
TrHE WE1< IJU'v llth, 1890.

It's a charming studio drawing-roorn, filledto overflowing
witb pieces of furniture of the tinie of Louis the Sixteentb,
where Mr. Sambourne lias set Up bis casel. The windows
look out in front on to the sunny bll-terrace, so quiet, it
is bard to believe onescîf in London. Stained glass in
delicate colour forums a golden background to the figure of
the artiat as hie stoops over bis work in the inner roont.
Here and there thc liglit shines on thu brasa mouldings
and bandies of the cabinets, on the bronze figure of Louis
the Magnificent, on the quaint dlock with its bowed
supporters. But Mr. Sambourne, kind and cheery, attracts
ones attention fron thte fascinating bric-a-brac, and 1 cease
to take interest uven in a screen once belonging to Queen
Marie Antoinette, when my host is se, obliging as to talk
about himscîf.

Wiil you listen, too '1
"When 1 was sîxteen (says Mr. Sambourne) 1 learnt

engineering witli the Penns, the famous engineers. Witb
theru I romained five years. 1 was always fond of drawing,
and one of my sketches was sbown by young German
Reed te Mark Lemon, then editor of P.-uneh. As hie
thouglt well of the sketch, I began to contribute to the
paper. My first publishied cut was a portrait of John
Brighit. Was taken' on the staff after a tinte, and so,
giving up engineering, 1 took to Art instead. 1 neyer
studied in any school, and neyer hadl a drawing lesson.
It is net of ten 1 use a ntodei, as 1 find photograplis (micro
are nine or ten thousand in the cabinets belind yeu) of
sucli immense belp, 1 have tlient of ail sorts of people and
nearly ail are taken by muyseif. My mni is very useful
and sits somnetimes for nie. My model for John Bull is a
giant of a country policeman whose acquaintance I have
fortunately made. 1 bave drawers f ull of portraits of
celobrities, front the Queen down to the Radical M. F's.

I amt very fond of miy work, 'but bave no tixed hours
for it. Sometintes 1 am idle for two or threo days at a tinte,
and then again on Fridays, wben 1 bave to send up mny
drawing, 1 often don't dine tiii eleven o'clock at niglit.
I amrnent nervous and don't mind working with other
people about nie in the least. Tihis is our general
sitting-room. 1 could not shut mysoif up in a studio
away f ront uveryone as so many arti8ts do.

111 dont often illustrate for anything but I>înech,
thougli now 1 arn busy with pictures for a new edition of
H-ans Andersen's fairy talcs, and over there is a drawing
1 made for a book written by Molioy cailed "lOur Autumn
Holiday," and whichi is an account of some delightful
weeks lie and I and two others spent in France, in 1874.
The book hadl quite a success at the tinte and sells to this
day.I.The subjects for the cartoons are cliosen at the dinner,
whicb, every week, on a Wednesday, ail the staff attends.
No stranger is ever admiitted to this function. But once,
long ago, Sir Josephi Paxton, of Great Exhibition faine,
appeared, thougl wby lie came or wbo asked but lias
neyer yet been discovered."

Mr. Santhourne breaks off to show me a sketch for
Andersen's IlLittle Mermaid " (by the way it is to bi, boped
that the niew transiator of these fairy tonies wili take as
a ntodel the translation of the 1855 edition ; the two or
three after that date bave been va8tly inferior), and then
lie opens a box which lies near the sketch and takes out
a large wooden fan, ornamented iin a curious and very
original fashion, which lie lolda diicately anîd shows
witb great pride. No wonder, for on nearly every ib of the
fan, famous artists bave made characteristic pen and ink
drawings, Iland ail are done by friends of miine," says
Mr. Sambourne, as le points out the different littie designs
siigned and dated by sucli nen as Millais, Alima Tademna,
Marcus Stone and Tenniel. When titis elegant piece im
finished it is to be set up in a glass frame on the inlaid
cabinet. 1 have only once seen another like it, and that
was at Mr. Du Maurier's stali at the Silvor Féte. It was
raffled for and won by a Mr. Meyerbuber, 1 thinik; and
there were rmany speculations amnongat the rest of tlie dis-
appointed and envious ticket-hoidors as to wbat the
German gentleman wouid do witb bis pize. Wbat did
become of it, 1 wonder 1

As 1 amn making a tour of inspection round tlte roorts,
now iooking at the brass inlaid piano, made to match the
furniture (the Sparis8h mahogany for that piano the
Broadwoods liad badl in stock 150 years), and now
examining some beautiful littie water-colours painted by
an aunt of Mr. Sambournes, so the artistic feeling may ho
said in this case to bie inlterited by my boat, I am told Ho
many interesting things it is bard to rementer ail. But
I recollect, Mr. Sambourne said that in one of the cartoons
of Gladstone, as Wellington at the liead of the troops, lie
is in the exact uniform worn by the great soldier at
Waterloo. Mr. Boehm, the sculptor, bad been lent the
costume by the present duke, and Mr. Sarnbourne, who is a
connection of Mn. Boehm's, bad it pbotograpbed. I put
on Wellington's cocked bat a few years ago, 1 tried on
Napoleons, the very one the Prussians picked up near
Oliarlevoix after the battie. I was staying with Orchard-
son at the tinte he was painting bis Napoleon picture.
The Tussauds lent bit the Entpero's uniform, se I have
dons a singular tbing: I bave worn Wellington's bat and
Napoleon's, both of whidh had been in the stoke of
Waterloo."

Evidently, a great pleasure to Mr. Sambourne is the
fact that is daugîter lias developed talent for drawing,
and is now going tbrougb a regulan studio-training. We
have so few womon artists of any strength that the young
lady wili be welcorne indeed, if she bas in any way
inherited ber fatlier's gif ts of originaiity and humour.

To be a painter and have your band well in, did not
Thackeray say that was the heightof human happinessI Mr.
Sanibourne's cheerful face testities liow completely the life
lie bas cliosen-chosen as far back as 1851, whÏen at a
rentarkahly <early age bce illed a sketch book, stili carefully
treasured-suits hm. He is by no means a typical look-
lng artist, witb that look of perpetual youth possessed L y
rnost smooth-faced, fair-haired men, that look of youth
some happy souls keep ail their days. He lias aiso tlie
appearance of living a great deal in tlie open air, and the
last thing one would connect witli lim would be a draw-
îng board and easel, and thc first thing a liunting-crop and
spears. Good-liumoured and unaffected, it is a pleasure
to see tlie pride witl wlichbcli shows off bis many charmn-
ing possessions, and as we wander up-stairs and down-
stairs, and in my lady's chamber, 1 wonder if there is any
one more to be envied in bis surroundings than Mr. Samt-
boumne the Punchb man. The fact that bu is about to cut
the best of the season and that for the next few weeks bis
address will be soinewhere in Norway, Sweden, or thc
Baltic, seents to afford im suprerne delight. The in-
equality in the buman lot strikes me as simply appalling
on a bot day in June in town, wlien one hears of sucli
luck ; and it is enviously, indeed, that I turn this after-
noon froin the kind door (on whicli is engraved in brazen
letters that "lMr. Liniey Samnbourne is nlot at home," an
announcement not made for friends, but for unfortunate
stranurs) into the sunny street. Well, after ail, the
Baltic may pali after a tinte, and Norway and Sweden
don't look very interestig-on the map, whereas, London,
even in the dog-days, possesses attractions which neyer, or
bardiy ever, fail. WALTER POWELL.

A MODER2J MBSTIO-H.

'IN TUEiý WEEK of the fltb June, it was sought to give the
Ireader some idea of the personality of a rantarkabie man,

who lives as Socrates livcd, a heteroclitu life, out of the
beaten path ; beclie sophist, or fanatic, or dreanter, pal-
pably a sincere sojourner on this whirling marbie we
cali tho earth. Wlieri the [buse of Commons rose, sonte
departntental busin)ess detaining me at Ottawa, 1 deter-
mined to extend iny acquaintance witli this quamnt and
curious but earnest preacher of righteousness. 1 littie
thouglit how great, how startling, the surprise that was ini
store for me.

His name is McKnom. lie is descended front a Scotch
Puritan stock, but for three generations bis family have
iived on the shores of the St. Lawrence. As a boy he used
to swim over its broad bosont ; bence, no doubt, bis strong
love for the shores of rivers, thougli the great beauty of
Bcene which greets the eye on ail sides front Parliament
Hlli, wouid of itself account for bis early daiiy visits to a
spot whence the cya can take in tho piunging Cataract of
the Chaudiére, the lake-like expanses higlier Up the streamj,
the dark soluntn outlines of those ancient Laurentian bllis,
the onward flow of the Ottawa, hurrying to juin the greater
river, and thence speeding to its goal, the sea.

1 met hn near the statue of Sir George Cartier, where,
by a happy accident, we were joined by a gentleman wel
known to literary men as a thinker and a brilliant writer
-Mr. George HeipHamn. We walked to the pagoda, on
the west of the main building, and seating ourseives, se as
to connnand a i'iew of the Falis, whose down-sweeping
foant, like the bridai veil of a Fury, partly bides the terror of
the enraged river, 1 expccted Le would say something re-
garding the noble landscape before lit, but, to my aston-
ishmnent, the irst words lie uttered, turning toeHipsani,
were-" Have you studied Plato?

11 have read Plato," he answered, IlI daro not presume
to say I have studied hm-I amrnent sure I aiways under-
stood him when I1liad tinte for sucli reading, and beyond
holding htm to be a great master of style I arn doubtfu] if
I appreciated lim. 11e seemed to me a fanciful writer;
an impractical dreainer in whom the Neo-Platonists found
a great deal more than ever lie intended ; a literary man
among philosophers, rather than a philosopher among
literary men."

IlYou were," replied McKnom, "lneyer, nty dear friend,
more uistaken in your life -and believe me if ever there
was a tinte when Plato sbouid be studied, aye and prayed
over, it is this very tinte, and hure in Canada, and not only
in Canada, but in England. I amn sure yon have studied
the historv of Greece. Did you ever pay special attention
te the tintes of Plato ï1 To understand Plato, or any great
writer who sets before himself the end of bencfiting man-
kind, you must understand bis age, and the errors and
abuses he seeks to destroy. A man may read Butler's
"lAnalogy,» and follow the close woven chain of reasoning,
but lie wi]i not fully understand Butler, unle8s le knows
the Eighteenth Century. lie should lie fariliar with the
writings of the Deists, whose arguments Butier meets, and
thon wbat a flood of light is poured on bis pages ; and not
only liglit but warntth, and arguments which sent beart-
less, such as that about the destruction of seeds, lose their
repellmnce. Again to know the great work that Addison
and Steele did for Engiand, you must know their tintes, for
they too were reformtera. New Plato is a reformer, and a
reformer that looked se deeply into human nature, that bis
teacbing, like the teacbing of the Holy Scriptures, is ap-
plicable to ail tintes and in ail places."

IlI arn," said Heisamn, I"quite aware there are startling
correspondences between bis teaching and the teaching of
the New Testament, and that soine of the Fathers regarded
but as a Christian, born before bis tinte. 1 have even
read of a pious Catholic praying to the Platonic Socrates as

one of the Saints in the Catholic hagiology: Sancte Socrates,
ora pro nobis."

IlAnd smaîl wonder," answcred McKnom. "lBut on
the point you have raised, we may speak, my dean friand,
at sorue future day. You are a politician-a noble thing
if nobly lived-in fact the highest of ah tbhings, wlien truly
discharged, as Plato saw and taugît, as I can show, but
full of pui ; surrounded by temptations ; crowded with
difficolties ; for tite dentocracy, the tlwï'ion, as Plato would
cali it, aimost forces its rulers to raie badly. Al
the writinga of Plato point to bis Repu blic, and the vile
condition of the Athenian demnocracy, politicaily and so-
ciaily, is the truc commetntary whidh cîncidates tite Ru-
public. 11e saw in that dentocracy the nmega t1ircunra of
man's disregard for law ; a bad systunt of education ; wo-

mnholding a degraded position; scepticisîn eating its way
into huart and mind. Pendces ltad bcautified Athens and
extunded its material prosperity, but corrupted the Athen-
tans, and thc Sophista were contpleting the work, destroyi«ng
the foundations of faith, shreduiing away ail in which fixed
principlos could take root. Hlere in Canada, now you'Il
excuse me sir, there are the same sores and ulcers in the
body politic, in our social life, in our systent of education,
whuch aiarnted Piato, and Platu, so far front being a more
nietaphysical speculator, aimüed at practicai resulta, aitned
at reform, aimcd especially at saving the young fromn the
corruption around;- for lie saw wbat thec Rortan Catboiic
Churdli secs, that for most men, if you are to give thent
principles whiclt shahl control their actions, you must instil
these principles whrit they are young, so that, in addition
to thc conviction of thc intellect, they may bce bound by
the ligamtents of habitsi, affection, association, prejudice
even. "

"lBut Grote says that thc Republic of Plato would be
wonse titan the Athunian Repu blic that was before bis cyca."

(McKj&iiu) Il It is a shallow rouiark - it bas nover
been tried."

" I tlîink an attentpt was once made."
(ilt[Knoim) "I was net aware of it-so was a theo-

cracy tried. Plato was only a itan. H1e may well have
falen into error in attempting te build up an ideal State,
but wu must look at bis aitut. Now 1 said, a momtent ago,
you cannot understand Plato unless you are famîiliar witli
the society lie sought tu buneit ; 1 should have gone
fartber and said you miust also realize t.hat lie looked
on men not as highly intelligent animais ; not as
mortal perialîing creatures, but as beings witb imnnortal
souls, and nu one ever lived who realized more than
lie did, thc tlîouglmt of our blgsscd Lord, \Vbat shahl
ut prolit a man if bu gain the whole world and bace
bis 8oul'f Plato believed tbat the great object of mtan's
seat-ch sbouid lie trutht that God was trutb; and that only
iin God could humn a ociety find a sure reatinig place, just
as the ark of Noali lay irnit, and caînt, on the mountain-
top while the winds-swept deluge, like the passiomns of un-
scrupulous men, lowled and dashed around. How must
such a man lave regarded the Athenian democnacyl'-tliat
denocnary, politically a rentorsuiess tyranny, otracising and
killing ita best nmen, led by unprincipled and corrupt dema-
gogues; its youth contaminatud, titoir privato lives stained
beyond descriptioni, their nobles t aimu to seize power net
for the public good but for self -aggrandizemîîent. Wbere was
thie lion huart f Where the lordly reason of other daysI'
Starved, emaciated and degnaded, and the many-headed
utonster of its wild desires, polukephalon threnmu, yelling
round and rending it in tatters. Lysias, the favourîte
rletorician of its golden youth, immoral in bis ife, int-
moral in bis teaching."

Re had grown a littie excited and pausod. Aften a
littie elpsant said :"IlYVs ; I rentemben that speech cf bis
iin the Plnedrus. But ail the Sopbists were not bad
Protagoras, Epicurus even, were good men."

(McIKnïom> "Quite so; but that is often the case.
The finat tcachers of f aise principles are mon umexceptionable
in tîcir lives ; but thteir pinciples bear fruits n others.
Some cf our own iaterialists and agnostica live externaily
decent lives; but thein principles bear fruits in others and
will bear worse fruit titan we bave yet seen. 1 hinted a
moment ago at an analogy between our own tîntes and those
of Plato. Two thingaslihouid lbe specialiy dwelt on-a
zeai on the part of men wlio cane nothing about religion,
and cf otlers wbo profess to cane a great deal, to bing up
our youth without religions training, as if you can take up
any subject, unything, any relation, which, to a truly philo-
soplical mind, will not suggeat na upreme personal God.
1 don't cane whther you describe the contstruction of an
orange, or a hawk's wing, or a world ; whether Yoeu think
of nman as a chid, on busband, or fathen, or citizen ; yen
bave itber to deal witl a persommal God, a supremne mind,
or ehie construct a god or goda of your own fancy, a pan-
tbuiatic or polytheiatic force belind ail. Closcly connected
witb the vicions systein of education at Athemma was the
developtont of a popular literature. Lysias was one of
the founders of a kind cf witing whidli abounds to-day,
and bis publications, of which there was an incredibie
number, my friend, Mackenzie Bowell, would not allow te
enter Canada. But tbey were also akin to books which
are pcrrnittud te conte in-nay, soetehave beld tliey were the
gent of the todern novel, witli its futilities, its trasby
dialogue, its corrupting dalliance witli certain ideas, its
weakening influence on the mind."

"Wlat analogy," asked Helpsant, witli a amile, Ilis
there between a speech and a novel'f

(McKnom) Il Wlat likenes l there between the
LYoung tadpole and the full gîowu bull-frog 'f Remember
itbey wrote speeches net always for delivery but for reading
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