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UBT two weeka more for the presemt King and Queen of the Busy Bees.
Wea have recelved a few votes and the editor hopes the Busy Beesa will
be prompt In sending in thelr votes for those whom they wigh to have

for rulers for the next three months, heglnning June 1.

The Kings and

yeens may not he electod for two terms in succession, so votes may be sent
tn for any of the Busy Bees excepting Queen Bleanor Mellor of the Blue side

and King Willle Cullen for the Red side.

Up to May 10 twelve prizes wore

awarded to the Red aide and fourteen to the Blie side, so there (2 still a chancs

for the Red slde, although the Blue is a little ahend.

Both the king and the

queen have been working hard to have thelr respective sides win.

The prizes were won this weék by Ethel Gipo of Raptd City, 8. D., on the

Red side and Lougfse Sthles of

Lyons, Neb,, on the Blug

slde, and bounorable

mention given to Catherine MeNamura of Omaha on the Red slde.

The Busy Dee Postal Card exchange continues to grow: any of the Busy

Bees may join by sending thelr name snd address to the

The list now Incindes:

Jean Delong, Alnsworth, Neb

lrebe MoCoy, Barnston, Neh

Lillian Merwln, Beaver Cliy, Néb

Malbwl Witt, Benni o, Neb,

Vera Clenoy, Creighiton, Nob

Louis Habkn, Davia Clty, Neb

Ituth Amshby. Falrmont, Neb

Eunice Hode, Palls City, Neb.

Fay Wright, Fifth and Bolle siresis, Fro-
mount, Neb

Filisl Heod, Fremont, Neb.

Hulda Lundburg, Fremonl, KNeb.
Murguerite Bartbholooinw uothenburg.
Neab

Cialre Roth, 006 West Koenlg, Grang Is-
land, Neb

Allce Grazameyer. 1M C streel, Lincoin
Neb,

Allee Temple, Lexington, Neb

Edythe Kreltx, Lexington, N

Neb,
Ping, Nab,

Annan Nellson, Lexingron,
Florence Pettijohin, ﬁm.q
Liuine Stiles, Layons, Neoby,
Estelle MeDonald, Lyons, Neb.
Milton Belzer, Nebraska Cloy,
Harry Crawford, Nebraska City, Neh
Harvey Crawford, Nebraska Cily, Néb,
Emma Marguardt, Ireh sireot and Madi-
son avenue, Norfolk, Neb,
Mildred F. Jones. Noarth Loup, Neb.
Hester Rult, Octavls, Nueb
Muyer Colin, 58 Georgiu avenue, Omaha.

Neb

Busy DPee editor,

Gal! Howa.d, €21 Capllol avenue, Omaha.

Juanita Innes, J68 Vort streel, Omahn,

Ada Morrin, W% Franklin sireet, Omaha,

Maurice Johnson, M7 Locust sirest
Omuha.

Hilah Fisher 1010 South Elevonth street,
Omuhin

Loulse Raabe, 280 North Nineteenth aves
nus, Omans

BErmime Carrathers, 301 North Twenty-00th
Fireel, Cmahn

Waller Johnson, 246 North Twenileth
Bireel, Uimnabin

Madgy = Dunlels, ©3rd, Neb

Avties Rithmond, Orleans, Neb.

Zola Bedded, Orleans, Neb.

lLotta Woodd Fawnes Clly, Neb,

Earl Pukios, R ngtan, Nob,

Emma Kostal, 1510 O stresl, Bouth Omaha,

Idna ims, Btanton, Neb,
Clara Miller, Ul'ea, Neb

Mag Cirunke, Wost Point, Neb.
Eiste Btastany, Wilber, Nab.

¥
Alta Wilken, Waco, Noby,
Paullte Parks, Yark, Nebh,
Edna Bebling, York, Neb.
Irene Reynolds, Litde Bloux, la.

Eihe! Mulhoilund, . U, box 71, Malvern In
Eleanor Mellor, Malvers, Ia.

Kathryne Mellor, Malvern, la,

Mildred Roberison, Muanilia, Ia.

Ruili Hobertson, Manilia, 1a

_

Tom, the Giant and the Fairy

By Helrna Davis.

OM was a poor orphan boy who
lved with ks vncle and aunt
and coukin. The unclé's nams
was Andrew. The uncle was a
erpss, domineering man without
affection for nony save his wife

The aunt was n lszy, selflah, en-

and son,
vious woman, hating the llitle orphan boy

who was left to her charge by a dying
sistor. The cousin was a boy after lils dot-
ing mother's own lienart, an egotistical,
boldsfaced 144 some twoe years the senlor
of his cousin Tam.

Theme folks lived In the country at the
base of a groat mountain, and the time of
their existence was a very, very long time
ago. They lived Auring the age of glants,
dwarfs and fairies, and there were many
strange happenings then.

Every morning Tom's Uncle Andrew weont
into the flelds to work; his Aunt Jans went
out on the great vine-covered poreh to sit
In Mleners, while Tom was put to perform
the household duties. And August passed
the hours between breakfast and dinner
lying on his back on the mountainside sing-
Ing songs oF talking to himsalf, or per-
chatice vigiting some shopherd on the moun-
tainstde, but always tdie.

The morning on which Lhis story opens
was o4 glorlous Moy day, the sun shining
with a genlal smile on gardem and field.
Tom was busy in the kitchen washing the
breaklast dishes, e hpd placed the plates
and cups on a tray to drip while he ran to
the spring near by for some water, On hils
return he found Lo his amazoment that
every diah had disappearsd from the tray.
At firat e suppossd his aunt had come In
and wiped them dry and put them in the
eupbeard. But when he went to the ¢up-
board to see Is such were the case he
was dumbfounded to see no plates nor oups
there, With many misgivings he went to
his aunt, who was napping ltke a great cat
on the porch, and woused her by saying:
“Come, lsten to me, Aunt Jane."

His sunt awoke, glared st bhim In won-
der, for she had farbidden Tom's goming
on the porch when shy was taking her sleep,
“How dare you, you miserable, thankless
ong, to disturb me during my moroing
pap? Haven't I told you I am mnot well,
and that I must have my rest after meals?
Now, what's the matter that you stand
there looking as though you had stolen a
sheep and boeen caught In the act? Hpeak
up.*

“Why, Aunt Jans, I washed the plates
and cups and put them to drain on the tray
whilé T ran to the sapring for water. When
I returned to the kitchen all the plates and
oups wors missing; mor ean I find them
anywhere."

The aunt was an her feut In & moment,
and eiriding with a wvery healthy stride
into the kitohea. “If you've brokenm a
single dish, Young beggar, I'll glve you
thirty laslies with the strap for each dish,"”

ahe sald. “Ah, the dlahes could take unto
themadlvea logs and wilk away, could
they? Well we'll see about that” And

the lrale woman began rearohing every-
where for the missing plates and cups, bat
all In valn. During her scarch Tom stood
trembling In every Umb, for he knew what
punisbiment st his aunt's hands meant
Her nmrm seemed to hold the strengih of a
glant when she wielded the lash,

I thought.,” e¢ried the
“You've broken the

“Ah, ha, just as
aunt, turning on Tom,

dighes that you may not have them Lo
wash, Go and fetch the strap from tha
oellarway and remove your jacket and
shirt. You'll not be In n humor to break
any more Jdishes for somotime aftor 1I'm
through with youo.*

Tormu eould do nothing but obey, and

brought to the angry and cruel woman the
heavy leather strap that wos kept merely
to be used on his back. Then he draw from
his quivering little body his cotton jacket
and old cast-off shirt of August's, which
had fallen to his lot,

When the hard-hearted, lazy aunt had
tired herself out she dropphd the strap and
returned to finish her nap on tha porch in
the sun. And poor Tom, wotn out by the
terrible flogging he had recelved and suf-
fering the ncutest agony of both body and
mind, fell upon the floor in & lHmp moss,
As he lay there he heard a heavy tread
upon the path outside the kitchen door,
and, glancing up, beheld a glant approach-
ing. Belng in that state of mind where
fear onnnot enter, Tom lay quite mtill,
wateching through tears the approaching
glant. When he reached the door he stood
looking at Tom, pity In his blg, dull eyes.
“Foor Ind," he sald, “I've heard about you
and I braved the danger of coming hera
to tell you bhow you mny escape this place
and these wicked people. Go into the
mountaln—away up the southern slde—
and walk stralght toward the clouds till
you come to & turn In the path. Then you
must atop and put your fingers In your
mouth and give three long whistles, after
which you must say: ‘Hall, Falry Queen.
I am gome t you for succor.' And then
your fortunes will change.'

“Put, good glant,' sald Tom, struggling
o his kneas, "how am I to geét permission
to leave this house? My aunt will never
consent for me W go away from here’
And Tom, In guarded whispers, lest hia
aunt might be awakened by the sound of
volees, relpted the tncldemt of the Alzap-
penrance of the dishes and his subsequent
punishment, ending by solemnly declaring
that he was Innnoent of the oharge that
his aunt had made agalnft him and that
he had no Idea of where the dishes wers.

“Ah, I think I smell the myslery,” satd
the wiant. *The other day as I lay hid
behind & long-fallen tres I overheard your
rood-for-nothing cousin bargalning with a
shepherd for a flute that he coveted, The
shopherd told him that he wns golng to
be married and wanted more than any-
thing eles some Alshes and kitchen utensils,
I faney the young son of this house Ils the
gullty person.*

At this inetant Tom heard a rusile on
the front porch and held up & finger of
warning to the glant. whispering quickly:
“Hlide behind tha hedge there: my aunt s
waking and will be bere to give me orders
for dinner."

“And after she has returned to her lazy
pastime T'Il come back and we'll finlsh
our conversation,” whispered the glant
Then he batook himself quickly behind a
high., thick hedge which grew around the
garden. No sooner had he dlsappeared
than Tom's aunt came stalking heavily
into the kitehen, kicking Tom, who still
st upon the floor, the weakness from his
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CLATRE AND DOROTHY ROTH, GRAND ISLAND, NEB.

in the hospital. She sald she would llke to
and she started in. By suppertimme she had
&6ix rag dolls made and dressed. Bhe took
them Lo the hospital and the sick bables
liked them wery well, This W the most
pleasant way to spend & ralny day, that
I know of. Anybody can have a pleasant
duy If they will work for others,

RULES FOR YOUNG WRITERS

1, Write piainly on one side of the
paper only and number the pages.

2. WUse pon and ink, not pencil

8. Bhort and polmnted articles will
be given preforesce. Do not use over
Q60 words.

4, Original stories or letters only
will be used. ]
5, Write your name, age and ad-
dress at the top of the flrwt page.
First and second prises of books
will be given for the hest two con-
tribntions to this page each weelk,
Address all communications to
CHILDARAER'S DEPARTMENT,
) Omaba Boees.

(Becond Prize.)

How Rover Saved the Baby
By Louise Stllea, Age 12 years,

! Neb, 'Bluc. ! b
Rover had come to the Gray's house
the night before, and 2-year-old Dorothy
hud begged to keep him. Mr, Gray saw
by his mgged appearance that he was a
stray, but he 4id not wish to keep a dog,
80 ha told Dorothy he would get her a
kitten, Instead, Dorothy reluctantly econ-
sented, and, with a final pat on Rover's
head., went Into the house. But Rover,
not willing to be left behind, lingered about

Flora was & little girl with pretty golden the house, About 11 o'clock st night, he
ourls and blue eyes. Bhe was 7 years old moticed something red creeping across the
and was In the second grade. Bhe had besn roof and eoncluded it should not bs there,
to school every day thls week. Tumorrow S0 he began to bark. Mr. Gray heard him
was Baiurday and she wanted to po out &nd came outdoors to see what was the
doors and play, but Flora got up with a matter, but when he got outdoors he saw
heavy heart for {t bad ralned all night Why Rover was barking, and gave the
and it was raeining still, After breakfast, alarm, for the house was on fire. By the
Flora looked so moody and desolate that time the fire company arrived, the fire
her mamma asked what was the matter, had gained such headway that nothing
Bhe sald, "It 1s ralning and I want to go could be saved. In the confusion, Dorothy,
out to play, but I oannot and I do not Who was sleeping peacefully In her dalnly
know what to do.” Her mamma asked her corib, was not missed. But Rover had been
why shs dld not make clothes for the looking around for her, and he discovered
dolilen. Bhe sald she kad so many already she was missing. 8o right through the
that she did not know where to put them. flames he darted, where none of the fire-
Jier mamma told her to make some clothes men dared to go, and into every room, untl

(Firat Prize)

How Flora Spent a Rainy Da

By Eihel Gipe, Age 10 Years, Rapld City,
B. D. Red

her eribh were blasing, but Twrothy was
not harmed. Taking her clothing in his
mouth, he rrushed from the bullilng Just
In Uime, for a moment later, the roof fell
in, Of course, after thia, the Gray's kept
Rover, and everyons )8 thankful for the
day when hes wandersd to their door.

(Honorahle Mentlon.)

The Proud Pansies

By Catherine McoNamara, Aged 10 Years,

1599 Milltary Avanun, Omaha, Neh Red.

Once there were some carnntinns grows
the In a flower bed with some pansies,
The carnationa had heen covered through
the winter and %6 were the panaies. One
night the wind blaw =0 hard that It tore
ths coveringe off the carnation,

The carmation was so tall that
could got o good hold on It. Oh, dear,
sighed the uncovered carnation, "1 am so
cold.” The pansles were all covered nicoly
and  the wind could not get at them, so
they repllod, “If you were not so tall the
wind would not tear tha eoverings off."
But ore day the wind blew sa fercely
that ths covering eame off the pansies AN
woll us the earnutions. That night Jack
Frost visited the gurdon and the pansies
wiere frogen to denth, The carnations wers
not hurt becpruse they were s hardy.
They wars sorry for the pansies, but they
had to be tausht not to be so proud,

Paul's Lesson

By Whalter Johnson, Aged 10 Yenrs, 206
;\.'n!'th Twontleth Streel, Omaha, Néb,
e,

There wan once n llttlsa hoy named Paual,
who dAreaded to work, and would sit and
dream all day. One day when his mother
asled Wim to go on an érrand for her, he
went to the brook instead, which was ons
of his favorite places. As he was sitting
there ke notieed the grasa move and a tiny
folry stocd before him. With a wave of
her golden wand she bade him follow her
mnfdl =he would show him the homes of the
animals and insects and how they lived.
They found the figld mice very busy stor-
ing up eorn for winter use, the ants had
thetr store rooms nearly full and wete
very bLusy fllling tha remalning space, ns
this was autumn, and instinet told them
winter would soon be here. The bea hives
were full of honey. Afll nature seamed pre-
paring for the coming winter. He alone
had dreaded to work. The falry then took
him back home and showed him the plla
of wood that his mother had bought for
winter us#e, but he had refused to chop
any of It

The falry dlsappeared and Paul sgaln
found himself sitting by tha brook.

With a whiatle he got up and ran homea.

He had learned the lerson, and has not
only been & wmood worker, but = much
happler boy ever sinch.

A True Story

By Grene McCoy, Aged 11 Years, Barnston,
Neh, Blue.

I spent a year in Washington, D, C., tha
eapital of the United Statea. I saw many
beautiful sights while there, I went to the
top of Washington's monument, which was
B5 feot high. I also visited the ‘sapitol
and Chesapeakes bay, and the Zoological
park, where you can see every kind of
animal in the world.

1 would Iltke to tell you what they do on
Eunster Sundny.

On that day the president's wife nlways
invites el the children of the city to the
White House, to roll thair many colored
eggs down the green hills surrounding.

On Easter morning you may sce mAny
ehildren with well filled baskels df bolled
ekks hurrying to the White House. They
have great sport rolling thelr eggs down
the hills .

It i lots of fun to roll the eEES.
Wouldn't you lke to roll your eggs this
Easter? I should.

A Test of Honesty
od 12 Years, Wessing-
R &‘;“R;‘,?Fag‘,‘.‘s‘ . Blue.

One duy, near the end of school, when
the final examinutions were about Lo come,
as Mary Rhodes was walking home, some-
thing white fluttered out in front of her.
She picked it up. It was & printed copy
of the final examination In arithmetls,
Mary's hardest study.

“Oh!" she exclaimed. “Now I can see
the problems and know the answers bir-
forehand.” Then she stopped, her face
flushing. *It would be dishonest and I
won't do It,"” she sald sloud. Then she
took the paper to her teacher and asked
her If the teacher would glye her a special
test In arithmetic. The teacher, glad to
find Mary so hopest, sald she would.

That evening Mary met a girl who had
been & grest friend, whose nume was Alice
Logan. “Muary” sald Alice, "what was
that you plcked up and took to teacher
this afternoon?* Mary told her. “Oh,
Mary!" sald Allce, “plense tell me tha
anawers If you can vemember them eo 1
can get A" In arithmetie,” But Mary
shook her head. “#t would be dishonoest,”
sha maid, “I eannot tell you' *"Nol for
the sake of a good friend like me?" asked

the wind

and put them on dolls for the slck bables he came to Dorothy's. The draperies of Alice, “I would rather lose a good friend
beating not yet having passed off. “Come, “And get & harder beating for your blow in the face, when of a siudden s
and start the dinper,” com- nNews' wmald the great giant. “Ah, lad, kuge form apporred at the corncr, a long

you begmar,
manded the aunt, *“Go Inta the garden
and gather some garile and beans. Mnake

for ur uncle and
:m:;l:: T;ansn:;“?wm_‘ ::' put my nsme se¢ing the shortcomings of others? Ahb, it

In the t And 1 want s nice plece of is ssifishness, my lad. Yeur aunt knows
mull.nn.ptrollud to & turn bufore s briak YOU &re & superior lsd to her own son;
fire. Hee that the drippings are mot Nal's why she hates you sd dearly. And
wasted. And put the freshest loaf on the Pever will sha cansent to lsten to a word
tabls and keep the stale one for yourself, of complaint against her own adored and
It ought to keep you supplled for a week good-for-nothing son. He Is the apple of
if you are not gluttonous.™ her eye—just bocauss he belongs to hor
Tom draggéd himself to the garden D?_‘"‘“ understand, laam .
whers the giant, eecing him, cams also, But the Dr:t—tllr pitcher, the bowl!
“You rost and I'll gather the vogetables,” ¢¥ied Tom. “How can I get the dinner
ssld the gisnt to Tom. *You look il and Without them? And when 1 toll her they
ahould not heve to work am you do.” are m:;-ln‘ frnlm hﬂm kitcshen she I:hhca;
" ma and swear threw them away at
é:ym;mﬁ;hl?ul;: xuct::: ‘c;l ::o house, Misht mot be able to get the meals. No. I
m'.um 4id ss bidden and saw Angust, MUst go and tell her.
the adored son o©f the house, creeping Then, promising the giant to see him on
stealthily toward ths kitchen, keeping an the morrow Tom ran to the housa, going
eye turned toward the gurden, where he, no stralght to tha porch, where he for a sec-
doubt, knew Tom would ba st this time of ond time that morning roused his aunt
day., Has entered the kitchen and cams from & catmap. *“Aunt Jane, the pot, the
forth sgain, carrying in Liy arms o great Pitcher and the dough bowl hava heen
pot (the soup pot in which Tom was to stolen from the kitchen,” he erled In her
make the dinner broth), & pewter plteher Sar. The angered woman sat up gnd stared
and a dough bowl He mads off toward &t him, saying: *“What's sll this stuft
the mountain side with all possible spesd, You'rs saylng, you fool? And how darsd
looking eautiously bebind him at every fow ¥You to wake me before the dinner 18
steps. “Ah, ha; aMdn't 1 smell right?* ready?™
asked the giant, who bad stretched himselt Then Tom, stammering and trambling
full 13Mth on the ground that he might with fear, related what he had sesn from
pesp under the hedge without being seen the garden, declariog that It was Auguet
by August. ' who had taken the dlshes In the morning
“And he it was that got the dishes,” sald also, and that be was Lrading them off to
Tom. *I shall go this Instant and tell Aunt & shepherd In the mountaln.
Jane about Cousin Aygust. She must “You dare to sccusse my darling child of
know that it was not T who broke oy this theft™ crisd the aunt, leaping from
threw awsy the dishea And now whem her chalr, her eyes ablaze with raga
she misses the pot she'll beal me again, "Why, the besting I gave you awhile ago
$o I shall run and tell her about having was only & scratch to what Tl give you
seen August geing off with ths cooking for this lie, you young heggar!”  And
utensily ~ then abe ralsed ber arm (o give Tom a

don't you know thaut the eyes of most
parents are blinded to the faults of their
own, but sharper than the sun's rays In

and mighty arm reached out and gathered
Tom up before her very nose. With a ery
of horror and fright the wicked woman
pank helpless Into her chalr, for she had
heard of this glant, but had not believed
that he existed. Befors she could open her
mouth to say a word the glant had gonns
off up the mountain wide with Tom sitiing
on his arm. He ocovered mboul ten rods at
pvery otap, and al such & rate was soon
logt to the frightendd woman's gaze,

And Tome was happy in the protecting
embrace of the good glant who carried him
to tha spot where the fairine were to be
callod from thelr wood, Giving the signsl
the giant put Tom down and sald: “Now,
Ind, you'll be cared for without my serv-
fces; the falries will be herd rogn. I shall
go baok o my home In the mountalns—
beyond the meountain on which we gtand—
and continue to hunt for the unhappy boys
and girls whom I may succor. I found
you through a little Awarf™s halp. He goea
about like & bird and peeps Into all the
homes. Then he comes to me and 1 ressue
the unhappy ope, turning him or her over
to my friends, the falries*

At this Instant the fajirica arrived, and

before Tom ceould thank the gond giant
for his kindness the great follow |had
sinlked far away. And the fairies took
Tom into a beautiful land, whare Lthay

gave Nim & wpice home and plenty to live
o til he should e old enough to wark
and éarn money for himsclf. And theta
was & fine school there whare Tom went Lo
lve, and he attended It regularly, leaining
many, many thinga And ho became a
Jsamod man aud A good one, Always re-
membering his own wretehed ohildhood
from whiecli the good giant and the fairizs
had rescued him. And he was slways good
to the poor, sspecially o the poor children.

JOHN M. WOODS, PAWNEE CITY, NER.

than be dlahonest,” answered Mary., “You
may loss one, then,” sald Alice angrily,
and without another word she departed.
“¥You are right, Mary sald a volce behind
her, and as Mary turned she saw her
tencher. Mary was rowarded by winning
the teacher's confidence and by passing in
arithmetic,

Eugenia's Easter Offering
By Ruth Ashby, Age 13 years, Falrmont,
Neb, Blue.

Mra. Durand lived In a little cottage In
a large eclty, Har husband had mot wlith
A fatal accldent two years before, leaving
his wife and children almost penniless,
Mrs. Durand had managed to support Lier-
self, Bugenia and Virginia by taking In
sowing. Now she earned enough to let
them live guite comfortably, but had noth-
ing to spart for luxuries, Hugenia helped
about the house and even Baby Virginia
liked to “‘wipe the spoona*

Bugenia dollversd her mother's sawing
and sometimes, when It was not too far,
Virginla accomparted her.

The Bunday school that Eugenia and Vir-
Einia attended was to have an Easter pro-
gram, and each child was to bring ns
many flowars as they could and march
up and lay them on the altar. Eugenia
folt very badly because she and her sister
could take none

One dny as she wns coming home, shs
saw & baby playing on the track, A strest
car was coming along. Ewerybody atood
@8 If turned to stone. Bugenia rished out
and pulled the chlld off just in time. Ehe,
hersolf, was unhurt.

The ehild's parents were rich and felt
very grateful to the noble girl who had
saved thelr only child from a tragle death.

When Easter came, Bugenla walked
proudly up with the rest and lald twalve
beautiful lllles on the aitar. By her slde
walked Virginla, carrying two.

Mr. Smith, the rich man, often came to
ses the Durands and helped them in many
ways. Eugenls und Vieginia often speak
of his kindness mnd how he heolped them
out In that Baster day when thay wantad
flowers so badly,

Fern Frances
By Ruth Ashby, Age 12 years, Falrmont,
Neb, Blua

Fern Franoes was & girl about 16 years
old. Her parents lived on & small farm
and Mr. Leslle had never been a good
manager, oonseQuently they had barely
enough to live an. Mrs, Leslle was an in-
valld,

On this particular Baturday, Fern Frances
was carefully putlng away the dishes,
when & ery of terror eame from outside.
Blis rushed out and tesoued Harold from
the rain barrel. Shé had to stop and
sume eggs for sister's cake."

“Come, Harold, and we'll
changes his apron,

When Fern Frances's cake came out of
the oven, there was a tiny ons for Haroid.
Bhe never forgot his baby oake.

“Bay, Fern, could you iron me a clean
shirt? wsked her father, *“Ihave to go to
town."

Feorn Franoes stopped the mw&lml
for dinver and ironed his shirt.

Bhe washed the dinner diahes and planned
to go upstairs and rock baby to sleep and
then read Beasy Hart's book.

But Harold would pot go to mleep, and
wanted “sister” to amuse him. It was
time to get supper when he finally went
to sleep,

About T o'clock, an automoblis drove up,
and young Mr. Donalson ssked Fern
Frances to go riding. Her mother gave her
some money and told her 0 buy & new
aroge.

That olght efter she was In bed. Fern
Frances sald to herself that she was the
happlest girl op earth, for she had all the
pleasures.

go and get

Vacation
Bg Helen Johnson, Aged 1§ Yoars, 418 8oty
eventeanth Btreet, Lincoln, Neb. Red.

Henry was & boy of 12, with dark eyes
and dark hatr. His father was o wealthy
wan and owned a besautiful homs, In
which be llved. Henry was the only child
and was very much spolled.

One day he went into the meadow with
his gun and shot a robln. 'The robin fall
at his feet and he ploked it up and carrled
it hame. When he got home ha lay down
on his bed and weni to slesp. While he
was lylug there tha door of hin romn
opaned and In came the king of the rublns
sod after him followed ‘all the other birds

“What will we do with this bad boy?*

questioned the king. *'He
Queren,'”

Hers thers wan such & chatier of voloss
that the king could hardly understand
what they were golng to decide on. This
woke Hanry up and he found his mother
sitting bLeside him.

“Mercy, Henry!™ said his mother. "How
you have beon talking in your sleap, You
must have been fighting with a robin”

"1 wtess I have. Put 1 will never kill
angther bird,"" wald THaenry.

"This has taught you i Jeskon, hasn't L7
asked the mother,

"Yer, mother, It has. Now 1 will go and
bury the last bird T ever killed, for I
will never kil another,”

—

A True Story About Fido

By Rose Kennady, Aged 10 Youra, Hleventh
Sireet and Third Corso, Nebraska
ty, Noeb. Red

has Rilled my

One ocoldl, wet day In Novamber a 1iitls
dok named IMdo ran Into a man's glors
and lny down under the stove. The man
was kind-hearted and told his sons they
conld keep the dog If the owner Gid ot
come for K. The boys clipped Fidn's hale
and madoe him look llka a litile lom  They
taught him many tricks. The paper boy
would throw the paper in and some one
passing by would plek It up, so the boya
tanght a0 to bring I the paper. Ona
morning after Fdo had brought the paper
In ho ran off and eame again to the dpor
with another paper. "I'is he 31d seversl
tmes, Ul he had brought n all the
nelghbors’ pupers. The father told the

boys they would have to break him of the
trick, ®» they whipped him. After that
whan he begged to go out at puper Ume
the boys would say: “No, Fido: you wers
a bad dog. You stols papers." I suppose
he remambered Lhe whipping,

Aimee's Surprise
By Orian Mayers, Age 12 Yoars,
Wyo, Blus.
Almes waa a little girl 8 years old. Bhe
had never been to a party and often longed

Laualk,

to go to onc. She had often told lher
mother what shs thought they did at
parties,

Omne dany her mother told her that she

would try and have a party for her on lLer
ninth birthday,

Almes's birthday was on the 1ith of June
and so her mother thought sbhe would enjoy
s lawn purty most.

On the Bth of Juns Almee's mothar re-
calved & telagram from her slster saying,
“Come a8 soon as ponsible; nm very 111"

Almes's mother left hor homs In Michigan
the mnext day for Colorndo, where her
slok sister was,

Bhe left Almes with hor aunt, and told
her she cowdn't tell when she would be
able to return.

Almes felt wery down-hearted and
thought she wonldn't get to have a party,

Finally her birthday came around and
her mother had not yet returned.

It was about § o'clock In the evening and
Almes was sitting in the blg sarm chalr
reading the Busy Bee's story page, when
the door bell rang.

She rushed to the door and as she opened
it she heard the cry "surprise,” and there
on tha porel atood several of her little
friends with cake and ice cream for ro-
freshments,

8o Almee had her lawn party, even
though her mother was away.

The Fire
By Jeanetta MeBride, Aged 11 Years

BEugin, Neb.—Blue,

One day in April, May, Eveline and Nellle
were out walking, After golng a slaet
distance BEveline exclaimed, "Why & that
bell ringingT’ They =&l MUNstened, then
May sald, "I belleye it 1s the flre bell”
They all looked around to see If ll;n{e wias
any amok4. On the east slde of thein was
some smoke. Nellle then spoks up. *Why,
it looks lika It is over to our house. Let's
g0 and sce.'” 8o they all ran over where
the emoke seomed to voma from, and sure
enough, it was their house.

Neéllla was orylng by this tims, for she
thought that muybe her lttle si=ter and
the baby and her mother were not sale
Just at that moment her mother and littla
wister cama running up to her. ke mother
sald: *Run in the house dear, and get bﬁby.’
she ia In the downstalrs bedroom.”

"Well, mama, I—-" 1

“Don't stop to talk, run in—"

But she did not finish her sentence, be-
enuse Nellie was gono

Nellle brought the baby out and nelther
one was hurt In the least. They always
called Nellle a brave gir] after thet.

A Hero
By Harold Jensen, Age 12 venrs, 1539
Twenty-third atreet, Omulia.
Andy Moors llved In a log houss which
had square holes for windows. Helow, In
the valley, was s railrosd track. One day
as Andy waas crossing the track, ons of the
ralls was out of place. Just then he heatd
& low distant nolse. Iear me, the
ara coming. They would moon ba ! -
Andy never thought of any danger to !

Nortl
d.

self, He stood In ths middle of the ‘rack
with outstretched armas. The euxine
whistled, Andy dM not move an I!uoh

Everybody ruashed out 1o sen what was ‘he
matter. Ho had saved many lives Ladios
kinsed and cried over him. Everybody eall
*“God bless the brave boy.” They touk
out thelr purses and made a large sum of
money for him. He wos sent to a gonl
school snd stood high in bhis class. He then
want 10 college and there was always plenty
of willing hands to help him.
Nellle Wonders,

Bmall Nellls read aloud from her Bunday
school lesson as follows: “And the king
of Nineveh covered himsef with suwokololh
and sat lo ashes. "

This was a pussler and finally she sald:
“Mamma, what kind of sshes 4 salin
ashes '

“Hurrah!”

Bumimer time is almost here;
Hurrah, hurrah!

It Is the swiiiming time o' year;
Hurvah., burrahb!

The fish are biting, too, they say;
Hurrah, hurrah!

And there Ia fun the live-long Aday;
Hurrah, hurrah!

’.’/f!

Oh, it In grand to ba a boy;
Hurrah, harrah!

There couldn't Lo & Erester Joy;
Hurrsh, hurrali!

When for the summer school 1a
Hurrah, hurrah! ooty

From morn till night we'll romp M
Hurrah, hurul.fh ol
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