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Tha famillar figure of the aged book-
man, or poet shall we call him, Is now
seen less frequently along the streets,
The burden of eighty-seven years weighs
heavily upon him. His back Is curved so
nearly double that the centre of gravity
1s almost beyond his furthest step, and
this renders him llable to trip and fall
at any moment. But, saddest of all, he
is losing his eyesight, through cataract.
Notwithstanding, however, all these bod
ily iInfirmitles, his mind remains clear
and strong as ever. In this there Is an
Incalculable blessing, for with the inabll
ity to see to read, he now revolves in his
mind all that he has read {n the past,
and benefits by a most remarkable mem
ory. Hls reading, It may be sald, for
many years back,has principally been the
Beriptures In the original texts—the New
Testament In the Greek and the Psalms
in the Hebrew. In these and other lan
guages he has been largly self-taught.
Contented he s at all times. Worldly
wants only concern him when the actual
necessitles of life are In seeming danger
of falling short. Of a strictly temper
ate hablt, he at the same time holds a
glass of good spirits In high esteem when-
ever it may be forthcoming. To his
mind, when properly used, it Is the pan-
acea for all llls. An eggcupful s his

but this lud water. He
does not llke water. If prevention be
better than cure, then he belleves that a
‘wee drop taken neat will save an emer-
gency. But again 1 would say that he
1s as little inclined to Intemperance as
he is Intolerant of a law that would alm
to bring In prohibition. He occuples a
room of about the size of a traller street
ear, in a cheap locallty. Here he provides
entirely for himself. On a little coal oll
lamp stove he cooks his scanty fare, de-
elining all offers to live by “boarding.’”

The same jackknife that trims his lamp
peels his potatoes and slices his meat. At
one time he lay upon the bare boards of
the floor, save for some old garments
spread under him, and his plllow was a
plle of newspapers against the wall,
Sinece then he has been Induced to accept
the luxury of a camp cot and a plllow.
Until very recent years he disdained,
even in this cold climate, anything In the
way of artificial heat In his room it
the th rmometer went down exceptionally
low, and he happened to be occupled with
sedentary literary work, he would find
sufficlent warmth by putting on an extra
pair of trousers.

I proposs In the following sketch
to glve something of the history
of this simpl. inded phil: pher,
who Is known to few except by his ex-

terfor appearance, in the hope that some
benefit may come to him through the
publication. For the most part It will be
In his own words, as I happen to possess
some chapters of manuscript by him, writ
ten for me several years ago, under a
certain form of eajolery: for he was for a
time quite averse to belleve that any
Interest could attach to items concern-
ing his life, or upon matters calling for
his opinion.

Mr. William Rice was born at the vil

lage of Thoresby, in Lancashire, on 21st

February, 1817, In the manuseript refer
red to, he deals with higs parentage as
‘My dad's name, William Rice

follows
a Welshman. and a votary of the Rev
John  Wesley.
pedigree, 1 am inclined to the

As  to my father's

opinion as to Its more modern history it
dates from the time of the anclent Bri-
tons of Wales, more particularly of the
Bilures of South Wales, when some of
the Rices were kings of South Wales, but
anterior to that period T cannot say any-




