O THE Busy Bees who are on vacations the other Busy Hees make the
request that they write desoriptions of these vacations, tell about the
places they are visiting, the unusual places they are seeing and what

ithey are doing.

#0 the Busy Bees who are away really

stav-at-homes.

1{ ¥ou try Lo see how much vou can

It 1% always unselfish to share our good times, and

ghould share thelr trips with the

tell in a sentence, that is how you can

make svéry word eount, mean something In telleng the story, and the ace
counts of the vacations will not become too long. There s, by the way, a

tendency among the writers lately to

Concisencas |2 a valuable guality in w

send in storles which are wo long.
rting and now I8 a good time to try

to acquirs It. Try It now: try to see how interssting a short story you can
write about how you are spending your vacation, whether at home or away.

Those who win prizes this week are Ruth Kirsobstein, 3601 Grand ave-
nue, Omaha; Marion Cross, North Plaue, Neb,, and Helen Antles, Stanton,

Neb.

Any of the Busy Hees way send cards to anyone whose name Is on the
Postcard Kxzchange, which now includes:

Jean De Long, Alnsaworth, Neb,
irans MoCoy, Barnston, Neb. -

Lilllan Mervin, Beaver Cily, Neb.

Mabel It chnington, Neb,

Anns Gottsuh, Benningten, Neb.

Minnle Oottsch, Bénnington, Neb.

Agnes Dampke. Benaon, Neb

Marie Galisgber, Benkelman, Xeb, (Box 12),
1da May, Centrsl l.'ur. Neb.

Vara Chaney, tfr:l‘:h on, Neb

Louls H e Oy, Neb.

Rhes hester, Neb

Aleda

1, oa: !
Kunice WIN!I v 'lr'i' ob.

n,
Cltl}.
Fithel R Fremont, Nab.

Hulds Landbu Fremont,

Marion Ca beon, Neb. )

Marguerite olomew, Gothenburg, Neb,

Anna Voss, N West Charles street, Grand
Island, Nab. 1

: Roth, 6 West Koenlg street,
Ialand, Neb,

Ella Von‘qm West Charles street,
Island, Neb

Neb,

Grand
Grand

Irene Cowtallo, 1A West Eighth streel,
Grand Isiand, Neb,

Jesule Crawford, #8 West Charles street,
Grand Island, Neb,

Paullne Schulte, Deadwood, 8. D,

Marths Murphy, 523 East Niolth =street,

Grand Island, Neab, <

Hugh Rutt, Leshara, Neb .
Hester F. Rutl, Leshata, Neh,
Alics Temple, Lexington, Neb.
Ruth Temple, Lexington, Neb
Anns Nellson, Lexington, Neb.
Edythe Kreits, Lexington, Neb
Marjorls Temple. Lexington, Neb.

Allcs Grasameyer, 1M C sireel, Linecoln.
Marian Hamliton, 5088 1L, street, Lincoln,
irle Humilton, 28 L streel, Lincoln
Irens Disher, 3008 [, street. Linocoin
Hughie Disher, L street, Linvoin.
Chariotte Boges, 227 Bouth Fiftesnth sireet,

Ldneooin,
Mildred Jensen, 708 Kast Sevond street,
Fremoni, Neb.

Helen Johnson, %4 Soulh Seventwenth
sirest, neoln,

Althen Myers, 304 North Sixteenth street,
Linceln. i

Loulse Htlles, Lyons, Neb.

Eutelle McDonald, Lyons, Neb.
Mliiton Helzer, Nebrasika City, Neb.
Harry Crawford, Nebraska City, Neh.
Harvey C‘nwtu?. Nebraska City, Neb.
Lucile Hasen, Norfolk, Nub.

Helen Reynolds, Norfolk, Ne

b.
Latha cArkin, " South Slxth etreet, Nor-
folk, Neb,
Emma Marquardt, Pifth street and Madl-
son avenue, Norfolk. Nab,
flenevieve

M, Jones, North Loup, Neb.
William Davis, 31 W

Third street,
North Platte, Neb,
Loulse Raabe, 20 North Nineteenth sve-

ent

nue, O A
Frances Johnson, #3 North Twenty-[ifth
avehue, s , n 4
Marguerite Johnson, %88 North Tweniy-
ﬂrE‘ Venue, .

Kmile Hrown, 2088 Boulevard, Omaha

Helen COoodrich, 010 Nicholas street,
.

Mary Brown, 223 Boulevard, Omahe.
Fva Hendes, 44 Dodge sirest, Cimaha.
Lilllan Wirt, 4108 Cass stieel, Omaha
Lewis Porf, 31156 Frankiin streei, Cimaha,
Juanite Innes, X Fort street, Omaha.
Baxsett Ruf, 184 Binney street, Omaha.
Moever Cohn, 34 Georgle avenus, Umalia,

161 G street, Linceln,
ranklin strest, Omaha.
Omahie.

Helen ™. Dougln
Ads Morrie,
Myrtle Jeusen, 30608 Ixmrd streel,
Orrin Flaher, 1210 8. Elaventh 8., Omaha,
Mildred Erickson, 708 Howard 8t., Oumiaba.
Oacar Ericksofi, %07 Howard St Omaha.
Gall Howard, 412 Capito! avenue, Omaha.
Helen Houok, 148 Lothrop strest. Omana
Emerson Uoodrieh, 4010 Nicholas, Omahs.
Maurice Johnson, 167 Logust 8, Omaha
Leon Carson, 1134 North Forieth, Omeiin.
Wlima Howard, 478 l_‘.pnu-l avenues, Umaha
iinh Fisher, 1210 South Kleventh, Omalie.
Mildred Jenwen, #7107 Leavenworth, Omaha,
fdna Heden, T8 Chicago street, Omaha.

Mabe! Sheifelt, 4@l4 North Twenty-fitth
treet, Umaha,

\\'.Jler ':Ijmmmu. 05 North Twentleth
Fireet, Omaba.

Kmmn Carruthers, 81 North Twenty-fifth
stroet, Ominha,

Leonors Denison, The Alblon, Tonth and
Pacifie sireets, Om .

Mae Hammond, O'Nelll, Neb,

Madge L. Daniels, Ord, Neb,

Zols Beddeo, Orleans, Neb,

Agnes Richmond, Orieans, Neb,

Marle Fleming, Osceola, Neb.

Lotta Woods, Pawneo Clty, Neb.

Earl I‘lt:‘;l!umﬁ Rntddln t:g. Neb.

Edne s Stantony i

Lena Peterson, 1] Lotust 8¢, E. Omaba.

Ina Carney. Sutton, Ulay county. Nebrasks.

Ciurn Miller, Utica, Neb.

Milired F. Jones, North Loup, Neb.

Alts Wilken, Wace, Neb.

Leg Beckord, Wavo., Neb,

Mue Gronice, West Pnlrnl. Neb.

Klale Bteany, Wilber, Neb,

Frederick Ware, Winside, Neb.

Pauline Parks, York, Neb,

Bdna Behling, York, ‘Neh_ \

Mary Frederick, York, Neb,

Carrie B Bartlett. Fontanelle, In

Irene Reynolds, Littls Sloux, le.

Ethel Mulholland, Box 71, Malvern, Ia.

Eleanor Mslior, Malvern, Is.

Katherine Mellor, Malveru, la.

Mare nobel;u%'mumwl"rli:ﬁman I

Murgarel B, 1erow, .

Bartha It'ir:\'uyl. R. F. D. 8 Box 5, Mis-
sourl Valley, la.

Henry k., Workinger, 2062 W, Huron street,
Chicago, . -

Adlena Sorry. Monarch, Wyo.,, Hox &

Fred Sorry, Monarch, Wyo.

Pearl Barron, Monarch, Wyo,

John Harron, Monarch, ¥,

Fdith Amaend, eridan, Wywo.

Pauline Squire, Grand, Okl

l":“lld Bl,:‘olley. 0 Troup
iy, Mo ]

arp Melatonn. Siner. Job

Nallle rick, ney, v

Kunice Wright. 88 North Logan sireet,
‘F“l sln:' m‘b‘wuur Neb

‘é:t;(l,ll- ﬂm’ , 85 West Seventsenth street,

ork, Neb.
Macila ore, Bllver City, la.
Mabwl ouston, gn &hermn

:»&E"um;'ronom. W48 North Thirty-elghth

tren aha. 3
Mqabnl lihlur. Lander, Wyo

Torinne Alllgon Robertson,

sireel, hansas

avanuée,

‘Wilber, Neb.

Klissbeth Wright, 132 South Thirty-fifth
. Omana.

“:‘;i.t?l:u Siaples, 103 South Thirty-firat

sirest, Omala.

By

Betina and Mabel's Happy Fourth

Melena Davia,

BY HELENA DAVIS,

H, len't It Just too disappeints
Ing?" erled Betina enrly on the
morning of the Fourth sas she
stoodd by the windew looking
out &L A pouring rain

““Yes, it certainly is, sister.'

Lo sibel, who was also watching wilh

Bt
disappoinled eyen Lhe downpour without,
“Apd from the appearances of the sky It
will keep up all day.”

“You mean It will keap cvoroing down.'”

deglared Botinu, petulantly. "And we bhad
sxpected to have suoh a glorious day in
the woods—with all gur best friends, to.
1t is really too bad.”

“And after papa had enguged n plenie
wagon for the day, teo,"” sald Mabel VAnd
mumms has goowe Lo all sorts of holher
tixing a Jovely plenle luneheon. And all
our pretly Hags ad flowern-with whicvh
te Kdorn the wagon—Irtsg lu the parior,
walting 10 be pul to use, 1 ls so tarribly
dimppointing. | could just crv, .

“Now, my dears, don't take it me W
hearl.' sald & awedt voloe behind the girls,
and the slstars turned to see (helr old
grandmother entering the foom, Hhe Was
neatly dressed In & black summer sk
her snowy halr done in a4 slmple and be-
voming stvie. Her face was biaming wilh
yvouthful happiness, guite In contrast o
ihe exprossion on the faces of Mabal and
Belina.

‘Gb, good moming gratny,” cried Be-
ting and Mabel in & breath. Theh as they
both ran to Nias her goed morning. Betina
sald: “How 1ovely you look this wmorning,
granny dear. You always look sa pretiy
buat preiver than usual this morming. And
vou are all dregsed as i 1o go oul. oo
Don't you Know It e pouring plichforks”

Grandmother smiled Yeo, | know the
gardens and Nelds are In groat vk this

morning, " she wsudd “They have heen
thilrsty for several dave. aud now ihey arg
getting a good drink,”

“PBut It might have raluet yaanrdar o
tontgrrow,” vomplained Mabel We dhl s
want o Ko (o Lthe country tods: And ) o
Enow every plan has been made for & da
oul In the wouols Mamma and pope ave
Loth dsappainted, W, though hey wWant
say . AR Mueh as alster and 1 o And
grauny, | don't understond Your et ful
mess when the rest of the hpusehn id mre
o osarvaw

Fi=h!"" said grapdmethies, puliing up =
waroing Miger D0 not ey worron, des
Burrey coies (rom nore sertous  Callses
than # meie changing of place for a day
of pleanurs, You muy be Aivappolnted. pol
you are col saitowing. And F you woeuld
like mia 1a @l you whs | wm dressed
miy  Leat frook, apd smiling happliy,
cutiie ait Lealde me In the Hbrsy wod |
i tell vVou of a4 Fuoulth of July ferty=five
Parw mEge e

Mabe! sid HBetinse were eager o haosr
gravdimaming el of bk pEsl @spir @o

Bud their taves clearcd Ms the: went b 1l
tibrary. ol o either side the dewr
Indy. When they Were romfoitably
Beaide thh Lig bay window through
Ellile B et of derip Ulaes and
gramiiothie;  besan

wied
rea ' od
while

Fust g,

“Well, just fortyfive Years ago today
cAms & grest and happy event In iy nre.
And in memory of it | always dress my-
self In my hest on the anniversary of that

duy, You wsee, my dear granddaunghters,
this 1a the st Fourth of July 1 have
gpent with you.”

urandmother stopped 1o sigh and look Into
disiance. Hetina whispered: “'Yes, grand-
papas died just after the Fourth of last
veai. And then you came o live with us”
“Yes, my dear: but even before I lomt
doar grandpspa | always observed the
Fourth, apd no matier where we were on
that dmy, we both put on our best c¢lothes,
made merty by golng to some place where
& oelebration was Ueing held, or 10 wisit
with friends who halped us to oelebrate.
nol ouly the glorious Feurth, but our own
anniversary Jday."

Ol than you and granpaps were mars
vied un the Fourth of July,” exclaimed
Mabhe., "Was that lt. granny
Urandmamima shook her head, amiling the
while. “"No, dearie, we mel for the flest
time oi the Fourth af July, Jumt foriy-five
venis ago today. And, oh! how handeome
aud poble yvour grandfather was that day.
I shall never farget how 1 really lost my
hearl of bhim when my Cousin Robert in-
trofuoed un. You ses, he—your grandfather
wis o oullege chhum of Cousin Robert's, and
wan spending: the vacation at Roberi's
couptry howe. 1 went out from Lhe eity
10 stay over the Fourth at Unele Clem's
haine, and there met the young man who
& year laler became my husband. You see,

BEE: JULY

Omahs Res.

(First Prize.)

An Ideal Fourth

By RButh Kirsohsteln, Aged 11 Years, 601
Grand Avenue, Omahn, Neb. Red Eide,

“Qhilldren,' pald Mrs, Jameston,
“wouldn’t you rather go without those
dungerous fireworke and have s pleasant
day In the weods with o few of your
friends Iinstead?’' Miw, Jameston stopped
and looked at the row of thoughtlul
fnoes befora her: Mary Alice, who was
fourtesen; Charles, who was elght, and
Elizabeth, who was five, “You know so
many children Lhave been hurt by the pow-
der, and |t would be lovely to v out In
the woods for the day."

“Oh, mother,” begged Charles, “it will be
Just horrdd If we don't have any fireworke,
The Fourth of July wouldn't seem patural
uniess I made my share of the noise, The
rellows would say that I was afraid of a
Hnitle bit of powdes"

But, Charles,” argusd his mother,
about 2,900 ohildren were sither hurt ser-
lously or killed last year by what you seem
to think & little bit of powder. We don't
want you to get wsither hurt or Kkilled,
and when you gel (o the woods, Harry
Vandike and you can make all the noise
¥ou want o without powder.”

“Oh, yes, mother,” exclalmed Mary
Alics, “oould 1 1ake Carolyn Welia?"

Mra, Jmumeston nodded. “And Elisabeth
may take her little friend, Marjoris
Mason," she sald.

“Who will you and papa take?’ queried
Mary Alice.

Her mother smiled, “We will take the
mothers and fathers of your friends.'

The morning of the ¥ourth of July
downed bright snd warm.

“Children! Children!™ called Mr., Jumes-
ton. "[ts the Fourth.*

Instanily three pair of feet were heard
to spring out of bed, and in o few minutes
the three children ran lightly down the
Atalre (0 where thelr parents wera walting
for them. After a hasty breakfast, the
bagkets were packed and the oarrisge
drove up to the door, When all wers in,
Mr. Jumneston diréctgd the ocvachman to
the Oakland's where Mary Allce's friend.

The next place Wae
called “Masou Grove” and last of ail
Charle's frisnd, Hares ‘\'mullkc wua lnken
up At “Stormorest.’” The ihrees ltile gussts
did not know that when the carriagsa drove
away leaving them In a beautiful Iltile
place. that It wes going buck (o gel their
parents, for that was tv be Kopt o sur-
prise.

‘Tmis go and explore this vunning place, '
sald Carolyn,

S0 the six children set out.
wie truly beautiful, The dark, graeen (rees
looked down at the children playing In
thelr shade and would setm (0 Wwhilspar,
YEhl  Wateh the children play. Bh! Bh!"
A olear llttle brook ran among the rrees
and the children immediately wanted to
wade In It, for the white pebbles at the
bottom offersd a tempting foot path. Gay
buttarfiles flitled among the dark. green
branches, and sguirrels stopped to obyerve
the strangers who were Intruding oo thaly
premises. A Httle rabblt sniffed cautiously
at the Iunch bagket. Ut mnot finding
anything to sult hl, hopped away.

Just then the rumble of the oarriage
coming back attraoted their attention and
when Mr, and Mrs. Mason, Mr. and Mrs,
Vandike and Mr. and Mrs. Walls stepped
out the children's joy knew no bounds.

A little later, & regular pienie luncheon
Wik werved, When they were about
through. Charles heard a hungry shap of
teoth behind him. Turning, he paw the
rabbit.

“Poor lttle rabbly'' cried Mary,
and RElizabeth In a breath'” he
something to eat.

“Carolyn and Marjorie guve the rabbit
a generous supply and sent him away
huppy. He must have told the squirrel
about his good lueck for in & minuts the
squirre]l appeared. After having golten a
few nuts he whisked his tall and scampeted
AWALY.

The alternoon was spent In wading,
lounging around in the hammocks, plry-
{ng games and telling storles ahout the
Fourth, When evening came the children
wers oalled to supper. It had besn pldaned
with skill, for woodbine clambered over the
snowy tablecloth, Everything but the
otrangeade was shaped like a firscracker.
The sandwiches were round with o little
chsese fuse and the peppermint firecrackers
wers much better than the ones with
powder, for they lasted longer.

Boon aftar, when all was dark, thay
llghted some harmless firoworks,' such as
“aparklers” and & lew others. Mr. Van-
dike thought that the children would lke
to pretend the play, “As You Like It

Getting up he sald: *1 am the duki that
was banished by his wicked brother. I
have come to these gquiet woods to escape
trom the dangerous (flrecrackers) that
surrounded me, and Harry may be Orlando,
Charles, the messenger, and the ocokah-
man, James, may be Adam. The rest of
you mre my falthful followers'

The children, as well as the grown folks,

Carolyn Wells Hved

The placa

Allce
wants

——

your grandfather graduated with honotrs
the following spring and wsoon after thut
proud event we were married.'

Agaln grandmothér puused (o look Into
digtanee, and a soft litle sigh fell from her
smiling Ups. “Oh, It seems as though It
wore yesterday.”" she went on. I reached
Unecle Clem’'s home—a fine old southern
plantation—un the evenmg of the 3d of
July. Cousin Robert and his visltor, young
Andraw Havden, had gone to the olty for
ftireworks with which to eelebrates on tha
following evening., So I dld nol meet An-
drew till the next morning. And when |1
came down (o breakfast he and Cousin
Robert were standing in the gredi, wide
hall, leoking out on the mowt beautiful
rain I ever saw fall. Before coming down
staira 1 hud sighed and sald to Cousin
Batty: ‘On, lan't it & pity to have & rain
on the Fourth? Hut Betty had replied:
‘No, Cousin Hattle, we need the rain so
much. Papa was saying that If It did net
raln within two or thrée days the crops
would be ruined. BHut we'll have all sorts
of tun in the house today, for we'll have u
gteat crowd of young folks with uns. They'l|
come from all the plantations round about
in wpita of the aln’
yvear-rérponded w Cousin Hoberl's 1nust
able and patiiotle toast. And how proud
I was of him. tou, though he wWas yei ul-
mosl A& stranger to me. And how we ail
chesied him Lo the scho when he st down,
hie noble yYouung feve flushed from excile-
ment! Ob. It was such & happy day! And
all the while the ruln poursd without. Bul
munshine glowed within,

“Well, soon After dinner, muchlt W ayr
surprise, the clouds clearsd away, and one
of the finest afterncony in my memory wie
ours to epjoy, We made merry on the
broad veranda till after the sun went dow,

— —

Then, after a llght supper in the spacious
dinfhg room, we girla hurried to our rooms
and dressed for the evening. And when wo
returned to the drawing room we found the
boy# had also donped evening attire, and
had clearad the dinlng room prepuratory
for a dance. Three of the finest Mmusiclans
of the gounty bhad been enguged for the oc-
caslon and furniashed the musie for us.

“It was & bappy moment for me when
your grandfather—young,  handsome, ..n-
drew Harden—asked for tne first daice,
which was the Virginia reel. And petore
the svening was over | had promised o
allow him to ¢all at my home in the MW,
Lo mest my parents.’”’

Agaln grandmother lapsed Inte = Jhaott
silence, clonlng her eyés this (ime as If to
shuf out evrything whioh had passed ainve
thut Lmppy day, 40 yeare ago. And jus{ a»
elie was aboul to continue her narrative
the door opsned and in came her deughter,
Mubel's and Betina's lovely mothor. Ebe
wad smiling and exoitad,

“Why, here you are, you ihres preily
dears,” sha ¢ripd. “And 1 have been louk-
ing mll over the house for you, Don't ¥nou
sse that It bas stopped raining, and ths
sun Is coming out gloriously? We'll hayve
our plonic sftar all, for papa has just had
& long-digtance phona from Bentonville ikt
it has net beén ruining thers at all, and
Lhat the woods are In & péifectly lovely
conditlon. 8¢, coma, the young folks will
all ba hers in & fow minutes, and papa has
phonad for the picnie wagon.”

“Oh, lan't that lovely ¥ crled Belina and
Mabet Then lurniog 10 gréndmamme,
Betina whispered: “Oh, granny, how |
shall alwhys want to celsbrats the Foucin
of July after thisg—on your agoount and on
dear grandpapa’'s, too. And T shall never
mind if (L does raln on that day' ™
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dnterad rageriy Into the piny and Janies
feit quite complifiiented in haing given the
tnportant part of Adam. At lawt afier all
he misfortunes in the plar, the mersenger
rames with the joviul newe that lhe dube's
penitent bhreolkar seve up bis unjust Auke-
fdom. FEvervhody got into the carriages and

after n sarvian of good-byer. thetr friends
were lafl al thely homes and the Jamos-
ton'e rode to their own ||---n|l

Next dss Curolyh Wells caime dashing
ovar on ker pony to wea Mary Alice. "'Have
you hesrd? he asked beeathlemsl:
“"HMeard what?’ gueriall] Mary Allps
PGeitrude Ladwilg, Michined Ba-nes, and
his little Taby brother, who was standing

by, were all huwrt yesterday by some flre-
wot ks and Gertrude 1en'L pxpocted ta Ilve,™

Poor Gertrude!” eaxclalmed Mary Allce
“1 dld not know Ler very wall, byt I think
ahie s just me awoet a8 she can be and 1
am terribly sarry she s hurt, but ol
Catolyn! I'm mo glad thet we were safy
in the woode, sho oried, and all the chils
dren othoed het,

iSacond Priee.)

Uncie Tom to the Rescue

Marion Crose, Aged 14 Vears, 412 Bast Fidl
Sireet, North Platte, Neb. Hlue Eids,

“Oh! on!™” crisd Babby, coming homa one
afternoon from W coucert and runuing nto
the parlor. “you just ought to have went
an’ heard that Indy ping. My, but sae can
sing. jusi like a bird, You—"

“What Jid she sing?" hin mothe:
rupted him.

‘Um—wall, I don't Just 'sackly member
what the name of It was, but it was
Fumthin® about 'How Could I Lehve You,"
and “The Thought Does Orieve Me Sad.' "

“Ho! ho!" axelalmaed his big brother Jnck,
“just listen to that. “The thoumht does
grieve me o84, Wouldu't thet-—"'

“Well, how do you say L then if—"

inter-

“Why, my boy,” began Jack patronia-
ingly, “its Just as eaxy ay falling off &
log, Ita like this; 'The deep thought gad

doth grieve me "

“Why, Jaek," laughed hls sister Helma,
“you aren’t any better lhan Bobby with all
vour bragging because You are wrong,
o, This Is tos way it Is; The deep, sad
thought doth grieve me." "

“Huh! That aln‘t right, I know. It
don't sound rvight, Grandpa, sou tell ul
what it Is."*

“Well, my dears, I've heard that song
A good many times and I'm pretty sure its
like this: ‘The thought doth grieve me
deaply." "’

“Yes, that's right,” sald grandma, “only
Inttead of ‘deaply’ It Is ‘sadiy.' "

“N-no, that don't sound just exactly
right.” sald Aunt Adelald slowly, “lan‘t it
something Hke this: "The deep thought doth
sadiy grieve ma? "

“Here comes Uncle Tom!" suddenly ex-
claimed Bobby, “I'll bet he cun tell. Bay
vacle, which s 17"

“Which s what?

After they had expluined matters
stobd a moment, thinking,
quietly, this s it:
doth grieve me?

“Why,
oRce.

he
then he sald
“The sad thought deep
Isn't that ur

of courss,” sald everybody at

{Honarable Mention.)

Dorothy’s Lesson

By Heisn Antl od 8 Y g
N ﬂ“ aaa-,“"" tanton,

Dorothy was a little gir! of §.  She had
Lo muech of everything and vet she was
very selfish and would give nothing away,

One day while she was playing with het
new toys she fell uslesp. She dreamed she
was a pool girl, her mother washed for
& living bavause her father was dead. She
drveamsd that wsorofs the sirest lived a
vioh girl who had everything she wanted,
but would give her nothing &t all.

Just then she awoke., She jumped up and
put her new toys in her apron and went
down staire. On the stalrs she met har
mither. Hha (old her about the dream.
Hhe said she was going to give her toys to
the poor chlidren, and did. That evening
Dorothy's molher rewarded Nder with
besutiful necklace for her Kindness,

The Comfort of Easter Day
By Vera Kuockley, Aged 8 Years, Moor-
aroft, Wyo., hul Hide.

The cnild was crying. His mother was
dead and under the ground. His aunt was
Lo ke care of him, but It was not lke

having & mother.

"“Why, dear, the spirit |8 up in heaven
and she can ses You and she s watching
You now.,"” sald the sunt socothingly

“She Is dewd. It she is watching me
why doesst't she kiss me and answer me
when I call,” the chlld burst inlo sobs,

“She can't soswer you when she s In
heaveil, chikl, and yon only kissed (he
house she lived In' said the aunt.

"ot me show vou somoething to
I sald the aupt

Hhe léd the Boy te a wood and 1w a small
tros.

Bee this branch, It Is all dry and not

prove

Pretty " shie said as she held out & branch
of the tree. "'Bul moon ft will be full of
loAves."

“IUe Just dried up and dead, and not good
for anything only 0 bwn in & flie. 'm
Solng 10 ke It hoine and burn It up,” sald
the chiid.

“Oh, don't, and we will coms bavk lu see
It In Ewa weeks,'" sald the aunt.

O, se8 here, There s & cocoon.'' sald
the aunt as she picked up & coooon.

“"What are you golpg to do with that;
taks 1L howe and burn (. up™

“No, T'll not burpg 1t up,” sald the aunt
BY that time Lhay weéra home 'he munt
ok & pan, covered the top with & s sen

and pul It In the suu
Pwo weeks later the wunt led the way
o the womds and pointed (o (he swne

branoch that the hoy was going to burn up
and behald, 1t nas vovered with brighl
Krson leaves
i 1
aunty

pretry U
Lime really
guo.ng o buip

Yoo, It W'
Wili Lhe
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ieally shes are only out of wight
Moiio o not wisn that the dead
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Ben and the Fairy
Ada Doneideon, _«*ml I Yeais
boro. la. Hlue Side.

Unea there was & little Loy
was Ren L] had herd

By 1t
" .n.]" ipne
Ly

Hosts i
ol AN s Al L

| BUSY LITTLE QUEEN OF
THE BUSY LITTLE BEES

MUELTN VERRILL,

Helen Verrill, who hay been Queen ol

the Busy Bees during the last three
monthe, will spend her wvachtion vislting
relatives In New Haven. Conn. Helan s
observing and has written excellent storles
about birde, trees. butterflies and other
subjects of interest to the Busy Bees, all
of whom hope that she will continue wend-
Ing storiea to the children's page during
vacation,

—

g0 to Bed without any supper. He lived
with a cross old aunt who was very cruel
to him.

One day when Ben was 12 years 0ld he got
up early ln the morning. His aunt was
very oross. e was afruld thet she would
glva him a beating s0 he went out with the
geoss before breakfast :

The geeone did not want to go the right
way, when he got them out of one place
they went Into unother. After a while he
sat down on a stone and began to cry, he
was tired, hungry and faipt., Just then
he heard a voloe behind him, e looked
up and saw a falry. She had = key In
ond hand and & wand In the other. Hhe
gave him the kay and told blim that he
could do almost anything with It

When the falry dissppesred he touched
the rook he was sitting on and sald: 0,
rock spread me some dinper,’" and behold,
it wad & table und It had many good things
to eat on It and when he was done It dis-
appearéd and he was sltting on the same
old rock,

The next morning he went ¢ut Lo the fisld
befors breaktast, because he would haeve
a' better une In the field. His sunt culled
to him and told him that breakfast was
ready. Hes only sald he didn't want any
and went on with the gecss,

Bean's sunt wondersd why he dldu't eat
any breakfast and thought she would go
and see When she got out to the flsld he
Wik ealing breakfast. She ran toward him.
He gol up and walked away and his tabls
disappesared. This made her angry and she
tobk her cans mnd beat him because he
nto atl such a beauliful table without asKing
her.

Ben got angry, o, and van awey till he
came L0 & man on & horee, Ben asked him
1o sell his horse. The man did so and got
off and went on fool

Ben wondered where he would go, then
he thought he would go ana wee the queen,
Attar two dayr’ of travel Ben came in sight
of the castle. He wout up 10 the castlie and
iled his borse to the fence.

The prince was on the Bleps 10URILE #t
Ben. Of ocourss the princa did not know
Beu 80 he ssked his name. Ben told him
hls name was Ben Wing. The prince sald
that his name was Howerd iKing and thaz
Ben way his brother who had been Kid-
vaped by & woman who elaimed to be his
aunt, but was not. Ho Ben had & happy
time after tha:

Shun Delay
By Myriie Wiliams, Aged 1) Years, Atkin-
son. Neb., Hed Bide
One day an old farmur wont to oh Nasy-
eal town with some produciu of his farm
When he had atiended (o all 00 Burinoes
e stabled iy hirse Al an Inn and wep
o sge tho groatest lnwi et D Fowh
On being shown inte the lawves gt
e =ald Ny aif. 1 Have apines 1o yri
your adyiye,”
s puswernd the mwey whet 1= L)
natier”
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d the old mnn DS ¥
irawn vwas the

Then e ashs
“John
‘e tion T
“I'm a farmes Jolin
The ' lnwyer wrota it d¢

something which the farmey

out

Whatt (he farmar amrivad homa
& numbe: of his work
thiking to ke wite

‘Harsm conwes
toll us whd to do’

Then sha told b husbasd that ! hay
wak ready 10 be cwrried In and pe
wantod o know wheitber thoy shauld =iap
for (he nighy work il the fieldn w*ie
aloan

He (ook iha paper from hin poceet uvd
handed Wt ta his wife, who ool I miul vead
wond: “Joha Arown, farmer. 1a not
SIf till tomorrow what you oan do todus

“AWRY 0 the (lelds Inde maild ine
curmer, "and got the hav In'

The men weut to the fislds and worke!
with & will until they wwere clentr,. As thev
were oarvying in the |ast toad a few dropm
of valn fell. In the night u great tempest
burst over the wvalle: When the farmoo:
Aawoke in thae morning several of his field:
wero flogded. Youn can Imagine hiow glad
ho was that he bad nat poat the work off
1 tomorvow,

“A fpmuous advice sald
farmer. 'l never put anythiug off again.'

The farmer: kept hin word and found that
the woild went smoothet aftor,

FOR THE IMMORTAL M'GUFFEY

Poteatinl Mentor wof the
Appronches the Hall of
Fame.,
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School

William
Iatost
famo,

It fs ap potent as o magc carpet—ilat
three-line newn {tem. Back you go in mem-
ury to the front bench where the reading
class uwed to sit when June days were
longer than they are now,

You nre done with saking *"Ned, how
far can you hep®™ and urging ‘‘Up, up,
Ley, for the sun In shining." You have
sald goodby to the msaving boy who never
wasted & bit of string and to the pry-
Ing lad whw opened the closet door and
pulled unexpected punishment down on
bis head. In your hand s & much fin-
gorvd “MoeGuffey,' flower of the “Eolecs
e merles, full of “elegant extracts. in
prose and poetry'—4 pages of them—
with “coplous rules nnd vhetorical exor-
Clvui.” | Yun are In the fifth reader,

“"How does the water come down at
Lodore™' That spisshing, dashing catn-
ract'cools the room, drowning out the sleepy
drone of the flles. ‘Teacher bLeging with
that becauss gverybody Itkes It. Then the
sceno switches to the highlands. You read
of the “deadly feud' that "'subsisted almost
from time lmmemorial between the famli-
lles of Maopherson of Bendearg and Grant
of Calrn,” and your blood bolls again.

Further still you fare with the old Me-
Guffey &3 gulde. AL midnight in his
guarded tent the Turk lles dreaming of
the hour and you surprife his slumbers,
You visit the coliseum by moonlight and
burled Heroulaneum and burning SBappro's

{sles of Gresce. You cheer Godlike Hector
and his troops, tread the streets of Mizpeh
with Jephthah's warriors. Not a bell Is
hogrd as Sir John Moore's corse Is hurried
to the rampuarts,

The old thrill comes back with the story
of the emngle and its flight up, up to the
crags with Hannah Lamoad's balrn in s
talons, There whas "The Amdtious Youth'
who cut his foitials in the bridge, cutting,
climbing, 300 fest above the “awful abvas
that awaits Lis almont certaln fall." "Keep
your eye W the top—don't look down. '
shout the rescuarm. Now he has caught
the rope—is “‘recovered from the yawning
gulf of eternity.’”

McGuffey Introduced Shukespeate and
you read of potent, grave and reverend
sulgalors for the first time, wollloquined
with Hamlet, burled Cacsar, saw the dread
moons thar followed the death of Prinee
Arthur, Inmeoted with Wolsey, “A long
farvewell to all my greatness.” Hcott le
you with Marmion to Surrey’s camp, by
the McGulfey magic, CGoldsmith told the
story of Mme. Blaise, Addison showed you
bis dream plain ‘yvhere svery man brought
his most (o wested burden to exchange—
for the worse—with his nelghbor. Patrick
Henry cautioned you that It is natural for
min to indulge In the llusions of hope.
You shouted for “Harry, Kpgland and 30
George” In one reading lewson and in an-
other grew patriotioslly hoarse over “Free-
dom from her mountaln hslght' unfurilng
“her stundard to the alr” Pope, Drydei,
Mre. Stuourney, Southey, Mre, Hemans dnd
the pllgrim fathers, Bryant with hie “Than
atopele,” Dickets and his slck scholar, Towm
Hood and his telling panster's tule of Ben
Huttle, Heloxl harangying the Romans
these wei'e the people of the wurld on Lhe
render cldss bench, sud when $gu mat them
lated, what 01A friends symey seemed!'

“Bul we must pauss,”’ sayw the honorable
gentleman,”’

The litle old brown schoolhbise (s gone
You can’t aver go with bare legged Tam
Hopkins Lo get a pall of water from the
Aonflrews farmhouss sgaln, or pess e
water when It comes, or dlg sweetllag dunn
by the brook al recess or plok Dutchman s
brecches in the woods back of the school
nouse.  The old maplos are there, whets
you vlimbed with yvour gmner puil at noon
—hut ¥ou doa't edl your lupoch now out of
b Un pail up In the top of & maple tree
Uiy ¥ou gave the atump of your bigges
plekie to Jennie Thompsou bDepnise she hiud
spllied Ink on the fMrony of her new pink
gingham apron and sinegar would tuke
vut ink and mother would soold 80—

MoeGultey, edncator. heads
list of nomiuees for the hall

tha
of

Yer it is not only Me. Addison, roatning
wione lii Westminstor abboy—and confiaiig
hie musings 10 the (Ifth reador c¢lusy af
wewid et Clade e mina turning o the
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