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TORONTO, MAY 15, 1886.
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RIP.

“Yov remember Rip, don’t .
you? Jack’s old dog, you
know,” said my nephew Tom,
as he showed me a capital
photograph of his favourite.
“Yes, sir, that’s his likeness;
and if ever & dog deserved
to have his picture taken
Rip did. Not so much be-
.cause of his doing anything
so wonderful, for he never
did; but because he was a
dog you could trust. Rip
understood every word you
said to him; and if you told
him to do a thing, or not to
do it~no matter which—
nothing would hinder him
from minding.”

“Not a2 bad example to
follow, I should say,” T re-
marked insignificantly; for
my nephew vas not always
perfect in obedience.

Tom coloured up a little,
then laughed aud auswered,
coolly :

“I should say so, too.
But Rip had to learn, you
know, like the rest of us,
When Jack first got him,
he was like any other dog—
he minded when he felt like

.it. If Jack called him when
he was going out, he always
felt like minding then; for

there was nothing he liked
so well as to trot around
after him. It was a kind of a nuisance
sometimes, you know—Jack didn’t always
want him. And, one day, when he was
going te town, aud Rip trotted after him as
unal, Jack faced about suddenly, and
ordered him home.

“XRip hated to go, awfully. He whim-

pered, and pawed, and hung arvund Jack,
and wagged his tail, and did everything but
talk; but it was all no use. “Idont want
you,” says Jack. ‘Go home, sir”  Aud
Rip bad to go.

*But there's a bonrd fence that runs a
good ULit along the way Letween vur house,

and town. It used to have
some loose bLoards, and by-
and-bye Jack passed one
that made quite a gap, and
he happened to look through-
And, would you believe it,
there was Rip stealing along
on the other side of that
fence, just as sly as a fox!
He had gone home, and then
turned about, and tried to
cheat that way.

“Well, Jack didu't say a
word. He stopped in the
middle” of the voad, and
looked at Rip; and Rip
stopped and looked at him.

Jut his tail went between
his legs, and his ears lay flat
to his head. He felt awfully
mean, I tell youl Jack never
spoke, he only kept looking
at him; and Rip got so
ashamed of himself that he
couldn’t stand it. He just
turned about and made
tracks for home,  And from
that time till he died, he
never followed Jack again
without permission. More
than that, if Jack told him
to stay in any one place,
he'd do it, if it was all day.
Talk about sense ©  Thatdog
had more than some boys I
koow. Aund I'm glad we've
got his picture, poor old
Rip! It's worth having.”

And I thought the little

lessun of his life was worth telling
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A CHILD'S PRAYER.

Jesus, 1 would luve thee
Thou art meek and mild,

Help me now to serve thee,
And Lo thy little <hild



