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OMAHA SUNDAY BEE: JUNE

HESTER HART of Grand laland and Edith Martin of Falrmmont have
boon elocted king sand gueen of the Busy Bees for the month of

June
the Jast week.

Altnogt all the boys and girls voted this month, especially
The Blue side, Ruth Ashby, queen, came out ahead

{n the contest this month, It having two more prizg stories than the

Red side.

only gixteen contestants, while the Blue side bhad twenty-seven.
Busy Hees are privileged to register

However, the Red slde has every reason to be proud, for It had

While the
their storles with elther side, the

editor thinks It would be a good plan to watch wod try and keep the sldes

more even. Let us try it this month,

During June the Busy Bees will write Falry storles. No particular sub-
Joct will be assigned, but It must be a falry story to competa for a prive. We
have already had several very good fuiry stories and the editor feels sure this

will prove a dellghiful subject on which to write,

begines today.

Remember, the new month

She would Hke to speak; too, of
month.

the care that has been exercised this

80 generally have the rules been followed that there has been no

tronble to spenk of and it has been a real pleasure to,go over the letterm

Thank you for this, Busy Bees.

The first prize for last wesk's storles goes to Dorothy McAlllster of
Omaha, the sacond to Clara Lundberg of Fremont, and honorary mention to

Loulse Stiles of Lyons, Neb.

Only two of the Busy Bees succeeded In solving the {llustrated rebus this

woak.

was golved as followa:

They were Misge Ruth Weller, aged 10 yeara, 1005 Becond avenne,
Nebraska City, and John Sherman Ashby, aged £ years, Falrmont, Neb.

It

“When the elock struck 9 it was time for the school

bell to ring calling the boys and girls to books."

Only two more of our Busy Bees found the correct answers to the he-

headed word puusle.

rect solution.

| -

They were Emma Kostal of Gothenburg, Neb.,, and
Rosebud . Anderson of Bouth Omaha.

“Spear, pear and ear”™ was the cor-
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OUT MOR AN AFTEENOON DREIVEL

Master Nickel's Experiences

By Maud Walker

ABTER Nickel was not a boy, nor
s man; nor wan Master Nickel a
"he." Master Nlckel had no sex,
nor legs, nor hands, nor feet, nor
head! But Master Nickel was

mont important in the eyes—more espe-
¢lally In the pockets!—of little boyn. Mas-
ter Nickel, then, was nothing more than
B Boent plece. But Master Nickel’s many
sxperionces are worth telling to the little
boys and giris. for he lived with the small
folk of the land mostly, Of courss, he
pometimes got Into the posseasion of a
grown-up, but he did not say so wvery
long. Grown-ups have such small regard
for nickels in general, and thia one in par-
tioular, for he was worn quite smooth and
had no great value In the eyes of adults,
(Now, I must beg the little readers’ pardon
for speaking of Master Nickel as the mas-
ouline gonder, since I just sald he was
npot & “he But I find the story enslor
to tell If I use A personal pronoun, and the
mascullne gender scoms fto fit Master
Nickel better than does the feminine, for
he had often such hard knocks and “tough”
experiencens that were I to call him "ehe”
it would make the reader shudder some-
times. Therefors you will pardon my use
of the masculine pronoun employed In
wpeaking of Master Nickel)

He could not remember the Ume when
he first came Into the world, but there was
n date printed on one of hia sides that
told you he was pretty old for so little
s thing. He did not remember, though,
the first roal sdmirer he ever had, This
admirer became In a short time his ehuam,
eonfiding all his plans and great Intentions
But some of these plans meant the ex-
penditure of Master Nickel. This was a
very unpleasant thing for him to contem-
plats, too, since he had grown wso fond
of his owner. The owner, admirer and
chum was small Tim O'Toole, an Irish
Inddle of 1. Bmall Tim had no other
money, so Master Nickel held full do-
minion In the greasy pocket that had a
fittle hole In . Rut this hols had been
guly tled shut with & bit of string, so that
Master Nickel might not be In danger of
falling out,

“Ah, you fine foller!" wald Bmall Tim
to Master Nickel one day, “I'm glad me
dad give you to me. You're the furat
nlckel I ever hnd, an' I mean ter spen’
you fer somethin' niee. Maby I'll git candy
an' maby I'll git & bpll” Then S8mall Tim
fondled Master Nickesl, polished him on his
knee and replaced him in his groasy pocket,
But, sad to say, the string that held the
hold shut had become undone, thus leaving
& Goorway for Master Nickel to drop out
through. And true to the law of gravita-
tion, Master Nickel, much against his will,
foll rolling onte the ground one avening
as BSmall Tim ran down the street with
some other boym.

Thers he lay in tho dust, the sotting
sun shining full an his brightest side,
Along came an old lady leading a little
girl. The ohid spled the plece of money
and, stopping, plcked it up. “'Oh, grand-
ma.” she exciaimed, “sse, 've tound some
pretty money! May I gel some gum?”

*Gum! Laws ohild, how wicked! No,
iIndesd, you don't spend moncy for any
such abominable stuff. You'll keep that
nickel and put # in your bank. When
you're of age you'll bave a neat sum (o
pet up heusekeeping with.”

“But, grandma, I don‘t want to set up
housekeeping. 1 want to spend the nlokel
It didn't cost you—nor anyvone—anything
1 found it by own self. Why can't 1 spend

It, grandma?” And the little mins was on
the point of woeping as she looked lovs
ingly at Master Nickel lying in her pink
palm.

“That's It," declared grandma. *“You
can't kesp ® ceot In your possession a
minute without Its burning your fingers
Now, go right stralght and spend that
nickel, and when you grow up you'll have
nothing to go to housekeeping on. Spend
R—right now, else you'll have a blister In
your hand., Horry! Run into the store
and get rid of It

The lttle girl, understanding that her
grandmother wns & bit childish and at
times cross;, declded to keep the coln till
another time when she should be out alone
or with some little girl friend; so Master
Nickel had ‘the pleasure of her company
for several days. Then one bright morning,
while grundma was napping by thé window
in the sun, the little miss ran out to the
Bata o play with some nelghbor children
WwWho had happened along. Thers wans Frod-
dle Bplnner In the group, and ha had a fine
new top. "Oh, what & love of & top!" oried
the little girl who had Master Nickle in her
pocket. "Where did you get it, and how

"much did you pay for i7"

“I got It down at the postoMea store and
I give 6 centa for i, answered Freddie,
spioning the naw top on the sidewalk.

“I'Il give you n nilckel for IL" sald the
Mttle girl,k And ashe produced Master
Nickel from the folds of her apron. Fred-
dle Sploner was not anxious to ssll his
top, but after & little bargalning he de-
clded to let the ltttle gir! have it if she
would promise to allow Lim to spin It a
few minutes every day. The Nitle girl
(whose name was Dalsy Pock) gladly
promised Froddie the ploasure he asked for
und the exchange was made, Dalsy getting
the top ana Freddie pocketing Master
Nickel, But with the nickel in his pos-
senssion Froddie soon departed from Dalay's
gate and went off In quest of something
to buy. Like Dalsy, Freddie could not
keep meney without its burning his hands.
Hpe was runnlog toward the “Rackett”
ntore, where a f-cent counter held all that
wns dear to & boy's hedrt, when he met
Bir Mrown, o boy of his own size.

"Hello! where you goln'? asked Sim,
himself starting to the river with a fshing
rod over his shoulder,

“Guin® to the HRackett,” sald Freddie,
“I've got & nickel to spend!"

“Where'd you git It?" asked Sim, all In-
terest,

"“Hold my new top what I bought yes-
te'day to Dalsy Peck for it." explained
Freddie. not very careful about his gram-
mar. But Bim cared as lttle for grain-
mar as Ald Freddie and understood him
perfectly,

“An' where'd you git the fust nickel™
8im questioned,

"Earned It pucking waler to ole Miss
Anderson’s garden,” sald Froddle. “But,
mee.” and he lovingly hold Master Nickel
up to view, "Tm goln’ to buy somethin’
now. Want to come "Jong with met*

“Soay, why 4don’t you go flebin' with me
fust; ther when we come back we'll apend
the nickel togother,” puggested S8im. "Sas,
I've got lots of bait.” And he held opan
his pocket, displaying to the admiring oyes
of Freddie a wriggling mass of angla
Worms

"ANl right,” ngreed Freddle. "We'll go
Nshin' furst. TN gt somethin' great when
wo gt hack this evenin'.*

Away they went to the river. There they

The Miner and the Bear
(First Prize.)
By Dorothy MoAllister, Aged 13 Years, 358
Franklin 8Street.—(Hed.)

One day two miners in Gunnison county,
Colorado, thought they would hunt for the
bear that had come down from the moun-
tain. After they bad gotten about four
miles from home they decided that one
should go one way through the timber
and the other another way through the
timber,

One of the miners happéned to come
seross the bear and he shot and wounded
it. The bear started after him and so he
climbed up a tree, leaving his gun on the
ground, #s he could not take it up the
tree with him. The bear came up Lo the
troe and ax he wan wounded he could not
climb It, =m0 he lald down a. the foot of
the tree to walt for him.

The miner stayed up In the tree the rest
of that day, all night and till noon the
next day,

His partper got worried about him and
started to hunt for him, ealling his name
muny times. At last the miner In the
troe heard and agswered him and told him
not o come too closs, nu the bear was
at the foot of the tres. The miner saw
the bear and came closer very carefully.
and as he saw It did not stir, he wout up
to It and found that 1t was dead. The
bear had laln down there and died from
tha offect of his wound. The miner was
afrald o come down, as he thought the

bear was allve, and s0 he had stayed up
fn.the tree all that time.

Faithful Rollo and the Fire

{Becond Prize.)
By Clara Lundberg, Aged i Years, 48 South
_ 1 Birest, Fremont, Neb.—(Blue.)

Maboel was having a dreadful dream that
night. Blie seomed te Be smothering, when,
suddenly she awoke, and there at her bed-
side wis her falthful dog, Rollo, pulling at
her night dress and barking as loud as
he could, The room was full of smoke
that came up the stalrway closq to her
door, and she koew ln & minute that the
houss was on fire.

Her two little sisters were fast anleep
in the next bed and mamina’'s room woa
below. Porhaps mumma and papa were
burned, she thought, and jumping {rom her
bed she rushed for the stalrway, but the
smoke and flames drove her back,

Her good dog Rollo all this time had
been barking at the window, and Mabal
now ran to him and threw up the sash.
There weroe men below and she heard her
father's volee pay, “Don't be frightened,
wa will save you chilldren, Be ready to
Jjump when we tell you.™

It required but = moment to bring the
childrean to the window, for they were now
sll awake, and leaning out they all saw
n blanket held bensath by four pairs of
arms. “Jump, Jump, you're all right. Don't
be afrald, we won't et you fall,"” urged
the men, The chlidren did jJump. Little
Bue first, Ollle next and Mabel lagt. The
good dog Rallo had jumped to the ground
the minute the window was openesd. Mabel
tranted her dog kindly after this and never
forgot him after his death,

A Little Heroine

(Honorary Mentlon.)
By Loulse Btiles, Aged 11 Years, Lyons,
Neb  Bine.

The McLaurens lived In Montana on »
large ranch. Near them lived the Davis
family and near them llved a lonely old
bachelor,

It had been the children's custom every
year to hang "Uncle BiL'" the bachelor, &
May banket, and this year was no excep-
tion to the rule.

B0 accordingly at an early hour on May'l

they ®et out to hang the basket. The
eldest of the party was Helen McLauren,
a lithe, little mnuld of 12 8o HHelen, her
chum, May Davis, who was 11 years old,
and “the kide'" started off. Now it hap-
pened Uncle Bill was very fond of red
peppor and so some had been put In the
May basket. They had not far to go, when
coming to a sudden turn In the road =
slight noise startled them and, turning,
they beheld a huge panther just ready fto
spring. Helen's wit was as quick as she
was herself, 5o, bldding the othar children
run to ask Uncle I for his help, ahe
reached Into the May baskat and grabbad
a handful of the red pepper. Bhe threw
the red pepper into the panther's eves just
as he aprung. ‘The animal crouched back
for & moment overcome by the sudden
pain. Then he renewed the fight. HMHelen
was preparing to give him another dose,
but thare wiusk no nood, for just ns he sgain
eprang Uncle Bill appeared and shot him
to the ground and thus saved “‘a litle
herolne."

Billy's Fright
By Louise Ranbe, Aged 11 Yenrs, 306 North
Nineteonth Avenue, Omahn, Bluw,

When we lived In the Rocky mountains
in a lUttle mining town called Central City
we were Invited -one day to s birthday
party of my grandma’s, who lived In Rus-
#ol guleh, about four miles over the hills
Uncle came for us with the bugwy and
Hilly the horse. Dily was a good horse,
but he had one fault—he never could get
usod to a locomotive. Only a few tralns
come to Central City each day and one
could dhsily avoid them by walching the
time.

Uncle told us to hurry up, as the 11
o'clock train was due In half an hour and
ha wanted to croms the track before that
time, DBilly bad quite a load—mamma,
uncle, my Hitle bhrothér and 1. The road
led first down hill through the town and
then up to the top of the hill on the op-
posite side. The depot was about half-
ways up on a small level platform, We
wore Just erossing the rallroad track, when
around the bend came puffing and snorting
the train., The engine looked ke a hurd-
brenthing monster, and [ suppose Billy
thought It o be, for he started to run
up the hill as fast as he could. Ungle
#tood up In the buggy and pulled the reins
back with both hands. We held our broath,
The road was narrow, on one wide was
the rock, on the other the creek, and we
thought every moment we would go down,
but Bllly kept the road, and when we were
on top of the hill he stood still, shaking
all over, with foam In his mouth and
sweal running down his body. Uncle got
out and soothed him and he was soon all
right. but 1 never will forget the fright
we had that day.

Bunny Bobtail
By Melvin Frame, Aged 8 Years, Hebron,
Neb. Red
About a year ago 1 bought a little rab-
bit. He was brown and white, and we
pamed Wm Bunny Bobtail. I put him In &
pen made of chicken wire, but he would

found several of the town boym, rods In
hand, fAshing. But all stopped to examine
Mastor Nickel, who was tho pride of Fred-
die’s heart,

“Gee, It's an old one!” auld one amall
flshiorman, polishing Masler Niakel on his
sleove. “Can't hardiy see his year.'

“But he's worlh & cenls,” declared Frad-
dle.

“Not when he's as slick ns thia'
tepted the amall Dsberman,

“What's slickness got to do with
value?' auked an older boy. '"Fere,
him to me an' leave me loak at M.

pro-

iim
toss
I know

good money.'

Freddie toased Manster Nickel Loward
the big boy, but, sad to tell, the slippery
lttle fellow went wide of the mark and
fell, splash! ints the water. A cry from
Freddie rent the air. All the boys cried
“Oh!"” for they, realizsed the great loss
Freddie had suffered.

“(ec!" sald the big boy, “vou can't toss
stralght, can you? It was your fault It
went In the water."

“It wami't,” walled Freddie, proving him-
pelf & girl by crying. "1 tossed siraight,
but you don't know how to cateh. “Wou've
lost me my niokel, an' you ort to have
to give me anuther one.™

"Yep, that's right,” asserted 8Sim, his
heart beating with sympathy for his sor-
rowing friend. Besides, had not Froddin
promised that he—8im—ahould help to
spend the coln that evening after thelr re-
turn to town?

And so Master Nickel lay in the cold
waler, seven feet [rom |is surface. He
shone brilllantly, though, and attracted tha
lttle Nahes that came swimming that way.
They would stop ia their frolic to examine
the quaint, round .gllstening thing and to
nibble at its hard sdgea. Fut upon Anding
that it was not eatable they would swim
away, lausghing and chatting together
about the funny new stone Lhat had come
into might In thelr realm,

., Bo the months went by and Master Nickel
siill lay In the bottom of the river. One
day & plonle crowd—boys and girle— came
W the mossy bank that sheded the very
spot where he wus, ‘They spread a cloth
and had thelr basket dinner there, Mughing
and chatiing beneath the treea that fur-
pished them with such fno shade. One
of the pleknickers—a liyvely boy of 12-gol
oo near Lhe waler's adge, and In o carviess
moment stepped backward and went tumb-
ling mte the river. He strangied, spiut-
tersd. grasped a handful of mud from the
river's Led and cume Lo the top. yelling
luetily for help, Beveral strong arms wers
put to assist himy on shore; and the accl-
dent, which might have been falal, was
but & laughable incident, after sl the

young picnickers declaring they had a fine
Joke on thelr comrade, who was obliged
to go off in the woods to change his clothes,
donning what gurments could be spared by
viarious of his boy friends tll his own
should be dried hanging from a tres lmb.

But after the boys had departed from
the plenle ground, golng Into hiding with
thelr dripping friend. one of the Uttle girls
enpled something bright gleaming through
the hapdful of black mud brought up in
the clenced hand of the jli-fated chap who
had fallen into the river. She took a stick
and loosened the mud from the object, and,
behold! there came into view Master Nickel,

“Oh, lookie!™ oried the litle girl, who
wans ngne other than Dalay Peck, “sos what
Sim brought up in his hand. It's mine, for
I've discovered IL."

“No, it aln't,” sald a voled behind her,
and Daley locked up to see Freddie stund-
ing thare, his eyes on the coln he had lost,
“That's my nickel, and as soon as the other
boys come back from fixing Tom up 1I'I
prove IL to you. It waa Tem that lost it
for me. I tossed it to him as he sail thers
on the bank, an’ he missed catching it. Bo
it went Into the river, But as he's been
kind enough to fall In an' bring It up
clenched in his fist | hain't gol no more
faglt to find with him. Bul the nickel's
mine, all right."

And owing to the evidence brought Lo bear
In tha case. Datsy retlinquished all claim to
Master Nickel, who once more became the
property of Freddie.

“Say, we'll all have s freat off'n it," sald
Freddie, In & burst of geherosity “We'll
all go to the drug store and gt & big dish
of heky-poky sn' go outside on the side-
walk an’ divide it amongst us. What you

"all say to that?”

vGrand!™ oried the little giris In one
volce.

And Master Nickel knew his fate. Agnin
he was to commbnoe his wanderings from
hand to band, from pocke! to pocket, from
Arawer to drawer, (il at last be should be
so worn that nene would sceept him In
peyment, Then what would becone of

Blmt

f

not stay there. He would elther get up
on the box and Jump over or tunnel under,
#o we turned him loose. He Ald not go far
away, but would come every time wa
called him to be fed, In the fall T had
another rabbit glven me. Bhe was all
yellow, so 1 called her Goldle. They made
thelr home In the furnacé room of the
church, which s close to where I live,
Here they have ralsed two famillles of
baby bunnies. They came all winter to
get their apples and baked potatoes. Bob-
tall s a very playful fellow_and loves to
play with & ltile dog. The dog chases
him around the yard, then the rabbit chascs
the dog. This Is a very funny sight to
people who think all rabbits ars afraid

Fansion’s Rescue
By Margaret leake, Aged 14 Years,
mont, Neb. Blue,

One Bunday aas I was cating my dinner
I heard a nolse out in the neighbor's yard,
Thers In no fence betweon our yards and
they are very close together. I ran out
Bnd saw a most awful sight. Our nelghbor
had tied his horse (Fansjon) to let It graze
and it had wound itself around the tree
und was pulling the rope tighter and
tighter, The horse wue [n terrible agomy—
its eyes ware popping out of its head. The
situntion Jooked very dangerous, A nelgh-
bor rushed out to cut tha rope so It would
rellgve her of the terrible choking. He
took out his pocketknife and cut It, but it
seomed so long before he could cut the
tope, After he cut It Fansion fell on heér
Blde and coughied up a few drops of blood,
but In a few minutss she was up and eat-
ing grass, to our great rellef. This ls a
true story.

Fre-

Little Friends
By Lanore Allen, Aged 11 Yoars, 120 Bouth
Twenty-Fifth 8treet, Omaha. Med,

Onee I knew Lwo Httle girle, who went to
the park. They had a fine time. While they
were gone two little boys came with a 1it-
tie bit of & kitten In thelr arms. But the
Eirle were nol at home. Bo they had to
taka 1t back,

When the giris came back thetr mothar
told them mbout it. They asked thelir
mother why she did pot take it, But the
mother got them one, and It has a lot of
lttle bLables now. ‘They tnke good care
of them, They can tell why the old cat
or the bables come. If It sits in a certain
place they know that it wants some milk
And In another place, they know that it

wanta 2ome waler
The cat s still alive and Is as friendly
a8 ever.

Lost in the Woods

By Marguerite Sallshury, Aged 10 Years,

12 South Twenty-Bocond Street,
Omaha. Red
Saturday, the 18th, about half-past 10,

my mamma and I went over to Counell

Bluffs and rode to Wiicox's flower house,
Then wo got off and rode In a wWagon
about two miles,

We went to the woods after dinner, and
I went alone. 1 ploked wildflowers, and I
traveled on and on until I happened to
look back, and could not see anyone I
looked and lstened. I beard my mammn
enlling my cousina. I ran toward the sound
and moon came in slght. What do you
thigk I saw then? Bomething white with
gray spots on was flopping In the ale, The
dog was snapping st it. It was 2 bat, Iis
body s something like o monkoy's, It has
littls, sharp testh and can hite. It can not
e very well In the daytime. Almost oll
day It sleeps In a tree, hanging by It lex.
A man that was with us held up a stick
and it hung to It

Thin s true, and I hope wou,
soma day see a bal

oo, may

A Storm on the 8t. Lawrence
By Roy Faverty, Aged 11 Years, 2130 Bouth
Forty-8ixth Btrest, Omaha, Red.

Wa were hurrying around to closs the
windows of our little cotiage, which was
on the Bt, Lawrenco river, when I espled
A boat In which were some people that
looked wvery much lke Canadian Indians.

The day was a dreary day anyway, but

now a storm had come upon us s a tigoer
pounces on his prey, and the little cots
tage shook.
" Tha boat, or canos, as it eame nearer,
proved to us that the occupants wore In-
dlane. The men kneellng in the boat were
fighting the waves with nanxious froes,
Their arms were bare and thelr struggling
forms showed that they wero having a hard
thme of 1t. In the bottom of the boat a
woman sat and a child was clinging to haer.
Thelr faces were frightened as they =sat
in thelr crouched position.

The birchbark canoe was large, but light,
und the wind-driven waves dashed It about
here and there, and as we watched, our
hearts and mouls were dashed around with
tham, for It was then we saw thelr imme-
dinte danger.

The misty mountaina frowned at thae
wanves and the gray sky and sullen elouds
seemed ready to overwhoelm all

The windows were forgotten, the rain
came down and poured In as my father
and brothers rushed out In a large boat to
rescuo them. The larger bont could en-
Mura the waves hetter and with meveral
mon at the oarm soon reached the Indlans,
It wae just In time, for as the woman and
child wore lifted out the cance broke down
and the Indians grabbed our boat In time.
With all hands at the oars they weare soon
on shore and then in the house to be
warmed,

Letters have been rocelved and will ha
published later from: Margarst Langdon,
Gretna, Neb.; Helen SBanford, Omaha; Bi-
buse Chval, Bouth Omaha; Richard Pagn,
Omaha.

—_—

Pleture No. 1 represents what the had boy did o Lhe countiyigan; No. 2 is what

the Little boy Is trying Lo get, and No. 8 to]ls

ou what the old man s dolng. The lust

three letters of esch word are the same, Can you gusss Lhem?
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