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+ Skilful alike with tongue and pen,
He preach’d to all men everywhere
The Gospel of the Golden Rule,
The New Commandment given to men,
Thinking the deed, and not the ereed,
‘Would help us in our utmost need.
‘With reverent feet the earth he trod,
Nor banish’d nature from his plan,
But studied still with deep research
To build the Universal Church,
Lofty as is the love of God
And ample as the wants of man.”’— ellow
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PREFACE BY THE EDITOR.

Tee public are indebted for the present volume to Mr
‘Rurus LerenroN of Washington, whose selection of passages
from his owp phonographic notes of Mr Parker's discourses it
has been my duty to see through the press. In presenting
them to English readers I venture to*make a few observations
on the “ Lesson from the World of Man,” which may be derived
{rom the phenomenon of such a series of orations as that of
which these notes preserve the fragments,

In Mr Félix Pécaut’s very admirable book, I’ dvenir du Théisme
Chrétien, he observes: “Truth, especially moral truth, ought to
be communicative ; whoever has found it ought to feel at once
glad and morally bound to share it with his fellows. I distrust
any religious idea which men keep to themselves on the pretext
that the times are not ripe, and men’s minds not prepsared for
it. If Theism be true, then it answers better than super-
naturalism to the wants of every soul, and consequently gives
more moral force and more religious happiness.” The battle of
Theism (he says again) will be won on the day in which one
theist lives up to the full measure of his faith; yet can no man
learn all that a religion has in it of power, till he shares it with
his brother and experiences its influence under the natural con-
ditions of social worship and common sympathies.

The lesson is one we meed in England no less than in
France, and the result of Theodore Parker's courage in speak-
ing out the truth which was in him and in uniting men in
purely theistic religious services is the corroboration of its
veracity. It is small marvel that we should hear, as the writer
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bas done continually, both from New-England and the Western -
States, “ Parker’s influence grows daily. It is greater now
than it was even while he lived.” Such seed as he sowed
could not but germinate in the ground of a thousand hearts.
Parker’s gifts were indeed great, his eloquence and the vast

Tearning which freighted it; but his fearless konesty was the
- true source of his power. He gave to his congregation his own

real thought;such as with hard toil he had dug out from the
mine; making no attempt to steep it in any solution of old
dogmatic phraseology whereby it might be coloured for popular
acceptance, but offering it as he found it, in the nature of man.
And the hearts of his hearers rejoiced to receive it. Bigots and '
pedants cried out against him in America, and timid and rever- -
ent souls, who are not bigots or pedants, sometunes murmur
against his books in England, that he broke too'.completely
with the past, and laid his hand too roughly,—not indeed on the
Ark of God,—but on the staves by which it had been upborne so
long, on the bells of the priests’ vestments, mayhap on some golden
calf or teraphim hidden beneath the curtains of the tabernacle.
But such charges refute themselves to every one who will study
his works, not in the short phrases which may be culled here and
there by inimical critics, but in’ the large aspect of a whole
series of sermons, such as those from which these notes are
taken,—sermons breathing in every page -a reverence for all
things truly sacred in heaven and earth, which we may seek in
vain to parallel among the writings of the most exuberantly de-
ferential of our divines.

The lesson I would draw from this book and the known
results of the great discourses it records for us, is briefly this.
Theism, when honestly and plainly set forth, finds clear response
in the moral and religious consciousness of mankind. No one,
I believe, can read these Notes and not feel that one after
another strikes a chord deep in our intuitions of the Good and
the True, which perhaps had never vibrated before, but which, once
struck, proves the most perfect harmony. The great principles
of Theism applied to each department of human life, to morals,
polities, history, science, nay, even to art and literature, every-
where bring out results which only do not startle us because
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they seem as if we must always have known them. This evi-
dence—which Coleridge made the ‘test of the veracity of the
Bible, and which applies to the Bible only just so far and no
further than the Bible teaches Theism—is of a kind to prevail
day by day more in men’s minds in proportion as they can find
such developments of the absolute religion plainly set forth.
‘We need books which shall deal fearlessly with their various
themes from the true stand-point of the writer, and not from
the conventional stand-point of semi-orthodoxy which our
moralists, politicians, poets, and even men of science per-
petually assume, to the partial concealment of their own con-
victions and the entire loss of that great good they might effect
by out-spoken sincerity. - What we want to know in England
at this moment is what each man and woman is really thinking,
not merely what each is willing fo appear to think. The
migery of mental and religious solitude which thousands of
young hearts are now enduring, would be changed to the hap-
piest encouragement could they know how many have shared all
their doubts and passed beyond them to serenmer faith. The
loss of warmth and power which the strongest of us must de-
plore, would be made up in a day could it be brought home to
us how all around us are men and women struggling like our-
selves to live a noble and holy life without any of those aids
which hitherto have built up human piety.

There are millions in our land who still believe in the old
creed under one or other modification, and know not, or refuse -
to know, that its foundations are undermined by the philo-
sophy, the criticism, and the science of the age. There are
thousands more who are aware of the dangers to which their
faith is exposed, but who honestly believe that those dangers
. will sooner or later be repelled, and that traditional Christianity
will for ever be the salvation of our race. To neither of these
classes of porsons does the lesson of Parker’s life and work-
apply. But there is a third class in England, in France, in
Germany, and America,—to how many it may amount, the Seer
of hearts only knows,—who do not believe in the old traditional
creed, and are perfectly persuaded that it cannot survive the
attacks which every day multiply against it, and which in
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time to come,—be it sooner, be it centuries hence,~must leave
it-among the systems of the past. Now neither these persons
nor any others imagine that Europe (or hardly even Asia now)
will ever bow to a new. Prophet or mew traditional faith, If.
Christianity be doomed, the choice of the future lies between
Theism as a Religion, or such systems of philosophy, Pan-
theistic or Positive, as cannot. merit the name of Religion at
all. He who believes in God, must also believe that mankind
will pever be allowed wholly to turn from His worship; but
none may decide that a period of darkness and atheism such
as the world has never yet known, may not be possible ; may
not even now be approaching. 'What are the human means
by which such awful desolation may be avoided, and by which
there may be substituted for it an era of light? How is
the tendency of thought during the next half-century to
be determined towards Faith instead of towards hopeless scep-
ticism ? How is the fire of warm religious feelings to be kept
alive in the hearts in which it now burns, but which lack all
natural fanning breath of human sympathies? How are the
children around us to be prepared for the great struggle which,
in their day if not in ours, must surely' come, and be provided
with such shields of invulnerable faith in God and Duty and
Immortality, as may withstand the fiery darts of scepticism ?
To all these questions there is but one reply. The way by
which the tendency of thought can be directed God-wards and
not earth-wards,—the way in which piety can be nourished in
our own hearts,—the way in which our children may be armed
for the future, is the same. -On every man and woman it lies to .
follow it. If we have ceased to believe in the traditional faith,
and ceased to hope that it can be permanently retained by man-
kind, then our plain and simple duty is to acknowledge that
we do so—to acknowledge it to God and our souls first, to our
friends and our little world ere long. It may be our influence
is great, it may be that it is so small that it seems to us utterly
of no account. But, great or small, our solemn responsibility is
to use it in perfect honesty and simplicity of word and deed for
the support of what we believe to be true. The trial is severe,
for it involves the loosening (if not the breach) of the most
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precious ties of affection with those who hold by the old creed,
and who too often will pardon the most grievous. unfaithfulness
to what they know to be our convictions, and resent’ only our
sincerity in acting up t0 them according to our light. But
such trials, great as they are, bring with them their reward, a
reward worth the loss even of the best of friends. If it be
true, as the philosophic writer whom I quoted above avers,
that no man can experience all the power of a religion till he
shares it with his fellows in social worship and natural human
sympathy, it is also true that neither does aly man know the
, = full meaning of his faith, or its power to support and bless, till
he has borne his witness to it—perchance with some sacrifice—
before God and the world.
F. P C

North Wales, Nov. 1864,



PREFACE.

Tuk last time that I saw Mr Parker, just previous to
his leaving Boston for the West Indies, in the latter part of
January, 1859, while he was making his final arrangements, not
only for the immediate voyage, but with a view to the possi-
bility of his never returning, I said to him that I should be
glad to publish a volume of selections from my phonographic
notes of his sermons,—taken down from Sunday to Sunday, as
they were delivered during several years previous. He gave his
cordial assent to the proposal, and afterwards alluded to it
several times in his correspondence with me and with others,
during the year that followed, while vainly seeking the restor-
ation of his health in foreign lands.

Shortly before I made this suggestion he had written to me
thus: “It has been a great comfort to me often to think that
after I have passed away some of my best things might still be
collected from my rough notes and your nice photograph of the
winged words. The things I value most are not always such as
get printed.”

The book was commenced long since, but, from various con-
siderations, its completion has been delayed until this time.
Since whatever of truth or instruction it may contain is as appli-
cable at this day as at any other, it is believed that this post-
ponement has not impaired its value.

The selections have been made from the sermons of ten years,
extending from 1849 to 1859, and embrace a wide range of
topics. A few of them have before appeared in print, having
been copied out for the newspapers of the day, at the time of
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TIE MATERIAL WORLD

AND

MAN'S RELATION THERETO.

THE GRANDEUE OF THE NATURAL WORLb-

TaE natural world which a man lives on and lives by—
I mean the material world of nature all about us—is the
sameo thing to all who live in the same latitude and place.
And what a grand world it is! I do not wonder that our
old German ﬂathen fathers, and s0.many other heathens,
worshipped it. The ground under our feet is so firm-set
and solid, the heavens over our head are so magnificent,
the air about us is so bland when it is still, so powerful
when it is stirred into stormy motion,—what a world it
is! All day long there are the light, the clouds, the trees,

the waters, -
. ¢ Never weary of flowing
. Under the Sun,”
the winds,
’ ¢ Never weary of fleeting,
Since Time has begun,”

All night long the good God shepherds the stars in.the
wide pasture of heaven; He goeth before them, leadeth
them out, calleth every star by name, and they know His
yoice, the motherly voice of the good Shepherd of the
universe, to whom each star is a little lamb, fed and folded
by the infinite presence of Him '

" % Who doth preserve the stars from wrong.”
1



2 THE MATERIAL WORLD

This natural world is a glory and a delight,
¢ A thing of beauty, and a joy for ever.”” ‘

Men hard entreated with toil, or chasing after pleasure,
after honour,.after riches, after power, catch glimpses of it
by stealth, as it were, as the ox at-the plough reaches oub
from the yoke, and, hard-breathing, licks up a morsel of
grass. So, many men see the world of nature, and get,
now and then, a mouthful of beauty. We all get some-
thing of its use, for we not only live on it, as a foundation,
but by it, as food and shelter.

This nataral world is “a cupboard of food and a cabinet
of pleasure;” as an old poet quaintly puts it. 'All sorts
of things are therein stored up for present or future use.
On the lower shelves, which the savage man can reach to,
there are the rudest things,—acorns, roots, nuts, berries,
wild apples, fish, and flesh. Higher up there are corm,
salt, wool, cotton, stones with fire to be beaten out of
them by striking them together; then live animals of
various sorts; next, metals, iron, copper, silver, gold,
and the like,—all ready to spring into. man’s hand, and
serve him, when he can reach up to them and take them
down. A little further up there are things to adorn the
body,—¢chre to paint the cheeks, feathers to trim the
head, rubies and diamonds, and many a twisted shell, still
further to ornament and set off the world; all sorts of
finery for the Nootka Sound female and the Parisian
woman. Still higher up are laid the winds to grind man’s
corn, waters 0 saft his meal; and above these are coals
waiting to become fire, and o be made the force of oxen,
winds, rivers, and men. Yet higher up lie the gases
which are to light a city, or take away the grief of a
wound, and make a man invulnerable and invincible to
pain. Higher still are things which no man has climbed
up to and looked on as yet:, There they lie, shelf rising
above shelf, gallery above gallery, and the ceiling is
far out of the telescopic sight of the. farthest-sighted
man. A short savage, like King Philip of Pokanoket,
looks on the lower shelves and takes what he wants,—a
" club, a chip of stone, & handful of sea-shells, a deer-skin, &
bit of flesh, a few ears of corn,—and is content with them,
and thanks God for the world he lives in. But the civilized



AND MAN'S RELATION THERETO, 3

man who has grown as tall as Captain Ericsson reaches
higher, and takes down cattle power, wind power, water
power, steam power, lightning power, and hands them
to the smaller boys, to us who have not yet grown up to
_reach so high. Some of the tallest-minded of the human
tribe stand on tip-toe and look up as high as they can see,
and then report to us the great machinery and astrono-
mical wheel-work which keeps the sun and moon in their

lace ; or report of the smaller machinery, the nice chem-
ical and electrical gearing which holds the atoms of a peb-
ble together, and whereby the great world grows grass
for oxen and corn for men. This is as high as any mortal
man has got as yet; and it is a great way to climb from
the acorn on the bottom shelf up to the celestial mechanics
on the upper shelf, which Newton and La Place are only
tall enough to look over and handle. :

Such is the natural world that we live on and by. Itis
the home of us all, and the dear God is the great house-
keeper and the ever-present mother therein. He lights
the fires every morning, and puts them out every night;
yes, hangs up the lamps, and makes -it all snug for the
family to sleep in, beneath His motherly watchfulness all
night long, till the morning fire awakes again, and glitter-
ing along the east, shines into His children’s brightening
eyes.

y’.I'hits world of nature is meant for all. The sun shines
on the evil and the good, and the rain rains on the just
and the unjust. The same ground is under General
Pierce and his pig, and the same heavens are over the
astronomer and his dog; and dog and astronomer, pig
and president, all live on, live under, live in the same
natural world, and the All-Bountiful is father and mother
to them all, not over-honouring the astronomer, not un-
dervaluing the dog or the swine. And yet what a very
different world it is to pig and president, to dog and as-
tronomer. To such as look only at the lower shelves, it
is a dull, hard, prosy world. To those who reach up to
fashion and finery, to the nicknacks of nature, it is a dainty
show of pretty things, & sort of great Vanity Fair, where
Mrs Jezebel and Mr Absolom are to adorn and make
themselves comely. To others, who see the great uses in
the power of things, the great loveliness in the beanty of

1
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things, the great wisdom in the meaning of things,—it is
& serious -world, very serious; but a lovely world, very
lovely ; and a divine world, very divine; full of God’s
power, God’s wisdom, God’s justice, God’s beauty, and
God’s love, running out into the blossoms of the ground
and the blossoms of the sky; the whole universe a great
manifold flower of God, who holds it in His own right
hand.

- It always seemed to me that this material world pro«
phesied something a great many times greater and grander
than the highest man had yet seen or told of. I do not
believe that God made this grand world of nature as the
background fo a little dwarfish picture of spirit. The
great power of nature, the great beauty of nature, and its
great sense, are all prophetic of a power; beauty, and
sense which matter knows not of, which it will take great
ihen and great generations of great men to fulfil and ac-
complish. But it will one day be. It will take place in the
golden ages, which are not behind us, but before us, and
which are to be reached by your toil, and your prayer,
and your thought, and sweat, and watching. I love to
read the prophecy which God himself has writ in the
world of nature. Every piece of coal, every bit of irom,
why, it was a prophecy of steam-engines and steam-ships,
if men had only the wit to read the oracle. And so this
natural world with its powers, its beauty, its meaning,
why, it is a prophecy of a great human world that is to
come, whereof the Isaiahs, the Socrates’, the Jesug’,
and the Newtons, were only the prophets who foretold
the beginning of the golden ages that are to come,

LAW IN THE WORLD OF MATTER.

Ix the universe all is done according to law, by the re-
gular and orderly action of the forces thereof; there is a
constant mode of operation which never changes. No-
thing is done by human magic, nothing by divine miracle,
Religious poets tell us that God said in Hebrew speech,
“Let the earth be!?’ and it was, forthwith., “Let the
waters bring forth fish, the air fowls, and the earth cattle!”’
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~and it was done. But when you consult the record of
the earth itself, you find that the six days’ miracle of the
poet are millions of years’ work of the divine forces of the
universe. These forces are always adequate to achieve
their divine purpose, with no miraculons help, no inter-
vention, no new creation of forces, and in that immense
book of space whose leaves date back through such vast
periods of time, there is not a single miracle recorded ; not
once does it appear that God intervened and changed the
normal action of any single thing.

. One star differs from another star in glory—not at all
in the perfect keeping of every law of its existence as a
star,

S8CIENCE DEPENDENT UPON LAW IN THE WORLD OF MATTER.

Tue law of the world of matter is knowable by man, and
when his thought comprehends that, the world of matter
is manageable by his toil, and he can use its forces to
serve his end. This power of science depends not only on
the mind itself, but on the nice relation between that and
the world of matter outside. What if this world of mat-
ter were-—as the ministers oftentimes tell us it is—a bun-
dle of incoherent things, no constant law in force therein,
God intervening by capricious miracle, to turn a stick into
a snake, water to blood, dust to flies and creeping things,
mud to frogs, and ashes to a plague on beasts and men ;
what if He sent miraculous darkness which could be felt,
to revenge Him on some handful of wicked men; what if
by miracle He opened the sea and let a nation through,
‘and then poured the waters back on the advancing foe;
what if the rocks became water, and the heavens rained
bread for forty years; what if the sun and moon stood
still and let a filibustering troop destroy their foe ; what if
iron swam at some man’s command ; what if a whale en-
gulfed a disobedient prophet who fled from God’s higher
law, and kept him three days shut up, till he made a great

oetic psalm; what if a son were born with no human
};ther, and could by miracle walk on the waves as on dry
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land, feed five thousand men with five little barley loaves,
and have in reserve twelve baskets-full of broken bread ;
what if he could still the winds and the waters with a
word, rebuke disease, restore the lame and the blind at a
touch, and wake the dead with “Lazarus, come forth !
‘Why! science would not be possible ; there would be no-
thing but stupid wonder and amazement, and instead of
the grand spectacle of a universe, with law everywhere,
thought waking reason everywhere, and stirring Newton
to write the Principia of Natural Science, Linnaus to de-
scribe the systems of plants, La Place to cipher out the
mechanics of the sky, Kant to unfold the metaphysics of
man and the philosophy of human history, and the mas-
terly intellect of Cuvier to classify the animal kingdom,—
mankind thereby growing wiser, and still more powerful,
—we should have a priest’s world of capricious chaos,
some prophet going up to heaven on his own garment,
some witch careering on a broom, and man vulgarly
staring, as in a farmer’s yard a calf stands gaping at some -
new barn-door. What is the world of monkish legend,
the world of the Arabian Nights’ Entertainments, the
world of the Catholic Church, the world of the Calvinistic
Church, or of the popular theology of our times, compared
with the grand world which God has made it,~—stars mil-
lions of millions of miles away loocking down on these
flowers at my side, and all the way between, law, order,
never once & miracle, and all thid so wondrously and ten-
_derly related to man’s mind !

THE RELATION OF SMALL THINGS TO GREAT. .

Look at this clothed congregation, and see whence all
this vast array of handsome dress has been gathered up !
Part of it came from the backs of fur-clad beasts, which
‘only polar cold can bear ; the linen grew up from the cool
temperate soil ; tropic heat furnished the cotton; the little
silkworm has spun the substance of appropriate - trees,
which change their leaves to covering for the Adams and
Eves of civilization. Various colours, which more than

imitate the rainbow, have been gathered from the veget«
. 1
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able, animal, and mineral worlds ;—and all these depend,
directly, on the structural character of the globe itself.
As the rainbow is the child of the sun and cloud, nursed
by lightning, waited on by gravitation, and girted into
handsome shape by the spheric globe itself, so yonder
bonnet, the triumph of the milliner’s art and the wearer’s
taste, is daughter of vegetation and animation, grand-child
of the mineral world, which dowers it with such handsome
hues, and in strict geologic descent, traces its aristocratic
lineage back to the earth’s attractional orbit, and the con-
stitution of the solar system. A little change in that far-
off ancestry, and there conld not be a bonnet in Boston to- -
day, more than a woman to wear it, or & young man to
Yook delighted therean.

MIND IN THE WORLD OF MATTER.

‘We peiceive everywhere proofs of Intelligence in the
world of matter,—a something which knows and wills,
It is not brute force, acting without knowledge and will,
but an intelligent power, working by means well under-
stood, continually directed to certain ends, which were
meant to take place. .

This intelligence let us call by the name of Mind, a
power which knows without process of thought, wills
without hesitation and choice; not mind with human
limitations, but absolute.

The evidences of this mind are to be seen on every
hand; on a large scale, in the structural plan of the
whole solar system,—for every orb moves for ever in its
calculated track, which is shaped by the joint action of
the sun and every planet, all of which act constantly
by their law of motion ; seen also in the structure of the
earth, in its complicated form, in the arrangement of its
great divisions of matter into air, water, land, and in the
special composition of each of these, and the fitness of
each for its special function. And on & small scale, you
Bee the same power of mind in the formation of crystals,
the growth of plants, and the insects which live thereon.

Study the leaf of an orange-tree : what wisdom is dis-

~
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Played in its structure; how admirable its architecture;
‘what nice frame-work, what exquisite finish ; how intels
ligibly are the elements combined in its chemistry ; how
the power of vegetation assimilates the particles of earth,
‘air, water, whereby it grows into a plant! What a func.
tion the leaf has to perform,—this little mason, building
‘up the stem of the free, and getting ready the substance
of its flower and fruit! See the apparatus by which the
plant breathes and gets 'its food! No city government
can get a steam-engine to pump water with such economy
as this little Miles Greenwood uses to keep itself always
fired up and ready for action.. ) Co
. Look at the aphis which has its world on this little leaf!
See with what mtelligence the same mind has fashioned
this minute creature; what organs he has to satisfy his
individual wants ; -what power to perpetuate his race,
wherewith he takes hold on eternity, forward and back-
ward. Behind him he has a line of ancestors reaching
beyond Noah, Methuselah, and Adam. Study his internal
structure ; how wonderful the means which conspire to
form his insect life! No municipal government is carried
on with such wisdom. How admirable must be that con-
stitution which gives unity of action to all his members,
all working as one, and secures variety of action to each,
individual freedom for each special .member! It is so
everywheére in the world of matter.

Now turn over that great volume wherein for many .
million years the Daily Journal and Evening Transcript of
the world appear, each leaf bound in stone ; study through
this Old Testament of ages past, and in every page, in
-every line, in each letter, do you find the same mind,
power of knowledge and will, and that power is constant
“in all time which this great earthen book keeps record of,
and it is continuous in all space whereof its annals tell.
The more comprehensively things are studied on a great
:scale, the more vast this mind appears in its far-reaching
scope of time and space, The more minutely things are
inquired after on & small scale, the more delicate appears
this mind in its action. The solar system is not too big
for it to grasp and hold, nor the eye of an aphis too small
for it to finish off and provide for. :
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POWER, LAW, AND MIND, IN THE UNIVERSE,

Tee whole universe of matter is a great mundane
psalm to celebrate the reign of Power, Law, Mind. Fly
through the solar system from remotest Neptune to the
Sun,~—power, law, mind, attend your every step. Study
each planet, it is still the same,—power, law, mind. Ask
every little orange leaf, ask the aphis that feeds’ thereon,
ask the insect corpses lying by millions in the dead ashes
of the farmer’s peat fire, the remains of mollusks which
gave up the ghost millions of years before man trod the
globe,—they all with united voice answer still the same—
power, law, mind. In all the space from Neptune to the
Sun, in all the time from the. silicious shell to the orange
leaf of to-day, there is no failure of that power, no break
of that law, no cessation in.its.constant mode of operation,
no single error of that mind, whereof all space is here, all
time 18 mow. So the world is witness continually to-

ower, to never-failing law, to mind that is everywhere ;
as witness to that ever-present Power which men call
God. Look up, and reverence ;. bow down, and trust !

Every rose is an autograph from the hand of the Al.
mighty God. On this world about us He has inscribed
His thought, in those marvellous hieroglyphs which- sense
and science have been these many thousand years seeking

to understand. The universe itself is a great autograph
of the Almighty. ‘

DIVINE LOVE IN THE WORLD OF MATTER,

TaE average age of this andience is perhaps some forty
years; perhaps the human race has been on the earth a
thousand times as long. Well, forty thousand years is
not so large a proportion of this earth’s existence as my
hour’s sermon 1s of mankind’s existence. But, as Sirius
is far from the earth in space, so far from you and me in

time is the be%mm.ng of the material history of the earth,
which the geologist finds written in the sacred codex of
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the world—the Old Testament of God, written by Him in
tables of real stone. Yet, in that far time, many millions
of millions of years away, was Mind controlling the power
of matter, by a constant mode of operation, to this end—
to Man,—and his relation to matter was provided then.
The size and shape of the earth and its attractional orbit
were then fixed ; the time of day and night, the constitu-
tion of the air, which lets the solar heat and light come in,
the provision for food, shelter, medicine, and tools, were
all so fixed that they were sure to come, each in its proper
time,—the stone first for the wild man, and for the enlight-
ened the electric telegraph which runs beneath the sea.

In all that space and time, there is no cessation of power,
law, mind, whereof Earth’s records tell; God immanent
always, not once withdrawn. And in that mighty space,
that immense of time, there is not the record of a single
miracle or departure from law. God ever present, never
intervenes ; acting ever by law, a miracle becomes need-
less, and also impossible. Look at all this in its vast
greatness in time and space, then consider the delicacy of
that Providence, and see how nicely the eye is fitted to
light; and consider this mighty space and this immense
time are so with delicacy filled up ; and then, if it is power,
law, mind, which moves our astonishment at first, the
deeper second thought is the love which animates that
mind to use that power, and by that law achieve the dear
blessing which the motive of God at first desired,—the
blessing for you and me, and every living thing. Forego
that transcendant truth of the perfection of the relation of
matter and man which I deduce from the idea of God as
infinite perfection, and the very fact of that relation leads
us to infer, not only power, law, mind, but that dear love
which sends the sun so sweetly round the world—

¢ From seeming evil still educing good,

And better thence again, and better still,
In infinite progression.”

THE EFFECT OF MATERIAL CIRCUMSTANCES ON ANIMALS.

SkE the effect of material circumstances on animals, In
the spring, warm weather brings out the flies, gnats, and
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gwgrms of other insects; and they will multiply just in
proportion to the genislity of the weather and the supply
of their food. More requires more, and less requires less ;
and the multiplication of insect life is exactly in proportion
to the means of its support. With the increase of insects,
- there will come an increase of the purple marten, the
swallow, and other birds that feed thereon. Let a cold
summer kill the insects, and the martens will disappear.
Napoleon Bonaparte multiplied beasts of prey and birds
of rapine. They fed on the wreck of armies that went to
pieces under his hand ; and Napoleon Bonaparte was the
great father of wolves and vultures, because he furnished
the material conditions which gave them birth, as much
as if he had sat on the vulture’s nest, and brooded her
eggs with his own selfish bosom.

Y

RESERVED POWER.

Everywreee in the world there is an exhibition of
power, force active to-day. Everywhere, likewise, thereis
a reserve of power, force waiting for to-morrow. Force js
potent everywhere, but latent as well. All men see the
active power, all do not see the power which waits till it
comes of age to do its work. .

In order to get the general analogy of the universe to
bear upon this particular matter in hand, the power of
progressive development in the human race, look at the
plainest examples of this reserved power in nature. All
around us the fields lie sleeping under their coverlet of
frost. Only the mosses, the lichens, and other cryptogamy
have any green and growing life. Every hide-bound
tree has taken in sail, and sent dowh its topmast, housed
the rigging, and lies stripped there in bay, waiting for
navigation to open in March and April. Even the well-
clad bear has coiled himself up for his hybernating sleep
all winter long ; the frogs and snakes and toads have hid
their heads; the swarms of insects all are still. Nature
has put ber little ones to bed.

 Hush, my babe ! lie still and slumberl
Holy angels guard thy bed,
Heavenly blessings without number
Rest upon thy infant head !*
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This is the evening cradle-song wherewith Nature lulls
the reptile, insect, bear, and tree, to their winter sleep,

Look at the scene next June. What life in the ground,
in the trees spreading their sails to every wind, in the
reptiles, in the insects! Nature wakens her little ones in
the new morning, and sends them out to the world’s great
vineyard to bear the burthen in the heat of the day, sure of
their penny at its end.

What a reserve of power lies in the ground under our
feet, in the silent throat of every bird, in the scale-clad
buds on oak and apple-tree!] What energy sleeps in thak
hybernating bear, who in spring will come out from his
hole in the Green Mountains, and woo his shaggy mate,
and ere long rejoice in the parenta.l Jjoys of home, :

¢ His wee bit ingle blinkin’ bonnily,
“~ His clean hearth- -stane, his thriftie wifie’s-smile.”

A few years ago men brought from Egypt to Tuscany
_some grains of wheat which a farmer had laid up thirty-five
or forty hundred years ago. They put it in the ground in
Italy, and the power which those little grains had kept so
long waked up bright, and grew wheat there, just as if
nothing -had happened since Sesostris marched his Egyp-
tians, and set up pillars and temples from Asia Minor to
the Indus, which Herodotus saw two-and-twenty hundred
years ago. All the coffee plants in America, it is said,
have come from two little trees which a Dominican priest
‘brought here from Spain ; and when the ship was on short
allowance for water, he d1v1ded his pint a day, taking a
half-pint for himself, and sparing a gill for each of his
trees ; and so they lasted and were planted in Saint Do-
mingo, and now they are spread all over the troplc con-
tinent.

Three hundred years ago New-England was a wilder-
ness, with wild beasts howling in the forests, and thirty
thousand lazy; half-naked Indians howling wilder than the
beasts. Idle rivers ran idly to an idle sea, flapping to the
moon’s attraction, as restless and as lazy as a summer
cloud. Then New-England was shaggy with awful woods,
the only garment of the savage land. In April the wind-
flower came out, and the next month the maple saw his
red beauties reflected in the Connecticut and the Merrimac,
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In June the water.lily opened her fragrant besom. Who
gaw it ? Only here and there some young squaw, thinking
of her dusky lover, turned to look at its beauty, or the
long-lipped moose came down in the morning, and licked
up its fragrance from the river’s breast ; and otherwise the
maple bloomed and blushed unseen, and the lily wasted its
sweetness on the desert air.

Now civil-suited New-England has gardens, orchards,
fields, is nicely girded with earthen and iron roads, and
jewelled all over with cities and fair towns. The shaggy
wood has been trimmed away, and is only .

o A gearf about her decent shoulders thrown??

Three millions of men are snugly cradled in New-Eng.
land’s lap. The winds have been put to work. The
%;fmnd, so lazy once, has no Sunday but the winter now.

o rivers have been put out to apprentice, and become

blacksmiths, paper-makers, spioners, and weavers. The
ocean is & constant ferryman, always at work, fetching and
carrying between the corners of the world. Even the light-
ninilms been called in from his play-ground, and set to
work ; he must keep the side-walk now when he travels,
for we regulate the police of the sky; Dr Franklin began
that work. The lightning must no longer burn up meet-
ing-houses,—a favourite errand which the devil used to
send him on of old time, as Cotton Mather said,—he must
keep the peace now; swift-footed, he must run of errands
for the family, We say “ Gol” and the lightning has
gone ; “Come | and the lightning is at our hand; “ Do
this ! ? and the lightning sets about it.
- Now the difference between the New-England of three
hundred years ago and the New-England of to-day wasall a
reserved power once. The Merrimac was the same river
to the Indian that it is now to tho American ; the ground
and sky were the same; the earth does not secrete a dif-
forent form of lightning from that which of old crinkled
through the sky, uttering its thunder as it went.

The change in the human race from the beginning till
fiow is immensely greater than the change from the Mas-
sachusetts of red Governor Massasoit to the Massachusetts
of pale Governor Clifford. All the difference between the
first generation of men on earth—without house or gar:
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ment, without wife or speech, without consciousness of
God or ‘consciousness of self—and the most cultivated
society of religious men of England and America, was once
a power of progress which lay there in human nature. The
savage bore within him the germ of Michael Angelo, of La
Place, and Moses, and Jesus. The capability of the nine-
teenth century lay in the first generation of men, as the
New-England of to-day lay in the New-England of three
hundred years ago, or as the wheat of the Tuscan harvest
lay in those few Egyptian grains ; it lay there in the human
faculties, asleep, unseen, and unfelt, with the instinct of
progressive . development belonging thereto. All the
mighty growth of the Pagan civilization, of the Hebrew,
the Buddhistic, the Mahometan, and the Christian, lay
there unseen in man. A thousand years ago, who would
have dared to prophesy the industrial civilization of New-
England to-day ? - When Sir Francis Drake scoured the
seas, capturing every vessel that he could overmaster,
great pirate that he was, murdering the crews of Spanish
galleons, and burning them at sea after he had taken the
silver, when he landed on the coast of Peru and Chili, and
violated the women, and butchered the men, and burned
"the towns, leaving blackness and desolation bebind him,
and doing it for sport’s sake,—who would have dared to
prophesy the peaceful commerce which, under the two-fold -
Anglo-Saxon flag of England and America, now covers the
ocean with the white blossom of the peace of the nine-
teenth century? Nobody would have dared to prophesy
this in the days of Sir Francis Drake.

But, is this progress to stop here? Have the average
nations reached the capacity of mankind ? Have the most
enlightened nations exhausted the capacity for human im-
provement? Has the foremost man of all the world drank
dry the cup of humanity ? Newton, Humboldt, Moses,
Jesus,—they have only scooped out and drank & handfal
of water from the well which opens into that vast ocean of
faculties which God created, the mighty deep of human
nature.

How has the civilization of the world thus far been
achieved ? By the great men coming together, a thousand
years ago, and saying, ¢ Let us advance mankind”? The
great men were not great enough for that. It has taken
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place in the providence of God, who, from perfect motives,
of perfect material, for a perfoct purpose, as perfect means,
created this human nature, put into 1t this reserve of
power, put about it this reserve of material elements,
wherewith to make a Jacob’s ladder to clamber continually
upwards toward God, our prayer being the hand which
reaches up, while our practice is the foot which sustains
the weight which the prayer steadies. There is no end to
this power of progressive development in' man, at least
none that you and I can discover. '

THE ABUNDANCE OF BEAUTY IN THE WORLD.

Oxng of the most remarkable things in the world is the
sbundance of beauty; of what not only feeds, clothes,
and outwardly serves the material needs of man, but also
E}fases the sense and soul, feeding and comforting the

er and nicer faculties of man. By the instinct of self-
preservation we cling, all of us, to the material side of na-
ture, and are thereby fed and nestled and warmed in body ;
but while doing this we catch sight of Nature’s beauty also,
and are contented in a higher sort, nestled yet more ten-
derly. As the hungry Jews, in the Old Testament story,
went to bed grumbling, and rose the next morning mnot
knowing how or whence to break their fast, and behold; .
there lay the manns, clean as new frost on the ground,
saying as plain as food could say,  Come now, yo unbe-
lievers, eat und be fed ! ”? so this angels’ bread of beauty,
which, “like manna, hath the taste of all in it,”” lies on the
ground under our feet; it lodges on the bushes in the
country, clings to the city walls, and is always falling from
the sky. God, after setting before us what we turn into
bread, and garments, and houses, and musical instruments,
and books, gives us the benediction of Beanty as an unex-
pected grace after meat. ’

The commonest things in the world are adorned, not
with ornaments which are put on, but with beauty which
grows out of their substance, which affects their form and
shines through every lineament. The grass which springs
op in the cracks of city streets, or which in meadows the
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farmer’s ox licks up by handfuls, the delight of the ¢attle,
who twice enjoy their food—what a beautiful thing it is.
in shape, in colour how exceeding fair! How attractive
to the eyes are the grains, from the bearded bread of
horses, which loves the northern lands, to that queen of
cereal plants, southern born, and loving still the sun, the
Pocahontas of grains, the great Indian Empress of Corn!
The roots which the beasts and which men feed upon—
what homely and yet what comely things they are; nay,
the commonest of them all has in its homely shape a cer-
tain rather hard but masculine beauty and aftractiveness.
I cannot see them lying in heaps in the farmers’ fields, or
in waggon loads brought to market, the earth still cling-
ing to their sides, without reverence for that infinite wis-
dom which puts such beauty into such common things.
JHow handsome are the shapes of the apple, pear, peach,
quince, plum ; of the acorn, the nut, the pine cone, yea, of
every leaf, from the northern melon and thistle,down to
the proud palm which claps its hands beneath the tropics
to its Maker’s praise! How fair are all the seeds—those
which plump down into the ground, or which tangle them-
selves in the feathers of birds or the hair of oxen, and so
" are carried from place to place, or those which in their
gossamer balloons and parachutes float far off in every
breath of wind, scattering the parent beauty to spring
up in fragrant loveliness for ever fresh and for ever
new.

_ Even homely things have a certain beauty in their use,
Says one of the greatest of this day’s later prophets, ¢ De-
spise not the rig which man makes into paper, nor the
litter which the earth makes into corn.” When you look
at the uses of things, and see the relation even of the
homeliest and ugliest of these to the world about you,
there is a certain beaunty investing even things which are
most unattractive to the mortal eye. So at evening have
I seen a veil of silver spread itself over some little, drowsy,
vulgar New-England town, coming up just to the roofs of
the houses, leaving the village steeples and chimney-tops
above that cloud, and the dull town looked exceedingly
romantic ; and by-and-by the waning moon came up, and,
with a star or two beside her, rode through the blue above,
and looked down and enchanted into loveliness the vulgar
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town. Beneath that silver veil tired natu
and women were transficured with their dieamsg

Even in the city, in the commonest & i o%!yEaTY
little lonesome, small plants find board and 1Ngifig“iy tkel .
chinky stones, and lift their thin faces, and seem #g-wish, _-

morning to the rapid-stirring man or maid who knows
these little apostles and botanic Ministers at Large, who are
meant to evangelize the world, and are without staff or
scrip, and who never chide the unthankful passenger. The
fuci which float on the still waters, and fringe the timbers
of the wharves, are lovely and attractive things ; and yet
they are so little noticed that they have not yet got the wel-
come of an English name, and I must talk Latin when I
praise these humble things. The waters themselves, parting
and breaking into lovely forms before the reeking pink of
some Marblehead or Cape Cod fisherman, and closing again
behind it in foaming beauty, mark the sea with lovely lines
of sparkling light, by night orday. The prostrate timbers,
chafing with the tide, nsing and falling, decay into orna-
ments. Hateful things are transformed into animated
beauty, and the bird that falls dead by the wood-side or the
water-side, in a few weeks is transformed into flies, every
one burnished with loveliness, a buzzing and animated
rainbow in God’s morning sun. In the material world there
is nosuch thingasdeath, only change,asdayandnight change
tonight and day again. Time tinges the scarred mountain-
side with beauty, and paints every rock that the ocean leans
against with exquisite colours that charm the eye. On the
houses of the city in a fair day, and on the forms of men and
beasts, and all the moving panorama of the street, there
falls a light with beantiful eflect, which offers to the hurrying
passenger a spectacle of loveliness which varies all the day
and educates the mortal eye, and still more, teaches what sits
behind the eye and looks thence on the world, filling the
mind with cheap and tranquil beauty. Even in the town
Nature’s beauty never fails, and to her favourites she sings
for ever as she flies, by night or day. .

At night, how pleasantly comes on the heavenly spring,
and the celestial flowers begin to blossom. First come
those larger and more hardy, which put out their loveli-
ness and fringe the day, so that you would not know at
first if they were the autumnal blossoms of the day or the

2
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spring blossoms of the might. Then the more delicate
_posies of the sky come out, timid, trembling with loveli-
ness, and ere long the heavens celebrate a Whit Sunday,
and blossom all over with flowers; and all night long this
beauty rains its sweet influence down upon the world, a
dew of cooling loveliness, a charity of God to soéthe and
heal and bless. Boys in cities look up from the noisy
street at the large silent faces of the stars, and learn to
fancy, and to wonder too. In the country some fair-cheek-
ed maid, bidding herlover along-deferred and reluctant and
oft-repeated “ Good-night,” eyes that tranquil miracle, and
as his steps fade from her ear the heavenly beauty enters
to her soul, and over-gladdens with starry delight her bo-
som’s throbbing joy, and all night long she dreams her
tranquil prophecy ;—she and her lover both are stars, and,
married in heaven by the Great God himself,journey through
the night,

¢ Still quiring to the young-eyed cherubim.”

The early marketer, in rough garments, riding through
the darkness, bringing men’s bread to town, or he that
drives heavy oxen, bringing oxen’s food to town,

¢ Still by the vision splendid
Is on his way attended,”

and cheers the weary miles with such companionship as this.
The mariner on the Atlantic, stemming eastward, meets the
darkness which spots at once one half the globe, and with’
many an upward look and with many an inward thought,
sails through the night, thinking when some bright par-
ticular star will stand a moment over his home, and look
down on his new-born baby, cradled on its mother’s
breast. And then the morning hastens to meet it,"and so
the ring of darkness, fringed with beauty atits descending
or receding edge, moves slowly round the world, dotted
above with stars, and chequered below with more romantic
“dreams, and all night long these stars move round the cen-
tro of the world, each one a beauty and a mystery, and all
night long o’er city and field and sea, this hanging garden
blooms for old and young, and rich and poor,

¢ Out-blazening all earth’s wealthy Babylons.”
At length they fade away. The delicate posies of the
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night go first, and only a few great, hardy, venturesome
stars endure the near approach of day, their white light
gleaming through the morning red. Then they too pale
away and cease, leaving the solitary sun as monarch in the
desert sky. .

On earth men cultivate the flower of flame. The public
street blossoms all night through ; nay, in every house all
day. men keep the seed of fire, shut up perhaps in flint or
steel orin some chemist’s drugs; but as the sun withdraws
they sow the spark, and with vulgar tallow, oil, or coal, or
wood, rear up the lovely flower of flame, adorning with such
ornament their evening meal, turning its beanty to use, and
its use to beauty too.

In all these things the eternal beauty of the ‘world
speaks to us. Nay, to my mind they are windows where
through I look into the purposes of the eternal loving-
kindness and tender mercy. Do you suppose it was by
accident that God thus starred the earth and sky with
loveliness, and set angels in the sun, and ordained each

articular star as an evangelist of beauty ? I tell you, No!
ut in these hieroglyphs he publishes the wisdom and the
friendliness of the Infinite. ' :

Men sometimes think it is only rich men and lords and
kings and presidents that can own beauty. It is not
go. I own all the beauty of the stars. Blue-eyed Lyra is
mine; mine is the many-coloured morning ; and the ring
which marries day and night, its beauty is my own ; and
all the fair-shaped loveliness of grass, and root, and corn,
and leaf, and flower, and beast, and bird, and tree,—it is
all mine, entailed on me by the Great God before creation.
Yet my possession bars no other right. It is a philan-
thropic Eod who made the world,—the world itself a com-
monwealth, and all its beauty democratic, alms-giving of
the Almighty unto your heart and mine.

TOE BEAUTY OF THE WORLD A PROOF OF GOD’S LOVE.

Tae forces of nature are indeed wonderful. The more I
learn thereof, I am astonished still the more,—at the forces
all about us, which build up the mountains, which frame a

qe
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tree, or which spread out into the form of man; forces
agricultural, chemical, electrical, vital, spiritual, which man
slowly weaves to use for great purposes, turning nature
into humanity. But that is what I should expect; I see
that all this 18 necessary for the material comfort and ex-
istence of the world. But the abundance of beauty in the
world is what the wisest of men would not dare look for.
If you go to a farmer’s homestead, you expect to find what
belongs to his craft,—the tools wherewith he catches and
bridles and tames nature, direcfing and spurring the ground
to human work. In his whereabouts you look for oxen,
‘horses, sheep, swine, for ploughs and scythes, reaping and
threshing tools ; you expect corn in his granary, hay in his
barn, roots in his cellar, seeds laid by for years to come;
and in his wife’s department, you expect household articles,
dairy furniture, the smell of milk and new buiter. But if
you should find native shrubs set round his house, bloom-
ing in aboriginal loveliness, as New-England plants will,
all the year from April till October ; if you should find nicer
plants set under his window, if

¢ The jasmine clambers in flower o’er the thatch,
And the swallow chirps sweet from her nest in the wall,”

you would say, ¢ This man is a great way before his neigh-
bours, the wisest in his hundred.” When you go in, if,
in addition to agricultural and political newspapers and
farming books devoted to sober use, you should find a
basket-full of other books, volumes of poetry, the choicest
in the world,—Homer, Aschylus, Virgil, Dante, George
Herbert, Shakespeare, Milton, Burns, Wordsworth, Emer-
son,—a dainty garden wherein the other beauty of God
flowered in perpetual spring, and whither the farmer and
his household on Sundays, or on other days, turned in
and freshened their faces with such encounter, and held
communion with the eternal loveliness,—why, you would
* be astonished, and discover that this man is of kindred
to the great of earth.
Well, to me the world is just such a farmer’s homestead,
and the surprise of beauty is a perpetual astonishment,
showing me how rich is God in His motherly loving-kind-
“ness and tender mercy. It seems as if the Divine Love
conld never do enough for man. He satisfies the body’s
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needs with bread, clothing, lodging, medicine; there is a
cradle for the baby, a staff for the old man; and then the
Great Father flings in this wilderness of beauty for waking
men, and when slumber overtakes us a beauty more witch-
ing yet watches at the gates of the imagination, and with
beauty God blesses His beloved even in their sleep. Surely
there is & great Benefactor somewhere. And if the atheist’
will say that it is all chance, that it comes from nothing,
and means nothing,—why, he even must ; atleast, we must
let him. And if the popular theologians say it comes from
the wrath of an offended God, we must let them also have
their way. But in all this I see the loveliness of the Infi-
nite Father and Infinite Mother. Not a lichen scars the
rock, not & star flames in the sky, but it tells of the infinite
loveliness of the infinitely loving God.

THE ADAPTATION OF THE WORLD OF MATTER TO THE WANTS
OF MAN.

Ir is very plain that the world of matter has always fur-
nished man with all things needed at the time, and is so
made that it is continually modified by man to meet all his
progressive wants. The savage in New-England wanted
a forest and game, a wigwam to live in, wood for his bows
and arrows, acorns for his bread ; and the world furnished
him with these things. The Anglo-American, & civilized
man, wants a mill, roads of iron, glass windows, coal fires,
gas, a telegraph, portraits painted by the sun; and the
world of matter furnishes these things just as readily as it
furnishes bear-skins and acorns to Uncas. Once man only
wanted something to keep his feet off the ground while he
walked. Nature affords that, and he is satisfied for the
moment. Next he wants to ride, and not walk. Nature
gives him the ox and the ass. Then man wants to go a
Little faster, six or ten miles an hour. Nature says, * There
is the horse, sir, and the camel; catch as catch can.”’ Then
he wants a horse that will go forty or fifty miles an hour,
And Nature says, “ There is steam, my dear sir, catch that ;
there is lightning, put that in harness ; ride fifty or a hun-
dred miles if you will, and send your thought as fast asyon
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please, only make your road where you want to go, let
your thought lead the way, and the lightning of heaven
will be sure to follow.” Man wants to cipher. A smooth
stone on the beach helps him at first to calculate; then
- there are the diagrams which God has written above our
heads, and mankind studies the magnificent geometry of
the Almighty God in the heavens, which were the great
ciphering-board of Archimedes, Newton, La Place, and
Leverrier. Thus the outward world has got somewhere
everything which everybody needs for the use, enjoyment,
and development of all his faculties. The cupboard of
Nature is never bare. -

MAN’S POWER OVER THE WORLD THE RESULT OF WORK.

Max feels the force of circumstances, and longs for
power over the world. First he asks it by miracle, of God,
and tells how Moses crossed the Red Sea ; then by magic,
of the devil, and tells how witches ride a broom from Salem
to Marblehead. But this power of man comes of a differ-
ent kind. The Golden Age is no temptation of a devil,
offering bread instead of a stone ; no miraculous gift out-
right from God. This power over matter and human in-
stinct, this power to create new circumstances, comes by
work,—work of the body, work of the mind. Edenis not
behind us; Paradise is not a land of idleness which Adam
lost by his first free step. It is before us. It is the result
of toil; and that toil brings with it opportunity for the use,
development, and enjoyment of every faculty of the body,
every power of the mind. A poetic Hebrew said that
Moses led Israel throngh the Red Sea by miracle. Sup-
pose it were true; it were nothing in comparison with the
English Transportation Company, with a line of steamers
sailing each week, which carry Egyptians, Israelites, men
of all nations, and will insure any man’s property for a
penny in the pound. The New-England puritan told how,
by magic, a witch rode from Salem to Boston, the devil
before, and she behind, on the crupper of a broom ; and he .
looked up and trembled, and wished he had the power.
What was that in comparison with what we see every day,
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when, not & witch, bat lightning. rides, not the erapper of
a broom, but & permanent wire, from Boston to New York,
or where you will, and when it is not the devil, but a
scientific man who postilions the thought across the air?
What, I sy, is miracle, what is magic, what are the dreams
of miracle, the superstitions of magic, in comparison with
the results of plan work which God puts in car power?
Ask a miracle of God,—and there is no answer. The world
is the answer, and it lies before us. Ask magic of the
devil,—thers is none that moves the wind. Ask the -
result by thought and work, and the result comes.

Man wants a farm, and he asks for it,— Lord, give me
s farm,” in his prayer. Says the Father, * There is land
snd water ; make your farm just as you like it. Is not the
soil rich encugh?  There is sea-weed on the shore, lime
at Thomaston, guano at the Lobos Islands; make it as
rich as you like.” Man wants summer roses in the winter
hour; and the Lord says, * Rear them just as you will.”
He wants ships, and the Lord sends him to the mountaia
and mine, and under his plastic hand the mast grows in
the valley, and the hemp-field blossoms with sail-cloth.
He wants a factory, and the Merrimac is ready to turn
his wheels; wants schools, colleges, Ivcenms, libraries, and
the Infinite God says to him, * My little child, for these
there are the material means under your hand ; there are
the human means over your shoulders. Use them, make
what you like.® If the man learns, Joy plucks a rose by
every path-way, and pats it in his bosom. If he learns
not, Want cuts a hirch in every hedge-row, and the idle
fool is whipped o school.

At this day the men of foremost religious development
are the ideslizing power of the human race, thas family of
{:\\phets which never dies out. They have the ideal of &

tter state of things, a family of equals, a communit
without want, without ignorance, without crime, a chu
of righteousness, and a state where the intuitions of con-
science have been codified into statutes. These things
are all possible, just as possible as the farm, the shop, the
factory, and the school.  Desire only points to the reserve
of power that one day shall satisfy it

'here are two little birds futtering about the human
family. One is J have; the other is OA, kad I. Oune isthe
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bird in the hand ; the other the bird in the bush, which is ~
worth two of the bird in the hand. The highest function
of I have is to lay the egg, whence comes forth the fairer
and lovelier bird Ok, had I. She flies offto the bush, and
we journey thither, finding new treasures at every step.
We see the ideal good. The child cries for it ; the child-
boy cries to his mother, the child-man cries to his God,
both clamouring for the result. But the wise God does not
give it outright. He says to the child-man, * Pay for it,
and take it. Earn your breakfast before you eat it, and
then take what you like. Desire the end, do you, my little
man ! Desire the means to it, and then you shall have it.
There is a reserved power in matter, another in man,
Build your family, church, and state, just- as beautiful as
you like. All things are, possible to him that believeth.
Build and be blessed. Lo, I am with you to the end of
- the world ! ”

THE EFFECT OF POWER IN THE MATERIAL WORLD UPON THE
MIND OF MAN, )

Arpxanper VoN HumBorpT—the ministers call him an
atheist—says, “We find even amongst the most savage
nations a certain vague, terror-stricken sense of the all-
powerful unity of the natural forces with the existence of
an invisible spiritual essence manifested in those forces ;
and we may trace here the relation of aband of union link-
ing together the visible world and that higher spiritual
world which escapes the grasp of the senses.”

The general aspect of nature, with its vast power and
constant law, has a direct influence to waken reverence
and something of awe. The sublimity of the ocean, the

randeur of the mountain,-the wide plain and great river,
fill all thoughtful men with vague, dreamy longings towards
the great Cause and Providence which creates them all,
and fills them all with wondrous life. So the thought of
the great trees, the wide-spread forest, house and home to
such worlds of life, the bright wild flower, the common
grass and grain, food for beast and man,—all wakens



AND MAN’S RELATION THERETO. 25

religious emotions in the best and worst of us all. Still
more, perhaps, the sun, moon, and stars, come home to our.
consciousness and stir the feelings. Infinite nature speaks
thus to all men, in all lands, in every stage of culture,
highest and humblest. This is the reason why the rude
man worships the objects of nature first, and makes gods
of them ; this is the rude beginning of mankind’s outward
religion, which represents the innermost facts of religious
consciousness. These poor material things are the lowly
rounds in the ladder which mankind travels on, till we come
to & knowledge of the Infinite God, who transcends all form,
all space, all time. The great and unusual phenomena
of nature affect the religious feelings with exceeding
" power, such as an eclipse of the sun or moon, the appear-
ance of comets, that *from their borrid hair shake pesti-
lence and war,” an earthquake, a storm, thunder and light-
ning. To you and me these things are not troublesoms,
but to the wild man, the savage, or the half civilized, they
bring great fear and dread, and thereby waken the reli-
gious feeling, which thence slowly tends on to its ultimate
work of peace and joy and love. This terror before the vio-
lence of nature is exceedingly valuable to the savage man,
and it plays the same part in the history of his religion that
want has played in the history of his toil and thought. It
directs faculty to its function. Once nothing but hunger
and fear would make man toil and think ; then in hisrude-
ness, nothing but the violent aspect of the world would
rouse his soul from its savhge lethargy ; then storm and
earthquake, thunder and lightning, were the prophets which
spake to man. To the rude the teacher must also be rude.
But this fear tormenting man so, he presently goes and
studies nature to see if there be cause for fear, and the
knowledge which he gains thereby is real joy.

Well did a great Roman poet, two thousand years ago—
copying & greater poet, whose reason surpassed even his
mighty imagination—say, * Happy is he who can under-
stand the true causes of things, and tramples underneath
his feet all fear, inexorable fate, and the roar of angry hell.””
At length men find that the eclipse or the comet was not
harmful, that the storm came not in wrath, that the earth-

uake tells nothing of an angry God, only of a globe not
z.nished yet, that the thunder and lightning are beneficent,
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that the powersof the earth, the round ocean, and the living:
air are full of love. The law of nature leads man to behold
the Law-giver, and the benevolence which he finds in the
vast majority of cases makes him certain he shall find it
when he understands those cases which he knows not yet.
He goes from “nature up to nature’s God,” and when he
knows the earth, its air, water, land, its powers of motion,
vegetation, animation, knows the solar system, which
maintains for earth its place, knows the astral system,
which furnishes earth its spot, when he lcoks on the unre-
solved nebula, which may perhaps be another astral system,
so far away that it looks like dust of stars scattered in some
corner of the sky,—then does his soul run over for that
dear God who established such relation between the cosmic
universe and the astral system, between that and the solar
system, between that and the earth, between the earth and
his *body and spirit, his mind and conscience, heart and
soul, and'then he turns and loves that God with all his un-
derstanding, with all his heart and strength ; pature from
without leagues with spirit from within, and constrains him
thus..

THE WORLD OF MATTER AS AFFECTING THE IMAGINATION.

Tar world of matter affects the imagination : it offersus -
beauty. How beautiful are the common things about us!
" The trees, ,

«Their bole and branch, their losser boughs and spray,
. Now leafless, pencil’d on the wintry sky *—

or the summer trees, with their leaves and flowers, or their
autumnal jewels of fruit,—how fair they are! Look at the
grasses, whereon so many cattle feed, at the grains, which
are man’s bread, and note their beautiful colour and attract-
ive shape. Walnuts, apples, grapes, the peach, the pear,
cherries, plums, cranberries from the meadow, chestnuts
from the wood,—how beautiful is all the family, bearing
their recommendation in their very face! The commonest
vegetables, cabbages, potatoes, onions, crooked squashes;
have a certain homely beauty, which to man is grace before
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his meat. Nothing common is unclean. Then there is the
sun all day, the light shifting clouds, which the winds pile
into such curious forms, all nmight the stars, the moon walk-
ing in brightness through the sky,—and how beautiful these
things are! Then what morning splendour waits for and
ushers in the day, and attends his departure when his work
18 done. . How our eye cradles itself in every handsome
rose,—and all the earth blossoms once each year.

How shape and colour fit our fancy, and stars so far off
that their distance is inconceivable impinge their beautiful
light on every opening eye. What delight these things
give us—a joy above that of mere use! Even the rudest
boy in Cove street Jooks up at the stars, and learns to won-
der and rejoice, and is inly fed. Set him down on the sea
shore next summer, and how the beauty of its sight and
sound will steal into his rude, untutored heart, as the long
waves roll toward the land, comb over and break with
‘““the ocean wave’s immeasurable laugh ! With what joy
will he gather up the refuse which the sea casts upon
the shore, the bright-coloured weeds, the curiously-twisted
shells, the nicely-coloured pebbles, worn into so fair and
elliptical a shape and polished off so smooth. Thus mate-
rial nature comes close to the imagination of man, even in
the rudest child. No North American savage but felt his
heart leap at the bright sparkling water of the river, or the
sunny lake, or the sublimity of the New Hampshire moun-
tains; and in the names which he left there, has he set up
his monument of the intimate relation between his imagin-
ation and the world of matter, which he felt and recognized.
This passing delight in nature’s beauty helps to refine
and elevate all men. The boy who puts a dandelion in
his button-hole, the girl who stains her cheek with wild
strawberries in June — seeking not only to satisfy her
mouth with their sweetness, but to ornament her face with
their beauty,—are both flying upward on these handsome
wings.

B{?’nt man is 80 in love with the transient beauty of nature
that he captures it and seeks to hold it for evex. He puts
the sound of nature into music, which he records in the
human voice or in wooden or metallic instruments; he paints
and carves out loveliness on canvas and in wood and stone.
Patriarchal Jacob is in love with the rainbow, and so puts
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its colours into Joseph’s coat to keep nature’s beauty,
while he also clothes’ Rachel’s first-born and longed-for
boy. Thought commands toil, and bids it preserve the
precious but precarious beauty which the world of matter
go lavishly spreads out on earth in flowers, or scatters over
the ““ spangled heavens” in stars. Man is nplifted and made
better by this effort. When you find an Ojibbeway Indian
with one stone copying the form of a blackbird upon an-
other, depend upon it he is setting up a guide-board whose
finger points upward to civilization, and the tribe of Ojibbe-
ways will travel that way. Thus closely following the male
arts ofuse come the feminine arts of beauty,—painting, sculp-
ture,architecture, music and poetry. * They weave and twine
the heavenly roses in earthly life ; they knit the bond of love
which makes us blest, and in the chaste veil of the Graces,
watchful, with holy hand, they cherish the eternal fire of
delicate feelings.” So nice is the relation between the world
of matter and man’s imagination that beauty, which is our
next of kin on the material side, helps us up continually, takes
us to school, softens our manners, and will not suffer them to
be wild. The first house man ever entered was a hole in the
rock, and the first he ever built was a burrow scooped out of
the ground: look at your dwellings now, at the Crystal
Palace, the Senato House at Washington, at these fair walls,
so grateful to the eye, so welcome to the voice of man!
Man’s first dress, what a scant and homely patch it was!
"look at the ornamented fabrics which clothe Adam and Eve
to-day, in such glory as Solomon never put on! Consider
the art of music, which condenses all nature’s sweet sounds!
man’s first voice was a cry; to-day that wild shriek is an an-
them of melody, a chain of “linked sweetness long drawn
out.” Consider the art of the painter and the sculptor, who in
superficial colours, or in solid metal or stone, preserve some
noble countenance for many an age, and a thousand years
hence eyes not opened now shall look thereon and be
strengthened and gladdened. From this intimate relation
of the world of matter to man’s imagination come the
great sculptors, painters, architects, and musicians, yea the
great poets, Shakespeare, Milton, and their fair brother-
hood and sisterhood of congenial souls,—softening the man-
ners of man, and inspiring his heart, all round the many-
peopled globe.
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Now see on how nice an arrangement this relation
rests. Matter farnishes food, shelter, medicine, tools ; and
the pursuit of these educates the understanding, which man
did not ask for, and wisdom which he did not hope to have
is thereby thrown in. There is beauty also ; it is food for
tle imagination, shelter, medicine, and tools for subtler
needs. This gives also a higher education to a nobler
faculty. Beauty does not seem requisite to the understand-
ing alone, it is not valuable to man’s mere body, certainly
it does not seem necessary to the world of matter itself;
but it is requisite for the imagination, and this thread of
beaunty, whose shape and colour so witches us, runs through
all the cosmic web; it is tied in with the subtle laws of
animation, vegetation, motion ; it is woven up with attrac-
tion, affinity, heat, light, electncity ; it is connected into the
disposition of the three great parts of the earth, air, water,
land, complicated with the subtle chemical character of each;
it depends on the structural form of the earth, that on the
solar system itself. So when you rejoice in a musical sound,
in the sight of flowers, in the bloom onamaiden’s cheek, when
you look at a charcoal sketch or a bronze statue, when you
read adramaof Shakespeare, or listen toan essay of Emerson,
~—then remember that the relation between matter and mind
which made these things possible, depends on the structure
of the solar system, and was provided for millions of millions
of years before there was a man-child born into the world.

SPRING.

How mighty are the forces in the world of matter,—at-
traction, affinity, light, heat, electricity, vegetation, the
wth of plants, animation, the life of beast, bird, reptile,
insect | Yet how delicate are the results thereof! It seems
strange that a butterfly’s wing should be woven up so thin
and gauzy in this monstrous loom of nature, and be so
delicately tipped with fire from such a gross hand, and
rainbowed all over in such a storm of thunderous elements.
Baut 8o it is. Put a little atom of your butterfly’s wing un-
der a microscope, and what delicate wonders do you find !
The marvel is that such great forces do such nice work. A



30 . THE MATERIAL WORLD

thoughtful man for the first time goes to some carpet fac-
tory in Lowell. He looks out of the window, and sees .
dirty bales of wool lying confusedly about, as they were -
dropped from the carts that brought them there. Close at-
hand is the Merrimac River, one end of it pressed against -
the New Hampshire mountains and the sky far off, while
the other crowds upon the mill-dam and is pouring’ through -
its narrow gate. Under the factory it drives the huge
wheel, whose turning keeps the whole town ajar all day.
Above is the great bell which rings the river to its work.
Before him are pullies and shafts; the floor is thick-set
with looms; there are rolls of various-coloured woollen
yarn, bits of card pierced ‘with holes hang before the -
weaver, who now pulls a handle, and the shuttles fly, wed-
ding the woof to the expectant warp, and the handsome
fabric is slowly woven up and rolled away. The thought-
ful man wonders at the contrivance by which the Merrimac
River is made to weave such coarse materials into such
beauty of form, colour, and finish. What a marvel of ma~ .
chinery it is! None of the weavers quite understand it; our
visitor still less. He goes off wondering, thinking what a
head it must be which planned the mill, a tool by which
the Merrimac transfigures wool and dye stuff into handsome
carpets, serviceable for chamber, parlour, staircase, or
meeting-house. :

But all day, you and I, President Buchanan, the Ameri-
can Tract Society, the Supreme Court of the United States,
all the people in the world, are in a carpet factory far
more wonderful. What vast forces therein spin and weave
continually ! What is the Merrimac, which only reaches
from the New Hampshire mountains to the sea, compared
to that great river of God on whose breast the earth, the
sun, the solar system, yea, the astral system, are but bub-
bles, which gleam, many-coloured, for a'moment,. or but
dimple that stream, and which swiftly it whirls away ?
What is the fabric of a Lowell' mill to that carpet which
God lays on the floor of the earth, from the Arctic Circle
to the Antarctic, or yet also spreads on the bottom of the
monstrous sea? It is trod under foot by all mankind ; the
elephant walks on it, and the royal tiger. What multitudes
of sheep, swine, and horned cattle lie down there, and take
their rest; what tribes of beasts, insects, reptiles, birds,
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fishes, make a home therein, or feed thereon. Moths do
not eat away this floor-cloth of the land and sea. The snow
lies on it, the sun lurks there in summer, the rain wets it
all the year; yet it never wears out;. it is dyed in fast
colours. Now and then the feet of armies in their battle
wear a little hole in this green carpet, but next year a
handsome piece of botanic rug-work covers up the wear
and tear of Sebastopol and Delht, as of old it repaired the
waste of Marathon and Trasimenus. Look, and you see no
weaver, no loom visible ; but the web is always there, on
the ground and underneath the sea. The same clothier
likewise keeps the live world tidy and in good trim. How
all the fishes are dressed out,—those glittering in plate
armour, these only arrayed in their vari-coloured jerkins,
such as no Moorish artist could paint. How well clad
are the insects ; with what suits of mail are the beetle and
bee and ant furnished. The coat of the buffalo never
pinches under the arm, never puckers at the shoulder; it is

. always the same, yet never old-fashioned, nor out of date.
The shoes of the reindeer and the ox inherit that mythical
Hebrew blessing pronounced on those of the Israelites;
they wax not old upon their feet. The pigeon and hum-
ming-bird wear their court-dress every day, and yet it
never looks rusty nor threadbare. In this grand clothiery
of the world everything is clad in more beauty than many-
coloured Joseph or imperial Solomon ever put on, yet no-
body ever sees the wheel, the loom, or the sewing machine
of this great Dorcas Institution which carpets the earth and
upholsters the heavens, and clothes the creatures of the
world with more imperial glory than the Queen of

' Sheba ever fancied in her dream of dress and love. How
old is the world of matter,—many a million years, yet it ig
to-day still fresh and young as when the morning stars
first sang together, and all the sons of God shouted for
joy. Not a power of the earth has decayed. The sea,

“Such as creation’s dawn beheld, it rolleth now.”

The stars have been watching many a million years; yet
in all that heavenly host not a single eye has turned dim.
The sun has lost nothing of his fire. Never old, the
moon still walks in maiden beauty through the sky, and
though men and nations vanish, ¢ the most ancient heavens
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are fresh and strong.” Centripetal and Centrifugal are
the two horses of God that make up the wondrous span
that draws the heavenly chariot; they are always on the
road, yet never cast a shoe ; and though they have journeyed
for many a million years, are to-day fresh and fleet and road-
ready, as when first they drew Neptune, the earliest born
of this family of planets, in his wide orbit round the central
sun: How old the world is; yet well-clad, and its gar-
ments as fresh as if they were new, spick and span, in
every thread.

‘What a revival of nature is just now going on in all Eu-
rope, Asia, North America, and the Islands which dot the
frozen sea with green. To the arctic world, which for
months sat in darkness, exceeding great light has come.
Truly here is the out-pouring of the Spirit of God! Yet
nobody preached the reasonableness of eternal damnation
to the alewives, the shad, and the salmon, which now
abound in our waters ; but with no minister to scare them
they know what they shall do to be saved, for the Spirit of
God comes into these mute disciples, who crowd up thelit-
tle streams, float into the ponds, and spread in the great
streams, and there drop, as an offering, into the temple-
chest of the Almighty, all that they have, even their living,
and then, like the poor widow in the New Testament story,
pass out of human sight, swallowed up in that great sea of
oblivion where man beholds nothing, but where God never
loses sight of an alewife, having provided for its existence
and the accidents of its history from before the foundations
of the world. From His eye neither the great sun in hea-
ven nor the spawn of an alewife in the sea is ever for a mo-
ment lost or hid. 'What new life is there in the air, which
hums with little insects new-born, ghort-lived, yet not one
of them afraid to die. Why should it be? The Infinite
Mind, which is Cause and Providence to all things that be,
knows the little track of an ephemeron as well as the calcu-
lated orbit of this world, which teams its thousand million
men from age to age along its well-proportioned path.
“ Fear not, little flock of ephemera,” God says to them,
“lo, I am with you also to the end of the world. Not a
fly shall fall to the ground without my providence.” In
some warm spring day, in the shallow waters of a sluggish
river, there sports a shoal of little fishes, new-born, trying
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their tiny fins in waters which are at once their bed and
board. Suddenly a swarm of little insects, just waked inte
new life by the sun, springs from the bank and darkens
the surface of the water, for a yard or two, with a cloud.
The fishes which play there spring into the air, and in a
fow minutes all this cloud of flies has been swallowed down.
But the fly was born with his children cradled in his body,
and in the bosom of the fish itself this new generation finds
its garden of Eden, where it eats, if not from the tree of
knowledge, atleast the tree of life. Sowhile the new-born
ephemera give the new-born fish a breakfast, the eater
unconsciously adopts the children of the fly, nurses them
in his body, and when they are grown to their majority, sets
free these creatures, which had so strange a birth and bring-
ing up in this little floating college of a country brook.
Does God take care for oxen ? asks St Paul. Ay, as well as
for man, and sends His apostles to these little creatures
whose life is 8o brief. The perpetuation of their race is pro-
vided for, and they have organs which take hold on eter-
nity. Truly the Infinite God is fatherly providence to the
little fly born in a spring day, and perishing in an hour after
it sees the light. -

. What wonders of nature go on all around us to-day!
From the top of some tall house, look on the fair mantle
which Nature has just cast on all thehills about ns,and which
falls with such handsome folds into every valley. Go into
any one of the towns near at hand, and see what there
takes place. There is not an apple-tree but has put its
wedding garments on. The elm has half ripened its fruit ;
the maple 18 making provision for whole forests of future joy;
while the trees which the farmer plants for profitable use,and
not for beanty, are white with the oracles of prophecy. It
is a Revival of nature, whereof the Sun is the evangelical
preacher. No city government warns him off from the
common, for he preaches the everlasting gospel of the
blessed God, wherewith he rejoices both old and young.
There is no heresy in that. All nature hears him, and ex-
pounds his word of life. The silent fishes plentifully obey"
the first of God’s commands, the tuneful birds repeat their
litany, chanting their morning and evening psalm ; all the
trees put on their bridal garments,—these candidates for the
divine communion, who have come to take part in this
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eat Epiphany, the natural manifestation of. God to these

entiles of the field and wood. They also share the Pen-
tecost of the year, and celebrate their thenksgiving with
such abundance as they can or know. What a Pentecost
of new lifeis there! Every bush burns and is not consumed;
yea, greatens and multiplies in its bloom and blossom, and
the ground seems holy with new revelation ; it is a White
Sunday all round the town. How grand and vigorous the
new blade comes out from the earth; and ere long these
will be sheaves, and oxen will laboriously drag home the
farmer’s load of grain, which in due time will be changed to
other oxen, and then likewise to farmers too, and so be
resurrected in his sons and daughters. What a marvellous:
transfiguration is that ! first the seed, then the plant, then
the harvest, next bread, and at length Moses, Elias, Jesus !
No Hebrew writer of legend could ever finish half so
fair a miracle as this, wherein is no miracle, but constant
law at every step. Last autumn in some of the pastures
fire ran along the wall, and left the ground black with its
ephemeral charcoal, where now the little wind-flower
lifts its delicate form and bends its slender neck, and blushes
with its own beatity, gathered from the black ground out
.of which it grew; or some trillium opens its painted cup,
and in due time will show its fruit, a beantiful berry there.
So out of human soil, blackened by another fire which has
swept over it, in due time great Howers will come out in
the form of spiritnal beauty not yet seen, and other fruit
grow there, whose seed is in itself, and which had not ripen-
ed but out of that black ground. Thus the lilies of peace
cover the terrible field of Waterloo, and out of the grave
of our dear ones there spring up such flowers of spiritual
loveliness as you and I else had never known. It is nob
from the tall, crowded warehouse of prosperity that men
first or clearest see the eternal stars of heaven. It is often
from the humble spot where we have laid down our dear
ones that we find our best observatory, which gives us
glimpses into the far-off world of never-ending time.

In the hard, cold winter of our northern lands, how-do we
feel a longing for the presence of life. Then we love to
look on a pine or fir tree, which seems the only living thing
in the woody, surrounded by dead oaks, birches, maple, look-
ing like the grave-stones of buried vegetation : that seems
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warm and living then ; and at Christmas men bring it into
meeting-houses and parlours, and set it up, full of hfe, and
laden with kindly gifts for the little folk. Then even the
unattractive crow seems half sicred, through the winter
bearing messages of promise from the perished autumn to
the advancing spring,—this dark forerunner of the tune-
ful tribes which are to come. We feel a longing for fresh
green nature, and so in the shelter of our houses keep some
little Aaron’s rod, budding alike with promise and memory ;
or in some hyacinth or Dutchman’s tulip we keep a prophecy
of flowers, end start off some little John to run before, and
with his half gospel tell of some great Emmanuel, and signi-
fy to men that the kingdom of heavenly beauty is near at
hand. Now that forerunner disappears, for the desire of
all nations has truly come; the green grass is creeping
everywhere, and it is spangled with many-coloured flowers
that come unasked. The dullest bush tingles with new life in
allits limbs, How the old apple-tree blushes at the genial
salutation whispered by the wind, the Gabriel of heaven,
that freest agent of Almighty power, ¢ Hail, thou thaf; art
highly favoured ! Thou hast found favour with God, and
in due time shalt rejoice, and drop thy Messianic apples
down.” Alreadythe multitudeof the heavenlyhost is here,—
the blackbird, the robin, the brown thrush, the purple finch,
and the fire-hangbird ; these build their nests, while they
ging, “ Glory to God in the highest, on earth peace, good
will toward men.”

What if there was a spring time of blossoming but once in
& hundred years! How would men look forward to it,
and old men who had beheld its wonders tell the story to
their children, how once all the homely trees became
beautiful, and earth was covered with freshness and new
growth. How would young men hope to become old that
they might see so glad a sight; and when beheld, the
aged man would say, ¢ Lord, now lettest thou thy servant
depart in peace, for mine eyes have seen thy salvation!”
Nay, wise men who knew the signs of the times would
follow that star of spring till it stood over that happy
country where the young child was, and then fall down
and worship him. But pow, in every year, in all lands, -
this Messianic beauty is born, this star -stands “still over
every garden, every farm. - It pauses over each elder-
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bush, and does not disdain the buttercup and dandelion,
for, like that other Messiah, these also lie in the oxen’s crib.

What a solidarity there is between the world of matter
and its inhebitants. They suit and fit each other like him
and her. From inorganic matter up to the highest man
there is a gradual and continual ascent. Vegetation is a
ring, whereunto animation is a living precious stone, with
which God marries man to nature ; and the world of spirit
and the world of matter are no longer twain, but the two’
are wedlocked into one. How the world of matter is
grateful to our flesh! To canny man the world is very
kind. It feeds ts, clothes, houses, heals, and at last folds
us in its bosom, whence our flesh is & perpetual resurrec-
tion, and rises again into other men, while the soul in-
visible fares further on in the ascending march of infinite
progression, whereof we see the beginning, and to which
there is no end.

How the world delights us with its beauty,—feeding,
clothing, housing, healing, the nobler part of man! Even
the savage and the baby love the handsome things of
earth. Little Two-year-old, a lumpy baby, as merry as a
May-bee, comes stumbling through the grass, and loves to
pick the attractive flowers, drawn by their very loveliness,
that will not feed his mouth, but feed his soul. Thought-
fol man makes a grand eclecticism of loveliness from
earth, air, water, sky, and rainbows both Joseph’s and
Josephine’s coat, builds his housé with architectural
beauty, has painting, sculpture, and music to attend him,

What a fair sign of God’s all-embracing love is found
in this presence of beauty,—a sweet charm which fascin-
ates us to refinement and elevation of character! It does
not seem needful to the conception of the world that
nature should be beautiful. Why need any star be
limned so fair? The moon must walk,—but need she
walk in beanty? Why should the form of the apple,
peach, nut, the blossom of the Indian corn, and every
little grain, be made so handsome? Surely they could
feed us just as well otherwise. Why set off beast and
bird with such magnificence, and so clothe the grass of
the field, which is here to-day, and to-morrow is cast into
the oven? Why make the morning and night such hand-
some children, and purple the anemone with the charcoal
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where heedless boys have burned the grass, and out of
battle-fields bring such loveliness, beauty cradled in the
bloody arms of strength? You can read it all. A great
m told it two hundred years ago: “O Mighty Love!
18 one world, and hath Another to attend him ;* and
it answers to his being more tenderly than he thinks.
So long as a single star burns in heaven with fire, or &
rose on earth flings out her own loveliness, or the water-
lily rings beauty’s sweet-toned bells, no Hebrew or
Christian revelation shall make me doubt the infinite
loving-kindness of God, to saint and sinner too. Every
violet, every dandelion, every daffodil, or jonquil, is a
grewher sent to tell us of the loving-kindness of God.
or that doctrine, at this hour there is a sermon on every
mount, east, south, west, or north.

And how this world of beauty and use is a school-house
also for the mind, and a church likewise for the soul, to
inspire men with devotion! In tropic lands, swept by
hurricanes, rent by earthquakes, or desolated by vol.
canoes, I do.not wonder that men believe in a devil who
sometimos gets the better of the Good God. Superstition
is a natural weed in the savage human soil, which yet the
rising religious blade overtops and lives down, and kills
out at last. It is not surprising that everywhere, rude
but thoughtful men looked on the falling earth and the
steadfast sky, and saw the many forms ;of wondrous,
yet uncomprehended life, and said, “All these things
are gods,” and sought to worship them, Nature is the
primer where man first learns of God. There, “day
unto day uttereth speech, and night unto night showeth
knowledge. There is no voice nor language,”—yet the
eye finds revelations. Not only to Hebrew Moses, but
to all humankind, God speaks in every burning bush,
and the rising of mnature’s song wakes new morning
in the soul of man. This perpetual renewal of vegeta-
tion, this annual wonder of blossoming,—what a religious
revelation it offers to us! How it fills us with admir.
ation, trust, and love! Every flowering bush burns with
God, and is not consumed. With neither trick nor
miracle, He changes water into wine, on all the vine-clad
hills of Italy, France, and Spain, and fills not five thou-
gand men, but five thousand. times two hundred thou-
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-gand,~—a thousand million men,—every day; and on the
broken bread of this meal supports the multitudinous
armies of beast, bird, fish, insect, reptile. No little worm
is turned away unfed from that dear Father’s board,
where the trencher is set, and all things made ready for
the ephemeron born this minute, and to perish the next
hour. Compared to this wonder of law, the tales of
miracle, of the Old Testament or New, are no fact, but
poor poetry. They are like ghosts among a market full
of busy men and women. ’

How old is the material world, and yet for ever fresh
and young! 8o is it with the human world. If the race
of men be thirty thousand years old, then there are a
thousand fathers between us and the first man; and yet
you and I are just as new and fresh, and just as near to
God, as the first father and mother. We derive our hu-
manity from Him, not them ; and hold it by divine patent
from the Creator of all. Mankind never grows old. You
and I pass off as leaves are blown from the trees, decay,
and are exhaled, becoming but vapours of the sky again.
So also do nations grow old and pass away. At the gate
where Egypt, Assyria, Judea, Greece, Sparta, and Rome,
were admitted through, stand Spain and Italy to-day,
beating at the door, and crying, “Divinest Mother, let
thy weary daughters in!” They will pass to the judg-
ment of nations, and in due time Britain and America will be
gathered to their fathers, but mankind will have still, as
now, the bloom of immortal youth about his handsome
brow. Thirty thousand years, perhaps sixty, nobody
knows how long, has he lived here; still not a bair is
gray, no sense 1is dull, the eye of this old Moses of hu-
manity i3 not dim, nor is his natural strength abated ; and
new nations are still born as vigorous as the old, and to a
much better estate.

The last three generations have done more than any
six before in science, letters, art, religion, and the greatest
art of bearing men and building them into families, com-
munities, nations, and the human world, The religious
faculty vegetates into mnew churches, animates into
new civilization men and women. Tell me of Moses,
Isaiah, Confucius, Zoroaster, Buddha, Pythagoras, Jesus,
Paul, Mohammed, Aquinas, Luther, and Calvin—a whole
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calendar full of saints! I give God thanks for them, and
bare my brow, and do them reverence, and sit down at
their feet to learn what they have to offer. They are but
leaves and froit on the tree of humanity, which still goes
on leafing, flowering, fruiting, with other Isaiahs and
Christs, whereof there is no end. As the tree grows
taller, the wealth of blossoms is more, and so too the
barvest of its fruit. When the woods have not a leaf,
when the ocean has not & drop, when the sun has not a
particle of life, still shall the soul of man look up to God,
and reverence the Infinite Father and Mother, love and
trust ; for God created man in His own image, and gave
him to be partaker of His own immortality, and no devil
can filch his birthright away from the meanest man. No
virtue fades out of mankind. Not over-hopeful by inborn
temperament, cautious by long experience, I yet never
despair of human virtue. The little charity which palli-
ates effects sometimes fails, but the great justice which
removes the causes of ill is as eternal as God. So the most
precious corn of humanity which I gather from the pas-
tures of ethics and history, and out of the deep, well.
ploughed field of philosophy, I sow beside "the waters,
nothing doubting. Some falls on a rock, where suddenly -
it starts, and presently withersaway. The shallow-minded
bring no frmt to perfection, and only produce ears of
chaff. Some drops by the wayside, and covetousness,
lust, vanity, and ambition, devour it up, rioting to-day
on what should be seed-corn for future generations.
Some is blown before bigots, who trample it under their
feet, and turn again and rend me with their sermons and
their prayers. But I know that most of it will fall into
good ground,—earnest, honest men and ‘women, where in

ue time, if not in my day, it will spring up, and bear
fruit of everlasting life, some thirty-fold, some forty, some
sixty, and some a hundred. Hopeful mankind is not for-
getful to entertain strangers, nor lets an angel pass for
lack of invitation. Tenacious mankind lets slip no good
that is old. :

* One acoent of the Holy Ghost
The heedless world has never lost,”"—

nor ever will.
But while the human race is on the earth,—its continu-
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ing city, ever building, never done,—our individual life
has also another spring. Death is but a blossoming out
from the bulbous body, which kept the precious germ all
winfer long, and now the shards fall off, and the immortal
flower opens its beauty, which God transfers to His own
paradise, fragrant with men’s good deeds and good
thoughts ; nay, where their good wishes and prayers pass
at their proper worth.

There runs a story that one Passover Sabbath-day,
when Jesus was a boy of twelve, he stood with his mother
at the door of their little cottage in Nazareth,—his father
newly dead, and his brothers and sisters playing their
noisy games. .And he said, *“ O mother, would that I had
lived in the times when there was open vision, and the
Lord visited the earth, as in the days of Adam, Abraham,
and Moses, These are sad times, mother, which we have
fallen in.”

Mary laid the baby, sleeping, from her arms, and took
a sprig of hyssop out of the narrow wall, and said, “ Lo,
God is here! and, my boy, not less than on Jacob’s Lad-
der do angels herein go up and down. It is spring time
now, and the voice of the turtle is heard in our land, and
the blossom of this grape-vine is fragrant with God. The
date-tree, the white rose of Sharon, and the lily of the
valley, root in Him. He is in your little garden out
there, not less than in grand Eden, with Adam and Eve.
Look how the setting sun has illumined all the hills
‘What a purple glory flames in the west, and is reflected
in the east, where the full moon tells us it is Passover
da .”

% Nay, mother,” said the thoughtful boy, * but He has
left the soul of Israel for their sins. So Rabbi Jonas told
us in the synagogue to-day. Oh, that I had lived with
Elias or Amos, when the Spirit fell on men! I had also
been filled with Him.” ‘

And Mary took up her wakened baby, who began to
cry, and stilling it in her bosom, she said, ““ The sins of
Israel, my boy, are like Rebecca’s cry. God is more
mother to the children of Israel than I to her. Do yon
think He will forsake the world ? This little baby is as
new as Adam; and God is as near to you as He was to
Abraham, Moses, Amos, or Elias. He speaks to you as to
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Samuel. He never withdraws from the soul of men, but
the day-spring from on high comes continually to the soul
of each. Open the window, and the sun of righteousness
comes in.”

And Jesus paused, the story tells, and sat there, and
while his mother laid the little ones silently away in
their poor cribs, he watched the purple fade out from
the sky, and the great moon pouring out its white
fire, with a star or two to keep her company in heaven.
And when the moon was overhead, there came two young
lovers, newly-wed, and as Jesus caught the joy of their
talk to one another, and smelt the fragrance of the bloom-
ing grape, there came a gush of devotion in his young
heart, and he said, *“ My Father worketh hitherto ; I also
will work,”—and laid him down to his dreams and slept,
preparatory to the work which fills the world.



THE NATURE OF MAN.

THE GRANDEUR AND THE BEAUTY OF MAN.

Or all the wonderful things of God, man the wonderer
is himself the most wonderful. He is so well-born, so
variously and richly gifted with personal faculties, which
are so numerous for action, and which aspire so high, so
amply furnished with material means to exercise his facul-
ties and achieve his aspiration, with all eternity for his
work-day and all immensity to grow in,—it is amazing
how much is shut up within how little; within a creature
a few feet high, living on.earth some three-score years!
Man is the jewel of God, who has created this material
universe as a casket to keep His treasure in. All the
material world is made to minister to man’s development,
—a, cupboard of food or a cabinet of pleasure. The ox
bears his burdens ; the Arctic whale feeds the scholar’s or
the housowife’s lamp ; the lightnings take their master’s
thought on their wings, and bear 1t over land or under-
neath the sea. The amaranthine gems which blossom
slowly in the caverns of the ground,—these are the rose-
buds for his bosom. The human Elias goes up in his
chariot of flame; he has his sky-chariot, and his sea-
chariot, and his chariots for land, drawn by steeds of fire
which himself has made.

You admire the height of the mountains. But man’s
mind is higher than the tallest of them. You wonder at
the “great and wide sea, wherein are things creeping
innumerable, both small and great beasts,” as the Psalm-
ist says. But man’s mind is wider than the sea, compre-
hends the deep, learns its laws, makes the tide serve him,
and the ocean becomes a constant ferryman -and common
carrier of the world. Nay, in the stone which was once
the ocean’s rim, man reads the most private history of the

v
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sea itself, what fishes swam in its deeps a million years
ago, what rushes grew on its border, what thunder.
showers, from what direction, left their mark on its sandy
beach, what oyster sucked its ooze. For him the waters
chronicle “the ocean wave’s immeasurable langh,” and
record the smile which rippled round the ocean’s face a
million years ago, and there man reads it to-day.

In all the wonders of God, nought is so admirable as
the admiring man! Other things in comparison seem
only as the sparks which flew when God’s arm beat the
anvil and fashioned man. The material splendours of the
world, grand and gorgeous as they are, to me seem very
little when measured by the spiritual glories of the mean-
est man. The Andes fill me with less amazement than
the mountain-minded Humboldt who ascends and mea-
sures them. To the Christian pilgrim, the mountains
sbout compact Jerusalem are as nothing to the vast soul
of Moses, Ilsaias, Samuel, Jesus, who made the whole land
sanctified in our remembrance. Yonder unexpected comet,
whose coming science had not heralded, who brought no
introduction from Arago or Leverrier, and presented him-
self with no letter of recommendation, save the best of all,
his comely face, is far less glorious than the rustic lover
who thinks of those dear eyes which are watching those
two stars that every evening so sweetly herald the night.
Nay, this hairy stranger is far inferior to the mind that
shall calculate its orbit, and foretell its next arrival to our
sight. High and glorious are the stars! What a flood
of loveliness do they pour through the darkness every
night,—a beauty and a mystery! But the civilized man
who walks under them, nay, the savage who looks up at
them only as the wolf he slays regards them, has a fairer
and a deeper beauty, is a more mysterious mystery ; and
when the youngest of that family has grown old and
hollow-eyed, and its light has gone out from its house-
bold hearth, the savage man, no longer savage, shall still
flame in his career, which has no end, passing from glory
to glory, and pouring s fairer light across the darkness of
the material world. The orbit of the mind is wider than
creation’s utmost rim, nor ever did centripetal and centri-
fugal forces describe in their sweep a comet’s track so fair-
proportioned as the sweep of human life round these two
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foci, the mortal here, and the immortal in the world not
seen.

MAN’S NATURE GREATER THAN HIS HISTORY.

I sge that during the whole life of mankind, be ib six
or sixty thousand years, very much has been done, and
the results are treasured up in science, laws, ethics, forms
of society and faith. I consider the attainments of the
human race as a whole, and reverence it very much. I
see & record of it in some great library, and I wonder at
mankind, so’ great, in its Jife to have learned all that is
treasured up in the Vatican at Rome, or the National
Library at Paris,—and I can learn so very little in all my
life, not even enough to understand these flowers in my
hand. I look over the list of mighty men who have been
the schoolmasters of the race, I see how they are forgot
and passed by by other schoolmasters, and I wonder at
the spiritual riches of man which can afford to lose whole
generations of philosophers, poets, mighty men, and never
feel the loss. I wonder at the institutions of mankind,
the laws, the organizations of church and state. But I
see that the spirit of man is greater than all these ; that
it can pull them all down and build greater yet, that
man’s nature is more than his history. -So I reverence the
past, its great institutions and great men ; but I rever-
ence the nature of man far more than these, and put more
trust in that than in all the achievements of -man, all the
institutions, all the great men of history,—~who are but as
the watercresses, and windflowers, and violets, which come
out in & single spring day, whilst our human nature is
the great earth itself, whose bosom bears them all, and .
prepares for a whole spring-time of fairer flowers, a whole
summer and autumn of richer herbage and abundant frnit.
Then to me the achievements recorded in the Vatican at
Rome and the National Library at Paris are but a trifle,
when measured by the human soul; but as Newton’s
primer end Christ’s first lesson-book compared with the
mighty stature of those lofty men.
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AUMAX XAITCRE ADEQUATE TO ITS KND.

Cerrarsiy we do find in human nature some things
which are revolting. Many things of that character come
out in human history. I suppose there is not a grown
person in this andience who has not often been disgusted
with himself, finding meannes3es, littlenesses, basenesses
in his own character. The amount of selfishness and con-
sequent cruelty now in the world, and the still greater
amount in times past, has a very dark and wugly look.
Sometimes it does seem as if it would have been better if
mankind could have started on a little higher plane of
existence, and been more develogd before they were
created, so to say. Attend a thieves’ ball, of small
thieves, with their appropriate mners, in s dancing

t in Boston, or a thieves’ in the President’s
ouse at Washington, of great political thieves, who
steal territories and islands,—watch their motions, study
their character, and yon do not think very highly of hu-
man nature,—at the first thought and sight, I mean.
But—not to pause now and look a little deeper, in a ball
of little thieves in & garret, or of great thieves in the
President’s saloon—it 18 rather idle to grumble against
human nature, for, after all, this human nature is the best
nature we have got, and we are not likely either to get
rid of the old or to get hold of a new; and besides, it is
exactly the nature which the Infinite God has given us,
and it i probable, not to look deeper at this moment,
that He made it just as He meant to make it, neither
better, neither worse, and made it for a good end, an end,
too, which the dancing of little thieves with their part-
ners or of great thieves with theirs will not frustrate nor
ultimately pervert.

MAY THE HIGHEST PEODUCT OF MAN’S WORK.

Max is the highest product of his own history. The
discoverer finds nothing so d or tall as himself, no-
thing so valuable to hum. g'l:: greatest star is that at
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the little end of the telescope, the star that is looking,
not looked after nor looked at. * Columbus,” says his
" monument,  gave a new world to Castile and Leon.” He
really opened a new  destination to mankind, and the
world turned on his rudder hinges, as he set the prow of
his vessel westward,
¢ And was the first that ever burst
Into that silent sea.”

But that service, nay, the effort to perform it, gave him a
character which to him was worth more than all America.
The highest product of art is not the picture or statue ; it
is the artist. In the soul of Raphael there was something
to him worth more than all which looked out of the eyes
of his Madonna or St Cecilia. In painting the fabled
resurrection and ascension of Jesus, he agsisted at his own
actual resurrection and ascension ; painting the picture, he
was becoming a man. For the most of men his highest
work was his painting ; for himself it was his character.
There is this twofoldness in all human work. There is
the visible result for the most; it is the crop of the
farmer, the minister’s sermon, the special service which
each one of us does. But there is an invisible result of
character for the individual, that he carries up with him
to heaven; it is his, not another’s. Messrs Grist and
Toll grind for the little town of Eat-and-live all their
days. Quite useful are these two dusty millers; nay,
indispensable to every man and woman. But to them,
their little mill grinds out not corn only info meal,
but virtue, wisdom, trust in God, noble character. So
along with their daily bread, if they are men, they
are creating the bread of life for their own souls, and
living on 1t. Milton and Shakespeare left us great
words, and thereby did much service to mankind; but
in writing their books, they composed their character
at the same time. Besides the Paradise Lost which the-
great poet left behind him, there was a Paradise Found,
which grew in his own silent consciousness, and which he
took along with him when he shook off the dusty flesh he
wore beneath. Since that time there has been many a
cheap or costly edition of his Paradise Lost, not another
of his Paradise Found. The fair autographic copy thereof
he carried with him,and unfolded its immortal pages be-
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fore the eyes of God. So isit with usall. Our work is
double. The pendulum of our life swings ever backward
and forward, with its double beat,—time, eternity,—
eternity, time. But the word fime is what we hear, and
that side of the perpendicular is the side of the vibration
wo see and know., But all things we do are provisional,
only our character is ultimate and final.

The first man had all the faculties of the Royal Academy,
and all the faculties of the whole Calendar of Saints; but
these faculties lay in him as the water-power lay in the
Merrimac River, and the steam-power of England in her
rivers and mines of coal, all undeveloped and all unknown.

Human nature is equal to all the emergencies of human
history.

THE EVIL OF PUTTING A LOW ESTIMATE ON MAN.

THE idea which we form of man, like the idea which we
form of God, is & powerful element in our civilization,
either for good or ill. This idea will strongly affect the
condition and character of every one. “Call a man a
thief, and he will pick a pecket,” is already a proverb.
Convince him that he is the noblest creation of the great
God, that his beauty shames these flowers at my side, and
out-blazons the stars of heaven,—then he begins to aspire
. to have & history, to be a man; and this aspiration cor-
responds to the great nature in him. Soon as you con-
vince him of this nature he takes a step forward, end puts
out wings to fly upwards.

I look with angunish on the two schemes of thought
which degrade the nature of man, hostile in many other
respects,—the materialism of the last or the present centu-
ry, and the popular theology of all Christendom, both of
which put a low estimate on man. The one makes him a
selfish and mortal animal, only body and bones and brains,
and his soul but a fanction of the brute matter he is made
of. The other makes him a selfish and immortal devil,
powerful only to sin, and immortal only to be eternally
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tormented. The popular theology of Christendom, one
of the many errors which man has cast out of him, as
incidents of his development, has much to answer for. It
debases God, and it degrades man. It makes: us think
meanly of ourselves, and dreadfully of our Creator. What
makes it more dangerous and more difficult is that both of
these errors are tanght as a miraculous revelation from
God Himself, and accordingly not amenable t6 human cor-
rection.

Now self-esteem is commonly large enough in the in-
dividual man ; it is but rarely that one thinks of himself
less and less highly than he ought to think; for the great
function to be accomplished by self-esteem is go very im-
portant that it is always, or almost always, abundantly
provided for. But it is one of the commonest errors in the
world to think meanly of human nature itself. It is also
one of the most fatal of mistakes. Nay, individual self-
esteem is often elated by the thought that general human
nature is rather contemptible, and the special excellence
that I have does not come from my human nature, which
I have in common with every beggar in the street and every
culprit that was ever hanged, but from my personal nature,
and is singular to me; not the possibility of the meanest
man, but the peculiar possession of myself. A man thus
gratifies his self-esteem at the expense of his real self-
advancement and bliss.

Then, too, it is thought an acceptable and beautiful mode
of honouring God to think meanly of his chief work, that it
is good for nothing; for then, it is said, we do not exalt
the creature above the Creator, but give God the glory.
That is, in reality, we give God the glory of making a work
that is good for nothing, and not worth the making. I
could never think that I honoured an artist by thinking as
meanly as it was possible on tfrial to think of the best
work which that artist had brought to pass.

THE FALSE IDEA OF WOMAN A CAUSE OF DEGRADATION.

IN all our great towns there is a class of women whose
name is infamous. It is not considered Christian to re-
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cognize them; it would be thought anwomanly to have the
smallest pity for the sisterhood of crime. What brought
them to this condition ? Idleness or unwillingness towork ? -
Did lust drive them headlong to that yawning gulf of shame
and migery and sin, where horrid shapes make up the
triune devil of this female hell? The secret cause of it all
is the idea pervading society that woman is inferior to man,
and created for his convenience, with only duties, and not
rights; and that man may trample her under his feet, and
brush off the blood from his soul, as the dust from his shoes.
A man stumbles and falls, and we wipe off the smutch. But
& woman, ay, when she sins in this way,—seldom from her
own crime, often from another’s,—we tell her that she falls
like Lucifer, never to hope again.

Did you ever visit a House of Refuge, and see the wrecks
of womankind which go to pieces in a stormy.world, and
leave their fragments to rot there? You pick up on the
sea-shore at Truro or Cape Ann some relic of a vessel, per-
haps an oar, with some mark by which you know when
she suffered wreck. You think of the swift-sailing ship,
of the day when she was launched, of the builder’s sober joy,
a8 he stood on the shore and saw the baptism of his child,
when the Ocean as godfather took her and pressed her to his
heart. And then you think of the sad wreck thisvessel made,
how many hopes went down ; after all that forged iron and
seasoned oak could do against the storm, she sank, What
is & vessel compared to a woman? What is the ship-
wright’s sober joy at the launching of his craft compared to
& mother’s joy when her new-born daughter fills her fond,
expectant arms? 'What is shipwreck to the wreck:of wo-
mankind? Youlook at that fragment of woman, perishing
by slow decay at your hospital on Deer Island, and you
remember the mother who bore her, the bosom that gave
her life, the prayers which consecrated her forehead, the
childhood and girlhood of this woman ; you think of the
first gushing of the fairest well-spring in human life, when
she first knew the sentiment of love; you think of her
poverty, her trials and her sorrows, her prayers, and her
trust in God, as you look on that wreck,—and then you see
the tragic side of the picture, and the injustice which so-
ciety has done to her. They tell a story of old fime, that
the people of Athens sent a tribute every year of five young

4
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maidens to the Minotaur, some horrid monster of a king,
who slew them. How many, think you, do we pay asa
tribute annually out of this city ? Can you count them by
fives, or by scores, or by hundreds ? Nay, but by thousands
only. We do not send them in solemn pomp, as the
Athenians did ; they go at midnight, to a déath of shame,

WOMAN’S SPIRITUAL TEANSCENDENCE.

TaEere is a deep to which reason goes down with its flam.
beau in its hand ; there is a height to which imagination
goes up, on wide wings borne; and that is the deep of
philosophy, that is the height of eloquence and song. But
there is a deeper depth, where reason goes not, a higher
height, where imagination never wanders; and that is the
deep of justice, that is the height of love. It is the great
wide heaven of religion. Conscience goes down there,
affection goes up there, the soul lives up there. And
that is the place of woman. Woman has gone deeper in
justice, and has gome higher in love and trust, than man
has gone.

MAN’S SPIRIT REPORTED IN HIS PHYSICAL CONDITION.

A man’s soul presently reports itself in his body, and
telegraphs in his flesh the result of his doings in spirit; so
that the physical condition of the people is always a sign of
their spiritual condition, whereof it is also s result. I
mean the bodily health of men, the food they eat, the clothes
they wear, the houses they live in, the average age they
reach,—all these depend on the spiritual condition of the
people, and are a witness to the state of their mind and con-
science, their heart and their soul. True religion, like
sunshine, goes everywhere ; or a false form of religion, like
night and darkness, penetrates into every crack and crevice
of & man’s life.

.
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. FALSE ESTIMATE OF THE BODY.

Tag Christian Church has done great injustice to the hu-
man body. Paul of Tarsus gaid, “ I know that in my flesh
dwelleth no good thing.” That ill-considered word has
been a curse to mankind. It has peopled the most civilized
lands on earth with puny men and sick women, and thence
with starveling babies, born but to fill up the grave. “I
know there is no good thing in my flesh,” said Paul. He
knew nothing like it ; he dreamed so, or thought he dreamed
80o. God put no bad thing there ; it is full of good things;
every bone from the crown to the foot is a good bone;
every muscle is a good muscle ; every nerve which animates
the two is a good mnerve. Do you think that God in
making man gave him a body that was fit only to be trod
under foot, with no good thing in it? Trust your own flesh
and your own soul, not the words of Paul,—a great brave
man, butl sometimes mistaken, like you and me. '

THE BEAUTY OF YOUTH,

How beautiful is youth,—early manhood, early woman.
hood, how wonderfully fair! what freshness of life, clean-
ness of blood, purity of breath! Whathopes! Thereisno- .
thing too much for the young maid or man to put into their
dream, and in their prayer to hope to put into their day.
O young men and women, there is no picture of ideal ex-
cellence of manhood and womanhood that I ever draw that
seems too high, too beantiful for your young hearts! What
aspirations there are for the good, the true, the fair, and
the holy! The instinctive affections,—~how beautiful they
are, with all their purple prophecy of new homes and gener-
ations of immortals that are yet to be! The high instincts
of reason, of conscience, of love, of religion,—how beautiful
and grand they are in the young heart, fragrantly opening
its little cup, not yet full-blown, but with the promise of a
man! I love to look on these young faces, and see the
firstlings of the young man’s beard, and the maidenly bloom

4@
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blushing over the girl’s fair cheek; I love to see the pure
eyes beaming with hope and goodness, to see the wun-
conscious joy of such young souls, impatient of restraint,
and longing for the heaven that we fashion here. So have
I seen in early May among the New-England hills the
morning springing in the sky, and gradually thinning off
the stars that hedge about the cradle of the day: and all
cool and fresh and lustrous came the morning light, and a
few birds commenced their songs, prophets of many more;
and ere the sun was fairly up you saw the pinky buds upon
the apple-trees, and scented the violets in the morning
air, and thought of what a fresh and lordly day was com-
ing up the eastern sky.

OLD AGE THE ONLY NATURAL DEATH.

I 7akE it that old age is the only natural death for man-
kind, the only one that is unavoidable, and must remain
s0. As virtue is the ideal life of man, so is old age the
ideal death; it is the only one that mankind approves.
Nobody complains of dying at a hundred, at ninety, or at
eighty. We do not mourn for our dear ones, thus natur-
ally departing in that respectable way, at that far age, as
we mourn for the new-horn, the half-grown, or full-grown
mature man or woman. At almost four-score my brothers
and sisters laid their father’s venerable bones in the
ground, not without natural and irrepressible tears; at
almost five-score, my father, a venerable man, laid in the
earth the bones of his mother, not doubtless without a
tear; but there was not that heart-rending agony which
comes when a young man or a child is cradled in the dust.
That is our time to die. If poetic Tennyson had writ a
volume of elegies about his grandfather, deceased at a
hundred and ten or a hundred and twenty, and exhausted
the English tongue in forms of grief, he would have been
laughed at all round the land for his unnatural complain.
ings; but now our hearts beat in unison with his sad
mourning Jn- Memoriam of his well-loved friend, nipped
.down in early life, only a promise, not a performance.
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WELL-BORN PEOPLE.

PagrenTs transmit their organization and character to
their children. What father or mother is there who
would not wish to leave his issue a great estate of human
virtue,—in their bones and muscles, health, strength,
longevity, beauty, and in their soul, wisdom, justice,
benevolence, piety, rather than the opposite of all these ?
Everything must bear fruit after its kind, you after yours.
Men do not gather grapes of thorns, nor figs of thistles.

Men talk of good birth, good blood. No man honours
the well-born more than I; but who are they? In Ame-
rica we say they are the sons and daughters of the rich ;
wealth is nobility, its children are well-born. In Europe
we are told that they are the sons and danghters of lords
and kings; birth from ‘official station is mnobility. O
foolish men! Of all the children of European royalty in
eighty years, there has not been born a single boy or girl
who in common life would have won the smallest distinc-
tion. Amongst the decent people of Europe, kings, of all
others, are the most ill-born. Where do the rich families
of New-England go to in the third generation? Look
over Boston and see. Whence come the noble talent,
the great .virtue, nay, the poetry, the science, the elo-
quence, the literature, which adorn the land? They are
not rocked in golden cradles. Itis not royalty in Europe,
it is not wealth in New-England, which is father and
mother to the great masterly thlent which controls and
urges forward the mass of the people, with its masterly
mind and conscience, heart and soul. Nol it is the
children of wholesome industry, the children of intelli-
gence, of morality, of religion, who are the well-born.
Virtue is nobility ; all else is but the paint men write its
name withal. Health, strength, beauty,—they are physi-
cally well-born, though dropped anonymous in the obscur-
est ditch; still more, wisdom, integrity, philanthropy,
religion,—these are well-born, noble, yes, royal, if you
will, for they are the kingly virtues of humanity, and
whoso has them, though he be cradled amongst cattle,
and laid in the crib of an ass or ox, he only is the best-
born of men |
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‘Who is there that would not covet that royalty for
himself, and still more, achieve it for his danghter and his
son, that when his bones are crumbling in some obscure
churchyard, in his children the strong and flamelike
flower of manly virtue may blossom fair, and ripen its
seed, and sow the green earth gladsomely withal ?

GREAT NEX.

A GREAT man is never an accident. He comes as the
end of a long series of causes, which get summed up in
him. There is nothing miraculous in the origin of such a
man ; least of all should we say, that a man of genius was
born of no human father, for none is &0 obviously con-
nected with the present condition and past history of
mapnkind. There 1s a special prepsration made for him in
the nation whence he comes ; the seed of that crop was
put into the ground ages before, and he sums up and
represents the particular character of his nation. Men
like Chnstopher Columbus are born only of maritime
Eiop ; their mothers smell of the sea. Mathematicians

Archimedes and Leverrier do not Spring up among
the Sacs and Foxes, but in the most thoughtful nations
only. I take it that Socrates could have come only out
of the Greeks. He was Athenian all through. The

character of Rome reappears in Julins Csesar, her
greatest man; her ambition, her taste for war and politics,
her immense power to organize men, and her utter in-
difference to homan life, all came out in him. The two
Bacons, the Monk and the Chancellor, Shakespeare, New-
ton, Cromwell the five greatest Englishmen, are not only
homan, but they are marked with British peculiarities all
through. Franklin, the greatest man who ever touched our
soil, is most intensely national ; our good and ill are con-
densed in him. This bright consummate flower of New-
England, this Universal Yankee, could have been born
and bred in no other land ; that human gold was minted
into American coin. God makes the family of mankind,
but He divides it out into special pecples, and each man is
born with his nationality in him, and the Ethicpian cannot
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change his skin. Von Humboldt is possible only in Ger-
many, and though he has lived in all the world, and talks
and writes in many a tongue, yet the great features of his
nationality are a8 plain in every book and letter he writes
a8 his parents’ likeness in his face. How quickly we dis.
tinguish between black, red, and white men; how readily
soparate those of our own colour into English, American,
German, French, Irish{ So the inner man is coloured and
shaped by the stock we come of. All that we do is
stamped with nationality. ‘

This imperious condition of nationality would seem
terrible if 1t came from accident or from blind fate. As
the result of that divine Providence which knows all
things beforehand, and makes all work together for good,
it looks beautiful, and I take it for a blessing. God
makes us one human nature, but diverse in nationality,
that we may help each other. So the hand is one, but it 1s
separated into five fingers, to make it pliant and manifold .
useful. Climate, natural scenery, the business, institutions,
and history of the nation,—each malkes its special mark
on you and me. The mantle of destiny girdeth us all.

he crodentials of the great man ofy genius are writ in
8 larger and stronger hand, because he is to represent his
nation in the great court of posterity., Great men are
the highest product of any people, and they have never
come out of mean nations, more than great trees out of
& thin and ill-adapted soil. So every great man has the
marks, I think, of his special family. Therefore a par-
ticular preparation is long making, the ancestral ground
for several generations sloping upwards towards the great
mountainous man. If you study the familyhistory of such
a one, I think you always find finger-posts, one or two
hundred years off, pointing to him, on the, maternal or
paternal side,—some aunt or uncle, or great-great-grand-
father, who looks like him. So when he comes it is not
by a coup de famille, not like a thunder-stroke out of the -
clear sky, but like the growth of an apple out of an apple-
tree, a regular development out of the ancestral stock,
and no more surprising than that a lily root bears a lily
flower. Each tree, material or human, bears after its
kind. If any one of us could trace our ancestral stock
back two bundred years, we should find the proximate
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cause of the disposition born in us. Every farmer knows
that is the rule of animals. So when he buys a cow, he
wants to know not only the father and mother, but the
creature’s grandparents also. We all thus depend on our
special parentage, and it is only more apparent in a great
man. - None of us stands alone, but we all lean on our
fathers and mothers, and they on such as came behind
them ; only as a great man is taller than the rest of us,
we see how he leans, because it is on a larger scale.

Now I take it that Jesus of Nazareth could have been
born of no other nation than the Hebrew. That people
comes out in his character, both its good and ill. The -
story that he had the Holy Ghost for his father is a fiction.
The noble man is coloured Hebrew all through. He is a
Jew all over, and did not take that from one parent alone.
He is as intensely national as Benjamin Franklin or
Robert Burns. Men say that divine inspiration controlled
the human disposition in him ; but you see how the liter-
ature of his people coloured his mind, and gave a hue to
his every thought and word. He is so full of the Old
Testament that it runs overin all his speech. The history
of his people comes out with his religious doctrines and
expectations. The national idea of a Messiah affected him
very strongly, turning his human genius into a special
" channel. He was not the less human because he was also

a Jew. '

‘When s great man comes, he affects men deeply and
widely. Every Columbus leaves a new world for mankind,
some continent of art, science, literature, morals, religion,
philanthropy. But-just in proportion as such a man is
great and original, and so capable to influence mankind
for centuries, so does he at first waken opposition, and
fail to be appreciated, and that by whole. multitudes of
men. In his lifetime, npbody thought much of William
Shakespeare as a poet. Bacon, a man of the world, the
most original and cultivated thinker in the British Islands,
must often have heard his plays. Cudworth, a man of the
university, the most learned man in all England, truly great,
with a mighty range of comprelension, and familiar with-
‘all literature, quoting the plays of other ages and other
nations; never refers to Shakespeare. Neither of these
great comprehensive men took any notice of ‘the greatest
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genius Great Britain ever saw. That
and went up into the heavens, while the
.their corners and read by their rush-lights}
thing of that great luminary which was m
day all round the world.

Colleges confer their degrees on the vulgarest of minis.
ters, and none others, save in exceptional cases. ‘I doubt
that Saint Paul ever got a D.D. put after his name in
large letters ; possibly 1t was put before it in small ones.
No Academy of Science bestows honour on the inventors
of science. Men grumble at this; even men of genius are
sorry, and whine at such a fate, and complain to their
wives and daughters that it is an ungrateful world, and a
man of genius has a hard time of it ;—for he wants not only
his genius to ride on through the sky, but a coach and
8ix to trundle him along the street. Poor man! When
God sends genius, the philosophic of Socrates, the poetic
of Shakespeare, or the religious of Jesus, there is no need
that academies bestow their honours on him ; he gets his
degree at first hand, not from delegated officials. Such
good wine needs no academic nor ecclesiastic bush. His
college honours are conferred by the university of the
people ; not until after he has ceased to be mortal, and
gone home, where he sighs not for approbation, eccle-
siastic or academic.

The great man of genius i3 the immediate result of all
the people’s work. It comes not of himself. With much
toil the Egyptians build up their pyramid, the work of
a whole nation, its most lasting monument. But Jesus of
Nazareth is not less the work of the Hebrew people, the
last result of all their life, by far the greatest of the He-
brew pyramids, Palestine’s noblest monument; and the
beginning of Jesus was when Moses led Israel up out of
Egypt. '

g’lxl?e great man affects his people and their thought for
a time proportionate to his power, and the direction he
gives it. When he dies, his character lives for him; his
1deas, his spirit, have passed into the consciousness of the
people, and continue there, a new force to create men like
him. Shakespeare, Bacon, Newton, have been gathered to
their fathers long since ; but how much is there which is
Shakespearian, Baconian, Newtonian; certainly a thou-
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sand times as much as when their great genius was con-
densed into the poet, the philosopher, and the mathe-
matician. Benjamin Franklin is dead, and his body sleeps
in the little Quaker churchyard at Philadelphia. But how
much is there of the Franklin kind of man in America;
more than there ever was before, a thousand times as
much as when he had it all. One or two hundred places
in the United States are called after him, and his mind -
has gone into our mind more than his name into the con-
tinent’s geography. The great man’s character is not °
kept in the line of a single family. The ancestral tree
roots under-ground a great while, grows in its modest way
for centuries, and in due time bears the great aloe blossom
of genius, and then the tree dies. I think no family on
earth ever bears two first-rate men. There is one Shake-
speare, one Burns, and if there were two Bacons, they
were not otherwise known to be related than that both
were Englishmen. There is one Franklin, one Cuvier,
one Leibnitz, one Kant. These men may have a thousand
children, but the aloe flower of genius does not appear
again on the tree that has borne it once. Perhaps every
family is destined to bear a great man in the ages; only
some put out that blossom early, and others it may take a
thousand years to mature it. Buf if the flower breaks
down the tree, the fruit scatters its seed across the con-
tinent. Mankind inherits the personal estate of genius,
which does not descend in the family. To-day there is
no Jesus, but how much more that is Jesus-like ; not in
Judea alone, but in all the world. All that he was now vests
in the human race. This millionnaire of religion left his
estate in trust to mankind. God is the guardian who
manages it for the advantage of all ages. It

¢ Spreads undivided, operates unspent:”

nay, it thickens as it spreads, and is enlarged when it is
spent.

PHow pliant is human nature before the plastic power of
a great genius! When you and I hear some man of great
mind and great rhetorical art utter his humanest thoughts,
we swing to and fro, as he also vibrates. Iis thought is
in our thoughts, and if his cheek but blanch, ours also
turns pale; and we flush as his blood reddens in his face.
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So the great man affects mankind, not for a minute but
for ages long.

MEX OF TALEXT AXD MEN OF GEXIUS.

Taeee are two classes of great men,—great men of
talent, and great men of genius. They are unliko in their
centre, very much alike in their circumference, where
they meet and blend. There is one class of uncommon
ﬁ:sons who have more of what everybody has a little.

y differ from the rest in quantity, not in kind. They
do as other men, but better and stronger. They create
pothing new, originate nothing ; but they understand the
actual, they apply another man’s onginal thought, develop
and improve the old, execute much, invent httle. They
say what somebody else said and thought originally.
They say what the great mass of the people think and
cannot yet say. A man of this sort comes very close to
the outside of men. That is the man of talent. Speaking

ractically, talent is executive power in its various modes;
it is ability to adapt means to ends. On analysis, you
find it is not superior power of instinct and spontaneous
intuition, but only superior power of conscious reflection,
power to know by intellectnal process, to calculate, and to
express the knowledge and the calculation. It is a great
gift, no doubt. It is men of great talent who seem to
control the world, for they occupy the headlands of
society. In a nation like ours, they occupy the high
positions of trade and politics, of literature, church, and
state. Talent is as variable in its mhodes of manifest-
ation as the occupations and interests of men. There
may be talent for war, for productive industry, for art,
philosophy, politics, also for religion. There are always
s few men of marked talent in every community. With
the advance of mankind, the average ability continually
greatens ; it is immensely more in New-England to-day
than it was in Palestine two thousand years ago; but
the mimber who overpass the broad level which man-
kind stands upon, I suppose, bears about the same ratio
at all seasons to the whole mass. Equality in rights,
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with great diversity in powers, seems to be God’s law
everywhere.

But now and then there rises up a quite other man. He
differs from his fellows in quality as well as in bulk,—a
man of finer material and nicer make. He discovers new
things, creates new forms out of old substance, or new sub-
stance out of human nature. He originates, thinks what no
man ever thought before. He comes close to what is inner-
most in mankind, and not only tells what you and I
thought but could not speak, but what we felt and did
not know. So he not only provides words for unuttered
thoughts, and so interprets the reflection of men, but furn-
ishes ideas for sentiments, and so makes us conscious of
our innermost feeling. Thus he draws nearer to mankind
thap the other, Talent comes home to our business,
genius also to our bosom. Out of dead timber the man of
talent builds a scaffold for a house; out of live nature the
man of genius grows a great groen forest, whence timber
shall be cut and nsed so long as winds blow, and leaves are
green. Working from the outside, falent weaves a web,
stretching the warp, putting in the filling, thread after
thread, stamps it with various borrowed forms, mechanically
coloured. That is well. But from the germ of life, genius
bodies forth a plant, which grows from within, leaf by leaf,
branch by branch, and then opens the Hower, every petal
developed in fragrant*beauty,and matures theapple,rounded
out from its central germ of life, curiously painted, but all
the work done in the inside. Talent weaves, genius grows.
"One paints and tricks off the cheek of humanity with white
and vermilion, laid on from the outside; from the inside
the other beantifies the cheek of humanity with blooming,
vari-coloured health. One is art, the other is life.

The man of genius invents*and originates, making new
forms out of the commonest material. He finds general
laws in facts that have been familiar to everybody since the
world was. All the neighbours in Crotona twenty-three

“ hundred years ago heard the two village blacksmiths beat
the anvil, one with the great hammer, and the other with the
small one; Pythagoras took the hint from that rhythmie
‘beat, and brought the harmonic scale of music out from the
blacksmith’s ¢ ten pound ten.” Every boy sees that in a
right-angled triangle, the largest side.is opposite the
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square angle; but Pythagoras discovered that if you draw
three square figures, each as long as the three several sides
of this triangle, that the largest square will be as big as
both the others. It was one of the grandest discoveries of
mathematical science. Every priest in the Cathedral of
Pisa two hundred and seventy years ago, and all the women
and children at Christmas, saw the great lamps which
hung from the ceiling, some by a longer, and some by a
shorter chain ; they saw them swing in the wind that came
in with the crowd, as the Christmas doors, storied all over
with medieeval fictions, were opened wide. None but the
genius of Galileo saw that the motion of these swinging
lamps was always uniform and in proportion to the length
of the chains, the lamp with the longest chain swinging
slowest, and that with the shortest completing quickest its
vibration. He alone saw that the swinging lamps not only
distributed light, but also kept time, and each was a great
clock, whereof he alone had the dial and the hand pointed .
to the hour in his mind. Nay, for five hundred years in
that great Cathedral these lamps, swinging slowly to and .
fro, had been proclaiming the law of gravitation, but Ga-
lileo was the first man who heard it. All the farmers in
Cambridgeshire saw apples fall every autumn day, and a
hundred astronomers scattered through Europe knew that
the earth moved round the sun; but only one man hy his
genius saw that the earth moved and apples fell by the
same gravitalion, and obeyed the same universal law.
There were two or three thousand ministers in England two
hundred years ago, educaled men, and they were preaching
with all their might, trying to make the popular theology
go down with the reluctant Anglo-Saxon people, who hate
nonsense. How dull their sermons,—telling ‘the people
thet man was a stranger and pilgrim on earth, with their
talk about Abraham’s faith, and their quotation from the
Epistle to the Hebrews. How dead they are now, those
dreadful sermons of the seventeenth century,—save here
and there a magnificent word from Jeremy Taylor or Ro-
bert South | How dead they were then,—abortive sermons,
that died before they were spoken! But a common tinker,
with no education, often in low company, hated for being
religious, and for more than twelve years shut up in a jail,
writes therein the * Pilgrim’s Progress,” which makes
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Calvinism popular, and is still the most living book which
got writ in that century of England’s great men, when Shake-~
speare and Milton and Herbert and Bacon and Taylor were
cradled in her arms. Adam Smith takes the common facts
known to all gazetteers, the national income and expendi-
tures, the exports and imports, manufactures, the increase
of population, &ec., and by his genius sees the law of
political economy, and makes national housekeeping into
science. Shakespeare picks up the common talk of the vil-
lage, what happens to everybody, birth, love, hope, fear,
sorrow, death, and then what marvellous tragedies does he
msake out of the drama of every man’s life! They tell a
story of a man in Greece, who, one day, walking along the
sea-shore, picked unp the empty shell of a tortoise, with a
few of the tendons still left, and found it gave a musical
note as he touched it ; he then drew threads across it from
side to side, and out of the corded shell invented musical in-
struments. Fire and water are as old as creation, and have
been in man’s hands some thirty or forty thousand years, I
suppose ; there was not a savage nation in Asia or America
but had them. Men have married these two antagonistic
elements together for many a thousand years, and water
boils. But from these two Robert Fulton breeds a giant
who is the mightiest servant of mankind, altering the face
of nature and the destination of man. Every chemist knew
that certain substances were sensitive to light, and changed
their colour by day; nay, every farmer’s daughter knew
that March wind and May sun made cloth white and faces
brown. But Niepce and Daguerre had such genius that
they took advantage of this fact, and set the sun to paint
pictures in forty seconds. King Charlemagne not being
able to write when called upon to sign his name, daubed
his palm from the ink-horn, and put bis hand on the docu-
ment, the great sign-manual of that giant Emperor. Nay,
five hundred years before Moses, kings had seals with
their names engraven thereon, and stamped them on wax.
Thirty-five hundred years later, the genius of Faustus puts
together a thousand of these seals, a letter on each, and
therefrom makes a printed Bible. How hard they tugged
at the bow-string and plied the catapult, to knock down
the walls of a town in the middle ages. Schwartz makes
gunpowder, and cross-bows and catapults go out of fashion.
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These are men of genins ; men of talent could never Lave
sccomplished these results which I have mentioned. These
are the men who really command the world, the original
thinkers. There are not a great many of them. It scems .
mecessary that seven-eighths of man’s Life shall be routine,
doing to-day what we did yesterday, the same old thing
over and over again. Buat now and then the great
raises up one man of genius in & million, who shovels away
the snow, and makes a where all men can walk, clean-
footed and dry-shed. us reverence these men.

Speaking practically, genius is power of construction,
power to onginate and ereate new forms out of old matter,
new matter cut of human nature. Speaking philosophi-
cally, or by analvsis, penius is great power of instinct,
spontanecas intuinon. is the element of necessity, as
it were, in genins. It is, next, great power of conscions
reflection, great imagination in its greatest forms, great
attention, the power to bend all the facultes to the special
task in hand.  This is the element of freedom in genins.
Genius knows the thing which it works upon and produces;
not always does it know itself. The same man is seldom
evnthetic to create, and analytic to explain the
of crcation. ITomer and Shakespeare know how to make
poetry, but not how they make it ; the art, not the analy-
ticexplanaticn. Yet others have the genius for self-know-
ledge, power of analytic consciousness ; but it is not often
that the poet and the philosopher lodge in the same body.
This human bouse of clay is not large nor strongly walled
enough, nor nice enocugh, to entertain two such roval
guests. Huoman nature i1s too great to be made perfect, all
parts of it, in & single man;

. *One science suly will sne penins fit,
Se vant is art, 0 Barrew humsa wit.™

As, analvtically speaking, genias is power of instinctive
intuition, and power of conscicus reflection, so pracucally
it is the highest power of work, power of spontaneous work,
power of volantary work ; and it i3 this which unites the
womanly intuition with manly reflection. Genius is God’s
bichest gift to man.

One common delusion of young men is that they have
genins, and that a man of genius need not work, but can
accomplish great results with small eforts. Hence an
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ambitious young mechanic sometimes thinks he can get
to the top of the ladder, without stepping on any of the
rounds ; and the ambitious young trader scorns the
systematic and sober diligence of his father, and hopes to
make a fortune at a stroke, and get his pile of gold in a
fow years, and not be a life-time about it.  Nothing
venture, nothing have,” says he contemptuously, and on
his tall borrowed horse he rides into Chancery. So the
young scholar hopes to accomplish everything by genius
at a dash, to learn science without any study, to master a
language by the inspiration of wine. But nothing comes
of nothing.

Real genius is power of work; hard work of intuition,
hard work of reflection, and a great deal of it. Noboedy
doubts the genius of Lord Bacon. England never saw a
harder working man. ¢ Newton saw the apple fall from
- the tree, and therein discovered gravitation,” says some
thoughtless young man. The apple fell from the tree one
day, but it was twenty years before Newton’s great
branches shook down gravitation ; it was twenty years of
hard work, often sixteen hours out of the twenty-four,
sometimes twenty-four hours out of the twenty-four. The
great poetic souls, the Shakespeares, Miltons, Goethes,
were men of mighty genius; they were men of mighty
industry also; and if Cuvier and La-Place have the power
of ingight, they make the most zealous use of it.

Now genius appears in as many diverse -forms as there
are human occupations and interests. Some have a
genius for war, and are great fighters,—the Alezanders,
Hannibals, Ceesars, Attilas, Fredericks, Napoleons, and the
rest of the masters in this dreadful art to kill. It was
once the most honoured of all ; it is far too much honoured-
to-day., Others have genius for practical industry, the
creation of use; genius for agriculture, cattle-keeping,
mechanic arts, navigation, and commerce. This form of
genius has hitherto been but little honoured, but is now
getting the respect of the most enlightened nations.
Some have a genius for art, the creation of beauty,—
music, painting, sculpture, architecture. These are forms
of geniug which get honoured long before the power of
E'Ionductive industry is much respected, for man adorns

imself before he provides for his comfort, tattoos his skin
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before he weaves a coat to cover it. This class of men
who have a genius for art are the most honoured to-day
by the educated portion of mankind, the world round.
Then there is another department of genius, for philo-
sophy, physics in its various departments, metaphysics,
and theology. There is & progressive veneration for the
great philosophers. Once they, like Anaxagoras, fled out
of the city, or like Socrates, were poisoned in it; for as
they were the bane of tyrants, so they were the prey of
tyrants, all round the world. Others have genius for
politics,—the application of ideas to human affairs, the
organization of masses of men, and the administration of
that organization. This is a very high mode of genius,
always valued from the earliest days, and never too much.
Lastly, there is genius for religion ; for piety, to feel and
know God; for morality, to know and keep His laws.
With the instinctive mass of men, genius for religion is
valued far above all the rest, because the man who has it
incarnates in himself the instinct of mankind, brings it to
their consciousness, puts it into form, and is a leader of
men in departments deemed by humanity most important
of all. Now in the progress of mankind, the higher
powers of instinct and reflection are continually developed,
and so higher and higher forms of genius arise.

Once all great genius was thought miraculous and
divine. The poet called himself the Muse’s son, and the
priest said God came and told him the bright thought
that entered his head. Now it is no longer wonderful.

The man of a high mode of genius has great power of
instinct, and so he feels the sentiment of humanity which
you and I feel, only he feels it first, feels it strongest;
he outruns the instinctive mass of men, and in advance of
them gets new justice, new piety; and so he is more
popular than the people are, for he knows what they only
- feel, and he feels to-day what they will feel the next year
or the next millennium ; and that is the reason why the
man of the highest form of genius is always so dear to the
heart of humanity, to the instinctive masses of men, not
to those who have poorly educated but a single faculty.
Scholars say the people cannot understand the man of
genius ; but it is in the bosom of the people that the man
of genius makes his nest and rears his young. He bas

[
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power of reflection, and so is master of his instinct, not
its slave. He also translates the common feeling, which
he shares, into thought, and common thought into speech,
and makes the nation conscious of what it felt and did
not know at all. This power of reflection makes him
master of men, but his power of instinct keeps him our
brother still. Great talent seems to separate the scholar
from the mass of toilsome men, and he looks down with
scorn on the smith, the potter, and the weaver, and says
with the old man in Ecclesiasticus, ¢ All these glory in
the work of their hands; but they shall not be sought for
in the public council, nor sit high in the congregation;
they shall not sit in the judge’s seat, nor understand the
sentence of judgment.” But great genius in its highest
modes unites men ; we feel nearer to one who has it than
to our mother’s son’;- he is more we than we are onr-
selves. Hence the popularity of the man of genius. He
does not separate himself from men, but says, “ Suffer
little. children to come unto me, and forbid them not.”
“Come unto me, all ye that labour and are heavy laden,
and I will give you rest.” I am not come to be minis-
tered unto, but to minister.”” He goes to the lost sheep.
He is the good physician to the sick, the friend of pub-
licans and sinners. The great genius is the Son of Man.
Now each great gift is a trust from God. The function
of the man of great genius is to do for the rest what they
cannot do for themselves. Every faculty that man bas is
amenable to the conscience and God’s law, and is to be
used for its owner’s advantage, but for mankind’s behoof
not less. The great genius for war is to defend his nation,
not enslave it and mankind, as the Cesars and Napoleons
have done. Whoso has genius for productive industry
must serve mankind, will he or not, for his invention shall
one day be the property of all. If a man have a genius
for acquisition, the commonest in mankind, he is bound to
use it like a brother, and not like a brate; and what a
service he may thus render to mankind by the Christian
use of his masterly power! This is an age when genius
for trade is honoured above all other forms. Let the
trade be a religious sacrament, a communion of man with
man, for their joint good, not for one man’s blessing and
another’s harm. If a man have the mercantile genius or

[ | [P N
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talent of Girard or Astor, what a debt he owes to man-
kind! What if Raphael had painted for his own eye, and
then burned up his pictures; what if Shakespeare had
written dramas for his family and a few friends ; what if
Newton had shown his diagrams and calculations to the
great gownsmen at Cambridge, and then destroyed them;
—it would not be at all more selfish than the course of
the merchant, scholar, tradesman, or politician, who works
for himself, and himself alone. I wish men knew the trne
use of great talents, the true use of the money they there-
with accumulate. The function of men of great genius
for philosophy, letters, art, is to educate mankind. Such
& one is to point out the errors of the popular creed, and
indicate new truths. And what immense services have
been rendered by men of great mind who have devoted
their energies to this work ; those, for example, who have
exposed the errors of the Heathen mythology, or those
- who have exposed .the follies of the Christian mythology,
—the Martin Luthers who figured in the sixteenth century,
the philosophers and free-thinkers of the seventeenth,
eighteenth, and nineteenth centuries. Such men are sent
into the world as soldiers of humanity; if they strike
against man, not for man, how great is their condemn-
ation ! There is a long line of men of philosophic genius,
who have sought to educate the people, to free them from
superstition, vices of body and spirit, noble souls, who in
the service of humanity died that you and I might live;
kings and priests burned them at the stake, cut off their
heaﬁs, and over ground once slippery with their blood
we walk secure. So a man of great poetic genins or
eloquence,—how much does he owe to mankind! What
if he turns off from humanity’s eyes, and never sees nor
sings the highest word of mankind’s joy or woel We
drop a tear on tho not religions brow of Shakespeare.
But when a man dedicates his pen to lust and wine, and
ribald mock and scoff, it is the greatest charity that can
say to a Byron, ¢ Neither do I condemn thee ; go and sin
no more.” What evil a wicked man of talent, still more
of genius, can perpetrate in his age; but what service a
man of great poetic genius can render! Milton marred
his poetry by that ghastly theology which he taught; no
man can love his idea of God. But what service he ren-
5 e
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dered to mankind by his love of freedom, and the high,
brave morals he taught. How has Mr Wordsworth cul-
tivated the sweetest virtues in his garden of the Muses,
which is also a garden of Christian literature. How much'
has Mr Hood done by his two songs, ¢ The Song of the
Shirt ” and ¢ The Bridge of Sighs.” How much Mr
Dickens has accomplished, with this humanity in his great,
generous heart. America has one man of literary genius
far surpassing all her other sons, both philosopher and
poet, though with something of the lack of the accom-
plishment of verse; a man who never appeals to a mean
motive, who uplifts and inspires, while he gladdens and
bears men heavenward on his swift, free wings, as white
and clean as snow. .

The highest of all forms of genius, God’s noblest gift,
is genius for religion,—piety, the ideal love of God;
morality, the keeping of every law; philanthropy, the
love of men. Hitherto this has been the rarest of gifts.
But now and then such a one comes up from the instinct-
ive mass of mankind, an Elias, a Moses, or a Jesus.

The Greeks had a natural talent for philosophy and art,
—the genius for science, literature, and beauty of old
times sloping up towards Aristotls, Alschylus, and Phi-
dias. The Hebrews had a national talent for religion,—no
science, no literature like that of the Greeks, no art; bub
the fruits of their religious consciousness are treasured
up for all times, sloping up towards the measure of the
perfect man. Greece bore Homer and Aristotle ; mighti-
est in science this, chiefest that in song. Palestine bore
Moses and Jesus,—the last, to my eye, the greatest re-
ligious genius of all time. Starting from Hebrew soil, he
roots into the national traditions ; but his flower is human
substance on the Hebrew stem. He shared much of the
superstition of hig time, its mistaken philosophy, its Limit-
ed notion of God, of man, and of the relation between the
two; he taught an eternal devil, an angry God, and an
endless hell. That was the dust of Jerusalem blown into
his flower, the eaves-dropping from the synagogue or
temple. But hig great genius for religion saw religion as
love, the mystic love within, the active love without.
His genius for philosophy, power of reflection, separated

‘him from the creeds of the doctors of law. His genius
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for humanity, power of instinct, made him" despise the
practice of such as say and do not, make long prayers,
and devour widows’ houses in private. He would have
mercy, and not sacrifice. Too far before men for their
comprehension, too far above them for their sympathy,
what could they do but crucify him? The most educated
class hated him; but “the common people heard him

ladly,”—because he had the great instinct of humanity
in his heart, and preached it to their consciousness. Men
felt the presence of a great man, and with the instinctive
loyalty of mankind they adorned him with the best they
could offer; the gewgaws of their fancy they put about his
name, called him the Son of David, and the Messiah; told
miracles about him ; nay, the multitude cut down branches
from the trees, and strewed them, with their garments, in
the way ; and ére long they called him God. Poor Attle-
borough jewels are all these, but the best that humanity
could offer. One day mankind will drop these fancies,
and we shall look on the majestic features of that Hebrew
man, radiant all over with humanity, and speaking still
his highest word,—love to God, and love to man. All
notions of his miraculous conception, birth, death, and
life, will vanish away, the fancied God give place to the
real man, and the great services of his genius and life be
plain to all men. \

MAN’S NATURE A PROPHECY OF ETERNAL GROWTH.

I wonpEr at the beauty of this world. I am amazed
before a little flakelet of snow, at its loveliness, at the
strangeness of its geometry, its combination of angles, at
the marvellous chemistry which brought these curious
atoms together. I reverence the Infinite God, who made
the ocean, earth, air, three sister es, for handmaids to
attend this fledgling of the sky. %nl‘gok up and wonder at
the stars; I am astonished at the beauty of that great
constellation Orion, which every night unveils its majestic
‘forehead to the eyes of men. I study its nebula with a
telescope, and it resolves itself to stars so distant that
those mighty orbs seem but flakes of cloud to the un-
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assisted eye. In fancy I clothe them with verdure, trees
of their own, and people them with beasts, birds, fishes,
insects, and the like. I have confidence in the laws which
lead and guide them, and they are a great revelation of
the omnipotence of God. But I compare them with man,
with spirit, its laws, its powers, its imperial duration, and
its faculty of unbounded growth,—and Orion, with its
nebula, seen to be stars, is as much inferior to man as
that snow-flake to the constellation. And when I reflect
upon this world of consciousness, the powers born in us,
~—which seem but as flakelets of a cloud now, but which,
seen through my telescopic faith in God, resolve them-
selves into stars too distant to be seen, and only dimly
brought to consciousness in such a soul as Christ’s,—then
I forget the constellation and all the starry beauty of the
world, forget the joy of trust that constellation taught,
and find delight in that higher joy and nobler trust which
my own nature has revealed to me.



TRAITS AND ILLUSTRATIONS

or

HUMAN CHARACTER AND CONDUCT.

THE IMPORTANCE OF THE INDIVIDUAL MAN.,

Ix a crowded city you see the multitude of men going
to and fro, each on his several errand of business or plea-
sure ; you see the shops, so busy and so full, the ships, so
many and of such great cost, going so far and sailing so
swift ; yon are tolgrzo many thousand men lodge each
night underneath the city roofs, and every morning so
many thousand more come here to join the doing and the
driving of the town, and depart thence at might. You
look at all this manifold doing and driving, the great
stream of activity that runs up and down the streets and
lanes, and you think how very unimportant, insignificant
even, i3 any one man. Yonder dandy, say you, who has
just blossomed out of the tailor’s window, & summer tulip
transplanted to the side-walk, might drop through, and
never be missed; so might that Little shrinking maiden,
sober as a violet, going to her work in a milliner’s or
bookbinder’s shop. o would ever miss these two
grains of dust if they got blown off? You think of the
conventions to make constitutions, of the general assem-
blies, of the million of men who compose Massachusetts,
then of the courts and congresses and laws of this nation,
its three-and-twenty millions of men,—and how insignifi-.
cant appears the little village we stand in. You think of
the whole world of nations, with its fleets, armies, cities,
towns, the enormous amount of property which belongs to
the world, for mankind is a rich old fellow,—you think
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of all the laws and constitutions, democratically writ on
parchment, or else despotically incarnated in a Nicholas
or a Grand Turk,—you think of the ten hundred millions
of men on the earth, and what is America, the indi-
vidual nation ?.. It is one drop in the pitcher ; it might
drop out, and nobody would miss it. 'What is Boston, an
individual town ? It might cave in to-morrow, and the
world care nothing for the loss,—only one farthing gone
.out of the inexhaustible riches of the human race. What
am I, say you, an individual man? I might die outright,
and ‘what odds would it make to the world? Of what
consequence is it to mankind that I am faithful or not?
whether I sell brandy or bread? whether I kidnap men
or make honest neat’s leather into honest shoes? I am
one hundred and fifty thousandth part of Boston, one
twenty-three millionth part of America, one thousand
millionth part of the whole human race ;—what a con-
temptible vulgar fraction of humanity is that, at its best
estate! If all the world of men were brought together,
who would miss me when the poll of the human race was
taken? I shall never much influence the general pro-
duct of mankind, let God add, or subtract, or multiply, or
divide me as He sees fit. 'What a ridiculous figure am I!.
I bave a few faculties, a little wit, a little justice, a small
amount of benevolence, reaching to my next neighbour,
and a little beyond ; a modicum of trust in God. What
are these amongst so many? Let me give up. Man has
no need of this one thousand millionth part of the family,
and God will never miss me. The individual is nothing
in this vast sum of forces, social, ecclesiastical, political,
and human.

It does seem so at first. The individual man seems of
very small consequence ; and so a man loses himself in a
great city, cares little for his own individuality, andsis
content to be a fraction of the mass; so much of the
‘Whig party, so much of the Democratic party, so much of
some other party ; a little fraction of America, and a little
vulgar fraction of the human race. o

‘When you come home and look into the cradle, or on
her who sits at its side, when you meet your grey-haired
father, or your mother venerable and old, when you take
brother and sister by the hand, or put your arm about one
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best-beloved,—then all this is changed, and the individual
seems of importance, and the greatest mass only the tool
thereof.  What a nice world it is! > says young Romeo
to younger Juliet, as he gives her the first evening prim-
rose of the summer. * The world was made for youn and
me,” sweetly coo they to one another, “on purpose to
produce this very primrose.”” To each Lorenzo, what is
all the crowd of Igenice, what are its palaces and works of
art, its laws, or its commercial hand that reached through
the world, compared with his single individual Jessica ?
To him they seem but servants to attend her. Even the
nioonlight which “ sleeps upon - the bank,” and the “hea-
ven thick inlaid with patines of bright gold,” seem only
designed by Heaven to serve and comfort her. ¢ The
lglzl)lden atoms of the day’ are only powders to.enrich her
ir,

When you study the action and the final result of this
doing am{ driving in & great busy town like Boston,—the
shops so many and so full, the ships so costly, going so far
and so fast,—of the thousands that lodge under the roof-tree
of the town, and the thousands more that do business in its
streets,—when you think of the laws, the social and political
machinery, and all the riches of this wealthy world,—you
gee that the ultimate function of it all is to produce an indi-
vidual man, and to serve him. For this do men build the
sovereigns of the seas and the kings of the clippers,—enor-
mous ships, nobody comprehends how big. Such is the
end of all this wonderful apparatus, the institutions and cus-
toms of the community, the constitutions and laws of the
state, the dogmas and rituals of the church. For this men
build great halls to regale matron and man and maid with
music ; for this swells up the great dome of Saint Peter’s, or
Strasburg Cathedral lifts its finger-tower clear up into the
sky. Allis to report its progress, and the final result, at the
fireside and the cradle, and it is valuable or worthless just as ~
it tells in the consciousness and the character of the indi-
vidual man. Even young Mr Tulip, the dandy, is of more
consequence than all the gaudy garments he has bought at
his tailor’s ; and modest Miss Violet is worth more than all
the velvets of Genoa and Lyons, all the laces ever made at
Mechlin, Brussels, and Louvain. They are her tools to serve
ber ; she is not for them. Omnipotence works for every man,
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age out and age in, century after century. Mr Erskine said
the highest function of the English Parliament was to put
twelve honest men in a jury-box. He might have brought
it to the smallest point, and said the highest function of the
English Parliament, and every other legislative and exe-
cutive body, is to make John and Jane the best man and
woman it is possible for them to be.

In looking at great things, at multitudes of men, at the
.great social forces of the world, we forget the importance
of the individual man, and are content to ‘sacrifice him to
the great purposes of the human race, or of some nation.
Merchants often think it is of no great consequence what
becomes of the sailors, if trade only flourish. So the fore-
castle may be very unwholesome and narrow, but the hold
for the-goods must be roomy and ventilated well. The
manufacturer thinks the same of the operative, and so sacri-
fices the human end to the material means. Thus it comes
_ topass that things get in the saddle and ride mankind, and
man is sacrificed, the individual cut down to suit the great
commercial interest. The farmer is sacrificed to his ditch.
His meadow has got a new ditch, and he a new rheumatism
to remember it by. Here is a man of alarge pattern, brave
and manly by nature, who does nothing but buy and sell.
He buys and sells all the week ; he cannot dine with his
wife, sees his children only as dogs lap water on the Nile,
as quickly as possible, fearing the crocodiles will snap
them in. On Sunday he is getting ready to buy and sell
the next morning. He has no time to read or think. His
fortune goes up, and he himself is at the other end of the
beam, and goes down just in proportion. It is plain that
this man practically thinks he is of much less importance
than his estate ; otherwise he would take more pains to be
a man than to get a million of money, and would know
that buying and selling and getting a fortune are not the
end of human life; they are only the means thereto.

Napoleon the First was a great man, in the common
modes of greatness; a very small man in the modes of
greatness represented by the blessed soul that fills the
pages of the' New Testament. But what is the best thing
he could carry out of the world ? Fame he left behind him,
and it is likely that to-day he has no more advantage from
his reputation on earth than the sorriest ass-driver ever
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cradled in his pative Corsica. The sexton at Saint Martin
tolled the bells of the village at noon on the day when Napo-
leon wheeled his army round the corner of the road that
sweeps over the Simplon. The jow of the bell went booming
up the mountain, and was heard aleague off, it may be ; and
the neatherd and shepherd, hearing it, said to himself,
“ Hans and Jean are pulling at the rope now. What great
men they must be to make themselves heard from the
parish church, all up the mountain, a league round.” Na-
E)sleon had a reputation that filled the world, every shot from
is cannon was heard from the North Cape to Gibraltar ; and
even now his repuatation goes round the world. Bat Hans’
and Jean’s reputation is worth as much to them to-day as
Napoleon’s is to him. His power over men slipped through
his hands long before death took him, and the riches of the
man who gave away empires and distributed crowns, gave
him six cubic feet of earth at last. His power, wealth, and
fame were only his apparatus for manufacturing human
character out of human nature.. The business of Bridget
and Rosanna, scrubbing in a kitchen, the bnsiness of
Thomas and Charles, making shoes or cutting stone, is
the same to them, perhaps of quite as much value, as
Napoleon’s dealing with kings was to him. Our special
calling, that of cook in the calaboose of a ship, or of king on
the throne of Spain, Prussia, Sweden, is only the frame on
which we stretch out the blank canvas of human nature,
thereon to work out such a pattern of ideal character as we
will or can. One day Death passes by the window ; Ilook
out, he sees me; the frame breaks to pieces, the web floats
out, and goes up to God, carrying therewith my work,
well-done or ill-done, bad pattern or good one, as I have
made. The frame is all gone, only the pattern ascends.
Amos and Robert go out of the world, leaving millions of
money and a high name. John and Hannah will one day
depart, leaving no millions of money, no great name; but
the Great Divine Providence will ask the same question of
each one of the four,—* What are yon, my little child?
How faithful have you been to your individual soul and ma~
terial circumstances?  What have you made out of these
things that I gave yon?” That will alike be asked of Im-
perial Nicholas and the man who polishes his boots: and
the shoe-brush may do for one of them what the sceptre
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does for the other. God is no respecter of either ; He takes
the character, achieved by the use of the one or the bear-
ing of the other, asking no questions beyond that.

Great Michael Angelo, out of Parian stone or Carrara
marble, sculptured many a statue, which stands or sits
there at Florence to astonish beholders,—his Dead Christ,
made for a pope; his Horned Moses, made for some cardi-
nal ; his Day and Night, for the republic of Florence. But
there was another statue that Michael was all the while
carving and working out, day out and day in, sculptured
out of spirit, and not marble ; and that was Michael him-
self. He made it for no pope, no cardinal, no republic of
Florence ; he made it for himself and his God, and carried
it home with him to the kingdom of Heaven. You and I,
working in our several spheres, may do the same work, and
toiling for earth, toil also for heaven; and every day’s
work may be a Jacob’s ladder reaching up nearer to our
God.

CHARACTER.

~ Looxk at this young man. He is building up his fortune,

and that is all men see, and they-praise that, and say he is
an industrious and excellent man, and will probably be rich.
I see and respect all that for what it is worth. But behind
his fortune there is rising up his character, stone upon
stone, brick upon brick, story after story; and by and by
that will be accomplished, and the great angel Death will
come and pull down that scaffolding, and it will lie there,
useful once, but idle rubbish now, and there will stand,
" resting on the rock of ages and reaching far up into the
heavens, the great brave character which the man has
built in the everlasting sunlight of God, itself as everlast-
ing, and always as fair.

HUMAN WELFARE.

I mAvE often wondered that men who are so greedy for
pleasure, and spend so much time in making ready what
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they reckon the outward means of happiness, getting
money, reputation, office, did not look a little deeper, and
seo on what nltimate conditions human welfare might be
had, even the highest human welfare. Merchants sending
out adventures to Manilla or to Nootka Sound, make dili-
gent inquiry as to the things needful for the voyage, and
the special merchandise which they will venture there.
Their success is not all luck ; nay, luck is the smallest part
of it. It is the result of good sense applied to trade. Send
s ship adrift anywhere into the ocean, with anything
thrust on board, it does not bring back a good return. A
gardener, seeking to rear flowers and fruits, hunts the wide
world over so as to get the fairest and the sweetest. Then
he studies the habits of every plant, learning the conditions
of its being, and its well-being ; he fits the sun and soil
thereunto, and rears his magnolia, his Amazonian lily, his
peach, his strawberry, his pear, his grape, his plum.

Why should not you and I likewise study the means by
which the highest human blessedness is to be had, be as
careful merchants of happiness as of wheat and bricks
and hemp? And why should we not plant gardens of de-
light as well as gardens of daisies and of corn ? I have often
wondered that men who study many a science, do not study
the science of human welfare; and that such as love art,
and would give the world, if they had it, to paint Nature
as she is, or to sculpture a man as he should be, do not
study this, which is the loveliest of the fine arts, the art of
constructing human blessedness. If thoughtful men took
a8 much pains with the voyage through time as the voyage
over the waters to Nootka Sound or Manilla, if they were
as careful of this great garden of human life, where man is
the plant, as they are of kitchen gardens and flower gar-
dens and nurseries,—why, what a happy world we might
have of it here | And what a great horticultural exhibition
of human blessedness we might have,—not every Saturday,
as the gardeners’ society, but every day, summer and win-
ter, and all the year round.
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THE COMMON OCCUPATIONS OF LIFE TO BE HONOURED.

. THE common callings of the mass of men are the means
" whereby this great Son of God, Mankind, the real Christ
that abideth ever, enters upon his estate, and gets the
mastery of the world. To me therefore these occupations
of every day are what the vast forces which we name gravi-
tation, electricity, vegetation, and life are. A woman
with a broom, and cradle, a needle, a basket full of kitchen
tools, and a few dollars’-worth of other furniture and gro-
cer’s wares, pursuing her housewifery, and making home
pleasant, and life clean and sweet to herself, to her husband,
children, brothers, sisters, friends,—is to me a spectacle
that is admirable and delightful ; ay, it is sublime. Feed-
ing the body, educating the spirit, and helping humankind
to get the mastery over the world, she is weaving that Ja-
cob’s ladder whereby mankind and womankind are climb-
ing up to God. There is a sublimity in common things,
even in what we call vulgar. Nay, it is not the exceptional
things in life which are the noblest. It is the every-day’s
march of men like you and me; not the high lift or the
sudden spring of rare and exceptional persons. How we
prize the relics of exceptional men,—an inkstand of Lord
Byron, a pen of Walter Scott, the sword of Oliver Crom-
well. But to me the tools which a man works with have a
certain sanctity and venerableness ; the hod of the labourer,
the smith’s forge-hammer, partake of these. A wheel-
wright’s son in Old England once became Archbishop of
Canterbury ; and in his library he kept a carriage wheel
which his own hands had made in his youth, and he eount-
ed itas an honourable scutcheon, and showed it as that great
man’s coat of arms. He never did a wiser nor a sublimer
thing. But how rarely do we see this. It is only greatand
exceptional men who are commonly thought to have lofty
and dignified vocations ; and the rest follow what are call-
ed “humble ‘callings.”” But the civilized world, with its
palaces, its libraries, its academies of science, and its gal-
leries of art, rests on the solid shoulders of farmers and
mechanics. Let them withdraw, and it is as if gravitation
itself had given out in the centre of the world, and if
would die of collapse. Sublimity looks very gay at a dis-
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tance; you come near, and you find its garments are of
coarse stuff ; and it wears a hair shirt next to its skin.

Tae lottery of honest labour, drawn by Time, is the
only one whose prizes are worth taking up and carrying
home.

InpUsTRY i8 the business of man. It is a dignity, and
only idleness a disgrace, a wrong, and curse. If you earn
nothing by head or hand, heart or soul, then you are, and
must be, a beggar or a thief, and neither pay for your
board nor lodging.

FRIVOLITY.

I po not. know which is the saddest sight to see,—the
house-breaker and the harlot in jail, or the frivolous vo-
luptuary in his saloon or coach. I do not know which is the
saddest tale to read,—the Court Journal, or the reports of
trials of criminals. I do not know which is the worst. One
is the earnestness of rage and want and lust : the other is
the frivolity of the vain and the foolish, At one extreme
of society, idlers, loungers, careless creatures there are, as
heedless as flies, and as inert for any work,—the golden
flies of wealth, who live and move and have their ephe-
meral being in a whisper of fashion. At the other end of
socivty there are persons squalid and clad in rags, who are
harvested by death from day to day, and who are just as
idle, just as incompetent for any work. They swarm in
the low parts of this city, wholly incapable of any effort.
No summer wave dashes more frivolous than they. Om
both of these classes the philosophical philanthropist gazes
with folded arms,—for here is an evil which Orpheus
might have sung to, which Moses might have thundered
and lightened upon, and which Jesus might have prayed
for, all in vain. He can only fold his arms, and wait for
the great teacher Death, who to the little and great laggard
of frivolity will teach the same lesson, from which there is
no escape in either extreme of human life. Here are these
two exceptional classes of men ; but the great mass of the
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people never reach either of these extremes. The dregs
and the foam of the cup of human life differ very widely
from the wine which lies between.

EARNESTNESS.

Ir is a sad sight to see a man specially earnest in his
business, but a frivolous fop in everything besides, and in
morals and religion a mere scorner. One day the echo
of his mockery will come back to the walls of the world
which he has defiled, and ring through his house, which
will seem the poorer becanse it is rich, and emptier because
it is so full of merely worldly wealth. If the business
of life be not merely to gather gold and live easy, but also
to be a man, having a fourfold manly life in you,—having
wisdom, justice, love, and faith in God, and so attaining
‘the measure of a Christian man, then you must not only
be earnest in business, but have a general earnestness of
spirit in all that concerns your inner life. Then sometimes
in our life it may be a serious question for us to ask,
““What -are we now, and what are we doing in our
life? Do we live the earnest lifo of the Christian man, or
the mean beggarly life of nothing but the flesh 7> That
question may well take the rose out of the young maiden’s
or young man’s cheek, and the thought of it make the old
man turn pale: But if you respect yourself, and know you

.are here to become a man, then howsoever frivolous in
trifles, you will never be frivolous in what regards the inte-
grity of your own soul ; but be ready to divest yourself of the .
respect of men, to strip yourself of property, if need be,
in order that you may be faithful to your spirit. _

You may have a general frivolity of character and be a fop,
a man fop or & woman fop ; not of dress or manners only, but
inyour whole life. With a special earnestness you may get
gain and station. But to be a man, to be a Christian, you
must have a general earnestness of character, and lay a
special emphasis on what concerns your higher needs,
your conscience, your heart, and your soul. Then all this
grave serenity of the heavens above us, of earth under our
feet, of ocean that rolls against the land, will serve as
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allies in our behalf; and all the events of the world, the
rise and fall of states, the temptation of business, the tempt-
ation of politics, the temptation of the church,—all these
will be only instruments to help us forward in our march
towards manhood, and to make us yet more manly and
Christian men.

KNOW-NOTHINGS.

Ix the town of Somewhere lives Mr Manygirls. He is a
toilsome merchant, his wife a hard-working housekeeper.
Once they were poor, now they are ruinously rich. They
have seven danghters, whom they train up in ntter idleness.
They are all do-nothings. *They spend much money, but
not in works of humanity, not even in elegant accom-
plishments, in painting, dancing, musie, and the like, so
I;;ym g in spiritual beauty what they take in material use.

ey never read nor sing; they are know-nothings, and
only walk in a vain show, as useless as a ghost, and as
ignorant as the block on which their bonnets are made.
Now, these seven “ladies”—as the newspapers call the poor
things, so insignificant and helpless—are not only idle,
earning nothing, but they consume much. What a load of
finery 18 on their shoulders and heads and necks! Mr
Manygirls hires many men and women to wait on his
danghters’ idleness, and these servants are withdrawn from
the productive work of the shop or the farm, and set to
the unproductive work of nursing these seven great grown-
up babies.

On the other side of the way, the Hon. Mr Manyboys
has seven sons, who are the exact match of the merchant’s
daughters,—rich, idle, some of them dissolute, debauchery
coming before their beard, all nseless, earning nothing,
spending much and wasting more. Their only labour is to
kill time, and in summer they emigrate from pond to pond,
from lake to lake, having a fishing line with a worm at one
end and a fool at the other. These are the first families
in Somewhere. Their idleness is counted pleasure; the
opinion of these know-nothings is thought wisdom ; their
example fashion ; their life the reward of their fathers’ toil.

[]
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Six of these sons will marry, and five, perhaps, of Mr
Manygirl’s daughters; and what families they will found,
to live idly on the toil of their grandfathers’ bones, until
a commercial érisis, or the wear and tear of time, has dissi-
pa,liie'd their fortune, and they are forced, reluctantly, to
toil!

LIVES OF PLEASURE.

I rEcoMMEND no sour and ascetic life. I believe not
only in the thorns on the rose-bush, bui in the roses
which the thorns defend. Asceticism is the child of
Sensuality and Superstition. She is the secret. mother of
many a secret sin. God, when He made man’s body, did
not give us a fibre too much nor a passion too- many.
would steal no violet from the young maiden’s bosom j
rather would I fill her arms with more fragrant roses.
But a life merely of pleasure, or chiefly of pleasurs, is
always a poor and worthless life, not worth the living;
always unsatisfactory in its course, always miserable in its
end. Read the literature of such men, from Anacreon of
old to Anacreon Moore of our times, and it is the most
unsatisfactory literature in the world. There is the ban-

uet, and the wine circles, and the flowers are gay; but
behind all these is the emblematic coffin, and the skeleton
stands there to scare the man from his roses and his cups.
-No lamentations of Jeremiah are to me so sad as the
literature of pleasure. It is well to be ascetic sooner than
waste your life in idle joys. The earnestness of life is
the only passport to the satisfaction of life.

THE QUALITY OF PLEASURE,

Ler amusements fill up the chinks of your existence,
not the great spaces thereof. Let your pleasures be
taken as Daniel tock his prayer, with his windows open—
pleasures which need not cause a single blush on an in-
genuous cheek.
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¢ Traar which must be concealed is near allied to sin.”
Heed the quality of your joy. A single rose is a fairer
ornament than a whole stack of straw.

HUMAN WRECKS.

THINK of a young man growing up, conguered by his
appetites,—the soul overlaid by the body, the smutch of
shame on all the white raiment of God’s youthful son,
who can stoop the pride of his youth so low, and be a
trifler, a drunkard, a debauchee! The mind of man de-
spises it, and woman’s holy soul casts it aside with scorn.
Stern as you may think me, and stern I surely am, I can
only weep at such decay as this,—flowers trod down by
swine, the rainbow broken by the storm, the soul pros-
trate, and trampled by the body’s cruel hoof.

RETRIBUTION.

No man ever sacrificed his sense of right to anything,
to lust of pleasure, lust of money, lust of power, or lust of
fame, but the swift feet of Justice overtock him. She
held her anstere court within his soul, conducted the trial,

assed sentence, and performed the execution. It was

one with closed doors; nobody saw it, only that un-
slumbering Eye, and that man’s heart. Nay, perhaps the
man felt it not himself, but only shrunk and shrivelled,
and grew less and less, one day to fall, with lumbering
crash, a ruin to the ground.

TEMPTATION OF THE DEVIL.

Jesvs had his temptation in the wilderness, says the
New Testament story. No doubt it was so. But he had
it in the city also, in house, and shop, and everywhere
else. When the devil finds us in the wilderness, and

6
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single-handed meets us, the devil alone, and we alone, he
is not much of a devil, he is not hard to put to rout. But
the great temptation of the devil is when he is backed by
interest or fashion, and meets us not alone, but in the
crowd. There is small cause to fear the devil when we
meet him alone, but the devil well-attended by respect-
able gentlemen,—that is the devil who is alarming. The
devil who lies in ambush under the counter, who skulks
behind a bale of cotton, or rings money in your ear, or
rustles gay garments,—that is the dangerous devil, and
fortunate i1s he who sees him fall as lightning from hea~
ven. Nay, that is the kind that goeth not out but by
manly prayer and manly work.

Tar whole sum and substance of human history may be
reduced to this maxim —that when man departs from the
divine means of reaching the divine end, he suffers harm
and loss.

MANHOOD LOST OR WON IN MATERIAL PURSUITS.

How many men of business dg I know whose manhood
is so overlaid with work that they can do no more. “I
will have an estate,” says one, “and then [ can ride on
it, and get my manhood.” But, alas! it is the estate
which rides him, and not he who rides, horsed on his
fortune. This carpenter looks to me like a chip or
shaving of humanity, and I sometimes think he will one
day change infto a piece of wood. That stone-mason
seems to be in the process of petrifying. Here is a New-
- England lumberman, who deals in logs, thinks of logs,
and dreams of boards, planks, joists, and scantlings. -He
might make out of his logs a plank-road, and ride easily
on towards the kingdom of heaven ; nay, he might con-
struct a commodious bridge to carry him over many a
deep gulf in that road; but instead of these, they are
only a pile of lumber. So he goes on. He is & log on
the stream, floating towards the sea of wealth, slippery,
unlovely to loock upon, and hopes to reach that end. By
and by Death makes a long arm, and catches .our floating
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log, and he stops on the shore to perish in material rot.
Yonder mother has become a child-keeper, and no more,
She has been that so long that her specialty of business
has run away with the universality of the woman; she is
a mother, nurse, housekeeper, that is all; mother of
bodies, housekeeper to the flesh, nurse to matter, not to
the soul that she has cradled in her arms. There goes a
lawyer who seems to be made of cunning. He is an
attorney at law; he might also have been a man at law,
but he scorned it, and as I look at him the inner cemes out-
ward to my eye, and his face seems only a parchment, and
thereon is engrossed a deed of sale, so much for so much.

Itis very sad for a man to make himself servant to a thing,
his manhood all taken out of him by the hydraulic pressure
of excessive business ; but how commonitis! I should not
like to be merely a great doctor, a great lawyer, a great min-
ister, a great politician, I should like to be also something
of a man.

Sometimes this excessive devotion to business is a
man’s misfortune, and not at all his fault. Poverty com-
pels the sacrifice of himself; and in such a case, let us
not condemn him, but pity the condition and venerate the
person. It has sometimes happened that a man or woman
maust forego that nice culture which nature demanded, and
devote all the time to the support of father, mother, bro-
ther, or family. It is more frequently so with women than
men, for the great burden of humanity has often been laid
upon the shoulders that were foeblest to bear it. Most men
fail of their moral development by the attempt to extend
their own self too far, most women by attempting to con-
tract it too much. Man’s selfishness brings him to the
ground ; woman goes astray through her self-denial. There
are many persons whom we must look upon as the slain and
crippled of war who are not the victims of cannon-shot and
bullets, for the battle of industry has also its martyrs.

Sometimes this is a man’s fault, not bis misfortune. He
had his choice, and chose money, office, reputation, rather
than manhood. To me this is a sadder sight than to seea
man stricken on the red field of hostile strife. I mourn
over a man whom violence has deprived of his manhood ;
but he will recover that on the other side of the grave,
Still more do I mourn over one who has turned traitor
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against himself, and plundered his own soul of his man-
hood. If men or women determine to seek in daily life
only its material result, they become tools of business, not
also men and women a$ their several callings. Butifa
farmer will take the same pains to raise character as corn,
if the mechanic will manufacture justice, benevolence, faith
in God, such shall be his retarn. If the trader in buying
and selling wishes to deal in * charities that heal and
soothe and bless,” they shall be * scattered at the good
man’s fedt like flowers.” Would he traffic in the  primal
virtues,” they shall “ shine alofi as stars * which never set.
A glorious character is worth whole crystal palaces crowd-
ed full of material riches and beauty. Yonder tailor is mak-
ing garments for immortal life,—clothing you and me with
coats, but himself with an angel’s robe. That shoemaker who
sits in his shop, drawing his quarters and sole together, is
shod with the sandals of salvation, that will not wear out
in life’s slippery road. This good silversmith is making
nothing so fair as his own character ; there is no jewel that
gleams with such a sparkle in his windows. That carpen-
ter is making csbinet-work for heaven. This dealer in
lumber has logs that form into a great ship of life, to carry
him over the sea of time, and put him on the ©Islands of
the Blest.® That cook, feeding her household, is getting
angel’s bread for her own soul. Yonder housekeeper, care-
ful and troubled about many things, has yet the one thing
needful, and that good part which shall not be taken from
her. This mother, rocking her baby’s cradle, is training up
her own soul for immortal life. How rich human nature
is, how profitable daily Life may be, how joyous its spiritual
delights !

Lzt us do our duty in our shop, or our kitchen, the mar-
ket, the street, the office, the school, the home, just as
faithfully as if we stood in the front rank of some great
battle, and we knew that victory for mankind depended on
our bravery, strength, and skill. When we do that the hum-
blest of us will be serving in that great army which
achieves the welfare of the world.

Soxerrues we say,tlﬁsthingisnot icht, but it will do
in the long ran. How far can you and I see? The best
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only a handbreadth. How clearly? But with exceeding
dimness. We say it will last our time, and so serve our
purpose. Is it not worth while to remember that our
time, after all, is eternity?

ANOS LAWRENCE.

Two days ago there died in this city a man rich in
money but far more rich in manhood. I suppose he had his
faults, his deformities of character. Of course he had. It
takes many men to make up a complete man. Humanity is
80 wide and deep that all the world cannot drink it dry.

He came here poor, from a little country town. He
came with nothing—nothing but himself, I mean; and a
man is not appraised, only taxed. He came obscure ; no-
body knew Axos Lawrrxce forty-five years ago, nor cared
whether the handkerchief in which he carried his wardrobe,
trudging to town, was little or large. He acquired a large
estate; got it by industry, forecast, prudence, thrift,—
bonest ingoustry, forecast, prudence, thrift. He earned what
he got,and a t deal more. He was prond of his life, hon-
ourably proud that he had made his own fortune, and start-
ed with * nothing but his hands.” Sometimes he took gen-
tlemen to Groton, and showed them half-a-mile of stone wall
which the boy Amos had laidon the paternal homestead.
That was something for a rich merchant to be proud of.

He knew what few men understand,—when to stop ac-
cumulating. At the age when the summer of passion has
grown cocg, and the winter of ambition begins seriously to
set in ; when avarice and love of power, of distinction, and
of office, begin to take hold of men, when the leaves of in-
stinctive generosity fall off, and the selfish bark begins to
tighten about the man,~some twenty years ago, when he
had acquired a large estate, he said to himself, “ Enough!
No more accumulation of that sort to make me a miser,
and my children worse than misers.” So he sought to use
nobly what he had manfully won. He didn’t keep

#A brave old house, at a bountiful rate,
‘With half-a-score of servants to wait at the gate.™ |
Ha lived comfortably, but discreetly.
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His charity was greater than his estate. In the last
twenty or thirty years he has given away to the poor a
larger fortune than he has left to his family. But he gave
with as much wisdom as generosity. His money lengthened
his arm, because he had a good heart in his bosom. He
looked up his old customers whom he had known in his
poor days, which were their rich ones,—and helped them in
their need. He sought the poor of this city and its neigh-
bourhood, and gave them s gold, his attention, and the
sympathy of his honest heart. He prayed for the poor, but
he prayed gold. He built churches,~—not for his own sect
alone, for he had piety without narrowness, and took re-
ligion in a natural way ;—churches for Methodists, Baptists,
Calvinists, Unitarians, for poor, oppressed black men, fu-
gitive slaves in Canada ; nay, more, he helped them in their
_ flight. He helped colleges,—gave them libraries and phi-
losophical apparatus. He sought out young men of talents
and character, but poor, and struggling for education, and
made a long arm to reach down to their need, sending par-
. cels of books, pieces of cloth to make a scholar’s jacket or
cloak, or money to pay the term-bills. He lent money,
when the loan was better than the gift. That bountiful
hand was felt on the shore of the Pacific. He was his own
executor, and the trustee of his own charity-funds. He did
not leave it for his héirs to distribute his benevolence at
their cost ; at his own cost he administered the benefac-
tions of his testament. At the end of a fortunate year, he
once found thirty thousand dollars more than he had look-
ed for, as his share of the annual profits. In a month he
had invested it all—in various charities. He could not eat
his morsel alone, the good man.

His benevolence came out ‘also in smaller things in his
. daily life. He let the boys cling on behind his carriage ;—
grown men did so, but invisibly ;. he gave sleigh-rides to
boys and girls, and had a gentle word and kindly smile for
all he met. : :

He coveted no distinction. He had no title, and was not
& “General,” a “Colonel,” a ¢ Captain,” or “ Honour-
able ”—only plain ¢ Mister,” “ Esquire,” and “Deacon *
at the end. .

His charity was as unostentatious as the dew in sum-
mer. Blessing the giver by the motive, the receiver by
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the quicker life and greener growth, it made no noise in
falling to the ground. In Boston,—which suspiciously
scrutinizes righteousness with the same eye which blinks
ot the most hideous profligacy, though as public' as the
street,—even the daily press never accused his charity of
loving to be looked at.

Of good judgment, good common-sense, careful, exact,
methodical, diligent, he was not a man of great intellect.
He had no uncommon culture of the understanding or the
imagination, and of the higher reason still less. But in re-

"spect of the greater faculties,—in respect of conscience, af-
fection, the religious element,—he was well-born, well-
bred, eminently well-disciplined by himself.

He was trul{ a religious man. I do not mean to say he
thought as Calvin or Luther thought, or believed by Peter,
James, or John. Perhaps he believed some things which
the apostles never thought of, and rejected others which
they all had in reverence. When I say that he was & re-
ligious man, I mean that he loved God and loved men. He
had no more doubt that God would receive him to heaven
than that he himself would make all men happy if he could.
Reverencing God, he reverenced the laws of God ;—I mean
the natura.l%aws of morality, the laws of justice and of love.
His religion was not ascetic, but good-natured, and of a
cheerful countenance. His piety became morality. The
first rule he took to his counting-house was the Golden
Raule; he neverlaid it by,—buying and selling and giving
by that standard measure. So he travelled along, on that
path which widens and brightens as it leads to heaven.

Here was a man whoknew the odds between the means of
living and the ends of life. He knew the true use of riches.
They served as a material basis for great manly excellence.
His use of gold was a power to feed,to clothe, to house,
and warm, and comfort, needy men ; a power to educate the
mind, to cheer the affections, to bless the soul. To many a
poor boy, to many a sad mother, he gave a * Merry Christ-
mas” on the earth,and now, in due time, God has taken
him to celebrate Epiphany and New Year’s Day in heaven |

Every vice meets its own terrific punishment. What
if the Honourable Mr Devil does keep his coach and six?
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It is Mr Devil who rides in it still, and-no six horses will
ever carry him away from himself. What if the young men
invite him to sit on their platforms, and so do him honour ?
It only exhibits. his devilship before the people in that high
seat—his character published in the great magnifying-glass
that is before him. He had better have shrunk into the
lowest corner.

CONTRASTS.

Ser what strange contrasts come to pass in our Chris-
tian democracy—so called. I do not refer to particular
cases, but what happens every year, and many times a
year. Here is a bridal party, among the wealthiest of a
great city. All the riches of food, furniture, and fashion
which gold can purchase are here brought together. Here
is the highest result of New-England civilization, the mil-
lionaires of money and of mind. The intellectual butterfly
always loves to bask and sun himself inthe golden gleam
of wealth, The mechanics who built the house where they
are gathéred never saw the inside after the key was turned
and given to the owner. 'The hodmen who bore the bricks
up the tall ladder could not read the Lord’s Prayer, nor
write their names. The mariners who on the ocean sail the
merchant ships, and bring home the costly wares which go
to the furnishing of the house and its inmates, are rude and
ignorant men, who haveonlya brief wrestle with the triumph-
ant elements under which perhaps they at last go down. The
vine-dresseronthe Rhine whocarried thefilthiest substances
in a basket on his back up the steep terraces, to nourish
the choice vintage that produced the wedding wine, is as
ignorant as the hodman, and does not know whether Boston
is in the United States, or the United States in Boston.
‘What beauty of dress there is ; but think of the Irish wo-
men who dressed the flax at fourpence a day, finding their
own food and lodging. Think of the lacé-weavers at Brus-
sels who sit in cold and moist apartments—for otherwise the
thread so attenuated cannot be drawn out,—so damp that
consumption rides in the air, and mows down his victims
in four or five years. Think of the velvet-makers atLyons,
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toiling on starvation-wages for a single New-England
shilling a day; yet men of better culture of intellect than
the wearers of the garments oftentimes. Think of the
bridal veil, the cost of which would bave supported Bow-
ditch or Franklin at Amherst College for a whole year.
¢ Stiff with lavish costliness,” it is worn by one who never
earned a farthing, and never will. Think of

#The girl whose fingers thin

‘Wove the weary broidery in,

Bending backward from her toil,

Leat her tears the work should spoil,

Bhaping from her bitter thought .

Heart's-ease and Forget-me-not.”
Think of the history of the cotton, every fibre of it the
toil of a slave; of the sugar-work of the confectioner, every
crystal of it pressed out of the Indian cane by a slave.
Consider the work of the painter on the wall, who toiled
in a garret at Rome, having nothing to comfort him but his
God and his art, who at last dies of genius and starvation,
unpitied, unlamented, and all alone. Consider the gay
entertainment, and the rude ill-paid persons who made i,
—and the tragic face of Want looks out from the comic
mask of modern wealth. There you see a fair picture of
civilization, You see that its most coveted results are
shared by very few, though produced at an immense cost
to mankind,

MATERIAL AND SPIRITUAL RICHES. °

° Ir is not worth while to hold the raiment above the body,
and the meat more than the soul which should consume it.
The millionaire is not the highest product of human civil-
ization. A rich man, a rich city, does not mnecessarily
possess all the Christian virtues. *Money answereth all
things,” says the Bible proverb; but it cannot answer for
honesty, it will never do for virtue, it cannot take the
place of confidence in Thy higher law, Thon Father of earth
and heaven! Isourtrade conducted on fair, just principles ?
Does the Golden Rule lie on the merchant’s desk, measur-
ing out between man and man the rule of the market ?
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Have we not forgotten God’s higher law ? Certainly, we
"over-rate wealth to-day, just as our fathers thought too
much of fighting. The great end of business is not the
accumulation of property, but the formation of character.,
“He heapeth up riches, and knoweth not who shall gather
them,” says the Psalmst but great virtues,—prudence,
msdom, justice, benevolence, piety,—these may be gather-
ed from your trade; they are not uncertain riches, but im-
perishable, tmdeﬁled,' and they fade not away.

Narore has dreadful whips for men who are seduced by
pleasure, refined or gross, drawn away from the school-house
and work-shop of duty, playing truant, idling away time
and life. Trouble comes to bring them back. That great
sheep-dog lies near by the flock ; hage, shaggy, red-eyed,
wide-mouthed, with mighty jaws, he 1s never far away.

SILENT WITNESSES.

“JoserH is a good boy,” says his mother, “he never
threw a stone at the pigeons before. You d1d not mean to
hit them, did you, dear 2> It is the mother’s only son, and
he never did a naughty thing. But I notice that all the
hens and tarkeys about the house run off when he draws
near, and that the great speckled cockerel never crows
till that little imp has gone by; and that when he walks
through the pastures all the cows keep at a safe distance.
These witnesses were not summoned, but they came into
court of their own accord, and their testimony convicts
the mother’s little darhng, who “never threw a stone at a
pigeon before.”

‘WeartH and want equally harden the heart, as frost and
fire are both alike alien to the human flesh. Famine and
gluttony alike drive nature away from the heart of man.
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THE NMODERY DEVIL.

Tux mythological devil of times past has almost vanish-
ed from the earsh. We rarely hear of him now. Bat the
real devil of our time—what is that? Very different is
he from our fathers’ devil, who was afraid of a church in
davlight, and elunk off, and was afraid to look at a Bible.
The modern New-England devil is respectable, and does
all things decently and in order. His brutal hoofs and
savage horns and beastly tail are all there, only discreetly
hid under a dress which any gentleman might wear.
They do not appear in his body, but in his face; you can
see them there, though he does mot mean yoa should.
He rides in the streets, and appears at public meetings,
and presides, at least i3 one of the Vice-Presidents. He
is always cn the side of the majority, or means to be. He
does not ke the majority, but he likes their power; he
Joves nobody but himself. He has large understanding,
not large reascn or imagination; hasnowmlom,lmta
deal of cunning. He has great power of speech, and can

rourheutontd'yourboeom. He cares g
for truth, only for the counterfeit of truth. He is wel
edncated ; knows as much as it is profitable for the devil
to know, not truth, bat plaasible hes. He knows most
menneseuiah,and all are. He knows men are
fond of pleasure in youth and power in age, and that they
can be cheated and wheedled, most of them. That is the
chief philosophy the New-England devil knows, all he
wishes to know. He is cruel, sly, has a good deal of
Fower to manage men, to suit his burdens to their
shoulders. Hothnkspmmdgsninegsmnonzense'
he pever says so. His religion is church-going,—for
pow the devil has karned a trick worth two of his old
cnes. He is always in his pew, with a neat Bible nicely
clasped, with a cross on the side of it,—for he is nos
;fxudofthecms,&stheoldde\'ﬂm He fixes his
cold, hard eve on the minister, and twists his mouth into
its Sunday contortions. He has resd the Bridgewater
mexaes, and Palev’s Theulogy and Morlity ; ke knows

“Evﬁences”l&ea]lmarcl’vamxtv and he maust
not doubt the casting of the devils into the swine,—nor
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would gou doubt it if you saw him ; he knows God com~
manded Abraham to sacrifice Isaac, and that it was his -
duty to do it. He is a life-member of the Bible Society,
takes tracts without stint, and reads the theological jour-
nals as Job’s leviathan swallowed the water. He sees no
evil in slavery; it is & patriarchal institution, s divine
ordinasice, useful to Christianize the world. Pauperism is
not to be found fault with; that also is divine,—for did
ot Jesus say, ““ The poor have ye always with you”?

Am :ez s getge;l Y por td bacribers,
on an pound sul
Your mwn in the nezspapen.” .

Sometimes he writes a book on Religion. He is often
with the minister, attends all the ordmances of religion,
and every form of sacrament ; pays bountiful pew-taxes;
all his children are baptized with water. The minister
thinks he is the very Evangelist, the chief pillar of his
church, and wonders why he was not a clergyman, but
concludes that he thought he could do more good in a
broader field. He loves to have the minister preach on
doctrihes ; against Jews, Infidels, Transcendentalists, and
other heathens ; to have him preach on the Bible, on the
Beauty of Holiness, on Salvation by Faith (and without
.works)—a very dear doctrine ; on the necessity and advan.
tages of Revelation, on the Miracles, on the Blessedness
of the Righteous. But let not the minister demand
righteonsness of his parish, nor insist on piety in the
young man’s bosom, or the old man’s heart. Let him
never rebuke a sin that is popular, never differ from
g)lylmlar opinion, Eopnlar law, popular charity, Ec;gul&r

igion. It will hurt his usefulness, and injure his re-
putation, and ,persons will not go to his charch, Our
church-going devil has nq belief in God, man, or his own
i rtsf He has no trath, justice, love, and faith,
and is all the worse because he seems to hive them ; and
80 he wants morality, but no justice; society, but no love;
a Church with no righteousness on man’s part, and none on
God’s part ; religion without piety and goodness ; he wants
a minister to manage a machine. * There is no higher law,”
gays he to the minister; “we must keep the laws of the
land,—except the laws against usury, intemperance, gam-
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bling, and the law demanding you shall pay your propor-
tion of the taxes; these laws were made for poor men,
not for us.” And our devil with his horns smites down
the poor, and with his hoofs breaks them into fragments,
and with his tail sweeps them away. ‘

This is the devil of our times. He worships the trinity
of money, the gold eagle, the silver dollar, and the copper
cent, — his triune god. He goes about seeking whom
he may devour, transformed into a Pharisee. He meets
lads at college, and breathes into their ears, and the
leprous shell of the hunker grows over the sophomore.
Then farewell to your manhood, young man! The devil
" has made out your diploma, and you will die in your con-
tracting shell. So the Mexican robbers meet a man,
plunder him, and then sew him up in the skin of an ox,
newly killed for that purpose ; the supple skin fits closely
to the man’s form, and in that fiery sun it dries and con-.
tracts, and kills him with a thirsty and lingering and
horrid death.

Our yankee devil meets girls at school, and pours his
leprous distilment into their ears. Then farewell con-
science, poor maiden! The roses may bloom on your
cheek, but religion is out of your heart ; decency is to be -
your morality. You may marry, but you must never love ;
and if you do, only with your flesh, for you have no heart
to love with. You are to rebuke philanthropy as fana-
ticism, and piety you are to overcome, and call superstition.
Good taste is to be your accomplishment; dress and
dinner are to be your sacrament and communion in both
kinds. No angel of religion shall ever illumine your
heart ; you shall have-ice for your comforter; and in that
cold wintry sorrow to which we must all come, your dia-
mond jewels will be great comfort in that hour !

Our devil meets the politician, and takes him with his
cold, clammy hand, and says, “There is no higher law.
Never try to cure an evil so long as you can make it serve
you and your party.”” He meets the minister, and here
his influence is worse than anywhere else. He tells him,
 Public opinion is better than the eternal law of the
Father; the approbation of your parish (hunkers and
Pharisees though they be) is above the approbation of
God. Salary,—it is certain good; salvation,—it is a
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whim. Never be righteous overmuch. TUse men to
serve you, and not yourself to serve them; the less you
serve men, the more they will obey you; a crown is better
than a crogs. Dear Mister Minister, you need not rebuke
any popular sin; the sinners are always the best judges
of what is sin ; s0 leave it to them.” The poor man after
that stands in his pulpit, with no conscience and heart
and soul in him, and profanes the Bible by reading it, and
mumbles over his prayers, which are almost ghostly, and
had better be turned by a windmill than uttered by his
poor voice. : :

The devil meets all men with this counsel,—* Prefer
your pleasure to the comfort of ‘your brother men; prefer
your comfort to their imperious necessity. Conscience is
a whim of your fancy; religion is church ceremony ;
piety, sitting at prayers; charity, public almsgiving ;
‘heaven and immortality, a silly trick, but useful for the
million men; disturb them not, but enter not into the
delusion.” _ :

This is the devil of New-England to-day ; not one that
‘slinks round by moonlight, but that seeks the day, the
broad street. He is not an open mocker, but a sly and
cunning - Pharisee. Be warned of him, O young man, O
young maiden! He will meet you at school and college,
in the parlour, the shop, the counting-house, the court-
house, the office, and the church, and will sift you as
wheat, and you shall be blown off as chaff if you do not
heed, for he is seeking for your soul. In the period of
passion he will seek to pubt a worm into your virtue, and
cut off its fragrance ; look for no roses where he has been.
In the period of ambition, he will tell you all is fair in
trade, and in politics all is well that ends well. Ay,
where is the end ? The end of self-abasement, what is
that ?

This is the devilishest of devils,—earthly, sensual, devil-
ish.



HUMAN CHARACTER AND CONDUCT. 97

COURAGE.,

A maN must needs have a courage which comes of his
faith in God. There are various things which pass by
that name. There is the courage of the murderer, who
at noonday or at midnight strikes down his victim,
There is the courage of the law-maker, who in the face
of the nation, consciously, wilfully tramples under-foot
the sacred safe-guards of human rght, and treads down
what is holy, to make mischief by statute, and bring hu-
man law into contempt. There is the courage of a Judge
Jeffreys, who sets the law of man at defiance, and scorns
and spits upon the law of God, to serve the rage of a
bratal king. All these forms have their admirers, and
the last two are suré to be applanded in church and state
in the nineteenth century, as they were in the seventeenth
and eighteenth. There is & courage which comes of firm
muscles, of mnerves not over-delicate, which has its
value ; and I would not underrate that sort, purely physi-
cal though it be. But the cool, calm courage which
comes of self-respect, of earnestness of purpose through
faith in God, is quite a different thing. That is a courage
which can labour only by just and right means. Thatis a
courage also that can wait. That 1s a courage ,that can °
suffer, with & “ Father, not my will, but Thine be done.”
There is a courage that is noisy, that is superficial, that
stirs men, and makes them shout, flushes the cheek, and
fires the eye. But the courage that comes of earnestness
of purpose and self-respect walks still in the street, and
remembers there is an Eye that is on the man, and that is
a courage that will not shrink.

MORAL COURAGE.

Wk hate to be in a minority. But the brave man, m
his own soul, intimate with God, will always try himself by,
the pure eyes and perfect witness of the all-judging God.
He will ask, not, What will men admire ? but, What will
God approve? There have always been times which

7
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tried men’s souls, and never more than now. You and I
may be called on any day to forsake father and mother,
and stand in a minority of one, with nobody to approve
us but God. Such social trials are far harder to bear
than to stand in a battle-field ; but with the witness of
your own heart, and God’s approbation, you are blessed
indeed, and may. still possess your portion in content,
having more than twelve legions of angels about you, even
the Father with you. Seek then, O man, the praise of
God, as all the heroes of mankind have done, as the pro-
phets and apostles and martyrs, and as Christ himself has
done. Never defer your sense of right to any love of
praise. If you get approbation, take 1t as an accident of
your excellence, and not as a sign. Count the praise you
are clothed with as a sackcloth garment of penance which
you must wear for not being above and before men ; and if
you miss their approbation, be not sore, but the more
loving. The integrity of your own soul is better than the
best name which the age, present or to come, can ever
give you. If you love God, that love will cast out all fear
of human infamy, transcend all human praise, and fill you
with ‘saintly heroism. The fame of the Christian is not
fame with men, it is good report with God ; and that

¢ Fame is no plant that grows on mortal soil,
* Nor in the glist'ring foil
Set off to th’ world, nor in broad rumour lies;
But lives and spreads aloft by those pure eyes
And perfect witness of all-juggin Jove.
As Hepronounces lastly on each deed,
Of so0 much fame in heaven expect thy meed.”

DEFERENCE TO PUBLIC OPINION.

It is not by self-respect and self-reliance that men get
the reputation of being wise and prudent; but by subor-
dination, by a cringing deference to public opinion ; not by
giving weight to superior personal qualities of other men,
but to superior wealth, station, or great renown. When
some years ago a young minister said some words that
rung in the churches, the criticism made on him was, that
he was not thirty years old. It is common for young men
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to postpone becoming true to their convictions until rich
end well known. That is to put it off for ever. Suppose
Puul had waited until he was rich, or until he was a great
and famous Rabbi, before he told men that Christianity
alone was the law of the spirit of life,—how long had he
waited, and what had he done? Suppose Jesus, when
about thirty, had said, It will never do for a young man
like me to respect my soul now; I must wait fill Tam old. .
Did not Moses wait till he was fourscore before he said a
word to his countrymen about leaving Egypt?” What
would have become of him 2 Why, the Spirit of God that
irradiated his vast soul would have gone off and perched
itself on the mouth of some babe or suckling, who would
have welcomed the great revelation, and spread it abroad
like the genial sun. Do you think that Simon Peter and
John ang James and Joseph would have been more likely
. to accept Christianity, if they had been rich and famous
and old men? As well might the young camel have waited
till he was old and fat and stiff, in hopes to go the easier
through the needle’s eye.

PERSONAL INTEGRITY,

Ar first sight, the most attractive and popular quality in
woman is always beauty, the completeness of the whole
frame, and the perfection of its several parts,—for it is
this which like morning light earliest strikes the eye, the
most salient sense, which travels quickest and farthest too.
At e distance the eye comprebends and appreciates this
gepius of the flesh,—the most spiritual organ of the body

oing homage to the least material part of matter. Butby
and by, some faculty nobler than sight looks for what
corresponds to itself, and finding it not, turns off sadly
from the pretty face and dainty shape ; or discerning there-
in lofty powers of mind and conscience and heart and soul,
things too fair for the corporeal eye to touch, is rejoiced
thereat, and then values physical handsomeness as the ala-
baster box which holds the precious spikenard and frank-
incense, with whose odour the whole house is filled. '

So the most popular and attractive quality in the public

7e
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man,—lecturer, politician, lawyer, reformer, minister,—at
first is doubtless eloquence, the power of handsome speech,
for that is to larger and nobler qualities what physical
beauty is to loveliness of the whole spirit. It is quickly
discerned, felt as we feel lightning, it flashes in the hand,
runs through our bones, and along the nerves, this music
of argument. But the flash, the dazzle, the electric thrill,
pass by, we recover ourselves, and look for something
more than words fitly spoken. So in the long run, the
_quality men value most in all public persons is integrity.
‘Webster, Everett, and Choate, we value for their eloquence,
their masterly power of speech; but the three Adamses,
‘Washington, and Franklin, the nation. values for their
integrity. This is to eloquence what a wise, good, religious
mother is to the painted girl at the opera, decked out, poor
thing, to please the audience for a single hour, and win
their cheap applause. Integrity is a marble statue which
survives the sacking of cities and the downfall of an em-
pire, and comes to us from the age of Aungustus or the
time of Pericles, all the more beautiful for its travel through
space and time ; while eloquence is like forms of chalk
painted on a rich man’s floor for one feast-night, the next
morning to be scrubbed off and cast into the street.
Integrity is to a man what impenetrability is to matter.
It is the cohesive force which binds the personal particles
of my nature into & person. It is that quality of stable-
ness which enables me to occupy my place, which makes
me my own master, and keeps me from getting lost in the
person of other men, or in the tumultuous crowd of my own
passional or calculating desires. It is the centripetal force
which holds me together, and keeps me from flattening out
and thinning off until I am all gone into sometbing else.
It is domination over myself, not servility to another. It
is self-rule by my own highest qualities. By the primal
instinet of the body we fend off everything that would
destroy the individuality of our corporeal frame, and there-
by keep our flesh safe, whole, and sound. Everybody repels
another who would wrench from him a farthing. By a simi-
lar instinct of spirit we keep off all that would impair the
inner man and disturb its wholeness, and put another man’s
mind and conscience and heart and soul in place of our
own, or which would make any evil passion to rulein place
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of what is highest and dearest in us. Thereby we keep
our spirit safe and whole and sound. Integrity is made up
of these two forces : it is justice and firmness. It is the
mingling of moral emotions and ideas with a strong will,
which controls and commands them.

Now the first daty which God demands of men is that they
be faithful, each man to his own nature, and each woman to
hers, to respect it, to discipline it toits proper manner, and
to nse it in well-proportioned life. If I fail in that, I fail of
everything besides ; I lose my individuoal self-hood. Gain
what else I may, the gain is of small consequence ; I have
lost my own soul, and to get anything without this and hope
to keep it, is like keeping money in a purse which has no
bottom. Personal fidelity is the first of all duties. I am
responsible for what gifts God has given me, not at all for
your gifts. You may be great, and I very little; still 1
must use my little faithfully, nor ever let 1t be swallowed
up in the stream of & great powerful man, nor in the grand
ocean of mankind. Though I may be the feeblest and
smallest of mortal men, my individuality is just as precious
to me as nationality is to the largest nation, or humani
to mankind. This impenetrability and toughness of cha-
racter is indispensable to all nobleness, to all sturdy
manhood. It is the most masculine of virtues, the most
feminine at the same time. It is fortitude of the flesh,
chastity of the soul. But while I keep the mastery of
myself in my own hands, I must use the help of the great
men and the little men by my side, and of humanity. I
maust touch everybody, not mingle and lose myself in any
one. I must be helped and helpful, and not mastered and
overcome. So I can be taught by all teachers, advised by
all history, past and present, and yet keep my flag on its
own staff, and never strike my colours to any man, however
venerable, or any multitude, however great. Self-reliant
independence, discreet faithfulness to the gifts God has
given me, is the primal duty, is the Adam and Eve in
%e Paradise of duties, and if this fails, others are not at

Now there are two forces which disturb and often pre-
vent this absolute personal integrity. The first is subject-
ive, from within ; the other is objective, from without.
First, the instinctive passions, by their rapid, spontaneous,
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and energetic activity, and the ambitious desires, love of
money, respect, and official power, get easily the mastery
over a man, and his noble faculties are nipped in the bud.
He has no blossom of manhood, and of cuurse bears no
manly fruit. The higher faculties of hisintellect are stifled,
the conscience dries up in the man, the affections fade out,
and perish, and in place of that womanly religion which
his soul longed for as its fitting mate, a foreign supersti-
tion, a horrible darkness, sits in his gate, making night
hideous. In this case, the man fails of his personal inte-
grity by allowing his meaner appetites to rule him. I am a
free, self-mastered man only when all my faculties have
each their proper place; I am a slave if any one of them
domineers, and treads me down. I may be the slave of
passion or of calculation, and in either case my personal
integrity is gone more completely than if a master from
without had welded his collar about my neck and his chain
on my feet. I am more disgracefully conquered, for a man
may be overcome from without by superior force, and while
he suffers loss incurs no reproach, and his dignity is not
harmed. But if 1 am overmastered by my own flesh, how
base is my defeat | .

The other disturbing force is objective, from without.
Here other men fool me away from myself, and divulse me
from my soul. Public opinion takes my free mind out of
e, and I dare not think and speak till some one has told
me what to say. Sometimes public law runs off with all in-
dividual morality. The man never asks what is right and
manly, and squares with his conscience, but, “ How far
can I go and not be caught up by the sheriff? ” How
mean it is to silence the voice of God within you, and in-
stead thereof have only the harsh formula of the crier of

“the court. Sometimes the popular theology turns off the
man’s soul from him, and sits there mumbling over those
words which once flamed out of the religious consciousness
of saints and martyrs, prophets and apostles; but to him
they are nothing but cold, hard cinders from another’s
hearth, once warm to some one, now good for mnothing.
How contemptible seems the man who commits high trea-
son against himself, levies war on his own noblest facul-
ties, and betrays himself, and goes over to his own ene-
mies. Of what; avail then is money got by indirect means ?
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Justicé makes us pay for it all ; it takes it out of our hide,
if not out of our purse. How base is a man’s respectability,
the praise of men which falls on him, when he has lost that
foundation which alone can hold up any praise, his own
self-respect, and faithfulness to himself!| How ridiculous
is official power when the personal power of self-trust has
long since gone! How mean looks that man who has
tarned his soul out of doors to bring in the whole world 1
I see him in his wine-cups, the victim of appetites and pas-
sions that war against the sounl. I see him amid, his riches,
the slave of covetousness. I look at him when the applause
of a convention of similar men repays his falseness to him-
self, the mere tool of the hand that feeds him. Isit worth
while to take the opinion of the pavement instead of your
own opinion, your own manly or womanly sense f Shame
on us that we are such cowards and betray ourselves !

But how grand, and not less than magnificent, appears

¢ The man who still suspects and still reveres
Himself, in nobleness and lowliness
Of soul, whom no temptations from within
Force to deformity of life; whom no
Beductions from without corrupt and turn
Astray.”

Look at such & man in his pleasures,—temperate, full
of open, daily blessedness, with no silent meanness of con-
cealed joy | See him in his business,—erect as a palm-tree,
no lies on his tongue, no fraud of tricky mind, no bad
money running into his purse, but the New Testament’s
Golden Rule lying on his counter, his desk, his bench, as a
meet one by which to buy and sell1 Seehim in the public
meeting,—faithful to himself, though he stands all alone ;
prlic opinion, public law, public theology, may be against

im, but & man on the side of his own soul has the Infinite
God for Lis ally. Think not of his ever lacking friends.
[This is the foundation of all the rest. It is the first quality
{ou ask of every man and of every woman., This you can

uild into anything else that you will ; but as the granite
must be solid in the block before it issolid in the building, so
you must have this integral personal impenetrability in the
.individual man or woman before they are worth much in
any relation of life where they are placed.
Alas! There is not much pains taken just now to pro-
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mote this personal integrity. How men laugh at it con-
tinually and hiss it down. The husband asks this young
woman, whom he weds, to surrender her personal integrity,
and she ceases to be an individual woman, and becomes
only his wife. The magistrate asks the people to give up
their personal integrity ; they have only to do just as they
are bid and it will all come out right, he tells them, whether
their souls be trod under the government hoofs or not;
‘and so the man who accepts that doctrine turns into a frac-
tion of the state, and is not a person of the state. The lit-
tle silken virtues, perfumed with rosemary, current in what
is called the world of fashion, fit its inhabitants to be beanx
and belles, not men and women, with great manly and
womanly character, thoughts, feelings, prayers, aspirations,
Iife. Some one said to me the other day, To be respect-
able in Boston and welcomed into the best society, a
man must sacrifice his soul ; individuality muvst go down
before sociality. dJesus of Nazareth had a personal integ-
rity as hard as the British cannon-balls which beat down
Sebastopol ;. but nine ministers in every ten, in his name,
tell men they must cast away all integral consciousness,
and be only a branch of Christ. Not so! I also am a tree,
not a branch of any man. My individuality, though it is
but the smallest shrub of humanity, roots into that great
field of the world where Jesus and Moses and Plato and
Aristotle and Leibnitz and Newton also stood and rooted
and grew. God loves me as well as He loved those great
and gorgeous souls, and if He gave them ten talents, and
me only two mites, which joined together make but the
fourth part of a penny, He demands the same faithful use of
me as of him who has the ten talents. This personal in-
tegrity is the oldest of virtues. To the spirt it is what

bravery is to the body. It is the father of all the rest.
‘What honours do we pay to saints and martyrs who kept
their spirit clean amid the fire, and laid down their body’s
life rather than stain the integrity of their spirit! At the
. head of American statesmen stand Washington and Frank-
lin. Neither of them had a brilliant quality, but each had
such faithfulness to his idea of official duty that their influ-
ence is ploughed into the consciousness of the land they

lived in.

- Integrity is a virtue which costs much, In the period of
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passion, it takes self-denial to keep down the appetites of
the flesh; in the time of ambition, with us far more dan-
gerous, it requires very much earnestness of character to
keep covetousness within its proper bounds, not to be
swerved by love of the praise of men, or official power over
them. But what a magnificent recompense does it bring
to any and every man! Any pleasure which costs con-
science a single pang is really a pain, and not a pleasure.
All gain which robs you of your integrity is a gain which
profits not; it is a loss. Honour is infamy if won by the
sale of your own soul. But what womanly and manly
delights does this costly virtue bring into our conscious-
ness, here and hereafter |

PERSONAL IDEALIZATION.

I NEVER trust any man’s statement agaimst his enemy.
The idealization of hate destroys the personal likeness.
So it is with the benevolent emotions; they idealize and
beautify. * There never was such a baby.as our baby,”
says Edward to Susan, and Susan to Edward. How do
Romeo and Juliet mutually purr over each other! If a
man has done us any considerable service, how do we
idealize him | The good old doctor,—how he is idealized
by his patients, or the noble-hearted minister by his
hearers! “ Good men are scarce,” say they; “ there will
never be such another.” So with men who serve nations,
especially if they fill a great office. The Americans
idealize {Va.shington ; even painters-and sculptors must
transcend the fact. If some artist should paint Washing-
ton as he was at the age of sixty, and exbit the picture,
I suppose the Honourable Members of Congress would
stone it with stones. A fow years ago a minister, in a
sermon on Washington, ascribed to him many great
moral excellencies, and integrity greatest of all, in the
heroic degree ; and wishing to paint the man just as he
understood him, he mentioned the fact that he once told
a great lie, and gained the battle of Yorktown ; that he
sometimes swore the most terrible oaths, and got into
great wrath ; that he did not believe the popular theology
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of his time, but probably thought as Franklin and Jeffer~
son did. How angry were editors and ministers! None
disputed the fact, but they were wrathful because the fact
was told. The Athenians condemned Anaxagoras to
death, because he taught that the sun was fire.

Accordingly, we do not frust the Buddhists’ account
of Buddba. Who ever believes the eulogies delivered in
Congress, or in Faneuil Hall, or in meeting-houses?
Funeral sermons are often as false as dicers’ oaths. '

But this idealization passes away. By and by the
mother who has borne ten babies, has seen a thousand as
-good as her own, and knows her children just as they are.
Romeo finds gray hairs in Juliet’s pretty curls. The
patient finds other doctors of skill, and ‘that his is some-
times mistaken. The parish learns that the minister has
neither all' the human virtues, nor all the great talent;
that some little man of a despised sect has some wild-
flower of humanity which their favourite hdas mnot got.
The nation finds oub that its great benefactors had both
good and ill, and did not exhaust the possibility of man-
kind. Other Athenians built a sacred monument to him
whom their fathers condemned for telling the truth about
the sun. How mankind loves the actual fact, truth as it
is, in nature or man !

I have at home three great books, full of panegyrics
which some rhetoricians wrote about the Roman Em-
perors. - I'would give them all for one moral daguerreotype
of Julius Ceesar or Alexander Severus. No wise man
objects to idealization, but he does not like to have it in
the same platter with the historic fact. I think the time
has come when a small part of Christendom would like to
look at a daguerreotype of Jesus, and be content with the
actual historical person just as he was, and give up that
long series of fancy sketches which make up the ecclesias-
tical Christ; for to my thinking, that noble-browed car-
penter, with his great trust, and pious feeling, and grand
life, is worth much more than all the ecclesiastical dreams
about him that have been made, down to this day.

AGREEABLE persons you always love best when present.
Disagreeable persons whom you love, you always love best
in absence ; because imagination, stimulated by affection,
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gupplies virtues whose ugly omission is pressed upon you
when sach persons are by.

THE HAPPY MAN,

TeE happiest man I haveé ever known is one far enough
from being rich in money, and who will never be much
nearer to it. His calling fits him, and he likes it, rejoices
in its process as much as in its result. He has an active
mind, well filled. He reads and he thinks. He tends
his garden before sunrise, every morning, then rides
sundry miles by the rail, does his ten hours’ work in the
town, whence he returns happy and cheerful. With his
own smile he catches the earliest smile of the morning,
plucks the first rose of his garden, and goes to his work
with the little flower in his hand, and a great one blos-
soming out of his heart. He runs over with charity, as a
cloud with rain ; and it is with him as with the cloud,—
what coming from the cloud is rain to the meadows, is &
rainbow of glories to the cloud that pours it out. The
happiness of the affections fills up the good man, and he
runs over with friendship and love,—connubial, parental,
filial, friendly too, and philanthropic besides. His life is
& perpetnal “trap to catch a sunbeam,” and it always
springs and takes it in. I know no man who gets more
out of life, and the secret of it is that he does his duty to
himself, to his brother, and to his God. I know rich
men, and learned men, men of great social position ; and
if there is genius in America, I know that,—but a hap-
pier man I have never known. '

Taz worst idol that a man ever bows down to is a dead
saint, not a live sinner; for the live sinner shows us his
sin; but we put a glory about the dead saint, and cease
to. see his follies, and become enslaved thereto.
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MODESTY A CHARACTERISTIC OF THE GREATEST MEN.

Azmost every great man has been modest; cerfainly all
that were great in the noblest forms of human excellence.
The great philosophers like Newton and Kant have been
more modest than the sophomores of a college. The
Shakespeares, Miltons, and Burnses, I doubt not, were
not half so well satisfied with their work, as is the penny-
a-liner of the daily press with his, or the poet who opens
a. city lyceum, who mistakes the momentary applanse of
young men for lasting fame. Chevalier Bayard probably
never boasted so much of. his exploits as some arrant
coward who hacked his sword behind a hedge, that he
might exhibit it to the admiration of men in bar-rooms.
Saint Paul reckons himself as the least of the apostles,
though his works have left a monument in Ephesus, and
Corinth, and Rome, and many other great cities, and your
and my piety is warmed at this day by the words uttered
from his great burning soul. Did not Christ refuse to be
called good even? This modesty is one of the significant
and descriptive marks of men of worth. It is of their
genus and species both. Not the thanksgiving, © Father,
I thank thee that I am not as other men are!” but the
penitent ery, “ God, be merciful to me a sinner!” were
the justifying words which sent the publican to his home
a wiser and a better and a more accepted man.

Nor they who court the public applause get their names
joined in stable wedlock with fame; but they who scorn
that applause, and ask only for their own soul’s appro-
bation, and the praise of God. Their names it is that
live for ever. .

POWER OF FEELING ESSENTIAL TO GREATNESS OF CHARACTER,

For a complete and noble character you want a great
ﬁower of feeling, and especially do you want it for all the
igh forms thereof. You do not need much for man in
his merely mechanical and artificial function, to make a
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mere soldier, a8 mere naturalist, tailor, priest, jobber, for
these names designate only special callings of men where-
in feeling is not much needed. Despotic judges never
want any feeling in the jurors. The tyrant, whether a
democrat or an aristocrat, never wants feeling in his
magistrates ; they are to execute the law ; the worse it is
the more they are to execute it ; for a righteous law does
itself, but a wicked law needs a great deal of executing.
There will be feeling in such persons, as there are fringed
gentians beside the mill-pond, which have nothing to do
with the business of the mill.

A man without large power of feeling is not good for
much as a man. He may be a good mathematician, a very
respectable lawyer, or doctor of divinity, but he is not
capable of the high and beautiful and holy things of man-
hood. He cannot even comprehend them; how much
less do and become. It is power of feeling, as well as
thought, which furnishes the substance wherewith the
orator delights and controls and elevates the mass of men.
Thought alone is never eloquent; it is not enough, even
for the orator’s purpose; he must stand on the primeval
rock of human consciousness, must know by experience
the profoundest feelings of men, their love, their hate,
their anger, their hope, their fear, and, above all things, their
love of God, and unspeakable trust therein. Feeling, he
must make others feel. Mere thought convinces; feeling
always persuades. If imagination furnish the poet with
wings, feeling is the great, stout muscle which plies them,
and lifts him from the ground. Thought sees beauty,
emotion feels it. Every great poet has been distingunished
as much for power of emotion as power of thought. Pope
bad more wisdom than Burns, Pollok as much as Words-
worth ; but which are the poets for the man’s heart and
his pillow? In great poets like Homer, Dante, Milton,
Shakespeare,—noblést of them all,—there is a great mas-
terly power of feeling joined to a great masterly power to
think. They see and feel too, and have the faculty divine
of telling what they feel. Poetry and Eloquence are twin
sisters ; Feeling is their mother, Thought is the father.
One is directed more to beauty ; sits still in the house,
ber garlands and singing robes about her all the day.
The ott:."is devoted more to use, cumbered with much



110 TRAITS AND ILLUSTRATIONS OF

serving, wears & workday suit. But they have the same
eye, the same face, the same family likeness. Every
great artist, painter-or sculptor, must likewise have ,greab
power to feel, Half the odds between Raphael and a
Chinese painter is in the power of feeling. But few men
are poets, orators, sculptors, or painters. I only mention
these to show how for the high modes of intellectual
activity feeling is necessary.

It is equally necessary for the common life of men..
Thought and feeling both must go to housekeeping, or it
is a sad family. The spiritual part of human beauty,
man’s or woman’s, is one-fifth an expression of thought,
four-fifths of feeling. The philosopher’s face is not hand-
some. Socrates, John Locke, John Calvin, and Emanuel
Kant, are good enough types of mere thought, hard
thought, without emotion. It is the power of feeling
which makes the wise father attractive, the strong-minded
mother dear. This joins relatives nearer than kindred
blood ; it makes friendship actual ; it is the great element
in philanthropy ; it is the fountain whence flows forth all
that which we call piety. Philanthropy is feeling for
men, friendship is feeling with men, and piety is feeling
with God. All great religious leaders have been men of
great power of emotion,—Mahomet, Luther, Loyola,
‘Wesley, Whitefield ; and what we admire most in Jesus
is not his masterly power of thought, but his genius for
love, power of feeling in its highest modes, His intel-
lectual character is certainly of great weight, his foot-
prints are very deep; but most men do not think
of Jesus as a great-minded, a great-thoughted man,
“ Neither do-I condemn thee; go, and sin no more ;”?
¢ Father, forgive them, for they know not what they do;”
—thought alone had not-reached up so high as that in
that age and in this-young man, but & great mountain of
spontaneous human feeling pressed on him, and drove
that fount up to such heights of sparkling piety.

But all men of great feeling are also capable of great
wrath, Where the sun is hottest, there the lightning is .
reddest, and the loudest thunder speaks. There was
never such blessing as Jesus pours out in the beatitudes.
‘Was there ever such cursing likewise as that,— Woe
unto you, scribes and Pharisees, hypocrites ! ”? I know
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very well how men love to picture Jesus of Nazareth, men
who never bad a great mighty feeling, who never felt a
mighty love, who were never swayed by a mighty wrath.
They say he was the lion of the tribe of Judah ; but they
think he was a lion with no teeth nor claws, who could
only roar like some mouse in the wall. It is not so.
They understand not his depth, nor even their own. It
was not after that sort that the writers of the first three
Gospels described him. They represent him not only as
shedding his sunlight, but as thundering and lightning
also, Do not tell me that those fiery words were spoken
with cold lips | Depend upon it, his eye looked round and
flamed like fire in the New-Hampshire woods, and men
turned off from that countenance. In due time no doubt
all became calm again. I think the power of wrath was
lodged in him only as in every civilized military country
there are kept great breaching cannon; they are not
brought out on holidays, the boys have never seen them,
and the old men hardly remember them ; but once in a
while in the nation’s life these great cannon are brought
out, and speak with fearful roar. God has lodged the
faculty of wrath in man, not to be our master, but to be
our servant, You see it thus in Jesus.

I do not think that we take pains enough with the
culture of this emotive part of our nature, especially
with the higher feelings,—love in either of its forms,
directed in friendship or philanthropy towards men, or
in pure piety towards God. Here are two reasons for
this neglect of our emotional culture. One, is the
mercantile character of the people, where we calculate
everything, and somewhat overrate the understanding.
in comparison- with the other powers; for our arith-
metic is not yet quite capable of calculating the exact
value of philanthropy, of friendship, and of piety, and
after all our cyphering we have not got a calculus to
appreciate these nice and powerful emotions. The other
reason is that we have false notions about religion, for the
form of religion which prevails most in North America is
Calvinism, and that is the cold, hard, dry religion of a
man with vast intellect and. great Will, but very little
power of emotion, and of the higher feelings of love to
man and love to God, scarce any that I could discover
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with any solar microscope which I have brought to bear
upon hig character or writings. In consequence of this,
which has vitiated our religious culture in the very
fountain of it, men think that feeling is a little unmanly,
and when a young man or an old man makes his ideal of
what he ought to be, he does not put in much emotion,
but great wit and great understanding. Half the women
in New-England think it is wicked to let their affections
take hold of friend, relative, husband, or child, with such
a strong grasp as the feelings would naturally lay there ;
they think it is so much love taken from God,—as if
natural love for God’s creatures was not also natural love
for God ; as if this was not the ladder whereby we climb
up_to love infinite and absolute. Besides, the picture
that has been presented of God himself, is not such that
anybody could love it much. We fear God very much,
but love Him very little. I mean it is the nature of Cal-
vinism to produce that effect. -

To be complete men we want much more power of emo-
tion, much more love, human and divine, than is allowed
in our schemes of education. But we want it not as our
master, only our helper. Reflective man must be the lord
of the instinctive emotions. Feeling masters the savage
child ; but the well-grown man is self-mastered, and rules
his feelings, not they him. The feelings may be.made the
end of the mian’s spiritual experience; he may stop with
emotion and go no further. Such men remain children,
and become no more.- If a man cultivates his affectional
feelings, but does not put them to their natural work,
then the feelings become sickly and morbid, and dwindle
into meére sentimentalism. The sentimentalist is one of
the unfortunate productions of society, a victim of circum-
stances, like the drunkard and the thief. He nurses his
feelings, perhaps, on novels, full of overwrought descrip-
tions, high-flown expressions, ghastly sorrows, and impos-
sible delights, and weeps at the ideal woes which are
pictured there; or if ¢f graver turn, indulges in martyr-

-ologies, tales of dreadful wrongs which man heaps on man.
These furnish excitement to his feelings, the man dwells
in dreams. of incessant emotion ; but you may ask of him
any noble deed of self-denial, any sacrifice for humanity,
to give up a single pleasure for an actual suffering man,—



HUMAN CHARACTER AND CONDUCT. 113

and you may as well look for violets in a Siberian winter.
I know such men, and still more such women, from whom
I should never look for anything in the shape of works.
With them sympathy is a delight, and the greater the
suffering which calls it out, the greater the delight; com-
passion is a Juxury. Some of these pass for philanthropists.
They are only moonlight philanthropists. They would like
to go down on their knees to serve some fabulous queen
who had been carried off in an encounter, on the back of a
green dragon, and they dream of doing some such deed as
that; but they could not teach the cook who lives in their
own house her letters, nor watch with a sick friend all
night, nor go without their dinner to save a common life
of such persons as they meet in the streets every day. A
sentimental philanthropy is worth just as much as a chain
cable made of glass.

" Here is another form of the abortive development of
feeling. The religious feelings may suffer a similar estop-
pel, and dwindle into mysticism and mere quietism. Men,
oftener women, may have great warmth of feeling,—love
of God, trust in God, reverence for God, delight in God,
prayer to God, thonght of God,—which yet has no influence
on the life. It bends the knees, keeps Sunday idle,
crowds the meeting-house, makes a market-place for reli-
gious books at home, to mingle with other finery, where
on the same table you shall see “puffs, powders, patches,
Bibles, billet-doux.”” It never opens the purse towards
the poor, nor turns the capitalist’s money to building
reasonable tenements for them. When men seek religion
as a means of pleasure, to cultivate emotions of trust and
love of God for their own selfish delight, it becomes as
fatal to them as the gaming-house, the drinking-shop, or
the brothel. There is a literature which feeds this mode of
action. There are other libraries besides that of Don
Quixote which ought to go the same way as his went.
The very Inquisition itself was built up and is sustained
by men who riot in mere voluptuousness of religious emotion
and stop there. These are the dangers of a wrong culti-
vation of the feelings.
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MEANNESS AND. GENEROSITY.

(GEnEROSITY and meanness are to each other as heaven
and hell, the two extremes of disposition and conduct in
our mode of dealing with other men. Generosity is a cer-
tain manly and womanly virtue, raised to a high power;
meanness is an unmanly and unwomanly vice, carried down
to the last degree. Omne is benevolence, felt with joy
and achieved with alacrity; the other is selfishness,
cherished in the heart, rolled as a sweet morsel under the
tongue, and applied in life to the fullest extent. Each may
be regarded as an internal disposition,—that is, a mode of
feeling, a form of character ; and also as an outward mani-
festation,—a mode of action, 2 form of conduct. As an
inward disposition, meanness is that kind of selfishness
which would harm another whom it has at disadvantage ;
it is injustice mixed with cowardice, and put into a form
not only wicked, but hateful to our sense of right. Itisa
most unhandsome emotion. On the other hand, generosity,
as an inward disposition, is that kind of benevolence which
wishes well to such as it has at disadvantage, and changes
a power to hurt and harm into a power to help ; it is justice
mixed with courageous love, directed towards men whom
it might secretly injure and harm for its advantage, but
whom it chooses to help and bless for their own profis.

Now let us look at meanness in its outward manifesta-
tion ; first as showing itself in things which are measurable
by money, which is pecuniary meanness, and next in re-
spect to things not thus measurable, which is meanness of
behaviour. First, of pecuniary meanness. Thrift is ability
to master the material world, securing power thereover,
use and beauty therefrom, comfort and elegance therein.
Man is by his instinctive nature a hoarding animal; by
his intellectual consciousness he is also progressively
thrifty. Our civilization is the child of time and of thrift.
No nation, no man, no woman, was ever too thrifty,
more than too strong, too healthy, too handsomes, or too
wise. Thrift is & point which is common, on the one hand,
to generosity, on the dther, to meanness, It is their point
of starting ; and starting thence, Amos slopes up to gener-
osity, a continual ascent, while Francis pitches down to
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meanness, a perpetual stumble, an everlasting descent,
getting steeper and stéeper as he .goes down, for the fur-
ther he goes in his meanness the faster he becomes mean.
Now in his pecuniary dealings with men, man mixes his
thrift with selfishness, leavening that bread into ugly, mis-
shapen, and nauseous lumps, which he thereby embitters
and also poisons. So his thrifty desire becomes covetous-
ness, an ungodly longing for something which is not his,
and his thrifty conduct becomes avarice, miserliness; that
is, getting what he wants without paying the natural price
therefor, or the getting of his own on terms which are un- -
just, unmanly, wicked, and so manifoldly contemptible.
An ingenious man thus distinguishes rhenmatism and gout:
put your hand in an iron vice, and let sgome one screw it
up as tight as you can bear, dnd that is rheumatism ; then
give the screw another turn, and that is gout. Now what
rheumatism is to gout, avarice is to meanness; give the
covetous screw another turn, and that is pecuniary mean-
ness. The mean man is not courageous enough to turn the
screw openly by daylight ; he does it by stealth, and in
darkness,—for meanness is not only injustice, but it is a
cowardly and sneaking vice in the form of its injustice.

To make the matter more clear, let me give seme ex-
amples of meanness which have come before me in my early
or my later life, taken chiefly from a distance, and from
persons I think unknown to you; for it is not any specific
individual that I wish to hit, but the vice itself.

One cold winter day, in my boyhood, a wealthy farmer
in my native town put on his sled a cord and a half of green

plar wood, which looks very much like the best of

ickory, but is good for nothing ;—it will not burn in the
present state of the arts and sciences. With his oxen he
-drove his team to Boston, reaching the town alittle before

dark, at an hour uncommon for teams of wood to enter the -
city. He stopped in Cambridge Street, pulled out a stake
from his sled, and dropped down a portion of his load into
the street, pretending he had met with an accident, and
" was unable to proceed any further. “ Why did you come
g0 late ?”” said the neighbours. ““Oh,” said he, “I had
promised the load to a certain man. It is the best kind of
wood, and is going to pay me a reasonable price. I could
easily unload it and get home before night. But I mef

8 e
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" with this accident.”” A black man offered to buy the wood,
and the farmer offered it at what he called a lower price, at a
dollar and & quarter a foot. The black man took it, helped
the farmer to unload, paid him his money, and asked him to
stay to supper, which the farmer declined, because the pur-
chaser was a black man, and passed over the bridge home-
wards, leaving the wood, which to the man who bought it
was worth no more for fuel than so much ice; and when
he got home he told the story. It was one of the earliest
examples of meanness that came to my boyish consciousness.
I have met with many of the same sort since, seldom quite
so bad in form, but sometimes even worse.

* Here is another. A poor man was a rum-seller in a little
country town in Middlesex County, and another yet poorer
man, who loved his neighbour’s tap better than his own
house or his family, had incurred a debt at the dealer’s shop
to the amount of ten or twelve dollars, but he had no means
to pay. “I’ll put you in jail,”” said the creditor. It was
years ago when the Statute Book of Massachusetts was de-
formed by that wicked law of imprisonment for debt. The
man answered, “You had better not ; you will have to pay
my board all winter ; it is now November; I have little to
do this season, and I shall live better at your cost in jail
than by my own little earnings at home, and when the
March Court comes in, I shall swear out, and you will
have nothing for your debt, and will haye incurred great
expense to support me.” “Then I will attach your pro-
perty,” said the creditor. ““I have not anything except my
furniture and a pig, and the law allows me that. Wait till
spring, when my work begins again, and I will pay you.”
The creditor thought of it. The poor man had a pig, which
was exempt from attachment, a thrifty animal which had
been fattened for the winter, and was worth twenty or
twenty-five dollars.* It was the food of the family, gran-
aried up in a pen. A few days after, the rum-seller met his
debtor, and pretended some compassion on him, and gave
him a little runty pig, not worth two dollars. ¢ Take this,”
said he, “ carry him home ; it won’t cost you much to keep
him through the winter, after you have killed your great
one, and next year he will become a large animal.” The
poor man gratefully took it home. Then he had two swine,
one more than the law exempted from attachment. And
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the next day, at the creditor’s command, the sheriff attach-
ed the fat swine, and the poor man was left to look to the
.~winterand therum-seller’s conscience forhis children’sbread.

Many years ago, in a large town of America, there lived
a wealthy man, owning a million of money and more, got
by meanness and excessive thrift. One Sunday evening,
accompanied by his daughter, he visited his son in another
part of the city, and remained some hours. The merchant
was old, the night stormy, the streets full of ice. The
daufrhtel could not walk home. A coach came for her, the
father put her in, and to save his twenty-five cents refused
to ride; and When the driver said, “ Why, really, sir, I
think you had better ; itis very slippery, and you are likely
to fall on the ice and be hurt, 8o old & man as you are,
begging your pardon!” ¢ Ok, no,” said the millionnaire, “T
will run across, and get home before you do. I shall not
fall; I am not afraid.”” The carriage started, and the
millionnaire stealthily jumped on behind and rode home.
When nearly at his own door he leaped down and ran for-
ward; hypocritically puffing and blowing, as if he had
walked briskly through the snow. He was too cowardly to
steal the twenty-five cents from the coachman’s pocket, and
he more sneakmgly stole it out from the hind end of his
coach.

But the forms of this pecuniary meanness could not be
counted in one hour, nor in many, for their name is legion ;
but they are always ‘the same deévil. One other example,
however, which I knew in a distant town, is too striking
to be passed by, and too often repeated not to need con-
demnation. A poor young man, fichting for his education,

- working whilst he studied, and teaching while he essayed
to learn, once opened a school, where he taught all manner
of English branches for four dollars a quarter, and other
higher discipline and various foreign and dead langnages for
five dollars a quarter; and the quarter was twelve whole
weeks. One of the wealthiest men in the town, who had a
bright boy whom he wished fitted for college, urged our poor
schoolmaster to take his son and teach him Latin and mathe-
matics for the smaller price, and thus robbed him of four
dollars a year, which was nothing to the father, but to the
schoolmaster was what the one ewe lamb was to the poor
man in the Old Testament story of Nathan and King David.
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Sometimes a man sneaks away from the assessors, and
hides his property from taxation, leaving the unconcealed
property of honest men to bear the public burden. Itisa
thing not at all uncommon for a man with great property
to move out of Boston at the end of Aprl, in order to
escape the assessor of taxes on the first of May, and thus
leave the burden to be borne by widows and orphans, me-
chanics and small traders, who either could not, or else
would not, escape the duty which is common toall. Then,
how many examples do we all know of men who will not
pay their honest debts, and yet.are wealthy and have the
means of doing it. Safe from the law, they recognize no
higher law above the statute which gives them exemption
to enjoy the money which they have legally filched from
honest hands. In little towns of New-England, lectures
are sometimes given to the public without any charge to
the specific individuals who attend them; so that no man
through lack of money may be debarred of the pleasure or
instruction derived from listening to the words of some
man of genius, talent, or learning. The expenses are paid
by a general subscription, where each gives what he will,
and in such cases it sometimes happens that 8 man with
property enough refuses to pay anything, but yet crowds
in with his family, and takes advantage of what his neigh-
bours paid for. Nay, in all churches where the cost is
defrayed by the voluntary gift of such as will, who con-.
tribute each according to his several ability or inclination,
there are always men who partake of the advantage, but
decline their part of the payment, and thus, as the Method-
ists say, they steal their preaching. The law punishes
getting goods on false pretences, but leaves untouched
that other kind of swindling, getting religion on fulse
pretences.

No man can judge of what is meanness in another; you
and I can judgeof the appearance. Thereis One who looketh
into the heart, and doubtless there are those who to the
eyes of men seem mean, and certainly draw npon them-
selves the reproach of their brothers, whose hearts are yet
open and generous ; and when the dear God looks in He
says, “ Well done, good and faithful servants!” Towards
those persons I would bow in reverential admiration,
giving them my poor applause and support, standing
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between them and the harshness of the world, which sees
not with the divine eyes.

I have heard of mean parishes, who received the labours -
of some faithful and unworldly minister all the sound years
of his life, and in his old age put a8 new man into his pul-

it, which was right, but left the old man’s hairs, which age

d whitened, to be scattered by poverty, and brought
down to the grave with sorrow and shame at the ingratitude
which he was too generous to call even by its name. Bat,
to the honour of Puritan New-England, let me add that
such cases are exceedingly rare. Now and then I have
seen a mean minister who filched money from his congre-
gation on all occasions, and stealthily got what he never
paid for nor gave to the poor, but ate his morsel by himself,
the fatherless not eating it with him, nor the poor getting
warmed by the fleece of hia sheep. For such a minister 1
hope I might be forgiven if I should feel something which
came near to contempt. But I rejoice to think that that
vice is very uncommon; for of all the educated men of
New-England, I think that no class is so generous with
money as the ministers, who contribate their little means
with rare freedom from stint. And this is the distingunish-
ing peculiarity of no sect, but common to all of them,
from the Episcopalian to the Universalist; and it is no
wonder, for how could this difficult virtue fail to be kept -
by men who read the New Testament in public, Sunday ont
and Sonday in, and in private fold it to their bosoms,
counting it as the Word of God ?

Now, l2t us consider meanness of behaviour. An angry
man strikes his foe with all his might ; a mean man strikes
bim after he has got him down. I shall never forget a
mean boy I knew when at school. He loved fighting, and
delighted to set other boys at blows, while himself looked
on, and now and then he gave a kick, always to the van-

uished party, and never to him except when he was on
the ground. Sometimes he would beat a small boy, but
never took one of his own size. He insulted girls, when
bigger boys were not by to redress the insult with that
sammary justice which comes out of the fists of boys. He
would whisper envious and revengeful thoughts into the
unwilling ears of others. I learned a terrible lesson from
him in my early life, and cannot think of the tyrant with-
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out shuddering that such a devil should have crossed my
path in my childhood.

Here is & mean man who abuses his employers’ confi-
dence, cheats them behind their backs, wastes their goods,
consumes their time, leaves their work undone, So he gets
his daily wages by daily swindling. I meet men of this
kind, in their divers forms, throughout society. Here is
one, servant of a railroad, who squanders its stock. Here is
another, a conductor, who charges men for riding, and puts
the price into his own pocket. Here is another, ruler of a
nation, using his great official power to plant slavery where
‘slavery never was.

Here is another mean man, who started from an humble
position in society, and has risen therefrom, mounting on
money ; but now he is ashamed he was ever poor, ashamed
of industry and economy which heélped him “up, and, still
worse, ashamed of the poor relations whom he left behind
him in the narrow street or the little village where he was
born ; nay, worse than that, he seeks to keep men poor,
whom he uses as his instruments for accumulating his own
estate. His money gives him increase of power to help
mankind ; he uses it to hinder mankind. When ke was
an obscure and poor young man he went to meeting in
some little Methodist, Baptist, or other unfashionable
church, and the minister and deacon and standing com-

-mittee welcomed him, saying, ¢ Come in! We read St
James. There is no difference between the rich man with
his costly garments and the poor man in his humble attire.
The rich and the poor meet together, and one God is the
maker of them all. Come in, and perhaps you also will
see God, who speaks to our hearts in our humbleness.”
Now that he has got rich and famous, he takes his money
to some fashionable church, not going there to see God, but
in order that men may see him.

Here is & mean'editor, who flatters the popular vices,
which he yet despises.” He praises all the popular great
men, though he has contempt for them in his heart, and is
sure to attack every one who seeks to remove a popular
vice; no term of reproach is too severe or too scurrilous
for him to burl at the head of such as advocate any unpo-
pular reform. How he jeers at every woman who pays her
tax, and asks to have a voice in disposing of the money. .
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Every eighth man in America is a slave,
aught against bondage, Mr Popular Bitterq
venom at you the next day, and all his kith an
Madawaska to Sacramento, repeat the virulence.
tells you of American shxps detected in the slave-trade and
captured, even by Brazilian cruisers ; but if an honest man
has spoken against the wickedness of the Union, he is de-
nounced at once as a traitor.

Sometimes you see a minister mean in his behaviour.
Mr Littlefaith was a man of large intellectual powers, of
costly education, and commensurate learning; he had
got over that superstition which blocked the wheels of
most of his parishioners. They gave him the bread he
ate, put on him the garments bhe wore, built him the
house he lived in, paid for his costly books in divers
tongues ; and by their actions, when the parish came up
before him, and in their prayerful-looking faces as they
sat under his eye, they said, O Mr Scholar, we cannot
read your learned books; we have not the time, nor the
patience, nor tho culture. Thrash out for us the kernel
of that broad literary field, and then give us the pure
precious graing of wheat, that we also may have the
bread of Iife; for why should we die, not only in tres-
Easses and sins, but in superstition, in fear and trem-

ling? Point out the errors of our public creed, rebuke
the sins of our private conduct.” And the minister,
communing with himself, said, “No, Mr Christian Par-
ish! If I tell you the truth I have learned, and you have
paid me for looking after, I shall get the hatred of such
men as neither look after it, nor wish for it, nor see it.
I think I shall tell you no such thing.” By-and-by
another minister, simpler-hearted and younger, rises up.
Hoe sees the truth which the first minister saw, and with
fear and trembling, with prayers and tears of agony and
bloody sweat, he Tells it to mankind with what mildness

he may; and the Philistines and Pharisees all cry out,
o« Awa with such a fellow! It is not meet he should
¥f we cannot give him damnation in the next life,.

we w111 roast him with our torment in_ this.” Mr Little-
faith comes forward and casts the heaviest stone, and
persecutes the new minister with the intensest bitterness
&nd hate. Of all the meanness I have spoken of hitherto,
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this is the meanest. It is meanness in the place of piety,
meanness in the name of God.

I wonder that any man can be mean. I take it that no
man, no woman, would prefer disease to health, ngliness
to beauty, weakness before strength. What would you
think of a man who had his choice of clean health, of
active limbs and senses, which at five portals let in the
handsome world of strength and beauty, and yet pre-
ferred disease, and by his own choice became coated with
a leprosy all over, and was ugly as the devil? Yet I
would take disease, foulest leprosy, loss of limbs, these
hands, these feet, the 16ss of every sense, these eyes, my
ears that listen to man’s voice or woman’s speech of gold,
rather than be barked about and dismembered by such
meanness as I sometimes see. Look at that man! He is
mean in his pocket, mean in his opinions, mean in his
behaviour, mean in his shop, mean in the street, afraid of
a charity, mean in his house, a mean husband and swin-
dles his wife, a mean father and wrongs his children,
mean everywhere. Pass him by ; he is too pitiful to look
" mwpon! Meanness has three degrees; it is first earthly, it
is sensual, and; finally, it is devilish.

Let us turn now to the more pleasing contemplation of
generosity. What a beautiful excellence it is] Whether
manifested in the pecuniary form of money, or of be-
haviour, it is still the same thing,—justice mixed with:
love, leavened into beauty. It is both & manly and a
womanly virtue, so fair and sweet that it is always alike
pleasant and profitable to dwell thereon; for, as in the
thick of the crowd, and the dust or mud of the streets, of
a cloudy and dark windy day, you sometimes meet face tq
face with some sweet countenance, so radiant with beauty
that all the street seems luminous with light, filling youz
eye, and you pass on, a certain sense of 3 beatitude trick-
ling down your consciousness all day long, to be remem-
bered with thankfulness years after in your evening
pprayer,—so do I feel towards generosity ; and as beauty
i3 handsome in any robe, for nothing fits it ill, and all
becomes what is itself so becoming to each, and so draws
the eye in all stations where this sunbeam may chance to
light, so is generosity attractive and ennobling to look
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upon in any of its forms, pecuniary, corporeal, or of the
gpirit.

PGenerosity implies self-denial of low appetites, so that
you prefer another, and postpone yourself, setting his
comfort above your luxury, his indispensable mnecessity
before your comfort, and putting also your soul with its
higher aspirations before your body with its -grosser

.needs. And yet the generous man does not connt it self-
denial ; no, rather is it manifold letting loose and indulg-
ence of his nobler elements; for as the water runs down,
and the fire flames up, 80 the generous man does of his
proper motion ascend,—to him a descent, the fall of
meanness, being as adverse as for the flame to run down
or the water up. I wonder if my experience has been
peculiar to me, or is there really so much generosity in
the world as there seems to me, and do others likewise so
abundantly meet therewith? for though I have found
rough places in the earth, and trod them barefoot besides,
and cloudy nights above, yet have I also met with such as
made the rough places smooth, and continually in space
do the clouds turn out their silver lining on the night, or
s white star trembling throngh looks so generous that all
the sky below seems fair, as it reveals the handsomeness
of that sweet heaven above, beyond all reach of actual
storm. Everywhere do I find less meanness and more
generosity.

A ticket-seller at a railroad counter the other day told
me of a mean man, who inherited a large estate, he being
the only child. He had a pew in the Orthodox Meeting-
house, whereof he was church member, and he let a seat to
a poor woman for three dollars a year. She lived miles
away, and could not always come through the snow and
rain. When twelve months were gone by, she told him
she should not want his seat again, and offered him his
money. He counted up the Sundays since first she came
to his seat, and found that she had kept it one more than
there were Sundays in his Christian year, and so he de-
manded six and a quarter cents besides. But that was a
solitary example; the whole church could not farnish
another; may, the village, in its two hundred years of
municipal life, could not tell such another story; and
every finger in the town pointed at the man till the grave
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closed over him, and it points to his gravestone to this
day.- The fact "that this was an exception shows the
generosity of the little town.,

On nights of journeying, and at other times of sleep-
lessness, I sometimes. think over the generous men and
women I have known, recounting their liberal deeds,
which spread out before me like a wide meadow in June,
beautiful with buttercups, and fragrant with clover and
strawberries newly ripe, deeds which their actors have
long since forgot, and which I, of all living men, am now
perhaps the only one wha can remember and recount.
As these come up before me, at this transient resurrec-
tion of the just and generous, my eyes brim and run over
with thanks to the dear God who gives such gifts unto
men, and created us with a nature that bears this harvest
of nobility, as New-England soil grows oaks and pines,
the natural herbage of that generous ground. I am not
insensible to that cloudy meanness which sometimes shuts
down and gathers in about us, but some generous star
always relieves the gloom, and shines a good deed in what
were else a naughty world, and tells of that whole heaven
of generosity into whose calm depths meanness can never
come. For each example of meanness, I have a whole
encyclopedia of generosity, a vast literature of generous
men, and still more of generous women,—for this sweet
violet of the heavenly spring, prophetic of a magnificent
summer, like other tender and delicate virtues, thrives
best in that fair warm soil on the feminine side of the
human hill, In all fishing after intellectual prizes, it is
the masculine Peters who first draw the net on the right
side of the ship, and take miraculous draughts therefrom,
and the net yet not broken. But in the chase after that
higher and well-favoured excellence of conscience, heart,
and soul, it is that other and feminine disciple who out-
runs the bearded and broad-shouldered Peter, and first
sees the angels of humanity, finds the ascending noble-
ness, and tells the men slow of heart m believing, that
she has seen the Lord. )

Look now at generosity in its pecumary form. How
much generosuty of money is this town daily witness to,
with all its small and great vices, its snobbish vulgarity,
and the mean insolence of upstarts who ride on money.
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Spite of all that, I think Boston is the noblest city in the
world, surely the most generous with its money. No-
where on earth is a miser less esteemed, nowhere so
much despised. By his money he gets pecuniary power
in the street, has stocks for sale, dollars to let, houses
and shops +to lease, and so of course he has commercial
power; but through his miserly money he acquires no

olitical honour, not the least. He cannot buy an office
of the United States government, he can never get any-
thing at first hand from the American people. He gets,
no social honour. True, he has matrimonial and eccle-
siastical power, for a city is like the * great and wide sea,
wherein are things creeping innumerable, both small and .
great beasts.” Some marketable woman will sell her
body to his arms ; some hireling minister will he fee to
praise him while above ground, and to deck him with
fancied virtues when below the soil; some commercial
editor, as marketable as anything in his price current,
will hold him up as a pattern for imitation; the Mercan-
tile Library Association, despising the miser, on its pub-
lid days will give him a seat on its platform amongst
honourable merchants ; nay, when the Cradle of Liberty
spills out the child of humanity, and men-stealers crowd
thitherward, an ungodly pack, our mean rich man has his
place on the kidnappers’ platform. That is all the honour
the miser can get in Boston, to the credit of the dear old
Puritan town, the mother of so many virtues. There his
money breaks down, He gets no honours of the people
at first hand, only old damaged honours of the retailers
and hucksters of such things; and least of all can his
money bring him the homage of the heart which we
honestly pay to nobleness in rich or poor. Dead exam-
ples and living still reveal this remarkable fact,—the
names of mean rich men of the last generation publicly
rot in their merited infamy, and the names of others for
the next fifty years will make some future gibbet creak
with their undying shame.

Boston, all New-England, is rich in monuments of
pecuniary generosity. Look at some which chronicle its
most conspicuous acts. There is Harvard College, with
its schools of theology, law, medicine, science, its pro-
fessorships, its libraries,—the New-England scholar’s joy
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and honourable pride; with its charitable endowments,

which like an arm from the clouds hold out a lamp to

many a bright boy, or come like the prophet’s bird, bring-

ing bread and flesh in its beak; with its observatory,

holding the telescope where the eye of cultivated genius

looks through the glass of commercial generosity, and

beholding worlds unseen to the naked eye of sense, de-

clares its revelation to all mankind. These are monu-

ments of New-England riches, trophies of generous men,

who provided for literature and art and science which

they could not understand, but that their sons and the

sons of the people should be made glad thereby; nay,

such as left no son nor daughter have .thus made a long

arm to reach to countless generations and do them good. .
Here too is the Boston City Library and the Athensum,

likewise fountains of sweet waters in what were else a

literary wilderness. Here too are the Lowell Lectures,

where one man’s money turns into wisdom, science, and

philosophy for the people. Then behold the hospitals and

asylums all about the town, builé by private generosity,

asylums for the needy and the sick, where the rich man’s

money is transfigured into the scientific mind, the skilful

hand, and the affectionate watchfulness which soothes

the sick head and cheers the fainting heart. Here too

are asylums for the deaf, the dumb, the -crazy and the

fool, and manifold other charities to help the widow and

the fatherless, and those friendless girls whom the public

leaves to die with earthly damnation, whereof some young

man, living in his body, officiates as devil, or serves as

imp.

Above all cities, Boston has an honourable fame for the
large bounty of her wealthy men. I mneed not here recall
the names of those newly immortal, who entail riches on
the public, the dead hand of their ever-living charity still
scattering the wealth its gatherers, heavenly Christians
now, loved to transmute to .human excellence. But for
each one such, there are hundreds of men not largely rich,
but not less generous, whose generosity is not seen. We
mark the lightning, we hear the thunder, but there is a
noiseless passage of electricity from the earth to the sky,
which every day is a million times stronger than the
thunder and lightning in the heeded storm. ' Where there
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is one rich man who sweeps up the crumbs that fall from
his table, and nobly makes thereof a public gift, there are
a thousand men who cut & morsel from their needy loaf,
and stint their humble meal ; but it is not told of, though
it feeds the poor man’s babies, or helps the scholar on his
upward way. Let us honour the generosity of the mil-
lionnaire, but not forget the generosity of the handcart-
man or the hod-carrier, who spares sixpence from his
daily drink or tobacco, or goes supperless to bed, to help
the widow or the baby of another man who drew a hand-
cart. These things yon and I do not see; there is One
who beholds them, and gives the reward. No Pharisee
saw the widow’s two mites; some vulgar rich man pro-
bably turned off with scorn; but Jesus said she had given
more then they all, and now they are a gospel all round
the world ; they are a Bible Society of themselves. The
great funds of the Bible Society, the vast expenditures of
the Society for Foreign Missions, the money which builds
all the meeting-houses of New-England, Catholic and
Protestant, are accumulated mostly by small driblets from
the people, & shilling here, a dollar there. Nay, the
proug library of Harvard College was founded by a few
ministers, giving or lending such books as they could
spare. Massachusetts once taxed herself, making every
householder pay one shilling, or a peck of corn, to Har-
vard College. It is a magnificent monument to the
generosity of the old Puritanic State, and she did this also
at a time when her settlements only reached from Wey-
mouth to Ipswich, and did not extend twenty miles
inward, and besides she was fighting a war with the
Indians.

Here is a man, surely not rich, who helps to build
chapels for the poor, houses also of most Christian archi-
tecture for men of small means, and with others’ eyes he
watches for poor boys and girls in the crowded ways of
Boston, and puts a piece of coin between the child of
humanity and the child of sin, and saves many a son and
deughter from perdition. That countenance, not more
beantiful with its nataral comeliness than when it is trans-
figured with generosity, I love to look upon, when I meet
him in all manner of philanthropies, at the Warren Street
Chapel, which is almost his child, in his houses of comfort



128 TRAITS AND ILLUSTRATIONS OF

and of cheapness for the poor, or on the Committee of
Vigilance, which in the hour of Boston’s madness helped
to watch in keeping her children from the stealer’s hand.

‘When public generosity halts, it is such men who hold up
the weak hands, strengthen the feeble knees, and confirm
the trembling heart.

How many young men and women do I know whose
generosity is a little excessive, and my older and gray
prudence must moderate their youthful expemence, and
give back half their benefaction, lest the young man’s tap
be too much for his barrel. If a bright boy at college
needs a little assistance, there is always some man or
woman who reaches out a golden hand and helps him
on. Nay, in more than one instance have I known the
dead hand of an-old miser reach out of the ground, by
entailment still clutching his money, and wishing to spend
it meanly, but some dear daughter held that hand in her
bosom, and the leprous hand, turned clean and white
once more, scatters broad the charities that heal and
soothe and bless.

If a man have a generous disposition, it will appear not
only in the giving, but in'the mode of getting; for it is
narrow generosity which locks only to the spending, not
also to the acquisition. So let me tell a generous tale of a
merchant. He was a jobber in dry goods. One day a
country customer -came into his store, and handed him a
memorandum, a large one, of articles he wished to purchase.
The generous man looked it over, fixed the price to each
article, and then said, ‘“The steamer came in last night ;
I have not got my letters yet; there may have been a fall
in goods, and perhaps you had better wait a couple of hours,
and go out and inquire, and then come back.” e went
out, and found the goods had fallen in price, and came
back and reported it, saying he could get them cheaper
elsewhere. *“ Very we]l that is all right,” was the reply of
the merchant. There was generos1ty at the till. Gener-
osity which puts its hand in and gives out is common
enough, but generosity at the other extreme is rarer; but
is it not the golden rule, which has two ends, giving and
getting ?

See another form of generosity in the manly use of the
body. Every war brings to light examples of amazing
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physical generosity, which yet surprise nobody because
they are so common. In the Crimean war there were only
two things which to my eye were admirable ; one was that
heroic bravery of the manly flesh, the other the more
heroic bravery of a woman’s heart, to which I need only
refer. I have small respect for fighting, not the greatest
esteem for animal courage, in which a bull-dog, I suppose,
would be superior to a Franklin or a Channing, perhaps to
8 Paul; but I have devout reverence for a man whose
conscience is in it, who lays his life down in g battle sooner
than relinquish a duty ; great reverence for the men who
have gone to Kansas to plant the tree of freedom over the
heart of the continent, though they are sure to water it
with their blood, which the national administration meanly
thirsts to drink. This generosity commanding the heroic
flesh is common amongst men, not rare amongst women.
It appears everywhere in war, and it appears elsewhere
when. there is no battle of that kind to be fought. In rail-
road disasters, so common in America, how seldom do you
hear of any cowardice amongst the men. With what manly
disdain of death do the engneers, stokers, and brakemen
Eerform their duty, even laying down their lives to save the

ives of those put under their hands. Here is an example of
generosity which looks in the same direction. A railroad
train not long since was detained in a snow bank, and the
passengers had no food for thirty hours ; and when bread
came, not & man would bless his mouth with a morsel till
every woman had been therewith abundantly supplied. It
did not get into the newspapers ; the thing is so’common,
" we expect it always. In troubles at sea,how rare it isthat you
hear of any lack of heroism. I remember but one example
in my time: When the Arctic, ill-built, ill-managed, ill-
manned, became a ruin, there was such unmanly cowardice
as I think the ocean has very seldom seen, or buried in his
broad and venerable breast. But with what indignity was it
treated in all corners of the land; every sailor, from the fore-
castle to the quarter-deck,looked upon it asaslight put upon
his own profession, and we shall not hear of such another
act of cowardice till we are old men.” When a fire breaks
outin any city, how noble men plunge into the flames, amid
beams which blaze under them, and rafters which fall

burning from the roof, and where red-hot walls bow and
9 . .
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tremble. What heroism and generosity is therein all that!
Last autumn when the yellow fever came to Norfolk, how
did the despised American slave come out and share the
loathsomeness of his master’s disease, or that of his mistress,
waiting perhaps on some woman who had robbed the stal-
wart man of his manhood and made him a beast of burden.
« Forgot were hatred, wrongs, and fears,
The plaintive voice alone he hears,
Sees but the dying man.”

One such who mlght have escaped from the city, when
the pestilence had dismantled the guard, and repealed
every fugitive slave law, when solicited to leave, refused to
abandon his master in his distress. He waited till he had

"become healed of his sickness, and then fled off, and when
questioned, told me the tale. In one of the large towns of
the North there is a youngish man who is a mariner. I
should not dare tell his name or that of his vessel, lest I
should betray his neck to the southern gallows. = Across
the gulf of African bondage this man in his ark of deliver-
ance has brought more than a hundred fugitive slaves, and
set their feet safely down on free soil. I have seen some of
his passengers, newly landed, and the gratitude which they
express for him was such as yau might expect from a soul
that. had stood on the edge of the imaginary Calvinistic
pit, and had thence been snatched away, and carried to a
place in the kmgdom of heaven. It is not so hard a thing
to front a cannon in battle, as to go into the Southern
States, month after month, and year after year, and take -
men out from the fetters of bondage, and set them down
in a large, free place, fronting the ghastly gallows of the
South, its prison, and its certainty of injustice and wrong.

You see a memorial of this kind of generosity in yonder
tall finger of stone on Bunker Hill, which points up to God’s
higher law, in deference to which the men whom the
monument commemorates laid down their lives on that
venerable spot. Perhaps you have more reverence for
fighting than I, perhaps less; at any rate we can honour
what lay ab the bottom of the fighting and is ready for
other generous and heroic action,—the stern consciousness
of duty, and willingness to postpone self that right may go
forward and humanity triumph.

Look now at generosity of a nobler kind, at generosity
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of character. In its highest and most difficult forms of
manifestation, it devotes its mind and conscience and
heart end soul to noble works. There are men who
have no money to offer, more than Simon Peter had of
silver and gold, who are mever called on to face peril, nor
have the power to make the lame man walk and praise
God; who yet have other things to endure which make
the soldier’s heroism seem poor and cheap. How many
examples do we see of this generosity, which is not
condensed into a few acts, a water-spout of benevolence,
but diffused over a man’s life, an evening dew, generously
coming down in meadows newly mown, with noiseless foot,
cheering the weary and heated plants, bowed together, and
in no wise able to lift themselves up!

Some years ago I knew an old man in Boston, not rich
in money, but whose life ran over with continnal good
deeds. He begged other men’s bread for the needy,
this great mediator between dollars on the one side and
want on the other, and gave it to the poor, with the bene-
diction which made it sweeter than storied manna to the
Hebrews, faint and ready to perish. His presence with the
afflicted was a sovereign balm that soothed the smart of
agony, and made glad the faint heart. His arms were fold-
ed round many an orphan.

¢ Beside the bed where erting life was laid,
And sorrow, guilt, and pain, by turns dismay’d,
The generous champion stood : at his control
Despair and anguish fled the struggling soul ;
Comfort came down the trembling wretch to raise,
And his last faltering accents whisper'd praise.””

Like the providence of God, he mixed beauty with be-
nevolence, and begging from rich men’s gardens, carried
flowers to many a sick girl or failing woman, that the eyes
soon to be shut on earth might at their close look on some
beautiful blossom, which like that other star of Bethlehem
should go before her, and at length stand still before the
spot where angels were gathered to receive her spirit
newly-born.

Here is a woman whose. generosity is public, which looks
into the jails of America, and teases balf the legislatures
to give the lunatic a home. Nor do I honour less an-
other, whose generosity of soul runs over continually with

9e
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rarest Christian beaunty, and gilds the outside of the 2up,
which to hundreds of orphan babies is their cup of life, and
also of blessedness ; nor less two women more, whose ever-
living humanity seems almost a3 generous as their God’s,
with uncompromising self-denial devoted to those deeds
which themselves requite, and while they are a blessing
to whoso takes, are also a beatitude of immortal life to such
as do. But of these and other such let me speak softly,
for their right hand would tremble if the left hand over-
heard it at its work. Time would fail me should I presume
to tell of a tithe of the examples of this kind of generosity
which every year, every month makes known to me. I can-
not count the apple blossoms for the coming month ; so in
silence let their beauty exhale to heaven, while the sweet-
ness half tarns and transfigures itself to fruit for times to
come.

Here is a man in a sister city, of fine powers and scho-
larly attainments, a most intense love of literature as art
and profession, who devotes his toilsome days to the friend-
less children of the streets; and the powers which he
might convert to fame and riches for himself, he turns in-
to humanity, and therewith transfigures to virtuous men
and women the sons and daughters of the vulgar streets of
New York, who would else choke the jails, and perish by
the vengeance of the public law. How much higher gener-
osity is this than the mere giving of alms! Why, it is the
pelican feeding not her own young but another’s young
trom her own bosom.

Not many years ago the schools of Massachusetts were
quite incompetent to their great work of the public edunca-
tion of the people, and one of Massachusetts’ noblest and
ablest sons, on the high road to honour and to wealth, a
politician and a lawyer, President of the Massachusetts Se-
nate, gave up his chance of riches, renounced the road to
public fame, and became schoolmaster-general to all the chil-
dren of the State. His labour was double has former work, his
pay not half his customary fee, and of honour he had none
at all; bat mean ministers, mean schoolmasters, mean
editors, made mouths at the first Superintendent of our
Common Schools, and that was his immediate reward ;
nay, when he modestly asked of the legislature a little
room in the State House, with proud disdain the democrats
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tarned their backs on him, and said he should not have it ;
nay, when the politicians of the State grew stingy, and doled
out not quite enough to build a Normal school-hounse, and
not another cent could be pinched from them, our poor,
generous lawyer sold his books to build the school-house
for the children of the wealthy State, in that neglected
canse spending and being spent,though atthattime the more
he loved Massachusetts the less he was loved in return.
Now in another State he toils for a college where he re-
ceives no pay, supporting his family by bread earned by
toil elsewhere, lecturing over all the land in the winter, that
the rest of the year he may teach the children of Ohio in a
college which as yet can only afford to give him his hounse
and ftirewood. In due time Massachusetts woke up from
her sleep, when it was a little too late, and turned round
and generously honoured the generous man.

Here is a man in a New-England town whose life for
many a year has been one act of continual generosity. His
purse has been only too open to every noble charity. He
13 one of the many benevolent men I know, whose be-
nevolence I never ask for any one, because the hand is
more ready to give than to take the new or get the old;
but he is also one of the few to whom I say, * You give too
much! It is more than you owe in justice, or even in
charity. Hold back a little, good sir, this time.” The
door of his hospitality seems never shut; his elastic walls
are an alms basket to many an African for whom Boston
men are honting with the dog of the law. Therein the
Ethiopian has changed his skin. Theological faith which
can remove mountains,—what is it to these works,which can
transfigure an African slave into a self-respectful man, and
that with no miracle but charity? Poor forsaken men,
hated and evil-entreated of the world, find there a shelter,
and the cause which he knew not he searched out. Others
went amongst the sound, seeking their ease and comfort ;
this good physician was found among the sick, the friend of
publicans and sinners. Was the cause of humanity unpopu-
lar, because too high for popularcomprehension? Whitemen
of auperior education,and a social respectability which might
over-awe the public into reverence for the rare virtue they
had not grown up to, and could not therefore comprehend,
shrunk off,and eventhrew stones at such Samantans as Lifted
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up men fallen among thieves ;—he went forward manfully,
and with open face endured the public shame which waits
on all who will be wise before their time, and go above it.
‘With spiritual hospitality more generous than his material
welcome, he looked for those ideas which are the forerunners
of a better time, and was not forgetful of such strangers, and
so fed angels at his board, not always unawares. When
all New-England trembled before the devil, he welcomed
universal salvation. He only judged of God’s mercy by his
own. When woman was counted inferior, flattered by fops
and evil-entreated by the law, he remembered his mother
was as dear to him as his father, had equal rights with him,
and he sought to secure equal rights for all womankind.
When the advocates of a dark theology sought to block the
wheels of progress in front, to silence freedom of speech,
and put the chains of ecclesiastical bondage all round New-
England pulpits, and with a thread of Spanish iron to sew
up the mouths of young Protestants in the nineteenth cen-
tury, he also resisted that wickedness, and took part for
justice, truth, and mercy, the more openly and strongly
because the world made righteousness a reproach, and
blackened Christianity with the name of infidelity. There
was geperosity far superior to that which lays down its life
on the battle-field. It is easy to be generous with money,
so long as you only give the crumbs which fall from your
table ; nay, it is not hard to bestow public alms or public
charities with some little self-denial, when you thereby win
the praise of the churches, which now pay honour to this
form of charity, and never fail to do so,—God be thanked
for that ! Nay, when want stares you in the face, it is not
easy for one bred on the Bible to say to the poor man,
“ Depart, and be ye warmed and fed and clad !’ and never
give anything. There is none of us into whose conscious-
ness St James’s Christian rebuke would not spring at once,
when he needlessly turned thus off. But to practise self-
denial of money, ease, honour, quiet, and do it continually,
year out and year in, and never be weary, and to do this
for a despised cause, to be despised on account of it,—why,
such generosity as that is only to be expected from & man
in his babyhood nobly born, and wha has elevated his noble
birth to lofty heights by a continual practise of religious
self-denial and faith in the dear God. :
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Here is a man in Boston, born to what most men covet
most, namely, a competence of money and that social
standing which comes of an estate some generations old,
well gifted with the power to know, and the wondrous
power to tell, till others think they knew it all ‘before,
blessed with a culture to correspond, a man fitted to be an
ornament to the society of this town, and to shine in the
official honours of the State, At an early day this man
espoused the cause of men despised of all mankind; his
purse was open to the slave and all that were oppressed,
and his eloquent voice came pleading with America, ¢ Why
will you do such wickedness,—the meanest form of
wrong ?”” ¢ Q brother men !’ he cries, ¢ your constitution
is a covenant with death, an agreement with hell. It must
not stand, it cannot stand, it shall not stand! Away with
it! Learn to love.mercy, and do justly, and walk humbly
with your God.” Did he not know that office, honour,
social respect, would all flee from him, and he be counted
as the offscouring of the world ? It was as plain to him
_twenty years ago as now. He made himself of no account
that he might serve man, yes, God. Can you appreciate this
generosity ! Then you are wiser than your town, more
Christian than that church miscalled of Christ.

I have sometimes complained of the superior education
of America, that it is almost exclusively of the intellect,
and not of the higher spiritual faculties. Surely our
scholars have cut themselves off from the instinct of
humanity. A thousand men college-bred will have less
justice, love, and piety than a thousand farmers from the
fields, or mechanics from the shops. But among the
scholarly men of the land, there is one above the rest,
great in generosity as well as in exquisite genius, wherein
he excels all the children America has borne in her
bosom. In his place as minister, lecturer, writer, he
never said a mean thing; but as the apple or feather or
falling meteor drops to the centre of the world, so by his
own generous instinct, the greatness of his humanity,
does he gravitate towards the noblest and fairest things.
Where justice is, where truth, love, religion are gathered
together, there is he in their company, this highest,
brightest, fairest star in all America’s literary heaven.
While other scholars pale away, this man, full of gener-
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osity, still keeps his eye undimmed, and his voice, like a
trumpét, calls to the people, *“ Come up higher ! Come up
higher ! ‘

As I spoke of the mean minister, I must also say a
word of a generous one. - In another city there is a son
of Boston, also of our venerable college not far off, who is
a minister of righteousness; mnot a worshipper of the
fictitious Christ of the Church, but an admirer of the real
Jesus, who brightened the world with his flowery pre-
sence. He is a friend of contemplative Marys, and of-
Marthas also, careful and troubled about much serving.
He is the friend of publicans and sinners, of Lazarus laid
at the rich man’s gate, and of Dives, at whose porch the
unheeded beggar lay ; full of devoutness, which is partly
personal and partly inherited, but also the freest of men.
‘Thoughtful for himself, he asks of others to think for
themselves, notwithstanding he is a minister, and never
ventures to put his mind in place of theirs, and usurp
authority in the heart of those who listen to his words.
All the humanities congregate in his house, and are there
at home. He is the champion of temperance, peace,
education, and is also the great advocate, and one of the
earliest, for the American woman and the African slave.
He has so much nobleness that few of his ministerial
brothers have humanity enough to understand him, and
so they revile this man, and cast out his name as evil, and
he bears it all with that same magnanimity of soul which
the good mother Shows to the wickedness of every little
feeble-bodied baby when it is nervous and sick. Pious
without ‘bigotry or narrowness, moral without austerity,
earnest always, but never harsh, strict to himself, indulg-
ent to a friend, and lenjent to a foe,—his face gleams, like
that of . Moses in the story, with the manly generosity of
his heart, and it is a benediction in the church where he
statedly presches, and has been sometimes also a bene-
diction to you, when with that evangelical sweetness he
has stood before you, and preached peace and righteous-
ness, and judgment to come. In the meeting-house he
is beautiful, and in his home, with his wife and children,
his presence is a beatitude done into flesh and blood.
‘When I meet the good minister, I thank God, and take
courage, and say, “ Whatsoever Jesus would have thought
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of your opinions, I am sure he would have sat down by
our side and put his arms around you, and said ‘My
%rother P

There is one form of spiritual generosity not common,
and perhaps not commonly praised, and that is forgive-
ness of injuries, to feel no enmity to your enemy, to bless
them that curse you, to do good to such as hate you, and
pray for them who despitefully use you and persecute
you. That is the severest test of the highest generosity,
and of all the crosses Jesus called on his disciples to take,
there was none so heavy to be borne as this. Who is
there that is generous enough to be just to a foe? How
rarely do we find virtue in' a man who opposes our sect,
our party; or if one crosses our private path even, how
commonly do we pay him back with the meanest hatred
and contempt. Now generosity does not require that we
should think black white, nor vice virtue, nor that we
should consider any of the present attempts against per-
sonal liberty anything less than the open wickedness
which they appear on their-face; but whatsoever judg-
ment conscience requires against the wrong deed, it de-
mands also love, a sense of kindliness to the most evil and
most malignant doers of the wicked deed. I can find
some examples of this highest generosity, now with men,
oftener with women, perhaps; and in comparison with
this swect virtue of forgiveness, how mean seems all the
vengeance in the world|l To be able to hold your hands,
and look on the man who has wronged you bitterly, and
say, “ My brother, the deed was of the devil, the doer I
forgive, and here is my brotherly hand,”—in comparison
with that, envy, hate, revenge, triumph over a foe, seem
like those little worms which crawl in the mire where an
elep(l;ant walks ove