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j1int, especially if itis done on expensive
white paper with a wide margin. Men
who would detect and spurn a lie if spok.

THE HESPERIAN STUDENT.

therefore gives n picture of the author’s
inner self in forms en'arged and ideally
improved. The colors are more intense,

lies, if we knew le was lying. Bacon

couched much trath in a few words when |

he sald, “Some books are made to be tast

en, will read lies by the hundred, and|and more finely contrasted than seen in | ed, others to be swallowed, and some few

|
should they find two books which Hatly |
contrivcliol each other in respect Lo state.

the man’s ordinary Hfe,
A good book, therefore, Is sometimes

o be ehewed and digested,”

Many people may be thou vt o rend n

¥ 1} au? 1 it )
ments of facts, they wonder how it can be |of more vulue to the world than a good | gre atdenl, who really vend Lt ittle, in

possible that hoth are worthy of crcullt.|
and yet, a8 they are books lhey must ol
course be true, though they cannot see
howr

A book, Tet it be remembered, s an indy
vidual's own expression of his thonghts
and by no magic can it be any better than
the author makes it.  The author may be
& wise man or « Dol an honest man or o
villian, s man of good intentions oracon
celver of evil, He may be unassuming,
or he may be slightly (or more than slight-
ly) elevated in self-conceit,  He may have
something worth while to say, and not
know how to gay it But whatever he s
or knows or has the power to communi.
cate, that will he write in his book, wheth
«r he thereby writes himself down a sage '
or u fool. Whatever may be the author's |
prejudices and peculiarities of thinking,
his book will betray them.

These traces of personality are oftener
to be discovered than we might imagine. |
A Dictionary seems to be the least pos-
pessed of any savor or aspect of human |
personality, but even in such a book we
may discover the feelings of the writer,
For example, Dr. Johuson is said to de-|

man, for it is the best part of a good man
—the good without the evil,  When a
man dics, while his spivit is living on in!
one hnmortal world, he may also be liv.
ing another immoriality on earth. Milton
used more than o figure when he says,
“for books are not absolutely dead things,
but do contain o progeny of Jife in them
as active us the soul whose progeny they

are: nay, they do preserve as in avial the |

purest efficacy and extraction of that Tiv.
ing intelleet that bred them, As good,
almost, kill & good man as Kill » good

book; whokills a man, kills & reasonable |
Lereature, God's image;
stroys u book kills renson itself; kills the |
taking up the stitches of lost thought, T

is not necessary in reading every hook |
and |

but he who de

L1

image of God as it were in the eye.

This brings vs to the second question— |

What is it to read? What has already
been said may perhiaps suggest now the
answor to this query. Toread a book is

(o place ourselves in communication with

o living man when every word is chosen
before spoken.
selves for the time being in company with
the author. The man who would read in

the true significance of that term, must ‘lwi

able as he holds the book before his eyes |

| books require this, others do not.
tnke a|

the true sense of the term,  Mey rend o8
muny people hear, such as go irom Sab.
bath to Sabbath and sit in the anetuary ;

but were they asked what was the text, or |

whnt the genernl strain of  the minister's
discourse, they are lost, 8o, many people
have o habit of perusing books and pa
pers in a passive way, which 18 far from
reading,

It is snid of Edmund Burke that he
read every book ns if he were never to
see itasceond time, and thus made it his
own, u possession for life,  Were his ex.

Can you Forget e ?

Cap you forget me? I who have so chierisho

The vartest trifle that was memory’s link,

The roses that you gave me, although perishod,

Were precions fn my slght; they made mie think.

You took them in thelr seentless henuly Atoop.
ing

From the wprem shieltor of the garden wal)

Antumn, Into lnnguld winter drooaping,

Ginve 1= Just blossome, opening but to M)

Can you forget me? 1 am not relying
On plighted sowes wlas! I know thelr waortl
Man'# fulrh to woman s o teifte, dylng
Upon the very hreath that gave 11 hirth
But | remember hones of gquiet gladness,
When, If the heart hnd venth It spoke 1 (hen
When thoughts wonld s omettmoes take s toye of
sntlness

And then unconselously grow glad sgaln

Can you forget themt

Can you forget me? My whole soul was blended:
At Tesst it sought to blend ft=elf In thine:
My whole Ife's purpose. winning thee, seomed

ample imitated more closely much time | ended;

would certainly be saved thatis now spent
in recalling things half remembered—

that we commence at the first page
pass the eye over every word from lop to
bottom of each successive page.  Some
The
best readers are those who can
contents, and to this page and then to that,
grasp the great thought ot the author:—
who can seleet the valuable as a magnet
takes and holds the iron filings, scattercd

fine ezcise and pension thus; “An excise,” | 10 80 With Chaucer to Canterbury, with | ina handful of sand:—who when they

he says, “is a hateful tax levied on com.
modities, and adjudged, not by the com l

mon judges of property, but by wretches | with Tyndall over the glaciers in the Alps,  book & second time.

Homer to the plains of Troy, with Dick.!
ens through the smoky streets of London, |

have found these choice morscls read
them, as if they never expected to see the
Snch individuals

hired by those to whom the excise is| With the nuturalist over caves and streams, | can do a vast amount of reading in a life.

paid.”
ance made to any one without an equiva.

lent. In England it is generally under.'
wlood W mean pay given to a siale hire- |
ling for treason to his country.”

A historian, wl the first thought, may
secin to be an impersonal chronicler of his.
torical events. Yel whoean read Gibbon,
Hallam, Hume, and Arnold without gain.
ing a transcript of the individusl charac
ter and principles of each ¥ The poet, the
dramatist and the moralist may personate
a8 many charncters as he will and puat in
to the mouths of these fictitious person
ages words most appropriste o esch;
worde seemingly fur remote from the an
thor's own sentiments and feelings, but |
yet when itchances thal their own private
opinions have to be spoken, or their ndi.
vidual feclings expressed, the words come
with ap energy and intensity of expres
gion which beteays them as the author's
own. To read Paradise Lost carefully |
one becomes ugain and ugain Impressed
with its author's own feelings upon the
political and ecelesiastical turmoils of his
time. The geniusg of the dramatist Hes in
his power to forget himself wholly in his
character, or o transform himself into
the hero whom he personates,  In dra
matic writing, perliaps,
stands first in excollence.  But in his
plays one frequently mecls sentences
weighty with a double meanivg, Noton
Iy doesthe hero spesk but the author
through his hero, utters seatiments and
eraotions which he could not repress,

A book not only represents its aathor
but it portrays cither the best or the worst
part of him. By the act of writing, the
mind is ordinarily ruised to its highest
eiergy both of thought and feeling. 1t
condenses and as it were intensines itself;
whatever is good into doubly good—
whatever is bad into doubly bad. © A book

Sharespeare,

Pension he defines ns “an allow. | with the journalist or reviewer into his‘ time.

study, ns he sits surrounded by his books,
We must ke our seats by the side of
Bacon, and receive his fragrant observa

tions, which come to us like so many
pearls, as they fell from the lips of the!
living man. [IT the author has giveu vent
10 his Imagination, we must allow ours to
follow his. To read Shukespeare intell

gently one must re create in his own fan.
cy those wonderful beings conceived in
the mind of the great dramatist.  To read |
that great poem of Milton's, we must go
willi its suthor to the very gates of heaven
and look into the cternal city, 1ill like
him we become dazzled by the wmugnin.
cence of the scene, overwhelmed by the
splendid array of the angelic host, or con-
tounded by the glimpses of the infinite
gleries of the “Unereated and Eternal Je

hovah" and then turn our eyes to where

COn s sudden, open fiy,

With impetuoans ¢ d Jarring sound,

The lnfernal doors '
and the Archange! ruined stands before
us with his compeers—sublime in intel-
Ject, degraded by sin, scarred and seared |
by suffering, yet proud and unsutlued in
their relentless wills,

After the reader has thus placed him,
self in the attitude described and
caught the words as it he really heard
them full from the lips of the writer, he
must deal with the thoughts as with any
others spoken in his hearmg, Not lwuv;.
sarity believe unless bie has some reason
for beiieving. If two bhooks make con.
irary statements, one is probably wrong,
and hoth may be wrong .

we :"mn' them all, and then re.read and
again, or in other words have the author
repeat his wise sayings. 1If the book cop.
tains blasphemy and falsehood a very lit.

tle will suffice. It would be folly to sit/ :
| a0y further in the columns of the Stu. Ir"’ great deal of energy by those profeseing

|

aud listen by the hour to & man telling

lins |

If a man writes |
5 4 ¥ ] 1
great and besutiful truths it is well that

The so.called readers are divided
by Coleridge into four classes,
first,” says he, “may be compared to an
hour glass, their reading being as sand
which runs in snd runs out, and leaves no
vestige behiind, A second cluss regem
bles a sponge, which imbibes everything,
and returns it nearly in the same state on.
Iy o little dirtler, A third elass is like a

Jelly bag which allows all that is pure o

away and retains the refuse und
The fourth may be com.
pared to the slave of Goleonda who, east

riaxs

dregs, class
ing wside all that is worthless, preserves
only the pure gems."  The
conforms to my ideal of a reader. In
this age of the world when thousands and
ten s of thousands of books are printed, it

Innt i"llnm_l

is highly im portant thut every person whe

wishes to read should form a clear con-
ception of what & book is:—that it is an
individuai’s own expression  of
thoughts in his strongest and most stadied

“The |

We must imagine our.| book, and, turning first to the table of |

Thow wert my heart s sweel home
shrine,
Cun yon forgel me - when the frelight burning,
Threw sudden gleams sronnd the quiet room,
How wonld thy worde, to long past memorios
turning,
Trust e with thowghts soft a= the shadowy
gloom !

my =plrit’s

Can you forget them?

Can yon forget me? This b= valnly tasking
The faithless heart where 1, alne ! am not.
Too well T know the Idlences of asking-
The misery —of why I am forgol.
The happy hours that | huve pussed while kneel-
fog

Half slave, half child, to gaze upon thy face,
But what o theo this pussionnte appealing —
Let my heart break it {s & common case,

Youn have forgotlen me.

lt- E- Ial.m.'-

Secleeted by “Miniax Werren.”

Literature,

We see on every hand ap endless sen of
litersture,  Literature of all Kinds and de.
scriptions, and on every subject imaginable.
There is scarcely a topic but has a thous.
and and one distinet sides, and upon each
purticular side, no two authors can proeise.
ly agree; hence the infinite voriety and
flood of ideas aftoat. Fifly years ago, u
hundred volumes were considered as quite
i large library ; todday, two thousand are s
comparatively smull one,  As people de
velop in common sense, our world of liw
crature increases proportionately, nnd s
gradunily ebh awny nonsensical Tullacion,
We will admit that two or three hundred

Lyears ago, certain elusses of literature were

originated which have never been surpass.
ed ; but their progenitors secmed to have
been brilliant meteors, thrown by the hand
of the Almighty into the midst of Igno.

his rance to check the fultering and unsteady

step of the masses, as they surged on in

Ianguage; that it presents as true an im.  their superstitious lethargy.

Lage of the suthor's mind as any photo. |

It is true (hat we oceasionnlly collide

graph does of his extérnal form. It is a | with humun beings who ure ten, fifty, or
true picture because he has painted it Perbaps o bundred yeurs behind the times;

himsell.  Every shade, every stroke every

touch, is his own.

but then "ll')‘ ure so oddd that they are elass
el with walking mummies by Young

”H\‘i!l;.'_’ learned what 1 book i we next .\Ill"rii'll. and allowed to s on thelr way
wish to Know how to muke it serviceable 'f"j“i%‘ing. Such are some of onr rrlmiuun

to us, in other words, what it is to read, so
that awid the vast nmonnt of literary mat
ler we may remd the greatst possible
umouant in the least possible time, and be
best remunerated for the time thus spent.
W. Brewart Brack

We have received s we'l.written and
spicy communication from “Zay" in re
ply Lo sn editorial in the Febroary aum.
ver of the Meseeriay emtitded “Secturi.
anism in the Universtiy.” We have con.
cluded, however, not to publish it, as it
seems hardly judicious to continue the
discussion, begun seversl months ago,

DENT.

funutics, who still cling with o deathly
grip to the ald dogmns, and insist that vil.
luins of the lowest caste, including bandits

Land murderers, are placed on the same foot

ing in eternity with honest and righteous
men, and all rejolce wogethier in the king
dom of Heuven : or, perclhianees, they go to
the other extreme and say that three-fourths
OF humanity wgethor witds 21 infants who
have not been baptised are doomed to a

{seething, fiery hell of unutterable torment,

o writhe in thelr sgony forever, All of
these extreme fullacies are advocated with

them, and well may they be, for people are




