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aristocracy, like l3orthwick, Be-resford-IHope, and Labou-

cherp, are perhaps flot fair illuitrations, becausi, in thé.
English race they started with the odds in their favour.

The converse aso holds. Literary men who keep alooffrom politics are far bebind their political brethren in
political importance. Trollope, Charles Reade, Wilkie
Collins, and the novelists general ly make small figures in
most Englisb eyes by the side of political writers far from
their equals in ability; and even the greatest geniuses
of ail are neyer received in the circles of rank and power
on a footing with their rivais in the world of affairs.
Compare the position of Dickens or Thackeray witb that
of Disraeli or Giadstone-all men witb a talent for liter-
ature, ail born in the middle class.

On the other band the man who a century ago might
have received ifty pounds for a pamphlet, or been re-
warded with a vicaragye, now aspires to enter ministries or
control majorities, not only from bhis printing-otlice, but
from the front seat of the flouse of Commons, or the stili
more coveted benches of the peers. The press assista to
upset cabinets and make or unmake premiers, and men of
letters biave begun to know their power. Instead of
kneeling before the aristocracy or following in its train,
not a few have entered the armies that attack it, and
Liberal and Tory nobles have recognized the situation.
Witbin tbe last two years Lord Rosebery and Lord Salis-

¶ bury bave each admitted that the flouse of Peers must
open its doors to mere talent. From the time when the
Jewish novelist forced bis way to the place of an English
earl, and became tbe chief of a Tory cabinet, commanding
bis party and wrîting satires on the nobility by turns, the
position of literature in English politics was certain to be
cbanged. The fact waa flot inimediately recognized, for
the phenromenon was attributed to tbe force of individual
genius ; but the success of the individual pointýAd the way
for the elevation of a class. Tennyson, too, was turned
into a patrician ; and the present premier, tbe rankest
Conservative in England, bas proposed to create lifepeers
in reward for services to the state, services wbich it is
expressly declared may be iiterary as weil as political. So
poets may legislate, and authors aspire to that title wbich
the English give also to God-the Lord.-Adam Badeai,
in Bellb-ds Magazi ne.

EX'UACTS FL' (WÀl!MISS DUNCANYS NE W
BOO0K.

C IIUTTEPtS[NGII-BAIRAGEE," it ran in the regîs-
ter of the KaligbIat. ltam Cban sat outsidebon

the box of the te,,cea ghareri, visibly unbappy. Ram Chan,
in life or deatb, oljected to the Kali-gbat. Île liad per-
verted our instructions te the driver for tbree-qu irters of
an bour. boping that we would finally believe it unattain-
able and go home. Only once before, wben Ortbodocia,
in ber eternal searcb for information, accidentally and

* amiably asked Rami Chari bow old bis wife was, had we
seen our servitor in s0 protesting a state of mind. On
that occasion be xvas stricken witb violent taothache, and

* departed, nursing a hypothetical molar and very genuine
wratb for two days.

We saw the end of bim, of this bai ragee, this beggar of
Calcutta, Orthodocia and 1, one afternoon last Marcb.

The beginning was seventy years ago, according to tbe
register, on tbe sixtb evening after be was born, while yet
be and his Hindoo mother lay apart for purification, and
tbe barber's wife kept watcb over tbem both among the
sbadows of that separate place. Then tbrough tho music
and tbe dancing outside, where ail the people of the vil-
lage bad gatbered to fcast, and drink on the sixth nigyht of
bis life, grc.at Brahma, came, sulent, invisible, and found the
way to the dusky corner under tbe cocoanut tbatcb, and
wrote upon the forebead of Cbuttersingb in a fringe of

* Sanskrit characters, ahl that life would mean for bim.
Nobody knowjust wben Brabma did this. Tbe feasting
crowd was oblivious, tbe inother slept in ber tangle of
black liair, and did net se; eveni the barber's wife, watcb-
ing, was unaware. But next morning early, wben the
palmyra palmis stood sbadowed limpidly ia the white light
of the river, sbe, the mother, hooked curiously at Chutter-
simfg's forehead as tbey went down to batthe, for she knew
the writiîîg was there.

At tbe end of a long day in tbe rîce fields, Chutter.
singb felt a cailif rom beaven te become a religious beggar,
a bailraqee. It was bot in tbe Indian jungle, and be bad
net the patience of tbe meek-eyed buliock wbose tail be
twisted for discipline as be walked beside bis cart undcr
the banyans to the village market. And so, before another
red sun went down bebind the fcatbered palms and the
pipaI trees, Cbuttersingh bad gone out from bhis but of
baked mud and sticks, and bad travelled far toward the
city, leaving for those wbo bad augbt to say against it,
Kopal me likkhba !-" It is written upon my forebead!

You miabt bave met biim soon after in the city streets,
bis black bair falling in matted ropes about bis face,
streaks of dlay and lime across bis forebeaci and down bis
flose, a single cotton garment wound about bim. No
glittering vanity of ear-rings or fingerrings; no dignity of
turban or jauntiness of pagri ; not a pleasant picture-a
picture of ostentatious squalor. And be would bave
salaamed te you, toucbing bis forebead with bis lean
brown band. Tben, if yen looked at bim an instant, he
wouid twang tbe single string of bis 8ittar, and begin a
F'01g9te Vishnu, not musical, and a tipsy dance in a semi-
circle, smiling aIl the time, and sbowing tbrougb bis long
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black beard, teetb reddened, as witlî blood, by the juice of
the betel. And for the coin you might give him hae
would salaani again to you, with deeper reverence and
added gentleness. Then, perbaps before you turned away,
you migbht sec some trifling service, some little politeness,
donc with many salaanis unto this bairaqee, this beggar
of Calcutta, by a ricb man of lower caste than bie.

Brahma and Vishnu, and Siva and Dirga, and Renia
and Krishna, and ail the nameless million gods, that
three tbousand llindoo years bad accumulated, for Chut-
tersingb knew tbat lie bad vowed te make a pîlgrimage
te Benares, the sacred city, whe,-e goda bave lived for ages,
and te draw ne inch nearer, striding ercct in presump-
tuous dignity, as other mien do, but falling fiat on bis face
and measuring bis lengtb with bis brass wacer botde, the
wbole bundred miles. Chlutteýrsingb b lad confided it
to Kali, the ireg1oddess, before wbom hoe meditated
always the Iongest, and Kali bad told the rest. Se tbey
were looking for binm there at Benares, on the ghats, the
day that he sbould cerne, ail dust and bumility, prostrat-
ing hiniself te the end of bis twelve montbs' journey.

Along, the white bighwav bie went in the blazing
Indian noonday, mec ting bearded Mahenimedans wbo
sneerel at Ibîmi, threading the jungle, as tbe sun wcnt
down and the cool cf tbe evening crcpt tbrough the wav-
ing fronds of the date palms. Hie beard the sunbirds in
the morning, and the doves at nigbt, bigb ini the rustling
bamboo branches that tlîrust pale green shadows between
hlmii and the sky. lie crossed glistexiîîg streamis that slid
away tbrougbi th(- nec ields te the sacred river: lie crusbed
the dropped criinson blossoms of the sil k cottons in bis fal
bie dreaîned again, as, be caugbtf the fragrance cf the creauiy
/rangi-panni, cf the ten tbousand ycars cf bappinesa
wbicb sbould reward biin. lic did net ack food or. drink
or sheter; pan and sutteo, and rice straw mats te lie upon,
Hindoo buts always bad for him mucbi or ittle-he was a
bairagee: he belped te keep the world straiglit with the
goda. At last one bappy day, eyes bloodshot, feet bli4tered,
bie bewed before Kali again, having laved in the Ganges te
ail purification, andl the priests-11w e urs--loeked upon
him witb recognition of bis new boiness, and said one te
another in their own torigue, " it was 'vitten upon bis
forebead."

There was a cornely Hlindoo widow in the bouse of
1andaa], a nmerchant, wbo served bier father and sisters-in-
law witb due wretcbediness and humilitv until slue gave
alis te Cbuttersingh. Hie, recciving themi and Iooking
upon lier, suddenly heard a voice froni beaven saying that
slie aIseo must become a iaLragee and follow bim in the ways
of rigbteousîïess. l'bere was ne gaiîîsaying a caîl from
heaven for a super1luous widow, and sue went witlî
Chutttersingb, wîo vas still a lîoly nian.

1 ani afraid r do not know and cannot imiaine aîîy-
tîîingy further that bappened te Chutter.4ingli, baving lieard
bis life only in a casual Calcutta haif-heur, except the very
hast think, wbicb, as i told yen, we ssw ourselves that after-
noon in March. We stood in an enclosure on the river
bank in the City suburbis which was strange te us, an
enclosure with a high atone walls and steps leading down te
the water. Sbalhow boles were sceeped eut cf the beaten
eartb bere and there, and at the other end a long heap cf
coals glowed and flickered. A few yards away froni us
soniething lay upon the grcunid between two poles, sonme-
thirig long and narew and flat, outlined under a piece cf
wbite Cotton. The winl blew over a cor-rnof the white
cetton, a nd we saw a brown.face with great sunken eye-
hollo-s, telNse lips, aind a wisp cf grey bain belhind--the
face cf Cbutter.4ingb, dcad that itneniîîg.

The bare-chested, hare-linîbed Hindoos around us put
tlieir bands oni their hips, cbewed betel paste,, talked and
laughed and waited. Presently two more came in, carry-
ing a bundle of wood. Tbey mnade a pile cf it over one
cf the bohes. A taîl Hindoo in a bnewn loinclotb, tbrew
some water upen the liea). lie was a priest, they told
us, and it was sacred water. Then two or tbree others
picked up the poles wîth their burden and laid it upon tbe
pil?. As they difi this Cliuttersingh's lean brown arin fell
down frein bis ide upon the wood and bis bony fingers
seenmed te chasp it. The priest teck rice anid plantains, and
put them te the beggar's lips, then upen bis breast, saying
sometbing quickly in Sanskrit.

The Hincloos near us looked on and still laughed.
Chuttersingh was the eighteenth that day. If it had heen
a rich man, fer whemn sandal wood had been breught, and
flowers, and many meourners, they ight bave been l»cre
curions.

Yet Chuttersingb wasnet quitewithout sucb thinga as lie
lay there befene us in the mnidst cf the faggots. Seme one
bad put a wroath of yelhow rnarigolds upon bis feet, and this
rag of affection clung there witing in the sun. And an
old man, another beggar, bovered about, rubhing quick
tears away from bhis wrinkled cheeka, bis lips tremblîng as
bie watcbed the work go on. Onhy another beggar ! Yet
1 tbink that beggar's tears bad more te do with Cbutter
singh's eternal happinesa than ail the waters cf the sacred
river.

Tbey piled the faggots dloser round bimi and tbey laid
a few upon bis breast. The prieat ligbted a bundie cf dry
fibreus grasses and handed it te the ether beggar, wbo was
Cbuttersingh's frîend, and bad corne te de for bim the ser-
vice cf brother or son. Hie, bending over the dead mn,
toucbed first the lips witb the fine, acccrding to the ritual,'and then lighited the pile from belew. Then sbandinig
back a litthe space, bie folded bis arma lin bis cetton c/lucdle r
and looked on sadly.

The flames crept in and eut, and ittle blue curîs of

smoke went uip te the Indian suri. The cotoîr covering
caugbt in a cirle ; we saw the loep of ni,,olds bie
and bhacken and drop. Cbuttersingb was Kali's, ber bap-
tism upon bis lips, the essence of bier divinity wrapping
him close. WTe turned away and left hiru there, witb bis
strange indifference, in bier embrace.

The other beggar tunned away aIse, and as hi, bruisbed
against us ini the gtwe heard bini murmnur with a soib,
Kopal me likklta.---It was wrîtten upon bis forebead1

ART lNOTES.

RosA BONiiEUR is nearing the allotted tbî-ee score- and-
ton ef huinan existence, lut she still works vigorously with
lier brusb. lier last picture, it la said, added $10,000 te
lier purse.

SIR JOhIN MîILLAIS, the great English artist, bias curly
bair that ia bardly touched with gray, and briglît eyes that
(Io net sbow any trace cf their affliction-that cf long-
sigbtediess. Millais' tera for a portrait arc $15,000.

i!VIADELINF LEM-ýAiREý, wbo is one of the niest succe4sful
and distinguished of modern French artists, bas boeauty as
well as talent. She is a tali brunette, witl cîîanîning
nianners, aeft, dark elyes and a sweet and intel ctual face.

MIS DOROTîuX- TENNANT'S last act as ar, unimarriel
artist waa the sale cf ber picture of II Street Araba at
Play " te a great aoap aelling firni for a pictonial advertise-
mient. She expressed ber wilingriess that the picture
shouhd ho used for tbat purpese if it were net cbangod in
anyinianner.

SEVERAL known pictures bave changed bhai-is ditring
the past wvek or two. The famous Farnlev Turners
have I r-en sold fer nearhy £25,000 ; a Roiiney- theoiuiual
"Portrait of Lady Hamilton "-was aold for J,4,000 ; Paul
Potter's IlDairy Farm " was purcbascd for the aurprising
aum of t 6,090.

ENGLAND is ricb in art piatrons. Not only lias Mr.
llenry Tate offerced te presenit te the nation ifty cf the
best paintings that Eîuglisb art lias produced in the last
twenty year.9, but twe naîîîolc-s gentlemein bave just guai-
anteed $150,000 if tlic Governmnent will add $125,000 for
the purchase for the National Gallery of' tbree fanions pic-
turcs frein Lord Radnor's collection at Lengford Castie.
The paintinga arce Helhein's Il Ambassador," the largcst cf
bis wcrks in existence; the portrait cf Adîîîiral Pareja, by
Velasquez, "euoe of the two nîcat important cf bis works
ortaide of Spain," and a portrait by Moroni, wbose
"Taller" is one cf the pnizes cf the National Gallery.
This is an average cf ovor $90,000 eacb for the tbree can-
vases. Thore wouhd bave been dificulty in' getting Parlia-
ment te ratify the bargain, Mn. 1lîarold Frederic tliinks, if
ovor haîf cf the mnoney biad net coine out cf privato pockets.

MIUSIO AND TIIE DIIA Mi.

TuiF titie of professer bas been conferred upon Oscar
Raif.

IPIANISM," la set down by a London papen as the
nieweat disease.

OTOo IJENER, is seon te inake bis finat appearance ln
concert at Berlin.

Veaîn'is I"Otello " lias been sung at Stockhlmi with
arîcces in the Swedish langualgo.

TueF fir8t two prizes cf tho Prix de Reone cempeted for
this year at the Paris Conscrvatory, were awarded te the
pupils Carrand and Bachelet.

TITrO MATTEI,' the Italian song writer, rcsiding ini Lon-
don, bas failed and gene into insolvency. lee bad cf late
been speculatin1g in sbares and stocks, honce the collapso.

lEICNaIC1i iTLEL, the one nete tenor wbo sang bere
at the Tlîalia several years ago, is singiîîg at K,'roll's in
Berlin, the latest rnoIe baving been I lRaoul," inaIlThe
Huguenots."

LiÎLLI LEJEMANN will begin ber engagement at the
BerliOpera House during the corning faîl. This dispenses
cf the rumeur wbicb bas been heard bore te the effect that
ber busband bad succeeded in preventing bier frcm singing
in public in tbe future.

FRtANK MILLETI', the artiat, is designing the costumes
for Julia Marlcwe's Imogene and Beatrice. R-e designefi
the dresses for Modjeaka for tbe samne characters. fie
promises semietbing new and novel, and at the saineiet,
artistic and bisterically correct, for Marlowe.

iSzc BOUCICAULT is quite feeble, but ho is still enor-
getic aiid is at work on twe cemedies, co for Sel Smith
Russell and eue fer Roland ltecd. Mn. Boucicauît sbould
write a book cf memoirs and thoatrical anecdotes. No one
Pouhd riake a more entertaining volume cf this characten.

AaRHUR SULLIvAN'S irst serious opera is undor way,
and the subj oct is Scott's IlIvanbee," and it will be arnong
next seasen's novelties. The Amenican baritone, Etigene
Ondin, is te sing the Ieading part, andi bis wife, Louise
Parker, an American girl, is te bave another premfiqent
cbaracter.

WBare gîad te hear that Messrs. Skinner, cf Hamilton,
bave arrangeti witb tho fanions Strauss band for a Cana-
dian tour, teucbing at Toronto about September 17. la
sucb an nndertaking, wbere a great deal cf meney is
involved, it is te be bopeti Toronto's musical public wil
net ho backward in sbowing their appreciation cf the
Mosans. Skinner's enterprise, and-we may wehh say freon
past experiencs-courage.
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