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as they take their place in the pictures
of memory. The river-bank, the weed
at the water side, the old house, the
foclish person—however neglected in
the passing, have a grace in the past.
Iven the corpse that has lain in the
chambers, has added a solemn ornament
to the house.” e claims to do, by
what he and others have called trans-
eendentalism, (a kind of romantic and
poetical idealism) what more exact think-
ers, like lecturers on mental and moral
philosophy, must do by analysis and
regular inquiry. While Emerson an-
nounces, like one who sees, they must
demonstrate, like one who feels and dis-
covers. In the rise and existence of
such a class of preachers we do rejoice,

ea, and will rejoice. What we desire
18 such a clear recognition of the superior
authority of mind, including reason, will
and conscience, as may leave man’s re-
lation and responsibility to God in un-
impaired force, and similiarly leave
physical science in its own sphere to go
forth conquering and to conguer, unim-
peded by theological or rationalistic
dogmatism—while it ever returns with
devout homage to lay its treasures at the
“feet of Him whose star the wise men of
sthe Fast worshipped, whom the heavens
:adored, and to whom believers bowed
:and will ever bow the knee. The hu-
-man spirit has wrought all changes here
thgt wesee, but strange men ever and
anon appear to assail its prerogatives and
even deny its existence. No sooner had
Bacon come forth from the doors of light,
like the annunciation angel addressing
Manoah, and set this Samson free, than
a Hobbes, followed by a long train of
sensational philosophers, labored for his
destruction ; but neither the riddles of
the Spenserites, nor the webs of the meta-
physicians, nor the green withs of raw
experimenters with balf-opened eyes,
nor the jaw-bones of mauny asses, can de-
stroy this mighty giant, unless it should
become bewitched by the enchantments
of a money-loving and pleasure-secking
age, and, upon the lap of such a danger-
oue Delilah. forges its nobility, and lose
faith in itself—in which case the Philis-
tines will be upon it, put oui its eyes
and gag its mouth, and make if a mere
hosse to turn a mill; until it finds its
revenge in the destruction of all know-
ledge and al! true prosperity, material
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or spiritual.  So mote it not be, and we
consider the advent amongst us of sound
and able metaphysicians, a great boon
and preveative. A. P

A Night with the Chinese in San
Francisco.

“ Frisco,” as the natives lovingly
call it, is the Alexandria of North
America. It is the great meeting-place
of the oldest East and the newest West.
All nationalities seem to be represented
in its markets, but the general tone is
still Yavkee. The vigorous Yankee
* bosses” All others. Ile has ‘had little
difficulty in digesting and assimilating
to himself the German, the English,
Scotch, and even the Irishman. But
“the heathen Chinee” is still a tough
morsel, for, as a rule, he remains a
heathen and remains a Chinaman, though
thousands of miles away. from the
Flowery-land, and mixed up with the
currents of Western thought and develop-
ment. In Vancouver’s Island, 1had neen
interested in “John,” the soubriquet
he is popularly known by, just as Irish-
men are by * Pat,”” and with even less
reason. There are specimens enocugh
of the race on the British Pacific coast.
All the servants, cigar-store keepers, and
washer-men in Victoria, are Chinese;
and Victoria itself, as regards the cos-
mopolitanism of its people, is related to
Frisco as much as Brussels is to Paris.
But in Frisco, there are sufficient num-
bers and varieties of the race to enable
them to organize in their own style for
g]evotion, amusement, or work. There
is a Chinese quarter, inhabited by near-
ly 18,000 of them, and they can ke scen
there pretty much as they are in the
inferior quarters of Canton or Pekin.

I had only one night to spend in
Frisco, and 1 put myself at the disposal
of a warm-hearted Pictonian, who be-
hieves that there 1s no place in the world
like his adopted city, of course barring
Pictou, and asked him to show me as
much of John Chinaman as possible. 1t
was too late in the evening to see the
temple or Joss-house, so I missed the
sight of the brilliantly-clothed idols, and
the worshippers burning scented paper
in their honor.

My friend took me first to the Chinese
theatre. The admission fee was 50 cts,,



