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HAPPY DAYS,

FIVE EGGS

i “ASE let me peep into your nost,
I'.. tty, cunniog, wise redbreast '
We wans to count the eggs, and seo
How many little birda there'll be.

We will not take the nest away—

We'ro very glad to let it stay;

We'll count the eggs—one, two, three, four;
And, let me seo, there's just ono more.

¥1ve oggs, dear birdie, I declare—
Five eggs to claim yeour watchful care,
And by and by, five little things,
Alive with feathers and with wings.

Cod taught the bird to build her nest;
He cares for you, my sweet redbreast :
We'll join with you in tunefal lays
To sing our Maker songs of praise.
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THE UNFAILING BAND.

A TRAVELLER following his guide smid
the awful Alpine heights, reached a place
where the path wa3 narrowed by a jutting
rock on one side, and a terrible precipice
on the other. The guide, holding on to the
vock with one hand, exiended the other
hand over the precipice for the traveller to
step upon, and pass around the jutting
rock. He besitated, but the guide said,
“That haud never lost a man.” He stepped
upon the hand and passed on safely.

The child of God who takes the Saviour
83 his guide in this world of darkness and
danger, has the help of an unfailing hand.
Who that has ever trusted him has been
disappointed? He stretches out his hand
for help and deliverance. He holds us by
the right hand in the midst of dengers,
And he has said, “ My sheep hear my voice,

and I know them, and they follow me, and
1 give unto them eternal life, and they shall
never perish, neither shall any pluck them
out of my hanl. My Father, which gave
them to me, is greater thau all, and no man
is able to pluck them out of my Father's
hand.” “Tbat hand never lost a man;”
blessed are they who can lie safely within
its hollow, protected by its mighty grasp.

A CROWN FOR THE YOUNG.
A-TRUE INOIDENT.

. A TOUCBING incident was .related to me
the other day of a little girl's faith in God's
promlces She had alwaye been very pre-
cocious, ‘loving the Saviour from the time
she was taught to lisp his name.

‘When she was just six years old, & malig-
nant diseasa broke out in the neighbour-
hood where she Lived, and her dearest play-
mate and friend fell an early victim to its
ravages. For a long time she was incon-
solable at her loss, feelinz that she wanted
to die too, that she might go to be with
Jesus and her little friend.

Fearing the consequences of such violent
grief, her friends took her away for a visit,
and one day after her return, as she sat
deep in thought, her mother proposed her
finishing a motto, “No Cross, no Crown,”
that she bad been workiog for a present
for ber papa, thinkiog that busy fingers
might divert her mind.

She worked a few moments; then, burst-
ing into tears, exclaimed, “I can't work
that motto to-day.”

¢ Why not, my child?” the mother
asked, holding the dear one in her arms.

“ Because, mamma dear, it makes me
think so much of Jennie, When I look at
the cross I think of Jesus, and when I look
at the crown I think of Jennie, for of
course, mamma, she has now a crown of life,
end i happy with Jesus.”

She bad recently learned the beautiful
promise, “ Be thou faithful unto deatb, and
I will give thee a crown of life,” and showed
by the application of it that she understood
its meaning, and that the truth bad sunk
deep into her heart,

FATHER ENOWS THE WAY.

Two little children were returning with
their father from spending an evening with
some friends at a distance. They stayed
longer at their friend’s house than they at
first intended. The shades of the evening
had fallen, night was coming on, and beforo
they had proceeded far a heavy curtain of
murky clouds scemed drawn about them.
They had to cross a moor, pleasant enough

li.n broad daylight, but not so pleasant with

darkuess around. A silence fell on ali, ar
the father, basy with his own thoughts, took
a littlo hand in each of his, and pressed for.
ward.

“ Johnny,” whispered Awy's timid voice
in her brother's ear, “ aro you frightened 7"

“No,” roplied the littie man, a¢ a little
man ghould, “not at ali.”

¢ Why, Johuny, it is awful dark,” agaw
murmured the timid little voice, this time
almost with a sob.

“But, you ses,” raturned the boy, con.
fidently, “father knows the way." '

The father had heard the 1ow conversation,
and stooping down, he lifted Awmy into hit -
strong arms, while he clasped his boy's -
hand more tightly.

“Thank you my children,” he said, “you
have taught me a lesson. I, too, am going
home to my Father's house above. It iy -
but a little way, yet often dark aud dreary,
80 that my heart gets afraid, Still it is the
best path, and when I get home I shall be
constrained to declara: “He led me by the
right way.'"”

As Amy’s mother laid her down to rest
that night, the little girl murmured very
contentedly :

“Mamma, I was not one bit frightened
when I remembered father knew the way.”

‘THINGS MONEY CANNOT DO,

Many boys and girls have an idea that .
money can ¢> almost any thing; but this
is a mistske. Monsy, it is true, can do s
great deal’but it cannot do everything. 1
could name you a thousand things it cannot
buy. It was meant for good, and it is a
good thing to have, but all this depends on
how it is used. If used wrongly, it is an
injury rather than a benefit. Beyond all
doubt, however, there are many things
better than it is, and which it caanot buy,
no matter how much we may have of it.

If a man has not a good education, all
his money will never buy it for him. He
can scarcely ever make up for his early
waste of opportunities,

Neither will wealth itself give a man or
a woman good mauners, Next to good
morals and good health, nothing is of more
importance than easy, graceful,self-possessed
manners, But they cannot be kad for mers
money.

Money cannot puichase a good conscience.
If a poor man, or a boy, or a girl—any one
—has a clear conscience that gives off a
tone like a sound bell when touched by the
hammer, then be sure he or she is vastly
richer than the millionaire who does not
possess such a conscience. Good principles
are better than gold.—Anon,



