HAPPY NEW YEAR to everr one of the Busy Bees, The editor
Is very sure that all had a Merry Christmas and a busy one, too,
for only three stories havas come in this week. But, of courss,

everyone has many things to do Christmas week,

We have pleaty

of storles, however, a8 so many have been pent in recently that
all could not be used and we are just beginning to get to the last of them.

This week we begln a new year.

The editor i very proud of the boys

and girle who contribute to our page, but let us seea If woe cannot make
n record this new year and not a single one of us fail to comply with all

the rules of our story writing contest.

The first prize for the best original story this week was awarded to
Emma Kostal, aged 14 years, of South Omaha; second prise to Ruby G.
Denny, aged 11 years, Casper, Wyo., and honorary mentlon was given to
Vivs V. Shabata, aged 12 years, of Wilber, Neb,

Each week new names are belng added to the postal card exchange and

the st now Includes:
strest, Bouth Omaha;

Clara Miller,

Florence Pettljohn,

Utiea, Neb.; Emma Kostal,

Long Pine, Neb.; Ethel

1618 O
Reed,

Fremont, Neb,; Madge L. Danlels, Ord, Neb.; Irene Reynolds, Little Sloux,
Ia.; Alta Wilken, Waco, Neb.; Allce Temple, Lexington, Neb.; BEunlce Bode,
Falls City, Neb,; Jean De Long, Alnsworth, Neb,; Mildred Robertson, Mauilla,
In.; Loulee Reebe, 2609 North Nineteenth avenue, Omaha; Gall Howard,
4722 Capitol avenue, Omaha; Bdna Behling, York, Neb.: Hstslle McDonald,

Lyons, Neb.; Juanita Innes,

2769 Fort
tholomer, Gothenburg, Neb.; Louls Hahn, David City; Neb,;

stroet, Marguerite Bar-

Yera Cheney,

Omahu;

Crelghton, Neb,; Fay Wright, Fifth and Belle streets, Fremont, Neb.; Ruth
Ashby, Falrmonth, Neb.: Maurice Johnson, 1627 Locust street, Omaha: Lotta

Woodd, Pawnee tflt_y. Neb.; Miss Pauline Parks, York, Neb,;
Lyous, Néb.; Hulds Lundberg, Fremont, Neb.;
Allce Grassmeyér, 15646 C streef, Lincoln, Neb.

Loulse Stlles,
Edna BEnis, Stanton, Neb.;

Buddy's Exciting New Year's Eve

By Leonis Oollister.

T WAB New Year's eve, and a
finrk and stormy one. The kind
of night when the wind clutches
the casement In Ite giant fingers
and rattles It as though mome
demon of the darkness were

abroad superintending the work, Tha snow
fell heavily, piling up great drifts wherever
an obstacle came In its way, And It flled
the window lodges and levelsd the porch
wteps at the home of the Weatherbys,

Inside the Weatherby houss the gloom
of the night was very little loss than with-
out. True, a bright fire crackied In the
big, black ecooking rangs In the cheerful
kitchen, and the rays from a well kept
korasene lamp penetrated to the despast
corners of the room, which & mors uncer-
tain lght would have transformed Into
caverns peopled with such wild animals and
Eoblins as only a night of storm and lone-
lnews could bring forth,

A very disconsolate and frightened little
creature sat shivering in the cheering heat
from the blg range, out of whoss oven
camea the dellclous odor of roasting fowl,
filled with sage-flavored dressing and swim-
ming in rich gravy.

Buddy Weatherby by name, and alone,
was the shivering and silent little creature,
And his nostrila had long since consed to
Bniff at the appetizing avening dinner cook-
Ing In the oven. Half an hour earller—
when the clock was striking the hour of
five—Huddy was In the midst of real happl-
neps. With his mamma he had discussed
the probability of his father'’s return that
night in time for the New Yoar's foast,
But mamma had begun to fear that the
absent one might be detalned from home
over night, as Me storm had set In early
that afternoon and might have prevented
his starting from the town, whither he had
been obliged to go on business that morne
Ing. But even though this disappolntment
had been feared, Buddy had boen very comn.
tent in his dear mamma's company. While
the fat fowl baked in the oven she had
put beside Buddy, reading to him from »
book of strange and wondrous tales, ‘'The
story choseén by Buddy was one of & young
prince in a dense forest filled with gobline
and dragons, Buddy knew the story almost
by heart, and was preparing to suffer
shaking knees mnd chattering teeth at a
cartaln thrilling point when of a sudden
mamma's volce was interrupted by a quick
knock at the door, In danother minute
Buddy's cousin, Kitty Marshall, came into
the room, arusted over with snow and look-
Ing like n storm sprite,

“Oh, Aunt Myrtle,” orled Kitty, “mamma
has been takon quite 1. Can't you come
right away and do something for her? Papa
basn’t come home yet and I'm alone with
her,"

Mrs. Weatherby, with a few hurried
words of encourngement to Puddy, put en
hood nnd clonk and departed with hay
little nlece to the sfckbed of her sister,
“I'll not be long away. honey.” she had
ealled (o Buddy as she quickiy closed the
door behind her.

For & minuts—which to Buddy was an
hour—hs remained In his litle chalr by the
stove. Thon fear selzod his heart, and b
erapt Lo the door, locking It securely and
putting the key in his poocket. Al, now he
was safe. Bul no—the wind rattled at the
lateh and the thousand and one tervors of
the storm and darkness besat him.

Thaen he felt that he must do something
to pans away the time, and got a big, red
apple, which he munchad onp gloomily. But
though apples always testsd o good Lo Llm
&5 he mat by the fire of eveninga, this ona
potmed 1o have lost its flavor. He threw
the uneusten part on the heartll, and Look

the book from the table and bogan turning
the leaves, hunting for the pletures. There
Was the youthful prince—the one whom
mamma had just been reading about—In
courageous encounier with a sirange orefe
ture of the forest. (You eee, Buddy wan &
little chap, and could not read the text, but
could read the storles from the pleturass),
For a few minutes he followed the youth=
ful prince of adventure; but this only
sorved to Increase hls fear. True, the ple-
tures wore of strange beasts and people
of the forest; but might not they be found
in the copse at the foot of the hill, & quar-
ter of & mile disiant? On dark nights,
when he walked with his father past the
patch of wood and dense undergrowth, he
he feit sure that he heard strange nolses
lasuing forth from thelr depths, But at
such times he felt brave, for the big, ntrong
fether was with him, holding his lttle
chubby hand. Bosides that, his papa al-
Wayp carrled the lantern, the light of which
was such a protection agalnst the dangers
of the wood.

Oh, if that big father werp only here
now!

Listen|

Every muscle In Buddy's already tense
body stiffened to the aracking point; evary
drop of blood seemed to go out of his
heart, and he could not move or speal.
He felt like one in a nighUnare, only he
was wide awake,

Listen once more! TYes,
he had heard a step, It
the porch, but—it was rapldly approaching
that place. And next it would be at ths
front door. Yes, thers It was, shufMing and
stamping where the mat lay all covercd
with smow. And now a hand was on the
door knob trying to turn (t! it was not
&n animal, then, nor a goblin nor a dragon!
It was worse than any of thess creatures—
It was—of courss It was—a pirate or n
bandit! It had hands—that was the proot.

Buddy glanced hurrledly about, his blus
oyes wide and full of terror. There secmed
no avenue of escape, for to go out by the
kitchen door would mean to run into the
arms of the pirate's confederats, And were
no confedernte there the darkness, appall-
Ibg In Its denseness, would g2t him in fts
clutch, ¥

Ah, the steps were leaving the front
porelh and golng round to the back door
by way of the plank walk Buddy heard
them perfoctly. Btep, Btep, step, first the
right foot, then the left. No time for de-
Hberation now. Buddy knew that the
latch of the kichen door was minus &
screw, It could be burst off with ulight
pressure, He looked for some place to
hide. Ah, the closet, where mamma kept
the folded clothes, Into it he rushed, grab-
bing up & palr of sclssors from mamma’s
work basket as he went. Into the deptha
of the closst he tumbled and closed the
door behind him. Now tolal darkness! He
clutched hard st the sclssors, detormined
1o use them as & weapon of self-defense If
neod he,

A long time passed; tn Buddy's mind a
whole night; by the clock just three miin-
utes. Then n mosat terrible thing happened.
Buddy could hear it perfectly plain. One
of the kitchen windows waas belng raised,
Horror of horrora! And then & gush of
cold alr rushed under the closet door. The
brigand or pirate was {n the house, And
how loud the footsteps were on the hare
floor, They went to the pantry. Dishes
rattled. Ah, the pirate meant to .devour
thelr New Year's dinner that was browning
in the oven. And after eating that the
terribla man would smell Buddy's blood,
Perhaps he would then devour him. Huddy
had heard his mother read of how the glant

unquestionably
WaS not yet upon
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RULES FOR YOUNG WRITERS

L. Write plainly on ons side of the
paper only and anmber the pages.
8. Use pem and ink, not pencil

3. Short and pointed articles will
be given prefersnoce. Do not nse over
260 words.

4 nal stories or letters
ﬂum.& R

5, Write your name, and ad-
mnltmhpotmmm

First sund second o8 of books
will be given for best two con-
tributions to page esch woek.
Address all communioations to

CHILDREN'S DiPARTMENT,

Omaha Ree.

(First Prize)
A Mouse in the Pantry

Emma Rostad, Aged 14 Yoears, 1516 O
Btreet, South g‘?nhs. Neb. Blue
a

An old man used to say to hils grand-
daughter, when wshe used o be out of
temper or naughty In any way, “"Mary,
Mary, take cure—there’s & mouse in the
pantry!” Bhe used often Lo cease ory-
lng at this and stand wondering to her-
self what he meant, then run to the
pantry to see If there really was a mousa
in the trap; but she never found one.

Ona day she sald, “"Crandfather, I
don't know what you mean; [ haven't a
pantry, and thers area no mice in moth-
er's, because I have looked so often.”
He smiled and sald, "Come and Ul tell
Yyou what I mean, Your heart, Mary, ia
the pantry; the Llttle sins are the mice
that got in and nibble away all the
g0o0d aund that make you sometimes cross

and peevish. To keep them out you must
sot a trap—a trap of watchfulness.”

Gecond Prize.)
A Ohristmu Adventure

By Ruby G. Denny, Aged 11 Yeara, Cas-
per, yo. Blus,

My! but It was tiresome lying on ths
shalf. I was in a large store. All
Around were toys of every desoription,
People were crowding In and out, thais
arms loaded with bundles. Some would
stop, pick me up, wdmire my fur, and in-
quire whether I was imported or not
The children would kiss me and squeeszs
my sldes to hear me squeak.

After & while & man came In. I will
not waste time in describlng him, but
simply say that having examined me, he
sald gomething to the saleslady, who im-
medintely wrapped me up and I was
pushed into the man's pocket.

The mext thing T knew I was in &
beautiful room, at one end of which
stood a tree all decked in candles and
bright toys., The light was so Aazsling
that 1 was on the polat of closing ny
eyesa when I discovered T had no eyelids.
Btupid thing that made me!

Boon A string was ted around my
neck, and nearly choked to death, I was
tled to the topmost brapch of the trae,
whera 1 could wview everything. I had
been on the tree but a short time when
some children eame romping in. One lit-
tle girl with blue eyes and golden curls
immediately won my heart,

I was the last present to be glven out,
and to my delight I was glven to the girl
of my cholee, She hugged and sQueezed
me unmercifally.

After a very happy evening T was
tucked away in a cosy lMitle bed, and

“smalt ths blood of an Englishman't Al-
though Buddy was not English his feah
might be found palutable. Buddy shut his
eyes, shuddered and gripped his weapon
tightly. He would fight! Yes, he would
not be taken llke a cownrd. Perhaps he
had but one more moment to llve. Ah, how
he wishad he might see his dear mamma
and papa. What a horrible thing for his
doar mamma to come home and find there,

sitting beside her kitchen fire, the terrible
pirate sating from the bones of her darling
Buddy. Tears of agony poured from

Buddy's eyes st this picture, but he uttered
not a sound,

But suddenly he opened his eyes and
strained hls ears. What sound was that?
It was his mother's volce—oh, there counld
bo no mistaking its dear tones. Bhe wos
at tha front door, calling out "“"Buddy, son,
open the door qulckly.™ Buddy remem-
bered now that he had the key In his Hitls
pocket. ‘What should he do? He must go
to his mamma's pesistance—he must ge and
wam her of the terrible robber and man-
eater who now walked so boldly aboul the
kitchen, But what was that? The plrate
Waas guing to the door to admit his mothor.
He might cateh her and carry her awuy
forever, Huddy's heart stopped beating
Clutching the scissors bravely ho kicked
the closet door open and dashed out. He
would strike the pirate down If he dared to
Injure his mother. His eyes were no longer
shedding Lears, they were a8 full of coursgs
a8 the eyes of & young knlght errant could
pounibly be.

But a few stops Into the kitchen and
Buddy stopped short. What a sight was
there! His mother had gone round to the
kitchen door and was Just entering, and-—
and-~the pirate-—-he was bending over and
kissing her.

“Papas, mamma!” and Buddy ran laugh-
Ing and crying tnto the arms of his par-
ente. The plrate was o plrate after all,
but Buddy's own dear father.

And as the thres happy Weatherbys aat
round the table, eating thelr New Yeur's
dinner, Buddy Lold bis story,

“l meaut to fight, I Al4." he declared.
“I bhad mamna's sclssors, and If & pirate
had been In the wom [ would have—
have—"

“The gizsard for you, sonny,” Isughed
Buddy’'s pupa, heiping his little son to &
plece of the chicken.

EIR

was the happlest Teddy Bear In the

world.

(Honorary Mantion.)

The Barnyard Turkey

By Viva V. Bhabata, Aged 12 Years, Wil-
ber, N g.

The first that 1 remember, was in &
barn-yard with other queer looking crea-
tures, some of which sald, “quack, quack,"
and others, “peep, peep.” while some, like
myself, made & sound lke “gobbla, gob-
bie." Here 1 declded wan to bs my home.

Things went on pleasantly for a long
time, until one day a stranger came into
the yard and plcked me out for his Christ-
mas dinner, They bad hard work catehing
me, for I dild not want to leave the rest
of my playmates. My happlest days wers
over when they put me In the sack and
carried me away.

When the man got home ha took ma
out of the snck and chopped my head off,
which hurt very much, This ended my
eurthly life and 1 entered upon ons more
like a dream.

His wife ploked my feathers off and used
them for stove-cleansrs, They dresdsd me
and got me ready for the oven, and then
Iald me flat on my back in & large romst-
ing pan wilth a tight-fitting cover, which
I knew 1 couldn't get out of. She then
had me ready for the oven and I don't
think my friends in the barn-yard would
have known me If they had seen me. |
don't see what 1 could have done Lhat
they should put me into such a hot place
a8 1 then found myself. I couldn't get
out anyway, so 1 had to stay there until
1 was brown and erisp.

I was taken out of the oven and put
on the table with & great many other
things. 1 saw many of the munis, uncles
and cousins at the table.

When they saw me they sald, "How good
be looks, we can hardly walt untll we
eat him." The man then ralsed bis large
carving-knife and here ended my dream,

Henry's Christmas

By Willle Cullen, Aged 10 Years, 3212 Web-
star Btreet, Omaha. Rad.

Christmas wus getting near and mamma
asked little Hanry what he would lika
for Christmas. Ha told her he wanted &
wigon and a horn. Bhe told him to writa
& little letter to Banta Claus and tell him
what he wanted. 80 Henry did this and
be folded It and placed it in the stove,
where he thought It would go up the
chimney and then Santa Claus would find
it

Henry was very happy next dJday at
school, for he was sure he would get what
ha wanted. While he was at school his
mother went down town and ordered an
express wagon and a horn for him,

At last, Christmas morning coame, and
Henry saw a Christmas tree all 1l up In
the front room. He went and took down
his atocking, which was hanging on the
fireplace and it was full of candy and nuta.
In it was his horn. DBut soen after this
there was n knock at the door and a man
suild to Henry's mother: *“Is this where
Henry Brown lives?' Mrs. Brown sald
“yes," and he left at the door n wagon
painted red. It was for Henry, and he
thanked Banta Claus for It

That same day ho wrote & Ietter to
Banta Claus thanking him for his wagon
and horn. He sent this letter up the
chimney, too, Every Christmas since then
he sends a letter up the chimney to Banta
Claus,

Teddy, the Rooster
By Ada Morris, Aged 14 Years, #H4 Frank-
lln Streot, Omahe. Blus,

Thia is not a Teddy bear, but a Teddy
rooster,

Teddy was the lonely hatch of 1M eggs
from an incubator. The owner, not think-
ing it worth while to bother with one chicl,
gave it to his Httle nelghbor girl, Agneas,

Bhe was dslighted with her gift and hur.
riedly but carefully earried It home, Agnes
took great care of her pet and they soon
became fast friends.

It is a funny aight to see Teddy standing
in Agnes' little go-cart with Agries push-
ing him about as If he were a baby.

He mrew to be & very large rooster and
knew no othar mame but Teddy. When
Agnes goea to Lthe door and calls Teddy
there can be seen o large, scrawny rooster
running toward her as fast as his lega can
ciirry his large body. He runs to her and
talks rooster talk, which means that he
wanis something to eat, and It Is given to
him by no one but Agnes.

Agnes puts bim to bed every night In the
Hitle go-cart and kisses him good by every
morning belore going to school, and Teddy
will meet ner before reaching home on her
return,

Teddy knowsa no other home than with
Agnes and he hopes he never will

Tommy's Adventure

By Frank Seleroe, Aged 4 Years, M37 Burt
Blreetl, Omaha. Blue,

Tommy was 12 years old, and even at
this age had evinced & strong desire for
drink, tobaceo and novels.

His mother hed told him 8 would hurt
him, but with no effect. Tommy had sald;
“] guess 1 know what burts me; I don't
want your advice." His rude remiarks
made his mother foel sad,

One day Tominy was sent (o town, and
this dey was a day of days In Tommy's
history, as [t made a beller and more po-
lte Boy of him,. While there Tommy en-
joyed himself, but coming home at dark
he was aocosted by two tramps under the
InAusnce of liguor. Tommy was scarad
when he heard they were golng to tle him
to & tree and leave hime  Seelng all their
actions were caused by liguor Tommy sud-
denly had such o dislike for It he vowed he
would nover touych it and would obey his
mother, which promise he kept falthfally

Well, when they arrived at a sultable tres
Tommy mudé i break for Hberty When
Taommy came home and related his story
he was surprised that his father and uncle
winked at his mother. Thess tramps wore
his father and uncle in diaguise, who had
used this means of making him gquit his
bad habita,

The Dream of Chin Chu

By Leater Crow, Axnf 18 Yoears, Nebraska
City, Neb. FEluye

In the great empire of Ching there lived
a littly boy whose name wae Chin Chu.
He wid a very good boy and had nlee
mannera, but he had one fault, and that
was he hated to work. "

One Aoy hia father sald, “Chin Chu, you
must come out with me and help hoe the

rice feld.” But Chin Chu sald, Ok, ho,
papa, 1 feel sick and I must go to bed."
B0 he went o bed and wus soon asleep

Now, while hie was asloop he dreamed thaut
be was working in his father's rice fisid,
when he fall down ovearcoms by the heat
But & Chinese god came and picked him
up and flew swwa)y with him 1o the moun-
talns, where he made him work day and
night, with enly & litle time L eat. But
his father cames and rescusd him from the
#od and ook him home, where he told Lim

‘oalled upon her to read, but

2y
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If he helped him In his rice Osld he would
Erow rich, manly and brave

Hera he woke up and began to rub hias
eyes and wonder about the dream, and he
Enld to himeelf, “If 1T do work In my
father's rice flodd T know I will grow up
to be rich, manly and brave."

Now Chin Chu s 30 years old and he ia
rlch, manly and brave, and it all eame from
a dream.

How Martha Found a Home
By Lilllan Wirt, Aged § Years, 4158 Cnas
Strect, Omaha, Blue.

One day a little girl was walking along
in New York. It wam very cold. but she
had on nothing but a pink dress and a red
shawl and o pair of slippers that were too

blg for her.

After a while she got out of the business
mectlon of the city and the first thing that
her oyes rested on was a baautiful houss,
How she wished that ahe llved there. My
goodness,” she sald., staring at It as
if It were a palace, “If that house I& a0
Mg T whould think there'd be room for me
ton, U'm golng to mee”

8o ahe went up the stone stops into the
lawn and noross the lawn to the porch and
narons It to the door,

8he rang the bell, and prosently & serv-
ant appeared at the door. "“What do you
want, miss™ he sakeod. “I want the lady
who llves here” *All right,” and he dis-
appearsd,

Inwide the house a Indy was sitiing,
“"Madame,'”" sald the servant, *‘'there’'s a
lttle girl out there, and she wants you."

The Iady asrose and went to ths door.
‘“‘What do you want, littls girl?™" she afked
kindly.

“I thought that this houss was »so big
It would have room for me to live In too.

"Well, thon you can be my little girl and
live with me,” answered the lady. That
wias Marthi's home after that,

A Bad Habit

By Margaret Langdon. Age § TYears.
Gretna, Neb. Red.

There was once & little girl with golden
curls. Her name was Dorothy May John-
son, Sllus wias her big brother.

Ons Bunday morning eshe was getting
ready for church when her canary few
from the cuge. Belln, the cat, cams in.
Her mother called and told her and she
sald, “In a minute.” But when she came
down Bella had it dead. S8he began to
ory, but her mother told her it was of no
usa,

Next day she was at school and her rib-
bon was united. Miss Adumy, the teacher,
she =ald,
“Walt & minute,” but the teacHer called
on her playmate, Freda E, George, After
reading she was getting her arithmetic.
Freda &nd she were whispering and the
teacher cmlled her to go to the cloakroom,
but she sald, "Walt a minuta The
teacher stamped her foot and sald, "Go."
“Teagher, can't you be patlent a minute?"
“Yes, I can,” sald the teacher, But at
last she went. Freda had to stand in the
corner., When the others had gone home
to dinper she was punished and also
Freda. Dorothy hasn't stopped the habit
yet of saylng “Wait a minute”

Bessie's Christmas

B ma M uardt. Age 18 Yoars. IMifth
:.n?nuudllogquo.. Narfolk, Neb. Blus,

Bessle Overton was the i-year-old daugh-
ter of a rich merchant of Chicago. Hor
mother was dead and Bessle was left to
thes care of the servants, Bhe was very
welfish, although she had the pleasures of
the whola world

It was Christmas eve and Bessis with
her Aunt Ida. a misslonary who had come
to spend Chriatmas with her, were packing
Ohristmas boxes to send to the heathens,

“There now, is that ribbon Ued right,
Aunt Jda?" asked Bessle

“Yes, doar, that looks real nlce, but I
have thought of n good plan, Besale, but
I know you won't approve of It You are
too seifish,” her munt replied.

A tear trickled down, Bessie's face and
she asked, ‘“Will you tell me?"

“Yen, dear, I will. Dick breught & Christ-
mns tres from the forest for you, but why
not let you and me visit the hospital to-
morrow and take it along? The poor in-
vallds lave never seen one, I suppose.”

“Oh, Aunt Ida, that will be just lbvely,
and 1 have s¢ many toys 1 can take and
I'm golng to give them all my pennles,
just llkes a real Santa Claus," and ghe
ran downstalrs to spread (he good news.

Bessle spent the "bestest Christmas” one
conld wish for. 8he wants to bo a mis-
slonary when she grows up, llke her Aunt
1aa, And I am mure, readers, she left her
selfishness, for she lemrned a good lesson.
“What heppiness it brings to give to the
needy."

!'n.nnie'sTriena.g'erio

By Margaret Langdon, Aged 8 Yoars,

Gretna, Neb. Bine
"What & hot day!® Why just look
mother, It hus just started to rain. 1
wish I nould go out and play. If I had

a cont of feathers like the ducks 1 wouldn't

mind a little wetting, but I kuppose 11
have to take m nap, so 1 willL

She lay on the bed mnd went to sleep.
Finp, flap, fiap! What Is that at the
window?' In flew a domen geose. “'Quack,
quack, quack! YWhere uare our feathers?”
They flew to Funnle's head and pounced
upon the pillow and It was soon torn to
pleces ‘Quack, gquack, quack! Here are
our feathers!” oried all the geesa, and
pach one selzed & bunch of [eatheys In
hia bill and flew out of the room.
Patter, patter, patter! ‘Tha door gently
open and there stood the sheep “Ploana

walk in, madam,” sald Fannle, and there
stood the whole flock of aheep

“Haa. ban, baa! Where 18 our wool?™
gald the great, biack sheap.

"1 didn‘t carry off your wool,” sald Fuan-
nie. “Brop! Btop! That's my shawl, You
mustn't take that What are you pulling the
carpet to pleces for?™

Without minding a word the great bWlack
sheep marched oul with the shaw! on his

back and all the others following, each
with a plece of carpet on his back
Buss, buzrz, buzn! In flew & domen

swarms of bees, "“"Bups, bugs busx! Where
is our wax?' snid Miss Queen Boe. "“"Where
is our waxT"

“There ia no wax here,” msald Fannle

“Here s our wax,” sald the bees,

HOh! My besutiful waz del)l, Grace, Bhe
s wax, they have found her." Then they
flew out of the room.

In trotted a whole troop of horsea. “"Whao

took our flowing mancs and tolls? Here
they are,” sald & big white horse, pulling
the mattreass in plecas

“L shall have no bed to slesp on"

thought Wannie, as the horses went gal-
loping out eof tha room.

“Fannin! Fannle! Why don't you comas
down to tea? shouted James, bursting into
tha room.

“Oh, James." sald she, “did you mest
the horses runnping downsialrs?*

“Horsos rununing downstalrs! Whatl are

Gt

Nonsense Verse,

There wan a small gir]l gally dressed
In a frock that wisa made of the best}
A eart passing by
Throw some mud very high,
The little girl cried: “I'm dletresssa’™
JACK JUGLKTS,

S~

you talking about?™

"Why, some geess flew Ints the room
and took the feathars from my pillow and
some horses cams In and tore my mat-
tréss to ploces and the sheap took my
shuwl and tore the carpel and soms bess
cume in and ate my doll's head up.'*

“Why, Fannle, everything Is ax nloe as
befora.  ¥You have been dreaming."

How Santa -Romembered Jed

By Clara Miller, A 8 Years, Ul
Neb, monalua. -

It wus a week before Christmas and Jed
Morris had not written a lettar to Banta
yet, and when he came home from school
his mother told him he had better write
and tell S8anta what he wanted for Christ-
mas. This in his letter:

Whitefiah, Mont.,, Deo. 18, 1907,

Dear Banta: Please bring ms a pair of
skates, a sled, a book named Jind, the Poor-
house Hoy, and a new sult for Xmaas.

Yours truly, Jod Morris

“Tomorrow night s Christmas eve"

“I wonder if old Santa is going to bring
me what I told him."

“What did you tell him to bring yout™

“I teld him to bring me a fled, skates,
book, and & new suit,” sald Jed

"Well, don’t you think you are msking
too much,” sald lis mother,

“I don't know,” replled Jed.

The next duy Jed was playing with hls
comrade, Jack, who had asked a ball,
sled, shoes and mittens

Protty soon his mether called him from
the window. *Jed,” she called, “‘come, ea
your supper and dresas up to go to churck
and speak your place.”

Jed went to church as usual. On Bunday
morning he was to speak his plece first
Pretty soon all was over mnd Jed went
homs and crawled Into bed.

SBuddenly thers was a hard knock, and
Mrs. Morrls got up, opened the door and
there stood Santa with lots and lots of
toys for Jed. Thers whs all he had asked
for, and & green wagon, & ball, Teddy
bear, and candy, nuts, pesnuls, popeorn,
and a great, blg Xmas tree. You are very
kind, sir, Mra. Morris sald, with a il
and then she closed the door and weni
back to bed. Pretty scon It was morning
and Jed got up, What a alght met his
view when he saw the Xmas tree with
lots of toys. And since thal, Banta has
always romembered Jed.

The Travels of a Bracelet

By Ruth Robinson, Aged 13 Years, Littls
Hioux, Ta. HRed.

A little girl who lived in Cedar had
startied to go down town.

Bhe had got almost there when she
looked at her arm and her bracelet was
gone. It was one that her Uuncle Benny
had given her and he was lost at sen.
Bhe was very morry and hunted all over
for i, but could not find . She went
home and told her mamma, and she halped
hunt, but could not find It. While they
were hunting a littie boy found it. He
had no mother or father and the only re-
lation was & ltue sister, and she had
always wanted a bracelet but was so poor
they could not get one. Bhe was so do-
lighted and wore it all the tims. One day
she met & little boy who was very
naughty; he had an old brass bracelet
and ring which he had got with candy,

He told the little girl he would Kive
her the ring and bracelet for the bragelet
she had on her arm.

Of course the lttle girl did nut know any
better, and thought she was gotting the
best. HBut her brother told her they wers
only bruss and she wus very sorry.

The lttle boy thought he had mads a
guod trade, which he had. He put It In his
pocket and went out to the gutter to play;
he dropped the bracelet Into the water
without knowing ft. He went off, and
after a while he felt in his pocket and it
was gone. Hae huntad but did not find L

One day some boys were playing in the
gutter and one of tham steppsd om It
he picked It up apd looked at It

It was not bright any more. but he sald
I'll take It home to Sia and ahe can have
it, and s0 he did and she brightsned it up
and sent it to her rich cousin who Hved
A block away,

About a year afterward this girl moved
away and forgot and left the bracelet on &
shelf, and the little girl who had in the
first place jost it moved in and found it
and then ahe went tn these people who had
had it and found out ita history, and this
is the travels of a bracelst
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