1022.

FERBRUARY

THE BEE: OMAHA, SUNDAY, 12,

WY

.{l [

- TYP

X Wi
't‘ - m__.:-‘:h« e

Jie Teenk

e

] LCE

T

i Shucked Corn Three Days to Earn Book.

Stories of Our || ., S, ioday is Lincolws vithday

Happy Tribe bovs and girls, 1 want to tell you a hittle
president of our United States. It will show yoo how much by loved books

as well as that of a number of our

in Winter Like the
Flowers?

story s BRI |
iy of s great |

e —— ‘H’hy Do Trees Not Die
1

thtle Folks When Abraham Lincoln was a small boy he borrowed a certain book I ‘
from a tich farmer and a few days later be returned with i, NITIPRAT WSS, Wuy W Fe Dad and Pet ae very fond el
“I meant 10 take good care of your book, Mr, Crawlord,” said the boy, take as 1o the nature trees and | ., < vesterday m wning when
(Prize.) “but I've damaged it a great deal without intending to, and now 1 waut W MUI”MI[V flowers. A flower is only part of a| dad gy 4 dow town |,: sald,
The Go Hawk Hero. to make it vight with vou, What shall | do Jo make it good 1" plant, It el aa | e i Pollv. this s Saturday. so why

Little Johnoy was thinking of th “Why, what happened, Abe?” asked Mr, Crawford, as le looked at the | The Clown Breaks All Teenie “Now we're readyl” they cried, | scen of the little chap b arms | 1. | i gl e cal U cook s some "”I‘I' pe for
big football game that was to be| stained leaves and warped hinding of his copy o Weem's “Life of Washe Weenie Records lor Speed. and the little folks set off through | and legs made by the plant for a special pus ryreds Chic bx o e 1) o
4:30 on Monday afternoon and here | ington.” “It looks as though it had been out in all of last night's '\l“HrL' O hum!” vawned the General as | the soft snow The Turk, who was climbing the | POse, Whith the production o | oo y fix turnips and mighty
it was Monday already. How did you happen to leave it out in the sain’" | he stretched his tiny arms and legs [hey made for the woods back of | Mill, did not have time to get out |seeds to produce new plants,. Wel good we think I

Tohnny had earned I'II[_'-' 16 cents, . “h \;\.,q» Hu».\u ay, '\|'.I_ Crawlord,”™ lr;-!n d .\.‘Ir “1 T,]' 'I'.'I ‘_,'r. i rr|.} ' leancd back in his easy chair the shovhouse It was quwet there, of the way, and when the L'_'T] hit must not speak of the flowe as if FI'LIII'I-ID Balls.

e had 31 cents more to earn it and when T went to bed [ put it away carelully in my *hookease,’ as Leall | “'m stupid a5 a irog, sitting here | and besides they were sure not to| him he was tossed high into the air. 15 wers ba st 1 i

All at once lohnny heard a Kitten |it, a little opening between two walls in the logs of our cabin, 1 dreamed before the fire, and I'm going out | run across big folks, for the place he hall rolled faster and faster " were 8 pia It happens to be Lel red turn I"' possib s ADUES
crying. He ;_.-n to sce what was the about General Washington all night, amd when 1 woke up 1 took the hook | for a wall " was covercd with low. thick bushes, until it came to a stop up against |il-:|'l~1|-nl:|-1:. because | of i }\' e o s will ¢ Lut ';-.- m out
trowthle He found some big boys|out to re 1d a page or two before [ did the chores and vou can imagine how 1 “Me, too!” cried the Indian. “Much | quite the place for rabbits, squirrels an old tomato can The Teenie | 8ects is required in the p wring of | Whik 1 vith a vyegs ql-. t ral-r P
irving to drown a kittem lohnny felt when I tound it this way, It seems that the mud-dauburg had got | heap hot  here; better outdoors, | and Teenie Weenies to walk Weenies soon dug the poor Clown’| see ds. and the lowes a {Tair sriads ;:;- ;1'. 3 --I '.-- i ‘; o ¥ L.Il.inl-,‘t ‘.Ir;:
ran up and told the boys to stop, out of the weather side of that crack and the rain muost have dropped on | where heap plenty air” The tiny folks had lots of fun play- ! out, none the worse for his fast ride, | 1o attract the u sects’ attention, But| D Il, - - _" - - ) I - .," 2
The boys only said ll‘ for three or four II:-II{-- bejore I took it out. 1 am so sorry, Mr. Craw l Several other Teenie Weenies felt | ing in the soft snow., They threw [ and all the hittle folks langhed until | there are many Hlowers which do not SNREEY | ARMIEY, g e ,]' A .r ’ | I'

“Make us if vou can " | ford, :m:! l \\:‘ult to fix it up with you some wav, for 1 haven't the money | the same way, and in a few seconds | snowballs made snow men, and rolled | their fat sides fairly ached require the help of msects |'liese ’ - ‘.' ':: . l" I" 2

Then little Johnny said 10 Y A0F it : . = - f Filly Titter laughed so hard she | flowers need not by nspicuous, All VAR COVEy W -"““-' ‘

“How wonld you like to be \_rTI, ~.|.|a!_".|r Crawiord, “come and shuck corn three duve and [hgl lost her balance, fell off the Lush |trees have flowers, and in most esse _“ Lo 'Il I'r"‘_' l-l';
drowned, and what is the fun of do- book i A 1 B and badly damaged one of her tail [ they are of the inconspicuous kind. :‘.,r,." g' l,‘-',-’.’-‘.lil..mul
e a cruel thing m My 7 oh! but young Abraham 1 incoln was pleased To own the hook ffml?rgg_ - . Cnee, 1,‘.I\\-'\|-r. we krow that it ct pea i 1”1 : ‘._.

The boys began to feel ashamed, about his greatest hero seemed wonderful to him  and the thought of “Great fiishworms!” cried the bird, |trees have flowers, we do not need 2 ; 95
and went away. 'hu(&;"‘f corn for three days was very little to do in order to own the book. lookin at her broken feather. . What | telling that thess {1 wers die_in the The Hetormed Boy.

Soon a man passed by, and said to " (_u .““.; mlr.n_d to shuck corn, split rml_'i and the like a‘l“’;l_\'*." he told do you mean by m"i{n' down the | winter, m.h' as ”!,.I flowers of “._' e e v st
Tohuny, “Have you seen a kitten|? re. Crawtord dllﬂf"."lt had hu:..»-h:-d reading lhis book. “Why, what do bloomin® ‘il and makin' me break 1:1.mth. But the plant, or tree, does L i -'- '1-tl e ”' m ! e s
around here? My little girl has lost ’,"”1"f"l.f;-',l‘!" ‘uln\\_ Mrs, Crawford s surprised at the ’“."'"“"’",”f my h'Im'-lmt\' tail 2" not die because the flower lE:t'n_ '1 he "I?w].-. "l 'I"'I b “:-'-i.l:»ll-lla:||; '.'
one.” Johnny handed him the kit E.;f 0¥, R I'll be president some day,” answered the lad, with a smile, "“Well, you didn't have to laugh and | tree goes on living, and will produee| S0 200 500 S0 L in
ten, and told him the story of its nunll m!.;d €a l\rr}'!l\' president, Abe, u:nh all your funny tricks and jokes, new flowers next year, That fact| - ‘\‘-, i ai‘“ vl |'Io w«-:gdo
reseye.  Then the man said, “You now'\_\‘nu s 3003 a"k.fd the farmer's wife. “But “.I study and get bist P s he true of many of the I.”I-I |.-.I|l.I Fogrin it !rlr-'ll T
fes olden medal,” But John. ready,” rephied the boy, “and then perhaps the chance will come.” 1t did smaller kind of planta. S a
deserve a g 0 come, as vou all know, and  because he had studic d 8o [aithfully he ws — —= intied the cans and toak limMo my
ny answered proudly: : ready when the call came. l At My Dream. [house. Tle soon felt hetter but yon
A am a Go Hawk al'l’-ilﬂmt is 'mir Tell this story to one of your schoolmates | I was awake when the clock|know Ned's eruelty to animale, [T
auty The man said, "You may BC| jomorrow, some one who may not read it today Y 3 th-l "_I“I“_“ ¥y . CHEER Nold mother about it and she told me
to,the_Sootball .gamr with me. ball In this way by sharing it with another vou will -]I,"'_ o ": ‘; m-[‘ tp|l o Titay st | tell him about the Go Ii.:-\:.\

So Jobnuy went 10 the foothall| make it more surely yow own and will remember 11 o ‘ | th e B Happy Tribe and ask hin to jom,
game with the man and had a treat.} 5 Gio o o ' l“"l to catch another nap before then he would soon learn about his
The man saw that Johnny enjoyed | :j'l-\_h"" o L fell asleep, but not af ooy’ Tlow many agree with me
the game so much that he gave him P}P{I“Ifll- 1 was ’ ; There was a chorus of aves and a
a scason ticket to go to all of the 1 lrlt.]ul.linl was l:r. 1--,.||.!I_. : pal boy in the back of the room spoke
games~-Roseherta Tracy, 1306 Park .‘1;"”.0 ad often wished I might go| ™ag - " C TN cend for his bute

Ave, Fremont, Neb., Age 11.

A New Year Resolution.

Donald was a cruel boy, who liked
to kill birds. He had a twin sister
whose name was Dorothy, Dorothy
loved the birds and animale.  She
did not like to have her brother kill
the hirds. Dorothy tried to tell her
hrother it was crucl to kill the birds,
but Donald did not listen. New
Vear's came around and Dorothy
was surprised to find her brother
not going shooting with the rest of
the bovs. Dorothy asked him if he
would join the Go-Hawk club. He
eaid yves. Donald went ont and told
the boys what he nad done. They
caid they would do the same, In a
few davs about 10 letters went to
The Bee office. The boys said they
would never kill or injure any more
hirds, They all kept their promiscs.
Will some of the Go-Hawks please
weite 1o me. 1 will gladly answer.

Rosemary  Middlemiss, Aged 12
vears, 4122 Hamilton Street, Omaha.
My Pets.

Dear Happy: [ would like to join
the Happy Tribe. | am sending a
Zeent stamp in my letter. For my
=5 | have a horse, four pigeons
and three cats. I like them wvery
much and I enjoy playing with them.
T like school wery much, My
teacher's name is Miss Gallups. |
am in the fifth grade and 1 am 9
wears ofd. Well, I will close.—Your
fiiend, George Bohling, age 9
ender, Neb,

Wants to Join. )

Dear Friend Happy: T am 13
vears old and in the Ninth grade of
the Newport High school. 1 wish
to join the Go-Hawks' Happy Tribe,
T am enclosing a 2-ceut stamp, for
which please send me an oificial but-
ton of the Go-Hawks, and ablige.—
Maxwell G. Felton, Box 61, Newport
Neb,

Second Letter.

Dear Happy: 1 have written once
hefore. 1 am writing again, I am in
the fifth grade. T have three teachers,
My wain one is Miss Milton. 1 am
sciling the 2-cent stamp and coupon,
T am sure I will like the Happy
I'vibe, T have two kittens and one

who play  Indinn, invite the twins, Pru-

Two of the meetings hring sorrow to the
kirls, for they nearly lave their beloved

with dolls,
piny with the Go-Hawks,
not only miss them bot decide something

dog.—Yours truly, Luella Hashberg-
er, age 10, Schuyler, Neb.
Reads Happyland.

Dear Happy: 1 am 10 years old

and am in the sixth grade. I like

to read Happyland, 1 have en-

closed a Z-cent stamp and miy cou-
pon. Will you please send my pin. I
will write a story in two weeks, 1
wish to join the tribe.  Your friend,
Mary Moen, Onawa, la.

First Letter.

Dear “Happy:” I would like to
join the "Go-Hawk Happy Tribe!
| am & years old now, but will be
0 the 27th of this month. I am in
the fourth Eradc at school, [ like
the Happy Land Stories very much.
1 am sending you a 2-cent stamp,
My name 1s Margaret Johnsoan,

A New Go-Hawk.

Dear Happy: I am'in the Afith
grade at schoool. I like school very
much. I have to walk a mile and a
quarter, but do not mind that.
Would like to join the Go-Hawks,
Inclosed find 2-cent stamp. Please
send me the button.—Sincerely
Yours, Florence Smiley, Aged 10,
Omaha,

A Faithful Reader.

Dear Happy: I would like to join
vour Happy tribe. T am in the fiith
grade at school. My teacher's name
s Miss Wordell. I am sending the
2-cent stamp. I read the Happy-
land stories every Sunday and like
them wery much, :
button. I will close and leave room
for the others to write.—Jeanctie
Marshall, Aged 8, Niobrara, Neb.

An Eighth Grader.
Dear Happy: I would

join your Happy tribe.
ing the 2 cents and coupon. 1 am
in the eighth grade. I am 13 years
old. My birthday was January 7.
I read the paper every Sunday and
I tike it. I hope T will get the but-
ton soon.—Sincerely Yours, Frank

like to

1 hope 1 get the

I am send-

MY NOISIR,

The Go-Hawks, n jJolly erowd of boys

fenee wund Patlence, to joln their Tribe.

dolls burned mt the stake, ns the " fio-
Howka declde squaws should mot  play
For n week the twins do not
amnd the boyw
must be done. Joack says that the twins
wre nfrald of them and Aunt Sallle told
him they would never play with the Go.
Hawks untll they felt sure the boys wonld
not huret theie dolls or any of their be-
longlngs.

NOW GO ON WITH THE STORTY.

(Continued from Last Week)
“How'd we know what's a-coming
that we might have to hurt?” asked
Donald.

"How'd vou know you won't get
a licking tomorrow? You don't keep
a-thinking "hout it all the time, do

youi" retorted Jack
“I like Awunt Sallie,” announced
Napoleon, whose heart and palate

cherished sweet memories, “and
think we orter make it up.”

“Are you willing to do anything
they want?” asked the chief a little
doubtiully.

“Yep!"” they sang in chrous,
“Well, said Jack slowly, "I told
Prue that we'd play anything they

wanted for one aiternoon, and we'd
teat their dolls like ladies.”
“What'd she say " an cager voice
interrupted.
“She said she thought it'd be
grand to have a wedding and all us
S TI |

“A weddin'!  well, wouldn't that
make vou want to go to Sunday
school?” exclaimed onc little chap.

“Yes, and Aunt Sallie said she
wasn't sure we'd behave, so she'd
rather have it over there, and |

guess she's going to have reiresh-
ments,"” continued Jack,

“Oh!l Mehbe it'll be a cake with
candles on it,” interrupted Napoleon
with shining cyes.

"What you giving ue?  Candles
are for birthday cakes. Guess vou
ain’t never been to no swell wed-
din's,” interrupted Piggy with supe-
riority.

Poor Napoleon could not deny the
charge, so he sat down abashed. He
was none the less hopeiunl, however,
about the cake.

“When'll we know what we've got
to do? I don't like a lot oi things
a-jumping on me to do at the last
second,” said Donald.

“I'm going over there now to talk
it over and you kids can wait here
till I come back, or I'll see you to-
morrow.” answered Jack as he start-
ed awaw A little later he was seat®
ed with Prudence on the Trevellyn
lawn. Patience had gone shopping
with Miss Sallie,

“The fellows 're all awful sorry
about the doll business, and we want
to square it and show wyou we
wouldn’t harm a hair of their heads,”
began Jack.

“Will they play wedding?" anx-
iously asked Prudence.

“Yes, and we'll do everything you
want.”

Prudence could scarcely believe
that she heard aright—that the 14
warriors were at their command and
they but squaws. “Oh, Jack!” she
gasped, “ohl how perfectly stylish!
Let's plan a weddmng, Yon know
Lillie has to be the bride, She's Pat’s
child.”

“Wouldn't you rather have vour
child the bride?” asked the boy.

*“Well, 1 would,” she answered

tience feel bad by planning a funeral
for Lillie, so then 1 had to plan her
getting married. So I suppose she'd
better be the bride. And, anyway,
Susanna's feelin's "Il not be  lurt
‘cause 1 asked her if she'd care and
she said she'd hate to leave home."”
Jack's grave face did not smile.
He was very much in earnest in his
desire to make amends, and he en-
tered heartily into the spirit of the
wedding, “1 don't wonder that you
didn’t want her to be burned,” he
said,
“She's always geen good and polite
and never siil a cross word to me
since her father died. I'm a widow,
vou know,” she concluded, giving
rein, as usual, to her fancy,
“T didon't know that,” answered
Jack.
“Oh, yes, Susanna's father died
six years before she was born, He
was left out in the rain and soaked
to death and he's buried in the attic.
Auntie says I'm wyoung to be a
widow, but, oh, it's the grandest fun.
Why don't you play it sometimes,
Jack? Have vou any children?”
“No, but I have a pony. He's just
as good as a child,” was the re-
sponise,
“Patience has a hushand, He was
given to her the Christmas after
Lillic was born.  So you see, if Lil-
lie's the bride, she can walk down
the aisle on her grav-haired father's
arm, like the weddin® I went to, only
his hair is vellow."
“But dolls don't walk™ objested
Jarl-:.
(Copyright David McKay.)

(To Be Continued.)

A Skater.

Dear Happy: 1 like vour page
very much and have tried many of
Polly's recipes and find them very
good,

Near my house is a pond and 1
enjoy the skating on it yery much.
[ wish some of the Go-Hawk Trihe
could be with me, Please Go-Hawks
write to me.—Dorothy Price, Aged
12 Years, 2503 Fvans Street, i')m;tha.|

-

the tiny living room looking for hats
and mittens,

“If you wait until I can get into
come walking clothes, I'll go, too!”
cried the Lady of Fashion, dropping
her sewing.

“Ah, crickety!” exclaimed the
Dunce, “if we have to wait for the
women to get dressed we'll never get
started.”

“You just sit down by the fire and
keep your feet warm for a few sec-
onds and the Lady of Fashion and 1
will be ready before you can say
Pick a nilly duffel down!'" shouted
Tess, as she disappeared up the tiny
stairway with the Lady of Fashion.

In just a few minutes the two lit-
tle ladies appeared in riding breeches,
boots and warm caterpillar fur lined
coats.

IS

the little folks were bustling about |

Q-L AL

0.,
)

\,:\
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in the clean snow until their cheeks |
were as pink as cranberrics,
The Teenie Weenies' friend, Tilly
Titter, the English sparrow, flew
into ane of the bushes under which
the little folks were walking, and ,of
course, they stopped to gossip with
the friendly bird.

The bush in which Tilly sat stood
on the edge of a steep hill, and while
most of the Teenie Weenies talked
to the bird, the Dunce and the Clown
set to work rolling a big snowball.
They had rolled the ball until it was
about the size of a hickory nut when
the Clown's foot slipped. The little
chap lield on to the snowball with
all liis strength as it started to roll
rapidly dowt the hill. In a short
distance the Clown was rolled into
the ball as it gathered up the soft
snow, and soon nothing could be

]

|

Ihere was a throne in the palace

which had steps all around . Santa

| sat like a king upon the throne

e we e gt robe of red velvet, Tt
wias timmed with bright feathers
His face was Tosy and smiling, His

beard was snowy

[ stepped up beside him on the
throne, From there 1 could see
children from all lands taking play-
things, some from Christinas trees,
some from stockings, One little boy
who was sick got his oun a tray by
his bedside, The girls got  dolls,
dishes, skates, rings and daisies for
their hats, They all looked very de
lighted, The boys got drums and
rocking horses. One had a live par-
rot. Then I woke up as the clock
struck 7. At the breakfast table |
tald my mother of my dream, Car-
roll Price, Elm Creck, Neb,

%

"

fall off the tree, did youi" growled
the Clown,
“No, 1 suppose I didn't,” answered

Another Way to Be
a Good Go-Hawk
On St. Valentine's day a good
Go-Hawk tries very hard to think
of some ane who is ill or un-
fortunate to whom he may send
a loving message. It is not enough
to just send Valentines to your
friends but you must remember
those whose day will be hrighter
and happier because of your
thoughts of them.

the bird. “But it was a bit funny."
And she set off into another gale of
laughter in spite of her damaged

feather,

Thin {s tha last chunes the many friands
of the Teenle Wesnlea will have to color
tha ploture, for, beginning next sunday,
they will take care of the color work
themselvan,

The sky should ba  blus  The troes
should be colored A greenikh hrown, with
those In the bhackground a litile lighter
thrn the ones In the foreground, The bird
ought 1o be colorad dark brown on  the
back and head, with the breast colored W
lighit gray: The Teonle Wesnles' fnces
should ha pink. Gogo should have A hrown
face and the Chinaman's fige should be
tan, The Teenie Weenjed' clothes cun be
edlored to sult your own fancy,

Wants to Join,
Dear Iappy. T wish to join the

Go-Hawks, [ will be a true mem-
her. Will be glad to receive a but-
ton. 1 am 10 years of age, I am in

the fourth grade &t school—Georgia
E. Lawler, Hershey, Neb.

~ Fatty Dumpling.

Once upon a time there lived a
little woman in Scotland named Fat-
ty Dumpling. She was named this
because she miade apple dumplings.
People from all parts of Scotland
came to buy the apple dumplings.
One day she said to herself, “I will
make a dumpling for myseli,” So
she made a tiny dumpling and put 1t
in the oven. When about two min-
utes passcd Fatty looked in the oven
to see if the dumpling was baked,
but all of a sudden it jumped up and
ran down the street. Fatty ran
after it, but she could not cateh it, for
a chicken ate it. She did not care,
hecause she could nike more apple
dumplings.—Joseph Cosgriff, Aged
10, 4124 South Thirty-sixth Street,
Omabha.

P

“Mike” and “Shivers,” two street
urchins, are pals and make their
home together in an old vacant room
in a rickety downtown office build-
ing. Slivers, the younger of the two
boys, is the more honest; and when
Mike scolds him for not getting rid
of all his old papers defends him-
self. Their conversation over-
heard and brings about strange hap-
penings. Before they reach their
room that night in February it has
been visited by the Teicles and now
by Mr. February Thaw. Our play
for this month, as you know, is
called

“Mr. February Thaw.”

(Continued from Last Sunday,)
Oh! that bare loy Eround,
(Ruba head agaln)
But, Ita big, snowy mound
Just maved my head, I am
Ad frisky as a lamb,

{Begins to hop around.)
The north wind blew us in—
Becauss wa were s0 thin!

(The icicles strut around the
roem as though looking for a good
place to attach themselves. Go near
the window. Sound of rugning
water is heard, made by someone
off stage pouring water slowly from
one receptacle to another, Icicles
stop suddenly, listen and then look
around as tlm‘n‘gil frightened.)

g e

15

The north wind blew nus In

Because we arg so thin

I'm really gind of that,

For {f wa had been fat

We'd hnd a horrld fall—

.\n_-! nothing left at ail,

(Shivers and shakes his shoulders)

ICICLE.
( Sighing.)

1t's very rold fn this room.

truthfully, “but you see I made Fa-

Schof, Aged 13, Sh?y, Neb.

H!r‘ comes esur awful doom.

By EMILIE BLACKMORE STAPP and ELEANOR CAMERON.

I think that North Wind saw
Old _I-‘i-'hlum',v T, wie
FEBRUARY THAW.

(Enters right stage, Carries bucleet
of water and dipper. Raises a dip-
per of water and lets it pour slowly
back into the pail. Taughs noisily.)

( Boastiully.)
Your Iitle day is dons,
I saw the bLig woarti sui.
(leicles groan.)
Push out hin smilling fuce
So you nust leave this place,
Now meell yourself aw ay!
; ICICLE. "

(Wrings his hands mourniully.)

A pretly howdy do!

If what you may in true;

Wa have no pluce to go,

For you will melt the snow.
(Moans and groans.)

Oh! how I wish that T

Would noever hivve to din! . -

(Big and little icicles strike atti-
tudes of despair, walk down the room
and back again, then sadly over to
the window to keep cool.)

FEBRUARY THAW.,

(Importantly.)

Butl now, you must go tell

Your oy friends farewell!

For T am after them,

And the most precious gem

Can't save n ones in tnwn,

Soon they will trickls down

Until they melt apart,

I'r I were you 1'd start,

(Februaty Thaw raises another
dipper of water, lets it run down into
his bucket and then starts over to-
ward the icicles, as though 0 melt
them., They give a moaning sound,
as though hearthroken, and then van-
ish, right stage.)

FEBRUARY THAW
(| 'alhli:flllll\'_.l
T el you when T try
1 make Ictclen iy

Trickle! Tricklel T;lr!.‘

’

(Pretends to weep in mock grief.)
Poor llttle wet jeiclal
(Laughs noisily and vanishes left
stage,)
(Enter right stage Mike and Sliv-

ers. Mike carried an _empty paper
sack while Slivers still has some
papers in the bottom of the sack

<lung over his shoulder, Mike throws
his sack down in a corner of the

zcom.)
(Continued next Sunday.)

Why should a man never tell his
seerets in a cornfield?
there
maty ears ihere and they would be
shocked.

.’\Tl:’\\\'l‘r--”l'.‘{'ill:“ﬂ‘ are S0

When is a soldier not even half
a soldier? )

Answer—When he is in quarters.

What game do the waves of the
veean like to play?

Answer—Pitch and toss,

If T were yvou I would not worry.
Just miake up your mind to do better
when you get another chance and be
content with that.

Coupon for
HAPPY TRIBE

Every boy and girl reader of
this paper who wishes to join
the Go-Hawks' Happy Tribe, of
which James Whitcomb Riley
wis the First Big Chicf, can se-
cure his official button by sending
a 2-cent stamp with your nanie,
age and address with this cou-

pon. Address  your lefter to
“Happy,” care this puper. Over
S0,000 members!

Dot Puzzle
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Draw thed ots to ¢
You'll see George.

Complete 1he plelygrs by

and taking themw ouinerically.,

mirty-cight;
g0 tall and straig

drawing a line through the dots, beginnng wilh one

ton then write hiun an invitation to
cluly house, We conld
group and let him

vome 1o the
initiate ham to our

take the pledee, 1 will gend for the
button today and the secretary will
write the invitation”

That day when Ned Harris reached

home from school he found the inyvi-
tation: this 1= t:

“Nou are invited to the Go-Hawks
elubh lhiouse tomorrow, lan.—, 1922."

The next day the hutton arrived
and the cluh house was made ready
for the initiation, Nod Harris took
the pledge and got the button, He
soon learned about his cruelty and
resolved never to be cruel to anie
mals any more. -Gertrude Hn"aﬂd,
Fairbury, Neb,

Weather Forecast
Will rain valentines all wedk im
Happyland,

Is It a Sign of Rain When
Smoke Is Blown Down
the Chimney?

It may be or it may not be. Ti
we think about this question for
ourselves we shall sce that no one
could answer simply “ves” or “no”
to it.  The tr:n-oiiﬂg of smoke up
the chimney, and of wind down it,
are complicated matters,

We may be sure that when wind
blows down the chimney the air is
not still, and wind very often brings
rain, for wind is moving air, and this
air may be laden with moisture,
which is apt to fall as rain,

But, though wind and rain often
g0 together, so that rain 8 more
likely to fall when the smoke is
blown down the chimney, yet there
are winds which are usually dry and
bring no rain with them,  Different

chimneys  smoke with  ditferent
winds, and some smoke with all
winds, and soime with none: so,
plainly, it 15 impossible to answer
this question except in a general

way.—Book of Wonders,

Write Roy a Letter,

Dear Happy: | wish to
Happy Tribe I am  enclosing 2
cents to get a button. | ame® vears
old and in the fourth grade at school.

join the
b

I read ilic children’s page every
:‘\Hf'!'.-.t_\' and like it very well, T wish
somebody would write to me. 1T will

gladly answer thent, My letter s
getting long so | must close.—~Roy

Lewis, Aged Y, Anselmo, Neb,

A New Member.

Dear Happy: 1 wish to join your
Happy Tribe. I am  enclosing 2
cents Tor a buttan, 1 will try to fol-
low vour motto, 1 am in the sixth
grade at school. T am 10 years old.
I liave three brothers and a sister, 1
read the children's page every Sun-
day. 1 wish some one would write
to me. 1 would gladly answer then.
Well as my letter is getting long [
will close~—Olive Lewis, Aged 10,

Angelmo, Neh.

!
|
MOTTO
“To Make the World a
Happier Place.”
PLEDGE
“I promise to help some
one every day. [ will try to
prolect the birds and all dumb
animals.”
SYMBOL
Indian Head for Courage.




