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philosophy teachng by experience. By means of it wra pierce our
way through tlk vistas of the past and look up the aisles cf the
future, iwe hold communion with the dend. and sit in council wvith
an offspring yet buried in the vonb of tine. How rapid is the
winged flight of imagination ! Yet the foot of history ts as flect.
With vhat celerity does the page of history picturo te our iminds
the sovereignty of the Garden of Eden in its pritmitive greatneas I
We have scarcely beheld Noah and his famuy enter tae ark until
we behold the arc of God's covenant span the leavens. Thus his-
tory hurries us along through the dif'erent periods of the worldi's
existence. Wo acconpany Moses through the pronised land, and
stand vith himi upon Mount Sinai as ho recoives the Divine con-
manda. The spirit of history bears us along through the ages of
empires-

"Grecco, Rome, Carthage, where are they 2"
Each nation rises before us, thon fades away like the mist beforo
the morning sun. Each sovereign riles his Ihour ani then dopartl,
bequeathing his sceptre to another. There is no interregnum in
the great sovereignty of the world. The deeds of warriors are
scanned and then surpassed. Each age is arrayed in more glisten-
ing armour. The sword gleams still more brightly in the hour of
danger, and peace reigus more supremely when it comes. Con-
quest and loss, hope and fear, joy and nourning ring through the
universe, and the heart of mankind beats and throbs to ita variet
and never-ceasing measure. Yes, tho truc import of history is
found in the government of thought and action. He who would
tell us only of camps and courts, and the drilling and killing of
soldiers, does net merit the title of historian. He forgets that the
great and nighty tide of thouight and action is rolling through a
world of existence, and it is this tido of thought and action that
ehapes and influences a nation. Thero nust thon be a real spirit
in history througih which its characters live andi move and have
their being. " History," says Carlyle, "is a mighty drania enacted
on the theatre of Infinitude, ivith suns for lampa and oternity as a
background-whose author is God, and whose purport and thou-
sand.fold moral leads up ta the Throne of God." Hera we have a
sublime definition of history. Let us place it side by sido with
that of Voltaire, who said that history wvas neraly a parcel of tricks
that the historians played with the dead. low zin we expect to
understanid the characters of thoso who lived two thousaud years
age, when many of ue are at a loss to understand ourselves. This,
however, need not inmply that the historian should be a character
trickster. And what did Napoleon define history to be ? le said
it was simply fiction agreed upon. With fiction we always asse-
oiate the idea of unreality. Now truth is reail, and real history is
truth ; therefore history is neither fiction nor unreality. History
by some is considered te bo ierely story-tellng. This dejinition
would hold gord were there nothng else in the subject but narra-
tien. Nearly every porson ts more or less a story-teller, and cou-
sequently an historian. Yes, such a detinition may pass mustor
with children who are more interested in the adventures of a Rob-
inson Crusne or the astounding featsof Jack the Giant Killer, than
they are lii the growth and development of a nation; but it can
never be accepted as the real and truc import of the term history.
Froude says that hiatory is hke a child's box of latters, with which
we can spell any word we please. Wa have only, says this histo-
rian, to pick ont such letters as we want, arrange them as we hke,
and say nothing about those which do not suit our purpose. It is
te bo feared that the great Englhsi historiai lins too closcly fol-
lowed his defiintion. Half of our histories are but more romances,
containing nuither spirit nor lore. Io turn their pages would be
but a useless task. They do not speak of the inwantrd lifo of a
nation. The kige pass befure you just as in some play toy, dis-
tinguished (from oach other only by the armor on their masks.

Certain it is that history is a book with saven soals, t.nd wbat ve
call the spirit of the past ages is but the spirit of this or that wor-
thy gentleman in whoso mind those ages are reflected. I remember
having read soma timo aga an article in the I Canadian Monthly "
entitled "A Quarrel with the Ninetoenth Century," in which the
writer complai'ned of the difficulty of rgching trutlis through the
medium of history. Well, it is a task, I muet confese. Like our
newspapers, on political subjects aci has a mission to fulfil,-And
it is a question if ail our histories togother stato certain facts in.
trinsically riglit. Each historian las his idol, beforo whomn lie
boiws down and ofto-s incense. Road ono history and you will
learn that Queen Elizabeth was a most amiable personage,
and fully justiied in putting lier cousin, Mary Quen of Scots, te
death ; whilo another represents lier as a cruel.hearted and tyran-
nicali monster. Even Henry the Eighth, ensconcedi within the circle
of his six wives, contes in for a share of fulsoine praise at the hands
of James Anthony Froude ; while Macaulay, who was well-nigrh in-
fallible as an historiai, and could not write partially forsooth,
wades kne deep in blood through the massacre of Glencoo in order
te exoîjerate his favorite haro, William the Third, from ail blamo
in the matter. And thus goes on the warring of historians, with
truth and fiction I suppose arrayed on both sides. Thore is one
thing certain, that we look for somcthing botter in histories than
th:mnero cironicling of avents. It is of little importance to kunw
that the Magna Charta was signed by King John at Runnymede,
A.D. 1215, if weI do not know that it was the great bulwark of
English liberty. The nmcre fac.that we dined yesterday at precisely
12 o'clock, is not nearly se important to the welfare of our bodies as
the fond which we disposed of during the event. The life-blood of
a nation is not nourished by dry facts and dates. The inward con-
dition of life and conscious aim of mankind constitute much of the
reality of history. It very ofton happens that iwe ara %vont ta con-
aider ovents-ushored in by the thundering of cannon, the var of
muskctry and the bloody carnage of the battle-fiold, as the groat
hindnarks of history. This is a mistake. " When the oak tree is
felled," says Carlyle, " the whole forest echocs with it ; but a hon-
dred acorns are planted ailently by some unnoticed breeze. Bat-
tics and war tumulte, which for the time din every car and with
joy or terror intoxicate every heart, pass away like tavern brawls ;
except sne faew Marathons and Morgartens aro ramombered
by accident, net by desert." Bistory has been considored to bo
the writren and verbal message which ail mankind delivers tu man.
It la the communication which the past can have with the present,
-the distant with what is hore. " The perfect man in history,"
says Carlyle , would be ho who undorstood and saw and knew vith-
in limself ail that the whole fanily of Adam liad iitherto been
or done." Such a persnry wva do no not ixpect te find ; hence nu
muet bear with the imperfectiona of history. Let us read tb'î pre
mises of history and draw our owa conclusions, not foll e the
coloring of the historian ; but viewfracts through the lens ot sar
on'» n.inds And now Icome to the question, Is histury a Science 2
My reply is, yes. A subject i said ta have entered the scien-
tfic stage whnen pienomena are no longer isolated experiences, but
appear in ennnection and ordAr; wvhen, after certain antecedents,
crtain censequences are uniformly aeen te follow ; and when, with
facts collected, we form a basis by which we can, in some dogree,
firesee the future. But we inust ever remember that tire is some-
thing eise in history besidet tht marvellous and thie vonderful, that
the true purport of history is net to amuse, but te instruct. It is
the great enporium of knowaledgt, in which ail can be ahmreho'iders.
We can ail ait at the footatool of history and become learned. In
former days, the office of historian belonged, in a great measure,
te the minstrel.-


