DITH MARTIN of Falrmont, Neb., and Chesler Hart of Grand lsland
are the Busy Heo's Queen and King for the month of June, and all of

the Hitle writers for

this department
them by writing the very best Falry Story they can.

show thelr loyalty to
Be sure and

muat

mark each story efther Red or Blue, 8o that Busy Bee's editor may
keep you all posted as to which rnler Is the most popular in having the most

subjects and which one has won the most orize storles,

Last week both the

Red and the Blue sldes won a prige story, muking a very lntnre:nt!ng atart for

the June contest.

This week both prize stories were won by the Blue team,

80 those who are falthful to the King must be sure und send In o story next
weoek, as that Ia the only possible way to have your side win.

Busy Bee's editor recelved a letter this week from one of the Busy Hees '

eaying that school had closed and that

ghe had to take only one examination,

which she passed with a hlgh average and 1s now ready for the sixth grade.
Bbe nlso =ent her congratulations to Ruth Ashby, as the victorlous ruler for

the month of May

The prize winners for thls week

are Miss Marguerite Mason, aged 11

Years, 808 West Elghth street, Fromont, Neb., and Miss Grace Hays, aged 13

years, Falls City, Neb,
aged 8 years, Plattsmouth, Neb,

Hoporary mention was given to Miss Alice Wedrleh,

The teams now have four on the Ned side and seven on the Blue.

Those who solved the beheaded word puzzle correctly In last Sunday’'s
paper were Ethel M. Iugram, nged 12 vears, Valley, Neb.; Thelma Jones, nged
10 years, Madison, Neb., and Marguerite Mason, Fremont, Neb,

The three words were cheat, heat

and eat.

Grandma’s Flag Day Story

By Helena Davis

T WAB our national flag day, and
Laly; Tom and Gracle came home
from the parade full of patriotic
enthusinam, Tom had been one
of the foremost In the parade, be-
longing to the “Adams County Boays' Drill
Regiment,” which marched In unitorm with
fife and drum, while Lulu and Gracle had
ridden In thelr pony cart In the line of
vehicles that followed the "regiment.” The
day had belonged to the youth of Adamis-
ville, the parents, of course, turning out
in the morning to watch the drill and flag
display, and many had been the compli-
menta puid to the youngsters, both hoys
and girls, on account of thelr fne dsplay
of flage and the orderly drill snd parade
that took place In the public square,

When Lulu, Tom gnd Gracte, very tired,
but much exelted over the morning's cele-
bration, came home It wanted an hour
til dinner time. Half starved, they sat
on the big front porch to rest till they
should be called to the longed for meal,
and to chat over the Inferesting ovent of
the morming. “I'l tell you, girls. 1 never
did underatand how a man could be afrald
when he ls golng Into battle. It sgems to
me that the martial musie, the cheors
of his comradea, the bravery of his officers
and the sense that he la ebout to fight
er dle for his country would urge hlin on
and make him feol like & hero, robbing
him of all thought of feur for himself.
T'm quits sure I'd feel that way, ‘Fight
for my country, fight till I belp to win vic-
tory or die In the conflict,' would be my
ery."

"You've never been at the front,” smiled
Lulu. “Maybe you'd feel differently were
you facing a row of cannon handled by the
memy."

“If anything I'd fool all the braver and
fetermined to fight,” boldly declared Torm,

‘“Well, perhaps my Tommy would fesl
Just ke other boys have felt on such
oocaalons,” sald a soft, quovering voleoe
In the doorway, and the children looked
up to sée dear old grandma standing thera
with her sewing In her hands. $he came
out on the porch and took an ensy chair
that Tom gallantly brought forward for
her. Then as the three grandchildren
gathered aboul her—for they loved to ait
and chat with grandma—she put her sew-
ing In her lap, pushed her glasses from hor
noss Lo the edge of her soft white halr
and smiled about on the rosy taces of her
“dear little ones.”

“I don't think I've ever told you cohil-
dren of your Great-uncle Alf's experionce
during the short time he was a soldier,
have I

“Oh, no;, we've never heard
eried Tom. “Tell um, granny,
he ever In a battle?’

Grandma smiled, then began: "No, not
In a real batlle with men, but engaged
in a battie with Fear, which was almost
too much for him. You ses, we've never
talked much about your Great-uncle Alf's
war sxperiencesa, for he was—a doserter.'
Grandma looked calmly about on the three
young facea as she gave this bit of In-
formation about her youngast and favorite

r——
L )

about
dear.

"
Wan

brother, whe had long since been called
to his fathers. “Not that we over con-
demned him,” grandma continued, ‘“‘for

wo fully understoodd Lhe poor boy's heart
and knew he was oot in Lthe wrong.'

“A Aeaerter!” exclalmed Tom, horrified
“Our great-uncle—=your own brother? Oh,
grandma, that's a real disgrace™

“After you've grown older you'll not jump
st conclusions s guickly, my dear son.*
sald grandma. “First you must hear your
great-uncle’s story; then you may poss
Judgment on his conduot

“But there's no exouse for a—desertor,”

ONE DAY HE CAME CREEPING INTO M

declared Tom, solemnly, “Not though he
Wwera Your favorite Lrother, grandma.*”

“Well, you hush up tll grandma has told
Lhe story.” ordered Lulu. 1 guess grand-
ma knows the clrcumstances beiter than
you do. 8o keep your opinjons to your-
sell Ll sho'p through.” "

“Yes, let's haye the story, granny,” Urged
Oracle. "IUs most dinner time and we want
1o hear |t before wo are called to eat.”

“An you all know,” began grandmia, “*my
youngest Dbrother was A, o delloate,
nervous, high strug boy, a bit ke our Tom
Iz now. He was only 16 at the breaking out
of the rebellion In'6l. When his brothers—
Thomas und Dan—enlisted in the army Alf
was wild to go, too. BPubt our father, then
an old man, prevalled upon him to stay
#t home and help with the work on the
farim,
and more restless, The spirit of war
seemed 1o be ever upon him. He talked
of nothlng but war and the unfon. One
day he came cresping into my room, his
face pale, his eyes unusually Liright, Com-
Ing ta me he bent over my chalr and whis-

pered In my ear, ‘Bist I've got to go.
My help I8 necded 1 vin the wvictory,
Every boy and man sbic. d how be at his
post.. 1 ean't ptay - here and plow and

BowW and reap when the din of battle |s
ringing forever In my ears, You must ex-
plain It to our father and mother. T can't
makes them understund; maybe you e¢an,’
Well, before I could scarcely get it through
my head that our young Alf really meant
to go ho wae gond® He left home at
night without a word of goodby, for he
drended the paln of such & parting and
wanted to spare us &8 woll as himsolf.

“Well, T told my parents the best I
conld, but the blow wns a hard one, in-
doed.  Threo sons—and not one left to
holp the old father who was getting feoble
Three Loys—all gone to shoot other boyas,
or be shot themsclves! My mother broke
mapidly under this last ehook, becoming 1)
through snglety over her boys, especially
over AlM, whom she knew was far from
ruggesd and would doubtleas succumb to the
wrmy. privations snd hardships. The days
parsid most miserably for us—the old
fatheg, too foeble to look after the farm;
the old mother, sick through anxiety over
her boys, and I, the only daughter, too
helpless to do anytlilng but pray for those
at home and those on the flield of battle
and to attend the housework with what
heart I could eommand.

“Bovernl months went by without a word
from Alf. We could not locate him, though
we tried hard o do o, Occaslonally let-
ters came from Thomas and Dan, but thaey
did not know where thelr ‘baby brother'
was, AM, belng the youngest child of the
family, we always alluded to him a8 the
‘buby brother.'

"Now ths confllct between the north and
the south waws growing more terrible. The
nhews of Ereal Laitles and loss of life
came o us regularly, causing my mother
to become more and more Hl and my father
o grow more feeble. The summer was fast
waning and the crops were all garnered,
though we hund met with direful losses on
account of heving so lttde help. Deep
gloomw hung over our house, for 1 felt
that Al was doad, snd although 1 never
hinted at my sorrowful convietion, 1 could
read the sama fear In my parents’ faces.

“Ome night in the sarly fall I was lying
in my bed awake, thinklng of the poor
boys who were possibly that night sleeping
thelr last sleop on the fAeld of battde. I
wis roused from .my reveris by a4 sofl
tapping on my window panpe Quickly
riging 1 went to the window snd there 1
saw the fede of my ‘baby brother.' Hae

- 3 3

But day by day All became more '
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RULES FOR YOUNG WRITERS

1. Write plainly om one lde of the
paper omly and number the pages.

® Use pen and luk, not pencil

3. Bhort and poimted articles will
be given preference. Do nol use over

R60 worde.

4. Original storiss or letjers omly
will be used.

5. Write your name, and ad-

Ao
aress as the top of the firet page.
¥irst and second prizes of Books
will bo givem for the buest two con-
tributions %o this page cach week,
Address all commusications to
UKILDREE'S D IPARTMINT,
Omaha Nee.

(First Prize.)

i Dandelion Fairy

By Marguerite Mason, Aged 11 Years, 508
West Elghth Street, Fremont. Blue.
May was tired from play and lay down
under an apple tree 1o rest Ap sne lay
there she watched tne dandellon seed as
they took their fllght into the alr. *“Oh,
how 1 would like to go to the Land of
Dandellons,” ahe sald. As alie spoke a tiny
fairy, dressed all In yellow silk, appearsd
and sald: I wil) take you. Just come and
it on this white cushion and it will ¢arry
us.* With that May noticed shie had
Erown gulte small and the falry and horself
were sitting on the top of a dandellon seed,
A light breeze came up and they were
lifted In the alr untfl they came to & place
many mies (rom May's home. When they
stopped & door sedemed to open In the side
of a hill and In they went. The Dandelion

falry then showed her flist where many
Hitle men were working the tiny roots that
firat start the dandellons, and they waent
from room to room seeing the many ltile
poople at work, all in different dross, mak-
Ing the different partm of the dandelion,
The Queen was so pleased to see her.
May said ahe nevor knew a dandellon was
20 hard to make before, and when she went
home she would be more careful not to
destroy them. Just then the falry sajd 1t
was her turn to go to work and ahe would
have to take May back home. Ok, tha
wonderful sights they saw while returning,
ond Just as May was enfoying them so
much she felt hersalf falling, an sho
thought, from the dnandellon. With that
ahe awoke and found she had been dream-
ing. EBhe »still loves the dandelions, how-
ever, and often thinks It could not have
been a dream. e

(Becond Prize.)

How the Phebe Bird Got~ Its

Name
By Grace Hays, Aged 18 Years, Falls Oity,
Neb, Blue.

One timo when the world was new, the
moon was mnew, wo. The moon woes in-
habited by people of the earth who came to
the moon to lve

Among the pegple on the mnron was 8
young man and a very pretty young girl
The man's name was Harry, and the girl's

name wuas Phocbe, One day Phoabe wan
mitting on the odge of the moon looking
down ot the earth. Bhe was wondering

what the people on earth ware doing, Sud-
denly she leaned too far over, Tost her bal-
ance, and fell down, down, down to the

earth. When she hit the earth she was
Instantly changed to a stone.

Now all this time Harry was gathering
grapes for Phoebe, When he came to the
place where Phoebe had bheen he saw no one
there. Just then some one came to him
and sald: “8he has fallen to the earth.™

Harry then changed himself Into & bird
and flew to the carth., He hunted all day
and for many days, Once he settled right
on Phoeba but he never knew it. He called,
“Fhoolws, Phoebe,” but she never answered,
Harry has never found I"hocbe, but you can
still hear him calling for her.

(Honorary Mentlon.)

Birth of the Flower

By Allce Weyrich, Aged B Years, Platis-

mouth, Neb. Red.
Clytle was a beautiful nymph, Bhe loved
the sun. Bhe wore a puals green dress.

When a cloud came over the sun's face
she would be very sad, and would sit and
watch until the cloud went away and she

saw his face again,
Apallo, the great sun god, sald eshe
should not dle like other mortaln, but

should be changed Into a flower that han
pale green leaves and turned s face to the
sun all day. Can you tell what this
flower in?

The First Flower

By Ruth Ashby, Aged ! Years, Falrmeont,
Neab. Blue.

Onece long, long ago when thare were no
Nowers, there Hved # Uttle girl named
Biuvebell, Bhe had golden curls and blue
eyea and a pale, preity face One day she
went oul to play In the woods, She played
she was Lady Bluehell

Flowars and treos were the houses of her
friends, B8he walked up to 8 massive pak
tree and knocked. To her surprise It opaned
And out came a lttle fAgure three inches
tall. It was dressed In red velvel govered
with aparkling dewdrops. Her black curls

hung nlmost (o her feet and hor brown
eyes wore very bright. Bluoball was
Ifrightened,

“*Do not be afrald,’” sald the falry. “My
name in Falry Alamondine. Bee what 1
have for you” Falry Almondine held

on which was a blue
gem In the shape of a bluebell, “Oh, for
me!™ cried BlnPL--il, “Yen.," sald the fairy,
“but you must rub It each day with this
cobwelh, The day you forget It you aball
be changed Into a flower and you shall be

up a golden chain

"‘was Lhin, pale and hi= ¢ves burned with
A feverish Hght. Wilhout making an out-
ery I rulmed the window and had him In
my room Inatantly He threw himaelf on
the bad, too weak to stand, and In o hoarse

whisper sald: ‘Bister, you must hide me—

I've deserted!
“For & moment my heart cried out
againgt what 1 thought te be the not of

& coward; but I was too much overcome

¥ ROOM, HIS FACE PALE HIS EYES UNUSUALLY BRIGHT.

to speak just then nnd stood looking at
him, condemnpation and fear batlling
for the mastery of my tongue As 1 stood
there Al rémched oul and caught hold of

love,

my hands, Instantly I was on my Kknees
beside him, sobling on his breast. "Tell
me, brother,' I urged, ‘how ocould you
do 1Y

“He amiled at me and began to speak
very sofily. *Bister, T simply couldn’t stay
It was fear—FEAR—that drove me W do
it. I kept thinking of what would become
of You at home—of dear old father, of
darling nl'd mother, of you, a girl alone
with & whole bunden on your back! 1
dreamt that mother was sick and calling
for me. 1 saw the crops gone (o wasto
for want of hands td take care of tham, I
kniew there was & battle to Aght st homnae
A& battle I had never thovght of before.
Then 1 fearad that ‘T night be killed—and
there would Bé no one to look after thowse
st hame. I knew that Tom and Dan were
in the very thickest of the fight and might
never come home again. Why should my
fathor give all hia rona®? Two of the three
was enough for the counwry. One should
remain with the old lolks. And so the
other night We drew up In line for & bettle
the next day, Our enemy's oampfires
glowed & few milea from our own. When
the sun should rise the pext morning we
wpuld be ordered to advance The guna
would be fired. the battle fought, and |
would sloep that night my last slpep with-
out having told yeu sil at home that in-
stsad of having boen & hero 1 had been &
coward—a coward te leave those who
neaded & fOghter-a hero—at home. The
thought of molher belng slek. of father's
fenbleness,” and your burden without some
one Lo help you. 'wan too much for me that
pight 1 lay uoder the sters and thougha
and thought. At last, my head aching, my
bioed on fire In my veins 1 decided Lo—lo—
oh, siater, I decided W—-DESERT( I got

¥p and went W our picket Hnes The
was dark and [ waited my chance

night
Pretty
soon 1 crept on my hands and knoes away
from the camp—away—{rom—the—army. 1
had to do it or 1 would have lost my mind
It was not fear of fghting thut Arove me
te do It—{t was fear for the safely of those
at home,*

“All stopped speaking here, and fell over
inte n faint. 1 ealled our parents into my

room. 1 shall not try to tell you of thelr
mingled feellngs; but over all there wons @
prayer of thankfulness from our mother's

lipg that once more she held ber baby boy
te har bhreast,

"But the desr bovy wha had come home
to us undor such olrcumstances did not
gut outl of ble bed for three months. The
shock to his nerves had becn too much
Kind neighbors came to help nurse him
back to e, keeping their lips ponled about

him until the terrible conflict of war wna
over But even afiler peade  once more
relgned In this beant!ful land of ours my
brother AN did* not recover his health
though he was abie to go about the farm
and wvisit the nelghbore And when the
pnowe of winter fell In the year & Alf

agnin took to his bed 1o never leava It in
the body In the spring we lald him to
rosl, and we pralsed our great Creator
that the dear boy had come home to us to
dle, and thut he had not fallen on the fleld
of battle with that fear In his heart, that
foar for Bls doar Onee; but not fear of
batthe. While some might call Bim & de-
serter, those who knew him and understood
bim called him & hero,”

Grandma wiped & tear from her eyo as
she finished the story, and as they rose Lo
Eo In to dimner Tom, with hits srm about
the dear old lady's wulst whispared: “T'm
glad you told me the story of Great-Uncle
Al. 1 had never (hought of—that slde of
i hefore We'll nover speak of him an a—
& deserisy, granny dear. He was g—-HERO.”

called n Bluebell™ As she apoke the fuirs
fastensd the chain around her pock and
vaninhed Rlueball rubled It and It gave
forth muste. Onoe day when she had had i
about & month she was Invitesd 10 & plenti
In the exeltemont she forgot her chaln
That evening a sad group of gitls returned
They told Mra. Filowes that Bluebell, soon
after they arrived, had otled out, "0, |
forgot 10 ruly my ohain.” Her green drosa
dwindled down to a stom, her foet sank
Into the ground and her head ghanged into
& flower. Mry. Flower felt very badly and
pianted the bluehell near the door. where
It wonld remind her of Riuvebell
The Elfs
Eunlce BPole, .\s‘;r-! 10 Years, Falls City,
Nebh,  Iiue
|
One monnhight night,
The ¢ty hand
Camae to frolk
in the woodland.

11,

Thelr guven
U'pon a throne
Thut with J«
Hesplendent suome

11
Upon her head
A crown se bright
That far and near
It made it light

v
Around her throne,
There stood or sat,
A thousand olfs,
Or more than that.

v
hin im the song,
That they Akl sing,
That everywhaore,
Made the woods ring.

VI
Oh! Meorry moon!
Oh! Merry moon!
Alan! Alns!
You go too soon,
VIL
But we will dance,

Til the cooks oerow:
When morning dawns,
Awidy we go,

VI,
And so Lhey sang
Till dawn of day,
The time for them,
To stop thelr play,

1X.
And when the star
Of morning shone,
The elfs vanishod;
The woods were 'lone.

X.
And many nights
The elfs dld play;
But to vanish
At break of day.

The Fairies’ Ball

By Helen Milier, Aged 12 Years, Fairmont,
Neb. Blue

It was delightfully cool down by the
brook this hot day in Jidne. Elva had been
trying to rock baby Frank to sleep and
now he had just gone to the “Land of
Nod." Elva ran down to the little brook
und threw herself down on the soft green
grass. How cool It was, the birds were
chirping merrily and the butterflies were
fiitting about. Bhe felt tired and just lay
thers watching the brook. All at onos she
heard a stir in the grass, Bhe looked around
and saw some lny folks buslly gatbering
Woorns, 1

“Little people, who are you and what
are you dolng?*

"We're gathering acorns to be used as
cups &t our queen's ball tonlght."

“Oh, littls people, let me go, pleass.”

“If you pick ons cup of acrong. ™

*That's eany."

“Don’t be too sure; look In the brook.”
Elva looked and saw a Hitle girl about
elght Inchen high, who looked like herssif.

“Oh, I'm a real fairy now, thank you,"

Bhe set buslly to work at picking acorns
and sure enough It was hard work. After a
while she got a cupful., “Now we will go.”

Bhe was led down to a tiny boat, with
leavea for salls. A little fairy helped her
in apd off they wont. They came to & moas
covdred rock and anchored the boat,

“"Come," they sald.

Elva followed them and soon came to &
little clearing In the grove

“Come and see If Tullp can give you a
dresa to wear to the ball. Bhe has vary
good tasta'

Tullp lived in & Ittle house In & large
oak tree. Bhe welcomed Elva warmly and
soon had her arraoyed In a pretty spider-
web sl dress over blue. Tullp herself
wore & dress as red as her lips.

“Come, let's go to the ball*

They went off hand in hand. Dainty Cows
nilp, pretty Bluebell, Cherry Bloasom, mod-
est Violet, blushing Rose, Carpation and
many others were there. Elva herself
danesd a gay waltz with Sweet William.

After dancing they had lunch, which eon-
sisted of wild honey and strawberrios,
dewdrop wafers sand water, which they
drank out of acorn cupe.

Afler supper the greatest event happened.
Elva saw tho falry queen. She was very
beautiful, with long golden hair, and
dressed all in  white. The falries Joined
hands and sang:

I know n bank whereog the wild thyme
blowa

Where oxlips and the nodding violet Erows,

There mleepe our falry queen, there she
sloops some tme of the night,

I.ull.-‘-!i in those flowers by dunoes and de-
Eht

The music grew fainter, softer, falnter,
fainter, and Hlva wan once more beside the
little brook, with the birds and bees,

A Trip t;-c_lw Lake

By Agnes Bushman, Aged § Years,
Georgin Avenue, Blue,

When I went (o Clear Lake, Jo, I had a
very good time. We went out salling. It
wis atl night, the boat just abhout tipped
over. My mother and aunt were afrald to
g0, but my two sipters and I were brave,
When we came home my mother ssked me
If T wae afrald and I sald no, and 1 toid
her about the boat. It was Yme o go to
bed, The next morning 1 went out fisiing.
I didn™t get any fah. My! bat I tu_mnd.
I went home and we had dinner, The lake
Is @ block from my aunt's house, so I could
Ko down there any tlme I wanted to. I
Was very happy. MY brothers got wvary
lonesome when [ was away., [ didn't get
lonesome bechuse I was always down at
the lake [ only stayed three days, but
1 was gube froomemy aunt's house all the
time. I am always thinking of when 1 was
thera. After wé had seen everything we
went bhome,

Kill All Whom You See

By Ldoael Brown, Aged 11 Years, Fair-
mont, Neb. Blue

A very long time ago there lived a wicked
glant whose pame was Killallwhomyousee
In his yard were the pkulls of his victims;
everyone who came near his house was
eilled.

A prince heard of him and waa determined
to do away with him. He got hia swiftest
horse and set out to find Killallwhomyouses.

As bhe neared the glant's house he saw &
cave, and on geing Iu he saw & chesi on
which was written, "“Open Thisa" The
prince opesied it and 10 Lis surprise, out

b

came A falry bt A Toot |
dreswed In blnok, who =ald I
you how to kill the glant’

told 1 e pat 1 on and 1 {
piant hat night the. prines kot
s house and when the ginnt we
E0ep Aftor enting two men the prinde
in sword and Killed the glant
An Adventure
By Eather Stahihuyr Amed 0 years, Ne-
bnaka City, Ne! LIETT
Dte dhy o party 0F youhg peoplt went out
Inte the w At SWhen th 3
rived nt the e wivto they wantod to
cRinp 1L wae 1 nt witerpoan Th
boya put p th tents whil the #irds got
the muppour They wont 1 b ARV thiat
night. &x thoy Wore very tired, About mid
night one bwy heard o W erowl e ot
up and looked ot ft vt w ‘.‘.-.
hiEg. shininge ovos il 1 - whn |
pleked up his gon. o " o
nearby, and almed at ) A dmin
There wos a repol i 1
fell over dead I {
momant and i ne
happened. They taok toare) "
o se@ wWhat thelry comreade bad
what do 3 hing they aaw
out at rail length b
Evervone wan surpr'sed to ind a o 1
but thoy ware thoankfal that the 1
flead e b il e ] & : i s
Ekin mode int« a beaut il T
stayed: about two weeks. but thoy neve
AW another lion
Lizzie, the Elephant
By Bibtisa Cheal Aged 11 Years 006 North
Thirtecntl: Bireet. Sauth Omaha
Neb Blue
Wan w10 anlmale were onee t)
most itk I Europe. Among the wni-
maly wisa A beautiful  female slephant,
named  Limzie. While viniting a town In
Englaud Tissle took JII with an atinck of

colle

A doctor 'In the place bYrought some med

lolne, whieh saved Lizsie's life. A fow dava
later the antmals were marching through
the ntreot Tiwzte caught slght of the
doctor, who was standing by his shop, and
stoppesd at the door. ‘The doctor onme uy
to epee whnt was the matter, and Lizml
thirust her trunk gontly in hia hand.

The doctor took hold of the trunk In hi
hand and patted It In 4 friendly way to
Lixzie's great delight, After a Hitle of thin
careasing Lizzle marched forth again with
evident pleasurs,

Queens of England

Caroline Witnelpina of Anspach, Holland

was the queen eonmsort of George 1L, king
of 'Great Hritaln and Ireland. When she
married George, however, he wus the

young printe of Wales, succecoding to the
English throne at the death of his father,
George 1.

While a maiden In her teens Caroline was
sought In marriage by the Duke Charlea,
son of Leopold 1., but, swing to her strong
adherencoe to the Protestant faith and
Charles’ Roman Catholie roliglon, she
stoutly refused to become his wife.

Both aa princess of Wales and queen oon-
port Caroline's lfo was a most unhappy
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one, Bhe was detested by hdr royal fathor-
in-law, who alsc hated most hedrtily his
son and heir, the prinos of Walea, And the
son returned the father's hatrod.

A blographer says of Caroline: "'She was
distingulshed by an earnest Integrity of
purpose above and beyond ths standard of
her day.” Bhe also posscesed great taot
and wonderful patience. Roegardless of her
royal spouse’s peglect and unfaithfulness,
she always showed him tHe greatest respoect
and obedience to his wishes. Indeed, wso

tactful woas she at times that It may be
truthfully said she was “the power b
hind the throne.' and although the wilful
and despotic George belloved hilmeelf to
bave undisputed sway In all things. the
reins of Carollne gulded him without hils
knowledge.

Toward middle life Caroline beoams &

suffervr from goutl In its worst forn, but,
not wishing to be held in contempt by her
bhusband, sho would bear hor paln without
a murmer, sitling in the midst of her ladjes
and gentlemen of the court and conversing
an though sbe were In the best of heulth
And, sgaln, on occasions ahe would plung:
her log and foot into lee-oold water to luy
tha Inflammation and paln for the time be-
Ing that she might take long walks in the
company of the king.

Caroling was borin in
died in 1797,

the year W88 and
MARY GRAHAM.
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