HE Busy Bee oditor has sald so much about stories that are not
orlginal she had hoped she might never have to mention the sub-

jeet mgaln, however, it seoms to be necessary.

Last week and the

woek before ever 8o many storles were sent In that had been copled

from story books

These copled storlea will not do, boys and girls.

Btories for this page must every one be original, and must be marked “origl-

nal"

or they will be thrown in the waste basket,

The correct answers for the llustrated rebua this week were given by

Frod Dorghofl, 8417 Burl street, Omaha, and Ethel Girakd of Fremont.
“A boy went to bed and dreamt that an Indian came with

gorrect mnawer Is:

The

n tomahawk to scalp him and he screamed so that his Iather came running

in.”

The prizes were won this week by Letha Larkin of Norfolk, Neb., first

prize; Ruth Boehner of Malvern, Ia.,

given to Ethel Muolholland, also of Malvern, Ia.

Busy Bees. The boys will have to look
thelr slde,

second prize, and honorable mention
The latter two girle are new
for some pew Busy Dees to strengthen

The Busy Bees write that they are enjoying the postal eard exchange, and

every wenk brings new namea. The

friend jolned this week, nlso two Busy
Kathryne Mellor, Malvera, In;
Nebraska City; Harry Crawford, Nebraska
Neb.;
Cummings and Grace Cummings, postoflice

now Includes:
Ja, P, O. Box T1: Milton Belzer,
City; Edvihe Kreitz, Lexingion,

Ite bhertgon, Manilla, Ia.; Ardyece H.
box 225, Kearney, Neb.: Earl Perkins,
Fiith street and Madison avenue,
Morth Twenty-fifth strecot, Omahna;
Clara Miller, Utlea, Neb,;
ence Pettijohn, Long
Danlels, Ord, Neb,
Aliee Temple, Lexington, Neb,;
Alnsworth, Neb.; Mildred Robertson,

Pine. Neb.;

Eunice

lttle sister Qf

Norfolk, Neb,;
Adp Morris, 3424 Franklin street, Omaha;
Hmma Kostal,
Ethel Reod, Fremont,
Irene Reynolds, Little Bloux, In.;

the gqueen and a lttle
Bees from Nebraska Clty. The list
Ethel Mulholland, Malvern,
Eleanor Mellor, Malvern, Ia.; luth
Emma Marquardt,
4211

Reddington, Neb,;
Emma Carrathers,

1618 O street, South Omaha; Flor-
Neh.: Mades L.
Alta Wilker, Waco, Neb.;
Bode, Falls Clity, Neb.: Jean De Long,

Manliia, In.; Louise Reeds, 2608 North

Nineteenth avenue, Omaha; Gall Howard, 4722 Capitol avenue, Omaha; Edna

Behling, York, Neb.; Eatella McDonald,

Lyons, Neb., Juanita Innes, 2769 Fort

gtreet, Omaha: Marguerite Bartholomew, Gothenburg, Neb.: Louls Hahn,
David Clty, Neb.; Vera Cheney, Creighton, Neb.: Fay Wright, Fifth and Belle
atreets, Fremont, Neb.; Ruth Ashby, Falrmont, Neb.; Maurlee Johnson, 16237

Locust street, Omaha; Lotta Woods,
York, Neb.; Loulse Stlles,
Edna Enis, Stanton, Neb.;

Lyons, Neb.;
Allca Grassmoyer, 16456 C street, Lincolu, Neb.

Pawnee City, Neb.; Pauline Parks,
Hulda Lundburg, Fremont, Neb.;

Susie and Her Mittens

By Nelena Davin,

USIE had a way of forgetting to

put on her mittens when the
weather was very cold, Of
courso, =he didn't need them

when the weather was nlce and

- warm, for then there was no
need of her trying to remember to put
them on ss sha went to and from school,
or ran crrands for her mamma  Bul it
annoyed Susle’s mamma very much to have
her litile daughter come in from school of
an evening with her hands bare and cold,
and when she asked wliers her mittena
were and Lo have her reply: “Oh, I forgot
them ana left them in my hox In my desk.
Really, mamma, 1 just can't think to put
on my mittens. I don’t mind If my hands
do get cold; they become warm direotly I
reach home and stand beside the nice big
adiator in the hall'

“But by golng with bare hands you'll
cateh eold and become (1L explained
mamma, “And you must not be so forgot-
ful, my dear lttle daughter. Now when
you bring your mittens tomorrow-and
bring them on your hands, too—1 shall sow
them to the ends of a Jong tape and fasten
thes tape socurely to the collar of your
cloak, When you put on your cloak there
wiil b your mittens, all ready for you to
draw on your bands, you see. Then my
little girl's hands will be snug and warm
when she comes in from school or play.™

The very next evening Busle remembered
hor mittens. Bul not till she bhad started
home without them. Remembering them,
she ran back te the mschoolhouse and gut
them from her desk, drawing them on very
mnugly.

*Thoy are awfully comfy,'" she admitted
o horself s she walked along the stroet,
for the Mareh wenther was anything but
mild. “I'N try never to go oul without
them on agsin when Its cold. But, of
rourse, If mamma sews them tightly to my
tloak collnr, how can 1 go out without
them?" And Susle smiled to herseélf at Lhe
sbhaurd thought, .

But just as slis was golng round the cor-
ner of the block and nearing her own home
the saw o slght that caused her to stop a

ninule, There, in the yard of a blg house,
was a small boy shovellng snow, for a
heavy snow had fallen s few days before
ind woas drifted agalnst the side of Lhe
big house, The boy was working with red,
told hands, Busie wotehed him for n min-
Ute, then sald to hersell: “He doesn't re-
member to put on his mittens, either,
Maybs his mamma tells him to do so, just
a8 my mwmamma tells me, and mayhbe he
forgets Just as T forget. 1 belleve ' Lell
him to put them on and make his hands
more comfortable. Mercy me, how red and
cold his hands do look, anyway.”

Then; approaching the fence which sep-
arated the sidewnik from the yard whers
the boy was working Busle cdlled out to
him:

“Boy, why don't you wear your miltens?"”

“1 haven't got nona' replivd the boy,
restipg on his shovel and looking curiously
al Busle, as ' nskirg in his mind, “And
what business (8 1L of yours, Httlo mies,
dréeased up so fime and warm?* Hul ae
didn't volge his mental guestion and stood
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staring at Susle, who was returning the
stare. Then she went a bit further:

“Don’t you live In this big house?T' zha
agked, pointing a mittened hand at the
house that belonged to the yard he was
clearing of snow.

The boy looked surprised, shook his head
and answered: “Me live In that fine place?
Gea, what you take me for—a rich guy?™

“Then why are you in there playing, I
you don't live there?' asked Susle, wonder-
Ingly.

"Playin'?"' And the boy grinned, "Ms
playin® In here, lttle misa?* He held up
his hands, which were almost sUff with
cold. “Lookie at my mita,. Do you reckon
a feller would play with hands what hurts
as thess do? Nope, I'm workin', I am,
An' if 1 got me job dope before night an’
gt me quarter for it I'l have to husile
and quit chipnin' to gurls.'

Then Lhe boy turned to his work again,
blowing on his hands tirst to thaw them
out.

Busie walted a littls longar, sllently watch-

Ing the boy as ho shoveled the anow.
“Working—not playing,” she observed,
mentally, "“And he has ne mittens, Isn':

.Ihnt dreadful, though, to be obliged to
stay out In the snow and have your hands
frecens while you work?"

Then Busle drew from her hands the
nice, soft woolen mittens, blushed & bit ve
s oalled again to the boy over the fence:
“Here. boy, are some mittens. They're
nice and cosy and will keep your hands
warm."

The boy lovked at her in astoplshment,
then eyed closely and longingly the mitiena
which she was offering him. “Do you mean
it for falr? he asked. “For If you're
Joshin' I ain‘t got no thne to fool away.”

“Of course I mean It," declared Busie,
“Come and get them. They will keep your
hands warm while you work.”

The boy came clumsily forward, looking
& bit pahamed to take the proffered mil-
tens from a girl. But the thought of the
comfort they would give him decided the
matter, and with a grin he held out his
bhand and took them, drawing them on

over his poor chapped and benumbed
fingers.
“Gee, them's fine and warm!” he com-

mented. Then a thought struck him, and
he turned quickly to Busie. ““What's your
name, Uitle miss? 1 want to tell my mom
about you when I go home tonight. Bhe'll
be awful tickled that someono hus been
kind to me, She likes folks what sre kind
to me, my mom doea."

"My name's SBusis Long, and 1 Yive in the
red brick house down by the corner,’ cx-
plained Susie. "“An' If you come there to
Nod my mamma, sho may have many other
things to give you. My mamma |s & very
kind woman, and gives many things to
cehiidron who are poor.”

“Thank you, littls miss,"” And the poor,
clumey boy bowed his respecis to Susle as
she sald “"Goud bye, poor boy,'" and hurricd
humeward,

As Husie entered the house her mother
looked up from her sewing.

“Wall, girlle, home again?

But where

{
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WORA CULLEN,
Omaha.

RULES FOR YOUNG WRITERS

Letter from the King Bee

1. Write plainly on ono sids of the
pAper only and number the pages.
2. Use pen and ink, not pencil
n.mn and wmtg.wwm
m'olla.

4. Originsl wtories eor letters oaly
will be used.

6. Writs and ad-
m-tﬁ-’%olmn‘f‘nm
First and second prizea of books
will be given for the best two oon-
tributions to this page eachh week.
Address sll communications to

CHILDREN'S DIPARTMENT,

Omaba Beo.

Dear Hdltor:

I am very glad to see that I had
the honor of being chosen king of
the Busy Beea and I hope I will be
a faithful ome I thank the Busy
Beesa for their voles. In this letter
I also want to thank you for my book.
I think It Is just lovely and It ia
very Interoating.

WILLIE CULLEN, King Bee.

(Pirst Prise.)
Lucile’s Drea.m
By lLetha Larkin, Years, Bouth
Blxth Street, Norfolk, Nq.lr Red.
Ones there was a little girl named Luclle
who was wvery selflah. Her mother and
father had tried to break her of i, but it
seamed Imponsible. One afternoon she was
Iying on the couch, when she was startied
by & queer voice at the end of the room.

There she siw two small figures, One
wis Belflah, the other Unselfish, They
were getung rendy for a race. The one

whio won, was to have the first chat with
Laueile.

They ran and Unselfish won the race,
for Belfish carried seltish hearts, which
were heavy and Unsaolfish earried unselfish
hearta, which were light. Unselfish sat
down by Luclle and had o long talk with
har., Lauclle had never seen seifishness In
the right light before, but she did now,
and her facoe looked hrighter, while Sel-
flah over in the comer was &ngry with
rage. Seclfish saw that Unseifish had con-
quered, =0 she knew It was useless to lalk
to Laucile,

‘I want you to live with me always, and
sMay by me and not let Belfish get In your
place.'” sald Lucile to Unselfish. Bhe was
startled by the ringing of the supper bell

At supper her face looked happier.

Her parents nover knew what came over

ner, but after that she was never selfish,
Unsolfish stood by her, and she intro-
duces ler to some of her solfish playmates,
too?
Wouldn't you
too?

like to gel acqualnted,

(Becond Prige.)

Goodness Rewarded

By Ruth Boehner, Aged 12 Yeurs,
Malvern, Ia. Biu

Lily and Violet were twins, They were
13 years old and looked very much alike.
Lily was of & sweet disposition, but Violet
wans not. Onanight when they wers expect-
Ing thelr grandfather thelr parents were
called awny on  business When thelr
mother kissed them she sajd:

“My daughters will entertain grandpa un-
til we roturn.” When her molher was gone
YViolet went to the nursery.

A lttle after 8§ tho door bell rang. Lily
went to the door, let her grandfather In,
kissed him and entertaind him the rest of
the evening, Violet called naughty thinga
down the stairway.

When the father and
that evening, grandfather
nioe Lily had been. He then took two
beautiful gold watchies from his pocket,
ons of them he handed to Lily, the other

mother returned
told them how

are your mittens, child? Didn't I warn
¥ou to bring them home tonight?! Now
what 18 mammi to do with a Uttle daugh-

"

THE BOY CAME CLUMSILY FORWARD, LOOKING A BIT ASHAMED, 170 TAKE THE PROFFERED MITTENS

ter who forgels so eanlly? [ am distressed
over—"'

“Mamma." (|nlerrupted Susie, “I didn’t
forget my mittens thla evening. I put
them on and wore them to the cormer up
here,"

*Then where are they now, If you wors
thom na fer as Lthe corner?’ And there
was & tone of reproof in mamma's velee

“I—=l—gave them away, mamma’” con-
fossed Busio. “But If you could have seon
how <old his hands were—the little boy s
hands, I moan—you would hava becn glad
to have me give them to him."™

And then Susie more fully explained the
matier, and her mamma drew her to her
side nod kissed har tenderly, saying: *Lit-
tis heart of gold, Is my own sympathotlo
and loving Mtie girl. 1 shall go st once
to the place whore you left the poor boy
and tell him to call here asm soon as his
task there Iv done. 1 shall guestion him
about bimsalf and his ‘mom," whe must be
& good woman and one deserving of asalst-
ance.”

“And you don't mind my giving away
my plce mittens?' asked Busle, snuggling
agalust her mother's side.

"I wouldn't object to buylng you § new
palr every day If you disposed of them in
this manner,” docluared her mother. *1 am
happy to see that your heurt responds so
readily to the distress of others. And now
1 shall go and foliow up your good begin-
ping by looking after that poor boy."

And thia Is & part of the story of Busie
and her mitiens,

MAB;C'H 13,

he put awany saying, “"Vielet will have to
wall."”

Honorable Mantion.)

A Lesson That Helped Two
By Ethel Mulholland, Aged 13 Years, Mal-
vern, Ta. Diua
“You had better keep I, sald Henry,
“No, T will not, because [t s not mine,'
mld Herbert. "I am going to taks it to

the police station,”

“But you found It." sald Henry.

“1 would be a thief to keep this popket-
book, mo there.” and Herbert startefl off
on a run toward the pollee station,

“ON! excuse me, =ir)" sald Herbert, “1
AAn't mean to run Into you.™

“That's all right Ind,” sald the gentle-
man smiliog, and pald, “II4 I hurt you?™

"No, sir,” sald Herbert, ‘The gontle-
man's face clouded.

Herbert snw the change and sald, " Any-
thing I can do for you, sir™

The gontleman sald, “Lad, 1 have lost
a wallat contalning 2000,

Herbert started. He hnd a wallet, Buaps
posa It was the one, Heautiful mansions
rosn before his eyos, but clenching his
fists, he sald, “"Muybe this i I," and he
handed the man the wallet

“It's mine, Ind, and thank you™ Then

secing the sot Jips, sald, "1t was a hard
temptation, was It not, my nd?™

The reddening face of the boy told him
he wne right,

The next day Herbert was given a place
in an offioe. A fow weeka after that Her-
bert saw Henry, who sald to him. “Her-
bert, you have taught me a lesson by
giving that pockethank to s owner and
hereafter 1 am golng to be honeat.'

And he has kept hla word,

Norma's Punishment
By Hasel Ferry, Aged 11 Years, 6012 Call-
fornin Bireet, Omahu. Blue.

“Be mure not to go over to that eaves,
Norma,” =ald Mre. Bell one afternoon.
“There are some gypiles camping very noar
. Norma went ouldoors very sulky. *'I
don't care.,” she sald, “I never ean do any-
thing [ want to.”” Mra, Bell was very busy
in the kitchen preparing a salad for dinner,
for Uncle Henry and Aunt Mary were com-
ing to dinper. 8he never dreamed that
her Uttle girl would disobey her, so she
pald no attention to which way she went.
Norma had heard that there were wonder-
ful ferns and flowers near the cave and a
dear IMtle spring In the cave, where you
might dlp up water and drink 1t from your
hand. And Norma was determined to go
and see for hersell the first chance aha
had. When mhe got there the gypsy camp
was loaded In wagons feady to leave. Bhe
gathersd some flowers and went Into the
cave and had just taken a Arink of water
from her hand whon something was thrown
over her head, and she felt that she was
belng carried away at a rapld pnoe some-
where, Lul she did not know where. Mean-
while Uncle Henry and Aunt Mary had
arrived at the Bell home and 1t was dinner
time, but Norma was nowhere to be found.
Her father and mother became anxious
and began to search for her. Nelghbors
Jolned in the search. It was growing dark;
they went to Lhe cave and to the gypsy
camp and behold, they were gone, Mr. Bell
felt sure they had taken his llitle girl. AN
night long they searched for her and the
gypsien. The next day about 10 oclotk
they overtook them. They found Norma
hildden behind some bhoxés crying hbitterly.
When she saw her papa dhe cried out, *"Oh,
papa! papa! I am so glad to see you. I
want you to take me right home. I will
noever disobey you or mamma again.” And
you may be sure she never did. She never
forgot her long night with the gypeles.

Robert’s Rule

By Kathryne Mellor, Aged 10 Years, Mal-
vern, Ta. Blue.

Ome day a Httle boy about 10 years old
namoed Robert was selling newspapers and
a boy whose name was John eams up and
sald, “"How much have you earned to-
day? Robert replied, T hive earney 4
cents and only ono papor left.” John
told him that he had 50 cents and all of
his papers were sold. Robert sald to walt
until he sold the other paper and that he
would go home with him. He did not
have to walt long because a Kind gentle-
man came up &nd did not have the change
so mave him 35 cents. When Robert told
that ho had T0 cents John sald for him to
get some eandy and popeorn and he would
{nke them to the show. But Robert dldn't
agres to that. He sald that his mother
alwaya told him to buy something he
needed. John sald that he used his money
to have a nice time. Robert dldn't feel
any different than what he felt the first
time, John 4id not go to the show, but
went home with Robert. On thelr wWay
home Lthey did not say a word Lo each
other. Joblin thought that Robert was right.
When they parted John went and told his
mother and #hs sald to never spend his
money foollphly. When Robort and John
were men they did not have to earn their
living.

Six Little Girls Go to the Circus
By Frances Whitmore, Aged 10 Years, Val-
ley, Neb. Red

Catherine and Dorothy Purdy
were sisters. Marguret was 11 years ald,
Dorothy was 10 and Catherine was 0.
They llved next deor ino Ethel and Fliza-
beth Pinkham, who had a cousin wvisiiing
them. Her naome wan Nellle Plakham

The next day was clreus day and they
n)l were golng together. They were Roing
te the clreus and then going into the park
to eat thelr supper. At last the time came
and It was & merry purty that went from
the twa houses

When they got to the tent the girls
wunted to look at the animals, but It was
about time fur the cireus to begin and
thelr parents told them to go on into the
next tent and they could sée the animals
after the clreus was over. After tha clrcus
they went to nes the animals They went
to the monkey cage first. The monkoys
wore very lively.

Then they went to the brown bear's onge
and Catherine cried, “Oh, that little bear
tooks just like my Teddy Bear at home™
The bears were trained and tame and the
clrens company had so many brown bears
that they wanted to sell them, so Mr
Purdy bought Marguret, Catheribe and
Dorothy sach & bhear and Mr, Pinkham
bought Ethel, Ellsabwth and Nellle each
& bear and tho girls spont the rest of the
day having a jolly time with their real
ive Toddy Bears, that were trained to do

tricke.

Margaral,

Ethel's First Fire
N edrs, I
By Dulcle Qo R Blun T
Ethel was sitting on the poreh reading
a very interesting story which her aunt
had gtven her as & gill. It was neariy &
a'elock and Ethel, having finlshed her
story, had jumped into the hammook for &
yest, Lut before sbe know it she was fasi

axisap, In about half an hour shs was
Awakenod by & ahout of fire. Hhe Jumped
with alarm and looked to see whare the
fire wan. It was the lumber yard, Every-
one was out on the streots. Bo Ethel went
in the house to got her wraps and tell her
father and mother, but they had already
gone, S50 she hurried on. Bhe soon reached
the fire. 1t wis spteading averywhers, and
the adjoining bulldings were already burn-
ing. Bhe maw her parents and went to
them, It was A very sxeiting fire, but the
worst was over, and the people went home.
And so Ethel went to her first fire

An Outing

By Revere Wallker, Aged 12 Yoars, River
Bloux, Ia.

One day In February., u boy named Fred-
trie and myself were walking along a rall-
rond, He walked along beside me for about
five minutes, then he sald, “Lat us ask
our parents If we can go some place on
Easter.,” 1 said, “All Fight.” Tt happensd
Just about noon that T sald, “"Let us take
a fow thinge to eat out in our woods and
cook them and have a dinner out there.”
Froderic sald “All right.” 8o weo took some
things and & rifle of mine and started,
After wa got Lhere wa chose for ourselvos
who would be cook. It tumed out that 1
wis to be the evok. After wo got tha fire
started everything wenlt well. After the
dinner was ecooked we ale all the things

and only left & few crumbs and some
papers. It was about ¢ o'clock when we
got homo that night. We bolh went lo
bed tred.

The Lost Pocketbook

By BEthel Girard, Aged 13 Years, 115 Platto
Ave,, Fremont, Neb. Rued,

There was once & lady, very richly
dreassd, who lived In a beautiful mansion,
One day while she was visiting with rela-
tives in n distant city, shg went uptown
to purchase some dry goods, and when
ahe wns going to pay the salcawoman ahe
discoversd her pocketbook, which contained
quite & sum of money, was gone. A puoor
ragged lttle girl found the pocketbook con-
taining the money, and thought, ““Well,
now 1 will keep it and she took it home
to her mother, who was poor but honest,
who eald, “We must try and find the
owner, and return the money,” which they
did. The little girl and her mothér were
highly rewarded for thelr honesty.

Out Camping

By Ruth Davenport, Aged % Years,
Norfolk Ave,, Norfolk, Neb. Biue,

We went out camplog a yesr ago Iast
Juné. We went about seven milea from
town, by the Elkhorn river.

We had three tents, a kitohen tent and
Rwo tents to sleep In.

Mamma, pappa, my sister and two
brothers, grandma and aunt, We went
fiehing every day and ocaught some blg
oatfish ®n the throw lines. The largest
weighed twelve pounds. We had a phono-
graph which we played every night when
wo mat around the campfire, and It
sounded so pretty In the open alr,

We had company most avery day, and we
stayed flve wecks, and we were there for
the Fourth of July. My aunts, uncles and
cousing came out from Norfolk, and we
bad fire works in the evening.

A G-ood—l.emn

By Laoulse Balley, Aged 11 Years, 2219
Willis Ave,, Omnahn. Blue,

It was a bright June day and the sun-
beams were stealing through the open
windows, when little Jlobert, aged 5, and
Edward, aged § years, ran out to look for
vgks, for the egy man was coming toduy
to buy thelr father's egge and thoy had
some to sell, too,

When they reached the chicken yard,
Bdward spled & nest of very small eggs
and he thought he could trade them to little
Robert for larger ones, and he Jdid, but
when he came to buy them he sald thet
the amall ones Robert had were very flne
and he would give him twige the price for
them,

When Edward saw this he was very sorry
and dld pot trade eggEs any mora
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Playmates
By F'Inlr- Francis, Aged 8 Years. 407 Wost
xth 8t., Fremont, Neb. Hlue.

“1 c¢an swing mysell.,"” sald Harold in
a sulky tone, I don't want you."

Dick and Bertle live next door and Har-
old |8 generally glad if they will play with
bim. The bays come over the wall nearly
every day when school Is over and had
been promising themselves fine times when
they saw Harold's new swing put up. It
wis dissppointing, but finding him In such
& disagreeablo mood they went away. Har-
old msoon wns Lired of swinging by himself
and strolled after them. He found them
fishing in & Mttlg stream and longed to
try n cast himself, butl after his selfish be-
bavior woe ashamed to ask for the loan
of & rod

Bertle nover bears mullee. “Harold," bhe
eried, hoiding out his rod, "Have a try,
DMek and 1 have osught some bheauties, and
I've just put on fresh bail.” Harold didn't
say much, perhaps he thought the more;
anyhow when the rods were put nway and
tea was over, he shouted over the wall,

“Dick, Bertlo, where sic you? Won't you
come and have & swing?"”’
Our Guinea Pigs
By Hulen Morris, Age § Years. McCool
Juncilon, Neb, Bluye.
My little sister, Clara, and 1 have hud

B groat many pets, but noné so cute &8 our
gulnen plge. Papa sent to Wisoonsin for
a palr, and when they eame they were
snowwhite, with pink eyes. Papa fixed o
Hitle wire yard so nothing oould bother
them, Every evening last fall we took
them out to eat the fresh grass and clover,

About two months after we had them,
when we went out to feed them ohe mora-
ing, ona of them was dead. We falt vary
bad to lose I, but imagine our wurprise
when two mornings afterward the mamme
plg walked out with two little gulnea plgs.
They were aboui ns big as mice.

Ned’s Birthday
By Willle Cullen, Age 10 Yours, I8
Webnter Bt., Omaha Raed

Ned's birthday was the Tih of March
Ned had been such a good hoy fgr some
time previous thal his molher promised
him a party on his birthday and at last
the day bad come. Ned was so glad be
eonld hardly wall

Invitations were sent out the day before
and twenty children warrived the next
evening at & o'cloek. They playsd pamen
and had lots of fun and at 7 o'clock re-
freshments were perved. Ned ate so much
cake and mads such a lttle glutton of him.
spalf, that he paid for it afterwards. They
played more games and at B o'clock the
children went home, Ned told his mother
thint night that ha had the beat Ume in
his e

Al § o'clock, mother told Ned it was
thime to go to bed. Ned went sgainst his
wishes apd at 13 o'clock, mother wos

terrible scream. Sha

awakansd by a
listensd again and
Ned's voles oalling, "Mother, oh mother,
coma qulok, come quick.” Mother was
not frightened so much when she knew it
was Ned.

Whan she sntered Ned's bedroom there he
was sitting up in bed and looking na If he
must have seen A ghost. "Oh, I've had
suoh & dreadful droam. [ dreamed & man
was standing by me Jusl ready to cutl my
head off when I woke up and called you
Oh, T hops he won't come afler me any
more, mother; If he does I will nearly die
with the fright™

But mother gquieted Ned, tolling him that
no man would eome after him and that he
only had & droam. Bhe told him that little
boya always had to pay back for thelr
naughtiness. Ned found out that it did not
pay to be a glutton,

It ta & year sinca his last birthday and
now Ned in & years old, and he never
tried to be 4 glutton sinca his last birthday,
when he had such a terrible dream which
mother sald was caused by enting oo
much cake and good thinge

this time ahe heard

My Visit to Tacoma Wash,, on
Puget Sound

By Imabel Crawford, Aged 12 Years, 298

North Thirtieth Birect, Omaha. Red.

My mother, brothor, little siater and my-
eelf arrived at Tacoma, Wash, on Oc-
tober 2, 1M46, Tt was raining when we
arrived there and rained all winter, When
it was not raining it was misty or foxgy.
There wae seldom any sunshine. The fog
horns from the ships on the bay could be
heArd nearly all the time. The climate of
Tacoma |s temperate, both summer and
winter. The weather ia disagroeable and
dreary durilng the winter months, The
summer season Is very beautiful and de-
lightful. It raine very little in the summer,

While there T visited two of the principal
parks, ona known as the Wright park,
located in the central part of the city, It
covers four blocka and has nearly every
kind of ornumental and forest trecs. They
have band concerts there twico a week in
the summer, The other is Point Defiance
park. It ia a natural forest mnd some of
the trees are a hundred feet befors the
first branches. It exteonds thres miles out
in the bay and fs wmost surrounded hy
water. Peopla go down on the beach and
dig clams and bulld eamp fires aund coek
the clams. In the summer there are large
beds of flowors, such as popples, tulips and
roses, also a very extensive zoo. We were
at Tacoma untll October lust, then we ochmse
to Omaha.

—_—

Poor Tony

By Perry Skelton, Aged 1l Years, Bpencer,
Neb, Red.

Onoe upon a time a long time ago, there
was & man who was very forgetful. This
man's name was Mr. White. Mr. White,
about Christmans time, forgot to bring one
of his horses In. This horse's name was
Tony. Tony had nothing to do that morn-
Ing, 80 he put him In the fleld. About
# o'clock s storm came up. Mr. Whits
was In the house reading, so poor Tony
had to stay out in the storm. The storm
Bot worse. Mr. White left the barn door
open, but poor Tony had to stay out, He
ran up and down the fleld. The snow waas
ooming down faster, and Tony got colder,
but no one came to him. In the moming
his feet were stiff. Mr. White got up and
said, 1 forgot to bring you in." He took
Tony Into the barn and wrapped him up
good. Tony was not able to work for a
long time and ran in the pasturs and had
& good fime all summer, And the next
winter Mr, White took better care of his
slock,

A Kind Deed

By Louise Boesslre, Aged 5 Yoears, 414 North
Thirty-ninth Btreot, Omahn, Reod,
Onee there was a very rich famlily living
In Chicago. They had but ona child, about
§ years old, named Kathryn., Ons day a
poor Httle girl was out by this large house.
Kathryn saw her and sald, “Oh, father,
look at that poor little girl out In the snow.
Her stockings have many holes In ‘them
and her shoes have holes In them, too, May

I give her some of my good olothea?"

"Why, of course,” sald her father, *|f
If you would lke to.*

Kathryn opencd the window and sald,
“Little girl, will you come in the house and
got mome warm clothes?"

Tha little girl went In the house and got
some new clothes, They found her name
was Kathryn, too. Bhe lived with the
Brownes after that. Bhe went to school
with Kathryn and was nover agsain soen
on the strests ragged. Kathryn Browne
was glad she had found n playmate.

Kindness Rewarded

By Madeline MeCarthy, Aged 11, 710 Plerce
Btreot, Omahn, Neb. Red.

Onces upon & time there were two girls,
named Bella and Dorn. Balla was mean
and cross and Dora wan kind and gentle

One day, as they wers sitting on the
steps, & lady came by with some packagos,
Bhe sald to Bella, “WIill you pleasa help
me carry these packagesa?’ Her answer
was, “No” But Dora got up and suld, "I
will help you." 8o she carrled them up to
the house, The lady sald, "“Thanks,” and
uakod her namé and addresa. She sald,
“For your kindness I will reward you.'
The next week nhe raceived a present from
her. Tt was & golden locket with the lady's
pleture In it. After that Bella Jearned
how to be Kind to sveryone,

Ilustrated Rebus
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