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It has been proven, beyond a doubt,
that idleness breeds vice. Mental and
ruanual activity keeps the liead and
lhands in hearty, healthy exercise, but
when idle, they niost readily submit ta
the lowver, selfish nature.

The prize-fighter is generally a man
of idleniess. I speak of those who
make it a profession. Amang these
there are fewv who are flot gamblers or
aIl-round sparts. Il is true, he mnust
exercise bis muscular powers. I-e
must undergo, severe hiardships, and
inure iruseif ta great physical endur-
ance. But outside of his training he is
idle. His associates are of the sarne
sort. When flot training, the prize.
fighter seelcs recreatian, and his favorite
haunts are the billiard hall and poker
room, and the patrons of these dens of
vice are his companians. Thus it is
showvn that his profession brings him in
contact with a class of men 'vbose
influence is denîoralizing.

Another thing is its influence. Ail
over aur fair land to-da), its influence
lias been felt. We flnd the youtlh of
our country inibibing the spirit of pu-
gilism. But lie is only puîting mbt prac.
lice what he lias Iearned froni others.

And hast, but by fia means least,
is ils brutality. For a nman ta stand
up and beat another, or submit ta such
trealmient, is, in the eyes of ail right
thinking men, a brutal act. It is no
rare occurrence ta he-ar of a par-
ticipant in a prize fight having a
limb or jaw broken, or an eye lost.
But worst of al], Ihere is fia sympathy
for each other. The idea is ta, knock
the atiier man out. No niatter how
much he is mutilated, he must stand
bis ground uritil forced ta give in, and
suifer defeat or rejoice in victory. To
prove this assertion, allow me ta mien-
tion a flght between John L. Sullivan
and a would-be champion, who, after
having had an amni broken, fought
tbree rounds wvith tiger-like ferocity,
only la sink beneath bis oppanents
crushing blows. No man has a right
to suhmit ta such brutality, much less
ta adniinister such treatment.
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I have given you a brie f condensed
view of prize-fighting as I see it; of its
influence both on the man and on the
youîlî, and last, but not least, its bru-
tality. For of ail places where brutality
is magnified, there is none more de-
moralizing than in the puglistic arena.

>ekC[t "4tlcit;ltiolt£, for jýriterkivL
el irciezi.

DIVINE COMPASSION.

Long since, a dream of Heaven I had,
And still the vision haunts me ait;

I see the saints in white robes clad.
The martyrs with their paIms aloit

But heatlng still, In middle sang,
The ceaseless dissonance of wrong,
And shrinking, with bid faces, from the strain
0f sad, beseecbing eyes, full of remorse and

pain.

The glad sang falters to a wail,
The harping sinks to, Iow lament;

Before the stili uplilted veil
1 stte the crowned foreheads bent,

Making more sweet the heavenly air
With breatbings af unselfish prayer ;
And a voice saith : "O0 Pity which is pain,
0 Love Ibat weeps, fill up my sufferings

which remain 1"

«"'Shall sauls redeemed by Me refuse
To share My sorrow ini thelr turn?

Or, sin-forgiven, My gift abuse
Of peace witb selfish unconcern ?

Has saintiy ease no pitying care ?
Has faith no work, and love no prayer?
\Vhile in remains, and souls In darkness

dwell,
Can heaven itseif be heaven, and look un-

movcd an bell ?"

Then thraugh the Gates of Pain, I dreani,
A wind ol Heaven blows coolly in;

Fainter the awful discorde seemn;
The smoke of torment grows more thin;

Teats quench the burning sail, and thence
Spxing sweet, pale flawers of penitence ;
And through the dreary reaini af man's despair,
Star-crowned an angel -walks, and la 1 God's

hope is there I
le It a drcam ? le Ileaven s0 high

That pity canuot breathe its air ?
Its hap eyes forever dry;

1t hl lips without a prayer!1
My GodI !My God I if thither led
By Thy free grace unmerited,
No crown nor palm be mine, but let me keep
A heart that stili can fe, and cyca that still

can eep. JOHN G. WHITTIER.


