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1«'It was Mr. Stelling's fiavorite metaphior
that the classîcs and geomètLry constitute
that culture of the mind whluih prepared it
for tbe reception of-any subsequent crap. I
say nothing against Mr. Stelling's theory:
if we are to have one regimen for a]] minds,
bis seems 1:0 me as good as any other. I
only know it turned out as uncomfortably
for Tom Tulliver as if lie bad been plied
with cheese iii order to remedy a gastric
weakness wvhich prevented Iiim from digest-
ing it. It is astonishing -,,hIat a différent
resuit one gets by changing the metaphor 1
Once cali tlue brain an intellectual stomachi,
and one's ingenious conception of the
classics and geomretry as plouglis and bar-
rows seems to settie nothing.. But then »it
is open to some one cIsc to, lollow great
authorities, and caîl the mind a sbeet of
white paper, or a mi-irror, in whichi case one 's
knowvledge of tbe digestive process becoines
quite irrelevant. It wvas doubtless an inge-
nious idea to caîl tbe camel the sbip o." the
desert, but it would hiardly lead one far in
training that useful beast. O Aristotie ! if
you biad liad the advantage of bcing tbe
"fresbiest modern," instcad of the " greatest

anicient," w'ould you not hiave mingled your
praise of metaphorical speech, as a sign of
highi intelligence, withi a lamentation tbat
intelligyenceso rarely showvs itselIf in speech
witbout mnetaphor, that %ve can so seldom
declare wlbat a thing is except by saying it
is somnetbing else.2"

" We could neyer bave loved the earth 50
xvell if we biad biad no childhood iii it-if it
were flot the earth where the same flowers
come up again every spring, that we used to
gather wvith our tiny fingers as wc sat lisping
ta ourselves on the grass-the saine hips
and biaw%,s on the autumn hedgerows-the
saine redbreasts that wve used to caîl 'God's
birds,' because they did no barmn to tbe pre-
cious craps. \Vhat novelty is worth that
swect monotany whiere everything, is known,
and lovcd because it is knovn ? The wood
I walk in on this mild May day, wvith the
young, yellowv-brown foliage of the oaks be-
tw'een me and the blue sky, the white star-
flowvers, and the blue-eyed spcedwell, and
the ground ivy at my feet-what grave'of
tropic palms, wvhat strange ferns or splendid
broad-petalled bIossonms could ever thrill
such deep and delicate fibres within me as
this home-scene? These familiar flowers;

these weII-remembeiet', bird notes; tluis sky,
wvit1î its fitful briglitness; thiese furrowed
and grassy fields, eachi withi a sort of per-
sonality given to it by the capriejous hedge-
rows-such things as Jhese are the mother-
tongue of our imiaginatio)n, the language
that is ladeni witl ail the subtle, inextricable
associationis the fleeting liours of childhood
left behiind thieff. Our delighit in the sun-
shine on the deep-bladed grass to-day miglit
be no more tban 'the faint perception of
wearied souls, if it wvere flot for the sunsbine
and the grass in the far-off years which stili
live iii us, and transform, our perception into
love."

'Fancy whiat a game of cbess would be
if ail the chessmen had passions and intel-
lects, more or iess smrali and cunning; if
you were not only uncertaini about your ad-
versary's meni, but a littie uncertain about
yaur own; if your knighit could shuffle bimn-
self on to a new square by the sly; if your
bishiop, in disgu st at your castling, could
wvheedle your pawns out of their places, and
if your pawns, bating you becausetbey are
pawvns, could make away from their ap-
pointed posts tlat you miglit get clxeckmate
on a sudden. You miglit be the longest-
headed of deductive reasoners, an d yet you
mighit be beaten by your own pawns. You
would be especially. likely to be beaten if
you depended arrogant]y on ylour mnathe-
matical imagination, and regarded your
passionate pieces with contempt. Yet this
imaginary chess is easy compared wvith the
gaine a man bias to play against bis fellow-
men, %vithi otber fellow-men for bis instru-
ments.~"

" Mrs. Tulliver biad lived thirteen, years
wviti lier husband, yet sbie retained in ail
the freshness of bier early married life a
faciiity of saying thmigsvwhlich drove biim in
the opposite direction to the one sbe desired-
Some minds ai-e 'vonderful for keeping their
blooin in tbis way, as a patriarchal gold-fish
apparently retains to the last its youtbful
illusion that it can swim in a, straighit line
beyand the encircling glass. Mrs. Tulliver
was an amiable fish of this kind, and, after
running bier biead against the same resisting
medium for thxiteen years, would go at it
again to-day with undulled alacrity."*

"To. have a mind weII ouled -with that sort
of argument wvhich prevents any claim from,
grasping it, seeins eminently convenient


