THE OMAHA SUNDAY BEE:
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HE Busy Ueea have

entered into

the apirit of the new contest

eplendidly and with the rasylt that both sides are still even, each

baving won two prize slorles,

keep It that way boys and

Now |ét us wee how long we can

girle. The boys have been dolng won-

derfully well of late and have sent in more storlea than for a long
time past. They have been winning prizes, too.

Now that we have commenced &
all the storlea must be orlginal and th
they will not reéceive congideration,
only one story had to be thrown out.
not comply with the rules. We still

new contest let us mll remember that
at they must he marked “Original,” or
Every one did so well Iast week that
This one was discarded becauss it did
have a number of stories ahead, but

they will be used just as soon as there Is room for them and (o the order
that they reached the Busy Bee edlitor.

One of our Busy Bees sent In an

filustrated rebus last weelk, and, while

we will be unable to use it on our page, it was very good and showed that
its author had been doing some thinking.

The prize winnors for this week wars Latha Larkin, age 14 years, Sonth
8ixth street, Norfolk, Neb., and John Woods, age 10 years, Pawnee City, Neb.

Honorary mention was given to Leona

The posial card exchange:

irone HReynolds,

H. Bays, age 13 years, Mondamon, M.

Alta

Little Blounx, Ia.;

Wilken, Waco, Neb.; Allce Temple, Lexingion, Neb,; Eunlce Bode, Falle City,

Neb.: Jean De Long, Alnsworth,

Neb,;

Mildred Robertson, Manilla, In;

Loulse Reebe, 2609 North Nineteenth avenue, Omaha; Gail Howard, 4722
Capltol avenue, Omaha; Bdna Behllng, York, Neb.; Estelle McDonald, Lyons,

Neb.: Juanita Innes, 2769 Fort stre
Gothenburg, Neb.; Loulse Hahn, Davl
Neb,: Faye Wright, Fifth and Belle
Fairmont, Neb.; Maurice Johnson, 182
Pawnee Clty, Neb.; Miss Pauline
Neb.; Hulda Lundberg, Fremont,
Grassmeyer, 1645 C street, Lincoin, N

Parkes,
Neb.;

wel, Omaha: Marguerite Bartholomer,
d City, Neb.; Vera Cheney, Crelghton,
sireets, Fremont, Neb.; Ruth Ashby,
7 Locust street, Omahn; Lotta Woods,
York, Neb.; Loulse Stiles, Lyons,
Edna Enos, Stanton, Neb.; Alice
eh, ’

[ ——

When Santa Called on Little Pearl

By Helona Davis.

EARL sat in her own little room,
halt disrobed for hed. It was §
o'vlock at night, a Iate hour
for Pear! to be sitting up, But
sha had been reading about

- Banta Claus, a funny little old
story, written by some one who evidently
knew nothing about Sunta Clnus, sines e
declared thers was no such person or helng
In existence. And this greatly troubled
Pearl, who felt that aha had had many
proofs of the reality of old Banty. Bvery
yoar sinece she could remember many and
beautiful presents had buen left In Christ
mas ove for hor, her stockinge-—both of
tham, fillad to overflowing, and haskets to
hold the overflow filled to the brim.

Pearl was only 8 years old, but ahe wan
was quite old enough to feel what n great
injustice had been done the friend of all
chlldkind, dear old Banta Claus, n the
#tory she had been reading, And she re-
sented that wrong as any loval child would
have done. In fuct, as moon as she had
finishied reading the story she throw the
book on the floor, exclalming, “low did
anyone dare to write such w thing! Neo
Banta Claus? The idea! Well, 1 wish 1
knew tho person wheo wrote this mtory-a
story, indecd, for there Wn't & word of
truth in "

Then Pear! pulled off her stockings and
got into her pretty white nightie. And In
another minute she had ilurned out the
Hght und waa In her warm Uttle bed, SBhe
had msald goodnight to her mammi and
papa half an hour before, raying that as
she wished to fininh reading a story in her
own room she would stany up a bit longer
than was her habit, and that she would
not require her mother's hands to tuck hor
In that night.

And so she was husily tucking the covers
about herself, thinking how lonely, aftor
all, to get intg Bod without her mammi's
loving hands te Ax her pillow and covers,
when a sudden nolse

near the window of
her room startled her, Then the ahade
wan deawn up, the moonlight flaoded tha

room, and Pearl saw to her great astaniah.
ment that the round, fat form of w be-
whiskered little man was entering the room
through the apen window, It was the
opening of the window that had made the
sudden and startiing nolse
Pearl thyew off the cover apd sat bolt
upright In bed, slaring with both wide
blus eyes at the gueer looking Imtruder.
How strangely lke the plotures of old
Banta Claus he was Indesd, were Poarl
not awake she would be quite sure whe
was dreaming of Santa Claus. But being
awake, she felt that It must be & burglar
in disguise ontering her room, Her first
Impulse was to scream for help. But
somoething in the expression of the stran.
gar's face made her sllent. Ha hud ons
tered the room and closed the window be.
hud him, being very eautious not e make
& nolse, Then comng quite eloss to the
bed he said In over wo gentie a voleh—ther
own father's voloe could not have bean
more tender): ““There, lHitle one, get back
belween your covers agnin, or you'll vateh
eold. I'm sure you must know who | am
without an Introduction. I don't come very
often to seo you, but you are acqualnted
with ma very wull, Now lle down and et
me wit hera benide you and have s char”
“Then you are Bunta Claus?™'  Pearl
asked, quile reassured, now that ahe
know her visitor 1o be the distinguluhed
person she named
“Yen, I'!n Banta Claus, In some ooun-
tries I'm called oMl Baint Nicholas. But
what doos a bhame matter? 1 don't carg

what I'm Hed: fust 80 I'm not called &
fraud or a Mmyth.”

“ARh, dear old Santa Claus™ coried
Pearl, sitting up In  Dbed, deaplle ler

visitor's warning that she would take
cold, "that's just what avery bad per-
pon=man or woman—has been doIng.
In that book there in A story which tells

of your boing a myih. T don't balieve
the nuthor of the story dared to call
jou a fraud, But he—or she—calls you
a myth, and says that yow Hke the
fairies, mare only In the itmagination of
the Infantile mind. Now. what do you
think of that sort of slander agalnst
you dear ol Banta Claua?' And Pearl
loonked (hid Indlgnation she felt againast

the writer who hiad so offended her, 1
shall destroy that hook tomorrow,"” wsha
went on. ‘'l wouldn't have such & story
in my home, It's the worst sort of In-
Justice to you, It In"

Old Banta Claus, seated on n chalr be-
side Pearl's bed, laughed till his *little
round belly shook Ilke n bowl full of
Jelly.”  Then, ealming himself, he pald:
"My dear little girl, I know how those
old folks talk and write about me It'a
because  they've, outgrown the Santa
Claus days, you sce. In fact, dear child,
the dayn of the Santa Claus Intorest are
like the days of exireme youth, of In-
nocent childhood—short lived. As  soon
Ay a bhoy has got Into long troussrs he
thinks it is the proper capeér to deny my
existenee, although the time wans when
he had the greatest fondness for me.
And as moon as & girl leaves off mack
aprons and knows her multiplleation
table she denles me—declares she has
no such nuPoutulon as to belleve in a
Banta Claws, Ah, I've seen the sort,
denr, that deny me But it Is as 1t
should be, and 1 make no objection. I
do wish, though, that instend of deny-
Ing my existence these grown-ups would
merely say:' We're outgrown Hanta
Claus, and In the future turn him over
1o thope younger than ourselves.' That
would be jJustee—nothing more.”

“Ah, but people should naver outgrow
you," Insisted Pearl., “A friend such as
you are to children should hold life-long
places In  thelr hearts. The day will
nover come when I shall sny: ‘I've out-
grown SBanta Claus,” Neéxt to  mammu,
Pipa, grandmamma and grundpapa. T love
you best of all human belngw. Of course,
1 love my friends and teachers, too, but
you head the iist they are written on.”

“You are n loyal little Banta Claus girl,"
gmiled 8anta Claus "But, my dear child,
whut If everyone remailned Santa Claus
e In heart? Why, 1'd never get snough
toyms and presents Lo go round. Not only
would I have to give to the children at
Cliristmas Uime, hut I'd have to have a
fathor's and mother's department In my
fantory You wsee, my dear child, how
imposaitle thot would be! No, it 1s only
right that ut s eortaln time in life you
should outgrow Santa Clauz, just as vou
autgrow your inst year's shoes and frooks,
and just as you get oo big to play with
dollles amd bocome great girls In Age
and mlse, leaving the cosmt clear for the
Itle ones who are coming into the world
tach  year to Ml the things you have
OutETOwn, 8o my dear, don't be too
hard on those who no longer take an in-
tarest In we, It s snfe to say thet I no
longer take an interost in them. Thelr
names are stricken of my vislting list,
and In my factory their letters no longer
coma  ordering  certain gifts made for
thelr friends und themeselves, Ah, this
Is n sirange old world, my little Pearl
Only 1 stay young in hesrt. 1 was horn
st w8 you  soe me—gray beard., fat
stomach, plump Lody, apple-cheeks and
smiling. ohildish oyes. [ never ohange
Each year many of my ddarest lttle
comrades oulgrow me: bul there s no
sadnest in this for me, for I know thors's
B new corop of jittle friends who will step
Inte the places just vacsted and who

The Parrot.
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RULES FOR YOUNG WRITERS

1. Write plainly on one side of the
paper ouly and mumber the pages.
8. Upe pen and ink, not ponoil
3. Short and poluted articles will
be given proferemoe., Do not use over

250 words.

4. Original whorl lettars only
will be nused. — .

5. Write your name, age and
dress at the top of ﬂ: firet page.
First and socond prizes of books
will ba given for thae best two cen-

tributions to 1lis page each woek.
Address all comumnuications te

COHILDREN'S D_PARTMENT,
Omaha Boee.

N

(Firat Prian.)

; A Good Lesson

By Letha Larkin, Aged 14 Years, Soulh
Hixth Street, Norfolk, Neb, Blue.

Onee there was a little girl who was al-
ways scolding about the wind becauny it
blaw her hat off 4nd made her soamper
down the sidowalk. Many times she had
taken o tumble Into a diteh,

One day the wind was blowing fercaly
and blew Alice into & small diteh noar by.

Bhe jumped up and began to think If ahe
could destroy the wind, so she sat down to
think. All at once ®he heard & sweot
volce calllng:

“What !» the trouble,”

Allce was startled, and looking up, saw
n falry all dressed in white,

“Who aro you?” erled Allce, sturtiled,

“T am the wind," sald the fairy, “would
You like to take a journey.”

“Yeou," erled Allge, for she loved to go
on journeys. The falry lfted Allce Into
the chariol and drove off,

They went through the clouds and had a

good ride. At last they arrived at the
moon, The falry lifted Allice from the
charfot and set her on the odge of the

moon, and told her o play with the sun-
beama and rain drops.  The wind falry
soon came back, and asked Allce If she had
a good time

“Yen'" answered Allte, "and T have
learned a losson from the sunbesina, too] (o
alwuys be happy and bright, whether the
sun shines or the wind ia blowimg."

Allce wokes up and found & cool breexs
blowing over her,

“I did learn a good lesson this time,'
sald Allca, happlly.

(Becond Prige.)

A Joyful Thanksgiving

By John Woods, Aged 10 Yeais, Pawnee
City, Neb. Red.

It wie Thanksgiving day and all the
children wers at grandmother's excepting
Rose, grandmother's youngest boy who
everybody thought wan dead in the forests
of Afrion.

As soon as the grandchidren hnd warmed
thelr cold Angers and toes they want out
and made a sanow man. Then made snow-

balls and throw them at him until he
looked lke he had been through a hard
fight. While th¢ young folks wers having

80 much fun outalde, the older folks were
having a good chat within.

Boun dinner was ready and Oh! what a
good dinner It was, ‘The turkey which had
gobbled so Aercely at grandmother & week
ugo was on the platter with lote of dress-
ing to say nothing of the pumpkin ples,
eranberry sauce and other goodlea sueh as
pgrandmothers always know how to moake,

Just as they were about to bhegin to eat
there was » knock at the door. As soon
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as grandmother opened the door shis threw
harself with a ery of Joy Into the arms of
& tall and handsoms mah who stood on the
dooratep, It wan indesd Ross. During the
excitement that followed the dinner was
forgotten,

Ross told them how he had been captured
by hostlle negroes and kept captive a year.
Finally he got away and came home,

Than they all ate dinner and grandfather
sald they indoed had cause to bs thank-
ful,

\'Bmwlry_;lamton.)

A Little Heroine
By Leona H. Bays, age 13 years, Mon-
damin, In Blue,

There were three children In the Bays
family. Thelr names ware Pifle, Leona
and Bthel. Eifle was 6, Leona 4 and Ethal,
thé baby, was 2

Ona day thelr mamma want away, tell-
Ing them to be good girls. Hthel's baby
buggy was placed near the stove, with a
pillow case on the handls of it, to dry. The
children wera playing happlly when sud-
denly the plllow case fMamed up.

Kifte saw It fArst and she enatched It
from the buggy and held it for & moment
In her hands, not knowing what to do. But
Just then a though siruck her and running
outdoors she dropped the pillow ecase In

the snow that coversd tho ground. The fire
soon went out. ’
When Mrs. Bayn came home, Elfie told

her about It and her mamma called her
little herolne, I didn't know what to do;
I was afraid your pillow case would burn
up mild Eifle, “No matter, dear, if you
are safe,” answered her mother.

Janice's Thanksgiving
By Ruth Ashby, Aged 12 Years, Falrmont,
Neb, Blue,

"We won't have any Thanksgiving, I'm
afrald, Janlee," sald grandma, gently, 0.
grandma, not have any Thanksgiving!
Why, eaverybody has everything, but we
don't have anything,” evied Janlce. She
rushied out of the blg, bare room and up
into her own.

Janice Elvin llived with her grundma In
a large, old house on the outskiris of a
town., Her father and mother disappeared
when she was about 2 years old, lsaving
har with her grandina. They had moved
Into the eoity, where Grandma Elvin made
buttonholes in rough shirts for a factory
for & while, Then a kind lady, wha some-
times visited them, gave hoer some froning
to do, Mrs, Blvin found this work profit-
able, so she continued it. Janlce went to
school and after helped her grandma iron

Buddenly Janloe jumped up and put on
her blue hood and coust. Bhe ran down-
stalrs, I guens I'll go to the park and
walk around a lttle bit,™ she said to her
grandma.  “All right, denrie."”

Junlee went past the park and Into Waush-
ington avenue, where the fashlonable poo-
ple lived, A daring Idea had suggested
Iteelf to her. Bhe would go and ask Miss
Dorothy, who had so often told her to come
to her M she was In need,

Al last she reachoed the house and, going
up the broad steps, knocked timidly. No
ona answered her. Bhe knocked again.
This time a servant opened the door and
replied to Janice's timid wish to see Miss
Dorothy, “"She doesn't sce beggars.”

“Who s it, James?' asked Dorothy's
sweel voloe,

0, Just a lttle beggar, ma'am." sald
James, disturbed that Dorothy heard him
#poak so roughly to a child.

“Why. it's Janten, Coma In, dear, and
Jamea, after this do not turn away any-
one who comes to ses me.' James turned
away shamefacedly,

Dorothy led Janlea up Lo her little parlor.
Janice told her all ahout grandma and how
poor thay were and how they were to have
no Thanksgiving, Miss Dorothy (nughed.
“We'll fix that,” she sald. "T'll tell you
about a lttle sister whoke name alpo was
Janice, though 1 but dimily remember.”
Dorothy told her about Janice, how no ane
knew where she was, for her father could
only support one child, a0 her mother and
Dorothy hdd come to the eity with him,
Just then a rap was heand and in came a
protty lndy whom Dorothy called “mother.”
"“What's wyour name?' psked the |ady.
“Janice Blvin.” Why then you must be
my own little sister,’” crind Dorothy. Mrs,
1Bivin clasped lier in her arms. Janice and
ter grandmother came to lve with them
and Dorothy and Janlce are the happiest
kind of aisters. You may be sure Janice
had her Thanksgiving.

The Lame Foot Ball Player

By Annlgan Wilson, Aged 11 Yeuars, 001
arney 8t, Omaha. Blue,

There was once a small boy who llked
to play foot ball, but his friend who lived
next door did not like the gume and sald
he would break his leg, sro: or something.
The other boy sald he would not get hurt
because he knew how to play and would
not get In any scrimmage,

The next day he was to play foot ball
with somo other boys. He was to play an
end. The nest morning he was thera to
practice and the boys sald ha wos a fine
player, Of course, a remark like that
would make any boy feel glad.

The timo came when he was to piay. Hias
side was Orst (0 kick off and a largs boy
caught the ball. The boy came around by
an end and it was the end's time to tackle
him, The small boy tackled him, but the

will love me with the same adaration.
S0, although the Iaces and names DAy
differ & bit, there 8 the samo army of
little ones omach year for me to love and
give Chrislmas toys and Joys to. Ah,
but I'm & very happy old man; an old
man with a very young heart, The chil-
dren—=Lhe children—they are my lifa.
With them ever arcund me how could I
grow 0T And as for those who have
wnd  sack-

motten out of the knee-pants

b7
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\ “I'M BURE YOU MUST KNOW WHO 1 am WITHOUT AN INTRODUCTION"

apron mge, who have got into thetr highar
school grades, whe have outgrown Sants
Claus—Al, I have bLut a tear! It i
they who deserve pity; not 1, my dear,
1 am never without my lttle ones, wllle
the grown-ups are without thelr Banta
Claus."

“Hul once having got tee ¢ld for you,
they should not turn  traltor,” declared
Pearl, vehamently, “And the writer of
the story in that book trested you most un-
Justly, 1o suy the least. He says you are
& myth*

“Ah, ha, ha, hal'
laughed s0 loudly tunt the very walls
wchoed with, mirth. "“Well, my liitle one,
hie's doubtless pome crubbod person who
has forgotien that he ever had a clidldlived,
And not remombering that joyous tie of
bupplicss, he begrudged the chlldren of
today thelr hopplness. So he'd knoek the
feot from under me und pluck the wings
from the shoulders of the fairies. Dut we
must not feal wogry with him; led us feal
the deepost pity for one whoe cun so goon
forget his own childlah pleasuses that he
falls to respond 1o those of the Uitle ones
whe have crowded him cut of the play-
Eround.

“But, my deur little hostess, ses how Lhe
timo s ilying!”" And Santa Claus pointed
to the tny clock on the mantel *“Why,
I've got & thousand things Lo altend to Us-
fore the sun chasgs me Lo my own domain
in the clouds. And how they-—my sasint-
ants—are working day and night in the
Christmas factory, that npons of the little
ones may ba forgotten. Ah, [ must bid
you adleu! You'll hear from me about holl-
day time If In the meantims You have
anything to say Lo me, Just drop me &
lotter, addressed atmply: ‘Banta Claus,

Aud Banta Claus

Christmans, 1007." Ta, tal"
Then Santa Claus started for the win-
dow to maks hin exit, An he raised the

sash the nolse was sudden and sharp.

Poarl gasped, looked about her for the
moonlight whieh had been flooding the
room; looked to mee whether or not Sants
Claus lad closed the window securaly after
going oul, But @ warm hand was on her
shoulder, a tender volce In her ear, say-
ing: ""Mother could not retire without
peeping In en her 1Mtle tréasure to sce if
ahe were anug In bed, And uw ] opened
the door, ever so waftly, 1 henrd you say-
ing: *“"Good night, Banta Claun; I'll never,
never disbelléve in you.'! Bo I knew my lit-
tle daughter wos having & pleasant chat in
her sleep with old 8L Nick."

It was Pearl's mother who was bending
over the bed Ialking to the waking Nt
mald. And Pearl, still hall asleep, sald:

“No marome dosrest, [ wasn't dreaming
at all. Bants Claus was Juxt here calling
wpon me. Aud we've had the nicest little
ot together. e doesn't mind if old
folus do deny his existence e hap ®o
many young friends &l! the time that he
can spare those who have sutgrown him
and his gifts, Bul, dear me! I thought he
had left the window open after he went
out."

“The window |s locked on the inslde, as
usual” sald Peari's mother, smiling te
herself. He must have gone out through
the venulateor. You know he ¢an do the
most miraedlous things when It comes to
going through amall epenings.”™

“Yea, he's as wonderful as a fairy,"” sald
Pearl, her blue eyes golng shut. “And now,
mamma, take that ugly story book from
my roosn, sand kiss me good night I'm
awfully sleepy since siiting up =0 late with
Santa.™

Tommy's Letter to Santa Claus

"Dear old Banta, good old feiend,
Heore in a little Jetter,

Telling you just what 1 want,
Bo you will know the better.

"What sort of things to bring along
When calling here on me;

And you may hang the pressnts on
A nice new Christmas trees.

"I want & palr of nlos new skates;
(My old ones ure to wmall)

— -
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1 want & pair of boxing gloves,
And s bat and rubber ball,

“1 want o aled to coast down hiil;
(It must be strong wnd dandy?’)

I want a pretty walking stick,
If you have n nlce one hanady,

*1 want—oh, well so many things,
It makes me tired to wrile,
But you will know what elss o bring,
8o 1I'll say, dear friond, good night,"
~ANNIE jﬁhl}’.ﬂ

large boy fell on the small one's atomach.

A doctor was ealled at once and sajd It
wan very serious and would be & year be-
fore iL would be well, The small boy sald
ha wished ha had obeyved his friend, and
never played foot ball agsin.

The Young Hunters

By Moaurlee Johnson, Aged 14 Years, 1807
Locust 8t.,, Omaha. Red,
One morning in 150 two hoys, Hownard

Lowe and Charles Rend, left a small sat.
tlement on the frontler to go hunting.
Ench hod a gun and expected to bring
home some partridges for supper. Thelr
parants fell safe In letting them go, as
they thought thers were no Indians about,
Nevertheless, they wora cautious not to
make any unnecessary nolse, Today they
seomed to have bad luck, because not a
parteidge or any kind of game had they
seom, nnd not a shot had they Ared.

They were hunting for a good place to
make a fira for a little dinner, when How-
ard sxclalmed In & whisper, “Look! Look
at that thing behind that tree; it looks like
n kind of bird. 8See LT I'm golug to take
a shot,” and he waa jfust going to pull
the trigger when Charles whispered ox-
oltedly, “Look, there's an Injun behind the
tree over there looking at tho thing bebind
the tree that you was golng to shoot at
He hasn't. sean us yet hecsuse we haven't
ghot yat. Look, will you, thete's my baby
aister Busle and the Injun is after her'
And bang, bang, went thelr guns and the
Indian was killed.

The baby woke up and, secing Charles,
orled, "0, brover Tarley, I'se been "ooking
for ‘oo eber after ‘oo went hunting and
I'se got wo tred 1 went to sleep.’ - The
bovs hurrled Home with Susis and were
received with joy, a8 everyboidy had been
vory anxious, The two boys were heroos
for & long time and each has a fine rifle
now as n reward for thelr deed.

Buster
oars, Dielg,
By Barah Gr"“:{:’yf'ﬁ’fﬁim Y

I am going to tell you of the deurest
Hitle fox terrier you ever saw.

Ona day mamma and papa wenl out into
the country to see a friend. They were
gona all day and returned just at sundown.
Weo all ran out to meet them, and as paps
Jumnped out of the bUEKY he handed me
W bundle and sald to carry it carefully.
1 took It In my arma and eoarried it Into
the house. 1 peeped Into the bundle and
saw o dear lttle dog,

I guve a soream of delight and the poor
Hetle fellow Jumped out of my Brmn and
tried to get oul of the door. There he ran
into the other childremn, who also screamed
with delight when they Faw him.

Wo declded to call him Buater, and then
Baby John soreamed, “Duster, Buster,” so
loud that 1 really think poor Buster
thought he was in a bunch of wild Indians,
and probably he remembared the storius
his mother had told him of how Indlans
ked to eat doge.

That night Buster alept on the foot of
my bed, and he must have been dreaming
of our btad conduct, for he howled In his
nloep. N

Buster became guite an nccomplished dog.
He ledrnod to elimb troes as well as & cat
Was huad & number of trees that were bent
over and are very eisy Lo climb. _huuu-r
delighted In climbing these troes and poeop-
ing Into tho birds' nests, He also delights
in chasing cals, He In not & favorite with
either the cats or birds, as you can imng-
ine.

HBuster i now very happy and I think he
has gquite [orgotten the very rude recep-
tlon he recelved.

—— -

The Unfortunate Wish

G i ord, Aged 14 Years, 1634 North
n':i‘w:-]r:?;-.lh’l:;d .L.cﬂ. South Omaha, Red
There wak & girl named Mary, who wiks
always wishing. One night a Calry came
and sald she could have threo wishen, then
she disappearsd. Thal noon Mary wa_n
very Impatient because Ner father wasn't
home yeot. She sald, “Oh! 1 wish papa
would come.”" Bhe heoard o knock at the
door: her father wius there. Ehe thought of
lier wiahes and only had two more. Bhe
forgot about them Her mother scolded
her for lsaving the door of the china clomet
openn where baby got In and broke some
of mamma's new chilna, Mary wes angry
at her mothdr for scolding her and eried
in r corner by herself. Her mother went
upstalrs to make bods. Bhe sald angrily:
o] wigh mamma would die and [ wouldn't
get soolded.”  Bhae heard her nuras eall-
ing her from upstairs Bhe went bul
found her mother |ving dead on the Avor
The nurse told Mary the coarpenler was
working In the stiie and as her mother

pansod a board fell on hor head and killea
her instuntly. Mary was very sorw for
what she had done, but thought of hey
one more wish, Bhe then wislied that her
mother would come alive saxain, Her
mother then rose In the best of health
Hhe and the nurse wers happy and sha
was glad to get her mother back to core
rect her. She sat down and told the nures
and her mother the story of the falry and
har thres wishos,

Willie’s Pet Dog.

By Lilllan Ellsworth, Aged 11 Years, 1028
North Twenty-second St., Omaha. Blue,
Onos thers was & boy named Willle, whao

was very fond of dogs, Ho his father de-

¢ided to get him one. Willla named him

Maoc. Then he started to teach him tricks,

He would sit up and beg, and would shake

hands with anyone,

One day Willle's father mado him a oart
and harness to hiteh Mpe up to. Willis
was a0 pleased he Jumped around In de-
light.

Then he went to ride in It. Mac wns not
used ta It, so he 4ld not go very well at
firet, but when he found out whit It all
moeant he went fine.

Whenever Willie had to go to the stors
ho always took him, and Mae ssemod to

undersimnd what he waa doing. He would
walt outside the stores until hia master
would return with his arms full of gro-
cerlea, then he would start oul just like
8 horae,

Mac wus not quite 2 yoars old when ha

did these tricks and Willle paemed Lo love
him more and more every day,

In the mornings he would never so to
mohool without sitting and talking to him
A minute or two at least. Mac grow o be
W very falthful dog,

Naughty Ella
Hy Loulse Hahn, Axed 11  Years,

City, Neb. Rei
Ella was a little girl about 3 yeurs old,
B8he wus a protty Httle black-haired girl,
with blg binck eyen, which weemed to
sny everyihing. HBhe had o slster whoss
pame was Grace, she was & or 10 years old,
One day when BElla was playlng In her
awing, CGroace was™ cutting  pupar  dolls,
Boon Ler mother called her Into the house,
Grace obeyved and went In, It was not
long 1l Ella saw the sclesore, where Grace
had put them. Ella woent and got them
as soon os she Iaid her oyes on them. 8he

David

pald to herself, I am golng to out off
Bobhble's tall,” s0 saying she caught her
Ittle dog Pobble and tried to cut off

Bobble's tall, but this was not easlly dons

Babble barked wso loudly that It scared
Elln and she dropped the sclmmors. Just
then Grace came out and asked Ella what
wae the matter. “Oh! nothing,'" cried
Elln, “Y was golng to cut off Bobble's tall."”
“Oh, don't you dare, missle. You'll get a
spanking If you do, do you hear.” Billa
felt so badly she went In the house and
eried, but she never tried It again.

How Alio;—Wa.s Cured

By Darothy Bartholamew, Aged 10 Yenra,
Gothenberg, Nob, Red,

Helen was of & very quarreisome diapousl-
tion, and her ‘mother wondered how ahe
could cure her. A very sad way came.

Helen's little brother, ¥Harry, and hersalf
were left nlons one afternoon and she hacan
to quarrel with him. Littls Harry advanced
backward to the window and stood there,
putting up both lhands to protect himself
us his winter flew at him.

All at onee he fell out of tha ssoond-story
window and hurt his back very badly.

Ho lald on the couch for many months
and Helen was cured of her quarreisome
disposition, and she was always very kind
to her lttle brother, Her parents wers
glad she wan oured nof her bad heart, but
it was cured In & very painful way

Thanksgiving Day
By James Halpine, age 10 years, @2 Cen-
ter strest, Omaha. ed
One Thanksgiving papa gol up very early.
¥ wondered what was the matter. o after
while 1 heard a “gubblesgobble-gobble”
1 got up after while and hanging outside
wan & turkey without & head.
After while mamma went sut and got the

headless turkey and began to pluck tha
feathers. In about an hour T was sent to
the place whern she keeps tha pans and
1 got a4 pan to bake the turkey in, Protty
woan L was scnt down stairs for potatoos,
I cameo back with the potaloes. Mainmis

said T am going to send you for Gran'ma
and gran'pa, 1 went and they ocame and
when we got back the table was set with
good things, vie turkey, potatoen. gravy.
granbarey niuce, dreasing, pudding, oelory
and pumpkin ple
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