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o Night,

Opme 1o me, 9 Sight!

Pale and Aot are the atoeds, nnd white,
hist fee before thy darkning throng,
Through gloamy <lutles, in sllence drioad,
Afar 1 hiear taeie dybig trend,

Reteenting Yeom thy colnmns strong

Yo, dontitful long the Bt the wiged,

And denth emme Tust Lo those engieed,

Bat charge o change on chinrge thy forcos won,
And routed far the binening s,

And now the onlm and vallnnt sinin

Are acattopel o'erthe recliing plaing

With paliored ol ok onund hollowed eyves,
They grinund mock the innghiog 3 TN

Al st andd steete el Yhoy By agee

White colil dark swant now hathes cnoh Tien

A fuw vl Kedop the nimpar Ml liin

Whivre oft ]llt'.\ e i Gowprd g nis,

And there pwall the Deelling htows

And now ench casthad Hefghl they secm

To crawd with haral=hed neis; thal glenm,
And on each straying, glaneing beam.,
send chullvnges to prosging foes

Charse thelr strongliolds, Night!

None can stand to restst thy might,
When ouee thy Felling theusts they fevl
Adown T gorges hoitom wss,

Thev nendlong plunge. whers fathomless
Thoy quiver (rom iy cooiing st |

NOW L away they swarming Nea.

Wiere o er the hifls a-wost | soe

Pheir praanthuie speavs and anmor hright
Datending th e the swuoniug Ligat,

Ax westwarid o they ooy o Lhatir Wy,

Nor waltl tor wish thele Hght 1o siny
Phioe the vle' sy, Sight!

Cow o Doy will ow weant thee vight
Fo hold Thie sSwiy [Paam s Too=eas

Liver Vhe nabions: far ail wide,

Pives ¢ b bond Tgaeda, Oron (000 1o L

Thy evplre viow, nlope shall boe

Then solftlv thero thy darkoned hatis
Thy s s 1ot mipl honey walls
Doy =B epnen ey andd danels, T gatn,

Wi te oft s hvaveniy floating stenin

U Inase from off the hardouod wind,
That e the Midnighit's conch will fnd,
Apdl waee Lo shadliiesn LT I,

Al wine il pradse thy silent throns,
While stars will =eomto estch the tine
And Inngh 1o rotse the dreams waon

Guard me then, O Night!

Sirange thie charm, st the Gy I!"”'_"H.

Alone 1 galn frim waleh sa Fae

Thsteredy shawdowy cast 1hy maurtinl form,

Yot siild and ol and frlenaly warm

Thy gnxious tomd and guarnding vare

Thou bearme on. &bl hoar e on

T where e grest clernal Dawn

First 1ifis his banner o'er the sky,

When all hix hosts draw nigh, draw vigh

Whore brilfiant ¢orps come trong, come Atrong,

With equsl tread #o farfalong.

While lonesomely Lthe wenary fife

Plays waoll the last retroat of Life,

And bigles break clornal nir.

Then leave me thore. ah! leave me thare 1
i

Carlyle's “Meroes  aad Hero
Worship.”

This work is & series of lectures embrac.
ing, supposedly, Mr. Carlyle's representa
tive “eroes, Either that, or he has ﬁi.lmpt'll
0 common subjects for the novelty—to
him—of pleaging. They are more evi
dently milestones in his theory of the
intellectual and moral developement of
the world ;—divinity, prophet, poet, priesi,
man of letters, King. Properly, we should
take them in the order he has written, and
explain, and exclaim against each one in
turn. But I shall prefer getling at the
truth of the book, and of the nuthor's

style as best T may, mking the chances “filinl of wll the essays, Buar his sketeh nl'| lives in the inwand sphere of things, in

Leing disposed of myselt.
It had always rin ooy mingd that Cors fliant Rogged, too,as s anthor or the
Ivie and Emerson were two comets, a8 it | subject lts «himes
were, of the same quality, butof unegual [ strings of Mol
magnitudo-ike two Messinn oranges— |

are ol the heart
Ao ngain, Wis nar

always rating our Anericon author ss the |law and religion: “Alexis (his feicod) and
lesser,  This opinton cane partly, T osups [he had been 1o see ihe old Lauiher people
pose, rom the secondahand . review gossip | at Mansteldts were got ek ggadn near
of the aewspapers; but was setloed into an | Evfurt, when s thunders storm eanme on ;|
imaginary fact by o centence of Poo's; o [the holt struck Alexis, he fell dead a1 Lu. 1
puigning Emerson ag an toiitator of Care | ther's feet. Whar i< alijs D¢ of ones ?
Ivle's mysticlsm,  Now although [ could | gone in o moment, burat wp lke o seroll, |
see none of 1the mystie in Ewmerson, | [ tnto the Wark Bt eoity, Thrilling, II.:nIT'

pestetd for the time on this anthority.  Bot ] s there any ehaviatanry theret  Yes: bul
how differently expericnee settles things, | whit thunderstrokes his cmpirical pills
The very essence of  poeiry, under Poe’s fare!  What o chiasinin chiaos he s¢ls us
definition,—that wiieh exeites by eleva: [Wlinking over, by the suddenness of the |
Hing the soul,"—hanes ke costly diapery [gaery: “What is this Tife of ones** agif it
apon tne arms of Emerson's philosphy: L had come with a lightning flash from L.
Even that ethereality is  there which [ther's eyes,  Corlyle's veverence for Chris.
Poo reckoned was inearnute only in Ten- | tianty is genceally rendered most promi,
nyson, But Emerson's poetry is benefls fnent by his entive silence apon the sih.
cent in s moral grandeur, which woral jeet.  He might cant about it but will not
sentiment Poe eonld only acknowledge | Neither will hie deny it Thewe is oo
as the sonrce of poetey, as the roseisef oo wmnelr of the prophet in him. He seer

ey Carlyle he could never endures In | God, “The age of moracles is lorever |
e book Befors us we ente only by glimps | here.”  Luther is a symbol, Knox is
es cnteh the drift of Covlyles, cospel=—3Ac: L symbol: so wre Republicanism and Libwer
tion, s prefges propares  1s soeeavchiad tv—ull sytiliols off the progress towaris
for the Ineompléteness of the skutolies; Ii.ui‘-lniu.ﬂll_\ of souls.  Even Napolvon
it thore is o laek that there 15 o apoloey | aids it Al ave pecessary s all bearing: a

for.  Tle writes from pore dewonism and | nraportion of diviniey: bhut not o Lie yeded

tustohit, und pol from any special phil | izl for whst are they niore thisn ment |li
osuphical reflections But 1 aoust nol Des Dsymbaols of deity, while a henthen'ssyin !
i attemptod eriticism l e st Tdesirve | bol is only ong step lower, womilerd O e,
Apollo’s relmke 1o Zoilus, who oronght g block,  Literature, he Gods ever rolling |
B o criticism upon peliolee work of art. fon (o the hoandlessness off Goidl's poetiveel

Apuoltlo asteed whnt were tha beanties o Fipg, which plan we cit hope ouly ocea-

|

Molinmet is noticeally coneise and bril- the Trae, Divine, Bternal; his being Is in

Cthaty hedeclares that abroand, by act or
apeecl, a2 it may be, in declaring himself
ahrond.™  Still, Napoleon o hero!  Like

ration of Luther's tnrping poiot™ botween | palming our hest pen picture of Socrates’

goodhinmor as being that of Diogenes
with his surliness,  How he shall meta.
mmorphiose his (Napoleon's) “little gleam of
time betweon two eternities™ so that it
shall appear of Jove's quality, not mock.
ery of  Jove, should be entertidinment
enough, But he cannot, nor can any i,
make selfishness heeoie. Noo mere than
magnaniaity can be make out of envy,
Bonaparte was born seltish.,  Selfishness

| was born in him. Ilis earliest days were

sulitury and gloomy, always thinking, and
ever pondering of Bonaparte  Perhaps ib
is beenuse hie s sumewhat of the world-
will of the hiero, that Carlyle stnmps him
0.  Somewhat that  will not be cone
guered.  Makes too mueh of his silent ae-
tivity, of his nonqguernlowsness.  Now
veud Mr, Enerson's analysis of Nupoleon,
which I take onaceonnt of the unhinndi,
nes= of Carlyle’s own, and see how it
mintes with the latter's idea of the heros:

CBonaparte was singularly destitnte  of

geperons septiments,  Hewas a houndless
linr. Like all Frenchimen he had o pas-
sfon for stawe etlect, |':\¢|'_\' netion that
breathes of genvrosity §s poisoned \‘}' this
enledlation.  His star, his love of glory,
hix docirine o 1l mmortality of the
goul. are all Freneh, 1 miust doezzle and
astonigh.! Tomake s greal nojse is his
fuvarite destgn.  His Jdoctrine of immgors
tality is shply fane, s theary of  in.

the work.  Zoilus answored that e Lad “‘i-lllll”_\- Tor 8o s tooa drense Cromwell Slaence is not lniterine—intevest and fear,

only found the faalis,  Therenpon Apotlo ! ynd Washington ave swallen streams dais

gave him abusliclo” wheat, tellinghim to 1

y 1
Liall

g I'.x[:l-‘ tn the river of Reform, !
pick out the choff as his reward,  For Car | (Tow he egteles the diitt of the cenin jes!

Iyle wasa terror to all erities.  He will I'rllI”J-tll‘\i'lil[“'lll"ﬂl, ultimatedy, I-‘iiwt,'
nol e dispesed off by a curl page thie | i as God s then ns prophet; then pocty
best Review.  Let us acknowledize ntonee [ lien priesty then writer: then King: anil
Mnt Lis bestitudes are from the  gods. | then— Eternity.  This is his progiess of |
Grad, epieal, glantmaking, prophetsee ;Iln' world,  Naot bad, either.  Only. he

ing, all these ol thines But there ave | plainly lgs not seon the world well vid of

wirnknesses, There are o thiousand and l\'ilij.' e an\l'l'li:_'ll. and i.ll-lt':nl. sovern-
one *dogenred proverbs” in bis books, [ment as sovereign,  But his King is
it cvery moihier's son of us uses on oc | no Nero, thongh his hero-Kings are gueer
caston; and yut he must inoculute them |wl|-n-:':un-¢. But his King is master of him
with Carlyleism, that makes them more .,q-li‘, under God, Howhe lings wind.wide
than ever were mannerisms,  *Virtue is | the corpulent dissertations of historiuns
its own reward” acguires no speciul sig- fand  Review writers  upon his favorite
niticance at this age ot the world by Car. l]('l'unu\'rH. Trents the matter in u wonder-
Iyle's sealing it with his seal.  Still we |fully commonsense way.  Will not allow
like his whirlwind of goditalk, whenever [(hat any man, much less n follower of the
he approaches one of these.  Soulthun. plough, plans and follows out iwenly years
ders. of lite ahead of thne—a plan 8o brilliant.
How he dandles the Norseman's gods! ly practical too. Even the stnid old farm.
But it is only to se! us fairly on our feet to | ers must make allowsnee for the seasons.
goe original man wore plainly.  You can. And the Man lnt' lmtlvrs_ is afu'rlllu-.
not hielp liking his dissertations on the | German Fichte's ideal, “a priest, continy.
Jotun: and that tree of Tgdrasil.  That ally unfolding the God-like to men.” {\ml
one picture is a life lived befure we are of this definition be finds Burn's lmllwk.
balf into it “Is not every leaf of it a bi. |ing madness and inspiration the incarna-
ography, every fibre there #n act or word ¥ | tion. (?url_ylv' was t'.'“it!t.‘ll”_\' t'.m?ﬂnml and
Its boughs are histories of nations.” “Phe | cramped in his rendering of this volume,
tree of cxistence.” He has s rare faculty |else he would not go 50 {ar asiray as 1o ac-
for hunting out all these beautiful symbols |cept of either Rosscan or lh‘nrna in plaf-o
from the l'lur-llinhh-n beliefs of the past, |of Goethe, of whom he confesses he will
I ind his essay on this divinity as wllo-|not spenk, leat there should be no end.”

[ Love i< 2 <Hiy Tufutnation,  Friendship is

bt nname?  He was thoronghly wnsern-
pulous,  He would steal, slander, assnssi-
pate, drown and polson, us interest dicta-
e This is by far the best piclure of
the man ever written.  And how lofty a
canception of the heroia is that* Notup
1 N Carly lye's standared, certainly—"he
who lives in the inward sphere of things."
Bvery man has o touel of heroizm inhim.
But the world makes hieroism where is on™
by a lurge individuabism, Carlyle has al
lowed himsell to err, so as to reach down
to this ideal-hero.worship,—for every mun
has his hiero, ina manner.

We like particalarly, the lectures in this
book concerning divinity, pries!, poot—as
to Dante,—and king—as 1o Cromwell,  Ab
our first reading of Emerson’s leclure on
Shakspeare, our heart throbbed back part
of vur youthful‘enthusinsm; but the mea.
greness of Carlyle's essany on the same
made ug heart-sick. Not that it was not a
truthful insight into the man, but it waa
not volumnious enougli; for Shakspeare
is a second Nature to all Saxons, With all
Mr. Carlyle's giantanaking, there is some-
thing still unsatisfuctory about him. In
philosophy he is almost a Cagliostro—now
reasonsble, now prophetie, now stark mad
as any poet. Al oneof his prophelic mo.
ments, you say, *now this Cagliostro is
Grand Master of all the known metapliys-
ical and moral lodges,” but 1the next turn-

gether basutiful. By far the most celes. | But let us see what his hero is:—"He who

ing of' u paragraph he sends you spinning
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