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“SHE NODDIT TO ME
BY A. DEWAR WILLOCK,

An old woman standing st her cottage
door sees the roval train passing, and has
the good fortune to obtain a bow and a
smile from ber Majesty, henee the title,
“She Noddit to Me.”

I'm but an acld body,
Living up in Deeside,

In a twa-roomed bit hoosie,
Wi’ s toofa’ beside ;

Wi’ ma c00 an’ ma grumphy,
I'm as happy’s a bee,

But I'm far prooder noo
Since she noddit to me °

I'm pae sae far past wi't—
I'm gie trig an’ hale,

Can plant twa-three tawties,
An’ look sifter my kale,
An’ wheen oor Queen passes

I rin oot to see,
Gin by luck she micht notice
Anc nod o9t to me

Bat I've sye been uniucky,
And the blinds were aye

An’ nodd.it to me’

My son sleeps in Egypt—
It's pae eese to freit—

An’ yet when | think o't
I'm sair like to greet,

She msy feel for my sorrow—
She’s s mither, ye see —

An’ maybe she kent ot
When she noddit to me’

v

A MANLY BOY

her messages <0 well and helps her in
every way he can think of.

As for Doris, I don't know whsat she
would do without him  He dresses hez
in the morning, takes her to and from
school, holds the umbrella over her when
't rains, plays with her, and. as they are
doing now teaches her the Golden Text

i In the window seat of the
| playroom sat two little chil-
dren studying their Sundsy-
leswon. Perhsps I had better not say little
children, for if Hal heard it he might feel
burt He likes to think of himself as
| Jeing almost & man

Though be is Dot yet seven and <mall
for \is age, he is really a manly boy. You
Deve: SAW any one run more quickly when
mamm.: calls than he: and then bhe does

CEEN VICTORIA AT T S E w T
Doris wants to go and play. but Hal
@ajs

WL 2 Mis Gordon asks a!! those whe

know the text to stand up vyou wili want
to stand up with me, won't N
Bat it 1s a big one and | don't know
what it means.” obyected Dorie
“It is Dot very big” said Hal ~and

mMAmMMS saFs. it just means we have to
listen to what she telis us %0 do. and then
go and do it right away . and we have to
listen 8o what Giod says. and then gc and
lo that right awsy 00 You know it is
of no use hearing. if we dont do it
Doris”

Just then mamma peeped in at the door
and esid, “If my big boy
and little girl know their
Sunday-school lesson by the
time I am ready o go to
grandma’s | am going to take
them with me

You may be sure the
lesson was quick!y learned
and when mamms was ready
she found two happy chil-
dren waiting for her

-—

THE GOL™)EN RULE
BY VIOLET ROBINSON
It was lunch day in the

nrimary schocl Miss Aostin

had laid a red clot!, on the
talle and & hiue plate at
each place The children
were emptying their bas-
Kels

Kol saw something new in
Nellies basket —a littie cake
covered with pink frosting
with a white candy swan on
top of it There was only
one All the rest was bread
and butter

The children tegan t pass
their piates Lo one another
Soon Nellie reached hers
across to Rot

In & minute his fingers
were cu the pretty bascuit

Nellie's face fell but she
said nothing
What was it | wonder

that made Hob think of San

dsy’stext Do unto others
8 you wounld that they
should do unto you
No,” thought I wont take
it, ] wouldn't ke Nellie to do it to me

So he tock a piece of bread instesd

When he turned round from pasing |
gingertread to Tom Adams he found the
candy swan at his plate . Nellie had cut it
offt and given it to him. I think she kpew
the text too
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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 |

o
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HAPPY DAYS.

THE STORY OF THE CHRIST

If you'll listen, little children,
I wili tell a story true,
Of a loving little baby,
up to manhood grew
All the little children loved him,
Many grown-up people. too,
For he always helped and blessed them
In all the ways he knew.

Now you know, dear little children
Though we sometimes try with might,
Our hards forget their loving,
Oar faces lose their light ;
Baut his hands were always loving,
His eyes were always kind,
And he never was too busy
To beal the sick and blind.

Now his feet seemed never Weary,
n'l;b;y would travel day or night,
He could make a sad face bright.

Only words both kind and gentle
From his lips were ever heard,

And many people calied him,
He beard their every word.

LESSON NOTES.
FiRST QUARTER.
STUDIES IN TEE LIFE OF JESUS

Lessox X.
JESUS AND CAIAPHAS.
Matt 26. 57.68. Memory verses, 62-64
GOLDEN TEXT.
Thou art the Christ, the Son of the
living God —Matt. 16. 16,
THE LESSON STORY.
What a strange, sad night was this for
the Lord and his disciples’ Away
through the moon-lighted streets of Jeru-
salem the rude soldiers led Jesus 1o the

March 10.

Who was the high priest ’

Who were with him
Many seribes and elders

Why were they there in the night
They were waiting for Jesus

What was Je<us now 7

Had he done wrong 7
cut sin

Who were hired to say that he had done
wrong ! Bad men

What did the high
If he was God's Son.

What did Jesus say ¢  That he wa-

What did the high prisst ssy then
That this was !-faq-'.ﬁnu_v

What is bl;q-hem_\'

Was Jesus guilty of it
told the truth.

Caiaphas
in his

A prisoner
No: he was with

;-ﬁq«t ask Jesus

A great sin
No: he had

Lessox \1
TESTU'S AND

Luke 23. 13-26

[March 17
PILATE.
Memory verses, 20.24.
GOLDEN TEXT.
! find no faalt in this man —Lake 23 §
THE LESSON STORY

If you will read Luke 23 1-13, yeu wil
learn how Jesas was sent from Pilate to
Herod, and from Herod back to P: ate
Perhaps you do not know why the Jews
did not put Jesus to death. Tne_v had no
right to condemn a prisomer to desth The
Romans were the rulers in Palestine and
so the high priest had to send J.sas to
Pilate.

Read the whole story carefully, sad you
will see how wesk and wicked s msan
Pilate was. He did not believe thet Jesas
was 8 bad man, but he was afraid he wmight
lose his plac: and power if he displeased
the Jews. Even now people sosetimes
turn away from following J. «u« for fear
they might lose plessure, or riches or
bmour. How foulish it is to fear aliy-
thing but sin
This story teaches a lesson about choos.
ing. Doesit seewn strang= that the Jews

high priest's palace, where many serites
and elders were waiting Do not forget l

that the disciples were =0 wuch afraid 'th

that they all ran away and li: Jesus |
alone in the nands of his enemies.

done wrong. But no one could te'l of any

wrong thmg that the boly Je-us had ever '
done, and so wicked men w.re hired b |
come and bear false wittess agaiost him |

But these witness did nut agre, and at | Pricst

last the high priest asked Jesus if he was |

Kuew to be « thiet and rer
¥y Were realy chooung <elf 1 oh sing

Barasba< Trey were

mur.:

det-Twined ¢

| bave their own way at sny cot, and so
& prisoner is brought befire & |Jeu- gave up his Life for the
- . = ] - ®

Jjudge it is because some one thinks he has | world.

QUESTIONS FOR THE YOUNGEST.
Who was P:
Who -emt Jsas

ale ¢

A Roman governor

high

W biwm? The hay

What did he want Pilste to do 7

mlly the Mesmah for whow the Jews | Jesus by desth

were looking. When Jesu« said he was

What did Pilate ay 7 I tind no fault

the hi‘h priest pretended to be sh exed | ham’

and said that this was blasphemy, and “_f‘ﬁ'. did the people- cry * Crueaify
that Jesus ocught to be put to deatn. | Diw. '

Then fullowed such a shameful scene that |  Why d.d not Pilate let Josus 207 [,
it is bard to read, or even think of it f"‘"f" the Jews, ) )

What must it have been, then, for our | = What did he do at last: Said that

divine Lord to have borne it *
QUESTIONS FOR THE YOUNGEST
To whom was Jesus taken? To the

high priest

Jesus and Barabbas

esu« must die

What did this <how? How weak and

| wicked he was.

Between whom did the Jews choose i

palace 7 |

wovald enoose Barabbas & man wh s they |

But |

sin of the! -
| very wide

inti-so

Pat |

'9

Who was "amblas? A very bad
man
| When do we make a lad choice
When we chome cur own w oy

Why was Jesus erucitiad Te save
you and we

i

HOW ADA

! By

FRIED TO BE NAUGHTY
LIELMA ZOLLINGER

Ada was three years old and she thought
| she was such & big girl that surely now she

need not be put to bed at dark.

| I dom't want to le put o bed” she
| wailed. one evening I want o go
| myself

You wust be put to bed my dear till
you can unbatton your own dres:" said
mother

Ads kept still to think & moment. One
cannot think when one is erymng, you
know that is “hrn ne is trying very
hard to cry as loudly as possille and tears
are SCarce .\'zi!'-n._\' she resched une
hani behind her and fambled at the only
bution =he could reach on her smali hack.
but she could not get it out of the butt -
Then she sighed. Mother had just
begun *o swile, thinking thst now all the
trouble was over and her small dsughter
would be ressonsbie when Ads began o
Cry again

Auvyway, I don't want to he

hoie.

put to
bed at dark ™ she wailed I want to sit
up ever and ever so lomg like big
tolks.”

Like bag folks "~ said m sthey pleasant-
iy “It 1s micer for little girls

go to
bed Like the birds and the chickens and
the littie lamts and the flowers By this

time wother, who was talking very <low!

and working very fast, had the day clithes
sll off and the littie night-dress on and be-

fore she knew 1t Ads had said her prayer
and was laid gently on her bed

Be good, my darling and go to sleep,”
said mather, as she kissed her good -mght
Then mother went away

I don't want o be good '™ said A fa
| “11 b= bad I wi Lt go tosleep! 11
| stay awake ever and ever <o | ng. iike ng
| fulks® 1 dont want to be birds urg chick-
{ens and lambs and tlowers

Want v
e i.'g folas Then s . peed her eyes
Bot n five minutes she found out that
uwelimes very hard w
T-n mingtes
ck mnto the

nrcs and

rk t hold eyes
ister when wmwothe
Catie b rootn there lay Ada
the the chickens and the
lstn's and the flowers fat anleey
How a3d you ke tweing !.‘u;}.l)
mght 7 asked wother the next day
Did you hiear me’ “ «aid Ada s~bonished
Ye-, how did you hike 1t
her bead I tried ” she said
My eyes wouldn'y stay

v~ n,

IK«

ast

- . ——— —_—

Wers

thee

there ever such sweet words as
Who spoke them ? Sutier little
chiidren to cowe unto me, and forbid them

not for of suck the kingdom of

| heaven

i
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HAPPY DAYS.

e

A LITTLE SONG FOR BEDTIME

A little song for bedtime,
When robed in gowns of white,
All sleepy iittle chiidren
Set sail across the night
For that pleasant. pleasant country
Where the pretty dream-flowers blow, |
"Twixt the sunset and the sunrise,
For the Siumber Islands ho’

When the littie ones get drowsy,
And the heavy lids droop down
To hide blae cyes and black eyes,
Gray eyes sad eyes of brown;
A thousand boats for dreamland
Are waitiny in & row,
And the ferrymen are calling
For the Siumber Islands b

Then the slcepy little children,
Fil! the boats along the shore,
And go sailing of to dreamland,
And the dipping of the oar
In the sea of sieep wakes music
That the children only know
When they answer to the boatman's
For the Slumber Isiands, ho!

Oh, taiie a kiss, my darlings,
Ere you sail away from me,
In the bost of dreams that's waiting
To bear you o'er the sea:
Take a kiss, and give one,
And then away you go,
A-sailing iuto Dreamiand
For the Slumber !slands, ho!

HOW TED LENT A HAND.

He is such s little boy, this Ted, and his
leges are so short and his chubby fists are
so very wee that you might think ne
would have to wait quite a long time be-
fore he could lend a hand that would be
of any use; but he does not think so.

There was a f:ne shower the other night,
and in the morning what should Ted see,
right 'n front of his home, on prim, pre-
cise (~ ttage Street. but a mud-puddle 7 yes,
s dirty, delightful mud-puddle! How be
hurried through his breakfast so as not to
lose & minute’

He had a baker's dozen of beautifol mud
pies on the carb, and was admiring them
for a moment while he rested, when bump !
& big btundie came down upon those love-
ly pies, flattening them dreadfully.

He jum up, bovnz , but
when Jhe :3 the tired, fece
of the poor old washerwoman,
Mrs Connolly, the frown smoothed
itself into » dimply smile; and Le
picked up that bundle, which had
dropped off the tired arms which
beld several others, and carried it
'way to the avenue, which was as
). fur as mamms let her little man
1explmthecity,onmtddn

electric cars.

There he tonched his hat and
bowed, just as he had seen big
brother Don do on the ':1
church when he met any
college girls.

And Mra Connolly stood
smiled afier him as he ran back to
rebuild his pies. Such a h.w’nlc'

boy.
————

THE BEST KIND OF RICHES.

Hope Brandon was considered
a very rich little giri becanse her
paps had s great deal of mtng
and Hope was allowed to bay
most aaything she wanted .«

As she Lad no brothers or sisters

-

pretty
things, she grew very selfish. She
thought she ought have her own
way in everything. Having our
own way does not make us
really bappy,so you see she was
only rich in money, and not in
happiness, which is the best kind
of riches.

In this she was very poor indeed.

But she did not stay poor always,
for at church one Sunday the minister

ed a besutiful sermon to the chil-
dren, which made a great difference in
Hope's life.

The minister chose for his text the
words, “ Even Christ pleased not himself”

He said, when it was hard to ve unsei-
fish Jesus was always ready to help if we
only asked him to do so. Hope listened
and longed to be like the loving, gentle
Jesus  She felt a new love to him grow-
ing in ber heart.

en she went home she went to her
own room, and, kneeling down, told Jesus
that she loved him, and wanted to
him every day. She asked to be shown
how she might belp others.

At first it was haxd to give u» her own
way, but Jesus helped ber every time, and
made it grow more and mcre easy for her.

She tried to be always on the lookous
for something to do for others. Soon she
learned to emjoy pleasing other people
more than to please herselfl Indeed she
was %0 in ber new life that she

thanked God for it every day.




