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[ A CHAT WITH THE JUNIOR FAMILY
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Sagacity of a Maltese

By Achsa B. Canfield
P41 EFFERSON, you're just too lazy!”
said Marjory. “Now run away
and let me have this stool.”
Jefferson stretched himself lazily; cat
fashion, but before Marjory could oc-
cupy the confiscated stool grandma's
voice wag heard calling her.
Grandma was shelling peas on the
side porch. Marjory dropped down on

the step. “I'll shell, too, grandma. 1Is
that why you called me?”

“Partly,” answered grandma. “And
partiy to hear a story."”

“Oh, goodie!” sald Marjory. And this
is what she heard.

“One evening last March grandpa
and I had gone to bed. It must have

been 11 o'clock when grandpa awoke
and remembered that lre had not shut
the henhouse door. The nights were
pretty cold, and grandpa could not go
to =leep again Yor thinking of the
poor biddies. At last he arose and
dressed himself, moving softly, so as
not to awaken me. The kitchen door
would not shut without a slam, so
grandpa left it ajar.

“Jefferson slept in the barn, and hear-
ing grandpa moving about, ran out and
rubbed agalinst him, purring loudly.
Grandpa closed the henhouse door and
turned to come in, when he slipped
upon a plece of ice and fell to the
ground, striking his head so that he
was unconscious. =

“The first [ knew of all this was that
a cat was meowing loudly at the kitch-
én deor. .Theu Jeffersan came rushe-
ing into the bedroom

“‘Grandpa,' sald I, half asleep, ‘aidn’t
you put Jefferson out?

“There was no answer, except’ loud
meows from Jefferson, and, awakening

at last, I found that I was alone.
“As I arose Jefferson ran wildly
about, and, not knowing what else to

do, T followed him to the kitchen door
and down the walk. There T found
poor grandpa. I roused him and helped
him into the house. He was all right
in a few days, but had it not been
for Jefferson he might have lain in the
cold so long that he would have been
very ilL"

“Jefferson,” said Marjory. putting her

arms around the great Maltese, who
had followed her to the porch, *“Jef-
ferson, you are more than a cat. You
are a hero.”

The Quotation Club

We met very informally and decided
to organize a club, which, for lack of
a better name, we called the “Quota-
tion ¢lub.” ‘We had no officers and no
constitution. Our only rule was that
each girl should learn a quotation to
recite at the weekly meeting. These
quotations almost iavariably came to
be one of the subjects of conversation
during the afternoon, and it was sur-
prising what different ideas we had
about theélr meanings and what fun it
was to discuss them. We usually
copied them in a little book, and 1 find
that 1 refer to this book quite fre-
quently when [ want a quotation.

We brought sewing or fancy weork
with us, but we always stopped work
at 5 o'clock end: enjoyed -a simple
luncheon before coming home, In the
winter time we met at each other's
homes, but in the summer we usually
found that the woods made the pleas-
antest meeting place. Once or twice
during the simimer we took memorable
drives several miles into the ecoun-
try.—~Anna S. de Free.-

GOOD STORIES

. .
In the Springtime
When we go to 2y uncle's house
Out in the country every spring,
My mother always says, ‘“‘Poor child,
She's worn out with her studying.
And needs the country milk and air
To make her strong again, 1 know.”™
But it isn't for these things 1 care
Or think about before we go—
I'm thinking of the buitercups.

And when we get to uncle's house
Tt seems just hours before they say
Those things relations talk about
Before they tell you “run and play";
'Bout how you've grown, and if you're
well,
And who you look like; and 1 try
To sit quite still and smile and tell,
But all the waile they're talking, I—
I'm thinking of the buttercups.

They grow so yellow and so high—

A fielg all full across the brook:
Sometimes I think they shine at night—
It hurts my eyes, at first, to look,

My mother says, "Remember, dear,
The gingham dresses are for play.
Tell aunty that the bow ties here.”
“Yes, ma'am,” I say, but right away
I'm thinking of the buttercups.

And when at last they change my dress
And let me go, why 1 just run

And crogs the brook and look—and then
It's just like dropping in the sun;

A million, milllon yellow wings
I make believe they are, and lie

Right down among them, ahd. dream

‘ngs
Of flyiig through the trees and.sky,
Just thinking of'the buttercups.

And sometimes wuen we sit at tea
And all the other talk, they say,
“What are you thinking of, my child,
To make you leék and smile that
way?"”
And I say, “Nothing,"” for I know
They'd surely laugh, those
grownups,
If T should truly answer so,
“I'm thinking of the .buttercups—
Just thinking of the buttercups.”
—Theodosia Garrison.

All Knew It

“What is the secret of success?”’
asked the seeker after knowledge.

“Push,” said the button.

“Never be led,” said the pencil.

“Take pains,” saild the window.

“Always keep cool,”" said the ice.

“Be up to date,” said the calendar.

‘““Make light of everything,” said the
fire.

“Do a driving business,”
hammer,

“Be sharp in all your dealings,” said
the knife.

“Find a good thing and stick to it,”
said the glue.

“Do the work you are suited for,”
said the chimney.

.

The Early Morning
O world of crowing cocks and dew,
O early morning, sweetest you
Of all the hours of summer day!
Blow. little wind, aeross the hay,
And bring to me contentment sweet
And lay your, tréasures at my feet,

O sun, half hidden by the hill,

Be slow to rise! for sweet and still

The early morning gives to me

In all its airy ecstasy

A newer, gladder strength to bear -

My load across the flelds of care.
—Mirlam 8. Clark.

‘queer

said the

Raccoon Brains

Prof. H. B. DAvis of Wesleyvan. acad-
emy, Wilbraham, Mass. is pursuing
some very interesting studies of animal
Iife. His specialty is comparative psy-
cholegy, and he. is now trving to find
out someathing new about the workings
of the mind of man by studying lower
orders of life.: At present he is confin-
ing his attention to raccoons, of which
he has a thriving pair. - Under his tute-
lage they are gradually beginning to do
things that wild “coons” do not do. One
is nervous and excitable. while the
other is slow of movement. The animals
are about 3 years old.

The most remarkable task they have
learned to perform is to slide bolts and
1ift bars to get at their food. Professor
Davis made a box te hold their eat-
ables, on which he put an ordinary iron
bolt. After considerable fussing the
arimals shot the bolt and made a dash
for the bread.

Then a button was added for a fasten-
ing, and the raccoons mastered this
also.. Next a wooden slide was added
in such a way that it had to be pushed
in, a feat which the animals accom-
rlished. Two other arrangements sim-
ilar to the button were put on. They
had to be swung up and down. The
“coons” found the way.

Now, to get to their food they have
to wrestle with five sorts of fastéhings,
but they do it easily. The different
manner in whicn the two animals go
about it is interesting. The nervous one
works fast and excitedly and makes
many false moves. The calm one goes
at It deliberately. - He never loses pa-
tience ind often opens the doov in ad-
vance of his nervous companion.

‘An Innocent Wish

I wish I could be like the breeze:

He races over lands and seas,

And shakes the treetops till they roar
As if the surf was at your door.

If I could be the breeze, I'd go
To lots of places that I know
Only from what I read or see
At present in the jography.

I wouldn’t have to wash and dress
The way that T do now, I guess:

But I'd just. jump, and rush, and play,
If J could be the breeze one day.

Realistic

A little boy sat in Sunday school
watching the superintendent illustrate
a lesson on the board. The superin-
tendent drew one straight line, the
path to heaven, and then started the
figure of a man on it. Larger and
larger became the man, until, when he

. at last reached the door of heaven he

was too big to enter.

Turning to his audience of ecager
children, the superintendent said, in a
sorrowful toné: “You see, he is so
puffed ‘up with sin that he can not en-
ter in.” y

“Try him sideways!
ways!”

Try him side-
shrieked the little boy.

Wanted Temptation Removed

Laura was very much interested in
aiding foreign missions. She resolved
to save all her pennies to help the
poor heathen children. But it was
so very hard that the little girl finally
made. this addition to her usual even-
ing prayers: “O, Lord, please help me

save my money, and please don't let
the ice cream man come down the
street!”

Our Qucer Language
When the English tongue we speak,
Why is “break” not rhymed with

“freak”?
Will you tell me why it's true
We say “sew,” but likewise “few.,”
And the maker of a verse
Can not cap his “horse” with “worse”?
“Beard” sounds not the same as
“heard”;
“Cord” -is different from “word”;
“Cow"” is cow, but “low"” is low;
“Shoe” is never rhymed with “foe.”
Think of “hose” and “dose” and “lose”;
And of “goose"—and yet of “choose.”

Think of ‘‘comb” and “tomb” and
“bomb’";

“Doll” and -“roll”; and “home” and
“some”;

And since “pay" is rhymed with “say,”

Why not “paid” with “said,” I pray?

We have “blood” and “food” and
“good”;

“Mould” is not pronounced like “could.”

Wherefore *“done,” but “gone” and
“lone”?
Is there any reason shown?
And, in short, it seems to me,
Sounds and letters disagree. .
—=8t. Nicholas.

Monkey Faced Owls

On the banks of the Santa Ana river,
in southern Callfornia, is a queer col-
ony. It is situated among the cliffs
which rise above the river, and in pass-
ing during the day one would not imag-
ine the place was inhabited, for the
members of the colony are fast asleep
in the chambers of the cliffs. At dusk
there is a change. At eévery ona of the
openings with which the rocks are per-
forated appears a face so human like in
its expression that the beholder is apt
to fancy he is seeing the pixies and
elves of which he heard in childhood.
The faces belong to a family having the

name of Strix pratincola, or .nonkey
faced ow!l. In the holes of the cliffs
they pass their days and rear their

voung. At night they emerge in flocks
and search the fields for mice and in-
sects.

Melrose Abbey

If thou wouldst view falr Melrose right,

Go visit it by the pale moonlight;

For the gay beams of lightsome day,

Gild but to flout the ruins gray.

When the broken arches are black in
night, 7

And each shafted oriel glimmers white;

when the cold light's uncertaln shower

Streams on the ruin'd central tower;

When buttress and buttress, alternately,

Seem framed of ebon and ivory,

When silver edges the imagery,

And the scrolls that teach thee to live
and die;

When distant Tweed is heard to rave,

And the owlet to hoot o'er the dead
man's grdve.

Then go—but go alone the while—

Then view St. David's ruined pile;

And, home returning, soothly swear,

Was never scene so sad and fair!

—Sir Walter Scott.

Years Against Legs

“How  old is your bhaby brother?
asked little Tommie of a playmate.
“One year old,” replied Johnnie. “Huh!"
exclaimed Tomm:e, “I've got a dog a
year old and he can walk twice as
well as that kid can.”  “Well, he ought
to,” replied Johnnie. “He's got twice
as many legs.”

are

N FEW WORDS AND BRIEF, POINTED POEMS

He Dreamed, Too %

Two littla yoyngsters shambled pen-
itently into the classroom long after
the school had opened for the morning
session.

“Boys, come to my desk Immediate-
ly,” sald the teacher.

Two meek little lads walked to the
teacher’s desk and stood looking help«
leasly at their feet.

“Tommy, why are you late this morne
Ing?”" asked the teacher.

“I overslept myself, ma’am™
Tommy. “You see, teacher, I dreamed
I was going to take a raillroad trip. I
just got to the station when I woke up
an’ found it was long past schooltime™”

“Freddy, why are you late?" Inquired
teacher, turning to the other boy.

“Please, ma'am.,” replied the treme
bling Freddy. “I went to the station ta
see Tommy off.”

The City Lights

Through the rain and mist they're shine
ing; oh, yellow city lights

How good you are to twinkls so on
dark and windy nights!

Through the puddles splash the horses,
and below the window glass

I can see the wet umbrellas of the peo-
ple as they pass.

O yellow city lights—oh, yellow city
Hghts—

How brave you are to twinkle so on
dark and rainy nights!—

For the wind is blowing, blowing—and
the water comes in sheets

Against the sides of houses, and all up
and down the streets,

You are friendlier than the stars, I
think, oh lights in proud array,
The stars are all magnificent, but cold

and far away,
And they never dare to
dark and stormy nights,
While you shine out as brave as brave—
oh, yellow city lights!
~—Miriam S.

twinkle, on

Clark.

More Wonderful Still

Once upon a time an Iinspector was
examining a very youthful class of
Scotch boys. and among other subjects
he requested the teacher to ask her
pupils a few questions infature knowl.
edge. Desiring her class to de her honeor
she decided upon the simple subject
“Chickens.”

“Now, children,” she said, “TI want
yvou to tell me somethin® very wonder-
ful about chickens.”

“How they get out of their shells?”
promptly responded one little feilow.

*“Well,” said the teacher, “that is, of
course, wonderful; but I mean some-
thing more wonderful still.”

There was a silence for a few sec-
onds. Then up spoke little Johany.
“Please, ma'am, it's mair wonderful
hoo they ever get intae their shells!™

| Wonder

I wonder why a feller has to wash his
hands and face.

They always dirty up again in just the
washed off place.

And when a feller skips his ears they
say he has no pride.

No one but Maw twists up my ears and
looks around inside.

And when I wonder why she does, she
says “to find the dirt.”

If it's as hard to see as that, to leave
it In can't hurt

~Dudley A, Bragden.
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