
Loud winds last night but the ship swam like a waterfowl
betwixt the mountains of sea. The wise man in the storm prays
God not for safety from danger but for deliverance from fear.
It is the storm within which endangers him, not the storm
without. But it is a queer place to make one’s bed in, the hol-
lows of this immense Atlantic; Mazeppalike we are tied to the
side of these wild horses of the Northwest. But this rough
breath of Heaven will blow me home at last, as once it blew
me to Gibraltar. The powerful trumpet of the blast finds a re-
sponse to all its stops in the bottom of the heart of the men in
the cabin.

At sea. 17 September. Yesterday I was asked what I mean by
Morals. I reply that I cannot define & care not to define. It is
man’s business to observe & the definition of Moral Nature
must be the slow result of years, of lives, of states perhaps of
being. Yet in the morning watch on my berth I thought that
Morals is the science of the laws of human action as respects
right & wrong. Then I shall be asked—And what is Right?
Right is a conformity to the laws of nature as far as they are
known to the human mind.—These for the occasion but I
propound definitions with more than the reserve of the feeling
abovenamed—with more because my own conceptions are so
dim & vague. But nevertheless nothing darkens, nothing
shakes, nothing diminishes my constant conviction of the eter-
nal concord of those laws which are perfect music & of which
every high sentiment & every great action is only a new state-
ment & therefore & insomuch speaks aloud to the whole race
of man. I conceive of them by no types but the apparent hol-
low sphere of the whole firmament wherein this ball of the
earth swims. Not easy are they to be enumerated but he has
some idea of them who considers such propositions as St.
Bernard’s, Nobody can harm me but myself, or who developes
the doctrine in his own experience that nothing can be given
or taken without an equivalent.

Milton describes himself in his letter to Diodati as enam-
oured of moral perfection. He did not love it more than I.
That which I cannot yet declare has been my angel from child-
hood until now. It has separated me from men. It has watered
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my pillow; it has driven sleep from my bed. It has tortured me
for my guilt. It has inspired me with hope. It cannot be de-
feated by my defeats. It cannot be questioned though all the
martyrs apostatize. It is always the glory that shall be revealed;
it is the ‘open secret’ of the universe; & it is only the feebleness
& dust of the observer that makes it future, the whole is now
potentially in the bottom of his heart. It is the soul of religion.
Keeping my eye on this I understand all heroism, the history
of loyalty & of martyrdom & of bigotry, the heat of the
methodist, the nonconformity of the dissenter, the patience of
the Quaker. But what shall the hour say for distinctions such as
these—this hour of southwest gales & rain dripping cabin?
As the law of light is fits of easy transmission & reflexion such
is also the soul’s law. She is only superior at intervals to pain, to
fear, to temptation, only in raptures unites herself to God and
Wordsworth truly said

Tis the most difficult of tasks to keep
Heights which the soul is competent to gain.

What is this they say about wanting mathematical certainty
for moral truths? I have always affirmed they had it. Yet they
ask me whether I know the soul immortal. No. But do I not
know the now to be eternal?

—
Is it not singular & not at all unpleasing the fact that almost

all great men have been so yoked together by the accidents of
their lives & few or none stand alone but all in genial constel-
lation? John Evelyn gave a pension to Jeremy Taylor. Jeremy
Taylor & John Milton both did homage to the same lady
Countess of Carbery one in his Dedication, the other in his
Comus. Milton & Galileo. Clarke, Butler, & Hume. Cervantes
& Shakespear. Sir Henry Wotton was a hoop of gold to what a
company! Dante died at Ravenna, 1321. Fifty one years after,
Boccacio was made professor at Florence to lecture upon the
Divine Comedy & in 1351 Boccacio was sent by the Florentines
to Padua to intreat Petrarch to return & end his days in his na-
tive city. These are God’s mnemonics. Newton was born the
year Galileo died. Cuvier, Scott, & Mackintosh were born &
died in the same years.

—


