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HRISTMAS is almost here so, if you listen hard enough, Busy Bees,
perhaps you will hear the tinkle of Santa's sleigh bells fur off in the

far Old Santa dislikes to be s

1o believe it is the Chriltma:ide spirit
Wouldn't it givel each Busy Bee a

some child less fortunate

th t1 M
sen on hisannpal Chy
They tell me little boys and girls are apt to be on their
) *bchn'ror about this time of the year because of the expected visit of
Santa Claus. 1 am sure their motives are not altogether selfish, 1 like better

stmas rounds.
good

which J‘qunlptt it.
great

: something they could

I recall on Christmas day in the midst of their happiness? 1 am sure it would,
so | suggest that each boy and girl consider carefully each member of their

family, each playmate and schoolmate
can do for them. The Busy Bee editor

and think of some little kindness vou
guarantées that such a satished feeling

will envelop your heart 85 you have few times experienced. [t will be ample

rewird for any inconvenience or extra effort to which you may put yourseli.
Christmas stories for the special prize book will be received unti

row or the next day, The prize winner will be announged next Sunday. The
following Sunday the names of the new king and queen of _the Busy Bee

kingdem will be published,

Entma Hiebert of the Red Side wins the prize book this*week. Florence |
Seward of the Blu eSide and Henry Tuma of the Red Side won Honorable

Mention.

I sure fuu do not_look,

] eal of satisfaction to know of
some good deed they had performed; some happiness they had brought 1o
an themselves, perha

tomor-

Little Stories by Little Folk

(Prize Story.) |
Turkey Loses Head.

. By Emma Hiebert, Aged 11 Years, fast. At last she put them out of
ldoun. )

Hampton, Neb, R. J. Red Side.

I will tell you a story about my-
self. First 1 was hatched out of a
turkey egg. One day a little girl
came and took me, She kept me in
the house until I was quite big. Then
she let me go outdoors. At night I
slept on tops of trees and straw
stacks. [ grew up very fast.

One day I heard the little girl g_ay|
something about Thanksgiving. She |
said she would have turkey, pumpkin |
pie, cranberMes and other good things |
to cat, Aund then she looked at me.
I wondered what it meant. i

After a while a little boy and girl |
came out with & hatchet. The little |
girl caught me. | knew then what |
it all meant. 1 did not have time to
hide then. _The little boy chopped off |
my head, 1 do not know what hap-|
pened after that, That was the end of

my life. 1 made this story uP. g
liope my letter will be in print. 1 will
write again, 1 read the storics every

Monday. 1 like to read them, 1 thin
they iee all fine,

{Honorable Mention,)

4 eecy.
! By Florence Seward, Aged 1044 Years,
1634 Victor Avenne, Ousaha, Neb.
Blue Side.

I have not told you for a-long time
about Fleecy, so now | will We
are all very fond of her, Whenever
we give her some meat my- sister will
say, “Agk for it like a good girl"
Then she will stand on her hind fec
and get i, Whenever she wants out
ghe will run up and rub on you, then
she will run to the door, When she
wants in she will junip up on the win-
dow-sill.and cry.

1 have a little bird that 1 got from
Burgess-Nash company and 1 have
lots of fun with her. 1 will speak like
a bird.and she will jump up, thinking
a bird is near,

We are going to move in 3 few days, |
so | have written our new ‘address.
As all Busy Bees are usually fond of
animal or bird stories 1 wrote this
one.; 1 thought it would please you.
I hope Mr. Waste Paper 'Bi‘_skct |
busy at dinner so he won't get my |
letter.

(Honorahle Mcna;n.)
RTNII‘N: Ed‘? Elba
By Henry Tuma, & ears, Elba,
4 rNcIL, Box 74.E Red Side. )
When [-was 3 years old, one day in
winter my hrother and sister thought |

they would skate in the tank, for the |seen anylhin? o
1 or

So they got on |
the ice. [ thought | wodld go, too. |
When 1 got on my sister jumped and
the ice broke through, and, of course,
my sister and brother were older than
I, ko they jumped out, but my sister
had to get into the tank after me for
1 could not get out, She was not,
‘strong enough to pull me oot, 0 my
brother William had to help her get
me out of the tank, and just as soon
as they got me out they took me to
the house, This is a true story.

Buster Must lnlg at Home,
By Willie Poland,

Buster is a large liver-colored dog.
He is of no particular breed, al-
though ‘he looks as if his ancestors
had been hunting doge. He is very
affectionate with those he likes und |
is very cross toward those he does

~not like, Automobiles scem to arouse
his anger, becawse he was neacly ron
over one day by-.a delivery trughk.
e is a fine wateh dog and can hear|
the faintest sound outside of a house. |
His owners moved a few months ago
‘ 1o a house about half a mile away;
but that did not prevent Buster vis- |
iting several houses in the old
'neighborhood where he had heen in
the hahit of calling for something to
eat.  His hahit i to serateh at the
kitchen dour and as a rule he would
be' let in and given something to
cat. 'As a rule het calls shortly aiter
supper ‘time, when he thinks there
are some scraps of meat or bones.

The other evening he scratched at
the door of one of his friends in the
old * neighboriiood and  when  the

man opened’ the door and ad-
mitted him, she found a note fastened
iwith a small ribbon to the collar, She
read the note and what do you sup-
pose the message said? It was:
“Please don't keep the dog all night.
He has a place to stay at home. The
Owner.” Under that message another
woman had written this line: “Not
guilty. Fe has just left" = Then
the  second woman added another
message, saying that she, too, had
just started Buster. home. 1 suppdse
Buster made the rounds and at each
place something bad 'been added to
the - note, until by the time he re-
turmed home for trlz night the owner
had quite 4 few answers to read, One
woman wrote: “Why don't you feed

our dog? He begs for food at our
ouse every day.”

Evidently somebody had been keep-
ing Buster all night, thinking the dog
did not have any regular home and
because he liked to stay. But I don't
suppost anybody would keep an-
other's dog if they thought the ani-
mal had a comfortable home. It
would not bé right, would it?

Three Little Ducks,
By Dora Hicbert, Aged 6, Route -3,
Hampton, Neb. Red Side.
One day an old hen was setting in
the. barn, when peep, peep, a little
it] came to look. There were three
ittle ducks, all yellow with black

water was frozen,

i s on their backs, She ran in
':hu:plﬂ:onu and showed them to her,

mother, They put them in a boxl'

behind “the stove. They grew very
They grew up tosbe big
ucks, When one day the old wom-
an came and eut one duck’s head off.
It was picked and cooked for Christ-
mas dinner. The children ate  like
they had never tasted duck before.
Naughty John,
By Hildur Lulrghlgg.].-\ ed 12 Years,
Wakehield, Neb. Blue Side.

John was very mean in school. His

SHE MAKES DADDY READ
BUSY BEES.

Here is little Jane Franke, kinder-
gartner at Farnam school, who likes
to have her mamma read the Busy

teacher scolded-him, but scolding did' Bee stories for her. Jane's daddy is

no good. His teacher made him stay
after schogl for being mean. As he
walked' home that night he was very
angry and said to himself, “I'll not
R0 16 school tomorrow. 1'll say | have
i l'[t:nl!:l:h: and then I won't have to
go.

He arrived llome as his sister came | and
Iil'lg
inew .
| are scoring big successes,

out to meet him, “Will you go with
me over 1o Martha's tonight,” said his
sister, kindly.

“No, I'll not. ' I've’ got & headache
and I can’t go tonight," said John,
o Oh, please,” pleaded his sister.
You know that | want vou to."

John was very angry #nd went off
to his room and lelt her standing
there with tears in her eyes.

Their mother overheard the conver-
sation and came i, saying, “Never
mind, dear, I'll go with you™ Ma

ot ready quickly and they started orl{

n the njght, asx they arrived home,
Mary tald her brother all\about the
good time she had, . - I

“Oh," said John to himself, *I wish
I had gone along,” but it was too late.
It taught him & lesson. Goodbye, Busy
Bees, till T write again.

A Newsboy's Reward. °
By Faye Hurbert, Age 12, Oakland,
Neb. Blue Side.
Nod was selling Eapera in New
York, right fiear the bank. How he

wished he could sell enough papers |

during the week tq buy a nice turkey
for his little brother's and his moth-
er's dinner, He was trying to think
of a plan, but none came to his mind.
He only héd 65 cents. How could

js e get enough to buy a turkey, pos

tatoes, celery and many good things
he Innrd to buy?

As he was going by Mr. J. E.
Hartin’s house lie noticed that it was
all confusion. He asked what was
the matter, Mr. Hartin said that
Grace, his little daughter, aged J,
had left- the house about 9 o'clock to
go ont and play anfl they had not

I’Yhnr since. Ned felt
very  Sorry Mr. Hartin and  he
said he would try and find Grace,

He had to ge on an errand for his.

mother quite a distance out of town,
e was just about out there when
who should be see but Grace, walk-
ing with a peddler who had a
monkey and a music box, and that
was what attracted Grace's attention.
Ned told Grace: that her father was
looking for her and he took her by
the hand and led her back to town.
Mr. Hartin wgs overjoyed at his
daugliter’s return. He told Ned his
mother and his little brother must
come over for dinner;and after din-
ner they would go out in the car
and get sgme walnuts and then they
would  take them over to Ned's
house. Ned was very happy and he
ran homie and told his mother.
%

THanksgiving Day.
By ‘Glee Garduner, Benson Neb, Age
14, Blye Side.

The wind howled dismally about
the trees and swept the dead leaves
off the ground, only to settle them
in some one's else yard. It seemed
ag if it moaned and sighed but we
cared not for that because this was
Thanksgiving night and inside every-
thing was bright and warm. OQOur
fire was burping brightly while the
fragant  smell of goose buried in
dressing cimie out of the coy kitchen.
My sister und | were eracking nuts
and my kitten was rolling a ball
about the floor, mewing joyiully.
The table was spread and soow our
goose and two little chigkens came on
with celery, apple savee. pickles,
plum, pudding, pumpkin pie and all
the other good things which come
with a Thanksgiving dinner were
eaten somehow. After dinfier I helped
mother with the dishes and then sat
down to rest. [ thought of the poor
peasants of Russia, Holland, Belgium
and all those foreign countries and
a pang of regret came over me be-
cause [ had not done one thing to
help the suffefers; but one thing re-
mained to comfort me. T had hunted
up a lot of clothes and some things
to eat and gave them to the church
and school to give to the poor people
of Bensor. When I went to bed that
night 1 prayed that everyone might
have been as happy as-1 and 1 was
thankful that | had a good father and
mother and a good home,

A Pleasant Holiday.
By Ethel Kudrna, Aded 9, Bee, Neb.
e

e
Thanksgiving day we spent at
srmdmolger.?a. We wentpin our 3.“3'
and got there ahout 11:30. We ate
dinner in a little while, For dinner
we had turkey with dressing. My

3 SPECIAL
M\- CHRISTMAS
Fein=Y  OFFERINGS
COMPLETE NEW. STOCKS.
LOCATION PRICES
SHIPPS, Jewelers
518 5. 16th. Opposite Rome Hotel

iat

| has a little birdic:

| ground & tho

the manager of the municipal Audi-
torium who has been trying to hook
fine musical atteactions for Omahans
just as low an admission price as
he positively can. \

aybe when Jane grows up she
will rroﬁl by her daddly'c cx.;enencﬁ

aunch iwto the field of the book-
ent.  They say il is one of the
ines of work in which women

Little {anc was born in St. Louis,
but she likes Omaba ever so much.
and says she is glad her parents
moved to this city.

Uncle Ben, Uncle Charles, Aunt
Louise and grandmother ' were also
grescm. 1 hope all the Busy Bees
ad a pleasant Thinksgiving.

An Orchard Ramble,

By Margaret ‘L. Croshy, Aged 14
Year, Sutherland, Neb. Blue Side.
“Lintle sister afid [ were rambling
throvgh the srchard and picking a
few apples as we went along.
shepherd dog Villia was with us, Soon
little sigter screamed out in an excit:
ing voice, 0| Margarey, see, Villia

Pl eT.n: fake it away
from him before hefkills i1t © 7

I ran withall my night to see the
hird, but it was no hirdy but a little
fuzzy bunnie.  Villia Imi not huart it
at all, but was rolling it gently as he
did the little kittens at honie.

We strolled on a little farther and
out of @ tree flew a turtle dove, She
flew erippling and’ fluttering on the
h she were badly hurt,
Little sister eried out, "O1 let's catch
the poor crippled birdie. It can't
walk.” She ran after it, but she foond
that she was the mothér bird only
decoying us away from her nest. In
h‘nﬂit was a lonely bird just ready
to leave its nest. Y

A little farther on was another nest
with two of the sweetest downy turtle
doyes you ever saw. By this time we
were to the end of the orchard and
little ‘sister had the little bunnie
snuggled closely in her apron. . We
took it in the house and fed it milk,
then put it in a basket where in the
morning we thought surely it would
be there, but/lo and behold, it was not
there. 1t had got out of the basket
and was running about the house.

We never saw a 1hli1 of it again
until the ngxt evening When we were

! verses,

. Advance - of
lighed in 1805 i the Hampshire (.;l-l-

Che |

talking and reading and out jumped
the bunnie, 1 thought it was a rat,
but I caught it and how it did squeal,
We fed it and O how hungry it was.

| After we had fed it we took a much
| taller basket with only small holes
at the top, and thought never in the
world would it get out, but before we
were in bed it jumped out through one
lof the holes and we didn't see it again

until the next cvening, when it came
out at the same time as before. I

house any longer,

it were her owi,

f William Cullen Bryant.
¥ William Sudman, Age 9. Sarben,
Neb, Red Side

William Cullen Bryan, a poet and
journalist, was born at Cunningham,
Mass,, November 3, 17%. When only
B years of age he began to  write
He was educated at New
Brookfield and Plainfield, Mass., and
at Williams college, but left school in
1812 to study law.
admitted to practice law any time he
wished, His first work entitled, “The
Knowledge," was pub-

zotie.
Mr. Bryant made & number of vigits

|to Europe for the stud¥of langnage

and literature, His foreign letters,
written while dbroad, were read with

i much interest by the American peo-

ple.  They were known as “Letters
of a Traveler' and “Letters from
Spain,” and otheér countiies, hoth wiit-
ten while on fareign tours,
ant would make speeches when the

i people were erecting monuments and

statues for great men.

Some of Bryant's best works are,
“Thanatopsis,” "To a Water Fowl"
and “The Death of the Flowers." He

possessed facility of speech and deliv-

ered  many impressive public ad-

| dresses, including those at the ban-
i quet of Kossuth, at the Burns, Centens-
i ninl and at the Schiller festivities,

Bryadt was a poet of nature,

Mr.
His verse overflowed with the religion
of the woods and his prose is touched
with an exquisite”grace.

Mr. Bryant ranks with Longfellow

and Poe as a poet. His last public
address was delivered at the unveiling
of the statue of Guiseppe Mazzino in
Centra! park, New York City, May
28, 1878, where he was overcome by
the heat and greatly injured and
from which ke never recovered. Mr.
Bryant died in New York City, June
12, 1878, y

My Pet Duck. ;
By Max Brasch, Aged 10 Years,
3527 Madison Street, Omaha,
Neb. Blue Side.

I have an Indian runner duck. He

is my pet.. He looks like a goose

from far off. He always follows me| 1)

when 1 am in the back yard, When
1 am coming to feed him and the

other ducks and chickens he is stand-)
ing back of the gate and sometimes
I have to throw
some corn 5o they will run away from
He Mkes cracked corn the
Sometimes wlhen he sees rﬁz he

e is

he won't go away.

the gale.
bést.
comes wabbling wp the yard.
very tame. He eats out of my hand.
I am very fond of him.

This is my first letter,
see it in print.

School Days.

By Jeannctte Marie Oliphant, Aged
11 Years, 402 Garfield Avenue,
Hastings, Neb, Blue Side.

I suppose all Busy Bees are going
to school nowadays. Some children
like to go, but some don’t, 1 like to
gn 1o schaol. The frst thing in the
momH‘ we' hive singing, next pen=
mans ig. spelling, reading or history,
language, and then we study geogra-
phy for the afternoon. After dinner
we recile our geography. Then we
have arithmetic and spelling again.

I hope to

for
weeks it did this until at last it grew
|50 hig that it conld not he left in the
b We hated to torn |
it out, but we had to. so we put it in|
| with the tame rabbits.

The mother | kinds of b
| rabbit mothared it and claimed it 35 if | foof ball, \.f,'ﬁ",'v’,‘,':ﬁ_ sabgre kil

| things.

In 1815 he was|

Mr, Bry- | fi

L}
We had tests this morning, because it
i the first quarter of the year, which
18 eight weeks, The first test was
spelling and then geography, | think
we will have our other tests in the
morming or afternoon.  Our singing
teacher, Miss Spaulding, is trying to
make the boys of our room sing
soprano, she said they sing all kinds
of tunes, | am very much interested
i musie, On Hallowe'en we did not

have a holiday. The teacher said the (b

only vacation or holidays
Phanksgiving and Christmas, Recess,
we girls get the ball and bat and play
base ball. W have many

are  on

ball,
A ther
We also have teeter-totters

# gisnt swing. We
Mr. Stephens is our d\ircch

in the the fiifthA. T go to the\Lincoln

school. Our banners are gold and
purple, [ think they are very pretty
colors. 1

James' R tapce,

By Marie Ruheckfp?std“li. Wake-
field, Neb,  Blue Side.

James lad been u very bad hoy

in school. His teacher had scolded
him in. school and he” was very
angry. As he went home from

school he wouldn't notice anyone.
When he arfived home he looked
very cross and  when his  little
brother said, “Come, James, and play
with me,” he*responded apngrily, "No,
I don't want to play with you And
babic fell to the ﬂ‘nur with a thud.
As James went up the hall he turned
a8 he heard a ery of pain and saw
his mpther pick baby up from the
Qor,

But James paid no attention to it
and went on to his room. Before
long he head the telephone bell ring,
bt little did he heed it until about
ten minutes later when he saw from
his window Doetor Bangs coming up
the walk as fast as he could.

I- _I'amu' was aroused at  once.
James,” called his mother, “come
here instantly.” James went. “You
must take this bottle to the drug
store and have it filled” As James
hurried along he resofved never to
be cross to his brather again, Good-
bye, dc}r Busy Bees, until 1 write
again.

Bearching for Gold.

By Tenichi Hiebert, Aged 11, Route
J, Hamptop, Neb, Red Side,
Once upon a time there were two
little girls, ‘Their pames wgre May
and Mary, both good Jlooking, They
were abont 10 years of age. They
had often heard people say that
there was gold at both ends of a
rainbow. One diy they saw a ruain-
bow, Thrz were going to find the

gold. At fir

one way, but Mary said, “T am going
one way and you go the other.” “Rut
I shall miss you, Mary,” said May.
en Mary said, “I don’t want to see
you any more.” “But," said May, “you

-
must go to the end of the I‘ainbow."‘
“1 will” said Mary., Mary was not
telling the truth, So they started off,
“Bood-hye, Mary," said May. But
Mary said nothing, Mary stayed in
the same place ull she was grown,
then got married.  May, nearly dy-
ing, was found by a good woman,
who cared for her. May told the
good woman about Mary, May lived
happy after thar. 1 will say good-!
¥e. |

other |

-l A !father went to work he left her alone
and swings and trapeze. We alsp have | with a little brown puppy named

have physiology. | Ruster.
I am|came from work she said, “Father,

(she kept ‘thinking #t over and owper.
| Then she said, "I Santa only Kiew

| toes, cake

st they were both going

Elsie's Christmas Present,
By Bridget Pawloski, Aged 9 Years,
Farwell, Neb., Blue Side.
Elsie was a little girl. She had a
father, but no mother. When her

One day when  her father

do you think Santa Claus will remem-
ber me " Her Mither said, “No, | have
not enough money, | have to save
money for things to eat.”

After Elsie's father left for work

how lonesome I am and only have a
little dog and a dog only can wag his
tatl and bark."”

When Cliristinas eve canie she hung
up her stovkings, but in the morning,
to her surprise, her stockings were
empty. She took down her stockings,
but something was at the bottom of
bone stocking. She put her hand in and
felt something hard. As she pulled her
hand out a httle doll with black hair
and a yellow Mress, blue slippers and
pink stockings was found. She then
was llapEy with her dollie and puppy,
Whensshe got fired playing with her
doll &he sewed doll dresses, After
that she was neven so Juesome.

Invited to Dinner.

By Henry Zelenka, Aged 10, 3527
Madison 8t., Omaha. Blue Side.
Last year on Tlmnkt;}i‘ving 1 was

invited to my aunt’s house, We

played games until dinner time, Then

we went in to eat our dinner, We

had goose, and pumpkin gle, pota-

and cranberries, We
layed, after dinner, until 5 o'clock.
hen I had to go home.

I go to Corrigan school. 1 am in
the fifth grade. This is the first
time I have written. I hope Mr.
Waste Basket is out for a walk when
gw letter comes in, Good-bye) Busy

ces.

Small Boy's Christmas.
By Walter Wiese, Age 14 Years, Bens
nington, Neb,. Red Side.

Once there was a little boy who
lived in' the ti% of New York. He
lived in u shabby old house in one
of the poorest streets. Jdis father
rru delg mid hiéhl:i:ther w;n :Iu:ltli
t was drawing® as time an
the little boy felt u:'g‘,'- because he
knew he would get nothing for
Christmas, He would stand for
hours by the windows of the stores
to look at the toys. One day us he

'KODAK

The gift that arouses
. immediate interest on
Christmas morhing and
sustaing that interest
through all the days to
come,

1813 Farnam

We handle Kodaks exclusively be ;
to take chances when we huy—nor can you.

Kodaks, from!........$6.00 up
Brownies, from.

The Robert Dempster Co. (Eastman Kodak Co.)
Street.

e e e T T =y

use we cannot afford

veve. 8125 up

308 South llth!fnd.

was looking at the lows as usual a
man and & little girl came walkin

by, The man alilf to the little lirt
“Stay here till | come back." When
the man came back out of the store
e found the boy who is the hero of-
this story carrying the lttle girl out
of the street, where she had run. The
man then asked the boy where he
lived annd the little boy told him and
about his sick mother. The man felt
sorry for him and went to his house

land then took him angd his mother
o his own house to live, for his wile

was dead. Here the boy and his

‘| mother spent their Christmas and the

rest of their lives and were always
happy, for the man married the boy's
maother,

Poem on Birds,
By Vera Lundberg, Wakefield, Neb,,
R. F. D. Age, 13. Blue Side.
Little birds, young and old,
Playing out in the cold;
Nellie will feed you every day,
If you do not fly away.

Little birdies, "tis too cold,

For you to feed here now,

Ii you were just a bit more hold,

You,could come into my house.
Good bye, dear Busy Bees, until T

write andther. poem or story.

Christmas
Furs

e At The

National Fur
& Tanning
Company |

Real values in Fox; Skunk,

Hudson Seal, Mink and
Beaver. !

Wonderful Line

To choose from at Oma-
ha's Big Fur Factory.

Visit Our
RETAIL SALES ROOM

National Fur &
Tanning Co.

1925 S, 13th St

-.5*;..-.. ..«;.'%

(1
[
!

t

effort.

The Gift Of

GOOD JUDGMENT

Give your wife an Electric Vacuum Cleaner this Christ- .
mas, Few gifts, no matter how expensive, are more
practical or desirable. It insures the pleasure of a
Christmas that lasts the whole year through. :

An Electric Vacuum Cleaner

Does All the Heavy Work

It s;aves toil and fatigue—makes the household ms:chin-
ery run smoothly—assures a clean home with little

: Removes dust and germs from rugs, draperies, furni-
ture, clothing and bedding more thoroughly and with
less wear than any other method.

Omaha Electric Light
& Power Co.

Geo. H. Harries, Pres.

i
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