“~a OME of the Busy Bees have forgotten our lmit of words and, in
conrequence,
mobtl can not win prizes because they were 1oo long
carcful and mark your storles go that the editor may know on which

glde they are to be connted

And please be

Bevernl of the boys have written the editor thiz week explaining why they
Some of them have been vary good ressons, but in
he meantime, while the games and other things are proving so attractive, the
Three of our bove wrile that they

written stories

Arls are winning the prizes
he whole summer, and another
amping on the scashore,
bout the sport he has

nre away for
writes that he has moved to Californla and is
He has promised to write us a lelter soon telling

The prize winners for the hest stories this week were
“The Evergreon
Honnrable mention was given to “The
of Fremont,

“"The Lost Ribbon,*
Brasamever, aged 12, Riverdale, Neab.
#olden Purse.” by Hulda Lundgren, aged 13

Those sucreeding in glving the correct answer for the Hustrated rebus this
Ethel Girard, Fremont, Neb.; Howard Riffer, aged 11, Glenville,

Neb,.; Ethel M. Ingram, aged 12, Valley, Neb

Little Pat's Birthday Present

By Maud Walker.

* amiled the mother,

Irish lnddie, and as bright

vhich wng Pat's own by his parents’ adop-
Pat was red of halr, freckled of face,

nothing of his huve lttle time for fixin® the rooms

TWINS A WEIGH.

And Pat's heart was the
Wggest purt of his body, for In It he held

reckien or eyos. know whether we're stundin® on our heads

o — ——

ove for all of mankind, childkind and ani-
Although Pat's parents
muoderate elrcumstances Pat
“ound the means to do many Ittis acts of
shalrty in n gquict way. Whenever he carned
& fow nickels or dimes (and this happened

Pat brushed back his stubborn red hair,
mal and bird kind wiped the dust and perapiration from his
the villagn street
birthday gift.
e went glong the one business strest his
wur aliracted by
between two
Une was saying:

shap) he Ald not forget to give some of It
n alms to the old and poor.
“Do unts thim as ie poorsr than yorsalf,

It wasn't that y o
aiaion of Ehat | my Uttle gurl s awful sick

Pat's birthday enme in the last week of
uly, and as It was nes
nother began making preparations to eale.
swrate the ovcaslon by giving her littls son o

ing that date Pat's
wheat down this year Jest as It was r

good mother manay to have

“I"'m that worrit about what

b o mive you something what will be of somes nanerted the sscond man,

RULES FOR YOUNG WRITERS

on useless things horse that stood, head drooping, bestde the

Rive ma A hinL a=
give ya—something
it uss of an’ enjoy at the same time?7"
Pat sat maditating a fow minutes;

1. Write piainly on ons side of the
paper omly aud nunmber the pages.

8. Use pen and ink, not pencil

8. Bhort and polnted articles will

preferance. Do mot use over
res,

stories or lstters only
uged.

hoss fer $10,"" declared the first speaker,
“An' he'll do more than 80 worth of work
this fall, an’ no mistake.
the hoss away."

“Can't sen it that way,” sald the mecond
sponker, whom Pal knew to be a well-to«do
the river wvalley.
spraker was a stranger to
from his appearance he judged Him to be

I'm not quite I'm almost givin'

t a foaw days to look about and to think." name, ago and ad-

of the first page.
First and wecond prizes of books
given for the bext two con.
to this page each woek.
all communications to
CNILDREN'S DEFPARTMENT,

Gaete 68 e top
other, who always gave har Pat the priv- farmer from
ilegn of helping to select his own presents
I8 never disap-
* she would explaln if anyons eom-
ented on such a strange procedure,
f 1 go an' gt anything without consulting
Im furst 1'm Hkely to bring the very arti-
in ha doesn’t want. So I give him a volce
n the mattar of his own prisants.”

Bo the days rolled by without Pat dater-

way tha chile

how Pal's sympathy was aroused
thia aged animal's life
hnd been spent in hard labor, working for
And now, that he was broken down

In his behalf!

The Lost Ribbon

to sell for what he would bring
lHiva would he
spent In labor, for whoover bought 1 horss

the "day of grace™
ke him meant to drive him in the harness

prescnt was  selected.
Inlthough Pat’'s mother often hinted to him
hat valuable time was slipping by and It
would goon be too late (o select & present

the man who plaving games

" "
“"Maybe 1 cun strike Fhe loss wan

the old horsn, seying:
& bargaln with
to sel]l this horse.™

first speaker looked Pat

discoversd for some

upon semething

“Tomormw I8 your birthday, son,” sald

fthe mood woman, “and there's nothing to l6's soe yor cash.”

bon she thought, **“Thig Is just what T want

children’'s bed.

nodding to Patl to follow Lim

> - .
This mornin' be says to Pat a safe distance from

And T had to say, ‘Nothin'.

That old horse e it for the bone yard only.

ths money was snug In me pocket-bonk

fi th It Donuld climbed up and brought it down
or the gift,

him little girl sick an’ in need of a doctor?™’
asked Pal inpocently,

they found Hattie's ribbon woven In and
out among the strings and strawas, just
where Mre. Rohin hud pat t to maka a
niea soft bed for her chlldren.

(Becond Prize.)

The Evergreen Tree
By Allce Grassmeyer, nge 12 veurs, River-
dale, Neb —Red
fince there grew a most beautiful maple
tren fn the center of a handsome park
All summear It had stond there coversd
with green leaves. Many people had rested
benedth its shade. But when autumn came
& change took place, The leaves began to
turn red and yellow, Then the people sald,
“How besutiful the maple Is' In all the
purk there |28 not a tree with leavesr =o
pretty and bright!”™  The maple was so
plearod at being pralsed that she hegan
ta Mutter her leaves In A boastful and
proud way. Bhe spread out her boughs =o
far aa to hide from view a little larch.
But the maple saild, It doss not matter
it 1 4o hide the larch, sa 1'11 not let any-
one see It. he Is such a plain tree any-
wiy. Hix leaves do not turn to gold like
mine!" The Httle larch heard thess un-
kind words, but he only rustied his st
lttle Jeaves and sighed. The kind park
fairy passed by just then and heard the
Inrch migh. 8he stopped and sald. “Why do
you sigh, lHitle larch?® Are you unhappy*
The larch roplled, ! only sighed becauss
the maple 18 so much more besutiful than
I, and pleases evervone” The falry felt
sorry for the larch, for he did look plain
beside the muple, so she touched him with
her wand and said: "That tree should be
grean forever.”  The larch  smiled and
rustled his leaves contentedly. In a fow
tdays the maple's leaves fell to the ground

somethn® an’

food stuff s high U'm sellif’—or rather I'm
unlmals away,

to got rid of that horse.” laughed the well-
ald horsetrader
and whon business drags he draws on his

"Well,! xavs I, ‘it's Pat's birthday, an® not

youngster 111

“Right you are, I like to Lrent youngsiers well,

holding his red for a pat from

went on down
turned about
1 the horse dealer
“so vou want to buy & good

“1 heard your price to Chat
" sl Pat, candor and contempt shin-
asked him §10.

“I'N! ook out todany sure an® find jumst
what 1 want."

“The party comes fine tomorrow at

hoss, do you?
he's & bit the worse for wear just now, for
has been heavy
I've had to put
a0 ta speak.

in tha celiar this old horse

The ice crtesm man him If you'll take
an' daliver It at 3 o'clock
1 fgered out that woull go on

fer an hour before they'd go to evatin'

He's a bit poor, but pusture
then look at
After & wiak on grass I'll give
tor every bone

¢ream to coma in fne an'
There's nothin'
ing to both tempar and body as lce cream
on a hot day."

After talking over tha anticipated cevent
morrow Pat sald 1
take a turn

about three Lo buy a
looked the old horse over and sald:
wre selling him becauss
you have more horses than you know what

After & few momants more

takea my funoy for
back an' give you the hint™

home where the would be completed

uid horse along.

Pl

"WiELL I'VE BIN ASKIN' FIFTEEN DOLLAES FOR HIM.®

fellow, hardly able to walk, so stiff he
Was In his crippled legs.

Pat's mother was told about the mat-
ter, FPat, with a dlmness In his usual
merry blue oyes, sayving: T want this old
horse for a birthday present because he
has only ' a few years—or maybe months
to live. An' 1 want him to pass the time
restin’, 1 do, 1It's awful to be old an’ sick
an’ poor--capecially I you are & horse
Don't you think so, mithor?

But “Mither” sald never a word., She
went Into the house, wiplng a toar from
her eye as she did so, and got from her
purge Lhe three dollars, Then she opened
Put's bank, took out the five dollars—all
in nickles and dimes—and with thin fund
went agaln to the yvard where the wary
old trader stood holding the horse's bridle
reln. Within & few minules the money and
horse were exchanged, Pat's mother hand-
Ing the bridie rein to him, saying: "It's
& strange birthday pressnt, sonny, but—
It's your cholee, You have 4 heart of gold,
me darlln’ boy.”

Tha 1rader, with a huckle, pocketed
the money and burried away. muttering
o himself. "“The old plug wun't worth

leadin’ home. He's a&ll In. be 8. | never
expecied to gWt Nhive for him, so the deal
was o good one after all, Ha, ha!

But had the truder seen the old "hoss”
threa months later he would have looked
mmazed. Pat had nursed the poor old auls
mal like a paient nurses an eiling child
Into & big pasture the old horse went,
and ha had plenty of good ouls and
cholee feed benider. And how he 4did rest
and take on fesh' Then he pricked up his
ears, lifted his feot lively and showed
signs of completeé renovation, as Pat put
It And as lie graw strong, fat and active
ha Inoked fully tem yemrs younger than
when Fat bought him. And one day Pat's
father bought a little second-hand buggy
1o hiteh the old “"hoss™ to so that Pat and
the “mither” eonuld ride in the conl of Lthe
evoning. And If ever a horse wss proud
it was that old birthday gift. He had
never been A buggy horse, and the ex-
alted popition conpferred upon him made
Dim a0 frisky atl thines that Pat had some
trouble 0 holding him down to-ths speed
allowed in the town

“Not such & strangs birthday mift aMer
all, s he?™ asked Pat of his mother one
evening ss tuey rode along a country lane
behind the happy old horae. N but
when wmy boy bought him he never
thought that he would be able tn trot,
not speaking of trofting In the shafts of
& bugky. He bought him just because he
feit morry for Lum, bless wy boy,”

and
wan
the

from Murgarei s

Why Mousie Moved

There
L)

ter
evergrech
dny
and gladdens

The Golden Purse The Lost Key

thara was n

and ind we  lald

war Eoing home

home and showed 1

rame ta her @ -‘I sl

than the onea they

the conl repl o
they werp Tout

Frances' Piano

was getting durk

The Magic Pan

birthday was coming

morning she saw

heard some one coming.

course, was going to he

father's purse Frances wis very today, for she was

vory frightened

stopped  short to

Theodorn awoke and tried to get
avery door was locked but one

thimy opened and in this room they foumd
thelr father's
npened a window

in her own parior. On |t was a large paper
“For mamma’'s Hetie girl

rend L, very much surprised

pan on the staove wnd s

ing her mother. “l ean hardly thank you

tulry disappeared and the lady
went @ her way home
When they finally got home they gave thelr

leswons and did very well,
& young lndy and |s a great musioian

Wo;'ﬁ"Out

onea more and moved to & heautiful palace Erances |8 now

Hore they Hved happlly together.

My Doll’s Wedding

Hy Norine Behulhof, Aged % Years, Platis-

sltove and #ald,

Cousin Car] came to spend a
I thought while he was here wo
would have a doll's wedding, My next door thres years old.
doll; Eleanor and Zora have girl dolls, so
lHttle sieter Carrie,
a wax doll on my birthday;

hig mother dled

windows and
oArly in the morning and stayed

] 't
Grandpa Rave me rwomin ran back and forth

It eamoe from

tried muny things, but ull in vain, it kept

Vietory Angeline. Mamma was window watehing
good hiumor and baked me s small frosted

and womes small,

dren at play

A Bear Story
lamonade. 80 wa expected to have a fenst, he would go

1 wanted the dolls to be married

Cine dny when Mr. .
whom I expect You will at once be atiraoted

conversation which Is heing carried
on between a griggled old man wnd & boy
I years of age

if he carried a broomstick to chureh when

hread and milk
heard him laugh
1 did not =gy anything more, he.

cause I do not like people to make flUn of

loeherg sclpne

and summits which in strong contrast with

which was churned Into geand foam-topped
would jump them over the broomstick
and Cousin Carl promised to hlow his horn

I'm sure Johnnle
he 18 so kind
hands are very slippery when

In two or throe davs was well enough

indeed to make one open his eves In amaze-
conversation 18 agaln

meun to do it

The i);nkey

Plorence Houlevard,

standing sull?
hunting on it?
When Victory
alr she fell and broke all to pleces
right down and erled.
married, so T look my next best doll, Helen
My eyes were red from crying
Alice suld it did not

was Llgh In the
- “Yas, mn boy

tie 'is were coming home from school,
Some one had 1o he by Eirl s &

I get Topsy (the donkey) saddled, then it
your mammi

them fellers to gel

Preparantions were at otioe begun, and In

horn a0 loud we had to put aur hands gver
up the good things
1 put Victory Angeline’s head cloxe by the
gea the fenst
Grandpa says the noxt time

down to see If she could go, After u little
miunida of three, thus leaving Jack alone
take a bhook back to the lbrary
made for her. enny of tha bunches he wants to.'
“that's where we will He curried thls command out
the doll's hospital and she will
wamething which
other wedding soon. they saw some boys who thousghit

v fun 1o tense the donkey, in the shadow, wns a

[ Girard, aee 11 years,
Alne Qrpx Nel 4 better lead Topsy and let Bossle ride home

The donkey had gotten rather worked unobsarved and was soon

closa 10 the bear, which had, by this time,
2 f-e.lml-rlnd turned to mest him
want to his shoulder and he fired,
the shot wa® not a true
the shoulder

one wWea kitten's

the girls thought, so It quite unexpectedly
began to run

there are two
Irene was niol
threa are there
like & mohoslroom
Those kittens three
hin dully papers!

80 he threw poor halpless Possie

the pavemunt but the cartridgs refused

three Lo school, time the banr was almost upon him, and It

he can read the

The Coal’s Story

¢ Cectl Schanck, Aged 1)

wis more deilherats and the

y 4t when It started to
shot Alspatehad IL
The shate startied

Margaret and Leo were nelghbors
played together from

The dols Were

died and was washed
Many others after sach

vou suess why?

neath the ground woek afterward

Johnny's Big Game

.
Little Johnny went a-lhiunting

behind & frunk,

ohnny sccident'|y
Shot the Weary's hat!

eyes siaring.
i

'y
s

Dropped he in a heap,
his wound was fatals
s fell amieop,




