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WCRK FOR BOYS.

There ie no danger s0 great for a man or
a boy as idieness. If mothere and fathers
would save their boys, tbey should give
thein 8omething to do. Buy an axe and a
saw, and let theni chop up that wood, no
matter howv large the bank account. Let
them keep the weeds fromn the garden and
the tail grass from the lawn, the dirt from
thoir own clothes and the duet from their
own shos. Don't do everything for them.
It pays to teach the boys to work-not so
much for what they can do as for what it
dos for them.

If more boys could have a piece of
ground, a shop, a plaeof some kind where
they could work off' their superfluous
energy, we shouid hear lees of truant, and
reforni sehool.

In the niatter of readiug too, if you do
not wish the boys to read worthless books
and trashy novels, you muet put into their
hands, good, well-written books, and;those
flot of the duil type which will discourage
a yo ung mind.-Sel.

HEOW IT HAPPEN£D.

A boy returned from echool one day
with a report that hie scholarship had
fallen below the usual average.

'l WieU," said the father, Ilyou have
fallen behind this nionth. have you?"

"Yes, sir.">
"How did that happen?"
"Don't know, sir."

The father knew, if the son did not. He
had observed a number of cheap novels
scattered about the house, but liad not
thought it worth wbile to say anything
until a fitting opportunity should offer
itef. A basket of apples stood upon the
floor, and lie said-

IlEnpty out those apples, and take the
basket and bring itto me haif full of chips."l

Sasepecting nothing, the son obeyed.

"lAnd now,"l he continued, "lput those
apples back iii the basket."

When half the apples had been replaced
the son said-

"lFather they roll off ; I can't put in any
more."

"Put theni lu, I tell you.",
"But, father, I can't put them in."
"Put them in! No, of course, you can't

put them in. Do you expeettofil] a basket
haif fulof chips, and then fillit with
apples ? You said you did not know why
you fell behind at sehool. I will tell you.
Your mind je like that basket. It will not
hold more than so much, and here you
have been for the pas't month filling it Up
with chip-dirt-cheap, nove]e."1-Selectel.

A BIG BlrOT.

One day, when Aunt Clara was out of the
roomi, Oharlie and Frank tipped over a
bottie of ink which etood on her desk.

IlDon't tell her! "I whispered Obarlie.
IlWe'll shut the door and run away. and
she'1l neyer know who did it."l

ccO, we ought to tell her!" I urged Frank
"and say that we are eorry."1
"lNo, don't tell ber ; it's ever s0 much

easier not to,"l whispered Charije, and rau
away.

I 'mi going to tell her this very minute,
before it gets any harder,"l said brave
littie Frank.

When he had found auntie and told her,
she hastened to her rooni and wiped up
the ink, and put eome saits of lemon on
the ugly spot that it liad made on the
carpet.

I' m so g]ad that you told nme at once,"
she said, "1for if the ink had dried in it
would have ruined niy carpet and desk.
Now I don't know that it will. -how at ail."2

IlIt's justlike (3od's forgiving us, ien't it,
auzntie ? "lsaid Frank, thoughtfully. IlIf
we tell hlm about our sins straight away,
and say that wve are eorry, and ask hlm to
forgive us, lie doese; and then our hearts
are cleani."-qu7day-Sczool Visitor.
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