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8weet ix thedew that falls hetim8s
And drops upon the leafy limes 3
Sweet Hermon’s fragrant air »
Bweet is the lily's silver bell,
And sweet the wakefuttapers® smell,
That swatch for carly prayer.:

Sweet theyoung nurse, with smile intense,

Wiich smiles o’er sleeping innocence ;
Sweet when the lost arrive :

Eweet the musician’s ardour beats,

While his vegue mind’s in quest of sweets, :
The cholcest flowers to hive.

s s
v
Bweeter, in all the strains of love,
- The 1anguage of thy turtie-dove,
Patred to thy swellhig chord ;
Sweeter with every grace eudued,

Fhe glory of thy gratitude,
Respired unto the' Lord.

_Btrong Ia the liorse upon his apecd ;
Birong in puranit the rapid gledo
Which malkes at once his game :
_Btrong the tall ostrich on the ground ;
Swrong through the turbulent profound.
BHuota xiphlas tohis aim.

2trong Is the lion—Ilike a'conl’
His eye-ball—like o bastion’s mole
: I1is chest ngainst his foes :
- Btrong the gyre-engle on his sail,
Bzrong agninat tide the enormous whalé’
Emergca, s he goes.

‘But stronger stin; in curth and air,
And in the sen, the man of prayer,
And fur beneath the tide,
_And in the seat to faith assigned
Where nsk is have, and seck 18 find,
Wliers knock is open wide.
* * W
(ilorious the sun in mid career;
Glorions the assembled fires appear ;
Glorious the comet'’s truin :
Clorlous the trumpet and alarm;
Gloriona the Almighty®s stretched-out-arm ;

Glorious the enraptured main :

morlous the nothcm lights astream ;

: ) Gloriouu lho song when God’s the theme ; B
EA ../ Glorious the tlumdersrom-, ;
~@)orlous honnnnah from the den 5 Co e
Glorious; tho catholic. amen ; L e
ious thu mnrt) r's gore. oo

" Qlorious—more glorlous lﬂhc crown

or hlm, thm' brought snlvntion down

. ’ By meeknc:s, ‘ealled thy son;
Thou that'stupéndons truth believed,

And now the mntchless deed’s achieved,
DETERMINED, DARED AND DONE.

CRYSTALS FROM A CAVERN.
No. 1L

In the spiritual ag in the physical world, for some portion of
muunkind, day is always dawning ; and none are so dark as to
want the tradition of past light, and the faith of its return.

T'o found an argument for the value of Chiristinnity on external
evidence, and not on the condition of man, and the pure idea of
fiod, is to hold up a candle before vur eyes that we may better
soo tha stars. It may dezzle, but cannct assist us.

Thevo is no lie that many men will not believe ; there is no man
who does not belisve many lies, and there is no man who believes
only liea.

- Physical resnlts-can prove nothing but a cause adequate to pro-
duce such, that is,- a physical cause ; though, doubtless, these
results, when subservient to a spiritunl system, may be used as
ilustrations offit.  Bat the proofs of a spiritual system must be
drawn from itself, must be spiritual proof, and spiritually dis-
cerned,  Therefore, to the perverted, fuithless, loveless mind,
they cannot be made manifest ;' and to-attempt to argue a bad,
hage creature into conscience and religion is a sowipg of corn in

the son. Arguments arc only valid for any man in proportion as
e bax the consciousness of the premises they are grounded on.
The Unenvean, or greatest-enjoyment man, may, in truth, not
nsan it ntall from the only grounds that his self-created habits

and frelues permit him to be conscious of.  His creed is the only
Togueal one Lar swine and baboons, and if he chooses to make these
hie sect, w is his mieral election, not his dialectic understanding,
that we have a right to Blame.  From all this, it follows that the
question. what is spiritaad cultivation 2 hew may the spirit in man
be eultivated 2 is, of all practical questions,. infinitely the most
unportant : or, indeed, that.all other are but elements of this one.

It is thoughtless to say that because all things we know have
cach their cause, therefore the whole must hiave a one cause.
Ve see that within the bounds of nature every phenomenon has a
canse ; but this does not entitle us to go beyond those bounds to
look ot nature from without, and say thut this too must have a
sause ; for the arguinent is evidently drawn only from the parts,

and is und uly stretched when wé apply it to the whole, though

large, manifold, and one is our existenge.

all, and is its substance, is good, is true, is holy ; and works its
way through an infinite scheme of forms to rest for ever in that

godlike consciousness,

perfectly tenable when we merely reason from analogy, and con-
clude that as the phenomena we khow have causes, so must the
phenomena we do not Know. . But every movement ‘of existence
might be in tarn cause and result ~and -the whole be but a great
everlasting wheel It is as easy to imagine such a system eternal
and infinite as to suppose an eternal and infinite Author of jt. But
the real ground of religion is very different, and may be sug-
gested by the question ,——Why ie the view of the universe, as
this great self-included, self-reproducing whole, so weary and
fearful, at the very best, so unsatisfying a prospect for the hu-
man mind 2 How can it be but because the sense that we need
2 God is an infallible indication that there is one, an extra mun-
dane creator, the idea of whom is consistent with all we know
of the universe, and absolutely required by our best and deep-
est kmowledge of ourselves and our fellow creatures.
Leaf. Thou unmoving mass ! swherefore dost thou bar my
way ?
Stone.
rel with it, not with me.
thou flutter against me ?

Leaf. Wind blew me hither. Blame it, not me.

Stone. "Fhen mzy water and wind contend to«relher and dis-
pute instead of us ; while thou and I remain at peace. -

Leuaf.~ Nay, but water and wind will not struggle in anger,
For a sweet bird sang one summer evening amidst my tree, and

from himn T Jearnt lhnt they : are fair twin-sisters ; and when they
scem-to wrestle, it is but to dance together and embrace ' and

wlen they uphf‘: their voxces it is but to ](Hn in song.

Thou idle wanderer ! Water rolled me hither. Quar-}|
But wherefore, I may ask in turn, dost

Every man has consciousnesses worse than the world would
endure to hear of, but also wiser and better ones than it approves.
Of these more memorable inward awakenings is the idea -which
lias always haunted maukind of a universal, however indefinable,
affinity between themselves and the whole universe. We feel at
times assured, though often unable to express even to ourselves
the fuct, that the forms and laws of all other beings are all a por-
tion of the forms and laws of our being. Somehow, although we
know not how, it is mysell that seems to me repeated, or pro-
phesied, or drawn out into story in every thing I see. [t ‘is
something of myself, some vast primordial matrix of my life that
glooms before'me with closed eyes and folded senses in the dark
huge rock. The d'oubte and ‘struggles of my earnest, houra are
the stuvmvs of a spirit woflmw in. fraternul anion with that whichi{|®
animates the stormy Iundscupes, and groans in the bosoms of:: the
ancient pine- trees. It :seems; to be aamule deep andrbllssfu
heart, (‘rom which ptoceed at once the gentle and. pious breathings
of my devouon, and the pervadmu loveliness of this transparent
sunset as' it melts into a starry night. - So I'and-all things round
me appear but different reflections of one great esistence. Some
in-dimmer, some in clearer, in grey, or purple, or golden, in
smooth, or distorting mirrors. DBut there are still more startling
suggestions, when this kind of impression worls upon us, not
only from all the lower appearances, but from men themselves ;
when it is revealed to us that slt the world of intellect, passion,
and imagination, all pocms, and histories, and mythologies, all
tragic and keroic strains of life, exist by implication in every indi-
vidual breast. For every man has in truth within himself, though
buried, perhaps, under granite pavements of custom and igno-
rance, and under immemorizi beds of cold lava, whatever was
taught by the priests of 'Thebes, or with the sinking towers of Ba-
bylon rolled into oblivion before the trumpet of Cyrus, and all that
was ever evoked from darkness by the Iyre of ITomer. Our whole
constitution is prepared for the impulse, as the electric matter lies
folded in the cloud. Give but this shock, and then might the
beggar, the negro bondman, or the shrivelled money-hoarder find
flashing in his brain an.Jago, .a Falstaff, a Juliet, a Lear ; might
rule as Timour a hundred kingdoms, and a million of horsemen ;
in the person of Cwsar woo a Cleopatra ; teach as Plato, hearas
Aristotle, dic as Socrates ; as Columbus fashion a living, sub-
stantial world with the lines-of a pencil on a chart ; and as Isaigh
thunderstrike the apostate kings of Judal, in whose wavering,
greedy, eruel hearts bie would also find an image of his own. So
Yet wo to him who
in this contemplation forgets that the life which is at the root of

There are emotions in man so subtle and precious that he cannot

find for them even unuttered words. For sympathy is the vital air
of language ; and thoughts,
must be the birth of our deepest and most solitary moments, of
those the least disturbed by the murmur of crowds, can never to
crowds be communicated withont a sense of unfitness and shame
in the mind of the speaker, and a sense of irritation and repugnan_
cy in the hearers. This higher and more inward language, there.
fore, supposing such to be possible, counld never have had the op-
portunity of arising.
may for themselves, and the comparatively few who are as them-
selves, indicate the shooting or lambent light, in significant image,

and feelings which, by their nature,

But the more meditative and vocal spirits

and perpetuate these in written spcech, a legacy for all ages ofj|

consolation to the feiv; and i;i the 'many of ‘pérﬁl‘éxify; - SuchH
hings cafiot, even in rare moments of ‘serene and devout collo
quy, be more palpably - expressed than'by a glarice, a hint; & sig

and consistent image, is'that in which men live.

aright, and saw the whole, not only fulse, but every way less®
beauuf ul and excellent than that which: we sacrifice to it."

for fire ; and for truth as the household ]amp for light.

light and darkness to compose the morning twilight.

world.

the supernatural, nud then bows dowa to the work of its oW i,
hands. ' ‘

sculpture, of the same plastic force which, working at last by the
hands of man, shaped the Olympic Jove, and the Venus of'MeIos. 5

all degrees and diplomas.

The best and fairest wofld-of which man‘can: form 2 complete

5

Every fancy that we would substitate for a reality, is, lf we saw'

The haman heart is made for love ‘as the household - hearth
Heaven and hell are mixed together to make up this world, ag

To wish that others should ]eam,by our experience is somes. ' :

times as idle as to think that we can eat and they be filled. Buf ..
when we find that we have ate poison, it is doubt]ess merey (o'
warn them agaimst the dish. '

All the sad infernal rivers flow from fountains in this upper

He who conceived the images of Ixiorr and Sisyphus, Tantalus,

and the Danaids, must have felt those miseries in himsell beforg
he transferred them to other names.

Superstifion moulds nature into an arbitrary semblance of

- The rudest granite block is the first su!len and blind nttempt at‘

Practical life does all for a purpose, yet it is preclaely in a rea- -
sonab[e ultimate purpose that it is most likely to be wanting. 7

" The qpontnneoushfe of emotion and imagination ends in power-
lessness and emptiness, and mere slavery to outward i impressions,
unless its free movements be not indeed suppressed, but regulated
towards distinct ends, ' .

Daily, customary life is a dark aud mean abode for man; and
anless he often opens the door and windows, and looks out intoa
freer world beyond, the dust and cobwebs soon thicken over
every entrance of light ; and in the perfect gloom he f‘orrrets that
beyond and above theré is an open air. : ‘

He who is sutisfied with' existence so long ag it shmes bn«rhtly
I'orgeta that snuffing the candle will not, prevent it ﬁom bummrr to
the socket. " ' 3 Lo ' e

_ Men nirrow their views in: ordvr to’ see mm-e dmtmctly as lhey '
go to lhe bottom of a well to see the stars at noon . _I}‘ut (tl,l:: n.poor
exchanoe to give sunh«rht l'01 blﬂlll"hf. R v

than ﬁwuresgof foml § )
the shell- 1tsell'——mther tll.m real men howaver mlmlated ¥

dwarfed. 'And some suchare plaumble, faliblawn epeclac]ec on
whom daylight and general opinion shine flatteringly ; u]ule o
there shall be some crabbed, uncouth, unhappy fragment of ge-
nuine human life {hat the whole universe scowls on, yet in truth
fur worthier than the gnildy image which overshadows and scorns
itt. The one is buta giarfﬁg figure in nature’s magic lantern ;'
the othier one of her misshapen, disinherited children.

- Could we imagine a complete devil’s world a world of lies,
quacks would in it be the only professors, and proof of entire ig--
norance and inenpacity would be the only requisite for obtaining’
Yect so muchis there akin to thisin
onr actval world, that many among us would sigh for-such a state’
of things as for a millenium, a golden age—an age -in-which ¢li Ii-
teratare would be puffs, all discourse compliments and rhetoric 5

and he who.wished most earnestly to pass for a great man, - with-

ouf Being one, would be at once acknowledoed wortlucst of the
honour- AN

An excess'of e\cltement and a deficiency of enllmsmsm may
easily characterise the same pariod.

Enthusiasm is grave, inward, self-conlrolled mere otclte-
ment outward, fantastic, hysterical, and’ passing ina mqmem from
tears to laughter. :

An age of eager, random movement keeps turning the windmill
round and round, in hopes to grind the faster, forgetting that. the’
wind blows from but one point al one time.

»

For the Pearl.

SONNET TO SCOTLAND,

The fairy land of poesy-—and dreams
Of images bright in the borrowed rays
Of Fancy’s multi-colonred sheen—of feys
And warlocks, sociated with the themes
Of Scottish chivalry and gay romaunt,
Is this—
Embedded in the rugged rock,
There roll the glassy waters of the loch;
Mirror'd npon whose face the ruins gaunt,
Of some o'erhanging fortalice are seen.
And here the bosky windings af a glen
Stretch far beneath the unha]]owed gaze of men,
Save those whom kelt nnd plaid bespeak their mien';:
-And if such scenes 1o Scotia'’s: land belong,
Shallit: not wake in me.the tribute of'a song ?



