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2. Nature (Arthur Rifkin)


3. A Larger Sphere (Barry Andrews)
SOLITUDE AND SOCIETY (excerpts)

[image: image6.jpg]2. 1n & higher manner the poet commumnicates the same pleasure.
By a few strokes he delineates, as on air, the sun, the mountain, the
camp, the city, the hero, the maiden, not different from what we
know them, but only lified from the ground and afloat before the
eve. He unfixes the land and the sea, makes them revolve around the
axis of his primary thought, and disposes them anew. Possessed
himself by a hervic passion, he uses matter as symbols ofit. The sen-
sual man conforms thoughts to things; the poct conforms things to
his thoughts. The one esteems nature as rooted and fast; the other,
as fluid, and impresses his being thereon. To him, the refractory
world is ductile and fexible; he invests dust and stones with hu-
manity, and makes them the words of the Reason. The Imagination
may be defined to be the use which the Reason makes of the mate-
rial world. Shakspeare possesses the power of subordinanng nature
for the purposes of expression, beyond all poets. His imperial muse
tosses the creation like a bauble from hand to hand, and uses 1t to
embody any caprice of thought that 1s uppermost in his mind. The
remotest spaces of nature are visited, and the farthest sundered
things are brought together, by a subtile spiritual connection. We are
made aware that magnirude of material things is relative, and all ob-
jects shrink and expand to serve the passion of the poet. Thusin his
sonnets, the lays of birds, the scents and dyes of flowers he finds to
be the shadow of his beloved; time, which keeps her from him, is hus

chest; the suspicion she has awakened, is ber ornament;

The ornament of beauty is Suspect,

A crow which flies in heaven’s swectest air.

His passion is not the fruit of chance; it swells, as he speaks, 1o a city,

or a state,
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No. it was builded far from accident;

It suffers not m smhng pomp, vor falls

Under the brow of thralling discontent;

It fears not policy, that heretic,

That works on leases of short numbered hours,

But all alone stands hugely politic.

In the strength of his constancy, the Pyramids seem to him recent
and transitory. The freshness of youth and love dazzles him with its
resemblance to morning;

Take thiose Lips away.~
Which so sweetly were forsworn;
And those eyes,-—the break uf day,
Lights that do mislead the mort.

The wild beauty of this hvperbole, I may say in passing, it would not
be easy to mateh in literature.

This transfiguration which all matenal objects undergo through
the passion of the poet,—this power which he exerts to dwarf the
great, to magnify the small,—might be llustrated by a thousand ex-
amples from his Plays. I have before me the Tempest, and will cite
only these few lines.

aR1EL, The strong based promontory
Have I made shake, and by the spurs plucked up
The pine and cedar.

Prospero calls for music to soothe the frantic Alonzo, and his
companions;

A solemn air, and the best comforter
To an unsettled fancy, cure thy brains

Now useless, botled within thy skull
Again;

The charm dissolves apace,
And, as the morning steals upon the night.

Melting the darkness, so their rising senses
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Begin Lo chase the ignorant fumes that manile
Their clearer reason.

Their understanding
Begins to swell: and the approaching tide
Will shortly fll the reasonable shores

“That now lie foul and muddy.

“The perception of real aflinities between events (thatis to say. of
ideal ffinities, for those only are Teal), enables the poet thus to make
free with the mostimposing forms and phenomena of the world, and

to assert the predominance of the soul.
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¥ THERE IS THE DESIRE TO LIVE, and in larger sphere, with more

knowledge and power, it is because life and knowledge and power
are good for us, and we are the natural depositaries of these gifts. The
love of life is out of all proportion to the value set on a single day, and
seems to indicate, like all our other experiences, a conviction of
immense resources and possibilities proper to us, on which we have
never drawn.

All the comfort I have found teaches me to confide that I shall
not have less in times and places that I do not yet know. I have
known admirable persons, without feeling that they exhaust the pos-
sibilities of virtue and talent. I have seen what glories of climate, of
summer mornings and evenings, of midnight sky; I have enjoyed the
benefits of all this complex machinery of arts and civilization, and its
results of comfort. The good Power can easily provide me millions
more as good. Shall I hold on with both hands to every paltry posses-
sion? All I have seen teaches me to trust the Creator for all | have not
seen. Whatever it be which the great Providence prepares for us, it
must be something large and generous, and in the great style of his
works. The tuture must be up to the style of our faculties, — of mem-
ory, of hope, of imagination, of reason. I have a house, a closet which
holds my books, a table, a garden, a field: are these, any or all, a rea-
son for refusing the angel who beckons me away, — as if there were
no room or skill elsewhere that could reproduce for me as my like or
my enlarging wants may require? We wish to live for what is great,
not for what is mean. I do not wish to live for the sake of my warm
house, my orchard, or my pictures. I do not wish to live to wear out
my boots.
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Bonaparte, who had the same appetite, endeavored to mzx e ad
Mediterranean a French lake. Czar Alexander was more exp e ,ed 4 it
vished To call the Pacific my ocean; and the Americans were 0blig st
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}:}1156 Zzt: rfr(lfr) his pond he would be a pauper still. He only is rich who g)‘;\zl:v o Z )
day. Thereis no king, rich man, fairy, or demon who possessesfstlife 1 Sast
tha’é. The days are ever divine as to tl‘le first Ary:?ns. They aris O fiheleast
retension and of the greatest capacity of anything t];:lat exnfsri . o y i
. d go like muffled and veiled figures, sent from a dlstwant endly p i ; «
:;eyi(;y nothing, and if we do not use the gifts they bring, they carry them

silently away.

The days are made on a loom whereof the warp and woof are past and future
time. They are majestically dressed, as if every god brought a thread to the
skyey web. T is pitiful the things by which we are rich or poor, — a matter of
coins, coats, and carpets, a little more or less stone, or wood, or paint, the
fashion of a cloak or hat; like the Juck of naked Indians, of whom o

ne is

| proud in the possession of a g]ass\Mer, and the rest

| miserable in the want of it. But the treasures which Nature spent itself to
amass,~the secular, refined, composite anatomy of man, which all strata £0
to form, which the prior races, from infusory and saurian, existed to ripen;

j the surrounding plastic natures; the earth with its foods; the intellectual,

temperamenting air; the sea with its invitations; the heaven deep with

worlds; and the answering brain and nervous structure replying to these; the

eye that looketh into the deeps, which again Jook back to the eye, abyss to

abyss; -~ these, not like a glass bead, or the coins or carpets, are given
immeasurably to all.
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! is valuable. But an old French sentence says, “God works in n%oments,” — “En
| peu d'heure Dieu labeure.” We ask for long life, but 'tis deep life, or gran'd
;f moments, that signify. Let the measure of time be spiritual, not mechanical.

| A third illusion haunts us, that a long duration, as a year, a decade, a century,
/
|

Life is unnecessarily long. Moments of iﬁsig’}l‘ti if»ﬁpe Bgrso??l relationz a
smile, a g'iance_,‘;: yﬂ@@l@j}_oﬁ‘bﬁé?s of eternity they ara! Life cﬁmates
and concentrates; and Homer said, “The gods ever give to mortals their

apportioned share of reason only on one day.”



