THE

NEW BUSY DEE In far away
not understund about the Red side and the Blue side.

writera join whichever side th
and readers of the page send

side and a queen for the Blue side.
The king and queen are elected for three months

otn recolve the most prizes,

relgn and at the end of that time new ones are alected
mopths of summer the Blue slde won the most
months of spring there was a tle, sach slde winning

prizes. ‘The present king of the Red =l
and the gqueen Is Frances Johnson of O
VEry even.

#0 many good stories were gont
which should recelve prizes
of Lincoln on the Blue and t

declde

Johneon
aldo.
the Red side

Honorable mention was given to Lenora Wendel of Auburn,

New York Clity writes that he does

The busy Bee
¢y wish and ali of the littie writers
in voles to elect a king for the Red
Then each side tries to seo which
During the three
prizes, Durlng the three
the same number of
de in Ronald Wycoff of Wilbur, Neb.,
maha. So far this fall, the contest is

in this week that It was diffienlt to

The prizes were nwarded to Helen
o0 Hazel Snow of Omaba ou the Blue
Nob, on

Some new names wers added to.the postal card exchange thia week,

Es-King Willlam Davis fo North Platte, Neb,,

saye that he has not recelved

vory many postal cards recently from the Busy Hees.

Any of the Busy fHees may send o

ards 1o anyone whoge name I8 on the

Posteard Exchange, which now Includes;

Peari barron, Monarvl;, Wyo. Juanita Innes, IT6H Fort stroeet. Omaha,
Jesi e Lonhg, Alnswortn, Neb, Jack Cond, 8718 Furtam streel, Omahn
Wepe MoCuy, Marnsion, seb. Litlian Wirl, 4188 Cans wtreet, Omaha,
Ldbilnn Merwin, Beaver Ly, Neb Moyer Cohn, S Georgin avenue, Omaha,
Mabel Voill, Benuiugien, Neb, Ada Morris, WM Franklin street, Omaha.
Asna Govsch, Benninglon, Neb, Myrtle Junsen, M990 Jzurd strect, Omaha,
Minnie Gowusch, Demmngion, Nob, Gall Moward, T8 Capltol avenue, Omahn,
Agnes Lumtike, Botisah, Neb. ) Halen Houck, 1638 Lothrop strest, Umaha
Mabiiv Geuanie, Bulinvoansi, Neb, (bOx 12), Emerson Goodrich, #0310 Nicholas Omaha,
Aus Mny, Cenlisl Gy, Nel Muaurice Johnson, 1087 Locust, 8, Omaha,
Veid Uhebey, Croightun, Nob. Loon Carson, 1124 North Fortleth, Omaha,
Jlouw tiann, Lavia Cily, iNeb. Gratchen Eastman, 188 South Thiriy-
Suieiw ¥redell, Lorcnesier, Neb. elghth #treet, Omahna.

Luuive bode, Fails Cily, HeD. Faullne Coad, 5718 Farnam street, Omaha,
kinel Rewd, ¥remont, "“_"f‘ Wima Howard, 4728 Capitol avenue, Otuaha.
Muie b ""’”"' Kremon', Neb, Hilah Fisher, 120 South Eleventh, Omaha.
Muiiun vapps, Uibagn, Neb, Mildred Jonsen, 2107 Leavenworth, Omulia.
Maiguorite Larinolvmew, Guthenburg, Neb, e 00 Seon SineTonolis streot, Omaha,

Liyaie Joth, o West Koen Ig streel, Gramd

Ininng, Neb.

Kia Voss, 47 West Charles strect, Grand
lwiand, Neb, )

Itetie Comello, 115 West Elghth astreet,
Grund Island, Neb.

Jesale Urawtord, 8 West Charles streel,

Grand Island, Neb,
Pauline Sonuite, 402
Urand Island, Neb.
Martha Murphy, 5 Hast
Grand Island, Nuo,
Hugh Hutt, Leshara, Neb,
Heater BE. Ruil, Leshara, Neb.
Allce Temple, Loxington, Neb.
Huth Templs, Lexington, Neb,
Annu Nelison, Lexington, Neb,
Edythe Krelin, xington, Nab,
Marjorie Templa, Lexinglon, Nob.
Alles Grassmeyor, 1646 C, 8¢, Lincoln, Neb,

Weut Fourth atreel,

NWinth street,

Murian Hamllion, 208 L, St, Lincoln, Nab,
Kisle Humilton, 208 L S, Lineoin, Neb,
Irene Disher, 2000 L stresl. Lincoin, Nab,

230 L. street, Lincoln, Neb,

Hughie Lisher,
W South Fifteenth wureet,

Chariotte Boggw,
Linooln, Neb.

Helen Johnson, 334 Bouth Seventeenth
street, Ldncoin, Neb,
Loulse Stiles, Lyons, Neb,

Eatella McDonald, Lyons, Neb.

Milton, Selzer, Nebrasks Clty, Neb

Hurry Crawford, Nebraska City, Neb

Harvey Crawford, Nebrusks City, Neb,

Lucile Hazgen, Norfolk, Nab

Helen Reynolds, Norfolk, Neb.

Loths Larkin, Bo, Sixth 8t, Norfolk, Neb

Emma Marquardt, FIfth street and Madl-
son avenue, Norfolk. Nab.

Gonevieve M., Jones, North Loup, Neb,

Orrin Fisher, 1210 8 Eleventh 8t., Omaha.
Mildred Erickson, 210 Howard St., Omaha,
Osour Eriokson, Uit Howard 8t, Omaha.

Loulse Rashe, 268 North Ninetesnth ave-
nue, Omaha,

Mabel Shelfell, 4 North ‘Twenty-tion
street, Umaha,

Walter Johpwon, 2406 North Twentleth
ftreget, Umaha.

Emma Carruthers, 8211 North Twenty-fifth
sireat, Umuhas.

Loonora Deniwon, The Alblon, Tenth and
Paalfic streels, Omaha.

Mae Hummond, O'Nelll, Neb,

Madge L. Danlels, Ord, Neb.,

Zoln Beddeo, Orleans, Neb,

Agnss Richmond, Orleans, Neb

Marie Floming, Usceoln, Neb.

Lotta Wouds, Pawnoe City., Neb,
Eurl Perkins, Reddington, Neb.
Edna Enis, Btanion, Neb,

Lena Peterson, &l Locust St
Ina Cartiey, Sutton, Clay county,
Clurs Miller, CUuca, Nab,
Mildred ¥ Jones, North Loup. Neb,
Al Wilken, Waco, Neb,

Lao Beckord, Wago, Neb,
Mae Grunke, West Point, Neb,
KEinle Stastny, Wilber, Neb.
Frederick Ware, Winslde, Neb,
Paullne Parks, York, Nebh,
Edna Hehling, York, Neb.
Mary Frederick, York, Naob.

Carrle B. Bartlett, Fontanells,
lrene Reynolds, Little Sloux, la.
Eithel Mulholland, Box 7, Malvern, Ia.
Eleanor Mellor, Malvern, Ia.

Kathryne Maollor, Malvern

Ruth bertaon, Manilla, fa,

Midred Robertson, Maniila, la.

Margarst B, Witherow, Thurman, la.
Bertha McEvoy, B F. D, 3, Box 2, Mis-
sourt Valley, la.

Adiena Sorry, Mobarch, Wyo. Box B
Fred Sorry, Monarch, Wyo.

John Barron, Monarch, Wyo,

Bdith Amend, Sheridan, Wyo.

Pauline Hquira, Grand, Oki.

E., Omaha,
Nebraska,

Ta

Frances Johnson, 533 North Twenty-fifth Fred Bhelley, 2 Troup street, Kansaa
avenue, Omaha Clty, Kan.
Marguerite Jnhmun #83 North Twenty- Henry L. “urdin‘tr l‘ll’t Bterling Remedy
fifth mvonue, Omaha. company, Attlos,
Emile Brown, 2323 Boulevard, Omaha. -~ Aledn Hennett, Mﬁl“ Nab,
Heolen Goodrieh, 4010 Nicholas St., Omah William Davis, West Third street,
Mary Brown, 2 Roulevard, aha. North Plaits, Neb.
Eva Hendeo, 402 Dodge street, Omaha,
p———
] . . .
Joe's Thanksgiving Surprise
DY WILLIAM WALLACE, JR the room and Ita vocupants, The apart-

O hsd just s0ld his last papsr
and was hurrying homs through
the stinging cold with the
pleasant anticipation of n wWarm
firesdde, A good supper and
the welcoming smile of hia

fond mother. He had sold so many more

papers that morning than ususl, and as

s rough Httla hand Jingled the dimes in

his pocket his face beamed with a de-

Hghted amiile as certaln pluns formed them-

selves In his mlnd. |

Joe's mothor was making great prepars-
tlans for thelr Thanksgiving dinner, an
event which would take place in two days,
midd Joo had planned o Httle surprise for
her. Ha ktiew that the turkey—a fine, fat
fellow —wis plucked and dressed for the
ronsting. He know Lthat all the toothsome
seoompaniments  to cvomplete & turksy
fluner were supplled, and In the kitehen
rupboard. He knew thers was plenty of
ronl in the cellar and that the house wouid
b vcory and full of good cheer He knew
Ihat his mother hisd her best dress—u LIAOK
il that had done such splendid service
fur so0 many yesrs—brightened up by a hit

ef white lace ut throat and wists, He
knew his Httle sisters and brother were
provided with good, warm shoezs and

ciuthes for ths winter and that the family
waore falrly well off In the matter of simple
home comforts. But one thing he remen-
bered having heard his mother say on the
previcus Thanksgiving day, "Oh. that we
might afford a pretly boguet for the din-
ner table Hut 1 cannotl buy flowers, so
wo shall have to do without them, Maybe
we can gel some for next Thanksgiving
day .

And hers was “next Thanksgiving day"
already. and everything save the flowers
had been provided for the table. And that
was the resason Joe swmlled and planned,
sud planned sad smlled, He tntended
purchasing & fine boguet with which 1o
mdorn the table on the feslive occasion,
And beslde the flowers Jos meanit to got a
fine baskot of frult. Would sot his mother
ba plenssd when he should walk into the
snug dining room carrying & tissus paper
paronl (containing hothouse flowers) and a
basket of fragrant Crult,

Just as Joa waa thus meditating he
heard & volce calling to him from the win-
dow of an old house nearby. Looking
round he saw & woman leaning from
pecond-story window, beckonlng to Wm.
“Have you & paper for me tonight, littie
boy

"You'm."” replisd Jue, holdlng up the only
paper he had left

“WHl you plense Letng It up to mer™
came Lthe reguest frem the woman,

Hhe usually came to the door of an even-
Ing and bought & paper from Jos as he
passed on his rounds down the street. But
Joa was most obliging, and went to the
halldoor, pushed it open and rean up the
rlokety stalrs. He entered a dingy room,
In response 1o the wolnas's “Come in '
The woman was fixing & window shade
which had fallen, but stopped her work te

ment wias poorly furnished and cold, the
meager flre In the cooking stove belng
Rlmost burnt out Beside the dylug flre
sAt an old woman wrapped In & threandbare
shawl, sewing on some bit of cloth in
the middle of the room two littls glris
played on the floor with paper dolis. They
slopped their piny as Joe entored and
looked at him gquestioningly. After a few
moments the woman returned and handed
Jue the penny he was walting for. As he
pocketed the culn he wsald, by way of
balng Criendly: "1 reckon you are
making blg preparstions for Thanks-
Eiving day. We are at our house. We've
BEot & big turkey.”

“No,” replled the woman, with & faint
smile. “Our Thanksglving will bo passod
as all our days mre passed; but we'll ba
thankful that we are all together—mother,
my two little ones and 1"

Joe stood Irresolute for & moment: then
whirled about and sald ‘“‘Good nighe and
was down the stalrs and off toward his
own home. But so busy was he thinking
thut hes did not whistie ar he ran along
Anothér plan was now forming In hiw
mind, and It Kept hils thoughts Wil svening,
even after he had clawled Into his warm
Hitle bed baside hia chubby brothar Jimmy.

The next svening after achool Joe was
mgain busdly selling papers, and as =oon as
he had dispored of the pack he ran to &

Franch market and bought a dressed
ehicken, some polatous, a pint of oran-
berrius, some frult and nuts. It took nearly

all the money he had, but he was giad to
be abie 1o buy so many good (hings (o eat
When all were put Into a basket tha sules
mun aaked where he should soud the pro-
vigions. Joe gave the pumber of the house
where the woman who had called to him
from the second-story window lUved, "And
take the basket to the front room on the
second landing, and ask for Mrs, Baker.”
Joe hid learned the woman's names in same
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Kindness the Boss Who Wins

OBBY and Jack were playing one day
That the new-fallen snOW WRS Dew-
Bo they hitched old Rover up to thelr sled

To haul it back to the old wood-shed.

Then Bobby ralsed his whip with a erack
And brought it down across Rover's back.

But Rover, stinging beneath the blow,
Stood perfectly still, refusing to go,

“I'll make him go!" young Bobby ecried,

“If 1 have to murk his stubborn hide! "
And agaln the rod was ralsed on high.
But of & sudden he heard Papa cry;

“Btop, stop, my son!

Spenk to him gently, and pat his head,

Then you'll see how well he will draw the sled.”

Do you not know
How to get old Rover to huul the snow?

mown hay:

This Bobby

did, and away they sped

With the sled of snow, and Papa sald:

“T want you, my sons, to bear In mind

That the boss who wins is always kind.”

RULES FOR YOUNG WRITERS

1. m-ﬂmrnnudhalm
paper only aud namber the pages.
9. Use pen and ink, not pencil

8, Short and artdoles will
be given prefersmnce. De not use over
280 words.

(Firat Prize)

The Frolics of Winter

By Helen Johnson, Aged 4 Years,
Bouth Seventeenth Street, Ligeoin,
Neob. Blue Side,

The siky, which s always so pleasant to
Jook at with its dalnty tints of color, was
disagresable and dark looking for the
work of winter had begun.

The trea branches weoere brown and bare,
and they looked as If they wera holding
out thelr arms to  recelve their best
best friet™y, the birds wnd spring.

The soft downy flakes of snow wore
fast covering ths ground, trees and dead
flowers Although winter s gloomy, It
makes beautiful scensry. The trees were
covered with snhow, and whenever 1hs
wind blew it sent & shower of anow down
upon the laughing equirreis, who had
gotten ahead of winter, and had a fine
supply of nuis, Clear aoross the hills In
the far distance, nothing ocould bo wseen
but winter's blanket Littls mounds of
gnow formed a head-tombd for the grass
and dead flowers that had disd long ago.
pntll Miss Sprivg should step In wnd take
care of them

Al night, whes the moon rose high in
thé henvens, It samt a rvich glow over the
white ground, and the snow daxsied like
0 muny diamonds, .

Often wheén winter would chat with his
little helper, Jack Frost, he would say:
“1 think I can. get abead of autumn,” and
awny e wauld fly, over hills, valleys,
dales and meadows, to let them Kknow he
had come with his lce and cold

way, for she had betn a customer of hia
for many months.

Thon ot of the market Joe [lsw, slop-
ping at the florist’'s shop long enough Lo
buy one big red rose, for he had 10 centa
1oft for that, And there he lingered n few
minitss, walting till he ahould seé the
basket of Thanksgiving guodies delivered
at Mra. Buaker's doors, And he did not
have (o wait long, for presently a hoy
carrying the basket hurried to tha house
Jom was watcliing and disappeared up the
stuirway., And Joo, running to the opan
hall door henrd Mras. Baker's volcs saving:
“Yeo, | am Mrs. Boker.” And then he saw
the boy place the bpsket at the door and
tun down the stalrs

With a beating hoirt and the sense of
having made othars happy, Joe ran on to
Lis home to relats to hls prowd mother all
that he had done. Any you may be sure
that the abwence of flowers and frult from
the Thanksgiving tabls the next day was
not regretted, and Joo's mother guva thunks
not only for the good dinper, the happy
ittls ones about her, but for the kind,

gFenerous son who had shown to her by his
own acts of charity that he was
than gold'

“beller

iSegond Prize.)

The First Than.kag'iving

By Haxel ‘mu\\ Al‘-ui i1 Years, Omaha.
lue Side.
It was in l.!:r M:nr I, one year afler
the Pligrims landed In Amerion.

The crops had been very poor that year,
for they could not take proper care of
them on aecount of belng attacked by
Indiane.

The Fligrima were siarving and many
died, ns there was no food to be had,

But one day whean they thought they
would die of hunger a ship from England
vEme Into the harsbor, [eden with provies
lons, and they had u fesst, offering up
thanks to God for his goodness to them.

And ever sinos then our nation has kept
4 day of Thanksgiving to God for the
blessings bestowed upon un.

(Honorable Mentlon.)

Harry’'s Mistake

By Lenora Wandel, Aged 11 Years. Auburn,

Neb. Red Side.
"Harry,” said grandma, “do you think
yYou ean run to the corner and put this

letter in the letterbox for mae?"’

“Course I can,” replied Harry. “Mama
told me to help you all I could all the
time I was here' He straighiened up and
looked very Important.

“Well,” aald grandma,
Very great help, indeed, bocause, vou ses,
my rheumatism s so bad that It would
take me o long Ume (6 gat over thers, and
you're s0 spry that you can get over In
time for ths postman to take It up on his
Dext round."

“"that will bhe =

Harry felt very Important when he
started off. If it wasn't for him poor
grandma would have (0 take the letter

And that would make It too late. When he
reached thas corner he was pusgled Grand-
ma had not sald anyibing sbout two boxes,
bt here were 100, both red and both about
the same aize. Which was the right ona?
I'll put it ln the shinlest one he thought,
climbing up on & wooden box, whioh hap-
pened to by the curbing. Ha shut the liitle
door carefully afler he had put the letier
In and started off, Thare, he thought, L
can mull lettera for grandma and hold yarn
for her, and—but the list wos never fin-
fsher, for Just then & fire englne came
dashing up the street steaming and blow-
tng, with a orowd of men and boya fol-
lowing far bBehind, I wonder whers the fire
in, thought Harry, and 80 everyone seemsd
to wonder. Orandma and Aunt Priscllia
were on the back porch when he reached
haome, anxlously looking up and down the
street, ms were wll the nelghbors. The fire-
men were investigating and men and boye
were running up and down the strest look-
Ing everywhers for amoke. “Bome one has
been plaving a trick,” the chief englnoes
sald at last sternly. “'Do any of you
youngsters know anything about 1t to
ihe littie group of boys gathersd sbout the
engine, “becauss if you do you had bitler
Ipok put.” Harry thought the Breat man
looked very floree, Indeed. and hoped that
no one had played a trick. “What would
they do with any baoy that did that?" he
Asked. “Put him in Jall quick eacugh,'
answered some one. “Wring his neck for
hiny™ mnswered awother. Just then the
postman camie up and handed grandma tlio
letter. "I found 1t in the flre box.” ha
sald, “I knew It was yours for 1t savs lo
return thié to this oumber in five days,
I guess this s the csuse of sl the trouble,'*
looking Al the fire engine and Eroup of
Mien and boys. "“Yea, I think my lite boy
Waa responsibie for 11, sal! grandma. “Hae
wue !rylng to help ms and got the wrong
box.*

“Oh, grandma,” suid Harry, hiding his
face In her nkires, “Will they T Will theyt
he broke down in sobs.

"No. they won't do a
chief, who had come
1o the cottversation. “When it's B mistake
and you have done your best to o the
right thing and help poople, W don't
Sl nesdn’t feel bhadly It
Look up, young man'' HMarrs up
and wmilled hrough tonre 1'n
look it for the flre box ime,
he sald, and he dig

Edith's Dream,
Margaret Matthews
Callfornis Streot,

Edith was usurlly
war 4 hot day

thing.," mald thae
up and was Hslening

wnd yo
you ovaer
tooked
g LT

the next o

B Aged & Yonurn
Lhnanhe. Med Side
B Euod girl, but toda)
and BEdih's mother would
not et her play lvely Enmes Her mather
314 ehe could §o Lo the llbrary aud Bt
some book that she could read uud be
inferesied in, Ednbh got & Dook of fulss
inles. Hhe went out in the hiuminiock 1o
read. Soon she folt & pull st her golden
curie. A s volee sald Po you want to
{7 falryland with dear KEdith
looked up to #em who was speaking, =ue
AW & tiny fgure anbout two Inches tull
“Yea 1T will" she wald, “but how am 1 1o
B*L there, 1 am so large? "Why you
are Just as amall a8 I am™

“Bo I am” sald BAlth, “New come

=S

to Wk,

with

me"" sald the falry, She took hold of his
hand and they walked till st last they
cams to a llttle ¢ity made of flowers,
They went oh and Edlth saw tiny people
whiking up and down the streets. The
stdewaldn were made of American beauty
roses; even the housess and fencea “What
city Ia thin?" asked BAIth, *““nis s the
royal city in falryland,” answered the
falry “It l¢ ealled American beauty.'
"Oh" answered Tdith Hoers the falry
sopped. “Here Is the palnce.” he sald,
Do you want th go In?™ "0Oh, yes' Faith
replied; so they went in and wers golng
uphtnirs; finally they resched tha throna
room, Edith was speaking to Quoen Rose
when she woke up to find her mother eall-
Ing her to supper.

How Robert_“'ron a Medal

By Bimon Goldstein, Aged i4 Yearn,
Eldridge Bireet, New York City.
Rued Side.

The Bpringville academy gave a medal
at the end of esmch school term to the
soholar who during the past five months
has excesded all other students in kind-
nesa to dumb animals. The principal had
Impressed on the boys' minds what was
required (o win this modal by a4 short and
hrilllant apesch, In which he deploted a
flog lylng In the road injured with no one
to help him.

Robert Howard was one of the seholars
who had listened attentively to the words
of the principal, and at the conclusion had
made an Inward vow to ald all animals
In thelr dlstress, slways when the oppor-
tunity presented itself. With this thousht
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In mind the dlsmissal bell rang. and gath- gprettlor. The birds  sang  wwest. Mot
ering his books he was soon In the dumly flowers cnme up. Smring flaw more qulckly.
foad whiel led to his house, Weeks passed by, the weather becama

When he was stlil a quarter of a miie ey and sunimer stepped ot proudly
from home he heard a ory of pain In the 0.0 week we shall have & story abous
form of # bark from a dog. Quickening m:mmor.
hi pace to A trot, he soon camn fto
placo where & dog was Iying, svidently In
Ereat pain. the cause of which was as Tho rh'lt SBO'W
yet unknown to our hero. He benl over By Rena N. Mead, Es-Qusan, Axed 1l
the Injured dog, who was howling pite- - Yeara, Hiair, Neb 1”‘“ dide

ounly and soon learnad that the Jdog's
right forepaw was broken,

He gently 1fted the dog Inte his armas
and walked to tha house. As hs oame

near his home, he attracted his brother's

The wnow had begun in the glonming,
And busily all the night
Had been hﬂulms fleld and highway
With & silence deep and white,
—~Longlfellow,

And mso It had, and of course the strevis

atiention b whintlin Robert handad

m“: his hﬂ’:ma .I,.,,g |: A few words ex. ©f the nelghboring town wore tilled. Tho
pinined mll to him, telling him to bring main streel ran olear through town and
some linen. Rob then proceeded to the OUL Bbout KAll a mile was & long, gradusl

klope that swelied into a high hill

Little Hess ralsed from her snug bed 1o
peep out of the window., Ths sun was
beginning to oresp toward the szenith and
severnl childran with their sleds ware run
ning up the hill. Bbhs was only 6 but had
peked mamma to wake her early that
sha might alide, and here It was 10030
o'cloek.

Bhe ran downstairs, where nurss drossed
her and gave her her breakfast Mothey
told her that Rob and Goldle, whoe wera
twins and 3 yeéara her senlor, had taken
thelr sleds and gone out to play,

Ehes wanted Lo go, ten, but mamma shook
her lead and sald she was so small sha
might get run over. Poor Uttde Beas was
disappointed, but want and crawled up
in the big bay window o watch the sieds
fly pnast,

Befora she had been there long Jennle
came running down the hillk S8he was
sdreaming frantically,’ and olose bBelilng
came & bg sled loaded with boys Tley
weres terrified past soreaming and were
going so fust they couldn't stop, One run-
ner siruck her leg and knoeked her Into
the drift at the slds, while the back run.
ner ran over her ankle. Bhs was taken
home and the dootor cama to sel 1 It
being broken In two places
Bessla had seen It all and sat there In
the bix window rejoleing that her re-
bullious Uttle conmclence had ruled that
time and kept her Inaide, or It might have
bhappeued to her Instead of Jannle.

Now, there's & moral in thls-

If you've listened sisters and brothers,
You'll find the leason to be—
*learn from the experisnce nt others.™

Afraid of the Goblins

By Marie l..u:nnbohn. .ﬂ'd *ll urng;‘ 0343
{i] "

barn, whera he lald the dog on & pallet
of hay. Aftar setting the broken bone he
bandaged the paw with the Illnen his
brother had brought him. In a week the
dog's leg wan healed. He became & oom-
panion to the boys and would noet let
thom to be out of his sight for a moment
There had been a wilent speotator at the
goene where Robert took the injured dog
in his arme and ecarried him homes This
wns none other than ths principal. Of
the later detalls of Rob's humane act he
hnd been informed by Robert's brothar

It wasn the end of the term and at tha
graduation exercises what wasx Robert's
surprise when the principal read the fol-
lowing Inscription from the back of a
modal: “To the boy, who during the term,
has to the knowlwigs of the principal ren-
dered the most Ald Lo dumb animals, this
mednd I8 to be awarded' "I am glad to
sy, he continuer, it Ia awarded to
Robert Howard.' He then went on to say
Rob was thus rewarded and when he had
ended, the applauss In cur haro's behalf
wan deafoning, and as he Teft the building
with the sllver medal pinned to his breast,
the plandlta #till rang In his ears.

A Story About Spring

By William Davis, Ex-King, Aged ) Years,
21 West Third and Sycamore
Streets, North Platte, Neb,

Red Blde

Tt was spring and the grass and trees
had thelr prettiest oolor of green. Mother
Nature smiled and sald, “It's beautiful,
fen't I, Bummeor?" “Yea™ sald Suommear,
“But walt til 1 go out.” “Yes™ nald Fall,
the wisest of them all, *but you munst
walt till T go out. 'The people oould not
Uve without me. When I go out the tress
put on golden, red and other beautiful
oolore. T bring the frults to help the farm-
ers. Now, have you anything to say ™’ Ames Avenus,

“Children, you must not quarrel™ said This Is my first 1.“., to the Busy Hoa
Mother Nature and Winter together. "You page. I am In the fIfth grade at school.
all know Fall Is the winest"™ I go to Monmouth Park school My teach-

Littls Jack Frost then piped in and erled, or's nams s Miss Loughnane.  She s
but he was interrupted by the birds slng- nica 1 4id not go out Hallowe'en, bocause
ftg. The flowers came up, such as the I did not want any gobline to get ma I
violets, the tulips, dalsles, ferns, roses and hope this will miss Mr., Wastebasket
crocuses. The grass and trees becama From & Nttle reader of tha Busy Bee page

“Mammy Jane”---A Story for Discontented Little Ones

BY FLORENCE DAVIS,

HE wouthern sun wos beating
down on a littdle Bouth Cuaro-
ling town, and the wind was
guntly blowing the smoks from
a smouldering wood flre that
was burniog in the back yard

of the viliage hotel, u smull unpretentiovus
hostelry, but the beat the town afforded.
The place seamed utierly asleep—town and
hotel—anave for a busy lttle black child
who staod close to the wood-fire. Over
the fire awung & huge black “‘scap-pot,”™
end the little negro girl, dressed in frook
¢f foded ealico, was stirring the bolling
contents of the vesssl with a long crooked

#tlok. As she alowly dipped the ond of
the stick into the steaming liguid she
orooned In & chlldish way: “"How ole s
the stick? How olé Is the house? Hoaw
ole Is Maummy Jans? How ole is the pot?
How ole ls—ls—" and her soft wvelvety

eyes of binck sought nn old cotton-press
nearby—"how ole s the cotton”?'

Then the ltue worker wearlly paused
In her wstirring and glanced about, Her
oyen fell on the form of an old negro
woman, & bent form It was, the form of
one whose life had been puassad In dolng
heavy work. The old woman had come
to the kitchen door fur & moment, hut

lmimodintely disappearsd Into the house
agaln, returning to her wasktub,

"How ole s Mammy Jene™ again
crooned the ohild at the soap-pot, turning

the suck slowly. "How ole Is Mwmmy
Jane?—Lawsy, 1 done reckon she's a thou-
#an’ yeahs old-a thousan' yeahs ole"
Then she suddenly became sllent, her hands
ldle. A llight came into her soft alsepy
eyes. “If It wasn't foh oid Mammy Jane'
she mused, “I wouldn't be stirrin' dls
bhealh soup, an' I'd be done playin’ behind'
the ole sawmill dls minuta"

A beo hummad near 0 the black ohild's
ear, & slow, slespy hum. The sun wus
46 warmm and bright., there in the back
yard, and the soap sent
white steam
beelds the fire,
bit of dry stick. As the feul
the child again mused:

out & vapor of
The little worker sat down
pushing into the coals a
fiwmed up
"I hates to wstir

“HOW OLE I8 DE STIOK-HOW OLE I8 MAMMY JANE-HOW OLE IS-18-

who crowded and jostled her, but they did
rot hesd her, She fell to the hard pave-
ment, for a terrible paln was cutling
through her foot and ankls. And, oh, how
the sun burned her fleahl And how tha
fumes [from pomewhers amothered herj
Ah, she would return to Mammy Jane—
good Mammy Jane. Yea she was soiry
now, that she had fisd from her own old
home, so poor and simpls, but & home for
all that, and one where a ohild could rest
when tired and sick' 1f she might o |
again to her Iittia bed In Mammy Jane's

the soap-pot. 1 hates to work. Some day
I'll run away from ole Mammy Jane, an'
then 1'll nevah work no moah, I'll go
to & big elty where dar aln’t no soft soup
baln' made; an' I'll nevah have to atir
soAp any moah, Oh—" And she alosed
her eyes sleeplly—'oh, how ole Is—the
stick—How  ole—is—the pot—How ole—
ls—Mammy—J ane—"

The ohiid's eyes remained closed now,
and she loaned agalnst a converdent stump,
The bes returned to hum closs to her ear,
Iw song seemed to say: “How—ole— ls—

the— stick— How— ole— is— ths pot—
How— ole— I8— Mammy— Jane?' And funny old room, where tho brass candloe-
then It seemad to say: “Run-away-little- Stioks gleamed on the mantleplece—a gift

to Mammy Jane [rom some great lady
many, many years sgo! And how ghe
longed to sel ayes once more on the strip
of rag carpet-—ao0 warm to her fest in
wintéer—that strelched In frooat of her little
bed. And the four-patoh quilt that spread
her bed 80 beautifullyl Oh, would she
never ues uny of those dear things again?
BHut the pain in her foot and ankle wu‘
No terrible that ahe forgot the city, forguy
her homse village, forgot Mammy June,
even forgot that she hed run away from
the place where she had spent the ten
Years of her poor life Then she bLegan
to #s0b, W sob as abe hed dons one duy
when they Ied her to the bikck box

gal. Run-away-lttlegal. Don't ever ooman
baock to ole—Mammy-—Jane' Then some
flies added thelr song to that of the bee's,
saying ever and over ln a dronlng Way:
“Run—away—lituie—gal, Don't—evar—come
—buck—to—ole—Maummy-—Tune "

A whirlwind came fNying round the cor-
ner of the house and fanned the slum-
boring fire. A Jittie red flame crept out
on the dry bit of stick, woon reaching
the end farthest from the bed of comls,
It lifted ita hot tongue and tasted the
fruyod hem of the faded oalleco frock
which lay so temptingly near, The whirl-
wind gave It snothaer lttde fauning; then
disappeared acrows the unkept yard, rush-
Ing wildly down a hililslde to try Iis
ktrength on the tender sapings which
grow bemide a creek.

In the meanwhile the litile sleeper be-
eide the fire forgot to wake and stir the

Li»

mother, Inside that blsck box the one
dearest to her on earth had been shutg
from wmight, and she had then gons to
Mupmmy Jans, And on Mammy Jane's
warm bosom she had wept out ths grief

BOup.
. . . . - - . » « Of & brokem little heart, And now she “
wept In that same way, only this time ju
Away, away, towards ths great won-

4 mae from wny of paln Ty
drous oity ran the Nttis black sirl. Away, ¢ parkes i e insiead of agony,
away from the soap-pol; Away, AWAYy B :

Lt of & d meth )
from old Mammy Jane! Ah, how beautd qmt:l :"_ .“;uhdmh“ ,m' wl ohl
ful the world was! Bhe entered the oity, :“. u Touh“ w" c“u:m ?h.k:dm::::! }::r
bul—it was not so delightful, so desirous, ]ovlr;‘ raaedr aldl . m;u.hno ‘:iu::
as ahe had drowmsd It would be, There strangest of all, she was on her own

ware crowds of hurrying peopie, nod thay
disalned (o notios her, Bhe was very
tired, but nowwhere could sha find & places
to rest. She cried out (o several peoopls

lHitle bed. But what weare the strangers
doing in the robm? Why, thers weis tha
white doctor and Mra. Jones, the landlady
of the hotel, where Mammy Juns worked
for their living. And then she saw that
one of her fwel was wll wrapped in whita
bandages; and both Mammy Jene's hands
and arms wore bandaged the aaime way.
It was ona of Mammy Juoe's bandaged
hands that was stroking her face. “Doan
ery, honey sugear-lumj,™ sald old Mammy
Jane. “You'll be port sgain In & few dayw,
chile. You done fullen aulesp by the soap-
pol, an’ the fire done cotch yer drass. An
ols Mammy Jes seen you ln time, snd run
an' samothersd out the fume *fore It coich
you above ke knees. 8o, go Lo mleep,
Il chils, an' Mummy‘ll sing You a song.
Go o slsep, honsy-chlle™

The black ohild smiled, and as the wh
dooter and lhe landlady—seelng Lhat -g:
was all right sguin snd in sife handss
lefy the room, she whispered: "Oh, Mammy
Jane, I lubs you, 1 do. An' I am glad i
Wae jJes the fire an' not the great alty
dut got ma. 1 wauied to run away from
you, Mammy Jsne But pnow 1 knows
Pat I Jubs you a8 I use to lub my own
mammy. You W my grandmammy, an’
il stay with you forevah an’ foreval,
An' I'll do all youah work, Marmmy Jans,
soon as 1 get well, for you burned yoush
pore han's savin' me from Ast fire™

Tears strewmned down ols Mammny Jaus's
face as she bent ever the ehild “You
18 all ole Mammy has got, honey-chile, an*
I'm thankin' the good lord he sent me to
cotch you sut'n the fire in time We'l)
both be wall soon, Lonew and we'll he
happy, too.™

"Yeu, Mummy, an' we'll have some fried
vhichen wn' gravy for supper, woo't we?
asked the ohild, smiling.

Tvus' ole Mammy Jane fob dat, 't-"').
You shall eat chioken an' gravy and
dumplin’s whille thess cle hao's cen owols
‘em fub yen™
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look for Lhe lmst time on the face of hep A
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