MLADINSKI LIST

MESECNIK ZA SLOVENSKO MLADINO V AMERIKI

JUVENILE
Monthly Magazine for the Young Slovenes in America. Published by Slov. Nat’l Benefit Society, 2657
S. Lawndale Ave., Chicago, Ill. Rates: Per year: $1.20, half year 60c; foreign countries per year $1.50

LETO X.—§t. 3. CHICAGO, ILL, MARC, 1931 VOL. X.—No. 3.

Mile Klopéié:
POMLADANSKA

(Prigodnica s pripisom)

IZ zemlje prvi zvonéek je pognal,

se ves vzravnal in zacingljal:
“Bim — br — bom — bom — br — bim —
mogoce Se drevje iz sna prebudim.”

Pa se je jablana vsa razcvetela,
l v solnce zarela in zaZzelela: ‘
D “O—da bi s cvetovi diSala do panja, D

da bi ¢ebele zbudila iz spanja.” ’

: Iz panjev &ebele so v rojih planile,
I medu se napile in se bodrile: i ’
\ “Nabirajmo med, da se zalozimo,

da bomo imeli sladkobe za zimo.”

; Se ¢lovek je sredi livade obstal,

| —solnce je toplo sijalo z nebi—

4 oziral se je in pri sebi dejal:

| “Zdaj je pa res Ze pomlad spet prisla.”

PRIPIS:

Ta ¢lovek bil je ucitelj. Iz mesta.

Ko se je vrnil domov, je Solarjem nalogo dal:
Napisite kaj o veseli in solnéni pomladi.

V zadnji klopi je Solaréek premisljeval:

Kaj naj napiSem? Do farme predolga je cesta.
V mestu pa ne poznamo pomladi. Pa bi jo radi.
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Katka Zupanéié:

KO SE ZDRAVJE VRACA

MAM]CA, glej,
na oknu je solnee, ki vabi me ven!
Ven, da naj grem?
Solncu povej,
da ven Se ne morem, ne smem.

Mamica, ¢uj,

na veji je pticek, ki klice me ven!
Ven, da naj grem?

Pti¢ek miruj,

ker ven Se ne morem, ne smem.

Mamica, ves,

v sobi je dolgéas, ki sili me ven!
Ven, da naj grem?

Kaj si pa cCeS,

ko ven Se ne morem, ne smem.

Mama, kaj ne,

pred hiSo je deca, ki hote me ven!
Ven, da naj grem?

Deca naj ve:

jaz ven Se ne morem, ne smem.
Mamica, daj,

ko solnce me bozaj, ko pti¢ek mi poj;
sedi tu sem,

z menoj se igraj,—

ra ven Se ne maram, ne grem.
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pricakovati, da pokloni
slovenskemu delavstvu e

veliko dobrega in lepega.

Tvan Jontez je delavec.
Zdaj Zivi v Clevelandu.
Star je 29 let in rojen
je bil na Gorenjskem. V
Zdruzene drzave je prisel
pred nekaj leti in takoj
je zacel pisati povesti in
druge stvari.

MILE KLOPCIC

Sotrudnika Mladin-
skega lista

Mile Klopéic je prole-
tarski pesnik in pisatelj
v steri domovini. Zdaj
Zivi v Ljubljani. Rodil
se je v Zagorju, kjer je
'njegov_ oce Se vedno ru-
dar. Star je okrog 25
let. Ker je Se mlad, je

IVAN JONTEZ
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Putka je Sla v mesto

(Srbska narodna pripovedka.)

SLA je putka v mesto, pa si je umazala nozice, stopila h grmu ter rekla:
“Grm, obrisi mi nogo!”

“Noctem,” je odgovoril grm,

“Noces? Le ¢akaj, grm zanikarni! Kozo poklicem, da te obgrizne. Hajd,
koza, pogrizi ta grm!”

“Nocem,” je rekla koza.

“NoceS? Le cakaj, koza zanikarna! Volka nad¢ujem nate, da te pozre. Hajd,
volk, pozri kozo!”

“Nocem,” je rekel volk.

“Kaj, no¢es? Le ¢akaj, volk zanikarni! Vasfane poklicem, da te pretepejo.
Halo, kmetje, prestejte volku kosti, pobijte ga!”

“Nocemo,” so rekli kmetje.

“Nocete? Cakajte, kmetje zanikarni! Ogenj pokli¢em, da vam uniéi vso vas.
Alo, ogenj, poZri vso vas!”.

“Nocem,” je rekel ogenj.

“NoceS? Le cakaj, ogenj zanikarni! Vodo pokli¢em, da te pogasi in zatre.
Hajd, voda, pogasi ogenj!”

“Nocem,” je rekla voda.

“Noces? Le ¢akaj, voda zanikarna! Konja poklicem, da te popije. Halo,
konj, popij vodo!”

“Nocem,” je rekel konj.

“Noces? Le cakaj, konj zanikarni! Sedlo poklicem, da te bo ozuljilo. Alo,
sedlo, sko¢i na konja in ga Zulji!”

“Nocem,” je reklo sedlo.

“Noces? Le ¢akaj, sedlo zanikarno! Misko poklicem, da te ogloda. Miska,
zglodaj sedlo!”

“Noc¢em,” je rekla miska.

“Noces? Le ¢akaj, miska zanikarna! Macko poklicem, da te pozre. Halo,
macka, pozri misko!”

“Nocem,” je rekla macka.

“Noces? Le cakaj, macka zanikarna! Psa pokli¢em, da te pograbi! Alo,
Pazi, ugrizni macko!”

Pes Pazi pa je rekel: “Bom! Jaz bom!”’

In je pes ugriznil macko.

In je macka ugriznila misko.

In je miSka zacela glodati sedlo.

In je sedlo zacelo zuljiti konja,

In je konj zacel vodo piti.

In je voda zacela gasiti ogenj.

In je ogenj zaZgal vas.

In so kmetje zamahnili po volku.

In je volk planil na kozo.

In je koza zacela muliti grm.

In je grm z vejico obrisal putki nozice, da je putka lahko §la v mesto.
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Anna P. Krasna:

ISOLARCKI

SAK dan mimo okna
-~ mali Solarcki hitijo,
L__l v dezju, v mrazu, v vihri, v snegu,
razigrani in glasni
H po strmem potu brzijo.
1‘ Gredo¢ med seboj brezskrbno kramljajo
o psi¢ku, o muci, o Soli in igri;
} ocetih, ki pod zemljo
: ¢érno bogastvo kopajo — —
’ Pa jih véasih ob oknu stoje opazujem,
se jim smejem veselo,
si obraze njih sveZe
v spominu vtisujem.
In vsak dan, ko se vradajo
D iz hrama ufenja—
nove ¢rte na slike Ze snete zaznamujem—
Ker, vsak dan, ko se vraéajo,
so njih obrazi resnejsi,
njih glasi srebrni—za spoznanje modrejsi.

¥

Katka Zupandi¢:
DZUNGLA

OKROG ognja kanibali pleSejo svoj ples;
vmes cviljenje, kri¢ in ropotanje,
da odmeva se v dzunglin les.

Dale¢ v globokem lesu se podi zverjad;

rjove, tuli: mo¢ grozi nemoci.
Za beZze¢im plenom dere glad.

Prav do rajajotih sega divji glas zveri;
nagci ropotajo, cepetajo,
le Se bolj krie, da strah jih ne mori.

Okrog ognja kanibali pleSejo svoj ples;

ni¢ strahu veé, le strasti gorijo:
Zmago Nnosi — — — jazz.

69
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Turgenjev:

Vrabec

VRACAL sem se z lova in stopal po vrtni stezi. Pes je tekel pred menoj.

Nenadoma je zaustavil korake ter se zacel plaziti, kakor bi bil zaéutil div-
Jacino pred seboj.

Pogledal sem po stezi in opazil majhnega vrabca. Se rumen je bil krog klju-
na in puh je imel na glavi. Padel je bil iz gnezda (veter je na mo¢ stresal breze
ob stezi) in je stal nepremi¢no. Slabotno je otepal s krili, ki so se mu Sele zacela
razvijati.

Moj pes se mu je pocasi blizal. Nenadoma je zletel z bliznjega grma star
¢rnogrudi vrabee in padel kot kamen tik pred njegov gobec. Ves nasrSen, hud, z
obupnim in Zalostnim ZivZavanjem je dvakrat skoéil proti psu, ki je zarezal s
svojim zobatim gobecem.

Prihitel je reSevat, prihitel je obvarovat svojega mladi¢a, a po vsem svojem
telescu je ves trepetal od strahu, glas mu je bil ves slaboten in tih. Zamrl je,
sebe samega je Zrtvoval!

Kaksna velika poSast mu je bil videti moj pes! In vendar ni mogel ostati
na visoki varni vejici . . . Sila, mo¢nejSa od njegove volje, ga je pognala z veje.

Moj pes se je ustavil, odrevenel . . . Jasno mu je bilo, da je tudi on razumel
in ocenil to silo.

Hitro sem poklical svojega zmedenega psa—in sem odSel s spostovanjem.

Da, ne smejte se! Cutil sem spostovanje do te junaske, neznatne pti¢ice, do
njenega ljubezenskega izliva.

Ljubezen, sem mislil, je mo&nej§a od smrti in smrtnega strahu. Samo z
ljubeznijo se vzdrZzuje in sude Zivljenje. -

Mile Klop¢éié:
POLZ

(Po Schonlanku)

Z svoje hiSe polz strmi, Le stsa voljo mu kali.
tipalke svoje v svet moli, Zato zeli, da bi vse dni

kot prosil bi—ubog. dez curkom lil z neba.

Ker prédse spusca svoje sline, Na svetu lepe so navade,

po slinah svojo hiSo rine, da tudi ta up v vodé pade . ..

mu paé ni treba nog. Bil6 bi res preveé dezja!
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Ivan Jontez:

Andrejckova laz

ILO je na starega leta dan. Sedem-

letni Andrejéek je bil sam doma
nekaj minut. Oce je bil Se na deluy,
mati je $la po opravku k sosedu. An-
drejéek, ki je bil silno sladkosneden, je
brz izrabil priloZnost ter se spravil iskat
¢okoladnih bonbonov, ki jih je prinesla
iz mesta sestra Tilka. Kdor i8ce, najde,
pravi pregovor, ki se je uresni¢il do
pitice tudi v tem sluéaju. Dasiravno
dobro spravljeni, so bonboni kmalu pri-
sli v detkove roke, ki so jih marljivo
nosile v sladkosnedékova usta. Ko je
prila mati domov, je bil Andrejcek Ze
gotov.

Zvecer pa je prisla domov tudi sestra
ter zacela iskati bonbonov, ki jih je bila
namenila prijateljici za novoletno da-
rilo.

Li¢na skatulja, v kateri so bili bom-
boni, je bila malone prazna. Tilka je
zazijala in rdec€ica ji je zaplula v obraz.

“Mama, ali si mi ti vzela bonbone?”
se je obrnila k materi ter mimogrede
o8inila bratea z ni¢ dobrega obetajoéim
pogledom.

“Kaksne bonbone?” se je ¢udila mati.
“Kdaj si jih pa prinesla? In kje si jih
imela ?”

“Sino¢i sem jih prinesla iz mesta ter
jih spravila pod blazino na svoji poste-
1ji,” je pojasnila Tilka, Ze rdeCa od jeze.
“Zdaj jih je jedva Se pet v Skatulji!”

Materine ofi so poiskale Andrejcka.
Sladkosnedéek je cepel na stolu pri mizi
ter na videz marljivo prebiral pisano
knjigo, v kateri so bile napisane ¢arobne

pravljice. Strogost je legla na materin
obraz.
“Andrejcek !”

“Kaj bi rada, mamica?” ji je Andrej-
¢ek nedolzno pogledal v oéi.
“Kje so bonboni?”

Zdaj je bila deCka sama pravcata ne-

dolZznost. “Kaj jaz vem! Jaz jih nisem
videl.”
* Tako predrzno se je zlagal, da si mati
ni mogla kaj, da bi se ne nasmehnila.
Nu nasmesek je spet izginil in obraz je
postal Se strozji. “LaZe3! Na nosu se
ti pozna, da si jih jedel!”

Pa Andrjc¢ek ni bil tako neumen, da
bi se dal kar hitro ujeti, Saj se je malo
popreje pogledal v zrcalu in videl, da na
nosu ni nikaksnih znamenj.

“Mamica, jaz ne laZzem,” se je dalje
lagal. ‘“Jaz ne vem ni¢ o bonbonih.”

Mater je grabila jeza. “Nameéi mu
jih, mama, po zadku, bo§ videla, da bo
rad priznal,” je svetovala Tilka. A
mati se je modro premagala ter se pri-
jazno nasmehljala. “Kaj bi ga tepla,
Ce je pa nedolzen? Kdo ve, ¢e niso misi
pojedle bonbonov. Nekaj jih je v hisi?”

“Saj res, mama,” se je brz domislil
Andrejcek. “MiSi so jih snedle. Saj
sem jih slifal, ko so $krebljale v Tilkini
sobi.”

Tilka je sko€ila proti bratcu, da ga
zlasa radi njegove nesramne lazi, a mati
jo je zadrZala. “Pusti ga, na ta nacin
ne opravis ni¢,” ji je dejala ter jo po-
menljivo pogledala v o¢i. Tilka se je
vdala, Andrejéek pa se je zmagoslavno
nasmehnil, ¢e§, pa sem jih le speljal na
led.

Bonboni, ki so se nahajali v Andrej-
¢kovem Zelod¢ku, pa so medtem oziveli
in se zaceli pomenkovati med seboj.
“Ali ste slisali, bratei, kako nas je zata-
jil ta nepridiprav sladkosnedni?” se je
oglasil prvi. “Gotovo,” so v zboru po-
trdili ostali bonbonéki., “Dobro smo sli-
Sali, kako se je lagal, da se nahajamo
ze v prostaskih mi§jih zelodeih! Mi,
plemeniti ¢okoladni bonboni, pa v mi§-
Jjih Zelodeih! Fuj, kako nesramen laz-
nik je Andrejéek! In mi—ali bomo mir-
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no prenesli to grdo zalitev? Nes to se ne
" sme zgoditi! Masfujmo se!” je odme-
valo po Andrejckovem Zelodcu. “Ven
iz tega nehvaleznega zelodca, katerega
lastnik nas tako grdo zataji ter nas sra-
moti!” se je oglasilo nekaj ogoré¢enih
glasov in vsa mnoZica bonbonov se je
zagnala proti izhodu, ki pa je bil dobro
zadelan, da bonbon¢ki niso mogli na
prosto. Tako se je zgodilo, da so raz-
zaljeni bonbon¢ki rogovilili po Zelod¢ku
naSega Andrejcka, da se je zacel zvijati
in se potiti kakor v najveéji vroéini.

Boleéine so postajale hujSe in hujse.
Andrejéek je konfno milo zastokal.
“Mama!” “Kaj je, sinek?” “Oh, mami-
ca, tako me ti8¢i v Zelodcu, da mi je
umreti,” je jecal in solze so mu lile po
obrazu.

Mati se je nasmehnila. “Aha, bon-
boni ti rogovilijo v Zelod¢ku! Prav, za-
kaj si jih pa toliko pojedel. Malo prej
bi bil nehal, pa bi bil zdrav. Ali ti ni~
sem vedno zabifevala, da sladkarije ni-
so dobre za Zelodec? Naj te le trpinéi!™

“Mamica, saj nisem bonbonov,” se je
Se v mukah lagal Andrejéek. “Misi . ."

“Kakopak . . . in zdaj te misi razsa-
jajo v tvojem Zelodeu!” ga je zavrnila
mati, Tilka pa se mu je SkodoZeljno po-
smehovala, ¢e§, prav mu je, laznjiveu
sladkosnednemu. Deéek je spet milo
zastokal. “Mamica, pomagaj mi, ¢e ne,
bom umrl!”

“Kako ti bom pomagala, ¢e ne vem,
kaj je vzrok tvoji bolezni?” je resno
dejala mati, nakar ji je sin¢ek s tezavo
priznal. “Ce me ne bod natepla, ti po-
vem. Niso bile misi . .. jaz sem snede)
bonbone . . .”

In mati ga ni tepla, Se pomagala je
bonbon¢kom na prosto in Andrejéek je
spet lazje dihal. Mati pa mu je pove-
dala nekaj resnih in podué¢nih in kon-
cala z besedami: “Zdaj si videl, kako
ima laz kratke noge in da vsako slabo
dejanje pride gotovo na dan, zato le
glej, da se v bodoe ne bod vel lagal,
kajti ni grSega, kot lagati. LaZnivce
vsi zani¢ujejo. In tudi za tvojo sladko-
snednost bo to dober nauk . Zdaj vsaj
ves§, da je res, kar sem ti Ze tolikokrat,
rekla, namre¢ da bonboni in druge slad-
karije niso dobre za Zelodec in da ga
samo kvarijo.”

In Andrejéek je tedaj obljubil mate-
ri, da se ne bo ve¢ lagal in da tudi ne bo
vel jedel bonbonov, ki povzroc¢ajo same
tezave. In pravijo, da Andrejéek drzi
svojo obljubo, veé ne laze in tudi za
bonbone ve¢ ne mara. Tilki jih ni treba
ve¢ skrivati, kajti Andrejéku zdaj smr-
de in se jih ne mara veé dotakniti. Pre-
ve¢ trpljenja povzrocajo, pravi. In do-
maci ga imajo prav radi in Tilki ga ni
treba ve¢ lasati, e hode zvedeti od nje-
ga resnico. Tako pravijo in jaz rad
verjamem.

Veverica in volk

VEVERICA je veselo skakala z veje na vejo. Nekega dne, ko je tako vese-
lo skakala po drevju z veje na vejo, je padla naravnost na volka, ki je spal
pod drevesom. Volk je planil pokonei, pograbil veverico ter jo hotel pojesti. Ve-
verica pa ga je prosila in moledovala, naj jo izpusti. .
“Dobro,” je rekel volk, “izpustim te, a najprej mi povej: zakaj ste veverice
vedno tako vesele? Glej, jaz sem vedno nevesel, Zalosten, ve pa ste poskoéne, ve-

sele in se neprestano igrate.”

“Izpusti me,” je rekla veverica, “pa ti bom povedala; zakaj takode v tvojih
Sapah me je strah in ne morem govoriti.”
“Ti si nesrecen, ker si zloben—a me smo vesele zato, ker ne storimo nikomur

ni¢ zalega.”

Po Tolstem.
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Mile Klopéi¢:
FABRIK A

EKOC sem naprosil ofeta, da me v tovarno je vzel.
Hotel sem videti, kam hodi moj oée vsak dan.
Vedno ponavlja mi mati: “Tudi ti bo$ trpel,
tudi ti bos kot ofe tvoj nosil Zuljavo dlan.”

In ker nisem razumel teh materinih besed,
sem Sel z ofetom in sva obiskala fabriko.
Bilé mi je, ko da odkril sem nov svet,

svet, kjer doma je trpljenje veliko.

Pocez in navzgor so hiteli Siroki in ozki jermeni,
gonili so silna in majhna kolesa,

ki se vrie neprestano, pomladi, jeseni,

pozimi, poleti—veéno ziva zelezna telesa.

Iz strojev, Zeleznih teles je érno olje kapljalo,
to stroj se znoji od vrodine vrvenja;

iz strojev je sikalo, pelo in glasno kri¢alo—
o to je dom krika, to je hiSa hitenja.

“Vidis, moj sinko,”—je ofe dejal in se vame zagledal—
“tu v tem vrvenju vsak dan stojim.

Ce bi govoril ti dneve, nikoli ti ne bi povedal,

kako neizmerno vsak dan trpim.

Stroji hitijo, jaz hitim Z njimi
osem ur, dolgih ur dan za dnem,
Sleherna ura hrbét ukrivi mi,

a odpociti se v delu ne smem.

Tiso¢ nas je, ki ob strojih stojimo,

tiso¢ nas je, ki imamo Zuljave dlani,

tiso¢ nas je, ki le v stroje strmimo—

a zunaj nekje je pomlad in solnce Zari . ..”

Ko sem se vrnil domov, sem materi svoji velel:
“Zdaj razumem, kaj mi ponavljas vsak dan:
jaz sem ocetov sin, zato tudi jaz bom trpel,
tudi jaz bom kot oée moj nosil Zuljavo dlan.”
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Joze Kovac:

Zgodba o malem Jonu

RAL SEM nekje zgodbo, ki vam jo

bom povedal, kakor se je resni¢no
dogodila v mestu, manjSem od Chicaga
in ve¢jem od Ljubljane. Zgodba pripo-
veduje o bednem fanti¢u Jonu, ki ni
imel nikogar na svetu, ki bi ga Ijubil in
negoval. Sam zase je zivel, se klatil po
mestu in iskal hrane. NajveC se je za-
drzeval blizu mestnega trzisca. Tamkaj
je nekega dne padel pod avto, ki mu je
Sel ¢ez roko. Prepeljali so ga v bolnico,
ker se je zdelo, da mu je roka na dveh
mestih zlomljena.

In tu se zaéne nasa zgodba.

Glavni zdravnik bolnice je hotel bas
oditi domov, ko so na umazanih nosilih
prinesli v bolnico ranjenega decka.
Zdravnik je bil modan, visok ¢lovek, ve-
likan spri¢o otrok; za otrosko trpljenje
pa je imel posebno dobro srce. Takega
bednega otroka ni prepustil nikomur od
svojih pomoé¢nikov, marve¢ jih je vse
zdravil sam. Ko so prinesli otroka v
bolnico, je zdravnik takoj zahteval, da
mu nosilei povedo, kako se je zgodila
nesrec¢a in ¢igav je otrok. Povedali so.

A na zadnje vprasSanje ni vedel nihée
odgovoriti. Rekli so le, da Zivi in prebi-
va otrok veéinoma med stojnicami na
trgu. Otrok sam je moléal; tudi zasto-
kal ni niti enkrat. Celo ko ga je zdrav-
nik preiskoval in je fanta vsekakor zelo
bolelo, je de¢ko moléal in tiho trpel. Le
iz o¢i so mu tekle solze. Zdravnik ge je
¢udil temu potrpljenju ter je vprasal
otroka, kako mu je ime. Otrok mu ni
odgovoril, le plaho ga je pogledal. Zdrav-
nik je mislil, da je otrok poleg sirotnega
Zivljenja Se gluh in nem . . .

Oprezno in rahlo so ga okopali, pri-
strigli njegove kodre na kratko, mu iz-
mili glavo, roko pa povezali. Zdravnik
ga je med tem pazno ogledoval: gluh in
nem ne more biti, a zapuSfen in zane-
marjen, kakor zdravnik Se ni videl no-

benega otroka. In skozi njegove roke je
§lo Ze sto in sto otrok. Otrok je bil zme-
den od samega strahu pred ljudmi.

“Ti je mogoce Jon ime?” je vprasal
zdravnik ter nezno pogladil otroka po
kodrih.

Veliko zac¢udenje se je razlilo po otro-
kovem obrazu, potem pa je s hripavim
glasom dejal:

“Jon.”

“Te zelo boli?” je dalje wvpraSeval
zdravnik, da bi izkoristil svoj prvi u-
speh. Otrok ni razumel vprasanja; go-
tovo se Se nikoli nih&e ni zmenil za nje-
gove bole¢ine, nikoli ni nihée Se skrbel
zanj. Tudi pojmi ole, mati in dom mu
niso bili znani. Ko pa so ga vprasali,
kam je hodil ponoé¢i spat, je pokazal z
roko na trg, kjer stoje stojnice in pro-
dajajo slanino in sadje, zelenjavo in
roze.

Ko je zdravnik odhajal, je naroéil u-
smiljenki: “Pazite skrbno na malega
Jona, dajajte mu krepkih jedi in ustre-
zite mu z vsem. Videti je, da je ves
sestradan. Pazite torej namnj!”

In je odSel.

Mali Jon pa je bil ves nemiren v svo-
ji postelji. Ni strpel v njej. Ko mu je
strezajka prinesla jedil, jih je zavrnil
in tiSéal usta; nikoli ni jedel takih stva-
ri, teh ljudi krog sebe ne pozna in jim
ne zaupa. In postelja—na takem Se ni-
koli ni lezal. Neudobno mu je bilo.
Splazil se je iz postelje ter se zavlekel
na dvori§ce. Usmiljenka ga je prinesla
nazaj v posteljo. Pobegnil je vdrugié.

Ko je popoldne priSel zdravnik, ga je
naSel pod stopnicami na honiku; sklju-
¢en je bil ter leZal na kamnitih tleh.
Zdravnik ga je dvignl ter odnesel v po-
steljo.

“Tukaj-le bo lezal Jon,” je dejal od-
lo¢no in vendar prijazno.
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Zdravnik je vpraSal usmiljenko, kaj
je Jjedel fant. Usmiljenka je rekla:
“Ni¢. Vse odklanja, ni¢esar ne mara
zavziti.”

“Brzkone Se nikoli ni jedel kaj tople-
ga in kuhanih jedi sploh ne pozna. Pri-
nesite eno jabolko in kroznik juhe.”

Med tem je stopil zdravnik k drugi
postelji, k tretji, in pregledoval otroke,
ki jih je bila vsa sobana polna. Pogo-
sto se je zdravnik ozrl v Jona in zakli-
cal: “Da mi bo§ ¢isto tiho lezal in se
nikamor ne ganil!” Resno je dejal, dvi-
gnil je prst ter pozugal. In se nasmeh-
ljal.

Usmiljenka je prinesla jabolko in
kroznik juhe. Kakor hitro je Jon za-
gledal jabolko, je stegnil svojo zdravo
roko po njem. Juhe pa ni maral. Vlili
so mu v usta nekaj zlic juhe, pa ni maral
veé. Ko pa je dobil jabolko, ga je poje-
del s pecljem in muho.

Zdravnik je pristopil k Jonu in mu de-
jal: “Ce bo Jon v eni uri pojedel tri Zlice
juhe, bo dobil to-le,””—in potegnil je iz
7epa krajcar. Fantek je takoj stegmil
roke po krajcarju, ga strastno vzel ter
skril nekam v robove svoje obleke.
Zdravnik pa je potegnil iz Zepa Se drugi
novéié ter dejal:

“Ce bo ostal Jon vso no¢ v posteljici,
dobi zjutraj Se to-le.”

Na tablico nad Jonovo posteljico niso
mogli zapisati ne njegovega imena in
priimka ne starosti ne odkod je. Nihie
ni vprasal po otroku, ne ofe ne mati se
nista javila, da bi vpraSala po svojem
otroku. Zakaj Jon ni imel ne matere ne
o¢eta. Ni ju poznal nikoli.

Zveler se je zdravnik znova pripeljal
v bolnico, sam ni vedel zakaj prav za
prav. Ze pred bolnico je naSel gruco
ljudi, ki so stali krog nekega otroka.
Bil je Jon, ki se je kradoma splazil
iz bolnice ter kupil za podarjeni mu
krajear pese in repe, da bi se majedel,
kakor je bil vajen.

Zdravnik ga je odvedel v bolnico, po-
pravil mu je obvezo, ki jo je bil strgal

z roke, ter posadil k njegovi postelji
usmiljenko, ki naj pazi samo nanj vso
noc.

Jon je leZal v postelji, a zaspati ni
mogel. V postelji mu je bilo tako ne-
prijetno, kakor bi bilo neprijetno nam,
¢e bi legli na gredo samih cvetoéih na-
geljev. Jon je bil vajen, da je spal na
goli zemlji za zaboji in stojnicami. Na-
slednjega dne so mu dali pomirjevalno
zdravilo in Jon je spal—prvié¢, odkar je
bil v bolnici—celih 3tiri in dvajset ur.
Ko se je prebudil, je takoj uprl svoje
o¢i v vrata. Ali je priéakoval prijaz-
nega zdravnika, ali drugega krajcarja?

Zdravnik je priSel in imel v rokah
dve svetli petici. Fant se je razotaran
obrnil v stran. Svetlega denarja ni po-
znal, poznal je le zamazane rujave kraj-
carje, le s takimi je kupoval praZene
buéne rezine.

A mali bolnik se je vendarle nekako
sprijaznil z zdravnikom. Iz bolnikovih
pripovedi in povprasevanja pri branjev-
cih na trgu, je zdravnik zvedel, da ta
otrok nikoli v svojem Zivljenju ni po-
znal prenoci§¢a. Pozimi se je zavil v cu-
nje ter zalezel pod stojnice na trgu, po-
leti pa je spal na cestah. S psi je tekmo-
val za hrano, ki je lezala po cestah, da
si je tolaZil svojo lakoto. V¢asi je po-
magal komu izmed branjevcev, ki so
mu dajali krajcarje, za mazane rjave
krajcarje. Tako je Zivel mali Jon. Kdo
mu je bil ofe in kdo mu je bila mati—
ni vedel nihée v vsem mestu.

Njegova prva srefa je bil prav za
prav tovorni avto, ki ga je povozil. Pri-
Sel je v bolnico, kjer bi si s svojo bolno
roko pozdravil lahko tudi svojo bolno,
razrvano duso. To je zdravnik tudi upal
in nameraval. Zato se je tako trudil z
njim in skrbel zanj kakor za nobenega
svojih bolnikov. Kako to, da fant ob
takem pasjem Zivljenju ni podivjal in
postal zloben, marveé je bil potrpezljiv
in mehak, to je bil prav za prav ¢udez.
V érnih oceh je ti¢ala samo bojazen, ki
bi genila slehernega. Le ¢ega se je ta-
ko bal?
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Zdaj je imel pod svojo blazino Ze cel
kup krajcarjev in petic. Zakaj za sle-
herno steklenico mleka, ki ga je bil izpil,
za sleherno izmenjano obvezo je bil do-
bro nagrajen od doktorja. Pazljivo je
poslusal na glasove avtomobilov pod ok-
nom. Imel je tenak sluh in je to¢no
razloleval avto svojega zdravnika od
drugih.

Vzljubil je zdravnika. Bil je to prvi
¢lovek, ki se je brigal zanj, ki je nego-
val izgubljencka, potepincka.

Toda nekega dne je do velera zaman
pri¢akoval zdravnika. Ni ga bilo od ni-
koder. PriSla je noé¢, zdravnika Se ni
bilo. Fant ni mogel zaspati, dasi se je
bil Ze navadil, a skrb za zdravnika ga
je budila stalno in mu ni dala zapreti
o¢l. Kje je moj zdravnik—je ihtel pod
odejo in malone pozabil na svoje kraj-
carje. Vso no¢ je ¢akal, vso no¢ je ihtel,
ves dopoldan je poslusal ropotanje voz
na cesti—pricakal zdravnika pa ni.

In opoldne je prisel tuj clovek ter ga
obvezal., Usmiljenka je rekla temu go-

Mile Klopéic:

sodu “gospod doktor.” In Jon je sliSal,
kako je doktor dejal usmiljenki: “Tega
bomo pa kmalu odpustili iz bolnice. V
nekaj dneh bo okreval popolnoma. Kaj
bi se valjal tod po postelji.,”

Jon je trepetal.

Kaj je z mojim starim doktorjem?
Zakaj mi nihle ne pove?

In potem je ujel besedo “umrl,” ki jo
je prav dobro razumel. Videl je neko¢,
kako je na trgu neki starec padel na tla,
vzdihnil in utihnil. Tedaj so govorili, da
je staree “umrl.”

In zdaj je umrl njegov dragi zdrav-
nik. Nikoli ve¢ ga ne bo videl.

Bozal je svoje krajcarje, ki mu jih je
bil daroval zdravnik, vzel jih v roke ter
se splazil iz bolnice. Poslej ne bo nihée
ve¢ pazil nanj. Sel je in nihée ni vpra-
Sal po njem.

Prihodnjega dne zjutraj so nasli v
parku v svezem snegu otrosko truplo.
Roke zmrzlega otroka so kréevito sti-
skale krajcarje.

Bil je na§ mali Jon , .,

JOJ, KAR CEZ NOC...

0J, kar ¢ez no¢ je priSel sneg
in mraz je dahnil po doleh.
Ves bel je travnik, bel je breg
in svefe iz ledu visijo s streh.

Cez no¢ je ofe sluzbo izgubil,
¢ez noé je v sobo prisel mraz.
Ta hudi mraz nas bo pogubil,
¢e bo Se dolgo mudcil nas.

Dokler je oce bil rudar,
bilé pri nas je kar toplo.
Z zdaj ni ve¢ toplo, odkar
ne hodi oe pod zemljé.

In &e nas vrzejo na cesto,

¢e da gospod nam tak ukaz?
Tako veliko je to mesto,

pa nima ni¢ srca za nas!

In kar ¢ez noé je priSel sneg

in mraz prisel je z zimo.

Kdaj bo pomlad prisla ez breg?
Tako zelo si jo Zelimo!
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Dragi éitatelji!
Zelo me veseli, ker so se slovenski dopisi tako pomnoZili, da jih ¢lovek z za-
nimanjem c¢ita. Njith vsebina je raznolicna in zabavna. Vidi se, da so nast mladi
dopisniki z novim letom dobili precej nove gonilne sile in so postali pridni.
V najvecje veselje mi bo, ako boste vsi dopisniki ostali zvesti in redno dopi-

sovali v “Nas koticek” ter povedali marsikaj zanimivega iz

zivljenja.

Najprej za vedno zanimivejsi “Koticek”!

VESEL POJAV V
Dragi urednik!

Kakor vidim, so se v tem letu dopisi precej
pomnozili. Cedalje veé jih je. Slovenskih je
bilo v februarski stevilki 20, angleikih pa celo
toliko, da jih nisem mogla presteti. Ce bodo
nasi dopisovalci tako pridno vsaki mesec do-
pisovali v “Nas koticek,” bomo imeli tudi kaj
¢itati v njem,

Tako je prav. Le vspodbujajmo eden dru-
gega, da se bomo kaj nauéili, Zaénimo zgo-
daj, v mladih letih, vsako delo, da bo dober
tek imelo, Saj pravi pregovor, da kar se ¢lo-
vek v mladosti naudi, to tudi v starosti zna.

Zimo imamo brez snega, tako da se niti
sankati ne moremo niti ne kepati. Vse tako
izgleda, kot da bi nastopila kmalu spomlad,
¢e se kaj ne izpremeni.

V Soli se precej dobro uéimo, ker imamo
dobrega uéitelja. Za sedaj naj to zadostuje
se bom pa prihodnji¢ Se kaj oglasila, obenem
pa pozdravljam vse mlade ¢itatelje M. L. in
urednika!

Anna Matos, Box 181, Blaine, O,

- *

UPA NA REGRAT IN POMLAD
Cenjeni urednik M. L.!

Takoj v pricetku tega kratkega dopisa mo:
ram priznati, da se mi M. L. zelo dopade, pa
tudi Prosveto rad <¢itam.—Imam eno sestro
in brata. Jaz pohajam sedmi razred ljud-
ske Sole. Delavske razmere so tudi pri nas

DOPISOVANIU

vasega mladega
—UREDNIK.

zelo slabe; tukajSnji premogorov obratuje le
po dva dni v tednu.

Upam, da bo kmalu regrat ozelenel in vse
drugo, ker potem bom vedel, da se je spetl
vrnila ljuba spomlad, ki se je otroci taka
veselimo. Pozdrav vsem skupaj!

Joe Dremly Box 152, St. Michael, Pa.
* *
STRASNE DELAVSKE RAZMERE
Cenjeni urednik!

Delavske razmere v Clintonu so strasne
Rove so skoraj vse pozaprli. Ljudje stradajo.
Osnovali so krudno vrsto (breadline), ki pa je
bolj podobna vodni vrsti,

Neki Italijan, po imenu Frank Ferrara, ki
lastuje klavnico, je pri¢el kuhati neke vrste
juho z raznimi mesnimi poberki, po dvakrat
na teden. Ni ta juha bogve kaj, pa gladni
ljudje so jo primorani uZivati.

Zopet posiljam eno pesmico, ki sem jo pre-
stavila iz angleske, priobéene v januarski Ste-
vilki M. L. Drugo kitico sem dostavila sams.
Ime ji je “Olika pri &aju.”

1. 2.
Karkoli pijes ze Ko pijes pa, da ves,
iz lepe skledice, pozabiti ne smes:—
iz posode kjerkol, Ne srkaj preglasno,
ne smes za hipec le ker glasno srkanje
pustiti Zlico v njej, olikani ljudje
sicer ti pade dol. obsojajo hudo.

Mnogo pozdravov vsem!—Josephine Mestek,
638 N. 9th st. Clinton, Ind.
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VRTNE GREDICE V FEBRUARJU

Cenjeni urednik!

Ker sem v mojem zadnjem dopisu obljubi-
la, da bom Se pisala v M. L., zato sem se
spet pripravila, da napifem par vrstic. Na
tem mestu pa se zahvaljujem uredniku, ker
je popravil moj dopis in ga priobéil; bil je to
moj prvi dopis, Kar veselo ¢udno se mi je
zdelo, ko sem ga zagledala v Maldinskem li-
stu.

Pri nas je Ze skoro pomlad. Jaz ne poha-
jam veé Sole, ker sem ljudske razrede de-
koné¢ala lani, pa tudi v ‘“high-school” ne he-
dim. Sedaj bomo kmalu prekopali vrtne gre-
dice, da, moj ata je Ze prvi teden v februarju
rahljal grede. Pa tudi mene zelo veseli delati
na vrtu.

Listi poro¢ajo, da je groundhog videl svojo
senco, zato da bo 3¢ zima. Temu paé ni ver-
jeti, ker to je samo praznoverno prerokova-
nje, ki je brez vsakega pomena.

Pozdrav vsem <¢itateljem, enako uredniku!

Julia M. Hudaj, Box 94, Gross, Kans.
* *
PREVIDNA STORKLJA

Dragi urdnik!

Iz Smithfielda, Pa., mi je pisala Anna Ma-
rolt, da je bil njen dopis priobéen v M. L., pa
scm se odlodila da tudi jaz poSljem kratek
prispevek. Sicer mi gre slabo, ba upam, da
mi bo urednik popravil,

Pri nas imamo §tiri delavce na hrani, ki so
pred kratkim zaceli delati s polno paro. Véa-
sih se vrnejo z dela tako beli, kot bi bili v
mlinu, pa jim pomagam oéediti obleko.—Pre-
slo leto se je pri sosedovih ustavila ga. Stork-
lja in jim pustila malo héerko, a pri nas pa se
ni hotela ustaviti. Jaz bi rada, da bi nam pri-
nesla srékanega fantka, ker sedaj smo v druZi-
ni le tri deklice. Moj ata in mama sta me Ze

nauéila plesati. Naj se povrnem k ge. Stork-

lji: gotovo bi bila bolj radodarna z deéki in
deklicami, pa se ta gospa menda zaveda, da
so sedaj povsod skrajno slabi &asi.

Moj ata in mama sta pridna in lepo skrbi-
ta za nas. Napisala bi Se kaj pa rajse odlozim,
da bo ostalo za prihodnjié. Ob koncu pa po-
zdravljam vse skupaj! Angela Marolt,

Box 146, So. Cannelsville, Pa.

» -
VESELJE RADI JOSKOVEGA DOPISA

Dragi mi urednik M. L.!

Predno prestopim v odrasli oddelek, bi rada
videla moj dopis v M. L. V februarski stevil-
ki sem opazila, da ste priobéili dopis od moe-
jega brata Joskota, pa ni nihée doma vedel,
da je pisal, Zato pa smo vsi bili toliko bolj

veseli, ker nas je veselo iznenadil. Ko smo
prisli iz Sole domov, nam je mama vsa vesela
precitala JoZetov dopis. To smo se smejali
in bili veseli! Umeli smo, da mu je gotovo
napake popravil urednik zakar smo mu vsi
hvaleZni.

Letos je pri nas zgodaj pomladho vreme,
Jaz skoro vsak dan postavljam moje roZe na
solnce, da lepSe rastejo. Tudi roZmarin imam
v loncu, pa tako lepo didi, mmm!

Moja mama pravi, da je bilo véasih boljse
zivljenje kot je sedaj. Kot se vidi iz ¢asopisov,
so sedaj povsod slabe razmere in veliko de-
laveev je brez dela. Ne samo to, tudi veliko
Jih je brez vsakih sredstev. Ubogi revezi in
njih druZine pa stradajo, ker jim bogati kapi-
talisti ne dajo niti toliko zasluzka, da bi se
za silo preziveli.

Veselilo bi me, ¢e bi zagledala v M. L. do-
pis od Willeta Germska iz Clevelanda. Naj se
nikar ne boji, saj mu bo urednik rad popravil,
¢e bo kaj napak. Iskreno pozdravljam vse mla-
de litatelje in urednika! Anna Marolt,

RD 2, Box 16, Smithfield, Pa.

* *

PISMO 1Z LIUBLJANE
Dragi urednik!

Dovolite, da se tudi jaz oglasim iz stare
domovine. Danes je zadnji dan boZi¢nih po-
¢itnic, jutri se priéne zopet Sola.

V Milad. listu se mi najbolj dopadejo pesmi-
ce od gospe Katke Zupanéifeve, katero tudi
oschbno poznam in jo najlepSe pozdravljam.

Ce boste natisnili to pismo, bo to Ze moje
drugo pismo v Mlad. listu. Na prvo pismo
sem dobila Ze celo prijatelja, Rudolfa Feltza,
Box 114, Bryant, Ill, ki mi je Ze dvakrat pi-
sal. Tudi njega prav lepo pozdravljam in ga
prosim, naj kaj napise za Mlad. list.

Pozdravljam tudi urednika in vse ¢&itatelje
Mlad. lista. Mira Jerala,

Ljubljana, Zidovska steza 4/II. Jugoslavija.
Ljubljana, 15. januarja 1931.

* »

ZELI M. L. DVAKRAT NA MESEC

Dragi urednik!

Zivimo v sredi zime, ker pa smo mladi, smo
se je ze navelicali. Sedaj zeljni pri¢akujemo
pomladi, da se bomo zunaj igrali ko ne bo
treba nerodnih sukenj in tezkih &evljev.

Jaz zelim, da bi Mladinski List bolj pogosto
izhajal, ker ga tako rad prebiram. Sedaj je
treba cakati po dva meseca, predno je dopis
priobéen. Zato zahtevajmo vsi, da bo izhajal
vsak dvakrat na mesec.

Mnogo iskrenih pozdravov vsem!

Alice Strajnar, Piney Fork, O.
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ZANIMIV DOPIS

Dragi urednik Mladinskega lista!

Zopet sem se namenila, da napisem neko-
liko stavkov v “Na$s kotiéek.,” Vsi v nasi dru-
zini smo c¢lani Slovenske narodne podporne
jednote. Ata in mama mi pravita, da je nasa
jednota SNPJ najbolj8a podporna jednota.

Z mojo sestro Virzinijo sva se Ze anglesko
dobro naudile, znamo pa tudi slovensko dobro
slovensko govoriti. Zato pa ne smemo doma
drugace govoriti kakor slovensko, kajti obe
znamo tako dobro govoriti slovensko skoro
kakor mama in ata. Tudi pisati se bo treba
privaditi.

Naj Se to povem, da je moj ata prijatelj
narave. Ves prosti ¢as porabi s tem, da gre
v gozd, V poletnem ¢asu pa tudi mene in
mojo sestro s schoj vzame. Zato se pa medve
zelo veseliva toplega poletja in ljube spo-
mladi, ki bo kmalu nastopila. Sli bomo na
prosto, v naravo, gozd in na travnike. To bo
spet lustno!

Pozdrav vsem bratcem in sestricam!

Alice Strajnar, Piney Fork, O.
- *

SLOVENSKO RADA CITA
Cenjeni urednik Mlad. lista!

To je moje prvo pismo za Mladinski list in
njegov “Nad koti¢ek,” v katerega so zaceli
zadnje &ase pridno dopisovati nasi mladi do-
pisovalei.

Gotovo bom naredila mnogo pomot in na-
pak. Pa vem, da bo urednik Mladinsksga lista
tako dober, da jih bo popravil in dopis pre-
gledal.

Stara sem Sele 8 let in pohajam 3. razred
ljudske %ole ter se uéim prav rada. Tudi slo-
vensko rada ¢itam.—Opazila sem, da je precej
dopisovalk poslalo svoje slike v Mladinski list.
Tudi jaz bom poslala mojo o prvi priliki,

Mnogo lepih pozdravov vsem skupaj!

Josephine Lipovsek,
RR 2, Box 710, Nokomis, Ill.
* -

VELIK UREDNISKI KOS

Dragi urednik!

S tem mojim prvim dopisom za “Nas koti-
¢ek” pozdravljam vse ¢lane mladinskega od-
delka Slovenske narodne podporne jednote.—
Moj bratee in sestrica sta bila oba bolna, zato
pa tudi jaz nisem smela v 3olo, ker sta ona
dva imela osepnice.

Ker mi tako preostaja ¢asa, sem se odloéila,
da napifem kratek dopis v Mladinski list. S
tem. z dopisovanjem, upam, se bom malo na-
ué¢ila pisati po slovensko. Upam tudi, da ured-
nik ne bo vrgel mojega dopisa v kos, o katerem
pravijo, da je zelo velik pri uredniski mizi.
Upam tudi, da se bom spet v kratkem oglasila
v M. L.—Lep pozdrav vsem!

Mary Yuvancie, Bridgeville, Pa.

VSEGA JE KRIV KOS

Cenjeni urednik Mlad. Lista!

Tudi sedaj sem se namenila, da napiSem
par vrstic za Mladinski list v “Nas koticek.”
Napisala sem kratek dopis tudi za januarsko
stevilko, pa ga je menda snedel uredniski kos.
(Ne, Julia, priob¢il sem ga v februarski Ste-
vilki, ker je za januarsko Stevilko dospel pre-
pozno.—Opomba urednika).

Dragi urednik, ako boste priobéili ta dopis,
Vas prosim, da popravite vse napake.

V januarski Stevilki Mladinskega lista sem
¢itala dopis od nekega bratea, ki pravi, da ima-
jo hudo zimo. Tukaj pa nismo imeli do 8.
januarja, ko to piSem, Se niti toliko ledu, da
bi se lahko 8li drsat. Tudi snega ni bilo.

Pri nas smo Stirje in vsi ¢lani SNPJ. Zelo
bi rada videla kakSen mali dopis iz te nasel-
bine. Zasedaj naj neham, da ne bo dopis pre-
dolg, ker bi se morda znasel v uredniskem
kosu.

Julia M. Hudaj, Box 94, Gross, Kans.
* *

NEIZKUSENO, PLAHO LETO
Cenjeni urednik!

Ze dolgo, dolgo se nisem oglasila v Mladin-
skem listu, zato je Ze ¢as, da napiSem par be-
sed v “Nas koti¢ek,” ki ga tako rada prebi-
ram. Zgodilo pa se je tudi tako, da sem ime-
la vsaj malo ¢asa na razpolago, pa sem na-
pisala teh par vrstic.

Do 7. januarja, ko sem to pisala, nismo
tukaj imeli nobene posebne zime. Nié posecb-
nega se ni pri nas pripetilo. Staro leto nas
je lepo mirno zapustilo in novo je prislo
med nas plaho in neizkugeno. Kaj neki nam
prinese novo leto, bomo videli. Dobrega ne
moremo pri¢akovati, posebno delavei ne, ker
dela se povsod slabo in zasluZi se Se slab3e.

Iskrene pozdrave poSiljam vsem, ki bodo
éitali te vrstice!

Mary Krivee, Box 1355, Klein, Mont.
*

SE BOJI UREDNISKEGA KOSA
Dragi urednik!

Ze dolgo, da, predolgo, se nisem nié oglasil
v Mladinskem listu, ali vedno me misel drzi,
da imam ofeta in mater in slovensko kri . . .
In to me sili, da piSem slovenski dopis.

Pa kadar piSem, mislim na urednigki koS,
in zdaj si mislim ravno tako. Ker pa sem vsa-
kokrat izlezel iz blata, bom sedaj pa na sneg.

In kaj pa mi mladi, ker tako skafemo na
Mladinski list!? Skademo vanj kakor ovee na
sol, so rekli moj ata. Ah, & bi postal M. L.
dnevnik, potem bi Sele bil vesel,

BliZza se spomlad, ki jo fakam prav rad,
kakor vsi drugi, ki so mi dobri sovrstniki.—
S_':d:ci pozdrav vsem ¢itateljem tega mesed-
nika!

Frank Batista, Box 126, Strabane, Pa.
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ZANIMIVEJSI DOPISI

Dragi urednik!

Zelo se mi dopade novi nadin, po katerem
je urednik uredil dopise. Sedaj so bolj zani-
mivi in tudi bolj pomembni.

Razvidno je, iz zadnje Stevilke Mladinske-
ga lista, da se ¢lani mladinskega oddelka Slo-
venske narodne podporne jednote bolj zani-
majo za dopisovanje sedaj kakor so se poprej.

Povesti iz zadnje Stevilke M. L. so se mi
zelo dopadle, posebno pa “Kako sva se spo-
znala,” in tudi “Kakrina setev, taksna Ze-
tev.” Samo to mi ni bilo vSe¢, ker sem videla
“Dalje prihodnji¢,” ker sem bila zelo radoved-
na, kaj se bo zgodilo na koncu.

Dne 14. februarja je priredilo SNPJ drustvo
“Cvet” maskeradno veselico, ki je bila nekaj
izrednega. Postrezba je tudi bila dobra, Maske
pa so dobile tri lepe nagrade.

Pozdravljam vse bratce in sestrice!

Anna Traven, 11202 Revere ave., Cleveland, O.

* *
OBSIREN DOPIS
Cenjeni urednik!

Po dolgem éasu sem se tudi jaz odloéila, da
napisem za Mladinski list nekaj vrst. To je
sicer moj prvi dopis, a zanaprej se bom pa Se
veckrat potrudila pisati Mlad. listu kak dopis.

Nisem tu rojena, moj rojstni kraj je v Tr-
bovljah v Jugoslaviji. Prisla sem v Ameriko
k mojim roditeljem pred tremi leti. V sta-
rem kraju sem izdelala Ze 4 razrede ljudske
Sole, in tu pa hodim v 6. razred. Stara bom
pa letos 14 let. Omeniti moram, da je bilo pre-
cej tezko prvi dve leti v Soli, ko sem prisla
sem. Rada bi bila govorila z otroci, a jih ni-
sem razumela in oni ne mene. A sedaj je pa
Ze dobro. Govorim, piSem in berem Ze dobro.
Rada hodim v Solo.

Da ne bom porabila preveé prostora v Mlad.
listu, hotem iti naprej in sporoéiti hodem
mojim malim bratcem in sestricam, kako smo
se imeli na Silvestrov veéer tu pri nas. Nase
drustvo 8t. 6 priredi vsako leto za ¢lane in
¢lanice prosto zabavo. Tako jo je priredilo tudi
letos. Preskrbelo je tudi kranjske klobase. Pa
tudi za Zejna grla, za nae starejSe brate je
bilo malo “mode.” Za nas male so pa preskr-
beli nekaj boljSera. Na nase veliko presene-
¢enje je nas obiskal okrog devete ure zveder
“Santaklaus.” Sel je naravnost na oder. Mi
mali pa seveda za njim. Tedaj se je zadelo,
Nas predsednik br. Kvarti¢ je vodil ves pro-
gram. Najprvo na mje predstavil “Santaklau-
sa,” kako dale¢ da je priSel itd. Potem nam
je govoril mnogo lepega o nasi materi jed-
noti in o drustvih sploh. Nadalje nam je Ze-
lel vsem veselo novo leto. Govoril je v an-

gleskem in slovenskem jeziku, kar se je vsem
zelo dopadlo. Program je bil sicer Se daljsi,
a jaz napiSem le glavne tocke. Nadalje smo
marsirali in peli pesem “America.” Ko smo
konéali s tem, smo zaceli mi mladi élani z
govari. Najprvo sem govorila jaz v slov.
jeziku. Imela sem lep govor, katerega mi je
spisala nada priljubljena pisateljica Anna
Krasna. Rada bi spisala ves ta govor za Mlad.
list, a si ne upam, mogoée bi ne bilo vieé¢ ured-
niku, ker je precej dolg. Nadalje je dekla-
mirala moja sestrica Juléi “Jednoti ob novem
letu.” Potem je govorila Annnie Ramovz tudi
v slov. jeziku, kar se je vsem zelo dopadlo, A
drugi so govorili v angleskem jeziku, kakor
Margaret in Frank Pintar, Berta, Kristina,
Joe Dernovsek, Frank in John Dolinar in Ma-
rie Rose Pustoverh, Nadalje sta nastopila
George in Elsie Prosen. Zapela sta nam dve
lepi slovenski pesmi, ki so se nam vsem zelo
dopadle, posebno Elsie, ki je stara Sele Sest
let in je tako korajZna. Nazadnje sem dekla-
mirala jaz “Nase novo leto.” Spisala je
tudi Anna Krasna, zakar sem ji zelo hvaleZna.
To deklamacijo bi prosila urednika, da bi jo
priob&il v Mlad. listu, Vsem élanom, upam, je
bila vSeé. Po govorih nam je pa pokazala Ber-
ta Dernoviek “toe dancing,” kar je bilo tudi
zelo lepo in zanimivo gledati. Omeniti moram
tudi, da je Santa Claus dal vsakemu, ko je
nehal govoriti, Skatlo sladséic. Po konéa-
nem programu je zacel deliti Santa vsem é&la-
nom Skatle sladS$¢ic, par pomarané in Zveéil-
ni gumi. Res lep veéer je bil. Zelim, da bi bilo
ved takih.

Nadalje vas prosim, urednik, & bi bili tako
dobri, da bi priobéili to deklamacijo od Krasne:

NasSe Novo leto

Nase Novo leto ne pride nocoj,

ko bo ura odbila polnoé;

ko bo iztekel se letnih dni broj,

in novo leto pozdravljal svet rajajo¢ . ..

NaSe nov leto Vam prinesemo mi
najmlajsi, ki krivico trpimo.

Ce smo tudi zdaj mladi in $ibki vsi,
mi bodo¢énost Vam lepSo zgradimo.

NaSe novo leto ne bo z Zalostjo
polnilo revnih in mrzlih ko&,

v sleherni dom bo z radostjo
posijalo—ko staremu letu odbije polnoé.

NaSe novo leto bo nas velik dan,
ki popelje nas do luédi svetlejde.
Mi smelo ta dan bomo prisli na plan,
da si ustvarimo dneve jasnejde! . . .

Pozdrav vsem &itateljem Mladinskega lista!
Anica KramZar, Box 411, Morgan, Pa.



JUVENILE

MONTHLY MAGAZINE FOR YOUNG SLOVENES IN AMERICA

Yolume X.

MARCH, 1931 Number 3.

THE VILLAGE SCHOOLMASTER

By OLIVER GOLDSMITH

BESIDE yon straggling fence that skirts the way,

With blossomed furze unprofitably gay,
There in his noisy mansion, skilled to rule,
The village master taught his little school. O
A man severe he was, and stern to view; 1
I knew him well, and every truant knew.
Well had the boding tremblers learned to trace ;
The day’s disasters in his morning face. }
Full well they laughed with counterfeited glee
At all his jokes, for many a joke had he; 't
Full well the busy whisper, circling round,
Conveyed the dismal tidings when he frowned;
Yet he was kind, or, if severe in aught,
The love he bore to learning was in fault.
The village all declared how much he knew;
"Twas certain he could write, and cipher too;
Lands he could measure, terms and tides presage,
And e’en the story ran that he could gauge.
In arguing, too, the parson owned his skill,
For e’en tho vanquished he could argue still;
While words of learned length and thundering sound
Amazed the gazing rustics ranged around;
And still they gazed, and still the wonder grew '
That one small head could carry all he knew. |

[ I
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‘CHE. CHILDREN’S HOUR

HENRY W. LONFELLOW

ETWEEN the dark and the daylight,
When the night is beginning to
lower,

Comes a pause in the day's occupations,

That is known as the Children’'s Hour.

I hear in the chamber above me
The patter of little feet,

The sound of a door that is opened,
And wvoices soft and sweet.

From my study I see in the lamplight,
Descending the broad hall stairs,

Grave Alice, and laughing Allegra
And Edith with golden hair.

A whisper, and then a silence:
Yet I know by their merry eyes

They are plotting and planning together
To take me by surprise.

A sudden rush from the stairway,
A sudden raid from the hall

By three doors left unguarded
They enter my castle wall!

They climb up into my turret
O'er the arms and back of my chair;
If I try to escape, they surround me;
They seem to be everywhere.

They almost devour me with kisses,
Their arms about me entwine,

Til I think of the Bishop of Bingen,
In his Mouse-Tower on the Rhine!

Do you think, O blue-eyed banditti,
Because you have scaled the wall,
Such an old mustache as I am
Is not a mateh for you all?

I have you fast in my fortress,
And will not let you depart,

But put you down into the dungeon
In the round-tower of my heart.

And there will I keep you forever,
Yes, for ever and a day,

Till the walls shall erumble to ruin,
And moulder in dust away!

LITTLE HEARTS

ITTLE hearts, like little roses,
Open buds to rays of sun;
Gently play with warm breezes,

But hard wind they ever shun,

Never is their true charm known,
Their petals never do evolve;

As if the icy wind had blown—
Mournfully their heads revolve.

The little hearts, our youngsters,
Often inwrapped in sad refrain;
Instead of having Ii’l songsters,
We encourage the'r—disdain,

Anna P. Krasna.
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The Lives of Children Should Not Depend
on the Uncertainties of Charity

E had a concrete example of how

the program of the White House
Conference on Child Health and Pro-
tection works. We refer to the program
of the conference relative to needy
children. We quote it verbatim:

“Public authorities should undertake
only those responsibilities which cannot
be satisfactorily fulfilled by citizens
themselves, thru their own private ef-
forts.”

So public authorities should keep
hands off until it is known whether
charitably inclined people are going to
attend to the health, food, and clothing
for dependent children, and whether
these same charitably inclined people
intend to find homes or build homes for
these children.

It is a damnable program, because it
damns tens of thousands of children to
lives of poverty and crime. The lives
of children are too sacred to be depend-
ent on the uncertainties of charity. The
social and moral status of society are
too important to permit a million de-
pendent, homeless children, many of
whom were born mentally and physi-
cally handicapped, to grow to maturity
without proper care, This class of
children have never had proper care in

the past. The great majority of them
arrived at maturity, after charity got
thru with them, still handicapped. To-
day they fill our jails, poorhouses, and
feeble-minded institutions. As the birth
of dependent, defective children occur
each year, and as their neglect is con-
stant, so regularly each year new faces
appear at our jails, poorfarms, feeble-
minded institutions, and other such pla-
ces that are supported by the taxpayers.
If we had cared for them in their child-
hood, we could have brought most of
them to maturity sound in mind and
body, able to take their places in busi-
ness, and support themselves. If we
would properly care for these children
and if we would prevent the mentally
deficient, those who have inheritable
diseases, those who come from families
of confirmed criminals—if we would
deprive these of the power of reproduc-
tion, we could make bonfires of most of
our “institutions” where we harbor the
unfit and the unsafe.

It should be the duty of the govern-
ment—federal, state and local—to see
to it that children are properly taken
care of, and not let the charitable in-
stitutions humiliate the innocent child-
ren with charity.
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How the Radio Works |

NCE in a while the operator of a

radio set meets an inquiring soul
who wants to know what it is all about.
The question is heard less often than
in years gone by, but the answer is
just as difficult.

What is the underlying principle of
radio?

How is it possible for a receiver to
pick, from all the news in the air, ex-
actly the one its operator desires?

What makes the blamed thing work?

Ellis L. Manning, of the General El-
ectric Company explains, as follows:

“All the radio broadcast station does
is to change the original sound—the
music or the voice—into electric cur-
rents and then somehow use these elec-
tric currents to bump, jar, make splash-
es in the space around the station. The
air hasn’t a thing to do with it.

“Now the space behaves very much
like jelly. If you bump or jar it in one
spot, the disturbance travels—spreads
out—and, in less than a twinkling of
an eye, that jar has traveled around
the world. Vacuum tubes, of course,
make it possible for broadcasting sta-
tions to produce the right kind of
bumps in space. Incidentally, sending
stations are not the only things that
make bumps in space. When a spark
like lightning jumps from cloud to
earth or back again, the bumps pro-
duced in space are apt to reach your

radio set and cause you to say unkind
things about ‘static,” whatever that is.

“A receiving set, essentially, is just
a gadget that will pick up these little
space disturbances and, in some way,
make the tiny energy coming to the
set, from far away places, control other
energy, supplied by batteries or by the
house current in your home. You see,
the energy received from any broad-
casting station is much too small to
make a loudspeaker operate. You, your-
self, must supply that energy. But the
incoming radio waves must be made to
control your local supply.

“Imagine a nice expensive vase resf-
ing peacefully on the piano. Along the
street comes a truck, or on the nearby
track a train or trolley rushes by. All
at once the vase begins to ‘sing,’ that
is, it vibrates. Not all trains or all
trucks make it vibrate—just certain
ones. Whenever the bumps—vibra-
tions—caused by the train or truck ex-
actly suit the temperament of that
piece of china, off it goes on a ‘song
and dance.” Now the business of build-
ing a receiving set, boiled down, con-
sists in providing a series of vases—or
one vase with a lot of artistic tempera-
ment—that will ‘sing’ or vibrate when-
ever the bumps or waves in space reach
it. Really, that’s pretty simple, but
it’s taken years of adventuring, the
time and best efforts of many skillful
men to make ‘vases’ like that.”
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My Trip to Yellowstone National Park

By Harland Krapp of Grand Island, Nebr.

One day last summer my father,
mother, sister and I took a trip to Yel-
lowstone National Park. This park is
situated in the northwestern corner of
Wyoming. The park is sixty-two miles
long and fifty-four miles wide.

We had no idea what the park was
like so we were greatly surprised when
we found it to be a high plateau, di-
versified with hills, plains, and valleys.
We were greatly astonished at seeing
Electric Peak, the highest mountain
within the park.

There are over sixty active geysers
in the park. The largest is the Giant,
which throws columns of water five
feet in diameter to the height of two
hundred feet and sustains the flow for
one and one-half hours. The next gey-
ser we saw was Old Faithful, so named

because of the regularity of its erup-
tions.

There are about four thousand Hot
Springs, but of all these the most fa-
mous Mammoth Hot Springs.

Yellowstone Lake is the most impor-
tant body of water within the park.
The water is clear, sweet and cool, and
the large lake holds an abundance of
fish. The park is also a game preserve.
Hunting is strictly forbidden and the
forests are carefully protected. In the
park there are two herds of buffalo,
numbering in all about four hundred.

Last of all comes Grand Canyon, a
gorge twenty miles long and in places
over fourteen thousand feet deep. A
trip through Yellowstone National
Park is one of the most enjoyable ex-
cursions that one can imagine.— (Junior
Age.)

A Memorable Saying

The few short years of aviation have
been so full of swift progress and
thrilling achievement that already the
earlier conquests of the airmen are tak-
ing on something of the remoteness of
ancient history. This is true even of
the first flight across the English
Channel, by Louis Bleriot. But one of
the brave adventurer’s speeches on
that occasion rang with a spirit so noble
that it ought not to lapse from the
memory of men.

Bleriot was lame; so lame that he
was actually on crutches, as he waited
for sunrise that fateful morning. At
last, when all was ready and he threw

aside the crutches to seat himself in
his monoplane, he cried gaily, “If I
can’t walk, I'll show the world that I

"

can fly!

Surely those galant words must call
forth a response from many a deter-
mined heart. Many are crippled, han-
dicapped in one way or another for the
great adventure of living. Some|can-
not walk—cannot pursue the ordinary,
natural human course. But persever-
ance, hard work and patience will con-
quer everything, We cannot walk; but
the great voices of earth summon us
to the miracles of flight!
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Wit and Humor Not Immortal
By S. B.

T is a remarkable thing that there is
neither wit nor humor in any of the
immortal speeches that have fallen from
the lips of man. To find a joke in
Webster would be an offense. The only
things which Ingersoll wrote that will
live are his oration at his brother’s
grave and his famous “The Past Rises
Before Me Like a Dream,” and several
famous utterances of that great cham-
pion of Free Thought. But in nei-
ther of these productions of this genius
of jesters is there a single trace of wit.
There is not a funny sally in all Burke's
speeches. Lincoln’s Gettysburg address,
his first and second inaugurals, his
speech beginning the Douglas campaign,
and his Cooper Union address in New
York, are, perhaps, the only utterances
of his that will endure. Yet this great-
est of story-tellers since Aesop did not

adorn or deface one of these great de-
liverances with story or any form of
humor.

The reason for this is found in the
whole tendency of human thought and
feeling—in the whole melancholy his-
tory of the race—where tears and grief,
the hard seriousness of life and the ter-
rible and speedy certainty of our com-
mon fate of suffering and of death,
make somber the master-cord of exist-
ence. The immortal things are all seri-
ous...even sad. Itisso with speech—
I mean speech that affects the convic-
tions and understandings of men. I am
excluding now that form of speech
which is merely a species of entertain-
ment. It belongs to the same class,

though of a higher order, as the the-
atrical exhibition.

LAKE BOHINJ IN SLOVENIA
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Says the Fly—

AM only a fly, just a wee small atom

in this big world, but 1 surely have
lots of fun. I am a house-fly and some
even call me the “typhoid fly,” because
I often play around where the germs of
typhoid fever abound. I would rather
be called by the first name, as it fools
people and they don’t try to get rid of
me. If they all called me the “typhoid
fly” they would think that I was res-
ponsible, in some ways, for that disease.
The scientists have given me the digni-
fied name of “Musca domestica,” which
I like very much as it shows people that
I am, like themselves, domestic in my
tastes and in my habits. Of course that
isn’t the name that my hundred-odd
brothers and sisters call me.

How it amuses me to have people
study my habits, watching me while I
eat and sleep, as if they were trying to
learn some of my family secrets. I al-
ways sleep with my eyes open, for one
can never tell what may happen while
one is asleep. A fly’s life is compara-
tively short and so we don’t waste much
time in sleeping.

When we get numerous in the spring
and summer, you would think that peo-
ple, who call themselves the highest
type of vertebrates, would kill us if we
bothered them, but they don’t. As soon
as our numbers get abundant enough
to bother them they buy strong wire
sereens and put them over the windows
and doors. In this way they shut them-
selves in while they allow us to remain
outside, enjoying perfect freedom. They
must be afraid of us. It's great sport,
tho, to slip into the house, when the
door is open for a moment, and take a
swim in the cream piteher or walk on
the butter.

You would think that folk would shut
us up or kill our children in their nurs-
eries if we were so distasteful to them.

They know that we spend our child-
hood in manure piles, garbage cans, and,
oh, ever so many places, but most of
them don’t try to hinder our growth
and future happiness. That is consider-
ate of them, for we need such food in
order to live. If it were protected or
taken away from us we should soon
perish. Instead of killing our progeny
here, they try to kill us by hitting us,
usually after we have laid most of our
eggs and are ready to die anyway.
These intelligent human beings tell
others to “swat the fly.” Wouldn’t that
amuse you? In spite of all their cam-
paigns of swating, we are still here, ap-
parently as numerous as ever.

Scientists have calculated that the
progeny of a single pair of flies, dur-
ing the active season, is about 195,312,-
000,000,000. Now just suppose that
some dutiful citizen wanted to better
the health of his community by swating
the fly. If he had an industructible
swatter and an untiring arm and killed
an average of one fly every ten seconds
for twenty-four hours a day, he would
have accounted for just 8,460 flies. In
just 6,193,303 years he would have fin-
ished off the last of the progeny. Of
course many other progenies would have
lived and died before that. If he had
prevented that pair of flies from breed-
ing he would have saved himself a lot
of work and would have led a more use-
ful life.

The entomologist has for years been
trying to teach people that the days of
that old Baby-Bye ditty are over. It
goes:

Baby-Bye, there’s a fly,
We will watch it, you and 1.
There it goes

On its toes,

Tickling baby’s nose,
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I am fond of that little poem for it
makes us seem harmless. Now they
are trying to teach the people a more
dangerous doctrine, which, if followed,
would certainly diminish our numbers
greatly. It is in the words of Walt
Mason:

The early fly’s the one to swat,
It comes before the weather’s hot.
It sits around and cleans its legs
And lays almost a million eggs,
And every egg will hatch a fly

To drive us crazy by and by.

(D. B. W.)

Thousands of People Flying

IN NEW YORK one morning, in Kan-

sas that evening to spend the night;
in a hotel, and in Los Angeles the next
evening—such is the schedule of the
new New York-Los Angeles, all-air, 36-
hour passenger and mail service.

A 36-hour passenger service between
the Atlantic and Pacific oceans is just
another of those things which a few
years ago were wild impossibilities and
today are inaugurated with hardly a
ripple of excitement beyond that which
the industrious press agent can supply.

The new transcontinental service cuts
12 hours, more or less, from the flying
schedule between New York and Los
Angeles,

Flying in three sections and bucking
a boisterous wind from the west, Amer-
ica’s first all-airplane mail and pas-
senger service across the continent was
launched from the Newark airport by
Transcontinental and Western Air, Inc.
It will fly regularly between New York
and Los Angeles on a 36-hour schedule.

The first plane carried six passeng-
ers and 600 pounds of mail. In the sec-
ond plane were seven passengers, four
going all the way to Los Angeles,

The New York, Philadelphia, and
Washington Airway has hourly service.

All world records for travel over a
regularly established air-line were

broken during the first 10 days of opera-
tion. There was a total of 1,657 pay
passengers carried and a 95 percent
completion of scheduled trips.

Americans are apt to think of the
air-passenger movement across the
English Channel as a high-water mark
in air transport, but the statistics of
a well-known trade journal show the
total passenger movement for all com-
panies across the Channel in 1928 was
43,179, an average of 118 a day.

The Air Transport between New York
and Boston carried 1,348 passengers in
August last year, as against 733 for the
same month the previous year.

This figure is significant because
Colonial has competition between New
York and Boston, New England and
Western, with headquarters in Spring-
field, Massachusetts, operates a service
which takes in Boston, Albany, and New
York by way of Springfield. This
service was started last May. During
July 1,400 passengers rode over certain
divisions of the line, and in August the
system carried 1,600 passengers.

Four passenger air-lines taken at
random out of a score of operating air-
ways in the United States carried more
than 11,000 passengers in August.

The Aeronautical Chamber of Com-
merce reported 133,000 passengers on
29 lines in six months,
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Dear Readers:—

I am glad to say that of late some of your contributions became quite in-

teresting.
for the “Chatzr Corner.”

And it is indeed encouraging that you began to write original letters
It is now important that yow aquire the habit to

write in ink on standard paper, neatly and plainly.

Remember that it is not how much you write, but how interesting and

how well you write.

Keep up the good spirit and write original letters!

FROM A PROUD MEMBER

Dear Editor:—

It gives me great pleasure to think that I
am a member of this organization, the SNPJ.
This organization ranks among some of the
best organizations of Amerieca,

In most of the members' letters we’read
of how much they appreciate our little maga-
zine, but which could be made much larger
with the cooperation of our members.

We all know that it is not a person’s duty
who does not belong to this organization to
support it; we do know that it is the members’
duty to support it. Common sense will teach
us that. Come on, fellow members. Pep up!

I notice where the girls are leading in writ-
ing articles for the Mladinski List. Congrat-
ulations for our female members. Come on,
boys, do something!

This letter might not be of interest, as
every letter should be, but I wish it will bring
some of our lifeless members to life. (I hope I
have not made enemies with any of our mem-
bers.)—Henry Pangerchar, Forest City, Pa.

Try it and yow'll succeed.

—EDITOR.

PROMISES A SNAPSHOT

Dear Editor:—

I am 11 years old and I am in the 5th
grade. I get very good grades. I never get
a “4” or a “5.” Next time I write I will send
my snapshot. Catherine Turkaly,

32 N. Center st., Youngstown, Ohio

HIS FATHER IS SECRETARY OF
LODGE NO. 380

Dear Editor:—

Everyone in our family belongs to the SN
PJ Lodge No. 380, and my father is its sec-
retary for 8 years. He is working in the mine,
and they only work three or two days a week.
I am eleven years old and in 5th grade. I
have a very nice teacher, My sister is 8 years
and in fourth grade. My little sister is in
first grade; she is six years old. My littla
brother is 2 years old. John Mlaker,

427 Foster st., Duryea, Pa
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TAKES PIANO LESSONS
Dear Editor:—

I take piano lessons from Mrs. Swank, and
I like it. I am sending my snapshot.

Maddaline Pecaric, Box 32, Krayn, Pa.

LOVES M. L.

Dear Editor:—

[ am getting to love the M. L. more and
more. I also wish that it would come more
uften.

The weather has been very nice here. Mary
Fradel wrote to me, and I answered her let-
ters. I am closing with best regards to all.
Frances Fatur, 2201 Linden av., Trinidad, Colo.

* *

FROM McKEES ROCKS

Dear Editor:—

I am 12 years old and in the 7 B grade in
the Stowe Junior high school, which started
Sept. 4.

I have two sisters and one brother whé be-
long to the SNPJ. I enjoy reading the M, L.
very much. There aren’t many letters from
McKees Rocks. Why don’t some of the children
pep up and write? Next time I will have
some more to put in the M. L.

Liberty Jakovac,
817—13th st., McKees Rocks, Pa.

* A

A LETTER FROM ALIQUIPPA

Dear Editor:—

I always read the letters, but never get a
chance to write one.

I guess I better introduce myself. I am a
little Slovenian girl, 12 years of age. I at-
tend the Washington school, and am in the
Tth grade.

The story sent by Vida Zabric was very in-
teresting. I hope other members would send
stories like this. Anna Groznik,

141% Main st., W. Aliquippa, Pa.

“THE MEN OF TODAY”

Dear Editor:—
Here is a poem I would like to see pub-
lished in the M. L.:

The Men of Today

We stir, we wake, and then we sit,
Upon the bed awhile,
And meditate upon our fate,
Our thoughts all mixed with bile.
We dress, we shave, and then we rush,
To gulp our breakfast down,
To hesitate would make us late,
We hurry into town.
We work, we shirk and then we eat,
And then we work some more!
We ramble through, we fret and stew,
And do things we abhor,
At night we eat another meal,
And then we get to bed,
Tomorrow will be yet and still,
The same till we are dead.

Clara Sakely, Box 11, Willock, Pa.

THE M. L—A GOOD FRIEND

Dear Editor:—

The Mladinski List is a friend to a friend
in need of a good magazine. We are all “in
need” of it, and miss it when it is not present.

I have a brother in the fifth grade, eleven
years old; and a sister in the first grade, six
years old. I am eight years of age, a student
in the fourth grade. My teacher’s name is
Miss Stewarts.

I wish T would find a letter among my mail
from some member of this organization.

Marian Mlakar,
427 Foster st., Duryea, Pa.
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LODGE NO. 675 SNPJ

Dear Editor:—

I am 13 years old and am in the 8th grade.
We all belong to the SNPJ Lodge No. 675.
My dad was the organizer of the Lodge and
also its Secretary. I am very interested in
the Mladinski List. I am enclosing my snap-
shot.

Agnes Staudohar, 735 Lorain St,, Girard, Ohio.

* -

LODGE NO. 31 SNPJ
Dear Editor:—

I like the M. L. very much. I am 12 years
old and in sixth grade in school. I like to go
to school very much. My teacher’s name is
Miss Miller, and she is a very nice teacher

There are eight of us in our family and all
belong to SNPJ lodge No, 31.

Josephine Cvelbar, 500 Wilson st., Sharon, Pa

.

LODGE NO, 225 SNPJ
Dear Editor:—
I am nine years old and in the fourth grade
in school. We are 3 in our family and we all
belong to the SNPJ Lodge No. 225.

August Kovacie, RR 3, Box 804, Girard, Kans.

* L

LETTERS FROM OTHER CORRES-
PONDENTS

Veronica Janezic, 807 Otis ave., Rockdale,
Ill, would like to see letters in the M. L.
from Rockdale.

Matt. Rebich, Box 98, of Bracholm, W. Va.,
promises he will again write for the M. L.

Louise Kerkos, 1045 Moen ave., Joliet, Ill,,
would like to get personal letters from De-
troit friends.

Jennie M. Majdic, Box 112, Hudson, Wyo.,
likes the mild winter they are having this
year.

Mary Rupnik, 216 E. Washington st., Au-
burn, Ill,, says her brother is ill two years
already, He broke his leg on the ice on Feb,
21, 1929. He'’s 14 years old.

“HALF-SISTER .. .”
Dear Editor:—I belong to the SNPJ Lodge No,
16. I have never written to the M. L. before,
but I always enjoyed reading it. I am 13
yvears old and in the eighth grade. I have a
typewriter and love to type on it.

Here is a joke:

Mary came to school one day in a state of
suppressed excitement. Going straight to
the teacher’s desk, she exclaimed:

“I've got a new sister!”

“How very nice,” replied the teacher.

“Yes,” said Mary, “but she is only a half-
sister.”

“Why, that doesn't make any difference,
does it?"”

“No, but I don’t understand where the other
half is.,” Josephine Ganoni,

RR 12, Sta. F, 50th St.,, Milwaukee, Wis.
* -
FROM YUKON, PA.
Dear Editor:—

I am a member of the SNPJ Lodge No. 117
of Yukon, Pa. There are six in our family.
I am 9 years old and in fourth grade in school.
My teacher’s name is Miss Van Dyke. She
is very good.

I like to read the M. L., its jokes, riddles,
and storics. I hope some of the Yukon mem-
bers would wake up and write a letter to the
M. L—Agnes Flander, Box 140, Yukon, Pa.

* »*
BASKETBALL
Dear Editor:—

We are studying hard and work hard to
enter all the sports. T am a member of the
Busch School Basketball team and expect to
be as long as I attend there. We got new
suits this year; they are orange and black—
our school colors. We played three games and
lost one so far.

I am glad the Editor of the M. L. made
those new rules for our magazine.

Rose Pregel (age 14), Bx 134, Base Line, Mich

* -

Louise E. Kosik, Box 3, Smithdale, Pa., con-
tributes a joke and sends in her photo.
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WAKE UP, LA SALLE!

Dear Editor:—

I enjoy reading the Mladinski List very
much and wish it would come more often.
There are very seldom any letters from La
Salle and it seems as though the members
are backing out. Come on, La Salle! Let's
show what we really can do! I hope that in
the next month’s issue there will be many
letters from La Salle.

(Sent by a little member whose address is
at 664 Lincoln ave.,, La Salle, Ill, but no
name was attached to the letter or envelope).

Robert: “Mother, I had such an aw-
ful dream last night. Does it mean
anything ?”’

Mother: “Yes, it means that I know
now what became of that chocolate
cake I couldn’t find last night.”

INTRODUCING HIMSELF

Dear Editor:—

I hope there will be a space in the Mladin.
ski List for my picture to introduce myself
to the Juvenile members, this being my first
letter. T also like to attend a lodge meeting;
I don’t miss very many. I attended a meet-
ing the 1st Sunday in February. There were
45 members present at the meeting which
was very orderly. We all belong to the SI:IPJ.

Robert Unetich, Box 211, Republic, Pa.

Christine Demoizes, Krayn, Pa., belongs to
Lodge No. 174 and is learning to play piano.

A BABY'S HANDS

By Margaret Sangster

IKE crumpled blossom petals mov-
ing slowly,
Upon the wind’s frail, sighing lul-
laby;
And yet as high and wonderful and
sweet,
As Nature’s great love that reaches
from the sky!
As helpless as a bit of thistle blowing,
Across a meadow filled with beauti-
ful things,
And yet as strong—as subtle and as
glowin,
As a white bird that flies on golden
wings . ..

A BABY'’S hands—weak, tiny fingers,
groping
To find a place of tenderness and
rest—
They are the answer to the wistful
hoping,
The hope that lives in every wo-
man’s breast!
A baby’s hands—as shy as April
weather,
Yet strong enough to hold the world
together.
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THE TEACHER MUSES
By R. J. Gale

YEAR AFTER YEAR they come to
me
Year after year they leave me,
As they leave their outgrown books;

And I wonder sometimes if I've taught
them

Just some of the worthwhile things,

Just some of the things they’ll need in
life,

Be they peasants, or poets, or kings.

Of course, they've learned civies and
history,
And how to divide and add,
But have they learned that these are
not all
That make life sad or glad?

Have I taught them the value of smiling
When things are at their worst?
Have I taught them there’s nothing

that helps like a song

When the heart seems ready to
burst

Have I taught them the joy of clean
living?
That Honor is better than Fame?
That good friends are the greatest of
treasures?
Wealth, less than an untarnished
name?
Have I taught them respect to the aged?
Protection to those that are weak?
That silence always is golden
When gossip bids them speak?

Have I taught them that Fear is a
coward
Who is beaten when they say, “I
can?”
That Courtesy ranks with Courage
In the heart of the real gentleman?
Have I taught them these things and
the others
That will help make them brave, kind,
and true?
If T have, then, I care not if they tell
me
That Irkutsk is a town in Peru!

LETTERS FROM OTHER COORES-
PONDENTS

Virginia Mikolich, 55 Ridgeway st., Struth-
ers, 0., belongs with the rest of the family to
Lodge No. 277.

Molly Turk, 21232 Naumann ave., Eueclid
0., tells us that the whole family belongs to
Lodge No. 84 SNPJ.

Mary Jevec, 159—17th st. N. W,, Barber-
ton, 0., is also our member and a junior in
the Barberton high school,

Mary Mezek, 512 E. 4th st., Price, Utah,
relates a nice little story about travelling.
Her cousin Rosie Lotrich from Sunnyside spent
her holiday vacations with her. They went
sleigh riding. There are about 750 students
in high school there and gave recently a very
interesting play. She promises to write some
more for our magazine.

Agnes Micheie, 417 Hopwell ave., W. Ali-
quippa, Pa., sent us a nice little poem called
“A visit to Toyland.”

Joseph Strauss, Box 107, Bridgeport, O., is
12 years old and in the sixth grade in school.
There are nine in his family and all are SN-
PJ members.

Ray McCarthy (Corky), 1874 Fremont st.,
Chicago, Ill., contributes five jokes to the
M. L.

Jennie Pregel, 57 Warta, Base Line, Mich.,
has heard Mr. A. Subelj sing over the radio,
and every Sunday they listen in on the Slo-
vene program from Cleveland over station
WJIAY.

Tillie Klemen, 16119 Waterloo rd., Cleveland,
0., would like to know Steve Papish’s ad-
dress as she lost it.

William Skrbetz, Box 357, Broughton, Pa.,
likes letters in M. L. from his home town.

Dorothy Brezovsek, Box 74, Conemaugh,
Pa., contributes her first letter, She is in
4th grade and likes her teacher.

Dorothv Ferjan, Box 98, Indianola, Pa., tells
us that the whole family belongs to the SNPJ,



