-—

- A—— -
%

2

OMAHA SUNDAY BEE: REPTEMBER 15, 1007,

Y thisg time

year's work

the Busy Beoas muxt

of coireae, th's

tion devoted 1o play was ko al

H AR 2 ne novellty has
neual trEr nn i wof orlglnel
thlis week's mall

Don't forget that this I8 the lag!

Rearncey and Mr. Ernest Nellor of Becmys

many voteg for the new rulers have boi

ard of Omahn and Mr. Lionel Brown

writing letteps

storles from both (he

month oy

be in school and well started on thelr
entering school after a snmmer vacs-
corblug for the time being, that Hitle
Busy
oditor will expect an un«
boyvs and girls In

and storlee for the Hees™ page,

worn off, ths

Migs Kibler of
i 1o relen as king and queen. A good
n gent In and so far Miss Gall E. How-
of Fairmont have received the most

Augusia

Votes have also eome ‘o for Miss Allce Grassmoyver of Rilverdale and Miss
» rioris Pratt of Ket ney

One of two tripg were sent la this week I'ey were imeresting, too,
but “trips’ If the boye and givle will etop to think, was the ouly suhject ex-

¢luded from this partlenlar eontest

A nilee letter was written to the Dusy Pess by Ruth Ashhy and = pub-
lished today. in which ghe suggests an axchanpe of pestal cards After read-
ihe her lotter those who wonld care to do thi nd o your names und they
will pub gl ed In this way those who care {(or these ciards cin son “ave

':I';ll ‘.I'

that seem hi

a collection 1o be |

The rales
all stories

The [irst prize wos awnrdod
Lexington, Nab,:
Pine, Neb,
Riverdale, Neb,

‘originel' ** and “Bfuie el

gecond priss ta Afjue

rdest for the "itle weliere to remember

weelk fo Miss

Florence Pettijohn, ave 14 venrs,
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Honorary mentlon was given Miss Alice Grassmeyes, age 15 years,

Sammy’s Escape from Indians

By Willlam Wallace, Jr.

GHREAT many years ago when the

Mutes 1ying wesl of the Mlsnis-
eppl river were st In o vory
wild, uncivilizged state, therea werpe
many venluresome moen who Loolk
thelr familles Into the now country to find
homes. They remalned o elose to the outer
Hne of clvillzation as was posaible, but thut
did not make them decure from danger, for
to the westward were roving 1adifn tribes
that oceasionally went on the warpath,
ralding the frontier seltlements wnd often
massucring the entive population, even to
the children and infants.

Amonig the surly sottlers of central Kan-
mas there was o family by the name of
Green. Thelr only chilid, a little boy of 10,
wWan named Sammy for ahart.\
Thelr home was a rude log cabln on the
bank of & very pretly and waell wooded
rivar, and much of the time was spent by
Bammy and his mother fshing Thelr
tuble was mupplied by game and fish, the
only meat Lhe seltlers had except for an
occasional side of bacon brought from the
“trading posl™ (n small town of & few
dozen houses situated on the old Banta Fe
trall).

And wo the summer days passed, Bammy
and his mother fishing, working the gar-
den, and pleking wild grapes and goose-
berrien, while S8ammy's father worked in
the felds, preparing provender for the fam-
fly and the horses and cow for the coming
winter. And throughout the entire spring,
summer and first fall month, there was not
g sign of an Indlan. Indeed. the settlers
now supposed themselves safe from the
red men, for the government had taken n
strong stand in regard to the Indlan, his
torritory and Nis annuity, and ‘amicabile

Bamuel

relations were supposed to exist between
the paleface and his red brother
One day late In September Mr. Green

declded to go to the “trading post'” for
some necessary farming implementa, As
the town wpna some Jdistance away he could
not poasibly return before evening. He
mnde an early start., belng well on his
way befors the sun was up. Bammy and
his mother got through with thelr small
household duties, plcketed the cow in fresh
grass, placing & trough of water near her;
gave feed and water to the chlckens and
pigs  for the day, dresssd themselvea In
their Sunday best and atarted for s nelgh-
bor's farm some three miles distant. It
wis their intention to wvisit there (or the
day, Mr, Green comlng for them with the
Wagon as soon us he should return home,

The forenoon passed pleasantly onough,
Mra. Green and the nelghbor talking while
they mewed mnd the Loys playing “Indian’
in the yard. But they found the confincs
of the yard too small for thelr exciting
game and wandersd off toward the river,
which was about hulf a mile distant.

They had played for some time when
suddenly George Friends, one of Bammy's
young hosts, stopped In the midst of the
guwme, and shading his ayes with his hands,
looked toward the weat. “As sure as I
am & foot high,” he exclaimed, *“there are
Indlans! Bee ‘em coming over that rise
yoender® And 1 do belleve they've got war
paint on, too'

Bammy and Fred. the lutter being George's
brother, looked In the directlon of Georga's
pointing fNnger. And thers, sure cnough,
coming over a slight rise of ground were
& dogen or more Indlans, riding singl
fle. But at that distance It was guite im-
possible o ascortain about thelr paint,
George had a vivid imagination and fancied
he could see the slgus of war on the faces
wnd half-naked bodies of the red men even
Bt a distanoce,

"We must run for our lives'' cried
Deorge. “We've gol to go ke groused
lightning, too, for If they see um they'll
whip up thelr ponles and come lke «
prairie fire."

There was nothlng more sald, George
making the start for home with Bammy
and Fred following. They ran. half-bent,
through the rank grass and tail sunfiowers,

holding thelr forms low that the grass and
flowere might hide them from the view of
the Indians. Hut the Indian's eye In a
mightily trained one, and It (s sald he can
Aon n ground squirrel running through the
Erass o mile away. However trus or un-
true this assertion may be. It I8 a fact
that no hinman being—of any sige—can hide
himuelf from the keen and watchful eye
of n red man unless he be coversed by
somethilng more than pralrie grass and sun-
flowers. Bo It was that the three boys
had scarcely gone a dosen steps, dodging
from clump to clump of sunflowers, and
half-cra®ling In the grass when the eyes
of the Indians caught them.

And the boys, now thoroughly frightened,
saw that they had been discovered, “What
can we Jo7" hoarscly whispered Sammy.
Iying fMnt on his b iy and beginning to
crawl townrd w bunch of protecting sun-
fowers.

“Git for the houme as fast as we can,”
anawered George. “Weo've been seen, so
thore's no use wasting preclous time try-
ing to hide ourselves. Come, let's run w#
fust a8 we can In the open.”

Bammy, to his horror. saw George
Blralghten up and start afresh towards the
house, and Fred followed his example. But
not ko with Bammy. He could wee that the
Indiane wers urging thelr ponles to swifter
speed. and were making a direct line to-
wards the boys, alming to out in hetween
them and the house. Sammy remalned on
his belly, crawling from butich to bunch of
suntiowers, but instead of going after his
Aeeing comrader he wended lils way Lo-
wards the river about an elghth of & mile
distant, His one thought now was to hide
Inklde & Ittle cave that led into o ledge of
rock which overhung the bank of the river,
The place wan not far away and he felt
that he could reach there and be secure.
for the Indians would turn thelr attention
to his running comrades and doubtless for-
ot thut there had been a third boy, But
in the event of thelr remembering him, and
trying lo pursue him. they would just
fearch nbout In the weeds und Erass, never
thinking to look for him at the river

Bammy succeeded In renching the ledge
of rock, and before creeping into the cave
—which had slways besn & source of mys-
tery and menace to him il now-—he turned
mbout and peered through the underbrush
that skirted the river bank, He could see
the house of the Friends very plainly, and
knew that his mother and Mrs. Friends
hnd s¢en the approaching Indlans, for the
door and windows on the side of the house
that he could see were closed And prelty
soon he daught a glimpse of his own mother

he Knew her by the color of her dress—
running out to meet CGeorge and Fred,
doubtiess wondering whut had become of
her own lttle son He saw her stop to

Epeak to the boys, then on she came to-
warde the sunflowers where George had
evidently told her Bammy was hiding
George and Fred went on homeward, but
the Indlans were galning on them and
threatened to cut them off frum safety,

Sceing his poor distracted moiker running
right into danger brought Sammy to his
sonses, und he quickly came out to a point
where she might see him With a loud
whistie he called her attention to his loca.
tion and waved his arm for her to go back
to the house. But this the mother did not
do. She came on and on toward the apot
where lier precious boy was hiding, al-
though she must have known t(hat ahe
would be overtaken within & few minutes-
even before she could reach him—by the
rapidly riding Indlans. George and Fred in
some mirmculous way reached thelr house
and Bammy could see the door apen Lo re-
eelve them, after which It closed gulckly

80 now there was Sammy's poor mother
wlons exposed fo the real danger, for
Sammy was 80 near to the cave that he
could slip from sight instantly and eraw!
back around the cave's curve and he safe
from prying eyes And George and Fred
were aafe within four walla with thelr
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Poor Jo
By Allce Temple, Aged § Years, Lexington,
Neb.,  Red.

‘“Papers, Miss.,"" sald poor Jo to & very
rich ludy. The Ilady passed by with a
haughty alr Just us soon as she woas
out of hearing, she sald to her companion, a
middie-aged woman, ‘1 just hate to have
poor people ask me to buy of them 1
hope my darling will never have Lo sell
things for & living,” and she looked fondly
down at her Z-year-old baby

The haby was encugh to make any motherp
proud She had curly, golden hair, deep
blue eyes, rosy checks and one big dimple
on her c¢hin. Bhe was always smiling and
It inude one fael gooud to look at her

About an hour later the rich woman
was looking in a jewelsr's window, The
SlOre WAS nuens a crossing, whers many
carriages were going bnck and forth., The
lady let go the baby's hand and didn't
notlee It untl! she heard o frightened
scream, Turning around she saw her baby
standing half way across the crossing, di-
rectiy In the puth of a palr of blg, black
horses running along at such a rate that
the driver could not stop them They
were nearly to the spot where the bahy

stood Everyone knew it would be death
to try to save the child. Buddenly the
ttle, rngged form of a boy darted for-

wikrd and grabbed the child and threw It
to one side

The boy could not get out of the way
quick enough and In an instant he was
down, The horses had run over him. When
the peopls went to Lthe spot they found
the mangled body of poor Jo,

(Becond Prige)

A Happy Christmas

By Floreance Pettijohn, Aged W Years,
Long Pine, Neb. Hed
Three days before Xmas the office boy
came Into the room, "Here's your lotiers
Mr. Warrenton, Seama you're tryin' som-
pon new agaln,'
“Thank you, Yes I'm _trying my hand

at something new, but 1 feel more at home,
than In Lthe old business

“"Youu muny go now,” and Mr Warrenton
pleked up a lotter In & dirty euvelope, with

Bandyclaus come to our hous an hring me
# tin horn, an & Epinin’ top My names
Jake Hones, Tenament Alley 10 in top of
funny buldin' as has windin' stalrs oul
nlde

“Fles bring ma a shawl, her's s wore out,
Elsle wants one those dolls as shets their
eyen

"Jake Honens'

“‘Quear hoy that; it he'll have what
he wante,” Mr. Warrenton muttered and
wrote down the desired articles,

He reached another one read it through,
but percleving the addreas, topeed It into
the waste basket. “Bhe’ll get more than
she want®s anyvhow."

“IMd you ring, sir?*

‘“Take these to Jackmans. Tell him to
puck cuch list separatoly.

& = =&

Xmas eve came. Two londed drays rat-
tied down the street. Every few minutes
they weore halted and some articles snug-
gled to tenement door stepas.

L

Xmas dawned, with it happiness for Mr
Warrenteon. “[ helleve this Is the happlest
Xmas | ever spant,'” he sald, “for 1T know

others have been made happy by Lhe
sponding of a little money for the poor.”
’ ———
(Honorary Mention )
)
Eugene's Reward
By Allce Grossmeyer, Aged 18 TYearns,

Riverdnle, Neb, Blue

Bugene Barter was a poor hoy of 13 whn
lived with his mothar. He had to work
hard for a living. He often wished for a
better education. Hia mother tald him (s
be patient and he would be repald some
duy.

The next dny he was fisliing at the river
when he saw & horse coming down the
road at full spesd. On cloger view he saw
that the only cocupan! was a young lady
He grasped a long pole and waved it frantl-
enlly which stopped the horse.

The father of the girl came up about half
an hour later and teold Eugene that the
horée had become (rightened at something
when he was absent,

H thanked Eugene and gave him 8306
and afterword Rave him & clerking
posftion In his large department store in

" nearby oity Eugene sent his earnings
to his mother each waeek and grew up to
be an honest and wealthy man.

Majory's Party
By Ruth Ashby, Aged 1! Years, Falrmont,
Neb. Red
“Mamma, averybody in our class at school
has had & party but me,” cried Marjory
Depne, rushing into the sitting room and
slamming the door behind her. "‘Can’t 1
have one?’

“Well, dearie, speak to Mre Alton. and

then run over @nd play with Dorothy.
We'll talk about the party later,'”
Merjory ran across the streat to Dor-

othy's, where they played until Mra. Alton
came home and siaid Marjory's mother
wanted her

ENJOYED THEMSELVES ONB DAY DURING T

were  pushed caralessly back from  lLer
bright, brawn eyes

That svening after the dishes wore wipisl
and put away Mrs. Deane sald, “"Margie,
did you say you wanted & pariy ™

“Yen, ploass.’

WL Tel's mees owe'd have 1t 1317
afternaon, for 1 don't approve of children's

parties in the evening.*

Fioally it woas arcanged that Marjory
should have a party oh the following Batur-
diy Inviteltions were wsent out  which

looked sometlung like this:

Pleass come to my party

. on '

Saturday, November 9, 1067 s
: Your friend, .
H Marjory F. Deane. 3
Saturday afternoon arrvived and with it
the Hitie guesta. Marjory wwok thom Into

her bed joom to thke off thelr wraps
Then they ali went Inte the parlor and
played” drop the handierchief® until Mirw
Deuns eame in and told them that peanuts
were hidden all over the house, and they
were Lo hunt f{or them Finally Mrs
Deane rang a beéll and they went to the

parlor to count lie peanuls Dorothy

Alton took the prige, which was & lttle
workbag.
Mras, Deance then put a plece of string

Into each one 8 hind and told them to fol-
low It "upstairs and downstairs and in the
lndy's. chamber.” Which they did At
the end were pretty prize dollg, doll dresses
and books for the girls, and knives, games,
candy, ete., for the bovs,

They wenlt out to supper next. After
Hupper they put on their wraps and went
home, each saying it was the nicest party
they had ever been to, -

The Quarrel of the Giant
and the Dwarfs

By Agnes Tool, Aged 18 Years, 512 Woest
wenty-ninth  Street, Kearney,
Neb, Blue

A glant and dwarf lived In the same
town. They were disputing one day about
which one could keep from being killed
by his enemy the easlest,

The glant sald, “You have not much
powar and ocould not defnd yvourself, whils

I am strong and with one blow could alay
my enemy.' The dwarf studied & mo-

ment, then sald: “Though | am not as
strong s you and would have o give
many morse blows to slay my enemy,

neither could you defend yourself by hilding
in 8 place very small which would not be
notloed.” This made the glant very angry
He up with his fist and struck at the
dwarf. The dwarf suddenly darted into
a mole's hole, The glant, by this time,
was raging with anger and walted for the
dwarf's return. The glant got Impafient
walting and went away very. very angry

The glant dldn’t know whether he came
out or not, but they never aaw each other

again.

The Close Escape
By Gladys Bass, Aged 10 Years, Anselmo,
Neb, Bilue.

Rosie Davey was a vory poor little girl
Bhe had hardly anything to cat or wear
They had not & large family, only consist-
ing of four, Rosle's father was an Invalid

Rosle wus very Kind hearted and brave
and would do all she could for unother
About In the middie of November Rosle

wan delivering some sewing for her mother
and she had to go over the rallroad track
The snow was that Inid be-
tween the ralls

Bhe saw a small child of 2 years in be
tween the tracks. Roste snatched the child
froon the very jaws of th train HBhe
hunted up the mother and told her of hey
baby's close encape. The mother was v

quite desp

EUMMER.

mother, aled her Hille brothes They nll
Were gmind for thelt money, also Ronmie's
it v ry

Hut the next day there came a box of

things for all 1l containlug thingas
fo eat and woear und o note maving that the
mother of the ¢hild tha:
Rosie saved, and that she had Ix iIght a
mmnll but viry pretty
of 8ixX rooms

family

Bivi wWins  thn

cottaige, conplsting
for them, and onei
would =av she Wik  very
Roslo's bravery

more she
grutoful for

There wad not o happier family in that
city that night than Davey's.

Learning to Walk
By Grace King, Aged 8 Yoars, (10 BEast

Ninth Btreet,
Onoe there

Fremont, Neb. Regd

wos o lndy who lved neroas
the street from our house,
Just 1 year old

Bhie had & baby

One day when I wan over to the Indy's
house the baby's mog
teach It to walk,

The lady put two chalre & little wavs
apart, and then she would have the baby
crawl up to the chalre and walk as much
an the baby could In between the chalrs,
raving. "Come, vome to mammn, baby, "

Bhe finally got the baby so she could walk
all right.  The buby could walk fust the
BANE a8 any one could.

was trying o

Bome months [ater the baby was tukei
sick with typhoid fever and In twenty days
had died, leaving the father and mother
in sorrow forever.

L —_—

Frances’ Trip
By Ruth Ashby, Aged 12 Years, Fairmont,
Neb, Rad.

The mall carrier drew his horse down tao
& walk as he came up to & mall box marked
"Baker.” A bright faced girl was standing
bBoside 1t, hnlding & pony

“"Here's o package o
BEat It with your dinner

“Thank you, Miss Frances*
of her long brown brilds
Lthing for you in return,"

“Thank you." eried Frances, Taking the
letter, aite Jumped on the pony's back and
galloped off. She drew up In front of a
Hitle cottage and went in the house,

“A letter for me, mamma, from Counin
Muargarits Lanhurst inviting me to her
house party Iin New York, and she's en-
closed & ticket."

you, Mr. draham.

pulling one
“and here's some-

‘When are you to go?"' asked Mrs. Baker,
“Tomorrow at noon.”
The next noon found Frances Baker

ghonrd a triin bound for New York She
arrived safely and ber uncle and cousin
took her to a hotel for dinner Frances
found four other girla there besides herself
and her hostess. The girls were introduced
as Dorvothy [Hllmore, Annotte Rallard,
Evelyn Porterflield and Marjorle Cunning-
ham

“Fapa gnt & box for the theater tonlght,
Kiris,” sald Margarita

Frances thought the theater was lovely,
but the next morning she was rather tired

Dorothy proposed shopping, so they went
down town, got thelr dinner at n cafe and
Thiat night Margarito
EAve & party for them, Frances went home
the next night, and though ahe hal a good
time, weknowledged she would rather live
in the country.

went o a matines,

The Orphan

By Mary Tool, aged 11 years, 012 West 23th
street, Kearney, Neb, Red
There wan a Ilttle girl. She thought her
tather and mother waore dead When ahe
hemrrd Uttle children talking about thelr
father and mother she wondered what they
meant. 8She would sit down and cry, for
she had no father
She would go around from place to place,
for something (o eat.

maotjier

begging and askine

the words, ‘Sandyclaus’ scrawled on it Marjory Deane was 1! years old, very grateful toa Rosle and gave her 330 in gold., Bhe would sleep out of doors in a shed or

He tors It open and read, “Ples, Mr. small for her age, and her black curls Rosgle went home and told her father and any place. Bometlines she would pull grass
mother, who had a shotgun, which ahe HBammy now regretted from the very words In wn Indian tongue which meant, river and stopped not twenty foet from his
knew how to usg, If called upon 1o do mo, deptha of his heart that he had not gone “Come. friends. you shall have to cal and cave. In fact, one Indlan dismuounted and

to protect her children, hersalf! and home.

1:.X

7

1

AL w%{/&ﬁf‘w |

..u-lfiu"?-—‘ "ﬂ"m* v
' B A

Z=
?’Mf'l///l."uf'. il

AND THERS, SURE ENOUGH, COMING OVER A SLIGHT KISE OF GROUND, AERE A DOZEN OR MORE INDIANS

on with his companlons, for he could out-
run Fred any time; theraefore he could have
gilned the house and safety and have pre.
vonted his dear mother running such risks
as she wan now dolng for his sake

The Indians did Just what Sammy feared
they would do; they came rushing up to
his mother and surroundesd hers, Bhe paused
and looked from one redskin to another,
making imploring gestures with hands and
ey el Then, turning her face toward
Bammy, but not looaking in his direotion,
ahe oalled out: “"Hide yourself, Bammy, In
the cave. Make no outery. If ' earried
off help fathar to follow after me. But run
Into no danger yourself.” Of ocourss, Lhe
Indians did not know that the.poor woman
wis speaking to her [Hile son some 20)
yvards distant They wnsupposed she waa
making some plea for mercy One of the
Indiana rode ‘round and ‘round her, mak-
ing some talk with the others, wha stood
ot} Then, stooping down, he polnted
toward a bright-colared ribbon ahe wore in
& bow at her throat Quickly the anxlous
woman tore It off and presentad It to the
Indian, who evidently was a chisf. He took
the bit of onlor and fasiened it to his head
dreas, which was eampossd of wild birds'
feathors. Then, seeming well pleased with
his new adornment, he opened his mouth
and pointed down his throat afterward
turning his eyes on the farm house and
making 4 motion of Arinking Bammy's
muthsr nodded her head and spoke a [ew

drink.” 1t proved that the words shs
spoke belonged 1o these Indlans
for the leader replied to her, though ahe
could pot quite understand what he sald,
snly knowing the meaning of & few words
that he spoke. But the Indlans drew their
horsen apari and meotioned her o go Lo the
house, they sccompanying her. AL the doar
she wan et In and Immediately the door
was closed in the Indlgns' faces. Buat from
the window ghe, In company with Mrs
Friends, handed out milk and bread and
other food T
Indian® ate and drank greedily

language,

such ne they had on hand '
after which

they signified thelr desire to anter th
hauss But Mra OGreen and her hostess
guickly barred the small window, motion

ing to the Indlanz as they $1d so 1o depart
But the redskina doubtioss wanted

frightan the lonely women and dismounted
and trind to break down the door And
then It was that the shotgun, In Mrs
Frionds' hands, was brought Into umse
Pushing & small chink fram belween the
loge of the walls, she thrust out the mugs

of the gun and Ared. Bhe did not alm Al
an Indlan, not wishing to wound one, faor
in that case a terribje nelsugnt froem oul
slde might ba expected, Bhe merely fArad
fnto open space o let the enemy know that
firearma wers In the house and people theras

who knew how to use them

Well, the report of that gun was suff
elent. The way these Indians rode away
from that farm hhuse was a sighl. But to

Bammy's dismay they came stralght to the

came tight to the cave's éntrance, fabber-
ing in Ll strange tongue as he thrust his
head Inslde to look aboul. SBammy. round

a liile curve in the cave, and lying prone
on his face, held hin breath, He was cold
with fear, for he wan afrald that his feet
t. Put after a few
satlefnction of hearing
the savage bhand ride away fording the
river nt & point & Lttle above whare he
iay, Then he could haar them golng on

might ®iill be in

minules I«

potithward, and knew they must be hound

for the Indian Territory But though
Bammy knew the India were now fay
AWRY and could niot see hitn should he
come from his bhiding plane he Was so
frightened thint he remained in Lhe black.
close IMtle onve U & urly loved wvales

called at the entrance “Comne out, darl-
ing It's only mother! And then, mtif-
féned In &y Jjoint, Sammy crept, feel

foremost, Trom hils hiding place

That's what | call & unirhreadth es-
CRDE, he panted to ki mothéer as she
Kis 1 i M

AT now wo'll g to the house and enjoy
the goud 1 r drs Friends I8 proparing
for s sald Mrs, CGre'n I faney we'll
all eat with » good appetile, now that the
exciteament and ARngear wre passed

"' pot eat wi nn apretite 91 papa

eomea with hie gun sitld Bamnmmy 3201
by cracky, mamma, s teo bad vou had
to give that old indian your pretty ribbon
hbow We'll have to get you another obe

when we go W the trading post.”

mand make & hed o nls P on Bame of
people wanted o take Ner to ralees, but ahe
did not want to stay. She came (0 A Dig
white house; she went In and ate brvak
Framt e 1ad palied hibr whatl lier naie
Wi She Al ot Rnow vy kept by
there until they found out all about her

It wun their e g LT nd  bBoen
stolén and escapod. 8 At lant reaciwd
honw

Robert's Visit to the Farm

By Ethel M., thgron, Aped 12 Years, Val-
vy, Neb Hing

Robor wie o little ety boy, sbout

yoars old Next werk he was ghing Lo

vigit his grandps In the couniry and It
seemedd s If the time would never ¢ome
But at last he was temdy to start

He went on the train for n haif hour,
and then hin grandpa met him and
him to thie farm

LOGK

When thiey reached the yard grandpa’s
dog, Spot. came runnlirg ta meot 1hom
angd then oame the oat wmnd her Kittens
Robert jJumpsd out of Llie Iy wod

plaved with the Rittens I noon, atil then

grandms ealled him to dinney

After dinner he went (o sse the pige
nnd chilfckene and he rmde on the hay
wigon till about i o'clock,. and then
grandng fed e wolmals  and Robeyt
wals d b and e Lhouglit it grenl sport

Aftor that grandpa ook him to see Lhe
mencoek and Robett thought him & wondor-
ful erenture

Iobert wiayved & week with grandpa snd
whon left grundpa guve him the pret

t tiet ¢ hiad

W " Habert @t home he told  his
mam thnt krandpa'n far*™s wWas the
Minesi place on earth and she promised him

he could go sgaln next sSUMMer.

LETTERS TO TIIE EDITOR

Start of School.

Dear Editor: Hetre [ am aginiu, trylng to
wrile a Iletter nnd an story which I hope
will be good enough to publis!

Well, sehool commeneed here today, but
wi had no studying or recltations, only
the numbering of our books Then we
wore disminsed

How many of the Busy Bers snjoy going

to echool?” 1 do; and hope the rest all
agree with me.*
An you sald you would lke to publish

my photograph, I will send o snnpshot of
mysel! and kittens, This was tuken about
thiree years ago, butl as my later ones are
not good 1 am obliged toe send (L

Now, dear Editor, last, but not least, 1
want ‘o thank you for the nice book which
I recelved. 1 enjoyed reading It very much,
and have put it In the front Tow on one
of the shelves of our bookstand.

Hoping my story this week will receive
the prize, 1 close. Very truly, your Busy
Bew, FLORENCE PETTIOHN,

Long Pine, Neb,

Values Her Prize.

Dear Editom I received my beautifal
book and want to thank you a militon times
for It. 1 am starting o libvary of my own
and have many nice books in It, but none
as nice as my two prige books. We spent
& year out here on our ranch and had de-
lightful times. We are golng to move to
Lincoln in about three weeks. 1 will go
to the Capitol school then, We have a new
automoblle now and have it here somelimes
and have many delightful mdes. | would
like to give the editor and Busy Becs all &
ride at onee in It. The king, queen and
editor would ocoupy the sewis of honar.
The Busxy Bees certainly do write fine
storiesn for the page from time (o time,
With love to all, T remaln your Busy Bee
friend, ALICYH GRABSMEYER,

Riverside, Nab.

Exchange of FPost Cards.

Dear Editor and Busy Bees: | read the
letters each week and enjoy them very
much. I think Helen Miller would be a nice
gqueen. 1 know her very well. 1 wish the
boya would wrile more letters, for If boys
try to write stories they can do It very
well.

I wish some of the Busy Hees would ex-
change post cards with me. 1 have o o=
lection of 176 Wouldn't it bo nlee if wa
could bhave “‘4 post card corner,'”” whers
those who have collections could write and
tell about thelr post cnrde? T mean If they
have any forelgn ones, and thoss who wish
to exchange postals would send in thele
names and then if anyone wants to ex-
chisnnge they cin Well, goodbye, Buay
Bees, for this (me RUTH ABHBY,

Fairmont, Neb .
F. 81 want Lionel Brown of Falrmont
for king.

Conandrams,

Why cannot you send any mors letters to
Washington?

Because Lie I8 dead.

What sort of & cout In finlahed and put on
wot?

A coat of plaster.

Why Isn't the government golng to have
the bayonets any longer In the army?

Because they are long enough.

Sammy Tankee

Hoe was a queer little Chin-en

He wore & long cucus down his baclk
His nams was Bammy Tankee,

And bis shirt hung loose ke & suck.

Hin papsa dld wash-ee wash, wanh,
All duy at a very big tub

The suds would splutter and foam
As the elder Tunkee would rub-rub

And Hitle Tankes sald sach day
] ahall grow up as fast as [ can,
And soon be big like papa )
And become & vich wash-co-wash man




