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For such reasons I was very glad when ten o'clock came and we
started for Miss Havisham's; though | was not at all at my ease
regarding the manner in which I should acquit myself!} under that
lady's roof. Within a quarter of an hour we came to Miss
Havisham's house, which was of old brick, and dismal, and had a
great many iron bars to it. Some of the windows had been walled
up; of those that remained, all the lower were rustily barred. There
was a court-yard in front, and that was barred; so, we had to
wait, after ringing the bell, until some one should come to open it.

A window was raised, and a clear voice demanded What name?’

1) acquit oneself: szghc}, At
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To which my conductor replied, ‘Pumblechook.’ The voice returned,
‘Quite right,” and the window was shut again, and a young lady
came across the court-yard, with keys in her hand.

This,’ said Mr Pumblechook, ‘s Pip.’

This is Pip, is it?’ returned the young lady, who was very pretty
and seemed very proud; ‘come in, Pip.’

* ¥ *

My young conductress[Estella locked the gate, and we went
across the court-yard. It was paved and clean, but grass was
growing in every crevice.?) The brewery buildings had a little lane
of communication with it, and the wooden gates of that lane stood
open, and all the brewery beyond, stood open, away to the high
enclosing wall; and all was empty and disused. The cold wind
seemed to blow colder there, than outside the gate; and it made a
shrill noise in howling in and out at the open sides of the
brewery, like the noise of wind in the rigging® of a ship at sea.

She saw me looking at it, and she said, You could drink
without hurt all the strong beer that's brewed there now, boy.’

9 should think I could, miss’ said I, in a shy way.

‘Better not try to brew beer there now, or it would turn out
sour, boy; don't you think so?’

Tt looks like it, miss.’

‘Not that anybody means to try,’ she added, for that's all done
with,#) and the place will stand as idle as it is, till it falls. As to
strong beer, there's enough of it in the cellars already, to drown
the Manor House.’

Is that the name of this house, miss?’

‘One of its names, boy.’

9t has more than one, then, miss?’

‘One more. Its other name was Satis; which is Greek, or Latin,
or Hebrew, or all three —or all one to me —for enough.’

2) crevice: (Z=+A) &, 4.
3) rigging: 2+
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‘Enough House,’ said I; ‘that's a curious name, miss.’

Yes,' she replied; ‘but it meant more than it said. It meant,
when it was given, that whoever had this house, could want
nothing else. They must have been easily satisfied in those days, I
should think. But don't loiter, boy.’

Though she called me ‘boy’ so often, and with a carelessness
that was far from complimentary, she was of about my own age.>
She seemed much older than I, of course, being a girl, and
beautiful and self-possessed; and she was an scornful of me as if
she had been one-and-twenty, and a queen.

* & #

To stand in the dark in a mysterious passage of an unknown
house, bawling Estella to a scornful young lady neither visible nor
responsive, and feeling it a dreadful liberty so to roar out her
name, was almost as bad as playing to order.8) But, she answered
at last, and her light came along the dark passage like a star.

Miss Havisham beckoned her to come close, and took up a jewel
from the table, and tried its effect upon her fair young bosom and
against her pretty brown hair. Your own, one day, my dear, and
you will use it well. Let me see you play cards with this boy.’

With this boy? Why, he is a common labouring-boy!’

I thought I overheard Miss Havisham answer-—only it seemed so
unlikely — ‘Well? You can break his heart.’

What do you play, boy?’ asked Estella of myself, with the
greatest disdain.

‘Nothing but beggar my neighbour,’} miss.’

‘Beggar him,’ said Miss Havisham to Estella. So we sat down to
cards.

It was then I began to understand that everything in the room
had stopped, like the watch and the clock, a long time ago. I
noticed that Miss Havisham put down the jewel exactly on the
spot from which she had taken it up. As Estella dealt the cards, I

5) she was of about my own age: W= 79 U t}o] Easich
6) playing to order: %ol weh & AL
7) beggar my neighbour: Ft=&0]8] AE
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glanced at the dressing-table again, and saw that the shoe upon
it, once white, now yellow, had never been worn, 1 glanced down
at the foot from which the shoe was absent, and saw that the silk
stocking on it, once white, now yellow, had been trodden ragged.®
Without this arrest of everything, this standing still of all the pale
decayed objects, not even the withered bridal dress on the
collapsed form could have looked so like grave-clothes, or the long
veil so like a shroud.

So she sat, corpse-like, as we played at cards; the frillings and
trimmings® on her bridal dress, looking like earthy paper. I knew
nothing then, of the discoveries that are occasionally made of
bodies buried in ancient times,10) which fall to powderll} in the
moment of being distinctly seen; but, I have often thought since,
that she must have looked as if the admission of the natural light
of day would have struck her to dust.

‘He calls the knaves, Jacks,!2) this boy!’ said Estella with
disdain, before our first game was out. ‘And what coarse hands he
has! And what thick boots!’

I had never thought of being ashamed of my hands before; but 1
began to consider them a very indifferent pair. Her contempt for
me was so strong, that it became infectious, and I caught it.

She won the game, and [ dealt. I misdealt, as was only natural,
when I knew she was lying in wait for me to do wrong; and she
denounced me for a stupid, clumsy labouring-boy.

You say nothing of her,’ remarked Miss Havisham to me, as she
looked on. ‘She says many hard things of you, but you say
nothing of her. What do you think of her?

1 don't like to say,’ I stammered.

Tell me in my ear,” said Miss Havisham, bending down.

8) ragged: T ol

9) frillings, trimmings: & T} %ol sk 4o AFA.

10) of the discoveries that are occasionally made of bodies buried in ancient
times: gl B¢ Al So| A HEE Aol e
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T think she is very proud,’ I replied, in a whisper.

‘Anything else?’

T think she is very pretty.’

‘Anything else?’

T think she is very insulting.’ (She was looking at me then with
a look of supreme aversion.)

‘Anything else?’

1 think I should like to go home.’

‘And never see her again, though she is so pretty?’

I am not sure fthat I shouldnt like to see her again, but I
should like to go home now.’

‘You shall go soon,’ said Miss Havisham, aloud. ‘Play the game
out.’

* k¥

I took the opportunity of being alone in the court-yard, to lock
at my coarse hands and my common boots. My opinion of those
accessories was not favourable. They had never troubled me
before, but they troubled me now, as vulgar appendages. !
determined to ask Joe why he had ever taught me to call those
picture-cards, Jacks, which ought to be called knaves. I wished
Joe had been rather more genteelly brought up, and then [ should
have been so too.

She came back, with some bread and meat and a little mug of
beer. She put the mug down on the stones of the yard, and gave
me the bread and meat without looking at me, as insolentlyld as
if I were a dog in disgrace. I was so humiliated, hurt, spurned,
offended, angry, sorry —I cannot hit upon the right name for the
smart!¥ —God knows what ifs name was —that tears started to
my eyes. The moment they!5) sprang there, the girl looked at me
with a quick delight in having been the cause of them. This gave
me power to keep them back and to look at her: so, she gave a
contemptuous toss!8l-—but with a sense, I thought, of having

13} insolently: 2 %Fa}A|
14) for the smart: B]53, A4 ujl e,
15) they: 49 tearsE A3,
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t made too sure that I was so wounded —and left me.

: - But, when she was gone, I looked about me for a place to hide
' my face in, and got behind one of the gates in the brewery-lane,
and leaned my sleeve against the wall there, and leaned my
forehead on it and cried. As I cried, I kicked the wall, and took a
hard twist at my hair; so bitter were my feelings, and so sharp
was the smart without a name, that needed counteraction.

* * *

278
[

Let me confess exactly, with what feelings I looked forward to
Joe's coming.

Not with pleasure, though [ was bound to him by so many ties;
no; with considerable disturbance, some mortification, and a keen
sense of incongruity.!7) If I could have kept him away by paying
money, [ certainly would have paid money. My greatest
reassurance was, that he was coming to Barnard's Inn, not to
Hammersmith, and consequently would not fall in Bentley
Drummlie's way.18) I had little objection to his being seen by
Herbert or his father, for both of whom I had a respect; but I had
the sharpest sensitiveness as to his being seen by Drummle,
whom [ held in contempt. So, throughout life, our worst
weaknesses and meannesses are usually committed for the sake of
the people whom we most despise.19

* & &

As to his shirt-collar, and his coat-collar, they were perplexing to
reflect upon — insoluble mysteries both. Why should a man scrape

16) gave a contemptuous toss: ZAdstzo] nElE A3k

17) mortification, incongruity: 2}z} E& L FX|, Fx3l £ Y94

18) fall in Bentley Drummle's way: ¥l52] =el&3 ghjch

19) . . . our worst weaknesses and meannesses are usually committed for the
sake of the people whom we most despisc: ©] Z-&F-2& Aglo] B Fl3o]
A9 HAE sty AMgss gHE AV Utk vk o]
AN A= Meds FAZE ok sl AdE dehda St
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himself to that extent, before he could consider himself full
dressed? Why should he suppose it necessary to he purified by
suffering for his holiday clothes? Then he fell into such
unaccountable fits of meditation,20) with his fork midway between
his plate and his mouth; had his eyes attracted in such strange
directions; was afflicted with such remarkable coughs; sat so far
from the table, and dropped so much more than he ate, and
pretended that he hadn't dropped it; that 1 was heartily glad when
Herbert left us for the city.

| had neither the good sense nor the good feeling to know that
this was all my fault, and that if I had been easier with Joe,21l
Joe would have been easier with me. I felt impatient of him and
out of temper22 with him; in which condition he heaped coals of
fire on my head.?3

Us two being now alone, Sir,’— began Joe.

Joe,’ I interrupted, pettishly, ‘how can you call me, Sir?’

Joe looked at me for a single instant with something faintly like
reproach. Utterly preposterous as his cravat was,?% and as his
collars were, 1 was conscious of a sort of dignity in the look.

‘Us two being now alone,’ resumed Joe, ‘and me having the
intentions and abilities to stay not many minutes more, I will now
conclude — leastways begin —to mention what have led to my
having had the present honour. For was it not,” said Joe, with his
old air of lucid exposition, ‘that my only wish were to be useful to
you, I should not have had the honour of breaking wittles2% in
the company and abode of gentlemen.’

I was so unwilling to see the look again, that I made no
remonstrance against this tone.

Well, Sir, pursued Joe, ‘this is how it were. | were at the

20) unaccountable fits of meditation: EZHEZE Aol WA= o] 4k Wi,

21) if T had been easier with Joo: Wl7h 9o tish Fol vhg WapAl viinkd,

22) out of temper; 3H& Ulo].

23) he heaped coals of fire on my head: 1 W& g PrgA Fvh

24) Utterly preposterous as his cravat was: Though his cravat was utterly
Preposierous.

25y wittles: &2,
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Bargemen tother night, Pip;" whenever he subsided into affection,
he called me Pip, and whenever he relapsed into politeness he
called me Sir; ‘when there come up in his shay-cart, Pumblechook.
Which that same identical,” said Joe, going down a new track, ‘do
comb my 'air the wrong way sometimes, awful, by giving out up
and down town as it were him which ever had your infant
companionation and were looked upon as a playfellow by yourself.’

‘Nonsense. It was you, Joe.’

‘Which I fully believed it were, Pip,” said Joe, slightly tossing his
head, ‘“hough it signify little now, Sir. . . . [. . ]

1398

| WAS three-and-twenty years of age. Not another word had I
heard to enlighten me on the subject of my expectations,26) and
my twenty-third birthday was a week gone. We had left Barnard's
Inn more than a year, and lived in the Temple. Our chambers
were in Garden-court, down by the river.

* k¥

You're a game one,” he[Magwitch] returned, shaking his head at
me with a deliberate affection, at once most27} unintelligible and
most exasperating; 1I'm glad you've grow'd up, a game one! But
don't catch hold of me. You'd be sorry arterwards to have done it.’

I relinquished the intention he had detected, for I knew him!
Even yet, I could not recall a single feature, but I knew him! 128}
the wind and the rain had driven away the intervening years, had
scattered all the intervening objects, had swept us to the
churchyard where we first stood face to face on such different
levels, I could not have known my convict more distinctly than I
knew him now as he sat in the chair before the fire. No need to
take a file29) from his pocket and show it to me; no need to take
the handkerchiel from his neck and twist it round his head; no

26) expectations: -4 44:2] 7]el,
27} most: very.
28) Ift Even if.
29) file: 7.
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need to hug himself with both his arms, and take a shivering turn
across the room, locking back at me for recognition. I knew him
before he gave me one of those aids, though, a moment before, I
had not been conscious of remotely suspecting his identity.

He came back to where I stood, and again held out both his
hands. Not knowing what to do—for, in my astonishment 1 had
lost my sclf-possession3®) —1I reluctantly gave him my hands. He
grasped them heartily, raised them to his lips, kissed them, and
still held them.

‘You acted noble, my boy,’ said he. ‘Noble, Pip! And I have never
forgot itl’

At a change in his manner as if he were even going to embrace
me, I laid a hand upon his breast and put him away.

‘Stayl’ said 1. ‘Keep offl If you are grateful to me for what I did
when [ was a little child, I hope you have shown your gratitude by
mending your way of life. If you have come here to thank me, it
was not necessary. Still, however you have found me out, there
must be something good in the feeling that has brought you here,
and [ will not repulse you; but surely you must understand that
_I_’

My attention was so attracted by the singularity of his fixed look
at me, that the words died away on my tongue.

You was a saying,” he observed, when we had confronted one
another in silence, ‘that surely I must understand. What, surely
must | understand?’

‘That I cannot wish to renew that chance intercourse with you of
long ago, under these different circumstances. [ am glad to believe
you have repented and recovered yourself. T am glad to tell you so.
I am glad that, thinking I deserve to be thanked, you have come
to thank me. But our ways are different ways, none the less. You
are wet, and you look weary. Will you drink something before you
go?’

30) self-possession: ARAY, 3 23}
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lip to this time 1 had remained standing, not to disguise that I
M:hed him gone. But 1 was softened by the softened aspect of the
, and felt a touch of reproach. I hope,’ sald I hurrledly

B had no intention of doing it, and I am sorry for it if I did. I wnsh
Wou well, and happy!
f" ‘As | put my glass to my lips, he glanced with surprise at the
ind of his neckerchief, dropping from his mouth when he opened
it and stretched out his hand. I gave him mine, and then he
birank, and drew his sleeve across his eyes and forehead.
b qJow are you living?’ I asked him.
F Tvye been a sheep-farmer, stock-breeder, other trades besides,
1 dway in the new world,” said he: ‘many a thousand mile of stormy
_' water off from this.’
1 hope you have done well?’
[ Tve done wonderfully well. There's others went out alonger3l) me
b as has done well too, .but no man has done nigh as well as me.
£ I'm famous for it.’
i Tam glad to hear it.”’

T hope to hear you say so, my dear boy.’

Without stopping to try to understand those words or the tone
in which they were spoken, I turned off to a point that had just
come into my mind.

* ¥ *

‘May I make so bold,” he said then, with a smile that was like a
frown, and with a frown that was like a smile, ‘as ask you how
you have dome well, since you and me was out on them lone
shivering marshes?’

‘How?’

‘AhV

He emptied his glass, got up, and stood at the side of the fire,
with his heavy brown hand on the mantelshelf.32) He put a foot

31) alonger: with.
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up to the bars, to dry and warm it, and the wet boot began to
steam; but, he neither locked at it, nor at the fire, but steadily
leoked at me. It was only now that I began to tremble,

When my lips had parted, and had shaped some words that
were without sound, [ forced myself to tell him (though I could not
do it distinctly), that I had been chosen to succeed to some
property.

‘Might a mere warmint33} ask what property?’ said he.

1 faltered, ‘I don't know.’

‘Might a mere warmint ask whose property?’ said he.

[ faltered again, ‘T don't know.’

‘Could 1 make a guess, I wonder,” said the Convict, ‘at your
income since you come of agel34) As to the first figure now. Five?’

With my heart beating like a heavy hammer of disordered action,
[ rose out of my chair, and stood with my hand upon the back of
it, looking wildly at him.

‘Concerning a guardian,” he went on. ‘There ought to have been
some guardian, or such-like, whiles you was a minor. Some
lawyer, maybe. As to the first letter of that lawyer's name now.
Would it be J?’

Al the truth of my position came flashing on me; and its
disappointments, dangers, disgraces, consequences of all kinds,
rushed in in such a multitude that 1 was borne down by them
and had to struggle for every breath I drew.

‘Put it," he resumed, ‘as the employer of that lawyer whose name
begun with a J, and might be Jaggers —put it as he had come
over sea to Portsmouth, and had landed there, and had wanted to
come on to you. “However, you have found me out,” you says just
now. Welll However, did I find you out? Why, [ wrote from
Portsmouth to a person in London, for particulars of your address.
That person’s name? Why, Wemmick.’

I could not have spoken one word, though it had been to save
my life. | stood, with a hand on the chair-back and a hand on my

32) mantelshelf: BIE A9k
33) warmint: vermin,
34} come of age: “dd°] ¥t}
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 preast, where | seemed to be suffocating —I stood so, looking
f wildly at him, until 1 grasped at the chair, when the room began
b 1o surge and turn. He caught me, drew me to the sofa, put me up
b against the cushions, and bent on one knee before me: bringing

the face that I now well remembered, and that 1 shuddered at,
yery near to mine.

es, Pip, dear boy, I've made a gentleman on you! It's me wot35)
has done it! T swore that time, sure as ever | earned a guinea,
that guinea should go to you. I swore arterwards, sure as ever |
spec’lated and got rich, you should get rich. I lived rough, that
you should live smooth; I worked hard, that you should be above
work. What odds, dear boy? Do I tell it, fur you to feel a
obligation? Not a bit. I tell it, fur you to know as that there
hunted dunghill dog wot you kep life in,36) got his head so high
that he could make a gentleman —and, Pip, you're him!’

The abhorrence in which I held the man, the dread 1 had of
him, the repugnance with which I shrank from him, could not
have been exceeded if he had been some terrible beast.

‘Look'ee here, Pip. I'm your second father. You're my son — more
to me nor any son. I've put away37) money, only for you to spend.
When I was a hired-out shepherd in a solitary hut, not seeing no
faces but faces of sheep till 1 half forgot wot men's and women's
faces wos like, I see yourn. I drops my knife many a time in that
hut when [ was a eating my dinner or my supper, and I says,
“Here's the boy again, a looking at me whiles I eats and drinks!” I
see you there a many times, as plain as ever | see you on them
misty marshes. “Lord strike me dead!” I says each time —and I
goes out in the air to say it under the open heavens —“but wot, if
I gets liberty and money, I'll make that boy a gentleman!” And 1
done it. Why, look at you, dear boy! Look at these here lodgings
o'yourn, fit for a lord! A lord? Ah! You shall show money with
lords for wagers, and beat' em?!’

In his heat and triumph, and in his knowledge that I had becn

35) wot; what. THH O 2% who?t £HE HESY,
36) wot you kep life in: M7} E5& F213 €.
37) put away: =& Tt}
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nearly fainting, he did not remark on my reception of all this. It
was the one grain of relief I had.

‘Look'ee here!’ he went on, taking my watch out of my pocket,
and turning towards him a ring on my finger, while 1 recoiled from
his touch as if he had been a snake, a gold 'un and a beauty:
that's a gentleman's, I hope! A diamond all set round with rubies;
that's a gentleman's, I hope! Look at your linen; fine and beautiful!
Look at your clothes; better ain't to be got! And your books too,
turning his eyes round the room, ‘mounting up, on their shelves,
by hundreds! And you read 'em; don't you? I see you'd been a
reading of 'em when I come in. Ha, ha, hal You shall read 'em to
me, dear boy!l And if theyre in foreign languages wot 1 don't
understand, I shall be just as proud as if I did.’

Again he took both my hands and put them to his lips, while
my blood ran cold within me.

[Penguin Classics, 1987]
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“Forget it,” said my father grandly. Then he said, “The only trouble is I left
those keys in my jacker pocket,”

“Oh no,” said Mona.

“Oh no is right,” said my mother. 185

“So we'll walk home,” I said.

“But how're we going to get into the house,” said Mona.

The noise of the party churned through the silence.

“Someone has to going back,” said my father.

“Let’s go to the pancake house first,” suggested my mother. “We can wait 19
there until the party is finished, and then call Mrs. Lardner.”

Having all agreed that that was a good plan, we started walking again.

“God, just think,” said Mona. “We’re going to have to dive for them.”

My father stopped a moment. We waited,

“You girls are good swimmers,” he said finally. “Nor like me.”

Then his shirt started moving again, and we trooped up the hill after it, into 195

the dark.

James Joyce
ARABY 1905

James Joyce (1884-1941) quit Ireland at twenty
to spend his mature life in voluntary exile on the
continent, writing of nothing but Dublin, where
he was born. In Trieste, Zurich, and Paris, he
supported his family with difficulty, sometimes
teaching in Berlity language schools, until his
writing won him fame and wealthy patrons. At
first Joyce met difficulty in getting his work
printed and circulated. Publication of Dubliners
(1914}, the collection of stories that includes
“Araby,” was delayed seven vears because its
prospective Irish publisher feared libel suits. {The
book depicts local citizens, some of them Trecog-
nizable, and wviews Dubliners mostly as a
thwarted, self-deceived lot.) Portrait of the
Artist as a Young Man (1916}, a novel of
thinly veiled autobiography, recounts a young intellectual’s breaking away from country,
church, and home. Joyce's immense comic novel, Ulysses (1922), a parody of the
QOdyssey, spans eighteen hours in the life of a wandering Jew, a Dublin seller of advertising.
Frank about sex but untitillating, the book was banned at one time by the U.S. Post Office.
Joyce's later work stepped up its demands on readers. The challenging Finnegans Wake
(1939), if read aloud, sounds as though a learned comic poet were sleep-talking, jumbling

James Joyce
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fell over one side of her dress and caught the white border of a petticoat, just vis-

ible as she stood at ease.

—It's well for you, she said.

—If1 go, I said, I will bring you something.

What innumerable follies laid waste my waking and sleeping thoughts after
that evening! | wished to annihilate the tedious intervening days. I chafed
against the work of school. At night in my bedroom and by day in the classroom
her image came between me and the page I strove to read. The syllables of the
word Araby were called to me through the silence in which my soul luxuriated
and cast an Eastern enchantment over me. I asked for leave to go to the bazaar
on Saturday night. My aunt was surprised and hoped it was not some Freemason®
affair. 1 answered few questions in class. | watched my master’s face pass from
amniability to sternness; he hoped [ was not beginning to idle. | could not call my
wandering thoughts together. [ had hardly any patience with the serious work of
life which, now that it stcod between me and my desire, seemed to me child’s
play, ugly monotonous child’s play.

On Saturday morning I reminded my uncle thar I wished to go to the bazaar
in the evening. He was fussing at the hall-stand, looking for the hatbrush, and
answered me curtly:

—Yes, boy, 1 know.

As he was in the hall [ could not go into the front parlor and lie at the
window. [ left the house in bad humor and walked slowly towards the school.
The air was pitilessly raw and already my heart misgave me.

When [ came home to dinner my uncle had not yet been home. Still it was
early. I sat staring at the clock for some time and, when its ticking began to irri-
tate me, I left the room. I mounted the staircase and gained the upper part of the
house. The high cold empty gloomy rooms liberated me and 1 went from room
to room singing. From the front window I saw my companions playing below in
the street. Their cries reached me weakened and indistinct and, leaning my
forehead against the cool glass, [ locked over at the dark house where she lived.
1 may have stood there for an hour, seeing nothing but the brown-clad figure
cast by my imagination, touched discreetly by the lamplight at the curved neck,
at the hand upon the railings and at the border below the dress.

When | came downstairs again [ found Mrs, Mercer sitting at the fire. She
was an old garrulous woman, a pawnbroker's widow, who collected used stamps
for some pious purpose. | had to endure the gossip of the tea-table. The meal was
prolonged beyond an hour and still my uncle did not come. Mrs. Mercer stood up
to go: she was sorry she couldn't wait any longer, but it was after eight o'clock
and she did not like to be out late, as the night air was bad for her. When she had
gone | began to walk up and down the room, clenching my fists. My aunt said:

—I'm afraid you may put off your bazaar for this night of Our Lord.

At nine o'clock 1 heard my uncle’s latchkey in the halldoor. | heard him

talking to himself and heard the hall-stand rocking when it had received the

Freemason: Catholics in Ireland viewed rhe Masonic order as a Protestant conspiracy against them.
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several languages. Joyce was an innovator whose bold experiments showed many other

writers possibilities in fiction that had not earlier been imagined.

North Richmond Street, being blind,® was a quiet street except at the hour
when the Christian Brothers’ School set the boys free. An uninhabited house of
two stories stood at the blind end, detached from its neighbors in a square
ground. The other houses of the street, conscious of decent lives within them,
gazed at one another with brown imperturbable faces.

The former tenant of our house, a priest, had died in the back drawing-
room. Air, musty from having long been enclosed, hung in all the raoms, and
the waste room behind the kitchen was littered with old useless papers. Among
these [ found a few paper-covered books, the pages of which were curled and
damp: The Abbot, by Walter Scort, The Devout Communicant and The Memoirs of
Vidocgq.® I liked the last best because its leaves were yellow. The wild garden be-
hind the house contained a central apple-tree and a few straggling bushes under
one of which I found the late tenant’s rusty bicycle-pump. He had been a very
charitable priest: in his will he had left all his money to institutions and the fur-
niture of his house to his sister.

When the short days of winter came dusk fell before we had well eaten our
dinners. When we met in the street the houses had grown somber. The space of
sky above us was the color of ever-changing violet and towards it the lamps of
the street lifted their feeble lanterns. The cold air stung us and we played till our
bodies glowed. Qur shouts echoed in the silent street. The career of our play
brought us through the dark muddy lanes behind the houses where we ran the
gantlet of the rough tribes from the cottages, to the back doors of the dark drip-
ping gardens where odots atose from the ashpits, to the dark odorous stables
where a coachman smoothed and combed the hotse or shook music from the
buckled harness. When we returned to the street light from the kitchen windows
had filled the areas. If my uncle was seen turning the corner we hid in the
shadow until we had seen him safely housed. Or if Mangan’s sister® came out on
the doorstep to call her brother in to his tea we watched her from our shadow
peer up and down the street. We waited to see whether she would remain or go
in and, if she remained, we left our shadow and walked up to Mangan's steps re-
signedly. She was waiting fot us, her figure defined by the light from the half-
opened door. Her brother always teased her before he obeyed and 1 stoed by the
railings looking at her. Her dress swung as she moved her body and the soft rope
of her hair tossed from side to side.

Every morning I lay on the floor in the front parlor watching her door. The
blind was pulled down within an inch of the sash so that I could not be seen.

being blind: being a dead-end street.  The Abbot . . . Vidocq: a popular historical romance (1820); a
beok of pious meditations by an eighteenth-century English Franciscan, Pacificus Baker; and the au-
tobiography of Frangois-Jules Vidocq (1775-1857), a criminal who later turned derective.
Mangan's sister: an actual young woman in this story, bur the phrase recalls Irish poet James Clarence
Mangan (1803-1849) and his best-known poem, “Dark Rosaleen,” which personifies Ireland as a
beautiful woman for whom the poet yearns.
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When she came out on the doorstep my heart leaped. I ran to the hall, seized my
books and followed her. I kept her brown figure always in my eye and, when we
came near the point at which our ways diverged, I quickened my pace and passed
her. This happened morning after morning. I had never spoken to her, except
for a few casual words, and yet her name was like a summons to all my foolish
blood.

Her image accompanied me even in places the most hostile to romance. On
Saturday evenings when my aunt went marketing [ had to go to carry some of
the parcels. We walked through the flaring streets, jostled by drunken men and
bargaining women, amid the curses of laborers, the shrill litanies of shopboys
who stood on guard by the barrels of pigs’ cheeks, the nasal chanting of street
singers, who sang a come-all-you about O'Donovan Rossa,® or a hallad about the
troubles in our native land. These noises converged in a single sensation of life
for me: [ imagined that I bore my chalice safely through the throng of foes. Her
name sprang to my lips at moments in sttange prayers and praises which I myself
did not understand. My eyes were often full of tears (I could not tell why) and at
times a flood from my heart seemed to pour itself out into my bosom. I thought
little of the future. I did not know whether I would ever speak to her or not or,
if I spoke to her, how I could tell her of my confused adoration. But my body
was like a harp and her words and gestures were like fingers running upon the
wires.

One evening [ went into the back drawing-room in which the priest had
died. It was a dark rainy evening and there was no sound in the house. Through
one of the broken panes I heard the rain impinge upon the earth, the fine inces-
sant needles of water playing in the sodden beds. Some distant famp or lighted
window gleamed below me. I was thankful that 1 could see so little. All my
senses seemed to desire to veil themselves and, feeling that I was about to slip
from them, I pressed the palms of my hands together until they trembled, mur-
muring: O love! O love! many times.

At last she spoke to me. When she addressed the first words to me I was so
confused that I did not know what to answer. She asked me was [ going to
Araby. | forget whether I answered yes or no. It would be a splendid bazaar, she
said; she would love to go.

—And why can’t you? [ asked.

While she spoke she turned a silver bracelet round and round her wrist. She
could not go, she said, because there would be a retrear that week in her con-
vent.” Her brother and two other boys were fighting for their caps and I was
alone at the railings. She held one of the spikes, bowing her head towards me.
The light from the lamp opposite our door caught the white curve of her neck,
lit up her hair that rested there and, falling, lic up the hand upon the railing. It

come-all-you abour (¥ Donovan Rossa: the street singers eamed their living by singing timely songs
thar usually began, “Come all you gallant Irishmen / And listen to my song.” Their subject, also
called Dynamite Rossa, was a popular heio jailed by the British for advocating violenr rebellion.
aretreal . . . in her convent: a week devoted to religious abservances more inrense than usual, at the
convent schaol Miss Mangan attends; probably she will have to listen to a number of hellfire ser-
mons.

JAMES JOYCE
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several languages. Joyce was an innovator whose bold experiments showed many other
writers possibilities in fiction that had not earlier been imagined.

North Richmond Street, being blind,” was a quiet street except at the hour
when the Christian Brothers® School set the boys free. An uninhabited house of
two stories stood at the blind end, detached from its neighbors in a square
ground. The other houses of the street, conscious of decent lives within them,
gazed at one another with brown imperturbable faces.

The former tenant of our house, a priest, had died in the back drawing-
room. Air, musty from having long been enclosed, hung in all the rooms, and
the waste room behind the kitchen was litrered with old useless papers. Among
these [ found a few paper-covered books, the pages of which wete curled and
damp: The Abbot, by Walter Scott, The Devout Communicant and The Memoirs of
Vidocq.® 1 liked the last best because its leaves were yellow. The wild garden be-
hind the house contained a central apple-tree and a few straggling bushes under
one of which [ found the late tenant’s rusty bicycle-pump. He had been a very
charirable priest: in his will he had left all his money to institutions and the fur-
niture of his house to his sister.

When the short days of winter came dusk fell before we had well eaten our
dinners, When we met in the street the houses had grown somber. The space of
sky above us was the color of ever-changing violet and towards it the lamps of
the street lifted their feeble lanterns. The cold air stung us and we played till our
bodies glowed. Our shouts echoed in the silent street. The career of our play
brought us through the dark muddy lanes behind the houses where we ran the
gantlet of the rough tribes from the cottages, to the back doors of the dark drip-
ping gardens where odors arose from the ashpits, to the dark odorous stables
where a coachman smoothed and combed the horse or shook music from the
buckled harness. When we returned to the street light from the kitchen windows
had filled che areas. If my uncle was seen turning the corner we hid in the
shadow until we had seen him safely housed. Or if Mangan’s sister® came out on
the doorstep to call her brother in to his tea we watched her from our shadow
peer up and down the street. We waited to see whether she would remain or go
in and, if she remained, we left our shadow and walked up to Mangan’s steps re-
signedly. She was waiting for us, her figure defined by the light from the half-
opened door. Her brother always teased her before he obeyed and I stood by the
railings looking at her. Her dress swung as she moved her bady and the soft rope
of her hair tossed from side to side.

Every morning I lay on the floor in the front parlor watching her door. The
blind was pulled down within an inch of the sash so that I could not be seen.

being blind: being a dead-end street.  The Abbot . . . Vidocg: a popular historical romance (1820): a
book of pious meditations by an eighreenth-century English Franciscan, Pacificus Baker; and the au-
tobiography of Frangois-Jules Vidocg (1775-1857), a criminal who later tumed detecrive.
Mangan's sister: an actual young woman in this story, but the phrase recalls Irish poet James Clarence
Mangan (1803-1849) and his best-known poem, “Dark Rosaleen,” which personifies Ireland as a
beautiful woman for whom the poet yearns.
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fell over one side of her dress and caught the white border of a petticoat, just vis-
ible as she stood at ease.

—It’s well for you, she said.

—If I go, I said, I will bring you something.

What innumerable follies laid waste my waking and sleeping thoughts after
that evening! | wished to annihilate the tedious intervening days. I chafed
against the work of school. At night in my bedroom and by day in the classroom
her image came between me and the page [ strove to read. The syllables of the
word Araby were called to me through the silence in which my soul luxuriated
and cast an Eastern enchantment over me. 1 asked for leave to go to the bazaar
on Saturday night. My aunt was surprised and hoped it was not some Freemason®
affair, | answered few questions in class. T watched my master’s face pass from
amiability to sternness; he hoped I was not beginning to idle. I could not call my
wandering thoughts together. I had hardly any patience with the serious work of
life which, now that it stood between me and my desire, seemed to me child’s
play, ugly monotonous child’s play.

On Saturday morning | reminded my uncle that I wished to go to the bazaar
in the evening. He was fussing at the hall-stand, looking for the hatbrush, and
answered me curtly:

—7Yes, boy, | know.

As he was in the hall I could not go into the front parlor and lie at the
window. | left the house in bad humor and walked slowly towards the school.
The air was pitilessly raw and already my heart misgave me.

When | came home to dinner my uncle had not yet heen home. Still it was
early. | sat stating at the clock for some time and, when its ticking began to irri-
tate me, | left the room. I mounted the staircase and gained the upper part of the
house. The high cold empty gloomy rooms liberated me and I went from room
to room singing. From the front window I saw my companions playing below in
the street. Their cries reached me weakened and indistinct and, leaning my
forehead against the cool glass, I looked over at the dark house where she lived.
I may have stood there for an hour, seeing nothing but the brown-clad figure
cast by my imagination, touched discreetly by the lamplight at the curved neck,
at the hand upon the railings and at the border below the dress.

When 1 came downstairs again | found Mrs. Mercer sitting at the fire. She
was an old garrulous woman, a pawnbroker'’s widow, who collected used stamps
for some pious purpose. | had to endure the gossip of the tea-table. The meal was
prolonged beyond an hour and still my uncle did not come. Mrs. Mercer stood up
to go: she was sorry she couldn’t wait any longer, but it was after eighr o’clock
and she did not like to be out late, as the night air was bad for her. When she had
gone | began to walk up and down the room, clenching my fists. My aunt said:

—I'm aftaid you may put off your bazaar for this night of Our Lord.

At nine o'clock I heard my uncle’s latchkey in the halldoor. 1 heard him
talking to himself and heard the hall-stand rocking when it had received the

Freemason: Catholics in Ireland viewed the Masonic order as a Protestant conspiracy against them.
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weight of his overcoar. 1 could interpret these signs. When he was midway
through his dinner I asked him to give me the money to go to the bazaar. He had
torgotten.

——The people are in bed and after their fust sleep now, he said.

I did not smile. My aunt said to him energetically:

—Can’t you give him the money and let him go? You've kept him late
enough as it is.

My uncle said he was very sorry he had forgotten. He said he believed in the
old saying: All work and no play makes Jack a dull boy. He asked me where I was
gotng and, when I had told him a second time he asked me did I know The
Arab’s Farewell to His Steed.® When left the kitchen he was about to recite the
opening lines of the piece to my aunt.

I held a florin tightly in my hands as I strode down Buckingham Street to-
wards the station. The sight of the streets thronged with buyers and glaring with

20

—_—

station slowly. It crept onward among ruinous houses and over the twinkling
river. At Westland Row Statjon a ctowd of people pressed to the carriage doors;
but the porters moved them back, saying that it was a special train for the bazaar.
I remained alone in the bare carriage. In a few minutes the train drew up beside
an improvised wooden platform, | passed out on to the road and saw by the
lighted dial of a clock thar it was ten minutes to ten. In front of me was g large
building which displayed the magical name.

[ could not find any sixpenny entrance and, fearing that the bazaar would be 25
closed, I passed in quickly through a tunstile, handing a shilling to a weary-
looking man. I found myself in a big hall girdled ar half its height by a gallery.
Nearly all the stalls were closed and the greater parr of the hall was in darkness. |
recognized a silence like that which pervades a church after a service, I walked
into the center of the bazaar timidly. A few people were gathered about the stalls
which were still open. Before a curtain, aver which the words Café Chantant®
were written in colored lamps, two men were counting money on a salver.® [ lis-
tened to the fall of the coins. - '

Remembering with difficulty why 1 had come I went over to one of the stalls
and examined porcelain vases and  flowered tea-sets. At the door of the stall a
young lady was \télking and laughing with two young gentlemen. ! remarked
their,@glish_qqggggs and listened vaguely to their conversation,

~—O_,Alf\r1éver said such a thing! St

—O, but you did!

—O, but I didn’t!

—Didn’t she say that? 30

The Arab’s Farewell 10 His Steed: This sentimental ballad by a popular poet, Caraline Norton
(1808-1877), tells the story of a nomad of the deserr who, in a fir of greed, sells his beloved horse,
then regrets the loss, flings away the gold he had received, and takes back his hose, Notice the echo
of “Araby” in the song title. Café Chantant: name for a Paris nightspot featuring topical songs. |
salver: a tray like that used in serving Holy Commumian.
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—Yes. ] heard her.

—O, there’sa ... fib!

Observing me the young lady came over and asked me did I wish to buy any-
thing. The tone of her voice was not encouraging; she seemed to have spoken to
me out of a sense of duty. I looked humbly at the great jars that stood like eastern
guards at either side of the dark entrance to the stall and murmured:

—No, thank you.

The young lady changed the position of one of the vases and went back to
the two young men. They began to talk of the same subject. Once or twice the
young lady glanced at me over her shoulder.

[ lingered before her stall, though I knew my stay was useless, to make my
interest in her wares seem the more real. Then I turned away slowly and walked
down the middie of the bazaar. I allowed the two pennies to fall against the six-
pence in my pocket. I heard a voice call from one end of the gallery that the
light was out. The upper part of the hall was now completely dark.

Gazing up into the darkness | saw myself as a creature driven and derided by
vanity; and my eyes burned with anguish and anger.

Jamaica Kincaid
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Jamaica Kincaid

Wash the white clothes on Monday and put them on the stone heap; wash
the color clothes on Tuesday and put them on the clothes-line to dry; don’t walk
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people treated him according to his rights, and got down on one knee to speak
to him, and always called him **Your Majesty,” and waited on him first at
meals, and didn’t set down in his presence till he asked them. So Jim and me
set to majestying him, and doing this and that and t’other for him, and stand-
ing up till he told us we might set down. This done him heaps of good, and so
he got cheerful and comfortable. But the duke kind of soured on him, and
didn’t look a bit satisfied with the way things was going; still, the king acted
real friendly towards him, and said the duke’s great-grandfather and all the
other Dukes of Bilgewater was a good deal thought of by Ais father and was
allowed to come to the palace considerable; but the duke staid huffy a good
while, till by-and-by the king says:

“*Like as not we got to be together a blamed long time, on this h-yer raft,
Bilgewater, and so what’s the use o’ your bein’ sour? 1t’ll only make things
oncomfortable, It ain’t my fault I warn’t born a duke, it ain’t your fault you
warn't born a king—so what’s the use to worry? Make the best o’ things the
way you find 'em, says [ — that’s my motto. This ain’t no bad thing that we've
struck here— plenty grub and an easy life — come, give us your hand, Duke,
and less all be friends.”

The duke done it, and Jim and me was pretty glad to see it. It took away all
the uncomfortableness, and we felt mighty good over it, because it would a
been a miserable business to have any unfriendliness on the raft; for what you
want, above all things, on a raft, is for everybody to be satisfied, and feel right
and kind towards the others.

It didn’t take me long to make up my mind that these liars warn’t no kings
nor dukes, at all, but just low-down humbugs and frauds. But I never said
nothing, never let on; kept it to myself; it’s the best way; then you don’t have
no quarrels, and don’t get into no trouble. If they wanted us to call them kings
and dukes, I hadn’t no objections, ’long as it would keep peace in the family;
and it warn’t no use to tell Jim, so I didn’t tell him. If I never learnt nothing
else out of pap, I learnt that the best way to get along with his kind of people is
to let them have their own way.

CHAPTER XX

They asked us considerable many questions; wanted to know what we cov-
ered up the raft that way for, and laid by in the daytime instead of running —
was Jim a runaway nigger? Says [ -—

“Goodness sakes, would a runaway nigger run south?”’

No, they allowed he wouldn’t. I had to account for things some way, so I
says:

}"‘My folks was living in Pike County, in Missouri, where I was born, and
they all died off but me and pa and my brother Ike. Pa, he "lowed he’d break
up and go down and live with Uncle Ben, who’s gota little one-horse place on
the river, forty-four mile below Orleans. Pa was pretty poor, and had some
debts; so when he’d squared up there warn’t nothing left but sixteen dollars
and our nigger, Jim. That warn’t enough to take us fourteen hundred mile,
deck passage nor no other way. Well, when the river rose, pa had a streak of
luck one day; he ketched this piece of a raft; so we reckoned we’d go down to
Orleans on it. Pa’s luck didn’t hold out; a steamboat run over the forrard
corner of the raft, one night, and we all went overboard and dove under the
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wheel; Jim and me come up, all right, but pa was drunk, and Ike was only four
years old, so they never come up no more. Well, for the next day or two we
had considerable trouble, because people was always coming out in skiffs and
trying to take Jim away from me, saying they believed he was a runaway nig-

er. We don't run day-times no more, now; nights they don’t bother us.”

The duke says—

“Leave me alone to cipher out a way so we can runin the daytime if we want
to. I'll think the thing over—I'll invent a plan that’ll fix it. We’ll let it alone
for to-day, because of course we don’t want to go by that town yonder in
daylight —it mightn’t be healthy.”

Towards night it begun to darken up and look like rain; the heat lightning
was squirting around, low down in the sky, and the leaves was beginning to
shiver — it was going to be pretty ugly, it was easy to see that. So the duke and
the king went to overhauling our wigwam, to see what the beds was like. My
bed was a straw tick’— better than Jim’s, which was a corn-shuck tick; there’s
always cobs around about in a shuck tick, and they poke into you and hurt;
and when you roll over, the dry shucks sound like you wasrolling over ina pile
of dead leaves; it makes such a rustling that you wake up. Well, the duke al-
lowed he would take my bed; but the king allowed he wouldn’t. He says —

“I should a reckoned the difference in rank would a sejested to you thata
corn-shuck bed warn’t just fitten for me to sleep on. Your Grace’ll take the
shuck bed yourself.”

Jim and me was in a sweat again, for a minute, being afraid there was going
to be some more trouble amongst them; so we was pretty glad when the duke
says —

g "Tis my fate to be always ground into the mire under the iron heel of op-
pression. Misfortune has broken my once haughty spirit; I yield, I submit; "tis
my fate. I am alone in the world —let me suffer; I can bear it.”

We got away as soon as it was good and dark. The king told us to stand well
out towards the middle of the river, and not show a light till we got a long ways
below the town. We come in sight of the little bunch of lights by-and-by —
that was the town, you know —and slid by, about a half a mile out, all right.
When we was three-quarters of a mile below, we hoisted up our signal lan-
tern; and about ten o’clock it come on to rain and blow and thunder and
lighten like everything; so the king told us to both stay on watch till the
weather got better; then him and the duke crawled into the wigwam and
turned in for the night. It was my watch below, till twelve,? but I wouldn’t a
turned in, anyway, if I'd had a bed; because a body don’t see such a storm as
that every day in the week, not by a long sight. My souls, how the wind did
scream along! And every second or two there’d come a glare that lit up the
white-caps for a half a mile around, and you'd see the islands looking dusty
through the rain, and the trees thrashing around in the wind; then comes a
h-wack!—bum! bum! bumble-umble-um-bum-bum-bum-bum—and the
thunder would go rumbling and grumbling away, and quit—and then rip
comes another flash and another sockdolager.3 The waves most washed me
off the raft, sometimes, but I hadn’t any clothes on, and didn’t mind. We

"Mattress.

#Le., Huck is off duty (“'below”) until the middle watch, midnight to 4 a.m.

sTremendous crash, from “doxology,” a hymn in praise of God and traditionally the loudest
part of a church service.
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didn't have no trouble about snags; the lightning was glaring and flittering
around so constant that we could see them plenty soon enough to throw her
head this way or that and miss them.
I had the middle watch, you know, but I was pretty sleepy by that time, so
im he said he would stand the first half of it for me; he was always mighty
ood, that way, Jim was. I crawled into the wigwam, but the king and the duke
had their legs sprawled around so there warn’t no show for me; so I laid
outside — I didn’t mind the rain, because it was warm, and the waves warn't
running so high, now. About two they come up again, though, and Jim was

oing to call me, but he changed his mind because he reckoned they warn’t
high enough yet to do any harm; but he was mistaken about that, for pretty
soon all of a sudden along comes a regular ripper, and washed me overboard.
It most killed Jim a-laughing. He was the easiest nigger to laugh that ever was,
anyway.

IY togk the watch, and Jim he laid down and snored away; and by-and-by the
storm let up for good and all; and the first cabin-light that showed, I rousted
him out and we slid the raft into hiding-quarters for the day.

The king got out an old ratty deck of cards, after breakfast, and him and the
duke played seven-upt a while, five cents a game. Then they got tired of it,
and allowed they would “lay out a campaign,” as they called it. The duke
went down into his carpet-bag and fetched up a lot of little printed bills, and
read them out loud. One bill said, “The celebrated Dr. Armand de Mantal-
ban of Paris,” would ‘‘lecture on the Science of Phrenology” at such and such
a place, on the blank day of blank, at ten cents admission, and **furnish charts
of character at twenty-five cents apiece.”’ The duke said that was him. In an-
other bill he was the “world renowned Shakesperean tragedian, Garrick the
Younger 5 of Drury Lane, London.” In other bills he had a lot of other names
and done other wonderful things, like finding water and gold with a **divin-
ing rod,”® “dissipating witchspells,” and so on. By-and-by he says—

“But the histrionic muse is the darling. Have you ever trod the boards,”
Royalty?”

“No,"” says the king.

“You shall then, before you're three days older, Fallen Grandeur,” says the
duke. “The first good town we come to, we’ll hire a hall and do the sword-
fight in Richard I1I, and the balcony scene in Romeo and Juliet. How does
that strike you?”’

“I’min, up to the hub, for anything that will pay, Bilgewater, but you see [
don't know nothing about play-actin’, and hain’t ever seen much of it. I was
too small when pap used to have "em at the palace. Do you reckon you can

learn me?”’

“Easy!”

“All right. I'm jist a-freezn’ for something fresh, anyway. Less commence,
right away.”

So the duke he told him all about who Romeo was, and who Juliet was, and
said he was used to being Romeo, so the king could be Juliet.

1A card game in which the winner must score seven points.
sDavid Garrick {17r7 - 1779}, British actor, had died the previous century. There was no Garrick

the Younger.
6A forked rod or stick believed to point magically toward water or buried treasure.

7Acted on the stage.




224 ' The Age of Realism

“But if Juliet’s such a young gal, Duke, my peeled head and my white
whiskers is goin’ to look oncommon odd on her, maybe.”

“No, don’t you worry— these country jakes won’t ever think of that. Be-
sides, you know, you'll be in costume, and that makes all the difference in the
world; Juliet’s in a balcony, enjoying the moonlight before she goes to bed,
and she’s got on her night-gown and her ruffled night-cap. Here are the cos-
tumes for the parts.”

He got out two or three curtain-calico suits, which he said was meedyevil
armor for Richard III. and t’other chap,®and a long white cotton night-shirt
and a ruffled night-cap to match. The king was satisfied; so the duke got out
his book and read the parts over in the most splendid spread-eagle? way,
prancing around and acting at the same time, to show how it had got to be
done; then he give the book to the king and told him to get his part by heart.

There was a little one-horse town about three mile down the bend, and
after dinner the duke said he had ciphered out his idea about how to run in
daylight without it being dangersome for Jim; so he allowed he would go
down to the town and fix that thing. The king allowed he would go too, and
see if he couldn’t strike something. We was out of coffee, so Jim said I better
go along with them in the canoe and get some.

When we got there, there warn’t nobody stirring; streets empty, and per-
fectly dead and still, like Sunday. We found a sick nigger sunning himselfin a
back yard, and he said everybody that warn’t too young or too sick or too old,
was gone to camp-meeting, about two mile back in the woods. The king got
the directions, and allowed he’d go and work that camp-meeting for all it was
worth, and I might go, too.

The duke said what he was after was a printing office. We found it; a little
bit of a concern, up over a carpenter shop— carpenters and printers all gone
to the meeting, and no doors locked. It was a dirty, littered-up place, and had
ink marks, and handbills with pictures of horses and runaway niggers on
them, all over the walls. The duke shed his coat and said he was all right, now.
So me and the king lit out for the camp-meeting.

We got there in about a half an hour, fairly dripping, for it was a most awful
hot day. There was as much as a thousand people there, from twenty mile
around. The woods was full of teams and wagons, hitched everywheres, feed-
ing out of the wagon troughs and stomping to keep off the flies. There was
sheds made out of poles and roofed over with branches, where they had lem-
onade and gingerbread to sell, and piles of watermelons and green corn and
such-like truck.

The preaching was going on under the same kinds of sheds, only they was
bigger and held crowds of people. The benches was made out of outside slabs
of logs, with holes bored in the round side to drive sticks into for legs. They
didn’t have no backs. The preachers had high platforms to stand on, at one
end of the sheds. The women had on sun-bonnets; and some had linsey-wool-
sey frocks, some gingham ones, and a few of the young ones had on calico.
Some of the young men was barefooted, and some of the children didn’t have
on any clothes but just a tow-linen” shirt. Some of the old women was knitting,
and some of the young folks was courting on the sly.

®FThe Earl of Richmond.  9Qrnate, exaggerated.
woarse cloth of linen, or cotton, and wool. “"Rough linen.
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The first shed we come to, the preacher was lining out a hymn.* He lined
out two lines, everybody sung it, and it was kind of grand to hear it, there was
so many of them and they done it in such a rousing way; then he lined out two
more for them to sing—and so on. The people woke up more and more, and
sung louder and louder; and towards the end, some begun to groan, and some
begun to shout. Then the preacher begun to preach; and begun in earnest,
too; and went weaving first to one side of the platform and then the other, and
then a leaning down over the front of it, with his arms and his body going all
the time, and shouting his words out with all his might; and every now and
then he would hold up his Bible and spread it open, and kind of pass it around
this way and that, shouting, ““It’s the brazen serpent in the wilderness! Look
uypon itand live!”” And people would shout out, “Glory!— A-a-men !’ And so
he went on, and the people groaning and crying and saying amen:

*“Qh, come to the mourners’ bench! come, black with sin! (gmen!) come,
sick and sore!{amen /) come, lame and halt, and blind!(amen /) come, pore and
needy, sunk in shame! (a-a-amen’) come all that’s worn, and soiled, and
sufferingl— come with a broken spirit! come with a contrite heart! come in
your rags and sin and dirt! the waters that cleanse is free, the door of heaven
stands open—oh, enter in and be at rest! (a-a-men ! glory, glory hallelujah!)”

And so on. You couldn’t make out what the preacher said, any more, on
account of the shouting and crying. Folks got up, everywheres in the crowd,
and worked their way, just by main strength, to the mourners’ bench, with
the tears runming down their faces; and when all the mourners had got up
there to the front benches in a crowd, they sung and shouted, and flung
themselves down on the straw, just crazy and wild.

Well, the first I knowed, the king got agoing; and you could hear him over
everybody; and next he went a-charging up on the piatform and the preacher
he begged him to speak to the people, and he done it. He told them he was a
pirate—been a pirate for thirty years, out in the Indian Ocean, and his crew
was thinned out considerable, last spring, in a fight, and he was home now, to
take out some fresh men, and thanks to goodness he’d been robbed last night,
and put ashore off a steamboat without a cent, and he was glad of it, it was the
blessedest thing that ever happened to him, because he was a changed man
now, and happy for the first time in his life; and poor as he was, he was going
to start right off and work his way back to the Indian Ocean and put in the rest
of his life trying to turn the piratesinto the true path; for he could do it better
than anybody else, being acquainted with all the pirate crews in that ocean;
and though it would take him a long time to get there, without money, he
would get there anyway, and every time he convinced a pirate he would say to
him, “Don’t you thank me, don’t you give me no credit, it all belongs to them
dear people in Pokeville camp-meeting, natural brothers and benefactors of
the race — and that dear preacher there, the truest friend a pirate ever had!”

And then he busted into tears, and so did everybody. Then somebody sings
out, "‘Take up a collection for him, take up a collection!” Well, a half a dozen
made a jump to do it, but somebody sings out, ‘‘Let kim pass the hat around!”
Then everybody said it, the preacher too.

So the king went all through the crowd with his hat, swabbing his eyes, and
blessing the people and praising them and thanking them for being so good to

"Speaking out the words so the congregation, lacking hymnbooks, could follow in song.
BFront seats, near the pulpit, for those who mourn their sins and want to repent.
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the poor pirates away off there; and every little while the prettiest kind of
girls, with the tears running down their cheeks, would up and ask him would
he let them kiss him, for to remember him by; and he always done it; and some
of them he hugged and kissed as many as five or six times—and he was in-
vited to stay a week; and everybody wanted him to live in their houses, and
said they’d think it was an honor; but he said as this was the last day of the
camp-meeting he couldn’t do no good, and besides he was in a sweat to get to
the Indian Ocean right off and go to work on the pirates.

When we got back to the raft and he come to count up, he found he had
collected eighty-seven dollars and seventy-five cents. And then he had
fetched away a three-galion jug of whisky, too, that he found under a wagon
when we was starting home through the woods. The king said, take it all
around, it laid over any day he’d ever put in the missionarying line. He said 1t
warn’t no use talking, heathens don’tamount to shucks, alongside of pirates,
to work a camp-meeting with.

The duke was thinking ke’d been doing pretty well, till the king come to
show up, but after that he didn’t think so so much. He had set upand printed
off two little jobs for farmers, in that printing office — horse bills—and took
the money, four dollars. And he had got in ten dollars’” worth of advertise-
ments for the paper, which he said he would put in for four dollars if they
would pay in advance — so they done it. The price of the paper was two dol-
lars a year, but he took in three subscriptions for half a dollar apiece on condi-
tion of them paying him in advance; they were going to pay in cord-wood and
onions, as usual, but he said he had just bought the concern and knocked
down the price as low as he could afford it, and was going to run it for cash. He
set up a little piece of poetry, which he made, himself, out of his own head —
three verses — kind of sweet and saddish— the name of it was, **Yes, crush,
cold world, this breaking heart” —and he left that all set up and ready to
print in the paper and didn’t charge nothing for it. Well, he took in nine dol-
lars and a half, and said he’d done a pretty square day’s work for it.

Then he showed us another little job he’d printed and hadn’t charged for,
because it was for us. It had a picture of a runaway nigger, with a bundle ona
stick, over his shoulder, and “‘$200 reward” under it. The reading was all
about Jim, and just described him to a dot. It said he run away from St.
Jacques’ plantation, forty mile below New Orleans, last winter, and likely
went north, and whoever would catch him and send him back, he could have
the reward and expenses.

“Now,” says duke, “‘after to-night we can run in the day-time if we want to.
Whenever we see anybody coming, we can tie Jim hand and foot with a rope,
and lay him in the wigwam and show this handbill and say we captured him up
the river, and were too poor to travel ona steamboat, so we got this little raft
on credit from our friends and are going down to get the reward. Handcuffs
and chains would look better on Jim, but it wouldn’t go well with the story of
us being so poor. Too much like jewelry. Ropes are the correct thing — we
must preserve the unities, as we say on the boards.”

We all said the duke was pretty smart, and there couldn’t be no trouble
about running day-times. We judged we could make miles enough that night
to get out of the reach of the pow-wow we reckoned the duke’s work in the

4The dramatic unities of time, place, and action of the neoclassic French theater.
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rinting office was going to make in that little town—then we could boom
right along, if we wanted to.

We laid low and kept still, and never shoved out till nearly ten o’clock; then
we slid by, pretty wide away from the town, and didn’t hoist our lantern till we
was clear out of sight of it.

When Jim called me to take the watch at four in the morning, he says —

“Huck, does you reck’n we gwyne to run acrost any mo’ kings on dis trip?”’

“No,” I says, I reckon not.”

“Well,” says he, “dat’s all right, den. I doan’ mine one er two kings, but
dat’s enough. Dis one’s powerful drunk, en de duke ain” much better.”

Ifound Jim had been trying to get him to talk French, so he could hear what
it was like; but he said he had been in this country so long, and had so much
trouble, he’d forgot it.

CHAPTER XXI

It was after sun-up, now, but we went right on, and didn’t tie up. The king
and the duke turned out, by-and-by, looking pretty rusty; but after they’d
jumped overboard and took a swim, it chippered them up a good deal. After
breakfast the king he took a seat on a corner of the raft, and pulled off his
boots and rolled up his britches, and let his legs dangle in the water, so as to be
comfortable, and lit his pipe, and went to getting his Romeo and Juliet by
heart. When he had got it pretty good, him and the duke begun to practice it
together. The duke had to learn him over and over again, how to say every
speech; and he made him sigh, and put his hand on his heart, and after while
he said he done it pretty well; “only,” he says, *‘'you mustn’t bellow out Romeo !
that way, like a bull— you must say it soft, and sick, and languishy, so— R-o-
o-meo! thatis the idea; for Juliet’s a dear sweet mere child of a girl, you know,
and she don’t bray like a jackass.”

Well, next they got out a couple of long swords that the duke made out of
oak laths, and begun to practice the sword-fight —the duke called himself
Richard I11.; and the way they laid on, and pranced around the raft was grand
to see. But by-and-by the king tripped and fell overboard, and after that they
took a rest, and had a talk about all kinds of adventures they'd had in other
times along the river,

After dinner, the duke says:

“Well, Capet,' we'll want to make this a first-class show, you know, so 1
guess we’lladd alittle more to it. We want a little something to answer encores
with, anyway.”

“What’s onkores, Bilgewater?”

The duke told him, and then says:

“I"ll answer by doing the Highland fling or the sailor’s hornpipe;* and you
—well, let me see— oh, I've got it—you can do Hamlet’s soliloquy.”

“Hamlet’s which?”

““Hamlet’s soliloquy, you know; the most celebrated thing in Shakespeare.
Ah, it’s sublime, sublime! Always fetches the house. I haven’t got it in the
book —I've only got one volume — but 1 reckon I can piece it out from mem-

‘Family name of Louis XVI.
*Highland fling: a lively Scottish dance. Sailor’s hornpipe: a dance in which the performer, ac-
companied by a hornpipe, acts out the tasks of a sailor.
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you see what you got by it. They’ve got all their own money back, and all of
ourn but a shekel® or two, besides. G’long to bed — and don’t you deffersit me
no more deffersits, long ’s you live!”

So the king sneaked into the wigwam, and took to his bottle for comfort;
and before long the duke tackled hzs bottle; and so in about a halfan hour they
was as thick as thieves again, and the tighter they got, the lovinger they got;
and went off a snoring in each other's arms. They both got powerful mellow,
but I'noticed the king didn’t get mellow enough to forget to remember to not
deny about hiding the money-bag again. That made me feel easy and satis-
fied. Of course when they got to snoring, we had a long gabble, and I told Jim
everything.

CHAPTER XXXI

We dasn’t stop again at any town, for days and days; kept right along down
the river. We was down south in the warm weather, now, and a mighty long
ways from home. We begun to come to trees with Spanish moss on them,
hanging down from the limbs like long gray beards. It was the first [ ever sec it
growing, and it made the woods look solemn and dismal. So now the frauds
reckoned they was out of danger, and they begun to work the villages again.

First they done a lecture on temperance; but they didn’t make enough for
them both to get drunk on. Then in another village they started a dancing
school; but they didn’t know no more how to dance than a kangaroo does; so
the first prance they made, the general public jumped in and pranced them
out of town. Another time they tried a go at yellocution; but they didn’t yel-
locute long till the audience got up and give them a solid good cussing and
made them skip out. They tackled missionarying, and mesmerizering, and
doctoring, and telling fortunes, and a little of everything; but they couldn’t
seem to have no luck. So at last they got just about dead broke, and laid
around the raft, as she Aoated along, thinking, and thinking, and never saying
nothing, by the half a day at a time, and dreadful blue and desperate.

And at last they took a change, and begun to lay their heads together in the
wigwam and talk low and confidential two or three hours at a time. Jimand
me got uneasy. We didn’t like the iook of it. We judged they was studying up
some kind of worse deviltry than ever. We turned it over and over, and at last
we made up our minds they was going to break into somebody’s house or
store, or was going into the counterfeit-money business, or something. So
then we was pretty scared, and made up an agreement that we wouldn't have
nothing in the worid to do with such actions, and if we ever got the least show
we wouid give them the cold shake, and clear out and leave them behind.
Well, early one morning we hid the raft in a good safe place about two mile
below a little bit of a shabby village, named Pikesviile, and the king he went
ashore, and told us all to stay hid whilst he went up to town and smelt around
to see if anybody had got any wind of the Royal Nonesuch there yet. (“House
to rob, you mean,” says I to myself; “‘and when you get through robbing it
you'll come back here and wonder what’s become of me and Jim and the raft
—and you’ll have to take it out in wondering.”) And he said if he warn’t back

*An ancient coin of the Near East; here the term is used to mean any coin that does not have
high monetary value,
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E by mid-day, the duke and me would know it was all right, and we was to come
alosr:)gwe staid where we was. The duke he fretted and sweated around, and
was in a mighty sour way. He scolded us for everything, and we couldn’t seem
to do nothing right; he found fault with every little thing. Something was
a-brewing, sure. I was good and glad when midday come and no king; we
could have a change, anyway -— and maybe a chance for the change, on top of
it. So me and the duke went up to the village, and hunted around there for the
king, and by-and-by we found him in the back room of a little low doggery,
very tight,and alot of loafers bullyragging him for sport, and he a cussing and
threatening with all his might, and so tight he couldn’t walk, and couldn’t do
nothing to them. The duke he begun to abuse him for an old fool, and the
king begun to sass back; and the minute they was fairly at it, I lit out, and
shook the reefs out of * my hind legs, and spun down the river road like a deer
—for I see our chance; and I made up my mind that it would be a long day
before they ever see me and Jim again. I got down there all out of breath but
loaded up with joy, and sung out —

“Set her loose, Jim, we're all right now!”

But there warn’t no answer, and nobody come out of the wigwam. Jim was
gone!lsetupa shout —and then another —and then another one; and run
this way and that in the woods, whooping and screeching; but it warn’t no use
—old Jim was gone. Then I set down and cried; I couldn’t help it. But I
couldn’t set still long. Pretty soon I went out on the road, trying to think what
I better do, and I run across a boy walking, and asked him if he’d seen a
strange nigger, dressed so and so, and he says:

“Yes.”

“Whercabouts?"” says I.

“Down to Silas Phelps’s place, two mile below here. He's a runaway nigger,
and they’ve got him. Was you looking for him?”

“You bet I ain’t! I run across him in the woods about an hour or two ago,
and he said if I hollered he’d cut my livers out —and told me to lay down and
stay where I was; and 1 done it. Been there ever since; afeard to come out.”
“Well,” he says, ‘‘you needn’t be afeard no more, becuz they’ve got him.
He run off £'m down South, som’ers.”

“It’s a good job they got him.”

“Well, I reckon! There’s two hundred dollars reward on him. It’s like pick-
ing up money out'n the road.”

“Yes, it is—and F could a had it if I'd been big enough; I see him first. Who
nailed him?”

“It was an old fellow —a stranger — and he sold out his chance in him for
forty dollars, becuz he’s got to go up the river and can’t wait. Think o’ that,
now! You bet I'd wait, if it was seven year.”

“That’s me, every time,” says 1. “But maybe his chance ain’t worth no
more than that, if he’ll sell it so cheap. Maybe there’s something ain’t straight
about it.”

“But it is, though — straight as a string. I see the handbill myself. It tells all
about him, to a dot — paints him like a picture, and tells the plantation he’s

‘Saloon.
*Stretched out.
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frum, below Newrleans. No-sirree-bob, they ain’t no trouble "bout that specu-
lation, you bet you. Say, gimme a chaw tobacker, won't ye?”’

I didn’t have none, so he left. I went to the raft, and set down in the wigwam
to think. But I couldn’t come to nothing. I thought till I wore my head sore,
but I couldn’t see no way out of the trouble. After all this long journey, and
after all we'd done for them scoundrels, here was it all come to nothing,
everything all busted up and ruined, because they could have the heart to
serve Jim such a trick as that, and make him a slave again all his life, and
amongst strangers, too, for forty dirty dollars.

Once I said to myself it would be a thousand times better for Jim to be a
slave at home where his family was, as long as he’d got to be aslave, and so I'd
better write a letter to Tom Sawyer and tell him to tell Miss Watson where he
was. But I soon give up that notion, for two things: she’d be mad and dis-
gusted at his rascality and ungratefulness for leaving her, and so she’d sell him
straight down the river again; and if she didn’t everybody naturally despises
an ungrateful nigger, and they’d make Jim feelit all the time, and so he'd feel
ornery and disgraced. And then think of me! It would get all around, that
Huck Finn helped a nigger to get his freedom; and if ] wasto ever see anybody
from that town again, I'd be ready to get down and lick his boots for shame.
That's just the way: a person does a low-down thing, and then he don’t want
to take no consequences of it. Thinks as long as he can hide it, it ain’t no dis-
grace. That was my fix exactly. The more I studied about this, the more my
conscience went to grinding me, and the more wicked and low-down and or-
nery I got to feeling. And at last, when it hit me all of a sudden that here was
the plain hand of Providence slapping me in the face and letting me know my
wickedness was being watched all the time from up there in heaven, whilst 1
was stealing a poor old woman’s nigger that hadn’t ever done me no harm,
and now was showing me there’s One that’s always on the lookout, and ain’t
agoing to allow no such miserable doings to go only just so fur and no further,
I most dropped in my tracks I was so scared. Well, I tried the best 1 could to
kinder soften it up somehow for myself, by saying I was brung up wicked, and
so I warn’t so much to blame; but something inside of me kept saying, *“There
was the Sunday school, you could a gone to it; and if you'd a done it they'd a
learnt you, there, that people that acts as I'd been acting about that nigger
goes to everlasting fire.”

It made me shiver. And I about made up my mind to pray; and see if |
couldn’t try to quit being the kind of a boy I was, and be better. So 1 kneeled
down. But the words wouldn’t come. Why wouldn’t they? It warn’t no use to
try and hide it from Him. Nor from me, neither. I knowed very well why they
wouldn’t come. It was because my heart warn’t right; it was because I warn’t
square; it was because I was playing double. I was letting on to give up sin, but
away inside of me I was holding to the biggest one of all. I was trying to make
my mouth say I would do the right thing and the clean thing, and go and write
to that nigger’s owner and tell where he was; but deep downin me I knowed it
was a lie—and He knowed it. You can’t pray a lie—1 found that out.

So I was full of trouble, full as I could be; and didn’t know what to do. At last
I had an idea; and I says, I'll go and write the letter —and then see if 1 can
pray. Why, it was astonishing, the way I felt aslightasa feather, right straight
off, and my troubles all gone. So 1 gota piece of paper and a pencil, all glad
and excited, and set down and wrote:
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Miss Watson your runaway nigger Jim is down here two mile below Pikesville and
Mr. Phelps has got him and he will give him up for the reward if you send.
Huck Finn.

I felt good and all washed clean of sin for the first time I had ever felt so in
my life, and 1 knowed ! could pray now. But 1 didn’t do it straight off, but laid
the paper down and set there thinking — thinking how good-it was all this
happened 50, and how near [ come to being lost and going to hell. And went
on thinking. And got to thinking over our trip down the river; and I see Jim
before me, all the time, in the day, and in the night-time, sometimes moon-
light, sometimes storms, and we a floating along, talking, and singing, and
laughing. But somehow I couldn’t seem to strike no places to harden me
against him, but only the other kind. I'd see him standing my watch on top of
his'n, stead of calling me, so 1 could go on sleeping; and see him how glad he
was when I come back out of the fog; and when I come to him again in the
swamp, up there where the feud was; and such-like times; and would always
call me honey, and pet me, and do everything he could think of for me, and
how good he always was; and at last I struck the time I saved him by telling the
men we had small-pox aboard, and he was so grateful, and said I was the best
friend ole Jim ever had in the world, and the oniy one he’s got now; and then 1
happened to look around, and see that paper.

It was a close place. I took it up, and held it in my hand. I was a trembling,
because I'd got to decide, forever, betwixt two things, and [ knowed it. I stud-
ied a minute, sort of holding my breath, and then says to myselt:

“All right, then, I'll go to hell” —and tore it up.

It was awful thoughts, and awful words, but they was said. And I let them
stay said; and never thought no more about reforming. I shoved the whole
thing out of my head; and said I would take up wickedness again, which was in
my hine, being brung up to it, and the other warn’t. And for a starter, I would
go to work and steal Jim out of slavery again; and if I could think up anything
worse, 1 would do that, too; because as long as 1 was in, and in for good, 1
might as well go the whole hog.

Then I set to thinking over how to get at 1, and turned over considerable
many things in my mind; and at last fixed up a plan that suited me. So then 1
took the bearings of a woody island that was down the river a piece, and as
soon as it was fairly dark I crept out with my raft and went for it, and hid it
there, and then turned in. Islept the night through, and got up before it was
light, and had my breakfast, and put on my store clothes, and tied up some
others and one thing or another in a bundle, and took the canoe and cleared
for shore. I landed below where I judged was Phelps'’s place, and hid my bun-
dle in the woods, and then filled up the canoe with water, and loaded rocks
into her and sunk her where I could find her again when [ wanted her,abouta
quarter of a mile below a little steam sawmill that was on the bank.

Then I struck up the road, and when | passed the mill [ see a sign on it,
“Phelps’s Sawmill,”” and when [ come to the farm-houses, two or three
hundred yards further along, I kept my eyes peeled, but didn’t see nobody
around, though it was good daylight, now. But I1didn’t mind, because I didn’t
want to see nobody just yet — I only wanted to get the lay of the land. Ac-
cording to my plan, 1 was going to turn up there from the village, not from
below. So I just took a look, and shoved along, straight for town. Well, the
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very first man I see, when I got there, was the duke. He was sticking up a bill
for the Royal Nonesuch — three-night performance — like that other time.
They had the cheek, them frauds I was right on him, before I could shirk. He
looked astonished, and says:

“Hel-lo! Where’d you come from?” Then he says, kind of glad and eager,
“Where's the raft?—got her in a good place?”

I says:

“Why, that’s just what I was agoing to ask your grace.”

Then he didn’t look so joyful —and says:

“What was your idea for asking me?” he says.

“Well,” I says, “‘when I see the king in that doggery yesterday, I says to my-
self, we can’t get him home for hours, till he’s soberer; so I went a loafing
around town to put in the time, and wait. A man up and offered me ten cents
to help him pull a skiff over the river and back to fetch a sheep, and so [ went
along; but when we was dragging him to the boat, and the man left me aholt of
the rope and went behind him to shove him along, he was too strong for me,
and jerked loose and run, and we after him, We didn’t have no dog, and so we
had to chase him all over the country till we tired him out. We never got him
till dark, then we fetched him over, and I started down for the raft. When I
got there and see it was gone, 1 says to myself, ‘they’ve got into trouble and
had to leave; and they’ve took my nigger, which is the only nigger I've got in
the world, and now I’m in a strange country, and ain’t got no property no
more, nor nothing, and no way to make my living;’ so I set down and cried. I
slept in the woods all night. But what did become of the raft then?—and Jim,
poor Jim!” _

“Blamed if / know — that is, what’s become of the raft. That old fool had
made a trade and got forty dollars, and when we found him in the doggery the
loafers had matched half dollars with him and got cvery cent but what he’d
spent for whisky; and when I got him home late last night and found the raft
gone, we said, ‘That little rascal has stole our raft and shook us, and run off
down the river.” ”

“Iwouldn’t shake my nigger, would I? —the only nigger I had in the world,
and the only property.”

“We never thought of that. Fact s, I reckon we’d come to consider him our
nigger; yes, we did consider him so—goodness knows we had trouble
enough for him. So when we see the raft was gone, and we flat broke, there
warn’t anything for it but to try the Royal Nonesuch another shake. And I've
pegged along ever since, dry as a powder-horn. Where's that ten cents? Give
it here.”

I'had considerable money, so I give him ten cents, but begged him to spend
it for something to eat, and give me some, because it was all the money [ had,
and I hadn’t had nothing to eat since yesterday. He never said nothing. The
next minute he whirls on me and says:

“Do you reckon that nigger would blow on us? We’d skin him if he done
that!”

“How can he blow? Hain’t he run off?”’

“No! That old fool sold him, and never divided with me, and the money’s
gone.”

“Sold him?” I says, and begun to cry; ““why, he was my nigger, and that was
my money. Where is he?—1I want my nigger.”

“Well, you can’t get your nigger, that’s all—so dry up your blubbering.
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Looky here —do you think you’d venture to blow on us? Blamed if I think I'd
trust you. Why, if you was to blow on us "

He stopped, but I never see the duke look so ugly out of his eyes before. I
went on a-whimpering, and says:

“I don’t want to blow on nobody; and I ain’t got no time to blow, nohow. 1
got to turn out and find my nigger.”

He looked kinder bothered, and stood there with his bills fluttering on his
arm, thinking, and wrinkling up his forehead. At last he says:

“I'lltell you something. We got to be here three days. If you’ll promise you
won’t blow, and won't let the nigger blow, 'l tell you where to find him.”

So I promised, and he says:

“A farmer by the name of Silas Ph " and then he stopped. You see he
started to tell me the truth; but when he stopped, that way, and begun to
study and think again, I reckoned he was changing his mind. And so he was.
He wouldn't trust me; he wanted to make sure of having me out of the way the
whole three days. So pretty soon he says: “The man that bought him is named
Abram Foster — Abram G. Foster —and he lives forty mile back here in the
country, on the road to Lafayette.”

“All right,” T says, “I can walk it in three days. And Dll start this very
afternoon.”

“No you won't, you'll start now; and don’t you lose any time about it, nei-
ther, nor do any gabbling by the way. Just keep a tight tongue in your head
and move right along, and then you won’t get into trouble with us, d’ye
hear?”

That was the order I wanted, and that was the one [ played for. I wanted to
be left free to work my plans.

“So clear out,” he says; ‘‘and you can tell Mr. Foster whatever you want to.
Maybe you can get him to believe that Jim is your nigger — some idiots don't
require documents— leastways I've heard there’s such down South here.
And when you tell him the handbill and the reward’s bogus, maybe he’ll be-
lieve you when you explain to him what the idea was for getting "em out. Go
long, now, and tell him anything you want to; but mind you don’t work your

jaw any between here and there.”

So Ileft, and struck for the back country. I didn’t look around, but I kinder
felt like he was watching me. But I knowed I could tire him out at that. I went
straight out in the country as much as a mile, before I stopped; then I doubled
back through the woods towards Phelps’s. I reckoned I better start in on my
plan straight off, without fooling around, because I wanted to stop Jim’s
mouth till these fellows could get away. I didn’t want no trouble with their
kind. I'd seen all I wanted to of them, and wanted to get entirely shut of them.

CHAPTER XXXII

When I got there it was still and Sunday-like, and hot and sunshiny — the
hands was gone to the fields; and there was them kind of faint dronings of
bugs and flies in the air that makes it seem so lonesome and like everybody’s
dead and gone; and if a breeze fans along and quivers the leaves, it makes you
feel mournful, because you feel like it’s spirits whispering —spirits that's
been dead ever so many years—and you always think they're talking about
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The Flesh and the Spirit® -

In secret place where L onee stood
Close by the banks Oﬂlacrlm flood,
I heard two sisters reas_g_l}w on o
ﬁl’;;és that are past and thmgs to come..
One Flésh wis called, who had her eye _ 5
On worldly wealth and vanity;
The other Spirit, who did rear
Her thoughts unto a higher sphere. :
“Sister,” quoth Flesh, “what liv’st thou on—
Nothlng but medltatmn? 10
Doth Contemp[q_tlon feed thee, so
Regardlessly to let earth go?
--€an Speculation 3atisfy
Né)t1on7 without Reality? ‘
Dost dream of things beyond the moon, 15
And dost thou hope to dwell there soon?
Hast treasures there laid up in store,
That all in th’ world thou count’st but poor?
N Art fancy sick, or turned a sot,

: - icand
N To catch at shadows which are’nat? 20
Lt el .. Come, come, I'll show unto thy sense
LX[; .‘\--{ ' * Industry hath its recompense.

What canst desire but thou mayst see
True substance in variety? _
Dost hon fike? Acquire the same, 25
L As some of their immortal fame;
' And trophies to-thy name erect
| Which wearing time shall ne’ er de]ect SN
] For fichgs dost thou long full s sor}e“ D
.= Sl e il b
Behold énough of precious store. " 7 30
Earth hath more silver, pearls, and gold
Than eyes can sgeor hands can hon\
iecli 3 thpu [easure”Take thy fill,
Earth Zatlh enough of what you will.
Then let not go, what thou mayst find, 35
Foﬁgmgs unknown, only in mind.”
Spirit} “Be still, thou um:egg:nerate part;
“Disturb no more my sgttle heart,

— ¢ For I have: vowed {and so will do)
N\'f&\ ~ ¢ Thee as a(foe, still to pursue, 40
25 And(combatwlth thee will and must

i " Until I see thee laid in th’ dust.
Sisters we are, yea, twins we be,

5. This poem seems to be an expansion of and soul, was an established convention. Various
St. Paul’s conception of the strife berween the  forms of the debate poem reappeared among the
Flesh and the Spirit (noted in The Works of Anme - Jacobean writers-of Mrs. Bradstreet’s epoch.
Bradstreet * * *, edited by J. H. Ellis, p. 381). ~ 6. Cf. the Latin Jacrima, “a tear.” .

See especially Romans viii, passize. In medieval 7. Le., knowledge; cf. the Latin notio. -

poetry, the “debate,” especially between body
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Yet deadly feud “twixt thee and me; st
For from one father we are not: }\2\ pit b s
4. Thou U by old Adam wast begort, T
‘But my arisg,is from above, ' §{ U " l
Whence my ear Father I do love. !
Thou speak’st me fair but ‘lK\t st me sore} F\Dﬁ\,\,
Thy flattering shows I'll trust fio more“/b A 50
How oft thy slave hast thou me made '
When I believed what thou hast said,
Ty ~ And never had more cause of woe
,\‘ P Than when 1 did what thou baqﬁft do. ‘
Voo Tl stop mine ears at these thy ¢ arms ‘ 55
: And count them for my deadly harms B
LA Thy Sinful pleasures I do hate, ~~~
i Thytiches are to me no bait,
R Thine honors do nor will T love; _
N _For my ambition lies above. ' ‘ 60
"My greatest honor it shall be - - ‘
When I am \Qg}/r over thee
/" And triumph shall, with laurel head,
When thou my captive shalt be led.
How I do live thou need’st not scoff, 65
' For I have'meat thou know’st not of;?
' The hidden:fanna? I do eat,
The word of life’it is my meat.
My thoughts do yield me more content”
Than can thy hours in pleasure spent. 70
Nor are they shadows which T catch, '
Nor fancies vain at which I'snatch;
But reach at things that are so high,
Beyond thy dull capacity, _
Fternal substarice I do see, 75
With which enriched I would be;
Mine eye doth pierce the heavens, and see
What is invisible to thee. :
My garments are nog silk nor;gold
Nor such l1ke trash which earth doth hold, 80
N But royal robés [ shall have on
More glorious than the glist’ring sun.!
My crown not diamonds, pearls, and gold,
But such as, angehheads fold RN
The City? where I hope to well 7 o e
There’s none on earth can paraliel; '
;7 The stately walls both high and strong
. }.,"‘. 5 Are made of precious Jjasper Btone; i, 20V
\"\r P The gates of pearl both rich and clear;

G e Tl i T 1. Cf Revelation vi: 11.

83




1666?

4. This casual poem is one of Anne Bradstreet’s
most de{igh}:{fﬂ and genuine. It recounts with
humor hér feelings at seeing her poems in print in
1650 without her authorization or correction,
and her subsequent efforts to improve them. It
appears that she intended this ro stand last

The Author to Her Book 49

And angels are for porters there; 90
The streets thereof transparent gold,

Such as no eye did e’er behold;

A crystal river there doth run,

Which doth proceed from the Lamb’s throne;

Of life there are the waters sure, 95
Which shall remain forever pure;

Nor sun nor moon they have no need,

For glory doth from God proceed;

No candle there, nor yet torchlight,

For there shall be no darksome night. 100
From sickness and infirmity :

For evermore they shall be free, -

Nor withéring age shall eer cofne there,

But beauty shall be bright and clear.

This City pure is not for thee, . . 105
For thifgs unclean there shall ot be. R

If T of hegven may/ha've my fill, &

Thke thifu the world, and 411 tiaf will.”

1678
The Author to Her Book* — .., ., 1

Thou ill-formed offspring of my feeble brain,

Who after birth did’st by my side remain,

Till snatched from thence by friends, less wise than true,

Who thee abroad exposed to public view;

Made thee in rags, halting, to the press to trudge, 5
Where errors were not lessened, all may judge. ©"

At thy return my blushing was not small,

My rambling brat {in print) should mother call;

[ cast thee ‘i’;y as %{lﬁ}@dnﬁt for light,

Thy visage was so irksome in my sight; 10
Yet being mine own, at ler?lig't)h affection would

Thy blemishes amend, if so I could:

I washed thy face, but more defects I saw,

And rubbing off a spot, still made a flaw. ..

I stretched thy joints to make thee even(feet 15
Yet still thou run’st more hobbling than is meet;

In better dress to trim thee was my TR

But nought save homespun cloth, in the house I find.

In this array, ‘mongst vulgars may’st thou roam;

In criticks hands beware thou dost not come; 20
And take thy way where yet thou are not known.

among her poems when she revised them about
1666 for a proposed second edition. Whoever
sent the volume to the printer after her death
added a subsequent section of thirteen “Posthu-
mous Poems,”
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If for thy Father asked, say thou had’st none;
And for thy Mother, she alas is poor,
Which caused her thus to send thee out of door.

1666? - 1678
Before the Birth of One of Her Children®

All things within this fading world hath end,
Adversity doth still our joys attend;
No ties so strong, no friends so dear and sweet,
But with death’s parting blow is sure to meet,
The sentence past is most irLZvocablfiE) Sl 5
. I VECLICAE
A common thing, yet oh, inevitable.
How soon, my dear, death may my steps attend,
How soon’t may be thy lot to lose thy friend,
We both are ignorant, yet love bids me
These farewell lines to recommend to thee, 10
That when that knot’s untied that made us one,
I may seem thine, who in effect am none.
And if I see not half my days that’s due,
What nature would, God grant to yours and you;
The many faults that well you know [ have 15
L Let be interred in my oblivion’s grave;
o If any worth or virtue were in me,
G Let that live freshly in thy memory
And when thou feel’st no grief, as I no harms,
Yet love thy dead, who long lay in thine arms: 20
And when thy loss shall be repaid with gains
Look to my little babes, my dear remains.
And if thou love thyself, or ioved’st me,
These O protect from stepdame’s injury.
And if chance to thine é §{:ﬁi:§f bring this verse, 25
With some sad sighs honor my absent hearse;
.. And kiss this paper for thy love’s dear sake,
"+ % "Who with salt tears this last farewell did take.

I 1678

L To My Dear and Loving Husband
£ .
: ;o If ever two were one, then surely we,
3 ", Ifever man were loved by wife, then thee;
N ok If ever wife was happy in a man,
*\" Compare with me ye women if you can.

I prize thy love more than whole mines of gold, 5
Or all the riches that the East doth hoeld.
My love is such that rivers cannot quench,
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6. Le., from the sun’s winter position.
7. The sun’s summer position.

In Memory of My Dear Grandchild Elizabeth Bradstreet

Nor ought but love from thee give gé;pg]pe_qs e,
Thy love is such I can no way repay; A
The heavens reward thee manifold, I pray.
Then while we live, in love let’s so@ever,ﬂi)\
That when we live no more we may Tive ever. )

A Letter to Her Husband, Absent upon Public Employment

My head, my heart, mine eyes, my life, nay, more,
My joy, my@@of earthly store, IRy
If two be one, as surely thou and I,
How stayest thou there, whilst T at Ipswich lie?
So many steps, head from the heart to sever,

If but a neck, soon should we be together.

I, like the earth this season, mourn in black,

:\‘?Qf i

- My sun is gone so far in’s zodiac,

Whom whilst I *joyed; nor storms, nor frost I felt,
His warmth such frigid colds did cause to melt.
My chilled limbs now numbed lie forlorn;
Return, return, sweet Sol, from Capricorn;®
In this dead time, alas, what can I more

" Than view those fruits which'through thy heat I bore?
Which sweet contentment yield me for a space,
True living pictures of their father’s face.
O strange effect! now thou art southward gone,
I weary grow, the tedious day so long;
But when thou northward to me shalt return,
I wish my sun may never set, but burn
Within the Cancer” of my glowing breast,
The welcome house of him my dearest guest.
Where ever, ever stay, and go not thence,
Till nature’s sad decree shall call thee hence;

/ Flesh of thy flesh, bone of thy bone,
k I here, thou there, yet both but one.

[ In Memory of My Dear Grandchild Elizabeth Bradstreet,
Who Deceased August, 1665 Being a Year and a Half Old

Farewell dear babe, my heart’s too much content,
Farewell sweet babe, the pleasure of mine eye,

: e
-, Farewell fair flower that for a space was lent,

¥ Then ta’en away-iinto eternity.
Blest babe why should I once bewail thy fate,
Or sigh the days so soon were terminate;
Sith® thou art settled in an everlasting state.

8. Since.

51
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25
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/ * Sinners in the Hands of an Angry God*

peuT. 0. Their foot shall slide in due time.

In this verse is threatened the vengeance of God on the wicked unbelieving Is-
raclites, that were God’s visible people, and lived under méans of grace® and that,

“fiotwithstanding all God’s wonderful works that he had wrought towards that

people, yet remained, as is expressed, ver. 28, void of counsel, having no under-
standing in them; and that, under all the cultivations of Heaven, brought forth
bitter and poisonous fruit; as in the two verses next preceding the text.® .
The expression that I have chosen for my text, Their foot shall slide in due
time, seems to imply the following things, relating to the punishment and destruc-

./ tion that these wicked Israelites were exposed to.

1. THE'{iﬁé&’ﬁféﬁé@i@'}zé?ﬁé?;&ffﬁédsﬂt}ﬁction, as one that stands or walks
in slippery places is always-exposed to fall. This is implied in the manner of their
destruction’s coming upon them, being represented by their foot’s sliding. The
same is expressed, Psal. lxxiii. 18. Surely thou didst set them.in slippery places;
thou castedst them down into destruction. [ -

2. It implies that they were always exposed to(§_yddez_1>unexpected destruc-
tion. As he that walks in slippery places is every moment liable to fall; he can’t
foresee one moment whether he shall stand or fall the next; and when he does
fall, he falls at once, without warning. Which is also expressed in thar, Psal.
Ixxiii. 18, 19. Surely thou didst set them in slippery places; thou castedst them

down into destruction. How are they brought into desolation as in a moment?

4. Edwards delivered this sermon on July 8,
1741, at Enfield, Connecticur, at the height of the
Great Awakening, a revival of some ten years’
duration for which he was largely responsible.
The preacher was attempting to bring the mem-
bers of the congregation to share his understand-
ing of the truth, not merely to terrify them with
as vivid a glimpse into Hell as the human imagi-
nation has been able to conceive. That he suc-
ceeded in this last effect there can be no doubt; in
fact, to the modern reader, the sermon may seem
an unnecessarily vehement attack on the sober
congregation at Enfield, Many of Edwards’s lis-
teners were, however, members of the church
only by reason of the Half-Way Covenant, a New
England revision of Congregationalist doctrine
then almost a century old. Church membership
had originally been granted to the children of
parents who had confessed to a personal experi-
ence of conversion; the Half-Way Covenant ex-
tended this provision to the third generation, even
though neither they nor their parents had made a
confession,

Edwards’s real purpose, therefore, was to de-

EJeZit

nize their total and inherited depravity and thar
the “mere good pleasure” of God must determine
whether or not they should be saved. ]
The sermon follows the traditional three-part
pattern: an elucidation of a biblical text, the
Calvinistic doctrine depending upon it, and the
application of the text to the contemporary situa-
tion. The text is that of the first edition of 1741,
except that we have reduced initial capitals to
lowercase whenever they represent the arbitrary
adornment of the period but distract the modern
reader’s attention.
§. In Calvinistic doctrine as formulated in the
Westminster Confession, the “means of grace”
are supplied by the ordinances, which “are the
preaching of the word and the administration of
the sacraments of baptism and the Lord’s Sup-
per.” Edwards is here drawing a parailel between
his own people and the Israelites, both “God’s
visible people”: the Israelites” “means of grace”
were embodied in the Ten Commandments.
6. Much of this chapter of Jeuteronomy is a
song sung by Mases to the Istgetites exhorting
Theri 76 répent and prepare for the Promised
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3. Another thing implied is that they are liable to fali of(;'_},emse[yég,\,,ith out
being thrown down by the hand of another. As he that stands or walks on slip.
pery ground, needs nothing but his own weight to throw him down,

4. That the reason why they are not fallen already, and don’t f4]] now, is
only that God’s appointed time is not come. For it is said, that when thar due
time, or appointed time comes, their foot shall slide. Then they shall be left to fal]
as they are inclined by their own weight. God won’t hold them up in these slip-
pery places any longer, but will let them go; and then, at that very instant, they
shall fall into destruction; as he that stands in such slippery declining ground on
the edge of a pit that he can’t stand dlone, when he is let go he immediately falls
and is lost.

The observation from the words that I would now insist upon is this,

There is nothing that keeps wicked men, at any one moment, out of Hell, but
the mere pleasure of God,

By the mere pleasure of God, I mean his sovereign pleasure, his arbitrary
will, restrained by no obligation, hindered by nio manner of difficulty, any more
than if nothing else but God’s mere will had in the last degree, or in any respect
whatsoever, any hand in the preservation of wicked men one moment.”

The truth of this observation may appear by the following considerations.

1. There is no want of power in God to cast wicked men into Hell at any mo-
ment. Men’s hands can’t be strong when God rises up: the strongest have no
‘power to resist him, nor can any deliver out of his hands, _

He is not only able to cast wicked men into Hell, but he can most easily: do
it. Sometimes an earthly prince meets with a great deal of difficulty to subdue a
“rebel, that has found means to fortify himself and has made himself strong by the
numbers of his followers. But it is not so with God. There is no fortress that is any
defence from the power of God. Tho’ hand join in hand, and vast multitudes of
God’s enemies combine and associate themselves, they are easily broken in pieces:
they are.as great heaps ofdight chaff,before the whirlwind; or large quantities of

ke PR . - T .
~dry stubble before devouring flames. \@g find it easy to tread on and crush aworm’
that we see crawling on the earth; so ’tis easy for us to cut or singe a slender

¢ thread that any thing hangs by; thus easy is it for God when he pleases to cast his
“enemies down to Hell. What are we, that we should think to stand before him, at
whose rebuke the earth trembles, and before whom the rocks are thrown down?

2. They deserve to be cast into Hell; so that divine Justice never stands in the
way, it makes no objection against God’s using his power at any moment to de-
stroy them. Yea, on the contrary, justice calls aloud for an infinite punishment of
their sins. Divine Justice says of the tree that brings forth such grapes of Sodom,
Cut it down, why cumbreth it the ground, Luke xiii. 7. The sword of divine Jus-
tice is every moment brandished pver their heads, and ’tis nothing but the hand of
arbitrary mercy, and God’s m R"\%}n, that holds it back.

3. They are-already under a sentence of condemnation to Hell. They don’t
only justly deservé to be cast down thither; but the sentence of the law of God,
that eternal and immutable rule of righteousness that God has fixed between him
and mankind, is gone out against them, and stands against them; so that they are
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bound over already to Hell. John iii. 18. He that believeth not is condemned al-
ready. So that every unconverted man,_properly belongs to Hell; that is his place;
from thence he is. John viil. 23. Ye are from beneath. And thither he is bound; "tis
the place that justice, and God’s word, and the sentence of his unchangeable law
assigns to him.

4, They are now the objects of that very same anger and wrath of God that is
expressed in the torments of Hell: and the reason why they don’t go down to Hell
at each moment, is not because God, in whose power they are, is not then very
angry with them; as angry as he is with many of those miserable creatures that he
' now tormenting in Hell, and do there feel and bear the fierceness of his wrath.
Yea God is a great deal more angry with great numbers that are now on earth,
yea doubtless with many that are now in this congregation, that it may be are at
ease and quiet, than he is with many of those that are now in the flames of Hell.

So that it is not because God is unmindful of their wickedness, and don’t re-
sent it, that he don’t let loose his hand and cut them off. God is not altogether
such an one as themselves, tho’ they may imagine him to be so. The wrath of God
burns against themn, their damnation don’t slumber, the pit is prepared, the fire is
made ready, the furnace is now. hot, ready to receive them, the flames do now
rage and glow. The glittering sword is whet, and held over them and the pit hath
opened her mouth under them. s Thiper ST

"5, The Devil stands ready to fall upon them -and seize them as his own, at
what moment God shall permit him. They belong to him; he has their souls in his
‘possession, and undet his dominion. The Scripture represents them as his goods,
Luke xi. 21. The devils watch them; they are ever by them, at their right hand;
they stand waiting for them, like greedy hungry lions that see their prey, and ex-
pect to have it, but are for the present kept back; if God should withdraw his
hand, by which-they are restrained, they would in one moment fly upon their poor
souls. The old Serpent is gaping for them; Hell opens its mouth wide to receive
them; and if God should permit it, they would be hastily swallowed up and lost.

6. There are in the souls of wicked men those hellish principles reigning, that
would ptesently kindle and flame out into hell fire, if it were not for God’s re-
straints. There is laid in the very nature of carnal men a foundation for the tor-
ments of Hell: there are those corrupt principles, in reigning power in them, and in
full possession of them, that are seeds of hell fire. These principles are active and
powerful, and exceeding. violent in their nature, and if it were not for the restrain-

_ing_hand of God upon them, they would soon break out, they would flame out
after the same manner as the same corruptions, the same enmity does in the hearts
of damned souls, and would beget the same torments in ‘em as they do in them. The
souls of the wicked are in Scripture compared to the troubled sea, Isai. lvii. 20. For
the present God restrains their wickedness by his mighty power, as he does the
raging waves of the troubled seal saying, bitherto shalt thou come, and no fur-
ther; but it God should withdraw that restraining power, it would soon carry all
afore it. Sin is the ruin and misery of the soul; it is destructive in its nature; and if
God should leave it without restraint, there would need nothing else to make the
soul perfectly miserable. The corruption of the heart of man is a thing that is im-
moderate and boundless in its fury; and while wicked men live here, it is like fire

I S 4 em i wonld set on fire the
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7.1t is no security to wicked men for one moment, but there are no visible
means of death at hand. "Tis no security to a natural man, that he is now in
health, and that he don’t see which way he should now immediately go out of the
world by any accident, and that there is no visible danger in any respect in his cir-
cumstances. The manifold and continual experience of the world in all ages,
shews that this is no evidence that a man is not on the very brink of eternity, and
that the next step won’t be into another world. The unseen,. unthought Qf‘_ways

there are mnumerable places in this covermg 50 weak that they won’t ‘bear their
weight, and these places are not seen. The arrows of death fly unseen at noon-
day; the sharpest sight can’t discern them. God his s6 many different unsearch-
able ways of taking wicked men out of the world and sending ’em to Hell, that
there is nothing to make it appear that God had need to be at the expence of a
miracle, or go out of the ordinary course of his Providence, to destroy any wicked
man, at any moment. All the means that there are of sinners going out of the
world, are so in God’s hands, and so universally absolutely subject to his power
and determination, that it don’t depend at all less on the mere will of God,
whether sinners shall at any moment go to Hell, than if means were never made
us/e-«fyk1 or at all concerned in the case,

* 8.Natural men’s prudence and care to preserve their own lives, or the care of
others to preserve them, don’t secure ’em a moment, “This divine Providence and
universal experience does also bear testimony to. There is this clear evidence that
men’s own wisdom is no security to them from death; that if it were otherwise we
should see some difference between the wise and politick men of the world, and
others, with regard to the liableness to early and unexpected death; but how is it
in fact? Eccles. ii. 16, How dieth the wise man?(as the foc?l

779/ All wicked men’s pains and contrivance they use to escape Hell, while they
colitinue to reject Christ, and so remain wicked men, don’t secure ’em from Hell
one moment. Almost every natural man that hears of Hell, flatters himself that he
shall escape it; he depends upon himself for his own security; he flatters himself in
what he has done, in what he is now doing, or what he intends to do; every one
lays out matters in his own mind how he shall avoid damnation, and flatters him-
self that he contrives well for himself, and that his schemes won’t fail. They hear
indeed that there are but few saved, and that the bigger part of men that have
died heretofore are gone to Hell; but each one imagines that he lays out matters
better for his own escape than others have done: he don’t intend to come to that
place of torment; he says within himself, that he intends to take care that shall be
effectual, and to order matters so for himself as not to fail. _

But the foolish children of men do miserably delude themselves in their own
schemes, and in thClI‘ confldence in thélr own strength and wnsdom they erust to

" the same means of grace, and are now dead, are undoubtedly gone to Hell; and it
was not because they were not as wise as those that are now alive; It was not be-
cause they did not lay out matters as well for themselves to secure their own es-
cape. If it were so, that we could come to speak with them, and could inquire of
them, one by one, whether they expected when alive, and when they used to hear
about Hell, ever to be the subjects of that misery, we doubtless should hear one
and another reply, “No, | never intended to come here; I had laid out matters
otherwise in my mind; I thought I should contrive well for myself; I thought my
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scheme good; I intended to take effectual care; but it came upon me unexpected; I
did not look for it at that time, and in that manner; it came as a thief; death out-
witted me; God’s wrath was too quick for me; O my cursed foolishness! I was
flattering myself, and pleasing myself with vain dreams of what I would do here-
after, and when I was saying peace and safety, then sudden destruction came
upon me,”

@. God has laid himself under #o obligation by any promise to keep any
nat rﬁ man out of Hell one moment. God certainly has made no promises either
of eternal life, or of any deliverance or preservation from eternal death, but what
are contained in the Covenant of Grace, the promises that are given in Christ, in
whom all the promises are yea and amen. But surely they have no interest in the

, promises of the Covenant of Grace® that are not the children of the Covenant,
and that don’t believe in any of the promises of the Covenant, and have no inter-
est in the Mediator of the Covenant. e

So that whatever some have imagined and pretended about promises made to
natural men’s earnest seeking and knocking, *tis plain and manifest that whatever
pains a natural man takes in religion, whatever prayers he makes, till he believes
in Christ, God is under no manner of obligation to keep him a moment from eter-
nal destruction, _

So that thus it is, that natural men are held in the hand of God over the pit of
Hell; they have deserved the fiery pit, and are already sentenced to'it; and God is
dreadfiilly provoked, his anger is as gréat fowards them as to those that are actu-
ally suffering the executions of the fierceness of his wrath in Hell, and they have
done nothing in the least to appease or abate that anger, neither is God in the
least bound by any promise to hold ’em up one moment; the Devil is waiting for
them, Hell is gaping for them, the flames gather and flash about them, and would
fain lay hold on them, and swallow them up; the fire pent up in their own hearts
is struggling to break out; and they have no interest in any mediator, there are no
means within reach that can be any security to them. In short, they have no
refuge, nothing to take hold of, all that preserves them every moment is the mere
arbitrary will, and uncovenanted unobliged forbearance of an incensed God.

-

APPLICATION

The use may be of awakening to unconverted persons in this congregation.? This
that you have heard is the case of every one of you that are out of Christ. That
world of misery, that lake of | burning brimstone is extended abroad under you.
There is the dreadful pit of the glowing flames of the wrath of God; there is Hell’s
wide gaping mouth open; and you have nothing to stand upon, nor any thing to
take hold of: there is nothing between you and Hell but the air; tis only the
power and mere pleasure of God thar holds you up.

You probably are not sensible of this; you find you are kept out of Hell, but
don’t see the hand of God in it, but look at other things, as the good state of your
bodily constitution, your care of your own life, and the means you use for your
own preservation. But indeed these things are nothing; if God should withdraw
his hand, they would avail no more to keep you from falling, than the thin air to
hold up a person that is suspended in it. ' :
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Your wickedness makes you as it were heavy as lead, and to tend downwards
with great weight and pressure towards Hell; and if God should let you go, you
would immediately sink and swiftly descend and plunge into the bottomless gulf,
and your healthy constitution, and your own care and prudence, and best con-
trivance, and all your rightecusness, would have no more influence to uphold you
and keep you out of Hell, than a spider’s web would have to stop a falling rock.
Were it not that so is the sovereign pleasure of God, the earth would not bear you
one moment; for you are a burden to it; the creation groans with you; the crea-
ture is made subject to the bondage of your corruption, not willingly; the sun
don’t willingly shine upon you to give you light to serve sin and Satan; the earth
don’t willingly yield her increase to satisfy your lusts; nor is it willingly a stage for
your wickedness to be acted upon; the air don’t willingly serve you for breath to
maintain the flame of life in your vitals, while you spend your life in the service of
God’s enemies. God’s creatures are good, and were made for men to serve God

with, and don’t V\}imlﬁliﬂr_lgly subserve to any other purpose, and groan when they are

abuséd to purposes so directly contrary to their nature and end. And the world
would spue you out, were it not for the sovereign hand of him who hath sub-
jected it in hope. There are the black clouds of God’s wrath now hanging directly
over your heads, full of the dréadful storm, and big With thunder; and were it not
for the restraining hand of God it would immediately burst forth upon you. The
sovereign pleasure of God for the present stays his rough wind; otherwise it
would come with fury, and your destruction would come like a whirlwind, and
you would be like the chaff of the summer threshing fioor.

The wrath of God is like great waters that are dammed for the present; they
increase more and more, and rise higher and higher, till an outlet is given, and the
longer the stream is stopped, the more rapid and mighty is its course, when once
it is let loose. "Tis true, that judgment against your evil works has not been exe-
cuted hitherto; the floods of God’s vengeance have been withheld; but your guilt
in the meantime is constantly increasing, and you are every day treasuring up
more wrath; the waters are continually rising and waxing more and more mighty;
and there is nothing but the mere pleasure of God tHat Holds the waters back that
are unwilling to be stopped, and press hard to go forward; if God should only
withdraw his hand from the flood-gate, it would immediately fly open, and the
fiery floods of the fierceness and wrath of God would rush forth with inconceiv-

“able fury, and would come upon you with omnipotent power; and if your
strength were ten thousand times greater than it is, yea ten thousand times greater
than the strength of the stoutest, sturdiest devil in Hell, it would be nothing to
withstand or endure it. :

The bow of God’s wrath is bent, and the arrow made ready on the string,
and justice bends the arrow at your heart, and strains the bow, and it is nothing
but the mere pleasure of God, and that of an angry God, without any promise or
obligation at ali, that keeps the arrow one moment from being made drunk with
your blood. :

Thus are all you that never passed under a great change of heart, by the
mighty power of the spirit of God upon your souls; all that were never born
again, and made new creatures, and raised from being dead in sin, to a state of
new, and before altogether unexperienced light and life, (however you may have
reformed your life in many things, and may have had religious affections, and
may keep up a form of religion in your families and closets, and in the house of
God, and may be strict in it,) you are thus _in the hands of an angry God; ’tis
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‘hold of to save you
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nothing but his mere pleasure that keeps you from being this moment swallowec
up in everlasting destruction.

However unconvinced you may now be of the truth of what you hear, by
and by you will be fully convinced of it. Those that are gone from being in the
like circumstances with you, see that it was so with them; for destruction came

: sﬁ&dén‘_ly upon most of them, when they expected nothing of it, and while they

were saying, peace and safety: Now they see, that those things that they depended
on for peace and safety, were nothing but thin air and empty shadows,

The God that holds you over the pit of Hell, much as one holds a spider, or
some loathsome insect, over the fire, abhors you, and is dreadfully provoked; his
wrath towards you burns like fire; he looks upon you as worthy of nothing else,
but to be cast into the fire; he is of purer eyes than to bear to have you in his
sight; you are ten thousand times so abominable in his eyes as the most hateful
venomous serpent is in ours. You have ‘offended him’ infinitely more than ever a

stubborn rebel did is prince: and vet *tis nothing but his hand that holds you

from falling into the fire every moment: ’tis to be ascribed to nothing else, that

you did not go to Hell the last night; that you was suffered to awake again in this
world, after you closed your eyes to sleep: and there is no other reason to be
given why you have not dropped into Hell since you arose in the morning, but
that God’s hand has held you up: there is no other reason to be given why vou
have not gone to Hell since you have sat here in the house of God, provoking his
pure eyes by your sinful wicked manner of attending his solemn worship: yea,
there is nothing else that is to be given as a reason why you don’t this very mo-

. ment drop down into Hell.

O sinner! Consider the fearful danger you are in: ’tis a great furnace of
wrath, a wide and bottomless pit, full of the fire of wrath, that you are held over
in the hand of that God, whose wrath is provoked and incensed as much against
you as against many of the damned in Hell: you hang by.a.slender. thread, with
the flames of divine wrath flashing about it, and ready every moment to singe it,
and burnﬁ_it___asqn(;\}; ;.‘gi‘llld you have no interest in any mediator, and nothing to lay

5 1§%1é1nothing to keep off the flames of wrath, nothing of your
own, nothing that you ever have done, nothing that you can do, te induce God to
spare you one moment. _

And consider here more particularly several things concerning that wrath
that you are in such danger of.

1. Whose wrath it is; it is the wrath of the infinite God. If it were only the
wrath of man, tho’ it were of the most potent prince, it would be comparatively
little to be regarded. The wrath of kings is very much dreaded, especially of ab-
solute monarchs, that have the possessions and lives of their subjects wholly in
their power, to be disposed of at their mere will. Prov. xx. 2. The fear of a king is
as the roaring of a lion: whoso provoketh bim to anger, sinneth against bis own
soul. The subject that very much enrages an arbitrary prince, is liable to suffer the
most extreme torments, that human art can invent or human power can inflict.
But the greatest earthly potentates, in their greatest majesty and strength, and
when clothed in their greatest terrors, are but feeble despicable wormy of the

dust, in comparison of the great and almighty Creator and King of heaven and
earth: it is but little that they can do, when most enraged, and when they have ex-
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terrible than theirs, as-his majesty is greater. Luke xii. 4, 5. And I say unto you
my friends, be not afraid of them that kill the body, and after that have no more
that they can do: but 1 will forewarn you whom ye shall fear; fear him, which
after he bath killed, hath power to cast into Hell; yea I say unto you, fear bim.

2. °Tis the fierceness of his wrath that you are exposed to. We often read of
the fury of God; as in Isai. lix. 18. According to their deeds, accordingly he will
repay fury to his adversaries. So Isai. Ixvi. 15. For bebold, the Lord will come
with fire, and with chariots like a whirhwind, to render bis anger with fury, and
his rebukes with flamés of fire. And 50 in many other places. So we read of God’s
fierceness. Rev. xix. 15. There we read of the winepress of the fierceness and
wrath of Almighty God. The words are exceeding terrible; if it had only been
said, the wrath of God, the words would have implied that which is infinitely
dreadful: but ’tis not only said so, but the fierceness and wrath of God: the fary
of God! the fierceness of Jehovah! Oh how dreadful must that be! Who can utter
or conceive what such expressions carty in them! But it is not only said so, but
the fierceness and wrath of Abmighty God. As tho’ there would be a very great
manifestation of his almighty power, in what the fierceness of his wrath should
inflict, as tho” omnipotence should be as it were enraged, and exerted, as men are
wont to exert their strength in the fierceness of their wrath. Oh! then what will be
the consequence! What will become of the poor worm that shall suffer it! Whose
hands can be strong? and whose heart endure? To what a dreadful, inexpressible,
Jdnconceivable depth of misery must the poor creature be sunk, who shall be the
subject of this! o

Consider this, you that are here present, that yet remain in an unregenerate
state. That God will execute the fierceness of his anger, implies that he will inflict
wrath without any pity: when God beholds the ineffable extremity of your case,
and sees your torment to be so vastly disproportioned to your strength, and sees
how your poor soul is crushed and sinks down, as it were into an infinite gloom,
he will have no compassion upon you, he will not forbear the executions of his
wrath, or in the least lighten his hand; there shall be no moderation or mercy, nor
will God then at all stay his rough wind; he will have no regard to your welfare,
nor be at all careful lest you should suffer too much, in any other sense than only
that you shall not suffer beyond what strict justice requires: nothing shall be
withheld, because it’s so hard for you to bear. Ezek. viii. 18. Therefore will I also
deal in fury; mine eye shall not spare, neither will I bave pity; and tho’ they cry in
mine ears with a loud voice, yet I will not bear them. Now God stands ready to
pity you; this is a day of mercy; you may cry now with some encouragement of
obtaining mercy: but when once the day of mercy is past, your most lamentable
and dolorous cries and shrieks will be in vain; you will be wholly lost and thrown
away of God as to any regard to your welfare; God will have no other use to put
you to but only to suffer misery; you shall be continued in being to no other end;
for you will be a vessel of wrath fitted to destruction; and there will be no other

use of this vessel but only to be filled full of wrath: God will be so far from pity-
ing you when you cry to him, that ’tis said he will only laugh and mock, Prov. i.
25, 26, etc.

How awful are those words, Isai. Ixiii. 3. which are the words of the great
God, I will tread them in mine anger, and will trample them in my fury, and their
blood shall be sprinkled upon my garments, and 1 will stain all my raiment. *Tis
perhaps impossible to conceive of words that carry in them greater manifestations™
of these three things, viz. contempt, and hatred, and fierceness of indignation. If
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you cry to God to pity you, he will be so far from pitying you in your doleful
case, or shewing you the least regard or favour, that instead of that he’ll only
tread you under foot: and tho’ he will know that you can’t bear the weight of
“omnipotence treading upon you, yet he won’t regard that, but he will crush you
under his feet without mercy; he’ll crush out your blood, and make'it Fly, and it
shall be sprinkled on his garments, so as to stain all his raiment. He wilt not only
hate you, but he will have you in the utmost contempt; no place shall be thought
fit for you, but under his feet, to be trodden down as the mire of the streets.

3. The misery you are exposed to is that which God will inflict to that end,
that he might shew what that wrath of Jehovah is. God hath had it on his heart
to shew to angels and men, both how excellent his love is, and also how terrible’
his wrath is. Sometimes earthly kings have a mind to shew how terrible their
wrath is, by the extreme punishments they would execute on those that provoke
’em. Nebuchadnezzar, that mighty and haughty monarch of the Chaldean empire,
was willing to shew his wrath, when enraged with Shadrach, Meshach, and
Abednego; and accordingly gave order that the burning fiery furnace should be
het seven times hotter than it was before;! doubtless it was raised to the utmost
degree of fierceness that human art could raise it: But the great God is also will-
ing to shew his wrath, and magnify his awful majesty and mighty power in the
extreme sufferings of his enemies. Rom. ix. 22. What if God willing to shew his
wrath, and to make his power known, endured with much long-suffering the ves-
sels of wrath fitted to destruction? And seeing this is his design, and what he has
determined, to shew how terrible the unmixed, unrestrained wrath, the fury and
fierceness of Jehovah is, he will do it to effect. There will be something accom-
plished and brought to pass, that will be dreadful with a witness. When the great
and angry God hath risen up and executed his awful vengeance on the poor sin-

ner; and the wretch & actually suffering the infinite weight and power of his in-
‘dignation, then will God call upon the whole universe to behold that awful
majesty, and mighty power that is to be seen in it. Isai. xxxiil. 12, 13, 14. And the
people shall be as the burning of lime, as thorns cut up shall they be burnt in the
fire. Hear ye that are far off what T hateHo¥5t and ye that are near acknowledge
my might. The sinners in Zion are afraid, fearfulness hath surprized the byp-
ocrites, etc.

Thus it will be with you that are in an unconverted state, if you continue in
it; the infinite might, and majesty and terribleness of the omnipotent God shall be
magnified upon you, in the ineffable strength of your torments: you shall be tor-
mented in the presence of the holy angels, and in the presence of the Lamb;? and
when you shall be in this state of suffering, the glorious inhabitants of Heaven
shall go forth and look on the awful spectacle, that they may see what the wrath
and fierceness of the Almighty is, and when they have seen it, they will fall down
and adore that great power and majesty. Isai. Ixvi, 23, 24. And it shall come to
pass, that from one new moon to another, and from one sabbath to another, shall
all flesh come to worship before me, saith the Lord; and they shall go forth and
look upon the carcasses of the men that have transgressed against me; for their
worm shall not die, neither shall their fire be quenched, and they shall be an ab-
borring unto all flesh,
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4. °Tis everlasting wrath. It would be dreadful to suffer this fierceness and
wrath of Almighty God ene moment; but you must suffer it to all eternity: there
will be no end to this exquisite horrible misery: when you look forward, you shall
see a long forever, a bolindless duration before you, which will swallow up your
thoughts, and amaze your soul; and you will absolutely despair of ever having
any deliverance, any end, any mitigation, any rest at all; you will know certainly
that you must wear out long ages, millions of millions of ages, in wrestling and
conflicting with this almighty merciless vengeance; and then when you have so
done, when so many ages have actually been spent by you in this manner, you
will kitow that all is but a point to what remains. So that your punishment wili

indeed be infinite, Oh who can ‘express what the state of a soul in such circum-
stances is! All that we can possibly say about it, gives but a very feeble faint rep-
resentation of it; ’tis inexpressible and inconceivable: for who knows the power
of God’s anger?

How dreadful is the state of those that are daily and hourly in danger of this
great wrath, and infinite misery! But this is the dismal case of every soul in this
congregation, that has not been born again, however moral and strict, sober and
religious they may otherwise be. Oh that you would consider it, whether you be
young or old. There is reason to think, that there are many in this congregation
now hearing this discourse, that will actually be the subjects of this very misery to
all eternity. We know not who they are, or in what seats they sit or what
thoughts they now have: it may be they are now at ease, and hear all these things
without much disturbance, and are now flattering themselves that they are not
the persons, promising themselves that they shall escape. If we knew that there
was one person, and but one, in the whole congregation that was to be the sub-
ject of this misery, what an awful thing would it be to think oft If we knew who
it was, what an awful sight would it be to see such a person! How might all the
rest of the congregation lift up a lamentable and bitter cry over him! But alds! in-
stead of one, how many is it likely will remember this discourse in Hell? And it
would be a wonder if some that are now present, should not be in Hell in a very
short time, before this year is out. And it would be no wonder if some person that
now sits here in some seat of this meeting-house in health, and quiet and secure,
should be there before tomorrow morning. Those of you that finally continue in a
natural condition, that.shall keep out of Hell longest will be there in a little time!
Your damnation don’t slumber; it will come swiftly, and in all probability very
suddenly upon many of you. You have réason to wonder, that you aré not al-
ready in Hell. "Tis doubtless the case of some that heretofore you have seen and
known, that never deserved Hell more than you, and that heretofore appeared as
likely to have been now alive as you: their case is past all hope; they are crying in
extreme misery and perfect despair; but here you are in the land of the living, and
in the house of God, and have an opportunity ro obtain salvation. What would
not those poor damned, helpless souls give for one day’s such opportunity as you
now enjoy! :

And now you have an extraordinary opportunity, a day wherein Christ has
flung the door of mercy wide open, and stands in the door calling and crying with
a loud voice to poor sinners; a day wherein many are flocking to him, and press-
ing into the kingdom of God; many are daily coming from the east, west, north
and south; many that were very lately in the same miserable condition that you
are in, are in now an happy state, with their hearts filled with love to Him that
has loved them and washed them from their sins in his own blood, and rejoicing
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in hope of the glory of God, How awful is it to be left behind at such a day! To
see so many others feasting, while you are pining and perishing! To see so many
rejoicing and singing for joy of heart, while you have cause to mourn for sorrow
of heart, and how! for vexation of spirit! How can you rest one moment insuch a
condition? Are not your souls as precious as the souls of the people at Suffield,?
where they are flocking from day to day to Christ?

Are there not many here that have lived /ong in the world, that are not to this
day born again, and so are aliens from the commonwealth of Israel, and have
done nothing ever since they have lived, but treasure up wrath against the day of
wrath? Oh sirs, your case in an especial manner is extremely dangerous; your
guilt and hardness of heart is extremely great. Don’t you see how generally per-
sons of your years are passed over and left, in the present remarkable and won-
derful dispensation of God’s mercy? You had need to consider yourselves, and
wake thoroughly out of sleep; you cannot bear the fierceness and wrath of the in-
finite God.

And vou that are young men, and young wonien, will you neglect this pre-
cious season that you now enjoy, when so many others of your age are renounc-
ing all youthful vanities, and flocking to Christ? You especially have now an ex-
traordinary opportunity; but if you neglect it, it will soon be with you as it is with
those persons that spent away all the precious days of youth in sin, and are now
come to such a dreadful pass in blindness and hardness. ‘

And you children that are unconverted, don’t you know that you are going
down to Hell, to bear the dreadful wrath of that God that is now angry with you
every day, and every night? Will you be content to be the children of the Devil,
when so many other children in the land are converted, and are become the holy
and happy children of the King of kings?

And let every one that is yet out of Christ, and hanging over:the pit of Hell,
whether they be old men and women, or middle aged, or young people, or little
children, now hearken to the loud calls of God’s word and providence. This ac-
ceptable year of the Lord, that is a day of such great favour to some, will doubt-
less be a day of as remarkable vengeance to others. Men’s hearts harden, and
their guilt increases apace at such a day as this, if they neglect their souls: and
never was there so great danger of such persons being given up to hardness of
heart, and blindness of mind. God seems now to be hastily gathering in his elect
in all parts of thé land; and probably the bigger part of adult persons that ever
shall be saved, will be brought in now in a little time, and that it will be as it was
on that great out-pouring of the Spirit upon the Jews in the' Apostles’ days,* the
election will obtain, and the rest will be blinded. If this should be the case with
you, you will eternally curse this day, and will curse the day that ever you was
born, to see such a season of the pouring out of God’s Spirit; and will wish that
you had died and gone to Hell before you had seen it. Now undoubtedly it 1s, as
it was in the days of John the Baptist, the ax is in an extraordinary manner laid at
the root of the trees, that every tree that brings not forth good fruit, may be hewn
down, and cast into the fire. - : :

Therefore let every one that is out of Christ, now awake and fly from the
wrath to come. The wrath of Almighty God is now undoubtedly hanging over
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great part of this congregation: let every one fly out of Sodom. Haste and escdpe
for your lives, look not behind you, escape to the mountain, lest you be consumed.

1741 ' 1741
8 vl Wt g -

Personal Narrative’

I'had a variety of concerns and exercises about my soul from my chiidhood; but
had two more remarkable seasons of awakening, before I met with that change
by which I was brought to those new dispositions, and that new sense of things,
that I have since had. The first time was when I was a boy, some years before
went to college, at a time of remarkable awakening in my father’s congregation. 1
was then very much affected for many months, and concerned about the things of
religion, and my soul’s salvation; and was abundant in duties. I used to pray five
times a day in secret, and to spend much time in religious talk with other boys,

and used to meet with them to pray together. I experienced 1 know not what kind
of delight in religion. My mind was much engaged in it, and had much self-
righteous pleasure; and it was my delight to abound in religious duties. I with
some of my schoolmates joined together, and built a booth in a swamp,'in a very
retired spot, for a place of prayer. And besides, I had particular secret places of
my own in the woods, where I used to retire by myself; and was from time to
time much affected. My affections seemed to be lively and easily moved, and I
seemed to be in my element when engaged in religious duties. And T am ready to
think, many are deceived with such affections, and such a kind of delight as I
then had in religion, and mistake it for grace.

But in process of time, my convictions and affections wore off; and I entirely
lost all those affections and delights and left off secret prayer, at least as to any
constant performance of it; and returned like a dog to his vomit,® and went on in
the ways of sin. Indeed I was at times very uneasy, especially towards the latter
part of my time at college; when it pleased God, to seize me with the pleurisy; in
which he brought me nigh to the grave, and shook me over the pit of hell. And
yet, it was not long after my recovery, before I fell again into my old ways of sin.
But God would not suffer me to go on with my quietness; I had great and violent
inward struggles, till, after many conflicts, with wicked inclinations, repeated res-
olutions, and bonds that I laid myself under by a kind of vows to God, T was
brought wholly to break off all former wicked ways, and all ways of known out-
ward sin; and to apply myself to seek salvation, and practice many religious du-
ties; but without that kind of affection and delight which I had formerly experi-
enced. My concern now wrought more by inward struggles and conflicts, and
self-reflections. I made seeking my salvation thé main business of my life. But yet,

It séems to e, 1 sought after a miserable manner; which has made me sometimes
since to question, whether ever it issued in that which was saving; being ready to
doubt, whether such miserable seeking ever succeeded. I was indeed brought to
seek salvation in a manner that I never was before; I felt a spirit to part with all

5. Celebrated for “mysticism™ and “charm,” this  spiritual emotion from the horde of imitations”
classic of religious experience was actually “the  (Miller, Jonathan Edwards, p. 106). Written
apparatus of psychological investigation * * *  abour 1740-1742, rhis essay was first published
devored, not to the defense of emation against  in a Life of Edwards by Samuel Hopkins {1765)
reason, but to a winnowing out of the one pure 6. “—so a fool to his folly™ {Proverbs xxvi: 11).




1971~; Early Lectures, ed. S. E. Whicher, R. E.
Spiller, and W. E. Wiiliams, 3 vols., 1959-1972;
and The Complete Sermons, ed Albert J. Frank,
43 vols.,, 1989-.

The Complete Works, 12 vols., Centenary Edi-
tion, was published 1903-1904; see also Uncol-
lected Writings * * *, edited by C. C. Bigelow,
1912; The Journals of Ralph Waldo Emerson,
10 vols., edired by E. W, Emerson and W, E.
Forbes, 1909-1914; The Heart of Emerson’s
Journals, edited by Bliss Perry, 1926, 1959; Un-
collected Lectures, edited by C. F. Gohdes, 1933;
Young Emerson Speaks * * *, sermons, edited by
A. C. McGiffert, 1938; The Letters of Ralph
Waldo Emerson, 6 vols., edited by R. L. Rusk and
others, 1939~ and The Correspondence of Emer-
son and Carlyle, edited by Joseph Slater, 1964.

One-volume selections are The Complete Es-
says and Other Writings * * *, edited by Brooks
Atkinson, 1940; Ralph Walda Emerson: Repre-
sentative Selections, edited by F. J. Carpenter,
1934; Stephen E. Whicher, Selections from Ralph
Waldo Emerson, 1957; Joel Porte, Emerson in
His. journals, 1982; and Richard Poirier, Ralph
Waldo Emerson, 1990, .

The standard biography is Robert D, Richard-
son, Jr., Emerson: The Mind on Fire, 1995. Still
valuable is an earlier standard, R. L. Rusk, The
Life of Ralph Waldo Emerson, 1949. See also
Gay Wilson Allen, Waldo Emerson: A Biography,
1981; Evelyn Barish, Emerson: The Roots of
Prophecy, 1989; and Albert ]J. von Frank, An
Emerson Chronology, 1994, Other special studies

Nature 333

are V. C. Hopkins, Spires of Form, 1951; 8. Paul,
Emerson’s Angle of Vision, 1952, S. E. Whicher,
Freedom and Fate, 1953; F. |. Carpenter, Emer-
son Handbook, 1953; Joel Porte, Repiresentative
Man: Ralph Waldo Ewmerson in His Time, 1979;
David Porrer, Emerson and Literary Change,
1979; Barbara Packer, Emerson’s Fall, 1982;
Julie Ellison,- Ewmerson’s Romantic Style, 1984;
David Van Leer, Emerson’s Epistemology: The
Argument of the Essays, 1986; Richard Poirier,
The Renewal of Literature: Emersonian Reflec-
tions, 1987; Maurice Gonnard, Uneasy Solitude:
Individual and Society in the Work of Ralph
Waldo Emerson, trans. Lawrence Rosenwald,
1987; Lawrence Rosenwald, Emerson and the
Art of the Diary, 1988; Alan D, Hodder, Emer-
son's Rhbetoric of Revelation: Nature, the Reader
and the Apocalypse Within, 1989; and David M.
Robinson, Emerson and the Conduct of Life:
Pragmatism and Ethical Purpose in the Later
Works, 1993.

Except where otherwise noted, the texts of
Emerson below are Essays: Second Series, 1844;
Nature, Addresses, and Lectures, edited by R. E.
Spiller and A. R. Ferguson, 1972 (Vol. I of The
Collected Works of Ralph Waldo Emerson, a
CEEA edition}, for:Nature, “The American
Scholat,” and “The Divinity School Address”; Es-
says, revised 1847 and 1850; Representative Men,
firsr edition, 1850; The Conduct of Life, 1860; Se-
lected Poems, 1876; Journals and Miscellaneous
Notebooks (here edited to present clear texts); and
Correspondence of Emerson and Carlyle,

Nature!

A subtle chain of contless rings

The next unto the farthest brings,

The eye reads omens where it goes,
And speaks all langnages the rose,
And, striving to be man, the worm
Mounts through all the spires of form.

Introduction

Our age is retrospective. It builds the sepulchres of the fathers. It writes biogra-
phies, histories, and criticism. The foregoing generations beheld God and nature
face to face; we, through their eyes. Why should not we also enjoy an original

1. Emerson’s first major work, Nature, was also
the first comprehensive expression of American
transcendentalism. For the student it provides a
fresh and lyrical intimation of many of the lead-
ing ideas that Emerson developed in various later
essays and poems. The author first mentioned
this book in a diaty entry made in 1833, on his
return voyage from the first European visit, dur-
ing which he had mér a number of European

He completed the first draft of the volume there,
in the very room in which Hawthorne later wrote
his Mosses from an Old Manse, The small first
edition of Nature, published anonymously in
1836, gained critical attention, but few general
readers. It was not reprinted until 1849, when it
was collected in Nature, Addresses, and Lectures.
At that time Emerson substituted, as epigraph,
the present poem, instead of the quotation from
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relation to the universe? Why should not we have a poetry and philosophy of in-
sight and not of tradition, and a religion by reyelation to us, and not the history
of theirs? Embosomed for a season in nature, whose floods of life stream around
and through us, and invite us by the powers they supply, to action proportioned
to nature, why should we grope among the dry bones of the past, or put the liv-
ing generation into masquerade out of its faded wardrobe? The sun shines to-day
also. There is more wool and flax in the fields. There are new lands, new men,
new thoughts, Let us demand our own works and laws and worship.
Undoubtedly we have no questions to ask which are unanswerable. We must
trust the perfection of the creation so far, as to believe that whatever curiosity the
order of things has awakened in our minds, the order of things can satisfy. Every
man’s condition is a solution in hieroglyphic to those inquiries he would put. He
acts it as life, before he apprehends it as truth. In like manner, nature is already, in
its forms and tendencies, describing its own design. Let us interrogate the great ap-
parition, that shines so peacefully around us. Let us inquire, to what end is nature?
All science has one aim, namely, to find a theory of nature. We have theories
of races and of functions, but scarcely yet a remote approach to an idea of cre-
ation. We are now so far from the road to truth, that religious teachers dispute
and hate each other, and speculative men are esteemed unsound and frivolous.
But to a sound judgment, the most abstract truth is the most practical. Whenever
a true theory appears, it will be its own evidence. Its test is, that it will explain all

. . phenomena. Now many are thought not orly unexplained but inexplicable; as

U
M \language, sleep, madness, dreams, beasts, sex.
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Philosophically considered, the universe is composed of/ﬁaé?‘ah ‘the Soul,
Strictly speaking, therefore, all that is separate from us, all which Philosopty dis-
tinguishes as the NOT Mg, that is, both nature and art, all other men and my own
body, must be ranked under this name, NATURE. In enumerating the values of na-
ture and casting up their sum, I'shall use the word in both senses;—in its common
and in its philosophical import. In inquiries so general as our present one, the in-
accuracy is not material; no confusion of thought will occur. Nature, in the com-
mon sense, refers to essences unchanged by man; space, the air, the river, the leaf.
A7t i§ applied To” the mixture of his will with the same things, as in a house, a
canal, a statue, a picture, But his operations taken together are so insignificant, a
little chipping, baking, patching, and washing, that in an impression so grand as
that of the world on the human mind, they do not vary the result.

Chapter I. Nature

To go into solitude, a man needs to retire as much from his chamber as from so-
ciety. I am not solitary whilst I read and write, though nobody is with me. But if
a man would be alone, let him look at the stars. The rays that come from those
heavenly worlds, will separate between him and vulgar things. One might think
the atmosphere was made transparent with this design, to give man, in the heav-
enly bodies, the perpetual presence of the sublime. Seen in the streets of cities,

ing Darwin, and Lyell's popular Geology empha-
sized fossil remains. The transcendentalists, and

which doth only do, but not know.” The new
epigraph supported the concept of evolution pre-

sented in Nature. Darwin’s Origin of Species did
not appear until 1859, but Emerson had seen the
classificarion of species in 1833 at the Paris
Jardin des Plantes, while Lamarck was anticipat-

Emnerson in particular, regarded theories of evolu-
tion as supporting a concept of progress and
unity as ancient as the early Greek nature philos-
ophy. These ideas persist throughout Nature.
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how great they are! If the stars should appear one night in a thousand years, how
would men believe and adore; and preserve for many generations the remem-
brance of the city of God which had been shown! But every night come out these
envoys of beauty, and light the universe with their admonishing smile.

The stars awaken a certain reverence, because though always present, they
are always inaccessible; but all natural objects make a kindred impression, when
the mind is open to their influence. Nature never wears a mean appearance. Nei-
ther does the wisest man extort all her secret, and lose his curiosity by finding out
all her perfection. Nature never became a toy to a wise spirit. The flowers, the an-
imals, the mountains, reflected all the wisdom of his best hour, as much as they
had delighted the simplicity of his childhood.

When we speak of nature in this manner, we have a distinct but most poeti-
cal sense in the mind. We mean the integrity of impression made by manifold nat-
ural objects. It is this which distinguishes the stick of timber of the wood-cutter,
from the tree of the poet. The charming landscape which I saw this morning, is
indubitably made up of some twenty or thirty farms. Miller owns this field,
Locke that, and Manning the woodland beyond. But none of them owns the
landscape. There is a property in the horizon which no man has but he whose eye
can integrate all the parts, that is, the poet. This is the best part of these men’s
farms, yet to this their warranty-deeds give no title.

To speak truly, few adult persons can see nature. Most persons do not see
the sun. At least they have a very superficial seeing. The sun illuminates only the
eye of the man, but shines into the eye and the heart of the child. The lover of na-
ture is he whose inward and outward senses are still truly adjusted to each other;
who has retained the spirit of infancy even into the era of manhood. His inter-
course with heaven and earth, beconies part of his daily food. In the presence of
nature, a wild delight runs through the man, in spite of real sorrows. Nature
says,—he is my creature, and maugre? all his impertinent gricfs, he shail be glad
with me. Not the sun or the summer alone, but every hour and season yields its
tribute of delight; for every hour and change corresponds to and authorizes a dif-
ferent state of the mind, from breathless noon to grimmest midnight. Nature is a
setting that fits equally well a comic or a mourning piece. In good health, the air
is a cordial of incredible virtue. Crossing a bare common, in snow puddles, at
twilight, under a clouded sky, without having in my thoughts any occurrence of
special good fortune, I have enjoyed a perfect exhilaration. Almost I fear to think
how glad I am. In the woods too, a man casts off his years aél'i:e snake his slough,
and at what period soever of life, is always a child. Iri the woods, is perpetual
youth. Within these plantations of God, a decorum and aﬂlﬁ%}y reign, a perennial
festival is dressed, and the guest sees.not how he.should tire of them in a thousand
years. In the woods, we return to reasonland{faith. There I feel that nothing can
befal me in life,—no disgrace, no'calamity, (leaving me my eyes,) which nature can-
‘ot repair. Standing on the bare ground,—my head bathed | by the blithe air, and

uplifted into infinite space,—all mean_ egotism vanishes. I become a transparent eye-

ball. T am nothing, T see all. The currents of the Universal Being circulate through
me; I ani part or particle® of God. The _name of the nearest friend sounds then for-

eign and acidental. To be brothers, to be acquaintances,—master or servant, is thén -

a trifle and a disturbance. I am the lover of uncontained and immortal beauty. In the
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2. Despite. - ing, “parcel,” on a manuscript variant.
3. The Centenary Edition (1903) bases its read-
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‘wilderness, 1 find something more dear and connate than in strects O villages. In
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the tranquil landscape, and especially in the distant line of the horizon, man be-
holds somewhat as beautiful as his-own nature.

The greatest delight which the fields and woods minister, is the suggestion of
an occult relation between man and the vegetable. I am not alone and unac-
knowledged. They nod to me and I to them. The waving of the boughs in the
storm, is new to me and old. It takes me by surprise, and yet is not unknown. Its
effect is like that of a higher thought or a better emotion coming over me, when 1
deemed 1 was thinking justly or doing right.

Yet it is certain that the power to produce this delight, does not reside in na-
ture, but in man, or in a harmony of both. It is necessary to use these pleasures
with great temperance. For, nature is not always tricked in holiday atire, but the
same scene which yesterday breathed perfume and glittered as for the frolic of the
nymphs, is overspread with melancholy today. Nature always wears the colors of
the spirit. To a man laboring under calamity, the heat of his own fire hath sad-
ness in it. Then, there is a kind of contempt of the landscape felt by him who has
just lost by death a dear friend.* The sky is less grand as it shuts down over less
worth in the population.

ke

pﬁ Commadity’ "
e . v
Whoever considers(the final catise of the|Wor will discern a multitude of uses
that enter as parts into that result. They all admit of being thrown into one of the
following classes: Commodity; Beauty; Language; and Discipline.
" Under the géneral-name of ¢ Commaodity, 1 rank all those advantages which
Lour senses owe to naturg. This, of course, is a benefit which is temporary and me-
diase, not ultimate, like its service 1o the soul. Yet although low, it is perfect in its
kind, and is the only use of nature which all men apprehend. The misery of man
appears like childish petulance, when we explore the steady and prodigal provi-
sion that has been made for his support and delight on this green ball which
floats him through the heavens. What angels invented these splendid ornaments,
these rich conveniences, this ocean of air above, this ocean of water beneath, this
firmament of earth between? this zodiac of lights, this tent of dropping clouds,
this striped coat of climates, this fourfold year? Beasts, fire, water, stones, and
corn serve him. The field is at once his floor, his work-yard, his play-ground, his
garden, and his bed. ‘ -

“More servants wait on man
Than he’ll take notice of.”—5

arid_the result, All the parts incessantly worl{ into each other’s hands) for the
stofit of man. The wind sows the seed; the Sun evaporates the sea;-the wind
blows’ the vapor to the field; the ice, on the other side of the planet, condenses
rain on this; the rain feeds the plang; the plant feeds the animal; and thus the end-
less circulations of the divine charity nourish man. to .

The useful arts are but reproductions or new combinations by the wit of
man, of the same natural benefactors. He no longer waits for favoring gales, but

Nature, in jts-ministry to man, is not only ? material, but is also the process

4. Writing this at the age of thirty-two, Emerson 5. In a sense now unfamiliar, commodity is a
already had “lost by death” his first wife, a bride  physical good.

of eighteen months; and, within the last two 6. From “Man,” by George Herbert (1593-
years, two brothers. 1633). Cf. “Prospects,” below.
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by means of steam, he realizes the fable of Aolus’s bag,” and carries the two and
thirty winds in the boiler of his boat. To diminish friction, he paves the road with
iron bars, and, mounting a coach with a ship-load of men, animals, and merchan-
dise behind him, he darts through the country, from town to town, like an eagle
or a swallow through the air. By the aggregate of these aids, how is the face of
the world changed, from the era of Noah to that of Napoleon! The private poor
man hath cities, ships, canals, bridges, built for him. He goes to the post-office,
and the human race run on his errands; to the book-shop, and the human race
read and write of all that happens, for him; to the court-house, and nations repair
his wrongs. He sets his house upon the road, and the human race go forth every
morning, and shovel out the snow, and cur a path for him. y

But there is no need of specifying particulars in this class of uses. The cata-
logue is endless, and the examples so obvious, that I shall leave them to the read-
er’s reflection, with the general remark, that this mercenary benefit is one which
has respect to a farther good. A man is fed, not that he may be fed, but that he
may work.

Chapter I1. Beauty

A nobler want of man is served by natuse, namely, the love of Beauty.

The ancient Greeks called the world x6 o pog,? eauty} Such is the constitution
of all things, or such the plastic power of the Fuman ¢y&, that the primary forms, as
the sky, the mountain, the tree, the animal, give us a delight i dnd for themselves;
a pleasure arising from outline, color, motion, and grouping. This seems partly
owing to the eye itself. The eye is the best of artists. By the mutual action of its
structure and of the laws of light, perspective is produced, which integrates every
mass of objects, of what character soever, into a well colored and shaded globe, so
that where the particular objects are mean and unaffecting, the landscape which
they compose, is round and symmetrical. And as the eye is the best composer, so
light is the first of painters. There is no object so foul that intense light will not
make beautiful. And the stimulus it affords to the sense, and a sort of infinitude
which it hath, like space and time, makes ali matter gay. Even the corpse hath its
own beauty. But beside this general grace diffused over nature, almost all the indi-
vidual forms are agreeable to the eye, as is proved by our endless imitations of
some of them, as the acorn, the grape, the pine-cone, the wheat-ear, the egg, the
wings and forms of most birds, the lion’s claw, the serpent, the butterfly, sea-shells,
flames, clouds, buds, leaves, and the forms of many trees, as the palm. '

For better consideration, we may distribute the aspects of Beauty in a three-
fold manner. :

L. First, the simple perception. of natural forms is a delight. The influence of
the forms and actions in nature, is so needful to man, that, in its lowest functions,
it seems to lie on the confines of commodity and beauty. To the body and mind
which have been cramped by noxious work or company, nature is medicinal and
restores their tone. The tradesman, the attorney comes out of the din and craft of
the street, and sees the sky and the woods, and is a man again. In their eternal
calm, he finds himself. The health of the eye seems to demand a horizon. We are
never tired, so long as we can see far enough.

7. In the Odyssey, Book X, Zolus gave Odysseus  ing essentially “a universal order or harmony of
“a mighty bag, bottling storm winds,” which his  parrs,” Emerson suggests his own conception of
envious sailors opened, producing a rempest. beaury,
8. Kosmos (cosmos), By this Greek word, mean- ~ N
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"

But in other hours, Nature satisfies the soul purely by its loveliness, and
without any mixture of corporeal benefit. I have seen the spectacle of morning
from the hill-top over against my house, from day-break to sun-rise, with emo-
tions which an angel might share. The long slender bars of cloud float like fishes
i1 the sea of crimson light. From the earth, as a shore, look out into that silent
sea. I seem to partake its rapid transformations: the active enchantment reaches
my dust, and | dilate and conspire with the morning wind. How does Nature
deify us with a few and cheap elements! Give me health and a day, and 1 will
make the pomp of emperors ridiculous. The dawn is my Assyria;? the sun-set and
moon-rise my Paphos,! and unimaginable realms of faerie; broad noon shall be
my England of the senses and the understanding; the night shall be my Germany?
of mystic philosophy and dreams. :

Not less excellent, except for our less susceptibility in the afternoon, was the
charm, last evening, of a January sunset. The western clouds divided and subdi-
vided themselves into pink flakes modulated with tints of unspeakable softness;
and the air had so much life and sweetness, that it was a pain to come within
doors. What was it that nature would say? Was there no meaning in the live re-
pose of the valley behind the mill, and which Homer or Shakspeare could not re-
form for me in words? The leafless trees become spires of flame in the sunset,
with the blue east for the background, and the stars of the dead calices® of flow-
ers, and every withered stem and stubble rimed with frost, contribute. something
to the mute music. ‘ . . A

The inhabitants of cities suppose that the country landscape is pleasant only
half the year. I please myself with observing the graces of the winter scenery, and
believe that we are as much touched by it as by the genial influences of summer.
To the attentive eye, each moment of the year has its own beauty, and in the
same field, it beholds, every hour, a picture which was never seen before, and
which shall never be seen again. The heavens change every moment, and reflect
their glory or gloom on the plains beneath. The state of the crop in the surround-
ing farms alters the expression of the earth from week to week. The succession of
native plants in the pastures and road-sides, which make the silent clock by which
time tells the summer hours, will make even the divisions of the day sensible to a
keen observer. The tribes of birds and insects, like the plants punctual to their
time, follow each othet, and the year has room for all. By water-courses, the vari-
ety is greater. In July, the blue pontederia or. pickerel-weed blooms in large beds
in the shallow parts of our pleasant river,* and swarms with yellow butterflies in
continual motion. Art cannot rival this pomp of purple and gold. Indeed, the
river is a perpetual gala, and boasts each month a new ornament.

But this beauty of Nature which is seen and felt as beauty, is the least part.
The shows of day, the dewy morning, the rainbow, mountains, orchards in blos-
som; stars, moonlight, shadows in still water, and the like, if too eagerly hunted,
become shows merely, and mock us with their unreality. Go out of the house to
see the moon, and *t is mere tinsel; it will not please as when its light shines upon
your necessary journey. The beauty that shimmers in the yellow afternoons of

9. Here emblematic of an earl eriod of - sense” school, is compared with German ideal-
¥y p 3 p

splendor. ism, e.g., Hegel and Kant.
1. Ancient city of Cyprus, noted for its worship 3. Now usually “calyxes” or “calyces,” plural of
of Aphrodite, Greek goddess of sensual love. “calyx,” the outer perianth of a flower.

2. The rational empiricism of English thinkers, 4. The Concord River, a meandering branch of
especially Hume and the Scottish “common-  the Merrimack.
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October, who ever could clutch it? Go forth to find it, and it is gone: ’t is only a
mirage as you look from the windows of diligence.

2. The presence.of a higher, namely, of the spiritual clement is essential to its
perfection. The high and divine beauty which can be loved without effeminacy, is
that which is found in combination with the human will, and never separate.
Beauty is the mark God sets upon(virtuel Every natural action is graceful. Every
hierofe aCt i also decent, and causes the place and the bystanders to shine. We are
taught by great actions that the universe Is the propérty of every individual in it,
Every rational creature has all nature for his dowry and estate, It is his, if he will.
He may divest himself of it; he may creep into a corner, and abdicate his king-
dom, as most men do, but he is entitled to the world by his constitution. In pro-
portion to the energy of his thought and will, he takes up the world into himself.
“All those things for which men plough, build, or sail, obey virtue;” said an an-
cient historian.’ “The winds and waves,” said Gibbon,5 “are always on the side
of the ablest navigators.” So are the sun and moon and all the stars of heaven.
When a noble act is done,—perchance in a scene of great natural beauty; when
Leonidas and his three hundred martyrs consume one day in dying, and the sun
and moon come each and look at them once in the steep defile of Thermopyla;”
when Arnold Winkelried,® in the high Alps, under the shadow of the avalanche,
gathers in his side a sheaf of Austrian spears to break the line for his comrades;
are not these heroes entitled to add the beauty of the scene to the beauty of the
deed? When the bark of Columbus nears the shore of America;—before it, the
beach lined with savages, fleeing out of all their huts of cane; the sea behind; and
the purple mountains of the Indian Archipelago around, can we separate the man
from the living picture? Does not the New World clothe his form with her palm-
groves and savannahs as fit drapery? Ever does natural beauty steal in like air, and
envelope great actions. When Sir Harry Vane? was dragged up the Tower-hill, sit-
ting on a sled, to suffer death, as the champion of the English laws, one of the
multitude cried out to him, “You never sate on so glorious a seat.” Charles 1L, to
intimidate the citizens of London, caused the patriot Lord Russell! to be drawn in
an open coach, through the principal streets of the city, on his way to the scaf-
fold. “But,” to use the simple narrative of his biographer,? “the multitude imag-
ined they saw liberty and virtue sitting by his side.” In private places, among sor-
did objects, an act of truth or heroism seems at once to draw to itself the sky as
its temple, the sun as its candle. Nature stretcheth out her arms to embrace man,
only let his thoughts be of equal greatness. Willingly does she follow his steps
with the rose and the violet, and bend her lines of grandeur and grace to the dec-
oration of her darling child. Only let his thoughts be of equal scope, and the
frame will svit the picture. A virtuous man is in unison with her works, and

5. Gaius Sallusrius Crispus Sallust (86-34 s.c.),
Roman historian; from The Conspiracy of Catiline.
6. Edward Gibbon (1737-1794); from The His-
tory of the Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire
(1776-1788), Volume II, Chapter 68,

7. King Leonidas and his three hundred Spartans
in 480 g.c. gave their lives in the defense of this
pass against the entire Persian army.

8. The traditional hero of Swiss independence,
Arnold von Winkelried, at the Battle of Sempach
(1386}, exposed himself to the volley of Austrian
spears, thus providing a breach through which

the ready Swiss rushed to victory,

9. Puritan statesman, once colonial governor of
Massachusetts, who opposed the restoration of
Charles II {1660) and was executed for treason.

1. William, Lord Russell (1639-1683), strongly
opposed the corrupt court and the Catholic party,
and was execured for treason in 1683 on perjured
testimony connecting him with the Rye House
Piot.

2. The excellent Life of William Lord Russell
(1819), by Lord John Russell, was still current.
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makes the central figure of the visible sphere. Homer, Pindar, Socrates, Phocion,?
associate themselves fitly in our memory with the whole geography and climate
of Greece. The visible heavens and earth sympathize with Jesus. And in common
life, whosoever has seen a person of powerful character and happy genius, will
have remarked how easily he took all things along with him,—the persons, the
opinions, and the day, and nature became ancillary to a man.

3. There is still another aspect under which the beauty of the world may be
viewed, namely, as it becomes an object_of the intellect. Beside the relation of
[éthingsto virtue, they have a relatiort to@oﬁfg% The intellect searches out the ab-

solute order of things as they stand in the-niind of Ged, and without the colors of

A anectlon “The intellectual and the active powers seem to succeed each other in

man, and the exclusive activity of the one, generates the exclusive activity of the
other. There is something unfriendly in each to the other, but they are like the al-
ternate periods of feeding and working in animals; each prepares and certainly
will be followed by the other. Therefore does beauty, which, in relation to ac-
tions, as we have seen, comes unsought, and comes because it is unsought, remain
for the apprehension and pursuit of the intellect; and then again, in its turn, of
the active power. Nothing divine dies. All good is eternally reproductive. The
beauty of nature reforms itself in-the mind, and not for barren contemplatlon, but
for new creation.

All men are in some degree impressed by the face of the world; some men
even to delight. This love of beauty is Taste. Others have the same love in such
- excess, that, not content with admiring, they seek to embody it in new forms. The

?reaﬂon of beauty is Arty

= The production of a work of art throws a light upon the mystery of human-
ity. A-work of art is an abstract or epitome of the world. It is the result or expres-
ston of nature, in miniature. For although the works of nature are innumerable
and all different, the result or the expression of them all is similar and single. Na-
ture is a sea of forms radically alike and even unique. A leaf, a sun-beam, a land-
scape, the ocean, make an analogous impression on. the mind. What is common
to them all,—that perfectness and harmeny, is beauty. Therefore the standard of
beauty is the entire circuit of natural forms,—the totality of nature; which the
Italians expressed by defining beauty “il piu nell’ uno.”* Nothing is quite beauti-
ful alone: nothing but is beautiful in the whole. A single object is only so far
beautiful as it suggests this universal grace. The poet, the painter, the sculptor,
the musician, the architect, seek each to concentrate this radiance of the world on
one point, and each in his several work to satisfy the love of beauty which stimu-
lates him to produce. Thus is Art, a nature passed through the alembic of man.
Thus in art, does nature work through the will of man filled with the beauty of
her first works.

The world thus exists to the soul to satisfy the desire of beauty. Extend this
element to the uttermost, and I call it an ultimate end. No reason can be asked or
given why the soul seeks beauty. Beauty, in its largest and profoundest sense, is
one expression for the universe. God is the all-fair. Truth, and goodness, and

3. Ancnent Greeks of “natural virtue”: Homer  ated Athenian nationalism during the Macedon-

was traditionally regarded as the author of the
heroic epics; Pindar was the great lyrist of heroic
themes; Socrates brought philosophical inquiry
into the streets, and died in defense of it; Phocion,
general and statesman, long successfully negorti-

ian conquest, was at eighty-five wrongly charged
and executed for treason.

4. “The many in one,” Cf. the poem “Fach and
All,” below.
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beauty, are but different faces of the same All. But beauty in nature is not ulti-
mate. It is the herald of inward and eternal beauty, and is not alone a solid and
satisfactory good. It must therefore stand as a part and not as yet the last or high-
est expression of the final cause of Nature.

Chapter IV. Language

A third use which Nature subserves to man is that of Language Nature is the ve-

1. Words are signs of natural facts.
2. Particular natural facts are symbols of particular spiritual facts. e
3. Nature is the symbol of spirit.

1. Words are signs of natural facts. The use of natural history is to give us
aid in supernatural history. The use of the outer creation is to give us language
for the beings and changes of the inward creation. Every word which is used to
express a moral or intellectual fact, if traced to its root, is found to be borrowed
from some material appearance. Right® originally means straight; wrong means
twisted. Spirit primarily means wind; travsgression, the crossing of a line; super-
cilious, the raising of the eye-brow. We say the beart to express emotion, the head
to denote thought; and thought and emotion are, in their turn, words borrowed
from sensible things, and now appropriated to spiritual nature. Most of the
process by which this transformation is made, is hidden from us in the remote
time when language was framed; but the same tendency may be daily abserved in
children. Children and savages use only nouns or names of things, which they
continually convert into verbs, and apply to analogous mental acts,

2. But this origin of all words that ‘convey a spiritual import, —s0 conspicuous

that are emblematic; it is things which are emblematic. Every natural fact is a sym-

bol of some spiritual fact. Evéry appearance in nature corresponds to some state of

“the mind, and that state of the mind can only be described by presenting that nat-
ural appearance as its picture. An enraged man is a lien, a cunning man is a fox, a
firm man is a rock, a learned man is a torch. A lamb is innocence; a snake is subtle
spite; flowers express to us the delicate affections. Light and darkness are our fa-
miliar expression for knowledge and ignorance; and heat for love. Visible distance
behind and before us, is respectively our image of memory and hope.

Who looks upon a river in a meditative hour, and is not reminded of the flux
of all things? Throw a stone into the stream, and the circles that propagate them-
selves are the beautiful type 6f all influence. Man is conscious of a universal soul
within or behind his individual life, wherein, as in a firmament, the natures of
Justice, Truth, Love, Freedom, arise and shine. This universal soul, he calls Rea-
son: it is not miine or thine or his, but we are its; we are its property and men,
And the blue sky in which the private earth is buried, the sky with its eternal
calm, and full of everlasting orbs, is the type of Reason. That which, intellectually
considered, we call Reason, considered in relation to nature, we call Spirit. Spirit
is the Creator. Spirit hath life in itself. And man in all ages and countries, embod-
ies it in his language, as the FaTHER.

S. The words in italics prove his proposition: the  “natural face.”
original root of each was determined by a

gl
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It is easily seen that there is nothing lucky or capricious in these analogies,
but that they are constant, and pervade nature. These are not the dredms of a few
poets, here and there, but man is an analogist, and studies relations in all objects.
He is placed in the centre of beings, and a ray of relation passes from every other
being to him. And neither can man be understood without these objects, nor
these objects without man. All the facts in natural history taken by themselves,
have no value, but are barren like a single sex. But marry it to human history,
and it is full of life. Whole Floras, all Linnaeus’ and Buffon’s® volumes, are but
dry catalogues of facts; but the most trivial of these facts, the habit of a plant, the
organs, or work, or noise of an insect, applied to the illustration of a fact in intel-
lectual philosophy, or, in any way associated to human nature, affects us in the
most lively and agreeable manner. The seed of a plant,—to what affecting analo-
gies in the nature of man, is that little fruit made use of; in all discourse, up to the
voice of Paul, who calls the human corpse a seed,’—“It is sown a natural body; it
is raised a spiritual body.” The motion of the earth round its axis, and round the
sun, makes the day, and the year. These are certain amounts of brute light and
heat. But is there no intent of an analogy between man’s life and the seasons?
And do the seasons gain no grandeur or pathos from that analogy? The instincts
of the ant are very unimportant considered as the ant’s; but the moment a ray of
relation is seen to extend from it to man, and the little drudge is seen to be a
monitor, a little body with a mighty heart, then all its habits, even that said to be
recently observed, that it never sleeps, become sublime.

Because of this radical® correspondence between visible things and human
thoughts, savages, who have only what is necessary, converse. in figures. As we go
back in history, language becomes more picturesque, until its infancy, when it is
all poetry; or, all spiritual facts are represented by natural symbols.” The same
symbols are found to make the original elements of all languages. It has moreover
been observed, that the idioms of all languages approach each other in passages
of the greatest eloquence and power. And as this is the first language, so is it the
last, This immediate dependence of language upon nature, this conversion of an
outward phenomenon into a type of somewhat in human life, never loses its
power to affect us. It is this which gives that piquancy to the conversation of a
strong-natured farmer or back-woodsman, which all men relish. _

Thus is nature an interpreter, by whose means man converses with his fellow
men, A man’s power to connect his thought with its proper symbol, and so to
utter it, depends on the simplicity of his character, that is, upon his love of truth
and his desire to communicate it without loss. The corruption of man is followed
by the corruption of language. When simplicity of character and the sovereignty
of ideas is broken up.by the prevalence of secondary desires, the desire of riches,
the desire of pleasure, the desire of power, the desire of praise,—and duplicity
and falsehood take place of simplicity and truth, the power over nature as an in-
terpreter of the will, is in a degree lost; new imagery ceases to be created, and old
words are perverted to stand for things which are not; a paper currency is em-

6. Linnaeus (Cazl von Linné, 1707-1778),
Swedish botanist, founded the modern system of
plant classification; comte de Buffon (Georges
Louis Le Clerc, 1707-1788), French naturalist,
initiated and was an important collaborator on
the forty-four-volume Histoire naturelle {finished
in 1804), a comprehensive formulation of the bi-

ological sciences.

7. Cf. I Corinthians xv: 42-44.

8. In the etymological sense: from the Latin
radix, “a root,”

9. This romantic theory of primitive word sym-
bolism, then accepted, has now been superseded.
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ployed when there is no bullion in the vaults. In due time, the fraud is manifest,
and words lose all power to stimulate the understanding or the affections. Hun-
dreds of writers may be found in every long-civilized nation, who for a short time
believe, and make others believe, that they see and utter truths, who do not of
themselves clothe one thought in its natural garment, but who feed unconsciously,
upon the language created by the primary writers of the country, those, namely,
who hold primarily on nature. o

But wise men pierce this rotten diction and fasten words again to visible
things; so that picturesque language is at once a commanding certificate that he
who employs it, is a man in alliance with truth and God. The moment our dis-
course rises above the ground line of familiar facts, and is inflamed with passion
or exalted by thought, it clothes itself in images. A man conversing in earnest, if
he watch his intellectual processes, will find that always a material image, more
or less luminous, arises in his mind, contemporaneous with every thought, which
furnishes the vestment of the thought. Hence, good writing and brilliant discourse
are perpetual allegories. This imagery is spontaneous. It is the blending; of experi-
ence with the present action of the mind. It is proper creation. It is the working of
the Original Cause through the instruments he has already made.

These facts may suggest the advantage which the country-life possesses for a
powerful mind, over the artificial and curtailed life of cities. We know more from
nature than we can at will communicate. Its light flows into the mind evermore,
and we forget its presence. The poet, the orator, bred in the woods, whose senses
have been nourished by their fair and appeasing changes, year after year, without
design and without heed,—shall not lose their lesson altogether, in.the roar of
cities or the broil of politics. Long hereafter, amidst agitation and terror in na-
tional councils,—in the hour of revolution,—these solemn images shall reappear
in their morning lustre, as fit symbols and words of the thoughts which the pass-
ing events shall awaken. At the call of a noble sentiment, again the woods wave,
the pines murmur, the river rolls and shines, and the cattle low upon the moun-
tains, as he saw and heard them in his infancy. And with these forms, the spells of
persuasion, the keys of power are put into his hands.

3. We are thus assisted by natural objects in the expression of particular
meanings. But how great a language to convey such peppercorn! informations!
Did it need such noble races of creatures, this profusion of forms, this host of
orbs in heaven, to furnish man with the dictionary and grammar of his
municipal? speech? Whilst we use this grand cipher to expedite the affairs of our
pot and kettle, we feel that we have not yet put it to its use, neither are able. We
are like travellers using the cinders of a volcano to roast their eggs. Whilst we see
that it always stands ready f5"othe what we would say, we cannot avoid the
question, whether the characters are not significant of themselves. Have moun-
tains, and waves, and skies, no significance but what we consciously give them,
when we employ them as emblems of our thoughts? The world is emblematic..
Parts of speech are metaphors because the whole of nature is a metaphor of the

“human mind. The laws of moral nature answer to those of matter as face to face
in a glass. “The visible world and the relation of its parts, is the dial plate of the

invisible.” The axioms of physics translate the laws of ethics. Thus, “the whole is

1. Petty; a meaning derived from the ancient use  obligation.
of a peppercorn for the nominal payment of an 2. In its earlier meaning, “local.”
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greater than its part;” “reaction is equal to action;” “the smallest weight may be
made to lift the greatest, the difference of weight being compensated by time;”
and many the like propositions, which have an ethical as well as physical sense.
These propositions have a much more extensive and universal sense when applied
to human life, than when confined to technical use.

In like manner, the memorable words of history, and the proverbs of nations,
consist usually of a natural fact, selected as a picture or parable of a moral truth.
Thus; A rolling stone gathers no moss; A bird in the. hand-is-worth-two in the
bush; A ctipple in the right way, will beat a racer in the wrong; Make hay whilst

' the sun shines; ”T is hard to carry a full cup even; Vinegar is the son of wine; The

last ounce broke the camel’s back; Long-lived trees make roots first;—and the
like. In their primary sense these are trivial facts, but we repeat them for the value
of their analogical import. What.is true of proverbs, is true of all fables, parables,
and-altlegories.

This relation between the mind and matter is not fancied by some poet, but
stands in the will of God, and so is free to be known by all men. It appears to
men, or it.-does not appear. When in fortunate hours we ponder this miracle, the
wise man doubts, if, at all othier times, he is not blind and deaf;

—*(Can these things be,
And overcome us like a summer’s cloud,
Without our special wonder?”?

for the universe becomes transparent, and the light of higher laws than its own,
shines through it. It is the standing problem which has exercised the wonder and
the study of every fine genius since the world began; from the era of the Egyp-
cians and the Brahmins, to that of Pythagoras, of Plato, of Bacon, of Leibnitz, of
Swedenborg.* There sits the Sphinx at the road-side, and from age to age, as each
prophet comes by, he tries his fortune at reading her riddle. There seems to be a
necessity in ‘spirit to manifest itself in material forms; and day and night, river
and storm, beast and bird, acid and alkali, preéxist in necessary Ideas in the mind
of God, and are what they are by virtue of preceding affections, in the world of
spirit. A Fact is the end or last issue of spirit. The visible creation is the terminus
or the circumference of the invisible world. “Material objects,” said a French
philosopher, “are necessarily kinds of scoriee® of the substantial thoughts of the
Creator, which must always preserve an exact relation to their first origin; in
other words, visiblé nature must have a spiritual and moral side.”

This doctrine is abstruse, and though the images of “garment,” “scorize,”
“mirror,” &¢., may stimulate the fancy, we must summon the aid of subtler and
more vital expositors to make it plain. “Every scripture is to be interpreted by the

”

3. Macheth, 111, iv, 110-112. The first two edi-  Wilhelm von Leibnitz (1646-1716) promulgared

tions read, erroneously, “Can these things be,”
for “Can such things be,”

4, All'these taught, in one way or another, a wni-
verse “transparent” in Emerson’s meaning above.
The Greek Pythagoras (sixth century B.C.), like
the ‘Egyptian and Brahmin mystics, taught the
transmigration of souls; the Greck Plato
(428-347 B.c.) was the father of western philo-
sophical idealism; Francis Bacon {1561-1626),
British founder of inductive science, was mystical
in his religious philosophy; the German Gottfried

a philosophical optimism lacer satirized by such
determinists as Voltaire; and Emanuel Sweden-
borg {1688-1772) was a Swedish religious
thinker, who later became Emerson’s example for
“The Mystic” in Representative Men.

5. Tn classic myth, the Sphinx of Thebes slew all
travelers unable to solve her riddle. At last Oedi-
pus did so; whereupon, as predicted, she killed
herself and he became king.

6. Slag from smelting lava.




Nature 345

same spirit which gave it forth,”—is the fundamental law of criticism. A life in
harmony with nature, the love of truth and of virtue, will purge the eyes to un-
derstand her iext. By degrees we may come to.-know the primitive sense :of the
permanent obijects of nature, so that the world shall be to us an open book, and
every form significant of its hidden life and final cause. ,

A new interest surprises us, whilst, under the view now suggested, we contem-
plate the fearful extent and multitude of objects; since “every object rightly seen,
unlocks a new faculty of the soul.” That which was unconscious truth, becomes,
when interpreted and defined in an object, a part of the domain of knowledge g
new weapon in the magazme of power,

' R
Chapter V.. Drsaplme —ﬂﬁg\m N

In view of this significance of nature, we arrive at once at a new fact, that nature
is a discipline,” This use of the world mcludes the preceding uses, as parts of
itself. :
Space, time, society, labor, climate, food locomonon, the ammals, the me-
chanical forces, give us sincerest lessons, day by day, whose meaning is unlimited.
They educate both the Understanding dnd the Reason. Every property of matter
is a school foi the understanding,—its solidity’ or resistance, its inertia, its exten-
sion, its figure, its divisibility. The understanding adds, divides, comibines, mea-
sures, and finds- everlasting ntitriment and room- for its “activity- in -this worthy
scene. Meantime, Reason transfers all these lessons into its'own world of
thought, by percewmg the analogy that marries Matter and Mind. '

1. Natuore is g discipline of. the.undﬁrsmndmg in intellectual truths.-Our deal-
ing with sensible objects is'a constant exercise in the necessary lessons of differ-
ence, of likeness, of order, of being and seeming, ‘of progressive arrangemerit; of
ascent from particular to general; of combination to one end of manifsld forces.
Proportioned to the importance of the organ to be formed, is'the ‘extreine care
with which its tuition® is provided,—a care pretermitted in no single case. What
tedious training, day after day, yéar after year, never ending, 10 form the common
sense; what continual reproduction of annoyances, inconveniences, dilemmas;
what rejoicing over us of little men; what disputing of prices, what reckonmgs of
interest,—and ali to form the Hand of the mind;—to instruct us that* good
thoughts are no better than good dreams, unless they be executed!”

“The saine good office is performed by Property and its filial systems of debt
and credit. Deb, grinding debt, whose iron face the widow, the orphan, ard the
sons of genius fear and hate;—debt, which consumes so much time, which 50
cripples and disheartens a great spirit with cares' that seem so base, is a preteptor
whose lessons cannot be foregohe, and is needed most by those who suffer from
it most. Moreover, property, which has been'well compared to snow,~—“if it fall
level to-day, it will be blown into drifts to-morrow,”—is merely the surface ac-
tion of internal machmery, llke the mdex on the face of a ¢lock. Whllst now it is

7. Emerson’s analysis of the'proposition “nature = behavior, and- sngmﬁcance of material and sdcial

is a dlsaplme shows the American transcendejm
talist’s version of the then. current. ( Idealism—the
romantic philosophy of German thinkers, of
whom probably Hegel most influenced the Con-
cord group. The aspects and the experience of na-
ture, says Emerson, “educate both the Under-
mdmg and the Reasoni:” The Understanding is
concerned with the knowledge of the properties,

reality. This requu‘es rationality, Bu ReasorL it-
self, as a faculty, is concerned with the intuition
of Nature’s truth. And in rranscendental rerms,
there l{the vnity of the W involviag Under-
standing and’Reason mrnulra'neousl"”w e condi-
tion of knowing. R
%’"Hefé"'h i’t’s‘"'dlder sense of “guardlanshlp,
well as “instruction.’
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the gymnastics of the understanding, it is hiving, in the foresight of the spirit, ex-
perience in profounder laws. o .

The whole character and fortune of the individual are affected by the least in-
equalities in the culture of the understanding; for example, in the perception of
differences. Therefore is Space, and therefore Time, that man may know that
things are not huddled and lumped, but sundered and individual. A bell and a
plough have each their use, and neither can do the office of the other. Water is
good to drink, coal to burn, wool to wear; but wool cannot be drunk, nor water
spun, nor coal eaten. The wise man shows his wisdom in separation, in grada-
tion, and his scale of creatures and of merits, is as wide as nature. The foolish
have no range in their scale, but suppose every man is as every other man. What
is not good they call the worst, and what is not hateful, they call the best.

In like manner, what good heed, nature forms in us! She pardons no mis-
takes. Her yea is yea, and her nay, nay.

The first steps in Agriculture, Astronomy, Zodlogy, (those first steps which
the farmer, the hunter, and the sailor take,) teach that nature’s dice are always
loaded;? that in her heaps and rubbish are concealed sure and useful results.

How calmly and genially the mind apprehends one after another the laws of
physics! What noble emotions dilate the mortal as he enters into the counsels of
the creation, and feels by knowledge the privilege to Be! His insight refines him.
The beauty of nature shines in his own breast. Man is greater that! he can see this,
and the universe less, because Time and Space relations vanish as laws are known.

Here again we are impressed and even daunted by the immense Universe to
be.explored,: “What we know, is a point to what we do not. know.’ Open any re-
cent ‘journal of science, and weigh the problems suggested concerning Light,
Heat, Electricity, Magnetism, Physiology, Geology, and judge whether the inter-
est of natural science is likely to be soon exhausted. ,

~ Passing by, many, particulars of the discipline of nature we must not omit to
specify two. R & ‘

The exercise of the Will or the lesson of power is taught in every event. From
the child’s successive possession of his several senses up to the hour when he
saith, “thy will be done!™? he is learning the secret, that he can reduce under his
will, not only particular events, but great classes, nay the whole series of events,
and so conform all facts to his character. Nature is thoroughly mediate. It is
made to serve. It receives the dominion of man as meekly as the ass on which the
Saviour rode.? It offers all its kingdoms* to man as the raw material which he
may mould into what is useful. Man is never weary of working it up. He forges
the subtile and delicate air into wise and melodious words, and gives them wing
as angels of persuasion and command. More and more, with every thought, does
his kingdom stretch over things, until the world becomes, at last, only a realized
will,—the double of the man, o .

2. Sensible objects conform to the premonitions of Reason and reflect the
conscience. All things are moral; and in their boundless changes have an unceas-
ing reference to spiritual nature. Therefore is nature glorious with form, color,

9. E. W. Emerson found the source of this in 2. See the Lord’s Prayer, Martthew vi: 9; and cf.
Fragment 763, from a lost play by Sophocles:  Acts xxi: 14. .

“The dice of Zeus ever fall aright” (Centenary 3. See John xii: 12-15; and ¢f. Zechariah ix: 9.
Edition, Vol. 1, p. 409). - 4, Cf. Matthew iv: 8.

1. Reads “than” in 1849; corrected in the Cente-
nary Edition.
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and motion, that every globe in the remotest heaven; every chemical change from
the rudest crystal up to the laws of lifey every change of vegetation from the first
principle of growth in the eye of a leaf, to the tropical forest and antediluvian
coal-mine;® every animal function from the:sponge up to Hercules, shall hint or
thunder to man the laws of right and wrong; and echo the Ten Commandments.
Therefore is nature ever the ally of Religion: lends all her: pomp and riches to the
religious sentiment. Prophet and priest, David, Isaiah, Jesus, have drawn deeply
from this source; f L .

his ethical character so penetrates the bone and marrow of nature, as to
seem end for which it was made. Whatever private purpose is answered by
any member or part, this is its public and universal function, and is never omit-
ted. Nothing in nature is exhausted in its first use. When a thing has served an
end to the uttermost, it is wholly new for an uiterior service. In God, every end is
converted into a new means. Thus the use of Commaodity, regarded by itself, is
mean and squalid. But it is to.the mind an education in the great doctrine of Use,
namely, that a thing is good only so-far.as it:sefves; that a conspiring of parts and
efforts to the production of an end, is essential to any being. The first and gross
manifestation of this truth; is-our inevitable and hated training in values and
wants, in corn and meat. S st : .

It has alreddy been illustrated, in treating of the significance of material
things, that every natural process is but a version of a moral sentence. The moral
law lies at the centre of nature and radiates to the circumference. It is the pith and
marrow of every substance, every relation, and every process. All things with
which we deal, preach to-us. What is a farm but a mute gospel? The chaff and the
wheat, weeds and planss, blight, rain, insects; sun,—it is a sacred emblem from the
first furrow of spring to the last stack which: the snow of winter overtakes in the
fields. But the sailor, the shepherd, the miner, the merchant; in their several re-
sorts, have each an experierice precisely pitallel and leading to. the same conclu-
sion: because all organizations. are radically-alike. Nor can itibe doubted that this
moral sentiment which thus scents the.air,-and grows in the grain; and impreg-
nates thie waters of the world, is caught by man and sinks into his soul. The moral
influence of nature upon every individual is that-amount of truth which it iltus-
trates to him. Who can estimate this? Who can guess hew much fitmness the sea-
beaten rock has taught the-fisherman? How much tranquillity has been reflected
to man from the azure sky, over whose unspotted deeps the winds forevermore
drive flocks of stormy clouds, and leave no wrinkle or stain? how much industry
and providence and affection we have caught from the pantomine of brutes? What
a searching preacher of self-command is the varying phenomenon of Health!

Herein is especially apprehended the Unity of Nature,—the Unity in Vari-
ety,—which meets us everywhere. All the endless variety of things make a unique,
an identical impression. Xenophanes® complained in his old age, that, look where
he would, all things hastened back to Unity. He was weary of seeing the same en-
tity in the tedious variety of fotms. The fable of Proteus? has a cordial truth.
Every particular in nature, a leaf, a drop, a crystal, a moment of time is related to

5. Le, coal results from the deep burial of forests  is one.”
by geomorphic upheaval. : 7. Proteus, in Greek fable, could elusively change

6. Greek: pre-Socritic philosop-)her {sixth century  his form.
B.C.), who raught the unity of all existence—"All :
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the whole, and partakes of the perfection of the whole. Each particle. is a micro-
cosm, and faithfully renders the likeness of the world.®?

Not only resemblances exist in things whose analogy is obvious, as when we
detect the type of the human hand in the flipper of the fossil saurus,” but also in
objects wherein there is great superficial unlikeness. Thus architecture is called
“frozen music,” by De Stael:and Goethe.! Vitruvius® thought an architect should
be a musician. “A Gothic church,” said Coleridge,® “is a petrified religion.”
Michael Angelo maintained, that, to an architect, a knowledge of anatomy Is es-
sential, In Haydn’s oratorios,? the notes present to the imagination not only mo-
tions, as, of the snake, the stag, and the elephant, but colors also; as the green
grass. The.law of harmonic sounds reappears in the harmonic colors. The granite
is differenced in its laws only by the more or less of heat, from the river that
wears it away. The river, as it flows, resembles the air that flows over it; the air
resembles the light which traverses it with more subtile currents; the light resem-
bles the heat which rides with it through Space. Each creature is only a modifica-
tion of the other; the likeness in them is'more than the difference, and their radi-
cal law is one and the same, Hence it is, that a rule of one art, or a law of one
organization, holds true throughout nature. So intimate is this Unity, that, it is
easily seen, it lies under the undermost garment of nature, and betrays its source
in universal Spirit. For, it pervades Thought also. Every universal truth which we
express in words, implies or supposes every other truth. Omne verum vero con-
sonatS It is like a great circle on a sphere, comprising all possible circles; which,
however, may be drawn, and comprise it; in like manner. Every such truth is the
absolute Ens® seen from one side. But it has innumerable sides. :

The same central Unity is still more conspicuous in actions. Words are finite
organs of the infinite mind. They cannot cover the dimensions of what is in truth.
They break, chop, and impoverish it. An action is the perfection and publication
of thought. A right action seems to fill the eye, and to be related to all nature.
«The wise man, in doing one thing, does all; oryin the one thing he does rightly,
he sees the likeness of all which is'done rightly.” - - :

Words and actions are not the attributes of mute and brute nature. They in-
troduce us to the human form, of which all other organizations appear to be
degradations. When this organization appears among so many that surround it,
the spirit prefers it to all others. It says, ‘From such as this, have I drawn joy and
knowledge. In such as this, have I found and beheld myself. I will speak to it. It
can speak again. It can yield me thought already formed and alive.” In fact, the
eye,—the mind,—is always accompanied by these forms, male and female; and
these are incomparably the richest informations of the power and order that lie at

8. The idea that the microcosm recapitulates the
universal macrocosm recurs throughout transcen-
dentalism and in Emerson’s writing; the pantheism
of Xenophancs, just mentioned, suggests it here.

9, A suffix, used in paleontology, for names of
various families of exrinct reptilian mammoths.

1. Madame de Stagl (1766-1817), see Corinne
ou I'Italie {1807), Book 1V, Chapter 3; Johann
W. von Goethe (1749-1832), see Conversations
with Eckermann, the passage dated March 23,
1829. Cf Emerson’s Journals, Vol, 11, p. 363.

2. Marcus Vitruvins Pollio, Roman archirect
(first century .c.), De architectura, Book 1, Chap-

ter i, Section 8. : o

3. .Samuel Taylor Coleridge, iri “A. Lecture on the
General Characteristics of the Gothic Mind in the
Middlé Ages™ (Literary Remains, 1836): “a
Gothic cathedral is the petrification of our reli-
gion.”

4, Joseph Haydn (1732-1809). His two preatest
oratorios, The Creation and The Seasons, are es-
pecially rich in such natural description as Emer-
son suggests heze. S

5. Every truth harmonizes with.all other truth.

6. “Being” in the most general sense of the term.
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the heart of things. Unfortunately, every one of them bears the, marks as of somé
injury; is marred and superficially defective. Nevertheless, far different from the
deaf and dumb nature around:them, these all rest-like fountain-pipes on the un-
fathomed sea of thought and virtue whereto they alone,:of all orgamzatnons, are
the entrances. ‘ ; .

It were a pleasant inquiry to follow into deta1l thelr mlmstry to our educa-
tion, but where would it stop? We are associated in adolescent anid adult life with
some friends, who, like skies and waters, are coextensive with our idea; who, an-
swering -each to a certain affection of the soul, satisfy our desire.on that side;
whom we. lack power to put at such focal distance from us; that we can mend or
even analyze them. We cannot chuse but love them. When much intercourse with
a friend has supplied us with a standard of excellence, and has increased our re-
spect for the resources of God who thus sends a real person to outgo our ideal;
when he‘has, moreover, become an object of thought; and, whilst his character
retains all-its unconscious effect, is converted in the mind into sclid and sweet
wisdom,—it is a sign-tous that his office is closmg, and he 'is commonly with-
drawn from our Slght ina short time.” - . ;

Chapter \%5 Ideahsm |

Thus is ‘the unspeakable ‘it intelligible dnd ‘practicable meaning of the world
conveyed to man, the immadrtal pupil, in every object of sense. To this one end of
Discipline, all paits'of nature:conspire. - S S T

‘A noble doiibt perpetually sugpgests itself, wWhether this end be not the Final
Cause of the Universe; and whether nature outwardly exists. It is a sufficient aé-
count of that Appearance as we call the World, that God will teach a human
mind, and so makes'it the teceiver of a certain number. of congruent sensations,
which we call sun and moon, man and worhan, house and trade. In my utter im-
potence to test the authenticity of the feport of my-senses, to'know whether the
impressions they ‘make on fite’ corresporid with outlying objects, what difference
does it make, whether Orion is tp- there in’ heaven, or some god paints the image
in the firmament of the soul? The relations' of parts and the end of the whole re-
maining the same, what:is thé- difference, whether land and sea interact, and
worlds revolve dnd intermingleswitheut number or end,—~deep yawning under
deep,? and galaxy balancing galaty, throughout absolute space, or, whether, with-
out relations of time and spate, the same :appearances are inscribed in the ¢onstant
faith of man? Whether natufe enjoy a substantial existence without, or is only in
the apocalypse? of the mmd it'is-alike useful and alike venerable to me. Be it what
it may, it-is-ideal to me, 'so long as I canhdt tiry the accutacy of my senses.

" The frivolous make themselves merry with: the-Ideal theory,! as if its Cons'e—
qu‘ences"Were burlesque; as if it affected the. stability of nature. It surely does not.
God never jests with us, and will not:.comproniise the end. of nature, by permit-
ting any inconsequence in its procession: Any distrust of the permanerice of laws,
would paralyze the faculties of man. Their permanence is'sacredly respected, and
his faith therein is perfect. The wheels:and springs of man are all set to the
7. According t6 E. W. Emerson (dé'nféHAry;'Edi- 9, A prophetié¢ révelation.
tion, Vol. I, p. 410), this thought relates to the 1. That is, they make a jest of the transcendental

death, within the previous two years, of Emer-  belief (suggested in the two previous paragraphs}
son’s brothers Edward and Charles. the:latter of  that the essential reality of the thine inheres in the
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hypothesis of the permanence of nature. We are not built like a ship to be tossed,
but like a house to stand. It is a natural consequence of this structure, that, so long
as the active powers predominate over the reflective, we resist with indignation
any hint that nature is more short-lived or mutable than spirit. The broker, the
wheclwright, the carpenter, the toll-man, are much displeased at the intimation.

But whilst we acquiesce entirely in the permanence of natural laws, the ques-
tion of the absolute existence of nature, still remains open. It is the uniform effect
of culture on the human mind, not to shake our faith in the stability of particular
phenomena, as of heat, water, azote;? but to lead us to regard nature as a phe-
nomenon, not a substance; to attribute necessary existence to spirit; to esteem na-
ture as an-accident and an effect. . SR

“To the senses-and the unrenewed understanding; belongs a sort of instinctive
belief in the absolute existence of nature: In their view, man and nature are indis-
solubly joined. Things are ultimates, and they never look beyond their sphere.
The presence of Reason mars this faith. The first effort-of thought tends to relax
this despotism of the sénses, ‘which binds us to naturesasif we were a part of it,
and shows us nature aloof, and, as it were, afloat. Until this higher agency inter-
vened, the animal eye sees, with wonderful accuracy, sharp outlines and colored
surfaces. When the eye of Reasori opens, to outline and surface are at once added,
grace and expression. These: proceed from imagination and affection, and abate
somewhat of the angular distinctness of objects. If the Reason be stimulated to
more earnest vision, outlines and surfaces become transparent,-and are no longer
seen; causes and spirits are.seen-through them. The best, the happiest moments of

life, are these delicious awakenings of the higher powers, and. the reverential
withdrawing of nature before its God. : e aee
et us proceed to indicate the effects of culture, 1.-Our first institution in the

Ideal philosophy is a hint from nature herself. T

Nature is made.to conspire with spirit to: emancipate:us. Certain mechanical
changes, a small alteration. in our local:position- apprizes us of a-dualism. We are
strangely affected by seeing the shore from. a moving ship,. from a balloon, or
through the tints of an unusual sky. The least change in our point of view, gives
the whole world a-pictorial air. A man who seldom rides, needs only to getinto a
coach and traverse his.own town, to. turn the stregt.into a_puppet show. The men,
the women,—talking, running, bartering, figh_t_ing_,-—_thg:‘eamest:,mechanic, the
lounger, the beggar, the boys, the dogs, are unrealized® at once, or, at least,
wholly. detached from all relation to the observer; and seen as apparent, not sub-
stantial beings. What new thoughts are.suggested by seeing a face* of country
quite familiar, in the: rapid movement; of the railroad car! Nay, the most wonted
objects, {(make a very slight change, in the point-of-vision,) please' us most. In a
camera -obscura,® the butcher’s cart, and the-figure of one of our own family
amuse us. So a.portrait of a well-known .face gratifies us. Turn the.eyes upside
down, by looking at the landscape through your legs, and.how agreeable is the
picture, though you have sgen it any time these twenty-years!

In these.cases, by, mechanical. meaps; is suggested the difference between the
observer and the spectacle,—between man and nature. Hence arises a pleasure

mixed with awe; I may say, a low degree of the sublime is felt from the fact,

2. Nitrogen. o G e e 5. An optical instrument, the ancestor of the
3. lLe., deprived of reality.- . - : camera. i :

4. In the archaic sense, meaning “view.”




