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HAPPY PALS.

A MUSIC LESSON.
BEY RUTH CADY.

You can learn to play it, dearie.
Hold it up just so.

Pat your finger here where mine is
Touch it soft and low.

Lots of tunes are shut up in i,
Just like birds with wings

And it sets them all to flying
When you touch the strings

If you try your very ‘hardest,
You can learn to play :

Then maybe well give a concert
For pcor folks some day,

When you play as well as I do.
We can do it soon,

For I know six exercises
And ‘most half a tune’
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KIND-HEAKTED CARLO.

Jack and Carlo are fast friends, though
Jack is fifteen years old, and Carlo but
three Jack is s poor cid sorrel horse,
8o lean he shows all his ribs, and Carlo is
& bomely iittle yellow dog, but when I
tell yea what he resally did, you will think
he has as nohle a beart as the most costly,
fancy-bred dog could powibly have

Jack's master drove hum to Sown ome
day. snd Carlo foliowed along behind the
waggon as usual When his master
hitched Jack in front of the store and
went in to do his trading, Carlo climbed
up on the waggon sest, lay down with his
wo-e on his paws and appeared to be
asleep. Old Jack hurg down his head and
went to sleep, too.

A grocer's team dashed by with a
basket of big, red spples, and one of them
bounded off snd rolled acrows the street
Quick as a fla:h Cario bounded out of the

waggon snd caught the apple almost be-
fore it stopped. What do you think he
did with it 7

He earried it in his mouth, and stand-
ing on his hind legs gave it to Jack, who
“woke up bright” and took the app'e as
readily as it was offered. Carlo stood and
watched Jack chew it down, seeming to
enjoy it equally with him, then went back
and climbed up on the waggon sest again,
with a happy sigh of satisfaction.

Wasn't that lovely ?

MR. BUZZ'S POWDER-BOX.

Mr. Baz: was dresdfully angry. He
fussed and fumed and scolded away until
Mrs Bozz, who had just stepped into
Neighbour Rose’s to borrow a little per-

be the matter “ Dear, desr, Bumby,
what is it?” she asked, looking very
cross at having to come home so soon.

scowl
bee stinging mad. Son.e one has been at
my powder-box Here I've spent half the
sfterncon brushing up my velvet suit, and
was all ready to powder up, and there
isn't enough left to dust & housefly’s foot.”

“Well, well,” said Mrs Borz, with a
reproving shake of her wise little bead, “1
wouldn't make such a time over it; we
can find some more.”

“There isn't another bit like it on the
place, and we haven't {ime now to go
scouring around for any. The party be-
gins st four, and it's after three now. I'd
counted on looking my best. Mr. Stinger
bas been rubbing up his yellow jacket all
day. Mr. Hopper says he's worn out six
flies’ wings on it “I wish folks would
leave my things alone !” he added, as he

" | angrily stamped the floor of his pretty

little ~ Lily Lodge.”

“Now, Bumby,” began his wife—but
she broke of in sastonishment as Mr
Buzz suddenly darted off towards the
hotel veranda

“0Q'" screamed Dorothy Beli; “go
"way, yon borrid thing !~

*Give me back my powder’' give me
back my powder!” said Mr Buozz trying
hard to light on her chubby littie nose.

But Dorothy didn’t understand the talk,
and only screamed harder.

“Go "way ! go "'way !~ she cried, strik-
ling st him with bher sand-shovel “0
mamma mamma. cowme quick !”

Mrs. Bell dropp-d ber sewing, and came
| running out of the sittng-room door just
as Mr. Buzz flattered down at Dorothy's
fret with a broken wing. “There! he
shan't try to sting my little girl sgain”
|she said ecrushing him with her foot
{ 0" she Isughed as she caught sight of
! Dorothy « no<e.  * What & funny-.ooking
{little gird ! You've bren smelling that big

tiger lily, and now just come and look at
| your face”
l How Dorothy lsughed wken Uncle

Jack held her up at the buffet mirror!

Out in the “Lily Lodge”™ a hutl: bue
wife sat in her best black-and-gols gown
! waiting, waiting, all the long afternoon

fome, came flying back to see what could |

“What is it7" he repested with a|Things
“Well, it's enough to make say

« Mr. Stingerw. ¢ 2st-dressed manon
the floor,” so the U sts told her the mext
morning ; buton a violet leaf Mrs. Buzz
had found part of s crumpled black velvet
suit, and she had no heart to listen.

WHERE VAN LEFT OFF.

Van is four years old, and very proud of
the fact that he can dress himself in the
morning—sll but the buttons “that run
up and down ahind”

Van isn't enough of an acrobat yet to
make his small fingers thus do duty be-
tween his shoulder-blades, so be backs up
to paps and gets a bit of belp.

One morning Van was in a great hurry
to get to some important work he had on
band, the marshaliing of an army, or
something of the sort, sc he burried to get

i of course, they

was in a hur

“Why, no, Van,” ssid papa, soberly,
“You haven't pat evarything on yet!”

Van carefuily inspected his clothes,
from the tips of his small toes up to the
brosd collsr about his neck. e could

“You hsven't your smile on yed"”
said psps, with the tiny wrinkles begin-
ping tc creep about his own eyes. “Put
it on, Van, and I'll button it up for you:”

And, if you will believe me, Van begaan
to put it vu then and there’ After that
be almost always remembered that he
couldn’t really call himself dressed for the
day until he bad put & sunny face atop of
the white collar and the Scotch plaid
necktie.

I CAN.

I read sbout a little child who was « ften
calied = Liitle I Can.” Why did they call
her s0 7 Bccanse she was always ready to
jump up to wait on some one, and to say :
“Ican; yes, ] can” Wonld not you like
to be so called 7

You msy long for better chances Al

contented way.

places, and they are pretty stre to come to
such kinds of workers
the kind of work which is yours, if it is

well as so-called greater deeds. “ Do your
best,” tending baly, washing dishes, learn-
ing that bard history or algebra or music
lesson. Lot it be your best truly every-
where, whatever it s, right slong The
strong He per 15 always at band. And

then see bow fast you rise.

right work The lowl.est of iabour can be |
done with the highest ~pint and intent, as

right, if you do nos long in & bitter, dis- |
If you do your best with |
whst sids you have, you will be better |
fitthd for wider privileges and higber

No matter ghout |
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