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OW little we know or think of many who are among

our benefactors ! History does not always seem just,

nor fame impartial ; and certainly every worthy and generous

heart delights, however late, to learn the story of its unknown

or forgotten friend, and to pay its tribute of gratitude and
meed of praise.

Gladly do I turn aside from my accustomed duties to
sketch for the readers of this JOURNAL a brief record of the
life and spirit of Rev. John Pierpont,—as of one with whom,
I doubt not, they will be pleased to renew an old acquaint-
ance, or to form a new. Iam to speak of a man to whom
every American, at least, owes a debt, and who should not
be lost from our circle of remembered and cherished bene-
factors. He was a remarkable man in very many respects;
was ‘‘his own parallel,” and has had no other; and his life-
story is a sort of romance of history. Real life never runs in
old ruts. He was many-sided, blending traits not often
joined ; in dead earnest about whatever he set his hand to;
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every motion of his mind was terse, and every sinew of his
body tort, and the complex machinery of his nature lost none
of its firm adjustment to the last; he was sunny as a child,
and warbled poetry like a bird; stern and unyielding as a
Puritan, and, like a Puritan, never halting between two
opinions ; merry as a jester, grave and devout as an apostle ;
a great lover, and a good hater; exquisite in taste, careful as
an artist of the minutest details, cutting seals to perfection
with his penknife, almost finical in a multitude of matters,
and yet forceful as a good general or great ruler, and capable
of overlooking all the ground at once; he had the grace of
the willow and the vigor of the oak; in short, he was the
* harmony of many extremes, and justified, more than would
any other American who has lived, the alliterative tribute
which has just been cut in marble for his monument at Mount
Auburn :—** Poet, patriot, preacher, philosopher, philanthro-
pist.” Such a weight of various encomium would seem to
be enough to disturb the repose of ordinary dust. But they
who have dictated the inscription know whereof they affirm.
They are of sound mind and sterling character, and not given
to idle or extravagant utterances; whilst an acquaintance
with Mr. Pierpont, extending over a full half-century, and to
all possible relations,—private and public, sacred and secular,
placid and stormy,—entitles their solemn verdict to high
respect.

John Pierpont was born in Litchfield, Connecticut, on the
sixth of April, 1785, having ‘an honorable ancestry whase
blood had not turned to water. His great-grandfather, Rev.
James Pierpont, ‘‘ was the second minister of New Haven,
and one of the founders of Yale College.” His mother was a
vigorous, sweet-spirited and pious woman; and to her he
often referred in his manhood and old age, fully recognizing
the heavy debt he was under to her maternal love and in-
fluence. The muse came to the aid of his filial expressions,
and the beauty and feeling of the following lines no reader
can miss :—
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¢ She led me first to God ;
Her words and prayers were my young spirit’s dew.
For, when she used. to leave
The fireside, every eve,
I knew it was for prayer that she withdrew.”

With honor he graduated at Yale in 1803. Soon after,
caught by the spirit, partly prudential and partly adventurous,
that actuated many young men of his time just out of col-
lege, he went ‘“ down South” to seek employment as a teach-
er. He became a private tutor in the family of Col. Wm.
Aliston, of South Carolina, and made, in a couple of years,
some money and more experience to serve him. On his re-
turn to the North he studied law, and was admitted to the
bar at Newburyport, Mass. ““ A born lawyer,” in the lan-
guage of one who knew him longest and best, still he did
not succeed in his profession. Days and due-bills came, but
there was dearth of clients. He dabbled in poetry, but made
few pleas in court. He read Blackstone some, but Campbell,
Akenside, and Scott more. If he could not, for the lack of
opportunity, untwist the tangles of the law, he had all the
more time to weave the tissues of fancy. In obscurity and
under defeat, he was moulting wings for other flights.

Thinking at length that patience had ceased to be a virtue
—a thought which young lawyers and doctors, and young
men generally who would make for themselves a place, should
never entertain—he removed to Boston and opened an office
at 103 Court street. But the second chapter of his experience
was like the first ; and, soon settling it in his own mind that
his dream of a metropolitan fame ‘‘ was all a dream,” he read-
ily yielded to an opening and went into trade. He turned
from Vattel and ‘‘digests” to dry goods. But the finances
and markets were in a bad way all over the country, for it
was just after the war of 1812. His firm weathered the
rough sea of Boston commerce for a time, and then removed
to Baltimore, Maryland, hoping for greater safety and better
success. But this only proved to be going from bad to worse,
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and after a hard struggle and an extension of their venture to
Charleston, South Carolina, as a vent for surplus goods on
hand, the firm failed outright and wound up its disastrous ca-
reer. And we can but whisper in our own heart, at a low
breath, Amen—so mote it be,—since at least an editor and
author of some fame, whose name I must withhold, and the
John Pierpont of history, whom we could not spare, came of
it. Itwas a fall up-hill. It was a victorious defeat, a blessed
disaster, a loss that was gain. Horace said that poverty
drove him to poetry, and poetry introduced him to Varus,
Virgil, and Mzcenas ; Diogenes of an exile became a philo-
sopher; and the John Bunyan of Pilgrim’'s Progress fame,
was born to authorship of a cruel imprisonment in Old Bed-
ford jail. In these and all like cases, where misfortune sets
a man right with fortune and gives him more fully to himself
and the world, our pity will insist on telling itself out in the
major key. As it was, we see not how we could else have
had, to the great joy and pride of our hearts, the true John
Pierpont, with his ‘“ Airs of Palestine,” his ‘“ American First-
Class Book,"” still the best reader published in the land, his
dear hymns so familiar in our Sunday worship, his long and
heroic battle for the freedom of Hollis-street pulpit and all
others, and the ¢ thirty years’ war” of a fiery and bold
prophet upon the national sins of slavery and intemperance.
The result reconciles us to all that went before it. The sharp
flames were only to prepare the ore for the statue.

Brought up in the Puritan faith of New England, Mr. Pier-
pont was drawn, while in Boston, to the Unitarian church in
Brattle-street, by the eloquence of Edward Everett, at that
time its pastor. To what extent his open and earnest mind
had been biased by the liberal thought of the city, before he
took this step, we cannot say. In Baltimore he became fully
confirmed and deeply interested in his new views, and em-
braced them with all the natural ardor and conviction of his
soul. Theology had a special charm for him, addressing, as
it did, at once his inherited reverence, his strong love of mor-
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al laws and duties, and his quick poetic sense of the beauty
and infinitude of the spiritual realm. In fact, the better side
of the universe, opening more and more to his admiring gaze,
lured him like a spell, and when he finally failed as a mer-
chant, he was ripe and ready for the ministry. In 1818,
then in his thirty-fourth year, he entered Harvard Divinity
School ; and was ordained the following year, as succes-
sor to the celebrated Dr. Holley, of the Hollis-street church
in Boston. ‘

We may say, he had now struck upon the grooves of his
destiny. He had found his appointed place, which is one of
the happiest events that can befall an earnest soul. To aman
of punk, and devoid of all bias and native characteristics,
one place may be as fit as another,—all callings may be alike ;
but the elect must make their election sure, or thereis no rest
and no peace for them. Life is all chains and fetters, and
galls them, till they find their right mission and in that their
emancipation. Mr. Pierpont had overtaken his flying destiny
in Hollis-street pulpit; and for a quarter of a century he
found in it a sphere worthy of his gifts. He could here
breathe his tenderest reverence in prayer, indulge his heart
in sympathy with sorrow and need, discuss and enforce the
high principles of the Christian religion in the interest of both
private and public life ; whilstin his study he could give him-
self to literary pursuits, and in society to that genial good-
fellowship which was his delight.

With a dominant moral nature, and a heart of broadest -
humanity, he was naturally drawn into the reformatory move-
ments of his time. Where could such a man stand, but with
Garrison, Parker, and Phillips, in the thickest of the battle
waged against the minions of sin? His active temperament
and firm will, and courage like a Spartan, made him some-
what of a soldier by birth ; and when we add to these the
clearness and force of his convictions and the loyalty of his
conscience, we have the man for moral conflict,—one who will
cry aloud and spare not,—one who will hold friendship, ease,
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house and home, and life itself, in subordination to duty,—one
who, like Luther in Germany, Knox in Scotland, and Tyndall
in England, will be the hope of neglected virtue and outraged
justice. We quote the words of his old friend, John Neil, from
the Atlantic Monthly:—** Believing that, as a servant of God,
he had no right to preach smooth things when rough things
were needed, and that acknowledging other people’s trans-
gressions would not satisfy the law, he came out boldly, with
helm and spear, against two of the worst forms of human
slavery,—the slavery of the body and the slavery of the soul,
the slavery of the wine-cup, and the slavery of bondage to a
master.”’

And he drew every weapon at his command into this con-
flict, like one who meant a hard fight and no surrender. He
slept with his armor on; he was alert at every call of duty,
near and far. Like Whittier, he invoked the martial muse ;
and his songs of Freedom and Temperance were sung from
east to west, and on a thousand platforms. Their ring was
decisive as the tones of a trumpet, and the enthusiasm they
often kindled in mass-meetings of the hardy and earnest re-
formers, justified the old saying, that ‘“ Who makes the bal-
lads and lyrics of the land, is master of the people.” He was
the poet of all kinds of anniversaries, because he was ready
at the shortest notice, as if he was beforehand and had these
effusions finished in advance, as editors write up the death of
great men before they die, and only have to run to the
pigeon-hole in time of need ; and because, with a divining in-
stinct, he knew how to touch the key-note of the occasion.
How he mingled poetry and point to serve, three or four
stanzas from as many platform-songs will suffice to show :—

¢¢ Thou sparkling bowl ! thou sparkling bowl !
Though lips of bards thy brim may press,
And eyes of beauty o’er thee roll,
And song and dance thy power confess,
I will not touch thee ; for there clings
A scorpion to thy side, that stings 1
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¢¢Should God in wrath ordain
A universal dearth,
‘What need He do, but rain
On all this green, glad earth,
From cloudy urns,
The curse that fills
Our vats and stills,
That blights and burns?”

¢¢ Is it his toil that wrings

From the slave’s bosom that deep sigh?
Ts it his niggard fare that brings

The tear to his downcast eye?
Oh no; by toil and humble fare
Earth’s sons their health and vigor gain ;
Tt is because the slave must wear

His chain,”

But to poetry Mr. Pierpont added, in his determined and
fearless advocacy of human rights and well-being, conversa-
tions at every corner with friend and foe, serious and satirical
stories in the public journals, telling selections in his ‘“ Ameri-
can First-Class Book” and ‘¢ National Reader,” to set the
young right, lectures, speeches, and sermons and prayers
almost without end. But in that day of bitter hostility
between parties, and of the general subordination of pulpits
to pews, the hero we are considering was not likely to have
an easy time of it. His parish was wealthy and conservative.
Some of his most influential men were extensively engaged in
the liquor interest, as manufacturers or wholesale dealers;
whilst others had large Southern patronage at their stores, and
numbered many slave-owners among their friends. They
found their pastor troublesome. It was not pleasant to be set
in the criminal-box on Sundays, when they sought the peace
and complacency of dignified pews. They thought him pre-
sumptuous to disregard thus their wealth and social standing.
Was it not for the pulpit to defer to the pews from which it
derived its bread? Had they not ‘‘ called their minister to
preach the gospel?” What right had he to ‘“ meddle with

.
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trade or politics?” Who was he that he had a right to set
aside custom ?

They remonstrate. But with the coolness of conviction,
he replies that ‘“ moral principles are given by our moral Gov-
ernor and Judge, to be applied to every subject and in every
relation in life.” They next threaten. And he responds, ‘I
will stand in a free pulpit, or I will stand in none.” Driven
to desperation, they play the game of malice, and trump up
scandal and set foul rumors afloat. But, conscious of a clear
and worthy record, he is not disturbed, holding still the even
tenor of his way and hewing to the line as if nothing had
happened. They close up their pews and seek a financial
wreck of the concern as a means of riddance. But a secret
mint of money is found to be available to the pastor’s need.
At length a formal trial is projected. The brave, honest man
is summoned to answer a formidable catalogue of charges,
which lawyers, aided by ex parte witnesses, have been months
in framing. Fancy has been fertile in furnishing sinister facts.
Madame Rumor has been taken as damaging authority.
Rhetoric has been invoked to make much of little, to show
white as black, to stamp earnestness as animosity, and to twist
general statements into personalities, and so forth. So far as
possible, public sentiment has been forestalled and a decisive
prejudice invoked. No stone was left unturned. Ingenuity
had been exhausted. Never was a case worked up with less
sparing of pains and cost. Tax upon tax was voted upon the
parish for the furtherance of the case, to the point of ruin.
The conservative and unhumanitarian interests had selfishly
combined and enlisted for a death-struggle.

The trial came. The jurors were the prominent Unitarian
clergymen of Boston, with Dr. Lothrop as secretary, who
finally put the trial in book-form, a solid volume of three hun-
dred or more finely-printed pages. Mr. Pierpont defended
himself. Having been a lawyer, he knew the art; and, being
in the right, he counted on an easy victory. Speedily was
every charge touching his moral character set aside. He vin-
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dicated his honor to the last degree, and turned the reproach
of scandal-mongers upon his accusers. His life of uprightness
and charity spoke for itself. Virtue makes its defence in ad-
vance. He whose worth doth speak need not speak his own
worth ; and Mr. Pierpont needed really only silence on this

point. '
The trial virtually narrowed to the following ¢‘ Grounds of
Complaint :”"—** His too busy interference with questions of

legislation on the subject of prohibiting the sale of ardent
spirits ; his too busy interference with questions of legislation
on the subject of imprisonment for debt ; his too busy inter-
ference with the popular controversy on the subject of the
abolition of slavery.” The phrase ‘¢ questions of legislation,”
in the above charges, was simply a thin disguise ; everybody
saw, at a glance, it was a tub thrown to divert the whale. It
was not that he discussed laws, but principles, that was the
real head and front of his offence ; but this fact they felt it
would be more to their credit to conceal. They preferred to
draw the conflict from its real centre, but Mr. Pierpont
steadily held it where it belonged, and came off fully trium-
phant. The Council decided that the pulpit must be free to
the extent that the defendant claimed; that all moral ques-
tions may properly be discussed from it ; that trade, statutes,
customs, fashions, all private and public provinces of life, are
legitimately open to its criticism and counsel; that Chris-
tianity is for universal application. The only qualification
made by these grave jurors, in view of the occupant of Hollis-
street pulpit, was that, in some instances, he seemed to have
been too vehement in his manner. The tempest of years' du-
ration narrows to a mere mist! Months of heated and turbu-
lent accusation and pressing of charges draws a verdict of an
excess of vehemence! The toiling mountain agonizes and
delivers a mouse ! Well, the hero of humanity can afford to
go down the way of history as one who, in the estimate of the
dignified clergy, was too ardent! The censure becomes him,
like saying of a fond mother, she loved her babe too well.



208 BRITTAN’S QUARTERLY JOURNAL.

The crime of enthusiasm is one of credit, where the ends are
moral and for the good of the race. An intense eagerness to
do away national sins,.to which most others are as farthing-
candles to the sun, and to set free from moneyed and selfish
rule the pulpits of the land, may well be forgiven !
After a quarter of a century of hard and noble service in
Boston, which endeared him to the city and won him a name
" that shall outlive marble inscriptions, he resigned his place,
and went to reside in Albany, N. Y., as pastor of the Uni-
tarian church. But, acclimated to New England, he found
life there an ‘“ exile ; ” and with joy he returned, at the end of
four years, to settle in Medford, near Boston, and to spend,
as he hoped and expected, the entire evening of his life,
honored by foes, and happy with friends. He looked for a
peaceful sunset and a calm sunrise beyond, as the best fortune
that could await him. But when the late civil war broke out,
fermented and precipitated by the South in the interest of
slavery, the veteran soldier, sleeping on his armor, was
aroused to all his old ‘‘ vehemence ;" and, although at that
time he had reached his seventy-seventh year, he resigned his
quiet pastorate, and applied for a chaplaincy in the army, on
condition that his regiment should ‘‘go through Balti-
more.” He was accepted by Gov. Andrew, his true and
tried friend, with much enthusiasm; and his regiment went
into camp near Washington. But camp-life was too hard for
the brave but feeble old man. His spirit indeed was willing,
but his flesh was weak. He asked, through his colonel, fora
three-days’ leave of absence to rest and recruit in the city ;
but the general commanding, not knowing the man, sent
back the order: ¢ What does your chaplain want of three
“days' absence? Give him two.” This was a new chapter of
experience for him who had always had his way ; and, setting
his wisdom above his valor, he decided to retire from active
service in the camp and field. He was soon installed, by favor
of his friend, the late Chief-Justice Chase, in an office in the
Treasury Department, and spent the last five years of his life
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in “ writing up a digest of the Treasury decisions.” He en-
tered into the work with his usual zeal, and said to a friend,
when past eighty, ‘I am in the midst of some work at
Washington which I hope to live long enough to accomplish.”
But he did not. For, soon after this, whilst visiting his friends
in Medford, he retired, after a day and evening of unusual
vigor and happiness, ‘‘sparkling with wit and lighted with
wisdom,” and was found asleep in the long sleep the next
morning, with a composed and cheerful smile on his face.
The star fell unseen from its earthly sky. But the manner of
his death seems much like a fulfilment of his prayer, expressed
in a poem he had written many years before :—

¢ Fain would I, if I might, be spared the scene
Of wife and children round my dying bed,
Kneeling in prayer, or to my last poor words
Bending with tearful eyes.”

And so activity passed into peace! The long and wild
day, crowded with high and useful toils and triumphs, was
¢“ rounded with a sleep.” He has gone to his rest. And the
angels hail him with ““ Well done, good and faithful! enter
thou into the joy of thy Lord.”

Mr. Pierpont’s poetic gift was of a high order, but it evi-
dently received unfair treatment. The muse claims solitude
and much silent and undisturbed musing and questioning of
Nature and Life. Homer has no biography ; and all that is
known of Shakspeare can be written on the palm of your
hand, and neither historian nor critic can add a line to the
meagre story. Tennyson is a recluse, and Whittier dwells
mostly in retirement on the banks of the Merrimack. Poetry
does not grow in the street nor bloom in the public square.
But Mr. Pierpont’s active temperament got the better of his
meditation. He forsook his muse and went abroad. Poetry
was too much a home-bred affair ; and after his life-work of
reform had been fairly taken in hand, his periods, both in
prose and poetry, lose something of their grace and ripple.
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Still he has written much fine poetry that will live in our
literature. He did well, if he did not do his best; and we
are quite ready to pardon much to his practical zeal for his
race. We may be allowed to make a single quotation,.from
his better poems, trusting its familiarity, which is a token of
its merit, will not detract from its interest. . It is entitled,

THE PILGRIM FATHERS.

¢ The Pilgrim Fathers,—where are they ?—
The waves that brought them o’er

Still roll in the bay, and throw their spray
As they break along the shore ;

Still roll in the bay, as they rolled that day
‘When the Mayflower moored below,

When the sea around was black with storms,
And white the shore with snow.

¢¢ The mists that wrapped the Pilgrim’s sleep
Still brood upon the tide;

And his rocks yet keep their watch by the deep,
To stay its waves of pride.

But the snow-white sail, that he gave to the gale
When the heavens looked dark, is gone ;—

As an angel’s wing, through an opening cloud,
Is seen, and then withdrawn.

¢ The Pilgrim exile,—sainted name !
The hill, whose icy brow

Rejoiced, when he came, in the morning’s flame,
In the morning’s flame burns now.

And the moon’s cold light, as it lay that night
On the hill side and the sea,

Still lies where he laid his houseless head ;—
Buf the Pilgrim,—where is he ?

¢ The Pilgrim Fathers are at rest ;
When Summer’s throned on high,

And the world’s warm breast is in verdure drest,
Go, stand on the hill where they lie.

The earliest ray of the golden day
On that hallowed spot is cast ;

And the evening sun, as he leaves the world,
Looks kindly on that spot last.
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¢ The Pilgrim spirit has not fled ;
It walks in noon’s broad light ;

And it watches the bed of the glorious dead,
With the holy stars, by night.

It watches the bed of the brave who have bled,
And shall guard this ice-bound shore,

Till the waves of the bay, where the Mayflower lay,
Shall foam and freeze no more.”

On the evening before his seventy-seventh birthday, the
glorious old man felt again the poetic fire, as of old, aflame
within, and wrote an ‘* Address to his Soul.” And nothing
in all his writings is more characteristic, or truer to the type
and spirit of his life, than these two stanzas from this swan-like

song of the fading day :—

¢¢ Spirit ! my Spirit ! hath each stage
That brought thee up from youth
To thy now venerable age
Seen thee in search of Truth?

¢ Hast thou in search of Truth been true,—
True to thyself and her,—
And been, with many or with few,
Her honest worshiper?

Brought up a Puritan, becoming in mid-life a Unitarian,
Mr. Pierpont embraced, in his later years, the doctrines of
Spiritualism. More and more he came to blend the two
worlds in one, and restore to earth and present communion
a heaven and a spiritual host that theology had set at an im-
measurable distance. He yielded his venerable heart to the
attractions of ‘‘ unseen presences " and listened to “‘silent
voices.” He felt himself still with those who had been, in
earlier times, the light and joy of his home, and the friends of
his active days. His pious heart and poetic soul revelled in
contemplation of an undivided universe; he felt that the lost
J:ad been found ; to him the old had indeed become new, and
the distant near, and the void populous! Among the last of
his public acts was the attending and presiding over a national
convention of Spiritualists at Philadelphia.




THE MASTODONS OF METAPHYSICS.

BY PROF. J. R. BUCHANAN, M.D.

career, and an infinite future for its majestic march,
has stages or eras of corresponding extentand grandeur.

The progress of the human mind has reached a stage corre-
sponding closely by analogy with that period in the devel-
opment of our planet in which man first made his appearance.
Human knowledge, from its feeble beginnings in the animal
perceptions of the savage, has attained increasing develop-
ment and complexity, until in the nineteenth century it pre-
sents an organized science of man.

The plan of the animal kingdom, which is also the plan of
growth for the human embryo, presents us a scale of prog-
ress through the Radiata, Mollusca and Articulata, to the
Vertebrata, and in the latter, the gradation through fishes, rep-
tiles, and birds to the Mammalia—the latter class attaining
its maximum dcvelopment in man.

Thus knowledge, beginning in the rude arts of nomadic and
agricultural industry, advancing by architecture and sculpture
to the ingenious mechanic arts, progresses through divination
and alchemy, through physics, mathematics, astronomy, geo-
logy, natural history and chemistry, to anatomy and physio-
logy, in the progress of which the necessity and imminence of a
science of man becomes apparent, and with the exploration
of the brain the science of man is born.

Corresponding as it does to the growth of the human em-
bryo and to the plan of the animal kingdom, this intellectual
progress is equally parallel with the developmental history of
our planet, which presents, with all the magnitude of space

PROGRESS, which has a boundless past for its historic
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and time, the same magnificent system of progress which is
embodied in the growth of each living being.

From the measureless ages of the Azoic time, progress
through Pal®ozoic, Mesozoic, and Cenozoic periods displays
an increasing complexity of organization, an increasing ca-
pacity for higher modes of life possible only in higher condi-
tions, and a gradual culmination of life through improved .
nerve-structures and higher intelligence to the final consum-
mation in MAN. .

In this grand progress, the conditions of the higher devel-
opment prove incompatible with the continued existence of
much that appeared in a lower stage. Geologists tell us that
remains of nearly 40,000 species of animals have been found,
not one of which is now in existence, and that probably ten
times that number may have passed away andleft no record
or sign of their having existed.

As man came on the scene, many of the huge quadrupeds
which roamed over the wild earth and seemed unquestioned
masters of the continents, yielded to the mysterious law that
sweeps aside the gross and powerful forms of a lower grade of
existence, to bring in the more delicate, refined, and spiritual
beings who have a nearer relationship to the kingdom of heaven.

Gigantic elephants and oxen, huge tigers, bears, and hyenas
in post-tertiary times held possession of the forest, and seemed
to forbid the entrance of man upon the scene. The Masto-
dons roamed over the American continent, and, in company
with the Megatherium and Megalonyx, seemed tosay to feeble
humanity, ¢ This realm is ours alone.” But they have all
passed away, and their ivory tusks still strew the plains of
Northern Asia, while their bones, found in a hundred differ-
ent localities, reward the search of the antiquarian geologist.

Similar to their fate is that of the huge systems of specula-
tion, born of semi-barbarian conditions, that have occupied
the world of letters from the dawn of civilization to the ad-
vent of the science of man, but which are now rapidly pass-
ing away, soon to be known only by their lifeless remains in
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the cold and dusty corners of the library. These speculative
systems of the post-tertiary age of literature, which may be
properly compared to the mastodons of the animal kingdom,
are a proper subject for a hasty post-morten examination at
the present time, before all interest in such remains is lost, and
Hegel and Duns Scotus are equally forgotten.

Our title, ¢ The Mastodons of Metaphysics,” suggests the
study of huge but extinct organisms in the literary world
—systems of no utility to man, incapable of being serviceable
in a true civilization, and notable only for the historical fact
of their existence and monstrosity.

Dropping the figurative language with which we have treat-
ed these systems of hypotheses and ncscience, let us inquire
into their substantial merits, and the real worth of that facti-
tious reputation which has grown and flourished in the uni-
versities, and has served, like the glamour of military renown,
for a false and misleading light on a dangerous shore to the
young beginners of the ¢ voyage of life.”

No humble, earnest seeker of truth, who brings his ob-
servations to the common stock of human knowledge, de-
serves aught but the lasting gratitude of mankind. Nor can
we cherish too tenderly the memory of those who, like Soc-
rates, Kepler, Columbus, or Jefferson, are impelled by their
superior wisdom and heroism to become the teachers of their
race. But the teachers of metaphysical subtleties belong to
a different class.

While mankind have been engaged in the necessary labors
of subsistence, and slowly, very slowly, from age to age,
gathering useful practical knowledge by experience and ob-
servation—learning to build, to cultivate land, to manufacture
implements and domestic comforts—learning also to regulate
society by law and magistracy and to train their children in
the proper principles of life and conduct, they have been su-
pervised from the carliest periods by a class of fluent and dig-
nified men whose capacities for talking were associated with a
conviction that their lectures were highly important to hu-
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manity—were, in fact, the very embodiment of the highest
wisdom and entitled to be called philosophy.

They did not teach a better agriculture, architecture, or
manufacturing art, or better government, education and hy-
giene—such subjects they generally regarded as beneath the
dignity of their intellectual vocation, and ignored or scorned
as a feudal baron scorned every species of productive in-
dustry. Nor did they collect and classify the facts concern--
ing the operations of the human soul, or ascertain the laws of
its connection and interaction with the body, or determine
anything whatever as to the brain, or even cast a glance in
that direction, or extend a single word of encouragement to
students of the brain.

Their vocation was to discuss curious and unimportant ques-
tions and mysteries—matters of little value if thoroughly un-
derstood, and matters beyond the sphere of positive know-
ledge and purely conjectural. If upon such subjects they had
thrown much light, by gathering facts and arranging a satisfac-
tory demonstration of any theory which might serve as a basis
either for any improvement or for any reasoning leading to
improvement, we might, to that extent, feel some respect for
their labors or rather writings. But unfortunately they have
generally scorned to stoop to the acquisition of znformation,
and have considered it sufficient to talk from the ample re-
sources of their ignorance, to give their speculative opinions
on matters of which they Z#zew no more than their fellows,
and concerning which their ability to instruct others depended
entirely on their superior critical genius, sharper reasoning
and more ingenious imagination—their ability, in short, to
comprehend nature without especially studying her phenom-
ena and to understand the laws of the universe as if they had
been its creative builders. Most of their writings are per-
vaded by an exalted conception of the divine dignity of man
and his ability to understand the world by consciousness and
meditation—and especially to comprehend the incomprehen-
sible, the infinite Divine.

Vor. I.—20
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It is true that all of these writers have not strictly limited
their pens to profitless speculation, but many have, in some
degree, given attention to governmental and ethical questions,
and matters concerning science. But these were minor mat-
ters with them, and we speak of them simply in their historical
character as metaphysical philpsophers,when pronouncing their
writings the most worthless class of contributions to human
progress. From -Plato to Proclus, from Kant and Fichte to
Schopenhauer and Hartman, from Descartes and Malebranche
to Cousin, from Duns Scotus to Dugald Stewart, from Abe-
lard and Albertus Magnus to Peter Ramus and Cardan, from
Raymond Lully to Van Helmont, from Anselm to Cudworth,
or from Pyrrhus to Berkeley, their writings present us the most
remarkable, vast and wearisome intellectual Sahara, covered
with deceptive mirage and blinding clouds of sand, where
if anything green, beautiful or refreshing is found, it is only
in little oases too far apart to sustain and restore the exhaust-
ed traveler.

Voluminous verbiage clothing the dry skeletons of lifeless
ideas—verbose discussions and subtle discriminations in refer-
ence to matters utterly void of interest; chimerical hypo-

.theses substituted for facts, and a singular absence of reliable
evidence to establish any conclusion; a remarkable incapa-
city to express useful ideas in a terse, direct and simple man-
ner, and a remarkable inability to recognize self-evident truth
or self-evident absurdity—such are the characteristics that
pervade our metaphysical literature for over 2,000 years, and
render every volume a profitless study if not a stultifying
influence to its reader—of little more value in reference to
true psychology than Plato’s superb nonsense about the at-
traction of dry for moist, cold for hot, bitter for sweet, empty
for full—or the equally puerile notions of Kant in an age of
scientific enlightenment about the difference between live
force and dead force.

The remarkable and numerous company of talkers about ab-
stractions, who have stood in the way of true progress, and
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diverted men’s mind from beneficial studies, have fostered a
barren and verbose style of writing—a pompous vanity that
delights in its own vague speculations and neglects everything
that is necessary to the real increase of knowledge and culti-
vation of true philosophy.

These charges may be enforced in detail against almost
every writer of any prominence in the metaphysical ranks, -
from the days of Greek speculation to the very latest German
follies. Indeed the motley corps, though very much alike in
their spirit and modes of thought, have not hesitated to en-
force the charges of absurdity against each other, as when
Peter Ramus -delivered his thesis upon the proposition that
‘“ All that has been affirmed by Aristotle is a fabrication,” or
when Schopenhauer denounced the philosophy of Hegel with
unbounded scorn, which was cordially reciprocated by the
Hegelians. So Dugald Stewart denounced the Ontologists—
and Hamilton, with a wide-sweeping claymore, demolished an
army of his predecessors.

Being the last, and in some respects the ablest of the great
metaphysicians, his work of destruction was a good work for
human progress, which it may be worth while to inspect.
He says of his modern predecessors generally, with justice as
well as force, that ‘“ almost all modern philosophers” have
taken an erroneous view of consciousness, and therefore are
lost in error. ‘‘In reality, by refusing any one datum of
consciousness, philosophy invalidates the whole credibility of
consciousness, and consciousness ruined as an instrument,
philosophy is extinct. The refusal of philosophers to accept the
fact of the duality of consciousness is virtually an act of philo-
sophic suicide. Their various systems are now only so many
empty spectres, so many enchanted corpses, which the just
exorcism of the skeptic reduces to their natural nothingness.
The mutual polemic of these systems is like the warfare of
shadows, or the heroes in Valhalla; they hew each other
into pieces, only in a twinkling to be reunited, and again to
amuse themselves in other bloodless and indecisive contests.”
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Yet Hamilton himself can but be regarded by any true
scientist as one of the most animated of the spectral heroes
of Valhalla, who now look down on a scientific progress
which to-day they are impotent to resist—and the science of
the brain was progressing with accelerating speed when the
dying Hamilton supposed that it had passed away like a spec-
tral system of metaphysics.

One single decisivefact illustrating the connection of the mind
with the brain, or its capacity for action independent of the
brain, or its capacity for anything after the dissolution of the
body, is worth far more than all that can be found in a thou-
sand volumes of pure metaphysics. Yet such facts are ac-
tually shunned, if not abhorred, by the followers of the meta-
physical systems of the universities, and the Britisk Quarterly
with another dignified periodical descends to malicious tattle
and even to vulgar scurrility against men so eminent as
Messrs. Huggins and Crookes for daring to make psychologi-
cal experiments, as Blackwood's Magasine once denounced
Gall and Spurzheim for dissecting the brain and inquiring into
its functions when the world was waiting to hear from them its
anatomy.

Metaphysical systems formerly devoured each other as ser-
pents swallow their prey, but even if not borne down by
their flagrant absurdities and by hostile criticism they would
be forced into obscurity by their voluminous inanity and
enormous accumulation.

The writings of the schoolmen, the medizval metaphysi-
cians, are thoroughly obsolete. The speculations of the Greeks
interest no one now except as we read Plato through
curiosity as a representative of Greek culture, and it cannot
be very long before Kant, Fichte, Hegel and their metaphysi-
cal cotemporaries will be consigned to the depositories of
rubbish.

It is scarcely remembered now that the voluminous writ-
ings of ALBERTUS MAGNUS required twelve pages to record
their titles, or that the equally voluminous scribblings of
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Raymond Lully were reverenced by his followers as superior
to the writings of Aristotle, though in the present day he
would be regarded by many as a lunatic—or that Duns Scotus
had thirty thousand pupils and gave them in the 13th cen-
tury much the same kind of mental food as the most modern
metaphysicians—or that Abelard, 200 years earlier, figured as
the chief founder of medi®val philosophy—or that Pcter
Lombard, the ¢ Master of Sentences,” furnished the text-book
of philosophy in the 12th century on which the ¢ Seraphic
Doctor” Bonaventura and many others were delighted to
write commentaries. The text-book and the commentaries
are now forgotten alike, though they were more reverenced in
their day than Locke, Stewart, Brown and Kant in the early
portion of the present century.

Our subject may be dry and profitless ; indeed one is often
tempted to turn aside from inspecting the speculative rubbish
of centuries, but we have a necessary task to perform. The
exposure of falsehood is sometimes a necessary duty for the
vindication of truth. American and English universities still
cherish metaphysics, still ignore the science of the mind in
connection with the brain, still refuse with blind stubbornness
to look at any single fact in experimental psychology or even
to tolerate experimental investigation. Let us examine, then,
the chaff which they substitute for proper intellectual food.

Ontological metaplysics, derived from consciousness, can
rationally be regarded only as an absurd and abortive specula-
tion. That which is outside of ourselves cannot be found in
ourselves. We might as well hope to develop astronomy
and civil engineering by looking into our consciousness as to
develop any philosophic conceptions of the universe in gen-
eral. The attempt has invariably resulted in vague and
chaotic conceptions, more worthy of a mad-house than a uni-
versity. The metaphysical critic, Mansel, remarks: “ The ideas
of God, Freedom and Immortality are too special to be
elicited by the processes of general Ontology, except in the
form of Pantheism, which disposes of them by annihilating
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them altogether. The idea of God becomes merged in that of
the sum total of existence; that of Freedom is destroyed by
representing this quasi-deity as the sole real agent; that of
Immortality is exchanged for the absorption of self into the
real universe.”

“Like Ontology in general, the three branches of Ontology [God,
the world and the soul], if deductively treated, will deal with words and
not with things. Unable to verify their fundamental assumptions by an
appeal to the facts of consciousness—unable even to determine
whether those assumptions represent thouglt or the negation of
thought—they can but torture words under the name of analyzing
notions, and arrive at conclusions which indicate no more than a
‘consistent use of language. Thought itself, in its bare and unmixed
form, cannot be handled in any mental process,”

As a fair and brief statement of the Cosmology of the meta-
physicians, the following passage from Mansel shows its ab-
surdity sufficiently to need no comment :—

« Cosmology, as exhibited by Wolf, professes to deduce from onto-
legical principles a demonstration of the nature of the world and the
manner in which it is produced .from simple substances. The office
of Cosmology is to deduce from the abstract principles of being in
general, the necessary relations which the world as a compound
being must exhibit. It is thus based not on an examination of the
mundane phenomena, as they actually exist in the present system of
nature, but on the general conception of the world as a possible
system, and in which the actual system is included as an individual
under a species. Cosmology, as thus exhibited, can contain nothing
more than an analysis of general notions, and can lead to no con-
clusions but such as the philosopher has himself virtually assumed in
his premises. The abstract notion of the world contains implicitly
whatever attributes we choose to assume as its constituents ; and the
metaphysical or logical analysis of that notion can contain no
more.”

Equally conclusive is the objection to metaphysical theo-
logy, as stated by Mansel : —
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“We are supposed to start from a nominal definition of the Deity,
as the most perfect being, containing in his nature the sum of all pos-
sible realities in an absolutely perfect degree. How do we know that
our conception at all corresponds to the nature of the being whom it
professes to represent? Such a system claims in its very conception
a right to transcend consciousness. The form of consciousness is’
myself, and the facts of consciousness postulate my existence as
their condition. By what warrant am I justified in reasoning from
the relative to the absolute, in identifying that which depends on me
with that on which 1 depend? A conception of the Deity in his ab-
solute existence appears to involve a self-contradiction ; for conception
itself is a limitation, and a conception of the absolute Deity is a limi-
tation of the illimitable ! ”

Kant, in opposition to the cosmologists, denied our ability
to know anything of the world or of being exterior to our-
selves, because of the limitation of our faculties. He affirms
that space and time are merc conditions of our own perceptive
JSaculties, and that if we would understand external objects, we
must conceive them independent of space and time; and as
we cannot do this, we cannot know anything truly, but can
only recognize certain delusive appearances. ‘

The assertion of the non-existence of space and time, except
as a law of operation for our own minds and the philoso-
phisms based upon it, are another illustration of the general
truth that pure metaphysics is pure absurdity, and that men
may write not only from the inspiration of vanity, but from
the controlling influence of each of the (Adhesive) anti-intel-
lectual faculties,* which in their predominance revel in absur-
dity and ignore every intuitive perception, as well as every
dictate of reason. /

To throw the mind out of all relation to space and time,
was Swedenborg’s prescription for attaining knowledge of the
spirit world—in other words, for rising from matter to spirit ;

* The existence of such organs and faculties, leading in their abnormal excess to
bigotry, stubbornness, absurdity, etc., is a fact in human nature first explained by
the writer’s system of Anthropology.

-
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and it is certainly true, that to understand spirit properly,
we must get rid of the essential conditions and qualities of
matter. Yet Kant proposes to learn the realities of matter by
getting rid of the inseparable conditions of its existence, as
if we should attempt to understand Geometry by ignoring the
conceptions of lines and of magnitude.

Fichte, equally absurd with Kant, decided by a course of
inconsequential reasoning not worth repeating in its jejune
tediousness, that man exists, but nothing clse. The supposed
reality beyond man (the universe and deity) is merely deriva-
tive from man ; in other words, is merely an affection of our
consciousness. Of course, then, each human being must con-
sider himself the universe, all other human beings being
merely affections of his consciousness, as he is but an affection
of their consciousness—which seems logically to annihilate
even the substantial existence of man, leaving only ideas. It
was in reference to such a philosophy that a Boston transcen-
dentalist was said to have pronounced it very unphilosophical
to say, *‘ It snows,” or, ‘“ It rains.” It would be more philo-
sophical to say, ‘I snow,” ¢ I rain.”

This would seem to be the very climax of pure absurdity,
and yet Schelling and Hegel go still further into this intel-
lectual chaos.

Schelling ignores even man’s existence, and virtually makes
all things a baseless dream. He fancies himself, or his thought,
identified with the divine mind, or the abso/ute, and conscious
by an omniscient act of both the personal and the phenomenal,
of both as one.

The system of Schelling, which, equally with that of Hegel
and that of Fichte, seems to defy rational comprehension, is
thus criticised by Mansel. Any fuller exposition of its futility
is unnccessary, and would be as tedious as the systematic
analysis of a maniac’s dream :—

It is obvious to ask how such a system, admitting it to be possi-
ble or even true, can be known to be possible or true. Can the indi-
vidual man, supposing him to be a phenomenon and not a reality,

.
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become conscious of his own nonentity ? The first testimony of con-
sciousness is to the existence of the conscious subject ; the idea of
reality and existence arises in and by that testimony. Can I then,
existing in consciousness, be at the same time conscious that I do not
exist? Can I be conscious and not conscious, substance and acci-
dent, reality and phenomenon, personally existing and merged in the
absolute, at one and the same instant, in one and the same act? This
Schelling’s theory virtually declares to be possible, and the means by
which it is accomplished is intellectual intuition. This intuition is
the instrument and the method of philosophy ; it is the process by
which the absolute becomes conscious of itself, by which the philoso-
pher becomes conscious of his identity with the absolute. It is an
act out of time and by which time is constituted, and which is dis-
tinct from and above ordinary consciousness ; which cannot be de-
scribed in language or apprehended in conception ; whose results
cannot be communicated to ordinary consciousness, and of course
cannot be verified by it.”

The system of Hegel is even alittle more incomprehensible
and visionary than that of Schelling. In fact, it is difficult to
state his leading idea in any concise and intelligible phrase-
ology. Rejecting Schelling’s scheme of intuition, he recog-
nizes an indescribable universal som¢t/ing for which we have
no word in the English language—a something that is con-
scious in man, unconscious outside of man—embracing
everything and everywhere identical. This somcething is
thought, and being, and consciousness—all three, yet one. A
very successful effort to get rid of all rational conceptions,
and speak with mysterious dignity of the universe with an
affectation of wisdom.

Mansel says of Hegel, and his criticism is very fair and
just :—

“ The method of Hegel is sometimes described as an attempt 7o
rethink the great thought of creation ; the philosopher being supposed
to place himself at the point at which the divine mind developed
itself into finite existences, and to repeat that development in the pro-
cesses of his own system. This supposition is sufficiently presump-
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tuous ; but, as usually understood, it by no means expresses the full
pretensions of Hegel's theory. Creation, in the Hegelian point of
view, does not imply a creator, nor thought a thinker. Instead of
commencing with God as the beginning of all existence, this philoso-
phy commences with zero. The notion whose development consti-
tutes the process alike of existence and of thought is pure Being,
which is identical with pure Nothing. The union of Being and
Nothing constitutes Becoming, and from Becoming proceeds all de-
terminate existence. The Hegelian process may thus be described as
a creation of the Deity, no less than of the'world ; for it recognizes
the existence of no Deity distinct from the world. But the philoso-
pher, though aspiring to construct the universe, is virtually com-
pelled to assume a prior universe as his foundation. Though he will
not postulate a mover, he is compelled to postulate motion. /e
pure being, which is also pure nothing, has a power of self-development.
How this process takes place, or how pure nonentity can contain a
principle of self-development ; or how, if being and nothing are abso-
lutely one and the same, they can at the same time be two elements
united together ; or how the union of the identical with the identical
can form a compound distinct from its factor or factors, these points
Hegel has omitted to explain.”

Hegel the very high-priest of speculative absurdity, glories
in his cloudy preéminence.

¢ In the other countries of Europe (says Hegel in 1816), in which
the sciences and the cultivation of the understanding have been
prosecuted with zeal and credit, every remembrance and trace of
philosophy, the name only excepted, has perished and disappeared.
Among the Germans alone it has maintained itself as a national pos-
session. We have received from Nature the higher mission to be
the preservers of this sacred fire, as the Fumolpide of Athens were
intrusted with the preservation of the Eleusinian mysteries.”

Hegel and his cotemporaries were in full sympathy with the
blindly speculative spirit of the schoolmen and ancient meta-
physicians—a spirit diametrically opposite to that of true
science and philosophy. It was quite natural, therefore, that
he condemned Bacon and denounced Newton’s Optics as
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showing exactly how scientific investigations should 7o¢ be
conducted.

The old Greek and modern German schools are really the
proper representatives of metaphysics, as claimed by Hegel,
as they regard pure speculation as the only avenue to phi-
losophy. The British mind, more solid and practical than the
German or Greek, has advanced but little into the fog-land
of pure speculation, and hence the true metaphysicians of
Germany, who arrogate to themselves the title of philoso-
phers, look with contempt upon the less speculative English,
saying that they have developed no philosophy. In truth,
however, the quasi metaphysicians of England have a/most
reached a rational view of philosophy, and have pretty
effectually demolished most of the fog-banks of continental
philosophizing. Hamilton regarded the greater portion of the
metaphysics of his predecessors with undisguised contempt,
and Stewart denounced their Ontology as *‘ the most idle and
absurd speculation that ever employed the human faculties,”
yet still retained enough of the same spirit of ¢ idle and absurd
speculation” to make him a deadly opponent to the scientific
study of man by Gall and Spurzheim.

Metaphysical studies have ever exerted a paralyzing influ-
ence upon the power of investigating nature and discovering
truth. Their true source is in Vanity, the antagonist of Per-
ception—a faculty which in its self-sufficiency scorns to look at
any external object, and feels itself amply competent to teach
from its meditative faculties, and its wealth of superciliousness.

Nearly all forms of pure metaphysical speculation exhibit a
warfare against the dictates of the intellect; and as the intel-
lectual faculties (imaginative and literary) are employed in this
warfare, metaphysics may be defined as the swicide of intel-
Ject. Causality is assailed by Hume and Pyrrho. The facul-
ties of form, size, locality, number, and time are demolished
by Kant; Fichte, Hegel, and Schelling make war on every
faculty that supplies intelligence, not even sparing conscious-
ness, which other metaphysicians enlist as an ally in their war.
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The English and Scotch halfway metaphysicians, endeavor-
ing to use their intellectual faculties, exhibit a partial convales-
cence from the metaphysical epidemic and develop quite a
number of rational ideas. But having looked at the disease
in its worst form (for it is'a species of intellectual measles, to
which young men and nations in their intellectual juvenility
are most liable), it would not be worth our time to look among
the convalescents to trace their approximation to healthy
thought, except to mark the movements of one (Sir Wm.
Hamilton) whose writings, approximating more nearly to ra-
tionalism, still claim a position in our colleges. This task must
be reserved for another occasion.

The least extravagant of the metaphysical speculations, that
of Hartley and Condillac, ignoring the difficulties presented by
the diversified and complex traits of humanity, and the
strength of will and passions which are constitutional endow-
ments, supposed that all the powers and traits of humanity
could be built up by mere impression or sensation and as-
sociation. The extravagance and incompleteness of this
theory renders its refutation unnecessary; yet even Sir
James Mackintosh was so charmed with its simplicity as to
say that the doctrine of association was the basis of all true
psychology, and to compare its teacher, Hartley, to Sir Isaac
Newton.

The creation of our faculties solely by impressions on the
senses would leave little opportunity for the development of
differences between men and animals, when reared in the same
apartment and receiving the same impressions on their senses.
It would permit no remarkable differences of character be-
tween children of one family, even between brothers and sis-
ters; and would leave as an inexplicable mystery the vast
differences between male and female animals.

The doctrine of vibrations, that all our mental processes,
from sensation and perception to the most complex emotions,
passions, and reasonings, were mere vibrations of matter
curiously combined together, acting and reacting according to
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mechanical laws of impulse and elasticity, was still more ex-
travagant. Even if these complex vibrations were possible in
the human body, the blank idiocy of confounding vibration
with thought and emotion makes it astonishing that such wri-
tings should ever have been held in honor. But metaphysics
being mostly the wild kypotheses of ignorance, a long course
of metaphysical reading had prepared men to welcome any
hypothesis, however baseless.

It has required two thousand years from the time of Plato
for the intellectual faculties to assert their paramount authori-
ty and check the career of self-satisfied ignorance by leading
us to observe, to understand, and to reason upon nature.

What was the skepticism of Hume buta crushing of the in-
tellectual faculties? When he affirms that we are conscious
only of a succession of ideas and not of the mind, the self that
entertains these ideas, he disregards the voice of consciousness,
the sense of personal identity. To deny causation which we
perceive, and affirm that there is only succession of cvents
without causal connection, is simply disregarding the voice of
theintellect. We might with the same propriety deny the exis-
tence of form, affirming that we are conscious of nothing but an
infinite number of points, and that the idea of form is a crea-
tion of our own mind carresponding to nothing in nature. The
next step in misological absurdity is to deny, with Kant, the
existence of time and space, affirming that they appertain only
to our minds. The next beyond Kant is to deny all percep-
tion, with Fichte and Schelling, and affirm that nothing exists
but our own consciousness or thought. The very ultima
thule of absurdity is reached with Hegelin ignoring our posi-
tive consciousness of self and observation, to affirm a limit-
less consciousness—unlocated, undefined, and commingled
with being and unconsciousness in a fertium gquid which defies
description or even conception.

If the metaphysical method of philosophizing in any case
falls short of blank ignorance or idiocy, it is only because it
is not purely metaphysical and does not consistently follow its
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own path to the end. It denies the existence of the external on
the ground that it cannot be proved, but assumes the existence
of consciousness which is not proved, or attempts to prove
something, as Descartes, in saying ‘‘cogito, ergo sum.””  But
if I know I am because I think, Aow do I know I think—
how do I know anything ?

The truth is, we cannot reason at all without beginning with
the postulate of what we know ; and we have no right, as
honest, earnest seekers of truth, to reject any portion of what
we intuitively know—whether it be consciousness of the in-
ternal or a perceptive consciousness of the external, which every
sound mind enjoys, believes, and relies upon.

The system of Herbart, another of the famous German mys-
tics, resembles that of Leibnitz with its monads, in supposing
a set of points or entities, destitute of extension in space or
duration in time as the basis of the sensible world—an incon-
ceivable supposition, which would explain nothing, if there
were the slightest evidence of its truth,

The entire mass of German mysticism may be characterized
as a very successful effort to eliminate from our opinions near-
ly everything derived from the intellectual faculties—all know-
ledge of nature—all knowledge of man—all historical as well
as all scientific knowledge—all that we derive from reason,
understanding, and intuition—the knowledge of objects, of
time, space and causation—and substitute for true knowledge
a set of baseless and inane hypotheses.

The existence and prevalence of such systems among men
of literary culture, in so enlightened a period as the nineteenth
century, and after the rational study of the brain had been
developed by Gall, will be one of the most remarkable psy-
chological facts of history—an overpowering demonstration
of the existence of Absurdity as an essential element of hu-
man nature independent of Insanity ; for intellect alone, how-
ever feeble, perceives clearly, so far as its power extends, and
seeks to know all it can. Blind impulse alone ignores our in-
tuitive perceptions, doubts, denies, and disbelieves everything,
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but our own dogmatic infallibility, and rushes blindly to chi-
merical absurdity and ignorance in philosophy.

Shunning the discussion of metaphysical theories in gene-
ral as a waste of time on obsolescent follies, let us briefly no-
tice the almost universal doctrine of metaphysical philoso-
phizers, which is called /dealism in opposition to Realism,
which latter being the common sense of mankind—the recog-
nition of the objective realities around us—has been con-
temptuously rejected from the lofty realms of metaphysics,
which faithfully.adheres to its character expressed etymologi-
cally in the word Meta-physics, by ignoring physical exist-
ence.

The Idealists maintain that we know nothing of external
nature, but only know that we experience certain impressions,
and are thereby led to believe in the existence of objects cor-
responding to those impressions. In other words, we know
nothing but a remarkable procession of ideas in our own
minds, and have not the slightest evidence that any objective
existence corresponds with those ideas, or that there is any
truth in the ideas we entertain of objects about us.

Yet every one of these Idealistic philosophizers believes
just as firmly as the mass of mankind that surrounding objects
exist just as he perceives them, and succeeds in life by acting
on that conviction on which he acts during every moment of
his waking consciousness. He asserts an opposite doctrine
as philosophically true, which he does not really believe—
cannot possibly believe, and cannot act on, for its belief and
practical adoption would be pure idiocy.

The speculative mind, embarrassed by metaphysical logic,
is in the condition of the credulous and thoroughly puzzled
little boy whose father gave him two apples, and informed
him that they were three; when he expressed his doubt of
having so many, his father convinced him by saying with dig-
nified emphasis: ‘“ Here, my son, this is one, and this is two
—now you know one and two make three.” He replied,
‘““ Yes, pa, I've got three, but you see it’s only one for me and



320 BRITTAN’S QUARTERLY JOURNAL.

one for sis.” The metaphysical disciple perceives that it is
logically proved that there is no reality but our own conscious-
ness and accepts it, but experiences no change in his practical
ideas, and remains in a hopeless state of mental confusion and
inconsistency from which he might be relieved by more thor-
ough and correct reasoning.

Our knowledge of external objects arises in the mind by a
primitive law of its operation, which we cannot disregard or
disobey, and which no one but a lunatic ever disregards. When
such a conception is first developed, the metaphysician may
properly come forward and challenge its correctness—may deny
that it corresponds to any reality, and he would be unanswerable
—that is to say, the newborn babe would be unable to refute his
philosophy. The helpless infant, with its eyes but a short time
opened, is the only true disciple of metaphysical idealism. But
very soon ideas produced by vision are confirmed by those of
touch, and as often as an object is seen its existence, in accord-
ance with the visual image, is verified by feeling a solid resisting
object. Hence we learn that when we see a block, there is an
object which, if we come in contact with it, resists our touch
and firmly occupies a certain rectangular space, and has a
certain amount of resistance or inertia when we attempt to
move it.

This is our positive knowledge—a knowledge of solid, resist-
ing, inert, divisible, ponderable objects. The totality of the con-
ceptions united inone object is what we recognize as that object.
The idealist may justly affirm that we do not know the sub-
stratum or essential nature of that object beyond its cognizable
attributes, but this would be merely asserting that we are not
acquainted with atoms or the basic forces which are manifested
as matter, an assertion which cannot be controverted at pre-
sent. But when he goes beyond this and asserts, because we do
not know the basis of matter, that we do not knowanything at
all to exist, he asserts what he does not and cannot believe, for
at any and every moment he verifies the existence of matter
by finding a resisting substance that checks his movements—
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that gives him pleasure or pain, and manifests itself to him
exactly in accordance with his previous ideas of its reality.

To suppose that these ever-existing, infinitely-multiplied ex-
periences or observations, proceeding according to laws that
may be understood in accordance with the understood pro-
perties of external objects, are but arbitrary processes of our
own consciousness, not produced by an adequate exterior
cause, is to advance a hypothesis for the truth of which there
can be but one chance against innumerable millions. In fact,
it is an unthinkable absurdity to any healthy mind to suppose
that millions of millions of effects in consciousness going on in
eternal progression, should correspond continually with certain
external causes the existence of which is verifiable at any
time that we choose to receive an impression from them, and
yet should be entirely independent thereof, as no such causes
exist. The human mind, in the supposed case, would be the
most gigantically ingenious instrument of deception that
fancy could conceive. We do absolutely know by experi-
ence that when we see certain objects, the totality of proper-
ties by which they are recognized will be found connected
with their visible forms.

We rely implicitly on the testimony of our faculties, be-
cause we find them trustworthy ; we find that when they
assert a certain object existing in space and time definitely lo-
cated, does exist, we never fail to verify, if we choose, the ex-
istence of that object or that group of attributes which we call
an object (without any reference to ultimate causation or its
basic nature). We therefore rightly trust and believe in our
perceptions, because we never discover anything to contradict
their veracity,* and the mutual corroboration which our per-
ceptions give to each other assures us of the existence of the
object they recognize, for we find the group of attributes
—constituting that object—inseparably united, and present

® The veracity of the senses is not contradicted by an image seen in a mirror,
for when we get the entire testimony of the senses, by looking around the mirror
and at the object, we arrive at the truth,
VoL L—21
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wherever the object is in any way recognized. We know
that we cannot produce this combination of perceptions by
any effort of volition nor by any arbitrary powers of our own
minds, and that, when we thus recognize an object, we
can with it produce a similar impression on the minds of
others, and also in handling it produce various effects corre-
sponding to its character.

The error which misled the Idealists was the confounding
of that group of phenomena which we perceive as exterior to
ourselves (just as distinctly as we perceive our own existence),
and which aggregate phenomena we call matter (for matter is
but a combination of attributes or qualities), with the unknown
substratum or efficient cause of those phenomena. Realis-
tic perception, or the doctrine of Realism, does not imply that
we know or perceive any such substratum, but only that we
perceive matter in its phenomena, which phenomena we find
combined in certain forms that we call matter or material ob-
jects. The Idealist, therefore, mistakes the nature of the
question—and makes the very grave mistake, also, of sup-
posing that when we are conscious of, or have a simultaneous
conception of something external and something internal or
personal, our consciousness is a false witness—true as to one-
half only of its testimony, and not capable of discriminating
between internal personality and external objectivity, the lat-
ter being demonstrated by innumerable coincidences and
concurrences in observation.

The value of our consciousness as to external objectivity
and its perfect reliability are forcibly illustrated by the ex-
istence of the intuitive faculties which, without any interme-
diation of the organs of sight, hearing, or touch, give us
vivid conceptions of external objects (called clairvoyance), and
they tell as consistent, credible, and demonstrable a story as
when they speak of our own existence, so that the conscious-
ness of our own existence and action and the consciousness
of the external stand on the same basis, and are each equally
true or equally questionable.
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The philosophic partisan rejects just so much of the connect-
ed and unbroken testimony of consciousness as his passions*
lead him to discard. Hume, admitting that we are conscious
of ideas in succession, denies that we are conscious of our own
existence or mind ; the materialists, admitting our conscious-
ness of external nature, reject our consciousness of our own
spiritual nature—while the idealist, glorying in our spiritual
consciousness, refuses to receive its testimony as to the infi-
nite world without.

All these vagaries are but different forms of u#nreason—evi-
dences that man has the power of suspending or overpowering
any of his intellectual faculties when he writes or speaks—ignor-
ing self-consciousness, ignoring physical science, ignoring mem-
ory, ignoring causation, ignoring time and space, ignoring cor-
relations, ignoring common sense, sagacity and intuitive per-
ception.

The misological or bigoted spirit which has opposed and
discouraged the cultivation of science and art—which arrayed
itself against Bacon, Galileo, Columbus, Harvey, and Gall, dis-
couraged every great inventor and persecuted every advocate
of freedom of thought or discussion, was but a more intense
and violent display of the vain and arrogant spirit which as-
sumed to understand nature and give forth philosophy with-
out condescending to observe and learn.

Hence metaphysical speculators may properly be classed
among the opponents of human progress, efficient only in per-
petuating the ignorance of earlier ages, discouraging the study
of science, and hindering every species of progress. In the
earlier ages they dogmatized in physical science until the exer-
cise of the intellect redeemed that department from specula-
tion and alchemical theories. From the department of phy-
siology the speculators have been effectually expelled; but
Psychology has been so little cultivated by scientific methods,
that its dreamy speculators are not yet expelled. The study

® ¢¢ Passions” may seem an inappropriate term, but it is applicable to all the im-
pulses of stubbornness, defiance, infidelity, scorn, vanity, adhesiveness and bigotry.
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of the brain will, however, soon expel them from Psychology,
leaving them only a narrow boundary along the theological
borders of the un-knowable from which to war on science until
they take their final leave of the higher spheres of thought.

NoTE BY THE AUTHOR.—If it should be asked why those who study nature
in the ‘spirit of modesty, docility, and candor should criticise the champions of
pretended philosophy, we may reply that a// falsckood is powerful for evil, and
metaphysical delusions have been preéminently powerful in blighting the fair out-
growth of humanity, by their narcotic influence on education. The University
systems of education, organized in accordance with' the true spirit of metaphysical
philosophy, have been no less effectual in deforming the mind of man than the
wooden helmets or head-boards of the Flathead and Chetimachi Indians in de-
forming their crania.

Throughout the present century the best thinkers have protested in vain against
the stultifying system of the Universities. President Barnard, of Columbia
College, in an address to the University Convocation, in 1866, after denouncing the
ultra-classical education of the Universities of England, quoted the following graphic
description of the results of such education from a writer in the London Zimes:—

¢ Common things are quite as much neglected and despised in the education of
the rich as in that of the poor. It is wonderful how little a young gentleman may
know when he has taken his university degrees, especially if he has been sndus-
trious and has stuck to his studies. He may really spend a long time in looking
for somehody more ignorant than himself. If he talks with the driver of the
stage-coach, that lands him at his father’s door, he finds he knows nothing of
horses.  If he falls into conversation with a gardener, he knows nothing of plants
or flowers. If he walks into the field, he does not know the difference between
barley, rye, and wheat ; between rape and turnips; between lucerne and saint-
foin ; between natural and artificial grass. If he goes into a carpenter’s yard, he
does not know one wood from another. If he comes across an attorney, he has
no idea of the difference between common and statute law, and is wholly in the
dark as to those securities of personal and political liberty on which we pride
ourselves. If he strolls into any workshop or place of manufacture, it is always
to find his level, and that a level far below the present company. If he dines out,
and as a youth of proved talents, and perhaps @niversity honors, is expected to be
literary, his literature is confined to a few popular novels. The girl who has
never stirred from home, and whose education has been economized, not to say
neglected, in order to send her own brother to college, knows vastly more of those
things than he does. The same exposure awaits him wherever he goes, and when-
ever he has the audacity to open his mouth. At sea, ke is a land-lubber ; in the
couniry, a cockney ; in town, a greenhorn ; in science, an ignoramus; sn busi-
ness, a simpleton ; in pleasure, a milksop ; everywhere out of his element ; every-
where at sea, adrift. In society and in the work of life he finds himself beaten
by the youth whom at college he despised as frivolous or abhorred as profligate.
I1e is ordained and takes charge of a parish, only to be laughed at by the farmers,
the trades-people, and even the old women.”

And yet it is a daring and difficult undertaking for a prufessor to suggest any
improvement on this venerable and fossilized system, which is so successful in the
perpetuation of ignorance.



THE SOUTHERN HEART:

THE AMERICAN EAGLE AND THE CAROLINA PALMETTO.*
BY D. J. MANDELL.

I
Sons of the South ! ye sunny souls,
Born of the Summer skies,—
When fierce the tempest round ye rolls,
Bent—not to fall—but rise,—
Accept a brother's humble lay,
And hear his kindly words, I pray.

II.

Deep in its native solitude,
Ere man-craft smote the land,
Where primal forests proudly stood,—
And nigh the sea-girt strand, —
A tall Palinetto reared its crest,
With brightest verdure richly dressed.

* This legendary poem is founded on an alleged incident of the war between
the United States and the Southern Confederacy. The episode is this:—The
Palmetto tree is the State symbol of South Carolina—the beautiful type or
emblem of her native patriotisin and honor within the American Federal Union,
of which she was, originally, so earnest and distinguished a member. This Pal-
metto is reported to have been artistically imitated in wrought-iron and planted or
erected in COLUMBIA, the central or capital city of South Carolina. The Union
troops are said to have assaulted it during ¢ Sherman’s raid,” hacking it with
axe and chisel, and even bombarding it with the more destructive implements
of war. But the firm and stately structure withstood the mightiest shock ; and,
as we are told, still stands, indicating, we trust, the vitality of the earlier and
active nationality of our Southern brethren, in their legitimate connection with
the country—our whole country—North, South, East and West. It is in this
" hope, and on this incident, that the annexed poem is conceived and founded ; and
the author trusts that he has herein struck the true chord of conciliation which
will yet ring out the chimes in full measure unto the glorious Jubilee of our
Nation restored, expanded and magnificent beyond precedent in its own or any
other history.
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An Eagle spied the graceful tree,
Then with prophetic screech,
Cried—* When, as emblem of the Free,
My Bannered Throne I reach,
This Tree shall be fair Freedom’s bower,

As I will be its pride and power.”

1v.

The NaTION came—and Genius glowed,
And brightened all the scene,

And, by its Art and skill, bestrewed
Our Union’s broad demesne

With tributes num’rous, works of Fame

Enshrining many a noble name.

V.

One task, 'mid these, most nobly graced
Columbia’s finest square :—

An iron-wrought and firmly placed
Palmetto towered there,—

Aye, towered in massive strength and form,

Unharmed by lightning or by storm.

VI.

O questioh for both head and heart !
Why Freedom's champions dared
Assault that patriotic Art,
Which even Nature spared ?
But, yet, the stanch trunk bore it well,
Defying even shot and shell.

VIL
Thus Carolina, ’'mid the stn'fe,
Thy grand, thy sacred Tree,
So triumphing, reveals the Life,—
The truer Life,—in thee :
With strength and force which trial gives,
Thine ancient, Patriot-heart still lives.
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VIIL
The EacLE laughs to see it so,
And cleaves the utmost skies,
As with his inmost soul aglow,
To his starry perch he flies—
While Freedom, from sublimest heights,
Her Nation onward ! yet invites.

ATHoOL, Mass., May, 1873.

- — ———

RELATIONS OF MIND TO OFFSPRING.

HE singular effects produced on the unborn child, by
the sudden mental emotions of the mother, are re-
markable examples of a kind of electrozyping on the sensitive
surfaces of living forms. It is doubtless true that the mind’s
action, in such cases, may increase or diminish the molecular
deposits in the several portions of the system. The precise
place which each separate particle assumes in the new organic
structure, may be determined by the influence of thought or
feeling. If, for example, there exists in the mother any un-
usual tendency of the vital forces to the brain, at the critical
period, there will be a similar cerebral development and ac-
tivity in the offspring. A lady who, during the period of
gestation, was chiefly employed in reading the poets, and in
giving form to her day-dreams of the ideal world, at the same
time gave to her child (in phrenological parlance) large /deal-
¢y and a highly imaginative turn of mind. Some time since
we met with a youth who had finely molded limbs and a
symmetrical form throughout. His mother has a large, lean,
attenuated frame, that does not offer so much as a single sug-
gestion of the beautiful. The boy is doubtless indebted for
his fine form to the presence of a beautiful French lithograph
in his mother’s sleeping apartment, and which presented for
her contemplation the faultless form of a naked child. B.




SOULS AND SCENES IN SPIRIT LIFE.

BY FANNY GREEN M‘DOUGAL.

NUMBER THREE: THE HEAVEN OF HEAVENS,

AVING traversed the Heavens of Beauty and Truth,

we are now to enter on the most interior plane of the

human spirit’s life and comsciousness, reaching out into the
Immeasurable, the Immaculate, the Infinite.

Again my Guide stood before me, but at this time clothed
with such radiations, I could with difficulty look upon him.

- He smiled graciously, in salutation, thus answering my
thought.

‘ We have simply put on the regalia of the Heaven we are
to visit; for every true aspiration, whether we know it or not,
clothes the soul with whatever brightness it has. And could’st
thou, at this moment, see thyseclf, my son, thou wouid’st be-
hold thyself also clothed in this externalized divinity. These
outflowing garments do not belong exclusively to Sweden-
borg, to Zoroaster, or even Jesus, but to mankind. This pure
effluence is native to the soul, and needs only to be set free
in order to be exhibited.”

He paused a moment and then said; ‘‘I am drawn Earth-
ward, and perceive that a visitor from thence is secking to
approach the Heavens. I rejoice in this; for you can thus
see some of the phenomena of the Spirit’s temporary exodus
from the Form which it still inhabits. Now repose.”

Suddenly the finest and divinest dew of sleep passed over
and pervaded me. Atom by atom, soul and sense were per-
meated, as the lightest and softest drapery fell and folded
over me.

But suddenly there was intense reaction. The passivity
of repose in an instant became the very essence of positive
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power. I was no longer faint-hearted, or doubtful. Rising
high above the mists of speculation and even the atmosphere
of faith, sight was knowledge, and knowledge was strength.
Then for the first time I really felt my regal dower, and wore,
with becoming majesty, my more than kingly crown. I
gloried in the name and nature of Immortal Man. I claimed
the sireship of Almighty God. I was one with my Father.
I took hold of his Greatness; I rose into his Omnipotence.
I comprehended his Omniscience. I stood unveiled, and un-
abashed, in the all-inspiring splendor of his Godhood. My
kinship with all the Infinite was confirmed ; and blazoned in
letters of light, it seemed written on all I saw.

The Sage smiled. ¢ This power that now pervades thee,
my son, is thine by the rights of the Race, and not of the
Individual. In this sphere, Humanity is sanctified from its
sins, and for the first time completely invested with itself, to
be, and to do, what God ordains. And so strong and positive
is this power, that no one can come, not even momentarily,
within the range of its spheral emanation, without feeling and
being moved by it.

““In this sphere originate all great and important reforms
for the benefit of Mankind. This, too, is the highest Heaven
of Invention and the fountain-head of all progressive impulse
and action.”

‘“ But have I not seen,” I interrupted rather warmly, “ay,
with my own eyes, seen the bosom cells of philosophers in
the realm of Truth, with the very germs they nurtured? If
inventions originate there, as I was told, how can they also
have their beginning here ? " '

‘“ All that thou hast seen is true, and far more,” he an-
swered, bending leniently toward me, that the fine aroma of
his presence might restore the harmony, which my hot haste
had, for the moment, disturbed. ¢‘ The only trouble is you
have not seen the whole truth. You regard a certain class
of spirits as isolated, when, in fact, THERE IS NO ISOLATION.
As Thought touches Thought and Will binds Will, so do
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spheres intermingle and blend, in one uninterrupted series,
from the highest to the lowest—from the lowest to the highest.
Presently you will perceive that the irradiations of Beauty
and the flowing River of Truth have their correspondence in
this sphere—in all spheres. According to their grade and
kind, all spheres radiate. The higher reaches down to the
lower, the lower again to the lowest; and by a beautiful
dispensation of want and supply, the lowest, in its extremity,
invokes the highest, and the highest, in its ministry, bends
benignly to the lowest.”

After a short pause he waved his hand in the air, as if to
catch its vibrations, then he said; ‘“ The Heaven of Love
invites. Let us enter.”

As if borne by a thought, we were wafted upward, through
a drifting cloud of blooms and essences of such fineness, that
they penetrated the wholé being, enveloping it like an atmos-
phere, that touched and laved the Inmost. Indescribably de-
licious were the sensations thus received. I here use the
word sense, having no other to express this kind of spiritual
consciousness.

Suddenly a broad dome, as of a higher Heaven, rounded
up above us, with a majesty of outline passing all description.
The light and color were also peculiar. Rose, saffron, purple
and azure, in their richest deepest depths were continually
interflowing, displacing and replacing each other. But their
hues were not to be conceived of by any external tints, or
tones of color. They were composed of essences so fine, that
none but the truest spiritual sight could be affected by them.
Above, or in the higher series, all other hues, with their in-
numerable lights and shadows, were fused in one, which may
best be represented by the outblooming rose-hue of the finest
pearl. Nothing below is like the effect thus produced. The
blending of bloom and brilliance was not like the flashing
light of gems. It was infinitely softer, yet not less lustrous ;
and in the masses, or depths, it passed into the opake. If
the tenderest and most interior bloom of flowers could be
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clothed in living sunbeams, it would present the best possible
idea of this light. But above, and still higher in the arch
that spanned and encircled all, the rose-hue passed into im-
maculate whiteness, that hung like a myriad-fold canopy,
over all worlds, infusing its benison of grace and love into all
being.

I stood as one entranced, with all the powers of sense
and soul strained to the extremest tension and thus fixed,
transfigured and sublimed by the highest, the profoundest
capacity of love and worship. Then I knew how lovely and
precious to the soul is suffering for the good of others. The
Christ-power took hold of me ; and I not only felt, but knew,
how glorious above all others, is the martyr’s crown.

But of a new form of music the soul thus became cognizant.
Breath, motion, thought, were for the time denied me. And
then my power flowed out freely into this divinest melody.
As all colors blend in perfect whiteness, that seems void of
all color, so do all sounds, in their most ethereal essences,
merge in perféct silence. This, to the tutored sense, is
the sublimest, the divinest-utterance of harmonic numbers.
Tune within tune, and harmony within harmony—soul within
sense and sense within soul—an unlimited series of vibra-
tions, that made no audible sound, stirred and touched, and
woke each other, until, at length, it really seemed as if all the
musical notes in Nature and in God, had been fused together,
in one all-pervading almighty rhythm.

All I had heard before seemed crude and cold, a harsh dis-
cordant jargon of untaught performers, compared with this
majestic music of silence. It was the Infinite Love, living in
all life, moving all motion, informing all intelligence, inspiring
all harmony. It was the latent God-power waking in all
things. All Nature feels and owns its potency ; and her harp
of ten thousand thousand strings, vibrates to its vital breath.
Nota man thinks, not a creature moves, not a plant lives,
not a leaf grows, not even a single grain of sand concretes and
crystallizes, but this all-informing spirit is of it, and in it.



332 BRITTAN'S QUARTERLY JOURNAL.

This was the song of the Morning- Stars, as they sang to-
gether in the beginning of time. It is still the song of all
stars, and will be forever. It is the majestic music that leads
the march of ages. It fills all time and pervades eternity. '

Such thoughts as these flowed through me, as we stood
there in the unbreathing stillness; and 1 knew not that any
others were near. But a touch of the Sage’s hand melted the
film from my sight; and then, indeed, I found myself sur-
rounded by glorious forms. They were mostly reclining on
scrolls of soft translucent light, fair and feathery, like heaps
- of down. Some of them were like cars, others like couches,
but they all had the scroll-like character—infinitely lovely
and graceful. At first these were all that I could see. It was
only the potentialized sight, that could behold the spirit forms
of that radiant sphere.

But my sight being unsealed, they, too, came forward, and
welcomed, and blessed me. I thought I should have shrunk
away, and fainted in their presence. But, on the contrary,
the enlarged selfhood seemed more stately than ever, as one
of the most ancient and glorious approached me, with out-
stretching hands of love and benediction, saying at the same
time, ‘‘ And thou art, also, heir of the Father’s House.”

I saw, as it were, a torch, blazing before him; and then I
knew, indeed, that I stood face to face, with the Father of
the Fire Worshipers—Zoroaster, the Persian Seer.

I tried to scan his thoughts, that I might realize more fully
the grandeur of my position. But the moment I did so, I
became faint and sick. His greatness of soul redassured me.
1 reposed in it, and grew strong.

I could see, as we passed on, how the peculiar circum-
stances of each life were, in some manner, reproduced. Thus
Plato still taught in groves, like those of his beloved Aca-
demus ; and Polycarp kept still, for his spirit Heaven, a re-
miniscence of his own Syrian skies.

Here I observed that the suffering of martyrdom concen-
trated within itself ages of ordinary life, and ripened the soul
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prematurely. Most of the distinguished martyrs were either
inhabitants or frequent visitors of this sphere. I noticed, too,
the sweet and pure naturalness of the primitive teachers of
mankind, and that they all retained, in a striking degree,
their peculiar traits. Thus Christna, the ‘“ Cross-borne " of the
ancient myth, beneath a godlike wisdom, still exhibits the
same hilarious gayety, as when he led the dance or sang by
the silvery streams of Indus, favorite of the happy milkmaids ;
while Boodha, through all his profound happiness, yet bears
traces of the mind, that sought in annihilation, the only rem-
edy of infinite sorrow.

And these were heathen gods, 1mpostors—demons-—a> I
had once believed —who had willingly and wantonly misled the
world, and brought Humanity to wreck with artificial shoals
and false lights.

Jeremiah—once known as the Weeping Prophet—merely
smiled as he saw the thought. Waving his hand expressively
in certain directions, he showed me that of all the highest
there were none higher than these. O that I could picture
this scenc to the minds of the hard-hearted, stony-eyed, self-
glorifiers, who think #/ey have all the wisdom—uwho look forth
with the range of a gnat's eye, and then imagine that they
have seen all that 7s to be seen. Would that I could delineate
and impress it truly on your minds, as a confirmation of your
highest faith, or a cure for honest narrowness of sight. As it
is, it has been a lesson to me, which I shall never need to
learn again. I see now how truly all religious systems are
allied, and of one origin. Sincerity and the real devotion to
human good, are the tests everywhere. Omnipotent Love is
pleased with these ; and Omnipotent Justice asks no more.

‘““ How shall I describe these immaculate forms?” I said to
myself; for with every attempt at scrutiny they are resolved
into a drop of intense white light. But after a little, the mind,
as well as the eye, became accustomed to their highly refined
organism; and then I saw many great Teachers from many
spheres of widely distant systems, all brought together in one
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grand fraternity of human love. How wonderful—O how
sublime the conception!  All the Earths in the immensity of
space, peopled with the children of one common Father—all
members of one common family !

As I came into rapport with many of them, I saw they had
the same interest in their native Earth as we have in ours, and
that they were looking for something better, that is to come,
showing that the eyes of the Soul, everywhere, are turned
toward a higher state. Progress is the law of all worlds.

There was one phenomenon that greatly affected me.—
Whenever any remarkably vivid thought struck me, I was
sure to attract some spirit, with a corresponding conscious-
ness. Thus when I was musing on the effects of the light, I
saw pencilled in letters of gold, over the broadest and most
radiant of brows: ‘“God is truth and light is his shadow.”

This was the divine Plato; and the well-known sentiment
thus set forth, was, in itself, a letter of introduction. Again,
as I was pondering on the philosophy of this voiceless music,
a noble presence, with a spirit of alabaster pureness and clear-
ness, responded thus:

‘“ Neither speech, which is produced by the voice, nor even
internal or mental language, if it be infected with any disorder
of the mind, is proper to be offered to God ; but we worship
him with an unspotted silence, and the most pure thought of
our nature.”

This favorite passage made me personally acquainted with
Porphyry of Tyre. Thus also came other honored ones ; but
none more clearly or grandly than Socrates. He came in
answer to a thought. I was musing on the soul—its powers,
its wants, its paramount grandeur and importance.

When T first saw him he stood at a little distance, bending
gently forward, leaning, as it were, on his folded hands sup-
ported by a staff. This brought the eyes very near. And
yet they seemed so deep and distant. There was a world of
light within, wide, high and unsearchable. Then in a kind of
silvery phosphorescent light his great sentiment was formed
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into words: ‘‘Feed the perishing body with meat that
perishes. 'What matter if it be honey or hemlock? But the
Soul, which cannot die, nourish with immortal Truth.”

I could not pause to ask myself if I were indeed dreaming..
If I turned to my position for a single moment, I was over-
whelmed with wonder. Did I, in truth, stand face to face
with the ‘“ Ancient of Days?” I could not choose but dwell
upon it, for the very marvel that it was.

‘““ Would’st thou from this height behold the Earth, my
son,” was whispered in my ear ; and Swedenborg, my Spirit
Guide, once more stood before me.

Perceiving my desire, he led me to what seemed the brink
of a profound abyss, which at first appeared wholly dark.
But following the lines of light that were continually radiating
from the spirit spheres, I was at length able to command suf-
ficient tenuity of sight, to reach the Earth. I knew it by
many familiar objects, which, however, all appeared in a
murky, lurid light. The kingdoms of the world, with all their
sorrows, were spread within eye-reach. They were all seeth-
ing with the elements of waste and suffering, want and woe
unspeakable. Disease and Death were lurking at every fire-
side ; and War went forth unbridled. My eyes were pained
with the sight of suffering. My ears were maddened with
discords. Wrong, Shame, Tyranny and Servility everywhere
prevailed. I took up the strain of the Weeper, crying :—
‘“Woe! woe! I lament! I mourn for thee, poor unhappy
Earth! When will thy sorrows end? When will the ruin
cease ? Will Good entirely perish from our midst, and the
unchecked powers of Evil reign alone? Isthere noreal God—
no true Man—no pitying Angel—no devoted Redeemer—no
invincible Liberator ? ”

But, hark ! Away; away! A voice comes through the
deep distance : ‘“ Behold, the day of Redemption is at hand ;
and God, and Man, and Angels, shall be associated, and in-
terwrought, @and harmonized ; and the present shall flow out
into the future, as a dark and troubled stream, into the
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profound life of a sunlit sea, to be purified and carried up
into higher and holier uses.”

As I turned in the direction of the voice, clouds, like the
shadow of a great curtain, were lifted up from the horizon.
In the light that was thus thrown down I beheld the whole
Earth as it were transfigured ; and I surveyed it, as through
a lens, where every object was clearly distinct and brought
near. The horizon became a spiral ; and it wound itself up
the clear and sunny heavens, with every convolution becoming
more serenely calm and beautiful, until at the zenith the rays
all converged into a great white splendor, where I beheld the
projected shadow of higher spheres, into which the exalted
Earth Life, by a natural transition, merged, still bearing types
of the present, but ever passing into a nobler strength and a
finer beauty. It was the great Highway of Generations, the
ascending spiral of the Future, bearing with it, out of the
miasma and mire of the Present, the indestructible Essences,
which must still .unfold into finer forms, and be clothed with’
diviner beauty. It was infinitely grand and lovely. I rose
into the greatness and was glorified along with it.

Again, looking toward the East, I beheld a great white
cloud, as of a mountain of light, which, rolling out from the
sky, softly rested upon the Earth. The world woke, as with
the joy of a new day. The young Morning, with the star
upon her forehead, fading in the light of her own happy eyes,
came forth. Waving her hand to her dusky sister, whose
queenly shadow fell on the steep declivity beyond, she went
abroad, sandaled with light and robed with woven blushes,
scattering over all she touched the bloom of a thousand roses,
and waking, wherever she breathed, the music of a new life—
divine orisons of love, and harmony, and happiness.

Then, on the verge of the Orient, a lofty arch of still
whiter light sprang from the summit; and its substance,
blending with the early mists, became concrete with the cool
translucent hue of alabaster. A luxuriant vine; as of myrtle,
ran over it and relieved its gleaming luster, with the shadow
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of green foliage and hyacinthine blooms. Beneath it opened
two massive gates. They were as of pearl, irised with the
splendor of dissected sunbeams. They swung back on their
golden hinges; and the musical opening announced still more
wonderful scenes.

A majestic Form came out of the mansions of light
beyond ; and with a gracious wave of the hand, he seemed
to pass over the intermediate boundaries, and stood directly
before me, The white hair fell in silvery waves over the
grand and noble forehead, and on it rested a chaplet of bay-
leaves, old as the ‘“ Beauty of Zion,” yet still shining with a
bright and imperishable greenness. Robes of light, which
seemed to flow out from him, were thrown back in folds
of such a stately grace as made him appear still more
august. They fell aside from the elastic motion of his step,
without impeding the forward spring of his firm and vigor-
ous foot.

In his hand he carried a lyre ; and its music sounded deep
and solemn, as if it were borne up by great billows from the
breast of a heaving sea ; and yet it was sweet and joyful, as
if it had rippled in vibrations of light from the song of the
Morning Stars. As he came forward laughing Joys awoke ;
frolic Loves caroled around him ; and new-born Harmonies
followed in his footstep ; and, as if projected from his own
prophetic eyes, pictures of millennial beauty appeared on the
background of the shadowy distance.

When a little way off he stood still and I felt myself ex-
panding into the high and beautiful sphere of his greatness.
There was no cause of fear in the benign look, in the protect-
ing love, and in the paternal blessing of the outstretched
hand ; but I bowed myself down at his feet, and touched the
border of his garment, with a true and heart-felt reverence ;
for T knew the Inspirer of my youth, the Poet-Prophet,
Isaiah, to 'whose matchless song my child heart, with all its
throbbing pulses, beat time ; and its bare echoes, even now,

stir it as no other song does. And as he spoke I heard again
VoL, I.—22
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the old-world music, which had so early fascinated and en-
thralled me.

Suddenly he stood still again ; and I knew by the peculiar
expression and action, that he was magnetizing. The palms
of his hands inclined downward, the finger-tips pointing
toward the Earth. In the silent action was a concentration
of power, that might not only move mountains, but hold them
suspended in mid-air. We know very well that a magnet
may be made to lift many thousand pounds; but we do not
yet know how far more potentis human, or spirit magnet-
ism.

Observing the process, my sight flowed into his; and
directly I saw a female form reclining on a couch in a dimly-
lighted chamber. The figure lay on the back; and I saw
distinctly what may be termed the physical law of the pro-
cess. Innumerable points of magnetic contact were made all
along the sides, from the head down to the feet. These were
slowly drawn out into films of invisible fineness, myriads
uniting, as in the spider’s spinning, to form the main cord.

I saw that the sleeper, if such she might be termed, was
watching this process with a pleased and curious eye. But
presently the whole power of sight became fixed on the mag-
netizing eyes. Thus she was drawn upward, and lifted, as it
were, out of herself. As soon as this was effected the libe-
rated spirit lost sight of the room where the body lay, and rose
into the air—with” higher and higher flights—by the planets
—Dbeyond the orbit of the sun—above the stars—on—on—
toward the center of all systems—the Heaven of Heavens.

A wondrous thing it was to behold—wonderful, indeed, to
experience. Once she tried to turn her eyes, for a wider
view of the aérial systems. But the instant the magnetic hold
loosened, she became sick, with a sense of falling from a great
height. But taught by this experience, she held fast to the
potent eyes, that bore her up, as in a chariot of safety and
strength. As she entered the Spirit World, delight, rather
than wonder, was manifest in all her action.
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How shall T describe this Spirit? What can fitly image
her fairness—her pureness ? Robes of the tenderest tint of
sea-green flowed over her feet; and the bright hair spread
about her, like a mantle of living sunshine.

¢ Can it be,” I asked, *‘ that this being is mortal, and yet a
denizen of the dark degraded Earth ?”

“It is even so ; ” returned my Guide, who was again pres-
ent with me. ‘“ And for her, and the like of her—many of
whom you wpuld know there are, could you anly see the
beauty of the disrobed Spirit—the Earth itself shall be re-
deemed, and made altogether glorious.”

Gradually the maiden and the Poet-Seer were drawn toward
each other; and I saw the grand affinity of soul which thus
attracted them. For a moment they stood regarding each
other, like two matchless marbles of symmetry and power—
so still that their aérial vesture felt not the motion of a breath.
And yet they were instinct with the truest, the intensest life.

With outreaching hands of benediction, thus he spoke;
““ Daughter, I have come to lead thee out into the purer air
and finer light, which have long been hidden—buried deep in
the heart of coming Ages. A new spirit and a new power
are waking ; and now they are at the very threshold. When
all the light of yon fair Earth, lay undeveloped in the chaotic
masses of crude matter, angels of higher spheres, whose pro-
phet eyes could sweep through myriads of ages, saw this very
day, and knew when it would come. And now, behold the
dawn, as the life of the New Age is evolved from the decay
and death of the Past. Come up, then, to a higher stand-
point, and let us behold together the unfolding life of the
New Earth, as it is fashioned by the refining elements and
forces of the Future.

‘¢ Not without its uses—not unworthy of the good worker—
will be the lessons we receive; because with the changes
themselves, must be unfolded the paths that lead to them.”

Thus saying, he grasped her hand, and they walked through
the air as on a solid and level plane, my Guide and myself
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following. At length we came to the mountain, whose mas-
sive walls of light lay against the Orient. Winding around it
by an easy ascent, we arrived at the summit, which gradually
expanded into a wide sphere, lighted up by a soft auroral
splendor, and arched by 4 firmament of surpassing grandeur ;
" for it was the great highway of a thousand Universes.

Looking down through the bright crystalline, we beheld the
Earth, now smiling, as if it, too, were already beginning to be
conscious of its translation into the atmosphere of that bliss-
ful Future which we could now distinctly see, vibrating among
all its elements.

‘“ Changes,” said the Seer, ‘‘ unheard of—undreamed of—
by a single being on the face of yonder planet, are at hand.”

As he spoke there was a beautiful expression beaming out
from the inmost, making his whole being radiant withheavenly
joy.

My very heart was hushed in the profoundest interest, as he
resumed : ‘“ Not the keenest sight—not the finest perception—
not the strongest grasp of thought—not the boldest flight of
prophecy—can, as yet, compass or unfold them. And yet
many of them are in the chrysalis. The dead crust shivers
beneath expanding wings.”

“I know not of these—" the maiden answered meekly ;
‘“but many wonderful things have already come, or I, an
humble child of the Present, should not be standing here,
face to face, with the august Dweller of Ages.”

‘“Signs have truly come,” he answered, with the same
wondrous smile; ‘“but the great realities have not yet
appeared. Would’st thou call them up, and behold them in
their pure spiritual forms, as they are projected from the
brain of highest Angels, ere yet they have taken the shapes
of Earth? come, then, with me; and let us look through the
horoscope of Ages together. Thus will I lead thee through
the labyrinths of Change, and unfold some of the laws by
which it is to be ; for thou must be a Teacher and in showing
thy fellow beings—and especially thy own sex—what is to be,
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show them how, or by what means, the good can be achieved ;
that when the Work is ready, the Workers may be ready
also.”

‘“ But how can I either know, or see ?” she asked, sorrow-
fully, as if almost swallowed up in the Greatness that opened
before her. . .

‘¢ Thou shalt look with the eyes of a Seer;” he answered
quietly ; ‘“ and all the wisdom that is necessary for thee shall
be unfolded. But rest thee now. Again shall we come to
this work together, fellow laborers in the great field of Human
Progress.”

‘“ And shall I, a weak and humble being of Earth, work
with thee, O beautiful Angel of Wisdom! O, glorified Pro-
phet of Power!”

““ God works even with the humblest ; and why not I with
thee. Accept then, and be assured of thy kinship with Isaiah ;
for in thy love of Right, and in thy zeal for Good, thou shalt
be his companion and his equal. I have chosen thee for this
work. I'have endowed thee with its power. It shall thrillin
thy simplest speech as with a tongue of fire. But rest now.
We meet again.”

The vision floated away ; and by following the flight of the
Earth bound Soul, I saw that with much pain and regret, it
was returned to its clay tenement. The dampness and dark-
ness of Earth were once more thrown around her; but a light
shone in her spirit, which shall never be extinguished.

“Why isit,"” I asked, after a temporary absence, ¢ that this
woman, who is still of Earth, should be drawn to this highest
Heaven? I remember to have read in some writing of this
character, that no very highly developed Spirit can commu-
nicate directly with Earth.”

““That is a mistake, my son, as you yourself have seen.
As well might it be said that God has no power to reach and
minister to his unfortunate children. Is it not plain philoso-
phy that as the Larger includes the Less, so does the Highest
the Lower and Lowest? And thus also the most highly de-
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velopéd mind can reach, affect and move, the grossest and
most turbulent, with less danger, and with more power, than
the Lower Series. Be assured, my son, that they who are
so much afraid of contamination and loss are not of the
highest.

‘““But in the present instance this woman is drawn thus
high, because the celestial power, by her peculiar experience, is
prematurely unfolded. She has the gift of prophecy; and
by this she is allied to the Highest. But wend we now to
still sublimer heights.”

Resting in the bosom of a convoluted cloud, we were borne
up the spiral stairway into a light unlike any other we had
yet visited. It was so fine and white that everything became
like itself, of transparent or translucent clearness.

Reposing on a scroll that was tinted with the splendor of
her immaculate form, was a being of wonderful attributes.’
The heart was wide as the world; the love deep as the
sea. She beheld, embraced, and loved all. Not a son or
daughter of Adam escaped her attention and care.

“I know thee, O Divine Madonna!” I cried, pressing
forward to kiss the border of her robe. And now, of a truth,
I read the secret of thy many worshipers.”

“It is true;” she returned, reaching out her hand with a
gesture of benediction. ‘“The prayers of the World have
made me what they name me, the Mother of the World.”

As I stood there for a moment, I felt and saw how, and
why, the weeping World could so trustingly lay its head on
the breast of that Infinite Motherhood.

But my sight was drawn to a radiant being near by. It
was Joan of Arc. The grand old poet Deborah, stood at her
right hand ; and on her left the tuneful Greek, Sappho ; while
at her feet reclined a Spirit young and lily white. It was
the youthful martyr Theodosia, the peerless Virgin of Tyre.

A little way off, and apart from all others, stood a majestic
Form; and the face was turned toward the Madonna, with '
such an infinite expression of mingled love, tenderness and
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gratitude, as I never before felt. O, then I knew that the sen-
timent of a true natural love is mighty and indestructible.
But from such a son to such a mother, it was invested with
an almost omnipotent power.’ :

I needed not to see the cup of gall, the crown of thorns,
the Garden of Agony, the cruel Cross and theriven tomb. No
one for a moment could mistake the intense Individuality of
that presence. Never was there another like him. He was
begotten, conceived, molded, moved and inspired, atom by
atom, line by line, with one all-pervading spirit of pure Love.
With lifted hands and streaming eyes, I bowed myself down,
and wept at his feet, for joy in his divine Presence. O how
beautiful ! how majestic '—how passing all language to de-
scribe—all imagination to conceive! And yet, I fainted not,
as in the sight of some others far less holy. On the contrary,
I grew strong—so strong I could have invoked a share of
that transcendent and glorious martyrdom.

By a rapid passage of thought I went out into his life. I
followed him from the manger of Cana to the Temple at
Jerusalem, where he talked with the Doctors, a prematurely
wise child. I stood with him by the side of Jordan, where,
obedient to the ministry of John, he bowed down to the
renovating wave. I ascended with him the Mountain of
Temptation, and beheld the Arch-Demon turned away by
his omnipotent armor of Divine Love. I stood with him on
the brow of Olivet, when he wept over the doomed city.
His words came booming back, borne on the troubled billows
of Time: ¢ O Jerusalem! Jerusalem! how often would I
have gathered thee, as a hen gathereth her chickens beneath
her wings; but ye would not!” O transcendent pathos! I
lingered with him mid the shadows of Gethsemane, and saw
the trickling blood-drops when he prayed: O, Father! if it
be possible, let this cup pass from me!” I hung with him at
the Cross, and heard when he forgave ,and blest his mur-
derers. ‘¢ Father, forgive them, for they know not what they
do!” O, Almighty Love! was there no other reward than
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this? Alas! no. The measure of the Martyr would have
fallen short, without this highest consummation of faith and
power.

“Now I know of a truth;” I exclaimed, bowing down
more lowly at his feet, as he bent over me, with enclasped
arms of blessing, ‘‘ Zow thou art my Savior—the Savior of
all Mankind. It is by this inexhaustible—this Omnipotent
Love! Broad as the Universe—deep as Hell, and high as
Heaven, its virtues and its potencies are sufficient for the
wants of all.”

He clasped my hand within his, and gently raised me. I
stood erect. I grew tall and strong. I took new pleasure
in myself, feeling how grand and glorious a thing it is to be a
man. Thus I was baptized anew. I became one with that
Immaculate Being ; and forever, evermore I shall rejoice only
in good.

For a little while there was a complete absorption of the
senses. And then I heard that majestic Voice—the same’
that of yore moved and magnetized multitudes—whispering
in my ear: ‘‘Rejoice, O my brother; for verily the Christ
is born anew, incarnate in all Humanity.”

Then after a little he added : ‘‘ Veneration, my brother, is
a good gift, because it leads up toward higher excellence ;
yet even in. this go not beyond the true measure. There
have been many Christs—many that have ascended to the
Highest Heavens long before me. But are we not all as
brethren —they to me, as I to thee? There are many great
and glorious, but only one is perfect, and that is God, the
Father of all Spirits and the Author of all Being.”

Yet even while he modestly sought to veil his splendors, he
became so transfigured that I could not see, for the great
glory. And thus, while we were still sustained by his power,
we passed imperceptibly into the lower spheres.



THE USES OF SORROW AND NIGHT.

BY BELLE BUSH.

H, hearts that are weary and fainting!
Oh, spirits that pine for the light !
Would you know where its calm flowing fountains
Flow joyous and fair to the sight,—
As fair as young Morn to the sight?

Ah! list then the voice of my singing,
And watch for the on-coming light,

That is ready to dawn on your vision,
When you learn the sweet usés of Night—
All the uses of Sorrow and Night.

It is true, what the Scriptures have taught us,
What the voices of ndture all teach,—

“That Night unto Night utters knowledge,
And Day upto Day gives it speech,”—
Aye, giveth it eloquent speech !

Sad Night is the mother of Morning,
Who strays to the orient bars,

Where he waits, till in tears she rehearses
The lesson and lore of the stars—
Oh | wonderful lore of the stars!

Oh, golden and beautiful lessons !
Oh, marvelous lore of the stars!
What wonder that angels who listen
Stay long by the orient bars—

Stray oft to the orient bars ?



346

BRITTAN'S QUARTERLY JOURNAL.

Young Morning the lessons repeating,
Looks upward with love-lighted eye,

And, decked with the tears of his mother,
Flings a rose-colored scarf o’er the sky—
O’er the somber, gray-garmented sky.

And the sky, blushing red at his coming,
Receives to her heart every ray

That meets in his smile as together
They pass through the portals of Day—
The amber-hued portals of Day !

Then they sing a new song, and its numbers
Reveal the sweet uses of Night,

Till we learn from the voice of their singing
Where flow the pure fountains of light—
The crystalline fountains of light.

From Night, with its darkness and terror,
Earth turns to the smiles of the Morn ;
From the night of our labor and sorrow
We learn where Love's fountains are borne—
Where her fountains of gladness are born.

Night weareth her mantle of shadows,
That blossoming stars may appear,

And Sorrow is sent that the spirit
May learn of the life that is near—
Of the beautiful life that is near.

Every flower, with its dew-dripping chalice,
Every cloud drifting on to the light,
With the hymn that is vocal in nature,
Proclaim the sweet uses of Night—
The uses of Sorrow and Night.

It never was meant that the spirit
Should find only sunshine below ;

'Tis well there are seasons of darkness,
When the fountains of grief overflow—
Oh, the fountains of grief that o’erflow !
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Night giveth the rest of sweet slumbers,
And foldeth the tents of dull care ;
Grief bringeth the rest of true worship,
And opens the portals of prayer—
The heaven-wide portals of prayer.

Night hath dews and stars and bright planets,
And a silent mysterious noon ;

She hath clouds and a silvery circuit,
Where stzays the inconstant Moon—
The lonely, inconstant Moon.

And the soul hath its stars and its planets,
Thick set in its heaven of dreams,

But, ah ! they are hid from our vision
While the sun of prosperity beams—
‘While we walk in its radiant beams.

It has stars of faith fair as lilies,
That bloom in the meadows above;
It has hope, like the moon, inconstant,
And planets that whisper of Love—
Of holy, unchangeable Love.

All these shine forth in the darkness,

When the night of our sorrow is nigh,
Till we turn from the flowers that are fading
To flowers that are blooming on high—

To immortelles that cluster on high.

Ah! the world without has its tempests,
Its wars, and the pestilence breath ;

It has seasons of wasting and terror,
And broad-sweeping pinions of Death—
Oh, the terrible pinions of Death |

. And the world within has its conflicts,
When passions in hostile array

Storm the beautiful castle of Wisdom,
Where Peace with her doves would stay—
Where her white-wingéd doves would stay.

347
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From the mire springs the beautiful lily,
The fairest and sweetest of flowers ;

From the tear-laden cloud comes the rainbow,
The seven-hued bridge of the showers—
Oh, wonderful bridge of the showers |

From death and the anguish of parting
Hath risen the orient star,

Love's signal to mortals proclaiming
The portals of life are ajar—
The loved ones have left them ajar.

Ah'! thus out of chaos and darkness
The light of all beauty was born,

And God through the night of the ages
Was building the gates of the Morn—
Behold now the gates of the Morn |

Thus the life that is born of the Spirit
Flows onward in sweetest accord

With the life that's inherent in nature,
And both speak the will of the Lord—
The will and the love of the Lord.

BELVIDERE SEMINARY.



SPIRITUAL MATHEMATICS. -

BY PROF. A. F. EWELL.

ANGUAGE is the ordinary method of conveying wis-
dom. We need a vehicle for thought that will do
justice to our intelligence. Communication between spiri-
tually distant centers should be so commodious and direct
that ideas may be freely transmitted and opportunity for
philosophical investigation be increased. The stereotyped
remarks ‘‘ words fail to describe,” ‘‘language is inadequate,”
indicate the necessity for a more potent form of expression.
A more universal language is found in mathematical formulas,
which are nearly the same everywhere. They would diffuse
truth more widely. Elegant and precise, not confined to
things recognized by the senses, they penetrate the ideal, our
conceptions of which are all associated with material things.

Matter could never be subject to mathematical analysis but
for its relations to mind.

Geometry is recommended for the solution of purely spiri-
tual problems by Plato.

Navigation, chemistry, mechanics, and other sclences made
but slow progress, enveloped in mystery, and regarded by
nearly all with awe, till pursued by the aid of mathematics.
Washington Irving tells us that Columbus made his first
appeal for aid in his great project, immediately after the dis-
covery of the astrolabe, since improved and modified into
the quadrant. The same author considers the invention of
this instrument providential at this time, and says, ¢ It was
the one thing wanting to facilitate an intercourse across the
* deep.” The value of Kepler's knowledge of conic sections
to astronomy is illustrated by his title of Legislator of the
Heavens. Prof. I.iebig remarks, ‘ for all great discoveries
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chemistry is indebted to the balance.” ¢‘The numerical
laws at the foundation of this science could never have been
" arrived at except by this means,” says another.

The Encyclopedia Britannica declares mathematics to be
the most useful of all the sciences. These all show the great
advantage always derived from an orderly progress. We
use: figures of speech, as they are called, both, arithmetical
and geometrical, though they are considered as vague and
fanciful, and no attempt has been made to arrange the pro-
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