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From Blackwood’s Magazine for March.

CRYSTALS FROM A CAVERN.
No., L.

Tur lunarlight of rhetoric has often a similar cffect to that of
moonshine in the trapics. It strikes these blind who doze under
tia effluence. A crowd convulsed by the language of a political
or religions fanatic is, for the time mooustruck. But dreamer,
jndeed, would he be who should suppuse the source of the mis-
ehief 1o be, like Ariosto’s moou, the store-house of ail the lost
writa of the sufferers.

ivery man employs, fora large part of every day, a mechanism
far more wonderful than the engine ol Watt or Babbage ; and an

additional wonder is, that few know they use so sublime an in-j

strument, though it is worked by distinct acts of his own thoughts
and will, Whatis it ? ~Language. By this we build pyranids,
fight buttles, ordain and administer laws. shape and teach religion,
are knitted man to man, cultivate cach other, and ourselves,
How vast isonr self-glorification for the art of writing, how infinite
for the smaller art of printing 3 how silent and null for that of
speech ! Our noblest gifts are too apparemtly invaluable and
divine to be referred as matter of praise to ourselves, and, there-
fure, we do not think of them at all, bat take them for granted as
a portion of ourselves. Yet, are not even we ourselves given
to us by a power Ligher than we?

Mankind maoves onward through the night of time like a pro-
cession of torch-bearers, and words are the lights which the
generutions carry. By means of these they kindle abiding lamps
buside the track which they have passed.: and in the hands of
the sage ond prophetic leaders of the train, these shoot forward
a column of light into the darkness before them. The darkness,
butit is much that by means of the light

we know il to be darkness.

indeed, is still great,
which contrasts sith it,
A man once said, with an air of much self-complacency, I
believe only what is proved. Another answered, yousecm to
thialk this 2 merit 5 yet, what does it mean but that you believe
only what you cannot help believing? ‘That which it is impor-
tunt to believe, is that which we unced not believe, unless we
will to do so. .The ancient oricles ofien deceived men to believe
that which it was a daty to disbelieve. There are moderu ones
which seelc 1o better the instruction by -changing it into the ex-
“act conv erse. . On all su]es mlnu-le and help each olher s discord
‘the thin whmm amd lnrsh arunls of a l'utl:!es= necessuy, on all
o mdo:-;)uwns belure us lhe grim_ and atupld falsehood,~the will
o has nolhmw to do with ‘the beliel’

"I'he prose man knows nothing of peetry, but poetry knows
much of him, nay, all that he knows not of himself ; and how
wuach is that ! as wellas all that he does know, which, indeed,
is little,

There is o kingd of Catholicisin of opinion  which honours truth
in the same way as he who “marries many contemporineous
wives honours marriage, or as the man honours property who
appropriates as much as possible of his neighbour’s.

"Che harmeny and corrclation of nature as a whole, are fur
more perfect than in any reproduction of a part of it by art.  But
because art cannot represent the great whele except typically, it
has, as its peculiar function, to unite uud round intv a minor
whole such fragments us it cun grasp.  1f it creared only a literal
copy, its work would be not a whale, but still fragmentary. He,
therefore, who would substitute o literal copy for a true work
of urt, manifestly wants the sense of that in his original which
art most looks to and draws life from, namely, the peaceful and
musical unity which pervades it, and blends together all its por-
tions, in one great image, the outward symbol of one God,

A picture-gallery full of spectators, isan excellent image of the
relation of art and reality. The unwoving, unblemished faces,
and more than living accuracy of forms, the fine interwoven Jines
and fixed harmonizing colovrs, areall fited in cach picture to
some single end. They are bounded by the delinite purpose of
the whole, which shuts ap cach cowmposition as « distinet world.
"The thought cannot grow upon the canvas from spring to summer
.or from year to year. It detains us within its own limits, exclud-
ing all the universe beyond. It is unchangeable, indeed, but
finite, irreceptive of aught from without, uncouscivus of auglt
within, and unproductive. While the beholders look and move
hofore the ligh, glowing, many- -coloured ideas, one recognises
with sparkling eyes, some vivid representation of that which he
has hiinsell observed in nature ; another is delighted and satisfi-
ed by the grace and roundness of the group which reveals some
ancient story ; a third is liRed up and inspired by the sight of
beauty beyond alt that experience knows of, and owns the pre-
sence of a ajestic imagination, But of their own faces no ove,
to a keen eye, is free from grievous defects and offences, or has
the perfectly serene and living exprassion which all niay be Jled
to conceive, though nnne have seen it. There is weakness,
meanness, rancour, ugliness, more or less visible in every as-
pect.  The compositions which these real figures form with each
other, are brokenand harsh, crowded or vacant, confused and
_nadefined, not centralized by apy distinct purpose. .Xet, on the
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other hand, every one of these beings has a life which grows
without cessation ; stands not in one fixed visible site, but in a
thousand shifting and involved relations ; is hemmed in by no
wooden frame, nor magic circle of an artist’s single conception ;
but huas an infinite around it, and works and shupes itself therein,
by a destiny that assigns to it no point beyond whichit shall not
pass. ‘

Emotion turning back on itself, and not leading on to thought
or uction, is the element of nadness.

Goethe sometimes reminds us of a Titanin a court dress. But
the "Litan is the reality, the clothing only the fleeting appearance,
‘o his greatness nothing was wanting bat the sense how far finite

greatness, even such as his, is «till below infinity ; how much
weaker is the strongest indepeudence of an earthly spirit than
the dependance upheld by Him who alone can abide for ever, un-
subdued, yet peaceful. He wasthe shaping central fizure of a
world of light and graceful images, a lovely Greek Olympus.
But over the smooth and bland aspects of his marble and ivory
works, deep shadows and startling lights are thrawn from the
larger and more earnest sphere of the infinite, the persopals—in
a word—the Christian, which encircles likesky and ocean, with
huger proportions and immense vistas, his calmer, smaller do-
minion. These glimpses too, and gigantic shadows of immortal
ideas, he endeavouréd to unite by soft connexions with his own
peculiar forms, and 1o invest them with the like serene and
rounded beauty. But the elenient was too vital insurgent, and
for ever sturted away beneath his hand, or burst off in fierce dis-
cord from the easier and more pliant material of his art.  Ience
the inconsistency and painful jarsing which not seldom molest us
in the midst of his quictest and nost seductive creations,

These are persons not merely indifferent 1o knowledge, but
who positively dislike it, because it puts them out in the rotary
repetition of their ignorance.

One of the commonest of all delusiong is that which leads us to
weigh men aguinst each other, and not by an ahsolute standard.
The practical application of this error leads to an immoderate ad-
miration of men of great energies ill applied, and to a correspond-
ing contempt for the weaker and narrower minds which have
done all the best in their power with the portion of life and activi-
1y intrusted-to themn. 'We often estimate the man of -abounding
and:busy fuculties, by considering, not how far he has’ failhfully
emp]oyed hiswhole being for hmh and. pure ends, but what over-

ducting:all that is base, idle, and self-wulied And this over-

balance may easily be so important as to cast altogether into shade
the utmost and entire labours of lesser minds, though these may,
nevertheiess, have wrought with perfect singleness of aim and un-
wearied self-devotion. Glory to the selfish rich man’s gorgeous
offering, is still the cry of the world’s orators, too often even of|
those most nobly gified. Glory to the widow’s wite, is that still
sweet inward song of the true heart taught in endless harmonies
issuing frowm the face of God.

How often is to execute a thought the same thing as to execute
a man, that 1s, to put an end to it

Philosophy is a Hermes, the messenger of the gods! who leads
up some to those transparent und everlasting abodes, and others
'down to the land of shadows and unrealities, and therefore, of
suffering. He sometimes plays divinest music, and is seated hard
by Jupiter himsell, who listens joyous; at other moments he is a
swindler, Jiar, and thicf, among the stulls and siyes of earth.

It is worthy only of a Turk to saw down the statue of the Ura-
nium Venus into blocks that may serve as steps to a harem, and
to exult in the change. Such is the work of Epicurism.

We perpetually lancy ourselves intellectually transparent when
weare opaque, and morally opaque when we are transparent.

It was the middle of August. The sun was setting in a rainy
sky, which hid the disk behind a dark bank of cloud. The high
tide of the distant sea had caunsed the river to overflow a portienfia
of its green and wooded banks. The whole unbounded plain,
from the height on which the two spectators stood, looked a bed
of meadow and vineyard, through which the large and quiet river,
with a few small suils upon its surfuce, Howed unheard and wave-
less to the city, which extended its shapely bridge, and raised its
Gothic towers and spires in the becalined and noiseless evening.
The sun was visible, but hung near enough'to the lower edge of
the clouds to shoota bright red gleam obliquely across the river
from above the town, and to tinge the lake-like inundation with a
glow, broken to the eyes of the gnzers by the trees in the hedges
of the flooded fields. The town alone broke the straight line of the
horizon, and between its building and the skirt of the clouds was
spread a pale clear amber air, while all around the sky and over
the whole landscape the shades of green and grey were dimly
blending. The evening hell sonnded from a distant village
church, and the red light deepened and broadened on the water
with a ruby blaze, while the vapours and Jand below the sun
melied in a purple stream. 'Then the border of the cloud itself
kindled, and from below it the sun’s rim dropped dnd seemed to
hang a steady benignaut fire. Through the broken.clouds in the
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Iml'mce of right and arduous eudenvours rem.mh, after’ de-||

f . e el
‘glanced serene. All was so peacelul and unmoving while the far~
‘off chime scarcely floated to the ear that Time appeared to have

cceased its beatings, and fur 2 moment these twe hearts h‘md n
etermt)

From the Metrépoli!an for Masch.

SOLITUDE,

In early youth I shunned mankind,
From books nlone tostore my mind -
In woods, and ruins moss-o'ergrowa,
1 sat, and read, and thought alone.

An impulse did 1 feel, a flame,—

Y never questioned whenee it eames
A reeling powerful as unknown,
Thaut urged me still to be alone.

I clomb the mountain, through the cloud,
Midst lightnings, and the thunders Joud :
Thence looked arcund as from a throns,
Aud triumphed I was tiere alone.

At midnight, deep in torrent caves,
1 listened to.the dash of waves,
Down horrid chasms darkly thrown,
Ang felt an awlul joy alone.

The carliest flush the morning gave,

Foft trembling o'er the ocean-wave,

Thence, crmmn’d through the darkness bjowa.
Midst flying mists, 1 met alone.

Ever in darkness and in light,

At cheerful noon, at pitchy night,
Aronnd me, like un Iris thirown
Was joy, that still I walked alone.

In sleep was heard the sound of strexms,
Yhe sunset mingled with my dreams;
The weltering ocean had the tone,
Which lives in slumbering ears gloge.

With pussing years a change there came,
Though Nature's charms were still the sume:
No more that impulse strong might speed
My steps to mountain or to mend.

The wood, the stream, the rock, the tres,

The bud, the blossom, bird and bee,

Biill were—but were no more desired—
" My mind mto usel(‘rcured .

Mg eoul was [u]l of Nulure’s llgh!" "
‘In vain the MOrR was dewy, bngm,
In vain 1o win my gaze did eve.

.Il.s tong aud lingering shadows weave.

For, with an overflowing mind,

1 turned from Nature to my kind :

From all things was the freshness flown—
I could not bear to be clone, ‘
' Ricuizn Howive!

From the Peuny Magazine No, 378,
ANECDGTES OF A BLIND PERSON.

In a small yillage in one of the northern counties of England there

‘resides a man of the name of J ok Wtk whe at preseatis be-

tween thirty and forty years of age. When he was a little boy,

‘he had the misfortune to become totally deprived of sight, though

not before he had heen a short period at school, where he had
learned a ljttle of bothreading and writinn-, being considered :;
child of remarkably quick parts. His parents, who owned and
occupied a small farm, both died about this time, and their Ltle
blind son was received into the family of his paterual 5randfnther
where he coutmued to reside until he grew up to manhood.
During this penod ho attempts were made to impart to bim any
useful knowledge ; for in that part of the country there wers
then ro institutions for the education of the blind, Such being
the case, the only active employment he engaged in was that of
lending a helping-hand wherever he could assist in the duties

attendant upon the management of his orandf‘alher s farm. While
a mere youth, he was considered a sort of prodlny by his neigh-
bours and acquaintances ; for he not only attempted many tlung-
that seemed fur beyond the reach of persons labouring under the
severe affliction with which he was visited, bat he ofien actually.
succeeded where others fuiled who enjoyed the full possession of
all their faculties.

Amongst his youthful predilections was that of music, and in
this respect he was by no means singular ;si‘r't.ce it is generally
remarked that the solace of sweet sounds has peculiar charms for
most persons' Iubourinw under blindness. Aécordinwly, a violin
was procured for the poor boy, who mthout any aid or instroc-
tions soon made such proficiency in the musical art, that the name
of J x=¥ WY ¥ **"‘** was placed upon the already long list of ¢ blind
fiddlers.””

thn ke altained the age of twenty-one he came into the
possession of a small farm that had belonged to his father ; and
notwithstanding that the neqfest and best friends advised him . to
rent it out to some one, and live wpon the proceeds (limited as
they necessarily most be), and notincommmode and trouble him-
self with its management,—he unfortunately was deaf to good
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east, now tinged by the' same red light of sunset, the full moonu

advice, and actually entered upon bis patrimuny at the, term sub-,



