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ERAETR IS

HE Busy Bees are dolng splendid work, The Queen Bee and the
King Bee are working hard, and their subjects are following the

good example.

everybody remembered the rules,

The storles sent in this week are good and nearly

Tho only mistakes were some of

tha children forgot to say thelr stories were original and some did

not write whether (hey were on the Blue or the Red side.

Bome of the new

Busy Bees are writlng very interesting storles and we are glad to welcoms |

them to the big Hive,

The prizes this week are awarded to Irene McCoy of Barneston, Neb,, on

the Blue side, and second to Emma Marquardt of Norfoll,
Honorable mention is given Murl Beer of Oakdale, Neb., on the

Blue side,
Red slde,

Neb,, also on the

One Busy Bee writes that “the postal card exchange is the best of all"
Any of the Busy Bees may exchunge postal cards with any one whose namé

{2 an the following list:
vorn, la.; Ethel Mulhollund, Mnlvern,

Elsie Stastny, Wilber, Nebh.;

Kathryne Meéllor, Mal-

Ia., P. O box 71; Milton Sélzer, Ne-

braska City: Harry Crawford, Nebraska City; Edythe Kreltz, Lexington, Neb.;

Bleanor Mellor, Malvern, la.;
mines and Grace Commings, P. O
Reddington, Neb.: Emmp Marquardt,

Ruth Robertson, Manilia, In.;
box 225,
FFifth street and Madison avenue, Nor-

Ardyee H, Cum-

Kearney, Neb.; Earl Perkins,

folk, Nob.; Kmma Carenthers, 3211 North Twenty-lifth street, Omaha: Ada
Morrds, 3424 Franklln street, Omaha; Clara Miller, Utica, Neb.; Emme Kostal,
1516 O street, South Omaha! Florence Pattijohn, Long Pine, Neb.; Hthel
Read, Fremont, Neh,: Madge L. Danfels, Ord, Neb,; Irene Reynolds, Little
Blonx, In.; Alts Wiken, Waco, Neb,; Alice Temnple, Lexington, N'eb.; Eunlce
Jode, Talla City, Neb.; Joan Da Long, Alnsworth, Neb.: Midred Robertson,
Maniia, Ia.: Loulse Reeds, 2609 North Nipeteenth avenue, Omaha; "Gall How-
ard, 4722 Capltol avenne, Omaha: BHdna Behling, York, Neb.: Estelle Me-
Douald, Lyons, Neb.: Loulse Mahn, David Clity, Neb,; Vera Cheney, Oreighton,
Neb,: Fay Wright, Fifth and Belle streets, Fromont, Neb.; Ruth Ashby, Falr-

morit, Neb.; Maurice
Pawnes City. Nebl,:
Hunlda Lundburgs Fremont,
meyer, 1645 C street,

Johnson, 1627

Nebh.;

Locust street,
Pauline Parks, York, Neb;
Edna Enls,
Lincoln, Neb.: Juanita Innes, 2769 Fort street, Omaha,

Omaha: Lotta Woods,
Lounise Stiles, Lyons, Neb.;
Stanton, Neb.: Allee Gruss-

Margnerite Dartholomew, Gothenburg, Neb.
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How Bunny Lost His Tail

By Mand Walker,

ED, Marle and Gracle were pris-
obers, It was ralning out of
doors, a oold spring rain, such
a taln ak even a boy 4l not
wish o venture oul In And
Ted, with his two litle wisters,
bad tw be content lodoors tll the clouds
ahould elear away.

"It only we had s good book of slorics
to read,” sald Gracie, the youngest of the
three, ""Wea've rend everything in the
Thrary, and I don't like re-reading stories,
One always knows Jist what Is golng to
happen, you know, whon reading a story
for the second time."

“Oh, T don't want 1o ait down In a corner
and read.,” declared Ted. *1 want to go
fishing, I d4o. Here In a whole Baturday
pasging by . and I'm kept Indoors ke a girl
or ald woman. Bah. how 1 do hate & cold
rain when it's good fiwhing senson.”

“Well, I wish with all my heart that
Unele Tom woere hoere,” said Marie, 12 yoars
ald and two years older than Ted, "We'd
have s good time if he were hors today,
for ho knows #0 many interesting stories
and gomes,''

“Oh., yes, II Upcle Tom were only here
It wouldn't matter if it poured pitchforks™
eried Tuwd., *“I'd rather be shiut up In the
house with Uncle Toem than be st llberty
on the banks of the river—just at the best
fishing place, tho—on o fine sunabiny duy,
Uncle Tom s 0 Jolly, ha 18"

“Ohildren,” cried thelr mamma at this
momant, putting her head in at the alt-
ting room door. “‘1 just had a ‘phone from
grundmamma. She says your Uncle Tom
Is enrotste to town, where o has setng Im-
portant business to sitend to, and that as
soon as he has transacted it he will pay
us a call, Bhe pays, furthermore, that i€ It
continues to raln for me to prevall upon
Uncle Tom to stisy with us overslght, ns
sho doesn’t wani him to make the long ride
through such a deluge' #

“Hurrah!" cried Ted, turning a hand-
apring for vory Joy over the nows.

"Goodle!" cried Gracle, Jumping about the
room in glee.

*Splendld prospects for o Jolur day!"” do-
clared Marie, & DIt more calm than her
excited brother and enthusinstic little sister.
“Now, let's bulld up a roaring wood blase
in the library, for Uncle Tom lovea an open
fire,”

Haulf an hour later Uncie Tom, stamping
bis feel on the porch floor and erying
out Justily: *“Opon the door of the ark and
et a poor, half-drowned, two-legger In'"
Then, as Ted, Marie and Gracle flew Lo
meet him, he camo In laughing and ahak-
ing his raincoat for wil the workd as a dog
shakes Wi furry coat when he comes out
of the water,

And then the children led Uncla Tom
to the library, where a cheorful flame
leaped toward the top of the chimney.

“We knew you would love a4 bright wood
blase,'" explained Marie. “Soe, Ted bullt
the ftive, and he stacked the wood 80 ae
1o make it look like & camplire.”

“Ah, yes, 1 do love a wood bisxe," sald
Uncle Tom. “It always reminds me of
the thme a thousand year or so ago when
1 war an American Indlan, In (hose days
~befare T wus relncarnated—1 used 1o le
In front of my campfire and dream of theas
gays that have pow comg 1o pass. And
many thing» nr\ Interest transpired during
thoun times. '

“Come, tell us of some of those Interest-
Ing happenings," urged Murie, drawing the
m about the fireplace, lha bhig leather
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cnsy onge placed In the middie for Uncle
Tom.

Unclo Tom sat down, heaved a nigh of
contentment and smiled on the happy and
noring  little trio of kinsfolk gathered
arcund him.

“Well," he said, *“as T came along the
country road this moming I saw a pretty
cotton-tall running for cover. It recalled
to mind the time, 1,0 years ago, When
the rabbit lost its tall.'

“When ths rabblt lost Its tall?"
Ted's eyes vounded In astonishment.

“Yen, for you #es, A long, long, time
ngo—before the Incident I am about to re-
late to you happened—the rabbit had wn
fine, long tall, quite as eplendid and full
as the tall of a fox. Whell, one day the
old boss rabbit of ths rabbit dominlon -
In other words, the King Rabbitl—was out
in the woods for n morning stroll. As he
went along enjoying the fine, fresh air he
foll In tha company of & fox, & very pratty
red fox, carrying on him arm n baaket
covered over with frosh grape leaves,

“'Ah friend Fox; sald Mr. King Rabbit,
bowing low, waving his long bushy tail
and shaking his ears, ‘maybs we two are
going In the sime direction. 1t It be =m0,
may I have the pleasure of conversation
with you ns we wnlk thither?

* *Cortainly, nelghbor Rabbit,' replied Ay,
Red Fox, belng a very friendly tollow, "It
will afford me great pleasure to chut with
you ns woe walk along the same path, I
am on my way to visit a slok fox, and am
taking a basket of daintive for him to ear,
You ses, when ane 1a rlok one likes to have
one's friends come In and fetch sbhmething
appetizing,’

**Ah, trus you speak.,"” sald WMr. King
Rabbit, noslng alyly the basket whieh Hung
over Mr. Red Fox's arm. ‘But. by the by,
Friend Fox, have you heard the last scan-
dal about those gray foxes and thelr ene-
mies, the chipmunks? Ah, you haven't?
Wall, iet's sit us down here in the shade
and rest a bit and I'll tell you all about
it." And the cunning old rabbit made it &
point to sit down besalds the basket, which,
being very heavy, ths red fox placed on the
ground, giad of the opportunity to rest his
arm a bit. Then, seating himself Dbeside
his nelghbor, the old rabbit, the red fox
gave himself up to the enjoyment of lls-
tening to a bit of nelghborliood gosslp and
A fow minutes rest. Old Mr. King Rabbit,
pitting between the basket and its owner,
could alip hin paw quietly under the leaves
as ha talked and draw forth ' the daintios
hidden thereln and place tham quletly be-
hind him. Then, In an exciting point of
his nerrative, and while Mr. Red Fox was
laughing till he thought he would die at
somoe joke the gray foxes had played upon
thelr enemies, the chipmunks, he qulelly
gathered up swome amall stones that were
meatterad about the smround and atipped
them In the basket baneath the lapves Then
feellng that He could walt no lomger for a
taste of the ,many dainties he had stolen
from the baskel, he snddenly ealmed him-
self, stopped in thy very midst of his narra-
tive and said:

“Friend Fox, T am detalning you, It
= fitting that I beg your pandon and
let you continue your journey. for It ia
o long way and, the day beihg hol, the
dnintles you are carrying to your gk
friend will become heatod and their flxvor
mpollt. So 1| beg you to be on your way,
and excuse ma If I remaln bore to remt
& bit bhefors returning te my own home
I am not 0 young a8 T usdd to e and
feol the fatigue of walking on & warm
day, And allow me to say sadipu as I alt

and

RULES FOR YOUNG WRITERS

t'ﬂhphhlyumdh the
paper ouly and number the pu.:u
2. mp-mm.mm

2. Bhort and pointed articles will
be given preference. Do not use ever

280 w

4. Original wstories or letters only
wlllboﬂ.nua.

B, Write your name, age and ad-

dross st the top of the first page.
Firat and wecond prizes of books
will be given for the best two con-
tribntions to this page sach week.
Address all commnnicasions to
UHILDREN'S DEFARTMENT,
Onialin Roa.

(First Prize))

Patience Brings Pleasure

By Irene MoCoy, Aged 11 Years, Barnégton,
Neb. Blue,

The old clock was Just

Allion’'s  birthday, when
bounded out of bed, “Where I8 the sun?'
pald Allge In dlEmay. She ran up to the
window and peepod through the glossy
white curtalns. “Oh! Velma, it Is raining
and we wera (o lm\!l our plonie in the
wgods today.” Bhe bagan to cory hitterly,
"Now, don't cry, Allee, dear, and If it

lsn't nica this afternocon we shall have It

wiriking & on
four little feet

tomorrow,” SHhe ran to the pext root,
whera tha twins, Ralph and Raymond,
were, “Doys, we can't have our plenle, as

it & raining.”

“Oh! pshaw,” sald Ralph, “we never plun
anything but what It ralns.*

“Children,” called n cheery volce, which
they knew was thelr mother's, “breakfast

Then they all rushed down-
wialre, The next day was & bright and
beautiful one

At 4 o'clock In the morning Mra. Orey

Is ready."

passed through the hall and sald: *“Chlil-
dren, get dressed as quick as poasible and
come and ses what 1 have for you." They
wore soon downstalrs, wondering what
thelr mamma had for them.

“We will go to the woods today,” sald
Mrs. Grey. "1 also have something to
show you' Bhe went stralght to the barn,
and there, guess what thay saw. 'The dear-
e¢xl little pony and cart.

**Ihis {8 Starbright, Alice’'s birthday pres-
ent,” sald Mrs. Grey. And as they went
to the houss Alice sald, “Patlonce brings

pleasure.*
(Becond Prize.)
Jane’s Prize
By Pmma ManLuardt Agn-d 14 Years, Nor-
Neb, Blue.

Jane had won & hook as & prizs from the
editor of the “children's page™ In The
Omaha Bee and was showing it about to
some of her friends, “Let's read the alory,
Jane ™ asked Rose, one of her playmates,
“that you wrote t0 win a prize. I wrote a
story, too, but I was not so fortunate as
you, but I don't mean to give up, as I
Intend to write tomorrow."

Jane hgnded Rose the story, but in &
hesitating way, as the story was not erigl-
nal and it was & wrong way in which te
recelve the book, But she only sald: "No-
body helped me with It and you might try,
but I don't think you will win"

Rose road the story, but It was the sames
ong whe saw In her Bunday school paper
the day before, hut she did not say a word,
Bhe was dellghted next Bunday to find she

had won & prizs, but her story was one
she had thought out by herself and she
won her prize in an honest way Now,
renders, which do you think wis the hap-
pler of these two lttle girln? I think Rose
was ' beeaune the won a4 prizss, but not tooe
soon, and she sartiod It in an honest way,

(Monorable Mentlon.)

Unwelcome Visitors

By Mufl Beer, Agod 10 Years, Nobruska.
Clly. Red.
At the edge of town lived n very poor

family by the name of Nies, Thelr house
wis nmwmde of wood and Lall broken down

There were a lot of treea and bushes
around the house and an old gate in the
buckyard, which opencd Into another yard
where & 1ol of goese wWeére hkopt.

Mr. and Mrs. Niea had one ltile boy by
the name of Aalph. He woas ! years old
and had Ught hadr and blue ayes

One day his molher wis baking msome
oooklen. Halph asked for one, o his molhar
gave It to him and told him o g0 and play,
but not to go Into tha gooss yard

Ralph always wanled to sce (o “goasies,
as he called them, #o he ‘wenl to the gate
and looked In, 1t was Lo0 great a templi-

tion. He looked back, his molher was not
watchlnigi s he went In.

The gecen wers Jjust coming from the
pond. When they saw Ralph, they ran to
him 1o was disoboylng hid mother sand

bulng punished,
Ing &nd woent Lo him,
wire Lrying to gel
him into the house

8he did not punish him, because she
thought he hud been punished enough. Bui
Ralph never went into the gooss yard alons
again,

Hig mother heard hing ory-
Bhe saw tho geesu

Lis coulklo, so sha Look

Kate's Lesson

By Eleanor Mellor, Queen Beo,
Yours, Malvern, la

An Hum lay curled up In & chalr rending.
ahe all at once noticed u litle white tigure
al the ond of the room, Kate ashed her
whut her name was and she sald, *“"Miss
Slungy.” “The reason I am here is becauss
yestarday your little brothor naked you for
nome of your candy, and you sald that you
baudn't enough for him.

“But If you had sald, I will give it all to
you, bechuse 1've had enough, I would not
liave been here.”

Just then Miss Stingy disappearcd, so
thut Kate would not have an excuse. When
Kate's mother came home Kate tid her
about the little girl named Misa Btingy.

Her mother sald that she had beon there
to teach her a good lesson that she had
been irying to brealk her of dolng—not to
be stingy.

Kate sald that she would never forget the
little girl named Miss Stingy.

One of Grandma's Stories

By Noma A. Cullen, Aged 18 Yeoars, Ex-
Eumm Bee, 212 Webster Bireet, Omuaha.
Iue.

One afternoon when grandma was read-
ing, lttle Fanny climbed upon her lap
and Interrupted her by saying: "Grandma,
pleage tell me a story—one Lhat Is real,
not a make-up one."’

“All right, dear,’” said grandma. “'Listen
to this one.” Little Fan sat down In
grandma’s lap and lstened very Intently
to tha story srqht!mn was aboul to tell:

“1 was § years old then,” sald grandma,
“and I had not started Lo schiool yel. One
morning I was out playlng and 1 took &
stroll up Lho street. 1 passed by Mrs.
Lake's yard, which contained many beati~
tiful flowere, 1 was longing for even one
biossom, but T did not like to go in the
yard and ask the peaple for It, so T Jumt
went ‘In and plucked the protilest one 1
eould find, Then I walked out of the yard
and went home with the flower in my
hand.

“Mamma asked me where I got the pretty
flower, and I sanid Mra. Lake gave it to
me. Now mamma knew that I told a le,
for she eaw me steal 1L, but ahe sald no
more.

"Weo had a lovely red rope Bush growing
In our front yard, and I was very much
annoyed that afternmcon to wmsee Maybelle
(nhe was a lttle girl § years old that Hyed
near me) go up Lo my ross bush and pick
off the prottlest roses. T felt just like
golng out and taking them sway from her,
but mamma woeuld not let me. She sald
I should do to others as T would hiuve them
do to me, and I never stole a flower or
anything else sinoe that day. Mamma sald
that little Maybelle did not know any bet-
ler because Ehe was very young, and, also,
she sald Maybelle taught me a good lesson,
becauss 1 knew how It felt now when any-
thing was taken from me, but 1 never

Aged 12

here in the phade, for T am too weary to
rime."

“The reason for old rabbit's wishing to
remaln scuted was the fact that he hnd
hidden the stolen dpinties behind him,
covering them most sflroltly with his big,
bushy tall

“Tha fox took up his basket., compiain-
ing that It felt heavier than when he
bad started out with it, and added that
he supposed the fuet was dus Lo the din-
tance he had been carrying It Then,
wishing hin nelghbor, Mr. King Rabbit,
good morplng he went on his way, the
basket of stones over his arm,

“Then, chuckiing with happy anticipa-
Uon of (he moal of dainties that he was
fc moon to enjoy, the
the many goodies, =uch as the ripest
bherries, the freshast of wild bee honey,
the richest of grape Jjulee, bottled, and

\ e ke ol r

e oy - e e -
7 D ik R ', e '.o_' =3 SR

old rabblt took up’

the dalntiest of wild grain, made Into enke
paste with frult julee, and started off
toward the buank of the creck, where he
might st down and eat to hia stomach's
contentment. He fears2d to remaln whers
he was with hin stolen feast, for the fox
might talke 1t into his head to look into
the basket to goe If, all was safe therein,
and,, bRnolding siones Instead of rood,
return to the spot where he had left his
nelghbor, Mr. King Rabbit,

“"Onge on the bank of the creek old
Mr. King Rabbit fouad a nice grassy spot
overhanglng the woater where he ocould
st with lls tal! dangling in the coollug
stregm, for he wias very warm after his
hnrtded run o the creek, carrying all
the edibles at one load. MHe bogan on
his foust, taking up the calke paste and
leking It wntlagly. Then, lifting & bot-
tle of grape Juice to his mouth, he drank
long and deeply.

“Hut just as he set the boltle down,
smacking his lps Inp apjoyment of the
delicious draught, he cried out with sud-
den and swlful pain, Then, halfl leaping,
ball rolllng over In the grass, lie walled
and groaned, for be seemed Lo be suller-
ing most Intense agony. When at last
he could conse his grosning wnd writhing
be bokan L0 exmnmine the seat of palu—
bls beautiful tali; or. I should say, the
place where his tall had been, Butl to
his terrible sorrow and grief bls tall—
the pride of his lfe—was no mora In
fact, It wus belng carried down stremm
&t that very moment by a huge turile
that had soupped 1t from Ils place at
the end of Mr. King Habblvs back, think-
Ing, no doubt, that he bhad found & very
appetizsing morsel of foed,

“But what & tarridble plight old King Rab-
bit wasx in. Not enly did he suffer agony
of body, but agony of miaod as well. He 4id
nol (iniah the dainty mes! he had begun
with such relish a {ow minutes before, but
got up and crept homowerd as best he
could, with ithe poor tail stub paioing bim
Al he could soarcely wulk,

"Whan e srrived is the midst of his fol-
lowers they all began to ridiculs him,
jaughing =i his sad plight, and declaring
that wsince he had become bob-tailled he
could me lenger be their rules. They had

no mercy on him, and gold him there was
e place for him in the camp, that so up-
sighuy an anlmsl s 4 rabbit without a
tuil was oot wanted in their grove and
meadowe.

"Mut old King Rabblt, d0 cruclly hurt by
the treatioent of hls own brothers, decided
Upulh @ lerrible revengo. Al night, whet
all were [aat aslesp, he oropl switlly (rom
One burrow Lo aonviher, blung off lhe talls
of wll bis kKind, snd whet the morning
dewned o sorry slght met the rising sun
Every rabbii—plg, Intle, old, Foung, mala
and fomale—werey golng about tailiess, And
now thelr former King was not aloue (0 Lis
duformity. Al rabbit-kind was bob-tailng
And all rabbit-kind was In mourning. They
attributed thelr 11l fate to thelr leader, and
slraighiway banlshed him from thelr midst
in his unhappiness Le ran and jumped i
the river, drowning before he could be
rescued by sympathiging rabbiis

“Hut the talls of the rablits never again
Erew oul. and ull that were born came inta
Lhie world without talle™

“And Ia Lnal the reason rabbits have no
L™ asked Ted, aa hils Uncle Tom came
o the end of the story.

“8o 1 bave heard,” laughed Uncle Tom.
“But, leok! The sun is coming out. Come,
eveiyone of you, gel luto your wraps, for
I'mi going 0 lake you homie with me to
wlop over Bunday, Then we'll lavesligate
the truth of tle rubbit-tall story.'

“Oh, It's oo good o story to Investigate,”
erled Gragle. “Don't et question i, 1
sbhall wiwuys think of the old rablit steal-
tug the fox's bLasket of dainties whenever
I sto & rabbit rusolog through e pas-
ture."

“And so shall L™ laughed Marie,
had taken the story with "a grain of saly™
but who bad enjoyed i Just Lhe same,
ARA now let's 2o and ask mamma's con-
sout to ko homs with Uncle Tom. What
s grand old time we'll bave, anyway.™

“¥ea, and I want a story of why the
chimpansse hasp't & tail all the samey the
monkey, his brother.'” laughed Ted,

And sway they all rau to ask permiasion
to go homne with Uncie Ton, whose homa
wis on & Jolly big farm whore fun wes
o be Lad by the wagun load

wha

thought how Ethel Lake feit when 1 stole
one of her flowars.''

“Oh, grandmal” sald Fanny, “T " wil
never do a thing like that to anyons, be-
cause | would want no one to do It to me.
That was a fine story, grandma. He surs
wnid have another one ready for me tomor-
row."’

How the Poor Were Cared For

By Marguerite Bremers, Amed 13 Years, M8
Seconfi Clarknon, fremont, Neb, Red.

Oncs upon & time there was & poor Hetle
girl named Majorle, whoss mother and
falhier were dead. Bhe had no sistera or
brothers, Her clothes were ragged and
ghe had no shoes or stocking®, There was
enother little girl named IKdith, who was
about Lhe age of & Her parents were the
tlehest In the ¢ity. 1t happensd that the
21 of December was her birthday. She
waa golng to have a party of about a
hundred. They wera all to come with thelr
parents In the evening.

Majorie was golng past thls beautiful
mansion at the hour of seven, when some
of the eaba were driving up and people
wero golng up the steps. Muajorie looked
there for awhile, watching-the peopls ocome,
Oh, sho thought, If I only had my parents
Nving and tf 1 only could have a dress,
shoes and stockings and something to sat—
tor she did not have & bite for thres days.

As aha sat on the sldewalk crying, half
frozen and starved, a ludy and child, well
drossed, who were Eolng to this party,
pleked her up and asked her what was the
matter. Bhe told them her pitiful story,

This kind lady took her to the party and
had Majorio tell the rest of the people hor
story. Some of the poopls sald, “1 will
take her home with me' But Blith said,
“Oh, mamma, 1 want her. 1 have nobody
to play with.” 8o all sgreed that Majorie
should live with Edith In this beautiful
mansion. Mnajorle had never thought that
she would have such a nice home as thim
Bdith told her mother that this was the
best present she had gotten or wished for

The Four Friends
’e . F . C B
By Yera L""P.S{' A%ed ﬁ.:d_‘uuu Cralg

“Girls," sald the prolessor, “Lthe rules
ware thoat you shouldn't talk In the ball
You may go to your school rocm until the
bell rings, then come to my room and re-
¢lie your afternoon lessons.™ Four girls
stood spelibound.! Thelr names were
Baythe, Margaret, Allce and Josale,

Well, I'm glad of It," sald Edythe

Y8o am 1" aald Jesnle.

“1 hope he don't give us harder lessons
than usual' sald Alice.

“What If he would,” aald Margaret

They went to thelr school room. The bell
rang and they went to the professor's room,
But they stopped at his door. They heard
him scolding someons,

“Just hear that, I'm afrald to go In™
sald Margaret, “So am 1" sald Allce. The
door opened and tha professor came oul.
“Go In and sit down,” sald the professor
In a pleasant Lone. -

“f thought he'd be cromser than that'
sald Jessle.

He came back and told them to find their
places in history. But he plcked up »
grammar and ssked Edythe for the defl-
nition for & verdb., The girls laughed, and
he, scelng his mistake, laughed, too, so
the afternocn phesed.

Four girls walked home together that
night. But they did not gp right home.
They went over to Margarel's and ant on
the porch tnlking over what had happerod
that afternoon, Margaret's mother heard
them talking and got a lunch resdy for
them. Allce was just saving, I guess 1I'l]
have to go," when Margaret's mother cams
out carrylug a tray with a nice little lunch,

.An Honest Boy

By Willle Cullen, Aged 10 Years, 3212 Web-
sler Btrool, Omahn HRed.

One day .Iolm thought to himsalf: “If I
could only have those akates in that win-
G‘l?w I wauld be o happy.” But his parents

ere poor and they could not spare him
the money to buy them.

That afterncon as he passed the shop
window he was tempted to steal them, but
when he thought of his kind father and
mother, who ware very honest people, he
knew he would do wrong If he did wo.

80 he hurried on his way home as It was
getting dark, and the snow falling fast.
The next morning the snow was over (wo
feovt deop,

Mrs. Hrown, whose husband was dead and
wht had no children of her own, looked
out of her cottage window and saw the
snow heaped high around the house. 8he
dld not know how she pould go to the store
that day for provisions, Now John had
his wldewalk all cleaned off and also & path
around the house, and when Mrs. Brown
waw how good John cleaned his walks off
slie called him over to her house. Bhe
told him 1 he would clean off her walks
and bring the coal into the house and chop
the wood sho would give him 7 cents, Bo

John set to work with his snow shovel, and -

when e had cleansd off the walk he then
chapped the wood and brought In the coal
for Mrs. Brown., When he had finlshed the
work Mrs. Brown called John iInto the
bouse and together they had s good din-
ner. Wher he waus ready to leave she guve
him 7 oents,

John was golng to spend it right away,
s0 away he ran as fast as hin legs could
enrry him to the store. Here he bought the
shates, which coet 76 cents. About & week
after John went with some more boys LW
the lce pond to ry his skates.

When his mother heard hils story she wos
very glad that her boy 34 npot yield to
tanptstion that day hoe saw them o the
window,

How Mary Earned Her Skates

By Alfreda Wenver, Amrd 13 Years, Her-
man, Neb, Blue

Jamesa and Mary ﬂ'cl“n playing fox and
Feese,

Ho got tired playing alons, so began to
throw “suowballs, Mary hit James wveory
hiard right in the face, which made him
vory angry. Meary started 0 run behind
the mchool house when sha saw Jamen
making & snowball. The snowball didnt
kit her, but went Inte thy window of the
school house and bit the teacher, who waa
sitting by his desk. It made him angry
mod he gave Mary u good scolding. Her
brother had hid and so she took the blame
and pald for the window wut of her own
money, that she was ssving 1o buy her
some skates.

It taught Jaumas & lesson which he never
forgol, s0 he gol Mary a pair of skates
for Christmas.

—

Tommy's Lesson

By Franoos Waterman, Aged 11 Years, bié

Bouth Twenty-fourth A\-t Omaha Rad.

Tom was 13 years old, He had just moved
inte the nelghhorhood in which he was now
living. He had yol acquainted with & few
boys, but you may be sure he would not
have played with them f be koew of their
bed habita. One day he snd thess other
boya were playing lo Lis yard, when one

of them put his hands inte hiz pookets,
pulled out a clgarette, lighted N and
started muoking It The other boys did the
same (except Tom),

“Don't you ever smoke?' he said to Tom.

“Nao."

“Why™

“Oh, 1 don't know. It might makes me
alck; then 1 never tried it," swnwwered Tom.

“Wanna try?”

Tom stood still, ss If thinking.

Well,” bhe thought, "Papu alwiys says
to act and Les & man, and men smoke.”

Yen, 1 will,” be suld, turning to the boy.

8o the boy gave him one. Tom puffed
and puffed at . “Oh, this is fine™ li»
thought. BPut, oh! e dldn't think It was
fina very long. Hs was beginning to feal
slck already. Fretly soon he made an ex-
cuse and ran into the house, e threw the
clgaretts awny. His mother sat thers pew-
ing. “Oh, mother,’”” be crind, “"Those awful
Loys gave mé & digaretts and 1 tried to
smoke It, and 1t made me, oh, so nck."”
He fell hélplessly on hils mothor's lap.

“There, there,' slie sald. "Il ecall the
doctor and you'll be all right pratty soon.”
Bo sbe called the dootor and he sald Tom
would be all right In & day or so. And he
was, for the next day he was up, Hut hs
pnover smoked another elgarctle.

His First and Last Slide for Life

By Willie Cullen, Aged 10 Yenrs, Z32 Web-
stor Btrest, Omaha. Red.

Ones there wns & bpy named Ralph Ona
afternoon he went to tha Ak-Bar-Hen with
his mother. MHa took great interest In thae
glida for life. When hs got home and
went 160 bed he dreamed all night of the
slide for Iife.

The next morning ha told his mother of
his dream and asksd her If he conld make
one in the bauck yard. She told him he
could not, bpcause he might hurt himssir

His mother went down town that morn-
Ing. While shis was away he called over
some of his playmates and together they
moade & allde for life. They were having

great sport, when the wire broks and
Ralph fell to the ground, breaking his
arm.

When his mother returned she found
Ralph In bed with the doctor besids him.
Bhe did not scold him then, because sha
folt sorry for him, but when he felt bet-
tor ahs called him to her and asked him
if be leaurned & lesson of obedlence. Hae
sald he did and he told her he had learned
a lesson which would never be forgotten.

Shep, the Hero

By Walter Johnson, Aged 10 Years, 326
Lincoln Boulevard, Omaha. Blue,
Bhop wos & good shepherd dog (Lhat
was used In the north as a food bearer.
He was blg and fat and knew his way
fll over the north. Jack was a boy, who
livad in the north, too. One day he wna
going to his grandmother, who Mved far
off. Bhe wans very nlce to him. On his
way a blizzard came up, but he kept on
going towards the way he thought she
lived, but which was the opposite, Poor
Jack got lost. He was just about frogen
80 he couldn't walk any longer, so he lald
down, After a while hs heard somothing.
He looked up and saw a big shephesd dox
coming, It was Bhep, He ocame near
Jack, who was able to get up and opoen
the keg that Shep had and eat what wnos
in it. Soon the bliszard was over. Jack
way feeling bettor and soon got up and
walked. Then he went home with Shep,
Ho was the son of n rich mas and the
next day wentl Lo a store and bought Bhep

a collar. This was (he hero's presant

Their Mothers

By Madge L. Danials, Agoed 34 Years, Ord,
Neb, Blaa,

Three liltle girls, tired and weary from
thelr long ramble in the woods, aat down
to rest bencath an old elm treas It was
very pleasant there on the fresh green
grasn, with the birds singing all around
them,

But Bess, the oldest, finally exolaimed:

“Qirls, it's time 1 was going home, for
mother Is to enlertsin this evening and I
would not mis# It for anything. Mother
fs 8o busy, she is In sociely, you know,
nnd I8 always away at some party; she
hardly has time to do anything st home.
We are ull very proud of her. Tell about
your mothar, Rose."

A doubtful look came into Rowse's eves,
but she bravely exclaimed;, “My mother s
always busy, when anyone's sick, they
#end for her; ahe I8 always dolng some-
thing for other people. And, you know,
kirls, 1 bhave to miss schonl real often lo
tuke mother's place at home. Now, Nell,
it is your turn.”

Bweet little Nell gazed up st the blus
sky and stopped for & moment to hear a
robin chirp, but thers was no hesitation
or doubt in ber volce as she brightly re-
plied, "My molther never has time to do
anything for anyona elss, for thers are
nine of us, you know, and she s always
copking, sowing and mending for us. Yes,
mother works from morning until night,
but aho is never oo busy Lo swlle on the
nine of us all day long."
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