
PARISH AND HOME.

life. I rallher believe that God's angels
are just oî'erhead, or just by your sida,
and that we do things by Divine im-
pulse, without always knowing in real-
ity what wva are doing. You say,

Yes; but don't let us ba superstitious."I
Ianswcr, IlI arn more afraid of people

iosing veneration than I arn afraid of
their becorning superstitious; "-and it
is a poor life that does flot begin in
venaratien, and continue la worship ta
the end.--Dr. Parker.

To coS'QuER the wvorld by loving it,
ta ba blessed by ceasing the pursuit of
happiness and sacrificing life instead of
finding it, ta make a bard life easy by
submîttng to it-this %vas Christ's Di.
vir.e philosophy.-F. ITV. Robertson.

ets aib (irfis' C~orn".

THE RUDDER.
01: what are you tiiinking, iy litile lad, with the

houiest cyes of blilo,
As you watch the vesscls tiat slowly glida

o'cr the level occan floor?
Beautifitl. graceful, silent as direains, tliey pass

away front aur view,
Anld îown the siope of the warld îlîcy go, ta

suck soute far.off shore.

Thcy secmn to bc scattcreci :braad L'y chiancc,to
inove a: the breese's will,

.'iilessly wandcring hlitiier and yon, aud
iuelting iii distance grey;

B3ut caci oua inovcs ta a purpose finui, and the
winds ilicir sauts tiiat fil

Like faithful servants spctd Olienit ail oit their
uijipoiîîîeui wa1y.

l'or caci lias a ruddcr. iny dear Uitile lad. wviîl
a siaiicli 111.11 ai the whiccl,

AAnd the riiddar is ncver lefi ta itself, but the
wili cf ta itian ks thoera;

Tlic k never a moîmenit, day or night, iliat the
veasci <lacs tint feci

The force of the mrîîosc tiiat sh.ipes lier course
and th iciniiian's wvatcliful carc.

Soute dany yoiî %viIl laiuicli ycîir sliip, îuly boy,
out lifé's wvide trcaclieraiis s,-

B3e sure youir ruddcr is wroiiglit of strenguh ta
stanud the' Strcss of te gale,

Atnu yoiîr liand oit tha wliîcl, doîi'î let kt flincli
wiatevcr clic tunîiulî bc,

l'Or 'lac will of tusit, wv1:h the lîclp of God,
r-hahl cotîquter andl prcvail.

-Cdlia TIaxier in Si. AVj<ht,!as.

A FOUR.FOOTED GENTLEM-i\AN.
0u'OPEN the door, quuick-, Sybil. Don'î

you sec my hands are fuil)? WVhat a
stupid you are ! Yes, that'1i do. Now
you van shut il after me.,,

And Archie came forward ta the table
where his aunt was sitling, a large tray,
spread over with specimens of seaweed

tlîat ha had been drying and arranging,
la his hands.

IlSince wvhen have if you please'
and ' tbank yau,' gone out of fashion,
may I as<, Archie ? Ilsaid lus aunt.

The boy grew very rad, but he
lauighed good-liumauredly.

"I didn't mean ta be rude," ha said.
"But Sybil doesn't mind. Do yau,

Sybil ?"I
",No," replied the littie girl. IlArchie

isn't ever really unkind like some boys.
Still, I think it is nica wben people
tbank yau and speak politely ta eacb
ather. But sîli, of course, Arcbie is
only a boy."

"lAnd can a boy not l>e a gentleman,
do you think, Sybil ? What do you say
about it yourself, Archie ?"I

"lOh, I knowv I should," be repliad
rather shamnefacedly, "lbut you sec,
Auntie, I forget, or aIse even if I don't
farget, il dosen't seeni worth wvbile."

"lBe true ta your instincts, niy boy.
Civiliîy and gentleness are alwvays
1 %orth îvhiie.' Above a]), .from man
ta wvaman, or boy ta girl. And grati-
tude even for the smallest service is
always the sign of i fine nature. That
reminds mie--"

"0 f what ? Do tell us, Auntie;"
said bath hbldren, picking up their
ears.

"01O a lttle adventure af mine the
other day. Il is notlîing of a star>', sa
don'l e\pect one ; for the woril "'adven-
luire"I had evidentl>' criught their atten-
tion. "1But it ivas s0 pretty and touch-
ing. il struck me ver>' mucb, and miade
me think how aiten wve niight, with
benefit, take example by aur humble
brcîhren-evcn in nianners, children."1

"lDo you niean poor people ?" said
Sybil doubtfuliy. I know some arc
very good and nice-same quite poor
chiidren even. But a good many are
vary rauîgh and rude, Atintle."

IYes, and there is much mare excuse
for theni af caurse, if they are so, for
often they have flot been taughî belter.
But 1 'vas flot thinking of people or
childrcn at aI) just tben, Sybil. Tlîe
little ,'gentleman ' wvbose manners I
admired 50 nucli asa--" She stop-
ped again and snîiled, %vhile Arabie and
Sybil looked up in perplexity.

4A iw/ml, Auntie PI
IA litîle dog, mny dears !-Y,-s; you

niay look surprised. Listen and 1 will
tel) yoit aIl about il. I %vas going fromn
my own bouse to a fricnd's a few days
ago, walking leisurel>', for ! ivas in no

9 I
hurry, and iiad ual far ta go. 1it \vas a
quiet lime of the da), and fl îîîauul
people w~ere about. I liad made ilv
way across aur own square. anti sanie
short way clown a sîrcct opening otut of
it, wheii iny attention was catighit by die
siglit of a littie dog wandering aiong iin
an uneasy, rathar ainiless niainer. Fie
wvas alane cvidentiy, for îiere "'as io
one in sight whom lia could be followu-
ing-an errand boy or two, a postinan
and I were, 1 îhink, tha oniy passers-by
at the lime. And hie was far too aris.
tacratic a littie do- ta have anything to
do with butchers' or bakers' boys. Ha
wvas very pretîy and well cared for:
his sofî, flossy coat liad cvidentiv beau
recently ivashed and combed, anîd there
was a general air af haalîbincss and
prosperity about hini, thougbho li\as
neithcr aver.fat nor panîpered.laok iîg.
But just now he ïwas clearly in trouble.
He ran a faw staps aîîd then iook-ed
araund 1dm irresoltîuely; bis briglhu
eyes glanced aIl about 1dmi anxiousiy.
1 %voIdered wvhat wuas the mnalter and
stopped short, hialf intending ta pat hlmi
or speak ta hlm, wben suddcnly, seem-
îng ta catch sight af nme for the first
lime, lie nmade the first advances by
trotting up ta nme and sniffing nie in an
inquiring nianner. He liked what lie
saw af me; for be gave a littie quick
friendly barhk, and then, waggihîg }iis
tail, looked up at me appcalingly, rail
on a few steps and thati stopped short,
Iooking back ta sec if 1 were follo\awi-
hlm, and w'hen I did so. again lie barkcd.
again be ran on a fcw stcps, and stood
laoking back wvagging bis tail. It was
as plain as any spoken words;, lie was
asking nie ta do ixini a service. Anid
thus lie lcd nie down the street. round
a corner, and a few steps along anotlter
raw of lieuses, wberc be stoppad iii

front of a door, looking and wagging
bis tail without going on fuîrtlicr.
Nobody could have failed ta understaiîd
him.

"ere is my home, Lkind lady. 1
'have got shUt out. please te~ ring thte
bell for me."

I rang, af course, and very quickily
the door wvas apencd, and lnulha ruichcd,
and, satisfied that lia was aIl righit. 1
wvas tumning away, wvbcn-this is tia
point of my story-I heard a busile nd
fuss just inside the ctlosing door. niv
friend's bark, rather vehement tinis
lime, a v'oice ln reiansîranice '\v!iatt
cait he want ?' then the door openad and
out he sprang again. Ne looked nrouur.d


