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clusions far from the truth. I-oiw easy
to magnify a trivial matter into a thing
of great consequence. Prejudice that
arises froca suspicion is to be guarded
against, as it always finds an eriemy at
every turn. It is to be~ feared that
people do not always conprehend the
fact that peculiarities belong to human
nature, and inake the difference be-
tween ourselves and others. W~e often
meet witli people wbose tastes and
inclinations differ from our own, and
we say, "lthese people are indeed
peculiar." We cannot but see the
littie imperfections that exist in our
fellowmen, yet it is one of the niost
promising traits of human nature to be
able to overlook these defects in other
lives, otherwise we cannoe cultivate a
feeling of true friendliness toward
them. If we have the true spirit
within us, we will neyer become pre-
judiced against another because of a
difference in opinions; we wvill not
compromise with error, but will culti-
vate a friendly feeling toward the
advocates of the Il<other side."

CHARLOTTE, C. TALÇOIT.
Bloomfield, 2nd mo. 5th, 1895.

Out of monuments, narnes, words,
proverbs, traditions, private records and
evidences, fragments of stories, pas-
sages of books and the like, w~e do
save aîid recovZr somewhat froni the
deluge of time.-Bacon.

1 have seen manners that rnake a
similar impression witli personal beauty,
that give the like exhilaration and re-
fine us like that, and in memorable
experiences they are certainly better
than beauty, and make that superfluous
and ugly. But they miust be marked
by fine perception and mnust always
show control; you shail not be facile,
apologetic or Ieaky, but kinig over your
every word ; and every gesture and
action shall indicate power at rest.
They must be inspired by the good
heart. There is no beautifier of com-
plexion or form or behavior like the
wish to scatter joy, and flot pain,
around us.-E ierson.
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THE PAINTER 0F SEVILLE.

liV SUSAN LUKENS.

'Twas niorning in Seville,-and brightly bea-medl
The early sunlight in one charuber there,

Sbowing, where'er its glowing radiance
gleamed,

RIcb, varied beauty. 'Twas the s.udy wbere
Murillo, the farned painter, came to share

Witb young aspirants his long cherished art,
To prove how vain must be tbe teacher's care,

Who strîves bis unbought knowledge to lrn-
part,

The language of the soul, the feelings of the
heart 1

The pupils corne, and plancing 'round,
Mendez upon his canvas found,
Not bis own work of yesterday,
But, glowing in the rnorning ray,

A sketch so ricb, so pure, so briglit
It alrnost seerned that theze were given,

To glow before bis dazzled sight,
Tints and expressions warrn frorn beaven.
'Twas but a sketch-the Virgln's bead-
Yet was unelartbly beauty sbed&
Upon tbe niildly bearning face;

Tbe lhp, the eye, tbe flowing bair, -
H-ad separate, yet blended grace ;

A poet's brightest drearn was there!1

Murillo entered, and, am2z2d,
On the mysterlous painting gazed;

"Whose work is this ? speak, tell me, be
Who to his aid sucb power can call,"

Exclairned the teacher eagerly,
'<9 Vill yet be master of us ail.
Would I had done it 1 Ferdinand 1
Isturiiz 1 Mendez 1 say wbose hand
Among ye ail ?" With hall breatbed sigb,
Each pupil answered, II''Twas flot 1 '

Howi carne it then ?" irnpatiently
Murillo crled ; but we shall se
EDe long into this mystery.

Sebastian!1

At the summons carne
A bright eyed slave,

Wbo trembled at the stern rebuke
His master gave ;
For, ordered In that room to sleep,
And falîblul guard o'er ail to keep,
Murillo bade birn now declare
Wbat rash Intruder bad been there;
And tbreatened, if be did flot tell
The truth at once, tbe dungeon ceIl.

"Thou answerest not 1" Murillo said-
(The boy liadt stood In speechless feur);

"Speak, or-"ý At last be raised bis bead,
And rnurrnured, IlNo one bas been bere."


