
This is the picture to be colored. Paint it in water colors on crayon and send immediately to the
, :; Editor of the Junior Call

oilvu Cbang, 2330 Fulton Btreet,
Berkeley.

'

IfTHnWIfJiP

Murguret Connor*, Camp Me,eker,*: So-
noma county.' •

-\u25a0\u25a0

Lily Weldner, 3402 AMission street;
San Francisco.

St. Claire WllMon, 818 Delaware street,
West Berkeley. V;

Nllda Orlando, 15GC Stockton street,
San. Francisco.' \u0084' »\ :.y'

CLnrlotte Swan, 627. Twelfth avenue,
JliehmonJi district, San ;Francisco. /,

Girant Merrll, box 202, Redwood City.
Ruth Nvreeney, 1935 Linden street,

Oakland.

JameM Mnnnfleld, P. O. box 207, Beni-cla.",. '\u25a0;. .. \u25a0;/ /.;.\'. '. :.',. . '.-\u25a0 ...'\u25a0 '\u25a0; :.: '
:

Allta Dahlgreen, 635-Paria'streot, San
Francisco.*, '\u0084 /

'•'• ' •

Jack Lynn, 181 Tasso street, Palo
Alto. *,. .;;\u25a0 . .'.'\u25a0\u25a0;. ;,, .\-

'

•
Flora Hippon, 600 Tenth street. Sac-.

ramento. 4
, _

'\u25a0'- \u25a0 , •,
'.

.'Eva Rose,' R. F. D. box 51,Newark.I',;*
'
Harry yßoss, \u25a0 267 Lexington avenue!

San Francisco.'
• ;. : . \' ' *

John Kennedy, 130 .Tiiden: street, San
Francisco.'. '\u25a0

'
\u25a0\u25a0 ;\u25a0'. \u25a0\u25a0

"
i\u25a0\u25a0

'
'\u25a0 •'

\u25a0 ''\u0084',\u25a0'\u25a0•"'.'''';

Roberta ilrllmauu, 910 Lombard
street, San Francisco.

-
. *

Benjainia Asevedo, Halfmoon Bay. ,
'

Enoln Badger, '1301 Leayeriworth
street,; San Francisco.

' ' ; ',!;"•\u25a0 \u25a0/.•\u25a0'\u25a0

Madeleine Kidwell, Ci3 Excelsior, ave-
nue; San" Francisco. .' / .

Paint boxes are. awarde'j; to. the fol-
lowing juniors .who painted' the picture
published last Saturday:

'

Billy,;Shin, 425 Clement :street,
'
San

Francisco.'
";."/. •-.'-;; •;'.'\u25a0' '\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0' ;.-•' •\u25a0.\u25a0•\u25a0\u25a0'\u25a0'\u25a0''

A Sharp Pupil
A schoolmaster Inquired of ono of

hia puplla on a cold day in winter what
was the Latin word for "cofd."

"Ican't remenibec it at the. moment,"
said tho boy, "but Ihave it at my
nngeru' ends."

A Painful \Joke
. Mrs. Crlmsonbeak

—
What are you go-

ing to do with that porous plaster.
John?

Mr, Crlmsonbeak— l'm going to sco
what tune it willplay on the pianola!

—
Yonkera Statesman.

"No, no, Dot; no more'eakea-tonight,"
teald mamma. "Don't you know,you
iaii'l aloep on a full.stomach?"

"Well," said Dot, "1 can sleep on my
back for once."
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"Why, of course you can come.- Any
time at all. Just come here and sit
down, and if I'm not too busy Ishall
bo delighted to. tell you lots of things.
Goodby," said the queen.

utcs." What are you doing all curled
up there?"

Trot scrambled to her feot. "I'm com-
ing. "Goodby," she whispered. "Some-
how Idon't just like to toll him. you
can talk. Boys are so different. But
I'd like to come back agnln some time
and— and

—
learn some more, if you

don't mind."
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A VISIT WITH THE QUEEN OF THE FLOWERS
FOR THE YOUNGER JUNIORS

Trials and troubles pass 'quickly by,"
Like clouds'onja summer jmorn./-

Quickly .the_ hours ;of;childht>od fly;,
\u25a0 Then the troubles of life willdawn.

Cliildren are singing their songs so gay,
Freefrom all sorrow and care;

Hap^pyi from dawn" to closing day,
Joyously do they fare.

Up with the larks, to bed with the sun,
Busythe whole-day long; \u25a0

Running and frisking;never done,
Listto thelr;joyous song. \u25a0' \u25a0'..

Childhood
AJunior

The meadows are green, tho flowers are
bright, . V

The-fairest that ever were seen;'
The birds are singing {heir songs of

. delight, .
For the! joy,of livingis keen.

"Oh,".Dot!" said \mamma. ; "How<is 11
you never rememberto say.thank you?"

'spectr it's 'cause' lldon't get 'things
given" to me often: enough to practice,"
answered- the child, eyeing a. box > of
candy. '-,• y % .. - "*,•'""

Dot—Mamma, when a thing is bought-
'does it go to tlie buyer? ','•\u25a0\u25a0"\u25a0 ,

Dot—Then , how- is }it that when you
bought coal;last 'week it' went";to? the: cellar?:;;,/" '-' ./-' /•.'\u25a0 •,

' • "

"Oh dear, no," Istughed the flower.
"Yon see, Ilive out of doors, so Inever
get sick.. What do you do all day?"

"Lots of things. >Igo to school, ex-
cept on Saturday, and I\u25a0have my les-sons study. ;Ihelp mother, too. On
Saturdays 1 generally I.play."

"And get your feet wet?" : ,v,
v

"Not always. , I.most always get

"I'm very glad to hear that," replied
Trot. "Ihope you willnever have one.
Weren't you ever made to stay Jn bed
in your life?" ; . !

"I'm afraid," sa id Trot, "to stay very
long. Igot my, feet wet crossing the
brook. Iguess I'll have to go home
and change my stockings." . /

The flower laughed. "Really," shesaid, "you don't know how funny it
seems.to be afraid to get your feet wet.Mine are always wet and Inever had a
cold in my lite." ,

'

"Oh," said Trot. "I beg your par-
don,", for at, her own feet she saw a
beautiful, blue iris bowing and laugh-
ing at her. ;

\"Sit down and talk to me," said the
flower. .

"Please," said Trot, who really was a
very polite little girl, "won't you tellme where you are? 1 can hear you
plainly, but Ican't see you at all."

•
"Why, Trot, look right down here atyour own feet. Here Iam. I've been

watching you for"a long- time. Look,
can't you see me- now?"

"Good morning." It was very plain,
a small, sweet sound, just like tho wind
makes in the grass. *

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

"Ha, ha. ha," laughed the little voice."
yon can't see me and you'ro looking

right at me. Ha, ha, ha; and we are
always told that you mortal children
are so bright." /

Trot rubbed hor
*

eyes and looked
around. At first sho couldn't see any-
thing, although she looked very hard
toward tho spot from which the voice
seemed lo come. '

"Good morning, little girl." across the brook without. Please, IfIt
Isn't rude, what do you do?"

* "Oh," said the flower, "I'm n very
busy person. You see, lam Iris, queen
of the flowers.* That keeps me pretty
busy. Ihave a tremendous number of
subjects and Ihave to go about in all
parts of the world. Some places, of
course, Isimply can't go to. They're
too hot and some are too cold. Ilike
a climate just about like this, so I
send messengers into the places where
Idon't like to; go.'l ...

-."\u25a0 "Itmust be lovely," said Trot, "to bo
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. Ihave to be at all the public
affairs. There are thousands of duties
that go with being the national flower.'.'
"Ishould think," ventured Trot, ','that

sometimes you would almost wish you
were just an ordinary flower."
"Iused to, sometimes, whenIwas lit-
tle. Ihad so much more responsibility
thaVi any of the other flowers.;- And
then Ialways had to look just;so "^they :
expect H from . the .'queen, you rknow.'
But Igrew out of that. As you g^t
older you find;that it's no good

'
to» find

fault 'with things you have to do.Vlt's"
bettor to do them without talking about
them."- .

"Yes," said Trot politely. »

"Besides," went on the flower, "I'm
t'le messenger of heaven, too."

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

"No," said .the flower. .'JWhen \u25a0 the
angels want to send a message to earth
1 bring it! Idon't hayeto; come very
of tenJ •*

It's generally, just after a rain,
when they want to tell .the earth flow-
ers something." f

"flowdo you get down? Aren't you
afraid to drop all that way?"

"Oh my,Idon't fall. Icome 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 so you mortals won't see me
coming. ;'\u25a0 If small /boys, , likef your
brother, could see. me coming through
the sky, they m-ight try to shoot me,
thinking. Iwas a bird. But Iglide
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along over my rainbow bridge and no-
body knows 'I'm here."- '},

"Idon't think/ »ald
'

Trot, slowly,
"that it's such fin awful lot of fun bo- 1

Ing queen. It seems to me you 'don't
have much time for yourßelf."

"No, 1 don't, and you haven't Tionrd
half. Ihave to carry the seeds for all
my. people and send them around to s
parts of the' world where there are no ,
iris (lowers. This is very Important
work, and 1 have to go outside my own
kingdom for a messenger to ido this.
You see, there is no flower able to carry
such' a', heavy, weight, so,Ihave' to ask
my cousin, the queen of bees, to lend .
me one of her subjects. Our families
have been very good, friends for thou-
sands of years and we are always doing
each' other little favors like that.'- Be-
sides, Inever 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"let him come into 'my
house first and drink all the sweet nec-
tar that he wants. Sometimeshetakes
all Ihave, and nectar is very expensive.
Ialways see that the pollen (that's an-
other ;name. for the seeds) is 'packed in•'\u25a0

a neat little bundle so that he can car^
ry it away on his head, whi'ch^is the

"easiest way for him." \u25a0;;. ''/."*
"."That's lvery kind,of you," "said Trot,

"because Isuppose 'he; would have to
carry Itifyou 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 \u25a0 queen, "he- wouldn't;,

have: to. .There are no laws like that .-';

:in my country. Everything is done in/1
''
1,

Flower Land through love."
"Do you think/ asked Trot, slowly,'

"thaUlittle ;flower girls and boys—are
there^,ny flower boys?"

'
r 'I- \u25a0

"

VThousands," answered the, queen.
"Do you think they could learn their .

lessons though love?" . •

"Of course they"; could,". \u25a0/; said the .
queen.i "Haven't you learned something" :
today that you didn't know before? And
Ididn't'make you.learn it,did I?"

"Oh, no," said, Trot. "I"—;•: ;;
"Trot, T-r-ot, T-R-O-T, ; aren't you

ever coming? I've been waiting 10 riTln-

7


