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A P A G E F O R THE, LITTLEST JUNIORS 

THE LOST WHITE CAT 
I. SHE FWDS JACK 

"M EOW, Meow!" said Pussy 

Blanche on the door^Ep. 

"Mama," said a voice the other side of 

the ["ip , "Mama, I hear a £->• crying. 

I am sure she must be lost."' Then the 

opened and there stood the nicest 

yf that Pussy Blanche had ever 

seen. She had nice, kind-© ^and she 

wore an///A that Pussy Blanche knew 

DO 
little 

meant she was cooking. 

u ^ R / " O U poor l i t t l e l^ , " said the 

JL ' little 0 > . "Areyouhun-

"Meow!" said Pussy Blanche, 

went to thef^ j^and 
gryT 
The little 
poured some'milk from a )^0)into a 

and then calling, "Come kittie. 

that, had a nice soft/f J in it, 

but"she could not stop to curl herself 

up on it and rest awhile. 

ON a BL^ under the window 

there was a little HTh She 

jumped up on the with a purr and 

smelled it and then cuffed it gently. 

B-r-r-r-bang it went. The lid flew up 

and the most dreadful little j i bobbed 

up and as his \*/ wobbled from side to 

side, he kept saying, "Jackf Jack!" in a 

squeaky, teeny-weeny voice. 

USSY BLANCHE was so scar

ed she jumped to the; 

jcome kittie!" led Pussy Blanche over 

[beside thejig^Twhere she set it down. 

3But Pussy Blanche could not eat in a 

'strange place. She must go around 

and smell of everything, and get 

Acquainted. 

and the next thing she knew her feet 

sank into something warm and very, 

very sticky. "Oh! Ohr cried the little 

girl. "You have spoiled my candy! 

Go 'way, you naughty fc/^ , go 'way!" 

"Meow; meow," said Pussy Blanche. 

"I don't like this Let me out. 
HE crawled under the sink Meow!'' And even'when she found 

and smelled of a pair of herself out on t h e T again, a lost 

She lifted one small <̂ y and white j £ } , she thought it was better 

lapped a string of Q>Q hanging on the than being with that bobbing thing 
,rt 

ivall. She jumped into a little rocking that kept saying "Jack! Jack!'* 
. . . . . . . . . . . M . M M M . .*MM..*M«.<>*. .«« .OB.*<»M«> 

Dolly Varden's First Party. 
Her mother called her "Doll"; her grandpa called 

her "Dolly Varden"; and she was a little girl four years 
old. One day her father brought her a letter from the 
postoffice. It was small and -pink, and looked good 
enough to eat. Dolly Varden could not read, so her 
father read it for her. It said: 

"Miss Jenny Barry requests the pleasure of Miss 
Dolly Varden's company nexjk. Wednesday afternoon 
from three till five o'clock." 

Jenny Barry was another little girl, a very dear 
friend of Dolly Varden's, who lived just a little way 
round the corner. 

When Dolly Varden heard what was in the letter 
she was so pleased that she danced round the house 
all day, singing: 

"I'm going to a party—a really, truly party—to 
Jennie Barry's party—yes, I am!" 

Wednesday came at last, and as soon as dinner 
was over Dolly Varden begged to be dressed at once, 
for fear she would be late at the party. 

So mama brushed the nice long curls over her fin
gers, put on the little red shoes and a white dress with 
a little red sash, and said, "You may go now, if you 

do not like to wait." But Dolly Va rden went into the 
parlor and sat down in a big armchair near the window. 
She did not want to be the first one there, and so she 
waited, thinking some other little girls would come 
along soon, and she could go with them. 

But no little girls came that way, and so she 
watched and waited and grew very tired, for you see 
she had to sit very still so as not to muss the white dress. 

After a long time mama came into the parlor. 
"Why, Doll," she said, "what are you waiting for? You 
must hurry, now; it is half past three." 

"There haven't any little girls gone yet, mama, 
and I don't want to get there the first one." 

Pretty soon mama came in again, and said, "Come, 
Doll, if you are going at all you must start now. It is 
four o'clock." 

But Doll said, "Oh, I'm afraid if I go now I'll be 
the last one there, and I'd hate to be." 

So Dolly Varden still sat in the big armchair and 
watched; and no little girls went by, because they had 
all gone around another corner long before, and she 
grew very unhappy indeed. 

She wanted to go to the party, hut she was afraid 
to, and the more she thought of it the worse she felt. 

TALES OUT OF SCHOOL. 
'Twas said the Rat got up to speak 

(It was the Goph-er tat-tled) 
And on-Iy made a fun-ny squeak, 

So bad-ly was, he rat-tied. 
— F r o m H a r p e r ' s Magazine. 

And the re was the pa r ty j u s t round the co rne r ' 
P r e t t y soon the big tears began to roll down over 

the p ink cheeks, and af ter a little the nice long cur l s 
were all in a li t t le h e a p on the a r m of the big chair . 

Then, all of a sudden, the front door opened, and a 
l i t t le girl c ame in. She looked round and sow Dolly 
Varden all dressed up, crying in the big a rmcha i r . T h e 
little girl r an o \ e r to her, and p u t her a r m s a round 
her , and said, "Why, Dolly Varden! W h y couldn ' t you 
come to my p a r t y 9 " 

Then Dolly V a i d e n sobbed while she said, " I — I 
could. B u t I d idn ' t wan t to be the first one there , .and 
then I—I was afraid I'd be t h e — t h e last one, a n d — a n d 
so I d idn ' t corr.'e a t a l l ' O h - h - h - h ' " 

Then J e n n y took her a r m s away from round Dolly 
Varden, and folded them, and stood up s t r a igh t a n d 
said, "Well, you a re a baby, and I'll n e \ e r invite you to 
a n o t h e r y irty as long as I l ive!" and she went home . 

She kep t h e r word, for she never had a n o t h e r par ty . 
Bu t Doll} Varden was invited to many others , and she 
a lways went early, for she had decided t h a t it was bet 
te r to be M0Ffirst one t han the last one, and bet ter to 
be the last one t han not to go a t a l l .—Youth 's Compan
ion. 

Drawn by Louis Burks, A Fourth Grade, Lake Har
riet School. 

THINGS TO, REMEMBER 

If little girls would bear in mind 

That hair was made to comb9 

There wouldn't be TO many snarls 

Z. ', Of all kinds in the home. 

Dufferin: a True Dog Story. 
The Scotch superintendent of a street railway in a 

Maine city owned a splendid and valuable collie, which 
he named Dufferin, in honor of his illustrious country
man. The new theater in this city was to be opened by 
a popular actress. Every seat had been sold tw o weeks 
in advance. 

On the night of the opening there was a fierce 
storm. The snow was several inches deep, and the 
railway people worked loyally until all the people had 
been conveyed to their homes. 

Before leaving home that evening, the superin
tendent told his wife not to expect him until the bliz
zard was over; and turning to the dog h e said: "Duf
ferin, take good care of your mistress and the baby, 
and be sure to watch the house while I am at the of
fice.** 

About twelve o'clock that night Dufferin rushed 
•~.into his mistress' room, which was full of smoke, and 

jumping upon the bed, licked her face and barked 
furiously. 

At last, his mistress recovered sufficiently to re
alize that the house was on fire. She arose, snatched 
up a blanket, and wrapped it around her little baby, 
Then, closely clasping the child, she groped her way 
thru the suffocating smoke out of the fiercely burning 
house, followed by Dufferin. 

The tempest tossed her thin garments about her, 
while her bare feet were almost frozen as she stood in 
the deep snow, and watched their pretty home burn to 
the ground. Dufferin had obeyed his master, and had 
saved two lives.—Corilla Banister in The Holiday Mag
azine. 

Mike—Phwat's th' biggest fish ye iver caught, 
Pat* 

Pat—Sure, Oi niver caught him. He got awajfc-^^5* 
Judge. - g ^ 
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