HE Queen Hee has written such good advice to her subjects this week

that she has been awarded first prize.

It the Busy Bees will only

follow the sugpestions of thelr queen it will save the Busy Bee
editor Jots of time and trouble. This weak four or five good stories

can not be used beonusé the boys and girls

have written on both

eldes of the paper, which looks as though they had not even read the first rule,
Algo g number forgot to state which side they were on. So many good stories
have been sent In this week that the editor wishes thers were more than two

prizes to be glven.

Nora Cullen, age 13 years, of 8212 Webnter streot, won the first prise
this week for the blue gide. The second prize wns awarded to Barl Perkins,
age 12 wvears, of Deadwood, 8. D, and honorable mention to Joseph Kolar,
King Bee, 1912 South Elghth street. Both boys are on the red.

There are no new names to add to the post card exchange this weak, but
any of the bove and girls wishing to exchange postal cards may send them to
any of the Tollowing Busy Pees who have sent in thelr names: Harl Perkins,
Deadwood, 8. D.; BEmma Marquardt, Fifth and Madison avenue, Norfolk, Neb.;
Emma Carruthers, 8211 North Twenty-fifth street, Omaha: Ada Morris, 3424
Frankiin street, Omaha; Clara Miller, Utlca, Neb,; Emma Kostal, 1518 O street,
South Omabn: Florence Pottijohn, long Plne, Neb.) Ethel Reed, Fremont,

Neb.i Madege L. Danlels, Ord, Neb,:

Irene Reynolds, Littie Sloux, Ia.; Alta

Wilken, Waco, Neb.; Allee Temple, Loxington, Neb.: Eunlee Bode, Falls Cluy,

Neb

Reehe, 2600 North

i Jean De Long, Alnsworth, Neb,; Mildred Robertson, Manilla, Ta.; Louise
Nlnotesnth avenue,

Omaha; Gall Howard, 4722 Capliol

avenne, Omahn; Edna Behling, York, Neb.; Estella MeDonald, Lyons, Neb.:
Juanita Inues, 2769 Fort strest, Omaha; Margurite Bartholomew, Gothenburg,

Neb,, Louls Hahn, David City, Nebh.:

Vern Cheney, Creighton, Neb.: Fay

Wright, Fifth and Belle streets, Fremont, Neb.: Ruth Ashby, Falrmont, Neb.:

Maurige Johnson, 1027
Neb,; Miss Paullne Puarks,
Lundberg, Fremont, Neb :
C street, Lincoeln, Neb.

Locust street,

— = =" -

York, Neb.:
Hdna Enis, Stanton, Neb.: Allce Grassmeyer, 1545

Omaha; Lotta Woods, Pawnee City,

Loulse Btiles, Lyons, Neb.; Hulda

Conflict Between

Artie and a Bear

RTIE wan nol & boy. Artle was

not a child., Artle wne o hig

g doll that belonged to l4ttie

Lumecy Grover. And Artle was

about 2 years old, Now, did

you ever hear of a doll living
to be two yenrs old? 1 never dikd til 1
knew Artle. Tut, the way It happened
that Artle had outllved hik time—that s,
the allotted time for a doll—was this WhY:
When he was given to Little Lucy she
had loved him very dearly. Indeed, had
not Artle been made of cloth he would
have besn broken nto a good many pleces,
for 1t wan Little Lpey's habit to hug and
hug him o hard that sometimes his breath
wak all squeezed out of his body, and he
must have eracked In two had he heen of
& cruckable material. As It waa hin poor
body suffered the oonmequence of such
Froat huge, and became sadly flattensd and
ot of shape. But so long as Little Laoy
loved him Artle did not care a straw
about how hard she hugged him, nor how
flat his formerly round body became, He
Was happy In holding supreme place in his
mistress' alfection,

But after Artls had bean the nursery
favorite for about wix months he wns sud-
denly set aside of a new toy—a stupid,
feellnglens, pink, white and yellow  doll,
all done up tn diinty white lawn, with pink
ribbons,  Little Lucy seemed to forget
Artlo ontirely in the possession of this new
pot, and she left him lylng In a cormer
wWhere she had thrown him upon recelving
Into her arms the new pink and white
thing which Artie woon Erew so fealous of.

But what could he do? In the sad atate
of neglect to which he was left he could
only grieve and regret. And mo the days
and wooks passed by with Artis, Alscon-
molate and heart-broken, Iying dumped
into a corner of the nursery, with never a
look mor a word from Little Luey, who
Kave all her attention to the horrid thing
with the pink checks and yollow halr.
Pauline was the name of this new member
of the nuvsery. And the very name mado
Artle shiver. He could tell hy the very
expression on FPaullne's faco—or, rather,
the Ik of expression—that she had no
strength of charncter, Bhe was Just a sllly
French doll, whose vanity was her domi-
nant trait, All dey long she would wit,
with her mouth drawn up Inte a silly,
meaninglons pucker, lgr wuseless hands
folded acrosy her lap and hee tiny slip-
pered feet thrust forward as if to say:
“Look st my pretty, amall tootsles."

But protty soon after her arrival Paullne
bogan to droop and look a bit worn. Her
whita frock becams draadfully solted and
her curls tangled and her ribbons disur-
ranged. Artie noted these gradual changes
In her appedrance with pleasure.  Now,
this may sound as though Artle was a bad-
disposed fellow. Well, one may ocondone
his feullngs, but one annot  really
condemn him. He woud nof have minded
sharing—mind you, BHARING—his place in
the numsery with Pauline. But who could
blame him for fecling heartbroken when
his plaos was usurped by the strange lady
doll, with no place laft for him save a
dusty corner where only cast-offs were
thrown? And though he was glad to see
the unfavorable change take place In
Puullno's appearance. he wan not wholly
solflsh. He felt that after her beauty
had worn off—the newness and primness—
Little Tauey would take him back into her
Nfe and lot him and Pauline share her at-
tention. He did not ask to be THE ONE.
He wished to be just HALF OF THE
ONE,

But the weoks and months rolled by,
with Jitile chagge in 2be _uursgry. snd
Artle wus obout to reslgn himself to tha
corner for e, when something bappensd
Little Lucy had s Uny cousin come o
pay her a visit This tiny cousin st once
concelved a graat liking for Artle, whom
ahe saw lunguishing In the cold corner.

look of delection omn his fmce there were
Bumerous stalns of blackbarry fjam, for
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window to dry In the punshine and freezing
wind. The cold atmosphere drew Artio's
fentures into a funny packer, holding them
In an lce grip. And when, a Iittle later
Minnie went to bring him in she laughed
merrily, saying! “Oh, just ses how he
i# laughing! Ien't ho too swedt for nnys=
thing ™

And when Minnle went home that even-
Ing she cerrled In her arma Artie all
wrapped in his overcont and cap. And
both Minnie and Artie were happy.

But "Artie's first happiness Iin his now
home wes to be short-lived. Soon pfter
hin arrival there Minnie's mamma came
into her littls daughter's playroom ons
day and pulled from & huge box which
she coirried & groat brown , 'Toddy bear,
Minnle was out calling on a friend at the
tima, and her mamma put the new Loy
Just where her Ittle girl wounld sec it on
coming fn. That she might glve Teddy
Bear a moat prominent place whera the
lght from the window might fall upon him,
she took poor Artle from & comfortable
chalr where Minnle had pet him up In all
his dignity and put Teddy Bear In his
place. Once more Artle was to be eclipsed
by a rivall In the corner where Minnle's
mamma had put him Artle sat meditating
Eloomingly. Then he chanced to look up
at the great ugly animal that had his
place by the window, and to his astonish-

Jment and anger Teddy grinned at him.

Artle felt the sawdust In his heart stop
short, and he shivered as with cold. How
dared that impudent, Insolent beast, that
went on all fours, to grin trlumphantly
at ‘Bim? Artle rose and went stralght at
the bear, hia feclings so outraged that he
forgot to be afrald. Before the bear knew
what was happening Artle had him by
the neck and wus flinglng him to the
floor,

Teddy fell with & dull thud, It hurt him,
too, for he gave vent to m grunt. 'Then
he was up and at his antagonist, his teeth
shining and his eyes full of rage. But
Artle had got on the chalr, a real strong-

old. From his slevation he cowld thrust
gul his foot and kick Toddy Bear 'In the
Jaw every time he leaped at him. Ah,
now It wias Artie's turn to laugh. And he
avalled himself of the opportunity, He
wpread his face In a broad amile and
threw his arms about whdly, clapping his
hands. But Teddy Bear was tenaclous.
He kept up the attack, growing mere and
more viclous. Then, seeing by the clock
that it was almest timo for Minnle's re-
turn home, Artle warmed to the confllot
and soon had Ted lald low on the floor.
With the smile of victory on his jam-
sialned face, he loaped from the chalr,
grabbed up his «lain foe and hurried to
the window with him. Bucceeding in rals-
ing the sash, Artle tossed his vietim into
the strest below. A little street boy, with
hils bundle of newspapers undoer his arm,
saw the furry fellow coming through the
air, and, mnstead of Twddy Bear falllng on
the hard pavement, he dropped into the
arms of the newsboy, who had welcoming
arms for him.

“liee, T'ye got & Teddy Bear at last” he
muttered, his face radiant with happiness.
“Ah, T guess not! Bears a-fallin' from
third-story windowa right Into me mits!’
And away went the new master of Teddy
Bear, taking him home, where he would
revive higm in short crder and maks hlm a8
lively ns aver.

And in the playroom Minnle was saying:
“Hello, dear old Artie. How have you been
since I went away? I do hops you were
not lonely.*™

And Artle, still smiling from his place
on the chalr, knew that he was still ks
little mistress' favorfte. As far as the fate
of Teddy Bear was concerned-—well, Artie
¢id not bother his rag heed sbout that

——
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A Busy Bee and Her Pet Hen

RULES FOR YOUNG WRITERS

1. Write plainly on one side of the
paper only and number the pages.
8. Upes pen and ink, not pemcil
. rt &ud polated articles will
be prefevence. Do not use ever

860 words,
4. Original stories or lettars oxnly
will be used.
8, Writs your nam and ad.
l:mnimwpolth.;l?:im
Firet and second prises of books
will be given for the best tweo ocon
tribntions to this page each week.
Address all communicstions #o
CEHILDBREN'S DJPARTMENT,
Owmuha Boe,

(First Prise.)

Omaha’s Busy Bees
By Nora A. Cullen, Aged 18 Years, 313
Wabster Btreet, Omaha Blue.

In the beautiful city of Omaba, on Sev-
enteenth and Faroam strects, I8 a large
bechive. The king and queen bees live Im
this beautitul city, while wmany of thelr
subjects live throughout the United Btates.
There sre hundreds of these bees of all
varieties,

Each bee contributes some gart of his
or her work to "The Busy Little Beca—
Their Own Page." There are certain rules
whioh these beus are supposed to follow,
but many do not, and these are the drones
who are Loo lazy to do honast work.

There |s also & bea editor, who looks over
their work, and if It Is not satisfactory,
casts it aside. There are two regiments
of bees, the Blue team and the Red team.
Bach bee bolonge to elther one of these
teams and each team has & caplain.

Now, these bees are supposed to furnish
honey from thelr own flower gardens, but
&8 In every hiva Lhere are n few drones
who do not even try to make honey, but
want to recelve the highest reward for
some one else’'s work. All of the bees ex-
cept the drones are very willlng to work
and are honest and active, but the drounes
find in the end that It does not profit them
by taking other people’s honey.

(Becond Prine.)

The Drunkard
iy Earl Perkins, Aged 13 Yenrs, Deadwood
- 8. D. Red

Ones in & little town near Deadwood,

there was a wealthy gentleman and his
wife and famfly (two boys, Alberando,
aged 12, and Adrian, aged 16). The father,
who, though wealthy, worked and earned
wages, He always had the cholceslt wines
In his houss, but no one would partake of
them except himself. One day he ocame
home drunk. Many times after this he
came staggering home, drunk. e drank so
mueh that he lost his place and becams a
drunkard. He grew poorer and was come
pelled to move from his mansion to & lttle
cottage,

He still retained a fat plg. One day he
cnmaé home Arunk and announced his In-
tentlon of kililng the plg. He sharpensd
his knilves and he and Adrian went to
the pan. He told Adrian to hold tha pig
and he would stick him, Adrlan caught the
plg and held him. Just as the father was
about to stick him the plg got away. The
father ralsed the knife and stabbed Adrian,
Hoe was ocarried up to the house and re-
covered. The Mther was santenced (o
threo years' Imprisonment and is in prison
now, but he 18 no longer & Arunkard. His
wife and Alberando were supporied by
Adrian,

(Honorable Mantlon.)

The Chase

By Joseph Kolar, Aged 14 Yoars, 1012 South
Eighth Btregt, Omaha. Red.

Once thero was hunter who lived In
the' woods In a log cabln, Fe hunted every
day. One day he thought he would go and
shoot some deer. He knew a place where
he bad seen deer feeding, s0 he took lLis
canos and gun and paddled up the lake,
He came to the place, but there was no
deer In sight, so he paddled further up the
lake till he paw n deer a good way ahoud
of him. The deer ran as soon as It paw
him and disappeared in the woods lie
paddled faster ti1l he came to the place,
where he got out of the cance and followed
the trall, which led up Into the mountains,
He followed the trall for a mile or more
till he saw the deer iying under the shads of
& trea, and ran after it, but the deer got
ahoad, and as e deer wnas running It
woke & bear which was sleaping In Its den.
The bear aldn't sen the deer, but saw
the hunter. He turned around and ran
back to the cance and the bear followed.
He was nearly exhausted, but he reached
the canoe at last, and he paddled as fast
as he could down the lake. When he got
home he thought he would nevar agaln
chase a deer, because he knew how he felt
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when the bear was after him. After this
he always was kind to anlmals,
Always overpowers cruelty,

Tip Top
By lLstha Fowsll, Amed 11 Years,
Platte; Neb. Red,

Tip Top was & Newfoundland dog. His
mistress was a litte girl & or 6§ years old
Her name waa Martha Webbh Tip Tap
loved his littie mistrest and watched her
vary closely, If a buggy or wagon was
golng along the road, he would not let her
pass until it war out of sight

One day Mra. Webb sald:

"Marths, go up town and get somes meat."
Then she turned to Tlp Top and said, “Tip
Top, you must watch Martha, and don'l
let anything harm her"

Martha's mothar stood at the door until
she was out of sight. Than she went into
the house saying, “I know Tip Top will
wateh her””’

Tip Top walked In front of her, barking
at every passing car orf wagon. And when
thoy got to the maln streel, & runaway was
pamsing. Tip Top pulled at Martha's dross
and growled furlously, as If to say: "“The
horee will run over you" Mp Top was
after that prized as & hero,

Margaret's Surprizse
By Myrl Rogers, Aged 8 Yoears
L Nab, Heid.
Margaret and her mother wore very poor,
Her father was dead and she was lame,
Bhe could not work and her mothar had to
earn thelr living. It was getting near
Christmas .and Margaret thought
nice things other children would get, but
did not think aboat Lerself. As Christmas
eamp nearer Marguret wondered If SBanta
Claus would remember her with a littls
momething. Christmas eve she went ta bod

North
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as hard as he ecould, In the morning the

Kindness strawberries wore supposed to be frogen.

Mr. Winter was enraged and flung & gny
mantla over them, but they d&ld not stir
Winter retired to his homae, and Spring
cama forth and put pow buds and leaves
on the trees, and new rools on the plants.
Boon Bummer camo and she turned blos-
soms Into large, red strawberries. The
sirawberry that pleaded with Wintar, now
was rosy and red. A little girl éame Into
the garden and pleded It Tt was putl in a
plate with other borries and soon the 1itls
girl eare and took It to eat. “I know my
end Is at hand, but ft ia & happy ending
that I enjoy.” sall the happy strawberry.

—

Happy Children

By Jeasle Apple, Aged 12 Years,
Bow, Neb, Reod,
The nlght befors Christmas two MHitle
girla ant tn their littls chaire by the fire-
place with their stockings up on the whalf
for Banta Claus to put their tays In. They
were talking of what they were sxpecting
to get from dear Sante Claus. Then littls
Moudie sald, T want a little doll with
golden halr and even of Hlue and T want
& pretty ploture book that T can read”
Then Hazel sald, “I want a dolly with
anburn halr, and beautiful eves of brown,
that will shut her eves and go ta sleep
when I want her to™ Just them thelr
mamma came In and sald, “You twa little
girls must go to bed so Santa Claus will
fill. your stockinga for yvou." 8o off 1hey
wont to bed., That night they dreamed
that Banta Claus came and flled thele
full. Just then bLrother Tom
came In with & shout and cried, “Merry
Christmas.” His ery awoke the two little
girls from thelr pleasant dreams. They got
up and hurried to dress 0 go and sep what
Banta had brought to them that night.

Broken

eurly, thinking Bunis might want to come Ihen Maudie sald, "He has brought me

and she would not be msleep,
Mre. White heard n gentlo tap at tha door
and went (o answer it. There sha saw
their nelghbor, Mr. Brown, and his ohil-
dren at the ddor, “They wera carrying
presents for Margarst and her mother,
while ono stood holding, a Christmas tres

Al 10 o'clogx Just what T asked for.

Then HFaxal sald,
"He has brought me more than I asked
for.” Then Tom, who was older than
the girls, snld, “"He hos brought me o
ball, & bat. & basa ball sult and two
booka.” The three played with their toys
untll night camo again, and they went to

all trimmed with popcorn, cranberries add bed very happy.

Christmas tree trimmings.
Brown went In and told

Then Mr.
his ohildren to

come also. He ordered them to set the By Loulse

Christmas tree down and put the presents
on (t. They then bld Mrs. While a merry

Christmas and told her that In the basket grest (nterest to all

The Watermelon Patch

Billes, Aged 12 Yoars, Lyons,
Neb. Blus,
Farmer Gordon's melon
thae

af
the

was
In

patch
boys

was their Christmas dinner and sald they nighborhood. Thelr mouths falrly watered
had notliced how patlent llttle Marguret whaon they looked at them, but they never
was and thought she deserved this lttle wad & chance to got any, for Farmer
surprise. Margaret sald sahe should never Gordon wus constantly on the watch., One

forget that Christmas and Mr,

kindness to them.

The Busy Bees
Bfi Clara Reth, Aged 10 Years, 0068 West
oenlg Btreet, Grand Isiand, Neb. Red.
"Busz! Bugz! Buzs!' suld o littls bes as
it flew past Jennle.
"Come with me and 1 will show you my
home and what I do."
*This ls my home,” sald the bes, having
arrived at his home (a hive).

Brown's night

Horry Graham, Tom Wood and
Burt Grey determined to have some wator-
melons,  “We'll take our old Derry,” aald
Tom, “and hitch him up to that old bugey
Mr. Groy gave to Burl."” As soon as it was
dark that night, you might have seen thres
boys snenk over to Harry's pasture, where
they were to meet. Tom appeared lead-
ing & very rickety old horse and Burt
brought & scarcely less rickety old bukgy.
¥Farmer Gordon lived about a mile from the
town which was the home of the boys

Our queen mThe boys had to go a round-about way to

bee is the ruler, and we all obey her com- gyold golng past Farmer Gordon's house

mands. 1 bave many brothers and sisters,™
continued the bLee.

a8 he kept a very flerce watchdog. How-

™o all work verm gver they at last arrived at the melon

hard. When you ate your pread and honey patch. They loaded thomsslves with water-
for lunch this morning you naver stepped melens and started home Tﬁa:r stopped

to think how long and hard we worked to
geot that much honey together,
“You know we are divided Into thres sec-

at the Graham pasture to eat msome water-
malons, Harry produced a knife and cut
off thres generous sllces. Burt was the

tions. First comes our mother, the queen firat to taste it. An expression of horror

bee; then the Iaborers, or honey-makers,
as I am, and then the lazy fellows, the
drones.

“l am & laborer and have the hardest
work to do. I go from flower to flower,
sipping the swoest juloes of the flowars

“The drones are such lazy fellows they
nover leave the hive.

“8o one duy Wwe concluded the? all the
bees who don't work don't have (o eat any
of our sweet honey that we storad up for
the winter. One day Iate In the fall we,

‘the hard workers,’ assembled and threw her why

all the drones oul of the hive and trampled
on them till they were dead.

instantly crossed his face. Harry and Tom
had now taken s bite and Tom eried out,
“itrons.” It was true. In the moonlight
they had mistaken citrons for watermelons.
I think this 1s the last time they sver
robbed Farmer Gordon's watermelon patch.

The Broken Doll

By Alta Wilken, Aget 12 Years, Waco, Neh,

2
One day as Maud was golng to school
ahe came to a little girl who wna corying,
beside her lay & broken doll. Maud asked
she was orying and she answered
“Oh I have broken my dolly, It Is the only
doll T have what will T do without It?

“After that we went (o our hard-earned pgaud felt very sorry for the little girl but

winter's rest.”

A Wish th:t:.—Oame True

By Malcolm Price, Aged 12 Years, 33 Mo-
Donald Btreet, Newton, Ia, Red,

“1 wish that I could be of some use,” sald ©n® of mine."

a amall, but proud, cracker box off !n
one corner of the very dark cellar of a
grocery store.

Little it thought of what it was to do in
the next fow days.

Morning after morning the elevatar de-

us It was tima for her to go to school she
told the Iittle girl not to cry. As she wans
hurrying along to. echool she though to
herself '*This little girl had only one doll
and I have so many, why can't I give her
That evening when she got
home she told her mother about it and said,
“tan't I give har ona of my dolis? You
know I want to do unto othars us I would
have others do unto me and I think this
would be & very good place to begin.”" Her
mother was very well pleassd and sald
“You oan give the doll and I will get a

scended to the gellar and more boxes Were yj. go-curt to put her in. Tho next day

dumped off, until there were & great num-
ber,

After i while all of the olther boxgs be-
gan to murmur the aame wish,

One morning the cellar door opened angd wvery well pleased with the doll

being Baturdey, Maud took the dell and
cart over to the little girl, she alse took
one of her own dolls with her so they
could play together. Tha lttle girl was
The two

& pleasant looklng drayman oame' In, fol- girls becams very good friends.

“Are these the
“Yea," came

lowed by one of Lthe clerks.
boxes™ the drayman asked,
the reply

There was n greal commotion among the
erucker boxaes, tobacco boxes, lye boxes
and, In fact, all Kinds of boxes. Ona lttle,

Helen’s Birthday

By Ruth Weller, Aged 10 Yeara, 2014 North
Twenty-firyt Blreet, Omaha. Hlue

ft was Helan's birthday. Bhe would be
§ years old the next dny. Bhe expocted

squesky volce right beslde the oracker hox nothing, for she was a poor little girl. Mra.

sald, I would rather stay here and aloep.”
The cracker box polinted
gald, "Are vou not ashamed ™

Its finger and planning something for her.

Smith, the rich lady in the next blook, was
Mra, Thorn,
Helen's mother, went to Mra. Bmith's every

The drayman gathered and tosk them to day te work, Mra Bmith nslied Helen to

tis wagon. He drove to an offics bullding
and put them (n s cellar beside a furnmoe,

come to her house that night. Bhe hpd
just got there when seven MHttle boys and

The next morning & man oame, grahhed tha girls walked in. She wes very mu.i.'h our-
proud cracker box and, to ths wonder and prised and sald, “T must go at onos,”" think-

awe of the other boxes, broke It up and
started the fire In the furnace.

It made a very bright fire that kept all
the other boxesa warm,

A Poor Ifttle Dog

By Josephine Robhins, Aged 11 Years,
Emmet Street, Omaha, Blue,

ing that théey had come to ses Mra Bmith
Mrs. Bmith said, "No, this s for you."
Mre SBmith had planned different games for
them, such as 'Pinning the tall on the
donkey,” and the one wha got It nedrost
the right place got & prize, which was &
bax of candy. There wers sevVeral olher

1924 prizes for the different gumes. Aftor they

had played for a oouple of hours they had

One Auwy na I was walking aloug the luncl, which consisted of candy, nuts, lce

sireet 1 saw a liltle dog get rum over
with an sutomoblle and the poor little
thing waa hit In the head and rolled over
and over In the road, and as T was stand-
ing thers the thought came to me that
if they would pul fenders on the autos
like they have on the street cars, It would
save many & poor lttle dog from being
s0 badly hurt; also little children who
semetimes play in‘“the road.

The Strawberry
Latha od W Yea South
By Lt st wartotk, “eb: FHue.

Mr. Winter aat In his easy chalr, when
he was startled by a wvolos, he knew it
was (he strawberry. “Please, dear Win-

began the strawberry, “'will you
spread a cover over me, I am shivering and
so afrald- of Juck Frost, for he comes
svery night and bites my tocs.” Old Winter
exprommed his sympathy, so the strawberry
went home and soon feit the warm coverlet
Meanwhile Mr., Winter was talking to the
will shine and make the world

sha™ sald the sum. “But 1 don't want
M osald Winter, They quar-

had hls way. The naxt

day the sun shene brightly and meited the
the aight Mr. Wind blow

aream, cike and coecon. The children enok
wont home with A prigse and eandy and
nuts, AN they went out of the dotr they
said: It was the nicest party we've gone
to." Helenm went home with her arms
filled with presents which the othérs had
glven her and thanked Mra Smith . for the
nice surprise she bhad planncd for her

A Poor Family

By Cotherine McNamara, Aged 10 Toars,
1936 Military Avenue, Omaha. Red

Onea upon a time there lived In a dirty
part of the oity a family by the name of
Proff. The family were in very poor cir-
cumstancen, the father being a lamplighter,
Thers wuare nine ehildren In the femily, all
of whom were boya, with the exception of
one, ‘Thelr names wera John, Albert,
Harry, Harold, Howard {twtru): Fredorick,
Barl, Frank and Mary., One day the mother
of the famiy and two ohiidren woro taken
ek, They wete sent to & hoapital wlwrs
the twp children died, but the motler re-
vovered, ‘The oxpense of sending the
mother and children to the hospital wanm
groeat, o the futher hunted for more work.
ITe wont to the firm of Boyd & Mace and
received work as janitor, Afler & [oew
months, together with working at this firm
and lghtng lnmps, he succoeeded In paying
the bill. Afterwards ho was promoted in
the firm and succeeded In ll\"lpl all his
children n.n education.

A Much Needed Lesson
By Ada Morris, Aged 14 Yonrs, 348 Frank-
Un Street, Omaha. Blue,

Clare was the only chlld of a very
wealthy banker and she gave many parties,
One day Clare was invited to & party glven
by Alles Thompeon. HBhe was much pleoasad
and went. Among the number present sho
noticed two sisters whom she oconslderad
beneath her, 50 she simply ignored them
and felt very much disgustad townrd Allce
for Inviting them. After a short chat,
Alice paased sllps of paper to cach person
to writs thelir name on. They wers then
put into a basket and shaken and every one
drew. The game was that whatever name
you drew that person was to be your
partner, It happened that Clare got one
of the sisters’ names and Alice, on seeing
her hold back, asked what was the matter,
Clare sald: *I am not golng to have het
for a partner!” “"Why"' asked Allca, “"Be-
cause ahe I8 poor and I will not have any-
thing to do with her"” “Well," sald Allos.
T do not soe what difforence It makes if
itin i a nlce girl" "I don't care,” sald
Clare. "1 shall not have her, and 1 am
golng home."” 8o saying, she left thé houss.

A few weeks later Clare had arranged
for a party and invited many who attanded
Allca's party, but what was hor surprise
to find on the night set that no one camse.
On inquiry she found that it wias Decause
gf the way sha treated the sister and found
that to save herself muoch Adisgrace she
would have to apologime, which she did,
and Clare was never agaln known to hold
hergelf above any girl because she was not

rich.
Try, Try Again
By Ruth Ashby, Aged 13 Years, Falrmont,
Neb. Bilue.

“Dear me, grandps, I just can't get this
problem," sald Herbert. “If you don’t suo-
coeed at first, try, try again,” said grandpa.
“But I've tried, and tried,” sald Herbert.
“Try once agaln, grandson.'” Herbert was
busy figuring, then he Jjumped up and
eried: “Oh, grandpu, it cames out right, and
was just us eusy. I'll wlways remember
your rule'

Years after thin, in u little seaside town,
thers was groat sxoltement, the great ship
Alblon was aground on soma rocks about
half & mile out in the harbor. A great
storm had come up and the peopls were
erying for help, Everyons was afraid to
RO out, but & young man named Horbert
Fenton. He got Into & small rowboat and
started for the wieck, but the waves
brought him back aguln. Fle was about to
give up In despalr, when his mind turnsd
back to the cosy Uttle sittingroom of his
home when he had such & hard time with
his problem. He recalled hls grandfather's
saying, 'If you don't succeed al first, try,
try again. Have you followed this rule,
grandson.” Herbert put all his remaloing
strength Into a last effort and reached the
ship In safety, and the peopls crowded Inte
the boat. The waves carried them back te
the shore and all were saved. Tha people
crowded around Herbert to thank him. *'It
wasn't 1 that 4id ™ he sald, “It was
grandfather's old rule, “If you don't suc-
ceed at firet, try, try again'*™

L]
A 8poiled Birthday Party
By FEthel Reed, Blghth and Logan Strestm
Fromont, Neb. Red.

Marion's birthday came the #th of Janu-
ary. Bealdes the presents of her brother
and sister hor mother gave her a party.
There were just twelve girls there, as
Marion wan only 18 vears old., Among tham
was one poor lttle girl numed Mabel. Bhe
had only brought a small handkerohief
with Marion's initinl embrolderad in the
corner, while others, whoss paronis were
rich, brought rings, beads or bracelets.
Marion sald to her mother in a Jow tone
of mcorn, which Mabel happensd to hear,
“look at that!"

Boon oafter Mabel wan missing and Mre
Vane, Marion's mother, found her in the
hall sobbing. Mre. Vane wanted an ex~
plsoation, which Mabs! gave har.

Mrs, Vane then took Marion In & bed
room and told her about Mabel. This mads
har wvery sad. Ehe then told her mothes
Mabel should have the best present she
got, which was a4 beautiful bracslet

Mabel refused It at firet, bul as Marion
wikhed 1t she sccepled It. Marfon thought
the handkerchief the best af her presents,
but every time she saw it it remindsd her
of that sud day she was twalve,
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