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SAY, CAN YOU COUNT?

Sav, can you count the clouds that fly
So swift acrosa the dark bluo sky ?

Or toil how many a glittering star
Thoro shincs above our heads afar?
No, nono but God can. Ho doth know
All things he made, above, bolow.

Say, can you count up every bird
Whoso morry chirp in spring is heard ?
Or fishes, as thoy swim, leap, play
Within the deep seas far away?

No; tcd can. Ho by name doth know
All things that breathe, above, bolow.

Say, can you count up every child

Who, watchod by tender mother mild,
Lays down at night its little head,

To sloep within ite soft, warm bed,

When said have booen its simple prayers?
God can. He numbers all our bairs.
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TRUE COURAGE.

Tue bravest boys are not always those
who are ready to fight. Here is a story
of one who showed the right spirit when
provoked by his comrades:

A poor boy was sitting in school one
day with a largo patch on the knce of one
of his trousers. One of his school-mates
made fun of him for this, and called him
“0Old Patch.”

“Why don't you fight him 2" cried one
of tho boys “YXd gve it to him if he
called me 80"

“Dh,” said tho boy, “ you don't suppose
I'm ashamed of my patch, do you? For
my patt, I'm thankful for a good mother
to keep me out of rags. I'm proud of my

This was noble. That boy bhad tho
couragn that would make him succesaful
in the struggloes of life. We must have
courage in our struggle, if wo hope to
como out right.

THE BABY.

Tuk poet Tupper hoas said, “ A babe in a
houso is & woll-spring of dolight” Truer
words were never uttered ; there is some-
thing that appeals to all that is best in
our natures in the guilelessness, and inno-
cence, and winning ways of childkood.
Small wonder that the loving Saviour
took them in his arms and blesged them,
He must have a cold, hard heart, who
does not love tho little children. There,
ongels do always behold the face of our
Father who is in heaven.

Our cut is a very clevor oxample of en-
graving. Sece how plainly the baby's face
ond the nurse’s fingers show through the
veil, and how delicately the embroidery is
shown.

«OFFERED IN THE BUD.

A anrour of happy children had been
gathering flowers when one suddenly
exclaimed : ¢ Here comes teacher ! I'll tako
her my nose-gay.”

Away ran the merry party, ond sar-
rounded a lady, who sceepted the gifts
with a pleasant smile and many words of
thanks.

“How rich Iam!"” she said; * but, my
dears, you are all poorer. I have all, you
have none.”

There was a shy silence amongst the
little ones, until one stammered out:

* But we have your smiles!”

D ar child ! she understood the pleasare
of giving!

“1 have only got this,” said a tiny little
follow holding out ono little bud of a briar
rose, “ but it is very sweet.”

“ Bless me, Charlie! would you like me
to have it.”

Yes! Charlie
lady took it.

“Now,” she said, "I am going to sit
down and give a very little pleasant talk
about flowers, especially about buds.”

So thoe lady took her seat on the mossy
bank, and the children threw themselves
in various attitudes around her. All eyes
were fixed on the smiling countensace of
“teacher.” Chorlie's bud was urought
prominently forward, and the lady said:

“Sometime ago a gentleman was
addressing o Sunday-school, and he said
to tho children: ‘Most of you have

would like 1it, so the

pateh for hor sake.”

T—.

fnend you dearly lov.cd you csme to
rose-tree on which were many roscs-.
somo full-bloom and ready to drop @
piecer, and others beautiful littlo budes
would you offer your friond the fillj
blossom or the pretty, fragrant hudy
Of courso thoy all said, ‘Tho bud! w
would give the bud. Then the gontlomy
told them of that dear, good, kind Friej
who had loved them so well and 8o me§
o8 to givo his life for them; and now )
wanted their young lives, their hearts' §
fections, *in the bud,’ my dear childra
And there was somo to whom this incidex
wus told who decided to give to J
their youngest days. And now, my du
children,” continued the lady, “tell m
why buds are more accoptable than fo
blown flowers?" There werosundry e
looks amongst tho little ones, but g
length come the anawers:

“They last longer,” said one,

“You can watch them open
second.

“They may fade,” said a thoughtful bo
“but they never fall if they are gather:
in the bud.”

Then the lady let them learn to singth;
following lines:

“When we devote our youth to God,
"Tis pleasing in his eyes;
A flower when offered in the bud
Is no vain sacrifice

said J

All now rose from the grass, and in @
few words, simple and child-like, the I
asked the dear Jesus to take all thef
“Buds” and give in return his smild
She went away caressing the bud ¥

Charlio's briar rose.

WATCHING ONE'S SELF.

“ WHEN I was a boy,” said sn old mjf
“wo had a schoolmaster who had an o'§
way of catching theidle boy. Oue dayl3

attention to your books. The first cff
that sees another idle I want you to inford
me, and I will attend to the case.'” ’

« Ah,” thought I tomyself, “ TheroisJ- &
Simmons that I don'tlika.  T'll watch hig

It was not long before I saw Joe look ¢
his book, and immediately X informef§
the master.”
“Indeed,” said he, “ How did you kueg
he was idle?”
“1 saw him," said L

your book when you saw him?"” ;
I was caught, and I nover watched £

gardens; if walking round them with a

idle boys again.




