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number of votes have been recelved for the next King and Queen of

Rusy Bees,

that is one for the Queen and one for the King.

Zach Busy Bee ls entitled to send In two voltes In all,

The editor wishes

that the little writera would send in their votes as soon as possible
for there {» only one week more In which to vote.

Not as many stories were gent in this woeek as usual,

Probably the Busy

Bees are spending the holidays, reading thelr new books, which they recelved

for Christmas and the vounger ones playing with

thelr dolls and toys, while

geveral have written that they were spending the holldays with cousins or other
relatives. Next week school begins and the editor hopes that all the Busy Bees

have had a good time durlng the holldays and that

they will send In some

stories about these good times for the other Busy Beea to read.

Prizes were awarded this week to Rena N, Mead of Blalr on the Blue side

and to Mary Olivesky of Bouth Omaha glso on the

Blue gside. Honorable

montion was given to Bessle Jacks=on of Omaha on the Red side.

Any of the Busy Bees may send cards to any one whose name Is on the
Posteard Exchange, which now Includes:

Jean Use long, Alnsworth, Neb.
Irens McCoy, Barnston, Neb.
Lilllan Marwin, Heaver City, Neb.
Mabel Witt, Bennington, Neb.
Agties Dalimke, Pennson, Neb.
Veara Chensy, Creighton, Neb.

Louls Maly, David City, Neb,

Rhea Freidell, Dorchoster, Naob.

lEunm Bode, Fails Clty, Nol

Eihel Ferd, Fremont, Neb,

l{ar-uariu Bartholomew, Gothenburg,
eh,

Jessle Crawford, 405 West Charles streat,
Grand Istand, Neb.

Lydis Rolh, 86 West Koanlg atreot, Grand
Isiand, Neb.

Eila Voan, 07 Weat Charies strest, Grand
sl nd, Ng.

Paullne Schulte, 412 Weat Fourth street,
Grand lsland, Neb,

Murtha Murphy, 023 Fast Ninth street,

Grand Island, Neb,
Irene Costello, 115 West BEighth street,
CGrand Island, Neb.

Alice Temple, Lexington, Neb,

Ruth Tetmple, Lexington, Neb,

Edythe Kreity, Lexington, Neb,

Anna Nellson, Lexington, Neb.
Nllb&rlnn Hamliton, L wstreet, Lincoln,

el.
Alles Grassmeyer, 164 C street, Lincoln,

eb,

Elsie Hamilton, 2029 L street, Lincoln, Nebh,
Irene Lisher, 3000 L strest, Lincoin, Neb,
Hughie Disher, X80 L street, Lincoln, Neb
Loutse Stiles, Lyons, Neb.

Estelle McDonald, Lyons, Neb,

Milton Selzer, Nebraska City, Neb.
Harry Crawford, Nebraska City, Neb,
Harvey Crawford, Neuraska City, Neb
Lucile Hazen, Norfolk, Neb.

Letha Larkin. South S8ixth street, Nor-

folk, Nab.
Emma M: =guardt, Fifth street and Madi-
Jorfolk, Neb.

sOn AvVenue,

Mildred ¥. Jones, North Loup, Neb.

Hugh Rutt, Leshara, Neb
Hester E. Rutt, Leahara, Neb,
Liltlan Wirt, 4168 Casp street, Omaha

Mayer Cohn, M8 Georgin avenue, Omaha,
Ada Morris, 334 Frankiin street, Omaha,
Myrtle Jenwen, 2909 Izard street, Omaha,
Gall Howard, (722 Capitol avenue, Omaha.
Helen Heuck, 105 Lothrop street, Omaha,
Mary Brown, 22 Boulevard, Omaha,
Leonorn Denison, The Alblon, Tenth and
Pacific streets, Omaha.

Mliidred Jensen, TV Leavenworth street,

Omala,

Mubel Bhelfait, 44 North Twenly-fifth
Btreet, Omaha,

Wilma Howard, 4733 Capitol avenus
COvmahin

Huids Lundburg, Fremont, Neb,
Emerson uJoodrich, #W Nicholus streel,
Omahia.

Healen Goodrich, 4410 Nicholas streel,
Omaha.

Maurice Johnson, 18T Locust strest,
Umalie

Hilah Fisher, 1210 South Nieventh streel
Umaha.

Louls Raabs, 8% North Ninetsenth ave-

nue, Omaha.

Emma Carruthers, 1111 North Twenty-fifth
street, Omaha.

Walter Johnson, 2408 North Twentieth
mireet, Omahis.

Legn Carson, 184 North Fortieth streel,
Omaha,

Emlille Brown, 22 Boulevard, Omnha,

Eva Hendee, #E Dodge sirest, Omaha

Juanita lnnes, 769 Fart sireet. Omahm,

Gonevieve M, Jounes, North Loup, Nebs

Madge 1. Daniels, Ord, Neb,

Agnes Richmond, Orleans, Neb,

Zola Beddeo, Orleans, Neb,

Marie Fleming, Osceola, Neb,

Lotta Woods, Pawnee City, Neab,

Earl Perkins, Heddington, Neb.

Emma Koatal, 1618 O street. Southr Omaha

Ethel Enis, Stanton, Neb,

Edna Enls, Stanton, Neb,

Ina Carney, Button, Clay county, Nebh

Cl Miller, Utica, Neb,

Mas Grunke, West Polnt, Nab.

Elale Stastny, Wilher, Neb.

Alta Willken, Waco, Neb,

Mary Fredrick, York, Neb.

Faullne Parks, York, Neb,

Edna Behlirg, York, Neb.

‘arrie B, Bartlett. Fontanelle, In

Irens Reynoids, Little Bloux., I

Fthel Mulholland, Hox 71, Malvern,

Eleunor Mellor, Malvern, Ia.

Knuthryna Mellor, Malvern, Ian

Mildred Robertson, Munilla, Is

Ruth Robertson. Manilla, Is.

Edith Amend, Sheridan, Wyo,

Henry L. Workinger, care Sterling Roms

edy company, Attlea, Ind
l?‘.red helley, 20 Troup street, Xansas

City, Kan.

The Origin of the Snow Fairies

By Willlam Wallace, Jr. -

OYH and girls, you bhave heard
of the BEiow Foiries; bat per-
B haps none of you know of thelr
origin, But why should 1 say
“perhaps,” for I am very posis
tive the ntory of the Snow
Fairles' origin has never been told, And
that & why | am golng to tel) {t now, thut
you may hear something strictly new,

In the wvery, very long, long ago there
dwelt In the Alps a family conslsting of
the parents and two children, a little boy
and a little girl, They were very happy
togeihwr till one day the father. golng out
on the ey mountain side, slipped and fell
into a deep gorge that was flled with
snow, Of course, he was Instantly killed,
and the good wife, endeavoring 1o reach
Lim, hoping that she might find him still
allve, lost her footing In the snow and lce
nand was precipitated to the Lottom, dying
boside the siready ccld body of her huse
band.

Now, can anything be sadder than the
fate of those dear littie children, Dado, the
hoy, nged 9 and Pinto, the girl, aged 77
There they woere, away up in the mouns
tning, walled In by sanow and jee, and sur-
roundod by as wild a country as over mors
14l man heard of. There they were, alone
both parenta 1ying dead In that great*cun-
von down the mountain side. And Jurks
Ing abotit In the mountain forests weoro
wild begstn Whose roars, growls and howls
mude the mnight something ta be fearesd
by these Mille orphans. When father and
mather wera with tham they fearsd noth-
tog. But now that they were alone, and o
helpless, their henrts  were very, very
henvy, and fear stalked about with them
st overy step.

All day long the liitle
called for the mother she knew
not coma te her, and all day long
Dado =ar with downeast eyes, his heart
too sad to allow of speceh. Then as the
night came down the lilttle oncs cropt closs
logether In & corner of the great fireplace.
where the huge logs placed there the day
before by thelr father =11 burned brightly
and gave (ut lght and warmth,

“I am 8o hungry."”
thinking of food for the
day. T Aam xs hungry
apioe round and round.”

“You must eat someihing, sister.' mald
Dado, rising and golog to the cupboard
to find some food for his sister. But only
a bit of dry breand was thers, and Dado
remembered that that very day was to
have been his mother's baking day, and
that his father hoad gone out hunting for
ment when he met with the Caial
dunt.

He gave Pinto

and
vould
Iitle

Pinto wopt

Pinto
timo that
my head

whispered
first
that
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the bread, but her sorrow
choked heor il she could mot swallow
food, and she put the bread on the table,
declaring her hunger had vanlshed “It's
mother and father I wunt—not food,” she
whispered, heart brokenly, burying her
farce in her apron

At that moment the door opencll ever so
pently, then elossd agnin, But durilng the
moment's Interval

between oponing and

shutting a white-robed figure had entered
the room. Dado, who was looking Intently
Inte the fire, wondering what he mhbuld
do on the morrow for food and fuel for
his sistor and himself, did not hear the
allght nolke made by the opening and olow-
Ing of the masaive wooden door, nor the
gentle footfall of the intruder. Hut ﬂnto.
her little oars sagerly lstening for any-
thing that might happen—and hoping
pgainst hope that all this calnmity which
hid befallen Ler home might prove to be
a dream—caught the sounds, and sghe
looked up from the folds of her apron,
Then sho quickly touched the hand of
hor brother and polnted toward the new-
comer, directing Dado’s eyos thither, "See,"
she whispered: "It must be a falry.”

“Yen, my Ittle ones, I'm & falry and I
came Lo earth to see what I might do for
yoi. But how cold it has grown! Ugh,
1 ¢cannot endure the snow, and It W falling
very rapldly outside.'

“Bnowing?"' assked Dado,
ing cloge to the fairy.

“Yea, my lttle one, it in snowing heavily,
and I, being a cloud falry and always keop-
Ing closa to the warmer gones, canaot
breast this storm. And here ! am, as help-
loss e & human being. But while 1 cannot
myscld nor my climatie tempara-
have the power to change others.

lttle wand and make or
And I came here to help
Now, while 1 warm
ma by your cheerfui fire, tell me your
deareat wish and [ shall grant §t.'*

The falry aat down besalda the fire and
DPado and Pinto drew close beslde her.
They told of the sud desth of their parents,
the parilculares of which the falry did not
know,

Then they discussod many things, one of

rising and go-

change
ment, 1
1 can wave iy
mar fortunes,

you, my Httle ones

them belng the westher, und the falry
enid with feeling: "Do you Know, my
Hitle ones. that the fairles would come to

Wie mountain folk oftener If we could
brave bad wosther? Bul we feel the
feo and snow keenly and have to remaln
where the temperature s more congonial
But there aye so many little folk In need
of the falry's ald In the lee-boand moun-
tains that It seems a plty there are no
Lt can the slementa apnd
siay near to those who need them. Ah, If
anly we had some hardy fulvles among us
~[alries who luoved the ifce and snow!'
Hercupon the good little falry sighed and
sirelclied out her hands to the fire.

For a few minutos not & word was sald,
and Dado, who had beon intently thinking,
spoke Good fairy, you ehange
my sister and me into fairles—snow falrics?
If you can we will remaln here In the
mountaine and be of halp Lo the poor ehll-
dren who need falries’ help,”

boy!" exclaimad the
falry. "I shall try to perform the miracle
you wsugsest. But"—and she tumed to
Finto, who was listening eagerly to all
that was belng sald—"perhaps the little
mald does not wish o be » falry."”

“Yea, ¥es, 1 wish 10 be & falry, & snow

the

fairien braye

asnnot

“"Hrave, noble ltile
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New Animal Analogues

By the Aumibor of “HMow to Tell the Birds from the Flowers,” Prof. Robert Willlams Wood, Johns HMopkine University

ThePans

y. The Chim-pansy.

Observe how Nalures necromancies
Have clearly painted on the Pansies
These almosl human counte-nances,
In yellow, blue and black nu-ances.
The face,however, seems 1o me

To be thal of the Chimpanzee,

A facl which makes the sentle Pansy
Appeal nolonger fo my fancy.

Copyright, N, by Paml Eldes and Campeny.

RULES FOR YOUNG WRITERS

1. Write piainly on one aide of the
paper omnly and number the pagos.
2. Use pen and ink, not pencll
8. Bhort and pointed artioles will
be given preferemcs. Do not use over

250 words.

4. Original shories eor letters omnly
will be used.

5. Write your mame, age and ad-
dress At e top of the first page.
First and second prises of books
will be givem for Lhe best two con-
tribatione page esach week.
Address all

o
communiostions to

CHEILDREN'S DEFARTMENT,
Omahs Bee.

(First Prize.)

Jennie’s First Medal

By Rena N. Moad, Aged 12 Yeurs, Bluir,
Nob. Blue.

"I don't meo why 1 can't have & new
dress, too.” So spoke Evalyne Smith to
her mother ono day. It was Baturday and
they were to have & program st school tha
next Friday, Mrs, Smith wuas poor and
had to work hard for s living.

Jennle Hood thought she'd like a now
dress, too, but she would not worry her
mother with It because she had all she
could do,

There was a medal to be awarded for the
best recltation and Evalyne seemed to think
that the prettest one won the medal be-
cause she teasod her mother and pouted
till she got her a new dress,

Marle wes to have & new pink sllk dress
to speak in, Her folks were rich and most
of the girls looked up to her. Thix and her
new dress were certaln to win the medal,
#0 she didn't study her recltation wvery
waoll. Bealdes there was plenty of thne
8he had nearly a wesk.

Jennie wanted & new dress, too, but her
mother pressed her old one and It looked
all right, The problem of dress over she
began studying her plece,

Friday aftermoon came at last and the
girls all had on new dresses but Jennle
But she 414 not seem to mind, The pro-
Eram began with such a lot of vislters
present. Marle came first. Bhe started out
fine, but oh! what was that next word?
Hhe could not remember and was com-
pelled to take her place without finlshing.

falry, as brother says. I would not be
anything else—Iif brother ls one' Pinto de-
clared anthusinstically,

The good falry smiled and ralned her tiny
wand. Passing it slowly over the heads of
the little orphans, she murmured some
strange words; then, with & quick turn of
the wand, she cried: “Change, lad and
mald, from human to superhuman, from
oy and girl to snow falries.'

A mudden darkness fell iIn the room, and
when sgaln the light of the fire defined the
objects there Dado and Pinto had disap-
poared and in thelr places were two beau-
tiful anow fairics, ‘Wwith happiness before
them. “Al, now we shall oarry you, dear
Cloud Falry, to your own warm clime,"
sald the snow falry who had been Dado,
speaking to the little falry whose charm
had worked so marvelous a miracle. “"Yes,
we will protect you from the snow-—which
we love—and see that you reach your own
dominion soon' declared the snow falry
who had been ilttle Pinto a fow minutes
before.

And away flew the three falrics, bappy
as could be

almost fin-

Next came Evalyvne. S8he had
Ished when she forgot, too,

Last of all came Jeante. The girls had
gneered at her and suld the professor
would never glve her the medal. But she
spoke her plece elearly and loudly with
suahh an emphasis that all the crowd
vheered her.

The profesasor held the medal up, saying
distinetly: "“Thin medal is awarded Lo Misa
Jennle Hood for the best recitation this
afternoon.”

Not muany llked it bacauss of Jealousy.
Jennle waa always proud of her first
moedal. But mother told her that it was not
the purse and the fine clothes we wear
that win the moedale of Ufe, but what we
make of oursslves during the golden op-
portunity of youth.

(Becond Prize)

Kindness

By Mary Olivesky, Aged *" Vaaras, Thirty-
Bixth and U7 Stre ts, 8 uth Omaha, Blus.
Tha other day Gertrude boughit 3 book

with the money her sunt had given her

for n birthday present and was hurrying
home to read I, when she passed a blind
beggar woman, “Please help the blind™
eried the woman, Gortrude folt sorry, but
as her last cent was spent she had noth-

Ing to give the woman. Just then a lady

and & little girl went by. They were rlohly

dressed, and as they pussed Lhe beggar,
the girl threw some eents to her, The
money fall on the sldewnlk and rolled

awany. but the gmirl did not stop to plck It
up. The heggar hesprd the sound of
money as It fell, but could not help herself,
nor @id she need to for Gertrude ran for-

the

ward, and In a minute was on her knoes
searching for the money, This took some
time, but at Jast Gertrude found It all,
and handed 1t 1o the begiar. “May
our good God Dbless you, my child,
and kvep yaur slght."” mald the
woman. ), thank you,” replled Geor-
trude, “that was no trouble. 1 am glad

thiat T could help yvouw” and she started for
hier home aganin feeling ns happy as could
be. Now, of the two, which do you Ihink
was more kind, the glrl that gave the
money or the one that pleked it up. I think
the girl that picked It up s more kind
Don't you?
—

(Honorable Mention.)

Violet's Lesson

By Bessle Jacksom, Aged 11 Years, BS
South Twenly-third streel, Omaha. Red
There weor two girls named Vielet and

Dilsy Graliam, Violet, the eldest, was very

Relfish, but Daisy was kind and sweet-

temipered,

At the next door lived a womun with a

Mitle glrl whose name wes Lilllan Phelps
They were very poor and could not aftord
{0 dresgs a8 well as the Grahama, One day
Violet Graham walking when ahle
met poar girl, Lillan Phelps,
Violet rimned hy. bur Lillian
plearantly said, "Good aflernoon.” and re-
celving o answer she felt very mueh of-

Wak 0w
Hitle

her

the

fended and walked home.

The next day Violet Grabam was wick
and the doctor bad to be called Lillian
Phelps felt sorry for her, though slie had
offended her the other day. Bhe brought
her gome flowers which ats had ploked

from her Ilitle garden and spoke s wihing
Wordi to her. Vielet felt ashamed of her
conduct and erled out;: "0, LUllan, won't
you please forgive me, I am wshamed of
myself. 1 will try W be better, oh, pleass
40." “Or course 1 will, gow, don't ory
you will bave a headache.™ Eotering a 1it-
Lo lster Daisy Graham found her sister's

—— Tt

head on Lilllan Phelp's shoulder, no longer
sobbing, but laying lovingly on it.

This way Violet Graham was cured by
another girl's unselfigshness.

A Remarkable Dog -
By D.rfothsy Birkbaeuser, Aged 1% Years,
heridan, Wyo. Blue.

A little girl was playing by the ses. Her
nams was Kate and she was the daughter
of uw senman. She was tossing sticks Into
the sea, and am she bent to pick up a stlek
she lost her balance, foll and was carried
AWAY by an angry wave. The shrieka of
the child brought the mother to the door,
only to see her chlld tossed about by the
waves. Bhe started down the shore to find
some men, but found them coming In haste
to the spot. All eyes wera bent seaward,
but none dared to attempt to rescue her,
As they stralned thelr eyes to the dark
Bpeck on the waves another appeared. The
npecks grew larger and they found it was
tha brave dog bringing the ¢hlld to them.
Could they llve until they reached shore,
As they knelt In silent prayer the dog
brought the strangling, half lfelees child
and laid It at the mother's feet

Trixie’s Lesson

By Pearl Bmith, Aged 10 Years,
L‘Toﬂk' Nab.

Trixie s a very pretty little dog and
she Is our only pet. At night she goes to
her bed about § o'clock and walls to be
covered up. 8he sleeps with her head upon
the plllow llke some little child would and
she loves all of us, We feed her on warm
meat, for she won't eat anything else.
When we st down to eat our = r

Fort
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How Little Bessie’

By Mand Walker.

s Wish Came True

Ef8IE and Bills wore awfully
lonely. Thelr moamma had
gone from home the day before
and jeft them in ehurge of
aged aunt. And this aged aunt
=by name Aunt Martha—would

not allow Bemsle and Elllle (0 muke any

L VoY

noise whila st play, for salie sald “clhilldren's
noises, onts fighting and dogs barking
drove her clean distracted.” Ho, you will
readlly understand that Bessje and Billle

could not enjoy thelr play very much while
thelr mamma was absent.

"We can play In the attle,” whlspered
Beasla to Bllille an they st very quletly
in the sitting room after breakfast. Aunt

Marthas was sitting thers aleo, darniug a
very long and very heivy wooalen slocking,
“If we want to play ghost or falry up there
Aunt Martha ean't hear us.”™

“What are you whispering about?™" asked
Aunlt Martha, turning her sharp ayea to
ward the corner wheie hor d-year-old nleco
and S-yenr-old nophew sat like tortured il
tle mice, fearing to move lest Lthe old cat
might gobble them up. “Whiat are you
whispering about? Can’t you spenk aloud?
Nobady Is guing to eut you! Come, whao
wie doing the whispering? 1 dislike to hear

whispers; they tickle my ears llke n
feather wiggling about In them, One only
hears sounds and ¢an't make out the

words."

"I whispered to brother that we might
play in the attle,” confesscd Bessle, “We
won't bother you, Aunl Martha, It we're
up thore."

“But it's as cold as the north pole up
there, child,” maid Aunt Martha. How-
ever, & sinlle of agreeablencsas played about
the sharp cornets of her mouth ua she sald
this, for the truth !s she thought It
good idea for “the vexutious youngsters'
to play somewhere a long wiy {rom her.
Bhe had not been a ohild for sixty vears
and had forgotten all about their necds
and desires. “But, If you want to pliy
there for half an hour, why, go up and do
80, But mind, no tumbling down on the
floor, or shricking. or lnughing too loudly,

“I'd like to stay till mamma
home," whispered Billle to Heanle, ns they
crept along the hall towards the stalr, And
up the steps they went ifke little culprits,
fearing lest thelr tny feet might make
& nolse to disturbd the aged aunt below
stalrs, who was communing thus to her
stocking: “'Chlldren are s dreadful bolher.
I am thankful 1 don't have to put up with
‘em very much longer. Thelr molher ought
to be home sometime tomorrow, And she,
gllly woman, thinka those two nolsy, bad-
mannered little brats are angels. It they
ran and scream like wild Indians,
laugh and sayvs: 'Bless my bables! Just
s¢e how happy they are.' Bables! Ugh,
#lx and elght! Ought to be put at books
and work every hour of the day. They fool

cComes

slie

away valuable time playing with toys and
rending roollsh falry tales, So few paople
know how Lo ralse chllddren, Hard aa Ut
would be, I'd like to take those two chile
dren In hand and show thelr paronta what
might be made of them. "

Moeanwhile Hesstle and Hillle had remched
the attie, closed tho door to kesp inside
all thelr nolss and opencd thelr moutha
nnd eried: "Goody, goody! It's so nioces to
Bot away from Aunt Martha."

“What shall we play?™' aaked Billla
“8hall we play ghoat?'

“Ugh, nol It's ton scarey, Brother, Tha
mitle te so dark and I'd get »0 frightensd.
I'd hide and cry. Lét's play Falry."

“All right, Blster, let's play Falry, Who'll
be the fulfy=you or 17"

“You be the falry, Brother, and play ‘at
I'm a little gitl what's lost In the big
farest, and, and 'at I'm erying for my
mamma,'

AL rlght sald Blille, “I'll play tha® I'm
fih tree and when you come along under

I ook down and see you crylng. And
UH ask you, '"What's the matter littls
EiED And you must say: ‘Oh, I'm lost In
|\.'||" forest andt can't tind my mamma.
And Lhe

boars are about. and a big snake
I under the boulder, and 1 don't know
where to go. Oh, please, good Fairy, help
me'"*
“Oh, that will be such fun,'” arled Beaals,
clapping her hunds, “And now lst's begin.'
Besnle walked aling  beslde the box,

tropped down up n the floor, and began her
pretonse of crying. “An, little girl, what
Is the matter?" asked Billle, “Can I do

anyilhing for you?

“Yus, good Fairy, I'm lost In the forest
and & big bear wants to ent me, and a
blg snake wants to bite my big tos. And I
can’t find my mamma. Will you help ms,
good Falry.”

“Yee, muke your wish, and I shall grant
1LY replied Billle.

“Well, good falry, I want my dear
mamma,”  replied Bessle, and her volca
trembied & bit as she sald this, for she
voiced her dearest wish in very truth, as
well ns In play.

Bille waved his wand, saying: “Wave.
wand, for luck. Wave, wand, to help thoss

In distrews. Wave, wand, and keep tha
bear from eating her. Wave, wand, and
strangle the anake before it bites her big

toe. Wave, wand, and find her mother far
her, for thiat 1s her dearvest wish.”

“Ah, bloss my bables, what are you doing
In this cold atile?' And to the supreme
dellght of Bessie and Billie thelr mother
came Into the attle and had thom In her
arms, Klssing them and hugging them till
they could menrcely geot thelr breath. And
when at Inst they could speak, Bessle anld:
“Mamma, brother made the bLestest fairy
in the world. He brought you to me, my
dearest wiah,"

..;"

-

“AH, LITTLE GIRIL, WHAT IS THE MATTER!™

AV i

ASKED BILLIER

Trixie will stand and jump until she gets
her supper too, and when supper Is over,
Trixle rune and jumps upon the bed, for
papa always plays with her and she knowa
her frolie s coming every ovening. One
morning after papsa had gone to work, we
let her out of doors and she ran away or
vlse someone carried har Aaway. Anyway,
she was down to a little town about & half
mile away. Ehe was gone for two days and
then the grocery boy brought her home
Bhe had lost her collar and wis hungry
and didn't have any place to aleep. Now

Trixle stays at home and is a good Iittls
dog bocauss she hus learned there ls no
place llke home.

About My Little Kitten

By Ruth Hamilton, Aged 7 Yoars,
Davenport Street, Omaha, Neln

I have a lttle kitten named Merry Little
Snow Flake. But I call her Snow Fluke,
and one nlght when [ was out, what do you
think, the lttle kitten got in the ash pit
o get warm and she slept there all night.
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When my brother, Warren, enmo to shake
the furnace he shook It on the kitten.
Well, I will have to go on telllng  sbout

her, Well, | will tell you her name, age
and adfdress. Her nams (s Merry Littlo
fnow Flake und hor agoe is throe months,

When she was two months she caught a
mouss. When Anna says “scat” the kitten
runs downstalra again because sha s
nfrald of Anna, I guess she knows Anna Is
not very fond of kittens. This is & true
gtory and this day she is out of doora

Gleanings

from the Story Teller's Pack

Why it Was.

PARTY of northierners was tour-
ing Virginla some Years ago
and as the crowded train was
crawling through Btatford
county, near Fredericksburg,
an old and wlaened woman
basket blgger than herseif camo
into the wva-
cant place beslde ane of the men, After
a widle her seul mate declded that it could
do no harm to draw her out; & Htlla for
thoe benefit of the rest of the parly.

“This s very poor land thsat you have
around madam,” he began

“Mighty dhe wssinted, humbly.

“I never did see such worthless soll.”
“No, suh,” with an alr of deep dejection
“Don't you ever sow Any crops at allm™
he kept on.

The anclent dame 4ld not lift her head.
“Naw, suh, ahe drawled. '"This hyer
land around hyer was soyed "bout Lthree
foot duvp Yankees, "long 'hout forty
yoars agoe and we aln't been able 19 rulse
nary crap since ' —Harper's Weekly.

Willi A
abourd and odged diffidently

pora,*”

A Cuare for Heart Trouble.
nephew of the noted
man, and himsell & well known
says that he never wWas sorry
but once that he helped wrile a song.

When Bert Filiggibbon came to him with
the Iyric of a song culied "You Can't Stop
Your Heart from Heatlng'” young Christle
most enthusiusiioally set to work to put
munsie to i, but now he's sorry It hap-
pened thiz way, Christle occupled the ad-
jolring room o o newly marrvied ocouple
who wera very much in love,

The husband had learned Christie’'s song
and all duy long he sang It 1o his bhride. In
the morning before breakiast his accardion
platted tenorf wvolce warbled “You Can't
Btop Your Heart From Beating for the
Gl Tou Love' After lunch 1 was the

George Christle,
minstrel

COIN POsLT,

same and as a good night solo he ren-
dored It

The last straw was added to the camel's
back when the bride learned the song snd
the love-struck couple sang the mong in
barber shop harmony. This wias 100 much

for Chriatle and he left ths hotel, sorry
that he had ever written® the SONE
Passlng & nelghboring drug siare. an tdea

struck Wm and he entered and purchased
& bottle of carbolle ackd Wrapping It up
in & neat package he presented It through
the bell boy to the honeymooters with a
note that simply rad

“This will stop your heart from bealing,
Use it.."=-Rochester Herald,
p—

The Sting In the Tall,

Vu Koo, the brilliant young Chinese edl-
Columbla

tor of the Dally Epectator of
university, sald the other day of a crit-
lelmm:

“When 1 besan to read I thought the
article wnx lnudatory. 1 soeon discovered
my mistike, however. That artlole rocilied
to me & motor ride that 1 took with a
junlor lust month

“Phe junior's car wis not s remarkable
cne, and out in the country, after luncheon,
tha young man Was rather pleased when
4 farmer sald to hlm:

"l guess that thar
is & hundred horde-power,

“toh, no sald the Junlor, with a pleas-
ant smile. ‘O, no. my friend. It |8 only
a five horse-power A hundred horse-
power would he ever so much larger.'

el owa'n't Jedgin' by the slge, but by
the nolse. sald the farmer''—Piltsburg
Chronlcle Telegrupn.

——
NRulued by Swell Soclety.

Judge Hough of the United Binles ciroult
court was discussing st & legul dinper In
Neéew York a misapprehended law,

“This law 8 perhnps obscurely worded, st
Jeast from Wie popular polnt of view,” he

automoblls o
bt 2

yaurn

sald, “and that, perhaps, Is why it s 80
totally misapprehendad.

“The misapprehension of this law reminds
me of o gouthern millienalre, He came cast
for his wifo's sake and took a Pifth avenue
houss. Thers the lady plunged, as madly
an would let her, Intdo the social
amusementg of the season. Toward the sea-
pot’'s ¢nd ghe fell U1 and a physician, after
examining her, reported to her husband;

Well, Doo, what's the werdict? the
wouthern milllonalre Ingquired anxlously.

“Your wife, sir,’ the doctor answersd,
‘@ suffering, 1 regret to say, from func-
tional derangement.’

‘The milllonnire's eyes flled with tears.

* Dot he sald, T wld her ahe'd go under
if khe diAn't stop gadding about to all them
swell functions, And now, by gee, she's do-
ranged. Is ghe lHable to be viclent? "e=Neow
York Premas,

soclety

e —
Demoornis at & Disconnt,
Charles Allen, an Arkansas planter, who
enjoys the distinvtlon of being the only
white republican In his section of the
stato, has in his employ an aged negre
known is Uncle Heuben, whe *fit fur de
unlon endurin' de wah™

For soms time the old mas had besn
endeavoring to securs a pensiem from the
government for this service. A fow daye
ago, as Mr, Allen was riding by a fleld
where he was plowing, Uncle Reuben
halied him with the words:

“Marne, U'se done got my pension, an' §
wants to swear to It hefoh you.'

“tGlad to hear that, Uncle HReuben, bhug
you must do your swearing before a magis-

trate. 'Squire Mc('abe s the man for you
o aoe

“Now, marse, quit tryin' to fool ole
Reub, My Wle gal, who goes Lo school an’

kin rand writin', done read me frum dose
papuhs dat | mus’ sware (o dem befoh
4 nolorious republican, an' dem you i,
kase ever'one knows dat '‘Squire MoCabe
am & democrel'"—8t, Louls




