should be assessed and made good. It was even allowed to demand a pledge for
the loan of a volume. From the description given in these enactments, there
must have been some communal Library in addition to the private collections.

The lack of literary material led to great hardships in the schools. Some
students had to retire to bed at an early hour while their friends used the
few available books. The former would have to rise at a very early hour in
order to read the folios which had been left for their use by those students who
had spent the night in study. These difficulties often encouraged diligent folk
who could afford the necessary writing materials to copy the works which they
needed most. Even renowned Rabbis used to apply to wealthy friends and
relatives for the use of private copies. One of them mournfully writes:

“My weapons are not with me at present for all the books of my brother-in-
law are at Graz (Austria) and my own books do not satisfy half my requirements.”

Even the copying of books was hindered by the difficulty of obtaining materials.
Old manuscripts from which the original text had almost disappeared had to be
used for writing.

The reign of miracles began when the printing press made its appearance in
Europe. Again to quote Carlyle.

“Universities arose while there were yet no books; while a man, for a single
book had to give an estate of land. That in those circumstances, when a man had
some knowledge to communicate, he should do it by gathering the learners about
him, face to face, was a necessity for him. If you wanted to know what Abelard
knew, you must go and listen to Abelard. Thousands, as many as thirty thousand,
went to hear Abelard. It is clear, however, that with this simple circumstance,
facility of getting books—the whole conditions of the business from top to
bottom were changed. Once invent Printing, you metamorphosed all Universities,
or superseded them.”

The seer of Chelsea proceeds to praise the virtue of speech as against the
written word but adds:

“If we think of it, all that a University or final highest school can do for us,
is still but what the first school began doing—to teach us to read.”

The Jewish printing-press had a similar effect on the society of those days.
The great Talmudist Samuel di Medina, of Salonica (1505-1589) dared to
voice the following opinion when Rabbinic authority was challenged. “Nowadays,
our books are our teachers”. Jewish typography was at that time quite advanced.
About the year 1475, the earliest dated Hebrew work now extant, was printed
in Itafy at Reggio di Calabria. This was an edition of the commentary on the
Pentateuch by Rashi. During the sixteenth century Venice was supreme in the
art of Hebrew printing and Amsterdam in the seventeenth. We now look to
Israel for the future of Hebrew typography. With the destruction of the great
communities of Poland and Germany and the disappearance of their printing
houses the great standard works must be copied by a photographic process.
This process is serving a useful purpose throughout the world.

“Reading maketh a full man”, wrote the Essayist. It is unquestionably true
that reading maketh a full Jew, provided that reading includes Jewish books.
We learn to read in many tongues and to study many subjects. It depends on
us what we read after our teachers have done their best.
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WINTER DREAMER

To spend the day near sun-dewed hay
Or swim a rushing stream

Or take the air when summer’s there;
Of these I love to dream.

Above the hearth I see the path
In flames, of nature’s course.

Green vernal rays this heat relays—
The winter’s spark its source,

The fire inside breaks open wide,
And summer I behold;

A hot July ’neath cloudless sky,
(As long as flames are bold).

The burning weight does now abate,
Autumnal leaves I see.

The flames once hot begin to rot—
The frost is on the lea.

And now a spark is in the dark;

*Tis winter once again.
The year is old, the fire is cold,

The flames that once did burn so bold.
Are quenched by snow and rain.

The snow-white hues that through the windows peep
Bring me some news—that I have been asleep.

D. SAviLLE, L.VIa.

THE FATHER OF NATIONALISM

MACAULAY once wrote a celebrated essay showing that the Devil is called Old
Nick because Machiavelli’s first name was Niccolo. When Shakespeare referred
to Machiavelli he used the name as a term of abuse. Why did this almost
universal detestation arise?

Niccolo Machiavelli was born in Florence in 1469, was for some years a
Florentine politician and civil servant (the two were not rigidly divided then)
and was exiled in 1513, after having been tortured on the rack, and before dying
in 1527 wrote a number of works on politics, and some comedies. So much can
be found in any reference book, and if that was all that he had done, his memory
would long since have perished. He would certainly not be remembered now,
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