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THE OMAHA BSUNDAY BEE:

NOVEMBER 15,

1908,

HREE little Busy Bees from one family each sent In a story this week,

the younger two belng new

Busy Bees, This little Busy Bea nol

only got two of her own little brothers and sisters to joln the writers
for the Busy Bees' Own Page, but also two or three little school

friends, too. «That little Busy Bees will never be called a drone.

The editor

was very sorry to hear that one of the little Busy Bees had copled a story last
week from the “Second Reader” which Is used In the public schoole, and it

must be that the little writer did not

know the meaning of “original.” The

Busy Bees must think out and write thelr stories by themselves or they are

not original and may not be used.

The editor recelved a good story from i

little girl 15 years of age this week and we were sorry not to print it, but the
age limit for the Busy Bees |s 14 years.

The prizes were awarded thls week to Lee Beckard of Waco, Neb., on the

Red slde, and to Frances Waterman of

Omaha, on the Red side, and honorable

wention to Mary Brown of Omaha, nlso on the Red side,

Any of the Busy Bees may send cards {o any one whose name 18 on Lha
Posteard Exchange, which now Includes:

Jean De Long, Alneworth, Neb.
Irena MoCoy, Barnston, Neb,
Lilllan Merwin, Heaver City, Neb,
Mabal Witt, Hennington, Neb.
Agrnes Dahmkes, Henson, Neb,
Vera Chenay, Crelghton, Neb,
Louls Hahr. David City, Neb.
Rhea Freidell, Dorchester, Neb,
Eunice Bode, Falls Clty, Neb,
Fay Wright, Fifth and lle streets, Fre-
mont, Nab, ‘
Ethel Reed, Fremont, Neh,
N:%nrtmrlto Bartholomew, Golhenburg,

Jessle Crawford, 408 West Charles sirest.
Grand Inland, Neb.

Lydia Roth, 606 West Koenig strest, Grand
Ialand, Neb.

Ella Vons, 07 West Charles street, Grand
Isl.nd, Neo.

Puuline Bchulle, 413 West Fourth street,
Grand Island, Neb.

Alica Temple, Lexington, Nab.

Ruth Temple, lexington, Neb

Edythe Kreitz, Lexington, Neb,

Anna Nellson, Lexington, Neb,
“!\;’nr:an Hamilton, 220 L streel, Lincoln,
Neb,

Allce Grassmeyer, 18 C atrest. Linco
Neor ¥ t. coln,

Elsle Hamliton, 2008 L street, Lincaln, Neb,

Irene Disher, 2000 I, streat, Linedln, Neb,

Hughle Dislier, 2080 L street, Lincoln, Neb,

Loulsa Bllles, Lyona, Neb,

Estella MeDonald, Lyons, Neb,

Milton Belzer, Nebraska Cily, Neb,

Harry Crawford, Nebraska City, Nebh,

Harvey Crawford, Nebraska City, Neb.

Luclle Hazen, Norfolk, Neb,

Letha Larkin, South 8ixth street, Nor-
folk, Nab,

Kmma M: *quardt, Fifth street and Madi-
son avenus, Norfolk, Neb,

Mildred F. Jones, North Loup, Neb,

Hugh Rutt, Leshara, Neb.

Hester K. Rutt, Leahara, Neb.

Lilllan Wirt, 4188 Cass strest, Omaha.

Meyer Cohn, 88 Georgla avenue, Omaha.

Ada Morris, MM Franklin strest, Omnaha.

Myrtle Jensen, 4908 Izard street, Omaha,

Gall Howard, 4722 Capitol avenus, Omaha,

Helen Heuck. 1825 Lathrop strest, Omaha.

Mildred Jensen, 2707 Leavenworth street,
Omaha.

#14 North Twenly-fifth
4782 Capltol

Fremont, Nab.
#0010 Nicholns »irost,

Mabe! Bhelfelt,
ptreat, Omaha.
Wilma Howard,
Omaha

Hulda Lundhburg,
Emarson Goodrich,

avenue,

Omaha.
Halen Goodrich, 10 Nicholas sirest,
Omaha.
Maurice Johnson, 167 Locust astrest,

Omaha.

Hilah Fisher, 1210 South Eleventh streel
Omaha.

Louls Raabe, 309 North Nineleenth ave-
nus, Omaha.

Emma Carruthers, 3211 North Twenty-fifth
sirest, Omaha.

Walter Johrson, 248 North Twentleth
street, Omaha

Leon Carson, 114 North Fortleth streel,
Omaha.

Mary Brown, 22 Boulevard, Omaljn.
Emilie Brown, 22 Boulevard, Omiha
BEva Hendee, 4402 Dodge street, Omaha
Juanita Innes, 27169 Fort streel, Omaha
Oenevieve M. Jones, North Loup, Neb.
Madge L. Daniels, Ord, Neb.

Agnes Richmond, Orlexns, Nab,

Zola Beddeo, Orleans, Neb.

Marle Fleming, Osceola, Neb.

Lotta Woods, Pawnes City, Nab,

Earl Perkina, Reddington, Neb,

Emma Kostal, 16168 O street, South Omaha
Ethel Enis, Stanton, Neb,

FdAna Enls, Stanton, Neb,

Ina Carney, Sutton, Clay county, Neb,
Clara Miller, Utica, Neb,

Mae Grunke, West Point, Neb,
Elsio Btastny, Wilber, Neb.

Alta Wilken, Waco, Neb,

Mary I'redrick, York, Neb.

Paullne Parks, York, Neb.

Ednan Behlirg, York, Neb,

Carrle B. Dartlett, Fontanelle, Ia
Irene Reynolds, Little Sioux, Ia.
Ethel Mulholland, Box 71, Malvern,
Eleanor Mellor, Malvern, Ia,
Kutliryne Mellor, Malvern, Ia
Mildred Robertson, Manilla, Ia
Ruth Robertson, Manilia, Ta.
Editn Amend, Sheridan, Wyo.
Henry L. Workinger, care Sterling Rem.
edy company, Attica, Ind

In

-.How Orphan Billy Found

a Mother

Walker,

YBAR %“efore this story opens
a carlond of orphan children
were sent from a great eastern
oity to the far west, Thess
little homeless, and for Lthe
most part nameless, walfs were distributed
about among farmers in various siates
weat of the Mississippl river. Bome of them
found good homes, others were nol so for=
tunate. Among the latter was Blily, the
subject of this story. He was § yeara old
at the time of hia belng “shipped west.™
and he had no other name than Bllly. This
little pet name had been found pinned to
his dress on the morning when a policeman
plcked htm up In one of the publiec parkas,
And on the paper that gave lils pname as
“Hilly" was written these words: “‘Some-
body be good Lo my llttle boy, Billy, and
God In heaven will bless you'" But so
far that “somebody” had not been found,
and Blily's lol had been a pretty hard one.
In the asylum whers he bad lived prior to
s belng “shipped west” he had known
only severity und work. The littla time
that he and other orphans were allowed to
play was after work and study hotrs, and
then they were too tired to make joyful
us of thelr lelsurs and freferred to lle
about on the hard moll of the uninviting
playground, with ita Jall-like high fence,
and rest Lhelr tired limbs, And lying there
they would wonder if in some other world
they would have papas and mAINMAS, like
other children—children of the great blg
outaide world, Bo often these Lttls or-

phans would watch with wonder the “other
ehildren” golng past the asylum, and &
ery would sometimes burst from their lips

and tears spring to thelr eyes as they com-

pared their own desolate life with those

care-free and happy children on the *‘out-
alde." "

And Billy had been one of the little mourn-
ars, for thesa heavy-hearted orphans could
hardly be called anything else. And whon
one day the news apread throughout the
Inmates
were to be “shipped west" Billy was one
let ma be
ons of them! 1 want to go to—to—a home."

And Billy was one of those chosen to be
sent to the farmers living In the far west,
and ha dreamed of the time when he would
not wear clothes just like all the other

asylum that about fifty of lts

of the first to ery out: "Obh,

orphans, but would have a nice Bunday
sult, lke the "outside boys,” And for
every day he would dress llke the grocer's
dslivery boy who camse to the asylum, and
who was =0 reand-checked and merry, and
who dressed In blue overalls and gingham
shirt, and who whistled such lively tunes
ns he drove up to the grounds.

And with a light heart Billy was carried
far, far away towards the wsotting sun,
And with a still lghiter heart he was told
that he was golng to A place where a man
and his wife kept a little ralirpad station
eating-house, away over the mountains,
noar Balt Lake City, And this man and
woman were Lo be hils parents, for they
had no children of thelr own.

But after the first hour in his new home
Billy was sick for the loveless asylum,
His new “mother'" was a cold, sharp-
tongued woman, tireless In her work and
tireless In making ¥illy work also. And
the new “'father” was a red-nossd man,
Eiven to drink, as Dilly afterwards learned,
Bo, this was the *“home” Billly had not
dreamed of. And his hopes dled during
the first hour of his exiatence there.

And all day long he waas alone with this
sirange, unaffectionate woman and red-
nosed man, save for tan minutes at Lhe
noon hour, and tne minutes agaln at §
o'clock In the evening, when trains stopped
to allow thelr passengers to procure sand-
wiches, pla, doughnuts and coffes at the
Iittle station eating-houss. And during the
ten-minute rush twice a day Bllly was
bappy, for there were people laughing,
chatting, bustiing people, eating, drinking,
as fast as they could. And Biliy helped to
walt on them, work he much enjoyved, for
though tired out from constant todl In the
garden and kitchen the excitement of the
crowd made him forget his wearinass,

And so life passed on and on In the lonely
place with the woman whom he could not
call mother, and the man whom he could
not call father. But as neither of these
Ynew parents'' seemad to cars about what
ha called them, so that he Ald his work
well, he was not corrected when he 4ad-
dressed them as Aunt Jane and Uncle
Tom. *1I may find a mother some day*
be would whisper to himself. *“A good
woman that will love me for my own
sake, and not just feed and clothe me for
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New Animal Analogues

By the Anthor of “HMow to Tell the Birds from the Flowers,” Prof. Bobert Willlams Wood, Johns lcntu University

The Bunny. The Tu

The superficial nal
By failing Yo di
Ltreally s U

mny.

"l

uralists have

oftenbeen misled,

s-crim-inate belween
the 1ail and head :

nforfunale such
carelessness prevails,

Because the Bunnies have their
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Capyright, 1908, by Pau! Elder and Compang,

heads where Tunnies have their Tals.

RULES FOR YOUNG WRITERS

1. Write plainly om one side of the
paper only and number the pages.
& Use pen and ink, not pencil
8. 8hort and pointed articles will

be given preferemce. Do not use over
850 words.

4. Original stories or letters only
will be used,

5. Write your name, age and ad-
dress at the top of the first page.

First and second prises of books
will bs given for ihe bost two con-
tributions te this page sach week.
Addresas all communi

OHRILDREN'S DIPARTMENT,

Omaha Boo.

(First Prize)

An Imaginary Trip to the Moon

By leo Bedkord, Aged 12 Years, Waco,
Neb., Red,

Bome friends and I once made up our
minds to take a trip to the moon in an
alrship. Boe we gol our alrshlp made, but
when he wanted to go, It would not go,
80 we hard to get it fixed better. After
& while we got started. Bomeo people told
us the moon was made of green cheese,
We-dld not belleve them; so we were golng

to find out. We found out that it was

not. The man who gulded the alrship 4aid
not go the right way, but hit the man in
the moon In the eye and blinded him, »o
after ithat he @id mot shine so bright. We
saw many different sights and people. Tho
peoplo lnughed at us and wo laughed at
them, We did not llke it there as well
as we did at home. 8o we thought the
best thing for us was to go home. We
turned our airshlp around and staried for
home. We were going to light In the oity
of Denver, but by a mistake lit on Plke's
Peealk at 4 o'clock In the afternoon.

In the morning we say one of the most
benutiful sights, which ls to seo the sun-
rise, In the morning At § o'clock some
donkeys oama und we rode down on their
backs, and ut 11 o'clock we got on the traln
and returned home safely, Hoplng to take
anciher trip some time, but not to hit the
man 'n the moon In the eye, because I am
afrald that if we did, he will not shine at
ull,

(Second Frize.)

Emma’'s New Dress

By Frances Waterman, Aged 12 Years, b6
Houth Twenty-Fourth Avenue,
Omahn, Red.

“Oh, glrly, mamma s making me a new
dress!” cried excited little Emma Wyatl

Silk and 1It's pink."”
“Oh, how fine!" suld Grace Thomas.
“When will it be done?* asked Mary.
“Why mamma expects to have it finished
by Sunday, I'm going to wear it then.
Well, good bye,” and she ran home to try
it on,
"Well, dear, I hope you lke it
of work for me,” sald Mrs. Wyatt,
Emma told everybody ahe would wear a

It's lots

. new dress, Bunday.

It certalnly was o nice, fancy one, trim-
med in lace and embroldery,

Mrs, Wyatt was up in Emma’s bedroom.

“Wake up!” she sald, “It's time to get
up.'”*

BEmma opened her oyves, and jumped out
of bed. "And 1 am gulng to wear by new
dress,” she thought,

Breakfast over and Emma ran up stalrs
to dress for SBunday school. It didn't take
her long to dress, and soon she started off
with her new dress and plnk parasol, In
great etyle.

“Here comes FEthel,” she thought, as she
walked down the sireet. “Look at that
dress, will you. I won't speak to her."
Why I wouldn't walk to church with her In
that costume,” and she tossed her head
high In the alr.

Now Ethel was a nlce girl,
poor,

“Oh, dear, It's starting to rain!" and she
ralsed her umbrella, "Anyway I won't let
Ethel come under It. 1'Hl have to run or my
dress will get wot.”

8o she started to run, but It ralned harder
and harder,

Boof! bing! and Emma went te the
ground, just because her new shoe were
elippery.

“Ouch; oh, dear, my new dress, my naw
pirasol,” and she started to msob, B8She
picked herselfl up and looked at her dress.
‘Oh, but look at it now."

Bhe walked back home, but not with her
head high In the air,

Oh, no! It wus hanging down now.

When phe got home she was sent to
bed without her supper, und she thought

but she waa

the work I do. Oh, how I want o be loved
like the outalde children.’” (Billy had never

ceaned speaking of chlldren who were not
orphans as “‘outside chlldren.")

The people who had given Eilly a home
expressed thelr Inlentlon of adopting him
according to the law, thus giving him a
child's clalm on them and thelr property,
but they had pul this matter off from
month to month, and afier a year's so-
journ with them Billy was s#tlll the un-
named orphan boy, having no lawful clalm
on anybody or anything. But belng so
young he 4id not realize the wrong these
people were doing him. He did not know
that they were to adopt him as their own
son—some tme. He had been told this
by the asylum officlale. But as they 414
not seen in any great hurry to carry out
that part of thelr contract Billy did not
bother himaelf about It Indeed, sometime
he hoped they would never adopt him by
law, for then he would not belong to them
entirely. And ao long as the adoption had
not taken place he Cell a sort of fresdom—
felt that If the opportunity presented Masell
be might leave ths atation eating-house
and the unilkeable Aunt Jane and Uncle
Tom, and hunt for & home elsewhere.

At last, however, thers came a fay
which Billy would never forget in all his
Iife to come, even though he lived o be
100 years old. It was a cold November day
and the wind swept ncross the sandy
Qesert carrying a breath from the snow-
cappod mountains that hemmed them 1n.
Except for the little fNve-acre [rrigated
garden which belonged to the eating house
proprietors, there was not & spear of grass
nor sprig of weed to be seen for ten miles
in any direction. And the desolation of the
fall and winter timoe was much harder for
Billy to bear than it had been during the
summer. When it waa garden time he
could find plenty w do out of doors, bul
with the cold weather his “"Aunt Jane" kept
him busy io the kitchen under her cold
eyen, But on this day of which I speak
the evening tmin was obliged to stop for
half an hour st the station, for there waa
& “hot box" and the traln could mot pull
out tiil some work was done to the heated
wheel.

The evening shadows were setiling about
and the llghted train held a groat fascine-

mmmmum MANT* SHE ASKED, SMILING DOWN ON HIM, toa for Billy. After all the customers had
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been served with thelr "qulick lunech™ iIn
the eating houss he slipped out to the plat-
form and walked up and down by the slde
of the train. He could sce the prssengers
sitting beslde the windows, some of Lhom
eating the lunches they had bought from
him,

As Billy paused in front of one of the
windows, which was open, & sweel-faced
lady put out her hand to him. '"Come
here, little man,” she sald And when
Bllly stepped close Lo her window, looking
up Into her kind face, amlling, she handed
him a great yollow orange.

“Do you llve here, Hitle man?"
paked, amiling down on him,

"Yes'm, I live here with ths gentleman
and lady who keop the cvallng house,” re-
plled Bllly, “But they're not my mother
and father," he quickly explalned, for he
feared she had seen “Aunt Jane” and “Uncle
Tom" and he could not bear to have her
think he was their child. Then he added:
“{ haven't any mother or father. I am an
orphian an' was shipped west a year ago,
Bince then 1've Hved here, ma'am.'

“And have you a good home, dear child?
And do you love the woman and man with
whom you Uve?' There was so much sym-
pathy 1o her volee, so much sollcitude, that
Billy's eyes gllsiened with tears. He dared
not try to spoak, s0 he shook his head.
Jhen, thinking he had done something
wrong, ran down the station toward Lthe en-
Elne,

Once outside the giare of light of the
car windows, Billy stood panting, tewrs
streaming down his c¢hecks, How lheoavy
his heart was! The few kKind words spoken
o bim by the gdulle-volced lady In the
car hud roused ail the longing In him for

someons to love, and someone to love
him In return. Ah, how he could love
that dear lady who had spoken w0

sweeltly 1o him and wbo had given hm the
big orunge! Oh, If he only daréd—

Then a plan dnfolded itselfl in his mind
But it was 4 plan he feared to follow our,
But why should ne? There wus nothing
to lose mnd everything to gain, He would
be as well off wnywhere as here. There
was no hope of anything better happening
to him while he remalned o drudge for the
cold-hearied, thankless man and woman
with whom be now Lived Yea betlor risk
anything. If the dear, guod lady asbould
Bot want him he could—

e t— - -

Oh, ths traln was getting ready to pull
out; the engineer wias In his place, the
conductor wius waving a. lantern in the
durkness, the engine was puffing and the
wheels starting to go round. There waas
no time for debating the matter in mind.
He must make u quick decision. And he
did. With & leap he was on the platform
of the first puassenger coach, and not a
moment 100 soon, for almost at the suma
instant the porter closed the vestibuled
door and no one from the outside could
enter the moving irain.

it did not talke Billy long to run through
the two or three cosches that separated
him from the rear one, wheres he had seen
and talked with the lady. And as he
waolked down the alsle of the car toward
her his face pals with anxiety, hope, fear,
ghe looked up from & bovk she was read-
ing and saw bim.

In another minute he was sitling close
beside her, weeplng sllently, her arm about
him and her coaxing volca In his ear.
“Come, Httle man, lell me what grieves
you and how you came to be aboard the
train.*

“I want to go with you—I1 never, never
want (o go back Lo those people again.
They are so hard with me. 1 am so
mriserable. 1 want to be like other chil-
dren—outside children, you know, and have
u home and—and—a mother."

And as the train sped .n through the
darkness Billy poured out his sad story
to the sympathetlc cars of the lady who
bad opencd lher heart, as well as her arms,
to receive hlue And before the supper was
called she had sald to him: *“You shall be
my Uitle son, for 1 have none olther; and
you shall be mada so Ly law. 1 shall In-
vestigate your connection with these peo-
plt back at the station and If everyihing
4 s you say thore will be no reuson why
I may not take you for my own. And then,
tmy dear litle man—eso brave and true—
you shall have the happiness you s richly
deserve—an every chlld richly deservea.
And now clear your predly eyos and we'll
&9 to the dining car and have a ulce sup-
per. Isn't it & fine thing that you should
bhave found & muther Just as | have found

& sun?t

Aund Billy could only look up and smlle
inte the sweel face of Lhe good woman who
wes benoelorth 1w bo bls owan dear mother,

an she lay there,
best after all™

“Ethel was dresssd the

Honorabla Mentlon

Smarty

By Mary Browp, Aged i Years.
vird Avenue, Omaha.

One fall evening when we were wulting
for papa to come for supper we notlced as
he nearad the houss that ke had something
under his arm ke a small basket, but when
he stepped Into the kitchen he did not have
A1 We begged him to tell ua whal he car-
ried, but he only siald he did not have any-
thing. Well, we knew beller, but did not
ask him again,

The next morning when mamma went to
feed the chickens, and ax she opened the
floor of the ehicken house out marched Mr,
Turkey with the rest of the clickens

When mamma came Into the house she
told us what the bundle wan that papa car-
rled under his arm the night before,

We called him Smarty, and evory time wa
want into the yard and called him he would
come, no mattéer where he was.

About two days bdefore Thanksgiving
Bmarty was gone. We hunted and hunted,
but Bmarty was fiowhere to ba found. We
had to glve up having a turkey for dinner.

The day alter Thankegiving Mr. Smarty
wan soen coming Into the yard holding his
head so proud as if to say, “1 know Thanks-
Fiving is past and 1 am coming home
again," 'We will take botter care of him
next Thanksgiving.

——

The Dog's Dance
Prudence Wintersteen, Aged 7 Yoars, 706
W. Miilltary Ave., Fremont, Neb. Red.
Onoce upon a tme there was & town called
Dogtown, The houses were made of wood
and mud, and each had two rooms. Well,
once a litle dog wanted to have a dancing
party, but the father swid, "Walt and have

It Hallowe'en nlght."

But the little girl sald, “Papa, 1 can't
wait 'till SBaturday, it Is oo long."

“But you will have to wait anyhow,"
repeated the father,

Ho the lttle girl went to bed angry. In
ths morning she sald, “Papa, may I have
Jack lanterns for decoratlions and have
ghosta.”

“Yes," sald the father, “that is why I
wanted you to walt."

S0 she went to the dogs' publie schoo)
very happy.

That npight after school she msald, “May

2121 Boules
ed,

I writa the namea of the children,
mamma?”

“Yes," sald the mother.

Bo she wrole the following: "8port,

Dalsy, Nellle, 8ir W., Sus L., Rags, Fldo,
Bpots, Buttons, Dora, Toots, Billy and
Bertha.

Well, at last Baturday oame and they
were all there.

Sir W. danced 5o hard he fell down. The
;a(reshmenu were cream, potatoes and
Iried chicken.

Two Short Stories

Dy Eleanor Mellor, ex-Queen, A
Years, Malvern, IE. Blue. 4. 3%

Dorothy was a very pretiy child, but not
very agreeable to have around. She knew
she was pretty, but did not care about the
way she acted.

Ons day her mother had callers and
Dorothy was very annoying to her other,
80 sha sent Dorothy o her room. Dorothy
felt very ashamed of herself.

After awhile Dorothy's mother came up
and told her that no matter how she
looked she Is always judged by the way
she acts,

Dorothy remembered what her mother
told her, and now all of Dorethy's play-
mates think she is very nice,

Clurley Wright was a poor boy and had
to earn his living by selling newspapers.,
He had always wished he had a bioycle,
and tried hard to get it He would watch
the boys as they came to and from school
on thelr bleycles and wish that he too had
one. But he no longer thought of the
bleycle but kept on selling papers.

Ho had now almost seventy-five cents,
but he knew that that Mttle sum would not
buy a bloyele, Just then a little child hap-
pened to run across the street and stopped
in front of a coming street car.

It's mother was not walching It so
Charley jumped In front of the car and
saved the child just In time. The mother
had just missed it and saw Charley pick
the chlid up. Bhe called Charley across
the street and gave him his reward of five
dollurs. Charley thanked the lady and
wenl home and took the money hs had
saved In his bank, which was only 60 cents,
und put all of it togeither and got a4 sedond-
hand bleycle,

Charley ls now 8 messenger boy in the
elty of Chleago.

Two Boys’ ‘Adventure with
Indians

By Rena N, Mead, Aged 12 Years, Blalr,
Neb, Hilue

John and Harry lved ln the west before
the civil war. Thelr father was a brave
trapper. There weore many Indlans near,
but. the boys wers not afrald,

Thelr home Iny near & oreek, whera the
boys went flshing, and good fishiers they
were, too,

One day, as John and Harry sat flahing,
they saw about o dozen Indlans rlding
toward them. ‘They could not run because
the Indians would overtake them befors
they reached home, so they hid In the
bushels. But the Indlans had seen them.
The Indlans came up and stopped to fish.
They seemed friendly. Presontly the boya
found themselves In the grip of two In-
dians. The Indians put them on two horss's
backs. The Indians then started back at
breakneck pace for fear somebody would
discover them. The boys fell off In the
mud once or twice, pretending they did not
know how Lo ride. They dropped thelr

linea and bobbera se they could be traced.
At dinner timoe they were  discoversd
misaing. ‘Thelr father and nelghbhors soon

slarted after them. 1t wan not very hard
o follow them because of the tracks the
horses made In the mud.

They found them the next day whils the
Indlans were eamping, They killed two ot
them, but the others ran, leaving the boys
belilnd.

The boys wore itaken homea to thelr
mother, but now they have a big story Lo
tell the other boys,

Kittie and Little Brother

By Margaret MceCormuck, Aged T Years,
222 South Thirty -second Etreet, Omaha,

baet)

Neb, Blue.
My mother went out (o sve grandpa, wha
wia wick, and fook my litlle 2-vear-old

brother with her. While thore ho played
with the cat, and whoen he started homae he
asked grandma to give him the cat, so sha
gave It to him, and mother brought It
home In a baeket When little brother
was eltting on the floor playing with the
cat ke though Its tull looked too long and
he went and got a large nall and asked

mother to nall the tall up on the cat's
back, #0 he wounldn't step on It. Mother
tald that would be cruel and would kil
poor kitly

—

Jeanette’s Lesson
By Loulse Bliles, Aged 13 Yoars,
Neb. Blue,

The Lawrences tived on a lnrge farm
near the village of Newbury., About once
0 week Mr, and Mre. Lawrence went to
town to buy groceries, dry goods or any-
thing they happensd to nesd. Joanstle,
thelr only child, a girl of 11 years, wua
gonerally allowed to mecompany them, but
on one occasion they were In a hurry, so
she was left at home with Mary, a girl
who worked for themn. Jeanette was med-
dlesome and always wanted to see what
was In everything. When Mary finished
her work she went to her room to do sotie
mending and Jeanette was left nlone, First
sha tried to amuse herself with o book,
but being unsucvessful in s, she took an
apple and went out doors to the swing.
After a few hours her parents came home
and while her husband unharnessed the
horses Mrs. Lawrence took her purchascs
Into the house and putting them upon =
high shelf, went in search of Mary, Jeun-
ette followed her mother in the houss and
when her mother left the room she pushed
a4 chalr near the shelf and climbed upon It
Her mother had rpomised to bring her
some ¢andy and she saw a prokage whioh
she thought contained (t. Bhe carefully
pulled It to the edge of the shelf and
stamed to untle the string, when the chair
slipped and down she fell, not muoch hurt
except for a sudden prickllng In bher eyes,
Bhe gave a sudden scream which brought
her mother and Mary to the rescus Mary
ploked up the package which had fallen
from the shelf, Its contents belng plentl-
fully sprinkled over Jeanette, in her eyes
included, and which contained, not candy,
but ground red peppers, while Mra. Law-
rence washed the peppers from Jeanstio's
eyes, I think this cured Jeaneite of med-
dling, especlally as she was pot allowed
to have auy candy.

A Thanksgiving Turkey

By Pearl Maupin, Aged 18 Years, 2016 North
Twenty-101 m:!.' A;t::;ue. Omaha,
ob, K

Once upon a time, not so very long ago,
thera lved a famlily of five children wnd
thelr parents, who were very poor. They
lived in an old famlily shanty of two rooms.
This family had no elothing to wear only
what people gave them. It was just four
more days tll Thanksgiving, but these peo-
ple did pot expect to get anything extra
good to eat, for they had no money (o
buy it with.

Welli Thanksglving came at Jeast: and
what do you suppose happened. Home 1t-
tlo girls brought them a blg turkey, and
they were so thankful over It that they
Invited the Ilittle girls over to eat with
them. They all bhad a plessant Thanks-
giving day.

Petty and Teddy

By Emills Brown, Aged 10 Years, 2202

Boulevard Avenue, Omahu, Neb. Red.

One day when piepa came home for dinner
he brought mae two lttle goslings, They
wera only one week old and the funiest
little things you ever saw. I called them
Petty and Teddy. Pretty soon they got to
know thelr names, and when 1 caull them
thay will come, no mutter whore they are.
They have feathers now and are hlg.

Mammn sald wa wero golng tG have them
for Thanksgiving dinner, but I bhet sha
don't get them, because I am going to tell
them aull gsbout Thankaglving, and tell them
to run away for a few days so they will
not get killed for our Thankegiving dinner.

Little Eleanor's Surprise

Marle Mittendorfl, Aged 12 Yeara, 915
Bast Avenue, York, Neb, Red,

Elennor wus sitting In the big chalr by
har mamma crying

“Whut are you crying for,
gald her mother

“(1, only becauss we are not golng to
grandpa’s farm Thanksglving.” sald Elea-
nor,

Nothing else was sald in regard to It until
a day before Thanksgiving, when a letter
came from her grandma, but Eleanor's
mother would not let her read It

Eleanor woke up Thanksgiving morning
fecllng almost heartbroken, As Eleanor
was dressing for dinner sho heard & bus
drive up near her houss, but did not pay
any uttenmtion to It, think'ng It Wiy driving
up to a nelghbior's house, until she hoard &
dear familiar volee calling, "Elennor!” Bhe
waa then happy, for her dear grandma,
grandpa and auntle had come Lo spend the
day with her Instead.

Lyona,

By

my child?"

F

"I love
M“V gtudy every day;
And sometime 1n

musgic practice,

the future |
I'11 Know just how

That thouth I'm mtti

on the

My voxe will reach




