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long Niagara river hias been in existence, by
the distance worn awvay. But the artist. does
riot take tlîese practical viewvs, tlîis great
power is flot of thue sliglitest importance to
hiim, but lie gazes awvestruck on flhe magnifi-
cent sceîie presented to him, the immense
slicet of water flowing onward wvithi a rcsist-
less iiinpetuiQsity, dasluing over the precîpice
and onwvard again, seething and boiling,
lasingi itself into foami against the linge
rocks whiicli stand defiantly ii flthe ay
Tiiese men miglit ail be compared to thic cat
iii the nursery ulîyme, as eachi one secs only
wliat is the mnost interesting to himiself. 0f
ail the objects whiicli were presented to the
cat, it singled out flhe littie mouse, following
its only guide instinct whiichi bade it scek
food to sustain life; so ont of ail tîxa different
ideas whîchi miglit arise from a view of
Niagara, one lias thxe idea only of wvealtlî,
another of kno;vledge or beauty. The artist
miiglit hiave seen more tixan the mere beauty
if lie hiad liad a scientîfic as wve.l as artistic
turn of mind, but as lie wvas on]., interested
in the beauty, thiat wvas ail lie pcrceived.

A greut tendency of the lunan mmnd is to
Iind fanît instead of alwvays seeing the best
qualities. If one is asked to criticize a book
lie at once begins to dissect it, ani point cut
ail the flaws and is quite likely to lcave some
of the best points unimenitionied. One %viio
is a great admirer of Pope would judge ail
otiier poets by liim. and those wliosc metre
and rhyme were not s0 exquisitcly perfect
wvould suifer materialiy iii a criticisin by
tiein ; tîxougli the i deas c.xpressed be as
lofty and the diction be as classic,yvet wcre
it not cast into so perfect a monld, thien the
poemn wvould bc wvortli little. A biased critic
sluoid uot, bc considercd a good judge any
more thau a poet sluould be considered a
a1 od judge as to thic value of a deep tlueo-
logical wvork. Ife 'vonld flot value the clear
logical reasoning or thxe strong arguments;
but wvould tliink far more of the diction,
style, powver of description, and so forth.

It is mucu the samne wvith character. Howv
uincharitable wve often are iii judgiîîg our
neiglibors! If we hiave the sliglitest preju-
(lice agamnst thein ive are ready to attribute
every action to a wvrong.- motive, tliouiglu
there nmay lie many evidences of a pure and
noble one; we do niot wisli to sec the niany
good qualities, so we perceive only the bad
ones.

Notlling suffers more from the smallniess
of man's mind than religion. We cauinot sec
%vith otir limited horizon the breadt1i arîd
and fullncss of our Greator's love and mercy.
A simple daisy is but a flower to sorte, btt
to othier3; it is an cloquent prcachier, telling
of God's care aîud love; but if wve conîci
only nnderstand wvliat tliat little blossoin
wvas, tlien could wve fülly tinderstand oui
Fathier's loving care and protection. \Ve can
say wvith the poet,-

«Fl-'ovr in the crannicd wall,
I ph:-ck >*on out or ii crannie-s-
Ilolil you hiere root and nil in :ny hiand,
Little flowcr ; hut if I could understaind
Whaî yout arc, root andi al], ani nil in ail,
I should l<now whnt God anidiman Es."

Wliile we are not, aIl pessinuists, 3 et wve aie
continually looking on the dark side of
tliings. \Ve find fanît. witli nature becanse
tliere are floods and dronglîts, and refresliug
ramn does not always faîl wvhen we are in
uueed of it. So wve look only at the dark
rain-chads, and dIo not perceive thîe beautifuil
silver lining thiat shows itself around the
border. \Ve are interested only in self and
our petty griefs, and do flot perceivetxe ma13
gifts for wvhichi we sliould l>e tlian'ulii. \Ve
are too mucli absorbed in the sliadows to
tliink of the origin of tlîem, the briglît suni,
for if there wvas no glowing orb to give nis
liglit, then tliere wvould be îîo shiadows, for
ail wvould bc one dark shiade.

Von show mie a mmnd îaoderate, well bal-
anced, neithier gay nior sad, uceithier enconi -
aged nor disconraged-one of those clîarac-
ters wvhiclu amble oniwvard under a medium
load %vithont stuîîîbliîîg or galloping, the lhead
on a level wvith a bag of oats-and say &'This
is a wvise man! " Wisdoi, traxtli, lias a hliguer
fliglit; i t returns to its origii; placidity is not
to it the synonymi of liappiness,any more than
miediocrit3 is tliat of existence; it wvislies to
,grasp ail tliat God lias destined for it, and for
tlîis reason it aspires. It lias thc prodigions
fli-lît, of the eagle soariing towards thue liglit;
it lias the faltering of the pinion wvearied l'y
distance, and broken by temipcst. It lias the
desires, it lias the sorro'vs of 'tlie exile gazuîîg
eterna]ly iii the direction of this country.
I prefer it tlius,battered and afflicted, Io tliose
sliort-breatlued, siuort-siglitcd souls, whÎose
piîîions are appalle(l by space, and wvhose
fliglît grazes the hiluihay.
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