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RALPH WALDO EMERSON.

INTRODUCTION.

“T gavE the feeling that every man’s biography is
at his own expense. He furnishes not only the facts,
but the report. I mean that all biography is auto-
biography. It is only what he tells of himself that
comes to be known and believed.”

So writes the man whose life we are to pass in
review, and it is certainly as true of him as of any
author we could name. He delineates himself so per-
fectly in his various writings that the careful reader
sees his nature just as it was in all its essentials, and
has little more to learn than those human acecidents
which individualize him in space and time. About
all these accidents we have a natural and pardonable
curiosity. We wish to know of what race he came,
what were the conditions into which he was born,
what educational and social influences helped to
mould his character, and what new elements Nature
added to make him Ralph Waldo Emerson.

He himself believes in the hereditary transmission
of certain characteristics. Though Nature appears
capricious, he says, “Some qualities she carefully
fixes and transmits, but some, and those the finer, she
exhales with the breath of the individual, as too costly
to perpetuate. But I notice also that they may be-
come fixed and permanent in any stock, by painting
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and repainting them on every individual, until at last
Nature adopts them and bakes them in her porcelain.”

We have in New England a certain number of fam-
ilies who constitute what may be called the Academic
Races. Their names have been on college catalogues
for generation after generation. They have filled the
learned professions, more especially the ministry, from
the old colonial days to our own time. If aptitudes
for the aequisition of knowledge can be bred into
a family as the qualities the sportsman wants in his
dog are developed in pointers and setters, we know
what we may expect of a descendant of one of the
Academic Races. Other things being equal, he will
take more naturally, more easily, to his books. His
features will be more pliable, his voice will be more
flexible, his whole nature morve plastic than those of
the youth with less favoring antecedents. The gift of
genius is never to be reckoned upon beforehand, any
more than a choice new variety of pear or peach in a
seedling; it is always a surprise, but it is born with
great advantages when the stock from which it springs
has been long under cultivation.

These thoughts suggest themselves in looking back
at the striking record of the family made historic by
the birth of Ralph Waldo Emerson. It was remark-
able for the long succession of clergymen in its gene-
alogy, and for the large number of college gradumates
it ecounted on its rolls. ‘

A genealogical table is very apt to illustrate the
“survival of the fittest,” —in the estimate of the
descendants. It is inclined to remember and record
those ancestors who do most honor to the living heirs
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of the family name and traditions. As every man
may count two grandfathers, four great-grandfathers,
eight great-great-grandfathers, and so on, a few gen-
erations give him a good chance for selection. If he
adds his distinguished grandmothers, he may double
the number of personages to choose from. The great-
grandfathers of Mr. Emerson at the sixth remove
were thirty-two in number, unless the list was short-
ened by intermarriage of relatives. Onme of these,
from whom the name descended, was Thomas Emer-
son of Ipswich, who furnished the staff of life to the
people of that wonderfully interesting old town and
its neighborhood.

His son, the Reverend Joseph Emerson, minister
of the town of Mendon, Massachusetts, married Eliz-
abeth, daughter of the Reverend Edward Bulkeley,
who succeeded his father, the Reverend Peter Bulke-
ley, as minister of Concord, Massachusetts.

Peter Bulkeley was therefore one of Emerson’s
sixty-four grandfathers at the seventh remove. We
know the tenacity of certain family characteristics
through long lines of descent, and it is not impossible
that any one of a hundred and twenty-eight grandpar-
ents, if indeed the full number existed in spite of
family admixtures, may have transmitted his or her
distinguishing traits through a series of lives that
cover more than two centuries, to our own contempo-
rary. Inherited qualities move along their several
paths not unlike the pieces in the game of chess.
Sometimes the character of the son can be traced di-
rectly to that of the father or of the mother, as the
pawn’s move carries him from one square to the next.
Sometimes a series of distinguished fathers follows in
a line, or a succession of superior mothers, as the
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black or white bishop sweeps the board on his own
color. Sometimes the distinguishing characters pass
from one sex to the other indifferently, as the castle
strides over the black and white squares. Sometimes
an uncle or aunt lives over again in a nephew or niece,
as if the knight’s move were repeated on the squares
of human individuality. It is not impossible, then,
that some of the qualities we mark in Emerson may
have come from the remote ancestor whose name
figures with distinetion in the early history of New
England.

The Reverend Peter Bulkeley is honorably com-
memorated among the worthies consigned to immortal-
ity in that precious and entertaining medley of fact
and faney, enlivened by a wilderness of quotations ai
first or second hand, the *“Magnalia Christi Ameri-
cana,” of the Reverend Cotton Mather. The old
chronicler tells his story so much better than any one
can tell it for him that he must be allowed to speak
for himself in a few extracts, transferred with all
their typographical idiosyncrasies from the London-
printed folio of 1702.

“He was descended of an Honourable Family in Bed-
fordshire. — He was born at Woodhil (or Odel) in Bed-
fordshire, January 31st, 1582,

“His Education was answerable unto his Original ; it
was Learned, it was Genteel, and, which was the top of
all, it was very Pious: At length it made him Batchellor
of Divinity, and a Fellow of Saint Johns Colledge, in
Cambridge. ;

“When he came abroad into the World, a good ben-
efice befel him, added unto the estate of a Gentleman,
left him by his Father; whom he succeeded in his Min-
istry, at the place of his Nativity: Which one would
imagine Temptations enough to keep him out of a WWel-
derness.”
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But he could not conscientiously conform to the
ceremonies of the English Church, and so, —

“When Sir Nathaniel Brent was Arch-Bishop Laud’s
General, as Arch-Bishop Laud was another’s, Complaints
were made against Mr. Bulkly, for his Non-Conformity,
and he was therefore Silenced.

“To New-England he therefore came, in the Year
1635; and there having been for a while, at Cambridge,
he carried a good Number of Planters with him, up further
into the Woods, where they gathered the Twelfth Church,
then formed in the Colony, and call’d the Town by the
Name of Concord.

“Here he buried a great Estate, while he raised one
still, for almost every Person whom he employed in the
Affairs of his Husbandry. —

“He was a most excellent Scholar, a very well-read
Person, and one, who in his advice to young Students,
gave Demonstrations, that he knew what would go to
make a Scholar. But it being essential unto a Secholar
to love a Secholar, so did he; and in Token thereof, en-
dowed the Library of Harvard-Colledge with no small
part of his own.

“And he was therewithal a most exalted Christian —
“In his Ministry he was another Farel, Quo nemo tonuit
fortius — And the observance which his own People had
for him, was also paid him from all sorts of People
throughout the Land; but espeeially from the Ministers
of the Country, who would still address him as a Father,
a Prophet, a Counsellor, on all occasions.”

These extracts may not quite satisfy the exacting
reader, who must be referred to the old folio from
which they were taken, where he will receive the fol-
lowing counsel: —

“If then any Person would know what Mxy. Peter Bulkly
was, let him read his Judicious and Savory Treatise of
the Gospel Covenant, which has passed through several
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Editions, with much Acceptance among the People of
God.” It must be added that “he had a competently
good Stroke at Latin Poetry; and even in his Old Age,
affected sometimes to improve it, Many of his Compos-
ure are yet in our Hands.”

It is pleasant to believe that some of the qualities
of this distinguished scholar and Christian were re-
produced in the descendant whose life we are study-
ing. At his death in 1659 he was succeeded, as was
mentioned, by his son Edward, whose daughter be-
came the wife of the Reverend Joseph Emerson, the
minister of Mendon who, when that willage was
destroyed by the Indians, removed to Concord, where
he died in the year 1680. This is the first connection
of the name of Emerson with Concord, with which
it has since been so long associated.

Edward Emerson, son of the first and father of the
second Reverend Joseph Emerson, though not a minis-
ter, was the next thing to being one, for on his grave-
stone he is thus recorded: “Mr. Edward Emerson,
sometime Deacon of the first church in Newbury.” He
was noted for the virtue of patience, and it is a family
tradition that he never complained but once, when he
said mildly to his daughter that her dumplings were
somewhat harder than needful, — “but not often.”
This same Edward was the only break in the line of
ministers who descended from Thomas of Ipswich.
He is remembered in the family as having been “a
merchant in Charlestown.”

Their son, the second Reverend Joseph Emerson,
minister of Malden for nearly half a century, married
Mary, the daughter of the Reverend Samuel Moody,
— Father Moody, — of York, Maine. Three of his
sons were ministers, and one of these, William, was
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pastor of the church at Concord at the period of the
outbreak of the Revolutionary War.

As the successive generations narrow down towards
the individual whose life we are recalling, the charac-
ter of his progenitors becomes more and more impor-
tant and interesting to the biographer. The Rever-
end William Emerson, grandfather of Ralph Waldo,
was an excellent and popular preacher and an ardent
and devoted patriot. He preached resistance to ty-
rants from the pulpit, he encouraged his townsmen
and their allies to make a stand against the soldiers
who had marched upon their peaceful village, and
would have taken a part in the Fight at the Bridge,
which he saw from his own house, had not the friends
around him prevented his quitting his doorstep. He
left Concord in 1776 to join the army at Ticonderoga,
was taken with fever, was advised to return to Con-
cord and set out on the journey, but died on his way.
His wife was the daughter of the Reverend Daniel
Bliss, his predecessor in the pulpit at Concord. This
was another very noticeable personage in the line of
Emerson’s ancestors. His merits and abilities are
described at great length on his tombstone in the
Concord burial-ground. There is no reason to doubt
that his epitaph was composed by one who knew him
well. But the slabs which record the excellences of
our New England elergymen of the past generations
are so erowded with virtues that the reader can hardly
help inquiring whether a sharp bargain was not
driven with the stonecutter, like that which the good
Vicar of Wakefield arranged with the portrait-painter.
He was to represent Sophia as a shepherdess, it will
be remembered, with as many sheep as he could afford
to put in for nothing.
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William Emerson left four children, a son bearing
the same name, and three daughters, one of whom,
Mary Moody Emerson, is well remembered as pie-
tured for us by her nephew, Ralph Waldo. His
widow became the wife of the Reverend Ezra Ripley,
Doctor of Divinity, and his successor as minister at
Concord.

The Reverend William Emerson, the second of that
name and profession, and the father of Ralph Waldo
Emerson, was born in the year 1769, and graduated
at Harvard College in 1789. He was settled as min-
“ister in the town of Harvard in the year 1792, and in
1799 became minister of the First Church in Boston.
In 1796 he married Ruth Haskins of Boston. He
died in 1811, leaving five sons, of whom Ralph Waldo
was the second.

The interest which attaches itself to the immediate
parentage of a man like Emerson leads us to inquire
particularly about the characteristics of the Reverend
William Emerson so far as we can learn them from
his own writings and from the record of his contem-
poraries.

The Reverend Dr. Sprague’s valuable and well-
known work, “Annals of the American Pulpit,” con-
tains three letters from which we learn some of his
leading characteristics. Dr. Pierce of Brookline, the
faithful chronicler of his time, speaks of his pulpit
talents as extraordinary, but thinks there was not a
perfect sympathy between him and the people of the
quiet little town of Harvard, while he was highly ac-
ceptable in the pulpits of the metropolis. In per-
sonal appearance he was attractive; his voice was
melodious, his utterance distinet, his manner agree-
able. * He was a faithful and generous friend and
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knew how to forgive an enemy.—In his theological
views perhaps he went farther on the liberal side
than most of his brethren with whom he was associ-
ated. — He was, however, perfectly tolerant towards
those who differed from him most widely.”

Dr. Charles Lowell, another brother minister, says
of him, “Mr. Emerson was a handsome man, rather
tall, with a fair complexion, his cheeks slightly
tinted, his motions easy, graceful, and gentlemanlike,
his manners bland and pleasant. He was an honest
man, and expressed himself decidedly and emphati-
cally, but never bluntly or vulgarly. — Mr. Emerson
was a man of good sense. His conversation was edi-
fying and useful; never foolish or undignified. — In
his theological opinions he was, to say the least, far
from having any sympathy with Calvinism. I have
not supposed that he was, like Dr. Freeman, a Hu-
manitarian, though he may have been so.”

There was no honester chronicler than our clerical
Pepys, good, hearty, sweet-souled, fact-loving Dr.
John Pierce of Brookline, who knew the dates of birth
and death of the graduates of Harvard, starred and
unstarred, better, one is tempted to say (Hibernice),
than they did themselves. There was not a nobler
gentleman in charge of any Boston parish than Dr.
Charles Lowell. But after the pulpit has said what
it thinks of the pulpit, it is well to listen to what the
pews have to say about it.

This is what the late Mr. George Ticknor said in
an article in “The Christian Examiner”” for Septem-
ber, 1849,

“Mr. Emerson, transplanted to the First Church
in Boston six years befere Mr. Buckminster’s set-
tlement, possessed, on the contrary, a graceful and
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dignified style of speaking, which was by no means
without its attraction, but he lacked the fervor that
could rouse the masses, and the original resources that
could command the few.”

As to his religious beliefs, Emerson writes to Dr.
Sprague as follows: “I did not find in any manuscript
or printed sermons that I looked at, any very explicit
statement of opinion on the question between Calvin-
ists and Socinians. He inclines obviously to what
is ethical and universal in Christianity; very little to
the personal and historical. — I think I observe in his
writings, as in the writings of Unitarians down to a
recent date, a studied reserve, on the subject of the
nature and offices of Jesus. They had not made up
their own minds on it. It was a mystery to them,
and they let it remain so.”

Mr. William Emerson left, published, fiffeen Ser-
mons and Discourses, an Oration pronounced at Bos-
ton on the Fourth of July, 1802, a Collection of
Psalms and Hymns, an Historical Sketch of the First
Church in Boston, besides his contributions to *The
Monthly Anthology,” of which he was the editor.

Ruth Haskins, the wife of William and the mo-
ther of Ralph Waldo Emerson, is spoken of by the
late Dr. Frothingham, in an article in *“The Christian
Examiner,” as a woman “of great patience and forti-
tude, of the serenest trust in God, of a discerning
spirit, and a most courteous bearing, one who knew
how to guide the affairs of her own house, as long as
she was responsible for that, with the sweetest author-
ity, and knew how to give the least trouble and the
oreatest happiness after that authority was resigned.
Both her mind and her character were of a superior
order, and they set their stamp upon manners of

——
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peculiar softness and natural grace and quiet dignity.
Her sensible and kindly speech was always as good
as the best instruction; her smile, though it was ever
ready, was a reward.”

The Reverend Dr. Furness of Philadelphia, who
grew up with her son, says, “Waldo bore a strong
resemblance to his father; the other children resem-
bled their mother.”

Such was the descent of Ralph Waldo Emerson.
If the ideas of parents survive as impressions or ten-
dencies in their descendants, no man had a better
right to an inheritance of theological instinets than
this representative of a long line of ministers. The
same trains of thought and feeling might naturally
gain in force from another association of near family
relationship, though not of blood. After the death
of the first Williamm Emerson, the Concord minister,
his widow, Mr. Emerson’s grandmother, married, as
has been mentioned, his successor, Dr. Ezra Ripley.
The grandson spent much time in the family of Dr.
Ripley, whose character he has drawn with exquisite
felicity in a sketch read before the Social Circle of
Concord, and published in “The Atlantic Monthly
for November, 1883. Mr. Emerson says of him:
“He was identified with the ideas and forms of the
New England Church, which expired about the same
time with him, so that he and his coevals seemed the
rear guard of the great camp and army of the Puri-
tans, which, however in its last days declining into
formalism, in the heyday of its strength had planted
and liberated America. . . . The same faith made
what was strong and what was weak in Dr. Ripley.”
1t would be hard to find a more perfect sketch of
character than Mr. Emerson’s living picture of Dr.
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Ripley. I myself remember him as a comely little
old gentleman, but he was not so communicative in
a strange household as his clerical brethren, smiling
John Foster of Brighton and chatty Jonathan Homer
of Newton. Mr. Emerson says, “He was a natural
- gentleman; no dandy, but courtly, hospitable, manly,
and public-spirited; his nature social, his house open
to all men. —IHis brow was serene and open to his
visitor, for he loved men, and he had no studies, no
occupations, which company could interrupt. His
friends were his study, and to see them loosened his
talents and his tongue. In his house dwelt order and
prudence and plenty. There was no waste and no
stint. He was open-handed and just and generous.
Ingratitude and meanness in his beneficiaries did not
wear out his compassion; he bore the insult, and the
next day his basket for the beggar, his horse and
chaise for the eripple, were at their door.” How like
Goldsmith’s good Dr. Primrose! I do not know any
writing of Mr. Emerson which brings out more fully
his sense of humor, — of the picturesque in character,
—and as a piece of composition, continuous, fluid,
transparent, with a playful ripple here and there, it is
admirable and delightful.

Another of his early companionships must have ex-
ercised a still more powerful influence on his charac-
ter, —that of his aunt, Mary Moody Emerson. He
gave an account of her in a paper read before the
Woman’s Club several years ago, and published in
“The Atlantic Monthly ”” for December, 1883. Far
more of Mr. Emerson is to be found in this aunt of
his than in any other of his relations in the ascending
series, with whose history we are acquainted. Her
story is an interesting one, but for that I must refer
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the reader to the article mentioned. Her character
and intellectual traits ave what we are most concerned
with. “Her early reading was Milton, Young, Aken-
side, Samuel Clarke, Jonathan Edwards, and always
the Bible. Later, Plato, Plotinus, Marcus Antoni-
nus, Stewart, Coleridge, Herder, Locke, Madam De
Staél, Channing, Mackintosh, Byron. Nobody can
read in her manuseript, or recall the conversation of
old-school people, without seeing that Milton and
Young had a religious authority in their minds, and
nowise the slight merely entertaining quality of mod-
ern bards. And Plato, Aristotle, Plotinus, — how
venerable and organic as Nature they are in her
mind!”

There are many sentences cited by Mr. Emerson
which remind us very strongly of his own writings.
Such a passage as the following might have come from
his essay, “Nature,” but it was written when her
nephew was only four years old.

“Malden, 1807, September. — The rapture of feeling
I would part from for days devoted to higher discipline.
But when Nature beams with such excess of beauty, when
the heart thrills with hope in its Author, —feels it is
related to Him more than by any ties of creation, — it
exults, too fondly, perhaps, for a state of trial. But in
dead of night, nearer morning, when the eastern stars
glow, or appear to glow, with more indescribable lustre, a
tustre which penetrates the spirits with wonder and curi-
osity, — then, however awed, who can fear? ” — “A few
pulsations of ereated beings, a few succcssions of acts, a
few lamps held out in the firmament, enable us to talk
of Time, make epochs, write histories, — to do more, —
to date the revelations of God to man. But these lamps
are held to measure out some of the moments of eternity,
to divide the history of God’s operations in the birth and
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death of nations, of worlds. It is a goodly name for our
notions of breathing, suffering, enjoying, acting. We
personify it. We call it by every name of fleeting,
dreaming, vaporing imagery. Yet it is nothing, We
exist in eternity. Dissolve the body and the night is
gone; the stars are extinguished, and we measure dura-
tion by the number of our thoughts, by the activity of
reason, the discovery of truths, the acquirement of virtue,
the approval of God.”

Miss Mary Emerson showed something of the same
feeling towards natural science which may be noted
in her nephews Waldo and Charles. After speaking
of ““the poor old earth’s chaotic state, brought so near
in its long and gloomy transmutings by the geologist,”
she says: —

“Yet its youthful charms, as decked by the hand of
Moses” Cosmogony, will linger about the heart, while
Poetry sucecumbs to seience.” — “And the bare bones of
this poor embryo earth may give the idea of the Infinite,
far, far better than when dignified with arts and industry ;
its oceans, when beating the symbols of countless ages, than
when covered with cargoes of war and oppression. How
grand its preparation for souls, souls who were to feel the
Divinity, before Science had dissected the emotions and
applied its steely analysis to that state of being which
recognizes neither psychology nor element.” — * Useful-
ness, if it requires action, seems less like existence than the
desire of being absorbed in God, retaining consciousness.
. . . Scorn trifles, lift your aims; do what yon are afraid
to do. Sublimity of character must come from sublimity
of motive.”

So far as hereditary and family influences can ac-
count for the character and intellect of Ralph Waldao
Emerson, we could hardly ask for a better inborn
inheritance, or better counsels and examples.
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Having traced some of the distinguishing traits
which belong by descent to Mr. Emerson to those
who were before him, it is interesting to note how
far they showed themselves in those of his own genera-
tion, his brothers. Of these I will mention two, one
of whom I knew personally.

Edward Bliss Emerson, who graduated at Harvard
College in 1824, three years after Ralph Waldo, held
the first place in his class. He began the study of
the law with Daniel Webster, but overworked him-
self and suffered a temporary disturbance of his rea-
son. After this he made another attempt, but found
his health unequal to the task and exiled himself to
Porto Rico, where, in 1834, he died. Two poems
preserve his memory, one that of Ralph Waldo, in
which he addresses his memory, —

% Ah, brother of the brief but blazing star,”

the other his own *“Last Farewell,”” written in 1832,
whilst sailing out of Boston Harbor. The lines are
unaffected and very touching, full of that deep affec-
tion which united the brothers in the closest intimacy,
and of the tenderest love for the mother whom he was
leaving to see no more.

I had in my early youth a key furnished me to some
of the leading traits which were in due time to develop
themselves in Emerson’s character and intelligence.
As on the wall of some great artist’s studio one may
find unfinished sketches which he recognizes as the
first growing conceptions of pictures painted in after
years, so we see that Nature often sketches, as it were,
a living portrait, which she leaves in its rudimentary
condition, perhaps for the reason that earth has mno
colors which can worthily fill in an outline too perfect
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for humanity. The sketch is left in its consummate
incompleteness because this mortal life is not rich
enough to carry out the Divine idea.

Such an unfinished but unmatched outline is that
which I find in the long portrait-gallery of memory,
recalled by the name of Charles Chauncy Emerson.
Save for a few brief glimpses of another, almost lost
among my life’s early shadows, this youth was the
most angelic adolescent my eyes ever beheld. Re-
membering what well-filtered blood it was that ran in
the veins of the race from which he was descended,
those who knew him in life might well say with Dry-
den, —

“If by traduction came thy mind

Our wonder is the less to find
A soul so charming from a stock so good.”

His image is with me in its immortal youth as when,
almost fifty years ago, I spoke of him in these lines,
which I may venture to quote from myself, since oth-
ers have quoted them before me: —

Thou ealm, chaste scholar ! I can see thee now,

The first young laurels on thy pallid brow,

O’er thy slight figure floating lightly down

In graceful folds the academic gown,

On thy curled lip the classic lines that taught

How nice the mind that seulptured them with thought,
And trinmph glistening in the clear blue eye,

Too bright to live, — but oh, too fair to die.

Being about seven years younger than Waldo, he
must have received much of his intellectual and moral
guidance at his elder brother’s hands. I told the
story at a meeting of our Historical Society of Charles
Emerson’s coming into my study, —this was proba-
bly in 1826 or 1827, — taking up Hazlitt’s “ British
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Poets” and turning at once to a poem of Marvell’s,
which he read with his entrancing voice and manner.
The influence of this poet is plain to every reader m
some of Emerson’s poems, and Charles’ liking for
him was very probably caught from Waldo.

When Charles was nearly through college, a peri-
odical called “The Harvard Register’ was published
by students and recent graduates. Three articles
were contributed by him to this periodical. Two of
them have the titles “Conversation,” “Friendship.”
His quotations are from Horace and Juvenal, Plato,
Plutarch, Bacon, Jeremy Taylor, Shakespeare, and
Scott. There are passages in these essays which
remind one strongly of his brother, the lecturer of
twenty-five or thirty years later. Take this as an
example : —

“Men and mind are my studies. I need no observa-
tory high in air to aid my perceptions or enlarge my pros-
pect. I do not want a costly apparatus to give pomp to
my pursuit or to disguise its inutility. I do not desire
to travel and see foreign lands and learn all knowledge
and speak with all tongues, before I am prepared for my
employment. I have merely to go out of my door; nay,
I may stay at home at my chambers, and I shall have
enough to do and enjoy.”

The feeling of this sentence shows itself constantly
in Emerson’s poems. He finds his inspiration in the
objects about him, — the forest in which he walks; the
sheet of water which the hermit of a couple of seasons
made famous; the lazy Musketaquid; the titmouse
that mocked his weakness in the bitter cold winter’s
day; the mountain that rose in the horizon; the lofty
pines; the lowly flowers. All talked with him as
brothers and sisters, and he with them as of his own
household.
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The same lofty idea of friendship which we find in
the man in his maturity, we recognize in one of the
essays of the youth.

“All men of gifted intellect and fine genius,” says
Charles Emerson, “must entertain a noble idea of friend-
ship. Our reverence we are constrained to yield where it
is due, — to rank, merit, talents. But our affections we
give not thus easily.

¢The hand of Douglas is his own.” ”

— “I am willing to lose an hour in gossip with persons
whom good men hold cheap. All this I will do out of
regard to the decent conventions of polite life. But my
friends I must know, and, knowing, I must love. There
must be a daily beauty in their life that shall secure my
constant attachment. I cannot stand upon the footing of
ordinary acquaintance. Friendship is aristocratical —
the affections which are prostituted to every suitor I will
not accept.”

Here are glimpses of what the youth was to be, of
what the man who long outlived him became. Here
is the dignity which commands reverence, — a dignity
which, with all Ralph Waldo Emerson’s sweetness of
manner and expression, rose almost to majesty in his
serene presence. There was something about Charles
Emerson which lifted those he was with into a lofty
and pure region of thought and feeling. A vulgar
soul stood abashed in his presence. 1 could mever
think of him in the presence of such, listening to a
paltry sentiment or witnessing a mean action, without
recalling Milton’s line,

« Back stepped those two fair angels half amazed,”

and thinking how he might well have been talken for

a celestial messenger.
No doubt there is something of idealization in all
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these reminiscences, and of that exaggeration which
belongs to the laudator temporis acti. But Charles
Emerson was idolized in his own time by many in col-
lege and out of college. George Stillman Hillard was
his rival. Neck and neck they ran the race for the
enviable position of first scholar in the class of 1828,
and when Hillard was announced as having the first
part assigned to him, the excitement within the col-
lege walls, and to some extent outside of them, was
like that when the telegraph proclaims the result of a
presidential election, —or the winner of the Derby.
But Hillard honestly admired his brilliant rival.
“Who has a part with . . . at this next exhibi-
tion?” I asked him one day, as I met him in the
college yard. “ . . . the Post,” answered Hillard.
“Why call him ¢the Post?” said I. “Heis a wooden
creature,” said Hillard. “Hear him and Charles
Emerson translating from the Latin Domus tota in-
fammata erat. The Post will render the words,
‘The whole house was on fire.” Charles Emerson will
translate the sentence, ‘The entire edifice was wrapped
in flames.’” It was natural enough that a young ad-
mirver should prefer the Bernini drapery of Charles
Emerson’s version to the simple nudity of *“the Post’s **
rendering.

The nest is made ready long beforehand for the
bird which is to be bred in it and to fly from it. The
intellectual atmosphere into which a scholar is born,
and from which he draws the breath of his early men-
tal life, must be studied if we would hope to under-
stand him thoroughly.

When the present century began, the elements,
thrown into confusion by the long struggle for Inde-
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pendence, had not had time to arrange themselves in
new combinations. The active intellects of the coun-
try had found enough to keep them busy in creating
and organizing a new order of political and social
life. Whatever purely literary talent existed was as
yet in the mebular condition, a diffused luminous
spot here and there, waiting to form centres of con-
densation.

Such a nebular spot had been brightening in and
about Boston for a number of years, when, in the
year 1804, a small cluster of names became visible as
representing a modest constellation of literary lumina-
ries: John Thornton Kirkland, afterwards President
of Harvard University; Joseph Stevens Buckminster;
John Sylvester John Gardiner; William Tudor;
Samuel Cooper Thacher; William Emerson. These
were the chief stars of the new cluster, and their light
reached the world, or a small part of it, as reflected
from the pages of “The Monthly Anthology,” which
very soon came under the editorship of the Reverend
William Emerson.

The father of Ralph Waldo Emerson may be judged
of in good measure by the associates with whom he
was thus connected. A brief sketch of these friends
and fellow-workers of his may not be out of place, for
these men made the local sphere of thought into which
Ralph Waldo Emerson was born.

John Thornton Kirkland should have been seen and
heard as he is remembered by old graduates of Har-
vard, sitting in the ancient presidential chair, on
Commencement Day, and calling in his penetrating
but musical aceents : * Eupectatur oratio in lingua
Latina,” or “vernacula” if the “First Scholar ” was
about to deliver the English oration. It was a pres-
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ence not to be forgotten. His “shining morning
face >’ was round as a baby’s, and talked as pleasantly
as his voice did, with smiles for accents and dimples
for punctuation. Mr. Ticknor speaks of his sermons
as “full of intellectual wealth and practical wisdom,
with sometimes a quaintness that bordered on humor.”
It was of him that the story was always told, — it may
be as old as the invention of printing, — that he threw
his sermons into a barrel, where they went to pieces
and got mixed up, and that when he was going to
preach he fished out what he thought would be about
enough for a sermon, and patehed the leaves together
as he best might. The Reverend Dr. Lowell says:
“He always found the right piece, and that was better
than almost any of his brethren could have found in
what they had written with twice the labor.” Mr.
Cabot, who knew all Emerson’s literary habits, says
he used to fish out the number of leaves he wanted
for a lecture in somewhat the same way. Emerson’s
father, however, was very methodical, according to
Dr. Lowell, and had “a place for everything, and
everything in its place.” Dr. Kirkland left little to
be remembered by, and like many of the most inter-
esting personalities we have met with, has become a
very thin ghost to the grandchildren of his contempo-
raries.

Joseph Stevens Buckminster was the pulpit darling
of his day, in Boston. The beauty of his person, the
perfection of his oratory, the finish of his style, added
to the sweetness of his character, made him one of
those living idols which seem to be as necessary to
Protestantism as images and pictures are to Roman-
ism.

John Sylvester John Gardiner, once a pupil of the
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famous Dr. Parr, was then the leading Episcopal
clergyman of Boston. Him I reconstruct from scat-
tered hints I have met with as a scholarly, social man,
with a sanguine temperament and the cheerful ways
of a wholesome English parson, blest with a good con-
stitution and a comfortable benefice. Mild Ortho-
doxy, ripened in Unitarian sunshine, is a very agree-
able aspect of Christianity, and none was readier than
Dr. Gardiner, if the voice of tradition may be trusted,
to fraternize with his brothers of the liberal persua-
sion, and to make common cause with them in all that
related to the interests of learning.

William Tudor was a chief connecting link be-
tween the period of “The Monthly Anthology ’ and
that of “The North American Review,” for he was
a frequent contributor to the first of these periodi-
cals, and he was the founder of the second. Edward
Everett characterizes him, in speaking of his * Let-
ters on the Hastern States,” as a scholar and a gen-
tleman, an impartial observer, a temperate champion,
a liberal opponent, and a correct writer. Daniel
Webster bore similar testimony to his talents and
character.

Samuel Cooper Thacher was hardly twenty years
old when the “Anthology” was founded, and died
when he was only a little more than thirty. He con-
tributed largely to that periodieal, besides publishing
various controversial sermons, and writing the *Me-
moir of Buckminster.”

There was no more brilliant circle than this in any
of our cities. There was none where so much free-
dom of thought was united to so much scholarship.
The *“ Anthology ™ was the literary precursor of “The
North American Review,” and the theological herald
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of “The Christian Examiner.” Like all first begin-
nings it showed many marks of immaturity. It min-
ﬂ'Ied extracts and original contributions, theology and
medicine, with all manner of literary chips and shav-
ings. It had magazine ways that smacked of Sylvanus
Urban; leading articles with balanced paragraphs
which recalled the marching tramp of Johnson; trans-
lations that might have been signed with the name of
Creech, and Odes to Sensibility, and the like, which
recalled the syrupy sweetness and languid trickle of
Laura Matilda’s sentimentalities. It talked about
“the London Reviewers” with a kind of provincial
deference. It printed articles with quite too much
of the license of Swift and Prior for the magazines of
to-day. But it had opinions of its own, and would
compare well enough with “The Gentleman’s Maga-
zine,”’ to say nothing of *“ My Grandmother’s Review,
the British.” A writer in the third volume (1806)
says: ““A taste for the belles lettres is rapidly spread-
ing in our country. I believe that, fifty years ago,
England had never seen a Miscellany or a Review so
well conducted as our ‘Anthology,” however superior
such publications may now be in that kingdom.”

It is well worth one’s while to look over the volumes
of the “Anthology” to see what our fathers and
grandfathers were thinking about, and how they ex-
pressed themselves. The stiffness of Puritanism was
pretty well relaxed when a magazine conducted by
clergymen could say that “The child”— meaning
the new periodical — “shall not be destitute of the
manners of a gentleman, nor a stranger to genteel
amusements. He shall attend Theatres, Museums,
Balls, and whatever polite diversions the town shall
furnish.” The reader of the “Anthology ™ will find
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for his reward an improving discourse on “ Ambition,”
and a commendable schoolboy’s “theme”” on “Inebri-
ation.” He will learn something which may be for
his advantage about the “Anjou Cabbage,” and may
profit by a “Remedy for Asthma.” A controversy
respecting the merits of Sir Richard Blackmore may
prove too little exciting at the present time, and he
can turn for relief to the epistle *“Studiosus” ad-
dresses to ‘‘Alcander.” If the lines of “The Min-
strel ” who hails, like Longfellow in later years, from
“The District of Maine,” fail to satisfy him, he can-
not accuse “R. T. Paine, Jr., Esq.,” of tameness
when he exclaims: —
“ Rise, Columbia, brave and free,
Poise the globe and bound the sea ! ”

But the writers did not confine themselves to native
or even to English literature, for there is a distinct
mention of “Mr. Goethe’s new novel,” and an ex-
plicit reference to *“Dante Aligheri, an Italian bard.”
But let the smiling reader go a little farther and he
will find Mr. Buckminster’s most interesting aec-
count of the destruction of Goldan. And in one of
these same volumes he will find the article, by Dr.
Jacob Bigelow, doubtless, which was the first hint of
our rural cemeteries, and foreshadowed that new era
in our underground civilization which is sweetening
our atmospheric existence.

The late President Josiah Quiney, in his * History
of the Boston Athenzum,” pays a high tribute of re-
spect to the memory and the labors of the gentlemen
who founded that institution and conducted the ** An-
thology.” A literary journal had already been pub-
lished in Boston, but very soon failed for want of
patronage. An enterprising firm of publishers, *“being
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desirous that the work should be continued, applied
to the Reverend William Emerson, a clergyman of
the place, distinguished for energy and literary taste;
and by his exertions several gentlemen of Boston and
its vicinity, conspicuous for talent and zealous for lit-
erature, were induced to engage in conducting the
work, and for this purpose they formed themselves inte
a Society. This Society was not completely organized
until the year 1805, when Dr. Gardiner was elected
President, and William Emerson Vice-President.
The Society thus formed maintained its existence with
reputation for about six years, and issued ten octavo
volumes from the press, constituting one of the most
lasting and honorable monuments of the literature of
the period, and may be considered as a true revival
of polite learning in this country after that decay and
neglect which resulted from the distractions of the
Revolutionary War, and as forming an epoch in the
intellectual history of the United States. Its records
yet remain, an evidence that it was a pleasant, active,
high-principled association of literary men, laboring
harmoniously to elevate the literary standard of the
time, and with a success which may well be regarded
as remarkable, considering the little sympathy they
received from the community, and the many difficul-
ties with which they had to struggle.”

The publication of the “ Anthology *’ began in 1804,
when Mr. William Emerson was thirty-four years of
age, and it ceased to be published in the year of his
death, 1811. Ralph Waldo Emerson was eight years
old at that time. His intellectual life began, we may
say, while the somewhat obscure afterglow of the

“ Anthology ” was in the western horizon of the New
England sky.
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The nebula which was to form a cluster about “The
North American Review” did not take definite shape
until 1815. There is no such memorial of the growth
of American literature as is to be found in the first
half century of that periodical. It is easy to find
fault with it for uniform respectability and occasional
dulness. But take the names of its contributors dur-
ing its first fifty years from the literary record of that
period, and we should have but a meagre list of medi-
ocrities, saved from absolute poverty by the genius of
two or three writers like Irving and Cooper. Strike
out the names of Webster, Everett, Story, Sumner,
and Cushing; of Bryant, Dana, Longfellow, and Low-
ell; of Prescott, Ticknor, Motley, Sparks, and Ban-
croft; of Verplanck, Hillard, and Whipple; of Stuart
and Robinson; of Norton, Palfrey, Peabody, and
Bowen; and, lastly, that of Emerson himself, and how
much American classic literature would be left for a
new edition of “Miller’s Retrospect *?

These were the writers who helped to make “The
North American Review” what it was during the
period of Emerson’s youth and early manhood. These,
and men like them, gave Boston its intellectual char-
acter. We may count as symbols the three hills of
“this darling town of ours,” as Emerson called it, and
say that each had its beacon. Civil liberty lighted
the torch on one summit, religious freedom canght the
flame and shone from the second, and the lamp of the
scholar has burned steadily on the third from the days
when John Cotton preached his first sermon to those
in which we are living.

The social religious influences of the first part of
the century must not be forgotten. The two high-
caste religions of that day were white-handed Unitari-
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anism and ruffled-shirt Episcopalianism. What called
itself *“*society ”” was chiefly distributed between them.
Within less than fifty years a social revolution has
talen place which has somewhat changed the relation
between these and other worshipping bodies. This
movement is the general withdrawal of the native New
Englanders of both sexes from domestic service. A
large part of the *“hired help »’ — for the word servant
was commonly repudiated — worshipped, not with
their employers, but at churches where few or no well-
appointed carriages stood at the doors. The congre-
gations that went chiefly from the drawing-room and
those which were largely made up of dwellers in the
culinary studio were naturally separated by a very
distinet line of social cleavage. A certain exclusive-
ness and fastidiousness, not reminding us exactly of
primitive Christianity, was the inevitable result. This
must always be remembered in judging the men and
women of that day and their immediate descendants,
as much as the surviving prejudices of those whose
parents were born subjects of King George in the
days when loyalty to the crown was a virtue. The
line of ‘social separation was more marked, probably,
in Boston, the headquarters of Unitarianism, than in
the other large cities; and even at the present day our
Jerusalem and Samaria, though they by no means re-
fuse dealing with each other, do not exchange so many
cards as they do checks and dollars. The exodus of
those children of Israel from the house of bondage, as
they chose to consider it, and their fusion with the
mass of independent citizens, got rid of a class distine-
tion which was felt even in the sanctuary. True re-
ligious equality is harder to establish than civil liberty.
No man has done more for spiritual republicanism






CHAPTER 1L

1803-1823. To Ar. 20.
Birthplace. — Boyhood. — College Life.

Rarpr Warpo EsmersoN was born in Boston,
Massachusetts, on the 25th of May, 1803.

He was the second of five sons; William, R. W.,
Edward Bliss, Robert Bulkeley, and Charles Chauncy.

His birthplace and that of our other illustrious Bos-
tonian, Benjamin Franklin, were within a kite-string’s
distance of each other. When the baby philosopher
of the last century was carried from Milk Street
through the narrow passage long known as Bishop’s
Alley, now Hawley Street, he came out in Summer
Street, very nearly opposite the spot where, at the be-
ginning of this century, stood the parsonage of the
First Church, the home of the Reverend William Em-
erson, its pastor, and the birthplace of his son, Ralph
Waldo. The oblong quadrangle between Newbury,
now Washington Street, Pond, now Bedford Street,
Summer Street, and the open space called Church
Green, where the New South Church was afterwards
erected, is represented on Bonner’s maps of 1722 and
1769 as an almost blank area, not crossed or pene-
trated by a single passageway.

Even so late as less than half a century ago this
region was still a most attractive -little rus in wrbe.
The sunny gardens of the late Judge Charles Jackson
and the late Mr. S. P. Gardner opened their flowers
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and ripened their fruits in the places now oceupied
by great warehouses and other massive edifices. The
most aristocratic pears, the “Saint Michael,” the
“Brown Bury,” found their natural homes in these
sheltered enclosures. The fine old mansion of Judge
William Prescott looked out upon these gardens.
Some of us can well remember the window of his son’s,
the historian’s, study, the light from which used every
evening to glimmer through the leaves of the pear-trees
while “The Conquest of Mexico” was achieving itself
under difficulties hardly less formidable than those en-
countered by Cortes. It wasa charmed region in which
Emerson first drew his breath, and 1 am fortunate in
having a communication from one who knew it and
him longer than almost any other living person.

Mr. John Lowell Gardner, a college classmate and
life-long friend of Mr. Emerson, has favored me with
a letter which contains matters of interest concerning
him never before given to the publiec. With his kind
permission I have made some extracts and borrowed
such facts as seemed especially worthy of note from
his letter.

“T may be said to have known Emerson from the very
beginning. A very low fence divided my father’s estate
in Summer Street from the field in which I remember the
old wooden parsonage to have existed, —but this field,
when we were very young, was to be covered by Chauncy
Place Church and by the brick houses on Summer Street.
Where the family removed to I do not remember, but I
always knew the boys, William, Ralph, and perhaps Ei}-
ward, and I again associated with Ralph at the Latin
School, where we were instructed by Master Gould from
1815 to 1817, entering college in the latter year.

. . . “I have no recollection of his relative rank as a
scholar, but it was undoubtedly high, though not the high-
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est. He never was idle or a lounger, nor did he ever
engage in frivolous pursuits. I should say that his con-
dunct was absolutely faultless. It was impossible that
there should be any feeling about him but of regard and
affection. He had then the same manner and courtly
hesitation in addressing you that you have known in him
since. Still, he was not prominent in the class, and, but
for what all the world has since known of him, his would
not have been a conspicuous figure to his classmates in re-
calling college days.

“The fact that we were almost the only Latin School
fellows in the eclass, and the cireumstance that he was
slow during the Freshman year to form new acquaintances,
brought us much together, and an intimacy arvose which
continued through our college life. ~We were in the habit
of taking long strolls together, often stopping for repose
at distant points, as at Mount Aupurn, ete. . . . Emer-
son was not talkative; he never spoke for effect; his ut-
terances were well weighed and very deliberately made,
but there was a certain flash when he uttered anything
that was more than usually worthy to be remembered. He
was so universally amiable and complying that my evil
spirit would sometimes instigate me to take advantage of
his gentleness and forbearance, but nothing could disturb
his equanimity. All that was wanting to render him an
almost perfect character was a few harsher traits and per-
haps more masculine vigor.

“*On leaving college our paths in life were so remote
from each other that we met very infrequently. He soon
became, as it were, public property, and I was engrossed
for many years in my commercial undertakings. All his
course of life is known to many survivors. I am inelined
to believe he had a most liberal spirit. I remember that
some years since, when it was known that our classmate
—— was reduced almost to absolute want by the war, in
which he lost his two sons, Emerson exerted himself to
raise a fund among his classmates for his relief, and, there
being very few possible subscribers, made what I considered
a noble contribution, and this you may be sure was not
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from any Southern sentiment on the part of Emerson. I
send you herewith the two youthful productions of Emer-
son of which I spoke to you some time since,”

Lhe first of these is a prose essay of four pages,
written for a discussion in which the professions of
divinity, medicine, and law were to be weighed
against each other. Emerson had the lawyer’s side
to advocate. It is a fair and sensible paper, not of
special originality or brilliancy. His opening para-
graph is worth citing, as showing the same instinet for
truth which displayed itself in all his after writings
and the conduct of his life.

“It is usual in advocating a favorite subject to appro-
priate all possible excellence, and endeavor to concentrate
every doubtful auxiliary, that we may fortify to the ut-
most the theme of our attention. Such a design should be
utterly disdained, except as far as is consistent with fair-
ness; and the sophistry of weak arguments being aban-
doned, a bold appeal should be made to the heart, for the
tribute of honest conviction, with regard to the merits of
the subject.”

From many boys this might sound like well-mean-
ing commonplace, but in the history of Mr. Emerson’s
life that “bold appeal to the heart,” that ‘“tribute of
honest conviction,” were made eloquent and real.
The boy meant it when he said it. To earry out his
law of sincerity and self-trust the man had to sacrifice
much that was dear to him, but he did not flinch from
his early prineiples.

It must not be supposed that the blameless youth
was an ascetic in his college days. The other old
manuscript Mr. Gardner sends me is marked * ‘Song
for Knights of Square Table,” R. W. E.”

There are twelve verses of this song, with a chorus
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of two lines. The Muses and all the deities, not for-
getting Bacchus, were duly invited to the festival.

“ Let the doors of Olympus be open for all
To descend and make merry in Chivalry’s hall.”

Mr. Sanborn has kindly related to me several cir-
cumstances told him by Emerson about his early
years.

The parsonage was situated at the corner of Sum-
mer and what is now Chauncy streets, It had a yard,
and an orchard which Emerson said was as large as
Dr. Ripley’s, which might have been some two or
three acres. Afterwards there was a brick house
looking on Summer Street, in which Emerson the fa-
ther lived. It was separated, Emerson said, by a
brick wall from a garden in which pears grew (a fact
a boy is likely to remember). Master Ralph Waldo
used to sit on this wall, — but we cannot believe he
ever got off it on the wrong side, unless politely asked
to do so. On the occasion of some alarm the little
boy was carried in his nightgown to a neighboring
house.

After Reverend William Emerson’s death Muys.
Emerson removed to a house in Beacon Street, where
the Athenzum building now stands. She kept some
boarders, — among them Lemuel Shaw, afterwards
Chief Justice of the State of Massachusetts. It was
but a short distance to the Common, and Waldo and
Charles used to drive their mother’s cow there to pas-
ture.

The Reverend Doctor Rufus Ellis, the much re-
spected living successor of William Emerson as min-
ister of the First Church, says that R. W. Emerson
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must have been born in the old parsonage, as his fa-
ther (who died whén he was eight years old) lived but
a very short time in *“the new parsonage,” which was,
doubtless, the *brick house ” above referred to.

We get a few glimpses of the boy from other
sources. Mr. Cooke tells us that he entered the pub-
lic grammar school at the age of eight years, and soon
afterwards the Latin School. At the age of eleven
he was turning Virgil into very readable English he-
roics. Ie loved the study of Greek; was fond of
reading history and given to the frequent writing of
verses. DBut he thinks “the idle books under the
bench at the Latin School ” were as profitable to him
as his regular studies.

Another glimpse of him is that given us by M.
Ireland from the “Boyhood Memories™ of Rufus
Dawes. His old schoolmate speaks of him as *a
spiritual-looking boy in blue nankeen, who seems to
be about ten years old, — whose image more than any
other is still deeply stamped upon my mind, as I
then saw him and loved him, I knew not why, and
thought him so angelic and remarkable.” That “blue
nankeen ”” sounds strangely, it may be, to the readers
of this later generation, but in the first quarter of the
century blue and yellow or buff-colored cotton from
China were a common summer clothing of children.
The places where the factories and streets of the cities
of Lowell and Lawrence were to rise were then open
fields and farms. My recollection is that we did not
think very highly of ourselves when we were in blue
nankeen, — a dull-colored fabric, too nearly of the
complexion of the slates on which we did our cipher-
ing. -

Emerson was not particularly distinguished in eol-
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lege. Having a near connection in the same class as
he, and being, as a Cambridge boy, generally familiar
with the names of the more noted young men in col-
lege from the year when George Bancroft, Caleb
Cushing, and Francis William Winthrop graduated
until after I myself left college, I might have ex-
pected to hear something of a young man who after-
wards became one of the great writers of his time. I
do not recollect hearing of him except as keeping
school for a short time in Cambridge, before he set-
tled as a minister. His classmate, Mr. Josiah Quiney,
writes thus of his college days: —

“Two only of my classmates can be fairly said to have
got inte history, although one of them, Charles W. Up-
ham [the connection of mine referred to above], has writ-
ten history very acceptably. Ralph Waldo Emerson and
Robert W. Barnwell, for widely different reasons, have
caused their names to be known to well-informed Ameri-
cans, Of Emerson, I regret to say, there are few notices
in my journals. Here is the sort of way in which I speak
of the man who was to make so profound an impression
upon the thought of his time. ‘I went to the chapel to
hear Emerson’s dissertation; a very good one, but rather
too long to give much pleasure to the hearers.” The fault,
I suspect, was in the hearers; and another fact which I
have mentioned goes to confirm this belief. It seems that
Emerson accepted the duty of delivering the Poem on
Class Day, after seven others had been asked who posi-
tively refused. So it appears that, in the opinion of this
eritical class, the author of the ‘Woodnotes’® and the
‘Humble Bee ’ ranked about eighth in poetical ability. It
can only be because the works of the other five [seven]
have been ‘heroically unwritten’ that a different impres-
sion has come to prevail in the outside world. But if,
according to the measurement of undergraduates, Emer-
son’s ability as a poet was not conspicuous, it must also
be admitted that, in the judgment of persons old enough
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to know better, he was not credited with that mastery of
weighty prose which the world has since accorded him.
In our senior year the higher classes competed for the
Boylston prizes for English composition., Emerson and
I sent in our essays with the rest and were fortunate
enough to take the two prizes; but — Alas for the infalli-
bility of academic decisions! — Emerson received the sec-
ond prize. I was of course much pleased with the award of
this intelligent committee, and should have been still more
gratified had they mentioned that the man who was to be
the most original and influential writer born in America
was my unsuccessful competitor. But Emerson, ineubat-
ing over deeper matters than were dreamt of in the estab-
- lished philosophy of elegant letters, seems to have given
no sign of the power that was fashioning itself for leader-
ship in a new time. He was quiet, unobtrusive, and
only-a fair scholar according to the standard of the col-
lege anthorities. And this is really all T have to say
about my most distinguished classmate.”

Barnwell, the first scholar in the class, delivered
the Valedictory Oration, and Emerson the Poem.
Neither of these performances was highly spoken of
by Mr. Quincy.

I was surprised to find by one of the old catalogues
that Emerson roomed during a part of his college
course with a young man whom I well remember, J.
G. K. Gourdin. The two Gourdins, Robert and
John Gaillard Keith, were dashing young fellows as
I recollect them, belonging to Charleston, South Car-
olina. The “Southerners” were the reigning college
eleqans of that time, the merveilleux, the marliflores,
of their day. Their swallow-tail coats tapered to an
arrow-point angle, and the prints of their little deli-
cate calfskin boots in the snow were objects of great
admiration to the village boys of the period. I cannot
help wondering what brought Emerson and the showy,
fascinating John Gourdin together as room-mates.




CHAPTER IL
1823-1828. Ar. 20-25.

Extract from a Letter to a Classmate.— School-Teaching. —
Study of Divinity. — ¢ Approbated ” to Preach. — Visit to the
South, — Preaching in Various Places.

WE get a few brief glimpses of Emerson during
the years following his graduation. He writes in
1823 to a classmate who had gone from Harvard to
Andover: —

“T am delighted to hear there is such a profound
studying of German and Hebrew, Parkhurst and Jahn,
and such other names as the memory aches to think of, on
foot at Andover. Meantime, Unitarianism will not hide
her honors; as many hard names are taken, and as much
theological mischief planned, at Cambridge as at Andover.
By the time this generation gets upon the stage, if the
controversy will not have ceased, it will run such a tide
that we shall hardly be able to speak to one another, and
there will be a Guelf and Ghibelline quarrel, which can-
not tell where the differences lie.”

“You can form no coneeption how much one grovelling
in the city needs the excitement and impulse of literary
example. The sight of broad vellum-bound quartos, the
very mention of Greek and German names, the glimpse of
a dusty, tugging scholar, will wake you up to emulation
for a month.”

After leaving college, and while studying divin-
ity, Emerson employed a part of his time in giving
instruction in several places successively.
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Emerson’s older brother William was teaching in
Boston, and Ralph Waldo, after graduating, joined
him in that occupation. In the year 1825 or 1826,
he taught school also in Chelmsford, a town of Mid-
dlesex County, Massachusetts, a part of which helped
to constitute the city of Lowell. One of his pupils in
that school, the Homnorable Josiah Gardiner Abbott,
has favored me with the following account of his rec-
ollections: —

The school of which Mr. Emerson had the charge
was an old-fashioned country * Academy.” Mr. Em-
erson was probably studying for the ministry while
teaching there. Judge Abbott remembers the im-
pression he made on the boys. He was very grave,
quiet, and very impressive in his appearance. There
was something engaging, almost fascinating, about
him; he was never harsh or severe, always perfectly
self-controlled, never punished except with words, but
exercised complete command over the boys. His old
pupil recalls the stately, measured way in which, for
some offence the little boy had committed, he turned
on him, saying only these two words: “Oh, sad!”
That was enough, for he had the faculty of making
the boys love him. One of his modes of instruction
was to give the boys a piece of reading to carry home
with them, — from some book like Plutarch’s Lives,
— and the next day to examine them and find out how
much they retained from their reading. Judge Ab-
bott remembers a peculiar look in his eyes, as if he
saw something beyond what seemed to be in the field
of vision. The whole impression left on this pupil’s
mind was such as no other teacher had ever produced
upon him.

Mr. Emerson also kept a school for a short time at
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Cambridge, and among his pupils was Mr. John
Holmes. His impressions seem to be very much like
those of Judge Abbott.

My brother speaks of Mr. Emerson thus: —

“Calm, as not doubting the virtue residing in his scep-
tre. Rather stern in his very infrequent rebukes. Not
inclined to win boys by a surface amiability, but kindly
in explanation or advice. Every inch a king in his domin-
ion. Looking back, he seems to me rather like a captive
philosopher set to tending flocks; resigned to his destiny,
but not amused with its incongruities. He once rec-
ommended the use of rhyme as a cohesive for historical
items.”

In 1823, two years after graduating, Emerson be-
gan studying for the ministry. He studied under the
direction of Dr. Channing, attending some of the lee-
tures in the divinity school at Cambridge, though not
enrolled as one of its regular students.

The teachings of that day were such as would now
be called ‘old-fashioned Unitarianism.” But no
creed can be held to be a finality. From Edwards to
Mayhew, from Mayhew to Channing, from Channing
to Emerson, the passage is like that which leads from
the highest lock of a canal to the ocean level. Tt is
impossible for human nature to remain permanently
shut up in the highest lock of Calvinism. If the gates
are not opened, the mere leakage of belief or unbelief
will before long fill the next compartment, and the
freight of doctrine finds itself on the lower level of
Arminianism, or Pelagianism, or even subsides to
Arianism. From this level to that of Unitarianism
the outlet is freer, and the subsidence more rapid.
And from Unitarianism to Christian Theism, the
passage is largely open for such as cannot accept the
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evidence of the supernatural in the history of the
church. |

There were many shades of belief in the liberal
churches. If De Toequeville’s account of Unitarian
preaching in Boston at the time of his visit is true,
the Savoyard vicar of Rousseau would have preached
acceptably in some of our pulpits. In fact, the good
vicar might have been thought too conservative by
some of our unharnessed theologians.

At the period when Emerson reached manhood,
Unitarianism was the dominating form of helief in
the more highly educated classes of both of the two
great New England centres, the town of Boston and
the university at Cambridge. President Kirkland
was at the head of the college, Henry Ware was pro-
fessor of theology, Andrews Norton of sacred liter-
ature, followed in 1830 by John Gorham Palfrey in
the same office. James Freeman, Charles Lowell,
and William Ellery Channing were preaching in Bos-
ton. 1 have mentioned already as a simple fact of
local history, that the more exclusive social eircles of
Boston and Cambridge were chiefly connected with
the Unitarian or Episcopalian churches. A Cam-
bridge graduate of ambition and ability found an
opening far from undesirable in a worldly point of
view, in a profession which he was led to choose by
higher motives. It was in the Unitarian pulpit that
the brilliant talents of Buckminster and Everett had
found a noble eminence from which their light could
shine before men.

Descended from a long line of ministers, a man of
spiritual nature, a reader of Plato, of Augustine, of
Jeremy Taylor, full of hope for his fellow-men, and
longing to be of use to them, conscious, undoubtedly,
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of a growing power of thought, it was natural that
Emerson should turn from the task of a school-master
to the higher office of a preacher. It is hard to con-
ceive of Emerson in either of the other so-called
learned professions. His devotion to truth for its
own sake and his feeling about science would have
kept him out of both those dusty highways. His
brother William had previously begun the study of
divinity, but found his mind beset with doubts and
difficulties, and had taken to the profession of law.
It is not unlikely that Mr. Emerson was more or less
exercised with the same questionings. He has said,
speaking of his instructors: “If they had examined
me, they probably would not have let me preach at
all.” His eyes had given him trouble, so that he had
not taken notes of the lectures which he heard in the
divinity school, which accounted for his being ex-
cused from examination. In 1826, after three years’
study, he was *“approbated to preach” by the Middle-
sex Association of Ministers. His health obliging
him to seek a southern climate, he went in the follow-
ing winter to South Carolina and Florida. During
this absence he preached several times in Charleston
and other places. On his return from the South he
preached in New Bedford, in Northampton, in Con-
cord, and in Boston. His attractiveness as a preacher,
of which we shall have sufficient evidence in a follow-
ing chapter, led to his being invited to share the duties
of a much esteemed and honored city clergyman, and

the next position in which we find him is that of a set-
tled minister in Boston.



CHAPTER IIL
1828-1833. . 25-30.

Settled as Colleague of Rev. Henry Ware. — Married to Ellen
Louisa Tucker. — Sermon at the Ordination of Rev. H. B.
Goodwin. — His Pastoral and Other Labors. — Emerson and
Father Taylor. — Death of Mrs. Emerson. — Difference of
Opinion with some of his Parishioners. — Sermon Explaining
his Views. — Resignation of his Pastorate.

Ox the 11th of March, 1829, Emerson was or-
dained as colleague with the Reverend Henry Ware,
minister of the Second Church in Boston. In Sep-
tember of the same year he was married to Miss Ellen
Louisa Tucker. The resignation of his colleague
soon after his settlement threw all the pastoral duties
upon the young minister, who seems to have performed
them diligently and acceptably. Mr. Conway gives
the following brief account of his labors, and tells in
the same connection a story of Father Taylor too good
not to be repeated: —

“Emerson took an active interest in the public affairs of
Boston. He was on its school board, and was chosen
chaplain of the state senate. He invited the anti-slavery
lecturers into his church, and helped philanthropists of
other denominations in their work. Father Taylor [the
Methodist preacher to the sailors], to whom Dickens gave
an English fame, found in him his most important sup-
porter when establishing the Seaman’s Mission in Boston,
This was told me by Father Taylor himself in his old age.
I happened to be in his company once, when he spoke
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rather sternly about my leaving the Methodist Church;
but when I spoke of the part Emerson had in it, he soft-
ened at once, and spoke with emotion of his great friend.
T have no doubt that if the good Father of Boston Sea-
men was proud of any personal thing, it was of the excel-
lent answer he is said to have given to some Methodists
who objected to his friendship for Emerson. Being a
Unitarian, they insisted that he must go to ” — [the place
which a divine of Charles the Second’s day said it was not
good manners to mention in church]. — “‘It does look
so,’ said Father Taylor, ‘but I am sure of one thing: if
Emerson goes to’ ” — [that place] — *“*he will change the
~ climate there, and emigration will set that way.”

In 1830, Emerson took part in the services at the
ordination of the Reverend H. B. Goodwin as Dr.
Ripley’s colleague. His address on giving the right
hand of fellowship was printed, but is not included
among his collected works.

The fair prospects with which Emerson began his
life as a settled minister were too soon darkened. In
February, 1832, the wife of his youth, who had been
for some time in failing health, died of consumption.

He had become troubled with doubts respecting
a portion of his duties, and it was not in his nature
to conceal these doubts from his people. On the 9th
of September, 1832, he preached a sermon on the
Lord’s Supper, in which he announced unreservedly
his conscientions seruples against administering that
ordinance, and the grounds upon which those seruples
were founded. This discourse, as his only printed
sermon, and as one which heralded a movement in
New England theology which has never stopped from
that day to this, deserves some special notice. The
sermon 1s in no sense “ Emersonian” except in its di-
rectness, its sweet temper, and its outspoken honesty.
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He argues from his comparison of texts in a perfectly
sober, old -fashioned way, as his ancestor Peter
Bulkeley might have dome. It happenea to that
worthy forefather of Emerson that upon his “press-
mg a piece of Charity disagreeable to the will of the
Luling Hlder, there was oceasioned an unhappy Fis-
cord in the Church of Conecord; which yet was at last
healed, by their calling in the help of a Council and
the Ruling FElder's Abdication.” So says Cotton
Mather. Whether zeal had grown cooler or charity
grown warmer in Emerson’s days we need not try to
determine. The sermon was only a more formal dec-
laration of views respecting the Lord’s Supper, which
he had previously made known in a conference with
some of the most active members of his church. As
a committee of the parish reported resolutions radically
differing from his opinion on the subject, he preached
this sermon and at the same time resigned his office,
There was no “discord,” there was no need of a ““coun-
¢il.” Nothing could be more friendly, more truly
Christian, than the manner in which Mr. Emerson
expressed himself in this parting discourse. All the
kindness of his nature warms it throughout. He de-
tails the differences of opinion which have existed in
the church with regard to the ovdinance. He then
argues from the language of the Evangelists that it
was not intended to be a permanent institution. He
takes up the statement of Paul in the Epistle to the
Corinthians, which he thinks, all things considered,
ought not to alter our opinion derived from the Evan-
gelists. Fe does not think that we are to rely upon
the opinions and practices of the primitive chureh. If
that church believed the institution to be permanent,
their belief does not settle the question for us. On
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every other subject, succeeding times have learned to
form a judgment more in accordance with the spirit
of Christianity than was the practice of the early ages.

“But, it is said, ‘Admit that the rite was not designed
to be perpetual.” What harm doth it?”

He proceeds to give reasons which show it to be
inexpedient to continue the observance of the rite.
It was treating that as aunthoritative which, as he be-
lieved that he had shown from Scripture, was not so.
It confused the idea of God by transferring the wor-
ship of Him to Christ. Christ is the Mediator only
as the instructor of man. In the least petition to
God “the soul stands alone with God, and Jesus is

no more present to your mind than your brother or
child.” Again: —

“The use of the elements, however suitable to the peo-
ple and the modes of thought in the East, where it orig-
mated, is foreign and unsuited to affect us, The day of
formal religion is past, and we are to seek our well-being
in the formation of the soul. The Jewish was a religion
of forms; it was all body, it had no life, and the Al-
mighty God was pleased to qualify and send forth a man
to teach men that they must serve him with the heart;
that only that life was religious which was thoroughly
good; that sacrifice was smoke and forms were shadows.
This man lived and died true to that purpose; and with
his blessed word and life before us, Christians must con-
tend that it is a matter of vital importance, — really a
duty to commemorate him by a certain form, whether
that form be acceptable to their understanding or not.
Is not this to make vain the gift of God? Is not this to
turn back the hand on the dial? ”

To these objections he adds the practical considera-
tion that it brings those who do not partake of the
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communion service into an unfavorable relation with
those who do.

The beautiful spirit of the man shows itself in all
its noble sincerity in these words at the close of his
argument: —

“Having said this, I have said all. T have no hostility
to this institution; I am only stating my want of sym-
pathy with it. Neither should I ever have obtruded this
opinion upon other people, had I not been called by my
office to administer it. That is the end of my opposition,
that I am not interested in it. I am content that it
stand to the end of the world if it please men and please
Heaven, and I shall rejoice in all the good it produces.”

He then announces that, as it is the prevailing opin-
ion and feeling in our religious community that it is a
part of a pastor’s duties to administer this rite, he is
about to resign the office which had been confided to
him,

This is the only sermon of Mr. Emerson’s ever
published. It was impossible to hear or to read it
without honoring the preacher for his truthfulness,
and recognizing the force of his statement and reason-
ing. It was equally impossible that he could continue
his ministrations over a congregation which held to
the ordinance he wished to give up entirely. And
thus it was, that with the most friendly feelings on
both sides, Mr. Emerson left the pulpit of the Second
Church and found himself obliged to make a begin-
ning in a new career.




CHAPTER IV.
1853-1838. Ar. 30-35.

§ 1. Visit to Europe. — On his Return preaches in Different
Places. — Emerson in the Pulpit. — At Newton. — Fixes his
Residence at Concord. — The Old Manse. — Lectures in Bos-
ton. — Lectures on Michael Angelo and on Milton published
in the “ North American Review.” — Beginning of the Corre-
spondence with Carlyle. — Letters to the Rev. James Freeman
Clarke. — Republication of “ Sartor Resartus.”

& 2. Emerson’s Second Marriage. — His New Residence in Con-
cord. — Historical Address, — Course of Ten Lectures on Eng-
lish Literature delivered in Boston. — The Concord Battle
Hymn. — Preaching in Concord and East Lexington. — Ae-
counts of his Preaching by Several Hearers.— A Course of
Lectures on the Nature and Ends of History. — Address on
War. — Death of Edward Bliss Emerson. — Death of Charles
Chauncy Emerson.

§ 3. Publication of “ Nature.” — Outline of this Essay.— Its
Reception. — Address before the Phi Beta Kappa Society.

§ 1. Ix the year 1833 Mr. Emerson visited Europe
for the first time. A great change had come over his
life, and he needed the relief which a corresponding
change of outward circumstances might afford him.
A brief account of this visit is prefixed to the volume
entitled *“ English Traits.” He took a short tour, in
which he visited Sicily, Ttaly, and France, and, cross-
ing from Boulogne, landed at the Tower Stairs in
London. He finds nothing in his diary to publish
concerning visits to places. But he saw a number of
distinguished persons, of whom he gives pleasant ac-
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counts, so singularly different in tone from the rough
caricatures in which Carlyle vented his spleen and
caprice, that one marvels how the two men could
have talked ten minutes together, or would wonder,
had not one been as imperturbable as the other was
explosive. Horatio Greenough and Walter Savage
Landor are the chief persons he speaks of as having
met upon the Continent. Of these he reports various
opinions as delivered in conversation. He mentions
incidentally that he visited Professor Amici, who
showed him his microscopes “magnifying (it was said)
two thousand diameters.” Emerson hardly knew his
privilege; he may have been the first American to
look through an immersion lens with the famous Mo-
dena professor. Mr. Emerson says that his narrow
and desultory reading had inspired him with the wish
to see the faces of three or four writers, Coleridge,
Wordsworth, Landor, De Quincey, Carlyle. His
accounts of his interviews with these distinguished
persons are too condensed to admit of further abbre-
viation. Goethe and Scott, whom he would have
liked to look upon, were dead; Wellington he saw at
‘Westminster Abbey, at the funeral of Wilberforce.
His impressions of each of the distinguished persons
whom he visited should be looked at in the light of
the general remark which follows: —

“The young scholar fancies it happiness enough to live
with people who can give an inside to the world; without
reflecting that they arve prisoners, too, of their own
thought, and cannot apply themselves to yours. The con-
ditions of literary success are almost destructive of the
best social power, as they do not have that frolic liberty
which only can encounter a companion on the best terms.
It is probable you left some obscure comrade at a tavern,

- B
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or in the farms, with right mother-wit, and equality to
life, when you crossed sea and land to play bo-peep with
celebrated scribes. I have, however, found writers supe-
rior to their books, and I cling to my first belief that a
strong head will dispose fast enough of these impediments,
and give one the satisfaction of reality, the sense of hav-
ing been met, and a larger horizon.”

~ Emerson carried a letter of introduction to a gentle-

man in Edinburgh, who, being unable to pay him all
the desired attention, handed him over to Mr. Alex-
ander Ireland, who has given a most interesting account
of him as he appeared during that first visit to Eu-
rope. Mr. Ireland’s presentation of Emerson as he
heard him in the Scotch pulpit shows that he was not
less impressive and attractive before an audience of
strangers than among his own countrymen and coun-
trywomen : —

“On Sunday, the 18th of August, 1833, T heard him
deliver a discourse in the Unitarian Chapel, Young Street,
Edinburgh, and I remember distinetly the effect which it
produced on his hearers. It is almost needless to say that
nothing like it had ever been heard by them before, and
many of them did not know what to make of it. The
originality of his thoughts, the consummate beauty of the
language in which they were clothed, the calm dignity of
his bearing, the absence of all oratorical effort, and the
singular directness and simplicity of his manner, free from
the least shadow of dogmatic assumption, made a deep
impression on me. Not long before this T had listened to
a wonderful sermon by Dr. Chalmers, whose force, and
energy, and vehement, but rather turgid eloquence carried,
for the moment, all before them, — his audience becoming
like clay in the hands of the potter. But I must confess
that the pregnant thoughts and serene self-possession of
the young Boston minister had a greater charm for me
than all the rhetorical splendors of Chalmers. His voice
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was the sweetest, the most winning and penetrating, of
any I ever heard; nothing like it have I listened to since.

¢ That music in our hearts we bore
Long after it was heard no more.’”

Mr. George Gilfillan speaks of “the solemnity of
his manner, and the earnest thought pervading his
discourse.”

As to the effect of his preaching on his American
audiences, I find the following evidence in Mr.
Cooke’s diligently gathered collections. Mr, San-
born says: —

“His pulpit eloquence was singularly attractive, though
by no means equally so to all persons, In 1829, before
the two friends had met, Bronson Aleott heard him preach
in Dr. Channing’s church on ‘The Universality of the
Moral Sentiment,’ and was struck, as he said, with the
youth of the preacher, the beauty of his elocution, and
the direct and sincere manner in which he addressed his
hearers.”

Mzr. Charles Congdon, of New Bedford, well known

as a popular writer, gives the following account of
Emerson’s preaching in his “Reminiscences.” T bor-
row the quotation from Mr. Conway: —

“One day there came into our pulpit the most gracious
of mortals with a face all benignity, who gave out the
first hymn and made the first prayer as an angel might
have read and prayed. Our choir was a pretty good one,
but its best was coarse and discordant after Emerson’s
voice. I remember of the sermon only that it had an in-
definite charm of simplicity and wisdom, with oceasional
illustrations from nature, which were about the most deli-
cate and dainty things of the kind which I had ever
heard. I could understand them, if not the fresh philo-
sophical novelties of the discourse.”
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Everywhere Emerson seems to have pleased his au-
diences. The Reverend Dr. Morison, formerly the
much respected Unitarian minister of New Bedford,

writes to me as follows: —

“After Dr. Dewey left New Bedford, Mr. Emerson
preached there several months, greatly to the satisfaction
and delight of those who heard him. The society would
have been glad to settle him as their minister, and he
would have accepted a call, had it not been for some dif-
ference of opinion, I think, in regard to the communion
service. Judge Warren, who was particularly his friend,
and had at that time a leading influence in the parish,
with all his admiration for Mr. Emerson, did not think
he could well be the pastor of a Christian church, and so
the matter was settled between him and his friend, with-
out any action by the society.”

All this shows well enough that his preaching was
eminently acceptable. But every one who has heard
him lecture can form an idea of what he must have
been as a preacher. In fact, we have all listened,
probably, to many a passage from old sermons of his,
— for he tells us he borrowed from those old sermons
for his lectures, — without ever thinking of the pulpit
from which they were first heard.

Among the stray glimpses we get of Emerson be-
tween the time when he quitted the pulpit of his
church and that when he came before the public as a
lecturer is this, which I owe to the kindness of Hon.
Alexander H. Rice. In 1832 or 1883, probably the
latter year, he, then a boy, with another boy, Thomas
R. Gould, afterwards well known as a sculptor, being
at the Episcopal church in Newton, found that Mr.
Emerson was sitting in the pew behind them. Gould
knew Mr. Emerson, and introduced young Rice to
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him, and they walked down the street together. As
they went along, Emerson burst into a rhapsody over
the Psalms of David, the sublimity of thought, and
the poetic beauty of expression of which they are full,
and spoke also with enthusiasm of the Te Deum as
that grand old hymn which had come down through
the ages, voicing the praises of generation after gens
eration.

When they parted at the house of young Rice’s fa-
ther, Emerson invited the boys to come and see him
at the Allen farm, in the afternoon. They came to a
piece of woods, and, as they entered it, took their hats
off. *“Boys,” said Emerson, “here we recognize the
presence of the Universal Spirit. The breeze says
to us in its own language, How d’ ye do? How d’ ye
do? and we have already taken our hats off and are
answering it with our own How d’ yedo? How d’ ye
do? And all the waving branches of the trees, and
all the flowers, and the field of corn yonder, and the
singing brook, and the insect and the bird, — every
living thing and things we call inanimate feel the
same divine universal impulse while they join with us,
and we with them, in the greeting which is the saluta-
tion of the Universal Spirit.”

We perceive the same feeling which pervades many
of Emerson’s earlier essays and much of his verse, in
these long-treasured reminiscences of the poetical im-
provisation with which the two boys were thus unex-
pectedly favored. Governor Rice continues: —

“You know what a captivating echarm there always was
in Emerson’s presence, but I can never tell you how this
line of thought then impressed a country boy. I do not
remember anything about the remainder of that w alk, nor
of the after-incidents of that day, —1I only remember

—
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that T went home wondering about that mystical dream
of the Universal Spirit, and about what manner of man
he was under whose influence I had for the first time

{.‘-{}].IIEI - L] L]
“The interview left impressions that led me into new

channels of thought which have been a life-long pleasure
to me, and, I doubt mnot, taught me somewhat how to
distinguish between mere theological dogma and genuine
religion in the soul.”

In the summer of 1834 Emerson became a resident
of Concord, Massachusetts, the town of his forefathers,
and the place destined to be his home for life. He
first lived with his venerable connection, Dr. Ripley,
in the dwelling made famous by Hawthorne as the
“(Old Manse.” Itis an old-fashioned gambrel-roofed
house, standing close to the scene of the Fight on the
banks of the river. It was built for the Reverend
William Emerson, his grandfather. In one of the
rooms of this house Emerson wrote *Nature,”” and in
the same room, some years later, Hawthorne wrote
“Mosses from an Old Manse.”

The place in which Emerson passed the greater part
of his life well deserves a special notice. Concord
might sit for its portrait as an ideal New England
town. If wanting in the variety of surface which
many other towns can boast of, it has at least a vision
of the distant summits of Monadnock and Wachusett.
It has fine old woods, and noble elms to give dignity
to its open spaces. Beautiful ponds, as they modestly
call themselves, —one of which, Walden, is as well
known in our literature as Windermere in that of Old
England, —lie quietly in their clean basins. And
through the green meadows rums, or rather lounges,
a gentle, unsalted stream, like an English river, lick-
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ing its grassy margin with a sort of bovine placidity
and contentment. This is the Musketaquid, or
Meadow River, which, after being joined by the more
restless Assabet, still keeps its temper and flows peace-
fully along by and through other towns, to lose itself
in the broad Merrimae. The names of these rivers
tell us that Concord has an Indian history, and there
is evidence that it was a favorite residence of the race
which preceded our own. The native tribes knew as
well as the white settlers where were pleasant streams
and sweet springs, where corn grew tall in the mead-
ows and fish bred fast in the unpolluted waters.

The place thus favored by nature can show a record
worthy of its physical attractions. Its settlement
under the lead of Emerson’s ancestor, Peter Bulkeley,
was effected in the midst of many difficulties, which
the enterprise and self-sacrifice of that noble leader
were successful in overcoming. On the banks of the
Musketaquid was fired the first fatal shot of the
“rebel” farmers. Emerson appeals to the records
of the town for two hundred years as illustrating the
working of our American institutions and the charac-
ter of the men of Concord: —

“If the good counsel prevailed, the sneaking counsel
did not fail to be suggested; freedom and virtue, if they
triumphed, trinmphed in a fair field. And so be it an

everlasting testimony for them, and so much ground of
assurance of man’s capacity for self-government.”

What names that plain New England town reckons
in the roll of its inhabitants! Stout Major Buttrick
and his fellow-soldiers in the war of Independence,
and their worthy successors in the war of Freedom;
lawyers and statesmen like Samuel Hoar and his
descendants; ministers like Peter Bulkeley, Daniel

a
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Bliss, and William Emerson ; and men of genius such
as the idealist and poet whose inspiration has kindled
so many souls; as the romancer who has given an
atmosphere to the hard outlines of our stern New
England; as that unique individual, half college-
oraduate and half Algonquin, the Robinson Crusoe
of Walden Pond, who carried out a school-boy whim
to its full proportions, and told the story of Nature
in undress as only one who had hidden in her bed-
room could have told it. I need not lengthen the cat-
alogue by speaking of the living, or mentioning the
women whose names have added to its distinction.
It has long been an intellectual centre such as no
other country town of our own land, if of any other,
could boast. Its groves, its streams, its houses, are
haunted by undying memories, and its hillsides and
hollows are made holy by the dust that is covered by
their turf.

Such was the place which the advent of Emerson
made the Delphi of New England and the resort of
many pilgrims from far-off regions.

On his return from Europe in the winter of 1833-34,
Mr. Emerson began to appear before the public as a
lecturer. His first subjects, * Water,” and the *Re-
lation of Man to the Globe,” were hardly such as we
should have expected from a scholar who had but a
limited acquaintance with physical and physiological
science. They were probably chosen as of a popular
character, easily treated in such a way as to be intel-
ligible and entertaining, and thus answering the pur-
pose of introducing him pleasantly to the new career
he was contemplating. These lectures are not in-
cluded in his published works, nor were they ever
published, so far as I know. IHe gave three lectures
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during the same winter, velating the experiences of
his recent tour in Europe. Having made himself at
horme on the platform, he ventured upon subjects
more congenial to his taste and habits of thought than
some of those earlier topics. In 1834 he lectured on
Michael Angelo, Milton, Luther, George Fox, and
Edmund Burke. The first two of these lectures,
though not included in his collected works, may be
found in “The North American Review ” for 1837 and
1838. The germ of many of the thoughts which he
has expanded in prose and verse may be found in
these essays.

The Cosmos of the Ancient Greeks, the piu nel’
uno, “The Many in One,” appear in the essay on
Michael Angelo as they also appear in his “ Nature.”
The last thought takes wings to itself and rises in the
little poem entitled “Each and AIL” The “Rho-
dora,” another brief poem, finds itself foreshadowed
in the inquiry, *“ What is Beauty?’ and its answer,
“This great Whole the understanding cannot embrace.
Beauty may be felt. It may be produced. But it
cannot be defined.” And throughout this essay the
feeling that truth and beauty and virtue are one, and
that Nature is the symbol which typifies it to the soul,
is the inspiring sentiment. Noscitur a sociis applies
as well to a man’s dead as to his living companions.
A young friend of mine in his college days wrote an
essay on Plato. When he mentioned his subject to
Mr. Emerson, he got the caution, long remembered,
“When you strike at a Aing, you must kill him.”
He himself knew well with what kings of thought to
measure his own intelligence. What was grandest,
loftiest, purest, in human character chiefly interested
him. He rarely meddles with what is peftty or ig-




EARLY LECTURES. Y

noble. Like his “Humble Bee,” the *“yellow-
breeched philosopher,” whom he speaks of as

¢ Wiser far than human seer,”

and says of him,

“ Aught unsavory or unclean
Hath my insect never seen,”

he goes through the world where coarser minds find
so much that is repulsive to dwell upon,

“ Seeing only what is fair,
Sipping only what is sweet.”

Why Emerson selected Michael Angelo as the subject
of one of his earliest lectures is shown clearly enough
by the last sentence as printed in the essay.

“He was not a citizen of any eountry; he belonged to
the human race; he was a brother and a friend to all who
acknowledged the beauty that beams in universal nature,
and who seek by labor and self-denial to approach its
source in perfect goodness.”

Consciously or unconseiously men deseribe them-
selves in the characters they draw. One must have
the mordant in his own personality or he will not take
the color of his subject. He may force himself to pie-
ture that which he dislikes or even detests; but when
he loves the character he delineates, it is his own, in
some measure, at least, or one of which he feels that
its possibilities and tendencies belong to himself.
Let us try Emerson by this test in his essay on Mil-
fon:—

“Tt is the prerogative of this great man to stand at this
hour foremost of all men in literary history, and so (shall
we not say?) of all men, in the power to inspire. Virtue
goes out of him into others.” , . . “He is identified in
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the mind with all select and holy images, with the su-
preme interests of the human race.” — “Better than any
other he has discharged the office of every great man,
namely, to raise the idea of Man in the minds of his con-
temporaries and of posterity, — to draw after nature a
life of man, exhibiting such a composition of grace, of
strength, and of virtue as poet had not deseribed nor hero
lived. Human nature in these ages is indebted to him
for its best portrait. Many philosophers in England,
France, and Germany, have formally dedicated their study
to this problem; and we think it impossible to recall one
in those countries who communicates the same vibration of
hope, of self-reverence, of piety, of delight in beauty,
which the name of Milton awakes.”

Emerson had the same lofty aim as Milton, “To
raise theidea of man;™ he had *“the power ¢o inspire”’
in a preéminent degree. If ever a man communi-
cated those vibrations he speaks of as characteristic of
Milton, it was Emerson. In elevation, purity, no-
bility of nature, he is worthy to stand with the great
poet and patriot, who began like him as a school-
master, and ended as the teacher in a school-house
which had for its walls the horizons of every region
where English is spoken. The similarity of their
characters might be followed by the curious inte their
fortunes. Both were turned away from the clerical
office by a revolt of conscience against the beliefs re-
quired of them; both lost very dear objects of affee-
tion in early manhood, and mourned for them in ten-
der and mellifluous threnodies. It would be easy to
trace many parallelisms in their prose and poetry, but
to have dared to name any man whom we have known
in our common life with the seraphic singer of the
Nativity and of Paradise 1s a tribute which seems to
savor of audacity. It is hard to conceive of Emerson
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as “an expert swordsman ” like Milton. It is impos-
sible to think of him as an abusive controversialist as
Milton was in his controversy with Salmasius. But
though Emerson never betrayed it to the offence of
others, he must have been conscious, like Milton, of
“a certain niceness of nature, an honest haughti-
ness,”” which was as a shield about his inner nature.
Charles Emerson, the younger brother, who was of the
same type, expresses the feeling in his college essay
on Friendship, where it is all summed up in the line
he quotes: —

¢ The hand of Douglas is his own.”

It must be that in writing this essay on Milton Emer-
son felt that he was listening in his own soul to whis-
pers that seemed like echoes from that of the divine
singer.

My friend, the Rev. James Freeman Clarke, a
life-long friend of Emerson, who understood him from
the first, and was himself a great part in the move-
ment of which Emerson, more than any other man,
was the leader, has kindly allowed me to make use of
the following letters: —

TO REV. JAMES ¥. CLARKE, LOUISVILLE, KY.

Prymours, Mass., March 12, 1834.

My DpEAR SIR, — As the day approaches when Mr.
Lewis should leave Boston, I seize a few moments in a
friendly house in the first of towns. to thank you heartily
for your kindness in lending me the valued manuscripts
which I return. The translations exeited me much, and
who can estimate the value of a good thought? I trust
I am to learn much more from you hereafter of your
German studies, and much T hope of your own. You
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asked in your note concerning Carlyle. My recollections
of him are most pleasant, and I feel great confidence in
his character. He understands and recognizes his mis-
sion. He is perfectly simple and affectionate in his man-
ner, and frank, as he can well afford to be, in his com-
munications. He expressed some impatience of his total
solitude, and talked of Paris as a residence. T told him
I hoped not; for I should always remember him with re-
spect, meditating in the mountains of Nithsdale. He was
cheered, as he ought to be, by learning that his papers
were read with interest by young men unknown to him in
this continent; and when I specified a piece which had
attracted warm commendation from the New Jerusalem
people here, his wife said that is always the way; what-
ever he has writ that he thinks has fallen dead, he hears
of two or three years afterward. — He has many, many
tokens of Goethe’s regard, miniatures, medals, and many
letters. If you should go to Scotland one day, you would
gratify him, yourself, and me, by your visit to Craigen-
puttock, in the parish of Dunscore, near Dumfries. He
told me he had a book which he thought to publish, but
was in the purpose of dividing into a series of articles for
“Fraser’s Magazine.” I therefore subscribed for that
book, which he calls the “Mud Magazine,” but have seen
nothing of his workmanship in the two last numbers. The
mail is going, so I shall finish my letter another time.
Your obliged friend and servant,
R. WaLpo EMERSON.

Coxcorp, Mass., November 25, 1834.

My pEAR SiR, — Miss Peabody has kindly sent me your
manuseript piece on Goethe and Carlyle. I have read it
with great pleasure and a feeling of gratitude, at the same
time with a serious regret that it was not published. I
have forgotten what reason you assigned for not printing
it; I cannot think of any sufficient one. Is it too late
now? Why not change its form a little and annex to 1t
some account of Carlyle’s later pieces, to wit: *Diderot,”
and “Sartor Resartus”? The last is complete, and he
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has sent it to me in a stitched pamphlet. Whilst T see
its vices (velatively to the reading public) of style, 1 can-
not but esteem it a noble philosophical poem, reflecting
the ideas, institutions, men of this very hour. And it
seems to me that it has so much wit and other secondary
graces as must strike a class who would not care for its
primary merit, that of being a sincere exhortation to seek-
ers of truth. If you still retain your interest in his genius
(as I see not how you can avoid, having understood 1t and
cosperated with it so truly), you will be glad to know
that he values his American readers very highly; that he
does not defend this offensive style of his, but calls it
questionable tentative; that he is trying other modes, and
is about publishing a historical piece called *The Diamond
Necklace,” as a part of a great work which he meditates
on the subject of the French Revolution. He says it is
part of his ereed that history is poetry, could we tell it
right. He adds, moreover, in a letter I have recently re-
ceived from him, that it has been an odd dream that he
might end in the western woods. Shall we not bid him
come, and be Poet and Teacher of a most scattered flock
wanting a shepherd? Or, as I sometimes think, would it
not be a new and worse chagrin to become acquainted with
the extreme deadness of our community to spiritual influ-
ences of the higher kind? Have you read Sampson Reed’s
“Growth of the Mind ”? I rejoice to be contemporary
with that man, and cannot wholly despair of the society
in which he lives; there must be some oxygen yet, and
La Fayette is only just dead.
Your friend, R. WarLpo Emerson.

It occurs to me that 't is unfit to send any white paper
so far as to your house, so you shall have a sentence from
Carlyle’s letter.

[This may be found in Carlyle’s first letter, dated 12th August,
1834.]

Dr. Le Baron Russell, an intimate friend of Emer-
son for the greater part of his life, gives me some
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particulars with reference to the publication of “Sar-
tor Resartus,” which 1 will repeat in his own words: —

“It was just before the time of which I am speaking
[that of Emerson’s marriage] that the ‘Sartor Resartus’
appeared in ‘Fraser.” Emerson lent the numbers, or the
collected sheets of ‘Fraser,” to Miss Jackson. and we all
had the reading of them. The excitement which the book
caused among young persons interested in the literature
of the day at that time you probably remember. I was
quite carried away by it, and so anxious to own a copy,
that I determined to publish an American edition. I
consulted James Munroe & Co. on the subject. Munroe
advised me to obtain a subscription to a sufficient number
of copies to secure the cost of the publication. This, with
the aid of some friends, particularly of my classmate,
William Silsbee, I readily succeeded in doing. When
this was accomplished, I wrote to Emerson, who up to
this time had taken no part in the enterprise, asking him
to write a preface. (This is the Preface which appears
in the American edition, James Munroe & Co., 1836.
It was omitted in the third American from the second
London edition,! by the same publishers, 1840.) Befdre
the first edition appeared, and after the subseription had
been secured, Munroe & Co. offered to assume the whole
responsibility of the publication, and to this I assented.

“This American edition of 1836 was the first appear-
ance of the ‘Sartor’ in either country, as a distinet edi-
tion. Some copies of the sheets from ‘Fraser,” it ap-
pears, were stitched together and sent to a few persons,
but Carlyle could find no English publisher willing to take
the responsibility of printing the book. This shows, I
think, how much more interest was taken in Carlyle’s
writings in this country than in England.”

On the 14th of May, 1834, Emerson wrote to Car-
lyle the first letter of that correspondence which has
since been given to the world under the careful editor-

1 Revised and corrected by the author.
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ship of Mr. Charles Norton. This correspondence
lasted from the date mentioned to the 2d of April, 1872,
when Carlyle wrote his last letter to Emerson. The
two writers reveal themselves as being in strong sym-
pathy with each other, in spite of a radical difference
of temperament and entirely opposite views of life.
The hatred of unrveality was uppermost with Carlyle;
the love of what is real and genuine with Emerson.
Those old moralists, the weeping and the laughing
philosophers, find their counterparts in every thinking
community. Carlyle did not weep, but he scolded;
Emerson did not laugh, but in his gravest moments
there was a smile waiting for the cloud to pass from his
forehead. The Duet they chanted was a Miserere
with a Te Deum for its Antiphon; a De Profundis
answered by a Sursum Corda.- *The ground of my
existence is black as death,” says Carlyle. *Come
and live with me a year,”” says Emerson, “and if you
do not like New England well enough to stay, one of
these years (when the ‘History * has passed its ten edi-
tions, and been translated into as many languages) I
will come and dwell with you.”

§ 2. In September, 1835, Emerson was married to
Miss Lydia Jackson, of Plymouth, Massachusetts.
The wedding took place in the fine old mansion known
as the Winslow House, Dr. Le Baron Russell and his
sister standing up with the bridegroom and his bride.
After their marriage, Mr. and Mrs. Emerson went to
reside in the house in which he passed the rest of his
life, and in which Mrs. Emerson and their daughter
still reside. This is the “plain, square, wooden
house,” with horse-chestnut trees in the front yard,
and evergreens around it, which has been so often
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described and figured. Tt is without pretensions, but
not withovt an air of quiet dignity. A full and well-
illustrated account of it and its arrangements and sur-
roundings is given in ‘““Poets’ Homes,” by Arthur
Gilman and others, published by D. Lothrop & Com-
pany in 1879.

On the 12th of September, 1835, Emerson deliv-
ered an “Historical Discourse, at Concord, on the
Second Centennial Anniversary of the Incorporation
of the Town.” There is no “mysticism,” no “tran-
scendentalism * in this plain, straightforward address.
The facts are collected and related with the patience
and sobriety which became the writer as one of the
Dryasdusts of our very diligent, very useful, very
matter-of-fact, and for the most part judiciously un-
imaginative Massachusetts Historical Society. It
looks unlike anything else Emerson ever wrote, in
being provided with abundant foot-notes and an ap-
pendix. Omne would almost as soon have expected to
see Emerson equipped with a musket and a knapsack
as to find a discourse of his elogged with annotations,
and trailing a supplement after it. Oracles are brief
and final in their utterances. Delphi and Cuma are
not expected to explain what they say.

It is the habit of our New England towns to cele-
brate their own worthies and their own deeds on oc-
casions like this, with more or less of rhetorical grat-
itude and self-felicitation. The discourses delivered
on these occasions are commonly worth reading, for
there was never a clearing made in the forest that did
not let in the light on heroes and heroines. Concord
is on the whole the most interesting of all the inland
towns of New England. Emerson has told its story
in as painstaking, faithful a way as if he had been by
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nature an annalist. But with this fidelity, we find
also those bold generalizations and sharp picturesque
touches which reveal the poetie philosopher.

“T have read with cave,” he says, “the town records
themselves. They exhibit a pleasing picture of a commu-
nity almost exelusively agricultural, where no man has
much time for words, in his search after things; of a
community of great simplicity of manners, and of a man-
ifest love of justice. I find our annals marked with a
uniform good sense. — The tone of the record rises with
the dignity of the event. These soiled and musty books
are luminous and eleetric within. The old town clerks
did not spell very correctly, but they contrive to make in-
telligible the will of a free and just community.” . . .
“The matters there debated (in town meetings) are such
as to invite very small consideration. The ill-spelled
pages of the town records contain the result. I shall be
excused for confessing that I have set a value upon any
symptom of meanness and private pique which I have met
with in these antique books, as proof that justice was
done; that if the results of our history are approved as
wise and good, 1t was yet a free strife; if the good coun-
sel prevailed, the sneaking counsel did not fail to be
suggested; freedom and virtue, if they triumphed, tri-
umphed in a fair field. And so be it an everlasting testi-
mony for them, and so much ground of assurance of man’s
capacity for self-government.” '

There was nothing in this address which the plain-
est of Concord’s citizens eould not read understand-
mngly and with pleasure. In fact Mr. Emerson him-
self, besides being a poet and a philosopher, was also
a plain Concord citizen. His son tells me that he was
a faithful attendant upon town meetings and, though
he never spoke, was an interested and careful listener
to the debates on town matters. That respect for
“mother-wit ”” and for all the wholesome human quali-
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ties which reveals itself all through his writings was
bred from this kind of intercourse with men of sense
who had no pretensions to learning, and in whom,
for that very reason, the native qualities came out
with less disguise in their expression. He was sur-
rounded by men who ran to extremes in their idiosyn-
crasies: Alcott in speculations, which often led him
into the fourth dimension of mental space: Hawthorne,
who brooded himself into a dream-peopled solitude;
Thoreau, the nullifier of ecivilization, who insisted on
nibbling his asparagus at the wrong end, to say no-
thing of idolaters and echoes. He kept his balance
among them all. It would be hard to find a more
candid and sober record of the result of self-govern-
ment in a small community than is contained in this
simple discourse, patient in detail, large in treatment,
more effective than any unsupported generalities about
the natural rights of man, which amount to very little
unless men earn the right of asserting them by attend-
ing fairly to their natural duties. Soadmirably is the
working of a town government, as it goes on in a well-
disposed community, displayed in the history of Con-
cord’s two hundred years of village life, that one of
its wisest citizens had portions of the address printed
for distribution, as an illustration of the American
principle of self-government.

After settling in Concord, Emerson delivered
courses of lectures in Boston during several suceces-
sive winters; in 1835, ten lectures on English Liter-
ature; in 1836, twelve lectures on the Philosophy of
History; in 1837, ten lectures on Human Culture.
Some of these lectures may have appeared in print
under their original titles; all of them probably con-
tributed to the essays and discourses which we find
in his published volumes.
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On the 19th of April, 1836, a meeting was held to
celebrate the completion of the monument raised in
commemoration of the Concord Fight. For this oc-
casion Emerson wrote the hymn made ever memorable
by the lines: —

“ Here once the embattled farmers stood,
And fired the shot heard round the world.”
The last line of this hymn quickens the heart-beats of
every American, and the whole hymn is admirable in
thought and expression.

Until the autumn of 1838, Emerson preached twice
on Sundays to the church at East Lexington, which
desired him to become its pastor. Mr. Cooke says
that when a lady of the society was asked why they
did not settle a friend of Emerson’s whom he had
urged them to invite to their pulpit, she replied: “We
are a very simple people, and can understand no one
but Mr. Emerson.” He said of himself: “My pul-
pit is the lyceum platform.” Knowing that he made
his sermons contribute to his lectures, we need not
mourn over their not being reported.

In March, 1837, Emerson delivered in Boston a
lecture on War, afterwards published in Miss Pea-
body’s * Aisthetic Papers.” He recognizes war as
one of the temporary necessities of a developing civil-
ization, to disappear with the advance of mankind : —

“At a certain stage of his progress the man fights, if
he be of a sound body and mind. At a certain high stage
he makes no offensive demonstrations, but is alert to repel
injury, and of an unconquerable heart. At a still
higher stage he comes into the region of holiness; passion
has passed away from him; his warlike nature is all con-
verted into an active medicinal principle; he sacrifices
himself, and accepts with alacrity wearisome tasks of de-
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nial and charity; but being attacked, he bears it, and
turns the other cheek, as one engaged, throughout his be-
ing, no longer to the service of an individual, but to the
common good of all men.”

In 1834 Emerson’s brother Edward died, as al-
ready mentioned, in the West India island where he
had gone for his health. In his letter to Carlyle, of
November 12th of the same year, Emerson says:
“Your letter, which T received last week, made a
bright light in a solitary and saddened place. I had
quite recently received the news of the death of a
brother in the island of Porto Rico, whose loss to me
will be a life-long sorrow.” It was of him that Em-
erson wrote the lines “In Memoriam,” in which he
says, —

“ There is no record left on earth
Save on tablets of the heart,
Of the rich, inherent worth,
Of the grace that on him shone
Of eloquent lips, of joyful wit ;
He could not frame a word unfit,
An act unworthy to be done.”

Another bereavement was too soon to be recorded.
On the Tth of Oectober, 1835, he says in a letter te
Carlyle: —

“I was very glad to hear of the brother you describe,
for I have one too, and know what it is to have presence
in two places. Charles Chauncy Emerson is a lawyer now
settled in this town, and, as I believe, no better Lord
Hamlet was ever. He is our doctor on all questions of
taste, manners, or action. And one of the pure pleasures
I promise myself in the months to come is to make you
two gentlemen know each other.”

Alas for human hopes and prospects! In less than
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a year from the date of that letter, on the 1Tth of
September, 1836, he writes to Carlyle: —

“Your last letter, dated in April, found me a mourner,
as did your first. I have lost out of this world my
brother Charles, of whom I have spoken to you, — the
friend and companion of many years, the inmate of my
house, a man of a beautiful genius, born to speak well,
and whose conversation for these last years has treated
every grave question of humanity, and has been my daily
bread. I have put so much dependence on his gifts, that
we made but one man together; for I needed never to do
what he could do by noble nature, much better than I.
He was to have been married in this month, and at the
time of his sickness and sudden death, I was adding apart-
ments to my house for his permanent accommodation. I
wish that you could have known him. At twenty-seven
years the best life is only preparation. He built his foun-
dation so large that it needed the full age of man to make
evident the plan and proportions of his character. He
postponed always a particular to a final and absolute sue-
cess, so that his life was a silent appeal to the great and
generous. But some time I shall see you and speak of
]Ji]Il.”

§ 3. In the year 1836 there was published in Bos-
ton a little book of less than a hundred very small
pages, entitled “Nature.” It bore no name on its
title-page, but was at once attributed to its real an-
thor, Ralph Waldo Emerson.

The Emersonian adept will pardon me for burden-
ing this beauntiful essay with a commentary which is
worse than superfluous for him. Ior it has proved
for many, — I will not say a pons asinorum, —but a
very narrow bridge, which it made their heads swim
to attempt crossing, and yet they must cross it, or
one domain of Emerson’s intellect will not be reached.

It differed in some respects from anything he had



T0 RALPH WALDO EMERSON.

hitherto written. It talked a strange sort of philos-
ophy in the language of poetry. Beginning simply
enough, it took more and more the character of a
rhapsody, until, as if lifted off his feet by the deep-
ened and stronger undercurrent of his thought, the
writer dropped his personality and repeated the words
which “a certain poet sang ” to him.

This little book met with a very unemotional recep-
tion. Its style was peculiar, — almost as unlike that
of his essays as that of Carlyle’s ““Sartor Resartus”
was unlike the style of his *“ Life of Schiller.” It was
vague, mystic, incomprehensible, to most of those who
call themselves common-sense people. Some of its
expressions lent themselves easily to travesty and rid-
icule. But the laugh could not be very loud or very
long, since it took twelve years, as Mr. Higginson
tells us, to sell five hundred copies. It was a good

deal like Keats’s

¢ doubtful tale from fairy-land
Hard for the non-elect to understand.”

The same experience had been gone through by Words-
worth.

“Whatever is too original,” says De Quincey, “will
be hated at the first. It must slowly mould a public for
itself; and the resistance of the early thoughtless judg-
ments must be overcome by a counter-resistance to itself,
in a better audience slowly mustering against the first.
Forty and seven years it is since William Wordsworth first
appeared as an anthor. Twenty of these years he was the
scoff of the world, and his poetry a by-word of scorn.
Since then, and more than once, senates have rung with
acclamations to the echo of his name.”

No writer is more deeply imbued with the spirit of
Wordsworth than Emerson, as we cannot fail to see




“NATURE.” 71

in turning the pages of “Nature,” his first thoroughly
characteristic essay. There is the same thought in
the Preface to “The Excursion’ that we find in the
Introduction to *Nature.” :
“The foregoing generations beheld God and nature face
to face; we, through their eyes. Why should not we also
enjoy an original relation to the universe? Why should

not we have a poetry and philosophy of insight and not of
tradition, and a religion by revelation to us, and not the

history of theirs? ”
¢ Paradise, and groves
Elysian, Fortunate Fields, — like those of old
Sought in the Atlantic Main, — why should they be
A history only of departed things,
Or a mere fiction of what never was ?”

“Nature " is a reflective prose poem. It is divided
into eight chapters, which might almost as well have
been called cantos.

Never before had Mr. Emerson given free utterance
to the passion with which the aspects of nature inspired
him. He had recently for the first time been at once
master of himself and in free communion with all the
planetary influences above, beneath, around him. The
air of the country intoxicated him. There are sen-
tences in * Nature ” which are as exalted as the lan-
guage of one who is just coming to himself after hav-
ing been etherized. Some of these expressions sounded
to a considerable part of his early readers like the
vagaries of delirium. Yet underlying these excited
outbursts there was a general tone of serenity which
reassured the anxious. The gust passed over, the
ripples smoothed themselves, and the stars shone
again in quiet reflection.

After a passionate outbreak, in which he sees all, is
nothing, loses himself in nature, in Universal Being,
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becomes “part or particle of God,” he considers
briefly, in the chapter entitled *Commodity,” the
ministry of nature to the senses. A few picturesque
glimpses in pleasing and poetical phrases, with a touch
of archaism, and reminiscences of Hamlet and Jer-
emy Taylor, “the Shakspeare of divines,” as he has
called him, are what we find in this chapter on Com-
modity, or natural conveniences.

But “a nobler want of man is served by Nature,
namely, the love of Beauty,” which is his next sub-
ject. There are some touches of deseription here,
vivid, high-colored, not so much pictures as hints and
impressions for pictures.

Many of the thoughts which run through all his
prose and poetry may be found here. Analogy is seen
everywhere in the works of Nature. * What is com-
mon to them all, —that perfectness and harmony, is
beauty.” “Nothing is quite beautiful alone: nothing
but is beautiful in the whole.” *“No reason can be
asked or given why the soul seeks beauty.” How
easily these same ideas took on the robe of verse may
be seen in the poems, “Each and All,” and “The
Rhodora.” A good deal of his philosophy comes out in
these concluding sentences of the chapter: —

“Beauty in its largest and profoundest sense is one ex-
pression for the universe. God is the all-fair. Truth
and goodness and beauty are but different faces of the
same All. But beauty in Nature is not ultimate. It is
the herald of inward and eternal beauty, and is not alone
a solid and satisfactory good. It must therefore stand as
a part and not as yet the highest expression of the final
cause of Nature.”

In “The Rhodora *’ the lower is made to answer that

« Beauty is its own excuse for being.”
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In this essay the beauty of the flower is not enough,
but it must excuse itself for being, mainly as the
symbol of something higher and deeper than itself.
He passes next to a consideration of Language.
Words are signs of natural facts, particular material
facts are symbols of particular spiritual facts, and
Nature is the symbol of spirvit. Withont going very
profoundly into the subject, he gives some hints as to
the mode in which languages are formed, — whence
words are derived, how they become transformed and
worn out. But they come at first fresh from Nature.

“A man conversing in earnest, if he watch his intellec-
tual processes, will find that always a material image,
more or less luminous, arises in his mind, contemporaneous
with every thought, which furnishes the vestment of the
thought. Hence good writing and brilliant discourse are
perpetual allegories.”

From this he argues that country life is a great ad-
vantage to a powerful mind, inasmuch as it furnishes
a greater number of these material images. They
cannot be summoned at will, but they present them-
selves when great exigencies call for them.

“The poet, the orator, bred in the woods, whose senses
have been nourished by their fair and appeasing changes,
year after year, without design and without heed, — shall
not lose their lesson altogether, in the roar of cities or the
broil of politics. TLong hereafter, amidst agitations and
terror in national councils, — in the hour of revolution, —
these solemn images shall reappear in their morning lustre,
as fit symbols and words of the thought which the passing
events shall awaken. At the call of a noble sentiment,
again the woods wave, the pines murmur, the river rolls
and shines, and the cattle low upon the mountains, as he
saw and heard them in his infancy. And with these forms
the spells of persuasion, the keys of power, ave put into
his hands.”
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It is doing no wrong to this very eloquent and bean-
tiful passage to say that it reminds us of certain lines

in one of the best known poems of Wordsworth: —

“These beauteous forms,
Through a long absence, have not been to me
As is a landscape to a blind man’s eye ;
But oft, in lonely rooms, and mid the din
Of towns and cities, I have owed to them
In hours of weariness sensations sweet
Felt in the blood and felt along the heart.”

It is needless to quote the whole passage. The
poetry of Wordsworth may have suggested the prose
of Emerson, but the prose loses nothing by the com-
parison.

In “ Discipline,” which is his next subject, he treats
of the influence of Nature in educating the intellect,
the moral sense, and the will. Man is enlarged and
the universe lessened and brought within his grasp,
because

“Time and space relations vanish as laws are known.”
“The moral law lies at the centre of Nature and radi-
ates to the circumference.” “All things with which we
deal preach to us. What is a farm but a mute gospel? ”
“From the child’s successive possession of his several
senses up to the hour when he sayeth, ‘Thy will be done!’
he is learning the secret that he can reduce under his will,
not only particular events, but great classes, nay, the
whole series of events, and so conform all facts to his
character.”

The unity in variety which meets us everywhere is
again referred to. He alludes to the ministry of our
friendships to our education. When a friend has done
for our education in the way of filling our minds with
sweet and solid wisdom *“it is a sign to us that his
office is closing, and he is commonly withdrawn from
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our sight in a short time.” This thought was proba-
bly suggested by the death of his brother Charles,
which occurred a few months before *“Nature” was
published. He had already spoken in the first chap-
ter of this little book as if from some recent experience
of his own, doubtless the same bereavement. “To a
man laboring under calamity, the heat of his own fire
hath sadness in it. Then there is a kind of contempt
of the landscape felt by him who has just lost by death
a dear friend. The sky is less grand as it shuts down
over less worth in the population.” This was the first
effect of the loss; but after a time he recognizes a su-
perintending power which orders events for us in wis-
dom which we could not see at first.

The chapter on *“Idealism ™ must be read by all who
believe themselves capable of abstract thought, if they
would not fall under the judgment of Turgot, which
Emerson quotes: “He that has never doubted the ex-
istence of matter may be assured he has no aptitude
for metaphysical inquiries.” The most essential state-
ment is this: —

“It is a sufficient account of that Appearance we call
the World, that God will teach a human mind, and so
makes it the receiver of a certain number of congruent
sensations, which we call sun and moon, man and woman,
house and trade. In my utter impotence to test the au-
thenticity of the report of my senses, to know whether the
impressions they make on me correspond with outlying ob-
jects, what difference does it make, whether Orion is up
there in heaven, or some god paints the image in the fir-
mament of the soul? ”

We need not follow the thought through the argu-
ment from illusions, like that when we look at the
shore from a moving ship, and others which cheat the
senses by false appearances.
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The poet animates Nature with his own thoughts,
perceives the affinities between Nature and the soul,
with Beauty as his main end. The philosopher pur-
sues Truth, but, “not less than the poet, postpones
the apparent order and relation of things to the empire
of thought.” Religion and ethics agree with all lower
culture in degrading Nature and suggesting its de-
pendence on Spirit. “The devotee Hlouts Nature.”
“Plotinus was ashamed of his body.” *Michael
Angelo said of external beauty, ‘It is the frail and
weary weed, in which God dresses the soul which He
has called into time.’”” Emerson would not under-
value Nature as looked at through the senses and *“the
unrenewed understanding.” “I have no hostility to
Nature,” he says, “but a child’s love of it. I ex-
pand and live in the warm day like corn and melons.”
But, “seen in the light of thought, the world always
is phenomenal ; and virtue subordinates it to the mind.
Idealism sees the world in God,”” —as one vast pic-
ture, which God paints on the instant eternity, for the
contemplation of the soul.

The unimaginative reader is likely to find himself off
soundings in the next chapter, which has for its title
¢ Spirit.”’

Idealism only denies the existence of matter; it
does not satisfy the demands of the spirit. *It leaves
God out of me.” Of these three questions, What is
matter? Whence is it? Whereto? the ideal theory
answers the first only. The reply is that matter is a
phenomenon, not a substance.

“But when we come to inquire 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 universal essence, which is
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not wisdom, or love, or beauty, or power, but all_in one,
and each entirely, is that for which all things exist, a:nd
that by which they are; that spirvit creates; that h_el'un*[l
nature, throughout nature, spirit is present; that spirit 1s
one and not compound; that spirit does not act upon us
from without, that is, in space and time, but spiritually,
or through ourselves.” “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.”

Man may have access to the entire mind of the
Creator, himself become a “creator in the finite.”

“As we degenerate, the contrast between us and our
house is more evident. We are as much strangers in na-
ture 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 the tiger rend us.”

A1l this has an Old Testament sound as of a lost
Paradise. In the next chapter he dreams of Paradise
regained.

This next and last chapter is entitled ““Prospects.”
He begins with a bold claim for the province of in-
tuition as against induction, undervaluing the “half
sight of science’ as against the “untaught sallies of
the spirit,” the surmises and vaticinations of the mind,
— the “imperfect theories, and sentences which contain
glimpses of truth.” In a word, he would have us
leave the laboratory and its erucibles for the sibyl’s
cave and its tripod. We can all — or most of us, cer-
tainly — recognize something of truth, much of ima-
gination, and more of danger in speculations of this
sort. They belong to visionaries and to poets.
Emerson feels distinetly enough that he is getting
into the realm of poetry. He quotes five beautiful
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verses from George Herbert’s poem on Man. Pres-
ently he is himself taken off his feet into the air of
song, and finishes his essay with “some traditions of
man and nature which a certain poet sang to me.”
“A man is a god in ruins.” “Man is the dwarf
of himself. Once he was permeated and dissolved by
spirit. He filled nature with his overflowing currents.
Out from him sprang the sun and moon; from man
the sun, from woman the moon.” But he no longer
fills the mere shell he had made for himself; ‘“he is
shrunk to a drop.” Still something of elemental
power remains to him. It is instinet.” Such teach-
ings he got from his “poet.” Tt is a kind of New
England Genesis in place of the Old Testament one.
We read in the Sermon on the Mount: “Be ye there-
fore perfect, as your Father in heaven is perfect.”
The discourse which comes to us from the Trimount
oracle commands us, “Build, therefore, your own
world. As fast as you conform your life to the pure
idea in your mind, that will unfold its great propor-
tions.” The seer of Patmos foretells a heavenly Je-
rusalem, of which he says, *“There shall in no wise
enter into it anything that defileth.” The sage of
Concord foresees a new heaven on earth. “A corre-
spondent revolution in things will attend the influx
of the spirit. So fast will disagreeable appearances,
swine, spiders, snakes, pests, mad-houses, prisons,
enemies, vanish; they are temporary and shall be no
more seen.’”’

Tt may be remembered that Calvin, in his Commen-
tary on the New Testament, stopped when he came to
the Book of the Revelation. He found it full of
difficulties which he did not care to encounter. Yet,
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considered only as a poem, the vision of St. John is
full of noble imagery and wonderful beauty. *Na-
ture” is the Book of Revelation of our Saint Radul-
phus. It has its obscurities, its extravagances, but
as a poem it is noble and inspiring. It was objected
to on the score of its pantheistic character, as Words-
worth’s “ Lines composed near Tintern Abbey’ had
been long before. But here and there it found de-
vout readers who were captivated by its spiritual ele-
vation and great poetical beauty, among them one who
wrote of it in “The Democratic Review ” in terms of
enthusiastic admiration.

Mzr. Bowen, the Professor of Natural Theology and
Moral Philosophy in Harvard University, treated this
singular semi-philosophical, semi-poetical little book
in a long article in *“The Christian Examiner,”
headed “Transcendentalism,” and published in the
January number for 1837. The acute and learned
professor meant to deal fairly with his subject. DBut
if one has ever seen a sagacious pointer making the
acquaintance of a box-tortoise, he will have an idea
of the relations between the reviewer and the reviewed
as they appear in this article. The professor turns
the book over and over, — inspects it from plastron to
carapace, so to speak, and looks for openings every-
where, sometimes successfully, sometimes in vain. He
finds good writing and sound philosophy, passages
of great force and beanty of expression, marred by
obseurity, under assumptions and faults of style. He
was not, any more than the rest of us, acclimated to
the Emersonian atmosphere, and after some not un-
just or unkind comments with which many readers
will heartily agree, confesses his bewilderment, say-
ing: —
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“On reviewing what we have already said of this sin-
gular work, the eriticism seems to be couched in contra-

dictory terms; we can only allege in excuse the fact that
the book is a contradicetion in itself,”

Carlyle says in his letter of February 18, 1837 : —

“Your little azure-colored ‘Nature ’ gave me true satis-
faction. I read if, and then lent it about to all my ae-
quaintance that had a sense for such things; from whom
a similar verdict always came back. You say it is the
first chapter of something greater. I call it rather the
Foundation and Ground-plan on which you may build
whatsoever of great and true has been given you to build.
It is the true Apocalypse, this when the ‘Open Secret’ be-
comes revealed to a man. I rejoice much in the glad se-
renity of soul with which you look out on this wondrous
Dwelling-place of yours and mine, — with an ear for the
Ewigen Melodien, which pipe in the winds round us, and
utter themselves forth in all sounds and sights and things;
not to be written down by gamut-machinery; but which
all right writing is a kind of attempt to write down.”

The first edition of ““Nature* had prefixed to it the
following words from Plotinus: *Nature is but an
image or imitation of wisdom, the last thing of the
soul; Nature being a thing which doth only do, but
not know.” This is omitted in after editions, and in
its place we read: —

¢« A subtle chain of countless rings
The next unto the farthest brings ;
The eye reads omens where it goes,
And speaks all langnages the rose ;
And, striving to be man, the worm
Mounts through all the spires of form.”

The copy of “Nature” from which I take these
lines, his own, of course, like so many others which he
prefixed to his different essays, was printed in the

i
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year 1849, ten years before the publication of Dar-
win’s “Origin of Species,” twenty years and more
before the publication of “The Descent of Man.”
But the “Vestiges of Creation,” published in 1844,
had alveady popularized the resuscitated theories of
Lamarck. It seems as if Emerson had a warning
from the poetic instinet which, when it does not pre-
cede the movement of the scientific intellect, is the
first to catch the hint of its discoveries. There is no-
thing more audacious in the poet’s conception of the
worm looking up towards humanity, than the natural-
ist’s theory that the progenitor of the human race was
an acephalous mollusk. *“I will not be sworn,” says
Benedick, ‘“but love may transform me to an oyster.”
For “love” read “science.”

Unity in variety, “il piu nell uno,” symbolism of
Nature and its teachings, generation of phenomena
— appearances — from spirit, to which they corre-
spond and which they obey; evolution of the best and
elimination of the worst as the law of being; all this
and much more may be found in the poetic utterances
of this slender essay. It fell like an aerolite, unasked
for, unaccounted for, unexpected, almost unwelcome,
— a stumbling-block to be got out of the well-trodden
highway of New England scholastic intelligence. But
here and there it found a reader to whom it was, to
borrow, with slight changes, its own quotation, —

“The golden key
Which opes the palace of eternity,”

inasmuch as it carried upon its face the highest certifi-
cate of truth, because it animated them to create a

new world for themselves through the purification of
their own souls.
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Next to “Nature’ in the series of his collected
publications comes “The American Scholar. An
Oration delivered before the Phi Beta Kappa Society
at Cambridge, August 31, 1837.”

The society known by these three letters, long a
mystery to the uninitiated, but which, filled out and
interpreted, signify that philosophy is the guide of
life, is one of long standing, the annual meetings of
which have called forth the best efforts of many dis-
tinguished scholars and thinkers. Rarely has any
one of the annual addresses been listened to with such
profound attention and interest. Mr. Lowell says of
1t, that its delivery “was an event without any former
parallel in our literary anmals, a scene to be always
treasured in the memory for its picturesqueness and
its inspiration. What crowded and breathless aisles,
what windows clustering with eager heads, what enthu-
siasm of approval, what grim silence of foregone dis-
sent!”

Mzr. Cooke says truly of this oration, that nearly
all his leading ideas found expression in it. This was
to be expected in an address delivered before such an
audience. Every real thinker’s world of thought has
its centre in a few formulz, about which they revolve
as the planets circle round the sun which cast them off.
But those who lost themselves now and then in the
pages of “Nature” will find their way clearly enough
through those of “The American Scholar.” It is a
plea for generous culture; for the development of all
the faculties, many of which tend to become atrophied
by the exclusive pursuit of single objects of thought.
It begins with a note like a trumpet call.

“Thus far,” he says, “our holiday has been simply a
friendly sign of the survival of the love of letters amongst
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a people too busy to give to letters any more. As such it
is precious as the sign of an indestructible instinet. Per-
haps the time is already come when it ought to be, and
will be, something else; when the sluggard intellect of
this continent will look from under its iron lids and fill
the postponed expectations of the world with something
better than the exertions of mechanical skill. Our day
of dependence, our long apprenticeship to the learning of
other lands, draws to a close. The millions that around
us are rushing into life cannot always be fed on the sere
remains of foreign harvests. IKEvents, actions arise, that
must be sung, that will sing themselves. Who can doubt
that poetry will revive and lead in a new age, as the star
in the constellation Harp, which now flames in our zenith,
astronomers announce shall one day be the pole-star for a
thousand years? ”

Emerson finds his text in the old fable which tells
that Man, as he was in the beginning, was divided into
men, as the hand was divided into fingers, the better
to answer the end of his being. The fable covers the
doctrine that there is One Man; present to individ-
uals only in a partial manner; and that we must take
the whole of society to find the whole man. Unfortu-
nately the unit has been too minutely subdivided, and
many faculties are practically lost for want of use.

““The state of society is one in which the members
have suffered amputation from the trunk, and strut about
so many walking monsters, — a good finger, a neck, a
stomach, an elbow, but never a man. Man is thus meta-
morphosed into a thing, into many things. . . . The
priest becomes a form; the attorney a statute book; the
mechanic a machine; the sailor a rope of the ship.”

This complaint is by no means a new one. Scaliger
says, as quoted by ommivorous old Burton: * Ne-

quaquam nos homines sumus sed partes hominis.”
The old illustration of this used to be found in pin-
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making, It took twenty different workmen to make
a pin, beginning with drawing the wire and ending
with sticking in the paper. Each expert, skilled in
one small performance only, was reduced to a minute
fraction of a fraction of humanity. If the complaint
was legitimate in Scaliger’s time, it was better
founded half a century ago when Mr. Emerson found
cause for it. It has still more serious significance
to-day, when in every profession, in every branch of
human knowledge, special acquirements, special skill
have greatly tended to limit the range of men’s
thoughts and working faculties.

“In this distribution of funections the scholar is the
delegated intellect. In the right state he is Man think-
ing. In the degenerate state, when the victim of society,
he tends to become a mere thinker, or still worse, the
parrot of other men's thinking. 1In this view of him, as.
Man thinking, the theory of his office is contained. Him
Nature solicits with all her placid, all her monitory pic-
tures; him the past instructs; him the future invites.”

Emerson proceeds to deseribe and illustrate the in-
fluences of nature upon the mind, returning to the
strain of thought with which his previous essay has
made us familiar. He next considers the influence of
the past, and especially of books as the best type of
that influence. ‘Books are the best of things well
used; abused among the worst.”” It is hard to distil
what is already a quintessence without loss of what is
just as good as the product of our labor. A sentence
or two may serve to give an impression of the epigram-
matic wisdom of his counsel.

“Each age must write its own books, or rather, each
generation for the next succeeding. The books of an older
period will not fit this.”
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When a book has gained a certain hold on the mind,
it is liable to become an object of idolatrous regard.

“Instantly the book becomes noxious: the guide is a
tyrant. The sluggish and perverted mind of the multi-
tude, slow to open to the ineursions of reason, having once
so opened, having received this book, stands upon it and
makes an outery if it is disparaged. Colleges are built on
it. 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, be-
lieving it their duty to accept the views which Cicero,
which Locke, which Bacon have given; forgetful that Cic-
ero, Locke, and Bacon were only young men in libraries
when they wrote these books. . . . 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.” . . . When the mind is braced by labor
and invention, the page of whatever book we read be-
comes luminous with manifold allusion. Every sentence is
doubly significant, and the sense of our author is as broad
as the world.”

It is not enough that the seholar should be a stu-
dent of nature and of books. He must take a part
in the affairs of the world about him.

** Aetion is with the scholar subordinate, but it is essen-
tial. Without it he is not yet man. Without it thought
can never ripen into truth. . . . 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 splendid products. A strange process, too, this by
which experience is converted into thought, as a mulberry
leaf is converted into satin. The manufacture goes for-
ward at all hours.”

Emerson does not use the words “unconscious cere-

bration,” but these last words describe the process
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in an unmistakable way. The beautiful paragraph in
which he pictures the transformation, the transfigura-
tion of experience, closes with a sentence so thoroughly
characteristic, so Emersonially -Emersonian, that I
fear some readers who thought they were his disciples
when they eame to it went back and walked no more
with him, at least through the pages of this discourse.
The reader shall have the preceding sentence to pre-
pare him for the one referred to. -

“There is no fact, no event in our private history,
which shall- not, sooner or later, lose its adhesive, inert
form, and astonish us by soaring from our body into the
empyrean.

“Cradle and infanecy, school and playground, the fear
of boys, and dogs, and ferules, the love of little maids
and berries, and many another fact that once filled the
whole sky, are gone already; friend and relative, profes-
sion and party, town and country, nation and world, must
also soar and sing.”

Having spoken of the education of the scholar by
nature, by books, by action, he speaks of the scholar’s
duties. “They may all,” he says, “be comprised in
self-trust.” We have to remember that the self he
means is the highest self, that consciousness which he
looks upon as open to the influx of the divine essence
from which it came, and towards which all its upward
tendencies lead, always aspiring, never resting; as he
sings in “The Sphinx:” —

“ The heavens that now draw him
With sweetness untold,

Once found, — for new heavens
He spurneth the old.”

“PFirst one, then another, we drain all cisterns, and
waxing greater by all these supplies, we crave a better and
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more abundant food. The man has never lived that can
feed us ever. The human mind eannot be enshrined in a
person who shall set a barrier on any one side to this un-
bounded, unboundable empire. It is ome central fire,
. which, flaming now out of the lips of Etna, lightens the
capes of Sicily, and now out of the throat of Vesuvius,
illuminates the towers and vineyards of Naples. It is one
light which beams out of a thousand stars. It is one soul
which animates all men.”

And so he comes to the special application of the
principles he has laid down to the American scholar
of to-day. He does not spare his censure; he is full
of noble trust and manly courage. Very refreshing
it is to remember in this day of specialists, when the
walking fraction of humanity he speaks of would
hardly include a whole finger, but rather confine itself
to the single joint of the finger, such words as these : —

“The scholar is that man who must take up into him-
self all the ability of the time, all the contributions of
the past, all the hopes of the future. He must be a uni-
versity of knowledges. . . . We have listened too long
to the courtly muses of Europe. The spirit of the Amer-
ican freeman is already suspected to be timid, imitative,
tame., . . . The scholar is decent, indolent, complaisant.
- » « The mind of this country, taught to aim at low ob-
jects, eats upon itself. There is no work for any but the
decorous and the complaisant.”

The young men of promise are discouraged and dis-
gusted.

“What is the remedy? They did not yet see, and
thousands 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 instinets, and there
abide, the huge world will come round to him.”

Each man must be a unit, — must yield that pecu-
Liar fruit which he was created to bear.
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“We will walk on our own feet; we will work with
our own hands; we will speak our own minds, . . . A
nation of men will for the first time exist, because each

believes himself inspired by the Divine Soul which also
inspires all men.”

This grand oration was our intellectual Declaration
of Independence. Nothing like it had been heard in
the halls of Harvard since Samuel Adams supported
the affirmative of the question, *“ Whether it be law-
ful to resist the chief magistrate, if the commonwealth
cannot otherwise be preserved.” It was easy to find
fault with an expression here and there. The dignity,
not to say the formality, of an Academic assembly was
startled by the realism that looked for the infinite in
“the meal in the firkin, the milk in the pan.” They
could understand the deep thoughts suggested by “the
meanest lower that blows,” but these domestie illus-
trations had a kind of nursery homeliness about them
which the grave professors and sedate clergymen were
unused to expect on so stately an occasion. But the
young men went out from it as if a prophet had been
proclaiming to them *Thus saith the Lord.” No lis-
tener ever forgot that address, and among all the no-
ble utterances of the speaker it may be questioned if
one ever contained more truth in language more like
that of immediate inspiration.
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§ 1. Ox Sunday evening, July 15, 1838, Emerson
delivered an address before the senior class in Ii-
vinity College, Cambridge, which caused a profound
sensation in religious circles, and led to a controversy,
in which Emerson had little more than the part of
Patroclus when the Greeks and Trojans fought over
his body. In its simplest and broadest statement this
discourse was a plea for the individual consciousness
as against all historical ereeds, bibles, churches; for
the soul as the supreme judge in spiritual matters.

He begins with a beautiful picture which must be
transferred without the change of an expression: —

“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
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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 welecome
shade. Through the transparent darkness the stars pour
their almost spiritual rays. Man under them seems a
young child, and his huge globe a toy. The cool night
bathes the world as with a river, and prepares his eyes
again for the crimson dawn.”

How softly the phrases of the gentle iconoclast steal
upon the ear, and how they must have hushed the
questioning audience into pleased attention! The
“Song of Songs, which is Solomon’s,” eould not have
wooed the listener more sweetly. *“Thy lips drop as
the honeycomb: honey and milk are under thy tongue,
and the smell of thy garments is like the smell of
Lebanon.” And this was the prelude of a discourse
which, when it came to be printed, fared at the hands
of many a theologian, who did not think himself a
bigot, as the roll which Baruch wrote with ink from
the words of Jeremiah fared at the hands of Jehoia-
kim, the King of Judah. He listened while Jehudi
read the opening passages. But “when Jehudi had
read three or four leaves he cut it with the penknife,
and cast it into the fire that was on the hearth, until
all the roll was consumed in the fire that was on the
hearth.” Such was probably the fate of many a copy
of this famous discourse.

It is reverential, but it is also revolutionary. The
file-leaders of Unitarianism drew back in dismay, and
the ill names which had often been applied to them
were now heard from their own lips as befitting this
new heresy; if so mild a reproach as that of heresy
belonged to this alarming manifesto. And yet, so
changed is the whole aspect of the theological world
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since the time when that discourse was delivered that
it is read as calmly to-day as a common *election
sermon,”” if such are ever read at all. A few ex-
tracts, abstracts, and comments may give the reader
who has not the address before him some idea of its
contents and its tendencies.

The material universe, which he has just pictured in
its summer beauty, deserves our admiration. DBut
when the mind opens and reveals the laws which gov-
ern the world of phenomena, it shrinks into a mere
fable and illustration of this mind. What am I?
What is? —are questions always asked, never fully
answered. We would study and admire forever.

But above intellectual curiosity, there is the senti-
ment of virtue. Man is born for the good, for the
perfect, low as he now lies in evil and weakness.

“The sentiment of virtue is a reverence and delight in
the presence of certain divine laws. . . . These laws re-
fuse to be adequately stated. . . . They elude our perse-
vering thought; yet we read them hourly in each other’s
faces, 1n each other’s actions, in our own remorse. . . .
The intuition of the moral sentiment is an insight of the
perfection of the laws of the soul. These laws execute
themselves. . . . As we are, so we associate. The
good, by affinity, seek the good; the vile, by affinity, the
vile. Thus, of their own volition, souls proceed into
heaven, into hell.”

These facts, Emerson says, have always suggested
to man that the world is the product not of manifold
power, but of one will, of one mind, — that one mind
is everywhere active. “All things proceed out of
the same spirit, and all things conspire with it.”
‘While a man seeks good ends, nature helps him; when
he seeks other ends, his being shrinks, “he becomes
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less and less, a mote, a point, until absolute badness
15 absolute death.” ““When he says ‘I ought;’ when
love warms him; when he chooses, warned from on
high, the good and great deed; then deep melodies
wander through his soul from Supreme Wisdom.”

“This sentiment lies at the foundation of society and
successively creates all forms of worship. . . . This thought
dwelled always deepest in the minds of men in the devout
and contemplative East; not alone in Palestine, where it
reached its purest expression, but in Egypt, in Persia, in
India, in China. KEurope has always owed to Oriental
genius its divine impulses. What these holy bards said,
all sane men found agreeable and true. And the unique
impression of Jesus upon mankind, whose name is not so
much written as ploughed into the history of this world,
is proof of the subtle virtue of this infusion.”

But this truth ecannot be received at second hand;
it is an intuition. What another announces, I must
find true in myself, or I must reject it. If the word
of another is taken instead of this primary faith, the
church, the state, art, letters, life, all suffer degrada-
tion, — *“the doctrine of inspiration is lost; the base
doctrine of the majority of voices usurps the place of
the doctrine of the soul.”

The following extract will show the view that he
takes of Christianity and its Founder, and sufficiently
explain the antagonism called forth by the discourse:

“Jesus Christ belonged to the true race of prophets.
He saw with open eye the mystery of the soul. Drawn
by its severe harmony, ravished with its beauty, he lived
in it, and had his being there. Alone in all history he
estimated the greatness of man. One man was true to
what is in youand me. He saw that God incarnates him-
self in man, and evermore goes forth anew to take posses-
sion of his World. He said, in this jubilee of sublime
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emotion, ‘I am divine. Through me God acts; through
me, speaks. Would you see God, sée me; or see thee,
when thou also thinkest as I now think.” But what a
distortion did his doctrine and memory suffer in the same,
in the next, and the following ages! There is no doctrine
of the Reason which will bear to be taught by the Under-
standing. The understanding caught this high chant
from the poet’s lips, and said, in the next age, ‘This was
Jehovah come down out of heaven. I will kill you if you
say he was a man.” The idioms of lus language and the
figures of his rhetorie have usurped the place of his truth;
and churches are not built on his prineiples, but on his
tropes. Christianity became a Mythus, as the poetic
teaching of Greece and of Egypt, before. He spoke of
miracles; for he felt that man’s life was a miracle, and
all that man doth, and he knew that this miracle shines as
the character ascends. But the word Miracle, as pro-
nounced by Christian churches, gives a false impression; it
is Monster. It is not one with the blowing clover and the
falling rain.”

He proceeds to point out what he considers the
great defects of historical Christianity. It has exag-
gerated the personal, the positive, the ritual. It has
wronged mankind by monopolizing all virtues for the
Christian name. It is only by his holy thoughts that
Jesus serves us. “To aim to convert a man by mira-
cles is a profanation of the soul.” The preachers do
a wrong to Jesus by removing him from our human
sympathies; they should not degrade his life and dia-
logues by insulation and peculiarity.

Another defect of the traditional and limited way
of using the mind of Christ is that the Moral Nature
— the Law of Laws — is not explored as the fountain
of the established teaching in society.

“ Men have come to speak of the revelation as some-
what long ago given and done, as if God were dead. . . .
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The soul is not preached. The church seems to totter to
its fall, almost all life extinet. . . . The stationariness
of religion; the assumption that the age of inspiration
1s past, that the Bible is closed; the fear of degrading
the character of Jesus by representing him as a man;
mdicate with sufficient clearness the falsehood of our the-
ology. It is the office of a true teacher to show us that
God is, not was; that he speaketh, not spake. The true
Christianity — a faith like Christ’s in the infinitude of
man — is lost.” '

‘When Emerson came to what his earlier ancestors
would have called the “practical application,” some
of his young hearers must have been startled at the
style of his address.

“Yourself a new-born bard of the Holy Ghost, cast
behind you all conformity, and acquaint men at first
hand with Deity. Look to it first and only, that fash-
ion, custom, authority, pleasure, and money are mnothing
to you, — are not bandages over your eyes, that you can-
not see, — but live with the privilege of the immeasurable
mind.”

Emerson recognized two inestimable advantages as
the gift of Christianity: first the Sabbath, — hardly
a Christian institution, — and secondly the institution
of preaching. He spoke not only eloquently, but
with every evidence of deep sincerity and convietion.
He had sacrificed an enviable position to that inner
voice of duty which he now proclaimed as the sover-
eign law over all written or spoken words. DBut he
was assailing the cherished beliefs of those before
him, and of Christendom generally; not with hard or
bitter words, not with sarcasm or levity, rather as
one who felt himself charged with a message from the
same divinity who had inspired the prophets and
evangelists of old with whatever truth was in their
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messages. IHe might be wrong, but his words carried
the evidence of his own serene, unshaken confidence
that thé spirit of all truth was with him. Some of his
audience, at least, must have felt the contrast between
his utterances and the formal discourses they had so
long' listened to, and said to themselves, “He speaks
‘as one having authority, and not as the scribes.” "

Such teaching, however, could not be suffered te
go unchallenged. TIts doctrines were repudiated in
“The Christian Examiner,” the leading organ of the
Unitarian denomination. The Rev. Henry Ware,
greatly esteemed and honored, whose colleague he
had been, addressed a letter to him, in which he ex-
pressed the feeling that some of the statements of
Emerson’s discourse would tend to overthrow the au-
thority and influence of Christianity. To this note
Emerson returned the following answer: —

“What you say about the discourse at Divinity College
is just what T might expect from your truth and charity,
combined with your known opinions. I am not a stick or
a stone, as one said in the old time, and could not but
feel pain in saying some things in that place and presence
which I supposed would meet with dissent, I may say, of
dear friends and benefactors of mine. Yet, as my con-
viction is perfect in the substantial truth of the doctrines
of this discourse, and is not very new, you will see at once
that it must appear very important that it be spoken; and
I thought I could not pay the nobleness of my friends so
mean a compliment as to suppress my opposition to their
supposed views, out of fear of offense. I would rather
say to them, these things look thus to me, to you other-
wise. Let us say our uttermost word, and let the all-
pervading truth, as it surely will, judge between us.
Either of us would, I doubt not, be willingly apprised of
his error. Meantime, I shall be admonished by this ex-
pression of your thought, to revise with greater care the
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address, before it is printed (for the use of the class):
and I heartily thank you for this expression of your tried
toleration and love.”

Dr. Ware followed up his note with a sermon,
preached on the 23d of September, in which he dwells
especlally on the necessity of adding the idea of per-
sonality to the abstractions of Emerson’s philosophy,
and sent it to him with a letter, the kindness and true
Christian spirit of which were only what were insepa-
rable from all the thoughts and feelings of that most
excellent and truly apostolic man.

To this letter Emerson sent the following reply:—

Coxcorp, October 8, 1838,

My pEAR SR, — I ought sooner to have acknowledged
your kind letter of last week, and the sermon it accom-
panied. The letter was right manly and noble. The ser-
mon, too, I have read with attention. If it assails any
doctrine of mine, — perhaps I am not so quick tosee it as
writers generally, — certainly I did not feel any disposi-
tion to depart from my habitual contentment, that youn
should say your thought, whilst I say mine. I believe L
must tell you what I think of my new position. It
strikes me very oddly that good and wise men at Cam-
bridge and Boston should think of raising me into an ob-
ject of criticism. I have always been — from my very in-
capacity of methodical writing — a *“chartered libertine,”
free to worship and free to rail, — lucky when I could
make myself understood, but never esteemed near enough
to the institutions and mind of society to deserve the no-
tice of the masters of literature and religion. T have ap-
preciated fully the advantages of my position, for I well
know there is no scholar less willing or less able than my-
self to be a polemic. I could not give an account of my-
self, if challenged. - I could not possibly give you one of
the “arguments” you cruelly hint at, on which any doc-
trine of mine stands; for I do not know what arguments
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are in reference to any expression of a thought. I delight
in telling what I think; but if you ask me how I dare say
so, or why it is so, I am the most helpless of mortal men.
I do not even see that either of these juestions admits of
an answer. So that in the present droll posture of my
affairs, when I see myself suddenly raised to the impor-
tance of a heretic, I am very uneasy when I advert to the
supposed duties of such a personage, who is to make good
his thesis against all comers. I certainly shall do no such
thing. I shall read what you and other good men write,
as I have always done, glad when you speak my thoughts,
and skipping the page that has nothing for me. I shall
go on just as before, seeing whatever I can, and telling
what I see; and, I suppose, with the same fortune that
has hitherto attended me, — the joy of finding that my able
and better brothers, who work with the sympathy of soei-
ety, loving and beloved, do now and then unexpectedly
confirm my conceptions, and find my nonsense is only
their own thought in motley, —and so I am your affec-
tionate servant, ete.

The controversy which followed is a thing of the
past; Emerson took no part in it, and we need not
return to the discussion. He knew his office and has
defined it in the clearest manner in the letter just given,
— “seeing whatever I can, and telling what 1 see.”
But among his listeners and readers was a man of very
different mental constitution, not more independent or
fearless, but louder and more combative, whose voice
soon became heard and whose strength soon began to
be felt in the long battle between the traditional and
immanent inspiration, — Theodore Parker. If Em-
erson was the moving spirit, he was the right arm in
the conflict, which in one form or another has been
waged up to the present day.

In the winter of 1838-39 Emerson delivered his
usual winter course of lectures. IHe names them in.
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a letter to Carlyle as follows: “Ten Lectures: 1. The
Doctrine of the Soul; II. Home; TII. The School;
IV. Love; V. Genius; VI. The Protest; VII. Tra-
gedy; VIIL Comedy; IX. Duty; X. Demonology.
I designed to add two more, but my lungs played me
false with unseasonable inflammation, so I discoursed
no more on Human Life.” Two or three of these ti-
tles only are prefixed to his published lectures or es-
says: Love, in the first volume of ““Essays;” *“Demon-
ology,” in * Lectures and Biographical Sketehes;” and
“The Comie,” in “Letters and Social Aims.”

I owe the privilege of making use of the two follow-
ing letters to my kind and honored friend, James
Freeman Clarke.

The first letter was accompanied by the poem *“The
Humble-Bee,” which was first published by Mr. Clarke
in “The Western Messenger,” from the autograph
copy, which begins “Fine humble-bee! fine humble-
bee!” and has a number of other variations from the
poem as printed in his collected works,

Coxcorp, December T, 1838,

My pEAR SirR, — Here are the verses. They have
pleased some of my friends, and so may please some of
your readers, and you asked me in the spring if I hadn’t
somewhat to contribute to your journal. I remember in
your letter you mentioned the remark of some friend of
yours that the verses, “Take, O take those lips away,”
were not Shakespenre’s; I think they are. Beaumont,
nor Fletcher, nor both together, were ever, I think, vis-
ited by such a starry gleam as that stanza. I know it
is in “Rollo,” but it is in “Measure for Measure ” also;
and I remember noticing that the Malones, and Stevens,
and eritical gentry were about evenly divided, these for
Shakespeare, and those for Beaumont and Fletcher. But
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the internal evidence is all for one, none for the other.
If he did not write it, they did not, and we shall have
some fourth unknown singer. What care we who sung
this or that. It is we at last who sing.
Your friend and servant,
R. W. EMERSON.

TO JAMES FREEMAN CLARKE.
Coxcorn, February 27, 1830,

My DEAR SIR, — I am very sorry to have made you
wait so long for an answer to your flattering request for
two such little poems. You are quite welcome to the
lines “To the Rhodora;” but I think they need the su-
perseription [“Lines on being asked, ‘Whence is the
Flower?’ ”]. Of the other verses [*“Good-bye, proud
world,” ete.] I send you a corrected copy, but I wonder
so much at your wishing to print them that I think you
must read them once again with your critical spectacles
before they go further. They were written sixteen years
ago, when I kept school in Boston, and lived in a corner
of Roxbury called Canterbury. They have a slight mis-
anthropy, a shade deeper than belongs to me; and as it
seems nowadays I am a philosopher and am grown to have
opinions, I think they must have an apologetic date,
though I well know that poetry that needs a date is no
poetry, and so you will wiselier suppress them. I heartily
wish I had any verses which with a clear mind I could
send you in lieu of these juvenilities. It is strange, see-
ing the delight we take in verses, that we can so seldom
write them, and so are not ashamed to lay up old ones,
say sixteen years, instead of improvising them as freely as
the wind blows, whenever we and our brothers are attuned
to music. I have heard of a citizen who made an annual
Joke. I believe I have in April or May an annual poetic
conatus rather than afffatus, experimenting to the length
of thirty lines or so, if I may judge from the dates of the
rhythmical seraps I detect among my MSS. T look upon
this incontinence as merely the redundancy of a suscepti-

bility to poetry which makes all the bards my daily trea-
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sures, and I ean well run the risk of being ridiculous onece
a year for the benefit of happy reading all the other days.
In regard to the Providence Discourse, I have no copy of
it; and as far as I remember its contents, I have since
used whatever is striking in it; but I will get the MS., if
Margaret Fuller has it, and you shall have it if it will
pass muster. I shall certainly avail myself of the good
order you gave me for twelve copies of the “Carlyle Mis-
cellanies,” so soon as they appear. He, T. C., writes in
excellent spirits of his American friends and readers. . . .
A new book, he writes, is growing in him, though not to
begin until his spring lectures are over (which begin in
May). Your sister Sarah was kind enough to carry me
the other day to see some pencil sketches done by Stuart
Newton when in the Insane Hospital. They seemed to
me to betray the richest invention, so rich as almost to
say, Why draw any line, since you can draw all? Genius
has given you the freedom of the universe, why then come
within any walls? And this seems io be the old moral
which we draw from our fable, read it how or where you
will, that we cannot make one good stroke until we can
make every possible stroke; and when we can one, every
one seems superfluous. I heartily thank you for the good
wishes you send me to open the year, and I say them back
again to you. Your field is a world, and all men are your
spectators, and all men respect the true and great-hearted
service you render. And yet it is not spectator nor spec-
tacle that concerns either you or me. The whole world
is sick of that very ail, of being seen, and of seemliness.
It belongs to the brave now to trust themselves infinitely,
and to sit and hearken alone. I am glad to see William
Channing is one of your coadjutors. Mrs. Jameson’s new
book, I should think, would bring a caravan of travellers,
msthetie, artistie, and what not, up your mighty stream,
or along the lakes to Mackinaw. As I read I almost
vowed an exploration, but I doubt if I ever get beyond
the Hudson.

Your affectionate servant,
R. W. EMERSON.
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On the 24th of July, 1838, a little more than a
week after the delivery of the address before the
divinity school, Mr. Emerson delivered an oration
before the literary societies of Dartmouth College.
If any rumor of the former discourse had reached
Dartmouth, the audience must have been prepared for
a much more startling performance than that to which
they listened. The bold avowal which fluttered the
dovecotes of Cambridge would have sounded like the
crash of doom to the cautious old tenants of the Han-
over aviary. If there were any drops of false or ques-
tionable doctrine in the silver shower of eloquence
under which they had been sitting, the plumage of
orthodoxy glistened with unctuous repellents, and a
shake or two on coming out of church left the sturdy
old dogmatists as dry as ever.

Those who remember the Dartmouth College of that
day cannot help smiling at the thought of the contrast
in the way of thinking between the speaker and the
larger part, or at least the older part, of his audience.
President Lord was well known as the seriptural de-
fender of the institution of slavery. Not long before
a controversy had arisen, provoked by the setting up
of the Episcopal form of worship by one of the pro-
fessors, the most estimable and scholarly Dr. Daniel
Oliver. Perhaps, however, the extreme difference
between the fundamental eonceptions of Mr. Emerson
and the endemic orthodoxy of that place and time
was too great for any hostile feeling to be awakened
by the sweet-voiced and peaceful-mannered speaker.
There is a kind of harmony between boldly contrasted
beliefs like that between complementary colors