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Honey-Makers

| ]
grow among old-time rases best, for |

there is something more than mere |

Crimson Rambler Chases
¢ the Sun and Clings to

convention, there is a feeling away |
down deep in the heart of the one
that clings 1o the old-time roses. |

| “The common rich must have gar- ! EAR Littlest Ones: Herg are 1
b dens and always i these gardens D some ‘new cut-outs for you— SEmmas 0
. Old MethUSUIa our family grow in profusion. We cut-outs that will move their — ~ ,&
ii! : are bothered to death for our bulbs | arms and legs and peads. They are f
] = and short roots, for what wou}!ld 2 |called the Fold-Ug Famuly. hey . v '
X v . r made-to-order garden be without |are going to be printed on your S by O L l F lk

.ﬁ Mothcr Rambler Climbs Over the Garden Wa“ and roses? So we have been elected by :lngc every Sunday for a whilc.F’l'a- i torles ur ltt e 0 S f
h rs v vears and years of obedience to [day we have Father Fold-Up. First : y
t)! Tells Ahout All the Blrdl and Flowe Even convention, the flower of the com- | paint him, make his suit brown or /

_ jused to carfy messages. Little dogs
A Trip to Southern California. | luve gone in the war_with no
Leon Nuroberg, Age 3% Platoview, Nevo [ thovght of themselves. They were

We have been en the train fur | trancd and have gone and done

gray, his shoes black, his face and (Prize.)

hands flesh color. Tlen paste the

mon rich,

“In these gardens, the owners hire
others to care for us, seldom or

.

Little Cinnamon Rose, Outcast of
the Garden.

T
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By MARGARET McSHANE.

“Living 100 years in the world of
the roses, long before any of you,
little boys and girls, who wisit me
in the gardea were born, my life
has been elected to see the begin-
ning and the end of all the roses
of the garden, and climbing as 1 do,
high above them all, 1 can see their
every action, and [ am the observer
of all their ways."”

Speaking hurriedly to the little
boys and girls who had gathergd
at her feet, their big admiring eyes
fixed on her Crimson Splendor, the
Crimson Rambler climbed om and
on

Stie reached the top of the porch
and soon after climbed to the high-
est eaves of the house.

Here she stopped s minute, and
peered into the nest of 8 besutiful
swallow. The swallow was stand-
img on the side of her M“Lﬂ“r"
g five little eggs, and at apr
proach of the Rambler, she wrinkled
up her near-white brow, and threw
back her head. exposing to view
her  beautiful  chestnut - colored
throat. Her mouth operned to re-
proach the prowler of her home,
but the Rambler softly laid her
spreading branches over the nest;
that it might be forever safe frem

never do they visit us, and here we
have no personal relation with the
family for whom we labor to bloom,
with deepest reds, delicate pinks and
fairest yellows: yellows that even
rival the sunheams in beality as they
travel over the earth,
Cruel Shears. .
“In such gardens we only see the
family when we become the victims
of cruel shears, When one of its
members conies stalking over the
lawn, carrymg huge, ugly shears—
shedrs possessed of the most viclous
eves: that grit their teeth at the
very sight of us, and that love to
cut us wildly off our bushes.
“Such folks not only take our blos-

They cut us here and there, anud
carry us in shabby market baskets to
the house, where we delight the eye
for a few hours, and then die of
thirst and longing,

“And the garden, what a sight it
is wheg they have left! ‘Betty's eyes
are not so blue and her hair 18 out
of curl’ is the garden’s wail, when
| left helpless after a wvisit from the
flower mongrel, with the vicious
shears. =

“Oh, how much we would all like
{to live with the Soul, who stopped
on the streel one day and bought
fcvery flower from the Flower-Ven-

soms, but they cut our stalks as well, |

the trails of the nest robbers, and
noisclessly torned in the opposite
direction. The swallow threw
back her head and joyfully gave
forth her liquid call in thanksgiving
to the Rambler, and entered the
nest. and spread her wings wery
gently over the tiny eggs that were
spotted with red brown specks.
The Rambler smiled back at the
Swallow in recognition of her pong,
and climbed to the other side of the
house, hoping te catch up with the

say one word. |

Once he tampered with their beau- !
ty, and once again lLie stripped theimn |
of vvery one of their blooms, and |
he strewed their gorgeous petals on |
the ]nratn path, making a crimson |
carpet. Then it was that their vani- |
ty asserted itself, so they reached |
out and clung for safety onte the
outstretched branclies of a giant
oak, the Methusula of our garden.
This sturdy oak, Methusula, has

|

|

|

of their pretty blossoms did they ' der, because it ‘hurt her inside’ tol
|

|

sce them die.

| can sce across the garden in &
shiny, lovely  spot, shaded lLghtly
by the nne delicate branches ol &
a beautiful group of Cabluge

willuw,
roszes.

“I'heir very warm and pleasing |
color, a happy pink, their wholesome

and frank expression, charm as oth-

ers cannot, and they send a whiff

of periume  liere  and  tliere, that

lingers on and on,

A Trick of Fate.

e gt e e e a e e e e b s s

sun on its journey over the roef,
The Sun Travels Fast,

“The sun travels with such speed
T am afraid I never will eatch up

with him. Fach day inetead of my
gaining on hifi he pets a fittle shead
of me,” the Crimson - Rambler

gasped, completely out of breath.
“But anyhow from this high point
nf observation T can see well owver

been the silent witness at the birth
and death of each eccupant of the
garden, aud he will be a spectator

&t my passing on, even though I

live 100 years.
Friend of Methuselah.
“And since then, the stray Ram-

bler shoots are firmly sttaclied to
Methuselah, and they say now, that

they cameto Metliuselah just to form |

an arbor over the garden path, and

such 2 Deantitul thing, possessed of
rare and maeic perfume, <hould have
to go through !ife universally known
by such an ugly name, and its true
birth-name, ‘The I'rovence Rose,
must be known to, but a 1ew.

“Near the garden gate, at the foot |
of a sweep of terraces, blossoms the

ureeots Jichmond rose. |

Shie stands so straght—always ‘at !

“It i an unilair trick or fate, that|

When He's Folded Up,

picces of Father Fold-Up on hesvy
paper and cut them out. Now, i

| vou will get some elder member of

vour family to bring you some littie
brass “MeGill Fasteners” yow can
fit the pieces toecther where the

round holes are found. Punch the | the back.

[)
holes opun. and put tne fastencrs
Aliroygh, the little picees bent over
at the back. If you just can't get

fasteners Aise a pin and push 1t
through the holes, and bend 1t over

Jokes
Peace Problems.
Jimmie (speaking for the 23d

squad)—Corpril, did you tell your
ntother we were conmuug to stay

| with vou’—DBy Sergt, Rud Kennie,

S. A

Saving Them From Drudgery.
lox-Soldier — Howdy, old  pal,
aren't you out vet?

Soldier—No,

“How's that?"

“Sa the officers will have s job
and won't have to fall back to con-
ductoring."—By R. J. Reiber, U, 5.
Naval Ajr Station, Akron, Ohio.

An Alibi.

L.

Her Husband—Did you take a $-.’|
pocket last!

bill out ol 1wy wvest
night?
Mrs. S

abily vou don’t know 1t, but there

<
noops—Certainly not. Prob-

 voung Dubson, “but when I asked
| him how he would regurd we as a
| prospective son-in-law. hie usked me | homes.
|if I had eyer heard hin express his
| opinion of the kaiser”

“Weli " )
‘I “Not being quite as foolish as 1
looked, | decided riphit then gud

there that it was time for me to he
on my way" —Birmingham Age-

Herald,

To the Quick.

“Doctor, 1've just received your
bill for the operation you periurmed
ou me, Would you cut anything ofl
for cashi”

“Yes, miy dear sir, anything—an
arm or a leg, or what els: you may
wish removed.”"—Detront 'ree Press

That Makes It Proper.

Dr. Marie Kitson imonnces that
she has again resumed Tier practice
of osteopathy, and  patents  can
take appointments by plioming No

|tiiree days and are pow i (.alt_h\-r
nia. We soon reach Pasedena. The
climate ts very dehghtiul. We get
on 4 street car and nde vut to the
Jones fruit tarm,

Uranges, lemons, peaches, pears,
Lgripes, figs, olives, walnuts, al-
(monts and many other kinds of
[truits wnd puts arc grown ouw this
faru.

The winter season is the lanest
time for oranges. which are pickel
from about the middle of November
until February or later. They are
cut from the trees, sorted accord-
g to size, then packed in boxes
and shipped away.

Tomorrow we start for Los An-
geies, It is the center of all trunk
raitwavs., 1t is so beautiful that it
is well named “the city of Angles.”
1t has wide streets shaded with
trees, and large parks, i some o1
[which are beautiful lakes. The
| houses are surrounded by lawns. in
| which erow palnis and ludia rub-
her trees. There are also pepper
trees on the lawns,

l.os Angeles lies in the nndst of &
rich orange country, and there are
|ecores of small villages and towns
cdround it

It is the chief distributing center
for this productive region. [t has
| fine  buildings aud comfortable

their dinty.  What more can you asx
0l any one’
| First Letter.
haneen, Vortsmouth, Jowa

| Lwru ‘f

Dear Busy Bee: Tins is my fis=t
letter to thus happy page. 1 have
one black and tour bluck and white
hittens, U'm in the second reader,
[1 Liuve a little brother, his name is
Rey. 1 bhave sowe riddles, T will
also send the goswers. | hev are
the following: What ie black and
| white and red (read) all vver? A
| ewspaper, What has eyes, but can-
|not seer A potato.
| Well, T must hurry as T'm going
]m schoal, and 1t 1s time. I'm start-
ring. so Il close for this time,

! The Return of the Catbird.
| La Verne M. Keettel, Age 11, Lyons, Neb.

Dear Busy Bee: As you all know

| the plainly colored grey catbird al-
wavs builds his nest in some low
bush, such as the Jilac.
- We have three large lilac hushes
i our yard and ewch year a pair of
| cathirds come and rear their young
heYe,

This morning while we were in
tire kitchien we heagrd a bird singing
loudly anid as though very niear. We
opened ghe deor aud what do you
suppose?  Right on the railing of

the porch stood Mr, Catbird sing-
ing to hig heart's content.

Several times he has done this
and each year seems more and more
tanie. Guoodbye, Busy Bees.

The city is surrounded by
irrigated orchards and groves.

Long traims of nranges and other
fresh fruit are alwavs moving from
it to the east: This s all T can |
tell you about los Angeles, so 1
will say, goodbye.

A Surprise Visit.

fr-Alnrl Clark, Age 18, Schuyier, Nebh,

Dear Busy Bees: Once upop a
time there lived a little girl. %he
| had no mamma or papa; and she was
very poor, They had died years
#go. She lived in a forest in 2 small
cottage, all by herself. She was very

(Honorahle thiuu.}l
A Helping Hand.
Morfe Huvliced, age 10, Vordigre, Neb.
Dear Busy Bees: This is the first
time T am writing. One nicesgum-

]

-

mer, my hrother and T were playing,
when we heard a dog whine. We
1an to see what was the matter,
When we got Hiere we caw a wound-

kind to birds and animals, because
they wyere her nnl}-' friends. One
day a liltle brownie came to her
dowr, and she bade him come in,

=

Ci

T

od dog, I ran in and told wmy moth- | He thoughit she was so kind and
er about tiu*l dog. She came “out|good. He told her he would bring
with me and she said we had to | her a little plavmate, As she was
lehase him away. Bur my brother | citting waiting for the little hrowate,
and b begged to keep bing so myv iy papped a little girl. They lived
mother said we could. We bhmlt a hel,in)- ever after. ’

dog house for hirii. Then we were

—

=

= -

—T

the entire garden. and T can watch (10 shelter the beautiful York and ' i : WL O | 113 \ , buniing for a name. One day we “Our Pet Dog."
L1 iy biaters sad Comiilie AbVNER LT anessier raseibe diee fhar attention —-and is the first to say a was a hale in ihe pocket where vou 437, Gentlemen desiring haths are| found & book that had the picture of | Clara Danker. Axe 10, Riverton, Neb y
slies B word ol greeting to the garden vis- requested to make appointments for | 4 pug dog. It looked ijust like our | have” pever !

| put it.—Washington Star. Dear Busy Bees—I

After | written before. I am
We | vou about our dog.

play.
“Mwv eturdy stalks have climbed

heside the gacden wallk., Are thev

; enings, at winch hour - Kit . ; T
not the sly ones, or as vou little evenings, at which houre Mr Aog, so we named it Pug.

son will be in the office”—0sage  Pup was well we got a horse,

ior

“Her delicute ﬁomg t tell

form. and 'cl-'»ei Played Out. e

5
Cl o et

]‘1:?,-E;ﬁ:egyt:on.'e‘ﬁ:rl,l.ae?tart of m? t:?:]ln \;\ah‘o .:I:“, ,my garden spot growing petals make her beautiful| “Let me carve the words ‘I love | (fa,) News. uamed it Dick. He wasaf Indian | Gordon. He is s bird dog. One daI:

e A 1 ] N eaves o SINE SRy, Oxy. fur bouquets, and by her tervid |you' on AL these forest mon- = pony and a very slow harse. This | daddy gnd I 10ek him out hunting 'Q
lelmo 1.. |. nd would you believe W hen’ choosing to  shelter the | color, <he is the most sought after archs. Which tree would you sug- A Natural Inference. year we sold our horee and hought | We sliot a bird, and threw it in ti-'é 4

‘1% s onke. o Mol T S| veiy York el Lancass Ruses: | ol all the flowers of the garden by \gesti® “Paw!" velled several of the John- |5 Buick four. One if:a\' in the falll water. Gardnn'iurlpcd w the Ul!lj-r 4

was once doomed to dwell in nar- | what excellen ; N , g el S d WA Abad " : L \ i : e i : :
PoM uRetety, | Yk, indadds one dag h llent taste you show, my | the littie bavy wih the how and ar A chestnut,” replied the non- | gon  children. Hcarlca! siys he we went car riding: the dug always [and got it. We brought ithome and i

b

years and years ago, when 1 was
heavily laden with my clusters of

apartment, and the rooms were so

ranibling shoots, and you sing the
gpong of the Persian poet while

sheltering and bending low?

“You of my ldvers and garden

row, .
| 1 rarely 1ift my bead, that 1T do
’lnol see this little boy strutting over

{and he will select nothing but ber

chalant girl—Kansus City Journal.

Just a Hint.

She—Must be like some people 1

won't go to schoal this morring”
“He won't hey?" roared Gap
Jolinson of Rumpus Ridge. Ark

little cuss think he is, anyhow—a

went with ps. We were going pret-
ty fast, when a car happened to
(come toward us, so we turned out |

mother covked it.  After we had
caten it | went to bed as 1 was very
tired. My letter is gelting lam;.

Mother's Incubator,

%g:‘;i?lnm blﬂom' mav kh?““[uld fady |"Each morn & thousand roses brings, | the garden, and sclecting, oh, 8o He (somewhat embarrassed, after | *Knock him down with something, | of the roud and ran over Pug. We Hoping Mr. Wastepaper basket ign't
ried me ‘; h'—'(:"'lm"it in ze‘lf.!::: ﬂflaa’ii Yy f\\m“ "Iw;  Shrkvully, i her, Siuon S Tect the car lad stopped on a lonely fand then five or six of you pile on | tig not know it at first, but we | home, [ will close. Your friend,
apartment. The air was close in the 3 AR lere leaves the Rose of | he will take only her very biggest)road)—l1 can't start my engine; the him, hoe-tie him and drag him | found him, coming back. ' CLABRA DANKER.
P g : & B vesterday. blooms, and then again 1 watch him, | thing won’t epark.” - along, What the Samn Hill does the Dear little Busy Bees, 1 would |

small, I thought I eould ngt breathe
at all. Peside one little window, |
did my wery best to make her still

keepers, who Igve the old-time
ruses, must plant a row of York
and Lancaster roses. They are the

U Bt P e S S P

close growing buds. depending on
the mes=aye he wizles to send.

“And poor Richmond Rose. She

SRS

know,—The Olive Branch,

Not in Wilhelm's Class.

| second leutenant?”

Casting the Die.

TS TS T

-
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like ya join your hive.

What the Dog Has Done to Help

- -

| o Hazel Turpin, Age 8. Corps, Kob.

We have set our incubator the
first time. 1 turp the cggs at night.

i/ believe in me, as she had found me | rarest of all the old-time flowers, |is so generous to little Cupid. Never | “Did My, Grabcoin refuse you the The possibility of iuture favors | Win the War. | Now it has hatched and we got 83
() ']“ r_“yls‘“}r of spiendor;I but try '1’ Their blossoms open wide and|does she obiect or even utter @ 1hand of his daughter?” and the memory of past ones die at | Pessl Cluppell. Age 13, Nehawka, Neo. chickens. My mother incubator
would, 1 grew more onely each|broad when in full bloont and in|word of pleading A martyr to the | “Ney i s many words” said | the same time. The shepherd, the Awredale ter- | hclds 140 cggs. We heve set it
" [Iﬂis. ﬂitdl soon my leaves began to ! his open quality they have such g |cause, a beautifu] cause, she says. | = = {rier and the Scotch collie are used 'again., ‘We have the Plymouth
i fall c':n: W on:l, .rrw crimson petals, | cheery and hospitable Jook that| and she lives and siiles on and her | in the war more than any other | Hock chickens.
1 -‘;:;t\:'ﬂre“l:OiL‘t ;\LI dolf-.;}‘-'“fcit‘ol?';" fhcrry and hospitable look that saye. | gyes twinkle and sparkle with her | 2 P breeds of dogs. The collies are the | -
% ;_ “-H 3-51, e oo £ 2 e i €11 am so glad to see youw,’ and hres of mystery and the messages | ur lc ure UZZ e very best ones. They are the best Th L
‘_'. lrec_‘:ic t:i fl gtm ﬂut;‘o ! Dc:*f.ﬁ to prove what they spy, theyjjust|she holils. She is so happy. she says, | dogs any army can get to train,! e atCSt fl’OlIl
51 wh::: s‘iln:pi: m\e\a!?) ; lorliertdo w;:}.l Tf::):; r:;t I;e-i[l!‘-f.intd heaps of per-1|tc1) c:?!'r_ml 1-;1c.h hr_at;m[;ﬂ mnf;gt; a:: They tl’ir' not need mu--hmlffc? ar.::lig . Su S v.
Wk, s0 perfect ans so pure a| the little hoy with the arrc v care, hey too, are takhful ar ”
"! owned @ beautiful garden with | guality that makes you forget lhcirlhe; and she is so full of secrets | 3’ 24 ’ﬂwnn. Wlien they are huntir:g ppo y 1He
i}! views and terraces and lots of fresh | jack of color, and fhat leaves your | that sametimes she is afraid she will 8 ag they keep their noses close to the | ... —
air. _ B gardeu mcver to he forgotten of a|just have to burst, ) L) . L ground so they will not lose scent \\F"cn the temperature is sliding
-Qr! “The very instant this friend bur- | subtle fragrance. A fragrance that| It is a rare event, indecd, when . . |of the trail.  They attend strictly Upward in Supposyville,
a‘: ied my feet deeply iuto the arms of | answers the poet's question *Where | Lady Richmond is left at peace to |to business, never paving atten‘ton | *Nd Mr. Sun is turning roads
M Mother Earth I felt new life coming | leaves the Rose of Yesterday'—it | enjoy hier own beautics that lie re- o 37 *36 \ to other people, or dogs. Their| ‘‘0d highways to a grill;
,\1‘ upon me, The new fresh food tast- lca._ves again in the heart. flected in the little garden pool lying n* s' o ag SEls s el fhe wainded: ang !W ‘ 4 )
hid e g0 good, and my drlu]-ung_ witer And ﬂ_len they are se sturdy and | by her side. & > thev attend to it until they succeed. | hen affairs of state are worrisome
i was always se f[resh, and llat‘ just n:ced 50 I_:ul.e care and pot the least Cinnamon Rose. A dog. to be a good ambulance _“f\n;j,‘apnna 1;.[11_»: km'li‘ )
{ poured over me from the biggest|bit fussy, these wholesome and “And aver the fence across the / 3 . dox necds strength, fleetness, good | o e king and Solomon T. Wige
) garden sprays 1 ever saw. ith | Kindly York and Lancaster Ros ot AEAA . s 1Z - . ¥ art g Al knew just the place to go.
; At : o : 'S€8. | road [ sce growing so strong and | ~ L cipht, hearing and scent. Ahove all
such food and drink. I felt onace They some times grow 100 ycars, iy o] - Cinnamon Rose | 3 s 4 He ncede love for his work. Not
ﬁ'— again that life was worth while, ané | but never seem old. They are like hc.a.éltl‘:'\l '1'“ k.:imudm:: 135 a garden | . s .l «4o sl cogs have this. The greitest |0, costumes rather sketchy
) that now I could make many again | the Fairy, who drank of the fuuﬂ.}slny I 5““:.'\; tan-.]r'lhfll B ghie 16 43 l?‘(' . Endubsen Tarchowe 46 ‘thoss dhas | J'}Mhl‘“’:h :utcnﬂ:!l agrin, Cat
- 2 : £ : . : ey he '
) Dbelieve in me. . tlrlnwoéqdctcrnal youth and mever | grows by the roudsides and squeezes 2‘ " o 2 45 46 while they are heing trained. for | ,\{\u.l ;:;l: lﬁmh]re .r::lnmtmg =5
.4! . Many V:slton.k 1 . a‘EThry 'stem @Rl e Wod By | ander the fence, SHe is ,-a,;gudi,'ng - 0 5\ 15 4 - :r‘m 4 ':_vlnp uha(ﬂn:;c'd to touch | ° ;
“So in a few weeks I prance ¢ 4By cmall, and when her petals are drie ’ thom  Not much fond is given, sel- | v ¥
;l'- forth with & besttifel newr dress of thcn;g habits 'L'hnl thcy‘wiul so much [ 5 0 s her  cinnamon  scent jo 2-9 2 4.5 47 dcem more than three hjscuits g dav., And 11‘:;{.tﬂthcy dive and swim and
% soft and shiny green, and ] was|'0 live 1n every garden, and if so y over the fields and along . One day when the dogs were out k =
\ : g : the ise not to b b f Srongis : e | As zay as any boys
,j; topped with the greatest quantity bi ¥ proimise not to be a bit o "ﬂu'“he roadeides, wo she will not be ™ . / ‘43 for practice. some men went O“li‘,\'tlhrmoel as man'--sp]aehee
{: of tiny buds, that Jooked so very f.I‘fo.t"’l"“““ ¢ o all 1t |entirely forgotien, even though she 43 « , ' on a hig field and hid themselves |~ And" large amount of noise
'l? like little sced pots; and then it| ‘d 4 “""jc' “";d"" 1 the tests | o) 02 little garden stray, 7% N 5 Offivers sent the dogs out to hunt | * 7
& took but a couple of weeks more éman dt o[ the m efrn FOSe-Brow- | wnee gt my fcet grow the Sweet . S *50 for the men. Two men lav down | “The anly way to keep real cool”
{ when I just burst out with all my |€ré it Coes tar more, for it awakens | g o ioses, and a lovely row of » close torether. When the dog came | “Tiia king savs, hi P X
i]; brilliant beauty set beneath a crown | thought and inspiration and pos- |\ 4 rocey e 5 un to them. what was he to da? l'm!:' \\'gﬁ-:-n:\‘;-nd‘ 'l:’ir'e":ﬁll?-u}\:?g“
"i of cool leavcs; from t]‘!tn on, n_;ur :“T:;‘ :' 1“"‘3‘ lP‘f“.dlﬂd tc;“' lh” I “Oar g;r'rjmq owes nuch te the '53 | =ave oneg ard let the aother dic? f"h.' To 'f”,:‘ Il. your cucs.a-nd 1}:0“_
Y side of the house was fhie most vie- | *P'T m":tr s ‘:i:t“z‘;:i;uf;:: Sweet Briar, for early in the year, s | no. not such a doe as he could do | bles”
ited and talked about in the gar-|®P! X almost with the frst days of the \ ithat  He stand ac if thipkine then
& den. Now | am happy again, for mt:ll spread their rugs to pray and Zoring, she gives forth her fragrance - '5‘ he hersn to quickly rmn bark and Saye Solomon Tremendous Wise,
k, there are many who still love me. t‘l: itate before a single bush 'F as a little welcome note to the hu@- 3 55 foril till he'n came This dog was _ \nd takes a l:'url;. dive neatlv
'ﬁ “A few of my stray Shoqu (n, Wer. . | ding trees and the bughes. She is \\ Forn i the Search Mivhlands, Then !n_rnmc np ﬁ!l:t!ing. "0n|y wiy
ig little children) ventured cut |nt°.[he Beautiful in the noonh‘ht, - | lavish also with her bloony, and &0 he wme hroneht ta France, perhans To bamsh care compiﬂ:[}.l.
4  great beyond one day. They just| “And it is just as beautitul in the coming so early 1 the year, she . . ) he won'd heve Iked to remain in | [ think they're ahsolutely right,
Q,-, wished to investigite gnd see this | moonlight as in the sunbight. Mauy  almost chases O'd Man Winter out 54 = e Hielland home. hut he wae nos Rut if. | dived like that
{# fascmating bevond for themselves. | mights | will sit ap late to see it | of the garden; and then, the Sweet 59 : as! «d which Fe would rather o 'd drown more than trounhles
-&; “They seemed to love the free-|mocturnal beauties lit by moonlight ' Briar and tne Musk rose are the 2 '3k Hea went where aur havs went Pshaw! I'd drown myseli —that's
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rampant impulse they dangled for| “My sisters and | will be found ' to me. .o *37 be ean bandase un h's wounds as | Not so his royal highness.
many days, +|in every garden. We flowers know | “And these are all the many, many . we'l e he ean novil he gets hack | He has a floating figure and
The Wind blew them .htft and that there are manv motives 1 | bheautiful things I see. little bovs and | =123 tn the haenifal  When e wan~ded He floats with ease and finesse!
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3- werg they the least bit afraid. But regret in our eyes; and possibly this| "D you think 1 ever will catch Complete the picture by drawing u line through the dots beginving o Hunderds oF races mav he | .And worries after school?
% not until the Wind had made havoc ' may be ilie reason, I,é‘t‘a love to ' up with him~ at Figure 1 and taking them pumerically cippilar o thie The dog is alen -Kansas City Star,
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