
THE VARSITY.
discursive thinking came, witli tbeni advanced the wider
literature, xvith its histories to, record the past, poetry for
its passion, philosophy for its specuilation.

The literature of the world is so commnon, so mîîcb a
niatter of course, that few, if any, tuirn from its pages to
think wlîat it is, aud liov sbadowy, yet eternal, is its exist-
ence.

Wbat is literatzîre ? Is it a collection of books ?Let
me ask of you a task of your imiagination. We are told
that wben someone, \vbo bas been confined from the open
nature-world bias -one back to tbe places witiî \vicb lie
was once familiar, those thîings whiclî wcrc so commion
before as nlot to be noticed at ail are as strange as, even
strange r, tban otber tlîingls. Tbe bis were not so rugged
in tbose early days, tbe road winds with forgcotten turns,
the garden is too narroxv, everything is changed. it is
because everythiug bias to be mcastired by new standards,
and many tbings arc thus brougbit into observation tbat
were nover noticed before. lii sucli a xvay let us imagine
we have comne agalin to the 01(1 biaiiits of literature, re-
exploring wvitb an eye for tue strangeiîess of tbe comrmon
tbings, and a perception of tbose xve take to be its axuorus.
Perbaps tbe axioms of life are aftcr ail its greatest puzzles,
and the geat of its darkest mystery.

1-ere is a niat of thin, whîite slîeets. Arouind tien. is
stretcbed the skin of a dead anim ai, or perhaps tbe weh of
plant fibres. There are black miarks iri certain lines on
eacb sbeet witin-nothing more. Tbis is a bookl Yet
look at tbose black inik marks agrain. Unconsciousiy your
eye follows front symbol to symbol. 1 sec you forget wbat
it is yon bold, the plant fibre and inatting. For a speil is
faiiing over you fromn tbose cabalistic sigYns, tbe white page
contains Iik marks no longer, but it bias turned to a
splendid picture, limitait voices are in your cars speak-
ing front silence, yon feel tle presence of otber spirits
with your own. 15 there miagie in these modern
days ? The mystery of tbe books is the strangest tbing we
bave, and yet it lies not in tbem but in us. It is aiong the
mysterions Iines of tbe spirit life tbat we find the solution
to it ail.

Tben books are more than mere materiai they are
presences of Tbougbt. And bow they sport witb Time and
Space !The ligbts are throxvn across the shifting ages.
We '-an hear tbe Engii skylark in twiliit heaven, and
watcb the conquering Roman legions shiont the wild poean
of victory. \Ve cani wander witb ja, ;on into those sulent,
nndiscovered seas, or stand in the roar of modemn Lon don.
Here is Fingal among bis nortiieru warriors ;tbere is
the sublimity of Shakespeare. Dynasties of forgotten
states dance ont for a moment in their long gibbering hune.
A pliantom Troy glimmers on the desclate Asiati bis.
These are tbe ivory keys-pass your finger-tips aior.g and
in revelations of life aud trutb tbe answer comes froni that
mysterions, sulent, onter world into tbe sulent mystery of a
living mmnd.

Tliere eaui be no boundary hiere. It is the Infinite
and tbe Etemuai. Tinie cannot liold us. We înay be

3,000 years old, or even older. Away far "lont of Time
and out of Space " we watch the stars whirl ont of their
red cioud-vapors and tbe universe unroîl and spread its
glittering frame. Chaos is euded, eartb beguin. Listen
with Milton or Goethe and you hear the jubilation of the
angeiic choirs, see glinipses of that light wlîose beanty
pervades the universe. A flash, and ail is over! The
stars grow dimi, the coid, gray twiliit of creation falis
froni worid to world, drifts froni sun to sun. The sbadows
deepen-darkness covers ail, and the dead orbs are wbirl-
ing into the eterual nigbt.

This is Literature, aud this is the range of a scholar's
vision. From sucb a one should we uot expeet great
things ? and yet, strange as it may seeni, we find that bis
mind is not aiways cuitivated in wisdom, nor bas that
harmonious development whicb bestows tbe greatest

power. Many a scholar \Vjth an experience as wide as
lîistory, and a knowledge of the most intricate questions of
thought, rnistakes the truc object of life, arid lives as far
froîin the ideal as those in the more simple ivalks of life.
Foi ernu is not culture iior Nvisdom.

The greatcst mami in the world, the one whiose influence
will extend fart best on the long future years of history, is
the man, be lie learned or inlearned iii the classics of our
race, xvhose life is at one witm nature.

Do not let tbe recluse iimagine tbat lie bias the only
way of sttndying,- that exists. So long as be stuclies man auJ
the mysteries of bis enviroumient by researches in the
archives of the Past, foilows bis liistory withi the aim before
birn of a more tborougbi understanding of inaseif and lus
fellows, works in tbe past for the present-so long as he
works witb that end iri view bie is doing his duty and ac-
complishing the ig-hest good. But let the scbiolar neyer
despise one who lias not looked (lown the agres to learn
from tbe experiences of biistory. Just as there xvas at first
for tbe first thinker of tbe primai agre, so novi there miust
be other means of cultur-e, otimer ways of getting into the
hieart of things than byv living in tlie dust of a classic past.

Turui from tbe pagres of your book to-nigbit as the
twiligbit closes in and tbe shadows steal arotind the room,
spare a moment before tbe lamp is ligbted, anti look ont
at the sunset. Wbiat is that to you ? Is it a gray, wvestern
cloud witb red dauibed on it like soute sorry attempt at a
5 cent chiromio ? Are you tinkling, while you look away
into that infinite expanse of a forg otten tense of sotte for-
gotten verb in a forgyotten language ? Now you cani test
yonrself, bow mucb harmony tbere is between yon aud tbe
rest of nature, for if yon cannot Jeel the beauty of that siu-
set,fl the solernn power that is shut bebind tbose flood.
gates ofthieday-anid tle Jieep oftbeuniverse asleep beyond
-if you cannot feel tliat in your heart, tbe dust of the past
lias obscured your view aud narrowed the powers of your
soul's expansion.

There cani be gained froin classical literary study
much of great betiefit by a widening of the knowv1edge of
humran actions in diffrent times and undler différent cir-
cnmstances. If as tbe student reads lie secs unfold before
him the cbanging arena wbere the bierocs of old tirne are in
actual life, if lie follows tbeir doingrs mindfui of the sources
of action in ourselves, if he secs tbeni transferred into tbe
present by tbe power of tbonglit, by every experience of the
man be contemplates, lie adds te, lus oxvn. For lîim tbcre
is less to say. But yet lie is xidening his vision by one
metlîod ;there are otbers left. Sliould lie hc content with
those trutlis tbat otlier minds bave drawn fromn a source
that still lies open ? Should lie he satisfied merelv with
appiying and realizing tbese trutbs ? Beyond, arounid,
witlîin hini lie the saine eterually ýnexbaustible fields fromi
which Homer, Dante, Shakespeare drewv, and from whicbi
the future 1-omers and the future Shakespeares must
draw.

And noxv witb all the widened scope of knowvledgre
drawn front sncb study, you canuot create one single idea,
give to the world one single thougblt whicli shaîl l sliine
as a star forever in the firmament of life," except by tbe
establishment of a harmony between yonr soul and the
oversoul. of Nature, a condition to wbicb everyone cati
attain, but tlie scbolar, by bis broadetied capacity and
greater ability to receive, it wili baptize with a greater
measure cf power. \Vith tbis thongbit before us it wonld
be well to tbink twice before casting contempt on tbose in
the ordinary walks of life, wbo have neyer bad the oppor-
tunity of studying, things beyond the scope of personal
experience, wbile we may be privileged to scour tbe uni-
verse. But let ns not pause tlîrougli sympatby for au
inferior type, pause because we mnay meet someone tbere
wbo is wviser and therefore knows more tban we, wbo bas
reached nnassisted into tbe heart of tbings, it may be in
part biindiy, but effectively. J AmEs T. SHOTWELI,.


