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Children Everywhere Remember His Birthday

Children like to remember the birthday of James Whitcomb Riley, and
in many schools each year, on Ocober 7, a little program is given, when his
poems are read and stories of his life told. Some of you have read when he
was a boy that he did not get along so very well in school, and oh! how hard
he found arithmetic, just as do so many boys and girls of today.

In writing of himself when he was a very small boy, Mr. Riley says:
“Little children came and little children went, but I stuck there in the first
clagg In numbers., I was always a great reader, but reading counted for
but little in those days.”

He was a most tender-hearted little boy. It is told of him that one day
when the reading lesson was on the “Death of Little Nell," he ran away from
school because he could not bear to read it aloud when his voice was chok-
ifng and his eyes full of tears,

Young Jimmie Riley only went to school until he was 18, Every day
after found him off for a long tramp or else buried in a book, usually some-
thing of Longfellow, Trowbridge or Dickens. And among these book friends
his education went on.

By this time he was called Jim Riley and most of the people in the little
Indiana town where he lived decided he.was lazy and would never amount
to anything, He learned to play the guitar and violin and his blue eyes
were always full of mischief. He could also draw well and hefore long was
helping give entertalnments, Tle took part in amateur theatricals and gave
readings of his own. But few people ever saw the ambition that lay back
of that dreamy boy whom they thought only lazy, because he did not want to
do the things they thought he should, He was sensitive, tender-hearted,
dearly loved birdg, flowers and all outdoors. When not singing and playing,
winning applause at the town entertainments, he was apt to be dreaming the
hours away beslde, some brook. Is it any wonder he later became the poet
you all love. So many of you have read his “Little Orphant Annle,” “The
Raggedy Man,” and others.

All those vears that he lived in the quiet old house on Lockerbie street
in Indianapolis, whenever October 7 came round the postman would come
staggering with a great sack of mail from children everyhere. All day
would come flowers, callers, and then in the early evening sometimes be
neath his windows he would hear young, fresh voices singing “There Is Evel

a Song Somewhere, My Dear,” or some other one of his poems that have

been set to music. We who live away frong his home city and who never
gaw him know him best through his poems. Through

them we shall always know him. Because he was our

Big Chief is the reason all Go-Hawks read again, on

.

Dctober 7, the Riley poems that they love hest,

saying heathens were like eannibals.
They're not, and don't let it hurt
vour feelings, Do you remember the

Aynopsis,

FEditor Shiriey wished to make a trip
with a friend, but hesitates to leave his
mother slone. Jack Carroli and the Go-
Hawks decide to look after Mrs, Shirley

during the editor's absence, Ho denarts|dancing school, and the matinee, and
feeling his mother will not be lonely.

I all our good times, Of course, we did

:‘r'r'&k l.l?::.mi: I‘uﬁ-';'f .l“hn’;?d?hg!!::yhﬁ-:; get asked once over to the Squaw
Tinker, During Tinker's week, the Squaw | Lady's and had a good time, but we
_',:t",,',‘.','“:’;,3,"',‘2,;,"’3.,;'.#.,“.‘,‘;"‘{2:.‘.:.!: missed you, 1 think we ought to tell
you we went there, We don't know

st of the hob_.“glrﬁ. Sltllriey t:lhﬁ‘ Ai't:.
"mmfl o A e, Mrs. Shir “lfor sure that she has taken your
place with two of our mlssionaries,

i eall from Aunt Ballle. Mrs. Shirley In-
rltr-»I lhel twltil: hnl"rll rm- ndw?k. 'l;'ha
i hel, Ru n . -
:_r:‘-':‘n’u:::’r:':]:ld n::al:tha frlm:il:lhlci?fe‘l;ré- but things look bad to us and we
dence and the twins are not loyal to their e’ " . P »
B then Uncle Foter. They decide to write| thought we'd cheer you. Can't you
Unele Peter and T.k mmh“t’ Immm,’ hnm.;i come norith as soon as the birds do.
! writes the letter that evening an v :
u::: duy nfter wchool Kuth and het| We miss you so.
hurry home with her -nﬁ the t.h":;e Kirls “It's Jane again, and T am so sleepy
hut the themselves In Jane's m, I can't writs any more even if T had
more to write, We three still love
you, and even if the Go-Hawks were
really, truly Indians and scalped us
we would never change, Good-by."”
(Copyright, 1924.)

Now go on with the story
(Continued from Last Sunday)

When Jane produced the imposing
sheet of foolscap paper, which was
sovered with her childish handwrit-
ing, they gazed at it admiringly Rach-
el was particularly eager to hear it
read aloud, for she felt that she had
given some valuable suggestions. “Do
read it to us, Jane, but not to fast.”

Jane was longing to read it, but
had not wish to appeared over anx
fons. “Of course, if you girls would
rather I'd read it aloud I will, but 1
suppose it would be easler, because
1 am most used to my own handwrit-
ing. Now listen!"”

‘Poor Downtrodden Heathen:

(Continued Next Sunday)..

As with most
Richard is always delighted when he

small boys and girls

learns a new word., “Intelllgent” |is
the latest addition to his vocabulary.

The other morning his mother had

“1 am Jane who hegins this letler.|yoen  cleaning and dusting several
for the other girls thought I had bet<) one  qownstairs,. When Richard
ter write on account of lookinE|came in frou play he looked about
after your education, but we are alll ype room and then sald enthusias-
golng to help out on ft, We are all tically:
sorrowful in our spirits—that is, thel no  ynoiher, but these rooms are
three of the missionaries and, Pat]conieent looking”*

and Prue are so full of the Squaw
Lady that they seem to forget their
duties as misslonaries.

‘Before 1 go any further in my own
thoughts 1 will have to put in some
of Rachel's, because she sald as long
as she had charge of your morals it
was her place to fortify you for your
sorrow, so now this is Rachel:

“i'poorly beloved heathen, though
lost to sight, to some of our memaories

[Gnod Books for (Ihildren]

Choose one of these books to read
each week. Perhaps you had better
cut the list out each time and take
it with you to your eity library. It
Is prepared for the Happyland boys
and girls by Mirs Alice M. Jordan,
supervisor of children’s work, Boston

- public library. This week she sug-
you u:-e"m;m-{ Ir th!nku}-t:::“ I:'II:I:];.I;{[[::’..'I' s ’ ¥
pray a little before yo ad a g (g S maTe Itk e
ther, Now! Are you ready to read? We “.jnmll CGaek Stocien, by Tames BulA:
want yvou to come home as fast as “Princes and Pr "

rincesses," by T.
ever you ean, for your position in Laig:

some hearts is in great danger. We

“Posy Ring,” by Wiggl a
do not want to mention names, but g, by Wiggin and Smith,

you can guess by the names that are Im':”“"-'""-' Bonks, by Edward
not signed to this letter who are| . . s -

i untal by E
the erring sheep among your flock of Turpin : n, v  Edna

missionaries. We dwore to be true
*till death, and three of us have. The
other two are running around after
false gods, that is, they are with the
Go-Hawks, and have a squaw lady,

“Junlor Cup,” by Allen French,

Perhaps it it the cool days mixed
in with all the bright, sunshiny ones
that have made me think of winter
and doing something to help my bird
friends be more comfortable. Those
that are brave enough to stay with
us all winter surely deserve to have us

be kind to them.
Yesterday I made a food shelf and
it is now outslde the window of my

room. Jily putting ra ra dge
around three sides of it, it e R
protection from the winte winds,
| raln and snow, An evergeen hranch

on one of more sldes i{s eaid also to
shield the food. It will be fine to have
the birds come and feed near my win-
tow for it will glve me such n good
chance to study them whey thiey are
80 close to me. Your friend,

and
have

daddy

it new

Peter
when I
sert, for you know how men and boys

are always glad
recelpt for des-

like sweet things. Here it {is:
Dutch Apple Pudding.

One cup of sugar, one tablespoon
butter, two teaspoons baking powder,
one egg well beaten, one cup flour,
one-fourth teaspoon salt, two apples
cut in small pleles, one-Ralf teaspoon
cinnamon.

Mix flour, salt and baking powder.
Cut In butter. Add milk and egg. Mix

well, Spread one-half an inch thick
in a shallow pan. Pare and cut apples
In small elices lengthwise, Lay in
rows over the top of dough, Mix
sugar and cinnamon together and
apread over top. Bake 30 minutes in
a moderate oven.

Isn't it fun to bhe bhack in school
again? I am taking cooking lessons
this year, Are you? POLLY.
r )

Another Way to Be a

Good Go-Hawk
A good
Aarrivir

Go-Hawk s not late in

£ at places and In his meet-
Ings at certain tlmes with friends,
It you liste wnste other
people’s time as well as yvour own.
So this way to be a

are you

remem ber

good Go-Hawlk

As October 7 I RHiley day

birthday of sur ]. Bl in
golng to glve you a Itiley niest t

day. Arrange the letters in  thely
proper order and you will find the
names of Riley's poems. The o

will be given in my corne
l—Letlil Naphor Enina
"

Z—Het Gydarge Anm,

next week

3—Uro Erdih Rilg.

4—Nyrnag

b—Teh Dol Siwnimm'-Loeh

f—Newh Hte Sorft 81 No Teh
Kumimp.

T=Tou Ot Dol Taun Samyr.
B—Iekblecol Etetrs,

and doing all kinds of things for
her, If she were a heathen it wouldn't
make us so mad. T won't mind If you
do covet your nelghbor's cow, and
you can covet his ass, only 1 don’t
belleve he has an ass, What do they

look like? He has a wife and you
ean covet her. It is awful to have
our heathen so far away and not

have him near to look after. Please
take care of your morals, for, remem-

loving
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ber, you are not near your

Rachel.’ Dear me! The nursev s all exclted | nursery peapls waving thel ATIMK
“Now I ecan come back. This Is|over the latest arrivals In the doll|about trying to make ithe under

Jane agaln: 1 want to say I am sur#| house, Ivan and Olga, the Russian |etand what {hey .||.j =T " thh

thelr Squaw Lady can’t spell as welllorphans, who recently came all the | jq dallihitad ‘with Olce and r‘- '- A3

as you can, and when you come home| way over the sen from Parls, Janet's | has |--Iil the othes .l;.:r. ||I.- .u:-‘u-n.].‘-I

1'll have you spell her down and then| aunt saw them In the Hussian Tea very: verv. nice: to the

they won't feel so smart. Heathens| room In Paris and she thought right -

are smarter than squaws, of course. | away, ““There s something that Janet Hearey Anne wine standing on the

{ wish you could be doing something | will like.” Bo she bought them, put [ Window seat the other doy when she

with vour education In Texas. If you|them In her trunk and they made |looked down and saw two large anl

sould spell great blg Texas down,
how grand it would be! Don't care
too muech about the squaw. She isn't
o bit prettier than you, and the Go-
Hawks are copylng after us, BShe
most likely doesn't know as much as
you, and if they all get down on thelr
knees and hegged In the snow 1
couldn't help educate her because 1
will be true ta you. Don't worry. I|gray skirt, rose apron, and over her
will not let any one cut you out. Now|long blond halr, which she wears in
I must let Ruth tall: a brald down her back, In tled a

“ilello, dear Tncle Peter. I'm| handkerchlef of rose. She I8 n shy
Ruth, and are you having a good|little thing, too, for ghe always clings
dme every minute? T want you to|to Ivan's arm wherever they go, while
havg the most fun of any heathen in|he looks so brave and tall heside
the world, whather you ara in Texas |her. Nelther Olga nor Lvan speak any
or here. Piggy made me so mad by | English yel, and it is funny to see the

-

L

thelr long journey to Ameriea, T wish
you could mee thelr clothes, for they
are very different from anything that

Ivan wearsa n blue jacket, purple
knea hreeches, brown crocheted  san-
dals, and a tall, black sstrakan hat
over his bhlend halr. And Olga looks
very shy bhut pretty with yvellow walst,

o e i Ly Y o~ A oy

g S

has been seen In the nursery lwrnro.l

mals coming closer (o the window, At
lonst they looked very large to her
| Her Jong halr began to rise stralght
up on head il It like
daddy's shaving brush, nand she eall
od, “Tigers’ Help! Help! Pat, the po-
Heeman doll, flying the

her looked

came ACTORK
in time to see the
lHttla hole
he Inughed,
(Mean
dropped
"That's
Mouse on their way

| nursery  just

mals digappear down n
near the fire place
"Tigers, nothing!™”
while Bearey
back
| Just Mr.

Iow
he mald
Anne's
In plice over

and Mrs

hair
her ears)

hame from the pantey, Very nice pen
ple, unless vou leave cheese and
think

ernckers shout, teen they may
|t all vight to h(-r themsalves '

Letters From Little Folks of Happyland |

Diamonds and Toads,

Theres was once A homely woman who
was mother of two girls;

One of whom was like a fairy, with

a ecrown of golden curls,

the sister was cross and ugly,

was the Image of their mother,

Muabel wag the pretty daughter, and
she hnil to do the work,

But

While the ugly one, Matilda, slept
and lounged and played the
shirk,

Sald the mother, once, to Mabel,
"Take your pitcher, girl, and
bring

For the various Thousehold uses,
water from the bubbling

spring.”

Forthwith Mabel took the pitcher, and
when to the spring she came,

Lo 8he saw beside it standing such
a curious looking dame,

“May I drink out of your pitcher,
gentle maid,” she softly said.

“Yes, Indeed,” the malden answered,
“1'll be glad to serve your
need."”

And forthwith she drew the water,
which the woman drank with
greed.

Oh, how good that was,"” she mur-

mured, "I was thirsty for the
drink,

And since you were so obliging, you
ehall have a gift, I think.
“With each word you shall utter,

from your lips shall fall a pearl,
And so saying, like a shadow into the
alr she seemed to turn,
tha 1lttle maiden hurried, but
alas, sha was quite late,
And her mother, full of anger, stood
and waited at the gate;
“Idla creature! Lazy loafer! What has
kept you—answer me"
‘T am sorry,”” Mabel answered, "'but
the walk was long, you see.”
With each separate word she uttered
from her mouth a jewel dropped
her mother in amazement all
her angry scolding stopped;
“What {s this? Explain this wonder"
And the maiden told the story,
While the falling jewels glittered like
a shower of gleaming glory.
“Daughter! daughter!"” then the moth-
er to her favorite called aloud,
the luck that came to Mabel;
wotldn't you be glad and proud
When she reached the spring, behold
Ing someone else a drink;
S0 Matilda took the piteher, grumbling

Home

And

‘“See

all the time to think
She must be a sort of servant, giv-
you, there she saw a lady falr,

Finely dressed, who esald, “I'm
thirsty, may I not yvour pitcher
share?"

“Giet yourself a drink of water! I'm
no servant if you please!”

Then the lady spoke quite sternly,

“Fvery time you speak, a serpent or
a toad shall leave your lips!”

And Matilda snatched her pitcher,
feeling in her heart afrald;

At the gate her mother walted, anx-
fous for the girl’'s return,

“Did vou get the gift?"’ she ques-
tioned. “What's the news? 1
long to learn!"”

“Oh, don't hother." snapped Matilda,
and her mother, horrified,

Haw a shower of toads and serpents
that the daughter could not
hide!

HELEN KUCERA,
Age 12, Milligan, Neb,

Wants Letters,

Dear Happy: This is my first let-
ter to you, I am sending 2 cents In
stamps for a Go-Hawk button. I am
11 years old and in the sixth A grade
at school. 1 have two pets, a pigeon,
Dickey, and a Xitten named Nickey.
I have two sisters and a brother. 1
promize to be kind to all dumhbh ani-
mals and to protect trees and plants.
I will honor and protect my coun-
try's flag. Well, T will elose, wishing
to hear from some of your Go-Hawks,
Your new member, Mable Pope, Kear-
ney Addition, Nebraska City, Neb,

A Sixth-Grander.

Dear Happy: I am sending a 2.cent
stamp for which pleasa send me a
button. I am 12 years old and in the
sixth grade at school. For pets 1
have one gold fish. 1 have three sis- |

ters and ona brother. I promise to be |
kind to all dumb animals. From
vour friend, Helen Cochran, age 12,

Grand Island, Neb,

Another Go-Hawk.

Dear Happy: T am enclosing a 2
rent stamp for A& Go-Hawk pin. This
is my first letter to you. 1 promise
to keep the pledge. 1 am 10 years
old. 1 have two cats and a dog for

"

Likes School.

every Sunday. 1 am =o glad school
has started again, for 1 like to go
to school. I will send you a poem.
MARY AND THE BROOK.
I
Stop. pretty water,
Sald Mary one day
To a frolicksome brook
That was running away.
Yom run so fast,
I wish you would stay—
My boat and my flowers you
carry away.
11.
But T will run after you—
Mother says that I may—
For I would know where
You are running away.
80 Mary ran on, but I haven't heard
say
That she ever could find
Why the brook ran away,
—Iris M. 1"tter, Chadron,

Likes (ats,

Dear Happy, I want to Lecome a
Go-Hawk, I will enclose a 2.cent
etamp for a button. I will keep the
motto and pledge. 1 have some cats
for pets. 1 am 11 years old. I do
not live in town. I have a little
brother two years old and a little
sister seven months old. T hope Mr.
‘Wastepaper Basket has gotten tired
and has gone for a walk when my let.
ter arrives.—Fayve Cralg, Route 1,

will

Neb.

E Fairbury, Neb,

A New Go-Hawk.

Dear Happy: I would like very
much to join your club. I am send-
ing my 2.cent stamp and coupon.
I hope tn get my button soon. I
promise to be kind to dumb ani
mals, 1 am
In the second grade at

school, 1

| hope Mr. Wastepaper basket will be

| out walking when my letter arrives

My letter i= getting long now so I
will close.—Lenore Grelsch, Omaha
Neb.

Grandpa's Choice.
First and best of earthly joys,
I like little girls and boys;

pets. "1 will close now, hoping te re-

ceive my pin real soon. Sadls Phil !

llps, Bingham, Neb,

Which of all do I like best?
Why, the one's that's happlest,
—RILEY.

‘oM 8o MES sOME
FANCY TUMBLER

Dear Happy: This is my second| Dear Happy: This is my first letter
Jetter to you. I received my button to you. I want to join your Happy
all O, K. I read the Happyland page |Tribe. | am enclosing a 2-cent stamp

years old and I and|

Peter Robbit

Please Write to Me.

for my button. 1 have for my pets,
five Lkittens, two white and three
black ones, and a dog., whose name
Is Midget. I am a reader of your
paper and 1 like to read the Happy-
land. 1 would gladly answer if some
of the Go-Hawks would write to me.
I will close now. Yours truly, Willet-
ta Abegglen, age 10, Box 105, Howe,
Nebh.

A Seventh-Grader,

Dear Happy: 1 would like to join
Go-llawks. T am 13 years old
and In the seventh grade at school.
My teacher's name is Miss' FEva
Bowers. I will zend the coupon and
the Z-cent stamp. 1 wish to recelve
my button real soon.—Thelma Gar-
man, Minatare, Neb.

Jean Bullingr of llyvde Park, Mass.,,
had a little lame bird last summer
and tried to teach it how to fly.

A New Member,

| Dear Happy: I wish to joln your
:t:'ﬂw. 1 live in Ogden, Utah, but my
aunt sends me The Omaha Bee. I
promise to help some one every day
and he kind to all dumb animals, trees
and plante. Yours truly, L. Olson,
age 11, 2383 Harrison avenue, Ogden,
U'tah.

Likes Our Button.

Dear Happy: I recelved my button
| and was very glad to get it, My sister
!wants to join alzo, so she is writing
| a letter to wyou today. Our school
opened September 2, 1924, and I was
glad top start again. Well as my let-
ter is getting long I will close, Your
new friend, Mary Distefano, 1413
| South Fourth street, Omaha, Neb.

Franklin Allen nr-_tf’oiumhu.t, 0, is
| golng to keep the leaves raked up in
thelr yard as one of his kind deeds
fall.

I. First Latter.

Dear Happy: 1 would like to join
lthe Happy Tribe, as my sister joined
|and her pin anl likes it wvery
Imuch. I would like to join alse. En.
closed find a 2.cent stamp and pleare
{#=end me m pin.—Emma Brand, 1145
North Twentieth street, Omaha, Neb.

et

has

Our Pets.

Dear Happy: I am sending 4 cents
in stamps for two buttons for my
sister and myself. 1 have a lttle
brother who was 2 years old the
seventh of June. We have two ot
three old cats and they all hava kit
tens, then we have a collle pup. These
are all pets. The collle pup fi»
after my brother all the time. We call
him Cap. We will try to he kind te
all dumb amals and to do a kind
deed every day.—Claire Paulsen, ags
8, Wayne, Neb.

our
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Through Sleepyland

By JAMES WHIT(COMB RILEY.

Where do you go wWhen you go tr
slean,

Little boy! Little boy! Where?
"Way—'way !n where's Littls Bo-Peep
And Little Boy Blue, and the Cow:t

and Sheep

A-wandering

there—

A-wandering ‘way in there!

'way in  there—in

Whersa do you go when ths Falries
call,
Little btoy! Little boy! Whera?
Wade through the dews of the
grasses tall,
Hearing the weir and the waterfall
And the Weefolk—'way in there—
in there—
And the Kelples—'way {n thers!

And what do you do when you wake
at dawn,
Little boy! Little boy! What?
Hug my Mommy and kiss her or
Her smiling evelids, sweet and wan,
And tell her everything I've forgot

x A-wandering ‘'way {n there—r
or s;goectou THAT N RDSQA];I WILL HE LEAVE THE ENTERTAINING there—
ANG TO I Ki 1E.° Th h tha blindworld—' i
iy By HARRIgon DAPY Roh. (e NORa Sy
: - =

NOW-KIDDIES-YOUR MAMMY AND T
ARE GOING OUT AND WELL LEAVE YOU ¥
CHARGE OF THE HOUSE = IF ANY STRANGIRS
CALL 'NVITE EM IN AND MAKE EM

HOWDY-BABIES-1S
YOUR DADDY AT
HOME™ I PROF
TUMBLE BUG-THE

NOW-KEEP YOUR LYE ON ME
WHILE " DO A FEW AERIAL
| STUNTS AN TH GREAT

M LEAP FOR LIFE ~~ )
L i

NN

! AN [‘: 32 —-—\r--

2 AT HOME r

1 SORRY- SR = POPSY 1SN MERE |
BUT COME RIGMT IN AN
MAKE YOURSELF f‘_l

) ) AN &S FOR IWGOLING l
. VI1CAN WALLOP EM lll}

A STANDSTILL [ | |

QDI
e (o

OH-DEAR ME: THIS 1S PRETTY 310w
I WISH 50
HAPPE

METHIN WOULD
N

{vmoops THERES SOMEONE
AT THE DOOR

|  In Field and Forest |

N

Have you ever stopped to think of
the many uses for tha trees that grow
in our forests and also of the reasons
that we plant trees? It would not
be hard for you to guess why we
plant our orchards of fruit or nut
trees that they may help furnish us
food. You aleo know that our homes
and their furniture are built out of
the lumber from trees in the woods,
It has always seemed a sirange

| HAVE TO MAVE A POWERFUL

LAWZY- WE TUMBLE BUGS ) ) WED JES LOVE To

LOT OF EXERCISE-WE 90}’ BIT-PROFESSOR

WHEE-E Lt
FOR YOU A

SEE YOU TUMBLE A

e of
JEY TICXLE TH IVORIES H BY JnAg |
! |

S A STARTER —~——nur ( WES SOmE -
( LIVELY | |
{ JIGGER -

YOUR XIND ATTENTION

S| {-Kﬁ NOW THANKIN TOU rOR

BE ON MY wAY E--

—— -

HURRAM: HOWS THAT

] oo ¢ - 3 7 —
FOR | LD =
. >\ A FANCY FLIP-FLOP- /| : 0

| For tuim
OF CARRQTS!'

|

1A

¢

T
-

WHATS n.n.Pmeﬂ'\\":
\

1

i )

J-AN WHEN 1Y COMES U

ATO DARE DEVIL BALAMNCING |
VIVE GOT EM ALL BEAT

S AMLE ~1 |
RN NS l

|

S ON: POPSY WE WAS UES
o | ENTERTAINING A STRANG

e
E ]

e ey g
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thing to me that some of the trees
in our own ecoun-
try will of great value iv
other lands Russian peas-
ant is wearing shoes that are made
from the tough bark of the young

hat mean so littl

or the

linden. From this same tree family
lare made fishing nets, ropes and
braided mats In far off Russia

they think the oil from the seads ol
this tree {8 as good for table use as
any other olive oll. Perfume is di=
tilled from the flowers. The old
carvers !n Russia dJdelight in
this soft, white wood of the
Even the leaves and
ire enjoyed by the cattle,

twiga are also used to make
il pencils that artists ke

wood
using

linden tree

The

the charco

so well FPaper pulp and shoe soles
ars both made from the wood of this
L Many countries plant Nnden
ees for their shade. In Europe

sometimes they are trimmed into all

sorta of queer animal pes, while
in cur own America they are allowed
to grow naturally You can easily
see how many reas=ohs we have to be
grateful ta this tree

UNCLE JOHN
s - ™

Coupon for

HAPPY TRIBE

Every boy and girl reader of
this paper who wishes to join the
Go-Hawks Happy Tribe, of which
dames Whitcomb Riley was the
first Big Chief,
can secure his
official  button
by sending a
2.cent  stamp
with his name,
age and ad
dress with this
compon, Ad
dress your letter to “Happy," care
this paper. Over 125,000 members

NMOoTTO
“To Make the World a Happier

Place.™
PLEDGE

“I will honor and protect
country's fMag.™
"1 promise (o help some one

my

every day I will try 0 pretect
the birds, all domb anbmals, trees

and plants.”
\

i




