
TîîE DOMINION RE\,IEW.

a t u ll erda n I ut f i up" "' the crY. H aw au we build ripou
ie r e î t o b i s î u > b ith f a s e h o t d i i n 1 A i t ht , n e g a t i v e a s M 'e l ] a ,juusiiv~, a oîstrcjve 11 flshoo i. se Henry Newman pre.Frî an s ratt. Francis on1 tire ground that Hienry wa; rlaic andFraciswa 114.Wha± did Henry build ? A hous e of modiffva, dreanus,luî whiieh lie could tuot force luiu8ceif to believe 'vitho(ut the helpofscuni appîiratus Of self.'ulystlfieatîOîî as the " Grainna of A sent" n<drI wllnn~'enane ciism [<y itë inevita 1 e fa]ll. Francis New-lan, if lie did "thing else, cleared tie ground for construction, and lieîîeiped to lay tirialy threfoundffation of ail] genuine faith-thoraugîîgoing'onîfidenîce in th. Author of Truth.The. three canhnent clergylnieti, itl, o[efaeaesiigdwsliî<pery incline, ou wltich ria liermnaneigtî fohold la to are faudndo

SiTORIE8 0F WIG ANI) GoWN.
V R % long and brilliant is the ist of wit Conliits bcîween bench and bar, mouts
,f the hest efforts being too well known ta hear repeuition. A féru comparatveî

new orles - new in the sense of flot having been told recently -are chronicled bythe London Chut-ch Famtily Noewspaper, and quoted in D)r. Flower's nieur Bostoniuonthly, the Family Messenger.
Who does flot remnember the story of Lord Mansfield and the ners'ous court,el who opencd with, " My unfortunate client, mny lord, my unfortunate client."Go on, my brother," said the judge, " so far the Court is enltirely with you,The story of the judge, the counsel, and the braying donkey is generally boldwrongly, only the tu quoque being gis'en. Here is the correct ersion :The lateChief Baron Kelly, when a young barrister, was pleading in a court when adonkey outside set up a loud hray. " One at a time, Brother Kelly, one ai arue!c" said tire judge, benignly. A few miinuites later the judge was summingl, when the donkey began braying agaîn. "Pardon me, mn'lud," said Kelly,'but would your Judship kindly spea k a little louder, there is such an echo inlic court "

O)n une acca%'on Lord Clare, an Irish judge, was obscrvedi to be caressing a'ewforindland dog while the famous j. P. Curran was pleading before hlm.Ounsel stapped in the rmidst of his argunment, and on the judge motioning him) proceed, said, " 1 beg ben bhousaîîd pardons. 1 thought your lordship was in"'flultation.,
Lord Clare otice said 'bat, if anc Of Curran'1s Positions wcre sound, he would go

"nie asdburn bis aw boaks l- Bet.d themn, my lord," was the retort.Curran was once engaed in a.ea argument, and behind him stood bis col.ague, a gentlemîan wbase person was remarkably tail and slender, and who had


