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PREFACE

Those who have the pleasure of attending the opening neetings of schools
and col | eges, and of giving away prizes and certificates, are generally
expected at the sanme tine to offer such words of counsel and encouragenent
as the experience of the world m ght enable themto give to those who are
entering life.

Havi ng been nysel f when young rather prone to suffer fromlow spirits,
have at several of these gatherings taken the opportunity of dwelling on
the privileges and bl essings we enjoy, and | reprint here the substance of
sone of these addresses (omtting what was special to the circunstances of
each case, and freely nmaking any alterations and additions which have
since occurred to ne), hoping that the thoughts and quotations in which |
have nyself found nost confort may perhaps be of use to others al so.

It is hardly necessary to say that | have not by any neans referred to all
t he sources of happi ness open to us, sone indeed of the greatest pleasures
and bl essi ngs being altogether omtted.

In readi ng over the proofs | feel that sone sentences nmay appear too
dogmatic, but | hope that allowance will be made for the circunstances
under which they were delivered.

H GH ELMS,

DOWN, KENT, January 1887 .

PREFACE

TO THE TVENTI ETH EDI TI ON.

A |l ecture which | delivered three years ago at the Wrking Men's Col | ege,
and which forns the fourth chapter of this book, has given rise to a good
deal of discussion. The Pall Mall Gazette_ took up the subject and issued
a circular to many of those best qualified to express an opinion. This
elicited many interesting replies, and sone other |ists of books were
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drawn up. When ny book was translated, a simlar discussion took place in
Germany. The result has been very gratifying, and after carefully

consi dering the suggestions which have been made, | see no reason for any
material change in the first list. | had not presuned to forma |ist of ny
own, nor did | profess to give ny own favorites. My attenpt was to give

t hose nost generally recommended by previous witers on the subject. In
the various criticisns on ny list, while |large additions, anounting to
several hundred works in all, have been proposed, very few om ssions have
been suggested. As regards those works with reference to which sone doubts
have been expressed--nanely, the few Oiental books, Wake's Apostolic
Fathers etc.--1 may observe that | drew up the |list, not as that of the
hundred best books, but, which is very different, of those which have been
nost frequently recommended as best worth reading.

For instance as regards the _Sheking_ and the _Analects_of Confucius, |
must hunbly confess that | do not greatly admire either; but | recommended
t hem because they are held in the nost profound veneration by the Chinese
race, containing 400, 000,000 of our fellownmen. | nmay add that both works
are quite short.

The Ramayana_ and _Maha Bharata_(as epitom zed by Weeler) and St.
Hilaire's _Bouddha_ are not only very interesting in thenselves, but very
inportant in reference to our great oriental Enpire.

The authentic witings of the Apostolic Fathers are very short, being

i ndeed conprised in one small volume, and as the only works (which have
come down to us) of those who lived wth and knew the Apostles, they are
certainly well worth reading.

| have been surprised at the great divergence of opinion which has been
expressed. Nine lists of sone | ength have been published. These |ists
contain some three hundred works not nentioned by ne (w thout, however,
any correspondi ng onm ssions), and yet there is not one single book which
occurs in every list, or even in half of them and only about half a dozen
whi ch appear in nore than one of the nine.

|f these authorities, or even a majority of them had concurred in their
recomendati ons, | would have availed nyself of them but as they differ
so greatly I wll allowny list to remain alnost as | first proposed it. |
have, however, added Kalidasa's _Sakuntala_ or _The Lost R ng_, and
Schiller's WIlliamTell _, omtting, in consequence, Lucretius and M ss
Austen: Lucretius because though his work is nost remarkable, it is
perhaps | ess generally suitable than nost of the others in the |list; and
M ss Austen because English novelists were sonmewhat over-represent ed.

H GH ELMS,
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DOWN, KENT, _August 1890 .

THE PLEASURES OF LI FE

PART |

“"All places that the eye of Heaven visits
Are to the wise man ports and happy havens.™

SHAKESPEARE.

"Some murnur, when their sky is clear
And whol Iy bright to view,

| f one small speck of dark appear
In their great heaven of bl ue.

And sonme with thankful |ove are fill'd
| f but one streak of |ight,

One ray of God's good nercy gild
The darkness of their night.

“I'n pal aces are hearts that ask,
I n di scontent and pri de,

Wiy life is such a dreary task
And all good things denied.

And hearts in poorest huts admre
How | ove has in their aid

(Love that not ever seens to tire)
Such rich provision nade."

TRENCH

CHAPTER | .

THE DUTY OF HAPPI NESS.
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“If a man i s unhappy, this nust be his own fault; for
God made all nen to be happy."--EPI CTETUS.

Life is a great gift, and as we reach years of discretion, we nost of us
natural |l y ask oursel ves what should be the main object of our existence.
Even those who do not accept "the greatest good of the greatest nunber" as
an absolute rule, will yet admt that we should all endeavor to contribute
as far as we may to the happiness of our fellowcreatures. There are nmany,
however, who seemto doubt whether it is right that we should try to be
happy oursel ves. Qur own happi ness ought not, of course, to be our main
object, nor indeed will it ever be secured if selfishly sought. W may
have many pleasures in life, but nust not |et them have rule over us, or
they will soon hand us over to sorrow, and "into what dangerous and

m serabl e servitude doth he fall who suffereth pleasures and sorrows (two
unfaithful and cruel commanders) to possess hi m successivel y?" [1]

| cannot, however, but think that the world would be better and brighter
if our teachers would dwell on the Duty of Happiness as well as on the
Happi ness of Duty, for we ought to be as cheerful as we can, if only
because to be happy ourselves, is a nost effectual contribution to the
happi ness of others.

Every one nust have felt that a cheerful friend is |ike a sunny day, which
sheds its brightness on all around; and nost of us can, as we choose, nake
of this world either a pal ace or a prison.

There is no doubt sone selfish satisfaction in yielding to nelancholy, and
fancying that we are victins of fate; in brooding over grievances,
especially if nore or less imaginary. To be bright and cheerful often
requires an effort; there is a certain art in keeping ourselves happy; and
in this respect, as in others, we require to watch over and nanage
ourselves, alnost as if we were sonebody el se.

Sorrow and joy, indeed, are strangely interwoven. Too often

"We | ook before and after,
And pine for what is not:
Qur sincerest |aughter
Wth some pain is fraught;
Qur sweetest songs are those that tell of saddest thought." [2]

As a nation we are prone to nelancholy. It has been said of our countrynen
that they take even their pleasures sadly. But this, if it be true at all,
will, | hope, prove a transitory characteristic. "Merry England" was the

old saying, let us hope it nmay becone true again. W nust | ook to the East
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for real nelancholy. What can be sadder than the lines with which Onar
Khayyam opens his quatrains: [ 3]

"We sojourn here for one short day or two,

And all the gain we get is grief and woe;

And then, leaving life's problens all unsolved
And harassed by regrets, we have to go;"

or the Devas' song to Prince Siddartha, in Edwin Arnold's beautifu
ver si on:

“"We are the voices of the wandering w nd,

Whi ch npan for rest, and rest can never find.
Lo! as the wind is, sois nortal life--

A noban, a sigh, a sob, a storm a strife."

If indeed this be true, if nortal life be so sad and full of suffering, no
wonder that Nirvana--the cessation of sorrow -should be wel coned even at
the sacrifice of consci ousness.

But ought we not to place before ourselves a very different ideal--a
heal t hi er, manlier, and nobl er hope?

Life is not to live nerely, but to live well. There are sone "who live

wi t hout any design at all, and only pass in the world |ike straws on a
river: they do not go; they are carried," [4]--but as Honmer nakes U ysses
say, "How dull it is to pause, to make an end, to rest unburnished; not to

shine in use--as though to breathe were life!"

CGoethe tells us that at thirty he resolved "to work out |life no | onger by
hal ves, but in all its beauty and totality."

"I m Ganzen, @uten, Schonen
Resol ut zu | eben. "

Life indeed nust be neasured by thought and action, not by tine. It
certainly may be, and ought to be, bright, interesting, and happy; and,
according to the Italian proverb, "if all cannot live on the Piazza, every
one may feel the sun.”

|f we do our best; if we do not magnify trifling troubles; if we | ook
resolutely, I do not say at the bright side of things, but at things as
they really are; if we avail ourselves of the manifold bl essings which
surround us; we cannot but feel that life is indeed a glorious

i nheritance.

"More servants wait on man
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Than he'll take notice of. In every path
He treads down that which doth befriend him
When sickness makes him pal e and wan

Ch mghty Love! Man is one world, and hath
Another to attend him" [5]

Few of us, however, realize the wonderful privilege of living, or the

bl essings we inherit; the glories and beauties of the Universe, which is
our owmn if we choose to have it so; the extent to which we can neke
oursel ves what we wish to be; or the power we possess of securing peace,
of triunphing over pain and sorrow.

Dante pointed to the neglect of opportunities as a serious fault:

"Man can do viol ence
To hinmself and his own bl essings, and for this
He, in the second round, nust aye depl ore,
Wth unavailing penitence, his crine.
Whoe' er deprives hinself of life and |ight
In reckl ess lavishnent his tal ent wastes,
And sorrows then when he should dwell in joy."

Ruski n has expressed this with special allusion to the narvell ous beauty
of this glorious world, too often taken as a matter of course, and
remenbered, if at all, alnost without gratitude. "Holy nen," he conpl ai ns,
"in the recommendi ng of the love of God to us, refer but seldomto those
things in which it is nost abundantly and i nmedi ately shown; though they

i nsist nmuch on His giving of bread, and rainent, and health (which He

gives to all inferior creatures): they require us not to thank H mfor
that glory of H's works which He has permtted us al one to perceive: they
tell us often to neditate in the closet, but they send us not, like |saac,

into the fields at even: they dwell on the duty of self denial, but they
exhibit not the duty of delight:" and yet, as he justly says el sewhere,
"each of us, as we travel the way of life, has the choice, according to
our working, of turning all the voices of Nature into one song of
rejoicing; or of withering and quenchi ng her synpathy into a fearful

wi t hdrawn sil ence of condemmation,--into a crying out of her stones and a
shaki ng of her dust against us."

Must we not all admt, with Sir Henry Taylor, that "the retrospect of life
swarns with | ost opportunities"? "Woever enjoys not life," says Sir T.
Browne, "I count himbut an apparition, though he wears about himthe
visible affections of flesh."

St. Bernard, indeed, goes so far as to maintain that "nothing can work ne
damage except nyself; the harmthat | sustain | carry about with nme, and
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never ama real sufferer but by ny owmn fault.”

Sonme Heat hen noralists al so have taught very nmuch the sane | esson. "The
gods, " says Marcus Aurelius, "have put all the neans in man's power to
enable himnot to fall into real evils. Now that which does not nake a man
worse, how can it nake his life worse?"

Epi ctetus takes the sane line: "If a man i s unhappy, renenber that his
unhappiness is his own fault; for God has nmade all nen to be happy." "I
am" he el sewhere says, "always content with that which happens; for |
think that what God chooses is better than what | choose."” And agai n:
"Seek not that things should happen as you wi sh; but w sh the things which
happen to be as they are, and you will have a tranquil flow of life.... If
you wi sh for anything which belongs to another, you |lose that which is
your own."

Few, however, if any, can | think go as far as St. Bernard. W cannot but
suffer from pain, sickness, and anxiety; fromthe |oss, the unkindness,
the faults, even the col dness of those we | ove. How many a day has been
danped and dar kened by an angry word!

Hegel is said to have calmy finished his _Phaenonenol ogi e des Cei stes_ at
Jena, on the 14th Cctober 1806, not know ng anythi ng whatever of the
battle that was ragi ng round him

Mat t hew Arnol d has suggested that we m ght take a | esson fromthe heavenly
bodi es.

“Unaffrighted by the silence round them
Undi stracted by the sights they see,
These demand not the things wthout them
Yield them | ove, anusenent, synpathy.

"Bounded by thensel ves, and unobservant
In what state God's ot her works nmay be,
In their own tasks all their powers pouring,
These attain the mghty life you see.™

It is true that

"Aman is his own star;

Qur acts our angels are

For good or ill,"
and that "rather than follow a nultitude to do evil," one should "stand
i ke Ponpey's pillar, conspicuous by oneself, and single in
integrity." [6] But to many this isolation would be itself nost painful,
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for the heart is "no island cut off fromother |ands, but a continent that
joins to them" [7]

| f we separate ourselves so much fromthe interests of those around us
that we do not synpathize with themin their sufferings, we shut oursel ves
out fromsharing their happiness, and |ose far nore than we gain. |If we
avoi d synpathy and wap ourselves round in a cold chain arnor of

sel fi shness, we exclude ourselves from nmany of the greatest and purest
joys of life. To render ourselves insensible to pain we nust forfeit also
the possibility of happiness.

Mor eover, nuch of what we call evil is really good in disguise, and we
should not "quarrel rashly with adversities not yet understood, nor

overl ook the nmercies often bound up in them" [8] Pleasure and pain are,
as Plutarch says, the nails which fasten body and soul together. Pain is a
war ni ng of danger, a very necessity of existence. But for it, but for the
war ni ngs whi ch our feelings give us, the very bl essings by which we are
surrounded woul d soon and inevitably prove fatal. Many of those who have
not studi ed the question are under the inpression that the nore

deepl y-seated portions of the body nust be nost sensitive. The very
reverse is the case. The skin is a continuous and ever-wat chful sentinel,
al ways on guard to give us notice of any approachi ng danger; while the
flesh and i nner organs, where pain would be w thout purpose, are, so |ong
as they are in health, conparatively w thout sensation.

"We tal k," says Helps, "of the origin of evil;... but what is evil? W
nostly speak of sufferings and trials as good, perhaps, in their result;
but we hardly admt that they may be good in thenselves. Yet they are
know edge--how el se to be acquired, unless by maki ng nen as gods, enabling
them to understand w t hout experience. Al that nen go through may be
absolutely the best for them-no such thing as evil, at |least in our

cust omary mneani ng of the word."

| ndeed, "the val e best discovereth the hill," [9] and "pour sentir |es
grands biens, il faut qu'il connoisse |les petits maux." [ 10]

But even if we do not seemto get all that we should wi sh, many wll feel,
as in Leigh Hunt's beautiful translation of Filicaja s sonnet, that--

"So Providence for us, high, infinite,

Makes our necessities its watchful task.

Hearkens to all our prayers, helps all our wants,
And e'en if it denies what seens our right,
Ei t her deni es because 'twoul d have us ask,

O seens but to deny, and in denying grants.”
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Those on the other hand who do not accept the idea of continua
interferences, will rejoice in the belief that on the whole the | aws of
the Universe work out for the general happi ness.

And if it does cone--

"Gief should be
Li ke joy, mmjestic, equable, sedate,
Confirm ng, cleansing, raising, making free:
Strong to consune snmall troubles; to commend
G eat thoughts, grave thoughts, thoughts lasting to the end." [11]

| f, however, we cannot hope that |ife will be all happiness, we nmay at

| east secure a heavy bal ance on the right side; and even events which | ook
like msfortune, if boldly faced, nay often be turned to good. Otentines,
says Seneca, "calamty turns to our advantage; and great ruins make way
for greater glories.” Helnmholtz dates his start in science to an attack of
illness. This led to his acquisition of a mcroscope, which he was enabl ed
to purchase, owing to his having spent his autumm vacation of 1841 in the
hospital, prostrated by typhoid fever; being a pupil, he was nursed

W t hout expense, and on his recovery he found hinself in possession of the
savings of his small resources.

"“Savonarol a," says Castelar, "would, under different circunstances,
undoubt edl y have been a good husband, a tender father; a man unknown to
history, utterly powerless to print upon the sands of tinme and upon the
human soul the deep trace which he has left; but msfortune canme to visit
him to crush his heart, and to inpart that marked nel ancholy which
characterizes a soul in grief; and the grief that circled his brows with a
crown of thorns was al so that which weathed themw th the spl endor of
immortality. H's hopes were centered in the woman he | oved, his life was
set upon the possession of her, and when her famly finally rejected him
partly on account of his profession, and partly on account of his person,
believed that it was death that had conme upon him when in truth it was
imortality."”

It is however, inpossible to deny the existence of evil, and the reason
for it has long exercised the human intellect. The Savage solves it by the
supposition of evil Spirits. The G eeks attributed the m sfortunes of nen
in great neasure to the antipathies and jeal ousi es of gods and goddesses.
O hers have inmagi ned two divine principles, opposite and antagoni stic--the
one friendly, the other hostile, to nen.

Freedom of action, however, seens to involve the existence of evil. If any
power of selection be left us, much nust depend on the choice we make. In
the very nature of things, two and two cannot nake five. Epictetus

I magi nes Jupiter addressing man as follows: "If it had been possible to
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make your body and your property free fromliability to injury, | would
have done so. As this could not be, | have given you a small portion of
nmysel f."

This divine gift it is for us to use wsely. It is, in fact, our nost

val uabl e treasure. "The soul is a nmuch better thing than all the others
whi ch you possess. Can you then show ne in what way you have taken care of
it? For it is not likely that you, who are so wise a nman, inconsiderately
and carelessly allow the nost valuable thing that you possess to be

negl ected and to perish." [12]

Mor eover, even if evil cannot be altogether avoided, it is no doubt true
that not only whether the life we | ead be good and useful, or evil and
usel ess, but al so whether it be happy or unhappy, is very nuch in our own
power, and depends greatly on ourselves. "Tine alone relieves the foolish
fromsorrow, but reason the wise." [13] and no one was ever yet nade
utterly m serable excepting by hinself. W are, if not the masters, at any
rate al nost the creators of ourselves.

Wth nost of us it is not so nuch great sorrows, disease, or death, but
rather the little "daily dyings" which cloud over the sunshine of l|ife.
Many of our troubles are insignificant in thenselves, and m ght easily be
avoi ded!

How happy honme m ght generally be made but for foolish quarrels, or

m sunder st andi ngs, as they are well naned! It is our owmn fault if we are
querul ous or ill-hunored; nor need we, though this is |ess easy, allow
oursel ves to be nmade unhappy by the querul ousness or ill-hunors of others.

Much of what we suffer we have brought on ourselves, if not by actua
fault, at |east by ignorance or thoughtlessness. Too often we think only
of the happi ness of the nonment, and sacrifice that of the life. Troubles
conparatively seldomcone to us, it is we who go to them Many of us
fritter our life away. La Bruyére says that "nost nmen spend nmuch of their
lives in making the rest mserable;" or, as Goethe puts it:

“Careworn man has, in all ages,
Sown vanity to reap despair."”

Not only do we suffer nuch in the anticipation of evil, as "Noah |ived
many years under the affliction of a flood, and Jerusal emwas taken unto
Jereny before it was besieged,” but we often distress ourselves greatly in
t he apprehensi on of m sfortunes which after all never happen at all. W
shoul d do our best and wait calmy the result. W often hear of people

br eaki ng down from overwork, but in nine cases out of ten they are really
suffering fromworry or anxiety.
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"Nos maux noraux," says Rousseau, "sont tous dans |'opinion, hors un seul,
qui est le crine; et celui-la dépend de nous: nos maux physi ques nous
détrui sent, ou se détruisent. Le tenps, ou la nort, sont nos renedes."

"Qur renedies oft in ourselves do |lie,
Whi ch we ascribe to heaven." [ 14]

This, however, applies to the grown up. Wth children of course it is
different. It is customary, but | think it is a m stake, to speak of happy
chi | dhood. Children, however, are often over-anxi ous and acutely
sensitive. Man ought to be man and naster of his fate; but children are at
the nercy of those around them M. Rarey, the great horse-taner, has told
us that he has known an angry word raise the pul se of a horse ten beats in
a mnute. Think then howit nust affect a child!

It is small blane to the young if they are over-anxious; but it is a
danger to be striven against. "The terrors of the stormare chiefly felt
in the parlor or the cabin." [15]

To save ourselves frominaginary, or at any rate problematical, evils, we
often incur real suffering. "The man," said Epicurus, "who is not content
with little is content with nothing." How often do we "l abor for that

whi ch satisfieth not." More than we use is nore than we need, and only a
burden to the bearer. [16] W nobst of us give ourselves an i nmense anount
of usel ess trouble; encunber ourselves, as it were, on the journey of life
with a dead wei ght of unnecessary baggage; and as "a man maketh his train
| onger, he nakes his wings shorter.” [17] In that delightful fairy tale,
_Alice through the Looking-Gass , the "White Knight" is described as
havi ng | oaded hinself on starting for a journey with a variety of odds and
ends, including a nousetrap, in case he was troubled by mce at night, and
a beehive in case he cane across a swarm of bees.

Hearne, in his Journey to the Mouth of the Coppermne River tells us
that a few days after starting on his expedition he net a party of

| ndi ans, who annexed a great deal of his property, and all Hearne says is,
"The wei ght of our baggage being so nuch |ightened, our next day's journey
was much pl easanter." | ought, however, to add that the Indians broke up

t he phil osophical instrunments, which, no doubt, were rather an

encunbr ance.

When troubl es do conme, Marcus Aurelius wisely tells us to "renenber on
every occasion which | eads thee to vexation to apply this principle, that
this is not a msfortune, but that to bear it nobly is good fortune." Qur
own anger indeed does us nore harmthan the thing which nakes us angry;
and we suffer nmuch nore fromthe anger and vexation which we allow acts to
rouse in us, than we do fromthe acts thenselves at which we are angry and
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vexed. How nuch nost people, for instance, allow thenselves to be

di stracted and disturbed by quarrels and famly disputes. Yet in nine
cases out of ten one ought not to suffer frombeing found fault with. If
the condemation is just, it should be welcone as a warning; if it is
undeserved, why should we allow it to distress us?

Mor eover, if m sfortunes happen we do but nmake them worse by grieving over
t hem

"I must die," again says Epictetus. "But nust | then die sorrow ng? | nust
be put in chains. Must | then also lanent? | nust go into exile. Can | be
prevented fromgoing with cheerful ness and contentnent? But | will put you
in prison. Man, what are you saying? You may put mny body in prison, but ny
m nd not even Zeus hinself can overpower."

| f, indeed, we cannot be happy, the fault is generally in ourselves.
Socrates |ived under the Thirty Tyrants. Epictetus was a poor slave, and
yet how much we owe him

"How is it possible," he says, "that a nan who has not hing, who is naked,
housel ess, without a hearth, squalid, without a slave, without a city, can
pass a life that flows easily? See, God has sent a man to show you that it
IS possible. Look at me, who amw thout a city, w thout a house, w thout
possessi ons, wthout a slave; | sleep on the ground; | have no wife, no
children, no praetorium but only the earth and heavens, and one poor

cl ock. And what do I want? Am | not w thout sorrow? Am | not w thout fear?
Am | not free? Wien did any of you see ne failing in the object of ny
desire? or ever falling into that which I would avoid? Did | ever blane
God or man? Did | ever accuse any man? Did any of you ever see ne with a
sorrowful countenance? And how do | neet with those whomyou are afraid of
and admre? Do not |I treat themlike slaves? W, when he sees ne, does
not think that he sees his king and naster?"

Thi nk how nuch we have to be thankful for. Few of us appreciate the nunber
of our everyday bl essings; we ook on themas trifles, and yet "trifles
make perfection, and perfection is no trifle," as Mchael Angelo said. W
forget them because they are always with us; and yet for each of us, as
M. Pater well observes, "these sinple gifts, and others equally trivial,
bread and wine, fruit and mlk, mght regain that poetic and, as it were,
noral significance which surely belongs to all the neans of our daily
life, could we but break through the veil of our famliarity with things
by no neans vul gar in thensel ves."

“Let not," says |lsaak Walton, "the bl essings we receive daily from God
make us not to value or not praise H m because they be common; |et us not
forget to praise Hmfor the innocent mrth and pl easure we have net with
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since we net together. What would a blind man give to see the pleasant
rivers and neadows and flowers and fountains; and this and many other I|ike
bl essings we enjoy daily."

Content nent, we have been told by Epicurus, consists not in great wealth,
but in few wants. In this fortunate country, however, we nmay have many
wants, and yet, if they are only reasonable, we may gratify themall

Nat ure i ndeed provides without stint the main requisites of human

happi ness. "To watch the corn grow, or the bl ossons set; to draw hard
breath over plough-share or spade; to read, to think, to |l ove, to pray,"”

t hese, says Ruskin, "are the things that make nen happy."”

"I have fallen into the hands of thieves," says Jereny Taylor; "what then?
They have left ne the sun and noon, fire and water, a loving wife and many

friends to pity me, and sone to relieve nme, and | can still discourse;
and, unless | list, they have not taken away ny nerry countenance and ny
cheerful spirit and a good conscience.... And he that hath so many causes

of joy, and so great, is very nmuch in |ove with sorrow and peevi shness who
| oses all these pleasures, and chooses to sit down on his little handful
of thorns."

“When a man has such things to think on, and sees the sun, the nobon, and
stars, and enjoys earth and sea, he is not solitary or even hel pless."
[ 18]

"Par adi se i ndeed mght," as Luther said, "apply to the whole world." What
nore is there we could ask for ourselves? "Every sort of beauty," says M.
Greg, [19] "has been | avished on our allotted hone; beauties to enrapture
every sense, beauties to satisfy every taste; forns the noblest and the

| oveliest, colors the nbst gorgeous and the nost delicate, odors the

sweet est and subtl| est, harnonies the nost soothing and the nost stirring:
the sunny glories of the day; the pale Elysian grace of noonlight; the

| ake, the nmountain, the prineval forest, and the boundl ess ocean; 'silent
pi nnacl es of aged snow in one hem sphere, the marvels of tropical

| uxuriance in another; the serenity of sunsets; the sublimty of stornmns;
everything i s bestowed in boundl ess profusion on the scene of our

exi stence; we can conceive or desire nothing nore exquisite or perfect
than what is round us every hour; and our perceptions are so franed as to
be consciously alive to all. The provision made for our sensuous enjoynent
is in overflow ng abundance; so is that for the other el enments of our
conpl ex nature. Who that has revelled in the opening ecstasies of a young
| magi nation, or the rich marvels of the world of Thought, does not confess
that the Intelligence has been dowered at |east with as profuse a

benefi cence as the Senses? Wio that has truly tasted and fathomed hunan
Love in its dawning and crowni ng joys has not thanked God for a felicity
whi ch i ndeed ' passeth understanding.' |If we had set our fancy to picture a

http://ia300211.us.archive.org/L/texts/8plIf/8pl1110.txt (16 of 187)12/04/2006 2:05:41 AM



http://ia300211.us.archive.org/L/texts/8plIf/8pl1f10.txt

Creator occupied solely in devising delight for children whom he | oved, we
coul d not conceive one single elenent of bliss which is not here.”

[ 1] Seneca.

[ 2] Shell ey.

[3] | quote fromWinfield s translation.
[ 4] Seneca.

[ 5] Herbert.

[6] Sir T. Browne.

[ 7] Bacon.

[8] Sir T. Browne.

[ 9] Bacon.

[ 10] Rousseau.

[ 11] Aubrey de Vere.
[ 12] Epi ctetus.

[13] _Ibid_.

[ 14] Shakespear e.

[ 15] Enerson.

[ 16] Seneca.

[ 17] Bacon.

[ 18] Epi ctetus.

[ 19] The Enignmas of Life.
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THE HAPPI NESS OF DUTY.

"I am al ways content with that which happens; for
think that what God chooses is better than what | choose.”

EPI CTETUS.

"O God, Al conquering! this |Iower earth
Wul d be for nmen the bl est abode of mirth
If they were strong in Thee
As other things of this world well are seen;
Ch then, far other than they yet have been,
How happy woul d nen be."

KING ALFRED S ed. of Boethius's
_Consol ati ons of Phil osophy_.

We ought not to picture Duty to ourselves, or to others, as a stern
taskm stress. She is rather a kind and synpathetic nother, ever ready to
shelter us fromthe cares and anxieties of this world, and to guide us in
t he paths of peace.

To shut oneself up frommankind is, in nost cases, to lead a dull, as well
as a selfish life. Qur duty is to make ourselves useful, and thus life may
be nost interesting, and yet conparatively free from anxiety.

But how can we fill our lives with life , energy, and interest, and yet
keep care outside?

Many great nen have nmade shipweck in the attenpt. "Anthony sought for
happi ness in love; Brutus in glory; Caesar in domnion: the first found

di sgrace, the second disgust, the last ingratitude, and each

destruction."” [1] R ches, again, often bring danger, trouble, and
tenptation; they require care to keep, though they nmay give nuch happi ness
if wsely spent.

How then is this great object to be secured? What, says Marcus Aureli us,
"What is that which is able to conduct a man? One thing and only

one- - phil osophy. But this consists in keeping the daenon [2] within a man
free fromviol ence and unharned, superior to pains and pl easures, doing
not hi ng wi t hout a purpose, yet not falsely and with hypocrisy, not feeling
t he need of another man's doing or not doing anything; and besides,
accepting all that happens, and all that is allotted, as comng from

t hence, wherever it is, fromwhence he hinself cane; and, finally, waiting
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for death with a cheerful m nd, as being nothing else than a dissol ution
of the elenments of which every living being is conpounded.” | confess | do
not feel the force of these |last few words, which indeed scarcely seem
requisite for his argunent. The thought of death, however, certainly

i nfl uences the conduct of life I ess than m ght have been expected.

Bacon truly points out that "there is no passion in the mnd of man so
weak, but it mates and masters the fear of death.... Revenge triunphs over
death, love slights it, honor aspireth to it, grief flieth to it."

"Think not | dread to see ny spirit fly
Through the dark gates of fell nortality;

Death has no terrors when the life is true;
"Tis living ill that nakes us fear to die." [3]

We need certainly have no such fear if we have done our best to make

ot hers happy; to pronote "peace on earth and goodw || anongst nen."
Not hi ng, again, can do nore to release us fromthe cares of this world,
whi ch consune so nuch of our tinme, and enmbitter so nuch of our life. When
we have done our best, we should wait the result in peace; content, as
Epi ctetus says, "wth that which happens, for what God chooses is better
t han what | choose."

At any rate, if we have not effected all we w shed, we shall have

i nfl uenced ourselves. It may be true that one cannot do nuch. "You are not
Her cul es, and you are not able to purge away the w ckedness of others; nor
yet are you Theseus, able to drive away the evil things of Attica. But you
may cl ear away your own. Fromyourself, fromyour own thoughts, cast away,
i nstead of Procrustes and Sciron, [4] sadness, fear, desire, envy,

mal evol ence, avarice, effem nacy, intenperance. But it is not possible to
ej ect these things otherwi se than by I ooking to God only, by fixing your
affections on HHmonly, by being consecrated by his commands." [5]

Peopl e sonetines think how delightful it would be to be quite free. But a
fish, as Ruskin says, is freer than a man, and as for a fly, it is "a

bl ack incarnation of freedom" A life of so-called pleasure and

sel f-indulgence is not a life of real happiness or true freedom Far from
it, if we once begin to give way to ourselves, we fall under a nost
intolerable tyranny. Other tenptations are in sone respects |like that of
drink. At first, perhaps, it seens delightful, but there is bitterness at
the bottomof the cup. Men drink to satisfy the desire created by previous
i ndul gence. So it is in other things. Repetition soon becones a craving,
not a pleasure. Resistance grows nore and nore pai nful; yielding, which at
first, perhaps, afforded sone slight and tenporary gratification, soon
ceases to give pleasure, and even if for a tinme it procures relief, ere

| ong becones odious itself.
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To resist is difficult, to give way is painful; until at length the
wetched victimto hinself, can only purchase, or thinks he can only
purchase, tenporary relief fromintolerable craving and depression, at the
expense of far greater suffering in the future.

On the other hand, self-control, however difficult at first, becones step
by step easier and nore delightful. W possess nysteriously a sort of dual
nature, and there are few truer triunphs, or nore delightful sensations,
than to obtain thorough command of oneself.

How nmuch pleasanter it is to ride a spirited horse, even perhaps though

requiring some strength and skill, than to creep al ong upon a jaded hack.
In the one case you feel under you the free, responsive spring of a living
and willing force; in the other you have to spur a dull and lifeless

sl ave.

To rule oneself is inreality the greatest triunph. "He who is his own
monarch," says Sir T. Browne, "contentedly sways the sceptre of hinself,
not envying the glory to crowned heads and El ohimof the earth;" for those
are really highest who are nearest to heaven, and those are | owest who are
farthest fromit.

True greatness has little, if anything, to do with rank or power.

"Euryst heus bei ng what he was," says Epictetus, "was not really king of

Argos nor of Mycenae, for he could not even rule hinself; while Hercules
purged | awl essness and introduced justice, though he was both naked and

al one. "

W are told that Ci neas the phil osopher once asked Pyrrhus what he woul d

do when he had conquered Italy. "I will conquer Sicily." "And after
Sicily?" "Then Africa." "And after you have conquered the world?" "I wll
take ny ease and be nerry." "Then," asked C neas, "why can you not take

your ease and be nerry now?"

Moreover, as Sir Arthur Hel ps has wisely pointed out, "the enlarged view
we have of the Universe nust in sone neasure danp personal anbition. Wat
is it to be king, sheikh, tetrarch, or enperor over a '"bit of a bit' of
this little earth?" "All rising to great place,"” says Bacon, "is by a

wi nding stair;" and "princes are |like heavenly bodi es, which have nuch
veneration, but no rest.”

Plato in the Republic_ nentions an old nyth that after death every sou
has to choose a lot in life for the existence in the next world; and he
tells us that the wise Uysses searched for a considerable tinme for the

| ot of a private man. He had sonme difficulty in finding it, as it was

| ying neglected in a corner, but when he had secured it he was deli ghted;
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the recollection of all he had gone through on earth, having di senchanted
hi m of anbition.

Moreover, there is a great deal of drudgery in the lives of courts.
Cerenonials may be inportant, but they take up much tine and are terribly
t edi ous.

A man then is his own best kingdom "He that ruleth his speech,” says

Sol onon, "is better than he that taketh a city." But self-control, this
truest and greatest nonarchy, rarely cones by inheritance. Every one of us
nmust conquer hinself; and we nmay do so, if we take conscience for our
gui de and general .

No one really fails who does his best. Seneca observes that "no one saith
the three hundred Fabii were defeated, but that they were slain,” and if
you have done your best, you will, in the words of an old Norse ball ad,
have gai ned

"Success in thyself, which is best of all."

Bei ng nyself engaged in business, | was rather startled to find it laid
down by no less an authority than Aristotle (alnost as if it were a

sel f-evident proposition) that comrerce "is inconpatible with that
dignified life which it is our wsh that our citizens should | ead, and
totally adverse to that generous elevation of mind with which it is our
anbition to inspire them" | know not how far that may really have been
the spirit and tendency of commerce anong the ancient Geeks; but if so,
do not wonder that it was not nore successful.

| may, indeed, quote Aristotle against hinself, for he has el sewhere told
us that "business should be chosen for the sake of |eisure; and things
necessary and useful for the sake of the beautiful in conduct."

It is not true that the ordinary duties of life in a country |ike
ours--comerce, manufactures, agriculture,--the pursuits to which the vast
maj ority are and nust be devoted--are inconpatible with the dignity or
nobility of life. Whether a life is noble or ignoble depends, not on the
calling which is adopted, but on the spirit in which it is followed. The
hunbl est |ife my be noble, while that of the nost powerful nonarch or the
greatest genius may be contenptible. Commerce, indeed, is not only

conpati ble, but I would alnost go further and say that it will be nost
successful, if carried on in happy union with noble ains and generous
aspirations. Wiat Ruskin says of art is, with due nodification, true of
life generally. It does not matter whether a man "paint the petal of a
rose or the chasns of a precipice, so that |ove and adm ration attend on
himas he labors, and wait for ever on his work. It does not matter
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whet her he toil for nonths on a few i nches of his canvas, or cover a

pal ace front with color in a day; so only that it be with a solemm

pur pose, that he have filled his heart with patience, or urged his hand to
haste."

It is true that in a subsequent volune he refers to this passage, and
adds, "But though all is good for study, and all is beautiful, sone is
better than the rest for the help and pleasure of others; and this it is
our duty always to choose if we have opportunity,” adding, however, "being
quite happy with what is within our reach if we have not."

W read of and admire the heroes of old, but every one of us has to fight
his own Marathon and Ther nopyl ae; every one neets the Sphinx sitting by
the road he has to pass; to each of us, as to Hercules, is offered the
choice of Vice or Virtue; we may, like Paris, give the apple of life to
Venus, or Juno, or M nerva.

There are many who seemto think that we have fallen on an age in the
world when life is especially difficult and anxi ous, when there is | ess
| ei sure than of yore, and the struggle for existence is keener than ever.

On the other hand, we nust renenber how nmuch we have gained in security?
It may be an age of hard work, but when this is not carried to an extrene,
it is by no neans an evil. |If we have less |eisure, one reason is because
life is so full of interest. Cheerful ness is the daughter of enploynent,
and on the whole |I believe there never was a tine when nodest nerit and
patient industry were nore sure of reward.

We nust not, indeed, be discouraged if success be slow in comng, nor
puffed up if it comes quickly. We often conplain of the nature of things
when the fault is all in ourselves. Seneca, in one of his letters,
nmentions that his wfe's maid, Harpaste, had nearly | ost her eyesight, but
"she knoweth not she is blind, she saith the house is dark. This that

seeneth ridiculous unto us in her, happeneth unto us all. No man
under standeth that he is covetous, or avaricious. He saith, | am not
anbitious, but no man can otherwise live in Rone; | am not sunptuous, but

the city requireth great expense.”

Newman, in perhaps the nost beautiful of his hymms, "Lead, kindly light,"
says:

"Keep thou ny feet, | do not ask to see
The di stant scene; one step enough for ne."

But we nmust be sure that we are really follow ng sonme trustworthy gui de,
and not out of nmere laziness allowi ng ourselves to drift. W have a guide
within us which will generally |lead us strai ght enough.
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Religion, no doubt, is full of difficulties, but if we are often puzzled
what to think, we need sel dom be in doubt what to do.

"To say well is good, but to do well is better;

Do well is the spirit, and say well the letter;

|f do well and say well were fitted in one frane,

Al were won, all were done, and got were all the gain."

Gl eant hes, who appears to have well nerited the statue erected to him at
Assos, says:

“Lead ne, O Zeus, and thou, O Destiny.
The way that | ambid by you to go:
To follow | amready. If |I choose not,
| nmake nyself a wetch;--and still nust follow"

|f we are ever in doubt what to do, it is a good rule to ask oursel ves
what we shall wi sh on the norrow t hat we had done.

Moreover, the result in the long run will depend not so nuch on sone
single resolution, or on our action in a special case, but rather on the
preparation of daily life. Battles are often won before they are fought.
To control our passions we nust govern our habits, and keep watch over
ourselves in the small details of everyday life.

The i nportance of small things has been pointed out by phil osophers over
and over again from AEsop downward. "Great wthout small makes a bad
wal | " says a quaint G eek proverb, which seens to go back to cycl opean
tinmes. In an old H ndoo story Amm says to his son, "Bring ne a fruit of
that tree and break it open. What is there?" The son said, "Sone snal
seeds." "Break one of them and what do you see?" "Nothing, ny lord," "MW
child,” said Anm, "where you see nothing there dwells a mghty tree.” It
may al nost be questi oned whether anything can be truly called snall.

"There is no great and no snall

To the soul that naketh all;

And where it coneth all things are,
And it coneth everywhere." [6]

We shoul d therefore watch ourselves in small things. If "you wish not to
be of an angry tenper, do not feed the habit: throw nothing on it which
will increase it: at first keep quiet, and count the days on which you
have not been angry. | used to be in passion every day; now every second
day; then every third; then every fourth. But if you have intermtted
thirty days, nmake a sacrifice to God. For the habit at first begins to be

http://ia300211.us.archive.org/Ltexts/8plIf/8pl1£10.txt (23 of 187)12/04/2006 2:05:41 AM



http://ia300211.us.archive.org/L/texts/8plIf/8pl1f10.txt

weakened, and then is conpletely destroyed. Wen you can say, '| have not
been vexed to-day, nor the day before, nor yet on any succeedi ng day
during two or three nonths; but | took care when sone exciting things
happened,' be assured that you are in a good way." [7]

Emerson closes his Conduct of Life wth a striking allegory. The young
Mortal enters the Hall of the Firmanent. The Gods are sitting there, and
he is alone with them They pour on himgifts and bl essings, and beckon
himto their thrones. But between him and them suddenly appear snow storns
of illusions. He imagines hinself in a vast crowd, whose behests he
fanci es he nust obey. The nmad crowd drives hither and thither, and sways
this way and that. What is he that he should resist? He lets hinself be
carried about. How can he think or act for hinself? But the clouds lift,

and there are the Gods still sitting on their thrones; they alone with him
al one.
"The great man," he el sewhere says, "is he who in the mdst of the crowd

keeps with perfect sweetness the serenity of solitude."”

W may all, if we will, secure peace of mnd for ourselves.
"Men seek retreats," says Marcus Aurelius, "houses in the country,
seashores, and nountains; and thou too art wont to desire such things very
much. But this is altogether a mark of the nbst common sort of nen; for it
is in thy power whenever thou shalt choose, to retire into thyself. For
nowhere either with nore quiet or nore freedomfromtroubl e does a man
retire, than into his own soul, particularly when he has within himsuch

t houghts that by |ooking into themhe is imedi ately in perfect
tranquillity."

Happy i ndeed is he who has such a sanctuary in his own soul. "He who is
virtuous is wse; and he who is wise is good; and he who is good is

happy. " [ 8]

But we cannot expect to be happy if we do not |ead pure and useful |ives.
To be good conpany for ourselves we nust store our mnds well; fill them
wi th pure and peaceful thoughts; with pleasant nenories of the past, and
reasonabl e hopes for the future. W nust, as far as nmay be, protect

oursel ves fromsel f-reproach, fromcare, and fromanxiety. W shall nmake
our lives pure and peaceful, by resisting evil, by placing restraint upon
our appetites, and perhaps even nore by strengtheni ng and devel opi ng our
tendencies to good. W nust be careful, then, on what we allow our m nds
to dwell. The soul is dyed by its thoughts; we cannot keep our m nds pure
if we allowthemto be sullied by detailed accounts of crine and sin.
Peace of mind, as Ruskin beautifully observes, "nmust cone in its own tine,
as the waters settle thenselves into clearness as well as quietness; you
can no nore filter your mind into purity than you can conpress it into
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cal mess; you nust keep it pure if you would have it pure, and throw no
stones into it if you would have it quiet."

The penalty of injustice, said Socrates, is not death or stripes, but the
fatal necessity of becom ng nore and nore unjust. Few nen have led a w ser
or nore virtuous |life than Socrates hinself, of whom Xenophon gi ves us the
follow ng description:--"To ne, being such as | have described him so

pi ous that he did nothing wthout the sanction of the gods; so just, that
he wronged no man even in the nost trifling affair, but was of service in
the nost inportant matters to those who enjoyed his society; so tenperate
t hat he never preferred pleasure to virtue; so w se, that he never erred

i n distinguishing better fromworse; needing no counsel from others, but
being sufficient in hinself to discrimnate between them so able to
explain and settle such questions by argunent; and so capabl e of

di scerning the character of others, of confuting those who were in error,
and of exhorting themto virtue and honor, he seened to be such as the
best and happi est of nen would be. But if any one di sapproves of ny
opinion | et himconpare the conduct of others with that of Socrates, and
determ ne accordingly."

Marcus Aurelius again has drawn for us a nost instructive lesson in his
character of Antoninus:--"Renenber his constancy in every act which was
conformabl e to reason, his evenness in all things, his piety, the serenity
of his countenance, his sweetness, his disregard of enpty fane, and his
efforts to understand things; how he would never |et anything pass w thout
having first carefully examned it and clearly understood it; how he bore
wi th those who blanmed hi munjustly wi thout blam ng themin return; how he
did nothing in a hurry; how he listened not to calumies, and how exact an
exam ner of manners and actions he was; not given to reproach people, nor
timd, nor suspicious, nor a sophist; with howlittle he was satisfied,
such as | odgi ng, bed, dress, food, servants; how | abori ous and patient;
how sparing he was in his diet; his firmess and uniformty in his
friendships; how he tol erated freedom of speech in those who opposed his
opi nions; the pleasure that he had when any man showed hi m anyt hi ng
better, and how pious he was w thout superstition. Imtate all this that

t hou mayest have as good a consci ence, when thy last hour cones, as he
had. "

Such peace of mind is indeed an inestimble boon, a rich reward of duty
fulfilled. Well then does Epictetus ask, "lIs there no reward? Do you seek
a reward greater than that of doing what is good and just? At dynpia you
wi sh for nothing nore, but it seens to you enough to be crowned at the
ganes. Does it then seemto you so small and worthless a thing to be good
and happy?"

In Bernard of Morlaix's beautiful |ines--
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"Pax erit illa fidelibus, illa beata,

I rrevocabilis, Invariabilis, Intenerata.

Pax sine crimne, pax sine turbine, pax sine rixa,
Met a Labori bus, inque tunultibus anchora fixa;

Pax erit ommi bus unica. Sed qui bus? Inmacul atis
Pectore mtibus, ordine stantibus, ore sacratis."

What greater reward can we have than this; than the "peace which passeth
al | understanding,” "which cannot be gotten for gold, neither shall silver
be wei ghed for the price thereof." [9]

[1] Colton, _Lacon, or Many Things in Few Wrds_.

[2] _i.e. spirit.

[ 3] Omar Khayyam

[4] Two robbers destroyed by Theseus.

[ 5] Epi ct et us.

[ 6] Enerson

[ 7] Epictetus.

[8] King Alfred' s Boethius_ .

[9] Job.

CHAPTER 1 |

A SONG OF BOCOKS.

"Ch for a booke and a shadi e nooke,
Eyther in doore or out;

Wth the grene | eaves whi spering over head
O the streete cryes all about.

Were | maie reade all at ny ease,
Both of the newe and ol d;

For a jollie goode booke whereon to | ooke,
|s better to ne than gol de.”
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CLD ENGLI SH SONG

O all the privileges we enjoy in this nineteenth century there is none,
per haps, for which we ought to be nore thankful than for the easier access
t o books.

The debt we owe to books was well expressed by R chard de Bury, Bishop of
Durham author of _Philobiblon_, witten as |ong ago as 1344, published in
1473, and the earliest English treatise on the delights of
literature:--"These," he says, "are the masters who instruct us w thout
rods and ferules, without hard words and anger, w thout clothes or noney.

| f you approach them they are not asleep; if investigating you
interrogate them they conceal nothing; if you m stake them they never
grunble; if you are ignorant, they cannot |augh at you. The library,
therefore, of wisdomis nore precious than all riches, and nothing that
can be wished for is worthy to be conpared with it. Whosoever therefore
acknow edges hinself to be a zeal ous foll ower of truth, of happiness, of

wi sdom of science, or even of the faith, nmust of necessity nmake hinself a
| over of books." But if the debt were great then, how nmuch nore now.

This feeling that books are real friends is constantly present to all who
| ove reading. "I have friends," said Petrarch, "whose society is extrenely
agreeable to ne; they are of all ages, and of every country. They have

di stingui shed thenselves both in the cabinet and in the field, and
obt ai ned hi gh honors for their know edge of the sciences. It is easy to
gain access to them for they are always at ny service, and I admt them
to nmy conmpany, and dismss themfromit, whenever | please. They are never
troubl esone, but imrediately answer every question | ask them Sone relate
to me the events of past ages, while others reveal to ne the secrets of

Nat ure. Sone teach nme howto live, and others how to die. Sone, by their
vivacity, drive away ny cares and exhilarate ny spirits; while others give
fortitude to ny mnd, and teach nme the inportant | esson howto restrain ny
desires, and to depend wholly on nyself. They open to ne, in short, the
vari ous avenues of all the arts and sciences, and upon their information I
may safely rely in all energencies. In return for all their services, they
only ask ne to accommbdate themw th a conveni ent chanber in sone corner
of nmy hunbl e habitation, where they may repose in peace; for these friends
are nore delighted by the tranquillity of retirenent than with the tunults
of society."

"He that |oveth a book," says Isaac Barrow, "w ||l never want a faithful
friend, a whol esone counsellor, a cheerful conpanion, an effectual
conforter. By study, by reading, by thinking, one nmay innocently divert
and pleasantly entertain hinself, as in all weathers, so in all fortunes."
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Sout hey took a rather nore nelancholy view

"My days anong the dead are pass'd,
Around nme | behol d,

Where' er these casual eyes are cast,
The m ghty m nds of old.

My never-failing friends are they,
Wth whom | converse day by day."

| magi ne, in the words of Aikin, "that we had it in our power to call up

t he shades of the greatest and w sest nen that ever existed, and oblige
themto converse with us on the nost interesting topics--what an

i nestimable privilege should we think it!--how superior to all common
enjoynments! But in a well-furnished library we, in fact, possess this
power. We can question Xenophon and Caesar on their canpai gns, nake
Denost henes and Cicero plead before us, join in the audi ences of Socrates
and Pl ato, and receive denmonstrations from Euclid and Newton. | n books we
have the choi cest thoughts of the ablest nen in their best dress.”
"Books," says Jereny Collier, "are a guide in youth and an entertai nnent
for age. They support us under solitude, and keep us from being a burthen
to ourselves. They help us to forget the crossness of nen and things;
conpose our cares and our passions; and |lay our disappointnents asl eep.
Wen we are weary of the living, we may repair to the dead, who have
not hi ng of peevi shness, pride, or design in their conversation."

Sir John Herschel tells an anusing anecdote illustrating the pleasure
derived froma book, not assuredly of the first order. In a certain
village the blacksmth having got hold of Richardson's novel, _Panela, or
Virtue Rewarded , used to sit on his anvil in the |long sunmer eveni ngs and

read it aloud to a large and attentive audience. It is by no neans a short
book, but they fairly listened to it all. At |ength, when the happy turn
of fortune arrived, which brings the hero and heroi ne together, and sets
themliving |long and happily together according to the nost approved
rules, the congregation were so delighted as to raise a great shout, and
procuring the church keys, actually set the parish bells a-ringing.

"The | over of reading," says Leigh Hunt, "will derive agreeable terror
from _Sir Bertram_ and the _Haunted Chanber ; will assent with, delighted
reason to every sentence in Ms. Barbauld' s Essay ; will feel hinself
wandering into solitudes wwth Gray ; shake honest hands with _Sir Roger
de Coverley ; be ready to enbrace _Parson Adans , and to chuck _Pounce_
out of the wi ndow instead of the hat; will travel with Mrco Polo_ and
_Muingo Park ; stay at hone with Thonmson_ ; retire with Cowl ey ; be
industrious with Hutton_ ; synpathizing with Gay_  and _Ms. Inchbald_;

| aughing with (and at) _Buncle_; nelancholy, and forlorn, and
self-restored with the shi pwecked nariner of De Foe ."
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Carlyle has wisely said that a collection of books is a real university.

The i nportance of books has been appreciated in many quarters where we

m ght | east expect it. Anong the hardy Norsenmen runes were supposed to be
endowed with m racul ous power. There is an Arabic proverb, that "a w se
man's day is worth a fool's life,"” and another--though it reflects perhaps
rather the spirit of the Califs than of the Sultans,--that "the ink of
science is nore precious than the blood of the martyrs."

Confucius is said to have described hinself as a man who "in his eager
pursuit of know edge forgot his food, who in the joy of its attai nnment
forgot his sorrows, and did not even perceive that old age was com ng on."

Yet, if this could be said by the Arabs and the Chi nese, what | anguage can
be strong enough to express the gratitude we ought to feel for the

advant ages we enjoy! W do not appreciate, | think, our good fortune in
bel onging to the nineteenth century. Sonetines, indeed, one nay even be
inclined to wish that one had not |ived quite so soon, and to long for a
gl i npse of the books, even the school -books, of one hundred years hence. A
hundred years ago not only were books extrenely expensive and cunbrous,

but many of the nost delightful were still uncreated--such as the works of
Scott, Thackeray, Dickens, Bulwer Lytton, and Troll ope, not to nention
living authors. How nuch nore interesting science has becone especially,

if I were to nention only one nane, through the genius of Darwi n! Renan
has characterized this as a nost amusing century; | should rather have
described it as nobst interesting: presenting us as it does with an endl ess
vista of absorbing problens; with infinite opportunities; with nore
interest and | ess danger than surrounded our |ess fortunate ancestors.

Cicero described a roomw thout books, as a body without a soul. But it is
by no neans necessary to be a phil osopher to | ove reading.

Readi ng, indeed, is by no neans necessarily study. Far fromit. "I put,"
says M. Frederic Harrison, in his excellent article on the "Choice of
Books," "I put the poetic and enotional side of literature as the nost
needed for daily use."

In the prologue to the _Legende of Goode Wnen_, Chaucer says:

“"And as for ne, though that | konne but |yte,
On bokes for to rede | ne del yte,

And to himgive | feyth and ful credence,

And in nyn herte have himin reverence,

So hertely, that ther is gane noon,

That fro ny bokes maketh ne to goon,
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But yt be sel donme on the holy day,

Save, certynly, when that the nonthe of My
s conen, and that | here the foul es synge,
And that the floures gynnen for to sprynge,
Farwel ny boke and ny devocion.”

But | doubt whether, if he had enjoyed our advantages, he could have been
so certain of tearing hinself away, even in the nonth of My.

Macaul ay, who had all that wealth and fanme, rank and talents could give,
yet, we are told, derived his greatest happi ness frombooks. Sir G
Trevelyan, in his charm ng bi ography, says that--"of the feelings which
Macaul ay entertained toward the great m nds of bygone ages it is not for
any one except hinself to speak. He has told us how his debt to them was

i ncal cul abl e; how they guided himto truth; howthey filled his mnd with
nobl e and graceful imges; how they stood by himin all vicissitudes--
conforters in sorrow, nurses in sickness, conpanions in solitude, the old
friends who are never seen wth new faces; who are the sane in wealth and
in poverty, in glory and in obscurity. Geat as were the honors and
possessi ons whi ch Macaul ay acquired by his pen, all who knew himwere well
aware that the titles and rewards which he gained by his own works were as
nothing in the balance conpared with the pleasure he derived fromthe

wor ks of others.”

There was no society in London so agreeabl e that Macaul ay woul d have
preferred it at breakfast or at dinner "to the conmpany of Sterne or

Fi el di ng, Horace WAl pole or Boswell." The | ove of readi ng which G bbon
decl ared he woul d not exchange for all the treasures of India was, in
fact, with Macaulay "a main el enent of happiness in one of the happiest
lives that it has ever fallen to the | ot of the biographer to record.”

"H story," says Fuller, "maketh a young man to be old w thout either
wrinkles or gray hair, privileging himw th the experience of age w thout
either the infirmties or the inconveni ences thereof."

So delightful indeed are books that we nust be careful not to forget other
duties for them in cultivating the mnd we nust not negl ect the body.

To the lover of literature or science, exercise often presents itself as
an irksome duty, and many a one has felt |like "the fair pupil of Ascham
(Lady Jane Gray), who, while the horns were sounding and dogs in full cry,
sat in the lonely oriel, with eyes riveted to that immortal page which
tells how neekly and bravely (Socrates) the first martyr of intellectual
liberty took the cup fromhis weeping jailer." [1]

Still, as the late Lord Derby justly observed, [2] those who do not find
time for exercise wll have to find tinme for illness.
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Books, again, are now so cheap as to be within the reach of al nost every
one. This was not always so. It is quite a recent blessing. M. Ireland,
to whose charmng little Book Lover's Enchiridion_, in common with every
| over of reading. | amgreatly indebted, tells us that when a boy he was
so delighted with White's Natural H story of Selborne_, that in order to
possess a copy of his own he actually copied out the whol e work.

Mary Lanmb gives a pathetic description of a studious boy lingering at a
bookst al | :

"I saw a boy with eager eye

Open a book upon a stall,

And read, as he'd devour it all;

Wi ch, when the stall man did espy,

Soon to the boy |I heard himcall,

‘You, sir, you never buy a book,

Therefore in one you shall not | ook.

The boy passed slowly on, and with a sigh

He wi shed he never had been taught to read,

Then of the old churl's books he should have had no need.”

Such snatches of literature have indeed, special and peculiar charm This
is, | believe, partly due to the very fact of their being brief. Many
readers m ss nmuch of the pleasure of reading by forcing thenselves to
dwel |l too long continuously on one subject. In a long railway journey, for
i nstance, many persons take only a single book. The consequence is that,
unless it is a story, after half an hour or an hour they are quite tired
of it. Wiereas, if they had two, or still better three books, on different
subj ects, and one of them of an anusing character, they would probably
find that, by changing as soon as they felt at all weary, they would cone
back again and again to each with renewed zest, and hour after hour woul d
pass pl easantly away. Every one, of course, must judge for hinself, but
such at least is ny experience.

| quite agree, therefore, with Lord Iddesleigh as to the charm of
desultory reading, but the wider the field the nore inportant that we
shoul d benefit by the very best books in each class. Not that we need
confine ourselves to them but that we should comrence with them and they
will certainly lead us on to others. There are of course sonme books which
we nust read, mark, learn, and inwardly digest. But these are exceptions.
As regards by far the larger nunber, it is probably better to read them
qui ckly, dwelling only on the best and nost inportant passages. In this
way, no doubt, we shall |ose nmuch, but we gain nore by ranging over a

wi der field. W may, in fact, | think, apply to reading Lord Brougham s
wi se dictum as regards education, and say that it is well to read
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everything of sonething, and sonething of everything. In this way only we
can ascertain the bent of our own tastes, for it is a general, though not
of course an invariable, rule, that we profit little by books which we do
not enj oy.

Every one, however, may suit hinself. The variety is endless.

Not only does a library contain "infinite riches inalittle room" [3]
but we may sit at hone and yet be in all quarters of the earth. W may
travel round the world with Captain Cook or Darwin, with Kingsley or
Ruskin, who will show us nmuch nore perhaps than ever we should see for
ourselves. The world itself has no limts for us; Hunbol dt and Herschel
will carry us far away to the nysterious nebul ae, beyond the sun and even
the stars: tinme has no nore bounds than space; history stretches out

behi nd us, and geology will carry us back for mllions of years before the
creation of man, even to the origin of the nmaterial Universe itself. Nor
are we limted to one plane of thought. Aristotle and Plato wll transport

us into a sphere none the less delightful because we cannot appreciate it
wi t hout sone training.

Confort and consol ation, refreshnent and happi ness, may i ndeed be found in
his library by any one "who shall bring the golden key that unlocks its
silent door." [4] Alibrary is true fairyland, a very pal ace of delight, a
haven of repose fromthe storns and troubles of the world. Rich and poor
can enjoy it equally, for here, at |east, wealth gives no advantage. W
may nmake a library, if we do but rightly use it, a true paradi se on earth,
a garden of Eden without its one drawback; for all is open to us,

i ncl udi ng, and especially, the fruit of the Tree of Know edge, for which
we are told that our first nother sacrificed all the Pleasures of

Par adi se. Here we nay read the nost inportant histories, the nost exciting
vol unmes of travels and adventures, the nost interesting stories, the nost
beauti ful poens; we may neet the nobst em nent statesnen, poets, and

phi | osophers, benefit by the ideas of the greatest thinkers, and enjoy the
grandest creations of human geni us.

[ 1] Macaul ay.
[ 2] Address, Liverpool College, 1873.
[ 3] Marl owe.

[ 4] Matt hews.

CHAPTER 1| V.
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THE CHO CE OF BOCKS.

"All round the roomny silent servants wait

My friends in every season, bright and dim
Angel s and Ser aphi m

Conme down and murnur to me, sweet and | ow,

And spirits of the skies all conme and go
Early and Late."

PROCTOR.
And yet too often they wait in vain. One reason for this is, | think, that
peopl e are overwhel ned by the crowmd of books offered to them

In old days books were rare and dear. Now on the contrary, it may be said
wWth greater truth than ever that

"Words are things, and a snmall drop of ink,
Falling |ike dew upon a thought, produces
That whi ch makes thousands, perhaps mllions, think."

Qur ancestors had a difficulty in procuring them Qur difficulty nowis

what to select. W nust be careful what we read, and not, like the sailors
of U ysses, take bags of wind for sacks of treasure--not only |lest we
shoul d even now fall into the error of the Greeks, and suppose that

| anguage and definitions can be instrunments of investigation as well as of
t hought, but lest, as too often happens, we should waste tine over trash.
There are many books to which one may apply, in the sarcastic sense, the
anbi guous remark said to have been nade to an unfortunate author, "I wll

| ose no time in readi ng your book."

There are, indeed, books and books, and there are books which, as Lanb
said, are not books at all. It is wonderful how nmuch i nnocent happi ness we
t houghtl essly throw away. An Eastern proverb says that calamties sent by
heaven may be avoi ded, but fromthose we bring on ourselves there is no
escape.

Many, | believe, are deterred fromattenpting what are called stiff books
for fear they should not understand them but there are few who need
conpl ain of the narrowness of their mnds, if only they would do their
best with them

In readi ng, however, it is nost inportant to select subjects in which one
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is interested. | renenber years ago consulting M. Darwin as to the

sel ection of a course of study. He asked ne what interested ne nost, and
advised me to choose that subject. This, indeed, applies to the work of
life generally.

| am sonetines disposed to think that the readers of the next generation
will be, not our |awyers and doctors, shopkeepers and manufacturers, but
the | aborers and nechanics. Does not this seemnatural ? The fornmer work
mainly with their head; when their daily duties are over the brainis

of ten exhausted, and of their |eisure tinme nuch nust be devoted to air and
exerci se. The | aborer and nechanic, on the contrary, besides working often
for much shorter hours, have in their work-tinme taken sufficient bodily
exerci se, and could therefore give any leisure they m ght have to reading
and study. They have not done so as yet, it is true; but this has been for
obvi ous reasons. Now, however, in the first place, they receive an
excel l ent education in elenmentary schools, and in the second have nore
easy access to the best books.

Ruski n has observed that he does not wonder at what nen suffer, but he
of ten wonders at what they | ose. W suffer nuch, no doubt, fromthe faults
of others, but we |ose nmuch nore by our own ignorance.

“If," says Sir John Herschel, "I were to pray for a taste which should
stand nme in stead under every variety of circunstances, and be a source of
happi ness and cheerful ness to me through life, and a shield against its
ills, however things mght go am ss and the world frown upon ne, it would
be a taste for reading. | speak of it of course only as a worldly

advant age, and not in the slightest degree as superseding or derogating
fromthe higher office and surer and stronger panoply of religious
principles--but as a taste, and instrunment, and a node of pleasurable
gratification. Gve a nman this taste, and the neans of gratifying it, and
you can hardly fail of making a happy man, unless, indeed, you put into
hi s hands a nost perverse selection of books."

It is one thing to owmn a library; it is quite another to use it wsely. |
have often been astonished how little care people devote to the selection
of what they read. Books, we know, are al nost innunerable; our hours for
reading are, alas! very few. And yet nmany people read al nost by hazard.
They will take any book they chance to find in a roomat a friend s house;

they will buy a novel at a railway-stall if it has an attractive title;

i ndeed, | believe in sone cases even the binding affects their choice. The
sel ection is, no doubt, far fromeasy. | have often w shed sone one would
recomrend a list of a hundred good books. If we had such lists drawn up by
a few good guides they woul d be nost useful. | have indeed sonetines heard
it said that in reading every one nust choose for hinself, but this

rem nds ne of the recomendation not to go into the water till you can

SWi m
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In the absence of such lists | have picked out the books nost frequently
nmenti oned with approval by those who have referred directly or indirectly
to the pleasure of reading, and have ventured to include sone which,

t hough |l ess frequently nentioned, are especial favorites of ny own. Every
one who | ooks at the list wll w sh to suggest other books, as indeed |
shoul d nyself, but in that case the nunber would soon run up. [1]

| have abstai ned, for obvious reasons, from nentioning works by I|iving

aut hors, though from many of them-Tennyson, Ruskin, and others--1 have
nysel f derived the keenest enjoynent; and | have omtted works on science,
with one or two exceptions, because the subject is so progressive.

| feel that the attenpt is over bold, and | nust beg for indul gence, while
hopi ng for criticism indeed one object which | have had in viewis to
stimul ate others nore conpetent far than | amto give us the advantage of
t hei r opi ni ons.

Moreover, | nust repeat that | suggest these works rather as those which,
as far as | have seen, have been nost frequently recommended, than as
suggestions of ny own, though |I have slipped in a few of ny own speci al
favorites.

In any such sel ection nmuch wei ght should, | think, be attached to the
general verdict of mankind. There is a "struggle for existence" and a
"survival of the fittest"” anong books, as well as anong ani mal s and

pl ants. As Alonzo of Aragon said, "Age is a recomendation in four

t hings--old wood to burn, old wine to drink, old friends to trust,

and ol d books to read.” Still, this can not be accepted w thout inportant
qgqualifications. The nost recent books of history and science contain or
ought to contain, the nbost accurate information and the nost trustworthy
concl usi ons. Moreover, while the books of other races and times have an
interest fromtheir very distance, it nust be admtted that many w ||
still nore enjoy, and feel nore at hone with, those of our own century and
peopl e.

Yet the ol dest books of the world are remarkable and interesting on
account of their very age; and the works which have influenced the

opi nions, or charned the |eisure hours, of mllions of nmen in distant
times and far-away regions are well worth reading on that very account,
even if to us they seemscarcely to deserve their reputation. It is true
that to many, such works are accessible only in translations; but
transl ati ons, though they can never perhaps do justice to the original,
may yet be admirable in thenselves. The Bible itself, which nmust stand
first inthe list, is a conclusive case.
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At the head of all non-Christian noralists, | nust place the
_Enchiridion_ of Epictetus, certainly one of the noblest books in the
whole of literature; it has, noreover, been admrably translated. Wth
Epictetus, [2] | think nust conme Marcus Aurelius. The _Anal ects_ of
Confucius will, | believe, prove disappointing to nost English readers,
but the effect it has produced on the nbost nunerous race of nen
constitutes in itself a peculiar interest. The _Ethics_ of Aristotle,

per haps, appear to sone di sadvantage fromthe very fact that they have so
profoundly influenced our views of norality. The _Koran_, like the

_Anal ects_ of Confucius, wll to nost of us derive its principal interest
fromthe effect it has exercised, and still exercises, on so many mllions
of our fellow nen. | doubt whether in any other respect it will seemto
repay perusal, and to nobst persons probably certain extracts, not too
numer ous, woul d appear sufficient.

The witings of the Apostolic Fathers have been collected in one vol une by
Wake. It is but a small one, and though I nust hunbly confess that | was
di sappoi nted, they are perhaps all the nore curious fromthe contrast they
afford to those of the Apostles thenselves. O the later Fathers | have

i ncluded only the _Confessions_ of St. Augustine, which Dr. Pusey sel ected
for the commencenent of the Library of the Fathers , and which, as he
observes, has "been transl ated again and again into al nost every European
| anguage, and in all loved;" though Luther was of opinion that St.
Augustine "wote nothing to the purpose concerning faith." But then Luther
was no great admirer of the Father. St. Jerone, he says, "wites, alas!
very coldly;" Chrysostom "digresses fromthe chief points;"” St. Jerone is
"very poor;" and in fact, he says, "the nore | read the books of the
Fathers the nore | find nyself offended;" while Renan, in his interesting
aut obi ogr aphy, conpared theology to a Gothic Cathedral, "elle a la
grandeur, les vides imenses, et |le peu de soliditée."

Anmong ot her devotional works nost frequently reconmended are Thomas a
Kenpis' _Imtation of Christ , Pascal's Pensées , Spinoza's _Tractatus
Theol ogico-Politicus , Butler's Analogy of Religion_, Jereny Taylor's
_Holy Living and Dying_, Bunyan's _Pilgrims Progress_, and |ast, not

| east, Keble's beautiful _Christian Year_.

Aristotle and Plato again stand at the head of another class. The
_Politics_ of Aristotle, and Plato's _Dialogues_, if not the whole, at any
rate the Phaedo , the _Apology , and the Republic_, will be of course
read by all who wish to know anything of the history of human thought,

t hough | am heretical enough to doubt whether the latter repays the mnute
and | aborious study often devoted to it.

Aristotle being the father, if not the creator, of the nodern scientific
nmet hod, it has followed naturally--indeed, alnobst inevitably--that his
princi pl es have becone part of our very intellectual being, so that they
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seem now al nost sel f-evident, while his actual observations, though very
remar kabl e--as, for instance, when he observes that bees on one journey
confine thensel ves to one kind of flower--still have been in many cases
superseded by others, carried on under nore favorable conditions. W nust
not be ungrateful to the great nmaster, because his | essons have taught us
how t o advance.

Plato, on the other hand, | say so with all respect, seens to ne in sone
cases to play on words: his argunents are very able, very phil osophical,
often very noble; but not always conclusive; in a |language differently
constructed they m ght sonetines tell in exactly the opposite sense. |f
this nmethod has proved less fruitful, if in nmetaphysics we have nade but
little advance, that very fact in one point of viewleaves the

_Di al ogues_ of Socrates as instructive now as ever they were; while the
probl ens with which they deal will always rouse our interest, as the calm
and lofty spirit which inspires themnust command our admiration. O the
_Apol ogy_ and the _Phaedo_ especially it would be inpossible to speak too
gratefully.

| would al so nmention Denosthenes' _De Corond_, which Lord Brougham
pronounced the greatest oration of the greatest of orators; Lucretius,
Plutarch's Lives, Horace, and at least the De Oficiis_, De Amcitia_,
and De Senectute_of G cero.

The great epics of the world have al ways constituted one of the nost
popul ar branches of literature. Yet how few, conparatively, ever read
Homer or Virgil after |eaving school.

The _Ni belungenlied_, our great Anglo-Saxon epic, is perhaps too nuch

negl ected, no doubt on account of its painful character. Brunhild and
Kriemhild, indeed, are far fromperfect, but we neet with few such "live"
wonen in Greek or Roman literature. Nor nmust | omt to nention Sir T.

Mal ory's Morte d" Arthur _, though I confess | do so nainly in deference to
t he judgnment of others.

Among the Greek tragedians | include Aeschylus, if not all his works, at
any rate Pronetheus , perhaps the sublinmest poemin Geek literature, and
the Trilogy (M. Synonds in his Geek Poets_ speaks of the "unrivalled
maj esty” of the _Aganemon_, and Mark Pattison considered it "the grandest
wor k of creative genius in the whole range of literature”); or, as Sir M
E. Gant Duff recommends, the _Persae_; Sophocles (_Qedi pus Tyrannus_),
Euri pi des (_Medea_), and Aristophanes (_The Knights_ and _C ouds );
unfortunately, as Schl egel says, probably even the greatest schol ar does
not understand half his jokes; and | think nost nodern readers will prefer
our nodern poets.
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| should Iike, noreover, to say a word for Eastern poetry, such as
portions of the Maha Bharata_ and Ranmayana_ (too | ong probably to be
read through, but of which Tal boys Weel er has given a nost interesting
epitonme in the first two volunmes of his _Hi story of India_); the
_Shah-naneh_, the work of the great Persian poet Firdusi; Kalidasa's
_Sakuntala_, and the Sheking, the classical collection of ancient Chinese
odes. Many | know, will think | ought to have included Omr Khayyam

In history we are beginning to feel that the vices and vicissitudes of

ki ngs and queens, the dates of battles and wars, are far |ess inportant

t han the devel opnent of human t hought, the progress of art, of science,
and of law, and the subject is on that very account even nore interesting
than ever. | will, however, only nention, and that rather froma literary
than a historical point of view, Herodotus, Xenophon (the _Anabasis ),
Thucydi des, and Tacitus (_Cermania_); and of nodern historians, GG bbon's
_Decline and Fall _ ("the splendid bridge fromthe old world to the new'),
Hunme's History of England , Carlyle's French Revolution , Gote's
_History of Geece , and Geen's _Short Hi story of the English People_ .

Science is so rapidly progressive that, though to many mnds it is the
nost fruitful and interesting subject of all, | cannot here rest on that
agreenent which, rather than ny own opinion, | take as the basis of ny
list. I wll therefore only nention Bacon's _Novum Organum, MII"'s
_Logic_, and Darwin's Oigin of Species ; in Political Econony, which
sonme of our rulers do not now sufficiently value, MII, and parts of
Smith's Walth of Nations_ , for probably those who do not intend to nake
a special study of political econonmy would scarcely read the whol e.

Among voyages and travels, perhaps those nost frequently suggested are
Cook's Voyages , Hunboldt's Travels , and Darwin's Naturalist's
Journal ; though | confess | should |like to have added many nore.

M. Bright not | ong ago specially recommended the | ess known Anerican
poets, but he probably assuned that every one woul d have read Shakespeare,
MIlton (_Paradise Lost , Lycidas , _Conus_ and m nor poens), Chaucer,
Dant e, Spencer, Dryden, Scott, Wrdsworth, Pope, Byron, and others, before
enbar ki ng on nore doubtful adventures.

Anmong ot her books nost frequently recommended are Goldsmth's _Vicar of
Wakefield , Swift's Q@illiver's Travels , Defoe's _Robinson Crusoe , The
Arabian Nights , Don Quixote , Boswell's Life of Johnson_, Wite's
_Natural History of Selborne , Burke's Sel ect Wrks (Payne), the Essays of
Bacon, Addi son, Hune, Montai gne, Macaul ay, and Enmerson, Carlyle's _Past
and Present , Smiles' _Self-Help_ , and CGoethe's _Faust_and

__Aut obi ography_.

Nor can one go wong in recommendi ng Berkeley's Human Know edge ,
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Descartes' _Discours sur |a Méthode , Locke's _Conduct of the
Understanding_, Lewes' _History of Philosophy ; while, in order to keep

Wi thin the nunber one hundred, | can only nention Mliere and Sheri dan
anong dramatists. Macaul ay considered Marivaux's _La Vie de Marianne_ the
best novel in any |anguage, but ny nunber is so nearly conplete that I
must content nyself wth English: and will suggest Thackeray (_Vanity
Fair _ and _Pendennis_), Dickens (_Pickw ck_ and _David Copperfield), G
Eliot (_Adam Bede_ or _The MII on the Floss_ ), Kingsley (_Westward Ho! ),
Lytton (_Last Days of Ponpeii_), and |last, not |east, those of Scott,

whi ch i ndeed constitute a library in thenselves, but which I nust ask, in
return for ny trouble, to be allowed, as a special favor, to count as one.

To any | over of books the very nention of these nanmes brings back a crowd
of delicious nenories, grateful recollections of peaceful home hours,
after the labors and anxieties of the day. How t hankful we ought to be for
t hese i nestinmable bl essings, for this nunberl ess host of friends who never
weary, betray, or forsake us!

LI ST OF 100 BOCKS.
_Works by Living Authors are omtted._.

The Bi bl e

The Meditations of Marcus Aurelius
Epi ct et us

Aristotle's Ethics

Anal ects of Confucius

St. Hlaire's "Le Bouddha et sa religion"
Wake's Apostolic Fathers

Thos. a Kenpis' Imtation of Christ

Conf essi ons of St. Augustine (Dr. Pusey)
The Koran (portions of)

Spi noza's Tractatus Theol ogi co-Politicus
Conte's Catechismof Positive Phil osophy
Pascal ' s Pensées

Butler's Anal ogy of Religion

Taylor's Holy Living and Dyi ng

Bunyan's Pilgrims Progress

Kebl e's Christian Year

* * * * *

Plato's Dial ogues; at any rate, the Apology, Crito, and Phaedo
Xenophon's Menorabilia
Aristotle's Politics
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Denost henes' De Corona.

Cicero's De Oficiis, De Amcitia, and De Senectute
Plutarch's Lives

Ber kel ey' s Human Know edge

Descartes' Discours sur |a Methode

Locke's On the Conduct of the Understandi ng

* * * * *
Homer
Hesi od
Virgil
Maha Bhar at a | Epi tom zed in Tal boys Weeler's
Ramayana | Hstory of India, vols. i. and ii.

The Shahnaneh
The Ni bel ungenli ed
Mal ory's Morte d' Art hur

* * * * *

The Sheki ng
Kal i dasa's Sakuntala or The Lost Ring
Aeschyl us' Pronet heus
Trilogy of Orestes
Sophocl es' OEdi pus
Euri pi des' Medea
Ari st ophanes' The Kni ghts and C ouds
Hor ace

* * * * *

Chaucer's Canterbury Tales (perhaps in Mrris' edition; or, if
expurgated, in C. Carke's, or Ms. Haweis')
Shakespear e
MIlton's Paradi se Lost, Lycidas, Conus, and the shorter poens
Dante's Di vina Comedi a
Spenser's Fairie Queen
Dryden' s Poens
Scott's Poens
Wrdsworth (M. Arnold s sel ection)
Pope's Essay on Criticism
Essay on Man
Rape of the Lock
Bur ns
Byron's Chil de Harold
G ay
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* * * * *
Her odot us
Xenophon's Anabasis and Menorabilia
Thucydi des
Tacitus' Germani a

Li vy

G bbon's Decline and Fal

Hunme's Hi story of Engl and
Gote's Hstory of Geece
Carlyle's French Revol ution
Geen's Short History of Engl and
Lewes' History of Phil osophy

* * * * *

Arabi an Nights

Swift's Gulliver's Travels

Def oe' s Robi nson Crusoe

Goldsmth's Vicar of Wakefield

Cervantes' Don Qui xote

Boswel | 's Life of Johnson

Mol i ére

Schiller's WIIliam Tel |

Sheridan's The Critic, School for Scandal, and The Rivals
Carlyle's Past and Present

* * * * *

Bacon's Novum O ganum

Smith's Wealth of Nations (part of)

MIl"'s Political Econony

Cook' s Voyages

Hunbol dt's Travel s

Wiite's Natural Hi story of Sel borne

Darwin's Oigin of Species
Naturalist's Voyage

MIIl's Logic

* * * * *

Bacon's Essays
Mont ai gne' s Essays
Hume' s Essays
Macaul ay' s Essays
Addi son' s Essays
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Enmerson' s Essays
Burke's Sel ect Works
Smles' Self-Help

* * * * *

Vol taire's Zadig and M cronegas
CGoet he' s Faust, and Aut obi ography
Thackeray's Vanity Fair

Pendenni s
D ckens' Pickw ck

Davi d Copperfield
Lytton's Last Days of Ponpeii
George Eliot's Adam Bede
Ki ngsl ey' s Westward Ho!
Scott's Novel s

[ 1] Several |onger lists have been given; for instance, by Conte,
_Catechism of Positive Philosophy_; Pycroft, _Course of English Reading_;
Bal dwm n, _The Book Lover_; Perkins, _The Best Reading_; and by M.

| rel and, _Books for General Readers_.

[2] It is nuch to be desired that sone one would publish a selection from
t he works of Seneca.

CHAPTER V.

THE BLESSI NG OF FRI ENDS

"They seemto take away the sun fromthe world who withdraw friendship
fromlife; for we have received nothing better fromthe Imortal Gods,
not hi ng nore delightful."--Cl CERO

Most of those who have witten in praise of books have thought they could
say not hing nore conclusive than to conpare themto friends.

“All men," said Socrates, "have their different objects of

anbi ti on--horses, dogs, noney, honor, as the case nay be; but for his own
part he woul d rather have a good friend than all these put together." And
agai n, nmen know "the nunber of their other possessions, although they

m ght be very nunerous, but of their friends, though but few, they were
not only ignorant of the nunber, but even when they attenpted to reckon it

http://ia300211.us.archive.org/L/texts/8plIf/8pl1£10.txt (42 of 187)12/04/2006 2:05:41 AM



http://ia300211.us.archive.org/L/texts/8plIf/8pl1f10.txt

to such as asked them they set aside again sone that they had previously
counted anong their friends; so little did they allowtheir friends to
occupy their thoughts. Yet in conparison with what possession, of all

ot hers, would not a good friend appear far nore val uabl e?"

“"As to the value of other things," says Cicero, "nost nen differ;
concerning friendship all have the sane opinion. What can be nore foolish
t han, when nen are possessed of great influence by their wealth, power,
and resources, to procure other things which are bought by noney--horses,
sl aves, rich apparel, costly vases--and not to procure friends, the nost
val uable and fairest furniture of life?" And yet, he continues, "every man
can tell how many goats or sheep he possesses, but not how many friends."
In the choice, noreover, of a dog or of a horse, we exercise the greatest
care: we inquire into its pedigree, its training and character, and yet we
too often | eave the selection of our friends, which is of infinitely
greater inportance--by whomour whole life will be nore or |ess influenced
either for good or evil--alnbst to chance.

It is no doubt true, as the _Autocrat of the Breakfast Table_ says, that
all nmen are bores except when we want them And Sir Thomas Browne quaintly
observes that "unthinking heads who have not learnt to be alone, are a
prison to thenselves if they be not with others; whereas, on the contrary,
t hose whose thoughts are in a fair and hurry wthin, are sonetines fain to
retire into conpany to be out of the crowd of thenselves.” Still | do not
qui te understand Enerson's idea that "nen descend to neet." |n another

pl ace, indeed, he qualifies the statenent, and says, "Al nost all people
descend to neet."” Even so | should venture to question it, especially
considering the context. "All association,” he adds, "nust be a
conpronm se, and, what is wrse, the very flower and aroma of the flower of
each of the beautiful natures di sappears as they approach each other."
What a sad thought! Is it really so; need it be so? And if it were, would
friends be any real advantage? | should have thought that the influence of
friends was exactly the reverse: that the flower of a beautiful nature
woul d expand, and the colors grow brighter, when stinulated by the warnth
and sunshi ne of friendship.

It has been said that it is wise always to treat a friend, renenbering
that he may becone an eneny, and an eneny, renenbering that he may becone
a friend; and whatever may be thought of the first part of the adage,
there is certainly much wwsdomin the |atter. Many people seemto take
nore pains and nore pleasure in making enem es, than in making friends.
Plutarch, indeed, quotes w th approbation the advice of Pythagoras "not to
shake hands with too many," but as long as friends are well chosen, it is
true rather that

"He who has a thousand fri ends,
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Has never a one to spare,
And he who has one eneny,
WIl neet himeverywhere,"

and unfortunately, while there are few great friends there is no little
eneny.

| guard nysel f, however, by saying again--As long as they are well chosen.
One is thrown inlife wwth a great many people who, though not actively
bad, though they may not wilfully |ead us astray, yet take no pains wth
t hensel ves, neglect their owmn mnds, and direct the conversation to petty
puerilities or nmere gossip; who do not seemto realize that conversation
may by a little effort be nmade nost instructive and delightful, wthout
being in any way pedantic; or, on the other hand, nmay be allowed to drift
into a mere norass of nuddy thought and weedy words. There is hardly
anyone fromwhomwe may not learn much, if only they will trouble

thensel ves to tell us. Nay, even if they teach us nothing, they may hel p
us by the stimulus of intelligent questions, or the warnth of synpathy.
But if they do neither, then indeed their conpanionship, if conpani onship
it can be called, is nere waste of tine, and of such we may well say, "I
do desire that we be better strangers.”

Much certainly of the happiness and purity of our |lives depends on our
maki ng a wi se choice of our conpanions and friends. If our friends are
badly chosen they will inevitably drag us down; if well they will raise us
up. Yet many people seemto trust in this natter to the chapter of
accident. It is well and right, indeed, to be courteous and considerate to
every one with whom we are brought into contact, but to choose them as
real friends is another matter. Sone seemto nake a nman a friend, or try
to do so, because he |lives near, because he is in the sane business,
travels on the sane line of railway, or for sone other trivial reason.
There cannot be a greater m stake. These are only, in the words of
Plutarch, "the idols and i mages of friendship."

To be friendly with every one is another matter; we nust renmenber that
there is no little eneny, and those who have ever really | oved any one

wi || have sone tenderness for all. There is indeed sone good in nost nen.
"I have heard nuch," says M. Nasnyth in his charm ng autobi ography,
"about the ingratitude and selfishness of the world. It may have been ny
good fortune, but | have never experienced either of these unfeeling
conditions." Such al so has been ny own experience.

"Men tal k of unkind hearts, kind deeds
Wth coldness still returning.

Al as! the gratitude of nen
Has oftener |eft me nourning.”
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| cannot, then, agree with Enerson that "we wal k alone in the world.
Friends such as we desire are dreans and fables. But a subline hope cheers
ever the faithful heart, that el sewhere in other regions of the universal
power souls are now acting, enduring, and daring, which can | ove us, and
whi ch we can | ove."

No doubt, nuch as worthy friends add to the happi ness and val ue of Ilife,
we nust in the main depend on ourselves, and every one is his own best
friend or worst eneny.

Sad, indeed, is Bacon's assertion that "there is little friendship in the
worl d, and | east of all between equals, which was wont to be magnified.
That that is, is between superior and inferior, whose fortunes nay
conprehend the one to the other.” But this can hardly be taken as his
del i berate opi nion, for he el sewhere says, "but we may go farther, and
affirmnost truly, that it is a nere and m serable solitude to want true
friends, without which the world is but a wilderness.” Not only, he adds,
does friendship introduce "daylight in the understandi ng out of darkness
and confusion of thoughts;" it "maketh a fair day in the affections from
stormand tenpests:" in consultation wwth a friend a man "tosseth his

t houghts nore easily; he marshalleth them nore orderly; he seeth how they
| ook when they are turned into words; finally, he waxeth w ser than

hi msel f, and that nore by an hour's discourse than by a day's
meditation."... "But little do nen perceive what solitude is, and how far
it extendeth, for a crowd is not conpany, and faces are but a gallery of
pictures, and talk but a tinkling cynbal where there is no |ove."

Wth this |ast assertion | cannot altogether concur. Surely even strangers
may be nost interesting! and many will agree with Dr. Johnson when,
descri bing a pl easant evening, he sumed it up--"Sir, we had a good talk."

Epi ctetus gives excell ent advice when he di ssuades from conversati on on
the very subjects nost conmonly chosen, and advises that it should be on
"none of the commobn subjects--not about gl adiators, nor horse-races, nor
about athl etes, nor about eating or drinking, which are the usual

subj ects; and especially not about nen, as blam ng them" but when he
adds, "or praising them" the injunction seens to ne of doubtful val ue.
Surely Marcus Aurelius nore w sely advises that "when thou w shest to
delight thyself, think of the virtues of those who live with thee; for

i nstance, the activity of one, and the nodesty of another, and the
liberality of a third, and sone other good quality of a fourth. For
not hi ng delights so much as the exanples of the virtues, when they are
exhibited in the norals of those who |live with us and present thensel ves
i n abundance, as far as is possible. Werefore we nust keep them before
us." Yet how often we know nerely the sight of those we call our friends,
or the sound of their voices, but nothing whatever of their mnd or soul.
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We nust, noreover, be as careful to keep friends as to nake them If every
one knew what one said of the other, Pascal assures us that "there would
not be four friends in the world." This |I hope and think is too strong,

but at any rate try to be one of the four. And when you have made a
friend, keep him Hast thou a friend, says an Eastern proverb, "visit him
often, for thorns and brushwood obstruct the road which no one treads."
The affections should not be nere "tents of a night."

Still less does Friendship confer any privilege to make oursel ves

di sagreeabl e. Sone people never seemto appreciate their friends till they
have | ost them Anaxagoras described the Mausol eum as the ghost of wealth
turned into stone.

"But he who has once stood beside the grave to | ook back on the

conpani onshi p whi ch has been for ever closed, feeling how inpotent _then_
are the wild love and the keen sorrow, to give one instant's pleasure to

t he pul sel ess heart, or atone in the | owest neasure to the departed spirit
for the hour of unkindness, wll scarcely for the future incur that debt
to the heart which can only be discharged to the dust." [1]

Deat h, indeed, cannot sever friendship. "Friends," says C cero, "though

absent, are still present; though in poverty they are rich; though weak,
yet in the enjoynent of health; and, what is still nore difficult to
assert, though dead they are alive." This seens a paradox, yet it there
not rnuch truth in his explanation? "To ne, indeed, Scipio still lives, and
will always live; for | love the virtue of that man, and that worth is not
yet extinguished.... Assuredly of all things that either fortune or tine
has bestowed on ne, | have none which | can conpare with the friendship of
Scipio.”

| f, then, we choose our friends for what they are, not for what they have,
and if we deserve so great a blessing, then they wll be always wth us,
preserved in absence, and even after death, in the "anber of nenory."

[ 1] Ruski n.

CHAPTER VI

THE VALUE OF TI ME.

Each day is a little life.
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Al'l other good gifts depend on tine for their value. What are friends,
books, or health, the interest of travel or the delights of honme, if we
have not tinme for their enjoynent? Tine is often said to be noney, but it
is nore-it is life; and yet many who woul d cling desperately to life,

t hi nk nothing of wasting tine.

Ask of the wi se, says Schiller in Lord Sherbrooke' s translation,

"The nonments we forego
Eternity itself cannot retrieve."

And, in the words of Dante,
"For who knows nost, himloss of tine nost grieves."

Not that a life of drudgery should be our ideal. Far fromit. Tinme spent
in innocent and rational enjoynents, in healthy ganes, in social and
famly intercourse, is well and wi sely spent. Ganes not only keep the body
in health, but give a conmand over the nuscles and |inbs which cannot be
overval ued. Moreover, there are tenptations which strong exercise best
enabl es us to resist.

It is the idle who conplain they cannot find tinme to do that which they
fancy they wish. In truth, people can generally nmake tinme for what they
choose to do; it is not really the tine but the will that is wanting: and
t he advantage of leisure is mainly that we nay have the power of choosing
our own work, not certainly that it confers any privilege of idleness.

“"Time travels in divers paces with divers persons. I'll tell you who tine
anbles withal, who tinme trots withal, who tinme gallops withal, and who he
stands still withal." [1]

For it is not so nuch the hours that tell, as the way we use them

"Circles are praised, not that exce

In | argeness, but th'exactly franed,

So life we praise, that doth excel

Not in nmuch tinme, but acting well." [2]
"I dl eness,"” says Jereny Taylor, "is the greatest prodigality in the world;
it throws away that which is invaluable in respect of its present use, and
irreparable when it is past, being to be recovered by no power of art or
nature.”

Li fe nust be neasured rather by depth than by I ength, by thought and
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action rather than by tinme. "A counted nunber of pulses only," says Pater,
"I's given to us of a variegated, aromatic, life. How nay we see in them
all that is to be seen by the finest senses? How can we pass nost swiftly
frompoint to point, and be present always at the focus where the greatest
nunber of vital forces unite in their purest energy? To burn always wth
this hard gemlike flanme, to maintain this ecstasy, is success in life.
Failure is to formhabits, for habit is relation to a stereotyped
world:... while all nelts under our feet, we may well catch at any

exqui site passion, or any contribution to know edge, that seens, by a
lifted horizon, to set the spirit free for a nonent."

| would not quote Lord Chesterfield as generally a safe guide, but there
is certainly much shrewd wi sdomin his advice to his son with reference to
time. "Every nonent you now | ose, is so much character and advant age | ost;
as, on the other hand, every nonment you now enpl oy usefully, is so nuch
time wisely laid out, at prodigious interest.”

And again, "It is astonishing that any one can squander away in absolute
i dl eness one single nonent of that small portion of tinme which is allotted
tous in the world ... Know the true value of tine; snatch, seize, and

enj oy every nonment of it."

"Are you in earnest? seize this very mnute,
What you can do, or think you can, begin it." [3]

There is a Turkish proverb that the Devil tenpts the Idle man, but the
ldle man tenpts the Devil. | renenber, says Hilliard, "a satirical poem
in which the Devil is represented as fishing for nmen, and adapting his
bait to the tastes and tenperanents of his prey; but the idlers were the
easiest victinms, for they swall owed even the naked hook."

The mnd of the idler indeed preys upon itself. "The human heart is |like a
mllstone in a mll; when you put wheat under it, it turns and grinds and
brui ses the wheat to flour; if you put no wheat, it still grinds on--and
grinds itself away." [4]

It is not work, but care, that kills, and it is in this sense, | suppose,
that we are told to "take no thought for the norrow. " To "consider the
lilies of the field, how they grow, they toil not, neither do they spin:
and yet even Solonon, in all his glory, was not arrayed |i ke one of these.
Wherefore, if God so clothe the grass of the field, which to-day is, and
to-norrow is cast into the oven, shall he not nuch nore clothe you, O ye
of little faith?" It would indeed be a m stake to suppose that lilies are
idle or inprudent. On the contrary, plants are nost industrious, and
lilies store up in their conplex bulbs a great part of the nourishnment of
one year to quicken the growh of the next. Care, on the other hand, they
certainly know not. [5]
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"Hours have wings, fly up to the author of tinme, and carry news of our
usage. All our prayers cannot entreat one of themeither to return or

sl acken his pace. The m sspents of every mnute are a new record agai nst
us in heaven. Sure if we thought thus, we should dismss themwth better
reports, and not suffer themto fly away enpty, or |aden wth dangerous
intelligence. How happy is it when they carry up not only the nessages,
but the fruits of good, and stay wth the Ancient of Days to speak for us
before His glorious throne!" [6]

Time is often said to fly; but it is not so nmuch the tine that flies; as
we that waste it, and wasted tine is worse than no tine at all; "I wasted
time," Shakespeare nmakes Richard Il. say, "and now doth tine waste ne."

"He that is choice of his tine," says Jereny Taylor, "will also be choice
of his conpany, and choice of his actions; lest the first engage himin
vanity and loss, and the latter, by being crimnal, be a throwing his tine
and hinsel f away, and a going back in the accounts of eternity."

The life of man is seventy years, but how little of this is actually our
own. We must deduct the tinme required for sleep, for neals, for dressing
and undressing, for exercise, etc., and then how little remains really at
our own di sposal!

"I have lived," said Lanb, "nomnally fifty years, but deduct fromthem
the hours | have lived for other people, and not for nyself, and you wl|
find me still a young fellow"

The hours we live for other people, however, are not those that should be
deduct ed, but rather those which benefit neither oneself nor any one el se;
and these, alas! are often very numerous.

"There are sone hours which are taken from us, sone which are stolen from
us, and sonme which slip fromus." [7] But however we may |ose them we can
never get them back. It is wonderful, indeed, how nmuch i nnocent happi ness
we thoughtlessly throw away. An Eastern proverb says that calamties sent
by heaven may be avoi ded, but fromthose we bring on ourselves there is no
escape.

Some years ago | paid a visit to the principal |ake villages of
Switzerland in conpany with a distinguished archaeologist, M Mirlot. To
ny surprise | found that his whole incone was £100 a year, part of which,
nor eover, he spent in making a small nuseum | asked hi m whet her he
contenpl ated accepting any post or office, but he said certainly not. He
val ued his |leisure and opportunities as pricel ess possessions far nore
than silver or gold, and woul d not waste any of his tine in maki ng noney.

http://ia300211.us.archive.org/L/texts/8plIf/8pl1£10.txt (49 of 187)12/04/2006 2:05:41 AM



http://ia300211.us.archive.org/L/texts/8plIf/8pl1f10.txt

Time indeed, is a sacred gift, and each day is a little life. Just think
of our advantages here in London! W have access to the whole literature
of the world; we may see in our National Gallery the nost beautifu
productions of former generations, and in the Royal Acadeny and ot her
galleries the works of the greatest living artists. Perhaps there is no
one who has ever found tine to see the British Museum thoroughly. Yet
consider what it contains; or rather, what does it not contain? The nost
gigantic of living and extinct aninmals; the marvell ous nonsters of

geol ogi cal ages; the nost beautiful birds, shells, and m nerals; precious
stones and fragnents fromother worlds; the nost interesting antiquities;
curious and fantastic specinens illustrating different races of nen;

exqui site gens, coins, glass, and china; the Elgin marbles; the renains of
t he Mausol eumm of the tenple of D ana of Ephesus; ancient nonunents of
Egypt and Assyria; the rude inplenments of our predecessors in England, who
were coeval with the hippopotanus and rhinoceros, the nusk-ox, and the
mammot h; and beauti ful speci nens of G eek and Roman art.

Suffering may be unavoi dabl e, but no one has any excuse for being dull.
And yet sone people _are_ dull. They talk of a better world to cone, while
what ever dul ness there may be here is all their own. Sir Arthur Hel ps has
wel |l said: "What! dull, when you do not know what gives its |oveliness of
formto the lily, its depth of color to the violet, its fragrance to the
rose; when you do not know in what consists the venom of the adder, any
nore than you can imtate the glad novenents of the dove. Wat! dull, when
earth, air, and water are all alike nysteries to you, and when as you
stretch out your hand you do not touch anything the properties of which
you have mastered; while all the time Nature is inviting you to talk
earnestly with her, to understand her, to subdue her, and to be bl essed by
her! Go away, man; |earn sonething, do sonething, understand sonething,
and |l et me hear no nore of your dul ness.”

[ 1] Shakespeare.

[2] Waller.

[ 3] _Faust _.

[ 4] Luther.

[5] The word used [ G eek: nerimaesaete] is translated in Liddell and
Scott "to be anxious about, to be distressed in mnd, to be cunbered with
many cares."”

[6] MIton.

[ 7] Seneca.
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CHAPTER VI | .

THE PLEASURES OF TRAVEL.

"I ama part of all that |I have seen."--TENNYSON.

| am sonetinmes disposed to think that there are few things in which we of
this generation enjoy greater advantages over our ancestors than in the
increased facilities of travel; but | hesitate to say this, not because
our advantages are not great, but because | have already made the sane
remark with reference to several other aspects of life.

The very word "travel" is suggestive. It is a formof "travail"--excessive
| abor; and, as Skeat observes, it forcibly recalls the toil of travel in
ol den days. How different things are now

It is sometinmes said that every one should travel on foot "like Thal es,

Pl ato, and Pythagoras"; we are told that in these days of railroads people
rush through countries and see nothing. It may be so, but that is not the
fault of the railways. They confer upon us the inestinmable advantage of
being able, so rapidly and with so little fatigue, to visit countries

whi ch were nuch | ess accessible to our ancestors. What a blessing it is
that not our own islands only--our smling fields and rich woods, the
nmountains that are full of peace and the rivers of joy, the | akes and
heaths and hills, castles and cathedrals, and many a spot imortalized in
the history of our country:--not these only, but the sun and scenery of
the South, the Al ps the palaces of Nature, the blue Mediterranean, and the
cities of Europe, with all their nenories and treasures, are now brought
within a few hours of us.

Surely no one who has the opportunity should omt to travel. The world
bel ongs to hi mwho has seen it. "But he that would nmake his travels
delightful nust first make hinself delightful." [1]

According to the old proverb, "the fool wanders, the wise man travels."
Bacon tells us that "the things to be seen and observed are the courts of
princes, especially when they give audi ence to anbassadors; the courts of
justice while they sit and hear causes; and so of consistories

eccl esiastic; the churches and nonasteries, with the nonunments which are
therein extant; the walls and fortifications of cities and towns; and so
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t he havens and harbors, antiquities and ruins, libraries, colleges,

di sputations and | ectures, when any are; shipping and navi es; houses and
gardens of state and pleasure near great cities; arnories, arsenals,

magazi nes, exchanges, burses, warehouses, exercises of horsemanship,
fencing, training of soldiers, and the |ike; conedies, such whereunto the
better sort of persons do resort; treasuries of jewels and robes; cabinets
and rarities; and, to conclude, whatsoever is nenorable in the places
where they go."

But this depends on the tine at our disposal, and the object with which we
travel. If we can stay long in any one place Bacon's advice is no doubt
excellent; but for the nmonent | amthinking rather of an annual holi day,
taken for the sake of rest and health; for fresh air and exercise rather
than for study. Yet even so, if we have eyes to see we cannot fail to |ay
in a stock of new ideas as well as a store of health.

W may have read the nost vivid and accurate description, we may have
pored over maps and plans and pictures, and yet the reality wll burst on
us like a revelation. This is true not only of nountains and gl aciers, of
pal aces and cat hedral s, but even of the sinplest exanples.

For instance, |ike every one else, | had read descriptions and seen
phot ogr aphs and pictures of the Pyramds. Their formis sinplicity itself.
| do not know that | could put into words any characteristic of the
original for which I was not prepared. It was not that they were |arger;
it was not that they differed in form in color, or situation. And yet,
the noment | saw them | felt that ny previous inpression had been but a
faint shadow of the reality. The actual sight seened to give life to the

i dea.

Every one who has been in the East will agree that a week of oriental
travel brings out, with nore than stereoscopic effect, the pictures of
patriarchal life as given us in the Ad Testanent. And what is true of the

add Testanent is true of history generally. To those who have been in

At hens or Rome, the history of Geece or Italy becones far nore
interesting; while, on the other hand, sone know edge of the history and
literature enornously enhances the interest of the scenes thensel ves.

Good descriptions and pictures, however, help us to see nuch nore than we
shoul d per haps perceive for ourselves. It may even be doubted whet her sone
persons do not derive a nore correct inpression froma good draw ng or
description, which brings out the salient points, than they would from
actual, but unaided, inspection. The idea may gain in accuracy, in
character, and even in detail, nore than it m sses in vividness. But,
however this may be, for those who cannot travel, descriptions and

pi ctures have an imense interest; while to those who _have travel ed,
they wwll afford an inexhaustible delight in reviving the nenories of
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beautiful scenes and interesting expeditions.

It is really astonishing how little nost of us see of the beautiful world
in which we live. M. Norman Lockyer tells ne that while traveling on a
scientific mssion in the Rocky Muntains, he was astoni shed to neet an
aged French Abbé, and could not help showing his surprise. The Abbé
observed this, and in the course of conversation explained his presence in
t hat distant region.

"You were," he said, "I easily saw, surprised to find ne here. The fact
is, that sone nonths ago | was very ill. My physicians gave ne up: one
norning | seenmed to faint and thought that | was already in the arns of
the Bon Dieu. | fancied one of the angels canme and asked nme, 'Wll, M

| ' Abbé how did you |ike the beautiful world you have just left? And then
it occurred to nme that I who had been all ny |life preachi ng about heaven,
had seen al nost nothing of the world in which | was living. | determ ned
therefore, if it pleased Providence to spare nme, to see sonmething of this
worl d; and so here | am"

Few of us are free, however nmuch we mght wish it, to follow the exanple
of the worthy Abbé. But although it may not be possible for us to reach
t he Rocky Mountains, there are other countries nearer honme which nost of
us mght find tine to visit.

Though it is true that no descriptions can cone near the reality, they may
at | east persuade us to give ourselves this great advantage. Let ne then
try toillustrate this by pictures in wrds, as realized by one of our
nmost illustrious countrynen; | will select references to foreign countries
only, not that we have not equal beauties here, but because everywhere in
Engl and one feels oneself at hone.

The foll ow ng passage from Tyndall's Hours of Exercise in the Alps , is
al nrost as good as an hour in the Al ps thensel ves:

"1 | ooked over this wondrous scene toward Mont Bl anc, the G-and Conbi n,

t he Dent Bl anche, the Wisshorn, the Dom and the thousand | esser peaks
which seemto join in the celebration of the risen day. | asked nyself, as
on previous occasions, How was this col ossal work perforned? Wiwo chiselled
t hese m ghty and picturesque nmasses out of a nere protuberance of the
earth? And the answer was at hand. Ever young, ever mghty-with the vigor
of a thousand worlds still within himthe real scul ptor was even then
clinbing up the eastern sky. It was he who raised aloft the waters which
cut out these ravines; it was he who planted the glaciers on the nountain
sl opes, thus giving gravity a plough to open out the valleys; and it is

he who, acting through the ages, will finally lay |ow these m ghty
nmonunents, rolling them gradually seaward, sowi ng the seeds of continents
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to be; so that the people of an older earth may see nould spread, and corn
wave over the hidden rocks which at this nonent bear the weight of the
Jungfrau." And the Alps |ie within twenty-four hours of London!

Tyndall's witings also contain nmany vivid descriptions of glaciers; those
"silent and sol emn causeways ... broad enough for the march of an arny in
line of battle and quiet as a street of tonbs in a buried city.” [2] | do
not, however, borrow fromhimor fromany one el se any description of
glaciers, for they are so unlike anything else, that no one who has not
seen, can possibly visualize them

The history of European rivers yet remains to be witten, and is nost
interesting. They did not always run in their present courses. The Rhone,
for instance, appears to have been itself a great traveler. At |east there
seens reasons to believe that the upper waters of the Valais fell at first
into the Danube, and so into the Black Sea; subsequently joined the Rhine
and the Thanmes, and so ran far north over the plains which once connected
t he mountai ns of Scotland and of Norway--to the Arctic Ocean; and to have
only conparatively of |late years adopted their present course into the
Medi t err anean.

But, however this may be, the Rhine of Germany and the Rhine of

Switzerl and are very unlike. The catastrophe of Schaffhausen seens to
alter the whole character of the river, and no wonder. "Stand for half an
hour," says Ruskin, "beside the Fall of Schaffhausen, on the north side
where the rapids are |long, and watch how the vault of water first bends,
unbroken, in pure polished velocity, over the arching rocks at the brow of
the cataract, covering themwith a done of crystal twenty feet thick, so
swift that its notion is unseen except when a foam gl obe from above darts

over it like a falling star;... and how ever and anon, startling you with
its white flash, a jet of spray |eaps hissing out of the fall, like a
rocket, bursting in the wind and driven away in dust, filling the air with

light; and how, through the curdling weaths of the restless crushing
abyss below, the blue of the water, paled by the foamin its body, shows
purer than the sky through white rain-cloud; ... their dripping nasses
lifted at intervals, |like sheaves of | oaded corn, by some stronger gush
fromthe cataract, and bowed again upon the nossy rocks as its roar dies
away. "

But nmuch as we nmay admire the majestic grandeur of a mghty river, either
inits eager rush or its calnmer nonents, there is sonething which
fascinates even nore in the free life, the young energy, the sparkling
transparence, and nmerry nusic of smaller streans.

"The upper Swiss valleys," as the same great Seer says, "are sweet with
perpetual streamets, that seem al ways to have chosen the steepest places
to cone down, for the sake of the |eaps, scattering their handfuls of
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crystal this way and that, as the winds take them wth all the grace, but
with none of the formalism of fountains ... until at last ... they find
their way down to the turf, and | ose thenselves in that, silently; with
qui et depth of clear water furrowi ng anong the grass bl ades, and | ooki ng
only like their shadow, but presently energing again in little startled
gushes and | aughing hurries, as if they had renenbered suddenly that the
day was too short for themto get down the hill."

How vi vidly does Synonds bring before us the sunny shores of the
Medi t erranean, which he loves so well, and the contrast between the
scenery of the North and the South.

“I'n northern | andscapes the eye travels through vistas of |eafy boughs to
still, secluded crofts and pastures, where sl ow noving oxen graze. The
nystery of dreanms and the repose of neditation haunt our massive bowers.
But in the South, the lattice-work of olive boughs and foliage scarcely
veils the | aughing sea and bright blue sky, while the hues of the

| andscape find their climax in the dazzling radi ance of the sun upon the
waves, and the pure light of the horizon. There is no conceal nent and no
mel ancholy here. Nature seens to hold a never-ending festival and dance,
in which the waves and sunbeans and shadows join. Again, in northern
scenery, the rounded forns of full-foliaged trees suit the undul ating
country, with its gentle hills and brooding clouds; but in the South the
spi ky | eaves and sharp branches of the olive carry out the defined
outlines which are everywhere observabl e through the broader beauties of
nmountai n and vall ey and sea-shore. Serenity and intelligence characterize
this southern | andscape, in which a race of splendid nen and wonen |ived
beneath the pure light of Phoebus, their ancestral god. Pallas protected
them and gol den Aphrodite favored themw th beauty. Aives are not,
however, by any neans the only trees which play a part in idyllic scenery.
The tall stone pine is even nore inportant.... Near Mssa, by Sorrento,
there are two gigantic pines so placed that, Iying on the grass beneath
them one |ooks on Capri rising fromthe sea, Baiae, and all the bay of
Napl es sweeping round to the base of Vesuvius. Tangled growhs of olives,
and rose-trees fill the garden-ground along the shore, while far away in
the distance pale Inarine sleeps, with her exquisite G eek nane, a virgin
i sland on the deep.

"On the wilder hills you find patches of ilex and arbutus glowing with
crinmson berries and white waxen bells, sweet nyrtle rods and shafts of

bay, frail tamarisk and tall tree-heaths that wave their frosted boughs
above your head. Nearer the shore the lentisk grows, a savory shrub, with
cytisus and aromatic rosemary. Clematis and polished garl ands of tough
sarsaparilla wed the shrubs with clinging, clinbing arns; and here and
there in sheltered nooks the vine shoots forth luxuriant tendrils bowed

Wi th grapes, stretching frombranch to branch of nulberry or elm flinging
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festoons on which young |loves mght sit and swing, or weaving a

| attice-work of | eaves across the open shed. Nor nust the sounds of this
| andscape be forgotten, --sounds of bleating flocks, and nurnuring bees,
and ni ghti ngal es, and doves that nopan, and running streans, and shrill

ci cadas, and hoarse frogs, and whispering pines. There is not a single
detail which a patient student nay not verify from Theocritus.

"Then too it is a |landscape in which sea and country are never sundered.
The hi gher we clinb upon the nountain-side the nore marvellous is the
beauty of the sea, which seens to rise as we ascend, and stretch into the
sky. Sonetinmes a little flake of blue is franmed by olive boughs, sonetines
a turning in the road reveals the whole broad azure calmbelow. O, after
toiling up a steep ascent we fall upon the undergrowth of juniper, and |o!
a doubl e sea, this way and that, divided by the sharp spine of the jutting
hill, jewelled with villages along its shore, and smling with fair

i slands and silver sails."

To many of us the nere warnth of the South is a blessing and a delight.

The very thought of it is delicious. |I have read over again and again
Wal | ace's graphic description of a tropical sunrise--of the "sun of the
early norning that turneth all into gold." [3]

"Up to about a quarter past five o'clock,"” he says, "the darkness is

conpl ete; but about that tine a few cries of birds begin to break the
silence of night, perhaps indicating that signs of dawn are perceptible in
the eastern horizon. Alittle later the nelancholy voices of the

goat suckers are heard, varied croakings of frogs, the plaintive whistle of
nmount ai n thrushes, and strange cries of birds or mammal s peculiar to each
| ocality. About half-past five the first glimer of |ight becones
perceptible; it slowly becones lighter, and then increases so rapidly that
at about a quarter to six it seens full daylight. For the next quarter of
an hour this changes very little in character; when, suddenly, the sun's
rimappears above the horizon, decking the dew | aden foliage with
glittering gens sending gleans of golden light far into the woods, and
waking up all nature to life and activity. Birds chirp and flutter about,
parrots scream nonkeys chatter, bees hum anong the flowers, and gorgeous
butterflies flutter lazily along or sit with full expanded w ngs exposed
to the warm and invigorating rays. The first hour of nmorning in the
equatorial regions possesses a charmand a beauty that can never be
forgotten. Al nature seens refreshed and strengthened by the cool ness and
noi sture of the past night, new | eaves and buds unfold al nost before the
eye, and fresh shoots nay often be observed to have grown many i nches
since the preceding day. The tenperature is the nost delicious

concei vable. The slight chill of early dawn, which was itself agreeable,

i s succeeded by an invigorating warnth; and the intense sunshine |ights up
the glorious vegetation of the tropics, and realizes all that the nagic
art of the painter or the gl ow ng words of the poet have pictured as their
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ideals of terrestrial beauty."

O take Dean Stanley's description of the col ossal statues of Anenophis
I11., the Mermon of the Greeks, at Thebes--"The sun was setting, the
African range gl owed red behind them the green plain was dyed with a
deeper green beneath them and the shades of evening veiled the vast rents
and fissures in their aged franmes. As | |ooked back at themin the sunset,
and they rose up in front of the background of the nountain, they seened,

i ndeed, as if they were part of it,--as if they belonged to sone natural
creation.”

But | nust not indulge nyself in nore quotations, though it is difficult
to stop. Such extracts recall the nenory of many gl orious days: for the
advant ages of travel last through Iife; and often, as we sit at hone,
"sone bright and perfect view of Venice, of CGenoa, or of Mointe Rosa cones
back on you, as full of repose as a day wi sely spent in travel." [4]

So far is a thorough | ove and enjoynent of travel frominterfering with
the I ove of hone, that perhaps no one can thoroughly enjoy his hone who
does not sonetines wander away. They are |ike exertion and rest, each the
conpl enent of the other; so that, though it nmay seem paradoxi cal, one of
the greatest pleasures of travel is the return; and no one who has not
roaned abroad, can realize the devotion which the wanderer feels for

Dom duca--the sweet and gentl e goddess who watches over our comn ng hone.

[ 1] Seneca.

[ 2] Ruskin.

[3] Morris.

[ 4] Hel ps.

CHAPTER VI | |

THE PLEASURES OF HOME.

"There's no place like Hone."--_Ad English Song_.

It may well be doubted which is nore delightful,--to start for a holiday
whi ch has been fully earned, or to return hone from one which has been
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t horoughly enjoyed; to find oneself, with renewed vigor, with a fresh
store of nenories and i deas, back once nore by one's own fireside, wth
one's famly, friends, and books.

"To sit at hone," says Leigh Hunt, "with an old folio (?) book of romantic
yet credi ble voyages and travels to read, an old bearded traveller for its
hero, a fireside in an old country house to read it by, curtains drawn,
and just wind enough stirring out of doors to make an acconpani nent to the
billows or forests we are reading of--this surely is one of the perfect
nonment s of existence.”

It is no doubt a great privilege to visit foreign countries; to travel say
in Mexico or Peru, or to cruise anong the Pacific Islands; but in sone
respects the narratives of early travellers, the histories of Prescott or
t he voyages of Captain Cook, are even nore interesting; describing to us,
as they do, a state of society which was then so unlike ours, but which
has now been nuch changed and Europeani zed.

Thus we may nmake our daily travels interesting, even though, |ike those of
the Vicar of Wakefield, all our adventures are by our own fireside, and
all our magrations fromone roomto anot her.

Moreover, even if the beauties of hone are hunble, they are still
infinite, and a man "may lie in his bed, |ike Ponpey and his sons, in all
quarters of the earth."” [1]

It is, then, wise to "cultivate a talent very fortunate for a nman of ny
di sposition, that of travelling in ny easy chair; of transporting nyself,
wi thout stirring frommy parlor, to distant places and to absent friends;
of drawing scenes in nmy mnd s eye; and of peopling themw th the groups
of fancy, or the society of renenbrance." [2]

We may i ndeed secure for ourselves endless variety w thout |eaving our own
firesides.

In the first place, the succession of seasons nultiplies every hone. How
different is the view fromour wndows as we | ook on the tender green of
spring, the rich foliage of summer, the glorious tints of autum, or the
delicate tracery of wnter

Qur climate is so happy, that even in the worst nonths of the year, "calm
nor ni ngs of sunshine visit us at tines, appearing |ike glinpses of
departed spring amd the wi | derness of wet and wi ndy days that lead to
winter. It is pleasant, when these interludes of silver light occur, to
ride into the woods and see how wonderful are all the colors of decay.
Overhead, the elns and chestnuts hang their wealth of gol den | eaves, while
t he beeches darken into russet tones, and the wild cherry glows |ike
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bl ood-red wine. In the hedges crinson haws and scarlet hips are weat hed
with hoary clematis or necklaces of coral briony-berries; the branbles
burn with many-colored flanmes; the dog-wood is bronzed to purple; and here
and there the spindle-wod puts forth its fruit, like knots of rosy buds,
on delicate frail twgs. Underneath lie fallen | eaves, and the brown brake
rises to our knees as we thread the forest paths." [3]

Nay, every day gives us a succession of glorious pictures in never-ending
variety. It is remarkabl e how few people seemto derive any pleasure from
the beauty of the sky. Gay, after describing a sunrise--how it began with
a slight whitening, just tinged wwth gold and blue, lit up all at once by
alittle line of insufferable brightness which rapidly grew to half an
orb, and so to a whole one too glorious to be distinctly seen--adds, "I
wonder whet her any one ever saw it before. | hardly believe it." [4]

No doubt fromthe dawn of poetry, the splendors of the norning and evening
skies have delighted all those who have eyes to see. But we are especially
i ndebted to Ruskin for enabling us nore vividly to realize these glorious
sky pictures. As he says, in |anguage alnost as brilliant as the sky
itself, the whole heaven, "fromthe zenith to the horizon, becomes one
nolten, mantling sea of color and fire; every block bar turns into nassy
gold, every ripple and wave into unsullied, shadow ess crinson, and
purple, and scarlet, and colors for which there are no words in | anguage,
and no ideas in the mnd--things which can only be conceived while they
are visible; the intense hollow blue of the upper sky nelting through it
all, showi ng here deep and pure, and |ightness; there, nodul ated by the
filmy, form ess body of the transparent vapor, till it is |ost

i nperceptibly inits crinson and gold."

It is in sone cases indeed "not color but conflagration,” and though the
tints are richer and nore varied toward norning and at sunset, the

gl ori ous kal ei doscope goes on all day long. Yet "it is a strange thing how
little in general people know about the sky. It is the part of creation in
whi ch Nature has done nore for the sake of pleasing man, nore for the sole
and evi dent purpose of talking to him and teaching him than in any other
of her works, and it is just the part in which we |east attend to her.
There are not many of her other works in which sonme nore material or
essential purpose than the nere pleasing of man is not answered by every
part of their organi zation; but every essential purpose of the sky m ght,
so far as we know, be answer, if once in three days, or thereabouts, a
great, ugly, black rain-cloud were brought up over the blue, and
everything well watered, and so all left blue again till next tinme, with
perhaps a filmof norning and evening m st for dew And instead of this,
there is not a nonent of any day of our |ives when Nature is not producing
scene after scene, picture after picture, glory after glory, and working
still upon such exquisite and constant principles of the nost perfect
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beauty, that it is quite certain it is all done for us, and intended for
our perpetual pleasure.” [5]

Nor does the beauty end with the day. "It is nothing to sleep under the
canopy of heaven, where we have the gl obe of the earth for our place of
repose, and the glories of the heavens for our spectacle?" [6] For ny part
| always regret the customof shutting up our roons in the evening, as

t hough there was nothing worth seei ng outside. What, however, can be nore
beautiful than to "l ook how the floor of heaven is thick inlaid with
patines of bright gold,” or to watch the noon journeying in calmand
silver glory through the night. And even if we do not feel that "the man
who has seen the rising noon break out of the clouds at m dnight, has been
present |ike an Archangel at the creation of |light and of the world," [7]

still "the stars say sonething significant to all of us: and each man has
a whol e hem sphere of them if he will but |ook up, to counsel and
befriend hinl; [8] for it is not so much, as Hel ps el sewhere observes, "in

gui ding us over the seas of our little planet, but out of the dark waters
of our own perturbed m nds, that we may make to ourselves the nost of
their significance." |ndeed,

"How beautiful is night!
A dewy freshness fills the silent air;
No m st obscures, nor cloud, nor speck, nor stain,
Breaks the serene of heaven:
In full-orbed glory yonder noon divine
Rol | s through the dark bl ue depths;
Beneat h her steady ray
The desert circle spreads,
Li ke the round ocean, girdled with the sky;
How beautiful is night!" [9]

| have never wondered at those who worshi pped the sun and noon.
On the other hand, when all outside is dark and col d; when perhaps

"Qutside fall the snowfl akes |ightly;
Through the night |oud raves the storm
In my roomthe fire glows brightly,
And "tis cosy, silent, warm

"Musing sit | on the settle

By the firelight's cheerful bl aze,
Li stening to the busy kettle

Humm ng | ong forgotten |ays." [10]

For after all the true pleasures of home are not wi thout, but within; and
"the donestic nan who |l oves no nusic so well as his own kitchen cl ock and
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the airs which the logs sing to himas they burn on the hearth, has
sol aces which others never dreamof." [11]

We | ove the ticking of the clock, and the flicker of the fire, like the
sound of the cawi ng of rooks, not so nmuch for any beauty of their own as
for their associations.

It is a great truth that when we retire into ourselves we can call up what
menori es we pl ease.

"How dear to this heart are the scenes of mny chil dhood,
When fond recollection recalls themto view--

The orchard, the neadow, the deep-tangled w | dwod

And every lov'd spot which ny infancy knew " [12]

It is not so nuch the

"Fireside enjoynents,
And all the conforts_ of the lowy roof," [13]

but rather, according to the higher and better ideal of Keble,

"Sweet is the smle of hone; the rmutual | ook,
When hearts are of each ot her sure;

Sweet all the joys that crowd the househol d nook,
The haunt of all affections pure.”

In ancient tines, not only anbng savage races, but even anong the G eeks
t hensel ves, there seens to have been but little famly life. Wiat a
contrast was the hone life of the Geeks, as it seens to have been, to
that, for instance, described by Cow ey--a honme happy "in books and
gardens," and above all, in a

"Virtuous w fe, where thou dost neet
Bot h pl easures nore refined and sweet;
The fairest garden in her |ooks

And in her mnd the w sest books."

No one who has ever |oved nother or wife, sister or daughter, can read

wi t hout astoni shnment and pity St. Chrysostom s description of wonan as "a
necessary evil, a natural tenptation, a desirable calamty, a donestic
peril, a deadly fascination, and a painted ill."

In few respects has manki nd nade a greater advance than in the rel ations
of men and wonen. It is terrible to think how wonen suffer in savage |ife;
and even anong the intellectual Geeks, with rare exceptions, they seemto
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have been treated rather as housekeepers or playthings than as the Angels
who make a Heaven of hone.

The Hi ndoo proverb that you should "never strike a wife, even with a
flower," though a consi derabl e advance, tells a nelancholy tale of what
nmust previously have been.

In _The Origin of Cvilization_ 1 have given many cases show ng how snal
a part famly affection plays in savage |life. Here | will only nention one
case in illustration. The Al gonquin (North America) |anguage contained no

word for "to love," so that when the m ssionaries translated the Bible
into it they were obliged to invent one. Wat a life, and what a | anguage,
W t hout | ove.

Yet in marriage even the rough passion of a savage may contrast favorably

with any cold calculation, which, |like the enchanted hoard of the
Ni bel ungs, is alnost sure to bring msfortune. In the Kal evala, the
Finnish epic, the divine smth, Il marinnen, forges a bride of gold and

silver for Wi nanoi nen, who was pleased at first to have so rich a wfe,
but soon found her intolerably cold, for, in spite of fires and furs,
whenever he touched her she froze him

Mor eover, apart from nere col dness, how nmuch we suffer fromfoolish
quarrels about trifles; frommnere m sunderstandi ngs; from hasty words

t hought | essly repeated, sonetines w thout the context or tone which would
have deprived them of any sting. How nuch would that charity which
“"beareth all things, believeth all things, hopeth all things, endureth all
things," effect to snoboth away the sorrows of |ife and add to the

happi ness of home. Hone i ndeed may be a sure haven of repose fromthe
storns and perils of the world. But to secure this we nust not be content
to pave it with good intentions, but nmust make it bright and cheerful.

If our life be one of toil and of suffering, if the world outside be cold
and dreary, what a pleasure to return to the sunshi ne of happy faces and
the warnth of hearts we | ove.

[1] Sir T. Browne.

[ 2] Mackenzie, _The Lounger .

[3] J. A Synonds.

[4] Gray's Letters.

[ 5] Ruski n.

[ 6] Seneca.
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[ 7] Enerson

[ 8] Hel ps.

[ 9] Sout hey.

[10] Heine, trans. by E. A Bowi ng.
[ 11] Enerson.

[ 12] Wbodwort h.

[ 13] Cowper.
CHAPTER | X,
SCl ENCE.

"Happy is he that findeth w sdom

And the man that getteth understandi ng:

For the nerchandise of it is better than silver,

And the gain thereof than fine gold.

She is nore precious than rubies:

And all the things thou canst desire are not to be conpared unto her.
Length of days is in her right hand,

And in her left hand riches and honor.

Her ways are ways of pleasantness,

And all her paths are peace.”

PROVERBS OF SCOLOVON

Those who have not tried for thenselves can hardly i mgi ne how nuch
Science adds to the interest and variety of life. It is altogether a

m stake to regard it as dry, difficult, or prosaic--nmuch of it is as easy
as it is interesting. Awse instinct of old united the prophet and the
"seer." "The wse man's eyes are in his head, but the fool wal keth in

dar kness." Techni cal works, descriptions of species, etc., bear the sane
relation to science as dictionaries do to literature.

Cccasional Iy, indeed, Science may destroy some poetical nyth of antiquity,
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such as the ancient H ndoo explanation of rivers, that "Indra dug out
their beds with his thunderbolts, and sent themforth by | ong continuous
paths;" but the real causes of natural phenonena are far nore striking,
and contain nore true poetry, than those which have occurred to the
untrai ned i magi nati on of manki nd.

I n endl ess aspects science is as wonderful and interesting as a fairy
tal e.

"There are things whose strong reality
Qut shines our fairyland; in shape and hues
More beautiful than our fantastic sky,
And the strange constell ations which the Mise
Oer her wild universe is skillful to diffuse." [1]

Mackay justly excl ai ns:

"Bl essi ngs on Science! When the earth seened ol d,
When Faith grew doting, and our reason cold,

' Twas she di scovered that the world was young,
And taught a |l anguage to its |isping tongue."”

Bot any, for instance, is by many regarded as a dry science. Yet though
without it we may admre flowers and trees, it is only as strangers, only
as one may admre a great man or a beautiful woman in a crowd. The

bot ani st, on the contrary--nay, | wll not say the botanist, but one with
even a slight knowl edge of that delightful science--when he goes out into
t he woods, or into one of those fairy forests which we call fields, finds
hi rsel f wel conmed by a gl ad conpany of friends, every one with sonething
interesting to tell. Dr. Johnson said that, in his opinion, when you had
seen one green field you had seen all; and a greater even than
Johnson--Socrates--the very type of intellect w thout science, said he was
al ways anxious to learn, and fromfields and trees he could | earn nothing.

It has, | know, been said that botanists

"Love not the flower they pluck and know it not.
And all their botany is but Latin nanes.”

Contrast this, however, with the | anguage of one who would hardly claimto
be a master in botany, though he is certainly a |oving student.

"Consi der," says Ruskin, "what we owe to the neadow grass, to the covering
of the dark ground by that glorious enanel, by the conpani es of those
soft, countless, and peaceful spears of the field! Follow but for a little
time the thought of all that we ought to recognize in those words. All
spring and sumer is in them-the wal ks by silent scented paths, the rest

I n noonday heat, the joy of the herds and flocks, the power of all
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shepherd |ife and neditation; the life of the sunlight upon the world,
falling in enerald streaks and soft blue shadows, when else it would have
struck on the dark mould or scorching dust; pastures beside the pacing

br ooks, soft banks and knolls of lowy hills, thyny slopes of down

over| ooked by the blue line of lifted sea; crisp lawns all dimwth early
dew, or snooth in evening warnth of barred sunshine, dinted by happy feet,
softening in their fall the sound of |oving voices."

My own tastes and studies have led nme mainly in the direction of Natural
H story and Archaeol ogy; but if you |ove one science, you cannot but feel
intense interest in themall. How grand are the truths of Astronony!
Prudhomre, in a sonnet beautifully translated by Arthur O Shaugnessy, has
pi ctured an Cbservatory. He says--

“‘Tis late; the astrononmer in his |onely height,
Exploring, all the dark, descries afar
Orbs that |ike distant isles of splendor are.”

He notices a conet, and calculating its orbit, finds that it will return
in a thousand years--

"The star will cone. It dare not by one hour
Cheat Science, or falsify her calcul ation;
Men wi |l have passed, but, watchful in the tower,
Man shall remain in sleepless contenplation;
And should all nen have perished in their turn,
Truth in their place would watch that star's return.”

Ernest Rhys wel|l says of a student's chanber--

"Strange things pass nightly inthis little room
Al'l dreary as it |ooks by |ight of day;

Enchant nent reigns here when at eveni ng pl ay

Red fire-light glinpses through the pallid gloom"

And the true student, in Ruskin's words, stands on an em nence from which
he | ooks back on the universe of God and forward over the generations of
nen.

Even if it be true that science was dry when it was buried in huge folios,
that is certainly no | onger the case now, and Lord Chesterfield s w se

wi sh, that M nerva m ght have three graces as well as Venus, has been
amply fulfilled.

The study of natural history indeed seens destined to replace the | oss of
what is, not very happily |I think, ternmed "sport;" engraven in us as it is
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by the operation of thousands of years, during which man lived greatly on
t he produce of the chase. Gane is gradually becomng "snmall by degrees and
beautifully less."” Qur prehistoric ancestors hunted the mammot h, the
wool | y-haired rhinoceros, and Irish elk; the ancient Britons had the wld
ox, the deer, and the wolf. We have still the pheasant, the partridge, the
fox, and the hare; but even these are becom ng scarcer, and nust be
preserved first, in order that they may be killed afterwards. Sone of us
even now-and nore, no doubt, will hereafter--satisfy instincts,
essentially of the same origin, by the study of birds, or insects, or even
i nfusoria--of creatures which nore than make up by their variety what they
want in size.

Emerson avers that when a naturalist has "got all snakes and lizards in
his phials, science has done for himalso, and has put the man into a
bottle.” | do not deny that there are such cases, but they are quite
exceptional. The true naturalist is no nmere dry collector.

| cannot resist, although it is rather |long, quoting the follow ng
description from Hudson and Gosse's beautiful work on the Rotifera:--

"On the Sonersetshire side of the Avon, and not far fromdifton, is a
little conbe, at the bottomof which |ies an old fish-pond. Its slopes are
covered with plantations of beech and fir, so as to shelter the pond on
three sides, and yet leave it open to the soft south-western breezes, and
to the afternoon sun. At the head of the conbe wells up a clear spring,

whi ch sends a thread of water, trickling through a bed of osiers, into the
upper end of the pond. A stout stone wall has been drawn across the conbe
fromside to side, so as to damup the stream and there is a gap in one
corner through which the overflow finds its way in a miniature cascade,
down into the | ower plantation.

“I'f we approach the pond by the ganekeeper's path fromthe cottage above,
we shall pass through the plantation, and cone unseen right on the corner
of the wall; so that one quiet step will enable us to see at a glance its
whol e surface, without disturbing any living thing that may be there.

"Far off at the upper end a water-hen is |eading her little brood anong
the willows; on the fallen trunk of an old beech, lying half way across
the pond, a vole is sitting erect, rubbing his right ear, and the splash
of a beech husk just at our feet tells of a squirrel who is dining
sonmewhere in the | eafy crown above us.

"But see, the water-rat has spied us out, and is making straight for his
hole in the bank, while the ripple above himis the only thing that tells
of his silent flight. The water-hen has | ong ago got under cover, and the
squirrel drops no nore husks. It is a true Silent Pond, and w thout a sign
of life.
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"But if, retaining sense and sight, we could shrink into living atonms and
pl unge under the water, of what a world of wonders should we then form
part! W should find this fairy kingdom peopled wth the strangest
creatures--creatures that swmwth their hair, that have ruby eyes

bl azi ng deep in their necks, with telescopic |inbs that now are w t hdrawn
wholly within their bodies and now stretched out to many tinmes their own
| ength. Here are sone riding at anchor, noored by delicate threads spun
out fromtheir toes; and there are others flashing by in glass arnor,
bristling with sharp spikes or ornanented with bosses and fl ow ng curves;
while fastened to a great stemis an ani mal convol vulus that, by sone

i nvisible power, draws a never-ceasing streamof victins into its gaping
cup, and tears themto death with hooked jaws deep down within its body.

“"Close by it, on the sane stem is sonething that | ooks like a filny
heart' s-ease. A curious wheelwork runs round its four outspread petals;
and a chain of mnute things, living and dead, is winding in and out of
their curves into a gulf at the back of the flower. What happens to them
there we cannot see; for round the stemis raised a tube of gol den-brown
balls, all regularly piled on each other. Sone creature dashes by, and
like a flash the flower vanishes within its tube.

"We sink still lower, and now see on the bottom slow gliding |unps of
jelly that thrust a shapeless armout where they will, and grasping their
prey with these chance linbs, wap thenselves round their food to get a
meal ; for they creep without feet, seize w thout hands, eat w thout

nmout hs, and di gest w thout stomachs.”

Too many, however, still feel only in Nature that which we share "with the
weed and the worm" they | ove birds as boys do--that is, they |ove
throwi ng stones at them or wonder if they are good to eat, as the

Esqui maux asked about the watch; or treat themas certain devout Afreedee
villagers are said to have treated a descendant of the Prophet--killed him
in order to worship at his tonb: but gradually we may hope that the | ove
of Science--the notes "we sound upon the strings of nature" [2]--w ||
beconme to nore and nore, as already it is to many, a "faithful and sacred
el ement of human feeling."

Sci ence summons us
"To that cathedral, boundl ess as our wonder,
Whose quenchl ess [ anps the sun and noon supply;
Its choir the wi nds and waves, its organ thunder,
Its donme the sky." [3]

Where the untrained eye will see nothing but mre and dirt, Science wl]l
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often reveal exquisite possibilities. The mud we tread under our feet in
the street is a griny mxture of clay and sand, soot and water. Separate

t he sand, however, as Ruskin observes--let the atons arrange thenselves in
peace according to their nature--and you have the opal. Separate the clay,
and it becones a white earth, fit for the finest porcelain; or if it still
further purifies itself, you have a sapphire. Take the soot, and if
properly treated it will give you a dianond. Wile, lastly, the water,
purified and distilled, will becone a dewdrop, or crystallize into a

| ovely star. O, again, you may see as you will in any shall ow pool either
the nud lying at the bottom or the inmage of the heavens above.

Nay, even if we inmagi ne beauties and charns which do not really exist;
still if we err at all it is better to do so on the side of charity; |ike
Nasnyth, who tells us in his delightful autobiography, that he used to
think one of his friends had a charm ng and kindly tw nkle, and was one
day surprised to discover that he had a gl ass eye.

But | should err indeed were | to dwell exclusively on science as |ending
interest and charmto our leisure hours. Far fromthis, it would be

i npossi ble to overrate the inportance of scientific training on the w se
conduct of life.

"Science," said the Royal Comm ssion of 1861, "quickens and cultivates
directly the faculty of observation, which in very many persons |lies

al nost dormant through life, the power of accurate and rapid
general i zation, and the nental habit of nethod and arrangenent; it
accustonms young persons to trace the sequence of cause and effect; it
famliarizes themwith a kind of reasoning which interests them and which
they can pronptly conprehend; and it is perhaps the best corrective for

t hat i ndol ence which is the vice of hal f-awakened m nds, and whi ch shri nks
fromany exertion that is not, |like an effort of nenory, nerely
mechani cal . "

Agai n, when we contenpl ate the grandeur of science, if we transport
ourselves in imgination back into prineval tines, or away into the

i mensity of space, our little troubles and sorrows seemto shrink into

i nsignificance. "Ah, beautiful creations!" says Hel ps, speaking of the
stars, "it is not in guiding us over the seas of our little planet, but
out of the dark waters of our own perturbed m nds, that we may neke to
oursel ves the nost of your significance.” They teach, he tells us

el sewhere, "sonething significant to all of us; and each man has a whol e
hem sphere of them if he will but |ook up, to counsel and befriend him"

There is a passage in an address given many years ago by Professor Huxl ey
to the South London Wbrking Men's Coll ege which struck me very nmuch at the
time, and which puts this in | anguage nore forcible than any which | coul d
use.

http://ia300211.us.archive.org/L/texts/8plIf/8pl1110.txt (68 of 187)12/04/2006 2:05:42 AM



http://ia300211.us.archive.org/L/texts/8plIf/8pl1f10.txt

"Suppose,” he said, "it were perfectly certain that the |ife and fortune
of every one of us would, one day or other, depend upon his w nning or

| osing a gane of chess. Don't you think that we should all consider it to
be a primary duty to learn at |east the nanes and the noves of the pieces?
Do you not think that we should | ook with a di sapprobati on anounting to
scorn upon the father who allowed his son, or the State which allowed its
menbers, to grow up w thout know ng a pawn froma knight? Yet it is a very
plain and el enmentary truth that the life, the fortune, and the happi ness
of every one of us, and nore or |ess of those who are connected with us,
do depend upon our knowi ng sonething of the rules of a gane infinitely
nore difficult and conplicated than chess. It is a gane which has been

pl ayed for untold ages, every man and woman of us being one of the two

pl ayers in a ganme of his or her own. The chessboard is the world, the

pi eces are the phenonena of the Universe, the rules of the gane are what
we call the laws of Nature. The player on the other side is hidden from
us. W know that his play is always fair, just, and patient. But also we
know to our cost that he never overl ooks a m stake or makes the snall est

al l onance for ignorance. To the man who plays well the highest stakes are
paid, with that sort of overflow ng generosity which with the strong shows
delight in strength. And one who plays ill is checkmated--w thout haste,
but without renorse."

| have el sewhere endeavored to show the purifying and ennobling influence
of science upon religion; howit has assisted, if indeed it may not claim
the main share, in sweeping away the dark superstitions, the degrading
belief in sorcery and witchcraft, and the cruel, however well-intentioned,
i nt ol erance which enbittered the Christian world al nost fromthe very days
of the Apostles thenselves. In this she has surely performed no nean
service to religion itself. As Canon Fremantle has well and justly said,
men of science, and not the clergy only, are mnisters of religion.

Agai n, the national necessity for scientific education is inperative. W
are apt to forget how nuch we owe to science, because so many of its
wonderful gifts have becone famliar parts of our everyday life, that
their very value nmakes us forget their origin. At the recent celebration
of the sexcentenary of Peterhouse College, near the close of a |long
dinner, Sir Frederick Brammel |l was called on, sone tine after mdnight, to
return thanks for Applied Science. He excused hinself from nmaking a | ong
speech on the ground that, though the subject was al nost inexhausti bl e,
the only illustration which struck himas appropriate under the

ci rcunstances was "the application of the donmestic lucifer to the bedroom
candl e." One cannot but feel how unfortunate was the saying of the poet

t hat

“"The |ight-outspeedi ng tel egraph
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Bears nothing on its beam"”

The report of the Royal Comm ssion on Technical Instruction, which has

recently been issued, teenms with illustrations of the advantages afforded
by technical instruction. At the sane tinme, technical training ought not
to begin too soon, for, as Bain truly observes, "in a right view of

scientific education the first principles and | eading exanples, with

sel ect details, of all the great sciences, are the proper basis of the
conpl ete and exhaustive study of any single science."” Indeed, in the words
of Sir John Herschel, "it can hardly be pressed forcibly enough on the
attention of the student of Nature, that there is scarcely any natural
phenonenon which can be fully and conpletely explained in all its

ci rcunstances, wi thout a union of several, perhaps of all, the sciences.”
The nost inportant secrets of Nature are often hidden away i n unexpected
pl aces. Many val uabl e substances have been di scovered in the refuse of
manuf actories; and it was a happy thought of d auber to exam ne what
everybody el se threw away. There is perhaps no nation the future happiness
and prosperity of which depend nore on science than our own. Qur

popul ation is over 35,000,000, and is rapidly increasing. Even at present
it is far larger than our acreage can support. Few peopl e whose busi ness
does not lie in the study of statistics realize that we have to pay
foreign countries no | ess than £140, 000,000 a year for food. This, of
course, we purchase mainly by manufactured articles. W hear now a great
deal about depression of trade, and foreign, especially American,
conpetition, which, let ne observe, will be nuch keener a few years hence,
when the United States have paid off their debt, and consequently reduced
t axati on.

But |let us |ook forward a hundred years--no long tinme in the history of a
nation. Qur coal supplies will then be greatly di m nished. The popul ati on
of Great Britain doubles at the present rate of increase in about fifty
years, so that we should, if the present rate continues, require to inport
over £400, 000,000 a year in food. How, then, is this to be paid for? W
have before us, as usual, three courses. The natural rate of increase my
be stopped, which neans suffering and outrage; or the popul ati on may
increase, only to vegetate in msery and destitution; or, lastly, by the
devel opnment of scientific training and appliances, they may probably be
mai nt ai ned i n happi ness and confort. W have, in fact, to nmake our choice
bet ween science and suffering. It is only by wisely utilizing the gifts of
sci ence that we have any hope of mmintaining our population in plenty and
confort. Science, however, will do this for us if we will only let her.
She may be no Fairy Godnot her indeed, but she will richly endow t hose who
| ove her.

That di scoveries, innunerable, nmarvellous, and fruitful, await the
successful explorers of Nature no one can doubt. Wat would one not give
for a Science prinmer of the next century? for, to paraphrase a well-known
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sayi ng, even the boy at the plough will then know nore of science than the
wi sest of our phil osophers do now. Boyle entitled one of his essays "O
Man's great Ignorance of the Uses of Natural Things; or that there is no
one thing in Nature whereof the uses to human |ife are yet thoroughly
understood"--a saying which is still as true now as when it was witten.
And, lest | should be supposed to be taking too sanguine a view, let ne
give the authority of Sir John Herschel, who says: "Since it cannot but be
t hat i nnunerabl e and nost inportant uses renain to be discovered anong the
materi als and objects al ready known to us, as well as anong those which

t he progress of science nust hereafter disclose, we may hence conceive a
wel | - grounded expectation, not only of constant increase in the physical
resources of mankind, and the consequent inprovenent of their condition,
but of continual accession to our power of penetrating into the arcana of
Nat ure and becom ng acquai nted with her highest |aws."

Nor is it merely in a material point of view that science would thus

benefit the nation. She will raise and strengthen the national, as surely
as the individual, character. The great gift which Mnerva offered to
Paris is now freely tendered to all, for we nay apply to the nation, as

well as to the individual, Tennyson's noble |ines:--

"Sel f-reverence, self-know edge, self-control:
These three alone lead life to soverei gn power,
Yet not for power (power of herself

Wul d cone uncalled for), but to live by |aw
Acting the law we live by w thout fear."

“I'n the vain and foolish exultation of the heart,"” said John Quincy Adans,
at the close of his final lecture on resigning his chair at Boston, "which
the brighter prospects of life will sonetinmes excite, the pensive portress
of Science shall call you to the sober pleasures of her holy cell. In the
nortification of disappointnent, her soothing voice shall whisper serenity
and peace. In social converse with the m ghty dead of ancient days, you
w Il never smart under the galling sense of dependence upon the m ghty
living of the present age. And in your struggles with the world, should a
crisis ever occur, when even friendship my deemit prudent to desert you,
when priest and Levite shall conme and | ook on you and pass by on the other
side, seek refuge, ny unfailing friends, and be assured you shall find it,
in the friendship of Laelius and Scipio, in the patriotismof G cero,
Denost henes, and Burke, as well as in the precepts and exanple of H m
whose law is | ove, and who taught us to renenber injuries only to forgive
t hem "

Let me in conclusion quote the glow ng description of our debt to science

gi ven by Archdeacon Farrar in his address at Liverpool College--testinony,
noreover, all the nore val uable, considering the source fromwhich it
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cones.

“In this great commercial city," he said, "where you are surrounded by the
triunphs of science and of nmechani sm-you, whose river is ploughed by the
great steanshi ps whose white wake has been called the fittest avenue to
the palace front of a nercantile people--you know well that in the

achi evenents of science there is not only beauty and wonder, but al so
beneficence and power. It is not only that she has revealed to us infinite
space crowded with unnunbered worlds; infinite time peopled by unnunbered
exi stences; infinite organisns hitherto invisible but full of delicate and
iridescent |oveliness; but also that she has been, as a great Archangel of
Mercy, devoting herself to the service of man. She has | abored, her
votari es have | abored, not to increase the power of despots or to add to

t he magnificence of courts, but to extend human happi ness, to econon ze
human effort, to extinguish human pain. Were of old, nmen toiled, half

bl i nded and hal f naked, in the nouth of the glowing furnace to m x the

whi te-hot iron, she now substitutes the nechanical action of the view ess
air. She has enlisted the sunbeamin her service to lim for us, wth
absolute fidelity, the faces of the friends we |ove. She has shown the
poor m ner how he may work in safety, even amd the explosive fire-danp of
the mne. She hits, by her anaesthetics, enabled the sufferer to be hushed
and unconsci ous while the delicate hand of sone skilled operator cuts a
fragnment fromthe nervous circle of the unquivering eye. She points not to
pyram ds built during weary centuries by the sweat of m serable nations,
but to the |ighthouse and the steanship, to the railroad and the

t el egraph. She has restored eyes to the blind and hearing to the deaf. She
has | engthened life, she has m nimzed danger, she has controll ed madness,
she has tranpl ed on disease. And on all these grounds, | think that none
of our sons should grow up wholly ignorant of studies which at once train
the reason and fire the inmagination, which fashion as well as forge, which
can feed as well as fill the mnd."

[ 1] Byron.
[ 2] Enerson.

[3] H Snith.

CHAPTER X.

EDUCATI ON.

"No pleasure is conparable to the standi ng upon the
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vant age ground of truth."--BACO\

"Di vine Phil osophy!
Not harsh and crabbed as dull fools suppose,
But nusical as is Apollo's |lute,
And a perpetual feast of nectar'd sweets
Where no crude surfeit reigns."--M LTON

It may seemrather surprising to include education anong the pl easures of
life; for in too many cases it is nade odious to the young, and is
supposed to cease with school; while, on the contrary, if it is to be
really successful it nust be suitable, and therefore interesting, to
children, and nust |ast through |ife. The very process of acquiring

knowl edge is a privilege and a blessing. It used to be said that there was
no royal road to learning; it would be nore true to say that the avenues
leading to it are all royal

“I't is not," says Jereny Taylor, "the eye that sees the beauties of

heaven, nor the ear that hears the sweetness of nusic, or the glad tidings
of a prosperous accident; but the soul that perceives all the relishes of
sensual and intellectual perceptions: and the nore nobl e and excellent the
soul is, the greater and nore savory are its perceptions. And if a child
behold the rich erm ne, or the dianonds of a starry night, or the order of
the world, or hears the discourses of an apostle; because he nakes no
reflex act on hinself and sees not what he sees, he can have but the

pl easure of a fool or the deliciousness of a nule.™

Herein lies the inportance of education. | say education rather than
instruction, because it is far nore inportant to cultivate the m nd than
to store the nenory. Studies are a neans and not an end. "To spend too
much tine in studies is sloth; to use themtoo nuch for ornanent is

af fectation; to nake judgnment wholly by their rules is the hunor of a
schol ar: they perfect nature, and are perfected by experience.... Crafty
men contem studies, sinple nen admre them and w se nen use them" [1]

Mor eover, though, as MII| says, "in the conparatively early state of hunan
devel opnent in which we now live, a person cannot indeed feel that
entireness of synpathy with all others which woul d make any real

di scordance in the general direction of their conduct in Iife inpossible,"
yet education mght surely do nore to root in us the feeling of unity with
our fellowcreatures. At any rate, if we do not study in this spirit, al
our learning will but |eave us as weak and sad as Faust.

“I"ve now, alas! Philosophy,
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Medi ci ne and Juri sprudence too,
And to ny cost Theol ogy,

Wth ardent |abor studied through,
And here | stand, with all ny lore

Poor fool, no wi ser than before." [2]

Qur studies should be neither "a couch on which to rest; nor a cloister in
whi ch to pronenade al one; nor a tower fromwhich to | ook down on others;
nor a fortress whence we may resist them nor a workshop for gain and

nmer chandi se; but a rich arnory and treasury for the glory of the creator
and the ennobl enment of life." [3]

For in the noble words of Epictetus, "you will do the greatest service to
the state if you shall raise, not the roofs of the houses, but the souls
of the citizens: for it is better that great souls should dwell in small
houses rather than for mean slaves to lurk in great houses."

It is then of great inportance to consider whether our present system of
education is the one best calculated to fulfil these great objects. Does
it really give that |ove of learning which is better than learning itself?
Does all the study of the classics to which our sons devote so many years
gi ve any just appreciation of them or do they not on |eaving college too
often feel wth Byron--

"Then farewell, Horace; whom | hated so!"

Too nuch concentration on any one subject is a great m stake, especially
inearly life. Nature herself indicates the true system if we would but
listen to her. Qur instincts are good guides, though not infallible, and
children will profit little by |Iessons which do not interest them In
cheerful ness, says Pliny, is the success of our studies--"studia
hilaritate proveniunt”"--and we may with advantage take a | esson from
Theognis, who, in his Ode on the Marriage of Cadnmus and Harnoni a, nekes
t he Muses sing:

"What is good and fair,
Shal | ever be our care;
Thus the burden of it rang,
That shall never be our care,
VWhich is neither good nor fair.
Such were the words your lips imortal sang.”

There are sone who seemto think that our educational systemis as good as
possi bl e, and that the only remaining points of inportance are the nunber
of schools and schol ars, the question of fees, the relation of voluntary
and board schools, etc. "No doubt,"” says M. Synonds, in his _Sketches in
Italy and Greece_, "there are many who think that when we not only
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advocat e education but discuss the best systemwe are sinply beating the
air; that our population is as happy and cultivated as can be, and that no
substantial advance is really possible. M. Glton, however, has expressed
t he opi nion, and nost of those who have witten on the social condition of
At hens seemto agree with him that the popul ati on of Athens, taken as a
whol e, was as superior to us as we are to Australian savages."

That there is, indeed, sone truth in this, probably no student of G eek
history will deny. Wy, then, should this be so? |I cannot but think that
our system of education is partly responsible.

Manual and science teaching need not in any way interfere with instruction
in other subjects. Though so nuch has been said about the inportance of
science and the value of technical instruction, or of hand-training, as |
should prefer to call it, it is unfortunately true that in our system of
education, fromthe highest schools downward, both of themare sadly

negl ected, and the study of |anguage reigns suprene.

This is no new conplaint. Ascham in _The School master , | ong ago | anented
it; MIton, in his letter to M. Sanuel Hartlib, conplained "that our
children are forced to stick unreasonably in these grammatick flats and
shal l ows;" and observes that, "though a |inguist should pride hinself to
have all the tongues Babel cleft the world into, yet, if he have not
studied the solid things in themas well as the words and | exi cons, he
were nothing so nuch to be esteened a | earned nman as any yeonman or
tradesman conpetently wise in his nother dialect only;" and Locke said
that "schools fit us for the university rather than for the world."

Comm ssion after conm ssion, conmttee after conmttee, have reiterated
t he same conplaint. How then do we stand now?

| see it indeed constantly stated that, even if the inprovenent is not so
rapid as could be desired, still we are maki ng consi derabl e progress. But
is this so? | fear not. | fear that our present system does not really
train the mnd, or cultivate the power of observation, or even give the
anmount of information which we may reasonably expect fromthe tine devoted
to it.

Sir M E. Gant-Duff has expressed the opinion that a boy or girl of
fourteen m ght reasonably be expected to "read al oud clearly and
agreeably, to wite a |large distinct round hand, and to know the ordinary
rules of arithnetic, especially conpound addition--a by no neans universal
acconpl i shnment; to speak and wite French with ease and correctness, and
have sone slight acquaintance with French literature; to translate _ad
aperturamlibri_ froman ordinary French or German book; to have a

t hor oughly good el enentary know edge of geography, under which are

conpr ehended sone notions of astronony--enough to excite his curiosity; a
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knowl edge of the very broadest facts of geology and history--enough to
make hi munderstand, in a clear but perfectly general way, how the | arger
features of the world he lives in, physical and political, cane to be |ike
what they are; to have been trained fromearliest infancy to use his
powers of observation on plants, or animls, or rocks, or other natural

obj ects; and to have gathered a general acquaintance with what is nost
suprenely good in that portion of the nore inportant English classics
which is suitable to his tinme of |ife; to have sone rudi nentary

acquai ntance with drawi ng and nusic."

To effect this, no doubt, "industry nust be our oracle, and reason our
Apollo," as Sir T. Browne says; but surely it is no unreasonabl e estinate;
yet how far do we fall short of it? General culture is often deprecated
because it is said that smatterings are useless. But there is all the
difference in the world between having a smattering of, or being well
grounded in, a subject. It is the latter which we advocate--to try to
know, as Lord Brougham well|l said, "everything of sonething, and sonething
of everything."
"It can hardly," says Sir John Herschel, "be pressed forcibly enough on
the attention of the student of nature, that there is scarcely any natural
phenonenon which can be fully and conpletely explained, in all its

ci rcunstances, w thout a union of several, perhaps of all, the sciences.”

The present systemin nost of our public schools and coll eges sacrifices
everything else to classics and arithnetic. They are nobst inportant

subj ects, but ought not to exclude science and nodern | anguages. Nbreover,
after all, our sons |eave college unable to speak either Latin or G eek,
and too often absolutely without any interest in classical history or
literature. But the boy who has been educated w thout any training in

sci ence has grave reason to conplain of "know edge to one entrance quite
shut out."

By concentrating the attention, indeed, so nuch on one or two subjects, we
def eat our own object, and produce a feeling of distaste where we wsh to
create an interest.

Qur great mstake in education is, as it seens to ne, the worship of

book- | earni ng--the confusion of instruction and education. W strain the
menory instead of cultivating the mnd. The children in our elenentary
schools are wearied by the nechanical act of witing, and the interm nable
intricacies of spelling; they are oppressed by colums of dates, by lists
of kings and pl aces, which convey no definite idea to their m nds, and
have no near relation to their daily wants and occupations; while in our
public schools the sane unfortunate results are produced by the weary
nonot ony of Latin and G eek grammar. W ought to follow exactly the
opposite course with children--to give thema whol esone variety of nenta
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food, and endeavor to cultivate their tastes, rather than to fill their
mnds with dry facts. The inportant thing is not so much that every child
shoul d be taught, as that every child should be given the wish to | earn.
What does it matter if the pupil know a little nore or a little less? A
boy who | eaves school know ng nuch, but hating his |l essons, wll soon have
forgotten alnost all he ever |earned; while another who had acquired a
thirst for know edge, even if he had learned little, would soon teach

hi mself nore than the first ever knew. Children are by nature eager for
information. They are always putting questions. This ought to be
encouraged. In fact, we nmay to a great extent trust to their instincts,
and in that case they will do nuch to educate thensel ves. Too often,
however, the acquirenent of know edge is placed before themin a form so
irksonme and fatiguing that all desire for information is choked, or even
crushed out; so that our schools, in fact, becone places for the

di scouragenent of |earning, and thus produce the very opposite effect from
that at which we aim In short, children should be trained to observe and
to think, for in that way there woul d be opened out to them a source of

t he purest enjoynent for |eisure hours, and the w sest judgnent in the
work of life.

Anot her point in which I venture to think that our system of education
m ght be anended, is that it tends at present to give the inpression that
everything i s known.

Dr. Busby is said to have kept his hat on in the presence of King Charl es,
that the boys m ght see what a great man he was. | doubt, however, whether
t he boys were deceived by the hat; and am very skeptical about Dr. Busby's
t heory of educati on.

Mast er John of Basi ngstoke, who was Archdeacon of Leicester in 1252,

| earned Greek during a visit to Athens, from Constantina, daughter of the
Ar chbi shop of Athens, and used to say afterwards that though he had
studied well and diligently at the University of Paris, yet he |earned
nore from an At henian nmai den of twenty. W cannot all study so pleasantly
as this, but the main fault | find with Dr. Busby's systemis that it
keeps out of sight the great fact of human ignorance.

Boys are given the inpression that the masters know everything. If, on the
contrary, the great |esson inpressed on themwas that what we know is as
not hing to what we do not know, that the "great ocean of truth lies al

undi scovered before us,"” surely this would prove a great stimulus, and
many woul d be nobly anxious to enlarge the boundaries of human know edge,
and extend the intellectual kingdomof man. Phil osophy, says Aristotle,
begins in wonder, for Iris is the child of Thaunas.

Educati on ought not to cease when we | eave school; but if well begun
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there, will continue through life.

Mor eover, whatever our occupation or professionin life may be, it is nopst
desirable to create for ourselves sonme other special interest. In the
choi ce of a subject every one should consult his own instincts and
interests, | will not attenpt to suggest whether it is better to pursue
art or science; whether we should study the notes in the sunbeam or the
heavenly bodi es thensel ves. Whatever may be the subject of our choice, we
shall find enough, and nore than enough, to repay the devotion of a
lifetinme. Life no doubt is paved with enjoynents, but we nmust all expect
times of anxiety, of suffering, and of sorrow, and when these cone it is
an inestinmable confort to have sone deep interest which will, at any rate
to sonme extent, enable us to escape from oursel ves.

"Acultivated mind," says MII--"I do not nmean that of a phil osopher, but
any mnd to which the fountains of know edge have been opened, and which
has been taught in any tolerable degree to exercise its faculties--wll
find sources of inexhaustible interest in all that surrounds it; in the
objects of nature, the achievenents of art, the inmagi nations of poetry,
the incidents of history, the ways of mankind, past and present, and their
prospects in the future. It is possible, indeed, to becone indifferent to
all this, and that too w thout having exhausted a thousandth part of it;
but only when one has had fromthe begi nning no noral or human interest in
t hese things, and has sought in themonly the gratification of curiosity."

| have been subjected to sonme good-natured banter for having said that |

| ooked forward to a tinme when our artisans and nmechani cs woul d be great
readers. But it is surely not unreasonable to regard our social condition
as susceptible of great inprovenent. The spread of schools, the cheapness
of books, the establishnment of free libraries will, it may be hoped,
exercise a civilizing and ennobling influence. They will even, | believe,
do rmuch to dimnish poverty and suffering, so nuch of which is due to

i gnorance and to the want of interest and brightness in uneducated life.
So far as our elenentary schools are concerned, there is no doubt nuch
difficulty in apportioning the National G ant w thout unduly stimnulating
nmere nechanical instruction. But this is not the place to discuss the
subj ect of religious or noral training, or the system of apportioning the
grant.

| f we succeed in giving the love of |learning, the learning itself is sure
to foll ow

We shoul d therefore endeavor to educate our children so that every country
wal k may be a pleasure; that the discoveries of science may be a |iving
interest; that our national history and poetry nmay be sources of
legitimate pride and rational enjoynent. In short, our schools, if they
are to be worthy of the nanme--if they are to fulfil their high

http://ia300211.us.archive.org/Ltexts/8plIf/8pl1£10.txt (78 of 187)12/04/2006 2:05:42 AM



http://ia300211.us.archive.org/L/texts/8plIf/8pl1f10.txt

function--nust be sonething nore than nere places of dry study; they nust
train the children educated in themso that they may be able to appreciate
and enjoy those intellectual gifts which mght be, and ought to be, a
source of interest and of happiness, alike to the high and to the low, to
the rich and to the poor.

A wi se system of education wll at |east teach us howlittle man yet

knows, how nuch he has still to learn; it will enable us to realize that

t hose who conplain of the tiresone nonotony of |ife have only thensel ves
to blame; and that know edge is pleasure as well as power. It will |ead us
all totry with MIton "to behold the bright countenance of truth in the
quiet and still air of study," and to feel with Bacon that "no pleasure is
conparable is the standi ng upon the vantage ground of truth."

We shoul d then indeed realize in part, for as yet we cannot do so fully,
the "sacred trusts of health, strength, and tine," and how t hankful we
ought to be for the inestimable gift of life.

[ 1] Bacon.

[ 2] Coet he.

[ 3] Bacon.

END OF PART 1.

THE PLEASURES OF LI FE

PART 11.

PREFACE

"And what is wit is wit--
Wuld it were worthier."
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BYRON.

Herewith | |aunch the concl usion of ny subject. Perhaps | amunw se in
publ i shing a second part. The first was so kindly received that I am
running a risk in attenpting to add to it.

In the preface, however, to the first part | have expressed the hope that
t he thoughts and quotations in which | have found nost confort and
delight, m ght be of use to others also.

In this ny nost sangui ne hopes have been nore than realized. Not only has
t he book passed through thirteen editions in less than two years, but the
many |letters which | have received have been nost gratifying.

Two criticisns have been repeated by several of those who have done ne the
honor of noticing my previous volune. It has been said in the first place
that ny life has been exceptionally bright and full, and that | cannot
therefore judge for others. Nor do | attenpt to do so. | do not forget, |
hope | am not ungrateful for, all that has been bestowed on ne. But if |
have been greatly favored, ought | not to be on that very account
especially qualified to wite on such a thene? Mreover, | have had, --who
has not,--nmy own sorrows.

Agai n, sone have conplained that there is too nuch quotation--too little
of my own. This | take to be in reality a great conplinment. | have not
striven to be original.

| f, as | have been assured by many, ny book have proved a confort, and
have been able to cheer in the hour of darkness, that is indeed an anple
reward, and is the utnost | have ever hoped.

H GH ELMS, DOWN,

KENT, _April 1889 .

CHAPTER | .

AMBI TI ON.

"Fanme is the spur that the clear spirit doth raise
(That last infirmty of noble m nds)
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To scorn delights and |ive | aborious days."

M LTON.

CHAPTER | .

AMBI TI ON.

|f fanme be the last infirmty of noble mnds, anbition is often the first;
t hough, when properly directed, it nmay be no feeble aid to virtue.

Had not ny youthful mnd, says Ccero, "frommany precepts, from nany
witings, drunk in this truth, that glory and virtue ought to be the
darling, nay, the only wish in life; that, to attain these, the tornents
of the flesh, with the perils of death and exile, are to be despised;
never had | exposed ny person in so nmany encounters, and to these daily
conflicts with the worst of nen, for your deliverance. But, on this head,
books are full; the voice of the wse is full; the exanples of antiquity
are full: and all these the night of barbarismhad still envel oped, had it
not been enlightened by the sun of science."”

The poet tells us that

"The many fail: the one succeeds." [1]
But this is scarcely true. Al succeed who deserve, though not perhaps as
t hey hoped. An honorable defeat is better than a nean victory, and no one
is really the worse for being beaten, unless he |oses heart. Though we nay
not be able to attain, that is no reason why we should not aspire.

| know, says Morris,

"How far high failure overl eaps the bound
O | ow successes. "

And Bacon assures us that "if a man | ook sharp and attentively he shal
see fortune; for though she is blind, she is not invisible."

To give ourselves a reasonabl e prospect of success we nust realize what we
hope to achi eve; and then neke the nost of our opportunities. O these the
use of tinme is one of the nost inportant. What have we to do with tine,
asks Aiver Wendell Holnmes, but to fill it up with |abor.
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"At the battle of Montebello," said Napoleon, "I ordered Kellermann to
attack with 800 horse, and with these he separated the 6000 Hungari an
grenadi ers before the very eyes of the Austrian cavalry. This cavalry was
half a | eague off, and required a quarter of an hour to arrive on the
field of action; and | have observed that it is always these quarters of
an hour that decide the fate of a battle,” including, we nmay add, the
battle of life.

Nor nust we spare ourselves in other ways, for

"He who thinks in strife
To earn a deathless fane, nust do, nor ever care for life." [2]

In the excitenent of the struggle, noreover, he will suffer conparatively
little fromwounds and bl ows whi ch woul d ot herwi se cause intense
suf fering.

It is well to weigh scrupulously the object in view, to run as little risk
as may be, to count the cost with care.

But when the mind is once nade up, there nust be no | ooki ng back, you nust
spare yourself no |labor, nor shrink from danger.

"He either fears his fate too nuch
O his deserts are small

That dares not put it to the touch
To gain or lose it all." [3]

A ory, says Renan, "is after all the thing which has the best chance of
not being altogether vanity." But what is glory?

Mar cus Aurelius observes that "a spider is proud when it has caught a fly,
a man when he has caught a hare, another when he has taken a little fish
in a net, another when he has taken wld boars, another when he has taken
bears, and anot her when he has taken Sarmatians;" [4] but this, if from
one point of view it shows the vanity of fane, al so encourages us with the
evi dence that every one may succeed if his objects are but reasonable.

Al exander may be taken as alnbst a type of Anbition in its usual form
t hough carried to an extrene.

Hi s desire was to conquer, not to inherit or to rule. Wen news was
brought that his father Philip had taken sone town, or won sone battl e,

i nstead of appearing delighted with it, he used to say to his conpani ons,
"My father will go on conquering, till there be nothing extraordinary |eft
for you and ne to do." [5] He is said even to have been nortified at the
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nunber of the stars, considering that he had not been able to conquer one
worl d. Such anbition is justly foredooned to di sappoi nt nent.

The remarks of Phil osophers on the vanity of anbition refer generally to
that unworthy form of which Al exander may be taken as the type--the idea
of self-exaltation, not only without any reference to the happi ness, but
even regardl ess of the sufferings, of others.

"A continual and restless search after fortune," says Bacon, "takes up too
much of their time who have nobler things to observe." Indeed he el sewhere
extends this, and adds, "No nman's private fortune can be an end any way
wort hy of his existence.”

Goet he wel |l observes that man "exists for culture; not for what he can
acconplish, but for what can be acconplished in him" [6]

As regards fane we nust not confuse nane and essence. To be renenbered is
not necessarily to be fanous. There is infany as well as fame; and
unhappily al nost as many are renenbered for the one as for the other, and
not a few for the m xture of both.

Who woul d not rather be forgotten, than recoll ected as Ahab or Jezebel,
Nero or Commobdus, Messalina or Heliogabalus, King John or Richard I11.?

"To be nanel ess in worthy deeds exceeds an infanous history. The
Canaani ti sh woman |lives nore happily without a nane than Herodias wth
one; and who woul d not rather have been the good thief than Pilate?" [7]

Kings and Generals are often renenbered as nuch for their deaths as for
their lives, for their msfortunes as for their successes. The Hero of
Ther nopyl ae was Leoni das, not Xerxes. Al exander's Enpire fell to pieces at
hi s death. Napol eon was a great genius, though no Hero. But what cane of
all his victories? They passed away |ike the snoke of his guns, and he

| eft France weaker, poorer, and smaller than he found her. The nost

| asting result of his genius is no mlitary glory, but the Code Napol éon.

A surer and nore glorious title to fane is that of those who are
remenbered for sonme act of justice or self-devotion: the self-sacrifice of
Leoni das, the good faith of Regulus, are the glories of history.

In sone cases where nen have been called after places, the nen are
remenbered, while the places are forgotten. Wen we speak of Palestrina or
Perugi no, of Nelson or Wellington, of Newton or Darwin, who renenbers the
towns? We think only of the nen.

Goet he has been called the soul of his century.
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It is true that we have but neagre bi ographies of Shakespeare or of Pl ato;
yet how nmuch we know about them

Statesnen and CGenerals enjoy great celebrity during their lives. The
newspapers chronicle every word and novenent. But the fane of the
Phi | osopher and Poet is nore enduring.

Wrdswort h deprecates nonunents to Poets, with sone exceptions, on this
very account. The case of Statesnen, he says, is different. It is right to
comenor ate them because they m ght otherw se be forgotten; but Poets live
in their books forever.

The real conquerors of the world indeed are not the generals but the

t hi nkers; not Genghis Khan and Akbar, Rameses, or Al exander, but Confuci us
and Buddha, Aristotle, Plato, and Christ. The rulers and ki ngs who reigned
over our ancestors have for the nost part long since sunk into
oblivion--they are forgotten for want of sone sacred bard to give them
life--or are renenbered, |ike Suddhodana and Pilate, fromtheir

associ ation with higher spirits.

Such nmen's |ives cannot be conpressed into any biography. They Iived not
nerely in their own generation, but for all tinme. Wen we speak of the

El i zabet han period we think of Shakespeare and Bacon, Ral ei gh and Spenser.
The ministers and secretaries of state, with one or two exceptions, we
scarcely renmenber, and Bacon hinself is recollected |less as the Judge than
as the Phil osopher.

Mor eover, to what do Generals and Statesnmen owe their fame? They were
celebrated for their deeds, but to the Poet and the Historian they owe
their fame, and to the Poet and Hi storian we owe their glorious nenories
and the exanple of their virtues.

"Vi xere fortes ante Aganemmona
Multi; sed ommes illacrimbiles
Urgentur ignotique |onga

Nocte, carent quia vate sacro.”

There were many brave nen before Aganemmon, but their nenory has perished
because they were cel ebrated by no divine Bard. Montrose happily conbi ned
the two, when in "My dear and only | ove" he prom ses,

“I"I'l make thee glorious by ny pen,
And fanous by ny sword."

It is remarkabl e, and encouragi ng, how many of the greatest nen have risen
fromthe | owest rank, and triunphed over obstacles which m ght well have
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seened i nsurnount abl e; nay, even obscurity itself may be a source of
honor. The very doubts as to Homer's birthplace have contributed to this
glory, seven cities as we all know laying claimto the great poet--

"Snyrna, Chios, Colophon, Salam s, Rhodos, Argos, Athenae."

To take nmen of Science only. Ray was the son of a blacksmth, Watt of a
shi pwight, Franklin of a tallow chandler, Dalton of a handl oom weaver,
Fratunhofer of a glazier, Laplace of a farmer, Linnaeus of a poor curate,
Faraday of a blacksmth, Lamarck of a banker's clerk; Davy was an

apot hecary's assistant, Galileo, Kepler, Sprengel, Cuvier, and Sir W
Herschel were all children of very poor parents.

It is, on the other hand, sad to think how many of our greatest
benefactors are unknown even by nanme. Who di scovered the art of procuring
fire? Prometheus is nerely the personification of forethought. Wo
invented letters? Cadnus is a nmere nane.

These inventions, indeed, are lost in the msts of antiquity, but even as
regards recent progress the steps are often so gradual, and so nunerous,
that few inventions can be attributed entirely, or even mainly, to any one
per son.

Col unbus is said, and truly said, to have di scovered Anerica, though the
Nort hmen were there before him

We Englishnmen have every reason to be proud of our fellow countrynen. To
t ake Phil osophers and nen of Science only, Bacon and Hobbes' Locke and
Ber kel ey, Hume and Ham Iton, will always be associated with the progress
of human thought; Newton with gravitation, Adam Smith with Political
Econony, Young with the undul atory theory of light, Herschel with the

di scovery of Uranus and the study of the star depths, Lord Wrcester,
Trevethick, and Watt with the steam engi ne, Weatstone with the electric
tel egraph, Jenner with the bani shnent of small pox, Sinpson with the
practical application of anaesthetics, and Darwin with the creation of
nodern Natural H story.

These nen, and such as these, have nmade our history and noul ded our

opi nions; and though during life they may have occupi ed, conparatively, an
i nsignificant space in the eyes of their countrynen, they becane at |ength
an irresistible power, and have now justly grown to a gl orious nenory.

[ 1] Tennyson.

[ 2] Beowul f.
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[ 3] Montrose.

[4] He is referring here to one of his expeditions.
[ 5] Pl utarch.

[ 6] Enerson.

[7] Sir J. Browne.

CHAPTER 1 |

VEALTH.

"The rich and poor neet together: the Lord is the maker of
themall."--PROVERBS OF SOLOVON.

CHAPTER 1 |

VEALTH.

Ambition often takes the formof a | ove of noney. There are many who have
never attenpted Art or Misic, Poetry or Science; but nost people do
sonething for a livelihood, and consequently an increase of incone is not
only acceptable in itself, but gives a pleasant feeling of success.

Doubt is often expressed whether wealth is any advantage. | do not nyself
bel i eve that those who are born, as the saying is, with a silver spoon in
their nmouth, are necessarily any the happier for it. No doubt wealth
entails al nost nore | abor than poverty, and certainly nore anxiety. Stil
it must, | think, be confessed that the possession of an inconme, whatever
it may be, which increases sonewhat as the years roll on, does add to the
confort of life.

Unquestionably the possession of wealth is by no neans unattended by

dr awbacks. Money and the | ove of noney often go together. The poor man, as
Emerson says, is the man who wi shes to be rich; and the nore a man has,
the nore he often longs to be richer. Just as drinking often does but

I ncrease thirst; so in many cases the craving for riches does grow wth
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weal t h.

This is, of course, especially the case when noney is sought for its own
sake. Moreover, it is often easier to nmake noney than to keep or to enjoy
it. Keeping it is dull and anxious drudgery. The dread of |oss may hang

li ke a dark cloud over |ife. Apicius, when he squandered nost of his
patrinony, but had still 250,000 crowns left, commtted suicide, as Seneca
tells us, for fear he should die of hunger.

Wealth is certainly no sinecure. Mreover, the val ue of noney depends
partly on knowi ng what to do with it, partly on the manner in which it is
acquired.

"“Acquire noney, thy friends say, that we also may have sonme. If | can
acqui re nmoney and al so keep nyself nodest, and faithful, and nagnani nous,
point out the way, and I will acquire it. But if you ask ne to |ove the
t hi ngs which are good and ny own, in order that you may gain things that
are not good, see how unfair and unwi se you are. For which would you

rat her have? Mney, or a faithful and nodest friend....

"What hinders a nman, who has clearly conprehended these things, from
l[iving wth a light heart, and bearing easily the reins, quietly expecting
everyt hing which can happen, and enduring that which has al ready happened?
Wul d you have ne to bear poverty? Cone, and you will know what poverty is
when it has found one who can act well the part of a poor man." [1]

We nust bear in mnd Solon's answer to Croesus, "Sir, if any other cone
that hath better iron than you, he will be naster of all this gold."

M das is another case in point. He prayed that everything he touched m ght
be turned into gold, and this prayer was granted. H's wine turned to gold,
his bread turned to gold, his clothes, his very bed.

"Attonitus novitate mali, divesque m serque,
Ef fugere optat opes, et quae nodo voverat, odit."

He is by no neans the only man who has suffered fromtoo nmuch gol d.

The real truth | take to be that wealth is not necessarily an advant age,
but that whether it is so or not depends on the use we nake of it. The
sanme, however, m ght be said of nobst other opportunities and privil eges;
Knowl edge and Strength, Beauty and Skill, may all be abused; if we negl ect
or msuse themwe are worse off than if we had never had them Walth is
only a disadvantage in the hands of those who do not know how to use it.
It gives the conmand of so many ot her things--I|eisure, the power of

hel ping friends, books, works of art, opportunities and neans of travel.
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It woul d, however, be easy to exaggerate the advantages of noney. It is
wel | worth having, and worth working for, but it does not requite too
great a sacrifice; not indeed so great as is often offered up toit. A

W se proverb tells us that gold may be bought too dear. If wealth is to be
val ued because it gives leisure, clearly it would be a m stake to
sacrifice leisure in the struggle for wealth. Mney has no doubt also a
tendency to nmake nen poor in spirit. But, on the other hand, what gift is
there which is without danger?

Euri pides said that noney finds friends for nen, and has great (he said
the greatest) power anong Mankind, cynically adding, "A mghty person
indeed is a rich man, especially if his heir be unknown."

Bossuet tells us that "he had no attachnent to riches, still if he had
only what was barely necessary, he felt hinself narrowed, and would | ose
more than half his talents.”

Shell ey was certainly not an avaricious man, and yet "I desire noney," he
said, "because | think | know the use of it. It commands |abor, it gives

| eisure; and to give leisure to those who will enploy it in the forwarding
of truth is the noblest present an individual can nmake to the whole."

Many will have felt with Pepys when he quaintly and piously says, "Abroad
with nmy wife, the first tine that ever | rode in ny own coach; which do
make nmy heart rejoice and praise God, and pray himto bless it to ne, and
continue it."

This, indeed, was a sonewhat selfish satisfaction. Yet the nmerchant need
not quit nor be ashamed of his profession, bearing in mnd only the
inscription on the Church of St. G acono de Rialto at Venice: "Around this
tenple let the nerchant's |law be just, his weight true, and his covenants
faithful." [2]

If life has been sacrificed to the rolling up of noney for its own sake,
the very neans by which it was acquired will prevent its being enjoyed;
the chill of poverty will have entered into the very bones. The term M ser
was happily chosen for such persons; they are essentially m serable.

“A col |l ector peeps into all the picture shops of Europe for a | andscape of
Poussin, a crayon sketch of Sal vator; but the Transfiguration, the Last
Judgnent, the Communi on of St. Jerone, and what are as transcendent as

t hese, are on the walls of the Vatican, the Uffizi, or the Louvre, where
every footman nay see them to say nothing of Nature's pictures in every
street, of sunsets and sunrises every day, and the scul pture of the human
body never absent. A collector recently bought at public auction in
London, for one hundred and fifty-seven gui neas, an autograph of
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Shakespeare: but for nothing a school boy can read Haml et, and can detect
secrets of highest concernnment yet unpublished therein.” [3] And yet
“What hath the owner but the sight of it with his eyes." [4]

We are really richer than we think. W often hear of Earth hunger. People
envy a great Landlord, and fancy how delightful it nust be to possess a

| arge estate. But, as Enerson says, "if you own |and, the |Iand owns you."
Mor eover, have we not all, in a better sense--have we not all thousands of
acres of our own? The commons, and roads, and footpaths, and the seashore,
our grand and varied coast--these are all ours. The sea-coast has,
noreover, two great advantages. In the first place, it is for the nost
part but little interfered with by man, and in the second it exhibits nost
instructively the forces of Nature. W are all great |anded proprietors,

if we only knewit. What we lack is not |and, but the power to enjoy it.
Mor eover, this great inheritance has the additional advantage that it
entails no | abor, requires no nmanagenent. The |andl ord has the troubl e,

but the | andscape bel ongs to every one who has eyes to see it. Thus

Ki ngsl ey call ed the heaths round Eversley his "winter garden;" not because
they were his in the eye of the law, but in that higher sense in which ten
t housand persons may own the sane thing.

[ 1] Epictetus.
[ 2] Ruskin.
[ 3] Enerson

[ 4] Sol onon.

CHAPTER | I |

HEALTH.
"Health is best for nortal man; next beauty; thirdly, well gotten
weal th; fourthly, the pleasures of youth anong friends."

SI MONI DES.

CHAPTER 1 |
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HEALTH.

But if there has been sone difference of opinion as to the advantage of
wealth, with reference to health all are agreed.

"Heal th," said Sinonides |long ago, "is best for nortal man; next beauty;
thirdly, well gotten wealth; fourthly, the pleasure of youth anong
friends." "Life," says Longfellow, "w thout health is a burden, wth
health is a joy and gl adness." Enpedocl es delivered the people of Selinus
froma pestilence by draining a marsh, and was hailed as a Dem god. W are
told that a coin was struck in his honor, representing the Phil osopher in
the act of staying the hand of Phoebus.

We scarcely realize, | think, how much we owe to Doctors. Qur system of
Medi ci ne seens so natural and obvious that it hardly occurs to us as
sonmewhat new and exceptional. Wien we are ill we send for a Physician; he
prescri bes sonme nedicine; we take it, and pay his fee. But anong the | ower
races of nmen pain and illness are often attributed to the presence of evil
spirits. The Medicine Man is a Priest, or rather a Sorcerer, nore than a
true Doctor, and his effort is to exorcise the evil spirit.

In other countries where sone advance has been made, a charmis witten on
a board, washed off, and drunk. In sone cases the nedicine is taken, not
by the patient, but by the Doctor. Such a system however, is generally
transient; it is naturally discouraged by the Profession, and is indeed

i nconpatible with a |large practice. Even as regards the paynent we find
very different systens. The Chinese pay their nedical nman as |ong as they
are well, and stop his salary as soon as they are ill. In ancient Egypt we
are told that the patient feed the Doctor for the first few days, after
whi ch the Doctor paid the patient until he made himwell. This is a
fascinating system but mght afford too nuch tenptation to heroic

remedi es.

On the whol e our plan seens the best, though it does not offer adequate
encour agenent to discovery and research. We do not appreciate how nuch we
owe to the discoveries of such nen as Hunter and Jenner, Sinpson and
Lister. And yet in the matter of health we can generally do nore for
oursel ves than the greatest Doctors can for us.

But if all are agreed as to the blessing of health, there are many who
will not take the little trouble, or submt to the slight sacrifices,
necessary to nmaintain it. Many, indeed, deliberately ruin their own
heal th, and incur the certainty of an early grave, or an old age of
suf fering.
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No doubt sonme inherit a constitution which renders health al nost
unattai nabl e. Pope spoke of that |ong disease, his life. Many i ndeed may

say, "I suffer, therefore | am" But happily these cases are exceptional.
Most of us mght be well, if we would. It is very nuch our own fault that
we are ill. W do those things which we ought not to do, and we | eave

undone those things which we ought to have done, and then we wonder there
is no health in us.

We all know that we can nmake ourselves ill, but few perhaps realize how
much we can do to keep ourselves well. Mich of our suffering is
self-inflicted. It has been observed that anong the ancient Egyptians the
chief aimof life seened to be to be well buried. Many, however, |ive even

now as if this were the principal object of their existence.

Li ke Naaman, we expect our health to be the subject of sonme mracul ous
interference, and neglect the honely precautions by which it m ght be
secur ed.

| aminclined to doubt whether the study of health is sufficiently

i npressed on the mnds of those entering life. Not that it is desirable to
potter over mnor ailnments, to con over books on illnesses, or experinent
on ourselves wth nedicine. Far fromit. The | ess we fancy ourselves ill,
or bother about little bodily disconforts, the nore |likely perhaps we are
to preserve our health.

It is, however, a different matter to study the general conditions of
health. A well-known proverb tells us that every one is a fool or a
physician at forty. Unfortunately, however, many persons are invalids at
forty as well as physicians.

II'l-health, however, is no excuse for noroseness. If we have one disease
we may at | east congratul ate ourselves that we are escaping all the rest.
Sydney Smith, ever ready to |l ook on the bright side of things, once, when
borne down by suffering, wote to a friend that he had gout, asthma, and
seven ot her nal adi es, but was "otherw se very well;" and many of the
greatest invalids have borne their sufferings wth cheerful ness and good
spirits.

It is said that the cel ebrated physi ognom st, Canpanella, could so
abstract his attention fromany sufferings of his body, that he was even
able to endure the rack w thout nuch pain; and whoever has the power of
concentrating his attention and controlling his will, can emanci pate
himself fromnost of the mnor mseries of life. He may have nuch cause
for anxiety, his body may be the seat of severe suffering, and yet his
mnd will remain serene and unaffected; he may triunph over care and pain.
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But many have undergone nuch unnecessary suffering, and valuable |ives
have often been | ost, through ignorance or carel essness. W cannot but
fancy that the lives of many great nen m ght have been nuch prol onged by
the exercise of a little ordinary care.

| f we take nusicians only, what a grievous loss to the world it is that
Per gol esi shoul d have died at twenty-six, Schubert at thirty-one, Mzart
at thirty-five, Purcell at thirty-seven, and Mendel ssohn at thirty-eight.

In the old Geek nyth the |ife of Ml eager was indissol ubly connected by
fate with the existence of a particular |Iog of wood. As long as this was
kept safe by Althaea, his nother, Ml eager bore a charned life. It seens
wonderful that we do not watch with equal care over our body, on the state
of whi ch happi ness so nuch depends.

The requisites of health are plain enough; regular habits, daily exercise,
cl eanliness, and noderation in all things--in eating as well as in
dri nki ng--woul d keep nost people well.

| need not here dwell on the evils of drinking, but we perhaps scarcely
realize how nuch of the suffering and ill-hunor of life is due to
over-eating. Dyspepsia, for instance, fromwhich so many suffer, is in
nine cases out of ten their own fault, and arises fromthe conbi nati on of
too nuch food with too little exercise. To | engthen your life, says an old
proverb, shorten your nmeals. Plain living and high thinking wll secure
health for nost of us, though it matters, perhaps, conparatively little
what a healthy nan eats, so |ong as he does not eat too much.

M. d adstone has told us that the splendid health he enjoys is greatly
due to his having early learnt one sinple physiological maxim and laid it
down as a rule for hinself always to nake twenty-five bites at every bit
of neat.

"Go to your banquet then, but use delight,
So as to rise still with an appetite." [1]

No doubt, however, though the rule not to eat or drink too nuch is sinple
enough in theory, it is not quite so easy in application. There have been
many Esaus who sold their birthright of health for a ness of pottage.

Mor eover, it may seem paradoxical, but it is certainly true, that in the

l ong run the noderate man will derive nore enjoynent even fromeating and
drinking, than the glutton or the drunkard will ever obtain. They know not
what it is to enjoy "the exquisite taste of common dry bread." [2]

And yet even if we were to consider nerely the pleasure to be derived from
eating and drinking, the sanme rule would hold good. A lunch of bread and

http://ia300211.us.archive.org/L/texts/8plIf/8pl1£10.txt (92 of 187)12/04/2006 2:05:42 AM



http://ia300211.us.archive.org/L/texts/8plIf/8pl1f10.txt

cheese after a good walk is nore enjoyable than a Lord Mayor's feast.
Wt hout wishing, like Apicius, for the neck of a stork, so that he m ght
enjoy his dinner |onger, we nust not be ungrateful for the enjoynent we
derive fromeating and drinking, even though they be anongst the | east
aesthetic of our pleasures. They are honely, no doubt, but they cone
nmor ni ng, noon, and night, and are not the |ess real because they have
reference to the body rather than the soul.

We speak truly of a healthy appetite, for it is a good test of our bodily
condition; and indeed in sone cases of our mental state al so. That

"There coneth no good thing
Apart fromtoil to nortals,”

is especially true with reference to appetite; to sit down to a dinner,
however sinple, after a walk with a friend anong the nountains or al ong
the shore, is no insignificant pleasure.

Cheerful ness and good hunor, noreover, during neals are not only pleasant
in thensel ves, but conduce greatly to health.

It has been said that hunger is the best sauce, but nost would prefer sone
good stories at a feast even to a good appetite; and who would not like to
have it said of him as of Biron by Rosaline--

"A nmerrier nman
Wthin the limt of becomng mrth
| never spent an hour's talk withal."

In the three great "Banquets" of Plato, Xenophon, and Plutarch, the food
is not even nentioned.

In the words of the old Lanbeth adage- -

“"What is a nmerry man?

Let himdo what he can

To entertain his guests

Wth wi ne and pl easant jests,
Yet if his wife do frown

Al merrynment goes down."

What salt is to food, wit and hunor are to conversation and literature.
"You do not," an anmusing witer in the _Cornhill_ has said, "expect hunor
in Thomas a Kenpis or Hebrew Prophets;" but we have Sol onon's authority

that there is a tinme to |augh, as well as to weep.
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"To read a good conedy is to keep the best conpany in the world, when the
best things are said, and the nost anusing things happen." [ 3]

It is not without reason that every one resents the inputation of being
unable to see a joke.

Laught er appears to be the special prerogative of man. The hi gher animals
present us with proof of evident, if not highly devel oped reasoni ng power,
but it is nore than doubtful whether they are capable of appreciating a

] oke.

Wt, noreover, has solved many difficulties and deci ded nmany
controversi es.

"Ridicule shall frequently prevail,
And cut the knot when graver reasons fail." [4]

A carel ess song, says Walpole, with a little nonsense in it now and then,
does not m sbecone a nonarch, but it is difficult nowto realize that
Janmes |. should have regarded skill in punning in his selections of

bi shops and privy councillors.

The nost wasted of all days, says Chanfort, is that on which one has not
| aughed.

It is, noreover, no small nerit of laughter that it is quite spontaneous.
“You cannot force people to |augh; you cannot give a reason why they
shoul d | augh; they must |augh of thenselves or not at all.... If we think
we nmust not |augh, this makes our tenptation to |augh the greater."” [5]
Hunor is, noreover, contagious. Awtty man nay say, as Fal staff does of
hinmself, "I amnot only witty in nyself, but the cause that wit is in

ot her nmen."

But one may paraphrase the well-known remark about port w ne and say that
sone j okes may be better than others, but anything which nakes one | augh
is good. "After all,"” says Dryden, "it is a good thing to |laugh at any
rate; and if a straw can tickle a man, it is an instrunment of happi ness,"”
and | may add, of health.

| have been told that in omtting any nention of snoking | was overl ooki ng
one of the real pleasures of life. Not being a snoker nyself | cannot

per haps judge; mnmuch nust depend on the individual tenperanent; to sone
nervous natures it certainly appears to be a great confort; but | have ny
doubt s whet her snoking, as a general rule, does add to the pleasures of
[ife. It nust, noreover, detract sonewhat fromthe sensitiveness of taste
and of snell.
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Those who live in cities nay alnost lay it dowm as a rule that no tine
spent out of doors is ever wasted. Fresh air is a cordial of incredible
virtue; old famlies are in all senses county famlies, not town famlies;
and those who prefer Honer and Pl ato and Shakespeare to hares and
partridges and foxes nust beware that they are not tenpted to neglect this
great requisite of our nature.

Most Engli shnmen, however, |ove open air, and it is probably true that nost
of us enjoy a gane at cricket or golf nore than | ooking at any of the old
masters. The | ove of sport is engraven in the English character. As was
said of WIliamRufus, "he loves the tall deer as he had been their

fat her."

An Oriental traveler is said to have watched a gane of cricket and been
much astoni shed at hearing that many of those playing were rich nmen. He
asked why they did not pay sone poor people to do it for them

Wrdsworth made it a rule to go out every day, and he used to say that as
he never consulted the weather, he never had to consult the physicians.

It always seens to be raining harder than it really is when you | ook at
t he weat her through the wi ndow. Even in winter, though the | andscape often
seens cheerl ess and bare enough when you ook at it fromthe fireside,

still it is far better to go out, even if you have to brave the storm
when you are once out of doors the touch of earth and the breath of the
fresh air gives you fresh life and energy. Men, like trees, live in great

part on air.

After a gallop over the downs, a row on the river, a sea voyage, a wal k by
t he seashore or in the woods

"The bl ue above, the nusic in the air,
The flowers upon the ground,” [ 6]

one feels as if one could say wwth Henry IV., "Je ne porte comme | e Ponte
Neuf . "

The Ronman proverb that a child should be taught nothing which he cannot

| earn standi ng up, went no doubt into an extrene, but surely we fall into
anot her when we act as if ganmes were the only thing which boys could | earn
upon their feet.

The | ove of ganmes anpong boys is certainly a healthy instinct, and though
carried too far in some of our great schools, there can be no question
that cricket and football, boating and hockey, bathing and birdnesting,
are not only the greatest pleasures, but the best nedicines for boys.
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We cannot al ways secure sl eep. Wien inportant decisions have to be taken,
the natural anxiety to cone to a right decision will often keep us awake.
Not hi ng, however, is nore conducive to healthy sleep than plenty of open
air. Then indeed we can enjoy the fresh |ife of the early norning: "the
breezy call of incense-bearing norn." [7]

“At norn the Bl ackcock trins his jetty w ng,

"Tis norning tenpts the linnet's blithest | ay,
Al'l nature's children feel the matin spring

O life reviving with reviving day."

Epi ctetus described hinself as "a spirit bearing about a corpse."” That
seens to ne an ungrateful description. Surely we ought to cherish the
body, even if it be but a frail and hunbl e conpanion. Do we not own to the
eye our enjoynent of the beauties of this world and the glories of the
Heavens; to the ear the voices of friends and all the delights of nusic;
are not the hands nost faithful and invaluable instrunents, ever ready in
case of need, ever willing to do our bidding; and even the feet bear us

wi t hout a murmur al ong the roughest and stoniest paths of life.

Wth reasonable care, then, nost of us may hope to enjoy good health. And
yet what a marvel |l ous and conpl ex organi zati on we have!

We are indeed fearfully and wonderfully nmade. It is

"Strange that a harp of a thousand strings,
Shoul d keep in tune so |long."

When we consider the marvel |l ous conplexity of our bodily organization, it
seens a mracle that we should live at all; nuch nore that the i nnumerabl e
organs and processes should continue day after day and year after year

Wi th so nmuch regularity and so little friction that we are sonetines
scarcely conscious of having a body at all.

And yet in that body we have nore than 200 bones, of conplex and varied
forms, any irregularity in, or injury to, which would of course grievously
interfere with our novenents.

We have over 500 nuscles; each nourished by al nost i nnunerabl e bl ood
vessel s, and regul ated by nerves. One of our nuscles, the heart, beats
over 30,000,000 tinmes in a year, and if it once stops, all is over.

In the skin are wonderfully varied and conpl ex organs--for instance, over
2,000, 000 perspiration glands, which regulate the tenperature and

comruni cate with the surface by ducts, which have a total |[ength of sone
ten mles.
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Think of the mles of arteries and veins, of capillaries and nerves; of
the blood, with the millions of mllions of blood corpuscles, each a
m crocosmin itself.

Thi nk of the organs of sense,--the eye with its cornea and | ens, vitreous
hunor, aqueous hunor, and choroid, culmnating in the retina, no thicker

than a sheet of paper, and yet consisting of nine distinct |ayers, the

i nner nost conposed of rods and cones, supposed to be the inmedi ate

reci pients of the undulations of light, and so nunerous that in each eye

the cones are estimted at over 3,000,000, the rods at over 30,000, 000.

Above all, and nost wonderful of all, the brain itself. Minert has
calcul ated that the gray matter of the convol utions al one contains no |ess
t han 600, 000, 000 cells; each cell consists of several thousand visible
atons, and each atom again of many m|llions of nol ecul es.
And yet with reasonable care we can nost of us keep this wonderful
organi zation in health; so that it will work w thout causing us pain, or
even disconfort, for many years; and we nmay hope that even when ol d age
cones
"Time may lay his hand

Upon your heart gently, not smting it

But as a harper |ays his open palm

Upon his harp, to deaden its vibrations."
[ 1] Herri ck.
[ 2] Hanerton.
[3] Hazlitt.
[4] Francis.
[5] Hazlitt.
[ 6] Trench.

[7] G ay.

CHAPTER | V.
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LOVE.

"Love rules the court, the canp, the grove,
And nen bel ow and sai nts above;
For | ove is heaven and heaven is | ove."

SCOTT.

CHAPTER | V.

LOVE.

Love is the light and sunshine of |life. W are so constituted that we
cannot fully enjoy ourselves, or anything else, unless sone one we |ove
enjoys it with us. Even if we are alone, we store up our enjoynent in hope
of sharing it hereafter with those we | ove.

Love |l asts through life, and adapts itself to every age and circunstance;
in childhood for father and nother, in manhood for wife, in age for
children, and throughout for brothers and sisters, relations and friends.
The strength of friendship is indeed proverbial, and in sone cases, as in
that of David and Jonathan, is described as surpassing the |ove of wonen.
But | need not now refer to it, having spoken al ready of what we owe to
friends.

The goodness of Providence to nman has been often conpared to that of
fathers and nothers for their children.

"Just as a nother, wth sweet, pious face,

Yearns toward her little children from her seat,
G ves one a kiss, another an enbrace,

Takes this upon her knees, that on her feet,;
And while fromactions, |ooks, conplaints, pretences,

She learns their feelings and their various wll,
To this a look, to that a word, dispenses,

And, whether stern or smling, loves themstill;--
So Providence for us, high, infinite,

Makes our necessities its watchful task,

Hearkens to all our prayers, helps all our wants,
And e'en if it denies what seens our right,

Ei t her deni es because 'twoul d have us ask,

O seens but to deny, or in denying grants." [1]
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Sir Walter Scott well says--

"And if there be on Earth a tear

From passion's dross [2] refined and cl ear,
"Tis that which pious fathers shed

Upon a duteous daughter's head."

Epam nondas is said to have given as his main reason for rejoicing at the
victory of Leuctra, that it would give so nmuch pleasure to his father and
not her .

Nor must the |love of animals be altogether omtted. It is inpossible not
to synpathize with the Savage when he believes in their imortality, and
t hinks that after death

"Adm tted to that equal sky
H s faithful dog shall bear himconpany." [3]

In the _Mahabharata_, the great |ndian Epic, when the famly of Pandavas,
the heroes, at length reach the gates of heaven, they are wel coned

t hensel ves, but are told that their dog cannot conme in. Having pleaded in
vain, they turn to depart, as they say they can never |eave their faithful
conpani on. Then at the |last nonent the Angel at the door relents, and
their Dog is allowed to enter with them

W may hope the tine will cone when we shall learn

“Never to blend our pleasures or our pride,
Wth sorrow of the nmeanest thing that feels." [4]

But at the present nonent | am speaking rather of the |love which leads to
marriage. Such love is the nusic of life, nay, "there is nmusic in the
beauty, and the silver note of love, far sweeter than the sound of any
instrument." [5]

The Synposium of Plato contains an interesting and anusi ng di squisition on
Love.

"“Love," Phaedrus is made to say, "wll nmake nmen dare to die for their
bel oved- -1 ove al one: and wonen as well as nmen. O this, Al cestis, the
daughter of Pelias, is a nonunent to all Hellas; for she was willing to

| ay down her |ife on behalf of her husband, when no one el se woul d,
al t hough he had a father and nother; but the tenderness of her |ove so far
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exceeded theirs, that she made them seemto be strangers in blood to their
own son, and in nanme only related to him and so noble did this action of
hers appear to the gods, as well as to nen, that anong the many who have
done virtuously she is one of the very few to whomthey have granted the
privilege of returning to earth, in admration of her virtue; such
exceedi ng honor is paid by themto the devotion and virtue of |ove."

Agat hon is even nore el oquent--

Love "fills nmen with affection, and takes away their disaffection, making
t hem neet together at such banquets as these. In sacrifices, feasts,
dances, he is our |ord--supplying kindness and bani shi ng unki ndness,
giving friendship and forgiving anmty, the joy of the good, the wonder of
the wise, the amazenent of the gods, desired by those who have no part in
him and precious to those who have the better part in him parent of
del i cacy, luxury, desire, fondness, softness, grace, regardful of the
good, regardless of the evil. In every word, work, wi sh, fear--pilot,

conr ade, hel per, savior; glory of gods and nen, |eader best and brightest:
i n whose footsteps let every man follow, sweetly singing in his honor that
sweet strain with which I ove charns the souls of gods and nen."

No doubt, even so there are two Loves, "one, the daughter of Uranus, who
has no nother, and is the elder and w ser goddess; and the other, the
daughter of Zeus and Dione, who is popular and comon, "--but |et us not
exanm ne too closely. Charity tells us even of Cuinevere, "that while she
lived, she was a good |over and therefore she had a good end." [6]

The origin of |ove has exercised phil osophers al nbst as nuch as the origin
of evil. The Synposium continues with a speech which Plato attributes in

j oke to Aristophanes, and of which Jowett observes that nothing in

Ari stophanes is nore truly Aristophanic.

The original human nature, he says, was not |ike the present. The Pri neval
Man was round, [7] his back and sides formng a circle; and he had four
hands and four feet, one head with two faces, |ooking opposite ways, set
on a round neck and precisely alike. He could walk upright as nen now do,
backward or forward as he pleased, and he could also roll over and over at
a great rate, whirling round on his four hands and four feet, eight in
all, like tunblers going over and over with their legs in the air; this
was when he wanted to run fast. Terrible was their m ght and strength, and
the thoughts of their hearts great, and they nmade an attack upon the gods;
of themis told the tale of Oys and Ephi altes, who, as Honer says, dared
to scal e heaven, and woul d have | aid hands upon the gods. Doubt reigned in
the celestial councils. Should they kill themand annihilate the race with
t hunderbolts, as they had done the giants, then there would be an end of
the sacrifices and worship which nen offered to them but, on the other
hand, the gods could not suffer their insolence to be unrestrained. At
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| ast, after a good deal of reflection, Zeus discovered a way. He sai d;
“Met hinks | have a plan which will hunble their pride and nend their

manners; they shall continue to exist, but I will cut themin two, which
w Il have a doubl e advantage, for it will halve their strength and we
shall have twi ce as many sacrifices. They shall wal k upright on two | egs,
and if they continue insolent and wll not be quiet, | wll split them
again and they shall hop on a single leg." He spoke and cut nen in two,
"as you mght split an egg with a hair."... After the division the two
parts of man, each desiring his other half, cane together.... So ancient

is the desire of one another which is inplanted in us, reuniting our
origi nal nature, making one of two, and healing the state of man. Each of
us when separated is but the indenture of a man, having one side only,
like a flat-fish and he is always | ooking for his other half.

And when one of themfinds his other half, the pair are | ost in amzenent
of love and friendship and intimcy, and one will not be out of the
other's sight, as | may say, even for a mnute: they will pass their whole
lives together; yet they could not explain what they desire of one
another. For the intense yearning which each of them has toward the ot her
does not appear to be the desire of lover's intercourse, but of sonething
el se, which the soul of either evidently desires and cannot tell, and of
whi ch she has only a dark and doubtful presentinent.

However this may be, there is such instinctive insight in the human heart
that we often form our opinion al nost instantaneously, and such

i npressi ons sel dom change, | m ght even say, they are seldom wong. Love
at first sight sounds |ike an inprudence, and yet is alnost a revel ation.
It seens as if we were but renewing the relations of a previous existence.

"But to see her were to | ove her,
Love but her, and |ove for ever." [8]

Yet though experience seldomfalsifies such a feeling, happily the reverse
does not hold good. The deepest affection is often of slow growth. Many a
warm | ove has been won by faithful devotion.

Mont ai gne i ndeed decl ares that "Few have married for |ove w thout
repenting it." Dr. Johnson al so maintai ned that marri ages woul d generally
be happier if they were arranged by the Lord Chancellor; but I do not

t hink either Montaigne or Johnson were good judges. As Lancelot said to
the unfortunate Maid of Astolat, "I love not to be constrained to | ove,
for love nmust arise of the heart and not by constraint.” [9]

Love defies distance and the el enents; Sestos and Abydos are divided by
the sea, "but Love joined them by an arrow fromhis bow " [10]
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Love can be happy anywhere. Byron w shed

"Othat the desert were ny dwelling-place,
Wth one fair Spirit for ny mnister,

That | mght all forget the human race,
And, hating no one, |ove but only her."

And many wi I | doubtl ess have felt

"O Love! what hours were thine and ni ne
I n Iands of Pal mand Sout hern Pine,

In lands of Palm of Orange bl ossom

O Adive, Aloe, and Maize and Vine."

What is true of space holds good equally of
time.

“I'n peace, Love tunes the shepherd's reed.

In war, he nounts the warrior's steed;

In halls, in gay attire is seen;

I n haml ets, dances on the green.

Love rules the court, the canp, the grove,
And nmen bel ow, and sai nts above;

For |l ove is heaven, and heaven is love." [11]

Even when, as anong sone Eastern races, Religion and Phil osophy have

conbi ned to depress Love, truth reasserts itself in popular sayings, as
for instance in the Turkish proverb, "All wonen are perfection, especially
she who | oves you."

A French | ady having once quoted to Abd-el -Kader the Polish proverb, "A
woman draws nore with a hair of her head than a pair of oxen well
harnessed; " he answered with a smle, "The hair is unnecessary, wonman is
powerful as fate."

But we |ike to think of Love rather as the Angel of Happiness than as a
ruling force: of the joy of hone when "hearts are of each other sure.”

"It is the secret synpathy,

The silver link, the silken tie,

Whi ch heart to heart, and mnd to mnd
In body and in soul can bind." [12]

What Bacon says of a friend is even truer of a wife; there is "no man that

inparteth his joys to his friend, but he joyeth the nore; and no nman that
inparteth his griefs to his friend, but he grieveth the |less."
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Let sone one we | ove conme near us and

“"At once it seens that sonething new or strange

Has passed upon the flowers, the trees, the ground;
Some slight but unintelligible change

On everything around."” [ 13]

W mght, | think, apply to | ove what Honmer says of Fate:

"Her feet are tender, for she sets her steps
Not on the ground, but on the heads of nen."

Love and Reason divide the life of man. W nust give to each its due. If
it is inpossible to attain to virtue by the aid of Reason w thout Love,
nei ther can we do so by neans of Love al one w thout Reason.

Love, said Mel ani ppides, "sowing in the heart of man the sweet harvest of
desire, m xes the sweetest and nost beautiful things together."

No one indeed could conplain now, with Phaedrus in Plato's Synposium that
Love has had no worshi ppers anong the Poets. On the contrary, Love has
brought them many of their sweetest inspirations; none perhaps nobler or
nore beautiful than MIton's description of Paradise:

"Wth thee conversing, | forget all tine,

Al'l seasons, and their change, all please alike.
Sweet is the breath of norn, her rising sweet
Wth charmof earliest birds; pleasant the sun
When first on this delightful [and he spreads
H's orient beans on herb, tree, fruit, and fl ower
Gistering with dew, fragrant the fertile earth
After soft showers; and sweet the coning on

O grateful evening mld; then silent night

Wth this her solemm bird and this fair noon,

And these the gens of heaven, her starry train:
But neither breath of norn when she ascends

Wth charmof earliest birds, nor rising sun

On this delightful land, nor herb, fruit, flower
distering with dew, nor fragrance after showers,
Nor grateful evening mld, nor silent night

Wth this her solem bird, nor wal k by noon

O glittering starlight, without thee is sweet."

Mor eover, no one need despair of an ideal marriage. W unfortunately

differ so nmuch in our tastes; |ove does so nuch to create | ove, that even
t he hunbl est may hope for the happiest marriage if only he deserves it;
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and Shakespeare speaks, as he does so often, for thousands when he says

"She is mne own,
And | as rich in having such a jewel
As twenty seas, if all their sands were pearls,
The water nectar, and the rocks pure gold."

True | ove indeed will not be unreasonabl e or exacting.

“"Tell nme not, sweet, | am unkind
That fromthe nursery

O thy chaste breast and quiet mnd
To war and arns | fly.

True! a new mistress now | chase,
The first foe in the field,

And with a stronger faith enbrace
A sword, a horse, a shield.

Yet this inconstancy is such
As you too shall adore,

| could not |ove thee, dear, so nuch,
Loved | not honor nore." [14]

And yet

“Alas! how |ight a cause may nove

Di ssensi on between hearts that | ove!

Hearts that the world in vain had tried,

And sorrow but nore closely tied,

That stood the storm when waves were rough,
Yet in a sunny hour fall off,

Li ke ships that have gone down at sea,

When heaven was all tranquillity." [15]

For love is brittle. Do not risk even any little jar; it may be
"The little rift within the lute,
That by and by will nmake the nusic nute,
And ever widening slowy silence all." [16]
Love is delicate; "Love is hurt with jar and fret," and you m ght as well
expect a violinto remain in tune if roughly used, as Love to survive if

chilled or driven into itself. But what a pleasure to keep it alive by

"Littl e, nanel ess, unrenenbered acts
O kindness and of |ove." [17]

"She whom you | oved and chose, " says Bondi,
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"“I's now your bride,

The gift of heaven, and to your trust consigned;
Honor her still, though not with passion blind;
And in her virtue, though you watch, confide.

Be to her youth a confort, guardi an, guide,
I n whose experience she may safety find,
And whet her sweet or bitter be assigned,
The joy with her, as well as pain divide.

Yield not too much if reason di sapprove;
Nor too nuch force; the partner of your life
Shoul d neither victimbe, nor tyrant prove.

Thus shall that rein, which often mars the bliss
O wedl ock, scarce be felt; and thus your wfe
Ne'er in the husband shall the |over mss." [18]

Every one is ennobled by true |ove--

"Tis better to have | oved and | ost
Than never to have loved at all." [19]

Per haps no one ever praised a woman nore gracefully in a sentence than

St eel e when he said of Lady Elizabeth Hastings that "to know her was a

i beral education;" but every woman nay feel as she inproves herself that
she is not only laying in a store of happiness for herself, but also

rai sing and bl essing hi m whom she woul d nost wish to see happy and good.

Love, true |ove, grows and deepens with tine. Husband and wife, who are
married indeed, live

"By each other, till to love and live
Be one." [20]

For does it end with life. A nother's |ove knows no bounds.

"They err who tell us Love can die,
Wth life all other passions fly,
Al'l others are but vanity.
I n Heaven Anbition cannot dwell,
Nor Avarice in the vaults of Hell;
Earthly these passions of the Earth;
They perish where they have their birth,
But Love is indestructible;
Its holy flanme forever burneth,
From Heaven it canme, to Heaven returneth;
Too oft on Earth a troubl ed guest,
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At tinmes deceived, at tinmes opprest,
It here is tried and purified,
Then hath in Heaven its perfect rest:
It soweth here with toil and care,
But the harvest tine of Love is there.
"The not her when she neets on high
The Babe she lost in infancy,
Hat h she not then, for pains and fears,
The day of woe, the watchful night,
For all her sorrow, all her tears,
An over-paynent of delight?" [21]
As |ife wears on the | ove of husband or wife, of friends and of children,
beconmes the great solace and delight of age. The one recalls the past, the
other gives interest to the future; and in our children, it has been truly
said, we live our |ives again.
[1] _Filicaja_. Translated by Leigh Hunt.
[2] Not from passion itself.
[ 3] Pope.
[ 4] Wordswort h.
[ 5] Browne.
[6] Malory, Morte d° Arthur_.
[7] | avail nyself of Dr. Jowett's translation.
[ 8] Burns.
[9] Malory, Morte d' Arthur .
[ 10] Synonds.
[11] Scott.
[ 12] Scott.
[ 13] Trench.

[ 14] Lovel ace.

[ 15] Mbore.
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[ 16] Tennyson.

[17] Wbrdsworth.

[ 18] Bondi. Tr. by d assfors.
[ 19] Tennyson.

[ 20] Swi nbur ne.

[ 21] Sout hey.

CHAPTER V.

ART.

"Hi gh art consists neither in altering, nor in inproving nature; but
i n seeking throughout nature for 'whatsoever things are |ovely,

what soever things are pure;' in loving these, in displaying to the
utnost of the painter's power such loveliness as is in them and
directing the thoughts of others to themby winning art, or gentle
enphasis. Art (caeteris paribus) is great in exact proportion to the
| ove of beauty shown by the painter, provided that |ove of beauty
forfeit no atomof truth."--RUSKIN.

CHAPTER V.

ART.

The nost ancient works of Art which we possess are representati ons of

ani mal s, rude indeed, but often strikingly characteristic, engraved on, or
carved in, stag' s-horn or bone; and found in English, French, and Gernman
caves, wWith stone and other rude inplenents, and the remains of manmali a,
bel ongi ng apparently to the close of the glacial epoch: not only of the
deer, bear, and other animals now inhabiting tenperate Europe, but of
sone, such as the reindeer, the nmusk sheep, and the manmoth, which have
either retreated north or becone altogether extinct. W may, | think,
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venture to hope that other designs may hereafter be found, which wll give
us additional information as to the manners and custons of our ancestors
in those renpte ages.

Next to these in point of antiquity cone the scul ptures and paintings on
Assyrian and Egyptian tonbs, tenples, and pal aces.

These anci ent scenes, considered as works of art, have no doubt many
faults, and yet how graphically they tell their story! As a matter of fact
a king is not, as a rule, bigger than his soldiers, but in these

battl e-scenes he is always so represented. W nust, however, renenber that
in ancient warfare the greater part of the fighting was, as a matter of
fact, done by the chiefs. In this respect the Honmeric poens resenble the
Assyrian and Egyptian representations. At any rate, we see at a gl ance
which is the king, which are officers, which side is victorious, the
struggl es and sufferings of the wounded, the flight of the eneny, the city
of refuge--so that he who runs nmay read; while in nodern battl e-pictures
the story is nuch less clear, and, indeed, the untrained eye sees for sone
tinme little but scarlet and snoke.

These wor ks assuredly possess a grandeur and dignity of their own, even
t hough they have not the beauty of later art.

In Geece Art reached a perfection which has never been excelled, and it
was nore appreciated than perhaps it has ever been since.

At the tinme when Denetrius attacked the city of Rhodes, Protogenes was
painting a picture of lalysus. "This," says Pliny, "hindered King
Denetrius fromtaki ng Rhodes, out of fear |est he should burn the picture;
and not being able to fire the town on any other side, he was pl eased
rather to spare the painting than to take the victory, which was already
in his hands. Protogenes, at that tinme, had his painting-roomin a garden
out of the town, and very near the canp of the enem es, where he was daily
finishing those pieces which he had al ready begun, the noise of soldiers
not being capable of interrupting his studies. But Denetrius causing him
to be brought into his presence, and aski ng hi mwhat nmade himso bold as
to work in the mdst of enem es, he answered the king, 'That he understood
t he war which he nade was agai nst the Rhodi ans, and not agai nst the
Arts.""

Wth the decay of Greece, Art sank too, until it was revived in the
thirteenth century by C nmabue, since whose tinme its progress has been
triunphal .

Art is ungquestionably one of the purest and hi ghest el enments in human
happi ness. It trains the mnd through the eye, and the eye through the
m nd. As the sun colors flowers, so does art color life.
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“In true Art," says Ruskin, "the hand, the head, and the heart of nan go
together. But Art is no recreation: it cannot be | earned at spare nonments,
nor pursued when we have nothing better to do."

It is not only in the East that great works, really due to study and
| abor, have been attributed to nagic.

Study and | abor cannot nmake every man an artist, but no one can succeed in
art wthout them In Art two and two do not make four, and no nunber of
little things will rmake a great one.

It has been said, and on high authority, that the end of art is to please.
But this is a very inperfect definition. It mght as well be said that a
library is only intended for pleasure and ornanent.

Art has the advantage of nature, in so far as it introduces a hunan

el ement, which is in sonme respects superior even to nature. "If," says
Pl ato, "you take a man as he is nmade by nature and conpare himwth
another who is the effect of art, the work of nature will always appear
the | ess beautitiful, because art is nore accurate than nature.”

Bacon al so, in _The Advancenent of Learning_, speaks of "the world being
inferior to the soul, by reason whereof there is agreeable to the spirit
of man a nore anple greatness, a nore exact goodness, and a nore absol ute
variety than can be found in the nature of things."

The poets tell us that Pronetheus, having made a beautiful statue of

M nerva, the goddess was so delighted that she offered to bring down

anyt hing from Heaven which could add to its perfection. Pronetheus on this
prudently asked her to take himthere, so that he m ght choose for
himsel f. This M nerva did, and Pronet heus, finding that in heaven al
things were animated by fire, brought back a spark, w th which he gave
life to his work.

In fact, Imtation is the neans and not the end of Art. The story of
Zeuxis and Parrhasius is a pretty tale; but to deceive birds, or even man
hinmself, is but atrifling matter conpared with the higher functions of
Art. To imtate the _Iliad_, says Dr. Young, is not imtating Honmer, but
as Sir J. Reynolds adds, the nore the artist studies nature "the nearer he
approaches to the true and perfect idea of art.”

"Foll ow ng these rules and using these precautions, when you have clearly
and distinctly learned in what good col oring consists, you cannot do
better than have recourse to Nature herself, who is always at hand, and in
conpari son of whose true splendor the best colored pictures are but faint
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and feeble." [1]

Art, indeed, nust create as well as copy. As Victor Cousin well says, "The
ideal without the real lacks life; but the real wthout the ideal |acks
pure beauty. Both need to unite; to join hands and enter into alliance. In
this way the best work may be achi eved. Thus beauty is an absol ute idea,
and not a nmere copy of inperfect Nature."

The grouping of the picture is of course of the utnost inportance. Sir
Joshua Reynol ds gives two remarkabl e cases to show how nmuch any given
figure in a picture is affected by its surroundings. Tintoret in one of
his pictures has taken the Sanson of M chael Angel o, put an eagl e under
him placed thunder and lightning in his right hand i nstead of the jawbone
of an ass, and thus turned himinto a Jupiter. The second instance is even
nore striking. Titian has copied the figure in the vault of the Sistine
Chapel which represents the Deity dividing light from darkness, and has
introduced it into his picture of the battle of Cadore, to represent a
general falling fromhis horse.

We nust renenber that so far as the eye is concerned, the object of the
artist is to train, not to deceive, and that his higher function has
reference rather to the mnd than to the eye.

No doubt

"To gild refined gold, to paint the lily,

To throw a perfune on the violet,

To snooth the ice, or add anot her hue

Unto the rainbow, or with taper-1ight

To seek the beauteous eye of heaven to garnish,
| s wasteful and ridicul ous excess." [2]

But all is not gold that glitters, flowers are not all arrayed |like the
l[ily, and there is roomfor selection as well as representati on.

"The true, the good, and the beautiful,"” says Cousin, "are but fornms of
the infinite: what then do we really love in truth, beauty, and virtue? W
love the infinite hinself. The Iove of the infinite substance is hidden
under the love of its fornms. It is so truly the infinite which charns in
the true, the good, and the beautiful, that its manifestati ons al one do
not suffice. The artist is dissatisfied at the sight even of his greatest
wor ks; he aspires still higher.”

It is indeed sonetinmes objected that Landscape painting is not true to
nature; but we nust ask, What is truth? Is the object to produce the sane
i npression on the mnd as that created by the scene itself? If so, let any
one try to draw from nenory a group of nountains, and he wll probably
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find that in the inpression produced on his mnd the nountains are |oftier
and steeper, the valleys deeper and narrower, than in the actual reality.
A drawi ng, then, which was literally exact would not be true, in the sense
of conveying the sane inpression as Nature herself.

In fact, Art, says Goethe, is called Art sinply because it is not Nature.

It is not sufficient for the artist to choose beautiful scenery, and
delineate it wth accuracy. He nust not be a nere copyist. Sonething
hi gher and nore subtle is required. He nust create, or at any rate
interpret, as well as copy.

Turner was never satisfied nmerely to reach to even the nost gl orious
scenery. He noved, and even suppressed, nountai ns.

A certain nobleman, we are told, was very anxious to see the nodel from
whom Gui do painted his lovely fermal e faces. Guido placed his
color-grinder, a big coarse man, in an attitude, and then drew a beauti ful
Magdal en. "My dear Count," he said, "the beautiful and pure idea nust be
in the mnd, and then it is no matter what the nodel is."

@ui do Reni, who painted St. Mchael for the Church of the Capuchins at
Ronme, w shed that he "had the wings of an angel, to have ascended unto

Par adi se, and there to have beheld the forns of those beautiful spirits,
fromwhich | mght have copied nmy Archangel. But not being able to nount
so high, it was in vain for ne to seek for his resenbl ance here bel ow, so
that | was forced to look into mne owm nmnd, and into that idea of beauty
which | have fornmed in ny own imagination." [3]

Science attenpts, as far as the limted powers of Man permt, to reproduce
the actual facts in a manner which, however bald, is true in itself,
irrespective of time and scene. To do this she nust submit to many
limtations; not altogether unvexatious, and not w thout serious
drawbacks. Art, on the contrary, endeavors to convey the inpression of the
ori gi nal under sone especial aspect.

In sone respects, Art gives a clearer and nore vivid idea of an unknown
country than any description can convey. In literature rock may be rock,
but in painting it nust be granite or slate, and not nerely rock in
gener al .

It is remarkable that while artists have | ong recogni zed the necessity of
studyi ng anatony, and there has been fromthe conmencenent a professor of
anatony in the Royal Acadeny, it is only of late years that any know edge
of botany or geol ogy has been consi dered desirable, and even now their

i nportance is by no nmeans general ly recogni zed.
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Much has been witten as to the relative nerits of painting, scul pture,
and architecture. This, if it be not a sonmewhat unprofitable inquiry,
woul d at any rate be out of place here.

Architecture not only gives intense pleasure, but even the inpression of
somet hi ng et hereal and super human.

Madane de Staél described it as "frozen nusic;" and a cathedral is a
gl ori ous speci nen of "thought in stone," whose very w ndows are
transparent walls of gorgeous hues.

Caracci said that poets paint in their words and artists speak in their
wor ks. The latter have indeed one great advantage, for a glance at a
statue or a painting will convey a nore vivid idea than a | ong and m nute
descri ption.

Anot her advant age possessed by Art is that it is understood by all
civilized nations, whilst each has a separate | anguage.

Even froma material point of view Art is nost inportant. In a recent
address Sir F. Leighton has observed that the study of Art "is every day
becom ng nore inportant in relation to certain sides of the waning
material prosperity of the country. For the industrial conpetition between
this and other countries--a conpetition, keen and eager, which neans to
certain industries alnost a race for life--runs, in many cases, no |onger
exclusively or mainly on the Iines of excellence of material and solidity
of workmanshi p, but greatly nowadays on the lines of artistic charm and
beauty of design."

The hi ghest service, however, that Art can acconplish for man is to becone
"at once the voice of his nobler aspirations, and the steady
disciplinarian of his enotions; and it is with this mssion, rather than
Wi th any aesthetic perfection, that we are at present concerned." [4]

Science and Art are sisters, or rather perhaps they are |ike brother and
sister. The mssion of Art is in sone respects |ike that of woman. It is
not Hers so nmuch to do the hard toil and noil of the world, as to surround
it wwth a halo of beauty, to convert work into pleasure.

In science we naturally expect progress, but in Art the case is not so
clear; and yet Sir Joshua Reynolds did not hesitate to express his
conviction that in the future "so much will painting inprove, that the
best we can now achieve will appear |like the work of children,” and we nay
hope that our power of enjoying it may increase in an equal ratio.
Wrdsworth says that poets have to create the taste for their own works,
and the sane is, in sone degree at any rate, true of artists.
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I n one respect especially nodern painters appear to have nade a narked
advance, and one great blessing which in fact we owe to themis a nore
vivid enjoynent of scenery.

| have of course no pretensions to speak with authority, but even in the
case of the greatest masters before Turner, the | andscapes seemto ne
singularly inferior to the figures. Sir Joshua Reynolds tells us that

Gai nsborough framed a kind of nodel of a |andscape on his table, conposed
of broken stones, dried herbs, and pieces of |ooking-glass, which he

magni fied and inproved into rocks, trees, and water; and Sir Joshua

sol emmly di scusses the wi sdom of such a proceeding. "How far it nmay be
useful in giving hints," he says, "the professors of |andscape can best
determ ne,"” but he does not reconmmend it, and is disposed to think, on the
whol e, the practice nay be nore likely to do harm than good!

In the picture of Ceyx and Al cyone, by WIson, of whom Cunni ngham sai d
that, with Gai nsborough, he laid the foundation of our School of

Landscape, the castle is said to have been painted froma pot of porter,
and the rock froma Stilton cheese. There is indeed another version of the
story, that the picture was sold for a pot of porter and a cheese, which,
however, does not give a higher idea of the appreciation of the art of

| andscape at that date.

Until very recently the general feeling with reference to nountain scenery
has been that expressed by Tacitus. "Wo would | eave Asia or Africa or
Italy to go to Germany, a shapel ess and unforned country, a harsh sky, and
nmel ancholy aspect, unless indeed it was his native |and?"

It is anusing to read the opinion of Dr. Beattie, in a special treatise on
_Truth, Poetry and Music_, witten at the close of the |ast century, that
"“The Hi ghl ands of Scotland are in general a nelancholy country. Long
tracts of nountai nous country, covered with dark heath, and often obscured
by m sty weather; narrow valleys thinly inhabited, and bounded by

preci pices resounding with the fall of torrents; a soil so rugged, and a
climate so dreary, as in many parts to admt neither the anenities of
pasturage, nor the |abors of agriculture; the nournful dashing of waves

al ong the firths and | akes: the portentous noises which every change of
the wind is apt toraise in a lonely region, full of echoes, and rocks,
and caverns; the grotesque and ghastly appearance of such a | andscape by
the light of the noon: objects |ike these diffuse a gl oomover the fancy,"
etc. [5]

Even Goldsmth regarded the scenery of the Highlands as dismal and

hi deous. Johnson, we know, laid it down as an axiomthat "the nobl est
prospect which a Scotchman ever sees is the high road that | eads himto
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Engl and"--a sayi ng which throws nmuch doubt on his distinction that the
G ant's Causeway was "worth seeing but not worth going to see." [6]

Madane de Staél declared, that though she would go 500 | eagues to neet a
cl ever man, she would not care to open her window to see the Bay of
Napl es.

Nor was the ancient absence of appreciation confined to scenery. Even
Bur ke, speaki ng of Stonehenge, says, "Stonehenge, neither for disposition
nor ornanent, has anything admrable.”

Ugly scenery, however, nmay in sone cases have an injurious effect on the
human system |t has been ingeniously suggested that what really drove Don
Qui xote out of his mnd was not the study of his books of chivalry, so
much as the nonot onous scenery of La Mancha.

The | ove of |andscape is not indeed due to Art alone. It has been the
happy conbi nation of art and science which has trained us to perceive the
beauty whi ch surrounds us.

Art helps us to see, and "hundreds of people can talk for one who can

t hi nk; but thousands can think for one who can see. To see clearly is
poetry, prophecy, and religion all in one.... Renenbering always that
there are two characters in which all greatness of Art consists--first,
the earnest and intense seizing of natural facts; then the ordering those
facts by strength of human intellect, so as to nake them for all who | ook
upon them to the utnost serviceable, nenorable, and beautiful. And thus
great Art is nothing else than the type of strong and noble life; for as

t he ignoble person, in his dealings with all that occurs in the world
about him first sees nothing clearly, |Iooks nothing fairly in the face,
and then allows hinself to be swept away by the tranpling torrent and
unescapabl e force of the things that he would not foresee and coul d not
understand: so the noble person, |ooking the facts of the world full in
the face, and fathom ng themw th deep faculty, then deals with themin
unal arnmed intelligence and unhurried strength, and becones, with his hunan

intellect and will, no unconscious nor insignificant agent in consunmati ng
their good and restraining their evil." [7]
May we not al so hope that in this respect also still further progress nay

be made, that beauties may be reveal ed, and pl easures nmay be in store for
t hose who cone after us, which we cannot appreciate, or at |east can but
faintly feel

Even now there is scarcely a cottage w thout sonething nore or |ess
successfully claimng to rank as Art,--a picture, a photograph, or a
statuette; and we may fairly hope that much as Art even now contributes to
t he happiness of |life, it will do so even nore effectively in the future.
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[ 1] Reynol ds.

[ 2] Shakespeare.

[ 3] Dryden.

[ 4] Hawei s.

[5] Beattie, 1776.
[ 6] Boswel | .

[ 7] Ruskin.

CHAPTER VI

PCETRY.

"And here the singer for his Art
Not all in vain may plead,
The song that nerves a nation's heart
Is initself a deed."
TENNYSON.

CHAPTER VI

PCETRY.

After the disastrous defeat of the Athenians before Syracuse, Plutarch
tells us that the Sicilians spared those who could repeat any of the
poetry of Euri pi des.

"Sone there were," he says, "who owed their preservation to Euripides. O
all the Grecians, his was the nuse with whomthe Sicilians were nost in

| ove. Fromthe strangers who |anded in their island they gl eaned every
smal | specinmen or portion of his works, and communicated it with pleasure
to each other. It is said that upon this occasion a nunber of Athenians on
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their return hone went to Euripides, and thanked himin the nost grateful
manner for their obligations to his pen; sone having been enfranchi sed for
teaching their masters what they renenbered of his poens, and others
havi ng procured refreshnments, when they were wandering about after the
battle, by singing a few of his verses."

Nowadays we are none of us likely to owe our lives to Poetry in this
sense, yet in another we many of us owe to it a simlar debt. How often,
when worn with overwork, sorrow, or anxiety, have we taken down Homer or
Hor ace, Shakespeare or MIton, and felt the clouds gradually roll away,
the jar of nerves subside, the consciousness of power replace physical
exhaustion, and the darkness of despondency brighten once nore into the
light of life.

“And yet Plato," says Jowett, "expels the poets fromhis Republic because
they are allied to sense; because they stinulate the enotions; because
they are thrice renoved fromthe ideal truth."”

In that respect, as in sone others, few would accept Plato's Republic as
bei ng an ideal Commonweal th, and nost would agree with Sir Philip Sidney

that "if you cannot bear the planet-like nusic of poetry ... | nust send
you in the behalf of all poets, that while you live, you live in |ove, and
never get favor for lacking skill of a sonnet; and when you die, your

menory die fromthe earth, for want of an epitaph.”

Poetry has often been conpared with painting and scul pture. Sinonides |ong
ago said that Poetry is a speaking picture, and painting is nmute Poetry.

"Poetry," says Cousin, "is the first of the Arts because it best
represents the infinite."

And agai n, "Though the arts are in sone respects isolated, yet there is
one which seens to profit by the resources of all, and that is Poetry.
Wth words, Poetry can paint and scul pture; she can build edifices |ike an
architect; she unites, to sone extent, nelody and nusic. She is, so to
say, the center in which all arts unite."

A true poemis a gallery of pictures.

It nmust, | think, be admtted that painting and scul pture can give us a
clearer and nore vivid idea of an object we have never seen than any
descri ption can convey. But when we have once seen it, then on the
contrary there are many points which the poet brings before us, and which
perhaps neither in the representation, nor even in nature, should we
perceive for ourselves. Objects can be nost vividly brought before us by
the artist, actions by the poet; space is the domain of Art, tinme of
Poetry. [1]
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Take, for instance, as a typical instance, fenmale beauty. How | abored and
how col d any description appears. The greatest poets recognize this; as,
for instance, when Scott w shes us to realize the Lady of the Lake he does
not attenpt any description, but just nentions her attitude and then
adds- -

"And ne'er did Grecian chisel trace
A Nynph, a Naiad, or a G ace,
O finer formor lovelier face!”

A great poet indeed nust be inspired; he nust possess an exquisite sense
of beauty, and feelings deeper than those of nobst nen, and yet well under
his control. "The MIton of poetry is the man, in his own nagnificent
phrase, of devout prayer to that eternal spirit that can enrich with al
utterance and know edge, and sends out his seraphimw th the hallowed fire
of his altar, to touch and purify the |lips of whom he pleases.” [2] And if
fromone point of view Poetry brings hone to us the i measurabl e
inequalities of different mnds, on the other hand it teaches us that
genius is no affair of rank or wealth.

"I think of Chatterton, the marvell ous boy,
The sl eepless soul, that perish'd in his pride;

O Burns, that walk'd in glory and in joy
Behi nd hi s pl ough upon the nountain-side." [3]

A man may be a poet and yet wite no verse, but not if he wites bad or
poor ones.

“Medi ocri bus esse poetis
Non hom nes, non Di, non concessere columae." [4]

Second-rate poets, |ike second-rate witers generally, fade gradually into
dreanl and; but the great poets remain al ways.

Poetry will not live unless it be alive, "that which cones fromthe head
goes to the heart;" [5] and MIton truly said that "he who woul d not be

frustrate of his hope to wite well hereafter in | audabl e things, ought

hinself to be a true poem™

For "he who, having no touch of the Muses' madness in his soul, cones to
t he door and thinks he will get into the tenple by the help of Art--he, |
say, and his Poetry are not admtted." [6]

But the work of the true poet is inmmortal.
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"“For have not the verses of Honer continued 2500 years or nore w thout the
| oss of a syllable or a letter, during which tinme infinite pal aces,
tenples, castles, cities, have been decayed and denolished? It is not

possi ble to have the true pictures or statues of Cyrus, Al exander, Caesar,
no, nor of the kings or great personages of much |ater years; for the
originals cannot |ast, and the copies cannot but |lose of the |ife and
truth. But the images of nen's wits and know edge remain i n books,
exenpted fromthe wong of tinme and capabl e of perpetual renovation.
Neither are they fitly to be called i mages, because they generate still
and cast their seeds in the mnds of others, provoking and causing
infinite actions and opinions in succeeding ages: so that if the invention
of the ship was thought so noble, which carrieth riches and commodities
fromplace to place, and consociateth the nbost renpte regions in
participation of their fruits, how nmuch nore are letters to be nagnified,
whi ch, as ships, pass through the vast seas of tinme and nmake ages so
distant to participate of the wisdom illum nations, and inventions, the
one of the other?" [7]

The poet requires many qualifications. "W has traced,"” says Cousin, "the
pl an of this poenf? Reason. Who has given it life and charn? Love. And who
has gui ded reason and | ove? The WII."

“"All nmen have sone inmagi nation, but
The Lover and the Poet
Are of imagination all conpact.

* * * * *

"The Poet's eye, in a fine frenzy rolling,

Dot h gl ance from heaven to earth, fromearth to heaven,
And as imagination bodies forth

The fornms of things unknown, the poet's pen

Turns themto shapes, and gives to airy nothing

A local habitation and a nane." [ 8]

Poetry is the fruit of genius; but it cannot be produced w thout |abor.
Moore, one of the airiest of poets, tells us that he was a sl ow and
pai nst aki ng wor kman.

The works of our greatest Poets are all episodes in that one great poem
whi ch the genius of man has created since the commencenent of hunman
hi story.

A di stingui shed mathematician is said once to have inquired what was
proved by MIton in his Paradise Lost ; and there are no doubt still sone
who ask thensel ves, even if they shrink fromputting the question to
ot hers, whether Poetry is of any use, just as if to give pleasure were not
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useful in itself. No true Uilitarian, however, would feel this doubt,
since the greatest happiness of the greatest nunber is the rule of his
phi | osophy.

“"We nust not estimate the works of genius nerely with reference to the
pl easure they afford, even when pleasure was their principal object. W
must also regard the intelligence which they presuppose and exercise." [9]

Thoroughly to enjoy Poetry we nust not so limt ourselves, but nust rise
to a higher ideal.

"Yes; constantly in reading poetry, a sense for the best, the really
excellent, and of the strength and joy to be drawn fromit, should be
present in our mnds, and should govern our estimte of what we
read. " [10]

Cicero, in his oration for Archias, well asked, "Has not this nan then a
right to ny love, to ny admration, to all the neans which |I can enploy in
his defence? For we are instructed by all the greatest and nost | earned of
manki nd, that education, precepts, and practice, can in every other branch
of | earning produce excellence. But a poet is fornmed by the hand of

nature; he is aroused by nental vigor, and inspired by what we may call
the spirit of divinity itself. Therefore our Ennius has a right to give to
poets the epithet of Holy, [11] because they are, as it were, lent to
manki nd by the indul gent bounty of the gods."

"Poetry," says Shelley, "awakens and enlarges the mnd itself by rendering
it the receptacle of a thousand unapprehended conbi nati ons of thought.
Poetry lifts the veil fromthe hidden beauty of the world, and nakes
famliar objects be as if they were not famliar; it reproduces all that
it represents, and the inpersonations clothed in its Elysian |light stand

t henceforward in the mnds of those who have once contenplated them as
menorials of that gentle and exalted content which extends itself over all
t houghts and actions with which it co-exists."”

And again, "Al high Poetry is infinite; it is as the first acorn, which
contai ned all oaks potentially. Veil after veil may be undrawn, and the
i nnost naked beauty of the neaning never exposed. A great poemis a
fountain forever overflowing with the waters of wi sdom and delight."

O, as he has expressed hinself in his Ode to a Skyl ark:
“Hi gher still and higher
Fromthe earth thou springest

Like a cloud of fire;
The bl ue deep thou w ngest,

http://ia300211.us.archive.org/Utexts/8plIf/8plIf10.txt (119 of 187)12/04/2006 2:05:42 AM



http://ia300211.us.archive.org/L/texts/8plIf/8pl1f10.txt

And singing still dost soar, and soaring ever singest.

"Li ke a poet hidden
In the |ight of thought,
Si ngi ng hymms unbi dden,
Till the world is wought
To synpathy with hopes and fears it heeded not.

"Li ke a gl owwor m gol den
In a dell of dew,
Scattering unbehol den
Its aérial hue
Among the flowers and grass, which screen it fromthe view "

We speak now of the poet as the Maker or Creator--[ G eek: poiaetaes]; the
origin of the word "bard" seens doubtful.

The Hebrews well called their poets "Seers," for they not only perceive
nore than others, but also help other nen to see nuch which would
otherw se be lost to us. The old G eek word was [ G eek: aoidos]--the Bard
or Singer.

Poetry lifts the veil fromthe beauty of the world which woul d ot herw se
be hidden, and throws over the nost famliar objects the glow and hal o of

i magi nati on. The man who has a | ove for Poetry can scarcely fail to derive
i ntense pleasure fromNature, which to those who love it is all "beauty to
the eye and nusic to the ear."

"Yet Nature never set forth the earth in so rich tapestry as divers poets
have done; neither with so pleasant rivers, fruitful trees, sweet-snelling
fl owers, nor whatsoever el se may nake the too-nuch-loved earth nore

| ovely." [12]

In the snokiest city the poet will transport us, as if by enchantnent, to
the fresh air and bright sun, to the nmurnmur of woods and | eaves and water,
to the ripple of waves upon sand, and enable us, as in sone delightful
dream to cast off the cares and troubles of l|ife.

The poet, indeed, nust have nore true know edge, not only of human nature,
but of all Nature, than other men are gifted wth.

Crabbe Robinson tells us that when a stranger once asked perm ssion to see
Wrdsworth's study, the maid said, "This is master's Library, but he

studies in the fields." No wonder then that Nature has been said to return
t he poet's | ove.

“"Call it not vain;-they do not err
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Who say that, when the poet dies,
Mut e Nat ure nourns her worshi pper,
And cel ebrates his obsequies." [13]

Swi nbur ne says of Blake, and | feel entirely with him though in ny case

t he application would have been different, that "The sweetness of sky and
| eaf, of grass and water--the bright light life of bird, child, and
beast--is, so to speak, kept fresh by sone graver sense of faithful and
nysterious |ove, explained and vivified by a conscience and purpose in the
artist's hand and m nd. Such a fiery outbreak of spring, such an
insurrection of fierce floral life and radiant riot of childish power and
pl easure, no poet or painter ever gave before; such lustre of green | eaves
and flushed |inbs, kindled cloud and fervent fleece, was never w ought
into speech or shape.”

To appreciate Poetry we must not nerely glance at it, or rush through it,
or read it in order to talk or wite about it. One nust conpose oneself
into the right frame of mind. O course for one's own sake one will read
Poetry in tines of agitation, sorrow, or anxiety, but that is another
matter.

The inestinmable treasures of Poetry again are open to all of us. The best
books are indeed the cheapest. For the price of a little beer, a little

t obacco, we can buy Shakespeare or MIton--or indeed al nost as many books
as a man can read with profit in a year.

Nor, in considering the advantage of Poetry to man, nust we |imt
ourselves to its past or present influence. The future of Poetry, says M.
Mat t hew Arnol d, and no one was nore qualified to speak, "The future of
Poetry is imrense, because in Poetry, where it is worthy of its high

destinies, our race, as tinme goes on, will find an ever surer and surer
stay. But for Poetry the idea is everything; the rest is a world of
illusion, of divine illusion. Poetry attaches its enotion to the idea; the

idea is_ the fact. The strongest part of our religion to-day is its
unconsci ous Poetry. W shoul d conceive of Poetry worthily, and nore highly
than it has been the customto conceive of it. W should conceive of it as
capabl e of higher uses, and called to higher destinies than those which in
general nmen have assigned to it hitherto."

Poetry has been well called the record "of the best and happi est nonents

of the happiest and best mnds;"” it is the light of life, the very "inmage
of life expressed inits eternal truth;"” it inmmortalizes all that is best
and nost beautiful in the world; "it purges fromour inward sight the film
of famliarity which obscures fromus the wonder of our being;" "it is the

center and circunference of know edge;" and poets are "mrrors of the
gi ganti c shadows which futurity caste upon the present.”
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Poetry, in effect, lengthens life; it creates for us tinme, if tine be

realized as the succession of ideas and not of mnutes; it is the "breath
and finer spirit of all know edge;" it is bound neither by tinme nor space,
but lives in the spirit of man. \Wat greater praise can be given than the

saying that |ife should be Poetry put into action.
[1] See Lessing's _Laoco6n_.

[ 2] Arnol d.

[ 3] Col eridge.

[ 4] Horace.

[ 5] Wordswort h.

[6] Pl ato.

[ 7] Bacon.

[ 8] Shakespeare.

[9] St. Hailare.

[ 10] Arnol d.

[11] Plato styles poets the sons and interpreters of the gods.
[ 12] Sydney, _Defence of Poetry .

[13] Scott.

CHAPTER VI | .

MUSI C.

“"Music is a noral law. It gives a soul to the universe, wings to the
mnd, flight to the inmagination, a charmto sadness, gaiety and life

to everything. It is the essence of order, and leads to all that
good, just, and beautiful, of which it is the invisible, but
nevert hel ess dazzling, passionate, and eternal form"--PLATO
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CHAPTER VI | .

MJUSI C

Music is in one sense far nore ancient than man, and the voice was from

t he very commencenent of human existence a source of nelody: but so far as
nmusi cal instrunents are concerned, it is probable that percussion cane
first, then wind instrunents, and lastly, those with strings: first the
Drum then the Flute, and thirdly, the Lyre. The early history of Misic
is, however, unfortunately wapped in nmuch obscurity. The use of letters

| ong preceded the invention of notes, and tradition in such a matter can
tell us but little.

The contest between Marsyas and Apollo is supposed by sone to typify the
struggl e between the Flute and the Lyre; Marsyas representing the archaic
Flute, Apollo the chanpion of the Lyre. The latter of course was
victorious: it sets the voice free, and the sound

"OF nusic that is born of human breath
Cones straighter to the soul than any strain
The hand al one can nmake." [1]

Various nyths have grown up to explain the origin of Misic. One G eek
tradition was to the effect Grasshoppers were human bei ngs thenselves in a
worl d before the Miuses; that when the Muses cane, being ravished with
delight, they sang and sang and forgot to eat, until "they died of hunger
for the love of song. And they carry to heaven the report of those who
honor themon earth." [2]

The old witers and commentators tell us that Pythagoras, "as he was one
day neditating on the want of sone rule to guide the ear, anal ogous to
what had been used to help the other senses, chanced to pass by a

bl acksm th's shop, and observing that the hamers, which were four in
nunber, sounded very harnoni ously, he had them wei ghed, and found themto
be in the proportion of six, eight, nine, and twelve. Upon this he
suspended four strings of equal |ength and thickness, etc., fastened

wei ghts in the above-nentioned proportions to each of themrespectively,
and found that they gave the sanme sounds that the hammers had done; viz.
the fourth, fifth, and octave to the gravest tone." [3] However this may
be, it would appear that the |yre had at first four strings only:
Terpander is said to have given it three nore, and an ei ghth was
subsequent | y added.
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We have unfortunately no speci nens of G eek or Roman, or even of Early
Christian nusic. The Chinese indicated the notes by words or their
initials. The | owest was terned "Koung," or the Enperor, as being the
Foundati on on which all were supported; the second was Tschang, the Prine
Mnister; the third, the Subject; the fourth, Public Business; the fifth,
the Mrror of Heaven. [4] The Greeks al so had a nane for each note. The
so-call ed Gegorian notes were not invented until six hundred years after
Gregory's death. The Monastery of St. Gall possesses a copy of Gegory's
Anti phonary, made about the year 780 by a chorister who was sent from Rone
to Charl enagne to reformthe Northern nusic, and in this the notes are

i ndi cated by "pneunss,” from which our notes were gradually devel oped, and
first arranged along one line, to which others were gradually added. But |
nmust not enlarge on this interesting subject.

In the matter of music Englishnmen have certainly deserved well of the
worl d. Even as long ago as 1185 G ral dus Canbrensis, Bishop of St.
David's, says, "The Britons do not sing their tunes in unison |like the
i nhabi tants of other countries, but in different parts. So that when a
conpany of singers neet to sing, as is usual in this country, as nmany
different parts are heard as there are singers." [5]

The nost anci ent known piece of nusic for several voices is an English
four men's song, "Summrer is a comng in," which is considered to be at
| east as early as 1240, and is nowin the British Miseum

The Venetian Anbassador in the tine of Henry VII1. said of our English
Church nusic: "The nmass was sung by His Majesty's choristers, whose voices
are nore heavenly than human; they did not chant |ike nen, but I|ike
angel s. "

Speaki ng of Purcell's anthem "Be nerciful to ne, O God," Burney says it
is "throughout admrable. Indeed, to ny conception there is no better
musi ¢ existing of the kind than the opening of this anthem in which the
verse 'I wll praise God' and the |last novenent in C natural are, in

nel ody, harnony, and nodul ation, truly divine nusic."

Dr. Burney says that Purcell was "as nmuch the pride of an Englishman in
nmusi ¢ as Shakespeare in productions of the stage, MIton in epic poetry,
Locke in netaphysics, or Sir Isaac Newton in philosophy and nat hematics; "
and yet Purcell's nmusic is unfortunately but little known to us now, as
Macfarren says, "to our great |oss.”

The authors of sone of the loveliest nusic, and even in sone cases that of
conparatively recent times, are unknown to us. This is the case for
instance with the exquisite song "Drink to nme only with thine eyes,"” the
words of which were taken by Jonson from Phil ostratus, and which has been
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consi dered as the nost beautiful of all "people's songs.”

The nusic of "God save the Queen" has been adopted in nore than half a
dozen other countries, and yet the authorship is a matter of doubt, being
attributed by some to Dr. John Bull, by others to Carey. It was apparently
first sung in a tavern in Cornhill.

Both the nmusic and words of "O Death, rock nme to sleep” are said to be by
Anne Bol eyn: "Stay, Corydon" and "Sweet Honey-sucking Bees" by W/ dye,
"the first of madrigal witers."” "Rule Britannia" was conposed by Arne,
and originally fornmed part of his Masque of _Alfred_ , first perforned in
1740 at Cdiefden, near Mai denhead. To Arne we are al so i ndebted for the
nmusi ¢ of "Where the Bee sucks there lurk I." "The Vicar of Bray" is set to
a tune originally known as "A Country Garden."” "Cone unto these yellow
sands" we owe to Purcell; "Sigh no nore, Ladies" to Stevens; "Hone, Sweet
Honme" to Bi shop.

There is a curious nelancholy in national music which is generally in the
m nor key; indeed this holds good with the nusic of savage races
general ly. They appear, noreover, to have no | ove Songs.

Her odotus tells us that during the whole tine he was in Egypt he only
heard one song, and that was a sad one. My own experience there was the
sane. Sone tendency to nel ancholy seens indeed inherent in nusic, and
Jessica is not alone in the feeling

"I am never nerry when | hear sweet nusic."”

The epitaphs on Misi ci ans have been in sone cases very well expressed.
Such, for instance, is the follow ng:

“Philips, whose touch harnonious could renove
The pangs of guilty power and hapl ess | ove,

Rest here, distressed by poverty no nore;

Here find that calmthou gav'st so oft before;
Sl eep, undi sturbed, within this peaceful shrine,
Till angels wake thee with a note |ike thine!"

Still nore so that on Purcell, whose premature death was so irreparable a
| oss to English nusic--

"Here lies Henry Purcell, who left this life, and is gone to that
bl essed pl ace, where only his harnony can be exceeded."

The histories of Music contain many curious anecdotes as to the
ci rcunst ances under which different works have been conposed.
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Rossini tells us that he wote the overture to the "Gazza Ladra" on the
very day of the first performance, in the upper loft of the La Scal a,
where he had been confined by the manager under the guard of four
scene-shifters, who threw the text out of the window to copyists bit by
bit as it was conposed. Tartini is said to have conposed "Il trillo del

D avol 0," considered to be his best work, in a dream Rossini, speaking of
the chorus in Gmnor in his "Dal tuo stellato soglio," tells us: "Wile |
was witing the chorus in G mnor | suddenly dipped ny pen into a nedicine
bottle instead of the ink. | nade a blot, and when | dried this with the
sand it took the formof a natural, which instantly gave ne the idea of
the effect the change from G mnor to G maj or would make, and to this bl ot
is all the effect, if any, due." But these of course are exceptional
cases.

There are other forms of Music, which though not strictly entitled to the
nanme, are yet capable of giving intense pleasure. To the sportsman what
Musi ¢ can excel that of the hounds thensel ves. The cawi ng of rooks has
been often quoted as a sound which has no actual beauty of its own, and
yet which is delightful fromits associations.

There is, however, a true Misic of Nature,--the song of birds, the whisper
of | eaves, the ripple of waters upon a sandy shore, the wail of w nd or
sea.

There was al so an ancient inpression that the Heavenly bodi es give out
music as well as light: the Miusic of the Spheres is proverbial.

"There's not the smallest orb which thou behol dest
But in his notion |ike an angel sings,

Still quiring to the young-eyed cher ubi s;

Such harnmony is in imortal souls

But while this nuddy vesture of decay

Doth grossly close it in, we cannot hear it." [6]

Musi c indeed often seens as if it scarcely belonged to this materi al
uni verse, but was

"A tone
O sonme world far from ours,
Where nusic, and noonlight, and feeling are one." [7]
There is Music in speech as well as in song. Not nerely in the voice of
t hose we | ove, and the charm of association, but in actual nelody; as
M| ton says,

"The Angel ended, and in Adanmi s ear
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So charmng left his voice, that he awhile
Thought himstill speaking, still stood fixed to hear."

It is remarkable that nore pains are not taken with the voice in
conversation as well as in singing, for

"What plea so tainted and corrupt
But, being seasoned wth a gracious voice,
CGbscures the show of evil."

It may be true as a general rule that

"The nman that hath no Music in hinself
Nor is not noved with concord of sweet sounds
Is fit for treasons, stratagens, and spoils;" [8]

but there are sone notabl e exceptions. Dr. Johnson had no | ove of nusic.
On one occasion, hearing that a certain piece of nusic was very difficult,
he expressed his regret that it was not inpossible.

Poets, as m ght have been expected, have sung nost sweetly in praise of
song. They have, noreover, done so fromthe nost opposite points of view

MIlton invokes it as a | uxury--

"And ever against eating cares
Lap ne in soft Lydian airs;
Married to i nmmortal verse
Such as the neeting soul may pierce,
In notes with many a w ndi ng bout
O linked sweetness | ong drawn out;
Wth wanton heed, and gi ddy cunni ng,
The nelting voice through mazes running;
Untwi sting all the chains that tie
The hi dden soul of harnony."

Sonetines as a tenptation; so Spenser says of Phaedri a,
"And she, nore sweet than any bird on bough
Wul d oftenti nes anongst them bear a part,
And strive to passe (as she could well enough)
Their native nusicke by her skilful art.”

O as an el enent of pure happi ness--

“"There is in Souls a synpathy w th sounds;
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And as the mnd is pitched, the ear is pleased
Wth nelting airs or martial, brisk or grave;
Sonme chord in unison wth what we hear

| s touched within us, and the heart replies.
How soft the nusic of those village bells,
Falling at intervals upon the ear

I n cadence sweet, now dying all away,

Now pealing | oud again and | ouder still

Cl ear and sonorous, as the gale cones on." [9]

As touching the human heart- -

"The soul of nusic slunbers in the shell,

Till waked and kindled by the nmaster's spell,
And feeling hearts--touch thembut Iightly--pour
A thousand nel odi es unheard before." [10]

As an educati on- -

"I have sent books and nusic there, and all

Those instrunents with which high spirits cal

The future fromits cradle, and the past

Qut of its grave, and nake the present | ast

I n thoughts and joys which sleep, but cannot die,
Fol ded within their own eternity." [11]

As an aid to religion--

“"As fromthe power of sacred | ays
The spheres began to nove,

And sung the great Creator's praise
To all the bl essed above,

So when the |ast and dreadful hour

Thi s crunbling pageant shall devour,

The trunpet shall be heard on high.

The dead shall live, the living die,

And nusic shall untune the sky." [12]

O agai n- -

"Hark how it falls! and now It steal s al ong,

Li ke distant bells upon the | ake at eve.
When all is still; and now it grows nore strong

As when the choral train their dirges weave
Mel | ow and many voi ced; where every cl ose

Oer the old mnster roof, in echoing waves refl ows.
Ch! | amrapt aloft. My spirit soars
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Beyond t he skies, and | eaves the stars behi nd;
Lo! angels lead ne to the happy shores,

And floating paeans fill the buoyant w nd.
Farewel | ! base earth, farewell! ny soul is freed."

The power of Music to sway the feelings of Man has never been nore
cleverly portrayed than by Dryden in "The Feast of Al exander," though the
circunstances of the case precluded any reference to the influence of
Music in its nobl est aspects.

Poets have always attributed to Misic--and who would wish to deny it?--a
power even over the inanimte forces of Nature. Shakespeare accounts for
shooting stars by the attraction of Misic:

"The rude sea grew civil at her song,
And certain stars shot nadly fromtheir spheres
To hear the Sea-maid's nusic.”

Prose witers have al so been inspired by Miusic to their highest el oquence.
"Music," says Plato, "is a noral law It gives a soul to the universe,
wings to the mnd, flight to the imgination, a charmto sadness, gaiety
and life to everything. It is the essence of order, and |eads to all that
is good, just, and beautiful, of which it is the invisible, but
nevert hel ess dazzling, passionate, and eternal form" "Misic," said
Luther, "is a fair and glorious gift fromGod. | would not for the world
renounce ny hunble share in nmusic.” "Music," said Halevy, "is an art that
God has given us, in which the voices of all nations may unite their
prayers in one harnonious rhythm" O Carlyle, "Miusic is a kind of
inarticul ate, unfathonmabl e speech, which |Ieads us to the edge of the
infinite, and lets us for nonents gaze into it."

Let me al so quote Hel mholtz, one of the profoundest exponents of nobdern
science. "Just as in the rolling ocean, this novenent, rhythmcally
repeated, and yet ever-varying, rivets our attention and hurries us al ong.
But whereas in the sea blind physical forces alone are at work, and hence
the final 1npression on the spectator's mnd is nothing but solitude--in a
musi cal work of art the novenent follows the outflow of the artist's own
enotions. Now gently gliding, now gracefully |eaping, now violently
stirred, penetrated, or |aboriously contending wth the natural expression
of passion, the streamof sound, in primtive vivacity, bears over into

t he hearer's soul uni magi ned noods which the artist has overheard fromhis
own, and finally raises himup to that repose of everlasting beauty of

whi ch God has allowed but few of his elect favorites to be the heralds."
"There are but seven notes in the scale; make them fourteen,” says Newran,
"yet what a slender outfit for so vast an enterprise! \What science brings
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so much out of so little? Qut of what poor elenents does sone great master
init create his new world! Shall we say that all this exuberant

i nventiveness is a nere ingenuity or trick of art, |ike sone gane of
fashion of the day, without reality, wthout neaning?... Is it possible
that that inexhaustible evolution and disposition of notes, so rich yet so
sinple, so intricate yet so regul ated, so various yet so nmjestic, should
be a nere sound, which is gone and perishes? Can it be that those
nmysterious stirrings of the heart, and keen enotions, and strange

yearni ngs after we know not what, and awful inpressions fromwe know not
whence, should be wought in us by what is unsubstantial, and conmes and
goes, and begins and ends in itself? it is not so; it cannot be. No; they
have escaped from sone hi gher sphere; they are the outpourings of eternal
harnony in the medi um of created sound; they are echoes from our Hone;
they are the voices of Angels, or the Magnificat of Saints, or the living
| aws of Divine Governance, or the Divine Attributes; sonething are they
besi des t hensel ves, which we cannot conpass, which we cannot utter, though
nortal man, and he perhaps not otherw se distingui shed above his fell ows,
has the gift of eliciting them"

Poetry and Music unite in song. Fromthe earliest ages song has been the
sweet conpani on of | abor. The rude chant of the boatman floats upon the
wat er, the shepherd sings upon the hill, the mlkmaid in the dairy, the

pl oughman at the plough. Every trade, every occupation, every act and
scene of [ife, has long had its own especial nusic. The bride went to her
marriage, the laborer to his work, the old man to his last long rest, each
Wi th appropriate and i mmenorial nusic.

Musi ¢ has been truly described as the nother of synpathy, the handmai d of
Religion, and will never exercise its full effect, as the Enperor Charles
VI. said to Farinelli, unless it ainms not nerely to charmthe ear, but to
touch the heart.

There are many who consider that our life at present is peculiarly prosaic
and nercenary. | greatly doubt whether that be the case, but if so our
need for Music is all the nore inperative.

Much as Music has already done for man, we may hope even nore fromit in
the future.

It is, noreover, a joy for all. To appreciate Science or Art requires sone
training, and no doubt the cultivated ear will nore and nore appreciate

t he beauties of Misic; but though there are exceptional individuals, and
even races, alnost devoid of any love of Miusic, still they are happily but
rare.

Good Music, noreover, does not necessarily involve any considerable
outlay; it is even now no nere |luxury of the rich, and we may hope that as
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time goes on, it wll becone nore and nore the confort and sol ace of the
poor .

[1] Morris.

[ 2] Pl ato.

[ 3] Crowest.

[4] _Rowbotham History of Misic_.
[5] Wakefield.

[ 6] Shakespeare.
[ 7] Swi nbur ne.

[ 8] Shakespeare.
[ 9] Cowper.

[ 10] Rogers.

[ 11] Shel |l ey.

[ 12] Dryden.

CHAPTER VI | |

THE BEAUTI ES OF NATURE.

"Speak to the earth and it shall teach thee."

JOB.

“"And this our life, exenpt from public haunt,

Fi nds tongues in trees, books in the running brooks,

Sernons in stones, and good in everything."

SHAKESPEARE.
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CHAPTER VI | |

THE BEAUTI ES OF NATURE.

W are told in the first chapter of Genesis that at the close of the sixth
day "CGod saw every thing that he had nade, and, behold, it was very good."
Not nerely good, but very good. Yet how few of us appreciate the beautiful
world in which we |ive!

In preceding chapters | have incidentally, though only incidentally,
referred to the Beauties of Nature; but any attenpt, however inperfect, to
sketch the blessings of life nmust contain sonme special reference to this

| ovely world itself, which the Geeks happily called [ G eek: chosnos]

- -beauty.

Hanmerton, in his charm ng work on _Landscape_, says, "There are, |
bel i eve, four new experiences for which no description ever adequately
prepares us, the first sight of the sea, the first journey in the desert,
the sight of flowng nolten lava, and a walk on a great glacier. W feel
in each case that the strange thing is pure nature, as nuch nature as a
fam liar English noor, yet so extraordinary that we m ght be in another
planet."” But it would, | think, be easier to enunerate the Wnders of

Nat ure for which description can prepare us, than those which are

al t oget her beyond the power of |anguage.

Many of us, however, wal k through the world |ike ghosts, as if we were in
it, but not of it. W have "eyes and see not, ears and hear not." To | ook
I's much | ess easy than to overl ook, and to be able to see what we do see,
is agreat gift. Ruskin maintains that "The greatest thing a human sou
ever does in this wrld is to see sonething, and tell what it sawin a
plain way." | do not suppose that his eyes are better than ours, but how
much nore he sees with them

We nust | ook before we can expect to see. "To the attentive eye," says
Emerson, "each nonent of the year has its own beauty; and in the sane
field it beholds every hour a picture that was never seen before, and
shall never be seen again. The heavens change every nonent and refl ect
their glory or gloomon the plains beneath.”

The | ove of Nature is a great gift, and if it is frozen or crushed out,

the character can hardly fail to suffer fromthe loss. | will not, indeed,
say that a person who does not |love Nature is necessarily bad; or that one
who does, is necessarily good; but it is to nost mnds a great help. Mny,
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as M ss Cobbe says, enter the Tenple through the gate called Beautiful.

There are doubtl| ess sone to whom none of the beautiful wonders of Nature;
neither the glories of the rising or setting sun; the magnificent
spectacl e of the boundl ess ocean, sonetinmes so grand in its peaceful
tranquillity, at others so mpjestic in its mghty power; the forests
agitated by the storm or alive with the song of birds; nor the glaciers
and nountai ns--there are doubtl ess sone whom none of these magnificent
spectacl es can nove, whom "all the glories of heaven and earth nmay pass in
dai ly succession wi thout touching their hearts or elevating their

mnds. " [1]

Such nmen are indeed pitiable. But, happily, they are exceptions. If we can
none of us as yet fully appreciate the beauties of Nature, we are
begi nning to do so nore and nore.

For nost of us the early sumer has a special charm The very life is

| uxury. The air is full of scent, and sound, and sunshine, of the song of
birds and the nmurnmur of insects; the neadows gleam w th gol den buttercups,
it alnost seens as if one could see the grass grow and the buds open; the
bees humfor very joy, and the air is full of a thousand scents, above all
per haps that of new nown hay.

The exqui site beauty and delight of a fine summer day in the country has
never perhaps been nore truly, and therefore nore beautifully, described

than by Jefferies in his "Pageant of Summer." "I linger,'" he says, "in
the mdst of the long grass, the luxury of the |eaves, and the song in the
very air. | seemas if |I could feel all the glowwing |ife the sunshine

gives and the south wind calls to being. The endl ess grass, the endless

| eaves, the imense strength of the oak expanding, the unalloyed joy of
finch and bl ackbird; fromall of them!| receive a little.... In the

bl ackbird's nmel ody one note is mne; in the dance of the | eaf shadows the
formed naze is for me, though the notion is theirs; the flowers with a

t housand faces have collected the kisses of the norning. Feeling with
them | receive sone, at least, of their fulness of |life. Never could I
have enough; never stay |ong enough.... The hours when the mnd is
absorbed by beauty are the only hours when we really live, so that the

| onger we can stay anong these things so nmuch the nore is snatched from

inevitable Tine.... These are the only hours that are not wasted-these
hours that absorb the soul and fill it with beauty. This is real life, and
all else is illusion, or nere endurance. To be beautiful and to be calm

wi thout nental fear, i1s the ideal of Nature. If | cannot achieve it, at
|east | can think it."

This chapter is already so long that | cannot touch on the contrast and
variety of the seasons, each with its own special charmand interest, as
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"The daughters of the year
Dance into light and die into the shade." [2]

Qur countrynen derive great pleasure fromthe ani mal ki ngdom in hunting,
shooting, and fishing, thus obtaining fresh air and exercise, and being
led into nuch varied and beautiful scenery. Still it will probably ere

| ong be recogni zed that even froma purely selfish point of view, killing
animals is not the way to get the greatest enjoynent fromthem How much
nore interesting would every walk in the country be, if Man woul d but
treat other animals with kindness, so that they m ght approach us w t hout
fear, and we m ght have the constant pleasure of watching their w nning
ways. Their origin and history, structure and habits, senses and
intelligence, offer an endless field of interest and wonder.

The richness of life is wonderful. Any one who will sit down quietly on
the grass and watch a little will be indeed surprised at the nunber and
variety of living beings, every one with a special history of its own,
every one offering endl ess problens of great interest.

“If indeed thy heart were right, then would every creature be to thee a
mrror of lifer and a book of holy doctrine." [3]

The study of Natural Hi story has the special advantage of carrying us into
the country and the open air.

Not but what towns are beautiful too. They teemw th human interest and
hi storical associ ati ons.

Wrdsworth was an intense |over of nature; yet does he not tell us, in
| ines which every Londoner will appreciate, that he knew nothing in nature
nore fair, no cal mnore deep, than the city of London at early dawn?

"Earth has not anything to show nore fair;

Dull would he be of soul who could pass by

A sight so touching in its majesty:

This City now doth, |ike a garnent, wear

The beauty of the norning; silent, bare,

Shi ps, towers, dones, theatres, and tenples lie
Open unto the fields, and to the sky;

Al bright and glittering in the snokel ess air.
Never did sun nore beautifully steep

In his first splendor, valley, rock, or hill
Ne'er saw |, never felt, a cal mso deep!

The river glideth at its own sweet wll:

Dear God! the very houses seem asl eep;

And all that mghty heart is lying still!"
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MIlton al so descri bed London as

"Too bl est abode, no | oveliness we see
In all the earth, but it abounds in thee."

But after being sone tinme in a great city, one feels a longing for the
country.

"The nmeanest floweret of the vale,

The sinplest note that swells the gale,
The common sun, the air, the skies,

To himare opening paradise." [4]

Here Gray justly places flowers in the first place, for when in any great
town we think of the country, flowers seemfirst to suggest thensel ves.

"Flowers," says Ruskin, "seemintended for the solace of ordinary
humanity. Children | ove them quiet, tender, contented, ordinary people

| ove them as they grow, |uxurious and disorderly people rejoice in them
gat hered. They are the cottager's treasure; and in the crowded town nmark,
as with a little broken fragnent of rainbow the wi ndows of the workers in
whose heart rest the covenant of peace.” But in the crowded street, or
even in the formal garden, flowers always seem to ne at |least, as if they
were pining for the freedomof the woods and fields, where they can live
and grow as they pl ease.

There are flowers for alnost all seasons and all places. Flowers for
spring, sumrer, and autumm, while even in the very depth of winter here
and there one nakes its appearance. There are flowers of the fields and
woods and hedgerows, of the seashore and the |ake's margin, of the
nmount ai n-side up to the very edge of the eternal snow.

And what an infinite variety they present.

"Daf fodil s,

That cone before the swall ow dares, and take
The winds of March with beauty; violets, dim
But sweeter than the lids of Juno's eyes,

O Cytherea's breath; pale prinroses,

That die unmarried, ere they can behold

Bri ght Phoebus in his strength, a nal ady

Most incident to maids; bold oxlips and

The crown inperial; lilies of all kinds,

The fl ower-de-luce being one." [5]
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Nor are they nere delights to the eye; they are full of nystery and
suggestions. They al nost seem | i ke enchanted princesses waiting for sone
princely deliverer. Wrdsworth tells us that

"To nme the neanest flower that blows can give
Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears.”

Every col or again, every variety of form has sone purpose and
expl anati on.

And yet, lovely as Flowers are, Leaves add even nore to the Beauty of
Nature. Trees in our northern latitudes seldomown |arge flowers; and

t hough of course there are notabl e exceptions, such as the Horse-chestnut,
still even in these cases the flowers live only a few days, while the

| eaves last for nonths. Every tree indeed is a picture in itself: The
gnarl ed and rugged Qak, the synbol and source of our navy, sacred to the
nmenory of the Druids, the type of strength, the sovereign of British
trees; the Chestnut, with its beautiful, tapering, and rich green, gl ossy
| eaves, its delicious fruit, and to the durability of which we owe the
grand and historic roof of Westm nster Abbey.

The Birch is the queen of trees, with her feathery foliage, scarcely
visible in spring but turning to | eaves of gold in autum; the pendul ous
twigs tinged with purple, and silver stens so brilliantly marked with

bl ack and white.

The Elmfornms grand masses of foliage which turn a beautiful gol den yell ow
in autum; and the Black Poplar with its perpendi cul ar | eaves, rustling
and trenbling with every breath of wind, towers over nost other forest
trees.

The Beech enlivens the country by its tender green in spring, rich green
in sunmer, and glorious gold and orange in autum, set off by the graceful
gray stens; and has noreover, such a wealth of |eaves that in autum there
are enough not only to clothe the tree itself but to cover the grass

under neat h.

| f the Beech owes nuch to its delicate gray stem even nore beautiful is
t he reddi sh crinson of the Scotch Pines, in such charmng contrast with
the rich green of the foliage, by which it is shown off rather than

hi dden; and, with the green spires of the Firs, they keep the woods warm
in wnter.

Nor must | overlook the smaller trees: the Yeww th its thick green

foliage; the wild Guelder rose, which lights up the woods in autum wth
translucent glossy berries and many-tinted | eaves; or the Bryonies, the
Briar, the Traveler's Joy, and many anot her plant, even hunbl er perhaps,
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and yet each with sone exquisite beauty and grace of its own, so that we
must all have sonetinmes felt our hearts overflowng with gl adness and
gratitude, as if the woods were full of nusic--as if

"The woods were filled so full with song
There seened no room for sense of wong." [6]

On the whol e no doubt, woodl ands are | ess beautiful in the winter: yet
even then the delicate tracery of the branches, which cannot be so well
seen when they are clothed with | eaves, has a special beauty of its own;
whil e every now and then hoar frost or snow settles |ike silver on every
branch and twig, lighting up the forest as if by enchantnent in
preparation for sone fairy festival.

| feel with Jefferies that "by day or by night, sumer or w nter, beneath
trees the heart feels nearer to that depth of |ife which the far sky
neans. The rest of spirit found only in beauty, ideal and pure, cones

t here because the distance seens within touch of thought."

The general effect of forests in tropical regions nust be very different
fromthat of those in our latitudes. Kingsley describes it as one of

hel pl essness, confusion, awe, all but terror. The trunks are very lofty
and straight, and rising to a great height wthout a branch, so that the
wood seens at first conparatively open. In Brazilian forests, for

i nstance, the trees struggle upward, and the foliage forns an unbroken
canopy, perhaps a hundred feet overhead. Here, indeed, high up in the air
is the real Iife of the forest. Everything seens to clinb, to the |light.
The quadrupeds clinb, birds clinb, reptiles clinb, and the variety of
clinmbing plants is far greater than anything to which we are accustoned.

Many savage nations worship trees, and | really think nmy first feeling
woul d be one of delight and interest rather than of surprise, if sone day
when | amalone in a wood one of the trees were to speak to ne. Even by
day there is sonething nysterious in a forest, and this is nuch nore the
case at night.

Wth wood, water seens to be naturally associated. Wthout water no

| andscape is conplete, while overhead the clouds add beauty to the heavens
t hensel ves. The spring and the rivulet, the brook, the river, and the

| ake, seemto give |life to Nature, and were indeed regarded by our
ancestors as living entities thenselves. Water is beautiful in the norning
mst, in the broad |ake, in the glancing streamor the river pool, in the
wi de ocean, beautiful in all its varied noods. Water nouri shes vegetati on;
it clothes the I owands with green and the nountains with snow. It

scul ptures the rocks and excavates the valleys, in nost cases acting

mai nly through the soft rain, though our harder rocks are still grooved by
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the ice-chisel of bygone ages.

The refreshing pour of water upon the earth is scarcely greater than that
which it exercises on the mnd of man. After a |ong spell of work how
delightful it is to sit by a lake or river, or on the seashore, and enjoy

"Alittle murnmur in mne ear,
Alittleripple at ny feet." [7]

Every Englishman | oves the sight of the Sea We feel that it is to us a
second hone. It seens to vivify the very atnosphere, so that Sea air is
proverbial as a tonic, and makes the bl ood dance in our veins. The Ccean
gi ves an i npression of freedom and grandeur nore intense perhaps than the
aspect of the heavens thenselves. A poor wonman from Manchester, on being
taken to the seaside, is said to have expressed her delight on seeing for
the first tinme sonething of which there was enough for everybody. The sea
coast is always interesting. Wien we think of the cliff sections with
their histories of bygone ages; the shore itself teem ng with seaweeds and
animals, waiting for the return of the tide, or thrown up from deeper

wat er by the waves; the weird cries of seabirds; the delightful feeling
that wwth every breath we are laying in a store of fresh life, and heal th,
and energy, it is inpossible to over-estimate all we owe to the sea.

It is, noreover, always changing. W went for our holiday this year to
Lynme Regis. Let ne attenpt to describe the changes in the view from our

wi nhdows during a single day. Qur sitting-roomopened on to a little |awn,
beyond which the ground drops suddenly to the sea, while over about two
mles of water were the hills of the Dorsetshire coast--CGolden Cap, with
its bright crest of yellow sand, and the dark blue Lias diff of Black
Ven. When | cane early down in the norning the sun was rising opposite,
shining into the roomover a cal msea, along an avenue of |ight; by
degrees, as it rose, the whole sea was gilt with light, and the hills
bathed in a violet mst. By breakfast-tine all color had faded fromthe
sea--it was like silver passing on each side into gray; the sky was bl ue,
flecked with fleecy clouds; while, on the gentler slopes of the coast
opposite, fields and woods, and quarries and lines of stratification begin
to show t hensel ves, though the cliffs are still in shadow, and the nore

di stant headl ands still a nmere succession of ghosts, each one fainter than
the one before it. As the norning advances the sea becones blue, the dark
woods, green neadows, and gol den cornfields of the opposite coast nore
distinct, and the details of the cliffs come gradually into view, and
fishing-boats with dark sails begin to appear.

Gradual ly the sun rises higher, a yellow |ine of shore appears under the
opposite cliffs, and the sea changes its color, mapping itself out as it
were, the shallower parts turquoise blue, alnobst green; the deeper ones

deep violet.
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This does not last |ong--a thunderstorm comes up. The wind nutters
overhead, the rain patters on the | eaves, the coast opposite seens to
shrink into itself, as if it would fly fromthe storm The sea grows dark
and rough, and white horses appear here and there.

But the stormis soon over. The cl ouds break, the rain stops, the sun

shi nes once nore, the hills opposite cone out again. They are divided now
not only into fields and woods, but into sunshine and shadow. The sky
clears, and as the sun begins to descend westwards the sea becones one
beautiful clear uniformazure, changing again soon to pale blue in front
and dark viol et beyond: and once nore as clouds begin to gather again,
into an archi pel ago of bright blue sea and deep islands of ultramarine. As
the sun travels westward, the opposite hills change again. They scarcely
seem |l i ke the sanme country. What was in sun is now in shade, and what was
in shade now lies bright in the sunshine. The sea once nore becones a
uniformsolid blue, only flecked in places by scuds of w nd, and becom ng
pal er towards evening as the sun sinks, the cliffs which catch his setting
rays losing their deep color and in sone places | ooking al nost as white as
chal k, while at sunset they light up again for a nonent with a gol den
glow, the sea at the sanme tine sinking to a cold gray. But soon the hills
grow cold too, Golden Cap holding out bravely to the |ast, and the shades
of evening settle over cliff and wood, cornfield and neadow.

These are but a part, and a very small part, of the changes of a single
day. And scarce any two days are alike. At tines a sea-fog covers
everything. Again the sea which sleeps to-day so peaceful |y sonetines
rages, and the very existence of the bay itself bears witness to its
force.

The night, again, varies |ike the day. Sonetinmes shrouded by a canopy of
dar kness, sonetinmes lit up by millions of brilliant worlds, sonetines
bathed in the light of a noon, which never retains the sanme formfor two
ni ght s together.

| f Lakes are less grand than the sea, they are in sone respects even nore
| ovely. The seashore is conparatively bare. The banks of Lakes are often
richly clothed with vegetati on which cones close down to the water's edge,
soneti nes hanging even into the water itself. They are often studded with
wel | -wooded islands. They are sonetines fringed with green neadows,

soneti mes bounded by rocky pronontories rising directly from conparatively
deep water, while the calmbright surface is often fretted by a delicate
pattern of interlacing ripples, or reflects a second, softened, and

i nverted | andscape.

To water again we owe the marvel |l ous spectacle of the rai nbow-"God s bow
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in the clouds.” It is indeed truly a heavenly nmessenger, and so unlike
anything else that it scarcely seens to belong to this world.

Many things are col ored, but the rai nbow seens to be color itself.

"First the flamng red
Sprang vivid forth; the tawny orange next,
And next delicious yellow, by whose side
Fell the kind beans of all-refreshing green.
Then the pure blue that swells autumal skies,
Et hereal play'd; and then, of sadder hue
Enmer ged the deeper indigo (as when
The heavy-skirted evening droops with frost),
Wiile the | ast gleam ngs of refracted |ight
Died in the fainting violet away." [8]

We do not, | think, sufficiently realize how wonderful is the bl essing of
color. It would have been possible, it would even seem nore probabl e, that
t hough |ight m ght have enabled us to perceive objects, this could only
have been by shade and form How we perceive color it is very difficult to
conprehend, and yet when we speak of beauty, anong the ideas which cone to
us nost naturally are those of birds and butterflies, flowers and shells,
preci ous stones, skies, and rainbows.

Qur m nds m ght have been constituted exactly as they are, we m ght have
been capabl e of conprehendi ng the hi ghest and sublinmest truths, and yet,
but for a small organ in the head, the world of sound woul d have been shut
out fromus; we should have |ost the sounds of nature, the charns of
nmusi ¢, the conversation of friends, and have been condenmed to per petual
silence: and yet a slight alteration in the retina, which is not thicker
than a sheet of paper, not larger than a finger nail,--and the gl orious
spectacle of this beautiful world, the exquisite variety of form the
glory and play of color, the variety of scenery, of woods and fields, and
| akes and hills, seas and nountains, the glory of the sky alike by day and
ni ght, would all have been | ost to us.

Mount ai ns, again, "seemto have been built for the human race, as at once
their schools and cathedrals; full of treasures of illum nated manuscri pt
for the scholar, kindly in sinple | essons for the worker, quiet in pale
cloisters for the thinker, glorious in holiness for the worshipper. And of
t hese great cathedrals of the earth, with their gates of rock, pavenents
of cloud, choirs of stream and stone, altars of snow, and vaults of purple
traversed by the continual stars." [9]

Al'l these beauties are conprised in Tennyson's exqui site description of
Cenone's vale--the city, flowers, trees, river, and nountai ns.
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"There is a vale in lda, |ovelier

Than all the valleys of lonian hills.

The swi nmi ng vapor slopes athwart the glen,
Puts forth an arm and creeps from pine to pine,
And loiters, slowy drawn. On either hand

The | awns and neadow | edges m dway down

Hang rich in flowers, and far below themroars
The | ong brook falling thro' the clov'n ravine
In cataract after cataract to the sea.

Behi nd the val l ey topnost Gargarus

Stands up and takes the norning; but in front
The gorges, opening w de apart, reveal

Troas and Ilion's colum'd citadel,

The crown of Troas."

And when we raise our eyes fromearth, who has not sonetines felt "the
wi tchery of the soft blue sky;" who has not watched a cloud floating
upward as if on its way to heaven, or when

"Sunbeam proof, | hang |like a roof
The nmountain its columms be." [10]

And yet "if, in our nonents of utter idleness and insipidity, we turn to
the sky as a |ast resource, which of its phenonena do we speak of ? One
says, it has been wet; and another, it has been w ndy; and another, it has
been warm Who, anong the whole chattering crowd, can tell nme of the forns
and the precipices of the chain of tall white nountains that girded the
hori zon at noon yesterday? Who saw the narrow sunbeam that cane out of the
south, and snote upon their sunmmts until they nelted and noul dered away
in a dust of blue rain? Wo saw the dance of the dead cl ouds when the
sunlight left themlast night, and the west wind blew them before it |ike
wi thered | eaves? All has passed, unregretted as unseen; or if the apathy
be ever shaken off, even for an instant, it is only by what is gross, or
what is extraordinary; and yet it is not in the broad and fierce

mani f estati ons of the el emental energies, not in the clash of the hail

nor the drift of the whirlw nd, that the highest characters of the subline
are devel oped. " [11]

But exquisitely lovely as is the blue arch of the m dday sky, with its

i nexhaustible variety of clouds, "there is yet a light which the eye
invariably seeks with a deeper feeling of the beautiful, the light of the
declining or breaking day, and the flakes of scarlet cloud burning |ike
watch-fires in the green sky of the horizon." [12] The evening col ors

i ndeed soon fade away, but as night conmes on,

“How gl orious the firmanment
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Wth living sapphires! Hesperus that |ed

The starry host, rode brightest; till the noon
Rising in clouded majesty, at |ength,

Apparent queen, unveiled her peerless |ight,

And o' er the dark her silver mantle threw " [13]

We generally speak of a beautiful night when it is calmand clear, and the
stars shine brightly overhead; but how grand also are the wild ways of

Nat ure, how magnificent when the lightning flashes, "between gl oom and
glory;" when

"From peak to peak, the rattling crags anong
Leaps the live thunder." [14]

In the words of Ossi an--

"Ghosts ride in the tenpest to-night;
Sweet is their voice between the gusts of w nd,
Their songs are of other worlds."

Nor are the wonders and beauties of the heavens limted by the clouds and
the blue sky, lovely as they are. In the heavenly bodi es we have before us
“"the perpetual presence of the sublinme."” They are so i mense and so far
away, and yet on soft summer nights "they seem | eaning down to whisper in
the ear of our souls." [15]

“"A man can hardly lift up his eyes toward the heavens," says Seneca,
"W t hout wonder and veneration, to see so many mllions of radiant |ights,
and to observe their courses and revolutions, even without any respect to
t he common good of the Universe.™

Who does not synpathize wth the feelings of Dante as he rose fromhis
visit to the I ower regions, until, he says,

"On our view the beautiful |ights of heaven
Dawned t hrough a circular opening in the cave,
Thence issuing, we again beheld the stars.”

As we watch the stars at night they seemso still and notionless that we
can hardly realize that all the tinme they are rushing on with a velocity
far far exceeding any that man has ever acconpli shed.

Li ke the sands of the sea, the stars of heaven have ever been used as an
appropriate synbol of nunber, and we know that there are sone 75, 000, 000,
many, no doubt, with planets of their owm. But this is by no neans all.
The floor of heaven is not only "thick inlaid with patines of bright
gold," but is studded also with extinct stars, once probably as brilliant
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as our own sun, but now dead and cold, as Helnholtz tells us our sun
itself will be sonme seventeen mllions of years hence. Then, again, there
are the conmets, which, though but few are visible to us at once, are even
more nunerous than the stars; there are the nebul ae, and the countl ess

m nor bodies circulating in space, and occasionally visible as neteors.

Nor is it only the nunber of the heavenly bodies which is so overwhel m ng;
their magnitude and di stances are al nost nore inpressive. The ocean is so
deep and broad as to be alnost infinite, and indeed in so far as our
imagination is the limt, so it my be. Yet what is the ocean conpared to
the sky? Qur globe is little conpared to the giant orbs of Jupiter and
Saturn, which again sink into insignificance by the side of the sun. The
sun itself is alnost as nothing conpared with the dinensions of the solar
system Sirius is calculated to be a thousand tines as great as the Sun,
and a mllion tinmes as far away. The solar systemitself travels in one
regi on of space, sailing between worlds and worlds, and is surrounded by
many ot her systens as great and conplex as itself; and we know that even
t hen we have not reached the limts of the Universe itself.

There are stars so distant that their |ight, though traveling 180, 000
mles in a second, yet takes years to reach us; and beyond all these are
ot her systens of stars which are so far away that they cannot be perceived
singly, but even in our nost powerful telescopes appear only as mnute

cl ouds or nebulae. It is, indeed, but a feeble expression of the truth to
say that the infinities revealed to us by Science,--the infinitely great
in the one direction, and the infinitely small in the other,--go far
beyond anyt hi ng which had occurred to the unai ded i magi nati on of Man, and
are not only a never-failing source of pleasure and interest, but seemto
lift us out of the petty troubles and sorrows of Ilife.
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CHAPTER | X.

THE TROUBLES OF LI FE.

CHAPTER | X.

THE TROUBLES OF LI FE.

W have in life many troubles, and troubles are of many ki nds. Sone
sorrows, alas, are real enough, especially those we bring on ourselves,
but others, and by no neans the | east nunerous, are nere ghosts of
troubles: if we face themboldly, we find that they have no substance or
reality, but are nere creations of our own norbid imgination, and that it
is as true now as in the tine of David that "Man disquieteth hinself in a
vai n shadow. "

Sone, i1 ndeed, of our troubles are evils, but not real; while others are
real, but not evils.

"And yet, into how unfathomable a gulf the m nd rushes when the troubles
of this world agitate it. If it then forget its own light, which is
eternal joy, and rush into the outer darkness, which are the cares of this
worl d, as the m nd now does, it knows nothing el se but |anentations." [1]

"Athens," said Epictetus, "is a good pl ace, --but happiness is nmuch better;
to be free from passions, free from di sturbance."”
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