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roundings. He was more tolerant of opinions other 
than his own, but more unrelenting in his fidelity 
to conscience and more impatient of half-hearted­
ness and self-indulgence. He was full of reverence 
for the great scholars and the great leaders of men 
he had come to know.

‘ Great, noble fellows they are, and extraordi­
narily modest,’ he said—‘that is, the really great are 
modest. There are plenty of the other sort, neither 
great nor modest. And the books to be read! I 
am quite hopeless about my reading. It gave me 
a queer sensation to shake hands with a man who 
had written a great book. To hear him make com­
monplace remarks, to witness a faltering in knowl­
edge—one expects these men to know everything— 
and to experience respectful kindness at his hands 1’

• What of the younger men ?’ I asked.
' Bright, keen, generous fellows. In things theo­

retical, omniscient; but in things practical, quite 
helpless. They toss about great ideas as the miners 
lumps of coal. They can call them by their book 
names easily enough, but 1 often wondered whether 
they could put them into English. Some of them 1 
coveted for the mountains. Men with clear heads 
and big hearts, and built after Sandy M’Naughton’s 
model. It does seem a sinful waste of God’s good


