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1LL every

l#lh Busy Hee please read over the rules for young

writers very carefully right now and on the fiext story you send

in please state whether or not you did so?

Those who have

read the rules carefully will please write the word “Yes” at the
top of their story and those who have not read the rules will

please write the word ''‘No."

The Busy Bee editor would like to know how

many of our boys and girls really read the rules and try to follow them and
in this way it will be & simple matter for her to find out.

kot because they have not been marked “origioal,"” have been written on both
wides of the paper, have exceeded the word llmit or have not had the age of
the writer or the name of the side Indicated.

Wil each one please remember to
this week or not?

state whether you have read the rules

Several letters have come to the Busy Bee editor this week from our boys
and girls who have been 1ll and one of our girls writes that she has lost her

little sister.

Bhe malled a story this wesk, however, which proves she ia a

very loyal llttle Busy Bee to remember our page at such a time,

The Red side won first prize this week, Willie Cullen, aged 10, 2312 Web-
ster street, Omaha, writing the gtory., Ruth Ashby of Fatrmont, age 12, on the
Blue side, won second prize, and Maurlce Johnson, 1627 Locust sireet. Omaha,

on the Red side, honorary mention.

There are no new names to add to the Post Card Exchangs this weelk,
but several of the boys and girls have written that they are enjoying ecards

from other Busy Bees, The llst follows:

Earl Perkins, Deadwood, 8. D.;

Emma Marquardt, Fifth and Madison avenue, Norfolk, Neb.; Emma Carrath-

ere, 8211 North Twenty-ifth street,

Omaha; Ads Morrls, 2434 Franklin

street, Omaha; Clara Miller, Utica, Neb,; Emma Kostal, 1618 O street, South

Omaha; Florence Pettijobn, Long Pine, Neb.;

Ethel Reed, Fremont, Neb.;

Mandge L. Danlels, Ord, Neb.; Irene Reynolds, Little Bloux, Ia.: Alta Wilker,

Waeo, Neb.; Alice Temple, Lexington,
Jean De Long, Alnsworth, Nab,;

Mildred Robertson,

Nbtb.; Eunice Bode, Falls City, Neb.:
Manilla, Ia.; Loulse

Reede, 2609 North Nineteenth avenue, Omaha; Gail Howard, 4722 Capitol
avenue, Omaha; HEdna Behling, York, Neb.; Hstelle McDonald, Lyons, Neb.;
Juanita Innes, 3769 Fort street, Omaha; Margurite Bartholomew, Gothenburg,

Néb.; Louls Hahn, David City, Neb.:

Vera Cheney, Crelghton, Neb.; Fay

Wright, Fifth and Belle stroets, Fremont, Neb.: Ruth Ashby, Fairmont, Neb.;

Maurice Johnson, 1687 Locust street,

Omaha; Lotta Woods, Pawnee City,

Neb.; Miss Pauline Parks, York, Neb.; Loulse Stiles, Lyons, Neb,: Hulda
Lundburg, Fremont, Neb.; Edna Enis, Stanton, Neb.; Allce Grassmeyer, 1645

C street, Lincoln, Neb.

By William

The Strange Story of Pine Cop

Wallace, JT.

[NE COP wos a strangely shaped
m mountain, It reared ilself In
the midst of a beautiful valley.
From ita southern mide flowed
1 o aparkling stroam, falllng over
rooks and precipices. From Its
northern side yawned deep onnyons filled
with Ice and snow the yoar round. On ita
Pastern and western sides grew verdurs,
fresh and green, almost reashing to the
very top of the mountain. And all ut
this strange mountain stretehed spl
valleys full of flelds, broken here and
there by forests almost impregnable, for-
ests In whiah lurked all manner of Wwild
bird and boast,

The peopls living In the wvalleys about
Pine Cop looked with awe upon it, feeling
in thelr hearts fear of the strange spoc-
taols that forever loomed frowningly above
themn. And during the hundreds of yewrs
the man had made his homs at the foot of
Pne Cop none had ever axplored the mys-
terious mountaln to its top, A few brave
hunters had gone into one or two of ts
doap canyons, but with the growing dark-
ness and narrowness of the gorges had re-
turged to the open land without having
penetrated very far.

There was a legend which had been

ded down for hundreds of years that
onee upon & tyme a wizsard had been seen
té pass through the town, which lay at
the base of Pine Cop on Its southern sids,
and to asgend the mountsin, climbing be-
side the waterfalls. It was told of him
that he had sald to some of the villagers
that he had suffered at the hands of one
of thelr townamen and that he was going
to the tp of Mna Cop W spond the re-
mainder of his lite, where he would plan
bin revenge on the offending cltisen of
thair town, And soon after that, according
o legend, terrible storma began 1o sweep
down the mountain side and groat avalan-
ches slld upon the town, somelimes dolng
grent damage to man and property.

And sven to the day of which 1 write the
Inhabitants of the region of Pine Cop ba-
llevéd that the ol man—or wisard, as
most of them thought him to be—was still
alive and wreaking bis vengeance upon the
hapless town and thereby upon the de-
sopndanis of the vne man whoe had of-
fendid or wronged him, Bvery Ume &
storm broke over thelr Heads they swore
it was the offects of the evil wizard upon
the top of Pine Cop. If a drouth killed
Iheir crops they blumed the Pine Cop
dwdller for tholr bad tuok. ™4 a milk cow
Mcken or a sheep dle they turned thelr
eyes townrds the top of Pine Cop and
Ywore thelr threats against the wisard,
whoss evil Influence was being used to
iheir disadvantage.

Now., in the town lived s wheelwright,
with an only child, a lttle son of some 12
summaers old. The name of this child was
Peler—his fatber and friends called him

Pote. All day long Pete worked in his
father's shop, for thero was very lttle
money to be made at the trade'in thelr
town, and the fatHer could not afford to
employ an asslstant.

In the evenings Peote would sit beslde
the great blaxing fire In the shop (he and
his father lived In rooms attached to the
shop) and lsten to the wonderful legen-

tales told by bis father and chance

ds who would drop in to ohat and have
& smoke beslde the cheerful firepluce of the
whoelwright. And long after the company
had gone and his father hod fallen aslesp
in his high-backed wooden settle beside the
fire Pote would sit and dream of the
strunge stortes he had heard, and would
plan and plan on making a journey up to
the very top o1 Pine Cop when he should
besome & man, '

But o day soon ocame when Pele declded
upon making the wstrgnge and perllous
Journey to Pine Cop's top. It happened
In this way. Beveral very brave youlhs had
gone hunting for squirrels In the woods
that covered the lower portion of the easl-
ern slde of Pine Cop, and on their return
to the village they reported fhat they heard
strange sounds as of some human wing
in distress. And again they had heard
laughtor and singlng. They had hurrisd
home ln:‘:;r. each boy having stranger and
more w tales to tell than those to
by his fellows. o

But as Pete listened tho spirit of adven-
ture outbalanced his feollngs of fear, and
be @ up his mind to go Into the wooda
whenos the sounds of walls, songs and
laughter had been heard-—or roported to
have been heard—by the young hunters,
The time set for the journey was a day
when work In the shop was lngging, and
his father consanfed for him to take his
gun and go hunting. Not s word of his plan
had he spoken, for had he told him father
that he intended golng In search of the
myaterlous person or persons—or mayhap
Witches and wizards—who were responsible
for the tales told by the young hunjern.
:;‘mm ;:uht heve been ralsed to his

" la father's permission refused
him.

It was a bright, cold January
which Pete set out towards the pdl::e m
mywtery. He esatered the wood, traversed
the old fumiliar pathe made by tha wil-
luge hunters, then crossed the slream
which had always been the huntaman's
boundary lne dividing him from dangeroun
territory, Omnce on the opposite slde—tho
up-mountain side—Pste cocked his gun and
wilked cautlously, peering ahead of him
loto the deep wood which grew on undis-
puted ground, for wccording to legend the
whud" ‘s realm extended downward to thls
po

Pote kept his curs and eyes wide open,
sxpacling to hear strangs sounds and to
Bee sirange sights.  But after & whols
hour's.hard cltimbing his fXpectations gave
Way to fatigus, for nothing save the wilg
woods about him had he seen and nothing
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paper only and sumbsr ths pages.
8. Use pen and ink, not peseil
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250 words,
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tributions to this page oach weak.
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OHILDREN'SE D .PARTMENT,

Omaha Boe.
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(First Prize.)

A True Fairy Story

By Willie Cullen, Aged W0 Years, 331 Web-
sler Street, Omaha, Hed.

In a lttle hut in the far northland there
lived & man, woman and ohild. The child's
namoe was Hans, and he was I1 years old.
The man was Han's fhther, but the woman
was his stepmother, and she was very
orpss and mean to him. His father was
vary kind to him, but his stepmother
always frightenlng him and telllng him
about fuirjes, Omne day the stepmother
sent Hans up the hill with his axe to chop
down a amall tree for wood with which to
bulld u ' fird. Hann chopped, and chopped,
and you could hear his axe ringing through
the forest, but he did not succead in felling
the tree. He at last gave up, and sitting
down upon the ground he cried himaself to

flesp. He was not aslsep long when he
found himsslf in the presence of two fairies,
Perseverance and Give-Up. They were
beautiful princessss, who were changed
into falriss by an angry king. Fairy Give-
Up first addressed Hans, adking him his
name and what he was trying to do. Hans
answered her, and Give-Up told him to got
up and go home with his axe, and to tell
his stepmother that he couldn't ¢hop down
the tree. But up apoke ¥Falry Perseverance,
who told Hans to dry his tears and get up
from the ground and try his luck mgain.
Thin Hans ald and you sould agaln hear
the axoe ringing through the forest. Perse-
verance told Hans he must not give up,
hut try, try again, and by the time she had
finlshed talking the tree fell to the ground
He thanked Perseverance for her good ad-
viee, but he sald not & word to Falry Give-
Up. Hanm never forgot Persoverance's
words and he has always sucoeeded in ev-
erything he tried.

{Becond Prize.)

A Queer Washing

By Ruth Ashby, Aged 18 Years, Falrmont,
eb, Blue, :

Baby was gone, There wns no doubt
about that, for Inesz, Barnice, mamma, the
xld and even grandma had searched for

“We were playing with Dorothy and
Jeanle ‘when Mrs. BHlack came after the
dirty clothes, We gave them to her and
sha started and then Dorothy sald ‘Where's
Marjory? We galled and called, byt we
couldn't find har, and then we ‘phoned for

0" sald Ines.

Mrs. Benden tried to comfort herself by

-4 man turned

the thought that she could scarcely walk
and ocouldn't go far. Dorothy took Bernlce
and Jessis over to her house, for they were
#o small that they only bothered. ANl the
nelghbors sald they had not sean: her,

“Porhapa” sald Dorothy, “she might have
fallen in the lnke."

Mrs. Bendon weleamed “Oh, 1 know she
bhas! T know she has! 8he has always
begeed to go there, but I told her no." Mr.
Bonden came home and went Immediately

to the lake. No one had scon her golng
that way.
“If ahe cuma down bers, she has fallen

' he eoncluded.

It was almost night now and Dorothy's
mamma brought Bernlce home asleep and
tonk Dorothy. All hope war given up. when
the corner. He wnas wheel-
ing A whealbarrow and there sitting up,
gazing around was Marjory. “Oh, mamman,
mamma,” she oried.

Mrs. Benden gnthered her np and kissed
her until she oried.

“Ahure, mum, an’ Mrs. Black says to me,
"Patrick O'Flanagan, when you get through
with »our wurrnk, you take this baby
homae, for her ma never meant for ma to
wash L, even If she was In the bottom
of the washbnaket,' so hom#® I've brought
yor queer washin'."

(Flonorabla Mentlon.)

Mother Daog's Story

By Maurice C. Johnson, Aged 4 Yearns, 1627
Laoust Streset, Omaha. Red.

Mother Do had promised to tell her
pupples a story and the five little ones
were all gathersd around the hearth to
linten.

“I nm golng to te]l you why a dog and
eat are cnemles” she commenced A
long, long tima agn In Animaldom there
wore two mreat pations; one was that of
the doga of Dogsville nnd one the cats of

Catsburg. These two countries were great
friende and always helped each other In
war. Thelr kings and guecns often visited

each other, Well, one time the king and
queen of Dognville were to visit Catsburg
The rulers of Dogsville were two very fino
Beoteh collies and two very fine maltede
cats of Calsburg. In Catsburg that day
there was plenty of excitement and the
sireet leading to the palace was decorated
with all kinds of flowers and lined with
all the aristoeracy of Catshurg. Suddenly
» trumpet sounded and down the street
came the king and queen of Dogsville with
%heir traln, They were nearly up to the
palace gate, when the young prince of
Catsburg, who hud been eating an apple,
in & thoughtiess and mischleyous wuy
threw the core at the king of Dogsville,
and It hit him in the face. The king mot
so mad that he ordered onoe of his soldlers
to out off the offenders head, which he
proceeded Lo do. The king of Cataburg
got ko furlous at this that he declared war
on Dogaville. The king and queen of Dogs-
ville went immediately home and prepared
tor war. The war which followed was
dreadful and lasted ten years, nelther slde
winning. Bver aftor that these two anl-
mals have been enemios, and 80 You see,
ochildren, how much harm can be dons by
just throwing an apple core'

A Visit to a Gold Mine

By Lester Crow, Aged 13 Yoears, Nebraska
City., Red.

One nice Bunday afternoon in August my
papa took two friends of mine and my-
palf to show us a goldmine and to show
us how the gold In obtalned.

Mrut of all he put us on a shaft which
s a kind of c¢levator with blg Iron sides
to it to keep us from falllng off. Then
the machinery was started and In A& min-
ute we were Iin total darkness. Protty soon
we reached the 10 foot level when we
met the foroman of the mines. He took
us into a tunnel which was lighted with
electric lights and candles and here we
gaw the cars In which the ore Is put and
the mules that pull them to tha shaft,
Then we went on a little further and saw
the big Iron drill that drills holes in the
rock for the dynamite to be put in to
blast It. Then we went back to the shaft
and were soon brought to daylight again.
Thon we saw the big erushers which break
up the ore into littls pleces and then it s
onarried on a belt to the stamp mill where
it Is crushed Into powder and put on plates
of quickellver that hold the gold and the
rook powder I8 washed away and made into
sand, Then the gold s made into gold
bricks and sent to the mint to be mads
inte gold ecoin.

The Mascot of the Invincibles

By Jean D'l'o“k‘:{“{a tl: years, Alnsworth,
. €.

Phil Newcomb was the captain of the
"Virginia Invincibles," & company of boys
banded together to fight “the Indlans,'
thelr deadly enemies. They had an old

dugout for & fort and had such jolly good

times there, that Dorothy Neweomb, sged search him ahd ask him where the papers

8, often begged her brother to lot her join
in mome eapacity, even as cook, so she
might shars their good timea He how-
ever always anld “Oh, Dot girls can't be
soldiars, play with your @clls and be a
good girl,” and ahe never thought of dis
puting.

One day wshe read sbout mascota and
nsked to joln mm one, but her brother
told her they had declded on Poter Brown
and asked her to go (o the fort and get him
a book there.

Dorothy did, but in filve minutes she
reappoeared looking very excited and
started for Phil's room. A queer smile then
cronsed her face and she¢ turned and ran
AWAY.

That night as the Invincibles were en-
Joying their fun, & wild whoop sounded
and n band of "Indians' burst in. gquiokly
overpowered them and were making, off
with the booty when with a “swish” u
siream of water deluged them nnd they
fled. There stood Dorothy homse® in hand
and smiling shyly, "1 motion,” orled the
leytenant, “that Miss Darothy become our
mascol for bravery In danger,” and that
motion was ununimously carried.

Toddie Lights a Match

Py Ruth Gustafsen, Aged 11 Years. Ben-
son, Neb. HRed,

Toddle's mamma told him never to light
matohes, But Toddls wus very fond of
trying experiments,. When he saw “big
people’ take the cunning little wooden
things and Just by seratching them on
anything rough bave & pretty little flame,
hs wondered why he could not do the
sume,

"They never burn themaelves,'
“an' 1 guess I'm 4 years old;
enough to do anything!"

Bo one day when mother's back was
turned and she was busy sewlng, Toddle
climbed up to a shelf and got a nice red-
tipped match. He crept behind the door
o mamma could not see him. Presantly
mamma was startled by A great eoughing
and wmpitting,. A frightened little boy
rushed to her orylog, “0O mamma, I've
burned my breath out!™

He had held the maleh too olose to
his face, and so breathed in the brimstone
smoke,

Toddla was very careful about playing
with matches afterward. L4

he mald,
most old

The Spy

Mary Day, 0 B‘rﬁendklm Btreet, Omaha,

Tha call for troops brought many men
from eovery colony, espsclally Vermont.
From this state oame many “Green Moun-
tain Boye,” as thelr title was, and among
these was a young man of 18 named Gerald
Btalwart. He had a look of honesty, with
dark halr and dark eyes which were for-
ever looking for some good to do. After
bemg In the army for four years and prov-
ing himself a patriot in many ways, he
was chosen a general. One day as his
cool eye was acanning his army a message
came to him saying that Washingion
wanted to ses him. Hils face grew stern as
he read the message, Which dld not tell
what he waas wanted for. PBut after dolng
some nocessury preparation, he went He
was taken into m small house, ths only
comfortable one In camp, and after a talk
with Washington found out that he must
be & spy, and without another word he left,
for obedlence is the first lesson of a soldlior,
After Ne got out of the Amerioan ranks
he went to an old-fushioned barn and
changed his blus uniform for a red one,
and after he got In the Britlsh regiment
he imagined thiat everyone was looking nt
him, as sveryones does when they are do-
ing something which is dangerous. Night
came on and as the leader of the British
had gone to rest he went to do his duty,
“Cautiously crawling on hands and knees
he entered the generals small dwelling
place and took down the cout and found
in the pocket the papers he had been sent
for. It showed how they wera to attack
Boston. Cautiously golng out he slipped
away unnoticed, for the sentinel 4id not
soo him. Just as ha got outslde he heard
the sentinel eall out, “Twelve o'clock and
all's wall.” After he had got out he put
on his American clothes, and no sooner had
he got out when the general woke up and
found his papers gone. He had suspected
this young man because he did not mot
like the other soldiers. After he found he
was gone be sent some redcoats after him.
Geruld looked around him and saw soma
redconts coming. Just one mile to ecamp,
oh! How he wished he were there. He
sees an American coming, and runs to hlmn
und says, “Take these to Washington,”
and the ong who 1t is told to obeys. He
gave it to bim Just In time, for the rod-

”
save the sounds of the wind in the bare
branches had he heard. Being overcome
by his wearinses, he dropped down beside
a great boulder and fell Mmto a desp sleap,
When he awoke the evening, was falling
about him and he could ses that clouds
covered the sky. 1

Quickly getting on his feot, Pote tpok
up his gun and determined to return home
us fust na he possibly could. But o turn-
ing down the mountain side he hoard a
rumble; then the earth tremblad beneath
his feet and he fall to the ground. At onoce
he thought of the old wisard, and feared
that he was about to ¥l him, He scram-
bled to his feet egaln, got his gun and
looked about him. A strang roaring noise
was still filling his pars and still he could
feel a quiver of the earth béeneath his feet,
but both sound and motion were growlng
leas with each second, Pete turned about,
facing the downwird way, when to his ut-
ter amasement—and fear, tvo—hs beheld n
might that quite took his breath away. In
front of him, and covering n large space,
the ground had fallen away, carrying bogd-
ders and trees with I A terrible ava-
lanche had just rolled away from him. He
had been on s very edge. had felt ta
qidver as it separsted itaelf from the steep
alda of the mountaln, Pete stood trans-
fixed, staring Iln the semi-darkuces at the
horrible ravage wrought in Lhe side of oid
Pine Cop, And his path homeward had
been changed by the svalanehe' Now he
must tura about and find his way down
the mountaly &t another polnt. He chose
the aide of the avalanche, which would
Jead him_ to the village most directly. It
wis & rugged way, leading through s cen-
yon and besdde a daungerous precipice, But

fearsd thAt he might be foroed to seek
shelter for the night under the protecting
edge of some projecting boulder, True, It
would not be »o nug and warm as his own
bed in the lttle room opening from the
blg fire-warmed shop. But hls apprehen-
son was not for himself; It was for his
father, who would be so anxious at his
lttle son's prolonged sbsence.

The wind bad risen us the darkness fell,
and Pote decided to look about for some
sort of shelter made by nature, He was
o0 the edge of a4 deep gorge and followed
it for & few paces in the hope of finding
& sheltering rock, Pretly soon there
lpomed before him a dark mase, something
not 8o large ns his father's shop, but much
larger than any boulder he had yel seen
on the side of Pine Cap. He made straight
for It, hoplng o ﬂpd a place snuyg from
wind and threatening shgw. To his mveat
surprise he found the dark muss to be o
rude stone hut, with o small door facing
the south. Pele stopped begide the en-
trance—which waa without s shutter—and
kocked againat the stone stap wilh the
butt of his gun. There was no response

from within, s0 Peto made bLold 0 enlor

the hut. AN wus derkoess and stlence
wilthin, Pete felt about him, discovering
& sort of sione tahis and bench In one cor-
ner and a fireplace nearby. As his eyes
bocame scoustomed (o the durkness he
meds outl the Intérior of this odd place
quite dlstinetly. In another corner of the
room wea & mass of dark stuff which felt
lks leaf-mold. It had evidently been o
bed of lsaves (n the long, long agu.

Fots felt In his pockets to wsoe If=~he

Jhad & foew matches about him. He seldom

st off without wsupplying himself with
these necossury srticles, and on this vocu-
slon found hes had quite & handful of them
snugly tucked awsy In his wost. “Ob, I'l
"o have & flre to give me light and
warmth,” he sald. Then e went out and
pathared bits of bark and decayed tree
brasches that littered the ground near to
& patch of plns trees Soon the fusl was
blaging In the stons chimney, throwing
out light and warmth. Then Pete began
explore the hut. No eign of life
ible. No food was on Lhe stone
0o appesranice that aany had
\here Not evea a bandful of

¥
g

bk
1

to be meen about the hearth. EBEvidently
tha one-tima dweller Iln the plase had been
Absenl many, many years, for no lraces of
Llg having beet there remainod.

After he had become warm Pete went to
the corner where the mass of leaf-mold
lay. It hud become so pucked to earth that
it was almoat of the very soll. Pele dug
Into It with & stick. Put what was that
he dragged forth? He stared at it wildly,
then leaped up and ran out of the cabin,
mlmost too startled to think. He had un-
covered what reserpbled 4 human skull. It
had grinning teeth and eyesockels, After
¢ while Pete became calm and his fear
subsided. Ho he returned to the hut wnd

looked & long time &t the white, round
thing which lay grinning st him, “I'll not
e afrald of o thing that's doad.” he de-

clared bravely. "1 only hope it's the oid
wizurd who has been accused of wreok-
ing all the mischlef aguinst our town. I'll
carry this skull back homs with me and
show It to the peopls. My, won't thelir eyes
buige, though?

Then he fell Lo digeing In the bed of mold
for olher purts of the anatomy bolonging
to the skull, wnd soon he had almost the
antire skeleton, Burange to say, Pele was
no longer afrald of the uncanny bones s
be dug them forth from the long-decayed
mold. But whils still digging for more rel-
icn of & human body his stick estruck
against something round and smopoth, Fole
went afior the object with his hands and
sxtricating it from the sofl that had buried
it Jor »o long, he saw by the firellgbt that
he beld an old poewter pot with a rust-
tightened . With some difficully his re-
moved the lid and thers, glistening In the
firelight, were guiden colns of a strange
dealgn. Pele hurried to the freplace, that
he might exdmine them more closely. On
one of the colns he could make out a dats
aboutl 1 yeare old. Al the owner of this
hut had besm & milaer: possibly the very
man ihat had passed Lhrough the wvilluge
50 long ago threstening vengeance agulnst
one of the townsmen of that day. And here
he had Isin desd, buried in his bed of der
caying mold, with his treasure of goid bLe-
neth his head. The threatl against the
town had simply been a means of frighten-
ing the simpls psople of the time snd pre-
vetullng e Lrots molesting Wim Lo his

solitary mountain home. And here he bad
Hved and hoarded. And here was but life-
lesn bone left to whilsper of flesh and blood,
But the gold—it was as bright and precious
as ever,

“And since there's po one to ¢lalm this
pot of colng, It 18 mine by right of discay-
ery.,” sald Pete, “Ab, If It's any good It
will enable father and ma to g0 awsy from
the mean, slow lttle town at the foot of
Fine Cop mmd seek our fortunes ina better

and more thriving place.” -

The next morning bLright and early Peole
set out for his home Au he entéred the
town he saw the stroets filled with axeited
people. They saw him coming, and several

ran to meet him, “Ah!’ they erled, "“T'hen
you wore not burled beneath the savalanchs
of last night! Your father Is grieving In

his shop, thinking vou were killed. ‘The
avalunche came noar o our town, damaging
some sheepfolds at the foot of Pine Cop
Oh, I's that old wikard who is still seeking
revenge on this town for some slght of-
fense dene him hundreds of years ago.™
“Well neighborn™ sald Pele, taking from

the folds of his coat A human skull, “here's
nll that remuins of the old wisard. And I
have u pot of gold that Is mine by right
of discovery.”

“Ah, my son, my son!" And Pete looked
about to s&ee his own father coming to
embrace him. “SBo you ure found, my monl!
God be thanked!"

And all that day, and all that week, and
all that months and year the people In the
vilinge at the foot of Pine Cop marvelsd
at the discovery made up In Danger canyon
by Uttle Pote, the wheelwright's son. and
nose dared Lo guestion his courage nor his
right fo the rich treasure of gold he had
found In the old pewter pol. And when he
and his father bade adieu to their old
friends—for they were guing away to sook
thelr fortunes in & befler place—Pote said
laughingly to them:

“It wus courage and love of ndventure
that made me rich, learn the fsson my
frisnds, and banish fear and superstitlon
from your hearts. The man or boy whao
quakes and trembies st falry teles and
fears to go beyond a fixed boundary will
remaln ignorant and poor. You'd better
all go to the top of Pine Cop. You may
find another pot of gold at the sumuemdr Ir
not, wou'll find nothing there (o feur.
Goad-bye, and be brave.”

coats are a block away. They got him and

are, and he sald: “By God'a help, they are
with Washington,” He was tried for apy-
ing, And, when aboul to be shot, sald: "1t
in no disgrace to be & spy, and 1 have don
my duty."

A Good Boy
i 11 Years,
By Vera Fnrrinkeér;‘llum

“Honry, Bo down town for me” said his
molher.

"No, I don't want to. I want to go skat-
ing.”

‘Do you remember that story I read you
in the ‘Busy Heas' Own Page?' sald h
mother,

“Yea, mothar, wasn't he & good boy |
wish 1 could be like him,™

““Wall, thon, here Is thie monsy, Bow run
down and. get the things.™

Mra. Bmith was A poor women, Her hus
band was dead and had left her but it
money.

He was walking down the street, when
he saw a poorly dressed man enter (o
houss, He was a robbar. There was «
policeman just soross the street, so he
ran to him and told him. Ths robber had
frightened -the woman when they came nnl
the policernan took the man o prison
The woman's husband was jJust coming
home and he took Henry and his mother
to hix homs and kept them till Henry was
old enough to be like tha boy In the story
in the "Busy Dees’ Own Dage.’’

—

Brave Bess

By Doris Galbraith, Aged 18 Years, Wisner,
Neb. Blue,

Heas Clifford lived in the wesat., Thers
weore prairies all around her home. One
day Mr. and Mra. Clifford were callsd from
home to his aister, who was very (Il Bess,
who was # years old, knew how to do avery.
thing about the houss. Bhe took Muggie
and Baby Rose and went but to plok flow-
ers. Ehe sat Rose down and took her basket
and went to pick her basket full of flowars,
Hor basket was nearly full when she heard
o soream. She ran to Rose and thers, not
thres'yards from Rose, was a large poison-
ous snike. In & moment Beas saw It all
Bhs saw the preat danger her baby sister
was In. Bhe soized Rose and, pleking her
up in her arms, ran towards home, When
her father and mother came home Mr,
Clitford put his hand on Boss's head and
sadd: “You are a brave girl, Besa"

Albion

Playing Ghost

By Cora Morodith, Aged 11 Years, O'Naill,
Nab. Blue.

“Oh! eay, girls, T have something to tell
you," sald Btanlsey to a group of
wirls standing In front of the school house
gate. “What I 1t7? sald Derolls Milard.
“Oh! Marion, do tell us quick.,” cried
Ruth Bmith, who was always anxious to
know things. "Lat's go out tonight and
dross up ke ghosts and go down and scars
Ethal Walmer, who thinks she is 80 smart
because her father ls rich."

“And,” continued Marion, *“don't you
think It will be fun. You ¢c&n come to our
house at 8 o'clock sharp.”

“Oh! that will be capital” sald Paullne
Weeks, "Otl I shouid sy, Lhat will be tip-
top, Marion, you always think of such
aplendid things,"” chimed In all ths girls

Al § o'clock four girle met ‘at Btanley's
and they were all dressed up fine. They
went out and went down to Walmer's and
Ethel cams to the door, fortunately for the
girls, and she screamed and sald: *Oh! stay
out,” and slammod the door in their fnces.
The girls went home and told thelr parents,
who laughed merrily.

Ethel Walmer told the girls about it the
next day, but they pretended to know
nothing about IL

The Lost Child
By Hulda Lundberg, Aged 18 Years, 348 I
Street, Fremont, Neb. Blua

Emma was a little girl. Bhe had pretty
blue eyes, dark brown ourls &and rosy
cheeks, Bhe was about 8 years old and
very kind to everybody, Bhe lived in the
country with her father and mother and
her brother John. Bo one day while Emma
was playing with her doll she heard her
mother call her, #0 she ran in to ask what
8o wanted.

Her mother sald, “John Ils very sick and
1 want you to go and eall the doctor.”

“All right, mamma; can 1 take my doll
along?' sald Emma. "Yes,” suld mamma
Bo she started off, carrying hor doll. As
she had walked a long ways the wind be-
gan to blow very hard and the snow began
to fall. Emma hurrled slong vory fasi,
while the wind blew so hard and the snow
came down so fast that it almost blinded
her. At last she could ge no further, so
she sat down and cried. It was of no use,
for there no ona could hear ber

About two hours latér her purents beonme
worrled over her absence, nnd started 1o
search for the missing ohlid, Nelghbors
ulpo Jolnad 1n the search, and carrying lan-
terns they msearched here and thers, but
nowhere was the child to be foupd

At last one of the scwarchers found the
doll which BEmms had carried, but the
child gould not be found. Two Years later
as Mr. Hrown (as this was her father's
name) was golug to town, ho saw a giri

stunding looking at some toys, This glid,
he thought, looked very much jike his lost
daughter. 80 he came up to her and sald,
“In this my lost daughter?’ The okild did
not answer, but Kkisscd him again and
aguin. They rode home as fast ns they
could, Emma's mother was overjoyed 1o

Then Emma told
taken away LY

son her daughter again
them how she had been

Eypales and escaped two months ago.
BEmma was very glod Lo be at home again
and there war no family happler than
Brown's In the little town bf Happy Nod.

—

Keep Your Temper

By Emma Kobtal, Aged 14 Yours, 1514 O
Btraet, Bouth Omaha LT

“I never c¢an keep anything!" corled

Blanohe, “Bomebody always takes my

things and loses them.” She had mislald
some of her sewing Imploments

“There la one thing,” remarked mamina,
“that I think you might keap, If you woilld
try.™

“l should ke to keep wven one thing,"
answered Blanche

“Well, then, my dear,” resumed mamma,
“keop your temper; If you will oaly do
thiut, perhaps you wiil find It sasy (o kesp
other things. T dare say, If you had em-
ployed your tlme In searching for the
missing articles, you might have found
them before this time; but you have not
oven looked for them, You have only got
Inte n passion—a bad way of speoding
time—and you l’lv- aooused somebody, and
unjustly, too, of taking away your thinge
and losing them. Keep your temper, when
you have missed any article, and keop
your temper whet you search for IL"

Blanche subdued hor [l-humor, searched
for the lost srticles snd found them in her
workbag.

"Why, mamma, hers ¢hoy are! I might
have besn sewing all this time, If 1 had
kept my temper.*

v
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