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cence, gentleness, devotion, and recollection do I
eontemplate in the image of the Blessed Virgin!
What brillisney—what exemption from all eacthly
cares and carthly sorrows—in the face of the
angel ?  Sec how, on the noble countenances of
these apostles, the *one faith’ and the *one love’
is revealed in different fotms and features. And
there, Christ, the Man-God, combines divine dig-
nity with human meekness : who does not feel—
who does not see, that God has there manifested
himself in buman lorm to man—that wan is more
than dust, and that virtue is the only thing that
.gives true nobility to men, and makes them like
unto God

He was silent for a few moments. ¢When I
look on iy poor flowers and fruits, my dear Ange-
lica,” he mournfully resumed, ¢I fear that your
father will not be satisfied with me,and that, per-
hapy, I have laboured in vain’

*Not satisfied with you! eagerly exclaimed
Angelica, ‘he will be overjoyed, astenished,
enchanted, to find you, thus unexpectedly, so supe-
riot an artist.

Her mother however was unecasy, and told how
much the father was taken with Gerhard, and how
delighted he was with the picture which he had
sent him. Baron West required to see it.

¢}t is really most beautiful, said he. ¢1I
acknowledge that I am far inferior to Gerhard.
He has chosen for himself a nobler departinent of
tho art, than my talents allowed me to aspire to;
the human figure, though it were only the lovely
figure of a little child, is the noblest work of God
upon this earth, All other ercatures, fruits, flow-
ers, and insects, bear, it is true, the impress of His
wisdom and goodness, and make knowr His bene-
ficence ; but man was created to the image of God,
and is of heavenly race. [ therefore reverently
yield the palm to Gerhard’s work.’

He walked up and down the hall for a few mo-
metts. b

< A thought strikes me,’ he suddenly exclaimed,
swhich may surprise your father, and, perhaps,
still gain the victory“for me. As you may see
from my two little pietures, 1 have dévoted my
study to the painting, not only of {ruits and flowers,
but, also, of insects ; and, certainly, unless my
friends and acquaintances deceive me, I have suc-
ceeded, most satisfactorily. Now I remember, that
your father used to have a great aversion tq flies,
because he feared: they would soil his beautitul
pieture, oF their golden’frames; and though he
is 8o good 'and benevolent that he would not hurt
the smallest of ‘God’s creatures, yet he would often
pursue a fly with s sort of frenzy, whenever he
happéned to see one here in the hall, and never
rést until he had succeeded in capturing jt. Many
atimo we used to-amuse ourselves at:-his expense ;

but he always took our tricke in good part. RNy
idea is, to paint a f'y on Gerhard’s picture, which
will not injure the piece, but, on the contrary,
enhance its ‘value. Flies are fond of resting on
wilk vessele, and the painted fly will so deceive
your father, that he will imagine it to be alive.
He will treat it as his encmy ; but 1 choose it now
as my advoeate; and friendly intercessor.’

The mother and daughter approved Lis pl.n,
They left him alone, and he at once set hiwuscll to
his work., The fly appeared so peefoct, that
Angelica, herself, when in sumwoaing bLim to
dinner, she looked at the picture, thought it was a
living fly she saw.

In a fortnight's time, the father returned, late
one evening, to his family., They told him
nothing of the arrival of the Baron, who wzs stay-
ing with some of his relatives in the town. Next
worning, as the father was sitting at his work, in
his cap and dressing-gown, and painting bu.ily,
Baron von West walked into the gallery, accom-
panied by Angeclica and her mother.

Bergheim welcomed him cordially, though his
arrival, at that precise time, was not very agr¢ea-
ble to him. ke alrcadﬁy' looked upon Gerhard, the
painter, as his son-in-law ; and he feared that the
nobleman might prove a formidable rival; and, that
Angelica might not be as willing to marry Ger-
hard, as she had hitherto appeared. Ilc resclved,
therefore, to shew Gerhard’s beautiful picture, at
once, to the Baron; and, then, when the great
perfection of the work was duly acknowledged, to
declare to him, that ke had fixed on the author ef
that piece, as his destined s.n-in-law.

The Baron gave the picture its dus praise,
Bergheim expatiated upon its beauties, one after
another.

“1 appeal to yousself,’ said he. ©Are they not a
lovely litte pair? Are not these littie heads,
with their smiling faces and curling locks, literally
angelic ? So happy, so content, are the little ones
with their bowl of milk, that they appear to have
no other wish in this wide world ; and seem to say
to us, ¢ Thus happy can your dear little ones be,
if you do not torment yourself with empty cares.
The whole piece is finished in faultless style.
That earthen bewl, with its brilliant varnish, is
dearer to me thau a real vessel of massive gold;
and even that lackered spoon, almost overfiowing
with milk, which the little girl seems to be raising
to her lip, slowly and cautiously, lest she should
spill it, is’ . ,

He suddenly stopped, for a{ that moment he
discovered a fly on the rim of the spoon.  °
¢ Ah, ha ! said he, ¢ what are you doing there ?
What brought you heye ? Has' the paintéd milk
entided you? You shall not escaps unpunished.’
. He pulldll off his eap, snd enfléavoured two or
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