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Jack and Rosebud Rescued

Dy Helena Davis

N A STRANGE country [Ar over
the seas thero [lved b A pretty
village a good man and wife Who
had two pretty ehildren, a baoy
and a girl, named, respectively,
Brave Jack and Rosebud. Bruve Jack wis
# yours of age and hin sister was two years
Bl junior,

One day when the spring was far ad-
vancad and the flowers bloomed on river
bank, valley and mountainstde, Brave Jock
sald to Rosebud as they played In the gar-
den of thelr home: “'Come, sitter dear,
lot's go for o walk In the great woods yon-
dar. There Is the home of (he wood
nymphs and sun falries. We may get a
glimpse of them If we go while the sun-
beams shine through the trees™

“But we must not lesve this garden thl
our mother returns from the fishmonger's
shop,'" sald Jtosebud. "Should she e«
home pnd And us gone it would make her
very uneasy. Bhe would think we had
boen stolen By the gypeley and carried far
away, Then she would hnve the watch-
man ring the bella and the town-foik would
turn out to help In the seurch for us'

“Hut T have o way In mind that will pre-
vant our mother’'s worrying abeut us,' suld
Brave Jack, “We'll tell Granny Wrinkles,
wha Is coming to make our Sunday cake
this morning. 8he will explain to  our
mother that we have gone for a walk in
the woods thut cover Mount Porle. Then
the bells will not be rung, nor will there
be any alarm, fur our mother, an well ns
our father, knowa 1 am hrave and wery
eaputle of taking care of you nnd myself.”

“Then et me et my bonnst und &
basket,” sald Rosebud, starting for the
bouse. "We shull bring home the basket
full of wood blossomsa to strew dbout the
rooms and make them look like falry bow-
em.”’

“Bring my hat and wooden sword,'” crisd
Brave Jack, ns his sister disappenred into
the thatched cottage that stood In the cons
ter' of the well Kept gnerden. It will ba
a8 well for me to boe armed asalnst bears
and wolves that might coms down the
mountaln n quest of us'

Just as Rowebud entered the cotlage to
gt her bonnet Hrave Jark's hat  and
wooden aword, old Granny Wrinkiva cama
fn at the front door, having eng:ged to
bake A& Sunduy coake for the mother of
Brave Juck and Rosobud., Upon seding haor
Rosebud erisd out: "“Oh, 0d Uranny, my
brother wishea to speak with you, He o
tn the garden beneath the Ng tree”’

Qld Oranny Wrinkles, wmiling Indul-
gently, went to the garden, where Brave
Jaek woe wilting the return of his slater
“Granny.” he exclalmed, seeing the
old crone. “will iy telllng
my mother on her return from the finh-
monger's that I have taken my sietor for
8 wilk In the woods that cover the feot of
old Mount Porle? We'll be back for even-
Ing grue!, 8o save some of @ for us  Alss
bake an extra lorge Bunday cake, for we'll
Hkely want a elloe of It before the duy
after tomorrow. '

“Such & Ind sveh a W sald old Granny
Wrinkles, sahaking her head. “You ghould
pot go awapy from home Il vour mother
gives her consent. In the wonds yonder
Are muany strange reptlles and monsters
I'veé heard say that a dAragon §ives In a
eave far up the mountainaide, and that on
gvery warm day It comes forth to got
fredh olr into s nostrils. Tt breathea fire
snd blows from s lungs brimetone. You
should mot run into such dangers, #ven
though you are Brave Jack, only son of ths
good and great Ansen, tawmaker and Judge
of the beautiful villags of Meades Nav
may, Ind; walt il your mothsr returne
Tell her of your wild profect.”

AR, you are but Ol lsughed Brave
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Just here Rosebud oamge again Into the
garden, her bonnet on wnd & basket in her
hande,. From the basket she took Hrave
Jack's hat and wooden sword. handing
them to him, A= Brave Jauck put on his
hiut and buckled the weoden biade abnut
his walst he samiled and sald to Granny
Wrinklea: “Tell our mother what I have
Wdden you tell. and don't forget to bake
an exirn-siged Sunday cake, that sister and
I miny have n sllce tonlght on our return
home., We'll be hungry after a Jday spent
in the wods with the falries.'”

Then away the two chiddren went, Inugh-
ing at Granny Wrinkles, who stood looking
after them, shaking her head warningly.

They reuched the great wonda about noon
and sat down to rest a hit. It was cooler
therw than down In the sunny village of
Meaden. Both children felt the fatigus of
the walk and were chilly and hungry. As
they rested they heard s sound above them
In the thick shrubboery and towering trees
which wshut out the light mnd warm sun-
shine, “What's that?" whispered Rosebud,
Brave Jack drew forth his sword and
lntenied attentively.

“A bear or a dragon.” he informed his
pinter. But thers was o gquaver of fear In
his volee, though his manner was bold and
fearless,

An they walted, eronthing behind a tres
overgrown with vines, a long, dark object
mprang down thée path beside them. What
It was the children could not tell, It moved
sy swiftly, Brave Jack held his wooden
sword In front of him, preparatory for the
attnck, but they were unmolested. Just as
thelr wildly beating hearts were becoming
calmer ancther sound—the step of & human
balng—wus heard on the path coming down
from the mountain rop.

In mnother moment a hideous old man,
humpbaciked. beak nosed and claw fins
gered, stepped Into the path beside (hem,
A nlight movement of Rosebud caught his
#ar. He paused, turning sharply round,
and caught wsight of Brave Joock, whose
coplar hed Instantly fled seaing him,
A second glaree ahowed him Ropebud, who
waa atill crouching behind the wvihe-cav.
ered iree,

“"Hn, ha what

young know not fear.
agaln, Granny Wrinkies,
Aud Brave Jack wam loud in s

on

have T caught In my
net™ he cacklesd, showing toothless gums
“A Iad ond lass, upon me soul Mine
they shallk be. The lad to work and the
lass to lekrn cook and stew for me,
Ma, ha!"

We live in the village down yonder.'
said Brave Jack, still hulding his wooden
swaord ps If ta =reike with It, “Wge
long to Ansen, our father, who Is one
the lnwmakers and judges of Meades.
shall go home directly, 8ir Hermit ™

"“Ah. 80 yYou say eackled the old man,
“But | choose tn say otherwise. Nay, lad
andl lugs, you bave come into my realm,
and now you mre mine! Ah, I shall soon
tonch you both new trirke. [Hdst see my
lonesa go past Just now? 1 rode down to
tha dragon's spring to drink, and after 1
had Jeft her back she ran away from me,
coming down this path.”

Brave Jack was almont too frightencd tn
spenk, knd poor ltttle Romebud ant quiver-
tng and crying softly behind the Lree
Hrave Jack determined though to not give
In esslly He woull show Nfght at any
cost Ralsing hin sword & trifle higher,
nerving himself for the blow and siming
at the hideous old hea'd of the monster ia
human form beafore him, he brought dewn
his wooden blude with all his might across
tho halry neck The swora was splintered
into & hundred fragmeonis, The old man
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Them in Their Indian Trappings.
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RULES FOR YOUNG WRITERS

1. Write plainly on one wids of the
paper omnly and number the pages.
g. Use pen and iok, not peacil
9, Short and pointed articles will
bc 'l.nn preference. Do nOt use over

o:'ll‘l.ul stories or letters ouly

will be ns
“ruo your mame, age and ad-
wntmwpo!mmﬂm
First sscond prizes of books
will be 'inn for the best fwo con-
tribntions to this page each week.
Address all commuunications to
OEILDEIN'S DEPARTHMENT,

(Mrat FPrize.)
Boy that Liked Play

By Mary Engl, Aged 12 Years, 1700 South
Elgateenth Bireet, Omana. Red.

One fine day in summer my little brother
was sont o school by my mother. But
she kKnew that he wan fond of play, and so
slie sent me with him. It was yvery warnm
and my brother sald to me that It would
be much nicer to play with me by the
rivergide than to go to school,

“No, ny' said I, "1 have not time to
play. After 1 have seen you to school 1
must go home and do my work."™

Boon he saw a bee fyving from MNower to
flower and he maid: 1 should lke to be
a bee, wnd have nothing to do—no reading
nor epelling to learn.”

“Ah' satd 1 to him, “the bee |s not idle;
it Im getting honey and wax, to slore up for
winter, when there wlll be no flowers,'

And the bee soon fNew away to its hive,
Then he sald: “T am sure the bird has
nothing to ao. 1 would like to stay hare
all duay and hear lts swoet song.'"”

But I esald to him: [Bes, the bird has
flown down and ploked up smome bitm aof
straw and It I now taking them to its
mate. It needn straw and feathers and
mose ta bulld It nest.'"

We had not gone far wlhen my brother
saw a dog Iyiug by the roadside, and he
sald: “May I not play with the dog. for
It ssama to have nothing to do?"

Just then a8 man gave a Joud whistle, The

— e ———

putl lils haud to Mis neck, saylng: “A A
must have it on me' Then he cackied
loudly, lenning over and speaking In Brave
Jack's face; “You thought te hurt me
with that tey? Why, ad, I'm a wirvard.

ovl'e

‘HA' wHA"l' HAVE | CAUGHT IN

NETY HE CACKLED.

Qunly one power oag do sme harm The
falrioh plohe have that power As they
feas me, I'm prelty wife. ] have o lonsas
sl a dragen for any ouinrades,

L=

\

dog started up at once and ran off to help
him with the rheep he was driving to the
murket. Then when my brother notiesad that
every bee and bird had to work, he sald
to me:

"“Weill, 1 shall go to school and learn my
lesmon. When 1 get home my mother will
allow me n good long time for play with
other boys before 1 go to bed.*’

Baying this he ran off to school,
learned his lesson well that day.

and

(8econd Prise.)
A Wise Dog
By Anna Chval, Aged 18 ¥ears, #06 North

Thirteenth Street, Bouth Omobha. Hlue.

One duy Harry went to visit his grand-
father. As one avening he was talking to
his grandfather on the porch, his grand.
father sald: “Isn't it about time to bring
the cows home?"

Harry always did this at home, but un
he was visiting he felt a littla surprised
nt being told to bring the cows home. How-
ever, he started to xo. but his grandfather
was talking to him, so he thought it Im-
polite lo go. Bo he mat down to walt il
his grandfather told his story. But pretty
poon the cows ware coming home and a
shapherd dog behind. and Harry =sald;
“Oh, T thought you meant me to go for
the cows,’ but hirn grandfather only
Inughed. ;

“Nero, go get the sheep,” and when they
Fot home he counted the sheep and one
was missing. Eo he went and he found
the riseing sheep asleep In the grass, so
he brought It home. 80 Harry got him a
nice collar (0 wear,

(Honorary Mention.)

Sport
By Mary Dav, Awed 10 ‘i'uru “ Frank-
iln 8treet, Omaha

Three or four Years agn we nwnrd & large
Irinh nmettern. FHe was the favorite of all
our pete. Our little haby could pull his
tall and he would never hurt him

Thix In the way we got him: My brother
knew the boy who owned him and one
day when the dog came te our houss he
called him In and fed him. The boy came
after Bim and the dog would not go, and
#o he said he would comoe after him somae
other day. Then he came agaln and he
hod a wire and sald he was going to beat
him. Mamma sald she would rather give
him money for the dog. He weni away
and never oame back. Our dog thaught &
great deal of wo children and would pot
ol anyone come near the houssa unless we
want to meet them. Omne day an old rag

the arm,

man came to our house and
knocked him down the steps
Just when we children came home from
school and then cams to moet us. One
day we took our lunch and the dog sst
there all day walting for us.

The people next door had a greal many
cherry treds and we ohildren had boeen over
eating thum. They were all gons except
one branch and the boy brought that out
and was teaning my wsister. The dog bit
him becnuse he was teasing my sister

The woman sent for a pollceman and
when he eame he sald he did pot want to
Kl him, But the woman sald he must be
shot. So they took him up in thelr yamd
and killed him. Oh, how bad we felt
when our playmate was gone

A Happy Family

By Paul Bush, Aged 10 Yeaars, 601 Decatur
Bireet, Omaha, Neb. Blue.
My

friend writem me that he has In his
stableyard, chainod te his keanel an ex-
cellent sporting dog, whose name i Ray.
Bome threa months back, a hen, with her
young brood of twelve chickens, Jeft the
poultry yard and took up her abode In
the kennel with Rtay, who scemed to llke
her eompany very well. As the chickens
grew larger some of them used to nestle
under the dog, and they all lived together,
until they were mo large that they had to
be taken away. But the mother hen still
stays with Ray, and though she has begun
to lay eggs In a corner of his Kennel, he
doss mnot disturd them. This Ia & true
story and Mr, Welr has made a gopd
drawing of Ray, the old hen snd the
chickena.

The Animal Show
By Alice Temple, Aged 8 Years, Lexington,
Neb Blus,

One day when my uncle was out playing
he found a small animal. He, with some
mure boys, were golng to haye a show, so
he thought this animal would be good for
the show. He took & box and nailed siats
aoross the top and put the animal inside
One evening & bad storm came up, Uncle
thought of the litile creature and put him
in the chicken coop, where there was about
twenty young chickens. The next morning
nll the oblckens were gone. At last my
uncle's brother found them In & corner hialf
hidden, with the bload sucked out from un-
der thelr wings. My other uncle took hins
gun and shot the little animal. Shall 1 tell
you what it was? It was & weasel. So the
show had ons animal less

the dog
He knaw

Eagles
By Margaret Loake Aged 13 Years, Fre-
mont, Neb. Blue

In the olden times when people took thelr
babiea with them to the felds to work,
there lived n young woman with a b-year-
old son. His mother had gcone to the feld
to help and had taken Joe with her. Ha
loved to wander around the fislds, and pros-
ently he fell aslesp behind a haystack. Bud-
denly he felt something pinching him on
and opening his éves he found
himeelf being lifted by a palr of engles. He
was Already about a foot above ths ground,
He sereamed for help, bhut in valn, so he
began to wiggle and twist, which caused
Eroat tnconvenlence to the sagles. But now
he was over the workers in the fleld. Hs

little woapons made by human hands couldheard above thelr heads.

fiot hurt me' Come, return with me (o
the dragon's cave, where you shall remain
while 1 go on alter my lloness.*

As Lho vid wisard sald this he took hold
of Droave Jack with one hand snd Roee-

bud willh the uither and half drogged themn

up the mountaln path, stecp and rugged.
The poor UHttie ones begged and wept,
bur the wizard cnly cacklsd 1he more.
"Ha' 1la! my preity apes,” he cried.
“TU turn one of you Into a witch am
e other into a dragon'”

They reached n dark. damp place on the
mountsinside, and from the draft of eold
alr that struck them Drave Jack and Rose-
bud kpew that they must be naar Lo the
cuve. And ad It proved 1o be Yawning In
freut of them aa they turned & corner In
the path was a dark haole in the sarth
Beside this hole the wizard st the now
almost (alnting cohildren down upop a
stone, tying their hands and fept securvly
to a falign tres that stredched behind
them. “Now, be pattent tiill 1 raturn on
my Honesa." sald the wisard ‘Don't be
afraid, for my dragen has gone up the
mountaln in guest of birde to eat. He'll
et return Il aftor dari.” Then the old
creaturo went off at & run, ackling as he
want

An hour passed and Feave Jack and
Mosebud were worn out with weeping and
oalling Tor heip They had st lpst gpiven
up In despalr. They must die thure with
the wizard, the loness srd the dragoen o
kill thom wowly, Oh, why had they en-
tered this terrililie woods®

Jusi as little Ropehud was eonding =
prayer that some good falry would come

pu—

Then thpough
the branches came throe beautiful fairies
thalr faces full of sunshine. ““! heard your
prayer, little malden,” sald one of ‘hem.
*Come guickly If you would ba saved, for
the wizard Ip now coming us fast ap his
lioness can carry him up the mountain We
can help you, but we cannot baitle with
that monster. Bo hasten.”
“But we are tled walled
struggling with the thongs which
him.

One of the [airies waved n wand and
the thonge dropped from the ohildren's
bhands and feet. They sprung up and. be-
hold, the found themaseives on wings!
"“"Come quickly,"” urged tha (falries, and
they led Brave Jack and Raoscbud up, up
jute the sky over the mountaln top. Then
& they flew townrd the foot of the moun-
tain tha children looked down Inio the
woods and saw the pld wisard at the
cave. He wan sercaming énd tearing hin
hatr. Hereupon they told the falries w hat
be had paid about their power to do him
harm. “Ah,”" ssld the fairies, "Il he ad-
mits s0 much be bas not the power Wwe
fearad be had. We shall now drive him
from the mountaln and we'll dry up the
spring so 1hat the dragon shall die.”
Al this moment the <hildren dropped
into thelr own garden, under the Ng tree,
the fairtes and thelr wings fading sway
AN the =sat there, simost stupefied, they
heard thelr mother saying, "IUs thoe the
children were home."

“Weo are here,"” cried both little onas In
& breath “And, what's more, we mean
W siay bere, loa. No more woods for ua,

Brave Jack,
held

Oh, your to thelr rescus & flutter of wings was mamms dear.”

!

serenmed: they looked
danger linmadiately aey wvelled him
o keep on twisting until someone would
shoot at them. “Hurry! Hurry'' oried the
frantic mother, Then came Ellen, the
hunter, with her gun. She fired. Nelther
eagle wus hit. Again she fired. One of
the engles’ wings dropped. Finally one lst
g0 altogether and 1he other couldn't hold
It all by himself, so Joe dropped down;
down, down in the right direction to land
on a nice haystack

up mnd saw his

Allen’s Hobby Horse

Marguerite Porter. Agr.-d 14
Pinttemouth, Ne Red,

Not very many yoiars ago there lived In
the west two Nttle children, named Allen
and Helen., The woods were near thoir
house, and their mother had often told
them not to venfure pnear It for the woods
were always full of wild anlmals, Allen's
father had onee told him that some day
ha expected to buy him a hobbyhorse, but
Allen soon got tired of waiting, so ono day
he thought he would go Into the woods to
see If he oould find vie. As a hobbyhorse
is made of wood he felt sure he could find
one In the wiods, and calllng Helen they
d@tarted off together.

They had not gona fur when they saw
A little bear, Allen sajd: 'O, Heléen! There
In our hobbyhorse at last,” and taking
"Helen by the hand they ran towards the
beur.

Allen sald: “Now, Helen, you get on its
back and I will hold It for you."

But the bear's back wns so smooth and
ahiny Helen couldn't stuy . on. She sald:
“Oh, no, Allen. You get on' Bo Allen
Eot on the bear's back and thought he
would have & fine ride, but just then a Toud
sceream from  his mother frightened the

By Yoors,

Jbear and it ran back into the woods,

Allenn got an ugly bump, and from thin
diy he has never ventured near the woods
again.

An Adventure with a Lion

By Lawrence “’;{) % Aged 11 Years, Wahoo,
P

Onee anme boye ware out camping in the
woods, The Aral night, when they wers
cating supper., they heard a loud rouar.
They were afrafd to go out and they hid
under the bed for fear the lon might
coma In the tent. At last the roar went
away and everything was still again and
they crawled out and finished the® supper,
and never went to bed (hat night for fear
they might be atlacked by some llonas.

In the morning they went an & hunting
trip. When they had gone sbout half a
mille they heard a rustling of leaves be-
hind them. They looked back und saw a
llon coming toward them. All but one boy,
who climbed a tree near by, ralsed thelr
rifies and pointed them at the Non. After
all the rest had fred and missed the llon
it started after them and the boy fAred
down mnd hit it on the head and It rfel)
over dead; then he came down out of the
tree and they carrled the lon te the tont.
After dinner they went home and the boys
told thelr folks of the adventure and after
that they gave the boy a lot of money for
saving thelr boye' Illves,

The Brave Girl

By Ada White, Aged 1) ¥ A4 t
Thirty-fifch Blfr;t Om:;:. lllu:mlJI "

By the sido of a mouninin lived a little
girl about 13 years old  She had & Miils
slster about & years old An her father
wan dead, hor mother had to work for =
Hyving. One morning after her mnother had
gone away 0 find work Lucy —-as that wus
her name—was lnoking out of the window,
Bhe saw a bear coming up the path Bhe
wiks quite frightened, but nothing to
bhor little sister. but. guing quietly to the
door, whe bolted it and then went back to
the window, The bear was coming right
toward the door, It came to the door and
tried Lo kpock It down. Lucy ran to whare
her mother's gun lay It was already
loaded. but Luecy had never used the gun
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A Cat's Experience

Huth Thompeon, Aged & Years, 2074

Bhieriman Ave,, Omwaha, Red

My homoe wie g very plessant one.  ¥Kvery
any my e mistreons would bheing me W
Metle & Mlled with bread and milk, 7t
was very much fun to cated the mice In
the barn, for that Is where they kept me
most of the time. One day they gnt some-
thing dreadful; It was n troublesame Httle
puppy,  who wis alwavs tormenting  the
He liked to creep up wmoftly when 1 was
playing with my baby and bark st me,
or whan I was not there would jump
In and torment my bablen thing 1
Itked abotit hlm was that he would not
let other dogs hurt me. One day my min.
troxe  took King out walking with her
When she wias gone for a little while a
big dog came, 1 tried 1o Reéep hEm away,
but ceuld not He kept tuking away
hables and hurting thone,  Just then
mistrese came with King,. He cama out
to the barn slowly, for he was Uired. When
he msaw the big dog hurting my kittens
he ran as fa=t as he could to help me. He
anoaked upn and bit the dog on the foot,
The dog ran awny n= fast as he conld,
My mistreéss came out to the barn and
paw my Kittenn, Fhe took therpn In her
arms and took them to the house. Bhe
washed and fixed them and soon my bables
were well agaln, King 1s doad and I am *
very old now.
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An Elk Hunt

Thomis Kimbull, Aged # Year
Park Wild Avenue. Omaha, Red,

My father wag camping in the Big Horn
mountains, He went out with a weel's
provisions, four horses and guns. Thers
wns a man out with him. The man shot
an elk and wounded It and went aftar It
My father went off by himsslf. He got
off his horse and tied him and crawled on
hie hands and knees, whera he could pet
& long shot at him. He wounded him. The
el whirled and ran Into the timber. A
cow and calf ran down the other slde of
the ravine. Futher shot at the cow. Sha
ran on into the timber. After awhlla he
saw the calf, He shot at It and |t ran back
into the woods, Ha thought he had missed
them all, but afterwards found he had
killed Both the cow and calf. Father went
to look for the bull elk. The elk was cor-
nered and charged on father from the
woods. Fniher ahot the elk nnd he fell
dond ot hig fost,

Freddie's Wish

Freddiae—T1 wish I lived in Bouth Africe,
mMAMmmn.

Mammua-=Why, Freddls, dear? .

Freddle—The mothers down there don't
woear any slippers.

Mamma—And you must remember, son,
that the lttle boys downm thers don't wear
ANy panta

By 1558

Prize Dra.wmg' by an Omaha Boy

Bame of the bright Busy Haes
canr draw and
the editor saveral
drawings that sre really wvery
§ood. While none of Lhess have
s yel been printed on the Huwy
Bees' own page, it s quite
lkaly that some will be used
during the summer, Here Ja
ore that won for an Omahs lad
& prize frum Bt Niocholds, K
magnzine thal s very oareful
of what it publishes and com-
mends. Walter Oebhirle of 587
Dotlga wstreet, who I8 but M
yoars of age, was glven a silver
badge b yHt. Nioholas for this
deanwing, which la ealled "A
Cataclysm.” It s & very well
finluhed plece of work, and Wal-
ter has shown himasif to be =
guod artiet

A well as wrils,

has seon




