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words with iy friend, although they
were old cronies, and the shoek which I
experienced at my flrst glimpse wvas re-
peated when he spoke, with a stutter
wliich unnîîistakably associated hini with
his p)rototyp)e. i-Is slîyness was very
niarked, and nmy friend was careful not
to leaci in conversation. He left Short-
biouse to say 'what lie feit like saying,
andcilmerely noddecl an affirmative.

Subsequently I miet lîin in the saine
place alinost weely for tbree or four
years, and after a few weeks hie thawed
out a littie. Wlien lie found tbat we had
kindreci interests, and especially that I
was an assiduous reader of the Mysties,
lie spoke sonîewbiat freely, neyer of lîim-
self, always of books or men. IHe was
an ominivorotîs reacler anci I neyer met
a lay-nian so well posted on philosophical
andi religious literature. He was a great
student of history and could quote long
p)assages f romi Gibbon, Allison and
HI-Iumc. but lie liad no admiration for
lMacaulay or Froude. In poetry hie most
a(ldi 1-c(l Chaucer, Spencer, Shelley and
IKeats. 1 tboughit it at the time singular,
althougli later experience lias remioved
the surprise, that wvhiIst lie could not
speak thiree words conversationally with-
Out the Most painftil stutter, lie delivered
bis quotationis perfectly.

I1 fouid Sbortbouse to be one of the
kinidest ficartcd mien I ever niet with a
traitsparcîitlv simple, and even cliildish
nature. I-e secmied incapable of an un-
kinid or deIci tr ugoolit. Ie saxv
the I)cst iii everY nîan's cliaracter, im-
PtitCl 110 motive, andl 0o1 0oe liietiior-
able occasion wl'icin w'e Nvere discussing
die chiaracter of MVr. Chanmberlain hie
bittcrlv'N rcscitcl thle criticisnî, levelled at
bis [ellOxv towvnsnian, anîc declared, with
more hecat than, I e\,cr knew himi to
evýince, that the world bias notliing to do
W~ith- 111elis motives, for tîey, are ýbeyond
our ken ; aIl wc biave a riglît to judge is
COnd(liCt.

lu the coniversations lie nleyer let
drptle sqligbltcst iit that lie hiad thien
aiîot c)ltcd a wvorIç upon wlîjcl lie

1bad bec" encgaged for more tlian twenty
výears,', and Whicb apparently his innate
1n1o(Ie;tV I)revenlte(l inii from realizing
ý\*on1d( be ePocbi-nîakiug.

I shahl neyer forget thle day when the
xvindow of Cornish's book-shop on New
Street, near the corner of Corporation
Street, displayed a long row of books
bounci in bine cloth which bore in glt
lettering the inscription "John Ingle-
sant," by John Henry Shorthouse.
Whilst fully realizing the literary capa-
city of my chance acquaintance, J was
surprised that lie had kept lus secret so
well, and wondered wbat the book would
be like. Neeclless to say I bouglit it,
liaif read it.the first night and finished
it the next.

This is not the place to review that
superb work. It lias left its mark on
contemporary literature, and for lofty
conception, skilful conîstruction, delicacy
of expression andl profundity of tlîouglît,
stili stands far ahiead of any competitor.
Jndeed it is ini a class by itself and is
the real progenitor of the religlous,
phiilosophical, mystical novel, developed
upon more popular, but far less artistie
and poetical lines, by Mrs. Humiphrey
Ward and otiier weaker iniitators. It
represents a mnan's life work, and to its
production Shîorthouse brought a bril-
liant intellect, and a profoundly spiritual
andi cultured nature. His bright fancy
relieves the book from the possibility, of
nîionotony, andi son-e of its narrative
chapters rank witlî tlîe best work of
Duilias.

Fame came to Shorthouse in a day,
for once thîe crities made no nîistake,
tlîey recognized the menit of lus pro-
duction instantly and there was flot one
discordant note in the chorus of praîse
wluicli was showered on hlmi f rom every
direction. But it made no difference to
Iîin, lie walked the streets of luis native
city: witlî thîe sanie air of abstraction.
îîocding to thîe few who knew him, and
51)aking rarely to anyone.

H-e usuially wore a dark gray overcoat
aiud a wlhite cloth top bat whîîch certain-
ly aclded to the distinction of his ap-
pearance. No one else could have worn
that liat without looking absurd. On
Shiorthouse it seerned ail right and ac-
cordecl with lus general appearance, as
of otlîer worldliness.

I hast saw hin inl thue autumn of 1893,
in the saine garb, mîoving noiselessly


