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2 A Summer at the Old Homestead.

‘“ oloomy hemlocks,” they trav-
ersed, in single file, a narrow foot-
path leading toward the falls, the
sonorous sound of whose waters

pervaded the wood.

«Straight from the forest’s skirt the trees,
O’erbranching, made an isle,

Where hermit old might pass and chant
As in a minster’s pile.

From underneath its leafy screen,
And from the twilight shade,”

our merry party emerged at once
into full view of the ¢ wild tor-
rent, fiercely glad,” whose onward
plunging never ceased, and whose
wild roar might always be heard
by the huntsman on the mountain,
and the fisherman on the lake,
long after the summer drouth had
silenced the music of the watertfall
and the murmur of the brook.
Less than a furlong up the hill-
side, the river lost its level course
by a gradual bend toward the
west, and plunged directly down-
" ward, in a steep fall, to the dis-
tance of thirty or forty feet; then
it went tumbling, dashing, whirl-
ing along over huge rocks, filling
the air with moisture. Just before
its entrance into the lake, there
was another fall nearly as large as
the first. It was by the side of
this latter fall that our party stood
on emerging from the wood, and
so near were they to it, that their
faces and clothes were wet by the
springing spray. lThey could

scarcely hear each other’s shouts
above the deafening roar, and the
world of waters, as it came thun-
dering and leaping along, seemed

every moment about to seize them
in its whelming embrace. They
lingered in this delightsome place
nearly an hour, and then wended
their way back to the A»go, and
were soon bound, as Mabel Har-
low quoted, ‘¢ o’er the glad waters
of the dark blue sea,” for the quiet
grove where they proposed to
spread their dinner cloths.

¢¢« Hurrah, here we are!” shout-
ed Reynolds, as, amid a chorus of
voices and the creaking of cordage
as the sails were lowered, the A»-
go neared the destined shore. He
stood on the forward part of the
boat, with one foot onthe bowsprit,
waving his hat in the air. ¢¢ All
hail to the fays and fairies, the sa-
tyrs and satans of yonder wood !”
Here the ardent vyouth, as the
boat’s keel struck the sands, lost
his balance, and, after a wild
grasping of the tenues auras, made
a long step toward the shore
and found himself knee-deep 1n
the clear water. A loud outburst
of laughter accompanied him i1n

his descent.
¢« Small craft under our bows:

starboard the helm !” cried Mabel

Harlow.

‘¢« Here, Arnold, where are you?”
shouted Winslow. ¢ Plunge to
the rescue, my gallant diver ! An-
other chance to distinguish or ex-
tinguish yourself !”

Himself vociferously calling for
rescue, Dick waded with long and
rapid strides to the shore, and
stood there lugubriously watching
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the slower and safer debarkation
of the others.

Once within the resounding
arches and grateful shadows of the
grove, sheltered from the now
burning rays of the sun, the real
object of the excursion began to be
realized. Games, songs, stories,
jokes, brief and pointed discus-
sions passed in quick succession,
until the old wood rang with the
pleasant sounds.

Noon came, and the dinner
cloths were spread upon the
ground. During the course of the
merry meal, an incident occurred
to which is due the writing of the
present chapter. Qur party had
nearly completed their repast,
when, suddenly bounding from the
hidden recesses of the forest, with
a joyful bark, came Sir Point,
Miss Harlow’s dog. He had not
accompanied them on the voyage
up the pond, because, when they
started, he was not to be found.
All greeted him with cries of wel-
come—all save Mabel herself.
She, as Arnold alone noticed, ut-
tered not a word, but, turning
slightly paler than usual, glanced
around the grove apprehensively,

and with a look of anxious inquiry

in her large black eyes. Sudden-
ly her gaze became fixed, and
with a quick cry she started to her
feet. Arnold first, and then the
others, looked in the direction of
her gaze, and discovered, stand-
ing not far away, a young man, a
stranger, dressed in light clothes ;

— a stranger, and yet before seen
by some of the party. It was the
mysterious Bronson.

‘“ By George, Phisto himself!”
exclaimed Dick, half aloud.

‘“ And who is Phisto?” inquired
Winslow.

‘““'The devil, or one of his dele-
gates, 1 think,” muttered Dick.
‘“ Look at Miss Harlow,” he ad-
ded in a quick whisper. That
lady, with adark and troubled look
on her face, was earnestly motion-
ing the stranger to retire from
sight. Mr. Harlow sprang to his
feet with a sharp exclamation.
As he did so, the strange visitor
retired 1nto the thick woods.
There was a slight rustle, and
Mabel Harlow also disappeared.
She was instantly followed by Sir
Point, and then by her uncle.

The rest of the company looked
at each other for a moment in ut-
ter silence. ¢¢ Well, what’s the
meaning of this?” asked one of the
young men, whose name was Ad-
dison. A brief conversation fol-
lowed, during which i1t appeared
that though several, including
Reynolds and Arnold, had seen
the stranger before, none knew
who he was or what was his oc-
cupation.

The mysterious circumstance
above related, and the absence of
Mabel Harlow, very nearly proved
fatal to the spirit of fun which had
been so recently regnant. Some
quietly conversed while sitting on
the ground ; others, either singly
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or in pairs, strolled through the
grove, or to and fro along the
shore. Reynolds and May More-
land found themselves together,
seated on a rustic bench near the
edge of the woods, and looking
southward across the lake.

‘¢« May !” said Dick, and histone
and manner indicated the more
than friendly relations which exist-
ed between himself and the beauti-
ful girl at his side.

‘¢ Yes.,” '1he blue eyes were
fixed on the towering cloud - pala-
ces of the south, which the busy
winds had built within the hour.

«« What’s the matter with Mabel
Harlow ?”

‘““ Why, I don’t know, I'm sure ;
how should 17"

““Why don’t you like herr”

‘« What a question! How do
you know that I do not? Most

persons can not help liking a lady
who is so accomplished, so .

‘“ So strange,” suggested Dick.

‘“« Well, so strange then. Some
persons are admired and liked for
their peculiarities, you know.”

‘“ Yes, but, to speak plainly,
Miss Harlow does not appear to
me to be such a person. And
yet, poor Will 1s bewitched by
her, and nearly crazed by his vain
attempts to understand her, and
to account for the strange spell
she has thrown over him. Have

you any idea as to who that fellow
may be r”

‘“ What fellow, poor Will?”
5. NO, Fhisto.”

Dick laughed.

‘¢« ] have not; but 1 feel sure
that he 1s in some way related to
the Harlows.” And she went on
to tell him why. She said that a
few nights before, soon after she
had retired, she was aroused by
the sound of voices in the adjoin-
ing room, which was occupied by
Miss Harlow. She at once rec-
ognized the tones of Mr. Harlow
and his niece. They were engag-
ed in earnest conversation. The
windows of both rooms were open,
and only a few feet apart. She
heard one thing distinctly,—a
question by Mr. Harlow. ¢ Once
more, Mabel,” he said, ¢¢1 ask
you if Jack 1s 1n this neighbor-
hood ; have you seen him since

7 The rest of the sentence
was lost. She heard no more.

Just as Mary finished speaking,
the barking of a dog and the
sound of voices 1n the grove be-
hind them attracted their atten-
tion. Leaving their seat, they
hastened thither, and saw Winslow
reading a note which he held in
his hand, while before him stood
Sir Point, panting and impatient.
One of the young ladies explain-
ed. ¢ Point came through the
woods just now with a stick in his
mouth, on the end of which was
that note.” Mr. Winslow began
to read aloud :

‘“« DEAR FRrRieENDS :—Pardon our
sudden desertion. Do not wait
for us; we will return by the road
through the woods. Let Point
bring Mabel’s hat and sun - shade.
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You will please take charge of our
other things.

H. B. HArrLow.”

The reader and hearers of this
brief note were still more puzzled
than before. The whole affair
was shrouded i1n mystery, and
conjecture was vain. Making a
bundle of the required articles,
Winslow put it into the dog’s
mouth, and he at once disappear-
ed. ¢¢Jason,” the boatman, after
having seen the excursionists safe-
ly landed at the grove, had sailed
away, promising to return early in
the afternoon. And so, about an
hour after the bringing of the note
by Point, the keel of the Argo
again grated on the sands. The
many questions which were put to
the old boatman concerning the
Harlows, and the mysterious
stranger, obtained no satisfactory
answers.  1T'he boatman knew
nothing that would tend to explain
the occurrence of that noon.

The party did not long delay
after the coming of the Argo,
partly because the wind was ris-
ing, and the sky was cloudy, por-
tending rain. Naturally enough,
the return to the Homestead was
quieter than the departure that
morning.

That evening, at the tea - table,
Mr. Harlow was present; the la-
dies, his wife and niece, were not.

After tea, he spoke to several of

the excursionists with reference to
what had taken place at noon.
‘“ ] speak for Mabel as well as

myself,” he said, ‘“in asking you
to pardon our very unusual and
indecorous action this noon. We
were both extremely agitated on
seeing, so very unexpectedly, a
face and form which I, at least,
had not seen for a long time, and
which revived some of the most
painful recollections of my life.”
This he said, and ventured no fur-
ther explanation. Immediately
after, he went up stairs to his
room, and was seen no more until
late 1n the evening. Then he,
Mrs. Harlow and Mabel entered
the parlor together, where most of
the boarders were assembled, en-
gaged either 1n singing or in con-
versation. Reynolds was present ;
Arnold was in his room.

The music ceased as the Har-
lows entered, and several persons
arose to greet them. Mabel was
clamorously besought to join the
group of singers. The chorus
was incomplete without the aid of
her rich and powerful voice. She
begged to be excused, however,
saying that she had only come to
say good-bye. Mr. Harlow then
stated that 1t was their intention to
go away the next morning in the
Naiad, and, as the boat started at
an early hour, they had come
down stairs to take leave of their
friends that evening. Their de-
parture from the Homestead was
to be somewhat before they had
intended, but circumstances com-
pelled them, much against their
desires, to cut short their stay.




Expressions of commingled sur-
prise and regret were made by all
present, for the Harlows were
much respected, and their presence
had added not a little to the social
life and enjoyment of the company
at the Homestead. At length the
leave - takings were over; gradu-
ally the parlor became deserted,
the lamps were extinguished,
and silence reigned throughout the
place, just as the moon rose, round
and golden, behind the dark for-
ests, and gilded from shore to shore
the smooth surface of the lake.

CHAPTER VI.

An hour or more past midnight,
Dick suddenly awoke and became
aware that he was alone 1n the
bed. Partly rising and glancing
round at the wide - open window,
through which flowed the full radi-
ance of an early harvest moon, he
saw Will partly dressed and with
his chin resting in the palm of his
hand, looking steadfastly out into
the beauty and stillness of the
night. It suddenly occurred to
Dick that Arnold was not in the
parlor when the Harlows took their
leave of the boarders. And when
he went to the room, he found
Will in bed and fast asleep.

He did not awake the sleeper,
but at once retired, and was him-
self soon unconscious of the out-
ward world. It must be, then,
that Will knew nothing about the
intended departure of the Har-
lows. He resolved to inform him.

A Summer at the

Old Homestead.

««What's the matter, Will? Why
are you sitting there?” demanded
Dick.

«“ | am not sleepy,” was the re-
ply, made without any motion of
the head, ¢“and the night 1s too
beautiful not to be enjoyed.”

«« Ah!” said Dick, with a yawn,
««T agree with you so far, but I
differ from you as to the best way
of enjoying it. DBut you are a po-
et, Will, my boy, and I'm at best
only a pumpkin head, and would
rather sleep than make love to the
moon. Do you know that the
Harlows are going off with the
Naiad to - morrow morning:”

«« What! Is that true? When
did you learn 1t?”

«« It is true. They were down
in the parlor this evening with
their mouths full of farewells and
benedictions. It was sudden, they
said, but necessary.”

«« Why didn’t you come up and
let me know 1t.”

Dick paused a moment. ‘I
declare, Will,” he acknowledged,
«« I didn’t think of you through the
whole of it. I beg your pardon.”

Here the conversation ceased.
Before ten minutes had passed
away, Dick was once more buried
in slumber. At length Arnold
arose, took his coat and hat, and
went out for a stroll. Noiselessly
he proceeded down the stairs, and
through the hall.

¢¢ No sound in the chambers,
No sound in the hall!
Sleep and oblivion
Reign over all 1"




De Profundis.

DE PROFUNDIS.

L.ast night, I heard a solemn church - bell toll,

And when 1ts moans had twelve times struck the ear,

It strangely broke into a clamorous cheer,

As 1f some joy had overcharged its soul.
‘“ ' The old year dies! toll solemn notes and drear.”
So first,—and then: ¢ Bid gladder measures roll ;
The new year lives? The dead has had his dole ;
All hail the happy birth of a new year !”
I lay and shuddered ’neath the midnight sky ;—
“ O God! shall these things never end?” I cried,
‘“ Must all my joy in sorrow’s ashes lie,
And hope be born by a dead brother’s side ?”
A mild rebuke came back as a reply,—

‘““ The world’s hope lived not till the Saviour died.”

IS THE MIND ALWAYS ACTIVE ?

HE question in regard to the
ceaseless activity of the mind
has been one of interest from very
early times. Plato maintained the
continual energy of intellect. Cic-
ero says: ‘“ Nunquam animus
cogitatione et molu vacuus esse

potest.”  That great modern
thinker, Kant, declares that we al-
ways dream when asleep. He
maintains that to cease to dream

would be to cease to live. Sir W.
Hamilton says: ¢“As far as my
observations go, they certainly
tend to prove that, during sleep,

the mind 1s never either inactive

or wholly unconscious of its activ-
ity.”

However it may be, we know
that the mind is sometimes awake
when the body is asleep. Sleep
1s a periodical and temporary sus-
pension of the volitional functions
of the organs of sense; and there
occurs, simultaneously, a suspen-
sion of the volitional functions of
the rational soul. But is this lat-
ter phenomenon an absolute ne-
cessity of the mind itself, or is it for
the sake of the body? Whatever
agitates or excites the body must
be removed, or sleep is impossible.
Such is our nature, that volitional
mental action always excites the
body. Therefore it must be sus-
pended that we may sleep. But,
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8 Is the Mind Always Active ?

because this excitement 1s remov-
ed, there is no reason to suppose
that the exciting agent sleeps. In-
deed, the suspension of volitional
action does not always result in
sleep, though it does always re-
sult in bodily inactivity ; for, when
awake, we know that the body 1s
‘nactive from this cause, and sleep
implies inactivity.  Dut, on the
other hand, the suspension of vo-
litional action does mnot result 1n
mental inactivity when awake ;
how, then, can it result in mental
sleep? For previous Iinactivity
and calmness of that which sleeps

are indispensable
sleep.

But further, by a mere act of

the will, we can not stop the beat-

ing of the heart.
stop 1t. The circulation of the

blood is beyond volitional control.

By an act of the will, we can not

cease thinking; because thought
exists independently of volitional
action. Much less, therefore,
can sleep, which 1s subject to the
will, suspend the
thought. It is far easier to con-
ceive that the respiratory muscles
and the fibers of the heart become

tired, than to suppose that the
mind is ever inactive. He who

has counted the successive beats
of the heart until death, has also
numbered the ceaseless acts of the

intellect to infinity.
But are there any functions of

the body that are not necessary
for the existence of the mind’

conditions of

Sleep can not

existence of

Besides sleeping, the body must
be sustained by the consumption
of food and by exercise. Now,
deprive it of either of these neces-
sary functions, and death hastens.
But on which does the existence
of mind depend? If the body dies
from lack of exercise, the mind
does not perish, because volitional
mental exercise 1s not necessary
for its existence. If the body
starves to death, the mind does
not starve, for 1t does not eat.
Shall we say, then, that the mind
dies because the body dies from
want of sleep? If so, sleep 1s nec-
essary for mind as well as for
body ; and whoever suffers physi-
cal death from lack of sleep, dies
also spiritually. But if sleep 1s
common to both mind and body,
how can one lie dormant and the
other glow with thought and fan-
cy ? If inactivity and unconscious-
ness pervade our whole being
when asleep, why do we dream?
Why do our dreams have such a
degree of reality? And why do
we enjoy and suffer so much 1n
them? Frequently, they are so
distinct that, if the events which
they represent to us were 1n ac-
cordance with the time and place
of our existence, it would be al-
most impossible to distinguish a
vivid dream from a sensible per-
ception. ¢¢If,” says Pascal, ‘- we
dreamt every night the same
thing, it would, perhaps, aftect us
as powerfully as the objects which
we perceive every day. And if
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“

an artisan were certain of dream-
ing every night, for twelve hours,
that he was a king, I am convinc-
ed that he would be almost as
happy as a king who dreamt for
twelve hours that he was an arti-
san. If we dreamt every mnight
that we were pursued by enemies
and harassed by horrible phan-
toms, we should sufter almost as
much as if that were true, and we
should stand 1n as great dread of
sleep as we should of waking, had
we real cause to apprehend these
misfortunes.”

Now, 1t 1s established by the
best authority, that this supposed
case has actually happened. ¢ A
young man had a cataleptic at-
tack, 1n consequence of which a
singular effect followed 1in his
mental constitution. Some six
minutes after falling asleep, he be-
gan to speak distinctly, and almost
always of the same objects and
concatenated events. On awaken-
ing, he had no reminiscence of
his dreaming thoughts,—a circum-
stance which distinguishes this as
rather a case of somnambulism
than of common dreaming. Be
this, however, as it may, he play-
ed a double part in his existence.
By day he was the poor appren-
tice of a merchant; by night he
was a married man, the father of
a family, a senator, and in affluent
circumstances. If, during his vis-
ion, anything was said in regard
to his waking state, he declared it
unreal and a dream.”

The mind uses the body as an
instrument. It has taken the body
for a medium through which it af-
fects other bodies, just as man
takes any instrument which is
material, adapted for the applica-
tion of his power, to affect other
materials, When he lays it aside,
that alone i1s inactive, and not he
himself. When one drops the
hand, 1t 1s motionless, but the mind
1s alive with thought. Give man
the power to convert the steel and
wood of the mattock into flesh and
blood, and to give it the same re-
lation to his mind that they hold,
and he has the same instrument as
before, with this difference : in the
former case, it contains, from the
first, the sum totum of its durabili-
ty, which can be used constantly,
or at intervals, until exhausted:
in the latter, it possesses, at any
time, only a small amount of dura-
bility, which is soon consumed ;
but the existence and usefulness of
the member are prolonged by the
power to reproduce its expended
energy, if rest be given it. But
perfect rest can not be secured
when awake ; for then there is al-
ways an 1irritation, or excitement,
kept up by the mind. Therefore
sleep comes to the rescue, and the
work of reparation begins as the
mind withdraws and busies itself
with the immaterial.

But i1f the mind does not sleep,
1t does not become fatigued. Not
necessarily. All rest is not sleep.
It volitional mental exercise is sus-
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pended that the mind may rest; 1t
does not determine that i1t shall
sleep ; much less does 1t preclude
the possibility of its ceaseless ac-
tivity. That which restores bodi-
ly vigor may not be able to refresh
the mind, any more than music or
painting can delight the body. It
1s more natural to suppose that the
mind gains rest through a change
of occupation. It i1s doubtless the
experience of us all, that, when
we have become tired over one
book or topic, by taking another
of different tone, we are soon re-
freshed and fired with even great-
er energy than ever. This 1s
more in accordance, also, with our
belief in the immortality of mind.
If mortal attributes belong to 1it,
any farther than 1s necessary to
accommodate the body, whence 1ts
immortality? The mind seeks ac-
+ tivity, and finds rest in diversity.
From the preceding considera-
tions, it 1s probable thatthe mind
does not sleep. If this 1s true, we
conclude that it 1s always awake.
But, when awake, 1t 1s active;
therefore, it is always active. The
fact alone, that no power of ours

can discontinue the operations of

thought, seems to stand boldly
forth and affirm that we always
think.

But if we always dream when
asleep, why do we not remember
it? The fact that we can not re-
member 1s no proof that we did
not dream, or think. In our wake-
ful moments, we think of a multi-

tude of things, of which we were
conscious at the time, but which

we can not remember even a little

after. We never remember, for
any long period, any except the
more prominent thoughts. ILook
back over your past life. How
few are the remembered acts and
thoughts, compared with all of
which you were ever conscious !
Yet you will not deny that you did
and thought much that can not
now be recalled; though all you

know in regard to 1t 1s, that you

have lived a certaintime, and that,

when awake, you always busied
yourself about something; and
that, since the transaction of what
you recall could not possibly con-

sume so much time, there must be
much that you do not recall. But
who can remember everything that
he did yesterday; or every word
that he read an hour ago; or ev-
ery trifling thought that flitted by
within half that time? Yet no one
will deny that he was active then,
and that then he was conscious of
1t.

Now review the period of last
night. It was a portion of your
life. You know that your pulse
continued to beat. You know
that you thought, at least, a part
of the night; because you remem-
ber a dream. Did you not dream
all night? ¢ No, because I do not
remember that I did.” Stop!
Relate in full all that you thought
yesterday. When you have fin-
ished, you know that all that you

¢
:.f
X
¥
'

3
}

!

:

B

.

:

b |
2




Is the Mind Always Active ? II

have

recounted occupied but a
small part of the day, and that
those few things were the more
prominent.  Just so with our
thoughts when asleep; only the
more prominent are remembered.
The law that governs is generally
the same 1n both cases. If forget-
fulness 1s more noticeable in the
one, 1t 18 because circumstances
are not so favorable for memory.
T'he power of recollection de-

pends much on what the object of

memory 18, and how a knowledge
of 1t 1s obtained. We get a far
better idea of a landscape from
seeing 1t than from the minutest
description of it. And, in gener-

al, we have a better conception of

what we learn through the senses
than of that which can only be an
object of thought; and the strong-
er the impression, the more lasting
the recollection. Memory, there-
fore, has a much greater advan-
tage when we are awake than
when we are asleep; for, on the
one hand, many of its objects come
through the senses, and, by the
free action of the will, we can
dwell "at pleasure upon abstract
notions,—thus affording a better
opportunity to fix them in memo-
ry ; while, on the other hand, all
its objects are immaterial, or
mere abstractions, and thought is
more disconnected and transient.
But even if there is no memory,
the view 1s not at all improbable.
For, though memory implies con-
sclousness, consciousness can ex-

1st without memory. Now, there
1s a peculiar kind of dreams,
known as somnambulism. When
in this state, mind and body have
either become so completely dis-
connected as to allow the former
to exist, for a time, almost wholly
in a spiritual state, or they have
assumed a very extraordinary re-
lationship; so that faculties hith-
erto cramped and restrained, or
wholly unknown, develop and act
with the greatest power and free-
dom. 'T'he whole mind is exalted
into a state of transcendent purity.
What was wholly forgotten is re-
called. Languages are spoken
that the person could not speak
when awake. If he has no ear
for music when awake, then he is
an excellent singer. If, when
awake, he uses a vulgar phraseol-
0gy, then his language is elegant
and correct. Orations are deliv-
ered, remarkable for beauty and
eloquence.  Diflicult questions,
that have long baffled the most
arduous attempts to solve, are then
reasoned out and made plain.
T'he body, if active, is completely
under the control of the will ; and
wonderful feats of danger and
strength are easily performed.
The bodily senses, however, are
profoundly dormant. The mus-
cles appear to be the only bodily
organs of which the mind then has
need. Indeed, persons in this
state have walked barefoot in the
snow until their feet were frozen,
without being sensible of their con-
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dition. Now it would not be
strange if a veil were drawn be-
tween this and the normal state.

This i1s the case. ‘It 1s the
peculiarity of somnambulism that
we have no recollection, when we
awake, of what hasoccurred during
its continuance. Consciousness 18
thus cut in two ; memory does not
connect the train of consciousness
in the one state with the train of
consciousness in the other.” It 1s
also remarkable that, during the
somnambulic state, memory con-
nects not only the events of that
state with the events of all similar
states, but also with the events of
our normal existence. DBut som-
nambulism 1s of different degrees.
Forgetfulness may not always be
a criterion of it, though 1t general-
ly 1s. Sleep -walking and other
bodily demonstrations are not nec-
essary for 1t; and they seldom
occur. Generally, the person
does not leave his bed. Hence, 1t
1s 1mpossible to tell how much
sleep 1s passed in this condition.
It is far from being improbable
that much of that portion of sleep,
during which we have no recol-
lection of consciousness, 1s passed
in the somnambulic state.

But even the absence of con-
sciousness does not preclude men-
tal activity. An immense portion

mum cognizable, a limit beyond
which action is too feeble to make

a real impression. Hence, we
are not always conscious of all
mental energies whose existence
can not be disallowed. We have
abundant evidence of this from the
phenomena of mental latency and
the association of 1deas.

But experience establishes the
fact, that the mind remains con-
scious during sleep.. We do not
fall asleep suddenly; but remain,
for a time, 1n a transition state.
If, now, we are gently aroused,
we can, by a little eflort, trace
back the line of thought to what
we were thinking when the senses
commenced to grow torpid. After
falling asleep, if we are awaken-
ed, and immediately call attention
to the matter, we find that we
were dreaming. And, whenever
awaking, by taking notice, we can
always discover that we were
dreaming.

Thought is directed in the same
manner when asleep as when
awake, if left to itself; and curi-
osity, in either case, is excited un-
der the same circumstances and
guided by the same laws. Cer-
tain senses, when asleep, admit
imperfect impressions. Now,
when awake, whatever strikes the
senses determines the character of

of our intellectual riches consists of thought; and the result 1s the
same when asleep. Frequently
the nature of a dream 1s owing to
some noise which is imperfectly
heard through the dormant sen-

delitescent cognitions. As there
is a minimum visible, a point be-
yond which ordinary vision can
not penetrate, so there is a mini-
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In such a case, the mind
guesses, reasons and judges 1n re-
gard to it, just as it does when
awake concerning what is imper-
fectly known. There have been
persons, so susceptible to sensible
perceptions when asleep, that they
could be caused to go through al-
most any adventure ;—such as
fighting a duel, and even discharg-
ing a pistol placed in the hand,
without awaking.

But why is it that a person, gen-
erally, can not sleep well in a

SES.

strange place at first, especially if

it 1s a noisy community, but at
length finds no difficulty in sleep-
ing? It is for the same reason
that he can not read in a room full
of strange objects, or when he is
In a strange company, until curi-
osity 1s satisfied. Leta man from
the country change his abode to
the city. At first, he finds much
difficulty in sleeping. He no
sooner becomes calm than the
rumbling of a wagon excites his
attention, and sleep is broken.
When curiosity is satisfied as to
what 1t 1s, he again commences to
sleep. Presently the bell of some
steeple sounds the hour. That is
a new noise. The mind, deter-
mined to know what it is, rouses
the senses into activity. This
state of things continues for a few
nights, and then gradually wears
away, so that on the twentieth
night, perhaps, our friend has no
difficulty in sleeping. The noises
continue as ever, but they pass

unnoticed, for curiosity i1s satis-
fied.

Distraction and non-distraction,
therefore, are matters of intelli-
gence, and not matters of sense;
for it 1s not the senses which be-
come accustomed to the noise of
the city ; for they transmit the im-
pressions on the twentieth night as
well as on the first. The action
of the organ 1s the same; but it
has ceased to be interesting, and
consequently 1s neglected. 'The
whole phenomenon 1s mental, not
physical.

Again, let some one pass gently
by the door of your sleeping apart-
ment, or into the adjoining room ;
1f the event 1s rare, you instantly
awake. DBut carriage after car-
riage passes under your window,
and sleep 1s undisturbed. The
noise in one case 1s trifling com-
pared with the noise in the other.
How can we account for it? It
seems that the mind watches faith-
fully while the body sleeps; and
that 1t judges these sensations,
and, according to 1ts decision, it
awakens or does not awaken the
body.

This i1s further shown by our
ability to awake at any appointed
hour, or at a certain sound. The
mind estimates time when asleep
just as it does when awake. As
one, from experience, can judge
the flight of time pretty correctly
when awake, so, in virtue of this,
he does the same when asleep,
and awakes at the appointed hour.
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Watchers, and especially those
who watch with the sick, become
accustomed to sleep undisturbed
Dy any noise, except a certain sig-
nal, or by the least distressing
movement of the patient.

Finally, the phenomena of awak-
ing, when called, illustrate clearly
the point in question. When call-
ed, the mind commences to rouse
the senses, and before they are
fully awake, we often attempt to
answer, which usually results, at
first, in broken and labored artic-
ulations ; but, not unfrequently,
the answer 1s so plain and decisive

that the caller is deceived 1in regard
to our condition. It 1s related
that, on a certain turnpike, the
gateman was in the habit of clos-
ing the gate at night and taking
his nap. One night, a passer
knocked at his door, calling,
‘¢ Gate.” ¢ Coming,” said the
man. After waiting, the demand
was repeated, and the same an-
swer followed. This went on for
some time, until the passer opened
the door and awoke him. The
body was asleep; but the mind
was awake. It wastardy in awak-
ing 1ts companion.

CO- EDUCATION OF THE SEXES.

HIS subject, though compar-

atively new, 1s already well-
‘worn. Much has been said;
something has been done ; but the
question 1s still tentative.  An
editorial, though 1t be the essence
of dogmatism, will not settle 1it.
Time alone will decide whether
co - education be wise or foolish.
Meantime, it 1s well for us, boys as
well as men, to give vent to our
1deas ; we may, by accident, hit
upon something surpassingly wise.
The position of the Student has
certainly seemed 1ncongruous.
The College has put herself in the
fore - front of the battle in favor of
co - education. Her sons are ex-
pected to catch her spirit and re-

flect it. May it not be that co-
education will prove a failure, for
the very reason that college boys
themselves are so generally op-

posed to it?
The writer of this article has

watched the Student with no little
interest, and now asks room to an-
swer some of the objections which
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