
THE CHILDREN'S RECORD.

THE 1UGIHT SORT 0F BOYS.

B3oys of spirit, boys of wiil,
B3oys of mnuscle, brain, and power,

Fit to cope with anythilng,-
These are wanted every hour.

-Not the, weak andi wlithting Crottes
Whio ail troubles inagnfy,-

Not the watchiword of "I cai't,"
But the noble olie, "l'Iil try."I

Do whlate'er you hav~e to do
Wltb a true and earnest zeai;

Benti your sinewvs to the task,-
Fut your sixoulders to the wbeel.

In tho workshop, on the farrn,
Or wherever you may bl

From your future effort, boys,
(Joues a nation's destin3'.

--Sel.

HEu RIGLITS.

Tbe rigltt to be sweet and pitre,
Thie rIglit to lie tender and true,
TI'le riglit to labor for gooti

Wliere noble work Is to do.

Witi xniaizitry tender andi brave
To sootite the sorrows of life,

To pour o11 oit the troubled waters
Of passion and itate anti strife.

'ro lie a sIster iid friend-
lIt thte strongest sense of the word--
Whenever a prayer for itelp
Or syinpntby may be beard.

The riglit ro a tlbininig braln,
The rlgltt to a tender lieart,

To ready feet- to wivilitg btands
Rager to bear titeir part.

Titese arm tue rJglits o! w-ontan,
And none ntay say lier *"nay,"

Where the breast ls brave to labor

--Seeeted.

THE TELLTALE D.ROF.

Little Eva w'as once sont by bier mother
to get a pint of cream. As sie wvas bring-
Ing it honme sie thouglit sheù would slp a lit-
tle fromn the pitcier contalnlng it.

A friend met lier andi ob8erv ing a telitale
dirop of cream upon your nose saiti, -Does
zuamma lîke to have you do that?"I "O0i,
ruainina won't know lt," said Eva; -1
sbanIt say anythlng about it."1 "If you do
flot tbere may lie some way for lier to find
It out.", . don't thinki sie ilI iss a
feW swallows O! creain, do youV" asked
Eva laughlng. "'Perliaps," sald the friend,
"If your torigue dlon't tel] lier your nose
'%v11.'

Thoni the laugi seenied to be agalnst hier,
andi sie trotted aiong, usIng her liandker-
chie! quite vigorousiy.

"You don't wvish to decelve your mother,
do you? I

"O0i, not very often,"1 was the respoîtse.
Ah, how mucît larm conies fromn lot very

of ten.'«
%V'e think If we do flot do wrong "1very

often"' we sitail corne out ail rigit. But
shaîl we? If we escape deteetion shall we
not be ready soon for another wrong step?
Andi oh, bow liard and how wrong for chuld-
reit to decelve their parents even In littie
thIngs. The little drop o! crearn on Eva's
nose told what site liat been doing while se
%vas thlîtking titt none would know the
trick.

Join wvent from home m ien lie was sIx-
teen, a temperance boy; when hoe returneci bis
nose was reti and is eyes were dull. What
story diti lie tell? Late hours and drinking
beer. Ris mother felt very sati, but bis
father sait, l'Re must s0W his wild oats."1
Oit, those wiid oats, what a dreadful crop
they bear!

Dear little citildren, don't deceive mamina
andi papa even Ia suinhl things, andi don't
thilnk It Is no mabtter If you don't do bad
thiîtgs very often. We reati In the Holy
Book "lThere Is nothing hid that shali not
lie made known."I--Sel.


