
ESSAYS BY RALPH WALDO EMERSON THE AMERICAN SCHOLAR. This address was delivered at Cambridge in 1837, before the Harvard Chapter of the Phi Beta Kappa Society, a college fratern ity c
omposed of the first twenty-five men in each graduating class. The society has annual meetings, which have been the occasion for addresses from the most distinguished scholars and thinkers of th
e day. MR. PRESIDENT AND GENTLEMEN, I greet you on the reco mmencement of our literary year. Our anniversary is one of hope, and, perhaps, not enough of labor. We do not meet for games  of s
trength[1] or skill, for the recitation of histories, tragedies, and od es, like the ancient Greeks; for parliaments of love and poesy, like the Troubadours;[2] nor for the advancement of science, li ke o
ur co-temporaries in the British and European capitals. Thus far, our holiday has been simply a friendly sign of the survival of the love of letters amongst a people too busy to give to letters any 
more. As such it is precious as the sign of an indestructible i nstinct. Perhaps the time is already come when it ought to be, and will be, something else; when the sluggard intellect o f thi
s continent will look from under its iron lids and fill the postpon ed expectation of the world with something better than the exertions of mechanical skill. Our day of dependence, our long  ap
prenticeship 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.[3] Events, ac ti
ons arise that must be sung, that will sing themselves. Who can  do ubt that poetry will revive and lead in a new age, as the star in the constellation Harp, which now flames in our zenith, a s
tronomers announce, shall one day be the pole-star[4] for a tho usand years? In the light of this hope I accept the topic which not only usage but the nature of our association seem to prescri be  t
o this day,--the AMERICAN SCHOLAR. Year by year we come up hither to read one more chapter of his biography. Let us inquire what new lights, new events, and more days have thrown on his character, his duties, a
nd his hopes. It is one of those fables which out of an unknown antiquity convey an unlooked-for wisdom, that the g ods, in the beginning, divided Man into men, that he might be more helpf ul to himself; just as 

the hand was divided into fingers, the better to answer its end.[5] The old fable covers a doctrine ever new an d sublime; that there is One Man,--present to all particular men only p artially, or throu
gh one faculty; and that you must take the whole society to find the whole man. Man is not a farmer, or a profess or, or an engineer, but he is all. Man is priest, and scholar, and states man, and prod

ucer, and soldier. In the divided or social state these functions are parceled out to individuals, each of whom aims to do his stint[6] of the joint work, whilst each other performs his. The  fable implie
s that the individual, to possess himself, must sometimes return from his own labor to embrace all the other laborers. But, unfortunately, this original unit, this fountain of power, has  been so dis

tributed to multitudes, has been so minutely subdivided and peddled out, that it is spilled into drops, and cannot be gathered. The state of society is one in which the members have suffer ed a mputation  f
rom 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 metamorphosed into a thing, into many things. The pla nter , who  is Man s ent
 out into the field to gather food, is seldom cheered by any idea of the true dignity of his ministry. He sees his bushel and his cart, and nothing beyond, and sinks into the farmer, instead o f Man on th e farm. The tra desman scar
cely ever gives an ideal worth to his work, but is ridden[7] by the routine of his craft, and the soul is subject to dollars. The priest becomes a form; the attorney a statute-book; the mechan ic a machine; the sailor a rope of the ship . In this distribution
 of functions the  scholar is the delegated intellect. In the right state he is Man Thinking. In the degenerate state, when the victim of society, he tends to become a mere thinker, or, still w orse, th e parrot of other men's  thinkin g. In this view
 of him, as Man  Th inking, the whole theory of his office is contained. Him Natu re solicits with all her placid, all her monitory pictures.[8] Him the past instructs. Him the fut ure invit es. Is not indeed e very ma n a stude
nt, and do not all things  exist f or the student's behoof? And, fin all y, is not the true scholar the only true master? But as the old oracle said, "All things have two hand les: Beware of the wrong o ne."[9] In
 life, too often,  the sc holar errs with mankind and f orfei ts  his privilege. Let us see him in his school, and consider him in reference to the main infl uences h e receives. * * * * * I. The f irst in ti me an
d the first in im porta nce of the influences upo n the mind is that of nature. Every day, the sun;[10] and, after suns et, Night and her stars . Ever the winds blow; eve r the gr a ss

 grows. Ever y da y, men and wom en , conversing, beholding and beholden.[11] The schola r mus t needs stand wistful and admiri ng befor e this g reat sp
ectacle. He m ust se ttle its value in his mind. What is nature to him? There is never a b eginning, there is nev er an end, to  the in explica b
le continuity of th is we b of God, but a lways  circular power returning into itself.[12] Therein  it resembles his own  spirit, whose  begi nning,  w
hose ending, he nev er ca n fin d,--so en tire, so boundless. Far too as her splendors shine, s ystem on system s hooting like ray s, up war
d, downward,  witho ut c ente r, without  ci rc um ference,--in the mass and in the particle, N ature hastens t o render account of herself to th e mi nd. C
lassification b eg ins . T o the young mind e veryt hing is individual, stands by itse lf. By and by it finds how  to join two th ings and see 

in them  on e na tu re; then three, then  three thousand; and so, tyrannized over by its own unifying i n stinct, it goes 
on ty ing things tog ether, diminishing anomal ies , disc overing roots running under  ground whereby co ntr ary and remote 
thi ngs c ohere  and fl ower out from one s tem. It pr esentl y learns that since the dawn of  history there has be en a co nstant accumulati

on a nd classi fyi ng of f acts. But what is cl assification but th e perceiving that these objects  are not chaotic, and are not foreign, but have a 
law w hich is also a law of the human min d? The astro nome r discovers that geometry, a pure abstraction of the hu man mind, is the measure o
f planet ary motion. The  che mi st finds proporti ons and intell ig ible method throughout matter; and science is nothing but  the finding of analogy, identi
ty, in the  most remote parts. T he ambitious soul si ts down befo re each refractory fact; one after another reduces all strange const itutions, all new powers, to their c
lass an d their law, and goes o n for ever to animate the last  fiber of orga niz ation, the outskirts of nature, by insight. Thus to him , to this school-b oy unde r the bending dome of day,

 is su ggested that he and it proce ed from one Root; one is leaf and one is flower ; relation, sympathy, stirring in every vein. And what is that root ? Is not that the so ul of his s oul?--A thought too bold?-
-A dream too wild? Yet wh en this spiritual light shall have reveale d the law o f more ear thly natures,--when he has learned to worship the soul, and to s ee  t hat the natural philosophy that now is, is only the first gr opings of its gigantic han
d,--he shall look forward t o an ever-expanding knowledge as to a becoming  creator.[1 3] He shall see that nature is the opposite of the soul, answering to it  part for par t. One is seal and one is print. Its  beauty is the beaut

y of his  own mind. Its laws are the laws of his own mind. Nature then be comes t o him the measure of his attainments. So much of nature as he is ign orant of, so m uch of his own mind does he 
not yet p ossess. And, in fine, t he ancient precept, "Know thyself,"[14] an d the  modern precept, "Study nature," become at last one maxim. * * * * * II. The next g reat influ ence in to the s pirit of th e scholar is the min
d of the Pa st,--in whatever form , whether of literature, of art, of institution s, that mind is inscribed. Books are the best type of the influence of the past, and p er haps we shall get at the tru th,--learn the amoun
t of this influ ence more conven iently,--by considering their value alone. Th e theory of books is noble. The scholar of the first age received into him the world aro und; brooded thereon; gav e it the new arrang
ement of his o wn mind, and utt ered it again. It came into him life; it went ou t from him truth. It came to him short-lived actions; it went out from him immortal thou ghts.  It came to him busine ss; it went from 
him poetry. It wa s dead fact; n ow, it is quick thought. It can stand, and it ca n go. It now endures, it now flies, it now inspires.[15] Precisely in proportion to the dep th of mind from which it issued, so high  does it soar, so 
long does it sing. Or, I might s ay, it depends on how far the process had go ne, of transmuting life into truth. In proportion to the completeness of the distillation, s o will  the purity and imperishableness of  the product be. 
But none is quite pe rfect. As  no air-pump can by any means  make a per fect vacuum,[16] so neither can any artist entirely exclude the conventional, the local, the perishable from his book, or write a book of pure th

ought, that shall b e as efficient, in all re spect s, to a rem ote posterity, as to contemporaries, or rather to the second age. Each age, it is found, must  write its own books; or rather, each g eneration for t
he next succeeding. T he books of an older pe riod will n ot fit this. Yet hence arises a grave mischief. The sacredness which attaches to the act of cr eation, the act of thought, is instantly t ransferred 
to the record. The poet chanting was felt  to be a di vine man. Henceforth the chant is divine also. The write r was a just and wise spirit.  He ncef orward it is settle d the book is pe rfect; as lo

ve of the hero corrupts into worsh ip of his statue. Instantly th e book becomes noxious.[17] The guide is a tyrant. We sought a brother, and lo, a gov ernor. The sluggish and perv ert ed mind of 
the multitude, always slow to open to the incursion s of Reason , having once so opened, having once received this book,  stands upon it, and makes an  ou tcry i f i t is dis para ged.  Colleges 
are built on it. Books are written on i t by thinkers, not b y Ma n Thinking, by men of talent, that is , who start wrong, who set out from accepted dogmas, not from the ir ow n si ght of princip les. Meek 
young men grow up in libraries, belie ving it their duty to a ccept the vi ews which Cicero, whic h Locke,[18] which Bacon,[19] have given; forgetful that Cicero,  Lo cke and B aco n were on ly young m
en in libraries when they wrote these b ooks. Hence, inste ad of Man Thinking, we have the bookworm. Hence the book-learned class, who value books, a s su ch; not as rela ted to nature a nd the hum
an constitution, but as making a sort of T hird Estate[20] w ith the w orld and soul. Hence  the restorers of readings,[21] the emendators,[22] the bib liom aniacs[23] of all d egrees. This is  bad; this is
 worse than it seems. Books are the best of th ings, well used;  ab used, among the worst . What is the right use? What is the one end which all means  go t o effect? The y ar e for nothin g but to insp
ire.[24 ] I had better never see a book than to be warped by its  attraction clean out of m y own orbit, and made a satellite instead of a system. The on e thi ng in the world of v al ue is the ac tive soul,--th
e so ul, fr ee, sovereign, active. This every  man is entitled to;  this every man contain s wit hin him, although in almost all men obstructed, and as yet u nbor n. The soul active s ees  ab solu te truth an d utters trut
h, o r cr eates. In this action it is genius; not the privilege of here and there a favorite, but the sound estate of every man.[25] In its essence it is progre ssive.  The book, th e co llege, t he school of art, the 
ins t itution of any kind, stop with so me past utterance of genius. This is good, say they,--let us hold by this. They pin me down.[26] They look bac kward a nd no t for ward. But genius alw ays look
s fo rward. The eyes of man are set in  his forehead, not  in his hindhead. Man hopes. Genius creates. To create,--to create,--is the proof of a divine  presence. Whateve r  talen ts may be, if th
e m an cr eate not, the pure efflux of th e Deity is not his ;[27]--cinders and smoke there may be, but not yet flame. There are creative manners, ther e ar e crea tive action
s, an d c reative words; manners, act ions, words, th at is, indicative of no custom or authority, but springing spontaneous from the mind's own  se nse  of goo
d an d fai r. On the other part, instead  of being its o wn seer, let it receive always from another mind its truth, though it were in torrents of light,  w itho ut 
perio ds o f solitude, inquest, and self-r ecovery; and  a fatal disservice[28] is done. Genius is always sufficiently the enemy of genius by over-influ en c e.[2 9] 
The l iter ature of every nation bear me witness. Th e English dramatic poets have Shakespearized now for two hundred years.[30] Undoubte dly th ere  is a  right 
way o f read ing, so it b e sternly subordinat ed. Man T hinking must not be subdued by his instruments. Books are for the scholar's idle times. W hen he can rea d G od direct
ly, the h our is too preciou s to be wasted in oth er men' s transcripts of their readings.[31] But when the intervals of darkness come, as come the y must,--w hen  th e soul seet
h not, wh en the  sun is hid  and the stars with draw t heir shining,--we repair to the lamps which were kindled by their ray, to guide our steps t o the East agai n, w here t he dawn is.[3
2] We h ear, tha t we may spea k. The Arabian prov erb s ays, "A fig-tree, looking on a fig-tree, becometh fruitful." It is remarka ble, the character of t he  pleasu re w e deriv e from the best 

books. They impress u s ever with the convi cti on that one nature wrote and the same reads. We read the ver ses of one of the  gr eat Engli sh po ets, o f Chau cer,[33] of Marvell,[34] of 
D ry den,[35] with th e m ost modern joy,--with  a pleasure, I mean, which is in great part caused by the abstrac tion of all ti me from their verses. Th ere is some awe mi xed with the joy of o
ur surp rise, when this poet, wh o lived in some past w orld, two or three hundred years ago, says that which lies close t o my own sou l, that wh ich I also had well-nigh t hought and said. But f
or the evi dence thence afforded to the philosophical doctri ne of the identity of all minds, we should suppose some pre-est ablished harmo ny , some foresight of sou ls that were to be, and
 some prep aration of stores for their future wants, like the fac t observed in insects, who lay up food before death for the yo un g grub they sha ll  never see . I would  not be hurried b
y any love o f system, by any exaggeration of instincts, to und errate the Book. We all know that as the human body can be nourish ed on any food , though it  were  boiled grass an
d the broth of shoes, so the human mind can be fed by any kno wledge. And great and heroic men have existed who had almost no other information  than by the prin te d page. I only w
ould say that it  needs a strong head to bear that diet. One must be an inventor to read well. As the proverb says, "He that would bring home the we alth of the Indies must c arry out the wea
lth of the Indies. " There is then cre ative reading as well as cre ative writing. When the mind is braced by labor and invention, the page of whateve r book we read becom es luminous with m a
nifold allusion. Ev ery sentence is d oubly significant, and the s ense of our author is as broad as the world. We then see, what is always true, that  as the seer's hour of  vi sion is short and rare a
mong heavy days a nd months, so is its record, perchance, th e least part of his volume. The discerning will read, in his Plato[36] or Shakespea re, onl y that  lea st par t,--only the authentic u tt
erances of the orac le;--all  the  rest he rejects, were it nev er so many times Plato's and Shakespeare's. Of course there is a portion of rea di ng quite in dispensab le to a wise man. Histor y a
nd exact science he must learn by laborious reading. Colleges, in like manner, have their indispensable office,--to teach elements. B ut  they can only highly serve us when they aim not to drill, bu t to 

create; when they gathe r from far every ray of variou s genius to their hospitable halls, and by the concentrated fires set the heart s  of their youth on flame. T hought and k nowledge are natures in w
hich apparatus a nd pre tens ion avail nothing. Gowns[ 37] and pecuniary found ations,[38] though of towns of gold, can never coun terva il th e least sentence or s yllable of wit . [39] Forget this, and 

ou r American col leges wil l re cede in their public i mportance, whilst they g row richer every year. * * * * * III. There goes in the  world a n otion that the sch olar should be a rec luse, 
a val etudinarian, [40]--as unfit fo r any handiwork or public labor as a penknif e for an axe. The so-called "practical men" s neer at spec ulative men, as  i f, because th ey spe
culate o r see, they could do  nothing. I have hear d it said that the clergy-- who are always, more universally than an y other class, the  scholars of  their day--are  addre
ssed as wo men; that the rough, spontaneous c onversation of men they do not hear, but only a mincing[41] an d diluted sp eech. T hey are often v irtually
 disfranchised;  and indeed there are advocates for their  celibacy. As far as this  is true of the studious classes, it is not jus t a nd w ise . Ac tion is with th e schol
ar subordinate, b ut it is esse ntial. Without it he is not yet  man. Without it thought can never ripen into truth. Whilst the worl d h angs  b efore  the eye as a cl oud of b
eauty, we cannot e ven see its beauty. Inaction is cowardic e, but there can be no sch olar without the heroic mind. The preamble[4 2] of thoug ht,  the t ransition thro ugh which it pa sses fro
m the unconscious to the con scious, is action. Only so m uch do I know, as I have li ved. Instantly we know whose words are loaded w ith life, and whose  not. The world --thi s shadow of t he soul, 
or other me, lies wide  around. I ts attractions are the keys which unlock my thoughts  and make me acquainted with myself. I launch e agerly into this resou nding tumult. I grasp  the hands o f those n
ext me, and take my p lace in th e ring to suffer and to wor k, taught by an instinct that so shall the dumb abyss[43] be vocal with speec h. I pierce its order; I di ssipate its fear ;[44] I dispose of i t within th
e circuit of my expandi ng life. S o much only of life as I kn ow by experience, so much of the wilderness have I vanquished and plante d, or so far have I extende d my being, my  domin ion. I do n ot see ho
w any man can afford, fo r the s ake of his nerves and his nap, to spare any action in which he can partake. It is pearls and rubies to h is discourse. Drudgery, cal amity, exasper ation, w ant, are i nstructors 
in eloquence and wisdom . The true scholar grudges ev ery opportunity of action passed by, as a loss of power. It is the raw materi al out of which the intellect m olds her sple ndid prod ucts. A  strange pr
ocess too, this by which ex peri ence is converted into t hought, as a mulberry-leaf is converted into satin.[45] The manufacture goe s forward at all hours. The action s and eve nts of our  chi ldhood and
 youth are now matters of ca lmest observation. The y lie like fair pictures in the air. Not so with our recent actions,--with the bu siness which we now have in hand. On thi s we are qu ite unable t
o speculate. Our affections a s yet circulate through it . We no more feel or know it than we feel the feet, or the hand, or the brain  of our body. The new deed is yet a part o f lif e,--remains f or a time im
mersed in our unconscious li fe. In some contemplativ e hour it detaches itself from the life like a ripe fruit,[46] to become a thou ght of the mind. Instantly it is raised, transfi gured; the corruptible 

has pu t on incorruption.[47] H enceforth it is an object of beauty, however base its origin and neighborh ood. Observe, too, the impossibility of anteda ting this act.  In its grub s
tate it cannot fly, it ca nnot shine, it is a dull grub. But suddenly, without observation, the selfs ame thing unfurls beautiful wings, and is an ang el of wisdom. S o is there no 

fact, no event, in our pr ivate history, which shall not, sooner or later, lose its adhesive, inert form, and astonish us b y soaring from our body into the empyrean.[48] Cr adle and infancy,  school and 
playground, the fear of boys, a nd dogs, and ferul es,[49] the love of little maids and berries, and many another fact that on ce filled  the whole sky, are gone already; friend a nd relative, professi on and party
, town and country, nation and wo rld, must also so ar and sing.[50] Of course, he who has put forth his total strength in fit actions h a s th e ric hest return of wisdom . I will not shut mysel f out of this
 globe of action, and transplant an oak into a flow er-pot, there to hunger and pine; nor trust the revenue of some single f aculty, and ex ha ust one vein of thoug ht, much like those Sa voyards,[5
1] who, getting their livelihood by carvin g shepherds , shepherdesses, and smoking Dutchmen, for all Europe, went out one  day t o th e mountain to find s tock, and discovered t hat they h
ad whittled up the last of their pine-trees. Au thors we have, in numbers, who have written out their vein, and who, moved by  a co mm end able  prudence, sail for Gr eece or Palestine, foll ow  the tr
apper into the prair ie, or ramble round Algier s, to re plenish their merchantable stock. If it were only for a vocabulary, the s cholar wou ld be c ov etous of action. Life is ou r dictionary.[52] Year s a
re well spent in cou ntry labors; in town; in the  insight into trades and manufactures; in frank intercourse with many  men and  w omen; i n science; in art; to the one  end of mastering in  all 
their facts a lan guage by which to illustrate  and embody our perceptions. I learn immediately from any speaker how much he has alrea dy lived ,  through the poverty or t he splendor of his s peec
h. Life lies behin d us as the quarry from whence we get tiles and c opestones for the masonry of to-day. This  is the way to learn g rammar.  Colle ges and books only cop y the language wh ich t
he field and the work-yard made. But the final value of action, like  that of books, and better than books, is t hat it is a resource. That  great principle of Undu lation in nature, that s
hows itself in th e i nspiring and expiring of the bre ath; in desire and sa tiety; in the ebb and flow of the sea; in d ay and night; in heat and cold; and, a s yet more deeply ingr ained in every atom a
nd every fluid, is kno wn to us under the name of Pola rity,--these "fits of ea sy transmission and reflecti on, " as Newton[53] called them, are the law of natu re because they are the law of spiri t. The 
mind now thinks, now acts, and each fit reproduces the other. When the ar tis t has exhausted his materials , when the fancy no longer paints, when thoughts are no l onger apprehende d and books are a w
eariness,--he has always the resource to live. Character is  higher than intellect. T hinking is the function. Livin g is  the functionary. The stream retreats to its source.  A great soul wil l be stron
g to live, as well as strong to think. Does he lack organ or m edium to impart his tru th? He can still fall back on thi s elemental force of living them. This is a total act. T hinking is a pa rtial ac t. Le
t the grandeur of justice shine in his affairs. Let the beauty of  affection cheer his lowly roof. Those "far from fam e," who dwell and act with him, will feel the force of his constitutio n in the doings and 
passages of the day better than it can be measured by any pu blic and designed display. Time shall teach him th at the scholar loses no hour which the man lives. H erein he u nfolds the sacred g erm o
f his instinct, screened from influence. What is lost in seemline ss is gained in strength. Not out of those on whom  syste ms of education have exhausted their culture comes th e hel pful giant to destroy t he old 
or to build the new, but out o f unhandselled[54] savage  nature; out of terrible Druids[55] and Berserkers[56 ] come at last Alfred[57] and Shakespeare. I hear therefore with joy w hatever is beginning t o be sai
d of the dignity and nece ssity of labor to every ci tizen. There is virtue yet in the hoe and the spade,[58] for lea rned as well as for unlearned hands. And labor is everywhere welcom e; always we are invite d to work;
 only be this limitation observe d, that a man shall not for the sake of wider activity sacrifice any opinion to the p opular judgments and modes of action. * * * * * I have now spoken of  the education of the s cholar by 
nature, by books, and by action. It remains to say somew hat of his duties. They are such as become Man Thinki ng. They may all be comprised in self-trust. The office of t he scholar is to cheer, t o raise, an
d to guide men by showing them fact s amidst appearances . He plies the slow, unhonored, and unpaid task of observation. Flamsteed[59] and Herschel,[60] in their g lazed observatories, ma y catalogue 
the stars with the praise of all men, an d, the results being spl endid and useful, honor is sure. But he, in his private observatory, cataloguing obscure and nebulous[6 1] stars of the human m ind, which
 as yet no man has thought of as such,- -watching days and m onths sometimes for a few facts; correcting s till his old records,--must relinquish display and immedi ate fame. In the long per iod of his pr
eparation he must betray often an ignor ance and shiftlessness in popular arts, incurring the disdain of the able who shoulder him aside. Long he must stammer in  his speech; often forego  the living fo
r the dead. W orse yet, he must accep t--how often!--poverty an d solitude. For the ease and pleasure of tre ading the old road, accepting the fa shions, the educ ation, the religion of soci ety, he take
s the cross o f making his own, and,  of course, the self-accus ation, the faint heart, the frequent uncerta inty and loss of time, which are t he nettles and tangling vines in the way  of the self-rely
ing and self- directed; and the state  of virtual hostility in whic h he seems to stand to society, and espe cially to educated society. For all t his loss and sco rn, what offset? He is to fi nd consolation i
n exercising the highest functions of h uman nature. He is one who  raises himself from private considerati ons and breathes and lives on public and illustrious  thoughts. He is the world 's eye. He is the 
world's heart. He is to resist the vulgar  prosperity that retrogrades ev er to barbarism, by preserving and co m municating heroic sentiments, noble biographies, melodious verse, and the conclusions of hi
story. Whatsoever oracles the huma n heart, in all emergencies, in all  solemn hours, has uttered as its co mm entary on the world of actions,--these he shall re ceive and impart. And wha tsoever new verdi
ct Reason from her inviolable seat pronounces on the passing men and  events of to-day,--this he shall hear  and  promulgate. These being his functions, it beco mes him to feel all confide nce in himself, an
d to defer never to the popular cry. He and he only knows the world. The worl d of any moment is the merest app ea ranc e. Some great decorum, some fetich[62] of a g overnment, some epheme ral trade, or war, o
r man, is cried up[63] by half mankind and cried down by the other half, as if a ll depended on this particular up or down . The odds are that the whole question is not  worth the  poorest thoug ht which the schola
r has lost in listening to the controversy. Let him not qui t his belief that a po pgun is a popgun, though the an cien t and h onorable[64] of the earth affirm it to be the crack of do om. In sile nce, in steadiness, i
n severe abstraction, let him hold by himself; add obser vation to observation , patient of neglect, patient of r epro ach, and  bide his own time,--happy enough if he ca n satisfy hi mself alon e that this day he ha
s seen something truly. Success treads on every rig ht step. For th e instinct is sure that prompts  him t o tell his brother what he thinks. He then learns th at in goin g down i nto the secrets of his
 own mind he has descended into the secrets of all mi nds. He learns that  he who has mastered any la w in hi s private t houghts is master to that extent of all m en whose lan guage he s peaks, and of all into 
whose language his own can be translated. The poet, in utter solitude re membering his spontaneous  though ts and reco rding them, is found to have record ed that which men in citie s vast find true for the
m also. The orator distrusts at first the fitness of his f rank  confessions, his w ant of knowledge of the pe rsons h e addresses , until he finds that he is the co mplement[65] of his hearer s;--that they drink his 
words because he fulfills for them their own nature; the deepe r he dives into his privatest, secretest pres entiment,  to his won der he finds this is the most a cceptable, most public and  universally true. The p
eople delight in it; the better part of every man feels--This is my music; this is mys elf. In self-trust all the virtues ar e comprehe nded. Free should the scholar b e,--free and brave. Free eve n to the definition of fre
edom, "without any hindrance that does not arise out of his own constitution." Bra ve; for fear is a thi ng which a scholar b y his very function puts behind  him. Fear always springs from ignorance. It is a s
hame to him if his tranquility, amid dangerous times, arise from the presumpt ion that like chil dren and women his  is a protected class; or if he seek a temporary peace by  the diversion of his tho
ughts from p olitics or vexed questions, hiding his head like an ostrich i n the flowering bus hes, peep ing into mi c r o scopes, and turning rhymes,  as a boy whistles to keep his courage up. So is the
 danger a da nger still; so is the fear worse. Manlike let him turn a nd face it. Let him  look into  its eye and sea rch its nature, inspect its origi n,--see the whelping of thi s lion,--which lies no grea
t way back; he will then find in himself a perfect compreh ension of its nat ure and e xten t; he will have made his hands meet on the oth er side, and can hencefort h defy it and pass on sup
erior. The w orld is his who can see through its pre tension. What de af ness, what s tone- blind custom, what overgrown error you beho ld is there only by suffera nce,--by your sufferance. 

See it to b e a lie, and you have already de alt it its mortal bl ow. Yes, we are the co wed,--we the trustless. It is a mischievous no tion that we are come late  into nature; that the world
 was  finished a long time ago.  As the world was plastic and flu id in th e hands of God, so it is ever to so much of his attributes as we bring  to it. To ignorance and sin 
it is f lint. They adapt th emselves to it as they may; but in propo rtion as a man has any thing in him divine,  the firmament flows bef ore him and takes his signe

t [66] and form. Not he is great who can alter matter , but he w ho can alter my state of mind. They are th e kings of the world who  give the color of their pres
ent thought to all na ture and all art, and persuade men, by th e cheerful serenity of their carrying the matter, that this thing w hich they do is the apple wh

ich the ages have desired to pluck, now at last ripe, and in viting natio ns to the harvest. The great man makes  the great thing. Wherev er Macdonald[67] sits, there
 is the head of the table. Linnæ us[68] makes botany the mo st alluring o f studies, and wins it from the farmer and the herb-woman: D avy,[69] chemistry; and Cu
vier,[70] fossils. The day is alw ays his who works in it with  serenity and  great aims. The unstable estimates o f men crowd to him w hose mind is filled with a t

r uth, a s the heaped waves of the Atl antic follow the moon.[71] For this self-t rust, the reason is deeper than can be fathomed,--darker than can be enlightened. I
 might not carry with me the feeling of my audience in stating my own belief.  But I have already shown the grou nd of my hope, in ad verting to the doctrine tha
t man i s one. I believe man has bee n wronged; he has wrong ed himself. He has almost lost the light that can l ead him back to his prerogatives. Men are be
come of no account. Men in histor y, men in the world of to- day, are bugs, a re spawn, and are called "the ma ss" and "the herd."  In a century, in a millen
nium, one or two men;[72] that is t o say, one or two appro ximations to the right state of every man. All the  rest behold in th e hero or the poet their 
own g reen and crude being,--ripe ned; yes, and are conte nt to be less, so t hat may attain to its full statu re. What a testim ony, full of grandeur, fu
ll of p ity,  is borne to the demands o f his own nature, by t he poor clansman , the poor partisan, who r ejoices in the glory of his chief! The 
poor  and the l ow find some amends to t heir immense moral capacity, for their a cquiescence in a pol itical and s ocial inferiority.[73] T
hey ar e content to be  brushed like flies from th e path of a great p erson, so that justi ce shall be done by him t o that common natur
e w hich  it is the dearest de sire of all to see enlarged  and glorified.  They sun themselv es in the great man's  light, and feel it to 
be t heir o wn element. They cast  the dignity of man from  their downtrod selves upon the sho ulders of a hero, and will perish  to add one drop o
f bl ood to make that great heart bea t, those giant sinews c ombat and conquer. He lives for us, and we l ive in him. Men such as they[74] are ver y naturally seek m
oney  or power ; and power because it is as good as money,--t he "spoils," so called, "of offic e." And why not? For they aspire to the highest, and this, in thei r sleep-walking, 
they dream is highe st. Wake them and they sh all quit the false go od and leap to the true, and leave governments to clerks  and desks. This revolution is to be wrought by the gradual 
domestication of the idea of Culture. The main  enterprise of the world for splendor, for extent, is the  upbuilding of a man. H ere are the materials strewn along the ground. The  private life of
 one man shall be a mo re illustrious monarchy, more formidable  to its enemy, more sweet and seren e in its influence to its friend, than any k ingdom in history. For a man, rightly viewed, comprehe ndeth[75] th
e particular natures of a ll men. Each philosophe r, each bard, each actor has only done for me, as by a  delegate, what one day I can do for myself. The books which once we valued more than the apple of the eye, w e have qu
ite exhausted. What is tha t but saying that we hav e come up with the point of view which the universal  mind took through the eyes of one scribe; we have been that man, and have passed on. F irst, one, then another, we drai
n all cisterns, and waxing g reater by all these supp lies, we crave a better and a more abundant food. The man has never lived that can feed us ever. The human mind cannot be enshrined in a person wh o shall set a barrier on any
 one side to this unbounded,  unboundable empire. I t is one central fire, which, flaming now out of the lips of Etna, lightens the capes of Sicily, a nd now out of the throat of Vesuvius, illuminates th e towers and vineyards of 
Naples. It is one light which b eams out of a thousand  stars. It is one soul which animates all men. * * * * * But I have dwelt perhaps t ediously upon this abstraction of the Sc holar. I ought not to delay 
longer to add what I have to say  of nearer reference to  the time and to this country. Historically, there is thought to be a differe nce in the ideas which predominate over successive epochs, a
nd there are data for marking the  genius of the Class ic, of the Romantic, and now of the Reflective or Philosophical a ge.[76] With the views I have intim ated of the oneness or the
 identity of the mind through all in dividuals, I do not much dwell on these differences. In fact, I believ e each individual passes through all three. The boy is a Gree
k; the youth, romantic; the adult, re flective. I deny not, however, that a revolution in th e leading idea may be distinctly e nough traced. Our age is b

ewailed as the age of Introversion.[ 77] M ust that needs be evil? We, it se ems, are critical. We are embarras sed with second thoughts
.[78] We cannot enjoy anything for h ankering to know wher eof the pleasure consists. We are lined with eyes. We see wi

th our feet. The time is infected wit h H amlet's unhappiness, -- "Sicklied o'er with the pale cast of thought."[79] Is it so ba
d then? Sight is the last thing to be  pitied . Would we be blind?  Do we fear lest we should outsee nature and God, and drink 

truth dry? I look upon the disconte nt of the l iterary class as a me re anno uncement of the fact that they find t hemselves not in the state 
of mind of their fathers, and regret the comi ng state as untried; a s a boy dreads the water befor e he has learned that he can swim. If  there is any period one wo

uld desire to be born in, is it not the age of Revolution; when the  old and the new stand side by side and admit of being compared; when the e nergies of all men are searc
hed by fear and by hope; when the histor ic glories of the old can be compensated by the rich pos sibilities of the new era? This time, lik e all times, is a very good

 one, if we but know what to do with it. I read with some joy  of the auspicious signs of the co ming days, as they glimmer already thr ough poetry and art, th
rough philosophy and science, throu gh church and state . One of these signs is the fact tha t the same movement[80] which effected  the elevation of wha

t was called the lowest class  in the state assum ed in literature a very marked and as benign an aspect. Instead of the sublim e and beautiful, th
e near, the low, the common, w as explored and po etized. That which had been neglig ently trodden under foot by those who were  harnessing and

 provisioning themselves for lon g journeys into far countries, is suddenly found to be ri cher than all foreign parts. The literature of th e poor, the fe
elings of the child, the philosophy o f the street, the me aning of household life, are the topics of the time. It is a great stride. It is a sign--is it n ot?--of new 

vigor when the extremities are made active, when curre nts of warm life run into the hands and th e feet. I ask not for the great, the remote, the roma ntic; what
 is doing in Italy or Arabia; what is Greek art, or Proven çal minstrelsy; I embrace the common, I ex plore and sit at the feet of the familiar, the low. Give m e insigh

t  into to-day, and you may have the antique and future w orlds. What would we really know the meaning of? The meal in the firkin; the milk in the pan; the ballad in  the 
s treet; the news of the boat; the glance of the eye; the fo rm and the gait of the body;--show me the ultimate rea son of these matters; show me the sublime presence of the highes t s

piritual cause lurking, as always it does lurk, in these su burbs and extremities of nature; let me see every trifle bristling with the polarity that ranges it instantly on an eternal law;[81] a
nd the shop, the plow, and the ledger referred to the like  cause by which light undulates and poets sing;--and the world lies no longer a dull miscellany and lumber-room, but has f

orm and order: there is no trifle, there is no puzzle, but o ne design unites and animates the farthest pinnacle and the lowest trench. This idea has inspired the genius of Goldsm
ith,[82] Burns,[83] Cowper,[84] and, in a newer time, of G oethe,[85] Wordsworth,[86] and Carlyle.[87] This idea they have differently followed and with various success. In c

ontrast with their writing, the style of Pope,[88] of John son,[89] of Gibbon,[90] looks cold and pedantic. This writing is blood-warm. Man is surprised to find that thi
ngs near are not less beautiful and wondrous than th ings remote. The near explains the far. The drop is a small ocean. A man is related to all nature. This
 perception of the worth of the vulgar is fruitful in d iscoveries. Goethe, in this very thing the most modern of the moderns, has shown us, as no
ne ever did, the genius of the ancients. There is o ne man of genius who has done much for this philosophy of life, whose literary val
ue has never yet been rightly estimated:--I mea n Emanuel Swedenborg.[91] The most imaginative of men, yet writing 
with the precision of a mathematician, he end eavored to engraft a purely philosophical Ethics on th
e popular Christianity of his time. Such an a ttempt of course must have di
fficulty which no genius could surmount. 


