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'rie sabbath-school bell rang.
Tfli sun %vas shining bright and
clear, but the air wvas exceedingly
co'l. l'le child had no overcont,
an'd %vas stili wvearing a part or bis
i:utnmer clothing. le %vas in bis
seat just as bis superintendent en-
te red.

ilWhlo is that paile-faiced boy in
'vour class 1 nsked the suplerinien-
dlent ofJo.inny's teacher.

"I -lis namne is Jones ; hoe lives
in Stone Street, and 1 must visit
hiim this very wveek. fle is a well
behiaved boy."'

" shiotiid like to kcnow more
about bimi, and [ wvill sec Iiiîn afteî'

The superintendent did not forget
him, and when the class brokie up,
seeinz lmi ling~er behind the other
szholars, %vent ul) and took hirn by
the hiand kindiy.

61You have been here to sehool
several Sabbathis, have you not, my
boy V"

",,Yes sir, 1 came just a rnth
ago, to-day."

,i ad you ever been ho sehool
before ilhat tirne 't"

"6Yes, sir, beore mother wvas
takien s"-ck, i uised to go ho-
street school ; but that was a great

Nvayoff an whn mother got bet-

she adv.ised me to corne bore, as it
is so muchi nea-rer.")

4.WelI, did I not sec you yester-
day looking for a place in \Vater
street i

I 1 %as dowvn there, sir, lookzing
for a place."

"4 Why did you flot takze that
place w'hich tbe gentleman had for
you i n the large grocery store 11"

Do you mean the store whlere the
great copper wormn stood on the side-
w'alk ?«"

"os."
"Oh, sir, 1 di't know thev sold

rmmr tbere when I fitrst went in, nnd
%vhien 1 stv %vhat kind oi store it
wns, 1 was afraid."l

"Have you a father VI
No sir ; fahher is dead," said

the lidoe boy, hanging down bis
lien<l.

IlVbat did your flather do, My
soni-w bat %vas bis business V"

"Sir, lie once kept a large store
like that ;"1 and the child snuddered
ivhen hoe answered.

I\Vhy did you not kecep the
piece of gold nioney tliat you found
on the fluor as you was coming into
the store V"

"4Because it %vas not mine, and I
thougbit that the gentleman %'ould
find tlie owner sooner thail 1
shoxild."

"1Ho did, mny boy ; it ivas my
moriey. Did you not get a place
yesterday M

"6No, sir, aIl t'ne pliaces were faill,
and nobody knew me.

ilWell, my boy, you may go
now, nnd tell your mother that you
have a place. Corne to me very
early in the r-norning: y our teacher
Nvill tell you where I hive."1

Johinny %vent home %vith bis heart
and bis eyes so full that ho coulai
hardly sc the street or anything
else ns lie went along. Hie knewv
that it would cheer bis dear moilher
very mucb, and se it did. Ilis su-
perintendent proeured a good place
for him, and tboy wvero made com-
foi-table and hippy.

Surely this story carries its own
moral.

COMMENCEMENT OF
CRI ME.

No disobedient cbild is virtuous,
or happy. Every body foresees the
ruin of such a child. Alost of the
cases of crime that lead to the peni-
tentiary, or the gallows, commence
by disobedience to parents.


