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A Bad Character.

There are two kinds of bad characters: the peevish and thkt
weak. Bath are ill-fitted for life's struggles; bath will suifer agrcrit
deal.; bath will accomplish -littie. It is -the peevish that deserves in
f ull the stigma of -the compound epithet of "bad character." They
are a burden ta thase with wvhorn they have ta live. Their very
presence inflicts pain. Gloemy, concentrated and sulky, their
breath blows aut the light of joy, -and they crushfrank -expanisve-
ness utider their nervaus iran heel. Hypercritical and captiaus, piti.
less in their judgments, they notice the least -littie shortcamings in
others, and point them out with bitterness and scorn. Any con-
trariety irritates them; a trîfling annoyance excites their animostiy.
Ironv, dipped in gaul, is familiar ta them, and they delight in dart-
ing their arrows penned with maliciaus intent and steeped -in venam
-arrows that leave festering sores. -Egotistical even ta har:shness,
they ignare the art af pleasing. *Haughty, headstrang, snobbish,
snappish, brutal and vindictive, they manifest in their -exterior ac-
tions a saul cankered by envy, susceptibility and pride.

Deep!y imbedded within lies the loathsome disorder. At times
clear patches app,,ar in the sky of their hearts, and then are they
capable af smiling benevolently and of doing deeds of disinterested-
niess; but, alas! v'ery rare are thase rays and quickly do they vanish.
Promptly they resume their habituai dark and threatening maod.

But, be it said now, those unfortunate creatures are ta, be pre-
ferrcd ta the weak, in this, that their disease is curable; and wvhen
such men are cured a great deal may be cxpected of them; but,
fine times aut af ten, the weakness of the <'weak" wvill Wolowv themn
ta the grave.

Surely, a peevish character is a double misfartune ta him wvho
possess it: it is an affliction and a xveakness. However painful and
traublesome may they be ta athers, the churlish constitute them-
selves their own tormentors ta a still greater degrce. The thorns
with wvhich they are bristling are flot ail pointing outward; the
sharpest and the Iongest curve their lacerating points inward and
torture their own sensitive flesh. To those torments inflicted on
them by their awn conscience miust be added the pain of seeing
lhemselves forsaken and friendless. Bereft are they of the esteerti
and affection of true men, and lacking that bracing cordial, that
sweet balm, the patent cure of sa many moral wounds, liow can
they be happy? They are feared and shunned; wisely do xve mis-


