
tht book that was ordoid to b* dMtnmd tho

ethtr dajr bf ome mndMra of tb* Libnry
Bold of DtuetaUT, Bnghmd. FMdfaig,u Har-
ritoB calli Um, ic "th* prOH Homer o{ humu
nature." How many of ua raalin in "Tom
Jonca" tba baauty of inmlfiihnaia, the wall-

•pring of (oednaaa, tba manly beaUliinaaa and
bcartlnaia undai1yin( ita frdk and ita aatire

which the bo<di incnlcatea, becauae we an
abaoibed, it may be, in laugfaiaf at ita humor,
or are aimply irritated by ita groaaneaa. There-
fore I aay again, aa I have aaid many timea
before, a great daaaic muat be read with
undentanding, with a clear mind, without
narrow prejudice, and then it will have a
meaaage for you—never otherwlae.

It ia the faahion for aome people to aay

today that Walter Scott ia a back number, that

hia proae ia bad, that hia poetry ia worae, that

nobody ahould waate time over an author who
haa ao falaified hiatory aa'he haa done. Well,

it all may be true, but I doubt it. Walter Scott
'-< an author of whom I never grow tired. He
u. a perfect library in himaclf. A conatant

reader of ronumcea would 6nd that it needed
montha to go through even the beat piecea of

the bwxhauatible painter of eight full centuriea

and every type irf man, and he might repeat

the ptoceaa of reading him ten timea in a life-

time without a aenae of wearineaa or aameneaa.

Aa Frederic Harriaon well aaya: "The poetic

beauty of Scott'a creationa ia almoat the leaat

of hia great quaUtiea." It ia the univeraality

of hia aympathy that ia ao truly great, the

juatice of hia eatimatea, the inaight into the

apbit of each age, hia intenae abaorption of

aelf in the vaat epic of human civilization. Aa
hi Homer himaelf, we aee in thia proae Iliad of

modem hiatory the battle of the old and the

new, the heroic defence of ancient etrongholda,

tiic long impending and inevitable doom of

mediaeval life. Strong men and proud women
etmggle againat the deatiny of modem aodety,

unconadoualy workmg out ita waya, un-
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