














































304: Flofosnc, Wiuon. 

E0,ppeared to him, whioh he own 
pPilo80phy. 

Suoh is the book. But is 
inPnitely better nnpnment. 

So much admiration has been lavished on his latinity, that 
we shan probably be reokoned hyperoritioal if we profeaa our 
inability to share it. Yet to our mind, Wilson's Latin style is 
medioore. At any rate, it fa11s far short of olassioal standards. 
Easy, elegant, and graoeful it undoubtedly is, but its ease and 

elegance are Pliddle Ages, nnt Golden 
of Roman homely, 

it wants the the stately"""""""", 

"nords and modoE0," expression, 
Quintilian would not have approved. Yet with all these faulta, 
it is impoSBible to resist its charm. In matter we frankly con­
fess that Wilson's occasional lapses from the strict canons of 
Roman literary propriety constitute not the least of the attrac­
tions of his book. For they are in almost every case, acoom-

with a lapse of that digni-
g;;eeoos to thinliC. the 

his carriage 
g;;oe the man; "I,inion, 

man is ~"ttractiv. than 
Take the following passage, for example:-

He is speaking, very humanly for a philosopher, of the 
warmth of feeling evoked in one by the sight of a beautiful face 
or figure. I Then,' he asks, 'what happens f ' I MOIIJ hoc animal 
jormivorum (utinam hanc tlocem Romanm 8ermo admittat; non 
in??enio quomodo uprimam)--mo,g;; 

homo ad u:arde8cit, ad '.,,",'''E·EEE 

in 81 tramjg;;.,,??g;; Pretty ardent 
??mg;;st be admittedE ! But 
oI his ardour. In very next sentence he 
8ummum bonum, and quoting Lucretius to prove that Love is 
after all but the vain imaginings of a noxious dream. 

'Again, he has an effective, if sometimes homely way of 
lightening up a long passage of sustained argument, and 
















