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CRYSTALS FROM A CAVE RN.
No.!1.

Tr-I lunar light of rhe torie lias often a simlar affect to iat c

oonshine in the tropics. It strikes those blind who doze cînder

ta efiluence. A crowd convulsed by hie language of a political

or religious inatic is, for ta rtine uoustruek. But dreatmer,

ideed, would he be ivho should suppose the source of the mlis-

chief to be, ike Ariosto's nmooui, the store-liouse of ail tha last

wits of the suffèrers.

Every man eploys, for a large part n every day, a mechanismt

fair more voiiderfil than the etgine of W'att or Babbnge ; and aln

additional wonder is, that few knw they use so sublime au in-

strument, thougli it is worked by distinct nets of his own thouglhts

and will. What is it ? -Language. By thiswe buildi pyramiids,
figlt batles, ordain and administer laws. shape and teuch religmit,
are knittedi nan t aman, cultivate each other, and ourselves.

H-ow vast is our self-giorifintion for the art o ivriting, how infinite

for the snaller art of printing ; lhow silent and nuli for that of

speech ! Our noblest gifts are too appnreitly invaluable and

divine to be referred as inatter of praise to ourseives, and, tera-

fore, we do iot think of then at all, but caae thei for granted as

a portion of ourselves. Yut, are not even we ourseives given

tu us by a power higier than we ?

Marnkind moves onward tirough ite niglt o lime like a pro-
eessioi of torclh-bearers, and words arc the igbts which the

generations carry. By' meanis uf tiese they kindle abiding larmps
beside the track which they have passed.: and ni the bands of

the sage and prophetic leaders of the train, these shant forward

a column oflight itao tle darkmness before them. 'hlie darkness,

indeed, is still great, lit iLlS mnuicI that by mreans Of hie light

whici contrasts vith it, we know iL to be darkncss.

A titan once said, vith a» air of imuicli self-complacency, I

bolieve only what is proved. Another answered, yousecin ta

thiak thiis a nerit ; yet, what doces it mlean but that vdu believe

only wihat you cannot hel) believing ? That whici it is impor-
tant ta believe, is ltat whîich we ieed not believe, unless we
will ti do so. The ancient oracles often deceivedi men ta believe

that which it was a duty to disbelieve. There are modem ones
which seak ta better the instruction by changing i int the ex-

act converse. On all sides aiigil and ielp adich otlher' discord

the thin whinas and harsh grunts o a faîtilless necessity, on all
ades yawns befuro us the grimr and stupid failselood,-the vill
has nothling to do witli he belief.

The prose tai knows nothing of poetry, but poetry knows
much a him, nay, ail that lie kcnows nul o limsulf ; and how

much is that ! as wvell as ail thlat lie does know, which, indeed,

is litle.

'liere is a kind o Catiolicis aiof opinion whichi honours truth
in the sane way as lue who marries miany contermporaneous
wives honours miilarriage, or as the miait lionours property who
appropriates as muîîch as possible of his neigibouur-s.

The harmony and correlation of nature as a whole, are far

more perfect than in any reproduction af a part of il by art. But

becaîuse art caniiot represclnt the great vhole except lypically, it
lias, as its peculiar fuiction, ta nimite and round into a iiiior
whole suci fragments as it cai grasp. If it created only a literal
copy, its work would b not a whole, but still fragmentary. He,
therefe, who Voutld substitute a liteni capy for a true work
of art, mianifestly wants the sense of that in his original wjiich
art must looks ta and draws life frotm, namely, the peacefuil and
iusicail unity whicli pervades il, and biends togother ail its par-

Liutns, in ane great image, the outward synbol of ite God.

A picture-gallery fui] of spectators, is an excellent image of the
relation of art tind realty. The unmoving, unblemisied ices,
and more than living accuracy of forins, the fine interwoven,'lines

and fixed harnonizing colours, are all fittet in eaci picture to
soume single end. They are boutided by the definite purpose of

tite whale, which shuts utp each composition as a distinct worldl.

The thouglît cannIot grow uaipon the cauvas front spring ta summluier

or froi year ta year. It detains us vithitils own limits, exclud-
ing ail the universe beyond. leis tuchangeable, indeed, but

finite, irreceptive of auglht fromuu without, unconscioîus of asglit

vithin, and unproductive. While the beliolders look and niove

hofore the high, gloiwing, iany-coloured ideas, one recognimses
with sparking eyes, same vîyid representation of that which le
hns ihiniseif observed in nature ; another is deliglhted and satisfi-
edl by t graca and ronindness of the group whici reveals soune

anîcienît stary' ; a ctirti le lift up anti inspiredi by the sight of
beaîîty beyondi ail that exparience imoîws of, anid awns te pre-
sance ai a majestic imîaginuation, But ai' thmeir own faces no one,
ta a keen oye, is frac frant grievous defects andi ofTences, or lias

the perfectly' serene anti living expressionî which ail may be lad
to canceiva, thoughi nana hava seen it. TIhers is weakness,
xreanness, rancur, ugiiess, more or lacs visible la every' as-
pect. The comapositions whlicht these real figures tarin with each
clther, ara broken and htarsht, crowdtedi or vacant, confusedi and
*adofinedl, flot cenîtralizedi by' aay distinct purposo. fet, on the

other hand, every onc of these beings lias a life which grows
witliout cessation ; stands not in one fixed visible site, but in a
thoîsand shifting and involved relations ; is hemmed in by no
wooden frane, nor magie circle of an artist's single conception
but lias an infinite around it, and works and shapes ilselfitherein,
by a destiny that assigns ta it no point beyond which it shall not

pass.
Emotion turning back on itself, andnot leading on to thought

or action, is the element of mnadness.

Goethe sometimes reninds us ora Titan in a court dress. But

the Titan is lthe reality, the clothing only the fleeting appearance.
'To his greatness notlinîg vas wanting but the sense how fr finite

g reatness,even suh as his, is still below iniinity ; how much
weaker is the strongest independence of an earthly spirit thau

tie dependance upheld by Hiai who alone can abide for ever, un-

subdîued, yet peaceful. lie was the shaping central figure of a

vorld of light and graceful images, a lovely Greek.Olympus.
But over thesrmooth and bland aspects of his imarble and ivory

iworks, deep shadows and startling lights are thrown from the
larger and more earnest sphera of the infinite, the personal,-i

a word--the Christian, which encircles likesiy and oceàn, with
huger proportions and immense vistas, his calmer, smaller do-
minion. These glirpses toc, and gigantic shadows ofimnortal
ideas, lue endeavoured to unite by soft connexions with his own

pieculiar foris, andt 1linvest them with the like serene and
rouided beauty. But the elenent vas too vital insurgent, and

for ever started away beneath bis band, or burst offan ierce dis-
cord froi the casier andi more pliant naterial of his art. ience
the inconsistency and painfcul jarring which not seldomut molest us

in the midst orhis quietest and iost seductive creations.
These arc persons not nerely imdiffierent to knowledge, but

wia positively dislike it, because it putS thei oui in the rotary
repetition of their ignorance.

One of the comnionest of all delusions is that which leads us to

weigh mon against eaich other, and not by an absolute standard.
The practical application of iis error leads ta an imnioderate ad-

miration of men ofgreat energies ill applied, and to a correspond-
ing contempt for the weakcer and narrower minds vhieh have

donc all the best in tleir power wilh ithe portion of life and activi-
ay intrusted to thei. Ve often estimîate the man of -nbounding

and busy faculties, by considering, not how far lie las faithfully

em ployed hiswhole being for hi'ghl and ,pare ends, but t'hat over-

balance of riglit and arduous enîdeavours remains, after de-

ductingall that is base, idle, and self-willed. And this over-

balance iay easily b so nimportant as to cast ahcogether into shade

the utinost and entire labours of lesser minds, though these may,
nevertheiess, have wrought with perfect singleness ofaim and un-

wearied self-devotion. Glory uo the selfish rich man's gorgeous1
offering, is still the cry of the world's orators, too often even of
those most nobly gifted. Glory ta the widow's mite, is that still

siveet inward song of the true heart tauglt in endless harmonies

issug fron the face of God.

How orten is ta execute a thoughlt the sanie thing as ta execute
a man, that is, to put ana end to iL.

P1hilosophy is a Hermes, the messenger of the gods! who leads
up saine to those transparent and everlasting abodes, and others

down to the land of shadows and unrealities, and therefore, of1
isuffering. He sometimes plays divinest music, and is seatedl iard
!by Jupiter hinself, vho listens'joyous; at aiher moments he is a
swinîdler, liar, and ti, among uthe stalls and styes of enrth.

I is worthy only of a Turk totsaw down the statue of the Ura-
niumn Venus into blocks that may serve as steps to a harem, and
to exult in the change. Such is the vork of Epicurism.

We perpetually fancy ourselves intellectually transparent when
ve are opaque, and maorally opaque when wve are transparent.

It was the miiiddle of August. The sun was setting in a rainy
sky, whîici hidC e disk behind a dark bank of cloud. The high
tide of the distant sea had caused the river to overflow a portion
of its green and wooded banks. The whole unbounded plain,
froin thei height on which the two spectators stood, looked a bed
of meadow and vineyard, through which the large and quiet river,
vith a few sunall sails upon its surface, flowed unheard and wave-
less ta the city, which extended its shapely bridge, and raised its
Goothic towers and spires in the becalmed and, noisless evening.
'The sun was visible, but bung near enoimltotbie lower edga of
lite clouds ta shoot a bright red gleam obliquely across the river
From above the town, and to tinge the lale-like inundatina with a
glaw, broken to the eyes ofle gazers by the trees in the hdges
ai the floodiedi filds. 'fc towa aloue broke te araightline of te

horizon1 anti betwecn its building andthe Us kirt of te clouds wvas

spreadi a pale clear amber air> whlile ail aroundti îe sky anti over
cte whlole landscape te shades cf green andt grey were dimly
blending. The cvening bell soundeti from a distant village
chturchi, anti tha red light deepened and broadenied on te water
wicb a ruby biaze, whuila the vapours anti land beicw thte sun
melctd in a purpie streant. Tihen te border af the ciloud itself
kiundledi, anti fromt beiaw it the sun's rim droppedi ftnd seemedto l

bang a steady benignaîit fira. Thirongh the broken.cialdsiahe

cast, now iinged by tho unme red lighît cf sunset, the full amoon

glanced serene. Ail was so peaceful and unmoving while the far-
off chiie scarcèly flcated ta thec ar that Time appeared lo haie
ceased lis beatings, and for a moment these wo- 1earts liud la
etîernity.

From tlie Metrôpolitan for March.

SOLITUDE.
lin early youth I shunînedJmankînd,
Fromîî books aloue to store my minde
In woods, and ruins maoss-o'ergrown,
I sat, and rend, and thoighti alone,

An impulse did I feel, a hume,-
1 iîever questioned whence il rames
A lceling poweriul as unknown,
That urged me still to be alone.

I clomb the mauntain, througl the cloud,
3Iiust lightnîings, and the thunaders 3oud
Thence looked aronnd as from a chrono,

Aud triumplhed I was thiere Iaont.

At inidnîight, dcee li torrent caves,
1 litened Lo the dash of waves,
Down horrid clhasms darkly thrown,
And fet an awful joy alone.

The enrilest flush the morning gave
Poft trenbling o'cr the occnn-ivave,
Thence, crimison'd, through the darknean blows.
Midst fiyfng mists, 1 met alone.

Evr in darkness and in Iglit,
At clcerful 110011 at piîchy night,
Around nie, like aun Iris titrown
Wasjoy, tiat stil I valked alone.

li sleep was lheard the soutd of streams,
'he sunset minglevd withîiy mdreams;
'lhe weltering accan liaidthe tone,

Which lives in slumbering cars alone.

With passing years a change there came,
Tlough Nature's charms were sUtil the same
No more that impulse srong znight speed
My steps to inmontain or t umenad.

The wood, the stream, the rock, the treep
The bud, the blosson, bird and bee,
&Wll were-but were no more desired-
r y mind lato itself retired.

My soul was full of Nature s light;
la vain the morn was dewy, bright;
li vain to win my gaze did eve

k ILs long and lingering shadows weae.

For, wich an overflowid iind,
nramd fting Nature tarney kid ow

Front uvilthinga tvas the fresliness flown-.
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From the Penny Magazine No. 378,

ANECDOTES'OF A BLiND PERSON.
In a snali Village in one of the northern coumies of England there

resides a man of the name of J ** W*****, wrio at present iibe-
tween thirty and forty years of age. When he was a little boy
hr had the misfortune to become totally deprived of sight, thougl
not before heahad been a short period at school, where ha had
learned a little of bothreading and writing, being considereda
child ofrenarkably quick parts. lis parents, who owned and
occupied a small farai, both died about this tinte, and their littli
blind son was received into the family of his paternal grandfather,
wlere ha contiinued to reside until hie grew up to inanhood.
During this period io attemîpts were made to impart to him any
useful knowledge ; for in that part of the country there were
then no institutions for the education of the blind. Such being
flie case, the only active eiployiment he engaged in was that of
lendingalielping-hand wherever he could assist in the duties
attendant upon the management of his grandfather's farm. While
a mere youth, he was considered a sort of prodigy by his neigh-
þours and acquaintances ; for he not only attemupted many thingu
that seemed far beyond te reach of persons labouring under th.
severe affliction willi which he was visited, but he often actually
succeeded where others failed wrho enjoyed the full possession Ur
all their faculties.

4mongst his youthfl predilections was that of music, and in
this respect ha weas by na means singular ; since it is generally
remîarked that the solace of sweet sounds bas peculiar charms for
nost persons labouring under blindness. Açcordingly, a violia
was procured for the poor boy, who without any aid or instrue-
tions soon made such proficiency in the musical art, that the name
of J *** W *** was placed upon the already long list of " blind
fiddlers."

When he attained the ofe of twenty-one he came into the
possession of a small farm that had belonged to his father ; and
notwithstanding that the nearest and best friends advised him. to
rent it out to aone one, aud live upon the proceeds (limited au
they necessarily must be), and notincommode and trouble him-J self tith lts nanagenent,-he unfortunately was deafto good
advice, =nd actually entered upon bis patrimuny at txqh. tern sub-

1 could not bear to be alonle.


