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Editorial 
br A my II 'right 

There has been much talk on campus the last few weeks about 
education, its purpose, and how our present system can be improved. 

l'here has been no disagreement as to its purpose, to create intelli
gent citizens capable of a sound a pproach to and judgment of the 

Problems facing our world societr as well as our every day personal 
ones. We do, howeve r, disagree on the method. The most frequrnt 
complaint, that a liberal a rts education is not practical enough, is, 

tjustly, I believe, based on the supposi tion that the professors' 
.ectures do not clearly correlate t he texts with li fe as we know it 
•n the dorms. Rather, I feel , this complaint should not be expla ined 
an~ brushed aside so casually and thoughtlessly, but should be 
seriously pondered over by each individual s tudent. 

. First of all , the student must realize that nothing is irrelevant 
'.

11 
this world. We have a s trong tendency to live mainly in our 

•mmediate surroundings, too greatly emphasising the present with 
only r h s •g t glances cast toward the past or the future. We should 
not look at the world only from the level of the ant, but should often 
SOar Up with the rockets and view the world as a whole. In this 
;ay We will see that we are par t of one tremendous plan, a part of 

c e ~orld l\Iachine with a very definite part to play in its effective 
t~nttnuity. If we, as a minute screw in that machine, fail, we 
a ~ow everything into confusion and stop, for a while, its precision 

0 
nl Productivity. What happens in Norton, l\Iass. affects not 

/ Y Wheaton, but New York and l\loosup, Conn. and even Mos
Prw· Perhaps immediate reactions are hard to realize, but these 
i aces have been in the past and will be in the future in some w a) 
nterdependent with the others. 

fe Secondly, we must realize that it is not only up to the pro
w ss~rs to educate us in the ways of the intellectual and practical 
ouor d. It is chieOy up to us. No one is responsible for us but we 

rselves If f 1 ' · b d · · · we ee we aren t progress111g no o y ts gomg to come 
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up from behind and push us. It is up to us to move ourselves 
voluntarily. The argument that college students have led too 
sheltered and inexperienced lives to really know the ways of the 
world, and at this age to be able to correlate events with book 
knowledge, falls flat if we realize that everyone's life is limited to 
a certain degree and that no one is ever satisfied, with the scope of 
his life. There is no better time to begin to broaden our lives than 
now, no better way to do it than by reading about our world in 
current periodicals, attending lectures, and taking courses applying 
to our society while still in college. Our current world is formed 
by the past and our future world is formed by our actions. Under· 
standing of the present through knowledge of the past will help to 
create the world of the future into which we soon must go. None 
but we make our world. It is up to us. 

Thirdly, discussions and informal talks with faculty members 
are extremely important in that they encourage us to search con· 
tinually for a clearer understanding of the world in which we live, 
Although they cannot take us by the hand and lead us blindly down 
the path we wish to go, they can through their ideas light a torch to 
start us on our journey. We too often do not take advantage of 
this aid but complain about our wandering in the dark. All the 
opportunities are here, not somewhere else, but it is up to us to dis· 
cover them and make the most of them. 

sf 
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CHILDHOOD 

by J unr Livermore Reid 

Where were you 
when the 

Eagle fell? 
You should have heard the cry 
And all the feathers bloody . 
Tipped like winter leaves 
Across the lawn. 

I heard the scream, 
Saw the feathers fall, 
Hid tearless by the orchard wall, 
Assured by fear now 

without the 
Dream entangled Dream. 

7 

d 



-

Afternoon • m New York 
by Rosly11 Roth 

She looked out of the window and thought, "If the snow 1 

doesn't pack I'll never have another thing to do with nature I" 
It was falling in soft, wet little drips and ruining hats and things 
that wandered by. It had thoroughly destroyed a small dog which, 
wet and bedraggled was being shoved down a sewer by his mistress' 

maid. 
Across the street a woman fell and didn't get up. ApparentlY 

she had broken something but none of the laughing spectators 
~ecmed to be aware of this. "Oh well," thought the girl at the 

window, "perhaps it's nothing trivial." 
"I love Park Avenue at this time of year!" she said half-aloud 

as two little boys threw ;.now down their governesses' coats and 
then bei,:an to kick the ~overne~~es with gusto, who had just ap· 
peared from round the corner. "I believe I will go out for :i 

walk," she said, and putting on her old mink she sauntered forth· 
She strolled nonchalant!} toward Fifth Avenue where she hesi· 

tated briefly and then seeing that the light was red, ~he crossed, bare!)' 
escaping a taxi as it sped down the avenue. "That was a bare 
escape!" she said, realizing that part of her coat was trailing on 

the rear of the taxi. 
An old man lay sleeping on a park bench in the falling sno,V', 

~o tip-toeing over to where he lay she silently removed one of 

the newspapers from his back and wrapped it around herself· 

Smiling pityingly at him she said softly, "Pleasant dreams!" and 

wandered into the park. ' 
It was delightful! The snow had not yet begun to pack and 

the shivering nurse-maids were huddled together on the benches 
while their little charges hurled unformed globs of moisture :it 

each other and pushed their doll-carriages and tricycles into the 
bodies of passers-by. She smiled at the children and when a doil· 
carriage struck her posterior she quietly and with a disarming grin 
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removed the china doll from its tiny blankets and dashed it to bits on 
the wet pavement. Then turning, gracefully she walked away, 
leaving the screaming child to blubber over the broken pieces. 

Advancing further into the park she saw a young couple 
fastening on their ice-skates and looking with great glee toward 
the lake, "Which," she thought, "anyone can see is not yet frozen 
solid. This should be interesting," she mused ; "Wait 'till they start 
to Put any weight on it!" and she chuckled amusedly at the thought, 
!or obviously they were too much in love to notice how thin the 
ice Was. Sure enough, as soon as the girl (for it was she who first 
~tarted forth upon the water} got four feet from the shore the 
ice began to crack and under she went. The young man, in a 
Panic, Rew out after her and of course he too plunged into the icy 
depths. "Help! Help!" they cried. She waved to them sadly and 
Wandered on. 

b Before her she saw a poorly-dressed, middle-aged woman buy a 
:g of Peanuts from an aged vender, and at once the pigeons began to 
~ Uster. The woman walked toward a bench to sit down but remem-

ered that she had left her shabby purse on the peanut stand and 
turned to fetch it. In a trice the girl had swept the little peanut bag 
up and into her sleeve, and as she passed the stand she glanced back 
once to h . 

see t e look of amazed horror on the faces of the pigeons. The \vom 
an and pea11Ut vcnder were impassive. 

of h It Was growing chilly and she turned toward home thinking 
t ~r charming apartment and of the guests who would be coming 
t~ ~inner. "Horrors, all of them!" she thought. "I shall make 
g :;r evening miserable!" and with this to spur her onward, she 
h ai Y Strode across a bridge, and stepping on a squirrel she sauntered 0rneward. 
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Marseille · New York 
by ,lladrli11e Bourdt 

"Nothing so sharply reminds a man he is 
mortal 

As leaving a place 
In a winter's morning's dark, the air on his 

face 
. 1 " Unkind as the touch of sweating meta : 

C. Day Lewis 

A few days before I left France, I was still unaware that the 
time of departure had come. War conditions were sti ll prevailing 
and therefore each telephone call to the Transatlantic Line led to 
the same result: nobody knew when there would be a boat for 
the U. S. A., if there would be a boat, from what French port it 
would sail and to what American port. One doesn't come to the 
realization of an impending departure until all the detai ls of the 
voyage having been settled, nothing else remains to be done but 
counting the days and the hours and giving to the dear, familiar 
world one's last look. In August I went for a trip in the A lps 
and forgot that I would not ~ee the Fall in France. A telegrafl'l 
brought me back home with the news that I had a passage booked 
on the "Athos Deux" which was sailing from Marsei lle (my home 
town) in a week from then. I have now forgotten how the week 
went by and only the impressions of the last day, which were so 
strong, remain tenaciously in my memory. 

The house, that day, was full of friends who had come to saY 
good-bye, but they actually saw very little of me for I was busY 
answering the telephone until the last minute. One of my brothers 
called long distance from England to give me his blessings and ask 
if I did not mind having not him see me off. I replied that I did 
not mind, on the contrary that I wished I had nobody to see me off. 
Before he hung up he found time to remind me that Harvard 
University was derived from Emmanuel College in Cambridge, 

IO 
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England, where he was and that for this reason I should send him 
immediately a detailed description of the American Cambridge, if 
I should go there sight-seeing. 

We all left home at last but once I was downstairs I was 
suddenly seized by the desire of stealing a last look at my room 
now that the phenomenon of absence had begun to act. I pretended 
that I had forgotten something and rushed back upstai rs. I glanced 
at the room from the hall, well aware that I was not part of it 
anymore and that I would come back here only in memory. Mother, 
obviously would fear solitude in the house from which, one after the 
0
.ther, all her children had taken their Aight and she would go and 

live h somew ere else. 

We arrived at the pier where the boat was waiting, which was 
not too hard to find, for it was the only pier that had escaped 
~ struction and the only boat with an air of normality about it, 
: at is, looking as if it could keep the sea. France's greatest har
Thr had become, after six years of war, an immense ship cemetery. 
h ere was something monstrous in the sight of all these ships that 
;d once sailed proudly on all the seas of the globe, now sunk in 

s allow waters among debris of crumbled wharves and storehouses, 
or lying on the ground, reclining on one side and showing all the 
Wounds caused by Allied bombardments and German blasting. 
th People were slow getting on board, as there were so many of 

em and so detailed an examination of their papers. They were 
modstly immigrants and had come from all parts of the world in 
or er t 
to A O _get one of the only steamers that was sailing from Europe 
eJc . ~enca. I had once dreamed of a long journey by sea as some 
d.~iting adventure but I soon realized that this trip would be 

1,1erent. 

aft Mother went trying to find the Captain and ask him to look 
am er me as much as possible and while she was elbowing her way 

Wit~n~ h~ndreds of people who were assaulting the officer's cabins 
look anous claims, my brother and I strolled along the deck and 
ru· ed at the beautiful view of the town, in the distance, past the 

tns of the harbour 
A . 

t sunset the hills covered by ptne trees and cypresses turn 
IJ 
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purple and the small creeks and beaches along the carved coast 
show the colourful contrast of dazzling white cliffs and green water, 
I found my country indescribably beautiful and wondered why I 
was leaving it. The bay we were contemplating had seen scores of 
wars since the first Greek ship had landed there two thousand 
years ago but its grandiose and lively beauty was unperishable, 
What man had built had been repeatedly destroyed by man. And 
both what was beyond the r,each of man and what was within his 
destructive power, serene beauty and the scars of war marked on it, 
held my heart and had no word for consolation or presage. "The 
desire going forth meets the desire returning." At that moment 
the desire returning was the strongest and I wished the boat would 
never sail. 

It sai led but I did not know it. I w as sound asleep then in mY 
berth, where Mother had tucked me in that night as all the other 
nights before. Things had not turned out the way I had imagined 
them, whenever I was thinking of the ultimate minutes. I had 
not been standing near the gangway waving my handkerchief at the 
two figures away from whom I was sailing farther and farther, 
faster and faster, while hundreds of people were accomplishing the 
~ame solemn gesture. ~o such thing had taken place. At midnight 
the boat was sti ll motionless and I had gone to bed. When 1Iother 
and my brother Christian had walked out of the cabin I had fallen 
asleep with a vague hope that the morning after I would get up 
and go home, not curious any longer of what a g reat journey could be, 

At eight, the sun pouring into the cabin through the port-hole 
woke me up. Under me, I had the feeling that the mattress was 
rolling from left to right and vice-versa and at first it seemed quite 
amusing. The two other ladies in the lower berths were still asleep 
and I wondered how we all had been able to sleep for the motion, 
insistently repeated was becoming everything but mildly rocking, 
The die had been cast: the Mediterranean w as defying us, un
experienced sailors, and had decided that for our first day on the 
high seas, we would get an idea of its unbound power. A great 
gust of enthusiasm and excitement came over me and I could hardlY 
wait until the two ladies, the young one and the old one, would 
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Wake up and share it. They did wake up, looked at me trying boldly 
to wash my teeth, glanced at each other and from that moment on 
they were friends and allies. Their common enemy, the sea, had 
bound them together, and they never quite understood how I could 
rnake myself at home on the boat. They never ventured up on the 
deck until the last day, and hardly ever in the dining-room. When
ever I would walk in the cabin I would find them lying on their 
?ack, swallowing pills and between the sacred absorption, engaging 
into endless conversations about the different remedies against sea
sickness, and asking each other languidly if rc:illy tonight they 
Would condescend to cat a little. They always used to welcome 
Ille when I would come in, for they had got into the habit of asking 
Ille reports of the state of the sea, the meteorological predictions 
~f ~he officers on board, the menus in the dining-room and the be-
aviour of the people on deck. When I told them that people were 

Packed by scores in the same cabins or sleeping at night on the deck 
a.nd in the life-boats they congratulated themselves for their privileged 
situation. Their idea of the decks was that of a hospital ward, 
\vh' h 
b ic was not accurate. The decks rather looked like one of these 
~aches at the doors of a large city on a Saturday afternoon. At 

t e end of the second day groups were already formed according to 
SYrnpath" d 'b·t · · f · · · I 'I'h ' •es an poss, , 1t1cs o commun1cat1on 111 a common anguage . 

. e rnost conspicuous couple was that of a British diplomat and his 
;1f.e, an authentic Chinese princess. The most remarkable in
a:~idual was the French painter l\Iarc Chagall, who was drawing 

day long. The only nationality which I had not thought repre-
sented b . . 
b 1. on oard was the Swiss until one day someone whom I had 

0
; ieved French turned out being from Geneva. The major topic 

th conversation was one's purpose in going to America. The 
i re~ largest categories, according to that classification were; the 
;rn,grants, the students, and the G. I. brides, of all countries. 
ande other topic was the "awf.ul" conditions of the trip, the slow 
v . overcrowded boat, the strict rationing of water, and the in-

as1011 of h fi . 
, .. • I t e rst-class deck by all third and fourth class passengers 
" 1t\ th . 
not' cir mattress ( when they had one) and their baggage. The 

Ion of . ·1 h . pnv1 ege ad been abolished altogether. And the famous 

13 
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French cooking, once the chief attraction of the Transatlantic line, 

had kept very little of its pre-war excellence. 
On the whole, the trip was without many events of importance 

until we reached New York harbour. There were no stops over. 
One morning we woke up with the Spanish coast on our right hand 
side and some hours later we discovered the African coast on the 
left and therefore knew we were passing the famous Straits of 
Gibraltar. More than the Gibraltar rock itself, the idea that we 
were embracing two continents in one glance, was exciting. Then, 
for days, there was nothing but the sea. We reached the warlll 
waters of the Atlantic and at that particular place, they were all 
white with sea-weeds named "sargassum" that, in the past, were be
lieved to be strong enough and long enough to ensnare sail-boats, 
~lany passengers were growing tired of the so-called monotony of 
the sight of smooth water all around. Rut I never did. One sunset 
and one moonrise at sea cunnprehenrl all tho beauty of all hllllSets 
and all moonrises in one's life. I even was lucky enough to behold 
the green ray of the sun at the very second it sinks below the horizon, 
One can sec it once only in a lifetime, it is said, and therefore the 
wish one makes over the green ray will be fulfilled. 

I wished that I would lo've America and that America would 
like me. 

The twelfth night of the trip, reading the bulletin board , we 
saw that the number of miles left between ;\larseille and America 
would be covered within the night and we hardly slept that night 
for fear that we would miss the Statue of Liberty if we were to 
pass it soon. As it is, we saw it during three days, wishing that we 
did not see it quite that long. A s a consequence of the tug-boats 
strike, our boat was stranded near Ellis island and everybody be
came frantic with impatience. The Captain locked his door, re
fused to ans,ver unanswerable requests and during the meals, 
broadcasted messages of encouragement and exhortation to patience, 
The Immigration officers came on board, examined our papers and 
remained indifferent and dutiful. Little boats swarmed around the 
big boat, bringing in passengers' friends and relatives. Everyone 
leaned dangerously over the rail, expressed pleasure or disappoint· 
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rnent when the faces of the boating visitors were recognizable. 
liats and bags were tied to ropes and sent down to receive the 
various gifts of food and cigarettes that the generous and well in
f?rmed natives had brought along. When, at night, we saw the 
lights of New York go on, we felt the solemnity of the minute and 
~ve held a farewell party. Even the sailors joined us. Talented 
tndividuals from far-off countries sang and danced until everyone 
felt nostalgic and dreaded the possibility ( once a certainty) that 
We Would eventually disembark. 

At last we were shifted from the "Athos Deux" 011 to a ferry 
that Was to take us to Pier 88 and the French Linc, down 42nd 
street. We waved at our big boat, forsaken on the sea. I was 
~robably the only one who sent a message of love to it. It was to 
e carried back home, where "Athos Deux" would soon sail back. 

Manhattan was in view. We shielded our dazed eyes from the 
~Ys of the setting sun and looked. Our thoughts leapt forward. 

Ur hearts were beating for we knew not what. 
" And there ended the story of the great journey. Rut the 

Annus mirabilis" of my life had just started. 

THE EONS OF CHRISTMAS PASTS 
by 11/nry Betit Goff 

Christmas appeared like a sparkling meteor 
First it trailed low in the far distance 
Gathering meaning and brilliance and speed, 
Lunging and catapulting and crashing into the Present, 
When its confusing magnificence burst upon us 
In all obliterating omnipotence! 
like an incandescent bail shattering its light 
And trinsic beauty all about us 
It passed in a flash-

That was too quick to be grasped by human mind 
And careening off into the invisible 
Where existing in oblivion 
It lies suspended somewhere m eternity 
Waiting still to rise again. 

I5 
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Timothy 
by J u11e Livermore Reid 

He said "I have a big big cave onl)' its hidden and you can't 

go there." 
Standing in the doorwa~, one thin child hand on the wood he 

was very serious, his mouth slightly open, eyes looking across the 

room to me, defensive full of joy and secret. 
"How nice! Is it far?" 
"Yes its far." He was defensive still, quiet, rubbing his leg 

with one foot. "How big do you think it is?" 
"0, very big and perhaps sacks of gold hidden in the corners." 
"I think so too". His voice was softer bubbling. 
"But don't you think that pirates might come while you arc 

gone and take the gold?" 
Elfin, thin he stood very sti ll , almost going to shout. 

"Have you been in my cave?" 
"No, not at all." 
"You can't, its mine." 
" I know." 
"I'm going back now." 
"Yes do, before the pirates, and take some bread and hone)' 

in case you are busy guarding for a long while. 
Ile smiled, teeth little and white on his lower lip, and secretly, 

in a look before he turned, we knew all about the cave. 
Ile went by the open window, scuffing the grass barefooted, 

holding crust and honey stiffiy in one hand, hopping a little, 
sideways, stepping on certain flagstones carefully, with happiness 

out of the garden. 



A. E. Irish Poet & Mystic 
by Katherine Stover 

In the July 3 1st issue of the Christia11 Century, 1935, is an 
~di to rial entitled "AE, Poet and Economist, Passes On". The t itle 
itself is significant because AE, whose real name was George William 
Russell, believed at death he did pass on-pass on to another life. 
l'o understand, even in part, Russell 's poetry, it is necessary to have 
some idea of exactly what he did believe. It is difficult to explain 
his idea of li fe in exact terms, since he himself was vague. Certainly 
his Poetry leaves the reader with only dim sensations and in com
plete ignorance of what he means. What kind of man was he whose 
~oetry was always mystical, ·who believed that life within his own 
life Was real, who talked much of the oversoul within the soul, who 
Was invariably twilight in mood? 

b In the first' place, Russell adds to the complexity of his nature 
Y Possessing a practical side along with the mysticism. Ile was for 

lllany Years actively connected with the group in Ireland who tried 
to lllake the lot of the poor less difficult. H e headed drives for 
:operatives, and traveled his country showing the farmer how 

e could achieve more from his land. He w as a brilliant economist, 
~nd in the late r years of his life t raveled in this country telling the 
. lllerican farmer of the improved methods of fanning that had been 
1

~~U~ rated in his country. H e aided Wall ace in his efforts to 
~ eviate the economic problems of the farmer after World War I. 
A. e :Was, as Edgar DeWitt Jones says in the Christian Century in 

Prtl 1938, "a mystic, yet his feet were firmly planted on the 
earth." 

E. Russell first became interested in theosophy when he read 

0:teric Buddhism by A. P. Sinnett. Russell, along with many 
s· ~r Young literary men in Dublin at the time, found in this a 
~lllth arity to their interest in the Irish past. It is not difficult to 
a e ow this flow of Eastern occultism came to be carried over into 

transcendental form of Gaelic occultism. The important thing to 

17 
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remember when reading Russell is that, according to men who 
were associated with him, he actually believed what he wrote. 
Theosophy merely gave him structure for his previous beliefs. He 
became so full of the study of Hinduism and Buddhism and Zaro· 
astrianism that he became convinced that the Mother Earth of Fire 
was a repository of Druidic wisdom. He credited to inanimate 
objects of nature, such as hills and trees, the possession of knowledge 
which man lacked. He, like the rest of Irish writers, was devoted to 
the emphasis on Irish nationalism, but he went further than the 
rest in that he actually associated the Druid Gods with those of 
the Aryans. It was from this theosophist movement that Russell 
learned about his Ancestral-Self- an idea coming direct from the 
wise men of the East. As to what this Ancestral-Self was perhaps 
his own words will explain better than any non-mystic could possibly 
do. "I know I arri a spirit- and that I went forth in old times fro!TI 
the self-ancestral to labors yet unaccomplished but, filled ever and 
again with homesickness, I made the homeward songs by the way."• 
So it was that his poems were ~o far removed from what western 
people term reality- Far above in that "twilight world" which 
typifies his poetry and is criticized so strongly by most readers. 

The average reader is almost entirely unaware of what Eastern 
philosophy consists of, and of exac tly what theosophy is. I am not, 
of course, capable of explaining it. AE himself once explained to a 
friend how to understand. The simplicity of the explanation is 
intriguing. To comprehend this world of oversoul and twilight 
merely sit, think of a circle, and try to exclude everything else fro!TI 
your mind !2 The Eastern religious man sits under a tree and 
identifies himself with the indeterminate continuum! 

To see how closely AE's poetry resembles the sacred literature 
of the East, it is necessary only to take a cursory glance at the Vedas 
and the U pmzislwds, sacred writings of the Hindus, or at the Zaro· 
astrian H ym11s. His poetry when read aloud seems like the chants 
of the sacred literature, and as his friend Mary M. Colum has ex· 
pressed it, "AE's poetry is the language of a chant uttered in sorne 
temple to monotonous music, but how deep is the emotion he could 
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get into the chant !"3 

To what extent has AE adopted the Hindu and Buddhist 
Philosophies? Not from his poems can I find any definite instances, 
except the vagueness of them which is so like the literature of the 
East. From what Russell himself has been quoted as saying it is 
obvious that he believed in the Hindu idea of there being various 
~ives which the soul lives through before he attains heaven and even 
•n heaven there are various stages to pass through. To quote Russell , 
"T here are many heavens, you know, at least seven, and how many 
rnore, nobody knows."4 

H is idea of the soul being all-important and everlasting can 
~ave no more apt description than that of an ancient Indian sage ... 
When the sun is set, and the moon is set , and the fire is out, 

the soul is the light of man."!5 

AE has a definite belief in animism, giving to the Earth itself 
a soul and a knowledge. This is exactly the feeling that is found in 
the Aryan Veda,. 

l In 1923 Russell wrote a prose work entitled The lnterprrters. 
n this work he gives a practical interpretation of his mystical beliefs 

cone · 
ernmg the soul and the oversoul. He shows how a world state 

c~uld be achieved, not through technology and science, but through 
t e Purification of man's soul. The author of The Shape of Things 
;"d. Alan, an article discussing this work, says of it that Russell's 
eeling d · · · d' h · · fl h b d f an nnagmat10n ra 1atc t cir 111 uence to t e oun ary 

0 
the World soul as stars shed their light through space."6 So even 

~Uch a Work we will find permeated with his mystical beliefs. There 
is a defi . 1 p . . 

nite e ement of lato111sm here, but even Plato was mfluenced 
:catJy by the Greek mystery religions which savored very much of 

c Far East. 

, It is indeed difficult to ascertain how much of AE's mysticism 
t~as due to his patriotism and how much his patriotism was due to 
t e theosophic trend which other Irish literary men were attracted 
; at this time. His devotion to Ireland was sincere and his senti
a e'.lts toward it and the Irish Renaissance are summed up in an 
rticlc wr'tt b h' · C · h' R 1 en y 1m m 192 r.. oncer111ng 1s country ussell 

19 



• 

RUSHLIOHT 

said, "What began greatly I think will end greatly, and there wi!l 
be some flare-up of genius before the torch of the Gael is extinguished 
and it becomes like the torch once held by the Greeks and other 
races of genius which are now but memories in Eternal Mind."7 

He did believe in the greatness of Ireland then, and in the twilight 
world. Perhaps he is to be praised rather than condemned for his 
complete devotion to these two subjects exclusively. Certainly it is 
to his credit that he was sincere in what he wrote, and not merely 
following the theme of the day. It remains up to the reader whether 
or not he can grasp its significance. 

1. Padriac Colum, "Faith and Works af AE", Nation, cxu (July 31, 
1936), 117. 
~. F.rank O'Connor, "Two Frienc!s : Yeats and AE", Yale R,evierto, 
XXVIII ( Sept., 1939), 60. 
3. Mary M. Colum, "AE", Sl'll11l'<lay Review of Litcratw·c, XII 
(July 27, 1935), 12. 
4. Edgar DeWitt Jones, "An Eve ning With AE", Christiani Ccnhu1'1/, 
(April 20, 1938), 492. 
6. John Claiik Archer, Faiths .'\,fen Live By (New York: Ronald 
Press Company, 1934), p. 223. 
6 Donald Davidson, "The Shape of Things ant! Men", American 
Reww, VII (June, 1936), 244. 
7. AE, "Irish Anticipations", Surrey, XLVII (Nov. 26, 1921), 294, 

The Trees 
by Roslyn Roth 

Dark is the night without and the heart within. The sickness 
of body and mind thwa rts the light but thrives on murk, within 
and without. That is why they are coming to shut out my light, 
the trees. From the hills above my cabin they descend slowly, like 
an army creeping, camouflaged, cautious, cruelly cutting away the 

light from the narrow windows. 
And I lie upon the hard, narrow bed into which there is no 

soft turning for escape from the approaching blackness, for it is 
not more than a board, unyielding and cruel. There I lie and pain 
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creeps cruelly, cutting away all light from the narrow windows to 
the narrow, hard bed, and I lie there seeing only the wind as it 
stalks from corner to dark corner of the cabin, whispering loudly 
that they are coming, the trees. 

Long have I lived alone in this woods; lonely never ( for I 
arn rnad). Mad women laugh often and are not lonely. It is 
long since I have laughed for they have been coming now for ten 
days, the tiees. Coming down from the sloping hill above, sloping 

d~wn they have been coming, the evergreens, the gently pointed 
Pines, the slow-moving pines. They are gentle but they shut out 
the light. 

Coming from the fields are the bare brown-branched, with 
fingers pointing in all directions as though they, cannot decide what 
they Want, but point desireously to all while deciding. Y ct, when 
they decide, I have seen the long, lifeless limbs lifted and driven in 
one direction-when they decide there is no stopping them, these 
trees that come from the hills and the fields. They are naked 

~nd scrawny but they are strong even though they are grey and 
I no.tty. They and I arc grey-but I am a woman and it is worse. 
t is Worse to be powerless and a woman, but to be a tree is to 

tnove slowly in until you surround her cabin and shut out all light, 
Yot~ trees. 

h 
1 

\Vhy do they come, why? ( Or do I think these tears will 
e P me see?) But why do they come? I never looked too much 

at th 1· h e 1g t. I never looked more than my share at the day. And 
soon it ·u b f . . k' f I h W1 e orever night, and my last. U llJUSt, un ·md, or 
t ave not had my meager fill. But there is no stopping them, my 
ears, these trees that creep down ,unceasingly as the night descends 

Ul)On th ' l h th e gnmgreyness of the ta! mountain above my ouse, and 
f e trees begin to run down the side of the mountain. Do they 

/ab'. they will be late? I shall not go, nor shall I stray from my 
a Ill f 

in or two tall trees, grey and brown from the field have reached 
.. / cab!n door now, and like sentinels they block the path from 

1/ cabin. l am a prisoner. I do not wish to leave. I do not. 
rom the hills they come, and from the fields. And there is not 
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a house for twenty-seven miles, nor a human. 
Strange shadows are these that now take up so much of the 

room in my cabin. They are closing in now, and each as it takes 
its place outside casts a new dark shadow blackly across the Hoor of 
my cabin. So manr trees that the corners smile back at their 
images in the darkness of the enclosing forest. Perhaps I am not 
mad for I am beginning to feel rather lonely now, although I :un 
not in the least afraid. Of what? Of the trees? Theirs is the 
outside, mine the inside. There is darkness within and without 
but within it is but a shadow of that greater darkness which it 
reflects. So I am not afraid, but onlr a little lonely. For there 

are many of them and I am alone. 
\Vhen I was a little girl my mother used to read stories to me 

of friendly forests. I wonder where they are now, they and mr 
mother? Mr mother and her friendly forests . "= • my father was 
so angry once, and sick that he threw the bottle out the window, 
and fell to the floor and my mother put him to bed; and that night 
the wind and the storm blew a tall, thin grey tree down in our 
yard, and it fell strangely with one of its long, dry branches scrap
ing over the window sill and drooping across the sill into the front 
parlor. It was strange to see. It was so strange that l didn't even 
pretend anything about it and I was glad when my mother tried to 
shove it back out again. She couldn't though, no, I remember ·she 
couldn't. \\fha5 did she do? She cut it off. I'd forgotten about 

that. 
Coming from the fields and the hills are the grey grim, the 

trees. If I lean up on one elbow I can see them closing in silently, 
firs and the bare trees. They glide slowly up in groups of three 
and four and take root in the frost outside my cabin. They can 
do that because there are so many of them. They can and the}' 
will. But I am not afraid because in here I am safe; my windows 
have glass and I can se~ out and they can see in, but that is all, 
That is all. They should know better than to think anything else, 
but I know what they think ... and they' re wrong. My windows 
are glass. 
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All right, all right, that's enough. It's dark enough. What 
do You want me to do? I'm sorry-I say I'm sorry-no more now. 
That's enough. It's dark enough. How will I see? 
. Stop it I Oh, they aren't going to stop ever. And the blackness 
is. complete in here, in this dark cabin. The wind is still, and the 
Wind is still. And everything else is still. Even the darkness, 
P~rpetual now, unmoving, unshadowed by any strains of light is 
still. So many trees stand outside my cabin that there is no light 
and all is still in the darkness. l\ly windows are of glass, but am I 
~afe? To lie here on this hard bed is insane. I must do some
ting. They seem to be crowding in and though my cabin is strong 

h
don't like the way they move closer all around me on all sides. I s 

t e \ · d O vin ow locked? Get up and see. It hurts--get up and see. 
S II my knees-because I am not strong, not because I am afraid . 
. <>on I will be at the window which shuts out all light. The glass 
~ so cold and black and all is so still. Oh just one sound-one 
uman sound before I am trampled upon by these that close in 

around me-but my cabin is strong and all they can do is stare at 
Ille-they cannot come in. They cannot come in. They cannot 
Conic in-they wouldn't dare-I'm a human. They make no sign 
so they must be plotting. I shall plot too. Now bed, be soft just 
once when l run and hide my fac<; in you. Be soft, bed, for they 
are pl · h ott111g. The floor is hard and my knees are sore. Both my 
d ands are warming the cold window glass-with my hand there I 
t 

0
k not see so much darkness. At least it is human darkness. But 

a 
1 
e them down and look-so I will. They don't say anything, 

on Y Stare, motionless. I am afraid for my sanity. Why does that 
~earest one move its long grey gnarled branch- the twigs extend
ang from the stem are fingers, and my window is of glass. Turn 
Way 

t ' away, go away. So still. Advancing slowly the branch 
0 Illy . 

in II Window. So still. It doesn't touch-yet-but now-God 
s eaven-the noise I I shall go mad, stop it I Stop it! Stop 
. Cratch. 
ac mg at my window--stop tearing your sharp grey nails 
O tolss my window. Wait, wait, only stop and I will let you in I 

n Y stop! 
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INSOMNIA 

by 1 une Liwrmore Reid 

Deeply from the leaves 
The clock strikes 
Three sounds across 
The April branches. 
I hear the soft 
Padding of the tiger 
Under the window, moving 
From the lilacs 
To the pond and drinking 
I listen for the snap 
Of hyacinth stems 
And the wet earth giving 
Under his paws. 
He walks under the grape leaves 
\ Vatches the sky obliquely 
For signs of morning. 
He drinks from the flowers 
i\luzzle cruel and soft against 
The little leaves. 

At ten in the morning 
Picking gentian by the pool 
I see the headless 
Stems above the path. 
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Grey Day 
hy Roslyn Roth 

. The Grey days were the worst, she realized, as she saw the 
veil drawn across the face of the sky by the pale clouds. Days 
When the world walked in grey. Grey world when the days stepped 
forth like pale ghosts, enshrouded, from the tomb of white yester
~ars. These were the days that made her see herself, rather than 
~ herself. There was no escaping it- there she stood, before a 

g'.r) sitting on a pile of wood-performing for the gi rl on the wood
pile, the audience of her uninhabited body. 

"Wh at is worse," she thought, "than to be forced to view the 
a~ts of a foolish child whom you know to be yourself-to see for 
t e millionth time the stupidity of the past you-to feel again 
and aga · h · · · d d · · k · h h . ' ' tn t c agony 111 rcv1cw111g ea JOy-111 ·nowrng t at ap-
Piness such as this once existed and can be no more? There can be 
no Worse suffering, for this is eternal, and will never leave me. 

"I 
1 

ntangib le suffering, which twists the mind into a prostrate 
8 

ave of spoiled emotion--if the sun shines tomorrow, you will be 
gone, but I shall rejoice l ittle in the brief respite. On the next 
grey <l 
t ay to come, I know you will return from your pale tomb 
0 torture and ruin me ... " 

sk I :\Iartin stood before her. "Walk?" he said. "Look at that 
it y Beautiful, beautiful grey, grey sky with winter a promise in 
; Pale eyes. \Valk with me, Love, and I wi ll promise you gifts 

: grey <lays to come, grey days to share; the only day1, when you 
an realize how impossible your dreams are and not even care." 

"N ar h ' Ot even care," she answered with her heart, "because you 
e ere, and these arc your days and you would make them mine." 

to d And then they would walk and walk through the country on 
fe a s dusty with dead dropped leaves which crackled beneath their 

Ct-thr h d . . so h oug reams which cou ld never come true, but which 
Ille OW d 'd ' cou)d . 1 '.1 t matter, for what good were dreams when the world 

give birth to such impossible beauty as a grey day? 
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The pa111 111 her bowed mind grew wor~e as she awakened 
from her reveri<.'-Stupid heart I Where is Martin? Lost in a 
grey daze of unreality-incapable of facing truth, unable to hold 
tightly to a tangibility-always calling it an unreal thing and 
claiming that reality lay in the creativity of the mind; that life was 
like a lump), lifelc~s, lustless piece of grey clay until some divine 
spark of individual force took hold of it and molded it into a living 
promise of truth-:.\1 artin, . .. have rou found your truth? Or 
do you wander, ~till clutching rour lifeless clay, over roads covered 
with dusty, dead leaves, alone on a grey dar? 

"l am not alone," said the figure before the woodpile-the 
actress, the fool. "l am not lost for I have discarded all thoughts 
of dreamless days. l am real, and my life is real, and my hu~band 
is real. Go away, :.\lartin, for I do not need your hand in mine 
on the lonely road, and you rs is filled with clay. I am in a worlcl 
apart--<>r is it you who are apart? It matters not, for life is full 
of todar for me. l can forget grey yesterdays-I can forget gre)' 
tomorrows to come. I can forget beautifully and with a precise 
technique that which I have allowed to escape me forever. I ca11 

forget . . . except on days such as this, when the grey world steps 
forth from the tomb of white yesterdays, and clouds my vision with 
once-felt love, and remembrances of days when grey dreams might 
die on a lonelr road with none to mourn them." 



City of God 
A Dramatic Dialogue on the Philosophy of Emerson 

by Lois R enouf 

Cast of Characters 

Ernerson · Fourth 
First Voice Fifth 

Second Voice Sixth 
1'h' 1rd Voice 

Voice 

Voice 

Voice 

(The curtain rises. It is sl,ortly be/ ore dawn. Emeoon is seated 
0
;

1 a,, old log all alo11f, watcl,ing tl,e stars overl,ead, tl,er, looking 

~ ' 011Yhtfully about l,im into tl,e darkened deptl,s of woods. T!,ere 

ish the de-wy wetness of a New England summer 11ight. Though 
t ere are no other figure,s 011 tl,e stage, 011e /eels a11 awareness of 
a div ine spirit though tl,e attitude of Emerso11 J,imulf n11d the 
111J'Ste ' t rious quality of the woods. Gradually his attention is drawn 

,; a fallen /en/ 11ear his f re f. He picks it up a11d examines it ns 
10 119 /, ' t I ld t • /, I 1· of 1 ,1e tne nnJWer to a riddle. u a few 1110111n1 ts t,1e rust tllfl 

t fo otsteps am ong the low busl,es is heard n11d unsee,, 111en begin 

/ speak. Emers<>11 does not stmt, but slowly /if ts his l,ead a11d 
IS tens l • h 

1 
' as t 10119/, he lznd almost expected them. They /,al/ groan, 

1
; f speak in disillu,sioned and d istressed voices. As each 011e speaks 

e others make barely audible sounds of distress.) 

Ii . First Voice: God, God, I can't find God! There is no re
gion, no God. I can't fi nd him. 

\\T Second V oicc: What is the meanmg of nature? Why? 
hy? Where is the answer? 

'I'hird Voice: H ow w ill I ever know where I belong m the 
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universe? \Vhat i, mr nature? Where 1s the answer to life? 

Someone help me! 

F1Jurth Voice: How can I bear this time of horror, this tillle 
of decay? The Past, the Past, lead me to the great yesterday, 

Fi/ ti, Voice: Alone, all my life, alone. 0 for a friend, a 
true friend. Somewhere in the world I must find someone to love, 

Sixth Voice: A genius, a genius to teach me knowledge. 
must find knowledge. Guide me, Someone! 

{011e by 011e they emerge fr om the woods anti e11/er the clearillf/• 

They look tired a11d dirty and wear clothes tli'at have bee11 good, 

but 110w are rumpled and sligl,t/J· lorn from tl,eir lo11g search in 

the woods. The}' don't see E111erso11 al first, then 110/ice him (If 

if l,e were a curiosity.) 

Si>.·th I' oice : Who are you? Why are you here? 

Emerso11: I am man. l am all. The root of all things is in me, 
l contemplate the stars. Ah, if the stars should appear one night 
in a thousand years, how would men believe and adore; and pre· 
serve for manr generations the remembrance of the city of God 
which has been shown. But every night come out these envoys 
of beauty, and light the universe with their admonishing smile. 

First Voice: You seem wise. 

Second I' 1Jice: Yes ! Yes! 

Fourth V oicc: Perhaps he can tell me . 

,/II together: Help us, help us! 

(TJ,ey gather around Emerson, four silling 011 the ground, 011e OIi 

tl,e log beside J,im , a11d one 011 a large stone which is slightly raised 

out of the eartl, in which it is embedded. The}' sit down wearily, 

as though tl,ey /,ad rel1ched their goal after a long journey.} 

First Voice: 

Does God exist? 

Gi\'e us of your wisdom. Tell us of religion· 

I have searched for so long! 

A 
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Emerso11: 0 my brothers, God exists. There is a soul at the 
centre of nature and over the will of every man, so that none of 
us can wrong the universe. It has so infused its strong enchant
ll'lent into nature that we prosper when we accept its advice, and 
When we struggle to wound its creatures our hands are glued to 
our sides, or they beat our own breasts. The whole course of things 
goes to teach us faith. We need only obey. There is guidance for 
~ch of us, and by lowly listening we shall hear the right word. 

he true doctrine of omnipresence is that God appears with all his 
Part · s 111 every moss and cobweb. The value of the universe con-
t~ives _to throw itself into every point. If the good is there, so is 
t. e evil; if the affinity, so the repulsion; if the force, so the limita
;•on. Not through subtle subterranean channels need friend and 
·,a~t be drawn to their counterpart, but, rightly considered, these 

t lings . C ff Proceed from the eternal generation of the soul. ause and 
; ect are two sides of one fact. Nature is ever the ally of Religion: 
ends all her pomp and riches to the religious :,entiment. 

Second fl oice: Then Nature is of God? 

J Emerson: The aspect of nature is devout. Like the figure of 
b esus, she stands with bended head, and hands folded upon the 

;east. The happiest man is he who learns from nature the lesson 
0 

Worship. Nature is loved by what is best io us. It is loved 
:is the city of God. 

Second V oiu: And what arc her secrets ? 

a d 
Emerso11: ~lotion or change and identity or rest are the first 

• n se d of I con secrets of nature: Motion and Rest. The whole code 
'\r ler laws may be written on the thumbnail, or the signet of a ring. 
•'latur · 
ag . e •s the incarnation of a thought, and turns to a thought 
an~•n, as ice becomes water and gas. The world is mind precipitated, 
fr the volatile essence is forever escaping again into the state of 
Re·~ thought. There arc no fixtures in nature. The universe is gtb and volatile. Permanence is but a world of degrees. Our 
th~ e ~een by God is a transparent law, not a mass of facts. Every-

ng 111 nature contains all the powers of nature. Everything is 
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made of one hidden stuff. There is no end, but every end is a 
beginning. 

Third Voice: But man, is he like Nature? 

Emerson: As a plant upon the earth, so a man rests upon the 
bosom of God. :\Ian is a stream whose course is hidden. Our 
being is descending into us from we know not whence. The most 
exact calculator has no prescience that somewhat incalculable maY 
not balk the very next moment. I am constrained every moment 
to acknowledge a higher origin for events than the will I cail 
mme. 

Third Voice: It is through the soul, then, that we rest ort 
God. \\That is this soul of which men speak? 

Emerson: There is one soul which animates all men. Whert 
it breathes through man's intellect, it is genius; when it breathes 
through his will, it is virtue; when it Hows through his affection, it 
is love. All goes to show that the soul in man is not an organ, but 
animates and exercises all the organs: is not a function, like the 
power of memory, of calculation, of comparison, but uses these as 
hands and feet; is not a faculty, but a light; is not the intellect or the 
will, but the master of the intellect and the will; is the background of 
our being, in which ther lie-an immensity not possessed. Frol11 
within or from behind, a light shines through us upon things and 
makes us aware that we are nothing, but the light is all. The soul 
knows no persons. It invites every man to expand to the full 
circle of the universe, and will have no preference but those of 
spontaneous love. One mind is everywhere active, in each ray of 
the star, in each wavelet of the pool. Within man is the soul of 
the whole; the wise silence; the universal beauty, to which ever}' 
part and particle is equallr related; the eternal ONE. In the 
nature of the soul is the compensation for the inequalities of con· 
dition. The soul is superior to its knowledge, wiser than any of 
its works. 

First Voice: Has this always been and will it always be? 
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Emerson: Before the revelations of the soul, Time, Space 
and Nature shrink away. The soul is. Under all this running sea 
of · 
I' circumstances, whose waters ebb and flow with perfect balance, 
•es the aboriginal abyss of real Being. Essence, or God, is not a 
relaf •on or a part, but the whole. 

Third V .oice: And man partakes, then, of this essence. 

Emerson: Of the universal mind each individual man is one 
;ore incarnation. There is one mind common to all individual men . 
. very man is an inlet to the same and to all of the same. He that 
18 t 1ce admitted to the right of reason is made a freeman of the 
w ole estate. Who hath access to this universal mind is a party 

~fall that is or can be done, for this is the only and sovereign agent . 
. 11 the works of this mind history is the record. Its genius is 
1 

Ustrated by the entire series of days. ~Ian is explicable by 
nothing less than all his history. The wheels and springs of man 
are all set to the hypothesis of the permanence of nature. We are 
not built like a ship to be tossed, but like a house to stand. 

Third Voice: Now I sec .. . ah, man as the child of nature! 

i A Emerson: The first in time and the first in importance of the 
11 uen 

1 ces upon the mind is that of nature. It stretches out her arms 
o emb 

its .. race man, only let his thoughts be of equal greatness. In 
a dminist ry to man, it is not only the material, but also the process 
h:r d the result. All the parts incessantly work into each other's 
h 

1
d s for the profit of man. But man carries the world in his 

ea th ne ' e whole astronomy and chemistry suspended in a thought. 
is ~ause the history of nature is characterized in his brain, therefore 

e the prophet and discoverer of her secrets. 

Si:r:tl, Voice: And the history of man, what of that? 

Emerson· History shall no longer be a dull book. It shall \Valk . . 
hist incarnate in every just and wise man. Civil and natural 
in/?• the history of art and of literature, must be explained from 

lVrdual history, or must remain words. Every revolution was 
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once a thought in one man's mind, and when the same thought 
occurs to another man, it is the key to that era. Every reform was 
once a private opinion, and when it shall be a private opinion again, 
it will solve the problem of the age. The world exists for the 
education of each man. There is no age or state of society or mode 
of action in history to which there is not somewhat corresponding 
in man's life. I l e should see that he can live all history in hi, 
own person. He must si t solidly at home, and not suffer himself to , 
be bullied by king,; or empires, but know that he is greater than 
all the geography and all the government of the world. Along with 
the civil and metaphysical history of man, another history goes 
daily forward-that of the external world in which he is not less 
strictly implicated. He is the compend of time ; he is also the 
correlative of nature. His power consists in the multitude of hi, 
affinities, in the fact that his life is intertwined with the whole chain 
of organic and inorganic being. If all public facts are individualized, 
all private facts generalized, then at once history becomes fluid and 

true, and Biography deep and sublime. 

Fi/ th Voice: Deep and sublime? What of man's traits? 

E111er;o11: ;\Ian has wisdom and intellect. The invariable 
mark of wisdom is to see the miraculous in the common. To the 
wise, therefore, a fact is true poetry, and the most beautiful of 
fables. But we are all wise. The difference between persons j; 

not in wisdom but in art. This is why we must learn the language 
of facts. The most wonderful inspirations die with their subject 
if he has no hand to paint them to the senses. The ray of light ; 
passes invisible through space and only when it falls on an object 
1s tt seen . Intellect is void of affection and sees an object as it 
stands in the light of science, cool and disengaged. The intellect 
goes out of the individual, floats over its own personality, and re· 
gards it as a fact, and not as / and mi11e. It searches out the 
absolute order of things as they stand in the mind of God, and 1 

without the colors of affection. Entire self reliance belongs to th' 
intellect. But remember, that he that thinks most, will say least . Yet 
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charact . h' h h . . er is 1g er t an intellect. Thinking is the function. Living 
IS the f . unct1onary. 

First Voice: You tell us then there is virtue in the world and 
111 tnan. 

Emerson: Yes. The sentiment of virtue 1s a reverence and 
deli<>ht . h f · d · · 1 I . h dh . . " 111 t e presence o certam 1v111e aws. t 1s t e a erence 111 
action to the nature of things and the nature of things makes it 

~revalent. It con~i~ts in a perpetual substitution of being for seem· ;~g, and with sublime propriety God is described as saying, I AM. 
eauty is the mark God sets upon virtue. Rut to really know man , 

r.011 rnust know society. There is One :\Ian-present to all par-
hcula . 

k 
• r men only partially or through one faculty; and you must 

ta e th I I . fi . f e w 10 e society to nd the whole man. :\I an 1s not a 
armer, or a professor, or an engineer, but he is all. 

t Fi[tl, f'oice: Now tell me of man's real life. l look for a 
( 1e friend, )Ct I understand not how to live. lf I knew, perhaps 

Would find one. 

in . E11,ersr.,11: :\Ian's life is a progress, :md not a stat ion. His 

bt~~•nct is trust. All our progress is an unfoldinl!, like the vegetable 
• c • Yo11 have first an instinct, then an opinion, then a knowledge, 
;'.~dthe plant has root, bud and fruit. Trust the instinct to the 
t ' .tho11gh you can render no reason. It is vain to hurry it. By 
rusting · \\th •t to the end, it shall ripen into truth and yo11 shall know 

it ~ You believe. Every spirit builds ihelf a house, and be)ond 
,, s ouse a world, and beyond its world a heaven. Build therefore 
,our 
in own world. As fast as you conform your life to the pure idea 
\V,rour mind, that will unfold its great proportions. In our world 

in~·are ~trong, but our strength grows out of our weakness. The 

11 '.g
1
'nation which arms itself with secret forces docs not awaken 

llt1 W 
al e are pricked and stung and sorely assailed. A great man is 

\Vays willing to be little. Whilst he sits on the cushion of ad
vantage h 
he h s, e goes to sleep. \Vhen he is pushed, tormented, defeated, 

as a chance to learn something; he has put on his wits, on his 
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manhood ; he has gained facts; learns his ignorance, is cured of the 
insanity of conceit; has got moderation and real skill; the wise 
man throws himself on the side of his assailants. It is more his 
interest than it is theirs to find his weak point. In the end, what 
your heart thinks great, is great. The soul's emphasis is always 
right. But to be great is to be misunderstood. Trust thyself: 
every heart vibratC3 to that iron string. Insist on yourself; never 
1m1tate. Your own gift you can present everr moment with the 
cumulative force of a whole life's cultivation; but of the adopted 
talent of another you have only an extemporaneous half possession, 
That which each man can do best, none but his maker can teach 
him. That only profits which is profitable. Life alone can im· 
part life; and though we should burst we can only be valued as 
we make ourselves valuable. And who so would be a real mall, 
must be a non-conformist. He who would gather immortal palms 
must not be hindered by the name of goodness but must explore if it 1 

be goodness. Nothing is at last sacred but the integrity of your 
own mind. Absolve you to yourself, and you shall have the 
suffrage of the whole world. No law can be sacred to me but that 
of my nature. Good and bad arc but names readily transferable 
to that or this; the only right isl what is after my constitution; the 
only wrong what is against it. Speak the truth, and all nature aud 1 

all spirits help you with unexpected furtherance. Speak the truth, 
and all things alive or brute are vouchers, and the very roots of the 
grass underground there do seem to stir and move to bear you 
witness. 

Third Voice: And when we act deliberately? 

Emerson: Remember, an action is the perfection and publica· 
tion of thought. Real action is in silent moments. The epochs of 
our life are not in the visible facts of our choice of a calling, our 
marriage, our acquisition of an office, and the like, but in a silent 
thought by the wayside as we walk; in a thought which revises our 
entire manner of life and says, 'Thus hast thou done, but it were 
better thus.' So at these times, listen and feel God. You witl 
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know that you cannot do wrong without suffering wrong. The 
~xclusionist in religion does not see that he shuts the door of 
~aven on himself, in striving to shut out others. It is easy in 

;. e World to live after the world's opinion; it is easy in solitude to 
•;c after your own; but the great man is he who in the midst 

0 
I' the crowd keeps with perfect sweetness the independence of 

so •tude. I obey no law less than the eternal l:rw. 

Fourtl, Voice: Your timeless wisdom makes my search im
P<>ssible. I am searching for escape into the past-back to the golden 
)'esterday. 

Emerso11: I unsettle all things. No facts arc to me sacred; 
;one are profane; I simply experiment, an endless seeker with no 
bast at my back. Thus there is no sleep, no pause, no preservation, 

1.~t all things renew, germinate and spring. · Nothing is secure but 1 
e, transition, the energizing spirit. No truth so sublime but it 

rn~y be trivial tomorrow in the light of new thoughts. People 
Wqh t b . 
h O e settled; only as far as they are unsettled 1s there any 
ope for them. 

is F ourt I, Voice: But is there no security in yesterday? There 
no 0 ne who can unsettle the works of great men like Plato. 

Wh Emerso11: When a thought of Plato becomes a thought to me
rn en a truth that fired the soul of Pindar fires mine, time is no 
so o~e. When I feel that we two meet in a perception, that our two 

011
u s are tinged with the same hue, and do as it were run into 

F.~ "'.hy should I measure degrees of latitude, why sho.uld I count 
riv f tJan years? We do not believe there is any force in today to 
of\ or recreate that beautiful yesterday. We linger in the ruins 
nor\ e _old tent where once we had bread and shelter and organs, 
can elievc that the spirit can feed, cover, and nerve us again. We 
Wee

110
: find aught so dear, so sweet, so graceful. But we sit and 

for P in vain. The voice of the Almighty saith, 'Up and onward 
We e~errnore I' We cannot stay amid the ruins. Neither will 

re Y on the new; and so we walk ever with reverted eyes, like 
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those monstors who look backwards. The new statement is alwars 
hated by the old, and, to those dwelling in the old, comes like an 
abyss of ~cepticism. If therefore a man claims to know and speak of 
God and carries you backward to the phraseology of some old 
mouldered nation in another countrv, in another world, belie,·e 
him not. Is the acorn better than th~ oak which is its fulness and 
completion? Is the parent better than the child into whom he has 
cast his ripened being? Whence then this worship of the pa~t? 
The centuries are conspirators against the sanity and authorit)' 

of the soul. Time and space are but psychological colors which 

the eye makes, but the soul is light; whence it is, is day; whe~e 
it was, is night; and history is an impertinance and an injury af 
it he anything more than a cheerful apologue or parable of nir 
being or becoming. Life lies behind us as the quarry from whence 
we get tiles and copestones for the masonry of today. Idealisf11 
sets our conceptions aright, for it sees the world in God. It behold, 
the whole circle of persons and things, of actions and events, of 
country and religion, not as painfully accumulated, atom after 1 
atom, act after act, in an aged creeping Past, but as one vast picture 
which God paints 011 the instant eternity for the contemplation of 
the soul. 

Fifth 1'1Jia: People, then, must be a flash of life in this in
stant of eternity. How am I to find a true friend in this changing 
world. 0, I hardly know what love is. 

E111crsfJ11: You mis, much, my friend. Once a man exper· 

iences love he never forgets the visitations of that power to hi; 
heart and brain, which created all things anew; which was the 
dawn in him of music, poetry and art; which made the face of 

nature rad iant with purple light, the morning and the night varied 
enchantments; when a single tone of one voice could make the hellft 

hound, and the most trivial circumstances associated with one fon11 

is put in the amber of memory; when he became all eye when on_e 
was present, and all memory when one was gone. Love, which ,; 
the essence of God, i, not for levitr, but for the total worth of n11111• 
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But only that soul can be close to me which I encounter on the line 

~f ~y own march, that soul to which I do not decline and does not 
. ecline to me, but native of the same celestial latitude, repeats in 
tts own all my experience. Friendship is made of truth and 
tenderness. The only way to have a f-riend is to be one-and when 
You l' 
f I 

rea tze such a closeness, respect so far the holy laws of the 
e lowsh · · d · · f fl b · · f . tp as not to preJu ice its per ect ower y your 1mpat1ence ;r its opening. We must be our own before we can be another's. 

h nd when you find such a one and give unto him, remember that 
:he only. gift is a portion of thyself. The gift, to be true, must be 
h. e flowing of the giver unto me, correspondent to my flowing unto 

101
· When the waters are at level, then my goods pass to him. 

and his t o me. 

. Sixt/, I' oice: I search not for a friend. Many such have I 
given 
f Unto and they unto me. I am poor in knowledge. I look 
\or a genius to give me knowledge. But how will I know him when 
ve meet? 

b 1. Emerson: Perhaps you yourself arc a genius-you arc if you 
e ieve · . · 

\vh . tn yourself. To believe your own thought, to believe that 
is at 15 true for you in your private heart is true for all men-that 
(' ge.nius. Intellect lies behind genius, which is intellect constructive. 
1en1us I k f . . h d no . ' oo s orcward: the eyes of man are set in his fore ca , 

t tn 1 · h' h . rel' . lts tnd cad: man hopes, gen111s creates. Rut genius is 
st tgious. It is a larger imbibing of the common heart. We arc 

11ng b h 
th Y t e desire for new thought; hut when we receive a new 

ought . . 
\ve it 1s only the old thought with a new face, and though 

lllak · en . h e tt our own we instantly crave another; we are not really 
r1c ed F 

fro · •or the truth was in us before it was reflected to us 
of ~i"atura\ objects; and the profound genius will cast the likeness 
ab a creatures into every product of his wit. The heart which 
\\roa~dons itself to the Supreme Mind finds itself related to all its 
Po r s, and will travel a royal road to particular knowledges and 

\\rers. 

(1/s E 
lll erso11 speaks the dov.Jn is breaking and a faint glow of the 
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ri,sing sun gradually penetrates the scene as t/re play draws to a 
close. D ,uring Emerson's final speech the mw seem to riotice tht 
woods about them as if they were seeing tl,em for tl,e first time,) 

0 my friends, consider your world of wonder. Know that 
today is but a moment of time, but it is yours. Our age is re
trospective. It builds the sepulchres of the fathers. It writes 
biographies, histories, and criticism. The foregoing generations be· 
held God and nature face to face; we, through their eyes. WhY , 
should not we also enjoy an original relation to the universe? Whl' 
should we not have a poetry and philosophy of insight and not of 
tradition, and a religion by revelation to 11S, and not the history of 
theirs? Embosomed for a season in nature, whose floods of life strea111 

around and through us, and invite us, by the powers they suppl)', 
to action proportioned to nature, why should we grope among thC 

dry bones of the past, or put the living generation into masquerade 

out of its faded wardrobe? 

( rl s Emerson /i11isl,es the last smtences /re slowly raites /,is artTI 
to gesture toward tl,e s1111 wl,icl, is rising over his left shoulder, 
011 stage rig/rt. As /re speak, tl,e meri, who /,ave bte,,1 facing in this 
direction and tl,e one sitting beside Emerson, slowly rise and farf 
eastward toget/rer. Tire glow has increased, thougl, the szm itstlf 

1 

is not sem at all. Tl,ere is onl}' a promise of full day when tht 
curtain falls. Emersori remains seated, l,i.J arm upstretched, and tht 

men stand off and back of wl,ere he is sitting.) 

The sun shines today also. There is more wool and flax in die 
fields. There are new lands, new men, new thoughts. Let us ' 
demand our own works and laws and worship. 

Voices Together: (speaking as though some great spirit iver~ 
,peaking through them.} I am nothing; I see all; the currents 0 

the Universal Being circulate through me; I am part or parcel of 
God! 
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POEM 

by J 1N1e Livermore Reid 

I have been lying here a long 
Time dead, thinking a little 
Watching seasons pass over 
My head. 

M y throat is full 
Of rain 
and I remember 
that you walk 
and speak while 
I am quiet here 
waiting 

When the snow melts 
it will wash clear 
across my eyes, destroying 
their dust for 

awhile I will remember 
you and something about 
April. I have been 
here a long while 
dead watching seasons 
waiting to forget 
you. 
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