On Being Human.

argument, ‘even, that raoves vital in
the field of action. You do not have
to study these things; they reveal
themselves, you do not stay to see
how. They remain with you, and
will not be forgotten or laid by.
They cling like a personal experience,
and become the mind’s intimates.
You devour a book meant to be read,
not because you would fill yourself or
have an anxious care to be nourished,
but because it contains such stuff as
it makes the mind hungry to look
upon. Neither do you read it to kill
time, but to lengthen time, rather,
adding to it its natural usury by living
the more abundantly while it lasts,
joining another’s life and thought to
your own.

There are a few children in every
generation, as Mr. Bagehot reminds
us, who think the natural thiog to do
with any book is toread it. “ There is
an argument from design in the sub-
ject,” as he says; ‘tif the book was
not meant for that purpgse, for what
purpose was it meant?"” These are

the young eyes to which books yield '

up a great treasure, almost in spite of
themselves, as if they had been pene-
trated by some swift, enlarging power
of vision which only the young know.
It is these youngsters to whom books
give up the long ages of history,
“the wonderful series going back to
the times of old patriarchs with their
flocks and herds "—I am quoting
Mr. Bagehot again—*‘the xeen-eyed
Greek, the stately Roman, the watch-
ing Jew, the uncouth Goth, the horrid
Hun, the settled picture of the un-
changing East, the restless shifting of
the rapid West, the rise of the cold
and classical civilization, its fall, the
rough impetuous Middle Ages, the
vague warm picture of ourselves and
home. When did we learn these?
Not yesterday nor to-day, but long
ago, in the first dawn of reason, in the
original flow of fancy.” Books will
not yield to us so richly when we are
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older. The argument from design
fails. We return to the staid authors
we read loong ago, and do not find in
them the vital, speaking images that
used to lie there upon the page. Our
own fancy is gone, and the author
never had any. We are driven in
upon the books meant to be read.

These are books written by human
beings, indeed, but with no general
quality belonging to the kind—with
a special tone and temper, rather, a
spirit out of the common, touched
with a light that shines clear out of
some great source of light which not
every man can uncover. We call
this spirit human because it moves us,
quickens a like life in ourselves,
makes us glow with a sort of ardor of
self-discovery. It touches the springs
of fancy or of action within us, and
makes our own life seem more quick
and vital. We do not call every book
that moves us human. Some seem
written with knowledge of the black
att, s2t our base passions aflame, dis-
close motives at which we shudder—
the m.ore because we feel their reality
and power ; and we know that this is
of the devil, and not the fruitage of
any quality that distinguishes us as
men. We are distinguished as men
by the qualities that mark us different
from the beasts. When we call a
thing human we have a spiritual ideal
in mind. It may not be an ideal of
that which is perfect, but it moves at
least upon an upland level where the
air is sweet; it holds an image of
man erectand constant, going abroad
with undaunted steps, looking with
frank and open gaze upon all the for-
tunes of his day, feeling ever and again

‘“the joy

Of elevated thoughts ; a sense sublime
Of sumething far more deeply inteifused,
Whose dwelling is the light of setting sune,
And the round ocean and the liviag air,
And the blue sky, and in the mind of man:
A motion and a spirit, that impels
All thinking things,” )

Say what we may of the errors and



