Tesus s1id to lus disciplea,
that L am?

Simon Peter dnawered and said :
tho Son of the vy g God.

And Jesus answering, sud to him :

thou Simen Bar Joua  because flesh and blovd

not revealed 1t to thee, hutiny lather who is 10 heaven, !

ANo [ 8Ay 7o Thee © THAT Thou aut Preisng
sraNn THI3 Rock | winl, suins My Cuuncal, aND
@ATES OF NELL SHALL NOF PREVAIL AGAINST IT.

AxplenaLt 6ive 1o THRE the Kevs or Tug Kine-

pom or ficaven  And whatsoever thou shalt

wpon eartl, it shall be buund alsoin heaven : and whas-

Whom do you say
Thou ary Chriat

Blessed act |

hath |

AND ¢
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bind
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\Vas au)llung cuncmlcd fromn l’nx-:n. who was
lul the Rock on which the Church was bwilt, who

recewved the Keys of the Kingdom of Heaven, and the
pawer ot loosing and hinding w Heavow and on garth?*
o = VirTULLaN Prasenp yaa.

**‘I'here 1s one God, and one Chureh, and one Chan
nded by the vorce of the Lord vpoy Peren.  ‘Uhat

. anv other Altar bo erected, or a new Puestheod eata.
" bhslied, busides that ane Altar, and one Priesthood,
18 ampussible.

W hoseaver galhcrs clsew here, scatters
wtever 13 devised hy human frenzy, 1 vivlation of
l)nuw Ordinance, 1s adulteruus, npious, sacrile-

gwus "'—8t. Cyprian Lp. 43 ad plebem.
** All of them remaining sitent, fin the doctrins was

ond the reach of man, Pxrer the Prinee #f the

Apustles and the supreme herald of the Chureh, ndt
fullowing his awn inventions, nor

ﬁersuaded by human

mvenhou shalt Juuse on earih shall be Jooned also in reasomng, but enlightened by the Father, says
heaven, S. Matthew avi. 15—10. Lt . Thou art Christ, and not this alone, hut lhe

X " of the ving God. —St. Cyril of Jerusal. Cat. xi. |
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...._.I....__..~ V.
THE MYSTER IOUS AKTIST.

One beautife! suminer morning about the vear
3630, several youths of Sesile, in Spain, ap-
proschted the dwelling of the celebrated painter

,Murillo, where they srr1ved nearly at the same
time. After the usual salutations, they entered
the stedio or workshop of the srust. Muillo
was not et there, and :ach vi'the pupils walked
up quickly te ins essel to examine if the paint
had deied, or perhaps 1o adm re his work of the
previous evening.

* Pray genatlemen,'” exciauned Isturitz an-
grily, ** which of yoa remsined behind an the
studio las night.

4« What an absurd question ! replied Cordo-
va, “* don’t vou reoslinct that we all came away
together 1 ¢

“This is a foolish jeat, gentlemen,’ answered:
Isturitz. ‘¢ Last eveuing, I cleaned my pil,ene
with the grestest care, and now 1t is as dicty as
if some one had used 1t all night.”. .

¢ Loak 1" exclaimed Carlos®; ** hereis a smail
Sgure an the corner of my csnvas ; and it ionot

badly done. 1 should ike to know who it is
that amuses hiunssll every morning with sketch-
ing figures, sumenmes on DY CaNVas, sumetimes
o the wall. There was voe yeﬂerday on your
esse}, Ferdinand.’”

1t must be Isturitz,” said Ferdinand.

« Gentlemen,” replied Isturite, ** [ protest—"'

<« You need nat protest,”” rephied Carlos ;¢ we
all know you are not eapable of aketching such
a figare as that.”

¢ Ag least,”” answered Istoritz, ¢ ] have never

made 2 sketch as had as that of yours; oue

would think'yon had Jone it 1o a jest.”

** Aod my pencile xre gerte wet,” s3id Gonza-
{0 in his sgrn.  Truly stango things go on here
#o the nigh.””

“ Do you not think, like the negio Gomes,
thalitis the Zimbi, who comes and plays all
theas tricks 1" 3aid isturiie. .

*s Truly,” zaid Mendez, who bad not ?:t spo-
ken, being absorbed in sdmiration of the various
fgures which were skethed with 1he hand of g
aaster su var.ous parta of the studio, *if the
Zowbi of the negroes draws in this maaaer, he;
w.old make s beasuful hexd of the Virgin ia
_my descent {rom the Cross.** W{t}: thess words
"Mendez, %1k & careless air, (pp-oxcbed his
weasel, when an oxclamation. ot tstoniskifent co-
eapasd him. 2nd he gazed in mute surprin. ¢ his
caaray, 02 whtch was roaghly sketched 2 ¥hest
» beautiful head of tbe Yargio, bat the €xpression
was 5o admirable; the Tines 8o clear, tiie eantour
80 graceful, that, compurec with the £oures by
‘ or¥ich it wis encircled, it samed as if some
asaven'y visitaot had desceaded among them.

¢ Ak, what is the malter 1 said a tough

[
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all made & respectfol cbeisance tu the grest
master.

¢ Look, Senor Murillo, lock !’ exclaimed
the youths as they pointed to the essel of Men-
dez.

** Who has, psinted this! who has painted
this, gentlemen !’ asked Murillo eagerly .—
“ speak, tell me. Ho who has sketched thuis
Virgin, will one day be master of usall. Mu.
rilo wishes he had dune it. What a tooch'
What delicacy ! What skill! Mendez, iny desr
pupil, was it you "

¢+ No, Senor,”’ said Mendez in a sorrowful
tone.

¢ Was it ther Isturitz, or Ferdinand, or Car-
los 1" But they all gave the same answer as
Mendez. ‘¢ It could not, however, come here
without hands,” said Mgillo, impatiently.

‘1 think, ur,” said uva, the youngest of
the pupils, * that these strange pictures ace very
alarming ; indeed, this is not the firat wnaccount-
able event which has happened in yeur studio.
To tell the truth, such wonderful things have
happened here, ono scarcely knows what to be-
iteve.”

¢« What are they,” asked Murillo, sulf lost in
admiration of the b 'ad of the Virgin by the un-
kaown artist.

¢ According to your orders, Senor,” answer-
ed Ferdinand, ** we never leave the studio
wuhout putting every thing in arder, cleaning

owc esscls , but when we return in the morning
not only 15 evary thing i confusion, our brushes
ﬁlled with p:mx. ou: palettes dirued, but here
and them amaka(ches, {ueaatiful ones to be
sure they ae,) someumes of the head of an an’|
gel someupe.“of a’demon, then again the pro-
file ofa yodng ou’l ot the figure «{ an old man,
but all\adm)riﬁle, as you have seen yvourseif,
Senor.” Ufis in certainly a curious affuir,
gcnlli:mex: * ubserved Murillo, *¢ but we shall
suon lezm ko s thus nightly visnant.” Se-
hasuan.”he Cunnnned addressing 2 litile mulat
10 bay of abuut fourteen years old, w ho appeared
at his call, ** did 1 not desite you to sleep hece
every mght\"’ ¢« Yesx, master,”’ szid the boy
timidly. & “And have you donsso ! ¢ Yes
master.” **Speak,'then : who washere last ﬁighx
and this morong, befire these gentlemen came
Speak, slave, or 1 will make you acquainted
with my dangeon,” said Munillo angnly to the
doy, who conunued to twist the band of his
trowsers without rep'ving. ** Ab ! you don't
choose to answer,”” said Marillo, pulling him by
the gar.  ** No oue, master, no one,” replied
the trembhng Spbuuan with cagerness. .

¢ That wrﬁe'e," exchimed Murillo. ** Np
ore but me, “Fewear to you master,"’ cried é;
mulatig throwing himsell on his koces io the
middle of the s'ludm. and holiing cut his ha;
in :unp]xcaungbefore his master ¢ Listea
we,” yumxed Murillo, * I wish 0 know whe
Lan sketched'the head ot the Virgin, and all the
figures s which my pupils find here esory moraivg
un comiag to this studio. This night, instead
of guing to bed, you heep teatch, and if -
morrGw you ¢ not discover wiho tho enlprit s,
you shall have twenty-five strokes of the lash—
you hear ¥ 1 have said 1t ; now go to grind the

the copmencement 4l tha termination of the
‘haur of insirucuon, Mosillo was too much ab-
snrbed nath his penail to allow a’word ta be
apaken bat what regarded their oceupation, bat
the moment ho dusappeared, the pupis mnde
amplc pmenda for his restising, and as the uan-
Euowr printe, occupred 2!l their whoaghie, the

yhive. (@m parils tacned at the sound, and

converation natcially turaed ta ihat subject.

e e e e e ey -y —

our pukmen, washing our brushes, ¥WdSrranpg

colaurs ; and you gentlemen to woik.”* From

w Be\vare, ~eba~lxan of lhe laah » smd \‘len-

dez, *¢ and watch for the calprit.  Give me the
Naples ye'llow.” ¢ You do not need 11, Sonor
Mendez , you have made it yellow enough al-
ready ; and as 1o the culprit, I have already 10ld
you it is tho Zombi.” ¢ Are these negroes
fonls or asses, with their Zombi’s 1 mid Gon-
zalo, taughing ; *¢ pray what is a Zombi t"'—
** Oh, an imaginary being, of courge. But take
care, Senor Gonzalo,” continued Sebastian with
a mischievous glance at his essel, ** for it mast
be the Zumbi who has sketched the left arm of
your St. Juhn 1o such a length, that if the right
resembles it, he will be able to unue his shoe-
strings without sicuping.*

* Do you know, gentlemen," said Istaritz 2s
he glanced at the painting, that the rematks of
Sebastian are extremely jus mneh to the
[‘oint."

** Oh, they say the negroes have the faces of
asses and the tongues of parrots,” rejoined
Ganzalo in a tone of indiffurence.

* With this distinction,”* cbserved Ferdinand,
** that the parrot repeats the jolc, whila Sebas
tian shows judgment in his remarks.

** Like tiie parrot by chance,” retorted Gon-
zala’

“ Who knous,”” said Mendez. who had ‘not
digested the Naples yellown, *“ that from grinding
colors, he may vne doy astunish us by showing
ttat he kunws one eolour from 2nother.”

siaves. Butgoto bed father; go go; and -;(
shall go w mine in that corner and shall seop
to sleep. Good mght, father, good night-’~
** Are you yoally not aftaid of the Zombi, Sew
bastian

* My fawer that is a superstition in-our ceon-
try. Father Eugenio has aseured me_that Gpd
doew not permut supernatural beings to appw o
the exrth.”

** Why then, when the pupils asked you ﬂo
sketched the figures they find here every mora-
ing, did you say it was the Zombi 17

** To amuse myself, father, 2nd to make them
laugh 1 that was all.” ‘,

** Then good hight my son ;”* and havisg
tissed the boy, the mulstio retired.

The moament thit Sebasuan found hi
alune, he uttered an exclamation of joy. Thn
suddonly checking himself, he said, ¢ Twenly-
five lashes to-morrow, if I do net tell w
sketched these fignres, and perhaps more if I do.
O1ny Ged come 1o my aid ! and the little mo-~
latto threw himself upor the mat which served
him for a bed, where he soon fell fast asleep.

Sebastian awoke at day-break : it was on!j
thies o’clock.  Any other boy would probably
have go.e 1o sleep agaiis ; but not so Sebastian,
wha had but thiee hours he could call his owa.
** Cuurage, courage, Sebastian,” he exclame-
ed, as he shoak himself ** three hours
are thine—only thcee a :

WUN UTIO owhol _TUIT AT dTavy——t

know how to use them, are two very different
thisgs,” replied Sebastian, whom the hherly of
the studio alluwcd to join inthe conversaligs
the pupils, and truth obliges us to cogj
his taste was so exquisite. his ayes £§
that many of them did not disdai
advice he frequently yave respegll
ings.  Althongh tiey someti
sc'ves by teasig the fitlle m

great favonite with them allg&
on quiting the stud.o, each
tap on the shoulder, coun
strict wa'ch, and catch th
fash. g
It was nizht, 20d the studio of Murillo, the
most celebrated patater of Seville—this studio,
which duning the d1x, was 8o animated and
t§h~exfu!-\.as now silent as the grave. A sin-
ele lamp burned on a wnasble table, and a young

hoy, whose suble hne harmonized with the sur-

rounding darkness, hut whose eyes sparkled hke
diamonds at midnight, leaned against an essel
immosable ard sti)). He was sodeeply absorbed
1n kis meditations that the door of the studiv was
opered by ane, who several tmes called bim by
name, and who, on receiving no antwer, ap-
proached agd touched him. Sebastian saised
higeyes which rested vn a tall and handsome
mml o, ¥

** Why do yon come here. father 7" said ke in
amelanchuly tone. ‘' l'o keep you company,
Sebacuan ©° * There 18 no need, father ; 1cao
watch aluno.” 2

 Bat what if ithe Zombi should coma 1** ]
do no. fear Inm,’” rephied the boy, with 1 pensive
smule.  ** Ho may carty you away, my son, and
then the poot negro Gomes will hava no one to
console him in his slasery.”
** Oh, how s=2d, how dreadful ;’t is 10 be 3
slave !** exclaimed the boy. weeping biuerly.

* 3t js the will of (0d,” repho( Ahe. vegro,
mth an air -» rcs:gnauou..

"« God I epcuh«edSeXiuum a3 }xo rawed

hu o¥es to the come ol ihe swadio, threugh
' huéh the stars ghueied—* God ! 1pray cun
sxa'u!y to lum, father (and L hops ho will one

D
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Let me at Jeastbe m
shart hoats. S begin ; thess Rgures |
eﬁ'ecxed ;" and seizing 8 brush be approached
pe Virgin, whicn, viewed by the soft light of
@ morung dawn, appeared more beaSitifal than

Efface this !"* hie exclaimed, *¢ efface this'’
00 ! 1 will dio first—effuce this—they dare not—
Hoither dare I, No ! that head—she breathes—
she speaks—it seems as if her blood would flow
if I should offer to effuce it, and I should be ke:
murderer.  No, no, nu ; rather let me finish it.”
Scarcéﬁ had he uttered these words, when
se.zm}i;": palutte, he seated himself at the:essel,
and wi. soun totally absorbed in his occupatiop
Hour%fter hoar pzssed unheeded by Sebastian,
who was tay i uch engrussed by the beautiful
creation of his penc.d, which sgquiec_i bursting
1mto hfe. to mark the flight of tme.—** Anothes
wuch,” . exclaimed, ** & aoft shade here—now
the mouth.  Yes ; there ! it opens—ihase eyes
~—they picree me through '—what a forehead '
what delcacy ! Oh my beautiful”’—and  Sebas-
uan forpot the hoffr, forgot he was a slave, for-
got his drcaded  pumshment—all, all  was
obliterated from the soul of ihe yuulhful&arlm,
wha thought of nothing, saw nouung - but his
beautiful picture.

But who can describe the harror and conster-
nation of the unhap; y slave, whea, on_soddenly
toining tound, he beheld all *}w pupils with

Sebasttan never once thought of jumifsing
himself, and with his paleste 1 ose hand, 20d
x_\hbws\\u in the other, te huag down his hexd,
awaiting in silerce &hc puaishment he believed
he justly merited. I'or scme moments 3 dead
silenco prevailed ; for sf Schastian  was son-
toonded at being caught ja the cor;gumou of
a figrant crime, Muriilo and his pusils were not
leas atomished a1 *he disecsory they bad mads.
Muniloe, having widhi 3 gestuse of the hand, im-
posed silence on Lis pap i.gbo coulg lﬁ.dlv
sustrain themselves from giving way to their ﬂa
murutoa, appreached Sobaztina, and coucca‘.xag
his emotion, 22id, 10 cold 8¢ scscre tome,

day lmea 10 @e,) 1kat we a3 no langer b3
a.
”»

wiile helooked alteroately from tho benufal
"

their :naster at tueir hicad, standing beside him,
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