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SAY, GAN YOU COUNT ?

SÀY, cau yeu counit Vie cloudw that iIy
So swift acrosa tho dark blue sky ?
(Jr tell how many a glittering stare
Thora shinca above our bennes afar?1
No, nono but God can. Ho doth knew
Ai) things bc made, abovo, bolow.

Say, can you count up overy bird
Whoso merry chirp in spring le hoard 1
Or fies, ae they swim, leap, play
Within the deop sous far away?1
No; (led cati. Ho by namne doth know
AUl things that breatho, aboya, bolow.

Say, ean yeu count Up every child
Who, watched by tender mother xnild,
Laye down at night ita littie head,
To sloep within its soft. Warin bed,
Whon eaid have beau ita simple prayers?1
Glo< cari. He numbera all our haire.
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TRUE COURAGE.
TuE. bravest boys are not always those

who are readly te fight. Hera is a story
of oue who shoecd the right spirit when
provakcd by hie comrades :

A peor boy was sittiug iu achoolon
dlay with a largo patth on the kuca of oee
of bis trousers. One of his school-mates
mnade fun of him for thie, and callcd him
"Old Patch."

IlWhy don't you fight hlm ? I crio e
af the boys. '< I'd giva it ta bim if ho
called mies.

', Oh." said the boy, Il you don't suppose
lI' ashaxned of my patch, do y<rn ? For
ny part, I'm thankful for a good mother
te keep me out of rage. I'm proud of my
patch fer ber sako."

Tis was noble. Thnt boy bad the
*ourage that would make him succeoful
n the sbruggioa o! life. WVe muiit have
.ouragea in aur struggie, if wa hopf to
~onio out right.

THE BABY.
Tux poot Tupper bas said, IlA babo in a

bioue le n weii.apring of doliglit I Truer
words woe never uttored; thore le some-
thing that appeais ta ail that je best in
our natures lu the gulclesscess, and inno-
cence, and winning ways of childhood.
Small Wonder that the ioving Saviour
took theni lu hie arme and blessed thoni.
He muet have a cold, liard heart. who
dooes not love tho littie children. There,
angele do always behold the face of our
Father who je in heaven.

Our eut ie a very aboyer oxample ef on-
graviug. Sec how plainly the baby's face
and the nursees fingera show tbrough the
veil, and how delicately the cnibroidcry le
shown.

",OFFERED IN TES BUD.
A aitoup of happy chidren had beau

gathering flowers when ane «iuIdecnly
exclaimcd: 'IHere cornes teacher 1 l'il take
ber my noso-gay."

Away ran the rnerry part'y, cad sur-
rounded a lady, who accepted tho gifte
with a pleasant emubo and many worJs et
thanks.

<How rich I amn!" a said; «"but, my
dear3, yeu are ail poarar. 1 have ail], yau
have neflo."

Thora wa8 a shy silence auxonget the
littie ones, until ane stammered ont:

" But w. have your emilas ! "
Di ar child 1 she undoretood the pleasure

of gi .;3g 1
<' I hava only got this," said a tîny littie

follow holding eut one littIe bud of abriar
rose, <' but it le very eweet."

Il'Blaow me, Charlie! would yau like me
ta bave it."

Yes! Charlie would like it, se the
lady took it

IlNow," a snid, "I1 amn geing ta oit
down and give a very little pleasant talk
about flowers, especially about buds."

So the lady took her scat on thn mossy
bank, and the children throw theinsolves
lu varions attitudes around ber. Ail cyeE
wero fixed on the smiling countent nce of
,Itcacher?' Charlio's bud svag drought
promiuontly forwnrd, aud the lady said .

<' Sometime ago a gentleman was
addrcssing a Sunday-school, nnd bo said
to the cblidren: 'Most o! yeu havi
gardons; if walkiug round thecm with v

friend you dearly lovcd, yen caral te
rose-trea on whichi were mari> r-rea-..
somo full-bloom aud roady ta dr p
piccep. and athers beauti ful littie 1l"îds-.
would yau offer your friend the f ijn
blosgom or the pretty, fragrant buddi
Of course they ail said, 'The bud! i i
would give the bud.' Thon the getloxnac
told them of that dear, good, kiud Frit:
who had ieved thcm sa Weil and se nicj
as ta give hie 11f for thom; and now k
wantcd the;r young livea, their hearta' 4
fectionii, 'ln the bud,' my dear childum
And thore wvam saute to whom this incidet
was told who decided to gîve ta J
thoir youngeet days. And now. my det
children." continued the lady, " tell ur
why buds ara moro acceptable than fu.
blown fiowers ?'< There wero sundry ùj
looks amonget tho littie eues, but %:
length came tho nswer.a:

IlTho>' last longer," eaid one.
'lYon cari watch them open." saidi

second.
IlThey may fade," said a thougbtful boli

bu tboy nover fali if the>' are gathiert
iu the bud."

Then the lay lat them Iearn te sing tiJ
follewing lines:

"Whou we devate aur youth te (3od.
'Tlii plensinR in hie eyee;

A flower whon oflered ln the bud
la ne vain sacrifice"I

Ail now rose tramn the grasB, and ini
few words, siimple and child-like, the le<
asked the dear Jeas ta take ail the
"«Bud8" and give in returri bis smilt
8h. went away caressing the bud
Çharlia'e briar rose.

WATCHING ONE'S SELF.
"WHEN I was a boy," said an nid inâ:

"we bad a schoolmaster who b.d an o,.
wayoetcatching the 1db boy. Oaa diyt
called out ta us. ' Boys, I muet have clest
attention ta your books. The finit ct
that seas another idie 1 want yen te linloti
me, and I wl attend te the. case."'

«lAh," tbought I to myseif, IlTheo is J.
Sirnmons thatlIdon't 1il'-, l'Il watch hit
and lfIsec hum look aiü i book l1il ti
[t was not long befora I saw Je look
hie book, and immediately 1 informe

1the master."
"Indeed," said ho, «I How dld yon kn«y

ho wasidle"
"I saw him," said, I
"You did ? Anid were your eyes c

yonr book when yau saw hirn ?"I

I<î wne ca3ught, and 1 nover watchied t:
ideboys again.


