UR PAOGE has vaver had a better lot of atorles than came In iast

week and the editor s very proud of the Busy Bees.

have to repeat the caution,
stories “original,”” to say on
and not to exceed the word

how ald he s, and one of the girls did the same thing

that there 18 & great deal to remember,

Bhe will
however, to be careful and mark the
which elde the story is to be counted
linit, One of the boys forgot to say
The editor reallzes
but then that {2 part of the contest.

One boy asks whether the Busy Pees have to make up their own stories

or use stories they have read.

The storles are all supposed to be original

with the Busy Bees and must be marked so

So many of the hovs have heen playing base ball this summer that many

of them have not had time to even write a story for the Busy Bee page.

The

aditor belleves that some of these games would make good stories and has
dAeclded to offer a prize for the best base ball story written for our page dur-

Ing the month of Augnst

Not knowing very much about base ball herseif,

the Buey Bee editor has appoloted the sporting editor of The Bee judge of

these stories
or wan, but storiea abant

They must not be merely reports of games you have played
base ball games,

The name of the winner will be

monounced the first Bunday in September,

As 8o many of the boys and girls

have requested it, it has been declided

to allow the Busy Bees 1o choose thelr own subjects for stories during the

month of August
been written

Now' let us have the very best lot of stories that have ever

One of the hoys sént the Busy Bee editor a pattern for a base ball cover

cut from a cover

ha had made for a home-made ball,

He savs he has been

saving all the string that eame from the butcher and grocer for ever so long,

winding It
hase hall,
for she wonld like to know who he is

tight in a ball, which he

The prize stories this week are:
Wevrich, aged 8 vears, of Plattemonth,
ard, aged 12 years, of 4722

ooy

Capitol avenue, Omaha.

wed last week and now has a flne

He did not sign his name to the letter, which the editor regrets,

“Martin's Revenge," written by Allce
and A Ghost Story," by Gall E. How-
“The Falrles' Pienle,™

by Louise Raabe of Omaha, won homoralile mention.

[ emm— P —————

[Lalla’s Run For a Life

By Halena Davis.

Lalla Gardner was a llttle eountry girl
and lived with her parent® on a farm In
R western state. As she was an only ohild
she had to find her playmates among the
young animals on the farm. Therofore the
calves, plgs, colts and Iambs were her play-
fellown, and they all loved Lalla, for she
treated them with so much kindness and
friendly attentlon, Indesd, wheraver Lalla
went a certain Hitle lnmb would follow her
about, for all world ke the story of
Mary and the little Inmb.

And would you belleve It*—Talla had
taught the littla lamh to perform ecertain
IMttle tricks. which werna & pretty sight to
roe. And she also taught the plgs to do
eertain trieks—the trick of standing with
front feet on a trough while they ate milk
and rich kitchen slop. But plgs were not
euch apt puplls, so Lalla devoted most of
her time to the preity lamb, whose name
war Bunshine.

“Now, Bunshine, what would T dn with-
out yout™ Lalla would ask as ahe and the
lamb took their long morning  walks
through the big pastures that bordered the
river. AndA Bunshine would wag her llttls
tall and say, "Ba, ba," In the awestest
manner possible. And when she sald “Ba,
ba,'" she meant "“Certainly, Mistresa Lalla,
vou eould not do without me.”

But thera came a time when Lalla and
her Witle four-footed friends had to part
for a few days, Lalla was golng to town
ta visit with her grandmamma and grand
papa. The little four-footed friends were
ta remaln 4t home. It was a sad parting
the morning of ILalla’'s leave taking, for
ramehow she made her playmates under-
stand that ahe was gaing away for a tima,
The plgs ran and squealed, the colte frisked

Lthe

about uneastly and the lamba kept up a
blenting, as though they were ahout to
lone thelr best friend, But Lalla lovingly

austired them that she should soon return
to her home and to theam and that then all
would pass along as before,

The day following Lalla's departure for
town a mian came to her father's farm on
busineas. He was there Lo negoliate for
ye stock and as Lalla's father raleed
cattle, sheep, horses and hoge for market
the man made satisfactory artangements to
buy all the stock that Mr. Gardner had for
sale. And, sad to say, this included the
iittle lamb, Bunshine. Not that Mr. Gardner
had & thought of Lalla's grieving over the
loss of the lamb, He was a busy mun and
hed taken little notice of Lhe companion-
ship between the young animals on the
farm and his little daughter, and never
once did Lalla enter his mind as he mads
the sala of steck that day. And Lalla's
mother was too busy with her housshold
affaira ta pay any heed to her hushand's
business transactions; tharefars, Sunshine,
with a jot of other lambs and sheop, wan
driven away from her happy home, thinke
Ing perhaps Ihat never agaln would she see
the young mistreas she loved s0o tenderly
in her own dumb way.

But something happened two days later.
Al Lalla was drossing on the second morn-
Ing after her arrival at her grandmamma's

house In town
the window
below

sha chanced to look from
of her room into the street
A wagon was passing and in it
wid a cagelike box holding a little prisoner,
At Nrst sight Lalln could not helieve her
eyes, but she thrust her head out of the
window and cried, “Bunshine. Sunshine!"
Immedintely the little boxed prisoner
turned In its cage and looked for Lhe
owner of the loved volee, and it cried out
mournfully, “Ba, ba, ba!"

“Oh, oh, oh!" eried Lalln “"How di4
Sunshine ever come to be In that wagon?™'
Then It suddenly crossed hier mind that the
wagon belonged to the town buteher. With
A pang at her heart and a stiffied cry of
agony Lalla falrly jumped into har clothes,
never stopping to lace her shoes nor to
fasten half the buttons on her dAreas, Then
down the etalrs she flew, covering iwo
steps at a bound In her sAgerness. 1t war
really a mystery how she ever galned the
bottom  without serious Injury to herself,
But she Ald, and was soon out of doors
And going at & run up the dusty road In
pursuit of the butcher's wagon. And tha
butcher, all unconsgcions of the little girl
who was coming so swiftly behind him,
had whipped up his horses and wWas golng
at n lively rate of speed, whistling so
loudly that he had no ears for Lalla's ery
of “Stop, stop, buteher! Don't you harm
my Bunshine!™

And so they ran the race up the long hill
and down the opposite side. And then
came a ereek without a bridge. The horaes,
wagnn, butcher and Sunshine were lost for
& minuta bahind the treer as they fordnd
the stream. Then Lalla saw the wagon
slowly dAragging up the opposite bank. The
slaughter house lay just a little way he-
yond that creck and Lalla’s heart almoat
stopped as she thought that she miglil be
too late, Bhe tried to hasten hor spead,
but In vain. Her Hitle lege had been doing
thelr best and could Ao nothing more. Ho
down the steep wagon road she flew right
into the water, which reached to her walst.
Then, dripping. she ascended the opposile
bank and ran on after the moving vehicle,
with its precious freight.

How she ever endurad the run of a mila
without & rest Is pasmt understanding, but
love urged her on and she reached the
wagon just as the driver drew rein at an
old, cruel looking frame bullding, where
Bunshine would have lost her life had it
nol besn for her lttle mistress.

“Phat's my lamb, sir!" eried
ing up te the wagon Jjust as
anpisted by a man from the
bullding, was on the point of taking the
ilamb from the box. *“Don‘'t you dare to
hartn & halr on her, sir. Hhe's my pet."
Then before either of the astonished men
could find tongue to wspeak Lalla had
climbed into the wagon and was bending
over the lamb, her arms about the littls
white neck. "“And so they thought they'nl
kil you, Bunshine,” she whispsred as the
tears flowed down her warm cheeks. "“But
I'm here in time to save you.”

And then one of the men stepped up to
the wagon and suld: “Say, ttle girl, we're

Lalla com-
the driver
old frame

THEN, DRIFPPING, BHE ASCENDED THE OFPOSITE BANK
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RULES FOR YOUNG WRITERS

1. Write plainly on one side of the
paper only and mumber the pages.
R TUse pen and ink, not pencil
8. Bhort and polnted articles will
be given Do not uss over

280 wo

4, Original stories or letters only
will be used.

5. Write your mname, age and ad-
dress at the %op of the first page.
First and sec/nd prizes of booke
ﬂlhonv::{:’l.thomwomn-

sributions page oach week.
Address all commmunications fto

OEILDREN'S DEFPARTMENT,
Omaba Bes.

(First Prize.)

Martin's Revenge
By Alloe Weyrich, Aged 8 Years, Plntta-
mouth, Neb. Red
“Oh, mamma'’ coried little Martin Good-
win, "old Mr. Thorn shot my deay
Malty.”
"Why
mamimsa X
“He sald she was after his doves, but

hias

did he wshoot her? asked his

1 don't belleve |t Oh, mamma, 1 loved
my kitty aa!"

“1 am very porry he shot her” said
mamma. “"He was very unkind to de s0.”

“Never mind,” sald  Martin angrily
“T'1 get even with him; I'll hurt some of
his peta”

“But, Martin, you must not do evil b2
cause Mr. Thorn did,” sald his mamma

The next day Mr. Thorn's beautiful pen-
cock flaw Into Mrs, Goodwin's yard and
Into the henhousse,

“Oh!" exclaimed Martin, quickly shut-
ting the door. “Now I'll have my
venge; 1'll pull out every feather In that
peacock's tall”

80 he selzed the big bird and pulled two
beautiful feathers out, but the bird wus
so frightened that Martin took It in liis
arms, saying, "Poor birdle. 1 won't hurt
you to spite old Mr, Thorp,' and soon he
was st Mr. Thorn's door with the pea-
cock In his arms and sald, “My. Thorn,
I'm awful mad at you, becaupe you shot
kitty and 1 can't ever llke you again, 1
started to puil the feathers out of your
peacnck’'s tall, but T thought I wouldn't
be mo mean,”

The next morning Martin was greatly
surprised when Mr. Thorn came te his
door with a pretty Maltems kitty.

“Martin,” he sald, “sometimes
folks act botter than old folks™

The kitty was a beauty and It was not

o=

little

long before Mr. Thormn and Martin weras
friends agaln.

(8econd Prize.)

A Ghost Story
By OGall E. Howard, Aged 12 Years, 4722
Capltal Avenue, Omaha, Red,

There was an old house down In the out-
skiris of the village, and the people sald
that this house was haunted. An old
man and his grandson—they were the only
ones left from a large family—aatld that
they were not afrald to live in there, 0
the nelghbors—thers Were not very many,
becnuse they wera afrald of this house
having ghosts In t—eald that they would
guther up $100 and give it to them both
If they would live In the house at least
four nights. So they moved In and got
sotiled, and whoen they went to bed every-

thing went nll right The second and
third nights they heard someons cory,
“My leg! my leg! my leg!” but they Just
thought that It was somsone in the

gtrect got hurt, When the old man hearnd
it the fourth night he woke Herbert up—
for that the boy's name—and sald:
“Harbert, sounds Jike it was down
in the basement,” so they 1t the lan-
tern and went down, but they counldn't
Ree anyone or anythine But again they
hoard, “My 1eg! my leg! my leg!" and ths
man sald, “Who hurt your leg?' Hut
the only roply was the sams as before,
“My leg! my leg! my log!” and ngnin the
man sald, very crossly, "Who hurt your
leg?* ‘Then the gKhost jumped out from
behind A tub and sald. “"You did"” und
dlpuppeared. The man and bay both
got thelr 3100 and they staysd In tlie
house untll death started the old man on
to his long journey, and the boy was old
enough o take cares of himself then.

was
that

(Honorable Mentron,)
The Fairies' Picnic
By Loulise Raabo, Aged 11 Years, 2600 North
Nineteenth Avenue, Omaha. Blue.

The fairiea were golng to have a moon-
light plenie. They lived In & wood on & Ii-
tle Island In a shallow brook. The p'enie
was to be in a beautiful grove & littie
further down the brook, snd the falrics
wera to go In boats of leaves and nutshells
with paddies made of stemn of flowera.
They were to return in coaches drawn by
Areflies,

When their neighbors, the frogs, heard
all about the pleniec they wanted to go, too,
and offersd to furniah the music. The
fairies did not likh to have the frogs for
thelr orehestra, but at last consented for
fear of offending them,

The frogs donned Lhealr
were soon ready In the canoes

white vests and
mads of

in & fix. wa are. Mr EBpnlder—thet keeps
the market—bought that lamb yesterday
and he has sent us out here to-to—buteher
It. Now, what are we to do?'

Lalla stralghtened up (n  the wagon,
tossad back her flaxen halr, and, looking
squaraly In the speakoer's face, sald: “My
name's Lalls Gardner, and I live in the
country. This little Jamb was on our farm
whén [ left there two days ago. It must
be that paps sold her—for otherwise how
aid the market man got ber? But she shall
not be butchered, You must take me and
my lamb back to town and ['ll get grand-
mamma to take me home In her buggy.
1'll tell papa that e must send A wagnon
for SBunshine right away. And he'll pay the
monay back to the market man—the moaey
that he paid my father for Sunshine™

The butchers looked at one another with
puzgled faces. “Now, what'll old Bnider
say T’ asked one. Bnlder was the propristor
of Lhe citv meat market, "Well, 1I'll not
tend 3 hand at killin' this litle girt's pat,”
ha went on. 80 the omly thing to do s
to git into the wagon an gn back to town
an’ explain everything te Salder.”

"Yop, T gueasn Lhat'll have to he our
move,” acqulesced the second butcher.
“Well, the old man ort n't to have sold his
gal's pot anyway. 1T may be nothin' but a
huteher—bit 1 wouldn't touch that child'e
lamb If 1 sarved for meat.”

Lalla wams quite overcome by the ruds
sympathy expressed in tho botehers” words,
and leaning over ghe offered her lttle hand
to them “You are good men—If you are—-
are—butehers.” she faltered. “And I hope
Mr. Boider won't be bayd on you for not

killlng my Bunshine™

“Leot him say a word sn'—" And ths
butcher shook his head knowingly. Then
the two men got into the wagon, giving

Lalla one halfl the spring seat—bheside the
man who acted as driver. The other maAn
nat on the edge of Bunshine's cage, talking
in & friendly way to the litle animal whose
life blood he had meant to aplll just a few
minutes before. And so Lhey drove Into
town—right up to the meat market-—-where
Lalla, in her own protly way. explained the
matter to "old Bnider.” And what could
that old German do but tell his man to take
good care of the pet lamh till the [Jittle
girl's father could come for it. “He'll pay
you, sir,'” sald Lalla, shaking the fat CGer-
man's hand and thanking him, “And I'll
g0 right home at once sand send for my
Bunahine, wsir."”

YAl right, Misa,"” sald Bnider. “But the
hotel people will have to sat beef and pork
today. 1'd promised them two quarters of &
lagib for dinner, but—well, it's none of their
business why | don't furnish it."

The foliowing morning found Laila and
Bunshine walking in the grassy meadow at
home, Lalla's arm abhout the neck of her
pet as she talked aver the evenls of the
previous day. “It was & narrow escape for
vou, Bunshine, and 1 surely made & run
for your precious life, I 414," confded Lalla.
And with affection In her eyea Sunshine
anpwered, “Ba. ba" Which meant, “Yes,
little mistress, you saved my life and I
wish I might thank you as fully as | fe=,
Hut belng an animal, and golng on four
lege. | can only show my gratitude by say-
ng ba, ba, my dasc*

Il

birch bark, llke Hiawathas.

Buch & merry time am they had on the
water. The frogs played their best tunes
and the fairies were alnging and laughing
and making all sorts of fun. All at once
there was a panic. The gqueen of falrios
was missing and could not be found. The

froge offered to hunt for her and at last
sucoeoded In finding her. 8he was caught
in & thorn bush. Boon they lunded thelr
boate and were dancing in the moonlight,
but It M4 not last long when they heard
the rumble of thunder and saw the distant
lightning, They harncased up thelr car-
ringea and hurried home s fust as they
could, but the frogs wern caught in the

storm, but it 41d not hurt them, their coals
and vests were so much the brighter,

Telling the Truth
By Lulu Mae Cos. Aged 12 Years, Morence,
Neb, Blue.

Helen waas as sweet n little girl of 8§ years
as you could find In the village of C—rr
But she had one faunlt—she sometimes told
an untruth. When Helen was a baby her
mother died and Helen was left In the eare
of her bachelor uncle Jack, Now, Uncle
Jack tried to cure her of this fault, but It
was not like a mother that was there all
day. Helan did not mean ta tell falsehoods,
but as she nald, ""They just came.” Ona
day Uncle Jack came home with slorious
news that the clreus was coming to town,
'ncle told IHelen that he would take her If
she 214 not tell a falsehood for the two re-
malning weeka, Helen tried all day and It
geemed to her all night, to tell the truth.
But ons sad day Bridget made some ap-
petizing pudding for dinner. and when she
came down later ahe found a good many
ralsins gone out of it, *“Da you know
where those ralsins are?' asked Bridget,
“*No. mam.” sald Helen When 1'ncle
Jack ecnme home that night hie wns mst
wilh a sorrowful face. “Whal in the mat-
ter, dear?' eald he. *1 tald Bridget a false
hood today."” sald Helen, and out cama the
story of her woes and wrong [U'ncle list
ened Fravely to tha story and aald that whe
must remaln home elrcus dny, for whirh he
WASN Very Eorry Helen corfied hersell 1o
sleep that night, but sha knew It wan her
own disobodience that hrought this on

Hoelen Is an old lady now and much be
loved by all wha knew her, hut she wil}
never forget the day when she lost the olr-
cus by a falaehood.

The Sugar Dog
By Velma King, Aged 11 Yearn, 3834 Fort
Street, Omaha. Blue

Onee upon & time theres lived a Hittle by
named Charile. He lived In n Iarge white
house. which stood out on the farm In the
country, just the other side of the town
of Valley.

His birthday was on April 12 Tt
pened that his Aunt Barali was thera the
weok of his birthday and ghe bought her
nephew a candy sugar dog. The dog was
white, with pink ears, and a pink nose, and
a pink tafl that curled over his back.

han-

“Now. ses how long you can Kkeep your
Httle pink and white dog,' suld his Aunt
Barah “oh, T shall keep him ever sn
long. I shan't want to eat a dog'" sald
Charlle.

“What #are you golng o name him,
Charlie?" sald his aunt.

Charlie sald. “Auntle, don't you think

that dogs would look better If their tulls
were n mite shorter?’

“Ne, Indeed,” she ansawered. “Instead
of having a shorter tall its feet ought to
bo shorter.”

The next day he bit off his dog's feel and
then he ate It up

My Dog Rex
By T. Barl Clark, Aged 10 Years, 5121 North
Twenty-third Btreet, Omaha. Blue
About five yoears agn, when we
moving Into & house near Twenty-fifth and
Bprague streets, [ saw a dog out In tha
stroet. He was a pup and black as coal
except his neck, where there was & spol of
white
I brought him in the house and showed
him to my mother and asked her if T could
keop him, Bhe sald ho Of course [ could
not kKeep him, &0 I el him owl to see if be
would stay. Well. he stayed all night and
when 1 got up In the morning thers he
wius In the same place I Liad left him, 1
asked my mother sgain If | could keep

were

him and ahe pald ves Afterwards 1 taught
him to bring back a tin 1A when 1 threw
|1 He :iw-n'll hmd A W4 In imouth
wanting somsons to throw It for him 1
have a pleture of him when he i holding
a tin I In his mouth

Ho hated cate, as
tricd many na
nnd

his

mosat doge do. He has
bitds, rabbils
A He
wonld |-t
and
In about

time to eatch
sguirreds, but
would follow
him go. When ans day
raw him Avine (t made me cry
half an hour he was desd e 1ady back
or us put some poison out for the goplinrs
and an he wak golng over to L)

Nevor Aueeng
miaee 1

1 camio home

me every

wooils he

§ot some of It. I miss him more every day
Caring for Babe
By Ada Ncu, Aged 11 Years, Neb:askn
City, Nebe  Blus
Taking care of baby. Oh' girls, what &

beauliful mubjeet 10 write on, Surely nmost

of us know Eome little things to do to help

make the Httle darlings happy and oOm
fortable. What brings vore for to the
home than a sweot Jittle baby? Mrest it
must have s moming bath: aext It most
be dressed in n long, lvose Kimens atdd put
to sleep foar Its mornkng's nap When It
wakenrs have the baby esrriage padded
then put the baby's sultable dress on and
Ite hood, lay It In the carriage and geot
ready for ita morning ride for health. (A

emall baby's face must be coversd with a

very fine vell or light ecloth,) Noaw hiive
the parasol ready The baby shiould bayve
this ride bhefore 4 gets ot In the morning.

A good time would be about 930 or 10 14
you Hve In & town It would be favorable to
Ko to a purk. If you llva In the
taka It & ride down the road or in
woods (If there s a small plece of wo-ds
close by, that s, If there I8 grass under
the trees), Of course. after returning home
the baby will he apt to be Lhungry, and
maother should see (o that, We should play
with the lttle darling and try and make it
happy.

Of course, about the only thing wa chn
flo for the baby In to take {1t for Ita morn-
Ing ride, put it to sleep and play with [t
80 it don't ery s0 much, for crying makes
baby feel bad. Mother is to bathe It nnd son
what It gets to eat, ns mamma knowa best,

Ruth's Thief

By Mary Marston, Aged 183, Omalia, Neh,
Red.

country

the

Onea upon A time there lived a
widow who had an only daughter
Ruth, who wae 3 years old, One day Ruth
was out in the yard playing when n man
camea to her and sald theat he was her un-
¢le and asked If that wasr where ahe llved.
Blie took him up to the house and left him
in the parlor wlille ahe got her mother.
When her mother came In there was no one
there and she grew cross and sald Ruth
had told a story

But one day she started 1o go down Lown,
but when her mother tried to find her
pocketbook and her money it was gone, and
g0 [t came out that her mother had been
wrong when she sald Ruth had told a story,
and that the man was a thief.

Naming the Kitten
By Marian Norrie, Aged 10 Years, McCook,
Neb, Red.

Last spring my friend Mabel found a
small black kitty, about 4 weeks old, Bhe
was golng away soon and promised to give
me the kitty when she went. The night
bafore she went away she brought me the
kitty. We had not named it yut, so our
wisters helped us suggest,. Fdna, Mabel's
big =ister, said name it Puss. T thouwht
she sald.Clurus, so Mabel and 1 declded 10
Tlurus. Bhe ran away Iln the fall
have not seen her sineco.

The Picnic

By Mary I-Inslmh_l. Aged 18 Years, Phillips,

Neb. Red

poor
nn '“""

call it
amnd 1

One fine Jday last summer & party of
girla thought we would lhiave a plenle. We
gtaried about 1 o'clock with fAshing rods,
bathing esuits and suppéer, It was the
Platte river that we had chosen as & place
to go. It was two miles from Phillips. We
wore Boon there., Weoe fishead, but did not
have very gRood luck, and then we tried
swimming, but that also was a fallure.
o we tried eating lunch., Then we started
home, but a freight traln met us, 50 we
wil down on & log and waited till it had
gone by, Therse were fifty-one cars and
one large engine. Then once more we
staried and reactied home about 7:30,

What Happened to Bessie

H{' Gortrude Kodgson, Aged 10 Years, I
Voolworth Avenue, Omaha, Neb, Red

One day Bessie asked her mother If ahe
might go to sea her lttls friend Ellzabeth,
and her mother sald “No But Bussle
ran away and Elizabeth was delighted to
seea her, but wihile they were pleying with
Pat, the dog, he snapped at her and made
her wrist not only bleed, but hurt her badly.
Bansie did not go home, but pretty soon
it began hurting her so badly that she had
to, When her mothor saw It she did not
a word, but washed It and bound it
When she had fAnished she took Bessle
by the hand and led her upetalrs and put
her to bedl. Bessle never ran away again
and Ellgabeth was very much ashamed
of Bessle when she found it out

Paul’s Thief

By Willle Findlev., Aged 12 Years, Bellevue,
' Neb. o Blue

Puul llved in & small town whera there
was only two stores apnd & postoffice. Hin
father was dead and his mother worked
hard for a Hving for hersell and Paul
One evening Paul's chum, George, Invited
him over to spend the evening, He stayed
11l sbout # o'clock and then started home,
An he was passing the postoffice going
homé he saw a light there As it closed at
8 o'clock he knew there was something the
muatter. He crossed the street and looked
in & window, At the money drawer there
was 4 man who had been begxing that day
What could ha do?®

Just then the man mtarted toward the
window to go out, Paul drew back & litls

WAy

waye and he saw the man close the window
and go down the straet Paul followed,
slaying n little ways behind him The

tramp turned in at an alley and went Into

&

BER 1F YOI' CAN DRAW THIS WITH
OUT LIFTING YOUR PENUIL

wns thoere Aa the maralinl
Pavl went after him. Ha
came and arrested the tramp and found Lo
hnd 3. The marshal gave the money to
the portmaster, whon found ¥ Ha
then gave Paul 310 Tor helping vo eapture
the thief.

a barn thaj

lived near there

niRsing

Adventures of a Spoon

By Esther Coman, Aed 11 Years, M7 East
Bixth Sirest, Fremont, Neb,  Blue

Oonee Upon a time some miners came and
dug me out of the groumd. They tonk me
to A place where | wins rmelted and
Into a beautiful silver
in a jewzlr)

mnde

apison.  They put me

store and mncked me two blg

dollare. I lay on the counter for severni
months, People would plok me up and
admire me. But always put me down

Again, saying I was too high priced, until
ane day o woman named Mes, Brown cima
In the store to buy a birthday present for
har Mtle daughter Ruth She  snld she
would take me, &0 1 was put in a lttle hox
and carrled home. In the morning Mrs,
Brown presented me to Ruth and she waa
vory much pleased with me. T was lald
away In n drawer and only used when they
had company. When Ruth's next birthday
ceame mhe got another beautiful spoon, so
I was put on the tray with some common
spoons and used svery day until T was
bent and all worn out. Then Ruth used ma

In her sand pile, One night when she
bLrought me In she 1aid me on the table
with some newspapers. In the morning

Mra. Brown threw the papers in the stava
and T was among the papers. That was
the end of my lile.
Jocko
By Ruth Temple, Aged # Years, Loxington,
Neb. Blue.

I am & monkey. My nama is Jocko. I
lived with my brothers and sisters
in Africa. One day we were playing hide-
and-seek when I felt something tighten
around my foot and knew I had stepped
into & snare. In apite of my efforts to
gel free some men put me tn & box. After
A long journey thay piut me in & dark room.
Then a man took me out In the fresh alr
and I saw water all around, Pretty soon
the hoat stopped and the men lifted me on
the ground once more. We were golng
through the streeta of a town when a
little girl xaw me. Whils thay wera
connting the money T slipped away and
ran up A tree In the park, but a, man
caught me and gave me to her. Bhe took
ma home and fed me and ws became graat
friends,

Henr;_grown

By Muriel Rusinnd, Agad 12 Years, 5t
Charles Btreot, Omaha, Neb, Red.
“HMenry,” called & sharp volesa, “s that

wood cut?™ “Tes, ma'am,” was the reply.
Let me Introduee Henry Brown, a father-
less lad of 1%, with & frank, open face and
tall for his age. About a year ago Henry
had a good, kind father, hut fever came
thelr way and the father was stricken and
soon ded. Beofore he died he told Henry
to take oare of his mother. Henry daid
his beat., He oblained a place doing er-
rands, His employer was o rich, kind
man, whose wife was just the other way.
Mr. Bmith was his name, Ten years have

passed. Henry I8 now enjfoving his re-
ward with his mother. He earns 3300 a
day.

The Birﬁcyclone

By Edythe Masinda, Aﬂrd 12 Years, Wllber,
Neb. od.

One night last week one of the heavy
storma we had blew a bird's nest out of
a tree. which caused great annoyance
among the birds. They then made thelr
homs on the ground, whera the nest had
fallen, thinking they would have poacas
till thelr birdlings grew old enough to fy,
but before they weore settled down com-
fortably again some men cama along to
out down weeds under the trees They
did nol know the nest was there, and, to
thelr great surprise, struck the nest with
thelr scythes, which scatlered the birds In
all dirsctions. The mother bird erfed piti-
fully for help and soon had many birds
of her kind aiding har. They all wera vary
busy bullding & new home and seolding

the men most ierribly, It was quite lale
before the mother had her littla ones at
rest Then all sat In peace and rejolced

thnt they had escaped injury

Baptizing the Dolls

By Blessing Hetdel, Aged 12 Yoars,
Neb

Phillips,

One warm suinmer day three girls wers
going bathing. Bald one of them “Lat us
take our dolle." “All right,” sald the
athers, and they got their bathing wsuits
and ware soon at the water adge. They put
on thelr sults and It was not long till they
were In the water. This was the Arst time
the dolls had saver haen In the waler and
they playved baptizing. They bapilsed the
dolis and the dolls’ halr eame off, and
they went home without sany halr, but they
Kot gome new halr and were ready to be
paptized agaln.
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