HOME AND SCHOOL.

dead. The old folks in the retired farm-
house loved and valued Polly more
highly as it became probable that their
son would never cpme back. One day,
Polly, looking out on the lane that led
to the dwelling, seemed filled with a
sudden delight. She at last flapped her
wings and cried,

“Stanton ! Stanton ! ”

The old people started up, went to
the window, and saw their son approach-
ing the house.

This parrot lived to be very old, and
came to be considered almost as one of
the family at last. In her last years she
grew comparatively silent, but used to
say mournfully, ‘Polly wants to go
home, Polly wants to go home.”—Con-
gregationalist.

THE STORY OF A BOATMAN.

I HAD begun to hope till lately that
there had been so much faithful preach-
ing on justification by faith, that the
Protestantism of England was pretty
sound : but I find there is just as much
need for us to go over this first elemen-
tary doctrine as for Luther.

Not long ago I was out in a boat at
sea, wanting to be a little quiet. I said
‘“ Come now, Mr. Boatman, do you ex-
pect to go to heaven?” He looked as-
tonished at the question and said, “ Yes
sir, I do.” ¢ Will you tell me why you
expect to go there?” He said very
honestly, ‘ Well, you see sir, I am a
pretty decent sort of a man. I have
brought up a large family : I never was
dependent upon the parish ; I am not a
man as is given to swearing ; I don’t
drink, leastways T have taken too much
sometimes, still I am not a drunken man.
I pays everybody 20s. in the £, and I
am a good neighbour.” 1 said, “Is
that all?” He said, “ No, I go to
church, leastways not in the summer
time, for then we have visitors down,
who want to go on the water. Iamalways
kind to my neighbours—if any of them
wants me to run for a doctor, why, I
would get up in the middle of the night
to serve them.” I said, ‘“Is that all ?”
He said, ‘“Well, and enough too, I
should think.” I said, “ No, no ; you
are altogether on the wrong tack. This
is not the way of salvation at all : ¥ and
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when I began to explain to him some-
thing about the doctrines of grace, and
trust in God, the man looked hard at me
and yet I believe he had heard an evan-
gelical minister too ; but he had not the
idea that we are saved by the doings of
another and not by our own doings—
that we are justified by the righteous-
ness of another, and not by our own
righteousness.

“Yes,” say you, “but he was only a
poor boatman.” ¢ Ay, but the same
thing is in all classes of society ; this
canker of self-righteousness is every-
where ; and the ministers of Christ will
find it necessary to come back to the old
times, and beat the drum once more and
say, ¢ Salvation is not of ourselves, it is
the work of God.”—Spurgeon.

OPEN FEARTS AND READY
HANDS.

One day a teacher said to his class,
‘¢ Boys, you can all be useful if you will.
If you cannot do good by great deeds,
you can by little ones.”

The boys said nothing, but the teach-
er saw by their looks that they thought
he was mistaken. They did not believe
th%b they could be of any use. Sohe
said :

“You think it is not so, but suppose
you just try it for one week.”

‘“How shall we try it ?” asked one of
them.

“¢ Just keep your eyes open; and your
hands ready to do anything good that
comes in your way all this week,” and
tell me next Sunday if you have not
managed to be useful in some way or
other,” said the teacher.

‘“ Agreed,” said the boys, and so they
parted.

The next Sunday those boys gathered
round their teacher with smiling lips,
and eyes so full of light that they fairly
twinkled like the stars

‘¢ Ah, boys, I see by your looks that
you have something to tell me.”

¢ We have, sir, we have,” they said all
together. Then each one told his story.

“1,” said one, ‘‘ thought of going to
the well for a pail of water every morn-
ing to save my mother trouble and time.
She thanked me so much, was so greatly




