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REV. PRINCIPAL CAVEN, D.D.

T HE face that looks dowvn from its gilded frame on the audiences
that gather in Convocation Hall is plainly that of a man not

gsiven to posingt, one more at home among books than in the

artist's studio, and to whom sittings for his portrait is not the pleas-
antest thing in the world. You have onl'y to look at that face on
the opposite page to sec that it would crimson at a word. There
is a reserve about the expression, a readiness to, retire from too
bright light, an instinctive shrinking, like the sensitive plant, fr3)m
a too rough hand. And yet there is a inild persistence about
those eyes. You feel their searching glance gothroughyou. They
may have a serene -and otherworldly look, but venture too near ini
impiety or irreverence and you may be met, not with the glowv of
genial wvarmtli, but wvith the sword-gleamn warning against intru-
sion. The painter flnds bis skill tested not by the physical but by
the mental mani. Thie Ilsoul within " is more than hiaif concealed,
and the sketch of ycsterday's sitting is aot truc to thic model of
to-day. The literary artist would find the saine difficulty were lie
to turn his unwinking eyc upon the mnan, the preacher, the leader,
or the professor. His Character Sketch iniglit bc t.ruc to life, but
which life? and at whiat moment?

But Dr. Caven is not sitting for niiotàher phiotographi. The tinme
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