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HE Red and Blue teams with Noras A. Cullen and Joseph Kolar as

caplain are even this week, each team having won six prizes,

This

makes the contest very Interesting, and today the Busy Beea will
find on theélr page a letter from the queen who has great confidence

in the Blue team wilnnlng.-

Good for the boys!
tlonally Interesting and well

They have sont In several stories that werg exeep-
written, in fact one was given honorary men-

tlon this week so the editor Is sure that the boys are just as skilled in

story writing as the girls.

It 15 agaln necessary to caution all of the boys and girls to mark all
storjes sent In “original” or they will positively nat be counted in the prize

contest.
the paper.

Then, too, one or two stories were sent In written on both sides of
They Immediately found their way to the waste basket. This

in rather discouraging so soon after New Year's resolutions to read all the
rules, but the contest is still young so by belug very ocareful this past care-

lessness can be redeemed,

The prizes this week were won by Lilllan Wirt, age § years, 4153 Cass
street, Omaha, of the Blue side, and ouige Stiles, age 12, Lyons, Neb., of the
Blue side and honorary mentlon went to Mualcomb Price, age 12, of Newton,

Iowa, on the Red side.

The popularity of the postal card exchange Instead of waning seems to be
growing in popularity. as several new names have been added this week,
fncluding Barl Perkins, Deadwood, 8. D.; Emma Marquardt, Fifth and Madl-
son avepus, Norfolk, -Neb., and Emma Carruthers, 3211 North Twenty-fifth
gtreet, Omaha, Neb, The other membera are Ada Morrls, 8424 Franklin street,
Omahs; Clara Miller, Utiea, Neb.; Emma Kostal, 1616 O street, S3outh Omaha;
- Florence Pettijohn, Long Plne, Neb.; Ethel Read. Fremont, Neb.; Madge L.
Daniels, Ord, Neb.: Irene Reynolds, Little Bioux, Ia.; Alta Wilken, Waeo, Neb,;
Aljce Temple, Lexington, Neb.; Hunice Bode, Falls City, Neéb.; Jean De Long,
Alusworth, Neb.; Mildred Robertson, Manilla, In.; Lonise Reebe, 2608 North
Nineteenth avenue, Omahn; Gall Howard, 4722 Capito]l avenue, Omaha; Edoa

Behling, York, Neb.; Estelle McDonald,

Lyons, Neb,; Juanita Innes, 2769 Fort

ptreet, Omahn; Marguerite Bartholomer, Gothenburg, Neb,; Louls Hahn, David
City, Neb., Vera Cheney, Crelghton, Neb.; Fay Wright, Filth and Belle streets,
Premont, Neb,: Ruth Ashby, Falrmont, Neb.; Mauries Johnson, 1627 Locust
street, Omaha; Lotta Woods, Pawnee City, Neb.; Miss Pauline Parks, York,
Neb.; Loulse Stiles, Lyons, Neb.; Huldas Lundberg, Fremont, Neb.; Hdna Enfs,
Btanton, Neb.; Allce Grassmeyer, 16456 C street, Lingoln, Neb.

—

‘Bertha and the River Fairy

By Mand Walker,

ERTHA LEWIS was the child
of very poor parents. Her home
was In the oountry, about a
mile, from & large and progper-
ous town. During the summer
fyntha Bertha's father earned

& livelihood by selling fah lo the lown—
finh cmught from a beautiful riyer, on
whose banka his small farm extended
And Bertha's mother made a garden in
the spring, and during the summer she and
Bertha poeddled freah vegetables about the
village, thus adding a trifle t0 the small
income of the hustand and father. But
when the winter set In the Lewls fammlily
of three found thamselves In dire need of
the small neocesities of lfe. Mr. Lewls
fut wood from the timber on hls land and
sald it to the dealsrs In fusl In the town,
but the procesds from this source wers
vory moager, and sometimes the euphoard
war pmpty at meal time and Bertha went
te bod crying for food.

‘The beautiful river, near to which steod
the little cot of the Lawises, was the scens
of many a guy festivity during the wihter
time, for crowds of young people from
town came there to =kate on i smooth-
frogen surface. Bometimes thess skating
parties would=have & night carnival, and
then the river would present a gorgecus
alght with Its hundreds of Chinase lantemas
festooned from the bare branches of the
trees bordering the banka. And all along
the line of akating would gleam merry
bonfires, bullt for the purpove of warming
the participants In the earnival .

From the windew of their little oot,
Bertha Lewis could see the merry-makern
on the river, and for hours at a tme she
would ait there shivertng, watching the
happy througs that made the cold alr ring
with their laughter and song, And often
tears of disappointment were In Bertha's
ayos, disappointment that shs had not
been Invited by wome of the merry-makers
to join them in thelr sport. And at times
& longing would ceme over her to change
places with one of the muany girls who wers
luckier than herself In the matter of pleas-
ures.

Bortha was only 18 years old, but sha had
known all the hardships attending poverty,
all the heartaches that accompany un-
satisfisd longing, all the miseries of the
poor. Her mother was kind and loving,

., and har father gave to her the very best

ha ecould manags to possesy; but poverty
#eemed to be the poor man's lot,-and he
couid not rise above It Ofien In his des-
palr he would ery out: “Oh, If I gould but
give comforts to my dear wife and lnno-
oent child!" And st suoh times Bertha's
little heart would respond with deepest
sympathy, and putting her arms about har
father's neck, she would whisper gently,
encourngingly: “Maybe the good (fairies
will ecome some day and bring tw us
wealth. Then we'll have everything we
neod.™

One evening thers was a great skating
carmnival on the river. A may throng of
boys and girls filled It from bank to bank.
Thelr skates gisameod likq #sllver in the
light fram the lanterns and bonfires. Their
faces were radiant with health and hap-
piness. Their volces rang out like music,
and thelr warm atiire was most beautiful
and elogant to behald.
Mitle girl—about BHertha's own size—whe
osught snd held Bertha's attention. She
was & dainty miss with brown ourls blow-
lng from benesth her pretty loboggan cap,
which was worn well pver her plnk ears
to keep Juck-Frost from nippiog  them,
Her Uttle jacket and skirt were of soft
red welvel, trimmed about with bands of
beown fur. She wore soft, warm, well-

There waz ona'

fitting legwingh of brown breadcleth, which
matched In ¥nt the fur on her garments
and the leather of her 'shoes, Her handa

wers slipped Into & copy muff of brown

fur. She skated easily, Inughing and ohat-
ting with her gomradag. Bertha singied
her out, watching her with glowing eyes
and whispering to herseif:
could be Mke her! What beautiful clothes|
How red her cheeks are; and she 1a so
happy that I'm quite sure she never suf-
fers from hunger and cold."

Bertha's mother and father hsad gone
to visit a =mick nelghbor that evening,
telling Bertha to go to bed whon she
grew slespy and ‘not to welt up for them,
as they might be called upon to =it till
midnight with the sick woman. 8o Ber
tha sat s long as she wished to by the
window, watohing the gay carnlval erowd
at thelr sport. RBut when ths alock struck
8 she rose and put on her cloak—a thread-
bare garment that gould barely hang tp-
gethar—and, wrapping her head in an old
shoulder shawl, passod out Into the pight.
Bhe wantsd to get closer to the gay
ohildren on the wiver, but fearing that
she might be ssen by them aehould she
g0 direotly down the bank Iin frent of
the houses (at that spot & big bonfire
burned, throwing out lght), she crept off
through the darkness to a point below &
bend in the river, where, unobssrved, rhe

might look areund the point of bank
and watch and listen to her heart's ocon-
tent.

She found & sheltered spot behind »
clump of evergreen bushes. And there,
right on the river a few feet from where
#he sat, yawned a great hols in the los,
one of thosse spots which (o some rivers
never sebm Lo freese.

From where she crouched she could see
the merry skaters and hear thelr guy
voloes much better than from the window
of her home on the bank. Here she al-
most felt & part of the happy throng
Bhe sveh amiled as ahe heard the laughtor
fleating to her om the loy wind. Belug
used to the oold, ahe did not mind the
snow about her feet nor the cutting wind
which went right through her cloak as
though It woere gnere paper. Her eyea
were fessting on youthful happiness~—
happiness that swhe might not have a
share in other than watching It (rom &
dintancg.

Buddenty from the crowd of wkaters
there dashed s Mitle figurs, & figure goy
in red wpivet and brown fur. Stralght
towards the bend In the river—iowards
the very place where Bertha crouched in
hiding-=it came. And Bertha's hoart
slepped beating, for she saw It way tha
little girl whem she had so much ad-
mired that evening. She drew heorself

despar Into the shadow, not wishing l.n.

be sesn. It wia evident that the little
Firl meant (o ceme around the ocurve,
leaving the confines of. the skating
gFround behind her., No one had ever
thought of coming dowp Lo Lthat polat In
the river for the loe there was pever
smooth, the mater flowing =0 swiftly
round the curve that In freesing it be-
camue rough,

Hut the little miss in velvet und fur
was whelly ignorsat of the cenditlen of
the river below the curve, and as none
of the merry-makers had noticed her with-
drawal from thelr midel she was coming
on unaccompanied and unwearned. And
fhe was ¢oming at good speed, t00, her
curls flying behind her and har eyeos
duncing with plessure

For only & moment 4id Bertha remaln
hidden behind the evergresn buahes, Then,
har ayes resting on the grest yawning hole,
she sprang Lo har feel, her heart Lhrobbing
vigleatly. “Sbe'll go right lote Lhat hele

“Ah, If only 1
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(First Prize.)

Why the Trees Have Leaves

By Lillan Wirt, Aged 9 Yeara, (68 Casa
Btreet, Omaha. Blue,

Long ago the trees did not have leaves,
but were bare and brown. One day a fairy
came to them and sald,. “Three wishes that
you want to come true the most will come
trus if you wave all of your branches
wildly and say your wish,” and the falry
vinished '

The next day all of the trees wore talk-

ing to each other. “What ls our groatest

wish?' said ona

“We have often wished that we could
have & thousand children.” sald another.

“Yen, yeo" and the trees wuved thelr
branches wildly and corled, "“We want
thousanda of chlldren.”

Instantly millions of leaves came flgat-
ing through the air.

““We will stay with you till amtumn and
then we must all go away, but we wiil
come back In the spring,'’ they ecried.

The leaves did stay till avtumn and then
they went away. But the pine and fir
treos trealed thelr echildren so well that
they atayed the whole year round. And
that s how the leaves came.

—

(Becond Priza,)

Nero
By Loulss ltu“. h.\g—ﬁlmlez Years, Lyona,
eb, .

Mr, and Mrs. Melpourne and thelir little
dauughter, Constance, llved up in the
mountains. Mr. Melhourne tended sheap
for a living and they all lived very
happily.

Constance was § years old and was a
very ohearful little girl, aithough she
had enly her big dog, Nero, for s coia-
panion.

One dsy In Descember, when Mr. Mel.

unless—" and Bertha forgot her own ugly
old garments, forgot that she was therw,
erouching lke & thisl, stealing what pleas-
ure she ¢ould by watching the party to
which she was not invited. Right out upon
the e she ran, almost alipping down In

her haste. And she was not & momant too
soan. Like a bird on the wing the little
girl in velvet and fur came round the

eurve, headed stralght for the hole that
iopked black and awful in the moeonlight.
When slie was slmost upon It she saw her
peri]l and her eyes becams filled with ter-
ror, Bhe openod her Ups to cry out, but
made no sound. Bhe tried to stop her
Epesd, but she was golng so swiltly that
to do s0 at once was impossible, Ehe
clgwh.d‘u her head, glosing her eyes, [or
she felt that in ancther second she would
ba mnside that hola which yawned to swal-
low her,

Then there was a sudden ‘stop, and twe
little giris lay rolling on the ice not five
feat from the very verge of the hole. Ber-

"EEOTLL G0 RIGHT INTO THAT HOLE UNLESS -~

tha had lesped forward and caught the
little girl as she was flying to har death.
The »suddenness of the oontact brought
them both to the ground, and the severity
of the fall stunned them for several sec-
onds. As soon. howbver, as they regalved
their sanses and got on their feet, Bertha
told how she came to be there and how
ahe had run out om the lce to save the
Hittle skater in peril. And in valn did the
littls girl beg of har to go to the place of
merry-making, where she should be
crowned & heroine Hertha axcused her-
wif on the plea of her ragwed marments
and the fact that she was a siranger.

“Then I shall bring my parents and pome
to see you tomarrew.” declared the Ilittle
girl, for Bertha had, In answer to her in-
Quiry, told her where she lived

The next moming, bright and early, »
fine slelgh drew up In front of the home
of Bertha Lawis, and a Uttls girl tn red
velvet and brown fur sprang to the ground
Ehe was accompanied by & lady and gentle-
man who preved Lo be her parents. They
were admitied to the housa by Bariha's
mother. They stayed & long time; In fact,
the clogk waa striking 12 whon at last they
took thelr departure. And they left behind
them three happy peopls, BHertha, ber
mother aod father. During their visit to
thank Bertha for her hercle act of the
previous night—when she bad saved the
life of thelr little dsughter—the lady and
gentianan had learned of the poverty of
the Lewises and had srranged o Wuccor
them. The genUsman had & position lu his
Ereal warehouse In town that be effered to
Mr. Lowis. Mra Leowis was snguged by
the lady to set as houseksepsr In bher ele-
sunt home. And Bertha was te be semt to
& fine school—the very schesl where their
own lttls daughtsr went.

“And just think. mamma.” sald Bertha
that day. as she and her mother were paci.
Ing up thelr things to move to town (where
they would be 8o happy In thelr new em-
ploymant), 1 was just wishing that & fairy
would peme and change things fer us, when
around the curve cams the besutiful iittie
giri. Bhe proved to be & real falry, dide't
what

“Tea, my dear child” answered Hertha's
mother. "But you were bettor than a river
falry, for you saved & human life”

bourne wans tending shesp nearby, Mrs
Melbourne sant Constance to take her

father's lunch to him. ©Of course Nero
followed. Constance started out at a
brisk pace. Boom she notload clouds
gnthering in the sky. BShe seon came

tw where her father was working. Ha
thanked her and Wid her to hurry homs,
ne & storm was coming on. 80 ahe siarted
out, .but bhefore long the white fiakes be-
gan 1o fall. Then they came fastsr snd
faster, and, although Conseance hurried
on, the snow greatly hindered her prog-
ress. Boon the snow conme so thiekly
that It was {mpossible to see the way,
However, the littie glrl went on In the
diregtion she thought hear hems was, but

renlly she was not golng In the right
direction at all., Neto followed as well
a8 he could, but the snow so blinded him

that they finally beoume separated, Nero,
with a dog's Instinct, found his way home,
Of course Mra. Melbourne was very much
glarmed to see Nero return homa alone.

It snowed all night and in the morning,
when Mr. Melbourne, who had found ahel-
ter In an old barn, eames home he found

his wife noarly frantiec, He got some
of thelr nelghbors and started out to hunt

for the missing child. About noon thoy
heard a Joud barking and, following the
sound, they found Nero, who hid fol-
lowed them, standing near a snowdrift
and barking with all his might. They

found Constance in the drift and took
her home. She was nearly fromen and
wna wmick for two or three weeks, but
ehe finally recovered and Nero was
given o bLeautlful sllver eollar for his
bravery

(Hdanorary Mention.)
A Pleasant Time

By Malcolm Price, Aged 12 Years, 335 Bast

MceDonald Street, Newton, In. Red,
Harvey Miller, & boy of 7 years, onca
tvad In & small town smong he mouns
tains, His home was near a beautiful

river., which was bordered on elther sids
with baautiful pine trees and pretty mead-
own, where wiid flowers bloomed,

Ona day Harvey's 8unday schoal tencher
announeed that an the next Tussdny she
would give & pienic. The spol chosan was
a pleasant place in the timber. On the fol.
lowing Tuesday Lhey moet at the teéacher's
house and arrived at the spol at 12 When
dinnar was over they wenl Lo gather
flawers, Harvey wandéred ARway from the
sroup mnd was Jost. When he oould not
find hia way, ho sat down under & trea
and went to sleap, :

He dreamed that a very small man
opsned & door in tha tree and stepped out,
He gazod about, saw Harvey and sald: “I
thought 1 heard somebody snoring."

He introduced himself as Tom Thumb
and lovited Harvey to visit his home, Har-
vey followed him Into the tree and Tom
snid: "My home lies under the roota of
this tree."

They want through long passes wWhere
mold, rubles, dlamonds and preclous things
were stored,

He led him'to where thesa were mined,
The miners were just blasting and they
ecouldn't get out of tha way before the
charge went off. Harvey falnted and Tom
enld: “I will change It to a dream.” Bo
he @14 and placed Harvey outside the tree.

In & shorl time his father found i i and
took him home.

—_—

Brave Joe

By Emmn Marquardt, Agoed 11 Yeara, Fifth
Madinon Avenue, Norfolk, Neb. Hlue,

Mr. and Mrs. Brade, with two children,
Joa and Anne, lived In the country, Mr,
Brade was a woodoutter by trade. Joa's

unole presented him with a rifle and he
was going about looking for something to
shoot st. Mra Brade had gone to market
with eges and her last words weres: “Joe,
don't forget your chores.'

Al this Joe sighed, for ho hatad to work.
“I'm going to Afriea” he sald, “whars
there won't be no chores to 4o and I can
thoot llons all day."

“It's eamy esnough to say, Joa" sald
Anns, "but 1 bet you would run If youw'd
meet & rat. Bul I'll go and get a big armiu]
of wood If you fix Mary Jane's arm,” and
with this she was off, but to return In a
minute. "Oh, Joe, & real live one In the
woodshed, and he stared al me'’

“A whal? A tiger? asked Joe, much sur-
prised.

“Yen," she sadd, "and hurry; bring your
‘uﬂ."

Jos was too much frightened to say any-
thing, byt wait till pa comes home.

Mr. Brade was soon homae, and, armed
with & gun, they went to meest thelr fate
and to thelr surprise Fda, the nelghbor's
dog, pounced out and llckad their hands.
They had a good laugh when Mra. Brade
returned, and Joeo has declded hunting in
Africa Is not so easy after all

A Happy Christmas for the Poor

By Vera Cheney, Aged 11 Yeary, Creighton,
Neb. Radl

Bohool oalled at 1018 o'clock In the aftar-
noon. The bell rang and the boys and
giris took thelr places. A good deal of
whispering was going on that afternoon
between the boys, because thelr club was
to meat after school.

Bchool over the boys started te thelr
club, which was te mest at Harry King's.
They reached the place, went in and took
places, “Boyn,"" sald Harry, who was
the proesident “Christmas s Just one
month from today and think of all the
poor people who won't get any presents.
Lats hunt up all our things and get the
girla of tha B. 0. G. clud to help us and
we'll give the poor Itle ohildren & fine
Christmas. "

“Capitel,”™ sald tha beys In chorus,

And »0 the boys and girls weare busy for
the next four weeks getting things ready.
They hunted up all thelr toys and each
ahild's mother flxed & Chrigtmas dinner
for them to give to the poer.

Christmas came at lnst. They mest at
Harry's hovse at :: and started out
They knew just where to go. They would
knook at the door and set the presents
and s dinner down and run. At ome or
twe placea they caught them and wunted
to pay for ths things but of eouwrws the
boyn and girls would not let them.

They wepot home and s letter [from
Hurry's aunt was awalting him He read
it and ran to the door to call the boye
and giria back. ¥e read this to them
"Dear Harty: I wish you and the boys
and girla of the clubs would come to my
bouse for dinner today, sta*

"Wen't It be aplendid,” they sald and
0 at 10 o'clock the children started for
the country. They found a nice turkey
waiting to be carved After dinner they
were uabersd into the parior where
Christmas Lree was standing. Bach child
got & sack of pepoorn And candy asd
an ormnge and apple and other presents
The day pessed only to quicklys At 6:M s
was heard st the door and on golng
to the door it proved to be & man that
by Harry's bouse He owped a six
seated aute and he tock people around the

y In He had come to take them

i

"w
Apd all

They declired that they had never spent
& more pleasant Christmas than that,

The Smartest Eg in the World

By Birthe K. Kreits, Aged 10 Years, Leox-
ington, Nab, Red,

There was once a iittls boy about 18
years old, out playlng In his yard with
his dog. Guard. Ons day while they ‘were
playing In the back yard Robert cut his
foot very badly and his mamma ssent him to
Dr. Bnyder's office to have the out dressed
and, of courss, Guard had to go with his
Hitle master. This they d4id every day
until the wound healed

One day a sahort time after Dr. Snyder
wis surprised to hear tha seratohing of
n dog on hin office door, and In llmped
Guard, holding up his paw to ths doctor,
and to his surprise he found an old rusty
nall in Guard's paw,

The doctor took the null out and dressad
the wound, after which he sent Guard
home. Iut every day after this, ns long
as the foot was sore, Guard would go to
the doctor's office 1o have his wore paw
dressed. All this Guurd learmned from his
Httle master while hes was following him
to the doctor's office to have his fool
dreassd. Now, don't you think that Guard
wis the smartest dog in the world?

A New Year's Present

By letha Larkin, Aged 14 Years, Bouth
Bixth Btreet, Norfolk, Neb. Blus

Once In & smdll village lived an old
couple whe had no children. Thelr name
was Bmith. Mr. S8mith was an invalid
and ecould not work. Mre. Bmith took in
sowing, but recelved Uttle pay, Hhe drended
the coming winter, for it would he cold,
and she had lttle money. In November
Mr. Bmith took pneumonia and was con-
fined too hinm bed for a fow weeks. Mre
Bmith worked Nard to keep up the =small
family, It was nearing Christmas when
Mrs. Smith snid to her husband: *“We will
not have any Christmas this year. If we
get fuel for the stove and food Weo will do
well.” y

vwWe will get along as well a8 wa can/’
he eald, cheerfully

Christmas was passed unheeded at the
Smith home. Mr. Bmith woa slowly Te-
galning his strength. Om New Yeur's eve
they were eating thelr frugaul meal when
they heard & light rap at the door. Mrs.
8mith opened It, mnd thera stood a little
girl about 4 years old, ragged, half frozen
and hungry.

Mrs, Bmith gave her food and let her
get warm, and then amaked about her
parents. But the child sald she nad none

“We had no Christmas presonis, so let's
make this our New Year's present,” sald
Mr. Bmith,

“Oh, yes,” sald Mrs, Smith joyfully.
"“We have no children, so let's keep her
na a living New Year's present.”

——

Robbie's Lost Treasure
By Juanita Innes, Aged 12 Years, 2760 Fort
Street, Omaha. Red.

Last summer when Robble Kearn's
grandma came to visit them, she brought
Robble a knife. Now, Robblle lg:d never
owned & knife, but had oftan ehvied the
boys at school who had knlves. He was
#o proud of his knifa that he took it every.
where he went and showad it to everybody,
and when he went to bed at night he put it
po he could ses It when he awoke.

Hs took such good cara of It that no one
would ever think it could be lost; but, nev-
grtheloss, one day It could not be found.
Robble bunted and hunted, and he thought
and thought where he could have lost It,
but It was nowhere to bes found.

Mra, Kern, feeling sorry for him, also
looked for it After & while it was for-
gotten, and ons winter's day, when Roblle
was carrylng In some wond from the wood-
pile, he noticed something white before him,
and, on pleking It up, he found It was his
long-lost knife,

Bhouting with glee, he ran to tell his
mamma. He must have put it In his pooket,
and, while he was cutting wood, the knifs
must have dropped out.

Robbie polished it and It became as good
as new, You may be sure when Robbis cut
wood aguin bhe took his knife out of his
pocket, a0 he would not lose It

Long bafore this happensd Robbia's
grandma had gone home, s0 ha wrote her
& nice little letter telling her how glad he
wis that he had found his lopg-lost treas-
ure.

When John;ﬂ_(; Ran Away

By Allce Coutant, Aged 13 Years, Lander,
Wyo. Blue.

Johnnle was & baby only 2 years old
Helen was his sister, bul she was 0 years
old.

Omne day Johnnis was miasing. Helen ran
all around hunting for him. Bhe ran to
her mother and asked if she had seen
Johnnle, but she had not. Helen ran &s
fast us she could to the bmck gate, but
Johnnle waa not there. Bhe went to the
front and looked ocut on the sidewnlk and
saw Johnnle playing with the nelghbor's
cat. Helen plecked him up and took him
to the house to tell her mother whare sha
bad found him.

What Became of Charlie

Anns Lindale, Agod 14 Years, Waest
Peint, Neb. Blua

Once thers was o little boy whose nams
waa Charlie. Fe wos nearly 10 yewrs old
His mother was dead and his father was
& drunkard. They lived in & little hut
very (ar [rom town. Charlle had in frisnda
&t mlil. Mis father waa mot kind (s him
and no one eise cared for him,

He went to town one day and he saw a
newspaper on the streel. He picked It up
And began to read It. All 4t once he saw,
YBoys wanted te wsall newspapers”™ He

By

thought that that would be a gosd ehunoe
for him, so he noted the address and went
to find the place. At last he found it. He
want In and ssked for the juh_ They gave
It to him and' he went dutl 1o soll the
papers, Ha earfned quite a Nitde money,
then he bought somelhing to est. He #lept
in a barn that night

T™hat moming he went to the offles and
got Diis papers and went out to sell Lhem,
He saw a boy coming towar! him running
as fast an he ecould. le mald, “Come
quivkly, the editor wants to see youw™
Charlie then went Lo the newspaper offlce
and when he arrived there he heard hin
father was dead. He orfed 8 ltthe, but
be soon stopped when they told him he
was to live with the editor, He never
again had to sell newspapers pr sleep in
barma and grew up 10 L& & FoMd, eonMeln
tlous Dusiness man,

A Hero

By Cialr Roth, Aged 10 Yoors, #03 W

soenlg  Btreel, CGrand Island, XNoeb

Blue,

A big storm was coming up and Percy

wns just returning from work. He wans
only 14 years ould, but, his parents being
poor, he had to hustle and earn his own
Illving and even help support (3]
parents, He wan passging a Jake and no-
ticed something white in the distance
Aw It oame nearer he could see It was n

thild In & boat. The storm had Incremnsod

greatly and the wind was dashing the
waves against shore He knew that If
momeonae dld not resous the chlild xoan
it would be loat He thought It over a
wecond and then dashed into the water
He was Just about 1o geasp the boat when
it turned and went under. He nt last
grasped the child and made for the ahidre
When he vemvhed It he was ulteriy ox

hausted and, calling some men who Were

passing In & carriage, he feli o Lt
ground The men took them both In n
earrlage and drove them to the vilinge
ihn. All the peaple were Jooking for
the child and wera surprised to  Bec
them, but thelr surprise was =till greater
when they found they were both uncon-
mclous. Whep they heard the whole story
they were amased. They decided to get
up a purse for the “young hero” The

day they gave It to him happened to be
his birthday, 0 It was his birthday gift
and reward la one,

The Little Paper Oarrier

By Nors A. Cullen, Aged 18 Years, 3212
Webster Hureet, Umaha Blue
There was onos & poors little newsbony

who bad no home nor parents and §
made his own llving by carrying pagcr
He had a little four-wheeled cart to curry
them In.

One cold and frosty day on his daily
route an accldent happened to him. He
lost the Kingbolt out of his wagun. e
searched for that missing bolt about the
distance of a block, but all In vain. }e
planned several schemes to fix his wagon,
but one came upon him lke a fiash of
lightning, that If he would look around
the fence he might find a plece of win
to take the place of the lost kingbuit
He at last succeeded in finding a plece
which proved to be ruther strony,

He got down on his knees upon the
cold and frosty sldewalk. He had o
work so hard to fix the broken wagin
that his fingers and ears wers aimost
frost-bitten. But finally he suvcesdsd In
fixing It,

When he told some other llttle nows-
boys of his sad aceldent theyv on:y
lnughed at bim, but he hed A brave loort
and kept up his courage. Ho knew lLe
never would laugh st an accident If it
huppened to anyons salse,

Now this lMttle newsboy Is editor of
A leading paper In Chlcago and lhe tak. s
great prids in relating some of the ad
ventures which took place on his duliy
route. This was one of the hardest (rinls
that ever pefell him.

Bernice's Comb

Ruth Ashiby, Aged 13 Years, Falrmont,
o Neg. Red.

Among Bernlce Hender's Christmas pros-
ents was a beautiful pair of combs, which
Uncle Ben, who was a sallor, gave her.
“Now, Bernlce, you must keep thess combs
for miee. They are very rare, and Uncle
Ben must have pald g great deal for them,"
sald mammi

“Yes, Indesd, mamma."”

Bernlee remembered very well for a long
time, Then, one day A great temptation
cams, Bho was to speak a plece at school

"“Oh, Bernlos, 40 wear thoss lovely comba
Uncle Ben gave you'™ coried Kathryn.

“0Q, Gear! I just wish I could, but mamma
doean’t want to for fear I will losa or break
them.*

"Pshaw! Why don't you wear them any-
way ™

“I don't know; maybe T willL"”

The next noon Bernice put her combs In
her hair and quickly put on her cap.

“Oh, Bernice, what beautiful
“Oh, pgirlle, where did your get
"“Oh, let's see them!" cried the giris

Bernlee was very proud of them. Ber-
nice spoks her plece very well In ths
ball, after school, the girls crowded around
her. Bhe started to put on her coat when
ones of har combs fell vut. Ong of Lthe girls
stepped on it and broke It They felt very
badly. Bernice took It bome. Mre. Bender
looked grave. “Dearie.” she msald, "'Tncle
on was complimenting you on how nivce
¥eu had kept them: He pald he had &
lovcet that he got In Parls, and wan go-
NE 0 give 1t to you"

Beraloa cried very hard. Hhe told Uncio
Bez how sorry she was. Hhs took her
comb to & Jewelar, who fixed It po It waa
&8 good as new. Bemmice took good cars
of them, and on her noxt birthday was Owe
lighted with a besutiful locket from Uncle
Ben,

combe!"

them?*

————
—_—

A Real Bear's Soliloquy

“I'm
Baud

glad I'm not & Teddy
- th lllllcu l:;olar‘hﬂmln.“ s ten
or then a re [ n

Thers would be somethin' “: o

Boar*

“Begiden gu..ll sleapin’ tn my cave
com

#I.l.hno as I

' there to do but dremms
Or scrateh my nose and suoess

RS A R B

Up all day long, with ne'er & pap!
Rl‘wtulﬁ Bt .ﬂalt we al all

“For soon as wipter's snows come down,
And chill s In the alr,

I hust nioe, snug hole and oreep
mlhl.tu and jusi stay (bere

T spring comes smiling ‘round agaln
-hdmon.lh mae forth to eal.
Apd Jot" e !.'h ou, Hitle friends,
lng fi are a treat™
~MAUD WALKER.
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