" 60

THE PORTFOLIO.

“ It was Mr. Stelling's favorite metaphor
that the classics and geomeiry constitute
that culture of the mind which prepared it
for the reception of-any subsequent crop. I
say nothing against Mr. Stelling’s theory:
if we are to have one regimen for all minds,
his seems to me as good as any other. I
only know it turned out as uncomfortably
for Tom Tulliver as if he had been plied
with cheese in order to remedy a gastric
weakness which prevented him from digest-
ing it. It is astonishing what a different
result one gets by changing the metaphor!
Once call the brain an intellectual stomach,
and one's ingenious conception of the
classics and geometry as ploughs and har-
rows seems to settle nothing. But then it
is open to some one else to follow great
authorities, and call the mind a sheet of
white paper, or a mirror, in which case one’s
knowledge of the digestive process becomes
quite irrelevant. It was doubtless an inge-
nious idea to call the camel the ship of the
desert, but it would hardly lead one far in
training that useful beast. O Aristotle! if
you had had the advantage of being the
«“ freshest modern,” instead of the * greatest
ancient,” would you not have mingled your
praise of metaphorical speech, as « sign of
high intelligence, with a lamentation that
intelligence so rarely shows itself in speech
without metaphor, that we can so seldom
declare what a thing is except by saying it
is something else.?”

“We could never have loved the earth so
well if we had had no childhood in it—if it
were not the earth where the same flowers
come up again every spring, that we used to
gather with our tiny fingers as we sat lisping
to ourselves on the grass—the same hips
and haws on the autumn hedgerows—the
same redbreasts that we used to call ‘God’s
birds,’ because they did no harm to the pre-
cious crops. What novelty is worth that
sweet monotony where everything is known,
and loved because it is known? The wood
I walk in on this mild May day, with the
young, yellow-brown foliage of the oaks be-
tween me and the blue sky, the white star-
flowers, and the blue-eyed speedwell, and
the ground ivy at my feet—what grove of
tropic palms, what strange ferns or splendid
broad-petalled blossoms could ever thrill
such deep and delicate fibres within me as
this home-scene? These familiar flowers;

these well-remembered bird notes; this sky,
with its fitful brightness; these furrowed
and grassy fields, each with a sort of per-
sonality given to it by the capricious hedge-
rows—such things as these are the mother-
tongue of our imagination, the language
that is laden with all the subtle, inextricabie
associations the fleeting hours of childhood
left behind them. Our delight in the sun-
shine on the deep-bladed grass to-day might
be no more than the faint percéption of
wearied souls, if it were not for the sunshine
and the grass in the far-off years which still
live in us, and transform our perception into
love.”

“ Fancy what a game of chess would be
if all the chessmen had passions and intel-
lects, more or less small and cunning; if
you were not only uncertain about your ad-
versary’s men, but a little uncertain about
your own; if your knight could shuffle him-
self on to a new square by the sly; if your
bishop, in disgust at your castling, could
wheedle your pawns out of their places, and
if your pawns, hating you because they are -
pawns, could make away from their ap-
pointed posts that you might get checkmate
on a sudden. You might be the longest-
headed of deductive reasoners, and yet you
might be beaten by your own pawns. You
would be especially likely to be beaten if
you depended arrogantly on your mathe-
matical imagination, and regarded your
passionate pieces with contempt. Yet this
imaginary chess is easy compared with the .
game a man has to play against his fellow-
men, with other fellow-men for his instru-
ments.”

“ Mrs. Tulliver had lived thirteen years
with her husband, yet she retained in all
the freshness of her eaily married life a
facility of saying things which drove him in
the opposite direction to the one she desired.
Some minds are wonderful for keeping their
bloom in this way, as a patriarchal gold-fish
apparently retains to the last its youthful
illusion that it can swim in a straight line
beyond the encircling glass. Mrs. Tulliver
was an amiable fish of this kind, and, after
running her head against the same resisting
medium for thiiteen years, would go at it
again to-day with undulled alacrity.””

‘ To have a mind well oiled with that sort
of argument which prevents any claim from
grasping it, seems eminently convenient




