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A VSIT WITH THE QUEEN OF THE FLOWERS

"Good morning, little girl.”

Trot rubbed her eyes and looked
around, At first she couldn't see any-
thing, although she looked very hard

toward the spot from which the volce
seemed to come.

“Good morning.” It was very plain,
a small, sweet sound, just like the wind
makes In the grass,

Trot rubbed her eyes
again, She had never heard anything
more plainly before, but peer as she
would she could see nothing.

:‘Hn. ha, ha,” laughed the little voice,
“Yon can't see me and you're looking
right at me. Ha, ha, ha; and we are
always told that you mortal children
are so bright.”

“Please,” said Trot,
very polite little
me where vou

and looked

who really was a
girl, “won't you tell
are? 1 can hear you
plainly, but I can't see you at all.”

“Why, Trot, Jook right down here at
vour own feet. Here I am, 1've been
watching you for a long time. Look,
can't you see me now?’

“Oh,"” =aid Trot. “T beg your par-
don,” for at her own fect she saw a
beautiful, blue iris bowing and laugh-
lng at her

“Sit down and talk to me,” said the
flower,

“I'm afraid,” said Trot,
long. 1 got my feet wet crossing the
brook. I guess I'll have to go home
and change my stockings.”

The flower laughed. “Really,” she
sald, “you domn't know how funny it
seems to be afraid to get your feet wet,
Mine are always wet and 1 never had a
cold in my life.”

“I'm very glad to hear that,” replied
Trot, “I hope yeu will never have one.
Weren't you ever made to stay in bed
in veur life?”

“Oh dear, no,” ldughed the flower.
“You see, 1 live out of deors, se T never
get sick. What do you do all day?”

“Lots of things. I go to school, ex-
cept on Saturday, and I have my les-
sons to study. I help mother, too. On
Saturdays 1 generally play.”

“And get yeour feet wet?”’

“Not always. I most always get

&

“to stay very

across the brook without, Pleage, if it
fsn't rude, what do you do?”

"Oh,” said the flower, “I'm a very
busy person. You see, 1 am Iris, queen
of the flowers, That keeps me pretty
busy. I have a tremendous number of
subjects and 1 have to go about in all
parts of the world, Some places, of
course, I simply can't go to. They're
too hot and some are too cold, 1 like
a climate just about like this, so I

send mesggengers into the places where
I don't like to go.”

“It must be lovely,”
a queen.”

“It's very hard work. Besides being
queen I'm the national flower of
France and that gives me a lot to see
about. I have to be at all the publie
affairs. There are thousands of duties
that go with being the national flower.”

“I should think,” ventured Trot, “that
sometimes you would almost wish you
were just an ordinary flower.”

T used to, sometimes, when I was lit-
tle. 1 had so much more responsibility
thén any of the other flowers. And
then T alwayse had to look just so; they
expect it from the queen, yvou 'kKnow.
But I grew out of that, As you get
older you find that it's no good to find
fault with things you have to do. It's
better to do them without talking about
them.”

“Yes,” said Trot politely,

“Besides,” went on the flower,
1t ye messenger of heaven, too,”

“Oh,” breathed Trot. “Then you don't
really live down here all the time?”

‘““No,” sald the flower. *‘When the
angels want to send @ message to earth
1 bring it. 1 don’'t have to come very
often. It's generally just after a rain,
when they want to tell the earth flow-
ers something.”

“How do you get down? Aren't you
afraid to drop all that way?”

“Oh my, I don't fall. I come down
on my bridge, the rainbow, Haven't
you ever noticed that the colors of the
rainbow are just like my dress? Well,
that’'s so0 you mortals won't see me
coming. If small boys, like your
brother, could see me coming through
the sky, they might try to shoot me,
thinking I was a bird, But I glide

said Trot, “to he

“T'm

along over my rainhow bridge and no-

body knows JI'm here.”
“I don't think/ said 'Trot, slowl®,
“that it's such an awful jot of fun be-

ing queen. Tt seems to me you ‘don't
have much time for yourself.”

“No, 1 don't, and you haven't heard
half. 1 have to carry the seeds for all
my people and send them around to
parts of the world where there are no
iris flowers. This Is very important
work, and 1 have to go outside my own
kingdom for a messenger to do this.
You see, there is no flower able to carry
such a heavy weight, sg 1 have to ask
my cougin, the queen of bees, to lend
me one of her subjects. Our families
have been very good friends for thou-
sands of vears and we are always doing
each other little favors like that. Be-
sides, T never ask any one to do things
for nothing. When I'm going to send
a bee away to a distant country with
some seeds, I Jet him come into my
house first and drink all the sweet nec-
tar that he wants. Sometimes he takes
all I have, and nectar js very expensive.
I always see that the pollen (that's an-
other name for the seeds) is packed in
a neat little bundle so that he can car-
ry it away on his head, which is the
egslest way for him."”

*“That's very kind of you,” said Trot,
‘“‘because 1 suppose he would have to
carry it if you told him to whether you
gave him any of that—I don't remem-
ber its name, but that stuff that sounds
sweet—or not.”

“No,” said the queen, “he  wouldn't
have to. There are no laws like that
in my country, Everything is done in
Flower Land through love.”

“Do you think,” asked Trot, slowly,

“thatglittle flower girls and boys—are
there™any flower boys?"
“Thousands,” answered the queen.

“Do you think they could learn their
lessons though love?”

“0Of course they could,” said the
queen. “Haven't you learned something
today that you didn't know before? And
1 didn't make you learn it, did 1?”

“Oh, no,” said Trot. “I"—

“Trot, T-r-ot, T-R-O-T, aren’t you
ever coming? Pve been waiting 10 nfin-

utes,” What
up there?”
Trot secrambled to her feet,

are you doing all curled

“'m com-=-

ing. (‘.nmlh)-.-- she whispered. “Some-
how I don't just like to tell him you
can talk. Boys are so different. But

I'qa like to come back again some time
and--and--learn some more, if you
don't mind.”

“Why, of courge you can come., Any
time at all, Just come here and sit
down, and if I'm not too busy I shall
be delighted to tell you lots of things.
Goodby,"” sald the queen,

Childhood

By a Junior
The meadows are green, the flowers are
bright,
The fairest that ever
The birds are singing {heir
delight,
For the joy of living is keen.

were seen:
songe of

Children are singing their songs so gay,
Free from all sorrow ahd care;

Happy from dawn to closing day,
Joyously do they fare,

Up with the larks, to hed with the sun,
Busy the whole day long;

Running and frisking never done,
List to their joyous song.

Trials and troubles pass quickly by,
Like clouds on a summer morn.

Quickly the hours of childhood fly;
Then the troubles of life will dawn.

“Oh, Dot!" said mamma, “How is it
you never remember to say thank you?”

“I 'spect it's 'cause I don’t get things
given to me often enough to practice,”
answered the child, eyeing a box of
candy.

- R

Dbt-——Mammn, when a thing is bought

" does it go to the buyer?

“Yes, dear.”

Dot—Then how is it that when you
bought coal last week it went to the
cellar?

THE WINNERS OF PAINT BOX PRIZES

This is the picture to be colored. Paint it in water colors on
Editor of the Junior Call

crayon and send immediately to the
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Paint boxes are awarded to the fol-
lowing juniors who painted the picture
published last Saturday:

Billy Shin, 425 Clement street, San
Francisco.

Madeleine Kidwell, 643 Excelsior ave-
nue, San Francisco.

Roberta Hellmann,
street, San Francisco,

Benjamin Asevedo, Halfmoon Bay.

Enola Badger, 1301 Leavenworth
street, San I'rancisco.

John Kennedy, 130 Tilden street, San
Francisco,

910 TLombard

Jack Lymm, 181 Tasso street, i?alo
Alto.
Flora Rippon, 600 Tenth street, Sac-

ramento,
Eva Rose, R, F. D, box 51, Newark.
Harry /Ross, 267 Lexington avenue,
San Francisco,
Alita Dablgreen, 635 Paris street, San

Francisco,

Jamen Mnn-leld. P. O. box 207, Beni-
cia,

Nilda Orlando, 1566 Stockton street,
San Francisco, -

Charlotte Swan, 627 ’l‘weltth avenue,
Richmond distriet, San Francisco,

Grant Merril, box 202, Redwood City.

Ruth Sweeney, 1935 Linden street,
Oakland,

St. Claire Wilson, 818 Delaware street,
West Berkeley,

Lily Weldner, 3402A Mission street,
San Francisco.

Margaret Connors, Camp Meeker, So-
noma county,

Oliva Chang,
Berkeley, :

A Painful Joke

Mrs. Crimsonbeak-—What are you go-

2830 Fulton street,

ing to do with that porous plaster,
John?
Mr, Crimsonbeak—I'm going to see

what tune it will play on the planolal—
Yonkers Statesman,

A Sharp Pupil

A schoolmaster inguired of one of
his pupils on a cold day in winter what
was the Latin word for “cofd,”

“1 can't remember it at the moment,”

sald the boy, "but I have it at my
fingers' ends."”

“No, no, Dot; no more cakes tonight,”
gald mamma. “Don't you know you

can't sleep on a full stomach?”
“Well,” saig Dot, “I can sleep on my
back for once.”
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