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probably, that man is hereby. appnzed that, Wl’lllSt the world is a spectacle, some-
thing in himself is stable. i

2. In a higher manner, the poet communicates the ‘same pleasure By a few
strokes he delineates, as-on air, the sun, the mountain, the camp, the city, the
hero, the maiden, not different from what we know them, bur only lifted from
the ground and afloat before the eye. He anfixes the land and the sea, makes
them revolve around the axis of his primary thought and disposes them anew.
Possessed himself by a heroic passion, he uses matter as symbols of it. The sen-
sual man conforms thoughts to things; the poet conforms things to-his thoughtst
The one esteems nature as rooted and fast; the other, as fluid, and impresses his
being thereon. To him, the refractory world is ductile and flexible; he invests dust
and stones with humanity, and makes them'the words of the Reason. The imagi-
nation may be defined to be, the use which the Reason makes of the material
world. Shakspeare possesses the power of subordinating nature for the purposes
of expression, beyond all poets. His imperial muse tosses the creation like a
bauble from hand to hand, and uses it to‘embody any capricious shade of
thought that is uppermost in his thind. The remotest’spaces of nature are visited,
and the farthest sundered things are brought togethef, by a subtile spiritual con-
nexion. We are made aware that magnitude of material things is merely relative,
and all objects shrink and expand to serve the passion of the poet. Thus, in his
sonnets, the lays of birds, the scents and dyes of flowers, he finds to be the
shadow of his beloved;® time, which keeps her from h1m is his chest; the suspi-
cion she has awakened, is her ornament ' »

The ornament of beauty is Suspect
A ¢row Whrch flles i heaven’s S\}veetest air,®

i HlS passmn is not the frult of chance, it swells, as he speaks, to 2 crty, or a state.

“i - No, it was builded far from accident;
* It'suffers not in smllmg pomp, nor falls
Under the brow' of thralling discontent;
It fears not policy, that heretic,
That works on’ leases'oT short numbered hours,

In- the strength: of l'llS consta.ncy, the Pyramu:ls1 seem to him recent and transi-
tory, And the freshness of youth and love dazzles him with its resemblance to
mormng : : .

) Take those lrps away
‘Whlch s0 sweetly were forsworn;
And those eyes,——the break. of day,
Lights that do mrslead the morn.?

- The wild- beauty of this hyperbole, 1 may say, in passing, it would not be easy
to match in literature. :

6. Cf. Shakespeare, Sonnet XCVIII. alteration.

7. Cf. Shakespeare, Sonnet LXV, 1, 10. = . 1. Cf. Shakespeare, Sonner CXXIII, 1. 2.

8. Shakespeare, Sonnet LXX, IL. 344, For 2. See Shakespeare s Measure for Measure, the
“which” read “that.” . song opening Act IV, Scene i. Lines 14 are here

9, From Shakespeare, Sonnet CXXIV, wrth slight  slightly altered.




352 Ralph Waldo Emerson

This transfiguration which all material objects undergo through the passion
of the poet,—this power which he exerts, at any moment; to magnify the small,
to micrify the great,—might be illustrated by a thousand examples from his Plays.
I have before me the Tempest, and will cite only these few lines.

AREEL The §trbhg based promontory
Have I made shake, and by the spurs plucked up
The pine and cedar.?

Prospero calls for music 16 sooth the frantic Alonzo, and his compamons,

A solemn air, ‘and the best comforter
To an unsettled fancy, cure thy brains
Now useless, boiled within, thy skull 1
Again; ‘
The charm dissolves apace
And, as the morning steals upon,the night,
Melting the darkness, so their rising senses
Begin to chase the ignorant fumes that mantle
. Their clearer reason. : E
Their understanding
Begins to swell: and the approaching tide
Will shortly fill the reasonable shores
That now lie foul and muddy

The perception of real affmltles between evcnts, (that is to say, of ideal affini-
ties, for those only are real,) enables the poet thus to make free with the most impos-
ing forms and phenomena of the world, and to assert the predominance of the soul.
3. Whilst thus the poet delights us by animating nature like a creator, with
his own thoughts, he differs from the phllosopher only herein, that the one pro-
poses Beauty as his main end; the other Truth. But, the philosepher, not less than
the poet, postpones the apparent order and relaqons of things to the empire of
thought. “The problem of philosophy,” according to Plato, “is, for all that exists
conditionally, to find a ground unconditioned and absolute.”® It proceeds on the !
faith that a law determines all phenomena, which being known, the phenomena !
can be predicted. That law, when in the mind, is'an idea. Its 'beauty is infinite,
The true philosopher:and the true poet are one, and a beauty, which is truth, and
a truth, which is beauty, is the aim of both. Is not the charm of one of Plato’s or
Aristotle’s definitions, strictly like that of the Antigone of Sophocles?” It is, in
both cases, that a spiritual life has been 1mparted to nature; that the solid seeming
block of matter has been pervaded and dissolved by a thought; that this feeble
human being has penetrated the vast masses of nature with an informing soul,
and recognised itself in their harmony, that is, seized their law, In physics, when
this is attaiiied, the memory disburthens itself of its cumbrous catalogues of par-
ticulars, and carries centuries of observation in a single formula,

3. The Tempest, V, |, 46-48; but the speaker is 6. See The Repub[!c, Book V.

Prospero, not Ariel. 7. Sophocles {4962-406 B.C.) produccd in the
4. Ibid., 58-60. : Antigone one of the most movmg of the great
5. Ibr'd., 64-68, 79-82. Greek-tragedies.



Thus even in physics, the material is ever degraded before the spiritual. The
astronomer, the geometer, rely on their irrefragable analysis, and disdain the
results of observation. The sublime remark of Fuler8 én his law of arches, “This
will be found contrary to all experience, yet is true;” had already transferred na-
ture into the mind, and left matter like an outcast corpse.

4. Intellectual science has been observed to beg invariably a doubt of the ex-
istence of matter. Turgot® said, “He that has never doubted the existence of mat-
ter, may be assured he has no aptitude for metaphysical inquiries.” It fastens the
attention upon immortal necessary uncreated-natures, that is, upon Ideas; and in
their beautiful and majestic presence, we feel that our outward being is a dream
and a shade. Whiist we wait in this Olympus of gods, we think of nature as an
appendix to the soul. We ascend into their region, and know that these are the
thoughts of the Supreme Being. “These are they-who were set up from everlast-
ing, from the beginning, or ever the earth was. When he prepared the heavens,
they were there; when he established the clouds above, when he strengthened the
fountains of the deep. Then they were by hlm, as one brought up w1th him. Of
them took he counsel.”! ‘

Their influence is proportionate. As ob]ects of science, they are accessible to
few men. Yet all men are capable of being raised by piety or by passion, into their
region. And no man touches these divine natures, without becoming, in some de-
gree, himself divine. Like a new soul, they renew the body. We become physically
nimble and lightsome; we tread on air; life is no longer irksome, and we think it
will never be so. No man fears age or -misfartune or death, in their serene com-
pany, for he is transported out of the' district of change. Whilst we behold un-
veiled the narure of Justice and Truth, we learn the difference between the ab-
solute and the conditional or relative. We apprehend the absolute. As it were, for
the first time, we exist. We become immortal, for we learn that time and space
are relations of matter; that, with a- perceptlon of truth, or a virtuous will, they
have no affinity. :

5. Finally, religion-and ethlcs Whlch may be fitly called,—the practice of
ideas, or the introduction of ideas into life,~have an analogous effect with all
lower culture, in dégrading nature and suggesting its dependence on spirit. Ethics
and retigion-differ herein; that the one.is the system of human duties commenc-
ing from man; the other, from God. Religion includes the personality of God,
Ethics does not. They. are one to our present design. They both put nature under
foot. The first and last lesson of religion is, “The things that are seen, are tempo-
ral; the things that.are unseen are eternal.”? It puts an affront upon nature, It
does that for the unschooled, which philosophy does for Berkeley and Viasa.3
The uniform language that may be heard in the churches of the most ignorant
sects, is,—‘Contemnn the unsubstantial shows of the world; they are vanities,
dreams, shadows, unrealities;. seek the realities of religion.” The devotee flouts
nature. Some theosophists* have arrived at a-certain hostility and indignation

8. Leonhard Euler (17071783}, Swiss marhe-
matician.

2. Anne Robert Jacques Turgot (1727- 1781)
Freinch liberal, statesman,and economist.

1, Condensed paraphrase of Proverbs wviii: 23,
27,28, 30, -
2. Cf II Cormthlans iv: 18, - g

3. George Berkeley (16835-1753), Enghsh church-

man and thinker, whose idealistic philosophy is
here associated with the spirit of Viasa, a leg-
endary Hindu personage credired- with the au-
thorship of a substantial part of the Sanskrit
scriptures.

4. The term is here broadly applied. to theolo-
gians who claim direct knowledge of God by
mystical revelaticn.



354 Ralph Waldo Emerson

towards matter, as the Manichean’® and Plotinus. They distrusted in themselves
any looking back to these flesh-pots of Egypt.” Plotinus was ashamed of his body.
In short; they might all better say of matter, what Michael Angelo said of extérnal
beauty, “it is the frail and weary weed, in which God dresses the soul, which he has
called into time,” , :

It appears that motion, poetry, physical and intellectual science, and religion,
all tend to affect our convictions of the reality of the external world. But I own
there is something ungrateful in expanding too curiously the particulars of the
general proposition, that all culture tends to imbue us with idealism. I have no
hostility to nature, but a child’s love to ir. expand and live in the warm day like
corn and melons. Let us speak her fair. I do not wish to fling stones at my beauti-
ful mother, nor soil my gentle nest. I only wish to indicate the true position of na-
ture in regard to man, wherein to establish man, all right education tends; as the
ground which to attain is the object of human life, that is, of man’s connexion
with nature. Culture inverts the vilgar views of nature, and brings the mind to
call that apparent, which it uses to call real, and that real, which it uses ro call vi-
sionary. Children, it is true, believe in the external world. The belief that it ap-
pears only, is an afterthought, but with culture, this faith will as surely arise on
the mind as did the first. , .

The advantage of the ideal theory over the popular faith, is this, that it pre-
sents the world in precisely that view which is most desirable to the mind. It is, in
fact, the view which Reason, both speculative and practical,’ that is, philosophy
and virtue, take. For, seen in the light of thought, the world always i phenome-
nal; and virtue subordinates it to the mind. Idealism sees the world in God. It be-
holds the whole circle of persons ahd things, of actions and events, of country
and religion, not as painfully accumulated, atom after atom, act afteract, in an
aged creeping Past, but as one vast picture, which God paints on the instant eter-
nity, for the contemplation of the sout. Therefore the soul holds itself off from a
too trivial and microscopic study of the universal tablet. It respects the end too
much, to immerse itself in the means. It sees something more important in Chris-
tianity, than the scandals of ecclesiastical history ‘or the niceties of criticism; and,
very incurious concerning persons or miracles, and not at all disturbed by chasms
of historical evidence, it accepts from God the phenomenon, as it finds it, as the
pure and awful form of religion in the world, It is not hot and passionate at the
appearance of what it calls its own good or bad fortune, at the union or opposi-
tion of other persons. No man is its eremy. ft accepts whatsoever befals, as part
of its lesson. It is a watcher more than a doer, and it is a doer, only that it may
the better watch, . S

Chapter VII. Spirit

It is essential’to-a.true theory of nature and of man, that it should contain some-
what progressive, Uses that are exhausted or that may be, and facts that end in
the statement, cannot be all that is true of this brave lodging wherein man is

5. An adherent o the doctrine of Mani,.or
Manes, a third-century Persian sage who asserted
that the body was produced by evil or darkness,
but the soul streams from the principle of good-
ness or light. :
6. Plotinus {A.D. 2047-270?), a Roman Platonist
of Egyptian origin, gave a mystical and symbolic

interpretation to the doctrines of Plato.

7. Cf. Exodus xvi: 3. . T

8. Kant’s distinction between the practical Rea-
son (understanding), which regulates. behavior,
and speculative Reason, which supports meta-
physical thought, was a familiar concept among
transcendentalists. e
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harbored, and wherein all his faculties find appropriate and endless exercise. And
all the uses of nature admit of being summed in one, which. yields the activity of
man an infinite scope. Through all its kingdoms, to the suburbs and outskirts of
things, it is faithful to the cause whence it had its origin. It always speaks of
Spll‘lt It suggests the absolute. It is a perpetual effect. It is a great shadow point-
ing always to the sun behind us.

The aspect of nature is devout. Like the flgure of Jesus, she stands with
bendéed tiead; and hands Tolded upon the breast. The happiest man is he wha
learns from nature the lesson of wotship.

Of that ineffable essence. which we call Spmt, he that thlnks most, w1ll say
least. We can foresee God.in the course and, as it were,. distant phenomena of
matter; but when we try to define and describe himself, both language and
thought desert us, and we are.as helpless as fools and savages. That essence re-
fuses to be recorded in propositions, but when man has worshipped him intellec-
tually, the noblest ministry of nature is to stand as the apparition of God: It is the
great-organ through which the universal spirit speaks to the individual, and
strives to lead.back the individual to it .
. When we consider Spirit, we see that the views already presented do not in-
clude the whole circumference of man, We must add some related thoughts.

Three problems are put by natute to.the mind; What is matter? Whence is it?
and Whereto? The first. of these questions only, the ideal theory answers. Idealism
saith: ‘matter. is a.phenomenon, not a substance. Idealism agquaints us with the
total disparity between the evidence of our own being, and the evidence of the
world’s being. The one is perfect; the other, 1ncapable of any assurance; the mind
is a part of the nature of things; the world is a divine dream, from which we may
presently awake to the. glories and. certainties of day. Idealism is a hypothesis to
account for nature by other principles than those of carpentry and chemistry. Yet,
if it only deny. the existence of matter, it does not satisfy the demands of the
spirit. It leaves God out of me. It leaves me in the splendid labyrinth of my per-
ceptions, to wander without end. Then the heart resists it, because it baulks the
affections.in denying substantive being to men and women. Nature is so pervaded
with human life, that there is something of humanity in all, and in every partjcu-
lar. Bnt this theory makes; nature foreign to,me, and does not account for that
consanguinity which we acknowledge toit. . : :

~ Let it stand then, in the present state of our knowledge, merely as a-useful in-
troductory hypothesis, serving to apprize us of the eternal distinction between the
soul and the world.,, . ‘ :

But when, followmg the 1nv1snble steps Qf thought we colle to 1nqu1re,
Whence is matter? and Whereto? many truths arise to us out of the recesses of
consciousness., We learn that the highest is present to the soul of man, that the
dread un1versal essence, which is not wisdom, ar love, or beauty, or power, but
all in one, and each entirely, is that for which all things exist, and that by which
they are; that spmt creates; that behind nature, throughout nature, spirit is pre-
sent; that spirit is one and not compound; that spirit does not act upon us, from
without, that is, in space and time, but spiritually, or through ourselves. There-
fore, that spirit, that is, the Supreme Being, does not build up nature around us,
but puts it forth through us, as the life of the tree puts forth new branches and
leaves through the pores of the old. As a plant upon the earth, so a man rests
upon the bosom of God; he is nourished by unfailing fountains, and draws, at his
need, inexhaustible power. Who can set bounds to the possibilities of man? Once

Ly
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inhale the upper air, being admitted to behold the absolute natures of justice and
truth,and we learn that man has access to the entire mind of the Creator, is him-
self the creator in the finite. This view, which admonishes me where the sources
of wisdom and power lie, and points to virtue as to '

" “The golden key o
IWhic_h opes the palace qf,‘g:t!ernity,”g'

carries upori its face the highest certificate of truth;-bécause it animates me to cre-
ate my own world through the purification of my soul. '

The world proceeds from the same spirit as the body of man. It is a remoter
and inferior incarnation' of God, a projection of God in the unconscious. But it
differs from the bodyin one 'important respect. It is not, like that, now subjected
. to the human ‘will. Its serene order is inviolable by us. It is therefore, 1o us, the
present'expositor of the divine mind. It'is a fixed point whereby we may measure
our departure. As we degenerate, the contrast between us and- our house is more
evident. We are as much strangers in nature, as we are aliens from God. We do
not understand the notes of birds. The fox and the: deer run away from us; the
bear and tiger rend ‘us. We do not know the uses of more than a few plants, as
corn and the apple; the potato and the vine. Is not the landscape,-every glinipse of
which hath & grandeur, a face of him? Yet this may show us what discord is be-
tween man and nature, for you cannot freely admire a noble landscape, if labor-
ers are digging in the field hard by. The poet finds something ridiculous in his de-
light, until he is out of the sight of men.~ == >

Chapter VIIL Prospects

In inquiries respecting the laws of the world and'the frame of things, the highest
reason is always the truest. That which seems faintly possible—it is so refined, is
often faint and dim because it is deepest seated in the niind among the éternal
verities. Empirical! science is apt to cloud the sight, and, by the very knowledge
of functions and processes, to bereave the student of the manly contemplation of
the whole. The savant? becomes unpoetic. But the best read naturalist who lerids
an entire and devout attefition to truth, will see that there rémains much-to learn
of his relation to the world, and that it 1s not to be learned by any addition or
subtraction or other comparison of known quéntities, but is arrived at by un-
taught sallies of the spirit; by a continual self-recovery, and by entire humility. He
will perceive that there are far more excellent qualities in the student than precise-
ness and infallibility; that a guess is often more fruitful than an indisputable affir-
mation, and that a-dream may let us deeper into the secrét of nature than a hun-
dred concerted experiments. - R

_ For, the problems to be solved are precisely those which the physiologist and
the naturalist omit to state. It is not so pertinent to man to know all the individu-
als of the animal kingdom, a5 it is to know whence and whereto is'this tyranniz-
ing unity in his constitution, which evermore separates and classifies things, en-
deavoring to reduce the most diverse to one form. When 1 behold a rich
landscape, it is less to my purpose to recite correctly the order and superposition
of the strata, thar to know why all thought of multitude is lost in a tranquil sense

9. John Milton, Conns, I 13-14. 2. By derivation, “one who knows,” a scholar;
1. Experimental, based on systematized observa- ~ but heré suggesting a dogmatist.
tion, as contrasted with intuitive cognition. i c




’ Nature 357
of unity. I cannot greatly honor minuteness in details, so long as there is no hint
to explain the relation between things and thoughts; no ray upon the metaphysics
of conchology, of botany, of the arts, to 'show the relation of the forms of flow-
ers, shells, animals, architecture, to the mind, and build science upon ideas. In a
cabinet of natural history,’ we become sensible of a certain occult recognition
and sympathy in regard to the most unwieldy and eccentric forms of beast, fish,
and insect. The American who has been confmed in his own country, to the sight
of buildings designed after foreign models, is surprised on entering York Minster?
or St. Péter’s at ‘Rome,’ by the feeling that these structures are imitations also,—
faint copies of an invisible archetype. Nor has science sufficient humanity, so long
as the naturalist overlooks ‘that wonderful congruity which subsists between man
and the world; of which he is lord, not because he is the most subtile inhabitant,
birt because hé is its head and heart, and finds something of himself in every great
and small thing, in every mountain stratum, in every new law of color, fact of as-
tronomy, or atmospheric mﬂuence wlnch observation or analysis lay open. A per-
ception of this mystery inspires the muse of Gearge Herbert,S the beautiful psalmist
of the seventeenth century The followmg lmes are part of I’llS llttle poem on Man

“Man is all symmetry,

Full of proportions, one limb to another

And to all the world besides. -

Each. part may call the farthest, brother;

For head with foot hath private amity, .
And both with moons and tldCS

“Nothmg hath got so far .
But man hath caught and Lept it as his prey,
His eyes dismount the highest star;
He is in little all the sphere.

’ Herbs gladly cure our flesh, because that they
Find their acquamtance there

“For us, the winds do blow,
The earth doth rest, heaven move, and fountams ﬂow-
Nothing we sée, but medns our good,'
As our delight, or as our treasure;
" The whole is either our cupboard of food
Or cabinet of pleasure.

“The stars have us to bed: _ 7
Night draws the curtain; which the sun withdraws.
Music and light attend our head.

All things unto our flesh are kind,
In their descent and being; to our mind,
In their ascent and cause.

3. The “cabinet,” or display case of classified 5. 5t. Peter’s at Rome, like York Minster, was
specimers, was then a prmapai pedagogncal in- long under construction-{1445-1626}. It was the
strument for blologlcal science. - work of many creators, of whom Mlchelangelo
4. The starely minster {cathedral) at York, En-  was the mostimportant.” -

gland, replacing a church dating from 627, was 6. English metaphysical poet {1523-1633). The
under construction from 1230 to 1474. lines quoted ‘are from “Man,” stanzas 36 and 8:
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heartily, without learning something. But when a faithful thinker, resolute to de-
tach every. object from personal relations, and see it in the light of thought, shall,
at the same time, kindle science with the fire of the holiest affections, then will
God go forth anew into the creation. .

It will not need, when the mind is prepared for study, to search for objects.
The invariable mark of wisdom is to see the miraculous in the: common, What is
day? What is a year? What is summer? What is woman? What is a child? What is
sleep? To our blindness, these things seem unaffecting, We make fables to hide
the baldness of the fact and conform it, as we say, to the higher law of the mind.
But when the fact is seen under the light of an idea, the gaudy fable fades and
shrivels. We behold the real higher law. To the wise, therefore, a fact is true po-
etry, and the most beautiful of fables. These wonders are brought to our own
door. You also are a man. Man and woman, and their social life, poverty, labor,
sleep, fear, fortune, are known to you. Learn that none of these things is superfi-
cial, but that each phenomenon hath its roots in the faculties and affections of the
mind. Whilst the abstract question occupies your intellect, nature brings it in the
concrete to be solved by your hands. It were a wise inquiry for the closet, to com-
pare, point by point, especially at remarkable crises in life, our daily history, with
the rise and progress of ideas in the mind. .

. So shall we come to look at the world with new eyes. It shall answer the end-
less inquiry of the intellect,—What is truth? and of the affections,—What is
good? by yielding itself passive to the educated Will. Then shall come to pass

what my poet said; ‘Nature is not fixed but fluid. Spirit alters; moulds, makes it.

The immobility or bruteness of Tiatiire, is the absence of spirit; tO_pure Spirit, it is
fluid, it is volatile, it is obedient. Every spirit builds itself a house; and beyond its
Fouse, 3 world: and beyond its world, a heaven. Know then, that the world exists
for you. For you is the phenomenon perfect. What we are, that only can-we see.
All that Adam had, all that Gesar could, you have and can do. Adam’ called his
" house, heavén and earth; Cesar <alled his house, Rome; you perhaps call yours, a
cobler’s trade; a hundred acres of ploughed land; or a.scholar’s garret. Yet line
for line and point for point, your dominion is as great as theirs, though without
fine names. Build, therefore, your own world. As fast as you conform your life to
the pure ided i your find, that will unfold its great proportions. A correspon-
“denit revolution in things will attend the influx of the spirit. So fast will disagree-
able appearances, swine, spiders, snakes, pests, mad:heuses, prisons, enemics,
vanish; they are temporary and shall be no more seen: The sordor and filths of
nature, the sun shall-dry up, and the wind: exhale. As when the summer comes
from the south, the snow-banks melt, and the face of the earth becomes green be-
fore it, so shall the advancing spirit create its ornaments along its path, and carry
with it the beauty it visits, and the song which enchants it; it shall draw beautiful
faces, and warm hearts, and wise discourse, and heroic acts, around its way, until
evil is no more seen. The kingdom of man over nature, which cometh not with
observation,—a dominion such as now is beyond his dream of God,—he shall
enter without more wonder than the blind man feels who is gradually restored to

perfect sight.”
1836




The American Scholar 361

e F'T‘”' . . B N

The American Scholaré:

.. Delivered before the Phi Beta Kappa Society,
at Cambridge, August 31, 1837

ME. PRESIDENT, AND GENTLEMEN, ‘

" 1 greet you on the re-commenceinent of our literary year.”'OQur anniversary is
one of hope, and, perhaps, not enough of libor. Wé do not méet for games of
strength or skill, for the recitation of histoties, tragedies and odes, like the ancient
Greeks; for parliaments of love 'and poesy, like the Troubadours; not for the ad-
vahcement of science,? like ouir cotemporariés? in the British and European capi-
tals. Thus far, our holiday has been simply a friendly sign of thé survival of the
love of lettets amongst a peoplé too busy to give to letters any more. As such; it is
precious as the sign of an indestructible instinct. Perhaps the time is already
come, when it ought to be, and will be something else; when the sluggard intellect
of this coiitinent will look from under its iron lids and fill the postponed expecta-
tion of the world with sométhing better than the exertiohs of mechanical skill,
Our day of dependence, ouf long apprenticeship to_ the learning of othér lands,
draws to a close. The millions that around us are rushing into life, cafinot always
be fed on the sere remains of foteign harvests. Events, actions arise, that must be
sung, that will sing themselvés. Who can doubt that poetry will tevive and lead in
a new age, as the star in the constellation Harp! which ‘now flamiés in our zenith,
astronomeérs announce, shall one day be the poléstar for a thousand years?

In the light of this hope, T accept the topic which not only usage, but the ria-
ture of our association, seem to prescribe ‘to this day,—the AMERICAN SCHOLAR.
Year by year, we come up hither'to read one more chaptér of hi‘sﬂ_l;)'iogfé’ﬁhy. Let
us inquire what light new days and events'have thrown on’his character, his'du:
ties and his hopes. e R ST

It is one of those fables, which ont 'of an unknown anitiquity, convey dn
unlooked-for wisdom, that the gods,’in’ the' beginning, ‘divided Mah irgto;;r'q’eﬁ;

L P BT i P Co 0 T [N B AL
tellectual Iiggél_aration of Indéiyle,nd‘e'nce,’;_'BQWe;eli
familidr, is stifl 'final. The address was published
in 1837 and dgain in 1838; as-Man Thinking: An

6. The Phi Beta Kappa address at Harvard Col-,

lege on Auguist 31,1837, like the guns of its hu"*
thor’s “embattled farmers,” was “heard- round .

the world,” the first clarion of an American liter- *,
ary renaissance. Emerson had no such heroi¢ ex- .

pectations; he had modéstly recorded his coripact

with his destiny in his journal a month before: “If:'

the All-wise would give me light,, I should write,
for the Cambridge men a theory of the Scholar’s
office.” Bur Lowell, remembering thirty-four
years later the “enthusiasm of. approval” (in

“Thoreau,” My Study Windosws, 1871), saw the .

awakening of a spiritual epoch: “The * * * Rev;

olution [had made us] politically independent, -

but we were still socially and intellectually’
moored to English thoughr till Emerson cut the

cable. * * * » Holmes’s obiter dictim, “Our in-
. . T . o L

Orgtion, in-Londen in 1844; and.as one of the es-
says in the collection, Nature, Addresses, and
Lecturdi(1849), 7 ¢ ] oo
7. Le., “our ¢ollega year,” then:customarily bes
ginning abour September 1. .

8, The development of learned associarions
abroad‘and the research of European universitics
had then no parallel in America..

9. The 1849 text read “co-temporaries’; cor-
rected in later editions to “contemporaries,”

- 1. The constellation Lyra, containing Vega, the

fourth brightest star of the heavens, to which
Emerson refers, R R
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that he might be more helpful to himself;? just as the hand was divided into fin-
gers, the better to answer its end.
The old fable covers a doctrine ever, new and sublime; that there is One
Man,—present to all particular men only partially, or through one faculty; and
that you must take the whole society to find the whole man. Man is not a farmer,
or a professor, or an engineer, but he is all. Man is‘priest,; and-scholar, and states-
man, and producer, and soldier. In the divided or Social state, these functions are
parcelled out to individuals, each of whom aims to do his stint of the joint work,
whilst each other performs his. . The fable implies that the individual to possess
himself, must sometimes retljm from his own labor to embrace all the other labor-
7 ers. But unfortunately, this original unit, this fountain of power, has been so dis-
i tributed to muyltitudes, has been so minutely subdivided and peddled out, thar it is
spilled into drops, and cannot be gathered. The state of society is one in which the
members have suffered amputation from the trunk, and strut about so many walk-
ing monsters,—a good finger, a neck, a stomach, an-elbow, but never a man,

Man is thus metamorphosed into a thing, into many things. The planter, who
is Man sent out into the field to gather food, is seldom cheered by any idea of the
true dignity of his ministry. He sees his bushel and his cart, and nothing beyond,
and sinks into the farmer, instead of Man on the farm. The tradesman scarcely
ever gives an ideal worth to his work, but is ridden by the routine of his craft,
and the soul is subject to dollars. The priest becomes a form; the attorney, a
statute-book; the mechanic, a machine; the sailor, a rope of a ship.

- In this distribution of functions, the scholar is the delegated intellect. In the
right state, he is, Man Thinking. In the degenerate state, when the victim of soci-
ety, he tends to become a mere thinker, or, still worse, the parrot of other men’s

\/thinking. ’ . R

In this vf,é{ir of him, as Man Thinking, the whole theory of his office is con-
tained. Him nature solicits, with all her placid, all her monitory pictures. Him the
past instructs. Him the future invites. Is not, indeed, every man a student, and do
not all things exist for the student’s behoof? And, finally, is not the true scholar
the only true master? But, as, the old oracle said, “All things have two handles.
Beware of the wrong one.” In life, too, often, the scholar errs with mankind and
forfeits his privilege. Let us see him in his school, and consider him in reference to
the main influences he receives. o
.4 The first in time and the fifst in importance of ‘the influences upon the mind
is that of nature, Every day, the sun; and, after.sunset, night and her stars. Ever the
winds blow; ever the grass grows. Every day, men and women, conversing, behold-
ing and beholden. The scholar must néeds stand wistful and admiring before this
great spectacle. He muse settle its value in his mind. What is nature to him? There is
never a beginning, thete is never an‘end to the inexplicable continuity of this web of
God, but always circular power returning into itself. Therein it resembles his own
spirit, whose beginning, whose ending he never can find—so entire, so boundless.
Far, too, as her splendors shine, system on system shooting like rays, upward,
downwalrd, without E:entre, without circumference,—in the mass and in the particle
nature hastens to ‘render account of herself to the mind. Classification begins. To

the young mind, every thing is individual, stands by itself. By and by, ir finds how
to join two things, and see in them one nature; then three, then three thousand; and
so, tyrannized over by its own unifying instinct, it goes on tying things together,

2. Emerson was familiar with a version of this  “Of Brotherly Love,” in Plutarch’s Morals (E. W.
fable in Plato, the Symposium; and with another,  Emerson, Centenary Edition, Vol. I, p, 417).
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diminishing anomalies, discovering roots running under ground, whereby contrary
and remote things cohere, and flower out.from one stem. It presently learns, that,
since the:dawn of history, thére has'been'a constant accumulation and classifying of
facts. But what is classification but the perceiving that these objects are not chaotic,
and are not foreign, but have a law which is also a law of the human mind? The as-
tronomer discovers that geometry, a pure’ abstraction of the human mind, is the
measure of planetary motion. The ¢hemist finds proportions and inteiligible
method throughout matter: and science is nothing but the finding of analogy, iden-
tity in the most remote parts. The ambitious soul sits down -before each refractory
fact; one after another, reduces all strange constitutions, all new powers, to their
class and their law, and goes on forever to animate the last fibre of organization,
the outskirts of nature, by insight. -~ = ; : o S

Thus to him, to this school-boy under thé bending dome of day, is suggested,
that he and it proceed from one root; one is leaf and one is flower; relation, sym-
pathy, stirring in every vein. And what is that Root? Is not that the soul of his
soul?—A thought too bold—a dream toe wild. Yet when this spiritual light shall
have revealed the law of more earthly natures,—when he has learned to worship
the soul, and to see that the natural philosophy that now is, is only the first grop-
ings of its gigantic hand, he shall look forward to an ever expanding knowledge
as to a becoming creator.? He shall see that-nature is the opposite of the soul, an-
swering to it part for pait. One is seal,-and one i§ print. Its beauty is the beauty.of
his own mind. Its laws are the laws of his-own mind. Nature then becomes to him
the measure of his attainments. So much.of nature as he is ignorant of, so much
of his own mind does he not yef possess. And, in fine, the ancient precept, “Know
thyself,” and the modern precept, “Study nature,” becomes at last one maxim.

IL. The next great influence* into the spirit of the scholar, is, the mind of the
Past,—in whatever form, whether of literature, of art, of institutions, that mind is
inscribed. Books'are:the best type ‘of the influence of the past, and perhaps. we
shall get at the truth—learn the amount of this influence more conveniently—by

considering their value alone. - . ... . . . R _
The theory. of books is noble. The scholar of the first age. received .into him
the world-around; brooded thereon; ‘gave-it the new arrangement -of his own
mind, and uttered it again.It.came into him—life; it went out from him-—truth. It
came to him—short-lived actions; it went out from him—immortal-thoughts. It
came to him—business; it:went from him-—poétry. It was—dead face;. now, it is
quick thought. It can stand, and it can go. It now endures, it now flies, it now in-
spires. Precisely in proportion to the.depth of mind from which it issued, so high
does it soar; so long does it sing. . - L SR .
Or, I might say, it depends on how far the process had gone, of transmiuting
life into truth. In proportion to the completeness of the distillation, so will the pu-
rity and impetishableness- of the product be. But none is quite perfect. As no air-
pump can by any means make a perfect. vacuum, so neither can any artist entirely
exclude the conventional, the local, the perishable from his book, or write a book
of.pure thought that shall be as efficient, in all respects, to a remote posterity, as
to cotemporaries, or rather to the second age. Each age, it is found, must write its
own books; or rather, each generation for the next succeeding. The books of an
older period will not fit this. - .. b o

oy



364 Ralph Waldo Emerson

Yet hence arises a grave mischief. The sacredness which attaches to the act of
creation,—the act of thought,—is instantly transferred to the record. The poet
chanting, was felt to be a divine man. Henceforth the chant is divine also. The
writer was a just and wise spirit. Henceforward it is settled, the book is perfect;
as love of the hero corrupss inte worship of his statue. Instantly, the book be-
comes noxious. The guide is a tyrant. We sought a brother, and lo, a governor,
The sluggish and perverted mind of the multitude, always slow to open to the in-
cursions of Reason, having once so opened, having once received this book,
stands upon it, and makes an outcry, if it is disparaged: Colleges are built on i.
Books are written on it. by thinkers, not by Man Thinking; by men of talent, that
is, who start wrong, who set out from accepted dogmas, not from their own sight
of principles. Meek young men grow up in libraries, believing it their duty to ac-
cept the views which Cicero, which Locke, which Bacon have given, forgetful that
Cicero, Locke and Bacon® were only young men in libraries when they wrote
these books.

Hence, instead of Man Thinking, we have the bookworm. Hence, the book-
learned class, who value books, as such; not as related to nature and the human
constitution, but as making a sort of Third Estate® with the world and the soul.
Hence, the restorers of readings, the emendators, the bibliomaniacs of all degrees.

This is-bad; this is worse than it seems. Books are the best of things, well
used; abused, among the worst, What is the right use? What is the one end which
all means go to effect? They are for nothing but to inspire. I had better never see
a book than to be warped by its atcraction clean out of my own orbit, and made
a satellite instead of a system. The one thing in the world of value, is, the active
soul,—the soul, free, sovereign, active. This.every man is entitled to; this every
man contains within him, although in almost all men, obstructed, and as yet un-
born. The soul active sees absolute truth; and utters truth, or creates. In this ac-
tion, it is genius; not the privilege of here and there a favorite, but the sound es-
tate of every man.-In its essence, it is progressive. The book, the college, the
school of art, the institution of any kind, stop with some past utterance of genius.
This is good, say they,-—let us hold by this. They pin me down. They look back-
ward and not forward. But genius always looks forward. The eyes of man are set
in his forehead, not in his hindhead. Man hopes. Genius creates, To create,—to
create,—is the proof of a divine presence. Whatever talents may be, if the man
create not, the pure efflux” of the Deity is not his:—cinders and smoke, there may
be, but not yet flame. There are creative manners, there are creative actions, and
creative words; manriers, actions, words, that is, indicative of no custom or au-
thority, but springing spontaneous from the mind’s own sense of good and fair.

‘On the other part, instead of being its own. seer, let it receive always from an-
other mind its truth, though it were in torrents of light, without periods of soli-
tude, inquest and self-recovery, and a fatal disservice is. done. Genius is always
sufficiently the enemy of genius by over-influence. The literature of every nation

5. These were then standard authorities for the  mocrats (the clergy and nobles formed the first

young student: Marcus Tullius Cicero (10643 p.c.),
both for his orations and his moral phnlosophy,
John Locke {1632-1704}, whose tlieory of '
knowledge dominated eighteenth-century thoughr;
and Francis Bacon (1561-1626), English pioneer
of inductive science.

6. Under the French monarchy, the “common”
people; therefore, a term in bad odor with de-

' ~two estates).

3 »n

7. “Outflowing,” cf. “mfluence, above. Emer-
son may be alluding to the ancient theory of “cf-
fluxes™ or “simulacra” propounded by Empedo-
cles, which holds that only like perceives like.
Here the interpretation would be that only the
¢creative man understands the Deity.
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bear- me. witness. The English dramatic poets have Shakspearlzed now for two
hundred years. r

Undoubtedly there is a.right way of readlng,-——so it be sternly subordinated.
Man Thinking .must not be subdued by his instruments. Books are for the schol-
ar’s idle times. When he can read God directly, the hoour is too precious to be
wasted in other men’s transcripts of their readings. But when the:intervals of
darkness come, as come they must,—when the soul seeth not, when the sun is
hid, and the stars withdraw their shining,—we repair to the lamps which were
kindled by their ray to guide our steps to the East again, where the dawn is. We
hear that we may speak. The Arabian proverb says, “A. flg tree lookmg on a fig
tree, becometh fruicful.”

It is remarkable, the character of the pleasure we derlve from the best books
They impress us .ever with the conviction that .one nature wrote and the same
reads. We read the verses of one of the great English poets, of Chaucer, of Mar-
vell, of Dryden, with the most modern joy,8~—with a pleasure, 1 mean, which is in
great part caused by the abstraction of all time from their verses. There is some
awe mixed with the joy of our surprise, when this-poet, who lived in-some past
world, two or three hundred years ago, says that which lies close to my own soul,
that which I alsé had wellnigh thought and said. But for the evidence thence af-
forded to the philosophical doctrine of the identity-of ail minds, we should sup-
pose some pre-established harmony, some foresight of souls that were to be, and
some preparation.of stores for their future wants, like the fact observed in insects,
who lay up food before death for the young grub they shall never sée.

I would :not-be hurried by any lave of system, by any exaggeration of in-
stincts, to underrate the Book..-We all know;:that as the human body can be nour-
ished on any food, though it'were boiled grass and the broth of shoes, so the
human mind can be fed by any knowledge. And great and heroic men have ex-
isted, who had almost no other information than by the printed page. I only
would say, that it needs-a strong head to bear that diet. One must be an inventor
to. read well. As the proverb says, “He that would bring home the wealth of the
Indies; must carry out the wealth of the Indies.”? There is then creative reading,
as well ag creative writing: When thé mind is braced.by. labor and invention, the
page of whatever book we read becomes luminous with manifold allusion. Every
sentence -is doubly-significant, and-the serise!'of 'our author-is as broad as the
world:! We then see, what is always true, that as the seer’s hour of vision is short
and rare among heavy days and.months; §6 is'its record, perchance, the least part
of his volume. The discerning will read in his Plato:or Shakspeare, only that least
part,—only the authentic utterances of the oracle,—and all the rest he rejects;
were it never so mahny times Plato’s and Shakspeare’s. i ‘

Of course, there is a portion of reading quite indispensable to.a wise man.
History ‘and.exact science he must learn by laborious reading. Colleges, in like
manner, have their indispensable office,—to teach-elements. But they can only
highly serve us, when they aim not to drill, but to.create; when they gather from
faf every ray of various genius to-their hospitable halls, and, by the concentrated
8. The tlmelcss appeal of Chaucer and Diyden i§ - ‘anid context (Lafe ‘of Dr. ]ohnson, Everyman edi-

self-evident, but a revival of intefest in the poetry - tlon Vol. Ii; p. 216).
P U T Y 1M /1291 1708 A0 oot v e r.‘mn.-.-nn Lad tireitrton +the theroa merotremiie oom .
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fires, set the hearts of their youth on flame. Thought and knowledge are natures
in which apparatus and pretension avail nothing. Gowns, and pecuniary founda-
tions, though of towns of gold, can never countervail the least sentence or syllable
of wit.2 Forget this, and our American colleges will recede in their public i impor-
tance whilst they grow richer every year.

IIL. There goes in the world a notion that the scholar should be a recluse, a
valetudinarian,—as unfit for any handiwork or public labor, as a penknife for an
axe. The so-called “practical men” sneer at speculative men, as if, because they
speculate or see, they could do nothing. I have heard it said that the clergy,—who
are always more universally than any.other class, the scholars of their day,—are
addressed as women: that the rough, spontaneous conversation of men théy do
not hear, but only a mincing and diluted speech. They are often virtually disfran-
chised; and, indeed, there are advocates for their celibacy. As far as this is true of
the studious classes, it is not.just and wise. Action is with the scholar subordinare,
but it is essential. Without it, he is not yet man. Without it, thought can never
ripent into truth. Whilst the world hangs before the eye as’a cloud of beauty, we
cannot even see.its beauty. Inaction is cowardice, but there can be no scholar
without the heroic mind. The preamble of thought, the transition through which
it ‘passes from the unconscious to the conscious, is action. Only so much do 1
know, as I have lived. Instantly we know whose words are loaded with life, and
whose not.

The world,—this shadow of the soul or other me, lies wide around. Its at-
tractions are the keys which unlock: my thoughts and make me acquainted with
myself. I run eagerly into this resounding tumult. I grasp the hands of those next
me, and take my place in the ring to suffer and to work, taught by an instinct that
so shall the dumb abyss be vocal with speech. I pierce its order; I dissipate its
fear; I dispose of it within the circuit of my expanding life.. So much only of life as
[ know by experience, so much of the wilderness have I vanquished and planted,
or so far have I extended my being, my. dominion. I'do not-see how any mari. can
afford, for the sake of hismerves and his nap, to spare any action in which he can
partake. It is pearls and rubies to his discourse, Drudgery, calamity, exasperation,
want, are instructers in eloquence and wisdom. The true scholar grudges every
opportunity of action past by, as a loss of power,

It is the raw material out of which the intellect moulds her Splendld products.
A strange process too, this, by which experience is converted into thought, as a
mulberry leaf is converted into satin.? The manufacture goes forward at all hours.

The actions and events:-of our childhood and youth are now matters of
calmest observation. They lie like fair pictures-in the air. Not so with our recent
actions,—with the business which we now have in hand. On this we are quite un-
able to speculate. Our affections as yet circulate through it. We no more feel or
know it, than we feel the feet, or. the hand, or the brain of our.body. The new
deed is yet a'part of life,~remains for. a time immeérsed in our unconscious life. In
some contemplative hour, it detaches itself from the life like a-ripe fruit, to be:
come a thought of the mind. Instantly, it is raised, transfigured; the corruptible
has put on incorruption.* Always now it is an object of beauty, however base its
origin and neighborhood. Observe, too, the impossibility of antedating this act,
In its grub state, it cannot fly, it cannot shine,—it is a dull grub. But suddenly,
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without observation, the selfsame thing unfurls beautiful wings, and is an angel of
wisdom. So is there no fact, no event, in our private history, which shall not,
sooner ot later, lose its adhesive inert form, and astonish us by soaring from our
body into the empyrean. Cradle-and infancy, school and playground, the fear of
boys, and.dogs, and ferules, the love of little- maids and berries; and many anether
fact that once filled the whole sky, are gone already; friend and relative, profession
and party; town and country, nation and world, must also soar and sing. TR
. Of course,"he who has put forth his total strength in fit actions, has the rich-
est return of wisdom. [ will not shut myself out of this globe of action and trans
plant an oak into a flower pot, there to hunger and pine; nor trust the revenué of
some single faculty, and éxhaust one vein of thought, much like those Savoyards,’
who, getting their livelihood by carving shepherds, shepherdesses, and smaking
Dutchmen, for all Europe, went out one day to:the mountain to find stock{ and
discovered that they had ‘whittled up the Jast of their pine trees. Avthors we have
in numbers, who have written out their vein, and who, moved by 9-commendable
prudence, sail for Greece or Palestine, follow the trapper into the prairie, or ram-
ble round Algiers to replenish their merchantable stock. e
If it were only fora vocabulary the scholar would be covetous of actien. Life
is our dictionary. Years are well spent in country labors; in town—in.the insight
into trades and manufactures; in frank intercourse with. many men and women;
in science; in art; to the one end of mastering in all their facts a language, by
which to illustrate and embody our perceptions. I learn immediately from any
speaker how much he has already lived, through the poverty ot the splendor of
his speech. Life lies behind us as the quarry from whence we get ttles and cope-
stones for the masonry of to-dayi This is the way to.learn grammar. Colleges and
books only copy the language which the field and the work-yard made. :
_But the final value of action, like that of books, and better than books; is, that
it is a resource. That great principle of Undulation in nature, that shows itself in
the inspiring and expiring of the breath; in desire and satiety; in-the ebb and tlow
of the sea, in day and night, in heat and cold, and as yet more deeply ingrainied in
every atom and every fluid, is known to us-under the name of Polarity,—these
“fits.of easy transmission and reflection,” as Newton® called them, are the law of
nature because they are the law of spirit.. .+ . . . - L
. The mind now thinks; now acts; and each fit reproduces the other. When the
artist has exhausted his materials, whenthe fancy no:-longer paints, when
thoughts-are rio longer apprehended, and books are a weariness,—he has always
the resource to live: Character is higher than intellect. Thinking is the function.
Living is the functionary. The stream retreats to:its source. A great soul - will be
strong to live, as well as strohg to’ think. Does he lack organ or medium to'impart
his truths? He can still fall back. on this elemental force of living them. This is a
total act. Thinking is a partial act. Let the grandeur of justice shine in his affairs.
Let the beauty of affection cheer his lowly roof. Those “far from fame” who
dwell and-act.with him, will feel: the force of his constitution in the doings and
passages of the day better than it can be measured by any public and designed
display. Time shall teach him that the scholar loses no hour which the man lives.
Herein he unfolds. the sacred germ’ of his instinct, screened from influence. What

5. Inhabitants of Savoy, now a ﬁrovince of erﬁatician, the pioneer of modern physical sci-
southeast France, then still divided with Italy. ence. The phrase is from Opties {1704), the sum-
6. Sir Isaac Newton (1642-1727), English math-  mation of his researchés in light.
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is lost in seemliness is gained in strength: Not out of those on whom systems of
education have exhausted their culture, comes the helpful giant to destroy the old
or to build the new, but out of unhandselled” savage nature, out of terrible
Druids and Berserkirs; come at last Alfred® and Shakspeare, -

I hear therefore with joy whatever is beginning to be sald of the d1gmty and
necessity of labor to every citizen. There is virtue yet in the hoe and the spade, for
learned as.well as for unlearned hands. And labor is every where welcome; al-
ways we are invited to work; only be this limitation observed, thac a man shall
not for the sake of wider activity sacrifice any opinion to the popular judgments
and modes of action.

I have now spoken of the education of the scholar by. nature, by books, and
by action. It remains to say somewhat of his duties.

- They are such as become Man Thinking. They may all be comprised in self-
trust. The office of the scholar is to cheer, to raise, and to guide men by showing
them facts-amidst appearances. He plies the slow, unhonored, and unpaid rask of
observation, Flamsteed and Herschel,” in their glazed observatories, may cata-
logue the stars with the praise of all men, and, the results being splendid and use-
ful, honor .is sure. But he, in his private observatory, cataloguing obscure and
nebulous stars of the human mind, which as yet no man has thought of as
such,—watching days and months, sometimes, for a few facts; correcting still his
old records;+—must relinquish display and immediate famé. In the long period of
his preparation, he' must betray often an ignorance and shiftlessness in popular
arts, incurring the disdain of the able who shoulder him aside. Long he must
stammer in his speech; often forego the living for the dead. Worse yet, he must
accept—how often! poverty and solitude. For the ease and pleasure of treading
the old road, accepting the fashions, the education, the religion of society, he
takes the ‘cross of making his own, and; of course, the self-accusation, the faint
heart, the frequent-uncertainty and loss of time which are the nettles and tangling
vines in the.way of the self-relying and self-directed; and the state of virtual hos-
tility in which he seems to stand to society, and especially to educated society. For
all this loss and scorn, what offset? He is to find consolation in exercising the
highest functions of human nature. He is-one who raises himself from private
considerations, and breathes and lives on .public and illustrious thoughts. He is
the world’s eye. He is the world’s heart. He is:to resist.the vulgar prosperity that
retrogrades ever to barbarism, by preserving and communicating heroic senti-
ments, noble biographies, melodious verse, and the conclusions of history. What-
soever oracles.thehuman heart in all emergencies, in all solemn hours has uttered
as its commentary on the world of actions;—these he shall receive and impart.
And whatsoever new verdict Reason from her inviolable seat pronounces on the
passing men aind events of to-day,—this he shall hear and promulgate.

These being his functions, it becomes him to feel all confidence in himself,
and to defer never to the popular cry. He and he only knows the world: The
world of any moment is the merest appearance. Some great decorum,! some

1

gllsh prose.

o .
7. A “handsel” was an inaugural gift for good
9. John Flamsteed (1646 1719) ‘British as-

luck. Here the word is used in its figurative mean-

ing: “unencouraged,” “unappreciared.”

8. Druids were prehistoric Celric priests; berserk-
ers, incredibly savage warriors of Norse mythol-
ogy. Alfred (849-899), greatest of the Saxon
kings, was a patriot, lawgiver, and father of En-

tronomer; Sir [Frederick] thllam Herschel
(1738—1822}, bis sister, Caroline, and his son,
John Frederick William, were also astronomers,
prominent during Emerson’s lifetime.

1.:In the Latin sense: a critical code or standard.
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fetish of a government, some ephemeral trade, or war, or man, is cried up by half
mankind and cried down by the other half, as if all depended on this particular
up or down. The odds are that the whole question is not worth the poorest
thought which the scholar has lost in listening to the controversy. Let him not quit
his belief that a popgun is a popgun, though the ancient and honorable of the
earth affirm it to be the crack of doom. In silence, in steadiness, in severe abstrac-
tion; let him hold by himself; add observation to observation, patient of neglect,
patient of reproach; and bide his own time,—happy enough if he can satisfy him-
self alone that this day he has seen something truly. Success treads on every right
step. For the instinct is sure that prompts him to tell his brother what he thinks:
He then learns that in going down into the secrets of his own mind, he has de-
scended into the secrets of all minds. He learns that he who has mastered any law
in his private thoughts, is master to that extent of all men whose language he
speaks, and of all into whose language his own can be translated. The poet in utter
solitude remembering his spontaneous thoughts and recording them, is found to
have recorded that which men in crowded cities find true for them also. The ora-
tor distrusts at first the fitness of his frank canfessions,—his want of knowledge of
the persons he addresses,—until he finds that he is the complement of his hear-
ers;—that they drink his words because he fulfils for them their own nature; the
deeper he dives into his privatest secretest presentiment,—to his wonder he finds,
this is the most acceptable, most public, and universally true. The people delight in
it; the better part of every man feels, This is my music: this is myself.

In self-trust, all the virtues are comprehended. Free should the scholar be,—
free and brave. Free even to the definition of freedom, “without any hindrance
that does not arise out of his own constitution.” Brave; for fear is-a thing which a
scholar by his very function puts behind him. Fear always springs from igno-
rance. It is a shame to him if his tranquillity, amid dangerous times, arise from
the presumption that like children and women, his is a protected class; or if he
seck a temporary peace by the diversion of his thoughts from politics or vexed
questions, hiding his head like an ostrich in the flowering bushes, peeping into
microscopes, and turning rhymes, as a boy whistles to keep his courage up. So is
the danger a danger still: so is the fear worse. Manlike let-him turn and face it.
Let him look intoits eye and search its nature, inspect its origin,—see the whelp-
ing of this lion,—which lies no great way back; he will then find in himself a per-
fect comprehension of its nature and extent; he will have made his hands meet on
the other side, and can henceforth defy it, and pass on superior. The world is his
who can see through its pretension. What deafness, what $toneblind custom,
what overgrown error you behold, is there only by sufferance,~—by your suffer-
ance. See it to be a lie, and you have already dealt it its mortal blow.

Yes, we are the cowed,—we the trustless. It is a mischievous notion that we are
come late into nature; that the world was finished a long time ago. As the world
was plastic and fluid in the hands of God, so it is ever to so much of his attributes
as we bring to it. To ignorance and sin, it is flint. They adapt themselves to it as
they may; but in proportion as a man has anything in him divine, the firmament
flows before him, and takes his signet and form. Not he is great who can alter mat-
ter, but he who can alter my state of mind. They are the kings of the world who
give the color of their present thought to all.nature and all art, and persuade men
by the cheerful serenity of their carrying the matter, that this thing which they do, is
the apple which the ages have desired to pluck, now at last ripe, and inviting na-
tions to the harvest. The great man makes the great thing. Wherever Macdonald
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sits, there is the head of the table.? Linnzeus makes botany the most alluring of
studies and wins it from the:farmer and the herb-woman. Davy, chemistry: and
Cuvier, fossils.? The day. is always his, who works in it with serenity and great
aims. The unstable estimates of men crowd to him whose mind is filled with a
truth, as the heaped waves of the Atlantic follow the moon.

For this self-trust, the reason. is deeper than can be fathomed,~—darker than
can be enlightened. I might riot carry with me the feeling of my audience in stat-
ing my own belief. But 1 have already shown the ground of my hope, in adverting
to the doctrine that man is one. | believe'man has been wronged: he has wronged
himself. He has almost lost the light that can-lead him back to his prerogatives.
Men are become of no.account, Men in history, men in the world of to-day are
bugs, are spawn, and are called “the mass™ and “the herd.” In a century, in a mii-
lennium, one or two men; that is to say~—one or two approximations to the right
state of every man. All the rest behold in the hero or the poet their own green and
crude being—ripened; yes, and are content to be:less, so that may attain to its full
stature. What a testimony—full of grandeur, full: of pity, is borne to the demands
of his own nature, by the poor clansman, the poor partisan, who rejoices in the
glory of his chief. The poor and the low find some amends.to their immense
moral capacity, for their acquiescence in a-political and sbcial inferiority. They
are content to be brushed like flies from the path of a great person, so that justice
shall be done by him to'that common nature which it is the dearest desire of all to
see enlarged and glorified. They sun themselves in the great man’s tight, and feel
it to be their own element. They. cast the dignity of man from their downtrod
selves.upon the shoulders of a hero, and will perish to add one drop of blood to
make-that great heart beat, those’ glant sinews combat and conguer. He lives for
us, and we live in him, S : :

Men such as they are, very naturally seek money or power; and power be-
cause it is as good-as money,—the “spoils,” so called, “of office.” And why not?
for they aspiré to the highest, and this, in their sleep-walking, they dream is high-
est. Wake them, and they shall quit the false good and leap to the true, and leave
governments to clerks and desks. This revolution is to be wrought by the gradual
domesticarion of the idea of Culture. The main ¢nterprise of the world for splen-
dor, for extent, is the upbuilding of a man. Here are the: materials strown along
the ground. The private life of one man shall-be a more illustrious monarchy,—
more formidable to its enemy, more sweet-and serene in its influence to its friend,
than any kingdom in history. For'a man, rightly viewed, comprehendeth the par-
ticular natures of all men, Each philosopher, each bard, each actor, has only done
for me, as by a'delegate, what one day I can do for myself. The books which once
we valued more than the apple of the eye, we have quite exhausted. What is that
but saying that we have come up with the point of view which the universal mind
took through the eyes of that one scribe; we have been that man, and have passed
on. First, one; then,;another; we drain all cisterns, and waxing greater by all these

-0
2. The source is obscure perhaps proverblal s chief. ] )
since the same aphorism appears in Cervantes’ 3, Sfr Humphry Davy [1778-1829), English
Don Quixote (Part I, Chapt'er 31); There it'is & chemist, pioneer in electrolysis; Baron Georges
boarish |est, not an epigram as here, .and the .;Leopold Chrétien Frédéric Dagobert Cuvier
character is not naméd Macdonald. “Donald” is ~ (1769-1832), Trench naturallst founder of com-
by Gaelic derivation a “world ruler”; hence' ‘parative anatomy and’ paleontology
“Macdonald” in Scotland the son of a ruler or T L
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supplies, we crave a better and more abundant food. The man has never lived
that can feed us ever. The human mind cannot be enshrined in a person who shall

But I have dwelt perhaps tediously upon this abstraction of the Scholar. [
ought not to delay longer to add what I have to say, of nearer reference to the
time and to this couritry. oo : . S o - :

Historically, there is thought to be a difference in the ideas which predomi-
nate over successive epochs, and there are data for marking the genius of the
Classic, .of the Romantic, and now of the Reflective or Philosephical age. With
theviews I have intimated of the -oneness .or the identity of the mind through ali
individuals, I do not much dwell on these differences. In fact, I believe each indi-
vidual passes. through all three. The boy is a Greek; the youth, romantic; the
adult, reflective; | deny not, however, that a revolution in-the leading idea may be
distinctly enough traced. ’ . . :

Our age is bewailed as the age of Introversion. Must that needs be evil? We,
it seems, are critical, We, are- embarrassed with second thoughts. We cannot enjoy
any thing for hankering to know whereof the pleasure consists. We are lined with
eyes. We.see with our feet: The time js infected with Hamlet’s unhappiness,—

“Sicklied o%er with the pale cast of thought, 4

-Is it so bad then? Sight is the last thing to be pitied. Would we be blind? Do

state'as untried; as’a.boy dreads the ‘water before he has learned that he can swim.
If there is any petiod one would desire to be born in,—is it not the age of Revolu-
tion; when the old and the new stand:side by side, and admit of being compared,;
when the energies of all men are searched by fear and by hope; when'the historic
glories of the old, can be compensated by the'rich possibilities of the new era? This

+* I'read with joy some of the auspicious signs of the conting days as they glim-
mer already through poctry and-art; through philosophy and science, through
church and state. : : S : :
One of these signs is the fact that the same movement which effected the ele-
vation’ of what was called: the lowest class in the state, assumed in literature a
very marked and as benign an aspect. Instead of the sublime and beautiful, the
near, the low, the ‘common, was'explored and poetized. That which had been
negligently trodden’ under . foot by those who iwere ‘harnessing and provisioning

than all foreign parts. The literature of the pootk,:the feelings of the child, the phi-
losophy of the street, the meaning of household life, are the topics of the time, If
is a great stride. It is a sign—is it not? of new vigor, when the extremities are
made active, when currents of warm life run into the hands and the feet. I ask not
for the great, the temote, the romantic; what is doing in Italy or Arabia; what is

4. Hamler, 11, i, 85.
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Greek art, or Provencal Minstrelsy;® I embrace the common, I explore andisit at
the feet of the familiar, the low. Give me insight into to-day, and you may have.the
antique and future worlds. What would: we really know the meaning of? The meal
in the firkin; the milk in the pan; the ballad in the street; the news of the boat; the
glance of the eye; the form and the gair-of the body;—show me the ultimate reason
of these matters;—show nie .the sublime presence of the highest spiritual cause
lurking, as always it does lurk, in these suburbs and extremities of nature; let:me
see every trifle bristling with the polarity that-ranges it instantly on an:eternal law;
and the-shop, the plough, and the leger, referred to the like cause by which lighe
undulates and poets sing;—and the world lies no longer a dull miscellany and tum-
ber room, but has form and order; there is no-trifle; there is no puzzle; but one de-
sign unites and animates the farthest pinnacle and.the lowest trench. .

This idea has inspired the genius of Goldsmith, Burns, Cowper,and, in a
newer time, of Goethe,® Wordsworth, and Carlyle: This idea they have differently
followed and with various success. In contrast with their writing, the style of
Pope, of Johnson, of Gibbon, looks cold and pedantic. This writing is blood-
warm. Man igisurprised to find that things near are not less beautiful and von-
drous than things remote. The near explains the far. The drop is a small ocean. A
man is related to all nature. This perception of the worth of the vulgar, is fruitful
in discoveries. Goethe, in this very thing the most modern’ of the moderns has
shown us, as none ever did, the genius of the ancients.. - =~ T

There is-one man of genius who has done much for this philesophy of life,
whose literary value has never yet been rightly estimated;—I mean Emanuel Swe-
denborg. The most imaginative of men, yet writing with the precision of a mathe-
matician, he endeavored to engraft a purely philosophical Ethics on the popular
Christianity of his time. Such an attempt, -of course, must have difficulty which
no genius could surmount. But he saw and showed the connexion between narure
and the affections of the soul: He pierced the. emblematic or spiritual character of
the visible, audible, tangible world. Especially: did his' shade-loving muse hover
aver and interpret the lower parts of nature; he showed the mysterious bond that
allies moral evil to the foul material forms, and has given in epical parables a the-
ory of insanity, of beasts, of unclean and fearful things.

Another sign of our times, also marked by an analogous polmcal movement
is, the new. importance given to the single person. Every- thing that tends to insu-
late the individual,—to surround -him with barriers of natural respect, soi that
each man shall feel the world.is his, and ‘man shall treat with man as a sovereign
state with a sovereign state;—tends to true union as well as greatness. “I
learned,” said the melanchely Pestalozzi,” “that no man in God’s wide earth is ei-
ther willing or able to help any other man.” Help must come from the. bosom
alone. The scholar is that man who must take up into himself-all:the ability of the
time, all the contributions of the past, all the hopes of the future. He. must be an
university of knowledges. If there be one lesson inore than another which should
pierce his ear, it is, The world is nothing, the man. is all; in. yourself is the law of
all naturs, and you know not yet how a globule of sap ascends;. in yourself slum-
bers the whole of Reason; it is for you to know: all,. it.is for, you'to date all.

5. Provence, ancient province.in southéast:- 7.. Johann Heinrich Pestalozzi {1746-1827),
France, was the cuitural center of the troubar  Swiss educator, “melancholy” at the apparent
dours, traveling minstrels (f7. 1200—1400f failure of his théories, had a posthumous tri-
6. Emerson used Goethe as his archetype for  umph. Bronson Alcott introduced his merhods
“The Writer” in Representative Men. hence Emerson’s interest, . ‘
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Mr. President and Gentlemen, this confidence in the upsearched might of man, be-
longs by ail motives, by all prophecy, by all preparatian, to the. American Scholar.
We have listened to6 long to the courtly muses of Europe. The spirit of the Ameri-
can freeman is already suspected to be timid, imitative, tame. Public and private
avarice make the air we breathe thick and fat. The scholar is decent, indolent, com-
plaisant. Sec already the tragic consequence. The mind of this country taught to aim
at low objects, eats upon itself. There is no work for any but the decorous and the
complaisant. Young men of the fairest promise, who begin life upon our shores, in-
flated by the mountain winds, shined. upon by all the stars of God, find the earth
below not in unison with these,—but are hindered from action by the disgust which
the principles on which business is managed inspire, and turn drudges, or die of dis-
gust,—some of them suicides. What is the remedy? They did not yet see, and thou-
sands of young men as hopeful now crowding to the barriers for the career, do not
yet see, that if the single man plant himself indomitably on his instincts, and there
abide, the huge world will come round to him. Patience—patience;—wth the shades
of all the good and great for company; and for solace, the perspective of your own
infinite life; and for work, the study and the communication of principles, the mak-
ing those instincts prevalent, the conversion of the world. Is it not the chief disgrace
in the world,.not to be an unit;—not to be reckoned one character;—not to yield
that peculiar fruit which each man was created to bear, but to be reckoned in. the
gross, in the hundred, or the thousand, of the party, the section, to which we belong;
and our opinion predicted geographically, as the north, or the south. Not so, broth-
ers and friends,—please God, ours shall not be so. We will walk on our own feet; we
will work with-our own hands; we will speak our own minds. The study of letters
shall be no longer a name for pity, for doubt, and for sensual indulgence. The dread
of man and the love of man shall be a wall of defence and a wreath of joy around
all. A nation of men will for the first time exist, because each believes himself in-
spired by the Divine Soul which also inspires all men. . : :
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The Divinity School Address®

: _ A#n Address
Delivered before the Senior Class in Divinity College,
Cambridge, Sunday Evening, 15 July, 1838

¥

In this refulgent summer it has been a luxury to draw the breath of life. The grass
grows, the buds burst, the meadow is spotted with fire and gold in the tint of
flowers. The air is full of birds, and sweet with the breath of the pine, the balm-
of-Gilead, and the new hay. Night brings no gloom to the heart with its welcome
shade. Through the transparent darkness the stars pour their almost spiritual

&, It was at the request of the students them-
selves,; not the faculty, that Emerson addressed
the Harvard Senior Class in Divinity on Sunday
evening, July 15, 1838, In his journal during
March he mentions his preoccupation with the
desire to show these students how the “ugliness
and unprofitableness” of the prevailing theology
failed to represent “the glory and sweerness of the

moral nacure.” The address offended conservarive
o1 2L - e . o - N

lay and religious press. In this, Emerson hirnself
took no part, referring to it as “a storm in a
washbowl.” However, he replied (October 8,
1838) to a letter from his predecessor as pastor at
the Second Church of Boston, the Rev. Henry
Ware, Jr,, ina memorable statement of the tran-
scendental method of knowing, in part as fol-
lows: “I have always been; from my very incapac-
ity of methodical writing, “a chartered libertine,’



