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THE OPINIONS
OF A PHILOSOPHER

I
MY wife dosephine declares that T have

beeome o philosopher in my old age,
and perhaps she is right.  Now that 1 am
forty, and o trifle less clastic in my move-
ments, with patehes of pray aboub ey ears
which give me a more vencrable appearance,
I certainly have a fendency to look at the
world as through a glass. Yet not altogether
darkly be it said.  That is, T trust I am no
evnie like that fellow Diogenes who set the
fnshion centuries ago of turning up the nose
ab everything. 1 have o natural sunniness of
disposition which would, T Delieve, be proof
against the sardonic fumes of contemplation
even thomgh [ were a real philosopher.
However, just as the mangoose of the bag-
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man’s story was not o veal mongoose, neither
win Lo veal philosopher.,

Yon will rewember that Diogenes, who
wis o veal philosopher, ocenpied o tul us o
permsinent residence.  He would roll in hot
sl durtng the heat of summer, and embrmee
a statne of snow i winter, just to show his
superiority to ordinary human eonventions
ardd how mueh wiser Lie was than the rest of
the workl, The real philosophers of the
present day are ot quite so peculior; but
thay are apt to be fenrfully and wonderfully
superior to the weaknesses of hnmanity, For
the most part they are to be fonnd in the
pesceful environs of a university or ou some
mountain top o Subbath day’s journey from
the lmm of civilizetion, where they eschew
nearly everything whicl the every-day mortal
tinds requisite to comfort and convenience,
unless it bo whiskey and water. 1 have some-
times Fanciod that more real philosophers
thau we are sware of are partial on the sly to
whiskoy amd water.  Butb that is neither hers
uoy there ; for, as T have already stated, T am
not a real plilosopher.

I huve altogether too muany faults to be
one, ad should eonstantly be Hying in the
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face of my own theories. DBaving the afore-
saidl weakness for whiskey aund water, i 13
fair to assume that the averaze real philoso-
plier lives up to his own lights and by them ;
whereas T, at least according to Josepline,
am liable to be frightfully inconsistent.  She
has never forgotten my profanity on the occa-
sion whon we discovered after dinner that
the soot had come down in the drawing-room
and was over everything in spite of the fact
that the chimmey had been swept three weeks
before. Now, if there is one thing which I
abhor and am perpetually inveighing against
as vulgar and futile, it is unbridled language.
Josephine must have heard me say fifty times
if she has heard me onee that the man who
fouls his tongne with an oath is & senseless
onf. And yet T am bound to admit that when
I discovered what had happened T swore de-
liberutely and roundly ike the veriest trooper.
In order to appreciate the situation exaetly I
should add that 1t has long been a mooted
point between Josephine and me whether
ehimuneys require to be swept at all. My dar-
ling insists that the sweep shall overhaul the
house anuually, while T cling, with what she
is plensed to ecall masculine fatuity, to the
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theory that soot, like sleeping dogs, should
Le let alone.
Have you ever entered a drawing-room

Inst after a healthy, thorough fall of soot? 1f
su, vou will appreciate what is meant by its
all-pervasiveness. The remotest articles of
furniture are rife with infinitesimal smut,



