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Storiesof Our |
Little Folks |

A Lesson
Prize.

Dear Happy: T am going to tell |
you a story this time. |
Ounce upon a time there were two
little girls, one named Mary and theJ
other named Ruth. Ruth was a
good little girl and Mary was |
naughty and stingy, One day Mary's |
mother said: *Girls, go to the woods |
and get some berries.” “All right,
mother,” said Ruth; “no,” said Mary,
Ruth started. Mary made up her
mind to go after Ruth had gone.”

|
|#

I am in the Second grade in school. |
I enjoy reading the stories on the
children's page of The Sunday Bee.
My father has taken The Bee for
the past 15 years,—Clyde Longacre,
Aged 7, Rising City, Neb.

Likes Our Club,

Dear Happy: 1 am very much in-
terested in the Go-Hawks and [
wish 10 become a member of the Go-
Hawk c¢lub.  Please send me the
rules, which I will obey with great
pleasure, and 1 will also wear the
badge, 1 am 14 and 1 am in the
Ninth grade.—~Viola Herbst, Aged 14,
701  South Burlinglon  Avenue,
Hastings, Neb,

Another Way to Be
A Good Go-Hawk

A good Go-Hawlk is very grate-
ful on Thanksgiving day for the
good things that have come to
him.  Just think how many they ||
are:  His parents, his home, his ||
fricnds and good times, and pers ||
haps you can add some others,
too. So, remember, a good Go- ||
Hawk is very grateiul on Thanks- ||
giving for all the good things i
that have come to him,

said

going too,"
Mary. “No,” said her mother, “you
will get lost, You cannot find the

“Motlier, I am

way home and cannot find Ruth
cither.,” Mary woent anyway and did
not find Ruth, On the way she met
an Indian. She ran but the Indian
caught her. \WWhen Ruth got home
lier mother said: “Where is Mary?"
“T do not know, I have not seen
her,” Ruth answered. Their father
came home and they went to find
Mary. They found her, and afl_er
that she never ran away again, Mil-
dred Mann, aged 10, Oxford, Neb.

Two Neighbors.

Dear Happy: I received the Go-
Hawk button today, As [ only wrote
vou a letter last time, I will send
vou a story this time.

.~ Mr. Brown and Mr. Smith were

two neighbors. Mr. Brown had a
plow, but no horse. Mr, Smith had
a horse, but no plow.

Mr. Brown (to Mr. Smith): "How
do you do, Mr. Smith? I want to
plow my ground, but I haven't any
plow. What am I going to do?”

Mr. Smith: *What am I going to
do? 1 have a horse, but I haven't
any plow. 1 want to plow my
ground, too,"”

Mr. Brown: "You hive a horse?
Well, I have a plow. Why not 101;1

« your horse to plow my ground,

n [ will let you take my plow to
plow your ground.”

Mr. Smith: “That will be a very
good idea, and agreeable to me, You
take the plow home with you at
once. As soon as you are through
I will come to get the plow and
horse, and do wmy plowing. I am
glad to have you for my neighbor.”

This arrangement proved very
pleasing to each, and these two men
were always good friends after this.
Yours sincerely, Jean Clark, Stroms-
burg, Neb. .

Loves Happyland.

Dear Happy: I want to belong
to the tribe. I read The Bee every
Sonday. 1 am 9 vears old. I amin
the fifth grade. like to go to
school, but nothing is better than
to read your letters, I am a new
member of the tribe and I would
like t6 win the gold arrow, the blue-
bird and the Indian head. 1 read
eary story and -play in The Bee.
I just jump' for joy when it comes
from the mail. I hurry and open it
to Happyland., Please find mem-
bership blank. This is all T have to
say right now, but 1 will have more
next time—Wyeth Edison Einfalt,
Aged 9, Minatare, Neb.

A Second Grader.

Dear Happy: I wish to join the
Go-Hawks and 1 am enclosing a 2-
cent stamgp. Please send me the
button. I am a little boy of 7, and
ATTENTION, GO-HAWKS

Anyone wishing to join the Go-
Hawks Happy Tribe must be
sure and send two cents or a

A Fourth-Grader.

Dear Happy: I am 9 years old|
and in the fourth grade.
the Guardian Angel school at West |
Point, Neb. I want to join 'the
Happy Tribe. Please send me .the
official button and the rules.—Mar-
vyle Moore, Route 2, Pender, Neb.

il we have taken the precaution to

| match upon, we may ignite it by

I attend |,

To Light a Fire.

In these days of gheap lucifer

matches there is rarely any need for | The children will go sliding,

us to “make fire" when we want to
light a fire of wood. But even with
matehes it sometimes happens that
a whole hoxful may be wasted on a |
windy day before the fire can be
lighted, It is useful, therefore, to

[T!;r_v will soon be ready,

put @ great coat or cloak over our |

head and over the piled up wood be-
fore we strike the matches, and then,

gather plenty of dried grass and
small twigs we shall have no diffi-
culty in lighting our fire. Wax
matches are much better for out-
door use than wooden ones, as the
latter get damp in wet weather if

f we have nothing dry to rub the

scratching the head of it with the

Knowledge,

Reads Ouri Stories.

Dear Happy: I'read the, letters
of the Go-Hawks in The Bee every
Sunday and enjoy them very mmuch,
though I have not written betbre.
1" wish to join the. Go-Hawk club.
Please send me the rules, which 1
will gladly obey, and also wear the

badge. I am 15 vears of age and | —Garnett Rydlund, Box 101, Funk, |
in ‘the tenth grade—Esther Stroh, | Neb,

Aged 15, 400 Sonth Lexington Ave-
nue, Hastings, Neb, '

“You hear a lot about Easy Street.”

“Well?*

“But a man who peddles articles |
from door to door never finds it.” |

| they are exposed to the air for long. | cent stamp for you to see if I could

]papcr every Sunday. 1 like to read
blad ¢ Dol uf | the letters and storics, so I said 1
| blade of our penknile—~Dook Ol | woyld join. 1| weuld like to get the |

| rules,
{some of the Go-Hawks would write
|to me. Well, my letter is getting

ming of Winter. l
Autumn winds are blowing,
It will soon be snowing;

{.?n icy ponds gliding.

Mildred, George and Teddy;
Whirling round and round,
Far from the ground,

First one falls then another,

Girls, boys, sisters, brothers;
No ane ever frowns or sighs,

For they'll soon go bye-low-hye.
—QOlga Sump, Aged 12, Millard, Neb,

A Worker,
Dear IHappy: 1 am sending a 2-

join your Happy Tribe, I read your

bluebird if I could and all the |
I would like it very much iil

very long, so I will close,

I saw a riddle in the Sunday pa-
per and know what it is, The rid.
dle reads, “What goes up and goes
down and never touches sky or
ground?” Answer, a pump handle.

Will the boy who sent the
name of "Robert Rosenest, 1202
——" with * no further’ address,
kindly send correct address to
"Happyland?

A S—

A Rude Awakening. |

It was very carly in the morning.
The Teenic Weenie cook had not |
vet started the fire for breakfast.
Gogo, hali dressed, had come out to
souse his: head up and down m a
thimbleful of cold water, as he loved
to do every morning, and hardly
any other Teenie Weenie was yet
stirring, when suddenly there came
loud shricks of terror.

Gogo jumped so that lic upset the
thimbleful of water all over the back
poreh of the shoe house. The Cook
bawled, “What in the name of a

gooseberry seed is all that?” and
answering cries came from the shos

%

1

two-cent stamp—when two wish
to join send four cents.

When writing storics or letters
do not write on both sides of the
yaper.

The following have sent their
names and forgotten to inclose
two cemts. That is why you have
not recéved your badge.

Mary M. Revnolds, Plcasanton,
Neb.

Leola Hall. Ashland. Neb.

Betty Smith, Waiton, Wyo.

Joyce Smith. Walten, Wye.

Celia  Pearce, Washinglon.:
Neh.
Dorothy lMeler. 131 North

Thirty-first avenue.

Clara Schultz, 3123 South For-
tv-first avenue, South  Side,
Omaha, Neb.

Rose Anna Rogers, Box 59,
R. R. No. 1. Lyons, Neb.

Andy Shaifer, Hooper. Neb.

Esther Kirk, Gibbon, Neb.
Maxine Murphy, Arapohoc,
Neh, -

Lola Harvey. Elsie, Neb,
Arthur  Guynul, 3127
street, Omaha, i
Margaret Heninger, Blair. Neb.

Fdward Pollard, R. R.

Rogers, Neb. y
Gilhert s, Auburn, Neb.

Grebe

Olive Loshbangh, Gandy, Neb.

—

[ Bouce, the Lovers' bungalow, and
evers other building in the Teenie
Weenie village.

Tie Doctor, still in his pajamas,
avd barefoofed, came running from
| the hospital, for the shricks kept on
lrnd grew louder and louder every
second—and while at first only onz
| person had been calling, now there
Cwere four volces.

I cenie Weenies in every style of
vaidress soon were running towards
the eries for help, which came from
Box Hall, the residence built for the
iour bridesmaids who had come for
the Boone-Guff wedding. when they
decided to stay among their Teenie

When the little people saw Box
Hall they were frightened them-
selves, for the ‘trim little coftage,
which had stood so firmly on its
lead pencil posts the night befare,
was now tipped far over Lo one side,
and from its windows hung Miss
Guff, her sister, and Josephine Bone,
all frightened and calling for help.

“It's an earthquake®an earthquake!"
called Miss Guff, generally so stiff
and dignified, "0, save us,” and she
waved her arms at the Teenic
Weenie men, . seeming quite  to

forget that her red hair still hung

BN WALIAN DONUEY

in braids, and she was dressed only
in her nightgown.
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The Turk and Paddy Pm nad al-
ready hurried off for the fire ludders,
and the Dunce was just wildly in-
viting the little ladies to jump to
safety, promising to catch them in
his arms, when the General calied
loudly, “No danger—no danger at
all. Den't lose your heads.” And
the next moment when everybody
understood what had happened, therc
was a great deal of laughter.

There hadn't been an carthquake
at all
room had decided to grow right un-

one side.

| very, very good

| vou boys chop it down after break-
| fast, and we'll have mushroom soup
| and broiled mushroom on toast—all

g Guff,
wrapped in her bathrobe, she, at last ; -
walked around to look at the dam- best one of all for each of you, is the wish of

interesting,” said  Miss as,

age. “Why, I had a horrible dream |
of falling, and when 1 woke I was'
lying right on my neck in a corner,’
and the bed had slipped, and all the|
other furniture, too, and the floor
looked like a toboggan slide. Il
thought a cat had chased a mouse
underneath the house, perhaps, but
then made up my mind it was an
carthquake! And will you believe it,
not one of the other girls knew anv-
thing was wrong until 1 began to
scream? We might have been mur-
dered in our beds.”

|

1

7]
“Humph! Who'd have -done it?
The mushroom?" snapped joe Bone
rather crossly., “None of us fell out
of hed—we just coasted with ‘em.”

“Well," said the Lady of Fashion
hastily, “at least it hasn't turned out
seriously, no matter how dangerous
it might have been. And think how
that lovely big
mushroom will taste at dinner.”

“Yes," said the Cook. "Some of

we can eat.”

“And in the mecantime,” said the
General, “some of vou crawl in and
bring out the ladies’ clothes. By
night time we can have their house
fixed up for them as trim and strong
as ever.”

And, sure enough, after the mush-
room had been chopped down and
carried away, the little house, care-

In the night a great mush-|

der Box Hall, and as it shot up, it|
had tipped the little house over to he added as he saw the distress n|

“0, dnr' me, How strange and|anyhow.”

fully eased down by ropes, stood

WHAT THANKSCIVING MEANT LONC ACO!

The Thanksgiving that all the Happy Tribe boys and girls celebrate
next Thursday with its merry-making ,turkey and other good things to
eat is very different from the first Harvest Home of 30 years ago. Those

of you who have studied history, or
remember how, after r
fathers left the city o

read stories of those early days, will

rayer and fasting, and a farewell feast, the Pilgrini|we must
Leyden, in Holland, for a new and unknown land. torms

Why Does the Water
Splash When It Drops
On the Ground?

In order to answer this question
first know why water
drop at all.  The answer is

After a hard trip across the ocean, the Pilgeims sighted the new world that th¥re 15 a force called cohesion
and were filled with prayer and thanksgiving,

Going ashore, the

their safe voyage. After that, whenever they were prolected from acci-
dents, and given greater strength to meet the trials of their new life, the round form that makes & urop.
they always “gave God solemin thanks and praise” as they called it

That ﬁr.-_-l winter in the new world was a ver
colony of Pilgrims and it grew smaller bhecause

hard one on the little
nger amd illness took

iﬂ.l

~or sticking together—which acts

tell upon their knees and gave thanks to God for between the little molecules of the

water and holds them together in

Now, when the drop falls uwpon the
ground it is broken up, and this
can only mean that something has

the lives of many. Oh, how glad they were when they saw the first signs  overcome the force of cohesion be-

of spring in 1621 and knew that they could soon sow their seed.

Then

tween the drops, and has pulled them

how cagerly they watched the seed grow, for they knew how much they apart with a greater foree than that

needed a big harvest if they hoped

Soon spring and then summer hurried by almost as fast as though |
they had wings and were flying through the air. Autumn came.

te have plenty of food.

Never

which held them together.
This force is to be found in the
motion of the drop as it fell. When

hefore, even at their old homes in England and Holland, had the world | the motion of the drop is arrested, it

Old

[ looked so beautiful to them. Gold, brown and scarlet were the wonds cannot be lost or destroved; it must
decked in rich foliage and they were full of game of all kinds, 0
Mother Nature had been very kind and had sent plenty of warm sun- | had sufficient

1 the
and

water
were

turn into something.
coliesion,

shine and refreshing showers and so the tiny farms of the colonists were | clastic, the motion would be turned

ready with big crops to harvest.

inta motion in the opposite direction

At last the Pilgrim fathers saw before them their reward for all their  —the drop would bounce, But, in-

lonig days of watching, work and prayer. Their hearts were full of grati-
tude as they held the first Harvest Home in New England. For one

stead of that, the force of the drop's
motion is turned into the force that

whole week they took a vacation from their work and enjoyed various | avercomes its cohesion and drives

games and sports. Many Indians came to visit them at this time and |its different parts asunder.—Book of

for three davs the Pilgrims entertained King Massasoit, one of their [ Wonders.

great chiefs, and 90 of his braves. The Indians then went into the woods

and killed fine deer, which they hrought back as gifts to the governor |
|

and the captain and others who had

heen so good to them.

What a great merrv-making they had and, oh, the good things thev |

had to ecast: Opysters, fish, wild turkey, Indian maize and barley
geese, ducks, venison and other savory meats. How busy were the goo
housewives with Lettles, skillets and spits and the sweetest of music was
| the clatter of spoons and forks on the pewter plates, Vegetables included
onions, melons, ewcumbers, parsnips. carrots, beets and others, as well

as delicious wild grapes. With such

their first golden autumn at Plymouth.

Their hospitality to their Indian guests made the Indians much
more friendly to them. Surely the Pilgrims were better and braver men
for laying aside their work for a while and inviting their red brothers to |
rejoice with them over their bountiful harvest, In this way they tried to
show their gratitude of God for the riches given them through their
faith in his Joving kindness, This was the beginning of many Thanks-

givings.

Every good Go-Hawk on Thanksgiving will not think only of hif own
fun and his dinner, but his heart should be full of loving gratitude

for the many good thinks that have

last Thanksgiving. Love and good and God are all
[linked together for you. May this Thanksgiving be the

SYNOPHIS, '
The fGio-Hawks, n Jolly crowd of boys
whe play Indian, invite the twins, Pru-
dence and Puatlence, to Joln thelr Tribe.
At the first meeting one of the boys ob-
Jects to thelr curls. eauming trouble for
the twink. Next Piggy Runt sees. the
girls rolllng thelr dolls to a party and
lie calls & special mecting of the Go-
Hawks, Peggy suys Indlan squaws hare
no business playing with dolls and sug-
geuts the Go-liawks burn (he dolls &t
the stake.
NOW G0 ON WITH THE STORY,

(Continued From Last dimday)

“They'll let us if they thought it
was their duty,” quickly responded

the loyal chief, "and | don't s'pose |

they ought to play with dolls, not
out a-doors anyway where folks can
sec them.”

“Let's all bring sticks of wood
and build a big fire tomorrow after-
noon,” suggested one enthusiastic
bo‘y with cruel eyes,

‘And we'll drive a broomstick in

the ground to tie the pris'ners to,".

added another.

“We'd better just invite the squaws
to come over and bring their dolis,
‘cause they wouldn't come if they
knew we were going to burn them,”
was the caution of another.

“Let's all wecar war paint, only
it's so hot it'll most likely run all
over us,” said Rain-in-the-Face, add-
ing, as usual, a possibility of trouble,

“The dolls ’ll be just like martyrs
and we never played wnothing like
that b'fore,” remarked a small lad
who vearned for something new.

A sharp, clear whistle recognized
hy Piggy and holding for him a per-
sonal message that demanded
stant obedience to its bedtime sum-

mons, scattered the tribe unceremo- |

niously.
& & & & & & B @

“Tack said we were to bring our
dolls and stay all afternoon,” said
Patience the following morning to
Aunt Sallic. "Would you ’'vise us,
auntie, to let them wear their party
dresses because they've aever been
to Jack's house?”

“T believe T would, dear, and I am
glad that Jack told vou to bring
vour dolls; it does seem so muclh
Ticer to auntie for her little girls to
play more with their dolls.”

“QOur children were pretty good at
the party vesterday,” said one small
mother, and, turning to the doll lying

MOTTO

“To Make the World a
Happier Place.”
PLEDCE
“l promise to help some
one every day. | will kry to

s’

ofice more upon ils supporting posts.
“But,” said Miss Guff, “I'll never|
| sleep well another night till we have|
a regular foundation under it”
“I don’t supposc,” said the Gen-
eral, “that a foundation would keep
mushrooms from growing. But”

| her face, it might discourage them, |

4

L

prolect the birds and all dumb
animals.”

SYMBOL
Indian Head for Courage

in- |

hread.
d |

a royal feast the DPilgrims celebrated

coma to him since

Ytoprs

she  added,

on the chair near hy,
“Mama’s very proud of her precious,
and will you be good today?"

Evidently she read the desired
reply in the blue eyes that met her
own unflinchingly in a way that dolls
have, for the mother continued: “I'm
glad you say you will, "cause there
may be some other boys there and
wouldn’t want to be ’shamed of|
you.,”

Prudence and Patience had seemed
| to neglect their dolls of late and so
| it was with much satisfaction that
Miss Sallie observed that they playv-
ed contentedly with them all the
forenoon. The motherly little hearts
felt no premonition of the tragedy
in store for them--the ecrisis ap-
proaching in the play world peoplcd
by their %amily of dolls. Even though
thev had been drawn from it by
their love for their playmate Jack,
who had always been their staunch
champion, giving them rides on his
{sled in the winter and his pony in
| the summer, winning them admis-
sion into the charmed tribe of Go-
Hawks, still the maternal spark in
their hearts only slumbered. It was
korn in them as it is in every
little girl, and sooner or later mani-
fests itsélf in some form or other.

(Copyright by David McKay. All rights
renerved. Printed by permission and spe-
olnl arrangements with David MoKay
Publishing company.)

(To Be Continued)

Weather Forecast.
|  Every Day—A sunny one in
HAPPYLAND.

Pt L
Why is a bald head like heaven?
Ans.—Because it is a bright and

shining spot and there is no parting

there.

Why should soldiers be rather tired
on the first of April?

Ans.—RBecause they have just had
a march (March) of 31 days,

What is the difference belween a
mouse and an attractive young lady?

Aus.—~One harms the cheese and
the other charms the hes.

Which is the best sea for a sailor
to he in when there is a gale?

f

|
[ Next Thursday is Thanksgiving,
l\-mt know, and we are going 1o have
[a family dinner. Won't it he fian?
| I have promised mother to help in
every way | can and she has told
| me that.one thing I can do is to
| make the canberry jelly, I have
made it before and will tell vou
how to do it, so you can help vour
mothers thd same way if you wish.
Cranberry Jelly.

Take one quart of cranherries,
| Pick them over, wash, then chop
them a little,. Add one and one-
hali cups of ecold water and two
leups of sugar. Boil five minutes,
| Rub while hot through a sieve, pour
into a fancy mold and set away to
cool, At first | tried to press the
|v|anhr—rr:’m through the sieve with
a_spoon, but mother told me to try
,!hc wooden potate masher, and 1
found it was a lot easier.

Townley—I see you raise vour
own vegetables. ’

Sububs—0O, no. T simply plant
a small garden so as to keep the
chickens at home,

Coupon for

HAPPY TRIBE

. Every boy and girl reader of
| this paper who wisles to join
the Go-Hawks' Happy Tribe, of
which James Whitcamb Riley
was the First Big Chief, can se«
cure his official button by send.
ing a 2-cent stamp with your
name, age and address with this
coupon, Address your letter to
“Happy," care this paper.

AAUrEES o ho/vsvs avvsisniiones

Srmshresbssanbeasanianid

Answer—Adriatic (A-dry-attic).

. Elizabeth Ann was surely sur-
prised, wasn't she, when all those
strange people came to see her on
Thanksgiving eve aiter she had
gone to bed, She had always had
so much that she forgot to be grate-
ful for anything, but she learned
many things with Jelf's help, as you
shall see, This is the third section
of the Fairy Grotto play called

"“THE LITTLE GRAY LADY."

(Continued from Last Week.)
JELF.

(Gives a merry, little laugh, then

chants):

Oh, I am littls Jalf,

Thes happy llitls elf.

I eame down to
above,

the world from far

No soul too sad or old,
No heart tos hard or cold,
But I con warm It with my power of
love,
all

I wave my wand,
growa bright,

And MHate fa Love, and Wrong {8 turned

to Right.

BAD DREAM.
A Love Elf! Well, then, you may stay,
Now show us what you've dons today
To make the world a happler plics
And bring s smlile to some tired face.

JELF.

(Blows on the silver flute that al-
ways hangs by his belt, Elizabeth
Ann moves over nearer to the edge
of her bed as though she would . fall
out in her wonder, Pink Rose enters
from right stage, with light, grace-
ful step.)

and the world

Dot Puzzle
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PINK ROSE.
(Addressing Elizabeth Ann.)
I am just a Hitls pink rose,
The kind that your , o garden grows.
All day In & dark; sliadéd room
T chetrad a wick child with ny bloom
And parfumed tha duoll. heavy air
To cheer & sad heart T found theys;
And n pale littls face #miled with glee.
Thera Are dozeps of roses llks ma
YOU ean pici, an yoil atop in your play,
But you whine nnd you fuss all ths day.
BAD DREAM.
(Intérrupting crossly and point-

ing through the window.)
Cut thera In your garden of flawers,
Juat fading In sunshine aud showeras,
€h, think of the little bouquets
You inlght send A!vklrhildrm thess days!
sLF;

(Soothingly.)
That's the reason, Elizabslh Ann,
Wa niust all do the Lest that wa ean,
Tt's & shama for o rich clild liks you
Not tn thiok of the things she COULD

o,
(Tapping is heard on the door.
Enter left stage Bottle of Milk.)
BOTTLE OF MILK,
{(Toyously.)
T am n bottle of good. rich milk,

To“make your clieeks as soft an sllk;
And hara comes a loaf of swaeet while

bread
TFor .lhlrﬂllh lame glrl who stays In bed.

(Enter Loaf of Bread, Bottle ol
Milk addressing her.)

Pear me, Braad, I'm glad you're hera!
My heart was really foll of fenr
Recauss I mimned you, for wa kpnow
Just how mmall Molly's eyvos will glow
When maother brings vs to her hed.
Do you remember what she sald
Just yesterday, when we wers thers—
“I am a0 lucky with your ecars,
My little room, sn clean and swost,
And this good bread and milk to eat’
(Bread and Milk both point ac-

cusingly at Elizebeth Ann,)
And you
And YOU
What DO you do
But fust conplain
The whols day through

LOAF OF BREAD.
(Gently.)

Deaar Milk, soon you and I must go,
For it's Thanksgiving eve, you know,
And so the two of us must try

To make a dinner, you and I—

With not one plece of ple or cake

Or othar things that mothers maks
For dinnsr on Thanksglving day;
Hut littls Molly's heart In gay
With grateful thoughts when she la fed,
That malkes a feast of milk and hread,

(Someone is heard laughing just
outside the door, and Mr. Turkey
enters with great gusto and struls
around the room.}

MR. TURKEY.

I am =& turkey, for. You sas,
Thanksgiving dinoers must havs ME!

(Mr. Turkey takes hid place be-
side Bread and Milk, where he is in
plain sight of Llizabeth Ann, ad-
dressing Bread and Milk.)

I eame hara just to go with you
And brought my nice, rich stuffing, tes

(Cranberries cnter and take their
places in a hali circle around Mr

Turkey.)

ONE OF THE CRANBERRIES.

We ars the cranberries, awest, yot tam,

All ready. now, to take our part

In Molly's dinner. Oh, what fun!

Won't she just ha the happy one?
MINCE PIE.

(Enters right stage, walks with

|
i
|

|
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Draw ecighty lines both straight and clear,
A dancing girl will then appear.

|

Compleis the plcture by drawing a line through the dets, beginniag with ene

}wd taking them asumerically.

|

mucb,!-nde and somewhat smartly.)
T am Mince Ple, and my lot

in to be served tomorrow, qulte ket

To & dear girl, as ahe o=

Io bher bod and smiles with surprise.

BAD DREAM.
(Scornfully addressing Elizabeth

Ann.)
Turkeay! Cranberries and Mince Plel
For lnmo_lhln' maors, of courss, TOU'D

ory!
LOAF OF BREAD.

Come, ail of you, for we must go,

We bave & walk through deep,

mow,
(They exit right stage, Bread and
Milk walking arm in arm, Turkev
and Mince Pie, while Cranberrics

follow.)
BAD DREAM.
(Sarcastically.)}
Quits & Aifferenca 1 =ould sa”
In dinners on Thanksgiving da

d=ep

(Continued Next Sunday.)




