HE BUSY BEES will find their puage very Interesting today, as the
mail inst week brought a great many original storfes, and most of
themn were excoptionaliy good.

The exchnnging of postal cards among the boys and girls peems
to Increase 16 popuinrity, s ench week new names are sent in to add
to the lint of thoss having postals to send In exchange for others. The follow.

Ing are names and addresses of these:

Mise Lotta Woods, Pawneo City, Neb,|

My Maurice Johnson, 1627 Locust street, Omaha; Miss Ruth Ashby, Falrmont.,

Neb.: Mise Panline Parks, York, Neb,;

Miss Loule Stiles, Lyons, Neb.: Miss

Hulda Lundberg, 348 South 1 street, Fremont, Neb.; Miss Bdpa Ence, Stanton,
Neob., and Mieg Allce Grasemeyer, 1545 C gtreat, Lincolu, Neb,

Miss Oall E. Howard, queen and captain of the bine side, and Mr. Albert
Goldberg, king rnd cantain of the red side, have been rullng for two weoks
now, and the réd alde ia ahead, as last week hoth prize storiées were won by the
red team. 8o this means for the subjectn of the gueen to make a special effort

1o win the prires next week.

A vory faw of the writers forzot 1o mark thelr stories original and also

to mark thelr stories etther red or blue.

Be more cureful in the future.

The prize winners for this weck were Miss Ruth Ashby, aged 12 years, of
Fairmont, Neb,, and Miss Ruth Robinson of Little Sioux, Ia.

whs an follows:
went home at sunndown."

Those who succeeded in golving last Sanday's rebus were Miss Paunline
Bidwarde of Fremont, Neb., and Miss Hulda Lundberg of Fremont, Neb. Tt
“Ihe dear girls and boys spent Saturday in the woods, but

=

Great Grandpapa's Way -

By Heloua Davis.

REAT-GRANDPAPA Mat In hia
big nrmchalr in tha sun, dream-
ing no doubt of Lhe days long,
long ago when he wWas young
lika his little great-grandssn
whose volea could ba heard ring-
"Hlaripusly fromy the chlldren's pla,-
und in the rear of the fAne country

pine, #ltuated In the city suburbw,

“Sarsy!" called & volee, “eomae, IU's time

pohool.” At the sound of lils mother's
foe Harry—-the playfvl little great-grand-
of the dreaming old man on the porch
ams reluetastly from his play with hoop,
i and dox, to ths porel, enswering his
ther who waas ln the house, and who had

Tled to him Crom an open window.

But as Harry came ppon the poroh his

8 [ndleated that sll joy had gons from

im, for ho drooped his head and thrust

ut his under Up In 8 dectded pout. “'T1 hate

pol,'* he declared wvehemently to him-

f ay he wnlked Jeisurely past great-

andpeaps. 1 wish thers wasn't any soch

hing ne school, so 1 do,”*

drandpapa lopked up from his revery,

wing been roused by HMarry's Impatient

opdn.

“What's that, son?' he asked, dotalning

rry as he was about to entar the house

, what's that about hating school?’

“That's all there I8 to I, grandpaps,”™

Hurrr, a bit of & blush coming at
aving besn overheard by grandpaps, for
knew that his wish bad been a very
nugnty one, aithough he' d mot yet un-
fu‘luﬂl the enormity of o "1 jurt hate
ghool. That's all.”

“Now, son, suppope you call your mother
#ré for a minute. 1 think 1 can peranade

lar to allow you to remain away from

todny—and mayhe=if you then wish

o remaln away all the tme. Call your

A ook of eager antlolpation came upon
Wrry's face, and he ran’to the door and
8d 1o hin mother to come upan the
hroh. "Crandpaps wanis you on tmport-
Bt businesse,” he added, as his mother ap-
“Now, dpughter,” sald grandpapa (who
in fact a ghundfather to Harry's
gther, but he always addressed her as
ghter), “I think we'd better have gov-
¢ exevso FHarry from lessons today.
says he hates school, and wishes there
no guch thing, Now, slnce he doesn't
owe of ths institution of learning--
las edyucation, so to spenk—wae should ses
1t that he ju excumed from booke.'
randpaps gave & Enowing look at his
mughter who seemed o perfectly un-
4 him, und turning to her little son

nald!

you do not wish to go upelalrs to the
sroolroom 1°1) have governsss exauss you,
grandpapa has requested me to do. You
¥ #tay here and talk for an bour or so
h grandpapi.” :
i then Harry's mbtther wont upstalvs
tell the guvernese—who was engaged to
sh Marry, and his older brother and sls-
£ Harry wian o be excopsd from
@ that forenoon. And she also had a
yery private words with the governmess
Gré she ngain returned to the porch
grandpaps and Harry were mow Ir,
Grandpapa, tell me about your own
4 dayse' wsald Harry, loving betiey
snything %o hear grondpaps talk
own boyhood.
dpapa sat wlent for a minute, then

purwed up his lips, shook s
A amphatically and sald:
o, grandpaps, I dom't. I hate his

“Then T must not el you arything
about my boyhood, for that would be his-
tory.,” sald grandpapa dryly. “All history
deals with poast events. Were 1 to tell
you of my boyhood It would mean to en-
Hghten you concerning certain eustoms of
thoms times, And that ls history.”™

“"But I ltke that sort of history.”
Harry.

“How would you like to lear me tell
of the civil war?' grandpapa asked sud-
denly.

"Oh, T'd love that,” answered Harry,
drawing his chalr nearer. "I know you
must have had some excitin® times dur-
Ing the war, grandpapa, for memma has
told us po.""

“Not nearly so exclting as did the many
great army officers'’ sald grandpapa, smil-
Ing.

"Tell me aboul some of the officers™
bogged Hurry, “That would be great,
grandpapa.’

"Well, I'm 80 old that my memory Is
not an it used to be, son, but If you'll
run and bring your United Btates history
—~that I may refresh my mind=I'll tell
you about Abbtaham Lincoln, a strange
and wonderful genlus.'' -

Harry was not long in fotching the taxt
book grandpapa had asked for, and lald
It on the old gentleman's knee. Grand-
papa took it up, opened the pages and
began to soan them, Then suddenly he
closed the book, saying: “But you hate
school—which means learning, ' and Lhie
would be teachihg vou a history lesmon.
8o, we must not open this book. Your dis-
like for study forbids us to do s3,"

“Oh. but grandpapa, I want to hear
about Abrabam Lincoln,” protested Harry.

Grandpapa shook hls head. “Neo, soa,
you are excused from leasons today, and
I must not turn teagher. You wiah there
was no such thing ss school. Were there
no schools ycu would never have learnod
to read. lﬁ you could not read you would
not have books. The paAst would be &
soaled mystery to you, and a mystery
to all people ware Llhere no learning—no
sohools and books and lessons. 8o, sinoe
you do nol care L0 learn we must destroy
your books, for they are useloss.™

Harry's face was wserious, but he did
not suy anything to this suggestion, though
he did not reilsh It In his heart. He began
o understand that golng to school and
studying from books meant something
vastly mors importint than he had real-
fzed before. But he hardly knew just
what to say to his grandfather about de-
stroying s books, und adroltly turned the
aubject. “Bay, grandpapa,” lic Dbegan,
“sines you can't tell me absut your own
boyhood, nor about Abraham Lincoln,
'pose you tell me about the time your
father and mother—when you were a tittle
baby--were almost takeu prisoners by the
Indlans. 1'd love to hear that again, for
I've almomt forgot it."

"No, that would be Indian history,' ex-
piained grandpapa. “And we must not
touch upon anything of the past, for that
Is history. And you are supposed to study
nothing."

“But thal woulkin't be study,"” protested
Harry. “You'd 1e'l It to me and I'd Iy
tan."

“It's one form of learning' sald grand.
papa. “You'd learn from my recital just
ns you would from books BSo, that's &
forbidden thing.'

Harry began to grow nervous Tt seemed
thore wae Hitle of interest 'o talk about
that did not pertain to history Well, be
would give up the pieasure of hearing of
the past. He'd ask grandpapsa abou® things
of the present, He rummaged abuut in
his mind for something (o talk abeut.
Just then an automobile went dashing

eried
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The Pzcan. The Toucan,

Very few can
Tel'lyﬂie Toucan
From The Pecan -
Here's a new plan:
To take theToucan from the tree,

While a

Requires

im-mense agil-i-Tee,
can pick with ease

The Pecans fromthe Pecan trees:
IU’s such an easy thing o do,
Thal even the Toucan he can oo,

———

RULES FOR YOUNG WRITERS

L. Write plainty «lde of the
paAper omly 88d Ammber D6 pegen.
8. Use pon and ink, not pemcil

(First Prize)
Uncle Paul's Ring

By Ruth Ashby, Aged 12 Years, Falrmont,
Neb., Blue.

“Children,"” eald Uncle Faul, one morn.
ing at the breakfast table, “I'va lost my
ring. It's valuable, of course, but I
valus it more for Its memories than for
its real worth. To tne ome wh finds it
I'll give this holding up & bright ¥6
gold pisce. *“Now, Gall, Eunlee, Bobby,
Helen, you all hunt for L™

“Margie.,” turning to the 3I-year-oid

ybaby, "you can hunt, too.”

“Me'll And 1" sald Margle, wisely, rap-
ping with her spoon up her chalr. After
brackfast every child rushed out to find the
ring.

“Let's see'" sald Gall, sitting down on
the porch ateps, "#6 would buy ecandy,
fce cream, halr ribbens for Helen, Eunlce
and myself, a Teddy boar for Margie,

for she'll feel badly when she don't find
it, & comb for——" Then Punice inter-
rupted her.

“Gall, you'll never find It by sitting
there,”" ahe sald, practically. Gail jumped
up and began to hunk

But Unecle Paul's ring was nowhere Lo

be found. One by one they gave It up
and went to play.
“Mamma, can me take off shoss and

stockinge,” aitked Margle, “and wade iIn
the brook?’ -

“Yes, dear, but batter take Bobby with
you."

“No, no, mamma, Bobby's a boy. Me
don't ko boyw™

“Well, then, Helen or Gall will go.”

“No, mamma, me want Eunle"”

“All right, take her.” Margis trotted
off to get Dorothy May, her clothespin
doll. .

Nargin nlways seemed to Uke Funice
better than her other sisters. “Eunioa,
take Margie to brook?

Thirteen-your-old Eunice swung Margie
on ber shoulder and Margie laughed with
delight.

Once at the brook, Margle oulled of
her red allppers and stockings. Bhe
waded until she was tired. Then Eunlce
wiped her fest and put om her slippere
Then she showed Margle how to make
gardens wnd houses In the sand. Margie
piayed happily. Then she came up to
Eunlea

“Sea baby's new ring.”

“Tea” sald BEunice, without looking up,
for she was burled In “Hans Brinker; or
the Silver Skates' BShe suppossed Mar-
gle had twisted some grass around her
finger, s she often did.

“Look! see how pretty It shines, like
the sun' inslsted Margle, Bunlce looked
up. and there on baby's finger waa Unacle

SAHEIRD

Paul's ring. Marjorle Howard, where did
you get (Y eried Euniee.

"Oh, me found In the sand"

Eunlce picked up baby and ran to the
houss, Uncle Paul gaye her the monay,
Which shie put In her bank. EBuo Aarjorvie
found the rving, as she had sald

(Beoond Prise.)

In the Woods

Robinson, Aged 11 Years, Liitle
Sloux, Ia. Red.

It was one bright twening n September
whan I sand two friends wenl to the woods
s plek grapon 1 will tell you our names—
Rlia Grayson. Viotet Palls, and by name Is
Hiuthk Wals.

Well, I want up to my friend Vieloet's
and told her that T was golng graping and
wanlod her (o go tos, so ahe sald ahe wonid.
Wa took some baskets and & flour sack,

We got oul In the choniry and met Ella,
wha W another friend, so abe wetil along
We webt to a woods. The first thing whon
we got into the deepest part of the woonds
we heard & ball end we econld not think
what It was (Vielet and 1), but Bls told

"l owas a pow bell,

When woa found oul what It was we ran

s hard a5 we could and the oow after us,

I we came o a blg trec and we climbed

. Thoere wers lots of grapes on the trem,
and the cow went away. When we got over
our fright we began plcking grapes,

The iree whe very roften and I got out
on 4 Hmb that was not safe and down |
wetit, grapos and ull, and It In a wiid
Booseberry Lush, and that did not feel very
good. * All T wald when I fell was, "Oh,
my! Girls, eatch ma!™ but, of course, the
aldn't It ddn't hurt me. Maybe you think
1 don't worshlp that gooseberry Bush)

Wo got our beskets full and went home,
and are going sgnin next year,

By Ruth

(Honorable Mentjon.)
The Dream of the Red Rose
Ry Irent Reynolde, Aged 10 Years, Little
Bloux, In. Red.

A red rose wished she were a white rose,
Ome night she saw a firefly fying by and
sidd: “IDwar, frefly, can you make me a
nice white dresa? [ am Lired of my oid
red dress.” ‘

"I belleve you would look best in your
own bhright gown than In a whitle dress,
ke yonder roses; red Is prettiest,” the Are-
fly sald. h

Then the firefly flew away. At 12 the fire.
fiy and lalry called Changeable oame to
the rose, and the fairy gald: “Ho you want
to be & white rose Instemd of wanting Lo
be your own sweet color?”

In an instant the firefly and the falry
were gone. The rose's wish came trun. A
red romé naked her who ahe was and ehe
answered, with & toss of her head, I am
Miss White."

The rosa awoke from her dream and saw
bher own red dress. Then she looked at
yonder white roses and sald: “I would
rather be a nice, bright, red rose than »
white rose. 1 will pever agaln be envioun.”

Everybody Works But Father

By George Orimes, Aged 13 Years, Omaha.

Prom my viewpolnt, half way up a tele-
phone post, [ had a good opportunity o
see how a song 18 put on a float, In “Everys
body Works but Father,” the master of the
househnld s represented as pitiing with his
feet on the stove reading the latest copy
of the *Times,” borrowed from his neligh-
bor. His better haif ls outside in the garden,
busy over the washboard, while her daugh-
ters are hanging up the clothen, one of them
filrting the while with the valet, who s
lighting her father's pipe. Back of tha
house are the busy bees, crawling over the
hives. You may ask, “'Is this a true repre-
sentation of American home life?” En-
raged mankind answers, ‘‘Nol" It i= an
uncalisd for sttack on men hy oppugnant
females, probably spinsters (or as they
now call them, bachelor malds of 3 or 40},
who have lost thelr last chance with men,
and now write articles on *“The Bringing
Up of the American Youth," or “The Homo
Life and the Sechool” You saw that
“Wather’” was seated in the kitchen; the
parior is too good for him. The tumble-
down sppearance of the walla ia due to a
laxy landlord, not a lazy husband. The
chief beauly of the seene was lights, whioh
cast & beautiful glow over the otherwise
hamely scene.

The Wrong Mr. Smith
Adel , 517 Bouth

By Adein e A Dachar Rea:
Mra. 8mith, & bride of n few weeks, had
just moved Inte her mew home, One day
she was summoned to her fromt door by
the ringing of the bell, Hastlly tying on s
dainty white apron which she had handy
for such ocoasions, she opensd Lhe door

past on the road in front of the house.
Harry's inquisitive mind found rellef.

“Grandpapa, how do they make elec-
tricity—is It differsnt from the lightning
we sce flashing In the sky?”’

“Elsctricity, my mgn. was discovered—
But I must not tell you, for that would
be teaching you semothing you do not
already know, Bince you hate school and
booka and lessons you must not be In-
structed in things educational. If man
had pot boen-great students there never
would have been books Without books
they could not delve Into the sclences

TWRALE THAT BUNT HE AskKED. “CouME WHATS THAT APOUT HATING JCHOOLTM™

No, we must not ik abeut electricity
nor lightning. We must not talk about
things that call for gquestions om your
part and enlightening answers on my part.
We can talk about your ball and dog and
kite. We can talk about our food and our
slesp. We can talk about the things we
#40 about us, but we must not ask how
they came or for what purposs. That would
be learning. But don't you lhink you'd
Botter run and play with the dog and
ball end hoop?! ‘Ther's noe studying I
idle pastime, you ltnow,™

Harry reluctantly withdrew from the
porech to the playground, but he ecould
not get Interested (A hin play &nd pent
Fide aboul his bhusiness, saying “Oh, you
are such a wstupid thing, Wide, for you
don’y koow anyihing," Then Harry sat
down to meditate on his last words to the
dog. Bupoms he should never go to school
again! Wouldn't he grow up to be A very
fgnorant man? Would he be able to cope
with the world? Would ke sver becomes &
busineas man, like his papa, If he stopped
learning? Would he forget even what little
he alrendy knew? And wouldn't his brother
Tom and hiv.sistera, Betly and Allce, be
aahamed of him when they were all grown
up and he was a fool? Yes, it was really
& very serfous matter. Tow and Belly and
Alce were now jearning thelr lessons up
in the bLig pleasant schoel room. Perhaps
they were learning Indian history, or maybe,
abogt Abraham Lincoln. And here was
he. Harry, too lssy te lke lessons But
when bhe g0t to be & big boy—Well than
he' wanted to be wery amart indeed Fle
wished that he might make the whols
world hear of him. But how was bhe to
accompliah anything ¥ he 4id mot study
now?

Harry threw his ball on the ground and
returned to the porch, where grandpaph
stil] sal. As he resumsd his sest grand-
pags snid: “When it s recess time [ want
you (o tell Tom and Betty and Alice to come
1o Lhe porch, ['ve got a fAne story of the
revalution—of our Ceorge Waalinglon—
to tell them, for I thipk they asre BOw
studying about revelutlonary Umes I
is 4 wosl interssting sabject, oo But
we'll aak you, son. to withdraw trom the
porch while we discuss thelr lessons We'll
nol forgel LLal you are excused frign ledrm.

ing todey. And, of course, If you mies one
day you will miss many mors. And one
link at & time dropped from & chain in the
making destroys it as a useful thing. One
must pureue one's studies If one would ac-
complish any good from them."

“Are you going to talk about anything
elsa when Tom, Betly and Alice come
down at recess time?" sskea Harry sagerly.

“Well, 1 should lks to expialn how the
children studied bolany when I was a
youngster,” sald grandpapas. “And our
metbod of leaming spolling was wastly
different from the method used now, and
most exeiting and Interesting, too. But
=here 1 am rattitng on, Just as M you
wore & little student instead of & boy wihn
had decided to throw books away and
stop going to sohool.™

Harry sat with head down for & minute
then raising his eyes to hisa grandpapa’s
face he sald: “CGrandpsps;, I'm tired =i-
ready of not golng to school. I'm golng
up to the school room right now end ask
Governess 0 let me coma in and get st
my lessons, for I don't wanl 1 be & fool,
1 don't. Bo, grandpapa, juat count me In on
belng one of the party when you lell that
revolutionary story. 1 dou't hate sehool,
and 1'd be mighty sorrvy I ihare were no
books, no lessona to learn. and no school
to attend. And since mamma and papa are
eo kind ma to get o governcess for us, =0
that we may have school right In our cwn
home, I'd be very nsughty If I falled to
appreciate . Bo. from today on I'm
golng to look at lemrming In & different
Nght."

“"Ah, now, sen, you are shouting.” lsughsd
grandpaps. *The world has no place for
idiery. i offers premiums, however, o
the well-educated boys and girla who are
earnest and encrgetic. I'm glad my Harry
han had his eyes opessed this morning, snd
that he mow undersiands the pecesally of
an educstion.”

“And you'll tell us about the Indians
ot asked Harry, as he ross to start
upstuira to the schoolronm.

“Yas, Wbout the Indiams, and my own
school days, loo, this evening™ ngresd
grandpaps. “And pow run sleng and tsil
your mothar that her little sen has turned
over & new jwal and means to be the
brighiest scholar of them &b

and oadmitted a
woman.

Mra. Bmith thought, ""Thia must be one
of my neghbors, come In to gel Ao
When, to her dJdlamay, the
woman brought out from the folds of her
dress a sample package of “E. & Served
Breakfast Food,” which ahé talked about,
telling how nutritious und how healthful it
was and that it was good for averybody,
#tc., ending with the remark, “Mr. 8mith
Is very fond of 1t and could eal It three
times o day.” Mre. Bmith becama suddsnly
Interested and gave her order for & dosed
packages, thinking she had learned one of
“mother's" wavs,

The next day Mr. Bmith was servéd hia
first dizh, which he genlly pushod aside,
maying, "'T never eal sawduat, dear.” Now,
bhéra wan & mrstery. Why Bad this woman
told her that Mr. Bmith was fond of t?
Au If to solve the problem, she looked over
the bill; Mery It was plalnly written: "Onae
dopen packages (o 10 Avenua A. Mrd T

plearant, middls-aged

Guaialed,’

Smyth, agent.” Thoe little brids resolved
that her husband was not the nniy Mr.
Bmith

A Hero

By Viola Portertield, Aged 14 Yeuie
.\pqlmenu, Omaha, Blue

Onos upon' a time thers lived a little Ba-
kimo girl named Nollle

Now, Nellie had a big St. Bernard dog
whom she loved very much; his name was
Rover. Ones fine day in December Nellle'a
mother 1old her thal she was going next
door to borrow some oll and that ahe shouid
#tay at home with Rover, Bo off saha went
in such a hurry that she (Neilis) did not
have time to msk her whetlher to start the
fire or not.,

8he went In the house with Rover, but
Jast as she got in the front door she heard
a terrible nolsc at Lhe back Jgoor. Bhe went
to sea what It was, but could not ses any-
thing, so she went about her work.

Agaln, agein, agein, it cume, louder and
louder, and then “bang" the back door
fell in

Nellls was so frightsned she could not
speak, but stond open-mouthed, staring

Lluian

hard, for there In the door stood a Polar

bear and her eubs,

When Rover saw what had frightened
Nelllq s gave a bark and then leaped on
tha cub, grabbed hlm by the neck and
threw him (o the ground, dead.

When the mother bear saw thin she, buirn-
Ing with anger; leaped upon Rover with
such force that poor Rover was almost
kflled, but he wasn't.

Up be got and chased the Polnr bear till
they were so far Nellle could not ses them.
Rover d1d nol coma back till quite awhite
after that, but when he dld he wam the
hero of the parish.

y Christmas Tree

me oward,
o b!t:f ;E-enm'.‘cn‘t{f..ms{.".'."' o

“Newspapers! Newspapors! Omaha Beel
Dafly News! World-Herald! One-cent
aplece!” This was litile Bob's voloe that
was culllng. He was a little blue-eysd,
freckeled-faced bhoy of § years.

Everyone passed, but once in & while a
man would stop and buy a Dally Bee, for
this was the most popular paper of all

It was a cold day In December when this
happened, It was about an hour after Bob
had bought his papers that a broad-should-
ered man stopped in front of Bob and looked
fnto his eyes, then he drew out his purss
and asked him what his name was. | Bob
tald him 1t was Bob Roberson. Then the
man sald that his name was Roberson and
that his sister's name waas Mary Roberson,
but she was dead. Bob told him that his
mother's nama was Mary Roberson.

»The next morning found Bob looking with
sager eyes at & beautiful Christmas tree
which was decorated with beautiful toys

and ornaments, which were all for him,
| ——

Results of a Wreck
By Hulda Lundberg, A

South I Btreet, l-"‘mmn:’l.d Naib:‘;‘lr:'o.m

Emma was a little girl ten yoars of age.
Bhe was very kind and had many friends.
The town where she lived was In Iown.

On the 3th of October was her bipth-
day. Bhe was going to have & party, mo
her mother sent out the Invitations the
day pefore. Emma was very happy; she
could hardly wait for the day teo gome.

The next day at 3 o'clock ths Euests
came, They all brought her proity pres-
ents and had & nice Lime.

Now & few days after this Emma and
her molher received a telogram which
told them (hat her fath~ was hurt. Her
father had gone to Wyoming on a business
trip. Bo Emma and her mother bogan
packing up their things at once to 3]
to Wyoming. Early in the moming thay
both started for Wyoming. The (raln was
going at the rate of mixty miles per hour.
As It waa about hall way to Wyoming
it stopped. Tha conductor ran through
the car and looked very frightened. After
a while he teld the people that passenger
train No. 10 wasz coming, a short wWaya
from them. They gave a signal for It w0
stop, but it was too late. It rounded the
curve and crashed into thelr train. The
train of elght cars foll In the diteh

Emma end her mother were In one of
these, Emmi was hurt very badiy; her
mother was not hart at all. Bo Bmma
was taken (o the nearest hospital asd her
wounds were dressed.

It was found that both her left arm and
leg were broken. She (s now: & eripple
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Naughty Little Silly

Little 8illy plays In woboond,
Anil never leams a lesaon

Bhe whispera, too, against the rils
Oh, it W mant dislreasin''

At hame she pouts ang stubborn ig,
And her mother ahe annoys,

Not one thing does sho do to please;
EBlie spolln and breaka her toys

Bhe cories for sweel cakes every day,
And frowns an bread and milk,

8he says ahe hates hLer cotton frockn
And wishes they were sllk,

Oh, she s a most trying child)
Af naughty ws can be,
‘Tin hoped the girla who read this tale
Are not so a8 #he
MAUD WALKER,

and canpot whlk., ! think she will not
forget. that wreck B8 long as sho lives,
for, was It not for the wreck she would
not be a cripple.

A Day in the Woods

By Margaret Cowdon, Aged 7 Years, itiver-
ton, Neb, Rued,

Once upon a timoe some children went to
spend & day In the woods. There were twe
boys and two girls and their mother, One
Hittle girl's pame was Mne and the othoer's
Besa. One of the hoy's namos was Koyl and
the other's Dick. Eurl wus & lttle boy
about § yeura old and Dick was ubout 10
And Mo was § and Boss was 9. Dick put
up a swing wo Ahe girls could swing wiile
thelr mother Nxed Jdinnoer, At dinner they
talked about what they would do when
they got big. Dick sald he was golng to be
a farmer and Earl sald lie was going 1o be
& oarpenter. Mae sald nhie was golng to be
A farmer's wife and Pess sald she was
golng to be a cily girl s0 that she would
not have to ride to town for everyihing.
After dinner they gathered nuts untll late
and got so many nuts that they eould not
get them In the buggy, And Dick sald that
they would bave to go and get the wagon,
so they could get the nuts home, And Mae
looked up and saw papa In the wagon, and
they went home tired and happy.

——

Tom’s New Magic Lantern
By Ruth Wellor, Aged 10 Yonrs, 2414 North
Twonty-first Btreot, Omaba. Blue.
Tom was out In the yard playing with his
two wisters. Alter playing different games
Mary, the oldent, sald: "“Let us have a
maoving ploture show with your amagic lan-
tern that paps gave you on your birthday.'

“And, yes, we ¢an have it In the shed. I
know mamma will let us,” sald Dorothy,

“What price shall we sak?™ aaid Tom.

“Oh, 1 cent,'” sald Mary; “that will be
anough."

“Let's have it tomorrowm" sald Dorothy,
who had nb |dea how long It took 10 fix the
#hed up and get ready for It Bat It took
two days befors everything was ready.

“Lat us make the tickets ana sell somae
tonight" sald Tom. Then they emch got a
pencll and some paper. They sent Tom
around eelling tickets, First thing the
pext morning they had to help thelr mammun.
After thay finished thay went out and
started to get the shed ready. Tom did
the running from the house to the shed.
They wnold & lot of ticketa and hiad good
sucoess. But they naver tried it agaln, for
it was too hard work.

Limerick

There wae an ol buble-bes, llow;
A most uvafripudly big lul.l.ow,;.
He took n sty nlp
At old Tgindie's hip;
And youn should have- heard old Hrindle
. W.

Jlow |

Let Good Enough Alone

Boy:

I wish 1 were 8 bird to fiy;
I'd never go to school:
ra n\\‘lﬂx In tres-boughs svery day,

And dip in paol.

shady

Wero 2 bird, my willy boy,
;l“ -av 'wl‘: oo shot et you
Ab ¥8 wWou . 8
When you urug in

Bay :
lw“lql':‘gm-smthluh
pad 5
Then &bl B?: l{:muh water desp
1 nu-ru.r“’wnlJ §lide

Were you a fish, my silly boy,
A swlmming in the brook,
You'd fnd yoursel quits suddenly
Caught on some angler's hook.

Bay:
Y if I may not be a figh,
of bird, with plumege gay,

{ may 1 be besldes a boy
"l you &l me, pray!

Hird and Wah:
s e hool 4 stud .
Ol el ali thac g‘.}'u“cin?‘“‘

your mind w : 0
h’m’no- into » IA‘N.“N T NOR:
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