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Wi*th the Journal's Juniors
A Corner for the Small Person

By COUSIN CLOVER oQ

Hc prayeth wcll who loveth well
Both man and bird and. beast.

Hie praycth best who lovctb best
Ail tbings, both great and smaii;

For the dear God who iovctb us
He made and loveth ail.

CAESAR, KING EDWARD'S PETI110.

Dean Girls and Boys:
Many of your mothers and aunts and big sisters

tbink that the C,%NAIAN HOME JOURNAL, is the very
nicest magazine of its kind in the country, and we
are very giad tbat they do. Now we' are going to
bave a page for you younger ones every month,
and we hope that you too wili think it the nicest
ini tbe countny. But if it is going to be the best,
you wili have to help us to make it so.

You will notice that ounr fower is the dloyen.
Every montb it wili be at the top of the page, and
cveny month that littie verse, written by the great
I)oet Coleridge, will be there too. For the motto of
our page is going to, be kindness. Kindness to your
friends, your parents, your brothens and sisters;
kindness also to the dumb animals around you, the
horses and dogs and cats. How bright and sweet
and full of honey the flowcrs of the ciover are,
growing and blooming by ail sorts of dusty lanes
in the country and over the waste lands in the cities!
And kîndness is just like theni, and grows*bright and
beautiful cvenywbere. Truc kindness genenally in-
cludes ail other things; you wiii very seidom find a
boy or girl who is really kind and who is not brave
and truthfui and honorable as weii. t is not enough
to, be kind to those f rom whom you.expect a re-
turn, You should be kind to the veny smaiiest and
least of the living tbings around you.

And now we want to hean about youn pets.
,on who live in the country bave lots of pets,

.îorses and dogs and cbickens and coWs; you who
live in the cities bave not so many; but still we want
to hear about them ahi.

For the best letter, not longer than 400 words,
about a pet animal, or about any deed of kindness
donc to an animal, we wiii give a prize of thnee
dollars, and a prize of two dollars for the second
best. Letters should be addressed to

"Cousin Clover,"
Canadian Home Journal,

59-61 John Street, Toronto.

Tb'ey sbould be written on one side of the paper
Only, and necatniess, good writing and spelling wilh
aIl be takeni into accouint. Lettens must reach this
office by October ist. Children up to 13 years old
mnay compete. Lettens must be unaided work of
the competitor, and a certificate to this»effect must
appear on the hache of eveny etter sent in, signed
by parent, teacher, or somne other responsibie person.

Don't forget any of these things, and be sure you,
write your best. 1 hope we shail get a great many

iiicelettrs. COUSIN CLOVER"

The Giant's Plaything
L ONC, ago, gianits lived amnong the Germian anoun-

tains. Now, there was a great castie, calied
Burg Niedeche, that stood on top of the bighest

mnountain in Alsace, and here the most powerful
of the giants ived with his wife and family. 1lIe
hiad one child, a little girl named Freda.

Freda was as tai as a churcb steeple. She was
a curions cdiid, and very fond of prying about and
looking at things which shie had been told to leave
aione. She was allowed to roam ahi about the moun-
tains, and to piay ini the woods and forest, but she
was not allo'wed tes go down into the valley where
the littie people ived. tlethgrtnadpn-

These littie peasanitstildtegonadlnt

cd corn and wheat and bariev and grew the vines,
ani (lug the ditches, things thýe giants could flot do.
And the giants lived hy taking what the littie people
made. Now, it was said that the first time a peasant
found bis way up into Burg Niedeck it would be
the end of the giants. But Burg Niedeck was very
high and difficuit to reach, and no peasant had ever
thought of trying to get there.

One day Freda was piaying outside the castie
gates ini the sunshine. The valley looked so cool
and green and shady that, seeing no onie about, she
slipped down the mountain-side to find out what was
below.

Presentiy she saw in a field in which she was
standing a peasant pioughing. Hle bad two horses,
and the iron of the piough shone and glittercd.

Wîtb a cry of delight Freda kneit down.
"What a dear little thing!" she said. "l wili

take it home to play with."
Spreading out ber handkerchief, she carefully

lîfted the piough and the horses and the poor peas-
ant into the middle; then, takîng the corners in her
hand, she ran up the mountain-side, skipping and
jumping for pleasure. Her father met her at the
gate.

"Now, littie one," he said, "what is pieasing
you so?"

"Look," said Freda, spreading out ber handker-
chief, "I have found a most wonderfui new toy."
And she lifted ont the piough and the peasant.

But the old giant frowned and sbook bis head
angriiy.

"Wiîat bave you done, thoughtiess one?" he said.
"The peasant is no toy. Have you flot heard that
as soon as a peasant comes to Burg Niedeck tbere
wili be an end of the giants for ever? Take il back
instantiy to the vailey, and perhp.ps the speli wiii
flot break."

Sadiy Freda took the piough and the horses and
the peasant back and set tbemn in the cornfleld. But
it was too late. That nigbt ail the giants disappear-
cd, and in the morning the castie of Burg Niedeck
stood in ruins. And, to this day no giant bas ever
[)een seen there since-The Children's Encyclopaedia.

Sweet Potatoes
T EYwere having'the greatest fun, Vcra and

T Russeil. Did you ever make candy potatoes?
Because, if you didn't you don't know how

good they are, nor how interesting it is to sec how
many different shapes you can make and stili have
ail of tbemn look like potatoes-little ones, of course,'
sncb as fairies or midgets might grow in tbeir moon-
lit gardens. And they are good enough for faîies
or midgets-or even cbildren.

First you take two cupfuls of granulated sugar
and put it in a granite saucepan with a littie more
than haif a cupfui of water. Then you cook it
without stirring until, wben you drop a littie into
coid water, it cuddles ail together in a soft bail. t
is time to take it off the fire, then, quickly, andI
pour it gently into a soup-piate. Wben it is cool
enough so it won't burn your finger, you stir it for
two or three minutes, tilI it gets ail white and
creamy and iovely. Yvu have to fiavor it before youatmr it, tbough-a few drops of vanila makes -it nicé.
After ît is ah wwhite and creamy and lovely, you can
take it right up in your fingers and make the littie
potatoes, usÎng a woodcn toothpîck to press eyes mn
the sides, and iast of ail you roll each one in pow-
dered cinnamon. Oh, no; tbat's next to the last.
The very iast thing-and the best-is to eat them,

That was what Vera and Russell were doing, ahi
of it but tbe iast. That part was to corne later on.
They were making a good many (three cups of
sugar instead of two'), and piling thetn in cunning
littie paper cases, which they calied their peck
measures, because tbey were going to have company
to help enjoy them.

They had begged Harry to help-it's more fun
for three than two-and then Harry made such
beauties youcould hardhy tell them f rom truly ones,
only by their size. But Earry had a new book, and,
when that happened, even canidy couldn't tempt him
away fromn it. Vera begged, Russell teased, they
both scoided, but Harry read sereneiy on.

"Wý,ho cares? If yoil want to miss ail tbe fun,
you just can," declared Russell. Harry nodded,
absent-xnindediy, as if he'd knowni that before; and
Vera and Russell ran for the kitcheni.

They had fine success and no end of a good time.
At Iast every littie paper case was briniful, and
there was stili a ittie cream ief t. "'d love to eat
it, but I woii't. I'd rather pay Harry ba2ck," said
Vera, carefully sbaping a fat potato.

"So wouid I. How shall we do it?"
"Roll, these in powdered cloves and give them

to him. Those cioves are awfuily strong, and tbcy'll
bite bis tongue like cvcrything and serve him rigbt."

"Go abead, make 'cm big and cover 'cm good and
tbick, so he'ii get a bot mouthfui. No, bc won't
notice the difference in the *coor-niot wbiie he's
reading."

A f ew minutes later two innocent faces pecred
through the sitting-room door, and two meek chîl-
dren waiked quietiy in.

"Here is some candy for you, Harry. We want
you to sec if it's ail right,"ý Russell said, holding
out a giass dîsh.

"Tbanks awfuily." The readcr reached for a
potato, ate it, reacbed for anotber, and still another
before be said, " They'rc prime, kids. Neyer ate any
better. Clove is my favorite spice, beats cinnamon
forty ways. How'd you happen to tbink of it ?"

Vera iooked soberly at Russell and Russel iooked
sadly' back. Where had the joke come in? Ail the
ieftover gone, and Harry still unpunished. Sudden-
ly "«Treasure Island" went down witb a bang.
"You're a good pair of kids to fix these up speciaiiy
for me when I wouidn't play fair. I'm downright
ashamed of myself. Comne on, PLl make yott some
sea-foam tbat'Il melt in your mouth."

0f course, they owned up after that, but tbey
go their sea-foam just the same; and, wben. it came
time to eat the candy potatocs, Harry sprinkled
cvery one of his with powdercd'cioves.-ELabeth
Price, in Sundayv School Times.

Lullaby of the Iroquois
BY E. PAULINE JOHINSON.

Little brown baby-bird, iapped in your ncst,
W'rapped in your nest,

Sýtrapped in your nest,. our straigbt littie cradie-board rocks you to rest;
Its bands are your nest,
Its bands are your nest;
Lt swings f rom tbe down-bending branch of the

oak;
You watch tbe camp-fire and the curling grey smokc;
But, oh, for your pretty black eyes si eep is best-
Little brown baby of mine, go to rest.

Little brown l'aby-bird swinging to sieep,
Winging to sleep,
Singing to sieep,
Your wonder-biack eyes that so wide open keep,
Sbieidincg tbeir sieep,
Unyielding to sleep,
Tbe heron is boming, the ployer is stilI,
The nigbt-owi cails from bis baunt on the bill,
Afar the fox barks, afar the stars peep-
Little brown baby of mine, go to sleep.

Reproduced by courtesy of Geo. N. Morang &
Co., publishers of "Canadian Born."

A JoIIy Birthday Group
T LEcbiidren we show you in the pbotograpb onT this page are having .iust the merriest kind of
birthday party. TLhe clotheslines in the back-

yard bave been cleveriy draped with linen, so as to

A JOIY SIRTIIDAY G1IWUP.

form a white canopy, and decorations of varions
bigbit-colored festoons, interspersed with ianterns,
make it a very pretty scepe, like a bit of Christmas
in the suimmertime. Perhaps somne of our smal
readers would like to have just sucb a gathering
when their birtbdays corne round.


