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OTH prize stories go to the Red team this week and the Blus team I8

going to have to hurry or It will get beaten in the present conteal.
The Red side |8 several stories ahead, having thirteen prize winners,

white the PIus side had but seven.

Gall Howard of Omaha, our

Pisy Beo queen, is captain of ihe Blue tenm and Albert Goldberg of
Shenanddal, Ia., our king, I8 captain of the Red side.

Ever so many of our boys and girle write of better acquaintance ps well
as a'great deal of fun resulting from the postal card exchange. Some of the
Busy Bees are exchanging 1étters as well as cards and all are enjoying this

new department.

The edchange so far includes the names of Juanita Innes,

2768 Fort street, Omaha; Marguerite Bartholomer, Gothenburg, Neb.; Loulse
Hahn, Diévid Olty, Neb.; Vera Cheney, Creighton, Neb,; Faye Wright, Fifth
and Belle streets, Fremont, Neb.; Ruth Ashby, Fairmont, Neb.; Maurice John-

som, 16827 Loocust street, Omahi;

Lotta Woolle; Pawnee
Pauline Parks, York, Neb.; loulse Stiles, Lyons, Neb,;

City, Neb.; Mise
Hulda Lundberg,

Fremont, Neb.; Hdna Eads; Stanton, Neb., and Allce Grassmeyer, Lincoln, Neb.

The prise winners this week are Alpha Fleld, aged 11 years, Omaha, Neh,,
and Mary Day, dged 12 years, 1843 Franklin street, Omoaha. Honerary men-,

tion was given to Miss Ruth Ashby.

\

An gnusually large mamber of stories wers sent In this week and the

editor was very much plsased to find

how elosely all of the roles had been

observed. One story, however, sounded decidedly “bookish,” and as it was
not marked “original"™ it was not even considered {n compatition for a prize. It
is too bad to loss & prive this way, but this particular rule has been so con-
stantly repeated that I must now be enforced.

Little Johnny at Bottom of the Sea

By Moud Walker.

B JOHNNY PERKING wa»
the son of & fNsparmen  and
Hved away down in Florida. His
home was & rude affair made
from old spars, ship's timber

- and other odd lumber that was
foung noatihg as driftwood In the bay after
storms at sea.

Johnuy's mothor spent her days making
end mending nets and keeping her house
in order, while Johnny's father spent most
of his time In the Gulf of Mexico fishing
for red-snapper. That particalar kind of
fMsh alwayn brought a good price st ths
fish houses om the whar!, and Johuny's
father usually brought M & goed pull
avery time be came fromn & fishing expedi-
tion.

When Johnny was ® weats ol he bo-
#an planning to follow the fshing trade,
but his mother objected te her Iitila son's
wolng to mea till he showld be old encugh
to brave the Lempests asd snfdure Lhe ex-
vosure of cold « ) dumpness. Indeed, the
good woman knew too well the perils of
tho great deop, for many and many were
the nights she walted and watohed for the
return of her husband's boal, bullding a
bonfire on the sandy beach to gulde him
in the darknesn. Amnd many and many a
time she maw’ with fearing heart (he
waves Leatl high, deiving the frall flsher-
Losts out to st Where many of them
were lost. But alwuys her husband came
home, no mwatter how great his peril, for
he declared that he was & lucky fis' srman
and would never be caught in Davy Jones'
locker.

After a Ashing expedition, which usu-
ally lasted soveral deys, Johumy's father
would remaln at home for » week, siiting
in the shade of the house vesting and
amoking his pipe and relsting to Johnny
stories of the sea. And other fisher folk
would come In to wpend an heur In the
evening when Johnny's father wss at
liome, for overy ope knew him for a good-
hearted, cordial soul who was ever ready
with lsugh and story, )

And so the months passed by, some of
the time apent by Johnny snd his mother
in terrible anxiety and suspénse when the
tather and husband was away, and other
timea spent In simple domestio billss when
o was at home =afe and sound with a
nies roll of money Ik his pocket as the re.
sult of & good catch of red-smapper.

But all this time Johnuy was becomhmg
impatient to go to sea, He begged his
father to take him every time he took his
boal — the Captain Perkins — out] - but
each time the fond father would shake
hils grizsied head snd may: "‘Not yet my
Inddie. Walt 1l you are sronger of arm
and leg and stouter of haart and Ormer
of nerve. The old gulf al‘'t no plage for
a little shaver. Old Davy Jonss might
lay hands os you, snd ence In hin clutches
you'd fAnd yourself In his Jocker next,
No-0-0, just you walt awhile. Besides

' I'm laying away a bit tewards making a

scholar and & gpentsman out'n you. What
It yer dad |s Just pisin Jim Perkine, the
Nuherman; ‘thin't no slgn you have to fel-
low the same trade. Nope, Johnny Per-
kins shall fsh for bigger Oah than red-
snapper; I'll wareant.”

But Johnny esid nothing In reply. He
kept on longing and longihg to go to sea,
8o, one day Just after his father bhad sot
the salls of “Captam Perkins” to the
breess and wamt lke s white-winged bird
ever the beautiful waves that dancsd so
mérrily in the sunlight, Johnny procseded
to oarry Inte affect & plan which had boen
forming for days and nights In hls child-
b Lrain, Near to his father's little dock
was another ons beleuging le old "ucle”
Tim Whalen, and there old "Uncle” Tim'a
boat, the Nancy Lees, was tled up wali-

Ing for old "Uncke” Tim o sturi to ses,
for he, like Jim Perking, woas a fsherman.
When no ons wus sbout Tim's dock Johnay
erept into the lttle ocabin of the Nanowy
La#, hiding himsell behind the prowvision
box and cevering himself with & great
plece of tarpaulin. Then ve wulted,

An hour or more must have passed, and
sl old “Tnole” Tim dld not come to wet
the wsalls of the Nancy Los. Little
Johnny could not quite understand why
he delayed his going to wea, for the tide
was right for starting and the day as
fine &8 It could pownibly be. And all that
morning old Tim, assisted by his good
wife, had been busy provisloning the boat
for a two waeeks' fishing expedition. The
fishermen always put in enough food te
run them two or thres weeks In cass of
emorgenay, though they mrely remained
out ut seh longér than four or RBve duys
at & timie

As Tthe foremoon worsa away little
Johnny betama slespy, lying thera in the
anug, olese little cabin and covered by
the tarpaulin, e, closing . his a&yes Le
was about o indulge In a nap when of &
sudden the boat started without another

than Johnny and without s
safls being wset. Johnny marvelled at this;
but fearing that shelld he appesr outside
the cabin he would be moctumed by the
bont's awner of having set it going and
deolded to remaln In his snug corner,

On and on he swiled, going ot & great
rate over the dancing water. Johany
could hear those on the shore ehouting
and oalling out to old “Unole” Tim that
his Nancy Leo was drifting out to sea;

=

The Pea.

ThelPewee.

To tell the Pewee §yom the Pea,
Requires sreal per-spi-cac-ily.

Here in the

pod we see the Pea’,
While perched close hy

1s Lthe Pewes;

The Pea he hears the Pewee peep,
While Pewee sees the wee Pea weep.

There Il be bul liftle Time {o see,
How Pewee diffevs yvom the Pea.

but what good would all that i
Thers wasn't another bost in dock that
cotld travel as fast as the Nangy Lee
when it was golng et fts usual speed,
and @t lin present speed none could hope to
even keep [t In wight.

Now, ths reader may be somewhat sur-
prised that Johnny did not feel any fear
~drifting away out (o ses In ® boat of
which he kpew nothing., Often he had
gone on short salls with his father In thée
Captaln Porkine, and had somo notion of
how to manage It. But the Nancy Lea
wap & different sort of beat—larger and
better then the Cuptaln Perkine—am] wan
managsed on different Mnes. Bo Johnny
was golng out Into the great rolllng gulf
In & bomt of which he was wholly lgnor-
ant. To be sure, ite salls were not sst
and (L was doubtiess fust drifting before
The wind.

While Johnny lay meditallng upon his
novel experiomos. not wondering how he
wis Lo get oo land aguin, but wondering
what he showld ses sfter ho lad gotten
beyond the night of land, the tarpaulin
‘was ralded from his face and the strangent

 Jooking old man stoed peering down luto

hie ayes.

“Oh; 've gol you now, young man.” said
this remarkable individual. “You are going
with mie te the battom of the sox very
shortly."

“Who are you, and how did you get
aboard this boat?' asked Johany, now
sitting up and showing his surprise at the
presenca of the stranger, '

“My pame's Davy Jones. The sea-going
folk fear me as & bad boy fears the darh.
And It {s not always so easy to catch a
fellow an it has been to cateh you. 1 saw
You oresp into the boat and knew that you
meant (o disobey your parents and mo to
st4 In direct opposition to thelr winhes.
80, says T to myself, old Davy, there's
one for you, Get him and clap him Into
your locker at the bottom of the sen.

For the first time In his Nee Johnny felt
really frightemed. Ol0 Davy Jones! And
right there In possession of the boat! And
going to take him—Johnny Pekins—to the
bottom of the Sen, where he would Im.
prison Lim lo the wide-faunod lookoer wilch
Johuny kpew mesnt a SoMu.

“Oh, sir, pletse 40 not hasm mo!"' walled
Jolinny Implovingty. I Wil go homa to
my mother and DAver, o mever, run away
(o sea ugain, Just please don't take mo to
the bottom of the ses. My father is Jim
Porking, the Lest-hearted snd Tuckiost
tsherman along the Florida coust.'

“Thet's just the reason why U'm polng
o take you down to the bottom of Lhe
e laughed Devy Jomes “Your fathor
boars & charmed itfe. Wind and waves
and old Davy Jouss are defled by NLbm

do? |

m“h vg&mbmmm
Address all communisations to

(First Prise)
Harry's Bugaboo

By Alpha Meld, Aged 11 Years, Omahas,
Neb, Red,

Hart'y Wilson lived with his father and
maother on & farm and, belng a coun-
Uy boy, was & brave [littln fellow. Ones
evening, whon his mother asked him W0 go
on an errand to oene of the nelghbor's, he
slarted off twavely and chesrfully, mi-
though It was almost sundown.

He waa kept longer than he had ex-
pected. It wus dark whoen he Maried
toward home. The country road looked
dark and gueer and startled him a lttle,
But he whistled and looked toward home.

When he had gone about half way home
he thought be saw a bugaboo, In a fleld
he saw @& fOgure that looked wery much
Hke the glants which falry books tel]l about,
How Harry 41d run toward hig homa!
When he got ther® hie won shaking like n
leaf and he told his father he had seen o
bugaboa, .

Mr. Wilson sald there was no such thing
A & bugabbo.

He went with Harry to shew him what
{t was, and lsughed Leartily St HHorry's
bugaboo,

“IUe only & Jacko'lantdrn seld Mr,
Wilson
Harry found that it was ooly a large

pumpkin, with s mouth, & nose and eves
cut In it, with n osodle inside.

(Beocgnd Prize.)

The Children's Parade
By Mary Day, Aged 12 Years, 8842 Franklin
Btreet, Omaha. Red,
How dlligenily

the cohildren worked!

Many times wera sald, ““Wouldn't this
look better?" “What era they guing Lo
do?" *“Have a purade.”

The children are In the barn dressing,
when a lttle gir] brings 4 ¢eow's tall which
was to bo used as halr for Santa Claus
When all are ready the leader calls out,
“Order!” Qulck as a flash, they were In
Une like wo many soldiers, regardiesa of
hats falllng off and stumbles,

On they go.

First comes a float named “Dolls’ and
trimmed with much Jdiffeulty with soma
o bunting and leaves. In It sat sowme
dolla, four In number, badly shaken by
the bumps over rough sidewnlils.

Next In the grand procession came &
girl dressed up us Banta Claus, with the
cow's tall fastensd In her hat, beating two
tins together. "The more nolse, the bettar,”
Is called, from the leader. Once more she
resumes her tasks.

And stlll another; thia 8 a tricyole
trimmed with pink orepe paper.

And yet anolher. "Oh, myl”™ A little

girl with & triangle, and she & boating,
too, "That makes me think of school,
Allea™

Here comes another. A wagon with a
littls boy In It, bravely” waving his flags.
The horse wes his brother, And after,
him eomes & Mitle girl blowing on & ffe,
ns though she were the Pled Plper. Bhe
oould only play two notes, but that 414
not matter,

And last of all In this grand procession
comes a fioal named “Paradise,” and on It
ware two arches teimmed In white. On
it lay a doll. ar though dead, and at her
foet two little dolle

Bpeagtntors watohed from avery window.
children followed and cllmbed tress and
polen. Up one street and down the other
went the parade, Never was a day
more remembered than the grand proces-
son of Walnut hil,

(Honorary Mention.)

The F. 8. Hallowe'en

Ry Ruthh Ashby, Awed "% Years, Falrmont,
Nob. Blue.

"Olcle,”" suld the president of the P, 8,
olup, “It's up to us to Ao something Hal-
lows'an, Just think of the things boys did
Iast year. Can't any of you think of some-
thing to da?

The room was very wtill, them & hand
went up. 0, Marjoriam, I've a dandy
plan.” The girls put their hoeads toge!her
and began talking in low tones, Just then

But now that I have my hold of his son I
meafh to keep 1. Ho, prepare o »es the
myslerics of the botiom of the sea, and at
onhoe, my lad."”

A3 the old manh spoke thers was tle
sound of rusliing waves and the Naney Lea
began to rook and pMeh furfously. Johnny
bogan to tremible with fesar and to wish
with all kis bheart that he were ssfe st
homa with hin mother. Just as he was
about 10 Implore OM Davy Jones sgeln Lo
save him the bhoat gave o sudden daip and
shot like an srrow inte the sea, AIviding
the waters and making s siraight path to
the very bottom. {

Johuny eas digey from the gquick descent
and could hardly speak when at lust the
Boat stopped om the sandy botfom of the
Fulf. Then guaping. he turned to old Davy
Jonea, who was looking st him with a
sardonle grin on his umly Pece,  *“Oh, sir.
what are you going to a0 with me gow?
Johany asked. I fee! s0 amothired with
&ll this water over me that 1 fesl | whall
die unless you let me go 0 the Lop again
O, oh! Asd Johmny gurgled and gasped,
wtroggling for breath.

“Abh, hore you &re, you youdy rascal'’
And a strong hadd teok hold of Jewnny,
Uifing htin from lis reclioing  positisa.
And then Jolmny opened his wyes and-
chught his broath et the mume mement. To
bls amazement he heheld the weatherbenton
face of old "Usele™ Tim bending . over him.
“How come you In here, you young run-
away?' asked "Uscle” Tim “‘Your mother
has beeti bare daffy about you und has the
whole town out searching That's why [
Qelayed sturtiog out with the boat half an

-

hour ago, ['ve boen helping to search for
you. Come, git out'n here and go and tell
your mother you're safe and sound on dry
laud, She thouaht old Davy Jones had got
you sure,''

"Well," and Johnny rubbed hasd his eyen
to make sure this was nat a happy dreain,
I gucas old Davy Jones dld piretty neay
git me, Uncle Tim. But it 1 khow miyeelf
'l pever, never 0 to sou again. Newver,"

“W'y. you foolish youngster, vou haven't
been to wea yeo," laughed “Unele’” Tim,
Walt till you get & real taste of It; then
You may k"

C“What T sald Johany, showing nome sur-
priee, for ms yet he wia oot sure that he
had not been In the botiom of the gulf,
“do you oull going te the hotiom of he
st pothing? Well, I've hean thore and
talked with old Davy Jones, and he's &
ighty daugerous persn, oo, 1 can tail
you.™

“Oh, none of your spluning eeva yarns st
your age,” sald “Uipcle”™ The. “Hut git
oul of here ['m for getiing off o sen
Theére otiues 1y partner pow. Hun with
oll yout legw snd tell your mother ahv's god
You o fesd and fuss over for another
while,

And Jehnuy, glad (o the vore of Ly heart
that e wia once more on dry land, and
50 mon to run Ino g dear snxious
mother's arme, skipped off with all his
dght towsard hie Lome, declariag under
his beeath: “FlU go to schesl and become
a scholar.” 1"l never, never go Lo sa. As
sure A3 my naoe's Johny Perking, old Davy
Jooes would get we If I 4i4,"

EESOHEIR

Mre. Hart came In with chocolats and
Cake, "0, Mrs. Hart, do sit doyn and hear
our plas for Hallows'sn'' Mfs. Mart sat
down and listened.

These were all nice givis from about 12
to M. They had organived a club eniled the
Flower Sisiers, Marjory Hatt wes proal-
deat. They called hor Marjoriam. ‘U'hen
thete were Rose, Viclet, Lily and many
others. Rosw's real neme was Hosalyn;
Lily's was Lilllan and Viclet's was Violot

On Hallowe'en the boys wers all seen
¥olng Inte Mry, Hart's home. ‘Chey all car-
ried a bug or buhdle. At the door M
Hart et them, When they were all there
Mre) Hart sald: “"Hoys, don't vou 1think
It would be nirs o talke the things you
broughit and distethute tham sround to puor
wople? Now Grandfather Hoyt s afrald
that you will do something 1o lls property.
Now don't you think that ws had betler
lenve thiose things you want at peaple's
doors 7"

The boys all agrosd
Tha mothers of the giels of the ¥ 8
arl muny of the mothers of the boys were
there. They went out together.

A large pumpkin ple was Joft @l Grand-
father HoyUns deor, & onlke and a ohloken
were loft ut Widow Brown's and hier wood
was also chopperd and oarried info  the
wood house  About § o'elock they finfshed
mnd wll ndourned te Mrs, Hart's hore
They plared gamen, wts applea and puviig-

kKip ple, - cake and many other daintles
Then 1L was Lime 1o go and all of the bhoys
agreed that 1L wan o vory happy evening.

“Next your wo'll put our money togcthor
and get Mra. Brown a lond of oconl,'” sald
they, ""Wo'll call this the F. B Hal-
lowe'en. ™

The Lost Ring ;

By Agnep Lundberg, Aged ¥ Yenrs, M6
South I Stroel, Fremont Neb, Bloe.

Murriot Larsoy wos n glr! of 10 years,
Bhe had just celebrated her Dbirthday,
She recelved many presents from her
friendn. The one whe liked best was lier
Buld ring sst with & dlamond valued at
£60, She wanted to wear It to schuol,
but her mother would not let her.

Well, one day her mother was noil at
heme, wo Harrlet took her ring, put it on
her finger and sald, “1 will wear it; what
Is the use of saving 1t Theo she ran
out to her friends andd showed thom.
They wil played many games. Then one
of the girie sald, "Let us rake up leaves
and when we have a Mgh heap let's jump
on them."

“Oh, yen, that will be fun,” sald Har-
tiet. EHo they began raking up leaves.
When they were jumping on them ar-
ot eérisd “oot. “Oh. girls, I've lowt my
ring, plense halp me find 1L"

They all searched for it, but could hot
find #£. Then they went home. Harriet
told her mother tha flret thing. Har
mother and father were angry at this and
nent her to bed,

That same night Harriet dreamed that
her ring lay under a leaf about four feet
from their porch. At this she awoke and
wondered if It was true. As mpon us it
was morning she got up, dressod and want
out, went up to the leaf and ploked |8
up, and there wus the gold ring. 8he
took It and ran to her mother, maying,
“l found my ring right under this Jeaf,
Oh, goody, goody.” Harrlet thought 't
was the falries that gave her that dreaw.

I lmagine how glad she was when ah.
found I
A Spider and a Fly

By Mary Engl., Aged 12 Years, 189 Bouth
Eighteenth Strest, Omnaha, Neb, Blue.

Thera was once a young prince who said
that, if he had the power, he would drive
all the spiders apd flles out of the world
One day dfter a groat fight this prinoe had
‘to hide from hie foos, He ran into o wood,
and thers under a tres, ne luy down and
foll asleep. A bad man =aw him. He
drew Lis aword, and cropt up toward him
He sprang to hls feet and the man ran
off. That night the prince hid himself in
A cave in Lthe sume wood. In the night »
splder wove her web mcross the mouth of
the cave. Two “men, who weps hunting
for the prince. that they might kill him,
pasgssd by the cuve In the morning, and
the printe heard what ther sald, “Look.'
cried one of them, “he must be hid in this
cave” “No,” sald thoe other, “that cannot
ba, for If he had gone In there he would
hars brofled down that spider's web.”
And so the men went on and did not walt
to look In the cave. Anm ®moon as they wore
out of slght, the prince thought how his
life had been saved—one day by a fly and
the next day by & spider.

Dorathy’s Burglar
By Vera (Cheney, Aged 13 Years Creigliton,
Nab.
Dorathy Flake was to stay mlone that
night All glone with her lHitle sinter
Jogsle, who was 4 yeara old. Thisn wos

the fOrat night she had ever stayed awlone.

Mr. and Mra Flake were golng to the
OpaTR.
The evenlng passed slowly away hy

Dorathy reading and Jessle playing with
her Teddy bear. At last bedtime came
Jesnle wus put Lo bed, then Durathy went
to bed, Jessle way asloop and Dorathy
Was about to sleep when a stealthy fool-
etep was heard on  the front  steps.
Dorathy’'s heart beat fast an she walted
for the knoek, but Instend she hoard the
gTinding of something. ‘Then the opening
and shutting of the door., HEhe dHd pnoet
hear anyihing fopf about flve minutes afler
that, Then, a8 she had fdared. o slep
wWus heard on the sialrs. ‘I'he thought of
burglare mads her shiver. She remembored
that the stalrears war o winding one, and
It would take Lthe burglar a long tine o
come up. Bhe grabbed Jeesle and gol under
the bed.

The burgler reached the top and looked
In thelr room. He thought they were In
bed. Them he wetit Into Mr. and Mrs.
Flake's room and teok all their jowelry
He came into the chilldran’s room snd went
to the bed. He lntended o steal Jessle
"Ther bave gotten up' he sald gruMy,
Fle then began to look for them. Jessle,
wha had been dreaming, began to ory. The
burglar, startled by the ery. turned around
quickly. then lIooked under the bed, "Come
oul, you rascals, ' ha suld, grabblng Jessle

“Ob. plesse deof't  take her cried
Dorathy “*Take my damond ving In my
drawer.” e put dowe Jeasie and went (o
the drawer Dorathy grabbed her futhor's
sun and shot. The burglar dropped every-
lhing amd ran dovn wiairs and oul the

dooy. Just theo Mr. and Mrs., Flake came
and askied whoe that was. Dorathy told
them. They pralsed hor very highly far

maving Jeasic. Her mother fainied, but oo
chae e, and the frst thing she sald was
“1 wil] nover leave you awlone dgnin'' And
whe dldn't.

The Surprise Party
By Muargurrite Mﬂm: w I! Years,

Helen's mother told her thiat ahe could
not have a party oa her birthdey, so Helen
enly sxpecied & fow prosents and ahe did

e e ————— e ———
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Remarkable Tropical Birds

Two curfonsly remnikabie birds are the
Umbrella-bird and the Hell-bird. The for-
mar in found alone thoe upper Amastn
river and has 18 home In the Highest tree-
tops.  Ita food consiste of wild frults and
bervies, 10 derives {ls name from M pas
cullnr head-dress in the ahapa of & large,
flat-topped. slightly drooping crest of soft
feathers ihat compietely pshade lis face.
From ity throat a long lappet of feathera
drope nenrly to ils fest

The Bell-bird, whose name doubiiesn
arisen from s bell-like note (though soms
say [ts note wounds 'uranlﬁy llke tha
sound of a blackemith's hinmmer on the
anvil, sharp and Yinglag clears, I8 & moat
ntaresting bird to study
spocton of the Bell-bird,
limye snow whita featliered
naked facen of & vivid color. A curlous
gristle-growth, or formation, thinly cov-
ered with foathers, hungs (rom the bird's
forehend, and during tUmes of excitoment
this penduloun growth rises atiffly ereot as
ia abhown In the sccompanying pleture,

There are four
of which

nnles  with

1t hree

not dress up as she thought It would bhe
of no use, Bbut in the evening her molher
wudd, “Heleni, we Wil go ovVer to Aunl
Nellle's, »e run upstiirs and put on your
pink silk dress.” Heltn ran upsiairs to

her room and changed her dress, She then
came downslalrs and walted for bher
mather,

Budderily the door opened and a crowd
of boys and girls rushed into the room,
Helen was so surprised that she ran back
and turned very white. After that they
played gamos and ate a light luneh and
then wenl home. They all suid they had
had a delightful time.

The Brave Boy's Reward
By Richard Daugherty, Aged
Kearney, Neh. Blue,

“Bhine yer boots? cried & boy of aboul
10 years old, but nobody would listen te
him.

Coming down the strest was & tall man
of about 40 years of age. “Bhine yeor
boots?’ The man lpoked at his shoes and
snld, “Yes, I will take a shine, How gwuch
I LY and he walked up the sireet after
paying the boy,

It waa about 4 o'clock In the wfterncon
when he turned down a residence street.
After lie had gone = Nitle way, the boy
saw & strect ear coming, In front of |t
was & ohild playing with its Teddy bear.
He run in front of the car, grabbed the
child by the arm and started to run off the
triok, but e was too Inte. The car caught
his leg. He dropped the ohlld and gave
a whriek of pain. A man picked him up
and nid him on the grass.

Just then the tall man came around the
cerner. ¢

“What is the matter?' he asked,

12 Yeours,

Y )

“This bay saved the ohild from Boing
run over by tha onrr.'’ k

“Why, that s Uie Boy that blacked my
boots this morning, and the boy saved s
my son.'*

He took them both in {he house and got
a doator. Thoy found the boy's name wns
Ppul Jones. They put him In & nice bed
and gave him s home (orever.

The Runaway Bab)

By Mabel Witt, Aged 1% Yeurs, Henning-
ton, Neb., HRlue
Little Marie Robertson was & very smail

girl, who lived with her parents In a
largs elty. Ona day, her mamma belig
very btusy, she was left to play In he

vard. Bhe thought It very eruvel that sha
was not allowed to go outklde alone when
ahe wigshed so mudh to ses the buxy oeos
ple in the atrects, She thought she migot
0 and return bafors she would be milssl,
but she wandersd wo far fhat abe did oot
know which way to go to return to hoer
father's hotuse,

Her mamma by this time missed her
baby and began to semrch for her without
sucoess. Bhe was very much slarmed and
telephioned her Lusband, who at
started for home. In the mesntime, Maris
met a pollceman. He saw sghe was lost
and questioned her ns o what ber nama
wns and where she was golug,

But she did not know that she had a
name other than Marie and she wanted
to. find her papa. The pollosman then
took her w, the station house, whers he
walted for Inguiries for the child, whioh
was not long, and Marie woas soon re-
turned to hor dear mother und she vol-
unteered never to venturs outside the gute
aguin unless sccompanied by her mamme

ool

Pussy

Got Left

Pussy, In the corner
f the great big house,
Pussy In the comer,
Watching for & mouse,

Hole quite close to Pussy,
Hole s0 small and dark:

Not a ray of light there,
No, not & eingle spark.

Pussy walts and listens;
Hark! What's that she heara?

Semething in the hols moves!
It catches Pussy's esrs

Boft she creeps up oloser,
For on the other side
Of the tiny dark hole
A little mouse doas hids.

/’
But she mees Mise Pumy,
And says, “Oh, dear! Oh, dear!
Bo long as she s calling
I shiall stay right bhore.”
- =

Prattle of the Youngsters

Little Elmor—Mamma. piease glve me
another Jlump of sugar for my ooffee, I
dropped mine.

Mammue—Whera did you drop 1L, dear?

Little Elmer—1 dropped It—er—in my
coffee

One morning Uncle Bob was enguged
in shaving himsell, and his small ncpnaw
war An interestéd spectator

“*Clarence,” wmald his unole,
want me to dhave you, too?™

“No, unecie repllcd the Mitle fellow
“My whiskers aln't ripe yet.

"don't you

“What lttie boy can t+ll ms the 447
ferenve belwoeen the ‘gulek” and the
"dend’'t™ ssked tlie Sunday-echool teasher

Willle waved
“Well, Willie?
“Pleass, ma'am, the

hin hand frantieally,

yuick' are the ones

that get out of the Wiy of automobilesy
the ones (st don't are the ‘dend’ ™
—

Cepsus man—Now, little boy, run up-
Etulrs Bod tell your mother I forgot to
ask her whoen your baby brother was hern.

Little Boy—#he doesn't know, slr. She
Wad away on & visit,

Little Gerald had fust bean placed In the
chair of a bald-headed Larbor, d

“Well, my |Hte man,” said ths barber,
"how would you litke your halr autr

"Well,” replied Gerald, “you may out it
like yours if that's the style.

Mother—Is it true that lu my absonte you
huve besn swearing?

Ldttle Willle—=Yon, ma'ami T heard yon
tell pa you'd allow no man te swear in
your presenes

Illustrated Rebus
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