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events pass over him without much impression.
People say sometimes, “See what I have over-
come ; see how cheerful I am; see how completely
I have triumphed over these black events.” Not
if they still remind me of the black event,—they
have not yet conquered. Is it conquest to be a
gay and decorated sepulchre, or a half-crazed
widow hysterically laughing? True conquest is
the causing the black event to fade and disappear
as an early cloud of insignificant result in a his-
tory so large and advancing.

The one thing which we seek with insatiable
desire, is to forget ourselves, to be surprised out
of our propriety, to lose our sempiternal memory,
and do something without knowing how or why ;
in short, to draw a new circle. Nothing great was
ever achieved without enthusiasm, The way of
life is wonderful. It is by abandonment. The
great moments of history are the facilities of per-
formance through the strength of ideas, as the
works of genius and religion. “A man,” said
Oliver Cromwell, “ never rises so high as when he
knows not whither he is going.” Dreams and
drunkenness, the use of opium and alcohol are
the semblance and counterfeit of this oracular
genius, and hence their dangerous attraction for
men. For the like reason, they ask the aid of
wild passions, as in gaming and war, to ape in
some manner these flames and generosities of the
heart.

INTELLECT.




INTELLECT.

EvERY substance is negatively electric to that
which stands above it in the chemical tables, posi-
tively to that which stands below it. Water dis-
solves wood and stone, and salt; air dissolves
water; electric fire dissolves air, but the intellect

_dissolves fire, gravity, laws, method, and the sub-
tlest unnamed relations of nature in its resistless
menstruum. Intellect lies behind genius, which
is intellect constructive. Intellect is the simple
power anterior to all action or construction.
Gladly would I unfold in calm degrees a natural
history of the intellect, but what man has yet been
able to mark the steps and boundaries of that
transparent essence? The first questions are al-
ways to be asked, and the wisest doctor is grav-
elled by the inquisitiveness of a child. How can
we speak of the action of the mind under any di-
visions, as, of its knowledge, of its ethics, of its
works, and so forth, since it melts will into per-
ception, knowledge into act? Each becomes
the other. Itself alone is. Its vision is not like
the vision of the eye, but is union with the things
known.
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Intellect and intellection signify, to the com-
mon ear, consideration of abstract truth. The
consideration of time and plaee, of you and me,
of profit and hurt, tyrannize over most men’s
minds. Intellect separates the fact considered
from you, from all local and personal reference,
and discerns it as if it existed for its own sake.
Heraclitus looked upon the affections asdense and
colored mists. In the fog of good and evil affec-
tions, it is hard for man to walk forward in a
straight line. Intellect is void of affection, and
sees an object as it stands in the light of science,
cool and disengaged. The intellect goes out of
the individual, floats over its own personality, and
regards it as a fact, and not as 1 and mine. He
who is immersed in what concerns person or place,
cannot see the problem of existence. This the
intellect always ponders. Nature shows all things
formed and bound. The intellect pierces the
form, overleaps the wall, detects intrinsic likeness
between remote things, and reduces all things into
a few principles.

The making a fact the subject of thought,
raises it. All that mass of mental and moral phe-
nomena which we do not make objects of voluntary
thought, come within the power of fortune; they
constitute the circumstance of daily life; they.are
subject to change, to fear, and hope. Every man
beholds his human condition with a degree of
melancholy. As a ship aground is battered by
the waves, so man, imprisoned in mortal life, lies
open to the mercy of coming events. But a

INTELLECT.

truth, separated by the intellect, is no longer a
subject of destiny. We behold it as a god up-
raised above care and fear. And so any fact in
our life, or any record of our fancies or reflec-
tions, disentangled from the web of our uncou-
sciousness, becomes an object impersonal and im-
mortal. It is the past restored, but embalmed.
A better art than that of Egypt has taken fear
and corruption out of it. It is eviscerated of care.
It is offered for science. What is addressed to us
for contemplation does not threaten us, but makes
us intellectual beings.

The growth of the intellect is spontaneous in
every step. The mind that grows could not pre-
dict the times, the means, the mode of that spon-
taneity. God enters by a private door into every
individual. Long prior to the age of reflection, is
the thinking of the mind. Outof darkness,it came
insensibly into the marvellous light of to-day.
Over it always reigned a firm law. In the period
of infancy it accepted and disposed of all impres-
sions from the surrounding creation after its own
way. Whatever any mind doth or saith, is after
a law. It has no random act or word. And this
native law remains over it after it has come to re-
flection or conscious thought. In the most worn,
pedantie, introverted, self-tormentor’s life, the
greatest part is incaleulable by him, unforeseen, un-
imaginable, and must be, until he can take him-
self up by his own ears., WhatamI? What has
my will done to make me that I am? Nothing.
I have been floated into this thought, this hour,
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this connection of events, by might and mind
sublime, and my ingenuity and wilfulness have not
thwarted, have not aided to an appreciable degree.
Our spontaneous action is always the best. You
cannot, with your best deliberation and heed,
come so close to any question as your spontaneous
glance shall bring you, whilst you rise from your
bed, or walk abroad in the morning after medita-
ting the matter before sleep, on the previous
night. Always our thinking is a pious reception.
Out truth of thought is therefore vitiated as much
by too violent direction given by our will, as by
too great negligence. We do not determine what
we will think. We only open our senses, clear
away, as we can, all obstruction from the fact, and
suffer the intellect to see. We have little control
over our thoughts. We are the prisoners of ideas.
They catch us up for moments into their heaven,
and so fully engage us, that we take no thought
for the morrow, gaze like children, without an
effort to make them our own. By-and by we fall
out of that rapture, bethink us where we have
" been, what we have seen, and repeat, as truly as
we can, what we have beheld. As far as we can
recall these ecstasies, we carry away in the inef-
faceable memory, the result, and all men and all
the ages confirm it. It is called Truth. But the
moment we cease to report, and attempt to correct
and contrive, it i not truth.
If we consider what persons have stimulated

and profited us, we shall perceive the superiority -

of the spontaneous or intuitive principle over the
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arithmetical or logical. The first always contains
the second, but virtual and latent. We want, in
every man, a long logic; we cannot pardon the
absence of it, but it must not be spoken. Logic
is the procession or proportionate unfolding of the
intuition; but its virtue is as silent method; the
moment it would appeur as propositions, and have
a separate value, it is worthless.

In every man’s mind, some images, words, and
facts remain, without effort on his part to imprint
them, which others forget, and afterwards these
illustrate to him important laws. All our prog-
ress is an unfolding, like the vegetable bud. You
have first an instinct, then an opinion, then a
knowledge, as the plant has root, bud, and fruit.
Trust the instinct to the end, though you can ren-
der no reason. It is vain to hurry it. By trust-
ing it to the end, it shall ripen into truth, and you
shall know why you believe.

Each mind has its own method. A true man
never acquires after college rules. 'What you have
aggregated in a natural manner, surprises and de-
lights when it is produced. For we cannot over-
see each other’s secret. And hence the differences
between men in natural endowment arve insignifi-
cant in comparison with their common wealth.
Do you think the porter and the cook have no an-
ecdotes, no experiences, no wonders for you?
Everybody knows as much as the savant. The
walls of rude minds are scrawled all over with
facts, with thoughts. They shall one day bring a
lantern and read the inscriptions. Every man,in
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the degree in which he has wit and culture, finds

“his curiosity inflamed concerning the modes of

living and thinking of other men, and especially
of those classes whose minds have not been sub-
dued by the drill of school education.

This instinctive action never ceases in a healthy
mind, but becomes richer and more frequent in its
informations through all states of culture. At
last comes the era of reflection, when we not only
observe, but take pains to observe; when we of
set purpose, sit down to .OOH’SIdel' an abstract
truth; when we keep the mind’s eye open, whilst
we converse, whilst we read, whilst we act, intent
to learn the secret law of some class of facts.

What is the hardest task in the world? To
think. I would put myself in the attitude to
look in the eye an abstract truth, and I cannot.
I blench and withdraw on this side and on that.
1 seem to know what he meant, who said, No man
can see God face to face and live. For example,
a man explores the basis of civil government. Let
him intend his mind without respite, without rest,
in one direction. His best heed long time avails
him nothing. Yet thoughts are flitting before him.
We all but apprehend, we dimly forebode the
truth. We say, I will walk abroad, and the truth
will take form and clearness to me. We go forth,
but cannot find it. It seems as if we needed only
the stillness and composed attitude of the library,
to seize the thought. But we come in, aud are
as far from it as at first. Then, in a moment,
and unannounced, the truth appears. A certain,
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wandering light appears, and is the distinetion,
the priuciple we wanted. But the oracle comes,
because we had previously laid siege to the shrine.
It seems as if the law of the intellect resembled
that law of nature by which we 10w inspire, now
expire the breath; by which the heart now draws
in, then hurls out the blood,—the law of undula-
tion. So now you must labor with your brains,
and now you must forbear your activity, and see
what the great Soul showeth.

Our intellections are mainly prospective. The
immortality of man is as legitimately preached
from the intellections as from the moral volitions.
HEvery intellection is mainly prospective.  Its
present value is its least. 1t is a little seed. In-
spect what delights you in Plutarch, in Shakes-
peare, in Cervantes. Each truth that a writer ac-
quires, is a lantern which he instantly vurns full
on what facts and thoughts lay already in his
mind, and behold, all the mats and rubbish which
had littered his garret, become precious. Every
trivial fact in his private biography becomes an il-
lustration of this new principle, revisits the day,
and delights all men by its piquaney and new
charm. Men say, where did he get this? and think
there was something divine in his life.  But no;
they have myriads of facts just as good, would
they only get a lamp to ransack their attic withal.

We are all wise. The difference between per-
sons is not in wisdom but in art. I knew, in an
academical club, a person who always deferred to
me, who, seeing my whim for writing, fancied that
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my experiences had somewhat superior ; Whilst T
saw that his experiences were as good as mine.
Give them to me, and I would make the same use
of them. He held the old; he holds the new : I
had the habit of tacking together the old and the
pew, which he did not use to exercise. This may
hold in the great examples. Perhaps if we should
meet Shakespeare, we should not be conscious of
any steep inferiority ; no, but of a great equality,
—only that he possessed a strange skill of using,
of classifying his facts, which we lack. For, not-
withstanding our utter incapacity to produce any-
thing like Hamlet and Othello, see the perfc?ct
reception this wit, and immense knowledge of life
and liquid eloquence find in us all.

If you gather apples in the sunshine, or make
hay, or hoe corn, and then retire within doors, and
shut your eyes, and press them with your hand, you
shall still see apples hanging in the bright light,
with boughs and leaves thereto, or the tasselled
grass, or the corn-flags, and this for five or six hours
afterwards. There lie the impressions on the reten-
tive organ, though you knew it not. So lies the
whole series of natural images with which your life
has made you acquainted, in your memory, though
you know it not, and a thrill of passion flashes light
on their dark chamber, and the active power seizes
instantly the fit image, as the word of 1ts moment-
arv thought.

It is long ere we discover how rich we are. Our
history, we are sure, is quite tame. We have
nothing to write, nothing to infer. DButour wiser
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years still run back to the despised recollections of
childhood, and always we are fishing up some won-
derful article out of that pond ; until, by-and-by,
we begin to suspect that the biography of the one
foolish person we know, is, in reality, nothing less
than the miniature paraphrase of the hundred vol-
umes of the Universal History.

In the intellect constructive, which we popu-
larly designate by the word Genius, we observe
the same balance of two elements, as in intellect
receptive. The constructive intellect produces
thoughts, sentences, poems, plans, designs, sys-
tems. It is the generation of the mind, the mar-
riage of thought with nature. * To genius must
always go two gifts, the thought and the publica-
tion. The first is revelation, always a miracle,
which no frequency of occurrence, or incessant
study can ever familiarize, but which must always
leave the inquirer stupid with wonder. It is the
advent of truth into the world, a form of thought
now, for the first time, bursting into the universe,
a child of the old eternal soul, a piece of genuine
and immeasurable greatness. It seems, for the
time, to inherit all that has yet existed, and to
dictate to the unborn. It affects every thought
of man, and goes to fashion every institution.
But to makeit available, it needs a vehicle or art by
which it is conveyed to men. To be communica-
ble, it must become picture or sensible object.
We must learn the language of facts. The most
wonderful inspirations die with theirsubject, if he
has no hand to paint them to the senses. The ray




