HE Busy Bees are forgeiting the rules again and the editor had to
throw flve very good stories lato the waste basket this week be-
cause of the carelessnesa of théir writers In not following the riles

of our page.

Remembet, unleks the stories are original and are

marked "Original;'’ unless the name, age aud address of the writer

i plainly written ln Ink at the head of

the story, and unless it Is stated upon

which side, the Hed or the Blue, the writer wishés the story to be counted,

it can not be entered In the contest.
many things to remember, but all the

The Busy Bee editor knows there are

boys and girla who have won prizes

know, 100, that they are worth working for and worth all the thought and

care putl upon the storfes. This week a
one sent In & wtory marked "Original™
from a well-known story book.
editor felt very badiy that such w thing

boys and girls do not understand the meaning of the word "Original.”

very dreadful thing happened. Some-
that had becn copled, word for word,

Of course it was found out, and the Busy Bes

should happen. Perhaps some of our
It Is

A big word for some of us, but won't each one who does not know what it
weans please ask someons who does before using it again? =

The Dlue team won both the prize storfes and the honorable mention this

weel.

Jean De Long, aged 13, of Alnsworth, Neb., got the firet prize; Flor-

ence Walker, aged 10, of Omaha, the second, and Madge Daniels, aged 14, of

Ord, honorable meéntlon,

One little girl wishea to know the rules of the pogteard exchange.

There

are no rles. The list of boys and girls wishing to exchange postcards Is
simply glven, together with the addresses, and any of the Busy Bees may

pend cards to any of the other Busy Bees whose names appear {n the list,

It

now includes: Barl Perkins, Deadwood, 8. D.; Emma Marquardt, Fifth and
Madison avenue, Norfolk, Neb,; Emma Carruthers, 3211 North Twenty-fifth
glreet, Omaha; Ada Morris, 3424 Franklln street, Omaha; Clara Miller, Utlea,

Neb.: Emma Kostal, 15616 O strest, S8o
FPine, Neb.; Hthel Read, Fremont, Nab.

uth Omahs; Florence Pettijohn, Long
; Madge L. Daniels, Ord, Neb.; Irene

Reynolds, Little Sioux, Ia.; Alta Wilken, Waco, Neb.; Alice Temple, Lexing-

ton, Neb.; Punice Bode, Falls City, Neb,; Joan De Long, Alnsworth, Neb.; -

Mildred Robertson, Manilla, Ia.; Loulse

Recbe, 2608 North Nineteenth avenue,

Omaha; OGall Howard, 4722 Capitol avenue, Omaha; Edna Behling, York,
Neb,; Bstelle MoDonald, Lyons, Nab.; Juanita Innes, 3768 Fort street, Omahs;

Marguerite Bartholomor, Gothenburg,

Nob.; Louis Hahn, David City, Neob,;

Vera Oheney, Oreighton, Neb.; Fay Wright, Fifth and Belle street, Fremont,
Neb.; Ruth Ashby, Falrmont, Neb.; Maurice Johnson, 1627 Looust street,

Omaha; Lotts Woods, Pawnee Clty, N

eb.; Miss Paullne Parks, York, Neb.;

Louise Btlles, Lyons, Neb.; Hulda Lundberg, Fremont, Neb,; Edna Euls, Btan-
ton, Neb.; Alice Grassmeyer, 1845 O street, Lincoln, Neb, .

= =
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By Wiliam

On the “Happy Hunting Ground”

Wallacs, Jr.

FINNY Hrown was vary fond
of hunting, He Jived In Ar
kansas, where game was plenti-
ful, and big game st that. His
father had taught him the use
of the shotgun and the rifle,
Johnuy was as fine & shot as you could
In all the country sround about his
Whils he had never yet bagged big
he had shown his markemanship
squirrels, rabbits, duoks, quail and
gams, Indsed, Johnny's
declared that har tabls fared
Johnny bad been a day In the
ritle or gun than following =
his father. “Bon ls

it
i

wooded bills—Johnny took his rifle and
to find "big"” gume. But he would
“go to waate,' as ha

mother, “If a squirrel or a nloe

is foolhardy snough to get in
‘0l fotch him home for supper.
out today for big fellows—deer or
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good galt, hoping to overtaks his cousin
befors he entsred that part of the land
called by the farmers of the nelghborhood
“the happy hunting ground,” But Johnny
must have outwalked IPred, for the latter
aroased the branoh and traversed the first
hill, to find himaself still alofie. “Pehaw,”
he sjaculated, when not evertaking Johnny
a8 soon as he had hoped to, “I'm without a
gun or & bite to eat. If I don't catoh up
with Johnay, I'll have to return home with
empty hands and an empty stomach. Won-
der why Johnny {s In such a hurry, any-
way? He might have stopped to rest a
bit besids the rock apring. Geel Guess I'll
turn back, *

Fred was on the point of retracing his
staps when he heard a rifle shot from the
depths of the woods. He felt quite sure
the shot had been fired by Johnny, and
the seund told him that he was not far
from the spot where the hunter was 8o
he decided to continue his way, whistling
on his .fingers to catoch his cousin's ear,
But evidently Johnny wus too for away
to hear his pousin's call, for Fred received
no answering whistle

Frod was well soquainted with "the
happy hunting ground,” and took a dim
path that led through & deep and heavily
timbered ravine, golng in the direction
whence came the sound of the rifle shot,
Ho walked about a mils, getting deeper
and deeper Into a wood that waa the homa
of the wild oreature, Bverywhers ware
trucks of deer, and Fred's hoart beat with
high hope, for he felt that his Cousin
Johniny might st that very minule be
proudly surveying the huge body of a
doad doer or bear, the viotim of his true
aim,

Thus ¥Fred's mind was ococupled with
hopea and plans regarding ""big” gume as
he trudged threugh the almost Impenetra-
ble forest, his progress . greatly Impeded
by fallen trees, decaying bark and plles of
wasts branches and dead leaves. But the
rifle shot being repeated, he made all the
haste pesuible, fo# he could tell from the
sound that the aportsman was not very
far away,

After another ten minutes of walking-
or wading, as he mentally put (t—-Fred
stopped fo linten for some sound which
would tall him the axact spot oocupled by
his cousin. Then, fingers In mouth, he
save & long loud whistle. It was immedi-
dtely anawervd by a whistle which was
peculiarly Johnny's own. In feot, no other
boy in the county could imitate Johnny
Brown's whistle-signal,

But the very moment after Fred's sar
caught the welcorne cull he was surprised
to hear Johnn's voles erping out lustily:
“Who comes there? I'm in danger. A great
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RULES FOR YOUNG WRITERS

1. Write plainly on ons side of the
paper only and mamber the pages.
3. Use pen and ink, not pencil
8, Bhort and pointed wrticles will
be given prefsrence. Do not nae over
words,
4 O storl letto
“ﬂ(‘l‘u o8 or rs only

8. Write your name, sge and ad-
Groas at the top of the first poage

First and second prizes of books
will be given for the bost two ocon-
tributions to this -
Address all communichtions to
OUEILDREN'S D: PARTMENT,

(First Prize.)

Tommy Ant
By Jean Die Long, Age 13 Years,
worth, Nebh, DBlue.

“"Bow, wew,"' sald Ring, "so you want a
story, lttle mintreasY Weoll lmten and I
will tell you one that was told 1o me by
an ant when ! was over In Mr, Rising's
pasture. All summer long the ants had
been busy and happy, except one llttle
fellow they all called Tommy.

“'Oh, dear,” he grumbled as ho was
dragging & stick along, "Why do we have
to work so hard and why are they always
drumming (hat ant and grasshopper story
lato us'r

# ‘Here, sir,

Alng-

drop your stick and come

sald the who

over heral
neay by,

" 'Read this' and the ruler showed him
n scrap of paper on which Tommy read

ruler, wias

thess words: 'Busy Bees, Their Own
Page." 'HBees,' sald the ruler, ‘what Adeg-
radntion you have brought upon us, Once
we were held as exumples. Now our rivals
are, 1f you work hard perhaps this paper
will praise you. Go now, Tommy.'

“And he has worked hard,” continued
Ring, "but mns yet he has recelved no
prajse. Perhaps you, my Httle mistress,

can writé and tell those Busy Beea how
good and falthful those anis are and you
oan say for me that by the looks of those
storles that even Tommy cannot equal
them for Industry, Wil you?"

And 1 bave and hope Tommy may see it.

[E—

(Seoond Prize.)

Florence’s Questions
B;l Florence Walker, Age 10 Years, 250
orth Nineteonth Street, Omaha. Bluo,
Florence wos & lttle girl who was very
fond of anking guestions. And one day
when visiting her Uncle Fred In the coun-
try he hitched his horses to a big wagon
and Wlorenes, ber twin sisters, Mildead
and Gladys, and her two cousins all Jjumped
In and went to the woods with him.
Florance asked her Uncle Fred why the
squirrels kept running up and down the
troes. He sald It was becauss they were
putting nuta away for the winter, Then
she asked whal the bluejays were making
80 much nolse for,

“It must be because thelr wives are
deaf,” mnld he. Bhe wondered whether this
was really so, then asked:

“And what do the woodpeckers tap-tap-
tap all day fort™

“Oh, I guess they are just moving Into
8 new house and are tacking the carpets
down,"” sald he.

Then Uncle Fred began to laugh. And
&bhe amid:

“1 know what you are laughing at. It
Is becsuse I ask pe many questlons”

“Not that," sald he.

“"Well, it you don't mind, T will nsk what
those ugly scarecrows are for, and I won't
ask another one."

“They are to show the crows whers the
"

corn 18" This made Florence lnugh very
much.
I won't stand It another moment,” sald

Ehe, jumping up: “I am golng to tell Aunt
Ellzabeth you ara making fun of ma*

“I won't stand it another moment,” re-
peated her uncle. "I am golng to tell Aunt
Elzubeth you won't belleve & word [ say."

Then the girls came running with thelr
hands full of wild flowers and suld It was
dioner tme, 80 they all jumped In the
wagon and rode home.

——

[(Honorary Mentton.)

How Doris Played Truant

By Madge L. Dunlels, Aged 14 Yoars, Ord,
Neb, Blue.

“Mamma, may 1 play truant and go slat-
ing today? 'Phree or four of the girls are
golng, and they are not even golng to let
theire mothers know about it But 1
thought 1 would ask you," sald Dorla

“Play truant, Dorla?"*

Mras, Ise looked up as she asked the
question, for komething in her little girl's
volce startled her. "Yes, you may play
truant, I you think you will be happy in
doing it, but remember how many nlce
holldays you have to enjoy yourself, and
remember, too, how your repor: card will
look at the end of the term.*

"Well, 1 don't care for my report card,
and 1 do care to wo skating this bright

winter afterncon, for they say the ice Is
lovely."
Mre. Loa watched Doris ar she walked

down the strest with her skates around
her shoulders. At the corner of the block
slis was joined by the othor girls. Whan

bear has got me treed. If you are not
wrimed you best take Lo your beels and
bring help.”

Fred stopped In his tracks. Treed by &
great bBear? Why d4idn't he ghool? Whare
was Johun's nerve? Wherse were his true
eye and hand?

But he pald noe heed to the warning,
that If he wore unarmed he would best
“tuke to his heols and bring help," but
went In the directlon of the volce. And
pretty soon he saw o sight that made him
stop to catch his breath and summon cour-
age. There, direotly in his path and only
& fow feel away, was & huge bluck bear.
The eature was walking slowly round
and round & very alonder troe, in whose
top waa perched a dark form. Upon closer
tnspection Fred saw that the dark form
was Johany,

Johnpy, who was on the watch for the
appearance of the owner of thse whistle
signal, saw Fred as soon as he came noear
to the spot of danger. "Go back, Fred,"” he
erled out from his perch. “I'm safe here
till you can fetch father to kill this beast
tbat has the drop on me. And don't speak,
for I dom't want you to have io ge up &
tree. Then we'd be In A dandy fix, we
wouwld And so long as this old chap has
me to bold his attention he'll stay right
Bere. Bo, dom't rouse Bim by the seund of
your volce. Now, go away.™

But this wns not spough for Fred who
was wondering what Johnny had done with
his gun. So, ralsing bis bands as If to take
he asked the question by gesture,
Jobany understood his cous=in's slgn query
and replied: “Well I'll have to confess
that I took twe shots at him and-—mizsed,
first saw ne woas ocoming at

B

?.

ran
of

through the
his sight I

minutes after I'd fired at him, he locmed
up right In front of me. I let him have
my alm again. But something had got the
mattar with t—my aim, I mean—for the
bullet went wide of the mark sgain, It
was all up with me then, for I had to
rolond before I could take mnother pull At
him. He wes preity close to mes, but thias
tree was closer, so I came up into s invit-
ing Hmba, where I declded to walt il
someong chanced to come along or Ul
the old brute below should tire of walking
about at the foot of my tower and looking
up savagely at me. As for my gun, it's
below thewo—on the ground. Tha old bear
took a sniff of it & lttle bit ago.” v

Fred had withdrawn from the path Into
a clump of ahrubbery, where he was out
of the bear's line of viaicn. He kept one
oye on old Mr, Bruln, however, fearing that
his nose might tell him there was another
enemy near. And he took pains to be
preity close te a fine strong sapling with
plenty of limbs closs to the ground
“Where's your ammusition™ he called eut
to Jolmny, regnrdiess of the latter's wan-
ing about his talking.

“It's on the ground in my wallel™ said
Johnny, Then he addeds
agtin, I tell you. New, go
quietly as you oan for
daddy hers. 1 don't rest
dtmh, T'd find homs and dinner more to
my Laste. ™

But Fred had been thinking over some
plan whereby he might relleve his sousin’s
uncemfortable position more quickly than
by retuming to the farm, scine (WO or
And oow be was about

matinfaction he took from his vest pockst
& mateh, struck it and applied the flame
te the Lroomlike end of the stick. It ignited
qulakly, & blaze leaplng upward. Like
a flash of lightning Fred made a dush
toward the bear, whirling the blusing stick
round and round, Ils tongus of fire form-
Ing & huge clrole of flama in the revolu-
tion. The old bear's eyes widened with four
as he beheld the awful sight, and he want
off through the woods as fast as he could.
But in his excitement he 4ld not select his
path and found himself entangled In a
maksfve grapevine, through whose meahes
he could not go. And as he feared to turn
back and face that dreadful thing of flre
he kept on trying to thrust his huge body
through the trap which held hlm fast

“Quick, your gun! Load and fire!" arisd
Fred, still brandishing the blazing mass
“Hurry, the fire's moat out!™

Johnoy came down the tres at a leap, and
never before In his life had he londed his
rifle so guickly &8 now, Then, taking
carcful alm, he fired, And this uUme he
did not miss his mark. The old bear
plunged forward, lfted himself in ths air
and rfell In the tangles of vine i(hat had
fmprisoned him Again the rifla was
raised to Johuny's shoulder and pim taken,
and agaln he hit his mark. The second ball
caused the besr to lle gqulet, for it had
entered his bamin,

"Wow, 1 guess we'll go home and get
Uncle John to coms and help us get our
equlrrel homa™ laughed Frod. “Gee, he's a
big onel™

“Yeu, but you shall have all the glory of
the game,” declared Johnny. “TUl you
onms ha bad me just where you got him—
in & tight place.”

1 esuldn’t have got bim alone,™

ifEy

By Ruby G. Penny, Casper, Wyo.

Oh! here's n song to Wyoming,
With its sage brush and its hills; -
With its sheep sceatiered over the plalns so wide,
And (18 tiny trickling rills

Il

And its flowers that bloom In snmmer,
And the wild sweot peas so sweel;

And the plains that streteh to the mountalng,
And the sand that bakes in the heat

L

And the wild horse hreaks through the pasture,
And the cows ronm over the field;

Oh! this 12 the land where the sun goes down—
The Iand with the bright sun sealed,

Blue,

-

school was out that evening, Dorls eame
skipping home.

“Did you have a good time, dear.” her
mother asked.

“Oh, yau; 1 had a splendid time In sehool,
When 1 found I could play truant, 1 didn't

want 1o, and [ think Miss Carol knew It,
far she sald, ‘Dorls, four girla are absent,
but I am gind you came.” And, mamma,
nll T could think about was what you said
about my report card, and how glad 1 will
be at the end of the term.”

The Little Hero

By Elste Lowin, Aged 14 Years, Main Strest,
Norfolk, Neb, Blue,

In a Hitle town lived Mrs, Earlston and
her Uttle son, Jack, who waas 10 years old,
Bho worked wvery hard for a lving, Mr.
Earlston was dead, Jack went to sohool,
and there waa not a brighter boy In school,

One evening they were sitting In the
kitchen, when they heard the firebell, 1
was Romington's the finest houwse In town.
Jack and his mother wont, but she soon
missed Jack and wondered where he had
gona.

It was reported that s child was upstalrs
in the burning bullding: Jack hoearing It
knew It was Ruth, his little schotimate.
He darted Into the bhouse. The poople
looked on In horror,

The smoke stifled him: at last ho reached
the bedroom. He took the child in his
arms and carrled her down the steps. All
of this time the bullding was ready to full
any minute. He then groped his way
through the burning bullding to the door,
and there he fell with the untonsclous
child In his arma

He was carried home, and when con-
sclousness returned, he was lying In his
own bed. The next day a letter came from
Mr. Remington, stating what a little hero
Jack was, and a llitle roll of bills for his
herole deed.

Mrs. Karlston did not want to take I,
but Mr, Remington forced it upon her.

“Now, mother, you ean have & new dress
and 1 can have n ~ew sult,” sald Jack.

“Fen,"” wdld Mrs. Eariaton, "and 1
very proud of my little hero”

The Kind Boy
By Eleanor Mellor, Aged 13 Yenrs, Mualvern,
Ia. Blue.

In many citles you can #e6 men on eor-
ners solling fruits or candles, Om one of
these corneérs & boy stood selling radishen
The peopls passing by dld not notice the
boy, but would always stop at the other
stands,

The boy thought that he could call the
people's attention eo0  began Mying:
“Radishes Qve cents & bunch”

A lndy passing by saw the boy so stopped
to ask him how much they were. The boy
sald, "Five cents ma'am.' “T guess 1 will
take a bunch,” said the lady, so the boy
handed her & bunch, Now he had only
two more bunches left, one for his mother
and if he could asell tha other one he
would. As he was walking down the strest
towards his home & Wvery poor’ old man
asked how much he sold the radishes for,
he sald, “Flve conts sir,”" Harry (for that
was the boy's name did not like to sell It
to him because he was lots poorer than he
wis, so he sald, “I will give you these
bunches.™

The old man walked away very happy,
but Harry had promised a bunch for his
mother, he thought he had disobeyed her
even.

A# he stepped In tha door his mother sald:
“Harry have you the radizhes?’

“No mamma, I gave It to a Very poor
old man."

#That i8 very nice of you Harry, becauss
{t shows your kindness to other people.*

Alford’'s Great Deed

ed 10 Years,
B vl Sorceth, 408
Ons svening as Alford was walking along
the strest selling papers (Alford was &
poor boy, llving with his mother and try-
ing to make a living) he hieard & nDoise
around the corner, so running up to see
what It was, he saw that a robber was
trying te rob a rich merchant
Alford sesing what was golng on, ploked
up & club nearby and hit the robber on
the hesd, which knocked him senselass
After Ooing this he eallsd a policeman and
the rohber was taken away In the patirol
The man preved to be & rich merchant
from New York, and gave his name as Mr.
Redmond. Mr. Redmond offered to pay
Alford, but he refused It. Mr. Radmond
sald: “If yo' are ever In neod of a friend
or money Just write to me, abd I will al-
weys help you, becsuss you wsaved my
fite. My address s Mr. J. C. Rodmaond,
@08 South Beventssnth astreet, Naw York."
This was the bravest deed that Alford
bad ever done. He was alterwards re-
warded by & good position.

Only a Parrot
Aahby, 13 Years, Ful L.
By Ruth ban:{odm“‘ rmen
“Myr. Aahton to see you, Ml Evans,'
siid the mald
“Show him up te my privata parior,”™

nm

hn don't khow It's a wig)., That's right,
Jennle, just a Htile bit more of the rouge
here. 1 do think that It Improves my
plexion =0 much What! Haven't found
thut wig yot. It'a In this drawer!" Polly
flew over to & drawer and tried In vain te
opan I

"T'reddle, dear boy,
Yon, honey, you will'" Polly plcked so vig:
orously at poor Mr., Ashton's bauld head
that at last he had to open the drawer Lo
pacify her, Bhe brought out the benutiful
wig which Mr. Ashton had so often admired

nme-

opan my drawer,

on Mise Evana' head. Polly flew buck to
her perch on the okandelier, Just then
Jennle came in.  “Miss Bvans suys that
she will be in In a moment, and—oh''—here

Jennle broke off her sentence abruptly, for
ihe onught sight of Poll with the wig.

"Poll, come hers!”

"Bring me that antl-fat."” sereamed Poll.
“Rox hlm on the ears, Jennle. Don't It
him look In that drawer, bocause my other
nets of tooth and my pads and rouge and
paint are In thers.'

“Poll, Poll, you awful bird; come herp."
But Polly only called for some anti-fut and
swore because she coulda't get it,

Jennle tried b smooth It over and salds
“Wa had a theatrieal bere not long age
and Misa Evans bought that wig for (L
Poll hoard the play and that's where she
learned about wigs, ete. Jennle went Into
the bedroom and Poll followed. Soon she
flow back mnd began: *Please, Evalyn,
Poll got your wig and talked about anti-
fat, and your rouge, and Inutated you ex-
actly. Hut I smoothed It over and told My,
Ashton that you bought the wig for a the-
Rirical."

"“You're a good girl, Junnfe, 1 don't know
what T would do If I lost him, for he's aw-
ful rich and the only beaun I've got.”

Mr. Ashton got his hat and left, Poll
swearing and blossing him as he went,
No sponor had he gone than out cime

Evelyn In full dress, “Whoere's Mr, Ash-
ton? Oh, bils hat's gone and he's gone, and
he's my only beauw. I'Hl either hove Poll
killed or given uway, Oh, deuar!"

Johnny and the Fatal Game

By Willle Cullen, Aged 10 Yeors, 1213 Wab-
ster Btroet, Omuha, Neli, Reod.

Johnny lived on & farm He was § yoars
old and very disobedlent, On the farm wan
& large haystack, and on this he loved to
romp about and play, but that was forbid-
den by his father. His father told him to
keep away from the haystack and all other
dangerous piaves. One day he was pluying
hide and seck with his brothers and sisters,

Johnny climbed on the haystack, and
when he went to Jump down over it ba fell
and broke his coliarbone. He faintod from

the pain. His brothers and sisters ran Into
the house, saying they oould not find
Johnny,

Johnny's father sald for them to look
down by the haystack, he might be hiding
there. Johnny's brother, Dick, ran down
to see, but at first he saw nothing. Rut
when he looked at the other side of the
haystack he saw poor Johnny lying there
as If dead.

Ha ran back to the housa and brought
his father and mother, who came running.
They carried him up to the house und re-
vived him. Then they sant ono of the hired
help after Dr, Bmith, who lved not far.
Fresently they saw him returning with the »
doctor.

Johnny's collarbons was set, but it gave
him a lesson to keep away from the hay-
staok. Johnny's father sald that he would
soe that his children stayed away fram It
after that. He said thers were anough
places besides that to hide In.

Agatha
By Ruth Ashby, Aged 12 Years, Falrmount,

Neb. Bilue
In the hurrying, busy streets of the clty
stood a lttle girl. Bhe was hungry and
shs was cold and ragged, but for it asll
she was clean and neat. An old gentleman
hurried by. Beolng Agatha, he stopped and
gava her & banana Bhe thanked him
politely mnd followed him wlowly, Bhe
could not tell why mhe followed him, pers
hape because he was Kind to her. An they
turued inte & narrow street & man stopped

owt, and, holding up a revolver, snid:
“Money or your lfe The old man was
frightened, but not so with Agatha, 8he

remembered that Jimmy Murphy., a pollce-
man, who was often kind to her, wan just
around the comner. She elipped Away un-
notived and runping around the corner ran
straight into Jimmy. "“Why, bello Agatha,
how mre you up here?' he saked good-
naturedly, Agatha told him in & few
words, He followed her, and they saw the
man just ready to fire his pistol. Whan
he saw the burly figure of Murphy ap-
proaching he dropped his pistol and ran.
Jimmy scon overtook him and marched
Lim away to prison.

Mr, Black, the old gentlsman, took Agaths
boma with him. Her tight Ittle pigtailes
ware lot looss into long flulfy curls by her
French nurse.

Agetha had & taste for drawing, and
when Mr. Black found it out he gave her
all the advantages he could, for he was
very rich. Agutha now is & famous artist
My Black is dead and she s In possassion
of his large fortune,

Bhe marvied & young man named Fred
Lanton, who was also an artist, and, as
the fairy tales say, lved bapplly ever
afterward




