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HAPPY DAYS.

—

TOM IN TROUBLE.

“8ay, Tom! Do you know who drew
that picture of Miss Thompson on the
blackboard 7 I tell you what, he'll get into
a row for it.”

This was said by a small boy who,
leisurely walking down the yard from the
school-house, met one of his friends. “Do
you really think he'll get into tiouble,”
asked Tom, rather guiltily. “Tet us go
and rub it off, Fred, before she sces it.”
His friend then said, “Oh, it would seem
as il you did it yowrself! Did you?”
Tom said he did, and made his friend
promise not to tell, which, of course, he
would not have done anyway.

These two boys were “ chums,” although
they were as httle alike as possible. Ired
was a quiet, truthiul httle fellow, wly'e
Tom was a Luisterous, but goud-natured buy.
Whenever Tom got into trouble with the
teachers he went to Ired for advice, but
did not always fullow it.

*Tom, " said Fred, “you had better tell
the teacher you did at, and she will let you
off easily. What did you do it fur any-
how ¢ Youu are sure to be found vut.’

Tom could not answer all these 1ebukes
av viiee, so he contented Liwself with say-
ing, “ You will see if Tam found out. I
will"—

The bell bad just rung, and, some more
boys joimug the group, Tom did not fish
his sentence but walked aloug with tue
rest, and tovk his seal as usual i the class.
Miss Thompsuu stuud Ly the platform ull
all the scholars were scated, then ashed the
boy who drew the figure on the blackboard

to stand up. But no one stood up.
She ashed again, saying that it would
be better for lum to acknowledge it at
once then tw wait and be picked out
of the class- but with no better result.
Luen she swid she was suiry that there
wag ot buy 1n the class who was so dis-
ubedient as to act a lie.  She said, “1
ais sutry I cannot rely upon the boy s
honesty, 1 will give him one more
chauce.  Will the boy please stand up
who drew this. Well, I am very sorry
1 have to go to this extremity.”

Tom began to wish he had not done
it, nnd to feel very guilty when she said
thiy

“1 want each boy to hold out his
hands  while I go round to see if
thete is any chalk on them.” Instant-
ly Tom brushed his hands against his
pants to knock off any chalk that
mght be left, although it was nearly
an hour since he had handled any,
Of course he was the only boy who
did it, because none of the other boys had
touched any. The teacher, looking sharply
around, noticed Toms gesture. This was
just what she wanted. She now called him
to come up to the front, and after giving
him a shert lecture made him rub off the

' blackboard.

Neither lie nor any of the other boys
know to this day how the teacher knew
that Tom drew that picture oun the black-
board.— W, .J. W.°

DISOBEDIENCE DOESN'T PAY.

Ix the pantry was a basket of delicious
pears. Susie knew just how -good they
were, and she did want a few more so badly;
but mamma had said before she went out,
“Don’t eat any more pears, Susie, you
have had quite as many as are good for you.”
Susie knew very well that mamma knew
best, and her little girl ought to obey her,
but she let Satan persuade her to do the
wrong thing, and soon there were two pears
less than when mamma went away. A few
hours later, when Susie was so sick, and
had to take disagreeable medicine, and bad
to stay at home next day, while mamma, and
little Lruther went to spend the day with
auntie, she cundduded disobedience didn't

pay.

NEVER SORRY.

Nur lung ago the writer asked a class of
small Luys in Suuday-school what their
wea was of heaven. It was curious to note
how their 1eplies were influenced by their
own circutnstunces in life. A ragged little
urchin who had been born and brought up

in a squalid city street, said it was “all
grass and green trees,” one from tho richer
quarter of Boston spid it was like a hig,
Lroad avenue, with tall houses on each side
A sweot-voiced Episcopal choir boy was of
the opinion that people would sing a gaod
deal in heaven. The last member of the
class—a quiet, thoughtful boy- -though one
of the smallest in the class answered,
“A place where where jou’re mnever
sorry 1"

ERTE Y

NOT DARK AT ALL
A cuup lay dying; but still her brow was

clear:

Sad faces drooped around; but on her
own

No shadow darkened. Wag the end uu-
known

To her young heart? And struck with
sudden fear
Test death should take her by surprise—
“ My dear,”
Her mother whispered, “thou wilt soon
be gone;;
Bat, oh, my lamb will not be left alone;
Thou art in Death’s daik vale, but Christ

is near.”

The child looked
mother's face.
“I am in no dark vale,” she said, and
smiled,
“] see the light; it is not dark at all!” _
Love, thou didst light Death’s valley for
that child;
And to the childlike soul that trusts thy
grace
Thus wilt thou come when Death’s dark
shaduws fall!

wonderingly in her,

=
THE THREE WISHES.

A GENTLEMAN, while sitting at the dinner-
table with his family had these words said
to him by his son, a lad of eleven years:
“ Father, T have been thinking, it I could
bave one single wish of mine, what T wouid
choose.” To give you a better chauce said
the father, “suppose the allowance be in-
creased to three wishes, what would they
be? Be careful Charley !” He made his
choice thoughtfully: first, of a good char-
acter ; second, of good health; and third,
of a good education. His father suggested
to him that fame, power, riches, and various
other things are held in general esteem
among men. “I have thought of all that,”’

said he, “ but if I have a good character,
and good health, and a gool education, I
shall be able to earn all the money that
will be of any use to me, aud everything
will come along in its right place”
decision,

A wise




