people—and often I have hegrd the comp]ainb—secxm;'(’lr
« to wander ; and he seemed then to wander the most,
when, in fact, his resistance Lo the wandering instinct
was greatest—viz., when the compass and huge cireuit
by which his illustrutions moved iravelled farthest into
remote Tegions before they began to revolve.  Long be-
fore this coming round commencd, most people hud
lost him, and naturally enough supposed that Le had
Jost himself. They continued to admire the separate
beauty of the thoughts, but did not see their relations
to the dominant theme. . . ., Howevgr, I can JAssert,
upon my long and intimate knowledge of &oleridge’s
1nind, that logic the most severe was as inalienable from
his modes of thinking as grammar from hiy language.”
True : his mind was a logic-vice ; let him fasten it on
the tiniest flourisli of an error, he never slacked his
hold till he had crushed it, body and tail, to dust. He
was always ratiocinating in his own mind, and there-
fore sinnetimbs scemed incoherent to the partial ohe
server. Harmey NrisoN COLERIDGE'S
Preface to « Coleridge's Tuble-Talk”

May 10, 1827, —Irving ahd I went to Bedford Square.
Mr and Mrs Montague took us out in their carriage to
Highgate, where we spent three hoyrs with the great

“&dtkridge. He lives with Dr and Mgs Gillman on the
same footing that Cowper did with the Unwins. ® His
conversation, which flowegl in a mighty unremitting,
stream, is most astonishing, but, I must confess, t8 me
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still unintelligible. I caught éccasional glimpses of
what he would be at, but m.unly he was very far out of
all sight and all sympathy. & hold it, however, a great
‘acquisition to have become acqua.mted with him. Yon
know that Irving sits at his feet, and drinks in the in-
splmtwn of every syllable that falls from him. There
is a secxet, and, to me, as yet, unintelligible communion
of spirit hetvnxt them, on the ground of & certain German
mysticism and transcendental lake-poetry which I am not
yet up to. Gordon says it is all unintelligible ronsense,
and I am sure a plain Fife man, as uncle “Tammas,”
had he been alive, wéald have pronounced it the greatest
bwff he had ever heard in his life.
Dr ConaLMERS's Journal,

[Returning from this interview, Dr Chalmers remarked
to Mr Trving upon the obscurity of Mr Coleridge’s utter-
ances, and"said that, for hLis part, he liked to see all
sides of an idea before taking up with it. ¢« Ha!” said
Mr Irving, in reply, “you Scotchmen would handle an
iden as a butcher handles an ox. For my part, I love to
sec an idea looming through the mist.”—lANNA’S Me-
moirs of Dr Chalmers.]

 COLERIDGE kept me on +he stretch of attention and
admiration from half-past three till twelve o’clock. On
politics, metaphysics, and poetry, more especially on the
. Regency, Kant, and Shakespeare, he wus astonishingly
" eloquent. But 1 cannot help remarking that, although
he practises all sorts of delightful tricks, and qhows ad-
mirable skill in riding his hobby, yet he may be casily
unsaddled. I waa surpnsed to find how one may obbe. >
concessions which lead to gross inconsistencies. Though
an incomyparable decla.lmer and specch-maker, he has
neithier the rcadiness nor the. acuteness required by a
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colloquial disputant ; gp that, with a sense of inferiority
which makes me humble in his presence, I do not feel
in the least afraid of him.
Letter from Hexry Craser Ropixsox
to kis Brother, 1810.

[In his “ Reminiscences,® written at a mugh ,later
period, H. C. R. says: “This I wrote when I knew
little of him ; I used afterwards to compare him as a
disputant to a serpent—easy to kill, if you assyme the
offensive ; but if you let him attack, his bite is mortal.
Some years after this, when I sawsMadame de Stael in
London, I asked her what she thought of him. She
replied, ¢ He is very great in monologue, but he has no
idea of dialogue.” Elsewhere, H. C. R. says, in a letter
to Miss Wordsworth, in 1810, “ Coleridge has wmore elo-
quence than any man I ever saw, except, ferhqps, Gurran,
the Irish orator, who possesses in a very high degree the
only excellence which Coleridge wants o be a perfect
parlour orator—viz., short sentences. Coleridge eannot
converse. He addresses himself ¢o his hearers. At the
same time, he is a much better listener than I expected.
In that respect he differed very much from Madame de
Stael, wha was great in monologue,” like Coleridge, byt
a most indifferent listener. Lady Blessington, in her
“ Conversations with Lord Byron,” gives his opinion of
the famous Frenchwoman on that head ; ¢ She declaimed
to you, instead of conversing, never pausing except to’
take breath ; if during that interval a rejoinder was put
in, it was evident that she did not gttend to it, as she

swemined the thread of her discoursd as though it had
not been interrupted.” Bentham, ‘who had a «great
aversionto monologists of that soxt, refused to give her
an audience, In reply t8 her request, he sent t® say
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that he certainly had nothing fo say to her, ana he
could not see the necessity of an interview for anything
ghe had to say to kim. She said to Dumont : “Tell

UBenthamn 1 will see nobody till I have seen him.”.

“Sorry for it,” said Bentham, ¢{or then she will not
gee anybody.”]
.- JouN $TERLING.

IN any arena where eloquence and argument was the
point, this man was calculated to have borne the bell
from all competitors. In lucid, ingenious talk and
logic, in all inanner of brilliant utterance and tongue-
fence, I have hardly Rnown his fellow.  So ready lay his
store of knowledge round, so perfect was his ready utter-
ance of the same,—in corruscating wit, in jocund drol-
lery, in compact articulated clearness, or high poignant
emphagis, as the case required,—he wus a match for any
man In argumint before a crowd of men, One of the
most supple-wristed, dexterous, graceful, and successful
fencers in that kind, A man, as Mr Hare has said,
“able to argue with four or five at once ; could do the
paurying all round, in a succession swift as light, and
plant his hits wherever a chance offered.

CARLYLE'S Life of Sterling.

woon

: TraoMAS CARLYLE.

AccusTOMED to the infinite wit and exuberant rich-*

ness of his writings, his talk is still an amazement and
a splendour scarcely to be faged with steady eyes, He
docs not converse—only harangues, It is the usual
nmisfortune of such marked men (happily not one in-
variable or inevi}‘ublc) that they cunnot allow thgir
mings room to bicathe and show themselves in other
atmosphere, and thus nmuss the refreshment and instrue-
tion which the greatest nevar ceasc to need from the
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experience of the hurgblest. Carlyle allows no one a
chance, but bears down all opposition, not only by his
wit and onsct of werds resxgtless in®their sharpness as 50
. many bayanets, but by actual physical superiority, rais-!
ing his voice and rushing on his opponent with a torrent
of sound. This is not the least from unwillingness to
allow freedom to others; ®n the contrary, no mam
&
would more enjoy a manly resistance to his tifought ;
but it is the impulse of a mind accustomed to follow
out its qwn impulse, as the hawk its prey, and which
knows not how to stop in the chase. Curlyle, indeed, is
arrogant and overbearing, but in I§s arrogance there is
no littleness, no self-love ; it is the heroic arrogance of
some old Scandinavian conqueror—it is his nature and
the untameable impulse that has given him power to
crush the dragons. You do not love him, perhaps, nor
revere—and perhaps, also, he would onty laugh at you
if you did—but you like him heartily, and Yike to sce
Chim the powerful smith, the Siegfried, n.elting all the
old iren in his furnace till it glows to a sunset red, and
burns you if you senselessly go too near. He seemed
to be quite isolated, lonely as the desert, yet never was
man more fitted to prize a man, could he find one to
match his gnqod. He finds them, but only in the past,
He sings rather than talks. He pours upon you a kin
of sauuual heroical, critical poem, with regular cadences,
and generally catching up near the beginning some
gingular epithet, which serves as a refrain when his
song is full, or with which, as with a knitting needle,
he catches up the stitches if he hasgchanced now and
Lhen to let fall a row. M’.AI&L}ARET FuLLER.

THE tqnguo has the sough of Annandale—an echo of
the Solway with its comolhnents to old Father Themes,”
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A keen, sharp, ringing voice, in tte genuine Border key,
but tranquil and sedate withal—neighbourly and frank,
and always in unisofi with what is uitered. In his con-
versation—he sees the very thing he speaks of; it
breathes and moves palpable to him, and hence his
vcords form a picture. When you come from him, the
¥mpression is like having“seen a great brilliant pano-
rama ; everything has been made visible and naked to '
your sight. But more and better far than that; you
bear home with you an indelible feeling of loge for the
man—deep at the heart, long as life. No man has ever
inspired more of il's personal affection. Not to love
Carlyle when you know him is something unnatural, as
if one should say they did not love the breeze that funs
their cheek, or the vine-tree which has refreshed them
both with its leafy shade and its exuberant juices, He
ubour.Js, himself, in love and in good works. His life,
not only as a “writer of books,” but as a man amongst
his fellows, has been a continued shower of benefits. The
young 1uen, more especially, to whom he has been the
Good Samaritan, pouring oil upon their wounds, and
binding up their bruised limbs, and putting them on
the way of rccovery of health and useful energy—the
number of such can scarccly be told, and will never be
nown till the great day of accounts.
Londun Correspondent of the
Dumfries Courier.

.
Dr ArNoLp.

HE was fond of conversation on serious matters, and’
vehement in argﬁment fearless, tvo, in advancing Ris
oplmons——whlch, to say the truth, often startled us a
good deal ; but he was ingenuous and capdid, and
thorgh the fearlessness wiih which, so young as he
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was, he advanced his @pinions, might have seemed to
betoken presumption, yet the good temper with which
he bore Tetort or rebuke, velieved *him from that im- s
putation. He was bold and warm, because so far as his
knowledge went he saw very clearly, and he was an
ardent lover of truth, but I DEVCT saw in him even then®
a grain of vanity or conceit. = I have said that some of®
his opinions startled us a good deal ; we were, indeed,
for the most part Tories in Church and State, great
respecters of things as they were, and not very tolerant
of the dixposition which he brought with him to ques-
tion their wisdom. Many and long were the conflicts
we had, and with unequal numbers. I think I have
seen all the Jeaders of the common room engaged with
him at once, with little order or consideration, as may
be supposed, and not always with great scrupulosity as
to the faimess of our urguments. This whs attendéd by
1o loss of regard, and scarecly ever, or seldom, by even
momentary loss of temper. We did not always convince
him—7perhaps we ought not always to have done so—
yet in the end a considerable modification of hie opinions
was produced ; in one of his letters to me, written at a
much later period, hie mentions this change, In truth,
there wera«thase among us calculated to produce an o
impression on his affectionate heart and ardent, ingenu-
ous mind : and the rather, because the more we saw of
Lim, and the more we battled with him, the more mani-
festly did we respect and 1ve him. The feeling with
which we argned gave additional power to our argu-
ments over a disposition such as hi}; and thus he
tacame attachegl to youung men of tlw most different
tastes and intellects,s his love for each taking a different
colour, gre or less blended with respect, fondness,
or even humour, accopdMyg’to these differences ; ,ahd
D
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in return they all uniting ix* respect and love for
him, Justicr COLERIDGE,
in Stc nley’s Life of Dr Arnold.

MR BUCEKLE.

¢ I HAVE known most of the celebrated talkers of—I
‘wil! rot say how many years back—of the time, in
a word, when Sydney Smith, rejoiced in his green,
bright, old age, and Luttrell and Rogers and Tommy
Moore were still capable of giving forth an eccasional
flash ; and when the venerable Lord Brougham, and yet
more venerable Lol Lyndhurst, delighted in friendly
and brilliant sparring at dinner-tables whose hosts are
now in their half-forgotten graves. I have known some
brilliant talkers in Paris—Lamartine, and Dumas, and
Cabarras, and brightest, or at least most constantly
bright of all,The late Madame Emile de Girardin. I
knew Douglas Jerrold ; and I am still happy enough to
claim aequaintance with certain men and women whose
names, though well-known, it were, perhaps, invidious
now to mention. But for inexhaustibility, versatility,
memory, and sclf-confidence, I never met any to
compete with Buckle. e could keep pace with
.any given number of interlocutors on any given
number of subjects, from the abstrusest point on the
abstrusest science to the lightest jew desprit, and talk
them all down, and be quite ready to start afresh.
Among the hundred and one anecdotes with which he
entertained us I may be permitied to give, say the
hundred and fird :—*“ Wordsworth,” suid Charles Lamb,
“one day told m{ that he considered Shajespearc greatly
ovorrated. ¢ There is an immensity of trick in all
Shakespeare wrote,” he said, ‘and people arg taken in
byif. I could have writtcn“agvwell as he did, if Thad bad
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a mind.” So you see (froceeded Charles Lamb, quietly)
it was only the mind.ihat was wantmg ”  We met
Buckle on several *subscquent occhisions, and his talk
-and his spifits never flagged ; ithe same untiring energy
marked all he said and did ; and thought, and fatigue,
and oppression appeared to be things unknown to
him.

' Arabian Days and Nights, by Miss Power.

Hexnry Crasne RoBiNsoN.

MR RoBINsoN’s name is widely known as a capital
talker. There is a saying that a man’s strength is also
his weakness, and there are not wanting jokes about his
wanting to take all the conversation to himself. It is
reported that onc day at a Dbreakfast-party at Sam
Rogers’s, the host said to those assembled, “ Oh, if there
is any one here who wishes to say anythine, hd had
better say it at once, for Crabhe Robinson is coming.”
But there is no subject on which he more frequently re-
proaches himself, than with the habit of taking too large
a share of the talk. When his strength was beginning
to fail, his friend Edwin Field urged him in a letter to
refrain from talking “more than two hours consecu-
tively.” & wotes this in the Diary, and adds, ¢ Is thig;
satire ? It does not offend me” Yet he was too can-
did not to acknowledge that conversation was the cne
thing in whicl, in his own estimation, he excelled. . .
It is not too much to say tifat, to the great majority of
those who were in the habit of meeting him, his con-
versation was a real delight, The edito} well remembers
the secret pleasure with which he invariably saw him
come into the roompand the feeling which the annousice-
ment of hie death caused. There were veins in his con-
versation, from which uibre’ good was to be gained fn a
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pleasant hour after dinner, than £ om many a lengthened
scrious discourse,
Prefuce to the Diary, Resniniscentes, and Correspond-
ence of HENRY CRABBE ROBINSON,

A HorLaxp Hovsk DiNNER-PARTY.

Lpn us invite the vealler to assist at a dinner at*
Holland House, in the height of the London and Parlia-
mentary season, say a Satunday in June. It is scavcely
seven—for the luxuries of the house are enhanced by a
punctuality in the main ohject of the day, which yields
to no dilatory guesi of whatever pretension—and you
are seated in an oblong room, rich in old gilding, opposite
a deep recess, pierced by large old windows, through
which the rich hranches of trees, bathed in golden light,
just admit the faint outline of the Surrey hills, Among
the guestg are kome, perhaps, of the highest rank, always
some of high political importance, about whom the
interest of busy life gathers, intermixed with others
emincnt already in literature or axt, or of that dawning
promise which the hostess delights to discover, and the
host to smile on. Al are asseinbled for the purpose of
enjoyment ; the anxietics of the minister, the feverish

estruggles of the partisan, the silent toils of the artist
or critic, are finished for the week ; professional and
literary jealousics are hushed ; sickuess, decrepitude,
and death are silently voted shadows : and the brlliant.
assemblage is prepared to esexcise, in the highest degree,
the exh‘aordimvz;r privilege of mortals to live in the
knowledge of mburtality without its consciousness, and
to people the preseut hour with delights, as if & man
lived, and laughed, and enjoyed 1n this world for ever,
Every appliance of physical luxury whicl the most
deiicate art can supply, dityads on cach; every faint
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wish which Juxury crdites is anticipated the noblest
and most gracious coimtcnance i the world emniles
over the happmess it is dﬂfusmg, and redoubles it by
cordial invitations and encouraging words, which st the
humblest stranger at perfeet ease. A.s the dinner merges
into the deaaort, and the sm?ct casts a richer glow ol
the branches, still, or lightly waving in the eveping
light, and on the scene within, the harmony of all sensa-
tions becomes more perfect ; a delighted and delighting
chuckle €nvites attention to some joyous sally of the
richest intellectual wit, reflected in the faces of all, even
to the favourite page in green, whoeattends his misu'ess
with duty like that of the antique world ; the choicest
wines are ¢nhanced in their liberal but temperate use,
by the vista opened in Lord Holland’s tales of baccha-
nalian evenings at Brookes’s with Fox and Sheridan,
when potations deeper and more serioud rewarded the
statesman’s toily, and shortened his days; until at
length the serener pleasure of conversation, of the now
carelessly scattered groups, is enjoyed in that old, long
unrivalled library, in which Addison mused, and wrote,
and drank, where every living grace attends, “and
more than echoes talk along the walls,” One happy
peculiarity afsthese assemblics was, the number of per-
sonr in different stations and of various celebrity, who
were gratified by seeing, still more in hearing and know-
ing each otlier ; the statesinan was relieved from care
by association with the p8et, of whom he had heard
and partially read : and the poet was clevated by the
oourtesy which “Lared the great headt” which “beats
beneath a slar;” and each felt, not rarely, the true
dignity of the otlwer, modestly expanding underithe
most benignant influences.
TALFOURD'S Figudt Memorials of Charles Lamé.
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TaLEING of Lady Holland’s cfowded dinners, and her -
bidding people constantly “to make room,” Luttrell said,
“ [t must certainly be made, for it doés not exzst.” Dined
at Lady Holland’s, Found in the hall, as I was going
in, a victim of one of her ways of making room, in the
‘person of Gore, who was pytting on his greatcoat to take
nis denarture, having been sent away by my lady for,
want of room. Company, Lord Melbourne, Lords Erroll
and Kinnaird (if I recollect right), Lord Dalmeny, and
a good many more, So great was the ¢ prescure from
without,” that Allen, after he had performed his carving
part, retired to a surall side-table to dine.  All was very
agreeuble, however, and I have seldom seen Lord Mel-
bourne in such good spitits. Rogers’s theory is that the
close packing of Lady Ilolland’s dinners is one of the
secrets of their conversableness and agrecableness ; and
perhips be is fight, Moore's Diary.

Some talk with Allen; during which I asked him-
whether he did not sometimes feel wearied by the sort
of effort it must be to keep up econversation during these
evenings ; and he owned that it was frequently a most

cheavy task, and that if he had followed.i» own taste
and wishes he would long sinee have given up that
mode of life. Tor mysclf (as T believe T told him), that
Holland House sort of existence, though hy far the best
epecimen of its kind going, “wouald appear to me, for any
continuance, the most wearisome of all forms of slavery ;
and the best resuflt 1 find of my occasional visits to town
is the real relish with which T return to my quiet
garden and study, where, in the wmute society of my
own thoughts and books, I am never either effunded or
wetricd, boa 1bid. -
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Lorp HornAND nefer ventured to ask any onme to .-
dinner (not even me; whom he had known so long
and so intimately),"withouy previodsly consulting Lady
‘Holland. Bhortly before his death, I called at Holland
House, and found only Lady Holland within, AsIwas
coming out, I met Lord Holland, who said, “Well, d~
you return to dinner?” 1 u’lswered, “No; Ihave not
been invited.” Perhaps this deference to Lady Holland
was not to be regretted ; for Lord Holland was so hespi-
table and gdod-natured, that, had he been left to himself,
he would have had a crowd at his table daily.

Table-Tulk of SAMUEL ROGERS,

A SurreEr-PARTY AT CHARLES LAMPB’S.

Now turn to No. 4 Inner Temple Lane, at ten o’clock, v
when the sedater part of the company are assembled, and
the happier stragglers are dropping in from the play.
Let it be any autumn or winter month, when the fire is
blazing steadily, and the clean-swept hearth and whist-
tables speak of the spirit of Mrs Battle, and serious looks
require “the rigour of the gaome!” The furniture is
old-fashioned and worn, the ceiling low, and not wholly
unstained by traces of “the great plant,” though now
virtuous] % farborne ; but the Hogarths, in narrow black
frames, abounding in infinite thought, humour, and
pathos, enrich the walls, and all things wear an air of
comfort and hearty English welcome, Lamb himself,
yet unrelaxed by the glaes, is sitting with a sort of
Quaker primness at the whist-table, the gentleness of
his melancholy swmile half lost in hisl intentness on the
game ; his partuer, the author of *“ Political Justice”
(the majestic exprgssion of his large head not distrrbed
by disproportion of his diminutive stature), is regarding

(lis hand with a philcsophic but not a careless zye;
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Captain Burney, only not venesable because so young
in spirit, sits between them; and H. C. R. (Henry
Crabbe Robinson), who along now aud then breaks the
proper silence, to welcome sorue in-coming guest, is his
happy partner—true winner in the game of life, whose
leisure, achieved early, is devoted to his fuendq’ At
unother table, just beyond€ilie circle which extends fr om |
the ‘fire, sits another four. The broad, burly, jovial’
bulk of John Lamb, the Ajax Telamon of the slender
clerks of the old SouLh Sea House, whom he sometimes
introduces to the rooms of Ins younger brother, surprised
to'learn from them that he is growing famous, confronts
the stately but courteous Alsager ; while P., “his fow
hairs bristling” at gentle ohjurgation, watches his partner
M. B. dealing with “soul more white” than the hands
of which Lemb once said, “ M., if dirt was trumps, what
handa you wosld hold!” In one corner of the room
you may see the pale, earnest countenance of Churles
Lloyd, who is discoursing “of fate, free-will, fore-know-
ledge absolute” with Leigh Hunt ; and, if you choose
to listen, you will scarccly know which most to admire
—the severe logic of the melancholy reasoner, or its
graceful evasion by the tricksome funtasy of the joyous
poet. Basil Montague, gentle enthusiast ip the cause of
{lumanlty, which he has lived to see tuumplnmt is
pouring into the outstretched ear of George Dyer some
tale of legalised injustice, which the recipient is vainly
trying to comprehend. Souvx the room fills ; in slouches
Hauzlitt from the theatre, where his stubborn anger for
Napoleon’s defeatfat Waterlov bas been softened by Miss
Stephens’s angelic notes, which might “ chase anger, and
grief, and fear, and sorrow, and pain, from mortal or im-
mortal minds;” Kenney, with a tremulous pleasure,
“auneunces that there is a ¢rowded house to the ninth,
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representation of his fw comedy, of which Lamb lays
down his cards to inquire ; or Aygton, mildly radiant,
whispers the contfnual triumph of “Don Giovanni,”
for which Lamb, incapable of opera, is happy to take
his word, Now and then an actor glances on us from
“the rich Cathay” of the world behind the scemes, with
news of its brighter human-kind, and with looks neflect-
ing the public favour,—Liston, grave beneath the weight
of the town’s regards, or Miss Kelly, unexhansted in
spirit byealternating the drolleries of high farce with
the terrible pathos of melodrama,—~or Charles Kemble
wmirrors the chivalry of thonglit, amd ennobles the party
by bending on them looks beanming with the aristocracy
of mature. DMeanwhile, Beeky lays the cloth on the
side-table, under the direction of the most quiet, sen-
gible, and kind of women, who soon compels the younger
and miore hungry of the gnests to partaké largely &t the
cold roast Jamb or hoiled heef, the herps of smoking
roasted potatues, and the vast jug of porter, often re-
plenished arom the foaming pots, which the best tap of
Fleet Street supplics. Perfect freedom prevails, save
wien the hospitable pressure of the mistress excuses
axcess ; and, perhaps, the physical enjoyment of the
play-goer, exbuusted with pleasure, or of the author,.
jaded with the labour of the Lirain, is not less than that
of the guests at the most charming of aristocratic ban-
juets.  As the hot water and its accompaniments ap-
sear, and the severities.of whist relax, the light of con-
sersation thickens. Haxlitt, catching the influcnce of
he spirit from which he has lately begun to abstain,
Uters some fine criticism with struggling emphasis ;
Lamb stamwmers owé puns suggestive of wisdom for |
uppy Bagon Field to admire and ceho ; the various
l‘iblets of talk combine into a stream, while Miss
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Lamb moves gently about to®sce that each modest
stranger is duly sqrved, turuing, now and then, an
- anxious, loving eye on Ohaﬂes, vs}.uch is softened into a
half-humorous. expression of resignalion t6 inevitable
fate, as he mixes his second tumbler! This is on
ordmm’y nights, when the accustonred Wednesday-men
u.sse-'nble but there is a difference on great extra m"hts,
gladdened by “the bright vmmtmns” of Wordsworth’
or Coleridge ; the cordmhty of the welcoine is the same,
but a seda.ter wisdom prevails.  Happy houls were they
for the young disciple of the then desperate, now trium-
phant, causc of Wofdswortl’s genius, to be admitied to
the presence of the poet who had opened a new world
for him in the undiscovered riches of his own nature,
and its affinities with the outer universe; whom he
worshipped the more devoutly for the world’s scorn ;
for whore he fclt the future in the instant, and antici-
pated the “All hail hereafter!” which the great poct
has lived to enjoy. To win him to speak of his own
poetry, to hear him recite its noblest passnges, and to
join in his brave dcfiance of the fashion of the age, was
the solemn pleasure of such a season, and, of course,
superseded all minoer disguisitions. 8o, when Coleridge
' came, argument, wit, humour, criticism,.were hushed ;
the pertest, smartest, and the cleverest felt that all
were asserubled to listen ; and if a card-table had been
filled, or a dispute began before he was excited to con-
tinuous speech, his ;_,untl(. voice, undulating in music,
soon

* Susponded wrest, ANd TOOK With ravishment
The thronging audience.”

TALrOURD’S Final Memorials of Charles Lamb,
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GENTLEMANLINESS,

FEPOSE and cheerfulness are the badge of the '
mnﬂcman»—repose in energy® The €ireek
battle pieces are calm ; the heroes,’in what-
ever violent actions engaged, retain a serene aspect.
EMERS0N, 1860.

You may depend upon it, religion is, in its essence, v’
the most gentlemanly thing in the world. It will
alone gentilise, if unmixed with cant; and I know
nothing.alsesthat will, alone. Certaiuly not the army,’
which is thought to be the grand embellisher of
TManners, CoLERIDGE’S Table-Talk, 1830.

A aENTLEMAN is a Christian in spirit that will take a
polisl,  The rest are but plated goo&ls ; and however
excellent their fashion, rub them moré or less, the base
metal appears through. WALKER'S Original, 1835,

A cBR1sTIAN is God Almighty’s gentleman : a gertle- ¥
man, in the vulgar, superficial way of underst.and;ng
e word, is the devil’y Christian, But tp throw aside
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these polished and too current counterfeits for some-
thing valuable and sterling, the real gentleman should
" be gentle in everything, at least in everything that
depends on himself—in carriage, temper, constructions,
aims, desires. He ought, therefore, to be mild, calm,
t']\.u'et even, temperate—;ot hasty in _]udgment not
exorbitant in ambl’uon, not overbearing, not proud, not
rapacious, not oppressive, for these things are contrary
to gentleness.  Many such gentlemen are to be found,
I trust; and mauny more would, were the true meaning
of the name borne in mind and duly inculeated. DBut
alas! we arc misled by etymology ; and becanse a gen-
tleman was originally homo gentilis, people scem to
fancy they shall lose caste unless they act as Gentiles.
(Guesses at Truth.

ALL that gé)es to constitute a gentleman—the car-
riage, gait, address, gestuves, voice ; the ease, the self-
possession, the courtesy, the power of conversing, the
success in mol offending, the lofty principle, the
delicacy of thought, the happiness of expression, the
tuste and propricty, the penerosity and forbearance,
the candour and consideration, the openness of hand—

« these qualities, some of them come by nutusy.qpme of
them may he found in any rank, some of them are a
direct precept of Christianity. But the tull assemblage
of thein, bound up in the unity of an individual char-
acter, do we expect they can be learned from books?
Arc they not neczssarily acquired, where they are to be
found, in high society ? The very nature of the case
leads you to say so. You cannot fence without an an-

. tagonist, nor challenge all comers in disputation before

. yon have supported a thesis: and in like manner, it
stands to reason, you cannot learn to couverse till you
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have the world to convgrse with. You cannot unlearn
your natural bnshfg]néss, or awkwardness, or stiffncszs,
or other besetting infirmity,*till you serve your time in
Bome schiool of manners,
JouN HENRY NEWMAN on the Office
and Work of Universities

U
* A raorover English gentleman—Christian, ma‘;lly, 4
and chlightened—is more, I believe, than Guizot or
Sismondi could comprehend ; it is a finer specimen of
Twwan aature than any other country, I believe, could
furnish.  Still, it is not a perfect gpecimen by a great
deal ; and therefore it will not do to contemplate our-
selves only, or content omrselves with saying that we
arc Letter than others, and scorn to amead our institu-
tions by comparing them with others,
Dr ARNOLDI 1880.

Ix Clirist’s communication with IHis upostles, there ©
is always & marked dignity and delicacy, a total absence
of all that courseness and vulgarity into which Wesley’s
doctrine—that ministers have no more to do with being
gentlemen than with being dancing-masters—would
infallibly lead us. Yet even in Christ, the Lord and
Master, of Uis disciples, there is a sympathy which is
a very different thing from condescension, o spirit of
unaffected kindness, and, 1 had almost said, of socia-
hility, which the spirit of gentlemanliness has doubtless
greatly dulled in the Church of England. «T have
called you friends,” is a text wlnicﬁ applies to the
Clirjstian minister in his dealings with his brethren and
equals, in an intinitely stronger degree than it could
do to i who was our Lord and Master, and wl'lbse(
calling ug drcthren was not of nature, but out of the’
cqudescension of His iufinite love. Andhe who shall
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thus fur keep, and thus far get rid of, the spirit of gen-
tlemanliness, would go necar to ma,lkc the Church of
England all but perfect, no* less in its popularity than
in its deserving of popularity. Iiid., 1831.

o I KNEw a plain village carrier in whom lurked much’

of the gentlemanly feeling, My wife and myself were,
for '8 few weeks in the cold months, lodgers in his
house. Dauring that time this man laid aside his even-
ing pipe (ye smokers, estimate this act of relf-denial!),
nor could be prevailed upon to resume it, having settled
in his own mind that it must he annoying to a lady.
Many would have laughed, seeing him leaning in his
smock on a gate in the swmmer evenings, his beloved
long clay enjoyed now witheut chack, had I pointed
him out as a true gentleman. But in my mind he
ranked as suca. He is one proof of many that the
character may exist quite independent of accidental
advantages, though, of course, these are of value in set-
ting it off, and without them it is rather latent than
developed. Contemporary Review, 1867.

STRONG in a single-hearted humility, a perfect un-
consciousness of self, an honest and sincere absorption
“ in high and holy themes and objects, there wos in him
what we so seldom see, a perfect logic of life ; his min-
utest deeds were the true results of his sublimest prin-
ciples. His whole nature, moral, physical, and intellce-
tual, was simple, pure, and cleanly. 1fe was temperate
as an anchorite 11 all matters of living,-—avoiding, from,
a healthy instinet, all those intoxicating stimuli then
common among the clergy. In his early youth, indeed,
. he*had formed an attachwent to the almost universal
“elprical pipe,—but, observing a delicate woman once
nausgated by, coming into an utmosphere which he agl

~
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his brethren had pollued, he set himsclf gravely to
reflect that what could so offend agwoman must needs
be uncomely and un'worthy & Christian man, wherefors
he laid his pipe on the mantel-piece, and never after-
wards rencwed the indulgence. In all his relations
with womanhood, he was @clicate and reverential,®
Jforming his manners by that old precept, “ The slder”
women entreat as mothers, the younger as sisters,”—
which rule, short and simple as it is, is nevertheless the
most perfsct Tesumé of all true gentlemanliness.
The Minister's Wooing.

Tue first condition for obtainingrespect in England
in any class, is to be what is called o gentleman; an ex-
pression that has no corresponding term in French, and
a perfect knowledge of which implies in itself alone a
pretty long familiarity with English 5 anners. fThe
term gentilhonvme with us is applied exclusively %o birth,
that of homme comme 4l juut Lo manners and station in
society, those of galant homme and homme de merite to
conduct and character. A gentleman is one who, with
some advantiages of birtly, fortune, talent, or situation,
unites moral qualities suitable to the place he occupies
in society, and manners indicating a liberal education
and hebiws. The people of England have a remarkably
nice feeling in this respeet, and even the splendour of
the highest rank will seldom mislead thern, If a man
of the highest birth depart in his conduct, or merely in
his manners, from what his situation J?quires of lim,
you will soon hear it said, cven by'persons of the
lowest class, “ Though a lord, he is not a gentleman.”

M. vE SraiiL, HOLSTEIN'S Letters on Englandy,

St PauL.was the ideal of a gentleman. Witness hjs/
d~licacy and tact, seey pre‘eminently in advice and
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reproof : “7 praise you not”--this is his euphemism
for « 1 Wame you,” é 1 partly belicve i¢,” when told of
the divisions among his children. Mark his delicate
tact with Festus, Agrippa, Felix, Note his*dignity and
swectness in receiving the gift from the Philippian
(2 . . < .

church; the grace with vhich he rcjoices that “your
care=of me hath floarished again ;” then the anxions
guarding against hurting their feelings, also the hope-
fulness for them : “ Wherein ye were also carcful, but
ve lacked opportunity.” Let any one curious in these
points read from the 10th to the 2Ist verse of Philip-
pians iv. The passege is full of the subtle Louches of
the character.  Professor Blunt, in the first of his
lestures on the “Parish Priest,” admirably traces out
this charactevistic of St Paul, though from auother puint
of vjew than ours. And, once more, if any reader
woufd Iewve a perfeet model of consummate tact and
intense delicacy, let him study St Paul’s urging of a
request that might have been a claim, in the Epistle to
Phalewmon, Contemporary Review, 1869,

Waar it is that constitules the look of a gentleman
is more easily felt than described ; we all know it when
we see it, but do not know how to account fog it, or to
explain in what it cousists. Kase, grace, dignity, have
been given as the exponents and expressive symbols of
thig look ; but, I would rather say, that an habitual
self-possession determines the appearance of a gentle-
man. He shofld bave the completc command, not
only over his countenance, Lut over his limbs and
motions, In other words, he should discover, in his
aif’ and manner, a voluntary power over his whole
ly, which, with every inflection of it, shoudd be under
thet control of his will. It myst be cvident that he
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does as he likes, withbut any restraint, confusion, or
awkwardness. He is, in fact, master of his person, as
the professor of any’ art or science is of a particular in-
strument ; He directs it to whatever use he pleases and
intends. threver this power and faculty appear, we
recognise the look and deporyment of the gentleman—
ihat is, of a person who, by his habits and interesurse
with society, has had l1tt]e else to do than to study
those movements, and that carriage of the body, which
were accompanied with most satisfaction to himself, and
were to excite the approbation of the beholder. Ease,
it might be observed, is not enopgh; dignity is too
much. There must be a certain retenue, a conscious
decorum, added to the first—and a certain “familiarity
of rq,aul quenching the austere countenance of con-
trol,” in the other, to answer to our congeption of this
character Perhaps, propriety is as near a wogd a8 any
to denote the manners of the gentleman ; elegance is
necessary to the fine gentleman ; dignity is proper to
noblemen ; and majesty to kings ! Hazyirr.

‘WHEN we reflect upon the condition of English -
country gentlemen, we must perceive that much of
their hapmmss has arisen from their independence of -
mind § and much from their maintaining what is called
andependent fortunes. It was long their boast, their
honest pride, to despise show and frippery, to do with-
out the luxuries of a city, yet to live hospitably and in
a& manner becoming their station. Whey paid their
debts regularly. They thanked God that they were
independent of all men, and could speak their minds
freely on every suhject, private or public, with%ut
fear or reward. Between this independence of mi
and of fortune there js such an intimate connexion,

B
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that the one must be destibyed, if the other be
sacrificed. If coungry gentlemen, from the desire to
make a figure in the metpolis, or to outshine their
peighbours, enter into contests of extravagance and
scenes of fashionable dissipation ; if, instead of living
upon 4heir own estatesfand attending to their own
affyiss, they crowd to water-dripking places, and think
only of hazard or Newmarket, the consequences must
be, the ruin of their private fortunes, and the fosfeiture
of their political integrity. Instead of' being their
country’s pride and the bulwark of her frecdom, they
will become the wretched slaves of a party, or the
despicable tools of a court. They will be contemmed
and ridiculed by their superiors in rank, whom with
unequal steps they awkwardly pursuc. They will be
detested by their neighbours, their inferiors, their
tenantry, and dependents, and by the nation whose
interests they abandon or betray. For when a count;
gentleman has lived beyond his income, what is @:
resource? Not trade, not business of any kind: to
that he cannot stoop ; for this he is not qualified. Ile
has no resource but to sell his vote, if he be in Parlia-
ment ; or, if he be not, to solicit and bargain, perhaps
by his county interest, with parliamentary friends, who
may provide for his sons, or procure for him thé means
of repairing his shattered fortune, But whut can
restore his independence of wind ?
Epeewortr’s Fssays on Professional
Education, 1808.

THERE exists in England a genslemanly character, a
gehtlemanly feeling, very different even from that which
-3/the most like ii, the character of a well-bom Spaniard,
and unexampled in the rest of Europe. This feeling
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probably originated in the fortunate circumstance, that
the titles of our English nopility follow the law of their
property, and are inherited by the eldest sons only.
‘From this source, under the influences of our constitn-
tion, and of our astonishing trade, it has diffusgd itsele
in different modifications thiough the whole countrys
The uniformity of our dress among all classes above
that of a day-labourer, while it has suthorised all classes
to assiime the appearance of gentlemen, has at the same
time inspired the wish to conform their manners, and
still more their ordinary actions in social intercourse, to
their notions of the gentlemanly, the most commonly-
received attribute of which is a certain generosity in
trifles. On the other hand, the encroachments of the
lower classcs on the higher, occasioned and favoured by
this resemblance in exteriors, by this #bsence of*any
cognisable marks of distinetion, have rendefed each
cigss more reserved and jealous in their geaeral com-
munion, and, far more than our climate or natural
temper, have caused that haughtiness and reserve in
our outward demeanour, which is so generally com-
plained of among foreigners.
COLERIDGE, in The Friend, 1812,




V.

GOOD MANNERS AND GOOD
BREEDING.

AN NERS are of more importance than laws.
i In o great measure, the laws depend

them. The law touches us but here and there,
and now and then. Manners are what vex or soothe,
corrupt or purify, exalt or debase, barbarise or refine
us, by & constant, steady, uniform, insensible operation,
like that of the air we breathe, They give their
whole colour to our lives. According to their guality,
they aid morals, they supply them, or they totally
destroy them. BURKE.

L3

Ter ascendant obtained by French manners has per-
haps prepared foreigners to believe them invincible.
There is but one method of resisting this influence;
and that consiste in very decided national habite and
.sharacter. From the moment that imen seek to resemble
: e French, they must yigld the advantage'to them in
everythmg. » MAapAME DE StAEL'S Germany, 1812.
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WITH respect to what are termed polite manners,
without sacrificing too much the sincerity of language,
1 wonld wish my ¢ountrythen to adopt just so much of

- European politeness, as to be ready to make all those
iittle sacrifices of sclf which render European manners
amiable, and relieve soci®y from the disayreeable

. seenes to which rudeness often suhjects it. Heme [fn
Paris), it seems that a man might pass a life without
encountering a single rudenecss. In the pleasures of
the tabke, they arc far before us, because with good
taste they unite temperance. They do not terminate
the most sociable meals by trarsforming themselves
into brutes. I have never yet seen & man drunk in
France, even among the lowest of the people. Were 1
to proceed to tell you how much I enjoy their archi-
tecture, sculpture, painting, music, I shopld want yords.
Tt is in these arts they shine. The last of them, par-
eularly, is an enjoyment, the deprivation of which,
with us, cannot Le calculated. I am almost ready to
say it is the only thing which from my heart I envy
them, and which, in spite of all the authority of the
Decalogue, I do covet.

JEFrerson’s Correspondence,
20th September 1785.

How far the States General can proceed towards a
thorough reform of abuse, cannot be foreseen. In my
opinion, a kind of influence, which none of their plans
of reform take into account, will c¢lude them all—I
mean the influence of women in the government, The
manners of the nation allow them to visit, alone, all
persons in office, t& solicit the affairs of the husbknd,,
family, orefriends, and their solicitations bid defianceso

laws and regulations. , This obstacle may scem less to
\
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those who, like our countryme‘n, are in the precious
habit of considering #ight as a barrier against all solicita-
tion, Nor can such a one, Without the evidence of his
own cyes, believe in the desperate state to which things’
gre reduced in this country from the ommipotence of an
influende which, fortunatliy for the happiness of the
sex étself, does not endeavour to extend itself in our .
country beyond the domestic line.
JEFFERSON'S Correspondence,
December 4, 1788.

[If Jefferson could revisit France and America at the
present day, he would probably find that the wonder-
ful influence of fashionable women, with their “happy
ways of doing things,” in the political world, is quite as
greab at V\rashi'ngton, under President Grant, as it isin
Paris, ugder the French Emperor.]

W send girls of a timid, retreating disposition o~
the boarding-school, to the riding-school, to the ball-
room, or wheresoever they can come into acquaintance
and nearness of leading persons of their own sex ; where
they might learn address, and sce it near at hand, The

, power of a woman of fashion to lead, and also to daunt
and repel, derives from their belief that she hnows
resources and behaviours not known to them; Lut
when these have mastered her seciet, they learn to con-
front her and recover theireself-possession.

EuegrsoN’s Conduct of Life.

‘ Grace in women has more eflect than beauty. We
sometimes sce a certain fine self-possession, an habitual
yoluptuousness of character, which'reposes on its own
mesotions, and derives pleasure from- all *around it,
thaf is more_irresistible thans any other attraction.
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There is an air of languid enjoyment in such persons,
“in their eyes, in their avigs, and their hands, and their
face,” which robs us of ourselves, and draws us by a
*gecret symipathy towards them. Their minds are a
shrine where pleasure reposes, Their smile diffuses g
sensation like the breath of !pring. Petrarch’s’descrip-
tion of Laura answers to this character, which is ftdeed
the Italian character. Titian’s pictures are full of it :
they seem sustained by sentiment, or as if the persons
whom ht painted sat to music. Hazrnrrn.

‘WaaAT do you think made our {riend Lord Albemarle,
colonel of a regiment of guards, governor of Virginia,
groom of the stole, and ambassador to Paris—amounting
in all to sixtecn or seventcen thousand a year? Wasit
his birth? No; a Dutch gentleman only. Was it hia
estate? No; he bad none. Was it Bis leagning, his
parts, his political abilitics and applicativn?  You can
answer these questions easily and as soon as I can make
them.  What was it, then? Many people wondered,
but I do not. It was his air, his' address, his manner,
and bhis graces. e pleased, and, by pleasing, became a
favourite ; and by becoming a favourite, became all
that he has been since. Lorp CHESTERFIELD., e

L3 .
Manners are the happy ways of doing things; each”
one a siroke of genius or of love, now repeated and
hardened into usage, they fprm at last a rich varnish,
with which the routine of lifc is washed, and its details -
adorned. If they are superticial, so are the dew-drops
which give such a depth to the morning meadows.
Manners are very eomrnunicable ; men catch them Q‘om
each other. Consielo, in the romance, boasts of the-
lcssons she had given the nobles in manners, on e
stage and in real life. #Talma taught Nayoleon the art
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of behaviour, Genius invents fine manners, which the
baron and the barofiess copy very, fast, and, by the
advantage of a pulace, better the instruction. They
stercotype the lesson they have learned into a mode.
The power of manner is incessant—an element as un-
concealable as fire,. The nbbility cannot in any country
be disguised, and no more in a republic or a democracy
than in a kingdom. No man can resist their influence.
There are certain manners which are learped in good
society, of that force, that, if a person have thém, he or
she must be considered and is everywhere welcome,
though without beauty, or wealth, or genius. Give a
boy address and accomplishments, and you give bhim
the mastery of palaces end fortunes where he goes ; he
has not the trouble of earning or owning them ; they
solic{t him to enter and possess.
Eugrson’s Conduct of Life.

‘Waar is it that makes some women so charming—
some men so pleasant? What quality that diffuses an
aroma, an influence as of rose-leaves about them? that
manifests itsclf in hands that receive us with graceful
warmth, in eyes that beam with kindly pleasure, in
'smiles g0 genuine, so tender ; in the general radiapce of
reception. What a benignant sunshine of welcome !
how soothing to be cared for! how casily the time
passes! And what constitutes this charm? for we are
not supposing it to arise from any deep moral or intel-
lectual superiority, which, truth to say, does not often
exhibit itself in this way. Surely it is a natural swect-
nesg, an' inherent tenderness of sympathy—pervading
ratg‘er than deep—acting upon a desire to please. There
Miv. some persons on whom speiety acts almost chemically,
comipelling them to be charming, It is part of them-
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selves to meet advances, to labour in their graceful way,
to create a favourable impr, ssion #nd to give pleasure ;
and yet, perhaps, our arrival was, after all, ill-timed—
‘our approach at least was not welcome—we interrupted,
we necessitated an effort. If at night we could over-
hear our friend’s summary®%f the day, we might find
ourselves classed as one of its troubles and hindrmees™
and, as we have said, we might unjustly feel a twinge
of ill-usage. But is it not something not to have been
made untomfortable at the time—to have spent a happy
hour instead of sitting on thorns, as with certain of our
acquaintance we should inevitably have been made to
do? They are not necessarily more sincere because they
take no pains to conceal that we are in their way. The
kindly welcomer lhas been as true to his character
the while as our surly friend has been tp, his. It uﬁﬁg
have cost too mueh, it would have been impessible for
him to be ungracious. Thus he is neither insincere, for
he has sincerely wished to please, nor, what might seem
the other alternative, affected, for he has been acting
according to his nature, DBlackwood’s Magazine.

Amipsr all the vaunted equality of the American
freercen, there scemed to be a more implicit deference
to customn, a more passive submission to what is assumed
to he the public opinion of the day or hour, than would
be paralleled in many aristqeratic or even despotic com-
munities. This quiet acquiescence in the prevailing
tone—this complete abnegation of individual sentiment,
is naturully most perceptible in the domain of politich ;
but I thought that it also, in no inconsiderable degree,
pervaded the socidl circle, biassed the decisions o the
judicial ench, and even ipfected the solemn teachisngs
of the pulpit. To this source may probably, insome
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*
measure, be traced the remarkable similarity in the
manners, deportmene, conversation, and tone of feeling
which has so generally strlick travellers from abroad
in American socicty. 'Who that has seen can ever forget’
the slow and melancholy silence of the couples who
Wwalk arm-in-arm to the tadbles of the great hotels, or of
fue ansocial groups who gather round the grensy meals
of the steamboats, lap up the five minutes’ meal, come
like shadows, so depurt 1 One of their able public men
made an observation to me, which struck me as‘pungent,
and perhaps true— That 1t was probably the country
in which there was less misery and less happiuess than
in any other part of the world.”
THE Earn oF CARLISLE'S Jmpressions of dmerica.

N

"SAEIETY is infected with rude, cymical, restless, and -

frivolousypersons who prey upon the rest, and whorm no
public opinion concentrated into good manners, forms
accepted by the sense of all, can reach ; the contradictors
and railers at public and private tables, who are like
terriers, who conceive it the duty of a dog of honour to
growl at any passer-by, and do the honours of the house
by barking him out of sight. I have scen men who
*neigh like a horse when you contradict them, ar say
something which they do not understand : then the
over-bold, who make their own invitation to your hearth;
the persevering talker, whp gives you his society in
large saturaling doses; the pitiers of themselves—a
perilous class ; the frivolous Asmodeus, who relies on
you to find him in ropes of sand to twist ; the mono-
tones ; in short, every stripe of absurdity ;—these are
socifl inflections which the magistfate cannot cure or
defond you from, and which must be intrusttd to the
restraining force of custom, and @roverbs, and familior
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. . .
rules of behaviour impressed on young people in their
achool days. In the hotels on thewbanks of the Missis-
sippi, they print, ér used *to print, among the rules
of the houke, that “No gentleman can be permitted
to come to the public table without his coat ;” and in
the same country, in the piws of the churches, littlé
placards plead with the worshippers against the fugy ol
expectoration. Charles Dickens self-sacrificingly under-
took the reformation of our American manners in un-
speakable phrticulars. 1 think the lesson was not quite
lost ; that it held bad manners up, so that the churls
could see the deformity. Unbappily, the book had its
own deformitics. We ought not to need to print in a
reading-room a caution to strangers not to speak loud ;
nor to persons who look over fine engravings, that they,.
should be handled like cobwebs and butterflies’ wimﬁ{/
nor to persons who look at marble statues, that they
shall not smite them with canes. But, even in the per-
fect civilisation of this city, such cautions are not quite
needless in the Athenweum and City Library.
Enerson’s Conduct of Life.

ExrerIENCE has thoroughly convinced me of the
great practical importance of good manners, as a means*
of smoothing down the little asperities of society, and of
rendering the communications between man and man
profitable, easy, and agrecable. Under these impres-
sions I cannot rightly do otherwise than express my
earnest desire, that the younger members of our society
may more and more estimate the advantage of polite
manners, and study a true civility towards all around
them. May they fever so mistake onr religious prin-
ciples as %o imagine that there is anything to be fovl
in them which justifies,a want of refinement, gentleness,



76 GOOD MANNERS AND

and delicate attention, or which ‘can lead us to withhold
from our superiors tkat respectful demeanour, and that
willing service, so evidently their due.

JosEPH JOEN‘GURNEY.

1 vENTURE to take the pyesent opportunity of suggest-
i~z to the consideration of my young friends, whether
it is'not proper for us, when we speak to a person much
older than ourselves, or otherwise our superior, to use
the family name, in addition to the first name of the
person addressed. 'This simple and unexceptional mark
of deference prevents the appearance of undue famili-
arity ; and let it be remembered, that undue familiarity
not only involves & breach of good manners, but is often
productive of moral injury. Ild.

"“IHERE canngt be o more injudicious way of improv-
ing a person’s manners than that which was adopted in
my own case—viz., directing his attention to that point
—and, above all, setting him to copy the manners of
others. If heis bent, and solely bent, on giving plea-
sure, he will easily catch in good society those forms and
expressions which are, as it were, the language (in many
cases, the arbitrary language) for giving utterance to that
«wish. Ha will then be thinking of others, not of him-
gelf, which is the very essence of politeness. By the
opposite plan you drive him to think of himself ; and
of others only, in reference to the figure he makes in
their eyes, the result of which must be either shyness or
affectation, and generally both together, the former
springing from fear of exposure, the other from ambition
for display. I, accordingly, in whom the former much
pretominated, suffered all the agonies of extreme shy-
ness for many years, and if the efforts to which I was
continually stimulated had been ,in any degree success-
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ful, or had been app]aﬁded as such, I should probably
have gone on to aﬂ'ectatxon, and hai'e remained conscious
all my life ; but fihding nd encouragement, I was for-
*tunately drfven to utter despair. I then said to mysel,
“Why should I endure this torture all my life to no
purpose I’ I would bear it st.ll if there was any progress
made, any success to be hoped for; but since ther¢ is
not, I will die quietly without taking any more doses.
I have tried my very utmost, and find that I must be
as awkward as a bear all my life in spite of it. T will
endeavour to think as little about it as a bear, and make
up my mind to endure what can’t be cured.” From
this time I struggled as vigorously to harden myself
agoinst censurc as ever I had to avoid it, like a stag at
bay (who faces about to fight when he finds that flight j
vain), and with as much effort as the said stag, foyﬁ}lz
not without a hard and persevering struggle, that con-
sciousness can be shaken off. I was acting more wisely
than I thought at the time, for I had not then that
clear view of the subject that I now have, and conse-
quently I succeeded beyond my expectations, for I not
only got rid of the personal suffering of shyness, but
also of most of those faults of manner which conscious-
ness produces, and acquired at once an easy and natural”
manner, carcless,indeed,in the extreme, from its originat~
ing in a stern defiance of opinibn which I had convinced
myself must ever be against me ; rough and awkward,
for smoothness and grace are quite out of my way, and
of course tutorially pedantic; but unconscious, and
therefore giving expression to that good-will towards
men which 1 really feel ; and these, I believe, are the
1nain points, ‘ A
ArcaprsEoP WHATELY'S Commonplace Book,
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IN the year 1821, I made, in London, in a spirit of -
wager, a very decisife and satisfactory experiment as to
the effect of civil and courfeous manners on people of
various ranks and descriptions. There were in the
place a number of young Americans, who frequently
‘complained to me of the ‘heglect and rudenéss experi-
€uced by them from citizens to whom they spoke in the
streets. They asserted, in particular, that, as often as
they requested directions to any point in the city to-
ward which they were procceding, they cither received
an uncivil and evasive answer, or no answer at all. I
told them that my experience on the same subject had
been exceedingly different; that I had never failed to
receive a civil reply to my questions—often communi-

- 3 cating the information requested ; and that I could not
heiep, suspecting that their failare to receive similar
replies grose, in part at least, if not entircly, from the
plainness, not to say the bluntness, of their manner in
making their inquiries. The correctness of this charge,
however, they sturdily denied, asserting that their man-
ner of asking for information was good enough for those
to whom they addressed themselves. Unable to con-
vince them Ly words of the truth of my suspicions, I

~proposed to them the following simple and conclusive
experiment. Lot us take together a walk of two or three
hours in some of the public streets of the city. You
shall yourselves designate to me the persons to whom I
shall propose questions, and the subjects also to which
the questions shall relate ; and the only restriction im-
posed is, that no question shall be proposed to any one
who shall appear to be greatly hurried, agitated, dis-
tredsed, or in any other way deeply pre-occupied in
mind or body, and no one shall speak to the person
questioned but myself. My proposition being accepted,
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out we sallied, and to W(.)I‘k we went ; and I continued
my experiment until my yoyng friduds surrendered at
diseretion, fraukly acknowledging that my opinion was
right, and tlfeirs, of course, wrong ; and that, in our
passage throogh life, courtesy of address and deportment
may be matle both a pleasan® and powerful means to
Aattain our euds and gratify our wishes. I put questiqns-
to more than twenty persons of every rank, from the
high-bred gentleman {o the servant in livery, and re-
ceived, inecath instance, a courlcous and, in most in-
stances, a satifactory reply. If the information asked
for was not imparted, the individual addressed gave
an agsurance of his regret at being unable to com-
municate it. What sectned most to surprise my
friends was, that the individual accosted by me almost
uniformly imitated my own manner. If I uncovergsf
as I usually did in speaking to a gentleman, or gveﬁ to
a man of ordinary appearance and brecding, he did the
same in his reply ; aud when I touched my hat to a
liveried coachman or waiting-man, his hat was immedi-
ately under his arm. 8o much may be done, and such
advantages gained, by simply avoiding coarseness and
vulgurity, and being well-bred and agreeable. Nor can
the case be otherwise. For the foundation of good-
breeding is good nature and good sense, two of the most
useful and indispensable attributes of a well-constituted
mind. Let it not be forgotten, however, that good-
breeding is mot to be regarded as identical with polite.
ness ; a mistake which is too frequently, if not generally,
committel. A person may be exceedingly polite with- ¢
out the much higher und more valuable accomplishment
of good-breeding.  Autobiography of DR CALDWELL,"
Phijadclphia, 1856.
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CONCENTRATION AND METHOD.

g0 U must elect your work ; you shall take what
-.,‘h g4 your brains can, and drop all the rest. Only
" 80 can that amount of vital force accumulate
which can make the step from knowing to doing. No
matter how much faculty of idle seeing a man has, the
step from knowing to doing is rarely taken. 'Tis a step

out of a chalk circle of imbecility into fruitfulness.

EMERSON.

METHOD means primarily 2 way or path of transit.
From this we are to understand that the first, idea of
method is a progressive transition from one step to an-
otherin any course. If in theright course, it will be the
true method ; if in the.wrong, we cannot hope to pro-
gress. 8. T. COLERIDGE.

THE absence of method, which characterisps the un-
educated, is occasioned by a habitual submission of the
vinderstanding to mere events and images as such, and
independent of any power in the mind to classify or
appropriate them. The general accompaniments of time
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and place are the only felations which persons of this
class appear to regard in their stalements. As this con-
stitutes thetr leadingseature,%he contrary excellence, as
distinguishing thelaill-educuted man, must be referred
to the vontrary habit. Method, therefore, becomes
natural to the mind which ha® been accustomed 1p con-
temnplate not things only, or for their own sake algne,
*but chiefly the relations of things, eithier their relations
to each other, or to the state and apprchension of the
hearcrs. Tosenumerate and analyse these relatious,
with the conditions under which alone they are discover-
able, is to teach the science of method. 1bid.

Acrn my life long

I have Leheld with most respect the man
‘Who knew himself and knew the ways before him,
And from amongst them chose considergtely,
With a clear foresight, not a blindfold courage,
And having chosen with a steadfast mind
Pursued his purposes.

ParLir VAN ARTEVELDE.

OxFE great use of philosophy is to give us an extensive
command of particular truths, by furnishing us with
general prineiples, wunder which a number of such truths
can beecomprehended. A person in whose mind casual
agsociutions of time and place make a lasting impression,
has not the same inducements to philosophise, with
otbers who comnect things tayether, chiefly by the re-
lations of cause and effect, or of premises and conclusion,
1 have heard it observed that those mer who have risen,
to the greatest eminence in the profession of law, have
heen in gencral such, as had, at first, an aversion to #he
study. 'The reason probably is that, to a mind fond of
principles, every study must be at first disgusting, which

T F
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presents to it a chaos of fact§ apparently nnconnected
with vach other. Bui thisjove of arrangement, if united
with persevering industr§, will, #tglast, conquer every
difficulty ; will introduce order i% what seered, on-a
superficial view, a mass of confusion, and reducé the dry
and uwainteresting detail « b positive statutes into a systemn
- comparatively luminous and beautiful,
SrEWART'S Philosophy of the Human Mind.

‘WE have all to keep ahead if we can, aad in order to
do so we must economise our means, But it is one of
the first rules of economy not to do two things, nor have
two things to do, when one will do. The shabby, un-
successful, and blundering—that is, the people who
make the mob of life—are gencrally so because they

ill not concentrate their powers, their thoughts, their
expenditure,“on one object, one work, one line of life,
one re¥idence, one circle of friends, or whatever is within
their reach, measure, and compass.

Times, December 11, 1863,

“ ENLARGE not thy destiny,” said the oracle; «en-
deavour not to do more than is given thee in charge.”
The one prudence in life is concentration ; the one evil
is dissipation ; and it makes no difference whether our
dissipations are coarse or fine,—property and its cares,
friends, and a social habit, or politics, or music, or
feasting. Everything is good which takes away one
plaything and delusion more, and drives us home to
add one stroke of faithful work. Friends, books, pic-
tures, lower duties, talents, flatteries, hopes,—all are
digtractions which cause oscillations in our giddy bal-
loon, and make a good poise and & straight course
impossible. - ‘EMerson.
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To concentrate your powm‘;)n any.given object—to go
direetly to the point, looking#neither to the right nor to
the left, and resolu}ely determining to succeed—is to
sécure specess. I qnoe you begin to sprawl, you are
lost. I learned thid lesson vgry early in life, on the
Lox of the North DevRn coach, receiving the rudi'mentg
of my education asa Jebw, It was night. I drove ffdm
Andover to Blackwater ; and three elderly insides were
ignorant of the danger to which they were exposed.
“Keep thém well together. Don’t let them spraw),”
was all the advice I received from my instructor. The
lesson wus worth remembering on the great turnpike of
life. T do not mean by this that we are to reject col-
lateral aids. On the other hand, I would suffer all
tributary streams to flow freely into the great main,
channel of our action. You may drive aedozen horses
in the same chariot, if you can only keep them well
together, You must converge to a centre, not diverge
from it. If I were to give way to the allurements of
biographical illustration, I should soon fill a volune,
instead of only a few pages; but here are a few lines
from Plutarch, which I quote rather in the way of
caution than of example: “ There was in the whole city
but ong street in which Pericles was ever reen, the
street which led to the market place and to the council
house. He declined all invitations 1o banquets, and all
gay assemblies and company. Puring the whole period
of his administration he never dined at the table of a
friend.” Emerson cites this with commendation in one
of his lectures. But I cannot help thinking that it isa '
mistake. You should never forget the market place ngr
the council houge. But you may expediently dine at
the table of 4 friend, or invite,a friend to dine at your
table, in the interests of the market place or 311@ councll
[
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house. Self-help ig. doubtlsss, a great thing, but mutual
help is not to be despis 1. We may often make a
greater stride on to success by din{ng at the table of a
friend,” than by staying at home td post up a ledger, or
- to wade through a volumg of stahh/‘ius. Successful men,
.we may be sure, have not coniuu;;‘ themselves to direct
action, or looked only to imMmediate results, More
failures are consummated by want of faith and want of
patience than by anythmg clse in the world. We can-
not grow rich by sowing mustard- seeds oh a damp
flannel, though they begin to sprout before our eyes.
Concentration is not isnlation or self-absorption. “Stick
to your business, and your business will stick to you;”
an excellent doctrine, doubtless; but what if T stick to
y business more closely by smoking a cigar in my

back parlour, than by serving customers in my front
shop ¢ What if I put aside some important work,
claiming attention, to dress for dinner, and to convey
myself to the table of an influential friend, on the
chance of gaining more by going out than by staying at
home? When I was a very young man, I wrote essays
in illustration of what I then believed to be the folly ot
such a course. But us [ grow old, everv year convinces
me more and more that social 1atercourse, of the right
kind, is a material aid to success. Often the gain is
palpable to you at once, and you count. your advantage
as you take off your dreas-coat. Dut if not, it will find
you out after many days: you have sown and in due
season you will reap. If you do mothing more than
assert your individuality—wmake yowrself a living
presence among men, instead of a myth, a nominis
#mbra—you may be sure that you have done some-
thing. Am I more or less likely to read your book, or
to buy your picture, or to say.a good word for you, if I
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have a chancé, to some m;rll in agthority, for sitting
next you at our friend Robison’s, and thinking you a
pleasant fcllow ? 1% all stages of your journey it will
be the same. ] Cornhill Mayazine, 1860.

I uave such strony faith 118 the power that attends a
habit of confining théattention to the present moment,
*that I should be disposéd to make it the ground-work
of every system of education. Have a work for every
moment, gndeniind the moment’s work. Surely, if some
such principle us this were at the root of our teachings,
it must be greatly helpful in delivering the mind from
that visionary state of thinking whercin it is always
making images, and building castles in the air, and
being suflered to stray and run about as it likes, is sure
to be taken captive by a troop of idle fancies that devour
its noble capabilities, and reduce it fo a dry and
withered condition, in which it necessarily Becomes
brittle, and soon irritated, soon decomposed, and the
victim of futile impaticnce with everything and every-

body, oftentimes it does not know why.

Eemaniscences of Thought and Feeling.

ANOTHER great aid to the establishment of internal
peace, is a strong and steady habit of resisting impulse ;
and it is one which will necessarily grow out of that
other good one of minding the present moment’s busi-
ness, and having a business tg mind. Impulsive people
are almost always idle and vacant-minded; and it is
curious to observe how instantancously many of the
working classes become impulsive when the necessity
for lubour is removed. There is more drunkenness and
mischief on a Saturday night and Sunday than on amy
other days of the week, in the lower orders of society,
just because, having nothing to do, and no mental for



86 CONCENTRATION 4¥D METHOD.

moral culture to shpw thempthe danger of impulse, and
point them to the duty of fhsisting it, they yield to that
natural hunger for agreeable sensafion which, though
exercised upon different ol 'jccts,'z;s the ‘same in its
nature, whether in princg or peasaytt ; and which mani-
fests itscll from the cradle to the Arave, in hasty jumps
and-jerks of fancy, to get, or 160 something, which it,
is a thousand chances to one will produce us more or
less of mischief and misery when it is gone or done.
© Ibid.

Do instantly whatever is to be done ; take the hours
of reflection or recreation after husiness, and never
before it. When a regiment is under march, the rear
is often thrown into confusion, because the front do not

‘move steadily and without interruption. It is the same
thing with business. 1f that which isfirst in hand is
not instantly, steadily, and regularly desmutched, other
things accurnulate behind, till affairs begin to press all
at once, and no human brain can stapd the counfusion ;
pray, mind this—it is one of your few weak points—a
habit of the mind it is which i very apt to beset men
of intellect and talent, especially when their time is not
regularly filled up, but left at their own arrangement,
But it is like the ivy round the oak, and cnds by
limiting, if it does not destroy, the power of manly and
necessary exertion. 1 must love a man so well to whom
I offer such a word of advice, that 1 will not apologise
for it, but expect to hear you are becore as regular
as a Dutch clock—hours, quarters, minutes—ull marked
and appropriated. S1r WaLTER SCOTT.

H

ONE signal advantage possessed by a mind of this
character ig, that its possiong are not wasted. The
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whole measurt of passion §f which any one with im-
portant transactions before Nim is capable, is not more
than enough to Supply intcrest and cnergy for the
fequirel prictical cexertions ; thercfore, as little as
possible of this cosyly flame ghould be expended in a
way that does not Spgment the force of actioms But
nothing can contributé e be more destructive to vigeer
of action, than protracted anxious fluctuution, through
resolutions adopted, rejected, resumed, suspended ;
while yet ndthing causes a greater expense of feeling ;
the heart is fretted and exhausted by being subjected
to an alternafion of contrary excitements, with the
ultimate mortifying consciousness of their contributing
to no end. The loug-wavering deliberation whether to
perform some bold action of difficult virtue, has often
cost more to {eeling than the action itself, or a series of
such activns, would have cost ; with the greaf disad-
vantage, top; of not being n,hew,d by any of*the in-
vigoration which the man in action finds in the activity
itﬂelf—tlmt spint ereated to renovate the energy which
the action is expending. When the passions are not
consumed among dubious musings and aburtive resolu-
tions, their utmost value can be secured by throwing
all their animating force into effective operation. «
Fosrr on Decision of Character.

MosT men have, in the very traditions and tules of
the professions by which .they earn their bread, a
discipline ready made for them. The lawyer, the
physician, the clergyman, the merchant, the engineery
and artisans of the different crafts, all move or less have
been admitted into their respective walks of life thr8ygh
an established course of training, and bave the manner
of their daily activity snarked out for them by insgitu-
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tion, custom, rules of tra ‘e and penaltics. Life to
them, or, at least, the proféssional part of their life, is,
to a considerable extent, governed by routine. 1t is
very different with the man of lettgrs. The most law-
less being on earth, the geing leagt regulated by any

" authority out of himself, is the Miterary man. What

is tulled Bohemianism in the liferary world is only an-

extreme instance of a phenomenon belonging to litera-
ture as such. All literature is, in a sense, thou;_,h not
in the same sense, a vast Bolxemldmsm. 1t is the per-
meetion of ordinary socicty by a tribe of wild-eyed
stragglers from the Fur East, who are held in check in
general mottcrs by the laws of society, and many of
whom, in those portions of their lives that do not
appertain to the peculiar tribe-business, may he
eminently resnectable, and even men of rank and
magistiacy, but who, in what does appertain to the
peculiar tribe business, work absolutely in secret, and
are free from all allegiance except to themselves, and
perhaps also in some small decree, to one another,  For
what is the peculiar tribe-business 7 1t is thinking and
the expression of thought, This is the most general
definition that can e given of literature. Obviounsly,
such a mode of aclivity is so eriensive, admits of so
many varieties, that to call it a iribe-business at all,
except by way of passing metaphor, would be absurd.
On the crowded platform: of literature there are scores
of tribes inextricably intermixed, as well as stray
individuals who, like Hurry Gow, acknowledge no
wribeship. We hear, indeed, of the brotherhood of
litepature, of organisations of literature, and the like;
bw', except for certain benevolent practical purposes,
these phrases, so fur as they are descriptions vf fuct, are
meaningless.. There may one day be a brotherhood of
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literature as tfere may be. brothgrhood of mankind,
and an organisatiop of liter*ture as there may be an
organisation of human labour ; but, for the present,
almost as well talk of a brotherhood of men who wear
wigs, or an organisation of men who agree in having
turquoise rings on their fourth fingers, as of a brother-
hood or orgammtion of men of letters. What affinit¥,
what connexion is established between two persons by
the mere fact that both make the expression of thought
of some Kird or other their business—i.e., that both
wield the pen and can construet written sentences?
Surely you have first to ask what the thought is, what
kind of man is at the back of the peu, what the
gentences contain ; and after being amused, for example,
by the writings of the late Mr Albert Smith, you
wonld not insist on his relationship to MreJohn Stuart
Mill ; mor, fresh from the perusal of the Newgate
Calendar, would you speak of the compiler as the late
Mr Wordsworth’s spiritual brother. Yét, despite this
visible resolution of what is called the literary or in-
tellectual class into as many sorts of men as there are
sorts of men who do not write, there is this class-peculi-
arity common to them all, that, in the exercise of their
cratt, ynless they bring impediments into it from with-
out, they are more than any other set of men their own
mastels.  Some conditions and restrictions there, indeed,
are even in this Ishmaelitish business of thinking and
expressing thought. In this country most of these are
swumed up in the one wholesome dufficulty of finding a
publisher. Where the circumstances of a writer obviate *
this dlﬁxcu]ty, there is still a certain vague agency, of
restriction in the laws of blasphemy, sedition, and libey.
A closer, mtore forcible, and, more constant kind of
regulation arises fromi tke fear of that form of public
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opinion which congists in fme criticism by the wrifing-
class itself of each other’stproductions. But these and
other forms of regulation from without allowed for, it
remains true that the man of letters, or the K man of
intellectual pursuits, is peft, more than any other, in
the etercise of his special business, to the free drift of
i’ own powers and tendencies, without any discipline
save such as he may make for himself.
Proressor MAssoN,
on Genius and Discipline in Literature.

It is an extraordinary gift of nature and training,
when a man is like Follett, who, afier getting the facts
of an involved and intricate case into his mind only at
one or two o'clock in the morning, could appear in
Court at ninewa.d., and there proceed Lo state the case and
all hiw reasonings upon it, with the very perfection of
logical method, every thought in its proper place, and
all this at the rate of rapid extempore speaking. The
difference between the rate of writing and that of speak-
ing, with most men, makes the differcnce between produce-
ing good material and bad. A great many minds can turn
off a fair manufacture at the rate of wriling, which,
when overdriven to keep pace with speaking, wi]l bring
forth very poor stuff indeed. Aund besides this, most
people cannot grasp a large subject in all its extent and
its bearings, and get thejr thoughts upon it marshalled
and sorted, unless they have at least two or three days
to do so. At first all is confusion and indefinitencss,
but gradually things settle into order. Hardly any
mind, by any effort, can get them into order quickly.
I at all, it is by a tremendous exertion ; whereas the
mind has a cvrious pgwer, without any perceptible
effort, of arranging in order thoughts upon any subject,
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if You give ittime. WhQ that hgs ever written his
ideas on some involved poiht butl'lmows this? You
begin by getting up“information on the suhject about
which you aTre to write. You throw into the mind,
as it were, a great heap of qude, unordered material
From this book and that book, from this review and
\that newspaper, you collect the observations of wln
who have regarded your suhject from quite different
points of view, and for quite different purposes; you
throw intd the mind cartload after cartload of facts and
opiniong, with a despairing wonder how you will ever
be able to get that huge, contradictory, vaguce mass into
anything like shape und order. And if, the minute
you had all your matter accumulated, you were called
on to state what you knew or thought upon the subject,
you could not do so for your life in ang satisfactory
manner. You would not know where to begin, or how
to go on ; it would he all confusion and bewilderment.
Well, do not make the slightest effort. What is im-
possible now will be quite casy by and by. The peas,
which cost a sovereign a pint at Christmas, are quite
chieap in their proper season. Go about other things
for three or four days, and at the end of that time you
will be aware that the machinery of your inind, vol-
untarily and almost unconsciously playing, has sorted
and arranged that mass of matter which you threw into
it. 'Where all was confusion gnd uncertainty, all is now
order and clearness ; and you see exactly where to hegin,
and what to say next, and where and how to leave off,
Fraser’s Magazine,

THE great secret of studying without injury to the
brain is to muke sure of every siep as we go forward,
so that we may never éde compelled to make these
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violent efforts aftepwards éo which stuaents who have
not been well grounded are constantly lisble. I know
a “coach” whose specialty it was 1 pass plucked under-
graduates for their degree, and he always succeceded by
a simple method which did their braing no harm. 1e
began their classical education over again with the
Ttcin Accidence, and quietly making sure of every step
(which other tutors had taken for granted) led his young
pupils to the wished-for goal. The first hint which
nature gives us that we are doing too much takes the
shape of nervousness, 1f this increases, we are certainly
either doing too much, or doing it at wrong hours, or in
a wrong way, and some new regimen must be adopted,
and strictly adbered to. Two literary men had over-
worked themselves, and became nervous ; one of them
stopped at onge, and adopted the rule of never writing
after Janch, which- he still faithfully adheres to; the
other went on in his old way, aud died in two years
from seftening of the brain, G'lobe, 1869.

Truk stndy is an eminently leisurely process, the
great condition of suceess in it being deliberation, and
though it always sufficiently interests the student to
keep his faculties lively, it seldom excites him to any
dangerous degree. Hence I believe that genuine study
is much less injurious to health than is often supy osed
—certainly much less injuions than many things which
are scarcely reputed injurious at all.  The processes of
genuine and well-directed study positively save the
brain Dy their rational and orderly sequence, by the
gafe advance from step to step.  Study of this kind is
1'ke a well-built. staircase by which you can climb to a
great height with a minimum of fatigue, aever lifting
the body more than a few inches at a time. But as
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thede might befsuch a thindlas racing up a staircase, 8o
when we study against tim& there®is a strain in the
mere speed, however good may be the systemn that we
are following. There may also be a strain on the
faculties in the direction of them towards a kind of
study which is not adapted to our natural gifts. .If we
learn what nature qualified us to learn, and learg.t

“step by step, without hurry, we incur a minimum of
ccrebral fatigue, and gain a maximum of acquirement.
Study of+ this kind gently stimulates, and doces not
fatigue, unless prolonged for an unreasonable lenyth of
timme. It is positively favourable to health, because it
is favourable to cheerfulness ; it makes life pleasanter
and more interesting, and so far from being injurious to
the nervous system, gives it tone and vigour, exactly as
manly excreises give tone and vigour to the muscular
system. There can be no doubt that men were intended
to bear intellectual labour without injury to their Bealth ;
we are constituted to think and learn, as a fish is con-
stituted to swim or a bird to fly. But & man may bear
this healthy kind of mental toil very easily, or may even
derive real bencefit from it, and yet be quite unable to
bear either hurry or cram. A distinguished writer, who
has gone through more intellectual labour of a steady
kind than most of Lis contemporaries, tried during two
or three years the experiment of writing a pawphlet on
the picture exlibitions, but was obliged to give it up,
becanse, to be of any use, the pamphlet had to be issued
within a few days of the opening, and covld not be written
or thought out at leisure, consequently the cffort proved.
injurious to health, Ihid.

“WuEN I want to write anything perticularly well,”
said Paley—“to do bptter than ordinary—I order a
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post-chaise and go to Lojgtown ; it i¥ the first stage .
from Carlisle towards thefnortl ; there is a comfortuble
quiet inn there. I ask for a roow’ to myself : there 1
am safe from the bustle and trouble of a family ; and
there I remain as long ag T like, or till T finish what I
am ahout. Best’s Literary Memorials, 1829.
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STATESMANSHIP.

JHERE is something in the making and ruling a
Commonwealth, which (though there be great
divines, great lawyers, and great men in all

professions) seems to be peculiar only to the genius
of a gentleman. HaRRINGTON'S Oceana, 15569,

THE proper leaders of the people are the gentlemen
of England. If they are not the leaders of the people,
T do not see why there should be gentlemen,

MR DisrArLI, June 20, 1848.

HEREDITARY TENDENCIES.

“Iris o great Llessing,” says Pascal, “to be born a
man of quality, since it brings one man as far forward
at eighteen or twenty as anoth®r man would be at fifty,
which ig a clear gain of thirty years” These thirty
years are commonly wanting to the ambitious characters
of Democracies. The principle of equality, which allows
every man to arrive at everything, prevents all ifen
from rapid advancement. Dz Tocqueviiie's °

Democracy in America, 1841.
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PorrticaL EoNNEXTIONS AND INFLUENCE.

Ix associating with able men, we'are to bear in mind
that every man of that kind may probably indicate a
vein of the material lyin: in the line of his connexions,
Blood relationship, we know, is but an uncertain index ;
y.*, it offers a sufficient probubility of congenial talents
to invite inquiry from the statesman who is duly eager
in his search. And the chosen friends and companions
of an able man are still more likely thai. his born
relatives to be endowed with similar gifts.

The Statesman, by HENRY TAYLOR,

HEREDITARY TALENT FOR STATESMANSHIP.

Tak recurrence of the same names in high office
during more than one generation furnishes a curious
commentary on the careless and mistaken common-
places that talent is not hereditary, or that it is ordi-
narily traced through the mother. In a competition
open 1o all the nobility and gentry of England, the
highest prize was won in succession by three or four
sons of fathers who had held the same position. The
principal ministers and parliamentary leaders between
the death of Pelham and the American war, were Pitt,
Fox, and Grenville ; the principal ministers and parlia-
mentary leaders between the Amevican war and the
Regency were again Pitt, Fox, and Grenville. The ablest
politician among the king's friends, the fivst political
economist among the official statesmen of his time, was
Mr Jenkinson, who raised Limsclf from an obscure
position through the lower ranks of the peerage, to an
earldom. * His son, the second Earl of Liverpool, held
the office of Prime Minister longer than any statesman
of modern times, Lord Hardwick’s son died Lord
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.Chantcllor. Charles Townsind, whe was regarded as
only second to Chatham in eloquence, and to Grenville
in administeative ability, was the son of the minister
wlio had been famous uuder George 1. as the friend and
rival of Wapole. The instarkes of Grey, of Stanley,
of Wilberforce, and of Canning, in latter times,'may
qorthaps be attributed by sceptics to the accidentd of
Jinterest and opportunity ; but, in the earlier list of
examples, the superiority of the second generation was
as personal and as well deserved as the triumphs of
their fathers. Lord Holland, at the time when Fox
first astonished the House of Commons, was an elderly
invalid, of damaged character, detested by the King,
,and, as he said himself, the most unpopular man in the
country. Neither Lord Chatham nor Mr Grenville
lived to see their sons in pulblic life ; and the names
which they bequeathed to their families only rawe the
opportunity for a trial, without offering any assurance
of success. In after years, it would have heen absurd
to cxplain by family connexion the unrivalled excel-
Ience of Pitt and of Fox, or even the matured wisdom
and authority of Lord Grenville. It might as reason-
ably Le contended that the wit and genius of Horace
Walpole were the product of a job of Sir Robert’s.
G. S. VENABLES.

AMERICAN STATESNEN IN 1831,

AL are pretty well agreed that, in the early days of
the Republic, the statesmen and members of Congress
were much more distinguished men than they now are.
They nearly all belonged to the class of country-genthe-
men, a race which diminishes every day. The country®
no longer seltcts so well. It qhooses in general those
who flatter its passions anfl descend, to its level. Thik

G
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effect of democracy, joinell to the extréme instability,
the entire absence of coherence or jy.rmunence, that one
sees here, convinces nmie every day more and more that
the hest government is not that in which all have a
share, but that which i5 directed by the class of the
highest moral principle and intellectual cultivation.

* M, pr TocqurVvILLE fo Af. de Kergorlay, 1831,

AMERICAN STATESMEN IN 1860.

THERE is very much in the material of which legis-
lators, in this country, are made, that tends to incon-
siderate and ill-advised action. In England there is
what is called a political cducation. There is a pro-
fession of statesmanship. Not a few devote their lives
to the attainment of a knowledge of national history ;
not mercly of the biographics of eminent men, which
fill se- Jarge a place in all written history, but of the
whole course of executive and legislative proceeding.
To them political economy is not a sealed volume.
They illuminate themselves with the lights of past ex-
perience. They observe the growth of legal principles,
and mark the effeet upon society of each new develop-
ment. Nor are ihey ignorant of the existing state of
the law, of ity defects, and of the mischiefs, 3 any,
which need a remedy. Knowing alike the law and
the facts which require a legal intcrposition, they are
not insensible to the decangerent which even & slight
alteration may cause in a great systemn of rtules for
municipal conduct, and they are able to foresee it.
Such men are cautious. When they enter Parliament,
ifathey bring with them integrity, they bring safety.
We have no such class of men in this country. Here
men are born legislators ~ While there is' a general ap-
preciation of the valye and the necessity of a preparatory
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. education for a°theologian, for a mgdical practitioner,
for one whose provipce it is to administer the laws, or
even for an artist, its importance to the lawgiver is
not practically felt. Yet, in his relation to the welfare
of society, lie is behind no ong unless it be the teacher
of religion. The New Englunder, February 1860,

AMERICAN AND ENGLISH EDUCATION.

Tre Congress of to-day is not equal in average ability
to that of° 1850. It is mot, and never was, and never
will De, as long as education in America remains at its
present level, equal in political ability and gentlemanly
breeding to the British Parliament. The public men
of Great Britain are educated men; men who carry into
the mational councils the deep thought and critical
acumen of historians, and the imaginatiorn: and fervour
of poets. No assembly in the world can show se long
and brilliant a list of names distingnished in every
department of lettors as the Parliament of Great Britain.
That country may thank her Universities for this glory.
Oxford and Cambridge have been strong bulwarks of
English liberties ; not but that they have sometimes ob-
sequiously truckled to royal despotism, but in that they
have hgen during the greater purt of their history living
intellectual organisms, which for the past cight centuries
have infused their own life into England’s young geuer-
ations. BROWNSON'S Amerécan Quarterly Review,

July 1860.

How ENGLISH STATESMEN ARE EDUCATED.

THE logical English train a scholar as they train en
engineer. Oxford is a Greek factory, as Wilton mills
weave carpet, and Sheffield grinds steel. They know
the use of a tutor as they*know the use of a-horse, ard

- L )
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they draw the grestest amount of benefit out of Doth.
The reading-men are kept, by hard walking, hard riding,
and measured eating and drinking, at the top of their
condition, and two days before the examinatign, do no
work, but lounge, ride, o2 run, to be fresh on the college
doomsday. . . .

The number of students and of residents, the dignity
of the authorities, the value of the foundations, the
history and the architecture, the known sympathy of
entire Dritain in what is done there, justity a dedication
to study in the undergraduate, such as cannot easily be
in America, where his college is half suspected by the
freshman to be insignificant in the scale beside trade
and politics. Oxford is a little aristocracy in itsclf,
numerous and dignified enough to rank with other
estates in th: realmn, and where fame and secular pro-
motiaa are to be had for study, and in a direction
which has the unanimous respect of all cultivated
nations. . . .

I looked over the examination-papers of the year
1848 for the various scholarships and {cllowships—the
Lusby, the Hertford, the Dean-Ireland, and the Uni-
versity (copies of which werc kindly given me by a
Greek professor), containing the tasks which many
competitors had victoriously performed ; and I believed
they would prove tvo severe tests for fhe candidates
for a Bachelor’s degree.in Yale or Harvard ; and, in
general, here was proof of a more searching study in
the appointed directions, and the knowledge pretended
to be conveyed was conveyed. Oxford sends out yearly
twenty or thirty very able men, and three or four
wiundred well-educated men.

The diet and rough exercise secure a certain amount
of old Norse power. A fop will fight, and, in exigent
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L]
circvgnstances, .will play the man]ﬁ part. In seeing
these youths, I believed I saw already an advantage in
vigour and colour“amd general habit over their con-
temporaries in the American colleges. No doubt much
of the pdwer and brilliancy of the reading-men is merely
constitutional or hygienic. With a hardier habiy and
resolute gymnastics, with five miles more walking or five
vamces less cating, or with a saddle and gallop of twenty
milds a day, with skating and rowing matches, the
Americanewould arrive at as robust exegesis, and cheery
and hilarions tone, I should readily concede these ad-
vantages, which it would be easy to acquire, if I did not
tind also that they read better than we, and write better.

English wealth falling on their school and university
lraining makes a systematic reading of the best authors
and to the cnd of a knowledge how the things whercof
they treat really stand ; whilst pamphletecr or journalist
reading for an argument for a party, or reading to%rite,
or, at all events, for some by-end imposed on them,
must read meanly and fragmentarily. Charles I, said
that he understood English law as well as a gentleman
ought to nnderstand it,

Then they have access to books ; the rich libraries
collected at every one of many thousands of houses,
3ive 4l advantage not 1o be attained by a youth in this
sountry, when onc thinks how much more and better
may be learfd by a scholay, who, immediatcly on
hearing of awxhook, can consulf it, than by oue who is
n the quest for years, and reads inferior books because
1¢ cannot find the best.

Again, the great number of cultivated men keep each
sther up to a high standard. The habit of moetx.i:,g
well-read and knowing men teaches the art of omission
wd selection. Exunsond English Trasts, 1849.
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A Goon ScHooL FOR STATESHMEN.

Or the two men who have in ¢né times evinced (so
far as I can pretend to judge) the most powerful facul-
ties of statesmanship, the one was a sailor, the other a
soldier of the Indian Army,—Vice-Admiral Lord Col-
llqgwood and Major-General Sir Thomas Munro, Both
were men who passed a large portion of their livey i~
what may be called solitude and seclusion, because it
waa separation from persons of their owr rage or class.
They rarely mixed with any persons but those over
whom they exercised an absolute authority, and with
whom they transacted business. They lived aloof from
the excitements of socicty and of daily political con-
tention, and from the provocations to petty ambition
and vanity. They were eminently meditative states-
men. Whether their oratorical would have heen equal
to thdir other powers, they had no opporiunily of show-
ing ; Lut if the opportunity had occurred, and if the
wisdom which they possessed could have been culti-
vated in combination with other modes of life, and with
the talents mnecessary for the conduct of affuirs in a
deliberative assembly and in o cabinet, they, or at least
one of them (Sir Thomas Munre), would probably have
attained {o a more steadily commanding station aizongst
European politicians than any of their contemporary
countrymen have rcached, or reaching, lmve long con-
tinued to occupy. ‘
The Statesman, by HuxEy Tavron,

MERCANTILE TRAINING.

‘“Wire regard to mercantile training as conducive to
amtesmanshlp it should hardly, I think, be much
esfeemed, except in e colntry where special education
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to politics being unhapplly unknown, an education in
business of any kind may De consiflered an advanmge
It is often supposed,that a person brought up in com-
nuerce will have some peculiar qualiﬁcations for dis-
charging the office of minister for affairs of trade, He
may perhaps inspire more confidence in mercantile
people, and in so far his previous connexion with com-
werce may be an advantage to himsclf, and (if he B¢ an
efficient minister) to thc public. But this confidence
should npt in rcason result from that connexion. The
knowledge and ifaculties required for megotiating and
legislating on commercial subjects, have in truth hardly
anything in common with those required for conducting
a particular commercial business. There is a good deal
of error current upon this head. When any law is
projected for ihe regulation of commerce, some set of
merchants will commonly take alann ; athd if they are
assured that the law will not hurt them, they will ask
—-are they not likely to know their own business hest ?
What should be the answer of a statesman 7—* Surely,
gentlemen, each of us kuows his own business best ; and
your business is to trade, and mine is to legislate.”

1bid.

e Davs oF DILETTANTE POLITICIANS ARE GONE.

It is cxpected of almost every young man that he
ghould embark in some career, if not professional, then
political ; and a pohtlca,l cax’t_er even to those who do
not hold office, is a much more sericus thing than it
used to he. The days of dilettante politicians are well-,
nigh past. A member of Parliament can no longer
subsist upon a stock of great principles and an occagtonal
fine speech. Public business consists now of &y
detail in enormous masges ; ind he who is called gpon
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to deal with it is constrnined to take upon himself
some moderate shave at least of the infinite drudgery
by which the masses are broken down. This is a
wholesome element in the lives of our aristocratic
youth; and if they shall aspire to a prominent position
in political life, they must undergo an amount of labour
in itsélf enough to entitle to respect the man who, not
beilfy in want of bread, shall submit to it from go-
impulse of no unworthy smbition.
TayLOR’s Notes from Books.

PARLIAMENTARY TRAINING,

IT was a remark of the late Mr Wilberforce, that men
seldom succeeded in the House of Commons who hud
not entered it before thirty ycars of age. In order to
apprehend the humours of so mixed a body, and to be
in some sort of harmony with it, the quick impressibility
of youth is required, and its powers of ready adaptation.
It is by partly yielding to such humours that a states-
man partly also governs them; and he who has not
been trained to the requisite pliancy will hardly possess
himself of the plastic faculty which is its counterpart.
If a man have the property of thus conforminyg himself
without having been trained to it in youth, it will
generally be found to be in him rather an infimaity
than a power, for when a man has it Ly nature, and not
by a guiding force put upon nature, it will be commonly
accompanied by some watt of constancy of mind and
tenacity of purpose.

The Statesman, by IIENRY TAYLOR.

.

".FHE RigHET TEMPERAMENT FOR A STATESMAN.

< HAVE a theory that the temperament and habits of
mind of individuul statesxien huve a good deal to do
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with governmgnt. I do not yet believe that we are all
compounded into some great machine, of which you can
exactly calculate thaq results.

. Ellesmere. What is your pet i{emperament for a
statesman 1

Milverton. That is a large question. One thing I
should De inclined to say with respect to his habitg of
mind—He should doubt to the last, and then act like a
maun who has never doubted.

LEllesmere. Lleverly put, but untrue, after the fashion
of you maxim-mongers. e should not act like a mon
who has never doubted, but like a man who was not in
the Labit of acting till he had received sufficient in-
formation. He should not convey to you the idea of a
man who was given to doubt, or not to doubt ; but of
one who could wait fall he had inquired. |

Milverton. Your criticism is just. Well, then, another
thing which occurs to me respecting his habits of® mind
is, that he should be one of those people who are not
given to any system, and yet who have an exceeding
love of improvement, and disposition to regulate.

Hillesmere. That is good. 1 distrust systems. T find
that men talk of principles, and mean, when you come
to 'nquire, rules connected with certain systems.

M¥verton. This cenables me to bring my notions of
government interfercnce to a point. It should be a
principle in a statesman’s mind that he should not
interfere 50 as to deaden privite action ; at the same
time he should be profoundly anxious that right and
good should be done, and consequently not fear to
undertake responsibility. He should not be entrapped,
mentally, into any system of policy which held him'tq
interfere, or not to interfere there ; but he should be
inclined to look at each cgse orf its own merits. Thisds
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very hard work. §ystems save trouble—the trouble of
thinking. ARTHUR HELDS.

THEE AMBITION OF AN HHONEST STATESMAXR.

Aryost from my first enirance upon the étudy of
law, I considered politics as an ultimate ohject, and a
cofifurrent occupation. Political adventure is a game
which I am disqualified from playing by many circufic
stances of my character, and which 1 am resolved to
decline. But some share in public busihess, acquired
by reputation, and supported on an independent foot-
ing, is a fair object, and almost the ouly reward that
stimulates me for the law. ... Therc is a low pru-
dence in rearing the fubric of one’s fortunes, which
fixes the ambition (if it may he called by so proud a
name) on theactual possession of places and emolument ;
and there are some living instances which prove this to
be quite a sure game, provided there are never any
compunctions visitings of principle or personal regard.
There is a more virtuous discretion, which limits a
man’s scheraes of exertion to his professional sphere,
and to the honest accumulation of large profits and
sruall praises, such as the English bar seems almost
infallibly to bestow on diligent abilities. But these is
a more elevated prudence which doea not stop at afflu-
ence in its prospect, but ventures to include the chances
of lasting service to munkind, and of a good name
impressed upon the history of the times.

Francis HorNER.
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POCOCURANTEISM, CYNICISM,
SCEPTICISM.

WL admirars is the motto which men of the world
always affect. They think it vulgar t yonder,
or be enthusiastic. They have so much cors

ruption, and so much charlatanism, that they think the
credit of all high qualities must be delusive.
SirR EcERTON BRYDGES.

1 suprost that pococuranteism (excuse the word) is
mych the order of the day among young men. I observe
symptoms of it here [at Rugby], and am always dread-
ing its ascendancy, though we have some who struggle
nobly against it. I believe that “ Nil admirars,” in this
sense, is the devil’'s favourite text, and he could not
choose a better to introduce his pupils into the more
esoleric parts of his doctrine. And therefore I havee
always looked upon a man infected with this disorder
of anti-romance as on one who has lost the ﬁneato'part
of his nature, and his best protection against everything
low and foolish, ¢ ' Dn ARNoLD, 1836,
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A MaN is to exhibit no strong emotion : it is, un-
maanly. If he is glad, he must not logk it. If he loses
a great deal more money than ho can afford on the
Derby, he must take it coolly. Everything is to be
taken coolly ; and some indurated folk no doubt are
truly es cool as they Jook. Let me have nothing to do
with, such. Vil admirart is not a good maxim for a
man. The coolest individual who oceurs to me at this
moment is Mephistopheles in Gocthe’s Faust. IHe was
not a pleasant character. That coolness is-not human.
It is essentially satanic. A. K. 1I. Boyp.

“Js there any news to-day?” inquired the doctor
“Nothing at all, sir,” replied Mr Maldon. ¢ There’s an
account about the people being hungry and discontented
down in the North ; but they are always being hungry
and discontented somewhere.” The doctor lovked grave,
and saéd, as though he wished to change the subject,
“Then there’s no news at all ; and no news, they say,
is good news” “There’s a long stalement in the
papers, sir, about a murder,” observed Mr Maldon ;
“but somebody is always being murdered, and I didn’t
read it.” A display of indiffer~nce to all the actions
and passions of mankind was not suppored to be such a
distinguished quality at that time, I think, as I %dve
observed it to be considered since. i have known it
very fashionable indeed. I have scen it displayed with
such success, that I have'encountered some fine ladies
and gentlemen who might as well have been born

, caterpillars, D1crENS, tn David Copperfield.

As for me, by the Dlessing of indifference, I have
simplified my politics into an utter detestation of all
existing governments ; gud as it is the shortest and
most agreeable and swmmary* feeling imaginable, the
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first®moment 6f a universal republit would convert me
into an advocate for single and uncontrolled despotism.
The fact is, riches are power, and poverty is slavery, all
over the carth, and one sort of establishment is no
better, nor, worse, for a people than another. I shall
adhere to my party, because it would not be honolirable
to act otherwisc; but as to opinions, I don’t think
politics worth an opinton. Conduct is another thing :
if you begin with a party, go on with them. I have
no consistency except in polities, and that probably
arises from my indifference on the subject altogether.
Brrox, 1814.

“You are going to devote yourself,” said Louisa, “ as
I gatlier from what Mr Bounderby has said, to the ser-
vice of your country. You have made up your mind to
show the nation the way out of ull its dufficulticsd

“ Mrs Dounderby,” he returned, langhing, “upon my
honour, no. I wmake no such pretence to you, I have
secn o little, here and there, up and down; I have
found it all to be very worthless, as everybody has, and
as vome contess they have, and some do not ; and I am
going in for your respected father’s opinions—really
beee:sse I have no choice of opinions, and may as well
back them ag anything else.”

“Have you none of your own ?” asked Louisa.

“1I have not so much as the tlightest predilection left.
1 assure you I attach not the lcast importance to any
opinions. The result of the varicties of boredom I have
undergone, is a conviction (unless conviction is too |
industrious a word for the lazy sentiment I entertaimon
the subject), that any set of ideas will do just as muck
good as any’ other set, and just as much harm as any
other set. There’s an English family with a charming
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Italian motto—* What will e, w1ll be.” ' It’s the'only
truth rrmng e .

This vicigus assumption of honesty in dishonesty—a
viee 80 d.mt'crous, 850 dead]y, and 8o common—seemed,
he observed, a little to impress her in his favour. He
followed up the advantage, by saying in his pleasantest
manner—a manuer t0 W hlbh she might attach as much
or as little meaning as she pleased : “ The side that can
prove anything in a line of units, tens, }mndleds, and
thousands, Mis Bounderby, scems to me ‘to afford the
most fun, and to give a man the best chance. I am
quite as much attached to if as if I believed it. I am
quite ready to go in for it to the same extent as if 1
believed it. Aud what more could I possibly do, if I
did believe it 1”

“You are a singular politician,” said Louisa,

“Prrdon me ; 1 bave not even that merit, We are
the largest party in the state, I assure you, Mrs Boun-
derby, if we all fell out of our adopted ranks and were
reviewed together.”

Hurd Times, by CHARLES DICKENS.

VorTAIRE wasby birth a%hocker and light pococurante ;
whicli natural disposition his way of life confiz.ied
into a predominant, indeed all-pervading habit. Far be
it from us to say, that solemnity is an essential of great-
ness; that no great mau can have other than a rigid
vinegar aspect of countenance, never to be thawed or
warmed by billows of mirth ! There are things in this
world to be laughed at, as well as things to be admired ;
anc. his is no complete mind that cannot give to each
gort its due. Neverthelﬁs, contempt is a dangerous
element to sport in ; a deadly, one, if we halntua]ly live
in'it.  How, mdt.ed-to take the lowest view of this
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matter—shall *a man accomplish ® great enterprises,
enduring all ioils resisting temptation, laying aside
every weight, unless’ he zealously love what he pur-
sdes? The f.u,u]ty of love, of admiration, is to be
Tegarded as the sign and the measure of high souls :
u.nw1sdy directed, it leads to many evils; but without

« it there cannot be any good. Ridicule, on the otMer

hand, is indeed a f.tcu]ty much prized by its possessors ;
yet, intrinsically, it is a small faculty, we may say the
smallest of all faculties that other men are at the pains
to repay with any esteem. It is dirccily opposed to
thought, to knowledge, properly so called; its nourish-
ment and essence is denial, which hovers only or the
surface. While knowledge philosophers of Nootka
Sound were pleased to laugh at the manwuvres of
Cook’s seamen, did that render these manoeuvres useless?
and were the scamen to stand idle, or to take to lgather
canoes, till the laughter abated? Let a discerning
pablic judge.

But lcaving the question for the present, we may
observe, at least, that all great men have been careful to
subordinate this talent or habit of ridicule; nay, in the
ages which we consider the _reatest, most of the arts
thab ~ontribute to it have been thought disgraceful for
freemen, and confined to the exercise of slaves. With
Voltaire, however, there is no such subordination
visible : by nature, or by practice, mockery has grown
to be the irresistible bias of his disposition, so that, for
him, in all matters the first question is, not what is true,
but what is false ; not what is to be loved, and held
fast, and earnestly laid to heart, but what is to be en-
temned, and derided, and sportfully cast out of doorms
Here truly he earns abyndagt triminph as an image-
breaker, but pockets little real wealth. Venity, witk
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its adjuncts, as we have said, finds rich solacement’ but
for aught better, there is not mucl. Reverence, the
highest feeling that man’s nature is capable of, the
crown of his whole moral manhood, and precions, like
fine gold, were it in the rudest furms, he seems not to
understand, or have heard of even by credible tradition,
Theglory knowledgeimparts dwells farbelow. Morcover,
it is by nature selfish and morally trivial ; it cherishes
nothing but our vanity, which may in general be left
safcly enough to shift for itself. Little discourse of
reagon,” in any sense, is implied in ridicule : a scoffing
man is in no lofty mood, for the time ; shows more of
the imp than of the angel. This too when his scoffing
is what we call just, and has some foundation on truth ;
while again the langhter of fools, that vain sound said
in Scripture to resemble the “crackling of thorns under
the pot” (which they cannot heat, but only soil and
begrime), must be regarded, in these latter times, as u
very serious addition to the sum of human wretched-
ness ; nor perhaps will it always, when the increase of
crime in the metropolis comes to be debated, escape the
vigilance of Parliament.

We have, oftcner than once, endeavoured to attach
some meaning to that aphorism, vulgarly imputed to
Shaftesbury, which, however, we can find nowlere in
his works, that ridicule s the test of truth. But of all
chimeras that ever advanced themselves in the shape of
philosophical doctrines, this is to us the most formless
and purely inconceivable. Did or could the unassisted
human facultics ever understand it, much more belicve
it T Surely, so far as the common mind can discern,
laughter seems to depend not less on the laugher than
on the laughee : and now, who gave laughers a patent
to'be always just, and always omniscient? If the
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yhilogopher's glory of knowinhg and pelieving is all but
a stranger to him 3 only with that of questioning and
qualifying is he familiar. Accordingly, he sees but a
listle way into Nature : the mighty All, in its beauty,
and infihite mysterious grandeur, humbling the small
Me into nothingness, has never even for momentse. been
revealed to him ; only this or that other atom of it and
the differences and discrepancies of these two, has he
looked into and noted down. His theory of the world,
his picture of mar and man’s life is little ; for a Poet
and Philosopher, even pitiful. Examine it in its highest
developments, you find it an altogether vulgar picture ;
simply a reflex, with more or fewer mirrors of Self and
the poor interests of Self. “The Divine Idea, that
which lies at the bottom of Appearance,” was never
more invisible to any man. He rcads history, not
with the eye of a devout seer, or even of a critic ; but
through a pair of mere anti-catholic spectacles. *It is
not a mighty drame, enacted on the theatre of In.
finitude, with Suns for lamps, and Eternity as a back-
ground ; whose author is God, and whose purport and
thousandfold moral leads us up to the “dark with
excess of light” of the throne of God; but a poor
wearisome dehatmg,—olub dispute, spun through ten
ceRturies, between the Hncyclopédie and the Sorbonne,
Wisdom or fally, nobleness or baseness, are merely
superstitious or unbelieving : God’s Universe is a larger
Patrimony of St Peter, from which it were well and
pleasant to hunt out the Pope.
CARLYLE'S Essay on Voltaire, 1829,

MeN who possess (or who imagine that they poss®ss)

a few secret anecdotes of men in power, as a part o

their own private collectivn, dre generally disposed to
. H
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consider all causes deduced from the state of society at
large, as idle dreams or unmeaning generalities, But
euch men mistake accidents for principles. Even when
the stories to which they give credit are facts, and have
had an active influence, still these facts must have derived
their-power of being powerful from the tore of public
opirion, and the aggregate of national circumstances,
They are sometimes occasions, but scarcely ever causes;
they may someti determine the particular moment
at which an ewi? shall take place, but they rarely,
indeed, give birth to the event itselfl When these
private intrigues are most powerful, they are no more
than, the minor springs of the machine, and most often
they are merely the indexes and minute-hands.
COLERIDGE.

Cuarces II. had a very ill opinion of men and
women, and did not think that there was either sincerity
or chastity in the world out of principle, but that some
had either the one or the other out of humour or vanity.
He thought that nobody did serve him out of love ; and so
he was quits with all the world, and loved others as little
as they loved him. The ruin of his reign, and of all his
affairs, was occasioned chiefly by his delivering himself
up, at his first coming over, to a mad range of pleasnre,

BurNeT's History of his own Times.

NorwITHSTANDING Rochefoucault tells us himself,
with so honest a gravity, that he had les sentimens
beaux, and that he approved cxtrémement les belles
passions, his obvious tendency is not to ennoble; he
represents the tragi-comedy of the great world, but he
does not excite us to fill its grand parts; he tells us
some of the real motives of men, but he does not tell
us also the better motive’ with which they are entwined.
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This want of fdith in the sublime is What I find, not to
blame, but to lament in most of the authors who have
very shrewdly, and with a felicitous and just penetra-
tion, unravelled the vices and errors of mankind. I
find it in La Bruytre, in Rochefoucault, even in the
more weak and tender Vauvenargues, whose merits
have, I think, been so unduly extolled by Dugafd
» Stewart ; I find it in Swift, Fielding (ajmirable moralist
as the latter indubitably is in all fhe lesser branch of
morals) ; and “among the ancients, who so remarkable
for the same want as the sarcastic and inimitable
Lucian? But let us not judge hastily. This want of
nobleness, so to speak, is not necessarily the cornpation
of shrewdness. But mark, where we find the noble
and the shrewd united, we acknowledge at once a genius
of the very highest order,—we acknowledge a Shakes-
peare, a Tacitus, a Cervantes. .
BoLwer’s England and the English.

MisaNTHROPY is 8o dangerous a thing, and goes so
far in sapping the very foundations of morality and
religion, that I esteemn the last part of Swift's Guiliver
(that, I mean, relative to his Houyhnhnms and
Ya}:nos) to be a worse book to peruse than those which
we forbid, as the most flagitious and obscene. One
absurdity in this author (a wretched philosopher, though
a great wit) is well worth r®marking. In order to
render the nature of man odious and the nature of
beasts amiable, he is compelled to give human char-
acters to his beasts, and beastly charucters to his men ;
s0 that we are to admire the beasts, not for being beasts,
but amiable men ; and to detest the men, not for being.
men, but detedtable beasts. Whoever has been reading
this unnatural filth, let him turn for a moment to a
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Spectator of Addidon, and obscrve the philanthropy of
that classical writer—I may add, the superior purity of
his diction and his wit.

Harr1s's Philological Fnquiries.

ADPEMANTUS, the snarling philosopher in Timon of
Athens, is modelled after the cynics, particularly after
Diogenes. In Timon’s prosperity, he haunts his en-~
tertainments for the purpose of indulging his impertin- *
ent humour of carping at the company be meets there,
Like Diogenes himself, he is no more than an ill-
mannered hound, who deserves perpetual kickings, and
is tolerated only for his wit. 1t is a character easy to
assume and to support, requiring nothing more than a
sufficient stock of cool impudence and effrontery. Vanity
is at the bottom. A desire to brazen out the incon-
veniences of low-breeding, and awkward manners, and
a love of notoriety, no matter how obtained, are enough
to make a c¢ynic. The well-known repartecs of Plato
and Aristippus set the character of Diogenes in its
true light : we may be certain that Alexander, in their
celebrated dialogue, looked upon him mercly as a buf-
foon, tumbling about for his diversion in a peculiar
fashion ; but he was undoubtedly possessed of wmuch
wit and humour. The jesting of Apemantus i3 as
plain-spokeun, and ill-natured, if not as good, as that of
the famed tenant of thg tab; and Timon keeps him at
his table as an original—a sort of lion, who is as much
a part of the diversion of the evening as the masque of
the Amazons, or the lofty strain of the hautbays,

Dr MacINN.

THERE arc certain forms of this disease [cynicism),
at once the vilest snd the commonest; which rarely
characterise the man’s whole nature, but break out at
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interwals, Such is the cynical disbelief in human
virtue scen in Iago, or Talleyrand, or Charles II.;
the disbelief in humanity hardly less cynical, however
blandly disguised, of such writers as A’Kempis, or the
extreme Calv'mst theologians ; the cynical tendency to
doubt all htiman nobleness, or purity, or disinterested-
ness which appears in worldly old age, and which neot
, unfrequently makes others old in what should be the
freshness of youth itself :—passing by these partial
forms of “eyniism as not here relevant, the term, we
apprehend, can be with accuracy affixed omly to those
who entertain a pervading contempt of their fellow-
creatures from ascetic ignorance (as Saint Anthony of
the Legend), from selfish hardness (as Diogenes), or
from practical scepticism (as Montaigne and Pascal).
Westminster Review,

Scepricis, which at first sight seems a disese of
the mind, is in reality a diseasc of the heart. It origin-
ates either in the corruption of the political state, or in
the degradation of the philosophical spirit.

Viner'’s Outlines of Philosophy and
Literature, 1865,

«L NATION where the majority finds itself attacked
with the disease of scepticism feels the sap of life oozing
away, and if no salutary crisis removes it from this con-
dition, it has only to await disfolution. Ibid.

THE one leading characteristic of a French child, or
adult, is distrust ; the one irreparable disgrace is ¢ to be
taken in.” 'Tho only remedy for such a dire possibility
is a preventive one,—disbelief. Every man and wom:
grows up wish the firm resolve not o be duped, and, ‘:?
ensure this end, refuses falth 1 every person_and every-
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thing, beginning «with her own self. - Of course, the
desire to turn into ridicule what there is a determina-
tion not to respect, is one of the first temptations ; the
national wit aiding, Zo scoff becomes a habit of the in-
telligence, and La Blague is hailed as the sovereign
power that guards against every deception.

0. North American Review.

Muca has been snid lately about Christianity, and
the name of Jesus Christ has been frequemtly ifitroduced
into the harangues of demagogues. God forbid that I
should suffer my mind to dwell long on these profana-
tiong,—this hideous mixture of cynicism and hypocrisy.
1 shall only suggest one question. If the French nation
were sincerely and practically Christian, what would
be its conduct in the midst of the terrible difficultiey
by which it is agitated and perplexed ?

The rich and great of the earth would earnestly and
perseveringly labour to alleviate the distresses of those
beneath them. Their intercourse with the poorer classes
would be active, affe(.tionnte, morally and physically
beneficent. The various sufferings and perils of human-
ity would call forth correspond.uo associations, endow-
ments, and works of charity,

The poor and humble would be submissive to the
will of God and the laws of society. They would seck
the satisfaction of their ivants in regular and assiduous
labour, the improvement of their condition in good
conduct and provident habits, and consolation and hope
in the futurity promised to man.

These are the Christian virtues,—they are called
 Faith, Hope, and Charity. Is this the conduct men
‘ure exhortcd by the preac :hers of democracy to pursue?
Are these the sentiments whith these men, who offect a
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venegation for the Founder of Chmistianity, try to re-
kindle in the heaxts of the people ?
«Guizor on Democracy in France.

Dousr is the mystic working of the mind on the
subject it is getting to know and believe. Belief*comes
out of all this, above ground, like the tree from vits
hidden roots. But now, if even on common things, we
require_that o man keep his doubts silent?, and mnot
babble f them till they, in some measure, become
affirmations or denials—how much more, in regard to
the highest things, impossible to speak of in words at
all! That a man parade his doubt, and get to imagine
that debating and logic (which means, at best, only the
manner of telling us your thought, your belief or disbe-
lief, about a thing) is the triumph and true work of
what intellect he has,—alas! this is as it you ghould
overturn the tree, and, instead of green boughs, leaves,
and fruits, show us ugly-taloned roots turned up into
the air, and no growth, only death and misery going
on! CARLYLE'S Lectures on Heroes, 1842,

ANY amount of questioning on any subject may be
agmirable, and fruitful of the best results ; but there is
acertain kind of chattering which is simply mischievous.
It proceeds from a foregone assumption that nothing in
the world, or possibly beyond®it, is worth caring about ;
that existence is a poor affair, and can only be got
through by treating it with a gay indifference. We
fear it must be said that—however little he mntended it
—Thackeray did much to encourage this feeling by his
tone of laughing cynicism, and his habit of reducinm
the staturc *of most facts to,a paltry measure, The
lower class of cowmic literature does the same thing to a
much worse degree, for genius is never devoid of nobility,
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of feeling, whereas flippant stupidity is at perpetual
war with every exalted thought. Humour, at its best,
is indeed a gracious and kindly es well as a tricksy
spirit ; but mere facetiousness is often terribly like the
grinning of a death’s-head. The existing rage for
burlesques has almost banished high art from our
theatres ; and it is now thought a fine stroke of wit to
call the mightiest of English authors by such titles as
“the Divine Williams,” or “the Avon Party.” Grati-
tude for grveat things greatly done-—joy in the mani-
festations of power and beauty—hearty admiration of a
genius which can so warm and illuminate the sphere it
fills—devout self-congratulation that there arc or have
been in the world souls stronger and higher than our
own, in the contemplation of which we may raise
and invigorate ourselves,—all these feelings, which,
indeed, are not more solemn than joyous, and whn,h
in th(.u- superiority to transient moods, take the very
sting from mortality, are unknown to those who find
their highest pleasure in a jibing and vulgarising spirit,
The power of heartily liking anything is forfited in
such minds ; their very pleasures, such as they are, are
stricken with a kind of impotence. In social matters,
the mocking spirit of the day is quite as manifest
as in literature, art, and politics, A dceay in courtesy,
and in respect for parents and old people, is also
noticed by those who rgcollect an earlier generation,
By these and other things we declare ourselves an irre-
verential race ; but if all this is only the path by which
we are destined to reach a higher level of more assured
belief in essentials, to the exclusion of a superstitions
reverence for merely accidental modes, the intermediate
ground however unlove]y and depressing, will be proved
to have possessed a value' which at prescnt we can only
dimly guess. * Daily News, December 16, 1869.
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Ix our large cities, the populatiofl is godless, materi-
alised,—no bond, no fellow-feeling, no enthusiasim,
These are not menp but hungers thirsts, fevers, and
appetites walking. There is no faith in the intellectual,
none in the moral universe. There is faith in chumstry,
in meat ahd wine, in wealth, in machinery, in the
stcam-engine, galvanic battery, turbine-wheels, sewing
machines, and in public opinion, Lut not in divine
causes, It is believed by well-dressed proprietors that
there i§"no wmore virtue than they possess; that the
. 80lid portion of society exists for the arts of comfort ;
that life is an affair to put something between the upper
and lower mandibles. How prompt the suggestir of a
low motive! Certain patriots in England devoted
themselves for years to creating a public opinion that
should break down the corn laws and establish free
trade. “ Well,” says the man in the street, * Cobden
got a stipend out of it.” Kossuth fled hither across the
ocean to try if he could rouse the New World to a
sympathy with European liberty. ¢ Ay,” says New
York, “ he made a handsome thing of it—enough to
make him comfortable for life.”

EMERSON'S Conduct of Lif, 1860,

“Tar inconvenience of this way of thinking is that it
runs into indifferentism, and then into disgust. Life is
cating us up ; we shall be fablys presently. Keep cool §
it will be all one a hundred years hence. Life’s well
enough, but we shall be glad to get out of it, and they
will all be glad to ha\(@ us out. Why should we fret and
drudge? OQur meat will taste to-morrow as it did
yesterday, and we may at last have enough of it,.
“Ah !” saidsmy languid gentleman at Oxford, “there’s
nothing new or true ; a#d no matter.” With a little
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more bitterness, tht cynic moans. Our-life is like an
ass led to market by a bundle of hay being carried
before him ; he sees nothing butethe bundle of hay-
“There is 8o much trouble in coming into the world,”
#aid Lord Bolingbroke, “ and so much more, as well as
meanness, in going out of it, that ’tis hardly worth
wkile to be here at all.” I knew a philosopher of this
kidney who was accustomed briefly to sum up his
experience of human nature in saying, “ Mankind is a
damned rascal ;” and the natural corollary fs pretty
sure to follow—* The world lives by humbug, and so
will 1.” EMERSON’S Representative Men, 1848.

Ir'we look on the doings of man with a merely
worldly eye, and pierce below the surface of character,
we are apt to feel bitter rcorn and disgust for our fellow-
creatures. We have lived to see human hollowness :
the ashes of the Dead Sea shore ; the falseness of what
seemed so fair ;» the mouldering beneath the whited
sepulchre : and no wonder if we are tempted to think
“{riendship all a cheat—smiles hypocrisy—words de-
ceit ;” and they who are what is called knowing in life
contract by degrees, as the result of their experience, a
hollow distrust of men, and learn to sneer at apparently
good motives., That demoniacal sneer which we hase
seen, ay, perhaps felt, curling the lip at times, “Doth
Job serve God for noughy ?”

Rev. F. W. ROBERTSON.

TaERE is another kind of scepticism, which is in-
trinsical]y worthless. This is the scepticism of the
mopning after the debauch, when the reveller begins to
realise that he is uncommonly uncomfortable, and that
‘Tns sufferings are beyond the reach of svda-water or
seltzer ; then, if he can at d1l hold the pen, he will
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embody his pains in the most doldrous dittics. ¢ The
roses are witherad—the garlands are torn—the cheek
has lost its bloom, ¢he eye its lustre—the head aches
intolerably—-the high gods are implacable—no, there
are no gods—we turn from a mercenary caress (for
women are regular she-devils) to an eternal seep—
Death is the end of all things.” We do not say shat
this is an exact diagnosis of the form of the malady
from which Mr Swinburne suflfers, but we believe that
the veliemence of his scepticism does not indicate any
serious or deeply-rooted conviction. His anger against
the gods is feigned, and his attitude is always more or
less artificial and studied. The discontent to which he
gives utterance is a purely DPagan discontent. The
intelligent denial of a man born and bred in the nine-
teenth century of the Christian era is a very different
affair. “But I am a Greek and a Pagan,” says this
worshipper of antiquity. Well, be a_Greek, then, and
cease to be anything to us. As a Greek chorus, your
complaint against the gods can be listened to attentively ;
as the religious conclusions of a philosopher or true
poet of the nineteenth century, it is beneath contempt.
QOcar philosophers and poets will tell you that they have
got far beyond this stage. The riddles they have to
inravel involve finer issues. You are suffering from
theological measles or whooping-cough. It may be that
you have taken it rather latetin life for your own com-
fort ; but, at all events, the sooner you get over it the
better, both for yourself and friends.
Fraser’s Magazine, 1866,

WHOEVER attacks every principle of belief can destrov
none. As long as the foundatxons of kuowledge ate
allowed to remain on the salue level (be it caked of
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certainty or uncertdinty) with the maxims of life, the
whole system of human convictions must continue
undisturbed. When the sceptic boasts of having in-
volved the results of experience and the elements of
geometry in the same ruin with the doctrines of religion
and the principles of philosophy, he may be answered,
that .wo dogmatist ever claimed more than the same
degree of certainty for these varions convictions and
opinions, and that his scepticism, therefore, leaves him
in the relative condition in which it found them. No
man knew better or owned more frankly than Mr
Hume, that to this answer there is no serious reply.
Univ-rsal scepticism involves a contradiction in terms:
it 18 @ belief that there can be no beligf. 1t is an attempt
of the miud to act without its structure, and by other
laws than those to which its nature had subjected its
operations. To reason without assenting to the prin-
ciples on which reasoning is founded, is not unlike an
effort to feel without nerves or to move without muscles.
No man can be allowed to be an opponent in reasoning,
who does not set out with admitting all the principles,
without the admission of which it is impossible to
reason, SIR JAMES MACKINTOSH.

WE are told that we are living in an age of scepticisni’;
that religious belief is becoming more and more widely
separated from common ¢sense and vigorous inquiry ;
that one or the other must be given up as useless or as
dangerous.  If this be so, it is a satisfaction to find any
great example to the contrary, even though at the
distance of more than two thousand years, and in the
gtreets of Pagan Athens :—“Socrates,” so speaks the
impartial voice of the modern historian,* “was the

* Grote,
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revense of a sceptic : no man cver lo‘(’)ked upon life with
a more positive amd practical eye. No man ever pur-
sued his mark with a clearer perception of the road
which he wis travelling : no man ever combined, in
like manner, the absorbing enthusiasm of a missionary,
with the acutencss, the originality, the inventive re-
source, and the generalising comprehension of a philoso-
pher” Such a union of genuine religions feeling with
genuine commion sense and profound philosophy may be
rare ; but amidst the controversics of modern times it is
an mexpresa]bl(, satisfaction to fecl that the union is not
impossible—to know at the same time that the boldest
philosophical enterprise ever undertaken was concrived,
executed, and completed, in and through a spirit of
intense and sincere devotion. The clash between re-
ligion and ecicnce was discerned by him, no less cleurly
than by us—his course was far more difficult than ours,
in proportion as DPaganism is more difficult * than
Christianity—yet to the end he retained his hold
equally on both ; and no faithful history can claim his
wituess to the one, without acknowledging his witness
to the other also. Quarterly Revicw, 1860,

Hp no longer stands among us. Yet we can fancy
what would result were he now to visit us—were he
once more to appear with that Silenic physiognomy,
with that eccentric manner§ with that indomitable
resolution, with that captivating voice, with that homely
humour, with that solemn earnestness, with that siege of
questions—among the crowded parties of our metmpolis
under the groves and cloisters of our universities, in the
midst of our political, our ecclesiastical, our rehglous
weetings, on the floor of our legislative assembhes, dt
the foot of the pulpits of our well-filled churches.- How
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often, in a conversation, in a book, in & debate,din a
speech, in a sermon, have we longed for the doors to
open, and for the son of Sophrontscus to enter—how
often, in the tempest of pamphlets, in the heat of angry
accusations, in the discourses that have darkened coun-
sel by words without knowledge, during the theological
controversies of the past year, have we been tempted to
exclaim, “ Oh for one hour of Socrates!” Oh for one
hour of that voice which should, by its searching cross-
examinations, make men see what they knew, and what
they did not know—what they meant, and what they
only thought they meant—what they believed in truth
—and: what they only believed in name—-wherein they
agreed, and wherein they differed. Differences, doubt-
less, would still remain, but they would be the differ-
ences of serious and thinking men, not the watchwords
of angry disputants. The voice of the great cross-
examiner himself is indeed silent, but there is a voice
in each man’s heart and conscience which, if we will,
Socrates has taught us to use rightly. That voice, more
sacred than the divine monitor of Socrates himself,
can still make itself heard ; thai voice still enjoins us
to give to ourselves a reason for the hope that is in us—
“both hearing and asking questions,”” It tells us that
with all those imaginary troubles wherewith we vex
ourselves without inquiry, “it shall be like as & dream
when one awaketh, so #nall their image be made to
vanish out of the city.” It tells us also that for that
fancied repose, which sel{-inquiry disturbs, we shall be
more than compensated by the real repose which it
gives instead, “ A wise questioning is indeed the half
of knowledge.” “A life without cross-examination is
no life at all.” . Quarterly Revtew, 1850,



IX.

THE USES OF ADVERSITY.

SPENSER.
SwrRT arc the uses of adversity, which, like the toad,
Ugly and venomous, yet wears a Jewel in its head.
SHAKESPEARE.

TaE dream of the injured, patient mind,
That smiles at the wrongs of men,
Is found in the bruised and wounded rind
Of the cinnamon, sweetest then.
Er1zaBeTy BARRET BROWNING,

PROSPERITY i8 a great teacher ; adversity is a greater.
Possession pampers the mind; privation trains and
strengthens it, . Hazvrrr,

GENUINE morality is preserved only in the school of
adversity, and a state of continuous prosperity may
easily prove a quicksand to virtie, SCHILLE™. .,
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OxE month in the school of affliction ‘will teach, thee
more than the great precepts of Aristotle in seven years ;
for thou canst never judge rightly of human affairs, un-
less thou hast first felt the blows, and found out the
deceits of fortune. FOLLER.

t Ang afflictions aught
But mercies in disguise? Th’ alternate cup,
Medicinal though bitter, and prepared
By Love’s own hand for salutary end. ?

MatLETs Amyntor and Theodora.

v

.

Bx woe, the soul to daring action swells ;

By woe, in plaintless patience it excels :

From patience, prudent clear experience springs,

And traces knowledge through the course of things.

Thence hope is form’d, thence fortitude, success,

Renown :—whate’er men covet and caress.
Savacr’s Wanderer.

Time and suffering, and self-knowledge, the mystery
and vanity and misery of life, quicken and exalt our
sense aund relish of that more ample greatness, that more
exact goodness, that sense of God, which the contem-
plation of nature and art. at their utmost of power and
beauty, ought always t; awaken and fill. It is the
clear shining aster the 1fin, Pain of body or mind, by
a double-edged, but, in the main, merciful law of God
and of our nature, quickens and exalts other senses
besides that of itself. Well is it that it does. Sweet~
ness is sweeter than before to him who knows what
bitterness has been, and remembered sweetness, too,
The dislocation of the real and the ideal—the harsh
sLoci of which comwes on most men before forty, and on
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most women gobuer, when the two lmes run on together
—sometimes diverfing frightfully, for the most part
from their own fault®-but never meet, makes him look
out all the more keenly fur the points where he can
shunt himself ; it is a scerct worth knowing und acting
upon, and then you can go and come as you list,  This
ix our garden, every ond’s garden of Iesperides, mto
which, if we only know the right atrt and door—it is
small and lowly, and only for children, and those who
can stoop and make themselves so for the nonce—we
may at any time enter, and find sunshine and shadows,
and soft air and clear waters, and pluck the golden
apples from the Jaden boughs.  And though the dragon
is theve, he is our own dragon, and it adds to the glory
of the new-born day, and gives a strange flavour of peril
to its innocent brightness, when we sce on the horizon
that he is up too, and watching, lying, sinuous and
immense, all across the Delectable Mountains, with his
chin on lus praw on the biggest hill, and the sunlight
iouching up his scales w.th g()](l and purple. This is
our paradise at hand—next door, next room, you are in
it by thinking of it, it eowes in to you if you open yonr
dovr—guarded only to those who have been cast out of
it, und under whose ﬂmmw-sword the small people
may creep,—and the only serp'nt in which each must
hinwelf bring or be; and theu best of all-—if you ure
in the right garden- ~—t]us ideal fruit is aniong the best
of whets and tonics and strengtheners ior the hard
every-day work, and still harder night-and-day sutfering,
of that real world, which is not much of a garden, bat
rother a field and a road, with graves as milestones,
Dr Jonn Brown,
Post-Prefaae to Hore Subsecive.

I
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Davantur of Sove, relentless power,
Thou tamer of the human breast,
Whose iron scourge and torturing hour
The bad aflright, afilict the best !
Dound in thy adamantine chain,
The proud are taught to taste of pain,
And purple tyrants vainly groan
With pangs unfelt before, unpitied, and alone,

When first thy sire to send on earth
Virtue, his heavenly child, designed,
To thee he gave the heavenly birth,
And bade to form her intant mind ;
Stern rugged nurse, thy rigid lore
With paticnce many a year she bore ;
What sorrow was thou bad’st her know,
And from her own she learned to melt at others’ woe.

‘Scared at thy frown terrific, {ly
Sclf-pleasing Folly’s idle brood,
Wild Lunghter, Noise, and thuug]lt]ess Joy,
And Jeave us leisure to be good.
Light they disperse ; and with them go
The swminmer friend, the flattering foe ;
By vain Prosperity received,
To her they vow thcu truvh, aml are again be-
lieved.
Wiasdom, in sable garb arrayed,
Immersed in rapturous thought profound,
And Melanclioly, silent maid,
With Jeaden eye, that loves the ground,
Still on thy solemm steps attend ;
‘Warm Charity, the general friend,
‘With Justice, to herself severe,
~"A'nd Pity, dropping sott the sadlv pleasing tear.
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Oh, gently on thy suppliant’s head,

Dread goddess ! lay thy chastening hand,
Not in thy Gergon terrovs clad,

Nor eircled with thy vengeful band
(As by the impious thou art seen) :
With thundering voice and threatening mien,
With screaming Horror's funeral ery,

Despair, and fell Disease, and ghastly Poverty.

Thy torm benign, O goddess ! wear,
Thy milder influence impart,
Thy philosophiec train be there,
To soften, not to wound, my heart :
The generous spark extinet revive ;
Teach me to love and to forgive ;
Exact my own defects to scan,
What others are to fecl, and know myself a maun,
Gray's Hymn to Advers®y,

Man lLas Iearnt many things, but he has not learnt
how to uvoid sorrow. Among his achievements, the
safeguard against wretchedness is wanting.  Perhaps,
indeed, he could scarcely be charged with ewggcralion
who blmuld hiold that the aggregate of man’s unh.).pp1~
ngss had mereased with his igereasing culture, and that
the aenter sensibility and mufitiplied sources of distress
more than outweigh the lardr area from which his
pleasures are drawn, and the Tore numerous means of
allevidtion at his command. Atleast, it appears certain
that the heaping up of enjoyments, if ever it was de-
signed as & means of producing happiness, has proved a
signal fuilure. When we regard the general toneeof
fncling of our age, whether as expressed inits lituaturo,
in its soeial intercourse, Or even more, per haps, in its
amusements, do we not find ourselves in prosence of a
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society from which real gladness has wellsnigh died out,
in which hope is almost extinet 7 I seem to be reminded
of the attempt, so often made, and ‘proved fruitless just
as often, by external pleasures and multiplied distrac-
tions to beguile, or at least to quiet, a woundeéd heart,
Man’s heart is wounded in these latter days ; the bright
dréarns of his youth,have vamshed ; the outpotiring of
his decpest passion recoils on himself in mockery ; but
he can attire himself in gorgeous apparel, and fare
sumptuously every day. He can lay all lands under
contribution, and make Natnre serve his pleasures ; he
can even explore all knowledge—if he will only abstain
from ®asking any question that it truly concerns his
manhood to have answercd. DBut surely it is not an
open question whether pampered luxury or gratified
curiosity heal a wounded spirit.

If bappiness is to revisit the earth, or, if it have ever
been a stranger, there, is to be a stranger no longer, it
must come in the form of a genuine joy of heart, a satis-
faction of our hizhest naturef It must come surrounded
with light, and bring hope in its train. It must bid our
largest and noblest aftcetions spring up and blossorn
anew. ltmust visit us, as spring visits the frozen Jands,
and make our life-bloud flow again with a warm current
in our veins. B

And there are thoughtls" which would o this; thoughts
which are possible to us now : in some sense, indeed,
now first possible to us, though open to all men since
Christ and His apostles preached. Old thoughts, and
yet new ; as old as the Gospel, yet taught us with fresh
andl new proof by the lust discoveries of science, which

- do but gather up the testimony of Nature to that good
news, and bid us scek beyond the visible the secret of
our Itfe, - . The Mystery of Pain.



THE USES'OF AD VERSITY. 133

In.addition "o all the characters of Hebrew Mono-
theism, there exibts in the doctrine of the Cross a
peculiar and inexhatstible treasure for the affectionate
{delings., - The idea of the Géar#pomwos, the God whose
goings forth bave becn from everlasting, yet visible to
men for their redemption as an carthly, temporal
creature, hvmg, acting, and suffering among themsgves,
then (which is yet more unpm'tant) transferring to the
unsegn place of His spiritual agency the same humanity
He wore on tarth, so that the lapse of generations can
in no way affect the conception of His identity : this is
the most powerful thought that ever addressed itself to
a human imagination. It is the mov srov which’alone
was wanted 1o move the world. Here was solved at
once the great problem which so long had digtressed the
teachers of mankind, how to make virtue the object of
passion, and to secure at once the warmest enthusiasm
in the hcart with the clearest percepidon of right and
wrong in the understanding. The character of the
blessed Founder of our faith became an abstract of
morality to determine the judgment, while at the same
time it remained personal, and liuble to love. The
written Word and esiablished Church prevented a
degeneration into ungoverneqmysticism ; but the pre-
dominant principle of vital k}igion always remained
that of self-sacrifice to the Waviour. Not only the
higher divisions of oral duties, but the simple, primary
impulses of benevolence, were subordinated to this new
absorbing passion. The world was loved “in Christ
alone,” The brethren were members of Iis mystical
body. All the other bonds that had fastened down ®he
spirit of the universe to our narrow round of earth
were 88 nothing in compagison to this golden chain of
suffering snd gelf- sacrifice, which ,at once riveted the
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heart of man to One who, like himself, as acquainted
with grief. Pain is the deepest thirlg we have in cur
nature, and union through pain ha¢ always secmed more
real and morc holy than any other. .

, ArnrHTR IIALLAM.

"ARRE is in man a higher than love of happiness : he
can do without happiness, and instead thereof find
hlessedness! Was it not to preach forth this same
HIGHER that sages and martyrs, the poet xad the priest,
in all times, have spoken and suffered ; in bearing testi-
mony, through life and through death, of the godlike
that s in man, and how in the godlike only has he
strength and freedom? Which God-inspired doctrine
art thou too honoured to be taught, O Heavens! and
broken with manifold merciful afllictions, even till thou
became contrite and learn it! Oh! thank thy destiny
for these ; thankfully bear what yet remain : thou hast
need of them ; the self in thee necded to be annihilated.
By benignant fever-paroxysma is life rooting out the
deep-scated, chronic disease, and trinmphs over death,
On the roaring hillows cf time thou art not engulphed,
but born aloft into the azure of eternity. Love not
pleasure ; love God. fThis is the everlasting yea,
wherein all contradictih is solved ; whercin whoso
walks and works, it is w>11 with hlm.

Small is it t}mt thou canst trample the earth with its
injuries under thy feet, as old Greek Zeno trained thee :
thou canst love the earth while it injures thee, and even
because it injures thee.  For this a greater than Zeno
was needed and He too was sent.  Knowest thou that
“worship of sorrow?” The temple thereof, opened
some eighteen centuries ago, now lies ih rmins, over-
grow’n with jungle, the habifation of doleful creatures :

A
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nevgrtheless, v nture forward ; in a low crypt arched
out of falling ffagments, thou findest the altar still
tht,rv and its sacred lamp perennially burning.
. Sartor Resartus, by T. CARLYLE.
FEaR is’ the mother of foresight : spiritual fedr, of a
foresight that reaches beyond the grave ; tempordl Tear,
of a foresight that falls short ; but without fear there is
nejgheg the one foresight nor the other; and as pain
has been tl'uly said to be ‘the deepest thing in onr
nature,” so it is fear that will bring the depths of our
nature within our knowledge. A great capacity of
suflering belongs to genius ; aud it ]'as been observed
that an alternation of joyfulness and dejection is quite
as characteristic of the man of genius as intensity in
either kind, TAYLOR's Notes from DBools,
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SOLITUDE AND RETIREMENT.

JE that lives alone, lives in danger : society avoids
many dangers. Marcus ACRELIUS.

SulE only can enjoy the country who are capable of
thinking when tllcy are there : then they are prepared
for solitude, and in that case solitude is prepared for .
them, DryDpEN.

He that would bLe healed of his spiritual infirmities
must be sequestered from the throng of the world : that
soul never can enjoy God ffat is not sometimes retired!

Brsror Havr.

Wispon’s self
Oft seeks to sweet retired solitude,
Where, with her best nurse, Contemplation,
She plumes her feathers and lets grow her wings,
That, in the various bustle of resort,
Were all too ruffled, and sometimes impaired.
Mivron's Comus.
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THERE is no.man but may make his own paradise ;

And it is nothing but his love and dotage

Upon the world’s foul joys that keeps him out on’t ;
- For he that lives retired in mind and spirit

Is stilf in paradise. ~ BrauMONT AND FLETCHER.

In that sweet mood when pleasure loves to pay,

Tribute to case ; and of its joy secure,

The heart luxuriates with indifferent things,
«Vasting its kindliness on stocks and stones,

And on the vacant air. WORDEWORTH.

WuEN we withdraw from human intercourse into
solitude, we are more peculiarly committed in the
presence of the Divinity. Yet some men retire into
solitude to devise or perpetrate crimes. This js like a
man going to meet and brave a lion in his own gloomy
desert, in the very precincts of his own dread abodg.

Ruv. JouN FgstER's Diary.

*

« Ir had been hard to have put more truth and untruth
together, in few words, than in that speech, “ Whosoever
is delighted with solitude, is either a wild beast or a
god :” for it is most true that a natural and secret
hutred and aversion towards society, in any man, hath
sdmewhat of the savage beass ; but it is most untrue
that it should have any character at all of the divine
nature, except it proceed, not out of a pleasure in
solitude, but out of a love and desire to sequester a
man’s self for a higher conversation. Bacox.

Ir is cowardice, not magnanimity, that sends pegple
into retirement. You, like others, will have many a
heartache, and many a struggle with yourself probably,
cre you get your schooling®completed ; but if, you keep
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to the principles you sce to be necessany, you will ges
well throngh at last. There have heen times when, if
there had boen any convents to retire to, I should almost
have been tempted, ro weary was I of the continual
warfare with one’s self and cverybody else ; but that is
not what we were sent here for, and we must struggle
on% -and then comes the looking back on time not
wholly misspent or wasted, and then we feel satisficd
that we have so struggled.
Letters of CAROLINE F. CGRNWALLIS.

Nor only of great, but of all sound minds, this is
true, ‘chat for their sustentation avd due nurture they
require the two elements, society and solitude. No
healthy life is ever lived in which either of thesc is
wanting. And if we turn to Looks—to judge cf mind
by s most enduring products—we see the same ex-
perience repeated from age to age. There are books
enough left us by those wlho, having never tried to live,
have sghut themselves within the circle of their own
meditations. Wonderful in its variety is the Hterature
of mysticism and sentiment ! What a wealth of thought
and feeling drawn from the purc depths of human con-
seiousness ! Again turng to the memoir-writers and
court-gossips.  What kfien observation of manners,
what infinite webs of ingrigue they unravel before us,
what countless character they have distinguisbed ! But
what are the books that instruct us; that speak to us
as men ; that raise us, but raise us not tvo high for our
duties and our destiny ? Between'the frivolous and the
diwine lies the truly human. Wisdom that is from
above, yet that can give us no light in this world!
T]u.ory without facts is not science, and moralising
without experience is not ‘wisdom. A pallid and
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dreaxy jargon is the metaphysics of the schools by the
side of the tangthle and experimental maxim which
flowers out naturally from the intcllect that has lived.
But vnless {o this experience be added the maturing
influences of meditation and self-knowledge, the result
is equally one-sided. We get then that unspiritual and
debasing physiology of human conduct—that so-gadled
philosophy of courts—which leaves out of the computa-
tiop of, motive all that separates man from any other
species of mammal. In no writer, perhaps, are these
two clements that make up wisdom mingled in happicr
proportion thau in Montaigne.
Quarterly Review, ? 856,

Toe student must embrace solitude as a bride. He
must have his glecs and his glooms alone. His own
estimate must be measure enough, his own praise
reward enough for him. And why must the ss dent
Ve solitary and silent? That he may become acquainted

*with his thoughts. If he pines in a lonely place,
hankering for the crowd, for display, he is not in the
Jomely place ; his heart is in the market ; he does not
see ; e does not hear ; he does not think. But go,
sherish your soul ; expel companions ; set your habits '
to a life of solitude; then will the faculties rise fair
and full within, like forest-trees and ficld-flowers ; you
will have results, which, when you mect your fellow-
men, you can communicate, and they will gladly
receive. Do not go into solitude only that you may
presently come into public. Such solitude denies®
itself ; is public and stale. The public can get gublic
expericnee, but they wish the scholar to replace to
them those private, smccre, divine expenences, of’
which they have been *defrauded by dwelling in .the
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streets. It is the hoble, manlike, just thought, which
iy the superiority demanded of you-; and not crowds,
but solitude confers this elevations Not insulation of
place, but independence of spirit is essential ; and it is
only as the garden, the cottage, the forest, and the
rock, are a sort of mechanical aids to this, that they
areof value. Think alone, and all places are friendly
and sacred. The poets who have lived in cities have
been hermits still.  Inspiration makes solitude L 2ny-
where.  Pindar, Raffacl, Angelo, Drydex, De Stadl,
dwell in crowds; it may be, but the instant thought
comes, the crowd grews dim to their eye ; their eye
fixes on the horizon—on vacant spuace ; they forget the
bystanders ; they spurn personal relations ; they deal
with abstractions, with verities, with ideas. They are
alone with the mind.
Eurnrson’s Conduct of Life, 1860.

It is alone i solitude we feel

And know what powers belong to us.

E'en with respect t¢ human things and forms,

We estimate and know them but in solitude.

The eyc of the worldly inan is insect-like,

Fit only for the near and single objeots ;

The true philosopher in distance sees them,

And scans their forms, their bearings, and relations.
Sir Humrorey Davy, 1825,

I praise the Frenchnmn, his remark was shrewd,
How sweet, Lhow passing sweet is solitude !

ut grant me still some friend in my retreat,
Whom I may whisper solitude is sweeb.
© ' CowrER.
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La solitude est certainement une belle choge. Mais
il y aurait plaisif® davoir un amy fait comme vous &
qui ou peut dire guelque chose que c’est une lelle
cliose. - Bavzac, Lettres Chotsies, 1662,

1 AM not sure that one of positively high endowments
of mental capacity is not exposed to wany disadvanfages
by seclusion. He does not know his own superiority
by comparison ; and many have gone to their graves
witftmit® putiing forth their powers, because they did
not know their strength. Diflidence, if not fatal to the
blaze of genius, is a great check to it ; while false con-
fidence exposes medioerity to ridieule. .

Autobiography of SIR E¢ERTON BRrYDGES,

WE can ill spare the commanding social bencfits of
cities; they must be used ; yet cuutionsly and haughtily,
and will yield their best values to Liim who can be#t do
without them, Keep the town for o#casions, but the
habits should be formed to retirement. Solitude, the
safeguard of medioerity, is to genius the stern friend,
the cold, obscure shelter where moult the wings which
will bear it {farther than suns and stars. He who would
inspire and lead his race, must be defended from
travelling with the souls of other men, from living,
breathing, I‘uldll)", and writing in the daily time-worn
yoke of their opinions. : EMERsoN.

BrEesseD, only and supremely blessed, is he who has
ascertained the value of retirement and tranquillity ;
who is qualified to delight in the silence of groves, and
the pleasures of rural solitude ! It is then, even unsler
the acutest impressions of sorrow and the gloom of .
dejection, that the roul, collects renovated courage,
acquires new strength, and tastes of perennial bliss.
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*The mind looks wifh fortitude on the teansient snffer-
ings of humanity ; solitariness, whether public or pri-
vate, is no longer dreadful ; and the tomb itself becomes
a bed of roses. ZDNMERMAN.

To sit on rocks, to muse o’er flood and fell,
To slowly trace the forest’s shady scene,
‘Where things that own not man’s dominijon dwell,
And mortal foot hath ne’er or rarely been ;
To climb the trackless mountain all unscen,
With the wild flock that never needs a fold ;
Alone o'er steeps and foaming falls to lean—
This is not solitude, ’tis but to hold
Converse with Nature’s charms, and view her stores
unroll'd.

But 'midst the erowd, the hum, the shock of men,

To hear, to see, to fecl, and to posscss,

To roam along, the world’s tired denizen,

With none who bless us, none whom we can bless,

Minions of splendour shrinking from distress !

None that, with kindred consciousness endued,

If we were not, would scem to smile the Jess

Of all that flattered, followed, sought, or sued ;
This is to be alone ; this is solitude !

More blest the life of godly eremite,

Such as on lonely Athos may be seen

Watching at eve upon the giant height,

Which looks o’er waves so blue, skies so serene ;

That he who there at such an hour hath been

Will wistful linger on that hallow’d spot ;

Rhen slowly tear him from the 'witching scene,

Sigh forth one wish that such had been bis lot,
Then turn to hate a world he almost had {oxgot.

’ ' CuiLpE HAROLD.
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He,who talks and writes fine essays on solitude, and
yet is always unéasy out of society, holds out fulse
lights and deceitful dessons to the world. We desire,
therefore, to know what have been the real feelings and
Labits of an author who puts forth such sentiments and
opinions. We are sure that Milton, and Cowley, and
Gray, and Beattic, and Cowper loved solitude,,and
cannol doubt that Dante and Petrarch* loved it.
Eyelyn Joved it, though Le wrote an essay against it ;
and Zimmerman loved it as well as praised i,

Autobioyraphy of Sik EuERTON BRYDGES.

FEw men, leading a quiet Jife, and without any gtrong
or highly varied change of circuinstances, have seen more
variety of society than I—few Lave enjoyed it more, or
been bored, as it is called, less by the company of tire-
some people. I have rarely, if ever, fcund any one out
of whom I could not extract amusenient or edificasion ;
and were I obliged to account for hint®afforded on such

wfeeasions, I should make an ample deduction from my
narrative powers. Still, however, from the earliest time
L can remember, I preferred the pleasure of being alone
to wishing for visitors, and have often taken a bannock
and a bit of cheese to the wood or hill, to avoid dining
with company. As I grew from boyhood to maunhood,
1 saw this would not do ; and that to gain a place in

And the goft quiet hamlet where he dwelt
I one of that complexion which seems made
For those who their mortality have felt,
And sought a refuge for their hopes decay’d
In the deep umbgage of a green hill's shude,
Which shows a distant prospect far away
Of busy cities now in vain displayed,
For they can lure no farther, and the ray
Of n bright sun can mgke sufficient holiday.
CuiLoe Harorn



. .
144 SOLITUDE AND RETIREMENT.

* men’s esteem, I must mix and bustle with them, Pride
and exaltation of spirits often supplicd the real pleasure
which others seem to feel in society ; yet mine certainly
upon many occasions was real. Still, if the question
was,—eternal company, without the power of returning
within yourself, or solitavy confinement for life, I should
say, ““ Turnkey, lock the cell ! ”

Sir WALTER Scort’s Diary, 1826,

Jonnson ridicules those praises of solitude wuich
break out from the heart of Cowley, asif they were in-
sincere, Because he hated solitude himself, he thought
no one else could love it. Cowlev had lived in the
bustle of a court, and seen all its falsebnods and im-
pertinences.  We may be sick of our own thoughts at
Jast, and perhaps require some change : but no one who
knows the force of language, can doubt Cowley’s sin-
cerity, unless he be blind with prejudice.  There is
seareely any great poet who has not sung the praises of
solitude with earnestness. -

Autobiography of Sir EGERTON BRYDUES.

THERE i8 a passage in Cowley’s preface to his poemes,
where, however exalted by genius and enlarged by
study, he informs us of a scheme of happiness to which
the imagination of a girl, upon the loss of her first lover,
could ecarcely have given way, but which he scems to
have indulged till he had totally forgotten its absurdity,
and would have probably put in exccution, had he been
hindered only by his reason.

“ My desire,” says he, ¢ has been for some years past,
thogh the execution has been accidentally diverted—
und does still vehemently continue, to retire myself to
some of our American plantations, not to seek for gold,
or enrich myself with the traffic of those parts, which is
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the end of most men that travel thither ; but to forsuke '
this world for evdr, with the vanjties and vexations of
it, and to bury myself there in some obscurc retreat,
bat not witlfout the consolation of letiers and philo-
sophy.”

Such was the chimerical provision which Cow]oy
had made in his own mind for the quiet of his rentain-
ing life, and which he scems to recommend to posterity,
since there is no other reason for his disclosing it. Surely
¥ %fMnger instance can be given of a persuasion that
content was the inhabitant “of particular regions, and
that a man might set sail with a fuir wind, and leave
behind him all his eares, incumbrances, and calamnities.

1f he travelled so far with no other purpose than to
Dbury himself in some olscure retreat, he might have
found, in his own country, innumecrable coverts suffi-
ciently obscure to have concealed the genius of Cowlkey ;
for whatever might be his own opinign of the impor-
tunity with which he should be smnmoned back into

weablic life, a short experience would have convinced him,
that privation is much easier than acquisition, and that
it would require very little continence to free himself
from the intrusion of the world. There is pride enough
m the hwinan heart to prevent much: desire of acynaint-
ance with a man by whomn we are sure to be treated
with neglect, however his reputation for science or
virtue may excite our curiosily or esteem ; so that the
lover of retirement need not be much afraid, lest the
respect of strangers should overwhelm him with visits ;
even those to whom he has formerly heen known, will
very patiently support his absence when they have tried
to live withont him, and found new diversions for those
anoments which his company contributed to exhilarate
or relax.

K-
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When hLe was interrupted by company or fatigued
with business, he so strongly imaged to himself the
happiness of leisure and retreat, that he.determined to
enjoy them for the future without interruption, and to
exclude for ever ull that could deprive him of his darling
satisfactions. He forgot in the vehemence of his desire,
that solitude and quiet owe their pleasures to those
miseries which he was so studious to obviate ; for such
are the vicissitudes of the world through all its parts,
that day and night, labour and rest, converse and'Fétire-
ment, endear each other ; such are the changes that
keep the mind in action; we desire, we pursue, we
obtain, we are satiated ; we desire something else, and
begin a new pursuit,

If be had proceeded in his project, and fixed his
habitation in the most delightful part of the New
Wo-ld, it may be much doubted whether his distance
from the wanitics of life would have enabled him to
have kept away from the wvexations. It is common for
a man who feels pain to fancy that he could bear **
better in any other part. Cowley, having known the
troubles and perplesities of a particular condition,
readily persuaded himself that nothing worse was to be
found, and that every alteration would bring some im-
provement. He never suspected that the cause of his
unhappiness was within ; that his own passions were
not sufficiently regulated ; and that he was harrassed
by his own impatience, which, as it could mnever be
without something to awaken it, would torment him
in any country, accompany him over the sea, and find
it. way to his American elysium. He would, upon the
trial, have been soon convinced that the fountain of
coptent must spring up in the mind ; and that he who
has so little knowledge of human nature as to seck
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Liappiness by changing anything bt his own disposi- -
tions,'will waste his life in fruitless efforts, and multiply
the griefs whigh he purposes to remove.

Dr JOENSON, in the Rambler.

It is not easy with a mind like ours,
Conscious of weakness in its noblest powers,
And in a world where, other ills apart,
The roving eye misleads the careless heart,
To Jimit thought, by nature prone to stray
‘Wherever freakish Fancy points the way ;
To bid the pleadings of Self-love be still,
Resign our own and seek our Maker’s will ;
To spread the page of Scripture, and compare
Our conduct with the laws engraven there ;
To measure all that passes in the breast,
Faithfally, fairly, by that sacred test ;
To dive into the secret depths within,
To spare no passion and no favouritessin,
And search the themes, important above all,
*®»Qurselves, and our recovery from our fall.
But leisure, silence, and a mind released
From anxious thoughts how wealth may be increased,
How to secure in some propitious hour
J'he point of interest, or the post of power,
A soul serene, and equally retired
From objects too much dreaded or desired,
Safe from the clamours of perverse dispute,
At least are friendly to the great pursuit.
' CowPER.

Tuis is my attic room. Sit down, my friend.
My swallow’s nest is high and hard to gain ;
The stairs age long and steep ; but at the end
The rest repays tht pain,
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For here are peace and freedom ; room for speech
Or silenee, as may suit a chungeful mood ;
Society’s hard by-laws do not regch
This lofty altitude.

You hapless dwellers in the lower rooms *
- See only bricks and sapd and windowed walls ;
But here above the dust and smoky gloons,
Heaven’s light unhindered falls.

So early in the strect the shadows creep,
Your night begins while yet my cyes behold
The purpling hills, the wide horizon’s swecep,
Flooded with sunset gold.
The day comes carlier here. At morn I sce
Along the roofs the eldest sunbeam peep ;
I'live in daylight, limitless and free,
‘While you are lost in sleep,

I catch the rustle of the maple leaves,
I see the breathing branches rise and fall,
And bhear, from their high perch along the caves,
The bright-necked pigeons call

Far from the parlours with their garrulous crowds
I dwell alone, with little need of words ;
I have mute friendships with the stars and clouds,
And love-trysts with the birds.

So all who walk steep ways, in grief and night,

" Wkere every step is full of tuil and pain,

May see when they have gained the sherpest height,
It has not been in vain.
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Sifce they have left behind the noise and heat ;
And though thejr eyes drop tears, theirsight is clear;
The air is‘purer, and the breeze is sweet,
* And the blue heaven more near.
- ErizaBeru AxERS (FLORENCE PEReY).
Bogton, 1866.

THE serene regularity of a life of study and devotion
ig 80 wbtractive, that I do not wonder at the strong
tendency ofepious and benevolent men to love ascetic
retirement, It seems to present a beautiful contrast to
the vain and malignant struggles of the world. Its
vigorous self-denial appears to supply the place of active
virtue, and it seems to be solely occupied in the con-
ternplation of virtue and of truth, That all these must,
in the majority of those who seek the cloister, be merely
fallacious appearances, is a discovery which can be made
only by experierce. Sin JaMES MACKINTOSH.

o » WHAT is the main motive which still determines so
many men in the mmneteenth century to cut themselves
off from the busy outer world, and retire to the shades
of cloistral life on the slopes or sumriits of venerable
mountains? Many of the monks are not priests, none
afe mmissionaries, few are students. They live plainly
and they pray much, but their habits are not those of
extravagant austerity, and they have abundance of
leisure timne on their hands. Why have they chosen
such an existcnce ? and, having chosen it, does it con-
tent them ? The second question must certainly be
answered in the affirmative; but what is to be ghe
answer to the first? It is not excessive zeal, nor
mystical piety, nor dislike of labour—for they work in
their own ficlds—nor darR fanaticism, that has draw
them up so many feet above the level of the swife an
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passions of the hour. To all inquiriez as to the induce-
ment which has attracted them thither, there is nearly
always the same response. That response is “'Tran-
quillity.” We confess the answer does not surprise us.
At all periods of the world’s history there must exist
sensitive temperaments on whom the turmoil of general
life acts as a shock ; finely balanced organisations to
which too much oscillation is equivalent to a total loss
of balance ; and the more feverish the epoch, the gos='.r
must naturally be the number of souls eraving for
refuge and rest. Even a thinker so thoroughly in
harmeny with what people call the spirit of the age as
- Mr Lecky, closes his latest publication with the de-
liberate expression of opinion that there is mo fact in
modern history more to be deplored than that the
Reformers of the sixteenth century, who, in matters of
doctrinal innovation were often so timid, should have
levelled to the dust, instead of attempting to regenerate,
the whole conventual system of Catholicis. In
common with most serious thinkers, he strongly depre-
cates the principle of as=eticism, or the sacrifice of earthly
happiness, on which so many monasteries were originally
hased, just as he laments the luxury and vice which
grew up in many of these as & natural result ; but he
sees that there must ever be a number of timid persons,
averse from conflict and competition, and whose chief
vearning is, like the present denizens of the monas-
teries of Mount Athos, for tranquillity. Such people
are, of course, to be distinguished from those mugh more
highly organised and complicated characters that occa-
sionally sigh for the shelter of monastic peace, but who,
as soon as they have found it, begin sighing again for
the excitement of public life. Professor Falmerayer, of
Munich, who first broached the theory that the modern
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Greeks, far from bemg descended ‘from the Greeks of.
old, 'are of Slavonic origin, being sprung from the
hordes who poured over the country in waves of immi-
gration duribg the Middle Ages, is a striking instance
of this latter class of temperaments. He visited Mount
Athos, and the monks recognised in him certain char-
acteristics which they thought eminently qualified*him
to take up his permament abode amongst them. They
verceiyed in him, as he himself relates, the melancholy,
the spu'xtuu.l longings, the appreciation of solitude they
themselves knew so well, and a sensitiveness to the
influence that wild woods and fresh scenes of nature
exercise over the weary. Accordingly, they Invited,
they pressed him to remain among them. He has him-
self left on record a picture of the enticements the spot
held out to him. ¢ How charmingly the chapel peeps
out from the bright green of the leafy chestnut forest,
in the midst of vine branches, laurel hedges, valerian,
and myrtle |” And so on. Why should he leave “the
greatest of all blessings, freedom and pence, and an abode
in the laboratory of all virtues,” to return to the world ¢
Tn one special class of convents a man has only to pay
£45 t6 become free from any obligation to work ; and
this state of life they likewise oﬁ'erul him. Mnre than
that ; if he prc.fenul it, he was to dwell, not in any of
the convents, but in their vicinity, as an “mdependent
associate.” Ile confesses that it was a seductive pro-
posal, but we soon fiud him, on his return to ordinary
life, “devouring the contents of the newspapers, and
averring that Iife would be to him empty and unenjoy-
able without the range of European ideas.” He js an
instance of a character not very rare, but still excep-
tional. The average individuul either dreads solitude,
or dreads being tramplell on by the crowd, We need
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scarcely say that tothe former type the vast majority
of mankind helong ; but a respectabie minority 1s re-
presented by the latter. They must have a bad time
of it in the latter half of the nineteenth certtury. They
have only to show themselves to be trampled on; for
where: there is not room, or—what is practically the
same ghing—there is not supposed to be room for every-
body, pushing, ¢thowing, and serambling are sure to be
pretty freely indulged in. Those who do not like it
ought not to be there. But where are they-to go'r"‘l'd
Mount Athos, perhaps. But Mount Athos is a long
way off for most people ; yet some folks go almost as
far. - Daily News, 1869.

It is not many months since a well-known London
man of fashion suddenly disappeared, and the next one
heard of him was that he was in the Dominican convent
of Santa Sabina in Rome, which stands on the Mons
Aventinus, or Hill of Sccession. He had seceded with a
vengeance, and at this moment he is a rigid Carthusiaw
monk, 1t was an extreme step, a leap in the dark ; and
moderate minds at least will always presume that ex~
treme steps and leaps in the dark ave to be avoided. We
recently reported in our columns how another English;
man of social note has retired with certaiu compunions
to a solitary spot in America, and hetaken himself to a
kind of bucolic pursuits, which, in certain particulars,
gavour of monastic life. This spontaneous retiving from
the crowd, this trying to get away, is not a new pheno-

" menon in the United States; and there, where life is
yet gnore cxciling, faster, londer, more terrible in its
exacting energy, than ours, we should be prepared to meet
with these still more frequent and strongerpropensities
to discever. the philosopher’s ‘stone of Mount Athos—
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Tranguillity, We shall not be suspécted as recommend-.
ing any human béing to go into & monastery, or any set
of human beings tp set to work and found fresh con-
vents. Our Dusiness is only to note the undeniable fact
that thé high pressure rate of modern movement and
civilisation is calculated to breed alarn, discontent, and
weariness in certain dispositions, gnd to add that it
would be well if they could be protectgd against such
undesirable conditions of mind. We would prevent the
isease, notaurge any desperate resource under the spe-
cious name of cure. If life—urdinary lifc—could only
itself become more tranquil, or at least not quite so dis-
tressingly turbulent, nobody would ever dream of (uit-
ting it for a tranquillity as excessive as the excitement
of which it is the counterpart. If, however, we persist
in maintaining our present pace, we must not be sur-
prised if symptoms of extreme reaction should show
themsclves, und thousands of people ultimately take np
with the Quietism which we had once persuaded our-
zelves is nothing but an historical phenomenon not
likely to recur. Thid.

Tne monastic system, as it stands {orth on the shining
pages of Basil (Priwate of Cappadocin), bears quite a '
scductive form. His deseriptions of his own seclusion
among the mountains of Pontus, and of the pleasures of
abstracted meditation and holy exercise, can hardly be
read without kindling an enthusiasm of the sanie order.
Tt was customary with the monks of a later age to select
for the site of their establishments the most horrid and *
pestilential swamps, and this professedly with the igten-
tion of mortifying the senses, and of rendering life as
undesirable,-and as brief too, as possible.  Not so Basil :
fully alive 10 the beautfes of nature, he exults in the
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.enjoyment of then. * Addressing the friend of his youth,
Basil says—¢ In Pontus God hath shown me a spot pre-
cxsely suited to my turn of mind and habits. In truth, it
is the very scene which heretofore, while idly. musing, 1
+ had been wont to picture to myself. It isa lofty moun-
tain, enveloped in dense forests ; on its northern front
it is watered by gelid streams, that sparkle to the eye as
they descend. At the foot of the hill a grassy plain
spreads itself out, and luxuriates in the moisture that
distils perpet.ua]ly from the heights. Aroynd theie$€l
space, the woods, presenting trecs of every species, take an
easy sweep, 80 as to form a natural rampart. Calypso’s
isle, so-much praised by Homer, one might contemn in
comparison with this spot ; in fact itself might almost
be called an island, since it is completely encircled and
shut in on two sides by deep and precipitous ravines ;
on another by the fall of a never-failing torrent, not
easily forded, and which like a wall excludes intruders.
In the rear th(. _]ag"ed and uneven heights, with a semi-
circular turn, rise from the skirts of the plain, and deng
access, except through a single pass of which we are
masters. My habitaticn occupies the ridge of a tower-
ing height, whence the lundscape, with the many bends
of the river, spreads itsclf fairly to the view ; and pre-
sents, altogether, a prospect not inferior, as I think, ih
gay attractions, to that which is offered by the course of
the river Strymon, as seen from Amphipolis. That
stream indeed moves so sluggishly in its bed ay hardly
to deserve the namue of river ; but this, on the contrary,
‘ the most rapid I have ever seen, rushes on to a neigh-
bouring rock, whence, thrown off, it tumbles into a deep
vortex in a manner that excites th(, adwiration of every
beholder.  From the reservoir thus formed we are
abundantly supplied with water; nor only so, for it
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nourishes in 1ts stormny bosom a multitude of fishes.!
What might I not say of the balmy exhalatiohs that
rise from this verdant region, or of the breezes that
attend the flow of the river? Or some perhaps would
rather speak of the endless variety of flowers that adorn
the ground, or of the innumerable singing birds that
make our woods their home. For my own patt; my
mind is too deeply engaged to give moch attention to
‘vogs lesser matters. To our commendation of this
seclusion wt are moreover able to add the praise of an
unbounded fruitfulness in all kinds of produce, favoured
as it is by its position and soil. To me its principal
charm (snd a greater cannot be) is tlis—that it yields
me the fruits of tranquillity. For not only is the region
far remote from the tumult of cities, but it is actually
unfrequented by travellers of any sort, a few Lunstmen
excepted, who make their way hither in scarch f the
game which abounds in it. This indeed is another of
its advantages ; for though we lack the ferocious bear
and wolf that afflict your country, we have deer and
gonts, sylvan flocks and hares, and other animals of the
gort.” Who would not turn monk if he might lead the
¢« angelic life * in a Paradise such as that of Basil ?

» Isaac Tavvrow's History of Fanaticism,




XI.

SYMPATHY WITH NATURE.

f|HE individual soul should scek for an intimate
union with the soul of the universe.
Novaris.

"

SOMETIMES a common scene in Nature—one of the
cormmon relations of life—will open itself to us with a
brightness and pregnancy of meaning unknown before.
Sometimes a thought of this kind forms an era in life,
It changes the whole future course. It is a new
creation. Dr Cuanning.

OxE impulse from & vernal wood
May teach you more of man,
Of moral evil and of good,
Than all the sages can.,

Swect is the lore which Nature brings ;
Our meddling intellect .

Misshapes the beautequs forms of things :
We murder to dissect, ‘WORDSWORTH.
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How does Nature deify mus with a foew and cheap,
elements ? Give. me health and a day, and I will
make the pomp of emperors ridiculous.

" EMERSON.

WHEN up some woodland dale we catch
The many-twinkling smile of ocean,

Or with pleased ear bewilderd watch
Ilis chime of endless motion ;'

SStill, as the singing waves retire,

They seem to grasp with strong desire,

Such signs of love old Ocean gives,

‘We cannot choose but think hLe lives.

KesLi,

I waANT to extraet and absorb into my soul the
sublime mysticism that pervades all mature, but I
cannot. I look on all the vast scene as I should on
a column sculptured with ancient hiegoglyphies, saying,
« There is significance there,” and despairing to read.
At every turn it is as if I met a ghost of solemn, mys-
terious, and indefinable aspect ; but while I attempt to
arrest it, to ask it the veiled seccrets of the world, it
vanishes. The world is to me what a beautiful and
dumb woman would be ; I can sce the fair features, but
there is not language to send forth and impart to me
the element of soul. Rev. JouN FosTER.

It is not merely the multiplieity of tints, the glad-
ness of tone, or the Lalminess of the air which delight
in the spring.; it is the still consecrated spirit of hope,
the prophecy of happy days yet to come ; the engless
variety of nature, with presentiments of eternal flowers
which never ghall fade, and sympathy with the blessed-
ness of the ever-developing world. Novawis.
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. NATURE never did betray
The heart that loved her ; *tis her privilege, *
Through all the years of this our life, to lead
From joy to joy : for she can 80 inform _

The mind that is within us, so impress

‘With quietness and beauty, and so feed-

With lofty thoughts, that neither evil tongues,
Rash judgments, nor the sneers of selfish men,
Nor grectings where no kindness is, nor all

The dreary intercourse of daily life,

Shall e’er prevail against us, or disturb

Our cheerful faith that all which we behold

Ie full of blessings. ‘WORDSWORTH.

IN good health the air is a cordial of incredible
virtue. Crossing a bare common, in snow puddles, at
twilight, under a clouded sky, without having in my
thovghts any occurrence of special good fortune, I have
enjoyed a perfect exhilaration. Almost I fear to think
how glad I am. In the woods, too, a man casts off his
years, as the snake his slough, and at what period .f
life socver, is always a child. In the woods is perpetual
youth, Within these plantations of God a decorum and
sanctity reign, a perennial festival is dressed, and the
guest sees not how he should tire of them in d thousand
vears. In the woods we return to reason and faith.
There I feel that nothing can befall me in life—no dis-
grace, no calamity (leaving me my eyes) which nature
cannot repair. EMERsoON.

In adults, the pleasures of mere colours are very
languid in comparison of their present aggregates of
pleasure, formed by association. And thus the eye
approaches more and uore, as we advance in spirituality
aud perfection, to an inlet for mental pleasure, and an
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organ snited to the exigencies of a being whose happi- .
ness consists in tite improvement of his understanding
and his affections. HuxiLEY on Man.

Our intellectual pleasures are not ouly at first gener-
ated, but afterwards supported and recruited in part,
from the pleasures affecting the eye; which holds
particularly in respect of the plea.sureq" afforded by the
beauties of nature, and by the imitations of them,
which ghe arts of poetry and painting furnish us with,
And for the*same reasons, the disagreeable impressions
on the eyc have some share in generating and feeding
intellectual pains. dbid.

WHATEVER beauty there may result from effects of
light on foreground objects, from the dew of the grass,
the flash of the cascade, the glitter of the birch trunk,
or the fair daylight hues of darker things (and joyful-
ness there is in all of them), there is yet a light which
the eye invariably seeks with a deeper feeling of the
leautiful,—the light of the declining or breaking day,
and the flakes of scarlet cloud burning like watch-fires
in the green sky of the horizon; a decper feeling, I
say, not, perhaps, more acute, but having more of

gpiritual hope aud longing, less of animal and present
ler, ore manifest, invariably in those of more serious
and determined mind (I use the word serious, not as
being opposed to cheerful, but to trivial and volatile),
bat, I think, marked and unfailing even in those of the
least thoughtful dispositions. I am willing to let it
rest on the determination of every reader, whether the
pleasure which be has received from these effectp of
calm and luminous distance be not the most singular
and memorable of which he has been conscious; whether
all that is dazzling in colour, perfect in foryp, gladden-
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. ing in expression,'be not of evanesceut and shallow
appealing, when compared with the still small vdice of
the level twilight belind purple hills, or the scarlet
arch of dawn over the dark troublous-edged sca.

RusgIN’s Modern Pavntcrs,

NaToRE always wears the colours of the spirit. To a
man ' labouring nnter calamity the heat of Lis own fire
hath sadness int'it. Then there is a kind of contempt of
the landscape felt by lim who las just lost bgpdesti.
a dear friend. The sky is less grand as it shuts down
over less worth in the population. EMxRr80ON,

I mAve no doubt that scenery and climate have a
great cffect on the spiritual part of imagination, as well
as upon the material. Johnson, I think, becanie more
imaginative after e had visited the Hebrides ; at any
rate. when our minds contemuplate him carried about on
the waves of the stormy occun in which these islands
are placed, and sleeping with the northern billows beat-
ing at the foot of the castellated rock where he is hos-
pitably received, we have a pleasing idea of him which
revolts at the disputaticus, dreariness, and vulgarity of
Bolt Court.,

Autobiography of SIR EGERTON BRYDGES.

I proVE to Penshurst this morning, and looked about
me; the surpassing loveliness of that drive now, with
the tender green of the younyg leaves, scems made on
purpose to comfort one. L,felt if I did not say, All this
delight cannot be made for the bodily eyes only, and
nothing for the weary soul; and it seemed to me a
strohger argument than all the sermons and arguments
which we are wont to Jicar contain, “

CawoLINE F. CORNWAKLLIS.
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Go into the woods and valleys, when your heart is
rathet harassed thn bruised, and when you suffer from
vexation more than grief. Then the trees all hold out
their arms to rlieve you of the burden of your heavy
thoughts ; and the streams under the trees glunce at
you as they run by, and will carry away your trouble
along with the fa,llen Jeaves ; and the sweet-breaghing
air wﬂl draw it off together with the silver multitudes
of the dew. DBut let it be with anguish”or remorse in
‘Vmu‘ eart thut you go forth into nature, and, instead
of your <ponk1n'r her language, you make her speak
yours. Your distress is then infused through all things,
and clothes all things, and nature Ohly echoes, and
scems to authenticate, your self-loathing or your hope-
lessness. Then you find the device of your sorrow on
the argent shield of the inoon, and sce all the trees of
the ficld weeping and wringing their hunds with you,
while the hills, seated at your side in sackcloth, Yook
down upon you prostrate, and repr8ve you like the
cgmiforters of Job. Hours with the Mystics.

Tuw freshness of the air, the singing of the bhirds, the
beautiful aspeet of nature, the size of the vemerable
trees [in Holland Park ; he was then on a visit to Loxd
Rolland], gave me altogether a delightful feeling this
morning. It seemed there was pleasure even in living
and breathing without anything else.

S1r WALTER Scorr’s Diary, May 1828.

TrE carol of the Jark, “the light-enamoured bird,”
the hum of the bees, the verdure and gorgeous blossoms
of the woods,—these are sources of pleasure commop to
all. So also the perfume of the air, though merely
from thorns,, and lilacs, and limgs, to say nothing of
grain, or tedded grass or kine, But all these are pothing
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to what a contemplative man can make them by asso=
ciation,
IHuman Life, by the Author of “ Tremaine.”

DEvVOTION to the heauty of the external forms of
nature, atfords to men of great excitability and a pas-
sionete sense of the beautiful, an escape from many
dangers and dxstnrfmuws The appetite for the beauti-
ful in such mén must he fed ; and human beauty is a
dict which leads to excessive sumulntlon, frequent- vicist
situdes of feeling at all events, and in every prob.).blhty
to the excitement of bitter and turbulent passions. The
love and admiration of nature leads from all these ; being
in tru.h the safe outlet for every excess of senmbﬂm
The plcasure so derived appears to be, of all human
plessures, the most exempt from correlative pains.

TaxLor’s Notes from Looks.

. Happy is Ne who lives to understand,
Not human nature only, but explores

- All natures—to the end that he may find
The law that governs each ; and where begins
The union, the partition where, that makes
Kind and degree, among all visible beings ;
The constitutions, powers, and faculties
‘Which they inherit—cannot step beyond,
And cannot fall beneath ; that do assign
To every class its station and its office,
Through all the mighty commonwealth of things,
Up from the creeping plant to sovercign man.
Such converse, if dirccted by a meek,
Sincere, and humble spirit, teaches love :
For knowledge, is delight, and such delight
Preeds love ; yet suiteé as it rather is



SYMPATHY WiTH NATURE. 163

To thoaght and to the climbing intellect,
It teaches less to love than to adore,
If that be net indeed the highest love.
- WORDSWORTH.

Tarkine of Delille, Lord Holland said, that netwith-
standing his pretty description of Kensington (Gapdens,
he walked with him once there, and he did not know
them when he was in them. Madame'de Stael never
“ooke® at anything ; passed by scenery of every kind
without a glance at it ; which did not, however, provent
her describing it. I said that Lord Byron could not
describe anything which he had not actually under his
cyes, and that he did it either on the spot or imme-
diately after. Moorxr’s Diury.

Ir is an uncharitable error to ascribe the delight with
which unpoetical persons often speak of a moursain-
tour to aflcetation. The delight is s real as mutton
and beef, with which it has a closer connexion than the
tPavellers themselves suspect, arising in great measure
from the good cffects of mountain air, regular exercise,
and wholesome diet upon the spirits. This is sensual,
indeed, though not improperly so; but it is no concession
to the materialist. I do mot deny that my neighbour
has a soul, by referring a particular pleasure to him in
the body. Guesses at Truth.

SURELY the stir and smoke of a town life, so far from
deadening our sensibility to country beauties, render our
pleasure in them of a still higher relish; at least I
assure myself it is so with me: and I am no less ceytain
that frequent retreat into the countixyis mecessary for
keeping oneds mind in tone for she proper pursuits of
active life, aud for refreshing, in our imaginstion, those

*

( -
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Jarger and distant views which render such oceupations
most ureful, and which aloue muke them safe.
Francis HoRNER.

THERE are two ways of living with nuturo The one
is universally known and pmctwed P(-ople walk among
the treen fields with their heads high in the air, and
talk about the wehther ; they gather ﬂowers, smell them,
throw them away ; t,hey take their meals in the open
air, often with a great deal of trouble to those wif have
to arrange and tire themselves to death with the neces-
sary pr«:parations for the fétes champétres ; may go out
on the ‘water ; fish, hunt, sing ; luok about them, enjoy
themselves, yawn—do I not know? And people eco-
nomise ; they sow, they reap, they rear calves, shear
their sheep, fatten pigs, feed chickens, bleach linen,
gather berries, dry vegetables, pickle meat, make pre-
serves, and such like. And all this is good. Ilont soit
qui mal y perse.' 1 myself have done the same. But
still there is anothier mode of living with nature, tgo
little known and too little practised for the happiness of
mankind. And it was this in particular which now
made Hedvig, as it were, begin a new life. Her spirit
was, like all true Northern spirits, of an inquiring and
investigating kind. She liked to seck to the origin, to
the fountain-head, to the innermost of everything. And
in her intercoursc with nature, this desire of ipvestiga-
tion became a source of delight to her. From this cause
there was now a nmew and ‘unexpected point of union
between herself and Augustin, and subjects for common
activity and enjoyment. They studied together the life
and changes of the vegetable and insect kingdom ; and
every plant, every ﬂower, every little winged or creeping
creaturg around them must réveal to them its name, its

“

.o Y
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life, and the-history of its development. To see the
greal in the smafl became to them a daily delight. The

remarkable analogjes which they discovered between the

life of nature and human life, the little and the great,

led thém to a still deeper understanding of connexion '
between the two, and to anticipations of the gréat har-

monies of life—those which are and those which *shall

be when discords cease, * Miss BREMER.

I B heen studying for a length of time with ficl-
ings of profound melancholy Holbein’s picture of “ The
Labourer,” and had strolled out into the fields, pondering
on the nature of a rural life and the Jot of the*agricul-
turist. Without doubt it is a hard and ungrateful task
to consume life and strength in turning up the clods of
this jealous earth, which compels man to tear forcibly
from its bosom its teeining treasures, when a crust gf the
hardest und blackest bread is, at the close of the day, the
sole recompense and profit attached 1o so severe a toil.
Jhiese riches spread over the soil, these harvests, these
fruits, these noble aniwals fattening on the rich herbage,
are the property of the few, and the instruments of
fatigue aud slavery to the many. The man of ease and

Jeisure loves not in general, for their own sakes, either
the ficlds or the plains, the broad expanse of nature, or
the superb animals which are to be converted into money
for his use. The man of leisure comes to seck a little fresh
air and renovated health in the country, after which he
returns to spend in the great cities the fruit of his vassals’
toil. The labouring mnun, on his side, s too much op-*
pressed, too unhappy, and too anxious for the futyre to
enjoy the beauties of the country and the charms of vural
life, Forhim alsothe golden fields, thesmiling plains, the
noble animals, represent’sacks of crown pieges .of which
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die will have but ascanty portion, almost insufficient for

his needs, but which, nevertheless, he must replenish

cach year, in order to satisfy his magter and pay for the

right of living parsimoniously and miserably: upon his
* domain. And yet nature is ever young, beautiful, and
generous.  She sheds poetry and heauty over all beings
and ‘wpon every plant that man permits her to develop
at her will.  She possesses the true secret of happiness,
that treasure which no one has been able 10 ravish from
her. The happicst of beings would be that mafi who,
possessing a scientific and cultivated mind, working with
his own hands, and securing happiness and liberty from
the exetcise of his own intelligence and strength, would
yet have leisure to devote to the improvement of bis
moral and intellectual qualities, to comprehend his own
handiwork, and to adore that of his Maker. And the
drcam of an existence for the peasant, at once swect,
unfeztered, poetic, laborious, and simple, is not so ditli-
cult of conception as to be peremptorily dismissed to the
regions of empty speculation.  That sweet hut pensive
ejaculation of Virgil—*Oh, happy the countryman, if
he but knew his happiness ! ”—is a regret ; but like all
regrets, it is also a prediction. A day will surely come
when the labourer will also be an artist, if not to express,
(a matter of small moment then), at least to feel, the
beautiful. But will any one assert that this mysterious
and intuitive feeling of poctry isnot already germinating
within him in the state of instinct and vague reverie?
. Amongst those protected from the pressing wants of the

day, and in whom the exeess of poverty does not stifle

all mpral and intellectual development, happiness-—pure,

heartfelt, and deeply-appreciated happiness—is in the

clementary state ; and«if, even amid puam, atigue, and

labour, the poet's voice has already been raised, why

-
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should it be said that the labour of- the arms is incom-,
patible with that vf the mind? This incompatibility is
doubtless the gen(,ra.l risult of excessive toil and extreme
poverty ; but let no one say that when a man shall labour
usefully and in moderation, we shall then only have bad
workmen dnd inferior poets. He who finds elevated and
lofty pleasures in the feeling of poetry is a true, poet,
though he had never composed a lime of verse in his
cntire lifetime. GEORGE SAND.

SYMPATHY with nature has its own marks, stamped
plainly upon all who are endowed with it, but the
world is not very careful to distinguish the true marks
from the false. There is no end to the spurious forms
which have passed current for genmine, and it is scarcely
agreeable to reflect how many of them still survive, in
spite of the steady movement of the last two generations
towards the true spirit and meaning of nature. ®*The
tourist who tells you that he is going® to Switzerland or
Tgaly to freshen his passion for nature, generally means
by it a passion for dawdling in the sunshine with
notling on his wmind. And, of course, there is no harm
in such a taste. It is much more creditable than a
taste for dawdling about with foolish young women, or
Over a wine-bottle. To be able to luxuriate in simple
sunny inactivily is a quality of a healthy character.
But there is nothing gained by giving a fine-sounding
uame to what is, after all, only useful laziness, and is
wholly unfruitful of positive results upon character.
1f, however, nothing is gained by such a counterfeit ag
this, at least there is no great harm done, beyond con-
ferring on a man a shade more of self-satisfaction than
he is entitlgd to. This is morg than can be said of
auother aad still more prevalent imposture in the same
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«matter. A school 6f younger mien has arisen—nor do
they lack a consecrating bard—who pérsuade themselves
that sympathy with nature means, and means exclu-
gively, a fiery revelling in her sensuous delights, added
to an abject grovelling before her sterner moods. What
they call sympathy is, in fact, a mixture of a drunken
fonduess for bright colours and heavy scents, with a
dismal conviction that these are only meant to befool
us while we are being crushed under the feet of
malignant, ruthless "ods. In time, the tl]qunht’ of the
malignity and the ruthlessnuss becomes as attractive to
them as the joys which they frantically purvey for
their senses, Among other reasous for this, is the deep
consolation which reflections upon the malignity of fate
bring to minds inflamed with spite and detestation
against their kind. The man whose belief never goes
lieyond the gratification of Lis own senscs cannot fail to
desfhse and hate all who arrange the objects of life on
wider principles.® He likes to gloat over the cruclties
of destiny, because, though visiting himself too, they
will still curse these ohjects of hiy hatred, and repay
them for the vile sin of exalting reason, instead of
feasting and inflaming their senses. It pleases him to
reflect that the gods are “too great to appease, too high
to appal, too far to call,” and hv is willing to dvty t]u i
for his own part, for the glee which they provide for
him in the distresses laid uwpon his neighbours. In
such cages love of mnature is only another name for
hatred of the human race. Suturday lieview.

TgE degree of ignorance of exiernal nature in which
men may remain depends partly on the number and
character of the subjacts with which theix minds may
be otherwise occupied, and pdrtly on a natural want of
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gensibility to the powey of beauty of form and the other
attribiites of extémaljobjects. I do not think that
there is ever such absblute ineapacity in the eye for
distinguishing and receiving pleasure from certain
forms ahd colours, as there is in persons who are
technically said to have no car for distinguishing Botes ;
but there is naturally every degree of bluntness tnd
acuteness, both for perceiving the trutll of form, and for
receiving pleasure from it when perceived. And al-
though™ believe even the lowest degree of these fucul~
ties can be expanded almost unlimitedly by cultivation,
the pleasure received rewards not the labour necessary,
and the pursuit is abandoned. So that while ifi those
whose sensations arc naturally acute and vivid, the call
of external nature is so strong that it must be obeyed,
and is ever beard louder as the approach to her is
nearer,—in those whose sensations are naturally blunt,
the call is overpowereld at once by other thoughts, and
their facultios of perception, weak d&riginally, die of
diguse. With this kind of Lodily sensibility to colour
and form is intimately connected that higher sensibility
which we revere as one of the chief attributes of all
noble minds, and as the chict spring of real poetry. 1
Delieve this kind of sensibility may be entirely resolved
L4 -

into the acuteness of hodily sense of which I have heen
speaking, associated withlove—love, Imean, in its infinite
and holy functions, as it embraces divine and hwman and
brutal intelligenees, and hallows the physical perception
of external objects by association, gratitude, veneration,
and other pure feelings of our mioral natnre. And
although the discovery of truth is in itsclf altogegher
intellectual, and dependent merely gn our powers of
physical perception and abstract sntellect, wholly inde-
pendent of outr moral nhture, yet these i.qstrumeuts
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(perception and judgment) age 8o pharpened and
Lrightened, and so far more E>\viftry and effectively
used, when they have the cnebgy and passion of our
moral nature to bring them into action-—perception is
s0 quickened by love, and judgment so tewmpered by
veneration, that, practically, a man of deadened moral
sensation is always dull in his perception of truth ; and
thousands of the highest and most divine truths of
nature are wh(\lly concealed from him, however constant
and indefatigable may be his intellectual scarck: Thus
then, the farther we look, the more we are limited in
the numh(-r of those to whom we should choose to
appeakas judges of the truth, and the more we perceive
how great a nwnber of mankind may be partially in-
capacitated from either discovering or feeling it.
RuskiN’s Modern Paiiders.

Ture power \»"hich lies in the beauty of nature -to
induce the union of the tranquil and the vivid is
described, and to cvery disciple of Mr Wordsworth pas
heen as much as is possible imparted, by the celebrated
“Lines written in 1793, a fecw miles above Tintern

Abbey,” in which the poet, having attributed to his in-
termediate recollections of the landscape then revisited
a benign influence over many acts of daily life, de-
scribes thus the other particulars in which he is in-
debted to themn :—

““ Nor less I trust
To them I may have owed another gift
Of aspeet more sublime : that blessed mood
In which the burthen of the mystery
In whichethe heavy and the weary weight
Of all this uniatelligible world '
Is lightened :—that sefene and blessed mood
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In whiclythe affe [tions gently 1éad us on,

% Until the bfeath [f this corporeal frame,
And even the mot .on of our human blood,
Almost suspeftded, we are laid asleep
In Body, and become a living soul ;

While with an eye made quiet by the power
Of harmony and the deep power of joy,

We sec into the Jife of things. If this

De but a vain belief, yet, oh ! how™bft,

In darkness, and amid the many shayes

LI joyless delight, when the fretful stir
TUnprofitable, and the fever of the world
Have hung upon the beatings of my heart,—
How oft, in spirit, have I turned to thee,
Oh sylvan Wye ! thou wanderer through the %oods!
How often has my spirit turned to thee! ™

1f it weve possible to read or repeat such passages too
often, we might stop here ; for there arc probably few
portions of Mr Wordswortl’s works which are beser
known : but they have become thus damiliar because
they arc cminently characteristic, and for the same
refison they should not be omitted from our view of
Mr Wordsworth’s philosophy. Having reverted to his
first visit to the Wye, wlhich was in his carly youth, he
proceeds =—
¢ Nature then
{The coarser pleasures of my boyish days,
Aud their glad animal movements all gone by)
To me was all in all. I cannot paint
What then I was. The sounding cataract
ITaunted me hike a passion ; the tall rock,
The mountain, and the deep and gloomy wood,
Their colours and their forms, were then to me
An appetite, a feeling and a love,
That had 10 need of a remoter charn®,
By thought supplied, or any intdrest
Unborrowed from the eye. That time is past,
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And all its aclling joys are npw no more,
And all its dizey raptures. ot for this
Faint I, nor mourn, nor mujmur ; other gifts
Have followed, for such loss T would belicve
Abundant recompense. For I have learned |
To look on nature, not as in the hour

' Of thoughtless youth ; but hearing oftentimes

= The still sud music of humunity,
Nor harsh, nor grating, though of ample power
To chasten and subdue. . , .
. . . Therefore am I still

A lover of the meadows and the woods
And mountaing, and of all that we hohold
From this green earth ; of all the mighty world
'Of eye and ear, both of what thoy half create
And what perceive ; well pleased to recognise
In nature and the language of the sense,
The anchor of my purest thougbts, the nurse,
The guide, the guardian of my heart, and soul
Of all my moral being.”

‘'

This impassioned love of nature is interfused through
the whole of Mr Wordsworth’s system of thought, filljng
up all interstices, penctrating all recesses, colouring all
media, supporting, associating, and giving coherency
and mutual relevancy to it in all its parts. Though
man is his subject, yet is man never presented to us
divested of his rclations with external nature. Man is
the text, but there is always a running commentary of
natural phenomena. Iu his great work, “the mind of
man?” is, as he announces, “the haunt and the main
region of his song ;7 but the mind of man, as exhibited
by Mr Wordsworth, whatever else it may be, hardly
ever fails to be the mirror of natural objects, und more
or less the creagure of their power.

. TaYLOR’S Notes from Books.
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FRIENDSHIP.

FRIENDSHIP is one mind in two bodies.
ARISTOTLE.

Lirr Ifth no blessing like a prudent friend.
Evripines?

TreRE is nothing that is meritorious but virtue and
friendship, and, indeed, fricndship itsclf is but a part
of virtue. Pore.

Tar greatest benefit which one friend can confer
upon another, is to guard, and excite, and elevate his
virtues, Dr JorNsON.

WEg may have many acquaintances, but we can have.
but few friends ; this made Aristotle say, that he that
hath many inends hath none. Thd.

True friendship cannot be among many. For since
our facultics are of a finite energy, 'tis impossible gur
love can be very intense when dxvxdﬂ’((i among many.
No, the rays wust be contracted tq make them bnm -

JoHN NORRIS.
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{No pleasfire certainly ﬂlq so ditine
As when two souls inone combne.
He has the substance hf all Dliss
To whom a virtuous friend is given :
So sweet harmonious friendship is,
Add but eternity, you’ll make it heaven,
Ibhid.

Two lutes are strung,

And on a table tuned alike for song ;
Strike one, and that which none did touch
Shall sympathising sound as much

As that which touched you sce.
Think then this world, which heaven inrolls,
Is but a table round, and souls

More apprehensive be. OweN Feuraam.

1 strETCH forth all my roots and leaves in search of
afiection ; it is necessary for me to feel myself in im-
mediate contact Svith it, and when I am unable to drink
m full draughts of it, I at once dry up and wither.
Such is my nature. There is no remedy for it, and if
there were, 1 should nut wish to employ it.

. SCHLEIERMACHER.

NEEDpFuUL auxiliars are our friends, to give

To social man true knowledge of himself.

Full on ourselves, descending in a line,

Pleasure’s bright beam is feeble in delight :

Delight intense is taken by rebound ;

Reverberated pleasures fire the breast.

Youna.

Wt have sogial strengths. Our affection towards

vlirers creates & sort.of vantage or purckase which no-
thing will supply. I can do ‘that by another which I
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cannot do alone. ¢ I can jay to yon what I cannot first
- say to thyself. Otller nlen are lenses through which
we read our own mings. § EMERSON.

HEerACLITUS saith well, in one of his enigmas, “ Dry
light is everthe best ;” and certain it is, that the Light
that a man receiveth by counsel from another, is drjer
and purer than thut which cometh from: bis own under-
standing and judgment, which is cver dnfused and
drenchedyin his affections and custows,  There is ns
much differente between the counsel that a friend giveth,
and that & man giveth himself, as there is between the
counsel of a friend and of a flatterer ; for there .ds no
such flatterer as a man’s self, and there is no such
remedy aguinst flattery of a man’s self as the liberty
of a friend. Lorp Bacon.

L4

Oxx is not one’s “genuine self ”—one does not dig-
close all one’s sclf—to those with whom one has no
intimate sympathy. One is, therefore, several suc-
ceswve, and apparently different characters, according
to the gradation of the facultics and the qualities of
those one associantes with. I am like one of those boxes
1 have seen enclosing several boxes of similar form,
though lessening size.  The person with whom I have
least congeniality sees only the ontermost. Another
person has something more interesting in his character:
lie sees the next box ; another aees still an inner one,
but the friend of my heart, with whom I have full
sympathy, sees disclosed the inncrmost of all.

REev. Jonn Fosrur.

NExT to an improved and happy state of my own
mind, what I Jnost want, and berq pro‘lmb]y must not
find, is a ccmpanion of ofiginality and genius, with
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whom I might expatiate on th intellectual ﬂdd, and
mterdnnue sentimments w}m,h: the -mijority «f men
would not understand. T shopld be greatly happy to
be within reach of Mr Hughus, My life. hitherto has
been most inauspicions to the most interesting kinds of
human attachment, . . . I am tolerably social, partly
fro.r. inclination, and partly from a consideration of
propricty ; ygt solitude is my paradise. Lbid,

Orp {friends are the great blessings of or’s latter
years. Half a word conveys one’s meaning. They
have memory of the same events, and have the same
moderof thinking. ... I have young relations that
may grow upon me, for my nature is affectionate, but
can they grow old friends? My age forbids that. Still
less can they grow companions. Is it friendship to ex-
plain half one says? One must relate the history of
one’s memory and ideas ; and what is that to the young
but old stories 7

Horacre WaALPOLE,

IN June ’tis good to lie beneath a tree,
While the blithe season comforts every sense,
Steeps all the brain in rest, and heals the heart,
Brimming it o’er with swectness unawares,
Fragrant and silent as that rosy snow
‘Wherewith the pitying apple-trec fills up
And tenderly lines some last-year robin’s nest.
There muse I of old times, old hopes, old friends.
O1d friends! The writing of these words has borne
My fancy Lackward to the gracious past,
*The generous past, when all was possilile,

- For all was then yntried ; the years begween
Have tanght some sweet, some bitter lessons, none
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‘Wiser than t,his,——tt; spend in all-things else,

Bukof old fiends to be most miserly.

Each year to ancient friendships adds a ring,

As to an oak, an® precious more and more,

Without deservingness or help of ours,

They grow, and, silent, wider spread, each year,

Their unbought ring of shelter or of shade.

Sacred to me the lichens on the bark;

Which Nature’s milliners would scrape away ;

Mostiglear and sacred every withered limb !

Tis good %Yo set them early, for our faith

Pines as we age, and, after wrinkles come,

Few plant, but water dead ones with vain tears.
Under the Willows, by James RUsSELL LOWELL.

My school friendships were with me passions (for I
was always violent), but I do not know tLat there is one
which bas endured (to be sure some have been Jut
short by death) till now, That with Jord Clare began
one of the earliest, and lasted longest—being only
inttrrupted by distance—that I know of. I never hear
the word ¢ Clare ” without a beating of the heart even
now, and I write it with the feeling of 1803, 4, 5, ad in-
Jinttum. Byron,
L

It may safely be affirmed that gencrous minds, when
they have once known each other, never can be alien-
ated as long as both retain the characteristics which
brought thein inte union. No distance of place or lapse
of time can lessen the friendship of those who are
tlmrmwhly persuaded of each other’s worth. There are
" even some broken attachments in friendship, as wel? as
in love, which nothing cun «lebtmy, ahd it sometimes
happens that we are not conscious of their strength 1ill
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!

after the disrupfion. There arb a few.persons known
to me in years long past, but with whoia I lived in no
particular intimacy then, and have held no correspond-
ence since, whom I could not now meet without an
emotion of pleasure deep enough to partake of pain,
and who, I doubt not, entertain for me feelings of the
sar> kind and degree ; whose eyes sparkle when they
hear, and glisica sometimes when they speak of me,
and who think of me, as T do of them, with an affection
that increases as we advance in years. This is-because
our moral and intellectual sympathies have strengthened,
and because, though far asunder, we know that we are
travelling the same road towards our resting-place in
heaven. “There is such a pleasure as this,” says Cowper,
“which would want explanation to some folks, being
perhaps a mystery to those whose hearts arc a mere
muscle, and serve only for the purposes of an even cir-
curation.” SouvrTHEY’s Doctor.

\

ON a leaf of one of his (Byron’s) note-hooks, dated
1801, I find the following passage from Marmontel,
which, no doubt, struck him as applicable to the
enthusiasm of his own youthful friendships :— L’amitie,
qui dans le monde est & peine un sentiment, est upe
passion daus les cloitres.” Moorge.

THE most interesting description of friendship to be
found probably in any author is that which Montaigne
has given us in his Essays, aund the description is valu-
able because it is drawn from Nature, and not from
meéte fancy. He represents himself and his friend as
having become “acquainted before they met, having
sought each other from report alone ; aud the momen
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they did meet .they were bound for e’er. Thenceforth
they Wecame, a8 Ire said, like one soul with two bodies,
for all their thoughts, wishes, and even goods were in
common. Thejrmih ds"did not touch in one point only,
but in all ; and the will of the one became completely
identified with that of the other. In the whole of Brench
litevature I know nothing so beautiful or so strikipg as
this Essay. Montaigne says, in concludting—*“In truth,
if T compare all the rest of my life, though, by the grace
of Qodjl have passed it sweetly, casily, and, barring the
loss of such’a friend, free from grievous affliction, full of
tranquillity of mind, having partaken of my natural and
original advantages without sceking otiiers ; if, € say, I
compare it all with the four years during which it was
given to me to enjoy the sweet company and society of
that person, it is but smoke—it is but a dark and tire-
some night. Since the day that I lost him,

¢ Quem semper acerbum
Semper honoratum (sic di voluistis !) habebo,”

I drag on languidly, and even the pleasures which
present themselves to me, instead of consoling me,
redouble my regret for his loss. We went halves in
»verything, I seem to rob him of his share.”

RaMsay on Happiness and Duty.

A rFAITHFUL friend is the medicine of life ; for what
cannot be effected by means of a truc friend ? or what
utility, what security, does he not afford? What

leasure bas friendship? The mere beholding him
fuses an unspeakable joy, anl. 't the bare memor¥ of
him the mind is elevated. I hgve known one who
used to beg of holy men to pray, tirst for his friend and
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then for him. Shch is friendsh'ip, that through it we
love places and seasons ; for as bright bbdies emiv rays
to a distance, and flowers drop thelr sweet leaves on the
ground around them, so {riends impart favour cven to
the places where they dwell ; and when we return to
bhese places without these friends‘, we weep dnd lament,
ramenbering the days which we spent in their society.
With friends even poverty is pleasant. Words cannot
express the joy which a friend imparts; they only can
know who have experienced. A friend is dearer than
the light of heaven ; for it would be better for us that
the sun were extinguished, than that we should be
withowt friends.
St CaRYSOSTOM.

PriestLy speaks of “such a choice of company, as
tends to keep up that right bent and firmness of mind,
which a necessary intercourse with the world would
otherwise warp #ud relax. Such fellowship is the true
balsam of life; its cement is infinitely more durable
than that of the friendships of the world, and it looks
for its proper fruit, and complete gratification, to the
life beyond the grave” Is there a possible chance for
such a one as I to realise in this world such {riend-
ships? Where am I $o look for’cin ? What testimonials
shall I bring of my being worthy of such friendship ?
Alas! the great and good go together in separate herds,
and leave such as 1 to lag far, far behind in all in-
tellectual, and far more gricvous to say, in all moral
accomplishments.  Coleridge, I have not one truly
eleyated character among wy acquaintance : not one
Cliristian : not_one but undervalues Christianity—
gingly, what am ‘I t¢do? Wesley, (have, you read his
life 7), wag he not an clevated character? Wesley has
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said & Religion ¥ not a solitary tming.” Alas! it
necessarily is so with me, or next to solitary. ’Tis true
you write o me : *but correspondence by letter, and
personal intimacy, are very widely different.
CuarLES LamB to S. T. COLERIDGE,
January 10, 1797,

. I~ the matter of friendship, I have observed that dis-
appointgnent arises chiefly, not from liking our friends
too well, ot thinking of them too highly, but rather
from an over-cstimate of their liking for and opinion of
us, and that if we guard ourselves with sufficient
scrupulousness of care from error in this direction, and
can be content, and even happy to give more affection
than we receive—can make just comparison of cir-
cumstances, and he severcly accurate in drawing in-
ferences, and never let self-love blind our eyes—than I
think we may manage to get througle lifc with consist-
ency and constancy, unembittered by that misanthropy
which springs from revulsion of feeling. The moral is,
that if we would build on a sure foundation in friend-
ship, we must love our friends for their sakes rather
than for our own, CHARLOTTE DRONTE.

Be true to thy friend. Never speak of his faults to
anotlier, to show thy own discrimination; but open
them all to him, with candour and true gentleness.
Forgive all his errors and his sins, be they ever so
many ; but do not excuse the slightest deviation from
rectitude. Never forbear to dissent from a false opinion,
“o™ wrong practice, from mistaken motives of kindrfbss ;
nor seck thus to have thy own v.vcakllesses sustained ;
for these things cannot be done without injury to the
souL Mgs CHILD, .
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I BAVE just been reading in Cicero & maxim of some

worldly-minded Greek phllosophers which he finds
detestable ; that in friendship we should never forget
that we may ccase to be friends. With the moblest
class of human beings this is certainly detestable, and
whemver there is a warm mutual attachment. But in
other cases it has really a good meaning. You ought
to be cautious in your acquaintanceship how you over-
step the bounds of friendly good-will, unless yhu are
absolutely certain that your connexion will not be inter-
rupted ahd broken off on one side or the other.

Life and Correspondence of NIEBUHR.

THERE are two kinds of friendship. Omne is the
affection of the greater for the less, the other that of the
less for the greater. The greater and the less may be
diffirences of rank, or intellect, or character, or power.
These are the two vpposites of feeling which respeetively
characterise the masculine and the feminine natures, the
familiar symbols of which are the oak and the ivy with
its clinging tendrils. But though they are the mascu-
line and feminine types, they are not confined to
male and female. Most of us have gone through Loth
these phases of friendship. Whoever remembers air
attachment at school to a boy feebler than himself,
will recollect the exulting pride of gnardianship with
which he shielded his friend from the oppression of
some young tyrant of the playground. And whoever,
at least in boyhood or youth, loved a man, to whose
mental and moral qualities he looked up with young
revérence, will recollect the devotion and the jealousicy,
and the almost Passionate tenderness, and the costly
gifts, and the desire of personal sacrifice, which charac-
terise beyish friendship, and which certainly belong to
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the feminine #nd not the masculiheftype of aflection.
Doubfless the’ language of “In Memoriam” is tender
in the extreme,~—sych ps a sister might use to & brother
deeply beloved. But it is to be remembered that it
expressés phe affection of the spirit which rejoices to
confess itself the feebler ; and besides, that tht man
has passed into a spirit, and that time and distance
have thrown a hallowing haze of tenderness over the
lineaments of the friend of the past. It may be weil
also to Pecollect, that there is a precedent for this woman-
like tenderness, against whose anthority even tgose who
would condemn the most distant approach to irreverence
will scarcely venture to appeal. “I am distrebsed for
thee, my brother Jonathan : very pleasant hast thou
Leen to me : thy love to me was wonderful, passiny
the love of women.” Rev. F. W, ROBERTSON.

‘WHEN the first time of love is over, there comes a
something better still. Then comes that other love ;
that faithful friendship whieh never changes, and
which will accompany you with its calm light through
the whole of life. Tt is only needful to place yourself
so that it may come, and then it cornes of itself. And
then everything turns and changes itself to the best.

FrEDERICA BREMER,

1 mMaINTAINED that Horace was wrong in placing
happiness in nil admirari, for that I thought admira-
tion one of the most agreeable of all our feelings ; and
I regretted that I had lost much of my disposition to
admire, which people generally do as they advance in
fe.
Johmson. * Sir, as a man advances ig life, he gets ;vhat
is better than admiration,—judgment, to estimate things
at their true value.”
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I still insisted that admiration was' more pleasing
than judgment, as love is more pleasing than friendship.
The feeling of friendship is like thqt of being comfort-
ably filled with roast beef ; love like being- enlivened
with champagge.

Johison. “No, sir; admiration and love are like being
intoXicated with champagnc Jjudgment and friendship
like being enlivened.” Waller has hit upon the same
thoug,ht— )

‘¢ Amoret! as sweet and good
As the most delicious food ;
‘Which but tasted does impart
Life and gladness to the heart.

*¢ Sacharissa’s beauty’s wine,
Which to madness doth incline ;
Such a liquor as no brain
That is mortal can sustain,”
BoswruL’s Johnson.

I HAVE often contended that attachments hetween
friends and lovers cannot be secured strong and perpe-
tually augmenting, except by the intervention of sume
interest which is not personal, but which is common to
them both, and towards which their attentions and
passions are directed. If the whole attention is to bea
directed, and the whole sentimentalism of the heart con-
centrated on each other ; if it is to be an unvaried, « I
towards you and you towards me,” as if each were to
the other, not an ally or companion joined to pursue
happiness, but the very end and object—happiness itself ;
if it is the circumstance of reciprocation itself, and not
what is reciprocated, that is to supply perennial interess
to affection ; if it(is to be mind still reflecting back the
gaze of mind, and reflecting it again, cherub towards
cherub, as on the ark, and no luminary or glory between
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them fo supply beams and warmth tB both, I foresee
that the hope will disappoint, the plan will fail. Affec-
tion on these terms wi}l be reduced to the condition of
a famishing animal’s stomach, the opposite sides of
whioh, forawant of pabulumn introduced, meet and digest
and consume each other. Attachment must biurn in
oxygen, or it will go out; and, by oxygen, I mean a
mutual admiration and pursuit of virtue; improvement,
utilityy the pleasure of taste, or some ot’her interesting
concernl, which shall be the element of their commerce,
and make them love each other not only for each other,
but as devotees to some third object which they both
adore. The affection of the soul will feel a dissatisfac-
tion, and a recoil if, as they go forth, they are entirely
intercepting and stopped by any ohject thatis not wdeal ;
they wish rather to be like rays of ligat gleaming on the
side of an object, and then sloping and passing away ;
they wish the power of elongation through a series of
interesting points on towards infinity,
» Life of JoEN FOSTER.

THE confidence which new friends repose in each
other, usually developes itself by degrees. Common
occupation and tastes are the first things in which a
mutual harmony shows itself ; the mutual communica-
tion generally extends over past and present passions,
especially over love affairs ; but it is a lower depth which
opens itself, if the connexion is to be perfected ; the reli-
gious sentiments, the affuirs of the heart which relate to
the imperishable, are the things which both establish the
foundation, and adorn the summit of a friendship.

™ GoETHE'S Autobiograprly.

How weré friendship possible ¥ In mutual devoted-
ness to the Good and True: otherwise impossible; ex-
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cept a8 armed nejutrality or hollow cgmmerclal league.
A man, be the heavens ever pralscd is sutiicient for him-
self ; yet were ten men, united ip lave, capable of being
and of doing what ten thousand singly would fail in.

Inﬁmte is the help man can yield to man. |,
Toomas CARLYLL
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THE GOSPEL OF LABOUR. .

NHE end of man is an action, and not a thought,
though it were the noblest. CARLYLE.

AR
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ActioN is the highest perfection and drawing fogth
of the utmost power, vigour, and getivity of maon’s

nature, SourTH.

LEARNING is pleasurable, but doing is the height of
enjoyment. Novauwis.

I rixD that successful exertion is a powerful means
of exhilaration, which discharges itself in good humour
upon others. Dr CHALMERS,

THou wilt never be better pleased, than when thou
hast much to do of such things as thou knowest thyself
able to go through with : for business by its motion
addeth heat, and a delightful vigour to the spirits ;
while the unemployed, like standing waters, corrupt

with their own idleness. . Forier.

I xnow, Py my own experienct, that the more one
works, the more willing one is to work. "Wg are all
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more or less des Lnimauw dhabitude. , I’ remembgr very
well, that when I was in business, I wrote four or five
hours together every day, more jillingly than I should
now half an hour ; and this is most certain, that when
a man has applied himself to business half the day, the
other half goes off the more cheerfully and agrecably.
This I found so foreibly, when I was at the Hague,
that I never tasted company so well, nor was so good
company myself, as at the suppers of my past deys.
Lorp CHESY'LIMELD.

O MORTAL man, who livest here by toil,

Do not complain of this thy hard estate ;

That like an emmet thou must ever moil,

Is a sad sentence of an ancient date.

And certes, there is for it reason great ;

For though sometimes it makes thee weep and wail,

And curse thy star, and early drudge and late,

Withouten tfiat would come a heavier bale,

Loose life, unruly passions, and diseases pale,
THomsoN’s Castle of Indolence.

THERE is a perennial nobleness, and even sacredness,
in work. Were he never so benighted, forgetful of his
high calling, there is always hope in a man that actually
and earnestly works : in idleness alone is there per-
petual despair. Work, never so Mammonish, mean, s
in communication with Nature ; the real desire to get
work done will itself lead one more and more %o truth,
Naturé’s appointments and regulations, which are truth.

Blessed is he who has found his work ; let him ask no
othor blessedness. He has a work, a life-purpose ;¢
has found it, aad will follow it! How, as a free-
flowing channcl, dug aud torn by noble rorce through
fhe sour mud-swamp of one’s existence, like an ever-
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deepening rives there, it runs and fovs ;—draining off
the sowr festering water, gradually frofh the root of the
remotest grass blade; making, instead of pestilential
swamp, & green fruitful meadow with its clear-flowing
stream. . How Dblessed for the meadow itself, let the
strearll and'izs value be great or small ! Labour is life :
from the inmost heart of the worker rises his fdod-
given force, the sacred celestial life-essence breathed
into him by Almighty God ; from his-inmost heart
awakeng, him to all nobleness, to all knowledge, self-
know) .uge, and much ¢lse so soon as work fitly begins.
All true work is sacred ; in all true work, were it
but true hand-labour, there is something of divineness.
Labour, wide as the earth, has its summit in heaven.
Sweat of the brow; and up from that to sweat of
the brain; sweat of the heart, which includes all
"Kepler calculations, Newton meditations, all sciences,
all spoken epics, all acted heroisms, martyrdoms,— ap
to that “ Agony of bloody sweat,” wRich all men have
called divine! O brother, if this is not “worship,”
then I say, the more pity for worship ; for this is the
noblest thing yet discovered under God’s sky. Who
art thou that complainest of thy life of toil ? Complain
not. Look up, my wearied brother ; sec thy fellow-
workmen there, in God’s Eternity ; surviving there.
They alone surviving : sacred band of the imimortals,
celestial body guard of the empire of munkind, Even
in the weak human memory they survive so long, s
saints, as hcroes, as gods; they alone surviving ;
peopling, they alone the unmeasured solitudes of Time!
To thewm heaven, though severe, is not unkind ; heaven
is Wnd,—as a noble mother ; as that Sparton motter,
saying while she gave her son his,chifll, “ With it my
son, or upon it!” Thou, too, shalt return home in
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honour ; to thy far:distant home, in henour ; doubt it
not,—if in the battle thou keep thy'shield! Thou in
the eternities and deepest death-kingdoms art not an
alien ; thou everywhere art a dénizén | Complain not ;
the very Spartans did not complain. )

s Past and Present, by T. CARLYLE, 1843.

Y

Axp who art thou that braggest of thy life of idle-
ness ; complicently showest thy bright gilt eqripages ;
sumptuous cushions ; appliances for folding Wi the
hands to mere sleep? Looking up, looking down,
around, behind, or before, discernest thou, if it be not
in Mayfair alone, any idle hero, saint, god, or even
devil? Not a vestige of one. In the heavens, in the
earth, in the waters under the earth, is none like unto
thee. Thou art an original figure in this creation ; a
denizen in Mayfair alone, in this extraordinary century
of half-century alone! One monster there is in the
world ; the idle man. What is his “religion?” That
Nature is a phantasm, where cunning beggary or
thievery may sometimes find good victual. That God
js a lie ; and that man and his life are a Lie. Alas,
alas, who of us ¢z there that can say, I have worked ?
The faithfullest of us are unprofitable servants; the
faithfullest of us know that best. The faithfullest of
us may say, with sad and true old Samuel, ¢ Much of
my life has been trifled away !" Ilid.

WHAT are we set on earth for? Say, to toil—
Nor seek to leave thy tending of the vines,

For all the heat o’ the day, till it declines,

And Death's mild curfew ghall from work assoil.
God did anoint thee with His odorous oil,



THE GQSPEL OF LABQUR. 191

To wrestlepnot to reign ; and He assigns
AM thy tears vver, like pure crysthllines,
F¥or younger fellow-workers of the soil
To wear for aninlets. So others shall
Take patience, labour, to their heart and hands,
Prom thy hands, and thy heart, and thy brave cheer,
And God’s grace fructify through thee to all. «»
The least flower, with a brimming eup, may stand,
And share its dew-drop with another mear.
'.T EL1zABETH BARRET BROWNING.

._',,tr - g
THE woman singeth at her spinning-wheel
A pleasant chant, ballad or barcaiolle ;
She thinketh of her song upon the whole,
Far more than of her flax ; and yet the reel
Is full, and artfully her fingers feel
With quick adjustment, provident control,
The lines, too subtly twisted to unroll,
Out to a perfect thread. I hencaappeal
To the dear Christian Church—that we may do
Our Father's business in these temples mirk,
Thus, swift and steadfast ; thus, intent and strong;
‘While, thus, apart from toil, our souls pursue
Some high calm spheric tune, and prove our work
The better for the sweetness of our song.

Ihid.
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TOO MUCH BRAIN-WORK.

BEE wonder to what extent death from over brain-

Y work increases. The returns do not show it,
but people who live in great cities hear of it
with increasing frequency. It is worth recording that, -
int the opinion of a very great physician, the true
remedy for the slveplessness, which is the most distress-
ing symptom of overwork, is not opium, but Bass's
beer, drunk at bed-time, instead of dinner.

Spectator.

WHAT is most wanting to arduous enterprises, in the
present day, is—time ; we can scarcely command a few
hours of undisturbed or effectual activity, We live in
the midst of tempests or dead calms, condemned
alternately to shipwreck or inaction. More rapid and
controlling than ourselves, events carry away our ideas
and intentions before they have passed into facts, and
not unfrequently before they lave even ripened into
attempts. Guizot.

WE think afid we exhaust; we scheme, imagine,
study, worry, and enjoy, and proportionately we waste.
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Over-worked  Vrains and  stomachs, under-worked
nwuscled and limbs, soon derange the balance of supply
and demand. We waste faster than enfecbled digestion
can well repair.  We fedl always a little depressed ; we
restorg theveyuilibrium temporarily by stimulation—
sowe with coffee aud tea, others with tobacco. *1low
much resort to the more powerful and fascinating ifar-
cotics these innocent stimulants prevent, we can only
judge by the weakness of human naturc ind the vast
consumpeion, North Awmerican Review.
-

EveRY one is so busy in these days; in spite of
Solomon's saying, that there is “a time for all tRings,”
our modern men can hardly find a time for anything.
1t is not only the unfortunate mechanic that is driven
into a state of slavery by his fourteen hours of daily

t1(»1] and has o holiday so rarely that he does not know
‘hn\\ to use it when it comes, but even what they =
their ignorance would call the unp®ductive classes,
liave not, if you will belicve their own pitiable story, a
moment 1o themselves. They are so busy always, In
the name of the great Busybody [“ Sabbathless Satan,”
as Charles Lamb quaintly designates him]-—busy about
what ?
¢ Seven hours to sleep, to healthful labour seven,
Ten to the world allow, and all to Heaven,”
Now the man to whom this distich is attributed is
generally allowed {o have brought something to pass in
his generation. But I suppose the days have grown
shorter since then. Brackwoon’s Mugazine.

THE business of the House of Commgns is conducted
by u few pessons, but thise arce hard-worked. Sir

Robert Peel knew the b)..-hooks by heart. . His col-
. N
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leagues and riv Is carry Hansard in their heads. The
high civil and legal offices are not bels of case, but
posts which exact fnbhtful amounds of mental labour.
Many of the great labourets—like Pits, Canning,
Castlelea,_.,h, Romilly—are soon worked to dcatl),
EMERsoN’s English Traits, 1349,

THE excessive application of Mr Poulett Thomsou to
public busiress during the session of 1832 materially
affected his health, Attendance on some committees in
the morning, his office [the Board of Trate], .nd the
night passed in the House, often till two or three in the
morniag, were more than any coustitution could bear,
any energy successfully contend with. His journal,
which from about this period was kept with tolerable
regularity, containg occasionally such entries as the
following :—% August 28, Saturday—A weck of thé
Jrardest possible labour. I have not returned from the
House any day €11 three ; on Wednesday not till four.
It is impossible to stand this ! I tind my body quite
exhausted, and my mind equally worn out. All this
week I have alternated between the Bunk and Silk
Committees, and ther the House. On Wednesday I
carried my Bill [the Customs Duties] through the comn-
mittee ; was at it from five till two in the morning,
nine mortal hours! . . , I passed my bill to-day, thank
God !” Life of LORD SYDENHAM.

[Lorp SypeENmrAM'S life was certainly cut short by tov
much brain-work, and, since his death, many other
statesmen have succumbed at an early age under the
same tremendous pressure. Sir Robert Peel, Sir George
Cornewall Lewis, Lord Herbert of Lea, the Duke of
Newcastle, and Six Williamn Molesworth are notable
instances of -what we refer to. It is well to note, how-
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.ever, as the North American Review pomts out, in the
following passage, that mere change of mental occupation
has the same effect upbn gome men as excessive appli-
cation has upon others. Want of official training in
early life also causes hard work to press much heayier
upon men who enter public life after middle age than
upon those who have been in hamessofrom youth
upward. ] .

MeN g Swtmes leave their accustomed occupations,

which require comparatively little mental exertion,
or to which capacity, education, and long habitehad
adapted them, and engage in others which require much
more thought and study. Although most persons may
do this safely, yet the change is not without danger,
When farmers leave their lands and become traders,
when country traders on a small scale become city«
merchants on a large scale, when regelar merchants
become speculators, when any one goes out of an old
and thied sphere of business and enters a new and un-
tried one which involves greater respomsibility, he
sincreases the pressure upon his brain ; and unless he
has a well-disciplined mind, and is accustomed to severe
labours, he incurs sume risk of over-working and im-
pairing his cerebral structure.

This is especially the case with those who suddenly
change their life from one of quiet ease and irrespon-
sibleness to one of great excitement, labour, and duty.
Some, unused to mental toil, float carelessly along the
smooth stream of time, until, by a sudden turn of for-
tune ox circumstance, they are placed in laboriou8
positions or clevated to important gfficd, where the
weight and care’of business, and the necessity of pro-
ducmg results beyond their former expenenne-and
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endeavours, press too heavily upen their powers of
endurance. Sooner or later, they are found inade-
quate to the charge they have afsumed,; and unable to
sustain themselves in their new relation without suffer-
ing. They expend more cerebral force 1han the brain
cou spare without wearing upon its strength ; they over-
draw upon their vital capital : some break down in
health, and.'some sink in death.

Charles Fox for many years aimed at the Pyemiership
of Great Dritain. He was an active man &i¢ farliament,
but was not accustomed to assume great responsibilities,
or t@ bear heavy burdens on his brain long and con-
tinuously, He had not exact and laborious habits of
mind ; and when he attained the ohject of his ambition,
and was placed in the highest office, he found that it
required a degree of mental discipline and a continuity

a0f intense mental labour to which he had not heen used,
and which heqcould not sustain.  In a short time he
sank beneath the load, which overtasked his cerebral
forces und overstrained his powers.
WNorth American Review, 1859,

TiLL within cven the last eighteen months, or two
years, if you had gone down one 1morning, at half-past
nine, to Westminster, you might have heard him [Sir
William Follett] opening with masterly ease, clearness,
and skill, a patent case, or some other important maiter,
before a special jury ; and immediately after resuming
his seat, you would see him go, perhaps, into the adjoin-
ing court of nist prius, in which also he was engaged as
laading counsel, and where he would quickly accertain
the exact podition of the case, and effectively cross-
vxaine or re-examine a witness, or object to or support
the admissibility of cvidence; then, if you followed his
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footsteps, you weuld find him in the'Lord Chancellor’s
court, engaged in sbme equity case of great magnitude
and difficulty. Somg time afterwards he might be seen
hastening to ‘the Privy Council, and by about two or
three oclocl. at the bar of the Housc of Lords, in the
midst Of an admirable reply to some great appeal or
peerage case. When the House broke up, Sir Willi4m
Follett would doff the full-bottomed wig tn which alone
Queen’s eounsel are allowed to appear befor«, the House
of Lor ds,dmd resuming his short wig, re-appear in either
—or hy inmly in both—the courts of niss prous, where
he had left trials pending, having directed himself to be
sent for if there should arise any necessity for it. *Then
he would in a very few moments calmly possess himself
of the exact state of the cause, and resure his personal
Londucet of it as eflectively as if he had never quitted the
court. If he could he spared for a quarter of an hour,
Le would glide out, followed by one or two counsel and
altorneys, to hold one, or perhaps two®consultations in
casey fixed for the next day. On the Court’s rising—
perhaps about six or seven o’clock—he would go home
to swallow a hasty dinner; then hold one, two, or even
three consnltations at his own house ; read over, as none
but he could read, some briefs, and about eleven or
twelve o’clock make his appearance in the House of
Commons, and, perhaps, take a leading part in some
very critical dehate—listened to with wiinterrupted
silenee, and with the admiration of both friends and
foes. The abuve, with the exception of taking part in
the debate of the House of Commons, was an average
day’s work of the late Sir William Follett. And was it
not the life of a galley-slave chained to the oar?
Brackwoon's Migazine, 1846,
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A BosroniaN, who had returned from a tour in Eng-
land and Ircland, much struck with the, poverty of the
lower classes, and with the difliculties experienced by
those who are struggling to rise in‘the world, remarked
to me, “ We ought to de happier than the English,
although we do not look so.” There is, in fact,”a care-
worn expression in the countenances of the New Eng-
landers, which ariscs partly from their striving and
anxious disposition, and their habits of hard work,
mental and bodily, and parily from the efferty of the
climate. One¢ of their lawyers expressed “to me his
regret that the members of his profession, and their
most eminent politicians, physicians, and literary men,
would not spare themselves, and give up some time to
relaxation. “ They seem determined,” he said, “to
realise the sentiment so finely expressed by Milton—

¢ To scorn delights, and live laborious days.’ -
Our ancestors had to work fifteen hours out of every
twenty-four, in order not to starve in the wilderness;
but we persist in straining every nerve when that neces-
sity has ceased.” He then reminded me how much
more cheerful, plurop, and merry the young negro
children looked in the South than those of New Eng-
land, who had all the appearance of having been forced
in their education, and over-crammed at school.

LyeLr’s Second Visit to the United States, 1845, 6.

SoME say the Americans have no physiognomy—a
great mistake, I think. To me their physiognomy seems
most strongly marked, bearing deep impress of that in-
tensity which is the essence of their being. The features
evén of the young are furrowed with lines of anaious
thought and dttermined will. You read upon the
nation’s brow the extent of its enterprise, and the inten-
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rity of its desires. Every American looks as if his eyes
were glaring into ¢he Far West and thafar future. Nay,
his mental physiognomy is determined by the same
carnestness of purbposq, The American never plays,
nor even the American child. He cares nothing for
those azames and sports which are the delight gf the
Englishman. He is indifferent to the play eithar of
mind or muscle. Labour is his element, and his only
relaxation from hard work is fierce exciternent, Neither
does he Jaugh. The Americans, I i nm).gme, are the most
serious people in the world. There is no play even in
their f.mcy. French wit is the sparkle of the diamond,
that dazzles a salon; the American imaginatiors flashes
its sheet-lightning over half a world.
The samne terrible earnestness is, I am persuaded, at
the bottom of that ill-health which is so serious a curse
*to American life. No doubt other things contribute—
climate, stimulants, sedentary occupations, and so forty;
but the deepest-rooted cause of Angerican disease is
that overworking of the brain, and over-excitement of
the nervous system, which are the necessary conse-
quences of their intense activity. Hence nervous dys-
pepsia, with consumnption, insanity, and all its brood of
fell disorders in its train, In a word, the American
works himself to death.
Letters from the Slawve States,
by JAMES STIRLING, 1857,

In the cities and more densely-populated portions of
New England and the Middle States, at least, insanity
is inereasing, and this increase is in a greater ratio than
thatsof the population. After making liberal allowamces
for the errors of the census, it appears that in no section
of the world *is insanity more prévalent than in this
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We may undoubtedly trace this startling effect to the
general restlessmess and excitement ¢hat pervages the
community, and the general indifference to the most
common and essential physiolqgicdl laws,. As a com-
munity we have too little recreation—too little regard
for the refreshing and invigorating influences ofesocial
intercourse : and far too little time is given to the en-
joyment of Jiterary and scientific pursuits. Our devo-
tion to business of every kind is too long continued and
too absorbing. We rise carly and sit up late,.and eat
the bread of carelulness, and eat it hastily, that we may
carry out those plans of advancement which are so en-
grossing.  The deep traces of care and anxions thought
are written on the brow, and their corroding influences
consume not ouly the elasticity of our frame, but in too
many instances, it is to be feared, the better feelings of
the heurt. 'These influences pervade society in this®
cguntry more than any other on the globe. They draw
within their vortex many who would gladly cscape
them, and, increasing with the flood-tide of national
prosperity, threaten to engulph the better feclings dnd
sympathics of the nation, in the maelstrom of ambition
and gair., Remonstrating one day with an intelligent
young merchant on the folly and danger of devoting
himself so exclusively to his business, to the neglect of
excreise and the enjoyments of the family encle, he
confessed that it was wrong, but pleaded that the cager
competition that existed around him required the devo-
tion of all his time and energies to sustain his character
93 a business man. “I never allow myself more than
five minutes to a meal,” said another, who in one month
wa#a raving maniac, .
Twenty-second Annual Report of the Retreat
for the Insane at Hartford, Connecticul.
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WueN I asked the physician of the Ohio Lunatic.
Asylum, a_magnificent establishmesgt, which class of
socicty furnished the majority of Junatics, he unswered,
to my astonishmeht, {he farmers ; they work too hard,
and have npo holidays.  Rest, here in the asylum, restores
then? always. I had tlmu"ht that the gambling popu-
lation of the cities, with their sudden foltuneu and
reverses, were nearer to the brink of inental alienation
than the agriculturists, with their regular and steady
pursulfe.  But the remark of the physician is certainly
profpund. « Sunday is here a day of prayers exclusively,
not likewise of relaxation and enjoyment, and the Anglo-
Saxon race has forgotten how to amuse itself wigh trifles.
You find the Merry Old England now only in poetry ;
since the time of Cromwell and his Puritans the people
have a gloomy cast, and the business habits of our age
have destroyed the olden gay character of the race. A
sprightly Englishman or American is an exceptipn.
The dance under the May-pole, soaal music, and the
decp feeling for the beauties of nature, so profoundly
rdoted in the German mind, ave unknown to the Amer-
ican farmer. He toils hard, and he does not know
contentment—he always longs for more. Give to a
Hungarian or a German a moderate income, just cnough
to maintain the family, a blue sky, a green meadow, a
shady tree in suinmer ; a comfortable stove, a song and
a chat in winter, and he does not care for all the riches
in the world. The American restlessness is therefore
tedions to the German immigrants, and especially their
wives rarely feel comfortable in this steeplechase fore
fortune. A German lady, who visited me here, told me
how het husband had come over with a handsome
apital from Germany ; how they dost it in a paper
manufactory. and how they retrieved their property,
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first by keeping a school, and then by buying land,
which since had,risen above all their expectation.
“ Every German loses his money here,” she said, “ who
enters into speculation ; he is not sharp enough for the
Americans.  But every onc of us prospers who buys
land, and works hard. But yet,” continued she, “I
hopegnot to dic here ; I long for the quiet, hearty life
of Germany. Were it not oppressed by despots, and
stripped of all frcedom, we should have long ago re-
turned. A poor man there has more enjoyment than the
rich here; nothing but the freedom of America makes
life here supportable. Were Glermany politically ‘frec,
not oneoof us would cross the ocean to live among this
joyless people.” PurszrY’s Sketches of Society in
the United Stutes, 1853.




XV.

THE GOSPEL OF REST. .

JEISURE for men of business, and business for
men of leisure, would cure many complaints,
Mnrs THRALE.

W sometimes feel as if we shquld like to run&t.mr
heads into a hole, to be quict for a little time from
the stir of so many human beings, which greets us from
morning to evening. Dr ArxoLp.

I prant beyond expression for two days of absolute
and unbroken leisure., If 1t were not for my love of
beautiful nature and poetry, my heart would have died
within me long ago, LoRD JEFFREY,

Ir is a favourite speculation of mine that, if pared to
sixty, we then enter on the seventh decade of human
life, and that it, if possible, should be turned into the®
Sabbath of our carthly pilgrimage and spent sabbati-
cally, as if on the shore of un eternal world, or # the
outer courts, as it were, of the teme that is above—
the tubernatle in heaven. What enamours me all the



204 T77E GOSPEL OF REST.

more of this idea is the retrospect of my mothers
widowhood. T lomg, if God ,should spare me, for such
an old age as she enjoyed—spent as if at the gate of
_heaven, and with such a fund of inward peace and
hope as made her nine years’ widowhood a perfect
feast anl foretaste of the blesseduess that awaits the
righteous. Dr CHALMERS.

[ON the 17th!March 1845, Dr Chalmers made the
following entry in his journal :—“ My birthday ; 1
have got over the half of my seventh decade, Leing now
sixty-five, und have entered on what I call the Sahbath
afternoon My God, may it have a more sabbatical
character than my Sabbath forenoon has had. I would
henceforth live wholly unto Thee.” His wish for that
Subbath of perfect rest which he yearned for at an
earlicr period was not to be his lot. e died in harness
in 1%47.]

I cover rest neither for my friends nor yet for my-
self, so long as we arc able to work ; but when age or
weakness cores on, and hard labour becomes an un-
endurable burden, then the necessity of work is deeply
‘painful, and it scems to imply an evil state of society
wherever such a nccessity generally exists.  One’s age
should be tranquil, as one’s childhood should be playful;
hard work, at either extremity of human existence,
seems to me out of place. The morning and the even-
ing should be alike cool and peaceful; at midday the
.sun may burn, and men may labour under it.

Dr ArNoLD, 1836.

No doubt that work is a luxury, and a very graat
one. It is indeeu ., luxury and a necessity ; no man
can retain either health of mind or body without it.
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So profoundly Jo I feel this, that one of the principai
objeéts I wduld recommend to benevolent and practical
persons, is to imduce rich people to seek for a larger
quantity- of this luxury than they at preseut posscss.s
Neyerthéless, it appears by experience that even this
healthiest of pleasures may be indulged in tb gxeess,
and that human beings are just as liable to surfeit of
labour as to surfeit of mcat; so that as, on the one
Land, it may be chavitable to provide, for some people,
lighter dinner and more work,—for others, it may be
eqaally cexpedient to provide lighter work and more
“dinner. Ruskin.

1 am retired to Monticello, where, in the bosom of
my fawily, and surrounded by my books, I enjoy a
repose to which 1 have long been a strunger. My
mornings are devotled to correspondence.  From bIjg:ak-
fast to dinner, I am in-my slmps my garden, or“on
horseback among niy farms; from dinner to dark, I
@ive to society dml recreation with my neighbours and
friends ; and from candlelight to early bedtime, I read.
My health is perfect, and my strength considerably
reinforced by the activity of the course I pursue—per®
haps it is as great as usually falls to the lot of nearly
sixty-seven ycars of age.  Italk of ploughs and harrows,
seeding and harvesting, with my ncighbours, and of
politics too, if they clioose, with as little reserve as the
rest. of my fellow-citizens, and feel, at length, the bless-
ing of being free to say and do what I please without
heing respounsible for it to any mortal. A part of my
occupation, and by no means the least pleasing,is the
direction of the studies of such yogng men as ask it.
They placo themselves in the neighbouring village, and
have the use of my library and counsel; and make a
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part of my society. Tn advising the .course of their
1eadmg, I endeavonr to keep thur attention fixed on
the main object of all science—the freedom and happi-
eness of man ; so that, coming to bear a share in the
councils and govermment of their country, thev «will
ever keep in view the sole objects of all legitimate
government, JEFFERSON'S Cormspondwu-e,
Letter to Kosciusko, 1810,

AND may at last my weary age
Find out the peaceful hermitage,
The hairy gown and mossy cell,
‘Where L may sit and rightly spell
Of every stur the heaven doth show,
And cvery herb that sips the dew ;
Till old experience do attain
To something like prophetic strain.
11 Denseroso.

Toe wish to possess a country-house, a retrcat, a
nest, a harbour of some kind, from the storms, and even
from the agitating pleasures of life, is as old as the
sorrows and joys of civilisation. The child feels it
when he “plays at house;” the school-boy when he is
reading in his corner; the lover when he thinks of Lis
wistress. Epicurus felt it in his garden; Horace and
Virgil expressed their desire of it in passages which the
sympathy of mankind has rendered immortal. It was
the end of all the wisdom and experience of Shakespeare.
e retired to his native town, and built himself a house,
in which he died. Leicn Hunt,

TaE successful horrister, at the summit of his pro-
fession and the height of fame, is so overwhelmed with
business that he has time neither for sleep, nor society,
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nor recreation, nor literature ; his btren"th is overtaxed,
his life is slipping away, he has not dven leisure for the
swuet amenities of the domestic circle ; he is amassmq
thousands which he does not want uud cannot spond
he ix c¢ngrossing briefs which poor men thirst for in
vain ; yet when does he ever resign a portion of his
business to hungry competitors ! 'When does he ever
resolve upon “shorter hours,” less toil, and less emolu-
ment? When does he ever say to himself, “ 1 will no
longer spend my labour for that which is not bread, and
for Jhe food which satisfieth not : I will pause, I will
rest, I will enjoy, 1 will contemplate, I will cgnsecrate
my remaining years to my fumily, to my country, to my
soul 17 North Dritish Review.

Our poor friend Robinson has made one fortune, but
did not consider it large cnough, and is now busy
making another,  He is off to the city at eight A
never returning till eight p.m., and then so worn and
jasled that he cares for nothing beyond his dinner and
his sleep.  His beautiful house, his conservatories and
pleasure-grounds delight not him ; he never enjoys,
Lie only pays for them.  He has a charming wife and a
youthful family, but he sees little of either—the latter,
indeed, he uever sces at all cacept on Sundays. Ile
comes home so tired that the children would only worry
him. To them “papa” is almost a stranger. They
know bim only as a periodical encunbrance on the
bhouschold life, which generally makes it much less
pleasant. And when they grow up, it is to such a
totally different existence than his, that they usgully
quietly ignore him. “Oh! papa cages nothing about
this. No, nc; we never think of ttlling papa anything.”
Until somwe day papa will die, and leave them a
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quarter of a million. But how much better to leave
them what no money can ever buy—the remembrance
of a futher! A real futher, whose guardianship made
heine safe ; whose tenderness fillml it with "happiness ;
who was companion and friend as well as riley and
guide ;» whose influence interpenetrated every day of
their lives, every feeling of their hearts ; who was not
merely the “author of their being ”—that is nothing, a
mere accident; but the originator and educator of
everything good in them ; the visible father ou carth,
who made them understand dimly, “ our Father, w! ich
is in heaven.” Fraser's Mugazine, 1866.

W are confident that the origin of much of the
nervonsness and impaired health of individuals who are
not decidedly sick, is owing to the want. of a sufficient
and quiet rest.  To procure this it is iimportant, in the
st place, that the mind should not be disturbed for
several hours before retiring to rest.  Secondly, Retire
early, and when neither very warm nor cold ; sleep on
a hair mattress, or en a bed not very soft.  The bed-
roomn should be large end well ventilated, and the bed
should not be placed near the wall, or near a window,
as such an arrangement often exposes the person to cur-
rents of cold air.  Thirdly, That there should be nothing
tight about the neck ; and the Chinese rule of brushing
the teeth before retiring is a good one. Tea or coffee
taken late in the evening is apt to disturb sleep. Strive
to banish thought as much as possible, or take up but
the most dull subjeet. Study during the evening is
improper. Some few persons, we know, are able to
perform much mental labour, and to study late at night,
and yet slecp well. Bome require hut little sleep. But
such individnals are very rare. General Pichegru in-
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- formed Sir Gilbert Blane that during a whole ycars
campaign he, did not sleep more than one hour in
twenty-four. Slccﬁp seemed to be at the comamand of
Napoleon, as he could_sleep and wake apparently at h't:
will. M. Guizot is a good sleeper. At the time he wi
Minister of France he was thus described by,a lale:
writer :—* 1is facility for going to sleep, after extreme
excitement and mental exertion, is prodigious ; and it is
fortunate for him he is so constituted) otherwise his
health® yould materially suffer. A Minister in France
vught not «sto be a nervous man ; it is fatal to him if
Le 48, After the most boisterogs and tumultuous sittings
at’ the Chamber, after being baited by the Opposition in
the most savage manner—there is no milder expression
for their excessive violence—he arrives at home, throws
himself upon a couch, and sinks immediately into a
*profound sleep, from which he is undisturbed till mid-
night, when proofs of the Moniteur are brought to hizga
for yuspecetion.” American Joumal of Insunity.

Ir you are to work well, you must sleep well. 1f
you are to keep your health and strength and youth—
to carry your powers of work with you to the last—you
must sedulously pay court to your pillow. It will
commonly be found that the men who earry their years
lightly are men who possess the faculty of sleeping at
will.  If you have much work to do, you must not
account time spent in sleep to be time lost. It is time
gained. [t is an essential part of the duty of the day.
I had once an old servant who used to say, “Well, I
have done my work. I have cleaned up, and now I’
get my sleeptng done.” Sleeping was, in her philosof)hy,
a thing to bg dune—not a passive glate, but an active
purt of her duty. And every workman should so con-

e
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sider it. Let him sleep in his bed, if he can, at proper
hours of the night; if not, let lum fleep at ary odd
tine, when nature invites lnm to rest himself. 1f we
dg. not play tricks with ourselves, ‘if we work hard
without overworking ourselves, sleep will rarcly be
*coy to us.  As a general rule, it may be said that busy
men are better sleepers than idlers, and that mental
labour contributes moure to sound sleep than bodily
fatigue. I beleve that only mere novices in work are
kept awake by the thought of it. Experienced work-
men acquire a habit of slm]\mu oft its en 'u'onnu_nts
when they will, 1 there be one thing in life for wihi *h
I am profoundly thaukful to the Giver of all good "'liLb,
it is for the faculty of sleep.
** T have two friends, who are with me night and day,—
True friends and constant, ever by my side ;
" Than mother more devoted, or young bride :
Yet when one comes, the other steals away ;
F¥or jealous friexds will no joint vigil keep : —
The one’s great name is WORK ; the other’s SLEET.”
Cornhill Magazine, 1860,
























