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HE BUSY BEES have been sending In some [nteresting pletures, but

not as many storiés as usual,

Consequently the same Busy Dees

are winoing the prises, as they are sending In good storis every
weak. The first prize fs awarded this week to & little girl who
wrote a good Indian story. Now the boya should be able to writa

better adventure storles than the girls,

The editor would like to receive some

samping stories, for a number of the Busy Bees have written that they were
camping this snmmer and had a splendid time, and this would be a good sub-

ject for the boys to write about, too.

When writing stories, the Busy Bees

must read the rules, and remember to write only on slde of the page,

Some of the Busy Dees are writing 8o many postal carde that they do not

have time to writa as many stories an formerly,
Now, these are the Drone Bees Instead of

stories the other Busy Bees write.

but they llke to read the

the Pusy Bees. Some of our prize winnners have written that they are got-
ting some of thelr little friends to join the Busy Bees and write for us, Thesa

ltle workers are the real Busy Bees,

Prizes were awarded this week to Alta Wilken of Waco, Neb., on the Red
gide, and Orfan Mavers of Lusk, Wyo., on the Blue slde. Honorable mention

was given to Hena N.

Mead of Blair, Neb., on the Blue side.

The answer to last week's 1llustrated rebug was: *“Last week the girls

and

boys started to school with thelr books under their arms.'” Correct an-

gwers were sent in by Willle Nielsen and Hollls Paullne Beward, both of

Omaha.

Any of the Busy Boes may send cards to anyone whose name is on the
Posteard Exchange, which now includes:

Jean De Long, Alnsworth, Neb,
Irene MoCoy, Harnston, Nob,

Lilllan Merwin, leaver City, Nab,
Mabel Witt, Hennington, Nab.

Agnes Duhmke, Benson, Neb,

Vera Chenay. Creighton, Nab.

Louls Halr, David City, Neb.

Eunlge Bode, Falls Clty, Nebh.

Fay Wright, Fifth and Helle streosts, Fre-
mont, Neh,

hel Heed, Fremont, Neh.

Hulda Lundburg., Fremont, Neb.
H‘n{,ﬂrluerlta Bartholomew, Gothenburg,
.

Jeanie Crawford, 408 West Charles strest,
Grand Island. Neb.

Lydia Roth, &6 West Koenlg street, Grand
Inland, Neb,

Elln Voss, 407 Wesnt Charles atrest, Grand
Islund, Neb,

Allce Temple, Leaxington, Neb,

Edythe Krelle, Lezington, Neb,

Anna Nellson, Lexington, Neb.

Allce Grassmeyer, C street, Lincoln,

Neb,
Biste Hamlilitom, 207 L street, Lintoin, Nob.
Irene Disher, 2080 L strest, Lincoln, Neb,
Hughle Dishor, 280 [, strest, Llrmiln. Neb,
Loulse Btiles, Lyons, Neb.
Fatelle McDonald, Lyons, Neb.
Miiton Selwer, Nebraaka City, Neb,
Haorry Crawford, Nebruska City. Neb.
Harvey Crawford, Neuraska Clty, Neb.
Luctle Hazen, Norfolk, Neb,
Lotha Larkin, Bouth 8ixth
folk, Neb,
Emma M: “guardl, Fifth strest and Madl-
mon avenie, Norfolk, Neb,
Mildred ¥. Jones, North Loup, Neb

street, Nor-

Hugh Rutt, Leshara, Neb

Hester K. Rutt, Leshars, Neb,

Lillian Wirt, 4168 Cafs street, Omaha.
Mever Cohn, B8 Georgia avenus, Omaha.
Ada Morris, F‘rnnmm strest, Omaha,
Myrtie Jenson, 2009 Innrd strest, ha,

Gall Howard, 478 Capitol avenue, Omahh.
Helen Heuck, 165 Lothrop sireet, Omaha.

ouutdmd Jensen, $707 Leavenworth street.
mahn.

Mabel Bheifall,
street, Omaha

4214 North Twenty-rifth

Wilms Howard, 4722 Capitol avenus,
Omaha.
Emerson Goodrich, 010 Nicholae wstrest,

ahn.

slen Goodrich, 4010 Nicholas streal,
Omaha,

Maurice Johnson, 1627 Looust street,
Omaha.

Hilah Fisher, 1110 South Eleventh strest,

maha.
Louls Raabs, 2000 North Ninsteenth ave-

nue, Omaha.

Emma Carruthers, 3211 North Twenty-fifth
slrset, Omaha,

Walter Johrson, 808 North Twentleth
street, Omaha.

Leon Carson, 118 North Fortleth strest,
Omaha. . <

Genevieve M, Jones, North Loup, Nab,

Juanite Inges, 208 Fort stréet, aha,

Madge 1. Daniels, Ord, Neb.

Agnes Richmond, Orleans, Neb.

Zola Beddeo, Orieann, Neb,

Marie Fleming, Osceola, Neb,

Lotta Woods, Pawnee City, Neb.

Ear! Perkins, Reddington, Neb

Emma Kostal, 1816 O street, South Omalis
Eihel Enls, Btanton, Neb,
Edna Enie, Btanton, Neb.

Ina Carney, Sutton, Clay county, Neb
Clara Miller, Utica, Nab,

Mas Grunke, West Point, Neb.

Flsle Stastny, Wilber, Neb,

Alta Wilken, Waco, Neb,

Ma Fredrick, an’k. Nab.

Paullne Parks, York, Neb,

Edna Behlirg, York, Neb.

Carrle B. Bartleit, Fontanelle, Ia.
Irene Reynolds, Little Bloux, Ia, .
Fthel Mulholland, Box 71, Malvern, Ta
Fleanor Mellor, Malvern. Ia
Kathryna Mallor, Malvern, Ia.
Mildred Robertson, Manlila, e

Ruth Robertson, Manilia, Ia

Edith Amend, fheridan, Wyo.

Henry L. Workinger, care Btarling Rems
edy company, Attica, Ind.

Little Marie's First Day at School

Py Helsna Davis.

OMY, dearle, Jump up as quickly
ns you can. This I8 t0 be your
first day at school, and it's
nlyost 8 g'clock now. Come,
open your blue eyes wide and
don't let that old monster,
baatiyns, get & nip at you.*

It was litile Marle's mamina, wWho Waae
calling her from her morning's sleep. And
Marie, rubbing her eyes, reamembered that
the day Just begun was to be one full of
interest for her, for she woas to start to
achool that morning. And Marls | had
never been in any sort of sthool before.
Her poarents hoad thought It best to keep
her out of the Kindergarten, ans ahe was
not very rugged, and they wished her to
be oul of dodrs as much as possible,
where sho'd grown strong sud healthy.

But durlhg the summer Murle had had
& birthday, and she was now ¢ yvars old
But she was a very lttie miss Tor her
years, and as there were no other children
in her home she was still har mamma's
baby und her pupn’'s only pet.

And #so they had moved from the coun-
try into town, Where Marle might have
the advantages of schooling due « littie
miss of 6 And such lovely books she
had, oo, and & slate and a long, sharp
pencil.  Oh, Marle, had gone into scstacy
the Suturday before, when her niammas
had brought o her the fine book asad
slate satchel so filled with all necessary
school things. There waa o aponge, tbo,
with which (0 wash her slate And a
dear lHittle box wiiloh held her sints pets
ell and lead pencil, and another to hold
her two writing pens.  Marle was Lo be-
come a great scholar, so papa declared.
And Marle wubs delermined not to disap-
point him.

Aw zoon wa broakfast was over Marle's
mamina toock her to he school bhouso,
which was several hlogks Away. And
when mamma led her lato the room where
the "primary grade” was kept Marlo was
80 Eglad to sec It was filled with litule
boys and girla'llke herself, Some were a
bit tuller and & bit older, perhaps, and
WUme were even younger than Marle. But
not one waa o0 small, so Marie was to
be the “"baby"” of the grade So snld the
préeuy fair-bhalred toacher who came dowa

the alale to greet Marle's mamma
make Marle's acqualntance.

“What o littls dear!” exclaimed teacher,
stooping to put her arms about the littie
stranger. "And we'll become the greatest
friends, won't we, dear?™ And Marie, =0
happy, smiled and sald; “Ye#'s, we'll bo
vury good frens, indeed {Although
Marle was 6 years old there were a few
words shée could not pronouncs very

and

ecaslly, And friends was one of them).
Theén the teacher and the mamma haed
a litle private talk while Marie ar-

ranged her books and slate and péncils
and sponge and wrill.nn pena in the dear-
det lttle desak thut had been assigned her
by wacher. Oh, what & jey 10 have a desk
for her vory own—io remain hers till she
showid learn so muoh that she would be
promoted to another room, where the desks
wore bigger! Marie wae very prouwd that
morning, too, and extremely hoappy.

Then mamma klesed Marie good-bye aml
went home, telling Marte that she must
not stop to play when sthool was diamlisoed
for the noom hour, but to hutrry home for
hor luncheon. And Aguln Marie felt very
proud Lo think thut her mAammi was going
to allow har to go to and from the big
school house wlone. 8ha was, (ndecd, be-
¢oming & big girl to be allowed o muoh
Hberty,

Then the schiool was called to order and
tencher talked st aweetly to the little ones
Astomblad sbout her, And what a lovely
Int of girle and bo¥s they were, Marle
thought aa ahe looked all about the room.
When teacher sald they'd sing n song Marle
was glad, for she loved to king, and her
alear wvolee mmng out louwder than any of
the othars when w song was sung that
she liked,

"“Well, Marle, you have a fine volee nnd
aing very well.” sald teacher,

YAnd T can slng lots of songs ™
Marle,

declared
“If you'd lke for me to sing ‘O1d

Saint Niek," 'l 9o 0"
“Not now, dear."” smiled teacher. "We'll
have our lemtons naw. But somé Friday

aftirnoon sou muy slug Ol Saltit Niok' for
us It you Itke’

“Then Tl sing ‘Little Bo-Peap’ thia morn-
ing i you'd rather have |4 than 'Old Saint

OH, FLEASE, TEACHER, T'M S0 TIRED AND WOULD RATHER PLAY.

RUTH ASHBY AND HER BROTHER AT ESTES PARK

/

(First Prize.)

Jack’s Adventure

By Alta Wilken, Aged 13 Years,
Neb, Red.

Jask Robbin's futher and mothér had
moved west when he was but a littie boy,
so that he had never known anything but
this home out on the pralria. He loved the
free life and when he had finished lis
work ha would mount his horse and go fly-
Ing over the country, just am huppy as a
boy eould be, His father had taught him
to use A gun when he was but & Hitle fel-
low and now It s ong of his greatest treas-
ures, One avening Jack and his futher had
gone out to shoot some game for brenkiast,
They hoped that some dear n’\l.hl come
ncross thelr way, and they Lad climbed up
on a platform that Jack's fathér had bulit
In & tres to walt for It. Soon they heard
the gallop of horsea and tholr hearts nearly
stood still,.  When they saw a dosen or
more Indians riding towards them Jack's
father motioned for him to be quiet and
they lald there ahd watohed. Both thought
of mother at home, The Indlans dlas
mounted not far from them and they
learned that they had come to atianck ihe
settlere. Something must be done quickly
and quletly. AS carefully as possible they
climbed down. Jock must go one way and
his father nnother., Jock wia a brave boy,
#o on he sped from house to house, wurning
the men. Boon a body of men gathered
together and the Indlans were attacked
and killed. Oh, how proud of ihelr boy
Jack's father and mothar were.

Soecond Prize.)

Playing Hookey

Mayes, Aged 13
Wyo. Blue

It was Tuesday night Harold and
Frank were walkiog home from school,
when Harold sald, “I'm gettng tired of
school, What do you say to playing hookey
tomorrow ™' YAll right," sald Frank, "'l
take some pancoakes and meat from the
breakfast tuble for lunch for us.  Just pre-
tend you are golng to mthool. and Inetsad,
run down to tha big gaté In the meadow
I'll be there walling for you. Than we'll

Waeo,

By Orean Yenrs, Lanmk,

and

KO0 down by the atream under the Lress and
have lots of fun.”

Next morning when Harold want down o
breakfast he put =averal pleces of toast In
his pocket and started aff. He got down
ns for az the bakery whon he happened
10 think of & quarter he had In his pooket.
B0 he went in and bought some doughnuts
and buns and went on down to the meadow,
where he found Frank walting for him,

They were In wading and splashing In the
waler and laving & merry time, when
Harold cried, "Ouch! Help! My foot!™
Frank turned around snd found that Harold
had stepped on a plece of glass and cut
hix foot badly, which meant they must go
gend confess o mother where they had
been. They decided that playing hookey
whs not as much fun as they thought It
would be.

(Honorable Mention.)

Mildred's Problems

By Rena N. Mead, Aged 12 Years, Blalr,

Neb, Blua,
“Helen can't you help me get my pro-
blema?"”
“No, Mildred, 1 can't help you, 1 have

my Latin to get.”

Mildred was only twelve years old and
wans golng to & clussivnl sohool n the ey,
She was finding her problems in reduction
and propertion hued, Mildred wos
hard to sult and when mamma or Helen
tried to help they never dbd them quite
right. Miss Stons didn't do them that
wiLy.

On this particular evening Mildred was
left to hersoll beokuse mammn was oul and
slstar had ‘her Latin to get.

1 wish mamma would not meke me
g0 to school,' sald Mildred to hersell. “I
do not like #. 1 can't get the work and
I Just don't aee any good In it,*

Aftor a bit Mlldred rose to leave the room
when Helen asked If sho got her problems.

“1 got two,"” replicd Mildred

“How many &ld you have?"

“We had two In reduction &nd one in gro-
portion.”

“Whieh dldn't you got?™

“1 dlan't get the proportion,

“Why., Mildred, don't let 1t go' sald
Halen as MU Aréd showed signs of leaviog

vory

“1 did try I sald Mildred, and 1 jusi
couldn't get I

"““Pry It again, Mildred. perhaps you can
Eet "

“No I'm golng to bed.™

“Very well, Miss Btone will seald you."

“I don't care If she does' sald Mildred,
slamming the door behind hoer.

Mildred asconded the stplrs to her room
feeling very miserable becausa sister Helen

had reproached her
“T Just wish therse were no such things
As sthool" =ald Mlldred to hersslf as she

crawled In between the warm blankeis
Prosently Mildred began to draam. She
dreamed ahe waa a4 poor girl with no father
or mother, no ¢ozy bed and good school (o
go ta. Bha had one room In a4 tenamant
house, In one corfer was a plle of siraw
mnd one quilt for & bed. Oh! How ahe

wished ahe had a mother and father.
Where was her nice bed and her good
school gone?

8he woke up erying about these things.
My! Was she a poor, homaeless, parontless,
schooless ohild® No! #She had only been
dreaming. Oh, how glad she was It was
only a dream,

Naxt morning sha reported her problems

perfoct. She llkes her work now.
You may be sure Mildred did not again
think her t(eacher unreasonable, or wish

that there was no such things as school
and that her mother would not make her
RO,

Hilda's Dream

By Maris Bhook, Aged 11 Years. Omaha,
Neb. Blue.

Hilda had besn o naughty girl and her
mamma had sent her to bad without her
supper,

Bhe soon Aropped of f to sleep and dreamed
she visited tha home of the Busy Beaea
While she was thers she asked the Queen
Bes If she ever put the busy beds 0 bed
without thelr supper.

“T never neéd to, They are always good,”
sald the Queen Bee,

“T wish I could always be good,” sighed
Hilda. .

“You can,” sald the Quasn Bee,

“How?"

“Always Ao what you know ia vight, and
If vou don't know whether it's right or
wrong ask your mother, That Is the way
the Busy Beas 40"

“Oh, I8 t?* Thank you. T will always try
to do right.”

Just then she awoke and told her mother
ahout her dream, and she has never had
to be put to bed without her supper since
then.

The Little Hero

By Ronald Wyekoff Aged, 8 Years,
ber, Neb.  Bluye.
Onoe updn a time thers was a little boy

Wil

whose name was Harry Stanley.

One duy his mother sent him to town
with some butter and told him to come
back befors dak, so Harry took the butter
and started,

On his way he saw a stream of walar

whith whs coming from
Knew that If he did not wtop the water It
would flood the neighborhood, When the
little boy Ald not get buck befores dark his
mother was worrled and went to look for
him. 8Bhe saw him coming and asked him,
why he did not get baock sooner. Ho told her
and Henry's mother oalled him a Nitle
hero.

the river and ha

A Visit to the Mine

By George Netherly, Aged, § yvoars, Lead,
B 1. Blue
Thin Is a very hilly country not
Konrney, where we used to live,
Wo live cloke to the White rocke Some-
times my paps and mamma and | go up to

ke

them. ‘Then we ¢an see nll the town ke
Hitle toy housss and toy tradne and toy
people,

Now, 1 will tell you about Lead. We go
theré on the troliey. Tha Homestaks is
there., That In & very large gold mine. A
man was blasting and set the mine afire
He want to dinner and when he got back
the smoke was o strong they could not
g™ to the flre; o they put a pips away
aver to the ¢rask and just Jut the oreck run
tnto the mine. After = long tima the mine
got full of water and the fire was put out

Then they dipped out all the water with
big buckels on long ropes vun by blg
engines, Papa and miamma took me o
see,

Then we saw the lurge stamp mill, Thy
man at the door l#t us in The gold ore
fell down In thia waler right under the big
tampa and was érushed Into dust and

Niek,'" =aid Marle, anxious Lo show whal
ahe could do with a lititla song all by her-
melf. “And when U'm home 1 can piny It
on the planos.'

“Not this moming., Adear,” sald teacher
AN now you know wa Al must be very
guist. It'a study hour now, my dear, shd
you musin't move aboul In your seat nor
whiaper to any of the puplis. After awhile
wéa'll have recess; them you Mmay run out
and play for fifteen minutes and have fine
sport.*’

Then teacher called a oluas and began
giving them thelr lesson, marking off
whole page to be Jleamed, much to Marie's
astonishmant,

But as the day wore on Marls
vory tired of the gquiet of the
And of the monotony of the MHitle ones’
volees in recliation As her mamma bhad
taught her all her lettarsa knd to read
through the first readeor, and to write aver
80 many words, Murie was pul into & class
of boys and giris that formed the A class.™

At first Marle enjoyed reading, spelling
and writing. Then her mind grew tired of
books and she began looking about at her
little schooimates. First her eye caught a
red, curly head sitting back of her. The
head belonged to & very funny littls chap,
Johnny Rogers by name. He saw Marle

hecams

achoolroom

looking blm over and winked minchlovousiy
at her. This show of friendliness so pleastd
Marle that she called out to him: “Bay,
boy, what's your name? You're awfully
funny-looking. What dreadful blg-—""
But Marie's remurks were cut ahort hy
teacher, who camé quickly to her side, say-
Ing: "Oh, my dear Ltile girl, you must naot
tuik In time of hooks. No, turn around In
your séat and write the wards | gave you '™
“Oh, please, teacher. I m tired and would
rather play,” mald Marie, not thinking for
& moment that It wis anyihing out of the

way for her o do Just ae ahs ilked any-
whergé and al any ime “You see. I'm
sloepy when I ook at Ly books, and I'd

rather play Tor a walk
By this time all the puplls wers luughing

At Marte, for every one there save héarsell
hod been in school belore And teacher
was amiling in apite of herself. although
ahe tried to prevent the children sening her

amusement. Bhe led Marle into An empty
classrvom acroes the hall and explained the
rules of the school o her Whan she had
finlahed sie sslked: “Now, my dear litiis
Mario, don't you think you can st quietly
In your desk for just seven minutes? [t
will then be recroation Uime and you may
go out of doora and play.”

“Oh, 'l 1ry sver so hard,' amiled Marle,

her blue eyes lodking up into teacher's. but
there wis not & gleam of mischlef In them
Marie was but a baby—a linppy, desr, good-

natured littls baby., if ahie wWas € yerrs
ol

"Well, you'll msoon get accustomed to
sthoal, dear, and then you'll pot mind

studying and keeping gquiet.,” »ald teacher
And that goon, when MAarie went home,

she mn 1o her mamma with: “"Oh. mamma,

1 was very nolsy and disobedient this morn-

Ing, thaugh I 4ldn't méun o be I just
forgot. And téeacher say 1'Ul learn how 1o
behave after & whilea Won't that be nice?
But? mamma, U'm sure I'!l always laugh
whentver 1 look back of me and sse that
boy with the red hend and freckles, He's
as funhy aa the clown on ths clroun '
"Then ¥ou mustn't ook bebind you,"™

cxplalneéd the mamma. “"And perhaps aftes
you get acquiinied with the lLittle boy you'll
tiot think him aa srndenl.

Ok, yes. 1 sahall, fur he winks At me
And it makes Iiis facs go all into & bunch
liks thin™ And Merle winked one pretty
Biue eye and sciwwed her fave &bl up as
funny as could by, and her mamma laughed,
caressing her dear little girl who had had
suchh & new esxperience that morning at
rehool-her first day st school, though she
was § yourw old,

washed away by the red watsr
and the whoels und the
and 1 almost cried.

This s all 1

The

seared

nofoee
belts e
remember.

Our Trip to the Country
Mabel Neumayer, Aged, 11 Years, &2 North
Wheler 8t., Grand Island, Neb, Blue
In the month of August, on »
Mamma and my two brothers
ready (o go to my uncle's farm.

to stay until Sunday nlght,

Tea first night we went to bad early
and got up early. ato our breakiast and
went 1o the granary to swing, and then
Henry mnd George, and my
and 1 woent to the orchard. When we
came back we ato dinner. In the afternoomn,
my eousln, mammea and smaliest brothes
went Lo town.

After supper thay milked the cows and
stralned and wseparated the milk

Then we went to bod. Next morning we
went to the pond for pond Ullen,

Next dny we rdde horseback and had
lots of fun, The next ovenlhg we Went
home. Papa was as glad to svo us as |t
wo Lad been gone a month,

Johnnie's Band
By Helen Rarnnldn. Aged 10 Yoars,
olk, Neb, Red.

Johnsls bhad no father and his mother
was very poor. Thev lived In the slums of
Chicago. The eonly plaything Johnnle had
was an old horn, which a little boy had
glven him, and he wauld stand on the
mtrest cormer blowing It. Ome day Johnnie's
mother became very sick and a kind Indy
with a lltte boy passed Johnnie's house
whera he was altidng on the porch.

The lady asked him what the matter was
and he told hoer his mother was sick. The
lady went In and gave Johnnnle's mother
some motisy and went for a doctor, and he

Mursday,
and [ got

out

Nor-

Wa were

two brothers

OREAN MAYFSB,
Luak, Wyo

xnild she would not ba well for a long tima.

They went to stay with the lady untll
hin mother was well The Iady nsked him
his nams and he told hor Mark. She said
that was har name,  too.

When Mra, Mark got well they found sut
that the Iady was Johnnla's aunt, and she
took them to live with her,

—=
—

Prattle of the Youngsters

“"How do you
Tommy ™

“Aw, flne Hhe dresses swell and she
knows & lot o slang and T guess she'll
Eet nlong with me all right.”

“Dear papa,” wrote the little girl at the
summer resort, I have gained slx puncos
in welght since we caha here, Mamma
sends her love. Pleasa write to us to-
Morrow, Send your love and all the
noney you can spare”

llke your new teacher,

“Johpny, your face waa dirty this morn-
ing and now It (s dirty sgain”

“Na'm, it aln't.”

“Why, Johnny, It Is!
gluss"

“No'm,

Look at It In the

It ain't Alely agaln;

“What ars you golng to ba when you
aré & man, Tommy?"

“I“am going to be &n aeronaut, llke Ar.
Wright"

“Why do you chooss that profession, my
boy

“Becauses It s the quickest way to get
up In the world"

The two llittle granddaughters of Dr. 8.
Welr Mitohell weres showing s now gov-
ernndn thelr treasures of house and gars
den. Behind u box hedge they paused

it's dirty yet.”

‘““T'his Is the place whera our birds ares
buried,” said one of the children

At the head of & Uny grave was placed
w white board. Printed on It in Irregulonre
characters with a lead pencll were these
words:

“Hore lia our robins; ons a week old,
one only an egg”

The worthy Sunday
tendent of a certain

nchool superin-
Muaryland town |iw

nlso the village dry goods merchant He
in as energetic mnd afficlent Iin his re-
ligious as in his secular capacity. An

amusing incldent ia told of his attempt
to solarge the sariptural knowledge of a
class of lttle girls,

He had told most sloquently ths leston
of the day, and at the oondlusion ha
looked mbout the room and Inguired on-
courngingly:

“Now, has anyone a quastlon te ask™

Blowly and timidly one little girl raised
her hand.

“What is the question, Sally?" Don't bs
Wfruld. Bpeak out.”
The llttle girl fidgeted in har seat,

twisted hor fingers nervously. cast her
eyes down; finally, in & desperate out-
burst, she put the question:

“Mr, Ward, how much are thoss gloves
for girly In your window? —Ldppinvott's
Maguzine.

Real Babes in the Woods

By Annis James.

HEY had not llved in the coun-
tey long; tha Browns had not
They had just moved Into the

protty farm houss a fow days
befora the things told of In
this story happeéned. Thers

wers Papa Brown, Mamma Brown, Bulger
Brown (& IMte boy) and Blssy Brown (o
Uttle mirh)

Now, befora I go any
tall you that

further, T must
Bulger's real surs-enough
nAam6 was not Bulger; It wha Frankiyn
Jamen. And Sissy Trown's redl sure
enough name was not Hlssy, but was Stella
May. But as Papa and Mamma Brown al
ways called them Bulger and Biasy It s
botter for me to do the same. Bo, let them
be known In this story—which I8 & very
short one—an Hulger and Sisay.

Waell, on the third duy after the Browns
had moved Inte thelr new country home
Bulger and Hissy went out Into thoe big
¥ard to play. And after they had sxplorad
every inoch of the yard they decided to
investigate the barnyard. And it was such
loads of fun to chuse the blg rooster aboug
the barnyard, and to hear the hens cackle
A8 If they were guarrvling with them for
thelr mischief. Then they visited the pig-
pen, And, such & funny lot of itle plaggles
thers wera In It trotting sabout—tulls
twisted into knots over thelr backs—after
a very fat mother who grunted, grunted,
grunted every minute, nnd who looked to-
wards Bulger and Slasy with & distrustful
glance.

Then there wns nolhing new far Rulgur
and Bisay about the house, yard and barn
yard, | And they stood looking ot
ether, wondering where they mhould go.

Bulger, Delng 6 Yoara old, spoke flrat
“Let's go down yonder.” And he pointed
W a line of timber about & guarter of &
mile from the house

(L

tucn

Blasy, belng 4 years old. trusted to her
blg brother's judgment and sald: “Al
wight, buvyer™

Then away the two tottiinga went, hand
in hand, townrd the dark woods

"It's very big an' daug'rous.’’ sxplalned
Bulger, polnting to the Une of timber
“Muybe bears sre there.'

Blesy hold tighter to Bulgers huand, not
fonring even beara while safely guarded
by him. “But no boars will bover us, for

I won't et 'em,'” wont an Bulger.

And then they reached n few of the outs
wide, straggling trecs “Oh, It Isn't so
very blg an' dark, is 117" asked Bulger.

“No, It's Just bufi-ful,” amd Blasy. Hut
still she clung tightly to Bulger's hand,

And wo thoy walked about and nbout,
Koing a little deoper and a lttle deeper
Into the woods. And then It became a lt-
tia darker and they could not ses so far
ahout them, and Bulger decided they would
botier return to thelr home. "I dess we'd
better do home, Bulver," sald Slssy, secing
the uncertalnty in her brothur's frce.

“Yos, It's mos' dinner time”™ suld Bul-
ger, not wishing Bilssy to know thut hs
was getting & bit afrald of the lone'y
woonda

And g0 they started out to go home, but,
having forgotten just which way they had
come, they went in the wrong direction,
And so they walked and walked, growing
80 Ured at st that Bulger sald they
would have to sit down and reat a hit

And all the while they had been walking
both Bulger and Slssy had been afrald, but
nelther owned it to the othar,

While they sat on the mossy bank of &
little brodkiet, Blesy feil asleep, her head
In Bulger's lap. Then Bulger's blus syes
Erew heavy, and he, too, fell Into slumber,
forgetting where he was and thag there
might be beara In the woods.

And there ¥ no knowlng how long the
two litile Browns might have slept in the
woods or whether or not they might have
Come have been forever lost,
or whether at night the birds might have
folt plty for them and ecovared them with
leaves, but sbout half an hour after they
had fullen thelr own dear mother
found them, lifting Slssy In her arma
and oalling gently ta Bulger to wake, she
Kissad ench and sald: “Thank God, I
found my dear [itle babes safe in the
wioods.” And Bulger and Bissy were thank-
fal to be found, and promised nevaer

to harm, or

aulanp
and

Lo,

to g0 wway fram LWome again without thelr
manme & sonsent.

AT LAST THEY BAT DOWN TO REST,

X




