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Louis Stevenson's later elucubrations,
-IlThe WVrong Box " for instance? Let

any brain-wc-aried, wrung-out poor mortal
have but an hour's reprieve cvcry day
from rigid duty and let hirn take up, bet-
ter stili, take oui with hirn, some one of
these recent books, and let hlmi tell the
honest trutlh about their powers of amus-
ing and entertaining. 1 ain sure the re-
suit w~ill be a rencwcd eneîgy for work,
for of course work. is the inevitable and
desirable sentence upori us ai]. Let us have
no more IlGradgrinds" with their heart-
less theory of Ilsolîd tangible facts," with
rieyer a loop.hole anywhere to peep in at
sonie of the shows or to peep) out of
our duil s.ad selves.

Amusing reading is indeed bealthy read-
ing, taken of course at the right time and
in judicious quantities, and wbat a blessing
that %ve are not- s0 fearfully identified
with our macbinery and scientific appar-
atus as to have lost ail capacity of enjoy-
in- a good ringing Iaugh over sonie bit of
fancy like the ludicrous effects of 4'Dick
Bultitude's " Garudâ stone, for instance
( see "Vice Versa">) or Daudet's "Tar-
tarin. >

The old books, doubtless, are the best
Thomnas à Kempis thought so ln bis day.
1 daresay ilo mnan, barring Adaiin, but bas
had a tendcnry to turn to the past for
winsdoni. It is quite certain that while
Shakspeare wvas striking off Ifis iiînrnortal
pinys, the pioper people of bis tine wvere
irnterested only in the poetry of the pre-
ceding age. So it has 1been, and îhough
we have seen ail kinds of revoiwions, so
it will alivays be. 1 suppose it is with
books as with inen :-Il The survival of
the fittest » 15 the inexorable law. People
did not begin to read Shakspeare's works
tillt hey were a hundred years old; not tili
tbey were two hundred yeais old did tbey
begin to (lucte tbern. Now tbey are an
essential, of education, and so on of ail
the "l Irniiortals."

I bave ofien wondered (I .%,as flot
brouglit up on the Gradgrind 1principie
thai we '<'should neyer wonder>) as to wbat
works of the prescrit age wvill hold their
ownl agrainst thér giiii old dernolishier,
Tinie1 what degree of respectful attention
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will the nmen and wonuen of the thirtietb
century bestow upon Browning, TPenny-
son,' Longfellow, Bryant, Càrlyle, Enier-
son and Matthew Arnold ? %ViIl the
people of ten centuries bence, go bo these
men as to, teachers ? as we go, for in-
stance, to Dante, to Cervantes and to
two or three otbers ? (I'ni not con-
sidering the purely spiritual aspect of the
question, merely the literary, or if a gen-
eral terni be botter, the artistic). Sonne
o'f us have already settlcd tbe case
of soi-e of the above-nientioned, no need
to wait ten centuries to decide upon the
qualifications of Carlyle, for instance as a
teacher-a teacher supposes a guide, and a
guide who Icads toknw issues. N ow, most
of these nien, if we consider tbemn
otherwnse than as poeîs, give us
to, suspect that îhey are not quite sure of
the IlL>eyond." Agnostics, avowed or un-
avowed, can scarcely be called teacbers;
they bave taught us some things, inter-
mediate tbings lot. us caîl tbemi-..fter ail,
we don't need these self appointed
guides to reach the goal. The Truth
and the Way and the Life are known 10,
us beyond the power of any man to
niake clearer.

Corning back to the question of sur-
vival it is a remarkable fact that lii nearly
every generation, those writers wbo were
held ln highest. repute by th eir conteinpor-
aries are the ones ivhose works have soon-
est reached oblivion. Whant would bave
beconme of Dr. Johnson Ilthe grand
Cham >' of literature and morais, in bis
day, bad not bis irrepressible adorer
given us a book about thegreai '<Srrugg!er"
that niakes of the author of" 4 Rasselas,"
a powerful, figure for all lime?

There is more or less bunibug about
readiing the classics of the eg-
teenth Centu-ry if we would only own up
to0 it, and as far as my humible self is con-
cerned l'ni right glad that soile of the
snubbed, and m'uchi ignored writers of
the first quarter of the nineteenth
century are growing ln popular
favor, is it not but fair pli)y that
the h,-mimless and often beautifually inspired
" Elia" sbould bce- quite the fashion of
laie? Indccd, nMay' we not count
this enthusiastic: recognition of Charles
Laiib, one of the hecalthy sigtis of Oui-
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