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PREFACE.

The best preface should really be the book
itself, but” poor is the rule that admits of no
exception. Still, however pressing apparently
the need, the writer pens this preface, if not
with the half will of forced submission, at least
with the divided heart of natural perplexity.

2. Nay, even the book itself he would fain
have left unknown. For the Spirit hath already
in the ages of yore recorded His opinion in the
complaint that of making many books there is
no end. And Job, to get his enemy wholly at
his mercy hath only one wish, O that mine
enemy had written a book! These, however,
are merely hints. The full illustrations are
given in at least four notable ways.

3. Moses is of all men the only one whom
the Spirit hath condescended to liken unto the
Lord Christ. «A prophet /ike unto me shall
the Lord God raise up unto you,” he is com-
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manded to declare unto the chosen people, and
a right rich, a right full life he led, this man
Moses.

Born in the house of toil, he is reared in a
palace. Spends twoscore years at court, and
fourscore in the wilderness. Leaves school

without his God at forty, and is sent back to
~ school by his God till he is eighty. Flees for
his life, keeps sheep for a wife. Is alone forty
years without a multitude, is alone another
forty years with the multitude. Fasts forty
days, and talks with God face to face. A rich
life, a full life he leads, this man Moses.

A learned man, a wise man was this Moses.
He was versed in all the wisdom of the Egyp-
tians. The dynasties, he understood their puz-
zle. The hieroglyphics, he had fathomed their
mystery. The pyramids, he had solved their
problem. The sphinx, he had discovered its
secret. A wise man, a learned man was this
man Mosés.

Come now, Moses, wilt thou not tell us what
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thou sawest those forty years at Pharao’s court ?
in the wilderness with Jethro, with Zippora
thine, thy rebellious spouse, with Miriam, thy
rebellious sister, with Israel thy rebellious peo-
ple? Chevalier Bunsen would like to know.
Professor Brugsch would like to know, plain
Lepsius would like to know, the orientalists
would like to know ; scholars, historians, a host
of cultured folk would like to know. Wilt thou
not tell us, thou man Moses? But wellnigh
ravishing though these themes be, pyramidical
silence is all he here hath for us, this man
Moses.

Even those who cannot get away with his
six days of creation, his parting sea, gust of
quails, his speaking ass, and serpent either
upright on legs seducing or hanging from a pole
healing, would gladly forgive him these his
indiscretions, if only he had left us some goodly
tomes of this his Egyptian wisdom. Nay, were
he suddenly to reappear even if only to reveal
the mystery of his tomb, he might perhaps fail
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of an appointment to the professorship of arche-
ology at Oxford or Harvard, but the Royal soci-
ety would give him a right hearty welcome,
and a dollar a ticket would not. be deemed too
high a price for getting a look from the plat-
form at this man Moses. The enterprising
newspaper would cheerfully part with a whole
thousand of its abounding dollars to secure his
first impressions of this land of interviews.
The magazine pictorial would secure from him
a paper, the magazine unpictorial would lay
hold of him for a symposium: ¢« Ingersoll on
the mistakes of Moses ; Moses on the mistakes
of Ingersoll.” The young maids would crave
his autograph, the old maids his photograph.
And even the slowly moving universities would
at last relax to the extent at least of giving him
an honorary degree. A wondrous success he thus
would be, this man Moses. And yet this Moses
foregoes the riches of Egypt for the sake of
writing according to the mind of the Spirit.

4. Unto Solomon was given a wise and
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understanding heart, so that the like of him
was neither before him nor was any to arise after
him. He excelled the wisdom of all the child-
ren of the East, and all the wisdom of Egypt.
“For he was wiser than all men: than Ethan
the Ezrahite, and Heman, and Calcol, and
Darda, the sons of Mahol. Proverbs he spake
three thousand, and his songs were one thous-
and and five. And of trees he spake: from
the cedar in Lebanon even unto the hyssop
that springeth out of the wall. He spake also
of beasts, and of fowls, and of creeping things,
and of fishes.” Yet of the men who alone are
singled out for comparison with the wisest of
men the Spirit hath left us the bare names. Of
the three thoiisand proverbs (who hath eyes to
see let him look!) only a tithe have been
allowed to escape. Of the thousand and five
songs of Solomon (who hath ears to hear, let
him hear!) there has been allowed to be wafted
down the ages only one. Schiller leaves some
unfinished piece, Goethe leaves some immature
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doings, and generation after generation gathers
up the fragments with the eagerness of the
faithful hound for the leavings from his mas-
ter’s table. But from the table of Solomon —
with only one dish shall the generations be con-
tent. This is the estimate the Spirit places
upon the books writ by even the wisest of men.

5. Unto John Baptist the witness is borne
from the lips of him that spake as man never
spake that he was of all prophets the greatest ;
Yea, that among them born of women there
was none greater than John Baptist. A plain
man he is, this John Baptist. He dines not
with the wits: his fare is locusts and honey
wild ; his garments are not cut in the latest
Jerusalem style : hairy is his garment, leathern
his girdle ; a strange man is this Baptist John;
he had written no books; the Jerusalem (7itic
does not praise him, the Jordan Nation does
not condemn him ; the booksellers do not adver-
tise him, yet he has made an unheard of repu-
tation, this John. He preaches in the wilder-
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ness : no plush seats, no prelude, postlude; no
solo ; no excursion train towards Baptistville ;
no electrics towards Anon, not €ven dray beast
line. Yet the crowds flock to hear this man
with rock to the right of him, rock to the left
of him, rock at the back of him, only water at
the front of him, the rough breezes around him,
bare sky over him. Yet they flock to hear this
John : Jerusalem, and all Judaea. and the region
round about Jordan. No fine words he uses,
this John: the cultured and refined of the day
are to him only a generation of vipers. Yet he
makes kings to tremble before him, this John.
Before this voice crying in the wilderness all
pulpit eloquence is as the hand organ before the
hymn of the ages. Professors of homiletics, of
oratory, eloquence, and what not, what would
not here be given for at least one complete
discourse of this man John! But though of
the eight writers of the New Testament no less
than four are assigned to make report of him,
all we are permitted to know of his preaching
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is: of text, just seven words; of discourse, some
sixscore of words. This is the estimate the
Spirit places upon the preservation of the words
of, upon the é&oo% of, him who had no superior
among them born of women.

6. Lastly: The Son of Man himself, a few
sayings of his, perhaps not even genuine, were
recently discovered : Forthwith all Christendom
is on tiptoe: formal as well as devout; spurious
as well as genuine Christendom ; all manner of
glasses, microscopic and otherwise, are turned
on these Rip Van Winklian arrivals. The wee
wordlets are demanded from the four quarters
of the heavens to give strict account of them-
selves : Prefessor Ordinarius, and Professor
extraordinarius, docent, fellow, tutor, reviewer,
scribe, gentleman of the scissors,— are all pres-
ent at the examination of the strangers. This
over a few of His sayings: what commotion
then would there be were a single additional
doing of his brought to light ? But the disciple
who alone of all others was permitted to rest
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his head on the Master’s bosom most solemnly
declares: ‘“Many other signs, therefore, did
Jesus which are not written in this book. . . . .
.And there are also many other things which
Jesus did, which if they should be written every
‘one, I suppose that even the world itself would
not contain the books that should be written.”
On the most absorbing theme which man could
treat, here is one who hath boundless material
therefor, and he deliberately lays down his pen,
and retires into the eternal Silence after writing
what would fill perhaps one of the forty pages
of the Sunday newspaper, of which there are
printed for us in the course of one year 2,040
such pages.

When in May, 1881, the Revised Version of
the New Testament was at last published, a
Chicago paper, eager to outstrip its rivals if
only for four and twenty hours, had the entire
New Testament telegraphed from New York for
its readers. This for the sake of a few changes
in the translation of the story of the Son of
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Man. And thou, blessed John, knewest a world
of books about this Son of Man, and holdest
thy peace?. Even so, for it was the mind of
the Spirit to witness that even for the doings of
the Son of God four booklets suffice for some
eighteen centuries of time. ‘

7. But the Spirit hath not left the making
of many books to mere inference. He that hath
said, The words which I spake unto you, they
shall judge you at the last day, spake also this :
Every idle word that men shall speak, they
shall give account thereof in the day of judg-
ment : for by thy words thou shalt be justified,
and by thy words thou shalt be condemned. If
it be thus with every idle word spoken, which
hath only two wings, what of the printed word
with its hundreds and thousands of wings ?

8. And once more, as if to strike at the
very root of the multitudinous making of books,
the Spirit hath left the injunction: Be not
many teachers, my brethren, knowing that
we shall receive heavier judgment. The lips




THOUGHTS — PREFACE. I3

of the priest keeping knowledge no longer, the
hungry mass hath betaken itself elsewhither,
to the writer; and the writer has thus become
the teacher, even where he writes for self-impo-
sition, if not for self-preservation. For a tyrant
is man, restless until he hath turned the very
stars out of their course to swing their time
to his own erratic oscillations. If he cannot
impose upon the universe his knowledge, then
at least his ignorance: and if not his compe-
tency, then at least his incompetency; and if
universe cannot be stirred by the lever of Archi-
medes, then at least a gentle tug by some wire
pulling behind the bar room. This is the rea-
son for the ubiquitous hunger for leadership,
and unceasing attempts at shaking the eternal
pillars of the heavens. Nay, the very philanth-
ropist is ill at ease unless he can impart his
sarsaparilla for the woes of man in drops of his
own rotundity and bottles of his own fragility.
And the Father of the spirits of all flesh know-
ing the heart of the sons of Adam full well,
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that with tyranny it begins and with tyranny it
ends, hath called to them across the ages, Be
not many teachers among you! A most earnest
thing is this making of books, a solemn matter
this of teaching!

9. When Walter Scott who had himself
written some forty volumes, lay on his bed dur-
ing his last illness, he asked his son-in-law
Lockhart for “the book.” “Which book, Sir
Walter?” ¢« There is really only one book,” he
gave answer, and pointed to the Bible: Thus
with one wise word he sent his entire Waverley
host into the limbo of inanity, with Marmion,
Lady of the Lake, and the rest. The disciple,
who by the grace of Heaven hath been per-
mitted to drink freely of the water of Life in
the pages of this Book can surely only abstain
from the guilt of making many books.

10. But when the Pharisees asked the Master
whether it be lawful to put away a wife for any
cause, he gave in answer : Moses for your hard-
ness of heart suffered you to put away your
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wives, but from the beginning it hatk not been
so. The great God, knowing that man is but
flesh, condescends thus to the less good instead of
the best simply because sinful man hath strayed
from the beginning when it had not been so.
11. And had the writer always been what
the great God intended man to be, there would
be neither book nor preface from him. But
with him also alas! it had not been from the
beginning so. And so he published some dozen
years ago two booklets of “Thoughts.” The
motives for their coming into visibility were, as
natural, rather mixed. If at twenty one is wiser
than at fifty, one is at thirty only wiser than at
forty. Some craving, perhaps, for sympathy by
one uprooted from his native soil, and not yet
grounded in the transplanted soil. A goodly
dose of honest philanthropy, with a like goodly
dose of Adamic tyrant, were likely enough also
well mixed in. Be that as it may, there was at
least some rather honest toil put into the work.
But honest though the booklets were, aph-
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orisms and sayings by the ounce, when put
into the form of a book, are not easily relished
by a race that takes indeed its lunches standing,
but prefers its reading if not by the pound, at
least by the yard. The New York Rhadaman-
t/us accordingly let loose upon the poor author
its chosen Cerberus, who if he failed to show
the thoroughbred blood, betrayed at least the
teeth of the race. Rhadamanthus has indeed
the grace shortly to confess that if he had
known that the victim of Cerberus had been
befriended by his own father (for even Rhada-
mahthuses have fathers), he would have kept
Cerberus chained, and the poor author is duly
appreciative of the glimpse he is thus permitted
to have of the mysteries of criticism. But the
author on the whole*deemed it prudent to retire
from the field, and retire he did, quite crestfallen

12. America’s most sympathetic, and there-
fore truest, critic writes indeed to the author
from across the miles of space that lie betwixt
them, “Be not discouraged, keep on!” And

b ——————

/’/ ¥
——
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America’s acutest philosopher (to whom the
author’s “philosophy " is only a kind of endur-
able abomination) confesses indeed that the
first booklet contains at least four sayings of
which a hundred would make the author what
he calls “immortal ” : so that according to the
commercial mode of speech the poor Cerberus
bitten writer is already at thirty immortal four
per cent. And America’s second eminent critic
does not indeed hesitate to write a rather longi-
tudinal laudation of two other of poor author’s
wordlets. But neither these nor the many other
cheering words would have seriously roused the
author to reprint some of his words. For he
soon learned that if it be worth while to spend
half a lifetime in getting into the papers, it is
worth while to spend the other half of his life-
time in keeping out of the papers.

13. For a marvellous thing had meanwhile
come to pass in the life of the author. Hith-
erto he had sought wisdom all his days, and
sought it most earnestly : sought it in science,
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sought it in philosophy; sought it in art,
sought it in letters ; sought it in college, sought
it in the world ; sought it from professor, sought
it from Preacher; sought it laughing, crying,
sought it yearning, sobbing. And many indeed
were the things he learned in the search. The
physiologist told him how they make frogs’ legs
dance ; the astronomer told him that Sirius does
not really twinkle, and the naturalist told him
that the serpent once had legs, and lost them
in his attempts at evolution. The philoshpher
told him that the universe is a machine, the sci-
entist, that men have only recently grown wiser
than monkeys. The artist explained to him how
he writes merely for the sake of writing, the
preacher, that one can be a Christian teacher
even as agnostic. Lastly, the Professor of Ethics
convinced the writer that he was an excellent
fellow. But not a soul even as much as
whispered to him that #Ze fear of the Lovd is
the BEGINNING of wisdom, and, Knowledge of
the Most High THAT is understanding. As
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upon these sentences he at last stumbled as it
were in a book which is found indeed on many
a parlor table of Christendom, but has to be
dusted twice a week, the net sum of the writer’s
fruitless search after wisdom was that he began
to look into that book in earnest. And what he
found was this: he had faithfully and admir-
ingly studied Homer and Plato, Virgil and Cic-
ero, Epictetus, Seneca and Marcus Aurelius,
Aschylus and Sophocles, Confucius and Budda,
Mahomet and Saadi, Shakespeare and Bacon,
Dante and Rousseau, Descartes and Spinoza,
Kant and Schopenhauer, Goethe and Herder,
Strauss and Buchner, Emerson and Carlyle,
Ruskin and Arnold, Darwin and Spencer, Prou-
dhon and Tolstoy. In all of these is held forth
more or less the promise of Lire. But the
writer has sorrowfully found that though these
do not indeed offer a stone for bread, yet they
give shelter to the soul such as the dweller in
the slum tenement of the city hath in compari-
son with the soil tiller’'s homestead in the coun-
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try. They give indeed food unto the heart, but
it is the watered milk and the larded butter and
the refrigerated beef of the city with its con-
sequent need of allopath and homeopath, rather
than the creamy milk of the farmer, his pure
butter, and the fatted calf of the country. On
Carlyle and Emerson, on Plato and Aurelius,
on Ruskin and Tolstoy, one can indeed live,
but the Accident policy must be carefully taken
out before the journey, and a goodly supply of
all manner of liniments, sarsaparilla, and other.
wise, must ever be at hand for the mumps and
measles of the soul, which, say what these
teachers may, w7// not down for other than
brief time. Not so, however, with THE Book.
For it tells of One who “spake as man never
spake, who was the true bread of life, that
which cometh down from the heavens, of which
if a man eat he shall never hunger.

14. After such result of lengthy search for
wisdom the writer could well afford to leave his
booklets to the silence from which he had
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thought they had perhaps better never have
come forth. This maugre the encouragement
from Eminent Critic One, commendation from
Eminent Critic Two, and assurance of at least
four per cent of immortality from eminent phi-
losopher. But one day the writer went to a
registry of deeds. The scribal dame in attend-
ance, on seeing his name on the paper handed
her, asked, Is this Mr Ivan Panin? I wish to
thank you for your Thoughts I had seen in the
Independent, specially for the one: Three men
are my friends, —and she recited the whole of
what had appeared ten years before in a weekly
journal. And every now and then the writer
still receives in papers sent him quotations from
the booklets he had long dismissed even as a
hen pecks away her own chicks in due season.
15. The writer has thus not succeeded in
getting away from his booklets, and since they
no longer truly represent him, it is right that if
quoted he must be, and judged for them, it be
at least for what he »zow wishes to be held res-
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ponsible. Accordingly he presents here to the
reader a selection from the old with some new.
The choice was not always from within, often
rather from without. When, for example, a
wholesale dry goods merchant, on espying the
author in his store, comes to him, takes him
by the hand, and with indescribable tenderness
speaks out as a greeting, “To find yourself,
you must first lose yourself,” what can poor
author do other than to retain the wee saying,
even though it be not the saying of one who
already has his Christ, but only of one who as
yet only feels after him? Or when a widely
known Unitarian spokesman, alights upon “To
seek for virtue is to be virtuous,” with excla-
mation as to its helpfulness, what can poor
author say, but «“In with thee, thoughtlet
mine,” even though there be serious question
as to its ultimate truth ? The writer, ready to
become all things to all men, has herein let
helpfulness be the decisive consideration. Nor
ought he to omit mentioning that he has a

e
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rather vaguish remembrance of once coming
upon a man who seemed to find-much comfort
in « Hesitation is asign as much of the abund-
ance of ideas as of their scarcity.” It proved
afterwards that the poor man — stuttered. . . .

16. The reader will thus do well not to
expect too much from the booklet : it is not a
feast spread for any one, but rather a bill of
fare, from which each can choose according to
his need. And as in the same meadow the ox
finds grass, the stork his lizard, and the bee its
honey, so may the reader not look here for the
honey, if so be that he is only a stork.

17. Lastly a personal word. When the
writer was without God and without hope in
the world he yet had a zeal for what passes as
righteousness, but not alas! according to knowl-
edge, with result rather of bull in china shop.
And he has given much unnecessary pain. For
this he has been punished justly enough: for
though he has quite an abundance of magnet-
ism about him, it has proved to be chiefly on
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the repellant end, and this is rather painful.
But folk have gone further: they have believed
and circulated in their just anger things about
the writer which can injure none but those who
receive them. And this for their sake he bit-
terly regrets. He therefore herewith offers his
most earnest apology to every person that hath
a grievance against him whether just or unjust.
Intending as he does to stand for the Truth,
the writer cannot expect wholly to escape some
malice and even persecution. But if so, he
prays for grace to deserve it for his loyalty to
Truth rather than for his foolishness in witness-
ing for it. “Let none of you suffer as an evil-
doer, or as a meddler in other men’s matters

but if as a Christian, let him not be ashamed.’ f

J\_
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CHAPTER L
OF SORROW.

1. Of all else we know the taste from a
single swallow. Of life alone the taste can be
known only after it bas been drunk to the
dregs.

2. To be happy in the world one must learn
to let go, to be happy in God one must learn to
hold on.

3. There can be no true peace with self
without the death of Christ; no true peace with
God without the death of self.

4. To mirth one must stoop; to sorrow
one must rise. -
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5. There is a sublime sorrow, but only a
high joy, and innocent mirth.

6. Great joys are like the cloud, fleeting ;
great sorrow is like the sunshine, stationary.

7. The deepest sorrow is love in prepa-
ration ; the highest love is sorrow in action.

8. Man is never so near the satanic as
when he laughs; never so near the angelic as
when he smiles ; but he is never so truly human
as when he weeps.

9. Sorrow is fermenting love; love, clari-
fied sorrow.

10. Philosophy reasons with sorrow ; but the
sorrow that can be reasoned with is not sorrow :
it is ignorance. Friendship consoles it ; but the
sorrow that can be consoled is not sorrow : it is
hunger. Sorrow accepts neither argument nor
consolation, but the reality : Man is born unto
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trouble, as the sparks fly upward ; and, Through
much tribulation must we enter the kingdom of
God.

11. The sharpest sting of sorrow is in the
question, Why musz? But sorrow is meant to
teach us not to question.

12. Job’s friends showed their sympathy in
coming from so far; their wisdom, in keeping
silent so long. It is when the silence is broken
that they change from good sympahthizers into
bad comforters.

13. To understand sorrow one needs only
to read Job; to love the sorrowing one must
have been in Job.

14. The secret of sorrow is that men think
God has a plan for them: he has only a plan
through them.

15. Prometheus chained to the rock is his
punishment ; the eagle daily plucking at his
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liver is the merciful distraction therefrom. The
man who can steal fire from heaven suffers more
in being chained to the rock than from a hole in
his liver. Of the two I would choose the tooth-
ache rather than the heartache, said Heine in a
moment of shallowness.

16. Prometheus at his rock is the type of
the sorrow of him that knows ; Pegasus in his
yoke is the type of the sorrow of him that
feels. Mazeppa on his steed is the type of the
sorrow of him that works. The ancients have
depicted them, the moderns have depicted him.
Only the sorrow of him that lives has not been
depicted, for he is chained to a corpse.

17. Constant rain rots; constant sunshine
withers.

18. To recognize the vanity of this life is the
first step towards the true life. To perceive
our ignorance is the first step toward true
knowledge ; to acknowledge our folly is the
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first step to true wisdom ; to behold our misery
is the first step toward true happiness.

19. The first step in the art of painting is
to learn the value of shadow; the first step in
the art of living is to learn the value of misfor-
tune.

20. “Happy am I, for I do what I like!”
Yes, my friend, and so does the beast.

21. It is not the water without the ship
that sinks it, but the water within it.

22. The nadir.is indeed under each man’s
feet, but the zenith is also over each man’s head.

23. To find yourself, you must first lose
yourself.

24. In our care to escape great misfortunes
we fall into small ones; and these make our
misfortune truly great.
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25. The danger from lightning is past when
the thunder is heard, and the worst is over
when misfortune /as arrived.

26. Misfortune, like a cloud, rises not from
one direction, but from all sides at once. This
because misfortune is not in circumstances, but
in us. One mishap dimming our sight causes
all else to appear as mishap.

27. Our greatest misfortunes befall us either
before or after their arrival, seldom at their
arrival.

28. Three things I learn from the tree: it
is the decayed apples it lets fall first; it gives
shade unto others while scorched itself ; when
stoned it is because it is loaded.

29. We strike the barrel to see whether
it be empty or full And shall not we
submit to the same treatment at the hands of
God?




OF SORROW. 33

30. Left out in the rain the cask swelled
and burst its hoops. There, at last I am rid of
those wretched bands, thought the cask. But
when the sun came out it fell to pieces.

31. The dove when flying observed that it
had to beat against the air. It prayed to be
spared its resistance. The dove had its prayer
answered, and was put into a vacuum. But on
trying to fly it fell to the ground.

32. The acorn wished to become a mighty
oak. But when thrown into the damp and dark-
ness it demurred, and it was released. Now I
shall -at least be a clean acorn, it said, once
more basking in the sunshine. But it did not
bask long. A stray hog came along, and read-
ily put an end to acorn’s further career.

33. The vine weary of clipping at last prayed
to be delivered therefrom. The kindly husband-
man heéded her request, and its growth ran all
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into wood. But when next year the new owner
came, he cut down the unprofitable vine.

34. It is a great mistake never to commit
one; a great misfortune never to be unhappy.

35. Deathis not the greatest ill, life not the
greatest good, happiness not the noblest end.

36. The greatest ill is to die without hav-
ing lived ; the greatest good, to live only after
having died; the noblest end, to fulfill one’s
part.

37. What can the worm teach me? At
least this : that during the rain, when all else
goes to hide, he comes to the surface.

38. In the furnace gold is melted, clay is
hardened.

39. The largest planet has its sun; the
smallest hair casts its shadow.
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40. The moon, which shineth with borrowed
light, can indeed be seen by day as well as by
night; but to. see the stars, which shine by
‘their own, you must be in darkness.

41. It is a question whether life was meant
to be hard ; it is certain that we make it so.

42. Our best friends are those we least
appreciate — our enemies; our worst enemies
are those we least suspect,— ourselves.

43. In prosperity our greatest dangers come
from without ; in adversity, from within.

44. In prosperity I learn the depravity of
others ; in adversity, mine own.

45. Continuance dulls enjoyment, but not
pain.

46. Man’s capacity for joy dies with others ;
man’s capacity for pain dies only with himself.






