are elected.

OME of the peow Runy Bees have Ingquired how the kings and queens
A new king and queen are elected every three months
hy the Busy Bees sending in thelr votes.
In,, and Willle Cullen of Omaha were elected March 1.

Eleanor Msllor of Malvern,
They will

relgn until the ftirst of June when there will e another election. The

king has tho Red side and the queen the Dlue side.

Each tries to have his

or her side win the wmost prizes for writing stories and of course they ecach

try to have théir

fricads Jolu the slde that they are ou.

The vrizes were won this week by Marjory Bodwell of Norfolk, Neb,
and Hattle Cady of 2016 Erakine street, Omahn, and hovorable mention givem

10 Alta Wilken of Waco, Neb.

The correct answer for the (lustrated rebus lust week was “"Ben put his

coat and cap on and ran o the river Lo
Thoze having the correct answor ware!
Kansas Clty; Fred Borghoff,

1317 Burt

skats, bu! on tho road he met a bear,”™
Clarence Hopking: 1614 Wood avenus,
streel, Omaha; Pauline Edwards,

Fremont, Neb,; BEllzabeth Rough, Nehawka, Neb,; Margaret L. Smith, Ben-
son, Neb.; Mabel Prosser, 4731 North Forty-first street, Omaba.

All the Busy Beecs who wish to send postal cards to other Busy Bees

should send their name and addross to the Busy Bee editor and they may
exchange cards with any one whose pame Is on the list, which now Includes:
Elsle Stastny, Wilber, Neb,; Kathryne Mellor, Malvern, Ia.; Hthel Mulholiand,
Malvern, In; P. O, Box 71; Milton Selser, Nebraska City: Harry Crawford,
Nebraska City; Bdvthe Kreftz, Lexington, Neb.; Eleanor Mellor, Malvern, In.;

Ruth Robertson, Manilla, Ia.; Ardyce

H., Commings and Grace Cummings,

postoffice box 225, Koarney, Neb.; Barl Perkins, Reddington, Neb,: Emma
Marquardt, Pifth street and Madison avenue, Norfolk, Neb.: Emma Carrsath-

eérs, 3211 North Twenty-fifth street, Omahn;

Ada Morris, 3424 Franklin

street, Omaha; Clara Miller, Utica, Neb.; Emma Kostal, 1516 O street, South
Omaba; Florenca Pettijohn, Long Plne, Neb.; Ethel Reed, Fremont, Neb.:
Madge L. Danlels, Ord, Neb.; Irene Reynolds, Little Stoux, Ia, Alta Wilken,

Waco, Neb,; Allee Temple, Lexington,

Jean De Long, Alnsworth, Neb.; Mildred Robertson, Manilla, Ia.;
Reeds, 2600 North Nineteenth avenue, Omaha; Gall Howard, 4722 Capitol *

Neb.; Hunice Bode, Falls City, Neb.:
Loulse

avenue, Omaha; Edna Behling, York, Neb,: Hstelle McDonald, Lyons, Neb,;
Louise Hahn, David City, Neb.; Vera Cheney, Creighton, Neb.: Fay Wright,

Fitth and Belle streets, Fremont, Neb,:

Ruth Ashby, Falrmont, Neb.; Maurice

Johnson, 1627 Locust street, Omaha; Lotta Woods, Pawnee Clty, Neb.: Pau-
line Parks, York, Neb.; Loulse Stiles, Lyons, Neb.; Hulda Lundburg, Fre-

mont, Neb,; Edna Enis, Stanton, Neb.;

Alice Grassmeyer, 1645 C stroet, Lin-

coln, Neb.; Juanita Iunes, 2769 Fort street, Omaha, Neb.: Marguerite Barthol-

omew, Gothenburg, Neb.
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When the Flood Imprisoned Ralph

Ry Melsna Davie.

ALPH HAMMBRSTHIN was a
boy of adventurous apirit. His
home was on the broad prairics
of the far wesl, in the very
heart of the cattle distriet,
where one might travel for ten

miles together—or perhaps twice as far—

without seelng o single babitation. Ocon-
sionally one would see & lonely shack, go-
cupled by & cowboy or two. Again ons
wWould turmn round a long, ‘sloping hill to
come upos a comfortabls ranch houss of
one story mnd surrounded by cattls sheds,

cow pons and wstables for horses. In a

dwolling of the latter kind Ralph lived with

hia parents, his father being a well-to-do
stock raiser.

Although Ralph had much to (nterest him
about the big ranch—which contained
about 5000 mores of land—he often found
the time hoavy on his hands whan not at.
tending the little mchool five miles distant
from his home. On Baturdays he usually
explored the country about his father's
ranch, especially the lowlands, which iay
between a pretly river and one of its trib-
utary streams, the latter being of & deep
gorge nature, tlowing between rude oliffs
of rock. ‘The source of the tributary
oiream—by nrme Wolf crosk—was in a
rough, hllly part of the country, the bluffy
and ubrupt hills marking the country across
which they ram like s small mountain
offiln. This gave a cortain plcturesguenass
to the rolling pralrie land and the sparse
timber that bordered the river and Wolf
creek gave & welocome touch of freahness
and green ta the dull aspect of the monot-
onoun landscape.

The rocky, tmbernsd banks of Wolf creek
aftorded pretty good hunting, as they
abounded with rodents and prairie wolves,
and many a dey did Ralph spend roaming
thereabouts with his rifie; and often his
day's bag was quite woll worth while, for
the destruction of the wolves was to him
& sense of duty, as well as ahow of his
aplendid markmanship,

One day toward the ond of March, the
wonther belng very fins after Lthe melting
of tho heavy snows that had covered the
hitls and filled the gorges of Wolt eresk,
Ralph, with gun over shoulder and a small
luneh and bottle of drinking water in his
knapsaock, started to the banks of Wolr
creakt 1o hunt. The melting snows and
heavy sccompanying spring ralns had filled
to overflowing avery little hollow In the
land, and the tiny streamlels—whieh dur-
Ing the symmer months were as dry as a
bone—had become swollen into rivers of
the third magnitude,

Upon resching Wolf ercek Ralph was as-
tonished to see 1t leaping betwenn Iis
banks ke a furlous torrent, carrying loose
briush and tufts of grass which it had
washed from the banks far above waler
ine Ralph had never seen the stream so
high and knew that the river inte which
Wolf eresk flowed must he something fine

to look upon.
“It's only fiva miles to the' river—If 1
cut acromss pralrig—and 1 think it worth

my while to go over and soa how tha old
run  looka"” mused Ralph to himselfl.
‘CGuens my foot-log hasn't besn carried
away."

To thia joy FRaplh found the foot-iog

which spanned Wolf creek In its ustal
place, but the water beneath It almost
touched fta under side. Ralph was sure
of foot, however, and feit no hesitancy
in crossing on the foot-log, though he
knew the water Leneath him was fully
twa foet over his head, and that he
rush with which It was coming through
the gorge was so severs that, should he
lose his balance and fall into It, he would
have & pretty hard fight to swim ashore,
bemides the danger of not baeing able to
climb the steep, slippery and rocky bank
Ut any nearby point,

But this kpowledge d4ld not daunt
Ralph, who was & boy of venluresoma
spirit. Ha stepped upon the foot-log and
walked across the raging stream as quletly
A8 If he had besn walking on level ground
without & drop of water within & mils of
him,

Then he went directly across the roll-
ing prairie toward the river, & stream
without banks of any great depth, and,
therefore, ono Lhat swept wide of Its
bounds during high-water times. Bome-
times Ralph had sean W spreading over
the lowlands adjacent to its course like
& mighty inland sea, measuring at pome
points several miles {n width, And with-
in what appeared to be Its center stood
the tall cottonwood treess which st normal
times graced its banks.

And loday Ralph beheld the river swollen
to vaast proportions, raging lke mad as it
rushed wildly toward fis outlet into a
greater river fifty miles awny. It scemed
that the whole sountry side had poured
Into this one stream all its meited snows
and acoumulisted spring rains, for never
before had Ralph sean it of wuch outgrown
proportlon. Across from him on the oppo-
uits bank were several cattlemen, come for
the purpose of viewing thalr old friend—
the river—in all its glory of the spring
freahet, These men knew Ralph, and
ruad their arms to him, calling out greet-
nge.

“How's Woll cresk,” asked one, waing
his hands as p meguphons to carry hia
volce across the brondened river, ’

“Second to ngne,” erled buok Ralph,
proudly boasting of his own . desr little
Wolt ereek, the pride of the manchers living
noar to it

“Well, don‘t you Kknow you'rs running
& risk to be on this side of your own pative
Mream?’ oried back the speeker. “Water'a
pouring down fram every hil, theough
overy sully Inte Wolf creck, and b will
probably be over Ity banks before you can
get back there. HMow'd you get acrom?
On the foot-log, eh?"

"“Yep, on the foot-log,™ replied Ralph
YHut the water wasn't within a foot of tha
log when ! orossed 1. I'm not fretting
About petting back ©O. K.” And Ralph
Inughied good-naturedly. ““Whosver heard
of & stream rislng a fool Inslda of an
hour? And I'll be bhack three lo less thne
than It takes for you (o cross Four cow
pena  It's phout five miles, and I'm o
dondy on foot. Just you wateh me Bo
long till 1 see you aguin.”

Then Ralph was off as & fleet as & dear.
Bul he could not keep up the rapid gait,
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RULES FOR YOUNG WRITERS

1. Write plainly mide of
peper only and o e pegen
8. Use pen and ink, not psmeil
h‘m““h:nn Do not

800 words. peviTr

ﬁmmumw

8, Writs your mname, and ad-
mummammm

:ﬁ.:.:. prizes of books

the host two oon-

page emch weelk.
Address all communicavions
mnnnr:a!.
Cmals Boe.

(First Prise.)

Two Fairies

By Marjory Bodwell, Age 10 Yoars, 215 8o.
Blaventh Street, Norfolk, Neb, Red.
There wuas once a little boy whose nams
wis Robert, who told many falsehoods. He
was a4 good Jittls boy nearly always, but
ona day hin mamma told him to weed the
garden and pot to go near the orchard,
for ha would ba tempied to get some
gherries and they were not ripe. He did
not want to weed the garden, so he want
over by the orchard fence, and lay down
on the grass. He saw s branch of the
charry tree sticking over the fence, and he
Jumped up and ploked two cherries. He
bit one in half apd inside of It Insmtead of
a seed was a little fairy. He bit the other
one open and it, te), had a tiny falry
in it. Both falries jumped up and one

sald:

“I am Truth,” and the other sald, I
am Falsehood.” Truth sald “Littls boy
wiways tell the truth," and Falsehood sald,
“Never tall the truth."

Robert thought truth
80 he aald:

“l1 dopt ke Falsehood, I will Lell the
truth.” The fairles disappeared and Robert
was alone He wanted to ses more fairies
#0 he ate soma gherries, but nothing was
jnslde of them but the weed. HMe woent into
the house and his mother ssked him if

was the prettiost

he had eaten any cherries and he sald,
"Y“n"

(Second Prise.)
Little Violet

By Hattle Cady, Aged 12 Years, 21§ Erakine
Btreet, Omaha, Neb, Blue.

Little Vielet was aleoping In her home
under-ground waltlng for the coming of
spring. Suddenly a rustling nolss was
heard overhead, and some of the planis
rushed up to ses what was the matter,

It was spring. She had come at last,

The plants then sent & messags to the
fiowera what had happened.

The flowers had to make thelr droesses
belore gresting Spring. The cloth was
mostly of blue, but there was one of &
pals pink. Violet wished very much that
she might have It and It was decided that
ahoe should.

When the plants were ready they lot the
flowers know.

As poon as she found put the plants
wers ready, Vielet rushed up in her pink
gown followed by three slsters.

Ona day the loaves cracked under the
foat of two men who were walking by,

One sald, 1 shall pick only the lowvell-
ast flowers, ons of each kind' But the
other said, "1 will not plck any flowers,
but will take the whole plant.’

The man who spoks first looked down
4nd saw the pink violet, ""Oh seo the beay-
tiful pink violet,” he sald. 80 saylng he
stooped and picked Vielet

But, the othar man sald, “Bee what a
beautiful plant, | shall tske the whole
thing." ’

Violet sald, "I was too vain. 1 wanted to
dreas In pink gowns and this Is whai comes
of 1. EBo she drooped her head and
dropped off her petals onw by one,

(Honorable Mention,)

A Queer Compass

By Alta Wilken, Aged 18 Years, Waco,
Neb, Red,

“Coms, boys, met up,” called mother,
"“for you must take provisions to the wood-
outters and must have an ealy start.”

The bays had quite a load and carafully

truged nlong the trall which Jed to tha

camp In the deep forest. After a good
rest al the ecamp they started on their
way home cautioned by thelr father to

stick to the trall so they would not get loat,
which the boys promised to do. Thelr bas-
kets being empty they could walk so muoch
fagter and on neelng some flowers they
stopped to plok some, then ey saw &
squirrel hopping on a tree and they started
to chase it when Tom sald, "'Oh, George,
father sald to stick to the trall, but now
whern la 117" In chasging the sguirrel they
had nsot notleed which way they turnad,
After they had hunted a long time, George
sald, 1 am afrald we are lost.” At this
they began Lo gry, but George sald, “We
will sat our lunch now and then try again.
He opened the lttle buz of honey and
sprend some on thelr bread. In & moment
he noticed that about half a dosen bess
had lit In the open box, “Here's honay
bets,”" ho eried, and he covered the box to
keop them In. “"Now make haste, and fol-
low me.” 1In n minute Bhe ot out one of
the bees and started running In the direc-
tlon it MNew, but It went hut a few fasl
and then romo to the troe tops, they teok
the diregtion Indicated far a few minutes
and then Jet out another.- Thay followed
the line of the bees and pretty soon they
eame ta amooth footing and thers was the
trall. On coming oul of the forest they
saw Lhelr mother coming towards them and
George cried, “Oh, mother, | thank you for
thot story you told us about using bees
an o compass for they brought us back to
the trall.”

The Princess and the Giant

By Nora A. Cullen, Aged 12 Years, 3313
Webster Birect, Omaha. Blue,
Onee, long, long ago, the king Imprisoned
& huge giant, who was robbing and pester-
ing sveryone. They put him In n eastle
far out on & desert tele. This castle waa
supposad ta have no doors or windows, they
having been fixed with Iron bsrs, so that
ha could not escape, Byt there wns one
secret window that the glant knew of.
This glant's name was Olymefus and he

had one slave, whose name was Aphus,

Now, Olymefus tried to revenge the king
for his imprisonment, and  the way he
wanted to, revange him was by marrying
the hesutlful Princess Melds, the king's
daughter. No one was allowed to see thia
beautiful princess, because they would fall
in lave with her at first sight, but Olymefus
had seen her through the seerel window In
his ocastle,

One dark night Olymefus diapatehed
Aphus to the king's paisce, giving him In-
#tructions not to eome back without the
princess. Aplius galned sntrance to the
princess’ bedroom, and, taking her in his
arms, flew back as If on wings te hia
master's castle. Heva ha let down the
slesping Helda, The glant woke her and
askod her if she would be his wife. She
sald that ahe would not. whereupon Olyme-
fus sald he would kill her If she refused

 ~— — —

and after the first haif mile was obliged
to alow down a bit. After about an hour
and s half of pretty hard brisk walking
he reached the place on ths bank of Wolf
creck whers he had crossed on tha fopl-
log &n route to the river.

But upon decending ths steep bank to
the mpot of cros=ing he mtopped in utler
alarm. Where was tha foot-log? Burely,
it osuld not have bean oarried away by
the rising water! Bul so must have been
the oass, for no foot-log remained ihere
now. And the waler was learing at the
banks many inches above the place whare
the ends of the foot-log had restad

Ralph was In & dilemma. On the one
side of him was Wolf creck, across which
ha oould not pass, for swimming through
that turbulent wator so filled with danger-
ous driftwood was oul of the guestion. On
the othor smids of him was the rives, &

— —

veritable Inland sea, covering & vast por-
swollen streams he was caught lke a
tion of the valley that stretched slong (L=
banks. And there was no possible way of
eropsing the river, elther. Helween thase
mouss In & trap. And there wasn't a
slngls habitation In the fifteen-mile angle
which stretched between the ecreek and the
river. About fifteen miles up streatn was—
or used t0 be—a cattleman's shask of loge
and mod roof. But Ralph hadn't been there
for \wo years, and the ownar of the place
might bave moved awey. Well, what was he
to do, anyway? The nights were cold and
he 4idn‘t reiish the idea of pamsing Lhe long,
dark hours under Lthe sky without so much
&8 & blanket to wrap himself In. And he
had no food save a lght lunch which would
suffioe only to stay his hunger for o few
hours, Ah, he had been & fool to cross
that foot-log. He had been taught & good
lesson, too, and he hoped he'd never be
such an |dlot oa to forpet I Bul the lea-
son. whils It was a good one, 4id not
teach him the way out of his dilemma. He
might go up Wolf oresk for the dis-
tance of fiftean milea bafors he should
find & safe place where he wmight
eros it

"Well, 1 fee! llke kicking myself clean
aorogs Welf ereek and all the way home
for having besn such & long-eared Jaak-
Ass' declpred Raiph. “If ever & smart
Alec lived, I'm Lthat Alec.”

Then poor Ralph went baok up the bank
and bagan o scan the country lying be-
tween himm and the river. He half hoped
to find somn other trapped person to keep
him company. To hia joy he beheld a gurl
of blus smoke rising over one of the b
rupt blwifs sbout s quarter of & mile up
stream. He hurried toward the mpot the
smoke rose from, ‘“There must be some
fire wharg thers Ju smoke®™ he soillo-
quiged. “And where thers ia flre thore
must be human beings—or & humgn be-

As be rounded the point of rogky blutll
he came to & well-protecied stretoh of
lowel land—perbaps half an  sore—thst
nestiod at the very foot of the cliff. And
there he saw & comfortable wal tent, a
wagon, Iwe borses tethered out Lo grass
and & camp fire with & steaming kottls
placed ower I And from the leat's open~

ug came a tall, grissled man smoking &
pipe. When he saw Ralph he nodded
without s sign of surprise, removed the
plpe from hia lips and sald, “Hella, stran-
ger,—~Whar'd you come from. The freshet
fetoh you?"

‘““The froshet's got me all right, all right,”
Iaughed Rolph. “And 1 was never 8o
tickind to doath In all my Mfe ns I am to
ses that kettly bolling snd that tent for
shelter. Gee, but I thought | was In for &
night of I, when, lo and behold, there
eAme & ourl of blue amoke, and like the star
in thoe oast it lod mae to the plage | was
looking for—namely, grub and a coyered
bunk."

“Ha! ha!" laughed the old man, whe
proved to be & trepper. "I like to hear a
young feller talk up in meetin', be-goah!
Come right up an' git yer part of all
that'ys doln’ here. Me pal has gons o
town, an', blest me, If he'll git back agin’',
for 1 wus jist down to see about that old
foot-iog, an’ kill ma fer a badger If it
wWarn't gone—ewept claan away,”

“And the departure of that foet-log bhas
played the deuce with me, confessed
Ralph.

But at this minute they heard & loud
halloa coming fram the opposaite bank, and
gving hurrledly down to a spot whare
tiey oould look aoross the oreck they be-
held the old man's “"pal” waving frantic-
wlly und explaining in his own emphatic
way that the fool-log was gone and he cut
off fromn headguarters.

“AL, I'l settlo the problem.” sald Ralph
te his friendly old host. "Lt your part-
ner g9 to my ‘home and explain that 1 am
& prisomer op this side and he on that
side, and that during high water we wigh
to swap homes, EhT

And so Ralph's suggestion wus carried
out, the “pal” guing to Ralph's home,
where he sxplained all about Ralph's sit-
ustion.

And many days passed before Ralph
was onabied 10 resch hia own home.
Hut during his stay with the old trapper
he had & royal good time, finding & most
ontertalning host and plenty of gamp
food, and declared that se fsr as he was
he was glad to be held by the
that he would pever forget the
wizit with the cld trapper oo the
Wolf creek

|
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him tomorrow evening. The alave took
Helda back to har bedroom once mors, and
ha went back Lo Olymefus.

The next morning ths gueen heard soba
coming from Halda's room and the king
went to sse what she was crying about,
“What art thou sobbing for, dear,” eaid
the king. *“Ohl fathor.'” oried Helda, "the
lant Olymafus threatenad me with death
tomorrow night Iif 1 refuse to marry him."”
"Wa shall gea” said the king, and the next

night the king's guards guarded the
princess. That night the princess’ bed
room window waa raleed and In cama

Ofymefun himeelf. He had escaped through
the secret window. He was al once selszed
by the guards, and tho naxt morning he
was bsheaded. That was the last of
Olymefus, but Helda lived to marry an
bhoneat man of royal bleod, and they will
rule some day.

The True Fishing Story

By Otto Burt, Aged § Yearn, Wilber, Neb.
Red,

Laxt winter when woe wers visiting in
Corpus Christl, Tex.,, papa and 1 thought
we would cateh some fish In the bay. Wa
bought the balt from the Mexicans and
I wan the lucky one. I osught a sheoplicad.
It waa pretty heavy, so I had to cateh
bhold of the cord. Papa oouldn't eatch any-
thing. Papa bought a trout and tried to
muks mama belleve he caught It Just
when he told her bie hung It on the clothes
Mine and went away. The cat must have
been watohing, because she pulled the fish
down and ate all of It but the head. We
8!l Jaughed, becauss It was such & good
Joke on papa. Kitty seamed to know
which was the best flah In the bunch,

Where Bab;—Wu Found

By Leona H. Bays, Aged 13 Years, Monda-
min, 1Ia Blue

Morene Waye llved with her parents and
grandparents at the mill, not more than
four rods from the river. Bhe waas only
2 years old, and #0 had to be walched
very carefully, in order that she would not
get to the river.

One day Morens was minsing. Everybody
was terror-siricken. They began to hunt
along the river and they telephoned to her
aunt's to ses H Moreng was there. No,
she wasn't there.

Heor parents were nearly wild. What If
she had fallen Into the river?

The mill was thoroughly eearched, but
no Morens could be found.

Word was sent to town that Morens
Waye was lost, Everyone was frightened,

thinking she had gone to the river and
fallen in.
At lust, In Jooking through the mill

agaln, Morene was found, Bhe was lying
on & pila of flour saoks, fast aslesp. Bhe
bad wandered into the mill and, becom-
ing tired, had ¢limbed upon thes flour sacks
and was soon fast asleep. all unmindfal
of tha frantic search going on for her.

You may be sure that she was caught
up and ecarried into the bouse ns fusl uw
possible, and word was sent to'all that
she was found.

Nature's Squirrels
By Lawrencs Johnson, Aged 11 Years, 414
Bouth Bemltwugth R:Emt. Lincoln,
eh, .

Every evening just as the sun was sink-
ing lttle Tom ocomes to his door and
throws nuts to two lttls sqguirrels.

The Uttle squirrels sometimes are bold
enough to vanture clear up onto the porch.

One day 1 saw & boy wilh a gun across
his shoulder and 1 wondered what he was
going to do, Prelty soon he polnted his
gun toward the sky and I saw a timid
little brown squirrel fall to the ground.

I think It is too bnd to kill squirrels, and
not let them 1live to frolie among the
trea’'s follage and run on the soft, grean
FTasy,

The Best Writer

By Eisle Btastney, Aged 11 Yeurs, Wilber,
Neb., Rilue.

Miss Brown a schpol teagher of Wood-
burn had many puplls. Few of them wrote
will baoauss they did not try. One after-
noon she (old them she would give a miiver
star at the end of the month to the one
who wiote the best. Emma Marsk knew
or rather was sure she would get It for she
wrote the best. Mary Roberts wrote the
worst, hut made up her mind to write the
best and get the star. She tried real hard
snd hoped she would get it. At the close
of the month the teacher sald sha would
tell them who wrote the best. Then she
askod them to guess who wrote the best.
They all sald “Emma Marek!" The tescher
told them the worst writer had turned out
to writa the best and Mary had won ths

star. It weas pimned on hor drees and Mary
Roberts went to her home with & happy
face,
Aunt Margaret’s Confessing
Club
Bihel Mulihoiland, Aged 1 Teurs, Malvern,
Ia,, Blus,

Aunt Margaret was looking for her book
and Alloe came Into the room, ““What are
you looking for, Aunty?™' sald Allce. My
book, dear.” sald munty. They both began
looking for It

“Come and play, won't you, Allce?" sald
Herbort, coming In.  “As soon as | find
sunty's baok. Do you know where It js?"’

Herbert turned his face away and sald
gruffy, “No.”" Aunt Margnret noticed the
changs, but ahe mald ta Allce, "Go and
piay. doar.” Bhe remembered that yester-
day Herbert nsked her If he could take her
book and read L by the hrook. She was
afrald he would get It wet, so #ald no

The next day she invited five girls and
five boyn. At § o'vlock the ohildren vame

“Childgen,' sald Aunt Margaret, "I am
going to huve a gonfessing eluln  The girls
will tall the boys if thay have done any-
thing naughty and the boys will do the
samp with the girls.”

The children did as they were Lold, laugh-
ing heartlly. An Herbert weni past his
aunt she paid, 1 want you to confoss to
ma" Herbert lald his aead down ln her
sp and sald, "“Yes, sunty, T will confess."
Then ha told her that he had taken her
book. Ehe kissed lLilm and sald, “"“That s
all right now, dear, You can give me my
book after awhile.” They just began to
talk when the children oried for them (e
pome to dinneyr. After that Herbert tried
never to disobey his sunt,

A Week in the Country

By Ruih Roberis, 11 Yenrs, Lexing-
ton, . Blue

One day last summer, when 1 lived In
Gothepburg, | was sitting In the sltiipng
roous reading when the dour bell rang. |
ran to the door. It was Dorothy Hartholoe-
mew, who had come to play with me. When
we had just got started playing 1 heard
the oulside door open and rean Lo see who
it was, and there was my brother-in-law
trom the country. Me sald he hed come
o oo U I waoled to go bome with him. I

told him Dorothy was here and he saif
ahe could go to If she wunted to, She
yolled out and sald sure she wanted to go.
Bo 1 ‘phoned to her mother and shoe said
the might go, #0 we got out elothies ready
and siarted

That night we helped Alf do the choros

But in the moraing We did thia chors alone
except milking the cow After thal we
got on (wo horses and rofle to the hilla

That night we went to bed surly, beckuse
In the morning he was golng to herd some

cattlp and we wanted to go with him. Bo
in the morning wa got on the sumé horses
we rods before and started, We had »

fine day,

We staved all weak and had fine tUmes
every day. One day we took our dinner
to the hills. But on Bunday morning we
had to go home.

The Omaha ;i_e_wspaper Boy

By Hulda Lundberg, Aged 14 Yoars, 38 I

Btreet, Fremont, Neb, Hiua
In the beautiful city of Omaha Hved
Ralph Curtos, He was a sturdy little
chap of about 13 years. He had & happy

his face und was always
ready to help sny ono that met with a
serious aecident. His father wos dend and
his mother took In washing for a living.

Hut one day his mother took down with
& fover and had to remaln In bed for &
long time. 8o Raiph thought he would
try and sell newspapers so he could get
onough money Lo support hile mother and
little sister Ethel. Bo he Md them good-
byes and went to the Tribune. Here he
asked for a position. They guve It to
him. But when he returnsd in the evening
he had only sold four papers, so he tried
another paper called 8t. Louis Post-Dis-
patch, He worked hard to sell the papers,
but all In valn, He did not sell any more
of these than the otharm, s0 he gave this
up. Then for the third and Inst time he
tried another paper, oalled The Omaha
Hea. in this ha succesdsd—everybody
winted to read the Omaha news—so he
sold every one. He regeived a high salary
and so continued this job for three years.

falph Curtus s now one of the greatest
of The Hee publishers In Omaha, just be-
eauss he thought The Omaba Bee was the
best in the wesl.

expression on

Nemo
By Dorothy Bartholomew, Aged 11 Years.
Gothenburg, Neb. Med

Harry Vincent was the owner of a beau-
tiful black horse named Nemo, He always
rode him every day.

One duny Neme came rumning into the
yard without a ridar. They were all very
frightenasd, but thought they had bettar
find Harry. Mr. Vincent jumped on Nemo,
and told him to take him to the piace
Harry was. Nemo went to the woods.

There, In n Adangerous place near
river, they foumd Harry. .

Mr, Vincent 4id not know what to do.
He could not leave Harry there, nor could
he take him back on Nemo. At last he
sald, *“Nomo, you will have to go back
alone and get the wagon,' He wrote on
& emall plece of paper: “Come to the onk
near the river, Nemo will show you the
way."

This ha tied to Nemo's bridla. Nemo
dashed off, and in half an hour the wagon
eama. Harry's arm was broken, but be-
nides that, all was right. Harry always
sald Nemo was tho beat ¢reature on earth.

A Narrow Escape
By Clarence Teggett, Agnd 18 Yearw, Buf-
fulo, Wyo. Blue.

Four or flve years ago all of our famlly,
with & German girl, Mary, were camping
in the mountaing,

One day we children, Verdon and 1 were
taking a walk up the oreak.
We were walking along
eried out “"O! sea the funny ocow,”” and he
plecked up & rock snd was about to throw
it at the funny cow when tha German
glrl came running up erying “A bear, a
bear,” and she grabbed me with one hand
and Verdon with the other and started for

can;p.

The bear was standing on s hind legs
eating berries and when it heard us it got
down and wstarted after us. It was Just
s little woys to oamp and when the Ger-
man girl reached thers with us children
she saw the old bear glose bohind her. But
there happened to be & fire burning and
when the bear saw that hs turned away.

That fall some men warse hunting closs to
whers wa camped and they killed a bear
and that must have besn the one we saw.

It s & good thing we Aldn't throw rocks
at the bear or this story wouldn't ever
have been wrilln.

=

Luoy
By Eieanor Robbins, Aged 1) Years, Ne-
braska City, Neb. Red

Lucy was my Uncle John's dog. Ehe
was black., shaggy and cross, and would
not make frienda with anyaone.

fhe was very devoted to Uncle John and
tims &fter Umae ahe would g9 to his bed-
side for & tesspoonful of oream. After
muny months of sicknesa Uncle Johm
pasead away. Lucy wendered sll over the
house, keeping up & constant search all
the timae. ;

Finally they decided Lo let hor see hinu
Bhe smelled of his hands and with her
pawns tried to oall his attentlon. Then she
seemed to realise that her master was dead
and Jumped down and with her heaad buried
Inp her paws Indnlad away.

After she cwme Lo sha run down to the
barn and jumped into Lthe wagon and onto
the semt, whors she had been In the hablt
of riding with Ungle John, guarding that
no ons should harm him.

Aftar the funsra! they took her and
showed her the grave. Bince then sha has
bean like & child, bYegging for sympathy
and eager for anyons to put her, Bhe now
makes f[riends with everyona.

A Little Dog's Dinner
By Willle Relnschireiber, Aged 5 Yearm,
1716 south Tenth 8L, Omaha Bluas
"My table & scl, pleass give me my din-
per.” This Is what the little dog means,
thouygh his way of saying it s bow, wow,
wow., His mistress feeds him In the din-
ing room, bul ghe i eareful of her carpet,
s ghig keope & large napkin or towsl o
spread over It There ls a bowl, top, that
s the litle dog's especial property. His
dinner |8 always pyt into it asd the bowl
und napkin are kept in a cupbenrd that be
can reach. He hus walched his mistress
when she sproag ths eloth, and set the
bowl on 1t W1 he Las lnarned to do It bl
melf. AL dinner time when he hears the
plutes and gobleia Jingling in the ohina
closet, he goss to his cupboard and opohs
the dooy with his paw. HMe takes Lils table-
cloth Im Wis mouth apd paws He brings
the Bmowl and sets it down ik the middle
of the olpth, then ha barks, (0 ssy that
his table ja ready. But he does Dot keep
burking, as If he meant o lease for
dinner, but he alts down by the bowl
walts quietly end patisntly Wil given

the

11

when Verdon




