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OW THAT vacation is here, all the little Busy Bees will be seeing and
dolng new things, and so each should have some experiences of his

own to tell about,
able to give & good description
for most of us, more [mportant,

Why not all try it thls week?
stories about about something that you've been doing lately,

Stories that we make up are interesting, but to be

of pomething we have seen or done ls,
Bend In
about your

echool plenles and how it feo}! to have no school, and every day like S8aturday.
Then I am gureé we are all Interssted In each others' pets; would like to hear

about them and their tricks.

The prizes this week g0 to two who have described
The prize winners are Sadle B. Finch, who tells of

they have had recently.

gome experiences

a trip to Mexico; Emerson Kokjer, who tells what he sometimes sees in the

clouds, and Jeannette Miller, who tells
horse.

how she thinks life looks to a wise

Madge Danlels of Ord, who formerly was a Busy Bes who contributed
many interesting stories to our page, has been visiting another former Busy
Bes, Gall Howard, in Omaha. The editor was sorry to miss them when they

oalled at the office.

L

Any of the Busy Beea may send cards to anyone whose name {8 on the
Posteard Exchange, which now Includes:

Jean De Long, Alnsworth, Nueb,

Irane McoCoy, Barnston, Neb,
1lan Mervin, Beaver City, Neb,
abel Witt, Bernington, Neb,

Anna Gottsch, Bannington, Neb.

Minnis l’htu:h, Biimnlh“{‘“ﬁ Neb.

Agnhes Dampko, nson, Neb.

Marle Gallagher, Benkelmag, Neb. (Box 1),

J4a May, Central City, NeB,

Vora ‘:ﬁﬂﬂ!‘\'. Creighton, Néb,

Louts Hahn, David City, Ngb.

Rhea Freidell, Dorchester, Neb.

Aleds Banneit, Elgin, Neb,

Eunice Bpde, Falls mt{. Neb.

Ethel Reed, Fremant, Neb,

Hulda Luandburg, Fremont, Neb,

Har!un Capps, Gibsan, Neb, :
arguerits Bartholomew, Gothenbhurg, Neb,

Anna Voss, 47 West Charlea strest, Grand
Island, Neb

Li—du Roth, 006 West Koonlg street, Grand
sland, Neb,

Blia Voass, 407 West Charles street, Grand
Inland, Neb.

Irens | Costello, 1156 West KFighth »street,
Grand Inland, Neb,

Jostla Crawford, 44 West Charlea sireet,

rand Island, Neb,
auline hulte, Deadwood, 8. D,
a Murphy, 823 Enast Ninth street,
rand Islanrd, Neb,
Hoster ¥, Ruti, Leshais, Neb,
Alles Temple, Lexinglon, Neb.
Annn Nellson, Lexihmton, Nab,
BEdythe Krelts, Laxington, Neb.
Allce Gragrmayer, 1Mé C mstreet, Lincoin.
Marian Hamllton, 2000 L sireet, Lincoln,
rene Disher, 3080 L, street, Linooln,
Hughle Disher, 280 L street, Lincoln,
Linooln,
Mildred Jensen, 708 East Second streat,
Helen Johnson, 34 South Seventesnth
ftrest, Linocoln,
Linooln.
Loulsa Stiles, Lyons, Neb,
fiton Belger, Nebraska City, Neh;
Harry Crawford, Nebraska City, Neb,
uclle Hazen, Norfolk Nﬂ"
Helen Reynolds, Norfolk ®
Sixth
Emms Marguardt, Fifth street and Madi-
non avenue, j\'orfolu. Nehb
. Jol
Willlam  Davis, lﬂ' West Third street,
North Piatte, Neb,
wue, Omaha. k
Frances Johnwon, 8838 North Twenty-fifth
Marguerite Johnson, #3 North Twenty-
fifth avenus, Omah
Helon  Goodrich, 4010 Nicholas street,
Omaha.
Eva Hendas, 4 Dodge street, Omaha,
Lilllan Wirt, 4158 © wtroot, Omaha.
Jusnita Innes, Fort street, Omalha,
Bamsett Ruf, 1514 Binnev street, Omaha.

Hugh Rutt, Lashara, Nab,
Ruth Temple, Lexington. Nab.
Marjorle Templs, Lexington, Nab.
sle Hamilton, 9080 L, street, Lincoin.
Charlotta Boggs, 227 South Fifteenth strest,
Fremont, Neb,
Althea Myers, 24 North Sixteenth street,
atells McoDonald, Lyons, Neb,
arvey Crawford, Nebraska City, Nab,
L?;?k. #:&kln. Bouth hitrul. Nor-
Genevieve M North Loup, Neh,
Loulea Raabe, 268 North Nineteenth ave-
pyenues, Omahi,
Emile Brown, 2022 B:t'alwnrd_ Omaha,
Mary Brown, 22 Boulevard, Omaha,
Lewin Poff, 5116 Fr lin sireet, Omaha,
Meyer Cohn, M6 Georgla avenue, Omaha.

Helen F. Douglas, 1081 G street, Lincoin,
Adn Morris, 844 Frankiin sireet, Omaha.
Myrile Jenwen, 2000 Izard street, Omahsa.
Orrin Fisher, 1510 8 Eleventh 8L, Omaha,
Mildred Wrlckson, 700 Hownard 8t Omaha.
Ownear Erickson, 3007 Howard <81, Omaha.
Gall Howard, 4182 Capitol avenue, Omaha
Helen Houck. 163 Lothrop strest, Omahe.
Hmerson Goodrich, 4010 Nicholas, Omaha.
Mauriee Johnson, 1027 Locust 8t., Omuha.
Leon Carson, 1134 North Fortleth, Omiha
Wiima Hownard. 472 Capltol avenus, Omaha
Hilah Fisher, 1210 Sputh Eleventh, Omaha.
Mildred Jensen, 1707 Leavenworth, Omaha.
Fdna Heden, 1788 Chicago sireet, Omana.

Mabel Shelfslt, 4814 North Twanty-fifth
street, Omaha.
Waltet Johnson, 2408 North Twentioth
street, Omahn.

Emma Carruthers, 3211 North Twenty-fifth

street, Omaha.
Leonora Denison, The Alblon, Tenth and
Facitic streets, Omaha.

Mue Hammond, O'Neiil, Neb.
Madge L, Danlels, Ord, Neb.
Zoln Beddeo, Orleans, Neb,

Arnes Rlohmond, Orleans, Neb.

Murle Fleming, Osceola, Neb, .

Lotta Woodws, Pawnee City, Neb.

Farl Perkinn, Reddington, Neb.

Fdna Enls, Btlanton, Nab,

Lena Petarson, 211 Locust 81, E, Omaha.
Ina Carney, Sutton, Clay county, Nebraska.
Clara Miller, Utlca, Neab,
Mitdred F. Jones. North
Altla Wilken, Waco, Neb
Lo Beckord, Waco, Neb,
Mnae Grunke, West Polnt,
Klaio Stasny, Wilber, Neb.
Fredorick Ware, Wineside,
Pauline Parks, York, Neb,
Edna Behling, York, Neb.
Mary Frederick, York, Neb.

Carrie B. Bartlett, Fontanalle, I

Irene Reynolds, Little Sloux, Ia.

Ethael Mutholland, Box 71, Malvern, Ia
Eleanor Mellor, Malvern, la.

Kuatherine Mellor, Malvern, In

Ruth Robertson, Manilla, Ia.

Margaret B, Witherow, Thurman, Ia
Bertha MeHvoy, R. F. D, §, Box 25, MiIs-
wouri Valley, Ta.

l{om-v L. Workinger, 2062 W. Huron street,

Loup, Neb.

Neab,

Neh,

Chlcago.
Adlena BSorry, Monarch, Wyo.,, Box &
Fred Sorry, Monarch, Wyo.
Pearl ‘Barron, Monarch, Wyo.
John Barron, Monarch, w‘io;n,
Edith Amend, Sheridan, Wyo.
Pauline Squirs, Grand, Okl
¥red Shalley, 20 Troup
Clty, Mo.
Mary Mclintosh, Sidney, Neb.
Nellle Diedrick, Sidney, Neb,
Euniee Wright, 33 North Logan
Fremont, Neb.
Carol Bimpson, Wilber, Nab,
Phyllls Haag, 632 West Seventeenth street,
York, Neb,

‘street, Kansas

street,

Macile Moore, Sllver City, Ia.

Mabel Houston, 3018 herman avenue,
Omaha. >

Dorothy Tolleson, 848 North Thirty-slghth
street. Omaha,

Mabel Baker, Lander, Wyo,

Corinne Alllson Robertson, Wilher, Nebh.
Ellzabeth Wright, 1322 Bouth Thirty-fifth
avenue, Omaha.

Marfon . Staples, 1313 South Thirty-first
street, Omnha.

—

Tommy, a Prisoner

BY MAUD WALKER.

OMMY had been so very happy
wll his life. He had never
known restraint. Ever since he
was 8 montha old he had
done for himself, lived by his
own wits, so o speak. He had
never done a day's work; nor had he
worked of pights, ¢lther unless hunting for
an occamlonal mouse could be called work
And he only Indulged In that as a pastime,

Tommy was a cat, and at the time of
this _story was in his first year, being
about 10 months old, He was fine and
strong for his age, apd feared nothing
larger or amaller than a dog. And often
he gave a stray canine A good chase,
though In his heart he feared the fellow
at whose heele ho ran In all his pretended
bravery, and had Mr. Canine turhed on
bhim he would have gone up & tree or
mounted an alley fence wilh the .greatest
agllity.

But one day' & boy entered the alley where
Tommy had paesed his care-free life.
Now, & boy was not a new thing to the
alley In quenstion, for often he came there
in great numbers, throwing astonhes at

Tommy and at Tommy's friends. But this

particular bay (but J shall spell him with
A capital “B'"), happened to take a fancy
to Tommy and decided he wanted him. K Bo
he brought with him & nlee bit of meat
with which to tempt Tommy.

But Tommy wias not so easily led Into
captivity. He had been wild and freq all
his [ife, and kunew from the promptings of
Nature how to guard himself sgalnst his
shamise. When the boy began making
gvertures to him by offering the bit of
meal—a delicacy In *Tommy's mipd—
Tommy kept his distance and looked the
boy over with sharp, questloning eyes,
“You have some object in coaxing me,"” hs
thought.

But & day eame when Tommy fell through
appetite. The bit of mest was 8o tempt-
ingly placed for him that he slowly ad-
vanced toward it. The boy stood a sate
distance off. Tommy got near shough to
the meat 1o grasp It between his paws,
Then, meat In mouth, he fled down the
slley. Bome distance off, he turned Lo take
8 poep at tha boy. The fellow wtood smil-
ing at him, poy venturing to follow, Then
it wap that Tommy was decelved Evi-
dently the boy had no evil motive in bring-
jog him the meat. Tommy ate the tender
moreel greedily., and wiah for more. The
boy knew he would, apd so he brought a
plece again the following dey. And Tommy
was thers walting for him.

On the third day, Tommy became quile
good friends with the boy. He had grown
to trust him, for not once had the bhoy trisd
to lay hand on him. but would place the
meat on the ground and walk away, leave
ing |t for Tommy to gat. On the third day,
however, the boy sat down on the ground
and held the meat out to Tommy, saying in
& friendiy voloe:

“Kity, kity, kitty, come eat the meat!
Coine, kitty!"”

Tommy approached cautiously. When &
few feot off, ke sat down and waiched

the boy who still held the meat out to him.
Tha smell of the tempting food was tod
much for Tommy. He went towards I, &
few ateps &t n time, and soon put out his
paw for it, The boy let him have it, for It
was only & bite, But hardly had had
Tommy devoured the meat when the boy
produced another plece. This he held out
to the hungry Tommy nlso. It was the
temptation which cost Tommy his freedom,
This times, Tommy was not in the least
afrald. He walked deliberately up to the
boy's hand, took the meat from it and be-
gan to eat It, sitting dewn. Then the boy
grabbed him in his hunds and before the
now frighfened cat could realise what was
happeningl he was thrust into o dark, tight
bag and carried off.

No boy or girl can realige the fright and
anxlety of Tommy a&s he WS carred away
from his fallen home. He fought In vain,
seritohing and biting with all his might.
But only the feslingless cioth bag felt his
force. His claws hever once went through
e the monster boy who walked Inlsursiy
along with him In the ugly, uncomfortable
bag.

On reaching & certaln street the Boy got
on & street car, explaining to ths con-
dyctor that he had & '‘fine, bLig tom ocet
In the bag” and that he was taking him
to hid uncle's farm at the outskirts of the
town.

Once outside the town the Boy got off
the car and took Tommy to his new home,.
a funny old-fashloned log house, where an
old bachelar lived.

Tommy was let out of the bag Into s
chogriess room with closed doors and win-
dows. "Weo'll keep him abut In for a

L]

And dropped & worm, from out
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The Robin’s Patriotism

Ope day, a mother Robin,

Aat high oh the Ilmb of & tree.
Watehing her litile ones on their nest
"Till their father should come to tea.
"Dun't fret, my dears,” wald the mother

.,

"Your father will svon be here,
And he will bring & big. fat worm,

To feed his children dear.”

"D, here hes comes: Cheer up, cheer up—
He always bringe good cheer—

Alas, today he looks aulte sad;
Ha has had poor luek, 1 fear.”

Now Robin bivd flew into the house,
As fast as he was able, L]
his hill,
Upon the well sct table.

"Hye that, dear wife, to the babies,
It in all that I have "till 1omorrow,
T've had another squabbile
With that sauey KEnglish Bparrow.'

“If that fellow can't mind his own affairs
And keep away from our home,

I'll etinwe Dim farther than cver beforp—
As far as the Torrid Zone."

“I'm a peaceablles bird, you know that, my

BAr,
But I'll fight for Lthe babes and you;

And to wee that Eparrow come fiying noar,
Makes mo feel most awfully blus'’

"Boine time, when wo both njight be uwu'-"

Away In search of a bug—
We'll come baek here and find In our nest
That Sparrow as snug as & rug.’”’

"1U's our house, my dedr; we bullt It
With the greatest of loving care;

And we won't have any RBparrowh 4
Troubling the bables there*

Thus In anger spoke Father Robin.
But his wife replied with ghes,

"Uheer up, my deat, cheer up. chasr up,
Ches chee! Chea chee! (Chee chee!l

YJust Inok at this, 1 found N today,
“Twasr on the ERround out thejie;

1 brought It home and ! 1d it
With the very greatest gare.

“A little hoy had left it--
Toft It for us, I'm wure;
And after this, that Sparrow
Will trouble us no more,

“"He will not dare when he sees this,

To come near s, nor hl‘!ﬁ
Chee ohee! Look here!” he placed on
the nest

A tiny Ameriean fag
Malvern, Ia. EVA CHILD HEAD.
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(Seoond Prize.)

The Clouds

By Emerson Kokjer, A:Fd 11 Years, Clarks,
Neb, Red Side,

I think it Is very interesting to wateh the
shapes and forms of the clouds and 1
would advise children who have nothing to
do on Sunday, or any other day, to walch
them.

I think tho white clouds are the pretticst
and make the prettiest formas,

1 have seen clouds that looked llke hornes,
bears, ships and other Interesting things.
One day when I was watching the colouds
they changed to horses and men. The first
thing I knew the horses were running &
race, One horse was nearly to the stopping
place, with the others some feet behind,
when a polar bear jumped out and killed It,
80 that was the end of the race.

Another time I saw a steamboat pushing
& barge up the river, but It suddenly dis-
appeared and I did not see It any more,

(Honorable Mentlon.)

A Rainy Day Story

By Jeannstie Mlier, Aged 13 Yoears, Falr-
mont, Neb. Hlue Hide.

it was & rainy day. The rain drops were
pattering softly on the barn roof. Inslde
the horses stood in the stalls wishing to go
out to the pasture and many Lpstient
whinnies sounded from there. 1In oue stall
stood an old horse. The lght streaming
through a window showed very plainly his
beuutiful gray coat and long mane. He
still held his head very high, as If to say,
“I'm not going to give up even If & good
many years have pansed over my head,"

Al Bn impatient whinny sounded from the
nelghboring swil the gray horss looked
over. “"How-do-you-do, my friend," he sald
10 the impatient sorrell horse who stood
frinking about as much as the limited room
of the stall would permit, "What do you
think of this weather."

“It's not & bit nlee,' replied the other,
“Oh, It 1 were only out In the pasture
where 1 could run and frisk about, or even
hauling & wagon or buggy would be better
than standing here.”

"“Oh, but wee,'" answered hls wise com-
panion, “If there were no raine there would
be no fine green pasiures; the brooks would
all dry up and the roads would be so dusty

RULES FOR YOUNG WRITERS

side of the
papes GAly And Rumber ihe pagen:

§. Use pen‘and lnk, not pencil

R50 words.
4. Original wtories or letters
will be used. -y
8, Write your mam and ad-
Wnn-u’ntll.‘mm
Fizrst and pscond prises of hooks
will be given for the best two con-
tributions to this page sach week.
Addrens all communications to
ORILDEBEN'S DEPARTMENT,
Omabsa Boee.

it would be terrible to haul a vehicle, it
would be so dusty. Oh, there are lota of
things worse than rainydays. 1 began
finding that out Wwhen I was young and
frisky like you.'

“Oh, please tell me a astory, just to make
the time fly, someéthing thut has really hap-
pened,”” begged the young horse.

“Well, then I will tell you one about
myself, for thon I will be perectly sure
it will be quite true

“When 1 was very young I belonged to a
herd. We roamed all over the plains, going
north in summer and returning south when
It grew too cold to stay longer there.

“One day when we were grazing a few
of us got separated from the rest, Most
were on one side of & hill, but five (1 was
among them) were on the other side.
Boon the herd had gone on and left just us.

“We stayed until almost noon, not know-
ing that the rest had gone on.

“Toward the middle of the afternoon wa
saw clouds of smoke curling up towards
the sky, aAand as they came nearer, we
could ses the red flames darting among the
densa cloud of black smoke. We were
much frightened and started to run, The
fire was very hot and we could feel It
even at that distance. We ran on and on;
we crossed a river, and aa the fire came
to the bank It stopped, but the fulling
sparks soon caught the grass on the other
side.

YIt was gelting very near a sottlement
now. Farmers ran out from the farm

while,” sald the Boy's uncle.
you find him? He's & dandy.”

Got him In the alley back of our
house,”” explained the Boy. I have had
my eye on him for dsys. Got him by
coaxing with meat. He's a pure Maltese.'

“Yep, he's a fine one,’ sald the uncle.
1"l keep him In the cellar or the wood
house till he's accurtomed to the place,”

And then poor Tommy's Imprisonment
began. For days he was kept in the wood
house; of nights he was kept in the cellar.
And had not It been for the mice that In-
fested the latter place poor Tommy's life
would have besn one long day and night
of misery. But he delighted In catching
mice and socon had cleared the cellar of
the little pests

But his joneliness was on him and he
longed and longed for the oid life in the
town alley. Ah, there he lived! And all
day long he sat mourning over his lost
bappiness, But a day came whan f(ree-
dom was given him once more ‘lHe had
bean & prisoner for threa weeks, and the
farmer master sald to himself: “He's &
fixture hera now. Ha's been wWell treated
and well fed and you couldn't drive him
away with s club, A cat knows when he's
well off; and such & mouser he Is! Ah.
he's worth his board and keep, all right.”

“Where 4id

TOMMY WAS LET OUT OF THE B

4

AG INTQO A CHEERLESS ROOM.

— ]

But the old uncle 4ld not reckon on this
especial cat. As soon an Tommy smelt the
alr of freedom he began to plan on get-
ting back to his old haunts. But he was
too sendible to give signs of his desirs to
his master. He had been taught many
lessona during his capture and imprison-
ment. He behaved in the most satisfled
manner on the duy of his liberation and
went about the yurd and stable as though
enjoying the new scenesd very much. But
s s00n as the night set In he watched for
an opportunity to give the furm the alip,
The old uncle called to him and put him
in the woodshed, Lut left the door open so
that he might go and come at will. On
the floor the old man threw o mat for
Tommy 10 gleep on, Healde it he placed a
plate of sweet milk, He meant to treat
Tommy kindly., But Tomtmy could not be
happy In that place no matter how much
he was inddlged,

About # o'clock, and while the master
war snoring away In his litle attle room
urder the  .sloping roof, Tommy arept
stealthily from 1he woodshed and hurrisd
toward the open road. Somehow Instingt
told him the direction he should go, for he
turned toward the town which was only &
mile distant from the farm houme.

11 did not take Tommy long to rench the
home of his happy days. Unce In town he
found tha old beloved alley without the
Ioast bit of trouble. But only one short,
sweel hour did he allow himself 1o linger
there, for he knew that with the day the
Boy would see |im, and that all sorts of
devices would oe employed 10 recapture
him, Ba he walked up and down the alley
for a hrief and happy hour, then he went
far, far from his old haunts. But he found
ns matisfactory a place, for he wandered
down on the river front among the great
wharves and warehouscs, and there he he-
¢ama Lhe best known coat of the vielnity
Men would point him out and gay: *'Fee
that great Maltese Tom? He's (ha finest
f=llow on the river, He belopgs 19 overy
one and o no one, for we all feel a deop
interest In him, yeot not one of U has ever

been atle to lay handa on tim. He's &
sort of privileged character. He comes and
goes ot hia own aweel wlll, evervhbpdy
throwing grub 1o him, yet nobody Suring
o Ly o cupture him."™

Aud o the end of hin lfe Tommy neves
furgot his peviod of captivity, and he
profited by the lessons he had learned,

"Fveryvbody has sn oblect In handling you
trmpting bits,”" he would say to himscll
“Be Ity wWise 1o be on your guard, and o
look twice befure you lesp onve. Keep an
exe on decelvers, say L. And In so duing
you keep your lberyy."

Sadie D Tinch as a Sengrita —

(First Prige.)

By Badie B. Finch, Aged 18 Years, 2016
Fourth Avenue. Koarney, Neb. Blue,
The trip to Mexico Is made dally from
BEan Dlego, Cal. The traln conslsts of threa
curs, two of which are open and one closed,
Leaving San Diego at § o'clock we travel
fur some distance along the ocean, Wa
then go Into smaooth, grassy plains and see

lovely orange and lemon groves,

We hlVe a competent gulde, who is jolly
and explanatory. Wo go through Natlonal
Clty, which s In the heirt of the lemon
and olive belt. Then we passa though two
or threa little towns. The gulde polnts
out to us the last school house in the
Unlted Blgtes, In a few moments we come
in aight of the custom house, We are now
loRded Into tally-hos, which take us across
the Ti Juana river, The water is not deep,
50 we do not mind fording it. As the
wagons pass through the river and stly up
the =and tha water appears (o be full of
gold dust and glitters and sparkles beautl-
fully, Our party Is o large one and it
takes four tally-hos, each drawn by four
horses, to take us across to TI Juana,

It Is & nlee warm morning and we are en-
Jjoying the sunshine, birds and flowers,
though It Is the 224 of January. Now we
all get out at T! Juana and the Mexlcans
are remdy to welcome us, Knowing we all

&

will purchase more or leas of thelr wares.

Each person Is allowed $1 worth of goods
without having to pay duty. I bought a
Benutiful green Mexican hand-made rug,
almo o Mexican hat. As I alveady had my
dollar's worth, 1 persusaded & man who only
had & quarter's worth to carry my hat
through the custom houss for me. In pass-
ing through we get in line and they exam-
Ine our pockets, purses and packages.
Those having mare than a dollar's worth
pay from 3 to 70 per cont duty, A gentle-
man from Denver pald 2.0 duty on a
rmall Image.

We had our plctures taken as Meoxlcans,
and a number of us sampied a Spanish
lunch, hot tamales, elc,

Tia Junns has one lgng strect and & num-
ber of seattered hous Al the end of the
slreet Is a large areni in which they have
bull fights on “Bunddys' which 1 think is
wihoked, Heturnlng we stop at Natlonal
Clty for dinner and agaln board the irain
for Sweetlwatler dam, which (v a large treser-

voir contalning enough wauler to jrrigate
the surrounding <ountry for four years,
regardless of rains, Then back to San

Diego after having spent a delightful days
Calltornia hns many charmsa for me.
The groatest of all ia the grand old sea,
Hut deatr old Nebraska, I love |t best,
And my home and friends In the middie
west.
#

houses, They did everything they could
to stop it. and mfter & long fight the fire
was put out, but we were not there then.
Wo ran on for a long ways, and os we
passed a ranch some jcowboys came out.
They chased us, trylng to throw Lhelr
lassoes mbout us, but they did not succeed,
at least then,

“I'he snake holes were very numerous
there and very large. 1 stumbled [n one
of these, and as I fell, & lasso settled down
ubout me¢. The rest escaped.

“They took me te & ranch, My leg was
badly sprained from the fall and that kept
me qulet for a long time.

“One day, after 1 got all right, & man
cameo and put A saddle on me and got on
my back. I tried to thrgw him, but I
couldn't, so 1 decided 1 wouldn't make any
furs about It 1 heard the man say I was
one of the besl horses he had ever seon.
Another man spoke up and sald he was
going to give me to his deughter.

*“The next morning a littie girl came out
with the man who had sald I was to be
his daughter's, so I knew the girl was to
be my mistresa, Bhe named me Bob, After
that when she went to ride It was on my
back and we had the very beat of Limes.'

“One day 1 heard a man say: she was
golng away to school. Bhe came and sald
good-bye to me, and after that I never
saw her again, for 1 was sold not long
afterwards. 1 have changed masieérs maty
times, but I shall not forget my litlle
mistress. It was not fun that day on the
hot prairie, with the (ire chasing me, but
I think that is one of the rainy days In
my life that made the flowers bloom."

The sun came out then and It had quit
ralning. The farmer came and let them
g0 out to the pasture, all green and fresh
after the raln,

Memorial Day

By Ruth Kirchstein, Agen 11 Years, 360
Grand Avenue, Omaha, Neb. Red Bide,
Memorial dsy, oh Ntmowl day

Always comes with the 30th of May!
And our hearts do naturally swell with

r -
Fbrp the brave soldlérs that heroleally
dl

Oh soldiers! If only you could see
The love, the pride, and the liberty
with which we do sorrow, with which we
do play
¥or those that once fought and dicd
in the fray,
Of ocourse we love the victors best
That in their dark blue costumes wera
dresassed,
But the gray, that were on the southern

#ide,

Fill our hearts with love nlfxrrldu.
8o now we put on the ¥th o ay
(Which s of course Memorial day,)

With loving hands, gariands gay,
©'sr those who once were In the fray.

——
By Russell Myers, Aged 1l Youre, ¥9 South

Thiriy-second Street. South Omaha.
Bide,

Onee w man had & dog named 8hep, He
beat Shep with a stick and kicked him and
was alwuys scoiding him,

Ona day Shep saw his master drownins.
His masier had on his best clothes. Bhep
Jumped (n and saved his master, but tore
his master's coat, His master beat and
seolded Bhep.

Another time Hhep saw a herd of prairie

wolves about to tread upon his master
Bhep ren to the resvues, but the wolves
camae after him., Shep's master escaped,

but the wolves killed and wie Shep.

His mastér then realiged what he had
done and forever after that if he saw o
dog he would eall out 1o bhim and pet i1,
but he could never forget Hueﬁ. The dogs
were scareéd of Shep's master when Shep
was allve, but now he was thefr best friond.

Ellison’s Curiosity

By Helen Crosy, Aged 14 Yewmrs, 2 From
Stree!, North Platie, Neb, Blue side
Elllson was & very restless boy. If he

saw something that he had never seen

before he would have to Knuw sll about it

how it was made, who made it and how
much it cost. Elilson's father had decided
o g0 1o New York and stay & monih, atd
80 he took Elllsoen with him He saw a
large bullding, and curious 1o know what
was on e lnside, he entered. When Lis

father found him he was on the fourth
story In a room with & little boy playing
with biocks, He found a bicycle and after
trying to ride 1, whichh he falled to do, he
left it lying in an old alley. One morning
as he came downstalrs from the hotel he
saw n room with a door open. There was
no one In the room and as usual Eilison
wanted to ses whit was in the room. It
contained u table, siove, chuirs, cupboard
and a few other articles, There was a cup
of custard on the table and so Hilison
drank It. He let out p yell that could be
heard two blocks away and dashed up-
stalrs, Hdé never poked his nose Into any-
thing aftar that. Because, you see¢, he had
swallowed n cupful of musatard.

““My Own Little Nancy Fanny
Topsy"

Hy Hagel Btanwood, Aged 12 Years, Seward,
Neob, Red Slde.

There was & whole Jot of llttle kittens
In the hay loft, but Agnes did nol know
It; but, of cvourse, she soon found it out.

There were four of the Kittens, but Agnes
could gnly have one; sp vhe pleked out one
of the ugljest of the four and named It

My INTEAL
Agnes kept 1y LIl I was & lkege
cat and had some kitiens of ite own

Uhe of the nelghbors told Agnes that alie
bad a puppy thit Agnes could have

Bhe went and got the puppy and brought

wn SNUnCy

Fanny Taopa)

It home In her armes
Agnos then put It in 4 box not far from
the cat's boax, but 1t cried for s mamma.
fuddenly the crying stopped and Agnes
went out to ®see wWhy, and what do vou
think she found?T The puppy was in the
box with "My Own Little Nancy Fas
Topay" aund her Kitlens,
—
Conundrums

gent by Darothy Darlow, Agcd 19 Years,

W& Bo. Bitn Bt, Omube. Lue side.

1. What s the differsnce beivpen a
young lady and R wide-awake lia

One has feoling=, the other has f«i

L What |s that which every living beit
has meen, but willl never see Bgain

Yenstarday.

3 If y¥ou suddenly asees & houso on fire
what three celebrated authors would you
name?

Dickens—Howitt<Rurns!

4 When may o man's pocket ba empty
and yel have zomething in It?

When It haes u holo In it

B What Is the Koynole to good manners?

B nhtural,

6. What do you call the ahip that car-
ries more passengers than ths Oread
Eastern?

Covrtshlp.

7. Why |ls an author the most wonder-
ful person In the world?

Because his tall (mle) came out of hia
head.

§. What |a that which will
dey and was tomerrow?

Today, of course.

9. What is put on the table and cul but
pever euten?

A pack of cards.

1. Which of tha four seasons
most Hterary?

Autumn, for then the leaves are turned,
and then aro red (read),

——
The Horse
Myrtle Slekkotter, Aged 10 Years,
Gretna, Neb, Blue Bide.

The horse Is & noble, useful animal. Let
me tell you a story about one. Once In o
street in Loadon an old sdldier was walking
along the nsidewalk, whan suddenly he
rtu'pped and looked for m some time at n
horse on the other side of the street. At
Iast he sald, "I know him, 1 know him,.
He is the horse 1 rode in war."

At the sound of the volos the horse rajyed
his heand and seemed to know Hhim, and
rubbed his nose ngainst the hand that
stroked him mso kindly. Then the soldier
put his hand into his pocket Wnd sald,
“Yen, ho shall have It, though it were
my last penny, 1 have enough to get him
& meal of oats,"

Then the soldler went away and soon re-
turned with the oats and let the animal eat
from his hand. He then went on his way,
saying to the driver, "Be good to him and
uss him weil"™

it wasm & beautiful alght, and it wasn't
& wonder that some of the little boye sald
“Hurrah,” when they saw the soldler's
k)ndm:n to his old friend, the horse.

Playing House Afire

By Blanche Dewhirst, Aged 10 Years, Nlok-
erson, Kan.

A little girl about 4 years old was walking
10 her grandma’s when ahe saw a little boy
about her size. The little boy asked her
10 play house afire

“[ don't know how,” sald the girl.

Y1 will show you then."

Then they went to a house and the littie
boy took paper and put fire on it then he
put the paper agalnst the houss so It would
burn tha house. "'Now run, and yell house
afire,’” sald the littis boy.

Afterward the police came and tooi the
children homa.

The fire was put out and 4ld not hurt
anything but when the chlidren got homes
they got spanked.

19

be yester-

ls the

By

The Life of a Little Sioux Girl

HEN I first saw her shs wWas
about 1 year old, enug and
happy on her mother's back

Unlike mont Indian bables of
her age, she was in¢lined to be
afn friendly when near as from o
distance. Usually the Ilittle brown baby
will smile at you from across the mission
chapael, but will scream with terror when
you would llke to hold It In your arms.

Amella Brown Wolf was more like a
white baby with white people and with
me was espacially friendly. Bhe had a 15
year-old pister in our school and on Sat-
urday would come with her father to taks
Julla home for the recreation period In the
aftérnoon. Then while walting for Julin,
Amella und I had our vislta and wa bhacams
¢hums, To iy great surprise one duy,
when I leaned down to glve my baby fricnd
a cookle, she thraw her arms around my
neck and "loved me' after the fashion of
our own white bables,

One Christmas night the while ladies
from the mission school went to the Christ-

mas tres for the “grown-ups'" in the log
house, known as the "gulld house” As
& customary, the men were on one side

of the bullding, the women on the olher,
all wented on the floor, We tuok our place
among the women and Amelin und I were
not long lu wpying esch other, she playing
prok-a-boo from behind her mother, first
from ono side, then the other, Qur eldury
ware making spesches which Amella and 1
rudely disregarded, sho too young and I
ignorant of Lthe language.

One day T was strolling among the camps
and my alttention was drawn 10 my baby
friend peeplong from the flapy of the tepee
door. Julla 1o tell us that Amelis
wanted to come to school and when she
was not quite & yewrs wes Rdmitted her
Julla brought her on SHaturdasy aftarnoon;
dressed In u freah, new callve frock, W
prefiy biue sunbonnet over the little black

ubed

brajds, & tiny shawl over her shoulders,
just like & big woman, Amella was very
proud, And when I gave her & blue ging-

\he unitorm for the lttle girle,
#he huad her own

ham apran,

#whie beamed with drlight

lovker, she learmed her pluce in the llne
when they murched to the dining room or
to the schogl room. In ihe latter she had
her slate and Jdesk, just like the other litiles
girls, In the dormilory she slept with Julla,
she wa perfectly lappy o school and
very apt not long in picking up a fTew Kng-
sl worde. BShe had her regular dutles
which she performed like a little woman,
dusting the chairs or helping o wips
knives and forks. In the sewing olaws, she
used 1o have difficuity in threading the
needle, and J can see her now, laboring
with 11, and looking up with a shy smile
it mhe thought 1| was observing her, AL

play, she made the oddest little rag dolis

and the most deliclous mud pies.

She was her father's pet, and on Satur-
days he would come for her during recres-
tion hours, bringing her safely back with
her bag of candips from the trader's store

Vacation came and wa went to our re-
spactive homes. The next year I spant at
home, but returned to the mission &t the
end of the year, I 'had been back but a
day or so when Amelia's mother brought
the lttie girl to welcome me, Then school
began, and Amelin was one of the first
puplis 0 appesr.

She wam very =mall for her age. our
school baby, we called her, our littla Merry
Sunsbine day by day, very affectionats,
fond of belng careased. Bhe would come
up to us, put up her lttle handa and say,
“Me, I like you."

An epidemic of whooping cough broke out
on the reservation, and we tried to koep

it from the school, for wo reallged (hat
tha Indian child with whooping cough
might quickly davolop tuberouloals, HBut our

afforts failed, and Amila was one of the
viotims of the disease. She was nol very
slek at first, but we watched her clomely.
The world over, & mother wunis her sick
Ones near her, w0 wa permitted the parsnts
10 takke Amelia home to thelr log houwes
In o lew days we want to pes our baby,
taking her some milk and cereals. To ovur
horror we soon saw that she was very lil
with pnéeumonia, burping with fever. But
¢he put up her litle, hot handa toward
me and smiled ko faintly while the mother
turned her hékd away and cried,

When we returned sgain to the school,
wo went Julls home to help the moihes,
Binee the child wus my pet 1 told Julia

#he must keep me Informed as 1o the com-
ditlon of the little patient, That was Satl-
urday., Very sarly Tuesday morning, belore

tha household waa astir, Mr, Brown Waolt
rang the doorball and asked for me |
callad ons of the large girls to interpre:

Amalla was dying. he told us, and he could

pcurcely aspeak for his grief. 'Lhough 1
knew there was pothing to be done, 1
wanie«d 10 go W her, my staunch little

The tather was golog to the truder's
miles further, to buy the coffin,

friend
store. twn

They have Lbelr peculiar customas, and
would stop for me upon his return, I war
ready when he came, and 1 rode with him

in the rickety llile old buggy. To the buck
he had tied the box contalning & lttle cas
kat. the bed for my poor little girl I
wWusd 4 Deautiful, bright spring morping. but
Gupr hearts woere sad. When we reached 1he

house the child had passed away,

I stayed with them an hour, and though
our lenguage and our custome dAiffercd
vastly, thers wss & strong, sad bond be-
tween us.

When we luld our baby away in the mis
mop cemetery, her little m‘nuullu.u’.. Y
tered wild flowers over the mound, and sa

we left Amelia Brown Woll. AV B
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