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A PAGE FOR THE LITTLEST JUNIORS 

The 

Lonsome 
Child 

I spend so 
many hours 
alone 

With my pio-
t u r e bo ok 
and Boy; 

I wonder what 
I s h a l l do 
next— 

I ' v e broken 
every toy. 

THE MAGIC HA TS 

NNETTE, Lothaire, and wee 
Roxane went walking one daj 
with their sister Belle. After 
walking until they were tired 
they came to a place where 
they saw four beautiful flower
ing plants growing in green-
painted tubs. 

''See, see! shouted Lothaire. 
"What a fine place to rest; and just enough 
seats for us all!" 

He ran ahead to get the first seat. Annette 
ran after him, shouting back, "A big one for 
you, Belle; and a small one for little Roxane!" 

So they all sat down, talking of their good 
fortune, until there happened to come by a 
photograph man with a large camera. 

"Mercy me!" exclaimed the photograph 
man. " I never before saw sneh remarkable 
hats. I must not fail to get a picture of them." 

Planting his camera on three legs he quickly 
covered his head with a large black cloth. 

"You are very rude, sir!" declared Belle. 
"O, is he going to shoot u s ! " cried wee 

Roxane. 
Scarcely had the photograph man arranged 

his camera so that he could see the picture he 
wanted to take when the four travalers arose 
and started away in haste. 

"Mercy me!" the photograph man ejacu
lated. "They walk away and leave their hats 
on the trees! There is some magic in t h ^ ! " 

Snatching up his camera, hef ran away, not 
stopping once to look back.—Holiday Maga
zine. 

ft LITTLE "YELLOW-BACK 
Little bunny "Yellow-Back*' came from the City oi 

Mexico. He lived in a large, square cage; not a little 
•wire one with a wheel, but a roomy one, where he could 
trot about to his heart's content. 

In one corner he had his little nest, made of fine dried 
grass. Every morning a clean handf nl was given him, and 
Yellow Back made his own bed, pulling the grass to pieces 
and placing it to suit his fancy. 

Such a fvnny "bunny 1 Next to the skin, for about a 
quarter of an inch, the hair was a bright yellow, the under 
part of the tail being yellow and the upper side brown. 

Every morning he was let out of the cage, and prepara
tions had to be made for a frolic, so his mistress alwavs 
put on gloves and tied a handkerchief about her neck 10 
protect the »k™ from his sharp little claws. Then bunny 
would scamper over her from head to foot, jumping and 
Bpringing in wild delight. Perhaps it was because his was 
such a comfortable home that Yellow Back never at
tempted to run away. 

Once, however, little Yellow-Back was lost, and the 
entire household mourned. The nuts which he ate—pecans 
and almonds—were kept in a box, which, at the time of 
his disappearance, was uncovered. The second morning, 
when his mistress opened the bureau drawer, she heard 
fe queer noise, and there, in one of her stockings, was Mr. 
X3unny -with about a teacupful of nuts. 

When taken out, he curled himself all up into a round 
ball, appearing as ashamed as could be for all the trouble 
he had caused; but the reason bunny had stolen the nuts 
and hidden away was because his mistress had for som«* 
reason forgotten to give him his breakfast.—The Youth's 
Companion. 

MISFIT SPECTACLES. 
I've wondered why the spectacles that help grandpa to 

read 
Should make things, when I put them on, look very queer 

indeed. 
Good reason why his spectacles for me will never do, 
For, don't you see, my eyes are brown, while grandpapa's 

are bluet 

A NOAH'S ABK THOUGHT. 
When I look at my Noah's Ark, 

I always think how good 
It is that animals all grow 

Exactly as they should. 

Just s'pose the elephant had horns! 
How awful it would be' 

He'd get his trunk all scratched and torn 
By the sharp points, you see. 

And if the zebra had no stripes 
We would not know, of course, 

If we saw one in Africa 
That it was not a horse. 

If ostriches could fly and sing, 
How different they would be. 

And yet I like them better as 
They are, it seems to me. 

WHEN THE WIND BLOWS. 
When the wind blows, 
Nobody knows 
Where the wind goes! 

When the wind blows, 
Everyone's nose 
Is as red as a rose! 

When the wind blows, 
The old rooster craws 
And defies all his foes! 

When the wind blows, 
Do you suppose 
That sea captains dozef 

When the wind blows ,, 
At night, and it snows, 
Two eyelids close— 
And ten little toes. 

—John Ernest McCann. 

FOUR TO ONE % r; 
"I'm sorry," said Mary, "it 's raining today; « 

When I want it pleasant it's always the way; 
It rains, rains, rains!" 

"Today I ean finish my book," said Dean; 
"It's the jolliest ODe I ever have seen; 

For it rains, rains, ra ingj" 

"It will fill up the swimming-hole, p'rhaps," said TedV 
" I can dive like a frog if it's over my head; 

Glad it rains, rains, rains!" 

"Today," said Herr Steuber, "my plants Ill^eet outf 
I feared they would die because oi the drought. 

Ha! it rains, rains, rains!" 

"The weatherTl be cooler, and Aunt Polly Haynea \^ 
May get over her fever," said Lou, "if it rains, *. 

If it rains, rains, rains!" 

"I'm so glad since such good can be done," 
Said Mary, her face bright as yesterday's sun, 

"That it rains, rains, rains!" 
—The Morning Star. 
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THE BABY MOON. 
I saw the little baby moon last night; 

It nestled in the sky, as if to sleep, 
Cuddled among soft clouds, to left and right; 

And, close beside, one star a watch did keep. 
"Good night, you little baby moon," said I; 

"Good night, and go to sleep." 

I saw it still and safe and tranquil there, " 
Cradled in that blue distance of the night. 

It made me smile with joy, it was so fair— 
So beautiful, so childlike and so white. 

"You dear sky sleeper," looking up, said I, 
"Good night, you little baby moon; good night." 

—St Nichol** 

HOME-MADE GRANDEUR. 
If you'd Bee grandeur up to date, why here« you know, you are; 
The Auto-Goato-Mobile of Master Bobbie Carr! —Cassell's Little Folks. 


