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vi *  PREFACE.

ency to compare the two, to seck resemblances, and
perhaps, if such be found, to ascribe them to my at
least unconscious imitation of the great, the elder au-
thor. How much to my disparagement this would be,
my natural desire for the success of this book makes
unpleasant to represent even to myself.

If it be possible to forestall such a state of things,
let me aim at it by a few brief representations of the
manner in which this work has been written.

Frankly do I say that I admire De Quincey to such
a degree that, were not imitation base and he inimita-
ble, I know no master of style in whose footsteps 1
should more earnestly seek to tread ; but, in the first
place, as this book asserts, it is a resumé of experi-
ences which, so far from being fiction, have received
at my hands a delineation unsatisfactory to myself
from its very inadequacy. The fact of my speaking
truths, so far as they can be spoken, out of my actual
memory, must shield me, if the assertion be received
by any but one who has tasted my cup of Awakening,
from the imputation of being a copyist of incidents.

In the second place, to copy style, study, care, and
frequent references to the proposed model are indis-
pensable. Very well; not one of the pages which
make this book has ever been rewritten. It has been
printed from the first draft, and that, through neces-
sities of other occupation, illness, and care, compelled
to be thrown off, though on its author’s part unwilling-
ly, currente calamo. Moreover, out of particular jeal-
ousy against the risk of burlesquing the inimitable, T
have refrained from looking at the Confessions from
the beginning to the end of my undertaking.
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My memory, however, tells me that occasionally
there are actual resemblances both in incident and
method. As an incident-resemblance, I instance the
perception, in both experiences, of the inerasible char-
acter of the mind’s memorial inscriptions—as De Quin-
cey grandly has it—the Palimpsest characteristic of
memory. Acknowledging the resemblance, I only
say that we both saw the same thing. The state of
insight which he attained through opium, I reached
by the way of hasheesh. Almost through the very
same symbols as De Quincey, a hasheesh-maenad
friend of mine also saw it, as this book relates, and the
vision is accessible to all of the same temperament
and degree of exaltation. For a place, New York for
instance, a stranger accounts, not by saying that any
one of the many who testify to its existence copied
from another, but by acknowledging ¢ there is such a
place.” So do I account for the fact by saying ¢ there
1s such a fact.”

As a resemblance in method, by which I mean me-
chanical arrangement, I am aware only of this, viz.,
that 1 divide my narrative into use and abandonment
of hasheesh, and speculations upon the phenomena
after abandonment, which latter, for the sake of antic-
ipating the charge, I say might perhaps be compared
as to its order with the Suspiria; but the most per-
fect Zoilus among hypereritics would be aware that in
this arrangement I follow Nature, who begins, goes on,
and finishes, and reflects the past in her progress, so
that I should seem no copyist on that score.

But, at any rate, if influenced by the memory of the
great Visionary’s method in any sense (and it is frue
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are the repositors of centuries of tradition; their semi-
civilized imagination is unbound by the fetters of logic
and the schools.” But the Ionians once answered
all these conditions, yet Homer sang no Eblis, no su-
perhuman journey on the wings of genii through infin-
itudes of rosy ether. At one period of their history,
France, Germany, and England abounded in all the
characteristics of the untutored Old-world mind, yet
when did an echo of Oriental music ring from the lute
of minstrel, minnesinger, or trouvére? The differ-
ence can not be accounted for by climate, religion, or
manners. It is not the supernatural in Arabian story
which is inexplicable, but the peculiar phase of the
supernatural both in beauty and terror.

I say inexplicable, because to me, in common with
all around me, it bore this character for years. In later
days, I believe, and now with all due modesty assert,
I unlocked the secret, not by a hypothesis, not by pro-
cesses of reasoning, but by journeying through those
self-same fields of weird experience which are dinted by
the sandals of the glorious old dreamers of the East.
Standing on the same mounts of vision where they
stood, listening to the same gurgling melody that
broke from their enchanted fountains, yes, plunging
into their rayless caverns of sorcery, and imprisoned
with their genie in the unutterable silence of the fath-
omless sea, have I dearly bought the right to come to
men with the chart of my wanderings in my hands,
and unfold to them the foundations of the fabric of
Oriental story.

The secret lies in the use of hasheesh. A very few
words will suffice to tell what hasheesh is. In north-
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ern latitudes the hemp plant (Cannabis Sativa) grows
almost entirely to fibre, becoming, in virtue of this
quality, the great resource for mats and cordage. Un-
der a southern sun this same plant loses its fibrous
texture, but secretes, in quantities equal to one third
of its bulk, an opaque and greenish resin. Detween
the northern and the southern hemp there is no differ-
ence, except the effect of diversity of climate upon the
same vegetable essence ; yet naturalists, misled by the
much greater extent of gummy secretion in the latter,
have distinguished it from its brother of the colder soil
by the name Cannabis Indica. The resin of the Can-
nabis Indica is hasheesh. I'rom time immemorial it
has been known among all the nations of the East as
possessing powerful stimulant and narcotic properties ;
throughout Turkey, Persia, Nepaul, and India it is
used at this day among all classes of society as an ha-
bitual indulgence. The forms in which it is employed
are various. Sometimes it appears in the state in
which it exudes from the mature stalk, as a crude res-
in; sometimes it is manufactured into a conserve with
clarified butter, honey, and spices ; sometimes a decoc-
tion is made of the flowering tops in water or arrack.
Under either of these forms the method of administra-
tion is by swallowing. Again, the dried plant is
smoked in pipes or chewed, as tobacco among our-
selves.

Used in whatever preparation, hasheesh is charac-
terized by the most remarkable phenomena, both phys-
ical and spiritual. A series of experiments made with
it by men of eminent attainments in the medical pro-
fession, principally at.Calcutta, and during the last ten
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years, prove it to be capable of inducing all the ordi-
nary symptoms of catalepsy, or even of trance.

However, from the fact of its so extensive daily use
as a pleasurable stimulus in the countries where ex-
periments with it have been made, it has doubtless lost
interest in the field of scientific research, and has come
to be regarded as only one more means among the
multitude which mankind in all latitudes are seeking
for the production of a sensual intoxication. Now and
then a traveler, passing by the bazar where it was ex-
posed for sale, moved by curiosity, has bought some
form of the hemp, and made the trial of its effects upon
himself; but the results of the experiment were dig-
nified with no further notice than a page or a chapter
in the note-book of his journeyings, and the hasheesh
phenomena, with an exclamation of wonder, were
thenceforward dismissed from his own and the public
mind. Very few even of the permanently domesticated
foreign residents in the countries of the Iast have ever
adopted this indulgence as a habit, and of those few I
am not aware of any who have communicated their ex-
perience to the world, or treated it as a subject pos-
sessing scientific interest.

My own personal acquaintance with this drug, cov-
ering as it did a considerable extent of time, and al-
most every possible variety of phenomena, both phys-
ical and psychological, proper to its operation, not only
empowers, but for a long time has been impelling me
to give it a publicity which may bring it in contact
with a larger number of minds interested in such re-
searches than it could otherwise hope to meet. As a
key to some of the most singular manifestations of the
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Oriental mind, as a narrative interesting to the atten-
tive student of the human soul and body, and the mys-
terious network of interacting influences which connect
them, 1 therefore venture to present this experience to
the investigation of general readers, accompanying it
with the sincere disavowal of all fiction in my story,
and the assurance that whatever traits of the marvel-
ous may appear in its gradual development are inher-
ent in the truth as I shall simply delineate it. 1 am
aware that, without this disavowal, much—nay, even
most that I shall say, will be taken ¢ cum grano salis.”
I desire it, therefore, to be distinetly understood at the
outset that my narrative is one of unexaggerated fact,
its occurrences being recorded precisely as they im-
pressed themselves upon me, without one additional
stroke of the pencil of an after-fancy thrown in to
heighten the tone or harmonize the effect. Whatever
of the wonderful may appear in these pages belongs
to the subject and not to the manner.

The progress of my narration will be in the order
of time. I shall begin with my first experiment of
the use of hasheesh, an experiment made simply from
the promptings of curiosity; it will then be my en-
deavor to detail the gradual change of my motive for
its employment from the desire of research to the fas-
cinated longing for its weird and immeasurable ecsta-
sy ; 1 shall relate hoi that ecstasy by degrees became
daily more and more flecked with shadows of as im-
measurable pain, but still, in this dual existence, as-
sumed a character increasingly apocalyptic of utterly
unpreconceived provinces of mental action. In the
next succeeding stage of my experience, torture, save
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I
@he Night Entrance.

ABouT the shop of my friend Anderson the apothe-
cary there always existed a peculiar fascination, which
early marked it out as my favorite lounging-place. In
the very atmosphere of the establishment, loaded as it
was with a composite smell of all things curative and
preventive, there was an aromatic invitation to scien-
tific musing, which could not have met with a readier
acceptance had it spoken in the breath of frankincense.
The very gallipots grew gradually to possess a charm
for me as they sat calmly ranged upon their oaken
shelves, looking like a convention of unostentatious
philanthropists, whose silent bosoms teemed with ev-
ery variety of renovation for the human race. A little
sanctum at the inner end of the shop, walled off with
red curtains from the profane gaze of the unsanative,
contained two chairs for the doctor and myself, and a
library where all the masters of physic were grouped,
through their sheep and paper representatives, in more
friendliness of contact than has ever been known to
characterize a consultation of like spirits under any
other circumstances. 'Within the limits of four square
feet, Pereira and Christison condensed all their stores
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and the difference of their phenomena noted, and now
some other exhilarant, in the form of an epiate or stim-
ulant, was the instrument of my experiments, until T
had run through the whole gamut of queer agents with-
in my reach.

In all these experiences research and not indulgence
was my object, so that I never became the victim of
any habit in the prosecution of my headlong investi-
gations. When the circuit of all the accessible tests
was completed, I ceased experimenting, and sat down
like a pharmaceutical Alexander, with no more drug-
worlds to conquer.

One morning, in the spring of 185-, I dropped in
upon the doctor for my accustomed lounge.

““Have you seen,” said he, ‘““my new acquisitions ?”

I looked toward the shelves in the direction of
which he pointed, and saw, added since my last visit,
a row of comely pasteboard cylinders inclosing vials
of the various extracts prepared by Tilden & Co.
Arranged in order according to their size, they con-
fronted me, as pretty a little rank of medicinal sharp-
shooters as could gratify the eye of an amateur. I ap-
proached the shelves, that I might take them in re-
view.

A rapid glance showed most of them to be old ac-
quaintances. ¢ Conium, taraxacum, rhubarb—ha!
what is this? Cannabis Indica?” ¢ That,” answered
the doctor, looking with a parental fondness upon his
new treasure, ‘‘is a preparation of the East Indian
hemp, a powerful agent in cases of lock-jaw.” On the
strength of this introduction, I took down the little
archer, and, removing his outer verdant coat, began the
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further prosecution of his acquaintance. To pull out
a broad and shallow cork was the work of an instant,
and it revealed to me an olive-brown extract, of the
consistency of pitch, and a decided aromatic odor.
Drawing out a small portion upon the point of my pen-
knife, I was just going to put it to my tongue, when
¢« Hold on!” cried the doctor; *do you want to kill
yourself? That stuff is deadly poison.” ¢Indeed!” 1
replied ; ““no, I can not say that I have any settled
determination of that kind ;” and with that I replaced
the cork, and restored the extract, with all its appur-
tenances, to the shelf. '

The remainder of my morning’s visit in the sanctum
was spent in consulting the Dispensatory under the
title ¢ Cannabis Indica.” The sum of my discoveries
there may be found, with much additional information,
in that invaluable popular work, Johnston’s Chemistry
of Common Life. This being universally accessible,
I will allude no further to the result of that morning’s
researches than to mention the three following conclu-
sions to which I came.

First, the doctor was both right and wrong ; right,
inasmuch as a sufficiently large dose of the drug, if it
could be retained in the stomach, would produce death,
like any other narcotic, and the ultimate effect of its
habitual use had always proved highly injurious to
mind and body; wrong, since moderate doses of it
were never immediately deadly, and many millions of
people daily employed it as an indulgence similarly to
opium. Second, it was the hasheesh referred to by
Eastern travelers, and the subject of a most graphic
chapter from the pen of Bayard Taylor, which months
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before had moved me powerfully to curiosity and ad-
miration. Third, I would add it to the list of my form-
er experiments. '

In pursuance of this last determination, I waited till
my friend was out of sight, that T might not terrify
him by that which he considered a suicidal venture,
and then quietly uncapping my little archer a second
time, removed from his store of offensive armor a pill
sufficient to balance the ten grain weight of the sanc-
torial scales. This, upon the authority of Pereira and
the Dispensatory, I swallowed without a tremor as to
the danger of the result.

Making all due allowance for the fact that I had not
taken my hasheesh bolus fasting, I ought to experience
its effects within the next four hours. That time
elapsed without bringing the shadow of a phenome-
non. It was plain that my dose had been insufficient.

For the sake of observing the most conservative
prudence, I suffered several days to go by without a
repetition of the experiment, and then, keeping the
matter equally secret, I administered to myself a pill
of fifteen grains. This second was equally ineffectual
with the first.

Gradually, by five grains at a time, I increased the
dose to thirty grains, which I took one evening half
an hour after tea. I had now almost come to the con-
clusion that I was absolutely unsusceptible of the
hasheesh influence. Without any expectation that
this last experiment would be more successful than
the former ones, and indeed with no realization of the
manner in which the drug affected those who did
make the experiment successfully, I went to pass the
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Still T spoke; a question was put to me, and I an-
swered it; I even langhed at a bon mot. Yet it was
not my voice which spoke; perhaps one which I once
had far away in another time and another place. For
a while I knew nothing that was going on externally,
and then the remembrance of the last remark which
had been made returned slowly and indistinctly, as
some trait of a dream will return after many days,
puzzling us to say where we have been conscious of it
before.

A fitful wind all the evening had been sighing down
the chimney ; it now grew into the steady hum of a
vast wheel in accelerating motion. For a while this
hum seemed to resound through all space. I was
stunned by it—I was absorbed in it. Slowly the rev-
olution of the wheel came to a stop, and its monoto-
nous din was changed for the reverberating peal of a
grand cathedral organ. The ebb and flow of its in-
conceivably solemn tone filled me with a grief that was
more than human. I sympathized with the dirge-like
cadence as spirit sympathizes with spirit. And then,
in the full conviction that all I heard and felt was real,
I looked out of my isolation to see the effect of the
music on my friends. Ah! we were in separate worlds
indeed. Not a trace of appreciation on any face.

Perhaps I was acting strangely. Suddenly a pair
of busy hands, which had been running neck and neck
all the evening with a nimble little crochet-needle
over a race-ground of pink and blue silk, stopped at
their goal, and their owner looked at me steadfastly.
Ah! I was found out—I had betrayed myself. In
terror I waited, expecting every instant to hear the
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word ¢ hasheesh.” No, the lady only asked me some
question connected with the previous conversation.
As mechanically as an automaton I began to reply.
As I heard once more the alien and unreal tones of my
own voice, I became convinced that it was some one
else who spoke, and in another world. I sat and lis-
tened ; still the voice kept speaking. Now for the
first time I experienced that vast change which ha-
sheesh makes in all measurements of time. The first
word of the reply occupied a period sufficient for the
action of a drama; the last left me in complete igno-
rance of any point far enough back in the past to date
the commencement of the sentence. Its enunciation
might have occupied years. I was not in the same
life which had held me when I heard it begun.

And now, with time, space expanded also. At my
friend’s house one particular arm-chair was always re-
served for me. I was sitting in it at a distance of
hardly three feet from the centre-table around which
the members of the family were grouped. Rapidly
that distance widened. The whole atmosphere seemed
ductile, and spun endlessly out into great spaces sur-
rounding me on every side. We were in a vast hall,
of which my friends and I occupied opposite extremi-
ties. 'The ceiling and the walls ran upward with a
gliding motion, as if vivified by a sudden furce of re-
sistless growth.

Oh! I could not bear it. I should soon be left
alone in the midst of an infinity of space. And now
more and more every moment increased the conviction
that I was watched. I did not know then, as I learned
afterward, that suspicion of all earthly things and
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persons was the characteristic of the hasheesh delir-
ium.

In the midst of my complicated hallucination, I could
perceive that I had a dual existence. One portion of
me was whirled unresistingly along the track of this
tremendous experience, the other sat looking down
from a height upon its double, observing, reasoning,
and serenely weighing all the phenomena. This calm-
er being suffered with the other by sympathy, but did
not lose its self-possession. Presently it warned me
that I must go home, lest the growing effect of the
hasheesh should incite me to some act which might
frighten my friends. I acknowledged the force of this
remark very much as if it had been made by another
person, and rose to take my leave. I advanced toward
the centre-table. With every step its distance in-
creased. I nerved myself as for a long pedestrian
journey. Still the lights, the faces, the furniture re-
ceded. At last, almost unconsciously, I reached them.
It would be tedious to attempt to convey the idea of
the time which my leave-taking consumed, and the at-
tempt, at least with all minds that have not passed
through the same experience, would be as impossible
as tedious. At last I was in the street.

Beyond me the view stretched endlessly away. It
was an unconverging vista, whose nearest lamps seem-
ed separated from me by leagues. I was doomed to
pass through a merciless stretch of space. A soul just
disenthralled, setting out for his flight beyond the far-
thest visible star, could not be more overwhelmed with
his newly-acquired conception of the sublimity of dis-
tance than I was at that moment. Solemnly I began
my infinite journey.
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1L

HUnder the Shadow of '@mulupins.

ON reaching the porch of the physician’s house, I
rang the bell, but immediately forgot whom to ask for.
No wonder; I was on the steps of a palace in Milan
—no (and I laughed at myself for the blunder), I was
on the staircase of the Tower of London. So I should
not be puzzled through my ignorance of Italian. But
whom to ask for? This question recalled me to the
real bearings of the place, but did not suggest its
requisite answer. Whom shall 1 ask for? I began
setting the most cunning traps of hypothesis to catch
the solution of the difficulty. I looked at the sur-
rounding houses ; of whom had I been accustomed to
think as living next door to them? This did not
bring it. 'Whose daughter had I seen going to school
from this house but the very day before? Her name
was Julia—Julia—and I thought of every combination
which had been made with this name from Julia Domna
down to Giulia Grisi. Ah! now I had it—Julia H. ;
and her father naturally bore the same name. During
this intellectual rummage I had rung the bell half a
dozen times, under the impression that I was kept
waiting a small eternity. When the servant opened
the door she panted as if she had run for her life. I
was shown up stairs to Dr. H.’s room, where he had
thrown himself down to rest after a tedious operation.
Locking the door after me with an air of determined
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sublimity swallowed up my soul. I was overwhelmed
in a fathomless barathrum of time, but I leaned on
God, and was immortal through all changes.

And now, in another life, I remembered that far back
in the cycles I had looked at my watch to measure
the time through which I passed. The impulse seized
me to look again. The minute-hand stood half way
between fifteen and sixteen minutes past eleven. The
watch must have stopped; I held it to my ear; no,
it was still going. I had traveled through all that im-
measurable chain of dreams in thirty seconds. ¢ My
God!” I eried, “I am in eternity.” In the presence
of that first sublime revelation of the soul’s own time,
and her capacity for an infinite life, I stood trembling
with breathless awe. Till I die, that moment of un-
veiling will stand in clear relief from all the rest of
my existence. I hold it still in unimpaired remem-
brance as one of the unutterable sanctities of my be-
ing. The years of all my earthly life to come can
never be as long as those thirty seconds.

Finally the servant reappeared. I received my
powder and went home. There was a light in one of
the upper windows, and I hailed it with unspeakable
joy, for it relieved me from a fear which I could not
conquer, that while I had been gone all familiar things
had passed away from earth. I was hardly safe in my
room before I doubted having ever been out of it. I
have experienced some wonderful dream,” said I, ¢ as
I lay here after coming from the parlor.” If I had
not been out, I reasoned that I would have no powder
in my pocket. The powder was there, and it steadied
me a little to find that I was not utterly hallucinated
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which he feels he must disclose or perish. Gradually
self-control becomes with him more of a possibility,
and finally it is stereotyped into a habit. In my ear-
lier experience I found it beyond my power, even with
the most agonizing efforts, to keep back the wonders
which I saw, and accordingly, the moment that I found
my brain expanding into the hasheesh-dome, I made
it my wont to rush from the presence of all who ought
not to share my secret. When many days had taught
me lessons of self-retention, I sat frequently for hours
charred in demoniac flames, or lifted into the seventh
heaven of ecstasy, with a throng around me who could
not have gained the faintest intimation from my man-
ner of the processes which were going on within.
When Sam joined me I was on the eve of another
journey through vast territories. I say ¢ Sam,” for
I shall take the liberty of calling all my friends by
those familiar names which imbody to me all that is
loving, genial, and belonging to idiosyncrasy in my re-
membrance of them. Doubtless such a practice is dis-
cordant with courtly style in the most eminent degree.
It would be much more polite to say Villiers where I
meant Joe, and Cholmondeley instead of Haxry ; for in
this way I should much more readily and thoroughly
conciliate those minds which, enervated by the spicy
feasts of high-life literature, are unable to find the least
sapidity in the vocabulary of daily affections.
Southey, discoursing of the Doctor, has made that
mirror of true-heartedness, as well as true courtesy, re-
mark (I quote from memory), that among the most
painful, though quiet and unnoticed losses which a man
sustains in his passage from the infant to the gray-
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awakened to the consciousness that I was Rienzi pro-
claiming freedom to enthralled Rome. I portrayed
the abased glories of the older time ; I raised both the
Catos from their graves to groan over the present slav-
ery ; L hurled fiery invective against the usurpations
of Colonna, and pointed the way through tyrant blood
up to an immortal future. The broad space below the
tribune grew populous with a multitude of intense
faces, and within myself there was a sense of towering
into sublimity, as I knew that it was my eloquence
which swayed that great host with a storm of indigna-
tion, like the sirocco passing over reeds.

Strange to say, I did not even here reveal my state.
That vigilant portion of my duality which had control-
led me hitherto, guarded me from any unwarrantable
excess even in the impassioned character of Rienzi.

For a number of weeks I continued this moderate
employment of hasheesh, sometimes diminishing the
doses, then returning to the boundary, but never be-
yond it. As the diminutions went on by a tolerably
regular but slow ratio, I flattered myself that I was
advancing toward a final and perfect emancipation.
But the progress was not that painless one with which
I had flattered myself. There was much less to en-
dure than in the worst part of the former period of in-
dulgence, yet it could have been many times dimin-
ished in intensity without descending to the plane of
ordinary physical or spiritual suffering.

One of the most bitter experiences of hasheesh oc-
curred to me about this time, and since it is the only
one which in my memory stands in peculiar distinct-
ness of outline from the vague background of alternat-
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our different acceptance of the term, this verdict will
be just or unjust. If just, a careful and discriminat-
ing generation ought to manifest their coincidence with
it by permitting him to lie under the index of obloquy.
If unjust, the sentence will, sooner or later, infallibly
be reversed, and whatever light, however slight a pen-
cil any man possesses for the illustration of the mat-
ter, is due no less to truth than to the shade of a phi-
losopher.

Infidelity properly classifies itself under two divi-
sions—infidelity of the heart and infidelity of the in-
tellect. The first of these is a malignant displeasure
at truth for the obligations which it imposes upon life.
It begins in a powerfully-felt repulsion between right-
eousness and the selfish will ; it sometimes goes avow-
edly no farther, but leaves a man unjust, licentious,
and in all respects, where the prudence of selfishness
does not itself curb him, totally iniquitous.

In the case, however, of those who have carried on
the offensive warfare of infidelity, one step farther has
been taken, an utter and public rejection, namely, of
the claims of truth upon self-interest. 'With this step
has been conferred the degree, if I may so speak, of
Grand Master of the Order of Heart Infidelity. It is
not necessary that the man thus advanced should be
pre-eminent, even above believers, in the prodigal grati-
fication of passion and interest ; temperament, society,
a multiplicity of circumstances may serve as steering
oars to his course, but circumstances: only will direct
him. The impelling force to any imaginable excess 1s
present with him, and the certain compass of a felt ob-
ligation is gone. According to circumstances, he will
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out and play in John Locke’s small back yard, or not
stretch 1ts limbs at all.

Now there came a time when David Hume arrived
at the very same point of speculation which I have
previously mentioned as reached, on my supposition,
by most of us who think. Let us see how he reason-
ed. Suppose him in soliloquy :

“I find that my senses give me nothing but the
phenomena of things—tell me merely how objects act
upon me. My eye acquaints me with color and out-
line; my ear with vibrations of diverse intensities;
and so on with all the rest of the organs. All give
qualities of things, operations which things have a
capability to perform on me, appearances of things, but
never things themselves. How do I know that they
do not? By reflection, certainly; reflection on the
data afforded by sense. But why do we all believe,
and act upon the belief, that we see, hear, feel, smell,
and taste things? It must no doubt be sense that
tells us so; that is the only conjoint source of knowl-
edge with reflection. Then I have within me, and so
has every one else, two exactly opposite verdicts. I
do know things, and I do not know them. Now which
is the lie 7”

Hume did not decide. e did not pretend to stand
arbiter between these two conflicting juries, which
Locke fifty years before had impanneled to settle in-
fallibly, and without appeal, all the questions of hu-
man science. He only hung in perfect equipoise be-
tween the reality and the nonentity of all being, him-
self IIECEEEH-TH}’ included. He became, as a Etﬂﬂtl}"

logical consequence of that teaching which he had
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not be safe to assert a purely ideal sincerity for any
one. Doubtless Hume was influenced in the after
maintenance of his Pyrrhonist prineiples by many of
those partisan considerations which weigh with us all.
But in the first susception of his doubt, acting, as he
did, upon the every-where acknowledged basis that
Locke was right, no man could have been more logical,
more calmly, philosophically sincere. Ratiocination,
and not hostility to religion, was the original cause of
his skepticism.

It is particularly unfortunate for a man when he is
thrown. into. the «society, of those who, by flattering
that in himwhich his ‘better nature feels to be a blem-
ish and a disadvantage, if not a crime, lull his pain at
its existence, and even persuade him to believe that it
is his honor. We have to observe an exemplification
of such misfortune in Hume, who, but for being lauded
and féted as the Corypheeus of infidels, for whom he
felt no cordial attraction, might have outlived his skep-
ticism through draughts of a better philosophy, or, at
least, have kept it to himself as his most mournful
secret. %

Allowing himself to be applauded as the: infidel
which he was not, he fortified within himself the skep-
tic which he was; but that he never made a whole-
hearted consecration of himself, as some would misrep-
resent him, to the cause of a malignant and offens-
ive unbelief,is evident from many facts in his history;
such, for instance, was his indignant rebuff’ of the pert
wife of the atheist Mallet, who took the liberty of in-
troducing herself to him at a soirée: * We free-think-
ers ought to know each other, Mr. Hume.” ¢ I am no
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doctrine, but died as perfectly satisfied with it as he
had lived.

Most gratefully do I remember that, at the time of
my first discovery of the legitimate domain of the
senses, I was not left, like many others in similar case,
and Hume as the representative of them all, to retreat
hopelessly into a negation of all knowledge.

It is the privilege and the glory of this day that its
dominant philosophy is Transcendental. Much as this
word, like its kindred visionary, is in the mouth of
hawkers of theological small ware—much as it has
been applied, by a perversion, to all systems of error
and nonsense—much as it has been branded for a stig-
ma upon the forehead of thinkers who would not travel
in a go-cart, the idea which it represents has been the
regeneration of speculative philosophy. The Trans-
cendentalists are, indeed, climbers over, as their name
signifies, yet not over sound reasoning nor the definite
principles of truth, but over that ring-fence of knowl-
edge brought in through mere physical passages, with
which a tyrannous oligarchy of reasoners would cir-
cumseribe all our wanderings in search of facts and
laws.

Older than its oldest historic supporting names,
Transcendentalism still found champions in the more
enfranchised minds of Greece, and from them we come
per saltum to its German champions of the latter half
of the last, and the elapsed half of the present century.
Kant, awakened, as there is some reason to think, by
the very perplexity which set boundaries to the mind
of Hume, stands forth as the resurrectionist of the long-
buried idea, and is followed, with more or less non-
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my own activity alive through many a day of suffer-
ing ; and thus from it, in its satisfaction and its ener-
gizing, I received a double good. I will state some of
the deductions.

Let me be permitted, for the sake of consonance
with my theory, to speak, where accuracy is wanted,
of matter, known in this light as the effect of the di-
vine action, under the name of Force. I do not em-
ploy it in its mere mechanical sense, but as expressive
of the manner of communion between two spiritual be-
ings, to an extent metaphorically meaning something
analogous to what in matter would be called the result
of impingement.

1. In our bodily organism is one of the most cogent
proofs of the Supreme good-will toward us. By his
own act he has insphered us within a force, the body,
which not only resists many other forces and preserves
its own integrity, but, what is of much greater import-
ance, modifies our reception of knowledge from with-
out, and blunts the acuteness of our action within to
such an extent that truth does not come to us with a
fatal shock, but gradually and softened, until we are
able to bear it. Viewed as a counteractive force, the
body is thus one of the highest proofs of God’s benig-
nity, since, left in our present state of spiritual infancy
without it, no lidless eyeball beneath a noonday sun
might be more agonized. It is as much cause for
thanksgiving as for aspiration to something clearer,
that we now “ see through a glass darkly.” Let us
not repine, for there is a reason in these half opaque
and tinged panes. A sun as consuming as he is won-
drously glorious is shining just outside.
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connection with these senses. Doubtless it has been
noticed, however, for from time immemorial the sig-
nificancy of the number seven has employed the re-
searches of philosophers and theologians. The fact
is this: In the Divine philosophy of Creation, which
ig, at the same time, the most reverend also for age,
there is a stress laid upon the importance of this num-
ber as exponent of some law of completion, of perfect-
ness, which, unless it be granted deeply significant,
can be treated upon no middle ground between that
and a puerility partaking of imposture. The seventh
day as the one whose advent expressly witnessed the
completion of the Kosmos (whatever of length we
may give to the days of the creation); the impress of
some secret import upon seven, by countless ceremo-
nial symbols, inculcated to that people who, during
the whole period of the Theocracy, held more direct
communion with the Divine source of all Truth than
any nation before or since; the constant recurrence,
in the Word, of prophetic uses of the number, and
such a phrase as this: ¢ Wisdom hath builded her
- house; she hath hewn out her seven pillars:” all
these seem to indicate, beyond the possibility, in my
mind at least, of conceiving the contrary possible, that
this number is a fundamental law of perfectness in the
Universe.

As such, therefore, and comprehending under its
rule the two senses of sight and hearing, it proves a
oneness in their essential conditions which seems ir-
refutable. 1In some of the more intensely awakened
hasheesh states, there was a great light thrown upon
this subject, but, with many other views gained like
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But, granting that the chemical action is its only
one, this fact, so far from precluding the idea of Joree
which we seek to make general, only illustrates it.
The very chemical action is itself a force. As an ex-
ample, notice the effect of some such odorous agent as
makes its effect particularly marked ; let us say helle-
bore, which, when smelled, causes odic action of the
nerve, in some cases only less powerful than that ap-
propriate to galvanism. The flower of the catalpa pro-
duces a similar effect upon myself, sufficiently severe
to cause very troublesome bleeding ; and I know sev-
eral persons affected in like manner by the carnation
pink and eglantine.

5. Taste. The theory supported by some physi-
cists upon the operation of this very little scientific-
ally understood sense is something such as this. The
tongue, upon a foundation of muscular fibre, carries a
nervous membrane, not wholly smooth even in the
most delicate species, but bristling, more or less com-
pactly, with highly sensitive minute nervous tufts,
known to physiology under the name of ¢ papille,”
literally, “little teats,” from their peculiar form. Sapid
substances being dissolved by the saliva, and thus re-
solved into their ultimate particles, in the form of these
particles penetrate the papille. By something analo-
gous to an exquisitely-refined sense of touch, these
papillee detect the peculiar form characteristic of every
ultimate particle of the given sapid substance, and
thus define it as a certain taste.

If this be the correct explanation of the taste-phe-
nomena, they resolve themselves into a perceived force
of form, and thus come within our law. But I imag-
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:Ffaving endtaavored, as briefly as an analysis at all
satisfactory would permit, to test the truth of my the-
ory with respect to each division of the sense, let me,
in a few words, sum up the substance of that which
has been sought to be proved.

It is this. That the soul in itself is capable of re-
ceiving all the impressions of all the senses from the
action of the object which produces an impression upon
a single sense; that in the bodily organs only and
the media of transmission, which are relevant to the
organs alone, lies the necessity for a divisory action ;
and, finally, as a consequence of these propositions,
that the soul, either wholly freed from its present gross
body, or so awakened, by any cause, as to be partially
independent of the intervention of the corporeal or-
gans, may behold the manifold impression from an
object which now gives it only the fractional, thus see-
ing, hearing, smelling, tasting, and feeling in the most
exquisite degree the thing which, in the state of bodily
~ dominance, was the source of but one of these.

An opinion similar to this was held by Coleridge;
and I can not but believe that it was suggested to him
by some intimation of its truth which he received
while in the exaltation of opium. Certainly there is
no corroboration greater than he might have thus ac-
quired for it, if the effect of that drug ever reached with
him the intensity which hasheesh reached with me.
By evidence of the most startling character was I re-
peatedly, while using the indulgence, put bey ‘3'_1“1 all
dﬂﬂbt upgn the P(}int. Iﬂdﬂﬁd, at this (-{E.j" it lies be-
fore me in the light of as distinct a certainty as any
fact of my being. DBecause, from the very nature of
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as universal as any body’s, when I chanced to be call-
ed to take care of some one making the experiment
for the first time (and I always was called), by the
faintest word, often by a mere look, I could tell ex-
actly the place that my patient had reached, and treat
him accordingly. Many a time, by some expression
which other by-standers thought ineffably puerile, have
Irecognized the landmark of a field of wonders wherein
I had traveled in perfect ravishment. I understood
the symbolization, which they did not.

Particularly was this the case in the hasheesh ex-
periment of a friend of mine, made not three months
ago, spontaneously on his part, and unknown to me
until I was *sent for.” Not only was it for ecstasy
and wonderful phenomena the most remarkable I ever
had the care of, but so clear a light did it shed on the
investigation of the few preceding pages, that I will
give it here in place of any thing additional of my own,
which, as I have said, I will not give.

B——, this friend of mine, for four hours supposed
that he was in heaven.  Infinite leagues below him he
heard the old, remembered bells of the world, and their
sound, as it came floating, diminished up through the
immense sky beneath him, seemed the only tie which
bound him to any thing not celestial.

As T sat by the side of the sofa on which he was
lying, and held his hand for a greater part of the time,
I became a convert to all the most marvelous articles
of the mesmeric creed. The connection which his pe-
culiar state of sensitiveness had established between

us, made us, for all purposes of sensation and percep-
tion, wholly one. I was able to follow him through
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had. not the remotest consciousness of the place in
which he really was, he still conversed freely with us
on the basis of his celestial locale.

To him, we all seemed to be together * in excelsis,”
Naturally he was a loving and gentle spirit; this char-
acteristic the upper atmosphere brought out more fully.
In terms which it would not be modest for any of us
to have repeated for ourselves, he expressed his sense
of the congenialities which bound us together. But
this sense, no less ethereal than in the ordinary state,
was something far more visible.

““I feel,” said he, ¢ that we have many mutual ties
of fellowship, but, more than that, I see them. I know
you are feeling kindly to me now, for there are a thou-
sand golden and azure cords which run between us,
making a network so exquisite that it is unspeakable
delight to look thereon.”

¢“ Are you not fancying it ?”” said somebody. ¢Fan-
cying it ? how can I fancy that which is immediately
before my eyes ? Besides that, I realize that it is true;
it can not be false ; it is a part of each of us delicate-
ly prolonged. I see all our characteristics blended in
it—oh, it is beautiful —beautiful !

Here was that inner sense, to which, as most in-
tuitive, we have given by analogy the name of ¢feel-
ing,” shown to be reciprocal, or, rather, one with sight.
But the oneness of the outer senses was also to receive
corroboration.

B. looked at us, and as our countenances changed
in the course of conversation, that change was embod-
ied to him in tones. ‘Do you know,” said he, ¢ that
all your faces, your forms, have a musical idea? 1
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I would that every man whose eye is met by this
recital, instead of reading it from my pen, and saying
as coldly as is the custom at the present day, *mar-
velous, but doubtful,” with a shake of the head, could
have sat as I did by that sofa, and have learned the
truth of this strange theory by an eye-witness as de-
lightful as it was convincing. In not one single lin-
eament of this case have I poetized ; indeed, I feel deep-
ly my most signal failure to satisfy my own ideal of
what I there saw and felt. I am not aware of any
recompense which would tempt me, if I could, to blot
out the memory of that most exquisite lesson which T
learned at the side of B.

Yet it may be said, ¢ Your own experience had
probably been pretty well known to him already, and
these perceptions of his were but re-embodiments of
things he had heard from you.” I assure you, my
dear reader, that of my own experience upon the sub-
ject of this unity of sense I had not said a word to
him, not even to any person in the place where he
lived. His views, from this fact, were perfectly spon-
taneous, as, indeed, any one present could have seen
from the manner of their natural and irrepressible out-
flowing in his words. The only possible explanation
of such perceptions, occurring as they have in several
other cases besides his without any acquaintance with
my experience, is that they apprehend real truths,
common to all our humanity, and needing but some
instrament of intense insight to bring them forth.

Within a few days of this literally clinical lecture
upon my theory occurred another case, in some Te-
spects almost as singular. Another person, making
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it probable), in which every object of our perception
shall infuse into us all the delight of whose modifica-
tions now but one alone trickles in parsimoniously
through a single sense. With a more ethereal organi-
zation, the necessity for dividing our perception into
the five or six modes now known may utterly pass
away, and the full harmony of all qualities capable of
teaching or delighting us may flow in at once to rav-
ish the soul.

In the cases which I have mentioned, hasheesh had
nearly perfected this etherealization already. Yet
hasheesh must be forborne ; we have no right to suc-
ceed to the inheritance till we come of age. In our
longing for that spiritual majority which is to invest
us with our title, we may stay ourselves on prophecies
as well as patience.

Perchance we may listen to some such prophecy as
this: There is a land, oh dreamer, on which the sun
rises in music, and his rays are heard sounding sym-
phony to the greeting of Memnon. The ever-shifting

tints of cloudland forever rise into brightness and an-
thems, and fall back again to softness and lullabies.
The fingers of the harper paint exquisite green fields
with the pencil of a tone, and the child that sings by
his side fills the soul with Claude Lorraine sunsets.
The clasp of a brother’s hand returning from over sea
is felt in a rosy heaven, or the light of one more star
and a thrill of glad-hearted song. The meaning of
the brotherhood between wine and carols is known by
a strain of music from the terraces of Rhine and the
vineyards of Xeres, bathing the lips of the poet in
added melody. With the fall of the sun upon empur-
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ism, for it is astonishing how any word which means
so many things has not finally come to mean nothing
definite at all, a “vox et preeterea nihil.” While it
has held its place, many other words have been ban-
ished from the common parlance of men, or are allow-
ed only when they can be explained by their context,
or when vagueness itself is an especial desideratum.

Not to multiply instances, let the English ¢ good”
and the French ¢vertu” be examples. The first of
these who ever thinks of using (we limit its reference
to human attributes) when he wishes to express some-
thing defined of the character of another? The poets
only, for they, indeed, from the picturesque necessities
of their art, have preserved its original outlines clear,
and give it always its noble, radical force; the good
man, with them, is the man of developed heart as dis-
tinguished from his clever brother of the developed in-
tellect. But in common conversation, to say that a
man is good tells about as much of him as to ascribe
to him the possession of a nose. He may be, for all
we know, a sour Pharisee, held righteous in proportion
to the number of things which he considers sins, an
easy soul who does or does not pay his little hills, a
kindly person of fluent sympathies, or

¢ A pood-humored dunce with the best of intentions.”

To the word ¢ good,” a man with the bump of Caus-
ality prominent must always reply ¢ How ?” and then
come a lost of particularizations on the other side
to round out the idea.

In like manner has * vertu” passed utterly out of
the universal sparkling Gallic mouth, not only for the
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struction to a Redowa discoursed from Dodworth’s
balefully-fascinating tubes. Yet, by a more catholic
appreciation than we give to any other word, in each
case we catch the full force of the particular idea.
O world, as word alone, truly there is no * transit” to
thy ¢ gloria.”

Yet, from the very ease with which it carries its
multiplicity of meaning, we are apt to forget how man-
ifold they really are. 'We thus lose sight of a truth,
than which there is none more actual, that, though we
intermarry, walk, talk, and transact business together,
we are each of us, this moment, living in a different
world.

Even as a mere bald question of the bodily senses,
this is beyond a doubt. A is a near-sighted man,
and has a very defective power of discriminating col-
ors. Like several men whom I know, he may be ut-
terly unable to distinguish the strawberry from its
leaf, or, like certain others, to discriminate between the
fly on his spectacles and the eagle in the firmament.
B, on the other hand, sees ships in the offing before
the signal-man has got the focus, and pronounces dog-
matically, at a glance, between two shades of blue
which do not differ from each other by a tenth. A
and B live in two absolutely different sight-worlds.

Again, C perceives no difference between sounds
or harmonies. He is, let us say, a celebrated divine
whom I have the honor to know. Some years ago,
when ¢ Oh Susannah” was triumphantly ushering in
the Ethiopian school of composition to popular favor,
a roguish daughter of the gentleman happened to be
playing that exquisite air upon the piano, and (much
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few men could determine by the eye; on the other,
the person who scarcely, by his hand, discovers any in-
equality in a board, provided it be planed. In con-
nection with the former, I might mention such a case
as that of Giovanni Gonelli, of Volterra, who, in the
seventeenth century, gave to the world the spectacle
of a man entirely blind, yet a most accurate sculptor,
not alone of his own ideals, but of faces which he only
knew by passing his hand over them. Among the
likenesses which he left were those, both faithful and
beantiful, of Cosmo di Medici, Pope Urban VIII., and
the first Charles of England. Yet, though I have re-
frained, on account of the exceptional nature of this
case, I might well adduce other instances of blind dex-
terity and delicacy of touch far from exceptional.

Again, in Smell, there are innumerable grades be-
tween the person in whom it is an absolute lack and
the one to whom, our world being unfortunately not a
universal spice-grove, it is a source of constant misery.
At this moment I am writing but a few feet from a
lady who, a day or two ago, assured me that if, by any
operation, however painful, she could eradicate her
sense of smell without danger, she would willingly
submit to it, even though it cost her those rose and
jasmine odors in which she delights with more in-
tensity than practical people do in a good dinner.

In Taste we may shade off humanity between the
two extremes of an Apicius, desolé on account of the
one quarter gra.in of ambergris more than the receipt
in his soup of flamingos’ tongues, and the Scotchman
who, outside of his herring and his bannocks, is at
sea upon all delicate questions of gustative interest.
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I think this a mistake. Indeed, the problem of our
humanity standing as it does thus—Given our present
nature, and the necessity arising out of it that investi-
gation should be the instrument of acquiring wisdom,
what is the best possible contrivance for furthering the
operation ? I would reply, this very state of omnipres-
ent variance. Supposing that suddenly, and just at
the point in all science which we have now reached,
the law of mind should change, and, a great average
being struck, we should all, not to make an extreme
case by saying throughout the world, but merely over
its civilized area, henceforward see every thing pre-
cisely alike, and precisely alike be affected by every
thing which we saw—it seems to me that a worse
calamity could not happen to mankind. The wheels
of our spiritual progress now roll somewhat erratic-
ally, it is true, as the impulse of the hosts who urge
on the chariot is stronger now on this side, now on
that, but the resultant of all the forces is a rapid and
a forward motion. The check which would ensue to
that progress from the coming in of an entire uniform-
ity would be sufficient to retard for centuries the mil-
lennium of mind. True, all would push in one direc-
tion, but the grand nisus, the energy of ambition, would
be lost.

In the contests—yes, even in the quarrels of opin-
ion, we have a guarantee for the development of truth.
Fertility is not the characteristic of unbroken plains ;
they become the torrid desert or the icy steppe; but

it bestows itself upon a grouping of entire opposites ;
the peaks catch the clouds, and with them water the

valleys. As the collision of flint and steel gives fire,
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plicity of worlds which we seldom value as we ought.
Who that of a morning walks up Broadway, in one of
the two currents of that hurrying life, does not wonder
that all the thousands who are rushing on, each for
the sustenance or gratification of self, do not oftener
jostle through that very selfishness, that the crowds
do not interpenetrate each other with more friction ?
As a fact, we see them tolerably calm, obliging, and
self-continent.  As a problem, supposing it given to a
philosopher who calculated only upon the data of our
well-known human selfishness, could he solve it?
Something else is requisite for the solution. We are
none of us aiming at precisely the same mark. With
no two men do the points on the target exactly coin-
cide. The most similar of us still aim a hair’s-breadth
out of each other’s way, and thus, in the great match,
unless intentionally we tread on ecach others’ kibes,
there is room for us all.

If we wished to make a general distinctive classifi-
cation which, in one way or another, would comprehend
our whole humanity, living in its different worlds, there
are perhaps no two divisions which would so nearly
comprehend it all as those of Ideal and Non-Ideal.
Each of these forms is a Kosmos by itself, which, from
its great interior diversity, might, even as thus coag-
gregated, be properly translated rather system than
world ; but for our uses the narrower rendering will
do, since all the grander laws of each Kosmos are the
same for each of its inhabitants.

By these terms, Ideal and Non-Ideal, we mean very
much the same ideas that a poet would get from ¢ Vis-
jonary” and ¢ Practical ;” but these phrases are not of
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men, let us steal into Abbotsford, and stand by the
chair of Walter Scott, who is looking at a sunsct. By
his side, upon the floor beneath us, lies that faithful
companion of his strolls among the heather, Maida.
Since the test we are about to institute demands fair-
ness, we will free our comparison from all imputation
of artifice by placing together with the noblest speci-
men of man the noblest specimen of beast.

Both the poet and the greyhound are looking west-
ward. The same tints fall through the panes upon
the faces of both ; far up, toward the springs of T'weed,
they see the same hills bathed in a dying light, and
the clouds that shift above them. Does it surprise us
to hear Sir Walter bursting forth in enrapturement ;
or, truer still, as a meed of the heart to beauty, see
him silently gazing toward the sundown with a face
which glows and changes, telling more than a thou-
sand lips ? But would we be astonished or not if
Maida should suddenly give vent to a lyric bark of
ecstasy, or even should she refuse to be wheedled from
the glories of that view by the whistle of a keeper im-
memorially associated with dog-meat? Not in the
least, you will say ; and most people would agree with
you; for a hound who appreciated sunsets would be as
great a sensation, even in our most nil admirari world,
as a cow, who, like Landor, should write feelingly upon
green grass, and publish it. He would have the entreé
of all literary circles; dinners would be pressed upon
him ; he would be presented with services of plate;
not an album would be without the autograph of this
veritable Prince di Canino. Eclipsed in the blinding
glory of his eclat, the learned pig would commit sui-
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this communion in language, shows that it is not
through sense that the Beautiful flows in, for what can
be conceived as more cruel, more in every way un-
natural, than that the hound, with senses like our own,
should still be dumbly shut up to an impossibility of
expression, if, while standing by our side, he was over-
burdened with the same loveliness as we? The idea
18 indeed horrible. *

Yet doubtless we may wrong the animal upon the
other side. Few of us being willing to carry out the
sense philosophy to its ultimate conclusions by giving
the dog perception of Beauty equally with ourselves,
we often go to the opposite extreme, and rather pity
him as a being without gratifications beyond the pres-
ent bone, hearth-rug, or exciting chase. He very like-
ly enjoys contemplation as much, proportionally to his
kind, as we do. Not the contemplation of the beauti-
ful in nature indeed, but of some other characteristic,
which has as true a fitness to his constitution as Beau-
ty has to ours. 'What this is, of course, from the en-
tire difference of our plane of being, we can only con-
jecture. : :

It may be something such as this: in the creation
there is a capability of sustaining animal life through
food, atmosphere, and a variety of means. To us this
capability seldom appears except as a logical deduc-
tion, in the form of statistics or agricultural history.
To the animal it may appear stamped upon all sur-
rounding things ; it may be for him the essential truth
which they embody, and in trees, herbage, fruitage, he
may feel the symbolized principle which prophesies
the sustenance of his highest life as our ideals proph-

P2
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see Beauty ? Isn't this a beautiful day, to be sure,
with the sun shining so bright that I can get in all my
hay.?“ At all events, he would come home, without
having found it necessary to purchase another valise
for the conveyance of his papers.

Whatever may be the reason, it can not be doubted
that there is a great difference between men in the ap-
preciation of the subtle characteristic, and in some it
seems to be entirely lacking. There is one class of
men who exult in beauty, who live in it, whose ex-
treme representatives are willing even to commit all
sorts of practical extravagances for its sake. There
1s another, whose members look at a statue of Phidias,
and then at a gate-post, and in both see only some-
thing hard, white, and tall.

Yet they both have to live in what is geographical-
ly the same world. It is of the ideal man, as repre-
sentative of the former class, and of some of his rela-
tions to that world, that we have to speak. A greater
breadth of these relations than might at first sight be
supposed is included in the question, Why do ideal
men often use narcotics ? Indisputably it is ideal men.
The fact is there, however great a pity it may be. Let
us seek, for a while, an answer to the question.

The wants of the ideal man, while in number less
than those of his opposite, in degree are far greater.
Dives, as the type of the pure worldly life, is as incap-
able as guiltless of those vague, unsatisfied longings
which he so much censures in a neighbor and discour-
ages in a dependent. All things out of which he can
extort pleasure coin themselves ‘fﬂr 111'111. in a perfectly
tangible shape. He is fully satisfied, his wishes need






IDEAL MEN AND THEIR STIMULANTS, 349

Py without being sumptuous, we can not, at the same
time, be spiritual and hungry. At least most of us
can not. Into what a glory, looked at through such
a fact, does the Massinger tower who, with one hand
stiffly holding the wolf at arm’s length, with the other
can indite the Virgin Martyr. Yes, there have been
some such souls after all.

But our Ariel, being of less muscular make, is not
among them. Iis ¢““mind to him a kingdom is,” but
he is expatriated from it on a foraging expedition ;
through the jaws of Scylla and Charybdis, starvation
on the one hand, and the premature old age of over-
wrought energies, he is voyaging in a supply-ship. If
even now he could sit still in an occasional lull, and
grow better by drinking in beauty, and make other
men happier by imparting it to them through words,
writing, or kindly offices, he sees only money-utility
stamped upon the rivers, and the whole face of nature
is staked off into building-lots or manufactory-sites.
The features of his goddess have become the ¢ desira-
ble features” for a paper-speculation town.

There are a thousand ways in which his neighbors
can evaporate the essence which is all in all to him,
while they at the same time give to his scenery a pon-
derable value which to them is worth far more.

Perhaps, like Southey, he now out and out curses
the mills, But this is wrong; for Southey, though
a noble poet in spite of the insolence of Byron, was
still no great political economist, notwithstanding the
opinion of himself. Perhaps, therefore, he only sighs,
and moves his household gods to another hearth—it
may she where loneliness will better secure him from
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could we realize his temptations to the full extent s
understand his struggles, and weigh all the forces of
the mind which gave him, from bhis very birth, a peril-
ous tendency, how much oftener with tears than with
denunciations of his indolence, his neglect of duties,
would we read such memorials of him as have been
published, much as the most of those seem directed to
bias us the contrary way.

For it seems as if there has never been a real *Life”
of Coleridge. We have had, in abundance, sketches
of what he himself might have called his ¢ phenom-
enal existence.” We have the changes of place which
he made; the towns in which he lectured ; the letters
from home which he did not open, and the correspond-
ences for aid from starvation which he did open; the
worth, in pounds sterling, of the laudanum which he
drank per week; the number of bottles of brandy
which he emptied in the same time ; the extravagances
of his expenditure ; his repentings, his concessions to
Southey and Cottle. All these are phenomenal—yea,
even the last three. 'We have external events—move-
ments of which we do not see the motor. Perhaps it
would be impossible to see it from any thing but an
autobiography so full, so ab intra, that pain and hu-
miliation would deter him from writing it, were he
living. This would be a ¢ Life” of Coleridge ; the
others are mere results of that life.

Perhaps the best substitute for such a work is to be
found in his brief and fragmentary prose works; for,
although they have almost nothing of that narrative
style which is supposed to be necessary to the legiti-
mate memoirs, they still show us, to a degree une-
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of the legs—that he found its effects a delicious and
]._]E'I‘fE{:t relief.  Furthermore, that he abandoned it
W'ltll the completion of his cure, but resumed it upon
his finding, with the abandonment, the pains return,
That he made several attempts to free himself with
the same termination, and at last settled down into the
opium-eater which he was for it is mmpossible to say
how many years of his life.

All this we have no reason to doubt. As an alle-
viative to severe pain the narcotic first became known
to him. Yet the secret of its excessive use, the rap-
idly increasing doses, beyond all the demands of the
body for relief—what was that? Ah! the poet him-
self would confess that to his mind the indulgence
spoke with a fascination far greater than to his phys-
ical nature. It was, in fact, the very thing necessary
for the replenishment of his exhausted capability of
enjoyment.

How is it, we must ask, that opium acts upon the
whole organism of a susceptible man? Physically
the books of medicine tell us how—that is, to a cer-
tain distance they mark its pathway through diges-
tion, circulation, the sympathetic nerves, and, where it
causes death, leave it in an engorgement of the brain.

Probably all these phenomena are the merely ex-
ternal ones; they do not at all give us the mode of its
action, after all.” At one time, in the course of some
experiments, I thought I had reached a little deeper
principle of its operation ; some singular facts IEfi me
to form a theory upon the subject. I will not give it
here, since there is not yet a basis of tests broad
enough for it to rest upon philosophically. Of all
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Epec’fful di;-stance. Call this wrong, call it undutiful to
I'Elﬂtiﬂﬂﬂhlps. which he was bound to respect, yet you
can not call it indolence. He was not fitted by nature
to do the work of a material life, yet higher obligations
called him to change his element, and he should have
obeyed, against nature. In his own world he was a
diligent, a glorious worker—he was not indolent—he
only wrought out life according to his tendency, his
constitutional fitness, and there he sinned.

Yet, oh man of the world! you who are so ready to
sneer at Coleridge, let the comparison between him
and yourself be put upon fair grounds before we join
you in denunciation of the sin. The way in which
you state the comparison is this: ¢ Here am I, fight-
ing the world in its roughest forms for a livelihood ;
there was Coleridge, who would not brace his muscles
and fight like me.” In another way let us state the
case. Suppose yourself and Coleridge translated to
that spiritual world where there are no actualities of
the precise kind which you cope with. Grant that
you each retained the same natural constitution as on
earth, with how much ease or willingness would you
change your element and labor in his province? It
would then be his right to be called the actor; you
would be the dreamer, and your dreams would be of
things which as little suited his every-day activity as
in this world his suited your own. You would be
called with stentorian voices to awake to the reality
of things—to dismiss the visionary figments of com-
merce, manufactures, credit, and capital, and to strive
boldly in the arena of thought and art, and other spir-

itual excellences.
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continually regulating expenditure, has reason to be-
lieve that his children, especially the more mentally
?.ctive of them, will grow up, unless great care is taken,
Into very unpractical views. The reasoning is some-
thing like this :

From earliest consciousness they will be thrown
upon their own resources for enjoyment. The ex-
pensive toy, the luxurious recreation, will be entirely
out of their reach. Yet, as the outwelling child-life
must have some outlet, they will not be without toys,
without recreations of one kind or another, and they
will invent them for themselves. Out of the imagin-
ation they will fashion for themselves a domain where
the simplest things have some rich meaning, glorified
by an ideal excellence, and where all the most extrav-
agant wishes are realized. In their plays they will be
kings and queens of a garden-spot, transact weighty
diplomatic business on the backs of old letters, and
make boundless purchases of territory with pebbles or
shells. In this cheap kingdom they will live as all-
absorbing a life as the dignitaries whom they counter-
feit live in theirs ; and, still more, they will contract a
bias very difficult to alter as increased years make it
necessary. The boy who suddenly awakes to find
himself a man finds it hard to believe that his old
ideal efforts and ideal pleasures can not, by an eleva-
tion of their plane, be made sufficient for the satisfac-
tion of a life-time.

More particularly is this true when, as in the pres-
ent age, the world of books offers an additional asylum
to the active child, to which, unless, both in mind and
money, he is very poor indeed, he may retreat for the
















































