the grown-ups say about

ACATION time |8 here, and a few of the Husy Deecs have writlen
vacntion stories, but we would llke to have some more.
of the Busy Beea are going to take trips this summer the other
Bees would enjoy reading about these travels.

Why don't some of the little folks
have taken some Lrips and write about what they have beard

If any

“make belleve™ they

interesting places they have vislted?

But the Uttle writers must write the stories themsgelves and use their own jm-

sgination as much as possible,

Prizes were awarded to Madelelne
to Mildred Rogers of Clarks, Neb., also

Cohn of Omaha, on the Red slde, and
on the Red side. THonorable mention

was given to Ava Hupsmith of Creighton, on the Blue side.

(First Prize.)

Flioker's Letter,

By Madeline Cohn, 138 Park Avenue, Aged
10 Years. Red Side.

Dear Busy Bees: It in queer for u Flloker
to be writing, but Falry Nuture givea me
twenty-five minutes to mpeak or write so
1 will write and tell you about myself

i was born In a ocottonwood tree which
had been pocked by Mr. Filoker, my father.
1 lived with my mother and father and
cousine, the woodpeckers,

One day when I was fying, 1 was shot
and taken to a taxidermist's store. Thera
1 wans stuffed and put In a large show case
with many other hirda,

In several days a Ilndy cams in and
bought me. I was taken to & room full of
chalrs, tables, dosaks and so on, which I
soon learned was a school. Having been put
in a small glass oase all to mysalf, 1 could
pon averything eanily. It was intereating to
watch the children play. They were al-
lowesd to take me from the case and stroke
me beforé and after sohool

I am frequently alone and so I turn
around and, belng on the windowsill I can
look out of the window, Bometimes I nee
pleasant sighta, while other times 1 »see
my old companions, the birds. Oh, how my
hoart aches then, but—O! my time 1s up! 1
must say goodby. MR, FLICKER.

(Becond Prise.)

A Dream,
By Mildred Rogers, Aged 12 Years, Clarks,
¥ Neb. Aot Ride, o1

Hark, here comes the Dream Falry and
she Is now weaving her web of dreams
about the sleeping child. Now listen and
I will tell you the dream;

Buddenly there cames to the ears of the
ohild ®e sound of music, It seems as If
thousands of Httle bells were softiy tinkling
and ohiming.

Then tho music stops and lo, out of a
largo red rose stepped the dearest lttle
falry you ever saw. She was dressed In a
guuzy white gown, with stars, moons and
roses sewed In It, In her hand she held a
sllver wand sst with jewels.

As the fairy mseated herself on a tiny
golden throne the chlld knew her to be the
falry queen.

In an Instant the bells began tinkling
and chiming again, and out of avery flower
there stepped a little falry, and while the
moon cast sllvery shadows over thé lawn
the falries danced and sang. But sas the
child stirred and showed signs of awaken-
ing the fairlies floated back to the flowers,
the gqueen blew o kiss to the moon and
disappearsd into the rose agaln, the bells
stopped Lnkling and chiming and as the
Dream Fairy vanished the ohild awoke
only to find instead of & band of fairies
that she was In her own room with the
moon shining In through the windew on
her.

.
—

(Honorable Mentlon.)

An Imaginary Story of Prince Ferdi-
nand and Chief Winne

By Bva Hupsmi 12 Years, Creigh-
ton, bt!]c.ﬁ lue #ide,

During the reception of Columbus at
Barcelona Chief Winnepesaikes kept look-
ing &t the prince, the prince in return
looked at Winnepesaukes and after the re-
ception they beoame great frisnds,

Chief Winnepesaukes was ons of the In-
dians Columbus had brought from Amaerica.

A few monthe later, after the wonderful
ovent, Chisf Winnepesaukes Was made a
slave.

Queen Isabells and Crown Prince Fer-
dinand did all in thelr power to fres him,
but King Ferdinand would not undo
had been done.

One night the crown prince awoke sud-
denly. He had been dreaming ho had re-
lsased Winnepesaukes and he had ssoaped
to his old home in America.

The prince saw that all of his bodyguard
were asleap, so softly stealing out of the
room he went to Winnepesaukee's ocell and
reloasdd him, led him to a secret passage
out of the palsce and gave him & pass on
board the ship which would sail earliest in
the morning.

Of course, In the morning the ohief was
missed, and It remained a mystery for a
long time untfl one day thers came a rude
enveiope In which was a pisce of bark.
It was addressed to the prince and on
It were the following words;

Big Chief Winnepesaukes thank prince.
Hig chief help heap fine prince some day,
From heap big fine chief, Winnepessukes.

How Auns and Paul Came to Disobey

Their Mother,

By Alma Schllchting, 0 T
Blurts, Neb. Red Side o

Mrs. Blank was sewing in the sewing

room. Her children were playing on the
floor. They were very reatioas and Mrs
Blank told them to get some coba for the
ocook and she would give them both § centa
When they had finlahed thelr work she
#ave them each § oenta, which they put
carefully away.
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RULES FOR YOUNG WRITERS

1. Write plainly on one aide of the
paper only and mumbes the pages.

& Unse pemn and ink, not pencil

8. Short and pointed articles will
be glven preference. Do not use
ever 250 words.

4. O stories or letters only
will m

5. Write your nams, age and
address at the top of the first page.
'ﬁrl!m-uou’ﬂnn of books

he given for the best twe con-
trd to this page anch week.
Address all ocommunlostions to

OURILDREN'S DEPARTMENT
Omahs Bes, Omaha, Meb,

thought It must be the chlldren. Bo he
hired & man to row the boat and they
poon reached the children. Foor Annn waa
very pale and frightened. Paul was also
afrald. But he was trylng to comfort his
wister. They were taken home, snd they
nover wanted to go boat-riding alone again.

Little Dorothy and the Wolf,
By Vicla L. Hanwen, Aged 1) Years, West
Polnt, Neb.

There was once a poor woman who, with
her littde girl, 4 years old, lived In & cot-
tage not far from some dark woods. All
that she had besides her cottage wan three
cows, from whose milk she made butter
and cheese to sall In the village.

One morning she went as usual to drive
the cows out to the flelds to feed upon
the green grass, Bhe left little Dorothy
pitting upon the steps, with a bowl of
bread and milk for her breakfast and a bg
wooden spoon to eat It with,

When she came back a few minutes later
nothing tut the bowl was to be seen, The
ohlld was gone. The mother ran here and
there, wildly calling lttle Dorothy, No-
where could the child be seen or heard. At
last the mother hurried away to the wvil-
lage to tell the good people what had hap-
poned and to ask them to help her.

Just at this time & traveler was golng
through the woods on his way to the next
town. As he was passing close to & tangled
thicket he heard & clear childish voles ery
out, “"Keop off or I'll hit you!"

He wondered how & child eame to be In
this wild piace, He pushed the thick
brush aslide and soon came to the mouth
of a low cave under a rock. There, to his
surprise, he saw o Httle girl sitting on the
ground with filve young wolf cubs around
her.

The wild creatures bared their teeth
every now and then and snapped at the
little baby's hands. But the child held a
blg wooden spoon In her right hand and
rapped the cubs sharply on the nose every
time they tried to bite her, saying at the
pame time, ““Keep off or I'll hit you. Keep
off, 1 say!"”

The traveler understood the matter at
once. He caught up little Dorothy in his
arms and ran with her out of the thicket
&8 fast as he could, for he feared that the
old wolf might come back sconer than it
would be pleasant for him, 5

Just ws he reached the open country he
met little Dorothy's mother and the people
of the village In search of the lost ohild,
How glad they were to see hor alive and
unhurt! She had fallen aslesp in the travel-
or's arms, but she still held fast In bher
hand the big wooden spoon.

As her mother awakened her with fond
kisses, she looked up and sald:

“Mother, Dolly wants her bread and milk,
Blg ugly dog twok Dolly away before she
had eaton her breakfast™

’ Our Puppy.
By Thelmus Fredericks, Aged 18 Years; 322
ws’?ﬂh Street, Grand lsland, Neb.
(.9

Wo huve a litle puppy, which we named
Duke. Ho is black with one white paw.
Duke Is & very ocute little puppy and s very
playful. We have been (rying (0 teach
him tricks, and one of the thinges he can
do is to sit up and shake hands. -

Duke hus long ears and he Is glossy
blsck, Duke's mother lves a few doors
away from us and she found elght lttle
puppies under the porch. Bome wers black
with white on them, and another la brown
But our nelghbor thought he oould not
keap all of them, so he Alsposed of four
of them and he kept four, Duke's mother s
& very pretty dog and s brown and white,

Duke isa very nolsy little fellow and is
beginning to bark like a big dog and think
he s very mmart. Ha has to be fed very
often and he can now eat meat and other
thinge.

We some time keep him in our hares's
manger. When we put him in there he
barks and barks. He will follow us all
around pow and he can bite too. This s
& true story.

The Attack of the Indians,
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LADE OF OMAHA WHO GREW GARDEN BTUFF IN THE Y. M. C. A. CONTEST WHICH CLOSED YESTERDAY.

Mary Littleton’s Eventful Picnic

VER since the middle of May
Mrs. Littleton had promised to
aive her little daughter, Mary, 4
pienle party In  the woods,
Mary had Invited a dogen of
her young friends to be of the

party, and they were all impatiently walt-

Ing for a fine day for thelr trip into the

country.

One bright morning—it was Saturday,
and, of course, there wnas no school—Mrs,
Littleton ealled to Mary very early:
“Come, deary, jump up and get dressed
In your plaid gingham. We'll go on our
plenie excursion today., The weather |Is
flmply splendld, 8ky clear, with white
clouds dotting It ke 86 many feathers™

Mary leaped from bed, ran to take her
bath, laughing as she went. ““Will you eall
to the others over the ‘phone, mamma?’
she called a8 she splashed the wuler In the
tub,

“You, dear, 1 have your list of names,
and am about to begin ringing each little
plenicker up to say that this is te be our
June day In the wooda,'" replled Mrs, Lit-
tieton,

And very shortly Mrs, Littleton had
communicated by ‘phone with each of the
twelve Invited guests, and each little one
bad cried out eagerly: "Oh, thank ygu,
Mrs, Littleton. I shall be rendy on time—
procisely.”” And some had declared thelr
intention of providing luncheon, although
Mrs, Littleton had assured them that It
would not be necessary, as she had plenty
of good picnie things to eat, and would
have three large baskets full of them.

At exactly 10 o'clovk the crowd of little
ones assembled at Mary Littleton's home,
which was & pretty two-story white frame
house nestling In a great green sproading
lawn. The town In which they lived was
small, and did not afford a clty park. 8o,
when people wished to go for a pienio
they were obllged to go In wagonettes or
thelr own private carriagea and autome-
biles to the woods two miles distant from
town. There, kept fresh and Jluxuriant
through the waters of a great round pond,
lay a beautiful grove, covering 100 acrea
of land, and through it ran a flne road
and also a pretty llttle creek flowed
through the woods, emptylng lself Into
the pond,

Mrs. Littleton had engaged two wagon-
ettes for the day and a competent driver
for each. The wagonettes were ecovered
over the top, but not at the sides, and
little Nags adorned the upright poles which
held the top cover. The children scrambled
into the wagons, being divided into two
equal parties. Mrs, Littleton sat In the
front wagon and Mary In the second. In
that way each crowd had a hosteas. And
Mra. Littleton acted as chaperon for the
entire crowd of youngsters.

The ride was a right merry one, the chll-
dren singing gally as they rode along.
Mrs, Littleton was as happy as any lttle
one in her charge, and assisted in the sing-
ing, starting the sengs herself,

The plonie grounds were reached In good
time, and the wagoneites werfs unloaded
of thelr children and baskets. Two ham-
mocks and two swings had alse been
brought along, and the wagonette drivers
put them up for Mra, Littloton. Then the

drivers jumped into thelr wagons again
and having promised to return to the grove
for the gay crowd of happy youngsters at
4+ o'clock in the afternoons, they ecracked
thelr whips and drove off towards town.
Then the real plessure of the day began,
Some of the little ones hunted flowers
along the buanks of the pond; others sat
beneath the trees, telling wstorles and
watching the birds busy In the branches
over thelr heads; others swung In the ham-
mocka and swings, singing gally. Butter-
flies flltted hither and thither, and gueer
little Insects—at home In the Erass—arept
up to take & peep at the huge creatures
who had intruded on thelr domain and
ware so nolsy about it. All naure seemad
to he enjoying the fine June day.
Townrds mnoon, however, Mrs. Littleton
suddenly looked at the sky with some ap-
prehenslon. "“"Well, my dears,' she sald
to those nearest to her, "I do believe a
thundersiorm la preparing to drive us home
before we are ready to go. Just see that
plle of black clouds yonder.” And Mra.
Littieton Indicated a bank of rolling black
clouds whioch were covering half of the
#ky wlready, They had gathered within an
hour, and none of the plenie party had
observed them till Mre, Littleton spoke of
them.
“We'll not have to go before we have
dinner, will we?' crled Mary eagorly.
"We can't go till the wagons come for
us,  can we, Mra, Littleton?"' asked pug-
nosed, freckled-faced Tommy Rogers.
“Well, my dears, it looks as though we'd
have to go as msoon as we can get our
things together,” Informed Mrs, Littleton,
“I'm awtully sorry I did not think to tell
the men to come for us direotly they should
amiled the farmer's wife, asking the band

of plenickers to enter. Then all was con-
fusion for a few minutes while Mra,
see wlgns of & thunder shower. Bul as the
day promised to be mo perfect, it never
ocourred to me that a pile of thunder
clouds were hidden away bevond the hills,
rendy to come bellowlng forth and give us
& Bky-dueking.'"

The children laughed at thought of a
“sky-ducking,”” and funny Tommy Rogers
declared he'd like one. 1 don't mind get-
ting wet,"”" he bragged boldly. “but I'd not
like my best Sunday clothes to get mpolit,
Shucks! Why must It raln now?*

“Oh, 1 ecould Just ery,” sald Mary with
tears In her volee. ''It Is so disappointing
to have our plenle spolled by & thunder
shower!”

"Yes, It 1s too bad,"” agreed several little
Eiria.

Then all hurrledly got Into their jacketa
and hats and helped to take down the ham-
mocks, The swinks had to walt till the
men with the wagoneties came In the late
afternoon, The hammocks were tled up
separately and given to two of the larger
boywn to carry. The other children ahared
the welght of the lunch baskets between
them, two at a basket. When Mrs. Little-
ton had Inaisted on carrying one of the
baskets, the youngsters had remonstrated:
“No, Mrs. Littleton, you shall not carry
any of the. You shail just go ahead und
lead the way."

And Isughingly Mra, Littleton had to do
as told. 8he led the disappointed, almost
weeping little band up the long, sloping
hill to the broad, dusty road leading Into
town. But once on top the hill, Mrs. Little-
ton paused for breath, looking about her.
Just at the bottom of the hill, opposite the
pond and wood, there stretched a fine

“lI DO BELIEVE A THUNDERSTORM IS PREPARING TO DRIVE US HOME.”

he sald, Ohl What a shock to such &
happy familyt The father kissed svery one
In the family goodby, then followed the
D aksoligET.

The next day all were very sad and
lonely, What If the Indlans would attack
them, what would they do, they could not
tacCADe because there would be no one to
help them, their closest friends were five
miles away. The Ilttel room was very
quiet, Harry had taken his school books,
and Bess and her mamma thelr sewing,
when suddenly a loud nolse startled them
all, The Indians had attacked them, what
ahould they do, there wWas no WwWay to
escape, Just then the Indlans walked in
and took wil the money and wvalusble
things, then one of the Indians spled Bess,
where she was hiding and took her on
their horse, L0 their home. They were
very kind to her.

Then after some years the father came
back and asked for Bees and the mother
hung her head, ‘“She—she was'—and tha
mother couldn't finish saying that she was
taked by the Indians some yews ago and
Dever came back.

Playing.
By Eva Bn;ﬁlmd. Afged 10 Years, North
tte. Red Bide
One evening after supper three MNttle
ohildren went to the workhouse to play

and got some papers and kindling and
bulit a fire In the stove and put

"

It ran on the floor ®o they mopped it up,
and they took turn about speaking and
eniging until they had to go into the house

My Pets,
By Dorothy Mosher, A 10 Years.
Clty, Neb. ed Blde.

I placed a pan of water in the yard the
other day. The next day two little spar-
rows came and took thelr bath, They flew
away. After a while they came back.
This time they took a drink, and thls ls
the way they did it: They put thelr heads
into the water, then popped thelr hends up
AgAin to see If anyone was looking. Ever
sinca that day 1 have ecalled them “my
pota.”

David

Found,
By Mary Dlv_\:b Aged 10 Years, Gibbonm,
Neb. ed Bide.

Every day vyou ocould ses a small zin!
trudge home from & large store on the hill
This girl was Agnes Bampson,
lved in this large city for many years.
S8he had always pulled her way up the long
hill In the moming and was glad te run
to her desclsts home at night. On this
night she found the two rooms that her
famlly occupled ampty. But instanty she
looked behind her to see & kind woman,
Bhe rushed into the woman's srms and
eried, "Dear mother, 1 knew you would
come.” Then they got down and began to
talk. Her mother told her how her fathar
had stolen her away when she was 7 years
old, and how he took har to America and
married again. Her mother had got &
divorce and had married again and had be-
ocome very rish. Now Agnes and her sluter,
Muriel, are very happy in their home.

The Robin.
By Morton Bohm, ? Years 1@
Eighteonth 8treet, Molnes, Ia.

Agnes had 7

don't Hke that & bit. That is & mean ecat,
and put rats in my nest, A good boy wam

paxsing by. The dog killed the cat I
must go,"” sald the robin. "Goodbye and
farewall.”

Our Heavenly Father's Works.
By Catherine Stepp, Aged 10 Years. Belle-
vue., Neb. Red Side.

Our Heavenly Futher so gentle and, trus,
Made the summer sky so fine and blus;
He made the meadows, decked with flowers

Ky,
Angd ull. woodlands, where the squirrels
play.
Our Heavenly Father, who loves every one,
Lighted the worlid with wonderful sun;

He watered the esrth with tlowing streams,
And darkened it with wonderful, unknown
meRns

Our Heavenly Father calls us His sheep,

And watches o'er us whils we sleep:

He cares for the flowers aa well am for
mAn,

And looks over all as well as He ocan

Our Heavenly Father in 5o gentle and kind,

hat wa must try very hard to mind;

We know Ho don't ask things of us we
ouwnnot do,

And so we must do them, no matter what
we Bo through.

Robin's Glory.
By Arthur Maeson, Aged 13 Years, Fre-
maont, Neb, Red Ride.

In the apringtime when the cherries are
ripe and the robing are singing gayly abouy
the cherry tree, one would hesr & soBg
like this:

Cherries are ripe, cherries are ripe,

Ha! Ha! Cherriea are ripe

gx In the top of the tree,

& cherries are for me,

1 got all the cherries

That people cannol get

Up In the top of the cherry tres

errien are ripe, oherriss are ripe,
berries are good for me,

The robin ia In glory when in a cherry
tree. For ‘tia trus. the ripeat cherries are
at the top of the tree. The father robin
has & bright red breast, while the mother
robin hes & speckied breast. The robin
was 80 named by the pligrims after they
first landed a8 it was the first bird they
AW, -’

This is the
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Celebrate
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TOM JOHNSON,

June 18, 1911

2008 Lake Street.

Name and Address. School. Year,
Willlam Alexander, 304 Poppleton Ave........e...P8cific ;. c0000...,1000
Oscar H. Beal, 112 South Twenty-eighth St...,.. .\ Famam .........1898
Glen W, Bullls, 2631 Sahler Bt....civipsvisensas Sarntoga .. v e .. 1904
Mlldred E. Burke, 3817 Wirt Bt. . ..:scevinnsssay Clifton HIll , . w1901
Minnle Burkamg, Forty-fifth and Ida Sts. .. ....00. Central Park .. ...1808
Mabel Carlson. 3528 Franklin St. .. ....cceesee.  Franklin ... ..1901
Ferria Claggett. Forty-ninth and Walnut 8t....... High ..ieveee0 1804
Charles K. Crowe, 823 North Twenty-first St........Central .........1904
Helen B. Doyle, 3328 Parker St..... setabomeves st (i ise.ni®il
Helen Garrel, 16823 North Twenty-first 8t. ... .o Kellom wovoeos s 1899
Pearl Gilbert, 2312 North Twelfth Bt.......veec linke coooiun — L 1
Eddiv Hayzlett, 55606 North Thirty-third 8t......., Monmouth Park ..1880
Lorren Hickman, 1019 South Twentleth St........Mason ....e0uue 1886
Mildred A. Hoag, 330 North Thirty-sixth Ave......Saunders ........18856
Tom Johnson, 2008 Lake 8t..........:. Le (b eae A IMERG Ir——"s {1 ]
Fveiyn M. Jones; 3415 North Twenty-fourth 8t.....Lothrop ..........1886
Elizabeth Kissel, 1808 Pinkney Bt......ccvecesac. Lothrop . ooos. «ens 1802
Edward Krakowsk!, 2606 Walnut 8t......v..0...Im. Conception ... 1807
Hattie Kunz, 8307 Bouth Twentleth St. . e.vvve-.Vinton ... 0000 n 1898
Svivl Kutak, 920 Dominion St....,..eecieius+..Bdw, Rosowater ...1801
Bidon K. Langevin, 43356 Franklin 8t. ..ceeeaees.. Walnut Hill ...... 1801
Hazel Lansten, 2817 Pratt St,......s s o nnien o LIDMATOR ojeii 4 o/ 389T
Orpha McCartney, 2431 Woeobster Ave............High ...o000,....1882
Harry Menold, 202 North Twenty-third St........HIgh ........... 1804
Hazel McMullen, 4248 Burdette Bt....wesesccsess Clifton Hill . ... 1887

Marie Morrissey, 2609 Corby Bt......
Lols Plerce, 1824 Sherman Ave,.....
Donald Raffensparger, 314 North Fifte
Kenneth B. Beeley, 5440 North Twenty
Agnes M. Sorensen, 1906 Spring St..
Albert Bteinberg, 1019 Harney S5t....
Austin Sturtevant, 112 South Thirty-s
Tadislay Styskel, 316 Woolworth Ave

asssaseessss BAcred Heart . ...1800
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Rosanna Swenson, 1502 North Thirty-fifth 8t......Franklin ...« ...1801
Car] 1. Swanson, 414 North Thirty-fifth Ave. ... ....S8unders ....=...15808

Carl Talmon, 1813 Clark Bt. . e eve.
Emil Turinik, 1021 Bancroft 8t......
Alice Wallin, 3012 Webster Bt......
Margaret Wakefleld, 2419 Franklin St
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Bophie H. Welnstein, 1440 South Thirteenth Bt,...Comenius ...... 1887

Herbert Wood, 27256 Fowler Ave.....

Mary Zlatking, 1446 North Twentieth
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valley, and In the very center of this wval-
ley stood a rambling old farm house with
a great red-roofed barn in the rear. The
place had such a comfortable, home-like
atmosphere, even at a distance, and Mrs.
Littleton quickly thought of pomething.
“Hay, chlldren,” she began, pointing to-
wards the farm house In the valley, which
was only half a mile away, I belleve It
best to go down there and ask the farmer's
wife to let us shelter In that blg barn ull
the storm I8 over. And If our wagonettes
do come before we look for them, we can
signal them from there.

“Oh, yes, mamma, let's g0 there,” oried
Mary, who had so reluctantly started
homewards, afoot, "Yea, we cun go there
and have & plenle In the barn.™

This made all the little ones eager to
go, und they joined their voices of consent
to Mary's. “Very well, come along,’ and
Mrs. Littleton hurried the children off
through the pralrie grass till they struck
A road leading to the farm house grounds,
They reached the place just In time, for
as they turmed In through the blg gate
a few heavy drops of rain fell, and gusts
of heavy wind were dashing things to the
earth, laying the gross flat,

When the party of fourtesn stepped up
to the door & smiling woman met them.
And as good luck would have it, Mrs, Lit-
tleton knew her. Bhe was a good customer
st Mr. Littleton's store In town, and Mrs.
Littleton often saw her there buylng dry

goods. “Well, I do belleve you are Mrs.
Brown,” sald Mre Littleton, Introducing
herself.

“yes, and I wis guite sure T knew you,"”
Brown, Mr, Brown, who then came hurry-
ing in, and thelr woman-of-all-work put
down windows and shut open doors agalnst
the coming storm, And then, as daylight
poemed blotted out, lamps, were lighted
and the whole crowd Inc-lud!“u the Browns
and thelr hired man and woman, went Into
the blg, long dining room. And the plenic
dinner was sproad on the long table, & table
quite spaclous enough to admit of twelve
working men during harvest Ume. So, the
plenickors found plenty of room and to
Apnre. .

And Mr, Brown waas so jolly, telling jokes
and cutting up pranks with the town boys
till the lttle fellows thanked thelr lucky
stars for the opportune storm which had
pent them to this jolly place. And Mrs,
HBrown was hers, there and everywhere,
smiling and chattng and helping to lsy the
gpread, Never had the children had such
2 good time as they waore having now. The
ptorm raged, rain beat ke wild furies
aguinst (he closed windows and doors,
Hghtning glared, to be followed by peale of
terrible thunder, but the picnickers did not
mind., Indeed, they onjoyed the sense of
safety while the storm raged withoul.

Boated round the long wble, at precisely
1 o'clock the little crowd had their plenie
dipner, And Mra. Brown had added great
pitchers of sweet milk and buttermilk to
the repast, and seversl great brown pump-
kin ples, baked by herself that very morn-
ing.

“I had no ldea 1 should have & surprise
party,” sald the good natured lady, “'when
1 was baking this morning. And how
strange it should have happened on this
day of all days—for it Is my birthday."

Then all became happler, It was thelr
good bhotess' birthdauy!| Mrs. Littleton wug-
gested that the party drink the hostoss’
health in the sweel milk and glasses were
ralsed and words of good cheer spoken, to
which Mra. Brown responded with emotion
and tears I.lr ber eyes.

After the' luncheon, which lasted tweo
hours, Mre. Littleton saw & telephons in

ihe Uving room and aaked 10 wse L hirs

Brown sald anything about the farm

at her disposal, 8o Mrs, Littleton phoned
o town and Instructed the wagonsttes
drivers to call at the Brown's farm for
the party at 4 o'clock.

After thin the table was pushod asids
and the children had » dancve, Mrs, Brown
and Mrs. Littleton dividing time at the
little cottage organ which stood In the liv-
Ing room. When 4 o'clock arrived each
guest declared the day had been perfect
“Why, the sun 18 shining again!” oried
Tommy Rogers, who had been dancing so
hard that he had not notced thet the
storm had ceased, “Well, how strange
things are—in the country.”

“How perfectly lovely they are
cauntry,” eoried

“Aud how
things are at Mr. and Mrs, Brown's,"” added
Mary Littleton.

Then they all had to go, after many kind

in the,

adleus to the good people who had so
nicely entertained them during the thun-
der storm. And they had to promiss to

come many tUmes durlng summer and re-
peat the happy day, And Mr., and Mre,
Brown had to promise to pay a vieit to
each little one who had enjoyed their hos-
pitality on that June afternoon.

fallure, but It turned out lovely,” said Mar
that night to her father.

"Yen, It was & bed beginning with s
happy ending,'”” Iaughed Mp, Littleton,
“And It all goes to show that every cloud
bas & sllver lning.''

FRATTLE OF THE YOUNGSTERS

Willle—=What's beln’ an orphan?

Tommy (who never kuew his purents)—
guess it'a when the stork drops you before
he gets to the house he's guin' lo.

"It looked as though the day would be 37
b

"I know how people walk,” sald Willie to
his grandmother. “They put one fool down
mnd let it stay till It gews 'way hind, then
do the same with Lthe other foot, and keep
on doing '

“Now, Thomas," sald the tesicher to &

small pupll, “what s & demagogue?’

"A demagogue,” replisd the little fellow,
who was thinking of & demijohn, “ls a ves-
aul for holding whisky, wine or any other

kind of Uyuor.™
Any Mauy—Johnny, you bad boy, you have
moloasses Lffy wll

over your new sultl
What will mamma say?

Johany—0Oh, it doesn’'t make much differ-
enoe what mhe says. Bhe noever lets me
have any fun o new clothes until 1 get
them spolled.

Little lola—1 think it's & shame for
mamma to put us out of the room just be-
CHise cOllupany cams,

Little Bobby--Well, parhaps there will be
some cake left,

Litvtle lola—1'm afrald not. You can't
trust company with cake.

“*Why, Willle, what kept you so late?

Did you have to siay after school?
afruid you have been naughty.

“No, ma'am, 1 sin't never nuughty. Bobby
Jones was licked for bein' naughty an' X
stayed afier school Lo hear him yell*

Fm

Eplgrams,
Bald in sport, meant in earnest,
Virtue flourishes In misfortune,
A handsome shoe offen pinches,
A mother's love Is ever In its spring.
Good news 18 rumored, bad newa fllem
Thieves seldom grow rlah by thieving.
No one Is wise enough Lo advise himaelf,

~

Kate Smith.
much more perfectly lovely




