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THE POET.

A roody enild and vl y wizae

FPurzied the mame with joviul eyes,

Which chinge, like woeraors, their way,

And rved the dark with private ray:

They overleapt the horizon's edge,

Baarched with Apollo’s privilege;

Throuph mun, and woman, and ssa, and star,
Baw the danes of nature forward far;

Throurh warlds, and races, and termes, and fimes,
Baw muaical order, wul plirnr thymes,



UOlympizn bards who sung
Divine idens below,

Which olwnya find 3 young,
And aiways keep us so.



EBSAY 1.

THE POET.

Trose who are estzemed umpites of tasie, are
often persons who have aequired some knowledge
of admired pictures or sculptures, and have an incli-
nation for whatever is elegant ; but il you inguire
whether they are beantiful souls, and whether their
own acts are like fair pietures, yon learn that they
are selfish aud sensual.  Their cultivation is loecal,
as if you shonld rub a log of dry wood in one spot
to produce fire; all the rest remamine cold. “Their
kuowledge of the fine arls is some study of rules
and partienlars, or some limited udgment of color
o form, which is exercised for amuscment or for
show. It is o proof of the shallowness of the doc-
trine of heauty, as it lies in the minds of our ama-
teurs, thal men seem to have lost the perception of
the instant dependence of form upon soul. There
15 no doctrine of forms in our philosophy, We
were put into our bodies, as fire is pnt into a pan,
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to be carried about; but there is no accurate ad-
justment between the spirit and the organ, much
less is the latter the germination of the former. 8o
in regard to other forms, the intellectual men do
not believe in any essential dependonce of the ma-
terial world on thought and volition. Theologians
think it a pretty air-castle Lo talk of the spiritnal
meaning of a ship or a clond, of a city or a con-
tract, but they prefer to eome again to the solid
gronnd of historiesl evidence ; and even the poets
are contented with a civil and conlormed manner
of living, and to write poems from the [ancy, at a
safe distance from their own experience.  Hut the
highest minds of the world have never ceased to
explore the double meaning, or, shall L say, the
quadruple, or the centuple, or much more manifold
meaning, of every sensuous fact: Orphens, Em-
pedocles, ITeraclitus, Plato, Plutarch, Dante, S3we-
denhorg, and the masters of seulpture, picture, aud
poctry. For we are not pans and barrows, nor
even poriors of the fire and torch-bearers, but chil-
dren of the fire, made of it, and enly the same di-
vinity transmuted, and at two or three removes,
when we know least about it, And this hidden
truth, that the fountains whenee all this river of
Time, and its creatures, floweth, are intrinsically
jdeal and beautiful, draws us to the consideration
of the uature and functions of the Poet or the



