
12 To the Aurora Borealis.

Lonely apparition fire!
Seeker of the starry quire!
Restless roamer of the sky,
Who hath won thy mystery?
Mortal science hath not ran
With thee through the Empyrean,
Where the constellations cluster
Flower-like on thy braachy lustre!

After all the glare and toil,
And the daylight's fretful coil,
Thou dost come so mild and still,
Hearts with love and peace to fill ;
As when after revelry
With a talking company,
Where the blaze of many lights
Fell on fools and parasites,
One by one the guests have gone,
And we find ourselves alone,
Only one sweet maiden near,
With a sweet voice low and clear
Murmuring music in our ear-
So thou talkest to the earth,
After daylight's weary mirth .

1s not human fantasy,
Wild Aurora, likest thee,
Blossoming in nightly dreams
Like thy shifting meteor-gleams?

But a better type thou art
Of the strivings of the heart,
Reaching upwards from the earth
To the Soul that gave it birth .
When the noiseless beck of night
Summons out the inner light,
That hath hid its purer ray
Through the lapses of the day-
Then like thee, thou northern Morn,
Instincts which we deemed unborn,
Gushing from their hidden source,
Mount upon their heavenward course,
And the spirit seeks to be
Filled with God's Eternity.

[July,
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NOTES FROM THE JOURNAL OF A SCHOLAR .

Nunc non e manilms illis,
Nunc non e tumulo, fortunataque favilla
Nascuntur violie?

	

PEnsms.

HOMER.

HOMER I read with continually new pleasure.

	

Criticism
of Homer is like criticism upon natural scenery.

	

You may
say what is, and what is wanting, but you do not pretend to
find fault.

	

The Iliad is before us as a pile of mountains,
-so blue and distant, so simple and real,-even so much
an image of majesty and power.
He is as prolific as the earth, and produces his changing

scenery with the ease and the finish and the inexhaustible
variety of nature. Homer never mistakes . You might
as well say, there was untruth in the song of the wind.

I notice Homer's mention of an interview with a great
man.

It is with him always among the memorabilia to have
seen a great man. An embassy of Ulysses, a breakfast
with Tydeus, any meeting with any heroic person, which
barely gave time to note him, is text for memory and com-
parison .
Homer is pious .
Homer, says Goethe, describes that which exists, not its

effect on the beholder. He paints agreeable things, not
their agreeableness.
Homer writes from no theory as a point of vision.

	

He
tells us what he sees, not what he thinks .
Homer is an achromatic glass.

	

He is even less humor-
some than Shakspeare.
Two or three disinterested witnesses have been in the

world, who have stated the facts as they are, and whose
testimony stands unimpeached from age to age . Such
was Homer, Socrates, Chaucer, Shakspeare ; perhaps
Goethe.
A larger class states things as they believe them to be ;

Plato, Epicurus, Cicero, Luther, Montaigne, George Fox .
A still larger class take a side, and defend it the best

they can ; Aristotle, Lucretius, Milton, Burke.
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SHAKSPEARE.

0 my friend! shall thou and I always be two persons?
Any strong emotion makes the surrounding parts of life
fall away as if struck with death. One sometimes ques-
tions his own reality,-it so blenches and shrivels in the
flame of a thought, a relation, that swallows him up.

	

If
that lives, he lives .

	

"There either he must live or have
no life."

This afternoon we read Shakspeare .

	

The verse so sunk
into me, that as I toiled my way home under the cloud of
night, with the gusty music of the storm around and over-
head, I doubted that it was all a remembered scene ; that
Humanity was indeed one, a spirit continually reproduced,
accomplishing a vast orbit, whilst individual men are but
the points through which it passes.
We each of us furnish to the angel who stands in the

sun a single observation. The reason, why Homer is to
me like dewy morning, is because I too lived while Troy
was, and sailed in the hollow ships of the Grecians to sack
the devoted town .

	

The rosy-fingered dawn as it crimsoned
the top of Ids, the broad sea shore dotted with tents, the
Trojan hosts in their painted armor, and the rushing
chariots of Diomed and Idomeneus,-all these I too saw ;
my ghost animated the frame of some nameless Argive .
And Shakspeare in King John does but recall to me my-
self in the dress of another age, the sport of new acci-
dents. I, who am Charles, was sometime Romeo. In
Hamlet, I pondered and doubted . We forget what we
have been, drugged with the sleepy bowl of the Present .
But when a lively chord in the soul is struck, when the
windows for a moment are unbarred, the long and varied
past is recovered . We recognise it all. We are no
more brief, ignoble creatures ; we seize our immortality,
and bind together the related parts of our secular being.

Shakspeare was a proper Pagan . He understood the
height and depth of humanity in all its tossings on the sea
of circumstance,-now breasting the waves, mounting
even to heaven on their steep sides, and now drifting be-
fore the wrath of the tempest. In himself he embraced
this whole sphere, the whole of man struggling with the
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whole of fortune .

	

But of religion, as it appears in the
new dispensation of Christianity, as an element in the soul
controlling all the rest, and exhibiting new phenomena of
action and passion, he had no experience ; almost I had
said, he had no conception.

	

The beauty of holiness, the
magnanimity of faith, he never saw .

	

Probably he was an
unbeliever in the creed of his time, and looked on the
New Testament as a code that hampered the freedom
of the mind which was a law unto itself, and as intruding
on the sublime mystery of our fate.

	

Hence, he delighted
to get out of the way of Christianity, and not to need to
calculate any of its influences .

°' What's brave, what's noble,
Let's do it after the high Roman fashion"

15

This was as he felt, and in Cleopatra it is just senti-
ment ; but his men and women in the English plays often
talk in the same ante-Christian style as Caesar or Corio-
lanus. Now, our sign boards tell of Titian ; and society
everywhere attests in one mode or other the effects of
Christianity. Certain fundamental truths sink and sow
themselves in every soil, and the most irreligious man un-
consciously supposes them in all his life and conversation.

Shakspeare had in its perfection the poetic inspiration,
applied himself without effort to the whole world,-the
sensible, the intelligent. Into all beauty, into all suffering;
into all action, into all affection, be threw himself,-and
yet not himself, for he seems never committed in his
plays ;-but his genius.

	

His genius was thus omnific and
all-sympathizing .

	

He seems to have sat above this hun-
dred-handed play of his imagination, pensive and con-
scious .

	

He read the world off into sweetest verse as one
reads a book.

	

He in no way mixed himself the individu-
al with the scenes he drew, and so his poetry was the very
coinage of nature and life.

	

The pregnant cloud disbur-
dened itself and meaning became expression .

	

In propor-
tion as the prophet sees things from a personal point of
view, and speaks under the influence . of any temperament,
interest, or prepossession, his eye is not clear, his voice is
husky,-the oracle philippizes. The perfect inspiration
is that which utters the beauty and truth, seen pure and
unconfused as they lie in the lap of the Divine Order.
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Shakspeare was the inspired tongue of humanity . He
was priest at the altar not of the Celestials, but of Mor-
tals . His kingdom was of this world, and the message he
was sent to do he delivered unembarrassed, unimplicated .
He gave voice to the finest, curiousest, boldest philosoph-
ical speculations ; he chanted the eternal laws of morals ;
but it was as they were facts in the consciousness, and so
a part of humanity .

	

He gives no pledge, breathes no
prayer,-and religion is mirrored no otherwise than de-
bauchery .

	

In his sonnets we behold him appropriating his
gifts to his own use, but never in the plays .

	

Hamlet and
Othello,-as he counted them not his creatures, but self-
subsistent, too highborn to be propertied,-so he tam-
pers not with their individuality, nor obtrudes himself on
us as their prompter.

	

Ifthey lived, he lived .

BURKE.

It is not true what Goldsmith says of Burke ; he did
not give up to party any more than Shakspeare gave up
to conspiracy, madness, or lust. His was not the nature
of the partisan, but of the poet, who is quite other than
the partisan.

	

With the faculty proper to genius, he threw
himself into the cause he espoused ; and the Reflections
on the French Revolution and the Impeachment of War-
ren Hastings were his Othello and Julius Caesar, wherein
himself was lost and the truth of things only observed.
The poet, it is said, has in him all the arts and letters

of his time . The Iliad is a panorama of Greek civili-
zation in the Homeric age . So Burke in his speeches
comprises his era.

	

Hence lie could no more be a Radical
than a Courtier.

	

The spirit by which he was wedded to
what was venerable was one with the spirit in which he
welcomed the new births of reformation and liberty.

	

He
was consistent with himself. He had no sympathy with
those who, like George Fox, would clothe themselves in
a suit of leather, and nakedly renounce the riches to-
gether with the restraints of social life .

	

He did not chafe
under the splendid harness of old institutions.

	

Herein
appeared not the servility but the greatness of the man ;
and his homage to the English Constitution was like the
chivalrous courtesy which man pays to woman, as beau-
tiful in hum to yield, as in her to accept .
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THE RELIGION OF BEAUTY.

THE devout mind is a lover of nature.

	

Where there
is beauty it feels at home . It has not then to shut the
windows of the senses, and take refuge from the world
within its own thoughts, to find eternal life .

	

Beauty never
limits us, never degrades us .

	

We are free spirits when with
nature .

	

The outward scenery of our life, when we feel
it to be beautiful, is always commensurate with the gran-
deur of our inward ideal aspiration ; it reflects encourag-
ingly the heart's highest, brightest dreams ; it does not
contradict the soul's convictions of a higher life ; it tells us
that we are safe in believing the thought, which to us seems
noblest.

	

If we have no sense of beauty, the world is
nothing more than a place to keep us in .

	

But when the
skies and woods reveal their loveliness, then nature seems
a glorious picture, of which our own inmost soul is the
painter, and our own loves and longings the subject .

	

It is
the apt accompaniment to the silent song of the beholder's
heart .
The greatest blessing, which could be bestowed on the

weary multitude, would be to give them the sense of beauty ;
to open their eyes for them, and let them see how richly we
are here surrounded, what a glorious temple we inhabit,
how every part of it is eloquent of God.

	

The love of
nature grows with the growth of the soul .

	

Religion makes
man sensible to beauty ; and beauty in its turn disposes to
religion.

	

Beauty is the revelation of the soul to the senses .
In all this outward beauty,-these soft swells and curves
of the landscape, which seems to be the earth's smile ;-
this inexhaustible variety of form and colors and motion,
not promiscuous, but woven together in as natural a har-
mony as the thoughts in a poem ; this mysterious hiero-
glyphic of the flowers ; this running alphabet of tangled
vine and bending grass studded with golden paints ; this
all-embracing perspective of distance rounding altogeth-
er into one rainbow-colored sphere, so perfect that the
senses and the soul roam abroad over it unsated, feeling
the presence and perfection of the whole in each part ;
this perfect accord of sights, sounds, motions, and fm-




