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THE FOUNDATIONS OF RELIEF.

The straight teaching of Mr. Balfour’s
remarkable book on “ The Foundations
of Belief,” is so important at a time
when clearness is necessary in matters
of belief that we venture to state its
definite result. Its-apparent purpose is
to eriticise the positions of Naturalism,
and to show the deficiencies in nearly
all current speculative beliefs. No
BYyS of belief is free from obscurities,
defects of proof and incoherencies. No
unification of belief can take place on
a basis of induction from particular ex-
periences. No theory of knowledge can
be satisfactory which fails to show that
the “proximate causes of belief, and all
itsultimate causes, are non-rational in
their character. Ethical beliefs as well
as scientific beliefs are necessary to any
theory of knowledge, and any system
which denies them can have no’perma-
ment foothold for the spirit of man.
These are the postulates or axioms which
Mr. Balfour lays down and works from
throughout his essay. In the first place,
the shows that Naturalism is opposed
to the moral law, the aesthetic element
and reason. It denies the elements
which make for righteousness and beau-
ty and reason, and is an insufficient
statement of what we instinctively de-
mand. It neither ministers to the needs
of mankind nor satisfies their reason.
Neither does philosophy furnish an ex-
planation of the questions which it is
expected to answer. There is something
moré™than the world of phenomena and
experience which it does not take note
of. Neither does reason supply the place
which Naturalism is unable to occupy.
It is a great force, but it cannot be de-
pended upon. Authority is above rea-
son, and is behind the greater part of
our beliefs, behind the foundations of
social life, behind ethics and politics and
religion. This is as concisel a statement

. of the negative part of Mr. Balfour’s
: essay as can be made.
The positive part, though deferred to
“ the end, is more satisfactory than might
be expected. All great teachers have
been unable to explain the world on &
naturalistic basis. They refuse to cir-
cumseribe the knowledge by the ordinary
limitations. The human congciousness
refuses to be limited, and the beliefs
which grow out of it and cannot be
reasoned with are fundamental and
speak with a certain authority. The
_ doctrines of science are indifferent to the
welfare of man, but the moment you
stand on ethical ground everything which
concerns man has a larger and a final
meaning. It is because they (facts and
experiences) can be charged with richer
and richer content as our knowledge
slowly grows to a fuller harmony with
the infinite reality that they may be
counted among the most precious of our
inalienable possessions.” Mr. Spencer’s
mistake is that ‘“he had failed to see
that if the certitudes of science lose
themselves in depths of unfathomable
mystery, it may well be that out of these
same depths there should emerge the
certitudes of religion; and that if the
dependence of the “knowable” upon the
“ unknowable” embarrasses us not in the

one case, no reasen can be assigned why.

it should embarrass us in the other.”
The ultimate ideas_are traced to their
source in the deepest mneeds of man,
and alike in seience, in ethics, in beauty
and in religion, they reach the halting
expression of a reality beyond our sight,
the -hali-seen vision ¢f transcendent
Truth. Here Mr. Bﬁpﬂom reaches on
straight lines to finalities, to the evi-
dence of purpose slowly worked out, and
finds evolution “the striving toward
something which is not, but which grad-
ually becomes, and in the fulness of time
will be.” Jery rapidly he reaches the
postulate of a God in the interest of
morality, then the belief in God who
stands in the “ preferéntial” relation to
mankind, and then it is°but & step from
Theism to Christian Theism. This is
as far as he chooses to go, but the mo-
ment he enters within the confines of
ethical truth he finds the reality greater
than in the realms of science, and con-
science, responsibility, freedom and im-
mortality aseert their existence as the
moral needs of man in such a way that
there {8 no escape from them.

While the process is apparently eriti-
eal and destructive by ‘which Mr. Bal-
four reaches his conclusions, it will be
seen that it is at once positive and
final. He refuses to borrow anything
drom Christianity. He shows that the
effort of Naturalism to comprehend the
. whole of existence is a mistake, and
that on its ‘basis neither ethics nor beau-
ty nor reason can haveia proper exist-
ence, and that philosophy: as at present
mnderstood, does not give us an ade-
quate basis for the reasonable béliefs of
wmen, and that authority, in the’ final
analysis, is the basis of a large portion
of our most important beliefs. When
we take into account the whole of life,
{ts needs, its aspirations and its ideals,
it is mecessary to acknowledge their re-
ality or deny the best in our consgious
existence, and it is here that the unifi-
cation of belief begins. The belief in
God, though not free from difficulty, is
less difficult than Atheism, and the mo-
ment one works coustructively toward
the formulation of the truths which dre
mecessary to bhuman existence, héfinds
that the working beliefs in_sciencey in

ethics and in religion are really the final

/beliefs of mankind. Thus, without' bor-
“rowing anything from otheg fields, ‘Mr.
Baliour has not. only explofted the de-
' fects of the scientific method in the
search for truth, but vindicated anew
i the primary instincts of the human race
.and shown that they have a foundation
in the nature of things which is not to
be denfed. He has rendered an impor-
tant service to the ‘‘ reasonable, religi-
ous and holy hope” which the race
has always entertained in regard to its
ultimate destiny, and thoughtful persons
who may have listened too kagerly to the
affirmation of science, will find in his
statement of final beliefs a large degree
of satisfaction. There {s nothing of the

narrowness of the religionist in it, but
something of the largeness and lumino-
sity of the Truth itself, something of
the reserve and mystery which refuse to
show up their secrets. when we press
most earnestly for a solution of doubt,
something ©of the assurance of one who
intelligently believes where he cannot
prove. '

GROWTH OF CATHOLICISM.

The interesting statement if officially
made that the Catholic “ population” of
the United: States is 9,077,866, When
it is remembered that the numerical
| strength of the Catholic Church a cen-
tury ago was comparatively nothing,
these figures- are suggestive. It they
are well founded, and it is not probable
that they are wide of the mark, one-
seventh of the present population of the
Republic is identified with the Romish
faith. It is not surprising, therefore,
that the Pontiff is turning his attention
more and more toward that country, and
that intimations are heard now and then
that the Catholic Church should receive
ths “Patronage” and recognition of
the civil authorities. .

tistics are not so significant as they
might at first glance appear. In spite
of the rapid strides which the Catholic
Church has made in' America, and in
spite of the proselyting zeal and activity
of her priests and prelates, she has made
few converts from the Protestant de-
nominations. The increase in the Catho-
lic population is due eolely to the in-
crease of the number of children of
Catholic parentage and te immigration.
When it is borne in mind that over 10,-
000,000 men, women and children enter-
ed the United States from Europe be-
tween 1870 and 1890, it is a cause for
wonder that the Catholic population is
not greater than it is. The people of
Austro-Hungary, France, Italy, Spain
and Ireland are almost unanimously
Catholic in creed, while a large portion
of the people of Germany are adherents
of the same faith, and it is from these
nations that the bulk of immigration in
recent years has been recruited. The
fact also that the Catholic Church main-
tains mnearly 4000 parochial schools in
the United States is an indication that
she is primarily bent upon keeping her
own people in the fold rather than
actuated by a hope of adding to her
membership by outside acquisitions.

What the future of Catholicism in
America, is to be remains to be seen.
That a Catholic population will ever
constitute & majority of the Republic is
hardly probaBle. If the people can be
said to be growing away from Protes-
tantism-at all, it id not in the direction
of the/older faith, but in the direction
of more liberal and tolerant ideas. As
a matter of fact, Catholism itself is be-
coming more liberal and toleran{, at
Jeast on this side of the Atlantic, which
undoubtedly - accounts in part for the
hold it retains upon ite own people. Its
example in this respect is worthy the
emulation of many Protestant denomina-
“tions.

THE PULPIT NOT WANING.

A writer in The New York Indepen-
dent, who has made a careful study of
statistics bearing upon the subject, esti-
mates the total male membership of
Protestant churches in the United States
to be 4,658,211 and the female member-
ship 9,816,424. He also makes the in-
teresting statement that the number of
voters who are professed members of
Protestant and Catholic churches com-
bined approximates 5,400,000. The
significance of these last figures lies in
the fact that the voting population of
t)% Union is estimated to be over 16,-
040,000, although only a little over
12,000,000 votes were cast in the last
Presidential election.

It would be a threshing of old straw
to attempt to explain why both in
Canada and the United States fewer men
than women are professed members of
Christian churches. Many reasons are
! assignable for this fact which nowise re-
flect upon the efficacy and truth of the
Christian religion, and’ which do not
necessarily imply that the masculine sex
are degenerating morally. Churches
were never more liberally maintained
than now, and it is %n admitted fact
that many of the most generous sup-
porters of them are men who' are not
actively interested in religious work.
At the same time these statistics indicate
a growing feeling that men do not re-
gard church membership in so serious a
light as formerly. Whether this is a
wholesome sign is a question to be con-
sidered. To a certain extent this ten-
dency is undoubtedly the outcome of the
gpread of broader and more tolerant
ideas. '

The fact that only a third of the vot-
ing population of the United States. is
closely connected with churches is sug-
gestive. At first blush it would seem
to imply that the pulpit is not so power-
ful a molder of public opinion as it is
often represented to be. This com-
clusion, however, does not follow. The
growth of newspapers has enabled the
pulpit to address multitudes which a
few 'years ago were beyond its reach.
Then the influence of the utterances of
pastor, rector or priest was practically
confined to the few who listened to him.
Now he has millions for his congrega-
tion. How poetent the pulpit thus is
was signally illustrated during last
year's campaign in New York city
against civic corruption.  There is
nothing in the Independent’s statistics to
prove therefore that the influence of the
pulpit is waning.

TRANSLATIONR OF HORACE.
There i® in the current Quarterly Re-
view an interesting article on fransla-
tions of Horace, apropos, of course;
of Mr. Gladstone’s recent addition to
this very extemsive literature.

gume the present paper is from the same
pen. It is, at any rate, in the same
tone, which is rather ome of deprecia-
tion, something in the manner of Lord
Byron's description of Horace as ‘‘the
great little poet!’ The quiet and mod-
erate philosophy of Horace is mention-
ed as superficiality and shallowness. The
inferiority of Horace to Catullus in
depth of passion is remarked upon. This
ie, of course, apparent; but the answer
of the admirer of Horace will be simply
that his poet was not that kind of
man: To go out of his head about a
womam, as Catullua did, and to die at
the age of 80, worn out with life, Hor-
ace would have thought a mistake. It
is, however, difficult for us to under-
stand how the state of mind and the
view bl life of Horace tan be called
ghallow.

Mr. Gladstone did not, as is common-

In some respects, however, these sta-

A strik- |
ing article on Horace appeared in this | couraged, if not very persistently pur-
periodical two years ago, and we pre-

ly supposed, tramslate the whole of the
odes of Horace since his leaving office
il the spring of last year. A good part
of the translations has probably been
done at various times during the last
40 years. Two of the most successful
of the efforts, the Ode to Pyrrha and
the Amoebaean Ode, were written many
years ago. In 1861, in conjunction with
Lord Lyttleton,” Mr. Gladstone published
a volume of tramslations, with the dedi-
cation, “Ex voto communi in Memoriam
Duplicum Nuptiarum. VIII. Kal. Aug.
1839,” Mr. Gladstone and Lord Lyttle-
ton married sisters, and the marriages
took place on the same day.

The writer of the articlé in The Quar-
terly comsiders Mr. Gladstone’s Ode to
Pyrrha as good as Milton’s, which is
the highest possible praise, since Mil-
ton's translation has always been con-
sidered the high-water mark of such
work. Lord Ravemsworth, a very ac-
complished scholar and translator, how-
ever, thought Milton's effort a failure.
But we imagine he is alone in that opin-
ion. He considers the verse, “Who now
enjoys theé credulous, all gold”—*credu-
lous” qualifying the lover and ‘“all gold"”
Pyrrha—as being in form not English,
but Latin. This is certainly an extreme
case of an attempt 1c¢ naturalize a Latin
construction in English, but, as against
the rest of the poem, th> accusation will
scarcely stand. The same charge may be
prought against much els? of Milton and
a great deal of other delightful English
poetry—that of’Gray, for instance—Eng-
1feh verse based upon a classical model.
These criticisms algo leave out of view
the fact that scarcely anmother poet of
the English language had so  fine an
ear as Milton, and that his Ode to
Pyrrha is on a level with his most musi-
cal productigns. Another distinction of
the poem v&}t:ls its faithfulness to the
Horatian formm and phraseology. Milton
imitated the Latin meter; and, as for
the phraseology, if any one will take
the trouble to compare; Milton with
Horace he will find that: the translatioa
is word for word. ¥ -

The number of Horatian translators is
legiony Lord Lytton says: “From the
middle of the seventeenth century there
is scarcely a man of letters who has not
at one time or another translated or
imitated some of the odeaf’ : Francis,
the father of the supposed Junius, was
the favorite of the last century. John-
son said: “Francis has done it the best;
I’'ll take his five out of six against them
all.” We can, however, scarcely imagine
any one’s preferring one of Francis’
wordy productions to Johmson’s own
very characteristic rendition of * In-
teger Vitae.” This interesting poem,
which i® just such a one as we can
imagine Johnson writing and reciting at
the age of 60, was written by him when
a boy of 16 or 17.

Translators have found great difficulty
in dealing with ‘ceertain very famous
lines. Lord Ravemsworth has confessed
that he tried for 20 years to translate
“Dulce ridentem Lalagen amabo Dulce
loquentem” and failed. ‘“Dulce et de-
corum est pro patria mori” has been a
great stumbling block, the chief diffi-
culty appearing to be with the word
Y“decorum.” Lytton and Magtin have
translated it & glorious,” De Vere by the
words “bl nd honored,” and Glad-
stone by * " Clough, who was
certainly the poetical superior of any of
these, has used the = word ‘“decorous,”
with good effect, as it seems to us.

There are certain odes that have espe-
cially attracted translators. The - most
translated of all Horace’s poems has
been the Amoebaean Ode, so called from
the fact that it is in the form of a
dialogue between Horace and Lydia. Ben
Jonson has tried this, with perhaps too
much of the Elizabethan richness and
vigor; the quieter versions of Gladstone
and Bishop Atterbury are perhaps nearer
the mark. The critic in The Quarterly
speaks very highly of Mr. Gladstone’s
version of “Exegi Monumentum,” but
for our part the light and lively move-
ment of the measure adopted scarcely
seems to suit the: substance and signifi-
cance of the poem. Scholars are perhaps
apt to forget that a prime requirement
of a good translation is that it shall be
a good poem in English. The original is
a“good poem, and sa must be the trans-
lation.

PRACTICAL STUDY OF SHAKESPEARE.

The theatre manager of London or New
York who worthily revives a play of
Shakespeare in these days is soon made
aware of one source of profit and re-
ward for his undertaking, that the man-
agers of the “palmy days’ never conm-
sidered. The vast ggrowth of Shake-
spearian study, sometimes pursued as a
mere fad, but frequently with serious de-
liberation as a yneans of literary culture,
has created a class in large cities and
suburban towns, which always seizes
upon a production as an informing ob-
ject lesson, the purely entertaining
qualities of which are, of course, not de-
spised. The volume of Shakespearian
criticism, philological, historical, and
exclusively literary, is mow very large,
and much of it is easily accessible. The
text of the folios and early quartos has
been reproduced cheaply by the photo-
lithographic processes, and the essays of
Dowden, Furnivall, and Halliwell-Philips
are widely circulated. Dr. Furness’
monumental Variorum, as far as it goes,
is a complete compendium of the Shake-
speariaf scholarship of two centuries, the
modern German commentators have been
brought nearef to us by many transla-
tions, and the student may compare the
text of Nocolas Delius with that of the
new Cambridge edition, which is the
wisest and best extant.

Shakespeare clubs have sprung up
everywhere, and classes for the study of
the poet are popular both as sources of
diversion and guides to study. In the
schools, too, Shakespearean study is en-

sued. Such a revival as that of the in-
frequently acted “Two Gentlemen of Ve-
rona,” in New York, which appeals to
the general public as a dainty work of
dramatic art set in exquisite pictures
and pleasingly diversified with music, has
a much deeper significance, therefore, for
a numerous class to which the contem-
porary ‘theatre offers little of interest.
It is an odd idea that “The Two Gentle-
men” is one of the plays of Shakespeare
most frequently read though least known. |
The belief that it is frequently read is
based on a deplorably cynical view of
human nature, jor in all editions, both
those that cling to the sequence of the |
First Folio and those that aim at a
chronological arrangement of the plays,
it is printed near the beginning. The
cynic contends that most people begin
bravely to read Shakespeare at the be- |
ginning and soon get tired. But “The |
Two Gentlemen” is assuredly not un-x

known to students even superficially in-
formed, for the examination of the play,
in. itself a beautiful example of lyrical
poetry applied to a dramatic subject,
which contains the first notes of Portia’s
perplexity - about the choice of a hus-
band, Viola’s ordeat and Imogen’s sor-
row, Romeo’s banishment, the banter
about marriage in “Much Ado,” the
clowning in “The Merchant of Venice”
and the free woodland life in “As You
Like It,” is an elementary lesson in the
study of Shakespeare.

THE WOMAM WHO DID NOT,
A Plea That Loses Novhing in Interest Be-
cause it is Out of the
Commeon.

So much attention is, at the moment,
being devoted to a type of female who
may, in the language of Mr. Grant Allan,
be described as The Woman Wio Did,

and there are such distressing premoni-
tions that she may at no distant date
supply the female model for all literary
artists, that we may opportunely put
in a plea for th: Woman Who Did Not.
It is, admittedly, a thankless task, for|
the writers have deecided already that
she is too respectable aud common-
place to interest  their patrons, the
public, and she, herself, wherever she
survives, will be the very first to .re-
sent an attempt to direct the public
gaze in her direction. But as the senti-
meuntalist is justified in his efforts to
preserve old monuments and traditions
from decay, h> "may justify himself in
this instance by pointing out that how-
ever much the, Woman Who Did Not may
be absolete and played out to-day, she
was at one tim> an object of general
veneration and affeetion. When  the
change came, it. is difficult to decide.
Something was doubtless due to French
influeness, and a good deal to the radi-
cal ideas of fomale suffrage and emanci-
pation, and a movex]ﬁegt begun with’ per-
haps perféctly legitimate and proper
aspirations has brought us to Dodo, the
Second Mrs. Tanqueray, and Herminia,
that strange ecreture who Did in Mr.
Allen’s latest novel. A blend of these
three—let us say persons—will provide
us satisfactorily enough with an ideal
Woman Who Did.

The “‘Woman Who Did Not lacked the
sublimated intellect, the fine raptures,
the bewildering verve of the new per-
son, and she was never half such good
fun a¢ a picnic or a house party. But
life is not all picnics and crocquet, and,
beyond the talent for persiflage and in-
nocuous improprieties she is able to
manifest in those moments of dalliance,
the Woman Who Did unfortunately seems
to have no other accomplishment. She
can, it is true, make two kinds of toffee
and can puff cigarette smoke down ther
nose by trying very hard, but these are
no great things to boast of. Her de-
posed sister was quite gotherwise. It
was when it came to the serious busi-
ness of life that her.value best proved
itself, so that nine-tenths of the time
she was the most welcome helpmeet a
plain, sinful man could have. The idea
is cencentrated into a single experience
—say & man’s request for assistance in
searching for his eye-glasses. The Woman
Who Did “smiles bjtterly,” or *looks
on the creature with pallid contempt”
(according to the writer), and expresses
hersell in an Ibsenesque way upon the
degradation of the marital alliance and
the chattel nature of the female. The
Old Woman-we beg pardon, the old
style of woman—on the contrary, called
him a ‘““dear old stupid,” and pointed
out that the glasses were on his nose.
The former, somehow, seems to go
through life in hysterical jerks, her in-
terior wrung at frequent intervals by
the degrading thought that she may be
doing  respectable and conventional
things that would please her mother; the
latter, from her infancy, was trained up
in Mrs. Kirk's “ Female Scripture Char-
acters, Exemplifying Female Virtues,”
and taught &8 few bed-rock principles of
morality in a slow, sure, artistic way
by bhaving to sew proverbs and texts
on; a esampler. She flirted honestly after
she had got out of the sampler and cork-
scyaw curl stage, and fluttered, like a
Vatterfly in white muslin, into the hearts
of innumerable youths at croguet parties.
When she had got over this period, she
settled down and married a man whom
she efther kept on thinking the dearest
fellow in the world, or discovered in a
few months to have some shortcomings
it were treason to say.anything about
to th# outside world. You find her
floating through all the imaginings of
the painters, the, poets, and the nove-
lists, a piquant, "furbelowed, Dresden
China person on the canvases of Wat-
teau, a graclous creature of soft con-
tours and cherry lips for Gainsborough.
Scott has her type in Amy Robsart and
Jeani» Deans and the Fair Maid of Perth;
Thackeray in Amelia, Charlotte, and—
we had almost said Becky Sharp, but
che was among the first of the Women
Who Did.

We have said that the Woman Who
Did Not was always & man’s best help-
meet in time of trouble. She knew how
to make poultices and she had a mar-
vellous recipe for liniment; her intui-
tion, as displayed in \iscerning when
her husband was in bad humor and not
to be crossed, could ounly be equalled by
the infailibility with which the Woman
Who Did ean trample on all a husband’s
corns at once, But it must not be as-
sumed that she was unfailingly grave,
and only happy when acting the part
of domestic eonsoler and female physi-
cian-in-ordinary to the household. Tak-
ing her all in all, she was physically
more robust and buoyant than the New
Woman, whese mental freaks come too
often from anacmia and a bad digestive
apparatus, and naturally she got more
fun out of life in a simpl> way. She
did not smocke cigarettes, but she could
sometimes beat her brothers at bird's-
nesting in high trees; she did not talk
too freely to young men who were com-
parative strangers, but she was loved
by boys aund elderly men, who are
neglected by the Woman Who Did. She
flattered a man's vanity by always de-
ferring to his views upon everything ex-
cept the pattern of the dining-room ecar-
pet and the question of erinolines, and
anyone who has had the privilege of her
acquaintance will admit that she gener-
ally managed to get her own way all
the same.

To dress neatly, to live modestly, to
cook well and play the piano inoffen-
dively, to bring up her children sound
in mind and limb, and with an average
amount of common sense, were her de-
finite duties. Of course, she had her
fads and follies; she would not be the
charmer she was without them. Some-
times they ran in the direction of wax
flowers, crocheted antimacassars and
Berlin wool work as “ accomplishments’™;
pometimes her dress went to idiotic ex-
tremes in crinolines, chignons and other
fal-lals even more abominable than the
bloomeer costume of the lady eyclist, but
these were but spots on the sun, and
as a whole she was wonderfully sensi-
ble, sweet, and fascinating. She was
to be found in old English farmsteads,
plump, ruddy and luscious, tending her
household affairs with zeal and discre-
tion, or, a city doctor’s wife, say, tak-
ing the head of the table with credit
to herself and satisfaction ta her guests.
If she could not, in either case¢, discourse
very eruditely on philology, * Little
Eyolf,” and the theories cf Wilde writers
she could make mightily interesting con-
verzation about the  progress of her
Sunday school class or the development
of ber garden. And so she retained, in

an artless way, the love of man in
general, and at least the regard ol her
husband. To-day she would be called
a frump in smart society, but she was
the sort of woman men liked in those
days, and even now, perhaps, when they
can find her. At any rate, they often
died for her, if history counts for any-
thing, in foolish duellos at chill morn
or in hot battles “ pro aris et focis,”
of which she was the brightest jewely
Up till this day, no one has been known
to die for a Woman Who Did, for she
has created the impression that she is
pex;fectly well able to look after her-
self.

LIKE A BIT OF DICK' N8, .
An Old Newsman With a Face That Wen
Him Fame

Nearly every Londoner of a dozen
years’ familiarity with one of the busi-
est thoroughfaresy will remember, says
The London Home, the old man who used
to walk bareheaded in all weathers up
and down the Strand selling evening
papers. He was tall—six feet at least,
probably six feet one or two—thin,
gaunt and stooping, was dressed in the
seediest suit of shiny black, but carried
a bead of Jovian grandeur, large, shag-
gy, iron gray, with a flowing white
beard, and a face of grave aud neble
lines, and eyes of great depth and power.
To say that no grander head could have
been fo in England, even in the gener-
ation of Tennyson, G.adstoune, Henry Ir-
ving and Sir Heunry Taylor, and that
nothing comparable. to it in greatness
of outline amd impressiveness oi effect
had ever in recent years\.stood befor:
the front of the Ministerial bench in the
House of Commons would b2 a bold,
but not a rash statement. And yet toe
man who bore it could b2 s2en eveny
evening selling The Echo in the St i

So striking a figure did not -escape the
eye of the ariist. Now aud thén he was
invited to sit to certain of th2, more
famous artists of the time. ‘I think I
am right in saying that h2 sat more
than once to Mr. Holman Hunt. Mr.
Frederick Shields invited bim to his
studio in St. Jonh's Wood, and the re-
suit was a masterly drawing. The ap-
peal that his face had for the imagina-
tive artist was always great. Mr. Jo-
seph Hatton tells a story of how one
day when he was walking with Barnes
in the Strand the painter drew up in
front of the hawker of newspapers and |
cried with at least as much amazement
as profanity : “My good man, what in
the name of mercy. are you doing out
of the Acts of the Apostles?”

My own earliest recollection of the old
man was of his being arrested on a
charge of begging. The accusation was
utterly unfounded, and the poor man was
set at liberty on the petition (if my
memory serves me right) of a group of
distinguished men, inciuding Holman
Hunt, Shields and, I think, Rossetti.

‘4Lis was some time about 1880, and
when a year or two later I took up
residence, in one of the Inns of Court
I found the old man was one of my near-
est neighbors, living immediately behind
my wall in the pestilential rookery of
tumble-down houses which once extend-
ed; from the old Clare Market to the
ba¢k of the demolished Clement’s Inn.
Then I saw him daily, and little by
little we became acquaintances, and, I
think I smay say, friends. 8o fine a face,
so stijking a figure, so astounding a
paradox of life must have fascinated me
in any event. I was curious to know
something of the 'old man’s history. It
was not easy to get ciose to him.
Whether from native pride or distrust
of strangers he talked little; but at
length he melted into something like
friendliness. He came to see me; I went
to see where he lived; he told me p
little ahout his past.

People called him the “Old French-
man,” but he was not French; he was
Hungayian. He was fairly educated and
had been born of a good family. He
told me that he had served in the wars,
and he hinted that he had taken part
in a political movementr that had end-
ed in his bamishment. But all these’
events of the past were as nothing to
the bitter experiences of the present. He
lived in dread of the poliee, whom (since
his unjust arrest for mendicancy) he had
come to regard as his matural enemies.
They were always moving him on; they
were forever watching him; they were
very hard and very cruel. No doubt the
poor old soul was the victim of many
hallucinations.

I bhad missed the old man for about
a week, when one morning my servant
said: “The old Frenchman has been found
deadl}a his room.” 1 went round to his
lodgidgs. It was a miserable place out
of a reeking little court and up
a flight of creaking stairs, with
window frajmes, but no glass and
no sashes. The door had been broken
open and it was hanging half off its
hinges. There was little or no furni-
ture. The old man was lying on the
floor. His grand white head was lying
on a pile of something. Some days be-
fore he had tottered out of the Strand
into his squalid home, weak and sick,
and fastened his door on the inside. The
poor old creature’s troubles were over.

People had said that he was a miser,
and there was so much to justify them
that a postoffice savings book was
found, showing that lie had put by some
£86. 1 believe he hoarded the money in
fear of a time when the police would,
as he believed, drive him out of the
streets aitogether.

A LIFE SAVED

TAKING

YEé;S; CHERRY

PECTORAL

*Several years ago, 1 enught a severe cold,
attended with a te cough that allowe
me no rest, either ¢ riskt. The dog-
tors pronounced iy ea<e honeless. A friend
learning of my tronble. «ent me a bottle of
Ayer's Cherry Peciorsi. By tho tima,I had
used the whiole haitle, 1 was completel
cured, and I believo it saved my life.”’—W,
H. WARD, 8 Quimby Ave., Lewell, Mass,

: .
Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral
Eéghast Awarde at World’s Fair,
Ayer's P =il Physise

Try a dollar’s worth of our

Dry Pine Kindling Wood

Cut and split and packed in crates. Delivered
to any address C.O.D, Send usa.postcard or
elephone 1570. 4

Harvie & Co.. 20 Sheppard-Street.

ALF. RUBBRA,
HUMOROUS VOCALIST,
Is prepared to fill engagements at concerts,

banquets, socials, etc., in a first-class manner
at moderate terms, tt

[THE FOURTH SUNDAY N LENT

Collect for the Day. i
Grant, ‘we beseech Thee, Almighty
God, that we who for our _evxl deeds do
worthily deserve to be punished, by the
comfort of Thy grace may mercifully be
relieved; through our Lord and Saviour
Jesus Christ. Amen.

The Gift of Faith. ;
Oh, gifts of gifts! oh, grace of faith!
My God! how can it be
That Thou, who hast discerning love,
Shouldst give that gift to me ?

How many hearts Thou mightst have
had

More innocent than mine!
How many souls more worthy-far
Of that sweet touch of* thine!

Ah, grace! into unlikeliest hearts
It is thy boast to come,

The gloiy of Thy light to find
In darkest spots a home.

The crowd of cares, the weighties
cross,

Seem trifles Iess than light—
Earth looks so little amd so low

When faith shines full and bright.

Ob, happy, happy that I am!
1f thou camnst be, O Taith,
The treasure that thou art in life,
What wilt thouw be in death!
Thoughts for the Bay.
Monday— 4
God bless the mnoble workingmen
Who rear the ecities of the plain,
Wio dig the mines and build the ships,
And drive the commerce of the main.
Gol L1°ss them! for their swarthy hands
Have wrought the glory of our lands.

As an evidence of the esteem in which
the 1ihrifty son of toil is held amoug us
we see from daily observations that the
humblest avocations of life are no bar
whateyer to the highest preferment in
th» commonwealth, when talent and
ability are allied to patient industry.
Franklin was a printer; President Lin-
coln’s youthiul days were spent in wield-
ing the ax and in handling the plow
on his father’s farm. President Johnson
in his boyhood was apprenticed to a
tailor. Gramt was the son of a tanner,
and Garfield once drove a ecanal-boat.
These examples are given not to excite
a morbid and feverish ambition in the
heart of ihe laborer or the artisan, but
to illustrate the truth that no stein is
affixed to the lowest pursuits of life.—
Cardinal Gibbons. -

Tuesday—

Night, night continually,
Will the dawning never come ?
My soul is affright at the dark,
; night,

And longs for its dreamed-of home.
>

1 pray, pray unceasingly
For only a single ray,

To lighten the doom and dispel the gloom
That lies about my way. .

dark

See, see, oh joyiully!

“A light gleams afar to save. .

I hasten near and eagerly peer,
And behold a waiting grave.
—Maud Rippely.
Wednesday—So, in referesce to Re-
velation; generations yet unborn will
group around its pages and gather from
them more sublime and radiant truths
than those which have flashed on our
intellect and cheered our hearts—from
the harps of the Hebrew bards they will
hear a more elevating melody thanever
charmed our spirits—and in the living
words of the divine man perceive a
depth, a grandeur and a significancg of
which no conception can be formed. The
ancient prophets have yet more to re-
flate. Isaiah will reveal glories surpass-
ing imagination, and Ezekiel unfold-
splendors which would overpower our
visual organs. Intellectual perceptions
will be quickened so as to penetrate the
clouds which intercept man’s vision of
truth. No new revelation, however,will
be granted; but from the present Bibl2
will stream “a light above the bright-
mess of the sun.” Never need we fear
an exhdustion of truth. It is sempiter-
nal as God, and perennial as the springs
of immortality.—Dr. Parker.
Thursday—
If on our daily course our mind
Be set to hallow all we find,
New treasures still, of countless price,
God will provids for sacrifice.

Old friends, old scenes, will lovelier be,
A¢ more of heaven in each we see;

Some softening gleam of love and prayer
Shall dawn on every cross and care.

The trivial rouund, the common task,
Will furnish all wez ought to ask—
Room to deny ourselves, a road

To bring us daily nearer God.

Only, O Lord, in Thy dear l?e,

Fit us for perfect rest above;

And help us this end every day,

To live more unearly as we pray.
—John Keble,

Friday—

My God, how emdiess is Thy love!

Thy gifts are every evening new;

And morning mercies from above,

Gently distil like early dew.

Thow spread’st tne curtains of the
wight, :

Great guardian of my sleeping hours;

Thy"sovereign word restores the light,

And quickens all my drowsy powers.

I yield my powers to Thy command;
To Thee I consecrate my days;
Perpetual bleesings from Thine hand
Demand perpetual songs of praise.

—I. Watts.

Saturday—I was onc2 amid the wonder-
ful, bewitching cactus growths of North
Carolina. 1 never was more bewildered
with the beauty of flowers, amd yet
when; I would take up one of these cac-
tusea and pull the leaves apart the
beauty was all gone. You could hardly
tell that it bad ever b:en a flower. And
there are a great many Christian peo-
ple in this day just pulling apart their
Christian experiences to see ‘what there
ip in them, and there is nothing attrac-
tive left. This style of self-examination is
a damage instead of an advantage to
theirm Christian character. I remember,
when I was a boy, I used to have a
small piece in the garden that I called
my own, awl I planted corn there, and
every few days I would pull it up to
see how fast it was growing. Now, there
arec a great many Chrigtian people in
this day whose self-examination merely
amounts to the pulling up of that which
they only yesterday or the day before
planted.—Dr. C. Dole.

Sermon for the Day.

Then Jacob gave Esaw bread and pottage
of lintels; and x> did eat and drink and
roge up and went his way; thus Esau de-
spised Wis birthright,—Gen. xxiv., 16.

. The fact of brotherhood or sisterhood
in the same family does not establish
the fact of similarity of taste or dis-
position. Pontrasting desires appear
in the same househcld. This has always
been true in the world’s history; it was
peculiarly illustrated in the family of
I§aac. Not only were the two boys un-
like in personal appearance, but in their
whole imner life. The one had wild and
turbulent tastes, delighting in roving
abroad amd securing his living from the
hills and forests; the other sought quiet
places and rested with comfort in the
cultivation of the parental estates. They
drew the contrasting tastes of their par-
ents to themselves, and each found de-
light in the pursuits of their soms. It
is evident that they obtained little com-
fort from fraternal fellowship. What
pleased the ome discomfited the other,
and there was constant iriction when

Address 51 Spruce-street, Toronto,

]

they were together. It is manifestly
not- the design of God that the singls
family should type the homogeneousness
of the world,- but rather its opposite;
The same training .will not, therefon'
produce the same results. I once heard
Henry Ward Beecher describe his sensge
tions in boyhood when Edward Beechey
rose and'said: “I had the same parents
with this speaker, was trained in the

same family and in the same way, but

{Inever had any such senaations as he dea

! seribed.”

Each one is individual, and
parents need to study the. peculiar peps

sonality of every child rightly to adapt

their directions to their need. It is g
painful experience in a child’s life to be
misunderstood. Willulness has often been
econfounded with other  qualities, and
children have been punished’ when they
should have been studied and helpeds .

There was a striking example of thig

lin the fam’'ly of Isaac. It is even a mate«

{

tor of record that “Isaac loved Esau be-

¢(cause he did eat of his venison; butf

Rebekah loved Jacob.” This is not to
the eredit of either of them.
should partake ually of the affection
oi parents. The disclosure of some fault
may be only the late fruit of some par. .
ental defect of character, and ought not
to turn the ‘heart away. It was strange

!that tha qujet Isaac should find his heart

satisfied in the child of such opposite
qualitics of mind and heart,but he turned

to him with great fondness. The love of ° ;

b’s venison was not the only reason for
his attachment. Possibly he regretted
that the family blessing was to be taken
from him and sought to compensate him
somewhat with an unusual aifection. The
rude boy needed especially the tenden
care and counsel of his mother, and
doubtless, when abroad, brooded over
the want of that which his nature eraveds
It is frequently the case that that which

is resented is secretly desired, and the |

longing of the nature is hidden in the
carclessness with which its wants are
met. Nevertheless the parental heart
should beat equally for every member of
the household and bestow alike on alf
the care and comforts which home repre-
sents. Different tréatment 'from parents
i4 suificient to stir feuds among children
that may continue from generation to
generation. The close study of individual
peculiarities will often reveal some qual~
ity that in time will bring its ripe and
rich treasure to the joy of the watchiul
mother. It s always a pity to send &'
child away from home because he cannot
Better send away othes
things and discharge other tlaims to save
tho Esauol the household. At any rate,
12t not tender spirits grieve because they
are slighted in ths homes into which they
were born. .
This was what absorbed Esau. Tha
weariness of the chase was upon himy
the physical necessity of the moment!
conquered him, and the gratification of
the immediate need wseemed bet«
terl than all things else. Ordinarily he

cared little for his brother’s productions) i

but at this time ‘““the red red” allured
him, and in his faintness all the privi-
leges of life were of less value to him|
than this smoking food.

It fs just here that danger always
lurks. Drunkenness is not attractive; the
demolition of a home and the ruin of
character attended wpon a loss of seli«
control ara deemed a lesser evil thanthe
satisfying a present taste. The futureis
closely veiled by many for ‘the pleasure
of a present gratification. The removal
of a temporary discomfort appeals to
every one at times and it is the part of
wiedom to ‘examine carefully the( price
that is asked, The demand of o present!

want should never b2 met by a sacrifice =

of all future good. This lesson of great!

importance for. all young people should

not be neglected by any teacher.
SAMUEL H. VIRGIN:: -
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Scott’s

- Emulsion

the cream of Cod-liver Oil, with
Hypophosphites, is for
Coughs,
Colds, -
Sore Throat,
Bronchitis,
Weak Lungs,
Consumption,
Loss of Flesh,
Emaciation,
Weak Babies,
Crowing Children,
Poor Mothers’ Milk,
Scrofula,
Ansemia;
in fact, for all conditions calle
ing for a quick and effective
nourishment. Send fos Pamphlet. FREE,
Scott & Bowne, Belleville. All Druggists. 50c. 8%

INSPECT OUR

Beaver

Overcoatings.
J. BRIMER, _

210 YONGE-STREET.

DON'T all speak too quickly, but
_come or telephone to us when the bio
is empty!

The Standard Fucl fo.

58 King-Street E,
Telephone 1886, 898, 2035.
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